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" RETURN OF MONTY LOWTHER! ABSENT MEMBER OF THE TERRIBLE THRE}

“After him |” multered Figgins.

Gore was bolting for his life across the quadrangle towards
tho School House. Figgins and Fatty Wynn dashed after
him as fast as they could go. They really had no intention
of ducking him, but Figgins wanted to make his scarc
complete, Kerr did not join in the pursuit., He did not
Jeel quite fit just then.

Gore bhad reached the little window he had left open at
the side of the Bchool House. He had left it open about
wn inch g0 that it would not show, and yet could be easily
opened from the outside. He had not expected seconds to

E0 very precious at the time of his return, of course.

Hoe reached the window and pushed it open. That cecupied
only a moment. But a moment meant much to him then.
He hurled himeelf head first in at the window, and at the
samo moment F:%g_ma and Fatty Wynn overtook him,

“Catch hold of his legs |” gasped Figgins,

Goro kicked out violently.

Fatty Wynn g’gaﬁud and sat down as a boot came heavily
upon his chest, But before Gore could wriggle in at the
window Figgins had a grip on cach of his ankles, and
held him fast.

“Got him |"” said Figgins.

Gore wriggled spasmodically, He was too far in at
the window to %nl. out again, and he could not get com-
pletely in while Figgins held his ankles.

“Lemmoe go!” came a muffled voice from
window. “Leggo, you beast |

" Not this evening,” said Figgins. “Some other evening.”

“You beast! I'll yell and wake the House!”

“Right-ho! Then you can explain to your Housemaster
what you were doing out of the House at half-past twelve.”

Gore ground his teeth with helpless rage. He dared not
rousc tho. House, and he was absolutely at Figgins’ merey.
He began to plead, changing his tone as he found that
bullying would not serve.

“I say, Figgy, let mo go! You're a decent chap!”

“Yes, that's so; and it’s rather a come-down to touch
8 chap like you,” said Figgins cheerfully.

" Don’t rot, old chap| Lemme go!”

“Shan't |"

“You beast! 1I'll break your neck for this to-morrow !"

“ You contradict yourrelf, Gore. 1 can't be a decent chup
and a beast, too. As for breaking necks, vou look a good
deal more like breaking your own at present, and 1 krcw
you'll hurt yourself if you wriggle about like that.”

“Let me gaol”

“Don’t let him
Fatty Wynn, getting up.
breath out of me ™

Gore writhed with horrid anticipation.

. “Don’t] Don't let him, Figgy! Ob, scissors, don't let

im *

“Well,” said Figgins gravely, "yon admit, Eore, that
you ﬂug’}’lt to be soverely punished for being such a rotter 1"

"No, I don’t! Hang youl”

“H'm| Have you got that pin handy, Fatty 1"

“¥Yes, here it 1s.”

“Keep him off I” gurgled Gore, in an agony. "I admit
it, Figgins, I admit anything vou like.”

within tho

go lill I've stuck this ﬁ}in in him !” paspedd
“Tho brute has knocked all the

"H'm| Wili you promise, honour bright, to turn over
a new leaf?”

"“"Yes, yes”

e Yﬁu‘lf keep vour word 17

“Yos, yes™

“¥ou will never go to the Golden Pig and meet those
wther pigs again?”

“HE"EIII’

**Shall we trust him, Fatty1”

" Better stick the pin in, in case of accidents !” said Fatty
Wynn soleminly, .

“1 promisc!® howled Gore.

“Well, perhaps—"

Figgins relaxed his hold, and Gore finished going through
the window—suddenly. He camo down on his hands and
turned a complete somersault, and there was a fearful crash
of broken crockery. Then a yell from Gore.

“My hat!” said Figgins. *“ Surprising how accidents will
bhappen! Are wyou :ﬁl right, Gore?”

“Hang you |

“¥You'vo broken something, I think!
fhfd any of your gore, Gore |” _
' "I'll get even with you for this, Figgins|” hissed Gore,
# Jusgt you wait, you becast!”

He¢ slammed down tho window. The next moment he was
crouching in a corner, shivering. A footstep had sounded
in the gloom, and a glimmer of light came through the
darkness.

Tuve Gem Liprany.—No. 1,236.

“Let me go!”

