


YOU WON'T BE

dcorge Alfred Grundy of the Shell has a reputation that (3 second to none when it comes fo

he may put his hand to.
surpasses himseff—uand provides 8. Jim’'s with the
CHAPTER 1.
A Wasted Genius !

& ASTED!" said George Alfred Grundy, of the
Bhell at Bt. Jim's.
Wilking yawned., Gunn's eyes tu lazily in

the dircction of the first
near which the irie were {aking their ease on
Whai Grundy meant by his cryptic remark, peither W ikins
nor Gunn knew. Nor, apparently, desperately
anxious to acquire the knowledee,

“ Utterly wasted " said Grundy, with emphesia.

Wilkins and Gunn heard, but hecded net. Possibly tha
heat of the cloudless July day left them disinelined for
conversation.

Grondy snorted.

“ Dumb ?” he queried, with heavy saveasn.

Grundy’s two followers disposed of that possibility in the
nexd instandt.

‘Well bowled, sic!™

“Cood man, Kildare 1”

Grandy sniffed.
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were they

STUMPED FOR A GOOD HEARTY

This time, in setting out to show thg school what a cricketer hz i3,
laugh of the term into the bargain !

LAUGH—

“mucking-up " enythiog

Grundy really

“Y don't think seach of &
remarked disparagingly. “Flukey hall, that!"”

Wilkins and Cunn locked round and InoL' notica of their
lepder's existence at last. Grundy’s last remark could not
Lm allowed to pass 1 Henged.

“Flukey rats!” said Wilkins warmly. “Kildare would
have bowled Hammond hi imself with that ball.”

l‘nundy snuled a superior c:mlr_.

‘Don’t make me tired, Walmt\-:
you know about cricket, .im wiary I’

Wilkinas might with more peint have asked that question
of Grundy. What George Alfred Grundy didn’t know about
the rvw:tr, summer game would have filled velumes. But
Wilking nohly forbere, It was as well te give Grundy his
head. All the argument in the world would have left
unaflected Grundy’s opinion that he was a great ericketer.

Grundy sat up.

“Anyway, blow Kildare, and Llow
he said “ I was mlking about mysell.”
“For a change,” murmured Gunn gently.

“Exactly 17 nodded Grundy unauﬁplcmu:‘l}
ing that I'm wasted—uticr !y wasted,”

g you are,”old chap 1* assented Wilkina,

cleven ecricket,™ Lo

What the thump do

the first cleveni®

“I was say-

(Copyrizht in the United States of America.)
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IF YOU
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CGrundy's heavy frown relaxed a little.

“Glad you agree with me,” he said gruffly. *It's not
often you show any common sense; but 1 suppose even you
can't help seeing that much. .Here am I, the best cricketer
in the Lower gé‘hool bar none, cut out of the junior eleven
solely because the skipper happens to be an obstinate fathead
who won't lisfen to reason.”

¢ Ahem |

“Time and again I've pointed out to Tom Merry that
in leaving me out he’s wasting a man who's streets ahead of
anybody else in the team—including himself. But the
obstinate ass still can't see it,” said Grundy bitterly.

“You don't say so!"” exclaimed Gunn, looking profoundly
shocked.

“He must be mad—raving mad!”
shaking his head,

Grundy looked a little dubious.

“Well, hardly that, Wilky, Still, he's a fatheaded sort
of ehap for a skipper; I haven't a great opinion of Tom
Merry. And it's jolly annoying that he should be in a
position to bar me from the place I consider I'm entitled

to. Tt gets my goat.”
o om r.’

declared Wilkins,

“Why, the rotter won't even give me a trial! There's
net-practice for Junior Eleven Probables and Possibles this
afternoon. He hasn’t even put my name down for that.”

“ Disgusting |

“What's a man to think of a skipper who won’t even give
o chap a trial at the nets?” demanded Grundy wrathfully.
& “Perhaps he knows how you play already,” ventured

unn,

“ How can he know!?
the team [” : . E

Wilkins_and Gunn made strange choking noises in their
throats. It was sometimes difficult to preserve gravity
while Grundy was being unintentionally funny.

“W.what are you golng to do about it, then, old chap?”
asked Wilkins, composing himself after an effort.

“I'm not going to take it lying down, anyway—that's
certain |” said Grundy, with deeision. “I'm going to see
Tom Merry and demand, as a matter of common justice, a
trial at the nets this afternoon.”

“What happens if he refuses?” asked Wilkins, with
interest.

*In that case, I shall bash him " answered the great. man
of the Bhell, without hesitation. *“What's more, I shall
keep on bashing him until he gives way.”

*“Oh crumbs ™

“Once he promises me a trial at the nets, my place in
the junior eleven follows as a matter of course.,” went on
Grundy calmly. *Public opinion will force Merry’s hand
on that point ™

“P-puglie opinion 1"

“Exactly. When the fellows see how I shape in a proper
trial, they’'ll insist on my being included in the team against
the Nomad: next Wednesday, and Tom Merry will have to
give way. Seet”

#Oh 17

If he knew he'd have to put me in

3

COMPLETE STORY OF ST. JIM’S!
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. if only I can get Merry to agree to a trial ab the
I weryvthing will be merry and bright.”
George Alfred Grundy rose to his feet.
“Going?"” asked Gunn.
Grundy nodded.

“I'm going to see Tom Merry now.
u

(8-

You chaps coming
along?
* Wilkins and Gunn looked at each other rather meaningly.
“Hem! If you don't mind, old men K
“We'd like to, of course, old chap, but
Grundy snorted.

“Lazy slackers!

»r

Want to root here in the grass, 1
suppose ! Well, yoo're coming with me, anyway. Get up "
¥ Look here—-" &

Bat Grundy was not to be argued with. He bore down
on his recombent henchmen and raised his foot as though
he fully intended to use it. Wilkins and Gunn were guite
prepared to dispute the point in words, but they felt no
inclination to argue with Grundy's big boot. They jumped
to their feet with surprising suddenness, And the three
went back to the School House together.

Drawing near the entrance to the House, Wilking and
Gunn perceived, with some misgiving, that Tom Merry was
standing at the top of the steps chatting with a group of
School House juniors.

Wilkins coughed.

“Hem! Grundy, old chap—"

“Well 7’ growled Grundy.

“Don't you think it would be better il you left the job
to Gunny or me? TIl talk to Tom Merry like a Duich
uncle, if you like—"

“Talk to him like a born idiot, you mean!” retorted
Grundy.

“ Better not start a serap, anyway | advised Gunn. “He's
got rather a erowd round him, yott know, old man, There's
Blake and Herries and Lowther—*

*Think they're going to-make any difference to what I
do?"” asked Grundy contemptuously., “The more there are
to }'mar what I"m going to say, the better I'll like it. Come
on 'Jl T

Wilkins and Gunn
unenthusiastic. ;

Grundy, looking like & lion secking what he might devour,
mounted the School House steps. Wilkins and Gunn
reluctantly followed.

Grundy barged into the group, making a beeline for the
skipper of the Shell.

“Hallo, hallo! Dear old Grundy!” ecalled out Monty
Lowther. “Mind your feet, chaps!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“*No check, Lowther!” growled Grundy, turning rather
red. Grundy was a little sensitive on the suhject of his
feet, “I -want a word with vou, Tom Merry!”

“Two if you like, old bean,” responded Tom Merry
cheerfully.

“It’s about the ericket.”

“(Get ready to laugh, chaps,” said Lowther.
going to talk about cricket.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy snorted, but manfully repressed the desire o
slaughter the humorous Lowther in view of the greater
importance of the business on hand.

*You've posted a list for net-practice this afternoon,”
he growled.

“Guilty I acknowledged Tom Merry.

“The team for next Wednesday iz going to be picked
from the fellows you've listed,” said Grundy, frowning
portentously.

“Right on the wicket !”

“My name's not on the list.”

came on, feeling decidedly

“Grundy's

“Well, no.™

“Bo it follows that I'm not in the team, eh?" growled
Grundy. 3

“Hem! T hadn't thought of including you; ecertainly,”

confessed Tom Merry, g
Grundy breathed hard through his nose,
Toe Gem Lininy.~Ne, 1,116,
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“And you call yourself a skipper—skipper of the junior
cleven of 8t. Jim's?” he said in measured tonos.

“But, my dear old bean—" began Tom Merry paliently.

Grundy snorted.

“I haven't come here to chew the rag! I'm gomng fo
put a plain question to you, and I shall expect a plain
answer. You know jolly well you haven't scen me pluy this
SEASOMN: g

“True,  king!"” admitted Tom Merry, with a smnile.

“Ho for all vou knew vou may be barring the best man
iin the Bchool House—which is exaetly what you are doing,
a3 o matter of fact,” added Grundy.

13 I.Tm 1.1] =

Grundy braced himself up, ready for the assault.

“Now I'll put the question to you. What 1 do depends
on how vou answer it,”

“Fire away!” said Tom Merry, quite undisturbed by
Grundy’s inereasingly warlike demeanour. :

“Are you going to add my name to that list for a trial
this afiernoon? No humming and hawing, Just a plain
nyes® oor fnot M
Tom Merry eyed the great man of the Shell thoughtfully.
Grundy’s truculent appearance rather amused him, and
guessing what was mapped out in the event of his giving
a negative answer, the skipper of the Bhell felt strongly
inclined to give it if only to teach Grundy that his methods
were not in the best of taste. ;

But Tom Merry was nothing if not fair-minded, and he
had to admit to himseif that to exclude a man from the
team before he had had a chance of judging his merits was
hardly the thing. The chances that Grung&"s cricket had
improved up to junior eleven standard were, fo say the
Ieast of it, remote. But there was, of course, that remote
possibility to be considered. On second thoughts, Tom Merry
rlqcilded that the fair thing to do was to give Grundy his
trial. - 3

“All right, then, old bean—yes,” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you mean that? You mean I'm going to have a
trial thiz afternoon?” stammered Grundy.

Tom Merry nodded.

<1 must admit I haven't seen you play since last year,
Grundy. I'll give you a try-out and see how you shape.
Good enough .

“ Oh, sus-sus-certainly | T may as well fell you, now you've
done the decent thing, Tom Merry, that if you'd said

] 33

e :
“Ha, hs, ha!” ’
“1 was going to bash you! Of course, I shan’t do that
now i 3

“Thank you, Grundy,” said Tom Merry meekly.

“Ha, ha, hal” -

“Then T'll turn up at the nets this afterncon,” said
Crundy, considerably mollified. Z :

“Welcome as the fowers in May,” grinned the skipper
of the Shell.

“Good! Come on, chaps!” e

And George Alfred Grundy, followed by Wilkins and
Gunn, showing obvious signs of relief, went into the House,
feeling quite cheerful now that there was a prospect that
Ihis wasted genius as a cricketer was going to be wasted no
Onger.

CHAPTER 2. '
Not a Suecess !

o LAYED, Fatty !
P Tom Merry called out cheerily, as Falty Wynn
of the New House “spread-eagled ¥ the wicket of
Arthur Augustus I’ Arey. ;

Net-practice was in full swing, and the Little Side nets
were all occupied by eager aspirants for junior eleven
honours. Tem Merry was watching points with a keen
eye. Tt was his intention later on in the day to select
his team for the forthcoming match with the Nomads—
an im‘purtant gamo which would take a lot of winning—
and Tom was anxious to see how the *probables” were
shaping.

“Shall T cawwy on, deah boy!” asked Arthur Augustus.
“1 am wathah anxious to twy Fatty’s bowlin’ again. 1
don’t quite undahstand pweeisely how that happened I

“Ha, ha, ha}”

“Naturally you don’t ! chuckled Figgins, the long-legged
leader of the New House juniors.

“Weally, Figgay—>"

“Carry on for a few minutes, Gussy: afler that, T want
to give Grundy a trial,” said Tom Merry. “Which reminds
me. Where is the bounder ?”

“Here I am!” said Grundy rather breathlessly, making
his appearance at that moment. ““ Sorry I'm late. I stopped
to punch young Jameson’s head for cheeking me. Asked me
the price of duck’s eggs—me, you know *
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“Ha., ha, ha:l?

*(iet your pads on then, Grundy, and take D'Arey’s place
wiien yvou're ready 17 said Tom Merry briskly.

Grundy nodded, and hastened to make his preparations.
The great man of the Shell wore a very determined expres-
sion on his rugged countenance now that the testing time
liad come. Not that there was any need to worry, from
Lis point of view, Grundy was quite confident of his ability
as a cricketer. In the realm of ericket, Hobbs, Hendren, and
Hammond had nothing on George Alired Grundy—in his
own opinion. The fact that he was alone in that opinion
siniply made him  all the more certain that he was ‘right_

But ho had a feeling that to-gain ¢ place in the junior
cleven that was opposing the Nomads he would have to give
an outstanding display—something thas would really clinch
the matter. Grundy had made up his mind thatshe would
rise to the cecasion, and open the eyes of Tom Merry and
ihrskrn._nn of the Dombting Thomases, hence lis determined
ook, 2
“Ready ! he called out, having strapped on his pads.

* All sewene, deah boy 1

The swell of the Fourth, still wearing a slightly puzzled
cxpression on his noble face at the thought of that spread-
cagled wicket, gnitted the net, and Grundy took his place,
Tom Merry strolled over again to watch the newcomer, and
Fatty Wynn, who was smiling in a way which Grundy found
distinetly irvitating, picked up the ball,

* Fit, Grondy 7

*What-ho I said Grundy.

S Playl’

The bowling champion of the New House sent down an
easy loh; the good-natured Fatty had no wish to be hard
on a recognised ' dud.” : :

Almost any icllow at the uets just then could have made
mincemeat of that ball. But Grundy’s cricket was rather
different from the ericket of other fellows. His method
seemed to be to elose his eyes and swing his bat with terrifie
force in a cirele, withoui regard to such minor considera-
fions as the position of the ball

Cligk !

3 E'I(?)w's that £

* Ok i

“Ha, ha, hal?

George Alfred Grundy blinked at the disarranged stumps
rather dizaily.

“0Oh crumbs I

“(Crivket—a la Grundy 17 chuckled Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Quite an accident, of course !” remarked Grundy, recover-
ing his composure.

“0h, qguite!”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Try again, old bean!” grinmed Tom Merry. “ Remem-
ber, you're supposed to be defending your wicket. This
isn’t baseball, you know !I*

Grundy snorted.

“No cﬁu:ek, Tom Merry! T faney 1 ean teach you more
about this game than you can teach me!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“No harm in fancying !1*

“Carry on, Wynun!” grunted Grundy, having set up the
stumps again.

Fatly Wynn carried on. Without troubling to take his
usual preliminary run, he sent dewn another lob.

Grundy changed his methods. Instead of using his bat to
deseribe cireles in the air, he held it ir front of his wicket
and waited. =

The ball spun towards him. Grundy stepped back,

Crash ! ;

“What the thump——"*

“0Oh, my hat! How's that?™

“Ha, ha, hal”

Grundy stared at the wrecked wicket in astonishment.

“How the dickens did that happen? he demanded.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You did it yourself, old bean!”

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as wathah funnay !

Apparently the other {ellows also regarded it as rather
funny, Everybody who had witnessed the wrecking of
Grundy's wicket with his own bat was roaring. Play at the
other nets had temporarily stopped. Grundy as a cricketer
waz a spectacle not to be missed.

Grundy's face was a study as the truth dawned on him.

“Mean to say I knocked over my own wicket ?” he gasped.

“ Just that I chortled Monty Lowther

Grundy savagely set about putting up the stumps again,

“No need to cackle, anyway, you grinning idiots!” he
snorted. “That was just bad IucE iy

“Ha, ha, ha ! ;

“T haven't got the hang of the pitch yet, that's what it
ia1” declured Grundy. * I%Dthing whatever to laugh at!”

“Oh erikey ! Tsn't there I

“Ha, ha, hal*
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For the third time George Alfred Grundy took his stand,
and this time there was a glint in his eyes that had not
been there before.

“ Anyway, 1t was a rotten, footling sort of ball you gave
me, Wynn !” he said, glaring at Fatty Wynn, whose plump
frame was doubled up with mirth,

Fatty Wynn straightened up again at that.
“Eh, what?" ; :

“A rotten, footling ball!” repeated Grundy. * Why can’t
you give me something worth playing to? 1 don't think
much of your bowling—pretty so-so, in my opinion; but you
can do befter than that. Buck up your ideas, Wynn, and
T'll show you what I can do to real bowling.”

“Well, my hat!” said Fatty Wynn, Considering that he
had given Grundy a couple of simple lobs out of pure kind-
ness of heart, Grundy's ideas of his bowling seemed de-
cidedly misplaced. Fatty Wynn picked up the ball again.

“Really mean that, Grundy?” he ask !

“Of course I do! Give me something with a bit of life
in it, Make it as fast and tricky as you like—not that you
can do much, I admit!”

“A really fast one?” asked Fatty Wynn, beginning to
Erin AFAln. L

“The faster the beiter !”

L Well, I'lt do my best,” grinned Fattv, “Of course, 1
admit I'm not quite up to your standard of batting M

“Not in the same street!” agreed Grondy.

“But I'll do my best!” said Fatty, walking back a few
paces this time.

A grinning er8wd of cricketors gathered round the net,
decply interested to know what Grundy would do with one
of Fatty's “specials.” Grundy bestowed a lofty look on
them, by no means displeased at having an aundience now
that he was going to receive a ball really worthy of him.

“Play ! called out Fatty Wynn.

Grundy braced himself up for his great effort.

Fatty Wynn took a short run, then “let rip.”

Grundy
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-—=- As the ball spun towards him, Qeorge Alfred
—= @rundy stepped back. Crash! * How’s that 7"
. The crowd round the net roared, ‘‘Ha, ha, ha!"
Qrundy stared at his wrecked wicket In astonish=
ment. * How the dickens did that happen 7" he
demanded. * Ha, ha, ha!' (See Chapler 2.)

didn't see the ball. That, of course, was a foregone con-
clusion, but it didn't stop Grundy from making a mighty
cffort to send it whizzing away to the farthest corner of
Little Side.

Crash |

Grundy failed even to observe that hia wicket was already
down. All his attention was concentrated on making one
terrific swipe at the spot where he thought the ball might
be, Putting all his beef into it, he swung round the bat.
He didn't hit the ball—which was not surprising, since that
round rod object was already reposing at the back of the
net, But he did succeed in hitting something., Somehow—
Grundy never quite knew how—the bat left his hands com-
pletely, and flew through the alr at a tangent,

Crack!

“Yawooooooogh |

“ What the thump-—-"

“ Where the dickens—"

“Yawoooop! Whpoooop! Gwooogh!”

For an instant the onlookers didn't quite realise what had
happened. Then they saw where the bat had landed, and
there was a yell—a yell that was quite different in tone
from the agonised sounds that were proceeding from Arthyur
Aungustus D'Arcy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0h, ye gods and little fishes1”

“Look what you've done to Gussy, Grundy!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Whooooop! Gwooooogh !”

“Hurt, Gussy?” asked Tom Merry, almost sobbing with
laughter.

“* Gwoooogh I

Reaily it was an unnecessary question. Only a cranium
of cast iron could have received the full weight of Grundy’s
bat on it without feeling hurt, and though unkind persons
bad oecasionally suggested that IV'Arcy's head was o trifle

Tae Geux Ligeary.—No, 1,116.
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wooden, nobody had yet put forward the theory that it was
made of cast iron.

The sewell of the Fourth was undoubtedly hurt.
Foriunately, it was not serious, and Arthur Augustus was
ahble to stand on his feet again and take notice, so to
speak, though in a rather dizey fashion.

“ Gwooooogh I

“ Ha, ha, hal"

“Bai Jove! Ow! What happened, deah boys? Gwoogh!”

Grundy tramped down from the wicket and retrieved
his bat. e

“Lucky it’s mot damaged,” he remarked, examining it
for possible injuries. “Look here, Gussy, what the thump
made you stand in my way like that? If you hadn’t put
ma off my stroke—"

“0h, my hat!” 3

“I'd have slogged that ball over the other side of
School House ! said Grundy with conviction.

The juniors could only blink at the great man of the
Ehell for a moment.

“Well, if you don't walk off with the entire giddy biscuit
factory |” breathed Fatty Wynn at last. * Mean to say
you've got the cheek to tell us you even saw the ball 7*

Grundy frowned. ¢

“T hope you're not insinuating I couldn’t have done what
1 say, Wynn.” s

“YVou didn’t even see the blessed ball, T tell you!”
Fatty indignantly.

