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SANKEY’S CIRCUS COMES TO TOWN!

{An incident from the grand long complete story of the Boys of St. Jim’s.)
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My Dear Chums,—

It is, 1 think, up to me to thank you
one and all for the splendid reception you
have given the new feature, the ‘‘St.
Jim's News.” As Tom Merry sits in the
Editerial Chair, the new supplement can
be relied upon-to have the real St. Jim's
touch. As we go an we shall get to know
all that is to be known about the life at
the grand ofd school. Well, | am certain
you wifl like the present number of the
“ Gem ™ more than ever, and say, like
a Canadian reader does, that it is the best
sort of companion when work is dene and
a quiet read is in view.

If | once got going tdtking about the
stories of St. Jim’s, | should never have

done. Chats have to be brief, worse tuck!
—at least, that is_the opinion of some of
my friends. | could enlarge on the new
yarn of the school, which brings into
prominence a few of the old favourites,
and throws new light on a host of things.
There is this about the tales of the school
—they hum with life and reality. Car-
dew, Merry, Talbot, all of them are live
characters to all my readers, as my post-
bag shows week by week.

One of the asteunding, and, | consider,
cleverly indicated facts in the “ Gem,”
is tha slow development—slow, but sure
—of Tom Mace in the serial of Millford.
We have all met chaps who had the

ods, =3 to speak, but thanks to wup-

ringing and natural reserve, it has taken

months to reveal the real stuff that was
latent in them. Personally, | should- never
waste an_ounce of sympathy on such
fellows. They are really the lucky ones,
for they usually prove-to be the stayers in
life. Beiter be a stayer than a flash in
the pan, all froth, momentary success,
and  quickly-lived popularity, then
obscurity and failure. =

! know you all take an immense inter-
est in the details of our yarns. Then
watch the ‘‘ Gem. ' ' closer than ever.
You will find thereéin many new features
which will please you, and make the
grand old paper a strenger tink tham ever
between ourselves and

YOUR EDITOR
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MERLIN CAYNES (Malvern, Australia).— “BABS AND BUBBLES " (Blackpool).—So 4 fairly old, as he has got-white hair. Is Me,

Many thanks, my friend, for the large number | you hoth admire the “Gem "% Well, I | Lathom n Al T ever hear about him is

of new readers you have obtained for me,

il I my readers could be as successful
The half-way line between the two
sections, juntors and semiors, is termed
“8hell.” A senior is like a butterfly. A
junior is like a caterpillar. A fellow in the
Shell is like a chrysalis. I think you can
gather what 1 mean from that. Too many
boys admire Mary Pickford for me to be
able to publish their names. Dick Brooke
and Philip Lefevre like Dorothy Gish.

R. TUT (Kensinzton).—I am very pleased
to know you consider the “CGem ® a hun-
dred per cent. hetter than any other paper.
There are already two boys from America
at 8t. Jim's—Buck Finn xn; Cﬁm“.é’a"e'

i i ve appeared in the em.”
}{ox'lllllmbﬁ'wkeusﬁhzeh ’Vllp Martin Clifford ‘to
write the yarn about Rylcombe Regatta next
summer. Bporting stories are constanily
appearing. What did you think of “The 8t.
Jim’s Swimmers "?

wish al
as that,

has already started a weekly, as yon have

admire your letter, and would very much
like to see your photographs. D'Arcy has
two brothers, but I don't know of any
sisters. Tom Merry. has no parents. He is
an orphan under the guardianship of Miss
Priscilla Fawcett. Lord Conway has been
in quite a number of stories. Tom Merry

seen. What do you both think of it? Cousin
Ethel's age is fifteen years eleven months.
Thanks again for your wishes. - -
AUDREY DUCKHAM (Merstham, Surrey)
rends me a nice letter, parts of which are
well worth publishinz. She says; “Kerr is
my favourite, although 1 also like Tom
Merry, Cardew, and Wildrake. The school
Farn about Tom Mace is splendid, and I am
engerly h:.alsimi| forward to the next instal-
ment. I like the funny stories, which Martin
Clifford writes, -best. do hope a portrait of
Tom Merry and Kerr will appear soon. The

one of Baggy Trimble was very good—so Like
im! How old is Dr. Holmes? He must be

that he gives boys lines. I like old Cardew,
in spite of all his funpy ways. He is always
iuteresting and clever, and I'think that is all
that-really matters. Who is_the hest hatter
and. hewler at St. Jim'a?. Among the juniors
I shonld imagine Tom Merry and Fatty
Wynn.  What are Tom Merry, Kerr, and
Cardew going to do when they grow up?
Have they any ideas? Who is the cléverest
of the three at Icssons?” Dr. Holmes is
turned sixty, my chum, and Mr. Lathom—
making a few allowances—is quite a nice.
gentléman. Your guess concerning the best -
howler and hatsman is very near the mark.
Tom Merry says he wants to be an editor
when he grows up, while in his spare time
he would like to play for Surrey. Cardew
says he ‘hopes to he a man when he grows
up, and bave nothing to do. Kerr wants to
be a private detcetive. This Seotch junior
is easily the cleverest of the three at lessons.
Tom is also very good, but Cardew prefers
to be a dunce.
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appears so prominently lately. Well, why
the dickens can't Arthur Awnguostus D’Arey
“rent ” the air with one of his tenor solos?
He's burst the patiemee of his study mates
on more than one oceasion.

The “8t. Jim's News " is undoubtedly pfov-
ing a great success with Tom  Merry as
editor. Should a “Personal Column” be
needed, Bagley Trimble has kindly cendes-
cended to 82 the gap.

" - * '

Ralph Feckuess Curdew would take up
sculling as a sport if only he could get
some glue to “feather his oars.”

- " -

S0 Reggie Munners was unable to finish
his game of tennls with Wally D’Arcy the
other day, owing to the misfortune of
smashing his racket on Jo¢ Frayne's hard
head. If Reggie’s major is interested in
the two fags’ play, he'll come to the rescue
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by standing the “racket ” for a new racket.
Whatt B

Humour ean always be carried too far.
8uch was the case with Monty Lowther the
other day. He went to the local hosier's
to purchase a pair of stockings, and the
#Mopiian, thinking him a little cheeky; gave
bim “socks,” 3

T * - B

I overheard the other day that Bagey
Trimble imtends to run his fat down. If
he stands in the road ignoring the trafic
as I saw him the other day, I feel sare
it won't be long ere some motorist rides
him down.

" .

An interesting item of news is that Tom
Merry has received & five-pound note from

NSWERS

EVERY MONDAY...PRICE2®

gallant attempt to swim the Channel. The
kind-hearted Tommy sent the fiver on to
swell the coffers of the cotfage hospital,
It is whispered that Bernard @lym is to take
on a great fiying expedition in the near
tuture. We aff wish himr the best of fuck.

» " * .

~ & big theft has just takem place at Mesars.
Topp & Nott, the local hatters. As a likely
retirn is .to be made by the gang. a real
live figure representing a tailot’s dummy is
to be placed in the wittdow. £5 per week
is offered for the vacancy. Smrely this won-
derful offer will appeal to our worthy friend,
D' Arey?
- . .

I hear that George Herried had a great
fight for life whilst practising in the River
Rhyl the other day. Thank goodn his
chums were near at hand, and were able
to “wade in ” to bis assistance,
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A Grand, Long Complete. Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s at Sankey’s Circus.

By Martin Clifford.

CHAPTER 1. | “Probably, as they're stuck on every dashed wall within
Rough on Tom ! |2 mile of the school!"” assented Blake sarcastically. *‘It's
o - barely possible that we've noticed them staring us in the

* A‘%'Iw%:’m?,f@ thwash Tom Mewwy! face every time.-we go out of gates!”
« g",;. “ Pway don't give me any sarc, Blake! This is a sewious
« Which 2" mattah. You may be awah that one of the turns aé Sankey’s

ich ? . z i g Circus is a boxin” turn?”
Blake and Herries and Digby uttered those ejaculations in a “1 believe 50."

sazt of chorus. “There is a young boxah called Sankey’s Lamb, who

Prep was going on in Study No. 6 when Arthur Augustus +

D’Arcl:s" utmlfad Fn, and madayhis astonishing ubsenrati%n. °“3‘§§‘;5?5 all comahs to six wounds for a purse of ten
Blake & Co. suspended prep at once. They blinked across L, Well 7"

the study table at their noble chum. “ Well, I am goin’ to take him on,” said Arthur Au, us

“1's all .".Viﬁht deah boys!” said A‘ﬂm!’;. Augustus re- modestly. * You see, as he is challengin’ all comahs, I

assuringly. othin’ to be surpwised about vouaid b i e H g
13 ¥ . I wegard it as bein’ up to St. Jim's to take him down a peg or
o g:::;ﬁ going to thrash Tom Merry " hooted Blake. two. Besides, I can do with the ten pounds. The patah
 What for?” has not even weplied to my last lettah askin' him to wemit me
 Oh, nothin’ " a fivah, and I'm gettin’ short of tin. This offah of ten pounds
] maean, what's he dona?” fwom Mr. Sankey is 't\renlly like corn in Egypt in one of the
“ Nothin® that I am awah of, Blake.” loan yahs, you knaw. ) ; .
“ Have you been rowing with those Shell bounders?” asked You think youw'll bag ten quids by beating a professional
Digby. bn‘n‘(arz yelled Blake.
It is not my custom to wow with fellows, Dig! Certainly I twust so.
I have not been wowin’ with Tom Mewwy !’ & Ass! =
“ But you're going to thrash him?” howled Blake. i Weally, Blake—' X
“ Yaas, wathah!” So Jou're going to thrash Sankey’s Lamb, and Tom
* Have you asked his permission!” inquired Herries. Morry 1" said Herries. * Anybody else? Why not make a
«“Eh? No!” list while you're about it, beginning with Kildare of the
“ Then how are you going to manaj it? ixth 7° - 2
“ Kildare of the Sixth would be wathah too hefty for me,

“ Weally, Hewwies— "' began Arthur Augustus warmly. 3

“ You see, Tom Merry could make rings round you, old | Hewwies."
bird,” said Jack Blake. ‘* Better give him a miss in baulk.” “Go hon!" . . L,

I wefuse to admit for a moment, Blake, that Tom Mewwy T am goin’ to take on Sankey's Lamb in the boxin’ turn
could make wings wound me!” said Arthur Augustus loftily. at the circus, for the honah of St. Jim's,” continued Arthur
“Tn fact, I am goin’ to make wings wound him! Will you Augustus. ** But I want to be in my vewy best form when L
fellows come along and sce me thwash him? Mannahs and tackle him. I am %gm' to twy my hand on Tom Mewwy—

im,

{2 bl b able to handle the Lamb

Lowthah will be there to see faih play for Tom Mewwy.” see? If I can lick
“Do you mean you want us to come and carry home the | all wight.” 5 i

pieces alter Tom Merry's done with you?” asked Herries. “1f1" grinned Digby. g B
“Y do not mean anythin’ of the sort, Hewwies!” “J have selected Tom l\v!_eww.g, as about the best boxah in
«But what's the row sbout?” exclaimed Blake, greatly | the lowah school, bar cne,’’ sai Gussy.

B@rplexed. Tt was not like the Honourable Arthur Augustus “ You flatter me,” said Blake modestly. .
*Arey to go round looking for trouble; and Tom Merry was “7 was not alludin’ to you, Blake.” I was alludin’ to

8o good-tempered a fellow that really it was quite difficult to | myself!”

guarrel with him, The announcement that Gussy was  out ” ‘“ Might have known you were talking out of your hat,
1o thrash Tom Merry was the surprise of the term, to Study | as usua 1 grunted Blake.
No. 6, in the School House of St. Jim's. “1 thought at first,” continued Arthur Augustus, “of
o Tilere isn't any wow, Blake!” thwashin’ you fellows—""
« Have you quarrelled with him?" “Eh?" -
“ Certainly not!” : “ Beginnin' with you, Blake, I was thinkin’ of workin’
“ Poes he know yow're going for his scalp?” queried the | thwougl the studay,” said Gussy calmly. *“That would have
astounded Blake. given me some weally good i:wacticar-—-"
“T have not mentioned it to him yet, Blake." “ And something more, I fancy.” :
“ Well, my hat!" ) “ But, on second thou, hts, I decided to let this studay off,”
George Herries tapped his forehead 5l§m’ﬁcmtly. Blake | said Arthur Augustus, ** I do not want to knock you FO][BWI
and Digby nodded; and Arthur Augustus frowned. about—""
“ If you are hintin’ that I am off my wockah, Hewwies—" “ Knock us about!"” said Blake dazedly. * ¥ou!"
he began wrathfully. L “ Yaas! I do not want to knock my own %.Is about; but
“ Aven't you?” asked Herries, in surprise. -| T weally must have some stiff boxin’ pwactice efoah I tackle
“ No, you uttali ass!” SankTey’a Lamb. Those Shell boundahs are wathah cheekay,
“ Then what's the matter with you?” and Tom Mewwy is captain of the Shell, so I have decided to

* Nothin’ the mattah with me. I will oxplain how the | thwash him. It will take the Shell down a peg, won’t it?
mattah_stands,” said Arthur Aungustus. You fellows may | And aftah lickin’ Tom Mewwy, I shall feel wight in the vein
be awah that a circus has pitched neah Wylcombe " . for tacklin’ thé boxah at the eircus, and baggin’ the ten

“ What about it?” grunted Blake. . pounds. What do you fellows think of the ideah "

« Sankey’s Circus,” said Arthur Augustus. * Pwobably you There was & yell in Study No. 6.
have seen the postahs.” TRE GEM LiBRARY.—Ng. 708

Copy,ight in the United States of America.
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“1 weally do not see anythin’ to cackle at, you fellows,”
said Arthur Augustus. “I am g in’ quite sewiously.
‘Will you fellows come along with me to Tom Mewwy’s studay
and see me handle him 7"’

Blake rose from the table.

“ We'll come!” he said. “I suppose you've made your
will 2’

‘“ You'll want us to carry you home, anyhow,” said Herries.

“ Wubbish 1’ <

“Lead on, Macduff !" grinned Dighy. E

And Arthur Augustus led on. Wlﬁ\ a very serious counten-
ance, the swell of St. Jim’s led the way to the Shell passage
—followed by three grinning Fourth Formers. At Study
No. 10 in the Shell, Arthur Augustus tapped politely at the
door, and Tom Merry's cheery voice sang out from within the

study:

“éoma in!” i L

And Arthus Augustus walked in, with his grinning chums
at his heels.

CHAPTER 2.
Thrashing Tom Merry.
OM MERRY was busy with his prep; but he stopped

l to look up inquiringly at his visitors. Manners and

Lowther went on with their work. They weren't

. expecting callers during the hour and a half deveted
in the ovening to preparing the next day’s lessons. And
they hadn’t any time to waste on callers. So only Tom
Merry's cheery glance greeted Study No, 6 as they came in.

“Fmished prep already?” asked Tom. *I 'hope you
youngsters haven't been scamping your work.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Who are you calling youngstem?” demanded Blake.

*Whom, dear boy—whom ! said Manners, looking up.
“If you used the nominative like that in the Shell, you'd
catch it 1”

“Oh, rats!” said Blake. ‘“Look here—-""

“Pway don't butt in, Blake, deah boy, when I have come
heah specially to thwash Tom Mewwy I’

Tom Merry jumped. .

“You've come to do what?” he ejaculated.

“Thwash you, deah boy.”

“My hat! What have I done?’ asked Tom Merry good-
humouredly. “Won't you let me off if I give you a stick
of toffee?” |

“Pway be sewious, deah boy.
mattah.

“By Jove, is it? Sure of that?” asked Tom. 5

““Yaas, you ass! Pway do not think there is any ill-feelin’,
eithah,” said Arthur Augustus Igracioualy._ “I wespect ylou
vewy much, Tom Mewwy, and I wathah like you personally.
I am simply goin’ to thwash you for pwactice, to get my
hand in! I'am goin’ to tackle Bankey’s Lamb, at the circus,
to-mowwow, and 1 am goin’ to thwash you this evenin’ for
gwac;gioe. 1 twast you iu\'e no objection to a scwap, deah
oy.

This is a wathah sewious

“Not at all,” said Tom, laughing.

“You won't mind some weally hard hittin’?”

“Not if you don't.” .

“Wight! Of course, if imu would wathah not stand up to
a weally stiff fight, I will let you off, and look for somebody
else. ’I‘ have decided not to thwash ﬁla.ke, as he is my chum

“You silly owl!” roared Blake. *You couldn’t thrash
one of my eyelashes!”

