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OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN.

Mrs, Brown was thoronghli, tired of
the borrowing propensities of her neigh-
bour, Mrs. Smith. First it was some
household utensil that was wanted, then
some small article of grocery. The nther
day there was a knock at Mrs. Brown's
door.  There stood Mrs. Smith's little
gxrl “Please,” said the eciller,
“mother wants to know if you will lend

her some pepper and the big flat-iron.’
“Tell your mother,” said ﬁr& Brown
angrily, “that T have other fish to fry.”
The little girl was back again in a few
minutes with a dish: ease, mother
wants to know w'hether you will lend
some of the fried fish?”—John
I&I]nnmons , Nimmo Drive, Govan,

NPOSSIBLE !

“Cen you osll me a hansam, man?™
zaid one to another, whom the
speaker taken for a waiter. The
individual addressed Jooked the ques-
tioner ertically in the face for a moment
or twe, them said very slowly and
thoughtfully: *“T'm really afraid I
can't "—E. Taylor, 10, Bt. Peter Street,
Preston, Lancs.

SOME ODLOUR.

A new sook had a lobeler to cook for
dirmer, aud she was told to be siire and
‘keep ita good colour. When the lol
appearad on the table # was of a very
deep shade indeed. “ What hma you
done to it?” asked the mistr “Well,
mum,” replied the cook, it was turnin
red, so I blacked it.” ~W. H. David,
gouth View, 8t. Osyth Road, Tlacton- -on-

ea.

THE BOOT HOSPITAL.

Snobbs, the cobbler, opened a shop in
the principal street of the town, and
called his place the Boot Hospital,

A customer brought in a pair of boots
so bad that no tramp would have locked
at them. “I “nuldn t have these
mended, if I were you,” said the cobbler
severely. “I would make a present of
them to the deserving poor.” *But
want them put right,” cried the cl:enl
“This is a ital, isn't 177 **
retorted the cobbler. “but it isn’t the

[

mortuary.”—James Edward Howell; 12,
MCG)II College  Avenue, Montreal,
uebec.

THE SOLE.

The second course of the table d’hote
was being served. “What's this leathery
staff ?” demanded the diner. * That, sir,
is_fillet of sole,” replied the waiter.
“Take it away,” said the patron, “and
see you can it get me a nice, tender
piece from the upper part of the boot
(v;thbthe buttons mavad. —BArhbur

ayton, 10, Rossington Grove, Spencer
Place, Harehills, Leeds.

ms ALARM BI.OG(
Brown fm about the
nhmm-cm hﬂ ad booght, He had
nine-shitlings-and or
it, and it was not to be, trosted. "Bnt )

bater | Baid his friend Jones, why pey all that

mohe-v" I bave o dog that isgas-gwod a:
any alarum. He barks everymaming at

ﬁmst five. I can depend on him, too.
AiI I have to do is to get out of and
hit the animal on the head. He barks,

and 1 know it is time to rise.”—Walter
Hope, 6, Carlton Road, Miie End, E. 1.

PRETTY EVIDENT.

The Third Form had been readmg a
book about a prisoner. D’Arcy minor
had been unusually attentive. “The cap-
tive lay up on his bed. dreaming of home,
and pining for the sight of his loved ones.
Suddenly through the prison window
came a bar of sunlight darting hither and
thither into the dark corners, as though
to brighten up the dreary prison life.
The prisoner sprang from tha bed and
ran to the win to peer
"\‘cw 2 wxd Mr. Selhy,
anxious 1o look nuulde ‘?"

rew the soap, sir,”
D’Arcy.—R. Bromley - Bancroft,
Princess Street, Nelson, Lancs.

wh‘% was he so
o see who
replied Wally
15,

WHEN \'OU THINK OF IT.
“No, sir,” said the manager, “no
house in the country, I am proud to say,
has more peopl-e ing its line of goods

than onrs.” *What do you sell 7" asked
the customer. “ Perambulators,” was the
reply.—~Michael Grahem, 4, Central

Terrace, Athlone, Ireland.

WEATHER PREDICTIONS BY
ANIMALS.

These are more common than would
be credited by town dwellers. Cats are
said to wash

right over their ears when

braying.
to rain. 'I‘hey hasten back to the hive
and remain there. The peacock raises its
unlovely voice as an indication of wet. A
swallow flies high in good weather, low
when the barometer falls.—W. Evans,

Plas-y-don, Deganwy, North Wales.

DO YOU LACK SELF-GONFIDENGE 1

Do you ever feel ** all of a tremble ”? Do you feel awkward in
ind? Do suffer from invol emwhurwﬂ indigestion,
ki you ler from involunta ishing, nervons
e tion? Do you ﬂ:rink

presence of others? Do you have

lack of emergy, will-power, or mind concentra

Irom the company of men or wemen, social gai.heria 8,
conversation, playing, or ‘‘ appearing in public ™
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By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
A Posteard for Tom Merry.
1] SUPP“A}II{,S weady "

ear, hear!”

»

Solomon, the donkey, had already had his supper,

and. lain down to alur'g'her. His final “hee-haw ”

had died away into the dusk. Towser, the bulldog, deep in

the grass, was worrying a bone. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,

the swell of 8t. Jim's, was tending the pot that hung from
three sticks, gipsy fashion, over the camp-fire,

There was an appetising scent from the simmering pot.
Tom Merry & Co were hungry after a day’s march, and the
smell of the stew was more welcome to them than the scent
of the wild flowers and honeysuckle round about the school-

hq;s' camp.
he St. Jim’s campers looked very ruddy and cheerful, if a
little dusty, in the glimmer of the camp-fire, as the last red
gleam of the sun disappeared behind the Warwickshire hills.
ere weére seven in camp, without counting Solomon and
Towser. Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, of the Shell ;
Blake and Herries and Digby and D’Arcy, of the Fourth. i
i Most of them were busy. There was always something to
o in camp. 5
Tom Merry carefully fed the fire under the swinging pot,
while Gussy kept an eye—or, at least, an eyeglass—on the

simmering stew. Monty Lowther sorted out ‘p]ntes, while
Manners looked for ‘the mislaid knives and forks. Jack
Blake, needle and thread in hand, was ing a hole in

the lining of his trousers’ pocket, working rather wunder
difficulties. Digby had just reached port with a pail of water.
Herries was deeply interested in the performances of Towser
* with the bone. But the whole party rallied to the call of

supper.

* Where's Cardew?” asked Tom Merry, as the plates were
handed round.

‘The eighth member of the tr!mpinq party was absent.

“ Bai Jove! He hasn’t come in yet,” said Arthur Augustus,
looking round., “He went out for a walk, I think.”

“He'll be e for supper,” said Manners. “What the
thuﬁp has he goné wandering for?”?

““He seid he was going to send a picture postcard from the

yillage."” remarked Herries.
““What rot! Picture postcards aren’t in Cardew’s line.”
“Well, that’s what he said. Are there any dumplings in

this stew?” asked Herries, holding out his plate,

““Yaas, wathah, deah boy. I made eight,” said Arthur
Augu}s:tu-. mli‘II think they will be wathah nice.” ’

*Oh, good I

“Cardew’s dumplin’ will be cold if he does not come in,”
said Arthur Augustus, rather distressfully. “ A cold dumplin’
is not vewy mice. It is liable to become wathah hard, T
believe.”

“Impossible in this case I" said Lowther, who was surveying
the dumpling in his plate with a fixed and stony gaze.

“Do you think so, Lowthah?"

“Well, T don’t_seo how it could become any harder than
it is already,” said Lowther affably “I've blunted my fork
on this one.”

“ Weally, Lowthah——" b

“ Anybody got a battering-ram or a Tank?” asked Lowther.
“TE not. I fear I shall not be able to negotiate this dumpling.”

“These dumplin’s are as tendah as chickens,” said Arthur
Augustus warmly. “I made them vewy carefully.”

““Did you use flour for them?” asked Blake. * Not plaster
of Paris by mistake?” .

Tom Merry glanced round into the shadows. He wondered

why T%al Reckness Cardew had not turned up. For a week
Cardew had travelled with the St. Jim's walking party, and
they had pulled together pretty well.

But Tom had wondered several times how long the dandy
of the Fourth would care to stand the strenuous life of
tramping by day and camping by night.

“We're not going to wait supper,” said Blake. “The
stew’s all right, excepting the dumplings.”

“They are the vewy best part of it, Blake.”

“We_can save them to chuck at any animals that come
wandering round the camp,” continued Blake. “Being
harder than stones—*

“You uttah ass!”

“ Dash it all, I hope that ass Cardew hasn’t lost himself!”

- said Tom Merry. “If he came back through the wood it's
easy enough to get lost.”

“He would see the camp-

“Perhaps he’s
thought once or twice tha
washin, -uf and work.”

“Well, he
said Tom Merry.

“I will keep his suppah in the gut to kee)
Arthur Augustus considerately. *“He.is boun
when he dwops in.”

“If he drops in at all!” said Monty Lowther. “I remember
he told us he was going to hang on with us till he was bored
Now, Gussy was talking to him quite a lot this afternoon.”

“Weally, you ags—>"

“Here he comes!” exclaimed Blake, as thers was a foot-
step in_the shadows. And the campers all looked round.

But it was not Ralph Reckness Cardew who appeared. It
was a country youth. in & smock, with a round, ruddy face.
He came into the circle of light from the camp-fire, and

” said Manners.
suggested Herries. “I've
s nibs was getting fed with

warm,” said
to be hungwy

blinked.

“Hallo, my infant!” said Monty Lowther cheerily.
“Have you had your supper?! 1If you'd care for eight
dumplin, ”

“Pway don't be an ass, Lowthah!”

The ruddy youth grinned.

“Be you Tom Merry?"” he asked, lookinﬁ round the party.

"tl,.'." the chap you want,” said Tom, with a smile. * What
18 1

“I've got a message for you, sir.”

“Something happened to Cardew, bai Jove!
has met with no accident!” exclaimed Arthur
anxiously.

The ruddy youth fumbled in his smock. He produced a
picture postcard in a rather rumpled condition.

“If you be Tom Merry thiz be for you!" he said.

“Who gave it to you?” asked Tom.

“Young gent,” answered the youth. ‘“Real young gent ho
was, too. He gave me a ten-bob note to bring this here Po it
card to this here camp, sir. Gave it to me in the village,
he did. and told me where to find you, and to ask for Tom
Merry. And he said thete wasn't any answer.”

And handing the postcard to Tom, the ruddy youth ducked

I twiist he
Augustns

his head, and strode away into the dusk.
Tom glanced at the card.
On cne side was a view of Warwick Castle. On the other
~was the address—“Tom Merry, St. Jim’s Camp, Somewhere
in Warwickshire "—and a message in Cardew's elegant
writing. A curious look came over Tom's face as read,
Tae GeM Lisrarx.—No. 701.

Copyright in the United States af America.
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i Ewagn Cardew " asked Arthur Augustus.

“Ves.

“Jolly queer that he should send us a message,” said
Blake, ““He said he was inE to send a picture
postcard from the village. Ts this what he meant?”

“Read it out, Tommy ! .

Tom Merry read out the message. It ran:

“* Dear Merry,—I'm m‘ﬂ]!l"lg you this as I've got only just

lime to catch my train—

{To catch his train!” ejaculated Blake.

“’I“?)at’a what he says,” answered Tom.
rest,

“Go ahead, deah boy.
Arthur Augustus,

“Listen to tho

This is vewy wemarkable,” said

#4Many thanks for your kindness and hospitality. I've
enjoyed myself tremendously, and had no end of a good
bime.’ >

“That's wathah nice,”” commented Arthur Augustus.
“But if he was havin’ a twemendous good time, what is
he catchin’ a twain for? It is vewy wemarkable indeed.”

“Get on with the washing, Tom.”

Tom Merry continued: ;

“ But the stipulated date has now arrived, so I am com-
pelled to bid you a reluctant and affectionate farewell.
“Kindest regards,
‘R. R. Canpew.” "

The St. Jim’s campers looked at one another. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy took off his eyeglass and polished it
thoughtfully.

o ky ass!” commented Blake.

L g wm{!y do not quite catch on to this,” said Arthur
Augustus, “What does he mean by the stipulated date?
There was no date mentioned for his leavin’ us that I
am awah of.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“1 suppose he means—-"

I weally do not sea what ha means, Tom Mewwy.”

“He saig when he joined us that he would stay with us
till we bored him—" i’

“Bai Jove! Does he mean that we have bored him?”
ejaculated Arthur Augustus. *“The cheeky boundah—"

“Cheeky ass!” grunted Herries.

“Silly owl!” growled, Manners. .

“1 know what I'm_ going to do,” said Blake, “T'm jolly
well going to punch his nose when we see him at 8t. Jim's
next_term !”

“ Yass, wathah " 5

Tom Merry twirled the postcard into the camp-fire, and
sat down to finish his supper. Cardew had been an amusing
travelling-companion in some ways, but his sudden departure
left the chume of St. Jim’s quite unmoved. Monty Lowther
remarked, however, that it raised an important question.
Whoﬂwu going to have Cardew’s dumpling? There were
no oilers. .

CHAPTER 2.
Towser Causes Trouble !

“ EE up!”
G “(iet a move on, Solomon!”
Solomon, the donkey, blinked thoughtfully at

the St. Jim's juniors, and got a move on,
bright morning sun was shining down on woods and ianes
and meadows, and Tom Merry & Co. had turned out earl
for the read. Solomon was packed with great care, as usual.
Breakfast was over, and the schoolboy tramps were ready
for another day. Seven schoolboys and Solomen took the
road, and Towser brought up the rear.

The route lay by a lane that ran through scented woods,
unfenced on either side. Occasionally a rabbit scuttled
across the path, and on such occasions Towser betrayed
signs of excitement. Towser was a vet{ grave and serious
dog, as a rule; but the sight of a rabbit always had an
exhilarating effect upon him. More than once Herries had
to drag him in by main force to keep him from an unlawful

pursuit. -
“Jollay place, this,” Arthur Augustus remarked. “Waw-
wick is a vewy nice countay—""
“Not q\,zlila up to Yorkinire," remarked Jack Blake,
“Wats | -
“QOr Cumberland,” said Monty Lowther.
Cumberland A
“QOr Hampshire,” suggested Tom Merry, v:,ilh_a laugh.
re—— -

“Yaas, wathah! Now, in Hamy

“ Hallo, where’s Towser?” exclaimed Digbg._

The juniors’ argument on the subject of their respective
counties was interrupted. Towser had disappeared.

Tne GeM Lisrary.—No. 701

“Now, in

“ Herries, you ass, you ought to have led him I"" exclaimed
Tom Marr{. as the part? came to a halt.

“I was leading him,” said Herries. “He’s slipped kLis
collar. It was loose, you know.'”

“What was it loose for, fathead?”

“Towser likes it loose.”

That, appx_.renlli, was a full and satisfactory explanation,
from the point of view of George Herries.

- , Hewwies——"" began Arthur Augustus warmly,

“He's just wandered into the wood, that’s all,”? ssd
Herries, “I dare ::g he’s only after a rabbit.” )

“Only ! - ejaculal Lowther. “It may get us into &
fearful row if he bags somebody’s rabbits.”