«Oh, rats! T tell you if it hadn’t been for
dummy putting me off my stroke—"

“Bai Jove! You feahful wottah—" -

“Look here—"

the

roared

that tailor's
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ulterance to the guestion “Why not?™ seemed to indicate
that he had arrived at a satisfactory solution,
“Why not what?* asked Wilkins.
“No reason why it shouldn’™ work,” said Grundy,
apparently speaking more to himself than to his study-mates,
“Why what shouldw’t work ¥ demanded Gunn.
. “With a chap with brains and organising ability behind

“Behind what 7" roared Wilkins.

“A chap like myself, in short,” went on Grundy cheer- -

fully, *it would probably be a howling success.”

:: }:V}:!-f}r‘ would be a howling success?” hooted Gunn.

W

Grundy scemed to wake up out of a daydream.

“Mean to say you two fatheads haven't got the idea
yet 7 he asked in surprise. ‘

Wilkins and Gunn glared.

“You silly ass—"

“You burbling jabberwock [*

“Eh, what?”
_d“Ho\vnthc thump do you cxpect us fo get the blessed
idea

“Burbling and jabbering away to yourself——-="

Grundy frowned.

“No cheek now. If you haven't enough intelligence to
follow what 'm talking about, that’s not my fault, is it7"
“But you haven't told us anything yet!” yelled Gunn.
“Oh, rats! If you had the brains of a bunny-rabbit
between you you'd have got the idea by now. Still, I'll put
it in plainer language, as you seem so dense,” said the

leader of Study No. 3 considerately.
Wilkins and Cunn grunted and listened.

“Vou howwid wuffian! You fwightful dangewous *Tt’s the idea of the term—a regular brainwave, in fact,”
maniac—" explained Grundy.

“You stood in front of — — " “ Naturally it is. Look
‘1 ge— —i who thought of P’ said

“You hurled your wotten IN THI S IS SUE Wilkins, with sardonie
bat at my nappah——" humour.

;'IP'!EL. ha, hat” ¢ o i Gjlmd}' nc{l\ﬁ&l:f. S

‘Peace, iy infants! oy £ . - “ Just so, Wilky! ashe
interposed Tom Merry. yo“dm“. f"‘:;l 'IhaFTI}WIéLFTH FrAee G‘.Et Picture | if you don’t seem quite
“Grundy didn’t mean i, Card printed in Fu olours. Add it to your sensible at times! But about

Gussy. He can’t help being
a homicidal lunatic——"
* Well, that's twue
agreed Arthur Augustus.
“Why, you silly asses
“I think we'd better con-
sider your trial finished
now, Grundy,” said Tom.

i

growing collection, and make up your mind to
get the full set.

Don’t forget—next week’s issue will

i ANOTHER PICTURE CARD IN THIS WON-

DERFUL SERIES — “MARVELS OF THE
FUTURE" ! -

this idea of mine—it’s simply
a corker. Putting it briefly,
the wheeze is fo start a new
- junior eleven.” -
“A what?”? yelled Wilkins
and Gunn simultaneously.
“A new junior elaveng”
repeated Grundy firmly. “ Ity

contain

“(4n’t risk having all my bk

—e

just the very thing that's

best men brained, you know.”

Grundy glared.

“T've warned vou before that I don’t want any cheek
from you, Tom Merry! Better choose your words more
carefully. As to the tria! if you call three balls—all of
them muckaed up by other people—a fair trial of my merits,
all T can say is I jolly well disagree with you.”,

“Disagree till the cows come home if yon like, old bean.
The trial's over !

“And I tell you the trial's not over!” snorted Grundy.
“Matter of fact, it's only just beginning.”

Tom Merry made an impatient gesture.

T can’t waste all the afternoon over you, Grundy. You're
holding up the practice. I must ask you to buzz off.”

“Yaou can beg and pray of me to buzz off I” roared Grundy.
“1 stay here to practice, and anyone who tries to stop
me gets jolly well bashed! See!”

Tom’s answer was brief and to the point

“Bash away!” he said. ; =

Grundy’s. big fist shot out, but it only succeeded in smiting
the empty air. An instant later he was swept off his feet,
grasped on all sides by willing hands, and transporied
sx%ft]y vind none too gently off Little Side.

nip - -

Grundy’s anatomy and an _asphalted path collided
violently. The collision occurred once, twice, and thrice.

After that, Grundy was abandoned. And on_considera-
tion he decided not to insist on practising on Litile Side
after all. : i

CHAPTER 3.
Grundy’s Erainwave!

L HY not?”
W Grundy asked that guestion after prep. in
Study No. 3.

- Wilkins and Gunn sat up and took notice.

Sineo the unfortunate events on Little Side that afternoon,

Grundy had been unusually silent and preoccupied By all

appearances, his mighty brain had been wrestling with a

tremendous problem. The eatisfied tone in which he gave
Tree Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,116.

¢ wanted at St, Jim's just now;
in fact, it has been wanted for a long time. The wonder is
that I didn’t think of it before this.”

[ Blltr——” 3

“What the thump—"

“Tom Merry has had his own way too long—far too
long, in my opinion. It’s high time somebody showed him
he's Buot. the little {in god he imagines himseli to be.”

*“ But— :

“A—a new junior eleven—

“That's what I said,” nodded Grundy. ‘'An entirely new
teamn composed of men who have never been given a
fair trial by the 0ld Gang—that's the stunt! An eleven
that will knock spots off Tom Merry’s mouldy old team and
very soon be recognised as the official junior eleven of
St'. g}im’f—as soon as ['ve licked 'em into shape, of course I”

i i 1Y L]

Wilkins and Gunn looked at each other, and their faces
broke into an involuntary grin.

“You mean you want to run an eleven of your own—
that the idea 7 asked Gunn.

“Trundy’s Cricket Team* murmured Wilking; and he
and Gunn, as if moved by some common impulse, suddenly
roared :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The look on Grundy’s face at that untimely burst of
langhter ought to have petrified Wilkins and Gunn. For-
tunately, Wilkinseand Gunn were sufficiently hardened to
survive it.

“You—you sniggering idiots!” roared Grundy.

Wilkins and Gunn, with an heroic effort, managed to
conquer their mirth.

“Hem ! 7

“What the thump is there to
Grundy fiercely.

“Hem! N-nothing, old chap!”

“ We—we weren’t Teally laughing at all, old chap!”

“PBlessed if 1 can understand you fellows. You gigele
away Jike a couple of blesser hysterical schoolgirls | snorted
Grundy. “Of course, if you think there’s anything funny
in the idea of my running a cricket team—"

He rose and rolled back his cuffs in a very

"

laugh at?” demanded

businesslike
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manner,
anxiously.

“Nunno! Nothing of the kind |” gasped Wilkins hastily.

“Quite a brilliant wheeze, I think!” Gunn managed to
blurt out.

Grundy looked a little placated.

“Well, I'm glad you think that, anyway,” he remarked,
resuming hiz seat apain. “8it down and don’'t be =such asscs
while I'm talking on such a serious subject.”

*Hem * :

“1 want you chaps to help me in this scheme,” said
Grundy, casting g critical eve over his two retainers. “1I

Wilkins and Gunn eyed that proceeding rather

might tell you, to begin with, that I don’t think much of |

your cricket——"

[0 Oh !l,

“But still, you're not altogether novices at the game, and
after all I don't expect to pick up a lot of talent. 1 shall
be the backbone of the team, anyway,” said Grundy, as if
that settled it. “The point is, you'll be the first two
members of the new eleven. That leaves me eight more to
enrol, Now, my idea is to post up a notice at onee——"

“Hall a minute!” interrupted Wilkins, “Did I hear you
gay you were putting me down as a member of this—this
new team?*

“Quite right.”

“Well, you can joll7 well eross my name out at once, then.
I'm expecting to be selepted for the Junior Eleven against
the Nomads next Wednesday =

George Alfred grinned.

“Better get roady for a disappointment, then, Wilky.
Matter of fact. vou're not down.”

Wilkins stared. 2

“What the thump do you know about it?
posted up vet.”

“No3: but I've seen Tom Merry, and he told me.” Grundy
chuckled. “T thouzht you'd have some fatheaded objection
to raise, so I just made sure how things stood.”

“ And Tom Merry told you I wasn't playing next Wednes-
day ?"” asked Wilkins, beginning to look a little blue.

The list isn't

“Just thag !

“Then the silly ass has given someone else my place!”
exclnimed Wilkins wrathiully,

“ Looks like it 1™

“What about me?” asked Lunn. “I did rather well in
the House match last week, Mean to say he hasn't given
me a change?”

“Not & bit of i51? -

Wilkins and Gunn looked at each other with expressiona
that were the reverse of joxful. Both of them had been
building up rather high hopes of a place in the junior
eleven on the following Wednesday., Wilkins had already
figured in the choesen team for a minor mateh, and Gunn had
improved a lot on his last season's form. It was rather a
blow to hear that they were not selected after all.

“Well, Tom Merry's an ass!” remarked Wilkins,

¢ Absolutely ! sniffed Gunn.

Grandy nodded.

“Exactly what I've been trying to drum into you all this
term. The fact that he hasn't put me in the junior eleven
proves it. although yon duffers have been too dense to see it
before.™

“ After the show I gave against the INifth
mournfully.

“ After the way I played a fortnight ago—" said Wilkins
bitterly. -

“Don't gas!” said Grundy. “No need to weep and wail
about not being in Tom Mcerry's mounldy eleven now ! They
won't cut much ice as soon as I get going, I can tell yoi.
You ought to be jolly grateful that I'm giving an oppor-
tunity to a couple of duds like you. Stop moauning, and
listen to me. DI've put vou down as the two first members
of my team. See?” T

“Blow your blessed team !” snapped Wilkins,

“ And you, too | added Gunn recklessly.

Grundy stared. S

“ Are you absolutely potty?” he inguired.

(Continued on the next page.)

* zaid Gunn

“Don't you
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" The exploits of national

toving boy, and here, in this new series of articles

who

STR ERNEST SHACELETON,
EARBY the little whaling station of
N Grytviken in Bouth Ceorgia is a
rotgh-hewsd cairn; piled rocks
surmounted by & woocden cross.
It was erected by the small band of brave
raen who set out with Sir Ernest Shackle-
ton in the good ship * Quest,”” in an
endeavour to reach the South Pole. Thus
they. paid a lasting tribute to the memory
of the famous British explorer who was
one of the greatest daredevils the world has
ever known.

* By Endurance I Conguer.”

That was the inscription on the family
coat-of-arms.  Shackleton lived up to it.
Never was there greater endurance than
hig: nor greater courage, determination
and strongth of purpose.

His ambition was to be the first man to
reach the South Pole. He never achieved
that ambition, but he advanced within
a hundred miles of his goal in the Janu
of 1909, when, after inconceivable hard-
ships and privations, he and his three brave
comrades, Wild, Adams, and Marshall,
planted the Union Jack on a wind.swept,
gnow-covered plateau in the name of King
Edward the Seventh, Thirteen years later
he set out in the Quest, again to try to
reach the South Fole, but died ere he could
achisve his purposs.

V.0, .

SROE TIBHSHELBEHITTEHEEBEBD

overcome, reams could
ha written., For days
and weeks they carried
their lives in their
hands, as they pushed
resolutely enward

towards their goal.

Nor was their ultimate

retreat anything but
a frenzied race with

heroes and daredevile are always a source of enjoyment to the adventure-
our contributor chronicles the amazing lives of men 2

have thrilled the world !

Right from his early days Shackleton
endured hardships of the severest kind,
Directly he left school he was appronticed
to the gea and had to be licked into shape
like any other landlubber aboard ship for
the first time.

The sea made & man of him, brought out
all those fine qualities which he had
inherited from his sturdy ancestors, one
of whom, "tis said, was 8ir Martin Frobigher,
the famous Arctic explorer of the sixteenth
century.

But all the time the great, white wastes
were calling to him; the “lure of little
voices,” ns he himself has said, was in his
ears; and in 1901, after repeated
roguests, he waa granted the post of junior

officer on the Discovery, for the National

Antarctic Expedition,
It was the first step on the ladder of
success ; that ladder which was to bring

‘him fame on the topmost rung, and moke

his name a household word throughout
Britain and the world.

On October 20th, 1908, Shackleton,
now an experienced Antarctic explorer,
left hia ternporary bage at Cape Royds, and
set out for the Bouth Pole, in company
with throe men, Wild, Marshall, and
Adams.

Of the hardships, trials, tribulations,
difficulties and dangers which had to be

death,

Blizzards  blinded
them, great glaciers
and ice ridges barred
their path, their
ponies  slippad and
stumbled on the ice,
or fell down crevices
nd were killed.
Never could thoy be

sure of thetreacherous
surface upon which they trod. Any
moment they might unwittingly plunge
their feet into a soft pateh of snow,
bridgine a chasm, and phinge hundreds of
feet to their deaths, g

They suffered continually from frost-
bite and snow-blindness, Their slow pro-

33 was even more snail-like than
Shackleton had anticipated, and food
soon began to run short.

But they won through to the great
plateau, a hundred miles from the Pole.
There they planted the British flag in the
name of the King, for Shackleton knew
they could go no further. The provisions
had run too short. He dared not advance
lest lie shonld never return to eivilization
with the valuable scientific infermation
which he had gained.

8o he turned homewards, baek to New
Zealand and everlasting fame, His was a
glorious failure. By that piorleer explora-
tion into the great, white wastes where no
man had ever trod before, ho placed his
name in the illustrious company of Cool,
Wilkes, Ross, and Scott.

All honour to the memory of a greab
daredevil and g pallant gentleman,
Sir Ernest 8hackleton |
(Next wweel’s aorbicle deals with
Williasn: Larkins, the famous steepic-
Jacl:.)
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realise that I'm offering vou places in an eleven that’ll wipe
'l'{)n%tgiui’:ﬁy's crowd off the map as soon as it’s on its feet?”

“ Rats

“Yon'll have the benefit of my coaching—"

“0h, don’t be funny !

“You'll get the cl'yna,uce of playing against really good
tcams,” explained Grundy patiently. “You'll have all
ﬁ-,{‘?%nhs?i pald when we play away——"

Wilkins and Gunn sudden!y became surprisingly respeetful,

“Feeds at my expense while we're training—"

ELs Ahem IP} -

“Colebration banguets when we win—"

“0ld chap—" :

“In fact, there’s no reason why we shouldn’t make it a
regular social elub, so as to sort of cement ns together,” said
Grundy.

Wilkins and Gunn began to smile,

“On consideration, old cha 2

“Thinking it over, you know—" ; , .

“Thought you'd come round when I explained it to you!
remarked Grundy. “What you chaps lack is imagination.
You need everything explained in detail before yom can
understand what a cﬁap‘s getting at.” 5

Wilkins and Gunn, for once, were inclined to agree with
their leader. Certainly, Urunciy’s detailed explanations hed
effected a considerable alteration in their attitude towards
the proposed new cricket tear. :

“Well, now you've told us all about it, I can see what a
ripping whoeze it really is, old man,” remarked (runn.

*“A real corker, by Jove!” eaid Wilkins cordially.

Grundy looked quite pleased. He was under the pleasant
delusion” that it was the prospect of being coached and
trained by George Alfred Grundy that bhad eventnally
decided his followers. The pessibility that they had been
influenced in any way by tEo free feeds and inexpensive
country trips did not enter Grundy's unsuspivions head.

“Then I can put you down as the first two members of
Grundy’s Cricket Team 7 he asked. oL ,

“ What-ho ", responded Wilkins and Gunn simultaneousiv.

The nuclens’ of the team that was intended to stagger 4
Jim's had been formed!

e ——

CHAPTER 4.
Grundy’s Cricket Team !
" RUNDY’S Cricket Team !
G “Ha, ha ha!”
“¥inanced and managed—"
“Prained and captained—with a *k'—"
“Ha, ha, ha” :
“By George Alfred Grundy! Oh, my giddy aunt
o HE. ha hn !J’
The Shell passage was in a roar. The Fourth passage was
in a coar. IFellows in the Common-room were shricking.
George Alfred Grundy had on numerous oecasions provided
S, Jim's with a good laugh. But never before had St
Jim's seen Grundy in such a funny light as they saw him
now,
Grundy had wasted po time. Within five minutes of
Wilkins' and Gunn's enrolment, he had posted up an
announcement in the Hall. Writien in Grundy's unmstak-
able style, it had attracted immediate attention,

“NOTTSS !

“It has been decided to form: a now Junior Kricket
Team. The said Team will be financed, managed,
and kapiained by GEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY.
Applicants for membership arve advised to apply early
at Brudy No. 3 Shell Passage.

“C. A. GRUNDY.

“Kaptain and Manager,”

The news of Grundy's staggering new venture spread like
wildfire, bringing interested crowds from all quarters, Thae
Shell and the Fourth turned up almos' to a man, and
departed, shrieking. Fags from the Third and Sccond
FForms gwarmed on the scene and returned to their quarters
in ecstasies of mirth. The Firth lounged up to the notico-
board and chortled. Even the lordly Sixth hed representa-
tives among the visitors to Grundy’s remarkable notice,

That Grundy should have the “neck * to start a ericket
team of his own. after his truly painful exhibition at the
nets that afternoon struck the juniors as particularly funny,
The humorous remarks that were made concerning Grundy
and Grundy's cricket by the crowd that enrged round the
notice-board would have made Grundy's untidy hair eurl, had
he heard them, Fortunately for his peace of mind, Grundy
was in Study No. 3, waiting for the recruits to roll in.

The hilarious welcome that Grundy's announcement had
received did not auwgur well for the future of Grundy’s
cricket team. The idea generally held was that it had,
been laughed out of court, so to speak,

Tue Gen Lierary,—No. 1,116,
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Then something happened that put a slightly different
complexion on the matter. That “something,” for a time,
relegated Grundy and his funniosities to the %aekground.

Tom Merry came down and posted up the team he had
picked to oppose the Nomads,

At the appearance of the skipper ot the junior eleven,
Grundy was temporarily forgotten, and all attention was
transferrcd to the list that Tom Merry pinned up at the
other end of the board, Quite a numbsr of fellows, apart
from regular “caps,” had hopes of bewng selected to go to
Loamingham, the Hampshire ground of the Nomads,

There was a scramble to get near the notice as soon as
Tom Merry had fixed it up.

“Read it out, somebody I called out Noble, from the baek
of the crowd. '

“My name there” asked Clive somewhat anxiously.

“All gerene, Clive!”

“QOh, good [*

“What ahout me?” asked Gore. ™If that ass Merry has
gone and left me out again—-"

MCan it! I'll read it out!” yelled Jack Blake.above the

in.

“Carry on, then!”

Jack Blake proceeded to read down the list aloud,

“* Merry, Blake, Levison ks

“Good egg I murmured Levizon,

“*Talbot, Noble, Clive, D’'Arey—— "

“Bai Jove! That's wathah sensible of Tom Mewwy—"

“Chuck it, Gussy! * Wynn, Figgins, Kerr, and Redfern.”
That's the lot,” said Jack Blake.

Thero was a murmur of disappointment from some of
those whose names had not been read out.

“Bure my name’s not there ?*” asked Jimson

“Mean to say Tom Merry has left me cut again?” de-
manded Tompkins excitedly. -

“Begorra, and has that spalpeen ignered roe intoirely 3?2
roared Mulvaney, -

“Bai Jove! Pway don't get exeiten, deah boys! I
wegard it az wathah a well-chosen team [

“What I want to know 15, what abcut me? Where do I
come in!* hooted Gore.

There was a babel of excited voices, The subject of the
junior eleven in relation to the approaching Nomads' match

ad been a topic of all-absorbing interest for some days, and
gpeculation ns to Tom Merry's final selection had been keen.
Now that the list was posted, opinion ranged itself into two
very distinct camps. lhose who were fertunate enough to
have been selected gave the list their unqualified approval ;
while those whose hopes of playing on the Loamingham
ground had been dashed to the ground, condemned it in no
half-hearted fashion.

“What's wrong with me, I should like to know?” de-
manded Kerruish, of nobody in partieular

“What have I done?” asked Lennox.

*Tom Merry's an ass!”

“Hear, bear!”

“Rats] Tommy's a jolly sensible man 12

“¥Yans, wathah! I considah it

“Dry up, Gussg!™

“Weally, Kewwuish—"

For and against, the wordy battle raged.

“I'm fed-up!” declared Gore, who was particularly disap-
pmm:;&!l. “Term after term, Tom Merry picks the same old
crowd, ™

“Hear, hear !”

"BDSh 1;n

“What's the good of practising and keeping in form, when
we're never given a blessed chance?” demand.d Jimson,’

“No good at all [

* Piffle I

Then Lowther came out with the suggestion thai had the
unlooked-for effect—unlooked-for from Lowther’s point of
view, anyhow—of giving George Alfred Grundy a batch of
recruits, :

“Why not join Grundy's cricket team?” ho suggested
blandly. 3

Lowther had intended that remark to be humecrons, and
some of his listeners—the junior eleven men, for example—
took it in that light, and chuckled.