" Wats, deah boy! Besides,” continued Arthur Augustus,
“Blake has a cuwious ideah in his head that he could lick
me, you know, and I don’t want to hurt his feelin’s. I don’t
mind his goin’ on_thinkin’ so, use it pleases him, you
know, and it doesn’t wowwy me.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible Three, much tickled by
the extraordinary expression on Jack Blake’s face at that
moment. =

“Besides, I think you are a wathah bettash boxer than
Blake,” said Arthur 'Augustus thoughtfully. “Befoah
tackle the circus boxah, T want to stand up to a weally stiff
Dwoposition. But if you feel nervous, deah boy, will
thwash Talbot or Figgins instead,”

“My dear chap, I don't feel very nervous—not very !” said
Tom Merry. “In fact, I believe my pulse is quite normal
at_the present moment. I'm not even going to make my
will before you thrash me.¥ He glanced at his chums. “You
fellows can chuck prep for five minutes while Gussy runs his
head against a brick wall,”

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

“We will have the sewap in the study, if you don’t mind,
Tom Mewwy. In the gym tho Ewefecta might stop us, as we
are goin’ to have some weally hard hittin’. C?Iaag the table
back, you fellows!” -

Manners and Lowther, with grinning faces, cleared - the

table back. It was worth while **chucking ” prep for a little
THE Gen Lisramy.—No. 708.

while, for an entertainment like this, Room was left for the
boxers, and boxing-gloves were produced. Arthur Augustus
took off his elegant and well-fitting jacket, and his waistcoat
followed, and his collar and tie. His Pm arations were made
very carefully and seriously. Evidently the swell of St. Jim’s
was going to leave nothing to chance. g

The gloves were put on, and Blake took out his watch to
keep time. Only Arthur Augustus considered that the watch
would be wanted for very long. Gussy was a most courageous
youth, and he never counied odds; and he was a good
fighting-man against his own size and weight. . But he really,
hadn’t very much chance against the he tiest boxer in the
Lower School of 8t. Jim’s. But that was a discovery Gussy
had_yet to make.

“Ready?"” asked Blake, with a grin.

Arthur Augustus appeared to hesitate.

“One moment, deah boy! Tom Mewwy——=" .

“Hallo!” said Tom, smiling. *Going to let me off?”

“If you are suah that you won’t object to some weally
hard hittin’, Tom Mewwy, we will pwoceed.”

“No obijection in the wold.” T

“If I hurt you—7" .

“I’ll chance jt!” chuckled the captain of the Shell.

“You see, would weally wutgah hammah Wacke, or
Cwooke, or Twimble, but those slackahs couldn’t put up a
fight worth mentionin’. It is weally a compliment to you,
Tom Mewwy, selectin’ you for the thwashin’ on this
oceasion,”

“Time 1

At the call of time, Arthur Augustus started in_his most
scientific manner. His plan was good. Feinting with his left,
he was going to catch Tom Merry with his right, and the
captain -of the Shell was going to measure his length on the
study carpet.

This excellent scheme would probably have been carried
out, but for the circumstance that something jarred suddanly
on Gussy’s noble chin, and he found himself extended on'the
carpet, gazing upwards at & rather murky ceiling with a
fixed gaze of astonishment.

It was Tom Méiry's right that had jarred there, and it was
Gussy who had meuursci his length. This incident, of course,
quite upset all Arthur Augustus’ calculations.
change in the Programme.

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus sat up. Blake was counting; and he Had
already reached six. The swell of the Fourth blinked dizzily
round the study, and at six grinning faces.

“Beven—eight—" chortled Blake,

“Oh deah!”

“ Nia i

Arthur Augustus leaped up just before Blake could utter
the fatal worﬁ‘.‘

“I am weady !” he gasped.

om Merry stood back while Arthur Augustus got safely
upon his “pins.” The swell of St. Jim’s advanced upon him,
showing some little excitement now. The grinning faces in
the study seemed to have an exasperating effect on Arthur
Augustus, p

_He attacked hotly, but h(;ugnve a little more attention to
his guard this time. Tom Merry did not walk through his
defence so easily as before. But he tapped the swell of the
Fourth on the nose. on the chin, and on the chest, and, some-
how or other, Tom’s own emiling face seemed to be covered
all the time. Hardly a tap reached it, and he was still smiling
serenely when the call of time ended the first round.

Arthur Augustus went back to his corner and sat in a
chair, rather breathlessly. It was dawning uwpon his nobls
brain that ho had taken on a rather helty task; but he did
not think of giving in. Digby kindly fanned him with an
atlas, but he could not help grinning.

*“Going on?” ask

“Of course T am goin’ on, Dig. T believe I mentioned that
I came heah to thwash Tom Mewwy.”

“Let's call it a draw, old chap!” suggested the captain of
the Shell. .

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“ waw is no good, Tom Mewwy, when I am gettin’ into
form for tacklin’ Sankey’'s Lamb !” {m said. ' Besides, as a
mattah of fact, you have had wathah the best of it, so fah.”

“Go hon!” murmured Tom.

“Howevah, I am goin’ to altah all that,” said Arthur

It was o

Augustus. “You are sush you don’t mind some hard
hittin’ ™

“Ha, ha! Not at all.”

“Time!” rapped out Blake. -

Arthur Augustus attacked again in the second round, but
with still greater caution. Hs%md the satisfaction of driving
Tom Merry right round the ring in the middle of the study,
and round it again. His satisfaction received a sudden jar,
however, when Tom all at once ceased to retreat, and piled
up(o:n t.he' almost breathless Gussy with right and left,
rash !
“Gwooocooooh I”
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- strength upon an impregnable defence.
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~ punch you any more."”

“Blake brought his waistcoat and jacket
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“Man down ! chuckled Monty Lowther.
“Qne, two, three, four, five—" chanted Jack Blake.
“Oh ewumba 1"

Arthur Augustus was on his back, gasping. low he had
got there he hardly knew. He had a feeling that a piston-
rod had hit him somewhere. He gazed about him dizzily.

“Zix, seven, eight—" ]

“Oh, deash! I'm gettin' up, you know.”

“Nin w

“0Oh cwumbe 1"

«QUT "

Arthur Augustus sat up, swaying.

#“Qh, deah! My mnose feels vewy queeah! Are you suah
that you have not counted too wapidly, Blake

“Quite sure !” chuckled Blake.

Digby hel up the panting Arthur Augustus. Gussy
leaned hoavni’;donphia chum, and blinked at Tom Merry.
Tom was already peeling off the gloves.

“1t appeahs,” gasped Arthur Augustus, “that I have been

oat.”

counted 3 .

“It does appear something like that,” grinned Monty
Lowther.

“Howevah, I should pwefer this to be a fight lo a finish,”
said Arthur Augustus. “You see, I am doin’ this for
pwactice. You do not mind goin’ on for a few more wounds,
Tom Mewwy ™ .

“My dear chap—" said Tom, laughing.

%1 am all wight now,” continued Arthur Augustus. “That
knock-out was watheh & fluke, wasn't it 1"

“Why, you ass——" began Monty Lowther.

“(iussy, old man, you've had enough,” said Tom Merry.

“Wats| Howevah, if you would weally wn}}nah rot face
some hard hittin’, 1 will go and see Tal

“You howling ass!” roared Blake. “You're licked "

o Wlu 1 -

* #Qh, we'll go on if you like,” said Tom Merry resignedly.
And he fastened on' the gloves again.
“Time!"” grunted Blake.

The combatants faced one another a%:n‘ni;;elt liie oo o

This time Tom

Merry did n[ut hit out. Her&?intet:'zwbedmnaﬂ e
¥. a i e riou
and his defence was it. The wwell of St. Jim's

Aughstus to etrate through 0
nuﬁed wilhpgnreat energy, but he seemed to Be expending
his energy on & stone wall. When Blake called time, the
swell of St. Jim's gasped his way to his
chair in the corner, and the grinning
Digby fanned him with the atlas.

% Aftah all, he didn’t touch me that,
time, Dig 1" he said, breathlessly.

“He didn’t try to!” chuckled Dig.

. “Time !” sang out Blake.

Arthur Augustus came up to the call
gamaly, but rather groggily. The round
was like the previous one over again.
Tom Merry had about six or seven
a knock-out blow,
but he did not avail himself of any of
them. He contented himself with let-
ting the swell of the Fourth exhaust his

exclaimed  Arthur

“Bai Jove!”
“You are mnot

Augustus suddenly.
twyin' to hit me at all, Tom Mewwy.
uttah  ass!” asped  Arthur
“Do you call this fightin’ "
Tom Merry shook his head.
“No,” he answered eheeril{é “1 call
it pla}{ing the goat, old top. ut I'll go
ong as you like. I'm not going to

“Bai Jove !”

Arthur Augustus made a desperate
rush. Tom Merry gave ground a
little, stalling him off with success and
ease,

“Time | chortled Blake.

Arthur Augustus sank into his chair.

to him.
“Here you are, Gussy——"
«] have not fnished yet, DBlake,”

gasped Arthur Augustus.
“Your mistake—you have!” grinned
Blake. “Here's your clobber. Put

the
wottal

“Kim on I”

«T wefuse to come out! I am not leavin’ this studay till
I have thwashed Tom Mewwy !”

““You can’t pass the whole term of your matural life here,
old top !” remonstrated Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wats! I ordah you wottahs to welease me—I1 wefuse
to leave the studay—I am goin’ to— ‘Yawooooooh I

Arthur Augustus, in spite of his refusal, did leave the
study. Blake and Herries bad hold of his arms, and Digby
took an adectionate ﬁrnxp on his nose with finger and
thumb. Thus led, Arthur Augustus simply bad '~ go. He
went—loudly protesting—and gis voice died away 'own the
passage, still affirming wrathfully and indignantly that he
was going to thrash Tom Merry.

And in Stu‘? No. 10 the Terrible Three, with many
chuckles, settled down to finish their interrupted prep.

rals.P of his chums. “Welease me at once, you

CHAPTER 3.
Trimble’s Last Resource.
(3 GUESS I'm going !"
Kit Wildrake, of the Fourth Form, made that
remark on ths following afterncon. It was Wednes.
day, a_half-holiday, and there was an afternoon
performace of Sankey’s Circus at the big tent pitched
near Ryloombe, bedgmn::f at three. Quite 8 ' umber of 8t
Jim's fellows had decided to go; in fact, Mr. Sankey, of the

was likely to do guite well that afternocon out of
8t. Jim's. )

“I'm coming with you, Wildrake, old chap,” said Baggy
Trimble affectionately. “I'll explain the whole thing to
you—you've never seen a circus before, of course? 'fhey
don’t have circuses in Baskatchewumbia, do they "

The Canadian junior grinned.

“In where ?” he ask

“Jsp't it Baskatchewumbia you come from?” asked
Trri.«";_}:‘le'h (:3-. is it Labrador or British Alaska?”

' &

A -

e, “Well, I know it's some benighted place,” said Trimble,
and of course you've never seen i L
“You jay!” said Wildrake.

a circus before.
“I’'ve seen circuses that

them on.”

“T wefuse to do anythin’ of the kind,

' Joey Jorrocks pointed an accusing finger at ur A ?,
?ll‘cl)z:hmiv!ewl\v htve come heah to thwash and shouted in o voice that was. heard a?! over Amh“thl-nt =uq‘ugr||:-e ?n?r:?;
el T 5. b i rabbit!" ¢ What!" ejaculated D’Arcy. ‘‘Give me my rabbit!” bawled
¢ Take his other arm, Herries. the clown. ‘ Bai Jove! Whatevah does the fellow mean 7 " exclaimed
Yes, rather ! D*Arcy, ¢ My deah man, | assuah you | know nothin’ about your wabbit 17

roared  Arthur
indignantly in

me!"
struggling

“Welease
Augustus,
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could knock spots off anything in this little island in that
line. But I'm going to hustle along to the performance
this afternoon to see how they ride. There’s a buck-jumping
turn, and I guess I’m interested.” .

“I'm thinking of accepting the boxing cha][engei" said
Trimble modestly. “There’s a purse of ten quid—-"

“Ha, ha, ha I" roared Wildrake, ;

“Hallo! What’s the merry joke?” asked Jack .Blake,
%o,l::img out of the School House with Dig and Herries and

rey.

“Trimble’s thinking of boxing Sankey’s Lamb fcr the

purse of ten quids I" chuckled Wildrake.

Ha, ha, ha!
“I may, or I may not,” said Trimble disdainfully. “It
would be rather a fag—otherwise, I shouldn’t hesitate for
one moment.”
“Bai Jove !
of such a thing,”
would be knocked wight off the
know I

“You lock as if somebody had been knocking you off the
face of the earth,” grinned Trimble, blinking at Gussy's
noble nose., That feature was appearing that afterncon in
an enlarged edition, as it were. There were several signs
about Arthur Augustus of the terrible combat in Tom Merry's
study of the evening before.

“Oh, wats ! said Arthur Augustus, rather crossly.

“(Gore says you were kicking up a row in Tom Merry's
study, :;e“ :-o his,” said Trimble. “Did Tom Merry lick
you, D'Arcy 7"

“I wegard that question as impertinent, Twimble.”

“He, he, he!” chortled Trimble:

“Bai1 Jove! 2

“Come on,” said Blake. “We've got to get good seats at
the giddy circus. And you fellows keep ready to hold
Gussy down if he starts challenging any boxers to single
combat.”

‘*Yes, rather!” chuckled Dig.

“I should wefuse to he held down, you fellows,” said
Arthur Augustus.  “But I have given up the ideah of
thwashin® the Lamb. T have thought of anothah stunt.”

“ Your brain will burst at this rate,” said Blake. *““This is
the second time you've been thinking.”

‘ Weally, Blake—"

.“Hallo! Here are those Shell bounders!
circus, -you chaps?”

*  The Terrible Three came cheerily down the steps_of the
School House. They nodded agrecably to the Fourth-
Formers,

“ We’re going,"” said Tom Merry,

*““Let’s keep together, and keep the New House bounders
- out of the best seats,” suggested Blake.

“ (ood 1

The little crowd of School House fellows crossed the quad
together, Figgins Co., of the New House, had already
started. Talbot and Gore and Julian joined Tom Merry & Co.
in the quad, and they picked up Levison and Clive and
Cardew at the gates, Baggy Trimble trotted along with
them, inward] cFel_)ating which of the party was likeltest to

You are wathah an ass, Twimble, to think
said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “You
ace of the earth, you

Going to the

.pay for his admission to Mr, Sankey’s entertainment. = He
g:.ed his attention chiefly upon Kit Wildrake, who was his
study-mate, and therefore bound, according to Baggy’s views,

- to see_him through. Anyhow, somebody had to see him
through; for admission was a shilling, and Baggy had only
one shilling in his pocket. To use his own shilling was a last
and desperate resource, which was to be avoided, if possible.

“Tom Mewwy, deah boy——""

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy drew the captain of the Shell a
little aside, as the School House crowd walked down the leafy
lane towards Rylcombe. .Tom glaneed at him with a smile.

“Not feeling ratty, old top?”” he asked §enial'ly.

“Not at all, deah boy! On weflection, I have come to the
conclusion that you had wathah the best of it in your studay
last evenin’,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Perhaps a mere trifle!”” murmured Tom.

“ My goin’ down sevewal times was, as a mattah of fact, a
sewies of wemarkable flukes,” went on Arthur Augustus,

“No doubt!” assented the captain of the Shell.

“Howevah,” continued Gussy graciously, “on the whole,
Tom Mewwy, I think you had wathah the best of it.”

“You flatter me!” said Tom gravely.

“Not at all. Just statin’ the facts as they appeah to me,
you know,” said Arthur Augustus unsuspiciously, “I have,
therefore, decided not to mf: up the challenge of Sankey’s
Lamb this aftahnoon. I suggest that you take it up instead;
Tom Mewwy.”

“QOh!” ejaculated Tom.

*Bomebody ought to stand up for the honah of St. Jim’s,
you know,” said irﬁmr Augustus. “‘I suggest your doin’ it,
deah boy. I am willin’ to stand out in your favah.”
th:t'l'?,tmks, uwflalauyk!" said 'Eqm, I:!ughindg.b “I doni‘t l.mo:

'm specially keen on being slogge a profession.
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boxer in a circus ring. There are more agreeable ways
passing & half-holiday.”” & Lt

_“Wats! Somebody ought to tackle him. We can’t have
him .chuckin’ wound Chalfeﬂges within a mile of the school,
without some 8t. Jim’s fellow takin’ him on,” said Arthur
Augustus warmly. “If I had thwashed you, deah boy, I
should have dene it; but as—as——"

“ As I thrashed you,” said Tom innocently. :

“In the cires, Tom Mewwy, it is up to you,” said the swell
of St. Jim's. “1I twust you will not be backward in comin’
forward.”

