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Tom Merry’s cousin, home from South Africa, gives Tom a packet, worth a fortune,

to look after—and five minutes later the packet is stolen!
ripping yarn of grand adventure and super-thrills!

CHAPTER 1.
A Surprise for Tom Merry !

113 ASTER MERRY !”
Tom Merry did not reply. He was sitting at

the table in his study in the School House at St.

Jim’s, with his chin in his right hand, and his
elbow resting on the table, and his brows contracted in a
portentous frown.

A page of German prose was before him, and Tom Merry
was apparently trying to make out what it might pos-
sibly mean, and, to judge by his expression, without much
success.

“Master Merry 1”

Binks, the School House page, put his head in at the
door. Binks had a letter in one hand, and en obliging
smile on his face. He was not bound to bring up lettets
to the junior studies; but he would have done that, or any-
thing else, for Tom Merry. For the frank, genial hero of
the Shell was just as much a favourite below stairs, in the
School House, as he was with his own Form-fellows. There
K.ere few people who could see Tom Merry without liking

im.

“Master Merry !”

“Br-rr-r I” said. Tom Merry, without looking up.
you see I’'m busy?”’

“Yes; but Master Merry——"
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“Can’t

That’s the beginning of this
Start on it right away!

“Can you translate German, Binks?”

“Lor’ bless yer, no!” gasped Binks.

“Then get out!”

«Eh 7
. “Get out! I'm busy! Fm going to extrect some mean-
ing from this blessed German, if I burst a boiler! There
must be some meaning in it, because Goethe wrote it. I
can’t see any at present, but I'm going to stick to it. Run
along and play !”

“

i)

“If the Head wants me, tell him I'm busy. If it’s Mr.
Rasiton, say 1 can’t come. If it's Kildare, give him a
thick ear, with my kind regards! Bunk!”

u;

“Buzz off 1”

“But it's a letter, Master Merry.”

“I’ve got enough letters here, and each one
spider’s leg I growled Tom Merry.

“It’s a letter for you——"

“You can leave it. Be off I

Binks grinned. Tom Merry had not even looked up
during the dielogue. His forehead was wrinkled ferociously.
If he did not succeed in making that German mean some-
thing, it would not be for want of concentrated effort.

Binks was about to lay the letter on the table. and retire,
when Monty Lowther and Manners came into the study.
Lowther and Manners were Tom Merry’s study-mates and
his chums in the Shell Form.

like a
“Can’t you buzz off ?”

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



TOM MERRY!

3

JUNIORS SEARCH. FOR MISSING DIAMONDS!

RYLCOMBE WO 0D

By MARTIN CLIFFORD. e

Lowther jerked the letter from Binks' hand.

“This for me?” he demanded.

“No, Master Lowtlier; it’s for Master Tom.”

“Rot! I'm expecting a letter!” growled Lowther. “I
dare say this is for me, and the wrong name has been
put on by mistake. What do you mean by bringing up a
lletter into this study without e silver salver, Binks? Take
that 1”

Lowther said “Take that!” in a truculent tone—but
“that ” was a& sixpence, which Binks took, with a cheerful
grin. He left the study, and Lowther turned the letter over
in his hands.

“I say, Tom, here’s a._letter for you.”

“I'm busy.”

“Now, don't be an ass! You know how jolly short of tin
we are, and it’s tea-time. There may be something in it.”

“I'm busy!”

“But look here, you ass, here’s a letter which may
contain—"

“Well, open it, then, and don’t bother me!”’

“Oh, all right!”

Funds were held in common in Tom Merry's study, and
the chums had no secrets from-one another. Lowther slit
the envelope and toek the letter out.

He gave an expressive grunt as he unfolded it.

“Huh! No postal order!”

“Don’t talk while I'm doing German.”

“8hall I read the letter out to you?”

“No!” roared Tom Merry. “Read it to yourself!”

“There may be something——"

“Bosh 1”

«Bype?

“Shut up!”

:‘ Oh, all right! You don’ want me to read it to you?”

< No t”

“Then T'll read it to Manners,” grinned Monty Lowther.

“Mauners, dear, come listen here. ¢My dear Cousin
Tom-—-""’
“Hallo! I didn’t know Tom had any dea# cousins.”

“Oh, he's only rotting!” growled Tom Merry. “My
cousin’s in South Africa. Why don’t you ring off, Monty ?”

“Honest Injun! * My dear Cousin,—I'm in England quite
unexpectedly, and I want to see you upon important
business.” ”

“Don’t be an ass!”

“1 tell you that’s what’s written here. Lowther
broke off. “I say, Tom, you'd better read this yourself.”

“T won’t!” roared Tom Merry.

“But—""

“Go on, and get it over!”

“Very well. ‘I'm in England quite unexpectedly, and I
want to see you upon important business. I do mnot wish to
come to the school, so I have put up in Rylcombe for the
present, and I should like you to come out and meet me.
T will be at the stile, in the lane, at eight o’clock this even-
ing. Come if you possibly can, as it is of more importance
to both of us than I can explain in a letter. Keep it a
secret until you have seen me—even from your most inti-
mate chums.”

“Phew [” exclaimed Manners.

“¢Your affectionate cousin, Herbert Dorrian.””

“Rats!” said Tom Merry,

“Look here, Tom—>

“If you've done rotting, let me get on with my German.
I've simply got to get through this thing, if it costs me a
leg 1”

32

“But this letter———

“Blow that letter!”

“Look here——" Monty Lowther shoved the letter fairly
under Tom Merry's nose. “Read it yourself, you ass!”

