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A SENSATIONAL -STORY OF TOM MERRY & CO.,, AT ST. JIM'S—

61e INSEPARABLE

Of all the new boys who have
made their appearance at St. Jim's,
surely few have created such a
sensation as the Three Trouncers!
This cheery trio mean to make their
mark in thea school, and they set
about the job in neo half-hearted
fashion !

CHAPTER 1.
To Meet the Ne¢ew Boys !

RASH! :
The door of Stady No. 10 in the Bhell passage at

St Jim’s wos sent I!h\i‘ng‘ open. i
Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell, and his two
olams, Monty Lowther and Harry Manners, emerged from

the study and set off along the passage arm in srm, They
had caps on their heads and were whistling cheerily,

The Fervible Threa were going out! |

ToHE CEM Taprany.—Na, 1,111 7

MARTIN CLIFFORD

-

Tt wias a Wednesday alternoon—a lall-heliday at St
Jun’s, Outside fhe sun was shining in a cheery way that
matched Tom Meiry & Co.'s cheory mood. Tom and his
chums wera off to Hyleombe to meet the two-thirty train.
By ihat train thres fcllows were arviving whom the Terrible
Three wore interested to zee.

Their names were Wailace, Willis and Woelley, and they
were coming to St Jim's

Wallaee, Willis and Woolley—so Mr. Railtan, the House-
mazter of tha School Iouse, had tald Tom Merry—had been
tagether at a schaol named Ramhoret, But apparently their
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—INTRODUCING THREE NEW BOYS—THE «TROUNCER ™ TRIO!

respective parcnts had been dissatisfiea with Bamhurst—
unless, as Monty Lowther had suggested, Ramhurst had
been dissatisfied with Wallace, Willis and Woolley! At all
events, the three newcomers had been taken from Ramhurst
by their parents, and were arriving at St. Jim's that
afternoon,

Wallace and Willis were destined for the School House,
whereas Woolley—unluckily for him, in the opinion of Tom
Merry & Co.—was due to become a “ New House bounder "

And the Terrible Three were off to meet them, and to
welcome them to 8t Jim's.

Arm in arm, Tom Merry, Manners and Lowther strolled
briskly along the passage and down the stairs and out into
the quad.

A fat figure was standing at the hottom of the steps of
the School House as the Terrible Three emerged into the
sunshine. Baggy Trimble, the fattest junior who had ever
managed to squeeze himself into an Eton jacket, was
propping his fat frame against the stonework of the
Emiustmda with a very disconsolate look upon his podgy
ace.

Ha pglanced up as the Terrible Three appeared. His face
brightened,

Baggy had been wondering very hard how te spend the

B *The rotters!”

half-loliday. He had twopence and a halfpenny
stamp in his pockets, and so he conld not visit the
Wavland cinema as he had wished to do. For some-
how nobody at 8:, Jim's seemed to have the slightest
desire to lend Bapey [urther funds—in spite of his
ussurance that he was expecting a postal-order from a
titled relation in a Few days at the most!

But the sight of the Terrible Three had given
Baggzy a fresh idea.

It was clear that they were off out somewhere.
There would no doubt be tea going at tea-time in
their company. So there and then Baggy made up
hiz mind to tack himself on.

With an ingratiating smirk that was supposed to be
a charming smile, Baggy rolled in front of the three
chums of the Shell. Tom Merry & Co. halted.

“My hat!” cjaculated Tom Merry in apparent
astonishment. He stared at Baggy's smirking face
closely. “What have you done to your face, Baggy 1"

“My face?" echoed Baggy in bewilderment, still
emirking.

“That iz your face, of course?” inquired Monty
Lowther pravely. ;

“(3h, really, Lowther, old chap!” Baggy grinned
feobly. “Isay, I e -

“T{f that is his face, there’s something wrong with
it.” ngreed Manners, shaking his head.

“There's an awful slit in 1t,” said Tom Merry.

“ Looks to me as if someone’s hit it with a hatchet,”
remarked Manners thoughtfully.

“No, I think it's more likely the zesult of a
railway accident,” suggested Monty Lowther. “ Have
vou been in a railway accident lately, Baggy?”

Dagey's extensive smile—the cause of the Terrible
Three's puzzlement—died away abruptly. He
glared at the three chums of the Shell.

“ Look here—" roared Baggy. 3

“Qorry, can't be did. It's painful to the eyes,
grinned Manners, ;

" And with soft chuckles the Terrible Three strolled
Dll. " -y

Paggy stood by the foot of the steps snorting with
wrath.

*Beasts!” he ejaculated. “I—I do believe they're
going off without me ! :

He scuttled rapidly in pursuit, and caught np with
Tom Merrv & Co. as they were passing the porter's
lTodge. He plucked at Manners' sleeve with fat
fingers.

«1 say, where are you going?” gasped Baggy.

“Out!” said Manners,

“[—1 know-—but where to, old chap

“To our destination,” explained Tom Merry. |

“0Oh, really, Merry ! I mean, where is your destina-
tion, you know 7" 2 :

“VWhy. where we are geing to, of course, said
Monty Lowther innocently. “So long!"”

And once more Bagzy Trimble found himself left
standine, blinking after the retreating backs of the
Terrible Three.

t i

gasped Baggy. “I—I do believe
they don't want me to go with them!” .

; That anvone could wish to aveid his charming
company was amazing to Daggy. Undou}_wteul}'
there must be some particular reason for it, he
felt sure. Suddenly a gleam of understanding came
into his pasty face. 2

“1 know!" }?a snorted. “The beasts are off to Spalding
Hall. And they think I'd cut 'em out with the girls if I
was with them "

Spalding Hall was a school for girls near Wayland, where
Ethel Cleveland and Doris Levison, two girl chums of Tom
Merry & Co., were pupils, :

“That's what it is!” muttered Baggy excitedly. “They're
off to have ten at Bpalding !

On one or two occasions Baggy, with his amazing thick-
ness of skin, which was absolutely impervious to snubs, hed
managed to force his unwanted company upon juniors visit-
ing Spalding Hall. And the fat Fourth-Former had very
agrecable memories of the ripping teas provided on those
occasions by the juniors’ girl chums.

In 2 moment Baggy was once more scuttling in pursuit of
the Terrible Three,

He caught them up as they were passing out of the gate-
way into the road, and grabbed Tom Merry’'s arm, with a
return of his ingratiating smirk,

That Tom Merry & Co. were off to Spalding Hall for tea,
Baggy had not now the slightest doubt. And he meant te
join them whether they wanted him or not.
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fWait for meY” gasped Baggy breathlessly. “I’'m coming
with you, you know!”
. The Terrible Three grinned. They guessed that Baggy
imagined they were off to have a feed somewhere. Baggy
could not imagine any fellows going off on a hali-holiday for
any other purpose. Had Baggy known that they were off
to the station to meet the three new chaps, he would
certainly have been the last person in the world to wish te
accompany them.

“That’s jolly kind of you, Baggy,” said Tom gravely.

“Ripping of you, old man,” nodded Manners. -

“Nat at all,” emirked Baggy, scuttling along beside them,
“I—I say, don't go so fast! I'm always glad to go about
with you chaps. We leading lights of the School House
ought to stick together, you know.”

““0Oh, rather!” agreed Monty Lowther.

“It’'s entirely for the pleasure of your company I want fo
go with you, of course,” went on Baggy, deeming it wise to
use a little soft sawder.

“Niee to hear you zay go0,” murmured Manners.

“But, of course, the girls will be glad to see me,” smirked
Baggy. “Girls always fall for me somehow,”

“(rrls?” echoed Tom Merry.

“Rather! Not that I'd think of vsing my natural charm
to cut yon out with Miss Cleveland or Levizon's sister,”
added Baggy hastily.

The- Terrible Threa glanced at one another.
understood. They strode on, hiding their grins.

“1 say, don’t go so beastly fast!” gasped Baggy, his fut
littla legs going like clockwork.

The Terrible Three seemed,
if anything, to quicken their
walk, however, striding along
the lane at a i)l'isk, swinging
pace that brought the per-
spiration  streaming from
Baggy's fal, scarlet counien-
ance.

“Dh, dear!
bit, for goodness’
puifed Baggy.

“Borry,” said Tom Merry
gravely, “but it wouldn’t do
to be late, you see.”

"Glgi Eumm-—rath&r nofi!"
pante aggy, mopping his
forehead with hisphanﬁlker-
shief as he scuttled along. He
smirked again, "Il be a
surprise for the girls to see me, won't it?”

“A frightful surprise!” murmured Monty Lowther
“ Frightful 1"

Baggy blinked at Lowther suspiciously, but Monty’s face
was perfectly grave.

“Yes, it'll be a great treat for them,” went on DBaggy.
“Ethel always likes to see me—ow ! Yarcoocoop !”

Tom Merry’s foot had come down heavily on Bagey’s toe
ag he strode along. Baggy danced, holding his injured foot
and glaring at Tom Merry. A

“Ow! Yoooooop! You clumsy ass—"

“You were saying Miss Cleveland likes to see you?”
murmured Tom b{andly. There was a distinet accent on the
“Miss Cleveland ” that even Baggy could not fail to notice.

He blinked at Tom wrathfully and scuitled round to the
other side of the trio.

“Yes, she does!"” he exclaimed defiantly.
Doris—— Oh! Yerrrooooogh!”

Manners' foot, apparently quite accidentally, had come
down on Baggy's other toe. He hopped on one foot,
TOaring: . y

“Yow!l Oh! Whoooop! Manners, you clumsy ass, you
trod on my foot—"!

“Did 17 exclaimed Manners, apparently greatly aston-
ished.n “What were you saying about Mizs Deris, by the
way ¥

But Bagpy did not continue the conversation! Blinkin
wrathfully at Manners, he scuttled along on painful fee
beside the Terrible Three in cilence.

Baggy meant to hang on like grim death!

A little distance farther on, the road forked. The left-
hand fork led to Rylcombe village, the other fo Wayland.
As they approached it, Tom Merry halted and glanced ak

£gY.

“Ppuffed 7" he inquired in apparent econcern.

; "'E:;ee.!” growled Baggy. “You chaps walk =o besastly
ast!

“Hard luck!” said Tom. *Well, let us help you.”

He took hold of one of Baggy’s arms, and Monty Lewther
took hold of the other. They resamed their march with
Baggy panting along breathlessly between them. e was
hot and panting, but he was full of inward satisfaction,
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Evidently the Terrible Three were going to {ake him with
them ! i8 perseverance was to be rewarded.

But at the fork, azs Tom Merry & Co. took the left-hand
road, Baggy gave an exclamation of surprize.

“Hil 'This isn’t the way!” j

"l‘ti'ot the way " echoed Tom Merry, in seeming hewilder-
nent,

“Nol"” hooted Baggy impatiently.
to Bpalding Hallt” e g

The ﬁrmghold upon his arms was not relaxed, however—
and the Terrible Three were striding on even faster,

“Btop, you asses!” roared Baggy. "“We're noi going
to Bpalding Hall this way—"

“t3o hon!” chuckled Monty Lowther.

Manners glanced at his wateh,

“T think we ought to hurry up,” he remarked cheerfullv.

Ho broke into a trot, and so did Tom Merry and
Alonty Lowther—and Baggy Trimble, held fast between
them, was compelled to break info a trot, tool His fat
little legs fairly twinkled as they covered the ground.

“Ow!"” he gasped. “What's the idea? Leggo!”

“Bub you wanted to come with us!" grinned Monty.

“Put this isn’t the way to Spalding Hall!™ howled Baggr.

“YWa know that,” -chuckled Tom Merry. "“But, then,
we aren’t going to Spalding Hall I

For a moment, as he was whirled along at a brisk runm,
Baggy Trimble’s face went blank with bewilderment. Then,
as he realised that he had been “had,” it went red
with wrath—an even deeper shade than it already was with
his unaccustomed exertions!

#This isn't the way

“You rotten spoofers!® he
panted. “Ow ! Groo! Beasts !
leggo! Yon said you were
going to Spalding—"

“You mean you did!”
qrmned Monty Lowther.

‘We're off to the station, to
meet those new chaps!” .

“QOh!” gasped Baggy. His
face was a picture as he was
whirled along the lane.

“And you said you wanted
to come with us® added
Monty.

“I don’t!” shricked Bagegy.
#“T thought you were going to
Bpalding—"*

“But you said you only

. wanted the pleasure of our
company ! exclaimed Tom Merry, in seeming astonishment.

The Terrible Three were racing hard now—and Baggy
raced with them, panting and blowing and aching fremn
the unaccustomed exercise in every muscle of hig fat little
legs.

“Lemme gol!™ he gasped furiously, “I won't go to-the
Leastly station! I won't—"

Tom Merry shook his head gravely as he ran.

“No, Baggy,” he =aid eolemnly, “youw've promised us
the pleasure of your company, and we couldn't bear to he
dizappointed now. We know you like being with us—just
for the pleasure of our company. You said sol”

Baggy was wishing now from the bottom of his heart that
he haﬁ never said so. But it was too late now.

Down the lane he was rushed, at a faster speed than he
had ever accomplished before! IHe was too breathless
by this time even to tell his captors what he thought
of them.

'The Terrible Three were athletes, and Baggy was not.
They were enjoying the rum, and were prepared to keep
it up all the way to the station! But the prospect of
being forced to run all that distance filled Baggy’'s mind
with horror,

But there was no help for him. As long as Tom Merry
and Monty Lowther ran, he had to run, even if it killed
him. And he felt that it was killing him already.

“ Grooooooh!” gasped Baggy. .

He was travelling now ab break-neck speed. His little
eyes were almost popping from his head with the exertion,
and his face was the colour of a newly boiled lobster. Bus
still ha had to keep going.

It was very certain that by the time he reached the
railway station, Baggy Trimble would be in a state of
collapza!

With his fat little legs moving at lightning speed, ba
vaced on. His eyes had a glassy stare, his cap had gone, and
his tie was flying in the wind. Tom and Monty, on either
side of him, were still perfectly cool, and grinning cheer-
fully—as was Manners, racing close hehin{f But Baggy
looked as though he had been running in a Marathon—
uiterly done!

By the time the village came in sight, Baggy was
nearly dropping. His legs were aching, his knees wers

T
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But still

sagging and his feet were blistered and sore.

he raced on. He had to!

Down the village street Tom Merry and Monty Lowther
rushed him, and then into the station yard,

“Here we are!l” grinned Tom breathlessly. “Awfully
nice of you to come with us, Baggy!"”

“Grooooch |

Tom released his hold of the fat Fourth-Former, amd so
did Monty Lowther. But slthough he was no longer
compelled to run, Baggy went on running!

He couldn't help it. His momentum was too great for
his wobbling legs to be able to contrel his fat frame from
hurtling on.

It was unfortunate for Baggy Trimble
was 2 low horse-trough in the station yard.

Floundering helplessly across the cobbles, Baggy was
headed straight for the trough—and his terrific impetus
carried him towards it at a tremendous rate. He tried to
stop, but couldn't.

"[Phe next moment Baggy had arrived at the horse-
trough. There was a tremendous splash.

* Yoooosh |

Bagegy Trimble was in the horse-trough.
How in all directions!

Bplashing and gurgling, the fat Fourth-Former floundered
like an elephant having a bath, as Monty Lowther put 1t
later. He was right in, full length., With plunging arms
and legs, he pasped and gurgled and drank a pint or so
in his excitement. But ab last he mapaged to raise &
streaming face from the water, and a breathless howl came

Groooooh!

from him.
Whoooosh I
““Ha, ha, hal

The Terrible Three were doubled up with mirth. They
shrieked. 8o did several cabbies, and half a dozen villago
youngsters and a porter. The only one who did not scem
to be enjoying the joke was Baggy Trimble,

“Oh! Yow! I'm soaked!” gasped Baggy miserably.

“Go hon!” chudkled Manners.

“What's the idea?” asked Monty Lowther.
for & Channel swim, or what "

“Ha, ha, hal”

that there

And the water

“Practising

There was a fremendous splash as Baggy Trimbla want headfirst into tha
horse~trough. With plunging armsa and legs the fat Fourth-Former gasped and
gurgled and drank a pint or so befora he managed to raise a streaming fage from

the water.

“Ow! Qrooooh! Whoooosh!?' (Sez Chapter 1.)

Bagpgy crawled out of the trough, looking something like
a drowned hippopotamus, sccording to Monty Lowther.
He stood there dripping with water and glaring in
speechless fury ab the Terrible Three,

“Beasts!” howled Baggy.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the “beasts!”

“I—1 shall catch my d-death of e-c-c-cold!” wailed Baggy.
“I—T say, I think you ought to stand me a hot meall
I shall probably get pneumonia—-" -

“Good!” said Manners,

“0h, really, Manners——"

“ Better run home, Baggy,” laughed Tom Merry, “You'll
be in good fraining for the eprint, anyway!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was clear that there was no sympathy to be had from
Tom Merry & Co. Az a matter of fact, the afterncon was
hot, and Baggy stood little chance of any ill-effects from
hiz inveluntary ducking. With a speechless glare at the
grinning faces of ‘the Terrible Three, Bazgy squelched
miserably from the station yard, a figure of dripping fury,
and turned in the direction of St. Jim's. .

Bagey Trimble was wishing very, wvery heartily that
he had never insisted on accompanying the Terrible
Threa!

And Tom Merry & Ca., still chuckling, strolled into tha
station, to wait for the arrival of the two-thirty that
was to bring with it Wallace, Willis and Woolley.

—

CHAPTER 2.
Wallace, Willis and Woolley !

i REAT pip!”
George Figgins, of the New House, gave that
exclamation.

Figgins, accompanied by his two chums, Kerr
and Fatty Wynn, had just entered the station.

It was the sight of Tom Merry, Manners and Lowther,
strolling- at the far end of the platform, that had caused
Figgy to give his ejaculation of surprise. i
W“School House bounders!” remarked David Llowellyn

yan,
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Tom Merry & Co, had caught sight of Figgins & Co., too.

*New House bounders!” exclaimed Monty Lowther.

The two rival Ce's stood surveying one another doubi-
fully, Fach realized why the other Co. was there. The
Terrible Threo were not the only fellows interested in the
arrival by the two-thirty of the three new chaps.

The fact that Woolley was destined for the New House
had brought the New House ftrio along to meet him.
But they were very taken abaek to find that the Sehool
House trio had come to meet Wallace and Willis.

Figgins nodded to the Terrible Three.

“Hallo, you RBchool House wasters!” he remarked.

“Why, you cheeky New House worm!” growled Manners.

Tom Merry langhed.

“Bo you've come to mect the new chaps, toof” he
asked.

“That's it,"” said Figgins cheerily, “The one called
Woolley is coming into the New House. The other two
poor chaps are going into the School House, aven’t they?
Rotten luck for ‘em.”

“Rather!” nodded Kerr. © Beastly roiten hick!”

“Poor old Woolley!” remarked Moniy Lowther loudly
to Manners, “He's got to go into the New House, you
know. We'll have to break it to him gently, or he’ll do
something desperate—chuck himself on the line, or drown
himself in the horse-trough, I dare say.”

Tom Merry & Co. shook their heads sadly.
& Co. glared at them. ;

“You cheeky asses!” gnorted Figgins. .

But before the argument could develop, the tramn came
snorting into sight, and drew fo & standstill 'in  the
station. ; il :

A carviage door swung open right opposite Figgins & Co.

Qut of it stepped a grinning youngster of about the same
age as the Bt. Jim’s juniors. He was an athletic-looking
fellow, with a rugeed, cheery face and bright blue eyes,
and tousled fair hair. Though he was not particularly
handsome, there was no doubt that Wallace, or Willis, or
Woolley—or whoever he was—looked a thorough good sort.

“ Come on, you chaps!” he sang out. “We've arrived!

