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A Splendid Comp!etc Story of the Scouts of St. Jim’s, Specially Written for this
' Number of “The Gem” Library.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Gussy Does 1t!
" BETTAH leave it to me, deah boys.”

And the Curlew Patrol replied unanimously:
* Rats!" :

Axthur Augustus D’Arcy groped in his khaki shirt for his
evegluss, An eyeglass is not an essential part of a Boy
Scout’s outfit: but Arthur Augustus would as soon have
thought of going on the war-path without his staff as without
his monocle. He found the eyeglass and jammed it into his
eye, and surveyed Tom Merry & Co. severely.

1 wepeat that you had bettah leave it to me,” he said
firmly.”  “1In case of a dangewous bit of scoutin' in the
pwesence of the cnemy, you can’t do bettah than wely on a
felluh of tact and judement.”

* More rats!’’ said Monty Lowther cheerfully.

. “ Besides, T am well up in signallin’—"'

Y Many rats!” said Jack Blake.

Tom Merry's ¢ - fingers glided into the
hollow and cl upon a hard object of
metal! He drew it our, and held it up. A
roar of cheering came from the Curlews.
“The Cup! Hurray! Ilip, pip, hurray!”
tNee Chapter 17.) f

T BT L

“ And if the wottahs are thore,
o

I will spot them at onca

“ Heaps of rats!” said Tom Merry, laughing,

“I wegard vou a 1 ass, Tom Mewwy ™

Tom Merry, patrol-leader of the famous .Curlews, raised
his hand warningly.

scout is not allowed to regard his patrol-leader as an
ass!” he said sternly. * That is insubordination, not to s
mutiny. And you can put that pane of glass away. 1it's
too funny for serious scouting bizney. Figgins & Co. have
named us the Eyeglass Patrol already.”

“ Bothah Figgins & Co! You are wastin® time in talk in
the pwesence of the enemy. I am convinced that the enem:
are there.’”

Jack Blake shaded his eyes with his broad felt hat and
locked down the hill. :
*“ No sign of them!” he remarked.

** All the more weason ta suppose

that they are there
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deah boy
pwesence

The Curlew Patrol were on the war-path. A big scouts’
contest was shortly coming off in the neighbourhood of
St Jim’s, and all the Boy Scouts at the old school were
naturally very keen about it. All their spare time of late
had been devoted to scouting practice. And as scouting was
taken up with equal enthusiasm st the Grammar School
there was no want of an “ enemy ” when they went on the
war-path,

Tom I\L‘rry was leader of the Curlews, and lis patrol con-
sisted of his chums Manners and Lowther of the Shell, and
the four chums of Study No, 6—Blake and Herries and Dighy
and D’Arcy of the Fourth. That mado a patrol of seven;
and there would have been eif,:ht if Herries had had his
way. Herries wanted to add his bulldog Towser to the
patrol; but the other scouts sat upon the proposition with
such unanimity that Herries had “to give up the idea very
reluctantly.

Tom Merry was leader,
command.  Arthur
self-appointed.

The Curlews were on Rylcombe Hill just now, and on
the slope below them, where the footpaths ran .unmw the
thick trees and undm“c)odk they suspected that the enemy
were lying in wait—and in force. They knew that Gordon
Gay & Co. of the Grammar School were out on the war-path
that afterncon, and they had called a halt on the hill, not
wishing to fall into a trap. Hence Arthur Augustus’s emphatic
suggestion that he should go forward and zcout for the foe.

“1I twust I am not the kind of fellah to put myself forward
in any way,” Arthur Aueustus D’Arey remarked: *‘But I
weally think you had bettah leave it to me, Tom Mewwy. 1
will spy out the lay of the land, you know, and signal you
if the enemy is there.””

“ Suppose you donr’t see them?'” asked Blake,

* Xou mlullt not be able to see them, you know, as you
have a ‘pain’® in the eye,” Monty T.owther suggested
humorously.

“ Pway don’t be funnay, Lowthah! It is not a scout's
bizney to be funnay. Pway give your ordahs, Tom Mewwy,
and T will go forward and spot the wottahs !

Tom Merry nodded, with a grin.

“Well, T'II give you a trial this time,
remember the signals?”’

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ Don’t give us the wrong signal, you know,” said Blake.

Y Weally, Bla.!\r»r-—-

“ Buzz off 1" said Tom Merry. “T’ll give you a trial. If
the Grammarians are there you may possibly spot 1}1(\111-
and, anyway, it will be tumm)g for you—and you need it.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Forward!” rapped out his patrol-leader.

“ Wight-ho!”

And Arthur Augustus, having jammed his eveglass firmly
into his eye, adjusted his hat at the right angle, and, taking
a businesslike grip on_ his staff, strode away down the hill
and disappeared into the wood.

The scouts waited,

Arthur Augustus D’Arey was proceeding under cover, and
so far all was well. If the Grammarians were lying in wait
along the footpath he certainly ought to discover them, and
=ignd. their proximity to the Chrlews. The half-dozen juniors
of 8t. Jim’s watched for their elegant chum to reappear in
sight and give the signal with his stafl.

Tive minutes passed, and there was no signal from the
swell of St. Jim's. -

T suppose they’re not there,” Jack Blake remarked.
“ They’d have jumped on Gussy by this time.”

“T1f' I had my bulldog here— " began Herries,

“Thank goodness vou haven’t!” yawned Monty Lowther,

“ Fathead ! said Herries politely.

“ Hallo! 1 heard something then!” Digby exclaimed,

G
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A weally good scout nevah gives any sign of his

and Jack Blake was second-in-
4\““‘115111% D’Arey was adviser-in-chief,

Gussy. Do you
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bending his head a little to listen.
voice.”

Tom \‘[Dt‘ry shaded his eyes and looked hard down the
wooded slope.

“ There h 1" he exclaimed. |

In an openiug of the wood the elegant figure of Arthur
Augustus D' Avey appeared in sight a couple of hundred yards
down the slape.

His face was aliftle excited as he looked up the hill.

“ There’s the signal!” said Mammers.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey held lns staff straight up over his
head.

“ No encmy. in’ sight,”
seouts’ signals thovonghly from be!fnmmg to Pl'd
serene! 'They're not there! Come on!”

And the Curlews trotted down the hill.

As they plunged under the trees Arthur Augustus was lost
to sight. In careless. array the Curlews trotted down the
footpath—a narrow track winding among thick bushes and
trees—towards the spot where Arthur Augustus had stood
to give the signal.

\um]dc»nh from the thickets,
springing of khaki-clad figures.

Before Tom Merry & Co. knew. that they woere attacked
they were rolling ‘on the ”i(J\l)ld and a dozen Grammarian
rere rolling over them.
sistance was impossible.

The Grammarians were two to one, and the St. Jim's patrol
were captured before they had time to punch a nose or dot
an eye.

h of them in the grip of a couple of grinning Gram-
marians, they rolled in the grass, helpless prisoners.

Gordon Gay sat on Tom \Ierly s chest and grinned down
at him Lhcerfullv

“ This is where we catch you napping "’ he remarked.

And the Grammarian scouts yelled with laughter.

“Grooh!” gasped Tom Merry. My hat! Why.
t}lundmu.w thumping ass \,mu.lu(l———
1a, ha, ha!”

“ Where's Gussy !’

“ Here's Gussy! 1" chortled Gordon Gay,

‘It sounded like Gussy's

said Tom Me ry, who knéw all the

i1 |

there came a rush of feet, &

that

]

as Wootton major

and Frank Monk dragged Arthur A\ugustu'; D’'Arey upon
the scene. * He's a giddy prisoner, too!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Grammarians were glecful with triumpl=

Curlews had fallen helplessly into their hands at the very
beginning of the afternoon. It was a big success for Gordon

Gay & Co. g :
Arthar  Augustus D'Arcy, wriggling in the grasp of
Wootton and Monk, glared basilisk-like at the captured

juniors,

“You thumpulg asal

“ You silly cuckoo!”

“Nou (hmtimg idiot 1"

“ You frabjous duffer!”

“ Oh, vou blitherer! You jay! You chump!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Grammarians.

Avthur Augustus D*Arcy tried to grope for his eyeglasss
but Monk and Wootton were holding his arms tightly, and
he could not. He 1001“":] as withering as he could without it.

*“ You uttah * he exclaimed. ‘' Tom Mewwy, 1 am
&lup\\w-d at you ]ldt“(\l leadah. walkin® into a twap !l}:i_
that, aftah I had plainly signalled ‘ enemy close at han(!‘

“You frabjous uss!” :hn:ji\e(l Tom Merry. You
hl]i’l'ldu("(l ‘ po enemy in sight!

“Wats! I held my staff stw: aight up!”’

“Well, you champion lunatic, that means
sight?”

The Grammarians yelled ngain.

Arthur Augustus gave quite a start.

“By Jove! Does it?”’ he ejaculated.

1ah of that, Tom Mewwy?
o Of course I am, you burbling Jabbm'\\ ock!”

“ Gweat Scott! 1 meant to signal ‘enemy in. stwong
forco close at hand,’ ? said Arthur Augustus, looking greatly
rlmtlm»--vd " You are quite suah that it was not the \\’li"ht
signal for ‘ enemy in force close at hand,” Tom Mewwy?

*“ Oh, you fathead I’ groaned Bl “ You ought to have
held the st«{f hnnmnh]h, and moved it up and down quickly.

humping joss
Y("‘U\Evmh} 11‘213{ deah boys—I shall wemembah it w ight next
timcf—"
“Next time!
any next time,
scouting for the Curlew Pairol.
band-box next time !”?

““ Weally, ’Icm Mewwy—

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Gordon Gay. * Vou bounders call
xouratl\ s Boy Scouts! When we get some time we'll give
you a few lessons in signalling.”

“THE PENNY POPULAR,” "GIIU
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who gave hlm almost homicidal looks in return.
" roared Blake. <

‘no enemy in

5

“ You are (uite

* grunted Fom Merry.  “ There won ’t ba
you awful duffer. Vou won't do any more
We'll leave you at home in a

tE]
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Each of the Curlews was taken in turn,
and bound there.

“When I get some time, I'll give you a thick ear!”
growled Blake, :

* Well, if these chaps have done slanging one another, we
may as well get shut of them,” said Frank Monk, in a busi-
b like tone. ‘‘There are the other fellows to deal with
yet—Figgins & Co., you know., They're in the wood some-
where.””

“ Tie "em up!” said Gordon Gay. *They've all got some
cord about them—that’s a proper part of a scout’s outfit.
Stick their staves upright behind them, put their hats on top,
and tie their arms!"

‘** Ha, ha, ha!”

: Look here, you rotters, that isn’t in the rules,” roared
Blake

* It's in our rules,” Gordon Gay explained, with a chuckle,
“It's up to real scouts—like us—to make an example of a
duffer patrol. Pile in, vou fellows !”’

The chuckling Grammarians piled in. There was plenty of
string—the Curlews were well provided with all the
sories. Hach of the Curlews was taken in turn, his arms

ace
placed_behind him, his staff planted upright behind his back.
and with plenty of cord the arms and staff were bound in that
positicn.

When the Grammarians were finished, cach of the St. Jim’s
scoubs stood with his staff sticking up behind the back of his
head, and his hands quite fast, unabla to help himself.

weokissa— - ALGY OF ST. JIiM'S!”

his arms placed behind him, his staff planted upright behind his back
And on the top of the staffs, Gordon Gay hung the Scout’s hats!
down to the road, and let 'em loose !’ said Gay, with a chuckle

“Now we’ll take 'em i
(See Chapter 1.) {

On top of the staves, Gordon Gay hung their hats.

Tom Merry & Co. were red with rage; but their remarks
only made the Grammarians laugh the louder.

“ Now take em down to the road and lot "em loose,” said
Gordon Gay.

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

** Look here, you rotters—"

“ You feahful wottahs "

“ March ! said Gordon Gay. “Touch 'em up if they don’s
march, kids!"

“ Yow-ow ! Leave off. vou beasts "

“You fwightful boundahs—-"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The St. Jim's scouts marched, They were taken out inte
the high-road, and a few more prods from the stavos of tha
Grammarian scouts set them marching for St. Jim's. Then
Gordon Gay & Co., yelling with laughter, disappeared into
the wood.

CHAPTER 2,
The Rivals of St. Jim's,
a HY—what—who—— Ha, ha, ha!”
W Figging of the Fourth burst into a wild yell.
And the Wolf Patrol of 8t. Jim's, of whic
George Figgins was leader, followed their leader's example,
as, of course, a dutiful patrol should.
Tae GeM Lisrarv.—No. 330
A Magnificent New. Long, Complste Scho Tale of
. Tom Merry & Co. . By MARTIN CLIFFDRD,
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“Ha, ha, ha!” they yelled in chorusg. . =

The Wolves belonged ta the New House at St. Jim’s, and
were the deadly rivals, in a friendly way, of Tom Merry & Co.
of thg School House. Figging & Co.—that is, Figgins, Kerr,
and I"atty Wynn—had joined with Redfern, Owey, and Law-
rence to form the Wolf Patrol. Figgy was leader, and Reddy
sccond in command. There was a keen rivalry between the
scouts of the New House and those of the School House: but
if the Curlews had been their long-loat, brothers, the Wolves
could not have helped yelling with laughter at the sight of
them. :

A Boy Scout, with his arms tied down to his sides, his staff
bound upright behind his back, and his het floating on top
of the staff, did not loock impressive. Seven of them looked
decidedly funny.

“Oh, my only summer hat!” yelled Redfern.
ha! They're the School House bounders !’ 3

“ And they've been for wool, and got. shorn!”" grinned
Kerr.

“ Ha, ha, hal”

Tom Merry & Co. were crimson and furious. They had
struggled with the cords, after the Grammarians had left
them in the Rylecombe Road, but they had struggled in vain.
Knot-tying was a branch of the scouts’ craft that Gordon Gay
had learned thoroughly. 3 2
to a state of desperation. They scuttled out of sight in the
trees when anyone came by, not caring to ask strangers for
help out of their predicament. They were in hopes of mect-
ing some St. Jim’s fellows, most of whom were out of doors
that sunny half-holiday. And they did; but the fact that the
St. Jim's fellows belonged to the New House made the meet-
ing less welcome than it would otherwise have been. |

The Wolves surrounded them, yelling with laughter, and
the faces of the Bchool House scouts grew redder and redder,
till it scemed that all the bloed in their youthful bodies had
been pumped into their faces. : ;

“When you've done letting off steam,” you might let us
fose ! roared Tom Merry.

** ¥aas, wathah] T wegard this wude laughtah as entirely
out of place. . There is nothin’ whatever funnay in the
mattah !

* Cut us loose, you chumps " shouted Blake.

Figgins opened his knife, nearly choking with langhter,

“ Oh, my hat! Kxcuse us, but it is really funny. Who
served you like this?”

“ The Grammarian rotters, of course.
of them!I’*

“ They ‘wouldn’t have served us like it, if there'd been a
hundred I’ grinned Redfern. “ You must have been caught
napping.”’

“ (russy gave the wrong signal

‘“ Ha, ha, hal” :

‘1 gave the signal all wight, but it didn’t-happen to mean
what 1 intended it to mean,” explained Arthur Augustus.
““The mistake was quite as much in the code as mine. If
the signal bad happened to mean what I mennt—-""

“ Ha, ha, ha!™"

“ Don’t cut the cords,” said Kerr. “ Untie them. Scouts
ought to be eble to untic knots, and it's a waste to cut them.”

‘' Right-ho 1" said Figgins, snapping his knife shut. ** Right
you are, Kerr! Trust a giddy IS()GISITHL‘D not to waste any-
thing. Pile in, and let the little darlings loose.
£o out without their nurses after this.”

“ Look here, you ecan cut the cords,” said Blake.
take a jolly long time untying them”

“ Yaas, wathah! Cut them!”

Figgins shook his head.

* Scouts ought never to waste anything,” he said solemnly.
“ That’s one of the rules, or it cught to be. A stiteh in time
saves nine—I mean, waste not want not. Besides, it’s good
practice untying knots !

“Look here, we're not going to stand here like a lot of
dummies while you practice untying silly koots!” howled
Herries.

““They’re not silly knots—they're jolly good ones!™ said
Figgins. ““Tt will take some time to unfasten them, Who-
ever tied them knows his business !

“Cut them ! yelled Digby.,

“Can’t be did! Waste not, want not. These cords will
come in handy for tying up the Grammarians when we catch
them. We are going to avenge this insult to St. Jim's.”

*“ Certainly I said Kerr. *“ It's up to the New House to see
that St. Jim's doesn’t get the worst of it.”

*Cut them, you asses!”

“ Rubbish 1"

And Figgine & Co., with provokingly leisurely movements,
untied the cords that bound the unfortunate Curlews,

It took some time, us Figgins said it would, and meanwhile
some interested spectators gathered on the scene. Grimes, the
grocer’s boy of Ryleombe, and Pileher, the butcher's boy,
came along with their baskets, and they halted to look on

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 330.
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“ Haha;

There were a dozen

L1

They mustn't

“ You'll

Tom Merry & Co. had been reduced

and grin. - Grimes and. Pilcher belonged to the Cat Patrol of
Rylecombe, and they were very keen on scouting, though they
did not have so much time to give to it as the St..Jim’s
fellows, of course. h S
* Oh, lummy 1’ said Grimes, as he set his basket down and
velled.  *‘This ’ere takes the kike.. Ha, ha, ha ! :

‘*He, he, he!” cackled Pilcher,

Arthur Augustus glared at them wrathfully. =

Y There i1s nothin® whatevah to laugh at,”’ he
“ Pway
hyen

1

exclaimed.
go on your way, and don’t stand there cacklin’ like
) e

r point of view differed from D’'Arey's; they thought

- there was something to laugh at, and they laughed.

Irom the direction of 8t. Jim’s another patrol came along,
while the Wolves were still busy untying the Curlews. It was
the Kangaroo Patrol of the School House. The leader was
Harry Noble, the Australian, inore familiarly known as
Kangaroo, and the signal of the patrol was the * coo-ey * so
well known in the ‘“ bush,” and taught by Kangaroo to his
followers—Dane and Glyn of the Shell, and Reilly, Kerruish,
and Lumley-Lumley of the. Fourth.

The Kangaroos gathered round, and added their laughter
to that of Pilcher and Grimes.

" Who did it 7" almost sobbed Noble,
it yoursclves for a lark, I suppose 1"

A Wate 17

‘ Fathead 1"

* Go and eat coke!”

. “But who did it?” demanded Clifton Dane, the Canadian
junior. *“'Who’s had the check to lay sacrilegious. hauds on
the giddy Curlews?” . % i
“The Grammarians!” said Tom Merry wearily.' “ They -
caught us napping, nwiz:é.{ to Gussy' giving the wrong signal.”
I gave a weally good signal, but it did not expwess what
meant 1t to expwess——"*
“ Awful nerve of the Grammarians,” said Kangaroo, with
a shake of the head. “ We shall have to deal with them for
this. Can’t have even the Donkey Pitrol mucked up in ‘this
way. We'we got to wipe out tha stain.” ERERT T

“ You leave that to us,” saidk Figgins warmly; We're
ﬁwmg to deal with the Grammar cads. It's up to the New
Clouse. ' %

* Rot!” said Noble; with equal warmth,
as School House scouts. They've done in a School House
patrol, and we're going to make them sit upie.

“ Look here——"" T

* Go and eat coke 1"

“We'll jolly well——?

* Rats !

The untying-of Tom Merry & Co. ceased as the Wolves and
the Kangaroos entered inte a hot argument. Whether it was
up to the School House or the New-House to deal with the
Grammarians was.a question each party solved in“its own
way, and it was evident that they would never agree.

* Wo ehall mever “get loose at “this rate,” groancd Tom
Merry. : ' : G

** Look here, you duffers!” shouted Jack Bluke, ** You're
going to let the Grammarians alone. We're going after them
ourselves.”

Kangaroo and Figgins'turned upon the unfortunate Curlews
at once. Whatever might be in.dispute between them they
were in instant agreement in putting a heavy foot down on
that idea, : .

* Yau're jolly well not!” declared Kangaroo,

“ No fear!” exelaimed Figgins emphatically.

“We are!”. said Tom Merry. * They've caught us nap-
ping, and we're going for them again. We shall squash
them thls time,”’ :

* Rats 17

“ Rubbish I

“I'll tell you what,- Kangy,” exclaimed Figgins, * There
aro a dozen of the Grammar cads—two of their patrols
together. "We'll join forees against the bounders, and make
the odds even.”.

Y Well, that’s a good idea,” agreed Kangaroe.  * We'll
work in concert. But those Curlews bounders zre dead in
this act.” et X

** Yes, rather!”

** Look here——"" bellowed Blake.

“Youre dead in this act,” said Figgins emphatically.
“ Leave it to us. We'll deal with the Grammarians We
don’t want an army, You agree to go back to St. Jim’s.and
play ericket?”’

N

‘You haven’t done

—

-]

“TIt's up to us

“ Nevah I

Y Rats 1" :

Y Then we'll leave you tied up!” said Figgins grimly.

“ Oh, you wottah I’ ;

** You rank rotter!”

“Fair's fair)” said Figgins. * You've had your go at the
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Grammar kids and you’ve failed. Now leave them to us, and
we'll squash them.
'om Morry grinned faintly,

“CWall; Dasheps that's fair.? he admitted,
mako & fuck-up of it, thotigh, * We agree.”

“Bai Jovo! Wo don't agwoe—r:"

*Shut up!” said the leader of ‘the Curlews, frowning.
“ Don’t yon know that you have to abey the orders. of your
patrolleader?”

tiad; but—
* Then shut up "
g 4 doc lm 0 shut up:

* Silen roared Tom Me M\mnv, "oy Jove! I
yoi donj shub up T'll sack you from | fhe pitrol

“p;

And Altlmr Augustus ceased fo vaiso “objections.
Wolves and the Kangaroos finished uniying the Curlews a
last. They. rotained the cords, for: the purpose, as they
declared, of using them on the Grammarian scouts when they
captured them, Blake s ar«"'\ilw'\llv ad sed them to try to
catch a_weasel asleep, when they ave a chance of
performing the difficalt opertion R s

om Merry gently suggested that they were counting their
chitkons a littlo early.

But_the Wolves and the Kangaroos only grinned; and
started off in }ngn confidence to run down the Gr.\mmurmlh,
and serve them as they had served the Curlews.

olua et e totdinacintbhi rond. Grimes and
Pilcher shouldered their baskets, and went grinning on their
way. Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another Fith e

T expect you'll

what suLly expression:
Wl Tt Bag. beeti, & giddy -mugkun sid. Monty
Lowther, “If this is the kind of show we.make in the big

coniest o shall be grinned to death, and we'l deserve i,
too.
% Yags, wathah! Tho way you fellows were caught nappin’
was ﬁ\mpl) wotten "
you chump!” roared.all the Curlews togother, in
grtn‘i"md!gnﬁllcn “It was you that led us into the trap!”
A

¢ Gussy is going through some elgnalling exercises when wo
get back to St. Jim's,” said Tom Merry grimly. on!”

e et s ok Shads Bomaond .
When thoy reached the school Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was
ut Lhrmwh signalling oxcrcises until bis noble arms wore
ready t ve.  But the Curlaws had no
mergy on hin et 1ed Thont ke P onomsiy babs by
giving a wrong signal, and that was an unpardonable fault in
a seout, and they did not mean to let the swell of tho School
House forget jt. Every signal of the code was fairly jummed
into Asthar Augustus D'Arey, and every objection hie raised
to incessant practice was stopped by a pr om a Curlew
ol TPy fthosHie. the -aohmeaof imstruction was- inished
Asthils, Augusts was-foeltos moro dead ghan alive, but his
patrol comrades felt that he was not likely to givo a wrong
signal again in a hurry,

CHAPTER. 3.

