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The School House juniors, chuckling with glee, started off with the caravan. They
waved their hands to Figgins & Co. as they went merrily down the road.
“ Good-bye, Figgy! Pleasant walk home!" (See the Grand School Tale inside.)
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L Hun.furr it, Gussy ! !" yelled Kangaroo. * Your train’s

nom?.- Arthur Augustus did not need to be told to

run for it., He fairly flew across the gquad, with his bag
swinging in his hand. (See Chapter 8.)

o == _ -{f‘,_-:_'?"_’_..:f_‘_..-*"'—-":r - - =
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CHAPTER 1. nice pie, and worthy of Fatty's devotion, Kerr was think-
D'Arcy Keeps it Dark. ::I;g ﬁ nmll-‘[mg m;t hl? lmrhlu a f-:lrrl:_l'mnming performance by
_ _ ¢ New House Amateur Dramatic Society, George Figwirs
IGGINS of the Fourth frowned darkly, wrestled unaided with his mental problem, whaﬂ-fer itH:rus.

For ten minutes at least there had been a worrd .
look upon the brow of the great Figgins. rried Hence the dark and reproachful frown which Figpins

He was reclining, not to say sprawling, i the armchair turned upon the Co., and the reproachful tone of nis voice
in his study in the New House at 5t. Jim's. His long legs when he spoke.

were stretched out, his hands thrust deep into his trousers. ““ Talk about Julius Cmsar !’

pockets, and his brow was corrugated like an iron roof. At that surprising remark Kerr turned round from the
Figgins of the Fourth seemed to be struggling with some loocking-glass, with a brown moustache on, which gave him

mntal problem, and struggling in vain. quite a queer appearance; and Fatty Wynn looked up for a
And his studv-metes were not helping him in the least, moment from ﬂ_'lr"-' pie. : : : )

Fatty Wynn was seated at the study table devoting his whole “Who's talking about Julius Cmsar?’ asked Kerr, in

attention to a pie. Kerr was standing before the looking. surprise. _

glss trying on artificial moustaches, Fatty Wynn was Figgins sniffed. o

thinking of nothing but the pie—which was certainly a very “ You fellows remind me of him,"" he grunted.

Ne=t " Wodnesmday :

“THE HOUSE-MASTER'S BODYGUARDI!” AND “A BID FOR A THRONE!”
No. 342 (New Beries). Vol. 8 Copyright ln the United States ol America,
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“ Blessed if 1 know why we should remind you of Juline
Cesar!” said Kerr, in wonder,

“* Here am I, trying to think it out!" said Figging bitterly,
e Ga;_r.lgrliing my braing to work out what they're up to

™ “ﬂ_hﬁ?‘l £ F

“ Those hounders!” snapped Figgins. * The School House
bounders, of course! Here am I trving to think it out, and
all you fellows are thinking of is rotten pies and silly amateur
* theatricals! Talk about Julius Ceesar fiddling while Rome
wae burning! He wasn'f in it with you chaps!”

** Ha, ba, ha!"” -

“Well, where does the cackle come in¥* demanded Figgzins
morosely.

“ Ha, ha! ‘Tt
was Nero!”

Figgins sniffed more emphatically than before,
~ "] den't care a tuppenny rap whether 1t was Julius Cesar
or Nero!” he said. " He was fiddling while Rome was
burning, anyway. And that's what you fellows are doing,
Here am I trying to think ;

* Have some of this pie?"” said Fatty Wynn,

"““Blow the pie! 1 suppose it's up to me to do all the
thinking that's done in this study,” said Figgins. * You
fellows can go on playing the gidd)w.r ox. And if I don't get
on ta their little game the Now House will be done in the
eye, and those bounders will have the laugh of use. Go on!
Don't mind me!”’

Figging of the Fourth was evidently in a pessimistic
maoaoxd,

Kerr grinned and took off the moustache. As a matter
of fact, it was the canny Beottish junior who did most of
the thinking that was done in Figgv's studv. He put away
his moustaches very carvefully, closed the property-box, and
mmﬁmd his face seviously.

“ Let's have it, Figey!” he said. '* What's the trouble?”

“They're up to something,” said Figgins, still morogg.
“Buf don't yoy mind! You go on playing the giddy ox,
and leave it to me."” :

“1 haven't noticed * began Kerr,

“0f course you wouldn't,” said Figgins sardonically,
“ You're too busy thinking ebout a silly part in g silf_'.'
Eg:f. Lucky for this study that there's one fellow who keeps

15 ¢yes open |’ _

“ Yes; they won't pull the wool over your eves very vasily,
Figgy,” said Kerr, who was an adept in the soft’ answer
that ’Emlleth eway wrath. ‘' But what have you spotited
now?: ’

Figgins's noble brow cleared a little, Kerr was interested
now, and even Fatty Wynn was now devoting only half
his attention to the pie,

It was, indeed, a serious matter. The rivalry between the
two Houses at Bt. Jun's was f.s keen as ever. And if Tom
Merry & Co. of the School House were plotting a surprise
for the rival House it was up to Figgins & Co. to keep their
eves very wide open.

“They've got something. on!"” said Figgins, condescond-
ing to explain at last. " In the first place, you know there's
@ House match on Baturday.”

Wi ‘l'_"m,*'l -

“ As o rule Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, and the

chaps in SBtudy No. 6 all play in the House matches—or, at
least, some of them."”

It wa=n't Julius Tesar!” chuckled Kerr,

“ Quite-sol”’

e %’HI,“ eaid Figgins impressively, ““1 hear that Tom
Merry has asked Kangarco to captain the junior team on
Saturday. He's standing out. anners and Lowther ain’t

laying either, And Blake and Herries and Digby and
B‘Erey—they‘ru all standing out of the match. ere’s
been quite a buzz about it in the School House, filling their

in the team.”

“ May be going up the river—""

“ Ass!” said Figgins politely.
House match to go up the river!”

G
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“They wouldn't cut a
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i More likely it's a feed!” said Faity Wynn thoughtfilly.
“ A picnie, you know—""

i Fpu.thﬂnd! They wouldn't cut a House match for a
picnic! You would, I dare say; but they wouldn't! They
ain’'t wrapped up body and soul in rabbit-pies!”

"* Ahem | :

“ I suppose there’s something on,” agreed Kerr, with a
thoughtful nod. ** When those two sets of asses leave off
ragging ono another it generally means that they're going
for us. But what is the hittle game?” .

“ That's what I'm trying to think out,” s=aid Eigﬁmm
* It's something on an unusually big scale, T know that!
They're scheminz something for Saturday. Reddy heard
D'Arcy talking this afternoon. e said to Blake that it
would be a surprise for the New House when they heard
of it. Blako stamped on his foot, Reddy =ays. They're
keeping it dark from us—awfully dark!” _

“Then we've got to let in some light on the subject,”
said Kerr determinedly, *“ If there’s seven chaps keeping
the eecret, it ought to be pretty casy to squecze it oufk.
Which of them are we going to tackle? That's the guestion,
No good pgoing for Tom Merry; he can keep a secret.
Manners is as close as an oyster. As for Lowther, he would
guess at once what we were after, and simply tell us some
Fﬂlg_ﬂﬂﬂ pull our leg. DBut one of the Fourth Form chaps

“Try Herrvies,” suggested Fatty Wynn, £ Talk to him
about his bulldog, and that'll soften his heart, and then

-_:l’.'.ir D'Arey]” said Kerr, If }
Onee

* Gussy's the man!
couldn’t screw a sécret out of Gussy I'd eat my hat!
get him talking and it will roll out!” :

* Blake scems to be keeping a wateh on him,” said
Figring moodily., * I've got into talk with him three times,
and each time Blake has chipped in, and refused to leave.
us alone. Blake is all there,” : % :

Kerr looked thoughtfully eut of the study window, as if
seeking for inspiration in the old elm-trees in the quadrangle,
He uttercd a sudden exclamation as he caught sight of the
clegant figure of the swell of St. Jim's, Arthur Augustus
D'irr}'. sauntering in the quad.

“ Talk of angels!"” said Kerr, * Here's Gussy !

He threw up the sash of the window znd called out:

** Hallo, Gussy!"”

Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy came to o halt and, turned his
famous eveglass up to the window of Figgina's study.
~ *Hullo, deah boy!”

“ Come up, old chap!” said Kerr,

Arthur Augustus smiled. He had a seceret to keep; and
boe prided himgeli npon being awfully deep,

“ Thanks, deah boy: but excuse me.”

“We've got a lovely pie here,” said Kerr gently as the
gooing dove. “* Won't you step in and sample 1t¥"

“ 1 say—"" murmured Fatty Wynn, g

“ Shuirup, ass!”

“ Thanks, no, deah boy!"”
“ I'm weally not hungwy.” :

“ Never mind, come up!" said Kerr. “We want your
advice about a tenor solo we're going to introduce into our
play. We want you to show us how it goes, you know.”

Arthur Augustus D'Avey was attacked on his weakest
ipnt. - What he didn't know about tenor sclos wasft worth

nowing.

“ Wight-ho, deah bhoy!” he said at once.

And he disappeared in at the porch of the New Hauza,

Kerr turned }l*ﬂtt: the window with a chuckle.

. " Bagged him!” he said.

¢ 1—1 eay, we're jolly well not going to hear him <ing &
tenor solo here, Korr!” said Fatty Wynn, in alavin,

“Rats! We can stand that, 1 should think, to.pump
him "

“ But we mayn't be able to pump him, after all, and then
we shall have had the tenor HGEEJ for nothing.!”

“ Rhush "

Arthur Augustus D'Arey’s step was heard in the passage,
Hiz eveglass and his genial smile gleamed in at the door-
way. '

“ Clome in ! said Kerr heartily.

“Yaas, deah boy ! Arthur Augustus came in. “J.am
vewy pleased indecd to give you some advice about sipgin',
T'm wathah a dab at that, you know! What is the solp you
are goin’ to intwoduce into your play, old chap?"

“Well, what wonld you advizse?’ said Kerr thoug Ily.
“Something like that ripping solo you gave at thtﬂlmt
concert—what "’ oy i 2 4]

“Yaas; that was wathah wippin',’ sgreed Arthnr
Augustus. *‘ But 1 doubt if there is a fellow in your Houso
who could sing it. IMoweveh, we can fix that up all wight.
T'll sing it for you. You can give meo & good purl ik sour
P}hﬂ?-” .

responded Arthur Augustus.



satd Kerr solemnly, * we naturally turn to vou.

Em W dﬂtldl?l

i T;;: I;I.ﬂl"ﬂ man tonched bhis hat as Figgins & Co. ran up,
will be here in a few minutes, " You're Thom

— iy

“*That ou;' ;Er;‘rlm : s r's_ciniijtit_d Pi-g:-;gtna. ““Tom Merry
on, 1 suppose?'
driving in this 'ere ‘ot weather, Makes a man thirsty " (See Chapter 1.)

——— il ¥
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"Yes, sir,” answered the man, “ Yery ‘ot

“ Ahem ! murmured Figgins. . ‘

““1 should be vewy pleased to take a part,” said D'Arcy
generously.  “ Of course, you New Honse chaps are hardly
up to givin’ a play on your own. By puttin’ me n, with a
weally good tenah solo, you will ensure the success of the
performance. You can weckon on me, deah boys.”

Figgins seemed to be upon the point of exploding, but
Kerr made him a sign. _

“You're awfully good, Gussy,”” he said.

“Not at all, deah bov. Always glad to help you young-
stahs in a time of difficulty,”” said Arthur Augustus.

“Oh!” murmured Figgins,

“M-m-my hat!" gasped Fattv Wrynn. But Kerr never
turned a hair,

“Right-ho !I”" he said heartily.
you for Saturday 7"

Arthur Augustus started.

““ Baturday "

“Yes."

“ Bai Jove! T—I'm afwaid I ean't help you on Baturday,”
aaid Arthur Augustus. “ It is vewy unforch, but 1 am
booked for Saturday.”

“Oh, the House match ?7 said Kerr ecarclessly.

“N-no. I'm not playin' ewicket.”

“Then you can help us, Gussy. In a time of difficulty,"
Only just
now I said to Figgins that you were the fellow that we must
rély upon to help us out.”

Figgins grinned; but the double meaning of Kerr's remark

“Then we can depend on

was lost npon Arthur Augustus D' Arcy.

" Yes, Gussy is the rhu[i]."' said Figgins heartily., " Make
it Saturday, Gussy. We shall rely on you.” . :

“ Imposs, deah boys! I'm awfully sowwy, but it can’t be
done. You see, the other fellows would bLe disappointed if
[ didn't go. And they will be bound to wun into some
twouble if I go along with the partay.”

Kerr's eyes gleamed; he was getting to it now.

WEnﬁgﬁﬂ— ! THE HUUSE'MASTEES BIJDYGUAHDV'

“ But couldn’t that be put off, Gussy 7"

“ Imposs, aftah asking the House-mastah [or leave.
sidles, Tom Mewwy is goin' this evenin' to make
awwangements with the man.”

It was as much as Figgins & Co. could do to keep their
faces composed. They were petting very “warm’ now.
In a few minutes morve, at this rate, the secret would be a
secret no longer. But just then there was a hurried step
in the passage, and Jack Blake of the Fourth dashed into
tha study, looking somewhat excited.

““ Oh, vou're here!” he exclaimed wrathfully.
1 spotted you coming 1n. You ass!

“Weally, Blake . :

“ (‘ome on !"' roared Blake, grasping the swell of St. Jim'a
by the shoulder. * 1 suppose you've been blabbing—what 7"

“ Nothin' of the-sort,”” said Arthur Augustus indignantly.
“1 have been talkin' about tenah solos, and haven't said a
word about the twip—""

= Bhurru}: iy

“These lellows

17

Be-
the

T thought
Come along !

don't know that we are goin' to cngage

ﬂ =

“8hut up!” roared Blake [erociously,

““ Weally, Blake—"' _

But Arthur Augustus was not allowed to continne, Tlake

rushed him out of the study at top speed. They rushed down

the passage to the stairs, Arthur Augustus D Arcy’s wild

expostulations dying away in the distance,
“Weally, Blake, I haven't said a word.

keep a secwet. Wow!

I twust I can
You are wumplin' my jacket, vou

silly ass! I haven't told them about the — Yawooh!”
Figeins & Co. looked at one another.
“ Rotten luck Blake hopping  in just then!" growled

Fizgins,
“gﬂut we're on to it," Kerr said thoughtfully.

planning a l‘I‘LE

permission of t

% Thev'ra

of some kind, and they've had to ask the

eir House-master. And Tom Merry i1s going
Tre Gem Lismari.—No. 342,

New, Long, Complete School Tale of
S HTIIE;.".IH‘::I"! Ieﬂ-ﬂ. BIHMAH.'FIH CLIFFORD:



¢ THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D&~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3% LIBRARY. we

this evening to make arrangements with some man, We're
en the track.”

“Yes, rather; but s

‘“ And we'll soon know the rest,” said Kerr determinedly,

* Looks to me now as if it isn't up against us after ail.
They've got some big scheme on, and they're afraid that
we thall chip in and muckJdt up for them—that’s why they're
seeping it dark.”

* And we're jolly well going to chip in!” grinned Figgins.

“You bet! This is where the New House does tha School
House in the eve! We sha'n't get anvthing more out of
Gussy now, but we'll try Herrvies. Come on !

And the three juniors, well satisfied with theif progress =o
far, quitted the study and the House, and proceeded in
ecarch of Herries and information.

CHAPTER 2.
The Great Scheme.
- ND Towser [™

H “Rats [ ;

“ Look here——"

“Wats ! said Arthur Augustus D'Arey emphatic-
ally. "1 wepeat, wats! I decline to considah Towsah in
the mattah for a moment !

1 tell vou o

“ That wotten bulldog, Hewwies, lias no wespect whatevah
for a fellow’s twousalis! And in the somewhat close
quartahs of a cawavan, it is quite imposs. I wepeat—-""

" Look here—="

1] Rﬂ.tﬁ E:‘J

‘* Bash !

“* Piffle [*? <

It was a regular chorus, Herrles simply glared at the
half-dozen fellows in Study No. 6, in the Fourth-Form .in
the School House,

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther—the Terrible Threo
of the Shell—were in the Fourth-Form study, discussing
ways and means with the chums of the Fourth concerning
that mysterious expedition which Figeins & Co. were so keen
to know all about,

There was not always complete acraement between the
Terrible Three and Blake & Co. - The Shell fellows some-
times alluded tp Study No. 6 ad cheeky fags. Study No. 6
sometimes alluded to the Terrible Three as rank duffers,
Agreenient wasn't always possible, But on the point now
under discussion there was a singular unapimity.  Tlergjes’
proposal to take his bulldog Towser on the expedition met

withi the same reply from the Terrible Three and Blake and -

Dighy and D'Arcy. And that reply was “ Rats!”

* Now, look here,” said Hervies. “ We've arranged this
bizney very well, so far, We've got leate from the House-
mester 1o clear off for the whole week-end.”

“Yaus, wathah; but—"

“We know -where to get a caravan, and we're going to
get 1t 3

‘Caite” o hut—"*

Y Welre keeping it dark from tlie New House rotters, so
that they won't be able to chip in and muck up the excur-
slopdl—— x

" Exdotly s hat—*

“Weao're laying in a good supply of tuck, and we've got
everything we want for a jolly good time——" .

' Preciselyvs bpt——-"" : :

“Well, then,” said Herries, *when everything is going
ff:ﬁi:;}ptiﬂgh‘, what do you wani to gpeil the whele thing
or ;

i HHT

*“ Blow vour buts ! Hew can fellows go caravanning with-
out a dog ! demanded Herries.

A dog is not a necessawy appendage to a cawavan,
Hewwies,™”

‘“Rot ! - Don't
caravan?’

“We are not gipsies, deah hoy I'?

“Well, if Herries wants to tie Towser under the caravan

that alters the case,” remarked Tom Merry considerately.
© " But T don't!" said Herries promptly. " * 1 was only put-
ting a case, Towser is coming in the caravan.”

‘““* Wubbish !"?

(1 Rﬂt‘ !"I

H Cheese it 1"

“ Put it to the vota !l

““Hear, hear!"

“Hands up for Herries' beastly blughound in the cera-
van ! grinned Monty Lowther.

Herries put hizs hand up promptls.
he put up his other hand as well. But there was no more
hands, The majority was evidently dead against the in-
clusion of the redoubtable Towser in the party.

"Hands up against Towser |"

IBRARY,—No. 342,

FERRERS LOCKE. DETECTIVE,

it—

1%

vou always see a dog tied under a gipsy's

supgested Mannera,

(O second thouglits

Six pairs of hands went up as if by clockwork, Bix juniors
grinned at Herries, who frowned truculently. P 1

“You see, you're in the minority,” said Blake.

Herries snortea.

* Ibsen says—" he began.

“Who's Ibsen?" asked Dighby innocently.

it

“ Anybody ' We

¢ Ass!” said Hervies witheringly. * He was a Norweginh,
or a Swede, or a Russian, or something—and he wrote boske,
or plays, or poecns, or something; and he says—" :

“1 don't believe Ibsen says anythin' about bulldogs,
Hewwies.”' %

“1 didn't say he does. ITe says——"'

' Besides, Thsen didn’t know your bulldog Towser—"" 43

““ Ibsen says that the majority is always in the wrongd™

‘* Blow Ibsen!™ Fib

“ Ibsen says that the majority is always in the wrong!”
yelled Herries. 1 don't bet very much on Ibsen, as;a
rule, but 1 think he’s right there. And in this case, vou can
sec for yourselves, if you had a little hoss-sense, that the
niinority is in the right. I'm the minority !" b

“Wats! lbsen was an ass. Besides, Thsen hadn’t wibg
your beastly bulldog, If Towser had wowwied Ibsen's
twousahs——"'

' Boat's settled " said flervics,

“Yes, it's settled !’ agreed the whole pariy. |

“* That Towser comes—-—=""

“That Towser doesn't come ! :

* Besides, we shall want a dog with us to keep guard !
sald Herries. ** We shall be camping out two nights in the
caravan. Suppose we meet some robbers—"

** Buppose we meet your grandmother!”

< know ™

e

““ And he'll be company for us,” said Herrics. “There
never was such a good-tempered dog ws Towser. He f]rﬁcv
tically never hites anybody, and never unless a fellow fooks

at him: he doesn't like being looked at!™ '

Y I wefuse to wish mmy twousahs in the pwesence of that
wotten bulldog 1"

* Then veu can Teave "em lhere,'" said Herries aruffly,

“ 1 wefuse to do anythin' of the sort. I wegard the sug-
erCStion as 1

“I'm not going to leave Towser behind because of vour
trousers,  Suppose he did take a nip, in his playful way?
suppose he did?’ demanded Hersies.

Y Why, vou uttah ass— "'

“T'll go and see Towser now,” said Herries. * He hasn’t
been looking so very well lately, and a change of air may do
him good, I mustn't forget to bring his biscuits.”

“And 1 won't forget to bring some dog-poison,” said
Monty Lowther, :

“ Look here 3

“Oh, rot!” said Herries: and he eut ehart the discussion
by departing from Study No. 6, and closing the deor with
unnecessary foree.

Hervies looked very exeited and wrathful as he walked
down to the stables to sec his unpopular favourite. It was
a grievance with Herries of the Fourth that there was a
prejudice against his bulldog, His study-mates did not liko
to have him in the study, and the Housemaster had forbidden
Lim to be brought mto the House at all, Only the stable-
man  who helped IHerries to look after Towser really liked
Towser. And poor old Towser wasn't really ferocious at all,
though he !nutud as ferocious az a wild jabberwock. A
playful nip every now and then—that was all the relaxation
Towser allowed himself; and then, as Herries indignantly
declared, it was only his fun. But there was no doubt thak
there existed a prejudice on the subject. The fellows were
unanimous in deelaring that, if it was only Towser's fun, then
Towser was altogether too funny. :

Three vouths who were sauntering in the quadrangle joined
Herries on his way to the stables. They were Figeins and
Kerr of the New House, and their manner Was very Fi:rien by-—
suspiciously friendly, Herries might have thought, if hig
thoughts hadn’t been wrapped up in Towser at that moment.

“ Geing 1o .see Towser—what?' said Figgins, gukssine
Herries’ object, from the direction he was taking. and swon-
dering what was the cavse of the cloud upon his brow......

“¥Yes'" grunted Herries. sy

* I hope he's well,” said Kerr, with great solicitude, s &

“ He's all right. He missed me during the vae, though,”
paid Herries. * Towser is very sensitive. I'm jolly Twell
not going to leave him behind again, not if 1T know itf%asn

The New House trio exchanged a glance, v
Y tumbled " at once. There had evidently been a dise n
in the Bchool Housesas to whether Towser should gofién
that mysterious expedition, or whether he shouldn’'t, F3 gm
& Co, felt themselves on the track onee more. Bat thep Avere
very diplomatie. ST

“T wouldn't!” said Figgins heartily. ** * Love me, love my
dog,’ you know. I'd take Towser with me, if I were you.”

s dmmeltalhaacter in one ot CHUCKLES, 4%



®I'm jolly well going to,” said Herries unsuspiciously.
“151t's all rot to say that there wouldn't be room for Towser.
If there wasn't room inside, there's the annex."

“ Of course there is," said Kerr, wondering what on earth
the annex was. “ You—vyou could put him in the annex
,Quite easily.” -

“‘ And he would keep guard,” said Herries.
bw footpads—who knows?
iate at night."

Lt Ye-es, of course!" stammered Figmins.
“might! Of course there might!”

They had arrived at the stables by this time. Towser
greeted his master with a peculiar rumble, which was sup-
‘pased to be a grow! expressive of joy. Herries lumbled with
the big head of his favourite, and Towser rumbled again.

- # Leave him hehind ! growled Herries wrathfully., * Not
“if'1 know it! Good old Towser "

:: “ What a—a ripping bulldog!"” said Kerr. “ You ought
to put him in a dog show, Ilerries. He would be bound to
o take first prize,"

# My dog ain’t a monkey to be stuck in a show."

** Of—of course not. I—I mean, don’t ever put him in a
show, by any means!” stammered Kerr, a listle taken aback,
“ Certainly not '

“ Suppose he did get at the grub,” said Herries, apparently
following some train of thought started by the arzument in
Study nﬁ'u, b—" 5 ¢ he did? I suppose we could get
soms more grub. We ain't guinf to the North Pole, or the
South Sca Islands, that I know of.”

O conrse not!" ‘agreed Figgivs.
paused.

Herries appeared to recollect himself, and he gave the New
House juniors a suspicious look, _

“* Never mind where we're going,” he said curtly, ** P'raps
we're not going anywhere. Don't poke my dog’s head like
that, Wynn; he doesn't like it.”

“Oh!" said Wynn. ~

“I1 wish you wouldn't stare at him, Figgins,

may bite you, and then vou'll be blamin
me, and talking rot about Towser being bad.
tempered.”