And out from the carrviage etepped two more grinmng
youngsters, 2

They were very much the same to look at as the first
edition of the trio. They might well have been brothers.
Each had a stocky, athletic frame, a mﬁged, cheery face
with twinkling blue eyes, and a tousled head of fair hair

“You'll find our traps in the van,” oue of the trio
announced *o the porter who hurried up. He pressed a
coin into the man's palm. “3end ’em all along to Bt
Jim’s, will you?" e 2y

Then the three new arrivals turned to Figgins & Co.
They knew from their caps that Figgins and his chums
were St. Jim's fellows. The three newcomers grinned broad
and cheery grina. % LR

“Hallo!" exclaimed one of them. *“We're Wallace, Willis
arnd Woolley | :

“Good !’ grinued Figegins, stepping forward and holding
out his hand, *Which is which ?” ]

. “Oh, that doesn’t matter!” came the surprising answer.
“We're always together, you know.”

Tom, Merry & Co. had hurried up. Tem grinned.

“Tt matters now,” he remarked with a chuckle. **You
goe, Wallace and Willis are coming into the School
House——""

# And what zhout me?”” cried one of the trio—evidently
Woolley. ;

“You're all right,"” =aid Figgins kindly. “You're the
lucky ane, You see, you're coming into the New House.”

“Yes, you can thank your stars for that,” nodded Fatty
Wynn, rglancing darkly at the Terrible Three, * New
House is cock House, you see.”

“What 7 roared Manners,

Monty Lowther tapped his forchead significantly, and
glanced at Fatty Wyun.

“Don’t listen to that fat ass,” he said in audible under-
tone. "“He's a bit potty. Bats in the belfry, and owls in
the aitie, you know, It's all through heing in the New
House, I believe. They’re all a bit queer.”

“¥ou—you cheeky rotter!” roared Fatty Wynn. "1l
show you if I’'m queer!”

‘And with a grim face, the Falstaff of the New House
planted a fist on Monty Lowther's nose.

“Owl? gasped Monty Lowther. “You fat clam——

He broke off, clasping his injured nose, then hurled
himself at Fatty Wynn, moment later the two wero
rolling on the platform in a struggling heap.

Bitting astride his fat antagonist, Monty Leowther dabbed
at his nose with a handkerchief with one hand, while he
gras Fatty Wynn’s nose with the other. T

“I'll teach you to punch me on the nose!” gasped Monty
Lowthee indignantly.
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Grasping his victim’s nasal -organ firmly, he pulled hard,
and_there was a yell from Fatty Wynn.

** Yarooogoop 1™

“Chuck it, you asses!” exclaimed Tom Merry, and he
pulled Monty Lowther off. *“You can’t serap here!”

“They seem to have been deing it 1” grinned Wallace.

“*Ha, ha, hat”

Fatty Wymn siruggled up, holding his nose tenderly, He
glaved ai Monty Lowther, and Lowther glared back with
interest.

“¥ou Sehool House cuckoo!” growled Fatty Wynn.

“¥You New House jabberwoek!’ retorted Monty Lowther.
- “Chuck it!” roared Tom Merry, who did not want a
row in front of the three new fellows if it could be helped.

But it was with a very strained atmosphere thag Tom
Merry & Co. asccompanied by Figgins & Co., together witi
Wallace, Willis and Woolley, left the station and set ofl
along the road towards the school. ;

Whether the rival Co.s would succeed in escorting ihe
trio of new boys to 8t. Jim's without further trouble seemed
really rather doubtful,

———

CHAPTER 3.
A Stormy Weleome !
11 OW, this bizney about Houses »? Legan Woolley,
N as the party of jumiors left the High Street.
“Rather!” chimed Wallace—unless it was

15.

“YWhat’s going to be- done, you lads ¥’ murmured Willis—
unless it was Wallace.

The three new arrivals looked at one ancther. Then
they looked at Tom Merry, then at Figgins, Together they
all three shook their heads ; g :

“We'ra not splitting up, you koow,” aimounced Woalley
firmly.

‘" Rather not!’ agreed the other two, as one man.

“But Woolley’s coming into the New House—"" began
Figgins, “and the other two——" _

“Rats1” repeated Woolley, Willis and Wallaca,

“But Wallace and Willis are coming into the School
House, and Woolley——" began Tom Merry.

* Rats !"” repeated Woolley Willis and Wallace.

“But—"->"

“I tell you, we don’t split up!” said the one whom Tom
Merry & Co. found out later to be Wallace., " At .Bam-
hurst we wero always together. Same House, same Form,
same everything!”

“You bet!” chuckled Willis. “We can't split up.™

“Couldn’t be did!” agreed Woolley eheerfully.

Tom Merry grinned.

“Well, in that case you'll have to see the Head and get
Lhim to change Woolley into the School House,” he grinned.

He liked the looks of the three new fellows, and felt
that they wounld be undoubtedly an acquisition for the
House. But Figgins, who felt the same with regard to
tha New House, tapped Wallace on the shoulder.

“fom Merry’s right,” he exclaimed, “in one thing—
you'll have to see the Head to get him to alter his idea of
splitting you. But what you'll have to do is to get him to
put all three of you in the New House.”

“Ha means School House,” explained Mannera. ;

“Rats!” roared Figgins. “You zee, New House is cock
Hounse, so you'll do better to be in the New House——"

“New House is cock House, is it?7 asked Willig,
chuckling.
“No, it jolly well isn't!” snorted Monty Lowther.

“Qchool House is cock House, all along the line!™
Figgins & Co. halied. They eyed Tom Merry & Co.
dark% ; :
“You know jolly well New
roared David Llewellyn Wynn. ;
“Ha, ha!” said Monty Lowther solemnly. “Da you
know any more jokes like that!?”
“Well, there’s always your face,”” gmaid Fatty
politely.  “That’s the biggest joke I know.”
Monty Lowther went wvery red.
“Look here—-"'
« "Now look here,” interrupted Wallace briskly, *“don’t
you chaps start rowing over us, for poodness’ sake!”
“Come on, you idiots!” growled Tom Merry.
The party resumed their progress towards Sf. Jim's.
“Play cricket 1 inquired Tom Merry of the new arrivals.
“¥ou bet we dol” grinned Wallace, Williz and Woaelley
in chorus.
“Good!"” said Figgins briskly.
good cricket in the New House.”
“Yes, they would—playing against the School House,™
grinned Manners. ‘“‘But sinee they’ve coming into the
School Honee, they'll have to play against the New House;
and I admit that’s not much fun. Too easy.”
“Ha, ha, hal!” roared Monty Lowther,

pm

House is cock House

Wynn

“You'll get some jolly
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Once more Tizging & Co. halted.

“Look here, you silly jabberwocks—" grunted Figgins,

red in the fi

vary ace.

“For goodness’ sake chuck rowing and come along!”

grinned Tom DMerry.

Wallace, Willis and Woolley were grinning, toe, as the
The keen rivalry that so
evidently existed botween the School House and the New

little procession went on again,

House tickled them.

At last the gates of 8t. Jim’s came info sight, and
the three new arrivals stared ahead eagerly at the hand-
were not disappointed
in their first view of the famous old school to which they
now belonged was evident from their faces as they accom-
panied Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co. through the

some old grey buildings. That the

“gates into the quad.

“Now.” said Tom Merry cheerily, “what about tea?”

¥(Good wheeze!” nodded Willis.

“That's fine!” exclaimed Figgins,
way !
With a

lare at Tom Moerry & Co., he
the New

ouse, The new

REGIMENT;

“C'ome along!

oys were about to follow him
when Manners touched Wallace on the arm.

it hammer-and-tongs.
brandished fists accidentally caught Kerr on the side of the
head, and Kerr joined in the fray. 1
both went to their chum’s aid, and Fatty Wynn hurled him-

One of Monty Lowther's wildly-

Manners and Tom Merry

self joyfully inte the middie of things,

“Oh!
Smack !
““(Grooooh!
Biff!
“Wow I

went down, too,

fill the air.
This
turned off towards  img
and Mont
Wynn, wi
SEREesEESEEEEEEEN

Oh, crumbs——

Yarooooop !

Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co. battled with a will.
Figgins went down before an upper-cut from Manners, Tom
Merry stopped a hot one from Kerr on the chin, and almost

Monty Lowther and TFatty Wynn were

repeating their great rolling human ball act, as performed
on the station platform at Ryleombe.
and yells, trampling feet and wildly flying fists seemed to

Biffs and thuds, gasps

Manners was sitting astride Figgins now, rubbing that
hapless youth's head in the gravel,

Fatty Wynn was gasp-

from the seat of honour on Monty Lowther's chest—
Lowther was gasping even more than Fatty
that terrific weight squashing him!

Tom Merry

s!ﬂ'

HERE'S THE
NEXT ARTICLE
IN OUR NOVEL

RAILWAY
SERIES.

Master :

“Why is the Gordon High-
lander Regiment commonly known as
Gay Gordon ™' §

mall Boy: “ FPlease, gir, becanse when
the Duke of Gordon was raising the 2nd

Battalion, his beautiful mother kissed
every recruit on joining."”

That may have besn ths reasonm, but
it is more likely that the Gordon High-
lander was awarded this mnickname
because of his bright, gay uniform with
the white, nodding plume and the five
tails on his ostrich feather bonnet,

In any cass, Locomotive 6106 of the
“ Royal Scot ” class, is named after one
of the finest units in the British Army.

As vou will see from the illustration of its
coat-of-arms, the regiment has for its motto
tho word, " Bydand,” which means
“ Watehful.” And this motto is just as
applicable to the magnificent ongine which
daily covers the distance of 300 miles
between London and Carlisle with admir-
able ease and rapidity.

The lst Battalion of the Gerdon High-
landers was founded in 1787 as the 73th

“Half a jiff!" he grinned,
way! This way!” :
He nodded towards the School House,

“You're

“Well, hang it, which way ?"" he exclaimed.

“This way!” roared Figmins.
“Rats!” growled Monty Lowther.

and have a decent tea in the School House.
a4 New House meal—half a whiffy sardine, and stale bread-

and-butter——"

_ That was too much for Figgins.
in a vory business-like way.

“Where will you have 1t!" he inguired grimly.
boko, or on one of those sticking-out ears 1"

Biit

Before Monty Lowther could choose for himself, Figgins

chose for him. He chose the nose, and
eye on that already painful organ.
rell.

was certain |
“Yooooooop !

“This way!

He pushed up his slecves

Monty Lowther gave a
He recovered his balance, and planted a fist on
‘igging’ left eye., When TIigging went to gleep that night,
he would only have the trouble of shutting one eye—that

going the wrong

1

Express Engines of the ¢ Royal Scot** Class, on the L.M.S. Railway, are named
alter famous Regiments of the British Army. You will learn from our contributor
all about the Locomotive 6106.

Foot, and fought with distinction in India
both at Sﬁ-rin'gnpa.tnm, and, in the next
century, at the Helief of Lucknow.

The 2nd Battalion was raised in 1794,
Both added considerable lustre to their
fame at Vittoria, Waterloo, and at Quatre
Bras, where they saved Wellington's life.

Locomotive 6106 of the * Royal Scot ™
class may well be proud to bear the name
of ** Gordon Highlander.”
fNext week’s interesting vailwway
article deals with L.JM.S. Locomofive

No. 6107.)
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and Kerr were doing what looked like a ballet dance close

b_\*: with their arms around each other,
n

Wallace halted. ‘Ha, ha, ha!

“Go it, ve cripples 1" chuekled Wallace,

“On the ball, everybody I' grinned Willis,

Comp
You don't want

“Is this a

Woolley bland

busily engaged !
Fipginz, throwin

Fatty Wynn had

that pair, too,

“0On the

registered a bull’s-

“Cave!”
prefect 1™

No one answered

Fri\'ate serap—or can we join in " inguired
.

him. The rival Co. were far too

iMmmcrs off, was struggling to his fect.

were onece
another’s noses bevond repair.
still interlocked and struggling,

But though Walluce, Willis, and Woolley did not join
in, someonc else did!

Kildare,” the captain of 8t. Jim’s, had appeared from the
Sehool House, and there was a dark frown on his face, and
—even more Lo the point—an ashplant in his hand,
excluimed Wallace sharply,

een dislodged by Monty Lowther, and
more ftrying to damage one

Tom Merry and Keir were

“Looks like a

It not only looked liked a prefect! To the rival Co.'s i

The pext moment Figgins and Monty Lowther were at

Tue Gem Lmeary.—No, 1,111,
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felt like a greteot. as their struggles were suddenly inter-
rupted by that stinging ashplant,

Whack, whack, whmgl

“0Oh! Ow! Yarooooop i*

The battling trios ended their affray abruptly as they
danced and yelled from the stinging cuts of Kildare's

weapon,
Whaclk, whack, whack!

:Ynouop )

*Oh, ernmbs! Stoppit [

“There!” panted Kildare angrily. “Let that be a lesson
to you! How daro vou behave like this in the quadl”

“Dunno " growled Figeins, squirming with a stinging
band under one armpit. “Can’t think!”

“Take a hundred fj)nes, Figgins, for cheek!”

*“0Oh, crumbs ¥

Figgins & Co. and Tom Merry & Co. squirmed and
wriggled, and eyed Kildare's ashplant very warily., But the
captain turned to the three mew boys. .

Are you the three new kids?"” he asked.

“We are!” chorused Wallace, Willis, and Woolley, with
cheery grins,

“Youwd better get aleng and see vour Housemasters,
then,” said the captain tersely, “Wallace and Willis are
in the School House, and Woolley is to go to the New
House.”

The three newcomers shook their heads,

“Nothing doing,” murmured Willis. \

“Sorry, and all that,” =aid Wallace.

“But we don't split up!” finished Woolley cheerily.

Eric Kildare stared.

“What on earth do you mean?”

‘u"?ou see,” explained Willis, “we don't split up! That's
lﬁ

“You mean, all three of you want to go into the same
House 1"

“ Just what we do mean,” chuckled Woolley.

“Well, you'd better see the Head about it, if you're really
keen on being together,” zaid Kildare, “I can understand,
gince you n.l% come from the same school. Come along!
Tl take you to the Head now. And you kids,” he added
eharply, turning to the six disconsolate and dizhevelled
rivals, “ get into your Houses I

With parting glares, Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co.
turned and trudged away. Wallace, Willis, and Woolley
grinned after them and followed Kildare,

The Terrible Three, feeling both battered and sore, went
up to their study, and attended to their honourable wounds.
iomdMerr had an eye that was turning a beautiful colour

ready,
would lock out of shape for several days at least. But they
had the satisfaction of kmowing, at any rate, that Figgins
& Co. were just as badly off,

Tom Merry, busy on his black eve with a picce of raw
beef, a little time later, turned his head from the mirror,
which he was sharing with Manners and Lowther., There
had been a knock on the deor.

“Come in!” he yelled,

The door opener}’. The grinning face of Willis appeared
He entered the study, followed by Woonlley and Wallace,

“Hallo, hallo, ballo!” grinned Willis, “My hat, your

es are in a mess! Buf here we arsl”

“Here we are!” agreed Wallace and Woolley.

Tom grinned. He laid down his piece of beef.

“You mean—-"

“That the Head’'s agreed for us all three to come into
the School House,” chuckled Woolley., “The way you mer-
chanis waded into that other lot—Figgin: & Co., wasn't it?
—made us feel it was the Schoel House for us!”

“Bo we askel for School House,” grinned Willis,

*Good I cried Tom Merry cordially. “Ripping! You'll
never fecl sorry, I can tell you, to be in the School House,
It's eock House, every time f’r'

“It will be now we are in it,” said Woolley calmly.

b“EI]{h " Tom Merry stared at Woolley, considerably taken
aback,

Woolley's 1emark seemed rather too big for a new boy.
New boys ai 8t. Jim's were expected to be seen and not
heard to =ome extent at first.

“It'l be cock House now we're in it,” ropeated Woolley
blandly. “We've been put in that empty study at the end
of the passage. Take it from us, the end study will be
cock study.”

“ Abszolutely,” nodded Wallace.

“Without a doubt,” agreed Willis,

“M-my hat]”

Tom Merry stared at the thres new boys, with very mixed
{feelings. In the opinion of Tom Merry & Co., Study No. 10
was cock study, and was going to remain so in the Shell
passage.

The Terrible Three looked at one anuther,

Tt was quite
ifae Gew Lisrany.—No, 1,111,
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annera had another, and Monty Lowther's nose |
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clear that Wallace, Willis, and Woolley would need taking
down a peg or twol

But at present they were guests, and so nothing could be
done in that direction for the moment. Fom turned and
jammed the ketils on the fire.

“Tea'll be ready in a jiff " he exelaimed.
and have it with us¥*

¥ Thanks,” nodded Willis, He glanced round the study

*You chaps seem preity cosy in

“You'll stay

ere

“ Rather |
study [

The three new fellows glanced at him, The Teriible Threo
chuckled.

“It won't be for long!” grinned Woolley seremely.

" Why, you cheehy rotier1” bursi ont Monty Lowther,

. Wallace tapped Lowther on the shoulder in a business-
hke WwWay.

“Do you know what our nickname was at Ramhurst3” he
remarked., “They used to call us the Three Trouncers. We
could lick any other three chaps at anything.”

“My hat!”

The Terrible Three breathed hard.

It was beginning to look as if the arrival in the Schoal
House of Wallace, Willis, and Woolley was goinr to lead
to lively times if they intended to live up to their Ramhuysi
nickname a2t St. Jim’sl

grinned Manners, “Yeou sce, thiz is cock

[ —

CHAPTER 4.
A Little Fun with Knox !

i HF i'll'hree Trouneers, eh 1 gaid T'om Merry thought-
l ully,
“ Abeolutely 1" nodded Wallace,
“ Uh lll

“ Cricket—footer—boxing—ewimming—anything you like,"™
grinned Willis calmly. * We used to trounce everybody [

“You're not at hurst now, though,” said Manners,
eyeing him,

“Qh, it'll be just the same,” said Willis aivily.

¥ Absolutely,” agreed Wallace,

Manners breathed hard. But before he could speak, Willis
stepped forward.

“Half a minute!” he exclaimed.
in your ear, old man !

He put o hand quickly to Manners' ear, and pulled. A
long red sireamer came out of Manners' ear—or seemed fo
come out of it, Willis continued to pull. Yards and yards
of paper slreamer coiled on the floor at his feet, Manners
gasped.

* You ought to wash your ears now and then, you know,”
said Willis kindly,

“ M-m-m-my hat!” panted Manners, staring dazedly at the
mass of red paper that had apparently come out of his ear.
“How the dickens—"

He felt his ear %mgerly. There was a roar of langhter
from Wallace, Woolley, and Willis. Tom Merry and Monty
Lowther chuckled, too.

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Woolley, Manpners' face was a
picture, and it evidently amused the Three Trouncers,
“It's all right—Willis is a bit of a conjurer, you see—"

“Oh!” gasped Manners, Ho grinned feebly. “I seel®

“Well, tea’s ready,” excluimed Tom Merry, filling the tea-
pot. “Make _{ourse}vee at home, you chaps!”

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley, still chuckling, sat down at
the table with the Terrible Three, and tackled the teast
and sardines with gusto, But they had hardly started the
meal before the door crashed ol'rcn, and the fat figure of
Baggy Trimble appeared, breathless and scared.

Without a word to anyone, Baggy glanced wildly round
the room, slammed the door behind him, and dived under
the table.

““Great Scottl” exelaimed Willis in astonishment,
this your pet elephant, or what?”

Tom Merry & Co. were just as astonished as their guests.
Tom Merry reached under the table and grasped Bagey
by the ear, :

“What's the game!” he demanded,

“Yow! Leggol!” wailed Baggy. “Help! S-zave mel
It's Knox—he's after me! I—I happened to polish off a
cake I found lying about, and it was hisl Don't let him
find me—" =

The next mement the door crashed cpen again. The
gleaming eyes of inox, of the SBixth, glared into the study.

Knox was a prefect, and sumethin% of a tyrant—the most
unpopular senior at St. Jim's! His lace was not a pleasant

icture now by any means, and he was swishing an ashplant
in his hand.