““Yaas, wathah! I have wemarked befoah, Hewwies, that
that bwute has no wespect whatevah for a fellow’s twousahs.
But if he begins baggin’ a fellow's wabbits—""

““Oh, rot!” said Herries crossly. “ You fellows are always
down on Towser—the quietest and most harmless dog there
ever was. Wb; shouldn’t the old chap have a rabbit now
and then if he fancies one”

“Nice for the rabbit, anyhow !” murmured Lowther,

“Just as good as being potted by some silly owl with &
gun!” retorted Herries. !

“We've got to g;ther him in,” said Tom. *“For goodness”
sake, call to the brute, Herries! There's a dozen notices
up along this lane about keeping out of the woods and.
keeping dogs on the leash. We don’t want to land into a
row with some giddy land-owner. These woods are private
property.”

Crack !

The report of a gun echoed through the woods.

“*Bomebody out shooting,” said Manners.

““ Hark ™

The ring of the gun was followed by a loud yell from
the distance.

“Help!”

“My only hat!”

Faintly from the distance came a deep-toned growl.

“Towser !"

““Come on, for goodness’ sake!"” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“We might have known that blessed dog would get us
into trouble!”

Leaving Solomon in the lane, the juniors rushed into the
trees in the direction of the gunshot.

They burst into an open glade, where a startling scene
met their gaze.

A gun lay in the grass, and close by the gun was Towser,
squatting. Iis eyes were fixed on a youth in shooting-
clothes who was scrambling on the branch of a tree.

The branch was bending under the young fellow’s weight
and creaking ominously as he clung to i

Every minute it seemed as though the branch would break;
and that the unfortunate sportsman would fall to the ground,
where the awaiting Towser squatted.

“0Oh cwumbs!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

Herries ran towards Towser, taking not the slightest heed
of the young man. in the tree. All iil concern was for his
precious l')uﬁli B ere was a slight scratch on Towser’s
neck, and Herries' eyes blazed with wrath as he saw it.

“The rotter !” he panted, “He fired at Towser!”

“Help!” yelled the young man on the branch, scrambling
frantically to keep his clumsy hold. “If that dog's yours,
call him off I” i

“Call him off, Herries!” gasped Tom Merry.

Herries snort . h
“Rats! That howl.m%, cad’s tried to
Towser's going to have his whack as soon

lout falls down!”

“Call him off I” yelled the young man in the tree, as the
branch swayed and creaked.

“Grr-r-r-r!” came Wgom Towser.

The bulldog’s eyes were fixed on the sportsman above,
with a deadly gleam in them. There was no doubt what-
ever what wou]ghnppen to the young man if he came within
reach of Towser's powerful jaws.

The sportsman clambered desperately on the branch, and
got his legs over it, and caught at the branch above for
support.

e was a little safer now, though still in a rather pre-
carious position. Towser sat and_ watched grimly. 2
“Will you call that dog off and take him away?” hissed

oot Towser!
the clumsy

the young man, glaring down at the 8t. Jim's party.
Tom Merry looked up at him not very wrdpn:lly. The
an attractive youth. He had a

young man did not lool
rather vacant face, with narrow eyes set close by a nose
of the snub variety. But, to judge by his nsive clothes,
he was a young man of wealth, and evidently a young man
with no small opinion of his own importance, to judge by
the rest of him. 3
“Did you fire at the dog?” demanded Tom Merry. B
“Dogs are not allowed in these s 1" snapped the
young man, “You should lead your dog!” %
“That's no reason for trying to shoot him!” exclaimed
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Tom Merry angrily. “You are a cad and a brute to do
such a thing!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“He wasn't even after a rabbit!” said Herries anva‘%uly.
“ Just nosing in the wood, and that cad fired at him. hy.
rn u:msh every feature on the silly mug’s face if he comes

down !

“J—I'll have you prosecuted!”
sportsmar. “By hech! If a fellow can’t go shootin’ on
!u'n Entl?’er‘a land without bein’ set on by a gang of Lramps,
it's—

“If you chawactewise us as twamps, you boundah—*
began Arthur Augustus wrathfully

Help!” roar the  young man. “Jones! !Brown!
Gibbons! Hang the fellows! They ought to be somewhere
ahmati, What the thunder are they paid their wages for?

Help!

"%nng Towser away, Herries,% said Tom, *We don’t
want to scrap with an a:'m{x of keepers, old chap.”

“That cad tried to shoot hi a

“Never mind. He didn’t succeed—"

“But I do mind!” snorted Herries. “I'm going to
thrash the rotter within an inch of his life!”

“Yans, wathah! I quite appwove of givin’ the wuffian
o. feahful thwashin’1”

“Ha'a asked for it]” remarked Blake.

“But we're trespassing here——"" said Tom.

“Bai Jove! t's wathah sewicus—?"

“Yes, you're trespassing, and I'll have yon locked up
for it when my I:ee‘Peﬂ come along!” enorted the young
man in the tree. You don’t know whom you have to
deal with, you young scoundrels!”

“And don’t care, you rotter!” sma Herries,

“The fellow is not a gentleman !' said Arthur Augustus,
taking a calm survey u? the young man through his cele-
brat eyegla: “One of those new-wich boundahs,
suppose, wEn have ‘been buyin’ up_ countw; estates and
settin® up in a posish they are not entitled to.”

The young man glared down at Arthur Augustus as if
he could eat him. .

“His manners have not the repose which stampa the caste
of Vere de Vere,” remarked Monty Lowther.

“I'll have you locked up for trespass, as sure as my name’s
Algernon de Jones!” gasped the young man in the tree
“lgg!r ! Where are those dashed keepers? Help!”

gasped the unhappy

The branch swayed, and Mr. De Jones nearly rolled off
gleamed.

Towser gave a deep growl, and his teeth The
sportsman made negeeperate clutch, and
saved himself in time.
“Take that dog away!” he howled.
“I'll tie him up if you like,” said
Herries, “on condition that you come
duv«;u out of that tree and put your hands
u

p.
“Yaas, that’s a faih offah!” =
There was a*rustle in the underwoods,

and a young man came into view with

s gun under his arm. He also was in

olegant shooting-clothes, and a gold-

rimmed eyeglass was screwed into his
eye. He stared at the scene in the glade,
and ejaculated:

“Good heavens!”

“That you, Smythe?” gasped the
young man in the tree.

“Yes, old bean! What's the dashed
trouble?”

““‘Shoot that dog!™ shouted Mr. De
Jones. ‘*Shoot him dead, Smythe!”

“Oh, hech! You've been treed, poor
old bean !” said Mr. Smythe. “T'll jolly
soon settle the bow-wow 1"

He was raising his gun, when Herries
came at him like a wild bull. A set of
knuckles that seemed like iron ecrashed
on Mr. Smythe’s chin, and he went
whirling, his gun flying from hie hands
and spinning into the bushes. Mr.
Smythe collapsed on his back, with a
howl that rang through the woods.

% Yaroooop I

CHAPTER 8.
Hetries is Not Satisfled !

_ Herries stood over the astonished Mr. Smythe, brandish
ing his fists.

‘Get up and have some more!™ roared Herries.

“ Yurrrggh I

“Hhoot my dog, - will you?” raved flerries. * Shoot
Towser! Gerrup, you cad! Gerrup, you apology for -
bunny rabbit! I'm ing to smash you!”

“Good heavens! &wﬁ!" spluttered Mr Smythe.

“Help !” wailed the gentleman in the tree.

Mr. Smythe sat up and rubbed his chin dazedly, and
blinked at the juniors. . He seemed to be trying to discover
whether his chin was still there. It felt as if it wasn’t.

“Lemme -alone !" giaeped Mr. Smythe. “Hands off !
I'll call the police! I'll prosecute you! Oh, my word!
Ooooooch |

“Help |” yelped Mr. De Jones.

“The sooner we're out of this the better,” murmured
Lowther. “We shall have the keepers here soon, and they
won't be so easy to handle as this silly ass.”

“¥aas, wathah!”

“Come on, Herries——"

“I'm not coming till I've walloped that cad in the tree!”
snorted Herries.

“But we're trespassing—"

“I don't care!”

“You are bound to care, Hewwies,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy severe]q. “It is w'ong to twespass on anothah
chap’s gwound.”

There was a sound of a movement in the woods at a
distance. It probably heralded the arrival of the keepers
and Tom Merry & Co. were rather anxious. They stood
upon very uncertain ground, as it were. Certainly the
two nutty sportsmen had no right to shoot at the dog, but
there was no doubt that the juniors were trespassing on
forbidden ground It was a knotty legal point.

Blake took Herries by one arm, and Digby took him by
the other. He was forcibly dmgﬁed away ?rom the gasping
Mr. Smythe, much to that gentleman’s relief. It did not
seem to occur to Mr. Smythe to get up and tackle Herries,
though he was a head taller. He seemed to prefer to repose
in the grass uniil the incensed junior was gone.

“I'm not going till I've thrashed that cad Jones!” roared
Herries.

“You are!” chuckled Blake.

“This way!” said Digby

“ Move him on!"” said Tom Merry.

Call your blessed dog. Herries!"

“Come on, Towser !

“ Here come: OCardew!”
the shadows. - The campers all looked round.

exclaimed Blake, as there was a ftootstep in

L] 7~ UURRRGGGGHH!" spluttered
Y M 8a he sprawled .in

r. Smythe
the grass. “Oh! Owl Grooogh ! fipat el i
oooch 1"

But it was not Ralph Reckness
The

Yoocogh! Qooooc! .
#Well hit, Herriex I chuckled Blake.

0 i was & youth In a smook. youth
produced a picture postoard. *.Be Tom Merry here 7" he asked. (See page 3).
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Lowther had picked up Towser's collar, and he slipped
it on the dog mswcured it, and graa})ed the chain. Towser
was led away after his master, and this time it was Herries
who proved the more difficult of the two to lead. i

But he was led, and the St. Jim’s party emerged into
the footpath at last.

Fortunately, Solomon had remained where he was left and
he was found quietly and sedately- browsing. Tom l\ierr__'r
caught him, an& led him on, and the juniors resumed their
way at an accelerated pace. Herries loudly protested, but
Blake and Dig did not let go his arms. The walking-party
had wisely decided that the sooner they were clear of the
vicinity, the better. Certainly, they did not care two straws
for Messrs. Smythe and De Jones; it was the doubtiul, legal
aspect of the matter that worried them.

They emerged into a road at lask, and the wood was left
behind ; and,gbeautiful as the woodland was, the juniors were
glad to see the last of it—in the circumstances!

Only Herries still regretted that he
without altering the aspect of Algernon de Jones’ features.

“We shall never see the cad again!” growled Herries, “1
shall never have a chance of smashing his boko for him! It
was simply rotten of you fellows to yank me away before I'd
smashed him 7 !

“Wats! Do you want to be wun in for twespassin’ 1"
domanded Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “

7T wouldn't mind, gfter T'd smashed that cad1”

Evidently Georgo Herries was not to be reasoned with; so
his chums did not attempt to reason with him, They marched
on at & good rate; though Solomon eyed them reproachfully
from time to time, as if he did not understand the cause of
the unusual hurry and did not like it. But for once Solomon
did not have his own way.

Tom Merry & Co. were quite glad when the wood was left
a couple of miles behind. It was close on noon now, and they
Jooked out for a suitable spot for the midday halt. Tom
Merry glanced into a_green paddock attached to the grounds
ofa ra&er garish-looking, red-brick mansion. A rural youth
g{u leaning on the gate, sucking a straw, and Tom addressed

m.

“Know whom this field belongs to. kid?”

The boy nodded, and jerked a thumb towards the red-brick
mansion.

“ That's where the owner lives,” he answered. “Mr. De
Jones.”

“Oh, my hat!”

Tom Merry & Co. decided to keep on, Mr. De Jones was
not a person of whom they desired to ask permission to camp
in his paddock,

“That would be the young cad's father, I suppose!” said
Herries, glancing in through_the hzgh bronze gates, as the
party passed the mansion. *“ Wouldn't care to ask favours of
#ny of the tribe! Fooks more like a dashed Hpiclure-pnlnce
than a bousse—soma new-rich gang, I suppose !

The juniors chuckled. The mansion did not look as if it
had been designed and decorated by a person of the best
possible taste. But it was évidently on account of Towser
that Herries was inclined to believe the worst of the tribe of
De Jones. -

“Made their money in the war, I expect,” continued
Herries moroself. “Yah! I wish I'd jolly well licked that
p}l}lpply TI Yox;} fellows oughtn’t to have dragged me away like
that! I— =

“Peace, my infant!” said Monty Lowther. “Let’s hear
the end of De Jones and all his concerns ! You talk too much,
old chap!”

“Rats I grunted Herries.
puppy again——'

“Dry &\rlp!" roared Plake.

And’ Herries snorted and dried up.

“Here's agiddy village !” said Tom Merry, as they rounded
a bend in_the road and an ivy-clad inn and two or three
cottages with red roofs came info sight. “We can buy some
things here, and camp on the common. Hallo! There's
somebody camping there already!”

A caravan stood on the common, with a horse tethered near
grazing. The juniors glanced at it in_ passing; but the
caravanners were not in sight. Possibly they were doing the
sights of the neighbourhood,

“Pon't want to camp next another gang!” said Blake.
“Let’s keep on through the village !”

“VYaas, wathah!”

“Right-ho ! agreed Tom. .

The $t. Jim's party pushed on, stopping at the village
store to make a few purchases, and they ﬁeft the village,
which was called Ashpen, behind and came oub into a lane
among wide green meadows. At a cross-road a little further
on there was a wide patch of grass beside the road, and there
they decided to halt.

Solomon was relieved of his pack and staked out, and the
purchases made in the village were laid out for lunch. It was
a light but very agrecable iunch of bread and cheese and
radishes. washed down by ginger-beer. When it was qver, the
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“If ever I come on that cheeky

had left the spoe-

juniors stretched themselves in the grass to rest under the

e of the biif elmg that grew along the field’s edge.
chatted drowsily in the warm afternoon as they rested, and
they did not hear a rather heavy footfall on the grass, and
were not aware of the approach ug a stranger, until a fat voice
fell upon their ears:

“I say, you fellows!”

“My hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry.

He spun round in astonishment.” The voice was familiar
to him—and the speaker was familiar, too, as soon as Tom’s
eyes fell upon him! He was a fat outfl,_whoae waistcoat
seemed a a1zo too small for him, thou {z its circumference was
extensive. A straw-hat was on the bacik of his bullet-head, and
a gorgeous tie seemed to reflect the sunshine, rivalling in
its hue the celebrated ccat of Joseph. A gmr of big
spectacles were perched on his fat, little nose, an he blinked

eerily through them at the surprised juniors, and modded
and grinned.

“1 say, you fellows, fancy meeting you!” R

“ Bunter 1” ejaculated Tom Merry. “ Bunter of Greyfriars m

“Billy Buntah, bai Jovel”

CHAPTER 4.
An Old Acquaintance !
ILLY BUNTER rodded and grinned.

He seemed very pleased with this unexpected
encounter; but Tom Merry & Co. were very doubtiul
about the pleasure of it. in fact, the pleasure was all

on Bunter’s side.
i l;hagt?hm’ of St. Jim's knew Bunter very well—foo well,
m !

They had seen Lim often encugh when visiting Harry
Wharion & Co, at Gre;friau, and they had seen him at St
Jim’s, too. And they badn't retained any pleasing recollec-
tions of Billy Bunter—quite the reverse, in fact!

But Bunter was evidently pleased; and common politeness
compelled the 8t. Jim's party to nod and grin.

