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My Dear Chums,—

The special series of Camping Stories
have caught on, and the many enthusi-
astic readers whe have written to me on
this subject will be pleased to know that
there will be another excellant one next
week. ! do not suppose the merry band
imagined for “one mement that there
would be se many trials and iroubles
when they first planned their little ex-
pedition. “But, after all, the hardships

are all part of the game, aren’t they?

 What Have You Apgainst Me?” has
proved very popular, and next week’s
instalment Is full of surprises. A great
many readers have written to me in
praise of this splendid serial. The special
Levison number of the ' Gem,” to which
| have already referred, is now In pre-
paration, and there is sure to be a big
demand for it. There will be quite a lot
of interesting Infermation abeut this
popular character, and an extra special
story dealing with him, WNo reader of

the ** Gem " should miss this, There are
many other fine things coming aleng In
your favourite paper in the near future,
so keep a sharp look-sut! Don’t forget
to get next week’s ripping number early,
or you may miss the magnificent story of
Tom Merry & Co. There is another fine
sumber of the “‘ Boys’ Herald " this
week, containing a ripping leng complete
story of the amusing “‘Stringer & Col!”
and interesting chapters of the remark-
able story, “ Don’t Ge te London, Ladl"
The * Boys' Herald " s on sale every-
must get this

UR EDITOR.

where, and you reall
week’s issue. ‘Yg

"ANSWERS TO READERS. :: g

“Kangaroo ” (Hove).—The name of
the story was “ Heart of a_Hero.”
Dick Brooke wes the hero, and Sylvia
Carr was the roine; not sin
FEthel, my chum. There were soveral
art portraits before Talbot, viz: Blake,
Gus Knox, Cardew, Figgins, Gore,
and“kit Wildrake. The ages of Walter
Adolphus D'Arey, Reginald Manners,
and Frank Levison are, respectively,

St, Jim's is situated
Sussex, on the banks
1 A considerable dis-
tance north of Bognor, and about fifty
miles from London. _Wayland is the
biggest town near to St. Jim's. I can’t
say for sure whether you could get all
the art plates you have missed. Any-
way, write to the publisher of the
paper. Jack Blake appeared in Feb. 19
issuo, Kit Wildrake in April 2

“76, Pitfeld, Hoxton."—Reginald
Talbot is about a month older than To
Merry. Tom is just over 10. Why
don’t P. and L. pass into a higher
Form?! Probably because they enjoy
life better in the Remove. Write any
time you like, and I will answer your
questions dealing with 8t. Jim’s,
wish, however, you would remembor
to send your name and a nom-de-plume
next time,

W. E. Hicr (Shefleld).—I am sorry to
say that the copy you wanted has
out of print for over five years. No
doubt the publisher_has acquainted you

of the River Ri

with this fact. How big is Baggy?

Well, he only rises to the height of
4ft, 1lin, but makes up for 1t by
weight, which is over ldst.

Farry, J. F. T.—The correoct address
of 8t. Jini's is St. James’ College, Ryl-
combe, Sussex, via this officel All
correspondence addressed to this office
is sure of a veply. But if you try to
send it elsewhere you will only give
the postman an uunnecessary amount of
trouble, and eventually get your letter
returned to you. The Bt. Jim's art-
fg.étlure gallery commenced on Feb 19,

J. 8, Surre (Merchiston, Edinburgh).
—I am glad you_like *Through a
Terrible (ﬂdenl. * Tt was a good yarm.
Baggy Trimble’s home? Aha! He
Bagley Towers, a shimmering
mass of marble and gold, stands as the
highest landmark in Norfolk, Durham,
Dorset, and Wilts. This is the answer
Baggy gives; but, of course, his state-
ments have to be digested with o large
pinch of salt! Dick Redfern has three
gisters—Phrynette, Olive, and Kathleen.
They are ull older than he is, and go
to work. Levison and Fatty Wynn are
the two best bowlers and wicket-
keepers in the junmior eleven. I will
speak to Mr. Martin Clifford on the
subject of sfories, deseribing further
adventures of Jim Dawlish.

“Rarp” (Blackburn).—I am very
pleased io hear your favourite character
15 Cardew, and that you like the por-

traits,. They do liven up a den, don’t
mr I will think over the idea of a
-page portrait of the whole school.
You want to know the most handsome
boy in the Fourth? Well, Arthur
Augustus D’Arey insists, modestly, but *
firmly, that it is himself. Mr, Martin
Clifford thinks, Roylance, Cardew, and
fern run each other very close.
Has St. Jim’s a badge? Why, you've
been reading the GEM all these weeks,
and laven't poticed that a  print
appears twice in every issue, Take a
gl at the left and right-heid
corners of the portrait gallery, and you
will see what you are inquiring after.
The St. Jim's colours are red and
white. Which is_the most popular
song at the school?. Guessy's is "Let
Me Like a Soldier Fall.” Herries
answers, “The Exalted Ruler March.”
Ba Trimble mumbles * Blowing
Buﬁges," with alterations of his own,

until Percy Mecllish and Wildrake pitch
him out of the study. For the ot
when they pick on a good song, they

sing it until it fairly becomes murdered.
St. Jim’s has two months’ vacation in
the summer, commencing the last wee

in June, and ending the third week in
August, Sidney live returns ‘every
summer {o
Jong month out there.
St. Jim’s on March 14, 1917. The yarn
was called “* Cardew of the Fourth.” No,
gm are not the only writer from Black-
urn.
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The Enlarged * Boys’ Herald" is a Great Success!

A Grand, Long Complete Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s,

sy :

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Wet!
S T'S howwid i z

I “Why grouse!” asked Tom Merry cheerfully.

: :'I am not gwousin’, Tom Mewwy. I was wemark-
in"—"

“Trust Gussy to grouse!” said Jack Blake. “Just think
how Iucky you were, Gussy, not to bring your nobbiest coat
and your best topper.” P

“Yon wanted to,” remarked Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies—" I

“My hat! The rain's coming down?!" said Digby. * Never
mind, it's all in the day’s work(” .

“Tt's howwid! I was thinkin'—"

“ Thinking of the study at St. Jim’s!” said Monty Lowther.
40 of the giddy mansion where your noble pater is keeping
the home fires burning. No good thinking of it now, Gussy.”

“1 was thinkin'—"

] believe the water's coming in under the tent!” said

Manners.

““Can’t be helped !” remarked Tem Merry.

“Wall, so Lnn a8 it doesn’t get at my camera——
Manners, wit! pil[osophy,

“Bothah your old camewah, Mannshs!” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy warmly. “I was goin’ to wemark, when
ou fqgum ’peruisted in Intewwuptin’ me, that it was weally

owwid—o>" ]

KCImpi¥ out in the vac isn’t all lavender,” said Jack
Dlako. * Wou have 1o take the rough with the smooth.”

““Yaas, wathah! But—

*Jomebody’s bnﬁging all the dashed blanket,” said
Lowther. *“Who's bagging all that dashed blanket?”

“Don’t pull the blanket, Lowther!" said Herries.

“Do you want it all?” inquired Monty Lowther.

“I'vS. shovod ib over Towaor. Te's a bib damp here,” sald
Herrjes. “I've to see that my b‘.ll]do’& doesn’t catch cold,”

“Bloes your old bulldog!” roared Monty Lowther.

“Well, he's got all mine,” argued Herries. ‘I suppoze a
&og oug! t to be taken care of. A chap is responsible for his

said

nsible for anything, not even

EHII don’t beliere you're res;
onty Lowther.

for your actions!” growled

“] was goin’ to say—"

“Rats !” said Tom Merry. “Take it smiling, Gussy! "Tain’t
e

exactly comfy in & leaky tent on a wet night, buf

“I wegard you as an ass, Tom Mewwy, I was goin’ to
say that it is vewy howwid for old Solomon! That poor
old donkey is out in it,” said Arthur Augustus. 1 feel

wathah conscience-stwicken at bein” undah sheltah while poor
old Solomon is out in the wain.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. Evidently the noble
Gussy had been inisunderstood. His concern was not for his
noble self, but for Solomon, the donkey, for whom there
ceriainly was not room in ten e
e St. Jim's campers had a tent that sheltered seven, or
wes supposed to sheltor seven. There were eight in it, connt-
irz Towser, the bulldog. But a miracle of packing cculd not
harve found space for SBolomon.

Hirherto. Tom M]a:dv & Co. had found the tent an adequate -
shelrer. But they never camped out in a rainstorm like
this. so far, since the excursion had started.

It waz not only raining, it was pouring|

The tent had been pitched with care.

It was not at the bottom of the hillside, to cafch the water,
and it was not at the top, to catch the wi Tom Merry &
Gf.v.g Imag: how un}xli where to pitch nhtenf. £ i

ut the rain they were getting that night was really un-
usual. And the wind was hsi;h and rough. It dashed on the
tent, and the pegs strained under the gusts. Manners thought
that water was coming in under the tent, and Manners was
right. It was! . 4

he ground-sheets were in good condition, and there was
an adequato supply of blankets for warmth. So long as the
tent stood, the St. Jim’s campers felt that they could stand
it. They were begianinﬁ to have doubts, however, as
whother the tent would blow away bodily in the fierce wind.
1t was just like Arthur Augustus D'Arcy to think chiefly of
Solomon at that moment.

Solomon was a hardy animal, and he had been staked out
comfortably under a tree. e juniors wer_en‘t worrying
about Solomon, who had a great gift for looking after him-
self. Bub Arthur Augnstus felt a tender concern for their
travelling-companion.

“] supposs we couldn’t make woom for him in heah, you

.failowlf" asked Arthur Augustus thoughtfully.

“T'm afraid we couldn’t give him the cubic space required
by the bﬁ&laws of the county council {” said Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“But you could give him your place,” suggested Lowther.

“You uttah ass—"

“My hat! How the wind's blowing |” said Jack Blake, *1
really think I'd rather be under a roof to-night.” X

“Woll, it does a chap goed to rough it, you know,” said
Tom Merry.

“It’s barely possible to have too much of a good thing," .
said Monty Lowther. * What price the old study at St. Jim's,
with a good fire going, and a hot supper on the table?”
gwllx:.’a gwousin’ now?” chuckled Arthur Augustus.
rash!

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was interrupted.

A fierco blast of the wind caught the tent, and fairly tore
it from its holding. Like some huge bird it fluttered away
into the darkness of the night, and Tom Merry & Co, bounded
out of their blankets vri%il the downpour of rain drenching
on their hapless heads.

CHAPTER 2.
A Night Out!

HE night was like ink. - Tom Merry & Co. could
scarcely see one another as they blinked round in the
darkness and the rain.

The tent was gone. They heard it flapping away,
but they could not see it. Blankets and ground-sheets, at
their feet, almost floated in water.

“ (3ot under the trees!” shouted Tom Merry.

"'.Gh}vao‘?ghl Where are the dashed twees? I can’t sce
anythin'.
- “Same here! But’lhere are some treos somewhere, wheie

we left Solomon—- &

“Hark 1"

From the darkness came a sound, familiar to the campers.
Not a musical sound, but a very welcome one at that
‘moment.

Hee-haw! .

It was the voice of Solomon, the donkey.

TuE Gex Lisrarr.—No. 700.



1 " Everybody is Roaring with Laughter over * Stringer,”—

“This way|” shouled Tom Merry.

Hee-haw
Tom Merry & Co. plun, through rain and darkness i
e e B R arked

cheerful it might have gone on “ wainin'” all dsy,
and whl;g wcnd]:iaﬁny have heeu‘than! Herries was feay
busy I after Towser, who was web and grump; ;ﬁ
the di y that Towser’s supply of biscuits been

“Hee-haw |” as if to ﬁuide the campers, and the drenched
juniors ‘joined him under the trees. It was not dry there,
not by any means; but at least the low, thick bran and
foliage saved them from the direct downpour of rain.
. “Oh. Jove 1” Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy. “This
is wathah thick, boys!? *
“Oh, crumbs! I'm soaked!"”
Y think we're all sgaked,” said Tom Merry, as cheerfully
a3 he could. “Lucky we turned in with our clobber on, in
case of a,gcmlent; this time. We shall get dry, somehow, to-

MOTTow.
L moving,” said Blake. “If we stand still in wet
clobber, we shall catch cold, as sure as Huns are Huns!"”
*Yaas, wathah{ It would be a good ideah to do some
physical jerks, deah ,” said ur Augustus, * Nothin'
like physical jerks to the blood in circulation. I am
chillay, and it would be howwid to catch a

:;ggod Egeu!”tnkli“Tom. . - i 1 ek

ur Augustus lost no time in getting to sical jerks,
Undoubtedly, as sleep was out n%e the qwesl:ign, IJ‘FWB
exercise was a good plan to keep off the damp and the chill.
There was a sudden, fiendish yell in the darkness under the
trees. In the thick gloom, Arthur Augustus had started
to‘B] thout ow near he stood

ake.
* Yaroooh I

“Bai Jove !"”

“QOh! Ah—who—what—-" .

“My knuckles knocked against somethin’!” ejaculated
Arthur Augustuas, stosg;:g his_whirling arms. “I w h
what my knuckles kn against? It did not feel like the
t\rlt.;%k of the t.wee.“id' "

ou- o1 ou iot—
-“Weaﬂ me——" .

“You n jnbberwock!” shrieked Blake. “It was my
nose! You've banged me on the nose with your silly fist,
you frabjous bandersnateh!”

*; ha!” came in a howl from the other campers.

“Bai Jove! 1'm sowwy, Blake—"

“Will that mend my nose, idiot 7" howled Blake.

*“Weally, Blake, an apology from one gentleman to anothah
is surely suflicient?”

“ Not sufficient to mend a busted boko !" remarked Monty
Lowther. ‘“Sticking plaster would be more useful I

“Weally, Lowthah—— Oh, cwumbs! What is that
clutchin' at my neck?” gﬂ:{:d Arthur Augustue.

“Little mo " hissod Blake. “I'm going to bang your
napper against the tree. Catch on?”

rthur A::ﬂ.lstua struggled.
“¥ou uttah ase, w mel 1 wefusa to have my

nappah banged nst the twee! Are you off your wocksh,
you silly ass? cwumbs!”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

Arthur Augwstus noble napper tapped against the trunk
of the sheltering tres, and Arthur Augustus howled. Blake
retired into the darkness to_rub his nose, leavin&l Arthur
Augustus to rub his head. For several minutes there was
a steady flow of remarks from Arthur Augustus, whose
manners seemed to have lost the repose that stamps caste
of Vere do Vero.

Of all the party under the iree, nobody really enjoyed that

. night out; and only Solomon, the donkey sicceeded in quite
Preservinqrhis uanimity. The rain fell steadily till morn-
ing, and Tom Merry & Co. stamped and waved their arms
to Leen themselves warm, and yearned for daylight. With

the dawn came cessation of the rain, and a burst of sun-

shine through the clouds had an inexpressibly cheering effect

on the campers. 7
“Bai Jove! ‘That's bettah!” said Arthur Augustus D'Agey.

“ What a feahful. night, you fellows!”

“Thank. goodness it’s over!” grunted Munners. *If we

had_much more like that—""
“PDon't gwouss, old chap!"

“Who's grousing 1” roared Manners.

"S%ren’t you, old chap?” asked Arthur Augustus inno-
contly.
“ Assl Chum?I"
“QOrder!” exclaimed Tom Merry, laughing. " Let's get
ngni:la:";‘e"on, you fellows. Thank goodness the rain's stopped

The 8t. Jim's campers got a move on quickly, and it had
[y soothm‘g effect uporn tempers that were aps getting
a little “edge-wise.” Thers was plenty to douq'\aefore
broakfast could bs thought of. e tent had blown jnto a
hedge and hung on there, and it had to be T , and

blankets and ground-sheets had to be wrung out and stretched

in the sun to dry. Bub the fact that there was bright and
warm sunshine al the rain was a great comfort, As Gussy
+ Tae Gex Lizrarr.—No. 700 .

soaked with ‘water troubled Herries greatly. Towser turned
ughlanuugttbem, much to Herries' distress.

L you chaps, Towser won't touch his bisouits!” said
Herries, evidently in the firm belief that this was a more
izgg:runt matter than anything else the campers had to worry

I
Monty Lowther looked up from wringing out a drenched
and dnpp blanket.
“ Won' trfe. reslly 1 exclaimed Lowther, in a tone of
® rated horror. - L
"ﬁo—ll won't tauch *em!” said Herries.
“ Awful | y I make a suggestion:”

pext

“What's the good of that?” "

“ Drown Towser in it. Ill help you tie & brick to him,”
said Lowther genetously.