In this case, perhaps, Knox had a right to be annoyed!
It was evident to Tom Merry & Co. that Baggy had raided
Knox's eupboard in the prefect’s ghsence—and Knox was
on the warpath with a vengeance! ‘But they did not intentd
to deliver Baggy over to the tender mercies of the bully

“¥You've got somethirg

& 15



Are You a Rlember of the * Popular ”’ Birthday Gift Club ? 9

“ Look out ! '* yelled Willia sudden!y.
Hs jumped forward quickly, and,
thrusting a hand down Qerald Knox’s
collar, pulled out something green and

_wriqg'lln? —a lizard! HKnox gave a
towl. YOw! Urrrrregh!? (See
Chapter &.

Knox was not a favourite of

“Don't bother fo

of the Sixth, all the eame.
theirs.

“Hallo!” said Tom Merry blandly.
knoek, pleasel”

{nox glared at him.

“Did that fat cad Trimble come in here?” he demanded,
eutering the study.

“TPrimble?” echoed Tom innocently. “In here?” He
stared round the study. “No, I don't see him.”

“(Can’t see him anywhere,” chimed in Monty Lowther,
glancing under his plate, and under the jamn-pot, and under
the milk-jug. “No—ocan’t see him, Knox.”

“] believe he's hiding somewhers in here,” growled Knox,
breathing hard, and peering round the room.

“ Look in the waste-paper bhasket,” sugrested Manners.

“No cheek |” roared Knox eavagely., He stepped forward
guickly, and glanced under the table, *I thought so!
Came out of there, you fat little toad!”

DBaggy gave a despairing howl as he felt Knox's finger
and t umg close upon his ear. The prefect jerked him out
from his hiding-place, and Baggy grovelled on the floor in
terror, The Terrible Three jumped to their feet.

“ Now!” roared Knox. "I]*il teach you to raid my grub,
vou fat thief!”

“Yowl!l” pasped Bagey., “I never knew it was your cake,
really I didn’t! And anyway, I never took it, of course "

“Stop lying!” snarled Knox, “I'm going to give you the
licking of your lifel” ) T

Transferring his grasp from Baggy's ear to the fat junior’s
collar, he twisted Baggy over a veeant chair and raised the
ashplant. -

Befors he could bring it swishing down on Trimble’s light
trousers, Tom Merry jumped forward.

“You can chuck that, Knox!” he said grimly. * You're
riot going to lick Trimble in here! Let him go!”
Enox glared at Tom Merry speechlessly. As a prefect,

he was not used to being told by juniors what he might or
mizht not do. But before he could speak, Willis risen

from his chair.

s e oo
e

“Half 2 minute!” he exclaimed in apparent alarm,
“There's something ecrawling up your sleevel”

He jumped forward quickly and caught hold of Knox's
arm. DBefore Knox could prevent him, the new boy had
thrust a hand up the prefect's sleeve almost to the elbow.
He withdrew it triumphantly, with something wriggling in
his hand—a white mouse!

Knox stared at the mouse in dazed horror. Then he gavé
o vell, and shook hiz sleeve frantically. A quantity of torn
paper and straw came dropping out on to the floor.

Willie shook his head gravely.

“It must have been making its nest up there,” he re-
marked reprovingly. “ You really ought to take more care.”

Knox stared at Willis dumbly. He shuddered, Knox
loathed mice, and the thought of the animal having been
up hiz sleeve made his flesh ecreep, though how 1t had
mznaged to be up there was utterly past his comprehension!

Tom Merry & Co.,, who knew now of Willis' amazing
powers as a conjurer, chuckled.

“G-g-great Scott!” panted Knox.

Suddenly Willis started.

“Look out!” he yelled. *There's something else———"

Knox went pale;, and shook his sloeves frantically. But i
was to his neck that Willis darted, Thrusting a hand down
the prefect’s collar, he pulled out something green and
wriggling—a lizard. Knox gave a howl

“Ow! Urrrrergh I

He began to tear madly at his collar. Willis, slipping the
lizard into his pocket with the white mouse—he had evi.
dontly come to Study No. 10 prepared for a dizplay i—picked
another lizard from Enox's side-pocket, with an air of great
astonishment,

“(reat snakes!" he ejaculated. “You seem fond eof
animals! You must be a giddy naturalistl”

Wallace and Woolley chuckled softly. The Terrible Thres
were straggling desperately to keep in their merriment.
The sight o? Knox's face, green with horror, struck j:hem as
being the funniest thing they had seen for a long time.
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“T—I ean't understand it !"fpantﬂd Knoz,
did the beastly things come from (. =

“ You 6ughg’to kﬁow,“ observed Willis, “Why, S'pldﬂl'_sr
too! Faney being so fond of spiders as to keep ‘em in
your pockets!” :

“Spiders 7' shrieked Knox in panie. He began to dance
wildly, slapping at his pockets in untter herror,

Wiﬂi_s stepped forward again.

“ Allow mel” ] f

He picked a large, hairy spider from Knox's breast-pocket.
It wriggled hideously. Knox stared at it with open mouth,
His face was putfy-coloured. h

“What a curious chap you are!” exclimed Willis. He
hastily popped the spider into a pill-box, unseen by Knox,
and hid it in his pocket. Again he put a hand to the
prefect’s sleeve, and pulled out a long, wriggling earth-
WOrn. . e .

Knox was past astonishment now. He passed a hand
ﬂ{lmdly across his forehead. Tt was all like a nightmare to

im, :

He had forgotion Baggy Trimble; and Baggy had long
ago taken his chanee, and seuttled from the study, to make
himself very scaree for the rest of that evening.

Willis laid the worm on the palm of his hand.

"X pet of yours, T suppose?” he murmured. “Well,
there's no accounting for tastes.”

Kunox stared round dazedly at the grinning faces of the

“juniorg;, and gradually it peneirated his whirﬁng mind that
he was having his leg pulﬁ!.d. i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wallace and Woolley and the Terrible Three could con-
tain their mirth no longer., They shricked, Knox's face
went pink, then erimson, then purple,

“ You—you young hound!”

He glared at Willis, beside himself with rage.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors,

Knox gave them all a lock that, could looks have killed,
would have stretched them lifeless on the study floor. But
he realised that the joke was very much against him! The
sconer he got away, the betier for his dignity. He snatched
up his ashplant and turned on Willis, struggling for words.

“You'll do me five hundred lines, by to-morrow evening 1"
he ground out between Lis tecth. *““Ii they're not dene, I'll
thrash you !I” .

He opened the door and stamped out of the study, and
closed the door with a crash. Weak with merriment, the
Terrible Three and the Three Trouncers staggered to chairs
and collapsed, quaking with mirth,

ﬂ'nh’

“H‘
gasped Tom Merry

“Ugh! Where

. His—his face ™ stultered Monty Lowther feebly.
his face 1”

“Worth a term’s pocket money "
tearfully.

“Ha, ha, ha|”

JThe shricks of mirth in Study No. 10 continued for a
long time. There was no doubt but that the arrival at
i:lt. .}u‘{:’s -.‘i-f Wallace, Willis, and Woolley promised fun for
he future

e B

CHAPTER 5.
A Startling Challenge ! .

HE fame of the Three Tronneers did not take long
to spread through the junior school.
The story of Knox's discomfifure in Study No. 10
was common property next day, and the grins that
welcomed Gerald Knox wherever he went did nothing
towdrds putting him in a good temper,

“The fact that Wallace, Willis and Woolley called them-
selves the Three Trouncers was another matter of groat
interest. Tt was quite clear to the School House juniors
that the three new fellows wers by no means ordinary new
boys. They had check galore, evidently—and would have
to _be put in their place before long! But ne one conld
help but like them, despite their terrific nerve in deelaring
that their study—No. 12, at the end of the passage—was
going to be enck study, ; ’

As Arthur Aungusius ID’Arcy of the Fourth—the swell of
Bt Jim's—remarked, “They may call themselves the Thwee
Twouneahs; but they will pwobably get a twouncin' them-
selves if they twy to live up to it! Howevab, they are
undoubtedly a vewy cheewy twio [?

Arthur Augustus made that remark in the junior
Common-room after dinner. Tha swell of St Jim's was
standing by the window with his thres chums, Blake,
Herries and Dighy. The Terrible Three were also thers,
and so were Talbot and Kangaroo of the Shell, and Ber-
nard Glyn. Cardew, Levizon and Clive of the Fourth,
and one or two others, had also joined the group that was
diséussing the new arrivals, :
"“Knox looked as if he was going to expire, when that
lizard came ont of his collar I’ chortled Monty Lowther,
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“Don't I wish I'd been there!” sighed Jack Blake.

“It must have been most amusin’,” drawled Cardew.
He glanced at Tom Merry & Co. with a quizzical grin on
his handsome face. *Ho Stndy No. 12 is goin' to be cock
study in the Bhell, T hear}”

“Rats " growled Manners, *“That's their blessed cheek 17

"If they were really called the Three Trouncers at Ram-
hurst, they must have something in them,” chuckled Talbot.
“You'll have to leok to your laurels!”

Tom Merry smiled, The oaptain of the Shell did not
take very seriously the assertion of Wallace, Willis and
Woolley that they meant to become cocks of the Lower
School.

There was a knock on the door, and Toby Marsh, the
School House page, appeared. The group by the window
glanced at him in surprise, as he approached with grinning
Tace.

“Which I was hasked to give you this, Master Merry 1"
announced Toby. He handed a large envelope to the capfain
of the Shell. “With the compliments of Masiers Woolley,
Wallace and Willis 122

“My hat!” Tom took the envelope in bewilderment.
“They gave you this for me, Toby??

“That's i,” nodded Toby. “Very pgenerous young
gents, too—they gave me half-a-crown to be sure to deliver
it safe !

And Toby departed cheerfully, leaving Tom scratching
his head, very puzzled, as he stared at the envelope in
his hand.

He saw now that it was addressed to himself in a haid
handwriting, But why Wallace, Willis and Woolley should
send him a letter when they could easily have seen him in
person was a problem.

He tore open the envelope, and took out the confents.
The other juniors erowded round curiously as Tom unfolded
a large sheet of paper, *

“My hat!™

Tom stared down at the paper in astonishment.

In large handwriting, the ecommunication from Study
No. 12 fairly hit him in the eve. It was worded in semi-
legal phrases, and beldly headed : :

“CHALLENGE | ”
“We, the undersigned, undorstanding that the three
merry men known as ithe Terribla Three—namely,
Merry, Manners and Lowther of the Shell Form, at St.
Jim's—ave considered to bo the cocks of the Lower School
at the above-mentioned seat of learning, we hereby chal-
lenge them to any three-a-side sporting contest that they
may choose to decide upon, the said contest to take place
on Saturday of this weck, The purpose of the aforesaid
contest being to prove ta St. Jim’s that we are better

men any day than the Terrible Three. lsr
“{Signed) THE THREE TROUNCERS.”

In utter astonishment, Tem Merry & Co, stared at the
amazing communication,

“My only Aunt Sempronia!” gasped Monty Lowther,

*Gweat Seott|” ejaculated Arthur Augusius D’ Arecy.

“Well, I'm hlcssed],” stuttered Tom Merry.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Talbot and Glyn, Levison,
Clive and Kangaroo, Blake & Co. joined in their laughter.

Cardew touched Tom Morry on the shoulder. The
slacker of the Fourth was grinning,

"“Well?” he drawled. *“There’s a sportin’ challenge!
You'll have to take it up.” :

“Oh, we'll take 1t up all right I’ said Tom Merry grimly,
“These new kids will have to be jolly well put in their
place |”

“Hear, hear!” cried Manners warmly,

Tom folded the challenge carefully, and put it into his
pocket. Ie was grinning now. At any rate, the Thres
Trouncers had come into the open, and laid their cards
right on the table! There was to be no hole-in-the-corner
business with them—they had issued a fair challenge, and
would no doubt be ready to stand by their guns,

Tom Merry glanced at his watch. :

“Time we were getting our hooks, you chaps,” he said,

Armein-arm, the Terrible Three strolled from the
Common-room, followed by the eother juniors. Afternoon
classes were due to begin in fAve minutes. 'The matter of
the challenge from Wallace, Willis and Woelley would
have to wait for the time being. i

Tha Three Trouncers grinned at Tom Merry & Co. as
they erowded into Mr. Linton’s class-room with the rest of
the Bhell. The Terrible Three grinned back cheerily.

Willis touched Tem on the arm, ?

“You got our message?”

“We did!” nodded Tom.
We'll decide the test later,”

“Good 17

“0Of course we take you on.

{Continued on page 12.)



MNOW LOOK AT THIS PICTURE !

t's a black and white reproduction of next
Wednesday's superb coloured picturs card.
AND WHAT DOES THE PICTURE DEPICT 7

Why, the ©Ocean Qreyhound, half ship, half
asroplane, that will epeed over the Atlantic to
Amarica in sixty hours carrying a full load of
passengars and merchandise. SEE THAT YOU
ADD thig fopping card to your growing sst !

MARYVELS of

-the FUTURE!

E romantic old windjammers had their day.

Enormous greyhounds of the sea began to tear

across the face of the waters. The leisured

ships that carried incredible arpas of canvas
flapped their gails in vain, The pace was far too hot
for them, and the great floating towns that carried in
vast holds merchandise that would strain the storage
capacity of a big warehouse, with several decks to
accommodate hundreds of passengers, drove them in
time into oblivion.

Are these mighty wessels of pleasure and com-
merce to follow the windjammers into the limbo of
the past ¥ It is staggering to think of these colossal
trivmphs of scientific engineering as back numbers,
Yet the threat hes been delivered. An entirely
new craft may presently wrest from the great liners
the title of ocean greyhound—a craft as dissimilar
fromFa present-day liner as the latter is from the
windjammer of old ! .

Half ship, half seroplane it will be, and if the
results of the inventor who has been working assidu-
ously for several years past on this startlingly novel
idea prove as successful as he hopes we shall presently
be crossing the Atlantic in gixty hours! The great
liners that now regularly do that iriﬁéirom Europe
to New York make their fastest time when the voyage
is completed in five days !

" This new wvessel, which is creating such a stir in
the big shipyards of the world, will ekim over the
waves on mighty floats or skids instead of cleaving
a passage through the waters. Her propeller,

situated in the nose of the hull, well clear of

the water, will be respensible for the sur-
prising speed of fifty miles an hour, and

steering will be effected by means of a

rudder working in the air, additional fo

another operating
in the more wusual
way in the water !

Az for fuel—
why, the old coal
bunkers of the big
ships of * to-day
will ba lnughed at

[ 1[ by this half ship,
|

No. 8.—A Greyhound of the Sea.

Next week's article deals
with “ A Gyroscopic Mono-
railway,” another dream of
the future, which is the
subject of the NINTH Free
Gift Picture Card.

half aeroplane,

In place of & wvast stokehold—in
which men labour in an atmosphere resembling a
sweating inferno—thers will be neat, clean guarters,
occupying not a tithe of the space at present taken
up by all the complicated modern machinery depend-
ing for power on coal or oil, where motors will work
on gas extracted from the sea !

A chemical laboratory aboard this gueer and
revolutionary craft will be the headguarters of the
chief engineer. And he will work surrounded by
retorts and all the paraphernalia of the ultra-modern
chemist. Get that picture in your mind's eye—the
chief engineer of the new-type greyhound of the sea
extracting from the ocean, as the voyage progresses,
all the power that his wonderful motors require !

The two huge planes, jutting out from amidships,
will keep the new craft steady in its skimming over

' the * white horses ¥ of the deeps, and there will be

no drenchings of spray for the passengers af any
time. For all decks will be enclosed, Even tha
look-out man will be able to sneer, from hia cosy
enclosed quarters, at smashing waves that drench
the present-day liner's look-out to the skin,

For the sake of passengers who desire to feel the
nip of ocean winds and experience the salt tang of
the open seas, there will be & small area of deck ot
the vessel's stern which can be uncovered at will,
But taken all together the ship will be complately
wind and wentherproof—an enclosed monster eating
up the nantical miles ineredibly !

The performances of the model of this fascinating
craft have been wonderful. One working model,
ecarrying a crew of four, skipped over the wind-
lashed waters of the English Channel on her tfrial
trip in four minutes short of the half-hour. Of course,
the model has to grow up and receive her real test
in open ocean wateras, But you can rely on her
inventor to tackle, as they eome, whatever snags the
half ghip, half aeroplane encounters in the new and
difficult eonditions of the
storm-swept ocean wastes !
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The Inseparable Three !

I, (Continued from page 10.) :
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Curious eyes were turned in the direction of the thres
new boys during afterncon lessons. Wallaece, Willis and
Woolley had three desks together in the fourth row—they
were living up to their boast that they always stuck
together, apparently. It being their first day at the schoaol,
Mr. Linton did not trouble them very much, however, and
there was no chance for the rest of the Shell to see whether
the newcomers were likely to trounce their Form-fellows
in school work, in the same way that they apparently
meant to trounce everyone at athletical

But the other Shell fellows received a good deal of Mr.
Linton's attentions during the afterncon! The news of the
audacious challenge issued by the Three Trouncers was
being spread through the Form in excited whispers; and
lines fcﬁ thicker than leaves in Vallombrosa upon the heads
of those unfortunates whom Mr, Linton’s eagle eyes caught
passing the news along.

By the time the final bell went, the three new hoys wero
indirectly responsible for a good many hundred lines be-
stowed upon their Form-fellows!

But even lines palors could net quench the ardent in-
terest of the Bhell in the bold challenge that Wallace,
gi]!i;uand Woolley had issued to the chums of Study

0, |

— s

CHAPTER 6.
The Inseparables !

L1 OME in{”

‘ Gerald KEnox, sitting in his study after tea that
evening, glanced up with a scowl as there was a
knock on his study deor. It apened—to reveal the

solemn faces of Wallace, Willis and Woolley,

Knox stared. 5

He had by no means forgotten that he had inflicted the
heavy punishment of five hundred lines upon Willis. But
why Wallace and Woelley should have accamTEanied their
unlucky chum te his study was @ mystery to Knox.

The three strangely similar-looking friends entered the
study. Each had a sheaf of foolscap tucked under his arm.

“Well 1 growled Knox sharply. “ What the dickens do
you three want?”

In one voies, the three answered,

* Please, Knox, we've brought our lines!™

Knox jumped,

“But I only gave one of you lines!” he snapped.

In one voice, the three chorussed,

“Yes, but we always stick together!” :

And as one man, Wallace, Willis and Woolley laid their
sheaves of foolscap on the table, e

Knox picked them up rather dazedly. Never before in his
experience a: a prefect had he known a junior do lines
for him that had not been strictly necessary !

In utter astonishment, he glanced through the three
sheaves of foolscap. Three lotz of five hundred lines were
there, sure enough.

He glanced up quickly, just in time to eatch the broadest
of Broad grins on the faces of the three new boys. Knox
breathed hard.

He suspected that he was having his leg pulled. And
that suspicion did not improve his sour temperl

He glared at the three, and the three stared back at
bim with solemn faces. Knox’s eyes gleamed,

“8o you always stick together, do you?” he remarked,
with a scowl,

“You bet we do!™ eaid the three, in one voice.

“Chuck that!” roared Knox furiously. *Don’t talk like
a blessed Greek chorus 1

“BSorry, Knox!” said Wallace, Willis and Woolley, all
together. *Don't you like it?" they all added innocently,
still with one voice.

“No, I don’t!” roared Knox, going very red.

“Borry |” apologised Wallace, Willis and Woolley, in
perfect unizon. And then they added in chorus, " Why
don’t you like it, Knox?”

Knox passed a hand feebly scross his eyes. He had
never et anything quite like this before! ;

He rose, and his face was grim.

**Hince you are all so keen on doing everything together,”
he said, with an unpleasant smile, “L‘J-EI' aps you'll help
cach other to fetch me that asliplant!

Not by the flicker of an eyelid did one of the three
betray the fact that apparently their little joke bad gone
too far! As one man they turncd and marched to the
corner where the ashplant was leaning against the wall.
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As one man they stooped over 1t and picked it up. A= one
man they returned with it to Knox, and together they all
held it out to him.

Knox snatched it with an angry exclamation. He felt
that he was being made a fool of—but he grinned at the
thought that he was going to have the last laugh!