Tom Merr; dgl.&mced at his chums,
Lowther nodded assent. Apparently they approved of Gussy’s
suggestion,

“Good idea,’ said Manners. “Ten .quids isn’t to be
sneezed at. It will come in handy in the stud;."

*Yes, rather,” agreed Lowther. * Money’s tight, You
ought to be able to handle the Lamb, Tommy; and if you
don’t bag the purse, you will Fet the glory, anyhow.”

“Hum !” said Tom thoughtfully.

“Pway wise to the occasion, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus. * It would be wnhhl;.'h wotten if some New House
chap wushed in, you know, and bagged the glowy of lickin’
the Lamb and bagﬁin' the tennah.”

* Something in that,” agreed Tom Merry,

“Yaas, wathah !

*Hallo! Here's the giddy circus!”

The strains of several musical instruments came to the ears
of the juniors, as they approached the field by Rylcombe Lane,
where Sankey’s Circus was pitched. There was already a
crowd approaching the big tent.

The rising generation in Rylcombe and the surrounding
villages seemed to have turned out in full force, and there
was a throng from 8t. Jim's and from the Grammar School.
People were passing in every moment at the big entrance,
where a clown stood beating a drum and addressing the
erowd.

Pom, pom, pom!

“Walk up, gentlemen! This way for Sankey’s World-
Renowned Circus! Come and see the Lamb box ‘all comers
for a purse of ten quidlets! Come and see Texas Bill in his
daring, dashing, desperate buck-jumping act! Come and see
Joey :];ormclu, the funniest clown on earth! Walk up,
gents!

Pom, pom! Pom, pom!

“Heah you are, d boys,” said Arthur Augustus. “ Pway
don't dwag at my arm like that, Twimble!”

*Can you lend me a bob?”

W , Twimble—"

Jack Blake jerked Trimble away, and the chums of Study
No. 6 walked in, The Terrible Three followed them, deaf to
the voice of Trimble. The fat Fourth-Former clutched Kit
Wildrake by the arm,

“1 say, Wildrake, old top—""

“Leggo!”

“ You're going to lend me a bob, ain’t you?”

“I guess you've had enough bobs cut of me for this week,
Trimiﬁ:," said the Canadian junior.

And he shook off Trimble's arm and walked in after the

and Manpners and

" rest.
“T say, Talbot—— Gore, old chap— I say, Cardew—

Levison—Clive——"" howled Trimble, as the junicrs passed
im.

They seemed deaf; but Trimble caught Cardew by the
sleeve, and fairly dragged him aside, Ralph Reckness Cardew
jcrlm(j his sleeve away.

*“¥You fat chump—-" he began.

“ Cardew, old fellnw’, lend me a bob.”

“Go and eat coke!”

“You don’t want me to miss the circus, do you?” asked
Trimble pathetically. *We don’t have a circus here every
day. Pay for me to go in, old chap, and—and I'll have you
home to Trimble Hall for the holidays.”

Cardew grinned.

“Can’t you really go in if somebody doesn’t pay for you?”

he asked

ed.
“Nunno " I
g %ﬂu’]l bave to keep outside?”
“ 5.

“ And we sha’n't have your company?”

* No, old chap.”

“Then I wouldn’t pay for you for. worlds,” said Cardew.
“No end of a relief not to see you for a couple of hours,
Trimble 1™ j

And the dandy of the Fourth walked into the tent, leaving
Baggy Trimble red with wrath,

“¥ah! Rotter!” howled Trimble. “I say, Kerruish! Are
you deaf, Kerruish! I say, Reilly! Reilly, old chap, are

ou ”

S Faith, and T am,” said Reilly—* just now, anyhow.”
“I say, Julian—Julian, old chap, will you lend me a bob?
Figgins! I say, Figgins—Ker uW"ynn—— Oh, you rotters!"”
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gasped Trimble, as the New House Co. passed him unheeding,
“ Redfern—Owen—- say, Racke—Racke, you rotter—
Crooke—— I say, Mellish—— Oh dear!”

Baggy Trimble’s eloguence was wasted on the desert air.
Nobody seemed: anxious to “spring ” a bob for the sake of
Baggy's fascinating company during the circus performance.
Baggy even appealed to Gordon Gay & Co. of the Grammar
School ; but the Grammarians smiled, and passed him unheed-
ing. And so it came about that Trimble, with a feeling of
deep injury, was driven to his last and desperate resource,
:’nd handed out his own shilling for admission to Sankey’s
Circus.

CHAPTER 4.

A Surprise for Gussy.

OM MERRY & CO. found themselves in_ front seats,

I with a_good view of the stretch of tan in the circus

ring. Behind them the crowd poured in, and the

benches filled rapis It was a “ full house,” and the

seats were swarmed to the last row, and in the last row

Baggy Trimble was wedged between a stout Jady and a

brawny farm-labourer, perspiring, and regretting, as he

porspired, that ho had not parted with his own shilling a little
sooner.

Two or three horses were driven round the ring as a
preliminary to the entertainment, and then Mr, Sankey,
worgeous in evening clothes, though it was early in the
afternoon, tolled in. Joey Jorrocks. the funniest clown on
eurth, entered in a series of somersaults, and Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy turned his eyeglass very curiously on the mirth-
merchant,

“Bai jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus, “that is the

chap who was standin’ outside, you know, tellin’ us to come
‘amf see Joey Jowwocks, the Funniest Clown on Farth!
Blowin’ his own twumpet, bai Jove! I do not see anythin’
vewy specially furm¥i about him.”
_ Joey Jorrocks, having somersaulted half-a-dozen times,
landed in the tan just under the barrier where the St. Jim's
juniors sat in a row. He grinned up at Arthur Augustus,
evidently having heard his remark.

Then he suddenly jumped up, pointed an accusing finger
at Arthur Augustis, and shouted in @ voice that was heard
all over the tent:

“Give me my rabbit!”

' “Where has the gentleman got it, Joey?” asked Mr.

Sankey.
“In his hat!”
“ Wubbish!” shouted Arthur Augustus.
ibly have a white wabbit. in my hat?
widiculous.”
“Give me my rabbit!” yelled Mr. Jorrocks.
“You sillay ass—"
Will lzou let Mr. Jorrocks look into your hat, air?” asked
ey.

“How could 1
Don't be

Mr. San

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the kind,” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, indignantly.

“@ive him his rabbit!” shouted two or three voices from
behind.

_Arthur Augustus spun round and stared at rows of grin:
nm‘% faces.

(15 s iy —Y

““He's got it in his topper,” shouted Gordon Gay, of the
Grammar School. “I can sce it’s tail.”

*Ha, ha, ba!”

*Give him his rabbit, Gussy!” shricked Baggy Trimble.
“What do you mean by stealing a chap’s rabbit? He, he,
he! Hand over his rabbit.”

“You wottah, Twimble.”

“Pgss over your hat, and let me sec whether my rabbit’s
in it,” shouted Mr. Jorrocks.

“Watst I wefuse——oh, you awful wottah, Blake.” Jack
Blake jerked off his noble chum’s topper, and passed it over
the barrier to Joey Jorrocks.

“Let him see, Gussy.”

“Wubbish! How could there be a wabbit in my silk hat?”
gasped the swell of St. Jim's. “You are an ass, Blake!
Howevah, I twust that you are satisfied now, you uttahly
widiculous person!” added Arthur Augustus, turning his eye-
glass severely upon the clown.

“ Look !” yelled Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Gweat Scolt!”

Joey Jorrocks was groping inside the silk topper. Arthur
Augustus almost fell down in his amazement, as the clown
withdrew his hand from the hat—with a'.white rabbit in it}

“What?” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

“Give me my rabbit!” bawled the
clown.
“Bai jove! Whatevah does the fellow

mean?” exclaimed D'Arcy. “My deah
man, I assuah you that T know nothin’
ubout your wabbit.”

Mr. Sankey came over to the side,
cracking his whip. k:

“Now then, Joey, what's the trouble?”
demanded the ring-master.

“He's got my white rabbit!” chouted
Joey.

“T haven't!" exclaimed Arthur Augus-
tus, indignantly. “Do T look like a
fellow who would bag anothah fellow’s
white wabbit?”

“You're mistaken, Joey, the. gentle-
man hasn’t got your white rabbit!” said
the ring-master, soothingly.

“He's got my rabbit.”

“Weally, you know- p

“Tf you have the rabbit, sir!" said Mr.
Sankey-

“T haven't!” roared Arthur Augustus.
“How dare you.ask me such a question,
gir? I know nothin’ whatevah about his
wotten white wabbit.”

The altercation _attracted attention
from all sides. Every eye in the
crowded circus was turned on the crim-
son face of Arthur Augustus—people at
a distance stood on their seats to get a
better view. Tom Merry & Co. were
smiling—they guessed - that this was a
part of Mr Jorrocks's humourous enter-

tainment, but that reflection did not
occur to the powerful brain of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. The swell of St

Jim’s screwed his eyeglass into his eye,

=

e
=
= —
= e

—

and gave Mr. Jorrocks a withering stare.

Instead of being withered, however,
Jeey Jorrocks kept an accusing finger
fixed at Arthur Augustus, and in louder
tones demanded his white rabbit.

“You uttah ass!” gasped Arthur

held the tr
Te: Bill. ‘' You confounded’ rascal, he thundered.
have ruined the cirous with your dirty tricks.
this cirous at once.
settle with you.

head. Mr. Sankey turned upon

“You might

You can hop it out of

You can call at the office al show, and I’Il
Now, get cut or I’ll kick you out,*

Augustus. “I assush you that I have
not even seen your white wabbit.”
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“Ob, deah!” stuttered Arthur August “What—
wha! "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There’s my white rabbit!” exclaimed Mr. Jorrocks,

triumphantly. * What does the gentleman say now?”

*‘Bai Jove!”

.“1s there anything else in the hat?” demanded Mr. Sankey.

“Yes, sir! Look here!”

To D’Arcy’s further blank amazement, Joey Jorrocks drew
a Teddy DBear from the hat, and then a rag doll. D’Arcy’s
eyeglass fell from his eye, and his eyes opened wide.

“Gweat_Seott!” he grenthed. “Some awful wottah has
been playin’ twicks with my hat!”

Mr. Jorrocks was not finished yet. He proceeded to draw
n toy balloon, a humming-top, and several other small articles
from the silk hat, one after another. here was a roar of
laughter all through the circus now. It dawned even upon
Arthur Augustus, at that point, that the circus clown was
performing conjuring tricks—a fact that had dawned upon
the rest of the audience considerably earlier.

**The sillay ass!” murmured Arthur Augustus, in relief,
mingled with vexation. ‘“He is simply conjuwin’, you
fellows !

“@@o hon!” chuckled Blake.

“Got that at last, Gussy?” chuckled Monty Lowther.

** Weally, Lowthah——" ]

Joey Jorrocks, having apparently emptied Gussy’s hat,
handed it back to him with a smile. = Arthur Augustus
brushed his topper tenderly with a folded handkerchief, and
set it firmly upon his h He confided to his chums that
Mr. Jorrocks might be a “funny beggeh,” but that he had
no right to take liberties with a fellow’s topper—at which

Tom Merry & Co. only chortled.
‘H

“Texas Bill ” rode into the ring mounted upon the

“fiery untamed.” What Wildrake did not know
about horses, and the riding of them, was not worth knowing,
and a buck-jumping act appealed to him very keenly. The
circus rider was dressed in cow-boy style, and looked the
part; though whether he had ever seen Texas was a doubtful
question. ~ But certainly he could ride, and the mustang
“cavorted ” round the ring in great style. Kit Wildrake's
brow darkened a little as he watched the performance.

“That chap can wide, deah boy,” Arthur Augustus re-
marked.

Wildrake nodded. T

“‘I wathah think it is & genuine bucl}]-:jhumgm' act, top,”
s:A_llT‘l2 ”the swell of St. Jim’s, sagely. ‘‘The horse is quite
wild.

AL guess he’s been doped,” growled Wildrake.

“Bm Jove!” ) R

“Tley’ve given him some dope o excite him for the
act,” said the junior from the Boot Leg Ranch. “I guess
there’ll be some real buck-jumping soon—if I know anything
about a hoss. Ii's a rotten trick, and that fellow is a
brute.”

“ Yaas, wathah if you are wight, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus, rather -dubiously.

Clatter, clatter, clatter! .

The mustang was tearing round the rinf now at g terrific
pace, flashing before the eyes of the onlookers.

There was breathless excitement in the circus, as the crowds
watched the excited horse. Texas Bill just had it in control;
but only just. His hard, ranned face was set grimly, the
jaw protruding. If the horse had really been *doped " for
" the performance, it was prohable that for once the dope
had been over-done. As it tore and clattered round the
ring, the mustang was evidently in a state cf wild and fearful
excitement.

The rider dragged on the reins, and the mustang came to
2 halt at last; but only for a second. Then the buck-jumping
began. £

Up went the fore-feet of the animal, till he had reared
on his hind legs, and seemed to be walking on them. The
skilful rider clung to his back, and still kept his seat, as the
anmal came down agein on his fore-feet with a crash that
rang through the circus tent.

Then up went the hind legs in the air, to come down again
erashing. R

The motions of the horse were so rapid that they could
scarcely be followed by the eye. Mr. Sankey was watching
the act with involuntary anxiety in his face, and he was
careful to keep the centrc pole between him and the rough.
rider. Joey Jorrocks had caught himself up into a trapeze,
and sab there out of danger to watch. There was a deep
murmur_in the erowded seats, and it changed to a yell as
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CHAPTER 5.
Wildrake to the Rescue !

ERE’S the giddy buck-jumper,” said Kit Wildrake.
The Canadian junior was keenly inte when

You Will be Sorry if You Miss Next Week’s *“ Gem >’ !

the mustang, making a sudden bolt, headed for the barrier,
withlt.he evident intention of leaping it into the midst of the
people.
‘“Bai Jove!” i
*Look out I” < ¥
People were on their feet, with startled faces, crowding
and shoving. But Texas Bill, with a_desperate effort,
dragged the frantic animal in before it could leap the
barrier. Turned from its object, the mustang went racing
round the ring again at a furious speed.
“Bai Jove! "murmured Arthur Augusf
with his programme. * Bai Jove! u%h
you know! 1If that howwid beast
Wildrdke was on his feet now, ¢l
that separated the audience from the tan.

anxious and grim,
“It’s all right!” said Tom Merry. *“The man’s got the
animal in control.”

Wildrake glanced round for a moment.

“He’s losing control I he said shortly.

““ What?"”

“I guess I know what I'm talking about!” snapped the

Canadian junior. *The horse is nearly mad, and that man
will be down in the sawdust in a minute or two!”

tus, fanning himself
at 15 wathah thick,
ot among us—"

ose to the wooden barrier
His face was

* Great Scott!”
The juniors watched the scene tensely. The mustang was
bucking again, and it was growing clear that Texas Bill had

is ‘hands more n full. More than once he nearly lost
his seat, and it could be seen that his face was white, his
jaws set like a vice.

The catastrophe came suddenly. The mustang reared and
crashed and rolled gver in the tan. When he scrambled up
again, his rider was two or three yards away, staggering to
his feet, thrown at last. .

Mr. Bankey yelled something at the performer. There \:\:is ‘

a shout of alarm all through the tent. Texas Bill made a
desperate rush after the animal, and the mustang turned upon
him with gleaming eyes and bared teeth. Then the circus-
rider’s courage failed, and he made a bolt for safety. The
mustang swept round the ring again, free and uncontrolled.
Already people were crowding out-of the tent in alarm, and
there were cries and shouts on all sides.
_ Kit Wildrake placed his hand on the barrier, and leaped
into the arena. . .

“ Wildrake I shouted Tom Merry, in alarm. .

The Canadian junior answered without looking round. His
eyes were fixed on the frantic horse. 2

“I guess that critter’s got to be mastered! If he jumps
the barrier there'll be a dozen deaths here this afterncon.”
“ But—but

“I guess I'm going to try it on!” i

The savage animal came careering round the ring again,
the whites of his eges gleaming in the light.  Wildrake
sprang to intercept him as he passed, heedless of the bared
teeth and the clattering hoofs. It seemed as if it was by a
miracle that the Canadian junior sprang upon the back of
the tearing animal, and caught the reins that streamed over
the tossing neck. Y

But he was upon the bare back, his knees grippin
flanks of the horse.

and his skill stood him in good stead now.

1 Tom Merry & Co.
watched him breathlessly.

The mustang, finding a rider on its back again, reared and"

jymped and plunged frantically. Twice, thrice, he rolled over
in the tan, with lashing heels in the air, and Wildrake sprang
clear. But each time the Canadian junior landed on his
back as he scrambled up again. Texas Bill, dodging with
Mr. Sankey round the centre pole, stared on at the scene
with scowling amazement in his hard face.