“You silly owl " roared Herries. .

Herries did not take Lowther’s advice, and did not seem
even grateful for it. He turned_all his attention to the
problem of Towser's breakfast. while the rest of the eamdpers
worked busily. By the time things had been reduced to
something like order, the campers were hungry—very hungry,
But_breakfast was a prohlem.

 Nothing to light a fire with,” said Tom Merry dubiously,
“and the bottle of spirit was busted, and it’s all gome, so
we can’t light the stove. Woe shall have to do without any

drink or—or cooking.”

“There's plentay of bwead!” remarked Arthur Augustus.

“The bmd-baés soaked.”

“ Looks like a sort of hasty pudding !” remarked Lowther,
mwelymg the supply of the staff of h%e with great disfavour.
“JI_7 suppose we can manage a little bit of it, if there’s
nothing better.”

“There’s the tin of corned beef,” mid Tom Merry.
“Tncky we laid that in. That will see us throi till we
9:;1” gét somewhere and get some brekker. Anybody seep
i

“T ought to be in this ruckesck-—"

"Anybgdy seen the tin of Chicago mysteries?” bawled

Kerr?:;: looked round. He was feeding Towser;.in fact,

just finishing feeding Towser.
) “Tt's 'a.il nigh ,"nfe said: “I found it.”
“Then ha.nﬁ it over, fathead.”

fi ;
Powser with it.”

“Eh! I'm feedin ‘
M"You’ve n;iven Towser the corned beefl” howled Tom
'erlxy&:m’t think it will do him any harm,” said Herries,

“0f course, I wouldn't give him American potted things as
a rule. Iness knows what the; might to his inside.
But in_an emergency like this— :

Herries' view of the emerﬁency scemed to differ from
that of his comrades’. = With one accord, the St Jim's
campers rushed on Herries and collared him, and bumped
him in the wet grass. .

here was a roar from Herries.

“Varoooh! You silly asses, wharrer you at? What's tha
matter now?” .

“There! You frabjous jabberwock I” gasped Tom Merry.

“Give him another!” yelled Lowther.

“Yarooop! What Oh crumbs!” X

When the campers packed lomon, end started on their
way, wet and weary, they started without breakfast, and
Herries marched with his comrades in o state of great in-
‘dignation. Bui he had the h:gpy eolace of knowing that
T'owser, at least, had breakfasted. and, =o far as he cou d see
at present, the American corped beef had done Towser no
Harm. Which was a great comfort to George Herries.

k4 CHAPTER 8.
Ructions on the Road !
EVEN schoolboys and Solomon trudged along a hot read.
There was ni]me of sunshine ag.er the reiny night.
Rain still lay in pools in the lanes, and the ditches were
fowing full. But the campers’ clothes had dried, and
the sunshine cheered ihem wonderfully. Spaﬂdmﬁ rain-
drops still glimmered from trees and hedges, and shook down
oceasionally over the walking party of 8t. Jim's. In spite of
the welcome sunshine, however, they were not ooking their
brightest. They were all hungry, excepting Solomon and
Towser. Solomon had found an am of thistles at
the last camp, and Towser was well provided with corned
beef. But Tom Merry & Co. were yearning for a meal. They
hoped to strike a village soon whers a meal could be
obtained, but a village did not loom up on the horizon in a
hurry. They had to grin and bear it—at least, to bear it.
1n the circumstances, it was difficult to grin,
Honk, honk!



—This Popular Character Appears Each Week in the Enlarged * Boys’ Herald.” 5

“ A dached car!” growled Lowther. > s
The honk of the motor came from behind the cnmgﬁrs as
- they tramped uﬁa rather narrow lane between high haw-
thorn hedges. ely lool round. A very handsome car
was coming up the lane at high speed, with a single occupant
leaning back ﬁ:ily on soft cushions, and smoking a cigarette.
There weas an exclamation from all the St. Jim's party at

once.

“Cardew 1"

The oncu%mt of the ear was Ralph Reckness Cardew, of
the Fourth Form at 8t. Jim’s.

Hoe glanced carelessty at the wilkers, but evidently without
recognising them. g‘om Merry & Co. were not lookin,
precisely as they looked when they strolled in the quadrangle
at St. Jxm'n. heir clothes were different, and their clothes,
too, had suffered from camping, and especially from their
last night out. Even Arthur Augustus I)'Arcy, the glass of
fashion and the mould of form at 8t. Jim's, looked muddy
and untidy. His beautiful Panama hat hed been trodden on
in mud, and did not look beautiful now, and his clobber was
in & state that would have distressed him severely if he had
not been still more di d inward y for break-
fast. And the rest of the campers were even more untidy
than Gussy.

Cardew was dressed with extreme elegance, as he generally
was. The ci?lm_!lh in his mouth showed that he considered
himself free from school restrictions during the vacation.

plightly amused smile played over his well-out lips as he ~
ﬁl.an ed at the muddy erowd in. the lane, but it was plain that
e did not know them.

The juniors crowded to the sides of the lane to allow the
ar to pass. But the lane was narrow, and Solomon, who
had & will of his own, chose to give it some exercise now.
Solomon_quietly but ﬁrmly declined to be jammed into a
hedge. He set his feet in a rut, and stood firm, and three
juniors du%ged at him, and two pushed from behind, and
Bolomon_ did not move. He s directly in the path of
the rushing car, and did not seem {o mind.

The chauffeur, evidently accustomed to reckless driving,
aid not slow down until car was dangerously close. But
Solomon would not move, and the juniors could not move
him, and the man had to jam on his brakes in a hurry.

Y Stop!” roared Blake, as ého car rushed down on them.

Eom Merry wm‘"?d his hand.

Stop, you ‘t.al:e. 113 lgnad._

For : d, though he had run it
- very close. The car came to & standstill six or seven feet
from Solomon's hind legs. Ralph Reckness Cardew stood up.
“What the merry thunder do you mean Il:ny stoppin’ my

car, you dashed gipsies?” he demanded warmly.
o ‘F;lliy,_ Cardew—"
Cardew

umped.

“My onl]y hat! Is that Gussy?”

“1 wegard you as a weckless woltah, Cardew, to wush a
cah thwough a pawwow lane like this at top speed!” ox-
claimed Arthur Augustus hotl{

“Go hon!" said ew politely.

“Yaas, wathah! And I considah——"

“By gad! You look a merry crew, {ou fellows,” said
(Cardew, surveyving the St. Jim's party with an amused grin.

1 took you for & gang of gipsies,”

“Weally, you cheekdy ass—" ¢

I heard that you'd gone off on a trampin’ tour for the
vao, said Cardew. '“You look as if you've been enjoyin’ it.”

“Oh; rats|” grunted Blake.

“Whoro did you bag tho moke?” asked Cardew, *Did you
win him at a cocoanut shy? Have you trained him to

rform these tricks?” went on Cardew imperturbably,
*Don't_you think it likely he may get run over one of these
days? You should be more careful with your moke. I dare
say he's worth five shillin's.” .
m"liieep your dashed car away till we move him!” growled

aKe.

“I've got to get home to lunch,” said Cardew politely.

“Hang your lunch!” ;

The dandy of the Fourth. with his car, his elegance, and
his impertinence, had a rather ezosperating effect upon the
dusty campers.

They were conscious that they did not present a very
creditable appearance just then, and Cardew’s amused
mockery was distinetly irritating.

“ We've not breakfasted yet,” said Tom Merry. “So you
ean’t expect us to worry about your lunch, Cardew.”

“By gad! TIs that one of the ,rolya of trampin'?” said
£ hing.  “It’s close on twelve o'clock.”

t do you good to do some tramping!” growled
ries. “You want a bit of roughing it."”
“Thanks, I'd rather not!” chuckled Cardew.

“I'm not a

particular ehapi_of course, but I shouldn’t care to show up in
ie i

i lookin' like you fellows at the present moment."
Weally, Cardow—-""

“Come wup, you brute!” roared Manners, jerking ab
Zolomon, s

“Shall I start, and give him a shove behind with tho
car?”’ asked Cardew. .

“Oh, dry up!” .

“Trampin’ doesn’t seem to improve the matters,” Cardew
remarked. “I don’t want to hurry you fellows, but may [

'meﬂﬁ’o.l,l again that my respected uncle expects me homo to
unch?

“ Bother your uncle!"” .

Cardew blow out a little cloud of smoke. |

“T'll give you two minutes to carry on with that moke,”
ha said, “then I'm goin’ to start.”

“You won't start till the road’s elear!” snapped Manners.

Cardew's eyes sparkled. %

“Won't "y James, you'll start in exactly two minutoes,
Do you hear?”

“Yes, Master Ralph.”

* Now get your silly moke out of the way!” said Cardew,
and he sat down again and lighted a fresh cigarette.

Tom Merry.& Co. started on Solomon. But that quadrupecl
was in one of his most obstinate moods. He simply refused
to budge. * His forefeet were firmly ﬂlmled in & rut, and his
hind feet seemed rooted to the earth. Some of the juniors

ulled, and some of them pushed, and Solomon stood firm.

'hen they tried backing hiin, with the same result. Solomon
would not advance, and he would not retreat. The chauffeur
sounded a loud blast on his horn to startle him away, but
Solomon only put down his ears and looked more obstinate
than ever. Cardew glanced at his handsome gold watch.

“Time’s nearly up!” he remarked easily.

‘Tom Merry gave the dandy of the Fourth an angry look.
Cardew was so utterly reckless that it was not impossible
that he would carry ont his threat, and start up the car with
the r.l'onkegostl]] blocking the middle of the narrow lane.
Certainly Solomon was to blame, but it couldn't be hel
And Ca , 83 a St. Jim's fellow, might have w
expected to be sympathetic and' helpful. Evidently no con-
sideration of that sort had crossed his careless mind.

“*You won't start the car!” eaid Tom.

“I will!” said Cardew. “You see, you've challenged me
now, and you know I'm a fellow of zg word! I'd run the
car on if there were a regiment of dashed donkeys in the road1
I warn you to stand clear !" :

Arthur Augustus D'Arey jammed his e, agll‘:sa firmly in his

and took u his stand between the donkey and the car.

. stood there like a rock. ;

“Now start the car if Bm dare, Cardew !" he said scornfully.

::%Vat out of the way, D"Arcy I
W

eally, —
“Will you kindly get out of the way,
thunda_rady the dnnivgof the Fourth, cf
you will get run over!”
“ But——"
“Clear the way!”
“¥ wefuse to do anythin’ of the kind "
“James I
Yes, Mastor Ralph?”
tart up!”

you silly ass?”
Shift at once, of

“

" _The chauffeur hesitated. He looked at the firm, unmoving
figure of Arthur Augustus, and he glanced round at his
master. Cardew made an angry
“Do as I tell you 1" he snap)
TCy again,

esture, =

James looked at D'A

Thres irs of fat hande q'rmod Blake. He was
whirled off his feet, and ru down to the -
way, with his nrm-mmdmum wildly flying. (Se
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“Stop aside, young gentleman |” he said.

“T wefuse to step .S‘.‘&ew

“ (et on!” shouted Cardew.

The chauffeur did not obey. If Cardew was reckless enough
1o take the chance, his driver was not. The car not move.
The dandy of the Fourth jumped up, his eyes blazing st
Arthur Augustus.

“Will you shift, D’ Arcy, you fool ¥

“No, {wil[ not shift, Cardow.”

“Then T'll jolly soon shift you 1" # =

And Cardew jumped from the car and ran right at the
s“:iel]z] of 8t. Jim's with his fists clenched and his eyes blazing
with anger.

CHAPTER 4.
Cardew Catehes It !

L TOR!”
S Tom Merry caught Cardew by the collar as he
rushed at D'Arey, and swung him round.
The dandy of the Fourth went spinning from Tom’s
strong arm and crashed into the hedge.

There was a chortle from the St. Jim’s party. Even the
grave face of James, the chauffeur, for a second glimmered
nbo a grin.

Cardew reeled against the hedge ond panted.

“Pway let him come on, Tom Mewwy!” said Arthur
Augustus placidly. “I am perfectly pwepared to deal with

the boundah!”

“I'Hl deal with him if he wants any more!” said Tom Merry
grimvl’y. 1 ;
« *Weally, deah boy, I wequest you to leave him to me. He

is a distant welation of mine, you know, so I have the wight
to teach him mannahs.”

“You're not going to fight him, Guesy [ said Blake. *Too
niuch on hané now for your little stunts.”

“Weally, Blake—"

Cardew detached himself from the hedge rather breathlessly.
Ilis eyes were glittering with anger. had started the
quarrél from sheer careless impertinence, but he was savagely
angry now. He pushed back his spotless cuffs and came
towards Tom Men'ﬂ.

“Pup up your hands, you rotter!” he said between his

eth.
“ Anything to oblige1”, said Tom.
Jack Blake brokeli‘;._
“No time for sora) now. We've got to get along and
hunt up scme bre . If that cad can't behave humself
we'll rag him, Cardew, stand out of the way and shut up!”
“Vaas, wathah "
Cardew did not heed.
He rushed on Tom Merry. hitting out, and the caplain of
the Bhell willingly met him half-way.
But the fight was not allowed to proceed. Blake and
Eww M‘]‘;’lﬂfec“a" and collared him.

p ake,
“ Better let him come on,” said Tom. * A thrashing is what
. he wants to take some of the out of the silly duffer !’

“Yaas, wathah| Leave him to me, deah boys—"

“We're wasting timel” growled Bizke. “Sit on hm,
%&Iﬁ:ﬂg‘[ L 103 goly, was ped down in the grass
and nettlés slong the hedgs. The chaufféar looked on stolidly
He would have come to his master’s assistance if called upon,
But Cardew did not call to him. Not that the chauffeur would

te

have been of much avail against the crowd of Bt. Jim's
T ardow sprawled in the damp grass, with rather serious
pesults to his elegant atiire, and sat on his chest.

“1'll look after him for a bit,” said Herries.
“Let me ug:" yelled Cardew.
:;Shdump! helplessly pinned down under Gedrge Herri
ardew was Ly 161 Wi T erries,
who was a good weight. He struggled and wriggﬁ:l in vain,
His hat hng rolled into the road, and his collar and tie had
jerked out. Several butions had come off his waistcoat in
the tussle and were distributed in the road. He looked quite
s dusty l‘lr‘lfi dishevelled by this time as any member of the

Bt. Jim's .

His me face was fairly blazing with rage.

Leaving him pinned down by Herries, the rest of the party
gave their attention to Solomon. :

Solomon still refused to be pulled to one hedge, or backed
to the other, but he condescended io be led onward. Fifty,
yards ahead thers was a turning, and Blake led the donkey
onward as far as thé turn, and walked him round it. The
problem was solved; the lay open now for the car to
drive on. While Blake held the donkey round the corner,
Tom Merry & Co. ﬁ;thmd round Cardew.

cad errics 1™

Herries rose from Cardew's waistcoat, with a grin. The
dand; of the Fourth struggled to his feet. =
“¥ou—you rotters1” he panted.
TeE GeM Lisrarr.—No. 700.

“You czn _get into your car and go on,” said Tom. “And
the sooner the beiter! This ought to be a lesson to you in
go‘ot;?ntll.nnaﬁ, &L’]?:wé:‘ . -

*Put up your han you rotter, if you're not afraid|”
shouted Cgrgew‘ o

Tom laughed contemptuously.

(et into your car,”

“T won’t {ill—"

Selzad by thase or k f hands, Ralph Be

o y three or four pairs of s, Rackness
Cardew was tossed bodil inlg‘the car. ' o

“Drive on, chauffeur[” said Tom Merry,

With a straight face, James set the car in motion. Cardew
scrambled up as it ghd’ud on. . He shook a furious fist at Tom
Merry & Co.

Monty Lowther kissed his hand in return—a friendly
farewell that did not have & soothing effect upon Cardew of
(hf_}l‘uurth. |

. He was still shaking his fist when the car disappeared froj
sight up the winding lane. Pl ™

“ Nice boy!"” remarked Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry laughed. ¢

“Cardew’s got his good points,” he remarked. ‘‘But he
did want-a lesson this morning—and he’s got it. Let’s get
on; I'm famished !”

“Bame herel” groaned Digby.