“Willis, bend over!” bhe commanded bitingly,

Willis bent over promptly encugh—as did Wallaes and
Woolley ! Knox said no more. He raised the ashplant,
and six of the best was the lot of each of the Three
Trouncers. But they had at any rate taken them together!

“Now clear out!” snapped the Sixth-Former.

“Very well, Knox!” chorused the three in perfect
unison, and arm in arm Wallaee, Willis, and Woolley
left the study, apparently as cheerful as ever. Knox sank

into a chair and gasped.
“They're like blessed

“Great Scott!” he muttered,
Siamese twins!”

And despite the fact that he had licked them for their
pains, Knox had the uneasy feeling that the three amazing
new fellows had had the laugh over him.

Gerald Knox had been one of the first to dizcover that
though glue sticks, it didn’'t stick any more firmly than
did Wallace, Willis, and Woolley to one another!

When the three new boys arrived back in their study, it
was to find a sealed envelope lying on the table.
“Hallo, what's thiat” grinned Woolley.

He picked up the envelope. It was addressed to all thres
of them. Eagerly Woolley opencd it, with his two chums
looking over his shoulders.

There was a brief note inside. Woolley read it aloud:

“On Baturday, at two o'clock, we'll be on Little Side,
to meet you three checky asses ip a three-a-side cricket
match, in acceptance of your challenge.

“{Signed) THE TERRIBLE THREE.”

Woolley chuckled and tossed the note on to the table,

“Good !” he suid,

“We'll trounce ’em!” grinned Willis.

“ Absolutely,” agreed Wallace.

And with cheery faces, the thirce inseparables sat down
to tackle their prep.

Though there were not many fellows who would have
cared to have to risk their reputations on a cricket tost
with Tom Merry & Co., the Three Trouncers had not the
slightest doubt but that they would earry their andacious
challenge through with fving colours!

CHAPTER 7.
Woolley in the Soup !

WP OW are you feelin’, deah hoys?®
Arthur Augustus D’Arey asked that question

after breakfast on Saturday morning. The swell

. of Bt. Jim’s was standing in the Hall before

morning school, glancing at the board, and Wallace, Willis,
and Woolley had come strolling in from the quad.

Arthur Augustus turned an interested eye upon them,
adjusting . his celebrated monocle. All the hool - knew
that this afternoon the three new boys were to meet tho
Terrible Three on Little Side, io prove which were the
better ‘men on the ericket Held.

“Feelin® weady for the fway this aftahnoon?” grinned
Arthur Augustns,

““Absolutely ! chuckled Wallace, Willis, and Woalley, in
unison.

“You have a pweity hard task before you, you know,”
said the swell of 8t. Jim’s dryly. *The Tewwibhle Thwee
ars vowy hot stuff at ewicket!”

“So are we,” said Willis blandly.

“'If you get a feahful lickin' you won’t he able to call
yourselves the Thwee Twouncahs!” exelaimed Arthur
Auvgustus. Though he could not help but like the three
cheery new fellows, he strongly resented what he con-
sidered to be their frightful check in announcing sa calmly
that they considered themselves better than any three
juniors at 8t, Jim’s, “You may have been the Thwee
Twouneahs at Wamhurst, but you'll find it is not so easy
to twounee people at St. Jim's 1"

“Daon’t you believe it!” said Woolley.
to make Study No. 12 cock study.”

“ Absolutely !"" nodded Wallace.

“Exeuse me a moment,’” said Willis, and stared intently
at Y Arey's mouth. “1I say, open your mouth a jiff I*?

Arthur Augustus was so surprised that he opened his
mouth. With a finger and thumb Willis extracted a larga
hen’s cgg from the open mouth of the astonished swell
of 8t. Jim’s. Willizs glanced at his chums gravely.

“He must be a hen in disguize,” he murmured. *This

*“Do for

is clvjdsntly new laid.” He put it in his pocket.
tea !’

‘With a ned to Arthur Augustus, Willis strolled om,
leaving the aristocratic junior of 8t Jim’s staring after

“We're going
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him in dazed bewilderment.
a eonjurer.

“Bai Jove!
the swell of Bt. Jim's.
I must have been dweamin’!"

The sound of a bell turned him in the direction of the
Fourth Form-room. But Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was still
looking puzzled as he entered for morning lessons.

The Shell fline into Mr., Linton’a

Three Trouncers and the Terrible Three with great interest.

The Three Trouncers were grinning
pleased with themselves,

afternoon would

significant!y.

“Ready for a trouncing?” Glyn asked
loudly. *“You're up against Hobbs,
Hendren, you know1”’

* Ha, ha, ha!”

In the opinion of the 8hell, it was going to be a guestion
But Wallace,
Woolley did not mind the laugh, apparently. They grinned
cheerily, and the entrance of Mr. Linton at that moment
prevented further witticisms at their expense,
Tt was soon evident that Mr. Li:r%o?b \gas nof in & very
albot,

of the Trouncers trounced!

bright humour that morning.

For the moment
Augustus had forgoiten Willis' extraordinary powers as
He felt his mouth in astonishment.

That egz came out of my mouth!” gasped
“But weally, it ean’t have done!

] They were evidently
confident that the trial of strength on Little Side that
end in a victory for them!
Three were looking equally confident, however, and as they
took their places, they grinned across at their challengers

Arthur

“Look out for
Lowther.

13

Manners that the Form-master seemed to have got out of
bed on the wrong side, was dropped on with a hundred
lines with dangerous promptness,

squalls, jyou chaps!” breathed Monty

“You were talking, Lowther!” Mr. Linton’s eyes wera

“Oh, crumbs!
room, eyed the

and _looking very
quite

The Terrible
Congueror.

suddenly directed upon the unfortunate Monty.
Y-yes, sirl”

“Take a hundred lines!”

The Shell glanced sympathetically at Monty Lowther;
then, as Mr, Linton’s glittering eyes swept their ranks,
they glued their eyes hastily to their books,

The subject that morning, for first lesson, was English
history, ‘The Bhell wern'de.nlinﬁ' with the early periods,
from the Roman occupation to t

e landing of William the

At any rate, Mr, Linton was dealing with it
and that more or less came to the same thing!

“(lose your books!|"

Tom Merry % Co. “Now for trouble,” murmured Clifton Dane, the
Hammond, and Canadian junior.
Mr. Linton’s eyes roamed over the class, Everyone

tried hard to avoid his gaze.
rest on the cheerful face of Woolley,

In his present acid mood, it occurred to Mr. Linton
that it was about time he put the three new boys through

Willis, and

their paces. He
“Woolley |
10661"

whispering 1o

At last hiz glance came to

inted a bony forefinger at Woolley.

What great event happened in England in

(Continued on neéxt page.)
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Office Oracle
earned a pound for every
question he's answered
gsince he hnFan growing
whiskers he
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to the bank, and then some!

Q. What is the Portland Vase ? t
A. Many thanks for your letter, *‘ Lover

of School.” It is quite a treat to hear from
a.fellow who gets up half an hour before
the school bell to swot up history, and does
extra prep. for the sheer joy of learning.
And how jolly to have such interesting
hobbies as anthropology, political economy
and the microscopical ohservation of
working ants. But to come to your
question, my unigque young pippin, The
Portland Vase is a beautiful blue and
white ormament which belonged to the
Pulke of Portland and was exhibited for
many years in tho British Museum. It is
helieved that the vase was made in the
first century of the Roman Empire, and
an authority as long ago as 1642 suggested
ihat once it had contained the ashes of
Alexander Severus, Years ago a drunken
man smashed the priceless vase to frag-
menta, but the bits were =zo ckilfully
assembled that it is hard to tell that it
was ever broken.

The tamous Portland Vase, which was

fashioned over 2,000 years ago.

Q. What was the Thundering Legion 7

A, A diffieult gusstion this, Bobby
Blythe, for any Third-Former to be set
in exam, ! This was the name given to g
body of soldiers under Marcus Aurelius
whose prayers for rain (so the legend runs)
brought down a thunderstorm
destroyed the enemy. In ancient
Rome, a legion was any body of
soldiers from 3 to 800,

Q. What do thesa abbreviations
stand for: ENN.E.; E. & O. E.;
F.RC5.: L.BW.; NZ.; and
S. P. % 0.7
* A, Here they are in order, my
cliums : East-north-east ; errors
and omissions excepted {which is
put on some business communica-
tions) ; Fellow of the Royal College
of Burgeons ; leg - befora - wicket :
New Zealand; and sausage,
potatoes and onions.

Q. What is a leveret ?
A, A young hare, Charlie Weosnam, of
Wanstead ; actually one in its first year.

Q. Has the Calcutta Sweep got any-
thing to do with the Calsutta Cup 7

A, This query was senf in to me from
a West of England chum who modestly
signs himself “ Bafty.,” The Calcutta
Sweep—as 1 thought everyone Eknew—
iz a great sweepstake organised in India
by the Calcutta Turf Club on the Derby,
swwhich runs at Epsom. The Caleutta Cup,
howewver, has nothing to do with this
sweep or with horsep racing at all, It is
the trophy which is played for annually
in the Rugby football matches between
England and Scotland.

Q. Is thers an easy way to train the
voice 3

A, The guestion has arrived on a post-
card from Willia Harris, of SBeven Dials,
who wants to ba a hawker when he grows

and | and roaring

up, like his father, He states
that he has heard that singing
in the bath develops the voice,
but that unfortunately the bath
at home is used for storing the
coal, A pal told him to buy
a packet of canary seed, but
this made him cough, and he
fails to see how another sug-

sted means—sandpaper—can

used with advantage. Well,
Willie, as you have no in-
tention of trying to develop
into an operatic tenor, aa I had
feared at first sight of your
question, my task of answering
vou is made the easier, To
develop a fine, resonant, vibrant and pene-
trating voice that will convey your eries of
* prime bloaters " or *‘ fresh spinach* over
several streets, you need firstly to develop
lung power. 'T'his is the secret of the bellow-
ing of bulls, the trumpetings of elephants
of sea-lions. To develop

e e ey o st
The young hare is called a leverety
“ Hare’s ™ two of 'em.

lung power there is mnothing like deep
breaths, Willie. You might try a few vacal
notes in various keys, desisting on the
arrival of the first stale cabbage from the
stroot below.

Q. Who first appeared with an um-
brella in the London streets 7

A, A hero named Jonas Hanway who
lived between 1712 and 1786, It is be-
lieved however, that umbrellas in a form
wera known in England as’ far back as
Anglo-Saxon days.

Q. What is the  difference betwean
table d’hote and a la carte 7

A, These French terms, George Sparrow,

| will often be ohserved on restaurant bills

of fare. Table d’hote means the host's
table, or common table, and intimates
that the price is fixed for the whole meal—
the four courses for 3s., for instance, A
la carte means by the bill of fare, and you
pay for each item of food separately.
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From the look on his faee, it was quite clear that
Woolley hadn’t the faintest idea. But he evidently thought
it hetter to make a shot at the right answer, than to suy
nothing at all! ;

“That—hem—that was the date when—er—Julius Ceesar
burnt the cakes, sir!” ventured Woolley bl:avc'}y.

Mr. Linten jumped. The Shell held their breath.

They felt sorry for Woolley | >

But apparently Mr, Linton was not going to fall upon
his vietim straight away like a ton of bricks. A grim
smile flickered at the corners of the Form master's mouth,

“Y see!” he smid icily. “And can you tell me why Julius
C'msar should be indulging in cockery !”

Crooke chuckled, apparently much amused, and Mr.
Linton did not reprove him. He liked his little jokes to
be appreciated. So Crooke chuckled again.

“Shut up, vyou ead!* breathed Monty Lowther. <

“Well, Woolley 7" inquired Mpr. Linton, with gleaming
eyes. J

“B-because he was peckish, I ¢'pose, sir,” said Woolley
doubtfully, “He'd becn doing a lot of scrapping with the
Saxons, and Normans, and all those chaps, and he must
have got frightfully peckish now and again, just like any-
one_else—"'

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Bhell roared. They felt soryy for Woolley, but
they couldn't help it. They shricked. .

“Silenee " thundered Mr. Linton, and the laughter died
away abruptly.

The Form master turned again to Woolley.
were gleaming dangerously.

M1 _have no doubt but that Juling Cesar felt—as you put
it—* peckish’ on occasion!” harked Mr. Linton, with a
glare. “Unfortunately, that has pothing to do with the
matter, since Julinus Cesar had been dead many hundred
years by 10661

Woolley secemed interested.

“Had he really, now?” he romarked,
“Well, we live and learn!” expression.

“¥You actually cannot tell me what oceurred m 10661
snnpp::d Mr., Linton.

“Norman Conquest,” breathed Willis, at his echum’s side.

Fortunately for Willis, Mr. Linton did not hear that help-
ful whisper. But, unfortunately for Weuolley, neither did
he. He :at serencly silent. ©Mr. Linton coniinued to. glare
at him. Had Woolley not been a new boy, there would
without a doubt have been a punishment fortheominz for
him. As it was, the Form master turned glittering eyes
upon Willis,

“Can you inform us, Williz, of the importance of that
date?” he barked, :

A moment ago, Willis had whispered the answer to that
question to his chum. But now he looked completely
wooden,

“Was that the date of Alfred the Great, sir 7" he inguired
innocently,

Mr. Linton looked daggers at him.
Australian junior, who was sitting iImmediately behind
Willis, jumped, for he had heard Willis' whisper to
Woolley, He knew that Willis could have answered the
gquestion if ho liked.

“The potty ass!” muttered Harry Noble in astonishment,
Then he grinned to himself. He realized the reason of
Willis’ silenee.

Evidently the three inseparables stuck to one another in
the Form-room as much as they did outside it! Willis was
standing heroically by his chum in trouble, and refused to
answer what his chum could not. And Wallace, also, was
standing by Woolley, apparently, for he, too, when asked,
appeared to possess an abysmal ignorance of anything con-
nected with the date 1066, :

Mr. Linton surveyed the Three Trouneers anything but
kindly, They returned his gaze quite happily, however,
and hnally tﬁe Form master turned to Skimpole.

Skimpole, of the bulging forchead and bursting brain,
Inew all about 1066, of course, and was able to pacify Mr,
Linton for the time being with the information he required.
The lesson proceeded, and for some time the Form master
“ook no further notice of the three inseparahbles,

But at last he turned to Woolley again.

“Now, Woolley,” snapped Mr, Linton grimly, “let us
soe if your appalling ignorance is extended to King Alfred
the Great! Let us hear what you know about him.”

‘Woolley knew nothing at all about King Alired the Great.

He glanced at the floor and at the window, at a fly on the
ceiling, and back to Mr, Linton,

“Well i barked Mr. Linton.

Woolley thought he'd chance it.

“0h, I know, sirl? . 3

“1 am glad to hear that,” said Mr. Linton dryly. “Well,
who was Alfred the Great?"”

“Why, sir,” beamed Woolley, “he was the chap that
sat on a chair on the scashore, sir, and told the waves 1o
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His eyes

with a kind of

And Kangaroo, the

roll back. But they rolled up instead, and he had to swim
for it, and he never smiled again!”

Mr. Linton breathed very hard,

Woolley surveyed him hopefully. DBut his hnpes‘ were
short-lived, From the look on Mr, Linton's face, it was
evident to Woolley that he had missed the mark.

“He—he wasn't that chap, sir” ventured Woolley.

“No, sir!” thundered Mr. Linton. "He was not!”

The ~ Shell grinned, Suddenly Woolley brightened.
Evidently an inspiration had come to him,

“Why, of course, I know, sir—" ] S
“Then let us hear what you know of King Alfred!
glared Mr. Linton. “1 begin to think you are nothing but
a dunce, sir!” He opened his desk and took out a pointer.

Evidently his patience was almost exhausted, “Well?”

s ,/"/ s / \

e

WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THE ‘ TROUNCERS " ? THEY'RE IN THE LIMEIL

As Mr. Linton’s pointer whistled down, Woolley failed to resist tha

yell rang through the Form=-room.

“Ahem! Alfred the Great!” coughed Woolley, eyeing
the pointer doubtfully, *“Lemme see! Wasn't he the
fellow who was playing howls at the batile of Waterloo, and
when Cromwell’s Ironsides came in sight said ‘England
expeets this day that every man will do his duiy *7 "

The unfortunate Woolley was getting very mixed up
indeed | ¢

Mr. Linton stood up and picked up the pointer from his
desk. He surveyed Woolley like a lion surveying ifs prey
—as Monty Lowther remarked under his breath to Bernard
Glyn, >

“Woolley! Come here!” 2

Very red in the face, Woolley rose and left his seat.

One, at least, of the Thres Trouncers was in for trouble!

—

CHAPTER 8.
Detention For Three !
HH ARD luck!” whispered Tom Merry as. Woolley

13:155-:([ his desk on his way to the front of the
class.

Everyone felt sorry for Woelley. Mr. Linton
was in a bad temper, and the fact that Woolley was a new
boy was not going to save him, it zeemed, from what
promised to be a really unpleasant minute or twol

Woolay halted in front of the angry Form master, and
glanced at the pointer withont enthusiasm. Mr. Linton

i Yarooooogh ! "' N



emptation to snatch his hand away.
n was dancing wildly, clazping his knee.

pushed back the sleeve of his gown, with ihe obvious inten-
tion of freeing the movement of hizs arm. That action did
not seem to reassure Woolley in the least, judging by his

a,

“You are a dunce, sir!” thundered Mr. Linton.

“Oh, I hope not, sir!” answered Woolley earnestly.
as the Form master shot an angry glance in his direction.

here was a snigger from Racle, instantly suppressed

Mr. Linton turned again to Woolley.

“Hold out your hand!”

Woolley obeyed gingerly enough,
. But before the pointer could fall, there was a sudden stir
in the fourth row. Everyone glanced round, and found,
to their astonishment, that Willis and Wallace were both
on their feet,

&

MTm—

“One moment, please, sir!” exclaimed Willis,

Mr Linton was so taken azback that he lowered the
pointer and gazed at the other two new boys in bewilder-
ment, Willis and Wallaee left their desks and came out in
front. They fell in on either side of Woolley.

v, Linton found his voice with an effort,

*What does this mean?” he gasped, astonishment and
anger struggling for the upper hand. *“How dare you leava
your seats without permission?”

In breathless cagerness, the Shell waited for Wallace
and Willis to answer.

The two looked very ecool.

“You see, wsir,” explained Willig,
{ogether,”

* Absolutely,” nodded Wallace, X

“8Bo if you lick Woolley, we'd like you to lick us as well,
sie,” added Willis genially.,

There was a tense silence in the Form-rocom following
that startling announcement,

The Shell stared at the Three Trouncers with amazement,
and with delighted grins of amusement stealing over their
faces. Mr., Linton also stared at the three in amazement,
but ro delighted grin appeared on his face.

On the other hand, it went perfectly thunderous. Ha
gasped for breath. He passed a hand across his forehead,
a3 if wondering whether he was dreaming,

And in the silence Willis and Wallace, on either side of
Woolley, held out their hands in unison with their chum,

“we always stick

_do to keep from doing so.
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“Carey on, sir!” suggested Willis,

“All ready ! agreed Woolley.

““ Absolutely, sir!” nodded Wallace,

“Great pip!” breathed Talbot to 'Tom Merry., “They're
off their rockers! Must be! Fanecy asking for a licking!™

Tom chuckled. Talbot had gone rather far, perhaps, in
giving it as his opinion that Wallace, Willis, and Woelley
were “off their rvockers!” But there was no doubt thas
the three inseparables were an extraordinary trio. 8t. Jim's
had never seen anything like them.

Neither had My, Linton,

“You—you really mean that you wish me to chastise you
two boys as well ” he exclaimed dazedly.

“That is the idea, if you don't mind,” agreed Willis,

A very prim smile appeared on My, Linton's face,

He strongly suspected that this was some extraordinary
joke on the part of the new boys. Where the joke eame in
for Willis and Wallace he cenld not quite see, but he felt
sure that it was some new kind of *jape” that was being
practised upon him.