“Bwavo, Wildwake ™ shouted Arthur Augustus, waving
his topper enthusiastically in the air. And cheers rang out
from every corner of the crowded tent.

Wildrake did not heed. He had all his work cut eut to
handle the maddened horse. Tiwice the mustang rushed at
the barrier, and each time an iron wrist turned him frem it,
and drove him round the ring.

“Bai Jove!” murmure,d Arthur Augustus. “This is what

I call widin’, you chaps.’
““Yes, rather I gasped Tom E\iirrx. “ Good old Wildrake 1"
seemed to be seeking to

Clatter, clatter, clatter! Crash!

For several minutes the mustan
unseat his rider by sheer speed. e seemed to round
the ring. Then he drove close by the wooden barrier, bub
Wildrake’s l:g was lifted to Bscage the contact, which might
have smashed his limb but for his rapid care. Again and
again the savage teeth snapped round at the rider. but thew
did not reach him. More Ean once the mustang leaped clear
info the air, with all four feet off the tan. coming down
again with a jarring crash. And still Kit Wildrake kept his
seat, and his hand was like iron on the rein. It seemed an
age to the anxious watchers before the horse showed signs of

exhaustion.
But the fit of fury passed at last, and at length Wildrake

you—> %

the
A orse. Long ago, on the Boot Leg Ranch, the -
junior from British Columbia had learned to ride barebacl, -
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rode the mustang round the tan at a leisurely pace, obedient
to the lightest touch on the rein.

‘“He’s done it !"” said Blake.

““Yaas, wathah [

“Good old Wildrake.” i .

“ Bravo, 8t. Jim's!” -

Wildrake halted at last. The horse, exhausted, streaming
with sweat, stood trembling. W_:ldr.n.Ee rode him up to Mr.
Sankéy and Texas Bill. pulled him in, and dismounted. He
fixed his eyes on the circus-rider. y y

“There's your horse,” he said. “Take him away! You've
put a good many lives in danger this afternoon, Mr. Texas
Bill.”

The scowling man took the reins.

that _horse for the performance,” went on
Wildrake, *“and you'll hear more of this. That comes under
the head of cruelty to animals, Mr. S8ankey."”

Mry. Sankey spluttered. :

“I never knew it,”” he said. “I’ve suspected it before, but
I never knew. Thank Heaven you were able to handle the
horse, younﬁ gentleman. You've saved lives, and I reckon
you've saved my circus from bemf ruined. I've never seen
riding like that before. I reckon I'd be glad to have you in
my circus.”

Wildrake smiled involuntarily.
became grave again at once.

‘*What are you going to do_about this?” he demanded.
“The matter can’t rest here. Nobody has a right to treat
a horse like that.”

“Mind your own business, you meddling young fool!”
growled the circus-rider.

Mr. Sankey turned on Texas Bill at once.

“It's my business, anyhow, Bill Benson!” he exclaimed.
“You confounded fool and rascal, you might have ruined the
circus with your dirty tricks. Here "—Mr Sankey shouled
to an attendant, who was looking into the ring with a scared
face—* take away this horse. He’s quiet enough now, thanks
to this young gentleman. Take him away, and see to him.
Hoe’s been doped. As for you, Bill Benson, you’ll hop it out
of this circus instanter "

“ YWhat " growled Texas Bill, scowling.

“¥You can call in the office after the show, and I'll setile
with you, but I'll never trust you with a horse again, and
you're quitting!" said Mr. Sankey. “Now, get out of the
ring, or I'll have you kicked out!’

And Texas Bill, with a savage face, tramped to the exit,
and disappeared.

But his sunburnt face

CHAPTER 6.
The Circus Boxer.

OM MERRY clapped Wildrake on the shoulder when
ho had vaulted over the barrier again and dropped
into his scat. The St. Jim’s juniors surrounded him

; with congratulations.

It was simply wlpgm’, old bean!” said Arthur Augustus.
“We are all Pwoud of _lyuu, deah boy!”

“Oh, rats!” said Wildrake cheerily.

**It was splendid,” said Tom Merry,

**1 guess the giddy elephant is coming in,” said Wildrake.
# Attention! You're blocking the view of the people behind."”

Canadian junior was evidently anxious for the subject

to be dropped.

Mr. Sankey, in haste to remove the impression caused by
the almost tragic occurrence on the minds of the audience.
hiirried on the next turn. The crowd resumed their seats
as the performing elephants came in. Tom Merry & Co.
settled down in their places again, After the elephants, there
came the boxing turn, in which the juniors were much more
interested.

“Bankey's Lamb " entered the arena, and was greeted with
some clieering. The-circus had already been on the present
pitch a couple of days, so the Lamb was quite well-known.
Ho was a rather short, aturdilybuilt man of about thirty,
with a bulldog jaw, and a rather flattened nose. There was
something very like “swank ” in his demeanour as he came
into the ring. " The Lamb was accustomed, like Ceesar of old,
to come, and aee, and conquer, and his easy sucoesses against
rustic opponents had given him a remarkably good opinion
of himself.

Tom Merry measured the boxer with his eye, and decided
that, in spite of his swank, he would be a “tau ro-
position  in a tussle. But the captain of the Shell had
already decided about “taking him on.” All the juniors were
keen to see Tom pitted against the circus boxer, for the sport
of the thing, and Tom was not the fellow to hang back. But
he was in no hurry to claim the distinction, and he waited
to see whether anyone else accepted the challenge before
speaking himself. :

Mr. Sankey, in a loud voice, anncunced the Lamb, who
was evidently the “show turn” of Mr. Sankey’s entertain-
ment. Two big fellows came in, and the Lamb boxed them
in furn, and easily defeated them. This was a sort of pre-

“Draw it mild!"

liminary canter. When it was over, Mr. Sankey, in a still
louder voice, announced the Lamb's challenge to “any
gentleman *' present to box six rounds for a purse ten
pounds. Any gentleman who succeeded in standing up to
the Lamb for six rounds was entitled to carry off the purse.
The Lamb smiled sweetly, plainly having a?zed betief that
no gentleman present was able to stand up to bim for three
rounds, let alone six.

“Now, then, deah boy!” murmured Arthur Augustus,
nudging the captain of the Shell

“No burry " said Tom., *Give the other fellows a chance.”

“I'm your man, measter!” called out a voice from the back
seats, and a sturdy young labouring man rose to view. There
was a shout of encouragement from various quarters.

“Go it, Garge!”

“Garge " was evidently a popular youth. His fresh face
flushed a beautiful crimson as he picked his way down the
rows of seats and stepped over the barrier into the tan.

Mr. SBankey greeted him with great politeness.

“Gentlemen, the challenge is accepted!” he announced.
* Our young friend here is going to encounter the celebrated
Lamb, who has boxed all the crowned heads in Europe—L
mean, who has boxed before all the crowned heads of Europe!
This way, sir! Mr. Jorrocks will accommodate you with
gloves. Just a friendly bout, with the gloves on, of course—
sport in the truly British sense of the word, gentlemen.”

‘“’Ear, 'ear!"

George was relieved of his coat and vest, and Mr. Jorrocks
helped him on with the gloves. He looked a sturdy figure,
and he was considerably bigger than the Lamb, his
attitude as he faced the boxer was not wholly unscientific,
George was, in fact, a boxer of some renown in Etylcnmba and
Woodend, well-known, indeed, for a couple of miles round *
about. And his friends in the crowd, who were numerous,
were keen on the contest, and they shouted encouragement
to George from all sides.

The Lamb lounged forward to the contest. Mr. Sankey,
in his most impressive manner, took out a big rolled-gold
watoh and keep time.

“8hake hands, gentlemen !”

The gentlemen shook hands.

“I guess poor old George's number will soon be up!”
murmured Wildrake.

“Yaas. wathah!”

And the boxing began. Somewhat to the surprise of Tom
Merry, who had measured the adversaries-pretty uucura.tef{
with L‘a eye, George was not knocked out in the first round.
He lived through the second also. But Tom observed the
Lamb exchanging a wink with Mr. Sankey, and he realised
that the boxer was giving George a run for his money, so
to speak. A knock-out at the beginning of the first round
would have been rather a poor entertainment for Mr. Snnkey’l
audience, and the Lamb was letting Gieorge run on to furnish
a “turn ” to entertain the patrons of the circus.

But George, quite ignorant of the fact that Sankey's Lamb
could have knocked him out at any moment he had chosen,
went on sparring manfully, and he was enthusiastically
cheei;lod by his friends when he came safely through the third
round. .

In the fourth, however, the Lamb woke up, as it were.
He proceeded to make rings all round poor George, who was
tapped and rapped, and rapped and tapped, right and left,
till he was so bewildered that he hardly knew what was
happening to him. =

When Mr. Sankey, with a smiling face, called time agai
George “fairly staggered to Mr. Jorrocks’ ready knee, ami
sank down on it, breathless.

But he came up gamely at the call of time.

In the fifth round, however, Sankey's Lamb went to work
in earnest; he was not running any risks with the *“tenner.”
The hapless George was knocked right and left, and he spent
most of his time on his back, staring up dazedly at the roof
of the circus tent. And Mr. Sankey counted him out at
last—and he might as well have counted twenty as ten, for
George could not possibly have got up after the last drive
he had received. Poor George had to be helped out of ihe
ring after the combat.

Then Mr. Sankey looked round the circus.

“If any other gentleman——" he began.

There was a pause. After the way the Lamb had handled
the venturesome George, none of the local boxers felt dis-
posed to face his hammering blows. Tom Merry looked
round, and in a leisurely way rose to his feet. With a light
spring he cleared the barrier from his seat, and landed in the
arena. A roar of cheering from the St. Jim's crowd followed

him.
“Good old St. Jim's! Bravo, Tom Merry !”
“Bwavo, deah boy!” 5
Mr. Sankey glanced at the active, well-knit junior. Then
he glanced at the Lamb, who grinned and nodded.
TrE Gry LiBRARY.—No. 708.
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“I'm your men, sir!” called out Tom Merry, in a clear

volce.

*“Good old Tommy!” .

“Very good!” said Mr. Sankey. “You are a plucky kid,
at all events; and there’s the tenner to be captured if you
can do in.” :
“T'H try!” said Tom n:mdeliﬂ.{.

And he accepted the gloves from Joey Jorrocks, and pre-
pared himself for the fray. Monty Lowther followed him
into the ring to act as his second. 'The eyes of all the St.
Jim’s crowd, and, indeed, all the numerous audience, were
upon Tom as he faced Sankey's Lamb coolly and steadily,
and Mr. Sankey gave the word.

r

“Time!
And the fight began.
CHAPTER 7.
Tom Merry v. The Lamb,
ANKEY’S LAMB smiled as he began sparring with the
S 8t.. Jim’s junior. 1t was quite clear that he under-
estimated his opponent, and, indeed, rated him lower
than the hapless George. e Lamb was a good inch
taller than Tom, much wider in the chest, and longer in the
reach. He probably had twice the physical strength of the
Shell fellow of St. Jim’s. But the champion junior boxer
of St. Jim's was a much more dangerous adversary than the
Lamb supposed. In the first round the Lamb played the
same game with Tom Merry as he had played with George,
giving him a run to make him last, as it were. And it was
with blank astonishmegpt that, towards the end of the round,
the Lamb found something very hard jarring on his flat nose,
and found it followed up bg another jar on his bulldog chin.
Hankey’s Lamb staggered back, and Tom was followin
the attack hotly when Mr. Sankey called “Time ”~—perhaps
a sceond or so too soou.
Tom Merry stepped back at once. . o
The Lamb gas?‘ed a little, and righted himself on his pins,

staring at the schoolboy with a quite new exprossion on his

face.

Mr. Sankey's expression also had cha.n%sd a little. Per-
haps he realised, for the first time, that his tenner was in
peril. He never expected it to be captured. But if it was
won, it had to be paid over, there was no doubt about that;
and Mr. Sankey’s plump face betrayed a slight shade of
unxiety. 3

“Time .

Tom Merry stepped up briskly from the corner where
Lowther had been fanning his heated face. e came
up to the mark more slowly than before, and with very
evident caution in his manner. Arthur Augusius screwed his
eyeglass a little more tightly into- his eye, and grinned
joyously at his comrades.

“T wathah think that Tom Mewwy is goin’ to give him as
much as he can bite on, you chaps,” remarked Arthur
Augustus. “The Lamb is beginnin’ to undahstand that
alweady. He isn't swankin’ now.”

“Sure!” grinned Wildrake.

“Good old Tommy!” breathed Manners.
left--—""

The Lamb had rushed in with a sudden drive, and a quick
movement of the head aside saved Tom, and he countered
with his right as the Lamb closed on him, delivering a hefty
body blow that made the boxer stagger. Mr. Sankeys glanced
anxiously at his watch; but he couldn’t possibly call time,
and Tom had leisure to improve his advantage, which he
did. As the Lamb staggered, the St. Jim’s junior attacked
in his turn, left and right erashing on the boxer, left and
right again; and the i
in the sawdust.

“Man down!” yelled Manners, in great delight,

“Bravo, St. Jim’s!” .

'fom Merry stood, panting a little, while Mr. Sankey
began to count, with a rather extraordinary expression on
his face. The Lamb seemed dazed, and an effort he made to
raise himself failed, and he sank back again in the tan,

There was ®an eager buzz in the crowd, and all eyes were
breathlessly fixed on the fallen boxer. The sympathy of the
crowd was, naturally, with the local champion agamst the
professional, and there were few of the St. Jim's fellows
who would not have given a week’s pocket-money to see Tom
Merry the winner.

But the Lamb was not beaten yet. Mr. S8ankey, countin,
as slowly as he decently could, was at seven, when the Lam

got on his feet again.
“Go in and win, Merry!” yelled Crooke of the Shell.
But Tom Merry stood ck, chivalrously giving  his
opponent time to get fairly on his feet. .
The Lamb stood rather unsteadily, gasping for breath,
and his defence was rather erratic when Tom came on again.
Tho call of time was a distinct relief to the circus boxer.
THE GeEm LisRARY.—No. :

“Watch that

up |

.of the contest.

Lamb, grunting heavily, pitched over’

He sank down on Mr. Jorrocks’ knee,
angd the clown sponged his blazing face,
near him, and whispered:

asping for breath,
. Sankey hovered

“For goodness’ sake, look out, you know! You're not
here to cause me to give tenners away!l”

The Lamb blinked at him sourly.

“The kid’s & blessed prize bantam!” he said. " A bloke’s

doing his best, and a bloke can’t do more! Let me alone!”
. And Mr, Sankey retired discomfited, with deep and serious
inward misgivings with regard to his tenner,

The third round was watcisd in a breathless silence. Tom
Merry had had the advantage so far; but the Lamb was, as
Tom_ had judged, a ‘““tough proposition.”” He forced the
ﬁghnn% in the third round, and succeeded in getting close,
and before Tom could get away, the Lamb had pounded him
mercilessly.

_The juniors watched him with tense faces, as the hammer-
like blows fairly rang on Tom Merry.

“ Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus.

Tom got away at last, and stalled off the Lamb’s further
attack, but he was evidently fighting for time. The call of
time saved him, and he retreated to his corner, almost epent,
and sank on Lowther’s knee.

Monty Lowther eyed him rather anxiously, but did not
;peak].J Neither did Tom Merry speak; he wanted all his
reath, .
But a rest worked wonders, and Tom was not groggy as he
faced the Lamb for the fourth round. He had not fully
recovered from his gruelling; and he fought carefully and
scientifically, taking great care that the Lamb did not get too
close again, And the Lamb, as he strove to force the fighting,

found the active junior very elusive.

Again and again a quick side-step or a spring saved Tom
Merry, and he almost danced round the ring, with the
angry boxer in pursuit. And the call of time came again.

“gifth round!” murmured Blake, when the adversaries
toed the line again. ‘Tommy's sticking it, anyhow I

“Two to one on Tommy, in quids!” said éardew of the
Fourth. But nobody heeded Cardew,

The Lamb exerted himself manfully in the fifth round. But
his previous exertions had told upon him; and Tom Merry,
contenting himself with defence, succeeded in holding him
off. The hoxer looked a good deal less fresh than the school-
boy when the round ended. Mr. Sankey very reluctantly
inilcg time, and he cast an almost imploring look at the

amo.

If the schoolboy succeeded in. living through one more
round he had captured the tenner, according to the terms

And Mr. Sankey had a fearful foreboding
hhat’.rgha lslchnolbny was going to do it!