The juniors rejoined Blake and Sclomon and resumed their
way. altercation with Cardew had taken up time, and
it was past midday now, and they were almost ferociously
hungry. There' wes no village in sight; but when a wayside
inn came into view I.lm;;I 5

:I"We Tﬁny get ool ing here,” said M

'om Merry en the inn. A buxom, red-faced dame
shook her head when he mentioned lunch.

“We haven’t done catering since the war!” she explained.
It was an answer that the campers had received many a time

since walking-tour had n.
““ Anything in the eating line?” asked Tom desperately.
you like,” suggested the buxom

‘* Biscuits and cheese 1

one.

“ Any old thing,” said Tom.

He came out of the inn laden with biscuits and cheese.

“ Better than nothin’!” said Arthur Augustus philos
mg}ucnﬁy. “I could weally eat almost anythin’ now!”,

he 36, Jim’s party made a hearty meal on that simple

provender while they walked on with Solomon.

They looked for a suitable place to camp as they trudged.

Although it was un[f early afternoon, they wanted rest
after missing nearly all their sleep the previous night; and
they also wanted a equare meal. y
I “1 rather think this will suit us,” said Tom Merry at

A green meadow lay between the lane, and a stream at a
little distance. Further on rose the thick trees of a ﬁurk,
and the of a large mansion could be seen through the
trees, with a glimpse of a terrace and wide lawns.

The juniors looked over the low-rail fence that separated
th; meadow fx?lm ll.ho lan?. ’ i

t was an ideal spot for camping, and mentall;
decided on the meadow. LS i e

“Tt belongs to the house yonder, I should say,” Blake
remarked. “There's & gate through the wall at the end
into the park.”

“No doubt,” agreed Tom Merry.

“ Bettah ask permish at the house,” said Arthur Augustua,
“We must not be guilty of the bad form of twespassin’ 1”

“Oh, we sha'n’t hurt their old field!” growled Herries
“We've got to rest. Towser’s tired |”

“Weally, Hewwies—""

*“Gussy’s right for once!” said Tom Merry. ‘*Better ask
permission—it's plain that this meadow is o part of the
grounds of the house yonder, and as it seems to be used for

azing, there’'s no reason why they shouldn’t let us camp

ere. Gussy can go up to the housel"” i

“T am not vewy tiday to pwesent myself at the house,
deah boy! Pewwaps we bettah camp first, aftah all——"

“Bow-wow! You trot off and get permission, while I go
and look for a village and some grub !”

“ Vewy well, boy! Bat, weally—"

“Buck up, Gussy!”

Tom Merry started at once for the village, of which the
church spire could be seen at a distance over gam woods.
Arthur Augustus hesitated to start, however, 6 was very
particular b p i a naity 1 and cer-
?inb aiu appearance ot the present moment was anything

ut natty. .

* Are you going?” demanded Blake.

“Vaas; but—"

“Well, get a move onl” .

“Let us un Solomon first, deah boy,” said Arthw

. T shall nish my clothes-bwush.”
**Oh, rot!” roared 8.
“ Weally, Blake, 1 cannot pw

tabl

t myself at'a P
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kousc in this state!" said Arthur Augustus distressfully. “1
ehall not keep you waitin’ more than an hour or so,

* Fathead | ill go!l”

“Weally, 3

“Somebody had better go!” grunted Manners. “I want
to camp, and I can’ sit on this fence till sundown !”

“Pewwaps I'd bettah give you a bwush down, Biake, if
you l{:e goin’ il

a it

Evident) , Jack Blake was not so particular on such points
ag his noble chum. He started towards the house, and the
rost of the campers waited in the lane for his return.

CHAPTER 5.
Thrown Out!

ACK BLAKE passed in at & large open gateway, and
moved on up a wide, winding drive shadowed by
beech The ion in the di was rather an
imposing one, with a wide terrace along the front of

the building. and stepd from it to a sweeping lawn, level
almost as a billiard-table. The Fourth-Former of 8t. Jim's
felt a slight inward doubt as he neared the building; he
realised tﬁlt he was very dusty, that his boots were muddy,
and that it was, perhaps, rather a “cheek " to present him-
self at o country mansion with a request to be allowed to
cuns in an adjoming field. But, after all, if such a request
could be made at a far se, why not a mansion? ere
was really no reason whg not; but, all the same, Blake felt
on inward misgiving, and advanced ve? slowly up the great
drive. But, for meeting the surprised looks of his comrades,
he would probably have turned hack. But Study No, 6 at
Bt. Jim’s never admitted defeat; and, besides, there was
no reason why he shouldn’t be received with politeness, at
t. Blake was far from being of a socialistic turn of
mind; but he was conscious of a feeling that, dusty or not,
he was as good as anyl in the wide world. So he
dismissed his inward uneasiness and wealked boldly on.

As he came nearer the terrace, he discerned two figures
seated on it, near the top of the broad stone st that led
u}) from the lawn. One of them was a rather handsome man
of about thirty, with a forehead prematurely bald. The
other was & boy, whose back was turned to the lawn, and
whose face, therefore, Blake could not ses.

The elder was smoking an after-lunch cigar.
his eyes to Blake as that youth came in sight.

- An expression of surprise came over the man’s rather pale,
aristocratic face.

Blake, guessing him to be the master of the house, came
up the steps, and on to the terrace. . )

5 n the boy seated in a long cane chair turned his head
!E@ly,nh and uttered an exclamation. It was Cardew of the
0

‘ourth.
Blake, quite taken sback by the sight of Cardew, stared
at him, at a loss for the moment. It not occurred to
him for an instant that Cardew might be therc; but he
zealised in a Bash that this must be the house where Cardew
wan staying, and that the young men with the bald fore-

He raised

head was ly the uncle he had spoken of,
“Bydgad!" ejaculated Cardew.
The dandy of the Fcurth had evidently changed after his

adventure with the St, Jim's Jurt_v; he was clean, natty,
immaculabe as ever—and as insolent as ever, to judge by the
1ocking smile thut came over his f1ce.

The nﬁder looked sharply at Blake.

“Who are you? What do you want here?” he asked.

Blnke recovered himself.

Taking no notice of Cardew, he answered the master of the
bouse, raising his hat as he did so.

“Please excuse my butting in, sir! We're & party on a
walking tour, and we should like permisiion to camp in your
m?_ndew douén!’!.he road.”

04 .

“Of course, we shall be careful to do no damage,” added
Blake, “There are seven of us, and a donkey,”

*Quite o nice party, no doubt!” drawled Cardew. *You
don’t. often have o like this of entertainin’ tramps,
Uncle Lilburn!”

Lord Lilburn laughed.

. Blake’s eyes gloamed at Cardew. But he kept his temper
in check; he did not want a “row " with Lord Lilburn's
nephew on his lordship’s terrace. -

pormission, my boy,” said

‘I'm afraid I can’t give
Lard ,L:lburn, “1I never allow tramps or gipsies on my
es,” said Blake, an

Iamd,”
."We are neither tramps nor 'Esi
caimly as he could. “Your nephew there knows who wo are,
2s he is in my Form at Bt. Jim's.” )
Lord Lilburn gave a start, and glanced at his nephew.
""Is that the truth, Ralph?” he asked. “Do you know
this fellow?"
Cardew looked mockingly at Blake.
£ I likely to know & dusty tramp, uncle?” he replied.

“If that is a Bt. Jim's chap, he's forgotien the art of
washin’ since school broke up!"p ¢

But he says—" -

Oh, those rmlly tramps would say anythin’ " remarked
Cardew carelessly, *Certainty, T should decline to recognise
the fellow, even if I'd ever met him, It might be safer to
let & man see him out of the grounds—he may be here
stealin’ things !

“G-ad, yes!"” assented Lord: Lilburn,

Blake's eyes blazed,

“You cheeky cad, Cardew !” he roared, quite forgetting
his resolution to keep his temper. “If I had you at 8t, Jim's
now. I'd kick you the length of the School House!”

“Enough of that!” said Lord Lilburn, rising to his feet
and fx:own_mg. “You should not have come hers, bay, and
you will kindly clear off at once. William!”

;‘\Yu: n{iy ford 1™ "

tall, fat man in livery appeared in an oprn doorway on
the terruce. He had probably had an eye on Blake lmh;dy.

“Bhow this—this boy off the premises, William,” said Lord
Lilburn. “See him clear of the grounds, William.”

*Yea, my lord !”

The footman advanced across the terrace towsrds Biake.

“This way hout!” he said lofiily, “You should heave
come éu the back door, my boy. Get a move on, sharp ™

Blake did not heed him, Cardew’s denial of uaint-
ance had made him wrathful, and he was mentally debatin
whether he should go without having knocked the dandy o
the Fourth spinning along the terrace ardew read the
ﬂwu‘ght in his face, and smiled mockingly.

“You utter cad—" burst out Blake,

“Remove him, William !” said Lord Lilburn curtly.

“Yes, my lord !"

The footman dropped a large and heavy hand on Blake's
shoulder. The junior struck it angrily off.

“Hands off, you silly ass!” he said. “I'm goinﬁ. r
deal with you another time for this, Cardew, you cad !

He turned and went down the steps. . William rubbed his
wrist where Blake's knuckles had rapped, and glared after
him, He followed the junior down the steps to the path by
the lawn, and grabbed at his shoulder again. ¥

“You come al £ ana 3

“Let go, you fool !" reared Blake, .

“Throw him out, William!” Cardew called down from
the terrace, with a laugh. 5

“Cert’'nly, Master Ralph !"”

"W]lldyou_ let go my shoulder?” asked Blake, in a con-
centrated voice.

*No, I will not, you young scoundrel I answered William,
“Now come halong!” L -

He jerked Blake away down the path,

The next moment an earthquake happened to William.
He had & vague idea that something had butted hia well-
filled waistcoat, and that something else had hooked into
his fat calf. He wasn’t quite clear about it. What he was
clear abont was the fact that he wos sprawling on his back,
blinking up at the sky dizzily. About that there was no
doubt whatever. ¥

Blake walked away to the gates.

William sat up di ly.
“Oh! Ah! Wow!”

“ O 1™ h:dgaqud.
. He jumped up in great wrath, His lordship and Master
Ralph had both bidden him eject the intruder, and the
intruder had floored him. instead. William overflowed with
wrath, and be displayed more activity at that moment than,
pmbaf:ly, he had ever displayed at any earlier period in his
well-fed career.

“John! Peter!" he bawled. -

And he rushed dewn the drive after Blake. John and
Peter appeared from somewhere and ruel after him.

Blake ﬁim{:ﬂd back.

He disdained to run, but he walked on very quickly after
that glimpse of three fat footmen speeding on his traci.

He was a dozen yards from the open gates when they over-

took him.
A hand dropped on his collar, end Blake jerked himsolf
and spun round, }}ia fists olenched and his eyes ablaze.

7
g

away,

“Hands off ! Tl

“Throw him hout!" roared William.

Three pairs of fat hands grasped Blake, Jack Blake was
one of the most hefty fighting-men in the Fourth Form at
8t. Jim's, but he was not of much use against three full-
grown men, even though they were over-fed. He was
whirled off his eet, and rushed down to the gateway, with his
arms and legs wildly flying.

* Bai Jove !”

“Great Scott! What—" 5

The St. Jim's campers had strolled down towards the
gntes, on the road, to see whether Blake was coming. They
were in timo to see him as he came—and he came in a sur-
prising way. In tho grasp of three fat fooimen, Blake came
whirling out of the gateway, and fairly pitched into the
road at the feet of his chums. - .

- TrE Gex Lisrarr.—No. 700
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. Satisfaction Required I
“ WEAT ScottI® °
- “My only hat 1”

The three footmen stood
way. Jack Blake sat up in

for breath. .
He was feeling dszed and dizey. .
Herries gave him a hand up, and he s od to his feet.
“What the mevwwy thump——" gasped Arthur Augustus

A e B

T)r:ga was & olang of metal as the big gates closed. Throe
{at footmen went up the drive towards the house, grinning.

Blake panted for breath. § 5

He cast a fierce look towards the gates, and Dig took him
by the arm. oo .

“Come along, old z;!np." said Dig quietly.

grinning in the gate-
the road and gasped

ey
“No ming up & row,” said Dig soothinﬁly. “Not
with dashed Aunkeys, anyhow, old bean. Come along!

Blake allowaaklfxiuleli to be led away. He was seothing
with rage, but it was principally against Ralph Reckness

Cardew.

The campers returned to the spot where Solomon had been
tethered to the meadow fence. Tom Merry had nob yet
returned from the village. J

“Now, what’s happened, old man 1" asked Herries.

Blake grunted.

“I conclude, d“t?n boy, that they have Pogrl‘;l':;:napemﬁsh'

for us to camp in

wisely.

+ " “Fyom the mode of Blake's exit, I should Emnfine n
said Monty Lowther sarcastically. “Did you wor that out
in your head Gm%i"

“\Veally, Lowthah—"

- «Byt T don’t see why ihey should have chucked you out,
Blake,” said Manners, in wonder. “What was the row
about ?”

Blake gritted his teeth. .

“Tt turns out to be Cardew’s uncle’s house,” he said.

“Cardew I"

“Bai Jovel Was he there?” .

“Vesa. He declined to recognise me as a 8t, Jim’s chap,
and advised Lord Lilburn to have me turned outl” sal
Blake, botween his teeth. ¥Of course, I was surprised to
s0b the cad there. I knew Lilburn Lodge was somewhere
in Berkshire, but never thought we'd siruck it. It was
Cardew’s chance to get even for what happened this
morning.”

“The awful wottah!” .

«And you cut up rusty I”” said Manners thoughtfully. “It
would really have been wiser to keep your temper, old chap,
and walk out with dignity.”

Blake glared at the Shell fellow.

“You silly owl 1 he snorted. “Do you think 1 was going
to be marched out with a paw on my shoulder?”

“0Oh, if they handled you—"

“Well, they did!” growled Blake. “And I hooked one
beast over, and then Lwo other beasts came wp—"

“Wolten, deah boy !” said Arthur Augustus sym) athetic-
nlig. “ Pewwaps. I ought to go in and speak to Lord ilburn.
1 know him nhshﬂy. as he is a distant welation of :mme."

*Perhapa you'll get chucked out, too # grinned Digby.

village. He came with & variety of parcels and packels and
packs , evidently having laid in npgood aborup::limt all
possible contingencies,

“Here you are, you fellows!” he announced cheerily,
“Lots of grub ta of everything. What are you looking
50 rl'.;,h solemn about? Solomon been up o his tricks
again?”

“Noj; it’s Blake this time.”

“Always some donkey gwm%lmuhle,” said Tom.
we got permission to camp in the meadow?”

" Wﬁl,qmﬁal:' ":i.“".;'fm;"“"“' ed the of the

what's hap) " inguir captain 1

Shell, looking in surprise from ol?e serious face to another.

Blake out_an anation. Tom Merry's brow
grew darker while he li L

“The rotter !” he ssid. “A word from Cardew would have
made it all right for us. 1 suppose this is his retaliation for
this morning with hie dashed car.” 5

“Yaas, wathah |”

““Well, let’s get on,” said Tom. *
the other side of the village, I dare say.

“I'm not coming I” ained Blake, “I'm going to hang
on till T see Cardew again, and thrash him.”

“My dear

“And it's no goo talking I” Blake had evidently made
:f ‘his mé‘nd, and his temper was still too ruffled for patient

ment

- Tom Merry amiled resignedly.

“Well, I dare say a hiding _w%]l do Cardew " he said.
“But we can’t hang on for ever just to thrash ew.. Very
likely he won't ocome outside the park gates till he feels pretty

“Have

o'}l find a camp on

"

': But we must camp somewhere,” said Tom. “Dash it all,
we've had n to eat to-day but cheese and a biscuit or
iwo. Be reasonable, old chap.

“I'm not asking you to stay,” said Blake stolidly. “I'm
not going on till I've seen e

“We can’t go on without you,” said Tom, in some per-

p[ent}y.

 Please yourself |’ said Blake gml’ﬂ;‘.

“Well, what are we going to do?’ asked Digby. *Did
Fyou see ‘-nngood camping-ground between here and the

yillage, Tom? :

“No; it's all L walls. But there's plenty of open
eountry on the other side of Woodedge, a couple of miles on.”

“That's too far.for me,” said Blake.

Tom Merry laughed.