“I take it that this is some strange kind of joke,” rasped
Mr, Linton at last. “Very welll thst I can always see
a joke. To show you that I ean see this one—" ’

Again he pushed hack the sleeve of his gown and raised
the pointer.

*The silly asses!” mauttered Aubrey Racke, the cad of
the SBhell. " They've asked for trouble—well, they're going
to get it all right!”

“Rather " grinned Crooke.

Swish |

It was a terrific swipe, and it fell across Wallace's hand
with a sound like that of a boundavy hit, as Kangaroo
described it.

“Yow "

A breathless exclameation escaped Wallace, Mz, Lipton's
eyes glinted., Again the pointer fell on Wallace's out-
stretched palm, and again, and again.

“Four of the best!” grinned Racke =oftly. i

It was Willis’ turn next. He, too, coild not resizt a pain-
ful gasp as the first stroke descended,

When he had finished with Wills,
to the original cause of the trouble.

“Woolley !

Woolley held out his hand gingerly, and took the first
tremendous swipe in silence. The next brought a [faint
gasp [rom him, and the third a yell ’

“Yoooop |”

Mr. Linton raised the pointer for the fourth time. He
brought it down harder than ever. Sag

The swipe was intended for Woolley's tingling fingers.
But it never reached its mark. - s

Woolley, seeing the pointer descending with whistling
force, failled to resist the natural temptation to spatoh his
hand away at the last moment. The next moment a
fiendish yell rang through the Form-room.

“Yarooocoogh!” g 4 ;

Mr. Linton was dancing wildly, clasping his knee.

The pointer had whistled down through the spot where
Woolley's hand should have been, but where it was not.
With nothing to stop it, it carried on down—and Mr,
Linton's knes took the shock. And Mr. Linton danced on
one leg. 3

“Qh1” cried Mr. Linton. “Yooooeh!”

The Shell dared not laugh, but it was all they eould
A faint whisper of breathless
chuckles ran round the Form-room. But, luckily, Mr.
Linton was too engrossed with his troubles to hear it.

“Oh!” panted Mr. Linton. *Dear mel I had no idea
I was striking so foreibly! Yow! Oh! -

He straightened his leg gingerly and glared at the grin-
ping trio in front of him. Their faces went solemn in a
moment. DBut Mr, Linton’s brow was black.

“1 am glad you are amused I he observed with dangerous
calm. “To help you to enjoy the joke still further, you
will all three stay in detention this afternoon from half-
past one till five, and copy out the account of the Norman
Congtiest in your history books. Go back to your places.”

The Three Trouncers went back te their places. They
were not smiling now,

Neither were the rest of the Shell!

“QOh crumbs!” gasped Manners. “Heard that?”

Tom Merry nodded. His face was filled with
dismay.

For, if the Three Trouncers had to be in the Form-room
from half-past one, the three-a-side cricket match to
decide their claim to being better men than the Terrible
Three was “off 7!

But there was a surprise waiting for Tom Merry & Co,

A few minutes later the bell went, and the Shell crowded
out for the break. As Tom Merry was leaving the room
with Manners and Lowther, Willis touched the ecaptain of
the 8hell on the shoulder.
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“You needn’t worry about this afternoon,” he said
blandly,

“Wiat do ¥you mean, you ass!”’ exclaimed Monty
Lowther., “The game’s off now, thanks to you idiots
playing the giddy goat—"

“Don't you believe it!” chuckled Willis,

The Terrivle Three stared at him, and at Wallace and
Woolley, who were with their ehum. Other Shell fellows
were crowding round with interest.

“What do 303 mean ! demanded Manners curiously.

“You accepted our challenge,” prinned Wallace. “You
said you'd be on Little Side at two o'clock for the game.
You don't funk it§™

"Of course not!” roared Tom Merry. “ But—"

“ Then you'll have to turn up at two,” grinned Waoolley.

“But what's the good of that?” execlaimed Manners,
axasperated.

“You've got to keep the fixture, or lose by default,”
said Willis calmly. “ Beeause wo shall be there.”

“Rather!” nodded Woolley.

“ Absolutely !” agreed Wallace.

And with grinning faces the Three Trouncers sirolled
away arm-in-arm, leaving Tom Merry & Co. and the rest of
the Shell fellows staring after them in utter bewilderment.

“My hat!” breathed Manners. “Surely they're not
meaning to break detention this "afterncon i’

“Looks like it!" gasped Talbot,

“The hopeless asses!” exelaimed Tom Merry wonderingly.

Kangaroo chuckled.

“ Anyway, that's not your bizney,” he said. "All you
have to do is to turn up on Liltle Side at two. If they
don’t appear, you claim o win
by default, or postpone it.

THE GEM LIBRARY.
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. A wild yell of excitement from Clive, the South African
Junior, interrupted him. Clive was pointing in the direction
of the quad., where three rtinning figures in white flannels
had appeared, sprinting towards the pavilion.

“Here they come!™

“Bai Jove!™

“My only aunt!”

Wallace, Willis and Woolley came panting up, breathless
and grinning, They nodded to the Terrible Three,

“1 fancy we are just in time,” exclaimed Willis ealmly.

“¥es, you're in time all right,” said Tom, staring at the
trio curiously., “But what about Mr. Linton?1”

“That’s all right,” chuckled Woolley. “As soon as
he'd left us, we skip out of the window!”

“And here we are,” grinned Willis,

“ Absolutely,” chimed in Wallace.

The Terrible Three and the crowd of School House juniors
stared at Wallaco, Willis and Woolley blankly. It was
not often that 8t. Jim’s came across fellows like these!

But if the Three Trouncers cared to take the risk, it
was their look-out, and no one else’s. They would have to
face the music if they were caught breaking their
detention.

“But we shan’t be caught,” chuckled Willis, when Blake
dryly reminded him of the fact. ™"As soon as this
game's over, we shall get back into the Form-room!”’

“You weally are gqueeah chaps!” esclaimed Arthur
A}umast_us D’Arcy  hali-admiringly. “ Extwaordinawy
chaps !

“We are!l” agreed Waoolley cheerfully. Ha produced

annels and spun it into the
air, “Call, somebody !"

“Heads!” sang out Tom

a coin from a pocket of his
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what happens!”

“I—I suppose we must!®” .

But there were wvery bewildered looks on the faces of
the Terrible Three as they turned and sirolled ous
thoughtfully into the quad.

The Three Trouncers were making it clearer than ever
that they were an extraordinary irio!

CHAPTER 9.
The Detention Breakers !

i IVE to twol”
Cardew, of the Fourth, glaneed at his watech,

and made that drawling observation.

Cardew was standing by the pavilion on Little
Side, fogether with a huge crowd of other Fourth and
Shell fellows. Tom Merry & Co. were there, sitting on tha
voeranda rail. Tom was swinging a bat, Manners held
a cricket ball, and Monty Lowther had some pads tucked
under his arm. All three were wearing flannels—ready
for the great three-a-side test.

But would their challengers arrive? :

1t seemed highly doubtful, in spite of their airy assurance
that they would do so. ¥

Talbot had seen Wallace, Willis and Woolley following
Alr, Linton into the Shell Form-room half an hour ago,
to begin their long detention task. Surely even the Three
Trouncers would not have the terrific “nerve ™ to break
detention as soon as their Form master had left them
ta their work?

“They won't turn up!” scoffed Racke.

¢ dhopldn't wonder if they do!” grinned Jack Blake..

% Bai Jove, neithah should I!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus
VArcy. “They are most extwaordinawy fellows!”

“Rats! They'll never dare!” grunted Herries,

Opinions were various among the erowd that had collected
ta see if the three amazing new fellows would actually have
the cheek to carry through their avowed infention of
turning up on Little Side, despite their detention. But as
ihe hands of the pavilion clock crawled nearer to the hour,
the meneral opinion was that Wallace, Willis and Woolley
would fail to put in an appearance. .

Two o'clock chimed. pl]‘I‘om Merry jumped off the
veranda rail. . =

“Nothing doing!” he said. *'We’ve been spoofed—"

Tae Gesm Lmzary.—No. 1,111,
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the three extraordinary new
boyz had created tremendous
interest throughout the jumior school. There were New
House fellows among the crowd, as well as the swarm
of School House chaps. Figging & Co. had arrived, and
so had Redfern & Co. Even Wally D'Arcy & Co., of
the Third, had patronised Little Side to witness the contest.

Talbot had agreed to umpire the match, which was
to be a single-wicket game. =

A tremendous yell arosa as Tom Merry & Co. fook
the field. Cheers and chuckles welcomed their appearance
—bhut the chuckles were scarcely anything compared with
those that greeted the appearance of Wallace, with pads
and bat, as ho strode out towards the ercase, :

“ Heper comes the first of the conguering heroes!” grinned
Levison, of the Fourth. _ : ek

“He'll be o conquering blessed hero all right, if Linton
catches him out here!” put in Jack Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha! ¥es!”

Wallace reached the crease with a cheery, confident
smile on his face. Talbot gave him centre. Tom Merry,
who was to do the bowling for the Teirible Three,
grinned up at the wicket at the first of the Three Trouncers.

Monty Lowther was behind the wicket—a position in
which he was a very useful man., Manners had the difficult
task of fielding! With only one man in the field, his use
would na.tumify depend largely on the bowler’s skill in
foreing the batsman to knock the ball in the right direction.
But, in any case—though Tom Merry was a good bowler,
and one of the change-bowlers of the junior eleven—Manners
looked as though he was in for a warm time.

“Now we're off |7 chuckled Herries,

Tom Morry had sent the first ball of that remarkable
matech flashing up the piteh,

Crack! ; 3

Wallace had jumped out at it, and opened his shoulders,
There was the sweet zound of leather on willow—and the
ball went soaring high over Manners' haad.”

“Boundary ! gasped Blake, “My hatl

Tom Merry was not the least surprised of the spectators
of that mighty hit. It had not been a loose ball by any
means; evidently Wallace knew how to bat!l - .

Tom Merry and Manners glanced at one another, Wiih
the ball retirned to him, Tom Merry sent down another.
It was o really fast one this time. = But Wallace pub it
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through the slips—or where the slips would have been if
they had existed—and ran three for it. -

The next ball he took no liberties with. Tom had given
it a dangerous break in from the leg. But the next ball
Wallace flopged to the beoundary cheerfully for a four—
and off the next he ran three.

The faces of the crowd were even more excited now.
Wallace was & batsman—there was no doubt about that.
If he continued to pile up the runs at this rate, it looked
ag though there was quite s chanece that the Three Trouncers
might live up to their name and trounce the Terrible Three,
after alll

The faces of Tom Merry & Co, woere grim,

They realised that they were “up against it!” Evidently,
as cricketers, Wallace, Willis, and Wooelley were fellows very
much to be reckoned with!

—

CHAPTER 10,
The Century Hitter !

[} HUNDRED "
A “Great pip!”

- Wallace had just vompleted his contury!

The first of the three challengers was certainly
knocking them up in great style. He was a ripping bats-
man, with a big variety of strokes at his command, and
however Tom Merry varied the bowling, Wallace seemed
to _have perfect command over it.

In rapid leaps the score had risen, passing the fifty mark
at an astonishingly early stage in the proceedings. And
now, and with a splendid square-leg hit that had flown past
Manners like a s]?st from = cannon out to the boundary,
the bundred bad been reached. Tom Merry's friends wera
looking grave,

“Tom Merry's bowling good stuff, too!” remarked Blake,

“This chap Wallace knows how to bat, howevah, deah
bc:ysl” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sagely.

‘Go hon!”

“Weally, Blake—"

Crash !

The swell of St, Jim’s broke off as that sudden sound eame
to hia cars from the direction of the wicket. He jumped
at what he saw. Wallace's wicket was spreadeagled, and the
first of the Three Trouncers was tramping back towards
the pavilion—out!

He had played a really great innings, and he was given
a [riendly vell as he approached the erowd hy the pavilion.
He grinned cheerily.

"A hundred and ‘three!” sang out Kangarco, who was
keeping the seore.

*Oh, good!” grinned Wallace.
he added brightly.

Woolley went out to bat.

It was soon evident that Woolley was by no means the
stylist -that his chum was. But he was a strong, forecful
bat, and when he opened his shoulders to a ball, it travelled!

His score reached twenty after a while. And then, in
lashing out at what looked a “sitter,” Woolley fell into a
trap neatly set by Tom Merry, The hall scared away—to
drop neatly into the hands of Harry Manners,

Tom Merry chuckled, as Woolley turned rather discon-
solately towards the ‘}J&Vi]inn, with the challengers’ total
now at a hundred and twenty-three,

Willis came out and took his stand at the crease.

Willis, like Woolley, was not in the same class as Wallace
when it came to batting. Dut Le, too, was no dunce at the
wickot.

He was playing cautiously. Evidently the Three Trouncers
felt that their score was by no means high enough to ensure
beating the Terrible Three yet awhile. With the fielding
practically negligible, large seores were likely to be made,
and the challengers had hoped to gather a total semewhere
on the right side of two hundred!

But they were doomed to disappointment.

. Willis’ slow and sure methods resulted in the score creep-
ing up to a hundred and thirty, then a hundred and forty,
till at last a ball came curling trickily off the crease in an
‘nnexpected way. He felt it graze his bat—then heard the
smart sound of a balting-glove. There was a yell of
excitement,

“How's that 1" sang out Monty Lowther, holding the hall
up in the hand that had caught it

“Dut!” grinned Talbot.

The Three Trouncers’ innings was at an end, for a score
of a hundred and fortyl It was a useful total, without a
doubt. But unless the challengers produced some extraor-
dinary bowling, the Terrible Three felt that they ought to
be able at any rate to equal it,

“I vote Harry goes in first,” Monty Lowther suggested
to his two chums. “He's a bit of a stone-waller, and he'll
hel‘p to tire 'em out for you, Tommy1” .

“Yes, Tommy's the man!” chuckled Manners, “We've

“We'll lick these chaps,”

got to give him all the rest he can get, after his bowling!
IWe'r;zn expecting you to knock up a couple of hundred, at
oash 2

Tom Merry laughed. He and Talbot were generally
admitted to be the twe best batsmen in the junior schooi.
But, even so, two hundred sounded rather a tall order for
the captain of the Shelll :

“1 won't promise that!”
“Oh, we'll show these giddy Trouncers what a trouncing
is!” chuckled Monty Lowther, as Manners picked up his
bat and strode out to the crease. “We'll show ’em I

And, with a yell from the crowd, the first representative
of the Terrible Three began his innings,

CHAPTER 11,
The Interrupted Matchl
i or””

Talbot gave that decision promptly, as the ball,
flashing in from Woolley's hand, seatiered the
stumps just a moment before Manners' hat touched

the ercaso,

Manners, run ont when snatching a couple off what
seomed a fairly safe hit, had reckoned without tho excellent
fielding of Woolley, and had been run out hy inches.

With his score at seventeen, Manmers turned gloomily
towards the pavilion, leaving the three jnbilant-locking new
boys waiting for next man.

But, though he had scored only seventcen, Manners had
done valuable work. He had been in a long time, scoring
with intentional slowness in order to rest his chums after
their exertions in the field. Manners, fagged out himself,
had sacrificed himself with his usual unselfishness for the
sake of his side—and his two chums thumped him on the
back warmly as he reached them. %

"Good man!” exclaimed Tom.
off the bowling all right |

Monty Lowther, fasiening his pads, chuckled,

“Now for it!” he murmured cheerily. *To da or diel”

Tom Merry and Harry Manners watched Monty Lowther
take up his position at the wicket rather anxiously.

Monty was a_dashing, reckless bat, who sometimes put up
a huge score, but not infrequently failed even to get into
double figures, He was a good batsman when he took care,
however; and Tom had impressed him with the necessity
of taking care on this occasion,

It would never do for the Terrible Three to fail to beat
the Three Trouncers! Their prestige in the School House
would suffer a severe blow if that happened.

Willis was the bowler of the rival trio. He bowled a
medium-paced ball, but it was inclined to be tricky—and
Willis_varied his tricks with a skill that was at times very
bewildering to the batsmen,

. For the first half-dozen balls, Monty Lowther played as
if he meant to copy Manners’ stonewalling tactics. But then
he began to hit out more freely,

- His first boundary was hailed with yells from the erowd
by the pavilion. He planted the next ball right under
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s chair, causing the swell of St,
Jim’s to lift his elegant legs hastily—a little too hastily,
perhaps. The next moment, with a wild yell, Arthar
Augustus and the chair had toppled over backwards,

* Yawoooop 1"

“You clumsy ass!” howled Herries, dancing wildly, clasp-
ing a shin that bad suffered from the collapse of the swell
of Bt. Jim's on top of it, “You—you burbling jabberwock |
What did you want to do that for?”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Hewwies—"

Arthur Augustus scrambled up very indignantly, and
glared at Herries,

“I wefuse to be called a jabbahwook I enorted Arthar

(Continued on next page.

“You've taken the edge
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Augustus, rolling up his sleeves in a businesslike way. b ¢
shall be compelled to administah a feahful thwashin'—
Ol! Yooooop!” . -

The expsperated Herries had reached out and jammed
the elegant straw hat that graced I’ Arcy’s aristocratic brow
over its wearer's eyes, Arthur Augustus, struggling wildly,
and guite unable to see where he was going, foundered
over the recumbent figure of Digby, lying on the grass,
and pitched full length.

“Ha, ha, hal” :

Lverybody yelled with laughter, except Dighy. He
wriggled out from under his aristoeratic chum with a snort,

“You silly jay!" howled Dighy. ;

Arthur Augustus sat up dazedly, and surveyed the now
ruined headgear in his ]Fland. His face went red with
wrath,

“Bai Jove! |

“Don’t talle so much ™ roared Jack Blake.
game! It's exciting!"

“ Weally, Blake———"

“Bow-wow ! grunted Blake. !

With an indignant snort, Arthur Augustus lapsed into
a wrathiul silence,

Monty Lowther was hitting out very freely now. He
was sefting the unfortunate Woolley leather-hunting with
a vengeance, and the runs were coming thick and fast.

But the three challengers were doing all they knew to
get him out, and when Monty’s score stood at forty-four,
they succeeded. A well-placed ball from Willis'’ hand
picked his leg stump clean out of the ground. With the
satisfaction of knowing that he had brought the total score
up to sixty-one, Monty Lowther returned to the pavilion.

“Now for some fiin!" observed Jack Blake eagerly, as
Tom Merry strode oub to the wicket. ! ;

“He wants to get eighty for a win,” said Julian of the
Fourth,

“He'll get it with one hand!* chuckled Blake,

I shall administah a feakful thwashin'—'
* Watch the
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But the Jewish junior looked less confident. Though he
knew well enough what a splendid batsman Tom Merry
was, he reaiiseg, topo, that there is many a slip ’twixt
cup and lip in cricket !

“Yon never know!” he
thing might happen!”

But Tom Merry, fresh and cheerful, seitled down tlo
krocking up runs in a way that seemed to justify Blake’s
confidence in his ability to make certain of getting together
the necessary toial.

Despite all Willis' wiles, despite the smart wicket-keeping
of Wallace, who never missed an opporiunity, despite the
dogged leather-hunting of Woolley, Tom Merry fairly piled
up the runs I1n a way that was an unpleasant sheck fo
the Three Trouncers! The spectators’ excitement grew to
fever pitch,

BSlamming the. ball here, there and everywhere, the
junior cricket skipper made hay of Willis' bowling—to the
delight of most of the juniors watching the proceedings,
who thought that the “cheek ¥ of Wallace! Williz and
Woolley needed a lesson, The score soared to ninety in
no time—and only four balls later it touched the hundred.

And then, snatching a couple of runs for a ball he had
detlected into the slips, Tom Merry suddenly realised that
his wicket was in deadly danger.

Wallace, sprinting back from his place at the wicket,
had collared the ball, and was turning with it in his hand.
And Tom Merry still had a posd many yards to cover
before his bat would reach the safety of the crease.

“Great pip!” gasped Manners, from the pavilion,

There was a breathless silence from the onlookers as
they, too, saw Tom Merry’s danger.

