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“ FANNY ” WALDEN (Spurs F.C.)

WILDRAKE TO THE RESCUE!

(An Exciting Incident from the Grand Long Complete School Story Inside.)



"Farnmy Walden
onder-Man
‘ TOTTE{IIHAM HOTSPUR:
NOFTHAa]GTS CRICKET T

THE GEM LIBRARY

JE. - | =

=

] HERE are quite good reasons for in-
cluding Fred Walden, the Tottenham
Hotspur outside-right, high up in a
list of wonder-men of sport. First

and foremost, of course, is the fact that he
is the smallest fellow now playing in first-
class football, and, so far as is known, there
never has been a player of so few inches who
has risen to such heights of brilliance that
he was considered good enough to play for
his country in an international match. Think
of it—5 ft. 2% ins., and weighing only a pound
or two over 10 stone. .

No wonder, as Walden himself says, his
friends laughed at him when he expressed a
determination to play football with a first-
class professional side. But Walden has done
it, and in doing it has proved once more
that there are exceptions to every rule.
Also he has proved that where there is a will
there is a way, and the experience of Walden
should certainly do much to put heart into
every youngster who finds obstacles in his way
of progress in any walk of life.

Not only has Walden played for a first-
class football club despite his lack of inches,
but he is a regular member of the Northamp-
tonshire cricket side, bowling a very deceptive
slow ball, and being capable of getting cen-
turies on occasion, while his agility in the
field earns for him applause in every cricket
match in which he takes part.

Yes, a wonder-man of sport is “Fanny,”
though why everybody calls him by this pet
name he does not even know himself. But
the popularity of a man is often reflected in
the use of a pet name by his admirers, and
- it is scarcely going too far to say that every-
where, he goes he is welcome, for on the foot-

ball field he never fails to provide an enter-
tainment with his trickery, or to gain the
good wishes of the omlookers with his good-
natured smile through success or failure.

“The midget with the twinkling feet” is
perhaps the best description which could be
given of this footballer, and to-day, at the
age of 32, he is playing just as well as ever
he did, as shown by the fact that during the
present season he has played for England in
an international match. And in appearance
he still resembles a boy in his teens—the
same boy who was once refused admission to
a football ground because the man at the
gate simply would not believe that such a
midget could be a first-class footballer.

Born at Wellingborough, Walden was for
some time the outside-right of Northampten
Town, but in 1913 he was transferred to Tot-
tenham Hotspur for-a fee of £1,500. He still
lives in the town of boots, and actually super-
vises the making of football boots of his own
patent during the week. But he is as con-
scientious as they make them with his foot-
ball training, and cares nothing about his
personal success so long as the side does well.

He had a great disappointment last season,
for a knee injury laid him aside just when
his team was on the verge of winning the
Cup, and “Fanny ” did not get a medal. But
he did get a memento watch. “He’s little,
but he’s wise, and he's a terror for his size ”
—that’s “Fauny.”

( Another splendid ariicle nmext weel
dealing with Robert Kelly of Burnley
F.C., and Alec Donaldsen of Sunder-
land.)

EDITORIAL CHAT:

— — —

The Editor would like to hear from

his reader chums. Address all
letters to_Editor, ‘ The Qem
Library,” The Fleetway Houss,

Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

My Dear Chums,— |

There will be a rush for next week’s
GEM. That’s no news, for there always
is a rush for every GEM which appears,
but the demand this time will be extra
brisk, so please don’t be left minus your
copy through not taking the wise pre-
caution to order in advance. Have a
chat with the newsagent én the matter.
Speak to him seriously, and tell him you
won’t be happy unless you get next
week’s number. He will do the rest.

These fine photos of the hefty cham-
pions who are making big names, thanks
to their dexterity with the leather sphere
all through the footer season, will make
up the finest gallery that ever was.

Make a note of it that next week's
GEM—the issue dated for May 13th—
will contain twe splendid photographs,
one of Robert Kelly of the Burnley Foot-
ball Club, the other showing Alec
Bonaldson of Sunderland.

The ** Magnet” for next week will
give away a magnificent real action
photograph of John Croshie of Birming-
ham, while the ‘‘ Boys’ Friend ”” will
sontain a remarkably fine portrait of the
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. delay.

Scottish bexer,
Johnny Brown.

I am net going to insist further on the
value of these photegraphs. It is enough
for me to point out that they will form
as fine a gallery of likenesses of sporting
champions as could be imagined. It is
just the sort ef record which every fellow
likes to have by him in an album, for
easy reference, with a few notes in the
margin to show just what each original
of the picture has to his name.

You can get a splendid photo album
for the portraits now being given away,
if you send 6d. in stamps, or a Postal
Order to the GEM Album Office, 7-9,
Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Hill, London,
E.C. 4. Orders will be executed as
swiftly as possible. Make sure you write
your address plainly. Don’t send a coin.
The Post Office surcharges a letter with
a coin in it, and such letter is refused.
If a photo has been missed, send 2}d. for
a copy of the paper. | want you to bear
all these points in mind se as to save
My staff dealing with orders for
albums is doing its best to cope with the
rush of orders. You can help it if you
remember to send full address, and either
a P.C., or 2d. stamps. )

Absolutely great—that’s the only ferm
fer the new muystery of St. Jim’s. In
this week’s GEM Mr. WMartin Clifford
carries on the thread. The plot thickens,
and we are left in a state of intense
curiosity as te¢ what can pessibly happen
next. The author has left his past
triumphs far behind. 1 am positive he
has never done anything finer than the
new series of -dramatic stories. Tom

a coming light-weight,

Merry himseif remains the frank, fine
fellow just as we all know him, but
though as a rule able to fight his way
through a maze of difficulties, it is pretty
evident that this time T.
overmastered by a crowd ef circums
stances over which he has no centrol.

One word more, and ahout something
which is very important. The * Popu-
lar ’’ railway engine plates have scored a
phenomenal success, and every post
brings me letters concerning the fine
coloured nicture series. | should be glad
if you would bear in mind that this
feature is being extended, and that for
some weeks yet our Companion Paper,
the * Popular,”” will carry on with this
notable attraction.

YOUR EDITOR.

‘ MY READERS’ OWN CORNER.”

A Splendid Tuck Hamper filled
with delicious Tuck is awarded
io the sender of what the
Editor considers the most -
. interesting paragraph. Half-
a-crown is awarded for each
other contribution accepted.
(If your name is not here this
week it may be next,)

R R o R R R o Y /2

This Wins Our Tuck-Hamper.
POULTRY-KEEPING.

Buy a dozen day-old chicks and ¢
give them to a borrowed, broody
hen to mother. If you put the.
chicks under the hen at night
when she is on the nest she will
take theinr readily enough. The
best egg layers are the White
Leghorn, the White Wyandotte,
the Buff Orpington, and the
Rhode Island Red. The Ancong,,
the Sussex, and the Plymouﬂ; -
Rock are also popular, but these
are not very consistent layers. A
good average pullet should lay
two hundred eggs during her first
laying year. She will cost you
about threepence a week to feed,
and only a few minutes of your
time each day. Poultry business

is rather a profitable one. A
(f Tuck Hamper, filled with delicious
Tuck, has been awarded to Gilbert
Palmer, Post Office Chambers,
New Dock Recad, Llanelly, South

&
% Wales.
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New Zealand. .

A class of boys were having a lesson
on the hippopotamus, and they were very
inattentive, so the master rapped. the
desk sharply. “Now, boys,” he said, “if
you want to know what a hideous and
ferocious reptile the hippopotamus is, you
must sit still and lock at me.”—A. H.
Hands, 17, Stracey Road, Forest Gate,
E.T.
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DERBYSHIRE CAVES.

_ At Matlock, ~Derbyshire, thiere are
caves that are known as petrifying wells,

objects to stone. A wooden model of a
human figure .placed in one of these
caves will, after a comparatively short
time, become like a stone statue. There

| are not many places of this kind in the

country.—G.  Bamber,

16,
Avenue, Liverpool.

Dingley
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No attempt will be considered un-
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Another Magnificent Long Complete Story in Next Week’s GEM. 3

A Grand Long Complete Story of St. Jim’s,
. and mystifies the whole school,

CHAPTER 1.
Rival Riders.

(1 OSH ! said Tom Merry.
“Same to_you, dear boy, and many of them!”
said Monty Lowther affably.

“We!l, I agree with Tommy, lo some extent,”
said Manners thoughtfully, “It’s tosh going to a cinema
on an afterncon iike this. Look at the sun! There never
was a finer aftermoon for taking photographs.”

“Bosh ! said Lowther.

“Bosh and tosh!” said Tom Merry. “It's tosh going lo
a déinema, and bosa going outl with a camera. Better wheel
out your hikes. We car have a ripping spin and get back
for tea.”

It was a half-holiday at St. Jim's, and the spring afternoon
was a delightful one. The Terrible Three of the Shell were
discussing what was to be done with that afternoon—a most
important question. .

Bosdm pals as the three were, they had many tastes that
wete not in common., On several points they agreed to
disagree, as it were.

Tom Merry and Lowther bore manfully with Manners’
camera. Sometimes they even took a walk with it and
Manners. And Tom Merry and Manners resigned them-
selves patiently to Monty Lowther’s enthusiasm for the pic-
tures, and often allowed him to march them off to Wayland
Picture Palace,  While Manners and Lowther joined in
Tom’s enthusiasm for football and cricket, though not to
the same extent—and bore cheerfully with the rest. But it
happened sometimes that different tastes led different ways.

On this especial sunny, spring afternoon, Tom Merry was
bent upon a really good, long spin on his bike—which had
lately been furnished with brand-new tyres and a topping
new change-speed geai. So cinemas and cameras seemed to
him tosh and bosh and he stated his opinion with the
frankness that was customary in the Shell.

“Sticking in a blessed picture-palace on a sunny after-
noon!” said Tom, more in sorrow than in anger. * What a
fat-headed wheeze !”

“They’ve go: a new picture—"

“They can keep it, for me!” said Tom,
and come out on your bike.” .

-~ “Chuck up the nike and come to the piclures,” suggested
Lowther. s

¢ Tosh ! )

“Why not chuck up both and come out with me?” said
Manners. “You can watch mé taking photographs—""

. “Gorgeous !”. -axd Monty Lowther, with sarcasm. ‘What
a real treat for a half-holiday {”

“I'm going to get some views of that old mill on the
moor,” said Manners. “I can tell you—"

“Don’t, old chap!”

““Ass!” said Manners.

Tom Merry burst into a laugh. :

. “Well, we shall never agree at this rate, and the time’s
going,” he said. “You buzz off to the pictures, Monty, and
stew indoars; you take your ghastly old camera out for an
airing, Manners.* I'll get my bike. Meet again at five for
tea in the study.”

“Half-past five,” said Lowther.
show.”

“Right-ho!”

And the Terrible "Three separated for the afternoon.
Monty Lowther started to walk through the wood towards
Wayland Town; Harry Manners loaded his camera with

“ Chuck it up

“I want to see the whole

telling of a series of amazing events which thrills
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

ilms, with loving care, and stacked it carefully in its leather
case, and slung it over his shoulder, and started for the
moor; while Tom Merry, whistling cheerily. went round io
the bike-shed for his machine.

There were other juniors thinking of a spin that fine after-
noon. Tom found Blake and Herries, Digby and D’Arcy, of
the Fourth, at the bike-shed.

The chums of Study No. 6 were in Norfolks.  Arthur
Augustus D’Arey was inflating a tyre, slowly but surely.
Blake aud Herries and Digby were watching him, wilh
growing impatience.

“Hallo, you kids! Going oul?” asked Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus looked up.

“Are you addwessin’ us as kids, Tom Mewwy ?”

“Well, goats, if you like that belter,” said Tom Merry,
laughing. :

“Weally, you ass—"

“Buck up with that tyre, Gussy !”” bawled Herries.
you going to keep us waiting all the afternoon?”

“\Vealﬁ’, Hewwies—"

“ For goodness’ sake get a move on, Gussy!” implored
Blake. )

“I am movin' as fast as I can, deah boy; but my beastly
eyeglass keeps gettin’ in the way of the beastly pump, and
I have vewy neahly bwoken it once——"

“Let's sit down somewhere,” said Dighy
“Wake us up when you're ready, Gussy!”

“Weally, Di 4

Tom Merry took his machine off the stand.  Arthu
Augustus jammed his celebrated monocle into his eye again,
and resumed pumping.

“Where are the twins?” asked Blake, looking at the
captain of the Shell. “Not detention, is it?"

“(Oh, no—cinema and camera,” said Tom, with a smile.
“T’d take you little boys for a run, only you couldn’t stay
the distance——"

“You cheeky ass!” exclaimed Blake warmly.
a bigger distance than you could cover!”

“Yaas, wathah !” said Arthur Augustus, looking up again.
“T weally think I could undahtake to wide you off your legs.
Tom Mewwy!”

“Get on with that pump, fathead!"™ roared Blake.

“ Weally, Biake—" :

Tom Merry paused as he was wheeling oui his bike. and
considered the Fourth-Formers thoughtfully.

“It’s a go!” he said. “I'm going to ride as far as Abbols-
ford, and back round the moor. If you little ones-—"

“Cheese it!” snorted Herries. i :

“If you little ones,” continued Tom imperturbably—*if
you little ones think you could do the distance——"

“T could do it cn my head !”” snapped Blake. “We should
have to carry you home, though.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, it's a go!” said Tom, smiling. “Give me five
minutes’ start, and then come after me. I'll put in at the
bun-shop at Abbotsford, and stay there a quarter of an hour
for buns.and tea. If you happen in before the quarter of
an hour is up—' x .

“We shall happen in before five minutes is up!” growled
Herries. ““Or, -ather, we shall pass you on the road.”

“ Half-way !” said Dig, with a nod.

“Done !” said Tom. “If you're on {ime, I stand tea for
five; if you're late, you stand tea for one. What?”

“Done !” agreed Blake. ‘Don’t forget to take your purse.
You'll want it; we shall be hungry.”

- TaE GeM LisrarY.—Ne. 743,
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resignedly.
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“Td stay

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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Tom nodded and grinned, and wheeled oui his machine.
Blake glanced at his watch. -

“Five minutes’ start!” he said.
more to play with that bhike-pump, Gussy. If you haven’t
finished by then, I'll ram it down the back of your silly neck!
That’s a tip!”

“Wats! I should uttahly wefuse to have it wammed
down the back of my sillay neck—I mean my neck "

““Buck up!” hooted Herries.

“How can I buck up when you fellows keep on intewwup-
{in’ me with asinine wemarks?” ’

“Three minutes more!” said Jack Blake, in a tone of

deep mehnace.

“Wats 1” :

Arthur Augustus pumped, and his eyeglass jerked out and
clinked on the pump, and there was another pause while he
readjusted it.

“Two minutes !’ -aid Blake.

“Weally, Blake—"

“One minute !”

“Wats 1”

Jack Blake shcved his watch back into his pocket.

“Time’s up!” he said. “Collar that duffer, and—-""

Arthur -Augustus rose to his feet.

“ All wight, deah boys—finished.”

“ Just in time to save your silly neck!” said Blake.darkly.
“ Now wheel out, if you haven't got to change your tie,
ang pu,t’ on your special silk socks, and a mnew collar,
and—

“You ~ are wastin® time, with
wemarks,” said Arthur Augustus severely.
for you.”

‘“ Oh, come on, fathead!” said Blake.

Study No. 6 wheeled out ‘heir machines together. Out-
side the gates of St Jim's, thore was no sign of Tom Merry
on the road. He was alreardv well on his way to Abbots-
ford. Blake & Co. mounted their machines and started.