“If we stay here we camp by the road,” he gaid. “I1
suppose we can manage it, somehow. You're rather an ass,
Blake! But a wilful ass must have kis way. And, after all,
you’re no worse than Solomon is sometimes—"

B pabt Sl i

camp’s word !” said Tom Merry.

“Right-ho!” i

There was a belt of grass beside ihe lana, between the road
and the meadow fence. It was close quarters for camping,
but the St. Jim's party had no choice, unless they were to
go on without Blake, which was not to be th t of. So
preparations for camping were made at cnmmefha juniors
gathered firewood u]onﬁ_the hedges. and ere long the smoke
of a camp-fire was curling up_in the sunny air, and there
was a pleasant scent of cooking, very pleasant indeed to
the hungry campers. And under the genial influence of a
followed by coffee, even Blake's im _ face
relaxed, njlzrf ho found his good temper again, thoi his

“Well, we can’t camp here, thal’s a cert,” remar ed uare meal
Manners. “lt’s rather uniucky you fell out with them,
Bleke. I was going to ask ission to pk ph the

place. I suppese I can't now.
“QOh, bother your silly photographs I” grunted Blake,
“Look here—" :
“May as well get on!” suggested Lowther. “Our way
lies towards the village if we're not camping here, and we
shall meet Tom coming back.” .
Blake leaned on the fence, #till breathing hard. There
was a look of dogged determination on his face,
“YVou fellows can go on, if you like,” he said,
“But you—"
“I'm staying here.”
" “We can’t camp on Lord Lilburn’s ground after what's
happened, you know,” said Manners, in a tone of gentle
remonstrance.
“I'in staying here till I've scen Cardew.”
“What t] a\ump do you want to see Cardew for?"
“I'm going to thrash him,” said Blake. .
“But

B
“No good talking.. I'm not stirring from here till I've
handled Cardew. I'm not asking you fellows to wait!”
snapped Blake. “You can go on. I'll join up again some-
where or other.” P
“Weally, Blake—" .
“T'm not going on,” said Blake.
“We'll wait here till Tom Merry comes back, anyhow,”
said Monty Lowther. And they waited, %
It was not long before Tom Merry errived from the
Tae Gew Lisrarr.—No. 700,

iminished.
CHAPTER 7.
In the Hands of the Philistines I

“" Y gad!”
lRel h Reckness Cardew stopped in the lane, and
stared.

The sun was sipking low behind the trees. A
glorious day was coming {0 its close. After the storm of the
night before the blazing day had been welcome to the 8t.
Jim's campers, and their rest by the roadside had done them
good, added to a square meal of unusual proportions, As
the sun sank lower the camp-fire flickered up against the
shadow of the trees very cheerily, and the juniors sat round
it and chatted, and made their pia.ns for the morrow. And
then came that sudden ejaculation in the voice of
Reckness Cardew, which made them all jump and look

: to punish Ralph Reckness Cardew for his
insolence was not in the least

round,

Cardew, sleg;nt and careless as ever, was sauntering down
the lane, smoking a cigaretie. He had n_alightl{-lfred
expression on his face. Perhaps he found life at Lilburn
Lodge rather “slow " ai present, though, as a rule, it was
a rather lively place. Cardew was evidently surprised by
the sight of the St. Jim's camp. He had suppesed that Tom
Merry & Co. gone on their way long ago.

He halted and looked at them.

A grim look came over Jack Blake's face. He had
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recovered his lost temper, bl.g-hﬂ had by no means forgotten

or forgiven the humiliation w put on him. Ral
I ess Cardew had an account to pay, and Blake intended
508 Fove 11 that wottah 1" remarked Arth
x ove! It's that wi I'* remar| Arthur Augustus
Arey. “Weally, Cardew, I wondsh that you hass the
cheek to show your face heah.” .
dew smiled 1

“I was wonderin’ at yhu: cheek!” he answered. “Don't
you glﬁmw that tramps are not allowed to camp along this

“We are not twamps, you cheekay cad!”
,“¥ou look the part, st least,” mi Cardew genially. *“ And
I'm a!nllg my uncle wouldn't be pleased to ses your gang
re.

oam{'sd
* Your umclo con go and eat coke!” said Tom Merry.
"T_h;rn‘ is common land, and anybedy can camp here who

Cardew shook his head. . .

“Landowners have a certain amount of power in their
hands,” he remarked casually, “even outside the precise
limits of the law. I rather think that if Lord Lilburn tele-
phones to the police-station at Woodedge, askin’ for a man
to be sent to'move on a gang of tramps who's camped near

'lud;o E‘ltel, a man will be sent—what?”

“*Quite Likely!" said Blake, with & nod.

Cardew laughed.

“¥Yery likely, indeed—what?" he said.
but I've a good memory, you know. You should not have
‘f;?];k@d"m this mornin’ 1f you wanted me to let you off

“1 wegard you as a cad, Cardew.”

“Go hon{”

Blake made a sign to Herries and Digby, whé grinned

“I'm really sorrys;

and moved out into the road. Herrjes sl tween
Cardew and the way he had come, Digby loun, round to
the other side of him. ew noted the enveloping move-

ment, and shrugged his shoulders. The grandson of Lord
Reckness had plenty of nerve, and he did not seem disturbed
by finding himself in the hands, as it were, of the fellows he
had flouted, and whom he was oven now threatening.

“Jo that's the game!” said Blake quietly. *“We're going
to be moved on, are we?”

Cardew nodded.

“¥es. I'm not:lottin’ you off yet.”

“You seem io find a pleasure in making yourself un-
pleasant, Cardew,” said Tom Merry contemptuously.

“Pretty Fanny's way, you koow,” answered Cardew
ulm.ldy “Just one of my little manners and customs.

u'd stroked my fur the right way I'd have stood by you.

ut_you didn’t. 3

“T would certainly not take the twouble to placate you in
any way, you wottah!" said Arthur Augustus, with lofty

b‘:'EmtIeyd."' 'ulenmcg!dew. “fuul.‘. in. that case you must

repared to pa iper, you know.”

) “pI utber_th?ni it u'Fnyun that will

Ju!'ut.rl?ﬂ’i;l;ﬁltd Jack Blake. ‘;Yon'm wa

of the Philistines, my pippin.
=Y thah 1" "

ay the piper this
ed into the hands

# Lookin’ for satisf: 1 you wers chucked oul?"
asked Cardew calmly.

“Just that!' assented Blake.

“An!thin' for a little excitement,” said Cardew. “I don't

mind givin' you a lickin', if the merry menials haven't given
ou enot to satisfy your appetite. I suppose you other
ows will seo fair play?”

“You'll get fair play from us, though we don't expect it
from _you !” snapped’ Manners.

“Yaas, wathah!” ®

Cardew smiled mockingly. )

“That's good enough. = Are you yearnin’ for a scrap,
Blake? I've been doin’ some boxin’ with Levison and
Clive before I left Levison's place and came on here to be
hored by my dear old Uncle Lilburn. T'll be quile happy
to oblige you; even a black eye will break the monotony.
It’s hard cheese on .a chap,” went on Cardew, in a cheery.
confidential way, as if he supposed himself among the best of
friends. “I stood a week at Levison's show, on my best
behaviour, never venturin’ even to light a cigarette, lest the
charmin’' Doris uld ses U‘;d nn']__ﬂli; shocked. %‘han i cafl:a
on here for a time. @ Lilburn generally makea the
fur fly; thara‘f‘gsneuﬂy a ¢rowd at the Lodge that would
shock you fellows even to look at "em. They keep it up,
you know, and furnish copy for the merry reporters who
ear an honest livin’ by describin’® the weird doin's of the
gmart set in country houses. Bat, alas! in me, dear youths,
you behold a disappointed man!”

“Weally, Cardew—"" =
“Instead of the jolly jazz, the flow of wine and song,

8

an’ bridge until tho small hours, and the click of the m:
billiard.bs rdew, *thers's nots

went on 3 solemn seriousness
that would be just in your line, Gu”ﬂm An’ the reason? Dear
old nunky went down deep on Alan Breck for the Derby.

He's sunk all his available funds on that deceptive ges,
and now r:gld economy is the order of the day. Ianfe&enk-
ness won't come to the rescue. my me; rand-
father has also been backin’ the wrong nr andr?o.qu
these tears! Not a guest in the house exceptin’ my unworthy
self; and dear old uncle spendin’ most of his time in calen-
latin’ how to meet his losses, and wonderin' whether he’ll
bo able to pay for the cigars he's smokin® all day. And I
can’t g:t away till Saturday !1”
. Cardew sighed deeply. .
th“tjr yot;r ui;acle henhrdf yousam::iering lita htl.hil, {hnurmiu
at you' away before Saturda; robal with & boot
behind ouf’g remarked Lowther ,,.,’.’;ﬂ;mn,_’

“Well, that would be rather amusin’,” said Cardew.
“I've had two rows with nunky already. He called me a
choeky cub, and T called hin an old idiok. Dear me, I'm
MY You bats wliy upsitied b

“If you have w applied such an expweesion to your
uncle, Cardew,” anidy Arthur Augusf.uu,xpin his lavc’ml‘.
manner, “I can only wegard you as an uttah wapscallion !”

“You've got me!” said Cardew ially. *Bein’ &

I fanc

. rela-
tion of mine, you catch on to my character perfectly!” He

awned and turned to Blake. **Is it a scrap, dear man?
see that Herries and Digby are guardin’ the road to cut
off my escape. But, bless your innocent little heart, I don't
want to escaﬁ:. I'm yearnin’ for a little excitement, and
I'm quite lookin' forward to alterin’ the aspect of your
features. After all, any alteration would be an improve-
ment, wouldn't it?"”

“I'm not going to fight you now,” said Blake quietly.
*I've been waiting on here, Cardew, to caich you, and my
first ides was to give him a thundering good iidmg. But
T’ve thought of a better stunt than that.”

“*gtick to the hidin’, old bean. I'm ready.”

Blake shook his head.

“I've got a better wheeze. You're a lazy,
cad, Cardew, chiefly owing to idleness, 1 fancy——'

“Isn't sermonising Gussy’s stunt?"’ asked Cordew. *Are
you &ron'nhm’ on Gussy’s preserves, Blake?"”

“Weally, Cardew——""

“I'm going to give you something to cure it,” went on
Blake, unheeding. “I was just discussing it with thesa
fellows when you came along. Bee that he doesn’t out, you
fellowa [ -

“ Yes, rather!” grinned Digby.

“But what's the little scheme, Blake?” resumed Cardew.
“If you're not goin' to ecrap, .what’s the game? T've
wasted enough of my worthless time on you, and you're
beginnin' to bore me.”

“We shall bore you some more before we've done, 1
think,” said Blake grimly.

“¥Yaas, wathah!” chuckled Arthur Augustus.

*You ses, you're coming on tramp with us for a few days,"”
Blake explained.

Cardew star

nm.?erl.mnnl
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i Wlu.t! Ynuu invitin’ me to join your party?” 2
“w

“ Well, tlut'- returnin’® good for evil, an’ no mistake.
smrg I can't mpb the offer. The strenuous life never

did appeal io me.”

“You ntulet" smiled Blake.

i ‘Enrry, yes.

Borry, too,” sau‘l Blake, §till smiling.

see, you won't be allowed to refuse.
\vhevger lyw like it or not.” 5

"W re ve you three days of ruug-hm
|;lama:1 B! Iu":l flnnk it will do you good.

d hed, but his laugh had an uneasy ring in it.
HE“&.‘:E hr:fd emelsnel:s u‘:gthe faces of the 8t Jim's
juniors, and he was well nware that he had ang:nwd

met eyes

“ Because, you
You’re coming,

it,” ex-
e’ll (io our

them, He g up and down the road, and

of Ilernel nnd Digh, nd Towser! There was no escape
for hm:, he was {u_rgl:avnnd earshot of Lilburn Lodge, if
he had thought of calling for help. DBut ho did not think of

that, Cardew was iecustomed to looking after himeelf, and
he tock a rather ma in being indepen dent of
others; and it wo hn-e very serious emnrgency
indeed that would have caused him to mll _for help.
backed away a little, with a gleam in his eyes. Blake
[o]lowed him. into the Toad.
Are mn{ldun 2™ asked Cordew at last.

ot 8t
".'l! you think you're gnm Jto make me join your no-class
df.rnmpm the roads—
o.
o Yon 're makin’ a mistake,” gaid Cardew.
“I think not,” lud Blake cheerfully. “You see, force ie
on our side, same as it was on your side this afternoon when
ur Aunkeys chucked me, out. Sauce for the goose, sauce
r the er, you know.
Cardewdmadeaphmlh. He had expected a * scrap
as soon as he found himself in the presence of the Bt. Jim’s
.party, But certainly he had not expected anything of this
ind. His eyes burned with anger, and there was some-
thmx like apprehension in his face now. When the -dmn
tage hed been in his hands, he had used it without mercy, to
gratify his mnlaqmus humour. Now he was to be done by
as he gad done by others.

”

u think I am gdin’ to stay here against my will,
then 1" bo saked, vetting oyt
“I think are,” assented Blake. “I- f.hmk you'te

‘you
g to k it for threo days. 1 think
fmnn a EeauonmF 'ya‘:lyreoiudl? in need -of, d’ I this
going to you that valuable lesson. Caich on
Cardew did not reply. He turned back towud- f.hn dis-
tant house, and made a to Herries. Herries
did not bud, In a second Digby and Blake were on the
soene, and they had hold of the dandy of the Fourth.
“Let me go!”_ shout Oardew l'unouﬂy.
“Not this wemeg?" ﬁzmned

to
we're

Uude 1 hit out I‘ 1 But he was
e i the Sone, pas o o, ek, v
to the camp-

Eock und struggling, he vma drng-gsd back
ﬁm—“;‘ nmerm‘ gl"nml ds of Tom Merry &

CHAPI_'EK&

Kidnapped !
HE full round moon came up over the tree-tops, glimmer-
mg down upon the lanes and meadows and cam
the St, Jim's party. The fire died ou m
juniors were packing Solomon. Cardew
agumsb tha meadow fence, his face with iupxmqed
anger, his eyes glittering- under his bent brows. cord
was looped round his wrists, and he could not leave the fence,
With 'savage eyes, he watched the preparations of the
un.m rs for dapnhl
the intention of the St. Jim's party to spend
cha night in thau ent camp, but the capture of
‘kness Cardew altered their plans. The pight was going
to be ﬁuu. with bright mmhght—]usb the nj, hf. for trampmg.
And the campers ted pretty thoroughly in the
afternoon. ey vmm :te prepared for & ]«mi‘h\mg,
if they were to keep their prisoner in their hands it was
evident that they had to get away from the neighbourhood
of Lilburn Lodge as soon as possi
Cardew could scarcely” believe that the juniors really in-
tended to take him away with them on their march into
unknown quarters. He had earned a severe lesson at thclr
hands, hut he could hardly believe that one waa going to be
administered,
But what faint hope he h:d on ﬂnt. poinﬁ Wwas BOOR dm(-
E“Bd As scon as the of S was
lake came towards him,
Ready now I” he remarked.
Cardew gave him a bitter look.
TaE Ges LiBRARY.—-No.
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“You think you're goin’ to kidnap me like thisi"
think so g lgrusulhnhka. s

serenely.
“You'll soon see about that!” he answered,
“M uncle—"

Your uncle won't be anxious about you,” said Tom Merry.
"\;\Lera going to let Lord Lilburn know that you've come
with us.’

Ln.niew shrugged his shoulders.

My uncle wouldn't be anxious in any case,” be said. “Heo
doesn't value his dear nmephew h:ghl_v enoug'h to, be anxious
about him. DBut if I don’t go home he will mias me, and
will telophone to the police-station—and then, I fancy, you
will be in Queer Street.”

* Bat nunky won’t miss you,” said Blake eool.ly. “ Nunky
will hear that you l;ave gone with us, and there’s no reason
why he should worry.

“You rotter—-—"

*'Nuff said I

.iled;e ]:‘?nle.l:m col:dE on ‘sh: fgj::e, and Cardew, as soon
a8 he fou roe, made a desperate spring to escape.

He was collared at once and jerked back,

“ Weally, Catdew€ it m no_ use cuttin’ up wuff!" sid
Arth;:r Auzustuz. D’Arc; “You Have got to toe the: line,
you know.”