“Bunter,” said Tom Merry. “I—I never expected to see
you wandering around in Warwickshire, Bunter !”

“Bai Jove! Nol"”

. “Happy surprise cn both sides, what?” said Bunter, seat-
ing himself on a camp-stool from which Arthur Augustus
Tisen.

Gussy bhad been going to sit down again, but Bunter did
not seem awdre of the fact. Still, it was only polite to offer
s visitor a seat, and Arthur Augustus was very graceful
about it. Rk

“ Pway, sit down, Buntah !* he said.

““This stool is all right,” said Bunter cheerily. “I don't
m:;r‘lgl' sahing a little rest. You fellows had your lunch?”
e,

“ Rather early, weren’t you?” asked Bunter, “I haven’t
had mine !”

The hint was taken. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy immediately
placed at Billy Bunter’s disposal the remnants of the lunch.

“Well, I was going back to lunch,” said Buiiter, * but i
take a snack with you, since you're so pressing. What are
you fellows doing !~ Caravanning ¥””

“Walking  tour,” explained Tom Merry. "

“YWon't run to a caravan, what!?” said Bunter sympa<
thetically. “ Hard times, what? I understand.”

“Weally, Buntah—"'

“It’s not exactly that!” said Tom, a little nettled. “We
decided on a walking tour because we wanted to.”

Bunter winked.

“My dear old chap, you can be quite frank with me,” he
said. “I've been there myself—I know what it's like to be
hard-up on a holiday! Only occasionally, of course; but such
things do bappen! So yon're tramping round ?”

“Yes,” said Tom cortly.

He was already fully satisfied with what he had received
of Bunter’s fascinating society. But there was evidently more
of ‘it to come. Bunter was eating busily, and certainly did
not mean to shift until the last remnant of the eatables had
been shifted. g

“YWe're caravanning,” explained Bunter, with his mouth

full.

“QOh! That was your turn-out we passed in the village, I
suppose?” asked Manners.

“Yes; that’s my caravan,” said Bunter, with a nod.

“Yours?” asked Tom.

“T've got a few friends with me; but I'm really running -
the show,” said Bunter. ““We're stopping a few days at
Aslipen, #s I've got some ericket on. aravaunning’s ever so
much better fun than walking 1" :

“QOh1” said Tom. That was his only rejoinder to Billy
Bunter’s exceedingly courteous remark, g

“Qh, yes, rather! said Bupter, with a nod. “No end
better, you know. No comparison, in fact! If it will run ta
a caravan next vac, you fellows, I should certainly advise you
to spend the money on it. Any more biscuits?” ed
Bunter.

“Sowwy, no, Buntah!” :

“Well, I'll finish this cake, if you don’t mind.”
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*%Not at all, deah boy !” said Arthur Augustus politely.

“] ecould do with another ginger-pop, if it really isn't
bothering you fellows too much."”

“ Heah you are, Buntah!”

“Thanks, Gussy !" said Bunter. “T'm really pleased to sce

ou_again, old scout! Rem.mber the time 1 came o

t, Jim's?"

“Ya-a-a-s!"

* Jolly, wasn't it1?”

“Bai Jove—— I—I—I mean, I'm vewy pleased you found
it jollay, Buntah 1

“¥ou fellows camping long here?” asked Bunter, looking
round—not at the St. Jim's fellows, but in search of some-
thing further to eat. But there was nothing more to eat.
Bunter had demolished what had been intended as tea for
seven, and there were no more worlds for him to conquer.
“Not long,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘In fact, we're moving on

ediately. Only a midday rest, you know.”
“Yes, jou get fagged tramping, I suppose,™
Bunter. *Now, I'm a jolly good walker.”

It was really a gift of Bunter’s, the way he could import

some disu.grmgle reflection into the most casual remarks.
“We are not exactly fagged,” said Blake. “It's usual to
take a rest at midday when a fellow’s on tramp.”
Bunter smiled.
«“My dear chap, I understand perfectly,” he answered.
“Take plenty of rest—that’s my advice, ~ Wait till you're
roally fit hefore you put on the strenuous-life bizney.” 4

“We are fit!” bawled Herries wrathfully. *“Do you think
we're not fit, you fat duffer?” )

Runter quite started. He was accustomed to giving his
little “digs " at people, relying upon their politeness to see
him through, as it were. Herries’ politeness had apparently
failed all n%a sudden!

“Really I" said Bunter lofiily. “If that's the way you
talk to a chap who's dropped in to speak to you—"

“ Cheese it, Herries, old chap!”

Herries snorted.

“Vou—you eeo, Bunter— stammared Tom Merty.

“8t. Jim’s manners—what!” said Bunter, curling his fat
lip. “It's all right, I dare say. Not how we act at Grey-
friars, of course. But schools are different!”

“Weally, Buntah!” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy feebly.
George Herries retired from the spot, with red face, and began
to look after Solomon's packs, Ie felt that he couldn’t
stand Bunter long without another out-
burst. Digby strolled after Herries. He,
too, seemed to have had quite enough of

_the charms of Bunter’s society.

“You fellows getting any cricket in
the vac?” asked Bunter, blinking at Tom
Morry through his big spectacles. “I
suppose not?”

“Owing to_the limited horsepower of
Solomon,” said Monty Lowther, “we are
nol‘;’mrrying & cricket outfit around with

Bunter blinked at him.

“That's the best of caravanning,” he
said. “ Now, we’ve got our cricket outfit,
and we're getting some cricket here.
That's really why I told Wharton I'd
hang on a few days at Ashpen.”

“Oh, Wharton’s with you?” exclaimed
Tom Merry, interested at last in Billy
Bunter's remarks i g

“Yes—several of my Greyfriars
said Bunter. “Wharton and Bob
and Nugent, and Bull and Inky. Five
of them in all—I told them I could take
just five.”

“QOh!” said Tom, rather puzzled. He
could hardly imagine Harry Wharton &
Co. joining in an excursion of which
Billy Bunter was the leader and director.

“Wae've got a cricket-match on for this
week,” said Bunter. *We're playing a
country-house team. Like to see the
game?”

Tom Merry & Co. exchanged glances.
They were interested in cricket, and they
wo?ﬁd have liked to see Harry Wharton
& Co. play the country-house team, un-
doubtedly. But they were not yea.rm_nﬁ
for any further "acquaintance witl
William George Bunter,

assented

als,”

“H'm! We shall be a dozen miles away,” said Manners.

“Thanks, all the same!” 4

“Not at all,” said Bunter. “You're welcome. if you'd like
to come. T'll tell you what. Come around to the caravan to
supper this evening—we'll give {ou a jolly good supper—and
camp alongside till to-morrow. I'll be glad to have you.”

. Bunter issued that invitation in quite a lofty way, ss if he
were conferring no end of a favour on the St. Jim's party.
That alone would have led to a refusal; but, in_addition to
that, Tom Merry & Co. doubted very much whether William
George Bunter was so important a member of the caravanning
party as he stated, and whether he had any right to issue
mvitations at all. So the 8t. Jim's juniors shook their heads,

“ Many thanks,” said Tom, “but I thi all get alon,
the ma.dji" 3 hink we shall ge '3

“Yaas, wathah 1"

:: :Ibo:;t u'm}e‘ we sflarted.” said Lowther.

y dear chaps, do come!” urged Bunter. “If you coms
to supper, there will be something a bit more dacyent than
usual. harton can't refuse to let me do some shopping on
a really decent scele—I—I mean, I—I should see that there
was a decent supper. And—"

Tom Merry rose.

“Excuse us, Bunter,” he said, “I think it's time for us
o o 1" said Blak

igh time!” said Blake, jumping us

“You fellows ready to move?” caﬂedpéut Herries,
nearly finished packing Solomon !”

Bunter rose rather iuoo tentedly.

“ Bit rotten, travelling with a donkey, isn't it?"” he asked.
“No end of a worry—what!”

“We don't find it so0.”

“Fasily satisfied—what!” said Bunter.
rather cruel to load up a donkey like that?”

Herries gave a sort of convulsive snort. He picked up
D’Arcy’s malacca cane, and made an involuntary movement
E_nwm‘ds Bunter. Arthur Augustus headed him off just in

ime.

. “Cruel?” repeated Tom Merry, staring at Bunter.

Bunter nodm i Ene

‘;"Yei, seems eo to me,” he said cheerily. *Don’'t you think

“The donkey isn't heavily loaded,” said Tom, breathing
hard. “He has quite a good time of it, and carrics his load

“T've

“1 say, isn't it

#I—I think we shall be at a distance
by then, unless it's to-day,” said Tom,
ter gathermghtha opinions of Bis com-

from

rades eir looks. “It's not ausing.

“The juniora burst into :;:.np-n glade, whlon a startling scene met thelr

gaze. A gun lay in
A youth in s in
branch of a tree.

rass, and close by thcdy:n was Towssr,
clothea was colinging parately on the
S Help 1" yelled the young man. (See page 4.)

ol
#0Oh, no—to-morrow!” said Bunter,
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quite casily, Bunter.
yourself, if you use your eyes.

“] believe in kindness to animals,” said Bunter. .

That was quite a praiseworthy statement, in iteelf, but, of
course, Bunter's tone implied that he was the only fellow
there who believed in kindness to animals. 2

Tom Merry opened his lips, but closed them again quickly.

“Let's get on, you fellows,” he gaid abruptly.

“Yaas, wathah—for goodness’ sake let’s get on!” gasped
Arti:_u,r ’ lAugusf:ua. “I—I weally think we had bettah be
movin’,

“T gay, you fellows, don’t hurry off!” eaid Bunter. “T'Il
tell you what—it's nearly a mile to my caravan, and I'd like
to ride the donkey home. You don't mind?”

“We do rather!” said Blake. *“Kindness to animals, you
know !"

“Qh, really, Blake—"

“Qur donkey can't carry a ton,” said Lowther. “He's a
l!ef!.y ':mimnl, but there's a limit, Bunter—and you're the
imit !

“Look here, you fellows,” exclaimed Bunter, ‘“‘I'd really
Iikelka ride back to camp, and I think you might lend me your

nkey I’

"Gg and eat coke!” said Herries, breaking out again, as

t were.

“Let's get off, for
murmur, I shall kick
that wouldn't be polite I"

“Good-bye, Bunter!”

“But I say—"

* Ta-ta, old top!”

The St, Jim’s party moved out into the road.  Billy
Bunter blinked after them through his big spectacles, wrath-
Tully and indignantly. Hie indignation, indeed, was great.
He rolled out into the road after the St. Jim's juniors.

“1 say, you fellows!” he exclaimed emphatically. “T've
had a rather long , and I want to ride home.” I'd like
vou to lend me your donkey. Now, I hope you’re not going
t refuse.”

' Good-bye, Bunter!” said Tom Merry, aa if he had been
vompletely deaf while the Owl of Greyfriars was making his
remarks, ~ “ Gee up, Solomon!” )

Solomon “gee’d ” up, and the St. Jim’s party moved on
quite quickly.

1 shoul(j., think you could see that for

;

i
oodness’ sake!” said Blake, in a
im if we stay here any longer, and

CHAPTER 5.
’s Reeruits |

Bob Cherry’

" ALLQ, hallo, hallo!”
H There was the ring of a bicycle-bell on the road.
A cyelist jumped oft his machine, with a smiling

face, to greet Tom Merry & Co., before they had
proceeded @ hundred yards from the cross-roads. The seven
Juniors of St. Jim’s greeted him with answering smiles; they
were quite glad to see Bob Cherry of Greyfriars. The
estimation in which they held that cheex&eyouth was_very
different. from the estimation in which ¥y held William
George Bunter. ) i

“You fellows roeming around here!” exclaimed Bob.
“How jolly lucky for me to drop on you like this!”

‘“Yags, wathah, Chewwy, deah hoy !” said Arthur Augustus
cordially, and he shook hands with the Greyfriars junior, and
then barely.suppressed a little yelp. Bob Cherry’s grip was
vigorous, like everything about the cheery Bob.

"3011;'? glad to see you, old top!” said Tom Merry
heartily.

“We're caravanning,” said Bob. ‘“Camped on the village
common at this very blessed minute! You must bhave seen
the old bus if you came through the village.”

“We saw it,” said Tom “And we've met Bunter

sir
Bob Cherry chuckled.
- “Bunter? So he nosed you out, did he? Amazing how
that fat bounder noses everything out! What are you chaps
tien

‘“Travelling with a donkey,” said Tom Merry, with a

smile.

“How j ripping ! said Bob. ‘““We're caravanning;
it of a b}g{lg fi mﬁ:r us, with Bunter thrown in. If you're
not in & hurry to get along, suppose you give us a look-in.
Al the chaps will be glad to see you. There's five of us,
without counting Bunter, and you know them all. Come
along to the camp and have some tea.”

There was a slight pause.

Tom Merry & Co. would gladly have accepted that hearty
invitation, but having already refused a similar invitation from
Billy Bunter, they felt a li doubtful about doing so.

“In a hurry to get on?” asked Bob, -

' Que time's quite our own,” said Tom Merry, smiling,
“ We're just loafing round from one county to another, and
taking it easy. Ve'd be jolly glad to see your erowd,
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**Yaas, wathah!"™

" Then trot along with me,” said Bob. “The fellows will
be no end pleased to see you. You'll have to stand Bunter,
if you don’t mind that. We stand him, somehow.”

"The fact is, Bunter asked us to come, and we declined,”
said Tom. *“We—we—you see—we thought—"

“We'd have been jolly glad to see you, if you'd come in
with Bunter,” said Bob. “But I understand perfectly, - But
now I'm asking you—'

“We'll come along, and be jolly glad!” said Tom.

**Yes, rather!” gaid Blake.

“1 say, what a jolly old dog!"” said Bob, looking at Towser,
“I've seén him Before, Towser, isn’t it? I say, Towsy—
Towsy—Towsy |”

Towser gave Bob Cherry a thoughtful stare, and then
came up and rubbed his nose on him. Bob Cherry patted his
head affectionately. Herries beamed on the Greyfriars
junior.

“Yank Solomon round!” said Tom Merry. “Gee up,
Solomon! Get a move on, you brute! Hard-a-port!”

Solomon was persuaded to turn round, and the whole party
walked back towards Ashpen, Bob Cherry wheeling his bike.

A fat figure rolled out into the road and joined them,
with a rather uneasy blink at Bob.

::%i;l}lo, hallo, hai]g,! Bunter !” roared Bob Cherry.

—1 say,

“Hold my bike a minute, D’ Arcy, while I kick Bunter—""

** Bai Jove!”

D’Atcy held the machine, and Bob made a run at the
fat junior. The Owl of Greyfriars ekipped out of the oad
with great activity.

“Come back and be kicked, Bunter!”

. Bob Cherry chuckled, as he took his bike again and wheeled

it on,

‘‘Bunter’s been at the grub,” he explained. “He cleared

out the caravan larder, and he’s been dodging my boot ever
He won't dare to turn up in camp tiﬁ he’s perishing
of hunger.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked morosely after the party, as they
walked into Ashpen. But he did not venture to join them
again, He followed disconsolately at a distance.

“1 was just ttinieback to camp, when I dro%ed on you
fellows,” said Bob Cherry. “I’ve n over to Warwick to
see a chap, but he wasn’t there. Rotten luck, what?"”

“Yaas, wathah!” i

* Greyfriars chap, but he’s away for his holidays,” said

. “I've been recruiting, but I've had no luck.”