Tom spurted desperately, and fairly flew over the ground,
his. bat outstretched. Wallace flung the ball

If it had been a straight throw-in, it might possibly
have taken Tom's wicket. But it was not.

Tom Merry reached the erease in safety—and the ball

Any old

remarked sagely.

went whizzing past the wicket with a yard to spare. Tom
drew a sigh of relief. And then he jumped,
A yell of anguish had come to his ears. He turned

hastily, and gave a gasp.

Dancing on the grass, elasping his ankle, with the
ericket-ball at his feet showing what it was that had hit
]l_ml. was & figure that caused Tom Merry's heart to
_:‘"~“k- Not for his own sake, but for the sake of the Three
Trouncers.

For the newcomer who had stopped Wallace’s wildly
flung ball with his ankle. was none other than Mr. Linton,
the master for whom Wallace, Willis and Woolley were
supposed at that moment to be toiling in durance vile in
the 8hell ¥Form-room ! ;

The Three Trouncers were staring at Mr. Linton with
glassv-eyed horror.

“0Oh, snakes!” pasped Woolley,

“We're done ! breathed Willis,

“ Absolutely 1 groaned Wallace.

“0Oh1" welped Mr, Linton, still dancing. " ¥Yowp!"”

Biut even while he danced and gasped, Mr, Linton’s eyes
were fixed upon Wallace and Willis and Woolley. And
the look in them showed that when he had finished gasp-
ing and daneing, there was trouble in store for the
inseparables.

Lots and lots of trounble!

CHAPTER 12, ;
The Trouncers Trouneed !
HB&I Jove!” exclaimed Arthnr Auguastus D’Arcy in

dismay, adjusting his celebrated monocle o survey
the dancing figure on the grass.
(b deah 1

“ Now for squalls!" chuckled Racke,

“Just when the giddy match was getting really exciting ™
groaned Jack Blake, *Oh, blow 1

Mr, Linton ceased his contortions at last. There was no
doubt that the Form-master was thoroughly in the wara
that day! His knee was still véry sore from the applica-
tion of his own cane—thanks to Woolley that morning.”
And now his ankle ached from a stinging crack from a
ericket ball—thanks to Wallace! !

Taking one thing with another, Mr. Linton was not in
guch a sunny frame of mind as he might have been, and
his present feelings regarding Wallace, Willis and Woolley
were bordering on the homicidal!l :

“Can T really believe my eyes?” shouted Mr. Linton in
what Monty Lowther, by the 1)a$'i1ion. described ag o
tigerish howl. “Wallace! Woolley! Willisl Why are
you not in the Form-room?"

“Clan’t play cricket in a Form-room, sir,” mumbled
Wooller,

“So—so we had to tear ourselves away,” stammered
Wilklis.

" Absolutely 17 “Oh,
abzolutely.™

“It's Lintop!

agreed Wallace mnervously.
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With a mighty hit Monty Lowther sent the ball flying towards the pavilion, planting the ball rlght
' f

onder Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s chair.

Mr. Linton glared at the three occupants of Study No, 12
with feelings almost too deep for words—almost, but not
quite,

“ 8o you had the insolence to defy my orders, and leave
the Form-room to play cricket 7¥

Mr. Linton's voice seemed almost to freeze the air
around. Again he stooped to caress his ill-treated ankle.

* ¥e-g-e5, I suppose that is one way of putting it,” ad-
mitted Willis nervously.

“No insolence !” thundered Mr. Linton.

“Borry, sir—didn’t mean to be insolent, you know,”
Willis assured him. “I was simply admitting that we
aren't in the Form-room, as you say, sir.” )

“1 ean see that for myself I” rasped Mr. Linton acidly.

“That’s the trouble,” murmured Woollay,

Mz, Linton’s eves glinted very dangerously as he glanced
from Willis to Woolley, and then from Woolley ta Wallace,
He controlled his feelings with an effort.

“You will follow me to the headmaster 1

Mr, Linton swung on his heel and marched off—limping
El_ightly. The Three Trouncers locked at one another in
1Smay.

“Oh erumbz!™ breathed Woolley.

“"Hard luck I murmured Tom Merry sympathetically.

It was no good telling the three inseparables that they
had asked for it] There would not be much comfort in
that. With glum faces, the Terrible Thres watched
Wallace, Willis and Woolley trail off the field behind Mr.
Linton, and vanizh in the direction of the quad.

“Blow Linton !” growled Manners, as Tom Merry joined
the crowd by the pavilion. *Just when you were piling
up the runs, and we'd have licked the asses hollow I

“They’'ll catch it1” sniggered Baggy Trimble. “Hoe, he,
he 1"

Bagegy was always amused by the sight of other peopls
in trouble, It was one of his charming ways. But he
did not snigger for long.

"You fat reptile |’ roared Blake, grasping Baggy by the
ear. “I s'pose it means nothing to you that a jolly ex-
citing match like this is knocked on the head?”

And the leader of the Fourth, thoroughly exasperated,
banged Baggy’s head on the rail of the pavilion veranda,
till Baggy iowled and howled again,

The swell of 5t. Jim’s lifted his elegant legs hastily—a little too =
hastily—and the next moment he and the chair had toppled over backwards. ** Yawoooop ! !’ (See Chapter 11.) |

“There |” gasped Blake, releasing him. * Scat 1
He planted a boot on the seat of Baggy's tight trousers,

and Baggy shot away with a piq~1jks squeal,

“Yaroooooop! VYah! Beast!” - Baggy picked himself
up off the pgrass and glared at Blake, “¥ah! TI'm glad
the rotten mateh is dished, so thera!”

And then Baggy scuttled away hastily.

Tom Merry shpped on his blazer.

“Well, I &pose we might as well be getting along,” he
remarked with a shruz. *“The match is off |7

The Terrible Three strolled off thoughtfully in the diree-
tion of the quad, accompanied by Blake & Co. and Talbot.
The ‘great crowd that had collected for the amarzing zame
dispersed with disappointment on their faces. It was
gickening that Mr. Linton had happened to take it into
his head to stroll round by Little Side that afternocon!

But in the opinion of the erowd, there was little doubf
but that the Terrible Three would have beaten ‘their
opponents to a frazzle had the matech continued. Tom

ferry had been thoroughly “set,” and was good for dorens
and dozens more runs, when the unfortunate interruption
had happened !

But it was all very unsatisfactory—and it was not likely
that the Three Trouncers would for a moment share the
opinion of the other juniors that they would have been
licked to the wide,

That this was so, was not long in doubt.

A big crowd had gathered at the end of the passage
leading to the Head’s study ten minutes after the disap-
pearance of Mr. Linton and his vietims from Little Side,
to greet the Three Trouncers when they should emerge
from their interview with Dr. Holmes. That it was an
unpleasant: and paioful interview for Wallace, Willis and
Woolley was plain enough, judging from the strange swish-
ing sounds that came to tfje ears of the waiting crowd,
through the clesed door of the Head's dreaded sanctum.

And at last, when that door opened and the Three
Trouncers emerged, it was plainer than ever that they had
not been the frouncers on this occasion, but the trounced!
They were wriggling and gasping, and squirming and blink«
ing, with their hands held to the seats of their trousers
as if they were glued in that position,

Tag Gem Lmniry.—No. 1,111,
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nted Willis, “Oh, my hat! What &
ead must havo been in his youn%vda_vs o
1A oolley.

" Yow-ow-ow |
giddy athlete the t
 Must have been a eliampion batsman ! groaned

“ Absolutely 17 gasped Wallace.

They blinked dismally at the grinuing faces of the othor
juniors. Kangaroo chuclled.

“Trpunced !’ he grinned.

“Yow! Yes!” - : <

S ard luck I said Talbot sympathetically. ™ Bﬂt.':}n‘ggay.
#t's saved you from getting a trouncing on Little Side!

“ Ha, ha, ha!*Rather!"” chortled Herries, i

YWallace, Willis, and Woolley glared at Talbot and Herries

“What do_you mean, you idiots?” hooted Woolley.

“Trounced—us " snorted Wallace. “ Rats!

“We'd have had Tom Merry out at any blessed moment,”
nodded Willis. * He didn't stand an earthly of _makmg any
more runs! We'd have trounced ‘em all right!”

“Rather " chorused Woolley and Wallace.

The erowd of juniors stared at them in astonishment.

“What?” roared Blake. “Why, you silly asses, you'd
have been licked to a frazele! Tom Blerry was good for a
couple of hundred off you chaps.”

“Gammon!” sniffed Willis.

“Bunkum!” ejaculated Woolley,

* Absolute rot!” agreed Wallace. 4

And with those expressions of their amazing confidence
in the prowess of Wallace, Willis, and Woolley, the threa
inseparables limped off arm-in-arm towards the Bhell
passage. ; s :

The Three Trouncers' enthusiasm for cricket might bo
fecling a trifle damped at the moment. Bub evidently their
belief in themselves was as great as ever!

P ]

CHAPTER 13.
All or None !
L BBOTRFORD ! said Tom Meriy. :

A The three chums of Study No. 10 were having

tea. It was the following Monday, and Blake &
Co. of the Fourth had looked in to have tea with
Tom Merry & Co. | :

“ Abbotsford !” repeated Tom Merry, *It's the Abbots
ford match on Saturday.”

“ Rather!” nodded Blake. *Good bizney! It's to be
plaved over at Abbotsford. isn't it 7"

“That's right,” said Tom Merry. *I want to put up
the team this evening.” He helped himsell to another slice
of toast. “I've got {en of 'em seftled in my mind, T'm
viondering about the cleventh.” s

He took a slip of paper from his pocket, on which were
written a pumber o?lnam_es, Bliko, seated beside him,
peored eaperly over his arm.

“You're in all right, of course!” smiled Tom Merry,

“Good!” grinned Blake.

“Thesa are the others,” anmounced Tom. “Talbot,
Kangaroo, Figgy and Fatty Wynn and Kerr, and Redfern;
Gussy and youn, Monty.”

“ Ahem " Herries coughed.

Herries considered that he would be gaite an'assot to the
team himself, though he did not like lo say so. Tom
glanced at Lim, and shook his' head. {

“Borry, old man! T'm afraid you won't be playing.”

Manuers looked at his plate. His own name had not been
mentioned. His s y batting was always very ueeful, and
when at the top of his form, his claim to a place in the
cricket eleven could not be overlooked. But he sometimes
had to stand down in favour of a promising recruit from
the reserves, and apparently Le was in dauger of having to
do so this time.

“Who are the candidates for eleventh place, then?”
asked Dighy hopefully.

“Well, there's old Manners,"” said Tom.
ened. “And there's that ehap Wallace!”

“ Wallace, eh?? said Blake thoughtfully.

* Wallace is good,” said Manners gencrously.

“Wattlin' good, deah boys!" exclaimed Arthur Augustus
I¥Arey., “He knocked up a hundwed on Saturday, in that
thwee-aside match. You could see he is a born battah [

“T think he's shown he deserves a place in the Abbotsford
match,” nodded Tom Merry. “Yes; I think I must put him
in” He glanced across at Manners. “Sorry, old hoss!”

‘}1011, that's all right!” protested Manners, colouring a
trifle,

Tomr Merry fook out a pencil and wrote in Wallace's
r:a‘r‘nI?l.

Manners bright-

I put the team up after tea,” he remarked. “T faney
A‘E)botslll;rd will give us a stiff game—I hear they are rather
hot this season. But they’ll find we shall need some licking,
all the same!”

*Bai Jove, yaas|”

“ What-ho 1" _
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As Tom had said, even though Abbotsford might be an
exceptionally red-hot team this season, they would still find
that St. Jim's were foemen worthy of their steel—or rather,
of their willow! :

E[n Tom Moz_’ry_ himself, Talbot and Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, and Figgins and Redfern of the New House, the
cleven good men and true visiling Abbotsford on Saturday
would possess five first-cluss batsmen, who could be depended
upon to look after that department of the game unaided, if
needs be. But they would have strong support in Kangaroo,
the Australian junior, and in the dashing batfing of Mont
Lowther, and in the stubborn, steady performance that J;
Blake was sure to put up.

And the bowling was l}ijkely to be dangerous enough, with
Fatty Wynn, the wizard bowler from the New House, and
Kangaroo; while Kerr and Tom Merry and Redfern were
all nseful change-bowlers. The team had o first class wicket-
!{p_aper in Blake, and the fielding left nothing to be desired
thiz scason, as practice games had already shown,

On top of all this, the addition of Wallace to the team
looked like assuring Abbotsford a very stiff fask indeed, if
they were to save themsolves from a beating at the hands
of their visitors! If Wallace showed the same form next
Saturday as he had shown on the last, St. Jim’s would be
very unlucky indeed if he did nob join with the other star
b:lrt;sm{-.n in piling up-a bipg score for his side,

Well, T'll go and stick up the notice,” remarked Tom
when the chcerf' meal was finished.

He rose and left the study, returning a few minutes later,
having pinned up the names of the cleven to travel over to
Abbotsford for’ the big match. Socon afterwards, Blake &
Co. took their leave, and the Terrible Three pulled out their
beoks and settled down to prep.

. But they had not been at work long before there came an
interruption.

There was a _bang on the door, and in answer to Tom
Merry’s invitation the door swung open, Three cheerful
faces gazed into the study—the faces of Wallace, Willis, and
Woolley.

:“H&!]o[" said Tom cheerily.,  “ Come in.”

The Three Trouncers entercd the study, Wallace closed
the door behind him. There were very detormined looks
upon the faces of the trio from Study No. 12.

“Seen the board, Wallace!” asked Tom.

* Absolutely 1" nodded Wallace.

“Good man. We're glad to have you in the team?”

Hear, hear!” agreed Monty Lowther, “If you knock
‘em up against Abbotsford in the same style as you were
knocking 'em up on Saturday, you'll be worth your giddy
weight in gold.”

“Thanks " said Wallace. “But—-®

“Yes, but!” chuckled Willis and Woolloy.

“‘“hat do vou mean—* but ' #” asked Tom, puzzled.

“We always stick together,” answered Wallace calmly,
#0h, absolutely.”

The Terrible Three glanced at one another, They had
taken it for granted that the arrival in their study of the
Three Trouncers meant that Wallace, delizhted at his name
being down in the team, had strolled along to thank the
junior cricket captain! They had been a trifle puzzled to
know why Willis and Woolley should have come along, too,
. And now it seemed that though Wallace had come along
it was not entirely to thank Tom Morry for Tom's recogni-
tion of his batting abilities, There was something else in
the wind.

It seemed that there was a “but ” in it somewherel

“¥es, we always stick togelher,” repeated Wallace,

“What on earth are you driving at?” demanded Tom
Merry sharply. A vague suspicion of the truth was begin-
ning to fill his mind.

“Well,"” said Wallace gently, “since we always stick
together, it's a case of all three or none—at Abbotsford just
as much as anywhere else!”

“My hat I gasped the captain of the Sholl.

. The Terrible Threa stared at Wallace, Willis, and Woolley
in ufter astonishment. The Three Trouncers stared back
at them with cheery confidence.

“We can't possibly be split up like that," Willizs assured
Tom Merry,

“We couldn’t stand for it!” agreed Woolley.

“ Absolutely not!” nodded Wallace, “It's all or nonel

So you'll have to find places for Willis and Woolley, too!”

Tom Merry gasped. He was flabbergasted.

He knew that Willis and Woolley were both quite good
ericketers; he had secn that for himself. But there were
other fellows in the junior school who had a far better claim
than they to playing against Abbotsford. !

He wanted Wallace in the team, but he certainly did not
want Willis and Woolley. Their cool statement that they
all three wanted places—that Tom must play all or none—
left the junior ericket skipper gasping.

o ;"WEHT” murmured Wallace hopefully. “What about
I :
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As Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
came aloni? the Shell passage, a
whirling figure came shooting
through the doorway of Study
MNo. 10, and cgollapsed on the
tinoleum. H was followed by a
second fiying figure and then a P
third. " M-m-my hat ! '’ gasped ;
the swell of the Fourth. (Ses
Clhapter 14.)

The calm “cheek ” of it was too much for Manners. He
had been dropped from the team in order to give a place
to Wallace, and it was u.ddin'g insult to injury for the
other two of the inseparable trio to demand places also on
the strength of ii!

“Well, of all the blessed necrvel!” roared Manners hotly,
“¥You cheeky rotters!”

Tom stared at Wallace grimly,

“Don’t you want to play
demanded.

“Of course I do!? nodded Wallace.
we can’t split up. Ain't possible |

“We all want to play against Abbotsford,” ehuckled Willis,
“And it's all or none!”

“Rather!” agreed Woolley,

Tom Merry smiled grimly.

“Right you are,” he zaid. “ITf it’s all ar none——

“You'll play all of us?” cried Wallace eagerly,

“Wrong "' snapped Tom Merry. “1 play none!”

The Three Trouncers locked at one another. That they
were very disappointed was obvicus. Dut it was quite olear
ihat Tom Merry's curt decision in no way affected their
own. They stuck together. They could not split,

“Ts that fat?” asked Willis.

“Flat and final,” Tom Merry assured him.

Tom Merry was feeling thovoughly exasperated. A fellow
who was offered a plaee in the team should have been ouly
too delighted to grab his chance. Nearly every other fellow
in the junior gchool would have given his ears for Wallace's
opportunity.,

But Wallace coolly demanded places in the team for his
two chutns as well as himself—otherwizse he would not play!

Abbotsford " he
But

againsk

* Abzolutely !

"

g
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It seemed to Tom Merry that this time the Thre®
Trouncers had just about reached the limit,

He rose and swung open the door.

“Thanks for looking in,” he said dryly.
we're busy now.”

“But look here——?" smorted Wallace.

“Rats P growled Tom impatiently, “ Mannera plays now
in your place. I'm not going to argue about it. You've
had vour chance, and vow've turned it down.”

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley glared at Tom Merry.

“Why, you fathead,” reared Wallace, “vov're mnissing
the chance of having three real cricketers in your team!
You know how wa play. We were trouncing you and your
iwo pals on Saturday when Linton barged in and stopped
things 1’ ¢

“What!” hooted Monty Lowther. “We were giving vou
fhe trouncing of yeur lives, you mean!"”

“Why, you silly jay——"

“You cheeky ass——"

Biff | '

Wallace’s fist landed on Monty Lowther's eyve, snd that
junior =at down on the floor with more abrupinezs than
graco, Wallace pushed up his sleeves. Willis and Woolley
followed suit,

“Come on, you poor wasters!” snorted Wallace grimly.
“We'll show you we're the Three Trouncersl We'll trounce
the lot of youl”

Tom Merry closad the door without a werd, and pushed
up his own sleeves. The caplain of the Shell was freling
theroughly exaspovated. There was a warlike gleam in
his eyes,

“But I'm afvaid
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“Good " he said. “You asses have needed a lesson ever
since you've been here—and now you're going to get it.”

* Hear, hear!” growled Manners, peeling off his ecoat.

“1 don't think!” chuckled Woolley.

The next moment Wallace, Willis, and Woolley had hurled
themselves at the Terrible Three, and, with trampling feet
and wild gasps echoing round the walls, hegan one of the
fiercest struggles Study No, 10 had ever witnessed.

e

CHAPTER 14.
Chucked Out !

Wallop ! y

the window went over with what a
novelist would call a2 dull and sickening thud as
Willis and Manners hurtled into it. Willis and

Manners also went over with a dull and sickening thud,

locked inextricably in one another's arms,

“Take that!’* panted Willis,

“That” was a punch on the nose that made Manners
sec a regular solar system of stars and planets.

“Yoooop!” gasped Manners. “Yow! Oh!”

Rolling over with Willis still in his grasp, he succeeded
in banging Willis' head forcibly against fﬁo floor, and it
was Willis’ turn to sea stars. But he fought free the mext
moment and scrambled to his feet, Manners also jumped
up, and once more the pair of them began to batter away
at each other merrily,

In another corner of the room, Wallace and Monty Low-
ther were punching and struggling. In yet another corner,
Tom Merry and Woolley were giving a very fair imitation
of Tunney v. Dempsey.