I hope you haven't

“Mecin gootness| Is tat some of dose poys pefore?”

If Xerr had been in the School House, Gore might have
suspected another impereonation, but he knew that this
must be Herr Schneider,

Although Gore did not know it, Herr Schneider had,
of course, been disturbed once before that eventful might.
I'he German master had not been able to get to sleep
again, and he had heard the noise below and come down
to investigate. He had no doubt that it was caused by some
more of the juniors being out of their beds,

Gore was cruuchuﬂﬁ in_a little room attached to the
kitchen where Mrs. mms, the House Dame, kept a great
deal of crockery, Gore lhad settled a good deal of that for
her, The glimmer of a candle appeared in the doorway.

Vat vas tat noise after?’” demanded Herr Schnei er,

standing there in his dressing-gown and slippers, and sur-
veying the room. “Ach! Dere is mooch grockery proken
n}:;a 1;??” pefore. Vas it te cat, or vas it yun of dem poys
aftor

Whiz!

Gore, in desperation, hurled his cap at the candle w
deadly aim. The candlestick went l:n thté ﬂ::r wglthitk
crash, and, being a china one, smashed to pieces. The
candle, of course, went out,

Herr Schneider staggered back in alarm, and as he did so
Gore bolted past him and sped upstairs like lightning.

Amid a maes of broken crockery, Gore crouched In ths
doorway, and

“Ach! Mecin gootness! Vat vas tat alter pefore?”

Before the startled German master could strike a. match,
Gore was out of sight. Herr Schneider, grumbling to him-
self in German, took his m:jv slowly upstairs. He looked
into the Shell dormitory, and cast a light of the candle on
Tom Merry’s face. Herr Schneider was alwayvs suspicious
of Tom. hen in doubt, go for Tom Merry, was his motto.
But Tom wase indubitably asleep, with his curly head resting
on the pillow, and his eves closed fast in repose, and Herr
Schneider retired bafled, very much to the relief of Gore,
who was palpitating in his bed, and did not breathe freely
until the German master was gone. It had been a very
eventful night for the chief of the Smart Set at 8t. Jim's.

CHAPTER 7.
Figgins Takes the Lead.

OM MERRY expected trouble the next morning as a
result of the night’s adventure, and he was right.
The swamp of water from the overflowed bath-
room_had done considerable damage to the ceilings
below, and there would ecertainly have been an inquiry had
not Herr Schneider already known the delinquents,




0§ BACK—WITH A BANG!

The German master, having made his report to the master
of the SBchool House, thoe delinquents were ealled over the
carpet in Mr., Hailton’s study,

They ecould not very well explain what their object had
Leen in leaving their sleeping quarters at that time of night,
nor is it probable that the Housemaster would have
approved of Dlake's method of curing the transgressor by
ducking him in a bath of water,

There was nothing te do but to face the muzie and grin
and bear it, and that the juniors did. They came cut of
the Houscmaster's study with tucked away

their hands
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o's pantry. The gHmmer of a candle appeared In the
dor entered

under their arms, each of them looking as if he were trying
to fold himself up into a kind of pocket-knife.

“ Never mind,” said Tom Merry, “we've done our duty,
and that’s o comfort! But I'd like to know what Gore was
up to last night.”

He soon knew. Aflter morning school Figgins & Co. came
over to tho School House on & visit to Tom Merry's study,
to relate tho startling happenings of the night.

~ Study No. 6 were called in to hear the tale, They heard
it with mingled feelings. While Study No. 6 had been
ducking Tom Merry by mistake, Figgins & Co. had been
on the track of the offender, had bowled him completely
ont, and had given him & warm time.

Study No. 6 and tho Terrible Two exchanged glances.
Tho School House had certainly not had the best of it that
time,

Figgins locked round, with a pardonable air of pride.

“Well, what’s the verdict?'’ he demanded. *“You remem-
ber our agreement?”

Dake looked inquiringly at Tom Merry.

" Do you remember any agrecinent with Figgins, Merry 2™

Tom looked ot Manners.

“ Do you, Monners 1"
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READ “ THE JAPER OF ST. JIM'S!"” NEXT WEEK.,

Manners looked reilective.

Iiggins appecared about to explode with wrath.