Figgins hurriedly backed awas,

_“Well, I'd take him, if I were you!" said
. “You can put him in the—the annex

e

“* There might
Tramps, and all sorts of things

“ Late—late at

“You're going™——"" he

“What do you know about the annex®’
fruntrd Herriea. It seems to me as if you
Dﬂ]ﬁ:ﬂrs are trying to pump me. You clear

The game was evidently up;. Herries was on his gnard
now. The New House trio had gained a little additional in-

formation, but not much. They felt a little sore; and as
there was no further need to be polite to Herries, the -game
being L:p. their politeness dro from them like a cloak.
“Oh, we'll clear off I said Figgins. I only wanted t
have a look at that tripchound. If is a tripehmu{d, isn't i't;':'-H
‘* Cross between a rhinoceros and a hedgehog, 1 should
say,” remarked Kerr,

** Herries calls it a dog,"” said Fatty Wenn., * Queer ideas
some fellows have about what's a doz, don't they? More Jll:e
a jabberwock or a snmark !

And Figgins & Co. retreated, leaving Herries specchiess
with indignation. The Co. were gone before Hnrrﬂ: conld
think of a sufficiently erushing rejoinder, They chuckled as
they walked back to the New House.

. Well, we're on the track,” said Kerr, ticking off on his
fingers the nts elicited so far. * They're oing on an
vxpedition, ey're going to be out late. They've asked
leave of the House-master. They're going to have something
with an annex—whatever that may happen to be. And Tom
Morry's &n::m]\i'e to make the arrangements this evening with a
Ian. entlemen, chaps, and fellows, Tomm Merry's our
game next. We've got to know about that arrangement with
a man; we've pot to see that man, too!"”

: .E?E-Hﬂw‘l" said Figgins, rather hopelosaly,

{ ¢ Tom Merry's going out. He must have a pass out of
gates. Well, if he can get a pass, we can get a pass, And

Lm;m going to track him down. What's the good of being

fl Scouts if we can't track him down? “We've got to keep
cAn.eye on the gates, and see when Tom Merry starts—and

o« keep him under our fatherly eye!”

v vAnd after that the ohums of the New House Were very
much on the look-out; and Tom Merry hadn'y the slightest

ance of leaving the school without being spotted.
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CHAPTER 3.

Shadowed by Three,

OM MERRY rose from the tea-table in his study in the

School House, He looked at his watch.

- *“Time I was off " he remarked. “I mustn't be
late in Wayland. You can trust me to look over the caravan
and see that it's all right. No good a crowd of us gnin‘f,
or the New House bounders might spot something. L
don’'t want Figgins & Co. on the track. Blake says they arp
suspicious already ; they've been trying to pump Guesy !

“ Look out for them as you go out, then,"” said Manners.
“It's got to be kept dark. If they knew we were having a
caravan out on Saturday. we should have u whole army of
them on our necks. It would be just like those rotters to
swoop down on us and collar the caravan and walk off with
it

“Just what I should expect, if they knew,” said Tom
“Gussy says he didn't let anything out "’

Monty Lowther grunted.

“ You know Gussy!" he said uneasily. * You know the
way he keeps a secret. I shouldn't be surprised if Figgins
smells a rat|"

" Blake found him jawing in Figgy's study, and yanked
him out,” said Tom thoughtiully. * He's keeping a regular
watch and ward over Gussy, I think it's all right so far: bul
we shall have to be careful.”

** Keep an eye open when you go out.”

“ Right-ho !" .

Tom Merry put on his straw hat and sauntered out of the
School House. It was s fine summer evening, and the guad
was crowded with fellows. Tom Merry smiled with satis-
faction as he walked down to the gates, He was very pleased
with himself and with the way things were going.

It had been Tom Merry’s idea at the start, and the other
fellows had taken it up quite enthusiastically. The idea of
spending a week-end in a caravan was, as Blake said, simply
nobby, A whole week would have been better, of course,
but there were difficulties in the way of that. The crickel
mastch on Saturday afternoon could be cul,
but lessons could not be cut. That was wheee
the masters came in.

Excepting for that, the Head had been very
consideruto in the matter. He could trust the
Juniors mnot to get into mischief, and he
seemed to agree that experience in camping
out was necessary and useful to fellows whe
belonged to the great organisation of Boy

Scouts

Carvanning was a good idea, and the Head
had not put any difficultics in the way.

Thé juniors had leave to depart from St
Jim's after morning lessons on  Saturday,
on the understanding that they were (o
turn up to first lessons on Monday morning as usual, and
not to “cut” church on Sunday. All the Head asked was
that they should have the permission of their people, and that
was easy to obtain. That settled it, Only it was necessary
to keep it dark from their old rivals in the New House,

In the first place, going caravanning was a stunning wheese,
and it would make Figgimld: Co. simply green when they
heard of it, too late to chip in or go and do likewise. In ths
second place, if Figgins & Co. knew in advance, they were
pretty certain to attempt to jape the caravanners, Figgins
would be quite capable of rmd:glg the caravan if he could and
walking it off under the noses of the rightful owners, And if
such a thing as that happened, Tom Merry & (
the laugh very much up against them. = Tt was extremely
necessary to keep a sharp look.out, and not give the rival
House a chance of scoring,

Whether Fiﬁ-in.q & Co smelt a rat yet Tom Merry could
not be sure, He was on the look-out as he strolled :Ifmn Lo
the git_eu, guite prepared to find the eyes of Figgins & Co.
upon him. .

. He gave a low whistle as he caught sight of the Co. loung-
ing in the gateway., The gates were not yet shut, and
Figging & Co. were there, apparently much interested in the
scenery outside,

“Hallo!” said Tom Merry, as he came up. ** Admiring
the viewi™

“Yes; ripping. ain't it?’ said Figgins with groat
affability. "?hu trees are a lovely colour at this time of
the year, don't you think ?

" Topping," said Tom Merry gravely.

** Going for & walk?!"’ asked Kerr.

& Yes."

“We'll come along if you like,
the Grammarians,” °

‘0. would havo

You might meet somo o
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“No, You'd miss ealling-over,” said Tom. *“I1 suppose
you haven't got passes out of gates.”

“ Ahem! Well—7 x :

““ Ripping sunset, ain't it?’ said Fatty Wynn.

“Gorgeons,” suid Tom, with a smile. *Ta-ta!” .

And he walked out of the gates, fully convinced in his
mind, now, that Figgins & Co. were there to watch for him,
and that they had obtained passes in order to track him.
Evidently they bLad succeeded in extracting some amount of
information from Arthur Augustus after all. .

But Tom Merry’s manner as he walked down the lane did
not seem te hint that he suspected anything. He did not
look behind onee, Figgins & Co,, who were following him
down the lane, were glad that he did not look behind.

Tom did not need to look behind. He had a small pocket-
mirror in his pocket, which he had found useful in scouting
expeditions for a similar purpose, and he had taken it out and
was holding it =o that he bad a view in it of the lane behind
him, withcut allowing it to be seen from behind, A

In the lttle looking-glass he had a full view of Figgms,
Kerr, and Wynn coming along the lane in a very cautious
manner,

Tom Merry grinned, and slipped the looking-glass back into
his pocket, and strode on, still without turning his head,

He knew now how much Figgins & Co. knew, They werd
on the track, but they did nof know where he was going, or
what he was going for, or ﬂuq.f would not be taking tho
trouble to track him down, If Tom Merry walked on to the

lace in Wayland where the caravan was to be hired, Figgins

C'o. would =0on know' all about it. DBut Tom did not intemd
te do anything of the sort now, His plans had changed, and
he chuckled to himself as he walked on. That interview at
Wayland could wait while he proceeded cheerfully to pull the
legs of his shadowers. :

The captuin of the Shell passed the stile where the footpath
led through the wood to Wayland. It had been his original
mtention to take that [ootpath, Now he passed it, keeping
on towards Rylcombe,

“Not going to Wayland!” said Kerr. :

“T don’t see what he can have to do in Ryleombe,” said
Figihw a little puzzled. .

*Btill, he's going there.”

The Co. kept on, a good distance behind Tom, but kecping
him well in sight,  They were ready to dmﬁe into cover if the
Shell fellow turned his head. But Tom Merry did not tufn
his head. Never had a shadower’s task been easier.

They entercd the village, and Tom Merry walked into Mrs,
Murphy's little tuckshop, where he cheerfully regaled himseclf
with ginger-beer. Figgins & Co. would have been glad to do
the same, for the evening was warm, and the lane dusty:
but they ecould not vemture to show themselves,
opposite side of the way they waited for Tom Merry to come
ult. i
They dodged into the doorway of Mr. Bunn's, the tailor’s,
as Tom came out of the tuckshop. He did not glance m
their direction, He walked down the old High Street, and
turned into the lane that led to Abbotsford. In the growing
dusk Figginse & Co. followed on the track. They had to
keep nearer to their quarry now, for the shades of night were
falling fast,

For about a mile they kept on, wondering whether the
Shell fellow was going to Abbotsford, which was at a con-
riderable distance. Suddenly he vaulted over a stile, and
followed a footpath through a dim meadow, Figgins & Co.
promptly followed. They kept the glimmer of Tom Merry’s
white straw hat in sight as they tram through the dusk.
They asked themselves where the dickens he was going.
According to all appearance, he bad started ot for an
aimless tramp across country., Yet they had it from Arthur
Augustus I¥Arcy that he was going see a man for the
purpose of makmg the arrangements for that mysterious
expedition on Saturday. But where in the name of wonder
was he going to ece that man?

(84 HQ,.' Wltll

+# Hold on!" murmured Kerr, |

The Co. came to a balt, Tom Merry had crossed another
stile, almost hidden by the bushes that grew round it. They
could not see him now, but they could see tho white straw
bat quite plainly, glimmering among the bushes in the dusk.
Apparently Tom Merry was leaning on the stile on the other
s,

“Taking a rest!” muttered Fatty Wynn. “ Well, I"m not
#orry to bave a rest.”

**I1s he looking back, Kerr?' murmured Figgins,

““He can't sce us if he does, It's the strawyard we can spot

ANSWERS
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him hy,” said Kerr. “Keep ready. He'll be moving on
m:ﬂ.” -

The Co. waited and watched. As the darkness grew thicker,
the straw hat over the stile grew dimmer to the view, and
the three juniors kept a little ¢loger, to make sure of keeprig
it in sight. Yes, there it was. It had not moved. They
were within a, dozen vards of it now, in the growing gloom,
But there was no mistaking the glimmer of that strawyard
among the dark bushes round the stile. Hulf an hour had
passed, and the Co. were growing puzzled and uneasy,

“ Blessed if he isn’t taking a jolly long rest!” murmured
Figgins,

Kerr frowned thoughtfully, -

“ He may have spotted vs,”" he muttered. ‘“He may bo
yhifki_ng t;];l[‘l'ﬂ for a joke on us, and laughing in his sleeve all
the time. :

“ Well, he jolly well can’t get to that mari, whoever he is,
without our being on his track. That's one comfort.”

Ten minutes more passed. Still there was no movement at
the stile. The straw hat had moved a little with a slight
motion, and that was all,

“He must have gone to sleep,” =aid Fatty Wynn in ‘s

whisper
”1?:1: scen the hat move,” said Kerr, who bad wonderful
cyesight. SR o g i

“ But what's the little game ¥’ said Figgins restively. “I'm
getting fed up. He can’t have come out here to look at th
stars and make up poetry, 1 suppose?”’ -

“Hardly. He must be Fpull_mg our leg.”

*“Oh, come on!"” said c:ggl;m, losing paticnce. “ Anywayy
we'll #ivﬁ him a jolly go umping for leading us a dance
like this !

All the Co. were fed up. It seemed only too evident that
Tom Merry had guessed that they were there, and was
amusing himself at their expense. They ran on to the stile,
and Figgins brought his fist down on the straw hat among the
bushes,

Then he gave a yell.

“(reat Scott !”

“Bpoofed " roared Kerr.

“(h, the rotter!” y o

The straw hat had rolled to the ground under Figgins's
heavy weight. But there was no head inside it, and there was
no sign of Tom Merry. £3' * o

Figgins & Co, gmcf at the straw hat almost in stupefaction,

It had been perched on a branch over the stile, in the
bushes, and had looked exactly as if it was on the head of tho
wearcr, who was leaning on the stile. But there was no
wearer. He had vanished. And the Co., almost gasping with
rage, realised that Tom Merry bhad been gone more thim
balf an hour, leaving his hat on the branch to keep the Co,
occupied. It had been perfectly casy for him to perch the
etraw hat there and then creep away under cover of
bushes and vanish in the dusk. More than hal{ an hour! He
was miles'away by this time, very probably at his destination
—wherever that was—seeing the man about the arranges
ment.

“ Man-m-my hat!” stuttered Figigins,

“ Oh crumbs !’

“He knew we were after him!”

“ He's been pulling our leg all the time! The rotter ™

“The beastly spoofer!” : : i

Figurins picked up the straw hat. His feelings were almost
too deep R:nr words. Where was Tom Merry now? Echo
unswered, ** Where 7"’ iey

“ Hallo! There’s a note here,” said Figgina :

A fra nt of paper was pinned on the band of the hat,
Figgin:g;gh{'d itlz:r , and Kerr struck a match. There was
a pencilled scrawl on the paper. The Co. glared at it. Tom
Merry had written that note, leaning on the stile with the
back of his straw hit in view of the shadowers—he had pinned
it on the band in front of the hat—and then he had left the
hat on the bough—and they had never suspected! And they
read ;

“ Dear Figgy,—Would you mind taking the hat back to St.
Jim's for me, as 1 have to leave it behind me. I don't waut
to lose it, as it cost me seven-and-sixpence. Sorry I shaiw't
see you again this evening; but you can leave the hat with

the porter. I hope you enjoyed your walk. Nice evening
for a walk, m1n't Etm? | ToMm MERRY,
“ P.8.—This is where you smile 1" o
. i
Figgins did not smile, 1
“* The—the cheeky rotter!” growled Figgins. “I've

jolly good mind to jump on his beastly hat! We've ba¥n
spoofed.  But how the dickens were we to guess that he
would have the nerve to go about without a hat to keep an
appointment 1"’ ;

Kerr groaned,
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E:LHE.! done us! Bring his blessed Lat alongz. Let's get
“Dack!”

And Figgins & Co. sadly and dolefully zot back, and duly
eft Tom Merry’s hat with Taggles the porter, to be called

for.

! Kerr Does Some Thinking,
Where is your hat, deah boy ?*

s Al Jove ! o
! B The chums of the School House were waiting for -

Tom Merry to come in; and when he came in,
hatless, they were surprised.
~ " Where on carth’s your headgear?"" asked Manners,

Tom Merry grinned. 3 |

“ Figgins 15 going to bring it home for me,” he said.

“ Figgins ™ '

t Exactly ! :

Tom Merry n:::iplmm-d. and there was a chuckle from the
juniors. The idea of Figgins and Co. !]l-l!'lldtllg their time
that evening in watching Tom Merry's straw hat from a
distance tickled them immensely. 2

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as vews funnay,” grinned
Arthur Augustus. *‘ It was a weally good ideah. And you
went to Wayland aftah all, and kept the appointment 1™’

“ Yes, rather ! i

“Bai Jove, without a hat? Ha, ha, ha! Tt is wathah
puitay to go about without a hat, vou know. I shouldn't
J.:;l" aurﬁhrhed if the New House boundahs jump on vour hat,
though."

“1 had to risk that,” said Tom Merry. Y Well, I've seen
the man. It's all serene. The caravan js simply ripping !
There's the annex all complete. Evervthing in topping order;
They're going to send the van to Abbotsford by zoods train,

here we go for the start. They've undertaken to supply a
grsh:hsa horse. On Saturday morning the caravan will be
on the common at Abbotsford, with horse complets, with a
man in oharge, waiting for us,”

“Good ! -

“ And Figgins & Co. don't know!"” chuckled Blake.

“ Not a syllable! They smell a rat—but that's all They
haven't a suspicion of the caravan. They seem to be mighty
curious about the matter,” chuckled Tom * They had quite
s long walk this evening. I usked Taggles when I came in,
but they hadn't t back vet. I'm afiaid they won't have
much time for their prep.
muilllt_r and inquisitive kids."

“ Ha, ba; ha!" .

Tom Moerry & Co. were very cheerful that evening,
Figgins, in spite of his determ investigations, was as far
as ever from learning what was “on.” ~ And as the next

¥ was Batunday, there wasn't much time loft for the New

ouse juniors to make further investigations. And on
Saturday afternoon Figgins & Co. would be busy with the
House match. e i

Tom Merry & Co. went to bed thet night in a mood of
complote satisfaction, '

Figgins & Co. were not nearly so satisfied.
~ Figgins, in fact, remained awake quite a long time, think-
g the matter out, but without getting any nearer to the
solution. _

He fell asleep at last, and dreamed that he was shadowing
Tom Merry's hat across dusky fields without being able to
effect n capture, -

In the morning Figgins looked quite worried.

He had not had much time for preparation the previous
evening, and he was likely to have some trouble with Mr.
Latham, his Form-master, that morning, but that was
not what was worrying the mind of the great Figgins,

He was thinking of the mysterious Scheol House scheme,
which was to come off that day, and which he had not suc.
ceeded in penctrating, Some more of the New House fellows
were thinking about it too. Redfern and Owen and Lawrence
;_ll knew ththu thrre:u was mui:;hipg on, and the hintﬁd to

iggins that it was “ up” to the junior captain of the House
Lo see that the Bchool House bounders di:i;?t scare over them,
And Figgins had nothing to say in reply. He knew that it
‘Wwas up to him, but he had cudgelled his brains in vain. He
Was quite gloomy at breakfast, and after breakfast he walked
‘out into the quadrangle with his chums in a pessimistic mood.
™1 haven't an idea!” he said gloomily. * That beast
diddled us last night, and that was our last chance, And
Reddy and the others are beginning to chip me about it. If
those rotters get the better of us, I shall never hear the end
of it, Can’t you fellows think of something " . ;
& ** We—we've got to find it out somehow,” said
“Wynn vaguely,

{ Fi&gins sniffed.

Y We know that, fathead. Took here, Kerr, you're a deop
ht to be able to think it out if anybody
e3sed canniness gone to?'

Fatty

Scoteh beast—you ou
can. Where's vour

- - = - - = 3
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Kerr smiled serenely,

“ I've thought it out,” he said. g e

“ My hat! You mean to say vou're on to it%" cxclaimed
Figgins breathlessly.

© Not quite! But I've thought of somebody to pump.”

Flﬁgins shook his head.

“N G he said. “ The only one of them we could pump
is Gussy, and they're watching him all the time. e nover
comes out of the house without Blake with him. Look at him
now—there he is, and Blake with him.” -

Kerr glanced across the quad at Arthur Augustus D' Avey,
who was sauntering in the morning sunshine, chatting with
Blake. Blake did not leave him for a moment. He was
evidently on the alert against the wiles of F‘lg'gim & Co.

“ Never mind, Gussy,” said Kerr carelessly. “ I've thought
of somebody else.”

“1 tell you, Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther are
as close as oysters,”” said Figgins despondently. “ No aetting
anything out of them."

* I wasn't thinking of them,”

“ We've tried Herries, and it was N G. And Blake auf
DiFI;? are on theiwr guard.” ;

" Quite so ! .

“ Well, there isn't anybody else,” exclaimed F:gqiun.
* They may have told Kangaroo, and some of the School
Hn‘uﬁa c;hnpu. but we can’t screw it out of them, can we?"

““ No !

“ Well, then, ass, who are you going to get information
irom ***

"“ The Head.”

i Ehl",li

* The Head.” said Kerr calmly. :

Figgins and Wynn regarded their Scottish chum in blank
amazement,

“ The Head ! repeated Figgins, dazedly. * The Head !"

*“ Look here,” said Korr, quietly. “ We know & bit already.
They're going on an expedition. and they're going to atay
out late at night—we know that, They've asked leave of their
House-master, but a matter like that would have to be
referred to the Head, [ fancy they asked Railton to speak to
the Head for them. But if it’s a matter of staying ont late

t night, they would have to explain it all to the Head. Ho
wouldn't let the kids in the Fourth and the Shell stay out at
night without having a jolly good reason for it. They must
have explained the whole bizney to him when they got leave."

“I suppose so," agreed Figgins, * Yes, of course ther

ut if you're thinking of going to the Head to pump
hun, I can only say that you must be your silly rocker.”

“ Not at all. I'm not going to the Head to ask him
questions. I'm going te ask him for leave for us three to
join them.™

ik Eh E--

" After giving permission to those bounders, he can’t vory
well refuse it to us," said Kerr. *'Taint as if we wore
fellows like Levison or Mellish, who can't be trusted out of
sight. We explain to the Head that we’re going in the party,
if he gives us leave. [ fancy he will give us leave.” :

** B-b-but we're not going in the party !” stuttered Figgins.

* Yes, we are!"”

“Oh!” - ;

“'What about the Hounse match "’ said Fatty Wynn.

. ““If those fellows can cut it, we can cut it. There are
plenty of chaps to take our places in the team."

* Ye-es, but— " -

“Come on,” said Kerr. “ The Head will be in his study
now, and we can catch him. Let's strike the iron while it's
hot. Leave the talking to me.”

“ B-b-but I say, Kerr, old man—"

* Oh, come on!"

Kerr had his way. Figgins and Wynn followed him in
silonce to the School House, but with™ some inward mis-
vings. ~They had great faith in the perspicacity of the
tish junior; but this time they could not hel having
doubts. But it was evidently the last chanee, and t'i)my woro
willing to * give Kerr his head," as Figgy expressed it.” They
met the Terrible Three as they (‘Htﬂﬂj the School House,
and the School House chums smiled at them sweetly.,
" Had a nice walk last night?*’ asked Manners aff ably,

“ Many thanks for bringing my hat home.” said Tom
Morry. * Taggles gave it to me this morning. Tt was really
kind of you." .

““Ha, ha, ha!™

“Oh, rats!" said Figgins,

And they walked on without further rejoinder, and Kerr
tapped at rthe door of the Head's study. Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther walked out into the guad with smiling
faces. They did not guess the purport of that visit to the
Head,

. THE Gem Lisrary.—No, 342,
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CHAPTER 5.
Figgins & Co, Smile,

- OME in!"? : 1
Dr. Holmes, the Head of St. Jim’s, glanced up
. as the three New House jumicrs eame respectfully
into his study. : -

* If we might speak to you for one minute, sir—"" began
Ker(\: meekly.

* Certainly, Kerr. Go on.”

* It—it’s about the excursion this afternoom, sir,” said
Kerr., ' Tom Merry and the others are going——"

Dr. Holmes nodded.

“ Might we go as well, sir®’

The Head looked thoughtful.

“Ah! You wish to join the party, is that it? I do not
see any objection. You understand that you do not leave
tll after lessons are over for the day.”

Wi ﬂh, ves, sir 1

*“And you will be expected {o appear for morning lessons
ns usual on Monday.”

“ On—on Monday, sir!?! Kerr was taken a little aback.
IE H‘.E:i's t;ﬂ be a weck-end, then! He was gaining information
AIrcady o

# Ygu, certainly. There is no objection to the excursion,
but I could not allow lessons to be missed.”

** Oh, certainly, sir, we understand that !’

*“ Also, it 15 understood that you do not miss church on
Sunday."”

“* Quite so, sir,*

o %Eon I will speak to your House-master,”* said the Head.
“ But there is another point. You must have the consent of
your parents to this excursion, the same as the others. Is
there time to obtain it?”

* Oh, yes, sir; we'll telegraph.”

“Very well,” said the Head. * Bring me the replies when
you receive them, merely as a matter of form, of course. I
lmpq ou will have a véry pleasant excursion, though I am
afraid,” added the Head, with a smile, " that vou will be a
little erowded. Let me see, that will make a party of ten,”

“ Some of the School House fellows may be staying behind,
¢ir,”’ murmured Kerr. * You—you are very kind, sir, to give
us leave," :

*“1 think the excursion may be beneficial to you,” eaid
the Head kindly. *There are few healthier amusements
than caravanning, especially in this splendid weather.'

Figgins & Co. ju

They could not help it.

Caravanning! '

That one word furnished the cluel

Caravanning !

So that was 1t! _ :

It was all the Co. could do to refrain from utterin%l.
whoop of trivmph as that word fell from the lips of Dr.
Holmes. As it was, their faces were so irradia that the
Head eould not help noticing it. He smiled benignantly.

1 am sure you will enjoy yourselves,” he said, *‘ and I
think I can trust you not to get into mischief.”

_"a:’.}h, yes, sir!" chorused the Ca. “ Thank you so much,
Bir. :

And they left the Head's study as if they were walking
on aar. .

“My only hat—'" began Fatty Wynn in the passage.
But Figgins stopped him.

“Not a word till we're out of the School House !" he whis-
pered. " Those rotters mustn't know that we've bowled them
out. And don't grin! XKeep a solemn chivvy, or they'll
ruspect something.’

. on a minute,” said Kerr.

He turned back to the Head's study.

" If you please, sir, would it be possible for me to cut—I
mean, miss—last lesson this morning, as I have some arrange-
ments to.make about the—the caravan.”

“You must ask your Form-master, Kerr,
speak to him.’™

" Thank you so much, sir."

Kerr rejoined his chums, and they left the School House.

¥ were very, very careful not to let their eatisfaction
appear in their faces. They were mo very careful, in fact,
not to r joyful that they looked utterly gloomy and
daprmeﬁmr? they walked out of the School House. Some
of the School House juniors glanced at them as they passed
with misplaced sympathy,

" Licked ¥’ asked Reilly of the Fourth.

"' No; not licked!" groaned Figgins.

" Lines—eh? Sure ye look as if ye were going to a
funeral.”