Recruiting " said Tom.

Yes; looking for cricketers,” explained Bob. ‘' We've
got landed in a cricket-match here, and it's coming off
to-morrow, and there’s only five of us—six with Bunter.
Bunter’s no good, of course, but we shall have to give him
a bat, T suppose. We want to lick the Ashpen Hall erowd,
but it doesn't look like it. You see, Wharton accepted the
challenge, and we hoped to gather in some Greyfriars fellows
to make up an cleven.” . =

“I eee!" said Tom.

“They're a feeble crowd,” went on Bob. ‘“Flashy style,
Eﬂu know; all swank and no game. But if we have to play

ve against eleven, they may pull it off, and they’ll have the
laugh of us. Wharton’s quite ready to take them on, five
against eleven; but I can’t help thinking that it's biting off
more than we can chew.”

“Lon% odds, anyhow,” said Blake.

ove, L

‘‘Bai wathah .

**So we made up a list of all the Greyfriars chaps who live
in these parts,” he said, “and I've been riding hke thunder
to-day, calling on two of them, while Wharton’s been tele-
graphing. But there’s been simply no Iuck, Three chape
that he telegraphed to can’t come over, and the two I've
called on are away on their holidays—and there you are !”

o cheese I" said Tom.

“Hdrd as nails!” said Bob, *“We may Pick up a lad or
two in the village, but I'm afraid they won't be much good.
We're landed in a match that the other side ought to 1115! off
as gasy as winking; and they're a swanky lot of bounders
who will crow over us. Rotten, isn't it? We ought really
to rag Wharton for landing us; but the bounder was braggin
cricket, and Harry was waxy, and eo it came about, %
wish——" Bob Cherry broke off suddenly.

“My only hat!” he ejaculated.

A n idez seemed to have shot into Bob Cherry's brain,
He almost g L

*“¥You fellows!"” he stuttered.

*“Us!” said Tom Merry. i

Bob caught him by the arm excitedly.

“Have you got to travel on before to-morrow?”

*No, not specially.” *

“Care for & game of cricket?”

“Yes, rather!”
“¥ou bet!” said Blake.
Bob Cherry’s eyes danced,



.. caravan. A kettle sang on a spirit-stove;
. and 8¢t. Jim’'s juniors enjoyed a bountiful repest of boiled

and I thought it would be a jolly good idea to give him

Order Your “ Gem ' Now.

%Qh, what luck!” he exclaimed. ‘“Why, there’s seven of
vou and five of us—that makes up eleven with one over. If
six of you fellows will play——"

e 1 g B irinned Blake. ‘‘Seven, if you like!”
ah !

There Will Be a Huge Demand! 9

said Wharton confidently. *I believe we shall just wallop
them, and leave them without a leg to stand on. The captan
is coming across this evening to_make the final arrangements.
sttec'ﬂdhimmwll least, I was going to ask him to tes,
but he hasn’t dropped in yet. You’'ll see him when he comes,
md“ycm can judge the rest by him; they're much of a

“ Hurr: That sees us th‘mugfa.!" exclaimed Bob, in great
delight. “Why, we’ll walk over Ashpen Hall. I know you
fellows play—you’ve even beaten Greyfriars ionally .

“More than occasionally,” grinned Lowther. “I think
honours are about even between us.”

“With a full eleven, we'll make Ashpen Hall hide it's

diminished head, and sing small !”” chuckled Bob. “Oh, what
gorgeous luck! And youw'll really chip in and play with us

-morrow 1’

“Certainly, if you want uns.”

“Jolly glad to.” .

- “Hurrah! I say, do you mind hurrying on a bit?" said
Bob_Cherry. “I want to let the chaps know; they'll jump
iuoy when they see my merry recruits. This is a special
4 egg, and no mistake !

“Gee-up, Solomon !”

The party accelerated their pace through the village street,
and came out on the common, where the Greylriars caravan
was camped The caravanners were at home now—four
juniors were to be seen—Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,
J nny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. They all
turnod and looked at the party with the donkey as the
latter came up. Bob Cherry ed on in advance.

“All gerene!” he roared. “Here's the merry recruits!”

Bob Cherry waved his hand towards the 8t. Jim's party. -

“Here you are, Wharton—here’s your men! ven
choose from—all good eggs. Now we sha'n't be long!”
i " Io-ud man!” exclaimed Wharton. “What splendid
uck !”

And there were hearty greetings exchanged between the
caravanners and the St. Jim’s walking-party.

CHAPTER 6.
Algernon de Jones Looks Inl

“* NOTHER cup of tea?”
“ Thanks [
#Bhove the cake over, Johnny !

# Here you are !"

“What & wippin’ cake ! .

The sun wae sinking in the west, but it was still very
warm. On Ashpen Common there was a cheery tea-party.
the donkey, was hobbled near the caravan horse;
Towser lay half-asleep between the lowered shafts of the
and the Greyfriars

y and watercress, and lettuce and es, and jam and
.:Ekg: and other good things. Harry Wharton & Co. had
killed the fatted calf, metaphorically their

spouki.nig, for
un: ted guests. There was a cheery buzz of talk among
the juniors as they disposed of tea under the setting sun.

"The talk ran chiefly on cricket.

Harry Wharton was quite frank on the subject, and
?bvil?u&y delighted with the recruits Bob Cherry had obtained
for him.

“We were in a bit of a scrape, really,” he told Tom Merry.
“We got jawing with the Ashpen man, and he was bragging
of his cricket, and I was a bit hasty in taking him on for a

h. I don't_ like the fellow, and he put my P,
some real Greyfriars cricket and open his eyes. He's got a
team up among his guests at the Hall, and is looking around
for somebody %o conquer, you know. He had the cheek
to turn up his silly nose at the idea of playing a schoolboy
team.”

“ Swanky ass I’ commented Bob Cherry.
“ But he took us on, and it’s fixed up,” continued Wharton.

 “We're playing to-morrow on the cricket pitch in the grounds

up at the Hall.
age twenty, I should say—"
“Phew !’ murmured Tom Merry.
*You think it was a cheek of us to take them en?" asked

They're an older team than we are—average
’

‘Wharton.
“Well, that_depends on what sort of players they are,”

- said Tor Merry _cautiously,

“Vaas, a lot depends on that,” said Arthur Augustus
sagely. “If they're any good at cwicket, they ought to walk
all ovah a team avewage age fifteen. But it weally depends.”

“They're pretty feeble,” said Wharton. * Swank is chiefly
their mark. Weo watched a match at the Hall yesterday, and
they put up a feeble show enough. But, of course, their
being so much older makes a big difference. If we'd had 1o
play them with men short, they would have licked us, I
suppose—bad as they are cricket. And that wouldn’t
bave taken them down the peg we wanted.”

“1 suppose not,” said Tom Merry, sn_nili.:f.

“But with a full eleven, I'm certain beating them,"

“It's a one-day match of course,” continued Wharton, “and
the stumps will be pitched pretty early. We've got our
cricket outfitwith us,and we can get Lhe things for you fellows
in Ashpen—we’d already arranged aboutb that, in case we
succeeded in bagging recruits. I don’t know whether you can
hit boundaries without your favourite willow, Merry—"

“T'Il try ! said Tom, laughing.

“I wish we had Fatty Wynn or Talbot with us, to take
their wickets,” said Blake, “but we'll give a good account
of u_urae!vee, anyhow. Even Gussy can play cricket, after a

hion.”
"WB&lIl{, Blake—"
“You'll only want six of us,” remarked Tom Merry.

“You'll have to pick your men, Wharton.

Harry ton shook his head, with a smile. He did not
mean to take on the rather thankless task of selecting six
men cut of the Bt, Jim's seven.

“T'll leave that to you, Merry,” he said. “I want you, of
course, and Blake, but, for the others, I'd rather you picked
them out.”

“Right-ho!" said Tom.

“And we sha’n’t be playing Bunter after all!” grinned
Nugent.

“Ha, ha!- I don’t think we shall miss Bunter.”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Iere comes the Ashpen skipper!™
exclaimed Bob erry. “Here ho is, as large as life, and
one of his pals with him."”

The juniors rose to their foot, and Tom Merry & Co, looked
round, in some curiosity, to see the captain of the country-
house crowd. Then they fairly jumped.

“De Jones!” ejaculated Tom.

“Smythe I"” murmured Blake,

There was a snort from Herries. He retired to the caravan,
and sat down on the step. He did not intend to bandy
polite words with the two young dandies whom the St. Jim’s
Fu.rﬁy had met in the woods that morning. Herries hed not
oligotben or forgiven the attempt to shoot his precious bulldog.

o Jones and Smythe came across the common with a
lounging and rather daisical air. They were dressed in
light tweeds now, of a very fashionable cut, and woro
expensive Panama hats, and expensive jowellery. There was
& glimmer of gold and a glitter of precious stones about them
as they walked from watch-chains and links and studs. It
was evident that the two nutty young men had plenty of
money, and expended a good deal of it in the adornment of
their persons.

Tom Merry & Co. exchanged quick looks. They had not
expected to meet Algernon de Jonés again; but here he was,
turning up like a bad penny. They realised now that the
garish, red-brick mansion the§ had passed that morning was
Ashpen Hall, and that De Jones was the skipper of the
country-house team they had engaged to meet as recruits
for Harry Wharton’s eleven. e position was rather
awkward, and required tact.

“Vou know these fellows?"” asked Wharton, rather surprised:
by the peculiar looks of the St. Jim's crowd.

“Ye-e-es,” stammered Tom.

“Yaas, wathah!”” murmured Arthur Augustus,

% We—we met them this morning,” said Blake. “We had
rather a row, I'm afraid.”

“Just a bit of an argument.r" said Dighy.  “Smythe’s got
a trace of it on his chin now.”

““Oh, a scrap!” said Wharton, rather taken aback

“ Yes, a little one,” said Tom. * Herries knocked Smythe
down for trying to shoot his do%‘ I'm afraid we were ires-
ﬁassing in De Jones’ woods. 'owser had got loose, you

now, and we went after him. Perhaps we'd better retire
from the scene, in the circa.”

“Stay where you are!” answered Wharton. “It needn't
‘make any difference. You're in my eleven now, and it
doesn't_matter whether you're on bad terms with the Jones
bird. It’s nothing to do with the crickeb.”

De Jones and Smythe sauntered up, and nodded carelessly

to Wharton. The manner of the nuity young man was
insufferably superior; and Tom Merry understood quite well
Wharton’s strong desire to take them down a or two.
The two nuts did not seem to observe the St. Jim's party
at first, but De Jones gave o slight start as his eyes fell on
them, and he muttered something to his companion. Smythe

put up a gold-rimmed eveglass, and glanced at the juniors,
and shrugged his narrow sgaulﬁan. %}n-t was all the atten-
tion the nuts deigned to_bestow on the heroes of St. Jim's.
Tha{l vory carefully avoided looking at them again, devoting
all their attention to Harry Wharton.
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“Just dropped in to tell you how we stand, Wharton,”
draweld Algernon de Jones. “ Will i§ suit you for stumps to

pi at eleven to-morrow?”

* Earlier if you like,” answered Wharton,

De Jones shook his hea

*Couldn’t very well make it earlior, dear boy. You see, 1
don’t turn out ull about ten.”

““Make it eleven, then,” said Wharton.

- “Right! Double innings, I suppose?’™

“ tﬁought s0,” said arton,

“That will mean two innings for you and ome for us,”
yawned Algernon, z

‘Wharton smiled griml

“Perhaps!” he said.
innings for us and two for you.

“1 feel a bit of a dashed fool playin’ a schoolboy gang at
all,” said De Jones. “The other fellows have been raggin’
me about it. But I e the arrangement, and I'm stickin’
to it! After all, it will be a bit of easy practice for us, an’
1 told the other fellows so; didn’t 1, Smythe?”

“¥You did, Algy,” answered Smythe, .

“I don't know what you other fellows will be doin’ for
lunch,” remarked De Jones, gazing at the horizon. _ That
remark appnrenti{ was meant to convey that he did not
intend to provide lunch for the visiting eloven, s

“That’s all right,” said Wharion quietly. “We shall get
our lunch in our caravan. We'll bring it along near the
ground,”

“Oh, don’t gut it on our grounds, please!” said De Jones.

“We won’t!” assented Wharton, still quietly.

“Fellow must draw a line somewhere,” explained De
Jones. “Idraw it at caravans and things.”

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. He
was almost overcome by the polished manners of Algemqn de
Jones. Mr. de Jones was the most thorough and finished
specimen _of the “bounder ** that Arthur Augustus had ever
hapg?nsd upon, _ -

“ My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry, with great gravity,
'‘you can rely upon us. We won’t allow so vulgar a thing as
8 caravan to come between the wind and your nobility.”

‘here was & faint chuckle from somewhere. Mr. de Jones
gazed at Bob Cherry, and nodded rather vaelnti{l._

“Yes, exactly.” he assented. ‘“‘Keep the thing out of
sight, you know. I think that's about all, you kids. I'll look
for you about eleven in the mornin’.”

“Right-ho 1" said Wharton.

And Mr, de Jones and his friend Sm?:ha wheeled round
and walked off, with a glimmer and a glitter, and an air of
being bored with the universe generally.

CHAPTER 7.
Bunter is Not Pleased !

OM MERRY drew n deep breath when the nutty pair
% we_rlw gome.  Harry Wharton looked at him, and
smiled. ¥

y.
*It might possibly mean only one

“ Are they all like that?” asked Tom.
*“Much of a muchness, from what we’ve seen. They look
as if they can play cricket—I don’t think!” grun Jack

8.

“It will do them good to give them a thumping good
walloping at cricket,” said Tom. “It may take just a little
of the gas out of them,”

““That’s my idea,” said Wharton. “The game is to pla
hard and fast from the start, and not give them a look-in if
we can help it. We'll keeg them hard on the go all the
time: I hope we shall be able to lick them with an innings
to spare. That would bring the bragging bounders down off
their perch a little, 1 think. I wish we were going to meet
them at football instead of cricket, We'd jolly well give them

a rousing time.”

“We'd turn their dashed hair grey!” said Bob Cherry
regrkecl'ully. “8till, we can give them some exercise at
cricket.”

Washing-up was the next item on the programme for the
caravanners, and the St. Jim's party drew together to
*consult as-to which member of the party was to stand out
of the crickét. But.that question was quickly and un-
expectedly settleds

“You needn’t worry over that,” said Herries.
out.”

“Bai Jove! That is vewy nice of you, Hewwies, vewy self-
sacwificin’, and all that!” said Arthur Augustus.

“T wouldn’t y cricket with those cads for anything!”
Herries growled.
here. T'd have done it. only T didn’t want a row with the
Greyfriars chaps about. But.I'm not going to their dashed
red-brick' mansion, and 'm not going to play cricket .with
them, and I'm going to bump Jones on the boko next time I
see him, you can count me out.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Well, that settles the point,” he said. “You can look
sfter Solemon and Towser, Herries."

Tue Gem Lierarv.—No, 701

“Leave me

-, 'The cricketers

“I wanted to handle them when they were -

“Towser doesn’t need 'lool:ing after,” retorted Herries.
“But I'll stay with the caravan.”

Tom Merry had expected the *“standing out” of one
member of the party to prove a knotty point, for, of course,
all the party were keen on cricket. So Herries' decision came
as a relief. And all the party agreed that the farther Herries
was from Algernon de Jones, the better. A “bump " on the
“boko ” would certainly have spoiled the harmony of the
proceedings, though Algernon doubtless deserved one.