A glance at the letter was sufficient to show that Monty

Lowther had not, as he had imagined, been making it up as
he went along. -

“My hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry:

“You see, it’s there !” said Lowther. - “I’'m sorry I read it
now. But you really made me.- If I'd had the least notion
that there was anything private in the letter——"

“You couldn’t—it’s all right. I don’t know that I should
keep a secret from you two, anyway. Of course, yow'll keep
it dark.”

“Yes, rather!” .

“Blessed if I can understand it, though,” said ‘Lom Merry,
looking utterly puzzled. “What can- Dorrian be doing in
England all of & sudden, and why. should he keep.it a
secret? ‘Why ‘can’t he come up to the school?”?

“There’s something curious about it.”

“By Joye, there ist”

“He might be in trouble of some sort,” hazarded
Manners., “Whet sort of a chep is this cousin of yours?”

Tom Merry shook his: head.

“Ican hardly sey. I heven’t seen him since I was a kid,
and I hardly remember him. He writes to my old
governess, Miss Fawcett, every now and then, from South
Africa, and he’s sometimes sént me little things. I always
thought he was a decent sort, but I don’t know much about
him, This is awfully queer!”

“I 'suppose youw'll meet him ?”

“T suppose I must,” said Tom Merry, wrinkling his brow.
“It’s awfully queer, though. I don’t like keeping secrets.
And we lock up before eight mow. I shall have to ask
Kildare for a pass_out,”

“The skipper will give you a pass all right, Tom, e
knows chaps belonging to this study never get into mischief
of any sort.”

“Oh, don’t be funny, Monty!” Tom Merry rose from
the. table. “Hang it! What the dickens can the lctter
mean ?”

“Give it up.”

“I wish I could; but I must do as Dorrian says.”

“T suppose so.”

“Blow that German! I shall give that up, anyway.”
Tom Merry looked over the letter. “What can it possibly
mean ?”’

“Ask us another.”

“Why can’t he come up to the school ?”

“ Blessed if I know.”

“And why should I keep it dark ?”

“It’s a giddy mystery.”

“Blow!” said Tom Merry. “If there's anything I hate
it’s a mystery. I can’t stand a chap with a secret, and I
hate keeping one. I really dor’t know why my cousin bas
come all the way from Africa to interrupt my study of
German.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Better meet him, though, Blood is thicker
than ’bacca-juice.”

£ shall’ meet him! Hang it, though; I don’t like
keeping secrets !”

nd Tom Merry crushed the letter into his pocket, and
wetnt off to ask Kildare of the Sixth for a pass out of the
gates.

CHAPTER 2.
Jack Blake Has His Suspicions !

“ AT Jove! Here he is!”
It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth
Form at St. Jim’s who uttered the ejaculation.
He was standing at the door of Study No. 6, in the
Tourth Form passage, and he turned his cyeg%ass upon Tom
Merry as the hero of the Shell came along
“Pway stop a minute, Tom Mewwy.”
“Can't!”
“BaiJove! Ilec’s in a bad tempah!”
“Rats!”
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“If'you say.

& Mo{'e rats!

“Bai Jove, I—-”

“Hold on, Merry!” shouted Jack Blake from the study.
*1 want to speak to you! Don’t be a fng {53 g

Thus adjured, Tom Merry came to a halt. He looked into
Study No. 6, where Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy, the
ehums of the Fourth, dwelt together in more or less of
harmony. Harmony seemed to be reigning. there at the
present moment; the chums of Study No. 6 had been deep
m a discussion when the Shell fellow came by.

“What's the trouble?” asked Tom Merry. “Buck up!
¥m in a hurry }?

“Why, what’s on?”

“Qh, nothing! What do you want?”

Blake looked at him. : 3

“There’s nothing on, and yet youre in a hurry,” he
remarked. “Tommy, my son, you are trying to deccive
your uncle.” 1

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Tom Merry.
you want, or I'm off !

“To come to business—"

“Buck up!” .

“Jt is pwactically imposs for my fwiend Blake to buck up,
Tom Mewwy, if you keep on intewwuptin’ him.”

“Oh, ring off, Gussy !” said Blake ungratefully. “Now,
Merry—""

. “Weally, Blake——" . B .

“Now, Merry, we’'ve been thinking in this study that the
New House chaps have been getting oo cocky lately, and we
think it’s about time they were taken down a_peg or two.
We were thinking of a Triple Alliance—us at the head, you
three Shellfish, and Noble and his gang from the end study—
to put Figgins & Co. through a regular course of surprises.
What do you think of the idea ?”

“Qh, it’s all right!” Ve 5

“You don’t seem so jolly enthusiastic about it.”

“Bai Jove, no!”. . < k ; i

“We’re thinking of beginning this evening, with a raid on
the: New House,” said Digby. “What do you say? A
general rendezvous at eight o’clock 2

Tom Merry started.

“Right o’clock ?”

“Yaas, wathah!1”

“ Sorry—can’t be did "

“Why not?” 2

“I—I've got an .cngagement this evening,” stammered
Tom Merry. “I—I'm going out.”

“Youwre going out ?”

“Yes.” Sorry. So-long!”*

“Here, stop a tick—"

“Must be off. Sorry!”

And Tom Merry disappeared down the passage.
chums of the Fourth Form looked at one another. .

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, polishing his
cyeglass in a thoughtful manner. “It wathah looks to me
as if Tom Mewwy had somethin’ on his mind.”

“ What-ho !” sa1d Herries.,

Jack Blake grinned.

“I should rather say so,” he remarked.
quite red. Of course, it’s perfectly simple.”

“Bai Jove! I don’t see it.”

“There’s a jape on, ass—"

“I wefuse to be called an ass—"

“Duffer, then—it’s immaterial. There’s a jape on, and
it’s up against us. That’s why Tom Merry turned red, my
sons!” said Blake sagely. “What’s he going out for?
What’s his giddy engagement ?”