* Not

However, T will

detained for this afternocon—what? ™
Kangaroo of the Shell,
knnT!” ¢t
** We sha'n't able to play in that,” =aid Figeins. witl
Tup GeM LiBRABY.—No. 345, SRR T

s . exclaimed
There's the House match, you

a lugubriousness that showed that he was a worthy member
of the New House Amateur Dramatic Society. * We'll shove
in some of the other fellows.”

“Too bad!” said Noble sympathetically, “ What have
you been doing?” g
L“ I‘%Iltt:," been complaining of you, T suppose.” said Lumleys

umley,

" Borry you chaps seem to be in trouble,” said Digby of
the Fourth, “ What on earth’s the matter?”

Figgins shook his head sadly,
I "; ”dun‘t. want to talk about it,”” he =aid.
el |

And the New House Co. departed, with serious and solemn
faces, but finding it hard to repress a wild desire to vell.
Not till they were on their own side of the guadrangle
did they allow their clouded faccs to clear, Figgins led the
way up to the study. He slammed the door, and then
dropped into a chair and velled.

**Ha, ha, ha!"™ - _

“ IHa, ha. ha!” gurgled Fatty Wynn,

“We've got it!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

* What did I tell you?” grinned Kerr,

Figgins gave him a mighty thump on the back.

" Good old Kerr! You did it! If the Head gnessed that
we had been pumping him—oh, my sainted aunt?!”

* The HeadP He's

“ Tt—it's too

s a brick,” suid Kerr, “a real brick.
going to speak to Lathom. and 1 shall cut last lesson—to
miake arrangements about the caravan,”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ We'll send off the telegrams home at onco. We've got
to have the answers for the Head. That's easy enough. As
my people are in Scotland, my answer won't come in time;
but we can leave instructions for it to be taken to the Head
wlhenpl,t does come, Bo they're going caravanning! Caravan-
ning

bWt oot b aF admiringly

‘- t a really ripping wheeze,” said Figgins iringly.
“* We hadn't thought J;-F n ourselves. I really wonder we
didn’t.. And that’s why they were keeping it dark. They
suspected that we mi? t chip in.”

*“ And spail the litle game!” pgrinned Fatty Wynn.

“* And perhaps raid the giddy caravan,” said Kerr.

“Oh!" ejaculated Fiﬁg‘:nn.

-The Beottish junior chuckled, :

“That's what we're jolly well gﬂiﬂg to do. This is wher®
the School House gets it in the neck, s

“ Raid the caravan,” said Figgins breathlessly. ** Oh,
that's too rich! I had thought of ragging the bounders !

“ Not good enough! We're going to borrow the caravan !
said Kerr resolutely. ** Besides, we have told the Head
we're going caravanning, and we're bound to tell the truth.
There's only one thing for it, we've got to pinch the
caravan !

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"” : >

“Go easy, though,” said Figgins thoughtfully. “ We've
found out that the bounders are going caravanning. But
we don’'t know where tho blessed caravan is, or anything
e¢lse about it. It won't be so ]u]hﬁmy.”

“We can figure that ont,” said Kerr calmly, *“ We know
what Tom Merry was doing last night, now, He was seeing

caravan man, and m the arrangements with him.
Now, the question is, where did he go to do it? Not much
doubt on that point. Wayland is the only place near here
where a caravan can be hired, and there's one
in Wayland where they hire out caravans. That's Hooker's,
It’s as plain as the nose on your face that Tom Merry went
over to Hooker's place at Wayland last evening.”

“I su s0,” said Figgine, with a nod.

“We can jnlly soon find out,” said Kerr,

“ Yeés, as you're mﬂigﬁehst lesson, you can go over.”

“ I've got something to do, then, We're going to find
out now." .

** But there’s no time to go over before lessons.”

‘* There's time to telephone.”

"By gum, you think of everything, old chap!” said Fig-

2 un} h g
ging in .,ﬁrﬂt admiration. *“I1 don't know whather we cpn
Eot at Ratcliffe’s telephone, though,™

“I sha'n’t try to, I'll ask the House-dame to let me u
the one in her room. S8he’ll do it like a bird if we ask hs
nicelﬁ. No time to lose—come onl” -

“ Right-ho !’ A

There were two telephones in the New House—one in thd
study of the House-master, Mr. Rateliff, the other in tHe
housekeeper’s room. The juniors sometimes used Mr
Rateliff's telephone—but only in the absence of that genﬂe‘a
man, who did not look with an affectionate eve upon
F:gﬁlm & Co. Mr. Rateliff was in the house now, unfortu-
nately. But Figgins & Co. sought out the Huusn-d'nma, and
“ asked her nicely,” and were given the necessary permiss
And they went into the House-dame's sitting-room in

sion,

FERRERS LOCKE, DETECTIVE, '3,\2 principal oharacter. in one of & CHUCKLES,'
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the bushes, Then he gave a yell, * Great Scottl”
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The Co. were fed up, and they ran on to the stile, and I-‘ig‘g h
. ““Spoofed ! "' roared Kerr,
isn't there at all!" (See Chapler 3.)

One Pmnﬁ 9

o -

ins brought his fist down on the straw hat amongst |
““ Tom Merry's gone] The rotter (

reat spirits, and Kerr took up the receiver. Figgins and
‘ynn watched with bated breath, both of them trying to
get an ear to the second receiver

“ One-nought-one Wayland, please,” said EKerr,

He was through in a couple of minutes,

FE Hﬂllﬂ 1!1
Is that Hooker's, Wayland?"

“ Hallo!

i Y'E'S.II,

““ This is 8t. Jim's—the school,”

‘rl Y(‘!E,ji

“ Aboui our caravan

“ Yes, the caravan ordered by Master Merry?'
VM ¥es, 1 want to koow if it is ready ?

‘“ The instructions were to have. it ready at three o'clock
i:ElH" afternoon,” said the voice on the wires. *“ It will be
ready then.'”s

“ Yes, quite so. But we find that we can get off a little
gatlier. Would it be possible to have the caravan ready at
ko instead of three?” :

“ff Ahem! I will see. Please hold on a few minutes, as I
k},nll havo to telephone to Abbotsford.” ’

“ Abbotsford " ejaculated Kerr.

"% Yes: as the caravan has already been despatched by

goods train.” =,
“ Right-ho! I'll wait.”

NEXT
WEDNESDAY—

S e il il ol
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" THE HOUSE-MASTER'S BODYGUARD!™

Kerr looked round at his ehums, with a grin,

“ Got that?”

“ Got it!"" chuckled Figgins and Wynn.

“ It was Hooker's, you see. Taking it for granted was the
best way., If it hadn’t been HDGE«EI'E they'd have told me
it was a mistake. But it was Hooker's, you sce. And we've

ot on to the whole bizney now. They're going a good

istance afield, so they've arranged to start from Abbotsford
instead of Wayland, The caravan's been sent there by
goods train; and they're to arrive at Abbotsford at three to

tuke possession.’ s §2 _

“ But where?’ said Figgins, * Abbotsford's rather a big
place to hunt for a caravan.”

“I'm going to find out where.”

“ Hallo!” came the voice. * Are vou there!™

““ Hallo!" replied Kerr. ~ 3

“ The.van does not reach Abbotsford on the railway till
bwo o'clock. It will be impossible for it to be ready till half-
past two. Will that do?”

“ But why 1

¢ Tt has to be sent from the station to the common, and
the horse has to be put to it there. It cannot be done under

half an hour.” _ _
¢ All right. Can we depend on it for half-past two?”

¢ Absolutely.”
s Tee Gex Lismiry.—No. 242
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“Good! You're leaving somebody in charge of it?”

“ Yes, as arranged with Master Merry.”

“Who will it be?” : :

“ A man named Thompson will be in charge.
Merry was told—"

“Yes, that's all right.
be waiung for nus? Ihd
fﬂrgeﬂul chap.”

““Yes, that was arranged.
just outside Abbotsford.” _ X

“ Right! We can depend on it that it will be theére, horse
and all, at hnH-Fast. twoi"

““ Absolutely.’

“ Thanks! Good-bye!”

“ Good-bye ! {

Kerr hung up the receiver.

““ What price that?’ he remarked.

“ Hooray ! ;

“ Those bounders are leaving after dinuer by the train
for Abbotsford, which gets there at two-forry, most likely,”
eaid Kerr, * That gives them casy time to walk down to
ihe common before three. They're to bOnd their giddy
CaTavan rud? for them haps.”

“* Perhaps ! chuckled Figgins. -

“We've got to get there at hall-past two,”" went on Kerr.
“We shall find the van ready—with no * perhaps' about
"’

“Ha, ha;, ha!"

“ But there isn't a train,”’ said Fatty Wynn, “ after dinner.
There’s only that one train to get there before three.”

Kerr eniffed.

“Do you think I haven't thought of that, fathead! I
know the time-tables. There's a train leaves Rylcombe at
12.30. It gets to Abbotsford at 1.40, That will give us
a lot of time to wait there; but it's better to be too early
than tod®late.” .

“But we can't catch that train!™

" Why not?”

“ Dinner——"'

“We shall have to miss dinner, of couree.”

Fatty Wynn almost fell down,

“ Misz dinner! Are you dotty!"” ; :

“ Ass!™ howled Kerr. ' Are we going to spoil the jape of
cﬂgﬁ ufmmn for the sake of letting you gorge? Go and eat

E i3

‘“ But—but—but we can't miss dinner!
Miss dinner! My hat! I reall _
your senses, Kerr,"”" said Fatty Wynn inril_znant]y. ** Blessed
if I ever heard of such o thing! Miss dinner! Dinner!"”

“We catch the early train and miss dinner,"” went on
Kerr calmly, utterly unmoved by Fatty's breathless
indignation,

' But—but—but—"' .

“8hut up! If you can't miss dinner, you can miss the
caravan. Now about waye and means,” said Kerr. *“ I've
got last lesson off, you know; and that will be time to lay
i eupplies for the caravan. Hand out all the tin you've got,
and I'll do the l.hupgilif and get it in a bundle ready. We
thall only want gru the things required will be in the
caravan, of course, Hand over the tin. We'll borrow some
more of the fellows. We can settle when our allowances
come. And now about sending off those telegrams to our
people—for permission to go caravanning."

“Ha, ha, ha!" chortle Figgiqi. e

" But I say—about dinner !"” said Fatty Wynn in dismay.

* Sbut up!’” roared his chums. '

Figgins & Co, left the housekeeper’s room, and dispatched

necessary telegrams to their people by means of the
house-page, whom they instructed to take tie replies, when
thl; ume, and convey them to the Head.

wgins & Co. were extremely well satisfied with the way
things were going. But when they appeared in the Form-
room that morning they wore serious looks. They were still
playing their part; and Jack Blake, who scanned them
cunously, did rot receive a hint of their inward satisfaction.
Figgins & Co. were very, very deep!

CHAPTER 6.
Running for It}

OM MERRY came out of the Shell Form-room after
morning lessons with & cheerful visage. He was
= feeling ";ﬂl‘j* cfhtﬂ.i:erful.
was a beautiful summer dav — ideal
caravanning. And the caravan was to huf :-Tad pccss~ Pl v

ford Common at three; and the chums of the gc!?ﬂ-ul&ﬁgﬁi:

comfortable time to have their dinner and catch their

train. There was no 1 b \
Mersy know | 10t g cloud in the horizon—so far as Tom

The chums of Study

Form-room ‘passage,
Tue Gey ?

Master

Just where on the common will it
Merry arrange that? He's rather a

On the common near the town,

It's impossible !
think vou must be out of

No. 6 met the Terrible Three in. the

so smiling contente
IBRARY. —No. 543.“ contentedly,
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“ All gewene,” remarked Arthur Augustue I)'Arcy; “ those
boundahs are not on the twack. They bave been lookin’
wathah wotten this mornin’."” :

1 dare say they're feeling rotten,” grinned Blake. * They
know there’s something on, and they can’t catch on to 1t
They will be ready to weep and wail and gnash their teeth
when they find out we've gone caravanning.” e

“I've asked Kangy to tell them, after we've gone:
grinned Tom Merry. :

“Ha, ha, ha!” ‘ i

“ Sure you haven't let Gussy let anything out?” asked
l.owthér.

“ Weally, Lowthah—" 3 :

“That's sll right,” said Blake. * I've béen keeping am
eve on him. le hasn't had a chance.”

“ Weally, Blake——" : \

“ They've been looking awfully solemn,” chuckled Blake,
“ Kerr was let off for last lesson, and he cleared out of the
Form-room. Went out looking for information, perhaps.”

“* Ha, ha, hal”

But Tom Mrrrf looked grave. : =

“ Kerr missed last lesson!” he exclaimed. ** Why!

“Don't know! Lathom gave him leave, and ha cleared
off. But he can't have been investigating, 1 suppose!”

“ Of course not, desh boy. They don't know anythin’
about the car——"' -

** Shush " whispered Blake, as Figgins and Kerr came
down the passage. The two New llouse juniors went out
sedately into the guadrangle. . _

“No; they ean't have guessed anything,” said Tom Merr
reflectively.  * But I'm rather suspicious of Kerr; he's
awfully keen. But they can’t know anything. Mind they
don't get hold of Gussy again.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——" - :

“I'm taking care of that,” said Blake grimly.
going out of my sight till we've started.”’

s {wefune to {Jﬁ wegarded as unweliable.”

*“Oh, rats!”

And Blake walked away with Arthur Auﬁustus, and per.
sistently bestowed his company upon him till the bell rang
for dinner, and then went in to dinner with him. There was
no danger of Figgins & Co. extracting any more information
from the swell of St. Jim's; and the caravanners did not
anticipate danger from any other quarter. Figgins & Uo,
in eeg. scemed to have given up their efforts to penctrate
tll:e mystery. They had gone into their house, and remained
there. ,

They vemained there until dinner-time. When Tom
Merry & Co. were safe inside the dining-room of the School
House, Figging & Co. came out of the New House, secure
from observation. - : Bes

They came out smiling. TFatty Wynn had consoled himself

“ He's not

with sandwiches, And the prospect of a feed in the caravan
as soon as it was ured comforted him for the loss of his
dinner. Figgins & Co. were in funds, and they had borrowed

extensively among the New House juniors, too; and Kerr
had done a tremendous amount of s ing while the rest
of the Fourth were in the Form-room at last lesson.

Each of the trio carried a large bundle out of the New
House, They hurricd down to the gates, and Taggles the
porter looked at them, -y

‘“Bell's gone for dinner, Master Figgins.”

“Missing it,”" said Figgins cheerfully.
Taggles. We've got leave.” _

the three juniors walked out, and tock their way down
the land tdwards Rylcombe. They were in siood Lime for
the train; and when it steamed out of the little country
station Figgins & Co. were comfortably seated in it, smiling.

J.ieanthigle, Tom Mdry & Co. were having dinnér in the
School House without the slightest suspicion that the rival
juniors were not similarly occupied in the New House.

After dinner, the School House fellows made their final
preparations for the expedition. Arthur Augustus had
packed a large bag, and the other fellows also had things to
take with them, But D'Arcy’'s bag was of a tremendons
gize. The things that Arthur Augustus needed for a week-
end caravafiming were innumerable. He surveyed the bag
through his eyeglass, as it lay on the floor in Study No.ifij
in a doubtful sort of way. ‘ Bl
I haven’t put in any dwess clothes,” he remarked, ' amd
the hﬂntlydh:{ is quite full now.”

T o ﬂ

180
Dress es!” howled Blake. “D
clothes in a caravan?” ' o you want dresd

“¥ou nevah know what may turn up, deah boy. We M*F'”
be asked to dinnah by mmg_bndf, you know. ngerah. e

“Tt's all nght,

less T get a largih bag——
!‘llaka chuckled as hg looked at the bag, %
How arc you going to get that to the station?’ he asked

““Bai Jove, I nevah though g
h“ﬁ‘fefﬂf 0 vy ght of thntll It's wathah tod

ave it here,” suggested Dighy.

Erory PGy ULAR L ONUGKLES, 1 (n
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* Wats! You can give me a hand with it.”

“1T've got my own bag to carry, fathead."

“1 wefuse to be called a fathead. As vour things are in
Dig’s bag, Hewwies, old man, you can help me cawwy this.”
; “I've got Towser to lock after.”

“Towsah!" said Arthur Augustus, with great emphasis.
“ Towsah I

“¥Yes, ass; Towser.”

“But Towzah isn't comin’.”

““ Oh, rats!"

“ Weally, Hewwies, I have alweady stated my objections
to the pwesence of that wotten bulldog!”

* Br-rer-r-rI" said Herries. And he went to fetch Towser.

“ Come on,” =aid Blake, as Tom Merry's voice was heard
calling in the passage. ' The Shell chaps are ready.”

* But what about my bag, deah boy!"

“ Leave it there.” : :

“You uttah ass! Pewwaps I had bettah ask Taggles to
dwive us down to the station in his twap. He will do it for

a tip.”

“l}'at’nnadi The New House bounderz would spot it at
once, and we should have a crowd of them on our track.
We're going out one at a time, as quickly as possible.”

“ But my bEE 1

“ Blow your bag!" .

Blake and Digby followed Herries, and Arthur Augustus
was left alone with his bag in a state of considerable dismay.
He ran to the study window. Tom Merry and Manners and
Lowther were crossing the quad, cach with a bag in his
hand. Arthur Augustus called to them, but they did not
scem to hear. - They disappeared out of the school gates,

* Bai Jove!" ,

A few minutes later Herries was seen going out with his
bulldog. Evidently the redoubtable Towser was to form one
of the party, after all. Digby strolled out next, with a bag
in his hand. The New House juniors did not seem to be on
the alert at all, and nothing whatever was to be scon of
Figgins & Co.

“ You coming, Gussv?" Jack Blake called up to the study
window.

“ Yaas, wathah! But my bag—"

* Come on, then. Yuu’lriﬂsﬂ the tra:in if you don't buck
u]}.'!T
“But my bag!”

Jack Blake did not seem to hear,
wards the gates, whistling carelessly,
ghouted frantically from the window.

“Blake, Blake, deah boy! Y cannot cawwy this bag
%]mﬂ: ' Blake! Oh, you awful wottah! Blake, vou wotten

east I’

Blake passed out of the school gates and vanished.

The whole party, with the exception of the swell of Bt.
Jim's, had started now. Arthur Augustus looked at his
watch. The time was getting on.

“Bai Jove, what am I goin’ to do? Tt is weally too
uttahly wotten of those wottahs to desert me in this wotten
:;ray? I suppose I shall have to pack n smallah bag? Bai

ove 1™

There was evidently no help for it. Arthur Auguostus
yanked out the contents of the big bag, ond packed a small
one with hurried hands. He looked at his watch arain, and
jumped. Fe had barely time to get to the station. Breath-
g hard, the swell of 5t. Jim's jammed the bag shut, and
tore from the study. Arthur Auvgustus was usually the
neatest and tidiest of youths. But on this oceasion he lefi
the study carpet strewn with shirts and ties and silk socks.
He rushed downstairs, his bag banging against the banisters,
and rushed out of the house into the midst of a crowd of
juniors in flannels bound for the cricket-feld. :

“Hallo " exclaimed Glynn of the 8hell. “ T thought you
were going with the parts."

D’Arcy gasped.

“80 1 am! Good-bye!” ]

“Ha, ha, ha! Run for it!" yelled Eangaroo.
train’s going 1"’

““ Hop it, Gussy !

“Put it on!”’

 Arthur Augustus did not need telling to put it on. Ha
fairly floew across the quad, with his %ang awinging in his
]:rmnt]. He nlthd out of the gates, and dashed down the
road. If Figgins & Co. had been anywhere about they would
certainly have spotted that striking departure. But Figgins
& Co. were not to be seen. Redfern and Owen and Lawrence,
and a crowd of New House fellows, were going down to the
avicket. But Figgins and Kerr and Wynn were only conspicu-
omE their absence. :

Arthur Augustus glared along the lane. Tom Merry & Co.
were already out of sight. He dashed on. Down the lane
Lie- went, breathing fury and dust, the perspiration pouring
down bhis aristocratic brow. The village came in sight, but
not his comrades. They were already at the atation.

He walked away to-
Arthur Augustus

 Your

NEXT
" WEDNESDAY—
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The half-hour chimed from the village church, The train
was due! Arthur Augustus panted. and put on a spurt, and
went up the old High Street of Rylcombe as if he had been
on the cinder-path. He collided with Grimes, the grocer’s
oy, and Grimes roared as D’Arcy’s bag banged on his
basket, and there was a secattering of RBands® Special Blend
at 1s, 6d. and Sands’ Choice Coffee and Special Dairy
Butter,

** ¥You hass!” yelled Grimes.

But Arthur Augustus did not paunse.

“Bowwy!” he ﬂ:{}od, and tore on.

In his haste he not fastened his bay very securely, and
the collision with Grimes’'s basket had knocked it ~open.
Arthur Augustus was in too great haste even to notice that
the bag was swinging open in his hand. He rushed up to the
station, leaving a white shirt and three or four blue silk
socks behind him like a trail.

He dashed into the station.

“ Twain in?" he gasped.

Old Trumble, the porter, nodded. :

“ Yessir, Master Merry 'as ydur ticket.. Thes're hon the
platform, Train's in. 'Urry up, sir. Jest going to start.”

Arthur Augustus tore up to the platform. He tore across

it to the train. Tom Merry & Co. velled to him from a

crowded carriage.

“Come on!"’

“* Buck up !

D’Arcy rushed to the carriage, leaving a porfect shower of
socks and handkerchiefs and neckties behind him as he ran.
_“ Stand back there!” shouted the guard, who was already
signalling,

But Arthur Augustus did not stand back. Tom Merry
held the door open, and D'Arey bolted head first into the

carriage, and collapsed among feet of the jumiors. - His
bag rolled over on the floor.

*“Done it!"" he gasped.

**Ha, ha, ha!”

The guard slammed the door; the train was starting. Tom
Merry & Co. yelled with merriment. Across the platform lay
a trail of shirts, socks, neckties, sweaters, slippers, collars,
and other articles. Arthur Augustus staggered to his fect
as the train glided out of the station, gasping for breath.

“ Jollay nearly missed it, deah boys! I had to wun like
anythin’. But it's all wight.”

* What did you stop behind for, you ass?’

“ I had to pack a smallah bag. 1 couldn’t cawwy the larga
one, as you wottahs wouldn't lend me a beastly hand. But
I've bwought my bag all wight.”

" And what on earth did you want to bring an empty bag
with you for?" demanded Monty Lowther, * What's tho
use of an empty bag in a caravan? We shall have enough

empty bags.
i “yenlly, Lowthah, I do not quite undahstand you, You

are talkin’ out of the back of your neck, deah boy. My bag
is packed.”

“Look at 1t !'"" howled Blake.

. He held the bag up to view. Arthnr Augustus looked at
it. Then he jammed his eveglass into hiz eve and looked

agam. The bag was perfectly empty. Not a single article
}'E:rm}:md of all that the swell of 8t. Jim's had crammed
into it.

“Gweat Scott !

““Ha, ha, ha I

“ The—the wotten bag must have comec open, bai Jove,
ar!l I nevah noticed it."”

Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gweat Scott ! All my things will be lost.
wecover them 5

*Ha, ha, ha !

" You uttah asses! There is nothin' to cackle at— "

**Ha, ba, ha!" yelled the juniors.

And for ten minutes at least nothing was heard from the
crowded carriage but yells of merriment; while Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy sat and regarded the empty bag through
his e_naﬁhaa with blank dismay. And the expression upon
his noble countenance was, as Monty Lowther remarked,
worth a guinea a box,

I— I______ll

T shall nevah

CHAPTER 7.
Capleriag the Caravan.

IGCGINS descended from the train at Abbotsford
Station, and the Co. followed him. It was a quarter
to two, and the chums of the New House had three-

quarters of an hour before them, ample time to stroll to

Abbotsford Common twice over before half-past two. Fatty

Wyan, who never lost an opportunity of improving the

shining hour in his own peculiar way, stopped at the station

refreshment-rooms. He had been eating sandwiches most

of the time 1n the train, but he still missed his dinner, The
| " The GEM Lisrary.—No. 342,
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loss of that dinner seemed likely to haunt Fatty Wrynn,
Lhowever much provender he devoured in the place of it.

“Come on!’ said Kerr.

“ Hold on,”’ said Fatty. “ We've got lots of time, and I
remember that they have jolly good pork-pies hiere. Have
gome 17

“May az well have a snack,” said Figgins.
we ve missed dinner.”

And the three juniors did full justice to the pork-pies of
Abbotsford. They made a good meal, in fact, and were
finished by two o'clock. At all events, Figgins and Kerr
were finished. Fatty Wynn could have gone on till further
orders. But he received his orders from his two chums, and
they dragged the reluctant Fatty Wynn, and marched him
out.

““There's lots of time,” expostulated Fatty.
need half an hour to get to the comunon,
a little late—"

“Kim on!" \ :

““1 haven't had enough—only four pork-pies and a cake
and a pudding, as well as the sandwiches. No good starting
an excursion hungry. It's always better to lay a solid foun-
dation.”

