HOLIDAY CAMP!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co
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“HEROES OF THE I OURTH!"
By Martin Clifford,

In the grand, long, complete story which appears next
week, three Fourth-Formers play very important parts.
These are the great Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and his chums,
Digby and Herries,  Gussy is invited by his brother, Lm«l
Conway, home on leave from the I‘xout to bring a junior
cricket team down to a country house in pILaednt Hampshire
for a week of matches.  Making up the team presents some
difficulty, for Gussy’s special chums naturally expect places,
and the trouble is that neither Herries nor Digby is quite in
the front rank as a cricketer. The stern sense of justice of
the noble (,(UQ\V hinders him from anything in the least
savouring of favouritism.  One of the two can go. Tha
question is—which?  Several attempts to solve the problem
by means of contests® between the two only leave it still

undecided ; but a solution is arrived at ev entually, and both
go. ThL) dhtmgu sh  themselves as amateur detectives
during the visit, and Gussy distinguishes himself on the field

of ul!\ so that altogether great thmgs are done by the trio
who may be styled for the moment

*HEROES OF THE

TO MY CORRESPONDENTS,

Just litely it has been quite im ible to keep abscluiely
up-to-date  with iy readers” letters.  Every endeavour s
made to do this: but it is obvious that there is much work
to be done in connection with any paper which must be
attended to before correspondence is dealt with. The issue
for each week has to be got out, you know, for one thing. 1
am sorry to disappoint those who write to me by keeping
them waiting; but it cannot be helped, especially during the
holiday season. I do not mean that T am takirg a holiday,
or have any cxpectation of being able to take one this year;
but others are getting some pdrt of the time off that thc\y
would have in ordinary circumstances—not in any ease all of
it—and the absence of even one man naturaily makes a
difference to those left behind.  So T would ask readers to be
patient—or, as the Irishman said, if they can’t be patient, to
be as patient as they can—and to be content with brief
answers when the answers do come.

FOURTH!"

AN OBJECTIONABLYT PRACTICE,

During the last few weeks I have had several Jetters of the
abusive type sent on to me by their recipients.  In every case
these have been written to readers who had had notices
inserted, saying that they meant to start “Cem’ Aml
“Magnet 7 Leagues.  Why the letters were written is a
mystery .o me.  What does it matter to one reader that
nother m< uld wish to run a league? He is not compelled, or
sven asked to join. I gather that one at least of the writers
has a notion that I encourage these leagues with a view to
ge tting something out of them in some way or another.  He
is Pntlrol\, wrong.  No charge is made for the notices, and
the leagues are run by thrm members, not by me.

Judging by these precious epistles, one would imagine thut
the bovs who write them consider the readers of the ** Gem
and “Magnet 7 as no better than idiots.  That is what they
want the fellows they write to to believe, anyway. Yet th(\v
themsel mfu‘ them, or they would know nothing about the
notices T don’t mind saying plainly, however, that they are
not by any means the kind of readers we want.

NOTICES.
Footbhall, .
Sorning Street, Barnsbury, N.. wants to
for the coming season for the club of which
Age 1417,

W. Nixon, 32,
arrange fixtures
he is hon. sec.
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Great Croft St. Bovéra F.C. (16-17) wants home
ma=hes within six-mile radios of Darlaston.—
William Rose, 14, Pinfold Street, Darlaston, St

Ferndale F.C. (16) wants good fixtures in the So.:5 1
42, Chantrey Roond. T

district.—Hon. See., J. Lee,
S.W.,
Rusholme Wesleyan A.F.C. (151) wants ho a :

matches in the Manchester district.—Hon, Se
Street, Rusholme, Muanchester.
Wanted, for a junior football club in Belfas

players  who can take any position.—Apply e T T.
personally or by letter, to T. Draffin, 9”%: envale  Sireet.
Belfast. ]

Park Juniors A ¥.C.
of Cardiff.—Hon. Sec.,
Cardiff.

B.U.F.C. (I7) want matches
Marylebone.—Hon. Sec., IH. Rich, 15,
Brixton, S.W.

Back Numbers, &c.,, Wanted.

By W. Whielan, Rawdon Coilege. necar Lesi:—" Ficons

Fig-Pudding.”

want matches within o <ix.nile -

R. David, 53, Llandaff R

within  six > rading ¢
Melbourn Sauzre,

By F. C. W«\Hmv 55, Rhodes Strect, Gilil oL X
—“Figginsg’ ¥ olly,” © Figging’ Fig-Pudding Nes, 123
of the “Gom. -

By J. Cooper, 61, King Fdward Mo —
“Through Thick and Thin,” “The By
angd \Yﬂs 1-400 of hoth * Gem

B3 Hentsch, §7, Pal m'm) Road, Stok N E.
—Back Nos. of the ¢ Gom.’

By M.
“Figgins'
“Magnet

MeMahon, Grace Streot,
Folly,” “The

Kilrush, —
School Without Mast - ;

and “Fo ootk

’ stories, “ Bunter the Boxer ”
and Won.”
Ry Private W. Burns, E

18516, 1Ist West Yeork<"'r= Rot,
Luke’s War Hospital, Bradfo Pa. %
" and “Penny Popular,” if an:

D1 Ward, St.
of the “Gem’
spare them.

By TLeslie Burroughs. 29, Go
“Figging'  Fig-Pudding,” ¢
Cherry’s Barring-Out.”

S

reet, West Arti T
18 Folly,” ani =F

An Extraord nary Pennyworth.

No reader of the “Gem ™ should fail to ordes 7 of
next Monday’s “Boys® Friend.”  This great iss 'our
companion paper is quite the hest  that “on
pablished.

A really magnificent photogr ayure p late
next Monday's ““ Bos Tm'nd and ,r
Bulldog Brecd ! The drawing of the plat
in excellent style by a well-known a
Travers Cornwell, rhe v-h of th(
of duty. If only ont of vivpect to this
wery reader of the “Gem ” should pre
gnificent presentation-plates, and aften
he should hang it up on the walls of his !

This spumal isste of the *“Boys” Tric
first grand, long, np(\'.mg instalmoent
adventure story, entitled “The Red R
Stormy, and the first of a splendid new sert
ducing Derricl the schoolmaster

tu les intro-

k Brent, tertive,

Also in this issue is the first of a I new series of
articles entitled “Boys and the Air e. Altogether
this issne is one that von \hm’hl not miss, and to avoid bei

53
In)l‘lu}\ =

disappointed you should -order vour u\p\ of next
“Bays’ Friend ” in advance. The price of this geeat st is
the usual one—One Penny.
L]
TEEECRESSITTR
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HOLIDAY CAMP!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School

Story of Tom Merry & Co. af St. Jim’s,
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The horse started off at a gallop, making straight towards the fallen Crooke.
head, caught his reiln, hung on, but could not stop him.
Ui o a o 2%

CHAPTER 1., -
The Peaceful Village. -
& H, hurry up, you fellows! Get a move on you, do!™
It was Kangaroo, of the Shell Form at St. Jim’'s,
who called out these words to his comrades at
Holiday Camp.
Four white tents stood on a slight ridge, at the
foot of which there ran a clear, sparkling brook. Less than a
quarter of a mile away this brook ran into a wide river. To

Kerr rushed for the horse’s
(See Chapter 6.)

§

westward, beyond the river, far-away hills showed blue in the
evening light. . - :

Up from the river, hurrying as they heard Noble's yell, -
came the four chums of Study No. 6, Jack Blake, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, Herries, and Digby, of the Fourth-Form,
with Dick Redfern, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn, of the New
House, Clifton Dane, the Canadian junior, and Bernard
Glyn, the schoolboy inventor.

Tom Merry and Talbot came out of one tent, side by side.

Next Wednesday,
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Out of another -proceeded the brainy Skimpole, beaming
through his spectacles at his schoolfellows.

“My hat! We're jolly well going to be late at the
station !” said the Australian junior.

Tom Merry glanced at his watch.

“So we shall, Kangy, if we don’t look sharp !” he said. .

‘Arthur Augustus and Digby, with towels draped gracefully
round their necks, were in the lead of the bathing party.
They and the rest all looked very fit and cheery dndeed.

“ Was the water wet, Gussy 7” said Tom Merry, grinning.

“Don’t be widic, deah boy! Watah is always wet, in my
expewience. Bat it’s simplay lovely this evening, like new
milk.  Why was it you fellahs didn’t come- along 77+

“We’ve had one bathe to-day, and there were lots of things

to do here. We’re thinking of going down by moonlight.”
" “(‘)31, bai Jove! What a wippin® ideah! TI’ll come, deah
oy !

“ You’ve bathed twice to-day already, old ass!’’

“Yaas; but ihat’s no odds, deah boy,” said Gussy, letting
the injurious epithet pass for once.

“What time’s the train that Manners and Lowther and
Figgy are coming by ?”’ asked Jack Blake, deftly flinging his
towel round the noble neck of Arthur Augustue, and dragging
him backwards.

* Yawoooogh! Gwooooch ! Dwop it, Blake!
say, or I shall be weluctantly compelled—"

“8even o’clock, and it’s jolly near eight miles to the
s't,a,tion,”,said Noble impatiently. “If we're going to meet
them .

“Wats! Of course we shall meet them,” D’Arcy said, drag-
ging himself free and glaring at Blake through his monocle.
“I vote we all go. Foah my part, 1 shall be delighted to see
all thwee of the deah boys again.”

“So shall 1,” said Tom Merry.  “T’ve missed Monty and
cld Manners no end, though we’ve only been here abcut
twenty-four hours. And Fatty’s like a lost sheep without
Figgy.”

“I want to see old Figgy again, but T can’t quite see myself
fagging sixteen miles on a bike just to meet him about half an
hour sconer,” said the Falstafi of the New House. “So 1
don’t mind staying here and looking after the camp while the
rest of you go.” :

* Jolly likely—I don’t think |” said Jack Blske sarcastically.
‘“Why, you'd be i
anybody might come along and collar the whole bag of tricks
while you snoozed on 1™

“I also would prefer to remain behind with Wynn,” said
Skimpole, in his precise way. “The front tyre of my bicycle
has sustained a serious casualty in the nature of a puncture,
and, moreover, 1 really do not feel quite cqual to a prolonged
ride after the exhausting activities of the day.”

“Great Scott! Skimmy’s exhausting activities I scoffed
Digb’y‘ “Tell us what you’ve jolly well done all day, old
ass !’

“Nothing at all—and a little bit off that,” put in Herries.
“But I can tell you what the old idiot wants to do, Dig. He
wants to stay here and mug up Professor Balmyecrumpet on
the whichness of the what, or something of that fooling sort.”

Skimpole breathed a decp sigh. .

“At the request of Tom Merry, Herries,” he said mildly,
;_‘I left t’he most interesting works of the learned Pro.
essor——’ :

“That’s no odds,” said Blake. “You'd rather have the
dullest of the whole giddy lot than none at all. Though I'm
blessed if I reckon there’s a pin to choose among ’em.”

“You misapprehend me, Blake. I left them all behind, and
T do not mind confessing that——*’

“Oh, hang it! If you're going to let old Skimmy give us
all the jolly chin-music he wants to, we sha’n’t get to the
blessed station before midnight !

“All right, Reddy! Let’s make a start at once,” said
Talbot, smiling. .

“TI'll stay and look after these two chumps,” volunteered
Kerr. “You can tell old Figgy why I didn’t come along.”

So the rest grabbed their bicycles, and were off. They
bumped a bit over the rough turf at first, but the studious
Skimpole remained as a camp guard—which really meant that
on Kerr depended the safety of the camp, should it be
threatened, though that hardly appeared likely,

The juniors had still scarcely got over their surprice that
Skimmy should have consented to come with them on this
heliday outing.  The thing really did not seem at all in
Skimmy’s line.

Talbot had suggested his inclusion after Reilly, who had
arranged to be of the party, had dropped out. Talbet, who
shared a study with Skimpole and Gore, had learned that the
studicus junior’s plans for the boliday had been upset, and
that he might have to stay at the school. When the rest
knew of this, they agreed readily that Skimmy should be

Tue GeM LiBrary.—No. 447.

Dwop 1t, 1

snoring before we were out of sight, and .

asked, though no cne except Talbot believed that he would
accept the invitation. They fancied it would just suit old
Skimmy to moon around at St. Jim’s and mug up Balmy-
crumpet, as Lowther said. i

But 8kimpole accepted, and even censented to leave the pro-
fescor’s works behind. Tom Merry, Jack Blake, and Arthur
An]gustus D’Arcy rede side by eide in the rear of the other
cyclists, .

The common was left for a road running alorzside the rail-
way line. A rumbling noise came to the ear the juniors
as a train plunged into a distant tunnel.

Ch, huwwy up, you fellahs I shouted Gussr. * Theah’s
the giddy twain, an’ we're miles an’ miles fweon Teowthorre
yet !”

“Rate, Gustavus! That’s not the irain c- ows are

coming by !”

" Pway, how do you know that, Tom Mewwy©”

“Only because it’s coming the wrong way, th
Figgy and the other two were your sort of asses,
be in it. For there’s no telling where in the w
they’d have got to on their way here. Bur
them not to go getting into the wrong trains ot |
travelling half-way across this blessed lLittle island befcre they
find it cut.” .

* Oh, wing off, Tom Mewwy, do! I admit I made a slig
ewwow, but it was a ,tbing anybody might have dore in

cires, don’tcherknow.”

“ What, getting to Northampton instead of Worcester,
because you hadn't the know-how to find the right train at
Birmingham ?” snorted Blake. “ Your uncle woaid sake jolly
good care it didn’t happen to him !

“And turning up in the small hours by the mail train. ard
trying to kid us that it was all right-ho I”” grinned Tom
Merry. It might happen to me, but not unsl I'd gore
potty ! > | ’

“Oh, weally, T wish you’d dwop it, Tem Mewwy! I've
heard enough about it alweady !

“Puzzle to me is that he ever found the camp. Locks
almost as if the poor old ass had a tiny little bit of sense left
after all.”

“If you do not wing cff, lake, T shall be under the painful
neceseity of alightin’® fwom my bike and administahin’ to
you—-> 3

“Just as you like, Gustavus!
for a listle thing like that.”

Now the road took a bend, and lcft <he <

Through an avenue of limes they ped
street of a small village. ]

“What a twuly lovely little plac zed  Gussy,
beaming around him through his moncele. 2ok at the old
ivy-grown church an’ the pictuwesque comzces with their
gardens an’ the wegulah cld-fashioned countws ! 1 nevah
in my life saw a moah peaceful villa—— Ch Ow—
yow! Hang it! Confound you, you louz !~

Gussy went sprawling fror his machine. A vckel of seven-
teen or so, who sat with others on a grassy bark by the road-
side, had thrust out a hooked stick, and hocked the spokes of
his_back wheel.

Off jumped Tom Merry and Blake.

“Ow! Lemme alone I” howled the lout 2= they seized him
by the arms.

The rest were a little distance ahead, and they went on
quite in the dark as to what had happened.

“*What cid you do that for #* said Tom Merry angrily.

“ Ax me another ! replied the lout, grinning.” ** Lawks, he
did come down proper, didn’t he 97

Gussy picked himself up. His hands were
his fooehead had also suffered by making aecc
the hard road.

“Let me get at the bwute, Tom Mewwy !” he cried.

“*No. old man; he's a bit above vour weigh Now, then,
yeu hulking rotter, are you going to answer me?™ -

“Ne, Tain’t; unless you calls this “ere a answer *

With a movement quicker than could have been expected
of him, the fellow snatched his right arm frem Riake’s grasp,
and planked a hard fist in Tom Merry's face.

©Oh, that’s your game, is it? Take that. then—just to be
geing on with 1

The captain of the Shell at St Jim's it out hard, and
emote the lout upon the nose.

“Yaroocogh! Resky!  Resky! Bill! Tom! Jim!
Jaccb! Here be these furriners all a-settin’ on to me !’
veiled the lout. ’

“You lying sweep!” cried Tom Merry.
up. and fight like a man!”

But that was not the eimple countryman’s game. Bill and
Tom and Jim and Jacob came hurrying up, and behind them
followed Jack and Dick and Harry and Bob and Nehemiah. )
There were ten or a dozen, at least, and some of them had

But T sha'n't get off mizo

o

cut, and
ance with

“Put your fists

TUCK HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND. 1™
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Fatty Wynn and Skimpole lay on the ground, lashed together, back to back!
loped in a blazer, tied around his neck by the arms.
maraged somehow to get the thing partly off.

Skimmy’s head 'was
atty had been treated in the same way, but had
(See Chapter 2.)

sticks, and meant to use them. They were all older and
bigger than the St. Jim’s juniors, too.

“We’'re in for it, Tom,” said Jack Blake.

“Hold together!” answered Tom Merry. “The other
chaps will come back directly they find we're not with them.
We've just got to keep up our end till then!”

Gussy said nothing, but his fists were clenched, and the
light of battle shone in his eyes.

“Charge ’em, all of you!” roared the lout.

“Right you be, Josh!” yelled the biggest of the new-
comers.

“ Don’t let them get at the bikes!” said Tom Merry.

H= and Blake had put their bicycles against the bank.
Augustus had just time to pick up his and place it
n before the charge came.

ge louts piled in irregularly, waving their sticks,
and evidently expecting to strike fear into the three

vy darted forward a yard or two. He planked his
fist -hard against the jaw of Bill, the biggest fellow. He
snatched a stick from another, and was back by the side of
bis chums in about five seconds.

Blake punched at Josh, and sent him tumbling backwards.
He caught another fellow by the leg, and they sprawled over
together. A thick stick was desceriding upon Gussy’s head,
but Tom Merry guarded the blow with the one he had seized,
and dealt the striker so hard a rap on the knuckles that he
Lowled with rage and pain.

NEXT
WEDNESDAY¢

“HEROES OF THE FOURTH!”

Gussy was not idle. He hit out right and left.

“Yow !” howled Nehemiah, as his claret was tapped.

Aund Dick staggered with one on the jaw.

The horde drew back.

This was not going to be the easy victory they had
bargained for.

But Josh had risen to his feet, and he led them on again
to the attack.

“Come on!” he yelled. - “There ain’t but three of ’em!
We can lick them easy !”

They came on.

Now, the three were in a tight place.

They fought valiantly, but they were handicapped by the
necessity of protecting their bikes.

Tom Merry had dropped the stick. He could not bring
}}imsclf to use it as these fellows did theirs. He preferred
1sts. .

He used them with good effect. And Blake and D’Arcy
used theirs, too, scarcely attempting to guard, only hitting
out quickly and forcibly.

Then D’Arcy reeled back on top of the bicycles, and Blake
and Tom Merry were pressed so hard that.in another moment
they must have been forced on top of him.

“Rescue! St. Jim’s to the rescue!”

Riding as if for their lives, now that they saw what was
happening, came Talbot and Redfern and Noble, Dane and
Glyn and Herrigs and Digby.

Talbot was first on the scene. He flung his bicycle down

Tue GEm LiBrary.—No. 447,
A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of
Tom Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
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reckiessly, and rushed into the fray. The rest followed him.
They piled in like heroes. They drove the louts before them,
pummelled them, and scattered them, and would have
pursued them, but that Tom Merry called them back.

‘“There’s a bobby coming !” he said. **See! I'm going to
report this to him. I don’t mind an ordinary free-fight; but
this started by one of those rotters tumbling Gussy off his
bike. Might have killed him, you know! And they didn’t
play the game, either!”

The policeman halted, and looked at them questioningly.
He was quitézan elderly man, with grey whiskers and a red,
good-humoured f:.ce. ’

*“Seems like to me you've bin in the wars a bit, young
gents,” he said.