“Keep to the road?” asked‘ Digby. .

“Throngh Rylcombe,” said Blake. *After that, the short
cut—Tommy’s bound to take the short cut, to dish us.”

“That short cut is wathah wuff widin’,” Blake.” :

“Go .back and wrap yourself and your jizger in cotton-
wool, old scout,” suggested Blake sarcastically.

“Wats!” :

The four cyclists came with a rush through the village
of Rylcombe, and out on {he high road beyond A couple
of miles farther on, they turned from the high road into
a rutty lane—where the riding was not nearly so agreeable,
but. which saved two or thrée miles on the way to Abbots-
ford. Strung out in a line, the four riders pedalled man-
fully over hardened mud, keeping' their eyes alert for a
sight of Tom Merry ahead. v

these fwivolous
“I am waitin’

- CHAPTER 2.
s The Kidnappers.
“M Y hat! Already!” ejaculated Tom Merry, in sur-
prise. :
There was a whirr of a cycle behind the Shell

fellow of St. Jim’s, as he rode rapidly and

cheerily over the muddy ridges in the short cut to Abbots-
ford. It was.a rugged lane not much used by cyclists; so
when Tom heard the sound of a machine behind him, he
concluded at once that Study No. 6 were in the offing.

Without slackening speed—for he was keenly bent on
winning the race to Abbotsford—Tom Merry glanced over
his shoulder, to note the distance of his pursuers.

Then he burst into a laugh.

Twa cyclists ‘were riding after him; but they were not
St. Jim’s fellows. Blake & Co. were nowhere to be seen.

Tom’s glance dwelt on the two riders only for a moment
—it was a rough road, and not safe fur glaneing over one’s
shoulder. But in that moment he noticed that the two men
were dressed in brown Norfolks, and that they were both
bearded and wore spectacles.

He was not interested in them, however; he was relieved
to find that they were strangers, and that Study No. 6

“were not overhauling him as he had supposed.

Tom Merry pedalled on cheerily; going at a good rate,
though not now at racing speed. Once or twice he thought
he heard a voice calling behind, but in the rush and the
wind he was not sure, But a loud shout came to his ears
clearly at last.

13 Sto !” -

One of the bearded cyclists was shouting to him.

Tom free-wheeled for a moment or-two, and looked back.
One of the riders freed a hand and waved to him.

Evidently the man wanted him to stop; though why,
Tom could not guess. But for the fact that he was racing
Study No, 6, Tom would have pulled up, But he was not
likely to lose a race because a stranger called on him to
stop and waved a hand at him, .

THE GEM LiBraRY.—No. T43.

“You've got five minutes .

" of the rival riders in the distance.

He drove at the pedals again, and the bike shot on. Tom
Merry -smiled as he heard the man shouting loudly and
angrily. .

“What the thump can he want?’ murmured the captain
of the Shell. ““Anyhow, he can tell me at Abbotsford, if he
kaes”to keep on so far. Blessed if ['m going to stop, any-

ow.

The next moment, he gave a viclent start. From behind
him sounded a loud, sharp report.

For an instant he thought it was the bursting of a tyre.
But something that knocked up the dust a few yards ahead
of his machine undeceived him. It was a bullet that pinged
in the rutty lane ahead.

Tom Merry’s brain almost whirled, as he realised it.

One of the riders behind had fired at his machine, evidently
with the intention of disabling it and stopping him.

What kind of ruffian, or medman, was it that he had {o
deal with? He was taken utterly by surprise.

The lane at this point was lonely enough—high red banks
of earth closed it in on either side 1o a height of six feet,
with thick hedges at the top. It was like a deep channel
through the surrounding fields, quite out of sight from any-
one in the fields. If the two cyclists were a pair of desperate
footpads, the spot was favourable enough for them. Yet
that was scarcely possible; for that lonely lane was hardly’
ever traversed by anyone that could be considered worth
“holding up.” Tom Merry had little about him of value
but a silver watch and ten or twelve shillings. He was
puzzled as well as alarmed; and he drove desperately at his
pedals now, to get. out of the solitary spot as quickly as
possible, Loud shouting behind him sounded again, indis-
tinctly. ¥

Crack! S

Again a sound like the popping of a tyre, and again a
bullet knocked up the maud, this time only a foot from his
front wheel, It seemed like some strange nightmare to Tom

Merry. Was the man behind him mad? Yet therg. were

two of them—they could not both be mad. Whak,gid it

mean? el
Crack! .

Whatever it meant, the pursuers were evidently in deadly
earnest. At the third shot, Tom Merry felt a shock to his
machine, and a few seconds later it began to drag heavily.
The third shot, by luck or by skiil, had, struck the rear
wheel, and the tyre was cut through. 1

With a punctured tyre on a rough road, the race.wWas
—Tom rode on hard, but the Jdragging wheel acted like a
brake on him He could hear the two riders coming up
hand over hand now. .

They passed him at last, separating, one on either side
of the junior. A few yards ahead of him they jumped off
their machines.

Tom Merry sprang down at once, letting his machine
reel against the red earth bank beside the lane. He faced
the two men with his fists clenched, and his eyes gleaming.

Footpads. or lunatics, or reckless practical jokers—he could
not guess what they were. But there was no escape, and
he faced them dauntlessly. They were coming quickly
towards him, and there was no fime to climb the steep
bank to the fields above. i

“You young fool!” growled one of them, as he came
gasping up. “ You've given us a lot of trouble.”

“Keep your distance!” panted Tom Merry. “What do
you want?” :

“You, you young fool.” i

Tom Merry backed closer to the ecarth bank by the road-
side, his eyes on the enemy. He was more perplexed than
alarmed, even now He noticed that both the cyclists looked

at him over their glasses, which had-slid down their noses,

and it occurred to him that the spectacles were only worn
as a kind of disguise. Who were they-—what were they? It
was_an amazing puzzle. : :

“You needn’t be afraid.” The man’s tone was_rough
and savage. ‘ We're not going to hurt you. Tom Merry.
But you've got to come with us.” ;

“You know my name?” ejaculated Tom, in amazement.
So far as he knew, he had never seen either of the rascals
before.

“Drop your fists,” said the man impatiently.
resist, you will get hurt”

“What do you want?” panted Tom.

“Youl”

The two men ciosed in on him without further words.
Tom Merry cast a desperate look back along the lane.
Somewhere behind Blake & Co. must be - riding—little
dreaming of the strange scene that was being enacted ahead
of them on the lonely road. Tom Merry prayed for a sight
But there was no sign

“If byou_

yet of Study No. 6. - i
A strong hand fell on his shoulders, and Tom set his teeth

and hit out, with all his strength. N
His knuckles landed with a heavy jar on a bearded chin,

T,
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afraid,’ said one of them in a rough and savage tone.
come with us ! "

Tom Merry backed closer to the earth bank by the roadside as the two ruffians appmachéd him. * You needn’t be
¢ We're not going to hurt you, Tom Merry.
¢ What do you want ? ' panted Tom.

But you've got to

“CYou ! " came the answer. (See page 4.)

and the kidnappe:r went reeling backwards inio the road.
He crashed down there, with a loud yell.

The other man’s grasp was on Tom Merry almost at the
same moment, and he had no time for another blow.
Struggling manfully with the ruffian, Tom exerted all his
strength, and they reeled to and fro. It was boy against
man, and the man was a mascular fellow; but Tom was
sturdy, and he was fighting his hardest.

“Dusty, you fool—quick—lend a hand!” he gasped. -

The fallen man had etruck his head as he fell, and he
seemed dazed for some minutes. But he scrambled up at
last, with a furious face, and ran to his comrade’s assist-
ance. -

Tom Merry was grasped from behind now, and his
struggles were futile. He was borne to the ground, and a
heavy knee was planted on him. B

“Hang him!” panted Dusty. “T'll pay him for this!
You young fool! Chuck it! Do you hear?”

Tom was still resisting. Dusty was pinning him down
with his knee, and the other rascal was dragging his wrists
together to tie them. .Suddenly from the distance came the
loud ringing of bicycle bells. Tt was a _glad sound to Tom
Merry's ears at that terrible moment. He shouted with all
his strength.

“ Help! Rescue, St. Jim's! Help!"”

There was a rush and a whir as four bicycles came tearing
up at racing speed. i

CHAPTER 8.
Study No. 6 to the Rescue,

o O for ’em!” yelled Jack Blake.

“Pile in!"” panted Herries.
. “Yaas, wathah!”

s Blake & Co. had been watching for a sight of

Tom Merry ahead—little dreaming in what manner they

dould see him at last. The four juniors could scarcely believe

their eyes when they beheld the captain of the Shell sprawling

in the dust, struggling in the rgrz\sp of the two ruffiavs.
They did not hesitate a second. The race to Abbotsford was
off;” but somethine much more serious was *on.” - Blake
& Co. came up with a terrific” spurt, jumped off their
machines, and rushed to the rescue breathlessﬁ.

The arrival of the Fourth-Formers was so sudden thal
Dusty and his comrade had no time to prepare for it. Dusty
was still kneeling on Tom Merry, uncertain what to do,
when Jack Blake’s clenched fist reached him; landing on his
ear. Dusty went over sideways, yelling, and the Shell felloir
was left free.

Tom tore his wrists from the other rascal, and drove an
upward blow at his face, knocking him backwards. The
next moment he was on his feet, panting.

“Help, you fellows—"" he gasped.

“What-ho!"” chuckled Digby. ‘“Give 'em beans!”

“Wag the wottahs, deah ioys 1" roared Arthur Augustus
D'Arey. “Wush them!” .

The two kidnappers sprang awny, with savage faces. There
were five sturdy juniors for them to tackle now, and the
odds were against them.

They backed towards their machines, and the juniors fol-
lowed them up.

“Collar them!” exclaimed Blake. “We'll jolly well
march them to the police-station, and give them in charge.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Stand back !" exclaimed Dusty hoarsely.

He whipped the revolver from his pocket and raised it.

@ Oh, my 1 .

The. juniors jumped back.

Blake & Co. had supposed that they had to do with a
couple of tramps who had attempted to rob a solitary cyclisi.
But they were not prepared to deal with firearms.

“Why, you—you villain!” gasped Blake, *You—"

“Stand back!”
TrE Gev Lisrary.—No. T43.
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-“Come on!"” growled Herries. “It’s only bluff; he won't
dare to shoot.” - .
“Hold on!” exclaimed Tom, catching Herries by the arm."
Dusty’s face was desperate, and his finger was on the
trigger. With his free hand, he lifted his bicycle.
panion jumped on nis machine and started. The two rascals
were thinking only of escape now; and it was very pro-
bable that Dusty would have used his revolver, rather than
have submitted to a march to the police-station. He made
a threatening motion with the weapon.
“ back. or, by heavens, I'll shoot!” he muttered
between his teeth. . .
. And the jumicrs stood still, in doubt. Dusty, stil hold-
ing the revolver in his hand, put his leg over machine
and mounted. He drove at the pedals, and rode away after
his comrade. .
“Bai Jove! Are we lettin’ those wuflians go?” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy hotly.
“Follow on!” exclaimed Blake.
sight, anyhow, and at the gext village
“Good!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“\V(;.)’U keep them in

The juniors rushed for their bicycles. Dusty, as if guess- |

ing their intention, glanced back and discharged the revdlver,
and the bullet hummed over their heads. Then he vanished
round a.turning in the lane, .

. “Hold er!” said Tom Merry. “My tyre’'s punctured,
‘wnyhow. . Pen’t you fellows follow them. 'That man is
desperate; and you can’t argue with a bullet. Let them
vip!”

lake paused and nodded thoughtfully. . )

“ We'll give their deseription to the police,” he said.
“The bobbies can look after them. Did they get anything
from you?” X

““No; weren’t robbing me,” said Tom. .

““What did they want, then?” asked Blake, in surprise.

“They wanted me,” said Tom grimly. .

Blake stared.

“You!” he ejaculated.
Jove !” . i A

“ Fathead! They were irying to kidnap me!” said Tom.
. “%—k-l{idmp you !” stuttered Blake.

i“ es.” ) .

Jack Blake grinned.

“Draw it m‘i'?d, old chap! What the thump should they
want to kidnap you for?” . i
 “They said so, anyway,” said Tom quietly.

::IBudt—butkWhy : "

on’t know.’ ,

“PBai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “The fe’ahful wot-
tahs! Wathah luckay-that we came up, deah boy!” .

“ Jolly lucky!” said Tom Merry. ¢ Never been so glad in
my life to see yonr old chivvy, Gussy! They would have
had me.” )

Blake shook his nead.

“Beats me nollow ! he said. “If they wanted ycur watch
or your boblets, 1 could understand it. But kidnapping !
Sure you ain’t thinking of something you saw on the pic-
tu}rezls:i oli chaﬁ) ?r”’,

‘Ha, ha, ha!

“Ya;s, wathah,” said Arthur Augustus thg.ughtfu!ly. “It
does weally sound wathah thick, deah boy. Xidnappin’s not
weally done, you know.”

‘: Ev?thﬁad ‘i" i o,

“Weally, Tcm Mewwv—-

“Look Ztt my back wheel,” said Tom, “They stopped me
by puncturing the tyre with a builet.”

“Great Scott!” .

“They wanted your watch and your loose c}}ange, said
Blake. “You've dreamed the rest, old bean.

“TLook here, you ass—"

Blake shook his head again; he ]
Indeed, now that the strange happening was over, it seemed
amazing enough tc Tom Merry himself. Why two perfect
strangers should have attempted to kidnap him was a
mystery—a mystery he could not fathom Yet there was no
doubt about it; it was certain that mere robbery had not
been their object. But for the opportune arrival of Study
No. 6, Tom Merry would have been a prisoner in the hands
of the kidnappers.

“They knew my name,” sa:d Tom. “One of them spoke
to me by name. They mu:t have been on the look-out for
me, and saw me 1ide through Rylcombe, and followed, to
catch me on the road.” .

¢ Sounds jolly thick!” remarked Herries.

“Well, what about that race to Abbotsford?” demanded
Blake. “If you’re punctured, you can’t go on.”

“The wheel’s damaged, t30,” said Tom. “I can’t go on,
that’s a cert. I don’t want to, either. T'm going to the
golice at once ” . i

“Study No. 6 wins the race,” said Blake argumentatively.

Tom Merry laughed.

“Just as yo. like,” he said.

Tae Gem LiBrary.—No. 743. -

“No accounting for tastes, by

was not convinced.

“You did overtake me,

His com- -
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that’s a cert. L jolly glad you did, as it turned ont. I
shall have to take this blessed bike back.”

“Y suppose we'd better walk with you,” said Blake.
“There goes our spin! But yau won’t be safe without us.”

“Rats [ said Tom at once. “I shall be all right. Y¥ou
fellows ride along; those rascals are far enough off by now.”

“Oh, we'll stick to you!” said Blake. “It’s all in the
day’s work.” : .

“Yaas, wathah!” . :

The five juniors wheeled their machines back the way they
had come. At a turning which led towards the town of
Wayland Tom Merry sto

“That isn’t the way ?. said Blake.

“I'm going to Waytand to report this to Inspector Skeat,”

said Tom quietly.

- ““Oh, come on to Ryicombe !” urged Blake. “You can tell
old Crump. He can look fer a couple of tramps all right.”

“It’s too serious a matter for a village bobby, Blake. I
want to see the inspeetor.”

Blake yawned.

“My dear chap, take my word for it that they weren’t
kidnappers,” he said soo&inqu. “Only a couple of tramps,
you know, after your watch.” )

“Yaas, I wegard that as extwemely pwob.”