The St. Jim's walkers pitched their tent that night within
a stone’s throw of the Greyfriars caravan, and the two parties
had a cheery supper together before they turned in. Billy
Bunter joined the supper-party, with a rather uneasy eye on
Bob Cherry. But the good-natured Bob hed already for-
gotten his resolve to kick Bunter. :

Bunter heard of the new arrangement with regard to the
cricket with almost breathless indignation.

“8ix St. Jim’s chaps and you five!” he exclaimed. *That
makes eleven, Wharton! Where do I come in?"

‘' You don’t come in at all, my fat tulip!” he answered.
“You're leaving me out of the cleven!” roared Bunter,
“My dear old porpoise, you'll be more useful in the
caravan,” said Frank Nugent. “You can serub it out from
end to end while we're playing cricket.”

‘“Hear, hear!” chortled the caravanners.

_Billy Bunter gave his comrades a glare that almost cracked
his spectacles.

. “Well, of all the ungrateful rotters !” he exclaimed. “ Treat-
ing a fellow like this, after urging him to come with you,
fairly begging of him to cancel his other engagements——"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the caravanners.

£ Lord Mauleverer wanted me at his place,” snorted Bunter,
“He's giving a cricket week, and he begged me to come,
with tears in his eyes. I had to refuse, as you fellows had
practically tied me down. I've a jolly good mind to cut the
party, and gush off to Mauleverer’s place to-morrow morn-
ing " said Bunter wrathfully.

“Do!” chuckled Bob Cherrr.

“Jolly good idea!” exclaimed Wharton heartily. “A bit
rough on Mauly, perhaps, but otherwise a really zood idea.”

“Why not start this evening?” suggested Johnny Bull.
“Weo'll all wallk with you to the station, Bunter, and give
you a send-off.” ¢
: thm‘tzr blinked at his comrades. Then he gave a feeble,
at grin. . "

. 'He, he, he! You fellows shouldn't make thess littla
jokes before visitors; you know! Pass the cake, Merry, will
you, old chap?” X

. After supper the juniors turned in, in their respective
quarters, and.slept soundly through the summer night. They
were up early and bright in morning, making their pre-
parations for the visit to Ashpen Hall. In good time the
caravan and Solomon were set in motion, and the riy
started ' for the Hall. Mindful of Algernon de qu:m'
commands, they did not enter the De Jones’ territory; the
aristocratic eyes of Algernon were not to be‘oﬁ"endei with
the sight of so vulgar a thing as a caravan. The camp was
pitched by the rosdside, a short distance from the 1;
and Herries was left in charge of it, with Billy Bunter, while
Tom Merry & Co. accompanied the Famous Five of Grey-
friars to the cricket-ground.

CHAPTER 8,
First on the Field,

[} OOD-MORNIN® 1"
Mr. Smythe spoke very ia,nguidlz, as if the effort
of speaking was almost too much for him. He was

4 strolling aimlessly on the drive when the schoolboy
cricketers came along.

“Good-morning " said Harry Wharton, “We're in good
ﬁrﬁ?' ¥ mai:&.!:" lted 14

r. Sm: consulted an expensive gold watch.

“Awf'ly good time!” he answered. ."It’s a quarter to
eleven. I haven’t had brekker yet.”

“Is De Jones about?” asked Bob Cherry.

“I hardly think he’'s up.”
ed at one another. They had arrived
in good time, with cricket-bags complete; and it was rather
a facer to discover that the rival captain was not out of bed
yet—with the game due to begin in a_quarter of an hour.

Mr. Smythe smiled at their expressions.

“I suppose you don’t mind waitin’ a bit,” he suggested.
“I fancy very few of the fellows have had their brekker.
Wao're not early birds here.”

“It appears mot,” said Wharton. -

“Kept it up a bit late last night,” explained Mr.
Smythe. *The merry jazz and the flowin’ bowl, you know.
Old Hunks is away—Algernon's father, ou know,” said Mr.
Smythe confidentially. ‘“He’s away in Birmin ham—lookin’
after the dashed old business, I dare sa; nd Algy is runnin’
the show. And I will say this for Algy—when he rune a
show -he knows how to make the fur fly.” And Mr. Smythe
nodded with evident approval of Algy. .
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“When are we likely to play?” asked Nugent.
Mr. Smythe considered.
J“Well, I'll wander in and tell Algy you've come,” he
said. “Fll wake ui the old bird, just to oblige you. He'll
curse me black and blue—he wakes up after a chamy

The other batsmen looked on with languid interest from
the wax].mn.‘ The fieldsmen grinned. ’Iﬁ konew Hurres
Singh’s quality as a bowler; and they could guess Algy's
a:oa E}mmm“ They rather thought there was a surprise in
store for

night. But I'll risk it. You fellows can wander round
and see the sights, or you can stack yourselves up at the
vilion yonder. Do ‘any dashed old thing you like, you
ow,” added Mr. Smythe amiably. And he lounged off into

.
“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry. -
on compressed his lips.
‘“Let’s get on the i:oun;l, anyhow,” he said.
The juniors had the ericket-ground to themselves, save
for & man who waa rolling the pitch. ey were glad to
see that the pitch was a good one and in good condition.

And the dap- ‘was going to be beautiful.
Eleven o'clock struck from somewhere, but not a soul
appeared on the ground.
Here’s the merry Jones-bird!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
ejaculated Bob Cherry.
Algernon de Jones came lounging down at last, at hall-
past eleven. He looked rather sickly—possibly the result
cf the “champagne night * his friend Smythe had referred
. He gave Wharton a languid good-morning, taking no
notice of the St. Jim's fellows.

. “Sorry to keep you waitin’!” he yawned.

“QOh, don't-mench!" said Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“We'll be ready soon. I've told the fellows to get ready.
We're letting in some people to see e—villagers, and
all that, and the servants, you know,” said Algernon. *You
fellows don’t mind a little crowd seein’ you licked,what?”

“We don’t mind their seeing the game.”

“We'll try to put you out of your misery quite early,”
said De Jones. on't want to fag about all day.”

“Two chaps here will umpire, if you like. Make any
arrangement you please, old beans.”

“Anything you like,” said Wharton.
want is to get going.”

“P1l tell the fellows to get a move on.”

Algernon de Jones drifted away to the house again,

“Nice boy!” murmured Blake.

Harry Wharton looked at
apologetically.

“J don’t know that I ought to have landed you chaps in
this,” he said. *'It isn’t much catch for you, wmtms about
for those cads. I was an ass io have anything to do with
them.” :

“Qh, it’s all right!” said Tom Merry, :
laughing. “We'll wake *em up, anyway,
when wa get to cricket!”

“Yes, we'll do that!” growled
Wharton. . i

It was a quarter of an hour later that
Algernon de Jones drifted on to the

ound again, with Smythe and two or
f;ree other nutty-looking youths. One
by one the rest of the house pariy
dropped in. Meanwhile, some spectators
were %athermg‘—mv.apt‘a from the Hall
and folk from the vicinity. It was not
a large crowd—about twenty all told.
But 1t seemed that Algernon liked an
sudience of some sort to witness his
prowess with bat and ball.

The cricketers were glad to see stumps
pitched at last, It was past twelve |
o'elock when Algernon & Co. were ready
to play, and then they did not look ven:s
keen. Late hours and champagne di
not conitibute to liveliness of spirits in
the morning; and the Hall party, too,
scemed ratgel' to pride themselves on
looking upon cricket as a bore. But they
were ready at last, all arrangements were
made, and the two captains tossed for
the innings. Algernon de Jones won the
toss_ and elected to bat,

“Turn your chickens into the run, old
bean!” he said by which he apparently
meant. that the schoolboy cricketers were
to

“What we really

the St. Jim's fellows rather

eld.
Harry Wharton iave the ball to Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.
“Give 'em jip!” he seid; and the
nabob nodded, and announced that the
jipfulness would be terrific,

There was !

The ball came down like a bullet, and Algernon gave one
blink and swung his bat around. The ball whipped out the
middle stump.

De Jones blinked at the wicket.

“Good heavens!” he ejaculated.

“How’s that!” sang out Tom Merry.

De Jones gave anocther blink. and seemed satisfied that it
was ‘“out.” He walked away to the pavilion with a more
!erigusl;ace. Evidently he had received the surprise of his
nutty life. .

- CHAPTER 9.
Something Like Cricket !
“ HAT a giddy procession !” grinned Monty Lowther.
* Yaas, wathah!” chuckled Arthur” Augustus
D'Arcy. g
And the whole field grinned. .

A ‘‘procession " it was; there was no other word for it.
The batting powers of the Ashpen Hall crowd, to judge by
their talk and their manner, were wonderful. To judge by
liheg' play, their powers were of the most strictly limited

nd.

e

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh disposed of three wickets in
the first over. In the second, Jack Blake disposed of two—
for two runs.

In the third. Tom Merry and Monty Lowther each caught
out a man, and three runs were taken.

Seven down for five runs was the glorious total, so far.

The tramp ecricketers wanted to be polite. But they could
not help smiling. The melancholy Jacques himself would
have smiled if he had been there.

Algemon & Co. did not smile.

They looked astonished at first, then irritated, and then
decidedly bad-tempered.

- Algernon’s voice, at the pavilion, was heard admonishing
his merry men, and slanging them when they came boot-
less home. But, really, it was not Algernon’s business to
slang them, considering his own duck’s egg.

Algernoi had distressfully wondered wielher the innings
would make him late for lunch when it started. He was soon
relieved on that point. @ i

Algernon de Jones came on

to open
the mings, with Mr. Smythe at the

other end. - ) . 9
A]sy stood at the wicket in a com-
manding attitude, with the willow in his

de Jones wriggl
wrathful. He shook the wriggling Algy like a rat.
roared the indignant Bob. ' "ou wi
licked, do you 7 7

in Bob Cherry's powerlul grasp. Bob was

“*You rascally fraud!"

ant to crawl out before vo:"ru quite
Al

“ Yarooh !™ roared Algy. (Sespage 12.

grasp, and faced Hurree Singh’s bowling
with calm confidence.
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At the present rate of progress, the innings was likely to
be over in time for a guite early lunch.

“For goodness’ sake buck up!” Algernon implored, as a
new man went on, *The people are simply grinnin® at us!”

The “people ” grinned again at the performance of that
batsman. He took two runs, and then he was stumped.

*“Eight down for seven!” murmured Tom Merry. *“They'll
get nearly a run a wicket if they put their beef into it.”

De Jones & Co. did rather better than that, however. They
bagged a total of fifteen runs by the time the last wicket was
down. The schoolboy cricketers came off the field. Algernon
de Jones gave them a morose look. There was a slight
diminution of his swank.

“When do we bat?" asked Wharton politely.
“Oh, after lunch,” said Algernon. “Say, three.’
“Right-ho!”

“If we don't bat till three, though,” remarked Bob
Cherry, “that doesn’t leave much time for another innings
each. e don’t want this giddy match to be left
unfinished. "

“Wathah not!” said Arthur Augustus.

De Jones shrugged his shoulders,

“We'll be on the ground at three,” he said.

“Three will do,” said Harry Wharton quietly.

‘After lunch the tramp cricketers rosted till it was time
to turn up on the ground again. They were well in time.
But three o'clock chimed out without Alyernon & Co. putting
in an appearance,

Evidently the lofty Algernon was keeping them waiting
on purpose; but the schoolboys bore his insclence patiently.

It was half-past three when the nutty eleven came lounging
down to the ground.

“You fellows been waitin'?"” he asked.

“Half an hour,” said Wharton,

“Bo sorry!” smiled Algernon.

Algernon & Co. went into the field. Tom Merry noticed
that the spectators were all gone now, Apparently De Jones
did not want any witnesses to that match = after his
experience of the first innings. He felt, perhaps, that the
result was not likely to contribute to his glory.

Harry -Wharton the innings, with Tom Merry at
the other end, The Greyfriats junior received the bowling,
and knocked it right and left. i—Ie knocked up four for the
first ball, and for the second he had sco two, when
his wicket was knocked over after his bat was well on the
crease. He smiled.

“Qut 1

Wharton jumped.

The umpire looked at him coolly.

“Qut!” he repeated. ‘‘Next man in!”

Harry Wharton controlled his feelings with a great effort.
The umpire wuB:dpal of Algy’s, and evidently they had been
putting their heads together over lunch. The juniors had
expected feeble play, but they had not thought of foul play,
which was what they were going to get now.

Wharton joined the batsmen at the pavilion. .

“That wasn’t out!” exclaimed Bob Cherry excitedly.

i I saw—"
A W!é’ve let ourselves in for this,” said Wharton ruefully.
*Get in, Bob, and don’t give the cads the ghost of a chance

-to play foul.”

Bob Cherry looked very grim as he went in, He knocked
%‘i a dozen runs before the umpire had a chance at him.

en he was given “out,” and with feelings in his breast
L’lkebu voleano on the verge of eruption, Bob carried out

is bat. -

+ Arthur Augustns D’Arcy joined Tom Merry at the wickets.
The two 8t. Jim’s juniors played with great care, never
piving the enemy a chance. The runs piled up more slowly
in consequence, but they piled up, and the total stood at
thirty-five, when Algerncn de Jones caught Tom Merry out.
It was an easy catch, but a wonderful one for Algernon. Jack
Blake came on in Tom Merry's place.

Blake added five to the score, and then Harry Wharton
decided to declare the innings at an end. He had still his
second innings to fall back on in case of necessity, but it
was not likely to be needed.. Algernon & Co, hadn’t a_chance
of knocking up the required twenty-six runs to win in their
second innings. .

With a score of forty Wharton felt safe in declaring.
Algernon de Jones received -his communication with a
thoughtful brow. ) .

He was considering. Consideration showed him that he was
booked most certainly for defeat, and that the visitors would
have a whole innings to spare. 1t was a painful knowled,
for Algernon, who had intended to walk over the school-
B?ya in ﬂ?:o]’;n?t lofty way, an(ﬁi dismiss them well-licked.

non ed very unpleasant,

‘gﬁ;mm‘s I seen yyc‘m I:b%fom somewhere?” he asked sud-
-denly, addressing Tom Merry. ,

Tom gave a start at the sudden question.
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" Algernon.

“Yes,"” he answered,
met_yesterday in the wood?”

“¥es. 1 thought I'd seon you somewhere,” he said
deliberately. “You're one of that poaching gang—"'

& “What 3!‘;3 thump do you ;nann?" exclaimed ?om.d]:'!‘ou
new me when you saw me last evening with these ™
De_Jones shook his head. s

*Never noticed you, or I shouldn’t have consented to
play you,” he said coolly. “Now I recognise you, I'm
afraid I must decline to continue. I'm sorry, Wharton, but
that's final, The match will be discontinued,”

And Algernon de Jones turned loftily and walked away.

“I suppose you remember that we

Then it dawned upon them that the superb Algernon
was taking this method of cutting a]mrtI the mntgh
t was the

TH.E schoolboy cricketers simply stared for some momenta.

X in order to avert a certain defeat.
estimable De Jones' way of ““crawling out.™

Algernon & Co: crowded away, yrinning to one another,
De Jones felt that he had scored at the finish—not as a
cricketer, certainly, but he was satisfied with having scored
anyhow. .