“We have,” answered Tom Merry “ And T've something
to report to you. Three of us were riding behind the rest
when a lout pusbed a stick in among the spokes of one bike,
and tumbled my {riend, here, off !”’

“Ah!” said the red-faced constable, looking at D’Arcy’s
cut and scratched hands. “Go on, sir!”?

“We jumped off, and seized him., He hit me, and T hit
him back. Then he yelled for help, and half a score of others
came up.” . )

“Him what tumbled the young gent over—what did the
others call him ?” inquired red face.

“Josh, I think.”

““Ah, that’d be Josh Barnicoat! He’s the worst of the
lot of ’em, an’ they’re a pesky bad lot! Well, all you've
got to do, young gents, is to go before the nearest magistrit,
and take out a summons agin ’em for assault.
ha’ to come afore the Bench at Towthorpe next Monday, as’
I count they'll get dropped on to pretty smart 1

“ Where does the nearest magistrate live 7’ asked Talbot.

“Not above four miles or so away. I'll come along with
you, if you like.” - .

¢ We van hardly do that, can we, old fellow 2” Tom Merry
said to Talbot. “It means missing those  chaps at the
station, and wasting best part of a day attending the Bench.”

*“If you think you’d rather let it drop, Tom——

“I do. After all, you fellows came up in time, and we
gave that crowd pretty nearly as goed. as we got, I reckon.
No, constable; we won’t do that.”

“Yow'll let it kind of slide, sir ?”

“Yes. Thank you, all the same!™

““That’s all right, sir, I won’t say as you're wrong, nor
yet t'otherwise. ~Are you the gents as have put up a camp
on Three Mile Common ?” ) .

“We are.”

- “Well, you're a bit nearer this 'ere village than mebbe
18 very good for your ’ealths; but you seemed handylike with
your fists, and it ain’t certain as that lot will want to meddle
With you no more, I'd promise to keep my eye on ’em, only I
don’t fancy promisin’ more nor what I can perform, and I've
a longish beat to get over. This is the worstest place in it—a
’ole, thig is!”

“Why, it looks such a vewy peaceful, pictuwesque spot!”
said Arthur Augustus.

“It do, sir. But it ain’t !* .

“We shall have to be getting on,” said Tom Merry., “I
8ay, constable, here’s something to get a drink with, and if
you're our- way we shall be pleased to see you! There’s
always something to eat going, and I dare say you can drink
ginger-pop at a pinch ?”’

. “'I”cam, sir. My face may say ‘beer,” but if it do it’s a
iar !

“No,” answered Talbot; “it isn’t that. It doesn’s say
¢ beer,” only sun and wind and plenty of outdoors.” b

“Thank you, sir! Thank you, gents, all I’2

He saluted as they mounted and rode on.

CHAPTER 2,
Pillage!
¢ HERE they are! Hurrah!” yelled Manners, ledn-
ing so far out of the carriage window that he
nearly fell out.
“St. Jim’s for ever!” shouted Lowther.
Figgins said nothing, but his beaming face and
twinkling eyes showed that he was every bit ae pleased as
his two comrades. )
By hard riding the ten from the camp had just managed
to reach Towthorpe Station before the train rolled in.
“Hallo, Gussy! Been playing with a wild-cat?” asked
Lowther, noticing the scratched face and hands of the Swell
of the Fourth. :
*“Cheer-ho, Figgy! Why didn’t you. come along yesterday,
you bounder ?” cried Blake.
““Couldn’t.  Where are Kerr and Fatty 772
Tre Gex LiBrarv.—No. 447.

Then they’ll

NOW ON
SALE.

“Lazy beggars wouldn’t ride over. So we left them 'n
charge of the camp, with Skimpole.” ’

“Any luggage you've got that can't be carried on the
hikes must be left till to-morrow.” anncunced Tom Merry.

.‘(‘il’m going to get this on my bike somehow,” Manners
said.

“It’s a bit of a whacker to carry

“Never mind. I'm going to tak
the tender mercies of porters and ca

‘“What’s in it?”

“Never mind that, either, Tom.
course,” .

“How far is it ?” asked Lowther.

“ About eight miles. We'll be there in a Zztle cver half
an hour,” answered Talbot.

“If we don’t meet with any hostile {
little village Gussy loves so much on t
with a grin. .

*“You're talking Greek to us, you know.”

“Oh, it’s nothing much! We had a scrap =1
louts about a couple of miles from camp. Gusss

“Just like him!” put in Manners.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy! And if you mean, Mz
I am a quawwelsome cgap, all T have to =
will take youah coat off I will pwoceed :

“Ha, ha, ha! Jolly good way of pre
quarrelsome, Gustavus ! .

“Wing off, Blake! Tom Mewwy, I weally carnot stand
being miswepwesented in this mannah!”

“You mean to this Mannahs, don’t you, Guss

peaceful
Blake,

““Oh, you howwible ass! You are positive orse than
Lowthah! It weally was not my fault at 21!, Mannahs.
Tom Mewwy ‘and Blake and I were widin' behind the west,

when a lout shoved a stick into my back wheel and bwought
me ovah. That’s how I got these swatches and bwuises,
Then a whole crowd of them attacked us, and Tom Mewwy
and Blake fought like hewoes.”

“That’s enough, Gussy! This isn’t a special war edition.
Come along, Manners! All the rest have gone, and we'd
better all keep pretiy close together, I reckon. Haver't you
got that rotten parcel tied on yet?”

- ““Just fixed it. Not so rotten either. You'll sing a different-
tune when—— But never mind that now. It isn't going

to be dull in‘camp, from what you say.” - o e

“Dull? My hat, no! The river's gorgeous, ever so much-
bigger than the old Ryll. Bathing no end good. We've
hired boats for the rest of the time; too.” T

The five—Tom Merry, Arthur Augustos, Digby, Manners,
and Blake—mounted now, and pedalled hard to catch up the
rest, who were taking things easily till they were joined by
their comrades.

The sun was sinking in a blaze of glory, acd the country
locked at its best. -

IFew people were about—indeed, there were =% people in
all this countryside.

30 they rode at a good, spanking pace along
road, and rcached the village while the suns
in the western sky beyond the blue hills.

“Yah!” sounded a defiant shout, and they saw a little
band of their enemies gathered on the sreen iz fron: of the
chief inn of the place.

“They’re the beauties, I suppose ?” said Marners.

“Guess again, and you'll guess wrong i &

“Well, T bag the bandy-legged one with
mine when the next scrap happens !

“Rats! We don’t want to have any more to do with
the rotters!” '

“That’s all very well, Tom, but I'll bet
don’t look very peaceable and friendlr,
sweeps !” : .

Stones were flying through the air. Oue biz one hit Tom
Merry between the shoulder-blades, another went within an
inch of D’Arey’s face, and a third whacked against the big
parcel on the carrier of Manner’s machine.

“Let’s go back and slog them !” urged Blake.

“No!” answered Tom Merry sharply.  “There’s no
damage- done, and it really isn't worth while. This may be
the last we shall see of them. They'd be at work in the
daytime, I guess, and only at liberty to behave like Germans
i the evening.”

“There’s the camp!” said Talbot, a few minutes later,
pointing across the common to the four white tents.

* Looks ripping !” returned Lowther. “And, my hat, I'm
peckish ! Aren’t you, Figgy?”

“I am. Were the camp guardians left to cook, Merry 7"

“*No. We've plenty of cold stuff. No cooking to-night.”

Kangaroo sent a long-drawn “Coo-ee-ec-ce |” shrilling

switchback
still glowed

" across the common.

But no answer came.
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“If old Kerr heard that he’d

#“That’s queer,” he said. .

make us hear, I'm jolly sure. . s

They drew nearer. Still the camp showed no sign of life.
No one stirred in the neighbourhood of the tents.

‘“All gone to sleep, I guess,” said Glyn.

““Not likely! Fatty might, and there’s no answering for
IS)kimm}', but Kerr’s wide awake enough,” answered Clifton

ane. ;

Noble coo-eed again.

No reply.

Now they had left the path and had to dismount, finding
the- next hundred yards or so altogether too rough and
broken for riding over.

“Kerr! Fatty! Skimmy!” yelled Digby.

“Are you all asleep, you bounders?” shouted Blake.

Something like an answer came then. It was not in words.

t was more like a groan—‘“like a cow with the toothache,”
Lowther said. .

“That was old Fatty!” said Figgins.

“Kerr!” yelled Kangaroo again.

But now they were so near the camp that the fellows there
must have heard. If they did not answer it was hecause
they could not, for some reason or other.

The thirteen covered the last hundred yards at the double.

A rush was made for tents No. 3 and 4, in one or the other
of which the guardians of the camp might be expected to be
found, since they were not visible outside.

From No. 3 came a hollow groan. They swarmed into it.

Fatty Wynn and Skimpole lay on the ground, lashed
together, back to back. Skimmy’s head was enveloped in a
blazer, tied. around his neck by the arms. Fatty had been
treated in the same way, but had managed somehow to get
the thing partly off.

Tom Merry had his knife out, and was slashing away at the
ropes on the instant. The two victims rolled apart. Talbot
tore the blazer from Skimmy’s head.

“ Great Scott, this is too thick for anything!” shouted

Figgins. “ Who did it, Fatty? Speak, you old ass! Skimmy,
are-you dumb?”
“Ow-yow!  Grooo-oooh! We don’t kaow who did it,”

mumbled Fatty Wynn.

“You don’t mean to say that neither of you woke up until
it was all over?” asked Lowther.

“We weren’t asleep.”

““ Then you must have seen——' g

“1 say, you feéllows, the rotters have wrecked the whole
show!” roared Herries. “ They've piled up all the grub
behind No. 4, and mixed it with mud and gorse-branches ’”

““ They’ve smashed up the crockery!”” howled Noble.

“ The waterproof sheets are all cut!” shouted Blake.

“They’ve slit holes in the tents!” yelled Digby. ’

“Who were they? I say, you fellows, you must know!
It’s quite impossible that——"

“But we don’t know, Merry—really, we don’t—do we,
Skimmy? They had black masks on, and they didn’t speak
* a word. They just came in, and before we could move they’d

slung Skimmy down on top of me, and then they tied us

together like this, and after that, I suppose, they smashed
things up. We couldn’t hear very much, and we couldn’t stir
s hand or foot to stop them. It isn’t our fault, is it, Skimmy?”

“ No, Wynn. I dg not see how we can be blamed for it.
The utmost vigilance—-"

““ No use you two idiots talking about- vigilance!”’ snapped
Figgins. ‘“ You ‘don’t know what the giddy word mecans!
Where’s Kerr?”

‘“ Where is Kerr, Skimmy? He was with us—’

¢ Of course he was, Wynn! No, not when those ruffianly
creatures came. He had gone before that. Let me sce—let
me consider—where did he go?”

“ Oh, T know now! Across to the farm overthere for milk.
But it's a rummy thing he shouldn’t be back yet.”

“How long was it between his going and the attack?”
asked Talbot. .

Neither Wynn nor Skimpole seemed to have any real idea.

I guess he’ll turn up. all right,”” said Talbot. = ¢ Kerr can
take care of himself as well as the next man. But I don’t
fancy he’s been all this time fetching milk.”

“Let’s see what damage has been done,” suggested Tom

e The damage done was pretty extensive.

raiders had slashed holes in the canvas of all four tents.
had also slit the waterproof sheets, and the blankets
e They had smashed plates and dishes. TLuckily, most
of the crockery—as Lowther said—was tinware.

They had gathered together all the provisions they could
find, and had mixed them into a heap, with the agreeable
addition”of mud, prickly gorse-stems, and other foreign
matter. There, in an awful confused pile, were ham and cold
becf, bread and cake, butter and jam, tea and coffee, potatoes
onions, ‘with bicyle, lubricating, and lamp oil poured
over them!

’
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CHAPTER 3.
Good Scouting,

HERE could Kerr be?
The question was asked by all with varying

degrees of anxiety, and, for a short time, seemed
even more important tha that of supper.
But only for a short time. .

It was not at all likely that anything dreadful had hap-
vened to Kerr, whereas it did appear very likely indeed that
something very dreadful was going to happen to the camp
generally. .

The camp scemed in danger of having to go without supper
altogether.

Fatty Wynn contemplated ruefully in the waning light
that awful heap of good food spoiled. .

“ My hat, what brutes!” he said. “T could forgive them
all the rest, but to look at this makes me fecl horribly revenge-

ful! That was a lovely ham, nice, yellow fat, not just plain

boiled bacon, like so much stuff they call ham is, but real,
properly-cured ham, with a flavour to it, and—"

You may have it all now, Fatty,” said Clifton Dane
generously.

Fatty looked at him in silent reproach.

“ One thing, the drink’s all right,”” remarked Kangaroo.
‘! They didn’t tumble to the cool place I'd made for it by
digging a hole under our tent.”

“I don’t know whether it’s kept much cooler, but it’s kept,
anyway, and that’s something,” answered Herries. ‘

“We can’t fill ourselves .up with ginger-beer!”
Digby.

“ And I don’t care about ginger-beer at all for supper,”
added Dane. * Tea or coffce’s best then.”

¥ When you've all done grousing, I'll tell you something,”
said Manners.

No one had noticed that Manners had been far more
cheerful than the rest through these trying minutes, but such

growled

‘was the case.

“If it’s anything to eat——"

“It is, Fatty! And it's just your sort. Come this way,
you fellows!”’ .

He led them into tent No. 1.

“ My hat!”

“1 say, Manners, you’te a brick!”

‘“It’s gorgeous!”

¢ Great Scott, and we were grizzling about—""

“ Crumbs, what a pie!”

¢ Manners——I mean, manna in the wilderness!”’

Manners had unpacked that precious parcel of his.

No longer did Tom Merry feel inclined to gibe at it, for .
that parcel had held the largest and finest pie they had ever
seen. There was enough for them all, and for sixteen such
appetites the pie needed to be of goodly size. p

¢ They made it at our show on purpose for me to bring,”
said, Manners, surveying it proudly. “ And I thought we’d
better eat it while it was fresh.”

“ Makes my mouth water to look at it,” confessed Fatty
Wynn. ¢ Your pecople, Manners, arc real benefactors to the
human race.”

“ Do you reckon you're the human race, Fatty?’ asked
Jack Blake. )

“ No, Blake. But I always feel like a very important part
of it when I get really hungry.”

“That,” remarked Skimpole, “is a gross delusion, Wynn.
It shows an unphilosophical mind. We are all but infini-
tesimal atoms in a vast universe——"

“You may be, Skimmy; we’re not,” broke in Figgins.
 Infinitesimal atoms can’t have much use for pie; and, as
you own up to being one, 'nuff said. Now, the question is,
what can we rake up by way of a sccond course?”’

There was an unopened tin of biscuits which the raiders
had missed. They had also failed to find all the jam, and a
couple of large pots of raspberry ‘would go well with the
biscuits, all agreed.

As the pie had a good, thick crust, bread could be dispensed
with for once. )

‘“Shall we start without Kerr?’ asked Tom Meryy.

“Oh, I think we might as well. He won’t mind,” said
Talbot. . . R

“ And, anyway, if we have to go out and look for him, we
can’t go on empty stomachs,” Fatty remarked. ¢ I feel quite
faint.” .

“ T should go on my feet,” said Herries. 2

““Yes, they're plenty big enough, aren’t they?”’ returned
Fatty simply. o .

The pie was soon cleared up. Bisenits and jam followed,
a share of these also being kept back for Kerr. .

Supper was over, and everybody felt better. But still Kerr
did not come.

Some of them wanted to go out and search. But Tom
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Merry and Talbot thought it better to wait a little while
longer before doing that. .

““Whatever Kerr’s dropped into, he’ll come out right end
up.”’ said Talbot. .

“Better turn in,” Tom Merry advised.
if it’s necessary.” o

But they would not all turn in. Tom Merry, Figgins,
Blake, and Neble had been elected tent ¢aptains, and the
first three, with Talbot, chose to sit up and keep watch for
their missing member. .

They made up the fire again. For half an hour or so they
talked, but then silence fell upon them, and for fully ten
minutes no one spoke. - Then Blake stirred, and murmureds;

“Has he come back yet?”

Tom Merry got up. . ) .

“My hat, I don’t fancy this a bit!” he said. ‘“Kerr may
be lying somewbere with a broken leg, or a broken neck, for
that matter. I think we shall have to turn out and hunt for
him, Talbot.”

‘ Cooee-ee-ee-ee | . .

The long-drawn cry came through the night air across the
common. .

Kangaroo couldn’t have been asleep, for on the instant the

_ “cooee ” came back in answer from close at hand.

The four around the fire got up, and stared out into the
night in the direction whence the sound had seemed to
come.

They could see nothing. But Tom Merry called:

“Is that you, Kerr, old chap?”

“Yes, it’s me !” came the answer.

Everyone was turning out now. Kerr was the centre of a
crowd directly he reached the camp.

He had his bicycle, and hanging to the lamp-bracket was
big can of milk. He had not forgotten that.

“TIt's all right, you fellows!” he said. “I’'ve tracked the
beggars down, and I know who they are !”

“(Good egg ! cried Tom Merry.

“Hurrah for old Kerr!” yelled Blake, L

“I should think you must be horribly hungry,” said
Fatty Wynn. .

“Y am! And thirsty, and tired. But I suppese there isn’t
much in the way of grub left?”

“ Nothing much,” answered Manners,
these.” X S e e

He produeed the liberal helping of pie and the biscuits and
jam, which had been saved for Kerr. .

“Crumbs! That’s a meal good encugh for the Prince of
Wales,” said Kerr.

Tom Merry opencd a bottle of ginger-beer, and handled a
brimming glass to the returned hero. .

“We won't ask you any questions till
something,” he said. .

“All serene! I sha'n’t be long, you bet!”

He did not keep them waiting long. His supper was very
quickly dealt with, and then he turned with a grin to the
throng of curious faces.

“T don’t know whether you’ll think I’m a funk,” he began.

“Not likely !’ came a chorus of voices.

“If we do, it will be the first time, old scout!” said Tom
Merry. )

“&kimmy and old Fatty might think so,”” Kerr said. ‘‘For
I came up before those rotters had finished, and I never even
attempted a rescue!”

“Wouldn’t have been a scrap of good if you had,” said
Fatty Wynn. “They took us unawares, and they’d have been
four to one, for we couldn’t have helped. You wouldn’t have
had a dog’s chance.”

“That’s what I thought,” said Kerr. “I'd been over there
for the milk, and I stayed a bit to have a look round at the
anmmals; the farmer’s no end of a decent sort. I was coming
back, riding carefully so as not to spill the milk, and when I
got to the sharp rise a hundred yards or so away, I thought
I’d better get off and walk up it. I couldn’t see the camp
till T got to the top, and directly I did see it and what was
‘going on there, I popped down behind a gorse-clump.”

“What was going on?” asked Blake.

“They’d got these two poor old bounders tied up, and they
were making hay of the grub! I shouldn’t have been in time
to save anything, even if I could have hit upon a plan for
scaring them off, and to show myself seemed pretty useless.”

“They’d only have tied you up with the rest,” said
Manners.

Kerr nodded.

“We'll wake you,

“Only this, ‘and

you've -had

*So, like Brer Rabbit, I lay low an’ said nuffin. From the '

first I'd made up my mind to find out who the rotters were.
They all wore black masks, and they’d got mackintoshes
on, so that you could hardly tell one from another, except by
their height. And there wasn’t very much difference there,
though one fellow was shorter than the other three.

“You didn’t guess who they were?”