“It’s vewy pwob, bai Jove!”

“He declines the alliance,” said Blake. “Well, let him
rip. He’s got something on—and so have we. We can let
Figgins & Co. and the %\Iew House rest for a bit, We are
on n this scene, my sons!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Tom Merry has an engagement at eight o’clock, has he ?”
grinned Blake. .“T think we have an engagement about the
samo time, in the same place.”

“Ha, ha; ha!”

“We’ll keep our optics on this giddy youth. He mustn't
be encouraged to jape a chap older than himself.”

“Qldah, deah boy ?”

“Well, I've been at St. Jim’s longer,” said Blake.
“Practically older. We’re on in this act. We shall have an
engagement in the same spot, and if we don’t frustrate their
knavish tricks, you can use my napper for a cushion.”

“ Wight-ho, deah boy !”

Digby jumped up. .

“Let’s see what he’s up .to.now!” he exclaimed.
rushed off in a deuce of a hurry !”

“ Yaas, wathah, he certainly was in a deuce of a huwwy!
Let’s buzz aftah him, deah boys—he went dowhstairs I”

“Come on, then !”:

The Fourth-Fermers raced out of the study. When they

Tue GeM Lierary.—No. 1;321,

wats to me, Tom Mewwy—"
B

“Tell me. what

The

“He turned

“He
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were not disputing with Figgins & Co. of the New Ilouse,
Blake and his friends were generally at “war with the
Terrible Three. The mere thought that Tom Meyrry was
planning a jape against Study No. 6 was sufficient to rouse
them to battle-heat. Even Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who
was generally leisurely in his movements, was excited as the
four rushed mto the passage.

They dashed along to the stairs,

Arthur Augustus, who was in the lead, ran right into
Reilly as the latter came out of his study. Reilly stood like
a rock, and Arthur Augustus broke on him like a wave.

“Faith, and is it tired ye are?” asked Reilly, as D’Arcy
sat down.

Before Arthur Augustus could reply, his three chums came
tumbling over him.

“Bai Jove !”

“Ow ™ gasped D’Arcy. 3ai J -
“YWhat do you mean by siiting

“Yon ass!” roared Blake,
down in the passage?”

“Ow! Weally, Blake—"

Blake picked himself up, and ran on. So did Herries and

Dig. Arthur Augustus sat where he w gasping for
breatt
T} 's reached the stairs, and Blake slid down the

bhanisters. Sliding down the banisters was strictly forbidden,
but Blake did not stop to think of it just then. IJe reached
the lower passage, and caught sight of Tom Merry just
cntering Kildare’s study.

“Oho! He’s going to see Kildare—eh?”

Blake waited.” Tom Merry came out, of the. school cap-
tain’s study a couple of minutes later, and he had a paper m
his hand,

Blake, Herries, and Dighy affected to be busily talking
cricket as he passed them, .and Tom Merry. was too niuch
occupied with his own thoughts to observe them.

o had easily obtained the pass from Kildare, to remain
out of gates until nine o’clock. Kildare knew the boys
whom he could trust, and Tom Merry was one of them,

Blake chuckled as Tom went up to his study.

“Did you see that?” he asked.

“It was a_pass.” 3

“Yes, rather. Tom is going out of bounds.”

“It’s a jape—but I can’t see exactly—"

“We shall see at eight o’clock,” grinned Blake. “We're
on the giddy track. Hallo, here’s Gussy ! Gussy—"

“Blake, I have been knocked ovah and twodden on I

Blake looked at the swell of St. Jim’s. _He certainly
looked dishevelled. His clothes were dusty, his collar torn
out, his necktie hanging loose.

“Dear me!” said Blake. “Have you really? Why do
you do these things?”

(0 P e

“Is it-a new form of exercise instead of Indian clubs—7"

“You uttah ass—"

“It must come rather rough on your clothes, old fellow.”

“Look here—"

“Let’s see you do it again.”

Arthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass into his eye, and
gave his chums a withering stare.

“I wefuse to be tweated 1n this spiwit of wibaldwy!” he
explained. “As a mattah of fact, my clothes are wuined.
My governah is gettin’ vewy close with the fivahs now, tco.
I wegard you as a set of asses! I——"

“Nev;e,zr mind, old chap; do ring off !’ said Blake. “You
see

“I wefuse to wing off ! I—"

“Oh, let’s run for it!” said Blake. *Gussy’s fairly
started, and he won’t ring off for a good hour. yet !

“Weally, Blake—stop, you asses, I—you uttah wottahs!”

And D’Arcy sniffed—not to say snorted—as Blake, Herries,
and Dighy broke into a run, and disappearcd round the
nearest corner,

CHAPTER 3.
Shadowed by Three !
F IGGINS & CO, came out of the New House after tea.

They were in running clothes, which showed off

Figgins’ long slim legs to great advantage; and

which seemed to be nearly bursting upon the plump
figure of Fatty Wynn.

Figgins and-his chums were going to sprint round the
quadrangle for exercise, as they often did in the evening.
They trotted away from the New House, and kept up a level
pace on the grass, their running shoes pattering along with
hardly a sound.

But suddenly Figgins stopped.

¥ Mum ¥’ he whispered, - .

He, caught Kerr and Wynn, who were on -either side of
him, by the arms, and stopped them at the same moment.

The whisper came just in time to prevent an exclama-
tion from Fatty Wynn. As. for Kerr, he was a canny
Scotsman, and never spoke in a hurry.

*“Listen !” muttered Figgins.

Under the shadows of the old. elms, they listened. Tha
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sound of a voice came to their ears from the direction of both the rival parties in the Schoo! House, and they were

the wall.