In the Cart!
7 ORDON GAY chuckled.
@ The Gnmmnrmn leader was seated in the boughs
I the border of the wood, and using

m his clavated porition, ho had wafched
the (,mlmu end theiz departiry for St. Jiny
Then ho had obscrved th movements of tho Wolves and "the
Kangaroos The two patrols, evidently acting in concert,
had_consulted together as they came up the lane, and then
ertered the wood at diffcrent points. Their object it was
o Grammarian scount to guess. They wero
enge tl t. Jim's
defoat, it they could. Gordon Gay's opmxon o et they
conld

> ¢ his glasses ovor his
descended the treé. The do
waiting for him below.
“Tyo patrols of the bounders,” said Gay, < The Kangaroos
and tho Wolves, We've dealt with thom before, you know,
and 1 know thelr signals all. right. They'ro acting together,
nd the dear fittle Curlews havo gons home to roost.
Ha, ha, ha!"
“We've got to take them scparately,” said Gay, with a
chuckle. *They're going to scout for us and signal to ono
another, of conrse, when_ they've spotted us. But I think I
can give a wolthowl quite as well as Figgy, and. coo-ey as
well as Noble. I come from the country where they do it.
We'll dish the bounders, and if we can lay them by thé heels
we will pack them into:the hayeart in Giles's ficld, "and wheel
’em home to St Jim'’s.”"

shoulder, and nimbly
zon Grammarian scouts were

vl “ALGY OF ST. JIM'S!'!
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P e astant chuckloghafully ot B praafia
Gordon Gay wis an Australian, and had

idays in the bush at home; and he ki
beginning to_end. He was a first-class Boy
had taught his followers most of what h 1
mariin scouts Werc in a state of high ¢ they fo
i R R R Lo AR
of St Jims.

cout, and hn

directions in a low, quick vo
S0 rnm dxsn,ppum‘d inito
while, the St, Jim's scouts were very much on the

and the

swarpat
The Welves Tridighthied the ' wodd from the south,dnd tho
Kangaroos had gono further and entered it from the north.
seen-the moyement with his gl the tree-
top, and understood that, his party was to bo caught between
two fire o Saints know that Gay's troop would be
diffiul 16 cateh, howover, and the cautious.
Keep your peeper g s said, as they
plunged into: the wood. as a weasel.  Wo
don’t want to be caught napping like Tom Merry. It's up
to the New Houso to bring this thmg off.”
“Well, wo sha'n't give any wrong signals!” chuckled
Kerr.,
““Nofear. Now—->"
“Hold on, Figgy!”
haversack. * Bef
“ Put that grab away,
sulphurous voice. ** We

op
R Gay e

sid Fatty Wynn, fumbling in his
n S before wo start.

o £40: s 1" saidl Wigiing; 1 :

Came out to scout, not o feid.

o g e, shle ermb: Coy: mavsapeb st e Hugh svabs
away, or we'll chuck you ous of the patrol.”
b, I sy, Figgy——
“ Not a_word !
atty Wynn sighed, and elosed his haversack again. He

had thoughifully placed a lavge supply of ma\mm tm
and tho sandwiches haunte houghts. But Figgins, i
tho- bestmatuzed fellow in tho Wi
it came to business.
*“Scatter, and look for sign?” said Figgins
for_the signal of the Kangaroos, tool Go it "
And the Wolves set to work. ;
With groat caution, and ai'a distance from one another,

ugh
as ~Lu~l w hcn

14, was hard

< And listen

they advanced nort through the wood, looking for
“sign,” and lvstuung with all their ears ior a sound of the <
enemy. But the Grammarians seemod to ha dnappr-.md

into the earth, or to have vanished into t n air.
as he crept cautiously on hands and knees through a 1lucL
cl\\mp of undcn\(\ods, heard a faint signal from afar.

Coo-

Figgi m:ppmi and listened.

4 Coo -ey I

It was the Kangaroo signal. 1
1t came faintly through the ﬂnc}mh Fx;{gins uttered in
n-plé the low cry in imitation of a wolf

-0y I
Figgins mpmnd lns <wmﬂ and there was a rustle in the

thickets near hi aw a staff appear among the foliage,
and canghit o gl ok "a couple of khaki felt hats.
that you, Kangy ?
“Collan i

Tt was a quick whisper in Gordon Gay's voice.
sprang to his feet, and as he did so two Grammarian scouts
leaped upon him and bore him to the ground. Figmy
opened his mouth to shout, but a compressed handkerchict
was thrust into it, and the intended shout died away into a

urgle.

# Figgy was on his back in the brambles, with Frank Monk
nccling on his chest, and Gordon Gay ‘gripping his anns,

Wootton, major jamming the gag into his mouth. The
New Houss junfes sf Bt. din's s e tatly bl oless T
the grasp of Grammarians he could scarcely wriggle, an
he could not cry out to warn his comrades.

Gordon Gay grinned down at him, and went tbxouvvh lwh
pockets in search of somrth.n" to tie him with. He
the cord Figgins ha Tem Tom Merry, Mnch *had
been preserved, on o) e srteton, 4o
bind the Grammarians—when captured. It served now the
purpose of securing the unfortunate I' .anms

With a few quick and deft knots, Gay fastened his hands
and feet, and then tied the handkerchief m his mouth.
Figgins cnuld breathe through his nose, but he could not
talk through it, so he could not express his feelings towards
the enemy in words, He was reduced to glaring at them
ferociously, but his ferocious glares only made the Gram-
mmmns chuckle softly.

hat’s one " murmurcd Cordon Gay. “ He's the leader
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“Later on, when yvou've ha# a little more experience,
vou’ll learn that a signal can be imitated by another chap
who's up to snuff,” smiled Gordon Gay.

rgins simply wriggled with rage.  He comprehended
ully that Gordon Gay had imitated the Kaungaroo's
: oy 1" and thus led him to reveal his whereabouts. And
l:e realised, too, that his comrades would most likely fall
Into the same trap. From the thickets came a-low wolf howl,
ind Figgins recognised the peculiar note of Kerr. Gay and
Monk and Wootton jumped up from their prisoner. ~With
perfeet accuracy Gay imitated the cry; and then Figgins, in
enguish of spirit, heard Kerr come creeping through the
bushes towards the spot. r &

There was a sudden springing and rustling of the bushes,
and Kerr went down under the three -Grammarians. A
startled gasp escaped him, but that was all. He was gagged
before he could call out. In a couple of minutes he was laid
beside Figgins, helplessly bound. The two juniors looked at
one another with feelings too decp for words—even if words
had been possible.

“Two bagged!”
chuckle,

The two Grammarians moved away into the wood, and
disappeared from sight. Tigging and Kerr struggled
savagely with their bonds. It was net only the fact of their
capture that exasperated them. But they knew how the
Curlews woyld howl with laughter when they heard of the
result of that expedition to avenge the defeat of the School
House. Figgins & Co. had been, as a matter of fact, a little
cocksure ahout their success, and this was the result.

Ten minutes later they heard approaching footsteps, and
fwo Grammarians appeared, bearing a bound prisoner
between them. Another New House junior had been caught
napping. This time it was Redfern.  Redfern started as he
saw Figgins and Kerr, but he could not speak. He was
dimped down in the grass, and the Grammarians grinned
and vanished. They were, as Gay had declared, making &
collection, and it looked as if they would have a complete
“bag ™ of St. Jim's juniors.

* Coo-ey I”*

Whether it was a Kangaroo or a Grammarian giving that

‘

0
i

murmured Frank Mon]r{', with -a soft

$i;,-nai._ Figgins and his companjons could not guess. If it
was given by Gay, the imitation was lifelike. A couple

of minutes passed, and then there was a sound of crashing
boughs and brambles a short distance away. A desperate
struggle was being waged there, and Figeins & Co. wriggled
desperately, infuriated at not being able to go to the aid of
their comrades. The struggle ceased at last, followed by
gasping and panting. Then they heard Gordon Gay’s voice,

“ Phew ! That was warm !”

“Three of them, anyway!” said Frank Monk.
makes six !

“Roll ‘em along !

The prisoners screwed round their heads to see the frosh
captures brought in. They were Kangaroo, Clifton Dane,
and Reilly, of the Kangaroo Patrol. Half a dozen Gram-
marian scouts—all of whom showed signs of damage in the
struggle—bore them along, and dumped them dewn under
the tree with Figeins & Co.

Gordon Gay dabbed a streaming nose with a handkerchief
that became very red, and grinned at the frowning, gasping
row of prisoners.

““8ix!” he said cheerfully. “And all the leaders! Tt
won't take us long to rope in the giddy rank and file.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha "’

“ Coo-ey I"” came faintly from the distance.

Kangaroo's followers missed him, and were signalling to
him. The Grammarians crept away cautiously in the direc-
tion of the signal,

For the next half-hour Figgins and Kangaroo and the
rest lay in the grass, and wriggled in their bonds, and
slmost wept with rage. One by one the Wolves and
Kangarcos were brought. in by the Grammarians and
dumped down. Fatty Wynn was the last, and he made the
dozen complete.

*“The whole giddy bag ! grinned Gordon Gay. And then
he sounded his scouts’ call, to bring the whole Grammarian
troop together.

From all directions the Grammarian scouts came in answer
to the call, fifteen or sixteen of them gathering round the
prisoners. Then Gordon Gay ungagged the latter.

Figgins & Co. could use their voices at last, and they used
them loudly, They told the Grammarians what they
thought of them, and the victorious enemy answered with
yells of laughter, silence being no longer necessary.

“8Borry I grinned Gordon Gay. “ But this is where you
get it—where the chicken got the chopper, you know,
We've bagged the whole army.”

“ Ha, ha, ha 1?

“It's all right, kids,” Gay went on blandly.
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going to look after you. You must be tired after your
excrtions—getting caught in traps and things—so we're
going to save you the trouble of walking home to St. Jim’s.
Monkey, old man, eut off and fetch Giles here with the hay-
cart—to the road, I mean, as near as possible, and we'll get
these bounders along to the road while you're gone.”

**What-ho !" said Frank Monk.

“Look here! What's- your
Kangaroo heatediy.

" You ought to be grateful to us, Kangy. We are going
to provide you with a free. drive home—and tip_Giles a
couple of bob for the job,”’ said Cordon Gay. “ It isrn't every-

little game?” demanded

~ body who would do that for a captured enemy.”

“We're not going home in a hay-cart, you tltters!”
howled Figgins.

““ Well, you may be right, but my personal opinion is that
you are,” said Gay. *‘ But we’ll see, Bring ’em along, you
chaps, and prod em a little if they don’t hop it.”

The unfortunate Wolves and Kangaroos were compelled
to “hop” 1it. They were taken out into the road, where
Frank Monk and Giles quickly arrived with the hay-cart.
Giles was a stolid country youth, but his stolidity melted
away at the sight of the captured scouts, and he grinned.
The captured Saints were bundled into the eart, upon the
hay, and Gay gave Giles his instructions.

“You understand, kid? They're to be delivered at
St. J;En‘s--—this side up, with care. You're not to let them
loose. 3

“Yes, zur,” said Giles.

; e H,Em's a couple of bob, and mind you don't let them
oose,
And as the hay-cart drove away, the Grammarians stood
in the road and howled with laughter. The St.. Jim’s
fellows were more inclined to howl with rage. They were
““in the cart,” in a double sense; and all the way to
St. Jim’s they strove to corrupt the fidelity of the stolid
Giles, but they strove in vain. Giles drove on serenely,
apparently deaf to the voice of the charmer.
CHAPTER 4.
The Return of the Vanquished.

xe WONDER how those bounders arve getting on?”

H Monty Lowther remarked.

The Terrible Three were not enjoying that half-
holiday. They were very sore about their defeai-ut the—
hands of the Grammarians. Arthur Augustus D’Arey was
still more sore, from his enforced zignalling exercises. The
Curlews had gone down to the nets, and done some cricket-
ing, after putting Gussy through his exercises; and then
they strolled to the school shop and refreshed themselves
with ginger-beer, and discussed plans for avenging their
defeat.

““Oh, I expeet they're making a hash of it I” said Tom, in
answer to Lowther’s remark. *“They can’t handle Gay if
we can't.”

“We can, if we get another chance!” growled Blake.
“ 1t was all Gussy's fault we fell into a trap.” 3

“ Weally, Blake——""

“But T don’t think that silly josser will make the wrong
signal again,” said Blake, with a grin. “If he does, we'll
give him some more exercises.”

“I shall wefuse to have any moah exaheises!” groaned
Arthur Augustus. “I am vewy stiff and soah in the arms
thwough ovahdoin’ it. 1 have sevewal distinet aches and
pains in my beastly limbs."*

“Serve you jolly well right!” said Blake unsympathetic-
ally. “I+*wonder what's become of the Wolves and the
Kangaroos, though? It's time they were back at St. Jim's —
unless they've been caught napping too.”

D‘“ll;et.s go down to the gates and look for them,” said
ighy.

The juniors sauntered out of the tuckshop It was time
something was seen of the scouts, and Tom Merry & Co.
were curious to know how they had fared with the enemy.
For the henour of the school, they hoped they had “been
successful. But perhaps they would not have been wholly
disappointed to learn that the Kangaroos and the Wolves
L.ad found Gordon Gay & Co. too big an order.

‘“ Nothin’ in sight,” remarked Arthur Augustus D’Aicy,
turning his famous monocle in the direction of Rylcombe,

‘ Nothing ?”” demanded Tom Merry severely. “ And you
call yourself a scout! Look again!”

** Well, nothin’ but an old hay-cart.”

‘““No sign of the scouts!” yawned Blake.

“ What is Giles grinning at, I wonder?’ said Manty
Lowther. *“ He's got a grin a yard wide on- his chivvy.
Hallo, Giles! Where did vou diz up that face?”’

Giles grinned more broadly than ever, and brought the cart
to a halt outside the gates of the school.

* Arternoon, gentlemen!” he said.
““THE PENNY POPULAR," *“‘CHUQKLES,”
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® Arternoon ! replied Lowther aﬂmb]s.

“ 1 got something to deliver ’ere,” said Giles.

¢ What’s that?"

“ Master Gay, of the Grammar School, sent it,”’ said Giles.

* You youn, guntlvmvn can take 'em outer tho cart if
you like f:ew belong 'ere.”

& Thev 1" said Tom Merry. “ What are they "

From the hay-cart came the oxpl‘mdhon

“ Don’t stand there )dwmg all day!” said the voice of

Figzins of the Fourth. ~* Gef us out of this before the whole
sc-hoal comes rmmd 2.
I’rvrrim. \houtor{ Tom Merry.

“ Oh, my

“ The olel bzlmg grinned Giles. “ Master Gay, he ’ave
sent them ’ere \\L‘(h his compliments, young gvntlﬁ'm(‘ll A

“ Ha, ha, ha!

Tom Merry & Co. crowded round the cart, and looked inte
it. A dozen bound juniors were crammed together in the
hay. They looked at the Curlews with red and Tfurious faces.
Tom \ILrn & Co. shrieked with laughter.

‘ 8o you've come homo " roared Manners.

how you've done the Grammarians !

¢ And that’s
ha!

The roars of laughter brought a crowd to the gates at
once. Levison of the Fourth was the first to arrive, and
then came Mellish, and Gore, and Crooks, and Hammond,
and then Cutts and Lefevre of the Fifth, and Kildave of
the Sixth, and then a crowd more. And all of them, seniors
and juniors, howled with mirth :J.t the sight of the unhappy

Ha, ha,

Kangaroos and Wolves ecrammed in the bottom of the hay-
car

“Oh, crumbs! This takes the giddy cake!” roared
Levison. “ How did you get into that fix, Figgy?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! They don’t seem to have done much bettah
than we did!”" grinned Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “ It was
very kind of the Gwammah cads to give you a wide home,
K angy ! i

“ Aro vou going to let us out, you cackling idiots?”
dﬂm uided Redfern. :
¢ Ha, ha, ha!"
“ Cut these blessed cords!” shrieked Figgins. 3
Tom Merry shook his head, laughing.
“ No fear! We're not going to waste the cord. Besides,
it’s our cord, and we're not going fo destroy our own
ragerty.  Waste not, want not,” you know, Figgy; your

own words."”
“ Yans, wathah. It would be a wicked waste to cut the
cords, wmlhln R it, Kerr ?'"
“ Fathead ! gmwlod Kerr.
“Tla, ha, ha! Besides; it will be awf'lly good practice
untvin' the knots!” chuckled Arthur Augustus gleefully.

“ Figgay said so himself I

“ And there’s no hurry,” said Monty Lowther. “ No
hurry at zdl_ Untie the knots, dear boys, and don't waste
the cord !’

Tom Merry & Co., shaking with l'mvhter
the cords, unt\mg the knots, as Figgins C& ad done on
a_ previous occasion. They had not the un:hﬂsst intention
of using their knives. ** What was sauce for the goose was
sance for the gander,” as Blake smilingly remarked.

Half 8t. Jim's gathered round to watch the operation.
Giles stood stelidly h» his horse while it was going on. One
by one the anforfunate scouts were released, and rolled out
of the cart, with wisps of hay sticking all over them.

As fast as they were released they scudded away through
the gateway and disappeared, anxions to escape the circle “of
grmnmg‘ faces. Yells of laughter followed them as they fled.

Figgins was the last. Red and flustered and furious,
Figgins slipped out of the cart. He glared at the crowd of
howling juniors. The defeat of Tom Mvrn & Co. had struck
Figzins as funny carlier in the afternoon, but his sense of
humour seemed to be somewhat wanting now,

“ You cackling asses!” he exclaimed.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

- Tt was all throngh Clay imitating our signals—-"'

“ e wouldn’t take us in by imitatimg our signals,”

chuckled Jack Blake. * We're up to snuff, you bet I”
7% Yaas, wathah! -You were caught nappin’, Figgay, old
T wathah think the laugh is up against you now. They
Ha, ha, ha t”
And he bolted affer the

fumbled with

man.

©Oh, rats!” said Figgins erossly,

'rest, leaving the cro“d sereaming with merriment.

Jim's fellows
The

les drove away .in the hay-cart, and the St.
streamed back into the quad shakmg with mirth.
Kangaroos and the Wolves did not appear in the quadrangle
again that afternoon. hey preferred to hide their
‘blushes from the public eye.

“ It's funny!” Tom Merry g.lspod, as the chums wallmd
back to the “:vhcol House to tea. ““But it’s a defeat for
8t. Jim's. We've got to down the Grammar School bounders
somehow after this, and it's up to us to do it.”

vedSv— “ALGY OF ST. JIM'S!”
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“ Yaas, wathah!" said Arthur Augustus t.houn‘htfuﬂv
“ And I’ ve got a suggestion to'make, deah boys !’

“Rata !

“ Go and boil it!"

“It is a -weally vewy va]u.xbll. suggestion,” said the
swell of St. Jim's firmly, “and undah the eircs T think it
ought to be ddopb“d We can’t take an all-wound lickin’ like
this lyin’ down.

“ Well, what's the suggestion?’ asked Blake. “It's
barely poaﬂblo there may be something in it. Out of the

"

mouths of babes and sud\imgs you know

“ Weally, Blake——"

M“ What’s the wheeze, if you've got one?” demanded Tom
erry. -

“T will tell you, deah boy. What is wequiahed for dealin’
with awfully l‘w-*p boundahs like those Gwammawian chaps
is a leadah with bwains. Of course, I'm not a chap to put
myself forward in any way, and I ‘don’t want to push you
out of your posish as chief scout of the School House, Tom
Mewwy I’

“ What 1"

“ But undah the cires, and for this special oceasion, as a
leadah with bwains is we qumlmd I suggest that T am elected
leadah for the purpose of downin’ the Gwammawians!”

“ You—you—you suggest that?”

* ¥aas "

“Is that the idea?”

““ Yaas!”
“ You—you—you—"" Words failed Tom Merry.
“ Well, ‘'what do you think of the ideah?” asked Arthur

;’\llqustuc

11" can’t tell you what I think of it!" gasped Tom
Merry. “ There aren’t any words in the Fmvil\h language
oqu.ﬂ to it. .This is a time for action, not words. Collar
him! After leading us into a trap, and getting us licked, he
purposes to be made leader. There's cnh one thing to do.

Jump him !

“ Weally—— Hands off !

Bump !

The juniors walked into the house, and left Arthur
Augustus ID’Arey sitting in the quadrangle in quite a dazed
frame of mind. It was only too evident that Arthur
Aungustus's suggestion, valuable as it was, would not be
adopted.

Yawooooh 1"

CHAPTER 5.
No Takers! ?

HE Terrible Three were going down to cricket practice
after lessons the next day, when Levison of the
Fourth met them. Levison had been looking for

them, There was an unusually friendly expression upon
Levison's face, which was a plain enough intimation that he
wanted something. Like the Grecks of old, Levison of tha

* Fourth was to be feared when he came with gifts in his

hands. He gave the Terrible Three a vr\r_\' cordial nod, and
they Ht(l;}])\‘d politely. They did not like the cad of the
Fourth, but as he evidently wanted to speak to them they
oblirrvd him.

“1 suppose you chaps are thinking about the scout contest
that's coming off soon?” the Fourth-Former asked.

“ Well, we're thinking ubmlt cricket at the present
moment,” said Tom Merry. ‘ But we’ re giving the scouting
contest our distinguished consideration.’

“It's going to be a big thing,” said Levison. *8ir
Algernon Fane, the District (‘nmml-smm-r is coming down,
you know, to superintend, and to award the cup. He's
standing thr‘ cup himself, and there are other prizes. The
ol chap is awfully keen about Boy Scouts. - That gold cup
will be worth snmethmg The patrnl or troop that gets it
could keep it if they liked.”

el § suppose they would keep it,”" said Manners, * It's to
be key
“ Yes: but T mean th(‘\ could sell it if they liked. Tt must

be worth a good bit,” said Levison. “ That would be an
casy way of raising a good.sum of money. I shouldn't
wonder if it’s worth twenty guid.”

The Terrible Three looked very expressively at Levison.
But Levison did not notice their looks; he ran on cagerly :

“ Of course, it's not worth the fag simply for pot-hunting,
but a sum of money is worth exerting oneself for, what do
you think ?”’

“1 won't tell you what I think,
“You wouldn't understand.”

“I'm speaking to you as businesslike chaps,”
“There's no reason why a St. Jim's patrol shouldn’t walk
off with that pot. There's plenty of glory to be reaped,
though T don’t care about that, but the pot itself is valuable.
Lots of thOpb are entering—every blessed patrol in the
district, all the St. Jim’s scouts, and the Ciram-
raarians, and the village t"oopq and even Grimes and Pilcher,
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those shoppy. cads in Rylcombe are having a whack
I

rtat!

“"Phose shoppy cads, as you call them, are quite as good
scouts as we are,” said Tom Merry quietly, **and only a cad
would speak of them like that!”

““Hear, hear I said Lowther and Manners.

Levison snecered. 2

“Well, never mind that,” he said.  * What T was going to
suggest was that I join the Curlew Patrol, and help you, and
that we have a whack at the eup!”

“We're going to have a whack at it, anyway,” said Tom}
“and I don’t see that you could help us. You're not a
seout 1"

“1 ¢an become one, 1 suppose, :

“ Not quite so casy as you think, There’s something more
needed than shoving on a shirt and a felt hat. You've got
to get fit, and to train, and to be a decent chap—to say
nothing about doing a good turn every day. How many days
is it sinée you've done anybody a good turn?”’

“Of course, that's all rot!”

“If you think it’s all rot, Levison, you'd better let the
sconts alone, and keep out of it,”’ said Tom drily. :
“T'm after the cup, not after playing the giddy goat!” sa
f.ovison disdainfully.  ““Tf 1 do myself a good turn by raisi
the wind, I shall be eatisfied.  And 1 can go into training
casily cnough i Pve got braing too—I shall be able to
help. I don’t ask for more than a fair share in the tin when
the cup’s sold !

“ The cup won't be sold if we get it.”

“ (toing to stick it on the study wall, for fellows to stare
at?’ sneered Levison. a

“ Better than selling it. anyway. Besides, the Curlew
Patrol is full up; we don’t want any more in it. And, to pub
it quite plainly, Levison, until you change your ideas about
the scouts. we don’t want you!" said Tom Merry bluntly.

“Well, if you won't agree to scll the cup, of course I sha'n’t
come into your gang,” said Levison. T thought you might
be willing to look at the matier sensibly.” -

“My dear chap,” said Monty Lowther, ““if you wait for us
to laok at things as you do, you will have to wait donkeys’
Go and eat coke !

1t's easy enough!”

YErs.

And the Shell fellows walked on, leaving Levison biting his
bip.

" Blessed if T can stand that chap!” said Tom Merry. ‘It

would do him good te be a scont, and get some of the mean-
ness knocked out of him! 'T'd do my best for him if he
vanted to take it up in a decent way; but he’s only on the
make [

And the Terrible Three went to the mets, and forgot all
sbout Levison and his latest scheme. Levison remained in
deep and scowling thought for some time, and then lounged
away with his hands in his pockets, looking for Kangaroo.
He found the Cornstalk schoolboy, and propounded his scheme
to him. :

“ Sell the eup? said Kangaroo witheringly, * You mean
retter!  We're going into this thing for the honour, not to
money !’

Of course, that’s piffle!”” said Levison.
“Oh, clear oft !’

vison cleared off.
scouts to look at the matter sensibly, as Levison
regarded it. He walked over to the New House to try his
luck with Figgins & (fo. He found that celebrated company
in Figgins's study, discussing ways and means. © Funds were
lo and the question of tea in the study was paramount.
atty Wynn was especially serious about it.
“Hallo!” said Figgins, * Have you come to lend us a
quid, Levison?’

*No,” said Levison.
ke a chance of

“Pve come to ask you whether
making about fifteen or- twenty

you'd Ii
quids !’