“You see,” explained Herries, “if you spin old Skeat a
yarn sbout kidnapping, he will think you have got the films
on the brain.” .

“Haven’t you, Tommy?” asked Dig blandly. -

Tom Merry coloured. 8tudy No. 6 were not to be blamed,
perhaps, for taking that view of the oecurrence; but it was
rather exasperating to Tom. He had no explamation to
offer of the incident; but he knew for a certainty that the
two ruffians had planned to kidnap him.

“Come on!” urged Blake. “You've got to get your bike
mended, too. Let’s tell Crump, and give him a chance to
distinguish himself hunting for the tramps—ivhat ?”

“I’m going to Wayland,” said Tom quietly. “If you want
to make yourself useful, you can qvm my bikg into
Rylcombe and leave it at the shop for repair.”” - 7%«

“Oh, all right.” TR

Blake took the damaged bicycle, and the chums of Study
No. 6 followed the lane, while Tom Merry turned into the
footpath. He was not thinking of danger from Dusty and
his confederate now--the scene of the attack had been left
a couple of miles behind, and the two rascals had fled
towards Abbotsford. Tom Merry crossed a couple. gf, fields,
and then followed a footpath through the wood toavertdp the
Wayland highroad. In spite of Blake & Co.’s scepticism,
Tom realised that the matter was serious, and that the
sooner he gave information at the police-station the better.

/There was no thought of danger in his mind as he tramped
along the footpath, through trees and thickets bursting into
the green of spring. That the two kidnappers were miles
away he knew, and of other danger he did not think. He
did not even glance round as he heard a rustle in the
thickets, attributing it to a rabbit or a stoat. But he started,
as there was a quick footstep behind him, and whirled round,
suddenly alarmed. As he turned, a swift grasp fell upon
him, and he went to the earth with a crash, with a dark,
threatening face looming over him.

CHAPTER 4. —
A Wild Ride.

1 ELP I”

H Kit Wildrake, of the Fourth Form of St. Jim’s,
gave a jump as that cry came ringing to his ears.
Wildrake of the Fourth was enjoying his half-
holiday in his own way. Wayland Wood was & favourite
haunt of the Canadian junior; it was reminiscent of the
“timber ” of his native land. When the funds run to it, it
was Wildrake’s way to drop into the livery-stables at
Rylcombe on a half-holiday to.take out a horse—the most
spirited animal he could find there—and enjoy a gallop over
the moor and by the bridle-paths in the woods. The
Canadian junior had been in the saddle a couple of hours,
enjoying himself to the full, and now he was trotting easily
on a path in the wood on his homeward way. Suddenly,
through the still silence of the woods, came that ringing ery.
Wildrake had been thinking, as he trotted, of his old
home in British Columbia, and the wide stretches of grass-
land on the Boot Leg Ranch—perhaps wishing himself back
at the ranch by the Thompson River, where life was a good
deal more exciting than in the Old Country. There was
excitment at hand, however, as he was about to learn. He
looked up and round with quick, alert eyes, as he heard the

ory rin]glg’g through the trees.

e. .

“ That’s Tom Merry’s toot, I guess!’ muttered Wildrake,
in wonder.
. Ahead of him the bridle-path turned into a footpath, and
it was from the footpath that the ringing cry came.

Kit Wildrake gave his horse a touch, and it leaped into
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hand.
1 think !

-4The double-laden horse was trotting on, when from out of the trees a man ‘with a thick beard suddenly appeared.
{iM¢vstared at the riders fixedly as they came trotting up, and then stepped into the middle of the path and held up his
¢ Stop !’ he called out.. Tom caught Wildrake’s arm.

‘““ Don’'t stop ! " he said.

't “ It's another of the gang,
(See page 8.)

a gallop. The hoofs made hardly a sound on the thick
grass of the bridle-path as he raced on.

In a few seconds he came into the wider footpalh, and a
startling scene burst upon his gaze.

Scarcely a dozen yards from him a junior of St. Jim’s was
down in the grass, ‘

A burly man was bending over him, and two others were
emerging from the thickets, evidently the ruffian’s com-
panions.

It was Tom Merry who was struggling in the grass,
shouting for help as a heavy knee ground upon his chest.

It was by instinct that Tom shouted; he had little hope

" of being heard, or helped, in the lonely wood. But there
was a chance that some Sit. Jim’s fellow might be within
hearing, and he shouted with all the strength of his lungs
as he struggled. -
. “Help! Help!”’ -

. “Quiet, you young fool!” growled the man who was
gripping him. “Here, lend a hand! The rope, sharp!”

“Help!” :

. A savage hand clutched at Tom Merry’s mouth and
silenced him, choking back his cry. i

- Kit Wildrake saw it all in a flash, and he did not check
for a second the speed of his horse. He did not require an
instant to decide what he was going to do.

- He came on to the scene at full speed.

His arrival was utterly unexpected. Before the three
rascals knew that he was there, Wildrake's riding-whip was
slashing fiercely on all sides. ’

Slash, slash, slash!

+ There were loud yells from the trio as the fierce cuts
reached them, and they leaped back out of the way of the
prancing horse. | | .. ’ i
Tom Merry staggered to his feet. -
“Quick !I” shouted Wildrake. “Here, jump! Quick!”
. The three ruffians made a forward movement, and Wil-
drake made the horse prance again, and they backed away
from. it swiftly enough. For a second he stopped close to
Tom Merry, and that second was enough for Tom. With a
uick helping hand from the Canadian, he scrambled on to
the horse’s back behind Kit Wildrake.

““Stop them !” shouted one of the gang hoarsely.

There was a desperate rush from the three, and Wildraks
slashed fiercely with his whip. One of the ruffians reeled
back, nearly blinded by the lash across his face; and a
second man staggered as Wildrake, releasing a foot from the
stirrup, drove a heavy boot at his throat; the third man
grasped the bridle of the horse, holding the animal with
difficulty as it pranced and reared.

“Hold on, Tom Merry !”

“I'm holding on!” panted Tom. “All serene!”

The riding-whip swept up, and the metal butt came down
with a crash on the head of the man at the bridle. -

He gave a gasping yell, and dropped in the footpath as
if he had been shot.

The next second the horse was put to the gallop.

One of the rascals made a desperate jump ab it, and was
huﬁ[ed aside by the galloping animal, and went down
yelling.

Gallop, gallop ! )

It was a breathless rush, the juniors ducking their heads
to elude the overhanging branches above,

Behind them they could hear shouting and yelling, and
the sound of pursuing footsteps. - Wildrake grinned, and
gave the horse a flick with the whip, and tore.on. All
sounds of pursuit had died away in a few moments more.

“I guess we're all O0.K. now, old pard!” grinned
Wildrake.” “ By gum!  This 'is a bit like old times—like
handling the rustlers on the ranch. I guess all those three
hoboes have got something to remember me by !” -

Tom Merry panted for breath.

His brain was in a whirl, from -the startling suddenness
of the happening. He held on to Wildrake's shoulders as the
horse galloped on. - :

“Feel safe?” asked Wildrake.

¢ Oh, yes—quite!”’ gasped Tom. . ) -t

“I guess I can pull in a bit now. Those galoots won't get
near us again,” said the Canadian junior. And he slackened
spﬁedl. He turned the horse into the footpath that led to the
school. .

“Going back to St. Jim’s, I suppose?”’ he asked.

“I—I was going to Wayland,” panted Tom Merry. “Dut

THE GEM Lisrary.—No. 743,
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1 think I'd beétter ‘get back to the school. I can see Inspector
Skeat afterwards. Blessed if I want to keep out of gates
any longer to-day—it’s a bit too exciting !” :

“I guess I'll give you a lift home, then,” said Wildrake.

“The old hoss can carry double as far as Rylcombe.”

“Thanks |” :

“I guess those fellows were hoboes—what?™ said the
Canadian junior as they trotted on. “What you call tramps
over here.”

“Worse than that,” said Tom. ‘I can’t understand it—
it beats me hollow—but they were trying to kidnap me.”

“What?”

“It’s the second time it’s haﬁpened this afternoon,” said
Tom. He glanced back, but there was no sign of pursuit
now, ‘“Two cyclists collared me in the Abbotsford lane, and
Blake and some other fellows came up in time. Then these
three brutes dropped on me in the wood. They’re the same
gang, of course—the whole lot must have been watching for
me this afternoon. It beats me hollow.”’

Wildrake whistled. He turned his head, and took a very
curious lock at the junior mounted behind hir.

“Sounds rather tall, doesn’t it?”” he murmured.

“1 know it does,” said Tom ruefully. ““But it’s frue all
the same, worse luck. For some reason that gang of rascals
want to get hold of me—and T suppose they know it’s a
half-holiday at St. Jim’s this afternoon, and they were
scattered about looking for me. There may be others for
all I know. They want me, for some reason—it’s a giddy
mystery.” -

“T guess it’s got me beat,” said Wildrake. “Why should
they want you?”

“T give that up.” L.

The double-laden horse trotted on, in the direction of
the Rylcombe road. From the trees by the path, a figure
suddenly detached itself-—a man with a thick beard, who
stared at the two riders. He stared at them fixedly as they
came trottmng up, and stepped wnto the middle of the path
and held up his hand. ’

“Stop!” he called out. )

Wildrake was about to draw rein, but Tom caught. his
arm, .

“Don’t stopi It's another of them, I think—-"

“Great gum!” ) . *

“Keep on!” exclaimed Tom hurriedly,
© “Sure!™ )

Wildrake put on speed, and the horse swept down on the
man in the path.

“Stop!” he shouted again. .

“Stand aside!’ shouted back Wildrake.

“Stop— Oht”
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The man leaped aside in time, as the horse came thunder-
ing down on him. Wildrake swept by at a gallop, and he
heard a lond and furious curse as ge passed. A few minutes
later the riders were in Rylcombe Lane, and heading for
the village. . .

CHAPTER 5.
Doubting Thomases !

OM MERRY walked back from Rylcombe to the
school, in company with half-a-dozen St. Jim'’s
juniors. There was not much nervousness in Tom’s
disposition; but the events of the afternoon had

startled him, and he was both puzzled and alarmed; and
he preferred company on his way back to the school.- As
soon as he arrived at St Jim’s, he went to his Housemaster’s
study, to report what had occurred, to Mr, Railton. . He
found Mr. Railton in his study; and the Housemaster
listened to his story with astonished attention. He eyed
the Shell fellow very curiously as he related the amazing
events of the afternoon.

“This is very extraordinary,” said Mr. Railton. “You
are sure, Merry, that the object of these rascals was not
merely to-rob you?’

“1 am quite certain of it, sir,” answered Tom. *They
must have been watching for me—at least five of them. They
knew me by sight—and one ipoke to me by name.”

“It is amazing,” said the Housemaster. “ Of course, the
police must be informed at once. After what has ened,
it would be best for you no* to leave the school e—in
fact, I must ask you to remain within gates until this matter
is cleared up, Merry.” .

“Oh!” said Tom, his face falling.

‘““ We must consider your safety, nty boy,” said the House-
master kindly. “If it is really the case that & gang of kid-
nappers are at work, every precaution must be taken. You

“will come with me to the Head, and tell him what you have

told me—and then I will drive you over to Wayland to report
the matter to Inspector Skeat. In my company you will
be secure enough.” - G

“Thank you, sir,” said Tom. :

An interview with the Head followed, and Dr. Holmes
listened to the story in great astonishment. Then Tom was
driven over to Wayland Town, and the matter reported to
the police. ~ Tom could not help noticing thatag:spector
Skeat eyed him very dubiously all the time. He could
guess that the inspector. like Biake & Co., was a litle
sceptical. However, the portly gentleman promised® that .
the “tramps” should be looked for at once, and took down
Tom’s description of them. Tom was feeling a little worried
as he drcve back to St. Jim’s. The affair was so startling,
se amazing, that he could not understand it himself; but
he knew the facts. Amazing. as it was, there was no doubt
that a gang of kidnappers were at work. But the inspector’s
impression was that the schoolboy had been molested by
a gang of tramps; and Tom wondered whether his House-
master had the same impression. Tom was rather late to
tea in Study No. 10 in the Shell, and he found Manners
and Lowther thero when he arrived.

Both Manners and Lowther smiled when their chum came
in, Evidently they had heard. the story from Blake & Co.

“ here you are!” exclaimed Lowther, with an
exaggerated air of relief. “They didn’t bag you along with
Railton ?”’

“No!” growled Tom.

“What a stroke of luck,” said Manners. “Might have
bagged Railton, too—and we should miss our giddy House-
master.”

Tom Merry set his lips a little. It was really too bad
to meet with scepticism like this in _his own study. St.
Jim’s seemed to be full of doubting Thomases.

““Perhaps I'd better tell you fellows exactly what hap-
pened, and then you will see that it’s not quite a joke,”
he said quietly.

“Go ahead!” said Lowther encouragingly. “I've kept
your tea warm. Likewise the muffins. Pile in and expound
unto us.” .

Manners and Lowther listened to' the tale—which Tom
told briefly.

“Good old Wildrake,” said Lowther.
lucky escapes in one afternoon, Tom.
yours was nearly a goner, twice.”

“They were not after my watch, Monty.
after me.” )

“But why?” asked Manners,

Tom shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

“I don’t know! How should I know? I’ve mever seen
any of the gang before. But the first lot told me plainly
they wanted me, and were trying to tie me up when Blake
and the rest bumped along on their bikes. The second lot
never tried to_rob me—though they hadn’t time-for any-
thing before Wildrake galloped up, But it was kidnapping.”

“You've had fwo
That silver watch of

They were



* No. 6 there, and they all smiled.

a kidnapper had come down the study
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“Well, it’s jolly queer!” said Monty Lowther. ‘‘Reminds
me a bit of what I’ve -seen on the pictures this afternoon.”

““Oh, blow the pictures!” growled Tom. X

“What rotten luck that I wasn’t on the scene with my
camera,” remarked Manners thoughtfully. “I'd have liked
a snap of poor old Tommy and the horrid kidnappers.”

Tom knitted his brows.

“If you fellows don’t believe me, the less we say about
it the better,” he said abruptly. .

“Keep your wool on, old scout,” said Monty Lowther
soothingly. ““Of course we believe every word, Don't be
an ass. But—but you may have made a little mistake in
some of the details, you know.”

“1 haven’t, you ass.”

“Well, you haven't, then,” said Lowther tolerantly.
“ After this, we sha’n’t let you take your little walks abroad
on your lonely own.” .

“We’ll watch.over you, old chap,” smiled Manners.

“I'm afraid there won't be any walks abroad at present
—I'm gated, till this clears up,” said Tom. | .

“My hat! I think I'd raiher have kept it dark,’ said
Lowther. “No joke to be gated while the peelers are
looking for the tramps—I mean the kidnappers.”

“I couldn’t keep it dark, you fathead!” exclaxmed" Tom
Merry almost angrily. “‘It was too serious for tl}gt. .

“ Right-ho, old top—keep your top-knot on!” smiled
Lowther.

“Oh, you're a pair of silly owls,” said Tom Merry
impatiently. ¢ Pass the butter, and give me a rest,

Lowther and Manners smiled al one another, and the
-subject dropped Tom Merry could not help feeling rather
sore, He had been in danger, and he knew it; though the
whole experience was so amazing that

“Much attached to you?”

“I believe s0.”

¢ Likely to shell out the dollars for you, if it was necessary
—ivhat?”

““] suppose 50.”

““That’s most likely the explanation, then,” said Wildrake
quietly. ‘““These galoots are not in the kidnapping business
for their health, They are after the dust.”