+I'm keeping quiet, Blake1”

“Then' shut -up 1”

1 wefuse to shut up. It is uttahly imposs for me Jto
wemain as dumb as a beastlay oystah all the time we're
hangin’ about here. I wegard it as unweasonable on' your
part to wequest such a thing.”

“Now, look here, Gussy, if you give the alarm to Tom
Merry, we'll simply squash you !”

“1 should utta.hly decline to be squashed, but I have no
intention of %:vm the alarm to Tom Mewwy. He will not
pasanezi{r us here !”

“ What’s the mattah ?”

v

' ul/// (él’

('\, -é’_/ R

The swell of St. Jim’s swung himself down the wall by his hands.
There was an ominous crunch—Arthur Augustus had sat on his own topper {
Pve fallen on somethin’! * he gasped.

a sudden jar, and sat down.
Jove !

“1 heard something.”
“You are weally gettin’ nervous, Blake.”
“Oh, ring off I
In splte of that last remark, however, D’Arcy apparently
dlld ring off, for his voice was not heard again. Silence

el

“What do you thmk of that?” whispered Figgins.

“Something’s on !

“\Vhat ho 1

And we’re on, too}” said Kerr.

“That's the wheeze 1” grinned Figgil

Thoy listened intently, They had followed the sounds
of the voices keenly, and they knew that the speakers were
on the top of the school wall, looking down into the road
near the gate, under the shadow of the overhanging trees.

What were the School House chums of the.Fourth doing
there? Their. own words gave them away. They were
watchmg for Tom Merry.

Something was certainly on.

Figgins & Co. chuckled silently. They were “up against ™

equally satisfied to score off the Terrible Threc or off
Blake & Co. They weren’t particular, so long as they
scored off the School House.

And it did not take them long to decide that they would
“take a hand ” in this little game, whatever it was, and
whatever it meant.

They drew cautiously back out of earshot of the School
House chums. All thought of the intended sprint round
the quad was given up for the present

“They’re watching for Merry,” Figgins muttered.

“That’s pretty clear.”

He'’s going out by the gate, that’s clear, too;
phose ’l}e Il have a prefect’s pass. Let’s watch
there.

so I sup-
for him

Then he dropped, struck the earth with
 Bai

Figgins & Co. did not have long to wait at the gate. Tom

Terry came down from the direction of the School House,
and went out. Taggles was standing at the gate, and the
New House juniors saw Tom Merry show him a paper. It
was evidently a pass out of bounds.

Tom Merry disappeared.

“Come on!” whispered Figgins.

He led the way quickly back to the slanting oak by the
whall where they had heard the voices of the School House
chums.

A low but stubborn _voice was still audible.

“T wefuse to jump down !’

Figgins saw a single figure on the top of the wall. It was
that of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Herries, Digby,” and
Blake were already down in the road.

“Jump, you ass {” came Blake’s voice over the wall,

“It is too fah to jump 1”

“Then hold on with your hands and drop down(”

#1 shall soil my clothes agl‘mnst the wall.”

He Gex Liseary.—No. 1,321
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Blake snorted.

“You must do one or the other, ass, unless you're going
to remain on.top of the wall all night1®

“I wefuse to be called an ass!”

Here, come on, kids; Tom Merry will be gone while
we're tal’king to that champion ass!” growled Blaks.

“Pway_don’t huwwy away, deah boys. On second
thoughts ¥ will dwop.”

“ Buck up, then!”

“Pway catch my hat!”

“You shrieking ass, to come out on a job like that in a
silk_hat 1”

“I decline to be chawactewised as a shwiekin® ass, Blake,
and I uttahly fail to see why a chap shouldn’t dwess
wespectably even on an expedish like this.. Pway catch my
hat. I’m afwaid I might dwop it!”

“Oh, chuck it down !” X

The hat was dropped, and Blake made a catch at it, and
missed. It fell to the ground, but D’Arey failed to chserve

it,

The swell of St. Jim’s swung himself down by his hands.

Then he dropped, and struck the earth with his feet with
a sudden jar, and sat down in the roadway.

There was. an_ominous crunch.

“Bai Jove! I've fallen on somethin’

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Weally, Blake—" )

“Was. that an opera-hat you brought out with you,
Gussy 17

“Certainly not!”

“Well, it is now !”

“What ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

D’Arcy sprang up like a jack-in-the-box. He picked up the
hat he had fallen on, and on which he had been sitting.

It was more like a concertina than a silk topper now.
Arthur Augustus gazed at it speechlessly.,

“Come on !” said Blake.

“My hat’s wuined! I thwew it to you to catch!”

“T missed it. It’s all right!”

“It’s not all wight. My hat’s wuined !”

“Blow your hat!”

“1 cannot possibly go out in a wuined hat !”

“Look here——" .

“How can I appeah in public in a smashed hat?”

“You'll jolly well appear in public with a_smashéd nose
if you don’t shut up!” said Blake. “Tom Merry will be
gone! ‘Come on!”

“Bai Jove, I nevah thought of thacv!”

“Get a move on, then.” . .

The chums of Study No. 6 hurried away, D’Arcy pushing
his hat into shape as well as he could as he hastened after
them. Figgins & Co. climhed the wall and chuckled.

“Good old Gussy!” murmured Figgins, “We came out
for a run, kids. We shall have to take it outside the walls
instead of inside. Come on 1

“Goad 1” said Kerr. . .

The three Fourth-Formers dropped into the road. With
cautious footsteps they hurried on the track of the School
House juniors.

1

CHAPTER 4.
A Strange Meetiing !

OM MERRY strode on through the shady lane, quite
unconscious of the fact that he was being shadowed
by four, whe in their turn were shadowed by threc.