Figgins sniffed.

“One of your blessed sweepstakes?” he inquired.

“0h, no! Quite above-board—and lots of honour and glory
into the bargain.  You chaps can have the honour and glery,
and I'll have a whack in the h. 1 want you to make me a
member of the Wolves Patrol!”

“1t’s a New House pat said Figgins. “ You can join
a patrol in your own House, if you want to be a scout.  But
even if we took you in, how on carth would that raise fifteen
or twenty quids?”

*“1 eould help you to win the eup, and if it was sold——

** Bosh ! said Figgins.

“Lot of good you would be in a scouting contest,” said
Kerr.  ““You're too much of a slacker to practise. Besides,
the eontest will be on fair lines, under the Distriet Com-
missicner’s eves, and there wouldn’t be any chance for your
peeuliar talents, Levison!”

“ A fellow with brains, and with his eyes open, can always
find chanees.” sail Levison coolly.  ““'These things can be
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worked. When we know the precise lines it is to run on,
we can put our heads together, and wangle it somehow.
You can depend on me for a dodge to steal a march on the
others, if there's half a chance of doing it!”

“1 dare say!’ said Figgins contemptuously.
see, we don't want to steal a march on the others,
~in the cup fairly, we don’t want it!”

“It's very likely worth twenty quid.”

““ Oh, cheese it!”
~ “Twenty pounds is a lot of money. You could get some
jolly good feeds for your share in it, Fatty !

Fatty Wynn's eyes glistened.
“So I could ™ he remarked.

Figgins glared at his fat chum.

“Well, you porpoise, are you thinking of selling the cup
if we win it—selling your giddy birthright for a mess of jam-
tarts ¥’ he demanded witheringly. 5

“Ahem!  Oh, no!" said Fatty Wynn hastily.

“1 should jolly well think not! If the Wolves get that
cup, they’re poing to keep it,” said Figgins, ‘' You can
clear .off, Levison! We don’t went any of your pre
schemes for the Wolf Patrol—or for the New House at all!
If you're keen on the cup, you'd better raise a patrol yourself,
and go in for it, You can call it the Skunk Patrol!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”’

K Slo you won’t take up the idea?’ said Levison, with a
scowl.

“No, we won't! But if you don’t clear off, we’ll take you
up, and drop you out of the window !"”

Levison scowled darkly, and lounged away. There were
other patrols in both Houses at St. Jim’s, but Levison did
not carry out his proposition to them. He felt that he would
not be able to get the scouts to look at it sensibly. Bub
Figgy’s huniorous suggestion that he should form a patrol
himsclf took root in his mind, though he did net intend to
call it the Skunk Patrol.

After all, why shouldn’t he try?  And he might be able
to find half a dozen fellows of his own kidney to back him
up; and even if they couldn’'t win the cup themselves, they
might ba able to *“ muck up” the chances of the other patrols,
as a punishment for refusing to co-operate in that excellent
scheme of winning the cup by trickery, and selling it.  And
that evening Levison of the Fourth was very busy, looking
for reeruits. : o

“But, you
Unless we

“7 say, Figging—"

CHAPTER 6.

Levison’s Lions!

o Y- only hat!” { ¥
Jack. Blake uttered that exclamation in tones of

astonishment, . §

It was Saturday, and after dinner, the afternoon being free,
the juniors of St. Jim’s were mostly thinking of scouting
practice.  With the big contest organised by the District
Commissioner .soon to come off, the 8t. Jim’s scouts had given
even ericket the go-by for the present.

The Cuorlews had just come out of the School House, and
Blake's exclamation drew their attention to a group of five
juniers in scout eostume in the quadrangle. i

They were dressed like scouts, with wide felt hats and

staves complete,- but they did not Jook otherwise much like
scouts. They lounged instead of holding themselves up; their

complexions did not tell of health or fitness, and there was a
pleasant lack of keenmness about their looks. 4

“Levison, by George [ exclaimed Tom Merry. :

“Bai, Jovel A new patwol!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, turning his famous eyeglass upon the group of
juniors, “Iam vewy glad to sée Levison takin’ this up?! - 1t
ought to be a vewy goaod thing for him!  Bettah than hangin’
ul:nut_:‘”mml:in’ chean cigawettes behind the wood-shed—
wh s

s, rather, if he means business,” said Tom Merry.

Levison glanced towards the Curlews, and sneered. Ilis
patrol was composed of himself as patrol-leader, and his
chum Mellisk of the Fourth, and Gore and Crooke of (the
Shell, and Pigott of the Third Form. -

Levison had looked in vain for a sixth reeruit, so the patrol
was formed of five members.  Fellows did not seem anxions
to join Levison’s patrol. Iven the Third Form fags had not
been keen, and Pigott was the only reeruit he had been able
to draw from the Third—Pigott being a young raseal of the
same kidney as Levison and Mellish.  Wally D'Arey, the
yvounger brother of the great Augustus, was patrol-leader of
the Jackal Patrol in the Third, and he bad declined to have
anything to do with Levison & Co.

Levison and Mellish and Gore and Crooke and Pigott were
a decidedly “ awkward squad,” and they realised it. They

reddened us they caught the eyes of the Curlews upon them.
I congwatulate you, Levison, deah boy!”

CHUCKLES, #*

*“Bai Jove!
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Arthur Augustus exclaimed. “This is wathah a new
departure for you, isn't it?"”

“1 dare say we shall do as well as some of you in the
contest,” said Levison, with a shrug of the shoulders.

1 am suah I hope so, deah boy," said D'Arcy cordially,
‘It is,vewy gwalifyin’ to see you fellows takin’ it up. I
had wegarded you as weally hopeless slackahs "

“We're after the cup,” said Gore.

“ And we're jolly well going to get it!” declared Crooke.
1 dare say we shall have a chance at it, without grubbing
about in woods and places, getting ourselves tired and dirty
picking up what you call scoutoraft!”

“If we can't get it without that, we jolly well sha’'n’t get
it at all, I know that,”” remarked Percy Mellish. “‘I'm not
looking for thing in the shape of work.”

““ No fear !" said all the new patrol together.

Tém Merry laughed.

# If you don't work hard, and get fit, you won’t have
much chance in the contest,” he remarked.  Why not pile
into the thing in real earnest, like the rest of us?”

SR » said Crooke.

e're going to have a good time, if we can,” said Pigott.
# Come on, Levison. We can’t smoke till we're outside.”
“ Smoke I"" exclaimed Tom Merry. “ Are you starting
couting with cigarettes in your pockets, u-silly chumps ?”

“ We're going our own way, not yours,”’ said Mellish.

vl “ALGY OF ST. JIM'S!"

Tom Merry & Co. crowded round the cart, and looked into it. A dozen bound juniors were crammed together
in the hay, They looked at the Curlews with red and furious faces.
““And that's how you've done the Grammarians—ha, ha, ha!” (See Chapter 4.)

‘50 you've come home!’” roared Manners,

‘“ And what do you call yourselves?' demanded Blake.
“The Cigarette Patrol?”’

“ Or the Monkey Patrol?” asked Dig

“Or the Rotter Patrol?’’ snorted Herries.

“ What’s the signal of the patrol?"” inquired Monty
Lowther. “ Do you make a noise like striking a match, ot
the sound of a cork being drawn from a bottle 7"’

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You mind your own business,”” said Levisen. * We'ra
jolly well going to put you in the shade, anyway. You
fellows have- been beaten hollow by the Grammar School
chaps. We're going for Gordon Gay this afternoon, and we
undertake to beat him hollow.!
rlews shouted with laughter.

Vhy, Gay will make chips of you!” exclaimed Manners
“ You'd better let the.Grammarians alone. They’ll track you
down by the scent of tobacco, for one thing.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Well, you'll see.

If you want to see how we deal with
Gay and his fellows, you can come along to the old barn
presently,” said L . “ We're going to capture the
bounder, and make an example of him.”

S Hazzhaha '
, shut up! March!” exclaimed Levison.

And the Lion Patrol, as Levison had named it—believing in
a good name, at all events—marched. They disappeared out
of the gates of St. Jim's, leaving the Curlews laughing.
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“T'm afraid those merchants are going to look for
trouble,”’ said Tom Merry. * The asses! E”I’o think that they
can capture Gordon Gay! The Grammarians will wipe up
the ground with them.”

*“Yaas, wathah 1”

“ We'll look in at the old barn presently, to see what they've
donn‘,” grinned Blake. “ We're more likely to see that
gll"lf‘ e been made mincemeat of than that they've captured

ay.

“ 1 should jolly well think so.
us,” said Lowther.

' Yaas, wathah! And if he beat us, that’s the last word,”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arey. ** I was thinkin’ of goin’ for
the Gwammawians this aftahnoon myself, if you fellows
would back me up.”

“ Rats! We're going out for pr

Levison a chance with the Grammarians,’
* March I’
- Half a dozen St. Jim’'s patrols were turning out for scout-
ing practice in the woods that afternoon. The Wolves were
given a start, and the other patrols were to track them down,
The scouts were soon hard at work, and they forgot all about
Levison & Co. But later in the afternoon—when the Wolves
had been duly captured, and all the scouts were enjoying a
feed round a camp-fire on the common—Tom Merry remern-
bered the Lions.

*“ T wonder how Levison’s getting on?’ he remarked.

“ Gone home long ago, I should say,” remarked Blake.
“ They've smoked all their eigarettes, and chucked it.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
“Well, we'll look in at the barn on our way back,” said
Tom Merry. *“ Levison isn’t much of a scout, but he’s
awfully deep, and there’s a slim chance that he may have
done something.”

** If he has, he’s done it by some rotten trick that's barred
to a real scout,” said Kerr,

“ Yaas, wathah ¥*

The old barn lay off the lane, at some distance from St.
Jint's, and it was on the homeward way of the scouts. They
sauntered homeward, and crossed the field where it was
situated, and as they approached the barn they heard the
sound of voices.

*“They’re there!” said Figgins.

“ Bai Jove! They are there, at any wate,” said Arthur
Augustus, as he caught sight of a figure in scout costume in
the deorway of the barn. *“ That's Goah !I”

“ And there’s young Pigott,” remarked Wally.
bet you they haven't captured Gordon Gay !”

£ ",Ncal]y, Wally, as your majah, I cannot allow you to bet

Why, Gay was too much for

ctice, and- we'll give
? said Tom Merry.

“But I

*“Oh, don’t you begin, Gussy!” implored his minor.
“Come on, kids, and let's see what Levison & Co. are
up to.”

The scouts quickened their pace, and bore down on the
barn. A loud voice broke upon their ears.

“ You rotters! Chuck it! My hat! I'll make you smart
for this 17

It was the voice of Gordon Gay, of the Grammar School.

Evidently he was a prisoner in the hands of Levison & Co,

“ My only hat!’ e¢jaculated Blake. * They’ve got him!
\\']mb,nss was it said that the age of giddy miracles was
past ¥’

“Bai Jovel! They've weally got him! I weally do not
compwehend this.”

_ “¥arooh!” roared the voice of the Grammarian, *‘ Chuck

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a yell of langhter from the Lions in the barn.
Merry’s brows contracted.

“They’re ragging him!” he exclaimed. “T veally think
i't'.s hgz’c-ky that we looked in this way. T faney we're wanted
here,

' Yaas; I was just thinkin® so, deah boy. They have no
wight to wag a pwisonah: That is not in the wules at all.”

Tom Merry & Co. hurried to the barn.  As they crowded in
at the deorway, a pecuhar sight met their gaze. The Lions
were all there—chuckling and trinmphant—and in the midst
of them, bound hand and foot, lay a figure in scout costume
—the figure of Gordon Gay. Levison was bending over the
prisoner, but he turned his head quickly as the scouts came
crowding in. .
= ‘“Hallo! Here they are!” he exclaimed. * Well, Tom
Merry, what price this?”’

ANSWERS
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 have done,” he sneered.

CHAPTER 7.
Fair Play.
ORDON GAY struggled to a sitting posture.
His hards were bound behind his back, and his
feet were shackled together,

; € ) He was a helpless
prisoner in the hands of the Lions.

And the young rascals had been ragging him, there was no,

doubt about that. Levison’s nose was swollen, and Crooke
had a black eye, and there was red running from the corner
of Gore’s mouth; proofs that the Grammarian scout had not
been captured without a hard tussle. But the five of them
had been too much for him, and he was a prisoner, and
evidently they were making him smart for the damage he
had inflicted. ~ Levison had a belt in his hand, and it was easy
to see that he had been licking the prisoner as he lay help-
less on the floor of the old barn,

‘* Lend me a hand, you chaps,” panted Gordon Gay. “T
know you are not in this; yon wouldn’t have a hand in such
rotten cowardly caddishness!”

“ Shut up!” said Levison, menacing the prisoner with the
belt. “ Do you want seme more?’

“ I wish I had my hands loose, I'd make you sorry you've
touched me with that belt!” gasped Gordon Gay.

Levison raised his hand; but Tom Merry sprang forward,
caught the belt from his hand, and tossed it away.

** None of that!” he said grimly.

Levison scowled.

“ Mind your own business ! he exclaimed savagely, * Look
what that rotter has done to my nose! I'm going to make
him suffer for it!”

** You won’t touch him I””

““Who'll stop me?” howled Levison,

T will!”

The cad of the Fourth clenched his hands for a moment.
But Tom Merry's hands were clenched, too, and his eyes were
blazing, Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“Of course, you're ratty at our doing what you couldn’t
“ You fellows were licked hollow
by the Grammar cads. We captured the rotter quite easily.”

‘“ Yes, rather! Caught him napping and nailed him,”
grinned Crooke.

“Only by a rotten trick!” said Gordon Gay fiercely.
“ Dirty tricks like that are barred among scouts; as you'd
know, if you were anything but a beastly cad |7 =

Blake bent over the Grammarian, and began to release i

* Let my prisoner alone I’ shouted Levison furiously.

“ Rats !’

“Don’t let him loose, Blake !” exclaimed Crooke uneasily,

‘He did not relish the prospect of Gay bemng released, with

so many scouts there to see fair play afterwards.

“Go and eat coke!” retorted Blake, his fingers working
rapidly on the cords. ' You c¢ads! You've tied him so
tightly it’s stopped the circulation.” s

* Serve him right!” growled Levison. “ We've got lots of
old scores against him.  And he’s our prisoner, not yours.”

“ He’s nobody’s prisoner now,” said Tom Merry. * If you
cads are going totake up scouting, yow've got to learn to play
the game, or we'll teach you.”

“We won’t stay to be taught,” sneered Levison.
on, yvou fellows; it's time we got home.”

And the Lions all made a movement towards the door.
They were anxious to get off the scene now: " Gordon Gay's
expression showed that if he had a chance of getting at them
there would be serious trouble for the Lions.

“ Don’t let them get away,” said Tom Merry. -

And the scouts blocked the doorway, Levison cast a furious
look round.

* You've no right to keep us here,” he snarled.

* And we're jolly well going I" exclaimed Gore.

“ Better try 1t! said Kangarco grimly, S rw

But the Lions did not try it. They did not care to attempt
to rush the scouts in the doorway. They remained chafing,
in very uneasy mood, while Blake finished releasing Gordon
Gay, and some of the scouts chafed his numbed limbs, The
Grammarian junior groaned as Tom Merry helped him to
his feet.

“It's the beastly cramp!’ he gasped.
were horribly tight, and I've been tied some time.
all right in a few minutes.”

“ How did they capture you?”’ asked Tom,

Gay's eyes gleamed. -

“ It was a rotten trick.
they must have sent it yesterday
here. It was in your handwriting.”

* Mine ! exclaimed Tom Merry.

“ Yes—asking me to come here and meet you, to talk
over some of the arrangements for the big contest’ next
week,” said Gay. I thought the card was from you, and
I came without suspecting anything. 'These rotters were
hidden in the barn, and they pounced on me as I came in."”

““THE PENNY POPULAR,” ‘‘CHUCKLES,” 1D,
i Every Eriday. n' Every gatu ay.é

a " . 5 #r i

‘ Come

“ Those cords
I'll be

I had a postcard this morning—
asking me to mcet you




" Every Wecfnes_da?.

Tom Merry turned his blazing cyes on Levison.

* You wrote a card in-iny hand?” he exclaimed.

“ Find out!”

““I don't need to find out! I remember your old trick of
imitating fellows' writing,”” said Tom fiercely.  * You were
noarly sacked from the school for it once. So that was your
precious scheme for eapturing Gay—forging another fellow’s
hand, and taking him prisoner by dirty treachery!”
<t All's fair in war !’ said Levison sullenly.

. Dirty tricks are never fair!” said Blake.

fWathah not!  You are a feahful cad, Levison.”’

“ When you've finished jawing us, perhaps youwll be kind
enough to let us go,” said Levison, with a sneer. * It's time
we got home to tea.”

“Yes, we're finished here,’”” said Mellish nervously.

“ You’re not quite finished,” said Tom. “ You've dis-
graced the school you belong to and the scouts. If you can’t
be decent sconts, you won't be scouts at all.”

* It’s not your business.”

1 am chief scout of 8t. Jim’s, and I sack you!” said Tom.
“ Let us find you in scout rig again—that’s all! If you had
any other clobber here I'd make you strip that off now!
You've disgraced it !”

“ ¥aas, wathah!”

* And now, if Gordon Gay wants to deal with you on fair
terms he's at liberty to do it, and we’ll see fair play!”

¢“ Hear, hear!”’

* Right you are!” exchimed Gordon CGay. I knew you
chaps wouldn’t have a hand in rotten tricks like this, ~As
soon as these cads collared me I knew that card hadn’t come
from you, Tom Merry. Levison, you were mighty handy
with that belt while I was tied up. Now let us see if you are
.as handy with your fists.”

Levison backed away.

“T'm not going to fisht you,” he said sullenly.

“ Yes, you are! Put up your paws!”

1 won't

“You'll fight Gay, or yowll tdke a licking with that belt,
me as you were giving him,” said Tom Merry guietly.
vison gritted his teeth. He could see that the St Jim's
scouts meant business. There was no escape for the raseally
leader of the Lions.

He threw off his hat sullenly,

“'m ready !” he growled.

““Make u ring 1" said Tom Merry.

Willingly " enough the juniors made a ring for the com-
batants.  They were all deeply incensed by the disgrace
Lévison had brought upon the school and upon the scout
uniform. ey stood round, with grim faces, to watch
Levison take his licking,  And there was no doubt that he
would et one. Gordon Gay was determined, and he sailed
in with grim energy. Levison put up the best fight he could,
as there was nothing else to do; buf in five minutes he was
completely knocked outf, and he lay gasping on the floor of
the old barn. Gordon Gay had hardly received a serateh.

* Now your turn, Crooke,”" he gaid pleasantly.

% I—I don't want—"' stammered Crooke.

oIt isn’t a question of what you want, but of what you're
going to get,”” said Tom Merry.  “ You can ficht Gordon
Gay, or take fifty strokes with the belt.”

i Yaas, wathah! Twy and find a little couwame, Cwooke,
deah boy, and wade in.”’

Crooke waded in very reluctantly.
minutes.

Then Gordon Gay signed to Gore to come forward. Gore
stood up to the Grammarian better than the others had done,
and the fight lasted ten minutes, and Gordon Gay received
some damage. But it-ended with Gore gasping on the floor,
with both eyes closed, unable and extremely unwilling to go

ok
1% Mollish, deah boy, take your turn—-"

S0 won’t!” howled Mellish.
‘.Oordon Gay laughed.

i Never mind Mellish or Pigott,” he said; ““they can’t put
up a fight. 1If Levison would like to begin again, now he's
had a rest—'"'

“*Go it, Levison "

¢ Pile in, deah boy !’ ;
But Levison.shéok his head with a scowl. He had had
enough—indeed, he felt as if he had had too much!

—48THanks to you chaps for secing fair play,” said Gordon
Gay, putting on his hat. I feel better now. So-long!”

And the Grammarian scout took his departure, Levison
turned a savage look on Tom Merry. A

£ T suppose we can go now?"’ he said between his teeth.

 You can come with us,”’ said Tom curtly. * You've dis-
praced -the scouts, and you're going to be furned out. You
are under arrest now."

* Look here—-"" i

“ Shut up! March them out!"

s

He was licked in three
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" And the unfortunate Lions, looking extremely crestfallen
and dismayed, were marched out of the barn in the midst of
the scouts.

CHAPTER 8.
The Order cof the Boot!

A-RA-RA-TA!
Jack Blake’s bugle woke the echoes of the old quad-
rangle of St. Jim’s,

Fellows were coming off the playing-fields in crowds, and
they gathered round to gaze at the procession that was march-
ing in at the gates. A

The Curlews and the Wolves and the Kangarcos and the
Jackals were marching in order, and in their midst marched
the Lions—under arrest.

The Lions did not look very lion-like. They looked sullen
and bad-tempered, and their faces were downeast, Their
staves had been taken away, and they were prisoners. They
looked quickly. about them as they marched into the quad,
but there was no chance for them to run. Tom Merry & Co.
surrounded them. Fifty voices demanded to know what waa
the matter, but the scouts did not ntter a word until they
had reached the middle of the quadrangle. There Tom Merry
gave the signal 1o halt.

Blake sounded his bugle again,

“ What on earth is the little game?’ exclaimed Kildare ot
the Sixth, who had just come away from the cricket, with
his bat under his arm, :

Tom Merry raised his hand. :
¢ Gentlemen and scouts of St. Jim's, look at these rotters
They call themselves the Lion Patrol. They have disgraced
the scouts’ uniform, and broken the scouts’ law, All St. Jim’s
is called to witness that they are hereby turned out of the
organisation of scouts, and forbidden to wear the uniform

agam.’”’

** But what have they done?”’ demanded Kildare,

““We haven't done anything,” growled Crooke. ;

“ We're quite prepared to go into that,” said Tom. ““If
you fellows want me to explain to Kildare what you've done,
I'm ready to do it, and to leave it to his decision.”

Levison gave his comrades a quick look. That was the last
thing he desired. If the head prefect of his House had known
of the trick by which he had lured Gordon Gay into the trap,
he knew it would have gone hard with him.

“Don't say a word,” Levison whispered.
their way.”

Kildare fixed his eyes upon them.

“ Well, what have vou to say?” he demanded.

“ Nothing !"” said Levison. And the rest of the Lions were
sullenly silent.

“ Do _you admit that you have broken the scouts’ law?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“ Yes

“ And disgraced the uniform?”

“Just as you like!”

“Yes or no!” exclaimed Tom. “This has got to ba
settled in public.  We want all the school to know that we've
done justice.”

““ Yes, then,” said Levison between his teeth.

“ That’s enough!” said Kildare; and he turned away,

“ Gentlemen and scouts of St. Jim's, you are all witnessey
that. these cads are turned out. They will now be marched
to the dormitory and made to take off the uniform they have
disgraced.”

“ Hear, hear!”

‘ March!” =

And the scouts marched the hapless Lions into the: School
House. They were marched info the Shell dormitory,
followed by a crowd of curious fellows.

Levison clenched his fists convulsively.

“ "Il make some of you pay for this!” he muttered.

“Well roared, Lion!" grinned Monty Lowther.

“ Take off that uniform !’ commanded Tom Merry.

“ Look here——"" >

“'Nuff said! Take it off, or it will be stripped off ”?

“ My clothes are not in this dorm!” howled Levison.

“ Wally, go to the Fourth-Form dorm and. fetch theie
clobber, kid! Get Pigott's things, too! Now, you rotters,
off with that uniform!”

The: furious Lions stripped off the scout costume,

There was no help for it; they had to obey. The garb of
the scouts was taken off, and Wally, returning with Mellish
and Levison's and Pigott’s clothes, the infuriated Liona
dressed themselves in their ordinary attire.

Tom Merry & Co. left them to dress. Their duty was
done—the patrol that had disgraced the scouts existed no
longer. The Lions would not be seen again among the scouts
of St. Jim’s. i

' Let them have
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Levison & Co. were in a savage humour as they dressed.
Their short essay as Boy Scouts was ab an end. They were
disgraced end humiliated in the eyes of the school; and they
were out of the big contest. For in the face of their con-
demnation, they eould not venture again to assume the scout
costume, Levison was biting his thin lips with rage. His
fury was against Tom Merry & Co. ; but the other Lions were
more meensed against Levison himself. They regarded him as
the cause of their misfortunes. He had persuaded them into
taking up scouting, and had led them into disaster the first
time they dorned the uniform. They gave Levison bitter
looks. s

*We'll make those blighters smart for this,”” Levison said,
gritting his teeth. * If we can’t enter the contest ourselves,
we can muck up Tom Mérry's chance. I've got an idea——""

* We’ve had enough of your rotten ideas ! growled Crocke.