THE Geu LiBrarv.—No. 447.
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“My aunt, no! It puzzled me completely. They couldn't
be strangers, I felt sure, because what would any strangers
want doing such a rotten thing as that? But I couldn’t
begin to think of anyone likely, and practically everybody
about here must be strangers to us.”

“It wasn’t the village crowd, that's certain,” said Blake,
as if rather disappointed.

_“No; I’d thought of that. But they wouldn’t have had
time to get here and back between our going and coming,”
answered Tom Merry.

“You're talking riddles to me,” said Kerr. ‘ But, never
mind, you can explain later. The four rotters moved away
at last, and I saw that if I lay low they wouldn’t be likely
to spot me. So I lay low till they were a goodish distance
away, but took care to keep my eyes on them. Then I stowed
the milk-can away in the gorse-bush, and followed.”

“Riding 7’ asked Kangaroo.

“Only when I got into a dip where thev co 1
Other times I had to go along with my head low. and keeping
to cover as much as I could. But they never got much
farther than the two hundred yards or so I them get at
the start, and I never lost sight of them.”

“I suppose you hadn’t twigged who they were yet 7"

“Great Scott, no! I'd no chance. They siruck the road
that goes to Norton Wildmarsh, and I guessed ther might
be making for Norton station—it’s the next on the down
line to Towthorpe. But it seems they had bikes hidden away
in a barn close to the common. They fetched them out, and
got on. I followed, of course; I'd made up my mind that if
they went fifty blessed miles I’d track them down, uvnless they
beat me by taking to train or motor-car!”

“Good man, Kerr! And they didn’t?"”

“Yes, they did, Merry—to the train. They were really
making for Norton Station, after all, it turned out.”

“Then you lost them? No, yvou couldn't have done,
though, for you say you know who they are!”

“I didw’t let them get away like that, you bet! I
heard the train coming in, and boited for the platform. I
hadn’t time to get a ticket, but I tipped the guard to shove
my bike aboard, and scrambled in with him just as the train
was moving off.”

“Had they seen you?” asked Digby. :

I don’t think so. No, I'm pretty sure they hadp’t. Their
bikes were in the van, so I didn’t have to bother “abou
looking out for ithem at the next station. ~

“Weren’t the bikes labelled 7 asked Kerr.

+ “Not® with names; only to Freelingworth—next station
but one after Norton. They didn't come for them there;
they sent a couple of porters. And I had w wait until their
machines were got out before I could stir. Then there was a
bit of a fuss because I hadn’t a ticket. and I was on pins and
needles because I was afraid they mighs get clear away before
it was all settled up. But the gunard < the station-
master for me, and I collared my bike

1t see me.

Gl“It must have been getting mear dark by that time,” said
yn.

“No; only twilight. If I'd been half a2 minnt
should have lost them. But I was just in tim
turn a bend in the road, and I pedailed hard
about three minutes I had practically cauz
rode within twenty yards or so of them for 2
was getting darker every minute, of cours
but I risked that. Then they turned
house standing all by itself, and one of the
me as I passed. I don’t think he spotzed
he didn’t; but I knew him.”

“Who was it, old chap?” demanded Man

“Just you wait! Then T heard one
another by name, and I knew his vei
who one of the other two was, of cou
not sure of, but you fellows will proba

“Who was the first?’ asked Digbsy.

“Crooke !

“My hat! The rotter!
this " cried Tom Merry.

“ And the chap who spoke?” ing

“Cutts !” -

“ And the fellow he spoke to?”" Noble asked,

“Gilmore !”’

“Then the fourth would be St. Leger!” eaid Figgins.
“It’s a queer thing those three knocking around with
Crooke, though!” went on Figgins.

For Cutts, Gilmore, and St. Leger were zll of the Fifth.
‘“sportsmen,” and tried to live
up to the part by betting, playing billiards, smoking, and
drinking.

Crooke was a junior. He was the cad of the Shell, the
Form to which Tom Merry, Manners, Lowther, Talbot, and
one or two others of the camping party belonged.

And
The fourth I'm
be able to guess.” -

We'll put him through it for

d Blake.
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‘“ Bit more, Fatty 2 Mcy as well clear it up,’” said Kerr, with a wink at Talbot.
on.” Fatty replied gocd-temperedly.

1 don’t mind if the constable’s
(See Chapter 7.)

In an ordinary way the ““sportsmen ” of the Fifth would
not have palled up with Crooke. Bui if they happened to
find themselves thrown into his company during holidays,
that would be rather a different matter.

Cutts and Crooke were both enemies of Tom Merry & Co.
St. Leger and Gilmore were wasters, with no notion of fair
play, and they generally followed the lead of Cutts.

*Good scouting, old fellow!” said Tom Merry warmly.
©I doubt whether there’s another chap among us who would
have carried the thing through half as well!”

Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy, I agwee with you!
2117 a most extwaowdinawy fellah!”

“ou’ll make me blush, Gussy,” said Kerr. “There was
YIin it, Tom. It just happened to fall to my share,
19

haven’t told

Kerr is

3

us how you got back, Kerr,” said

F “These chaps seem to think what you did no end
wonderful ! But it’s the sort of thing I should expect from
a New Housze fellow! Nothing much in it, looked at that
way |

“Hear. hear, Figgy!” chimed in Dick Redfern.

©Oh, that was easy enough! I rode hard back to Free-

ingworth, and found that I was in time for a train. I was
to get a ticket, too, and had a few words with the
ng-clerk.  Those rotters had got up against him in
e way, and he told me a thing or two about them!”

“It's lucky you picked up the milk on your way back,

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

“HEROES OF THE FOURTH!"

l}efiause it's all we shall have for breakfast,” said Tom Merry
drily. .
“Rats! We'll manage something better than that! But
I must turn in now; I can hardly keep my eyes open!”
Everybody turned in, and within ten minutes the whole
camp was asleep,

CHAPTER 4.
A Rural Strike.

OM MERRY awoke early next morning. But some-
body was awake before him. The rising sun,
shining through the slits in the tent, was suddenly
obscured by a passing figure. Tom hurried out in
his pyjamas, and saw Kerr, dressed lightly in

flannels and blazer, but ready to go anywhere or do any-
thing, evidently. .

“Hallo, old chap! Where are you off to at this time in
the night?”

“Don’t wake the rest, Tom! I'm going across to the
farm. Put on your things and come with me!”

‘“Right-ho! ~We’'ll have a bathe when we get back!”

In less than three minutes the two were trotting over the
dew-spangled turf side by side.

“What's the move?” asked Tom Merry.

“Bacon and bread. We’re bound to have some breakfast,

19
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‘“We haven't got a frying-pan,” said Tom Merry,

‘““But we can borrow one, can’t we?”

“Let’s hope so. I could do with a rasher or six of bacon
for breakfast. We ought to be able to get some eggs, too!”

Inside half an hour they were back, heavily loaded with
something like half a side of bacon, some four dozen eggs,
several loaves, and a huge frying-pan, all from the farm.

“Don’t wake them! Let’s cut down and bathe, and then
get to work,” said Kerr.

They ran down to the river, undressed quickly, swam across
and back again, towelled briskly, put on their clothes, and
hurried back.

Still everyone slept.
be heard at work.

“Will you slice the bacon while I break the eggs, Tom?”
ysked. Kerr, producing two packages hitherto unseen by his
domrade.

“Just as you like, old scout. - What have you got there?”

“Coffec and sugar. I got them while you were talking
to Mr. Wannop.” -

‘“My hat! You deserve cherishing, if ever anyone did!
Let’s get a fire going first!”

By-and-by there came from Tent No. 3 the sleepy voice of
Fatty Wynn. -

“It’s a beautiful dream,” murmured Fatty..- * Please
don’t. wake me, you fellows, for I can smell bacon frying,
and T can’t bear to wake up and find that we haven’t anything
for breakfast—and we haven’t!”

The voice ceased, and in a couple of minutes or so the
gnoring began again.

“My aunt! Oh, I say, you fellows, this is noble of you!”

Lowther had popped out of Tent No. 1 in his pyjamas.

“I could hug you for it!” he said. “Here have I been
dreaming ‘no breakfast,” and trying to swizzle myself that
such a whack of pie as I had would make me able to play
camel till something turned up, and now the very smell of
the frying is like unto a poem!” ‘

‘“Wake the others up, and get your bathe over, or the stuff
will be cold,” Tom Merry told him.

Lowther popped back, dipped a sponge into a pail of water,
and proceeded to wake up Manners and Talbot.

In a few minutes there was a rush for the river. A hurried
plunge followed. Then came a rush back.

And breakfast was ready. Rashers of bacon cooked to a
turn, eggs ditto, ditto, fried bread made nicely golden, coffee
that tasted like nectar!

‘“Gentlemen all,” said Arthur Augustus, getting on his
legs when he had finished, “this is the vewy wippingest
bwekkah I evah stwuck! And I pwopose a vote of thanks to
Kerr and Tom Mewwy—"

“Say to Kerr, old ass! I should have been snoozing like
the rest of you if it hadn’t been for him. So if you'll say a
vote of thanks to Kerr, and leave me out, I beg to second the
proposition !”

“Hear, hear!”” chorussed the rest.

“It’s nothing,” Kerr said. *“We were simply bound to
have some breakfast, and I happened to wake up. Got that
map handy, Merry? We’ll have a look at that while some
of these fellows clear away and wash up. I think we deserve
a spell off!

‘“Here we are,” went on Kerr, sticking a finger on Three
Mile Common. “Here’s Norton Wildmarsh, a bit to north-
west; Towthorpe’s eastwards, and here’s Freelington—
" nearer to us than I reckoned, but on the other side of the

river, and no bridge handy. I don’t see how I could have

got back by a quicker way than I did last night, but I can
scc how we can get.at those rotters without going so far
round. Let see, here’s the road I took from the station!

Why, the house they’re staying at must be within a stone’s-

throw of the river, and only about three miles up!”

“What do you think we can do to get even with them?”

“Don’t know yet, Merry; but we've jolly well got to do
something, haven’t we? When do you expect the boats?”

“ Angf time now. They were to come early to-day, the chap
wrote,

‘“ Ahoy, there!”

The shout came from the river.

They rushed down pell-mell.

The boats were there—three of them, each for four oars;
or, rather, four of them, for they had been brought down by
two men in another boat, who had them in tow.

“Think they’ll do, gen'I’'men?” asked the man in charge.

“Rather !’ was the unanimous verdict.

-““Can you drink ginger-beer?” asked Tom Merry.

. “We could drink a’most anything,” answered one burly
* fellow.

That did not sound as though ginger-beer would have been
their choice.  But they seemed to appreciate it when it was
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Fatty Wynn’s nasal trumpet could

brought, and sculled away merrily after it, each with a florin
tip in his pocket.

‘‘ Now trot back to the washing-up, you kids, and Kerr and
Talbot and Figgy and Blake and I will fix up the crews for
the boats,” said Tom Merry.

“Go and eat coke, Merry!” cried Herries. “We're all

Who's

going to have a say in that.”

“Right-ho! It's five to each boat. and one over.
the one over? Somebody who can’t either steer or row?”

“Skimmy, can you row, or steer?” asked Digby.

“I do not know, Digby. I never tried

“Then you can’t! Skimmy’s odd man. He's got to be
stowed away in one corner of the Liggest boat. That's the
biggest—the Invincible, they call it.”

“We’ll have that, and take Skimmy along.”
Merry.

The other crews were soon fixed up, and in
spirits they went back to the camp, finis
clearing up, and stowed everything awae;
fashion. Just as they had finished, a grocer’s
from Towthorpe with a case of tinned stuff. .

“Why didn’t you come yesterday?” asked Tom Merry of
the boy in charge.

“I did, but I couldn’t find your camp.*”

“What are you snivelling about?”’ demanded Blake.

“You’d snivel, as you call it, if you'd been treated lik
have !” retorted the grocer’s boy, with a flash of s 3

“Dunno,” answered Blake. “’Tain’t much in my line.

“What’s been done to you?” asked Manners.

“Them Pullingbury brutes set on to me. They're like a
blessed lot of ’Uns, they are, ready to interfere with any-
body! They kicked me, an’ clouted me, an’ flung stones at_
me as I drove away!”

“You'll be all right going back, I suppsse?” said Kerr.
“They’ll be at work now.” T

“No, they won’t, then! They’re all on strike!™

“On strike? I say, what for?” said Redfern.

“For five bob above men’s wages, that's all. An’ five
bob above ’arvest pay, too—an’ ’arvest pay’s pretty good pay,
I can tell you.” :

“But nobody’s going to let them have that, surely?”
asked Dane.

“I dunno.
the war, an’ not back yet.

said Tom

ipsh
cart arrived

You see, nearly all the men’s away—gone to
An’ these chaps ’ave mostly -
been gettin’ men’s wages. Then we ain’t got no Irishers
over this year, like we ’ave most. They reckon they’ve only
got to sit tight till the crops begin to spoil, an’ -the farmers
will ’ave to give ’em what they want.”

“Who do they work for mostly?” asked Tom Merry.

“ A goodish batch of ’em for Mr. Wannop, ‘'ere. He ain’t
got hardly a man left, ’cept two or three old 'uns. His own
sons, they’ve gone to the war, an’ all the voung men went
alonger them.”

Some of the juniors looked at one another.

In their minds there was the same thought.
duty lay straight before them.

The path of

Months before harvest there had been talk of what might
happen if this August found the country short of

“There would probably be plenty of volunteers <lp get
in the corn,” folks had said. L

And some of them had meant that they would help will-
ingly, but most that other people—they didn't mind who the
other people were—would volunteer.

The St. Jim’s juniors had never thought very seriously

about it till now. . o )
But now—some of them saw already, and all wculd soon

see. .
. “Mr. Wannop didn’t say a word about tiis
over there this morning, Tom,” remarked K
‘“He never grumbles about nothink,” said the grecer’s
boy. “He was over to Towthorpe to marke:t when word
came as ’is eldest son was killed at that there Wipers. IHe
just put a ’and before ’is eyes for a minnit, and the went
on with ’is business. My guv’nor, he say I'm very sorry,
Wannop!” An’ Mr. Wannop, he just sa; ‘Never mind,
"Artley. The lad died a man’s death, an’ it ain’t for me to
grumble. There’s five of ’em left!” Bur there ain’t now,
’cos ’he’s lost two more.” .-

Some of the juniors felt lumps in their throats. .
“My dad, '¢’s gone, too,” the grocer’s boy said. “We dunn
whether ’e’s dead, or a pris'ner in that ‘orrid Germany. Mr.
>Artley’s sons have went, ’an most of the young men from

the shop—all as could pass the doctor.” )
“Look here!” said Talbot. *It's pretty hard times for
you at home, I suppose, with your fathepsway, isn’t it?”
“Oh, mother gets the ’lowance, an’ there’s my wages.
But dad earned two pounds a week, an’ of course it don’t
come near that.”
Hands went into pockets, and the grocer’s boy drove off
with a sovereign to take to his mother.

i We were
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“No river for us to-day!” said Tom Merry.

Dighy’s face fell—and not Digby’s alone. ,

“T was afraid vouwd say that,” confessed Manners. “It's
a bit rough, but——" 2 :

“Tt may not be for very long,” said Talbot. ¢ When the
rv Petes hear that we're on the job, I guess they’ll
But as far as I'm concerned, I don’t care if it
the holidays. I'm game!” .
course you are! So are we all!” cried Digby.
21 Gustavus, though! Fancy bim working!”

=~ Weally, Dig! I assuah you that I am quite as capable of
honest work as you, or the next man!”

““Let’s go over to the farm at once,”

said Tom Dlerry.

CHAPTER 5.
Hard Work.

RS. WANNOP stared in amazement when the whole
sixteen trooped up to the door of the farm.
She recognised Tom Merry and Kerr at once,
and smiled in a puzzled sort of way. Now that they
knew the story of those six gallant yeoman sons—

three of them dead on the field of honour—they could see the-

marks of tragedy in her face, and they wondered that she
should be ablo to smile.

Tom did not wait for her to speak. . )

“We've just heard about the strike, ma’am,” he said. ‘ So
wo've come along to volunteer for work in the fields.”

“Deary me! Well, I never. Wannop won’t say no, I'll be
bound ; but——" ’

“ And we think, Mrs. Wannop, that you ought to have told
us about it this merning when we were here, becaL}se you
might have been sure we should be ready to help !” said Kerr
boldly. -

Hig bluntness pleased the farmer’s wife. .

“Well, I don’t mind ownin’ as I did mention it to my hus-
band,” she said. “But he seemed to think it was askin’ too
much. Said as one could only be young once, and it seemed
a rare pity to spoil your holiday.”

“But it won’t do that,” arswered Talbot. *We should feel

like selfish rotters if we didn’t offer, and that would spoiir

»

everything for us.

She looked at them all for 2 moment, and her face worked.
Then she put her apron over her head, and burst out crying.

Mr. Wannop came in just then.

*There, mother, there!” he said, patting her shoulder.

The apron was lowered, and she spoke quite calmly and
collectedly.

“These young gentlemen have come along to offer them-
selves for work,” she said. ‘ And—and I thought of our boys
out there, Bob, that’s all!”

Now the farmer looked at them hard. He scemed to be
sizing them up. ‘Wondering if it would last,” Lowther said
afterwards.

“Thank you, gentlemen!” he said. “I accept gladly!
There’s me, two elderly men, and two old-age pensioners, as
can do a bit yet, and I've full sixty acres of corn to carry and
stack. The strike’s none of my fault. I’ve always paid my
men good wages, but I won’t be driven by them young louts
from Pullingbury!”

“You're quite right, Mr. Wannoj said Talbot quietly.

“I ain’t sure. It’s worried me agove a bit. The corn may
be sore needed, and if I let it spoil, that’ll lay on my con-

10

science heavy. But I’ve tried hard to see the right way, and

a man can but do his best accordin’ to his own lights—nobody
else can’t judge for him.”

“Let's get a start at it at once !”’ cried Kangaroo.

“Come along, then! You'll see about plenty of lemonade,
an’ a hot dinner, mother ?”

*“That I surely will, Bob!” .

“I say, you know, wecally, we mustn’t be a howwid
nuisance to {/Irs. Wannop ! protested Arthur Augustus.

““While you're workin’ for me you mustn’t be too proud
to eat my victuals, sir!” replied the sturdy farmer. “My
wife won’t think it a trouble. I’ll not insult you by offering
you pay, but my guests you must be !”

There could be no arguing against that, so all agreed.

“Now, as to the work,” the farmer said. ‘There’s some
hefty-leoking customers among you, and I'm goin’ to give
them men's jobs. Did you ever pitch, sir?”

This was to Talbot. ;

“No. But I know what you mean—lifting the sheaves up to
the man in the cart,” .

“That's your job.* You, too, sir.”

This was to Tom Merry. .

“The loading’s a job that takes some brains and skill. Wiil
st you, sir?”
I':zgins signified that it would suit him admirably.

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:
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‘Arthur Augustus tried not to fidget. But he did Lope that
all the tasks requiring brains and skill would not be given out
before his turn came.

Redfern was chosen to pitch, and so was Blake. One on
each side of a cart was required. Herries got the other loading

job.

Digby, Noble, Dane, and Manners were sent to help at the
stack. .

*“You mustn't mind if I put you six to boy's work,” the
farmer said to those left. “Somebody’s got to drive the cart,
and I daresay some of your friends will be willing to change
jobs before the day’s over.”

“ Anything you wish us to do we will do with pleasuah,
sir,” replied Arthur Augustus, manfully choking down his
disappointment at being selected for a mere boy’s task.

“Do we sit while we drive?” asked Fatty Wynn.