It was not often that Tom Merry veally “‘gob his rag
out,” but it was right out this time! It was still less often
that Tom Merry, once roused, found himself up against n
fellow whom he could not master when it came to using his
fists. But on this occasion the captain of the Shell had
met his match !

Woolley was a fighter,

He had terrific hitting power, and lots of science to help
him make use of it. Tom Merry was finding that he was
by no means goetling things all his own wav.

He staggered back before a flashing left to the jaw, and
Woolley followed up the blow with a right hook that
lifted the captain of the Shell clean off his feet. He landed
with a yell in the coal-scuttle, and Woolley stood over him,
brandishing his fists.

“Come and have some more!” roared Woolley.
teach you to leave us out of the Abbotsford match!”

Tom Merry was up in o moment, and the two went at it
hammer-and-tongs. oolley’s nose began to stream with
red, and his collar was half torn off, and one of his eyes
wee rapidly blackeping. But he was giving every bit as

d as he received—if not a trife hetter!

“My hat!" gasped Tom Merry to himself. “The fellow's
a blessed Gene Tunney!”

Monty Lowther was faring no better against Wallace, and

Tanners was finding Willis far from easy game.

In faect, for once, the Terrible Three had met their match
when it came to scrapping! The Three Trouncers might
not have looked much like defeating them on the ericket
field, but there seemed to be some solid foundation for their
nickname, nevertheless,

But the Terrible Three were by no means beaten yet,

Y Back up, you chaps!” panted Tom Merry. - *Chuck the
blighters. out |

“¥You bet!"” panted Manners,

But at the moment the Three Trouncers certainly did
not look like being chucked out! Wallace, Willis, and
Woolley drew back to back, hitting out lustily.

“Come on, then!” grinned Woolley. “Chuck uz out!”

It was a lop-sided grin, for one corner of his mouth was
a little out of shape, as the result of contact with Tom
I'o:;:m-ry’s fist] But thore was was no denying the grimness
of it.

Without a doubt, the three unruly visitors to Study No.
10 would take a good deal of chucking out,

Faster and more furious yet the struggle raged. A dozen
fists returned every blow with interest. Half a dozen noses
were looking sadly battered and bruised. Half a dozen
collars were torn adrift—hanging on by their back studs,

The struggle raged on!

RASH! Bang!
' : The chair b
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hur Augustus D'Arvey, strolling elegantly along the
Bhell passage in the direction of gtud;r No. 10, paused,
listening.

Strange sounds were issuing
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Sounds that suggested that a_ bull-fight, or a Mexican
revolution, or an earthguake, might be taking place behind
the study door.

Y Gweat Scott!”

The swell of St. Jim's hurried on towards the door of
Tom Merry's study. He had come to borrow a Latin
grammar, but for the moment all thoughts of Latin
grammars had left his mind. Arthur Augustus was only
interested in finding out what was going on behind that
closed door.

But cven as he reached out a hand to open it, the door
crashed open,

Whizz !

A whirling figure came shooting out of the door, missing
Arthur Augustus by inches, and collapsed .in a gasping
heap on the linoleum.

“Gweat pip!"” exelaimed Arthur Augustus in astonish-
ment,

Someone, it seemed, was being ejected on his neck from
Study Neo. 10!

“Yarooocop |

A second flying figure came hurtling out through the
open doorway, and sat dazedly beside the first, ;

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus with great
interest. “Any more comin’ "

Even az he spoke, a third fizure came out backwards
through the doorway, and sat down with a thud on the
linoleum.

“Oh! Grooooooh!”

The faces of the three ejected ones were so battered that
for a moment or two Arthur Augustus hardly recognised
them. Then he gave a jump.

“M-m-my hat!” ejaculated the swell of the TFourth
feebly.

For the three fellows who had been ejected from Study
No. 10 were none other than Tom Merry, Harry Manners,
and DMonty Lowther! The Terrible Three had been
chucked out of their own study,

Arthur Augustus could hardly believe his eyes. He
gazed wonderingly into the study.

Three dizshevelled ficures were fastening their coats and
their collars. Their faces were battered, but bore broad,
triumphant grins,

“Gweat Scott!" stuttered Arthur Augustus.

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley linked arms and strolled
from- the study, and away along the passage, with a cheery
nod to the swell of St. Jim's. They vanished in the
direction of the bath-rooms—evidently to repair their
damaged features! On the floor of the passage, the
Terrible Three dabbed at their “noses and groaned.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Tom Merry.

“Groooooooh | mumbled Manners,

“They're the Three Trouncers this time, all right,”
groaned Monty Lowther. “¥Yow! They know how to
scrap, anyway!”

Tom Merry scrambled up, His face was a picture.
Arthur Augustus adjusted his monocle and surveyed his
features with the greatest interest.

“Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy! That is a vewy choice black
eyel” observed the swell of 8t. Jim’s kindly,

*Waoolley did it!1" groaned Tom Merry, ruefully.

o —excuse my wemarkin® on it—I have nevah seen a
bettah thick ear in my life |™ exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
with genuine admiration.

“Wallace did it!” mumbled Tom Moerry,

“And only a mastahly hand could have made your
nose look like that!” added Arthur Augustus critically.

*Willis |”” sighed Tom.

Manners and Lowther were on their feet now, blinking
owlishly, and tenderly feeling their noses and ears. Tom
Merry grinned ruefully,

“Yes,"” he said, “I take off my hat to ’em as scrappers!
I'd no idea they were blessed champions! But—well, they
still don't play against Abbotsford on Saturday.”

And with that, Tom Merry set off painfully for the
bath-rooms, followed by Manners and Lowther.

There was no doubt that the three amazing new
fellows in Btudy No. 12 had proved their mettle! They
had shown definitely fhat they could live up to their name.

In scrapping, the Terrible Three ruefully admitted that
they had to give Wallace, Willis, and Woolley best, ‘But
cricket was a wvery different matter. In cricket, Tom
Merry's word was Jaw, and he was quite determinad that
the Thres Trouncers were not going to be numbered among
the eleven to play against Abbotsford.

But the question was, would the Three Trouncers accept
that decizion without a struggle?

Now that he knew them, Tom Merry hardly thought that
Wallace, Willis, and Woolley would |
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CHAPTER 15,
Cricketers v. Trouncers !

 EXT day, 8t Jim’s was buzzing with the news!
l Wallace would not play, after all! His name

had been ecrossed out, and that of Manners sub-

stituted. And all 'becausg the Three Trouncers
would not split! If one plaved against Abbotsford, they
all had to play—all or none.

And Tom Merry had naturally answered “None!”

8t. Jim's chuckled, :

They chuckled, too, when Tom Merry & Co. were seen
Ffmlhng in the qmui after breakfast. The faces of the
Terrible Three =till had a very lop-sided look, after their
tussle with the Three Trouncers.

The vast majority of the juniors agreed with Tom
?'iIrlr".-'—hm Three Trouncers’ demand was amazing cheek.
But then, they had proved themselves amazingly cheeky in
more ways than onel

“The silly asses!’ snorted Talbet of the Shell. “It's
all \Eli well for chaps to stick together, but when it comes
to cric

But 'i,ppa.rualh Wallpce, Willis, and Woolley musxderul
that ericket should be no exception to their rale.

Heedless of the chaff that was showered upon them, they
went their way serenely. Bui though they were chaffed,
“the Three Trouncers were treated now with a mnew
vespect! The account of how they had chucked Tom Merry
% CUo. out of their own study made St Jim's roar—but it
made them feel that the fellows who were capable of
doing it had to be respeeted.

The Terrible Three came in for their share of chaff.
They took it good-naturedly enough. But as the day wore
on, they got rather tired of being asked the price of black

es; and when Grundy of the Shell asked them, at tea-
ume, whether thev were allowed to have tea in their own
study mnow, they fell upon George Alfred Grundy, and
whirled him inte the air, and bumped him. They bumped
him half a dozen times, and felt rather better.

After tea, Tom Merry & Co. changed into their flannels
to zo out for a ki]ouk-up at the nets.

As they were crossing ihe Hall towards the doorway
leading to the quad, a big crowd round ihe lefter-rack
drew their attention. Ewvidently the postman had jus
arrived.

“Let's see if Lana anything for us,” exclaimed Tom
Merry.

Thelc WS,
waiting on the rack.
handwriting, oddly enough.
them up with puzzled faces.

Kangarco came up, accompanied by Reginald Talbot.

“Good!” exclaimed the Australian. *“Letter for each

of us!"”

Blake & Co. were in the Hall, and it eeemed that
there was a ' letter for Blake and a letter for Arthm
Augustus  ID’Arcy. Oddly.- enough, each member of the
ericket eleven present had received a letter, though no
one eolse had by that post.

Tom Merry ripped open the envelope. As he did =0,
from Jack Blake.

Threo letters, one for each of them, weve
Each was addressed in the same
The Teirible Three picked

there was a sudden yell

“*Great pip!”

He was staring in astonishment at the contents of his
letter. Even as his yell caused fellows to turn their ! !
with interest, there was an exclamation from Talbot
another from Monty Lowther.

“M-my hat!”

“Jumping jabberwocks!™

“What _the merry dickens—" ejeculated Tom Merry.

“ Look ! Jﬂ.r\ ‘Blake was waving a sheet of paper
excitedly in the air. "“Of all the cheek! i

*

Listenn to this!’
And Blake read alond his commurication:

“Dear Blake,—As a member of the cricket team to play
against Abboteford en Baturday, we wish to inform yeu
that we are open to play any three members of that team
in a three-a-side match on Little Side, and lick them in
a frazzle. Having done so, our intention is to claim, as
a consequent r:_e:hr the places in the team of the thice
chaps we have licked. Fellows declining will obviously be
funky to meet us.—Yours, the Tareg TROUNCERS."

Blake glared round at his listeners with feelings too deep

fcr words.
“But that's just the letter I've gol!” howled Talbot.

“Bo've T!1” roared Monty Lowther.

“Same here!” gasped Kangaroo.

“Bai Jove! They've w'itten to me, too, deal
put in Arthur Augustus D"Arey excitedly.

(Continued on next page.)
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The Most Amazing Detective Story of the East yet Written !

“The Secret Of The White Thug!’
Solved by SEXTON BLAKE

What was behind the strangling of a British
Secret Service man in a London hotel bed-
room? Sexton Blake, the world’s most famous
detective, tackles the problem and linds himself
opposed to the Thugs of India—the vast sinister
organisation that strangles its victims. How he
penelrates their secret stronghold in disguise,
and staking all,
vividly told in No. 189 ol The Sexton Blake
Library, “ The Secret of the White Thug !"’ a long
booklength story of thrills that costs but 4d.!

Ask for No. 189 of the

SEXTON BLAKE leral‘y

You will enjoy these other volumes just published in this Library :

190. THE BALLOT BOX MYSTERY -
191. THE GREAT “TOTE” FRAUD

192. THE MYSTERY of MERLYN MANSICNS

Ask for them by Number and Title.

becomes a Thug himself, is
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Tom Merry hastily opened the contemts of his missive,
With tho exception that it began “Dear Merry,” his was
the same letter, word for word, as that read out by DBlake.

Manners also had been written to. And even as the
soven cricketera stared at one another, four figures caie
hurrying up the steps and into the Hall They were
Figgins & Co., of the New House, and Dick Redfern.

All four were waving opened letters in their hands.

“Listen!” hooted: Figgina.  “Listen to this! *Dear
Figging,—As a member of the cricket team—"
“It's all right," interrupted Talbot with & chuckle.

“Don't bother to read it out! We know what it says”

“We've all had one, too,” grinned Tom Merry.

“You have?” stuttered Redfern. X )

“What do you think of it?” roared Fatty Wynn, with
an indignant snort, *Isn't it the giddy Hmit?”

“Ha, ha, hat” - . : :

The crowd of juniors gathered round the eleven wrathful
cricketers gave a yell of laughter. Thie latest stunt of
the Three Trouncers scemed to amuse them.

“The cheek of ’em!" gasped Talbot.

With their letter in their hands, the cricket team glared
at one another. It seemed to them to be the last word in
nerve on the part of the three new fellows, o

Tom Merry's suspicions had been more than justified!

The Thres Trouncers were not by any means agreeable to
accepting his decision. They still meant to win places
in the team for the Abbotsford match—places for all!

All- or nonel Tom Merry had said * None!” But
Wallace, Willis and Woolley were out to force him to
change his answer to “Alll" S

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the vest of the juniors,

Ralph Reckness Cardew tapped Tom Merry on the arm.

“Seems to me it’s a smart move on the part of our three
trouncin’ friends!” drawled the slacker of the E‘ourth.
“They've got you in a jolly old cleft stick, Thomas.”

“QOh, rats!” sported Tom, “It's simply infernal
cheek—" 1k

“It may be cheek,” agreed Cardew with an amusf‘_d shrug.
“But don’t you see, dear man, if Wallace, Willis and
Woolley lick three of your team, it’ll prove the team would

ULl
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benefit by having them in place of thres fellows they
can lick! Q.F.D., as Mr, Euchd says. You, as captain, are
bound to put the best team in the field, so there you arel”

And Cardew chuckled.

“But I offered Wallace a place in the team!” hooted Tom.

“"Yes, and he turned it down,” chuckled Cardew,
“because you wouldn't play his pa.is, too—bein’ such in-
separables! DBut he's out to prove that it'll be worth while
your playin' his pals, after all. And if he does, it seems
to me it’s your job to play Wallace an’ Co.!”

““ Absolutely !"” chuckled a voice behind him.

Tom Merry glanced up quickly. Wallace was standing
there, grinning. ;

“Cardew’s got a lot of sense!” declared Wallace airily.
“He's hit the nail on tho head. If we three can’ lick
three of your giddy team at cricket, it’s up to you to
put us in the team in their places!”

“0Of course!’ chuckled Willis,

“Your duty to the team,” nodded Woolley.

* Absolutely!” apreed Wallace, “ However,
worry you chaps for your answer now.
to think it over!”

And with cheery nods the Three Trouncers strelled on
out through the doorway arm-in-arm, and vanished into
the quad., leaving eleven astonished cricketers to stare
blankly after them.

Without a doubt, Wallace, Willis and Woolley were three
of the most extraordinary pew fellows who had ever arrived
at St Jim's! :

Whether or not they would eventually play in the
Abbotsford match—and they were quite clearly determined
to do so—there was no doubt that their arrival was causing
more than a stir at 8t Jim's!

They had flabbergasted Knox, and the prefects. They
had flabbergasted their Form-master, and they had probably
flabbergasted the Head as well. They had flabbergasted
the Terrible Threa—as three black eyes still witnessed.

But no one had been more flabbergasted than wers the
8t. Jim’s junior cricket eleven by the extraordinary wajys
of the Inseparable Three!

THE END.

we won't
We'll leave you
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[YOUR EDITOR SAYS—|

HALF-WAY !

j :T'DU can take it from me, chams,
that the FREE GIFT you're
looking forward to next week

will be something really extra-
special. In the first place this addition
to the wonderful Picture Gallery of the

Future which you are building up is

sure to appeal to you as one of the

most fascinating of your collection.

Thiz “GREYHOUND OF THE 3EA™

as it is called, is an emnazing marine

craft—a veritable flying ship capable of
taking vou for a “flip” across the

Atlantic in sixty hours! And, needless

to say this picture card has been

carried out in the superb style which
our wonderful - FREE GIFTS have
maintained right from the start.

As a final word, let me remind you
that No. & brings us to half-way in the
series, INos, 9 to 16 are every whit us
good as their predecessors, so
PLACE A STANDING ORDER FOR

THE “GEM" TO-DAY!

What do you think of the THREE
TROUNCERS —that cheery, checky
trio of new boys who have made St.
Jim's sit up and take notice with a
vengeance? Aren't they the goeds! You
bet ! Well, Wallace, Willis and Woolley
are going strong again in next Wed-
nesday’s great yarn of Tom Merry &
Co. entitled:

“THE TROUNCERS TRIUMPH!”

How the thres inseparables bring
about their great triwmph you'll dis-
cover for yourselves when you read
next week's spanking yarn. Suffice it
to say that it 13 one of Martin Clifford’s
best !

Other “star " attractions are a further
full-of-thrills instalment of serial,

“THE FLYING FISH!" another enter-
taining set of replics froin our wiseacre,
the ORACLE, winding up with a
special article dealing with the L.M.S,
“ Royal Scot” Locomotive, No. 6107,

BIRTHDAY PRESENTS FOR YOU !

All my readers have E:riri:hlf.f:d_l:sJ and
all enjoy receiving presents on these
anniversaries. Now 1 can put you on
to a scheme whereby you ecan satisfy
your desires in this direction.

Have you heard of the Birthday Gift
Club that has been running in our
grand Companion Paper, the “ Popular”
for many months? Some of you may
have, and again some of you may
members of this Club. So it is to the
chaps who are ignorant of this novel
club that I'm writing this paragraph.
The Birthday Club, open to readers
of the “Gem " and “ Popular,” has been
enjoying an amezing popularity for
qguite a long time. Its membership goes
into thousands. It is also a boast of
this club’ that it bhas sent well over a
thousand birthday gifts to members
already, and many hundreds are waiting
to be despatched as soon as they are
claimed. *

It is important tc remember that
there is no limit to the number of gifts
available for members. It rests with
you chaps. The more that join the
club, the more presents given away.
And these gilts are really handsome,
and well worth the little effort of be-
coming eligible for one, I'm afraid I
can’t give you the list of gifts here, but
if you get hold of a copy of the
“Popular,” you’ll find full particulars
and -entrance forms inside,

Now, what about it?

BUCK UP, YOU CHAPS!

I've just had a scrious complaint
brought to my notice. A long-whis-
kered figure rushed into the office the
other day, and fairly hurled humself
into the chair standing by my desk,
specially provided for wvisitors.

Tho next moment I was subjected to
a shower of words that almost stunned
me, and it was quite a long time before
I knew what my visitor was talking
about.

I must explain, first of all, that the
visitor was none other than the Oracle,
and what he had come to me for was
this. Why weren't the readers of the
“Gem " bucking up with their queries,
“What am I employed for, my dear
LEd.? To count the ink smudges the
office boy daubs on the wall? No! No!
I'm here to answer questions, and I'm
not getting enough. I'm not earning
my keep. 1 shall be owing you my
salary soon, if thosea chaps gon’t send
along more questions to Ee answered.”

You seo what it all means? The old
Oracle must have more letters, far more
letters than he gets. He's like a hungry
lion. There's no appeasing his appetite,
and I'm making this appeal on his
behalf, Do write more often when
vou're in a fix. And let our tame Oracle
give you the helping hand. There's
good chaps!

TIPS FOR CAMPERS !
I get & shoal of questions about
camping. There is never any difficulty

about getting permission to camp—nof

in a suitable place. The spot must be
left tidy, all rubbish burnt or buried.
The camper must be wary about the
cook. Choose a fellow who thoroughly
understands the difference between an
egg and a potato. Don't be put off
at each meal with a vagne stew. More
often than not a stew means nothing

at all.
YOUR EDITOR.
Tue Gew Lirauy,—No. 1,111
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A THRILLING TALE OF TWO BRITISH BOYS’ ADVENTURES ABROAD !

By Leslie Beresford.

f o ——
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It is a well-known saying that * Where there’s a will there's a way " !