‘“We're fed up with them I snapped Gore. :

-“ Keep your rotten idea, and boil it !” growled Pigott. * It
was a rotten trick, forging a letter in Tom Merry’s name.” -

“You didn’t say so before ! sneered Levison.

“It was a fool’s trick, too!” said Mellish. “Vou might
have guessed that they would be down on it when they came
to know about it.’

“You didn’t think of that!”?

“Well, T wasn’t setting up as leader.”

1 thought it was rather rotten,” said Gore, “and rag-
ging Gay, too, when he was tied up; I was against that!”

* Why didn’t you say so at the time 7

 Well, T say so now!” exclaimed Gore angrily. * You've
led us to a pretty mucker, haven’t you, with your rotten
schemes and plotting.  As for spoiling Tom Merry’s chances
in the contest, you can do as you like, but I won’t have a
band in it

*“Bame here!” said Mellish.

“And here!” grunted Pigott,
of that, too, T expect.”

Levison’s lip curled in a bitter sneer.

“So yowre all going to take this lying down?’ he de-
manded. “ You're going to let Tom Merry kick you out of
the scouts, and say- nothing 7 3 Z

:* Not much good saying anything !”* said Crooke savagely.
* Besides, I'm fed up with scouting, anyway. Gordon Gay’s
given me a black eye.”

“He's given me two!” grunted Gore, feeling his damaged
optics tenderly. “ To say nothing of being shown up before
all the school.”” ¥ ]

“It's all Levison’s fault,”” said Pigott, *“ and even now he's
not satisficd, and he wants us to back him up in some more
rotten schemes, I vote that we give him a jolly good
ragging.”’ S

* Good egg !

““Hands off, you rotters " exclaimed Levison, as the angry
Lions surrounded him, with threatening looks. ** If you want
trouble, you’d better tackle Tom Merry, not me. You were
tame enough with them I ;

<“Bump him !’ growled Gaore.

Levison made a rush for the door.. But hie exasperated
followers collered him before he could escape, and swept him
off his feet, -

“Help 1" yelled Levison.

“Youwll only make a muck

”

Bump! Bump! Bump!
“Yarooh! Help! Ow! Leggo!”
Bump! Bump!

“¥ah! Ow-ow-ow!”

“There !”” panted Gore. “ You were fast enough to rag
Gorden Gay, and now there’s a taste of it for yourself. And
if you spring any of your rotten schemes on me again, T’IL
give you some more! Yah!”

And Goré swung out of the dormitory, followed by the
rest of the Lions—Lions no lenger—leaving Levison gasping
for breath.

The cad of the Fourth picked himself up, black with fury.
Levison’s star was certainly not in the ascendant just now.
He had failed ignominiously, owing to his ineradicable pre-
ference for dark and tortudus ways, and his lingering hope
of laying hands on the coveted cup had vanished. He had
one hope left—of spoiling Tom Merry's chiance of winning
the Scouts’ Cup—and that hope was all the consolation that
was left to the deposed and disgraced leader of the Lions.

CHAPTER 9.
Levison’s Little Game.

., AT Jove, it's goin’ to be wathah a big -thing "
]B Arthur Augustus I’Arcy remarked to his chums, a
? few days later. ** All the patwols in the distwict
are takin’ part—somethin’ like a hundwed of them. We shall
have plentay to do, deah hoye, if we are to bwing it-off for
the Curlews.”
=~ Tre Gea: Lisnany.—No. -5

to a great extent, with the exception of

“A jolly big thing,” agreed Tom Merry. “ And the
Head’s a brick. The contest will last over two days, and all
scouts have leave from lessons to attend.”

** That's wippin’ 1’ :

“I saw Grimey to-day,” remarked Lumley-Lumley. ** His
patrol—the Cats—have leave from their employers for the
contest. Lots of the patrols are fellows in work, and most of
them have leave. T guess that’s how it ought to be. Rotten
for a chap to be stuck out of it because he’s in business.”

** Yaas, wathah | :

“The first contest is on Wednesday,” said Tom. ‘“That
will thin down the competing patrols. It's going to be hare
and hounds, under the vve of Sir Algernon Fane himself, and
all winners will be eligible for the second day’s contest. Mind,
you fellows have got to do the running of your lives.”

** Yaas, wathah! I intend to wun like anythin',” said
Arthur Augustus,

“ We're all pretty fit!” Blake remarked. Figgins has
been keeping his patrol in hard training. Even those blessed
fags in the Third are very keen. Not that they've got any
chance, of course.”

“ I should like to see Levison & Co. go in for it!” sniffed
Herries. ‘1 wonder how long they’d Iast in the run, after
they’ve smoked their filthy cigarettes. They’re lucky to ba
out of it, considering the form they're in!"

Levison & Co. undoubtedly were out of it. Indeed, when
they heard the nature of the first day's contest, they had no
particular desire to be “in it.” A hard run aeross country,
lasting. hours, was not exactly./in their line. Levison had
hoped to he able to score somchow by trickery; but there
did not seem much room for trickery on the lines of the
contest as laid down by the District Commissioner. Fitness
and determination were wanted, and not any of Levison’s
unigue talents,

But Levison felt that if he could prevent the success of
Tom Merry & Co. he would be almost as satisfied as if he
had won the Cup himself, ; : 355

And the rest of the ill-fated Lion Patrol shared his feclings
! ; Gore. Gore adhered
to his determination to have nothing further to do with
Levison and his tricks. But the other three members of the
disbanded patrol were at one with Levison. Mellish and
Crooke and Pigott looked on at the keen preparations of the
scouts with bitter eyes. Levison had been severely handled
by his followers after that scene of disgrace into which lie'
had led them. But after a time they had come round again,
They felt the need of Levison as a leader, if they were ‘to
effect anything against the Curlews,

And Levison’s brain was busy,

When the day of the contest was fixed, and its nature was
mado known, Levison & Co. met in Crooke’s study to talk-it
over. Levison had learned all the particulars, and he
explained them to his precious allies, ; e

“It’s a kind of hare and hounds, on a tremendous big
scale,” he said. . *‘ I understand that there will be a whole
troop for hares, and the rest of the troops will be the haoungs.
All the harés who get home and all the hounds who make
captures will be eligible for the second day’s contest, That's
when the cup will be won.  Any scout not turning up for the
first day’s trial will be out of the whole business, ot course.”

*They’ll all turn up, right enough,” said Mellish, oS

“ Not likely to miss it,” said Crooke. Why, the Head
tas given all scouts leave for the two whole days, if necessary,
Every blessed scout in the school will be there the first day,
and all the winners will be there the sccond. And. we shall
be grinding lessons in the Form-room, owing to the way
you've mucked up things!” :

* If Tom Merry misses the first day he will be out of the

contest,” said Levison,

** But he won't !

“ He might be made to!” :

““Oh!” said Crooks, with a deep breath,  But—but that's
no good unless the rest of his patrol miss it, too. - If the
other Curlews turn up they’ve got a chance all the same, and
the patrol will bag the eup and Tom Merry along with' the
rest.’’

** The whole patrol will have to be kept away, of course,”
said Levison. ** That’s the idea, It won't be any use their
complaining afterwards. The thing will be decided and done
with. I don’t care if Figgins gets the cup, or Kangaroo,
though if the Curlews miss it, I think it’s more likely to go
to the Grammar School. And that would be.one in the. eye
for all the cads who've been down on us.” i

"1 don’t care who gets it, so long as Tom Merry doesn’t,”’
said - Crooke. *‘I'd rather that butcher fellow in Rylcombe
had #.” ; > =

* But how are we going to keep the Curlews away ! asked
Mellish uneasily. * There are seven of them, and only four
t handle them.”

* No blessed fear!” said Piggott promptly.
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Every Wednesday.

Levison’s lip eurled.

“I'm not thinking of handling them by ourselves,” he
said. “ But we can work it. The -whole St. Jim's iroop
leaves here early on Wednesday morning to go to the place
where the first trial is to be held, on Wayland Moor. But
they won't all be zoing together. Lach patrol will start on its
own. 1It's a good long way to the place on the moor where
Sir Algernon Fane will be to hold the review. There's going
to be a review' beforo the trial. Lots of thines may happen
to the Curiews before they get there. If 1 had as much
money as you have, Crooke, I wouldn't ask for anybody’s
help in dealing swith them.” :

“ 8o it's my money you want,” said Crooke unpleasantly.
Crooke, who was the son of a millionaire financier, had plenty
of money, but he was not disposed to let Levison of the
K¥ourth have the spending of

It will cost some money,” said Levison. * Il pay my
whack, though I haven’t much tin. We'll ali do the same,
but you'll have to pony up most, as you've got the dibs, other-
W the whiole thing falls through,”

I haven’t any tin to pony up,” said Mellish.
And I'm nearly stony !"” remarked Pigott.

“It's up to Crooke,” said Levison. * Five quid will be
enough, and you were flashing about three or four fivers
the other day, Crooke, that you had from your pater.”

“Let’s hear the wheeze first,” said Crooke. * I've got
plenty of money, I know, but I've got sense enough to look
after it, too."

“ You know there’s a fellow named Lasker in Rylcombe,
a billiard -hm‘r} said Levison. * He’s got his knife into
Tom Merry for some reason—I don’t know exactly what,
but it was something that happened at the time Kildare
came back—you remember, when Cutts wus captain of the
school. T fancy Cuits had some scheme for keeping Kildare
away, and Lasker was helping him, and .then Tom Merry
chipped in and queered it all. ~ Anyway, Lasker would jump
at a chance of going for Tom Merry, and we're going to
give him the chance. My idea is to get Lasker to get a
gang. of roughs together, and collar the Curlews by main
force while they’re on their way to the review ground.’

“ My hat!”

“ Lasker would jump at it for nothing, only to get even
with Tom Merry, But his gang would have to be paid, but
s quid each would be enough. As a matter of fact, I've
spoken to Lasker about it already. T was playing billiards
with him yesterday at the Green Man. He's a friend of
mine, and, of course, too, Crooke. Heo's keen to get a
chance of zoing for those rotters, and he will fix it up with
Sﬂi:me of the Wayland roughs. What do you think of the
idea ?"’ :

‘“ And we don’t take a hand in it at all,’’ said Crooke
thoughtfully.

“ Not at all. We shall be quite safe; we shall ba in our
Torm-rooms while the roughs are bagging the Curlews.
There won't be anything to connect us with it, even if any-
thing came out. Lasker would have nothing to gain by
giving ns away. Besides, he wouldn’t be believed. And
the others won't even know about us. Lasker will take
them on for the job withont mentioning us.”

“ Seems pretty easy,”” said Crooke. “‘ But I don’t see
why T should stand all the tin.”

“Jt's up to you, Crooke—you've got tha dibs,”’ said
Mellish.

“(Certainly,” chimed in Pizotf.
scheme by being mean, Crooke.”

*“Three or four quid might do it,”* said T.evison, “and I'm
willing to stand half-a-sovereign; 1t’s all I’ve got.”

There was a warm argument for some minutes, but Crooke
finally gave in,

¢ All serene,”” he said. * But 'l come with you to fix
it up with Lasker, Levison. T'm not going to have you make
anything out of the transaction. I know you, you sce.”

And Lovison scowled and assented.

After lights out that night, Mr. Lasker received two
visitors at the Green Man in Ryleombe; and the arrange-
ments were made. y

Meanwhile, Tom Merry & Co.. were sleeping the sleap
of the just; quite unconscious of the scheme that was at
work for spoiling their chances of the Scouts’ Cup.

“Don’t spoil a good

Waylaid.

OM MERRY jumped out of bed at the first clang qof

“ the rising-bell on Wednesday morning.  That day wa
a joyous occasion for the scouts of 8t. Jim's.

‘There were no lessons. After morning Frayer, all members

of the St. Jim's troop were at liberty for the rest of the

ay.
The revitw on Wayland Maor was to take place at eleven
o'clock.
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the first contest, or trial, was to take fhce. The scoats
were required to take provisions for the day in their haver-
sacks. . A day's hard work was to be looked forward to; but
no true scout shrank from that prospect. There was nothinig
“soft ' about the scouts of St. Jim’s.

On the review ground they were to meet the other
troops—a troop from the Grammar Schoeol, another from
Rylcombe village, with the Cat Patrol prominent among
them; and others from various towns and villages in the
district, as well as a pairol from Abbotsford School,

In the New House, Fatty Wynn was superintending the
Yauking of the Wolves’ haversacks with anxions care. Fatty
Wynn did not mean to run the terrible risk of going hungry
during the contest.

The Curlews also made their preparations with great care
As the meet was not to be till just before eleven, there was
no hurry. Some of the patrols started quite early, however,
in order to be first on the ground. Figgins, at the head of
the Wolves, was the first to march out of the gates of St
Jim's, ‘and soon afterwards Wally led out the Jackals. Then
Kangaroo & Co. departed, in great spirits. The Curlews
weore not quite ready—Arthur Augustus 1’ Arecy was bestow.
ing extreme care upon his attive. D’Arcy was as careful
with his scout garb as with his elegant Etons, and as a Boy
Scout he was always the last word in elegance. = Finally,
Jack Blake dragged him by force out of the Fourth Form
dormitory, where he was giving the finishing touches to,
his attire before a glass. .

‘“Pway don’t huwwy me, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus plaintively, ““I am not at all suah that my tie
is quite stwaight. In fact, I have a howwid feelin’ that it
is quite cwooked—weally 1"

Jack Blake jerked his tie out of place.

“You can be quite sare of it now,” he said cheerfully.
“ Come on "

“1 wefuse to appeah before a (Genewal in the British
Armay with a cwooked tie, Blake.”

‘“ Come on !” repeated Blake, and he ran Arthur Augustus
out of the dormitory, and rushed him down the stairs.

Arthur Augustus arrived in the quadrangle breathless, and
in a state of great indignation. Tho rest of the Curlews
were there. The other fellows were already in the Form-
rooms, envying the scouts from the bottom of their hearts.

“ Fall in!” said Tom Merry.

“ My tie is not stwaight——["*

¢ Fall in 1"

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“ March !

“ Undah the cires—""

“ Silence in the ranks!" said Tom Merry. :

* You frabjous ass,” said Herries. *‘ If an enemy landed
in England, and we had to march out, do you think looking-

.

glasses woud be provided to tie your blessed ties. Shut
i
* Weally, Hewwies——1"" 3
The patrol was already on the march, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy had to march with them, making

surreptitious efforts to get his tie straight as he went.

* We shall be last on the ground, if we don’t buck up,”
said Dighy.

“*“TLots of time, deah boy,” said D'Arcy. " The weview
isn't till eleven o'clock, and it’s not half-past nine yet.”

‘Al the same, we don’t want to be laggards.”

“ Quick march !’ said Tom Merry.

The Curlews stepped out down the lane. They turned
into the wood, to take the short cut to Wayland Moor, On
the stile, as they passed it, a man was leaning—a man in
shabby clothes, with a face marked with heavy drinking, and
with a cigar botween his discoloured teeth. Tom Merry
recognised him as Lasker, the billiard sharper of Rylcombe,
with whom he had had trouble not so very long ago.
Lasker scowled at the Curlews as they vaulted lightly over
the stile in turn, and walked away down the footpath. As
they disappeared into the wood, Mr, Lasker’s scowl
vanished, and he grinned.

“ Walkin’ fair into it,”” he murmured.
that old score level to-day, Mister Tom Merry.”

And Lasker, in his turn, plunged into the wood, running.

““That was the wottan who assaulted Kildare the day he
came baclk to St. Jim's,” Arthur Augustus remuarked, as
tho scouts marched down the footpath. “ Wa might have
spent_a few minutes givin’ him a bumpin’.”

“No time to bump blackguards this morning.” satd Tom
Merry. “ Stick to the business in® hand—that’s the motto
of a scout.”

“ Yaas, but—-""

“ Gussy, old man, you talk too much. Youll never be a
good scout unless you learn to belay your jawing tackle,”
said Blake kindly, * Cheeso it 1"

“ Bat Jove [ IT—1"

1 was goin' to say that I heard somebedy wunnin’® in
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the wood,” said Arthur Augustus, turning his eyeglass upon
the thick foliage along the path. . L sappo those -
Gwammawian_boundahs won’t be playin’ %any tricks on a

day like thi.

not, ass!  Eyes front,”
y turned from the footpath, and led the way by
*a slight track into the woad. He was taking~the shortest
cut towards Wayland, and, knowing the wood like a hook,
hie did not pause for a single moment on the way. The track
brought the Curlews out upon the bank of the Feeder, a
tream that ran through the heart of the wood, and which
was crossed by a single plank. A quarter of a mile aw i
flowed into the deep, wide Ryll, opposite the island.
Merry uttered an e
stream.  The plank w

Tom
xclamation as they came out on the
s missing from its usual place,

* What rotten Inck!” exclaimed Tom. * Some ass has
taken the plank away! We've got to wade it. Tt would
take too long to go round.”

Blake bent' down by the ferny bank of the stream.

! That plank hasn’t heen moved long since,”” he remarked.
“Look here! You can see by the signs that it was here not
long age. Somebody has spotted us, and shifted the plank
o1 pUrpose.

I told you T heard somebody wunnin’
The scouts regarded the stream
it was generally very shallow, but
deeply between the ferny banks.
it. It had to be crossed, or at least half an hour wasted in

going up-stream to find a place where it could be jumped.

“ Come on!” said Tom Merry.

““We sholl make our clobbah wathah wet, deah boys.”

Tt will dry in the sun before we geb to Wavland,” said
Pom; *“and anybody who's afriid of wet elobber can go
rome and eat coke !

And Tom led the way, plunging in. The water eame above
his waist as he strods out into the stream. The eurrent ran
fast, but the patrol-leader stepped. carefully from stone o
stone, and the patrol followed ‘in. They crossad the stream
and clambered up the steep bank on the other side. There
they paused in the thicket fo shake the water from their
“lothés. They were quite off their guard, an omission on the

in the wood—"
dubiously. In late summer
at present the waters ran
But there was no help for

the grass, with their assailants. above them, they bhad no
chance whatever, :

 Knock ‘em on the ‘ead if they give troubie,” muttcred
ona of the rascals, who seemed to be the leader,

" Bai:dJove | J—?

“ Let us: go, yon hounds !’ roared Herries.

“ What does. this mean?’ Fom Merry
dignantly.  “Who are you??

* What are you up to?” Monty Lowther demanded, as the
rescals made no answer. “If you are thinking of robbing
, there isn't much to get, you scoundrels !
* Don't you jaw I’ said the leading ruffian,
a little joke, and we ain't robbing anybody.
us any ‘trouble, you'll get *urt. Savvy??

** Let us go!”

** No blooming fear. 'Old your jaw!”

Tom Merry made another cfforf to throw off his captor.
He was savagely angry with thom and with himself for being
caught napping, though truly the most: wideawake scout
might nevor have looked for ‘that sudden attack. But he
understood now that the plank bridge had been removed Ly
these rascals when they laid their ambush in the thickets
heside the stream. The juniors had thon walked right into
the trap. But what the tap had been laid for, and who
the rascals were, was a mystery. It was casy to guess that
they were roughs from Wayland town, but why they had
taken the trouble to waylay the Curlews in Rylcombe Waod
was not easy to guess. And how had they known that the
Curlews were out of school that.morning? Who had told
them that Tom Merry & Co. were free from lessons that day
and on their way to Wavland Moor?

© Keep quiet, will yer?’ Tom Merry’s captor growled,
“You'll g ‘urt, T warn yer. Keep guiet, and you won't
get no arm.’?

** What are you doing this for?’

“1t's a leetle joke,” chuckled the ruffian. “* Dan’t you ask
no questions.  Now then, get out of the hoat, Billy.”

The rascal so named had tied Blake’s hands with a rope,
and, leaving the junior thus helpless, he went down the
stream; and dragged a boat from its place of conccalment
under a drooping willow.

exclaimed in-

“ This ‘ere is
But if you give

part of the Boy Scouts, though He pulled the beat u

no dangmj was to be antici- stream to where ‘the rouchs?

pated. | There was a sudden waited with their prisoners. %

shout n‘? the thickets and a “ Now, you git in—sharp !

rush of feet. ha | the 27 exclaimed
Before the Curlew knew NEXT WEDNESDAY: Tomli\frr:-:‘h( i

what was happening . half a “ Yes, and quick 1

dozen hulking roughs hed ““What for? What do you &

rushed upon them, and . they
were borne to the ground.

ALQGY, or

want ¥
“ You'll find that out quick

enough.  Tumble in 1’
e % ST J I M’S : 1 \\'un'slf" said Tom Merry
G determinedly. * Look here,
CIHHAPTER 11, . L] we're ;:n our way m’ the re-
s riew of the Boy Seouts by
: _s_"‘_'“‘d“d‘.‘! > A Magnificent, Long, Complete T T ST
: U;]‘Ic;n 'l\-i!pq'-rv gree Tale of the Chums of into trouble for this.”
Zut,m-:-h{s-.(.'ur]o.\\'s St. Jim’s, The ruffian made no reply,

Jhud no ehance to buck up.
They had been taken utterly

Ly surprise, and they were
sprawling in the grass and
brambles, with the = roughs

eprawling over them,

The seven boys would not
ve had much chance against
CTOWH-UD 1men in any case,
wobably., But as it was they
L:;cf no chance at all,

But they struggled fiercely.

For the moment  they
fancied it was an attack of the
Grammarian scouts, But a

N

single glim of their assail-
unts unde: d them,
The assailants were men,

and they were roughly clad,
and each of them had a coarse
ved handkerchief tied over his
face. .

One of them, a very power-

fully-bwilt ruffian, had grasped
both Dighy and 1) Ax ane
the fwo juniors struggled in
vain in his grip. The other

outs had each one foe to
contend with, and found him
too much. Thrown down in
THE Gem LieraRv.—No, 330

BY MARTIN CLIFFORD.
Z o\

but he grasped the Shell fel.
low, and pitched him badily
into the boat. Tom Merry
rolled over in the bottom of
the old tub, gasping. One
after another the rest of the
juniors wi tumbled in, and
the roughs followed them.
They pushed off into the
stream,

The juniors sat in a furious
group in the boat, two or
three of the roughs watching
them, with cudgels in their
hands ready to quell any at-
tempt at re ance.

The other rascals took the
oars and pushed the boat away
down the little stream, the
water being too shallow for
rowing.

The boat clided out into the
Ryll, and there the oars were
put into the rowlocks, and the
roughs began to row.

The Curlews were more as-
tonished than angry. Bhe in-
tentions of the ruffians they
could not guess.  What they
could mean by thus carrying
off bodily a whole patrol of
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| ¢ad of the Fourth had been licking the
| panicd Gay,

As Gordon Gay struggled to a sitting posture, Tom Merry saw a belt in Levison’s h
risoner as he lay helple
“I’ll make him sorry he touched me with that belf 7

and, and he knew that the
s on the floor.” “‘Lend ne a hand, you chaps[»
(See Chayter 7.)

scoufs was an exasperating mystery. But the juniors began
to suspect that they were to be kepb from the review on Way-
land Moor, and they felt desperate. DBut a struggle was out
of the question. The foree against them was overwhelming.
The roughs had cudgels in their hands, and were cvidently
—prepared to use them i needed,

Y Where are you going?’ Tom Merry demanded at last,
as the boat was pulled out into the middle of the wide,
shining river.

There was no reply, but a chuckle,

‘I'he boat pulled on,

' We're being taken to the island.” said Monty Lowther,
in a low voice. 3

Tom "Merry compressed his lips. Ahead of the hoat now lay
the island in the middle of the Ryll. It was the lower island.
The other—the Hermit’s Island, as it was called—was far up
the river. But the lower island was in the middle of the
river, where it was widest, and on each side the stream ran
deep and wide, too dangerous for a swimmer. 1If the juniors
wera landed on the idand and left there they would be
prisoners as secure as if they had been bound hand and foot.
They could not doubt longer that it was the intention of their
captors to keep them from the scouts’ meeting.,

The boat bumped into the mud on the shore of the 1sland.

* Git out!”

“ Do you mean to leave us here?’ demanded Tom Merry.

* Yes.”?

* Look here!” exclaimed Tom Merry,

“I tell you we're

going to the Scouts Review.
made to suffer for it.”

* Yaas, wathah! You will find the police Jookin® for you,
You wotten waseals !

" We'll chance that!

The juniors exchanged glances.  The thousht was in their
minds to risk a combat for the possession of the boat. DBut
the chances were too much against them. 'There was nothing
for it but to submit. They stepped ashore, and the roughs
pushed off in the boat, chuckling. The seouts’ staves were
thrown ashore after them. There had been no attempt to roh
them of anything. Robhery certainly was not the object of
the attack. It was a trick to keep them from the seouts’
meeting, that was clear, and it was pretty certain that the
rascals had been put up to it by semeone else, someone who
was “ up against "' the Curlew Patrol.