“Kim on Y g

Fatty Wynn was marched foreibly out of the station, and
the Co., carrying their bundles and bags, walked down the
street on the way to the comumon outside the town. They
knew that long before this Tom Merry & Co. must be in the
train for Abbotsford, booked to arrive at twbd-forty. It
would not do to risk being late. The van would be there
half an bhour ahead of the SBchool House party at the most,
and it would take some time to get off. Tom Merry & Co.,
on arriving, might walk quickly to the rendezvous, to wait
there for the van to be ready at three. Figgins & Co., with
all their elever arranging, were cutting it very fine—they
had no choice about that. But, at all events, they could be
on the spot early,

QOutside the old town of Abbotsford, the green common
stretched far and wide, bounded on one side by the river,
on the other by the high-road. The New House juniors had
learned from Mr, Hnnier, on the telephone, the precise spot
of the rendervous. They reached the common outside the
town, and scanned the broad expanse. There were many
aobjects in sight—mnurses and perambulators and playing chil-
dren, and tramps loafing in the sunshine, but there was no
sigh of a caravan. Kerr looked at his watch. It was twenty
minutes past two.

‘““Not due here for ten minutes,” he remarked.

“ Might have stayed for another pork-pie,” said Wynn.

“QOh, rats! Lemme see. As the horse is to be put to it
here, most likely the man Thompson will take the horse to
the station, and let him pull it here,” Kerr remarked.
‘“ That's the simplﬁt way of getting it here.”

“ Most likely,”” assented Figgins.

““Then look out on the road for a caravan coming from
the station.”

The juniors watched the road.

_ Half-past two chimed out somewhere, but the van was not
im sight. Figgins & Co. began to feel very anxious. It was
the time promised for the caravan to be ready, but it was
not yet to be seen. Mr. Hooker had promised it ** abso-
lutelv,”” but it was probable that his man Thompson was not
hurrying himself on a hot afternoon. The man Thompson,
of course, did not know what was at stake. :

In fact, if the man Thompson had known the ecircum-
~stances of the case, he certainly would not have hurried
himself to be there Ly the stipulated half-past two,

Figgins & Co. grew almost feverish as the minutes passed.

At two-forty Tom Merry & Co. would be in Abbotsford,
and 1f they hurried, as they might, they would be on the
common soon afterwards., And if the van was much
later——

The chums of the New House began to look a little blue.
FEven Fatty Wynn ceased to think of the other pork-pie he
might have had. If the van was much later, Tom Merry &
Co. would come on the scene at the same time as the
caravan. And they would be in force, and the enterprise of
the New House Co., planned so carefully, would be U P,
as Figgins lugubriously remarked.

“ Blow that silly Hooker!” grunted Figgins, ““Why
eouldn’t he arrange to have the silly van here at two?”

“ Blow this man Thompson ! growled K&*%. *° What is
the beast late for? Why didn't his parents teach him that
unpunctuality ia the thief of time ™

“ And punctuality is the politeness of princes,”” said Fatty
Wynn. *“ But Thompson ain’t a prince. He's a beast! He's
a votter! He’s a slacker! He's a 2

* Hurrah ! Here comes the van!”

It was the caravan at last.

At all events, it was a caraven; and Figgins & Co. had
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“ After all,

“We don't
And even if we're

no doubt it was theirs. They fully regarded Tom Merry's
caravan ag theirs by this time. R

It was a large and handsome caravan, too—& really stuné
ning caravan. And it was drawn by a powerful horse o
tremendous size. Tem Merry had arranged with Alw.
Hooker for the best he could provide, regardless of expense,!
and Mr. Hooker had ** done " him well. Horse and caravan
were all that could be desired. o

A man with a horsy look, a stubbly chin, and a straw 1n
his mouth was driving the caravan. He brought it to a halsf
by the common-side, glancing at the jumors. It was two-
forty-two, and by that time Tom Merrys train was il
Abbotsford. The New House juniors had just dome it-—iff
they were off in time. :

They ran towards the earavan. The horsy man toucheds
lis hat. He did not know any of the juniors of St. Jim’s;
by sight; but he had been told to hand over the caravan
te a party of schoolboys, who would know his name, and one:
of whom would give the name of Tom Merry. ;

““That's our caravan?"’ exclaimed Figgins,

““Yes, sir. You Master Merry?”

“I'm from St. Jim's." Figgins explained.
will be here in a few minutes,
pose !

**Yee, sir." &

““* Mr. Hooker told you to meet us here,” said Kerr.

“ That's right, sir.”” The driver dismounted from his seab.
“ Very ‘ot driving in this ‘ere ‘ot weather, young gentlemen.
Makes a man thirsty.”

Figgine pressed a half-crown into the hand of Thompson.
He felt much more inclined to punch his head for being
late, but he was only too glad to see the caravan at all
And that liberal tip enlisted all the sympathies of the van-
man at once. He took quite a friendly interest in the .
juniors and their excursion.

‘““ About the 'orse— - he hegan.

“ Yes, ves: that's all right,”

“* Which his fodder is in the van,” said the driver.
“You'll take caré of thar "orse, voung gentlemen. He's a
good ‘orse. Wasn't there gpoing to be a party of you ‘ere "

“The others are coming,”’ r:xplu,:inm}) Figgins, climbing
into the driver's seat. ' Get into the van, you chaps.”

Kerr and Wynn tumbled into the van. They threw mn -
iE:Eirﬁhags and bundles. They were in feverish haste to
be off. .

Thompson scratched his stubbly chin. The hall-crown had :
made him Figging's friend for life; but he was perplexed.
““1 was hordered to "and that van to Master Merry,” he
said, “If Master Merry ain't ‘ere yel- -7

““*He's coming.”’

“But vou're starting without "im——"

“0Oh, he'll come afrer us!’ said Figgins, with & grin.
There was not really much doubt that Tom Merry would
eome after him.

The horse had begun to erop the grass along the road.
Figgins pulled him out into the high-road, and took up the
whip. :

‘*%&'o", I ¢'pose it'e all right,”” muttered Thompson.

“ ANl right? Riglt as rain!”’

“ PBut Master Merry -  Look “ere. yvoung gentlemen,
p'raps vou'd better wait till Master Merry comes. ‘Ere
come some young gentlemen along the road,” said the van-
man, shading his eves with his hand and locking towards
Abbotsford.

Figging stood up, and looked over the van. A number of
boyish fizures had come into sight, most of them carrying

“Tom Merry
You're Thompson, I sup-

bags.

%iggim's lieart beat fast. :

They were too far off for him to recognise them, but he
knew well enough that they were Tom Merry & Co.  There
were seven of them, i

Undoubtedly they had seen the van in
alreadv. There was not a moment to lose.
heed ta the van-man.
moved omn. :

‘4 Bre, sir ! called out Thompeon, "' T say——"

“ Tell Tém Merry we're rone on ! called back Figgins,

“Yes, but—" s 3h

the distance
Figgins paid no
He cracked the whip, and the horse

“Tell him I'my driving. 1My name's Fipgius—[}e:;;q‘ge
Figging. He'll understand.”’ iy
‘¢ But———-"

: F b - e B

The vanman's voice died away, as Figgins gave the horee.
a fick of the whip, and the powerful animal broke mtp a
sharp trot. The caravan rumbled down the road at a goed
yate, the vanman staving after it and seratching his head. s

CHUCKLES
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CHAPTER 8,
- Dished!

OM MERRY & Co. had reached Abbotsford at twao-
forty, and they left the station at once, and walked
awny to the common. The van was not to be there
tll three, according to the arrangement with Mr.

Hooker—since altered by Kerr on the telephose, but the
Bchool House fellows did not know that. But it was just as
well to be on the spot in plenty of time, and they made for
the common at once. As they came out of the town Tom
Merry uttered an exclamation,

* There's the van!” \

There it was, in the distance, plainly vizible on the white
high-road, amid the green expanse of the common. :

“Good!"” said Blake. * Hooker Las been better than his
word. He said it would be rcady at three, and it's barely
ten to three now.” .

. ** Looks nobby, doesn't it?" said Tom Merry. 1T looked
it well over in Wayland vesterday evening. ipping van—
inside and out! We shall have a topping time in 1t !"

“ ¥aas; but I weally don't know what I am goin’ to do
for a change of clobbah——"

*“* You'll do without it," said Blake, with a chuckle.

“And I am afwaid a lot of my things will be lost—""

“ No doubt about that,”" agreed Blake cheerfully * There
will be ragamuffins in R ylecombe going about in silk socks and
white shirts next week "

“Ha, ha, ha!" ’

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Hallo! The van's going on!” exclaimed Tom Merry, in
surprise. “ What the deuce is Thompson going on for?"

_ The juniors stared after the van, here was no doubt that
it was going on. It went down the road at a guick trot.

“The duffer!” said Digby. * I suppose he hasn't scen us,
and he's giving the horse some exercise. Give him a yell !”

“That looks like the driver by the roadside,” said
Manners, * The horse must have bolted.”

“ Bai Jove!”

* Put it on,” said Tom Merry, and he broke into a run.

The juniors ran hard. Something scemed to have gone
wrong. The horsy-looking man standing in the road, staring
after the departing caravan, was evidently the driver of it.
But if the carayan was running away, why did he make no
effort to stop the horse? It was very odd.

The juniors ran fast, but the caravait was going faster. It
ﬁumdwi 1r:m:t round a bend of the road, and the trees hid it

sight.

A couple of minutes later the juniors came up, panting.
Thompson turned his head and looked at them, still chewing
his atraw,

“You are Thompson!" asked Tom Merry at once.

““ Yes, sir!"

“I'm Tom Merry! Is that our van?"

“ That's 1t, sir.”

* Has the horse run away ?" demanded Blake.

“ Oh, no, sir! That's a good 'orse, sir. You can depend
on him not to run away,"” said Thompson.

“Then where's the van gone?” exclaimed Tom Merry, in
amazement. ** Who's driving it "

** Your friend, sir.”
“ M-m-mum-my friend,™
*Yes, air.” ¢

. o Bul—but my [riends are with me here ! exclaimed Tom,
* What do you mean? You don't mean to sav that vou've
handed over the van to somebody else by mistake?"”

“ No mistake, sir. It's your friend ithat’s taken it,"” said

Thompson, * He told me you would go after him."
. The School House juniors looked at one another quickly.
A dreadful suspicion had risen in their minds, It seemed
impossible—yet—yet—— The thought of Figgins & Co. came
into their minds at once. Was it possible—

* How many of them were there?" gasped Blake,

al e, Hil"..." -
What were they like?" shouted

'I'ﬂ:ilz:mm | Ed.!ii;'f only hat! h
@ oxoit , grasping the stolid Thoms th
and shaking him ﬁ:hﬁ vEcitﬂLm;nt. pson by the arm,

A tall ('hl . uir, and a flt 5 entlem 4 "
Tom Mnrrg I;mru a ._‘ﬂ.‘!l. young g eman, ang—

* Figgins & Co, I

Thompson nodded.’ y '

* That's the name, sir—Master Figgins. Which he told me
to tell you that Figgins was driving, and he said as 'ow you
wirild understand.’ :

#:©h, my hat 1"

#The villain !”

* The burglar ™

r\Il-ll i Ei‘m ii!

They've mot our caravan!”
ﬁ(} was a chorus of dismay and fury. Thompson stared ab

» excited juniors, still chewing his straw.

¥ Which flnaked the young gentleman if he'd wait for you,
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T told 'Im it would be better, as T was

| ]

Master Merry.
hordeyed to "and over the van to vou
“0Oh, vou ass! You've let them take our van!”

““ How did they get on the track !" howled Blake. * What
silly idiot told them about it?" ’

“Bai Jove! One of you duffahs must have let out the
secwet.” :

The juniors glared at Arthur Augustus D'Arey. 1f any.
body had let out the secret, they had no doubt as to whom it
WS,

** You frabjous ass!" roared Blake.

“ Weally, Blake——"

““ That 1diot Gussy—""

** That crass ass Gussy—=""

*“ Bump him !

“ Scalp him [

“Slaughter him !"

The juniors were in a state of boiling fury, and they needed
a victim. They had no doubt that it was the swall of St.
Jim’s who had somehow or other let out the secrets, They
closed round the alarmed Arthur Augustus.

“ Hold on, deah boys—I mean don't hold on! Waally, you
know, I have not said a word! That ass Blake has been
watchin® me all the time !”’

“Yes, hold on,” said Blake., * I'm blessed if T see haw
Gussy could have let it out, unless he got up in the middle
of the night to do it."

* Somebody did it !" shouted Herries.

“ Bome silly ass—""'

“ They screwed it out of him in Figgy’s study yesterdar,
of course ! howled Lowther,

Tom Merry shook his head,

“ They didn't know it last night,"" he said. * They wers
tracking me down last night to find it out.”

“ Bai Jove! t accounts! They must weally havo
twacked you down, deah boy, and they only pwetended to
be taken in by that hat twick.”

“Rot!” said Tom Merry., **They didn't follow me to
Wayland.”

“1 feel quite convinged, deah boy——""

“Oh, rats! Look here, how came it that the van was
carly "' exclaimed Tom Merry. * Looks as if those rotters
wangled it somehow, now. How was it you got here early
with the van, Thompson "' '

Thompson had been listening to the excited exclamations in
stolid surprise. Evidently he did not know how to make head
or tail of the matter.

* Which we was 'phoned from Wayland this morning, sir,”
he said. ' Mr. Hooker 'phoned that they had telophoned
him from the school, asking him to have the van 'ere at two
o'clock. He promised it for "arf-past two,"”

*“ 'Phoned from St. Jim’s!"

“Xos, aint o

“ Great Scott !"

“ Weally, Tom Mewwr, it was vow
telephone and then forget all about it,’'
L ke 1" yellod Tom Merrs. 1 didut telephon

“ Ass!" ye om Merry, idn't tele e. Fizgins
and Co. must have telephoned. They got on to the ﬁtﬂe
game, and 'phoned to Hooker. They must h
to get over here before us. Oh, crumbs "

L1 B“t h&'ﬂ'_—"

“ Oh, what does it matter low? Wae're wastinz time," said
Tom Man—g, That, apparently, had only just cccurred to
him. ** While we're jawing here, they're getting away avith
Our Yan.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, you are doin' most of the jawin’

“Ring off, Gussy, for ness' sake! Coma on, vou
fellows; we've got to get hold of that van somchow, and
slaughter e villains I” :

“'Old on, sir,” said Thompson. “If so be them young
fellers "ave stole the van, I'll go at once to the perlice-station,
and—"'

* No, you won't,” said Tom Merry, “It's all right. They
—they're friends of ours, and they've done it for a joke, It's
all vight. We'll look after it ourselves,”
© Werry well, sir; if you takes responsib.lity—'

“ Yen, yvos!"

The stolid Thompson took his way back to Abbotsford. It
was no business of his, s0 long ns he was relieved of
llB1-.hh'1m;::'1«:'l ¢ hel deri b

ut he could not help wondering at hearing Fieeins & Co.
described ag * friends w after tht’:gwn_’f the 'Enimighnd been
referring to them. He was not aware of the peculiar state
of affairs existing between the rival juniors of the two
Houses at St. Jim's,

The party went down the road at a run, Some time had
been lost, 'buh' they hoped to sight the van, It was a big
caravan, and it could hardly proceed at a gallop. If they
could once avertake it, there were enough of them to make
mincemeat of Figgins & Co., and retake possession of the
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caravan., They breathed vengeance as they ran. After all
their exceeding cave to keep the secret from I,rhmr rivals of
the New House—in anticipation of _Iust. some jape as this—
Figeans & Co. had spotted the whole scheme after all, and
had ** dished * them in the most thorough manner possible.
How the New House raiders had learned of the scheme was
yeally a matter of slight moment; thie important thing was
that they had learned of it, and that they had captured the
coravan. And they were off in it—fairly cff. Tom Merry
& Co. had lLad the pleasure of inaking ull the plans and
arrangements for a week-end's caravanning, and Figgins &
(‘o. were moing to do the caravanming,

It was simply exasperating.

If they did not recapture the caravan—— They theught
of Fipging & Co. following shady lanes, camping by shady
brooks, enjowing all the pleasurea of the countryside—with
their caravan! And they themselves would have to return
crestfallen to St. Jim's, to confess how they had been dished,
and to bear the laughter of the New House juniors. The
New House would .simply vell over it—they knew that!
Never-in all the history  of the rivalry between the two
Houses at St. Jim's had there been such a tremendous score
—if Figgins & Co. succeeded in gelting away with the
caravan.” ' o R

But they chonldn’t succeed; it wasn't to be thought of.

S0 the exasperated juniors said to themselves, But unfar-
tunately it had to be thought of. For the caravan was out

of sight. The afternoon was hot, and the voad dusty, and the

bage were heavy to carry at a run. The [urious pace soom
slackened down., Of all the party, Towser was the only one
who did not grow fatigued. And they came at a slackendd
pace to four erasswroads, with nothing to indicate which way
the caravan had gone,

And they halted. :

“* Bai Jove, deah bove!'"' said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
dismally, setting down his empty bag and sitting upon if,
and-gasping, * Bui Jovel Tt locks to me as if we are really
dene.”’ i : : ;

“ We're not done yet!” growled Blake.

Tom Merry set his teeth.

“We've got to get that caravan back [™

And the Co. chortled, .

* What-ho !” i

“ Ripping country this!"” said Kerr, locking round over the'
green and glowing lanes and meadows and woods that sur-
rounded them., °‘“Some parts of Sussex are egual to Scot-
land—théy are really "

“Go hon!" said i‘iggins sarcastically )

“ When are we zoing to stop for tea?’ asked Fatty Wynn.

“We're going to stop [or tea in about three hours!™ said
Figpine.

hgﬂh, Fipgy " X

“ Caravenning doesn't consist entirely of gorging, my fat
tulip. We're going to do a jolly geed walk this afternoon,
and -have tea at sunset. Then we'll go on again in the
dusk, and camp somewhere near the sea for the night.”

Figging mapped out the programme cheerfully. ** To-
morrow we il have a day by the giddy seaside—what?"
“ Ripping !"’ :
i | w-:-ngrr what those fellows are doing?' chuckled

Figgine. **If they hwrry back to Bt. Jim's the P11 be in
time to play in the House match. ~ Better:than nothing.”
And Figgins & Co. tramped on cheerfully mn the golden
afternoon beside the caravan, as it rumbled down the long
white roads and through shady lanes. The gchoolboy
curavanners had never felt quite so satisfied with themselyes.

CHAPTER 9,
A Hot Chase.

TD}.I MERRY grunted. Tt was a grunt expressive of
- the most complete exasperation. He bad had a big
think.  The other fellows had aleo had big thinks,
But the result was nil. Only Herries looked as if he had
thought of anvthing useful. :

“Ti's N G osaid Blake.

w1 PU7 remarked Dighy.

CWe'ra dished U

¢ Stragded '’

“ Done to the wide !’

“Up a giddy tree!” ) . : ,

¢ The only thing I can think of is bumping Gussy !” said
Tom Merry.

gpondent. voiees,

“ How?' =aid several de-

But to that question the cap- %'_—_
tain of the Shell cbuld mako
no reply, He was.determined.
to recapture the caravan; but
how was another matter, Tom
Mcrry sat down by the road-
«ide and put his head in his
hands, with his elbows on lLis
knees, for a deep think.

. - i - -

Figgins drove on cheerfully.
The powerful horse covered
the ground at a good rate,
and Figgins did not-allow him
to slacken till a good three
miles had been covered.

That Tom Merry & Co.
would follow, Figgins had pot
the slightest doubt; but that

of Tom
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they would overtake the
caravan le doubted very
much, '

He took many turnings,
right and left, and Abbotsford
“was left far behind. He fol-
lowed in a general way the
direction of the distant coast.
On the dusty high-road the
van left no tracks to be dis-
tinguished.  The keenest of
the Boy Seouts of St. Jim's
would not have found it pos-
eible to follow the trail of the
captured caravan. :

Vhen a safe distance had
been  placed  between  the
caravan and Abbotsford, Fig-
gins allowed the horse to drop
mto a walk.

Kerr and Wynn jumped
out, and Figgins descended
from his seat, and they walked
beside the harse, in. the style
of true caravanmers.

“ Looks like a score for the
New House,” grinned Figgins,
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Another Splendid Complete Story
Merry & Co.

| B MARTIN CLIFFORD. |

“* Weally,
13
“ How these rotters bowled
s out, 1 don't know. But
they got the first hing from
Gussy when  they pumped
me, vou ass, We were talkin’
on that _occasion simply on

Tom Mewwy

L=

the subject of tenah solos——""'
“ Bumping Gussy,” went on
—— Tom Merry, unheeding,
I‘;%E *“would be some solace; but
= 1]: wclau]llu t .hL:IrP us to get the
iIl#I=—] caravan back.
Wi — * They're milea away by
at St. JiiI==] tlis time,” said Blake. ** They
St | % couldn't keep on the run; the
Jim’s. ——1 horse couldn't stand it. But
———4 you can_ bet that Figgy

wouldn’t slow down till he was
at @ safe distance. And he
may have taken any one of
these roads. - Most hkely he'll
make for the seaside, as we
were going to do. But he
would get off the main roads,
and where——"’

*“Oh, where and oh where
can he be?’ sighed Lowther,
* Echo answers where?’

“ Haven't any of wyou fol-
lows pgot a suggestion to
make?” said Tom Merry de-
spairingly,

“1 have!” =aid Herries,

“Pile m| 1 don’t suppose
it's any %‘-GD{I—"I'JI.Itr pile in!”

i

0

T

** As Blake has just said,
Figgy will have to slacken
down. Caravans go at &

walking pace,” said Herries.
“*If wo keep on in the right
direction, we can depend gn
tracking down the villains In
the long run.” ' |
“Jolly long run, T expect;
but how on earth are we to get
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at the caravanners,
scoundrels, I'll bave you arrested:!

- ————

——

= — =

—

““You trespassing scoundrels ! ™ he
“I—I—1 say, we
(See Chapter 11.)

the right direction? :
ism't it, fathead "
“ My dog Towser—"
llﬁh ?H
" Now, you see how jolly lucky it is that 1 brought Towser
r‘ltl!; nmqutt'll'wall!é;; mi;d Herries. * You f{*llﬁwsani] wantod
o leave him med. As it it it's Towser w :
e » it's Toweer who will =ave the
': ¥ﬂwl:hn -.iir:l-'i]enn——"
" You know what a splendid tracker Towser is. Show him
mmethmq( helnnguﬂlg to those bounders, and he'll track them

That’s what we're trying to think out,

:!own hke a  bloodhound,” said Herrics confidently,
Towser—"'
Fhere was a general Liowl from the juniars. They had no

belief whatever in Towser's powers e
l|tll’lﬁ but an old bone or a dog-biscuit.

., Cheese it 1"

Ring off V'

* Bow-wow "

-I-l R&t‘ﬂ !‘!J

“Well, can any of you make a Detter snggestion?”
demanded Herries. defiantly. * Lot Towser smell something
Jelonging to them, and he'll lead us straight on: their track.
Find something for him to smell—that's all that's needed,
Then he'll go straight on, and we can follow him, and come
up with them sooner or later.”
. 'Come up with your sainted grandmother!” growled
"Plake., ** For goodness’ sake, don't talk about Towser now.
T'm fed-up with Towser!" :

“Yes, ving off, for mevey's rake!” gald Manners, ** The
guestion is, what's going to be done?”

#* We are!” growled Lowther,

tracking down any

e S —

e ———

The juniors rose to their feet ns'a man came towards them. For a moment the inttcr stood apcm:h_lz;:-ﬁ,;h;u:i;m

asped, at last. *'How dare you camp here ?

id permission to come here’! gy o s l

stammered Tom Merry,

L — o ——
- —

—

“If we had the bikes, we might sconah the countwy fer
the wascals!” sighed Arthur Augustus D'Arey. * But by
the tll_a_nﬂ we fit{tlﬂ thn.'-n] !fwlum the sthool—" 2

" Iiggms & Co. would be ten thousand miles away 1
thﬂt_ time ! howled Manners. S o

Imposs., deah boy. They could not possibly walk tem

thousand miles M
Abbotsford 1 saud

" What about hiring some bikes in
Digby, not very hopefully.

“You know what hired bikes are—puncture-collectors.™
Fd:-?i fB_Iukvi.] o BEEE} it‘.;c an hour's walk back to' Abbots-
ord from here. : ‘s where Fipgi  C i
Nt g eg4 knows where Figgins & Co. will be

" Bai Jove! I've got it!" exclaimed Arthur Augustus.

, ''Oh, you've got it, have you?!" growled Blake, not at all
nnpressed. ** What have you got—the collywobbles "

. EMHF' Blake—-"' _ :

1t you've got an idea, chuck it off your chest,” said T
Merry. "' Of course, it won't be any iud But out wilhﬂril:?

Qut of the mouths of babes and sucklings——'

“1I wefuse to be wegarded as o babe and sucklin’
exelaimed  Arthur - Augusius indignantly. 1 wegard the
term as extwemely dispawagin’. 1 have thought of a
dodge <

* Out with it, then I yelled Blake,

* What about a motah-car "

“ A which® ;
' A motah-car. Suppose we twot back to Abibotsford, hiakh
a motah-car, and sconah the rmmtwyl all wound "
** No good "" said Herries promptly.
“ Why, not, Hewwies?”’ '
" Towser couldn't keep up with a motor-car,” ;
Ter Ged Lisrany,—No. 42
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“Wats!  You could put the beast inside.”