“ime

“ Sixth round!” said Blake. ““Go it, Tommy! How do you
think you'd have shaped by this time, Gussy?”

Arthur Augustus looked rather thoughtful.

“I fesh, Blake, that I should not have stood up for more
}hnn’ﬁve wounds,” he answered modestly. “Pewwaps only
our.

*“ And perhaps only one!” grinned Blake.
not that!”

“ Weally, Blake—" .

“Q0Oh, good old Tommy!” “Watch
him I

Tom Merry had staggered, as if exhausted, and the Lamb,
with a triumphant grin, rushed recklessly in to finish him—
just in time to save the tenner. But that reckless rush
proved the Lamb’s undoing. For the s::;igger was only a
feint; Tom’s hands swept up, and dasl up the Lamb’s
fierce drive, and for a second the boxer was e defence-
lessly to attack. And Tom Merry did not lose a fraction
of a second. Crash, crash! came left and right, on the
Lamb’s muscular chest and on_his chin, and the circus
champion went over like a log. He fairly thudded into the
sawdust.

“Down!” gasped Blake.

“ And out, deah boy!" said Arthur Augustus,

“ Bravo, Tommy!"”

Mr. Sankey, with a grim brow, counted. The Lamb made
an heroic effort to rise, but his senses were swimming, and
he fell back., Gasping in the sawdust, the circus champion
was counted out.

There was a roar that almost sheok the big tent.

Joey Jorrocks heiped up the defeated Lamb, He stood
gasping, leaning on the clown., Tom Merry peeled off the

“ And perhaps

gasped Manners.

loves, breathing hard, And Mr. Sankey, suppressing his
?eeli.gga, made up his mind painfully to sacrifice of the
tenner.

Mr. Sankey wae a sportsman at heart, gd he contrived
to smile manfully over the defeat of his pion and the
loss of his tenner. ]

“ Gentlemen——" an Mr. Sankey.
“ Hurrah!” roared the audience.
Ladies and gentlemen—"

“ Bravo|™

«




‘man. But he had two comrades to help
‘him. Billy Benson recled in the grasp of
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"La’gﬁeu and gentlemen, our young friend here, Master
er-—=—

“ Merry!” said Monty Lowther.

‘“Master Merry has not only stood u
six rounds, as stipulated, but has knocked

“Hurrah "

‘“And he, therefore, wins the purse,’” said Mr. Sankey.
“ Master Merry, I hnvedgsreat pleasure in presenting you with
the purse of ten pounds, which you have won, by luck—I
mean, pluck—"

“Hurrah! Good old Tommy!”

“Bwavo, Tom Mewwy !” shouted Arthur Augustus, wavinyg
his eyeglass frantically in the air,

Tom Merry, with a rather breathless smile, stepped towards
the defeated champion, and held out his hand.

“It was a jolly good fight!” he said. “‘I was rather lucky
to catch you out like that! Give us your fist!"”

And the Lamb, with a rather wrg grin, gave the school-
bo% his fist, amid a fresh round of cheers from the audience.

'om Merry went back to his seat feeling breathless and
fatigued, and rather knocked about, but with a crisp ten-
pound note in his pocket. He smiled in response to his chums’
congratulations, but he had not much breath left to answer
them. And ha was very glad of a rest while the circus
performance went on to its conclusion.

-

to the Lamb for
im out——"

CHAPTER 8.
Lost—A Tenner.
“ AI Jove, there’s that wottah!” .
Tom Merry & Co. came out of the circus tent,
mingled with the crowd pouring out after the
rformance. Tom Merry, Wildrake, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy found themselvea together in the throng.
A hard, evil face, flushed with drink, came close to the three
juniors, and they reccgmsed Benson, known on the circus
posters as “Texas Bill,” The man shoved his way through
the crowd to the three juniors. z . .
“Looking for trouble, I guess!” said Wildrake coolly.
“Btop shovin'!” called out two or three voices,
But the ruffian came on, forcing a way through the crowd,
till he was close to the three juniors, his eyes glittering

- savagely at Wildrake.

It was evident that he attributed to the Canadian junior
the *‘sack ” that he had received at Mr. Sankey’s hande,
and that he was primed with drink and

“Bai Jove! I have a gweat mind to go aftah him and give
him a feahful thwashin’!"” gasped Arthur Augustus.
“That brute ht to be given in charge,” said Manners

wrathfully, as he helped Tom Merry td* his feet.  “Hurt,
old chap?® :
“Only a bump or two,” said Tom cheerily. *“Let’s get

back to the school. Never mind the brute 1"

“I guess I landed him a sockdolager in the eye, anyhow,”
remarked Wildrake. “ And he's sacked! Let him rip I

And as ‘Texas Bill’ had quite disappeared, the jumiors
gave him up, and started for St. Jim’s,

“Study No. 10 is going to swank this evening !”’ remarked
Monty Lowther, as they neared the gates of the school.
“We'll stick that tenner up in the Common-room for all the
fellows to see before we change it—what 722

“Good egg 1" said Manners,

“Oh, rot!” answered Tom Merry, laughing,

_“You've got it safe?” asked Monty Lowther

“ Yes, in my pocket.”

Tom '.\'Ierg put his hand into his jacket pocket, and stopped
suddenly. e felt carefully through the pocket, and turned
the lining out.

“My hat!” he ejaculated.

“Don't say you've lost it !”” said Manners chidingly.

“Weil, I couldn’t have lost it,” said Tom. ‘It was safe
en“‘l‘-’ih in t'.hat pocket. It’s been pinched !”

“ Phew !

“Ass! You ought to look out for pickpockets in a crowd
like that!” said Monty Lowther. ‘“There goes our swank—
along with the tenner!”

*‘Pewwaps you put it in anothah pocket, Tom Mewwy !
suggested D’Arcy. “I have sevewal times lost a fivah and
found it in anothah pocket.”

“Yes, but you're an ass, you know—-"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

““My pocket wasn't picked in the crowd,” said the captain
of the Shell quietly. ‘“The tenner was taken while I was
struggling with that brute Texas Bill. I'm sure of that.”

“Benson !” exclaimed Wildrake. *“Ten to one it was he!”

“T'm sure it was!” said Tom. “He knew I had the bank:

.note, of course; and I dare say he was in the tent and saw

me put ,Et into that pocket. That tussle was his opportunity,

and—'
. “The awful wascal!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
indignantly.

seeking revenge, Kit Wildrake faced
him with perfect coolness as he shoved
up, and Tom Merry and D’Arcy drew
quickly to Wildrake’s side.

“You young 1" muttered Benson
savagely. lon——2"

“Btand _ back, gou _ boozy
snapped Wildrake disdainfully.

“Yaas, wathah, you wotish—-=" Oh,
gweat Scott!”

The next moment the juniors were
struggling with the ruffian.

The crowd shouted and cleared. back,
leaving them room. Kit Wildrake,
sturdy as he was, wounld not have had
much chance singly against the hulking

brute

the three juniors, and they went to the
ground together with a crash.

“ Wescue ! ;elled Arthur Angust
*Oh, crumbs!” A savage blow in t}
ribs rolled the swell of Bt. Jim’s over.
and he was out of the combat,

Tom Merry and Wildrake struggled
with the rufian, And then there was a
shout, as three or four St. Jim’s juniors
came racing up.

Lowther and Manners grasped the
ruffien at once, and dragged him off.
He turned on them savagely; but Blake
and Herries and Dig came up, and
Figgins & Co. followed them.

Bill Benson backed away,

snarling

savagely—a and deal like a wil
animal—and dodged into the crowded
field, and fled.

“ Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus,
sitting ugé_h “I am quite bweathless, you
know! ere is that wottah?”

“CGonel” inned Blake, giving the
swell of 8t. Jim's a hand up. “Too late

he called
Jim’s crowd.

M. Sanl looked round the circus. ‘“ If any other gentleman-——* he began.

key
With a light spring Tom Merry landed in the 8.
out in a clear voice.
Mpr. S8ankey glanced at the active, well-knit junjor.
ghanced at the Lamb who grinned and nodded.

 I'm your man, sir,"”
of cheering from the St.
Then he

There was a

for you to make mincemeat of him,
Guasy 1
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The Terrible Three had stolpped, .and Wildrake and Study
No. 6 st d with them. All the juniors were concerned in
the loss of the tenner. Tom Merry's eyes glinted.

“I'm not going to lose it like this,” he said. “I'm pretty
certain that ruffian had it. He was waiting outside the tent
to hustle us as we came out. I'm going to look for him!
You fellows coming ?'*

“Yaas, wathah!"”

The juniors turned back towards the village. When thag
reached the cirous tent they found it closed and the fiel
deserted. But Mr. Sankey was seen standing by a caravan
and talking to Joey Jorrocks; the latter now 'in ordinary
attire, though daubs of gremse-paint were still visible on his
face, Mr, Sankey glanced inquiringly at the juniors as
they came up. 3

“Eveéning performance begins at seven!” he said genially.

"“We're after your precious Texas Bill!” said Monty
Lowther. “He's picked Tom Merry's pocket of the tenner !

Mr. Sankey looked concerned.

“By gad!" he said. “I'm sorry to hear that! I hope
you“ill"get it back! I can give you the number, if that’s any

“You don’t know where Benson is now ?”

The circus proprietor shook his head.

“I paid him off and shifted him,” he answered. “He
cleared; that’s all I know. Most likely he'll be found in a

. He won’t come back to the eircus, you can bet on that.
There's a large size in boota waiting for him if he shows up
in Sankey’s World-Renowned Circus and Hippodrome again.
There’s the number of the note—00000666. Wish you luck "
¢ *“Hold on,” said Kit Wildrake quietly. “The rotter will
guess that Tom Merry will miss the note pretty quick, and he
will expect the police to be informed.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

““What about that, Wildrake?” asked Tom.

“What I mean is,-he won't show up in the village or any-
where hereabouts if he can help it,” said the Canadian junior.
‘;}lI'e wcﬂd expect to be tapped on the shoulder by a bobby
if ho did 17

‘8o he will be,” said Manners. * We shall go to the police-
station, of course.”

‘““Benson knows that,” said Wildrake, “and I guess he’s

most likely to mosey off across country with his loot. Isu't
that so?”
“Most likely,” said Tom, after a little thought. “He's

likely enough to have cut across the fields to the woods, and
gone that way.”

“That's how I figure it out,” assented the Canadian junior.
“And if he has, I reckon we may be able to pick up his
tracks !”

““Bai Jove !”

“We're not more than half an hour behind him,” said the
Canadian jumior. I reckon we may be able to handle this
affair better than the police could.
his hoof-print I guess I can follow him home.””

Mr, Sankey looked very curiously at the Canadian junior.
Tom Merry nodded thoughtfully. He had seen many
examples qiythe skill in tracking displayed by the junior from
the Boot Leg Ranch. It was a chance, at least.

“Can you help us, Mr. Sankey ?” asked Wildrake. “I want
& squint at his tracks, so that I shall know them again, When
was it you turned him out?”

“I saw. him in the interval and paid him off,” said Mr.
Sankey. “I haven't seen him since.”

“Where was that?"”

‘‘Here, in my van,” answered Mr. Sankey. “I paid him
through that window from inside, him standing outside and
cursing black and blue.” i

“Oh, he stood there, did he?” said Wildrake.
that will be good enough for me.”

Wildrake went round the van under the window. He
dropped on his knees, and made a searching examination of
the grass, There was a good deal of mud round the van,
and at the spot where Texas Bill had stood there were quite
visible tracks to be seen. The juniors followed Wildrake,
keeping back to give him room, however, and Mr, Sankey
looked on with great interest. The Canadian junior glanced

“1 guess

up.
::Anle’mdy come to the window since Benson?” he asked.
7 ;

*“Then these’ll be his marks?"

“I suppose sg,” assented Mr. Sankey. ‘I reckon they
g{e."— He took a good size in boots, and them tracks are fairly

ig.

“Right heel worn down, and left sole split and patched,”
said Wildrake, reading from the “sign” as if from a book.
“I guess I shall know those tracks again if I see them.” Ha
measured the footprints carefully with a length of whipcord.

THE Gem Lisrarr.—No. 708. -

Once I get an eye on

“Thanks, Mr. Sankey!
interested.”

There was no doubt that Tom Merey & Co, were interested.
Besides the fact that the ten-pound note was at stake, they
were keenly interested in the task the junior from the Boot
Leg Ranch had set himself. ’I"he]g followed him to the spot
where the struggle with Texas Bill had taken place. Too
many feet had passed over that spot for “sign ™ to be read
there; but the juniors remembered the direction in which
Benson had disappeared across the field, Wildrake led the
way to the spot where he had last been seen, In a few
minutes he had picked up a track again, leading towards a
distant hedge. -

“Follow on!" he sang out.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

There was a gap in the hedge in the distance, and Wildrake
headed for it without troubling to look for further sign, But
when he reached the gap he scanned the ground carefully. A
shallow ditch ran by the hedge on the other side, and in the
mud of its slope the tracks of the circus rider were plainly
seen.

“I reckon this was his way !" said Wildrake. * You fellows
game for a chase?”

“You bet!"”

“Come on, then!”

Kit Wildrake led the way across the second field. Beyond
the field was Rylcombe Wood, divided here from the open
meadows by a fence. There were several gaps in the fence,
however, and ‘Wildrake sto at one of them, and ﬁu:he
through. Grass and brambles grew thickly under the old
trees, and the Canadian’s keen eyes searched them for a sign.
He uttered an exclamation of satisfaction,

““What have you found?” asked Tom Merry.

“ Not the tenner?” grinned Lowther.

“Nope! But loock here!™ Wildrake pointed to a spot
under an oak-tree, where the grass had b-en flattened av1d3rét£

Come on, you chaps, if you're

by some rather f’:aavy object lying there for a time.
the sign?” . -
‘‘Somebody’s laid down there. bai Jove!" said Arthur
Augustus. .
““Something—not somebody !"” said Wildrake. “I guess it
was a bag or suit-case of some kind that laid there—and here’s
the track close by it.”
“ What do you work out from that?” asked Blake. .
“I figure it out that Mr. Benson took away his things in &
bag,” said Wildrake. * After getting his png from Sankey,
he packed his bag, I reckon, and brought it here, and left it
to be cal for, so to put it. He meant all along to hustle
us when we came out of the tent, and bag the tenner if he

could. And he knew that in that case he would have to
light cut quick. So he put his bag here i y to be picked
up n;hen [}xe vamoosed the ranch. How "does that strike

you "

“Good enough !" said Tom Merry, with a nod., “I suppose
he must have had some clothes and things to take away with
him, and he would have to carry a bag.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“There's tracks here leading back as well as on,” said
Wildrake, pointing to the grass. * Now, he didn’t come back
after bolting with the tenner. I reckon he came back after
putting the bag here to be [iicked up when he bolted for
good. After collaring the banknote, he headed for this spot,
got his bag, and went on through the wood. What’s on the
other side of the wood from here? You fellows know the
country better than I do.”

“The Wayland high-road,” said Tom Merry. “ It's about a
mile ,:,md a half if you keep right on by the footpath near

ere.

“Then I guess that’s the way our pesky friend has gone,”
said the Canadian junior, “and as he a bag to carry, and
as he can’t guess that a Canadian is tracking him like a giddy
Red Indian, I guess he won't hurry himself very much, and
we've got a good chance of gaining on him. Let's hustle.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Tom Merry & Co., ied by the junior from the Boot
Leg Ranch, pressed eagerly on the trail,

—

CHAPTER 9,
Trackel Down !
IT WILCRAKE led the way through the leafy wood
without naﬁause. Once or fwice he turned back from
& blind tr: ; b =
never at a loss. in, the trail, th iti
had lost some considerable t.ifnegin ¥utila m:iéme:tafuig’ l:l‘;g
wood, and the circumstance rather puzzled the juniors. But
the boy frora the Bogt Leg Ranch quietly explained,

(Continucd on page 18.)

, where the tracks reversed; but he scomed
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Edited By TOM MERRY.

ST.JIM'S PARLIAMENT RE-OPENS.

Exciting Election Scenes.

TRIMBLE’S GREAT TWO-MINUTE SPEECH.

Grundy Elected War

Minister—Opposition

Surprise.

(By Redjern, Our Special Representative.)

Pepper’'s Barn, Tuesday.

EFORE 1 describe the scene which
took place 1 will just make a remark
on the little stop-press notice you

3 gaw in this paper last week.