Tom Merry clenched his hands fiercely as he laoked aftes
the boat, It was pulling 1y downstream.

 Well, this is'a go.’’ said Jack Bl “ Untie my paws,
Dig, old man. We are fairly in the cart now.”

** Yaas, wathah! It's wotten !’

* Well, we couldn’t do anything,” said Manners philosophi
cally. . “ There's no disgrace in yielding to superior foree,”

" Force majeure,” said Dighy. ** We’re not 16 blame, but
the other fellows will cackle when they hear of it. What on
earth have those rotters done it for?"’

‘I faney I know one of them,” growled Lowther, T
eouldn’t see any of their faces, but T think I know the volce

Tue Gem Lismrary.—No. 330.
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Git ashore!”
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of that rotter” who led them, though he tricd to disguise it.
[ believe it was Lasker.”

" Bai Jove! And he was waitin’ for us to spot ns as we
zame by, and it was Laskah I heard wunnin’ thwough the
wood,” exclaimed D’ Arey.

““T shouldn’t wonder,” said Tom Merry.
kpifo into ws. © You remnember how we dished him once,
when he was plotting with Cutts to down old Kildare. But
if it's Lasker he didu't plan all this by himself. Somebody at
St. Jim's must have put him up to it, or he couldn’t have
been on the watch for us just at the right time.”

“Somebody at St. Jim's,” repeated Blake.
not very hard to guess who it was!”

* Levison " said Manners.

‘ ¥aas, wathah, the wottah! When we get back——"

“'There’s no proof,” -said ‘Tom quietly. *“ There are
several fellows at the school who'd be glad to see us done in—
Levison or Mellish or Crooke or Cutts of the Fifth, p_v..rhap:.
But who's done it isn’t so important as how we're going to
get ont of it 1"’

““Doesn’t look as if we shall get out of it at all,”” said Blake
dismally.

The juniors looked after the boat.
round o bend of the river. Their
evidently without any intention of returning.
were stranded !

&

sker has his

*“Then it'’s

It had disappeared.

capt—crs were gone,
The Curlews

CHAPTER 12.
A Gallant Attempt!
: TRANDED ! said Tom Merry, between his teeth.

S “ And in an hour or so Sir Algernon will be holding

the review |

“ Bai Jove!

* Beastly !

“* No good sitting down and sucking our thumbs, though,”
went on Tom Merry briskly, “ We're in a fix, and we've got
to get out of it 1" 2

*“ Yaas, wathah! But how, deah boy?”’

*That’s what we've got to find out.”

The Boy Scouts were keen cnough to find a way out of the
fix; but it wanted some finding, as Monty Lowther
remarked.

They were stranded upon a lonely island.  On either side
ol the river, decp, dark woods grew down to the water's
odge, far from the island. The winding of the river shut
out the upper and lower reaches from their sight. Round
the island the river rippled and sang, the current going fast,
Below the island was the deep and dangerous Pool, in which
more thin one swimmer had met his death, as the juniors
knew.

The best swimmers at 8t. Jim's never ventured thera.  And
to attempt to cross the channel on either side of the island was
to risk being swept into the Pool—to death! For the current
ran fast, 'and on either side of the island the channel was
wide.

* Let’s look over the island fiest,” said Tom Merry. ** People
sometimes como over here, you know. There may be a boat
here—it’s possible ™

“But not likely,” said Blake,
look” 4

And the juniors explored the island in the faint hope of
finding“a boat; but there was no boat to be found. The
island, save for themselves, was utterly deserted—and the
deen wooded shores were deserted too.

As the day passod on, perhaps they would sight someone
on the shove, and by signals of distress obtain help. But
that would not help them so far as the scouts’ review was

- concerned.

The review was to begin at cleven o’clock, and immediately

afterwards the contest was to take place.  If the ¢

It's wotten 1’

“8iill, we may as well

‘urleves were
not_on the ground by twelve at the latest, they would be
exclunded from the contest. And it was already ten o’clock.

“'There’s only one thing to be done!” said Tom Merry,
after thinking the matter out with contracted brows for some
minutes,

*“ Pile in!” said Blake, not very cheerfully.

“1'm going to swim for it.”

“Rats!”" said Monty Lowther warmly.
Youw'll be swept away! @
drowned!”

“Yuas, wathah! My deah boy, T could not swim that
iny::leif!" said Arthue Augustus, with a sage shake of tho
108,

Towm Merry smiled,

*T.think T might do it,” he said:  “I'm going to try.”

“But even if you do it, we can’t,” said Herries; “and
you'd have to go a big distance to find a boat to get us off,
We should be too late, anyway |

Tae Gem Lisrany.—No. 330.
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": You could swim it with a rope to help you,” said Tom.

o But we haven’t got a rope.”

What’s the good of being scouts if we can’t mako a rope?
There are plenty of willows here, and we know how to make
knots of withies, I suppose, We've got plenty of cord and
string about us, too, to strengthen it.  Pile in and gather the
withies, and we’ll make a rope long enough to reach to the
bank. © Then P’ll tie it on to my belt, and try. If I can’t do
it, vou fellows can pull me back "

** And—and suppose the rope broke?”’

. ““Must risk that!” s

“ You're jolly well not going to de it!”’ said Manners
uneasily. ¢ There’s too much beastly risk about it !

“It’s up to us to geb out of this fix,” said Tom quietly,
Jand it’s up to me as leader to try to swim across. Pile
in and get the rope made. There isn't o minute to lose!”

“But T tell yonu—o2""

“ Orders!” said Tom.

And the scouts, with very uneasy feelings, obeyed. There
were plenty of willows growing round the shore of the
island, and “the Curlews were all skilled in rope-making and
knot-tying. There was no diffieulty about that part of the
business.  But a swimmer in the grip of the fast curront
might be swept away, and the strain on-the rope might be
too much for it.  And in that cass—— The scouts did not
care to think what would happen in' that case.

Tom Merry was determined, and Tom Merry was leader.
There was nothing for the Curlows to do but to follow his
directions.

The juniors worked quickly, and the willow rope grew
rapidly under seven pairs of deft and busy hands. It was
strengthened with string and cord, of which the scouts had
plenty about them. Forty yards of rope, ample for the
purpose, were finished in a very short space of time.

Then Tom Merry took off his boots and shirt and hat.  Ha
fastened the end of the rope to his bels. -~ His face was calmn
and quiet and resolute. ¥

“ You chaps keep the rope, and pay it out,” he said.
I can't stand the current, youw’ll have to pull me in again,
that’s all.  But T'll do my best !’ ;

*1t’s horribly risky I Lowther muttered.

Towther was very pale,

“ Yaas. I wish youw'd let me twy, Tom Mewwy !

Tom laughed. °

“It’s a leader’s place to lead,” he remarked.
ready I’

From the upper end of the island Tom Merry plunged into
the river,

The six juniors on the shore paid out the rope, as he struck
out into the stream.

For a dozen yards or so he swam steadily, breasting the
current, the rope trailing behind him through the water,

Then the anxious juniors on the island saw bim struggling
hard to resist the current that sought to sweep him away
down tho river.

Tom Merry was a splendid swimimer, and he swam his very
hest thon. - With all his strength he fought against the cirrent
that gripped him. 1In a slanting line he pushed on towards
‘the bank of the river.

The rope was paid out steadily, Ho was in the middle of
the channel now; but the slant towards the land had become
sharper.  The carrent was harder, and the first strength of
the swimmer was spent.

Still he fonght his way onmward.

The juniors moved along the shore of the island, down-
stream, to keep level with Tom Merry as he slanted away with
the current. z

They reached the lower end of the jsland, and eould go no
further. © The currenf had swept Tom past the end of the
island, and he was still far from the land,

But he struggled on gamely.

Ho drew nearer and nearer the land, the rope paying out
behind him ; but the Curlews could see that his gallant fight
was growing weakor.

The fast current was too much for him.

His progress towards the land ceased at last.
hic efforts, a swirl of the current swept him back.

He swam his hardest, but it was in vain.

Instead of gaining ground now, he was receding, and tha
current was sweeping him back round the end of the island.

*It’s no go!” Monty Lowther muttered.

Evidently the gallant attempt was in vain. ~ Tom Merry
was now past the end of the island, in mid-stream. Every
inch that he had gained had been lost. © But for the rope
fastened to his belt, the swimmer would have been swept away
towards the Pool.

Tom Merry realised that it was useless to struggle further.
A counple of sharp pulls on the rope gave the signal to the
scouts to draw in.

They were on the extremity of the lower end of the island
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new, and Tom Merry was thirty yards from them, in mid-
gtream. ° 3

The two channels, sweeping round the island, met with a
whirl and many eddics, and in the swirling currents it was
cifficult for a swimmer to win his way back to the island,
Without the rope, Tom Merry could never have returned.

The scouts drew the rope in slowly and steadily.

Their hearts were in their mouths. The fear was in every
breast that the rope might break—that the withies might give
2t some point; and if that should happen, the exhausted
swimmer would be instantly swept away to certain death.

Tem Merry was not swimming now ; his strength was spent,
He contented himself with keeping afloat, while his chums
dragged him in,

Slowly, steadily, tossed like a cork on the swirling river,
Tom Merry was pulled back to the island. - The rope held.

When he was a few yards from the shore, Manners and
Lowther plunged in and grasped bhim, and dragged him to
sufety through the rushes and willows.

Tom Merry sank down on the grass, streaming with water,
and utterly exhausted.

"Ehimk goodness we've got you back!” Lowther mut-
tered.

Tom Merry panted.

“1T did my best, you chaps!
for me!”

* You did jolly well I" said Blake.
it too!l It can’t be helped,
done 1

1 feel quite done !” gasped Tom.

He sat in the grass, leaning heavily against a tree, breathing
hard, waiting for his strength to return. And the anxious
scouts consulted upon what was next to be done. The best
swimmer..in the patrol had tried to cross to the land—in
vaii.  The attempt could not be made again.  What was to
be done?

Tom Merry rose at last to his feet, still breathing hard, but
pulling himself together with a determined effort, ;

* We're not done yet, kids!*

Blake grinned rucfully;

It looks to me as if we're done!” he said.
got another idea??

“* Yes. Never say die!”

e wathah ! Nil despewandum, deah boys!”
** Well, what's tho next dodge?”’ asked Blake.
A rafel” 2

The current was too strong

“You came near doing
By George, you look quite

*“ Have you

CHAPTER 13.
Not Beaten Yet!

- RAET !
H * Bai Jove!”
Tem Merry nodded.

““We're going: to build a raft!” he said.. ““ There's plenty
of wood here, and we've got axes and knives, and the rope
will eome in vseful for fastening the raft together. We can
make z raft, and get away on it. It will'be risky, but—-""

““My-only hat!” said Dighy. * It will be risky enough !
If we push off in a raft we shall have to float past the Pool
before we can make a landing. And if the blessed thing
caps ¥

it capsizes before we're past the Pool we shall all be
drowned,” said Tom Merry. ** But we won't let it capsize,
But—but this isn’t a case of giving orders. I don’t want to
drag you fellows into danger. If you don’t care for the idea
every fellow who'd rather stay on the island is free to do so.
But I shall try the raft.”

* Oh, rats !” said Blake. ‘' If you do it we all do it.”

“ Yaas, that’s settled. And if we get dwowned—-""

“ We won't get drowned,” said Tom Merry. ** You fellows
are all game??’

' Yes, rather.”

“ Then pile in and cut wood for the craft.
die !

The scouts lost no time. To navigate a raft through the
swirling currents of the Pool was a task of deadly danger,
and they knew it. There would have been danger for a
well-found boat. But they had courage, and they felt that
it was.up to them to make the attempt. Already. they would
be too late for the Scouts” Review, but if they could he in
time for .the contest all would be well. It was worth some
trouble and rvisk to baflle the rascals who had stranded them
on the island, and to take their chance in the scouts’ contest
held by -the distriet commissioner. . And there. wonld be all
the more honour to them if they won their way to the fleld
of action throngh so many dangers and diffieulties.

Never say

The blows of the scouts’ axes rang through the wood on the

island, % 2
The juniors worked with a will. A pile of timbor grew
rapidly on the shore for the making of the raft. Close by

v “ALGY OF -ST. JIM'SI"

“THE GEM"” LIBRARY.

One Pennys - 17

the island the water was shallow, so they began building the
raft afloat. Saplings and big branches bound together with
the willow rope formed the foundation. The scouts were
very keen on the work, and they began to enjoy the task as
the raft grew under their hands. Seven busy hands made
light work of it. Not a moment was wasted. The raft,
large and strong enough to carry the seven juniors, was
finished at last, and it bebbed in the shallow water where it
had been Luilt.

“ Now for it!” said Tom Merry.

The Curlews embarked.

With their sconts’ staves they pushed off from the bank.

The raft, rocking on the swirl of the current, floated out
into the river,

Tho scouts’ faces were very grave now, but they were quiet
and calm. They knew that they were taking their lives in
their hands, but they did not shrink.

But their hearts beat faster as the raft swirled away, and
they found themselves in the midst of the broad, rushing
river, :

The raft was well-built, and it floated well. But it was o
the mercy of the current. It swept on downa the river,
gathering speed every moment, the juniors crouching on
the mass of bound logs and branches, and holding on.

Thoe wide, deep Pool gleamed ahead of them now, and the
current was whirling them into it. The raft turned completely
round several times, and oscillated violantly. The water
washed over it, and the juniors were soaked to the skin, but
they hardly noticed it. Discomfort was a slight thing when
life itself was in danger. Even Arthur Aungustus D’Arcy gave
no thought to his clothes at that moment,

“ We're fairly in for it'now,” muttéred Blake.

Two or three of the juniors held wid: branches in their
hands, attempting to stcer the raft, bub the attempt was of
little avail. The current whirled them round, and hither and
thither. More than once, in the swirl of the meeting eurrcnts,
the raft was in danger of being sucked under. Put still it
floated.

Caught on a swirl of the current, it slanted away towards
the bank, and then again swept out into the middle of the
river, But it was beyond the Pool now, and the vielent
oscillations of the raft ceased,

Tom Merry & Co. gasped with relief.

* We're through the worst part!” Tom exclaimed, as be
gazed back upon the wild whirl of waters they had left bohind.
‘ All plain sailing now.”

! Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus, in great relief.
“ I weally begin to think that we shall not be drowned, aftah
all, deah beys.”

1 think we can guide it now a bit,” said Lowther.

The raft was floating more evenly on calmer water. They
floated away under the stone bridge of Rylecombe, two or
three people looking down at them from the bridge in
astonishment. Then they swept on down the river,

In the calmer water they found that they could guide the
raft. Carefully, slowly, they brought it te the shore on the
Wayland side. 2
- The raft bumped upon the rushes,

““ Heah we are, deah boys! Huwway!”

Tom Merry plunged through the mud and rushes to the
bank, and grasped the raft, and drew it closer in, .
Then the drenched and dripping scouts serambled ashore.
They gave a cheer as they found their feet on fire land

once more, ;

** Hurray 1

“ Bai Jove, we've done it, deah boys!”

“But are we in time, after all?” daid Blake erimly.

That was the question now. Hard work and pluck had won
a way out of the place of their fmprisonment. Put the Hme
had been passing. Had they gained their freedom for
nothing, after all?

Tom Merry jerked out his wateh,

It was a quarter to twelve.

** My hat! They start in a quarter of an hour at the latest,
They may have started now "’ said Herries dismally.

¢ And we're more than a mile from the review ground 1"’
said Digby,

“We reckoned the review would take an hour!” Tom
Merry said.  ** And it was to begin at cleven.” We have a
good chance yet. Welve got ta sprint, that’s all.”

** Yaas, wathah! Wun like anythin’, deah hoys.”

The Curlews, after their hard experiences, were not fecling
so fresh.  But there was not a minute to be lost if they were
to savo their last chance of entering into the scouts’ contest.

“ We've got to run for it,"” said Blake. **If any of us dvop
out the others had better keep on. It's all right so long as
some of the Curlews take part.  Whoever gets in in time can
represent the patrol.”

* Yaas, wathah!?

“ That's the idea said Tom Merry. “If only one of us
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gets in it will be all right for the Curlew Patrol. But all of
you try your hardest. Come on!”

And the Curlews started.

They ran fast down the bank of the river, and turned
off into the path to the moor. The moor was half a mile
distant, and by the time they reached it Tom Merry and
Blake were well ahead, and the other fellows were strung
out at various distances behind. There was still half a mile to
cover to the review ground.

In the clear morning air over the moor came. ringing the
notes of a bugle.

Three :hori sharp blasts.

“ That's the. signal for ¢ leaders come 17e-r‘>" " Blake gasped.

“ ¥es, The contest hasn't started yet.'

“ No. But it’s just going to begin.”’

“ There's time yet.”

They did not speak again. They wanted all their breath
for the race across the moor. Tom Merryv forged ahead, but
Blake "passed him again, ‘and held on. Tom Merry was still
feeling the coffects of his swim, und was not at his best.
Blake was at the top of his form fortunately. He glanced

back. The leader of the Curlews was half a dozen paces
buhind.

‘ Keep on!” panted Tom “ Keep it up! You'll get in in
ta'm- Blake. Don’t wait.’

‘ Right-ho !”?
And Blake ran his hardest.
e drew further and further ahead of his leader, and dis-
appeared smong the wild bushes of the moor,
Tom Merry panted on.

CHAPTER 14.
Just in Time!

IR ALGERNON FANE wore a satisfied look. The
Sbrnnud sear old soldier had reviewed a hundred
patrols on the broad expanse of the moor, and the result

had pleased him.  The St. Jim’s patrols had been well to the
fore. The Wolves and the hanrmrcos and the Jackals and
the rest had done very well. But they were puzzled to note
that the Curlews were not in the ranks. Kangaroo and
Figgins and their comrades had looked round many times for
Tom Merry & Co., without finding them. When ‘the review
was over and the commissioner was consulting the scout-
masters, the St. Jim’s scouts cast anxious looks round for the
Curlews. ]hit there was no sign of them on the moor. Tom
Merry & Co. had missed the review, and it looked as if they
were going to miss the contest as well. Gordon Gay, who was
there with the Grammar School troop, had missed his old
rivals, too.

And Pilcher and Grimes, with the * Cats’ of Rylcombe,
had also looked for them in vain.

“Tsn't Tom Merry coming, Kangy?" Gordon called out to
the Cornstalk,

Kangaroo shook his head. 3

“ Blessed if T know,” he said. ‘T thought they
leaving soon dfter us. T know they intended to come.
they haven’t turned up—— Hallo, there’s the signal!”

It was the signal for the patrol-leaders to join the scout-
masters in a group round the Commissioner. They left their
patrols, and gathered round Sir Algernon. Grimes tapped
Figgins on the elbow as thm went.

TWhere's Tom Merry's patlol‘ he asked.
“ Can’t guess,” suid Figgins. ““ They seem to be mi

were
But

it.! 3

“I know they were going to have a shot for the cup,
Kangaroo. * It’s jolly queer.
pened to them.

: said
Something ‘must have hap-

2 * Perhaps Gussy stopped for a new necktie!” remarked
Wally.

“ They wouldn't stay away if they could help it,” said
Kangaroo. “It's jolly hard lines on them.”

Mr. Railton, the School Hous» master at St. Jim’s, who

Wias among the scoutmasters, \l"'ﬂl.d tG BWﬂ"alOO.

he asked.
“1 don't know, sir. I know théy meant to come.’
1t is very odd. Unless they dl‘l]'\'(,' immediately tnov, will
lyr- excluded from the contest,’ said the Housemastor.
“ Surely nothing can have happened to th(‘m' 2
“T don’t sec what could have happened,
they’d be here if they could.
to delay the contest for them?

s but T know

i I—I suppose it's not possible

“ Quite llrlp(}aﬂb-(‘ Sir Algernon is néw going to give
instructions.” : :
“ Hallo I shouted Fggins. “ Look there! Old Blake!”

“Blake, by Jove!”
““This way, Blake! Where are the others?”

A crimson-faced and 1mntmlr scout came dashing up to the
THE GEM LIBRARY.-
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How is it that Merry and his patrol are not here, \uble""

is the principal character in one of -
the compl:te stories contained in

scene. It was Blake, of the Fourth, second in command of
the Curlews.  General Sic Algernon Fare and the whole
group of scoutmasters turned their heads to look at him as
he pantcd up.
‘“Are we in time?" gasped Blake.

Then he caught sight of Sir Algernon's stern glance upon
him, and saluted.

“What is this?” gencral,
eh?

said the g “ Another patrol—late,

“ We couldn’t help ity sir,” said Blake breathlessly. ‘ We

left in good time. The other fellows are just on here, if
there’s a mmurn to spare. Here comes Tom Merry, our
patrol-leader,

Tom Merry d xshw d up, and stopped, breathless, Kangaroo

catching him by the arm to hold him.

He saluted.

“ We're in time ! he gasped.

The general looked at him grimly.

“ Scouts should not be late,” he said quietl
have missed the review. Are you a patrel-leade

“Yes, sir. Tom Merry, the Curlews’ Patrol of St.

“ And you are late!”

“ It wasn’t our fault, sir. A gang of roughs collared us, zmr!
stranded us on the island in the river, to keep us aw
"'\:.pml Tom Merry. ‘It was a rotten trick by some fi llmw
whao wanted to make us miss the contest. We hld to build
a raft to get away, and it took a lot of time, sir.”’

“Po you mean to say that you left the island on a raff,
Merry?" exelaimed Mr, Rulton “You risked your lives!”

“ We had to get here, sir.”

The general's grim face 101&*{0&

“Well done ! he exclaimed.

“and you

Jim's.””

“If your patrol is here, you

will certainly take part in the ('onlmt though you are ardl&
fit for a run now, I should s

“Oh, we shall be ail right, sir!"’ said Tom cagerly.

“ Very well, vou will take your chande with the rest. Now,
patrol-leaders !’ said the general. * These are the conditions.
For the first trial there 1\1'1 be a cross-country run, 'Chirty

atrols will be seleeted for the hares, the rest will be the
from here to Abbot:fmd Iill, a

ounds. The run will ba

distance of five miles, then across country fo the ruined
castle near Waylund, and then here again. All the hares who
succeed in getting home without hr*m<Y captured ‘will be.

cligible for the contest to-morrow. All the hounds who succecd
in making captures will also be eligible. The seoutmasters
will now select the patrols who are to run _as hares. They
will have a start of E‘\Jttl\ five minutes.  Every scout is to
cross Abbotsford Hill before making for tho old castle.
Scoutmasters, at different points of the run, will superintend
it. Capture will be effected by a tap on the shoulder, and the
captured scout will walle back with his captor to the ncarest
scoutmaster to report. I think that is clear.

And the patrol- leaders rf'turm_d to their patrols.

Thirty patrols were selected for the hares, and this took
some little time, and while the scoutmasters were busy Tom
Merry and Blake sat down to rest and to watch anxiously for
the arrival of the rest of the Curlews.

They were not very far behind.  Arthur Augustus was the
first to rejoin his leader, coming on in great style.

Tom Merry waved his hand to the swell of 8t. Jim's, and
A‘.‘tlxm’ Augustus came up p_munn'

“Ts it all wight, de.xh boy?

“ All serene, Gus

¢ Bai Jove, 'that's ippin' !

“ Here come Manners and Lowther! ~ And Herries and
too " exclaimed Blake. ° They’ll be in in time for the
start; but, by George, they won't have much running left in
them 1"

“Pewwps we could wequest Sir Algernon Fane to put the
whole bizney off for an hour or so,” Arthur Augustus sug-
gested thou'rhifu]h. “ He’s a decent old Chap—m_§ patah

e d to him that your pater knows him, I've
no doubt that he'd do it like a shot "' said Bluke solemnly.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ There's the signal,”” said Blake. * The hares are starting.
Five minutes more, and we've got to be on the run again.”

The Curlews were all in now, tired and dusty. The run in
the hot sun had dried their clothes, but they looked anything
but spick-and-span.  But that was a matter of small moment
to the scouts, looks did not count for much.. They sat on
the orass and rested, and watched the haves start. The ** have-
and-hounds "' run was not an the lines of a paper-chase—there
was no ‘* scent.” It was chiefly a test of pluck and endurance
and skill in tracking. There were nearly two hundred harves,
and among them were the Grammar School Troop, led by
Gordon (;a\ and the Cat Patrol of Rylcombe. Ail the St.
Jim's juniors were in the pack.

A sharp signal rang out for the hounds to get ready.

hares had already disappeared over a swell of rising ground,

CHUCKLES, 2*-
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going at a good pace in the direction of Abbotsford Hill,
The Curlews lined up with the rest,

A blast on a bugle gave the signal to start, and the contest
began, And well ahead in the pack ran Tom Merry & Co.,
in spite of their enemies, in time to take part in the scouting
contest, and to try their hardest to win the Scouts’ Cup.