Bat, if Algernon had only known it, the finish was not yet,

‘As he sauntered away, Bob Cherry left his comrades, and
made & sudden rush at him. Bob’s heavy grasp fell upon
Algy’s collar behind, and spun him round,

ore was & loud yell from the heir of Ashpen Hall.

“¥Yaroooh! Leggo!” .

“Let him go!” ﬁoutod Smythe.

Smythe rungad to_the rescue, and found Jack Blake in the
way. Blake gave him & playful tap on the nose,

“Have some more?” he asked.

“Yow-ow-ow ! :

Smythe evidently did not want any more. He backed away
with a jump,

Algernon de Jones wrigzled spasmodically in Bob Cherry's
powerful grasp. Bob was wrathful. He shook the wriggling
Algernon as it he had been a terrier and Algy a rat.

“You rascally fraud!” roared the indignant Bob. ‘““You
want to crawl out before you're quite licked, do you?”

"%’nomﬂli" i

““You apology for a worm—"

"Yarool?‘l’ Help! Lend me a hand, you chaps!” yellod
the hapless Algernon.

But the nutty cricket hesitated. The schoolb bad
gathered round Bob Cl:lem'{1 and his victim, and they looked
too dangerous to be rushed. There was no rescue for

“Yow-ow! Help! Send the grooms—send the footmen!
Help! Yooop!” shricked Algernon, as Beb twisted him over
and rubbed hie features in ﬂ']l;({ra!l. :

“What a game!” murmu Monty Lowther, .

“You glinking worm!” said Bob  Cherry, still rubbing
Algernon’s nose industrially in the grass. ' You swanking
chump! You apology for a rabbit! Swank and foul play, ana
then crawling out! Vah!”

“Yooop! Help!” .

“Bring one of the stumps here, you chaps! He's going to
have a dozen on his bags!™ said Bob,

“Ha, ha pa!” . .

“Yans, wathah! That is a vewy good ideah!”

Monty Lowther rushed for a stump. Bob pinned the
hapless De Jones’ face downwards in the grass, and Lowther
wielded the stump with grace and precision,

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

“ ¥ ow-0W-OW-Wi "

Whack, whack, whack! . <

“That will do,” exclaimed Tom Merry, laughing., * Chuck
it, Monty! Lel’s get oub of this!” =~~~

And, leaving Algernon de Jones wrgiglmsx in the grass,
uttmi':ng' sounds of woe, the iramp cricketers marched off,
chuckling.

f . . i P . ® v .

Tom Merry & Co did not ses anything more of the superb
De Jones. The curaﬁange:s sn:l the wummg_p!‘;lity mm‘:‘med
cam| toez:ther till the next morning, wi & stone’s
thmeredo[ e De Jones' walls; but while they remained
Algernon did not venture beyond those walls. Herries woull
have been pleased to see him, but he did not come forth.

The next morning the gumora started on their way, and
the St. Jim’s party walked with the caravan till their ways
parted. “Then seven_ schoolboys and Solomon went on their
lei;urelg“way, over hills]:nn]xd dale,.ml?y the lanes and :]t;m.s t
and woods of merry gland, with many an venture to
befall them before they gathered, at the end of the holidays,
within the ancient walls of St. Jim's.

THE END.

(Look out for next week’s special number of the THE
GEM LIBRARY. There will be a grand long story of
Ernest Levison and the « of St._ Jim's. Order_gonr
eopy EARLY.) _—— e s s
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A Magnificent Story of Life at Millford College. By IVOR HAYES.

NEW READERS START HERE,

TOM MACE, whose father is a professional cracksman, wins a
sckolarship jor Millford College. His [ather is rather pleased, for
MR, BILL MACE has certain unlawful reasons for wanting to see
the inside of the school. Mrs. Mace darns up her son's clothes,
and Tom sets off for school. In the train he overhears a conversa-
tion between a man in @ sea-green suit and a muflered ruffian, The
ruffian is addressed us SPIKEY MEADOWS, and there iz some
suspicious talk that sets the lad thinking. At last he arrives at
the school, only to be jeered at by the other juriors. He sees there
a lad, SIMON LUNDY, son of the man who is the squire of that
iarl of the country in which Tom lives. Tom tries to be friendly,

ut Simon cuts him dead. Just as Lundy & Co. are fﬂoling with
Tom's things, a new master appears on the scene. He i3 Mr,
GORDON GALE—the man in the sea-green suit, whom Tem had
seen in the train. Tom sces the headmaster, who is kind to him, and
sees also MR. MULLINS, the master of the Fourth Form. He finds
this man a srob, and he is feeling downkearted. He es Lo
Study B—Lundy and Bradshaw's study—to which he has been
allotted, but he is roughly handled. BOB PEEL finds him, is
friendly, and stands him a feed at the tuckahop. Bradshaw & Co.
advance upon the tuckshop, A battle royal ensues, and Tom, after
being pelted with eggs, it thrown out. He knocks into a man as he
falls into the lane. The others, frightened, run away. Thiz man i
SPIKEY MEADOWS. He talks to Tom, and tries to persuade the
iad to leave a window open, so that he can enter the school at
nright, ezplaining the consequences if he fails to make up kis mind
within a certain time, Tom returns to the school. Being late, he
is questioned by his Form-master, Mr. Mullins, who is startled when
Tom mentions the name ¢f Meadows. The mysterious Mr. Mulling,
who ervidently knows something of Meadows, dismisses Tom with a
slight punishment. Tom reaches the dormitory, to find that a tin
bor containing clothes has arrived for him, the box having been
tampered with and the contents, with various inscriptions first made
upon them, now strewn about the floor. m's anger is aroused,
and, with Peel's assistance, he saile into the boye, but the numbers
sodn tell upon them.

g (Now read on.)

' 1 Thrown Out!

ARNET and half a dozen others, dazed by the sudden-
ness of the attack, joined in the fray, while that
worthy warrior Luke Bradshaw stood on a bed in
the rearground and shouted encouragement,

Tom and his iriend fought fiercely, lashing with their
fists, seeing that every blow had its billet. But numbers told.
Lundy, enraged by pain and humiliation, kicked out viciously
at Tom's shin. -

Tom Mace gave a shrill shout of pain and dr his
arms. Almost immediately Garnet’s right fist caught him
heavily under the ear. Bob Peel turned to see what had
happened, and he, too, was felled.

“Jump on ’em!” snarled Lundy. “I'l—"

He broke off, for footsteps had sounded on the stairs.

“Quick !” he gasped. “Let them up! Hide these things!”

The dormitory became a wild scene of frantic haste—
haste to cover signs of conflict, The collars and suits were
packed into the box and hidden. And not a second too soon.
A head wu‘falzfad in at the door, and a lazy voice asked:

“What's all this row about, you kids?"”

“ Nothin’, Morley!” answered Lundy.

The prefect entered the dormitory and looked round.

Gerald Morley waa of lazy disposition, and frequently he
regarded giving impositions as far too much trouble. But
when he did choose to give them lheg were laid on heavily.

“ Right-bo " he eaid lazily. He had been raading in_ his
study, and had no time to waste on the juniors. “I'll be
back in ten minutes” he said. “If there’s not quiet and
order then you'd better look out!”

He closed the door, and Lundy hissed oul

““Get undressed, sharp! We’
@ minute!”

He commenced io undress, and thé others followed his
example. Tom stood for a moment looking round, not
knowing quite what to do, nor where his bed was,

b2 .
deal with that cad Mace in

“There you are,” said Peel. “That's the vacant bed, old
man, so it'll bo yours.” He indicated a bed that sbeod
between (#arnet’s and Lundy’s.

Tom drew a breath. No moro unfortunate -position could

ossibly have been chosen; but he resigned himself to his
ato, sat down on the bed, and commenced to take off his

ots.

He dragged out his new box unmolested. As he gazed on
the clothes he sighed ; but there was no time then to rearrange
things. e drew forth a new pair of flannel pyjamas and
alig d them on. .

Most of the fellows were jn bed. Tom was the last. With
gr_(lalal. misgivings, he slipped between the sheets and lay quite
still,

* All asleep?”

Morley’s voice sounded hollow in the dormitory. As no
one lrepiied, he muttered to himself and closed the door
quietly. i

No soouer had his footsteps died away than Lundy, from
the bed next to Tom's, sprang out and darted across to the
electric light switech. The dormitory was flooded with light.

“ Now, you bounder,” snarled Lundy, * we don't want to
sleep with you!”

“0h, rather!” said Bradshaw.

“You shut up!” grunted Peel.

He sprang up in bed, and would have rushed out to Tom's
assistance, Eut several of the bolder nuts ran forward and
held him, struggling, in a Iying position.

“Now,” grinned Lundy, * Thomas Mace, my pauper, we've
told you to get out! We'd put you out of the window, but,
like the chump you are, you'd break your neck. But we're
nc:E golirll: to have you sleepin’ in our dormitory! Are wel”

“Contaminatin'—what?1"”

It was a regular chorus. Tom looked round upon the fellows
as they sat up in their beds. But there were no softened
locks.

“Mr. Mullins said I was to sleep here,” answered Tom,

*Hang Hullins!" snapped Lundy. “1 say you're to get
out! I'll give you till T count three. You can get out of
bed, and take some of those bedclothes with you.” |

Tam Mace sat still. His face was white, and, though out-

wardly composed, his heart was beating fast.
“You refuse?” snarled Lundy. “All right! Chuck him
ont "

There was a rush o obey the order, and in an instant Tom
was surrounded and grasped by bostile hands,

He "f,:ﬁ%lad frantically, but he had no chance. He was
hauled hly from his bed and dragged, protesting, to the
door, which Garnet had flung open.

“Get_his bedclothes!” ordered Lundy,

But already some juniors had dragged the -blankets, sheets,
and pillows from Tom’s i

“Qne, two, three—out!"

With a chortlo of glee the cads of the Fourth hurled the
unfortunate scholarship lad into the passage, where he rolled
over and over on the cold floor.

“That's a reminder that we don’t want you!" spoke out
Lundy. *Hera's a pillow for you!”

He hurled out the pillow, and it caught Tom full in the
face, sen im to the floor with a gasp.

Blankets, sheets, and a bolster followed in sucoession. Then
the door was slammed.

Sick at heart, he listened as the key was turned.

They had locked him out!

“What have I done!” he moaned. “Why should I suffer
this? Aren’t I as good as they? Oh, you cads! You snobs!
Why can’t you live and let live? What have you got against
me that I should su 807"

“But I don’t cara! Whatever eomes, I shall win through!

TarE Gex Liszary.—No, 1'018-



14

Buy the *‘ Boys’ Herald.”

o—two—t With a chortle of

gles the cads of the Fourth hurled the

[ unfortunate nhnlnnhtl.? lad into the passage.

“ That's a reminder that we don't want you,”
growled Lundy.

hree—out ! !

You can kick me, hurt me, bruiso me; I sha’n't whine to
I

ou
chﬂa?;bulhd his face in his hands and tried to cool his burning
eeks.

But what was the good? He sat there till his sneezes warned
him that he would catch cold—till, weary at heart, he at last
composed himself for his first night's sleep in the school,

With a blanket wrapped around him, and a pillow beneath
his head, he sank to sleep at last, r,old’, tired,”and miserable,
‘But he still had courage. He was still as determined as ever
that he would win through at whatever cost, whatever they
brought against him. 3

The Chagrined Lundy.
LANG, clang, clang!
The rising-bell boomed forth the next morning, and
Tom Mace awoke with a yawn.

He stared round him in some amazement, wonder-
ing, at first, how he came to be sitting on the cold floor of
the passage with only a blanket wrapped round him. 7

Ho sat up, and remembrance came to him. Of course,
he had been thrown out of the dormitory, his own dormi-
tory, by Simon Lund{y and the other snobs of the Fourth
Form at Millford College!

e sighed. Why were they all against him ?
wouldn'y they give him a chance? It didn’t seem fair!

Tom gave a weary sigh, He had hoped for so much—
he had hoped that this was to be for him the dawn of a
glorious future, a future in which he could forget his past
and his home. Here he had hoped to forget his father—the
man who had been against him all his life.

. Tom’s meditations were rudely interrupted by the open-
:nilnf the dormitory door. §
o turned round, and glanced up into_the face of Simon
Lundy. Lundy leered at him from the duol'wn.iiﬂ
. Yo you are awake at last?” he said. ‘‘Had a good
niﬁ'ht?' .
i 'omn stared at him coldly, but made no reply. A hot
‘retort was on his lips, but he knew that his best plan was
‘to take the cad's taunting words “lying down,” as it were.

“You'd better come in now, anyway!” sneered Lundy,
‘geeing that the scholarship lad gave no reply.

But Tom made no movement, e could see that Lundy
merely wanted him to move from the sage ~ before a
master came on the scene. Many a lad who had been badly
treated as Tom had would have exposed the cad of the
Fourth. But Tom Maoce was of different make. Although
he intended to come into the dormitory before he was seen
bg master or prefects, Tom determined to give the cad a
thorough friﬁht.

“Suppose I refuse?” he asked. “ What then?”
hnEc:limon Luzédy_ wcl:vleﬂ Brndll:dw. his fe!lnw-l_ﬂukgtmﬁ,
# appeared in the doorwny, and was peering over his
Iender}: shoulder, -

% Make the awful rotter come in!" he said.
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Lundy scowled. That was just what ho had been unsuo-
cessfully trying to do. He saw that bullying would not
serve his purpose. And, to tell the truth, Lundy was just a
little frightened that, in throwing Tom from the dormi-
tory, he had gone too far. So now he resorled to softer

words.

“I—I—I say,” he said feebly.
i_ml:vs-:, You might come in, Mace.
joke, ¥

Bradshaw's dreamy mind did not work fast emough fo
allow it to understand the reason for his leader’s sudden
chu.nfe of front; but, as usual, Bradshaw saw fit to mimic
y's sentiments,

“Qh, rather!” he murmured. “Do come in, y'know.”

Tom smiled grimly to himself. He could see that, every
moment, the great Lundy was getting more and more nervy.
Tom Mace was beginning to enjoy the situation.

Bob Peel’s head appeared in the doorway.

“That's righl’-’ Tommy, my lad!” he chuci'(lad_ “ Make the
rotters sit up !’ .

Tom smiled at his friend.

“I intend to,” he said.

Landf’s face wore a beavy scowl, and Bradshaw was Jook-
ing a littlo serious, By this time quite a crowd of fellows
had gathered in the doorway, and were staring curiously at
Tom’s strange bed on the floor. Many of them, no doubt,
regretted having thrown the scholarship lad from the dormi- .
tory.

“ysil.ly-a.ss idea, anyway, chucking the rotter out!" growled

‘Garnet.

“1 suppose you had nothing-to do with it?” retorted
Lundy hotly. “That's what I like about all you chaps. You
to anything—provided I take the risk. You

don’t object o
werae all in it as much as I, and don’t forget it!”

“Play the game, you
It was only a little

b Peel gaye a y laugh. .
“Oh, hark at the marry blades !” he chortled. * What a:
giddy change!” He broke off. *Look out, Lundy !” . he
cried. “Cave! Beware!”
At that

sudden warning, Lundy gave & guilty start, and
bbed at some of the %l E n

cor,

The fellows who had been standing in the doorway
ﬂungueded back into the dormitory.

“ Oh, my hat, you blessed funks !"

Bobh Peel was almost doubled up with laughter. ’

“You silly asses!” he roared. “No one’s coming—thak
wag my little joke,”

“J joke!" stammered Bradshaw. “Oh, I say!”