“You do, sir!” . :

“Then I sha'n’t change with anybody! I don't mind
saying straight out that driving’s the job that will suit me
best 1”7

They were eager to start, and trooped off gladly with Mr.
Wannop.

The first thing to do was to harness more horses, for the
lack of labour bad kept several in the stables.

*“So—and so—and so,” said the farmer, quickly harnessing
a black mare he spoke to as Smiler. “Now, sir, if you'll
just climb up and catech hold of the reins——"

Skimmy was the chosen driver. . X

“Through the gate and acrcss the two paddocks—the gates
are all open. Two pitchers and a loader along with him !”

Smiler had already started, much to Skimpole’s relief, for
there was nothing he could remember in Professor Balmy-
crumpet’s works which would have helped him had the mare
been indisposed. to budge.

He tried a timid ““click,” and thought himself getting on
very well indeed. Tom Merry, Talbot, and Figgins ran after
the cart, and clambered into it as it moved. .

Some of the others hatl got to work harnessing. Arthur
Augustus distinguithed himself by the persistence with which
ho tried to buckle straps in wrong places, but Redfern and
Digby and Noble all worked like old hands.

Dobbin was despatched, with Fatty Wynn driving.

‘“He’s rare and quiet,” said the farmer.

“Then he’ll suit Wynn,” answered Kerr.

“I'll take this one,” said Arthur Augustus.
name, Mistah Wannop ?”’ :

“That’s Prince—he’s a young horse, and a bit mettlesome.
Géts fractious, too, when he’s tired of working.” :

“Yaas, I'll take him, then! I know something about
horses.” )

Kerr drove off next with a big chestnut botween the shafts,
and Redfern, Blake, and Herries in the cart. 1

“You won't be able to keep the same hosses, though,” said
the farmer. “I'd forgot that. It’ll be a case of bringin’ along
the empty cart, and takin’ away the full one. We haven't
hands to spare for leadin’ in the field . Except for Prince—
yolu’llnhave to stick to him, sir, for he needs someone at his
reins. s

Prince went off next, with a rattle and a rush, and two of
the four chosen for stack-work went with D’Arcy.

Then Lowther drove off with his horse, and Digby and
Dane went with him. Glyn was the last to leave.

When he got to the field, he found some of his chums pitch-
ing sheaves like veterans at the job, and Figgins and Herries
making the best attempt they could at the loading work,
which is by no means as easy as it looks. . i

“Don’t make ’er too top-’eavy,” he heard an old fellow
with a face like a nutmeg®grater tell Herrios.

The men were all very decent, and willing to help these -
novices. They had no sympathy with the Pullingbury
strikers. 3

“I don’t count as you young swells would last cut a week
of this,” said a burly giant on the stack to Digby and Dane.
“But there won’t be no need. You be strike-breakers,.that’s
what you be! That there Pullingbury gang will cave in
when they hear of what’s doin’.”

The sun climbed high in the heavens, and his rays were
like unto the scorching heat of a furnace. Never in their
lives before had most of the St. Jim’s juniors perspired as
they did that day !

“I call this a dead easy job,” remarked Fatty Wynn, taking
charge of a cart which Figgins had just loaded. :

“You, porpoise? You ain’t working at all! Just ambling
up and down behind a horse. Don’t call that work, do you,
Daniel Lambert? You ought to come and change places with
me, That would take some of the lard off you, I'll bet !”

“Ah, but I couldn’t do it like you do, Figgy !”” was Wynn’s
diplomatic reply.

. Figgins surveyed the loaded cart, and then looked hard at
fatty.

“What's his
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The load did not look too well-balanced. But Fatty looked
quite innocent.

‘“Hurry up Figgy!” cried Tom Merry. &

He and T'bot were still working with all their early zeal,
and did not seem to be at all tired. The rest were piling in
for all they were worth; but most of them were beginning to
think that there were more hours in a day than they had ever
realised before, and‘that this day had more than its share.

Figgins scrambled into the empty cart. Glancing round,
he saw someone in trouble.

*“There’s that ass Skimmy run one of the wheels of his cart
against the gatepost!” he cried. . ;

‘““ Hubbed the gatepost is, I understand, the correct technical
expression,” answered Tom Merxry, with a grin. *“ What could
you expect of Skimmy ? Dig’s gone to his rescue, I see.”

.“My hat! What will Wannop think of us if we get making
such blessed silly mistakes?” returned Figgins. *Oh, I say—
that ass Fatty—it must "be his fault!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. .

“For the dismay written upon Figgy’s face was really too
comical for anything.

What he had dreaded had happened. The top-heavy load
had scattered itself !

Mr. Wannop came up just then. They saw him take a
fork and quickly put the trouble right, with the help of Digby
and Fatty, who pitched the sheaves up to him. And Fatty
worked quite as hard as the more active Dig.

Then the farmer came along.

“I say, sir, 'm awfully sorry!” said Figgins, with real
contrition. “I loaded that cart, you know!”

“That’s all right, my lad. We don’t expect anybody to
learn everything all at once. Will you pitch a bit while I
load? I think I can keep pace with the three of you.”

Tom Merry winked at Talbot and at Figgins. The wink
meant: ‘“Let’s show him!” :

They tumbled. Sheaves came up so fast that the farmer,
expert though he was, had to cry a halt.

“I can’t do it!” he owned. ‘“But you wor’t be able to
keep that pace up all day, so don’t you try. I reckon you're
ready for a drink and a mouthful of food now—ech ?*

Skimpole had just driven up. He had the collision with the
-gatepost upon his conscience, but forgot his disgrace when he
heard. that.. .

“Is it dinner-time, Mr. Wannop ?” he’asked eagerly.

The farmer laughed. :

*“Dinner-time? Not likely, lad! This is what we call our
eleven o’clock. We reckon to knock off a few minutes and
take something then. Didn’t think it was one, did you ?”

It had seemed a very long time to Skimmy, who knew so
little of horses that he could not take things easy for a
moment. :

Two little girls had pushed through the field a perambula-
tor containing a great jar of home-made lemonade and a
supply of bread, cheese, and cake. Everyone left off work,
and never had food and drink tasted better,

“How’s the work go, Reddy ?”” asked Tom Merry. )

““Oh, not so bad! T ache a bit in places, and I find I haven’t
as much muscle as I thought I had, but I can stick it out.
Old Blake’s piling-in like one o’clock, and Herries is a bang-
up chap at the loading.” )

Work began again.  Lowther Fhksms Ncmmm
and Kerr took a turn on the stack,
and Digby and Dane drove the cart
for -a time.

“Gussy’s prancing like a

as he delivered an empty cart an
took charge of a loaded one. * Of
course, he’s got tho awkwardest
horse of the lot—that Prince really
is a bit troublesome. But he
makes out he knows all about
horses, so he needn’t be so blessed
conceited because he can manage
the beggar.”

““Something  will happen  to
Gussy before long, ‘old man,” re-
plied Herries. ‘Simply bound to.
He will wear that rotten monocle !
Who ever heard of such a thing
in a harvest-ficld!”

But the time between cleven
o’clock and dinner passed, and still
Arthur Augustus went on his way
without mishap.

Hot as it was, they were more
*han ready for their dinner, and
v | not grumble because that was
hov, too.
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“Rabbit-pies!” said Fatty Wynn.
scrumptious !”’

“Do you like rabbit-ples, my lad 2" asked the farmer.

“Don’t I just!” answered Fatty, ogling one of them.

““ Well, then, take that one, and get outside it !

“But, I say, there isn’t one each! I can’t——""

“That’s enough, I reckon! Pitch in!”

Fatty sat down, with the pie-dish between his knces, and
started. i

Never had he tasted a better pie. So good was it that he
forgot everything else, took no share in the little talk that
went on, but devoted himself entircly to that pie.

It did make rather a whack for one fellow, But Fatty had

“My word, this is

naturally something more than a one-fellow appetite,  He -

cleaned it up to the last morsel.

Then he looked up.

Every eye was upon him!

If his face could have gone redder, he would have flushed.
But it couldn’t.

A great peal of laughter rolled.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the farmer.

“He do cap all T ever see! He, he, he!”
man with the face like a nutmeg-grater.

“Ho, ho, ho! I reckoned I'd got a fair twi
ahead o’ me !’ shouted the burly giant from the

“‘Best pie I ever tasted!” Fatty said solemnly.
cat another in three hours or so!”

“Good thing you haven’t got to work on it, Fatrz !”
Tom Merry, clapping him on the back.

“Work! Why, I reckon I have been working !*
Fatty, with wide-open eyes,

“Call that work? Why, you fat old duffer, you've been
asleep half the time!” cried Figgins.

“Right-ho, Figgy! If I can’t load better than vou, I'll
never eat another rabbit-pie—there! I'll show you!”

And he did show them. Figgins went to the stack, ‘and
Manners took a turn at driving.

“That’s a picture!” said Fatty, contemplating the first load
he had worked at.

“Yes; a bit out of drawing!” answered Talbot, with a
laugh. :
GlBut it went safely to the stack under the careful guidance of
yn. .

chuckled the old

but he’s

I could
said

answered

—

CHAPTER 6.
A Runaway.

$F T doesn’t get any cocler,” remarked Tom Merry,
wiping his perspiring Isrow.

An hour or more had passed since dinner, and
some of the fellows who had been elated at getting
men’s jobs had willingly exchanged for a time with

their chums who had been given boys’ work.

But all stuck to their guns. However tired they might
feel, they realised that it was up to them to hold ocut.

Arthur Augustus had had an hour or so on the &t
a heated argument with Kangarco, following upon = jak
the fork, which went w
lamed the Australian j:
time, had made him
with that, and he
laughter of the men.

admitted that he found
troublesome, Arthur
Augustus went back 1o driving
gladly.
“Horses are weallsr my line,
READERS OF don’tcherknow, Glyn,” he re-
marked.
“You're welcome to that brute,”

don’t mind anyv of the rest; but
he's the blessed limit! His mouth
seems made of cast-iron, and his

' answercd the voung inventor. “I
brains got left out altogether!”

‘“Hand him ovah to me, deah
boy! I can dwive him!”
“Cooler? It's the hottest day

I ever knew!” answered Talbot to
Tom Mecrry. ‘“How do vou feel,
atty 7,

“1 don't expect to live out the
day!” TFatty replied. “ At any
rate, not most of me! There may
be a little skin and bone left when
it’s over, of course!”

“My hat, you've got a long way
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Qussy went sprawling from his machine.

r A yokel of seventeen or so, who sat with others on a grassy bank by the |
roadside, had thrust out a hooked stick, and hooked the spokes of his back wheel. (Sece Chapter 1.)

to go, old man! T say, you fellows, look there!
rotten cheek !” ’

“Well, I'm hanged !” said Talbob.

“It is a bit thick!” remarked Fatty.,

For there, walking along the hedge two by two, came
Cutts, St. Leger, Gilmore, and Crooke ’

Each carried a gun, and all were dressed in knickers and
Norfolk jackets. By contrast with the perspiring and dirt-
stained juniors, they looked very spick and span.

“Pass the word that nobody’s to let on that we know they
made hay of the camp,” said Tom Merry to Digby, who had
just brought up an empty cart, and was about to return
with a full one.

“I guess they’ll tumble to that all serene,” Dig answered..
“T say, Merry, those rotters never even took any notice of
me when I passed them!”

“You don’t want their blessed condescension, do you?”

“No. But it’s frightful swank to behave like that.”

The four had come over to ask if they might do some
rabbit-shooting on the farm, it appeared.

“ Not to-day, I'm afraid,” said Mr. Wannop. ‘That’s best
done when we're cutting. Of course, we’re glad of an
extra gun or two when we get to work with the reaping-
machine, and the rabbits begin to bolt—that is, if the guns
are in hands that know how to use them!”

He looked hard at Crooke, whose manner of carrying his
zun seemed to suggest that carrying it at all was a bit of a

ovelty to him.

*“Ah! And when shall you be cutting?” asked Cutts, in
s most superior tone. . .

Cutts felt an immeasurable distance above the mere

Of all the

farmer. But Robert Wannop did not feel an immeasurable
distance below him! g

“That I can’t say for certain,” he answered. “But I tell
you what—if you like to stay and give me a hand, you’ll
be on the spot ready for it!”

‘“What do you say, St. Leger ?”” asked Cutts sneeringly.

“Oh, hang it, we can’t be expected to do day-labourers’
work ! replied St. Leger haughtily.

“Hear, hear!” said Gilmore; and Crooke grinned, and
did weird things with his gun in an effort to shoulder it
properly. )

“Just as you like,” answered Mr. Wannop coolly. “I
hardly thought you would. Happén hard work and you are
no friends! I’'ve a whole crowd of schoolboys here helping
me—my hands have mostly struck—all from St. James’ School
down Sussex way. St. Jim’s they call it. An’ they're

“The bigger asses they!” said Gilmore. ‘“We’re from the
same school, as it happens—three of us staying at the Manor
over at Freelington. Mr. Martindale’s, you know !”

“From the same school, are you?” the farmer replied.
“Now that’s interestin’—an’ queer, too, some ways. Secems
to me the younger lads at that school might be able to
teach their elders something !”

“1 suppose they’re earning a little pocket-money ?” sneered
Crooke. ’

“No. As it happens, they won’t hear of being paid.”

“Then it licks me-what they’re doing it for!” Crooke
growled.

“Ah!” gaid the farmer. “I dare s¥y it would.”

“Well, you might drop us a line or wire when you're
cutting,” éutts said graciously.

THE GEM LiBrary.—No. M4T.
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#T1 consider it,” answered Mr. Wannop, in his driest
tones.

Then his eyes fell upon Crooke.

“For any sake, boy,” he said sharply, “don’t fool round
with that gun in that fashion! Did you never handle a gun
before ? 1 hope the thing ain't loaded ?”

“1 dare say I know as much about guns as you do——’

¢ About Greek ! Mr. Wannop don’t reckon to go in for
that sort of thing, Crooke, I guess!” struck in Ierries,
coming up behind them on the forepart of a cart.

“Oh, you shut up, you cad!” snarled Crooke. “You
fellows don’t seem to see how frightfully you're letting St.
Jim’s down 1"

C“T,hey haven’t decent feeling enough fer that!” said

‘utts.

“Jolly well onght to get the sack for lowering the school !”
remartked Gilmore. .

“0h, leave them alone!
tastes1” St. Leger said.

All that Herries said was:

“Rats to you!”

But Mr. Wannop said more.

His face was very grave, but he did not let the anger
he felt show.

“This is no ordinary time, gentlemen,” he said slowly,
weightily. “It isn’t only for the sake of my own pocket——"

“Oh, of course not!” sneered Cutts.

¢ ——that I'm rare glad to have these fine lads turning in to
do their bit. There’s more than that toit. We’'re a nation
at war, and we may want every bushel of corn as can be

athered in. There’s them that’s doing their work over
¢nere ”’—he pointed eastwards—‘ bless them all! Some as
would have been workin’ here to-day are among them. I
gount that them as are too old or too young to be in the
irenches are doin’ the right thing when they try to help
otherwise. .They're workin' for our country, and that’s
all one with fightin’ for it. So I think. You dor’t. We
won’t argue. Good-day to you, gentlemen !”

He turned, and strode towards the fast-rising stack.

“Low bounder!” said Cutts.

“Knows which side his bread’s buttered, though!” St.
Leger remarked.’

“Wheat at war prices!" snecred Gilmore.

Crooke said nothing. He was struggling with that gun
again. He didn’t seem able to get it in a position that was
safe and satisfactory. He wished he kad not been persuaded
to bring .the thing. It was not his, but belonged to the
eldest son of the house at which -he was staying, half a mile
or 8o from Freelington Manor. The gun’s owner was in
Flanders, and his people would not have minded if Crooke had
been there, too!

The four turned to go away, none of them looking very
pleasant. :

Arthur Augustus was just driving Prince through the gate.
He saw the four, and put up his monocle.

Crooke caught his clumsy feet in some thick stubble, and
sprawled.

Bang !

The gun had gone off !

Its effect upon Prince was electrical. Perhaps some of the

’

They can’t help their horrid low

shot had peppered him.
direction. .

Anyway, he started off at a gallop, and nothing D’Arcy
could do availed either to stop him or to direct his course.

And that course led straight towards the fallen Crooke !

“Whoa! Stop, you wascal! Oh, get out of the way,
Cwooke !”

‘“Get up, Crooke, you idiot, or D'Arcy will drive right over
you!” yelled Cutts.

“That’s a thumpah! T can’t hold him!” protested Arthur
Augustus, bumped roughly up and down in his seat.
“Yar-oogh! I've bitten my tongue!”

“Stop 1t, D’Arcy! I—I—"

Crooke struggled up, but got that troublesome gun between
his legs, and sprawled again. %

Kerr rushed for the horse’s head, caught his rein, hung on,
but could not stop him.

““Yarooh! I—I'm goin’!” yelled Arthur Augustus. And
he went.

Not of his own free will. He had been hurled headlong
from his place.

He landed right on top of Crooke, and the barrel of the gun
came very near to ending his career once for ail.

But it missed his chin by the fraction of an inch, and merely
made a long cut along his cheek.

‘“You—you utter idiot !” yelled Crooke. *You—you——

“Look out for yourself!” shouted Kerr, tugginz hard at
the reins.

He could not stop Prince, but he managed to swerve him
aside—only just in time!

The horse rushed on, swinging Kerr right off his feet. The
tail of the cart, passing within an inch of Gussy’s head, smote
Crooke, who had risen again, in the back, and sent him
floundering right into a shock of wheat.

“Ow—yow ! I’'m killed!” howled Crooke.

Then Talbot and Tom Merry came to Kerr's aid, and
among them the three managed to stop Prince’s mad career.

“Hurt, old fellow ?” asked Talbot. picking Arthur Aungustus
up. “Isay, you've got a nasty cut there!”

“Oh, that’s only a scwatch, deah boy!” answered Gussy,
putting up his handkerchief, and looking with surprise at its
soaked condition when he removed it. ‘‘Is Cwooke hurt,
that’s the question?” . K

“ As heisn't killed, I jolly well hope he is!” Talbot returned
hotly. “Such an idiot with a gun
He isn’t fit to be trusted with a peashooter!”

Crooke emerged, scowling, from among the wheat, his face
scratched by the straw.

“1 believe my back’s broken!” he groaned.

“No such luck !”” replied Tom Merry, with complete absence
of sympathy.

“(Come along, Crooke, if you mean to come!” sang out
Cutts.

The three Fifth-Formers had stopped to watch the runaway,
but had not made the slightest attempt to stay :its course.
Now they were walking quickly away.

Crooke limped after themi.

“Better go and enlist, all of you, in the German Army!"”
yelled the burly giant on the stack. ‘‘That’s the place for
“eroes like you!”

Certainly it had come in his
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CHAPTER 7.
A Friendly Action,

HE long day was over.
The sun had set redly in a cloudless sky, promising
another fine day for the morrow. Not until the last

flush had faded and twilight was gathering, did the
harvest work stop.

“Lucky for you young gents as there’s no moon to-night,”
remarked the big man, who seemed to be something of a
humourist,

“ Why ?”” asked D’ Arcy innocently.

With a bloodstained handkerchief tied around his face, his
monocle still in his eye, and the grime of a hard day’s work
upon him, the swell of the Fourth could hardly have recog-
nised himself had he looked in a mirror. .

*’Cause it would be up to us all to keep on half the night if
there was a moon, an’ I'm reckonin’ you'd find it a trifle long-
some,” replied the genial giant.

With all their very real desire to help Mr. Wannop, they
thought it just as well.  All of them had had enough.