The hero of the Shell was thinking of anything
but House rows or Form japes. The nearer the time came
for the meeting with his cousin the more worried Tom felt
about it. 3

Dorrian’s letter had been strange and alarming, and in
spite of the caution impressed upon him in that letter,
Tom had not been able to keep the secret from his two
chums in the Shell.

Lowther and Manners, of course, could be trusted to any
extent, ‘but at the same time it was awkward not to have
carried out his cousin’s directions.

But why were these directions given?

‘What was Herbert Dorrian doing in England so suddenly
and so secretly? And why had he arranged this mysterious
meeting in the lane, instead of coming up to the school to
see his relative, as he had every right to do?

It was a puzzle.

Tom couﬁ}not help thinking it over ‘in great perplexity
as he went down the lane. The village clock was chiming
out as he came in sight of the stile, the chimes ringing over
the deep woods from Rylcombe.

Tom Merry looked at the stile and round it, but there was
no_one in sight.

His cousin was late, then.

Toe GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,321
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The leader of the Shell stopped at the stile, and drew
himself upon the top bar to sit down and rest while he
waited for Dorrian to come.

There was a rustle in the thickets on the inner side of the
stile, and Tom Merry started and looked round.

; A form detached itself from the bushes and came towards
him.

Tom Merry could only sce a man muffled in an overcoat,
with loose cap pulled down over his face, but he guessed
whom it was.

*‘ Herbert !

The man peesred at him in the gloom.

“Tom! Is it you?”

“You are my Cousin Dorrian?”

‘Yes.”

Tom Merry held out his hand and grasped that of his
cousin. He caught a glimpse of Dorrian’s face under the
cap, and he started. It was white, and full of undefined
en;otifon. The hand Tom Merry grasped was trembling like
a leaf.

The junior looked anzious.

“What’s the matter, Bertie?”

The man did pot reply. He glanced up the lane and
down it and back along the footpath through the wood, and
then pulled his cap lower over his eyes.

“ Herbert 1”

“Come into the trees, Tom.”

«But——?

“Come.”

Tom Merry swung himself over the stile and followed his
cousin into the trees. He was more and meore puzzled and
alarmed.

Little as he remembered of his cousin, there was a tone
of Dorrian’s voice that struck a chord of his memory, and
the feeling of kinship was strong in Tom Merry. If his
cousin was in trouble, Tom Merry was ready to help him.

They entered the deep, sombre shadews of the trees.

Then Dorrian stopped still, with a furtive glance round
him, as if in dread of shadows.

“Pom 17

“Well 77

“You had my note—you obeyed my instructions?”

“You sée I am here.”

“I mean about keeping the secret.”?

Tom Merry looked troubled.

“My chums, Manners and Lowther, know——"

Dorrian uttered a sharp exclamation.

“What?”

“You see, I let Monty Lowther read the letter out to
me before I knew what was in it. But it’s all right. They’re
true as steel.”

Dorrian shivered.

“But what is it?” asked Tom Merry.
matter? What are you afraid of 7

“Tom !” Dorrian laid his hand upon the boy’s shoulder.
“Tom, will you help me ??

“Of course I will.”

“I’'m in danger, Tom.”

“What kind of danger?”

“There are enemies on my track. I left South Africa
secretly to clude them, but I believe they have tracked me
to England.”

“Who are they?”

His cousin did not reply. to that question.

“Listen, Tom. I cannot remain many minutes. I have
been lurking in the wood ever since I sent you that letter,
houtrs ago. Tom, I want to trust you. I am sure you will
fulfi} the trust.”

“You can reply on me. But—7"

“I wish to leave something in your hands.”

Tom Merry stared at him.

“

“What’s the

omething valuable?” he asked.

s; of great value.”

“To take care of for you?”

“Yes.”

“But why? The strong-room of a bank would surely
be safer, especially if you have enemies seeking you to take
it away.”

Dorrian gave a strange laugh.

“A bank would not serve my turn, Tom. I cannot
explain. When I landed in England with—with this I did
not know which way to turn. ~ I did not know where to
Jook for help. I remembered suddenly that Miss Fawcett
had written to me that my cousin was at school in Sussex.
I hurried here. oolhoy as you are, Tom, you are the
safest person-for me to trust. ¥or who would suspect that
a packet of enormous value was placed in the hands of a
juntor in a Public schiool?”

Tom Merry nodded.

“That’s frue enough.”

“You will take it, Toem?”

“Certainly, if you think it will be safe with me.”

«
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“It will be safer with you than with me,"” said Dorrian,
with a hollow laugh. “1f they find me and search me, that
will not matter when the packet. is no longer in my hands.”

“Good! But if they harm you—" .

“I am not afraid of that. I am only afraid of losing the
packet. I am no. coward, Tom, though you see me so
shaken up.” i

Tom Merry was silent. Dorrian did not impress him at
that moment as a brave man, at all events. .

“Besides, I am armed. I would shoot him like a dog if
he crossed my path openly, the hound !”

“He om ?”

“The Portuguese.”

“Who is he?”

“He is the man who is hunting me. He is the worst of
them. I am not afraid of him if the packet is safe.”

“Do _you think he has followed you here?”

“It-is possible.”

“Then he may see me—"

“It is not_likely. ‘We are meeting in a lonely place in
the dark. He cannot know I have a relation in the school.
Yet, in case, remember, Tom, to be on your guard: if you
should seo a Portuguese near St. Jim's—a little lithe, dark-
skinned fellow, with the eyes of a tiger.”

“I will remember.”

“Take this now.”

Dorrian fumbled in his coat and drew out an oblong box.
He passed it into Tom Merry’s hands. As far as Tom could
see it was an ordinary wooden box with 2 sliding lid, such
as dominoes are commonly kept in. The lid was not even
fastened.