“You know what that agrcement was!” he bellowed.
“The chap among us who first distinguished hihmelf in
tracking down the Smart Set was to be the leader.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus innocently. 1
wemembah that perfectly, Dlakel 1 do, weally, Tom
Mewwy ! I wemembah—— Oh|”

Ho turned upon Blake,

“What did you pinch mo [or, Dlake? You know por-
fectly well how stwongly I object to such pwactical jokes.'
“You want pinching sometimes,’”” said Blake, “and at
?'““‘:’I I}'nu want killing. Then at times you require boiling
in oil ¥

“1 weally do not see—"

“No, you never seo anything, [athead |™

“1 pwotest £
_*“Oh, dry up! TFiggins, old man, I have a faint recollec-
tion that there was some sort of a kind of an agiccment,
something like the one you mentioned.”

“Have you!?'' said Figgins sarcastically. "“Try again,
and perhaps ;I'nu'!l ramemir:r all about it, Blake, and won't
try to wriggle out of it.”

“1 don't want to wriggle out of it,” said Blake warmly,
"“That's mean, Figgy! And I don't see how we can have
a mean man for leader ®

* Look here—"'

“Still, an ogreement’s an agreement "

“Pity you couldn't think of that a little earlier."

. Yaas, wathah!"” '

“So it's agreed?'’ said Figgins, lu-ull:inF round. * Mind,
I don’t want to insist on my riihta. It's not much catch
lecading you silly Schoel House kids, anyhow, and I daro
say wo could do the trick better slone, all off our own bat.”

“Hear, hear |” said the Co. :

““Oh, come, let there be peace!” said Tom Merry, waving
his hand. " Let dogs delight to bark and bite, it is their
nature to——"

And Blake chimed in. .

“Let New House wasters growl and fight, it is their
nature to.” :

“Ha, ha, ha !I"" howled Herries,

“What are wou cackling about?’” demanded Figginas.
“ Have vou broken anything inside, or do you always go
off liko that 1"

“Ha, ha, ha1” shouted Arthur Augustus, who was alwdys
a foew moments Jater than anybody else to see a joke, or
anvthing whatover, *“ Ha, ha, hal”

“My hat| Now Adolphus has started poing off like a
eracker ™
“Ha, ha, ha! That is weally extwemely funnay, Blake "

L} ]

“Thero you are, Blake,"” said Figgins., “You can set up
as o mirth-merchant, now, with that recommendation from
Gussy. If he says it's funny, it must be. You ought to
know, as he's the funniest animal that ever funned.”

“TFiggine, do you intend that wemark to bo taken in a
dispawagin' scnse? 1 shall be sowwy to speak wudely or
wuffly to any gentleman pwesent, but I must say that
nnless I am twented with pwopah wespect, I shall fm\_-i,!
compelled to punch the nose of any diswespectful boundah |
Arthur Augustus was looking warlike.

‘ Tf:m Merry caught him by the shoulder and shoved him
ack.
“Hold on. Aubrey " ; :
“You have wuffled my jacket,” said D'Arcy. "I wish
vou would not Le so wuff. And I think I have wemarked
before that my name is not Aubwey, but Arthur Augustus!”

“Peaco !” said Blake. *“Let us, have peaco before we have
pieces. The question is: Is Figgins entitled to the rank,
gtvle, and title of Leader of the Reform Movement 1"

“Yaas, wothoh|” :

“Good old Gussy|” said Figgins.,
remark about your being a funny animal.
course, but I won't say =o0."

“T] am weady to overlonk any hasty wemark.”

“Well, we'll put it to tho vote,” said Tom Merry. “Is
Figging sufficiently extinguished—I mean, distinguish
to be considered leader of the Reform Movement 1™

"“"Yes," snid the Co. simultancously.

“Yo-o-c8,” said Study No. 6 more slowly.

“Yes," said Mannocrs. :

“There you are, Figgy,” said Tom Merry. “You're
eleeted leader unanimously, and I must say I think you'll
mnke a jolly good one. IFair's fair.”

“Right you are,” said Figgins, " Now I'm leader, I've got
o suggestion to make.”

“IFire away 1" a0 g

“Wea've been discussing the matter,” snid Figgins, with
a nod towards the Co., “and wo work it out like this,
Gore and his giddy Smart Set have got to bo cured of

Tee Gem Liseary.—No. 1,230,
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“After him |” multered Figgins.