They would not go to the farm for supper. They thought it
best to get to camp at once.

* “If we once git down,” said Lowther, with a stifled groan,
““there’ll be no moving on for most of us.”

So they dragged themselves the short distance over the
common to the camp.

““Never had any notion before how beastly rough this
ground is,” remarked Herries, stumbling. “Hold up,
Gustavus !

But, for all their fatigue, they felt happy. Even Gussy,
whose face was very painful, felt happy. Even Skimpole felt
happy, though he was still worrying about the problem of
replacing horses in the barvest-field.

They knew they had been doing their duty for their country
and for a good fellow who had made sacrifices for it.

It was quite dusk—nearly dark, indeed—when they reached
the camp,

A bulky form loomed up from among the tents.

‘“Ah, you’ve come along, then, gentlemen!” said a voice
that some of them recognised as belonging to the red-faced
constable. *“I’'m glad of that, for I couldn’t have waited much
longer.” o

“My hat! Do you want any of us?” inquired Tom Merry.

The policeman laughed—a great, hearty rumble of a laugh.

““No, sir; not in that sense. But I ’ad to stay ’ereabouts
because I reckoned there was trouble a-nigh, an’ I wanted to
pertect your interests, as you may say.”

‘“How was that?” asked Blake.

“You young gents 'ave got enemies. -There’s the Pulling-
bury gang, what talk about ’avin’.of your blood, an’ there’s
some more, what don’t say so much, but may be all the more
dangerous for that.”

“Tell us all about it, constable,” said Talbot, “and have
some supper with us.” )

“Well, I dunno as I ’ad ought to wait for that. But I'm
rare an’ empty, too. D’ye know anything of four chaps—
gents they’d call themsclves, but I can’t agree with ‘em
there—in Norfolk jackets an’ fancy knickerbockers, all
a-carryin’ of guns?”

‘““What about them ?”’ asked Herries,

“They ain’t friends of yours, by no chance ?”’

“It would be a queer chance that would make them <o,”
said Tom Merry quictly. ““But we know them, if that’s your
meaning,” ' B

“I was along this way in the afternoon, and sce your camp
deserted like. Then I spotted them comin’ towards it, an’ I
set -down behind that there clump of gorse. So up they
comes. And thinks I, ¢ Wonder whether you young swells has
all took out your gun licences, now 2 ;

“My hat! T never thought of that!” grinned Figgins.
“Ten to one they hadn’t!” - :

“We'll come to that presently, Well, they comes up—one
of "em limpin’ a bit—the smallest, that was—an’ all scemin’ a
trifle out in their tempers. An’ just as I was goin’ to pop up
an’ ask about them licences, one of “em said, ¢ We didn’t half
finish the job the other night! Let's tear the blessed tents
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down, an’ chuck ’em in the river!” It was the shortest one,
I reckon, what said that.”

*“ Ah, it sounds like Crooke,” remarked Redfern.

“8o I lay low, thinkin’ as I was well on the track of
summat,” went on the constable. ‘‘An’ there was a bit more
talk, an’ all of em seemed to ’ave their knives into you young
gents—some more, some less—but the wiciousest of ’em all
was the one as you say was Crooke, an’ I’'m blowed if the
name don't fit ’im like a glove!”

“They didn’t do anything,
Kangaroo.

“They was just a-goin’ to start in, when I popped up sudden
like. I didn’t let on as I'd heard anything what they’d been
sayin’; but they must have smelt a rat, for they turned
several kinds o’ colours, an’ looked at one another very uneasy
like. Then I says, quite polite, * Would you oblige me with a
voo of your gun-licences, gents?’ ”’

“And they produced them at once, of course?” said Tom
Merry, winking at Talbot.

“ Not much, they did not! The tallest one, 'e says, ¢ We've
left em at ’ome, my good man,’” ”

“That was Cutts.”

“Ah! ’E looked as if that might be ’is name,” answered
the constable vaguely. ‘Well, that don’t go, you know, so I
says, ‘ Then will you be good enough to give me your names
an’ addresses?’ 7’

“Which, of course, they did at once ?” put in Jack Blake.

“Not to say at once. They did a bit of whisperin’ together
first, an’ I ’eard the onc as you say is Crooke, whisper some-
thing about any name an’ address bein’ good énough for that
old bluebottle—which was me, young gents!”

“Shows their innate depravity,” remarked Lowther
solemnly. . )

“It do that, an’ plenty of it! But Mr. Cutts, he says some-
thing about somebody givin’ the show away—as it might be
vou gentlemen. An’ then another one, he says, ¢ We're stay-
in’ with Mr. Martindale, at Freelington, constable. He’s a
magistraté, you know. Surcly that’s good enough?’ ”’

““And you were satisfied, of course ?”’ said Tom Merry..

“Ho, yes! I says, ‘ That’s good enough for Mr. Martin-
dale, so long as ’e takes out ’is licence, which ‘e always do,
but it don’t cover every Tom, Dick, an’ Arry as likes to use
’is name.” Then Cutts, ’e says, ‘ You're impudent, my
man!”  An’ I says, ‘You're another, an’ your name an’
address, if you please!”” :

“What were the names they gave you?” asked Figgins.

“Cutts, Crooke, something with a Saint in it, though I
don’t think he looked like it, an’ Mentmore—no, Gilmore.”

Tom Merry nodded. The raiders had feared to give wrong
names.

“Then they moved off towards the river,” went on the
constable, “and I followed of ’em. An’ Mr. Cutts, ’e turns
round an’ says, 'aughty Iike, * We don’t desire your company,
policeman ! I didn’t answer ’im, an’ I didn’t tnrn back
neither, for I'd seen that you gents ’ad got boats down there,
an’ I guessed as they would be up to some mischief to ’em
if they were left to theirselves.” .

“1 say, though, that was awfully decent of you!” cried
Tom Merry. “There’d have been no end of trouble if they’d -
damaged the boats. And we might not have been able to
prove anything against them.” ’

“So I thought, sir, an’ I watched ’em get into their own
boat, an’ row up the river. That’s the nighest way to
Treclington Manor. Then I came back ’ere, an’ who should
1 see but Josh Barnicoat, from Pullingbury! 'E looked as
innercent as ever ’e know ‘ow, an’ I pretended as I didn’t
twig ’e’d got some of ’is pals a-lyin’ in ’idin’ ’ard by.”

“We seem to be betwcen the devil and the deep sea,”
remarked Talbot.

-““Jest my thought, sir! I ’ad a talk with Josh. ’Im an’
*is lot are very sore about you blackleggin’, as they call it.
'E didn’t threatén, ’cause ’e daredn’t do it to me, but I'm
thinkin’ you’ll ’ave trouble with them. 1In the end, I do
believe, though, as you may break the strike.”

*“We'll chance the trouble, if it’s at all likely we can do
that,” said Talbot.

“My hat, yes! Let ’em all come!”
1"Fc’e’1 like fighting to-night, Tom?”’ asked Manners. *I
don’t. : .

“We've got to, if it comes to the pinch.” .

They had not missed Kerr, but he appeared now with a big
plateful of slices of tongue, the top of a crusty loaf, and a
foaming glass of ginger-beer.

“Here you are, constable !I”” he said. “Start on yours, and
we'll join you in half a tick. I've opened four tins of tongue, -
vou chaps, and we may as well have our supper.”

Everybody was quite ready for it, and they piled in with
good will, though some of them were so slecepy that they
nodded over their plates in the light of the camp-fire.

“Who's game to keep watch?” asked Tom Merry. )
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There wa3 a moment’s hesitation, and then Talbot and
Kerr said together: )

13 I am IH

Manners groaned.

“I'm willing,” he said, “but I jolly well know I can’t keep
awake, so that it isn’t a bit of use promising.”

“Is all the tongue wolfed up, Kerr?” asked Fatty Wymn
plaintively. “I'm not half-full yet!”

‘I can open another tin,” said Kerr, who scemed to have
. stepped into the position of head of the commissariat
department.

“I wish you would, old chap! You can do with a bit
more, can’t you, constable—I don’t know your name ?”

“Wilkins is my name, sir, an’, to tell the truth, I could
eat another small plateful.”

Kerr opened another tin.

f;Needn‘t trouble about cutting it so thin, old chap,” Fatty
said.

So Kerr cut it thick, though he knew as well as anybody
else that wasn't the right way to cut tongue.

“That’s the style—eh, Wilkins?” said Fatty,
himself for work.

“It’s the way I like it, sir,” answered the constable.

Two or three of the fellows stole off to their tents, unable
to resist longer the lure of sleep. )

But the rest stayed. The duel between Fatty Wynn and
Constable Wilkins had becomec interesting.

Fatty finished his helping two mouthfuls ahead of the burly
policeman.

“Just a little more, Fatty?” asked Kerr,

“Yes, please! A trifle, you know.”

““ Little more, constable?”

“Since the young gent is willin’ to keep me in countenance,
like, I don’t mind if I do, sir.”

Kerr cut it thick again.

'This isn’t half bad tongue,” said Fatty meditatively.

¢ Wery good tongue, indeed !” answered the policeman.

No one else said anything. No other tongue but that
from the tin seemed going. Jack Blake was asi:ep, with his
head on Lowther’s lap, and Lowther had dozed off, with hrs
head on Tom Merry’s shoulder. Figgins, Glyn, Skimpole,
and Arthur Augustus had retired. Digby Manners, Redfern,
and Kangaroo were nodding.

“Bit more, Fatty? May as well clear it up,” said Kerr,
with a wink at Talbot.

“I don’t mind if the constable’s on,” Fatty replicd good-
temperedly. .

“I think T could eat another mouthful or two,” said
Constable Wilkins. )

The remainder of the tin gave each a good plateful. They
sct to work with apparently unabated zest.
minutes both plates were empty.

“I'm not going to open another tin,” Kerr said; “but
if anybody can eat bread and cheese—

““A morsel of cheese is a good thing for the digestion, they
say, Wilkins,” observed Fatty.

“TI'm with you, sir!” said the constable.

He was not only with Fatty, but in the long run he beat
him! For the Welsh junior declined a second helping of
bread and cheese, while the policeman accepted it—and did
not toy with it, either!

“T could eat a bit more if I wasn’t so frightfully sleepy,”
observed Fatty Wynn, in a tone of disappointment.

Nobody answered. Nobody said anything more till
Constable Wilkins, having solemnly disposed of two bottles of
ginger-beer, rose to take his leave.

Fatty was nodding then. Only Tom Merry, Kerr, and
Talbot were still awake.

“Weli, good-night, gentlemen, an’ thank you kindly!”
said Clonstable Wilkins, patting his tunic about two-thirds of
the way down. .

“Good-night, constable, and our tharks to you!”
anslv;'o,red Tom Merry, and the others chorussed: ‘Good-
night!”

The constable disappeared into the half-darkness of the
summer night.

“Fatty, old porpoise, you're beaten!” said Tom Merry.

“Eh? Beaten! Not likely! I say, Kerr, open anothcr
tin of tongue, will you, and I’ll show——""

His voice trailed off, and he was asleep again.

squaring

CHAPTER 8.
An Offensive Alliance,

ING-A-TING! Ring-a-Ting! Ring-a-Ting! ~
Early in the morning, while the dew yet sparkled

on the grass, and the sun was low in the eastern
sky, a bell rang in the holiday camp.
Sleepers awoke, grumbled, and stirred.
But not all awoke. Fatty Wynn still snored on placidly.
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. A

TUCK HAWMPERS 4XF‘IE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “ BOYS' FRIEND,” 1™

In a few

HNOW ON
SALE.

Skimpole and D’Arcy and Digby were toc sound asleep to be
easily aroused.

Ring-a-ting! Ring-a-ting! Ring-a-ting!

Arthur Augustus murmured something, and sat up.

Digby growled: “Rising-bell!” He, too, sat up.

Fatty and Skimpole stilFslumbered on.

Redfern popped his head out of No. 2 tent.

“My hat, I guessed it was you, Kerr! Where did you get

“Borrowed it from the farm yesterday, and brought it along
without saying anything. Everybody’s awake in our tent?”

“All but Fatty, and Figgins is just—"

“Yaroogh! Ow—yow! Don't Figgy!” sounded Fatty's
voice. :

He had just been given the sponge treatment, warranted
to cure oversleeping—for the time being, anyway.

Kangaroo looked out of No. 4 tent.

“Poor old Skimmy was so dead-beat I don’t like to wake
him!” he said.

‘‘ Excuse me, Noble, but I am already awake,” spoke the
voice of the philosopher. “I arise refreshed, and after
breakfast shall feel quite fit to renew my arduous exertions of
yesterday.”

“Sitting in front of a cart, and letting the horse go any--

where it jolly well likes!” remarked Clifton Dane.
arduous, Skimmy!
gether!”

“Do I smell bacon?” asked Tom Merry.

“Dunno,” answered Kerr, “but it’s cooking. T've had
my bathe. Cut along, you fellows! I'll be ready for you
by the time you’re back!”

“XKerr, you're a blessed treasure! - We shall all subscribe
to present you with a—a i

“ Gold dinner service, jewelled with pearls, Tommy,” struck
in Lowther.  “Or, if 1t don’t quite run to that, a bar of
chocolate !”

“That would be more useful just now.” answered Kerr.
“T get too hungry to worry about what I'm eating my grub
off. Do cut along, youn fellows!”

Skimmy volunteered to stay and help get breakfast; but
Kerr would not hear of it, and the inventive genius, who had
rather a preference for bathing in a smaller company, had to
go with the rest. .

There was not the usual amount of splashing and larking
that morning, however. The plunge into the river did
;hem all good, but they were in a hurry to get back to break-
ast )

“Giddy
I wonder you didn’t break down alto-

The Tast of the fried bread was being lifted out of the pan
when they reached the camp. The bacon was all ready,
ingeniously kept hot by a device of Kerr's own, in which a
big basin turned upside down in the sun played a part.

Everyone set to with appetite. There were no eggs this
morning, but no one grumbled at that.

The meal over, they left Glyn, Digby, and Skimpele to
wash up, and follow as soon as they had finished, while the
rest made their way at once to the farm.

“The enemy didn’t turn up,” remarked Talbot.

“No..  Why should they bother to get up in the night, and
have to fight for it, while they can come along any time in the
day and do what they like without anyone to stop them?”
returned Tom Merry.

“We must trust to old Wilkins” said Redfern.

‘“But he can’t be there all the time.” answered Kerr.

‘“He won’t be far off, I guess,” Lowther said.  “It would
grieve the old chap no end to think of good grub being
spoiled.  Fatty, old man, your shield is tarnished!”

“Right-ho, Lowther! Let it be! But wait till old Wilkins
waltzes along again, and then see if I don’t make him lose
some of the county constabulary’s buttons before he can say
he’s licked me!”

At the farm they were greeted heartily.

“Never expected to see you turn up so early as this, lads,”
said Mr. Wannop.  ““Bit short in your number, though, I
reckon—eh? Some of ’em too knocked up after vesterday?”

“No, it’s not that. They only stayed behind to wash up.
They’ll be along presently,” answered Tom Merry.

The trio left behind made all speed, though Skimpole
scemed likely at one time to delay them by the explanation of
a remarkable invention for the quick washing-up of greasy
plates.. The idea had just occurred to him, he said, and
though it was in the rough as yet

“Tell you what, Skimmy,” said Glyn. “I do a bit of
inventing myself, and I haven’t the beginnings of a con-

science.  If you tell me about your invention, I'm dead
certain to bag it. So don't say afterwards I didn’t warn
ou!”

“Rats to all pifiling inventions!” growled Digby. :
Between Digby’s coldness and Glyn’s over-warmness, as he
held it, Skimmy was choked off.

i
1
i
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“T do hope the horses will be mote tractable to-day!” he
said, with a sigh, as they started,

“Better invent a horse that will steer to port when you put
the rudder for starboard, Skimmy!” answered Glyn.

The camp was left to itself. All the provisions had been
hidden, but it was not practicable to hide everything, of
course.

For fully three hours it remained deserted, except for a
rabbit or two that scuttled in and out among the tents, and
half a dozen rooks, who strutted about in their peculiar, side-
long way, and picked up crumbs from the breakfast.

Then the rooks flew up, and sailed away, cawing, and the
rabbits cocked their scuts, and made for shelter among the
gorse-clumps.

Four fellows were coming up from the river. They did not
carry guns to-day.

“Told you so!” said Crooke.
on a farm, though it isn’t much past nine yet.
all be gone!”

“Leaving the field clear for us,” answered Cutts,

“Jf you ask me, old man, we'd better go a bit slow,”
St. Leger said.  “That fat bobby may be hiding somewhere
handy. And, anyway, it’s risky to do anything now that

“They don’t call this early
I said they’d

they know we’re about!”

- ““Hang the fat bluebottle!” snapped Cutts.

#0Oh, hang him, if you like! But I reckon we've enough
trouble on hand with that gun licence business. Martindale’s
very strict about that sort of thing; and I gather that we
haven’t exactly made ourselves popular at the Manor by
borrowing the guns!”

“Confound it all, what do they expect a fellow to do
growled Cutts, “We can’t play billiards all day and every
day, especially as our blessed host bars betting on the game!
It isn’t safe to go near a pub. There aren’t any races to go
to. There’s not anything, so far as I can’see!”

“Qh, yes, there is!” said Gilmore.

“What is it, then?”’

« A strike in the neighbourhood.”

“Pooh! There's no fun in that!”

“1 don’t know, Cutts. We might make something out of
it1” .

“How? Tm not going to hire myself out for rotten farm
work! And I'm certainly not mug enough to go and do it
free gratis, like those kids!”’ SRR

“My dear chap, T wouldn’t suggest anything so low! Not
for a minute, Cutts, would I connect the notion of work with
you, or with myself, or St. Leger!”

“What are you driving at, then?’” )

“T propose that we go and sympathise with the strikers!”

“Rot! Beastly bounders want keeping in their places!
What are they for but to work?” returned Cutts.

“Tm not arguing on that point. Don’t you tumble,
St. Leger?”

“Y think T do, old man.”

“So do I!” growled Crooke.

Gilmore patted him on the head.

“Under our influence, Cutts, the youthful Crooke begins
to show signs of intclligence! — Explain, Crooke, if you are
really on to my meaning !”

“(Get the village rotters to mob the
Crooke snarled.

“ Ah, that’s an idea!” said Cutts.

Over the breakfast-table at Freelington Manor that morning
the story of the strike at Mr. Wannop’s farm had been told,
and Mr. Martindale had expressed approval of the patriotic
conduct of the campers in volunteering for harvest work.

He did not know ‘that they were St. Jim’s boys, and Cutts
& Co. did not enlighten him on the subject.

Nor did Cutts & Co. rise to the delicate hints he threw
out that they might like to go and volunteer also. It would
have taken something much stronger than delicate hints to
bring Cutts & Co. in such dangerous nearness to work!

“Shall we go along to the village?” asked St. Leger.
“ Pullingbury Something-or-other, Martindale called it!”

“How far is it?” returned Cutts.

“Two miles, or thereabouts, I fancy.’”

““Beastly fag on a hot day like this! Let’s think it over.
Got any of the cigarettes you boned, Crooke? No chance of
filling our cases at the Manor. Martindale’s a non-smoker;
don’t like it!”

“1 have to be middling careful,” Crooke answered, offering
his case.  “I never take more than two or three at a time,
and don’t go to them again until Richardson has had one or
two himself ; but I've raked together a decent stock.”

None of these young rascals seemed to have any notion
that the sort of thing they discussed was mean and low. It
was not like work !