“ Put inside he couldn’t follow their track. Even Towser
conldn't follow a track inside a car. He has to be on the
ground i :

“ Will vou give Towser a rest?”" roared Blake., * By Jove,
if you talk about Towser any more, I—I'll brain Towser "’

“ Look here, vou thundering ass—"

“ Pway wing off. Hewwies! My idea 18 to scouah fthe
countwy., We can waise the money to hiah a car. The
only difficulty is that we shouldn't be able to start at once.
I suppose 1t would be an hour befoah we could get
started —— ,

“ Even if we found a car all ready at the garage,”

rowled

Tom Merry; * and most hkely we'd have to wait for one.
Scat [
* There are taxi-cabs in Abbotsford, you know. We could

owam ourselves into a taxi-cab at a pinch.”

Hoot-toot-toot !

‘““ Bai Jove, vyou know, talk of angels, and you heah the
wustle of their wings!” exclaimed D' Arcy excitedly, * Look
at that!"

From the direction of Bunchester came a taxi-cab, scooting
along the road towards Abbotsford. The juniors looked at
it. It was empty, evidently returning from a journey, Tom
Merry's eves gleamed, He jumped out into the road and
w:w{i'-_g his hand, without stopping to think,

wh i I"

The taxi-cab slowed down.

““ Hallo !"" said the chauffeur,

““ Have you passed a caravan on the road?”

The chauffeur glared.

“ My 'at! 'Ave you stopped me to inquire arter s blessed
caravan !’ he demanded wrathfully.

Tom Merry laughed,

** Not gquite ! ‘e want your ecab too."”

“Oh! 'Ow many of you?"

““ The whole family," said Blake.

“ Beven in a taxi-cab!" said the chauffeur.
done, sir,"

** Oh, wata!
Arthur Augustua,

“(Oh!" said the chauffeur again.
ride beside me, and six inside.
want to go?"’

“We're looking for a caravan,” Tom Merry explained.
“ Bome—someo friends of ours have gone off in our caravan
and left us behind. We want to hunt for it round about and
up and down, you knmow. If wou find it we'll pay double
the amount registered on the taximeter."

“ Yaas, wathah!”

The taxi-man looked buasineaslike at once,

“I'm your man, sw. Wot was the caravan like!
be the one that passed me on the Bunchester road."”

“Hurrah! You've passed a caravan?”

“ Yes; about four miles from 'ere, as I was coming back
from Bunchester, Three young fellows with it.”

‘[he jumiors gave a whoop of joy. Their luck had been out
-—very much out—but the fickle goddess Fortune seemed to
be smiling upon them once again, They had little doubt
that & caravan with three young fellows with it waa the
caravan of which they were in search.

“Dne of them a fat chap?'' asked Blake.

“Yes; wery fat, one of them "

“* And one a long-legzed bounder, with a face like a kita?”

““ One of them suttingly 'as long legs, air.”

HCan't be

Half-a-soveweign for the extwas!” said

* Well, one of vou could
Bags on top. Where do vou,

Might

* That's it. We're on the track."

“ Yaas, wathah! Huwway "
Y Pile in!" said Tom Merry. * Double fare if you run
1t down !

Wi EI‘ ht*hﬂ, .'fll!' !II‘

. The bags were piled on the top of the taxi-cab, and the
juniors piled inside. Tom Merry took the seat beside the
driver, The taxi-cab turned and sped back the way it had
come. The driver was as keen as the juniors to run down
the caravan., Double fare and half-a-sovercign for extras
quite sufficed to arouse his keenneas,

The juniors felt their spirits rise as the taxi-cab sped awav.
They were on the track, and they were going at 4 speed that
the caravan could never equal if they once sighted 1t. Once
the caravan wags in sight, all was well.

Only Herriea was a little dissatisfied,
at‘m#'g"lad against his _knees, frowning. Herries would have
preferred to trust to Towser’s sagaeity for tracking down the
m:jaf;:'an. But Ierries was quite alone m his opinion on that

oint,

5 The taxi simply ate up all the ground. It went along with
a whiz, and in ‘a rer}‘;; short space of time the juniors were
on the spot where the chauffeur had passed the caravan.
As the caravan had then been going at a walking pace, it
was not likely to be very far away. It was only a question
of finding the right direction.

‘mr (GeM Lisrary.—No. 242,

He sat with Towser

DUR COMPANION PAPERS : = BASELr sienanr,

Tom Merry scanned the country anxiously., But they werd
in & wooded country now, and the views were short,

But again their luck held good. A country policeman waa .
resting against a stile near at hand, and the chauffeur :
ingquired of him., The policeman had seen the caravan—in .
fact, one of the caravanners had asked him which was the
shortest route towards the coast. He had advised them to
take the Hamley road, and they had taken it

* Oh, good ! said Tom Merry. ** What luek IV

The taxi-cab sprang forward again, buzzing off in the
direction of the hittle town of Hamley. Hamley was eight
miles away, and if the caravanners were going there, they
had most likely not reached it vet., Miles flew under the
wheels of the taxi. The juniors’ hearts were beating hard. -
Even if they did not sight the caravan before they reached
the wvillage, they could make further inguiries there. But it
was not likely that Figgins & Co. had covered the eight
miles yet,

Tom Merry watched the road with gleaming eyes. It was
a wooded lane, shaded by big trees most of the way, with
many windings. As they came round a bend in the lane
Tom gave a sudden chirrup of joy. -

“ Hurrah ! -

Ahead of them on thae road loomed up a caravan, and beside
Ehﬁ horse three jumors were walking and chatting cheer-
ully,

“ Figgins & Co. 1"

:‘ gﬂr "‘."*rﬂ"'*nﬁ;’

* Oh, rippin
* Hurr I:E"E

e

CHAPTER 10,
Tom Merry & Co. Triomph.

L IGGINS turned his head as he heard the sound of a
car on the road behind., Figgins was not thinking of
the School House juniors—not at all. He had not the

alightest belief that Tom Merry & Co. would succeed in
sceing anything of him until he turned up for lessons at
St. Jim's on Monday morning. Figgins grinned at the idea
of the juniors scouring the countryside 1n search of the
caravan; they might as well have searched for the proverbial
needle in a haystack, in Figey's opinion. He simply glaneced
back as he heard a car behind, carelessly, without the
slightest suspicion of what he was going to see.

_ He looked at the taxi-cab, and then, his eyes fell upon the
nnior who was sgated beside the chauffeur.

iggins almaost fell down.

“Oh!" he gasped.

““ What's the matter ?"" asked Rerr.

“Tom Merry!” velled Figgins,

“T.T-Tom M-M-Merry !" stuttered Fatty Wynn.

“My hat!™

“ They—they're here!"

“ 0Oh, crumbs !’

The taxi-cab was not a hundred yards away, and it was
coming on with a rush, Figgina cast an almost despairing

lance round. Fhght was impossible, with the ecaravan.

he big horse vehicle, at its best speed, would have been run
down in a few minutes at the outside, It was useless to think
of fhght. Indeed, before the New House juniors could think
of flight or anything else the taxi-cab was on the spot.

“ That there the caravan, sir?"” asked the chauffeur.

“ That's it 1" said Tom, with a chuckle.

The taxi stopped. Tom Merry jumped down, and the
doora of the taxi flew open, and the six juniors inside came
pouring out in hot excitement,

“ Line up I’ muttered Figgins desperately,

The New House juniors hined up. But it wasn't much use
lining up. There were seven againat three, and the odds wera
hopeless. But Figgins & Co. did not mean to relinquish
their prize without a struggle,

“* Caught!"" shouted Tom Merry gleefully.

** Yaas, wathah! Capchahed, you boundahs!”

“ Ha, i‘m, ha '’

“This 13 where the New House
chortied Blake. * Collar the cads!"

* Jump on them!”

The chauffeur sat in his aeat, looking dn in amazement ak .
the excited scene that followed. Figgmng & Co. bhad. simply
no chance, but thev would not surrender, There was a
terrific struggle for a couple of minutes, ¢

It ended with Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn lying on their
bhacks in the road, with School House juniors sitting on their
chests and standing on their legs to keep them down,

The caravan was stopped. The horse calinly cropped tha ®
grass. The chauffeur stared. And the Eﬂhl}l}f' Hmﬂg party
gave a whoap of triumph. ’

“ Hurrah ! Hip-pip-hurrah |"%

** Bwavo !”

e g SgrIAn omgn

gets 1t in the neck ™
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Tom Merry collected cash from his comrades, and the some-
what extensive fare of the taxicab was ** whacked ’ out. The
chauffeur, still in a state of great surprise, was however quite
gatisfied, and he drove away, grinning. The taxicab vamshed
down the lane, and then Tom Merry turned back to the
captured raiders,

" Figgins, old man——"

“Yow! Gerroff my chest, Lowther, you beast!” gasped
Fiq i118, : :

’ El"hl.h?ﬁ: I'm quite comfy,” =aid Lowther. * Take it
calmly 7

“Grooh! T-—-I'Nl—"

“ Figgins, old man, this is where yvou sing small! Who's
cork-house at St. Jim's—what?”

** 8chool House ! chorused the victors,

“ Who gets it in the neck "’

o Figﬂ:im‘-! Ha, ha, ha!"

“ You've given us quite a run, Figgy. But all’'s well that
ends well. 'm afraid you'll have rather a long walk home.
But these things will happen, if vou borrow other people’s
caravans. Ha, ha, ha "

* Yaas, wathah'!™

“ How—how did you run us down, you rotter?"
Kerr,

Tom Merry smiled loftaly.

“ My dear chap, you surely didn’'t think you could do the
School House, did vou ?'" he asked, in surprise.

“ Oh, rats! We did you—did you brown,” said Kerr. “1It
was sheer luck your getting on to us again—blind luck—
fool's luck !”

Tom Merry looked into the caravan. He grinned at the
sight of Figgins & (o.’s bags and the handsome supply of
" tuck the Co. had already stacked in its place. Figgins &
(‘0. were well supplied for the trip, so far as provisions went.
Under the circumstances, Figgins & Co.’s provisions were the
spoils of war, -

*“This was really kind of you, Figgy,"” said Tom Merry.
“We have plenty of grub with us. but it was really kind of
you to bring us a further supply like this. I really don't
know how to thank you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T—I say!" spluttered Fatty Wynn. “ You've got your
rotten caravan back. You're jolly well not going to collar
our grub !’

“Ha, ba, ha!" .

“You may be right, Fatty,” said Tom Merry. “ You
may ! But my impression is that we are going to collar the
grub. What do you fellows think {7’

“ Yass, wathah !" :

“To the victor the speils,” chuckled Blake,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Figgins & Uo. exchanged looks of utter desperation. Their
plans had been so well-laid, and had been ecarried out so
successfully. it gvus too utterly rotten to be dvopped on like
this, when the coast had seemed to be clear, and all was calm
and bright. That week-end's caravanning—it would never
come off now. And the net outcome of their and
cunning strategy was that they had supplied the School
Hause fellows with an ample store of provisions. Indeed,
the captured tuck was worth very nearly as much as Tom
Merry had paid the taxi-man.

“ You—you can't have our grub!” moaned Fatty Wynn.
“1 sav, that's rotten—"'

‘* As rotten as collaring another chap’s caravan?" chuckled
Lowther.

gasped

“Ma. ha, ha!” .

“What are we going to do with these bounders ! asked
Manners. ‘' I'm getting tived of sitting on Kerr. He's
rather bonv.”’

““ Bhove "em in the ditch ! sugpested Herries,

“ Bump them !

“Rag them bald-headed !” 3 Y
“ No!" said Tom Merry, generous in the hour of victory.
" We've ﬂuue them brown! We won't rag the poor little

pe—"
“ You cheeky rotter!™ roared Figgins,
“ Ha, ha, hal’
‘h:u-iuat 1{: their hands ?ﬂgg{hﬂ1.’!l nﬁlid Tom.  giv
& pleasant occupation for an hour or =o getting :
Then ‘thE:v can walk back to Abboteford. 'Tain't more than
ten or twelve miles, They can catch the evening train home,
and tell all St. Jim's that timyizﬂ got it in the neck.”
“ Oh, you rotters!”’ g err. ' h
The New Houge juniors struggled again, but their struggles
were in yain. Tom Merry took a cord from the van, and tied
their wrists together in a bunch. Then they were allowed h&
rise, and they stood ga ingi with exhaustion and rage, Ape
uite helpless.  The EZE’LOO House juniors, chuckling h;r&t&
‘p;[lee. started off with the caravan. . WAy X thué s
to Figgine & Co. as they went merrily down the roac.
4 lljgnml-h}‘v, Figgy!" o a
@ Ay wevoir, deah boy 1™

“IE will give

“THE GEM" LIBRARY.
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v Fiea;nnthw?_lk home [

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

'I'I-frln caravan and the School House juniors turned a bend
in the lane, keeping on towards Hamley. Caravan and
caravanners disappearcd from sight. Figgins & Co,, tied in a

roup, stood in the lane, watching the caravanners tall they
5'53111}2&“'{!. Then they looked at one another. Their feel
ings were almost too deep for words.

“What fearful luck !”" said Figgins at last, ‘_

“ 1t was just luck,” said Kerr.” * We did them—did them
brown! But we couldn’t help this. It was blind luck ™ -
“ But we're dished, all the same.”

Fatty Wynn groaned.

“ All the grub igmma-. Ow ! .

Figgins snorted, - .

= ﬁﬁm- the grub!"” he said savagely. * We're dished ;
that’s what's the matter! Thev've got our caravan !

““ Theirs now,” grunted Kerr. ' Blow the rotten luck!
Let's got this blessed cord off, for goodness’ sake! 1 feel
inclined to kick somebody.”

The juniors used their teeth on the cord. But it was
merely half an hour befare they had their hands loose.

“ Well, what are we going to do?"” said Figgins,

“ Jolly long walk to Abbotsford,”” said Fatty Wynn. * But
we can  get something to eat in some village we pass
through.™

Figging gave him a ferocious glare, S

g ffg vou talk about cating again, you fat idiot, T—I'll punch
vour fat head ! We're not gomng back to Abbotsford.’

Kerr whistled.

“I don’t see what else is to be done, Figgy., The caravan’s
gone,  And thére are seven of the beasts, even if we could
get up to it—" .

“ We're not going back,” ssid Figgins resolutely. * The
Head's given us leave for the week-end, and we should look
silly idiots going back to-night. “And we ‘should be laughed
to drf?th for mucking up a good jape like this."'

wil !lt__"i

“ We're poing to follow the earavan,” said Figgins ficrcely.
“ Anvyway, I'm going to. You fellows can sneak off home
if you want to. I'm going on.”

He started on.. The Co. followed bim at once.

“Well, in for a penny, in for a pound,”’ said Kerr phila-
sophically. “ We may L- able to turn the tables on them -
vet—with luck !" After all, we're not beaten yet.”

“ Things might be worse,” said Fatty Wynn thoughtfully.
“Tt's awfully lucky that I've got a packet of sandwiches in
my pocket, lsn't it e -

Figgins only snorted in replv. He tramped on, frowning ;
and the Co. tramped on. And Fatty Wynn's cheerfulness

returned, to some extent, as he munclied the sandwiches, |

T

CHAPTER 11.
No Objeetion!

with the caravan.

All was ‘ng well at last.

They-haa_ﬁollm a narrow escape of losing the caravan
and the mrnnnmr;ﬁ, but luck had befriended them, and now,
as Blake remarked, evervthing in the garden was lovely,
Indeed, now that all was serene, they were not sorry for the

T OM MERRY & Co. smiled eheerfully 2= they walked on

little tussle with their old rivals of the New IHouse—not at all,

The triumph over the foe gave an added zest to their enjoy-

ment.

And caravanning was certainly enjovable. The weather
was perfect. Tt was a golden afterncon, and the sun was
setting in a blaze in the west. The surrounding country was
beautiful, the smell of Bowers and the hay was very sweet,
The horse pulled contentedly at the caravan, and the
caravanners walked on with equal contdniment.

A many miles lay hﬂflillﬂ them now, since they had
left Figgins & Co. in the voad. Thev concluded that the
defeated New House jumiors bad gone back to St. Jim's, |
They did not see that there was anything else for them o
do. And they dismissed Figgins & Co. from their minds,
and gave all their thoughts to caravanning,

* Bettah look out for a suitable spot to camp. deah bovs,”™
Arthur Augustus 1" Ay rnmukﬂ? as the sun sank lower.
* I'm gettin” wathah tiabd, you know.”

‘“ Not going to camp till sundown,” said Tom Merry. * All
fellows "ﬂﬁ?ﬂ crack up on the march can get into the van.”

‘T have not ewacked up,” said D'Arcy indignantly, 1T
would undahtake to walk you off your beastly legs, Tom

Mewwy.”’ :

. Keep it up, then,” grinned Tom Merry.

A:-i:}f:r ﬁugI:[ﬁt.u:-} wal i_*d on ﬂt‘.tﬂrmlﬂﬂﬁ . He wm}ﬂ ]ﬁi\jﬁ
walked till his aristocratic legs fell off before he wou l;}! LV ©
admitted that he had eracked up. Tom Merry wus keeping

: for camping. Towser, who
his eyes open for a muta.hll;i. ::anﬂ‘ "::-; E'Lml;* E‘.-—Ho. 140,

veBilas- “THE HOUSE-MASTER'S BODYGUARDL™ * ptaicent Ney, Lo SR RIRRORB! * -
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didu’t mind admitting that he had cracked up, sat in the van
and blinked sleepily at the landscape. The sun sank lower
in the golden west.

“One of us might scout ahead, and look out for a camp,”
Jack Blake remarked.

*“Yaas, wathah!" said Arthur Aogustuz D'Arey immedi-
ately. ' Bettah leave i¥ to me. We have to be wathah par-
tirulah where we camp, and you can't do bettah than wely on
a fellow with judgment."

And, without waiting for his opinion to be endorsed,
Arthur Augustus walked briskly ahead,

Tom Merry smiled.

“1 expect Gussy will seleet a spot with a stagnant pool, or
marai}; or something,® he remarked. *“ Keep vour eyes
oper.

Arthur Augustus walked on ahead. As a matter of fact,
he had a tired feeling in his noble legs, and he was anxious
to camp. He walked on sharply, however, scauning the
country through his eveglasa. [le was some little distance
ahead of the caravan when he spotted a spot that was
eminently smtable.

“ By Jove, that would be wippin'!" he exclaimed.

A wooden gate gave access to a wide lawn sloping down to

a rippling stream. In the distance, over the trees, the roof
of a large mansion could be seen, The lawn was evidently
lmrt of the grounds of a very large estate. It was an exvel-
ent spot for camping—dry and high, with a supply of water
near at hand, and a slope for drainage in case of rain. But as
it was evidently private land, Arthur Augustus realized that
tL would be necessary to obtain permismion before camping
there,

A young man in shooting costnme was leaning on the
wooden gate, with a gun in the hollow of his arm. Arthur
ﬁu%‘;latuﬂ saluted him politely, and the young man gave him
a nod,

* Lovely evenin’, my deah sir!I"* said Arthur Augustus.

" Lovely I"" assented the sportasman.

“ We're cawavannin’,” said Arthur Augustus,

Y Bure, it’s a fine sport,”” said the young man, with an
accent which seemed to hint that he originally hailed from the
aister island.

* ¥aas, wathah! TLookin' for a camp, you know. That
looks a weally wippin® spot for a camp !

“‘ Faith, it does!”

“It would suit us down to the gwound. Anv objection to
our campin' there?”

“* Not that I'm aware of. Looks a splendid place.”

“You have no objection, my deah sir?"”

““ Not at all!™

“You are vewy kind.”

“Oh, don't mench !"'

“ ¥ou are suah you do not mind ?"'

he young man shook his head, with & most agreeable

sintle,

“* Not in the least! Faith, I should think vou ecouldu't find
a better spot; and as for me, I haven't the least objection in
the world !"’

“Thank you vewy much! Pewwaps it would do some
damage if we lighted a iah—"" ;

“Pooh! The grass would grow again,"”

“ Then you do not object to our lightin* a fiah "

“ Certainly not!"”

" Bai Jove! That's wippin'. All cawavanners don’t have
this luck,” said Arthur Augustus jubilantly. * Pewwaps you
would honah us by shawin’ our suppah, sir "

" Thanks, I should be glad, but I have to get in to dinner.
Much obliged, all the same. Make yourself at home here,
and if you do a little damage, I don’t mind in the least, I've
been a caravanner myself, you know. Good-evening !"

“ Good evening, my deah sir, and thank you vewy much !”

The young man raised his cap slightly, and walked away,
still with that genial smile upon his face. Arthur Auguatus,
with great satisfaction, opened the wooden gate wide, for
the passage of the caravan, which was tumlﬂ.inﬁ] down the
lane near at hand now. Arthur Augustus waved his hand to
the juniors,

““ This way, deah boys !"’ .

“By Jove!"” said Blake, locking in at the gate. * That's
a ripping spot for camping! But I don't suppose the owner
would want caravanners camping there.”

" I’ve just seen the ownah, deah boy, and he has given ma

Merry, with great satisfaction, “8till, we'll be careful net
to do any damage. He must be a jolly good-natured chap.
Halg !"' at

The earavan halted, and the horse was at once taken out
of the shafts, and tethered, Then the juniors proceeded to.s
camp out.

Two or three big trees afforded a pleasant shade agamat .
the red glow of the setting sun.

In thewr shirt-sleeves, the juniors prepared the camp.

They had had a good deal of experience in camping-out
as Boy Scouts, and they knew how to make themselves
comfortable.

Cooking utensils and provisions were brought out of the
van. Wood was gathered along the lane for a fire, the
campers considerately sparing the trees that adorned the lawn
they had ecamped on. Stones were brought from the brook
for a fireplace, and a wood-fire was soon burning away cheer-
fully, and a pot slung over it, gipsy-fashion, semt out an-
appetising odour—very appetising indeed to the bhungry .
campers. Jack Blake, who prided himself upon hia abilities
as a cook, took charge of the pot, announcing that he was
going to ﬁrﬂduc& an Irish stew that would beat Banagher.

Meanwhile, the kettle was boiled on the spirit-stove. Plates
and cups and saucers and knives and forks galore were set out,
and even serviettes had not been forgotten. All, as Tom
Merry cheerfully observed, was calm and bright.

The calmness and brightness, however, were destined to l?-
interrupted. Blake had just announced that the famous Irish
stew was ready, when a tall man with a shining bald head,
and a face that seemed trapsfigured with rage, came striding
on the scene from the direction of the distant mansion,

He came up to the caravanners, and gazed at them speech-
lessly. His face was so red that it really looked as if his
blood had been pumped into it, He had a riding-whip in
hiﬂ_hﬂﬂﬁ. and his grasp closed on it till his knuckles were
white,

The juniors looked at him and roseto their feet, It looked
like trouble; but as they had full permission to camp there,
they did not see what the old gentleman was angry about,
But he was certainly angry, not to say infuriated. ere was
no doubt whatever upon that point.

*Bait Jove!” murmured Arthur Auguostus, mechanically
raising his hat. ‘* Good—good-evening,. sir "

The man found his speech at last.

* You-—you frespassing scoundrels! Ilow dare you camp
here with your blackguardly caravan, by Jove! You gipsy
blackguards, I'll have vou arrested! Here, John—George—
William ! Where are you, vou fools? Let the dogs loose "

CHAPTER 12,
Camping Out.

OM MERRY & CO. looked dismayed, -

The fury. of the old gentleman, evidently the ownef

of the land the caravanncrs had camped on, was
extremely disconcerting.

“1—1 say, we had permission to camp here!" stammered
Tom Merry. .

** Yaas, wathah!"” Arthur Augustus recovered his dignity.
“My deah sir, pway calm yourself. You should not fly ianto
such & wage—it 18 weally dangewous at your age!”

The remark of the swell of 8t. Jim's had no perceptible
effect in diminishing the rage of the old gentleman. He
waved his riding-whip in the air in a frantic sort of way. Ha
seemed on the point of exploding. Two or three men came
from the direction of the house, apparently the John, George,
and William whom the old gentleman was summoning in such
stentorian tones.

“Turn them out!"

“My deah sir——"

“ Beire them ! Thrash them!

““ Hold on!” said Tom Merry guietly.
here, my men—you’ll get hurt if you do.
to camp here.”

‘ Nonsense ! Beize them !

** Are you the owner of this land 7"’ demanded Tom.

““You know I am, you young blackguard——"'

“I didn't know ! DBut—but somebody gave us
Who was it gave you permission to camp here,
wasn't this chap?"

Arrest them, by Jove !I'?
“Don’t lay hands
We had permission

rmission, 4
ussy? It ,

““No; I have nevah seen him befoah, deah bov. And ¥

permish, in the most agweeablo mannah imaginable." should certainly pot have asked a favah of a person lika”
¥ B

"*Thlt’! ripping !’ said Tom Merry. “Gee-up! Come  that!”
on!"” The caravan turned in at the wide gateway, *I sup- * You—you—you—"" &

pose wo can't very well light a fire——""
:: There’s the spirit stove—*'
On the nuntmwlg, deah boy, we can light a fiah. The
ownah said we could—I asked him. He says he has been a
cawavanner himsolf."” ' :

“ Joll E;::l{-‘i{n ::nfTNgf‘ 333 old caravanner,” sald Tom
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“ And I, for one, decline to go until this Person pwoves l:lul:
he has a wight to turn us off,” said Arthur Augul:;t us frmly.*’
"1 was given permission to camp here by a vewy agweeable!
young man who was leanin’ on the gate. He said there was”
1.0 objection whatevah to our campin’ heah—I mean, he said
he had ne objection,” :



‘Bvery Wednesday,

Biake gasped.