There were others, however, who did not smile. Thosa
who had boen loudest in bewailing their fate in being
excluded from Tom Merry's eleven were perhaps not in the
mood to appreciate Monty Lowther’s humour. Inctead of
laughing, they looked at each other. ;
G“ Dashed if I'm not half-inclined to do that!” grunted

ore.

“There's something in it,” said Jimson. *“Better to play
for another blessed team than to speud a lifetime waiting
for a game in the junior eleven,”

“Of course, Grundy’s o half-witted sort of idiot——" said
Lennoz,

“Ha, ha, ha!®
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“PBut, after all, he's financing the thing, and that's some-
thing. Probably he'll provide the kit."”

“He might even pay travelling exrs® murmured Tomp-
kins thoughtfully. : :

" Pmsih%y meals and refreshments, toe,” grinned Mellish.

“My hat!* -

“Look here, you chaps! I consider it’s a jolly good idea
of my pal Grundy's to start a cricket team,” said Baggy
Trimble, whose podgy frame had just arrived “I'm going
to put my name down at once.”

“Ha, ha, ha'l” ]

* Not that the money or the grub make any difference to

“T ecan just see Grundy agreeing to that!” chuckled
Monty Lowther.

“Of course, we shan’t put it to him guite like that,”
grinned Gore. “No reason why we shouldn't make ihe
thing go, though, Who's coming along to join up?”

“I think I'll do it.” said Jimson.

“Me, too!” said Tompkins and Lennox together.

“Faith, and it's meself that'll be joining with ye”
grinned Mulvaney minor

“Any more?” asked Gore.

Mellish of the Fourth., perhaps with the same unsclfish
motives that had actuated Baggy Trimble, signified hi

Qeorge Alfred Qrundy’s amazing notice on the board (ses Inset—in circle) was temporarily forgotien as Tom Merry pinned

up the team chosen for the match against the Nomads.

me, mind you,” went on Baggy hastily. “I hope I wouldn's
be guided by mercenary motives, like some of you fellows.”

" Oh, great pip!"

#1 shall join simply for the love of :Le game, you know,”
said Baggy fatuously. “Having been barred from the
junior eleven owing to the jealousy of Tom Merry——"

“Ha, ha, hal? i

“Beasts! Anyway, I'm jolly well going to sce iny old pal
Grundy I* :

And Baggy Trimble rolled away to ser his old pal—though
whether George Alfred Grundy would have recognised him-
self by that description was a matter for conjecture,

“Well, what about it, you fellows?"” asked Gore.

The malcontents looked at one another rather undecidedly.

*Hm! It's a bit of a problem,” sail Tompkins. ¢
Grundy weren't such an utter idiot—"

“But he'll enly be one man out of eleven. If Grundy
doesn't behave himself, we can scon squash him, I'll do it,
anyway,” said Gore.

“Hem! DBut it'll be his own feam, remember,” pointed
out Lennox. y

“Well, so far as the financial sido o/ it iz concerned, it
will be,” nodded Gore. “I shan't meddle with that, of
course—"

“Ha, ha, hat®

“But as to the playing side of it, I don't sce why some of
us shouldn’t take advantage of Grundy's offor to collect
together quite a decent team,” said Gore. *We can run
the team ourselves, and leave Grundy to run the fnancea
That’'ll be fair enough, won't it§" ;

“0Oh, rather!™

$1a, ha, hal”

All attention was transferrad to the junior skipper's list, and there
was a scramble to get near the board.

(Sec Chapter 1.)

intention of joining the ranks of the volunteers, and then
Kerruish, after a few moments of hesitation, nodded.

“After all, it'll do nobody any harm,” he remarked. “If
Tom Merry changes his mind and decides he wants me
next Wednesday, after all e

“You can apply for a transfer again,” finished Lowther.
¢ Lxactly !

“Ha, ha, hat”

Reinforced by Skimpole, whose reasons for wishing to
join Grundy's ericket team were probably too obscure to
be understood by anybody but himself, and Mulvaney minor,
the volunteers then marched in a body to the Shell passage.

Gore led the way into Study No. 3, where Grundy was
engaged in laying down the law to Baggy Trimble, while
Wilkins and Gunn locked on.

“Mind, Trimble,” Grundy was saying, “there’s going to
be no slacking. Any member of the feam-I find slacking,
I shall bash, Savvy? What's more—hallo, what’s the
rumpns " >

“We've come to join up,” answered Gore.

Wilkins and Gunn jumped. They had quite anticipated
that Baggy Trimble's application would prove to be both
the first and the last. This unexpeeted crowd of volunteers
was a distingt surprise to Grundy’s followers.

George Alfred Grundy, however, registered no
emotion as surprise. i

He looked rather pleased, that wa= all.

“QCrush in, all of you!” he said. “Trot out some cakes
and bisenits, Wilky, and hand them round.”

“Certainly, old chap!”

The wolunteer cricketers

such

began to feel glad they had
Tre Gex Lisrary.—No, 1,116.
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come. They squeczed in somehow, and tock seats en the
window-ledge, tho coal-scuttle, the table, and even the
floor. Grundy. stopped laying down the law to Trimble,
and started laying gown the EJ.W to the newcomers instead,
And while he did that, his guests disposed of his liberal
stocks of cakes and biscuits with great good-will.
Plane were discussed—by Grundy—practice was arranged
“for the following day-eagain by Grundy—and a hundred
grﬁduone details were settled—also by the great man of the
Bll.
And as Grupdy's cricket team were fully occupied with
_ Grundy’'s cakes and biscuits, there was complete unanimity
on all points, and everybody had to admit that Grundy had
won the first round. He had managed to get together a
team-—a decidedly mixed kind of team, but a team, for all
that. What he would do with it, now that he had got it,
remained to be seen.

CHAPTER 5.
Cricket—a la Grundy !

FTER tea on the following day, Gruady’s cricket
team made their {irst public appearance at the nets
on Little Side. .

A grimming ecrowd turned up to watch them
practise, in anticipation of a rather entertaining time.
They were not disappointed,

Grundy led his men to the scene of action, wearing on
liis rugged face an expression that would have done credit
to a victorious Test Match ecaptain.

He bestowed a lofty look om the grinning spectaters,
then disdainfully ignored them,

“All here?” he asked.

“Adsum!¥ grinned Tompkina.

“Good! Now I want you to pile in, while I kcep an
eye on you and give you a bit of coaching where necessary,”
gaid Grundy.

“You're not going to practise yourself " asked Gore.

“Not just now.”
ood I
a, hal”

Grundy glared.

“Trying to be funny, Gore? -Because if yon are—"

“Not at all.* I'll leave that to you,” said Gore, amiably.

“Why, you silly ass—"

It began to look as if Grundy's first ericket practice was
to begin with an exhibition of boxing. Fortunately, other
members of the team intervened.

“Chuck it, you idiots!” said Kerruish,

“We've come here to practise crickef; not to watch a
derap,” said Jimson,

Grundy snorted, but decided to postpone his argument
with Gore till a more suitable moment.

“(et on with the washing, then,” he ordered. " Take it
in turns at the wickets. Ten minutes each will do.”

“Right-ho, captain!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l"” =3

CGrundy reddened. He did not seem to be receiving the
respect to which his pesition as captain and manager of the
team cntitled him. He consoled himself with the thought
that discipline would probably come as he kicked his raw
recruits inte shape.

‘Kerruish went into bat at one of the nets, and Lennox
at the other. Both were fairly good batsmen. But that
trifling circumstance did not prevent Grundy from giving
them a little advice.

“Hold yoursclf in more, Kerrnish!"” he called out. “No
need to spread yourself over the wicket like a blessed jelly-
fish, you know!”

“What |* roared Kerruish.

“ And keep your bat up straight, teo. How the dickens
do you expect to defend your wicket, if you hold it like a
tennis-racquet ¥’ demanded Grundy,

“Why, you crass idiot——"

“No slogging over there, Lennox!” yelled Grundy, trans-
ferring his attention to the other net. -

“Slogging " echoed Lennox, in surprise. “Who the
thump’s slogging 7"

“Vou are! Remember you've got a wicket behind you;
that's the first thing to gebt into your noddle when you're
batting,” explained Grundy.

“¥You—you—-~"=

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

The roar was from the back of the nets. The interested
onlookers were already beginning to derive a little amuse-
ment from Grundy in his new role as cricket captain.

Grundy turned {nis gritical eye on the howlers.

“Bteady on, Wilkins!
nut-shy, yon know!” s :

Wilkins looked round with a very extraordinary expres-
sion on his face. Wilkins, as a matler of fact, was zn
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excellent fast bowler, and te be told by a fellow who hardly
knew the difference between a cricket ball and a glass
marble, that his bowling was reminiscent of shying at
coco-nuts, gave rise to quite a variety of emotions in him.

“Why, you burbling erackpot——" gasped Wilkins,

_ "Don’t chuck the ball—bowl it1"” urged Grundy. “Take
it more quietly, Wilky. Don’t just shut your eyes and let
fly. Try to aim for the stumps; see?”

*Ha, ha, hal”

And so the practice of Grundy's cricket team went on—
with a superfluity of eritical and exasperating remarks from
its founder and captain. But, in spite of Grundy, the team
got on fairly well. There were among them quite a good
proportion of useful players; and though Trimble, Mellish,
and Bkimpole possessed none of the elements that make good
cricketers, there was no doubt that without the drawback
of their captain and manager, Grundy’s cricket team was
by no means beyond hope.

The onlookers were disappointed to find that withoud
Grundy the new junior team provided very little in the way
of entertainment, Skimpole and Trimble were rather
diverting at the wicket, but, apart from their turn, Grundy's
cricket team might have been any other junior team at
net practiee. 3

Gore and Kerruish and the vest tocok their practice
seriously, and felt by no means dissatisfied with the result,
As a team they were undoubtedly going to be greatly handi-
capped by the presence of Trimble, Skimpole, Mellish—and,
of course, Grundf( himself. Leaving cut those four, however,
they were a fairly capable lot, who would be able to render
at all events, a moderately good account of themeselves
against an average team—if Grundy would let them!
_Grundy was only just beginning to revive a little by the
time practice was over.

“Want to bat for a few minutes before we pack up, old
chap?’ asked Wilkins.

Grundy shook his head,

“Not this evening. Of course, I don’t need practice so
much as you fellows.”

*“ Hem !”

The cricketers exchanged slight smiles among themselves.

“Better pack up,’”’ advised Grundy. ‘ Anyone coming
over to the tuckshop now? I feel rather like a snack before
prep.

“0Oh, rather”

“Thanks very much, old man

Grundy's cricket team gladly accompanied their captain
and manager to the tuckshop, feeling, as they had felt the
previous evening, that George Alfred Grundy had his good
points, after all,

Grundy marched in through the open door of Dame
Taggles' little shop under the elms, and his miniature army
cheerfully followed him. Tea-time being only just over, the
shop was deserted, so there was plenty of room for the
invaders.

“Nobody here. Good!” remarked Grundy. *“We don’t
want any of Tom Merry's crowd to overhear us chewing
the rag.”

“Why not?* asked Gunn curiously.

“Tf you keep your ears open, Cuthbert Gunn, you'll find
ont why not,”” was Grundy’s answer, *“‘I've got something
ratlg;’l i':’nportant to say to you fellows."

“Oh!

Gunn looked a little mystified, but tock his place at the
counter without further inguiry.

Dame Taggles came out from her back parlour and be-
stowed a Emi]ge on Grundy. Everybedy smiled at Grundy—a
eircumstance which_the great George Alfred, who took him-
colf seriously, found distinctly annoying at times,

“ Good-alternoon, Master Grundy! What can I get you?”’

“Ginger-pop and cakes all round, ma’am. please. Now,
growd round, you chaps, and listen to what I've got to say.”

The fellows crowded round and listened to Grundy—a task
rendered more congenial than it might otherwise have been
by the grateful and comfortable accompaniment of a liberal
supply of ginger-pop and Dame Taggles’ home-made cakes,

CHAPTER 6. .

Some Wheeze !
« ¥ 'VE been thinking,” began Grundy, having disposed
of a small choeolate-caks and half a glass of ginger-

‘I‘)Whnt- with?’ asked Gore, with an air of polite

SUrprisc. 7

Grundy paused and frowned at the interrupter, not guite
petting the import of the question for a moment; Grundy
was never very quick on the uptake,

“What do you mean by * What with? " he asked.

Gore grinned.

“(0h, nothing much, old bean! Pve always understood

Sea (Continued on page 12.)



WAR DIRECTED AND SEEN OMN A SCREEN!

dn the march of Mechanical Scienos Television
will take its place foremost In the lives of men,

War in

the futura will

then bs directed and

roviewed on a screan.
This ‘ dream of the futurs ' is the subject of
NEXT WEEK'S HANDSOME COLOURED

PICTURE CARD.

Be Surs you add it to your Collection |
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MARVELS of

e
g ———

the FUTURE!

No 13.—Television in War.

OU are in an underground strong-reom

i " walls, ceiling and foor of concrete many

feet in thickness, and with an outer easing

of solid srmour-plate. From your corner
you watch breathlessly an ever-changing picture
which flitters intermittently seross a huge white
sheet cccupying almost the whols expanse of one
wall.

Staff officers in” khaki, with red tabs en their
shoulders and broad brass rims to their red.banded
gervice hats, cluster before that tragic panorama,
interchanging brief words and taking notes. Khali-
clad soldiers enter the door, close it carefully Lehind
them, march up to the Chief-of-8taff, and hand to,
or receive from, him slg;e of paper. A continuous
stream these eoldier-orderlies make, and om their
prompt activities and that of the highly-placed
officers watching that moving piciure depends ibe
iate of—the British FEmpire !

You are the preatly privileged spectator of o
<cene which has yet to be enacted. It may never
happen. But the nations of the world, greatly as
Peace is now courted, may some fime in the future
find themselves embroiled in another world-war—
Lbeside which the Armageddon of 1014.1818 will
scem almost trivial,  ~

The concrete, bomb-proof chamber is the secret
meeting-place of the heads of the British Army.
1t is also gas-proof, for in the clouds above the
open streets are enemy aeroplanes loaded with
bombs filled with peoison-gas, They nre searching
for this * brain ”' of the Empira’s fighting
forces—n ‘‘ brain ” whieh is watching on
the white screen down below the fighting
swhich at that momen is in progress at
the far-distant Front!

So much will television have done for us.
Wherever an sero-
plane fitted with
those wonderful all-
seeing eyes, which
have just recently
been invented ean
fly, there lving
| pictures of the
o \ moment's activities

(Next week's

Picture Cards.)

article
intensely interesting series of Mar-
vels ol the Future will deal with
“A 200 m.p.h. Touring Car," a
subiect which is also included in
our lopping series of coloured

will be “caught’ and wirclessed to
Headguarters,
The enemy's secrot fastnesses, his stores,
and dumps of ammunition, his concentrats
ing troops, his massing artillery, his hordes of
raiding planes, the hn.p'fenings in his own towns
far behind the Line, will be watched by planes so
high up as to be invisible from the ground.

In the * floor” of the plane, in the nose, at the
tail, in the sides, those amazing eyes will be ready
at an instant’s notice to pass on all that comes within
their view, to pass it on by the mysterious agency
of wireless to the television screens of opposing
forces.

The, radins over which the planes’ automatic
eyes will extend their watching will be hundreds of
gquare miles, and the pictures they pass on through
hundreds of miles of space will be as clear as a
distinet photograph.

At the command of the Chief-of-Staff on duty
in the concrete etronghold, a wireless operator
atationed by the side of the screen will switch on
scenes from any part of the battle area, blanking
out one zone a8 another needs to be watched., Con-
trast it all with the World War days of 1914 and
onwards !

Then, the War Offics hers at home relied for its
data on special messages sent by telegraph, or
wirelessed in the ordinery way. The flashed or
written waord conveyed but a tithe of the meaning of
events. With the television age, all happenings,
anywhere, will be a living picture on the screen,

At the Front in those past days, spying behind the
enemy lines was done onmly occasionally, by men
who walked intimately with Death or flow low
over the enemy country in small scouting planes,
returning, if Luck held, in due course with such
scraps of information s could be picked up,

The real “eves' of the Headquarters were
exposed to imminent death in the actual Front
Line, connection being maintained with the Chiefs-
of-Staff far in the rear by means of land telephone
lines. :

Knobs and levers and small, insignificant dials,
pulled and twiddled by operators soated in comfort
and safety by the sde of a
white sereen will, in the futura
war that is to be won or lost by
television, bring home to the
dirceting brains visible news
that is rod-hot and living!

in this
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12 Every Wednesday.

|  “GRUNDY'S CR CKET MATCH!”

{Continued from page 10.} l
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that thinking was done with brains, so I was just wondering
how you managed it.”

*Why, you klly ass 2

Grundy glared at the humorous Gore for preciscly one
sccond, then he acted. It was not often that Grundy was
quick in his*decisions; but Gore had already got on his
nerves that afternoon, and Grundy acted almost by instinet,
Three sucenlent.looking jam-tarts were reposing on a stand
on the counter near Grandy's stool. With a movement so
rapid that Gore had no time to anticipate it, Grundy grabbed
those jam-tarts and transferred them to Gore’s face—business
side down, so to speak,

There was a howl from Gore.

“Whoooop! Gug-gug-rroonozh I

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“As you're so funny, perhaps you'll see the funny side of
khat I growled Grundy. .

*Ooooooch | Groooogh 1

i 1{&, ha, i_l11 !)5 .

Apparently Gore didn't see the funny side of it, But the
rest quite made up for Gore's failing in that respect. They
roared.

“ Now to get on,” said Grundy briskly. “As I was saying
when that born idiot butted in, I’ve been thinking.”

He paused for an instant, possibly to give Gore another
opportunity to butt in if he fc[]t so disposed. Gore, however,
‘was too busily engaged in wiping jam and pastry away {rom
his physiognomy to excicise his humorous proclivities again,
so Grundy rattled on: .

“Now we've got some sort of a team together, the problem
arises of arranging a fixture. Admittedly, you're a pretty
dud lot at present. I must say it struck me as I watched
you practising that I'd never seen such a collection of third-
ra‘t:aashzl:% my life.”

YHem P*

“8till, that doesn’t matter much. So long as you rally
round me and support me for all you're worth, I shall be
gatisfied,’’ said Grundy.

“Rely on us, old seout,” murmured Trimble, between
mouthfuls of currant cake. “We'll back you up like any-
thing. Won't we, chaps? Pass those meringues, will you,
Grundy, old seout?”

“I'll pass you a thick ear if I seo you gorging any more,
you fat ratter !

** Look here, old chap—"

“Now, about a fixture.
wheeze,” said Grundy.

“¥You would I murmured Jimson, with a grin,

“Exactly! This is something extra special, though—a
real gilt-edged stunt! In fact, it’s about the brainiest wheeze
F've ever come across,” remarked Grundy impressively.

“Carry on, then |” 2 . i

“Let's hear it, old chap ¥’

Grundy’s listeners were guite willing to listen to all sorts
of wheezes, wonderful or otherwise, so long as the supply of
tuck lasted. It was what Jimson had deseribed overnight
&3 an equal division of labour—Grundy did all the talking,
while his followers did the eating.

“Now, listen !’ said Grundy. He glanced cautiolsly at
the door to make sure that no curious outsiders were listen-
ing; then went on: “It’s connected with that match Tom
Merry's fixed up with the Nomads next Wednesday.”

The juniers looked surprised.

“How the dickens does the Nomads' match affect us?”’
sched Lennox.

Grundy chuckled.

“It doesn'{—at present. But if my wheeze works it will
affect us very closely.”

(lBu&_’!

“What the thump——2"

“ As you know, it’s an away match.””

“Quite right!” nodded Wilkins. “The St. Jim’s team are
leaving directly after morning lessons, without waiting for
dinner. It's rather a long journey to the Nomads' ground.”

“Loamingham, in Hampshire,” said Grundy. *“It’s the
distance that makes the idea practicable, as a matter of fact.
Now, the Nomads’ match, as you all know, is looked on as
rather a big thing. They won't field their best team, of
course; but even so, they're rather older than we are, and
rechoned a pretéty hot lot at that. If we could bag that
mﬁtf‘};] ;!}'I,Steﬂ.d of Tom Merry’s crowd—"" ;

3

I've thought out a wonderful

“‘If we could whatter?” roared Jimson.
Tee Gew Lisrany.—No. 1,116
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“If we could bag that match instead of Tom Merry's
crowd,” said Grundy calmly, ‘it would give us something
like a start; set us properly on our feet, in fact.”

“M-m-my hat!”