CHAPTER 15.
The Trial,

EVENTY or more patrols of Boy Scouts went sweeping
away across the moor, as the signal rang out. The
St. Jim’s Troop kept together, the patrols in line.
But as the chase went on the patrols separated, and then the
members of the patrols drew apart. It was every scout for
himself now. The Curlews were labouring under a dis-
advantage. They had been hard at it, in one way or another,
cver since leaving St. Jim’s, and they were naturally not so
fresh as the rest of the scouts. But they held bravely on the
chase. There were several hours of work before them, track-
ing and running. For the whole run the hardiest of the
hares could not have held out at top speed. After the first
burst of a mile or two they would slacken down, and then
the hounds would have a chance. The whole pack came
sweeping off the moor upon the high-road, and then swept
through the wocdland paths towards Abbotsford. And in t}m
wood a good many of the hares were captured, having halted
to ' rest, or incautiously slackened down in “the shade.
Kangaroo and Figgins were both seen leading away prisoners,
both of them Grammarians. A little later, Wally, the hero
of the Third, was seen miarching Pilcher away to report to a
scoutmaster. But by the time the wood was passed a good

many of the hounds had tailed off.

Digby was the first of the Curlew Patrol to give in. The
hard run to get on the ground had taken it out of him, and
he “dropped behind, after holding on as long as he could.
"By the time the juniors were breasting the-slopes of Abbots-
ford Hill, Manners was also among those who had tailed off. |

As the pack came sweeping over the hill in full ery, it
could be scen that their numbers were greatly reduced. But
there were still fully two hundred scouts still on the trail.
And some of those who had ceased to run hard were comin}-.:
t
was permissible to the hares to conceal themselves if they
chose, and allow the hounds to pass, and then follow on in
safety, so long as they reached, at some time or other, the
two turning-points of the chase—Abbotsford Hill and the
ruined castle near Wayland.

Manncrs and Dighby limped along, breathless and tired, but
resolute to see the run through, far behind the rvest of the
hounds. When the pack swept over the crest of the hill, the
two Curlews were on the lowest slopes.

“ They're gone!” Digby said, shading his eyes with his
hat, and scanning the bushy slopes of the hill before him.

“ There's a chance for us yet,”” said Manners, opening his
field-glasses. < T'll bet you there’s a good many hares still
on this side of the hill. Get into cover.”

Dighy ‘grinned, and stepped. out of sight
Manners drew himself into the branches c¢f a tree,
scanned the hillside through his glasses.

The pack were gone, the shouts had died away, and the
wide, bushy hillside seemed deserted. Five minutes passed,
and then Manners grinned as he saw a scout’s hat loom out
of a thicket a hundred vards away. A face followed, and
threugh the glasses he rvecognised Wootten major, of the
Grammar School. Another nioment, and the face of Frank
Monk appeared heside Wootton’s,

The two Grammarians grinned, and came out of cover.
They had knocked up in the run, and being now behind the
pack, they felt themselves secure. All they had to do was
to walk in a leisurely way after the pack, stroll round the
old castle, and stroll home, taking care to dodge stray
members of the pack en route. They did not know that one
of those ‘“strays’’ now had his field-glasses on them.

The two Grammarians walked cheerfully on over the hill-
path. - Manners slipped down from the tree.

“Spotted any of the bounders?” asked Dig.

“YesMonk and Wootton major.”

“Goad egg!”’

“Come on,’’ said Manners. “XKcep in the bushes here,
and we'll get ahead of them and cut them off. They're only
walking; they don’t want to overtake the pack, you know.™

* Ha; ha; ha!?

The two Curlews started off at a run again. They did
net necd to race--there was nothing to beat. Keeping the
bushes between them and the path taken by the two Gram-
marians, they ran up the slope of the hill, and were soon
well ahead.  Then they stopped, and lay in wait for the
approaching harves,

vt ALGY OF ST,
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Monk and Wootton came on carelessly. Behind two trees
close to the footpath, Digby and Manners watched and
waited for them.

As the two Grammarians eame abreast, the Curlews sud-
denly jumped out into the path, and two staves flashed in
the air, and the two Grammarians felt themselves tapped
on the shoulders.

“Got you!” said Manners cheerfully.

“Oh, my hat ! exclaimed Wootton major,

“Fairly caught!” grinned Digby. *“Come on, you
merchar We've got to report onr giddy capture.”
And the dismayed Grammarians were marched away.

Two of the Curlews at least had made good their right to
take part in the morrow's contest, and they were the two
who had fallen behind in the race. Meanwhile, how was it
faring with their comrades?

Tom Merry & Co. crossed the hill well ahead, not more
than a score of the scouts being level with him. Many of
the hares were in full view now, scooting down the slope of
the hill. Fields and meadows lay before the scouts when
the hill was passed, and i was necessary to keep to the
paths, as trespassing was forbidden by the rules of the
contest,

In the field footpaths a good many of the hares were
bagged and led off. The pace had settled down now to a
steady jog.

The ruined castle of Wayland cime in sight at last. It
was a mile outside the town, and on the border of Rylecombe *
Wood. Upon the old masonry of the ruins a good many of
the hares could be scen sitting and resting as the hounds
cam'izé in sight. But they started off again at sight of the
pack. -

With a whoop, the leaders of the pack came into the ruins,
Among the old ruins several of the hares were captured
before they could get away—Kerr, and Redfern, and Clifton
Dane, and Reilly making captures.

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his cye, and
surveyed the ruins for a vietim, His eye gleamed behind
his eyeglass as he caught sight of a scout’s hat just showing
over a mass of old brickwork, Some tired scout was sitting
down there to rest, and was evidently off his guard, as he
had not been alarmed by the whooping of the hounds as they
searched the ruins.

“Bai Jove! There's our man!' said Arthur .Augpstuw,
catching Blake by the arm. * You can have him if you
like, deah boy. You're more tired than I am, and you
won't have to wun aftah you've made a.capchah, you
know.”

Blake snorted.

“Who's tired 7"’ he

“Weally, Blake——

“Vou can bag that chap, Gussy!” said Monty Lowther,
with a chuckle. “T don’t suppose he’'ll be much use to you,
but bag him.” : 7

“You can have him if you like, Lowthah,” said D*Arcy
generously, s

“Not at all; T Ieave him to you.”

“Oh, all wight!” :

Arthur Augustus stepped cantiously among the broken
masses of masonry in the direction of the haf. The scouts
arinned as he went. Monty Lowther had recognised the

at, and knew that it belonged to Fatty Wynn, a member of
the pack, and therefore, of course, not liable to capture.
But Arthur Augustus was unaware of that little circum-
stance. 3

The swell of St. Jim's reached the shattered wall beyond
which the hat showed, bent cautiously over it, and jabbed
his staff down on the resting junior’s shoulder.

“(ot you!" he exclaimed trinumphantly.

“ Grooo-heooh I :

The captured scout jumped up with a gurgling gasp. He
had been drinking ginger-heer from a bottle, and the sudden
jab had disconcerted him. The ginger-beer had swamped
over his fat face, and Fatty Wynn locked as if he were
weeping ginger-beer. He dabbed his hands into his eyes,
and glared at Arthur Augustus over the wall.

“You silly ass!” he roared. ““What do you mean by
jabbing me in the back? You've jolly nearly punctured my
shoulder, you frabjous chump !

“ Bai Jove!” : .

“You—you fathead ! - You've wasted all my ginger-beer 1"
roared Fatty Wynn,

““Ha, ha, ha!? s

“ You've captured Fatty !’ roared Blake, " Ha, ha, ha !”

“] can’t be captured, you silly duffers!” shrieked Fatty.
“I'm a hound !”

“Then you're a lazy hound!” chuckled Lowther.

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“PBai Jove! I'm sowwy, deah boy! I tock you for a
hare I’ said Arthur Augustus. “ Howevah, it scrves you

wight for slackin’.”

demanded.
i
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Fatty Wynn breathed. hard through his nose. He had
been taking little **snacks” from his haversack all throngh
the run, and that, combined with the heat, made him very
thirsty —and now his-ginger-beer had been taken externally
instead of internally.

“You wait till I get over that wall, and T'llL give you
slacking I’ he snorted.

But Arthur Augustus did not wait.
pursuit of the hares.

He rushed on in

CHAPTER 16,
Well Run.
TOM MERRY was still well to the fore as the pack

swept away from the old castle, and took the paths

through the wood to get back to home—the review-
ground on the moor. There Sir Algernon Fane and his
companions were disposing of a picnic lunch, attending the
end of the run.

On the slope of the hill outside the castle Herries made
a capture, bagging Wootton minor of the Grammar School.
A few minutes later Blake captured an Abbotsford scout,
and led him off in triumph. The Curlews, after all their
troubles, were doing very well. Gordon Gay was seen for
# moment as he dodged into the wood, and Tom Merry was
on his track. Tom had marked Gordon Gay as his special
victim, but the Grammarian leader was giving him a hard
run. The numbers of the pack had thinned down very mueh
now—some from successful captures, but most from ex-
haustion. ' As Tom Merry dashed into the wood on the track
i:ff Gordon Gay, there were not miore than twenty hounds
eft.

In the wood more captures were made, both Redfern and
Lowther accounting for prisoners. The trees thinned as they
drew nearer to the open expanses of the moor. The pace
was much slower. Arthur Augustus was level with Tom
Merry as they jogged down the footpath.

“Bai Jove! This is a wecord wun, deah boy !” the swell
of St. Jim's gasped.  ““ Most of the fellows have chucked it."

“No wonder I grinned Tom. “We've been a good three
hours on the run.'” ;

“I am wesolved to capchah that boundah Gay. T have
spotted him thwee or four times, but he always disappeahs
again. He had the awful cheek to kiss his hand to me the
last time I spotted him I” :

‘* Ha, ha, ha 1

They passed Fatty Wynn, sitting in the grass and dis-
posing of his last sandwich. - The fat Fourth-Former had
Tun wonderfully well, but he had given in at last He
vodded to the Curlews as they trotted by.

“Gay’s only a bit ahead,” he said. “I saw him, only
he was toc quick for me. Go it!”

“ What-ho !” -

They came out of the wood at last on the open moor. Two
Tiles more of gorse and bracken lay between them and

10me.

Many of the hares were home by this time, but others
could be seen still on the run. A dozen were all that were
left of the once numerous pack.

Gordon Gay had stopped on a knoll, and was looking
back coolly. Lane and Carboy and Grimes eould be seen
with him. They grinned at the panting hounds as the latter
came trotting out of -the wood.

Gay put his hands to his mouth and shouted.

* Come on, you lazy dogs! Now's your chance "’

“Bai Jove! The cheeky boundah! Put it on, Tom
Mewwy, deah boy !”

‘Tom Merry put on a spurt, and forged ahead. He made
directly for the knoll. Gordon Gay and his comrades dis-
appeared beyond it, running for home. The hounds came
over the knoll; not a hundred yards separated them from
the hares now.

“Put your beef into it, deah boy!" gasped Arthur
Augustus.

They ran hard again now

Gordon Gay and Grimes kept well ahead, running casily.

hey were evidently still fresh, even after the long run; but
Lane and Carboy were losing ground. Tom Merry came
level with Lane, and could easily have captured him ;. but
he generously left him to Arthur Augustus, who was labhour
ing on behind, very nearly at the end of his strength now.

“Get him, Gussy !” Tom Merry called back.

And Arthur Augustus panted :

“ Yaas, wathah !’

A minute more, and his staff tapped upon Lane's shoulder,
and the Grammarian was a prisoner, and D'Arcy was in the
list of the successful.

Home jvas in sight now, though still at a good distance.
Gay and Grimes and Carboy were running hard in line, and
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Tom Merry was drawing closer behind them, but the rest of
the pack weére nowhere.

Tom Merry was running hard now. Unless he captured
one of the three hares ahead of him, he was “out.”

Gordon (Gay was the one he wished to capture, but the
Australian junior was running well. He could have left his
companions behind, but for the. present he was content to
keep pace with them., Tom Merry drew closer and closer.

General Sir Algernon Fane could be seen, on horseback, in
the distance, watching the exciting finish of the chase through
his glasses.

Under the eyes of the Commissioner, the last of the hares
and hounds were determined to do their level best.

Closer and eloser Tom Merry cane.

He was almost spent, but with iron determination he kep
on, his teeth set, and his hands clenched hard.

Closer and closer !

Only fifty yards from home, and only a couple of yards
between the pursuer and the pursned. Then Gordon Gay and
Grimes put on a spurt. Tom Merry could have tapped
Carboy on the shoulder with his staff, but he refrained—he
wanted Gordon Gay.

Heo passed Carboy uncaptured, and hung on the track of the
Gramma . Grimoes, panting and breathless, got home.
Gordon Gay was still just out of reach of Tom Merry’s touch.
Tom understood his little game—he wanted to keep the leader
of the Curlews on his track, and thus give Carboy a chance to
circle round and gét in.

And as Tom Merry realised that, he saw that Gay had
a good run left in him, and he gave up the Grammarian
leader, and swerved off after Carboy. Carboy dodged; but
Tom Merry was too fast for him, and the end of his staff
tapped on the Grammarian’s shoulder,

Carboy halted, the perspiration pouring down his face.

“You've got me!” he gasped.

““ A close thing, though,” said Tom Merry.

And they walked in, panting. = Gordon Gay was ‘ home.”

“Well run!” exclaimed Sir Algernon, “ Very well run
indeed !
And Gay and Tom Merry flushed with pleasure. Praisa

from the bronzed old veteran was praise indeed.

Y Well, vou nearly had me!" grinned Gay, as hoe thraw him-
self on the grass to rest. “ It was a near thing. We're both
in the game to-morrow "’

Tom Merry nodded cheerfully.

“ And Grimes, too!” he said.

Grimes grinned, as he mopped his streaming brow.

“It was a "ard run,”’ he remarked. * There ain't more
than fifty of the ’ares got 'ome. There was close on two
‘undred started!” :

““One hundred and eighty, to be exaet,” said Gordon Gay.
“ And that'll be the number of winners—either hares who've
gob in, or hounds who've mado captures, Here come in the
stragglers !’

As the tired scouts came in from all quarters, the patrols
were . called together. ~ All the Curlews gathered af their
leader’s call.

“Borry about you two chaps,” said Tom to Digby and
Manners. *“ But never mind—the rest of us have bagged the
bounders !’ -

“So have we!"” grinned Manners.

‘T thought you were left behind " exclaimed Tom.

““8o we were; but we found straggling hares behind, too.
We bagged Monk and Wootton major of the Grammar
School "

“ Hurrah!" ;

* Yaas, wathah! That's wippin'! Then all tha Curlews
have made capchahs!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
“We're-all in the final to-mowwow ! Huwwah!”

* Good news for Leyison!” grinned Blake.

*“Ha, ha, hal”

The Commissioner and the Scout-masters proceeded with
the examination, Of the hundred and eighty hares who had
started a hundred and thirty had been captured. Among
the victors the juniors of St. Jim’s were well represented,
All the Curlews were there, and a good number of the
Kungaroos, the Wolves, and the Jackals,

After the examination, the scouts who were eligible for the
morrow’s contest were lined up, very tired and dusty, but
very pleased with themselves and things generally. Then Sir
Algernon Fane concisely explained the terms of the final
contost, to take place on the morrow.

“ To-day there has been a test of grit and endurance. To-
morrow's test will be in scouteraft. The task will be to find
a hidden object, and that object will be the Scouts’ Cup
itself.  The cup will be hidden by myself, within the area
of Rylcombe Wood. I warn you that it will be very care-
fully concealed, and that the elues left for finding it will be
of the slightest, and will exercise your skill in scouteraft to
the utmost.  The cup, when found, will belong to the patrol
of which the members, or & member, succeeds in finding the
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cup. The contest will begin at the same hour to-morrow.
Before that hour the cup will be hidden in the wood. Here
is the eup !

The general held up the prize for all to sce.

The scouts gavo a cheer, and then the signdl to * Dismiss "
was given, and the troops broke up. Tom Merry & Co.
marched home to St. Jim’s, tived and dusty, but in great
spirits. s

As they cntered the school gates they met Levison of the
Fourth, with Mellish and Crooke and Pigott. Lessons were
over, and the one-time Lions were waiting for the scouts to
come in, quite certain that the Curlews were not in the
number of the successful.

“Hallo! What luck for the Curlews?’ asked Lecvison, as
he sighted Tom Merry & Co. among the dusty crowd of
sconts.

Tom Merry looked at him steadily.

** The best!” he replied.

Levison started.

“ The—the best ! he repeated, taken off his guard.
do_you mean? You—you—-""

“ Yes, you rotter " said Tom, in a low voice. “‘ 1 guessed
it before, and I know it now! You were at the bottom of
what happened to us this morning.  You hired those roughs
to waylay us, and shove us on the island

“ Yaas, wathah, you uttah wottah!”’

Levison recovered himself with an effort.

I don’t know what youw're talking about,” he said. *“If
vou've been slacking, and missed the contest, you need not
try to put it on me. I don’t know anything about it. I
suppose youw've fatled—that’s what-you really mean !

*“But we haven’t failed,” said Tom Merry coolly. “If
we'd missed the trial, we'd give you such a ragging that you’d
take a week to get over it.  Dut we didn’t miss it "

“ Wathah not !”

“And we're all winners!” chuckled Blake, “Put that in
your pipe end smoke it, my boy, instead of*a cigarette next
time ! : We're all winners—every blessed. Curlew in the
patrol '’

Levison’s face became almost green. He turned away
witheut another word; and his precious comrades, looking
nearly as sick as Levison, turned away too. Crooke glared
at the unfortunte schemer when they were out of hearing of
the scouts, and told him what he thought of him.

“You precious chump!” he said.  “It’s a muck-up, as
Wsdait —And what have we got for my quids—eh ?”

“Hang your quids!” snarled Levison. “1 don’t care a
rap about your quids! How did they get off the island? I
saw Lasker to-day, and he told me——" ¥
. Hang Lasker” said Crooke. - You've mucked it up,
or he’s mucked it up, somehow ! 3

*“There’s still a chance,” said Levison eagerly.
morrow——" 5

*‘I've-had enough of your rotten schemes
disgust. ** You won’t get any more of my tin!
coke ! .

¢ Buty I say—*

“Rats?

And- ‘Crooke stalked away. And Levison, gritting his
teeth with angry disappointment, bhad to realise that the
game was up, and that it was bevond his power to * chip in™
again to prevent the success of the Curlew patrol,

“What

“ro.

" said Crooke, in

Go and eat

CHAPTER 17.
o Victory !
TOM MERRY & Co. turned out cheerfully on the follow-

“ing morning for the final contest.

“When the St. Jim’s scouts started, they left the schaol
in a body; and if Mr. Lasker and his friends had sought to
make any further attempt on the Curlews, they would have
met with a warm reception. But nothing was seen of the
rascale, and the scouts arrived on the scene of action in great
spirits. -

}By eleven o'clock all the participants in the final contest
were on “the scene.  The Commissioner gave the word to
start,-and the hunt for the hidden cup commenced.

The woods swarmed' with the cager scouts, keen and un-
tiring on the quest. The Curlews kept together, That the
cup was securely hidden, and that only faint clues were left to
the hiding-place, they knew, and all their skill in scouteraft
was required.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass tirelessly to and fro in
search of @ clue. He discovered footprints frequently, but
they always turned out to be the footprints of other seekers of
the priza,

“The scouts. as they ranged through the extensive woods, left

‘sign’’ enough. In the very heart of the wood, amid tangled

thickets, a track was found, and Arthur Augustus was on his
knees examining it at once.
“I1 wathah think we’ve got it at last, deah hays,” he

weohioa— - ALGY OF ST. JiM'S!”
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remarked. “ There hasn’t been anybody this way yet, Look

at this, Tom Mewwy !
Tom Merry glanced down at the track.
“Rats!” he said. b

* Come on!
““ But what about this twack?”
* Blow that track {”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—-"’

‘‘The only track we want to spot is Sir Algernon Fane’s
track, if he left any,” said Tom Merry.

“How do you know that this isn’t the Commissionah’s
twuck ?’ demanded Arthur Augustus warmly.

laughed. -

‘s a httle too short,” he replied.

uppose vou don't know the exact length of the

al’’s boots ! g
“IF T didn't Fd resign from my position as patrol-leader.”

said Tom Merry calmly. “ I've taken measurements of Sir

Algernon’s footprints on the moor ;

" Bai Jove ! 1 nevah thought of that!”

** My hat!” exclaimed Blako admirvingly. 1 didn’t think
of that, cither. Tt was a jolly good idea. The old sport
can’t have gone through the wood without leaving a track
or two scmewhere.”

* ¥aas, wathah !

Arthur Augustus reso reluctantly from the trail. But the
sound of a “cooecy” from the woods showed that one of
the Kangaroos was theve, and explained the track. It had
been left by Noble of the Shell.

The hunt went on without slackening, and the Curlews
camped in the green glades of the wood to eat their lunch,
After a hurried midday meal, they resunied the hunt again.
It was arranged that a bugle-call was to be given as a signal
when the eup was discovered, but as yet the bugle had not
been heard. The hopes of the Curlews were still high,

** Any luck?’ askd Gordon Gay, coming along with a party
of Grammarians,

1 Not yet,” said Tom Merry, with a langh. “ The general
said he was geing to hide it carefully, and he's been as good as
his word. : .

srimey’s on the track,” said Gay, with a chuckle, “ He
found a bit of khaki cloth on a bush. The general was in
khaki, you krow. Grimey is following up that clue.”

* Bai Jove! Why don’t you follow it up, too, deah bay??

* Ahem! I happened to leave the bit of khaki there, you
see, from my sleeve.” X

= Ha-ha ha !

Gordon Gay & Co. went their way, and the Curlews rc-
sumed tho search. They scattered in the wood, hunting for
“sign.” The Curlew call was suddenly heard from a deep
glade, and the scouts hurried to answer it. Tom Merry was
on his knees in the grass, his cyes gleaming, He had given
the call that drew the patrol together. :

“ What is it?” exclaimed Lowther eagerly,

A track!”

Tom Merry was measuring the track carefully. The size
was exact. The print was faint in the soil, and would have
scaped any but the eyes of a very keen scont, . But Tom
rry had spotted it, and he was sure now that he was on the

tr o

" Keep back!"” he said excitedly. *“Don't blind the trail.
Stand clear !”

* Yaas, wathah

Bending low, scanning the grase with sharp eoyes. Tom
Merry erept forward, the eager scouts following close behind
him. None of their rivals were near at hand, though through
the distant woods could be Leard at intervals the calls of the
various patrols.

** Here's another I’ said Tom breathlessly.

“ Good egg 1™ b

It was a second track, fainter than the first... Whoever had
trod there had trodden lightly and cautiously. Beyond the
sccond track no sign was to be seen.  Thick bushes -and
brambles lay before them at the end of the stretch of grass.
Tom Merry, on his hands and knees, scanned the grass, and
raised his head with a gleam of triumph in his eyes. :

* Look at that!” he exclaimed.

** No footprint there!” said Blake.

“No; but there are several broken stalks of grass.  The
chap who walked here a few hours ago stirred up the grass
after him with a stick, the same as the Indians.do to hide a
trail. All the way here he’s left two footprints, but those
broken stalks are as good as a track. .

“ My hat! Tommy, old son, you ought to be chief scout of
the giddy universe!” said Monty Lowther, in great admira-

tion.

Blake looked doubtfully at the great mass of thorny bushes
before them.

““If the trail came up to this poeint the enp’s hidden therc,”

{Continued on page 23.)
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THE FINEST GAME.
QH UST recently I was at a big

public school, when some
Sixth-Form fellows were
discussing their favourite sports.
One maintained that footer Wwas
the best of all. It encouraced
speed, stamina, and strength,
said he. The cricket enthusiast
declared that King Willow
superior, because, in additi
health and fitness, quic
eye and action were culti
The schaol’s ¢hampion boxer,
of course, gave his vote to the
pugilistic art.
i appealed to me for a
Need T say that T did
ree with any of them?
all-round  usefulness,
building up a sound cons
tiop, for teaching self-reliance,
self-control, and quickness of
action, for the making of sturdy
and honourable manhood, thero
is no sport to compare with
scouti t_is the finest game
in the world!

HOW TO BEGIN.

Perchance these remarks may

stir some rteader to find out
for himself whether or not I
am talking twaddle. Let him

go to the troop or patrol of the Boy Scouts ncarest his home
~nd wateh the fellows. Would the organisation have spread
over Great Britain and the Empire like wildfire, would tens
of thousands of boys have enrolled in its ranks if it were not
good L

A Boy Scout before joining must pass the following test
He must know the scout laws, signs, and salutes; know ¢
composition of the Union Jack, and the right way to fly i
must tie four of the following knots—rocf, sheet, bend, clove,
hiteh, bowline, fisherman’s, middleman’s, sheep-shank,

He can then take the scout’s oath, which is as follows
promises, on his honour, to do his duty to God and the g,
to help other people at all times, and to obey the scout law.
He then becomes a Tenderfoot, is enrolled, and is ontitled to
wear a buttonhole badge.