Gore was bolting for his life across the quadrangle towards
the School House. Figging and Fatty Wynn dashed after
him as fast as they could go. They really had no intention
of ducking him, but Figgins wanicd to make his searc
complete, Kerr did not joip in the pursuit, He did not
Jdeel quite fit just then,

Gore had reached the little window he had left open at
the sido of the Bchool House. He had left it open about
an inch so that it would not show, and yet could be easily
opened from the outside. Ho had not expected seconds to

80 very precious at the time of his return, of course.

Hoe reached the window and pushed it open. That cecupied
only a moment. But & moment meant much to him then.
He hurled himeclf head first in at the window, and at tho
eame moment F:%g_ms and Fatty Wynn overtook him,

“Catch hold of his legs!” gasped Figgins.,

Goro kicked out violently.

Fatty Wynn ggaﬁﬂd and sat down as a boot came heavily
upon his chest, But before Gore could wriggle in at the
window Figgins had a grip on cach of his ankles, and
held him fast.

“Got him |"” said Figgins.

Gore wriggled spasmodically,. He was too far in at
the window to %r,-.l. out again, and he could not get com-
pletely in while Figgins held his ankles.

“Lemme gol” came a muffled voice from within tho
window. “Leggo, you beast |

" Not this evening,” said Figgins.

“You beast! I'll yell and wake the House |”

“Right-ho! Then yocu can explain to your Houscmaster
what you were doing out of the House at half-past twelve.”

Gore ground his teeth with helpless rage. He dared not
rousc tho. House, and he was absolutely at Figgins' merey.
He began to plead, changing his tone as he found that
bullying would not serve.

“I say, Figgy, let mo go! You're a decent chap!”

“Yes, that's so; and it's rather s come-down to touch
8 chap like you,” said Figgins cheerfully.

" Don’t rot, old chap| Lemme go!”

" Shan't I"

“You beast! 1I'll break your neck for this to-morrow !

“ You contradict yourrelf, Gore. I can't be a decent chup
and a beast, too. As for breaking necks, vou look a good
decal more like Lreaking your own at present, and I know
you'll hurt yourself if you wriggle about like that.”

“Let me gal”

“Don’t let him go till I've stuck this pin in him !” gaspedl
Fatty Wynn, getting up. “Tho brute ?ms knocked all the
breath out of me (™

Gore writhed with horrid anticipation.
h_"III'JPu'tI Don't let him, Figgy! Obh, sciszors, don't let

im |7

“Well,” said Figgins gravely, "yon admit, Eore, that
you ?ug’flt to be soverely punished for being such a rotter 1"

“"No, I don’t! Hang youl”

“H'm| Have you got that pin handy, Fatty 1"

“¥Yes, here it 1s.”

“Keep him off I"” gurgled Gore, in an agony. "I admit
it, Figgins, I admit anything you like.”

"H'm| Wili you promise, honour bright, to turn over
a new leaf 1™

"“Yes, yes”

o Yﬂu‘l[v keep vour word 17

“Yes, yes”

“¥ou will never go to the Golden Pig and meet those
wther pigs again?”

"HE'&'EI""

*“Shall we trust him, Fatty 1”

“ Better stick the pin in, in case of accidents !” said Fatty
Wynn soleminly, .

“1 promisec!® howled Gore,

“Well, perbaps—"

Figgins relaxed his hold, and Gore finished going through
the window—suddenly. He camo down on his hands and
turned a complete somersault, and there was a fearful crash
of broken crockery. Then a yell from Gore.

“My hat " said Fiﬁgins. “Surprising how accidents will
bappen! Are wyou all right, Gore?”

“Hang you |

“¥You'vo broken something, I think!
P}tﬂ] any of your gore, Gore |”

' "TI'll get even with you for this, Figgins|” hissed Gore,
M Jusgt you wait, you becast!”

He slammed down tho window. The next moment he was
crouching in a corner, shivering. A footstep had sounded
in the gloom, and a glimmer of light came through the
darkness.

Toe Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,236.

“3ome other evening."

“Let me gol!”

I hope yon haven't

“Mein gootness| Is tat some of dose povs pefore?”