“I should jolly well think it would!” gasped Lennox.
“Tom Merry looks on it as the match of the season,
But——"

“But how the thump do you imagine we can do that?”
demanded Gore, who, having rid himself of mwost of tha
jam and pastry, had become as intercsted as the rest in
Grundy's remarks. “If you think Tom Merry is likely to
make us a present of the match, you've made a jolly big
mistake. He won't,”

“Ha, ha!l Not likely!” 5

“Thinking of “bribing the motorcoach driver to loss
them?” inquired Kerruish. “If so, eut me out of it. I'm
not having a hand in any bribery and corruption, Grundy,
so that's flat.”

“ Nothing like that,” said Grundy. “Naturally, you silly
chumps won't have the intelligence to guess what the idea

“Well, we're not all equally gifted, of course,” remarked
Lennox sarcastically.

“Just so. Not to be expected.” assented Grundy. “Stop
chattering like a eageful of monkeys and I'll explain.”

“Good old Grundy !™ murmured Tompkins,

“Ha, ha, hat?

"My idea is this,” said Grundy, silencing the laughter
with a severe frown. “The match iz fixed to take place at
Loamingham, and Tom Merry and his blessed team are
going to travel there by road. It stands to reason that once
they get to Loamingham it will take them hours to get
back to St. Jim's.” : §

“Well, as it takes hours to get there, that sounds reason-
able enough, certainly,” grinned Wilkins,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“That being so, it will be impossible for them to get back
ta Bt. Jim’s and p]n}r the Nomads here,” pursued Grundy.

“But—but they're playing at Loamingham,” said Gunn,
staring.

“So they think at present,” agreed Grundy. “But sup-
pose the Nomads get the idea into their heads that that
arrangement is cancelled, and a fresh one made [or the
game to take place at St. Jun's—""

“But why the thump should they think that?”

“‘Buppose we put the idea into their heads,” said Grundy.
(1 frhcn_fl i

“Oh, great pip!

"M-mﬁny g?ddy aunt 1

The juniors simply stared.

“In that case, they'll turn up at Bt. Jim’s, and there'll
be nobody to give them a game. So we shall have to step
into the breach. Savvy?” :

*“Great Scott ™

Grundy’'s cricketers could only blink; Grundy's wheeze
fairly tock their breath away.

“You—yon mean yvour idea is to mislead them deliber-
ately-——"" gaid Jimson.

“To get them to believe that the match is to take place
at 8t. Jim's, instead of at Loamingham, so that we ecan
play them instead of the real junior eleven?” said Wilkins,
almost dazedly.

“ Just that!”

“0Oh, my hat|”

“Well, what do you think of it?” asked Grundy, surveying
his astonished followers with great satisfaction. “ Pretty
good idea, eh§”

“ Pretty good!"” echoed Gunn, with a grin. “Well, it's
prefty something, anyway. Blessed if I know what to say
to it yet. It takes a bit of getting used to. How the thump
did you think it out, old chap?”

Grundy smiled.

“Ideas come naturally to me. It’s a gift, T suppose,” he
explained modestly. “Anyway, it's a stunning wheeze,
You can’t deny that., Don't you see what an opportunity
it will give us? We'll be able to,play the blessed

“Great pip 1"

“Lick 'em |” said Grundy confidently.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Perhaps !” egaid Kerruish, rather dubiously,

“Well, why not? I shall be playing,” said Grundy, as
if that fact made victory a certainty. * Naturally, the rest
of you will have to support me to a certain extent. I den’t
see why we shouldn’t win, myself. Anyway, yvou haven't
said what you think of the idea. Isn’t it a corker?”

“Hem 1”

The juniors looked at each other rather dubiously., They
hardly knew what to say. Certainly the scheme was
ingenious enough, and they felt rather surprised that
Grundy had been capable of such an achievement. But—
Thera were somehow quite a lot of vague “buts 7 about it.

“Hemt Don't you think it's playing it rather low on

A
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Tom Merry " asked Jimson. “Of course, I know he’s an
ass, or he'd have given me a place in the eleven, but——"

Grondy sniffed.

“Blow Tom Merry! Bother Tom Merry! Why should
T worry about him and his rotten eleven? Isn't my team
as good as his, any day of the week?"” A

“Well, of course it is, in parts,” answered Jimson
guardedly, “So far as I'm concerned, I'm willing to put
“myself up against any fellow in the team he's picked for
next Wednesday.”

“What about megif it comes to that?” asked Kerruish,
with a frown.

“And me?"” growled Gore.

“Look here, you chaps, if I'm not as good as any man
in the blessed junior eleven, I'll eat my hat!” said Trimble,
Eontenting himself for the time being with eating a cream-

umn,

“Ha, ha, ha ™ :

“Take it from me, if we play the Nomads we shall give

13

when he comes back and hears that we've played the
Nomads and licked them! Ha, ha, ha!"

And Grundy went off into a fresh burst of laughter as
his imagination dwelt on that optimistic picture.

Gors chuckled.

“My hat! Tt would be a rare score for us, and no
mistake. In any case, even if we lose, it will be a pretiy
good lark. I begin to think you've struck a real brain-
wave, Grundy. I was going to lick you for bashing those
rotten tarts at me, but dashed if I don't feel like letting
vou off now!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
“Why, vou cheeky ass—"
“What about it, you chaps?' asked Gore, turning to the

esb.

“Hm! Of course, it’s a brainy wheezd,” admitted
Eerruish. “ But-—well, there's something I don’t quite like
about it, somehow. Anywaw, how are you going to spoot
the Nomads into thinking the match is to take place at St.

them just as good a fight as Tom Merry's crowd—probably
better,” said Grundy, with easy confidence.
And just think what a score

Imagine Tom Merry’s faco

_u.ng-liody to worry about that.
it will be for us if we do win!

Jim’s, Grundy 7"
“No need for

“Simply phone the secretary.
Tom Merry was talking to him yesterday.”
- {Continued on the next page.)

He's en the phone, T know;

he will

answer a reader's question with,
when he has bean able to

- @, What is amber ?
A. Tt is fossilised resin. Thousands
of yoars ago the gum of certain trees along
- by the Baltic Sea, in Burma and certain
other parts of the world, rolled out and
fell into sand. Then in course of time this
gand, by tremendous pressure, ,became
rock and the gum turned into amber.
Sometimes flies, ants, bees, and other
sinsects that lived thousands of years ago
are found perfectly preserved in ihis
golden coloured substance which ia used
to malte such beautiful necklaces and other
articles.

Amber, a fossilised resin, from which
beautitul necklaces are made.

Q. What is a triceratops ?

A. Benny Dicks, of Lincoln, has written
to me stating that he is very fond of tops,
although chaps at his scacol consider the
gport out of season and old - fashioned.

. Well, he happened to see ' triceratops
down in a museum list of exhibits that
he found, and he wants to know
if thi wnas some special brand
that the ancients used to play
with, 1 fear not, Benny. More
lilcely the triceratops had sport
with the sncients. I print =

icture to show you the special

and it was—yards long, with a
gkin as thick az a cruiser’'s armour
plating, and a mouth more re-
markable for gize than classic
beauty. This greal pre-historic
beast which roamed the earth in
the days befors history, has been
extinct for thousands of years.
1 presume they must have con-

CBbructed a ‘specimen- in plaster -

Our Oracle
give £1,000 to
any dogs’ home or fres
soup kitchen named by
the editor, in the event
of him ever failing fo | :

or without, the office bo{'s help ; said sum to be paid
gave it out of his salary o

for they lived in the

states that

thirty bob a week !

at your local museum, eh, Benny, old
top ¥

Q. What do the following
sgtand for: L W.; T.R.H.;
P.C.; M.F.H.; and P.T.O.

A. Tsle of Wight; Their Royal High-
nesses ; Marylebone Cricket Club; Privy
Councillor, or Police Constable; Master
of Foxhounds, and Pleass Turn Over.

initials
M.C.C. ;

©Q. How many schools in Britain are
fitted with wirsless ?

A, About 5,000, © Gemite.” The broad-
eaats to the schools n]ipem' to be extremely
popular, from what I can hear from my
great-grandehildren and others cholars ;
they hardly scem to be like lessons at all,
My young correspondent suggests that it
will be a jolly good thing when all homes
are equipped with wireless, and it may be
possible to do away with schools and school-
toachers altogether,

Q. Who was the first man to dissolve
Pariiament 7

A. Dunno! Guy Fawkes tried to—with
a load of gnnpowder ! .

Q. Who was the fellow who never told
a lie 7

A. George Washington, first President
of the United States of America, When
asked by his father if he had hewn down
the cherry-tree, ho did not—as some of
us might have done—blame it on the eat,

a1 W

You will never meet one of these ‘‘ nightmare ' animals,
re-historic days. it's called a

triceratops | ;

but said straight out he had done
it with his little chopper. George
Washington is revered the world
over 83 the most remarkable
American of all time.

Q. What smoke signals wera
made by the Red Indians 7

A. Believe me, * Wild West *’ of
Wigan, I conld write a whola book
on this subject. On your behali,
I suggested to the Editor of the
Geu, that the usual long complete
school yarn should be reduces to
two pages, and, for the bensfit of
you and other chums, I should be
permitted to let myself go—at the
regular rates of pay per thousand
words. For anawer, the Editor

THE CAMPIS BERE 1AM L®ST
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GOOD NEWS

The Redskins signalled to one another
by means of smoke signals.

SUMMONS TO MEET

told me to go and curl my whiskers, chop
chips, eat coke, and perforra wvarious
other irrelevant feats, which is the reason
1 am reduced to showing by simple
illustration only four of the many smoke
signals used by the Redskins.

Q. Where is the Great Rift Valley 7

A. This, George Blane, is one of the most
interesting natural phenomena in the world.
It is the naine given to a giganiic crack
in the earth which beging in Palestine
at the wvalloy of the Jordan River and

extends down to the southern end of Lake
Nyasa in East Africa, a total
length of about 2,500 miles. 'The
Dead Sea lies in one of the deepest
parts of the Great Rift Valley,
and at one place it widens oul
to form the Red Sea.

Q. What is a poncho ? !

A. A cloak made of a piece ol
cloth with s hole in the middle for
the woarer'sthead, and used largely
in some parts of South America,

(Now, boys, send in your
queries and see if you con
cateh owr wise old Oracle nap-
ping. A posteard will do.
Toe Gem Lmrarv.—No. 1,116,



14 ‘You’ll all Fall in Love with Lady Peggy, just as Blake and Fatly Wynn do in rnext ieel

“Know fhe phone number?*

“T'1 jolly soon find it out.”

(13 H)DII)I

“Dash it all, Kerruish, don't let the blessed team down !
cxclaimed Gore. “It's the jape of the term, anyway, but
apart from that, it’'ll give us the opportunity of a rattling
good game next Wednesday.”

“QOh, rather!” grinned Wilkins. *“Since Tom Merry
posted up the list I’d given up hope of playing the Nomads.
I'm_beginning to hope again now "

“Bame here I |

“Of course, it's not quite the same as plaving in the
junior eleven, all fair, square, and above board,” remarked
Lennox thoughtfully.

“Well, not quite!”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

“@3till, it will give a man a chance to shine. If I score
a century——"

“If1” grinned Tompkins.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Then Tom Merry ean't very well refuse me a place
in the junior eleven in future. I'm jolly well supporting
Grundy, anyway,"” finished up Lennox,

“Good !” said Grundy, *“What about the others? All
in favour?”

_Everybody scemed to ba, with the solitary exeoption of
Kerruish; and after a little hesitation even Kerrnish
gave in.

“Blessed if T half like it,” he remarked in so doing.
“But still, if we bfing it off, and I do happen to knock
up a century—-"

* What, anosher century?' asked Wilkins.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“It will open Tom Merry's eyes and make him think
twice before dropping me again,” concluded Xerruish.
“Count me in!”

Ard Kerrnish was duly eounted in with the rest.

CHAPTER 7
Very Mysterious !
& LL ready for next Wednesday—what{”

Grundy addressed that romark to Tom Merry

in the Hyull next morning.

Tom Merry, and Manners and Lowther, who
were with him, looked rather surprised, Since Grundy's
unsuccessful trial at the nets the great man of the Bhell
had treated the junior eleven and all that appertained to
it with a lofty disdain. His tone now, however, was quite
cordial—almost suspiciously so, 1n fact, The Terrible Thrca
eyed Grundy wonderingly.

“Talking about the fixture with the Nomads {* asked Tom
Merry.

Grundy nodded.

“Yes, of eourse. FEverything fised up now?”

“Well, I suppose so,” answered Tom, with another puzzled
glance at his interrogator, “What exactly are you getting
at?”

“Getting at? Oh, nothing! What shonld 1 be getting
at?"” asked Grundy, his rugged face turning pink. “Can’t
a follow ask a question about a blessed fAxture now, with-
out being suspected of getting at something?”

Tem Merry laughed. ;

“Well, yes. But you haven't been exactly an enthusiastic
supporter of ours during the last day or so, and I rather
wondered what the idea was—that’s all, old bean )"

Grundy snorted.

“Supporter | I like that. Catch me being a supporter of
your blessed ragtime team !™

“Then what's the jolly old anxions inquiry about?” asked
Lowther. "

“Ahem I” Grundy looked rather uncomfortable, as though
he had put his foot in it; though what there was for Grundy
to put his foot in was a deep mystery to the Terrible Three
just then, “Naturally, I like to know what's going on,
and all that sort of thing,” he said rather vaguely, after a
pause during which he seemed to be cogitating deeply.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at each other, tickled, and ved
rathor puzzled by Grundy’s manner. That Grundy was
after something, was obvious to them; though Grundy, in
his innocence, probably imagined that his inquiries were
being conducted with such masterly tact as to leave them
nunsuspicious. What eould be Grundy’s object, however, in
inquiring with such an air of mystery about a junior eleven
fixture the Terrihle Three could not imagine.

“Thinking of bringing your team along to cheer us,
Grondy 1 grinned Tom Merry, hardly knowing what to
make of this strangely-inguisitive Georga Alfred.

*“Of sourse not, you silly ass!” :

. “Wanpt the match called off so that you can play the
junior eleven yourselft” asked Moenners. “If so, nothing
doing, old chap t”

Tze Ges Lisranv.—No. 1,116

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“Don’t talk rot, Manners, uuless you want me to give
vou a thick ear!” Grundy looked at Tom Merry again.
“I suppose you've arranged everything with the Nomads'
iﬁcx:;u;’:ry now, Merry—time for pitching stumps, and all
hat 7

“Yes, everything’s fixed, as you zeem yearning to know,
old bean,” answered the skipper of the junior eleven.

Grundy nodded and appeared to grope for worde again.

“Thought it was&,'’ he said at last. “Got on the phone

George Alfred Grundy glared at the humorous Gore for pre=
cisely one second ; then, lacting with a promptness that he
rarely displayed, Grundy grabbed three jam-tarts from a plate

near at hand and transferrd them to Qore’s face—business side

down. There was a how! from Qore. ‘f Ocooococh! Gug-gug-
groooh ! **  {(Sce Chapler 6.)

to the secretary, didn't you? Chap named Rutters—or was
it Sutters? 1 forget which for the moment,”

“Butters, dear man!” grinned Lowther.

“Ah, that's it!" said Grundy, -as if the name of the
secretary of the Nomads was the most important thing in
i.lhe universe at that moment—as, indeed, it was to him just
then.

“Thinking of coming along with us to pick up a few
tips?” inquired Tom Merry. :

“Don't try to be funny, Tom Merry! I say—about that
phone call to the fellow Butiers—"

“Well, what abouf it?” asked Tom Merry, staring.

“Find any difficulty in getting through to him??” asked
Grundy, in quite an anxious tone.

*What on earth makes you want to know that?”

Grundy’s face turned pink, then red.

“0Oh, nothing much. I'm rather interested in telephones
—itrunk calls, and all that sort of thing,” he explained.

“Well, my hat *

The Terrible Three looked at Grundy, then looked at
each other again, They were beginning io entertain quite
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serious doubts about the exact siate of George Alfred

Grundy’s mind.

“TFeel all right, old man#* asked Manners solicitously.

“Eh? Of course I'm all right! Don’t I look it?”

“Hem! You look it, old man, but—-="

“Not feeling a bit quecr in the Lead-—dizzy, or anything
like that?" suggested Lowther.

Grundy glared.

“If you're trying to make any of your idiotic jokes,
Lowther—"

“Bounds like Grundy now,” grinmed Tom Merry. “ But
—but what's the big idea? W,ﬁy all these gnestions about
junii?lr eleven fixtures, and trunk ealls?  Explain, you
nss |

“Eh? Nothing to explain,” answered Grundy, his rugged
face redder than ever now, “I was only sort of interested
in—in trunk calls, and how long it takes to make em, Thig
call to Loamingham, for instance—how long did it take
you to gel through to Buliersf®

“Oh, about five minutes | Bub what the thump——"

“Loamingham six-two, Sutters’ number, isn't it?"

“Butters, do you mean? No, it's Loamingham three-nine,
a3 a matter of fach,” answered Tom. * But—but you're not
thinking of phoning him yourself, are you?”

* Why should T3 \

“Well, vou sgecm jolly interestad in his number, old
bean,”

“Taken to studying felephone numbers, as well as trunk
calls?” asked Mouty Lowiher gravely.

*Ha, hn, ha!”

rundy grunied.

“Ass! Na; malter of faet, I—I was sort of wondering
whether he's any relation of another Sutters I Lknow in
that part.”

“DBut hizs name’s Butters—npot Sutters|”

“Oh, erumbs, 1 forgot! Well, T suppose he can't be o
relation then, can hLe?”

“Wall, hardly.”

Y8 ha, ha ™

“Did you use the telephone in the Prefects’ Roem when
you phoned?” asked Gruondy,

“Guilty, my lord ! But—Dbut once again, dear man, what's
the merry idea®”

“Idex? Nothing—nothing at all, of course”

“Ha. ha, ha'!” 2

The Terrible Three vozred. George Alfred Grundy was
expecting rather too much if he anticipated that they would
believe his mwuerous gquestions to have been altogether
pointless. They had o doubt whatever now that Grundy's
uhgoct in approaching them had been to obtain all available
information relating to the fixture with the Nomads, and
it was quite obvious to themn that Grundy intended com-
municating hy telephone with the seeretary of that club.
Why Grundy should want to do that remained a mystery
to Tom Merry & Co., bui at all events they were under
no illusions about his wanting te de it.

* Dashed if T know what you fellows are cackling about,”
remarked Grundy, “If a chap cen't ask a few civil
fuestions 24

"Yes; but what questions ! grinned Manners, * All asked
with a view to satisfying your curiosity—nothing else, of
course |” -

#No ulterior matives 1" gasped Lowther. “Oh, Grundy,
you'll be the death of mel”

“Ha, ha, ha!? k

Grundy snorted, and strode away, leaving the Terrible
Three still roaring.

Quitting the Hall, Grundy sprinted up the stairs two at
a time, and made straight for Study No. 3, where Wilkins
and Gunn were waiting for him. :

Grundy's study-mmates glanced at hire rather curiously as
he entered,

“Seen Tom Merry IV asked Wilkins

Grundy nodded, and chuckled.

“Rather! I got all the information 1 wanted from him,
too. The secrelary’s phone number and name—DButters, it
is, by the way; must remember that; the time it takes to
geb the call through—only five minutes—and all details.”

*“ And you got all this without making Tom Merry suspi-
cious 7" asked Gunn incredulously,

“Naturally. Trust me to manage a tricky bit of business
like that,” answered the great man of the Shell. “Now, if
it had been cither of you-—"

“We'd have made a fearful hash of iv. of course !” finished
Wilkins, rather sarcastically.

“Of course you would.” nodded Gru.dy, in cordial agree-
ment. “Anyway, it's all plain-zailing now, and at dinner-
time, if the coast’s clear in the Prefects’ Hoom, I can get
through to Loamingham while you chaps keep guard.”

“Sure Tom Merry didnt smell a rat1” asked Gunn.

“Quite sure. Didn't I say so?”

“ No possibility that you've made a mistake, I suppose?”
asked Wilkins,

Grundy frowned.

“If you're doubting my word, Wilking—->"

What was going to happen in the event of Wilkins doubt-
ing Grundy's word remained unknown. The bell for classes
rang at that moment, and Grundy & Co. began a hurried
search for their books, And for an hour or two Grundy’s
word and the Nomads had te give place to Virgil and
English history.

CHAPTER 3. L
Exit Trimble !

down the Shell passage after elasses that morning.
Out of doors the sun was shining, and Nature was
at her best. Most of the fellows had gone out to
enjoy -the sunshine, and the Shell passage, as a result, was
deserted.

Baggy Trimble did not feel the call of Natuiz in the same
degree as other fellows. Or perhaps it was that he felt
more strongly the call of a supply of ‘uck which reposed in
Grundy’s study just then.