Thig great assembly only gathered Yester-
day afterncon, a d you are reading
the nécount of might add that it
meant mighty quu:l: wmk on the part of
the- editor and ourselves to do it, but we
have succeeded

The re- openmg of the St. Jim's Parliament
as a jupior function has proved more
sueccessful thay the wildest hopes expected.
Soon after doors were opened, Pepper's
Barn was packed, and the attcndants had
fears of dizorder. Excitement among the
fags. was quickly quelled when Grundy took
upon himself the duty of clumping ears,
ot the fag members resented that, apd
the resuit was that George Alfred had his
uose rubbed on the floor.

The Cabinet consists of a number of
Ecliool House Shell Flshﬁalwgether too
Ilm‘)’ for my Nkmg. but with Tem Merry
for Prime Min it is quite useless to
hope for auyi'mlg, hewer, I suppose—and in
a most unexpected manner they all turned

up for the first debate. At least half the
Cabinet should be absent to make things
seem real.

My job was to mount the uld Inddtr and
‘ get up into the loft. Here hhled nrr
all I heard. I migat say the
written down would not only ;:xuk lhc “%t
Jim’s News " from beginning to end, but the
whole of tue “Gem ™ Library from cover to

COVer.

Taggles had been elected Serzeant-at-
Arms. The Clerk of the Fees, Rep. Talbot,
bhad had to pay Taggles two weeks' money
in advance to persuade him to leave his

lodge at St Jim's, and take up his posllmn
outside the barn door. His appearance, to
some of the timid fags, was a cross between

a echool ooard inspector and an hotel
porter.

Harry Noble was Mr. Speaker, and” he
opened things in a brisk fashion. An
eighteén-in ruler did service for that
magic eym the mace, and Lowther, in a
nost rnrl!amentnrr manner, remarked
that Nob reminded him of an auctioneer

trying to sell corn-plasters.
Noble first demanded that St. Jim's should
be divided into two Houses, the House of

Ratelif and the Honse of Railton; that
opposition should ccase in the school itself
aud be left to the Grammarianz. Loud

Beflore res\nm-, however,
ubout seven ‘ellows (all, I think, belonged
to  Rocke's smart sety bundléd Bagey
Trimble forwurd, 'pushed Noble fromr the
Tate sugar-box, and planted Baggibus in
his pluce. This was how Baggy expressed
himself :

~I sey, you fellows, I want to make a big
appeal to this House, and e\ersbndly
present. Grub is the maivstay of school
boys, und St Jims hasn't yet realised it.
1 vote for more grub, for free prog at the
tuckshop, and for midnight feusts eight
nights a week! vo for bedtime at ten
o'clock, rising heil at eleven, and breakfust
in bed 'at twelve. W ought to ha inner
at one, tea at five, and supper at nine. We
ought to have snacks in between, and no
lessons in the afternoon—-" Trimble’s row
ceased abruptly here. 1 will explaic why.

At the rear of the barn where Cardew
sat, the emergency gun was kept. We
manufactured it ourselves from a piece of
iron piping. It is loaded the muzzle,
and fired on the same principle as an air-
guu. It faces the door, and Mr. Speaker
when standing on the Tate sugar-box is
directly in the range of fire. Noble szaw
this, and heckoned to Cardew to prepare
the gun to bombard the usarper. Trimble,
quite unaware of the gun's presence, stood
with his flabby face posing as a fipe target.
The ammunition we uee is, of course, of the
harmlesa variety—but, on tlhe other hand,
it is mo% very pleasant to et hit. Rotten
eges, squashy tomatoes, mouldy apples, and
oran of ‘uncertain age, were the chief
things used.

of course, the wkole valley couldn’t "go
into u mouth even the size of agey
Trimble’s. But what didn’t go iato IIIB
capacinus cate went down his neck, or in

his eyes, ears, and down his waistcoat.
Baggy boted from the barn—and Tag-
gles, waiting discontentedly outside, was

simply itehing to use his carbine on some-
And when old Baggy tore
doorway, friend Taggy
walloped him such a fourpenny one. and
sent Trimble, well—yards! We didn't see
him again until we got to 8t. Jim's.
We mnever really succeeded in petting
order agaip, after that incident. Immedi-

ately Trimble was gone Grundy hopped wp
into his place, and commenced a glorious
oration about himself.

Cardew said he didn't know gu had
gone, but 7 really doubt his wor Any-
way, Ralph Reckness went on stuffing the
gun with ammunition, and just when
Grundy's vocal efforts were loudest, he
despatched another -olley at where Trimble
should have been, but where Grundy hap-
pered to at the moment. Talk ahont
laugh! Why, the old barn shook so that I
could hardly write down my report.

It so happened that George Figgins had.
been sitting just in front of the gun.
Figgy had heen the height of an crdln-ll')‘
junior everything would have been all right.
But Figgy wasn't. he and second
volleys passed quite clear of his cap, but the
third volley smote him beautifully in the
back of the neck. The New House contin-

gent were apparently waiting for -oznet]:ing
or this kind to happen. They rose as on an
armed with peashoot s. water- pi-tols lnsded
with iok, and wed| in
modern !choolhoy \'arrare, nmi in a few
minutes a wonderful scene was in progress.
The Sﬂhm[ Euuu.- hadn’t come empty-

universal doormat, and Gussy the objective
of all random shots. The Parliament pro-

poses to ment agniu next week, and, if
successful, 1 shall try to report.
Kildare in Hot Water,

ST. JIM’S CAPTAIN MISJUDGED

By COUSIN ETHEL.

(Continued from last week.)

HE lamp from Monteith’s cycle
gleamed across the quadrangle, and

served to warn the ambushed foes
that he was coming. Retribution
was very near at hand now. Even as he

paused to lean his cycle against the shed,
he was seized by bands which reached ont
of the darkness, :nd dragged him to the
ground.

Ropes were qulckly tied, and a thick gag
was bound the senior’s mouth. "In
this state ha waa pusll into the cycle-shed,
and left to pass the night.

Next morning, a l|tt!e before seven o'clock.
Darrel of the School House Sixth Form came
down to the shed, intent on an early mor r
SL He alighted on Monteith, groaning
ably.  Darrel was simply astounded o
ﬁrab. and quickly effected his release. But
he was to be still more surprised when the
handkerchief with which Monteith had been
gagged turned out to be Kildare's.

Darrel quickly sped away from the cycle-
shed to inform his chum of what he had
seen.

80 serfous a view of the outrage did the
anthorities take, that the Head deemed it
necessary to call an assembly of the whole
school. The Head made a strikingly generous
offer to begin with. He demanded that the
guilty parties should be honest emough to
step forward, accept severe chastisement,
and then be expelled. But, as Jack Blake
murmuged, there were no takera!

hen the great moment came, ‘James

Garston Monteith made his statement. and

succeeded in sending the whole school agog

h excitement. In a frank, open manner,

Idare, '.lle captain of 8t. Jim's, answered
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 708,
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all the Head's questions, énd this fact alone
cleared him in the of the School House
boys. But .with the New House it was
different. Somebody in the School House was
gm]t and, ‘suspicion fell on Kildare. The
c{ k good care not to voice his opinion

or the matter, but what he did do was quite
as effective. Dr, Holmes cancelled all the
half-holidays, gated the whole school, and
suspended all ‘sporting fixtures until the
culprit was discovered.
When Dr. Holmes left the Hall, erfes from

the New House ranks burst forth: *Confess,
Kﬂﬂare"' “Confess, you bounder!” * Makn
clean breast of it, you howling cad!” But

an Kildare walked out of Hall wit.‘n his head
crect, and took no notice of the cries.

Immediately he was gone School House and
New House juniors waxed exceedlng wrath
on the topie of whether Kildare was innocent
or guilty. In a short time both Rats and
Kidds were waging war against one another,
and it needed the presence of four or five
seniors with ashplants before she youthful
heraes could be dispersed.

Next day a_meeting of the football com-
mittee was called, and it ended in so rowdy
a manner that Monteith was obliged to send
a challenge to the captain of the school to
combat. Newstead’s Barn was the spot he
fixed that they should meet. The seniors
tried hard to keep the matter dark from the
juniors, but they had about as much chance

that

of ing as & pi bas of
Figgins & Co., in support of Monteith, de.
Jack Blake & Co., to add encouragement to

were strongly in evidence, greatly
to the surprise of the combatants. Of course
Kildare gave Mouteith that thrashing hc so
richly deserved, and in reward for so doing
was curtly requested by Dr. Hoime! to resign
his position of captain of St. Jim’s.

That naturally meant another election,
aud everything pointed to a walk-over for
James Garston Monteith!

Now, the New House was a certain
junior, who ever since the affair of the bound
prefect had been much less in the public
eye than was his custom. As this boy hap-
pened to be the junior leader, a big deputa-
tion went along to inquire the wherefore
his backwardness in coming forward. To
ilie deputation’s surprise they found thelr
chief knew nothing about the election, and
that Monteith was the favourite candidate,

The news made him jump, but not with

Joy.
1 That brut

" eried Figgins, “He fsn't fit
1o be captain of a convict prison! It's bn
cnough to have the cur ae our prefec he

out making him captain of St. Jim"

The deputation could get no encouragement
from their leader, so they retircd somewhat
crestfallen. .

After they had bheen gone some time,
Figgins excused himself by saying he wanted
to take a turn in the quad. But it was not
mercly for a stroll_in the guad Figgins had
won went with an unhesitating stride
tbv-ard! thu School House.

“ GO0 OLD FIGGY !

“What do yon want, you checky brat?”

This was how Monteith scowled at Jack
Blake when that young hopeful calmly put in
his lead at the door of the study and in-
formed Montcith that the Head wanted him.
When the New House senior reached there,
Monteith found two others also. Kiidare and
Figgins—the latter looking white
wretched.

l expect you can guess what is coming

onteith was told by the doctor that
the unior had made a startling coniesmm.
es, sir,” said Figgins, “it was

u:-t.lagked Monteith in  the bike-shed that
nigh

The information made the two seniors
jump.  Monteith, however, had most food
!nr thought. He recalled to mind the
horough brutality he had inflicted which
had driven the junior to his foolish action,
and he khew that he would no longer be
able to retain his position as Head prefect
if Figgins chose to speak out. 0 save
himself, so to speak, he had to save Figgius,
with the consolation of being able to take
it out of that young gentleman's hide on the
morro

and

w.
Figgine had the caning of his life the next
morning, and as he had been fully expecting
expulsion, the caning, although severe,
seemed quite cheap in oo ison. Every-
body admired an '[fmrecmbed his action,
and as Jack Blake affectionately remarked,
“You cam call yourselves Cock House at St.
Jim’s, old man, until the footer match,
Tae Geu Lisramy.—No. T08.

THE ST. JIM'S NEWS.

which will settle the question for the rest
of the term!”

(In next week’s “St, Jim's News” cousin
Ethel tells how a new boy, called George
Edward Barby, arrives, and of what befell
him during his ﬂnt few days at St. Jim's.)

Juniors Discuss Big
Problem.

DOﬁlS LEVISON'S PERT
QUESTION.

("Why do boys require from nine to

fou n pockets in a suit of nlotllou?"

'rlu !ollowllm buy' give their reasons
otherwise.)

WALLY D'ABCY. Third Form.—Well, it's
like this, my dear. If a fellow wants to
have a cnnknr-ﬁiht with a pal, the bigger
the supply of last year's nven—bake d warriors
he can earry in his pockets the more chances
he stands. That’s my reason! (If I
boy, 1 would carry mine in a Dorothy bag.
Though, whatever conkers may be I'm sure
I don't know.—D. L.

FATTY WYNN, Fourth Form, New House.

—My answer to Miss Levison is this: How
could a fellow ﬂusslbly keep body and soul
together if he hasn’t got at 'east nine or
ten pockets in which he can hold sufficient
stores of gruh to endure the three hours
siege in the m every morning? Per-
haps this little explanation solves ome of
the mysteries of my exlalence (You remind
me of my hich died when it
missed its first meal. L.)

HERBERT SI\IBI?OLE. Shell Form.—My
dear young lady, if we take the Darwinian
theory and furn back our minds a mere
thirty million years, we should no doubt dis-
cover that man or monkey had a far better
use for fourteen pockets than the present-
day species have. At that time common-
semse was obviously at its greatest height;
a man c¢ould put his wife and children in
his pockets in a manner similar to kan-
garoos to-day while he held up the progress
of a mountain g:lm-:er with his bands Aiter
shopjl:m" for Sunday dinner, he could pl

is purchases in his pockets whlls he
fought with a raiding brontosaurus, or a sea:
serpent. I will now discuss waistcoat-pockets,
together with the evolution of man, and the
etfect socialism and determinism would have
on misguided snvlgel on the Oohhlcm-un-
kw-h Islands off the coast of Germany.

(L really Lty S-\lmpnle oot liave !
mple question |

he—
tound time to answer my

instecad of wasting a shilling in postage to

send me about 90,000 words q1 some silly pro- |

fessor's rambling piffle!

RALPH RECENESS
Form—Pockets? Why
from nine to folzrteen

—D. L.)

CARDEW. Fourth
oes a fellow want
pockets in a suit?

¥ gad! I'm jiggered if I know! The
trousers pockets are all right for shoving
one's hands in, but for the others I can

only repeat something I once heard Aubrey
Racke of the Shell say. Nine or ten pockets
come in distinctly usciul for earr¥ing about

a convenient number of slxl-»s of Mncr with !

the names of horses on. ¥ ake
head or tail of that. yon ought iy get a

job at Seotland Yard, (You don’t zeem to
give a 'I much information which she
can _urn od.—D.

APIAIR ATGUSTTS T'ARCY. Fourth

Form.—I am suah 1 feel vewy highly flat-
tered at having to answer your weally top-
pin’ question. You show a wippin® judgment

of a fellow's clobber,
sort is just in my line.
junior Etons have em{
best lounge suit has quite
with fifteen,

h gal,
six gnckets, but ‘my
e o Continental touch
With a fellow who has to work
ssawy to cawwy

A zentleman

2 hiz pockets
as a ki bmz. nwbm:mteau and twavellin'-
twunk. With a fellow like myseli, for
instance, they are merel} ornaments, The

bweast-pocket in any sult is the most essen-
tial! That is the pocket that holds the silk
handkerchief, which is the finishin’ touch
to a clmp s togs! These articles are obtain-
t Woolworth's for sixpence, and in the
West End for half a guinea! (Thank you very
much, Arthur. Yours is the best reply uf
the lot. The others seem to have taken my
letter as an expedient for relieving their
brains of all _the silly nonsense they had got

red there” The only thing I can say is,
thank goodness a girl's str,lre never wants
more than one pocket.—

(A few more replies uszl week.)

St. Jim’s Great Relay
Race.

AN INTERESTING SPORTING
EVENT.

By REQINALD TALBOT.

PORTING contests, takin, every
branch of outdoor spo E. have just
commenced at St. Jim's. This weather
is simply ideal for some events, and,

from the lenzthy list Mr. Railton prepared,
1 should say that they will extend weu into
the autumn.

The whole idea was hailed with al
delight by the olonitr of soct-loving bon

course, the opinion of individual boys in
such a matter is of no account. If tl:elr
vames appear in the list they must
an appearance, whether they like it or nnL

Weather conditions proving favourable, the
relay running race was chosen as the first
e\e:n. Quoting from the rules:

The course will be to Abbotsford aund
back, a distance of about twenty miles. This
has been divided into eleven sections, which
will mean eleven relays. As there are four
boys to eanil rel.u-, forty-four will find their
names on e

From wlm& I -u'terwards gathered, Aubr:y
Racke of the Shell had arranged one of
*“ gelect smoking concerts " for the arbemonn

of the relay with Gerald Cutts & Co. of
the Fifth, their retreat being a back-parlour
in the Green Man Public-house.

Can't vou jost picture Racke's chagrin
when he found his pame on the list as one
of the first relay runners. ‘To make matters
worse from his point of view—and funoier
from ours—he bad been eiected to run just
five mmules bcﬂorr: his uﬂpwntment at the
village ino. 1 heard pass_ many
uncomplimentary remarks about old Railton
when he found his merry little afternoon
mucked up. .

The course commenced in the lane outside
St. Jim’s, continued along the footpath. t
the bunks of the Rhyl, where it passed the
outskirts of Rylcombe. 'and entered Wayland

Abbotsford.

the maio road to
The return course led through the pioe

From here to.the

wood to the old auarry.
and th.n alﬁh;t(

banks of the higher Riyl,
the river bauks as
this point the
headed through Rylcombe Villag
distance past the (mnmrmr Schoal
ended at the gates of St. Jim's agaln

This was how the ballot had arranged
things:

LAY
8. Jim's to nwer Rhﬂfm\cke, Frere,
Noble, Talbot.

a
cnur-e left

RELAY 2.
m.s “'ond—ﬁamn‘cmd,

River Lanks to
Contarini, Leroa. \'.

d to Wltlxnd Mour—nlnke,

Wayland W
s, Trimble

Mauoners, Vigg

LAY 1.
Moor to railway viaduct—Clampe, French,
Reilly, Mulvauney
RELAY ‘5.
Viaduet to Abhotsford—Lawrence, Wyan,
Digby, Brooke.
RELAY 8.
Abbotsford High Street—
Lurmley, Scrope.