After one month’s service as a Tonderfoot he is allowed to

Lecome a second-class scout by passing the tests in eleme: v
first aid, signalling with a slicht knowledge of the semaphore
and Morse alphabet, trael vation, covering a
mile in twelveminates af scout’s pace, lighting a fire, cook-
ing, =nd an elementary knowledge of the compass. He must
30 have at least sixpence in the savings-bank.
This test being ‘passed, he is entitled to wear a second-class
scout badge, after which, if he is ambitious to become a first-
class scout, he must pass ten other and more difficult tests in
swimming, running, rowing, or ecyeling, a knowledge of
saving life, a higher standard of cooking, reading a map
and pointing out the compass direction without the help of a
compass, tree-felling or carpentry, distance jndging, ete:,
when he is entitled to wear a first-class scout’s badge, and is
also qualified to act as a patrol leader.

Theso may look a formidable list of accomplishments, 'As
Rome was not built in a day the scout cannot cxpect to be
master of them without patience or determination.  But if
my friend is like the majority of scouts he will be as keen
as mustard to have himself declared efficient as early as
possible,

He

MARCHING OUT.
During the recent holidays T was amazed at the painful
extubition. being made by many patrols on the tramp. Sora
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BY A SCOUTMASTER.

is the principal character in one of
the complete stories contained in
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ind leg weariness are what
we are all prone to, but a little
common-sense will save hours of
torture.

Sl 1 2

oots are of the first import-
They should have broad

strong and well-fitting. ~ Thick
woollen socks are best.  Sore-

ness can be prevented by wash-
ing the feet at the end of a
:narch and putting on clean
socks,

Scouts with habitually tender
feet. should toughen them by
soaking them in a bath of water
to which a handful of powdered
alum has been added. Jefore
a march-out dust the feet with
boric acid, i
soaping, as is the custom with
old campaigners.

Leg - wearine:
blesome affair, :
rowing ' lads very often suffer
m 1t, some of the finest
walkers get attacks of it' now
and then.

The leg-weary often feel as fig

as - [iddles—good  for. another
twenty miles as it were—fees

the thigh upwdrds.© They
breathe quite frec their
shoulders are loose and supple
the whole poise of their bos
perfect.  But thigh and shin, especially the latter, feel
some vicious insect, armed with a sting like a fretsaw, was
busily engaged in rasping the aching muscles from the
bone,

Usually the front part of the leg below the krice suffers the
most. That long musele running from the knee-cap down to
the ankle is the one that causes all the trosble.

Now, just remember that, rough seaking, for every mile
covered, that muscle rises and falls over a thousand times—in
fact, fifteen hundred wonld be a closer ite for younger
scouts; and you will understand that it is justified.in develap-
ing a real, healthy ache when the ten-mi is reached.

You cannot cure it when on-the march. Only a good rest
will do that; but if- you follow my hint you can prevent it
from developing.

The remedy is delightfully simple.
to lay aside all desire to make a fine display of yowrself in
the ranks, and walk with bent knee, swinging the forward
almost flat, and placing heel and toe practically together on
the ground.

I admit that you will not look beautiful in the process, and
that a Guards’ battalion would be shocked at the sight of you,
but you will march further, carry more, and fare better than
those who stalk along with chest out and knees braced back.

CAMPING OUT,

Now that the warm wearher has returned once more the
thoughts of thousands of scouts will be turning to camping-
out,

In choosing your camping-ground remember, first of all,
that it should be dry, and covered with grass if possiblo.
Although it must be close to a.good water supply, it must not
be liable to flood if heavy rain comes on. It should ‘alse bo
within casy reach of a farmhouse or a village, from which
you can obtain egzs and milk, and suchlike things. You must
be careful to avoid camping in a wood, on newly-turned soil,
clay, or in the bottom of a narrow valley, as such situations
sure to be damp.

Try to find a place closo to a running stream, because you
will want.plenty of water for washing, cooking, and drinking.

Now that you "o your camping-place you can pitch yoar

CHUCKLES, 2

All you have to do is

ar
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fent, and start your outdcor life. When the fent is up dig
all zound it a shallow trench, into which the canvas can
drain, in the event of its being wet.

Be very careful, when it is raining, to slacken the ropes of
the tent, or even when there is likcly to be very heavy déw.
Otkerwise the canvas will stretch, pull out the pegs, and your
tent will collapse. Notat all a pleasant thing to happen.

Mind that your tent is put up so that it faces away from
the wind, and loop up the flies—i.c., the doors—of the tent
directly you get up in the morning, so as to thoroughly air
the place during the day. It is supposed to be quite safe to
sleep upon a.mackintosh sheet, but I advise you to have a
mattress which you have stuffed lightly with straw above that.
Have nothing whatever to do with sheets, as they easily get
damp, but take with you plenty of blankets to wrap yourself
in.  Even in the hottest weather the nights are often cold, and
the early mornings always so,

GENERAL ADVICE.

When thirsty on the march or in camp be careful not.to
drink much. Well or spring water is dangerous without it
has first been beiled. Put a small pebble in the mouth, and
yo]y. will soon be free of your thirst, for it encourages the
saliva.

Constipation, due to the exercise and change of habits, is
a frequent trouble when camping out. Eat plenty of fruit.
An apple eaten on rising, followed by a few moments bending
exercise will put you right. 3

When you are without.hand-lamp, flag, or whistle, and you
wish to send a signalling message, don’t forget that sinoke
can be employed. Build ‘a good fire, and then put on damp
grass or hay to make it smoke. A wet blanket is all you
need now. Cover the fire with it, taking it off to let up a
puff of smoke.

For 4 “dot,”” or short puff of smoke, hold it up while you
count two, and then replace it while you count eight. A
‘' dash,” or long puff of smoke, is made by keeping the
blanket off the fire while you count six.

To make flare signals you require your fire as bright as
possible, so make it by means of dry sticks and brushwood.

Two scouts hold up a blanket in front of the fire, between
it and those to whom you are signalling, so that your friends
do not sec the flame till you want them to.

Then you drop the blanket while you eount two for 2 short

flash, six for"a long one, hiding the fire while you count four
between each flash, <

Finally, let me urge all scouts to obey orders cheerfully.
Dan’t do more than vou are told. Be confent with doing your
part in faultless st Remember that scouts are expected
to show:the way in living a clean, healthy, useful life to other
fellows. Don’t give them a bad pattern to copy.
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“ Johnnie, you shouldn’t have ecaten' those preserved

fruits. They were placed on the tablé merely to fill up.”
“ Well, ma, that's just what T used them for!”

Towner: “ How long did it take you to learn how to run

Rownley: * Oh, five or six.”
Towner: “ Five or six what? Weeks?"
Rownley: “ Noj; automobiles,”

“ Papa!” little Johnnie began.

“ Now, what do you want?’ asked his suffering father, with
the emphasis on the  now.” .

“ Will my hair fall off when it’s ripe, like yours

Visitor: * Your husband seems to be very affectionate. He
always ealls you his dear wife.”

Wife: ** Ah, yes; but don’t you notice the emphasis on
¢ dear 7777,

P

> .

“ Mamma,” said her boy, “I just made a bet.”

“ What was it?"’ she asked.

“1 bet Billy my cap against two shoe-buttons that you'd
give me a penny to get some apples with. You don’t want
me to lose my cap, do you?’

He got the penny.

st  CALGY QF SI. JIMLS!"
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he remarked. “ That doesn’t look as if anybody had been
through it.”

“We'll-see '

The scouts parted the branches carefully, seanning them
for sign. A tiny fragment of khaki cloth, caught on a thorn,
was discerned by Tom Merry's watchful eyes.

‘ He eame through here !’

But a few yards further on the tangled thicket was impene-
irable, and the scouts halted among the thorns, in doubt.
Tom Merry locked round him and above him. Over the
thickets stretched a great low branch of a big tree. It was
barely within reach of the scouts’ finger-tips.

‘“ (3ive me a bunk up!”? said Tom.

“My word!” said Dighy. *“ You think——"

“ Sir Algernon is tall. He ecould easilty have pulled him-
self up by that branch if he'd wanted to,” said Tom. *‘T'm
going to sce, anyway.”’

Tom Merry was hoisted on the shoulders of Lowther and
Blake. He gripped the branch, and drew himself upon it.
Then an exclamation of triumph was heard.

* Sign !l

Blake serambled up after his leader.

*“ What is it?"

“Look at that!”

It was a broken twig on the bough, eut of sight from the
ground, but plainly to be seen now.

“He pulled himself up here,”” said Tom, his eyes ablaze
with excitement. ‘* Come on!”

He crawled along the bough.  TIn a few moments he
reached the main trunk. Below, growing thickly round the
huge tree, was an impenetrable mass of thickets. The general
had certainly not descended there.  If he had been there at
all he had gonie bsck the way he had come. Then where was
the eup? The Curlews felt that they were elose upon success
now.

Tom Merry & Co. erawled into the branches of the trec.
Fvery recess was seanned in vain, - Then Tom crawled back
to tho low branch, and scanned the massive trunk below. He
reached down as low as he could, and dragged back the
brambles that' hid the trunk.

His hand had found a hollow in the old trunk, hidden
hitherto by the brambles. His eager fingers glided in he
hollow, and closed upon a hard object of metal! Ho dr
out, and held it aloft, and there was a glimmer of meta
the sun-rays that glinted through the foliage.

The Curlews, elinging to the boughs, burst into a cheer.

““'The cup! Hurray! Hip, hip hurray I’

“The bugle, Blake, old man!”

“ Sound tho loud timbrel!” grinned Monty Lowther.

Blake grinued and put the bugle to his lips,

Ta-ra-ra-ra-tara!

The bugle-blast rang through the wood, to tell the scarch-
ing seouts that the hunt was over, and that the prize was
found. Tom Merry & Co. scrambled along the branch again,
and dropped from it, and in th¢ glude Blake sounded the
bugle again. From all sides came the scouts now, eager to
discover who was the vietor, and to sece the ocup.

“Tom Merry!” exclaimed Gordon Gay, as he came panting
up. ** Youw've got it?”’

* Behold " laughed Tom Merry.

* My ‘at!” said Grimes. ** You've dono it!”

“The Curlews win!” chortled Blake, - ! Hurray for the
giddy Curlews!”’ v
** Hip, hip, hurray 1"

The hunt was over, and Tom Merry & Co. had triumphed.
The St Jim’s scouts marched home, and the Wolves and
the Kangaroos and the Jackals rejor almost. as much as
the Curlews, for, at least, the much-coveted trophy had come
to St. Jim's,
Levison's face was a study when he saw the seouts march
in with the Scouts’ Cup in the proud possession of the Curlews.
But nobody cared what Levison thought about the matter.
The Curlew had won the cup, and they rejoiced. And that
evening there was a tremendous celebration of the victory, in
which all the scouts of St. Jim's joined, and the Scouts’ Cup
reposed in a place of honour in Tom Merry's study, for ever
afterwards the proudest possession of the Curlew Patrol!
THE EXND.,

{Another magnificent, long complete tale of Tom
Merry & Co. next Wednesday, entitled, " Algy of
St. Jim's !’ by Martin Clifford. Order in advance.’
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PLAYING THE GAME!

A Splemndcid Tale of Sclhiocl, Bpozﬁt, and Adventiire.

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.
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INTRODUCTION.

Geoffrey Foster, one of the most popular members. of
Grovehouse Scheol, is elected to fill a vacant place in the
school cricket team. His victory earns him the enmity of
Bangley Jeffcock, who tried means fair and foul to secure the
coveted position for his chum Weames, Together they plot
to ruin Yoster. The latter's father, who controls a company
with Jeffcock senior, is made responsible for the failure of the
company, and a warrant is issued for his arrest. The charge
preferred 1s that Major Foster made use of the company’s
money for his own purposes. After saying good-bye to his
son, Major Foster flees the country.” A trumped up charge
of robbery is brought against Geoffrey, and he is expelled
from the gchool. After seeing his mother at his uncle’s house.
Geoffrey sets out for fame and fortune.

Geoffrey is offered a place in the Surrey County Cricket
Club, and in his first match—Surrey versus Notts—he does
some good work for his team.

. Later, Geoffrey once more meets Patrick Mulready, who
informs him that trouble is coming in South Africa, and
that a man named Joo Gost, who has raised a troop of men
to fight the insurgents, is none other than Major Foster,
Geofirey's father |~ Mulready forms a band of men, and s
to help Joe Gost; and Geoffrey returns to play for Surrey.
In the match against Lancashire rain stops the play, and
Surrey return to London.

(Now go on with the story.)

Burrey v. Somersetshire at the Oval—Jeffcock Receives
a Message—The Two Ruffians—A Blackguardly
Attack—Trooper Haines, of the 29th Hussars, to
the Rescue.

Mud can never be thrown at the most innocent person with-
out some of it sticking, and though Geoffrey Fostor had two
powerful champions in Jellotson and Hewitt, he found that
slowly but surely the members of the Surrey CUricket Club
began to regard him with suspicion.

To a sensitive nature such as his, and innocent of all wrong-
doing as he was, he suffered acutely, but, sciling a brave face
agamnst his enemies, he determinad to fight the battle out
bravely to the very end.

Jeffcock, who now played regularly for the team, and who
showed decent if not brilliant form, was continually annoyed
at the prowess of Jellotson and Hewitt with the bat. and of
Foster and Williamson with the ball.  His own bowling,
which had been considered very good at Grovehouse, ‘was
never required at all, and, envious of all others’ successes as
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Jhe was at all times, he would rather have seen Surrey fail
and have got a chance of bowling himself, thun sce them
succeed and find his own services not required. e

And day after day, when a break in his studies at Sand-
hurst permitted him to play for his county, he would sit in
the pavilion, while the Surrey innings was being played, and
think out schemes for the injury of the lad he hated. -

His dislike of Geoffrey amounted almost to a form of mad-
ness.

And his dislike of Jellotson and William Hewitt was only
less in degree. It had been added to by the brilliant suceess
both of them had made in their examinations at Sandhurst.
Both were suro of their commissions, and were cértain t6 be
drafted as lieutenants “into a cavalry regiment before very
long.  Jeffeock, enraged-at their superior talent, had induced
his father to bring whatever influcnce he could to bear in
order to get himself passed through with as little delay as
possible.

He voould show Jellotson and Hewitt then what stuff he
was made of.  In his heart he folt that he would make a much
better soldier than' either of them, and he was hoping that
the chance might throw the three of them together in the
29th Hussars, the regiment in which his father had so dis-
tinguished himself during the South African War, and to
which he believed ‘both Jellotson and - Hewitt would bs
appointed. 2

He was thinking over these things one afternoon while wait-
ing his turn at the wickets, where Jellotson and Hewitt were
doing big things against Somersetshire in the last day of a
ma.ch at the'Oval, when a steward brought him a letter.
“Just been left for vou, sir,”” he said.

“ Who from?" asked Jeffcock, gazing at tho dirty envelope
in lofty disdain.

“ Bhabby-looking man,

sit, Says he knows you, and that
he must see you. - Scribbled this note, and asked to haye it
sent to you at once, sir,” said the steward.

Jeffeock opened the letter casually and read the following
ill-written and badly-spelt wor

“ Deer Sir,—Beeing that I am starving, and that you and
mee was friends in the old days. and knoing the goodnes of
your heart, I make so bald as to ask you for the faver of a
iew shillings to get a roof over my head and something to cat
inside.—Yours affectionately,

Ezra Warrs, ‘ The Tea Taster.”.”
nan?”’ asked Jeffcock, tearing the letter into

“ A black
little pice

Y Yes, sy’ answered the steward.

“ Well, tell him I can do nothing for him.”
thought struck him

Then a sudden

 Stay,” he said, as the steward moved
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away, ‘1 \\\11 see the man. Let him come in. DIl see him
downstairs.”

The steward walked rapidly out of the saloon, and Jeffcock,
leaving instructions that he should be called if he was wanted,
hurr u.d down to the back of the clubhouse, and there saw the
grinning pugilist Ezra Watts, looking sleck and fat, and any-
thing hut starving, waiting for him. He had a con Aparion
with him, whose bruised and battered and evil-looking face
made Jeffeock shudder.

The Téa Taster was very shabbily dressed, and his boots
were out at upper and sole.

“ You've evidently fallen on hard times, Watts 1 said Jeff-
cock, with'a grin; because it always pleazcd him to see a man
d

\mh-n« going, sir.  Can’t get a job,” ‘said the pugihst
“1 had one or two turns at Wonderland, but if 4 man ain’t
always fightin’ he soon goes off, and T was licked through not
being in condition. - Mr. Jacobs accused me of -giving a bad
show, and here 1 dm, knocking about, with no money and no
friends, and anxious to get back to t.ia( States, where 1 shall
do botier.”

“Yes, swindling and laziness aré better paid there than
in the Old Country,” said Jeffeock:, *“*Youre not a bad
judge.”

“Will you glu_ me half-a-quid, bOCS'

“ What for?”

“0Old times’

8o do L7

“ Don’t be hard on a feller,
white teeth. %

Tl tell you what I will do Ezra,” said Jeffeock, drawing
Tea Taster on-one side. ** There’s an old enemy of yours

aying here—Foster, the man who beat you in the big
fnght.

The nigger’s eyes flashed f'n('

“ 1 owe him one,” he said.
of getting square with him !

“ And if I could, too!" put in Ezra Watts's companion, the
ruffianly-locking brute who had come into the Oval with him.
“T hate him worse than you do, Tea ‘Taster. I'd. give my
right hand to have o go at lnm.

H

sake. I want it, boss.”

' said the black, showing his

“If only I cm.lld have a chance

Jeffcock scowled at the man. He didn’t know him, and he
was afraid of the fellow
* My, pal .Alf Brooke: said the Tea Tuster, introducing

his companion. - * Funny thing. he's
Ao fight me for Jellotson in the big
knocked him out and put him in hospital. 1 sliould have
beatén him, and you would have won your wager, boss.
s ‘Brookes, is sore because he hasn’t had a ‘job sin and he
was laid up so lcm in hospital, and haa suffered so much
«Arom his broken lim % that he’s had 1o give up pugilism, and
he's been starving mu-t of the time.”
“ You owe Foster a grudge, too?’
quicle glance at Alf Brookes. -
‘Owe him one! T'd kill him if I.could have my way!
Give e o chance, and see!”
*“Would you take the chance if vou were paid for it?”
asked: Jetfeock,
standing near enough to overhear him.
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looking round quickly to see if anyone was
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“ Would I tuke it?’
seel”

Jeffcock hesitated. But not for long. His mind was soon
made up.

“ Look here,” he said, “ Tl tell you what T'll do. Tl give
ou a fiver each. if you promise to go for young Faoster \ahvﬂ
1e leaves the Oyal after the match to-night.”

The pair of villains smiled.” They had often been tngz'\g(\d
on this sort of game lar.ﬁly A fiver cach would be_ a mlﬁl
fortune to them just then

Alf  Brookes bl(mght. out, a fonmdablv looking ln‘nsc
](.inlnc%{lodmter from “his. pmkrt and showed it with evident

ehght,

“%E 1 get one blow hon‘m with this,
“1 don’t think he will want any more!
“ Can' I trust you?” asked Jeffcock.

“Try us,” said:the Tea Taster.

$50% mlghh prove a  police-conrt job. And
Would you bring. my name into i1t

L V\.nuld we! -Is it likely 7’ said Alf Brookes.
you're a gentleman. And what would a month in qued be

‘to us?  When we came out we know you'd reward us.”

“ Very well, then,' said Jeffcock, “ I'll chance it. Here's
u sov(zrmgn each to go on with. It's all the money T have
on me. You can apply b) letter for the rest. I'll send it
on to you, right encugh,”

“* Honour bright?’

““ Honour bright!”
vernacular.

was time thvv parted. One or two of the officials were
regarding the gentleman ericketer and his two dubious com-
panions with “some astomshment, and, with a cuwt * geod-
bye,” Jeffcock turned away.

Alf Brookes put his finger on ]115 nose and winked, to imply
that the thing was good as done.

Then he and his black companion—fallen .1lmnat as low
as even a pugilist can fall—retired to the strect, where, after
having acquired some Dutch courage in the «h.t;n of some

 copious draughts’ of beer, they wiited for the crowd to turn
out.

The match was delayed until time, when, with a wicket
still to fall,. Somersetshire managed to draw the match.

Then thé crowd poured out of the ground, sorry that Surrey
could not have won. : Their bowling had been first-class; but,
somehow, young Foster had not played with his usual con-
fidence. He scemed nervous, preoccupied, and Williamson

und Turner had done all the damage in the Somersetshive
second innings.

Surrey had deelared with six \uckote down for 452 Hewith
making a century, Jellotson scoring 67, and .\trerbury 60 .not
out: Jeffecock did not bat, Thomas, Wright, and Mason
putting on the rest of the runs,

Somersctshire’s first innings had totalled 163, and in their
sceond, when 269 for nine, the closure had saved them the
game, Tho match was drawn,

Amongtt the crowd, wherein discussion of the merits of
the various members of the team: was rife, walked a soldier,
a trooper in the 29th Hussars, whip in* hand—a youngster
who made & brave figure in s splendid uniform. His fair
hair was closecropped, with the usual kind of quiff eurl
brushed low over the forehead, but his features were refined,
and his eyes brimming over with intelligence.

Fe walked with the throng to the front of the Oval, and
then paused, tucking his whip thoughtfully under his arm.

Presently a hansom-cab dashed up, coming to a stand
-outside the main entrance to the Surrey County Club. A
tall, fine figure, bag in hand, and wearing a straw hat with
the Grovehouse colours on it, stepped out; and as Jellotson—
for it was he—was about to spring into the cab his eyes
rested on the well-knit figure of the Hussar.

“ Haines!”” he almost screamed, dashing up to him. “ Bless
me, my dear old fellow, what on earth are you masquerading
in this get-up for??

“ Different to Grovehouse, isn’t it?’ said Haines, with a
smile, colouring as he wondered what Jellotson would think
of him.

“ Different to Grovehouse!” eried Jellotson. “ Why,
II{LII!(,H you don’t mean to say you have joined the ranks?”?

*1 haye.

“ Why, in the name of all that's wonderful? When T saw
you at the National Sporting Club on the night Foster licked
the Tea Taster, you were telling me of all you mntended to
do at Oxford. What has interfered with your prospects,
Haines?”’ X

“ A father who hasu’t got the brains to comprehend that
a son when he comes of age is ‘at perfect liberty to do what
he likes,” saic aines, “ My dad wanted me to study for
the Church. He was determined that I should take Haly
Orders. I wanted to go into the Army. He wouldn’t hear
of it. We were both obstinate, and in order to put an end
to the discussion, I threw up my intention of going to Oxford

Tne Genm Lisrary.—No. 330.
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cried Alf Brookes. “Try me, and

guw’r_u)r,” he ‘eried,

what then?

* We know

repeated Jeffcock, adopting the
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and enlisted in the 29th. My father cut
shilling. He's closed his doors a . and I'm just con-
gratulating myself that T am a private in a regiment that is
soon to be drafted on foreign service. We're going out to
f\fnn)_, where there'll be war soon, -as sure as I'm standing
ere

Jellotson shook his head in a hopeless way, but there was
a kindly look in the eyes that scanned Haines from top to
toe.

“ You always were a curious, obstinate sort of beggar that
would haveé his own way,” he said.. “ There’s .no driving
you, You. have to be tackled by kindness, Haines. I'm
sorry, though, my dear old chap.” «

£ Y ou mrdn be 1d Haines, in hzs best Aimperturbable
manner. I shall see a bit of the world—if T don’t get shot ;
am protty sure of rapid promr;hon, as 1 don’t.drink, and
have no vices "' —his s twinkled; “ and when T come back
home at the end of s r or two my dadowill be jolly glad
to have me at any price.. I'm all right.””

“-And -what are you waiting about here for?”

0, ll been in to see Grovehouse chaps bat. T want to
I'm a bit afraid about him. There are a couple
ing in wait for him, if I'm not mistaken.

7" queried: Jellotson. 4
The Tea Taster and a brutal-looking ruffian are
hanging about the entrance here, and I've got an idea they
are waiting' for Foster.”

“ Where are they !’ asked the arvistocrat.

“ Oyer there,” said the Tnssar, nodding; and Jellotson,
turning his eves in the direction 1ndlmtod 10unlrnl-o(l Ezra
Watts and Alf Brookes.

His brows clouded. .