“Have you a safe place where you can keep it, Tom?”

“Yes; my desk.”

“Does anyone but yourself go to the desk?”

“Manners and Lowther.”

“Ah! You must put it somewhere elze.”

“Well, I can shove it in my trunk in the dorm,” said
Tom Merry.

“That is better. You will not open it?”

Tom flushed in the dark.

“I hope I'm not likely to open it,” he said.

“Forgive me, Tom; I hardly know what I am saying.”
Dorrian was glancing right and left as he spoke, into the
sombre shadows of the trees, and Tom could easily believe
that he spoke the truth. “Take care of it, that is all I”?

“You say it contains something valuable?”

“Yes—of immense value !”

“But the box is not fastened.”

“No; that cannot be helped.”

“Hang it!” said Tom Moerry. “I'd rather it were
fastened. Anything may happen, you know, to an un-
fastened box.”

“You can put some fastening on it yourself, then. I had
no time. I fled in-an mstant, with that hound close behind
me. I have been hunted ever since. Besides, that box looks
unsuspicious.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“Take it now, Tom; keep it carefully till I reclaim it.
Good-bye 1”

“But when will you claim it?”

“As soon as I can with safety.”

« B

“I must go now; we must not be seen together!”

“One word more !” exclaimed Tom Merry, grasping his
cousin by the arm, as Dorrian would have disappeared into
the trees.

The <young man
exclamation:

“What is it?”

“Perhaps I ought not to ask the question, but——=

“Ask it, ask it1” he breathed.

“You came by this—whatever it is—honestly ?”

Dorrian started.

“Is that a proper question to put to me, Tom ?”

“Perhaps not; but the circumstances are so strange. I
don’t ask you the reason for all this scerecy. But I want
your word that the thing is ali right. Does this box belong
to you?”

Ayes

“And what it contains?”

YV os 7

“Honestly 7

“As Heaven i3 my witnes

“That's enough! Cood- by

His cousin grasped his hand, and plunged into the trees
and disappearced. Tom Merry thrust the box into his inside
pocket. I'or some moments he stood silent, where he was,
thinking over the strange affair. The rustle of his cousin's
passage through the thickets had died away; but just as
Tom Merry was turning to get back to the stile the rustle
was renewed.

Had Dorrian forgotten something, and was he returning ?

turred back with an impatient

I
i

7

Tom Merry looked towards the rustling thicket, and made
a step forward as a dark form emerged.

“Is that you, Herbert?”

A pair of black eyes glittered at him. It was not Dorrian!

T]om Merry drow bastily back, -but a soft, silky voice
spoke:

“Pare!” Then the Portuguese word was immediately
repeated in English, as if the speaker remembercd where
he was. “Stop [”

CHAPTER 5.
A Little Mistake !

““ WAY halt, deah boys !”
’ “Rats "

“I heard somethin'——2
“More rats !”

“Weally, Blake—-"

“Loek here, ass—"

“Do you think we're going to waste all the cvening?”
demanded Blake. “We're off the track of Tom Merry
already.”

“It’s really my fault,” remarked Herries. “I ought to
have thought of bringing my bulldog—I mean, I ought to
have brought him, whether you duffers liked it or not!
Towser can track down m’;ytgxing!”

“Especially kippers!” growled Blake. “Blow Towser!
It’s a jolly good thing that Towser’s still chained up at Sk
Jim’s, and I wish Gussy were chained up there with him !”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Will you shut up, and come on?”

“I weluse to do anythin’ of the sort!
hear somethin’ !”

“I can hear something now,” murmsured Dighy.

“Bai Jove! What 'is it, Dig?”

“A silly ass jawing 1”

“Weally, Digbay—"

“What do you think you Leard, Gussy?” asked Blake, in
a tone of patient resignation which would have suited the
celebrated Griselda.

“A footpwint, deah boy—I mean a footstep !”

“Well, as there are eight fect in the party, counting
Herries’ as only one pair—or ten, counting his as two each—
that’s not surprising 1"

“Look here,” began Herries wrathfully, “you let my
feet alone! i—

“Pway don’t waste time talkin’, Hewwies, deah boy,”
said Arthur Augustus. “We are wathah in a huwwy, and
I weally twust that you will not keep us here wastin’ time
in useless talk.”

“Well, of all the cheek !” exclaimed Herries.
you doing?”

“I am twyin’ to make you asses listen to weason. I am
certain I heard a footstep. There is somebody in the wood
near us.”

Jack Blake looked round him.

After all, Arthur Augustus might have heard some sound
that had escaped the others, though the chances were that
he was mistaken.

The chums of the Fourth had missed Tom Merry in the
lane, and their shadowing was proceeding more by chance
than anything else.

As s matter of fact, they had yery little prospect of get-
ting on his track again, but they would not give in.

They had left the lane, and were following a footpath
through the wood, somebody having fancied that he had
seen a moving form dart through the hedge—the said
moving form probably being the shadow of an elm branch.

The four juniors listened intently. The woods were very
silent.

Rustle !

Jack Blake started. Arthur Augustus had not been mis-
taken then

It was not a footfall, but it was a rustle in tho thickets,
as_if someone were brushing cautiously through them.

Blake's eyes gleamed.

“My only hat1” he murmured. “Gussy’s right !”

“As a mattah of fact, Blake, I usually am wight?”

“Shut up! He'll hear you !”

“I have no objection to shuttin’ up, undah the cires, but
you might word the wequest a little more politely.”

“There’s somebody coming towards us,’” whispered
Digby.

“That’s wight.”