"u.ll'-ll make you suffor for this!” said Cardew between his

t you're going to do the suffering, old top,”
ill you let me goT” hissed Cardew.
"Scnml_vl
“Move on!” said Tom Merry. * All ready no
Dighy stu!ed leading the donkey. Cardew ﬂwd where he
was, gritting his teeth, as Blake jerked at him,_
“Get a move on!"” ldmnnhed Blake.

“I'll not stir a step !
*Then youw’ll be led " said B]lke, with undiminished good

humour. "Perha. u are one of the animals that can be
led, _ﬁl?ut not dr:ven ?ﬂ try you, anyhow. Hold the onlﬂ”
“¥aas, wal

Blake knotted s oord round Cardew’s right wrist and jerked'
him into the road. The other end of the cord he secured to
Solomon's pack.

Solomon marched on, and Cardew l.url no choice lboui
following him. The on his wrist_kept almgude
donkey. The juniors followed mth E:mnmg faces.

ew was white with ra;
moment to momen

donkey. Ha rom

rch of help, But the party did not pan dnng the

Lodge. They turned into a nparrow lane hedged

fields that enabled them to make a detour of I.he Lodge and

the nllag-e beyond.  Nataurally, thero were good reasons
parading their prisoner in public.

%e country lanes were lon anough after nightfafll, Fer
two miles the jumiors tram on without meeting a soul.
By that time tlmy wera un e farther side of Woodedge.
hen ﬂ:ey the road and taking cover in a

i md T erry uitted the gﬂy. Ha dis-
eared in the dlmctmn of the nlla.ga, and Cardew’s glance
followed him savagely.

“Are you goin' to let me go now, you rotters?” he asked
m a low voice.

““Wathah not, Cardew.”

‘““What are we waitin’ here for?”

4 Wmuug for Tommy to come bnd: * said Lowther cheerly.
“He's 50119 to send a message to your uncle, so that the
ieﬁ:“ol nt wunt be anxious. I{unt worry about Lord

ilburn,

Monty Lou bﬁer was well aware that Cardew was fn' irom
worryuég abopt Lord Lilburn, or about anybody but hi

dy of the Fourth gave him a lurmul{ook

But his looks did not worry the St. Jim’s campers. They
bore them with great equanimity.

Tom Merry rejoined his comrades at last with a smiling
face. Cardew’s eyes glittered at him.

“All serene |” said Tom. "There sa telephone call-office in
the village, at the post-office, and I got on to it, though it's
after hours. V-ry nice and obhgmg post-mistress there. I've
tghonad Jour un , and' he won't expect you home

i

P o

“Thanks! Move on, you chaps

“Look here!” exclaimed Cnrdew ssionately. “If you
think you ean keep up this :foolery yo?:re min*uzﬂnl I shall

WO

yell to the first policeman we pa

“We sha'n’t pass any ” answered Blake coolly,
“We're ng to take jol e-ra of Hnt ¥

“P g uf. for help to

“We're selecting our rou ni old top, and Lhera
won't be many gnnen -by,” “You see, we can't
Ean‘r with your fascinati: B"U yet awhile. ¥You haven't

n.dﬁou:riuwnyeﬁ,;uu oW,
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“Bow-wow! By the way, if you yell at anybody we may
happen to pass I ailll s&ulfs: potato izto your mouth, Cardew. ’
Thet's a tip!”

“Confound you! I—"

«'Nuff chinwag! Get on!™

“I wen’t movel I—""

“Gee-up, Solomon I” .

Solomon moved along the lane, and a sharp jerk at the cord
drew Cardew after him, With a tempest of fury raging in
giu lmbm“ the dandy of the Fourth tramped on beside the

onioay. 3 5w

Tom Merry & Co. walked on in great spirits.

They were well rested, and feeling quite fresh now, and the
mooniit night wes besutiful. They quite enjoyed the night
tramp—as perhaps Cardew might have done i a different
mooFBnt Ralph Reckness Cardew wes not quite in the
humour to enjoy anything just then.

Keeping mfﬂm away from main roads and following the
lanes, the 8t. Jim’s party proceeded merrily on ir way.
They were now in country that the Co. knew well, as they
had caravanned over the same grouid in a yacation some time

revi . ir knowledge stood them in stead now.
‘They trudged on by lonely [anes and field-paths and woodland
footpaths, and Cardeyr stared about him in vain for & hope
of resous, Onoce in a shadowy lane they came on a labourer
going home late, probably from an inn. Cardew uttered a
yell ﬁ‘:l thie,y cams

“ Help

The countryman jumped and stared round him.

B]:im and HmJeu promptly collared Cardew, and in 2
second a large potato was cremmed into his mou
* Cardew choked and spluttered, quite deprived of the power

;1,1‘. and was blinking at the party

h the shadowy moonlig]
e anythin® the matter " he asked.

2 ” d Merry cheerily. “Good-night!™
- “But I heard—"

The passed on, leaving the couniryman staring. The
'u:;iunpl:ﬁ thered round (fudew, concealing the faot that

e was al ed to the donkey by & long cord. In a minute
or less the shadows swallowed up the party, and the country-
man, shaking his head in a puzeled way, tramped on. !
Reckness Cardew was chewing savagely at the potato, ejecting
it in portions, but the stranger was far out of earshot before
the dandy of the Fourth found his voice again. .

“Oh! Ow! You rotters!” g Cardew.

“Hallo! Talking againi” said Blake. “I want you to give

irm wto’t;d, Cardew, not to yell out again.”
“¥ wan't P’

“Then you'll be gagged,” said Blake coolly. '

"Hn? youl .

““Hold his jaws open!” said Blake.

Cardew resisted desperately; but his mouth was forced
lopeu, l;dﬂh.!nkn nrammodo:‘lhmdkmahin!’dhg:léh ’Wiﬂl a
length wine passed sev times rounc ew's head
he secured in its breathed hard

thr
“§
“

‘1

goinf to get, old bean, is what you need, not what you
want.”

“You haven't started the fire yet, Cardew!" réminded
Blake, * We've gathered the fuel, Now it's your bit,”

“1 won't stir a finger!” )

“ Lay him in the grass!” Blake said.

Clrxuw resisted furiously as three or four of the juniors
collared him. In spite of his savage strug he was
plumped face downwards in the thick grass. took thoe

o when 1" he said politely,

Whack| Whack! Whaok?

Cardew wriggled under the strokes. 5

“Say when!” repeated Blake, after the third. There was
no answer from the infuriatad dandy of the Fourth.

Whack ! Whack! Whaek!

Cardew writhed as Blake brought down the malacca cane
upon his person. Blake's full force was behind each blow,
and the hapless dandy of the Fourth bit his lipe with the

in.

“QOh, hn.ni you!” he burst out. “I'll make you suffer
for this! Tll—I'll-I'll—" He choked with fury.

Whack ! Whack! Whack! y

“Weally, Cardew,"” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy severely,
“weally, you know, you are actin’ the goat! ¥You have
to toe the line, deah boy, and you should wemembah 1
it is &ll for your own goo& Pway do not act the giddy ox,
Cardew, for your own sake, qo« know !

g‘l":ickrd;ruggled! d wriggled and writhed, But Blak

ardew and wriggled and writhed. Bu e

laid on the strokes in deadly earnest.

“Say when m’ra tired I"” he remarked.

Whack! Whack! :

“8top," shricked Cardew at last, “you rotter | Stop I
“ Are you g'o’i’ng to do your share of the work?"

“Hang you

= T
“Vest .

“Good man! Let him up.”

Cardew was released, and he rose to his feet quivering
with rage. He looked.for a moment as if he would spring

at 8.

Blake smiled.

“Careful, my infant!” he said. “If you ask for any
more, yau’ll get it, and then some! You're getting what
you've asked for, and we're going to hand it out quite
generously.”

“You rotten coward ! Cardew muttered. “If you'd put uy

ds—™

your han

Blake nodded, unmoved.

“I'll put my hands, never fear, before you leave us,”
he said. “There's going to be a top-hole scrap hefore we
part, Cardew. I promise you that. But you're going to have
your lesson first, You've to have some of the gas and
the ins]mlsnea taken out you. Now pile in and do the

ores 1™

th; h i e iq litteri olumes of £
rou 8 nose, his eyes Ing v es ury.
“’I‘Esf]t fix you, my beusuly ” E:ommmhﬂ Blake. “Now
get on.
And in forced silence now, Ralph Reckness Cardew
on with the St, Jim’s g.rt . Tt was not till the
rosy flush of dawn was in the sl tzn Tom & Co.
halted to encamp, and b; that time they were twelve milea
from Lilburn nd they camped under the rising sun
on a wide and lonely moor, without a human habitation in
sight. And Cardew, who had vagnely hoped for rescue when
day broke, cast his eyes about him in something like despair.

CHAPTER 9.
Rather Rough !

nC ARDEW !” .
“Hang you!”
*Build the fire!”

“I won't!”
# And cook the potatoes!”
“T won't 1"
“Dear me,” said Jack Blake, with a yawn, “the sweet
vouth hasn't learned his lesson.yet. He wants some.more!
Don’t you know thst we've bromght you along to make

A look of hate was the only

Cardew had been cast loose; and already he had made one
rush to escape. He had been promptly . half 2
dozen “of the best” had been administere Guesy’s
malaccs cmfi as a warning. -The wi ain left Ralph
Reckness Cardew smarting and simmering with fury,

“No. room for slackers in this outfl ,"m‘ld Tom Merry

. “You've got to work, Oa

*X ﬂ want to see the last of you!” said Cardew bitterly. .’
“

What want, and what you need, are two very dalfwgnﬁ
things," semarked Monty Lowther sagely. *Wiat you're

1

to 8 's pack. marched on, am
Cardew had no cholce about following him. The pull on
s wrist kept him alongside the donkey. (Ses page 10.)
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There was no help for it, and Cardew obeyed. He was
fairly tough, but the malacca

was gridmtfy going to be laid o he- listened to the
. voice of reason.

He made the best of it, though he was trembling with

T}‘m tohed hi w'f,h' ch ’ fi while he “did
<cam; wa m wil aces, & ne
pers eery e o 1

cane was past a joke; and it |
n m'xtilp

longin’ for it!"” continued Cardew. ' But I've got over the
yearnin' to q;e my knuckles in gore from your nose! Quite
got over it!

“Just as you like !” said Blake cheerfully, '*We're even
l_uwﬁnyholwu, and you can cut as soon as you like!”

do&ndTanury&Co._. ”-topault"' the

the chores”; and he succeeded in making £ very w, standing with his hands in his pockets
useful, Once or twice he looked about him, as if secking a N " wi ot "
o ot Do reslived thar Hhété was no-dhance} 1 m:ihmg them, with a very thnuthtiul.exprsmon on his
e faue o dolestaned mot o foin the ‘canmpers CHAPTER

n ra| not to join ‘the camj in e
their meal; but the long tramp, and the keen air, had 18
made him ravenously hungry. n the party sat down Unexpected ! -
to a hearty the camp-fize, and he was offered hia

share, he had a struggle with his ‘md&unnd then accepted
the well-filled plate. And probably Cardew enjoyed that

rough-and- but_substantial repast much more than the
luxurious 1 at Lilburn Lodge, Exercise and fresh air
are the best of

sauces. ¥
It was not till tho late afterncon that the St. Jim's rrty
pr to travel again. And then Blake called to Cardew.

*“We're going on, Cardew!”

“You can go to the deuce for all I care!” said Cardew.

“In the da&ima,” said DBlake, unmoved, “we can’t very
well travel with you tied to the donkey, and & potato in your
ofale "

Ha, ha, ha!”

%S0 we want your word not to escape or to yell out,”

“(Go and eat coke !"

“You won't give your word?"’

“No!” hissed Cardew.

Blake sighed. . =

“We shall wear out that malacca of yours at this rate,
Gussy,” he said. =

Arthur Augustns grinned.

“Pway weah it out, if necessawy, in a good cause, deah
boy,” he answered. *The malaccah is quite &t your service.”

Blake took the malacca.

“gpread him out !" he said.

Cardew drew a quick, hard breath.

“#J—I—you've got me down!” he said.
my word.” ’ ;

*I believe you are capable of keeping your word,” said
Blake, with a'nod; “it’s ons of your rer{)few good points.
So I won't say what would happen if you broke it; it would
be something rathor painful.” .

“You know I shall my word " enid Cardew savagely-

“We'll give you a trial, at least.” s

And the 8t Jim’s party started, Cardew on_parole now,
with his ts quite unshackled. He walked on with
the party with a grim face, but no longer looking for a
chanoce to escape. There was much evil in Cardew’s nature,
along with some good; and one of his good %ointa un-
doubtedly was that his word was his bond. He had given
his parole, and he would keep it. ’

He spoke no word duriniet.‘he day’s march. e turned in
et night in silence, room being found in the tent for one
oxtra, with a squeeze, In the morning he marched on in,
still in silence. When the juniors spoke to him, which
they did often and cheerily, he did not answer. B}

Arthur Augustus gave him a little lecture on the subject
of sulking, to which Cardew answered not one word.

But, in spite of the strange circumstances in which he ‘had
joinod Tom Merry & Co., there was no doubt that “roughli%
it " was doing him good.. He had almost lost his old bor
and indifferent maonner; he was learning many “dodges”
about camping, and he proved as useful as an-\v‘ other member
of the party, And on the third morning Jack Blake—whose
wrath was quite appeased before this—decided to
off. When the 8t. Jim's party broke up camp, Blake came
over to Cardew, who was dutifully stamping out the last
sparks of the camp fire. .

“You can cut!” he said curtly.
" ew looked ab him, .

“And if you want to scrap before you go,” oentlnm:ij
Blake, “I'm here—ready! You've acted like an insolent cad,
Cardew, a'.?‘d you've been punished for it !. I hope it's done

"ou : 2
¥ “Yans, 1 weally twust it has done you good, Cardew!”
said Arthur Augustus, with t seriousness.

Cardew lool at them rather oddly.

“Perhaps it has!” remarked Cardew.

“No perhaps about it !" said Tom Metry, laughing. *But
I never expected you to see it, Cardew !”

“Never expect anythin’ in this life,” said Cardew; “you're
bound to be disappointed. I've been doin’ some thinkin"
while I've been trampin’ around with you fellows. TI've come
to the merry conclusion that T’ve been gettin’ what I asked

+ for, l;:)id Jit serves mo r.ight! Surprised you, I suppose?”

- ove I

“T'm quite' willin' to serap with you, Blake, if you're
CGex Lisrart.—No. 700.

“TI=Il give

let him .

L EE up!”
G “Eomo on,.old moke 1"
“ (ood-bye, Cardew !"”

.Tom Merry & Co. started. Cardew was still
standing with his hands in his watohing them.

There was quite an odd expression on his handsome face,
and he seemed about to g ,_but he checked himself.

“Ta-ta, old top!" called out Blake quite genially.

“Good-bye !” answered Cardew.

The 8t. Jim's party moved down a leafy lane, leaving
Cardew standing and staring after them, fow minutes
later was a patter of feet, and the dandy of the Fourth
came up, overtaking the party,

"lfiorgotﬁon something?” "asked Tom Merry, looking
round, *

“You have!” answered Cardow. *We'ro some miles
from a railway-station, I believe, and I've got to get back
to nunky's, somehow, vou know1” -

“Jt's a straight road from here,” said Tom. “Follow your
noge along the road, Cardew; it's easy enough.”

“You're not going 'by the road?” -

“No; our s up the lane.” i

Cardew pau: 2

“The lane looks a bit pleasanter than that dashed dusty
road,” he said. “T'll trot along tho lane and chance it!
Bound to drop on a railway-station sooner or later.”

‘*All gerene !

Cardew walked on with the 8t. Jim’a juniors in silence. At
a turning a mile or so farther on Tom Merry balted the -
donkey. There was a sign on the turning: “ This way to the
station.”

“There you are, Cardew ™ -

Cardew glanced at the sign and then up the side road.
Then he locked at Tom Merry, coloured, and laughed.

“That’s my way home!” he remar

**Yos,”

“gtill & few more days with merry old Lilburn,” snid
Cardew thoughtfully. *“And he's goin’ to have some peopla
down for the week-end, and there's goin' to be merry doin's.
Quite. 8 high old time, in fact! Well, I syppose it’s time I
got back to nunky! He won’t miss me, and he won't ba
glad to see me; we're not an affectionate family. Well,
good-byas, you bi:gh:eu!”

Cardew gave the juniors a nod, turned away, and started
tewards the station.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass after him with a very
thoughtful expression.