“Oh, my hat!
land ¢ _

““ No, deah boy: but I natuwally took it for gwanted as he
eaid he had no objection to our campin’ here.”

“You—you ass!' shricked Tom Merry., *'It was same-
body pulling your silly leg—somebody who had ve right to
give you permission to camp here at all.” :

* Bai Jove " X

“Turn thein off | roared the old gentleman, * Lighting a
fire on my lawn, by Jove! Ruimng my lawn! A dirty gang
of tramps camping in my ground! By Jove! Il have
them prosecuted as vagrants! Turp them out ™

John and George and William looked doubtfully at the
“juniors, Seven sturdy fellows were not easy to turn out,
unless they chose to go quietly, _

“You'd better o, young gentlemen,” murmurcd George.
“ This 'ere land belongs to Mr, Gumpey, and he don't allow
no trespassers 'ere.”

“ Go!"” roared Mr. Gumpey. * Do vou hear? Go! Men,
take that -caravan! It shall be detained! Probably these
young rascals bave ctolen it. Take the horse!”

Tom Merry's eyes flashed. .

“ There has been a mistake,” ha explained. “ One of us
was given permission to camp kere, and it turns out to have
been & joke. But : :

‘* Nonsense! 1 don’t believe a word of it! Gol”

“ Weally, siv,” said Arthur Augustus, jamming his monocle
into his eve, and turning a severe glance upon the infuriated
Mr. Gumpey. * You have no wight whatevah to cast doubs
upon my fwiend’s statement!™

* Silence! Go!” ;

“I wepeat, you are actin’ like a wottah, sir, and but for
my wes for your age, sir, I should give you a feahful
thwashin’, Pewwaps we had bettah go, deah boy. T decline
to wemain on that unpleasant person’'s gwaund &ny longah,

** Take that caravan away, man " :

‘*“* Hold om,” said Tom Merry; " we're going! If you
touch our Fmpert;r, vou'll get knocked imto the stream,
Hands off I’ . !

Blake and Herries put the horse into the shafts again.
The rest of the juniors began@ipacking up their property. It
took some time, and while thex were occupied the irate Mr.
Gumpey raved and threatened, and ordered his men to seize
the trespassers. But John and George and William betrayed
no disposition to do anything of the kind.

Tom Merry stamped the fire out, and Mr, Gumpey went

off into.a fresh explosion at the sight of the blackened patch
on the lawn. Doubtless it was annoying. The caravan was
put into motion, and the horse pulled it out through the
gateway again into the lane. Mr. Gumpey followed 1t with
infuriated gestures and observations. John and George and
Williami. grinned when their master’s back was turned, but
their faces became grave and sedate when he looked round.
Mr., Gumpey brandished his riding-whip after the juniors as
thevy went out with the caravan.
a T:egaa.acrs! (Gipsiee! Scoundrels! Rascals! Ruffians!"
Mr, Gumpey's furious voice died away behind as the
caravan volled on down the lane in the thickeming dusk of
the evening. i

“ My hat,” murmured Blake, ‘ what a giddy adventure!
1 suppose the old boy would be annoyed at finding us camped
there without leave,”’

“ Ha, ha, ha! Perhaps!” :

“ He had no wight to apply such oppwobwious expwessions
to us!’ exclaimed ArthurPXuguams indignantly. I wegard
him as bein’ an extwemely wude and unpleasant person.
The young man who gave me permish to camp there was a
mueih more polite person, and vewy gentlemanly in evewy
way.

“I'd like to fall in with that gentlemanly young man,”
murmured Blake. “I'd give him something i return for
his giddy permission to camp on somebody else’s land. If
vou hadn’t been a howhng idiot, you'd have asked him
whether it was his land.”

“Weallv, deah bor, I natuwally teck that for gwanted
when he gave me permish to camp there. I suppose he was
a wotten pwactical jokah.” -

The caravanners would have been very glad to mect that
bumorous young man again. But they did not sce him as
they walked on; probably he was careful not to fall in their
way. He would certainly have received some treatment from
the exasperated caravanners which would have diminished his
humorousnesy. .

Tired and hungry, the caravanners tramped on, locking
for a suitable place to camp, Darkness had now fallen, and
it.was not so eaey to select a place. Blake's lovely Irish stew
was petting cold in the van. They passed the time by telling
Arthur Augustus what they thought of the state of his in-
tellect; and Gussy's offer to go :ﬁmad and select i suitable
spot for camping was greeted with a yell of wrath,

Did you say he was the owner of the
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# Here's @ place ! Tom Merry exclamed at: last,
must have somewhere, We sha'n't find a better place than
this after dark.” . :

It was a wide common, closed by a thick woed in the
distance. There was a stream at hand. It was not so
favourable a spot as Mr. Gumpey’s lawn, certainly; but 1%
fulfilled the requirements of the caravanmers. The caravan
was drawn off the road, and the horse taken out and tethered
to erop the grass, loTe
camp-fire lighted, and the juniors prepared supper,

This time there was no interruption. o

As they sat round the camp-fire, enjoying a substantial
supper, the good spirits of the caravanners returned. Round
them was darkness, a few stars ouly gleaming in the =ky
overhead. There was no town in sight, only a slight glow
in the sky at a great distance hinting of halbitations there.

“ Bai Jove,” said Arthur Augustus, as he settled down
comfortably in the grass after the meal, '* this is all wight,
deah boys! Not quite so gowl a place for campin’ as the
one 1 found; still, vou have not done so vewy badly, Tom
Mewwy.”

“ Ass!"” said Tom Merry,

“1 wonder where Figgins & Co. are?' chuckled Blake.
“ What the time—past nine! Just thinking of going to bed
at St Jim’s."

“ Poor old Figgins! Ha, ha, ha!”

Little did the caravanners dreamy how near the New House
juniors were to them at that moment.

“ Bai Jove, I'm wathah tiahd!*' Arthor Augustus re-
marked. ‘1 suppose some of us are goin' to keep waich,
deah boys.” :

*Towser will do that,” said Herries,

““ Yes, Towser's good for that, if for nothing else,” agreed
Tom Merry. ‘° He can keep watch.,. We don’t want to risk
having the horse stolen in the night. Towser will wake us
up fast enough if tramps come around.”

“Dhidn't 1 tell you " began Herries trinmphantly,

“ Yes, you did. Don’t tell us again!” yawned Blake. 1
say, do we wash up after a meal or before the next meal?
I'm fagged.”

“ Well, we wash up immediately after a meal, that's the
rule,” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. * But as it's late—
ahem !—we'll leave the washing-up till to-morrow, But we've
got ‘to get going pretty earlv. We've promised the Iead
not to miss morning service to-morrow, and we have got to
get to some place that’s civilised enough to have a church.
But there’ll be time for washing up before we start, Let's
see about bed. That will take some time.”

“It won't take long to get the annex rigged up to the
caravan,” sail Blake. He looked up at the sky. ™ It's not
likely to rain. But it might,”

“ Yaas, wathah! No good pwovidin' & covah if we don't
sleep undah it.”

“%ﬂu in!'" said Tom Merry.

The canvas annex was scon rigged up to the caravai.
Then the juniors turned in, some of them in the caravan,
and some of them under the shelter of the annex. The horse
was tethered close at hand, and Towser remained loose on
guard. Towser did not like strangers, and he was not likely
to let any stranger approach the camp without giving the
alarm. For the first time in his history, as Blake remarked,
Towser was coming in useful,

And in a few minutes after they had lain down the school
boy caravanners were sleeping the tleep of the just,

CHAPTER 13,
The Amateur Horse-Thiel.

Y HUSH!I” :
_ Figgins whispered the word cautiously.

Darkness lay upon the wide ¢common, broken only
by the fitful gleem of the stars overhead; and a dull glow
from the rempant of the camp-fire.

The camp of the schoolboy caravanners was byried in
silence and slumber.

But the enemy were at hand,

Figgins & Co. were on the track. Ever since the recapturc
of the caravan by the School House juniors Figgina & Co.
had been on the track. As the caravan had proceeded at a
walking pace, it had been quite easy. T}_m caravanners had
a start, but the New House trio had soon sighted them again;
and after that they seldom lost sight of the caravan for more
than a few minutes at a time, It was large enough to be
seen at a considerable distance; and, besides, it was easy to
get mews of it in the villages they passed, and from pedes-
trians in the lanes. Figgins & Co. did not venture too near.
They did not want the caravanners to suspect that they were
on the trach. _ .

Figging & Co. had watched from a distance with grecat
enjoyment the scene at Mr. Gumpey’s gate. Then thev had
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followed the turned-out caravanners to the wide common
where the final camp had been made. The trio were pretty
well tived out by this time; but they were quite keen, They
had made purchases of provisions in villages as they came
on, and eaten as they walked; but Fatty Wynn was thinking
with a heavy heart of the excellent things they had packed
in the caravan for the benefit of the caravanners, Fatty was
sighing for the feshpots of Egypt, and he was ready for
almost anything to recover the spoils of war.

Iggins led the chase with undiminished determinaiion.
Exactly what Figgins intended to do the Co. did not know,
for it was hardly feasible to attack seven with a force of
three,  Figgy had said something vaguely about a night
attack, and with that the Co. had to be satisfied.

Now they were watching the sleeping camp from a clump
of bushes within twenty vards of the dying camp-fire,

It was half-past ten now, and the caravanners had long
been in bed, and were undoubtedly fast asleep.

The Co. waited for instructions, They could not quite ses
the use of a night attack themselves. For the caravanners
would certainly wake up as scon as they were attacked, and
then the-odds of seven to three would be irresistible, But

Figging was the leader, and the Co. followed the great’
Yiegins loyally,

* They're all fast asleep,” whispered Figwina,

* Looks like it!"”

“ Then now's our chance.

“ But,” murmured Kerr, * when they wake up they'll

down us, Figgy. They're more than twe to on ¢, vou know."

“It's all right,”” murmured Fatty Wynn, I know what
Figgy's thinking of. We are to make a sudden rush and
capture the wrub, and be off with it before they can tackle
us. It's a jolly good idea, Figgy.”

“Oh, 15 117" growled Figerins,

“H'm! Tsn't that the idea, then

** No, it isn't !V

““ But the grub—'

* Hang the grub!”

“ I know I'm hungry,” said Fatty Wyun plaintively, “I've
had nothing to eat since we staried, excepting a few sausages
and a pie and some bread and cheese and a cake and '

“8hut up! Look here ™ whispered Figgins. “ They're all
asleep.  I've been spotiing all their arrangements, and we cag
work this all right.”

*: There's the dog.” said Kerr. “If thev haven't left any-

¥ on the watch, it's because they rely on that blessed
bulldog.™

Figgins chuckled softly,

* Exactly!  Tewser would keep guard all right against
strangers; but he knows us, He won't give the alarm on
our account, I'm jolly good friends with Towser, He won't
even blink if T go into the camp.  And they're all asleep in
the van or in the annex, and they won't hear me ;T shall take
good care of that. You fellows stay here— "'

Y Here ! ejaculated Kerp,

“* Shush! I'm Ig_u'ulg alone !""

“But I say, Figev!" murmured Fatty Wynn
won't be able to carry much of the grub alone.  It's as much
as the three of us could d " L

“ Will you shut up, inu gormandising cannibal? * said
Fizgins, in a ferocious w isper. * I'm not going to captire
any grub.  Bust the grub! I'm going to steal the Lhorse.”

* The—the—the horse "

“ Yes, fathead !

“ Bb-b-but we ean’t eat the horse. ™

! Shurrup! Don't yoa see?” muttered Figgins, * They're
miles from anywhere on this common. It would take them
pretty nearly all to-morrow to find a new horse from some-
where. What good is a caravan without a geegee?  They
can’t pull it along themselves, If they have the van, and
we have the horse, it's honours divided. They can’t go
caravanning without a horse—_""

““ You

.G-_

“Can we go horsing without a caravan ! murmured

Eerr.

Figgins frowned,

“ Don't be funny. We shall have them nicely, when we've
gob hold of their geegee, We shall clear off with it, and when
they wake up in' the mornin they'll find it clean gone.

1}5‘!1}}1 we can make terms with the bounders,”

ut

CONuff said!' said Figgins, “You chaps stay here, and
T'm going to try my luck as a horse-thief. think I can keep
Towser quiet. Don't say a word."”

Figgins crept away as he finished speaking.  Kerr and
Wynn remained in covor in the bushes, lookine anxiously
towards the caravan camp. Exactly what terms Figgins in-
tended to make with the caravanners they could not muess:
but evidently it all depended on the ossession of the horse,
Certainly without that valuable m:imaFthe caravan would not
be of much use to the earavannaps, At [east, the
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ehums would be able to * muck up ™ the trip, as their own.
trip had been mucked up. That was something ! : .
Figzinz crept cautiously towards the sleeping camp. Dimly,
in the a!arligﬁt and the faint glow of a few red embers, the,
caravan and the annex loomed in view. The horse, with a
long tether, was lying in the grass close by the wheels of the :
caravan, There was a rustle in the grass, and two bright eves
gleamed upon Figgins. [Te staried for a moment, Lut,

recovered himself i stant! v,

" Towser!” he whispered *“ Towsy, old boy! Good old
Towsy! You know your old pals, don’t vou, Towsy "

Figgins, who was fond of animals and alwavs kind to them.
was ot [friendly terms with Herries' bulldog. It Was
fortunate for his plans at this moment. Towser rubbed his
big nose against Figgins's leg, and the junior stroked him
gently, and Towser lay down again quite contented. Figgins
chuckled softly. From the amnex of the caravan came a
gound of deep and regular breathing ; 4 A

Fizgagins stooped and cut the tether with his pocket-knife,
and pulled upon the horse gently. The animal rose, and the
amateur horse-thief led it away into the darkness. The hools
misde hardly a sound in the thick grass, _

In a few minutes, Figgins reached the bushes where his
chums were concealed.

* What price this ?” he murmured,

“ Good egg !
~ You—vyou didu’t manage to get any of the orub, Figey 2™
“ Br-t-r-rrr!"”

“I say, I think I'll have a cut at it.” whispered Fatty
Wynn, “1 could make a sudden rush, vou know, and—and
-—— Leggo my collar, Figgvy |

* You'll make a sudden rush along with me, my son,”” said
Figgins grimly. * We're going to clear off now. Never
mind the grub. We've got to et this geezee to a sofe
distance before any of those bounders wake up. Come on "

*Yes; but—"

* Come on, vou fat cannibal !™

Fatty Wynn sighed and gave in.  With eautious tread,
Figgins & Co. vanished inte the darkness, Figging leading
thoe captured horse. And in the camp of the caravanners
seven juniors continued to -sleep peacefully—dreaming of
many things, but never dreagying for a moment that the
enemy had been within the gates. /

CHAPTER 14.

Honours Easy.
OM MERRY awoke, and yawned,

The sun was streaming down upon the wide moor-
land, and it glimmered into the interstices of the
annex nttachef to the caravan. Tom Merry left his

blankets, and looked at his watch.

" Hall-past seven!” he exclaimed. *Wo're late! Up
with wou, roun fellows! No slacking allowed in this
caravan ! )

Arthur Augustus yawned portentously,

“Bai Jove! I'm sleepay! Pewwaps anothah half-hour,
deah boy— Dw—ow! Leogro m ¥ hair, vou wottah ! Can't
you see I'm gettin’' up?”

And the chums of the School House turned out. Merrily
the morning sunshine was streaming down upon the wide
Common. . L

In all divections the wild moorland stretched for miles,
Across it ran the road to the south and the seq. Tom Merry
drew in a deep breath of the keen' fresh air, '

* Oh, this i= ripping !” he exclaimed.

“ Yaas, wathah!” Avthur Augustus looked round with his
famous eyeglass. “I pwesume we can venchah to bathe in
the f-ti.:-eam. deah boys. There does not appeah to be Anyone
i sight.””

Herries patted Towser's head, as the bulldog came up to
greet him.

" Well, and hasn’t oid Towser kept watch all right " said
Herries, “ Shouldn't wonder if half a dozen tramps have
been round here during the night. Good old Towser |’

““Hallo !" exclaimed Tom ﬁerrgr suddenly,

“* What's the row 7"

““The horse !

S Ehim ; !
“ Where's the horse *'* 3 : =3
“ My hat ! oy
* Gweat Scott! The geegee’s gone !'? s

There was a chorus of dismayed exclamations. The junior
rushed to the spot where the horse had been tethered. Mos
of the rope was there, but the horse was conspicuous by its
absence. The juniors gazed at the vacant spot in Gtter
dismay. There was the visible sign_where the horse had
pressed the grass over-night in - slumber. But the animal
had vanished now.

Tom Merry swept the common anxiously with his eyves
under the impression that the horse had wandered away, and
might be grazing in sight. But the snimal was not to be
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geen. Unless he was hidden from view by the bushes in the
distance, he was not upon the wide common at all,

“ Well, what rotten luck!” growled Monty Lowther. “1
must say you might have tied him up safely over-night."

“He was tied up safely!” exclaimed Blake. “1 looked
carefully at the rape.” ;

“ Then he's untied himself,” zaid Lowthey sarcastically.
“T've read a lot about the intelligence of horses, but I never
read of one that could untie a rope. Must have been a VETY
unusually clever beast!™

* Oh, rats! T tell you—"

' The rope’s been cut,” said Digby, lifting the loose end,
# Look here !™

“ Phew "

“ Bai Jove 1™

*Cut ! shouted Tom Merry.

“ Well, look at it 1"

Tom Merry took the end of the vope.
slightest doubt that it had been cut.
knife was only too plain.

* Stolen ! said Blake.

“ Yaas, wathah! We onght to have kept watch aftah all,
deah boys. Some feahful wottah has been hers and stolen
our horse,”

* Oh, erumbs !’

Utter dismay fell upon the juniors. They were stranded
miles from everywhére—with a caravan and without a horse
to pull it. It was a tremendous blow.

“ Can’t have been stolen,” said Herries, with a shake of the
head. * Must have jerked the rope and broken it somehow.
Can't have been cut.”™

* 1t was cut, ass—lock at it !

“ Impossible ! Couldn’t have been cui without somebody
cutting it, T suppose? And nobody has been here in the
night. Towser would have given the alarm.’

“ Towser ! snorted Blake, “Towser! The sillv brute !
About as good for keeping watch as a stuffed monkey.
Towser! The silly idiot's been asleep, and let the horse he
stolen under his silly nose,”

“Rot 1"

“Well, it's been stolen,” said Tom Merry.,
fuestion is, what are we going to do? We muost get it back
somehow. T sappose we can follow the tracks; but it may
have been done hours ago.’’

* May be sold by this time " groaned Towther.

“Bai Jove! It's quite possl  Follow the twacks, deah
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boys
: ﬂ was easy enough to follow the tracks in the grass for the

There was not the
The ¢lean eut of the
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juniors, who had learned tracking as Boy Secouts, They
followed the tracks for a couple of hundre ards, and were
led to the high-road. There, on the hard high-road, the track

ceased.  Evidently the stolen horse had been taken along
the road, but to follow the track further was impossible,

The caravanners returned disconsolately to the camp. They
were stranded, ;

There was no doubt whatever about that. They bad a
caravan on their hands; but, as they could not move it from
the spot, it was not of much use o them, And if the horse
was not recovered, they had the prospect of having to pay Mr,
Hooker for it, and the horse was worth quite a large sum.
It was a heavy misfortune, :

“Well, it's no good erying over it milk,” said Tom
Merry, with enforced cheerfulness. %e shall have to walk
to a w:lhdge somewhere, and sec if we can hire a horse, any-
way, to drag the van as far as a rallway station !’
** Niee way to spend the day ' growled Blake. ,

“Yaag; we weally ought to have kept watch, We'll keep
watch next Hime——"

“Yes; let’s lock the stable door after the horse is stolen,”
saxd Monty Lowther, with doleful bumour. “Stick to
custom !

" That wotten bulldog ought fo be bwained ™

“It would be some comfort to drown Towser,” said Blake
ferociously.  “Let’s pay Herries his value—tuppence—and
drown him !” -

““Ha, ha, ha!"

. A suggestion to which Herrics replied at great length, and
N a very uncomplimentary strain, Herries still held that the
horse could not possibly have been stolen, or Towser would
have given the alarm. Nothing could possibly alter Herries'
fixed opinion on that point.

. “Well, we'd better have brekker, anyway,” said
Merry.  ““ We'll see what we can do after that |

. Plenty of time for washing-up, anyway, if we're done
caravanning ! groaned Blako.

. Oh, it's wotten—weally wotten !

The juniors relighted " the camp-fire, and
little. under the influence of tea and het rashers and eggs,
They wero just beginning breakfast, when Blake gave a
sudden yell. Three bayish forms had appeared from a clump
of bushes at a distance; but, distan? as t £y were, they were
easily recognisable,

Tom

cheered up a
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‘place, where you couldn’'t find it in

One Pennyy A §

“Figgins & Co.!" yelled Blake,

“Bai fove! 'The New House boundahs '™

“They've collared our horse!” roared Tom Merry, a fAccd
of light breaking upon his mind at once,

** My hat " :

The three Now House juniors were advancing towards tha
camp, with smiling faces. Each of them held a stick aloft,
and to each of the sticks floated 2 more or less white hand-
kerchief. -The colour of the handkerchiefs might be a littla
doubtful, but thera was no doubt as to what they represented
—Hfags of truce, <

Tom Merry & Co. were on their feet at once, They were
astonished to see Figgins & Co. there—and glad, tco! For
it was a great relief-to discover that the loss of the hor=e was
only a jape, and that its recovery was possible.

* Good-morning ! said Figgins politely, as he walked up to
the camp.

* Good-morning ! smiled Kerr,

" Good-morning | chortled Fatty Wynn. .

Tom Merry & Co. glared at them. But for the white Aags,
the New House trio would have been seized and bumped hard
on the spot,  But the caravanners were in honour bound to
respect the flag of truee,

* Good-morning, you rotters " growled Tom Merry,

" Good-mornin’, you beastly boundahs ™ :

I“Flug of truee!” said Figgins, ** We've come for a little
talk ™ |

“You've collared our horse?”

Figgins smiled.

" Have you missed a horse?’ he asked pleasantly.

** You know we have, you spoofer !**

“It's an odd coincidence,” said Figgins Llandly, ““ becansa
we've got a horse to dispose of, you know {”

“It's our horse, you wottah I’ -

“I say, you might ask a chap if he's hungry,” said Fatty
Wynn, eyvemng the eggs and bacon with a ravenous eye,

Tom Merry burst into a laugh,

" You've done us this time, Figgy. 8it down to brekker !

- But where's our horse?” demanded Blake. * We're jolly
well going to have our horse back !™

Filg-g'ins grinned,

“1I'm going to make a proposition to vou,” he explained.
* We started out caravanning, and so did vou, Both of us
have—ahem !—made rather a muck of it so ar., Now, vou've
got a horseless caravan, and we've got a caravanless horse, at
a good distance from here, I may observe, and in a safo

n a month of Sundays,
Now, my idea is to strike a bargain !

“ What sort of a bargain?’ asked Tom Merry suspiciously,

“We've got a horse, and you've got a caravan,” said
Figgins. * Let’s combine resources, and go it together.
We're willing to bury the hatchet if vou are. We've stood
our whack of the supplies, and we'll, stand our whack in
paying the exes of the caravan, That's a fair offer. And
vou'll EﬂEﬂj‘ the trip ever so much better with three nice

fellows like us along with you, to show you how the thing
<hould be done !
" Wats! But it's weally a good ideah. I do not object "

Tom Merry laughed.
“*It's a go, Figgy. No reason why we shouldn’t have a
jolly time together. And there’s plenty of room in the annex,
if not in the van, It’s & gol”

*The hatchet is buried I’ said Monty Lowther solemmnly,

*“Yaas, wathah !

“Good egg!” said Kerr, grinning, “ With yvour van and
our horse, we shall be able to get along all right!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Fsay, these rashers are ripping * said Fatty Wynn, whg
had started already. * Try 'em, Figgy, old man!”

" Pile in!" said Tom Merry.

And the deadly rivals of St. Jim’s joined one another round
th> camp-fire on the best of terms.” The rival caravanners
had buried the hatchet, and during the caravan trip, at all
events, Bchool House and New House were shoulder to
shoulder,

And after breakfast Figgins & Co. hurried away for the

horse, which was concealed in a hollow at some distance,
the School House juniors washing up while they were gone.
The horse was harnessed, and the caravan pulled out into the
road, and the schoolboy caravanners started on their route onea
INore,
In the bright morning sunshine ten merry juniors tramped
along with the caravan with smiling and contented faces.
The batchet was buried deep. And in all the smi ling country-
side, the sun did not shine upon a merrier purty than tge
Bchoolboy Caravanners!

THE EXD.

(Another Splendid, Long, Complete Tale “fu the
Chums of St. Jvim's next Mdnpa:dur entitlied "" THE
HOUSEMASTER’S BODYGUARD !' By Martin Clifford.
Order eariyv. Price One Flnm-g'..l-
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| ST. JIN'S JINGLES.
§ No. 12.—ERIC KILDARE,

m-}

The shining star of all the school
Is good and genial Erie,

Whose influence to reign and rule
Is mighty and mesmeric.

A thorough sportsman—fair and free—
He makes a splendid skipper:

And boys and * beaks 7 alike agres
That Kildare is a * ripper !