“The what?” -

“Morey,” said Wildrake. *They don’t wani you to use
as a parlour ornament in their little grey home in the West,
you know. If they want you, it’s for what you'll fetch.
Kidnapping for ransom is quite a common game on the other
side of the Atlantic,” though I haven’t heard of it in this
Old Country. But I calculate that that is the game; and
you want to keep your eyes peeled.”

Tom Merry nodded. It was a relief to him to find one
fellow, at least, taking lhe matter seriously. - #

“Are you telling your people about this?” asked Wildrake.

“I'm leaving it to the Head. I don’t want to alarm my
old guardian if it can be helped; I’d rather she didn’t know,”
;a.ldl '_Eom. “I hope the police will lay those rascals by the

eels,” :

‘“‘He, he, he!”

Tom turned his head angrily as he heard that cachinnation
behind his chair. Baggy Trimble grinned at him.

“Try Pink Phosphates for the Nerves!” he chortled.

Tom Merry grasped a cushion and smote. There was a
wild yell from Baggy Trimble as he rolled on the_carpet.
And for a considerable time the fat chortles of Trimble were
heard no more.

he could hardly blame other fellows for
supposing that there was some little ex-
aggeration somewhere.

When Tom Merry came down into the
Common-room later he found Study

“Hallo, still here?” exclaimed Blake.
“Not kidnapped yet?” asked Herries.
“Hardly thought we should ever see
you again!” said Digby with great
gravity. ‘“Quite expected to hear that

chimney after you.

“Yaas, wathah!” chuckled Arthur
! ustus.
3;;,;;%)%,Merry did not reply to the chip-
ping trom Study No. 6; he was feeling
too annoyed for that. There came a fat
cachinnation from Baggy Trimble of the
Fourth.

“He, he, he! I say, Merry, you are
an awful funk, you know! Fancy
taking an old tramp for a kidnapper!
He, he, he!”

“You fat rotter!” roared Tom Merry,

Clifford.
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CHAPTER 6.
- Monty Lowther is Too Funny.

N Saturday afternoon Tom Merry
wore a very thoughtful expres-
sion. It was three days since
his adventure, and during that

time nothing had been heard of Dusty
and the gang of kidnappers.

Inspector Skeat had answered tele-
phonic inquiries by Dr. Holmes several
times, but he had nothing to report.

The footpads were being searched for;
but no trace of them had been discov-
ered, and the inspector revealed plainly
enough his opinion that they were ordi-
nary tramps, who had attempted to rob

 a schoolboy, and who had made them-
selves scarce after the affair. |

Possibly the Head was not wholly in-
disposed to agree with him in that view.

Three days is quite a long time to a
schoolboy ; alrcady the effect on Tom
Merry’s mind was wearing off, and he
was inclined to hope, if not to believe,

that the kidnappers, discouraged by

losing his temper at last.

“Shut up, Twimble!”
D’Arcy.
exaggewation—"

“You silly ass!” exclaimed. the exasperated captain of the
Shell.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

£ All rot, in my opinion,” said Grundy of the Shell.

““And what’s your opinion worth? The biggest idiot &t
St. Jim’s!” snapped Tom Merry. o

“Calling a fellow names won’t make black white,” said
Grundy. “‘You were frightened by a tramp, and thought
that— Here, keep off, you owl!”

Tom Merry was advancing on George Alfred Grundy with
his hands up; his patience had quite run out. But Manners
and Lowther closet{) in on him and drew him away.

““ Keep its ickle temper I” murmured Lowther soothingly.

‘“Oh, rats!” snapped Tom. -

He jerked himself away from his chums and went to an
armchair and picked up a book. Kit Wildrake came along
and joined him, and Tom gave him a rather sour look, expect-
ing more chipping. But the Canadian junior was looking
quite serious.

“Don’t let those asses get your rag out, old scout,” said
Wildrake. “It’s a queer affair, and it’s no wonder they think
it sounds tall. It does, you know.” .

“I know that!” grunted Tom. - .

“But I guess it’s the straight goods, all the same,” said
Wildrake quietly. “You've had two narrcw escapes, old
man, and you'll do well to keep your eyes peeled. Those
galoots wanted you—-and wanted you had. Have you got
any rich relations?”’

- Tom smiled faintly.
“Yes,” he answered. ‘My uncle’s.rich.”
Tre GeM LiBrary.—No. 743.

admonished Arthur Augustus

“It is not a question of funk at all—only a twiflin’ .

| him inquiringly.

| the apple of our jolly old eye!”

their failure, had cleared off, and that
no more would be heard from them.

At all events, Tom did not feel disposed to spend his
Saturday half-holiday within gates.

The general scepticism as to the seriousness of the matter
also had its influence on him. Tom certainly had plenty of
courage and plenty of nerve, and chipping from fellows like
I'rimble was hard to bear. 3

To remain within gates on account of the danger, or the
supposed danger, was to draw the general attention on him-
self, and to renew the fire of chaff which had by this time
almost died away.

So, after thinking the matter out, Tom Merry sought Mr.
Railton, with a request that he would rescind the gating.

The Housemaster thought it out. .

‘“Nothing has been learned of these men, Merry,” he said
at last. “It is very probable, I think, that they are no longer
in the neighbourhood. Inspector Skeat seems positive on
that point. It would be hard on you to be gated for an

. indefinite period. On the other hand, you cannot be allowed

to take undue risks.
alone?”’

““With Manners and Lowther, sir,”

“In company with your two friends you should be safe
enough,” said Mr. Railton. ““On those terms you may go out
gs li:l'l'a.l, Merry ; but you will be very careful to return before

usk.

‘* Certainly, sir.”

Tom Merry left the Housemaster’s study and joined his
chums in the quadrangle. Manners and Lowther looked at

You are not thinking of going out

Y.
*All serene!” said Tom cheerily.

I ! “Let’s get out.”
“Right-ho}” said Lowther.

“We'll watch _over you like

(Continued on page 12.)
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Hitting and Hitting
Back.

A CHATTY HEALTH TALK.
By the Sporting Doctor.

F you hit a fellow he may hit you back.
I But it all depends on the kind of chap
is.

. hat is, at least, if you give him an
ordinary sort of blow. But what if you give
him a “knock-out blow ”? He won’t hit you
back then.

So there are really two things that happen
when a boy 1s hit—he goes down and he
comes up again. But if the blow is a knock-
out he can’t come up.

“Knock-out,” in fact, is all the way to
smithereens, so to speak. After that there's
wothing doing at all.. Sometimes, though,
you can half knock'a chap out. You can hit
him so that he won’t hit you back.

In that case he’ll be knccked silly or else
he'll just be afraid of you—it comes to pretty
much the same thing in the end. The fight
will be over.

“Get those ideas in your head and then
think of your body as the boy who gets
hit. ‘Think of the world you live in as the
puncher. You can see that if the world
punches you bard it may knock you out, and
it it punches you fairly hard it may “knock
the stuffing out of you ” so that you’re afraid
to hit back. Last of all it may just hit you
in the ordinary way and you may hit back
in the ordinary way. That’s what makes a
man of you. )

In the war when a big shell burst, the
people mear it got knocked right out. The
peaple a little farther away got krocked silly
and frightened. But the men who were a
good way off fought all the harder for the
danger they were in.

That is the world hitting its very hardest.
And only hard, fit men can stand it. 1f you
are not fit quite small punches will knock
you silly; real big punches will just flatten
you.

You can see that at any swimming bath.
The cold water in the bath “hits ” you when
you get . But you hit back if you are
well.  You glow all over and don’t feel the
cold any more. If you shiver it means that
you .are not hitting back, and that means

that you are not fit. You will be afraid of

-the cold water.

Last week I told you how to measure a
funk. Here is another way of measuring
him. Because you will find that when you
are afraid, when you haye “the blues” on
you, you'll not like your bath at all. You'll
shiver in it.

Put those two ideas together—the idea of
hitting back and the idea of glowing—because
they are very, very like one another. Fit boys
do both, and unfit boys can’t do either. When
you are unfit your body has got no punch
in it.

Last week I fold you about getting your
chest to work and taking exercise. All that
helps to bring back “punch.” In your bath
in the morning you can test yourself to see
how you are getting on with your cure. The
-more you glow when you come out the better
you are.

(There will be another interesting
Health Talkk by the Sporting Doctor
next week.)
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The St. Jim’s Junior
‘Eleven at the Final.

LORD EASTWOOD STANDS
TREAT.

—

By Harry Noble, one of the party.

T was the day of the big football match
at St. Jim’s, a report of which appears
elsewhere. The Junior Eleven, under
the captaincy of Tom Merry, had played

the Grammarians in the final round of the
Schoolboys’ Cup, and, after a hard tussle,
had beaten them by the only goal of the
match.

Most, of the masters, being interested in
the doings of the junior club,ghad been down
to witness the match, and were thoroughly
pleased with the display given by both eon-
testants. Even the old Head had honoured
th atch with his presence.

The conclusion of the game was met with
loud hand-clapping, and there was a shout
of applaqse when Tom Merry, the skipper of
the winning side, was seen ta rush over and
shake hands with the opposing skipper.

“A real good game!” said Gordon Gay,
gripping Tom Merry’s hLand. “And you
rightly deserved to win. Mind you, though,
we shall beat you at some future date.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“Any day, and any time,” he said, “we
hope to give you as good a game as we've
given you to-day. Perhaps next time you
may win—perhaps.”

A storm of cheering greeted the vic-
torious juniors as they trooped off the field
of play. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy also let
out a ringing cheer for the losers.

Tom Merry and his gallant band of leather
chasers had won a real hard match, and felt
thoroughly tired in consequence.

Now, to honour the occasion Dr. Holmes
had given permission for the team to have
a holiday the following day.

The good mnews was received with much
acclamation, and suggestions as to how to
spend the day were mooted on all sides by
the team when they met in Study No. 10 that
same evening.

“What price spending the day at
Brighton?” cried Tom Merry thoughtfully.

“Wippin’, deah boy!” said Arthur
Augustus enthusiastically. “Just imagine a
nice walk along the front together with

the—"

“PDashing- damsels,” broke in Monty
Lowther humorously. “They would be really
charmed with the splendour of our elegant
chum’s clobber.”

“Weally, deah boy,” remonstrated D’Arey,
“your wemark may be humorous, to say
the least; but I distinctly disagree with
its taste, and I must ask you to wefwain
fwom such gwoss mewwiment. Wemember,
Lowther, I am—-"

“The biggest dressed-up dude a-going,”

NSWE|

finished Lowther jokingly.

EVERY MONDAY...PRICE 2°

-

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy advanced upon
the humorist of the Shell, and would have
admistered a severe thrashing there and then
had not Manners interposed.

“Enough of that!” he said meaningly.
“We've got more important business to con-
sider than an argument betweenr two silly
asses. What say you, Tommy boy?”

“Sure,” answered Tom Merry smilingly.
“Now, look here, chaps. We’ve got the time
off. Gussy’s whispered in my ear that he’s
got a fiver. Surely we other chaps can raise
a little more between us! Now, think!”

There came a sudden tap on the door of
Study No. 10 which broke upon the jumior’s
meditations.

“Come in, fathead!” shouted Blake.

The door opened gently, and the fathead
thus addressed popped his head into the
study. It was Toby, the page at 8t. Jim's.

“Hallo, Tobay, deah boy!” cried Arthur
Augustus. *“What’s w’ong?”

Toby smiled before speaking.

“The 'Ead has sent me along to look for
you, Master D’Arcy,” he said. “’E told me
to tell you as ’ow ‘e would like to see you in
’is study.” . .

“What's the matter now?” asked Jack
Blake, as he saw the surprised look come
over the face of the swell of St. Jim’s.
“Have you committed a murder, or .any
other such thing, and won’t tell your pals?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the others.

“Weally, Blake,” said D’Arcy, vising,
“don’t be so widic! Pway excuse me, you
fellahs,” he said, addressing the others. “I'll
justtpop along and see what the old chap
wants.”

JOYFUL NEWS !

D’Arcy walked out of the study and fol-
lowed in the wake eof Toby towards the
Head’s study. On reaching it, Toby tapped
gently on the door. His knock was answered
with a kindly “Come in!” Toby pusbed open
the door, and beckoned D’Arcy to enter.

The Head looked up from the papers he
had been perusing.

“Oh, D’Arcy,” he said, “I sent for you to
tell you that I have just received a note from
your father, enclosing twelve tickets for ad-
mission to the Cup Final, which, I presome,
is to be played to-morrow, and asking my
permission to grant you and your friends
leave to see the match.”

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed D’Arcy excitedly.
“How wippin’ of the patah! I—I mean we
should all vewy much like to go, sir, I was
only sayin’ to Tom Mewwy the other day
how nice it would be if we could go and see
the match. If you would only be so kind, sir,
as to gwant us the necessawy permission——"

“That just reminds me,” interrupted the
Head. “You were one of the members of the
team that beat the Grammarians yesterday,
and I have already granted you leave for to-
morrow. As the tickets. allow for twelve,
whyonot take the remainder of the team with

ou?”

“That’s just what 1 would like to do, sir,”
answered D’Arcy, “if only you will say the
word, I will go and tell the fellows wight
now.”

“Very well,” said the Head kindly, “you
may do so; but first of all tell Kildare I
would-like to see him, and if he’s no special
engagement on, I will ask him to accompany
you, in charge of the party.”

D’Arcy hurriedly left the Head’s study. He
found Kildare talking to Gray just outside
the latter’s study. He delivered the message
from the Head. and then hurried off to im-
part the good news to his chums. -

He reached Study No. 10 in a somewhat
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breathless state, and pushed open the door
without knocking.

“0oooh!” shouted Manners, who, by the
force of the fast opening door, had been com-
pletely knocked oft his feet. “You fathead!
Why didn’t you give us warning before
barging into the study like that!”

Arthur Augustus D’Afcy would have
received assault and battery there and then
had not he fluttered the letter he held above
his head for all to see.

“Just a minute, deah boys!” he shouted
joyfully. “I’ve got some good news for you.
We have all been wackin’ our bwains .as to
what to do to-mowwow, with no wesult. Now,
to solve the gidday puzzle, my patah has
come to the wescue.”

“ What—who—which!” shouted Tom Merry
jubilantly, jumping up from his chair and

- sending it flying backwards. “Explain your-
self, chump!”

“Weally, Mewwy,” expostulated D’Arcy, “I
will deal with your insult later. Meanwhile,
you fellahs, I want to tell you that the
patah has weally turned up twumps this
time.” He inserted finger and thumb into the
envelope he held. “See heah for yourselves,
deah boys! Tickets for the Cup Final, and
enough to supply all the gidday team, and
then one to spare!”

“Yes, but—" interrupted Clive.

“The jollay old Head suggests that Kildare
should make use of the spare ticket by com-
ing with us,” continued D’Arcy. “Of course,
I gave the old chap to understand that I
would look after you fellahs, but he couldn’t
have heard me.”

“Go on!” chimed in Levison.

Arthur Augustus buckled to with a will,
and selected a tie which had been knitted
by Ethel Cleveland's gentle hands. He was
not far behind the others, who had mow
gone down to breakfast. v - .

The meal was soon over, and the juniors,
carrying their greatcoats, trooped down the
corridor and out into the Close, where they
were to meet Kildare.

A kindly word from the Sixth Form pre-
fect, and the happy band started for the
station in the best of spirits. .

It only necessitated two changes before the
8t. Jim’s party joined a fast train bound
for Victoria. Once there, they mounted a
bus which carried them straight to the
Chelsea ground, staged ready for the great
battle which was to decide which of the
two teams should carry off the grand silver
tropliy.