“1 wondah——" he remarked,

“8o0 do L” said Tom Merry, Cardew’s a dashed gqueer
bird! But if he'd like to join the tramp—" &
“Let him!” said Blake,

“ Hear, hear1”

*Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry shouted :

* Cardew 1”

The dandy of the Fourth turned his head.

“ Hallo?™

“Hold on a minute!”

“QCertainly, old bean!” Cardew came back.
the matter ¥

“No. But if you'd like to join the party, ”ou'ra welcome,”
said Tom Merry. “T thought perhaps—

“You're a giddy thought-reader !” said Cardew coolly. “1I
never thought the strenuous life would appeal to me at all,
But it doe,l,l Dear men, if my presence is not un-

me—

welcor

“Not at all1”

“Then I'll come on with you unfil—"

“Until when, deah boy!” asked D'Arcy.

“Until you bore me, cld bean!” answered Cardew
politely.

“Bai Jove |” .

And when Tom Metry & Co. started x.gnn, the ‘grandson
g}fl Ll_’]l'd Reckness was leading the donkey and whistling

eerily. . .

“ Anythin’

mamqmm‘.
issue of The GEM
carly, so as fo oveid
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A Magnificent Story of Life at Millford Co!lege. By IVOR HAYES.

NEW READERE START HERE.

TOM MACE, whose father is ¢Bpm lessional cracksman, wins a
nhohnh(t for Millford College. His father is rather pleased, for
MR. BILL MACE has certain ualawful reasons for wanting to_sec
the inside of the school. Mrs. Mace darns ¥p a‘xr son's clothes,

?, so why should I not be honest? I am going to the
1

m
Eu cel You can do what you likel But to-morrow morning
to the police I”
0 back. He had not a:ﬁeeted
this show of spirit. still, not

ikey Meadows gered
Fahor o T he stood stock

For a moment

and Tom sets off for school. In the train he
tion between a wan in a sea-green suit and a mufitered ruffian. The
MEADQWS, and there iz some
suspicious talk that sets the lad thinking. At last
the school, only to be jeered at by the other juniors.
a lad, SIMON LUNDY, son of i "
rt of the country in which Tom lives. Tom iries to be fri
ut Simon cuts him dead. Just as Lundy & Co. are fooling with
Tom's things, a new masler appears oa the sceme. He iz Mr.
GORDON GALE—the man in the sea-greem suit, T4
seen in the train. Tom iees the headmaster,who it

. Bradshaw
upon the tu:kmog; A battle royal ensues, and Tom, after being
pelted with eggs, is thrown out Ha knocks into a man az ke falls
into the lane. The others, frightened, run away. Thiz mar i
SPIKEY MEADOWS. He talks to Tom, and tries to persuade the
lad_to leave a window open, so that

night.
“ What do you think of it?" asks Meadows.
(Now read on.)

ke can enter the school at

By Fate’s Deetee.
OM clenched his hands and drew a decp breath, while
T Mead hed his fa iously.

e
“Think of it!” he said“

co

T with blazing eyes, and in
& tone so fierce that Spikey Meadows shrank back.

“You want me to be a thief—to rob my school, to ruin my

career! If you come ncar the school,” shouted Tom, shaking

his fist in the other's face, * T’ll report you to the police !

Spikey Meadow’s lips curled, and he lit another cigarette.
His small dark eyes glittered venomously. _

“Not so fast—not so_fast, young shaver!” he_said,
waving a dirty hand. *Y¥ou think you're mighty clever!
Wait o bit] You'ze going to report me, eh? Suppose I play
tho dirty on you? .Sup, 1 come to your fine school when
ou're mixing with all them nibs, and tell them who you are?
‘ell them that your poor old father is a crook, that he wes
so near being !clinked’ that they opened the f’nte: read,
to let him in?” Spl.kﬂ%, Meadows thrust his bullet hea
forward. * Report me!” he snarled. *I'd make that school
too hot to hold you! You'd be thrown out, neck and erop,
to-morrow {"'

Tom drew back, his face suddenly white, his breath comin
in gasps. It was true—anlﬁl too true | 1f they knew at schmﬁ
1f they ever knew what his father was—what he had been !
When he had such a father, how could he expect the school
authorities to allow him to remain there?

“What about it, eh?”

The man laughed, realising that he had the whip-hand.
But. in his confidence, he went too far.

That's how far yer honesty goes I”” he went on mockingly.
“If ever we gets copped, me lad, you're for it, too! You're
an accessory before the fact !”

He hissed out the words, and they stung Tom Mace like
o whip, He drew himself upright. Until then he had not
vealised his position. Of course he was an accessory before
the fact. Ha must tell the police. It was his duty.

b g what to say, drawing the breath ‘through his teeth
in gaspe.
“8, that's your game?” he said thickly. *That's it1”
“Yes,” answi Tom Mace evenly. *That's my game.

It's the only way—the right way.”

S%ikoy Meadows’ cunning brain was working quickly.

8o you're going to breuktgour mother’s ’eart?” he said,
with a faboured attempt at pathos. *Break that old woman's
*eart and bring 'er grey 'airs i sorrow to the grave!” The
cunning ra paus@d dramatically. He noted that the hard
look in the boy’s eycs had softened. .

“IfF T to prison, Bill Mace comes with me,” went on
Spikey Meadows. “And if your father goes—well, you know
bhatter than me what’ll appen.”

Ha leered at the lad through the darkness. Had Tom seen
the man's face he could scarcely have missed the look of
cunning triumph that spread over it like an evil mantle. But,
fortunately, the scholarship lad was spared that, -

“1 know |" he muttered miserably. But—"

B%‘keﬁ Meadows saw rtunity, and seized it,

‘“Right-o!” he said. “I'm willing to be fair. T give
you [’ to decide whether you're going to break
er mother’s 'eart or-whether you're goin' to do a simple,
onest kindness to father.” = °

Tom’s face blanched. He had to make the choice.
must be a villain_or let his father go to gacl—and br:
mother's heart. How could he make up his mind ?
“Then that's final,” said Spikey Meadows. “To-morrow

his o)

He
his

1 gives you twenty-four hours,” went on Spikey Mead
“TIf ion don’t do as 1 want by then, up to the school I comes
and blows the gaff on you1” x

“Gtop1”
Tom thumped his fist into the palm of his other hand.
id bitterly. “I might bave

“You can ruin me!" he sail
known this! How can I hope to get on? ¥ou will ruin

wiplto!™ sald the porter; swinging his lantern.
 What's this now? 'Oo are you 7% held the lantern
aloft and pesred into Tom's face. *“I1—F'm ‘the new
boy,” answered Tom. ** Am I very lats ¢ 5
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1 And who was the frlend you were talking ln 7 asked
Mr- Mutlln-. “A man named Meadows,” muttered Tom

asped Mullins. His ks took on a
or.lmy Glllgl. lnd his thin hand shook.

here at five. Yer mother's 'eart or a small favour—that's all
you've got to decide.” :
zM did not move. And there Meadows left him.

Tom Mace ]
Nor did Tom move till the rascal's footsteps had died away
fnr up tho lane.
m's face was white, and thera was a numbed feeling about
hm gaatt. What was he to
*How can I choose?" hs whlspered to himself. “It's true
—I know it's true! I car't expuse them if only for mother’s
sake! But—but I must—I ought to!”
He clenched his hands tightly, so tightly that the nails
:'uc deep into the flesh. ead set back, What could
he do? (gver and over again ho asked himself that question,
but there was no answer to it.
It weas only when ho ahnered that he romembeted the

passiny uma- It must be getting late. With a start, he
Temem!| the school. What would they say when he
returmd!

He wheeled sharply, and hurried back to the school.
would never do to be late in on his ficst night.

But he was. When at last he reached the school he found
tho gates closed against him. With heavy heart, he tugged
at the bell- Imob ;

Clang, clang

It Waa like t}m knell of doom in his ears. He wanted to
shout for silence. Thaz clanging had unnerved him.

When the old porter opened the gate Tom was shlvermg.

‘“Alio 1" gaid ths pnrter, W inging his lantern. “What'a
this, now? 'Oo are you?

Ie held the lantern aloft and peered mto Tom'’s face,

“Yho are you?t" he asked chnrlen n|
i :‘ I-I'm the new boy,” mswered ﬁ‘cm.
ate?”

“Blessme! New boy! Fine time (o arrive, this is! Late?
Doug?u think we start at night-time? This ain't no night

His sarcasm tell flat, But now he started forward, for Tom
had stepped into the quadunglc.

“*'Ere!” shouted the porter. “Steady, younq feller! Not
8o quick. "Ow am I to know 'oo you are, eh?

“¥ tell you, I am & new boy, Mace—Tom Mace,"”
Tom irritably.

**Oh, yus, Maco! M:gbt be Grace, or Lace, or Chase for
all Pm hkefy to know,"” replied the suspicious porter. “You
come - -with me. I've heard them %hms afore. 1 ain’t been
‘ere all these years for mothink, jnat the clothau a
scholard ere would wear—I don’t thinkl Seem to "ave seen
¥ou afore.”

“Yeu of course. you have!” answered Tom, nni_ry at the
man'’s ih.lpldltj’ “T've been here some time. You must
have seen me arrive.”

The porter rubbed hiz nose thoughi

“Porhaps,” he said. “8till, you come n{ with m

Ho stalked ahead, with his lantern hehi aloft, and Tom
Mpnce followed, l‘mwmnwgn 5.
Tue G

It

“Am I very

answered

eM LiBRaRY,—]
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‘The porter pushed open the schaol door, for until bed-
hmo the ldlon itself was left untocked.

. s ver ] Form?t" asked the porter.

. Fmrth said Tom.

‘Then you wants Mr. Mullins. Follow me."” "

He dimmed his lantern, and led the way along the

f:;rplé:lé)rs At length he stopped outside a door, aud
‘““Come in!” snarled the voice of Mr. Mullins. Tom

literally shook in his boots. He had met Mr, Mullins before,
carlier in the day, and the interview had not impressed hi
favourably.

The porter anlcred, and Tom fuliowed cap in han

* Please, s:r. " said ths porter, “this 'ere boy's just nrmcd
'E says a8 'ow 'e's noo.”

Mr. Mulling blinked at Tom, and started.
es, yes,” he mnswered qmcklr “He's new. Has ha
just come in? Boy, where have you beent”
ou know him, szr?" asked the porter, to make quiio
sure that all was well,

es, of course, you fool! He's a new boy.

The porter slammed the door, feeling t['mt he had buen
ifl- m\mrded for so nobl dulniz his duty.

When he had gene, Mr. Mullins turm:d to Tom, and placed
down his book,

“Mace,” he said acidly, “where have you been? Surely
you do not imagine that it is customary for juniors to stay
out until nearly midnight?”

Tom did not reply, but waited for the storm that he felt
was looming in the horizon.

“Please don't imagine,” continued Mr. Mullins, in the
same bitter, earcastic tones, “that, use in your slum
you were allowed to run wild till the early hours of the
morning, ynu can do so here. Oh, dear, no! My dear lad,
m aro on the wrong lines. It is a bad way to in here.

me tell you that there is such a thing as law and order,
although perhaps you have not been accustomed to it. You

ink you can do as you please.”

He paused, and snecred at Tom, who stood-before him,
5zleut his ears burning with shame.

“Eh? Ia that what you think? Answer me, sir! Do you
think that Millford is a place to stand such ncnsense na
this? There are rules and regulations here, my boy! ™ He
paused. *Where have you been?”

*J—T—out, sir!” answered Tom lamely.

“Qut—out!” snorted the angry master. "Dolt‘ Of course
yon have been outl I know that. But w.hern. in he namo
of all that's sane—where?""

“In the lane, sir,” answered Tom.
friend.”

“0Oh, so you were talking to a friend! Fine friends yon
must have to keep you out till after dark! And who was
your friend?”

““ A man—a man my father Lnaw.

"Indeed! And who is this man?”

Tom did not reply. He would not lie, and yet he fell somo
horror &t having to mention Bgml—:ey Meadows’ name,

5 Bcl"r Moullins raised his thick, black eyebrows, and tightened
18 11

“Mwe M he said sternly, “I asked you & question! Who
was this man?

Tom's cheeks went a dull crimson, and he drew in a shaip
breath. He would have to tell ; he could not keep silent.

Aﬂer a'Il he mmnad. there was nothing in a name.

“ Mace,” ost shouted the master, his °.'£Y°’ glittering, “1
shall mmh 50\1. anyway, for being late! You will receivo
fifty lines for that little jaunt. But you must answer my

uestion. Who was this man? What wan hx name? If you
o not answer, I will take stern measures

There was nothing else to be done. If ha said nothing, the
master would become suspicious.

" A—a. :mm named Meadows,” muttered Tom, *“He knew

my faf
‘McsciowS‘” gasped Mr, Mullins. All hia anger, all his
malice from him as a cloak, His cheeks took on a
creamy tinge, and his thin hand shook.

“Yes, sir,” answered Tom. *'Meadows.”

“ Not—not Spikey Meadows?”

The words had slipped from the master's mouth, and he
went, white. He coufd have bitten off his tongue for that
shP, ‘but it was too-late.

You know him, sir?” asked Tom, in surprise.

“] J—  Yes!” stammered the master. He had
vecovered his composure now, and was once more ‘the
ntheaunly angry master.

him, yes. He is not the man for you_to know.
There—-them hu een trouble with him before, He has led
boys into gamblin,

oul

1 was talking to a

d'Iho&l’m%u tumﬁ}‘sd from the master's mouth, But they

ese_!l{:’ nhnﬁd not associate wlth him."” mumd tho master.
“Never have anything to do with him, Mace. He is no
good. Ho—he—— If you ever speak to him sgain, I will
Feport you io the "
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*Yes, sir,” stammered Tom. ¥

*And T shall tell the prefects to wamn the man away from
the school,” went on the master. “Go; it is past your bed-
time, Bring me those lines to-morrow.” .

Tom, his brain in a whirl, stepped from the room. Spikey
Meadows was known, then. t a fool the man must
be to keep near the school when he wag so wellkmown! |

But Tom had been deceived, If he could have seen inside
the master's study, he wonld have been surprised. .

‘or Mr. Mullins was striding up and down the room with
clenched hands, muttering to himself.

*“Fool, fool that I em!” he hissed, through clenched teeth,
“Tve given myself away! Spikey lows here! What
can it mean? m what does that wretched boy know about
him? If Meadows should come to the school—"

At that awful thought Mr. Mullins stopped short: for he
knew Meadows, and, what is more, Spikey Meadows had
kiown Mr, Mulling some few years ago when they had
broken stones together on a lonely moor, with only a warder
to watch them. Mullins had escaped; but Meadows had
stayed to finish his term. With his _'!’Jnu_reralty education
behind him, and some forged papers in his pocket, Edgar
Mulling had found little d{%eu‘ty in hiding himself away at
the Here he was un ted, none knew him. Kven
his name had changed; bahini those iron bars he had been
Edgzar Morris,

But now the relentless hand of Fate had brought Meadows
to the school. No wonder Mr. Mullins was worried!

. The Scene in the Dorm.

’:I\OM MACE'S face wore a _heavy, puzzled frown as Le
walked away from the Fourth Form master’s study.
Events bad taken a queer turn, and it weas mystery
upon myster .mthy. d M;. Mullins started at the

ti f Spike lows' name? » ..

m?: w‘TB :uee[:]thgt Meadows should be so well known in the

district. That he should have the reputation of being a

ot s0 surprising. i

r |'lf:t;.l:‘mcl.!idm'.l‘um M;cp:d‘rlgam how the master had deceived

him. As he wandered along the passage, a hand was placed

upon his arm. He turned round, and started with surprise.
“Peel I” he gasped, “Of coursel I had almost for-

gt{enl How did you get away from them in the tuck-
op 1"

In his conversation with Meadows, Tom Mace had for-
gotten that fight in the tuckshop, when Bob Peel had fought

for hi ! lly.
% AN right 1 - gt ned Peel. “They put me through the

-
“ All right!” -
mill & bit. But, to tell the truth, I wondered what had
pened to you. The last I knew, they took you down to the
gate, and slung you out.”
. “That's right,” said Tom. “Then Mr. Gale came
"

O
“xnd they all bunked,” finished Bob Pecl. * ¥Yes, I know
the‘y bunked‘{ But old Gale never turned up.” 5 .

““No,” replied Tom, his old puzzled frown returning. “I
can't understand. turned round.”