[f Kerr had been in the School House, Uirﬂpminht have
suspected another impereonation, but he knew that this
must be Herr Schneider,

Although Gore did not know it, Herr Schneider had,
F’f course, been disturbed once before that eventful night.
I'he German master had not been able to get to sleep
again, and he had heard the noise below and come down
to investigate. He had no doubt that it was caused by some

more of the juniors being out of their beds.

Gore was cruuch;iﬁ in a little room attached to the
kifchen where Mrs. Mimms, the House Dame, kept a great
deal of crockery, Gore had settled a good deal of that for
her, The glimmer of a candle appeared in the doorway.

Vat vas tat noise after?’” demanded Herr Schnei er,

standing there in his dressing-gown and slippers, and sur-

veying 11‘13 foou: ;Aizlgt Dere is mooch g-l;gck ' prnﬂlel;l

ul'tﬂrl‘ijgf pelore. Vas it te cat, or vas it vun of dem poys
Whiz!

Gore, in desperation, hurled his cap at the dl
deadly aim. The cnﬂd!_uutink went ]:n the ﬁ:g:—t %tﬁ“k
crash, and, being a china one, smashed to pieces. The
candle, of ecourse, went out,

3 Hnrﬁ Schneider staggered back in alarm, and as he did o
ore bolted past him and sped upstairs like lightning,

- - o
T T 2

a8

Amid a maes of broken crockery, Gore crouched In ths
doorway, and

“Ach! Mecin gootness! Vat vas tat alter pefore?”

Before the startled German master could strike a. match,
Gore was out of sight. Herr Schneider, grumbling to him-
self in German, took his wug slowly upstairs. He looked
into the Shell dormitory, and cast a light of the candle on
Tom Merry’s face. Herr Schneider was always suspicious
of Tom. hen in doubt, go for Tom Morry, was his motto.
But Tom wae indubitably aslecp, with his curly head resting
on the pillow, and his eyes closed fast in repose, and Herr
Schneider retired baffled, very much to the relief of Gore,
who was palpitating in his bed, and did not breathe freely
until the German master was gone. It had been a very
eventful night for the chief of tho Smart Se¢t at Bt. Jim's.

CHAPTER 7.

Figgins Takes the Lead.

OM MERRY expected trouble the next morning as a
result of the night’s adventure, and he was right.
Tho swamp of water from the overflowed bath-
room_had done considerable damage to the ceilings
Lelow, and there would eertainly have Leen an inquiry had
not Herr Schneider already known the delinquents,

i

a's p'lﬂtrj'-

The German master, having made his report to the master
of the School House, the delinquents were ealled over the
carpet in Mr. Hailton's study.

They could not very well explain what their object had
Leen in leaving their sleeping quarters at that time of night,
nor is it probable that the Housemaster would have
approved of Dlake’s method of curing the transgressor by
ducking him in a bath of water,

There was nothing to do but to face the music and grin
and bear it, and that the juniors did. They came ocut of
the Houscmastor's study with their hands tucked away
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The ghmmaer of a oandle appeared In the

sr entered !

under their arms, each of them looking as if he were trying
to fold himself up into a kind of pocket-knife.

“ Never mind,” said Tom Merry, “we've done our duty,
and that’s o comfort |
up to last night.”

He soon knew. After morning school Figgins & Co. cameo
over to tho School House on & visit to Tom Merry's study,
o relate tho startling happenings of the night.

_ Study No. 6 were called in to hear the tale, They heard
it with mingled feelings. While Study No. 6 had been
ducking Tom Merry by mistake, Figgins & Co. had been
on the track of tho offender, had bowled him completely
ont, and had given him a warm time.

Study No. & and the Terrible Two exchanged glances.
The School House had certainly not had the best of it that
time,

Figgina looked round, with a pardonable air of pride.

“Well, what's the verdict?'” he demanded. “ You remem-
ber our agreement?”

Dlake looked inquiringly at Tom MMerry.

" Do you remember any agrecinent with Figgins, Merry 2™

Tom looked at Manners,

“ Do you, Muonners 1*

But I'd like to know what Gore was

15

Manners looked reilective.

I'iggins appcared about to explode with wrath.