Owing to the immense crowd already wait-
ing to gain admission into the ground. it was
some time before Kildare and his party filed
through the turnstiles. Their seats reserved,
they were soon seated in the grand-stand,
where they had a fine view of the ground.

A band, standing in the eentre of the field,
played the tune of “The Conquering Hero,”
and a number of the spectators added, with
voices crescendo, to the strains of the music.

Even the noble swell of St. Jim’s forgot

"himself for the moment, and started to

hum.

“Will you shut up?” demanded Lowther,
who, sitting on the other side of D’Arcy,
gave a gentle shove, pinning the son of Lord
Eastwood between himself and Manners.

D’Arcy turned round on Lowther to wreak
his vengeance upon that worthy, when the
band stopped suddenly, a hush followed, and

1

St. Jim’s
, \'A
The Grammarians.

THE LAST MATCH OF THE
SEASON.

By Richard Redfern, Reporter,

Tom Merry, the skipper of the St.

kicked off.

HE Grammarians won the toss, and
Jim's  Junior

Eleven,

St. Jim’s initiated two spirited
attacks, but were unable to penetrate
the Grammarians’ defence. After fve

minutes’ play, Talbot centred into the goal-
mouth, and in the ensuing scrimmage Merry
gave to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who beat
the Rylcombe goalie with a fast ground shot.

The Grams had a chance to equalise when
their left wing, Monk and Carboy, broke
away, but the effort proved fruitless, the
latter putting well over the bar with a wild,
erratic- shot. Play continued fairly even, but
eventually Monk raced down the wing and
crossed to Gay, the Grams centre-forward.
Gay would have assuredly equalised had not
his shot been luckily diverted behind by
the stout defender, Fatty Wynn, The play
following was rather of a tame character, and
chiefly confined to midfield. St. Jim’s were
ftill leading at “lemon time” by a goal to
ove.

In the second half the Grams opened ex-
ceedingly well, and attacked in spirited
fashion, showing vastly improved form. They
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“Now, would you chaps like to come?”
asked the noble Gussy.

“Yes!” came the unanimous response. “We
would—we would!”

Kildare found a happy party that night
when he looked into the dormitory to turm
out the light and bid the juniors a cheery
good-night.

“Are you coming to-morrow?” asked Tom
Merry of the school captain, as he was about
to leave the dorm.

“Yes,” answered Kildare cheerily.

There was a loud "Hooray!” after wHich
the juniors, one by one, turned into bed.

THE QREAT DAY.

The next morning they were early astir.

“@rand morning!”’ exclaimed Tom Merry,
as he glanced out of the window into the
Close below. “Buck up, you fellows; we
can’t afford to waste much time!”

“Bai Jove, dealr boy!” said Arthur Augus-
tus D’Arcy. “I feel in quite a fluttah.
Which tie do you think is the best out of
these few?” He removed the lid of a hox
which brought to view something like two
hundred ties of various hues.

“Any one, you ass!” answered Talbot jocu-
larly. “Use that golden-edged one, and take
about a dozen spare ones in your wallet, so
as to allow for a few changes en route.”

“Don’t be widic, Talbot! A fellah
can’t—-"

“You chaps ready?” yelled Tom Merry, as
he laid the comb and brush down after com-
pleting his toilet. “I'm going down.”

" “So0 am I,” s#id Manners. “Half a mo’,
while I strap my camera over my shoulder.”

then “God Save the King” rent the air.
The King had arrived to see the match.

Arthur Augustus stood up to attention at
once, forgetting all about the chastisement
he was going to give Lowther.

His Majesty " took his seat, and the St.
Jim’s juniors were able to get a good glance
at him. .

Not two minutes after the Royal ovation
had ceased than another tremendous cheer
came.

The referee was taking the field, and
following him came the robust-looking
players from Huddersfield Town. They were
shortly followed by the Preston team, also
looking fit and well

The formal introduction in midfield took
place, the two captains shook hands, and a
coin went spinning in the air.

It was under a steady wind that the game
was set into motion. . . .

“May the best team win!” came from all
sides. '

“How splendid this is,” remarked Gussy,
looking round. “Weally, I must w’ite and
tell the patah what a weal bwick he is!
What say you, you fellahs?”

There was a united cry of “Yes!”

“He's a jolly old stick, and so say all of
us!” chimed in Manners. .

Suffice it to say that the juniors saw a
real good match that afternoon, and at the
termination of the game filed out with the
erowd in the best of spirits.

D’Arcy emphatically stated on the journey
back to the school that the winners rightly
deserved to win, but the losers were a “twifle
upluckay.”

Just like a D’Arcy version this, tool

oo 0<-0-0-0>0>0 0 RY
immediately forced a couple of corners, the
first of which the wind carried the ball over
the crosshar out of play. The second dropped
well in play, and Wynn saved a long shot,
& real beauty, from Lane, the Grams’ half-
back. St. Jim’s made several spasmodic raids
after this, but failed to again test the goalie.
Levison made a clever run down the wing,
apd,looked very much.like adding to the St.
Jim’s lead, but he was robbed of the ball
by Goggs when just on the verge of getting
in_a 'beauty. Several good runs were then
followed up by the Grams’ forwards, but they
failed to materialise, and the final whistle
t)lew_,l leaving St. Jim’s the victors by one goal
o nil.

D'Arcy, Merry and Talbot played well for
the winners, whilst Goggs and the two backs
proved a sound defence ror the losers. The
result, one may add. speaks well for the run
of the play. .
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THE MYSTERY OF TOM MERRY!

(Continued from page 9.)

“Fathead !”

The Terrible Three sauntered out of gates together, and
there. was a yell from Baggy Trimble as they went.

“Look out for tramps, Tommy !”

Tom Merry did not heed, but his colour deepened as he
walked on with his comrades, and deepened still more as he
caught lurking smiles on the faces of Manners and Lowther.

Monty Lowther especially never was able to restrain his
sense of humour. On his way to execution Lowther certaicly
would have jested, and the kidnapping incident seemed to
afford him a little more room for humour.

On the footpath through the wood, on the way to Wayland,
an ancient tramp came in sight, and he stopped to beg of the
schoolboys. Tom Merry dropped a sixpence into his battered
hat. - As the mendicant walked on, mumbling thanks, Monty
Lowther caught Tom by the arm with a sudden dramatic
start.

“On guard!” he hissed.

Tom gave a jump.

* What—what’s the row?”

“Don’t you think that old johnny is very likely a kid-
napper in disguise?”’

Manners gave a chuckle.

There are times when humour seemed misplaced to all
but the humorist. Tom Merry did not laugh; he frowned. He
was so utterly fed up on the subject that Lowther’s little
joke was the last straw.

« That's the limit!" said Tom, with a flash in his eyes.

“You're a funny ass, Lowther, and Manners seems to enjoy
your funny foolery—so I'll leave you to it!”

‘And with that Tom Merry swung out of the footpath and
walked off by a track in the wood.

¢ Here, hold on, Tommy !” shouted Lowther.
you ass!
duffer !”

“Tommy !” shouted Manners,

Tom Merry did not reply. He was angry—and perhaps,
like the prophet of old, he felt that he did welﬁto be angry.
fle tramped on and disappeared into the wood.

Manners and Lowther looked at one another; and Monty
whistled softly.

“Poor old Tommy! He’s got his back up!” he murmured.

“Tooks like it!” agreed Manners. - - : :

“PDash it all, why shouldn’t a fellow pull a fellow’s leg
a little, if the fellow gives him a reason?” said Lowther
argumentatively.

“You always butt in too much, old chap!” said Manners
judiciously. You haven’t much tact, have you?”

Lowther grunted.

“You've been chipping him as much as I have,” he
answered. .

“Not so much. Still, I don't see why Tommy should get
his back up like this,” said Manners, * When he comes back,
give him a rest, for goodness sake. After all, we ought to
keep together, in case

“In case they were veal kidnappers, and still looking
for dear old Tommy!"” grinned Lowther.

“Well, it’s possible.”

« All things are possible,” yawned Lowther. “It’s possible
ihat the moon’s made of green cheese, but I don’t believe it.”

«T wish he hadn’t left us,” said Manners a little uneasily.
“Tt isn’t like Tom to be ratty. I suppose he was fed up.”

“Oh rot,” said Lowther. “Fellow ought to be able to take
a joke. Let's get on or we shall be late for the pictures.”

¢“But Tom——" ‘

«“He'll come on—his little tempers never last long. We
shall find him in Wayland.”

- “T suppose we shall,” ag.eed Manners.

“0Of course.” - i

The two Shell fellows walked on together and arrived in
Wayland. They were going to see the picture which had
drawn Lowther thither the previous Wednesday—all three
in company this time.” But only two arrived at the picture-
palace—and they looked round for their chum without seeing

“Come back,r

im.

“Ynside, perhaps,” said Lowther.

They went in. In the crowded auditorium it was not
casy to see whether Tom Merry had arrived or not, and the
show was over before Manners and Lowther were able to
look for their chum. They came out rather early, and waited
outside for Tom to emerge- -but he did not emerge. Monty
Lowther had an impatient look

“‘ He didn’t come, after all,” he said. *Bother! After all,
he’s not gone on pictures! He might have come, though!”

“No good hanging about,” said Manners; ‘“we want to

THE GeEM LiBrarv.—No. 743.

I—I didn’t mean to upset your apple-cart, you .

- was very close at hand now.

getdin"before lock-up. Let's hope that Tom will have tea
ready.

And Manners and Lowther walked back to St. Jim’s, both
of them feeling a little sore at the desertion of their chum.-

CHAPTER 1.
: Absent.

6 OT in!” grunted Lowther.
* Bother!” said Manners. .
Study No. 10 in the Shell was empty and deserted
—the fire was out, and there was no sign of tea as
Manners and Lowther looked in. As Tom Merry had not
gone to the pictures after all, they had fully expected him to
return to the school before they did; and they had walked
up the Shell passage without a doubt that they would find
Tom in the study, and a .cheery fire going and tea nearly"
ready. It was not like Tom to nurse wrath—almost incredible
that his annoyance could have lasted through the afternoon.
Manners and Lowther fully expected to see a smiling face
over a ready tea-table—and they were naturally disappointed.

“Bless him !’ said Lowther. “Dash it all, it’s silly to
make a fuss like this! He ought to know I didn’t mean
anything by a little joke.” ’

“ Tain’t like Tom to keep it up,” said Manners.
say he’s dropped in with some other fellows, that’s all.
haps he’s gone to Study No. 6 to tea.”

< Well, we can soon see,” assented Lowther more cheerily.
“I thought we should find him here.”

The Shell fellow went to Study No. 6 in the Fourth, where
he found Blake & Co. at tea. But Tom Merry was not there.

“ Hallo, you Shell bounders, back ?”". grinned Blake. I
hope you haven’t mislaid Tommy, with so many naughty
kidnappers about.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Study No. 6 chuckled.

€ Oh, rot!” said Lowther crossly.
was here.” .

“Then you have mislaid him?” grinned Digby.

“ We went different ways, as it happened,” said Lowther,
not caring to enter into details regardin% the little breeze
of the afternoon. “I thought he would be back before us.
Haven’t you seen him ?”

“ Not since you started out.”

“Qh, blow !” said Lowther. :

He turned away from the study, with a frowning brow. -Of
course, it was only a coincidence that Tom was absent—
but—but somehow it made him think more seriously of the
happenings of the previous Wednesday afternoon. He wished
from the bottom of his heart that he had not parted with his
chum in the wood. And yet—it was all right, there was
nothing in it. Tom was bound to be in by ocic-up, which

Indeed, was it possible that he
was intentionally remaining out till the latest possible mo-
“ment, in order to give his chums some qualms of uneasiness,
as a punishment for their disbelief? The thought made
Lowther angry instead of anxious—and he went back to
Study No. 10 frowning. ;

Manners gave him an nquiring look.

‘& (Can’t hear anything of him,” said Lowther gruffly. * He
might have turned up. It’s rather rotten, in the circs, to
stay out like this. Anyway, let’s have tea.” !

“’Bound to be in before Yong,” said Manners comfortingly.
Then he started a little. *You surely don't think——"

“Of course not,” said Lowther irritably. “We don’t believe
in that silly kidnapping fancy of his, do we?”

“Well, no; but—" .

“He may drop n_sny minute,” said Lowther, “and I
shall jolly well tell him what I think of him for making us
anxious like this.” . ’ .

“Then you're getting anxious?”

“No, I'm not,” snapped Lowther, rather inconsistently; “I
think he ought to have come in, that's all.”

Not in a very cheery mood. the chums of the Shell had
their tea. The spring dusk was thickening, and it was close
on lock-up now; but Tom Merry did not appear during tea.
In spite of themselves, Manners and Lowther could not help
feeling a growing uneasiness.

After all, suppose that Tom had not been mistaken—sup-
pose that the tramps, or footpads, or whatever they were,
had really been kidnappers, as he believed? If they had
been watching for him on Wednesday, they might be watch-
ing again on Saturday—they would know which days were
half-holidays ‘at St. Jim's, when the juniors would be likely
to be out of gates. Was it possible, after all—had they, in
téhelr tl})oughtlessness, allowed their chum to walk alone into

anger ?

It was a disturbing thought—and yet it was accompanied
by irritation, from the possibility that Tom Merry was even
then probably in the school—perhaps talking to Levison &
Co. in Study No. 9, or perhaps chatting with Figgins & Co.
over in the New House. : :

After making game of the kidnapping danger, as they had
done, neither of the juniors felt disposed to walk up and

“1 dare
Per-

T looked in to see if he



gates alone?”

W
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“ Merry !’ repeated Mr. Railton, raising his voice.

The Housemaster was calling the roll, and ‘' Adsum ' came from every fellow, until Tom Mm,,". name wag called.
Still there was silence.
seen Tom Merry since three o’clock ? ’* he called out, looking round. (See this page.)

Mpr. Railton frowned. ‘‘ Has any hoy‘

down and round the house, inquiring after Tom Merry from
‘every fellow they met. It would have been ridiculous, if the
view Agmt they had hitherto taken was the just one. But
was 1t ¢

If Tom Merry had entered Study No. 10, then, certainly
he would have found two very angry fellows to greet him.
But he did not enter—and Manners and Lowther remained
in doubt, not knowing whether to be angry or anxious—
rather a painful frame of mind. ’
" They were relieved when it was time for evening call-over;
the matter would be settled now beyond a doubt. It would
not have been like their sunny-natured chum to cause them
anxiety, annoyed as he was by their doubts; but if that was
80, he would have to turn up in Hall to answer to his name.
Manners and Lowther went downstairs together, and joined
the crowd of fellows heading for Big Hall, looking round
rather eagerly for their chum, but without seeing him.

““Tom Mewwy turned up yet, deah boys?” asked Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, with a smile,

““Haven’t seen him yet,” said Lowther curtly.

Kit Wildrake, who was passing, looked quickly round.

“What's that?” he exclaimed. “Is Tom Merry out of

“He was, this afternoon,” grunted Lowther.
he was asking for trouble, then,” said the
Canadian junior. *You fellows shouldn’t have left him.”

“What rot ! ssid Lowther testily. * Do you believe those
tramps the other day were really trying to kidnap him, as he
faneied ?” i

“Sure!”

“ Then youw're as big an ass as he is,” said Lowther gruffly.
And he went on into Hall with Manners. .

Wildrake made no rejoinder to that rather discourteous
remark; he could read the anxiety under Lowther’s gruffness,
His own faes was dark with thought as he went into Hall
with the Fourth-Formers. Mr. Railton was already there to
take the roll. Manners and Lowther looked anxiously
among the Shell fellows for their chum; but he was not to
be seen. Yeb it was certain that he must have returned to
the school by this time, for the school.gates were now locked.
Unless—unless something had happened—

“1 guess

With sinking hearts the two juniors realised the possibility,
at least, that something had happened.