Grundy's fond uncle had turned up trumps with a mag-
nificent tuck-hamper that morning, Trimble had watched
that hamper brought in, and his podgy moutn had watered
at the sight of it. During lessons, his mind had dwelt
longingly on it, By the time midday break had arrived,
Grundy's hamper had become guite an obsession with him,

Now, the Shell passage was free from interfering beasts
who might have wanted to know what he was doing there,

: THE GEM LipmrARY.—Ne. 1,116,

'BAGGY TRIMBLE of the Fourth rolled cautiously
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and Grundy and his two henchmen were out of the way.
True, thoy were not far away; to be preecise, they were on
the floor below, at the Prefects’ Room—Grundy himself
within the sacred precincts of that apartment, and Wilkins
and Guon keeping guard outside. Trimble knew that much,
for he had dogged their footsteps since classes had been
dismissed. That they were safely out of the way for five
minutes at least, however, Trimble had no doubt. The fat
Fourth-Former intended to mdke the most of that five
minutes,

Trimblo halted outside Study No. 3, and, like Moses of
old, looked this way and looked that way., He saw no man
coming, so he put his podgy paw on the door-handle, and
rolled into the study,

A grunt of satisfaction escaped him as his eyes fell on the
hamper he sought, standing in solitary state on the study
table. This was rather unexpected luck. Trimble had quite
anticipated having to negotiate a locked cupboard door
before he got to the hamper. In point of fact, Grundy was
too much concerned with urgent matters connected with his
”i(f;ket team to bother about it. So Trimble had an easy
task.

He rolled over to the table, and spent a few seconds con-
templating the hamper with an appraising eyve. It was a
large hamper, and the address-label attached to it bore
. the name of a well-known Londen store. Baggy's practised
eye saw that the pmvonder it contained would be extensive
enough in quantity and varied enough in kind to satisly
even his gargantuan requirements.

* Ripping !” he muttered.

For a moment he felt tempted to seize the entire hamper
as it stood, and transport it
to some distant boxX-To0Om,  Hasem s s 1. —
where he might consume its ;
contents at his leisure. But WHAT !

THE GEM LIBRARY.

HAVE YOU MISSED THE OTHERS ?

Price 2d.

. junior opened the fin, and regarded the tarts with a

thoughtful brow.

“Perhaps the beast won't miss o couple !"” he-muttered.

No sooner the thoughi than the deed! A podgy hand
closed on one jam-tart and transferred it to an equally
podgy mouth. Baggy enjoyed that little snack—so much so,
that he sampled another jam-tart, and then another.

In & very short s of time the jam-tarts were no more,

The jam-tarts evidently whetted the fat junior's appetite.
Having disposed of them, he started on the fruit-cake, He
was half-way through it, when the sound of footsteps down
the passage stopped his champing jaws.

_Bagey paused, holding what was left of thg cake in mid-
alr.

“ Oh, erikey !” he gasped.

The sound of those footsteps reminded him with the force
of a sudden shock that he was in Study No. 3 in the Shell

passage in circumstances which suspicious-minded fellows

might regard as rather compromising.

Baggy's fat knees knocked together. -

“0Oh, crumbs!”

He made up his mind that as socon as the footsteps passed
he would gather up such of the provender as he might still
annex in possible safety, pack up the hamper again, and
make himself scarce as guickly as possible.

it was a wise decision, but it came rather too late.
Instead of passing the study, the footsteps stopped outside.

Baggy gave a dismal groan.

“Oh dear! If it's that beast Grundy—"

It was! As the handle turned, the trembling Bagg’y
recognised the gruff, unmusical tones of that beast Grundy

himself!
“Of course T managed it.
That chap Butters fell for it
like a blessed lamb, Didn’t
even ask me if [ was Tom

there wers drawbacks to that
plan.  Certainly, Grundy,
whose mighty instinct dwelt
on other things than tuck,
was at times a little absent-
minded where matters ap-
pertaining to the inner man

‘were concerned. 4

But even Grundy was not
absent-minded enough not to
notice the disappearance of a
complete hamper; and
Trimble felt somehow that
suspicion would be rather
likely to fall on himself. By s
a perverse trick of fate, most of the beasts in the Fourth
and Sdhcil seemed to suspect Trimble when tuck disap-
peared.

“Beast !” muttered Trimble,
epithet to Grundy. ; : i

On second thoughts, the fat junior decided that if would
be more judicious on his part if he helped himself to the
contents of the hamper as %enprcllsky as he could in the cir-
eumstances, thereafter replacing the packing, and hoping
that Grundy would notice nothing amss,

. Whatever he did had to be done quickly, anyway.
Trimble ceased eogitating, and applied himself to the task
of opening the hamper, ; ‘

That task occupied less than 4 minute. Bagey's hands
were not particularly nimble, but he could rise to any
emergency with tuck in the offing, He deftly untied a
formidable-looking knot, and broke a seal. The latter
vircumstance was unfortunate, but it couldn’t be helped.
Probably Grundy would not observe such a trifle as a
broken seal. ¥

Bagey raised the lid and removed some of the packing.
IHis %itt!e eyves glistened at the sight that was revealed
to him. A tin of fruit cake, and & tin of assorted bisenits,
two jars of jam, bottles of preserved fruits, a pot of pre-
served minger—all these, and a host of other edibles cal-
culated to delight the heart of a Trimble, reposed in the
packing of Grundy’s hamper.

Trimble's podgy mouth fairly watered.

He dived into the hamper, and bega-. to make a hurried
selection. The tin of fruit cake was brought out and placed
on the table first. One jar of jam, a tin of pineapple chunks,
and a bottle of preserved fruits quickly followed, and after
that, a tin of ox tongue, and a packe' of toffee. DBaggy
hesitated for a brief instant, then annexed s bottle of
lemonade and the tin of assorted biscuits.

_He regarded the remainder a little dubiously. There was
still a lot left, but he had succeeded in making a consider-
able hole in the hamper. He didn’t want Grundy to suspect
that marauding hands had been at work, of course, but——

It is well said that he who hesitates is lost. Bagpgy
hesitated again, then picked out the pot of preserved ginger.
That brought to light a hidden tin of jam-tarts. The fat

Tue Gen Lismary.—No. 1,116,
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Merry.
8t. Jim’s without a murmur,
I tell you, Wilky—— Hallo,
what the thump—"?

George  Alfred Grundy
paused in the doorway of
Study No. 3 with an expres-
sion on his rugged face that
made Trimble wish devoutly
that he had gone while the
going was good.

“What’s up, cld
asked Wilkins,
hat !

“Trimble!” ejaculated Gunn.

“Oh dear ” groaned Trimble.

“Why, you—you—you fat robber!” stuttered Grundy.

“Qur hamper ! roared Wilkins.

“Oh dear! I say, you chaps—-*"

“The—the robber!” roared Grundy furiously. “Look at
him! The blessed daylight robber !*

“Pinching that glorious hamper ! almost wept Wilkins.

Oh dear! I say, Grundy, I hope you don't think I've
touched your hamper——*

“What1”

“I'm as innocent as a babe—really, old chap!” eaid
Baggy desperately. “As a matter of fact—>

“The fat villain *

. “I really came in here to stop a gang of fags from wolfing
it all up,” explained the Falstaff of the Fourth. The
rotters were simply scoffing it, old chap, when I stepped in.
Blessed if I know what those kids are coming to nowadays!”

“ ¥You—you—-~"

“1f it hadn't been for me, old chap, the greedy young
beggars wouldn't have left a scrap——"

“ You gormandising burglar ™

“Oh, really, Grundy! If that's what you call grati-
tude——"

“Oh, crikey!  The fat villain's practically finished the
whole bag of tricks, by the look of it!” said Gunn, wrathfully
examining the remains of Grundy’s hamper. :

“Our fault. We should have loeked it up, knowing what a
prowling housebreaker this fat rotter is 1” snorted Wilkins.

* Look here, Wilkins—"

“Serag him ! roared Grundy. -

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Slnu%hter him 1*

Trimble dodged, and gave a vell of alarm.

“Lemme alone! Look here, if you beasts touch me—-7"

“Smash the fat villain!”

“I shall decline to play ericket for you! Tl jolly well
let you in the cart !" hooted Trimble, leaping out of the way
of the{ckutching hands that reached out towards him. “T
mean it, Grundy! Yooooop! I shall refuse to play for
your blessed team any more—" :

“¥You wen't get a chance to play for me any more, you fat
cormorant !” reared Grundy. “Think I'm going to have a

i 6 8 g e

1

chap¥
“Well, my

Agreed to play at .

[y
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thieving porker like you fu my team? Not likely! Collar 1
him, you men |’ H

* Yarooooogh 1 |

“¥Yank him over the table while I rake out
stump ! ordered the lord and master of Study No, 3,
teach the fat burglar to pinch our tuck !

‘Yoooooop! Beasts! Look here—->

Loudly protesting, Bagzy Trimple was yvanked across the
table. He pleaded and threatened in turn, but all his pleas
and threats passed by Wilking and Gunn like the itdle wind
which they regarded not. Wilking and Gunn felt too
ineensed over the loss of their tuck to be affected by the most
heartrending pleas or the nmost blood-curdling threats.

“Found a stump, Grundy %" asked Wilkins,

. Grundy rose from the recess in which lic had been rummag-
ing, and nodded grimly. !

Y Hold the fat votter down !

Thwack 1

“Yaroooooop |

Thwack! Thwack!

“ Yaroooooop |7

The stump rose and fell with deadly precision, and Baggy
Trimble roared with pain and wrath until Wilking and Gunn
began to look quite uneasy.

“ Better ease up now, old chap_,” said Gunn. “He'll have
all the beaks in the House here if he keeps on like this.”

“ Just three miore 1 said Grundy vengefully.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

“Yow-o | Whoooooop 1"

“That'll do! Let him go now, you men. Perhaps that'l
teach you, Fatty =

“Groooogh 17

“Not to lay vour thieving maulers on tuck belonging o
this study I said Grundy sternly. ““As to your membership
of my eric

“Yaht

“You can eousider it ended. In farci, vou ecan consider
yourself expelled from the team with enormiiy,” added
Grundy solenmly.

“Don’t you mean
gently.

“No, I jolly well don’t!
I mean, cither. Trimble is expelled with enormity.
that, Fatty?”

“ Beast I

“Now you can buzz off 1’ said Grundy, opening the door.

Baggy Trimble did’t need a second invitaiion. He rolled
out of Study No. 3 at express speed. The fascination of
that celebrated apariment had totally deparied so far as
Trimble was coneerned.

The fat juwior did not pause until he reached the safety
of Lis own study in the Fourth passage. There he sank into
the armchair, and for the next quarfer of an hour no sound
was heard from Trimble save sundry variations of the
themes, “0Ow !” and *“Yow |

Trimble was still emitting an oceasional grunt when he
went in to dinner, The effects of his “slumping,” hewever,
hud almost, if not altogether, gone by that time. Trimble's
wrath, on the other hand, had in no way diminished. His
podgy brain, in fach, was busily engaged in considering
schemes for making Grundy rue the day when he had
assaulted the important person of Bagley Trimble. And
he was still pondering on the maiter when he went into

afternoon claszes.
G‘I
door of Study Ne. 10 in the Shell passage at tea-
time that afternoon and nodded amiably to Tom

Merry & Co.

The Terrible Thrce rogarded Trimble with far from wel-
coming looks.

“8Beat !” said Lowther laconically,

“1 say, you chaps, I've come——""

Manners nodded.

“We can sec that.

“He, he, he !

“What's the joke, Trimble?’ asked Tom Merry.

“He, he, he! Manners' little joke, you know 1"
Trimble, elosing the door. * Now; lock here, you chaps

aE No{.hil!g doing. We're all stony,”” said Lowther,

“0h, roally, Lowthicr! You know jolly well T make it
2 rule never to borrow money. ‘Thanks, I willl”

And, in response to an invitation which nobody else heard,
Trimble hc}pex_l himself to a jam-tarh.

“Bhall we kick him out!” asked Manners.

“Too hot to do anything so violent,” answered Tom
Merry. “Let him stay., After all, he hasn't invited himself
to toa for at least a couple of days!’

Rt
a cricket-

g

T'll do the lamming 1"

ignominy, old chap?” asked Gunn

T don't want you to tell me what
Get

: CHAPTER 9.
Trimble Does His Duty !

SAY, you chaps——"
Trimbla of the Foeurth poked hLis head round the

Now go!”

grinned
£
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grinned Trimble. “I say, Lowther, pass the ewrrant-cake,
you know., Don’t be mean to a guest.”

*Why, you fat idiot—""

“Thanks, old chap!” said Trimble. helping himsell in
three slices. “Now, look here, you chaps, I didn't come
here to feed, you know—-:" %

“Didn't you? Oh, my hat!”

. “DBut I haven't the heart to turn down a really pressing
invitation,” explained Trimble, between mouthfuls of
currant-cake. - As a mattér of fact, the real reason I came
here was to get your advice.”

Lowther grinned.

“Well, you can have my advice at once. Don't welf up
all our currant-cake unless you want to depart from this
study a lifeless corpse |"

Trimble changedpiis mind about taking some more cake,
and started on the eream-buns instead.

“Putting all jokes on one side, you chaps, I'm rather
worried,"”” he said. “I'm up against the sort of problem
‘i}mt leaves a gentleman puzzled to know what to do for the

est,”’

_ “Who's the gentleman in this case?” asked Manners, with
interest.

** Me, of course, you ass!"’

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beasts! Look here, you chaps, if you can't ireat a
guest with more respect than this I shall decline to stay
another minute.”

“Buzz off, then, old fat bean!”

* Hem !
I'll overlook it this time,"" said Trimble hastily. “Anyway,
to resume what I was saying, I'm rather worried over a
problem of—of etiguette and behaviour, you know.”

“Trot it out, then. You can speak guite freely to your
uneles,” grinned Lowther. 5

Trimble helped himeself to another eream-bun. y

“Porhaps I'd better not mention names for the present,”
he said thoughtfully. “T’Il just state a ease, and then you
can tell me what you think of it.”

“Carry on, Baggy,” said Tom Merry, wondering what
was ootnlng.

“Suppose a fellow has been told by another fellow about
a conspiracy the second fellow is getting up against the first
fellow’s pals,’” said Trimble cautiously. “Only suppose,
Fou know 7

The Terrible Three nodded, ¢

“ Pretty simple so far,” remarked Lowther.

“ And suppoze the first fellow wants to tell his pals about
the conspiracy, but he knows that the second fellow will
give him a fearful hiding if he does so—" ;

“Sounds a bad character, this second fellow!” grinned
Manners. .

“What should the chap do!” asked Trimble. “Should
he keep mum and save his skin, or should he tell his pals
about the conspiracy and chance tho fearful hiding?”

“I= that a conundrum?*’ dsked Lowther.

Trimble snorted.

“Of course it's not, you ass! This is a serious problem—
awfully serious, as a matter of fact. What's the right thing
for this fellow to do? What do you think, Tom Merry?"

Tom Merry langhed.

“Bounds a bit fishy to me, Baggy. BStill, if it's as you
#av, the chap ought to warn his pals, I should think”

Trimble nodded,

“Exactly what I think. Well, suppose now, that the
fellow tells his pals—warns them of the conspiracy in time,
vou know. Deon't you think it would be up to them to stand
by him and see that he didn't suffer in any way for deing
the right thing?’ : :

1 should imagine =o. ' I should do it myself, anyway,”

Trimble SiIli.fBiE :

“Thanks very much, Tom Merry!
you about the eonspiracy, then.”

“ What 7'’

“You see, Grundy—""

¥ Grundy 1

“Yes, Grundy.
you know.”

“Then there iz a conspiracy—a real one, I mean, not onc
you've invented to pass the time away while jyou're
gorging P’

Trimble grunted.

*I wizsh you wouldn't be so dashed rude to a guest, Tom
Merry. Of course there's a conspiracy. It's against the
junior eleven, and Grundy's the fellow behind it."”

Tom Merry became suddenly serious,

“Against the junior eleven? What the thump are you
talking about, Baggy?”

“It's a fact, anyway,” said Baggy. “I'll tell you all
about it, Grundy’s spooled the Nomads to play at St. Jim’s
next Wednesday, instead of at Loamingham.”

“Wha-a-at?” =
JTpe Gow Liszany.—No. 1,116
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The Terrible Three stared at their podgy guest
incredulously. &
“Fact!” nodded Trimble, “It's a conspiracy; all the

chaps belonging to Grundy's cricket team are in 1t.”
“That means you're in it, then!” remarked Manners.
“You're one of Grundy's star players, aren’t you?”
Trimble grunted. :
*1 was; but not now. I've washed my hands of Grundy
now, to tell you the truth.”’ i

¥ Perhaps Grundy has washed his hands of you,” grinned

- Lowther.

“Q0h, rats! Anyway, blow Grundy! I'm through with
him 1 said Trimble, his fat lip curling., “I've come to warn
vou against the rotter, Tom Merry, and T think you ought
io be jolly grateful to me.”” ,

Tom Merry laughed.

“I'm grateful enough, if there’s anything to be grateful
for, Baggy. But—but if what you've told us is true, what
the dickens is his game? What fun is there in getting the
Nomads to come here on a fool's errand?”

Trimble chuckled. o

“That's just where you're wrong. He's not bringing them
on a fool’s errand at all.” ;

“But if we go to Loamingham—* 2

“That’s just it,”” grinned the fat Fourth-Former. * While
you're doing the journey to Loamingham and back, Grundy’s
blessed team will be playing the Nomads. See?”

“M-m-my hat!”

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!” ejaculated Manners. “Don’t you
see the wﬂueze, Tommy? Grundy’s going to entertain the
Norau.ds as if his ragtime teamw is the real junior eleven [

“Great pip e

The Terrible Three looked at cach other almost dazedly.
That Grundy was up to some mysterious game they had
already guessed. But they had never suspected
was capable of so daring and deep a scheme as this.

““Well, this beats the band !” breathed Tom Merry at last,
“The awful bounder!”

“Bure you've got it right, Trimbla?” asked Manners.

“Of course he's got it right,” said Lowther. * Doesn’t
this explain old Grundy’s behaviour this morning ?"

“Oh crumbs! Of course,” grinned Tom Merry. “He
wanted to know Butters’ phone number, and how long it
took to get through. Now we know why!” .

Y I{R, hia. h& 1

“Well, thank goodness we’ve been warned in time,” said
Tom. * Three cﬁeers for Baggy! For the first time in all
history he's come in useful I’

“Ha, ha, hal"

“0Oh, really, Tom Merry—-"

“Now you can finish up the currant cake,” said Lowther
considerately.

‘“Ha, ha, ha "

Without further ade Trimble commenced operations om
the remainder of the currant eake.

“I'm glad to see you chaps are showing o bit of gratitude,”
he remarked, as he tucked in. “Mind you, I sg;ll expect
vou to stand by me if that rotter Grundy kicks up a shindy
afterwards.”

“We will, ¢ld fat man!"

“But, of course, I should have dome the right thing what-
ever the consequences,” said Trimble. “1 dare say to
fellows like you it seems a jolly plucky thing to do, but
it's nothing much to ine. I’'ve merely done my duty. Pass
the rest of the tarts, Manners!”

And Trimble tucked into the tarts, happy in the know-
ledge that he had done his duty.

e

CHAPTER 10.
A Plot Against the Plotters !

11 HE deep bounder |” .
_Tom Merry made that remark for at least the
sixth time. -

. Trimble of the Fourth, having exhausted all
the available supplies of tuck in Study No. 10, had departed,
and Tom Merry & Co. were sitting round the table dis-
cussing the situation.

It was a little difficult to decide just what to do. As
Grundy had apparently got the Nomads to agree to play
at Bt. Jim’s, the obvious thing was to allow that arrange-
ment to stand. On the other hand, the junior eleven had
been rather logking forward to the trip to Loamingham.
A motor run into Hampshire did not fall to their lot every
day, and there was about the match with the Nomads the
additional attraction that in consideration of the length of
the journey memhers of the eleven were to be excused prep
—a privilege which would automatically be eancelled if the

game were played on Littlo Side. Tom felt that most of the
fellows would be disappointed if Grundy’s arrangement were
adhered to.

“What are you going to do, Tommy " asked Manners.

at Grundy

&
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“Blessed if I know what to do. T seems a.bit thick to
ask Butters to switch back to the arrangement that Grundy
has kindly altered for us, and yet—"

“And yet everybody's keen on the outing to Loaming-
ham,” finished Manners. “Just so. What's your idea,
Monty "

Monty Lowther had been rather quiet for several minutes.
He looked up with a grin as Manners addressed him.