Lundy scow] o

“You fool, Peel!” he snapped. I suppose you think
that's jolly funny?”

Bob Peel nud:ﬁad cheerily, and Tom Mace grinned.

“Yes,” he answered, with a nod. “I must confess T do
think it funny. Don't you, Tom?" ) s

“Yes, of course,” laughed the scholarship Iad. “Fright-
fully funny ! . .

“i.ike & lot of rabbits running for their holes!” grinned
Peel. ‘Oh, you awful funks!”

It is said that contempt will pierce the thickest skin,
Certainly, the majority of the snobs went very red at the
gibe.  Only the “sloppy” Bradshaw remained unper-
turbed. But then it was possible, nay, probable, that the
g:ll_maaning of that sally had not yet soaked into his dreamy

Tain.

Tom Mace rose to his feet and shivered s‘h'ghtl{l. Tt had
‘been none too warm out in the passage. Indeed, had it not
been summer, it was exl:mm_alty probable that Tom would
have caught a very severe chill. Lundy had at least to he
thankful for that, .

o scholarship lad, ever generous, deemed that the cads
of the Fourth had had quite enough punishment, and he
gathered together what remained othia unconventional bed,
and carried it into the dormitory, He flung the clothes
down on {o the bedstead.

“There they are,” he said quietly. “I'm not guing to
arrange them. If you want to cover up your tracks "—he
shrugged his shoulders—*you're welcome to.”

And he commenced to dress. In the dormitory there was
a silence, an ominous silence, broken only by an occasional
chuekle from the high-spirited Peel. To Peel, the whole inci-
dent had seemed most amusing.

But, npparem]ﬂ, from the scowl that blackened the august
brow of Simon Lundy, that worthy, at least, was unable to
find jn that scene in tho passage snythinF the least bit
amusing. He folt that his prestige had been lowered; and, to
tell the truth, it had. But it did not in any way tend to
make Simon think more of Tom. If anything, he was more
than ever embittered against the scholarship lad.

Tom, with rather worried eyes, was locking at his Eton
clothes. They still bore the inscriptions that Garnet had
})!nced upon them, and the darns were still prominent. Bul
ortunately, all tho jackets had not been so maltreated. An
the scholarship lad selected one that had been minsed by the

oy & e

ankets that lay scattered on the
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industrious but destructive hands of Garent, and slipped

it on,

“i pinllg!" said Peel admiringly. By Jove, they're a
om "

t, £
The scholarship lad nodded.
“Yes,” he replied. “I think they've made them rather
well,”

was & snigger. .

Tom did not reply; but Bob Peel grinned.

‘“Hallo! You're cj:ippy now, Garn—eh? Got over .the
fit_of the funks all right?” _—

Garnet scowled, and, after that, dressed in silence. Then
Tom and Bob went downstairs together, leaving the others
still_dressing.

** Poor nlg Lundy !” laughed Bob Peel, shaking his head.
“ Always bites off more than he can chew! If you unltiag“
half a chance, Tom, challenge the rotier to a fight; 1l
settle him for once and all. Take ’em all on, one at a
tkima. "The-ra‘s not one of the rotters can really fight, you

now.

“I—I don't want to fight,” said Tom. “It isn’t that I'm
afraid, but I want to get through tho school on my merits,
not by fighting. Fighting, after all, is no argument i

<« Perhaps you’re right, Tommy,” said Bob Peel thought-
fully. “But' should like to see you wipe up the floor with
old Lundy. It would just serve the ally rotter right. I
lmnw’you can, 'cos I saw you use your fists in the tuck-

shop.”
“E don’t mind what they say about me,” answered Tom;
“but ”—his eyes took on a hard look—"but if the roiter

ever siys anything against my mother—
Peel n

“Good man!” he said. “I can’t say I quite agree with
you; but if you can stand it “—he shrugged his shoulders—
“ail the better. But old Lundy wants a hiding—regularly,
too, ' He gets uppish and out-of-hand.”

They were standing in the Hall, and Tom gazed round
him_curiously.

“What do we do first?” he asked.

“ Brekker,” said Peel; ‘“then lessons.
grimace. “YLatin first lesson, too! I—"

Ha broke off and turned round, for a voice had hailed the
two—a master’s voice,

Tom turned and stared in surprise as the new master—
the man in the sen-green suit—came towards them.

' Mace,” he said, “will you come to my study for a
moment, please? I want to see you.”

“Yes, sir,” answered Tom. He gave his chum a puzzled
look, and made off to follow the master, who had turned

. He made a

ck.

“QOh dear!” groaned Peel.  More trouble, old man!”

Tom made a grimace.

His heart beat faster, for he half guessed th the master
wanted to see him. He felt certain that it had to do with
Spik:g Meadows, for had not the man in the sea- n suit
turned back the night before when he saw that Tom was
speaking to Meadows?

The scholarship lad hurried after the master. Perhaps he
would learn more about Meadows and more about the
-master. Ever since that memorable journey in the train,
when he had seen the man in the sea-green suit talking to
Meadows, he had been suspicious of the master. For what
teason should the master of a large school speak to such a
well-known oriminal as Spikey Meadows? And why had he
turned away the night before?

Tom’s mind was in & whirl. And he could not forget the
startled look that had been on the face of his Form-master—
Mr. Mullins—when he had mentioned Meadows’ name.

There was a mystery. Of that Tom was assured. But
what the mystery was he could not hope to fathom. Not yet,
at any rate. DBut what would he learn from the master?

What Should He Do?

HE mastier closed the door, and wheeled about sharply
as Tom entered the room.
“Mace,” he said, ““last nifht I saw you talking to
L, stranger. Who was he? [ presume that you knew
him.™* i
Tom stood silent for a moment before replying.
“Ves, sir,” he said, at length, eyeing the master’s face
closely. '*I have never met him before, but—but he claimed
acquaintance.” )

t was the truth. For previous to the meeting of last
night,, Tom Mace had known the crook onl%‘_by repute. He
had known that Meadows was a friend of his father's. He
had seen him in the train, but never had he spoken to the

man,

“Oh " said the master. He gazed out of the window, and
stroked his chin reflectively. ~“Oh! And had you never
seen him before? I mean—' 5

But he had made a slip, a slip that he could not retrieve,

“Not bad for ready-mades!” sneered Garnet; and there

“1 saw him speaking
“But

““Yes, sir,” answered Tom promptly.
with you in the train.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” answered Mr. Gale quickly.
before then?”

“No, sir.”

. ;
“Then on what grounds did he claim acquaintanceship?”
:‘OHl? said he knew my father.”

«Oh 1"

Mr. Gale was puzzled. He had hoped to elicit further
information from Tom. And Tom had hoped the same with
regard to the master. But matters remained as before.

“Well, Mace,” said the master, “I think it would be
advisable for you not to see the man again. I—I have met
the man somewhere before, and—and—well, I do not think
he is the sort of man you should know. The Head would
most strohgly object to the acquaintanceship of a junior with
such a man. And I am afraid he would not regard it as a
good start for you at the school. Remember in future, Mace,
to steer clear of such men.”

“Yes, sir,” answered Tom calmly. But Tom Mace was
feelm%1 far from calm. His suspicions had been aroused
when he had seen the new master talking to Meadows in the
train, for the very conversation, intimate, and, in Tom’s eyes,
shady, had been enough to arouse the suspicions of the most
unobservant of boys. And Tom had seen too much of the
lower walk - of life to ignore appearances.  Moreover,
he had learned to sort the corn from the chaff, as it were.
‘There was no doubt as to which category Spikey Meadows
g:mg‘eld. And now Tom Mace held no doubts regarding

. o,

He saw in a flash thai the master wanted to k him
away from the crook. And why? True, it might for

Tom’s own . But perhaps not without other reasons.
Tom was rather suspicious of these blatantly motives
from people who consorted with criminals. e 3us]

that Mr. Gale had guod reasons for not wanting him to have
too much to do with Spikey Meadows.

“And I want your promise, Mace,” said the master, “ that
you will not speak to this man again.”

He eyed lad coolly.

“I presume that there is no friendship between you, since
vou only met him yesterdsy. And I cannot really conceive
that you should want to speak to him again. In every way
the man is an undesirable.”

“T understand, sir,” replied Tom, " perfectly.” .

In that one word—" perfectly "—there was a wealth of
hidden meaning. But the master did not notice it.

“Very well, then,” said the master, more kindly. “1 want
your promise, Mace, not to speak to him again.”

But the scholarship lad did nnt]givs the promise at once,

and Mr. Gale's lips tightened. His cold, clear grey eyes

became colder and more clear. Through Tom's brain was
running_ a_whirl of thoughts. ~How could he give that
promise! Meadows was expecting to see him, for Tom had

fixed an appointment for four o’clock. He must give that
decision, his final decision, that. whatever came, what-
ever threatened him, he would never fail in the frust

(Cantinued an page 18.)

The master placed his hands on Tom’s shoulders, and
looked intothe lad’s eyes. “ Will you promise? ' he asked.
“ Qertainly sir,’” said Tom. * I promise willingly !”

Tae GeM Lisrary.—No. 701
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JOHN SHARPE.

Sha e sualytliat
John I e great analyti
detective, isrg:’gaged by Chief Burnett,
of the Secret Service, to track down the
band of organised and dangerous
criminals operating under the guidance
of Iron Hand a fearless, clever man of
dominating personality. ~Marna Black,
one of the band of crooks, is captured,
and Burnett induces Anne Crawford, a
woman halgtmt of the Secret Service, to
assume Marna’s identity and get into the
confidence of Iron .

She is instructed to keep her real
identity a secret even to Sharpe; but she
often assists him'and sends him informa-
tion concerning the movements of the
gang, and ke is puzzled to know just
where it comes from.

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 Eagle’s Nest,
situated on a deserted cliff.

the band were present. Suddenly they
ceased their labours, and looked up in
great alarm at the proprietor, who
entered in an obvious state of agitation.

The man conveyed the startling news
to the party that there was serious
danger ahead, and one look at the man’a
white face reassured them on this point.

Consternation was plainly written on
the faces of the gang. ’.lxha had not
expected A:;{v interruption in their plans,
although, of course, they guessed that it
would not be long before their audacious
robbery was discovered, But how could
information of their hiding-place have
leaked out?

There was mo time for reflection just
now.

Already they could hear the ominous
banging at the doors and shutters of the
building by representatives of the law.

Above, outside the shop, a large motor-
car had pulled up, out of which jumped
detective John Sharpe, the police-chief,
and a number of policemen. It was this
unpleasant news which the proprietor,
himself a member of the gang, had con-
veyed to the men working downstairs in
the cellar.

Without a moment's hesitation, some
of the police set about battering their
way into the premises, for at the first in-
dication of alarm the owner had bolted
and locked the door. Other policemen
remained on guard at various places down
the street, in case any of the gang should

‘The Raid,

HERE was a very busy scene in the
cellar of the old curiosity shop,
which the gang were using as their
temporary  headquarters.  Iron

d in escaping from the shop.

As the proprietor reached the top of
the stairs, after conveying his message to
the leader below, Sharpe and a number
of police succeeded in bursting open the
front door, and entering the shop.

One man immediately seized the pro-
prietor of the establishment, who

rHand‘ Potsdam, and other members of
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TRON HAND.

raturally loudly proclauned his complete
innocence of the whole affair,

While this little scene was taking place,
Sharpe’s cagle eye noticed the door to the
cellar, and without hesitation he rushed
in, and descended the staira. The chief
of police and ali his men, with the excep-
tion of the one already engaged in look-
ing after the ﬁroprietor, followed suit.

They were hot upon the trail of the
notorious Iron Hand & Co. once more!

Sharpe reached the cellar first, and he
was just in time to ses a concealed door
in the wall closing behind the last of the
outlaws! He hastily glanced around the
cellar, but it was now completely ,emj):y.

Once more the gang had succeeded in
outwitting Sharpe.

But, fortunately, they had not been
quick enough to get away with their
valuable booty consisting of the boxes of
notes and bonds which they had acquired
as a result of their recent operations.

Sharpe was quick to discover the boxes,
and he soon f one of them open.
ile picked up a bundle of bonds, and was
able to identify them as the missing ones,
The detective handed the boxes over {o
the care of the police-chief.

“Take them away, and all your men
also,” Sharpe said to the official. *'The
man on guard at the door may remain.
Iron Hand will probably come back here
later on in search of his precicus stolen
property, so I will hide here and wait for
him " :

The chief of police gave orders for the
detective's instrictions to be carried out.
He would like to have remained in order
to render sssistance to the plucky de-
tective, but he knew that it was no use
protesting. T

Roars of laughter. Ask

himself.
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Thé police filed out, carrying with them
the boxes; and the next moment Sharpe
was alone !

When the gang left the cellar, they
found themselves, after a short journey
through an underground passage, in the
lux_:ur_i;:]t h::;:iqmu Pli: Nest 2, one of their

ing-places.

They were surprised to find that an
officer had been placed on guard here,
but they soon disposed of him without
any ceremony by the simple process of
knocking him unconscious.

After this little incident, Potsdam
showed considerable Anr{riae at heiil-f in
Nest 2 again, and he looked at Iron Hand
in an inquiring manner.

The leader condescended to offer an
explanation.

“No. I never told you of this con-
necting passage,” he said. Then, witha
growl, he added- “It isn’t wise to tell
oven you everything !”

e second-in-command scowled, and
shuffled away. He knew by experience
that it was not wise to talk to Iron Hand
when he was in one of his unpleasant
moods, and the leader was not by any
means cheerful at the loss of the bonds.

Presently another member of the gang
entered the room through the hanging

_draperies. .

“Well 1" questioned Iron Hand.

“The police have secured the es,”
the man replied briefly.  *Sharpe is
staying behind to get you alone!”

A terrible look of rage erossed the face
of the outlaw when hef)esrd these words.

He snarled back in defiance at his
servant who had broughi the informa-
tion, and turned towards Potsdam and
Black Flag.

“Follow me ! he thundered.

The men crossed the room and departed
through the draperies, heading back for
the cellar, while the gangsters who
remained behind busied themselves in
tying up the unconscious officer who had
been loft on guard,

John Sharpe was getting impatient.
He was longing to get his hands on Iron
Hand again, and he determined to wait
all night if neceseary, for he was con-
vinced that the leader would return
sooner or later to secure his ill-gotten
gains. .

To be alone in that dark, evil-smelling
place was rather an ordeal, and Sharpe

moved about restlessly, walking from side
to side, in an_endeavour to pass the time
away. Would his enemy never come?

Meanwhile, something of interest was
tnkm{ place elsewhere. Anne Crawford,
heavily veiled, had arrived at the old
curiosity shop soon after the raid was
started. In order that no suspicion
should be aroused, the girl entered the
shop opposite, and made a small pur-
chase. But all the time her eyes were
riveted upon the scene across the way.

She saw the policeman Euan{ing the
shop, and later witnessed the proprietor
being bundled into a waiting taxicab.
Then a number of boxes were also placed
into the motor,

When the taxi drove off Anne went to
the rear of the shop, and very cautiously
made her entrance. Fortunately, she
managed to evade the policeman who
remained on duty at the front of the
building. A moment later she was on
her way to the cellar!