Tlll(e}é lay down within 2 few yards of the camp, and
smoked.
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“Hallo!” said St. Leger, throwing away a cigarette-end
“There’s a native !”

The native was Josh Barnicoat, the leader of the Pulling-
bury louts. He had crept up close to them uncbserved, but,
perceiving that the smokers were not members of the
camping-party, had shown himself.

‘“Hi, you chap, come here!” yelled Cutts.

Barnicoat came nearer, his stick ready in case of attack.

‘““What are you after?” Cutts asked.

“?Avin’ a look round, that’s all.’2

“Are you one of the strikers?”

“T are,”

“Oh!  Got your noses nicely put out of joint now, haven’t
you?” said St. Leger. “Let’s have another-cig, Crooke. .
Our rustic friend here will also take one.”

“Who's a rustic?” demanded Barnicoat, while Crocke com-
plied with rather an ill grace.

Crooke did not quite see why the cigarettes he had obtained
with so much trouble should be offered to outsiders by other

fellows.
“Not you, my friend! Oh, no! Well, what about the
strike ? Sit down and let’s hear.”

“If you're friends of them——"

“We are not,” said Gilmore quickly.
thought! We don’t like them a little bit.”

“You're wearin’ of the same colours on your ’ats.”

“That proves nothing! See here, would you like to get

“Dismiss the

-even with them?”

“We means to,” answered Barnicoat, clenching his hands
and drawing a deep breath.

The result of the deep breath was to send smoke the wrong
way, and cause him to cough and splutter. But that only
made him feel more ferocious.

“Well, I think I can help you—or show you how to help
yourselves.”

“Qoh, I dunno about that! Old Wilkins, he’d be down on
us pretty quick if we ’elped ourselves. An’ we don’t want no
tents nor no rugs nor such, an’ there den’t seem much else
lyin’ around.”

“That wasn’t exactly what we meant,” St. Leger said. “I
take it that old Wilkins is the fat bluebottle ?”

“That’s ’im. He’s wunnerful down on us Pullingbury
chaps—says we’re a lot of good-for-nothen’ louts.” el

“A man of no judgment!” said Gilmore.

“Decidedly not. A very wrong-headed creature indeed !’*
returned St. Leger. .

“Don’t waste time talking about the bobby,” growled
Cutts. “Tell him what they’ve got to do.”

“Hear, hear!” said Crooke.

“Not so much of the what we got to do!” retorted Barni-
coat. “I ain’t takin’ orders from none of you!”

“Youwre too bold a hero to take orders from anybody.”
answered St. Leger socthingly. ““We don’t ask you to. All
we want is to make a suggestion.”

“Well, T’ll listen to that,” announced the Pullingbury
leader affably. “Might as well ’ave another fag, I recken.”

Crooke gave him a basilisk glance, but he tendered his case.

“What we mean is something in the way of an offensive
alliance with you fellows,” said St. Leger.

“Oh, ah! Like Garmany an’ Australia—no, t’other one—
an’ Turkey—eh ?”

“That’s it. Why don’t you come in force and raid these
blacklegs ?”

“There’s old Wilkins.
want to get quodded.”

“Surely there’s some way of getting round that?”

Barnicoat shook his head slowly.

“You can’t bribe him. He ain’t that sort. An’ he’s a deal
smarter nor he looks.”

“Couldn’t he be got out of the way by a false message or
something 7’ asked Cutts. . )

“Dunno. We couldn’t werk that nohow. If you can

For a mere rustic, Josh Barnicoat was not so utterly dense.
He ecvidently had an idea that all the advantages of an
alliance should not be on one side.

“We could, I think, Cutts?” said St. Leger questioningly.

“ RBasily !” answered Cutts. “You just leave it to us, my
man. Tell us when you mean to make your raid, and we’ll
fix up Wilkins. 'Where does he live ?”

“ Pullingbury St. Mary’s, about two miles away from us.”

“T’1l make a note of it,” St. Leger said. ‘Now about the
raid? How many can you muster ?”’

“Tnough to give them young ’ounds a good doin
answered Barnicoat spitefully.

“That’s all right. When will you do it?"

““Say ter-morrer night.’>

““Why not to-night ?”’ -

But. for some reason or other that proposition did not suit
Mr. Barnicoat.

He’s on the watch. An’ we don’t

”
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“No. Ter-morrer night,” he answered firmly. “But I
§h?’1’1 want to see you fust, an’ arrange about the money for

“The—the what ?*

¢ Bit deaf, sin’t you? The money, I said!”

“But, my good fellow——"

“You don’t suppose, do you, as we're a-goin’ to do your
dirty work for nothen’? That ain’t our line.”

Cutts and Crooke looked sulky. Gilmore rubbed his chin
meditatively, and St. Leger grinned,

““ We thought that, having a grudge against this gang, you
would be only too glad to wipe the floor with them,” said
Gilmore.

‘8o we be. Ain’t you the same way of thinkin’? You can
lend us a ’and if you like, an’ then we sha’n’t ask you for no
more than to stand us a few gallons arterwards.”

But that proposal did not suit any of the four.
gether too risky. ’

“See here,” said Cutts, “how much do you want?”

“Well, I s’'pose a couple of bob each for twenty on us
wouldn’t quite break you.”

“You shall have it!” Cutts replied.

¢ Better ’ave it now, ’adn’t 1?”

“Not jolly well likely! After the job’s done.”

“That means as you don’t trust me, an’ I ain’t a-trustin’
nobody what don’t do that.”

A deadlock seemed to have arisen.

Cutts did not mean to pay—only to promise payment.
And Barnicoat was shrewd enough to suspect that.

“It won’t do, you know, my friend,” said St. Leger, shak-
‘“Pay when the job’s done—that’s business.”

“But trust ain’t noways good business,” answered:Barni-
coat. ‘See ’ere, I suppose you'd like to see ’em set on, too?
You come along ’ere, an’ we’ll meet you. Then ’and over,
an’ we’ll give ’em socks!”

“How will that answer, Cutts?”

“Let’s see, to-morrow’s Thursday. We were supposed to
be leaving on Friday. Can’t we go to-morrow instcad, get
beds somewhere handy, and go home on Friday just the same ?
Martindale won’t mind.”

As a matter of fact, Mr. Martindale would be very glad
indeed to see the backs of his guests. . They were not likely

It was alto-

"% zet another invitation to Freelington Manor.

~went back to their boat.

e

“How’s that suit your book, Crooke ?” asked Gilmore.
¢ All serene. I’'m due to go to-morrow anyway, but I had
n}ea’?t to forget all about it, unless they gave me the straight

“That’s settled, then. I suppose we can hire a 4rap of some
sort at Pullingbury to take us over to Towthorpe?” said
Cutts to Barnicoat.

“Yes, as long as it ain’t too late at night.”

“Better fix your raid for ten o’clock, then. We’ll meet you
on the road over there, and pay you before you start.”

“That’ll do us,” answered Barnicoat. “TI'll: be goin’ I
reckon. Shouldn’t wonder if old Wilkins was to ’appen along
pretty soon.” -

The four plotters thought they might as well go, too. They
had no wish to meet Constable Wilkins.

“What about the cash, Cutts?” said St. Leger, as they
“It’s a heap to pay those rotten
bumpkins.”

“Oh, I’ve thought about that. I don’t mean to pay them.
They’ll think they’ve got the cash, but I’ve a couple of those
Bank of Elegance note things. Snip em down a bit. and
they’ll feel like pound-notes in the dark! That chap won’t
smell a rat till it’s too late.”

CHAPTER 9.
A Bold Move.
T HE second day’s work on the farm was a somewhat

shorter one than the first. Operations had been

thrown out of gear by the strike, and when the corn -

- cut had been carried the weather had begun to look

: so doubtful that Mr. Wannop thought it wiser to
postpone further cutting until he saw what the morrow would
bring forth. Cut corn is easily damaged by heavy rain.

So by seven o’clock the juniors were all back at Holiday
Camp, and with no cooking or preparations for a meal to do
either. They had a rare sprcad at the farm before they re-
turned. ]

“What do you think of the notion of going over to Pulling-
bury, and talking to the Petes, Talbot ?”” asked Tom Meiry.

“T’ll tell you when I know what you want to talk to them
for, old man. I don’t yearn for conversation with them
myself.” s

“My hat, no! T don’t mean in that way. It’s like this—
we're all willing to go on working for Wannop as loxug as he
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needs us. We don't any of us funk the fag of it, I'm sure.

But it’s a rotten bizney that these fellows should be loafing
about doing nothing.”

“H’m!” said Kerr thoughtfully. “There’s a good deal in
that—if you can only get ’em to see it.”

“Isn’t it worth while to try? They may think it over a
bit when they know that we’re doing the work for nothing,
because that will show them Wannop isn’t likely to cave in.”

“Yes, of course. He’s making a profit on it,” remarked
Manners. .

“My only Aunt Sempronia! I don’t believe he thinks of
that at all!”

“Didn’t mean that he did, Tom. You needn’t catch a
fellow up so quickly! But it strengthens his hand no end.”

“Well, who's game to go?”

Talbot, Kerr, Manners, Lowther, Redfern, Figgins, Blake,
and D’Arcy all volunteered at once. The rest were willing,
but not precisely keen on it. They were all tired out, and
Tom Merry said nine was -quite enough to make the enter-
prise safe.

“I will do the talking part, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur
Augustus. ‘I flattah myself—"

“You do, Gussy! You're always doing it. But if you go
with us I'll see that you jeolly well: don’'t do the talking!
This isn’t an acrobatic show.”

“Whoevah suggested that it was a acwobatic show? Don’t
be widie, Tom Mewwy!”

“What I mean is that we’re not going to have you opening
vour mouth and putting your foot in it—see?”

“Wats to you, Tom Mewwy! I have a gweat mind——"

¢ Carefully concealed up to the present,” put in Lowthér.

“A vewy gweat mind not to go at all!”

“Right-ho! Stay here, old chump!”

* But that did not suit thé views of A
Though he was so tired that he could scz
saddle, he went along.

" They rode quickly over to Pulling
their machines at the general shop—
the public-house that -seemed bl
together; looked round for the strikprs.

At first none of these were visible. But after a while the
sounds of skittle-playing were heard from the region of the
Pulliugbu:g,. Arms, and a small boy szas nandeered, to
take a message to the players. - S

They came treoping out. '

The nine had gathered on the green in front of the inn.
The inn signpest stood upon a raised mound, and to this they

£

ur  Auagustus.
¥ climb into his

- St. Peter's, put up
¢ only place besides
=—and then, keeping

* now ascended.

The village louts stared and muttered

“Be you come over lookin’ for trouble?” asked Nehemiah.

“Not at all,”” answered Tom Merry politely. ““We ask for
a truce. We only want to talk to you.”

There was evidently a geod deal of
small crowd that had gathered

“Blacklegs!” growled one fellow.

“Sock ’em!” yelled another.

“What be they a-doin’ this way at all, the blessed fur-
riners?” inquired a third.

“We'd better settle who's to do the speechifring,”
Figgins. .

“Why, I'd veckoned Talbot would—or Kevr, perhaps,
answered Tom Merry.

“No, Tom. You'll do it better than I can.” said

“Or me. I'm no orator,” said K

“T have alweady said that T am w

“Oh, ring off, Gussy! I suppose I
The only difficulty is to make a starz. I
what I want to say.”

“Well, then, just pile in, old mi
ingly.
“Will you fellows give me a hearing?” asked Tom Merry
loudly.

“We'll give you a thick ear if yer like,” replied one of
the louts, and laughter followed this very I witticism.

“Thanks; but that will keep! There t any reason why
we should quarrel with you, really, Ars you ready to hear
me?”’

“May as well,” said a voice from the wd.

“It'll be a bit of a lark,” said a “My eye, ain’t
the young swell with the winder-pane got a face on him?
Must ’ave been bit by Prince, I re -

Again the crowd roared.

“Well, if you're willing to hear me, I'll go on,” said Tom
Merry. * )

“Voure a-sneakin’ of our pav!” shouted Josh Barnicoat,
who had only just arrived on the scene.
“That's just what we're not doing.
selves to say that we're working for Mr. Wannop free.

was quite willing to pay us, but we wouldn't take it.”
“What are you a-doing it for. then?” demanded Nehemiah.

suspicion among the

said

now pretty well

' said Blake encourag-

.
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It’s only fair to our-
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“T should like to explain, if you'll let me. I suppose you
fellows know that England’s got a big war on her hands?’

“I suppose we oughter. Plenty of men gone from ’ere.”

“ And what are the fellows left behind doing?” asked Tom
Merry. It isn’t a fair thing to Mr. Wannop. He’s a good
master, I'm sure. Isn’t that right?”

“There ain’t nothen’ much agin Wannop,” admitted a
member of the crowd.

* I'd sooner work for he nor for anybody else hereabouts,”
said another.

“We're getting on! Now, is it fair to Mr. Wannop that
his crops should be ruined for want of labour? I don’t see
how you can say it is. But there’s more behind that. Is it
fair to England?”

Tom Merry’s voice rang out bravely. He felt sure of him-
self r.=dow. He had been a little nervous at first, but that had
passed.

“Is it fair to England?” he repeated, after a pause to let
i sink in.  “We're all Englishmen, aren’t we? I'm
to say a lot about loving our country. One takes

granted. This war hasn’t ended so soon as some
would. Neither you nor I can say but it may
g time yet. We may be in need of corn. Every
st helps to put up the price. Why, you fellows are
against your own interests! Wait till the winter
bread’s gone up again, and you’ll see that! But
only about yourselves. Think of the women and
n—not only here, but in the great cities. You
tke to feel that you'd helped to make things
them, would you?”
as we care nothen’ about them!’ growled Josh
*'Sides, long as you young swells do our work,
hat come in? Tell you what—strike a bargain!
he pay, an’ let you go on a-doin’ of the work!
suit everybody.”
tumultuous applause at this. Tom Merry
ad died away. His young face was stern and
older than his years.
her manly nor fair,” he said quietly when the
bsided.

: . young gent!” spoke up the publican, who
hed jomed the throng, and two or three grey-haired men
© who bad ecome up nodded assent.

T, “We're willing to go oh. We won't leave Mr. Wannop
in the larch. We don’t mind the hard work. But the whole
thi wrong! Show yourselves decent Englishmen, do!”

- work so’s you can go an’ play, you mean, don’t

yo emanded Barnicoat.
© _ome and_work with us. I dare say there’s room
for 2 We're ready to go on.”

en Wannop can very well afford to be lettin’ us ’ave
the five beb a week as we struck for,” said Nehemiah, grin-
ning Iike one struck with a-bright idea.

“No, he won't!  You're not worth it! You were only
getting men’s pay because better men than you’ll ever be had
gone over there! Over there, where they’re dying by
thousands—< for you, and me, and the rest of us! Think
od fellows who've gone—the lads in khaki!
g ceath every day! And you, youw're striking
cu've no right to, and helping the enemy by

your strike ! ,

A hush feil upon the crowd. To some at least those words
had gone home. :

Tom Merry saw that. He made up his mind to stop.

“Think it over!” he rapped out, and stepped down from
the mound.

His chums followed,
back. '

There was no hostile demonstration. It appeared that the
rustics were thinking it over, though what the result might
be even they themselves could scarcely have told yet.

“Tom, old chap, you spoke well!” said Talbot quietly.

“Wathah! I could not have done it bettah myself !’
added Arthur Augustus.

I shall never be an orator,” Tom Merry answered. *But
it's easy enough to talk when you can feel sure what you say
is right. I don’t know that anything will come of ‘it, but
I'm glad we came over here.”

“It was a bold move,” remarked Kerr; “but I think it
will pay.”

At least, there was no trouble, only a little booing. They
got out their machines and rede back to camp, a light
supper, and well-earned rest. .

" ANSWERS

some of them slapping him on the
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CHAPTER 10.
A Plot That Went Wrong.

ORNING broke fair again, though with signs that
the fine weather might not last out the day, and
Holiday Camp was astir betimes.
Digby had made up his mind overnight to steal
a march on Kerr. He was up first, stole into the
tent, bagged the bell, and set it ringing lustily.

“Done you in the eye this time, old man!” he said, as
Kerr looked out.

“Right-ho! Let’s cut down and get our bathe. Halle,
there’s Noble! Come along, Kangaroo, old chap!”

The three hurried down to the river, and had had their
bathe, and got half-way back before the rest came along.

~“Tom,” said Kerr, drawing the captain of the Shell aside
for a moment, “a boat put in here yesterday. Youll see
the marks on the bank if you look, And I twigged severa:
cigarette-ends near the camp last night.”

“My hat, that looks like Cutts & Co.!” answered Tom
Merry. “But it’s a queer thing that they went away without
doing any damage!”

He ran on to catch up the rest, and the three early risers
trotted along to get breakfast ready for them. And they were

‘ready for it when they came along.

“But it’s all w’ong!” said Arthur Augustus. “ Theah were
thirteen of us bathing togethah, and I'm suah something will
happen !”’

“ Rats !”” replied Blake. “ Anyway, Skimmy didn’t properly
bathe. He only wetted his tootsies.”

“Seeing that you yourself took me by the scruff of the
neck, and held me under water, Blake, I regard that as an
unjust aspersion,” answered Skimpole, with more heat than
he usually showed. Skimmy was bucking up. Never in all
his life before had he been so brown of face, or, in spite of
his fatigue, so fit.

He refused to act as dish-washer that morning. It was
somebody else’s turn, he said. Herries and Kangarco etayed.

The rest went off to the farm. They were not so tired this
morning as they had been the day before.

Now they had new work to do. While the reaping-machine
went round and round, lowering the tall corn, they bound it
into sheaves, and built the sheaves into shocks. N

As the sun rose, higher clouds drove up, hiding it from view.
But the clouds did not bring coolness. The heat was far
more oppressive than it had been before. A thunderstorm
hung about somewhere in-the neighbourhood.

“ We may uot get it here at all, though,” said Mr. Wannop.
“There’s no telling but what it will pass over. Anyway, we
mustn’t stop work for fear of it. Time enough to stop when
it comes.”

The day wore on, and still the close heat prevailed; but the
expected storm did not come yet.

They worked on till the light began to fail, and then the
farmer insisted on their coming in for supper.

While they sat at table, there came a sudden pelting .of
rain against the windows.

“There’s the storm,” said the farmer. “ They’ve got the
thunder and lightning elsewhere, I guess, an’ we’re only
gettin’ the edge of it. Ah, I heard a rumble then, but it was
some way off. An’ there’s a-flash!”

He was right as to their being on the edge of the storm.
As a matter of fact, not a drop of rain was falling at Pulling-
bury, St. Peter’s, or on Three Mile Common.

But it came down hard at the farm, and no one there
guessed the true state of affairs at Holiday Camp.

They remembered those slits in the tents. There had been
no time to mend them; and no one bothered about them.

But now the slits meant that the tents would give littie
or no protection, and even their waterproof sheets had been
cut—not that the sheets would have kept them dry with a
deluge coming in from above, anyway.

“You young gentlemen can’t possibly go down to your tents
to-night,” said Mrs. Wannop. ‘‘We’ll put you up here.”

“But, you can’t do that!” answered Tom Merry. * Sixteen
of us! This is a good-sized house, but—"

“Tell you what,” broke in Kerr, ‘‘there’s a big, empty
barn—I've looked inside 1t. If we could have some straw
that would make a dormitory for us all, and no troable for
Mrs. Wannop.”

“We'll agree to stay if we can have the barn,” said Talbot.

“So you shall, then, and plenty of blankets—eh, mother 77
returned the farmer.