“'8h1 Don't interrupt the merry old train of thought!
I've almost gat it.”

“Got what?”

-

VRN TN

“The idea. A real top-noicher, if I mistake me not!
Half a minute 1

“Forget it, Monty |” pleaded Tomm Merry. “No scream-
ingly funny japes wented, you know. This is a matter of
business.”

“Park the idea till nmext April the First,” supgested
Manners brightly. :

“Ass!” snorted Lowther. “This is going to be a real
corker, I tell you. Oh erikey! Got it! Ha, ha, hal?”

“He’s off 1" grinned Mannersa.

*Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my hat! I had a feeling I'd strike
something pretty goon |"” chortled Lowther, “Listen,
Tommy—"

“Can’t ]‘;ou keep it till another time, old bean?”

“No jolly fear! This is just the wheeze you're waiting
for. Listen to me— ? ,

“No help for it, I suppose,” said Tom Merry resignedly.
“Go ahead, then. And eut it as short as you can.”

“First of all, about the preblem of whether to ring up
the Nomads again, or let Grundy’s arrangement hold good,”
gaid Lowther "I should say, cancel the new arrangement
and let the old one stand.”

Tom Merry made a grimace,

“All very well, Monty, but I don’t supposze Butters will
be very pleased at that. Afier having gone to the troubls
of arranging to come here—"

“But do you think he has gone to any trouble yet?™

queried Lowther. “After all, it’s only six o'clock yet, and
most of the Nomads’ players are young chaps out at business,
I believe. Probably not one of them knows anything about
it at the present moment.”

“H'm! That's true!”

“My idea is that if you phone up Butters in the next
half-hour or so you'll find he'll be only too glad to revert
to the original plan. He's probably finding it a good deal
more inconvenient to arrange to come to St. Jim's than
to play the match at Loamingham.”

* Bomething in that,” nodded Manners.

Lowther grinned.

“Consider that fixed then. Now we come to my idea. As#
things stand, poor old Grundy will simply wait here with
his team until he gets tired.”

“Berves the silly ass right for trying: to jape the junior
eleven,” grunted Tom Merry. “If he'd pulled this off, it
would only have meunt that the Nomads would have licked
his crackpot lot to a frazzle, and made St. Jim's a laughing-

stock.”

1 don’t mind telling you, Tom Merry,” said
George Alfred Grundy loftily, ** that something is
going to happen soon that will put ¥our blessed
eleven right in the shade.” " 'Sh! Qulst, you
ass ! " higsed Kerruish. * Oh rats! '’ snorted
Grundy " If you think I'm likely to give the
game away, Kerruish., Yarooop!" Grundy's
rémarks ended in a fiendish how! as Kerruish’a
heavy foot descended on his toes. (Ses Chapler 11,)

“Perhaps so; but still, I hate to-think of dear old Grundy
being disappointed. And I think I've found a way of
getting him a fixture after all.”

Tom Merry and Manners stared,

“Why the thump should you bother to fix up a game [op
Crundy’s benefit?” asked Tom Merry.

Lowther chuckled. L

“Put it down to my kind-hearted nature, Tommy! Now,
listen, The Nomads you're playing are hot the only team
with that name. Ewer follow local junior cricket?”

“I'va read about it in the  Wayland Times® occasionally.
Why ™

“ Noticed reports about a team called the Wayland
Nomads 7"

Tom Merry smiled.

“T1 think I remember them. Aren't they the people who
have gone three seasons without a wini” e

“They are, they is! Now, by a strange and lucky coinei-
dence, thea Wayland Nomads are advertising in the
;i\\’a,yla.’lzd Times® this week for a game next Wednes-

ay—

“0Oh erikey I ejaculated Manners, getting an inkling of
the idea that the humorist of the Shell was propounding.

“And with the record they’ve got, the chances are thaf
they haven't fixed anything up yet. Naturally, they’ll jump
at the opportunity of a game at Bt Jim's—"

Tus Gex Linany.~No, 1,116,
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“Oh, my hat!” Temw Merry began to grin, “Surely,
Mouty, you're not thinking—-" g :

“0Of asking the Wayland Nomads to play Grundy's
crowd?  That's exactly what 1 am thinking, though,
nodded Lowther. * Of course, Grundy needn’t know they're
only the Wayland Nomads—"~

“Ha, ha, ha!” - 3

“Probably be’d be disappointed if he knew who they
were

“ Probably.” Pt ST

“(Grundy needo’t know anything about it, in fact—
until after the match,” grinned Lowther. “Of course,
when it's all over, and the Wayland Nomads have won
their first match in three years—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tom Merry and Manners.

“Then we can enlighten him, but not before. Well, what
do you think of the wheeze?"

‘Ha, ha, hal” +

Lowther’s guestion was unnecessary.
roaring.

“Qh, my giddy aunt! What a jape!” g c{:ed Tom Merry.
“Imagine Grundy entertasining the Wayland Nomads, under
the impression that they’ve come-all the way from Loaming-
bam to play his eleven!” .

“Think of him chortling over the junior eleven—when
it's his crowd that are being japed all the time " gurgled
Manners.

 And think of his face when he learns the dreadful truth 1™
grinned Lowther.

*Ha, ha, ha !”

*Passed nem con, then?? asked Lawther,

Tom Merry nodded. :

“It's the jape of the term, Monty. You deserve a publio
vote of thanks for thinking it out. I'm going to get busy
at once.”

And the junior skipper rose to go out

“Mind how you talk to Butters,” suid Manners.

“TI talk to him like a Dutch uncle. What about the
Wayland chaps, Monty? Do we have to write, or phone?”

“Phone—Wagyland, ono-two-one, I believe. Tere's the
fWayland Times. "

Monty Lowther found the advertisement he had spoken
of and passed the newspaper over to Tom Merry.

The junior skipper scanned the notice and checked the
telephone number, then he handed the paper back.

- “Shan’t be' long. chaps,” he said: and with that
he quitted the study and went' downstairs to the Prefects’
Room.

He was back again within ten minutes, and his expression
told Manners and Lowther at once that he had been
successsful.

“All 0.K?” asked Manners.

“Couldn’t be better. Dutiers’ was jolly glad to swop
hack to the original arrangement. Naturally, he asked what
the dickens we were playing at—"

“So I should think,” grinned Lowther.

“But, anyway, he was glad to fall in.”

“And the Wayland Nomads?"

Tom Merry laughed.

“The sccretary is a chap named Green—junior clerk in
an estate agent's office, apparently. It was his office phone
number. He nearly fell over himself when I asked if he'd
like to come to S5t Jim's"”

“The Wayland Nomads have never had such an honour.
I rather faney they'll play the game cf their lives.”

“Well, that's that,” said Tom Merry, with a sigh of
relief. “Thank goodneds we found out Grundy’s little game
in time. I rather think we're going to sce some fun next
Wednesday.”

“Like to stay on and watch the game on Little Side?"
asked Manners, “I'll take your place in the junior eleven
1f you like, Tommy !

But Tom Merry evidently considered that the match af
TLoamingham was even more attractive than watching
Crundy’'s eleven play the Wayland Nomads. Manners
generous offer was declined.

—

His listeners were

CHAPTER 11.
The Great Day !

URING the next few days an air of suppreszed excite-

ment was noticeable in the Lower Bchool at Bt

Jim’'s, DMysterious groups held subdued converse in

Yorm passages, in the guad., and elsewhere, and

Lroke up hurriedly at the approach of strangers. Observani
juniors noticed that those pgroups were invariably ecom-
posed of members of Grundy’s cricket team, and a good
many fellows were puzzled to know what was “on.” Others
who were in the confidence of the\Terrible Three guessed
what was the subject of the myslerious conferences, and
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chortled. Hence it came about that a confab on the part
of any of Grundy's followers was usually followed by an
inexplicable burst of laughter on the part of passers-by
who happened to be in the know. And those who were not
in the know could only wonder i

To all outward appearances. Grundy had kept the secret
well confined to the membership of his team—a state of
affairs which agreeahiﬁ surprised Wilkins and Gunn.
Grundy's study-mates had been rather dubious as to
the possibility of keeping the jape hushed up, in view
of the large number sharing tho seeret.. But apparently
nobody breathed a word. Even Mellish, who was almost as
fond of tittle-tattling as Trimble, had kept mum—probably
knowing on which side his bread was buttered. As to
Trimble, Wilkins and Gunn paid & personal visit to that
podgy Fourth-Former and warned him against * babbling,”
as Lunn expressed it, in such blood-curdling terms that
they felt assured of having terrified him into silence. Un-
doubtedly they did leave Trimble fealinq decidedly scared,
but as he had, in point of fact, already **babbled"” to Tom
Merry & Co., his solemn promises were not really of much
use, :

Spurred on by the exciting prospect of playing against
a first-class junior team, Grundy's merry men practised
hard—with the possible exception of Mellish, who was more
interested in the free teas and suppers provided by the
team’s benevolent tyrant than in the ericket Minus Trimble,
there were still eleven men left—Grundy, Wilkins, Guan,
Gore, Jimson, Tompkins, Lennox, Mulvaney minor, Kerruish,
Mellish, and Skimpole. Considered as a team they wers
decidedly mixed, but mnost of them had a fairly good opinion
of their own capabilities on the cricket-field, and hopes of
a gloricus victory against the celebrated Nomads ran high,

Grundy was, of course a sore trial to his team at the
practice-nets. But his decided disadvantages as a cricket
captain were amply compensated for by his undoubted
advantages as a host. Mid-day snacks, lavish teas and
plentiful suppers were the order of the day for the fortunate

members of Grundy’s cricket team. The team's headquarters

at Btudy No. 3 in the Shell passage was a land flowing with
milk and honey, and the cricketers were glad to partake
generously of the milk and the honey, and anything else
of an edible nature that came their way.

Baggy Trimble made more than one application to rejoin
when he saw what blissful times he was missing—but with-
out success! Trimble realised at last that Grundy was not
having him back at any price, and at that realisation the
fat junior reluctantly obandoned hope, and felt very glad
that he had “done his duty,” after all.

Meanwhile, the real junior eleven were naturally nof
idle, Tom Merry kept them hard at it at the nets, and
the two rival teams practised side by side as harmoniously
as might have been expected in the ecircumstances.

The Terrible Three did not keep back infermation con-
cerning Grundy’s plot and their counter-plot from the
players selected for the trip to Loamingham. The joke was
too good to nurse to themselves vompletely, and, in a sense,
the junior eleven had a right to know what had happened.
Apart from the players, and Herries and Dighy who as
intimates were specially fuvoured, however, nobody was

. told what was in the wind.

The fellows roared when they heard that Grundy’s great
plot had been discovered, and when they were told the
details of Lowther’s plot to pay Grundy back in kind,
they yelled. Thero was a general quickening of interest in
the outeome of the great day that was now very near.

“¥You seem to be keen on met practice, Grundy,” re-
marked Tom Merry, coming away from the nets on the
evening before the day of the matel. “Expecting to play
the M.C.C. shortly 7

“Ha, ha. ha!” _

Grundy smiled indulgently, The great man of the Sheli
felt that he could afford to smile, with the rosy prospects
opening out before him of & cricket wvictory over the
Nomads, and a moral victory over the junior eleven.

“(tackle awav!” he said cheerfully. “It may be my
turn soon. I don't mind telling you that something is
going to happen soon that will put your blessed eleven
right in the shade, and make me junior cricket captain
of the school.”

“’Sh! Quiet, you ass!” hissed Kerruish, with an anxions
glance at the grinning faces of Tom Merry and his men,
Kerruish had a strong idea that if Grundy were given his
head he would soon be letting the cat out of the bag—
not that that really mattered, if Kerruish had but known,

Grundy frowned

“Who're yon telling to be quiet, Kerrnish? Can't a
chap talk, now®”

Grundy's merry men pave their manager and captain
meaning looks. 4

“Mind you don't talk fve much, that's all," growled
Kerruish, :

e |
-
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Tom Merry's team grinned. They found the embarrass-
ment of Grundv's followers rather entertaining.

“Bounds quite mysterious,” remarked Monty Lowther.
“ Keeping secrets from vour schoolfellows now? Naughty
Grundy 1”

uHa, hﬂ., h:].-!”

Grundy snorted.

J“Oh, ratsl Look here, Kerruish, if you think I'm the
kind of chap to give the blessed pame away—— Yarooco !

Grundy's remarks ended in a fiendish how!l as Kerruish's
heavy - foot descended on his toes.

“Sorry, Grundy!” remarked Kerruish.
accident, of course! Come on, old chap!”

And Eerruish linked his arm with Grundy’s, while
Wilkins joined up on the other side. Grundy's cricket
team tramped off, leaving the junior eleven shricking.

‘Wednesday dawned, bright and cloudless, with a promise
of heat in the air. George Alfred Grundy was up with the

“Quite an

neck speed, propelling Arthur Auvgustus D’Arey before Lim
with the aid of a ecricket-bag.

The swell of the Fourth was wildly protesting.

h ";Imvooogh! You wuflian, Blake! I imsist on goin’
ack |

“Insist away!” grinned Blake, lunging forward with his
bag again in a mauner that c'a,use[f Arthur Augusius to
leap hurriedly into the refuge of the charabane, “All
serene, Tommy ! Gus noticed a speck of dust on his bags,
and wanted ito change ‘em. 1 docided there wasn't time.”

“Ha, ha, hat*

“Gwooogh! You fwightful wuffian, Blake! As scon as
there is time, I shall give you a feahful thwashin’! In
the meantime, Tom Mewwy, 1 must ask you to delay the
start until [ have chapged my twousahs.”

“Thanks! But we’re playing the Nomads to-day, not
next week,” grinned Tom Merry.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

" Tom Mewwy,"” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arey, from the

not next week! ' grinned Tom Merry.

back of the charabane, ‘' | must ask you to delay the start untii | . ’ b
have changed my twousahs.’”” ** We're pla‘ylng tha Momads to-day, ]
! Right away, driver!”

** Look heah, Tom Mewwy, | insist—Whoooop 1" The charabanc
stariad off with a sudden jerk that shot the swell of St. Jim's back

into his seat again. (Ses Chapler 11.)

lark, inspecting the pitch on Tiitle Side in quite a pro-
fessional manner. Not for a moment did Grundy dwell
on the possibility of his plans miscarrying in any way.
His only anxicty was lest the pitch, which was rather dry,
should excite any critical thoughts in the minds of the
Nomads.

Fortunately for the snceess of Grundy’s nndertaking, no
other game had been arranged to take place on Little
#ide that afternoon. That possibility had escaped Grundy’s
notice at first, and he had received quite a shoeck when it
oeccurred fo him.  Undoubtedly, the success of the plet
would have been seriously jeopardised if there had been
no vacant pitch on which to play the match. As it turned
out, however, the Little Side patch was wvacant for the
afterncon, and Grundy had been able to obtain Kildare’s
consent to playing there, without arousing any suspicions
in the minnci'J of the school captain.

There were a good many sighs of relief when classes
were dismissed that morning. Those fellows who were
zoing to Loamingham got their hags ready, and went down
to the quad to the waiting charabane. Their journey was

‘timed to begin before dinner-time, cold lunch being taken

with them for consumption on board.
“All here?” asked Tom Merry, when he came on the

scene.
“All but Blake and Gussy.
said Clive.
There was a chuckle from the fellows in the “sharry ™
ms8 Jack Blake came down the School House steps at break-

13

Mallo, herz they come!

o

“Right away, driver!”

Arthur Augustus jumped to hLis {eet in alarm.

“Look heah, Tom Mewwy, I insist—— Whoooop !"”

The charabanc started off with a sudden jerk that shot
the swell of the Fourih back into his seat again. And
Arthur Augustus after that had no option bui to go to
Loamingham—complete with speck, so to speak,

There was a cheer from the juniors who had assembled
as the charabane moved off,

“Pleasant journey, Merry!”
fuily.

“Thanks, old hean! Hope you'll fill in the afternoon
somehow ! returned Tom Merry politely.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The charabane rolled away, and the crowd scattered,
George Alfred Grundy and a group of his plagers proceed-
ing to Little Side to survey the pitch omce again, and to
chortle over the smecess of their wheeze,

But the last of the chortling had not been done yet,

called out Grundy cheer-

CHAPTER 12.
Grundy’s Cricket Maich !

« AN it be—"
* Burely 1t can't——"

Grundy and his hopeful followers, waiting
patiently around the pavilion facing Little Side
after dinner that day, stared almost ineredulously.
° THe Gem Liemsey.—No. 1,116
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_ ‘They had been watching the gates expecting any minute
to see the Nomads arriving in a well-appointed charabane,
Loamingham was a great centre of cricket, and the Nomads
were in a sufficiently fourishing financial condition to run
to luxuries like that.

Something had rewarded Grundy & Co's cyes at last.
“But it was vot exactly what the fellows bad looked for. In-
stead of the luxurious motor-conch they had imagined, the
vehicle that had at last rollea through the gates was an
exceedingly antignated Ford lorry.

“Can’t be them,” said Grundy, shaking his head.

“Then who the dickens ean it be?” asked Wilkins.
*There are a dozen fellows sitting in the back, and they'ro
all in flannels.”

“Bome other team, perhaps,” suggested Gunn.

“Buat there’s no other team due here to-day. It must
be the Nomads.” :

“Well, my hat!"

The juniors were astonished.

“Y¥ancing coming all that distance on a truck like that!”

Baid Lennox wonderingly. “ Enough to jolt them fo pieces.”

All doubts as to the identity of the neweomers vanished
when the lorry rolled down the drive leading towards the
playing ficlds, and pulled up near Little Side. There could
no longer be any question about it, and Grundy, followed
by a greatly surprized crowd of cricketers, weni to greet
the puests.

“You the Nomads?" called out Grundy.

A cheerful-looking yvouth with & mop of unruly hair of
the variety popularly known as “ginger * jumped off the
lorry and nodded.

“Right, first time! You Mister Grundy? I'm the chap
¥ou spoke to on the phone the other day. Name of Greon.”

Grundy started as he shook hands with Green.

“But I thought your name was DButters?”

_—

NOT WANTED
AT GREYFRIARS!

This splendid yarn tells about an out-snd-out rotior.
8ir Harry Beauclere causes no little trouble svhen he
comes to Greyfriars. His stifi-necked pride and wun-
seruptilous nature are unbearable, and he soon discovers
that the decent fellows won't stand for it. Bub Sir
Harry refuses to changs his erring ways; hence lively
times for Greyfriars, and & rousing long complets story
—in which there’s not a dull moment—for YOU!

Ast for No, 101 of the '

SCHOOLBOYS’
OWN LIBRARY

You will enjoy these other volumes just published 4!1.
in this Library.

No. 102,—THE SCHEMER OF ST JIM'S! racn
MNo. 100, —HIS OWN ENEMY ! Mo, 99, —THE BOUNDER OF GREYFRIARS |

SES -

THE Gew-Lierary.—No. 1,116,

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Price 2d.

“ Not me, old sport!

My name’s Grecn. Azk any of the
chaps.?”’

“Quite right!™ came an endorsement from some of the

chaps.

¢ ‘Ginger ' Green!” supplemented one of them.

“Quecr!  8till, T suppose I was mistaken,” said Grundy,
looking rather mystified. “Jump down, you fellows, and
make yourselves at home, The pavilion's over there.”

“Have a comlortable journey?” inquired Tompkins, with
another glarce at the antiquated Ford lorry.

“What-ho! The Lizzie's all right, once you -get used
to the bumps.”

“My hat!”

The juniors were too polite to make any further comment,
but their looks spoke volumes.

“Well, we're all ready to begin, when vou are,” remarked
“Ginger " Green, “This the pitcht My word, you do
yourselves proud’ here, don’e” you

“Hem! Not a bad little pitch. Not guite up to your
standard thongh, is it?” inguired Kerruish.

Kerruish  couldn’s quife understand why some of the
Nomads grinnad at that remark, but there was no question
whout their doing so, One or two even looked at him rather
sharply, as if wonderving whether Kerruish was pulling
their legs.

Probably Kerruish might have found a lot more to puzzle
over if there had been timoe, Further consideration of the
problems connected with the Nomads, however, was post-
pooed by the captains tossing for choice of innings.

Grundy won the toss, and elected to bat first, and the
Nomads took the field.

It was at that point that Grundy's team struck their
first snag.

“1 suppose yvou'll put me in frst, Grundy ¥ queried Gors
casually.

“Something wrong with your supposer, then!” was

Grundy's unsatisfactory retort. “I bat first, with
Kerruish.”
The cricketers looked at each other rather meaningly.
“Now look hers, Grundy——" began Tompkins,

1 should have thought * gaid Wilkins.

. ““As your pal—"" remarked Gunn, more in sorrow than
in anger

Grundy glared.