“He's making for the village,” murmured Blake. “I
don’t know exactly where we are in these beastly thickets,
but we must be past the stile footpath, and nearer
Aylcombe.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“It's Tom Merry taking a short cut.”

“It might be a poacher.”

“Rats! There's no poachers in_these woods

Tug Gev Lisrary.
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“It’s Tom: Mewwy, wight. h, desh boys. I have a
feelin’. that it is Fem Mewwy. %ou-can wely envme: My
ideal is:to suddenly:spwing-on the boundah-and bring him
to0 earth.”

Blake chuckled. .

-“Good ! We’ll pretend to be poachers ourselves, and press
a fountain-pen in the back of his neck, and make him con-
fess what he’s doing here I

“Bai Jove, that’s a wippin’ wheeze I”

“Good eggl”? o . A

The. juniors had been whxs%ermg faintly. They. were
silent now, for the rustling in the thickets was getting very
close:

The unseen person was evidently making for the lane, and
he would pass very close to them if he kept straight on.

The juniors waited, with tense faces and bated breath. A
dark form' loomed up.

“Collar him |

In -a twinkling they had hurled. themselves uwpon tha
shadowy. form, - There was a wild cry of alarm.

“Got him ! roared Blake.

The. stranger went to the earith with a crash.. The four
juniors sprawled over him, holding his hands and grasping
in's hair. He was utterly overpowered before he had time
to struggle. X

“Hounds! ‘Thieves!” gasped a broken voice. “You
have found me, but you will never find the diamonds!”

“Phew }” gasped Blake. ‘It’s not Tom Merry !”

“Bai Jove!

“Who are you?” demanded Blake, peering down at the
fallen form beneath him in wonder.

The man gasped for breath.

*Let me _go, you. hounds!”

“Here, draw it mild !

“You cannot rob me !”

“Bai Jove! Who wants to wob you, deah boy? We are
not -wobbahs !’ said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with a great
deal of dignity.

“Who are you?” said the man, in a changed voice.

“Us,” said Blake, who. did not intend to give away the
fact that he was a junior of St. Jim’s breaking bounds.
“We’re us, and have been for some time. But we’re sorry
we bumped you. We are looking for somebody else.”

“Pway. welease him, deah boys!’ .

The juniors released ‘the stranger. He stood blinking
at them- uncertainly in the gloom of -the thicket for a
moment or two, nndy then he spoke in a low tone:

“You boys belong to St. Jim’s?”

“Yaas, wathah 1 said D’Arcy, before Blake could speak.
“We—— Ow! Blake, you howwid wottah! What are
yeu stampin’ on my beastlay foot for ?”

“Shut up, you owl!”

“1 wefuse to shut up!
chawactewised as an owl!

‘““Are you friends of Tom Merry?” asked the stranger.

“Yass, wathagh! We are lookin’ for the wottah to bump
him, you know'! We are goin’ to give him a feahful wag-
gin’, you know, in a fwiendly spiwit.”

The stranger laughed slightly.

“Y took you for somebody else,” he said.
T called you names. Good-night!”

“Good-night, sir!”

The man plunged into the thicket.
after him.

“Wonder who that was?” said Dighy.

“Stranger in these parts,” said Blake. “Must have
shaken him up a little when we bumped him. He ealled
us some pretty names. Well, we haven’t found Tom

erry.”

“If you fellows will
gwound for twacks now.

“Br-r-r-r !”

“Come on !”

And they went on, though with but litile hope of finding
the one they sought.  But suddenly through the woods came
a faint ery.

“Help!”

The juniors fairly jumped.

“Bai Jove! That’s Mewwy !

“Come on!” gasped Blake; and he tore away recklessly
through bush and briar in the direction of the sound.

CHAPTER 6.
Robbed !

IAnd”I uttahly decline to be

“Y am sorry

The juniors stared

keep quiet, I will examine the
With my skill.as a scout——"

It was Tom Merry’s voice !
5

“ TOP 1
S The foreign word, which he guessed to be Pertu-
guese, had.warned Tomn Merry that this was the man
his cousitn had speken of—the man following him
from South Africa.
He hesitated as the word was repeated in English.
Tre Gex Lisrary.~No. 1,321
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The man was a little fellow, not much taller than Tem
Merry: himself, though evidently a: full-grown man.

Tom Merry could only eatch a. glimmer of his face in the
deep gloom of the wood, but he made out a pair of keen,
black eyes.

“ Stop, senor !

Tom Merry stood where he-was, on his guard, and faced
the man. HZ; was not afraid of the Portuguese,

“What do you want?” he said.

“QOnly a word with you, little senor.”

“Then say it where you are,” said Tom Merry sharply.
“Don’t come any nearer.”

The foreigner laughed softly.

“And why not?”

“Because 1 don’t like your looks, that’s all.”

The Portuguese laughed again.

“Be it so,” he séif, and +he stopped four or five.paces
from the hero of the Shell, his black eyes scintillating like
a cat’s. “But do not run, or I shall have to stop you.”

“I shall not run,” said Tom Merry scornfully. “ But you
will not stop me when I choose to go.”

“Never mind that now. Who are you?

“That is no concern of yours.”

“It might be, senor.”

“My name is Tom Merry.”

« AR ) )

“1 belong to the school up the road—=8t. Jim's,” said Tom.
“Is there anything more you want to know ?”

“8i, senor.”

“Oh, go ahead?’

“Have you met somebody in the weod?”

“That is my business.” .

“Have you seen a man in this part of the wood 7’

“Perhaps.”

“Will you answer me?”

“No.”

“Then I take it that you have seen a man.”

Tom Merry was silent. If his life had been in peril he
would not have lied to save it; but his silence was as good
as an answer in the affirmative to the Portuguese.

“T take it that you have met him,” said the foreigner.