That settled, they no longer troubled about the rain. Mr.
Wannop lighted his pipe, and they sat round and talked nine-
teen to the dozen

“My hat, it’s past ten o’clock!” cried Tom Merry. “We
ought to turn in, you chaps!” )

Yes, it was past ten o’clock, and the raid had been set for
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ten that night, and as yet there had been no rain to damp the
ardour of the raiders.

Cutts & Co. had taken train to Norton Wildmarsh, and
thence walked to Three Mile Common. The bicycles they
had riden on their first visit there were borrowed ones, and
were not available that night.

They did not care for the walk at all.

“We ought to have gone onm to Towthorpe, hired a trap
there, driven over, and let the trap wait till the job was put
through,” said St. Leger. “ Padding the hoof in this muggy
weather isn’t my style.” )

“Why didn’t you think of that before?” growled Cutts.

"(‘iI don’t believe those louts will turn up at all,” Crooke
said.

“It’s a fool’s game altogether,” remarked Gilmore.

“You had as much as anyone to do with planning it!"”"

“Cutts snarled.

“ All serecne! Keep your silly wool on!”

. ;‘Got the notes ready, Cutts?”’ Crooke asked, a few minutes
ater.

*“What do you think?” :

“I'm a bit doubtful about that note dodge,” said St. Leger.

“Why? What’s it matter. about swizzling cads like that?”

“My hat, I don’t mind swizzling them, Cutts! I should
say it was a great notion, if only we’d an acroplane handy to
take us away when the things had been passed over! But if
they smell a rat——" :

“They won't smell a rat! Feel these things. Could you
tell the difference between them and pound-notes?”

St. Leger admitted he couldn’t. Gilmore agreed. So did
Crooke. ‘ .

“All the same,” said Crooke, “I hope they won’t be fly
enough to take a squint at them. They’d jolly well slay us!”
é“?h’ we'll clear before they get a chance!” answered

utts.

_The clouds lowered heavier above them, and their hearts
did not grow lighter as they approached the trysting-place.

As they came up, they saw that their allies werc in full
force. There scemed quite a little army of them.

Josh Barnicoat had overcome the scruples of such of his
followers as felt any.

. Most of them had no notion of doing anything very dreadful.
A little rough-and-tumble fighting—a small amount of pillage,
perhaps—such was their programme.

“Here are the gents as promised me the cash,
coat, peering at tgem through the gloom.

“And here’s the cash,” spoke Cutts. “Two one-pound,
notes. Shove ’em in your pocket, and get on with your job!
Have you ordered a trap for us at Pullingbury?”

‘““No. ’Tain’t no use me orderin’ of it. You'll ’ave to dc
that for yourselves.”

Barnicoat was fingering the notes as he spoke. They felt
all right, and he thrust them into his pocket.

“We’d better go on at once, or it will be too late,” said
St. Leger, and the rustic leader detected a note of nervous-
ness in his voice.

# Ain’t you goin’ to stay an’ see us put them through it
he asked, and fingered the notes again.

“No, I think not. We’d better get on,” Cutts answered,
and in his voice,:too, there was something which made Barni-
coat suspicious.

“Which is the way?” asked Gilmore.

*“Straight afore your noses,” answored a voice from the
crowd.

Barnicoat was not the only one there who had cunning
enough. The way to Pullingbury was not- straight before
the noses of the plotters. If they went straight ahead they
would reach the camp.

“What did you tell ’em that for, 'Miah?” asked someone
when they were out of earshot.

“I dunno. Yes, I do, though! I don’t like them chaps.
They want us to do all the work an’ take all the risk. Let’s
’ave a look at them notes, Josh! It's a licker to me why
they couldn’t "ave ’anded over the real chink!” .

He struck a match, holding it in the hollow of his hands.
Josh pulled out the notes. They had only got the merest
glimpse of them when the match blew out.

But that glimpse had made them pretty certain that all was
not right, for they had seen the trimmed edges.

Nehemiah struck another match, while Josh swore and
spat viciously.

“They’re wrong ’uns!” he howled, as the momentary
illumination showed him the worthless scraps of paper.

At that moment the rain began to pour down.

Cutts & Co., not more than a hundred yards away, felt its
lash, and in the same instant saw before them the tents
looming up.

“Oh, hang it all, those rotters have sent us wrong!”” roarcd
Cutts.
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“Here's shelter from the rain, anyway,” answered St.
Leger impatiently. ““ We’ll be wet through in less than a
minute. Let’s get inside!”

They rushed for the necarest tent, and burst in.

A surprisc awaited them.

It was empty !

Gilmore pulled out a pocket-lighter.

& * Why—what—where—— 1T say. this is a rummy go!" said

‘utts. R :

“The rain’s coming through! Oh, kang it, we're very little
better off here than we were outside !” said Gilmore.

“It’s going to keep some of it off, anyway,” answered St.
Leger. ‘““There’s a bike-lamp.  Light that, old man. And
these waterproof things over our shoulders will help to keep
us dry.”

“Let’s see whether there’s any grub abour.™ said Crooke,
who was a born bandit. “I say. thouzh, it’s queer those
chaps all being away! Where can they be?™

“Up at the farm, I suppose,” answered C “What's the
odds? We’re under some sort of shelter. anc say, though,
suppose those village cads attack while we're here ™

The possibility was not a pleasant onc. by any
Crooke got up, and prepared to go. But the rain w
down in torrents. It had missed Three Mils Co:
ago, but scemed to be making up for it now

St. Leger and Gilmore looked at one a Gilmore
giggled nervously, and St. Leger bit his under-lip and scowled.

“They won’t do that,” said Gilmore. “The rain will send
them pelting for home, T'll bet! And, even if ther do. we've
only got to tell them——"

“Whht about those notes?” burbuled Crooke. Suppose
they’ve found out? I say, Cutts, you've gone and let us in
for a jolly nice thing!"”

“They won’t! Oh, shut up, you idiot!
won’t: ”

Cutts stopped short.

Through the rain there had come to his cars something that
sounded like the war-whoop of a tribe of Red Indians rushing
on the foe.

The Pullingbury Petes were atiacking !

Constable Wilkins heard that war-whoop as he tramped
along through the rain, and left the road at once to make for
the camp. He was already so wet that a little more, or a great
deal more, rain could hardly matter to him, and he had no
notion of leaving his St. Jim’'s friends in the lurch.

But just at that moment a man called out to him.

“Who’re you ?”’ demanded the constable sharply.

“Thompson, horsekeeper at Mr. Wannop's!™ swas the
prompt answer. :

“Then I call upon you to help me, Thom
greatly mistook those young scoundre!s of
of the camp over there!”

“I’'m willin’ enough- to help, Mr. Wikins.
are rare good lads,” Thompson answered. e v
giant who worked on the stack. **But the lad
won’t come to no ’arm.”

“How’s that ?” L . ‘

“ They're all up to the farm, sleepin’ in the big barn. The
rain come on heavy there a couple of hours ago.

“Then there ain’t nobody to stop that pes
bounds to the mischief they’ll do! Thompso
back an’ fetch them lads out, an' I'll 2o acr
d’rectly this minute !”

“You hadn’t ought to go alone, Mr. Wilk

“They won't dare do nothin’ to me. Bu
stop ’em single-’anded, once they've made
they’re in for trouble, anyways. Just
Thompson !”

“Right you are, constable !
lads.” - . . .

So, just as the campers were settling down for the night in
the bara the big man appeared with his news and in a
moment they were scrambling to put on again such clothes
as they had taken off. .

And in but a minute or two they were making at a run for
their camp; and heavy-footed Thompson, fifty, if a day, and
never built for pace, could not begin 12 keep up with them.

means.
: coming
1 a while

I tell vou they

<on, for if I ain’t
1

or: be attackin’

Them campers
burly

irselves

An’ T'li come back alonger the

CHAPTER 11.
In the River,

HE Pullingbury Petes saw that they would get wet
through even if they started at once. So they
thought they might as well rush the camp

Shouting at the top of their voices to lend each
other courage, they charged. 3
Tent No. 4 came first in their way. They slashed at the
ropes, and it fell. )
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But frem beneath it came no sound !

The raiders could not understand it at all.

Cutts & Co. were in No. 1, undecided whether to bolt or to
stay. But for the rain they would have bolted at once.

‘“Where are they? Let us lay ’ands on the blaggards what
palmed false notes on to us, an’ we’ll show ’em!” yelled
Barnicoat.

Cutts & Co. made up their minds to go.

But they had left it till too late.

Even as they bolted they were discovered. i

In the confusion of the blinding rain they headed straight
for the river, not knowing in the least where they were going.

The Pullingbury forces followed, in full cry, like hounds
after a fox.

Splash !

St. Leger had sprawled into the river. :

“Help! I'm drowning!” he yelled. Then next moment
he called: “ It's all right! I've got hold of a boat Tumble
in, you fellows!”

A lightning-flash showed the three on the bank their com-
rade clambering into one of the boats the campers had hired.

Thes rd behind them the shouts of their pursuers, and

they saw in the boat the only way of escape. .
So they also tumbled in, narrowly escaping capsizement.
““Get w0 the steering-lines, Gil!” ordered ‘‘utts.

1

“ Where
Oh, look out, idiot, you gave me a wipe of the
t thing !

vou know where it is noew, anyway!” growled

are the scu

! two sculls, St. Leger and Crocke took one each,
eld the lines.

. Crooke !”” yelled Cutts. L.

ed off, and only just escaped plunging in.

' velled Barnicoat. ‘There’s another boat—
Into ’em, you chaps!” .

Pullingbury brigade crowded into the two
s. Very few of them knew anything about
fewer still could swim. But they were bent on
d were not minded to let the encmy escape thus

Half a dezen or more stayed behind., They were those who
keen at the outset, and did not at all care now

rorm had worked round again, and now the light-

ning flashed and the thunder rolled at frequent intervals.

ke skin, breathless, but full of pluck and determina-
-ry, Figegins, and Talbot reached the camp

found it deserted, but they heard the hubbub,

h in the sky the little crowd left on the river-

-
<

bank. . .
They made for the spot at once, shouting to their comrades

for the river and leave the camp. .
izke, Kerr, Kangaroo, Herries, Digby, and
and passed on the word to D’Arcy, Dane,
rs behind them. Skimpole and Fatty Wynn
in the rear.

th are they after 7" panted Tom Merry.

n’t they ?”” returned Talbot.

The giddy goats! There'll be somebody

drowned ! . L ¢ e ot

An aprating shriek rent the air.

The txgo pursy boats had collided, and one of them had
been overtur Half a dozen or more of the Pullingbury
fellows were struzzling in the water, ’

“Help!” -

“QOh, ’elp! I'm a-drewndin’!”

Cutts & Co. heard, and saw_one another’s faces by a
lightning flash livid with fear. They had not expected this.

It was not their fault, of course! They were prepared to
swear blind to that.

But it would be an awful thing if any of those louts were
drowned! And it would be worse still if they themselves
had to appear at the inquest and tell the whole story!

Back water!” ordered Cutts. “Pull her round! We
mvet help if we can !”

“ There's somebody plunging in!” cried St. Leger.

s had put on a desperate spurt, outpaced his chums
L or two, and taken the water with a-clean dive. It
hom 8t. Leger had seen.

v and Talbot plunged in the darkness. There
r flash, and Redfern and Kerr and Jack Blake
also dived in.

i Digby would have followed, but Lowther
d held them back.

“That’s enough!” he gasped. “You'll only muddle them
up! We can help better here !”?

He threw himseli flat on the low bank, and the rest did
likewise. Then up came the third contingent.

A flash showed Digby struggling to keep Arthur Augustus

was he

Kangaroo
kept his head, =

NEXT
WEDNESDAY}
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from plunging in. It showed one fellow—a Pete—swimming
for the bank. Lowther jumped up, and dived . He had
seen what no one else had—Tom Merry being dragged under
by the frantic grasp of Barnicoat!

And Monty Lowther, for all his warning to the others, wen$
to the rescue on the instant. ¢

“Catch hold !” ecried Talbot, and hands were stretched out
to drag Nehemiah from the water.

“Here’s” another!” shouted Figgins,
Pullingbury Pete was lifted into safety.

Another flash showed those on the bank Figgins with a
yokel grasped by the hair, Kerr and Blake farther out, but
no sign of Tom Merry, Lowther, or Barnicoat !

“1 must go, Dig! T can’t have Tom Mewwy dwowned !

“Right-ho! TI'll go, too, old man!” :

Digby and Arthur Augustus plunged in together. Kangaroo
followed them. Fatty and Skimpole came pounding up and
threw themselves down on the bank.

Ten of the St. Jim’s juniors were now in the river—no,
eleven! Herries could not bear to stay behind.  And in
another moment the number was twelve, for Manners had
dived, too!

“We've got one!” yelled Cutts,

Another flash showed Tom Merry and Lowther nearer the
bank, and each with a rescued lout.

Fatty hauled someone up. He could not see who it was.

Talbot and Figgins scrambled out, and helped to get the
others ashore. Then Figgins dived in again. In the blue
lightning-fare he had seen a face twenty yards out.

The thunder rumbled, the lightning zigzagged across the
sky. Onc by one and two by two those who had tumbled or
plunged in %vere helped out. Cutts & Co. pulled in to the
bank. Those of the Pullingbury brigade who had not
embarked lent what help they coaé.

D.“é{urrah! Here's old Figgy, and he’s got him!” yelled

Lgby. .

They dragged Figgins and an insensible yokel out of the
water. Figgins collapsed. Some of the others set to work
to practise hfe-saving methods on the Pullinbury fellow.

“Are we all here 7 asked Tom Merry. “Talbot, Redfern,
Manners, Lowther, Figgins, Kerr, Wynn, Blake, D’Arcy,
Digby, Herries, Dane, Glyn, Noble, Skimpole ?”

Each in turn answered to his name, except that Kerr spoke
up for Figgins, who was past speaking for himself,

“Are all the other lot safe?” inquired Tom
anxiously.

Barnicoat could not answer. He was busy in getting rid
of a gallon or two of water he had swallowed. It was some
minutes before it became possible to make certain that none
of the Pullingbury fellows bad gone under. If any had, there
was small hope for him now, as all knew. But the lightning
showed no face in the water.

Constable Wilkins and Thompson came up together. The
policeman had tripped and fallen in his haste to get to the
camp, and had struck his head against something hard.
Thompson had stumbled over him, and found him scnseless
But he had come too in a few minutes.

“I thowt the lightnin’ must ’ave struck me,” he said.
“Lads, I'd never ’ave forgive myself if any of you ’ad been
drowned—I never vould !”

Nobody was drowned, however. Barnicoat said now that .
there had been eightcen in his little army, and all were there.

Tom Merry Wa%ked up to Cutts & Co.

“I don’t see the bottom of this bizney yet,” he said. “Rut
it looks to me as if you fellows had had more to do with it
than yowll care about answering for. But we'll leave that
alone for to-night. What do you meant to do? Going back
to Freelington, I suppose ?” '

“What’s that to you?” snapped Cutts.

“Oh, drop it!” cried St. Leger, ashamed for once in his
life, if he never had been before. . “No, we can’t go back to
our quarters, Merry. We left there this evening, and they
suppose we've gone home. We were gaing to hire a trap
at Pullingbury and drive to Towthorpe.”

The one Pullingbury fellow who had been dragged out
unconscious was now _on his feet, and so was Figgy. The
storm still raged, and every now and then a vivid flash of
lightning lit up the crowd on the river bank. '

“Youre wet through, and yow’ll be half dead hefore you
get to Towthorpe—if you ever get there,” said Tom. “ Better
come along with us!”

“Where to?” asked Gilmore. ’

“To the farm. We’re putting up in a barn there, and
there’s heaps of room for four more. I say, you Pullingbury
lot, you'd best clear off home!”

Barnicoat came shambling up.

“We—-we're sorry—honest, we are!”
“You’ve saved the lives of some on us!
talkin’, but we’re real sorry!”

“Right-ho!” answered Tom Merry.,  “We've no grudge
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against you. Clear off, and come along to work to-morrow—
that’s all we ask for!” .

“Three cheers for thé young gents!” sang out Nehemiah. _

His companions shouted lustily, till the thunder drowned
their voices. . i .

Then they moved off.. - - !

“Now, Cutts!” said Tom Merry. *Have you made up
your mind for a truce for to-night, and are you coming
along ?”’ §

“Oh, go to blazes!” roared Cutts, “I don’t want any of
your rotten forgiving, or truces, or any such blarney! And
as for .going and sleeping in a barn, I'm hanged if I will!
It may be good enough for rotters like you, but it isn’t for
me! Come along, you fellows!”

“I'll eome, anyway,” growled Crooke,

St. Leger and Gilmore- hesitated. .

“ Are you coming or not?” Cutts snapped.

Then they made up their minds to go.  After all, they were °

wet through, and could get no wetter. And they dreaded

the morning—the cxplanations with the aggrieved ' juniors,

the blame the farmer would be sure to give them, the
possible-appearance of their late host, Mr. Martindale, if the
story got to his ears.

“I am,” answered S¢. Legor.

“So am I,” said Gilmore.” “Much obliged, you fellows,
but I think we'd better stick together!”

“Let them go!” said Talbot bitterly. “If this were
known at St. Jim’s I reckon they’d be hoofed but! But they
know very well wo can’t let on, and they think they can
crawl out of it.”

“Let’s go back,” Tom Merry said. “Figgy, old man,
you’ve had the worst doing of the lot of us! Can you walk 7"

¢“Oh, I guess so!” Figgins answered.

But he found that he*could not, after all, and Thompson
carried him up to the farm on his back.

They met Mr. Wannep on the way. He would have been
along earlier, but had been hindered by the breaking loose of
a young bull, terrified by the storm. ’

“T’d have let him run where he would if T’d had any
notion of what was happenin’, though.” he said. * Don't
ftnow that I'd have been much use—T ain’t a swimmer. But,
lads—lads, I don’t know how to tell you what I think “of
yeur' ”pluck! You ought to be at the Front, every one of
you! . :

CHOAPTER 12,
Good Work.

[ ALLO, there !”
Someonc opened the door of the big barn, and

the sunlight strcamed in.
But no one stirred. All the sixteen slept the
sleep of the just.

It was Mr. Wannop who had opened the door.

Behind him, a sheepish troop, crowded the Pullingbury
Petes. They had talked it over on the way home the night
before, and had decided to go and ask pardon, and get back
to work next morning. :

‘‘Oh, they’ve takea no harm!” said the farmer.. You
can sec that for yourselves; and I'm glad you've got the
grace«to be anxious about it.”” -

He closed the door again. : ‘

“Let them have their sleep out,”” he said, ¢if they sleep
right round the-clock ! I.sha'n’t wake them: They’re heroes,
every lad of them all—that's my mind! Some of you would
have been drowned last night if it"hadn't béen for them.--
you, that made yourselves their enemies without a mite of
cause! An’ never a bitter word- did they say about you.
They’re willing, even now, to work alongside of you; but I
don’t know—-I don’t know. You ain’t worthy of it, an’ that's
a fact!” N

There was a shuffling of feet among the rustic youths, and
-faces were red. But no one found the right words to say
until Nehemiah nudged Josh Barnicoat, and whispered
hoarsely in his ear that it was for him to speak up.

“I ain’t sayin’ as we are, Muster Wannop,"” said Barni-
coat then. “We're above a bit ashamed of ourselves, that’s
a fack. "Some of ’em come along night afore last, an’ told
us the rights of it. I didn’t pay much ‘eed to ‘em then,
though one or two of our chaps did; but I see now as I'd
ought to 'ave did.”

:What d’ye mean about comin’ along an® tellin’ you the
rights of it ?” asked the farmer sharply. )

Barnicoat explained. as well as he could.