Bob Peel ‘watched the scholarship lad’s face closely, and
took his arm. - \

“Don’t take it too much lo heart, old man,” he said.
“You'll soon live it down all right, provided that you stick
it. And I'll stand by you.”

“Y know—I know,” muttered Tom. “You've been a pal
to me.” The scholarship lad’s tones became husky, * Thank
you, Peel, for all you have done. You're a brick. The way

ou’ stood by me in the tuckshop, and the way you fought
for me was splendid. Few fellows would have done that even
‘for their best pal. And I—I'm no one—you've only known

me a few hours,”

“I can see you're the right mr%" said his friend. “Don't
you worry, old chap. TI'll stand by you, through thick and
thin. But, honour bright, I thought you'd gone this even-
ing, ’cause you didn't come back after they threw you out.
You’ve only just come in, haven't you?"

Tom nodded. -

“Get any lines?”” asked Peel sympathetically.

“Fifty, But I didn't funk it. I didn’t run away, Peel.
Don't think that. But I i

He broke off, not knowing what to say.

“Well 77

“I—I met a man my father know, and talked to him."

“Oh!” said Peel, surprised. *Rather funny, eh? Does
he live round here, then?"

“Yes—no; I'm not sure,” said Tom Mace, in confusion.
“Bur [ think he's staying here for a time.”
_ Bob Peel nodded thoughtfully. He was not by nature an
inquisitive lad, but he could not help wondering what this
friend of Tom’s father was like.
“XNice chap?” he asked. *I should rather like to see
e

?._';m flushed crimson. . :
thnltﬁ;i;] :D:;]:w if—if I shall ever meet him again. What's

hi

. coat had been

. the numbers tol

It was almost s though that bell had come to his rescuej
and he sighed with relief.

“That’s_for bed-time. We've
answored Peel. *“This way, my -

He raced up the stairs, and Tom followed him. The
scholarship lad was more thankful than he could tell for the
timely interruption of the bell. 5
. It seemed as though Peel had completely forgotten the
introduction he required. And Tom Mace was only too

d. If it were true that Mr. Spikey Meadows was a well-

nown but not so wellliked character in the district, then to
introduce him to his only friend would be folly.

% the way,” said Peel, when they reached the top
lﬁnding. “I forgot. There's 2 box of things arrived for you,

ace.

“They must be my clothes!” said Tom excitedly. In a
moment his downcast mood had gone, and he’ smiled. “I
suppose that'll be the Etons and nﬂmt‘ﬁe things they're send-
ing me. You see, a complete outhit of everything goes with
the uig'mlaﬂhsp, otherwise I should not have been able to

come. - .
. “I see,”.nodded Peel. “Well, they’ve arrived now. This
is the dorm.”

They neared a bag door that stood ajar. From inside came
the sounds of subdued chuckles,

“My hat!” gasped Peel. “They're up early to-night. I
e Tk ol sl Hieged iy St Ik by

roke and s quic orward. d sud-

denly realised that one lg?:g,'and nrst'e thing only, could have
brought the cade of the Fourth up to bed so euljy. Th
knew that Tom's box had arrived. Were they meddling wit
the contents? ¥

He flung the door open wide, and entered.

My only chapeau”

Bob_ Peel staggered back, an1 Tom anxiously glanced over
his friend’s shoulder. Then he, too, gasped. White-faced,

he sprang forward.
'“You rotten cads!” he cried. He stopped short, with
clenched hands, and eyed the scene with blazing eyes.

There in_the cenire of the room stood the imx that had
once contained his new ouifit, and which now, alasl waa
empty. On the floor about it lay the garments.

In the midst of the garments, as they lay, scattered about,
stood Simon Lundy, in all his glory. ~Simon, the ‘complete
cad. In his hand he held one ofthe scholarship lad’s brand-
vew white linen collars,

Tom's fists clenched tiihtet as he saw that Lundy had -
been writing on that collar—writing with a blue crayon.
And the words he had written stood out in bold capitals:.

“THIS COLLAR WAS PROVIDED BY CHARITY.”

Luke Bradshaw sniggered nervously, and Simon Lundy’s
mouth widened into a grin.

Iﬁt”h got to the dorm,”

bﬂ"Ju:‘st nlnbeilinf &aur c}ﬂl!ﬂ, l{nee!,;;ehedshid. “ A‘}l new
s’ \collar: i te L t
EL S B Mo Lot WY 45 i
Bradshaw giggled.
Tom’s eyes J roved round that

littered _dangerously, and
scene of destruction. He paid no l{eed to the cad’s taunting
question, He was too engrossed in assessing what damage
had been done.

He had come just in time. For Lundy had not had time
to.brtmn everything. Upon the Eton jackets Lundy had
written :

“PLEASE SPARE A PENNY! I'M A PAUPER!”

And on the floor sat Garnet, working industriously, with a
triumphant, over-joyed grin on his . Garnet was work-
ing with a darning-needle and some wool. All over a new
jacket he had darned in huge cobbles. I Was en-
circled with a c‘:hi:a.llkkeréng, to make it prominent. Upon the

“LOOK AT MUMMY’S DARNS "

Tom’s face went red as he saw this. He could stand any-
thing agmai him—he would stand it, if need be, without a
reply. But this scornful, thoughtless gibe at his mother, and
at the care she had taken in making his clothes fit for wear—
ﬁtLiordhlm to take to rs:émo!! Tom slreu(g, for(\ivnrd. .

undy was unpre 2 Was n and s0 engrassed
was he in his hmdgp:ork that Tom's blow look him lg:y sur-
prise. Down he went like & ninepin [

Bob Peel gave a shout of joy.

*Hurrah! Go it, Mace! T'm coming|*

With a shout, Bob Peel, for the second time that day,
enlt;ai:éed into a serap for the sake of his new friend.

Left! Right!

Into the cads he sailed, backing up Tom.

Mace had
Lundy’s head in chancery, and

Tom
was pummelling that worthy

-for all he was worth. But it was no use. For some moments

the two plucky Jlmiors had it all their own way, and then
(The mﬂlﬂa!.l'nu of lM‘a grond serial wili oppeur
. new )
Tre Geu Lmrary.—Wo. 700.



JOHN SHARPE.

New Readers Start Here.
John Sharpe, tho great analgtical
detective, is cngaged by Chief Bumnett,
of the Secret Service, to track down the
band . of nd

al
criminals operabng under the guidance
of Iron Hand, o fcarless, clever man of
dominating personality. Marna Black,
one of the band of crooks, is captured,
and Burnett induces Anne {
woman agent of the Secret Service, to
assume Marna’s identity and get into the
coaidoaimli of lr:;d Hgb:d.k it 1
o is instru eop real
identity a secret evon to Sharpe; but she
often assists him and sends him informa-
tion concerning the moycments of
gang, and he is puzzled to know just
where it comes from. o
Iron Hand has a number of hiding-
places in different parts of the country,
which are referred to as ‘' Nests,” the
most important of which is Ezgle’'s Nest,
situated on a deserted cliff. The leader's
§hlﬂf n:‘mhtnntss h:“ P';:bd;:md and Blﬁgk
ag. ohn rpe has man; 18
Iul:ﬁu with the gang, and has {oiled
many of their deepest mes. The
sm%enre now plotting to secure a large
number of notes and bonds in preparation
for the South American Republics.

I The Gang’s Suecess. I

LACK FLAG completed his job,
climbed up the rope ladder, an
pulled it up after him. Then one

. of the other members of the gan,
Elck&d up the piece of flooring, &icg

ad been sawn out, and r it. He
next took his stencil-brush, and }nintod
round the eircl:j so that the freshly-
sawed edges would not be noticed.

Other men were busy packing tho bags,
and soon the tools, the rope-ladder,. and
other articles were safely put away.

Iron Hand turned his attention to the
man who was busy on the floor, and
when he had finished his work, the leader
himself put the rug in silion, and

laced the desk above it. When he had

nishod
known that the foor had been sawn
throu]gh. The work of the gang was
completely concealed.

Iron Hand ordered two of the ontlaws
to go out, and take four of the suit-
cases with them. Potsdam went to the
hall door, quietly opened it, and cau-
tiously peered out. When the second-in-
command was satisfied that there was no

no one could possibly havé |

lantern, looked round carefully, and,
satisfying himself that nothing was
wrong, made his departure.

Little did he realise then what a
,Eixunhc scheme had beon eom}:luled. as
e made his way over to the factory.

Meanwhile, Anne Crawford, who for o
long time had been watching and waitin

atiently. suddenly straightened up, an
ooked with tense interest at somathins
in front of her. Then she recollecte:
that she was in a dangerous position, and
as the ?Ill had no desire to be seen, she
shrank farther back so that she would be
out of sight.

She did not, however, loso sight of the
two moving figures who had-attracted
her interest. Her eyes were fixed upon
the heavily-burdened outlaws, who Eond

ust emer, from the doorway of ‘the
uilding ahead of her. As they walked
along they a policeman who was
on dut;
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with perfect sn-se, and satisfied as to
where they were taking the loot, she
mado her departure. nﬁt would have

been unfortunate for her if Iron Hand .

or Potsdam had hurried out and caught
her there,

Beneath the old curiosity shop, which
was serving as a rendezvous for the gang
for the time being, was a large cellar.

. It was filled with old lumber, consist-
ing of boxes, barrels, and other mis-
bbish ; but thore was some-

y.

The constable looked curiously at the
two men for a moment, but evidentl
decided that the matter was not wort!
while bothering about, for he let them
pass on their way undisturbed.

A few moments later two more
members of the gang left the building,
and they walked off in a cas manner
in another direction. Then a fifth man
appeared, and hurried away.

me time afterwards Iron Hand and
Potsdam also left the scene of the
.rnbbery. Their progress, however, was

thing elso of more importance to the
fang, and this was a concealed door
eading to a tunnel.

At the present moment there were five
of the gang on the scene, and very
shortly Iron Hand and his second-in-
command joined them. The suit-cases,
containing the valuable haul of notes,
were lying about on the floor.

Iron Hand and the rest of them were
highly gratified at their success.

“Now to get into communication with
my broki d the leader. “and

impeded for a second &
aire, who appeared on.tho scene,

Jron Hand quickly threw off any sus-
ions which the man might have had
asking him, in a matter-of-fact way,

what the time was. The commissionaire
pulled out his watch and told him. At
the same time Iron Hand felt in his
pocket, and handed him a cigar, and this
act successfully won the man’s grati-

ude.

He touched his hat respectfully, and
the two leaders walked away- without
further interruption.

Iron Hand was a most resourceful man
and a student of human nature, and he
usually knew how to meet an emergency
of this sort. A less wise man than he
might have hurried away whon the com-
missionaire approached him, and thus in-
creased his suspicion.

It was easy for Anne from her position
in the doorway to rocognise her old
acquaintances—Iron Hand aund Potsdam
—and she followed the two men with her
eves until they were some distance nhead,
then she step out from her hiding-
place, and walked after them, k

I shall be able to realise on this fine
little job, and we shall _ o able to clear
away for to-morrow.  There i3
enough here to provide all of us in
luxury for a long time to come.”

The expressions of greed and eagernesa
to share in the loot could be plainly dis-

cerned on the faces of the rest of the
villainous party.
[ Sharpe on the Trall. l

EA‘E[‘ED at a desk in _her room was
Anne Crawford, Ske was busily
writing 2 letter, 2nd when she

completed it she placed it in an
envelope, addressed it, and affixed a
stamp.

‘It was addressed to John Sharpe, c.0.
the Chief of Police, Loa Anfclea. Cali-
fornia, It-was obvious by the look on
the girl's face that this letter was to

well in the shadow, and at a perfectly
safe distance behind them.-
It was her intention to shadow them.
She tracked the men down until they
arrived at the outside of the old curiosity
shop.
The leaders looked furtively around,
aitd then entered the shop, closing the
door behind them. Anne had taken uj
her position bebind the corner of a build-
ing where she could watch their actions

onc about he informed the two bers
of the gang that all was clear for them
to leave. .

A watchman on duty at the printing
office was making his nsual rounds.
entered the big room, carrying his
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serve an imp t

She rang for a boy, and handed the
missive to him, together with a hand-
some tip which made him smile.

When he had gone Anne took out the
torn letter-head, which she had secured
from Iron EnnJ, together with the little
brass screw which had been brought in
by Black Flag at their last meeting. She
made her way to the door, and entered
another room, where she cauliously
opened the table-drawer, and placed the
articles safely inside. Then she went

ck to her room-again. BShe was tired,
and prepared for be

The following day Detective John
Shnsa was again on the trail of Iron
Hand & Co. ready the great robl

of notes and bonds kad been discovered,
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i e bits of paper, whis
had been placed inside by the gang when
they had removed the notes. "

The sgent, representing the uth
American B.aa:n , was highly econ-
cerned about the great robbery.

Sharpe was already at work in his
quiet way, and he endeavoured to pick
up as much information as possible by
putting various questions to some of the
employees who had been brought in.

Later the watchman arrived, and he

orted that he had heen on the spot

all night, and had no idea whatever how
the robbery had ha . He could
not account for it at all.

The man was quite nervous, and
worried about the whole affair.

passed over him and com-
z ninm to e,n;nine!tho bTo::s ;mh I;:s
strong mlgmlyt -glass. n he spoke
to the Chief o{ngoiice.

“8end some men to the principhk box
factories in the distriot, and find out
where these particular ones were made,”
he ordered. ‘‘ Also, send to the * Even-
ing Mail * offices, and find out to whom

+ sold extra copies of tho papers Jast
night. Quite s number must have been
bought and eut up, in order to take the

of the vanished notes; and if we
cap find out who bought these copies we
might be able to track the perpetrators

O e Chier o1 Potie, replied that th

e Chi olice re) at the
instructions of the domt%lve would be

carried out. -

John Sharpe next turned to  the
.manager of the printing works, and told
. him to summon every man who. had
access to the office. A Tew minutes later

£ 'nlﬁ\s stream of wor!t]:x;&ut%ied mi! .
e manager chec em off from
' a list which he had, and at the end
he discov that there was only
* one man missing, and he was, strangely
enough, the last who had been taken on.

“All the rest of the men have
with us for vears, and I can guarantee
every one,” the manager informed the
detective. .

Sharpe began to look interested.

“Tell me more about the missing

man,” he said.
* “He was a new pressman employed
by us a few days ago,” the manager re-
tarned; ‘“beyond that I have very little
information about him!”

“Has _anyone gone to look for him?”
inquired the detective, with a thirst for
further information,

“Yos,” came the reply; “and it is a
wery strange thing that the new
employee is not known at the address he
gave.”
s':‘his is a very significant thing, thought

Tpe.

“Get me & full description of him1”
ordered the detective. And then he
went over to examine the windows.

He jnvestigated every part of the sill
and window most minutely, with the skill
of the experienced detective which he
wae: but his search was unavailing, and
he was convinced that the entrance of the
burzlars to room was not made
there.

The detective went over to join the
group again, and at that moment a

1ai loth i t d. ﬂﬂd

They were taken by two men with suit-
cases, sir.”

Sharpe raised his eycbrows at this
news. ‘

“Good!” he muttered. “We're get-
ting on!”

But thers was another sensation to
come when the liftman of the building
entered in great excitement, and ex-
plained that two men, who had an?aged
a room in Welsh’s office above, left the
building last night, and they carried with
them heavy bags.

Sharpe asked the man if he was quite
sure on this point, and he replied that
he was, and, ermore, explained that
he was about to question one of them last
night, when he was put off by the man
inquiring_what the time was, and at the
end handing him a cigar.

The detective was convinged that there
was something in the man’s story.

“Where is this Mr. Welsh's offica?”
Sharpe inquired. s

The' liftman poin;od up. . —

“T must go and investigate tha
Shn:?o muttered, and, followed by the
Chief of Police, the manager, and the
liftman, he left the room.

Those who were left behind discussed

very anima

There was no

& very clever and daring gan|

at work., Never befors had so many

;:lainblo notes been stolen in a single
ul

the amazing burglary.
bt in tbeirgmin;f that
i had been

Arriving upstairs, John Sharpe lost no
time in entering Mr. Welsh's office,

Tt was in just the seme condition 2s
left by Iron Hand and his accomplices
the night before.

Sharpe examined the place thoroughly,
and for a long time found ncthing that
seemed at all suspicious.