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

RODNEY BLAKE, a stocty youngster, whose one ambition ig to
Jotlow in the footsteps of his father, Adrian Blake—a news corvespondent
now out of England on business for his paper—is strolling alonyg Little-
warth Cove in company with his chun,

DAN LEA, when he sees o strange-looking craft resembling in ehape
i airshin and o boot combined. :

PRINCE ALEXIS KARAGENSEKI, the ship'a commander, informs
Rodney that lhere i8 @ serious case of iliness aboard, and in consequence
sueceeds in getting Ilv. Fraser, the youngsier's guardian, to go aboard.
Some time luter Rodney and Dan are captured by Koragenski's men and
taken on lo the ship as prisoners, The strange craft then rises ofter the
Sfazhion of en airship and speeds them away to the * Volley of No Escape.”
efigre, in the charge of Wummberg, an obnoxious, one-e giant, and
host of armed guards, are thousands of prisoners building ol desperate
apecd a fleet of Flying Fisk., With this formideble fleet the heads of the
conspiracy h%pe fo conguer the whole world. Following a rumpus with
Wummberg, Rodngy, to his amazement, comes face to face with Jis fulher.
Adrian Blake hurriedly explains that, in the guise of ¢ Rusgian expert
in poisen gas, he has gained acecss {o the conspirators’ etronghold with
& gieiv o encouraging the Mjf-swmd slaves to revelt against their task-
snasters. The deceplion is discovered almost as svon a8 the revolution
begins, and Itodney is hurrying off to warn kiz father when he overhears
Von I-forsm, a leader of the conspirators, planning to wse the Flying Fish
to fiy over the town and bomb the revolutionists indo_submigsion. ;

* I'n that case,” says Larry O°'Hagan, who i8 with Rodney, * we'll
get busy seeing thet Von Roden's kag)t conveniently distant from the
Llying Fish, whatever else happens !

(Now read on.)

A Desperate Venture !
3. N anxious day began in a brooding silence, broken

only occasionally by the spasmedic firing of snipers,
with the fitful rattle of machine-guns when the
guards saw anything at which to fire.

The revolutionary workers, fired with their momentary
success, had to be restrained by Larry O'Hagan and their
section leaders from speiling all the work done at night.
It was with difficulty that they were held in some check,
and persuaded to lie low and hold their gains till the enemy
showed his hand. Reodney and his friend were now not
only able to mix freely with them, but found themselves
looked upon as heroes in a small way. The bombing inci-
dent of over-night had not passed without notice, happen-
ing as it had at a critical moment, and wherever they went
during the morning they found themselves acclaimed and
tremendously popular,

O’Hagan, meantime, warned of the attempt to recapture
the Flying Fish, whose shining silver shape lay outside the
main gates of the works, had laid his plans accordingly,
and when, in the late afternoon, the armed guards, in con-
siderable force, made a determined push to take the bridge,
at the same time crossing in numbers at the eastern lock,
he had made ready fo meet the attack with a surprise fire
from men hidden behind the walls of the works, just at the
moment when the enemy imagined they were suceceding.

At the time when this aitack was made, he and the two
lads were in the Flying Fish, which was now the revolu-
tionary headquarters, Rodney could not get it out of his
mind that, somehow or other, it should be possible for the
vessel to be worked, despite the fact that only Von Roden
and the inventor, Ashton, had so far handled her.

All the morning he had heen worrying as to what was
happening to his father. He had discovered from Larry
O'Hagan that the purpose with which Adrian Blake had
gone to the castle, ignorant that his identity had already
heen discovered, was to obtain possession of the blue prints
from which the Flying Fish had been constructed.

e — — — =t

Young Rodney and his pal certainly
have the will to win through the terrible revolution that's raging over the Valley of No Escape—bul they are
finding it very difficult to discover a way to freedom !

“¥on see,” said Larry O’Hagan, it wasn't any good
our creating all this flare-up and winning the day, if there
was a chance of Boronov and the others maybe escaping
through the northern pass into Russia, with the plans from
which they could build another of these craft. So yeur
father—counting on being one of the least-suspected peopls
—went up there to pinch the plans.”

“Bo that, in any case, that's got to be done even now,”
noc{l-}l ?d hRot]ngy.

£ this job's going to be finished properly. You ecan
be afther bétting they've mnot let himplaj?eh}s hands ou
them. ™

Rodney said no more, feeling still more firmly that the
only way to obtain those plans, save his father, and com-
pletely beat the people in the castle, was to make use of
the Flying Fish. Dan and he spent a long time exploring
every corner of the great craft. It was, they discovered,
armed with aerial torpedoes, and fitted with a contrivanec
for their discharge from the hull of the vessel, as well as
from fore and aft.

The important problem to be solved was its handling, and
the more Dan and he studied the contrcl-cabin, with ite
complicated levers and shining padgets, the more they
realised that Larry O"Hagan was ri-jnt in doubting if the
proposition was possible.  Rodney T’nimself had bhegun to
admit this just as the attack on the bridge and eastern
locks began, at which moment he was standing at the open
door of the Flying Fish watching the distantly advancing
line of uniformed figures, which O'Hagan was allowing to
move forward without interruption till they were near
enough for the ambush he had prepared.

Suddenly Rodney gripped Dan by the arm, his eyes en
one of the distant figures. ;

“T think TFve found a way for us to get this old vessel
moving, Itan,” he said, under his breath.

“ And have ye now?" intervened the voice of Larry, whe
had overheard Rodney’s remark. * Maybe you'll be afther
telling me the secret—how you'rc going to get this vessel
moving—""

“Iike this,” replied Rodney. “You say there are only
two people who know encugh about the mechanism of this
ship to ﬂandlc her safely. One is Mr, Ashton. He's mad,
and doesn’t connt. The other’s Von Roden—" :

““He's on the other side, and doesn’t count, either!” said
the Irishman dryly.

But Rodney turned round on him.

“He might be made to count, Mr. O'Hagan,” he urged.
¢ He's on the other side at the minute, it's true. As &
matter of fact, T just noticed him away yonder with the
attaek, and that put the thought into my head. What we
want to do is to get him over here, in this ship. We
must make him handle it for us, with an antomatic muezle
against the back of his head to persuade him, if he won's
do what we want any other way.” _ 5

“Not such a very bad notion, if it can only be wor}u}d,
agreed the Irishman, with a little chuckle. “Put it's a
question of catching one’s fish, first of all. Von Roden may
not oblize. He's not very likely to plant himself in the
fighting line. However, I'll have the ymrd mesetc_l round
for our side to try and get hold of his bedy, alive ard
kicking.” ! : : : " =

1t was impossible just then to discuss the matter further,
for the violent outbreak of the attack required immediaie

Tre Gem Liraey.—No. 1111
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attention. Tt developed quickly in three separate directions.
On the north of the town heavy firing began suddenly. TFrom
the north-castern side, below the castle, o strong force was
trying to thrust its way towards the bridgehead, while the
party which had crossed the river by the eastern lock—with
whom Von Roden could occasionally be seen—was approach-
ing south of the river in an obvious attempt to reach-and
recapture the Flying Fish,

It was evident that the people up at the castle wero
making a determined effort to break the rising before dark
with a heavy hand, and all the strength at their disposal.
And before very long it looked as il they were likely to
meet with success, especially on the northern side of the town.
So far as Von Roden’s party was concerned as well, the
planned ambush from the works only partly succeeded, and
they were driven back with heavy losses, but cleverly avoided
capture, and managed to find 2 covered position among a
group of out-buildings between the river and works.

Meantime—in the course of two or three hours of ding-
dong fighting—the success of the e¢nemy on the north of the
town brougnt- about a threat to the 1'::\'uiuti-:m&-rf_" forco
holding the bridgehead. It looked as if this would have to
be abandoned and the town lost. However, the revolution-
aries held on stubbornly, and by the time dusk began to
settle over the valley there was still ne sign of the enemy
succceding before night.

All this time Rodney had been chafing over the delay
in achieving the plan he had conceived. Occasionally, in the
ebb and flow of the fighting south of the river, he could
catch a glitnpse of Von Roden by the %roup of out-buildings,
studying the situation, and especially the Flying Fish,
through » pair of binoculars. It was clear that he was
arroguntly impatient because he and his men could make
no headway towards the capture of the vessel.

But neither did there seem to be the slightest hope of him
being captured, alive and kicking, as Larry O'Hagan had
said; ond with darkness falling swiftly hope seemed to
vanish more and more from Rodney's mind, Added to this
came news from the bridgehead that it had been captured
by the guards., The urgency of doing something et Rodney
puzzling the thing ouf, when Dan made a suggestion which
sounded helpful. )

At tue moment they were locking out from the windows
of the Flying Fish on to the darkening river and town with
the flashing pin-pricks of light where sniping wae going on.
Suddenly Dan turned and pointed to a bundle lying in the
corner, reminding Rodney how—after their meeting with
Larry O'Hagan and D, Fraser—Dan had carried with him
their dropped uniforms and arms in which they had escaped
from the enemy. At the time, without asking any guestion,
Rodney had wondered why Dan should be burdening himseli
with these no longer needed garments,

But now the wisdom of Dan’s forethought was more
ap?arent. :

“Reemed to me wo might be finding these useful later on,
Mister Rodney,” Dan was saying, as he pointed to the
bundle. *They got us nicely nway from those people when
wo wanted, and maybe they'd be just as useful to get us
back among ther.”

“ Back among them?” questioned Rodney, puzzled for the
minute.

“Why, yes!” nodded Dan. “They do say, I've heard,
how the mountain wouldn't come to Mahomet, and so he
went to the mountain. If Mister Von Roden can’t be got
to come to us—"

“We go for him! Why, thal's the scheme, Dan,"” laughed
Rodney. “It'll be risky, but that can’t be helped. We've

ot to have control of this ship, and we can only do that
through Von Roden, it seems. In the darkness, taking us
for some of his own men, that might just be possible. Any-
how, we'll have a good kry.” .

Larry O'Hagan was at first altogether against the scheme
when they approached him and told him of it.

“Is it gone stark, raving mad that ye have?” he de-
manded ironically. “ Are ye asking to find yourselves up at
the castle with Adrian Blake and Lord Braxton? Haven't
I said to ye, that there’s ouly the three of us left to see
this thing through? And now you're talking about leaving
me in the lureh ?”

* Nothing ot the sort,” retorted Rodney, already impatient
all the afternoon because O'Hagan had insisted that they
must remain in the Flying Fish with him instead of faking
any actual part in the fighting. “We're doing nothing
hu'ﬂ)ful here, anyhow, are we?”

“Yes, you are!" said the Irishman; and suddenly began
fo laugh. “1f over there was a pair of young rascals that
couldn't keep still for five minutes, it's you two. Regular
Jack-in- the- boxes! And T'll admit your plan’s just afther
my own heart. So far as that goes, if you want to put
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your necks in the noose, it's not larry O'Hagan that can
stop you,” ;

*Anyway,” he added, *there's certainly some use you
could be that way, quite apart from getting hold of Von
Roden—which I doubt if you'd ever accomplish. You might
do a little bit of spyinF and get hold of any information
that you can that would be useful, just as you did over
their wanting to get back this ship.
work it out.”

As a result of ten minutes’ talk, once more wearing
the uniform of Von Roden’s guards, the two lads were
taken from the far side of the Flying Fish by one of the
revolutionary leaders through the works, and finally, dark-
ness having completely fallen, were let out of a gate guite
close to the hillside on the east of the valley, a password
having been arranged when they should return so that they
would be recognised.

Making their way round cautiously towards the eastern
locks the pals were able to mingle eventually with the
guards belonging to Von Roden’s party, with no questions
being_asked. It seemed that they had managed to do this
in the nick of time, for the party was actually then retreat-
ing from their position among the group of outbuildings,
ilncll{ were returning to the town side by way of the eastern
ocle.

It seemed that the position by the group of outbuildings
had become too hot for them, and they had been forced
to vacate it through their heavy losses, Also, although the
bridgehead had been momentarily captured by the guards,
the revolutionaries were proving more obstinato than had
been apparently thought likely. Indeed, a foree of them,
atbacking the guards at the bridge unexpectedly from the
castle side of the town, was threatening to cut off Vou
Roden and his comparatively small party.

All this Rodney discovered from the lips of Von Roden
himself, cursing furiously in German the more because his
arrogant idea of capturing the Flying Fish quite casily had
proved an entire illusion. Forewarned by Rodney and Dan,
this plan had been completely upset by Larry O'Hagan's
arrangements. Von Roden, with his tail between his legs,
was beating a hurried retreat in what was beginning to
look like a forlorn hope to save himself and his men.

A few paces behind him in the darkness, Rodney and
Dan were watching an opportunity to prevent that from
happening, so far as he was concerned. But they were
so surrounded by guards, and Von Roden so obstinately
refused to separate himself from his men, that their chances
were smaller with every hundred yards they were forced
to march behind him.

And then, as though finaily to banish (hat project from
their minds, the town ahead was lit by a gigantic flame, and
ghaken by a tremendous explosion, What had happened
the pals discovered a few minutes later when a straggling
mob of stampeding guards swept on them from the fromt,
with Colonel Stangerfeld and Wummberg among them.
Rodney’s knowledge of German helped him to understand
that the revolutionaries had evidently mined the bridge at
gomo points with a time-fuse near it before being driven off.

The bridge had been blown sky high with a considerable
foree of the guards on and near it. A few, with Colonel
Stangerield, had escaped, and the latter was frank in his
statement of the situation

“Tt is a case of saving all that is left,” hLe glowered
as he reached Von Roden, gesticulating in wild impotence.
“They have fairly cornered us, those pigs. Ii's quite
useless to fight on. There's only one thing to be done, Yon
Roden—we must make for the castle with the few men
left to us and hold it till the reinforcements arrive from
Moscow.

If that was to be done successfully, tmmediate flight
was necessary. It seemed that something must have hap-
pened in the town to have made the victory of the revolu-
tionaries more swift and complete than even Larry
O’Hagan had hoped when the two lads had left him. For
Colonel Stangerfeld had scarcely staggered up with his
news than the revolutionary fire began to spit from the
darkness ahead. '

Rodney and Dan were borne back with the hurried retreat
which began ak once. Separated momentarily from each
other in the panie, they could nct discuss their own action.

Let's just sit down and

In any case, Rodney decided in his own mind they would — _

have to take the castle road and trust to what happened
afterwards. There was no longer any need to trouble about
Von Roden so far as the Flying Fish was concerned. Nor
did Larry O’Hagan any longer need them to return to him
with information about the enemy.

On the other hand, up at the castle Rodney would be
near his father. That was the eager thought with which
he allowed himself willingly to be carried upwards from
the town.
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Next Week's Instalment Is Better Than Ever!

At thé Castle Once More.
ODNEY did not forget that arrival af the castle
might easily mean the overy of Dan and
himself when they came out of the darkness
into light. And it was with zome zatisfaction
that, looking up at the great grey pile when it came
eventually into sight, the windows were only faintly
Lit. And then he remembered that the destruction of
the power house by the revolutionaries would have
et off the electric supply.
From the courtyard where
guards, while Von Raden wi
and Wummberg went inzide,
only light came from candles, ‘
of the vulturelike Boronev, the Greek Mirapoulis,
Abbas Fazil, in his tarboosh, and the rvest of the
conspirators, in an agitated moup,
It was evident that they were startled by the news
which was brought them by Roden and Stangerfeld,
but Boronov's evil smile seemed to snggest that all

1R

he stood with the othey
1 Colonel Btangerfold
could that the
+ cal & ghmpse

Hope was not vet lost, He had a message in his
hand which had evidently just come by wireless, for,

g0 far az Bodney understond,” the wireless station
near the northern pass still vemained in the hands of
the gnards, The message scemingly contained good
news because of ths expression on Von Roden’s face
after he had read it.

The purport of it presently veached Rodney through
Wummberg, 'who informed the waiting and dispirited
party in the courtyard that the veinforcements were
oily a few hours awdy from the valloy, and should
be available in the early part of next day.

“Onr duty is to hold out till then, and thag will bo

75

easy,” he said, “If they attempt to take this ecpstle,
our machine-guns and bombs will mow them down,
At the northern our invineithle comrades

the pigs!
are il{)il_lfug the enemy at
any real victery. To-morrow
and at our merey.”

It was very unlikely, Rodney told himself, that any meérey
would havée been shown in thac ease, Meantime, YWumin-
hirg was busying himself nrranging for the defence of the
castle in case of attack, dividing the men info parties and
detailing them off to wvarious points en the battlements,
But Rodney, who by this time had found Dan again, had
fio intention of commng under Wummberg's eye, so he anrd

+ heaten

Dan took adventage of the darkness to slip away out of
sight for the moment,

Fortunately, the revolutionaries were wasting no time in
attacking the castle, as the =ound of their firing proved,

while Wummberg had anly just began to settle his arvange-
ments.  So, in the confusion and haste, Roduney and Dan
were able to make themselves scarce without any notice
being paid to them, joining a party under a corporal sent
by Wummberg on some errand, though what might be they
did not know nor care.

This party made its way through an arch leading beyond
the first courtyard into a sccond one, and here the two lads
dropped out of the little squad from the rear as unobtru-
sively as they had joined it. Rodney drew Dan back by
the arm into the black darkness of a colonnade which ran
all round the great empiy space. Cressing to the far side
of this, the corporal and his sguad vanished from sight; and,
making surc no one was near enough to have noticed, or to
averhear them, Rodney explained to Dan in rapid under-
tones what the situation was,

The latter, though he had not understood a word of what
had been said avound him in German, Lhad already formed
a shrewd idea of how ihe land lay.

“This ba a queer way of things, Mister Rodney,” he
calenlated in his slow mammer. “There he Mister O'Hagan
outside, wanting to get in. There be us in here, like enough
tao he caught anywhen, There be your father in hero——""

“Tf ha hasn't heen killed already,” muttered Rodney
meodily.
+4T don't think that, any more than Mister O'Hagan
dfd,” Dan tried to reassurc ihe other, “But he will he
k#led, and so will Lord Braxton and we two and Mister
(Y Hagan when they catch him, if these people here ave st ill
eafe when them reinforeements came to-morrow.”

S hat's right " nodded Rodney. “Ii only we could eome
by =ome way of getting dad and Lard Braxion and. onrselves
aut to join up with Mr, O!Iagan! Bai it seems. hopeless.
Even then—with no ona able to handle the Flying Fish—
we'd be little befter off, if any, onee those reinforeoments
arvived. And, now I come to think of it, I don't believe
I montioned to My, O'Tlagan thaf they were fo ba cxpected,
He may not he suspecting any danger from that northern

ass.’
p“ﬁmneimw,” pondered Dan, as Rodney stumbled fo a
eloomy silence, “we'vae got to hielp the q_ntm‘r]n peapla in,
focing that we ean’t get out ourselves. That's the answer
1a it.”

From their hiding place in the shadows near the ste
Rodney and Dan saw the group of men moving towards th
open doorway. And in that group they recognised Adria
Blake, wounded and tattered, the Prince, and Lord Braxto

prisoners of Boronov, the tyrant ! (See page 28). b

“But how? There's that secret way, it's frue; thnugﬁ
we've no earthly chance of getting up to our old room, an
might not discover the seeret if we did,” retoried Rodney.:

“Nor would we likely he finding Myr. O'Hagan if Wg
did and got to the other end. But there’s more than on@
way in and oot of this castle, Mister Rodney, as yon knowd
that, anyone can use in the erdinary way. -They may not a*
be guarded, thongh they may he fastened with locks and
bolts. And locks and holts can be mada fo epen convenid
ently if no one happens ta be by, Then one of us could g
down and lead our friends up that way. There’s ene at th
ondd af this courtyard and devwn some steps to the left, if
remember,”* +i8

“Tt sounds simple enough,” said Rodney noder his breath,
# At any rate, it seems the only pessible way with any-hope
attached to it. Let's make ony way along to that gate.”’ - =1

There wag, he rememhbered, a little postern gate which led
it of one of the torrets at an ocnd of the castle above the
winding voad. It was towards the back of the castle, and
s0 might not be at present guarded, especially as the sound
of firing from the revolutionaries outside suggpested that they
wers attacking the castle from the [ront, Ordinarily,
Rodney had wotieed a big iron key had stuck out of iis
ponderouz lack on the inside, se safe had the eccupanis of
the castle always imagined themselves,

But to-night, when the two lads had descended fhe steps
quite vmobserved, and were congratulating themselves that
this frait plan might safely snecesd, tha key was not in the
lock, Apparently, with the revelution, someone had gome
vound and faken precantions. Further, as though to add fc
their disappoiniment, they tarned, to hear the sonnd
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footsteps approsching towards the spot above where they
were standing at the bottom of the steps.
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