“ Any objections? Becanse if there are, I'm quite ready
to settle all argument here and now.”

And Grundy rolled back lLis shirtsleeves and eyed his
rebellious team inguiringly.

“Well, perhaps after all, it doesn’t make much
difference,” remarked Gore. “Whether he goes in firat
or last, he'll make the same score.” :

S 2 ) oS T

“Why, you cheeky rotter——" ‘

Grundy locked for a moment as if he intended wading
in and committing assauwlt and battery on his cynical sub-
ordinate then and there. But with an effort, he suppressed
that inclination, and sat down to strap on his pads instead.
Iven Grundy had more sense of the fitness of things than
to begin a scrap in front of the Nomads before the game
had begun.

“Ready, Kerruish?” asked Grundy, having padded and
gloved himseli in readiness for the fray.

“Ready for anything, old bean!”

Their appearance on the field was the signal for a cheer
from the spectators, who were gathering fast as the news of
Grundy’s cricket match spread,

“Lo it, Grundy!”

“Mind the windows!"”

*“Ha, ha, hat"”

Grundy's walk changed imperceplibly into a swagger.
Ha waved a lordly hand and smiled a lofty smile. Grundy
felt that the hour of his triumph had arrived at last. After
all the obseurity he had had to suffer in the past, the
applatse of a crowd was sweet indeed to Grundy. The
thought that the applause might be ironical, did not
intrude on the great man's consclousnesa . ;

“Don’t forget what I told-yom, Kerruish,” he said, as
he parted from the Manx junior. “8tonewall for all you're
worth, you kmow. Leave the run-getting to me.”

“Rats!"” was Kerruish's cheery reply. ;

Grundy started, wondering whether he had heard aright.
But the moment was not oppoertune for inquiring further
into Kerruish’s surprising remark, and he had to leave
the matter over. : b

Grundy took his guard, then indulged in a long sweep-
ing survey of the field, apparently with a view to ascertain-
ing the weakest points in the enemy's fielding arrange-
ments. Having satisfied himself, he patted the crease, and
at last took up a batting position—or at least, the nearest
thing to a batting position that Grundy could mana%e. ;

“All serene, Grundy?” asked Hammond of the Shell,
who had consented to officiate as umpire.

CGeorge Alfred Grundy vnodded, and the game hegan.

N
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“Play !’

A red-faced youth, whom his colleagues addressed as
2 Nphhi’,” bowled the first ball of the match. It looked
a simple enough ball; in fact it probably was a simple
enol Tom Merry or any of the batsmen of the
Junior eleven would undoubtedly have made very short
work of it.

Grundy spread himself out to that very simple ball

~ Squaring his shoulders, "he lifted his bat, and fairly let

himself go. Certainly, if Grundy’'s bat had succeeded in
hlttmjit e ball, he would have sent it hurtling away far
over the pavilion. 2

Unfortunately, he did not suceeed in hitting the ball.
How it was possible to miss if, was a mystery to Kerruish,
who watched from his end. But Grundy did it. Grundy
did a lot of things that other people found it hard io
understand.

In one mighty swipe, that almost overbalanced him,
Grundy swung his bat round, and almost simultamcousl%a
slight sound at the back of him told even Grundy that his
first innings was over. ;

Click!

“How's that, umpire!” roared * Nobby.?

TOut 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy looked down at his wrecked wicket, his rugged
face a picture of surprise and dismay.

“M-m-my hat! Look here——"

Hammond jerked his thumb in the direction of the
pavilion,

“No time to waste, Grundy. Next man in, you know

“Well, of all the flukes—" gasped Grundy disgustedly.

“Fluke be blowed! ¥ou were clean bowled, that's what
you were!” grinned *Ginger” Green.

“Hurry up, Grundy!”

There was, no help for it. CGrundy walked off, to the
accompaniment of a cheer that Grundy himself suspected
now, and the score-board registered only the last round
digit of the century that Grundy had fully intended to
score.

Lennex, who was next man in, quitted the pavilion and
went down to the vacant wicket, while the greatly surprised
and perturbed Grundy sat down in a deck-chair and un-
fastened hiz pads.

“Do we still stonewall for the remainder of the innings?™
asked Gore sarcastically.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy glared. .

“No check now, Gore! That was a fluke—the sheerest
fluke I've ever seen. Things happen like that in cricket
sometimes,”

“They do when you playl” grunted Gore.

"I‘Ha' ha‘ ha‘Il)

“You'll see a difference in the second innings, though,”
growled Grundy. “This innings will soon be over now,
T suppose.” -

SR Witk e

“Bound to be, now that I've had the bad luck to get
ont,”’ said Grundy confidently. “You'll find it'll be a
mgula‘r‘ procession. Now, then, Lennox! No blind swiping,
there !

Lennox had just plaved a careful ball that produced the
first run of the match. Grundy’s description of his play as
“blind swiping ” was decidedly wide of the mark—so wide,
in fact, that there was quite a chorus of protests from the
fellows whe were standing near,

“Pen’t talk rot, Grundy !”

“Phat was a niee hit1”? ; -
“Nice rats!” snorted Grundy. “Talk about something
von know a bit about, Jimzon—marbles, for instance, or
hopscotch ¢

Jimson turned pink.

“Well, of all the silly asses—"' he began.

. “Held your bat straight, Kerruish:” roared Grundy,
loftily ignoring the incensed Jimson.

“Dry up, Grundy 1

Grundy pointed a scornful finger at Kerruish—who was,
as a matter of fact, holding his bat perfectly well,

“Ten to one the silly ass will be clean bowled first straight
ball he gets—— Oh, my hat! There’s a fluke !’

Kerruish had stepped out to a safe ball and sent it whiz-
zing to the boundary for 4.

There was a ripple of hand-clapping from the crowd.

“Well hit, Kerruish "

Y Played, sir!”

Grundy, as captain of the team, should, of course, have
been pleased. If anything, however, he looked the reverse.
It wasn't in Grundy's programme for the rank and file cf
the team to score boundaries. The rank and file were ex-
pected to stonewall, leaving boundaries to Grundy. Grundy
being out, their correct course was to abandon hope for
the first innings, and get it over as quickly and decently as
possible, so that Grundy could have his second chance of

winning the game for them. That was how Grundy felt
about it. Possibly Kerrnish knew that Grundy felt like
that; but if he knew, he didn't care. So little did Kerruish
care about Grundy's feelings in the matter, in fact, that he
scored a houndary off the very next ball. And there was
another cheer from the spectators, and ancther grunt from
Grundy.

Despite the bad beginning on the part of their leader,
Grundy’s cleven did fairly well. Kerruich was a tower cf
strength. Lennox was caught out when the score was at 24,
and Wilkins, who followed, was stumped after scoring 6;
but Kerrnish remained, and gave the Nomads plenty of
leather-chasing to do.

Gunn distinguished himself hy a careful 30, and Gore alea
reached double figures with 12, Apart from those perform-
ances, however, Grundy's merry men did nothing of out-
standing merit, and Koerruish was given no chance of
reaching his century.

The innings tailed off in a rather disastrous manper.
Mulvaney minor, Mellish, and Skimpole succeeding rach
other rapidly without a run.

G;!;;,Lndy seemed to cheer up a little at that vnfortunate
finish.

“Told you it would be a procession
“Wait till the second innings, though—"

But Grundy’s prognostications concerning the second
innings were drowned by a loud chorus from Grundy’s
histenecrs.

“Rats " -

The final scors was 127, Kerruish having carried his bak
through the innings for a masterly 65; and there was a choor
for the Manx junior as he returned to the pavilion.

“ And now to get the beggars out in double-guick time !
said Grundy. s

But whether Grundy's team were eapable of achieving
that desirable end remained fo be seen.

1 he remarked.

CHAPTER 13.
Licked !

i HE Nomads? Can't be!”
I “Impossible, old bean!”
“What are you giving ug, Grundy ?”
Quite a crowd of sceptical juniors stoed round
George Alfred Grundy plymg mim with questions.

Things were not going teco well with Grundy's cleven.
The captain-manager of that celebrated team had decided
to do a bit of bowling himself. As a result of that decision
the Nomads had replied to the St. Jim's total of 127 by
scoring 250 for six wickets, the wickets being taken entirely
by Wilkms.

Notwithstanding that somewhat unsatisiactory state of
affairs, Grundy had returned to the field after the tea
interval fully prepared to lick the Nomads to a frazzle,

The preat George Alfred started bowling again. And the
Nomads started piling up the runs. "The visitors were by ne
means pastmasters of the great summer game; but they
found it an easy matter to score runs off Grundy’s bowling.
The batsmen cheerfully slogged away ab every hall ihat
chanced to descend anywhere near them. The score mounted
up and up. And ihe hopes of Grundy’s team went down and
down,

The captain of the visiting team declared when the secore
reached 300; and the 8t. Jim's eleven returned to the
pavilion hot and tired beyond deseription, and with fcelings
towards Grundy that were almost homiecidal.

Whether the play of the Nomads had become more con-
fident as a result of their afternoon’s experiences, or
whether it was that Grundy had proved too much for his
players’ nerves, was a moot point, But the second innings
of the 8t. Jim's men at no time reached the standerd of
their first session’s play. One player followed another to
the wicket with monotonous regularity, and towards the end
it became a regular rout.

Somehow or other, Grundy’s men knocked up 40 rums.
There the game ended, and the players left the field, the
visitors being easy wioners by an innings and 133 runs.

Grundy had a thoughtful [rown on his face as he bade
his guests farewell. b

“Well, you've won,” he remarked.

“We have that!” grinned “Ginger ” Green. ;

“But I fancy there’ll be another story io fell next time,”
sald Grundy. “No doubt you fellows noticed that 1 wasu'¢
sup%ortcg as I might have been.”

i 1

The visitors grinned, but refrained {rom expressing any
opinon on that matter.

“Anyway, you must come again. Enjoyed yourselvesi™
ingquired Grundy, as an afterthought. ;
- Ginger Green nodded.

“Al, thanks very much! And it’s heen rather a iresf
for us to win a game, after three years’ bad luck."

[Continued on page 26.)
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS OF AN AMAZING NEW SERIAL OF ADVENTURE!

Even as the Conguistadors under the
teadership of the immortal Cortes
marched forward through tha
forests and jungles of Mexico In
days gone by, fighting terribis
perils, overcoming odds with that
dogged grit that has pulled so
many adventurers through, so
does Captain Storm lead his little
band of explorers into the mystery
of the unknown Amazon!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Comrades Four !
NARROW stream, one of the innumerable tribu-

A

In a small clearing on the bank of the
figures were gathered—five men and two boys.

They were Europeans, but their faces were so bronzed by
the tropic sun that only their features revealed the fact,

They wore standing in -a close group, and engaged in
eager and sometimes excited eonversation, } ;

The explanation was thut they had just buried their
leader; his newly-made grave was only a few paces from
where they stood.

“It’'s not worth arguing about,” said one of the men. "It
was foolish to come so far; but now Captain Boyd is dead
it would be sheer lunacy to go on. We must turn back and
i:hmk ourselves lucky if we reach the coast without loss of
ife.”

The speaker was a small, wiry, hard- featured man, with
& pair of black, plercing eycs under shaggy white evebrows.

is name was Paul Tench, !

“1 agree, and se does my colleague, Mr. Watkins,” said
a tall, lean man of thirty-five or so, who had the face of
a student. “We joined this expedition for scientific reasons,
and although we were willing to do our utmost to further
the undortdkmg we feel we have dome enongh, It is time
to go back.” ;

“That settles it, then.” said Tench. “And now fo elect
a leader in the place of Captain Boxd.”

“ One minute,” said another of the men.
to say.”

Everyone looked at the now speaker. Usually he was a
man whu spoko little, and his intervention came as a
Burprise. e .

- He was a man of forty, rather under the middle height,

Tre Gem Lismany.—No. 1,11

taries of the mighty l'\mazon, wound 1its way
through a wild, mysterious, and thickly-wooded
country.

sfreain geven

“1 have a word
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muscular, and
Hoe had a

face, and a

but hroad-shouldered,
in the pink of condition.
tiard-bitten, deeply-lined

square jaw, and a pair of pale blu# cyes
which somelow suggested the eoldness
and hardness of steel.

He had served in  the British
Mercantile Marine, and he held a
master's  certificate. His name  was

Captain John Storm.

1?aul Tench eyed him superciliously.

YA right, Storm,” he said. “Say
what vou want to say, but cut it short.
We don’t want to waste time now.”

Storm nodded.

“It won't take me
“What
going to turn back.”

“What the—" began Tench:
with a gesture.

“Wait till I have finished, Mr.
sny; now it is my turn. This show of ours is called the
Rollins’ Relief Expedition. Two vears ago Professor
Rollins, with a large party, set out to explore the interior.
He dmappoamd but from mative reporis thr-r:- is reason
to believe he is still alive, held in eaptivity.”

“We know all that,” said Paul Tench Jmpmheuth

“Don’t interrupt,” replied Storm curtly.. “This expedi-
tion was formed to search for Professor Rollins, rescue him,
and bring him back to the coasl. The professor isn’t an
ordinary man. He 15 one of the greatest seientific inventors
that ever lived. His life is worth more than all our lives
put together. The parties who put up the money for this
expedition paid us well, and it's up to us to do the joh.
While Captain Bovd svas alive I took my orders from him.
Now I take ordor% from no man. I refuse to return to the
coast. I am going on.

“Then you will go alone!™ said
langh.

“Not quite!” said a guict voice; and at the same time a
bay of sixteen or seventeen stepped forward and placed
himself by the side of Captain Storm,

He was a tall, handsome lad, with enrly, brown hair, and

pair of fearless, grey eyes, and his name was Jack
Uartcr{

“1 go with Captain Btorm,” he said simply.

“8n do I!” eried another voice, and a vounger boy leaped
forward.

He was only Gfteen, and small for his age, and almost
delicate in appearance.

“No, no!” cried Paunl Tench, an ugly scowl coming into
his face. *Jack ean go o if he is faol enongh, but you,
Master Frobisher, must come back with us to the coast.”

Harry Frobisher shook his head.

long,” he said.
I want to zay is that T am not
- but the other silenced him

Tench. ¥You’ e Liad wour

Tench, with an ugly
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“No, thanks, Mr. Tench.
Storm.”

Paul Tench scemed greatly disturbed at this as though
the boy’s decision had upset some secret plan.

He glanced furtively ai the man who had been previonsly
spoken of as Mr. Watkins, .

The latter shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well,” said Tench, again addressing Captain
Storm. “Your fate be on your own heads. You and those
two boys, Storm, are going te your death, and the responsi-
bility is yours. We will now get a move on. Collect
Captain Boyd's personal belongings, Teddy, and make them
into as small a bundle as you can.”

The final words were addressed to a little man who had
not yet spoken. :

This was Teddy White, a sharp little Cockney, wheo had
joined tha expedition as Captain Boyd's personal servanf.
He was a good worker but a great grumbler, and all
through the trip he had bemoaned his lot and wished he
was safely back in his home in King Street, Hammersmith.

“Werry good, Mr. Tench,” he said. *'Dut secing as how
we ain't got mo leader now, and we being, as you say,
cqual and free to speak our own minds, might T be allowed
to say a foo wordsi”

“Well 7 said Paul Tench impatiently.

Teddy White cleared hiz throat.

“] wants to say, Cap'n Storm, as how I finks you're
werry onwise. There ain’t no sense in going on no farther
into this ’orrible onecivilised country. If you ain’t killed
hy savages or wild beasts you'll be ate alive by insec’s.
You're crazy, thet's wot you are. Thick-headed, obstinate,
stoopid, and a bit off vour crumpet! Excoose my plaiu-
speaking, cap'n. I speaks as man to man.” A

“That’s all right, Teddy,” said Captain Storm, smiling.
“When you et back to the coast * 5

“'0ld *ard!” interposed Teddy. “I ain't going back to
the coast. I'm going to stay wif you.”

i \‘Yhat !.'|

The little man nodded. :

“You is a juggins and a mug, Cap'n Storm, and T dou’t
approve of wot you made up your mind ter do. Buf you're
5 white man, whereas a party wot I won’t mention by name
hev got a vellow streak. I sticks by you, and, begging
vaur pardon, cap’'n, thet’s all I've gol to sayl”

“(ood old Teddy!” eried Jack Carter, springing forward
and wringing the little man’s hand, “I knew you wouldn't
he one of the rats to leave the ship.”

Teddy White shook hiz head dolefully.

“D've know why the rais leave, Master Carter?™ he
asked.

“Because they've got & yellow streak.”

“Nup: heeause the ship is sinking.” 1

And Teddy shook his head -again solemnly and sighed
deeply.

I stand by Jack and Captain

A Mysterious Voice !
15 Rolling' Relief Expedition was now reduced to

I four members.

They sat on the bank of the darkly flowing stream
and considered their position.

The others had gone. off on their long journey to the
coast taking with them half the stores and ammunition,

Paul Tench had wanted to take the lot, pointing out that
all the native ecarriers had refused to go any farther. Cap-
tain Storm, however, had insisted on an equal division. As
" he had enforeed his argu-
ment while toying with a
revolver, perhaps 1t was not
syrprising that he got his
WAY.

“1 wonder why the
natives deserted us? They
soemed a decent lot,” said
Jack Carter.

Captain Storm smiled.

“They were afraid,” he
said. T know their lingo,
and for the last twenty
miles they have been get-
ting very mnervy. ‘They
have a notion that the
country just ahead of us 1s
haunted.”

“Haunted!” exclaimed
both boys with interest.

“Yes. Of course, it is
just feolish superstition;
but it scemns queer tales
have come down from the
hills lately. During the
last three days we have
passed through two villages

JAGCK CARTER, another of the
band, and a jolly fine chap, too.
You®ll like him !

“of native huts.

They wero
both cnply and deserted.
You noticed that?”?

“Yes; I thought the
people kad hidden in the

bush, frightened by our
approach,™
*No; the villages had

Lboen deseried for a long
time. The whole country
about here is depopulated,
The people have fled.”

it ‘\_lly?:,

“That is what we have
to find out. Something
has terrified them. It may
be only an idle tale, or it
may be some real danger.
The zame tribe that cap-
turcd Professor Rollins
and who we believe are
holding him in captivity
may have made war on the
surrounding people, and
caused a reign of terror.
Now, my lads, listen to me.
We must keep together,
never losing sight of one
another, and every man
of us must keep a ahar? look-out.”

“I kin do thet, Cap'n,” zaid Teddy, “My eyos are fust
rate. 1 kin see danper a mile off. But when it comes te
fighting I ain’t proad. and I don’t push meself forward. I
takes a back seat. Let that be clearly understood. I'm
a man of peace, I am. Always was and always will be.”

“Ay plan,” went on Captain Storm, “is to make a hidin
place for most of our stores in the bush yonder. And them
travelling light with only our rifles and ammunition, wa
will keep along ‘the bank of this stream fill we reach the
source. We shall then be up in the hills and can have &
look wvound. If my map is correct there ought to he a big
open plain beyond that ridge.”

Everyone at once got busy. The stores were buried and
the place covered over with brush-wood, and then the
party set forth along the stream. :

Captain Storm led ihe way with Teddy White trotting
at his heels. The two boys followed close behind.

There were still twe honrs before sun-down, and the
c;nptain had decided they shauld keep going steadily till
then.

It was not easy going. The ground was marshy, and
several times they had to make a detour, and cut their
way through the bush,

As they advaneced, the stream became narrower, and the
opposite bank with its thick tropic foliage trailing in the
water came nearer and nearer, so that it seemed to the
boys that the forest was advancing on them and meant to
swallow them up.:

“How do you feel, Harry?” said Jack Carter, with a
side glance at his chum.

“Topping ! replied the younger bay. “A bit excited,
too. I feel as though something is going to happen.”

“ Not ‘sorry you came with us instead of going back?’

“No fear! I wouldn’t be out of this.”

“I'm glad too you came with us. I dido’t somehow like
the idea of you going off with that fellow Tench.”

“ A queer chap, wasn't he?” ;

“Very, And yet rou spent a good time in hiz company
as wo came along.”

“Yesz, he cottoned on to me somehow,” said Harry, with
a la.uth, “and he was always suggesting some risky stunt.
I had one or two near shaves you know, when we went
off alone together. But it was great fun.”

Jack Carter looked thoughtful. ; 7

“Your people are rich, aren’t they? he said suddenly,

Harry laughed again,

“I’m rich,” he said. “1 haven’t any people to speak of.
Only an uncle and he’s a rotter. I shall come into a fortune
when I'm of age.”

“Did Paul Tench know that?’ asked Jack quietly, :

“0Oh, yes. He was in my uncle’s servies, you know. A
sort of gamekeeper down in Sussex,”

“You don't like your uncle?®’

“No, he's a beast, Still it was jolly decent of him to let
me come out with this expedition, so 1 won't run him down.
Of course he did not know it would be dangerous.”