They watched the doorway, hoping to see Tom hurry in
at the last minute. Baggy Trimble dodged in, late as usual,
as did Racke of the Shell. Then Kildare of the Sixth closed
the door; any that remained out had to stay out till the roll
was called, after that, and to take the consequences of not
answering to their names.

Mr. Railton was calling the roll; and “ Adsum!’ came
from every fellow until Tom Merry's name was called.

“ Merry!” . 3

No answer.

“ Merry!” repeated Mr. Railton, raising his voice.

Silence.

In ordinary circumstances the School House master would
have marked T. Merry as absent, and gone on with the roll-
call. But the circumstances were not ordinary now. After
his injunction to Tom to be very careful indeed to return
before dusk, the junior's absence was a serious matter. Cer-
tainly, in the vircumstances, the captain of the Shell would
not have allowed any trifling matter to make him late for
call over. Mr. Railton frowned, and fixed his eyes on the
group of Shell fellows.

“ Lowther!”

“ Yes. sir.”

“ 1a not Merry present ?”

“ No, sir!” ,

“ Is he in the school1”

“ I do not know, sir.”

“ Were you not with him this afternoon ?”’

Monty Lowther reddened .

“ We parted during the afternoon, sir,” he stammered. “1I
—1I haven’t seen him since three o’clock.”

“ And you, Manners?”’

« T haven’t seen him, either, sir.”

There was a low buzz in Hall now ; it was quite unusual {o
suspend the calling of the roll like this, ‘and all-the fellows
were interested. Mr. Railton’s brows were knitted.

Tue Gex Lirary,—No. 743.
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¢ Has any boy present seen Merry of the Shell since three
o'clock?” he called out, looking round. .

L'here was no reply. Apparently no one had seen Tom
Merry since he had parted with his chums. The silence in
UHall was deep, almost ominous; Monty Lowther had a queer
teeling in his throat. No one had seen Tom Merry since
he had gone into the wood from the footpath, hours ago. He
could not have remained in the wood; yet he had not returned
to the school, or some of the fellows must have seen him.
Where was he? What had happened to keep him away?

“Very well,” said Mr. Railton, after a long pause.
" Kiidare, will you oblige me by taking the rest of the woll?”

“Certainly, sir!” said the St. Jim’s captain.

Mv. Railton left the hall, signing to Manners and Lowther
to accompany him. All eyes were turned on the two Shell
fellows as they followed the Housemaster out.  Arthur
Angustus D’Arcy gave his chums a startled look.

" Wailton seems to think that somethin’ has happened to
old Tom Mewwy !” he murmured.

" What rot!” said Blake uneasily.

" What could have happened?” asked Levison.

**L'hose kidnappahs—"" .

*Oh, rot!” grunted Herries.

* Pewwaps it was not wot, after all, Hewwies.” said Avthur
Augustus sagely. ““Now I come to think of it, you fellows
\\l:[il Wex’nembah that I was not at all suah that it was
all wot.”

I don’t remember anything of {he kind,” grunied Blake.

" Weally, Blake——""

‘“ Silence!” called out Darrell of the Sixth, and the whis-
pered discussion died away.

Kildare finished calling the roll; there were no more
absentees, The assembly broke up, most of the juniors
discussing the absence of Tom Merry, and some of the seniors
deigriing to take an interest in it.
feeling of anxiety among Tom Merry’s friends.

“Of course, it’s plain enough!” Baggy Trimble_told the

other fellows. “T see.it all, you know.”

" Well, what’s so jolly plain?”’ grunted Blake.

“ He’s pulling owr leg,” said Trimble. * Staying out on
purpose to make us believe there was something in the kid-
uapping yarn.”

Blake started a little.

*He wouldn’t!” he said.

" 'Wubbish!” said Arthur Augustus decidedly.
might play a sillay twick like that—mot Tom Mewwy. I
gweatly feah, deah boys, that somethin’ has happened to old
l'ommay. Now, if you fellows had only taken the mattah
sewiously, you know—-""

*Did you take it seriously?” grunted Dig.

*Now I come to think of it, I wathah had a feelin' all
along

" Rats!”

" Weally, you know——".

Arthur Augustus was wise after the event; though his
powerful brain was veering round to the belief that he had
been wise before the event. A good many fellows were
feeling anXiety now, tempered by a sort of exasperated feel-
ing that at any minute the missing junior might walk in safe
and sound and smiling, which would make anxiety ridiculous.
But minute followed minute, and Tom Merry did not
walk in! )

There was a growing

“Twimble

CHAPTER 8.
Where is Tom Merry ?

R. RAILTON had gene to his study, and Manners
M and Lowther followed him there with dismal faces.
They were heavy of heart now; filled with uneasi-
ness, all the more because they could see that the
Housemaster was taking Tom Merry’s absence very seriously
indeed. If Mr. Railton thought that there was cause for
anxiety, undoubtedly cause existed; the two juniors realised-
that. They asked themselves miserably what unhappy conse-
quences were to follow from that idle, thoughtless dispute in
the wood. : g

Mr. Railton regarded the two Shell fellows thoughtfully.

“I gave Merry leave to go out of gates this afternoon, on
the implied condition that he did not go alone,” said the
Housemaster, “I understood that he was to be with you. I
am very much surprised to hear that you separated, in the
circumstances. Why did you do so?” .

Lowther crimsoned.

" We—we had a bit of an argument, sir,”" he said falteringly.

““ Do you mean that you quarrelled *”* exclaimed the House-
master, raising his eyebrows,

*Oh, no, sir!” said Lowther hastily. “We never quarrel!
It was only a little huff, because—because I was pulling his
leg—I mean chipping him.” -

" Where did you separate?”

**In the wood.”

" Where did you go after that?”

“We went on to Wayland, to the pictures.”

*"And where did Merry go?”

“By a path through the wood, from the main footpath.
He couldn’t be lost in the wood,” added Lowther. ¢ He
knew every yard of it.”

" Do you know what his intentions were when he left you?”

" We thought we'd see him again in Wayland,” faltered
Lowther. *‘As he didn’t turn up there, we expected to find
him here when we came back. But we haven’t seen him.”

Mz, Railton pursed his lips.

“Do you—do you think something may have happened,
sir?” muttered Lowther.

“T fear it.”

**Not—not kidnapping——"

*‘1t is only too possible, I fear,” said the Housemaster
quietly,

** We—we didn’'t take much stock, sir—I—I mean we didn’t
take it seriously about—about what Tom told us about the
kidnappers,” stammered Lowther, ¢ We—we thought he
was letting his imagination run a bit, and—and. we chipped
him about it——""

“ That was why you parted?”

“Ye-es!”

1t is very unfortunate,” said the Houseinaster. * How-
ever, we must hope that nothing has happened. I must con-
sult the Head now; you may go.”

Manners and Lowther left the study, feeling miserable
enough. They went up to their own quarters; Study No. 10
in the Shell seemed dreary and dismal without Tom Merry’s ~
sunny face there.

“Thank goodness there’s no prep this evening !"” muttered
Lowther. “ Only mugging up Milton—and we can cut"that.
I don’t think I could do any rotten prep!”

Manners nodded.

““Where the thump is Tom?” he said.

“Have we been a pair of fools?” asked Lowther
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wretchedly. “ Was it all the straight goods, as Wildrake
would say, all the time? After all, Tom was positive about
it, and he’s no fool. If—if anything’s happened to him—after
we parted like—like that——"

Lowther choked. He walked restlessly about the study,
unable to keep till

“ What wouldn’t I give to hear him tramping up the
passage this minute ?”’ said Manners feelingly.

‘“ Lots of things may have kept him out,” argued Lowther.
““Might have gone off somewhere and lost the train back.”

“He might,” said Manners dubiously. “Not likely,
though.”

“Might have gone to the second house at the pictures,”
added Lowther. .

‘“ Um !)’

‘“ I—I suppose it’s not likely.”

‘“He’s not very keen on pictures, and he wouldn’t cut call-
over for that. Blessed if 1 can make it out at all! If—if
those rotters have really got him—""

Lowther gave a groan, ’

“Poor old Tom! Why, if—if it’s so, they may have been
watching us in the wood, ana Tom walked fairly into their
claws. They mi~ht have collared him a few minutes after he
left us, while we were gomng on to those silly pictures like
a pair of silly fools!”

The minutes passed on leaden wings to Tom Merry’'s
chums. They did not feel irclined to go down and face ?ile
crowd in the Common-room; but it was a dismal business
waiting in the quiet study- for the fellow to return who
might never return. There was tap at the door, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy loked in.

‘““Not come back yet?” he asked.

" No.)) . -

‘“Bai Jove! It’s half-past eight,” said D’Arcy. * Some-
thin’ must weally have happened to him.” .

Talbot of the Shell lookea in. His handsome face was
clouded.

“No news of Tom yet?” he asked.

“No !” groaned Lowther. -

“It’s rotten!”

Other fellows dropped into Study No. 10 to ask for news,
and to hear none. Manners and Lowther went downstairs at
last, to seek their Housemaster, and inquire of him. They
found that Mr. Railton had gone out; and after some hesi-
tation, they determined to seek the Head. Dr. Holmes
received them kindly enough; but he could omly tell them
that Mr. Railton had gone over to Wayland to see Inspector
Skeat. The police were to be asked to look into the matter
without delay. That was not much comfort to the two
juniors; it enly impressed more clearly on their minds the
fact that their chum was in danger.

Where was Tom Merry?

That question was being asked, in hushed tones, in both
Houses at St. Jim’s ®s bedtime drew nearer.

The faint hope that .he would return was fading away
now. To stay out till bedtime, and after it, was a serious
matter; no ordinary cjycumstance could cause it. If Tom
Merry did not return by bedtime, it would be because he
could not return—because he was prevented. In Heaven’s
name, where was Tom Merry—what had happened to him?
Monty Lowther felt a pang at his heart when the clock
indicated half-past nine, and Kildare of the Sixth came to
shepherd the juniors off to their dormitories.

Sleep was not much in the thoughts of Tom Merry’s
chums; but they had to go to their dormitory. There were
subdued voices among the Shell; even Grundy looked

muttered Manners.

" thoughtful. Manners and Lowther turned in with the rest

—but not to sleep. ,

It was heavy upon their hearts and upon their consciences
that they had parted with their chum when danger threat-
ened—a danger they had not believed in until it was too
late. They gid not join in the buzz of discussion that ran
from bed to bed; but they did not close their eyes. Long
after the rest of the Shell were asleep, Tom Merry’s chums
lay with wide, wakeful eyes, staring into the darkness, listen-
ing feverishly for some sound that might indicate that the
missing junior had returned.

Midnight tolled- over St. Jim’s at last.
into an uneasy slumber, haunted by dreams.

Monty Lowther turned from side to side, unable to sleep,
tormented by his thoughts. He had parted from his chum
in anger. And now where was Tom Merry? In the silence
of the.dormitory, Lowther groaned aloud. When the half-
hour chimed, Lowther felt that he could endure it no longer;
he must know if there was news. He slipped from bed, hur-
ried on trousers and jacket over_his pyjamas, and left the
dormitory. All was darkness outside; but there was a gleam
of hﬁht from below as he crept towards the staircase. Even

at late hour someone was still up. The light burned

Manners fell

there was a glimmer under Mr. Railton’s study door.
Lowther crept to that dcor and hesitated. But he took

his courage in both hands, as it were, and at last raised his
hqnd and tapped. There was a low, startled exclamation
within, The door opened, and Mr. Railton looked out in
astonishment at the half-dressed junior. .

‘‘ Lowther, what are you doing here?”

Monty Lowther caught his breath.

“I—Fm sorry, sir! I—I couldn’t sleep.
heard anything of Tom yet?”

Mr. Railton had frowned; but his brow cleared as he read
the bitter anxiety in the boy’s pale face.

‘““Nothing yet,” he said kindly. “You should not have
come down, Lowther. We hope for news in the morning.
The police will do everything they can; and to-morrow there
will be a general search. Nothing can be done until then.
Go back to bed, my boy, and sleep.”

“ Yes, sir,” muttered iowther. s
. He crept back to his dormitory. He crept into bed; but
it was not so easy to sleep. Long, long he lay, watching
the high window, and the stars that glimmered and gleamed
in the vault of heaven without—long, with tired but sleep-
less eyes. The sprirg dawn was creeping over the sky when
Monty Lowther closed his eyes at last and slept,

Haven’t you

CHAPTER 9,
Mystery on Mystery.

‘ HERE was Tom Merry?
On Sunday morning there was no answer to the
question that the whole school was asking.

. . There was no news—no word had come of the
missing junior.

There were grave faces on all sides—even Trimble looked
serious now. Where was Tom Merry ?

Even fellows who had not liked him, fellows like Racke
and Crooke, missed his sunny face about the school, and
hoped that no mischance had befallen him. And among the
fellows who liked him—and their name was legion—there was
deep anxiety and gloom.

The theory of an accident had to be dismissed. News of
any accident would have been received before now. But if
no accident had kept Tom away, what had kept him? The
kidnappers! But who and where were they? What was
their object? What was the cause of their enmity towards
a fellow who might have been supposed to have no enemy
in the world? Was Tom Merry a prisoner in some deep,
dark den, or—— The blacker thought the juniors tried to
dismiss from their minds; but it would not be dismissed.
In Monty Lowther’s heart there was a chill terror lest he
had looked for the last time on the living face of his chum.

After morning service in the school chapel the search
began. The whole school was called upon to join in it; and,
with very few exceptions, they were glad enough to join.
Every Form made up a party to search; even the fags of the
Third Form joined it with great energy. The police were
undertaking a search of the old quarries on Wayland Moor;
the possibifity of a grim discovery there was remote, but it
existed. Tom Merry had been a couple of miles from the
quarries when he parted with his chums, and he had not
gone in that direction. But he might have filled in the
afternoon with a ramble on the moor—there was no telling.
From the moment when he had quitted Manners and
Lowther on the footpath in Wayland Wood, all was mystery
—as if the earth had opened and swallowed him up.

Manners and Lowther joined eagerly in the search; and
with them went Kit Wildrake of the Fourth and Talbot
of the Shell. Talbot, though he said little, probably felt
the more; his handsome face was very set. In Wildrake
the juniors placed some faith; they knew of old the Cana-
dian junior’s great skill in picking up tracks. From the
spot where Tom Merry had left his chums the previous day
the quest began; bui even Wildrake skilled in wood-
craft as he was, was beaten.

In the early morning there had been a heavy fall of rain,
and the woods were still dripping with it. Whatever ‘““sign >
Tom Merry migkt have left behind him—whatever sign his
enemies might have left—had been washed away. In the
wet, dripping grass there was nothing for even the Cana-
dian’s keen eyes to rcad. :

But the search went on, on all sides. The woods were
beaten far and wide, and 'Tom Merry’s name rang and
echoed in shouts among the c!d trees. . The old castle on’
the hill, with its underground passage, was searched—the
ruined monk’s cell in the heart of the wood—the island in
the river—the woods, the moor, the lonely lanes. The day
wore on, and there was no discovery. On the morrow, it
was understood, the police were to drag the river—and that
news went like a knell to the hearts of Tom Merry’s chums.
The last and blackest possibility was already being con-
sidered !