AY T

Return course
Kerruish, Levison,

Pine wood to quarry—D'Arey, Julian,
bbows, Daue.

YBLAY B.
Quarry to river banks—Mellish, Clive,

i Pratt, Lennox.

RELAY 0.

River banks a3 fur as Mionow's Eyot—
Cardew, Smith, L‘Imwle Eerr.

RELAY 10,
b to (zr.s.mrlllr School—Cunn,
Rao, Gnm

RELAY 1
Grammar School to S'
Merry, Skimpole, Durrance.
(The results of each relay, and the sur-
prising finish to the event, will be given in
next week's *“ 8t. Jim's News.")

Minnow's Exe
Redfern, koun

*Jim's—Herries,
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A Magnificent Story of Life at Millford College.

NEW READERS STAR: HERE.

Tom Mace, the som of a k wins a scholarship for
Millford College. The poor circumstances in which he has lived
earns for him the scorn of Simon Lundy & Co., the school snobs.
8pikey Meadows, a friend of Tom's father, Mr. Bill Mace, calls
upon Tom, and tries to persuade the lad to leave a window open,
so that he can enter the school at night. Returning late that
evening, Tom is questioned by his Form-master, Mr. Mulling, who
is startled when Tom mentions the name of Meadows. The
\ tnysterious Mr. Mulling, who knows something about Meadows, dis-
misses - Tom with a slight punishment, The following day Tom
sees Mr. Gale, whom he had seen in conversation with Spikey
Meadows when journeying to the school. Mr. Gale warns the lad
against this man. FLater Tom’s mother comes to the school, and
Lundy takes this opportunity of insulting her. Tom would have
fought the snob but for the promise to his mother not to fight.
Tom is again visited by Spikey Meadows, the incident being wit-
nessed by Lundy and Mr. Gale Lundy is rather interested, and
meets Spikey Meadows himself. He is encouraged to place a bet,
and, together with Garnet and Bradshaw, cuts a cricket match,
and goes to the races. Tom and his friend Pecl give chase and
bring them back. The Millford team are in a bad way when Lundy
goes to the wicket to partner Tom. Will Lundy let his side down?
(Now read on:)

" The Hour of Vietory !
FTER that there was a ding.dong battle of bat and
ball. Tom added fifteen, and Lundy ten. Rider and
Peel, who were watching from the. pavilion, could
not understand Lundy at all. He was playing well
and carefully, taking no risks at all. Usually he showed off
in & risky manner. Yet to-day, when everyone who knew
him expected he would get out quickly, he was making what
promised to be a quite creditable stand.

A cheer went up as Lundy drove a ball clean past the
bowler. Then he was heard to call out to Tom,

Peel gave a shout, for he had seen that it was a trick—a
trick to run-out Tom. _

But Tom had seen it himself. He did not trust Lundy,
and when he heard the cad call he locked round, even as
the long-off threw in.

“Too late,” said Tom calmly, though his eyes glittered.
Tom did not wish to let the cad know he had been dis-
covered. The longer Lundy stayed in and made a score
the better.

So the two remained together for another two overs. And
during those two overs neither gave a chance.

Tom Mace had reached the fifty now, and he had received
& rousing cheer. The ropes were thronged; fellows seemed
to have come up from every corner of the school and playing-
fields. - Even the masters were present, and the Head, thoug
not a cricket enthusiast, was watching keenly.

It was the first time that anyone had taken the Miliford
Fourth Forin’s cricket efforts at all seriously. But all realised
that it was Tom who was pulling the side together.

A fast bowler had been i“t on, and Tom had played him
with ease. Two and four he had scored from the first two
balls. The third was a two bye, and the fourth——

“Come on!” called Lundy, as the ball shot by Tom,

For a second the .mhu]a.rxglp lad thought the call genuine.
But almost by instinct he noted that ]E
was half-hearted, and drew .

First slip had the ball. He saw that Tom was back, and,

undy’s run forward

By IVOR HAYES.

to the amazement of Lundy, hurled the ball down to that
end, where the fast bowler, waiting by the stumps, caught
it neatly and whipped off the bails.

“How's that?”

“Qut ! said the Fifth Former, with a pleased look,

Lundy scowled and glared at Tom. -

“You cad!” he hissed. *“ Why the dickens didn’t you run?
You heard me call |

But Tom did not reply. The hiss that came from the
Fourth Formers in the pavilion told Lundy that his trick
had not pulled the wool over the cyes of anyone.

At first, when he threw his bat down, he attempted to
put the blame on Tom. But he was greeted by a cold, icy
silence.

Bob Peel, unable-to control himself, spoke at last.

“You're a cad, Lundy,” he said hotly, “and I’'m glad you
got out! You can’t be trusted a hanged inch! 1 admit
you ran up_ a fair score, but you only did it so that you
could play that low-down trick! Serve you right |7

And Pecl turned his back.

There was a hiss for Lundy.

Lundy went pale, then red.

“That’s what you think !” he said. *“Well, you can! 1'm
done with this hanged Form! I've stuck out there in the
broiling sun, pulling you through, scored fourteen, that brat
of a scholarship cad runs me out, and you call me names—""

Rave though he did, and protest, he got no satisfaction.

“1 hope Bradshaw refuses to bat!” said Lundy, ‘That
cad will run him out if he does play!"”

Peel wheeled round. )

“Shut up!” he hissed. “If you can's keep quiet of your
own accord, I'll help you, and sharp, teo, with a stumpl”

“Bosh!” hooted Lundy, thorou hliy aunoyed that his
scheme had failed. *Rats to you aﬁ!'

Bob Peel picked up a spare stump, and brought it down
thwack near Lundy’s foot. In sheer fright the cad of the
Fourth leaped into the air, And after that he was silent.

In sulky mood he resigned himself to the amusing, if not
exhilarating, pastime of watching Luke Bradshaw bat.

A few giggles, some caustic remarks, and mock cheers came
from the ropes; but they did not affect Bradshaw. He
awaited the first lightning delivery.

Down it came to the leg side, and he waited calmly, coolly.
This was not because he was brave, but because as yet he
had not fully realised the fact that the ball had been bowled.

. He was not a bright youth.

Something small, fierce, and dark whizzed up to him, and
experience told him it was the ball.

Automatically he jumped aside and ducked. The ball flew
over his head,

Immediately there was a cackle of laughter, and Tom
gripped his bat in anger. Yet he knew that he was quite
helpless. 1t might be that Bradshaw did not intend to give
the game to the Drayson fellows. It was certain thai he
hadn’t the faintest idea of what was and what was not
cricket,

Down went the next ball, slightly wide to the le,
Bradshaw, making the same *““stroke ” that he
before, was too late.

With a wild, frantic vell, he leapt into the air.

“Yaroogh I”

side, and
ad made
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There came & perfect hurricane of laughter, and the bowler
was almost hysterical. g

“Stand up to them, man!"” called out Peel to Bradshaw,
but that youth merely glowered and rubbed himself pain-
Eullthhere the ball hudg raised & hugo bruise on his right
thigh. ‘ _

_He only lasted one ball more, then, with a merry click,”

his stumpa went tumbling down.
“ How at M &
«“Out1” giggled the umpire. And back, back in lonely
state went tfallen Bradshaw, his expensive, but hardly

bruised bat tucked under his arm. -

The next four batsmen were dismissed for six, and Tom

The score stood at ninety-four.
to winl A fast bowler on a bumpy pitch!

How could it be done when there were only two more to
come in T )

But Tom was facing the bowling, and he determined to
keep it if he could. .

‘A two, and he had the bowling again. Then another two,
and though he drove the next well away, he ran three instead
of four, so that he ocould keep the bowling. It was not
selfish, it was_wise policy—for Smythe would probably have
gone under. It was over—and now he faced the new bowler.

The first ball ran clean through, and they ran a bye—there
was no time for two then. 3

Smythe had the bowling, and the bowling had Smythe—
for his wicket clicked down. )

Qut came Hill, with a crowd round him offering advice,
which he did not heed. Nervous he was, and his hand shook
as he clumped the bat on the crease. It is always very
unfleuant to be last man, for so much depends on_thal
unfortunate individual, and everyone seems to take it for
granted that he will be out first ball.

Two to win, and the batsman as nervous as a cat on a
church steeple!

Hill stopped the first. The second, which came from the
slow bowler in & ourve was a very ounning delivery, but
though it missed Hill—or Hill missed it, the wicket stood
safely erect otill,  *

Nevertheless, it was a bye, a rather close run, but the two
accomplished it in safety.

One to win, and Tom Mace batting. They were level, and
a cheer went up.

e bowler was breathing deep!ty.
had to save defeat now, defeat from the contemptible

that the whole match now depended upon him.

had the bowler bowled a better ball. It went
itch with a wonderful length, and an
reak. No one could be blamed for

And miss Tem did, though it was only by

He
Millford Fourth Form team !
Though Tom Mace was cool, he could not forget the fact

Never
spinning down the
absurdly wonderful
rissi that ball.
an inch or two.

No. 570.~THE MILLIONAIRE WING
uperb story of the foster field, By 1.
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yarn of the baX\Ig i B
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¢ WALLACE.
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—TH .
ale of schoolbor fun and adventure. By JACE NORTH.
By WALTER EDWARDS.

nd
0. 574.—' C: -
A splendid story of filmland.

ER.
0, STANDISH.
ERIC W. TOWNSEXD.

long, complete yarn of adventure io the Wild West.

Click! His stumps were down.

But & moment before the umpire had called out “No
ball 1" His voice had not carried, but he had signalled the
fact. The cheers that the Drayson fellows had started
dwindled away, and there came a perfect roar.

“ Millford wins I"

Won—and by a no-ball. Partly, yes—but Tom Mace's
sixty-seven had been the real cause.

o cry of Millford died down, snd there came an
additional cheer:
“Tom Mace!™

And Tom certain.ldy deserved that cheer they gave him. But
his ears burned and his face flushed. How fortunate that in
his eagerness the bowler had overstepped the crease! But

rhaps had he not done so, the ball would not have beaten

om.
Novertheless, it was hard luck, very hard luck, and as Tom
walked back, he patted the unfortunate bowler heartily on

the .
“Hard luck !” he said. “That was very unlucky. T quite
thought you had got me.” & ok 9
e other ?ulied a face.
“8o did L” he said glumly. *But you've
innings, anyway,” he finished, with a shrug of
“Jt's all in the game. It works both ways.”

layed a fine
e shoulders.

Half-way to the pavilion a_crowd of fellows awarmed on
to the pitch, and Tom clenched his bat-handle tightly, fearing
a sorap.

But their motives were far more worthy than he had
supposed. They were cheering, and cheering him, the lad
they had once scorned!

‘“Bravo !

It was Mr. Gale whose hearty chees reached Tom's still
burning ears. And it was praise indeed. For Mr. Gale was
the ju 53 of & good game, and he knew that Tom had played
a splen lid, faultless innings. B g
«Chair him!” came & yell. And the idea caught on at

ongce.

Toin Mace was lifted bodily, and carried shoulder-high-to
the pavilion. He still held his bat in his hand.

“Lot me down, please!” he laughed. But they would not.

“Three cheers for Tom Mace!” rose Peel's voice.

“ Hip—hip—hip hurrah ("

1t was the proudest moment of Tom's life.

These fellows were cheering him! The fellow they- had
onee scorned. In that friendly, admiring crowd around him
he recognised many who had cut him before. s

‘And as_he went into the school to change he still heard
r.lr?m calhr,l’g his name. = :

ace !
“Hurrah! Well Q‘la{fd' Mace !”
It was Tom Mace's hour of triumph!

-(Continued on the next page.)
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A ‘Lieking for Lundy !

4« ASS the jam!” i
P Bob Peel took the jam from Tom, and dug into

it deeply, unloading some of it into his plate.

o g “Mopping |”* said Peel. “Now this is what T call
a real meal, after a famous victory !” .
 Forgetting food for a moment,” said Rider, “what is the

best thing to do about Lundy?”
“Lundy!” scoffed Peel, with his mouth full of cake.

“There is only one thing to do with that chap—thrash him !"
“Flear, hear I said Tom. Then, to the others’ surprise, he

ndc;."ec}l:w“And I'm going to do it.”

Seeing they looked so surprised, Tom explained himself.

“ As you know, mother asked me to promise not to fight.
Well, T wrote to her—and the promise is off mow. Lundy
has always been a cad—he offered me the coward’s blow.
He can do it again. I have reason to think that he knew I
had made that promise to my mother.”

“My hat!” said Peel. “That’s not at all unlikely. Iv
wouldn’t surprise me if the cad did a bit of eavesdropping.
He knew your mother was at.the school.”

‘Tom nodded.

“The fellows must think that Fm a funk,” he said. “And
that is the last thing I want them to think me, especially
after to-day.”

“"So you're going to wallop the chéerful and idiotic Lundy, ’

. finished Peel. *That’s a splendid idea.”
* “When?” asked Rider.
Tom.put down his cup. ; 5
“To-night,” he answered. * Strike while the iron's hot.
I've got_an excuse now. I can’t go for the chap unless I
. ‘have. He tried to run me out, and he chucked away his
nnihgs. He could have made many more runs this after-
,oogn, because he doesn’t bat badly, and he was set.”
“Trye, O King!” nodded Peel, mupching some cake.
“We'll have tea first, and then you cah Eet on with the
slaughter. Ridor ond I will pick up the bits. Won't we,
Dick, old son?” 5
“We will,” said Rider. “But look here! Tom has proved
himself the best cricketer in the Form—"
“Hear, hear!” » . -
“Then why not make him captain? Let the fight decide.”
Peel slapped his hands together.
“The idea—the great idea!” he
"O,I;a, no,” laughed Tom. =

long.
“What does that matter? This must be seitled right

away.

And Peel, despite the fact that he had not finished his tea,
jumped up, and darted out of the study.

“Going to get the Form together,” he said. " This is
some affair, my lads!™

A few minutes later he came back.

“All clear !” he said: *“There’s to be a Form meeting. A
contest by votes, then by combat. A regular trial by ordeal,
that we read about in hist.org. o s E

Tom was not allowed to finish his tea, for he was carted
out into the passage and led off to the big Hall used as a
rule only by the Head's permission, and on very special
occasions.

The Hall was already crowded,
coming in their twos and threecs

Tundy, looking very sulky, and out of temper, was already
there, accompanied as usual by Garnet and Bradshaw.

Bradshaw was looking elegant and helpless in light trousers
and white spats, he was also looking bored. y on earth
Lundy wanted to keep the captaincy he could not think.

When the room was nearly full, and Peel had decided that
all the fellows who really mattered were present, he opened
the proceedings.

“FListen!” bellowed Peel. *“All you fellows have to do is
to vote. I’ll ask for hands for Lundy, and then for Mace.
After that there will be a fight—"

“ Hooray !”

*“I've already issued the challenge on behalf of my
principal, Mr. Thomas Mace n

“Hooray I

Peel realised that he could say no more. His place on the
platform was taken suddenly by Lundy. Lundy looked angry,

said. ‘“Bonanza!”
y, I haven't been here

and fellows were still

and he thumped on the table for silence.
“Listen !"” he shouted. “I’ve captained you idiots—""
“Boooo !

It was most decidedly not the way to address one’s electors,
“We don’t want a scholarship ca .

“Boooo!_ Sit down!”

*“Who tried to give away the match!”

“Boo-00 ™

Séveral times Lundy opened his mouth, and as many times
closed it, before he at last realised that his mission was
hopeless. He had planned such a scornful speech, too! A
speech that was to be full of gibes at gutter-snipes—and now
they wouldn’t listen to himt

Next Week’s “ Gem * Will Be Better Than Ever!

Five hands were
got a

“ Hands u|
shown,.
minute later was not need.d to show the cad that he

for Lundy ! gaid Pesl,
he grand show of hands that Tom
“ 1I'm no

had been beaten. t done, though ! snarled
Lundy. ‘' There is stili the trial by ordeal.”

*Hands up for Lundy ! said Peel.

Five hands were shown. The grand show of hands that
Tom got a minute later was not needed to show the cad that
he had been beaten.

“I'm not done, though!” snarled Lundy. “There is still
the trial by ordeal, as Peel is pleased to call it.”

‘“And T am ready, 'too,” said Tom. His face was Hushed
with the pleasure of his victory, and he was quite ready and

ym,” said Peel.

confident,
“Come on!
undy’ll need it!”