“You know what that agreement was!” he bellowed.
“The chap among us who first distinguished hihmelf in
tracking down the Smart Set was to be the leader.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus innocently. "I
wemembah that perlectly, Dlakel I do, weally, Tom
Moewwy ! I wemembah Oh |

Ho turned upon Blake,

“What did you pinch mo [or, Dlake? You know por-
fectly well how stwongly I object to such pwutical‘jnkea.“
“You want pinching sometimes,’”” said Blake, “and at
flmqal vou want killing. Then at times you require boiling
in oil 17

“I weally do not see——"

““No, you never seo anything, fathead ™

“1 pwotest £
_"“Oh, dry up! TFiggins, old man, I have a faint recollec-
tion that there was some sort of a kind of an agicement,
something like the one you mentioned.'

“Have you?'' said Figgins sarcastically. *“Try again,
and perhaps i'uu'il ramem%er all about it, Blake, and won’t
try to wriggle out of it.”

“1 don't want to wriggle out of it,” said Blake warmly,
“That's mean, Figgy! And I don't see how we can have
a mean man for leader ™

" Look here H

" Still, an agreement's an agreement "

“Pity you couldn't think of that a little earlier."

" Yaas, wathah[" . . .

“So it's agreed?'" said Figgins, lu-ulcm_g round. * Mind,
I don’t want to insist on my riﬁhu. It's not much catch
leading you silly Schoel House kids, anyhow, and I daro
say wo could do the trick better slone, all off our own bat.”

“Hear, hear |” said the Co. )

“Oh, come, let there be peace!” said Tom Merry, waving
his hand. " Let dogs delight to bark and bite, it is their
nature to——*

And Blake chimed in. :

“Let New House wasters growl and fight, it is their
nature to.” ?

“Ha, ha, ha I"”” howled Herries.

“What are you cackling about?” demanded Figgins.
“" Have vou broken eanything inside, or do you always go
off like that?"

“Ha, ha, ha I” shouted Arthur Augustus, who was alwiys
a few moments later than anybody else to see a joke, or
anvthing whatover, “ Ha, ha, hal”

“My hat| Now Adolphus has started going off like a
eracker [
“Ha, ha, ha! That is weally extwemely funnay, Blake|”

“Thero you are, Blake,"” said Figgins. “You can set up
as a mirth-merchant, now, with that recommendation from
Cussy. If he says it's funny, it must be. You ought to
know, as he's the funniest animal that ever funned.”

“TFiggine. do you intend that wemark to bo taken in a
dispawagin’ scense? 1 shall be sowwy to speak wudely or
wuffly to any gentleman pwesent, but I must say that
nnless I am twented with pwopah wespeet, I shall feel
rompelled to punch the nese of any diswespectful boundah
Arthur Augustus was looking warlike. *
. Tﬁm Merry caught him by the shoulder and shoved bhim

ack.

““Hold on. Aubrey ™ ;

“You have wuffled mv jackot,” snid D'Arcy. "1 wieh
vou would not be so wuff. And I think I have wemarked
before that my namo is not Aubwey, but Arthur Augustus!”

“Peace |” said Dlake. *“Let us, have peaco before we have
pieces. The question is: Is Figgins entitled to the rank,
stvle, and title of Leader of the Reform Movement 1"

“Yaas, wothoh|” : .

“Good old Gussy!” said Figgins.,
remark about your being o funny animal.
course, but I won't say ro.”

“1 am weady to overlook any hasty wemark.”

“Well, we'll put it to the vote,” said Tom Merry. “Is
Figging sufficiently extinguished—I mean, distingnished—
to be considered leader of the Reform Movement 1™

“VYes,"” said the Co. simultancously.

“Yo-e-c8,” said Study No. 6 more slowly.

“Yes," said Manners. -

“There you are, Figgy,” said Tom Merry. *“You're
elected leades unanimously, and I must say 1 think you'’ll
mnke a jolly good one. Fair's fair.”

“Right you are,” said Figgins, “Now I'm leader, I've got
g suggestion to make.”

“IFire away |" o .

“We've been discussing the matter,” snid Figgins, with
an nod towards the Co., “and wo work it out like this,
Gore and his giddy Smart Set have got to bo cured of
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"1 withdraw oy
You are, of