“J suppose not,” said Jack. “All the same, old fellow,
I'm jolly glad we've got rid of Paul Tench, and that you
won't have any moré near shaves in hiz company.”

“Steady! What's that?”

It was the captain who spoke, and the litile party came
tg a sudden halt, and stood listening and looking about
them,

CAPTAIN STORM, leader of
the intrepid band of adven=

turers whose exploits are
recorded in the topping new
serial that starts to-day.
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The stream was now so narrow that a man might have
deaped across it.

The sun had sunk out of sight, but itz dving rays gave
a warm glow to the sky, and there was still plenty of light
to see by.

All was very still, The only sound that came from the
surrounding forest was the low Lum of inscots.

And then suddenly as the four friends stood listening, all
their senses alert, there fell upon their startled ears a sound
80 mysterious and awful that for a moment the blood of
everyone of them seemed turned to ico.

It was a low, epmbling moan of enormous volume, and
incredibly prolonged.

It seemed to roll through the forest like a wave of sound
&nd then fade away among the hills, i

Then it paszed and all was onee more silent as the grave.

Teddy White, who like the others had stood petrified,
mow gave a squeal like a wounded ralbit. dropped on his
knees and began to babble incohcrently.

“1 wanter go 'ome,” he moancd. 1 wanter go ‘ome.
This ain't no place for me. Somefing's going to 'appen.
I knowed it, I knowed 1t. Somefing's going to 'appen and
1 shan’t see 'Ammersmiff no mora. Oh!’ -

Then he began to choke and splutter = he grovelled on
the ground in his terror,

* What do you make of it, cap'n?’ asked Jack Carter in
n low voice.

“Hanged if I know,” replied Captain Storm.
man or beast made that row, That’s one comfort. It is
some natural phenomenon. Earthquake rumblings, or
something of the sort. I it has happened before I don't
wonder the natives were scared. Get up, Teddy, you are
not hurt yeb, and you are not geing to be, I expect, unless
tiie carth gives way under us, and that's not likely.”

“And yet it sounded somehow human” said Harry
Frobisher thoughifully.

Captain Storm nodded, and then gave a short laugh.

“Yes, that’s what I thought. Reminded me of a man
groaning through a megaphone at sea, only this was ten
times bigger in volume, But, of course, that is anly fancy.
There arc lotz of queer things in Nature which we don't
understand. Let us get on. A little higher up we can
cross the stream. Then we will climb that hilll Do you
see the bare patch just below the summit? We will make
for that and camp in the open for the night. I don’t knaw
Ecg_t}rgu feel, but I should like to get out of this forest for

16, .

The others agreed. There was something indeseribably
gloomy and threatening in the thick forest growth which
closed them in on all sides.

Teddy White could scarcely stand, and not until the sthers
threatencd to go on without him did he consent to struggle
to his feet. And even then Jack and Harry had to support
him on either side.

But as they trudged on, and the cwful sound was not
repeated the little man’s courage and spirits revived.

* ¥ou mustn’t be frighteced, young gents,” he said, after
a prolonged silence. “The cap'n is right. You'll see a lot
o’ gueer fings, and 'ear a lot o' queer fings, now you are in
foreign parts. But you mustn't be scared. That won’t do
no good. Mark you, it's only natural yvou should get the
wind up when anyfing oncommon "appens, you being young,
and, as you may say, not yet come to man's estate. But
you must fight agin it. When danger comes face it, if so
be there ain’t no chance of running awn;;.”

“You give very good advice, Teddy,” said Jack, with a
wink at Harry over the little man’s head.

“Ah, you come to me when you want advice, Master
dJack,” said Teddy. “I knows the world. Thet's where it
is. I ain't had much eddication, but I've had a lot of
egasperience. And thet’'s wot counts—eggsperience.”

They crossed the stream, and, plunging into the jungle,
began to mount the hill, keeping close together,

“You keep close to me, Master Jack, and you, too, Master
Harry,"” said Teddy nervously. “*Then you'll be all right.
T'd never forgive meself if you was to get lost. And keep
& close eye on the cap’'n,” he added. *‘Cap’n Storm’s a fine
man, and we got ter stand by 'im.” o

At last they emerged from the deadly jungle, with its
prickly bushes and tangled vines, and, with a sigh of
relipf, came out on a kind of rocky platean eut by Nature
on the hiilside. 1

The light was now fading, but even so they found they
had a marvellous view of the surrounding country.

Behind them was the dense, impenetrable forest, dark,
gloomy, mysterious, but in front of them, and away to the
right far below the ledge on which they stood, there
stretched a vast, rolling plain, with scar¢ely a tree to break
the monotony of wave upon wave of rank brown grass.

It was vast and majestic. but very de=olate.

“ But no
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Captain Storm searched the landscape with his glass, but
no living thing could he see, not even a bird upon fhe wing.

“Queer,” he muttered, “with water so near, such a plain
should be crawling with animal life. What on earth is the
blight that has fallen upon this land "

But he did not utter these thoughts aloud.
to his comrades ke was cheery enough,

“Not a bad camping-ground,” he said. “If there are
any enemies ahead, we shall have good notice before they
are on us. We will have our rations now, and in the morn-
ing we will go hunting, so as to fill our larder. Hallo,
Teddy! What have you found?”

Teddy White was dancing about excited!y close up against
the rock that rose like & wall at the back of the plateau.

“ A 'ouse, cap’'n!" he shouted over his shoulder.

“A what?" cried the eaptain: and he and the two boys
rushed over to where Teddy was standing:

When they eame up he pointed trinmphantly to a small
hole, narrow and about four feet high, in the hillside.

Investigation revealed this to be a cave which certainly,
perhaps centuries before, had been made by the hand of
man, Morsover, there was a hole in the roof which let in
the daylight fram the inaceessible sumomit of the hill.

“A good find, Teddy,” said Captain Storm. “We will
get up our stores here as soon as we can make this our
advance post, for the time being, at any rate. Now for
supper. All hands to make a fire.”

No fire was really necessary, for the night was warm. Dut
Captain Storm was anxions to keep hiz party in good spirits,
and he knew that a blazing wood fire in the open air was
the best kind of cheery company,

The fire was built on the platean just outside the cave,
and the four adventurers gathered round it and ate their
evening meal. .

“What I likes about this is the peacefnlness of it all,”
remarked Teddy White sentimentally, * Adventures is all
werry well, fighting is all werry well for them as has a
talent for it. Hunting wild beasts and swimming raging
torrents likewise is all werry well  for the young: and
active, but give me peace. Here we arve, us four, 'appy as
zandboys, all alone ?

“*White men, begone!"

The words, uttered in a tone of thunder which shook
the very heavens, crashed out of the gsrowing darkness and
brought the four travellers, with startled cries, to their
feet.

When he spoke

The Iron Monster !
(31 TEADY, lads—steady!”

S Captain Storm's quiek voice stiffened the courage
of the others just as they felt their reason was totter-
ing, and that they must scream aloud in their terror.

The flames of the wood fire, leaping high, revealed their
white faces, and on every face, save the leader's, was
depicted wonder and amazement.

Captain Btorm looked grim and stern, and there was a
dogged set to his E‘?Ll{lt'{‘ Jaw.

“*8o,” he sazid, after a pause, during which a deathlike
silence had onece more enveloped the deserted land, “it is
men we have to deal with, after all!”

“Don't you think it might he magie, sir !’ ventured Harry
Frobisher. “'The natives told some rum stories as we came
along.” 3

“What is magie, my lad? Only the name which
ignerant people give to something they canpot understand.
That voice is to ns a wonder. When we know how it was
produced we shall find it iz only a triek™ :

“A trick? Then you think, sir, someone is trying to
frighten us?" said Jack Carter.

“Obviously: and he is an Englishman, oo, or, at any
rate, he knows the English language. You heard the

words ?"”
“'Kard ’em! My word! 'Eard 'em!” exclaimed Teddy
White. “Did we 'ear 'em? Oh, nol I don't think!”

“What are you going to do, sir?” inguired Jack Carter,
who was a boy who believed in action. :

“I am going to find out who is at the back of this tom-
foolery, and ask him what he means by it,” replied the
captain bluntly.

With that he turned his back on the party and entered the
cave., When he came out again he was carrying his heavy
sporting rifie.

“Now, lads,” he said, *ge into the eave and get some
sleep. I will keep watch out here, and in the morning we
will investigate.” ,

“T chould like to keep wateh with vou, sir,” said Jack.
“I am not a_bit tired.”
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“3o should T, sir!” exclaimed Harry Frobisher cageuly.
T den’t want to miss anvthing.

“You will do as you are told,” said Captain Storm coldly.
“While T am in command I expect my orders to be obeyed
without talk. Good-night!”

Thns rebuked. the tws boys, withaut a word, followed
Teddy White into the cave.

Tha threa of m stretched themselves on the ground
in the darknoess, pretiy close to one another. : .

“YWhat do vou think of i$?" said Harry Frobisher in a
whisper. : :

Foy some reaszow he did not cave to raise

“I’vo given up thinking,” replied J:

it and =ee what happens.”
““FPhat wasn't a human voice.”
"No.”? -
- spoke English.”

his voice.
“T'm going to

Yol ¥

“Then what—' ! ;

“1 gon't know: and if wo talkgany more about this thing
wo shall go off our heads, o to sleep ™ 5

Teddy White said nothing. He was tervibly shaken, and
words [ailed him. His one hope was that he might die in
Lis sleop and not have to worry any more aboui anything.

It lLiad been a tiving as well as an exciting day, and
soon all three were asleep. !

Thay were awakened an hour or two later by a startled
shout from ontside the cave.

It was the captain’s veice, ot so marvellously changed
that thoso who heayd it were terrified.

Teddy White was spellbound .and did not move, but the
two boys with one aceord leaped fo their fect and rushed
out of the rave.

The fire had burnt itself out, It was still dark, aithough
the faint glow of coming dawn could be seen in the sky.

Captain Storm was standing with his back to the boys
a3 they came out of the cave.

He was standing perfectly motionle
hiz head thrast forwavd, staring ont ¢
which stretched away below them.

leaning on his rifle,
ross tho great plain

“What's the matter, captain? Auything wrong 7™ asked
Jack, striding forward. i i
He received no answer. 'The ecaptain did not move,

but rematned staring fixedly into the gloom. y

The two hoys followed the divection of his gaze, and then
suddenly, with a stifled, half-hysterical ery, Harry Frobisher
gripped his chum’s arm.

Bui neither spoko. y :

For several seconds no one moved., The threa of them
stood there in o frozen group, like graven
images, staring in front of them.

The wast plain stretehing away beneath
them was lost in the darkness, blending
into dark shadows.

And out of those shadows there had just
emergeil a monsirous shape.

it was formed like a man, but of such
nrodigious height that its snighty hand
aver-topped the tallest forest tree.

And yet ihis incredible thing, which |
laoked like the giant of a fairy tale, or
the fantastic creation of a child's night- W
mare, was alive! It was moving! With a &
slow and measured tread 14 was advaneing
towards them across the level plain.

“Get back into the cave,” said Captoin
Storm, in a low veice that faltered a little
in spite of himself.

“And you 7 asked Jack.

“T stay here!”

“Then go do 1" said Juck.

“And L7 said Harry Frobhisher.

Captain Storm made no reply. He scareely seemed to have
heard.

None of them spoke again, and the 11101]5!:'r)~§.j1}r came on.
Nearer and nearer it came.

The hill sloped steeply down to the plain, x

When the strange and terrible monster was searcely fifty
yards away Captain SBtorm leaped to the odge of the rocky
ledge on which they were standing and shouted a challenge,

“Stand or I fire!” he cried,

There was no answer. Without altering his pace, silent
.as deaih; the monster came on.

Captain Storm dropped on one knee, took steady aim,
and fired.

The bullet strack the mighty body with the sharp, clear,
ringing sound of metal against metal, and then flew off.

And the thing came steadily on.

The captain fired again, with the same result, and then
the creature was upon them.

It took two enormous strides up the side of the hill, and
then, leaning forward, thrust out n great hand, seized the
eaptain by tha waist, and lifted him from the rocky dedge
as though he had been a kitten.

Leaning forward, the terrible
monster seized Captain
Storm by the waist and lifted.
him from the rocky ledge as
though he had bzen a kitten.
With cries of dismay the two
terrified boys gazed upwards
at their leader suspended
in the air, writhing and
struggling helplessly in the
grip of that mighty hand.
(See thiz page.l)

With eries of dismay the two ferrified boys gazed up-
wards as the rifle clattered on the rocky ground at their
feat.

There, high, above their heads, they saw their leader
snzpended in the air, writhing and struggling helpléssly in
the grip of that mighty hand.

At the sight of the horror before them young Harry
Frobizher’s fega collapsed beneath himy, and he sank to his
knees without knowing-if, Both hands were pressed to his

moath to stop himself from sereaming. i
Upon Jack Carier, the clder boy, however, the effect was
different. 1

Fear held him aleo, but there was something hesides fear
in thoss steady gvey cyes as he stood perfecily rigid gpazing
at the marvel and waiting for what was to happen next.

{Heve’s a sensational beginning fo owr new sevial, but it’s
nothing coinpeved with what is te cone. Neot a single
GEM wveader should miss the continuation of % The
Robol Man "’ in next weelk’s GEM, for it abounds

in theills.) 7
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“Grundy’s Cricket Match!”

(Continucd from page 23.)

Cerurelys startosd. e o S

“I}ut.-t}ur L. thought son won every mateh last yeor!

"Cril:i::,i‘. You've -rm it the wrong way round, guy 'Hor.
We hu'Fc:l't won a mateh for three TUUEE, have we, chap:

“No ‘ft\}r U grinned the chaps.
Ao o1t that note they rolled awa
lovry, !cnmg not anlv Grundy,
within m\-lm.- in'a comsiderahis A ctonished stat
1

s 2y
“Here they come ™
There! w a rizh -'31' feet from all directions as the juniors
eleven eharabane rolled through the gotes that evening.
“Where have you been all this tme?
“Have you fonnd orn
“Did” you know
A r']alncqous crowd surrounded the veli az it drew up
before the School Honse steps, eager to hear what the junier
cloven wonld say when thex heard how they had heen joped.
George Alfred Grundy was well to the fore, wearing o

ropit Ford
lse

~ of mind.

broad grin on his rgged face, Br this time he had
recovered from his disappointment at not winning the
mateli. That was unfortunate, but as he had explained to

numerons callers to " Btudy No. 3. he couldn't very well
hitve won the mateh r-nhr([\ without support, and as that
support had not heen fortheoming, the defeat was, after
all, not such a disgrace to himself personally as it might
hiave beeén. Anyway, his eleven had played the mateh, and
Tom*Merrv’s team had had their journey for nothing. And
Grundy had turuod up prepared to crow loud and long.

He barged Lis aray to the front of the jostling crowd, and
grocted Tom Merry with a roar of lﬂ-ug]]’ror.

“Ha, hh, ha 12

“HaHo Dfm‘ old Grundy,” semarked Tom Merry, “8till
cheery, T sen.” :

“H.a ‘ha,* ha 1 rearcd Grundy. “Oh, my hat! Fzcuse

“but I 1eaﬂ\< ccml help if "Ha, ha, ha! Had a nice

I:tlp. Merry 7’

“Very nicd :ndvcd ald bean !’

Gi"llndj" choked wlrh E'mgh'rer

i Dld—ﬂul—(]h (lmr‘ Ha, ha, ha! Did you get a good

gamat?” ”

Tom Merry nc:dded

“First rate! One of the best

Grundy jumped.

% Eh, what 7 2

““’e had a rare atrngglﬁ of course, they're rather above
nur | weight, FL-I"}. R | lom Mclrv gmvely “But we
managed to lick “em all right in the end.” “

“What?”® hooted Grundy.

“It WS @ NArrow. victory ;
right, isn't 167"

Grundy blinked at the captain of the Shell in amnaze.
ment and most of the crowd ]ancd equally hurprlﬂed

ut—"" saa1d Gore.

“Don’t you know—"" said ‘Wllkms.

“Leg-pulling " snorted Grundy.: “They don’t  know
what's happened here, so they've .xrranged to pull our legs.

That’s 161"
“Tell 'em, then." grinned Mellish.

“Just what I'm going to do! Look here, Tom Merry
it’a mo good pitching us a cock-and- bull varn about Imkmg
the Nomads.- As a- matter oi‘ fact, we've played the Nomads
on Little Sid> here. ‘\ec

¥ Bo. have_ we -played '
rotorred Tom Merry

“But you couldn’t. T tell you! We played ‘em }mu-1

“Sl.[:.re they were the same Nomads 7" aﬂked Jack Blake
51.'0(:(* ¥ J

*“Of COlH‘Re tlmgg were !V f‘rlmd\.r guﬂm-d “I fixed it all
up over the phone, yon see. Cancelled the arrangement
ou . m'\de and got them to come here to play uvs instead.
Qee? “Jovver got loft? Ha, ha, ha!”

And Grundy went off info a fresh rear,

»

games we've ever had!”

but we won. So that's all

em at Loamingham, old bean,™
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“Dear old '[nu!ld\
"""'Ii’l]_[’l]t "ol seil
teil him, Tommy 1

sighed Jack Blake.
“gritned Piggins. “Think we'd better

“Seems n pity to apml fiis fond dredn yhut T think we'd,

bettor,” answered Tom Merry, aiid el _||uitm caphain of
i J],IJ- s explained the sitvation to the astonished Corundy.

The juniors locked at each other.
nu\\uml on themn, and they realised
beon japed, a L!u,a; roar weut up.

“Ha, ha, hal? i

“Oh, my giddy aunt!"™

= Bpoofed 17 i
Jihished ¢ Dished completely 1

S Jevvoer pot left, Grundy 27,

“Ho. ha, ha s '

The juninrs shrieked with merriment, Tt not, all ef
thom shricked,  Grundy's ericketors—Urundy’s sporting fol-
lowers, 'wno had fuiled to giye their |n"ﬁ.i|.:' the support lw:
needod that afrernoon—did not  jomn. in the general mirth,
They looked at each other, then they looked at the trans
fxed Grondy, then they looked al each other again.,

“Japed ! muttered W ll|-iil|-.
"Dished I gulped Gunn, * Dishod
st as we nutrm: have expeeted |
U That silly ass 4
“That burbling Juhh-‘n\nrl\-— :
“That born uLl(J'
"Serag him !7 rou
Y Slaughter E:Lm 5
Ha, ha, ha! ;

Carundy came out of the tranee into which Toim \lun 3
.-'.ul[l'ln"' news had sent him.

“ Look here—" he began feebly.

“ Buntp the rotter !”

“If you silly asses had only kept murn-—--’

“Rush him!”

There was a rush.

CGrundy met that rosh with perfect equaniaity,
l—uepared to defend himself against the whole school. Bt
15 equanimity lasted no longer than a couple of scconds,
at the end of which time he was whirled off his fect and
sonndly bumpt.d

Crundy's emotions, when he rogained a porpondieul.‘lr
position again, were foo deep for words. The glorious jape
over which he hid almost gloated for the best part of a week
had veacted on Grundy's own head. He had set out to rai
the liugh of the term, and he had raised it; hut the hugh
was with Tom Merry and his followers, 4ml all against
Grundy himeself.

Rare, indedd, were the occasions \\hon Grunds frlr
humiliated. But as he sought the seclusion of Study Nol's:
\\'il.h the laughter of the whole House ringing in his burn-
ing ears, all that the great George Alfred az l\ed was tu
he allowed in hide his diminished head.

how * the *japers

whetlod, and done 1
hooted Gere,

ad Tompkins fiercely.

o

Crundy’s erickef match provided a subject for mirth at
S, Jim's for a good many days, Rvery incident in that
remarkable game on Little 8ide was vecounted, again and
again, until the members of Grundy’s 1l f.J.tr‘d team felt
mmc than sorry that they bad ever associated themselves
orting aspirations of the great man of the Shell.
mblé went about in fear and trembling for
a day or so, anticipating every moment that Grundy's
heavy hand would fall on hitn. But the blow never came.
S0 deeply had Gmnd}r been affected that he did not even
trouble to inauire how his plans had leaked out, and, in due
course, the Falstaff of the Foarth breathed again,
\&im-a!l\' it didn’t take very long for George Alfred
Crundy’s customary solf-satisfaction to reassert itself. But
it was a ]u:lg lﬂ'lt" time before he again dared to mention
the word “ericket ™ at St. Jim’s,
THAE END,

fLook out jor the extva special long story of Tom Merry
& Co.in next week's GEM, entitled :
LADY PEGGY!?™ Make swre gou read if, chums.
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