Presently his eyes wandered to the
wastepaper-basket, and, after searching
about inside, he picked up two pieces of
card which had ted h t

7
Fis was diskinetly Fusled when b v
this crowd m his and-he came for-

ward angrily, demanding to know what
they were doing there.

The Chief of Police looked at him
coldly for a moment, then he placed his
hand upon the newcomer’s shoulder.

“You are under arrest for robbery,
Mr. Welsh!” he said, in a clear, firm
voice. 4

Mr. Welsh was amazed. He conld not
make this out at all, and stoutly pro-
tested his innocence. Ho declared that
he was out of town when the robbery
took place.

The chief began to question him about
this. But Mr. Welsh, suddenly remem-
bering his promise of secrecy to Iron

, refused to answer.

John Sharpe, who had been_watchin
the scene with interest, atcp‘,?cd fi
and came to the assistance of the puzzled

r. Welsh.

“Mr. Welsh,” he said, * you are in a
serious position. Please tell me who are
M:l‘lw hh& Company !”

r. Welsh paled when he heard these
and he stared at the detective.
He tried to speak, but words failed him.

Sharpe fixed the man with his eyes,

“Well,” he said, “what is the answer,
Ml’- WB T"

Mr.- Welsh realised that he was in a

dhlﬁcu]t 'tim:,[and ::_ l:; r into f%o'
o an-cut face harpe he
mei:ll:f see quite plainly that secrecy would

not aid his case, and that it would be far
better for him in the end to deal frankly
with the detective. e

Then he made a clean breast of the
whole affair. 7

John Sharpe listened patiently as the
man explained at length the story of his
movements, ‘and gave & detailed account
of his business with the members of the
gang.

When he had finished, Sharpe told him

is
It proved to be just an ordinary postcard
torn in two.

The detective joined them together,
and looked at the address.

It read: “Keir & Co, c.0. Geo
Welsh, Estate Company,
Angeles, California.”

As he read this name and address
Sherpe looked at it in
The name had a iliar sound. He
turned the card over, and read the mes-
sage on back, This said: “Every-
thing O.K. Have succeeded fully. Back
Tuesday—WELSH.”

Sharpe showed this message to the
-Chief of Police, who nodded, and said
that Welsh was the one they were
looking for.

Sharpe paced up and down the room,
trying to thinkul:mt what reason the
villains had for using this room, He
turned to the , and inquired if
this room was directly over the vault.

“Yes,"” was the

reply.

This gave the detective further ground
to work on. He commenced o examine
the floor, and prepared to move the desk
which stood near the centre.

His interest was aroused by the fact
that the leg sunk slightly owing lo a
slight “ give * in the . Sharpe sl
for a minute or two at this depression.
Then he moved the desk hastily aside,
and, lifting the rug, his :fyee were riveted
upuud:ixi sawn portion of the floor which
Wi

as osed.
He forcod this up, and looked down
into the office below, Then he called the

walked straight up to Sharpe.

“I have discovered that the news-
agent’s shop in Highland Avenue sold
eight Lundred extra papers last might.

atios of ;ho otll’len to it
crow round eagerly.

Then an amazing Jtir hap
door of the room opened, an

‘They

ed. The
Mr. Welsh

enter

& puzzled manner. | a0

that he_beli the story, and did not
doubt his innocence in the matter.
Welsh had merely been the tool of a party
of clever conspira

“I didn't suspect you,” the detective
said to the newcomer. “I can see
through the whole business quite clearly
now. These got you out of the
way so that they could use your office,
make it the base for their operations.
They succeeded in fooling you with their
story with the gmtﬁ ease!”

Sharpe gave the inspector instructions
to release Lhe prisoner, and shortly after-

wartd; e cer, ﬁ:honihad bb m
sent away in order to if possible.
where the boxes used by &‘. gang had

been made, returned. ’
In his hand he held a small piece of
paper, and he gave this to the detective,
remarking that the boxes containing the
dummy notes had boen made at the
factory named on the memo, which he
had handed over. 7
Sharpe examined the memo. with great
interest, and then he turncd his attention
tn the paper which contained the various
dimensions which had been written down
by Iron Hand. After a while he care-
fully folded it up again, and ‘put it in his

ot.

Then ho walked towards the door,
followed by the police-chief and the
officers. Mr. Welsh, who was still rather
flabbergasted over tho turn of events,
remained Lehind in his office, staring
ift;r t!;s del‘.ectivetgn bew]illdarmenl. E:

ad not even yet thoroughly grasped t
fact that he had boen made the unwilling
servant of a gang of robbers.

(This vemorkable story twill be con-
tinued in next week’s GEM.)
Tue Gex Lisrarr.—No. 700,
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TOO BAD.
A _butcher who had been busy wuth I
dtchonnry for ten miinutes shut the boo!
with & bang, and glared at his wife “ho
sat at the pay-des| E

“That Mrs. Smart is getting too
clever!” ho growled. ‘When she came
she said I ought to call my

in just now
smf&s the Ambuscade Brand, and I've
!uat looked up the word, which means

To lie in wait.’ "—R. B, Standwoll, 13,
glc‘\%na(;)r Gardens, Merton Park, Surrey,

SKINNED.

Two tramps followed a rich man about
for some hours, in the hope of getting
him and robbing him. After
tracking him down & narrow streot the
thieves were em“”i&ﬁ to sce their

Bill!” said ome.
" \Iovr we'll have to wait till -he comes

“ No fear!” returned Bill. “We'll
have to wait till the lawyer comes out,”"—
arles H. Fortune, Box 393, Christ-
church, New Zealand.

THE WOODCHUOK.

How many boys and girls, when they
say that tonguc-twister, *‘How mu
wood would a woodchuck chuck if a
woodchuck would chuck wood?” know
what o woodchuck u—or, indeed, if there
is any such animal?

woodchuck is a small animal that
lives in North America. It is about the
sizo of a marmot, and lives at the foot
of trees. Its c.h:lcf food consists of leaves
and roots. It is an entirel moﬁ'ennwe
little animal, except when its you ‘g
attacked, when it will wage war with the
u\!mde'r —Chal:len H. Forhlne, Box 393,

&
GLJESSOP

- The famous all-English cricketer

|
f The Story Paper for Every Boy. ||
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NOT HIS HAT.

Schoolmaster: *“Why didn't you raise
your hat when you spoke to me in the
street yesterda!

Tommy: *Ididn’t have my hat on.”

Schoolmaster: “Nomeme, boy! ¥ou
dld have your hat on!

ommy: “No, I didn’t. It wuz me

brudder 'B:l[’s Im I had on.”—E. Taylor,
16, Dunedin Road, Leyton, E.10,

s by

A CLEVER DRAWING.

Jack and Bill were boasting of the
morits_of their respective youngsters,
when Jack said:

“By the way, old chap, how is your

son gﬂttmg on with his drawing lessons?”

champion I” answered Bill. “He

drow a donkey the other day, and, on

looking at it, you could almost fnuc,y

Jau heard it bray.”

lad,” saids Jack, “is not domng

80 bl either. He made a copy of my

wife's pet hen, and when I threw it into
lt laid there,”—

the waste-paper bnsket
Clement C-Pa .0, H. Gaden, 168,
Duckwcm‘.h Sluat, St Jolm 's, Newfound-

land, Ca

REAL BAD NEWS.
He came in breathlessly, hurrying like
one who bore important new
‘A butcher in the market has just
r.lm sixty feet!"” he exo laimed.
3.he dead?” “How did it hap
“Tult us about it!” cried everybodj at

‘h“No he un’tfhurf: a I'I;lb.J DYou u;g.
oy were pigs’ feet !'”—] avis, 29,
ntiway 'l‘gnm, Blaim., Mon, ’

!'

VERY INTRICATE.
The intricacies of the E".ﬂ‘h language
are well dlllsunfed m definitions
given of a sleepe

A slecper is one " who slee, A sleeper
is l;hat in which the_ slee o sleeps. WA
I)er is that on n-luch e slecper runs
while the sleeper sl erefore,

while the sleeper sleeps in the slecper, the
sloeper carries the sleeper over the
per under the sleeper, until the
sleeper which carries the sleeper ;un:gl
the sleeper, and wakes the sleeper in
sleeper by striking the sleeper on the .
sleeper, and there u no onger any

sleeper ing in T on Lha
sleeper. —Af’ﬁfe:' Sal daniu, %&‘
Road, Bandra, Bombay, India.

S8TUDY AND UNDERSTUDY.

The Teacher: “Tommy, you have not
dono a stroke of work this mOI'amtt, and

I have told you again and m that
%ltln finds work for idle = lt“ln.

low an; Irrltol at
out twent tunu.%m Phyllis Drowell,
50, Grande Rue, Boulogne- lur-uer Pes
do-Galu-. France.

FILED AWAY.

The mining ltockbrnket daahed into
his office and I the

' Where can I hide?” ho crlud “The
police are coming !”

“Get into the umpllﬁed caﬂi index
case,” said the head cl “1 def,
anyone to find anything therei”—R
Carter; c.0. Shea & Co., St. John's, New-
ioundh.nd, Canada,

No. 562 —CAPTAIN OF

WELSTEAD,
A splendid school and orickst yarn. By JAOE NORTH.
No. m ~ENIGHTS OF THE ROAD.

magoificent story of the
B uo.m--m

g caravanncra, By ANDREW GEAY.

BM ISLAND.
A thrilling yaro of Mnnmu in the South Beas. By ALLAX BLAIR.

No, 865
An enthi

STAR OF
ling romance of

!I.ln Life,

No. 180.—THIR'
o TROBPEOTOR,

r character, Mr.

mn or, THE CASE OF THE |-

Trouble Naat

A \l'onn'larllll (lor;' ot dew.'lfe ‘I'N'l. and !.'llrlll.m: adrezture, introduelog
it popular ucket.

& No. ID‘I..;-TKE DOCTOR'S DOUBLE.
The -mnzc story of a double mystory, featuring Sexton Blake and

Tinker.
G| Mo. XOB-—'.I.‘XH CASE OF

THE RUSSIAN CROWN JEWELSE.

Anothor fascimating tale of Eldred Kurtio.

2 No. 183.—ONH OF THEH

PLYING SQUAD.

A thrilliog story of Sexton Blake and Scotland Yard.

o ':élmm

0 n—aoa

OUTSIDE
story ol St

Prank's, introducicg NI
l'lx.ullay lo-lrn"ndm ¥ o ¥

r-
boys of ulunth-n Seho

UES
t dy u l Inlmdwiu Kelson Lee !M !m::uu detee-
ive iper, f“;::.' :;a’uum. and the Thawes

e
.
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! CHAT ABOUT ST. JIM’S AND GREYFRIARS.  §
T R s e g S TP IT0EE TSI CIDIDCISIDITIPTID0D <R

1 am glad the series of camping stories
has proved so popular. his makes
number three of these rollicking, fine
outdoor stories. Next week the fourth
appears, and I am sure you will enjoy
this great yarn of Mr. Martin Cliffor s,
Now, the story that follows thia series
is one that numberless readers have been
asking me for some time back, This fine
number, I may say, will include the por-
trait of one who is a great favourite
with most of you. Be the first at your
newsagent's to obtain one of these
numbers.

like to see these “men

Bunter.

around his fatty
““necks " best thing.

Although to be taken only with a grain lffu"‘g:fl@r his hat u
of salt, Baggy Trimble is spreading the o
news about that he's getting deaf.
Remember, Baggy, uneasy hangs the

tongue that tells a tie. ment of being burni!

A postcard, bearing the fullnwir}\]g

1 gather that the decorators are making
rapid changes in the appearance of Grey-
friars School now, ans

looks quite nice and clean.

follow up the improvements by
their attention next to William
To remove the Owl of
Remove’s collar and erase the dirt from
neck would be the

Rumour has it that Horace Coker is

Beware of this matchmaking,
and take. the advice of ene who knows,
otherwise you'll be in the awful predica-

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy undoubtedly
is sbout as lavish with money as any
other junior at the school. I'm sure he'd
lend even Baggy Trimble his last coin,
were it not for that worthy looking upen
it as a gift.

that the place
1 I'd dearly
with the brushes ™
aying
eorge
e

A letter from Bob Cherry of Grey-
friars School to Jack Blake states that
the former has had the misfortune to be
hit with a flying stone durin% the
oceasion of a revent cricket-match. Never
mind, Bob, you must realise this is the
season for ‘‘stoned fruit.” ®

to Miss Phyllia

1 hear that “Ratty ” Ratcliff, the
“fierce ” master of the Fifth Form of
St. Jim's, is in rather a bad way.
Inquiring about his_condition, I learn
that yvhﬁst. he was sitting in his garden
smoking his pipe of peace he collapsed—
at least, his deck-chair did!

message, has just been received by the| T should have thought that the great

Editor: “Am quite all right. ~ Will | Horace knew b{. now that his company —_—

explain _everything later. — Enxmst wasn't wanted by Miss Phyllis. ~Why

Livicox.” Are we to gather from this | ever doesn’t he pay his attentions else- .

that our Ernest has again gone on the | where? There are plenty of clever girls Goodness above knows how Baggy
long, long trail? Ralph Reckness | about. some even “dabs” at making | Trimble gets to know everybod else’s
Cardew seems very anxious over his| “eyebrows.” A fellow of his high | business like he does. In fact, he does

study-mate, and is one of the very first
to make an early-morning inqguiry after
. pews.

admirers at ouce.

standing should *‘ make-up g
got an introduction to one of these fair

that much chatier himself, that really
other fellows cannot open their mouths
without Interrupting him.

" his mind to

Irresistible

HARP'S SUPER-KREEM Toffee is
the one universal temptation which
there is no need to resist. You can keep
on and on, yielding again and again to the
irresistible Super-Kreem flavour—and, at
the same time, actually do yourself good,
because SHARP'S SUPER-KREEM
TOFFEE is so pure, so wholesome, so
nourishing.

Sold loose by ;oeigk& or in 4-1b. decorated

tins—also in 1/- 1/6, and 2/9 tins.
E, SHARP & SONS, LTD..
Maidstone.

To clear stock
ermment Bicye
H OR _EASY PAYM
BS.A,  ROYAL-ENFIELD,  KYNOCH,
HUDSON and other celebrated makes—all it excellent
riding conditian. Many equal to gew. No reasonable
offer refused. Tyres ; < ies at b i
feom shop prices. Write for Free Lists and Special Offers,
Y, Incorpd.

SHUBK‘NG COIL ! —Wmp 53t of Jare

1/9. BATTERY PARTS, 1/6. 'ostage 3d. h.
ELECTRO MAGNET, 9d. Postage ;d ?Gf\fu 1 bound.
Box ELECTRICAL EXPERIMENTS, 2/6; postage 6d.
SPECIAL CHEAP TELEPHOXNE SET, Complete, 2/6;

Dos | Bd.
ELECTRIC LIGHT, — ¥ Syt
Reflector, Instructions, etc., 4/6; postage 6d. Larger size, alg;

. (Cat., 6d.)

HAR NE SMALL POWER CO.,
33 (A.P.), QUEEN'S ROAD, ASTON, BIRMINGHAM.
the men

—
FULL-SIZED m“E". gc::?'nmﬂ:,""u o ase
e rvan Bolenti ment
r sour Belght by e OIr iers. after years vy
5 inches. increase. Sard for

to ERQUIEY 17, 5T
£04D, LONDON, ¥. 4.

HOME CINEMATOGRA
Bend stamp for_Lists,—Desk
‘West Haling, LONDON, W.13.

Set of Parts

who win success in
under full size, in-
bis treatment bas
4rill.  Btudents

nd a EI" riiculars and
DEPT, A.M.P UD GREEN

PHS.—Real Value. Bfandard Films. Full of
interest. E, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton
Avenue,

WATCH COUPON

) “GEM” Value 6d.
:’ cut out this coupon and send with P.O, for 8/6 only direct
to the Farringden Watch Co., 27, Store Straet,

TLondon, W.C. L, and you will recelve by return a splonGid
30-hour Keyless Waich, petfeet timekeepol

rs, and
endation, Ladies’ or Geut.'s Wristiet
M\iael. 2/- exira. Forelgn and Coloaial orders, postage 1/
extra,

Tae Gex Lisrany,—No. 700.
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Look out for the

Special Levison

Number. Coming
soon!

NLEY GIB ON (A curly-headed fag of the Third,)

Stanley is up to mischief judging b%\llhci {nk-soaked missiif)hr is holding. {Another Splendid
rt Portrait next weel