Late in the day, the searchers began to drop in at the
school, dusty and tired and unsuccessful, Manners and
Lowther did not return until dusk, and then it was rather
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the hope of hearing possible news, than anything else, that
brought them back to St. Jun’s,

But there was no news,

Mr. Railton had strictly ordered all juniors to be within
gates again before dusk; and the roll was called for the
Lower School. But the prefects remained louger on the
search, There was a bright moon that ecvening, and
Manners and Lowther looked out of the School House into the
moonlit quad, with tired eyes and heavy hearts. They were
utterly weary from the day’s hopeless tramping, but they
would have been glad to join further in the search—but
iliat was not possible. And they felt wretchedly that it was
useless, too—two hundred fellows, as well as the police, had
scarched far and wide, and scarcely a nook or recess in the
whole vicinity had been lefl unexplored. Where could they
look .again—if they did search-——- It was useless, and they
kuew it—but they longed to be doing something—anything
—even fatigue was welcome, rather than idleness while their
chum was in danger.

One by one the prefects came dropping in, or in twos.
Darrell came in with Rushden and Langton. all three of
ihem looking dusty and weary. Darrell called to the juniors
in the doorway as he came in.

“Kildare back yet?”

“Not yetd” answered Lowlher.

Other fellows came in—it vas long past the usual hour
for lock-up—and the gates were closed; but Taggles had not
incked them yet. The stragglers of the search-party arrvived
one by ome.” Lowther and Manners gave each fellow an

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy joined the chums of the Shell in
the doorway. His noble face was dismal in expression.
“IP’s wotten, you fellows,” he muttered, “Poor old Tom
Mewwy! I am feelin’ simply beastly, you know.”
Manners nodded withotut speaking, Lowther
heed. .
“Tf it’s kidnappin', they've got him safe away by this
time,” continued the swell of St. Jim’s. “ Pwobably a

did not

Chums Who are Non-Readers !

case Kildare can’t have wun into them,
come back?” )

“Good heavens!” breathed Lowther.

He stared into the moonlight towards the gates. All the
rest of the searchers had retirned—the latest one an hour
ago. And Kildare of the Sixth was still absent. ’

What did it mean? What could it mean?

“Has he found out anything—and ' have they—"
Lowther muttered. but he did not finish the surmise. If
it was a case of kidnapping, surely the scoundrels were far
enough away by thic time with their prisoner—and in that
case Kildare could not have encountered them. But if it
was not kidnapping—what had become of Tom Merry?
What had become of Kildare?

A crowd- of fellows gathered in the massive old doorway
of the School House, staring into the quadrangle. ~ M.
Railton came back into the House at last, his face dark and
troubled. The glimmer of a lantern at the: gates showed
that Taggles was locking up. Locking up—and Kildare of
the Sixth still out of gates. What had happened?

_ What could have happened? What hideous mystery was
it that was falling like a black shadow on the old school?

Why doesn’t he

Clang !

The rising-Lell rang -out in the clear spring morning.
Manners and Lowther turned out with the rest of the Shell.
with pale faces; they had slept little. The second night of
Tom Merry’s absence had passed—and the first of Kildare’s
—if Kildare truly was missing. He had not returned when
the juniors went to their dormitories on Sunday night. If
he had not come in later—-. .

Manners and Lowther were first down of the Shell. They
found Blakesand Wildrake of the Fourth already down.

“Any news?”’ asked Lowther eagerly.

Blake shook his head, .

“I guess not,” said Wildrake. ‘‘We're hanging about to
catch sight of Railton to ask him—" .

“Did Kildare come back?”

motor-cah, yon know—they would wush him wight away—
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pesywaps into the nexlt countay—not much good lookin’ for
him about heah, if he has been kidnapped. I say, it’s wathah |
odd that Kildare doesn’t come in. I wondah if he’s found
out anythin’.” .

Lowther looked up quickly. .

“They’re all in now but old Kildare,” said Arthur
Augustus. “Mr, Wailton ordahed them all to be back by
eight ab latest—the pwefects, you know, It’s close on nine
now. Pewwaps old Kildare has found somethin’ out—he
wouldn’t stay so late for nothin’.” .

“Tt—it’s possible!” muttered Lowther with a faint hope.

Mr. Railton came to the doorway, and took a long look
into the quadrangle, His facy was set and serious.

After a pause, he went down the ste%;, and disappeared
in the direction of the porter’s lodge. He cdme back in a
few minutes, and his face was darker. He called to Darrell
of the Sixth in the hall.

“Where ‘did you leave Kildare, Darrcll?” :

« On the moor, sir,” answered Darrell. “ We all separated
there, to go different ways and search the whole place.

“Kildare cannot have remained there so long,” said the
Housemaster. ‘It is odd that he does not return.”

“Tf he has found out anything, sir, he might go to the
police-station——""

“In that case he would surely telephone.” The House-
master knitted his brows, “It is very odd.” .

Mr. Railton went to his study, and a few minules later
ho was heard at the telephone. He came out of the study,
and Darrell, who was waiting for him, gave him an inquiring

ook.

«Yildire has not been heard of at Wayland Police
Siation,” said the house-master. “Surely—surely it is not
possible—" He broke off, and went out into the quad,
to the gates. . i

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, in a
aushed voice. *Is—is Kildare goin’ to be missin’, like poor
old Tom Mewwy?”

T.owther and Manners exchanged a startled look.

“Tf it’s kidnappin’, the wottahs are fah enough away
aow, with Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus, “In that

“I'm going to see,” said Lowther.

He hurried to the Sixth Form passage, and tapped af
Kildare's door and opened it. The blinds were still drawn,
t{w room was dusky—and ewmpty. The bed had not been
slept 1n. g

Monty- Lowther caught his breath. Then Kildare had
not refurned—the captain of St. Jim's had been absent
during the night, Lowther rejoined the juniors with a
sombre face,

“Kildare never came back!” he said.

“Then, where is he?”’ muttered Blake,
mean?”’

Lowther shook his head. His face was white. Tom Merry
and Kildare had vanished from the sight of all that knew
them—vanished without leaving a trace behind—and their
fate\’ ‘was wrapped in the darkness of a torfuring mystery.

) THE END.

(What has happened to Tom Mervy and Kildare ?
Read the further developments in this great mystery in
next week’s splendid story entitled:  HELD TO
RANSOM!? by Martin- Clifford. You shculd make
sure of your copy by ordering early.) ’

“What can it all
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The Break of Dawn.

ONALD GORDON and his brother Val,
together with Tommy Binks and
Septimus Todd, leave St. Chris-
topher’s School on an expedition to

the Solomon Islands to join Hector Gordon,
an uncle of the two brothers, who is on a
big plantation there.

Captain Targe, captain of the Wittywake,
and a scoundrel at heart, heard of the
party’s quest. He planned to abandon the
boat, and leave the party to their fate—
this, in order that he might carry out his
plans, and more easily overthrow the wealthy
plantation owner, and obtain hold of his
land. His dastardly scheme proved futile,
however, Taga, the black cabin-boy, warning
the party, and assisting them in making
their escape. They were about to leave in
one of the ship’s small boats, when Anna,
anxious to get away from the harsh treat-
ment of her father, joined them.

Not long after they started on their
perilous sea journey a severe storm arose,
and the party got washed up on the Island
of Pleasure.

They prepared their new home, living on
the products the island offered. Shortly
afterwards the happy party were startled
by the reappearance of the Wittywake out
at sea. Don kept watch, and, to his sur-
prise, saw Targe, together with Ralph, land,
carrying with them*a metal box, which they
deposited in the bed of a pool, to be
guarded by a slimy, tentacled monster of
the deep. Don wisely decided to keep the
grim secret to himself.

It was some time afterwards, when the
party were returning from a picnic, that a
severe storm broke over the island. The
chums were only just able to escape from
their hut, which, with the combined forces
of wind and waves, was brought crashing
to the ground. The party underwent a ter-
rible time that night, the angry waves
farrying them hither and thither in their
ury. i

The storm subsided with the break of
dawn, and of the separated party, Don,
Anna, and Scat were reunited, but of the
others there was no sign. Taga and Anna,
tired after their might of terror, fell asleep,
but the ever-watchful
alert. S8ueddenly he rose to his feet, and,
glancing to his right, saw Turtle Bay. A
sudden gasp broke from his lips. Midway
across the bay, where the sauds ended, a
solid wedge had been cut out of the heart
of the jungle.

It was as though a giant plough had been
driven straight through the thick growth,
clearing everything from fts path.

This grim fact in itself was sufficient to
prove to Don that the little island bad been
directly In the track of the hurricane, and
would bear marks of that gritm encounter
for many years to come.

In the bay there floated dozems of trecs,
which had been uprooted and cast headlong
in't,odtbe sea by the mad fury of the whirling
wind.

It was a scene of desolatiorn which made
Don stand mute for a long moment.

-The difference between the smiling istand
as he and his chums had knewn it and this
great, cloud-encircled place made him realise
the dread power of the elements.

It was a sober and subdued youth who
finally turned and began to move along
towards the edge of the clifi.

“When he came to within a yard or so of
it he haltea, ‘his heart fluttering in his
breast.

He was _almost afraid to look over the
edge; but, mastering his emotion at last,
he took a few paces forward. Then, kneeling
down, he leaned forward and peered below.

A scene of desolation and wreckage met
his eyes. .

.That cleared space, which had once been

Don kept om thel

Our Magnificent Story of Daring and Adventure.

so carefully laid out and tended, was now a
mere rabble heap.

Along the foot of the cliff, in among the
thick boulders, and down to the edge of the
beach, were strewn the timbers and beams
which had formed the little hut.

The fireplace, the cook-house, and Anoa's
shelter—all had vanished; nor was there any
trace of the little fence or the rough
structure which had formed the goat-pen.

Tommy’s fowl-run was a mere twisted mass
of vine-leaves, and there was no trace of its
long-necked, squawking inmates.

By leaning forward and looking down the

face of the clif Don could see that the

waves had actually reached to nearly half-

way up it, and he knew that all the stores,

which had been carefully packed away in

the hollows of the cliff, had been reached
the sea. -

For the best part of five minutes the eycs
of the youngster searched to and fro in the
hollow below, seeking for something live and
moving; but there was ne stir in this deso-

late place, and, drawing back, Don covered

his face with his bands for a moment.

‘ Gone,” he said—** all gone!”

Until this moment he had been buoyed up
by a hope that, by some incredible means, his
chums would be saved. :

That they should be utterly destroyed,
swept away by-the fury of the starm, had
seemed impossible.  But now, after that long
survey of the wreckage, this hope began to
die, and just for a moment a feeling of
despair came over the youngster.

All their toil for many months, their
stores and carefully-arranged plans, their
food and poor belongings, had been swept
away by relentless Fate.

“It wasn't worth while—it wasn't worth
while!"”" Don muttered to himself. “It
doesn’t seem fair! Why should they have
been wiped out like this? What harm have
we doue to anyone? It is a shame—it is a
shame!” .

As he stood there, full of bitter thoughts,
he heard footfalls, and, as he lifted his head,
Anpa came running across the ground
towards him, and he rose slowly to his feet.

Anna caught him by the arm, looking up
wfwith red-rimmed eyes into his haggard young
ace.

“Where are they, Don? Have you found
any traces of them?” s
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She looked at him eagerly.

Don waved his hand towards the edge of
the cliff.

‘“They are all gone, Anna!" he said, in
a low, grim voice. “ It doesn't seem worth
while looking for them!”

He gulped painfully, thea went on.

“ They have vanished!” - :

Don Gordon was in the despair which
comes to the best of us at times, and he
had to admit afterwards that it was Anna
who played the better part then.

The girl's eyes flashed angrily.

She sprang away, with a stamp of her tiny
foot on the wet, sodden ground.

‘1 am ashamed of you—ashamed of you!”
she said. ‘ Why should you think they are
all dead? Of course they would not be down
there!”

Again she stamped her foof.

“You are alive, but you would not be
alive if you were down there now!”

Then her mood changed quickly, and she
reached forward, catching him by the hand.

“Come on, Don!” she said. “ We are
going to find them! They must be some-
where, and we've got to look for them!”

She turned, and dragged him along the
clif towards the sloping ground, and, as
they turned to descend to the heach, a shout
followed them.

Taga appeared from among the trees.

He was carrying a handful of dried wood,
and he hurried to them, following them
down the slope.

When he came within earshot he called to
them.

“We ‘go light fire, first thing!”
cried. *“Make smoke signal!” X

The black face widened into a grin.

““That fella Tommy see smoke, him know
breakfast somewhere! Him come along,
sure!”

In his humble way, Taga was revealing a
conifidence which made Don almost ashamed
of his own doubts.

“That's right, Taga!” he said. * You
make a fire. No doubt they have got scat-
tered all over the place, but when they see
the smoke they will come back.”

Taga grinned. .

Yet when Taga and Anna finally cleared
the boulders, and beheld for the first time
that terrible scene of wreckage, they halted
and stared at each other for a moment.

And it was Don who made the first move
towards lighting the fire-signal. .

He cleared the space of baked earth which
had been their fire, and called to Taga. "

“1t is up to you to make fire now, Taga,’
he said. *I am afraid my burning-glass is
no good without the sun. Come along, old
chap! Get to work!”

Taga came running up to where the young
leader stood, and nodded to his friend.

“That all right, Master Don,” he said.
“Taga make fire all right—you watch!”

The dried pieces of bamboo cane, which
the native had found in the shelter of the
trees,” were placed in position, and Taga
set to work. .

He used a hard strip of wood, which he
proceeded to rub to and fro on the centre
of the bamboo.’

Don and Anna watched him with breath-
less interest. -

It was the first time that Taga had made
fire, and to Don the process was a bewilder- -
ing one, for he himself had often essayed it
in_his old scouting days in England.

Perhaps it was the turn of the wrist, or
the pressure which Taga exerted, which
brought abouf triumph. :

In ten minutes a little curl of smoke was
arising from the centre of the pile of bamboo;
then Taga, taking some of the powdered
pith, blew gently on to the tiny flame, which
presently brightened, and a fire was started.

A hunt was made for dried brushwood then,

TrE GeM Lisrary.—No. 743.
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a difficult task, but sufficient was found at
last to make a real blaze. .

Anna, routing about among the debris, had
wanaged to find an unbroken cup. .

This she filled from the gushing spring.

A further search produced some soddened
fruit and one or two yams; but, as far as
Anna could see, the rest of her precious,
laboriously-gathered larder had vanished.

“ Don, it’s dreadful! To think that
only yesterday we were so happy together
licre in our beautiful hut!” Anna wailed.

And it took all Don’s powers of persuasion
to cheer the -weeping girl.

Don and Taga had moved off after the meal
to a pile of boulders on the left, when the
former heard a faint cry coming from a heap
of rocks.

With a shout, Don darted up the
boulders, and when Taga rcached his side
he found the leader kneeling in a crevice
amidst the rocks, -with a Nanny resting
across his knees. b

The poor animal was almost dead, but
Don, lifting it in his arms, carried the wet,
shagegy beast back across the boulders and
up to the fire.

“Anna—quick! Come here!” he called to
Some Girl, who had moved off up the beach.

Anna, coming up, gave a cry of delight,
and ran towards Don, dropping on her knees
beside the goat.

The poor creature opened its eyes, and gave
a faint grunt.

‘det’s a good sign—a good sign. Don!” she
said.

She looked up and smiled at the white-
faced youngster.

“If Nanny is alive—has been saved, then
the others will have been saved as well!”

She began to attend to the beast, Taga
lending a hand. ) .

Then, after her gentle administrations,
Nanny revived, and finally was able to stand
up.

“Her do all right, Miss Anna,” Taga said.
“She no worse for dat wash.”

Anna smiled at him, but when the native
had moved oft she put her arms round the
neck of the animal and gave it a warm hug.