His winning ways and sunny smiles
Have oftentimes succeeded
In lifting others over stiles
When help was sorely needed.
And many, by misfortune wrecked,
Their own depression wrapt in,
Have learned to honour and respect
Their sympathetic captain. -

“ Uneasy lies the kingly head,”
Was Shakespears's sad admission
And Kildare stands in daily dread
Of losing his pesition,
For others in the Sixth enrolled,
Who shine in skill and knowledgs,
Would give a wealth of good ved gold
To rule the famous college,

Monteith was one who tried the most,
And oft his brain was teeming

With ways and means to get the post
0Of which he'd long been dreaming.

His praspects for a while were bright,
Till Fate's mysterious finger

Brought all his cunning schemes to light.
And not a hope did linger.

In summer-time the skipper turna
His thoughts to other channols,

For then his manly bosem burns
To garb himself in Aannels,

In healthy sport he soon forgets
Each former care and worry,
And, posing proudly at the nets,
e smites like Hobbs of Surrey.

To coach his team he always skrives
With patience and preeision;
While all his daisy-cutting drives
Aroe pleasing to tha vision.
And when hiz side seems doomed and dona
No foolish fear attacks him;
A game's not lost until it's won ™
Is Eric's sporting maxim,

Here's health to him! May nothing mar
His glorions reputation!

Young England views him from afar
With pride and admiration.

Long may he stand for what is good.
Abhor the mean and brutal,

And play the game, as sportsmen should,
Until the final * tootle.”

FERRERS LOCKE, DETECT!
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The only names and addresses which ean be printed in
these columna aré those of readers living in any of owr
Colonies who desire Correspondents in Greal Britain and
Ireland.

Colonists sending in their names and ' addreases for
insertion in the columns of this popular story-book must
state what kind of correspondent 13 required—boy or girl;
English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irish.

Would-be correspondents must send with cach notice two
coupons, one taken from *“The Gem,” and one from the
same week's issue of its companion paper, * The Magnet"
Library. Coupons will always be found on page 2 of both
papers, and requcsts for correspondents not containing these
(o coupons will be absolutely disregarded. S

Readers wishing to reply to advertisements appearing 1n
this column must write to the advertisers direct. No corre-
spondence with advertisers can be undgrtaken through the
modium of this office,

All advertisements for insertion in this Fres Exchange
should be addressed: * The Editor, ‘The Gem' Library,
The Fleetway Houss, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.”

F. Smith, ¢'o Flemington Post Office, Melbourne, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond with girl readers intereated
m comedy sketches, age 17-19.

Muriel Dempsey, Ei Gradd Srtreet, CUroxzon, Melbourne,
Victoria, Auatralia, wishes to correspond with readers living
in _the British Isles or America, age 19-23,

Miss G, Calver, 89, Lotridge Avenue, Hamilton, Ontario,
Canada, wishes to correspond with bov readers living
Africa, Egypt, or Austraha, aze 18-20.

Miss Dorothy E. Rosenburg. 87, King Strect West, Berlin,
Outario, Canada, wishes to correspond with readers living in
England or Africa, age 15-16.

F. Kahlen, 1056, Eighth Avenue Wesi, Vancouver, British
Columbia, C"anada, wishes to corvespond with bov readers in-
terested 1n stamps. x '

H. Goad, 185, Mary Street, Hamilton, Ontario, Canads,
wishes to correspond with girl readers living in England
(Sussex preferred),

Miss Annie Ormond, 6, Lombard Street, North Adelaide,
Bouth Australia, wishes to correspond with boy readers living
in the British Isles and Canada.

D. J. Corwalla, 63, Cawasji, Patel Street, Oppo, Sukhia’s
Building, Bombay, India, wishes to <orrespond with a boy
reader ﬁving in the British Isles,

T. Magee, 11, Stafford Street, Toronto, Ontario, Canada,
wm}i‘ms to correspond with mirl readers interested in poat-
carda.

M. J. Lauren, Klerksdorp, P.O. Box 22, Transvaal, South
Africa, wishes to correspond with a boy reader living in the
British Empire interested in stamps.

Charles Vander Merwe, G.P.0O., Kimberley, South Africa,
wishes to correspond with girl readers living in Canada or
Treland, age 16-18.

Edwin (', Thomas, 42, Dyer Place, Beacousfield, South
Africa, wishea to correspond with girl readers living in any
part of the world, age 15-20.

- Miss D). Green, Box 2,269, Johannesburg, Transvaal, South .

Africa, wishes to correspond with girl readers living in
England or France, age 18-23,

G. H. Lane, Laidler Tarrant Motor (o., Russell Bireat,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with
girl readers, age 18,

E. G. Stocks: Bellene, Fern Avenue, East Malvern, Mal-
bourne, Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with readers
living in the British Isles or America, interested in music,
agoe 15-16.

Miss Doris Collins, ¢'a Allerton Poat Office. uear Part
Adelaide, South Australia, wishes to correspond with boy
readers living in the British Isles, agoe 14-17. l '

R. Noad, Urana, Bray Street, Erskineville, Svdney, South
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers, aga 15,

-

The Editor speciaily requests Colonial
Readers to kindily bring the Free Corre=
spondence Exchange to the notice of their
' friends.
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READ THIS FIRST.
Paul Satorys, formerly a nobleman in the State of Istan
is the principal witness against a clever criminal pamed
Jem Stanton, and upon his evidence Stanton 18 sent to

rison. Later he manages to escape, and, coming across

aul Satorys, who is out for a walk with his fancee, Grace
Lang, follows them until they separate, and then attacks
Satorys. Taken by surprise, Satorys is overpowered, and
Stanton changes clothes, In Paul's clothes, the escaped con-
vict finds papers relating to State affairs in Istan, and
learns that Paul, being the rightful beir to the throne, is
going to push forward ,i.jiﬁ claim. Being the exact double of
Satorys, Stanton has no difficulty in securing the throne of
Istan. It is some time before Paul can prove his identity to
the police in England, and by the time he reaches Istan he
finds Stanton firmly established on the throne. Grace dis-
covers the deception, but is helpless. Having once captured
Satorys, Stanton uses him as a weapon to induce Grace to
marry him, stating that unless she complies, he will kill
Paul. Lara, a pricst, hears of this, and persuades her to
marry Stanton, giving her a powder to take immediately
after the ceremony. This is June, and the powder brings
on a state of coma, and all believe her dead. On the way
to the temple the priests are attacked by a tribe of natives,
who are amazed by the beauty of the girl, They make her
their queen, and events move quickly. Batorys, in company
with a faithful old sailor, Peter Mardyke, and a gentleman
of his own class, Duvigny, escape from BStanton’s clutches,
only to fall into the hands of the very natives who captured
Grace Lang. They are brought before her, but as her face
is hidden by a thin gauze, they do not recognise her, and
Paul is astounded at her knowledge of his private affaivs,
She i1s known as Nada, and offers to help Eim in_ gettng
back his throne, an offer which Satorys gratefully accepts.
The troops are called up, and Paul reviews them. ¥
are a wonderfully efficient body of men, and Paul is more
hopeful, ** We will carry our banner into Istan City, and
prove we are masters of the land!” he says, amidst
tumultuous cheers.

(Now go on with the story.)

The Advance.

A few minutes later an order rang out, which resulted in the
Yeading column moving forward amidst the erash of musie.
Regiment after. regiment swept past Batorys and his staff.
“Orderlies stood with horses ready for the leaders to mount.
Peter moved slowly towards where Satorys was standing.

“" The latter saw Eim and called to him,
# You will ride with me, Peter,” he said. )
The satlor shifted the little bundle he was carrying.
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A Thrilling Tale of Adventure and
International Intrigue.

By CLIVE R. FENN.

““ All right, T suppose,” said the sailor, “ but I would
sooner they were sailors. Sailors do the work, and make no
fuss about it. These chaps are big as houses, and I am not
the man to say they can't fight, but 1 never did believe much
in show, Mister Batorys. hope you have a nice edge on
your sword—that’s the most important thing. Between you
and me and that big nuteracker chap there,”” he went on,
indicating the massive figure of Raya, ‘1 don't like this
business.”’ : _

“ You confounded old croaker !” cried Satorys, laughing.

He turned awayv to speak to one of the officers, and Peter
was alone, for Anton Duvigny was engaged in the work
of preparing for the departure. :

** Yos, it is all very fine,” said the sailor meditatively, as
he placed a plug of tobacco in his mouth; * but some of these
chaps don't know what they are in for, bless me if they
don't! Very pretty to look at and all that, but let them
just wait a bit, that's all!™ :

The sight was impressive to a degree. Certain it was that
the armed resistance which had come to Satorys so suddenly
and dramatically was no mere nhaduw]y( thing. The force
which marched past its new leader looked capable of any-
thing, leave alone cutting a way to the crown for the rightful
king.

“T wonder,” muttered Peter, * what he would say if he
knew what I know? No: that's wrong. For I don't know
it, I am only thinking it, and Mister Satorys can’t know if,
because I have given my word not to say a word about what
she said to me. Bah! it's lhike plnth; the fool; but 1
suppose 1 had better stick to it now I am in for it all, and
maybe I lh&ll be wanted yet.”

Satorys hid mounted the charger which was brought for
him, and he found time to make a sign to his faithful follower
to do the same. Peter swung himself into the saddle of the
horse provided for him, nuﬁ rode slowly in the wake of
Satorys, and as he rode he shook his head. Perbaps it was
partly the effect of the motion of his mount, but, as Satorys
turned and addressed a word to him, the sailor shook his
head again.

“ Don't do it!”

“* Do what, sir?"

“ Shake your head. It might come off,” said Satorys
cheerily. :

“ T must, sir,” eaid the sailor oracularly.
thinking of what lies before us all.”

Therc was checring now on all sides. The people ran
alongside the troops, waving flags and shouting. There was
a burst of music, and the never ending line streamed on out
of the city towards the vast wilderness which separated the
up-country city from the region nominally governed by the

man who had usurped Satorys’ rights.. :
For himscli Satorys maybe cared but little : but he lived,

“*You eee, T am

" . ill; it d t matter 1 | ! :
- IE;‘ 1{1]119;:‘:315;;:1 :-:’:- b’f :?r:dn..ﬂ r{g?ilnliu?:h‘l:;e.m%m I bave took a new grip on life after the disasters which had assailed
I .

A - : . im, out of sheer strength of character, and the keen scunse o
ken the liberty to bring awey that there fiddle, e }1 1:::“:[ lﬂ]t there was duty to be done.

bit of food and a twist of tobacco, That's as muc The scoundrel Stanton was a menace not alone to the

" ] = i :-It

sighall want, . i Sk ' of Istan, but to the world; and as the troops le

* What do you think of them, P‘-"t“’.',"'m said tE' storys, as the ?]:E ‘::?:;Ez.ml the march for the coast began n grim, 'Elllalﬁt-ﬂ -
soemingly everlasting lne of men swung past. Tue GEM Lisrany.—No. 342,
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the line extending over a couple of miles of country—Satorys
felt assured of triumph, and he was glad, not alone for the
land he loved, or for himself, but also becaunse of the great
lady who had come so nobly to his aid, :

Satorys dispensed with all parade and show. For the time
being he was a soldier. He forgot his former life—the life
of retirement in London—and as the army advanced, its
Yeader lived the same life as the men under him, and every
day his popularity increased.

“1 would not give much for the chances of old.Bun-face
when we get near him, sir,’”’ said Peter one might, as,
according to cnstom, and the wish of Satorys, the sailor
visited the chief in his tent. ** These black chaps seem to
think you are a sort of a god, and they would go through
fire and water for wvou—mnot a3 that would make mmuch
difference, or do any good. Chaps always talk that kind of
tosh, and it 1s pretty rank. Of course, it stands to reason
that if you go through a fire you will need to drop into the
water afterwards to put it out.” .

Anton Duvigny was present in the tent, which was pitched

the side of the hill where the main body had encamped;
ﬁﬂt Anton paid little heed to the sailor's chatter, being too
accustomed to it, and, moreover, he was buay over a map.

Elnmr}'a leaned back against a box which had served as
table,

** Xow are a positive wonder, Peter,”’ he said. ' It surprises
me all your knowledge doesn’t keep you awake of nights.”

*““Now you are 'getting at me, sir, and I don't like it
Very little pleases me, 1 know; and, of course, there are
times when [ feel sorry to get what 18 yours. For, if yon
take me, sir, every man in this world ought to have his rights,
and no guestions asked, but they don’t, and that's the worst
of it, We have to go bothering about after things we need,
and then most likely dou't get them. As for me now, take
my case: | want a bit of 'baceo mughty bad, and e

“Why didn't you say so before, Peter! Here you are

“"Thank vou kindly, sir.”” The sailor drew out s pi
and lit it. *' There are plenty of foolish-looking things in the
world, but, believe me, there i1s nothing quite so bad as a
pipe without anything to put in it.”

Peter puffed out a cloud of smoke, which hung in the tent
Like a miniature cloud. From outside came the murmur of
the forest and the musical splash of a cascade.
= " It's this way, sir,” the sailor went on. “I am always
thinking that I ought to do more for you.”

Why, you

A

" That's ridiculous nonsense, Peter, my man,
have been my shadow ever since we started, three days ago."”

““ And a fat lot of use a shadow would be if it came to a
row, sir, Why, a shadow is no good. You can sit on i,
54 ;E it out, and there is folks, sir, who want you to be very
safe.'’

Peter screwed up one eve and gazed thoughtfully at Batorys.

The latter smiled. Anton rose from his camp-stool, folded
up the map he had been glued to for the past hour, and
moved to the door of the tent.

“ 1 am going to turn in,”" he said. * Good-night!"

* (rood-might I"" said Satoryvs lazily, .

The day had been an arduous one, the march one of tho
longesr yet; but as Peter went on to apeak of what lay
ahead, Satorys could pot find it in him to dismiss his faithful
followers.

* What beats me," said the sailor, ““is the way these black
fellows go on. They might be white, so far as that goes,
and though I know two blacks don't make one white, and
never will, any more than a summer will makesa swallow. -
it’s something like that, but it doesn't signify—yet you might
think that colour made no difference at all.”

“I don't fancy it does,”" said Satorys.

““ But whare I come from, sir, people always usad to make
fun of the blacks. Maybe it was because the bluck fellows
ﬂrﬁﬂm}d up a0 extraordinarily. There, I will be off to my

'Ll.tjl'.”

Peter was at the entrance of the tent, his piece over his
slioulder. He had stuck out on one point. It was he who,
night after night, insisted on mounting guard over the place
whers Satorys rested, and the leader had had to give way.

But that night Satorys protested once more,

f'l'i'ml nhnuﬂl let the guard take on the work, Peter,” he
gadid.

“ Not if I know it, sir.

““You promised ?

Peter gave a start.

“ Just myself, sir. I took myself aside, and said out plain
and straight, same as people ought to talk, * You are going
to keep- watch over tfm master every night, because one
can't be too careful, and one never knows.,’ That's how the
situation is, sir, and this indiaviddle is satisfed if you are;
and as for beinpi; sleepy in the day—bah !—that ain't nothing
at all. 1 can shnt my eyes for five minutes and get all the
sleep I want, for it isn't quantity what folks need, but
paving attention to it when they are asleep."
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You see, I promised.”
Promised whom ¥''

The sailor passed out of the tent, and Batorys threw him-
self down on the skin rug with which the tent was furnished.
He slept, and then woke with a start. The side of the tent
Aapped in the wind. No; it could not be the wind. BSatorys
drew himself up without making a sound. On the far side
of the tent there was a rustling sound, and as he watched
Satorys made out a snaky arm glide through the darkness,
followed by the head and shoulders of a man.

The next moment Satorys saw the intruder raise himself,
and there was the flash of a knife as the weapon descended,
and had it done its work the fate of Istan would have been
sealed; but Satorys sprang forward, gripping the assassin
by the throat and bearing him back.

Peter dashed into the tent, to see his masier struggling
with the stranger, and as the sailor tried to seize the
assailant the two men swayed out of the tent.into the open,
where the ground fell away steeply to the river below.

Satorys fell back as the pressure on his arms was removed.
Ha was loocking at Peter. The other had fallen into the
ravine.

“You are not hurt, sir?"”

“* No, no!"

‘1 shall never forgive myself for this!" cried the sailor.

There was a grunt from Satorys, who was gazing into the
darkness.

“* Not your fault.
harm done.”

Followed by Peter, Satorys began to climb down the rocky
slope. Twenty feet below them they foumd the victim of
the fall lying across a jagged rock.

‘" He's dying,"" said Peter, " and he wants to speak to us.
The miserable scallywag !"

Satorys made the sailor a sign to be silent. The injured
man tried to struggle up.

“ Listen !"" he said hoarsely. **I can see you are the real
king, but I was sent to kill you; and I know you are the
true king, for I was not allowed to succeed.”

*You come from Istan?’’ said Satorys,

““Yes; the word has gone. There is an army coming to
aweep you away. I am sorry——"" The man waved back
the flask Satorys was holding to his lips, gave a deep sigh,
and sank back to lie there dead.

““ And I was supposed to be on guard!"” growled Pater.
““* No; I shall never forgive myself for this might's work."

“ Polla !

“Well, if I had got a face like that there, sir,"" said Peter,
as he rested his arms on the barrel of his piece, and looked
at the weird-looking object who stood back amidst the troes,
“I think I'd stop at home, just out of charity to my fellow-
creatures.”’

‘i The brave [ellow can’t help his face, Peter,” said Satorys
as he stooped and examined the body of one of the huge
snakes with which the land abounded. *If he had mnot
mpped in and divided this reptile as he did, there would
have been an end of me."” :

Days had passed since the attempt on Batorys' life by a
nocturnal assassin, The march had been continued, and the
leaders had one and all scouted the likelihood of there beiﬂﬁ
any formidable resistance unkil Istan City was reached, an
that Satorys had left
Anton, Peter, and a

We have-been too secure, but there's no

the sense of security had been so dee
the camE to enjoy a day's sport witg
few of the men.

Peter gave a anori as the weird individual who had sud-
denly sprung out of the thicket and killed the big snake
came slowly forward. Satorys went to meet him with hand
extended.

““*Very much obliged to vou,” he said.

The man began to talk excitedly,

“You not make me prisoner ?" he cried.

" Moat decidedly not " said Satorys. “*I am very grateful
to you.” -

“It's an accudent, sir—that's what 1t 15!"" snarled Peter.
“ Look at his nose, scattered all over his physiognomy.
Why, he 1sn’'t fit to be seen in docent company. I don't say
as he isn't pretty nippy with that long blade of his, but
what call had Le to be following of us? This ian’t his road
home, I'll be bound. Don’t you talk to him, sir; I havo
asked you not to befora.”

Anton gave & laugh. Satorva advanced amidst his black
followers, and the man who had leaped from nobody knew
where, and slashed the serpent just as it was about to drop
from a tree on to the leader, backed away, a look of abject
fear on his misshapen visage,

He was a half-breed, and was obviously scared by the
attentions of Satorys; but as he made a feint to glide away
into the depths of the jungle, Peter dashed forward and
grasped his bare arm.

““None of that, mister, if you pleasa,"” he said. “1I don't
like the look of you, and you are no friend of mine; but if
the chief wants to have a chat with you just becauss you ars

OUR COMPANION PAPERS : “ THE s L ImmARY, T Ny LA, SNUEKLES: i



Every Wednesday.

o handsome -well, vou can make up vour mind to it. We

aren't going to eat vou, or stew vou down for soup !’

The savage-looking man glanced at Peter out of his
gleaming eyves, nearly Lidden under bushy eyebrows, and
thien started jabbering in a strange patois, words of English
ocenrving now and then, _

M Afraad I he said. ** Alfraid !

“And I don't wonder at it!” cried Peter,
mother's joy, or merely looking for trouble?
wriggle.”

Satorys was taking stock of the stranger. The latter was
calming down now that he realised no harm was mitended to
him.

“ Why, he's half starved, Peter "
just give him something to eat!”

“1t's wasting good food on a chap ke hun!"
l"i'tf*r, as he obeyed the order,

The wild-looking fellow grabbed at the bread and meat
Peter handed to ﬁ[m from his well-filled wallet, and began
to devour the food wvoraciously. While he ate he gazed
quickly from one to the other, and the group of black soldiers
uext beld his attention as they stood gazing stolidly an.

“ Ave yon
There, don't

sald Satervs. ' Here,

growled
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“ Come, come! The poor {ellow can’t help his name !
sand Satorys, as he clapped his hand on the ‘shoulder. of the
man who had come so providentially to his aid. ** Very much
obliged to you. Polla ' he sawd again,

“ Polla I’ eried Peter. ** Who ever heard of a ma
ing through the world with a name like that? Just faney
when he was given it! Well, T suppose it deesn’t run _to
visiting-cards with him, so” he need not have to print it or
use it on his cheques.” P

* You are precious hard on him " said Anton., =

As he ipoke he raised his gun to examine the breech. This
action caused the stranger to give a wild ery, and the next
moment he was dashing for the sanctuary of the forest, to
be speedily lost ta view.

*Poor fellow!” said Satorys. “‘ You frightened him,
Anton, and we sha'n't see him again.”

‘*1 hope not, sir,” sawd Peter.  One has to put up with
o end of things one doesn’t like in this world, but at leass

10 ought to be spared the sight of things like that,  Wo
couldn’t have done anvthing with 11, except lead it home on
a string and ask the gentleman at the Zoo to give it a home.”

Satorys bad swung round, and was tramping on by the

L

man walk-

| There was a rustling sound on the far side of the temt, and as he watched Satorys made out a snaky arm |
l glide through the darkness towards him, followed by the head and shonlders of a mian, (See Prge 24.)

e ——

=

“ You've taken on a nice thing, T must say, sir,” said Peter,
as, the food fimished, the stranger dashed towards Batorys
and threw himself down prone at the leader’s feet, placing
one hand on the high boot Batorys wore, *'1 believe he is
grateful to you now, and we shall bave hun bothering us
with his monkey tricks all the time, if we are not precious
careful.’”

“ Poor fellow ! . said Satorys, as he looked down at the
prostrate wanderer, ;

The man looked up. : I :
e You, the master?’ he said quickly. Then he glanced
.t Peter, *' T come from far, live alone, nobody else.”
WOk, wes, he's the master right enough!’ said Peter.
Y9 And now you sling it! Buzz off ] We've done with you.
"Hop it—quick '’ : . :
Satorys waved-his over-zealous follower aside.

“ Here, what's vour name 2"’ he asked. _
The man rose to his feet, and shifted the loose ekin he
“wore across his body.

“ Name " he repeated.

“ Well, vou heard ! said Peter.

‘ Polla,” said the man. , ‘ :

“ And a pretty rotten name, too !’ chimed in the sailor.

ing unaffected by 1

side of Anton, and Peter followed in their track, grumbling
all the time aboiut nightmares and ugly things. He missed
some of the wondrous beauties of the forest, but ere the camp
was reached the sailor had done his part in makmg up a
useful bag for the mess, numbers of the vividly-plumaged
birds the size of pigeons being brought down, as well as

a couple of animals resembling pigs,

The following day the march was resumed, the men seem-

f;e tropical heat, and at night thé camp of
the headquarters detachment was pitched once more anidst
the hills, :

Peter was driven back on himsell for company for a con-
ciderable part of the time, for Satorys and Anton seemed to
live fér their plans, and at night the work of arranging for
the operations, which now could not be long delayed, went
steadily on, the chiefs scated in the tent, charts and papers
before them, and Raya indicating the most favourable routé,

Peter was standing by the fire, and he kicked a piece of
wood into the heart of the flame, when suddenly he saw,
squatted i the shadow on the other side of the flame, a
:tguain't. dumpy figure. It was not one of the outer Ting of

mitries: thal much was plai. et o gy
s Tug Grm Lisrany.—No, 342,
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Peoter strode round, and hisa heavy hand came down on the
shoulder of the unwanted guest.

' Here, I say!" he cried. ** None of that, if vou please!
Well, of all the cheelk I™

He was gazing into the flat and hairy face of the unbeauti-
ful Polla—Polla, who rubbed his hands together and Legan
chattering to him,

“ Polla follow,” came guietly.

“ Indeed? Strikes me Polla will holler if he doesn't take
himself off. I never learned Latin, but [ know a bit, and that
bit is * earpe diem," and you will be like the carp in another
brace of shakes, young fellow, if you don’t clear. Vou get
back to vour branch, and be mighty quick about it! There
aren't any more snakes for you to . play snicker-snee with, so
you get !

[t was abundantly obvious that Polla did net anderstand
Latin, and was not in the least interested in the fate of the
shining carp.

“* Polla follow,” he said again contentedly, as he smifed
up into the sailor’s angry face. *f Polla follow all the time.
I’i}tlli].+'r'r'trrk for the gentleman and for Peter. Polla very
good.”’

“* You'll drive me mad in another minute!" said Peter
epavagely. “ Don't you be so ready with my name. And
let me tell you that you are not gommg to follow us. 1
wouldn't trust you round the corner with a sixpence, unless
it was a bad one."

Az he spoke the sailor glanced at, the tent, to see his master
bent over a paper which he and the others were studying
nttentively.

“ Polla follow," said the strange visitor once more,

“If you say that again I shall break your ugly head, and
you will bave to close your sinful face for alteration and

repairs,”

%mre was a smile and a nod from Polla, who stretched
out his hands to the fire, as if he were glad of the warmth,
though the night was sultry in the extreme.