Shu%, down below, was vaguely un-
easy. He felt that something unusual
wn‘&abuub to happen. Suddenly he grew
ten®k as he heard footsteps on the stairs,
and he locked anxiously in that direction.
8o interested was he in the steps leading
to the cellar, that he failed to notice the
secret door, through which the gang had
departed, open quietly,

Then stealthily an arm was thrust

through, which quickly encircled the
detective's neck, nearly choking him.

Sharpe struggled fiercely, but in vain.
He had been taken completely by
surprise,

Presently the other concealed door of
the cellar opened, and Iron Hand and
Potsdam entered.

The inhuman leader of the gang hit
Sharpe & telling blow on the head with
the buit end of his revolver, and the
unfortunate detective was soon rendered
unconscious. 'Then Black Flag’s arm
relaxed, and he joined the other two
villains.

“Quick! Take him through to
Nest 2!” muttered the leader hoarsely;
and the three men, bearing with them
the unconscious detective, entered once
more the secret passage leading to their
luxurious headquarters at Nest 2.

Anne Crawford had witnessed the
whole dramatic scene from her carefully
conceeled pesition on the cellar stairs.

What a good thing, she reflected, that
she had not been a moment earlier, for
then she would have been captured too,
and could have been of no assistance to
the detective whatever,

1t wotlld have been of no use for her to
attempt to bluff Iron Hand on this
occasion. She would not have been able
to have thought of the sl.ifhtest excuse
for her presence in the cellar. And of
course her enemy, Potsdam, would have
done his best to make things as black
as possible against her, even if she did
succeed in overcoming the wrath of
Iron Hand. He was in love with her,
and she could always deal with him.

But the second-in.command had no
sentiment where she was concerned, and
Anne firmly believed that he really knew
that she was working against the gang,
and not with them. EHe could not, how-
ever, convince his leader of this,

Anne decided that there was no time
to be lost if she ‘were to save John
Sharpe, for the gang would surely dispose
of him this time.

I *  Anne to the Rescue! E

HE gang had thought out a
ghastly way of dealing with the
detective on this occasion. They
had so often had him in their

clutches, only to be rol of their
prey in the end, that they decided to
take no chances this time. ¢

When they got Sharpe back to Nest
No. 2, they trussed him up and.gagged
him, and then carried him down to a
motor-car which they had in waiting.

Potsdam started to lash the detective
to the footrail. He was now conscions,
and struggled, but it was quite futile.
He had not the slightest chance of
getting away from his captors.

But even now, at this late hour, Sharpe
had a friend—the friend who had come
to his assistance at various times and

helped him out of awkward predicaments.
m behind a building Anne Craw-
ford was ering, and she saw the

terrible position in which the detective
was placed, although at present she was
quite helpless to interfere.
When Potsdam had finished his task
of t%ng up Sharpe,
by

I

by Iron Hand spoke.
e’re going togwa you a last ride,
Mr. Sharpe,” he said, with a cruel smile
upon his_countenance, “and when we
have finished with you we shall leave you

whe_l'e”yuu will never spoil our game

again. :

John 8 listened, and smiled. He
did not ¢ end to answer the out-
law’s threat.

Iron Hand expected him to cry out
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and beg for mercy. But this was not
Sharpe’s way.

The leader turned to his followers, -

“Beat it!” he said briefly. “Back to
the old place!”

The rest of the gang shuffled off, and
Iron Hand and Potsdam entered the car
and started the motor. Then, like a
flesh, Anne Crawford left her hiding-
place, and, unnoticed by the two men
in the motor, she climbed on the baclk
of the vehicle,

A few seconds after the car started
one of the gang chanced to turn his head,
and he caught sight of the huddled figure
of a woman clinging to the rear of the
car.

He shouted ont with the idea of attract-
ing the attention of the two occupants of
the car, but, owing to distance and the
noise of the engine, he was unable to
make himself heard, and he walked on,
muttering to himself.

The motor-car quickly gathered speea,
and the two occupants of the front seat
Black Flag and Iron Hand, were engsge:j
in conversation.

The car passed rapidly through the
main road, and then ran down a long,
rough road, passing by @ stretch of rocky
shore, which ended in a sand H

1t was when the car l'ex\n:l'l.ady the rocky
road that Anne Crawford received rather
a shock. She had a very perilous journey
as ihe vehicle progres: along the
bumpy thoroughfare, and in the end it
succeeded in tgrowin her off, and she
fell with a crash to the hard, unsympa-
thetic ground.

Although considerably shaken up, the
girl was, fortunately, unhurt.

The motor sped on, and the occupants
were quite unaware of the fate which
had befallen their unknown passenger.

After a minute or two, when Anne got
over the first shock of the fall, she picked
herself up and took a look around the
scene.

Prosently something _attracted her
attention, and she hurried off in a direc-
tion at right angles to that taken by the
{wo leaders of the gang in their car. 5

Soon the plucky girl arrived at a spot
near some cross-roads, where a horse was

_tethered in front of a small dwelling-

house. ) .
‘Anne took quitg a faney to the animal,
and as she required to use it in the
interests of juslice, she decided within
herself that there could not possibly be
any_harm in borrowing the animal for
a time.

Anne speedily untied the horse, and the
next moment had succe: ed in leaping to
his back.

She rode off just as the owner and
another man emen from the house.
They quickly caught sight of the sup-
posed thief, and started to yell {frantically
at the top of their voices,

But Anne tock not the slightest notice
of their excessive excitement over such
a trifle. e

The. owner, however, was not inclined
to see one of his favourite horses dis-
appearing before his eyes, and he decided
on pursuit. With this object in view he
hastened over towards his stables.

Anne Crawford got every ounce she
possibly could out of the horse. She was
determined to render whatever assistance
she could to the unfortunate detective,
for she knew only too well that the
position for him wa3d a desperate one.

Iron Hand would not show John
Sharpe the slightest mercy on this occa-
sion. OF this tﬁs poor girl was convinced.

She spurred on the horse once more,
hoping against hope that she would be
in time to save him.

The car had now taken a rocky road
on the shore side, and Anne could see it

E Gem Lisrary.—No. 701,
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WHAT HAVE YOU AGAINST ME?”

= (Oontinuea from page 15.)
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the school imposed upon him—he would never become a
thief. Meadows had threatened to show him up at school.

Tom smiled to himsel! bitterly. Was it but an idle threat?
He straightened himself up. Even if the threat were carried
out, what did it matter? He would not be blackmailed into
stealing !

‘The master placed his hands on Tom’s shoulders, and looked
into the lad’s eyes.

“Will you promise?” he said.

“ Certainly, sir|" said Tom, drawing a breath. “I promise
willingly, will not the the man again, not of my own
accord, But—well, you know what these men are like, sir.
If he accosts me I must speak, or he will cut up nasty. You
know what 1 mean, sir.”

“Yes, Ee& Mace. Of course, if the man accosts you and
speaks, then you may speak to him. But do not go out of
your way to see or speak to him. That is all I ask you to

Al

You Simply Must Get This Week’s * Boys’ Herald *!

anyway. ¥ou remember that man I told you abont—tha
friend of my father’s—I met yesterday?”

“Well, Mr. Gale saw me speaking to him, and he. has

" warned me that he is not a desirable companion—

Peel laughed.
“Qn that tack, was he?" he chuckled.
lecture? Naughty bad man, and all that?”
“Something like that,” replied Tom. “Anyway, I
romised I would not try to see the man again, I'm sure
on’t want to,” he added.
“0Oh, like that, is he?”
Y on

Peel led the way to the breakfast-hall, and the subject of.
Spikey Meadows was soon forgotten. Tom devou is
breakfast eagerly, for he had a good appetite, and was

ungry.

'Aﬁ through the meal Lundy darted venomous looks at
him, looks that boded ill for Tom in the not far-distant future.
But Tom was now much happier and more at home. He was
getting used to Lundy, and although it was not quite
glusnnt to bave made an ememy, the fact did not now

lepress him as it had done before.

loreover, when he was in the class-room he became still

“ A giddy curtain

Ppromise

The master turned back to
that the interview was ended.
When
for him
“Licked?” asked Bob sympathetically.
“0Oh, no!” laughed Tom.

have funny little ways, you know.
ymtan‘h{l when you were ragged, and
masters

“ No," said Tom.

1t he finds that you do not desire his company he
will leave you alone willingly enough, T thipk.”
his desk, and made a motion

Tom Mace reached the Hall again Peel was waiting

“Why should I be?”
“Oh. I don’t know!” replied his nuwldchum.

ave he might have blamed you, and licked you.”
“ As a matter of fact, Peel,it was about
yeosterday, but nothing to do with the scrap. Not directly,

came to an
hours and

Form-master.

“ Masters
Gale was there

in the funny way oyes
home.

The way in which Bradshaw's
ancient and classical language o
surprised Tom. But then Bradsh was the y son
of an eadl’s brother, and like a phantom before Mr. Mullins’

more happy. For there he was decidedly at homa When it
form of learning he could give the lofty Lundy
hours start,

Mr. Mullins had to congratulate him, although to" praise
anyone was like gall and wormwood to the mean-spirited

?m!'uqnd igt.wrnme of the
Latin was glossed over

prospects of an invitation to Bradshaw's

(This Splendid Sevial will be continued in Next Week's
e

Order EARLY.)
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- CHAT ABOUT ST. JIM’S AND GREYFRIARS. :
News is to hs«nﬂv that Harry Noble, the | Well, this wmk“:: :o;e to the end \\'ou; not be long before h; ::n:l:ped "

kangaroo of the Shell. batted for four
and a half hours in a recent cricket-
match against Greyfriars. 1 wonder
what Armstrong will think of this?

So poor Mr. Lathom is laid up with
an attack of the “shivers.” Surely the
worthy master of the Fourth Form did
not put his ehirt on the last big race?

distinctly. She was heading for the same
direction, but ora road from which Iron
Hand could not ses her.

The villainous scheme of the two out-
laws became apparent to the distracted
irl as she watched the car make for
fhs sea and then suddenly stop.

8he saw the leader step out. Black
Flag remained for 8 moment longer. He
speeded up the engine, moved the clutch,
which permitted the car to start, and
then hastily jumped over clear of the
wehicle. .
The motor jumped forward, leaving
the two villains interested speclators as
it headed for the surf. )
Sharpe quickly became conscious of
the water entering the tonneau of the
car, and he struggled fiercely to free
himself, but it was useless. The gany
had tied him up far too securely.

Ho felt that he was a doomed man.
There seemed to be no hope whatever for
im on this occasion.

The water crept up, and in a few

INVISIBLE HAND.
(f inued from page 17.)

of cur popular camping stories, Doubt-
less, most of jmu will be sorry that it is
so. 1 may add that the campers them-
selves are not overpleased that their
tramping “vac * has finished. less
to say, our famous chums of St. Jim's
have many strange experiences comi
along—there is hardly eover a dﬁ
moment with them.

Ervest Levison, whom we all feared
had again _gone on the wayward path,
reappears in our coming special number.
M_an¥ features of interest dealing with
this favourite character will also appear
in thig brm’l‘per number, together with
another fine*art portrait to add to your
already grand collection. Readers would
do very well to keep a sharp look-out
for this great number, not forgetting to
place an early order for it with their
newsagent.

I am told that Harry Manners, the
amateur photographer of 8t. Jim's, has
had the misfortune to knock over his
dark-room lamp whilst developing his
camping photos. Of course, the “spill *
caused a slight fire, and the incident
reached the ears of the Head.
evidence will, no doubt, be heard in
‘“camera.”

has
‘he

I think if only Harry knew who the
culprit was who *“split” on him, it

him up!

Arthur Augustus D'Arcxnl_tiil proves
himself to be a very good-hearted chap.
He has just offered David Llewellyn
Wynn the use of one of his fancy
bathing-costumes, I should think the
Falstaff of 8t.- Jim's will just about get
into it in time for next season.

Q. L. JESSOP, A

The Author of tho Great N

E;.}?mexi‘ta \wuuld comp atdely cover him. Sw Sto hich in th S ap?{“"u
@ Cchassls was Tnow eep 1n water. ry which appears in e current lssus
Bharpe felt that the end was near. of “THE BOYS' FRIEND.”
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THE GEM LIBRARY.

i &= = EDITORIAL. = =

My Dear Chums,—

Next week | am publishing a special
Levisen Number of the ** Gem," and feel
certain my chums will declare it to be a
record issue. | am not going to say that
there are me more popular characters
than Ernest Levison, for there are; but
for leng past Levison has occupied a
proeminent place, and has wen innumer-
able friends. Next week's ** Gem ™ will

contain plenty of interest concerning him
and his miner, while Doris Levison also
comes in for mention. The stories of St.
Jim"s would not be complete
trio. | am giving special information,
and the complete tale—well; there is no
need for me to state it Will be ona of
Martin Clifford’s very best. The number
likewise contains a long instaiment of the
gripping serial: “ What Have You

ithout this | many troubles at Miliford College.

Against Me?"" which brings further evi-
dence of the grit of Tom Mace, and the
fine spirit he shows when faced with his
in
addition there will be a splendid portrait
study dealing with Ernest Levison. So you
see next week’s fine issue contains a heap
of good things. Get vour * Gem " early.

YOUR EDITOR,

| = ANSWERS TO READERS. == |

Hoetedeietetetetetedstebetetebetet

Mgs. Rarpr CarpEw (Gravesend).—
Unsuitable prize pars are never acknow-
ledged. Such a task would be quite
impossible. I can’t answer some of your
questions. No. Silas Racke, the con-
vict who appeared in a very old Gem
story, is not related to Aubrey of the
Shell Form. No. 2 The Special Levison
Number will appear next week. No. 3.
The recent yarn dealing with Baggy
Trimble was not intended to be a Special
Number. No, 4. You want “old i
son” to reform again, and have some
smokes and carry on in the same masner
that Cardew did. Mighty queer sort of
reformation that! No. I can't say
for sure whether Cardew has given cards
up altegether. He is such a remarkable

aracter, and seems to be unable to live
\\lthout these frequent outbursts, L

how he carried on with poor old Wild-
rake, for insiance! Bernard Glyn has
made wonderful inventions, but he has
not make a working model of Arthur
Augustus yet. He stated that one day
he would, I know. But only time can
tell whether he will be successful.

G. Toop (Rannock, Kilmacolm).—
Merrs’s bat s an ‘‘Exceller,” and is
the usual standard size. 8t. Jim's
colours are red and white, Tom Merry
does not field at any particular spot, I
cannot tell you where Talbot would
field. The wicket-keepers usually aesist
in the bowling,

“Cupong " (Federated Malay States).
—No, Fx ins is not in love with Cousin
Ethel, ere is merely a firm friend-

B

ship existing between them. I expect
Cousin Ethel will have something to say
on this subject in her *History of
8t. Jim’s,” in the GEM. No. 2. You
will no doubt, be pleased to know that
Gladys Racke is totally unlike her
brother, No. 3. Well, it is very difficuls
to say who would win in a boxing match
between Gussy and Grundy. Gussy once
licked the burly Shell fellow, but on
points Grundy is the betier man, No. 4.
Dr. Holmes has only one daughter, I
think. No. 5. [ think Tom Merry o

to be able to whacle Bobi Cherry in a fair
fight. Bob bas licked the junior captain
at St. Jim’s bofore now, though, and it
would only be Tom's age, height, and
weight which would make him the victor,

)
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Look out for the

Special Levison

Numbgr next
week 1
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{Look out for the Splendid Art Portrait of Ernest Levison next week)