“Then it's the
barrow, someone—

“Rats! Mace'll need it!"” said Bradshaw.

All fights took place in the gym, and it was usually occupied
by various youths showing one another what they counld do
on trapeze and bars.

As the crowd of juniors entered everyone stopped and
stared. A Sixth-Former was there, and he' uttered two short
expressive words,

“Get out!”

“But it’s a fight!” said Peel. ‘““A fight for the Fourth
Form captaincy—Mace against Lund{. ill you referee?”

“x wilf:” said the Sixth-Fopmer—*“like a bird!”

“ And Bradshaw can time-keep.”

8o it was agr upon. The juniors soon formed a ring.
They gathered round the combatants in a circle, and there
were grins on every face. Now that it had actually come to
the point Lundy seemed nervous. There was a look of doubt
in s eyes.

At that moment, but for the fear of what would have been
said afterwards, Lundy would have cheerfully given up the
Glplamci& .2 -

Tom Mace tucked up his sleeves in businesslike fashion,
and Peel was slipping on the gloves for him.

“Time !” said shaw at last.

As he called, the two combatants advanced to the centre
of the human ring.

Lundy set his teeth grimly. He realised that his only
chance was to go *all out,” and chance getting in a heavy
knock-out blow. It might be a remote chance, but it was
the only way.

So he went forward with swinging fists. His blows never
seemed likely to damage Tom; they did not get really near
to the gnholnrshif) lad.

But Tom was lying low. He was watching Lundy, waiting
to find an opening. He, too, wanted fo finish the fight
quickly. To win on points was not satisfactory, and the
sooner he won, therefore, the better it would be.

Left, right, left, on Lundy’s head and chest, and the big
fellow recled back. Lundy was shaken somewhat by the
stinging punches. They were nok like his heavy heaves, but
had strength and direction behind them. -

Smash! A hook that swept outside a weak left lead from
Lundy sent the ex-Form captain down.

“(One, two, three—~—" said Bradshaw slowly. !
( Anoth grand tal: '3 this fine serial will

in mext week's n:-fe of C’l‘w “ Glem.™) A
- Tee Geum LiBrary.—No. 708,
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“TOM MERRY’S TEN

POUND NOTE!”

(Continued from page 12.)

“I guess that galoot knew there was a footpath through
the woods hereabouts,” he said, “bui he didn’t know exactly
where to strike it. He got going among the trees, you sce,
seeking up and down for the footpath, and turning on
his tracks here and there. That's how I figure it out.”

“ Wight as wain, deah boy I” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
with convietion. B

“Looks like it,” agreed Blake.

“ If we had my bulldog Towser here,” said Herries regret-
fully, “it wouldn’t take long. Would you fellows like to wait
\Thi{a 1 cut off and fetch my bulldog?™

Thete was a chuckle from the fellows.

“You can cut off if you like, old top,” grinned Blake.
“But wo jolly well sha’n’t wait.”

“ Wathah not 1"

“7 think we'll rely on Wildrake,” said Tom Merry, laugh-
ing. “Cut ahead, Wildrake.”

The Canadian junior led the waq-rBunward, and the party
came out into the footpath at last. ¥ the direction in which
the trail joined the footpath, it was easy to see which way
the fugitive had proceeded after getting into the path. Tt was
evident that he had gone on towards the Wayland road in the
distance.

1 guess we needn’t look for tracks any more,” said Wild-
rake quietly. ‘““He would keep to the footpath after striking
it, of course.”

“ We're half an hour behind him ; but he had a bag to carry,
and he lost & bit of time finding the path,” said the Canadian
juni «] guess he's not so very far ahead of us now, and

o's still on the path, I calculate. I guess he’s walking, with
that bag, and not knowing he’s followed ; but I reckon we're

going to rum, just as if we were on the cinder-path, you
galoots. What?”
“ What-ho! Put it on!"” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Wun like anythin’, deah boys 1"

The St. Jim's party broke into a rapid run, Wildrake's
reasoning seemed to them without a flaw, and the chances
were great that the thief was still tramping ahead of them
on that footpath, with his bag in his hand, and the stolen
banknote in E?s pocket.

Wildrake and Tom Merry drew ahead of the rest of the
party, Tom Merry was a good runner, but he found that the
_fleet-footed Canadian junior easily kept pace with him. he
rest of the party came on behind, strung out at various dis-
tances. The ground seemed to race under the feet of the
two leading juniors.

Wildrake uttered a sudden low exclamation, and lifted his
hand to peint.

“ Look I

“That’s the man 1. muttered Tom Merry.

The two juniors had entered a long, straight stretch of foot-
path. Far ahead of them was an opening in the wood, where
the path entered on the open Wayland road. But that was
still a good quarter of a mile distant when they sighted the
fugitive, His back was to them, but they recognised the
figure of Texas Bill,

Their footsteps made no sound on _the grass as they ran, and
the ruffian did not glance back. With a rather heaﬂv:}r bag in
his hand he was tramping on towards the high-road.

Once he had reached that road he would have left no tracks
that even the junior from the Boot Leg Ranch could have
followed. But er. William Benson was not destined to reach
it uncaptured.

Running hard, Tom Merry and Wildrake drew closer and
closer to the unconscious fugitive.

They were within six yards of him when some slight sound
warned him, and he cast a suspicious glance over his shoulder.

He started violently at the aight of the two juniors, and
broke into a run for a moment or two. But then he stopped,

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

and swung rcund, with an evil scowl upon his face. The rest
of the 8t. Jim’s party were still out of sight beyond the wind-
ing of the path. and the ruffian naturally supposed that he
had only to deal with the two he saw, and he did not seem
averse from the encounter. He pitched down his bag, and
clenched his muscular fists as the two juniors came panting
\lp.

“So you're arter me!” he growled.

“I guess so,” said Wildrake, halt
banknote, my pippin. Hand it over!

“ Hand over the note you have stolen, and you can go!”
said Tom Merry contemptuously.

Texas Bill laughed harshly.

“I reckon you'll be sorry you follered me afore I'm done
with you!” he said grimly. And, without waiting to be
attacked, the ruffian rushed at the {wo juniors,

They sprang back and separated, the same thought in both
their minds—to keep the ruffian delayed till their friends came
up. Texas Bill paused for a moment, and then rushed at
Wildrake, He received, without heeding, a heavy drive in
his evil face, and then Wildrake, in the ruffian’s grasp, was
swept off his feet.

Tom Merry rushed to his help at once, shouting to his
comrades :

“Rescue, St. Jim's!”

“Yaas, wathah!” came a yell from the distance.

. Tom grasped the ruffian, and dragged him over. The two
uniors struggled fiercely; but together they were no match
i’qr the muscular ruffian, and it would have gone hard with
them had not Arthur Augustus come panting up. The swell
of St, Jim’s, without stopping to take breath, hurled himself
into the fight. ere were shouts ringing through the wood
now, and Manners and Lowther were the next to arrive, ana
they piled in without a second’s delay. And then Blake and
Herries and Digby were on the scene.

Powerful as he was, Texas Bill had no chance against eight
sturdy juniors, They fairly swamped him.
. He was spreadeagled in the grass, with the St. Jim’s
uniors swarming over him, and in a few minutes he was
owling for mercy.

“Wag him, desh boys!” yelled Arthur Augustus, in grea®

i.r‘|g. “We're after the

excitement. “Wag the wottah !I'” i
“Yarooh! Leggo! Let up!” spluttered the ruffian. *1
give in! Yow-ow! Leta bloke off! Ow! Wow!"

Tom Merry planted a knee on the ruffian’s chest,

““ Hand over the tenner !” he said.

B_‘]‘[Ow! Wow! It's in that there pocket!" gasped Texds

SN

A moment more, and the ten-pound note was in Tom
Mcrri'n hand. Benson sprawled in the grass, gasping for
breath, and glaring evilly at the St. Jim’s juniors,

“Got it!" said Tom. “It's the note right enocugh—No.
00000666. Now, what are we going to do with this rotter?”

“Wag him " . )

“Kick him out!” said Jack Blake.
hoofs and give him boot-leather !

“Good! You hear that, you ruffian? Off you go!”

Bill Benson spat out a curse, and staggered to his feet as
the juniors released him. Eight boots were ready, and the
rascal yelled as he started to run. He clutched up his baf
as he passed it, and ran on d ly, and disap d, still
yelling, in the direction of the Wayland road.

And Tom Merry & Co., breathless but triumphant, marched
back in triumph to St. Jim's.

“Let him get oh his

The tenner was duly displayed in the Common-room that
evening by Tom Merry's chums, and later, a considerable part
of it was expended in & noble feed, at which Kit Wildrake
was the guest of honour, in acknowledgment of his services
in recapturing the tenner. As for Texas Bill, the juniors dis-
missed him from their minds; but—if they had known it—
bchey were not yet done with Mr. Benson or with Sankey’s

ircus,

THE END.

(Next week’s grand long story deals
with the  further exploits of the Chums
of St. Jim’s. Don’t miss the thrilling story
which is entitled “ In the Hour of Peril.”)
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‘Harlene Hair-Drill’ Hair-Health Record!

ONE MILELION FREE-GIET OFFER.

XAMINE your hnn- |n & strong light and note its many
weaknesses. & handful and look closely at tha
ends. Doubt]eas you will find many of them split—lack

of nutrition is the cause. your hair is lustreless, dry and
brittle, it is starved of the natural oils which are essential to
the maintenance of gloriously beautiful tresses.

Famous Society Beauties, Leading Actresses, and Cinemn
Queens are renowned for their lova}y hair—in_fact, “most of

them say ﬂ;ud hair is lnrgs}y responsible for their popular

sucoess —

they gladly telt
how their tresses
have been made
thick and lux-
urious by the
wonderful two-
minutes - a-day
‘" Harlene Hair-

a wondrous
sheen — masses
of soft, wavy
hair pu]utmg with life. The digdoverer of
“ Harlene * and Inventor of ‘* Hair-Drill” offers
you ABSOLUTELY FREE o Four-Fold Gift that will
“enhance your beauty, make you look years'§
 yommgei and give you MEAT. HATR REALTH.

THIS WELGOME FREE GIFT W
YOURS FOR THE ggﬂllﬂ -

Use the coupon dn right and secure one of
these exceptional Four-in-one Gifts :—
1. A frial bottle of * Harlene "—the wonderful
tonic food that stimulates hair growth, feeds .
stérved cells, and produces luxuriant tresses.

3. A paeket ct ‘* Cremex ** Shampoo Powder. This is an anti=
septic pﬂﬁﬂal of the hair and scalp which clears away all

decaying ete.

3. A bottle nt " lhon  Brilliantine—a boon to {hose whose halr
is dry. ¥t imparts a lusitrous sheen and gives an unsurpassed
soft silkiness, .

4, A copy of the now famous.*‘ Hair-Drill > Manual.

This Four-Fold Gift will give you an opportunity of .proving
in your own home that lank, lustreless hair and baldness can be
th mg! of the.

PR Post this cou-
pon at onee,
.enelesing  4d.
stamps tu eover
cost of packing
and return car-
riage to your
own door. (Any
or all of these
preparations
may beobtained
from Chemists
and Stores all
over theWorld.)

‘Harlene’ Free @ift Coupon

Detach and post to
EDWARDS' HARLENE, Ltd.
20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb's (‘.omiul: Street,
Lontfon, W.C. 1.

Dear Sirs, —Please send me your Free
“ Harlene " Four-fold Hair-growing Outfit as
described. I enclope 4d. in stamps for postage
and packing to my address.

Gem, 8/9/2L
NOTE TO READERS.

Write pour fuil name and nadr:u clrurlu m a plaln

piece of poper, pin this COUPOR to

direc above. Mark envelope * Sﬂmp!s Dep

HALF-PRICE S

‘o clear stock quickly we offer overhauled and renovated
Government 1 Cled at HALF usual prices.

nS A, WAL

HUDSON )JlldcihM

g goncicon, Many L )
= e ot &t big reuanions

o mnp pﬂcns. W éite s Froe L-numl. Specm] Offers.

EVERY BOY um@ﬁxz ELEGTRIC LGHT

Battery, Switch, WIEE, Lamp, Holds
tions, etc., &6 ; o 6d.  Lar , B/6;

ostags B
Sal: nf *

nru tor mal inR 1/9.
Electro

Ba.; poriage ad Wifes i powad s
Exv!ri 81- postage Gd

Toirhons ek, complate, 1)

alogne 6d.) 4- %olt Dymatho 126,

Battery Parts, 1/8;

pecia
postage 4., {

Gent’s size, Tan or
Semis now and promise
livery, Send 5/- to-
sis: and colour we

EYGLI Incorpd, THE HAABORNE SMALL POWER CO.,
1Y M ml. b S RAM 38, Queen’s Road, Asten, Blrmingham.
casy terms for thess | STAMP COLLECTORS, S, ¥OW for Dollection of 29
-A MONTH 135?&““3‘319 Brogue Shoes. | price 3d.—W. A, WHITE, 85, DUDLEY ROAD. E?s!ré‘%ennl{ﬁ’m"“'

"XMAS CHOGOLATE GLUBS.

Spare-time Agents wanted. Good remuneration. No outlay. Beesb
makes only 5u’]’lplied Particulars Free—SAMUEL BRIVER, S50UTH
MARKET, HY HUNSLET LANE, kEEDS.

MASTERS,
Stores, Rye.

(Batd, 1860.)

TUBOGLIDER. Really glides, Postfree, sixpence. 3for }/-.
NEW DART GAMES. Book and darts, . sixpence,

or book, 12 darts and tafget-box, 2/- Matches arrsnged.

Sloid €0, 15 Haubnry Rd., Acton, Londen, W.3,

FULL 1% 0n are nder rum o
t. iz treatment h

= nt Stamp
!e d_stamp for_fuil plrI&u-
- LIYBRPOOL.

GLASS " SPEGIALLY
. & EirstClass Opory Grass.
A Magnityin
:. s Mo gy in
g Distazice
tical

OUR FANOES - V

3 Blmwl- Eens.
8 ést:‘::;::opa 3/3 FREe.

Tnis ln-trnment can bs adjusted by means of a sitplo dev! Largesize, 3/3,
small size. 2/~ Fost Fres, with insiructions. 2oy our Marvellois Ploth.
ncerts, Outings, eto. Repre.

thing Coi

se.iis JPleasle ana (}larlonolm sm.u size. 216, lnrge, 6/, Post Fres,

LA 530 n ROAD, HOLLOWAY, N.

Newfoanaigad, doid
8. 25 Fri rench

VILLA' STREET, WALWORTH,

NI es Bp]andni Colonials,
Coast, muml‘inl. Bhodelh }(lgdﬂ.l ete., 150 Mixed Stal
Ovlonlals. 9¢.—TUBRNEE, "129,

ktd., 24, Hope .

6“ CINEMATOGRAPHS.—Real ?I i!? Full of
stam] for l.l.lh.— DBAN s
¥"mmn A'Vkld-! WEST EALING. uuv!in o

ag,
m KING PETER lATTLEFlELD.
, Cape,
%ﬁ‘%&mm TN e, ST I

’l KOU"TB, 7d. per

%0% !rn—'ﬁo TOR SA'OB&?

'0 POSTCARDS OF YOURBELF, du 10 _EN-

LABGE MENTS, 8d4. ALSO HEAP PHOTO MH}RM“:;. A.I.OGEJE

AND SAMPLES PRES, E—ACKETTB JULY i )

TOBACGO WABIT POSITIVELT R “ﬁ ,W

Specialist’s Prescription, 16, —

’&wé lnte ption, i osg {Box BP LME,
TRATR

i w B. 10,008 Testimonials.

% SHOrR. 18T e
173, Rew Morth Bd., London, N.

BL¥ AB I_DID.
FREB.

] B
PAR"EIC‘UI‘AH
FRANK E\Tﬂﬂm LTD., T. ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

CuUT iHlS ouT

“ The Geni”

'PEN COUPGN. - Value 2d.
Sond this coupon with PO or only 5/ direct 2o, the Flest Pen CO.

119, Fleet St., London, B.C:4. return. you will receive (post free) i

ountain Pen, valua 10/ 6, i3

H o rice; so Yo moy

e ek er e, mediym,

ade to iniroduce the laluquu Fleel Pen

GEC readers.  Satisfactlon guarantecd or cash returncd. Belt

Puung of Satety Models, 21- W
THE "Gy LisRarz- No. 708
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Gef This Week's
“ Boys’ , Herald.”

G 8 S A a2l P 9 2.0,

MICHAEL MULVANEY e

Another Splendid Pictare Next Week,