'* Polla follow,"” he said again, as though he fancied the
other had been paying him pretty mm?ﬁmentﬂ. “ Polla good
man, and he work for the gentlemen.”

Peter advanced upon him with his fist clenched.,

““ There is gomng to be a sudden disappearance of a miser-
able black imposttion!"” he said fiercely. “* Mind you, you
have brought it on yourself. We aren’t playing at a cinema
now. Thia i real and in earnest, and there is going to be
a terrible accident. I don’t suppose you have got a lot of
aunts and cousins and mothers and such like people to be
anxious about you if you don't get back home to your tea
and kipper. Anyway, you won't be seen any more, and
I reckon that I shall be doing the world a good turn.”

Polla was listening eagerly to the sailor's words, his eyes
and white teeth ghstenmg in the raya of the fire. From
some distance away came the sound of orders being given,

and then, sounding clear, tho blast of a bugle.

_ ““The wretched heathen!” muttered Peter. * Thinking
iﬂ}ﬂt because I gave him a bit of grub that I was going to taks
im on as a bottle-washer or something, I suppose. Well, it
will be only one less, 1 know he iz up to no good. If he
were what he makes out himself to be, he would never have
been following us, as he must have been to have chipped in as
he did the moment that erawly item tried to give trouble!”

He caught Polla by the arm, and jerked him to his feet,
holding the man before him helpless,

' Now, see here, Polla, I can put up with a good idea, and
I kave been in places where thev take any boodle you may
bappen to have while you are enjoying forty winks; but there
are lmnts, as the man said when fourteen hungry relatives
came to stay for a month, You think you are coming along
with us, and I say you are not, so there's an end to it,
There’s not going to be a medal dor you, and you are not
going to live on our cheap teas and ninepenny lunches. You
can go and boil your own pot, or eat it raw. You see, I
am very particular about the company 1 keep. There isn't
any floor to scrub; and if there was one, we shouldn't want
a flaw like you to do the job. So out you go!”

As he spoke Peter gave the native a thrust. Polla only
smiled, and ag he was released from the firm grip of tho
sailor’s hand he bounded back like a rubber ball,

- ““"Polla very good,"” he said persuasively.

Poter puffed out hia cheeks,

Polla. smiled again.  Peter advancaed threateningly; but
t;:(' Inﬂtivﬂ only retreated a few steps, and then came back to
the lire. '

““Here, I-say, 1sn't it any use speaking to vou?’ roared
Peter, now in a rage. * You go ll'jm:?k home to mother, and
you can take my love. We are going to Istan, and you are
not {it to be seen in good society ™

** Yes, Istan,' said Polla, with a grin.

*“ Absquatulate "' cried the sailor. *“ I don't want to tread
on vou: but, as T said, there will be a terrible aceident in a
minute, and it won't be my fault !™
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Tolla inay not have been a student of French history; but
whether he understood the character of the late Marshal
MacMahon or not, he was putting into practice the exampla
of the illustrious soldier in that where he stood he intended to
remain.

* Like Peter -very much,” he said softly, as he placed tha
fire between himself and the man for whom he had so thuch
affection. * Polla do anything !" :

“And, from the look of you, ron wonld do anybody as
well,” said the saillor grimly. “ Yes,” he went on to him-
self, * this is a nice keltle of fish! The dirty dog! Andif I
know anything of the governor, he will be soft-hearted as any-
thing when that black cuss savs he iz very fond of him. Abh,
and if he isn't calling to met” 2

There was a hail from the tent, and the next moment
Satorys came to the entrance, a cigar between his lips.,

Thﬂ- Spfr
* Anything wrong, Peter ¥ Batorys asked.
talking."
“ You—yon might have done, sir,”” s=aid the sanilor, as he

** Heard you

~ placed himself between Polla the nnwanted and Satorys.

The sailor seemed to be regarding the wvisitor as so much
what the printers call * overmatter,” to be dealt with later, as
the occasion may call for.

“1 heard you talking to somepne, Peter,” said Batorys—
“ that is, unless you were breaking your usual silence by
speaking to yourself !”

1t was then that Satorys eaught sight of the stranger.
Polla, despite kis cringing attributes, was evidently not an
individual to hide his light under a bushel. & came
I'Tl::v}urd, and the next moment was bowing bhumbly before the
chief, ;

“‘ Polla como to serve great man,”' he said, in a supplicating
wWay.

“Oh, have you?!' said Satorys, without betraying any
enthustasm,

Peter took a step forward.

* That's just what I have been telling of him, sir. T hinted
to him just now that we could do without his services, but

he is that obstinate that he would not take it from me. He's
as dull and stupid as an old ram. Just give me the word,
sir, and I'll tip himn over the side of the rocks there. I am

ﬁ}hm he 13 up to no good, and we may as well be on the safe
side.” :

“0Oh, come now," said Satorys, “he hasn't done any
harm!"

He looked down at the man who was erouching at his feet,
stroking the heavy riding-boots Satorys wore.

“That's his artfulness, sir,”” said Peter. " He thinks he is
on to a soft thing if he comes along of us. I knew a chap
just the very spit of this varmint, who came to see my old
mother down at Wapping ; said he was her long-lost brother,
who had been away in L‘Eina for about a hundred years, and,
if vou will believe me, =ir, we was pretty nigh caten out of
house and bome befors it was found that the chap was no
relation at all, except from Adam, and that don't count in
civilised communities. He rang for his dinner and his tea,
finished my hair-oil, wore out my clothes, and then vamoosed,
rumed,"”

“Well, 1 don’t think Polla will trouble you for any hair-
oil, Peter,” said Satorys. *“There, I haven't the heart to
send the poor fellow adrift! . He has been following us out
of sheer devotion, and we can’t drive him off. Look after
him, Peter, like a good fellow "

Peter groaned, He knew Satorys, knew exactly what
would happen if his master saw the black; but the erder was
given, and he had to make the best of a bad job.. Polla
certainly seemed to be very teachable, very eager to learn,
avid of kindness, and intent on reciprocating same; and as
the march was continued into the wilderness amidst scarred
hills, and through dense forests which were a perfect riot of
¢olour with gorgeous flowers, and many-hued birds, Polla
setled down to be the handyman of the central camp.

“1I am as eager as you to get to grips, Peter,” said Satorys
one day.

“Which I hope we mavw, sir,” said Peter, * At present it
ils lju&t marching on, like that chap called Jolin Brown, what

{

eard them sing about down at Portsmouth. T am not

~battle scared or scarrved, except the remains of a diE in the
8

chest I got in China some years ago—— Hallo! What does
Polla want 3" :

Peter had never been quite reconciled to the siranger ; but
he had made the best of what he considered a bad job, and
his suspicions had died down. He had come, as time went
on, to regard the strange being as a sort of harmleas joke.

And now bero was Polla dashing up to Satorys, and catch-

ing him by the arm, poigting as he did so in the direction

they were marching,
“CHUCKLES, k=

racter In one of
sontalned In



n.

‘Every Wednesday.

Batorys had some five hundred men with him, the rest of
the force proceeding towards Istan away on the right and
left Aanks, : :

" What's wrong, Polla¥’ said Satorys,

The man was trembling with tense excitement,

“Not that way—not that way !’ he cried. * Polla know
the '?:?31 Polle understand, and it is not zafe! A trap that
way !’ . i

“My only Bddiestick!” coliloquised Peter, “ What does
he think he is talking wbout¥?

Polla went on gesticulating: and Raya, the native com-
n'mnidﬂ:. strode forward,

* This man says we are walking into a trap,” sid Satorys,
as he gazed at Raya and then at the ravine towards which
the force was moving,

“Yes. True, all true,” said Polla excitedly, ** Polla heard
from others. Great army from Istan coming, and they wait
du*wri‘ ]:-hﬂre-.” : ] L

" Then we will go and save them waiting any longer,” sai
g s g g any long d,

Polla caught his arm. j

The man was pointing now up the side of the hill, which
rose gemtly away on their left.

“Friend, Polla,” he said quietly,
Mister Peter think Polla one fool.
take them by surprise, All safe.”

Haya tugged at his moustache, He was thinking deoply.

" Perhaps the man is right,” he said. **I will send out
gcouts. [ had not imagined there was a force near, My
patrols have learned nothing.”

* Polla know ail, though
You go up there and

A haM was called, but it wat not deemed necessary to |

communicate with the two big wings of the army which
were proceeding through easier country miles away.,

T'he scouts brought word of the presence of the enemy
where Polla had stated, and as he heard this Satorys realised
that those who held the power in Istan must have been well-
infermed of his' movements since his daring escape from the
fortress prison months before. '

Polla was ciﬁwﬂinued again, and the man'’s sincerity was
apparent to those who examined him as to his:knowledze.
How did he know? Word had been carried in ways which
were obscure, intelligence which was conveved by natives
passing through' the wild country.

" Polla, show the way,” he said, as he pointed once moie
up the hilly side of the route, * Polla know. Palla show
how his friends can win,” '

There was a ¢ouncil of war, and Satorvs fell in with the
views of Raya—Raya, the imperturbable, who was disposed
to trust the man, Orders were issued, and the force moved
forward to the ascent of the rocky heights, from which,
according to the guide, a path led down which would enable
the eneiny to be surprised and taken in the rear. The men
toiled on through the intense heat, and Satorys, who was

behind, stopped  time after time,  glass in hand, trving to

locate the hidden foe.

* Make anything of it!" he said to Raya, as he handed the
native commander his glass,

The other locked long and carvefully,

' No, sir.™

Just then Peter eame hurrying back fram the front of the
column, \ ¥

“Been him, sir?’ he asked, as he drew his hand acrogs his
face, which was shining with the heat.

" Seen whom?'' snapped out Satorys.

“Why, old Polla, sit, They are asking for him away
there, but nobody has set eyes on him for the last hour, and
they want to know what it means.”

Rayn sprang forward. He met a patro! dashing back from
the advance guard.

“We are trupﬁed. gir!” cried the man. * Therc is no
athway down the other side, only a drop of a thousand
vt

Satorys swung round as from the valley they had quitied
came the flash of a rifle-shot, and a bullet hissed through
the trees, The party on the height saw the gleam of steel
far below.

“ Trapped we arve, eir,”’ said Raras, as he gave e&n order,
the result of which was a sharp volley aimed low, the shots
tearing their way through the Erushwnnﬂ. sending leaves and
bianches flying, and being replisd to by the enemy safely
éntrenched in the ravine,

“ Polln was a spy, sir.

Satorvs nodded. He knew it, too, now.

The Istan leaders had displayed great =kill in their tactics,
and by their mancuvre had imprisoned a part of the
advancing army, if only a small part—but the man whosa
destiny was wrapped up in the fortune od the country was
of the nnmber—in a place from which, as Batorys and Raya

I knew it all along,"” eaid Peter.
-
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now saw only too well, retreat was impossible, and could
only lead to a sauve qui peut,

Another volley rang out. The entrance to what proved
to be a rocky promontory was effectually closed by the
enemy's sharpshooters.  Satorvs dashed on ahead with
Anton, and Peter kept close, It was just as the patrol bad
said. The van was marching straight for the brink of what
was redlly a ¢hasm, while bevand lay the smiling plains,

“Tf 1 had that chap here, sir,” said Peter, * I'd—" Ho
stopped there, too intent on the action of Satorys, who was

azing over the edge of the rock, to trouble further as to tho
ate of the infamous Polla if the scoundrel happened to fall
into his hands.

There seemed no likelihood of thal oceurring, for Polla had
faded away like a mist of the morning,

Raya ran forward. !

* They have surrounded us,” he said bitterly. ** Why did
we ever trust that wretch? Nothing for it now but to fight
cur way through with the loss of Ealf our men, picked off
one by one as they descend. Oh, if we could get them in
the open!™

* But you can't,” said Satorve. ‘' Look there!?

1 have no need to lock, #ir!’’ eried Raya. * There is no
egress that way.”

He began to rage out anew against his folly in trusting
the man who had made himsolf scarce,

Satorvs caught the commander by the arm.

“You are wrong, Raya,” he <aid. ' There is an exit this
way, and we are not going to lose half our men, or any of
them, this journey, not until we get to grips with the foe.”

“*What do vou mean?"’

Anton and Peter followed the actions of the chief,

Satorys was pointing to the long, sinuous, tough lianas and
other vine-like creepers, and then he gave a gesture to the
valley, for at that moment speech was impossible, the air
being rent with the crash of. rEp liring behind them.

The reverberation died away.

“That is our way,” said Satorys, * and Nature has supplied
us with the ropes. They have tricd to ent us off, to shut
us up here to surrender or be starved, T suppose. Well, it
't going to be eithor—not if T know it.  We ‘descend to
the valley, and find them unprepared on the rear, Let somo
of your men keep up a show of defence, The others will
lower themselves down there,”

* Tt s splendid !I"" eried Raya.

He was giving orders the next moment, and scores of the
fibrous creepere, as strong as hempen rope, were being sliced
away. The work went rapidly on, and, with intormittent
liring Iil‘m.‘u‘tﬂ]inF, the process of letting the men down to
terra firma, fur below, began,

There was no hesitation, no haste, evervthing being accom-
plished without a hitch, and Peter assumed command of the
party on the summit, whose duty it was to attend to the work
of securing the ropes, '

* Now, be careful ! he cried, as his turn came at last to
descend. ** I'm not a joint of meat—please remember that !
And don’t swing me ronnd [ :

He was down at last, and the firing-party drew back to
follow their companions. Satorys was discussing the next
move with Raya.

* They have no suspicion as yet,”” he said., ** That would
be their idea—to lock us up und foree us to submit from,
bunger and thirst.”

Baya nodded, He was pomnting with his sword to the
defile which led from the pround where they stood to the
open country. Then suddenly he lowered hie sweord and

ked serious,

“ We will not attack,” he said quickly, as though relin-
quishing i cherighed scheme,

“Why"" asked Satorvs.

Raya bowed to his leader,

* I know my duty,” he said, ** Your life is precious to the
cnuse for which we fight, and Nada would never parden me
if I needlessly exposed you to peril.” ' 1.,.

“The time iz now!" he gaid curtly. “1 know enough of
war for that. We shall win by the surprise. The enemy
imagiucd that they bad a portion of our army in their grasp.
They would divide us, and then, after having destroyed
this foree, they wonld attack the wing: one after the other.
No, Raya, we are all comrades here, and we are fighting
for our common country. And.,” he went on, as he took tha
hand of the native commander, 1 am in supreme com-
mand-—remember that !

1 eanonly advise, sir,” said Raya, * fer I know that von
command.”’

“Then wego forward,” said Satorye.

(Amother splendid, long instalment of this grand
serial next Wednesday., Order in advance.)
Tiue Geu Lisrart.—No. 352
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For Next Wednesday,

“THE HOUSEMASTER'S BODYGUARD!"
By Martin Clifford.

In this grand long, complete tale of the chums of St. Jim's,
the juniors discover that Mr, Railton, the popular Housemastey
of tha Schoolhouse, is threatened with grave peril. Arthur
Augustus is first ot with the news, and plans with his chumns
elaborate measurcs for Mr. Railton's safety. Unfortunately,
however, the Housemaster pours cold water on their precious
plans, leaving them to think out some fresh one. They
are determined to look after him, whether he wishes it or
not, A garde-du-corps is finally formed, and goes to work
in a busmesslike manner. D’Arcy is a little unfortungte i
hiz “ shadowing,” but Tom Merry & Co. are able to ** chip
it " in & way that completely justifies the existence of

“THE HOUSEMASTER'S BODYGUARD !
A ROUSING HOLIDAY SONG.

In response to a reader’s reguest for a real good * holiday
song,” I have recently run through a number of these which
were submitted to me, and I am

OuUPr. - THREE -+ COMPANION ‘- PAPER.S!
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wreck the cataract seas would have smashed het to matchs
wood, and beaten out the lives of those on board. There was
a short cut across the north sand-bank outside the harbour.
It was just possible that the boat with luck might eross it.
Their chances of life and death were uneven, and the odds
were for death. But there were men perishing, and it was
their only chance of saving them.

In a magnificent and mad effort, they tried to force the
Rescue across the shallowing, boiling water. Like a gallant
grevhound the tiny craft dashed at the white breakers,
She had mastered them many a time,

A silent crowd on the pier watched, with bated breath,
the reckless daring of it all. The boat, instinct with life, met
the breakers bravely and forged ahead. Then she stopped,
shuddered for a brief moment like a stricken man, a sea
broke over her in teinmph, and when the group of watchors
saw her again, it was as & helpless, dangerous wreck, floating
keol upwards in the boiling swirl of waters.

A crew of sixteen hands were in the boat at the time.
Twelve were never seen again, One man, Robert Warner,
a g, strong man, struck out for the shore, reached it, and
died from exhaustion., Three were picked up by another
hoat. Some thirtv-seven children and mothers were left with-
out their breadwinners. -

What a host of names each town and

pleased to say that [ have discovered
one which is the ““real thing.”” This
is the * Camp Song,” by Frank Witty,
and is published by Messrs, Carey &
Co., 13 and 15, Mortimer Street,
London, at the price of 1s. ‘This fine
song is quite new, and is just the very
thing for a heliday or seaside ** sing-
song,”" or for amateur pierrots or
nigger minstrel parties. It breathes
the true holiday spirit all through,
and has the most rousing and in-
fectious chorus imaginable. I am told
that it is already meeting with great
suceess, which, in my opinion, It
thoroughly deserves,

HEROES OF THE LIFEBOAT

village could supply if all were known
of the heroism of dails life! The
deeds done daily in our midst at our
own doors! Among the ecottage homes
of the poor is a host of names of those
whose deeds will compare with the
most brilliant periods of Greek or
Roman history.. The battlefield, and
the ericket and football fields do not
possess o monopoly of herces or
heroism.
Eager for the Fray.

Another- boat succeeded the ill-fated
Resclie, and, nothing daunted, she was
given the same name. In less than a
year from the great catastrophe we
find her and her gallant crew hanging
on to a wreck until they had- resoued
the wholae crew. Then near the
harbour she was run down by a larger

We might call them the Secres

vessel, and rescuers and rescued were

Legion of Heroes—secret because they
and their deeds are unknown beyond
the immediate circle of their own
friends., Who, for example, knows
anything of the old boat Rescue, which did duty for
. a lifeboat in Gorleston for many years. In those davs the
gallant men who manned her knew mnothing of lLifeboat
institutions—nothing of launching money and pavment. The

luck and endurance of those days, when men put out in all

inds of crazy craft to save life, would require many volumes
to do justice to the splendonr of their deeds,

The Reacue had such a wonderful record for life saving that
many said she had a ** charmed hife."”

Her end came in 1866. On the i3th of January, in a
furious gale, a vessel was seen making signals of distress, and
drifting hopelessly towards a dangerous ridge of sand that
puts its head above water at low tides, some three miles or
more out to sea from Gorleston. There was a rush of our
fishermen to the boat, and soon she was making her way out
of the harbour.

The doomed ship was beginning to break up. The
coxswain—a youth, Robert Spilling by name—coolly measured
the distance, and knew that before they could arrive at the

_—

signs his photo
was ''caught
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An ardent readerof ""The Gem " Libra

aph “"H," and who says that he

n the act without being aware
ofit!"™

drowned. Disaster befel the boat that
kucceeded her. In 1888 a desperate
atfempt was made to get out of the
harbour on the mission of succour.

A terrible storm raged, and it seemed the height of insanity
for men to attempt to try conclusions with it. When there is
life to be saved, our Gorleston men never count the odds for
or against them. Once more the angry sea was victor. The
lifeboat again and again was flung back, but they were
determined men, and only when the sea threw them, bruisec,
bleading, and dead, back upon’the beach, did their efforts
cease. Five Gorleston homes had vacant places.

One would think, in the face of such terrible disasters, men
wolld shrink from the danger. Not they. When old Father

Neptune challenges them, they are always ready. The light
of battle is in their eyes, and they are eager for the battle
when the prize 15 the life of their fellow-men,

(Anothoer Splendid Article :
Nexi Wednesday.)
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WONDERFUL! : :

Old Mrs. Wilkins prided herself as a student of insect life.
One night she was strolling through the church field, listen-
i to the lusty singing of the erickets, which was drowning
the sounds of the choir practice that was going on in the
church.,  The vicar, who was prond of his choir,” happened
to be strolling in the field also, listening to the boys’ voices
floating over the evening air.

' Good-evening, Mrs.” Wilking ! he said. “ How sweet
the music sonnds out here, does it not " <
Y Indeed it does, Mr. Jones!" replied Mrs, Wilkins.

“ And do you know, it is said they do 1t by rubbing ther
hind legs together? Wonderful, isn't it¥'—Sent in by
A. F. Baker, Erdington. ]

WEIGHING HIM UP, .

Owner of Racehorse (looking closely at scales): °° William,
vou are”a irifle overweight. Can't you lighten yourself a
little 7™

William  (the jockey): *° Got on my lightest suit, sie: am’s
had a bite to-day; and have just trimmed my hinger-naile.”

Owner of Raeshorse: * Well, go and get shaved!”"—Sent
in by B. Smyth, Belfast.

MARVELLOUS !

A fFicket match was in progress, the village team were
playing the town team. Just then the town bowler sent
down an extra fast ball. Theé batsman hit it hard, but the
man in tie“shps tovched it, and the ball went steaight to
the man on the boundary; who caaght it.

X How _is that?' several voices asked.

AThe umpige, “whe had not seen a ericket mateh for years,
and was a butcher by trade, sawd:

* Sunpls marvellous Y :

And the spectators rvoared.—Sent i by
Dover.

H. R. Maroll,

i HAD THAT TIME. 4

A bay, on 'lis way to =chool, was takipg his father's dinner
m a can, when one of his schoolmates came up and gave the
can o kick:™

Do you mind me kicking vour can?”’ said the boy, who
was full «f fmischiel.

“ No, 1 don’t,” replied the ather.

“ Are you sure!?” returned the misclilevous rascal.

“ No,” again replied the boy with the can. ** My mother
borrowed it from yvour mother, and vou will ecatch it when
vou get home for spoiling your mother’s can!”"—8ent in" by

J. Kay, London, N.W.

SUFFISH)ENT.

A well-known solicitor 1n & Northeru town advertised for
an office-boy, A lad applied for the situation who had
hitherto been employed in the loeal fish-market. The boy,
on being asked if he were a good writer, answered in the
affirmative. ; '

** And can you do mental arithmetio?

*“1 think so, sir.”
£ Well, what would thirty-six pounds of salmon at three
penee per pound be?” ; :

:_n.“ Bad, sir!” was the guick reply.—Sent in by W. Polgreen,
avon. :

—r
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A PATE-NT CURE.
_Barber (to bald customer): ** Try a bottle of this prepara-
tion, sir? Bplendid stuff for baldness !
Customer: “ 8o it may be, but I've got all the baldness
I want, thanks."—8ent in by Rebert Crook, Scotland,

: RECIPROCAL.

Little Winnie had been sent to the cupboard for some fiy.
paperi—the sticky kind. Bhe was awav o long time, and
showed no sign of returning, so0 her mother thonght she Kad
forgotten her errand. She ealled:

““Have you got them, Winnie®’

“ Na, mummie,” came the gentle veply: *f they've got ma
But we're both coming!"—Sent in’ by R. Boynham,
Newpaort. : —

| COOL.

An intelligent-locking boy walked into a gractes shop the
otheér day, and, reading from a paper. said: ;

T want six pounds of sugar at twopctcefartiipg a
pound.”’ ;

" ¥Yes,” said the shopman., * That will*beé 6nicand-threas
halfpence.” '

** Kleven pounds of rice at three-halfpence a pound.’.

“* One-and-fourpence-halfpenny,” commented the erocer.

* Four pounds of tea at one-and-cight a pound.”™ - __

“ Six-and-eight.”’

And so he continued: :

* Five ponnds of coffea at one-and ton; sevemr ¥ins of milk
at fivepence-halfpenny ; four tine of tomatoes at sixvenes
halfpenny; and éight tins of sardines ot one-and threc-half
pence.” )

The shopman made out the bLill,
SOying :

* Did your mother send the money, or does she want them
entered = i

** My mother didn’t send me at all,” said the boy, seizing
hold of the bill.  “ It's my arithmetic lessen. and T fad to
get it done somehow!"—8enk in by J. R. Kilshaw, Preston.

EASILY EXPLAINED.

Murphy, the ferryman, had been asked fo bake g teank
across the river. He placed the téunk in the bow of the boat.
with the result that the boat tipped forward.

* What are you rowing with that trunk in the bow of the
boat for?’ inguired a friend,

“ Sure, an’ o 1t -was in the stern., wouldn't T be rowin'
uphill all the time?” exclaimed Murphy.  An’ this way I'm
rowin' downhill all the time!"—Sent in by F. Hartford
Durham.

and handed if to-the boy,

TAY, AY IV
A eclumsy sailor, turning a corner, fell into an Tialian
hawker, knocking a tray of ornaments from off hiz head.
Among them was a statue of Napoleon, which the Ttalian
valued very much. With the fall, the arm of the statue was

. smashed off. The.ltalian started -to ery and shout:

“ Oh, my poor Napoleon!" .

To console him the sailor said: :

* Never mind, mate: knock his eye out, and himt
Nelson I""—Sent in by Miss Elsie Sutton, Gesforth.

call
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