“I've got to be off."” he sllld or I shall miss my train
back to Sandhurst, -Good-bye, Haines, and good luck to you'!
Wait for Foster, and see fair play. And don’y be pmud
Come into the Oval and see me when next I’ m playing here.”

And, with a genial smile and a friendly ned, Jellotson took
h1~ seat in the cab and was drn en_away.
same dear old chap!” murmured Haines, 100L111g
the departing vehicle. ™ What a - ple asant place the
d would be if there were more like him!
re his thoughts were turned into a new channel, for

me off with a

see Y‘m SF,
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Kemble
—The Call-Boy

By HENRY T. JOHNSON.

A born mimic—a clever actor and a lhnraugh
all-round sportsman—a_youngster who is as full
of pluck as he is of mischief, Kit Kemble, the
Call-Boy, gets into scrapes galore, but muddles
through them successfully every time. . He'sa new
friend well worth making. Read all about him in

THE SPORTS .
Y s LIBRARY
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FERRERS LhoKE BETEGTWE

is the principal character in one of
the complcte stories contained in

ALE.

a half-dozen newsboys came sereaming round the  corner,
carrying their newsbills and yelling at the top of their voices:
“ REBELLION IN SOUTH AFRICA! GREAT NATIVE
AND BOER UPRISING!
TERRIFIC ENGAGEMENT!
JOE GOST IN ACTION !
REBEL AGAINST BRITAIN DEFIES ']IH'
GOVERNMENT!
ALL THE LATEST SCORES! CLOSE OF PLAY!
SPECIAL!”
In a momeni there avas a rush of peaple towards the news-
boys, and cricket was forgotten. The rumours that had been
spread abroad during the lust fow days about future trouble
in South Afriea had apparently been onnﬁrmed and the news-
boys could not sell their sheets quick enough. The erowd
fought and swarmed round them liko flies, and Haines, for-
m'lrmp; all about Geofirey for the moment, dashed across the
road with the rest, leaving the Tea Taster and AIf Brookes
unmarked.

3ut before long, ere he had worked his way through the
crowd in Lis effort to obtain a newspaper, a startled seream
rent the air.

‘Police! Poliga!” 1h0utvd somebody.  And all Haines's
suspicions returning full force, he wormed his way out of the
press again, and lool\mg wdftls mnnf!, saw Geoffrey standing
with his back against the wall of the Oval, some. distanec
away from the entrance, and the Tea Taster- and Alf Brookes
aiming blows at him fro_m either side.

The vindictive brutality of the two ruffians had frighiened
the one or two people who were standing round, lunl.mg on,
and the fight was a desperate one. Geoffrey had dropped
the small harndbag he was carrying to ground, and blood was
running down his cheek from a cut in his head. Yot he stuck
to the battle, nobly. With a splendid left-handed hit he
kuocked the Tea Taster down; but the effort cost him dear,
for Alf Brockes, drawing back. that -loft. of his, upon the
fingers of which was clutched the:de sadly knuckle-duster, hit
the lad on the side of the head and bronght him reeling to the
ground.

Then he kicked viciously at him as he lay, and Geoffrey,
raising his right leg to protect his body and head, received
the full force of the bléw from the ruffian’s heavy nail-studded
boot upon the thigh.

The Hussar had taken all this in in the twinkling o G ¢z
and with a brave shout of “Hi! Hni-ynir'k'! Hoi-yoick |
Grovehouse ! Grovehouse! Grm( homc—- he raced. towards
the scene of the fight, and as Alf Brookes rushed in to finish
his desperate work, Haines resched him, and bringing his
whip smuartly back, lashed the brute across the face, drawing
the blood .in a red streak from the place where the lash
touched home,

Alf Brookes staggered back with a yell of agony,  Then,
before- he could recover himself, Haines gave hlm left and
right, and down went the bLrutal hHlIv all of a heap.

FHaines then turned his attention to the Tea Taster.”

“ Grovehouse! Grovehouse!™ he cried, bawling the old
school rallying ery. and went to work with his whip again.
His methods were not. these of the prize-ring. He dashed in
at Bzra Watts under his guard, never heeding the blows that
were aimed at him, and zod him by the eollar of his coat.

“ Grovehouse! (Grovehouse!" he cried.

Ilaines’s strength was amazing. He foreed thesceloured
pugilist on to his knees, and lzid on with the whip ‘with all
his might. The cowardly coloured brute screamoed and
writhed, ling for merey.

Geoffrey, half-stunned and badly hurt, slowly mot upon his
feet. The Hussar, -exhausted at ienmh by his exertions,
hurled the black man from him, and a shout of ** Police!"
warned the hirclings that they had best make thomselves
scarce, they got upon their feet, and dashed away, leaving
Geoffrey and “his reseuer faco to face.

The cry of ** Grovehouse !’ coming from a trooper in the
Hussars had startled Gepffre not a little, and he was more
astonished still when he ree ed in the handsome, blushing
cavalryman his old Grovehouse chum, and his second in the
big fight \\nh Jeffeock.

% Haines !’ he eried. * Haines!”

And their hands met in o -hearty clasp of friendship that no
social gulf could ever divide, or the passing of years ever
destroy.

Unrest in South Africa—Relegated fo
Eleven.

The uprising natives and some of the

Boers in South Africa, at first looked upon as a puny,

irrational scare, had developed to such an extent that the

troops sent to quell the disturbance had becn defeated, and
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War was in the air,
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- his son Geoffrey, and the boy endured an agony of mind
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: brand of the war flame ran through one colony after
nother.

Men who had fought throughoui the South African ecam-
paign for the independence that they reckoned was rightly
theirs, but who, since the settlement, had become seemingly
serious and industrious citizens of the British Empire, arose
10 the call to-arms; and men who ought to have shown
better judgment rode northward at breakneck speed to herd
“with native levies against the home country.

The serious nature of the affair having been made apparent,
troops were being rapidly sent up country, each large town
was doubly ‘guarded, ard small villages and farms were
abandoned until a time of peace should come.

It was rumoured that several cavalry regiments, including
the 29th Hussars, and several commands of mounted infantry,
were to be immediately sent out to ihe Cape to strengthen
the military forces there, and in England all was bustle and
alarm.

In the midst of all the trouble stood out in bold relief the
mame of Joe Gost. At one mement he was declared to be a
traitor, the author of the uprising, and a man who must he
ishot as soon as the forces sent to quell the rebellion succeeded
in capturing him; the next he was lauded as a staunch and
‘brilliant ally, who was keeping the hordes of natives in
‘check with a troop levied from the ranks of veteran retired
soldiers, who had been amongst the most valiant in the servieo
of their country througheut the disastrous'South African War.

One day the mysterious Gost would be reported killed in
action; the next he would be, cables said, riding with his
“ men pell-mell across the country to save some beleaguered
farms hundreds of miles away from the spot where last he
was seen only a few short hours before.

Some conjectured that he was a French cavalry officer, fled
from his own country in disgrace, who had taken up the
- pursuit of arms in this lawless fashion for amusement. Others
_declared, with more-truth it ynust be owned, that he was a

2 ed English military officer, who for some reason had left
“his country in dishonour. Whilst yet again he was thought
to be a Belgian rascal of brilliant parts, who had abandoned
the enemy because the terms they had offered him had not
been good enough, and was making a show of friendliness
towards the British- Empire; but who, in-reality, was a spy
dnd ‘a thief who was ready to betray either side at any
moement for a consideration.

There was one in London who knew him for what he was—
day
bv day that was hittle short of torture, for his father—Major
Foster—was playing a dangerous, deadly game, and who
could fore the end?

- Besides this, his greatest trouble, the lad had other thoughts
to disturb his mind. He was in disgrace with his club.

He had been so badly hurt in the fight with the Tea Taster

. and Alf Brookes, that he had been unable to play for his

team against Essex, and the latter club, having all the best

of the luck and the wicket, beat Surrey for the first time that

season, seriously jeopardising whatever chanee they might
have had*of winning the championship.

The next-big match was with Yorkshire, at the Oval, and

* Geoffrey, having fully recovered, expected to be included in

¢ the home team. Instead, he was relewated to the Second

Eleven, and the Sccond Eleven having no match, he had

. nothing to do but to bowl at the nets and do one or twe odd
~ jobs that Fielding put him to.

Upon inquiring for the reason of his relegation, he was told
the Committee had decided to give other plavers a
chance. * But he knew there was something behind it all, and
he' was rieht.

It had been reported that Geoffrey Foster had participated
in a vulgar brawl outside the entrance to the Oval, and his
conduet being looked upon as the kind that would bring the
name of the elub into dis se, he had to suffer.

The merits of the case were not gone into. Jellotson, who
had put in an_eloquent defence of the boy, was not more
believed than Jeffcock and King, the Second Eleven player,
who both declared that Geofirey had been the aggressor, had
struek the first blow, and had behaved in a ruffianly manner,

He had afterwards been seen in the company of a soldier,
© who had also taken part in the fracas, drinking—which was
| truc to this extent, that Geoffrey, only half conscious through
the blows he had received and the kick on the thigh, had
“bren taken by Haines into a local public-house and given

brandy: to bring Lim round, whilst the soldier heartily quaffed
" a glass of harmless bitter,

Had the club been more open in its censure of Geoffrey,

the boy would have had a chance of elearing himself. Haines

. could easily have been brought forward to tell the true story

of the attack upon Geoffrey. But being in ignorance as he

was, he did net know how to act. <

(Another splendid instalment of this grand serial
next week.)
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The oniy naines and addresses which can be printed in
these columns are those of readers living in any of aur
Colonies who desire Correspondents in Great Britain and
Ireland.,

Colonists sending in their names and addresses for
insertion in the columns of “this popular story-book must
state what kind of correspondent is required—boy or girl;
English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irish.

Would-be correspondents must send with each notice two
coupons, one taken from ““The Gem,” and one from the
same week’s issue of its companion paper, “ The Magnaet
Library, Coupons will always be found on page 2 of both
papers, and requests for correspondents not confaining these
two coupons will be absolutely disregarded.

Renders wishing to reply to advertisements appearing in
this column must write to the advertisers direct. Mo corres
spondence with advertisers can be undertaken through the
medium of this office.

All ndvertisements for insertion in this Free Exchange
chould be addressed: “The Editor, ‘The Gem’ Library,
The Flestway House, Farringdon Street, Londen, E.C.*

Wilfred Harding, Court House, Regina, Saskatchewan,
Canada, wishes to correspond with readers, age 15-17.

Miss P. Jacobs, Coronation Street, Pelaw Main, Via
W. Maitland, New South Wales, Australia, wishes to
correspond’ with readers.

Miss -Amy Jones, Holyrood Street, Hampton, Melbourne,

Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond  with readers
living in England or Scotland, age 17-19.

George E. Sharrah, “Morana,”’ Duncan Strect, Arncliffe,
Sydney, New South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond
with readers living in England, age 15.

Miss K. Graham, 219, Johnston Street, Fitzroy,
Melhourne, Victoria, Australia, wishos to correspond with a
boy reader living in England, age 16

Miss Ivy Owen, cfo. Mrs. J. Mec

Naughton. Martindale

Street, Wallsend, New South Wales, Australia. wishes to
correspond with wirl readers living in France, Canada,

Italy, or British West Indies, aga 20-25.

Miss Amy Stewart, “ Roslyn,”  Wodonga Place, Albury,
New South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers,. age 16-19.

Miss Hylda Webster, 50, Stawell Street, Kew, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspnd with readers, age 14-17.

Harold H. Stanton, -Main Street, Btavell, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond with boy readers living
in the British Isles, age 14-15.

Miss I. V. Lord and Wm. R. Gillam, Queen's 8trect, Berry,
New  South Wales, Australia, wish to correspond yrith
readers, age 15-17.

. €. 8. Wooleott, 28, Jackson Street, Wellington, New

Zealand, wishes to correspond with readers living in
Wellington. e 3
R. H. Milburn, G.P.O., Waipawa, Hawke's Bay, New

Zealand, wishes to carrespond with readers living in Great
Britain, age 14 -16.

Edwin Ashley, 523, Jorrison Street, Pretoria, Transvaal,
South Africa, wishes to correspond with a gifl reader living
in the British Isles, age 15-18.

T. W. R. Wilson, Native Affairs Dept., Union Buildings,
Pretoria, South Africa, wishes to correspond with givl reader
living in the British Isles, age 16-17.

A. D. Cahill, 147, Long Street, Bloemfontein, Orange Free
State, South Africa, wishes to correspond with a boy reader
living in E

ingland or Ireland.
. ¢/o Land Bank, Box 375, Pretoria, Transvaal,
a, wishies to correspond with a girl reader living
h Isles (Irish preferred), age 16-20.

Maurice 8. Rose, ¢fo Box 375, Pretoria, Transvaal, South
Africa, wishes to - correspond with readers living in the
British Isles (Welsh preferred), age 15-17.
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The Editor specially requests Colonial
Readers to kindiy bring the Free Corre=
spondence Exchange 10 the notice of their
= friends. ——
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A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
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For Next Wednesdny, ‘.
“ ALGY OF ST. JIM'S!L” ]
By Martin Glifford. b

Tn our next long, complete tale the chums of St. Jim's are
reinforced by another reeruit from the famous locality of
Huckleberry Heath, where Tom Merry himself, of course
ails from.  Algernon Blenkinsop, the recruit in question
t under the am'ml care_ of Tom Merry & Clo. by
l’rlwﬂln I'u\\ce(t and thus .n(\ unfortunate Tom finds him-
solf saddled with quite the “greenest” youth who ever
ventured into a public school!

Algy finds trouble before he has been in the village of
Rylecombe ff)r five minutes, and in consequence makos  a
“ state eniry " into St, Jim’'s, which is something of a record.
In his first few days at school the verdant A‘@;v performs
many amazing feats, which add considerably to the gatety of
Bt Jim's; but it is in the cricket-mate h against the New
Touse juniors that the most amazing feat of all brings fame

* ALGY OF ST. JIM'S!I"
REPLIES IN BRIEF.
'llu-r Corbett (St Leonavd’s-on-Sea).—Thanks for your
We mw;ht be able to do something on these lines

to

‘The Gem.'"—Thanks very much indeed for
ide afru.ld howeéver, it is rather too morbid to put
before ’\11 Martin Clifford.

H. G \\ lBru;‘)r ). —When Mr. Martin Clifford has time.

1l be to write a story of Tom Merry & Co. for

ond 3(3
*Stamp € cetor

I do not know of 1 missions

L 1hm

m;gh}.f'[ am very muech afraid
who has stamps to sell.

« THINGS 5COUTS SHOULD REMEMBER."
SPECIAL ARTICLE.

Al} Eyes are on You.
couts, that whether at work or play, in
all who know you are watching you eritically.
re scouls great things are L\pmu‘d of you.
is so. Tb keeps you up to a high standard
vou self- reliance and self- crmtml you are

Remember,
uniform or 1
Because you
It is well that
of fitness, teac

preparing yourself for any emergency. In being a credit to
vourself, vou are also a credit to your patrol and your

country.
A Tip Worih Knowing.

At first some scouts have a difficulty in keeping their hat-
straps in place on their chins, Nothing looks worse than to
sce g scout running along a field with the chinstrap under his
nose, and his hat hanging by a single hair at the back of his
head. To avoid this, a little resin may be rubbed on the
strap at first. As the scout gets used to it. he will be able
to dispense with the resin, and will be able to talk and even

eat with his chinstrap down.
Judging Distances.

Scouts do not practise this valuable
sufficiently.

Get a fellow-scout to act as your
him go out in a forward direc
Try to estimate the number
fifty yards you can <l
a hundred ya
hundred yards
colours and badg

aid in skirmishing
“mark " sometimes. Let
tion, then stop and turn round.
of yards he is from you. At
wly see his ¢ and month, while at
s will appear as dots, he is two
1 ought still to distinguish his patrol
" His face can be scen at three hurl(lrud
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yards, the movements of his legs at four hundred vards,
the colour of his shirt and knickers at five hundred vards
Talegraph-poles can be scen with ordinary good sizht on &
bright day at 1500 yards, trunks of large fress at 3, 000 \‘.:d.,
windows and chimueys at 4,000 yards, windmills' and larg:
buildings at six miles, church towers or spires at ten miles.
i Camp Kit.

When going mto camp take with you a spare umfm'ﬂ a
swoater, e-‘] pair of boots or shoes, extra boot-laces, sh
and Ol] handkerchiefs, muffler, towels, clothes-brush, ¢
and brush, odd picce of rag, knife and fork, writing mate
spare buttons, needle and thread,

. Care of Uniform,

Marks caused by thud or rust can be dealt with by rubbins
in pipeclay and ‘brushing out. To remove -grease; lay
blotting-papdr over the part, and rub a warm ivon over if.
Don’t fold up wet clothes.

T\rac‘k Tracing.

Besides impressions of feet and hoofs, look for wherlmarks
empty tins, paper, burnt matdhls, tobacco ash, cigarctt
rubbish, scraps of food, tept-pole holes, hw agh. str 2
and all have their.story if you thke the trouble o tea
them out, =

Nose and Ear as Guides.

Sound s at the rate of about 380 yards per
Learn to distinguish between different kinds of muul
divection and strength of wind, and whether
overcast. A smart scout can always find his v

by his se

of smell. Tawns, districts, shops, farmhouses, fields, and
woods have each, more or less, distinctive odours of thew
own. Try your powers in night marches,

To Use a Watch as a Compass.
Hold the watch so that its hour-hand points t6 the sua.

In the middle, betweéen the time shown by the hour-hand and
the figure twelve, lies the. south. In the forencon the
southern point is found on the left-hand of the dial, and in

the afterncon on its right.
An Embrocation for Leg Strain.

Mix one raw ecgg, well-beaten, with half a pint of vinegaz,
bue ounce of spirits of turpentine, a quarter of an ounce of
camphor.

These ingredients must be beaten well together
in a tigh \.wmpi;nu‘d bottle.  Well shake the bottle before
using it. Rub into the affected part night and morning
This embrocation is splendid for all stiff joints and bruisrd
muscles.

When Skirmishing Over Cpen Ground.

Keep yvour distance.

Move from cover to cover as quickly as possible.

Never walk upright, If you think you will expose vourself
by running, crawl. ¢

Never lock over rocks or bushes,
by looking round them.

Take off your hat when looking over a ridge or wall,
only raise your head as far as the eyes above the ridge.

Don't thrust vour head up sudd(vn]\ but move it up an
inch at a time. . Lower 1t in the same manner.

Gl frequently at the object of attack,

Do vour tHinking under cover.
Lool out for R\g:n% from your leader.

You can see just as well

and

.
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HIS NAME.
She vansacked overy novel,
Al dictionary, too,
But nothing ever printed
For her biby's nnme would do.
She hunted appellations
I"fom présent and from post,
Andl this is what 2he nnmed him
When they christened him at lust: s

Julinn; Hareld, Egbart,

‘yses, Viotor, Panl,
Algernon, Mareus, Cleceil,

vivester, Geotgo MeFull,
But alter-all the trouble

She'd taken for his sake,
His father called him Fatty.

And | choolmates .called ‘him Juke.

—Sgpt in by Arthur Gandie, Brixton, SN,

DOING HIS DUTIRS

“Menry,” siid the young man's employver, * yvou didn’t

expeot e back this morning, did yon?"”

*“No; & suld Henry, = You told me to expect you this
dfternoon, .

‘1 suppose you_are aware that I canght you khksing the
tvpist @ 1 camoe in?" asked the wanager. * What do you
monn by suoh conduet

“Well, sir,” Henry veplied, *you told me you'd expect
mi 2o perform all your dutics while you were sway,—Sent
i by A, R. Matthews, Glumorgan,

b DISGRACEFUL!
Mugisteate:  Farty miles an hour! Old lady, o dog, and
an prrond-boy injured ! Terpible! “Whan' did this linppen?™
Taxi-Driver: " Last Monday, yer ‘Wnrsliig. when yer gave
mie two shillings to get to court in time."—Sent in by W, H.
Williams, Reigate.

A GENTLE HINT.

Tommy hnd been putting tintacks on the buthaoom Aoor.
Unfortunately for him. his father bappened to stroll into the
raot, and gave a howl us he trod on one of the tintacks.

“Tommy "' he callpd out aloud, nursing his foot, ** Snr-
posing you were my futher, and I were your son, what would
vau do to me?* s
" Tomny th(mght for o moment.

“Well, dad,” Jie fiunlly snid, T wenld give you sixpence
nut to do it aguin'—8ent in by Henry Piper, Kent.

LADIES AND SECRETS.

Connie: “ She told me you tald her that seeret 1 told yon
to toll no one,” : :

Phyllis: *“ Oh; the wean thing! T told her especiully not
to t-t!lyl you [ told her.”

Cannie: ** Well, don't soy unything to her about it. because
I promised not to tell you she told me. So don't tell her T
tald you, dear, will you*” i

And they sealod the burgain with n enpaf ton.—Sent in
by Thomas MeCormick, Belfust.

. NO GOING BACK .

The Calodonion non-stop express wis Just steuming ot of
the London terminus, \\'llu-n n commotion wis abzerved ak
the bavrier. Hatless and dishevelled, o man emerged fram
the'erowd and tore wildly up the platform. Frantically
fearing ut n onrringe door, he n}lwm-u{ it, and fAung himeelf
inside.” Hustily recovoring himsclf, e poppodl liis ‘iamul out
of tho windaow.

“8ay,” ho
Finchley »’

“ Yousir,” tho officinl answered cheerily,
Edinburgh " —Sent in by H. Holahan, Ireland.

. BASILY EXPLAINED.

Mistress: “T don't“know how it is; Bridget, but Mrs.
Smith's banisters are always brightly polished, e yet my
banisters arc.alwoays dirty,”

Bridget: * Shure, wn'am, vo know for o fact thad Mes.
Smith  hos  threo  liftle boys'—Seut in by W. Knight,
Nottingharm,

yelled out to a. porter, “am I right for

¢ Change - .at

STRANGY, BUT TRUE.

A muteh has o head, but no face:

A watch has a fave, but no head.

An umbrella has ribs, but no trunk;

A troc has o trouk, bat no ribs,
3 A clack has hands, hut no arms;
"The sén has wems, but no bands.
A ghicken hns o comb,; but bo hair;
A _vabhit haes hair, but o conib,
—Sent in by R. P. Filtness, Hants,

THE REASON.

The old gentloman beamod upon the dittle boy who stoad
an the crest of the hill one night at twilight, a happy,
contented smile on his ligs,

T am very pleased to see you watching the boautiful ved
glow of the sctting sun, my little man* he said, putting the
voungster's back. " ** Do you witeh it every night?"

The little lad chuckled. -

“Oh, no, sir!” he said gleefully.. “Thut's not the sun
sotting. That's ‘our school burning down!"—S8cent in by R.
Atherton, Wigan. 3 glg- L . £,

: - THE WHOLT. TRUTH. L
Put had just come out of prison after doing six months,
and had met an 6ld acquaititance -of his,” whose nante was
Mike. : :
“Hallo¥” said Mike:
tuims(ﬁn : 3 - . ;
“Bhure,” snill Pat, ' T've been daing six months in gaol
“0Oh ! said Mike. * And what may that have l'.l!'!L'llgfl’.\l'f"
“ For stenling o piece -of vope,” said Pat.
“Taor stealing what?” said Mike, in astonishment. A
picce of Yope!”
“ Yos. But, begorra,” continued Pat, “ihave wis w) cow
ut the end of it ”—Sont in by Thomns Infies, Midlotlinn.

R A T,

“Where have you been all ' this
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OFEEREID.

Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD Storyettes or Short Interesting Paragraphs for this
page. For every contribution used the sender will receive a Money Prize.
ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED-The Editor, "“The Gem" Library, Gough House,
3 Gough Square, Fleet Street, London, E.C.
THIS OFFER IS5 OPEN TO READERS IN ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD,
No corsespondence can be entered Gato with vegard to this competition, and all contributions enclosed in letters, oi sent in olier.
. wise than onposteards, will be disregarded. = .
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.You can get these Three New
Story~Books at all Newsagents',

No. 262:

ROGUES OF THE
RACECOURSE.

A Magnificent Story of the "ﬂwllllng s
Adventures of a Boy Joc!
By ANDREW GRAY.
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No. 263 :

“NOSEY"” PARKER'S
. SCHOOLDAYS.

The T.ufe of al Bnry withan Instinct for Playing
he Part of an Amateur Detective,
_ By CECIL HAYTER.

No. 264:

i THE SKIPPERS OF
: THE CHALLENGE.

: A Grand Story of Stirving Adventure un
Board a Salling Barge. 4
< By  DAVID GOODWIN,
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.- -3 Splendid Long,
a3 complete Stories of .
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EVERYTHING OF ||  TOWMERV &G0
THE BEST— - JACK, SAM & PETE
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AND ALL FOR 3"]
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