“So. thoy went over an’ talked to you, did they ? Bless
their hearts, they’re true British stock ! So are you chaps, if
only you'd give yourselves a fair show, T reckon. See here,
T'll give you a chance. The storm has left Twenty Acres
dry—a rare,-curious, roundabout sort of storm it was as ever
¢Ii s?.tvg;’—-an’ there’s work to do there. Are you willin’ to

o it?

There came & general cry of assent.
. “Well, cut off then, and put your shoulders to the wheel !"

They were off at once. A

Inside the barn slumber still reigned. Seven o’clock came
—eight 0’clock—yet no one stirred.

It was between eight and nine when Tom Merry opened
his eyes, sat up in his blankets, and looked around him.

Opening the door ever so little, he saw how high the sun
was, and knew that there must have been a sort of con-
spiracy to let them have their sleep out.

But meanwhile, he wondered, what about the work ?

In haste he aroused his comrades.

Then a run down to the river, and a plunge and a swim.

“* Well, well,” said Mrs. Wannop, coming out into the yard
as they trooped back, ““if I shouldn't have thought you'd
all had a bit more than enough of that river !

Overnight they shad been warned that they would get into
disgrace unless they came in to breakfast at the farm. And

now breakfast was ready—steaming_hot coffes, bacon and .
‘eggs, a ham that made Fatty Wynn's eyes glisten and his

mouth water, a  mighty pie, crusty home-made
marmalade, jam, butter, cream-—a royal spread !

¢ Half-past nine !” cried Tom Merry, looking at kis watch.
;“Oh, %xuzjry up, you fellows! Haven't you nearly done,
Fatty 77’

I must have a little bit more ham, Merrs,”” answered the
Welsh junior. ‘It is such good ham.”

Then the farmer looked in. = .

““There’s no hurry, lads,” he said. “I've got vour friends
from Pullingbury at work this morning.”

7 What, Barnicoat and that lot? Oh, good ezg:”
Tom Merry. :
“You won't want to work with them thoush. I guess.”

“My hat, we shall, though!” answered Talbot. - Tom
told them we would, sir, and we're all agreed. After all,
they weren't half as bad as fellows who should have known
better.”

“Ah, I've heard a bit about them this morning ! said
Mr. Wannop. “An’ here’s Constable Wilkins, the man who
told me it.”

The stout policeman came in with a beaming face, and a
big bump_on his head. He had acquired the bump in his
fall overnight, but-said he “reckoned nought about it.”

He told them of how it had fared with Cutts & Co.

They had reached the Pullingbury Arms, to find it shut
up and dark. All their knocking had brought no answer.
Then, still in pouring rain, they had tried other places; but
no one would take them in, until at last the village higgler
had offered, at half-a-crown per head, to give them accom-
modation in his barn.

‘““He's the dirtiest man in Pullingbury St. Peter's, Danks
is,”” said the constable, ‘“ an’ ’is barn’s as dirty as 'im, if not
dirtier! But it was all they could get, an’ they took it.
They tried to slide off in the mornin’ withéut payin'—I
s'pose they thought ’arf-a-crown a bit thick for them quarters
—an’ then there was a row atween them an’ the Dankses—
that’s ’ 1%{,}:lor Danks an’ 'is two sons.
the finish,
the hirony—didn't ezackly get the upper 'and in the scrap.
Serve 'em glad! They raided your camp once, as we all
know, an’ then they made out to pay that Pullingbury gang
to raid it for em, an’ cheated ’em in the payment. as Barni-
coat do tell—some fakement with notes as weren't worth
nothen’. I got them notes as evidence agin them, but I
reckon they won’'t show their noses in this 'ere neighbourhood
agin in no 'urry.” e

““They’re gone, then?'’ asked Figgins.

““ Padded the 'oof to Towthorpe. Nobody wouldn't “ire ’em
a cart,”

So Cutts & Co., caught in their own trap, had paid for
their treachery! They were not worth troubling any more
about, so tho juniors held.

It was high time to be gotting to work. Down in Twenty
Acres they found their late enemies hard at it.

But they stopped when they saw the St. Jim’s contingent,
and drew up together in a straggling double line.

 Now then, chaps, three cheers for the young gents!” sang

bread,

cried

- out Barnicoat.

And with the lusty cheering all enmity passed. Side by
side the St. Jim’s juniors and the Pullingbury fellows worked
through that day and the next. Side by side they worked
till Mr. Wannop's harvest was all in. '

Then Tom.Merry and his chums made holiday. The boats
were brought into use, and they explored the river for full
twenty miles up and twenty miles down. They rowed races,
and the Invineible (T. Merry, stroke) proved to deserve her
name.

And the good time was ten times as good for the real hard
work that had preceded it.

THE END.
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The Previcus Instalments Told How
TN HILDER, a cattle-farmer of Katfarit, Australia,
vith ruin for the want of £1,000. He goes to a

S;(lxtt v, HENRY NORMAN, from whom he
roney, but is afterwards 10bl)r\d, and, in rece
s, b comes mixed up, in the eyes of the poiice,
¢ of sconndrels,

n BOB reccives the money from hh father, and takes
it to SUMMIERS, the bank manager, who is m lmguo with
BOARDMAN, 2 scoundrel who has plotted to ruin old Hilder.

Bob is afterwavds avrested and charged with passing fals
notes at thd bank. but is Liberated as his prison- m-ll by
CAPTAIN DASHWOOD., a.notorious ontlaw.

Later, he learns from him that his father v
man named S "lhl\[ AND, the leader of another gang of
ountlaws, and |} \lllf of him.. He traces ihe
villaimn ¢ s place, Bob having seen
his farl utte The ;ta(n i. burnt down, and Bob
nz:l:xw sapes with his life, believing his father to have
Leen barnt to death. He obtains work on an outlying ~tati
and eventually hears that his dfhm is still alive.

Bol is left alnne in charge of the house by ‘the
away for a r1olnmv The second night of
tion. Sutheriand breaks in with three of his gang,
eding to remove the silver, when Bob 11}’((}1‘\ enes,
verpowered, and, by Sutherland’s order, taken
it to a tree. The villain threatens to shoot the

lad. tut Bob defies him, :

(Now read on.,

e

: robbed by a

O ali

(2]

A Furious Chare,
v %7 (
vz fo ]»‘ snap ped.  “You would be one
Vot that that pays, as I found
n T cante heve T didn't mean to be rough

vouL 3ut it secwns vou know me, and that’s big
surprise. T hax fook after m\wh snd if T let you go
vouw'll put the pol: 3 T« amber that I ever
saw you before. What have I ever doue thal y rould call

me a cur and go for me
“You tried to kill my 1
n't osucceed.
Uve smashed up our homne,
7 Bob answered hotly.
ihat Z‘

! \wn tlad.

who you are now,

ther, aud T'm not

You vobbed him of all

sure
the money he

that you
had.
el me down to
no one but a cur

and dragg

And

he said. “You're the

son ins who came to S}:(:nov a while back.
And a [ raseal he is. We focled him easy enough
at the < bun on onr track ever since, and he's
harder to <hx o 1 7Im police in New South Wales.”
“And vou 1% {or himin Mossfred! T saw you!”
Bob replied.
Sutherland's face
“You know even e I hought. and T'm taking a
. s 3 ]

ey
10

k by parleying with veu.” h growled.  “Still, you
wrong in cne thing. I stop at taking life, though I meant
to frighwen you; and I wouldn’t have ﬂ.ll(nl"‘ your f:n*hu
if he hadn't pre ‘sed me hard. Xou come along quietly with

us now, and I won't harm you.”

the I:HIA

¥ And where am I to go, and what am T to d

as \nd surprised in his turn
“You're to join in with Us, of course, and tt]\r\ your luck

with us. You've got grit, and that’s what we want in our
game.”

“To join in with you!”
inflection of his utterance.

* Drop that sneering,
ominously cool.
H”\ like that a

. T swing I(\l it.
for I'm not.”

Job repeated, coutempt in every
“What do yvou take me for?”
anyhow ! Sutherland said, becoming

“1 don't stand that from any man. Yeu
ain, and they will be your last words, even

And don’t think I''a doing yoeu a bad turn.

He came a step ne “Have you thought
night’s work means for you, in any case?’ he
arked, with a wink of his right eye.

Bob started. Ho had been too full of fight, too bruised,
and, later on, too much taken wp with his immediate peril
to think +f what the futwre might bold, Bag now he sasw.
He would be put down as an accomplice to the érime! ;\ll(\zuiy
his reputation was goue. The police were hunting for hin;
he was bélieved by everyone to have tried to pass false lnnl\—
notes. e had given an assumed name to Mr. Coulier, the
squatter, on entering his employment; that would come out
en investigution. And this robbery took place at the time
he was in Hnr(m of the house, and alone.

Sutherland  was quick to see the change in
demeanour.  He took a move pleasant tone.

“You're knecked ont,” he remarked. “If you go on your
own, you’ll be run down for certain, and nothing that you can
say will help yeu. T've never been caught, and I never will
be. If you row in with me vou'll be safe, and yowll have
many a jolly time. T stick to my pals; no one has ever
accused me of shirking danger to save them. Your hen
deys are over, my frmnd and you had better make the bes
of a bad job—if that’s the way you look at a fine, free life,
with plenty of meney for the pluck of grabbing it. You can
be of use to me, and, what's more, if you join us I'll sce that
vour father dnosnt suffer for the trick we played on hym,
But there’s the other side, and I give you one minute to
decide. T you won’t join us, then rn take you. in spite of
vourself, aud I'll drop vou when \x« ve gone ten miles and
I uI wy pals are safe.  And the police will have you. ! nd
at’s more, I won't spare vour father. T'li pay hnm out !

Y— b's face had fushed. The ~cmu.d‘u Ihml\mn to wheedls
him ronnd, ]Jr' only nsulted him.

“Well, what's your choice?” Sutherk
a short, pause.

“There can be no choice,” the lad ~md coolly. “No ch

s possible with a man of your stamp!

“Oh, that’s your kidney, is it?” Sutherland snarled “]7;\@
vears in gaol will alter your tune, T guess. Youwll be glad
enough to crawl to me when you come out a broken man.
All wightt Pve stayved here over long talking to asilly citb.
Now T'll cut it short!”

Two of the gang, evidently oun his instructions, were
approaching from the buggy, and he \\'r*‘}\r]ml to therm to
hurry up.  They quickened iheir ste ps, and he told them to
take the lad from the tree, and carry him to the bugery,
making sure that his arms and legs were still hownd,
they cid, and Bob was dropped on the footboavd. All
climbed inside, and Sutherland, picking up tha reing, drove
away.

the lad’s

nd demanded, after

e

(Continucd on woge iv of cover.)
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2 CORNSTALK BOB!

?; ~ Ccntinued from page iii of ccver) )
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The horse was a splendid trotter, and went off at twelve
miles an hour. The gang had not left anything to chance;
they knew the likelihood of a pursuit. Also, most probably,
they had mapped out where they would be safe with the
booty, and had calculated how long it would take them to get

D
@

to the lair.

The buggy, under the heavy weight, swung from side fo
side, and bounced over the decp cart-tracks on the rougi
road; but the strong springs held. Bob could not see where
they were going; lying on the footboard, with Sutherland's
feet pressed against his chest, he suffered great discomfort
and <lten pain. Ile knew.when the buggy ascended a hill
and wher it shot down a declivity, always travelling at break-
neck speed; and he guessed that the villains had a long drive
before them, and that they were hastening to get into
biding before daybreak. IHe listened for any remarks that
might pass that would give him a clue to their destination.
but they spoke very seldom, and then the clatter drowned
their voices. - :

They had been travelling thus for half an hour, when one of
the ruffians shouted in a warning voice. At once Sutherland
plied the whip, and the horse broke into a wild gallop. Bob
divined that they were being pursued, and a great joy swept
over him. e was bound hand and feot, and that would be
evidence that he had not been a party to the theft. ITe
wondered how the bushmen living around the station had
Leard of it so quickly.

And now the villains began to shout to onc anotber, and
there was a noto of terror in their accents.  Sutherland
whipped the eager horse savagely, uttering maledictions with
every blow, and in his excitement digging his foot into the
Lelpless lad benecath. It was clear-to Bob that they were
being overtaken. Ie wondered how long the race would
last, if indeed it was not cut short by the buggy overturning.
And ther, above the din, he heard- the thud of horze’s hoofs,
e strong, vibrant voice, and the sharp bark of a revolver.

Sutherland drove the harder., The horse was galloping up

a Lill, and as the buggy, passed the crest he shot down wildly 3
- on the far side.

Bullers kept whistling, and Bob began to
fear that the police were in pursuit. In that case, whilst, no
doubt exonerated from this theft, yet he would be arrested
and flung into gaol, a warrant already being out for his
arvest. Ay, the villain Sutherland liad done him a bad
turn sooner than he had cxpected. But he, toc, would be
caught. ~ There was, at least, satisfaction in that.
“ Suddenly the horse swerved, and it scemed as if the buggy
must topple over. But somehow the whecls on the left came
to the ground again. Bob heard one of the ruffians shouting.

¢(atch the reins, Dick!” he yelled. *The boss has been
winged, and has dropped them!”
* Sutherland began to crumple up.  He sank elowly, his
knees grinding into Bob’s ribs. Nearer and nearer came the
thud of horse hoofs. A mocking laugh rang out, and the
gang in the buggy yelled in their fury.

Now Bob could hear a horse galloping alongside the buggy.
- “Halt, or you are dead men !I”’ a voice rang out.

The horse between the shafts began to go slower.
rufiians had thrown up the sponge.

“Spare us!’ they- cried.

“Then pull up, and be sharp about it! T've no time to
loze I the rider answered. ¢ Tumble out, the lot of youi”

3
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Captain Dashwood to the Rescue.

The bugry came to a standstill. Snarling, the men stepped
out, and Sutherland was dragged to the ground.

« Qenot whilst vou have the chance!” the stranger said.
“The police ars not half a mide behind. Hey! Have I
pinked Sutherland? Give Lhim my compliments when he
comes round, and thank him for all his work in getting
this swag for me! Ha; ha, ha! Won’t he be delighted !”

The mian stepped into the buggy, and picked up the reins.
lis foot touched Bob.
~“Hallo! Another of them!” he said. “Then you'll have
to take your chance with the rest! What! A lad, bound
hand and foot, and—and—— Bless my life, if it’s not young
Tlilder ! Hey there, Bogong! What do you think of
this?”

The man pulled Bob up on to the seat next him. The lad
caw a black tracker riding up, his white teeth shining in his
dusky face. IHe looked at the man by his side.

“(Captain Dashwood!” he gasped.

« And very much at your service,” the highwayman replied,
his bronzed, handsome face all alight in a smile. “So we'
meet again, when I least expected. But we mustn’t delay;
we can yarn as we get along !”

He laid the whip acrcss the horse’s fanks, and the gallant
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animal sprang forward. The gang had vanished in the scrub,
carrying Sutherland with them. Dashwood looked back for a
moment, his shining, dark eyes and hooked nose giving his
face, in the half light, the look of an eagle. .

“Can we do it, Bogong?" ke asked.
m(}:mtcd, and riding hard !

Ay, massa, I can take them off you!” ihe black tracker
replied cheerily.  *We ride together to Whitgong Creel,
and then you dive into the hollow. T stay on the hill till
they see me and follow. You stay in the hollow till they
pass. Then you drive to Carambra Gulley, and I meet you
mn the evening.” ’

:: ?}1” your horsedlx'gmbout?” ‘

Horse verra good!” wgong chuckled.
Hildoo Sy s, g 9 ogong chuckled

He shot on ahead, leading Dashwood's horse by the reiu.
As“hc: ﬂashegi by Bob stared, and gave a cry.

“Why, Le’s on Brave Bess!” he cried, .
oAnd she verra ood!” Bogong shouted, looking back.

Better than my gsezee! So 1 swop when I saw her.
knew you and I meer soon. But no talkee-tallkee now .

‘He got fifty yards ahead of the buggy, and kepr at
distance. The pace was tremendous, but all the same
troopers kept gaining. Dashwood’s face was set hard
plied the whip, whilst Bogong with long strides of the g
steed kept casily ahead. Bob was too amazed by all t
happened in a couple of minutes to speak, and the highway-
man’s lips weve tightly compressed.

For fifteen minutes they raced along, and then, as
went up a hill, Bogong looked back, waved his hand.
quickened Lis pace. He shot up the hill madly, and Dash-
wqod, in another half-minute, swuug the buggy off the read
info a declivity covered with scrub. He drove down inte a
ho[!ow,. and reining up he listened.

:‘*} grim smile crept avound his lips as he heard a shout.

They spotted Bogong on the hill, silhouetted against the
sky,” he said. “Yes, and here they come. Four of them, 1
reckon, from the thud of hoofs.” :

Up above on the road the troopers, calling to cue another,
dashed past, and the outlaw drew a deep breath.

“Sharp work, that!” bhe rvemarked. * But a miss is a2
good as a mile. We'll have to get up on the road at once.
and cross to the far side, for they may double back at any
moment. When I'm two miles from here, all the police in

Fuit for me, and T don’t care But we'res not

“They’re well

8o says Massa

Australia may ¥
out of danger yet.”

He turned the buggy and drove up the nill cautiously.
Near the top he waited, and then shot across the road, and
into the serub on the far side. Dodging fallen trecs every few
he went along by the side of a creek, crossed it
presently, and came on to a path. Along this he went at a
{aster pace, bore away to the left, went in through the wild

yards,

ecrnb again, and came to a dense forest, scemingly
impenetrable.

Bui he evidently knew thie way. Jumping down, he led
the tired horse skilfully between the trees, in and out, up and
down, where the buggy was just able to scrape through, On
and on he went. For all Bob knew, even with his great
knowledge of busl: lore, they might have been going round
and round in a circle. Never had he entered such a maze.
The branches on many trees drooped down to the ground.
the heat was stifling, the darkness appalling, the ground
covered a foot deep with dead leaves, and the shrieks and
chatter of the birds enough to drown all human speech.
After an hour Dashwood stepped into a small open .circle,
The timber and scrub had been newly cleared.

“Bogong worked out this hiding-placg; no white man would
ever have dared to enter such a terrifying spot, for fear he
could never get out again,” Dashwood remarked. *Then he
made this clearing, as you see. A man might be only a
hundred yards from us, and the chances are he would never
ind us, but die of “uiger and thirst instead. There’s a hut
here, too, that Bogong kuocked together, and plenty of
grub, for which I'm joily glad. Tl unyoke the horse and
tether him, and then we'll beil the billy. Jump down and
give me a hand!” .

“1 can’t,” said Bob. “I'm trussed up like a fowl!™ N

“Great Scott! I forgot that!” Dashwood chuckled. “T1'11
set you free, and 1 guess you'll need to stretch your linbs
for a bit before you can be of any use.” -

He undid the cords on Bob's wrists and ankles, and helped
him to alight. Stiff and sore, the lad stood unsteadily whilst
his blood began to circulate again through his numbed
extremities, and Dashwood unyoked the horse. Together -
thev went to the shanty, and the highwayman Iit a fire,
whilst Bob sank on the grass and stretched his aching limbs.
A hot cup of tea presently revived him. But he had no
desire for food. Dashwood ate ravenously, and thern, lightiug
his pipe, he looked around. e

“ A snug place, this!” he remarked.
find it of use.”

Bob shirugged his shoulders.  His thoughis were running on
serious things.  Dashwood observed this, and sat up straight.

(Another grand instalment next week.)
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“T guess T'll often
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