“The sea didn't take you, after all, dear,”
she said; “and we've got to find the others
now."”

Captain Targe Again!

HEN the fury of the breaker smote
the hut into atoms the solid roof
fell inward, and the surge of the
returning wave, which had carried

Don away with it, with one bump drove the
faced lattice-work of bamboo cane and palm-
feaves with it.
_Tommy had bheen standing under the roof
as it fell, and bis head and shoulders had
come through au intersect of the cane. i
That first blind rush had seen him clinging
like a limpet to the bamboo fronds, and,
smothered though he was.in the foam, he

" managed to draw himself forward until he

was lying flat on his face on the creaking,
crazy platform. :

The raft was carried straight down the
beach, and, thanks to its buoyancy, was
suicked on in the heart of the wave, to float
over the hollow between the breakers.

An eddy of wind, which had cleared the
protection headland, smote the crazy raft
and drove it forward. so that when the next
breaker broke on the reef, and came rushing
up, the raft just escaped the mad stampede

- of-foam and water, although the tail-end of

the wave tilted it at a dangerous angle, and
drove it sideways for fifteen or twenty yards.

Tommy was clinging with toes and hands
like a limpet as the light raft was swept
away like a leaf, and when it righted itself
again the youngster gave vent to the first
sound he had uttered since the catastrophe
had happened. - :

“Where—where the deuce are we®”

His thin, piping voice was drowned in the

. roar of the wind. but, to his relief, he heard

a reply.

There was a rustle among the wet strips
of bamboo, and a hand crossed his, which
he clutched at.

- “Who is that? Who's that?" Tommy
hawled.’
“All right, old chap—it's me! And l've

got hold of Scat!”

It was Val's voice that sounded. a weak,
thin tone, and Tommy tightened his grip on
the hand.

“tuick-help me! I-—-1 am holding on to
Scat!”

Val had come out of that maelstrom
clinging to Scat, and the two locked shapes
had bheen hurled bodily into the heart of
the wave, to be thrown about like so much
flotsam.

They had come to the surface for a moment
close to where the raft was floating, and it
had been pure ¢hance which had made Val
grip at one of the slender bamboo fronds and
hold on there.

They came onward, driven by the wind,
which had thrust the raft away from the
track of the wave, and had drawn Val with it.
As the raft had tilted it bad slipped under
the youngster, almost scooping him out of
the sea.

Now, Tommy, going to Val's assistance,
found Don’s brother’s arm tight round the
limp shoulders of Scat, and, with Tommy’s
aid, the long body of the tutor was dragged
on to the creaking mass of lattice-work
which was their refuge from the waves.

A miracle of providence had taken place.

Had it been another kind of craft which
had given them shelter, it would have been
smashed to pieces a hundred times; but this
light mass of bamboo cane and leaves offered
no resistance to wind or rain.

They were in the full track of the hurri-
cane, and the wind drove them along like
a storm-tossed leaf.

Val lay on one side of Scat, his arm still
round the shoulders, his other hand and feet
twisted into the network of leaves and
chéxes; while Tommy hung on from the other
side.

And so the three wet, unfortunate cast-
aways went driving down the full lenzth of
Turtle Bay.

Now and again, through the vivid flashes
of lightning, Val could see the wet, glisten-
ing shapes of Tommy and Scat.

The rain pouring down on them made it
almost impossible to breathe, and a numbed
stupor fell on Val, in which all sensation
antk}ﬂme and action vanished.

Just: where they went to, and how they
were drifting, was a mere tangled outline of
a mnightmare. :

Once he remembered raising his head as
another flash of lightning sped through the
darkness, and he saw close to them a great
heetling crag of black cliff.

For a moment he thought the raft woyld
be tossed against the cliff and torn to pieces,
but they were swirled on again.

He knew - afterwards that

it w
entrance to Dugong a5 She

Cave which they had
passed theu; but at the moment i em
to Val that it was i T geemed
the mouth of an awe-
some pit ~which they
were driving towards.

A few moments later,
when the next flash
came, the black clift
had  vanished, and
there was nothing
round him, so far as
hie could see, but
seething, white-flecked~
waves,

His arms hecame
numbed, and he felt fd
that at any moment A
the overtaxed museles
would relax; but he
hung on like grim
death, knowing that
without his help
Tommy would not
have the strength to
Lold the body of the
tutor on the crazy raft.

How long that ter-
rible journey lasted,
Val never knew, but,
suddenly, with a swift-
ness which seemed in-
credible, the buffeting,
blustering wind ceased.

A few minutes later
the raft was floating
without tilt or sway,
and only the steady
downpour of the rain
remained to remind

Another Instalment of This Magnificent Serial Next Week!

A long-drawn sigh sounded: then Tommy's
voice was raised in a quavering inquiry.

“Now, what the deuce has happened to us,
Val?” he asked.

Cold, and nearly exhausted as he was,
Val could not help grinning at the note
of aggrieved annoyauce in Tommy’s voice.

“W-where are we going to—d-down a
slide or something?”

Val moved his numbed limbs, and managed
to raise himself to a sitting position.

“I think we are round on the leeward side
of the island, old chap,” he said. *We've
been blown into some bay which is sheltered
from the storm.”

“Then, for goodmess’ sake let’s keep in
here!” said Tommy, a thankful break coming
in his voice.

“I am afraid we cannot help ourselves very
much, old man,” Val returned. “We've just
got to trust to luck.”

A long silence fell. :
Val could feel that the raft was floatin
on slowly. Then suddenly there was a
tremor, and he heard the soft grind of sand

under the forepart of the leafy structure.

“Quick, Tommy—I think we’'ve got ashore!
Look out, old chap!”

Val rolled his cold, numbed figure over
the edge of the raft, and lowercd himself
cautiously into the sea.

To his relief, his feet touched bottom—a
soft, firm,. sandy bottom.

“All right, Tommy! Come along and help
me with Scat!”

In the darkness the two chums groped for
their unfortunate companion, and Scat was
dragged off the raft. Then Tommy and Val,
carrying him between them, waded into -the
darkness, until at last they found themselves
pacing over hard sand.

Tommy’s strength gave way then, and Val
felt him totter and fall. . . -

“I—I have had enough of it, old chap!"
the fat youngster said. “I don’t think we
can go any farther!” :

Yal drew Scat round, and scated himself
beside Tommy in the darkpess. .

Then Val, leaning over the tutor, placed
his ear to his friend’s wet chest and listened
for a moment. by

The quiet beating of the heart came to his
ears, and he drew a hreath of relief.

“Scat’s all right, Tommy!” he said. “He
}mgl}’t gone; but I—I was bhalf-afraid he
had!”

Some time later the rain ceased, and Val
found himself sinking into a troubled slumber.

A number of dreams. haunted him, in which
Captain Targe and Ralph were hopelessly
involved; then presently his confused dreamsg

(Continued on next page.)

them of the storm out
of whieh they had
passed, as a man
passes from darkness
into a lighted room.

Val Qordon stared for a long moment at the tall,

threatening figure which stood between him and the

sky. Then, as his eyes grew accustomed to the light,
he recognised Targe.

Printed nandmpublisneu every JVednesday by the Proprietors, The Amaigamated Press, Limited The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.U. 4.

ed for
rateg: Inland, lls. per annum;
Saturday, May 6th, 1922,

Oanadian ‘Magazine

Post.

or six months,
and: Messrs, Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for Canada: The Imperm_l\‘egsnpou Ltd, (Canada).

Advertisoment’ offices: The Ficetway Houss. Farringdon Street, London, E.0.4. Bubscription
63. 6d. for six months. Abroad, 8s. 104. per annum; 4s. 5d f
News Agoncy, Ltd Bole agents for Australia and New Zeal

8ole agents for South Africa: The Cettral



crystallised, and they reached a point where
he heard quite clearly the voice of Targe,
threatening him with some dire penalty.

In his sleep he felt a cold terror sweep
over him, and he tried to cry out.

S0 clear and distinet did the voice sound
that Val suddenly started up to a sitting
position. -

He found himself looking into the face of
the very man who had haunted his dreams!
Val Gordon stared for a long moment at
the tall, threatening figure which stood
between him and the sky. Then, as his eyes
grew accustomed to the light, recognition
came into them, and, with a startled ery, the
youngster drew himself to his feet.

A harsh laugh broke from Targe’s lips,
and, leaning forward he gripped Val by the
shoulder

“Oh-ho!” the deep voice boomed. “S8o you
are not so dead as I.thought you were!
Here you, Ralph, come along—quick!”

Under that powerful grip Val was help-
less, and.Targe, swinging him round, brought
Val face to face with Raiph.

Behind Targe’s associate were a couple of
the native crew armed with rifles.

It was only then that Val saw the Witty-
wake lying at anchor close to the shore.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

his face was twisted into an ugly sneer as he
looked at the trio of chums.

“I told you they’d turn up again,” he said
over his shoulder to Targe; “but you never
would believe me.”

He nodded to Val.

“Where are the others?” he demanded.
“Where's that confounded brother of yours?”

Trapped though they were, Val’s caution
did not desert him, and he managed to

1

exchange a warning look with Tomm, and
Scat.

There was no need for them to be told they
were in danger. Targe and Ralph had already
revealed themselves as their enemies, and
under no circumstances would Val play into
their hands.

(Another splendid instalment of this
grand serial next weel:.)

JOIN THE RALLY-ROUND CLUB NOW.

The title of this club speaks for itself.
Every member of the club rallies round the
“Gem ” Library, and does his or her best
to introduce it to new readers. Members
are asked to write and criticise the various
features in the paper, and any helpful sug-
gestions will be published in the Chat page,
together with the name and address of the
reader. Any member sending a letter which,
in my opinion, contains anything of interest
to other members of the club, will be
awarded a special money prize.

All one has to do to become a member is
to cut out the coupons from two issues of
the “Gem ” Library—the one from this week’s
issue and one from next week will answer the

purpose—pin them together, and post them
to “The Preﬂdent The Ral!v-Rouud Club,
The ‘Gem'’ Otﬂces, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.”

Every reader joining the Club is
specially requested® to obtain a NEW
reader for the ‘“ Gem ’’ Library, and
get him or her to join the Club.

To each member joining I am going to for-
ward, FREE, a Splendid Art Portrait of Jack
Comwall V.C. This splendid picture is well
worth frammg, and would make a splendid
addition to anyone’s den.

Get to work right now, and introduce you”
new reader.

By this time Tommy and Scat had been

roused by the deep voice of their ancient
enemy, and at a command from Targe the
armed natives covered the youngsters with
their weapons.

Tommy and Scat were forced to rise, and
Targe, releasing his grip on Val's shoulder,
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Ralph placed himself beside Targe, and
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broke the world's record by covering
34,366 miles in 365 days is explained in
ourart catalogue. Write TO-DAY
for free copy—brimful of in-
formation about bicycles and
contains  gigantic photo-

graphs of our latest models.

MEAD CYCLE CO. (Inc.)
(Dept. B80T )
Birmingham

. lack of energy, will-power, or mind concentration?

BOYS! MAKE A SHOCK COIL FOR 1/91

SH CKING COIL ﬂESetufPartsformakmg,l/’B 1
ATTERY PARTS, 1/6; postage 3d. each. ELECTRO |}
MAGNFT 10d.; , postage ‘d (Lifts 1:pound.) Boxl
ELECTRICAL EXPERIMENTS, 2/9; postage 4d.
VERTICAL STEAM ENGINE, 7/6; postage, etc., 9d. 1
P 4-Volt DYNAM 12/6. 1
» BELECTRIC L!GHT — Battery, Switch, Wire, Lamp,
Holder, Reflector, Instrucuom. ete., 4/9 postage 6d.
Larger rize, 8/6; postage 9d. (Catalogue 44d.)
Motor, 3/9.—HARBORNE SMALL POWER CO.,
3B LAE). OUEEWS ROAD, ASTON RIEMINGHAM .l

FREE §—50 STAMPS, all different, to those sending 3d. (im
§ stamps) for postage and packing, and asking to see Approval
" Sheets.—M. FLORICK, 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, LONDON, S8.E.15.

CUT THIS OUT

# The Gem.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 7 of these coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, E.C.4. You will receive by return a Splcndld
Brmsh Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain- Pen, value 10/6 (Fins,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupen is sent, the price is 3/9, 2d. being
“allowed for each extra coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clxp, 4d. extra.) This great
offer is made introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the GEM readers.
Batisfaction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign post extra.
Lever Self-Filling Model, with safety Cap, 2/- extra.

The‘FLASHINC’PISTOL

3 The most ingenious
5 Toy Pistol ever
d offered. By a clever

arrangement of a
flint striking cn metal every
time Trigger is Pressed a Real

Flash is made—quite harmless. No Ammunition

.9 required for flash. Fires Capsin the ordinary way.

Takes 100 at one loadmg Strongly made of Black
Japanned Metal. 43 x 4 ins. Only 1/8 (Worth 'Donb]e)
Postage 3d. extra. THE REPEATING PEA PISTOL, 1/3.
Takes 17 shots at one loading and firesone at a hme each
time the trigger is pressed. Strong Black Metal,
Length 5} ins. Only 1/4 (Worth Double). Postage 2d.
extra. Delight or Money Back. Lists Free.

Pain’s Presents House, Dept. 8L, Hastings.

‘DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENGE ?

Do you ever feel ““ all of a tremble ”? Do you feel awkward in the
presence-of others? Do you have ‘‘ nervous or mental fears  of any
kind? Do you suffer from involuntary blushing, nervous indigestion,
Do you shrink
from the company of menor women, soclal«ﬂ*hermgs speech-raking,
conversation, playing or ‘‘ appearing in public ”’? Learn how to
changeyourwhole mental outlook by sending at once 3 penny stamps
for particulars of guaranteed cure in 12 davs —GODFRY ELLIOTT-
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Gircus, London, E.C.4.

MONTHL O et Jor Catlp,
i @ Send for Catalogue.

Lady’s or Gent’s Brogue Shoe, Black or Tan,
only 30/-, on ecasy terms 3/- now and 3/=

,; S monthly. Send 3/- and say size required.
A All other kind of Boots and Shoes same

i terms. Write for Catalogue.
Am{v’

MASTERS, Ltd,,

24,Hope Stores, Rye,

WHY BE sHoRT ?—Il a few extra inches are what you need,
commence the Girvan Scientific Treatment

at once. Carried out in vour own home, quite privately. Your friends wili
be astonished atv the nnprovement in your appearance. Students report
from 2 to 5 inches increase. You will work, eat, and sleep better. Seud
P.C. for particulars and £100 gnarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT. AM.P.,
17, STROUD GREEN ROAD, LONDON, N.4.

HAG'G Tnchs etc.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloguist’s
)

Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Price6d.each,4forl/-.—T.W. Harrison,239, Pentonville Rd.,London,N.1.

WONDERFUL MAGIC PENCIL!—Writes Invisiblein Colours ! Useful
to write secret letters, ete. Full directions. S8end P.O. 1/- for packet 6
Pencils.—A. E. MAXWELL (Dept. 7P), GEORGE STREET, HASTINGS.

ALL APPLICATIONS
" FOR . .
ADVERTISEMENT
SPACE . . . .

LSRR SRS T
in this publication skopuld be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
.. UNION JACK SERIES, ..
Thc Fleetway House, Farrmgdnn St
London, EC4. .. .

. 143.
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A Splendid FREE

‘PHOTOGRAPH of
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“FANNY"” WAL.
DEN, actually. IN
ACTION on the
field of play, pre-
sented with this issue.
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HORACE RATCLIFF, M.A. (s T ot

Another Splendid Art Portrait Study Next Week,

Every
Wednesday.