Tom Merry did not speak.

“I wondered,” went on the silky voice. “I wondered
\\'hy he came here. to this quiet place—this lonely wood.”

““What business was it of yours?”

“I shall not explain that to a boy. Come, you have met
the man I am looking for—the Englishman, Dorrian.”

Tom did not speak.

“Is he a friend of yours, little senor ?*

“Suppose he might be—what then?”

“A relative, perhaps?”

“Possibly.”

“What has he told you?”

“ Nothing that T shall repeat to you.”

:‘ Do you know where he is now 7”

< 3
“Did he tell you where he was going?”

“He.did not.”

The Portuguese chuckled.

“You have admitted, then, that you met Dorrian?”
Tom Merry gave him "a disdainful loek.

“I am not afraid to admit it.”

“Did he place anything in your charge?”

The boy’s heart beat faster. IHe had expected that ques-
tion, and the weight of the little wooden box in his breast
pocket seemed heavy upon his heart for a moment. He
was alone in the wood—a man against a boy. What chance
had he in a fight for the mysterious box? Yet he never
tlinched.

“I shall answer none of your questions,” he said. “I
have wasted too much time on you already.”

*“You 'will answer every question I choose to put, liltle
senor, or it will fare the worse with you!”

Tom Merry’s eyes flashed.

*“You will sce how much I care for your threats,” he
said. “T will mnot answer another question, not a word.”

The Portuguese came closer.

“Then I shall make you speak!”

“You cannot {”

*“I shall show you! Listen, little senor! I am a despor-
ate man! I have come from a land where desperate deeds
are done for less than the fortune Dorrian has robbed
me of 1”

“It is a lie! My cousin never robbed you or anyone!”

“Your cousin!” exclaimed the Portuguese. “Good! I
know now why he came here—your cousin!”

Tom Merry bit his lip.

“He gave you something to take care of, then,” went on
the Portuguese ““He knew he coukl not keep it long from
Da Silva. He was afraid. This was his device, to hide it
in the hands of a schoolboy. Good! I should never have
thought of it, if I had not been so close upon his track.
But I am in time.”
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He came closer to the boy. Tom Merry backed away, his
fists_clenching.

‘Keep your distance !”

“Bah! Give me the box!”

“I will not!”

“It is mine!”

“I do not believe you!”

“Mine or not, I will have it!” cried the Portuguese.

And with the quick, silent spring of a tiger he was upon
the boy.

But Tom Merry was ready.

The champion athlete of the Lower Form at St. Jim's
was not an easy customer to tackle. His right-hand fist

Ll

8 Stand back !’ snapped Tom Merry.
Ll

9

his pockets. Tom Merry struck at him, and struck again.
but the blows did not tell. - The forcigner gave a_yell of
delight as he feit the wooden box through Tom Merry's
jacket.

“Y have found it.”

The next moment his grasp was on the box. Tom Merry
made a tremendous effort, and for a moment he almost
threw off his foe. Then the thin, savage hands fastened on
his throat.

“Help!” shrieked Tom Merry.

Then a cruel grasp shut off his voice. The black savage
eyes were glittering down upon him, Did the man mean
murder 7

7 \l%’
\\/M'Zj,,

¢ Ah, do you think 1 am afraid of your stick 2 *’ snarled the Portuguese. He

eaped savagely forward and ths stick came crashing down.

came up, and flashed out straight from the shoulder.
blow caught the foreigner fairly on the mouth.

He reeled for a sccond, muttering maledictions, but came
on. The blow had been a heavy one, but it had only made
him reel. The boy, with beating heart, drove his_ left out
.and up, and it crashed under the dusky chin; but the grasp
of 'his enemy was upon him.

Little as the. Portuguese was in stature, his strength was
great.” Tom Merry struggled fiercely, but he was borne to
the ground in a moment.

‘The Portuguese was growling fierce curses. The heavy
blows Tom Merry had dealt had hurt him severely. Yet he
hardly seemed to think of that. He crushed the boy to the
ground in a savage grasp, and pinned him there with a
knee on his chest.

“Where is the box?”

Tom Merry did not speak.
with a sinking heart.
now.

The thin, wiry hands of the Portuguese searched through

The

He was strugglhing fiercely, but
He was at the mercy of his assailant

The scoundrel had thrust the box into his own pocket. He
grasped Tom Merry’s throat with his left hand, with his
right he was fumbling, as if for a weapon. Tom Merry tore
at the clutching hand and released his throat.

“Help!”” he cried hoarsely:

There was a crash in the thickets. The next moment a
runmng form bumped right into the Portuguese, and the
rvascal released Tom Merry as he rolled on the ground.

“Bai Jove!” gasped a voice. “Here they arc!”

CHAPTER 7.
Figgins & Co. Take a Hand !

OM MERRY gasped and choked; he could not speak
for the moment. . g
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stumbled over him and
fell. Three other forms came gunning up; The

Poriuguese muttered an eath, and darted away. s

‘Tee Gex Laszasy —No. 1,321
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There was a crash-in the thickéts, and then he was in the
footpath' and running for the lane,

Tom Merry sat up,” gasping painfully.

“Blake!” Is it you?”

“Yes, rather. Safe, old man?”

“«Yos®

“Who was it? What was it? Here; lend a hand to get
him up.”

“No; that’s all right! Listen! .I've been robbed! The
lellow’s got off—the.man who ran., After him! He’s got
a box of mine. For Heaven’s hake get after him|”

“Bai Jove!”? X 3

Jack Blake stopped to ask no more questions. The running
footsteps of the thief were still audible. He had just cleared
the stile into the lane.

Blake dashed in Eursui\‘,, and after him went Herries and
Digby at top speed. R

Arthur Augustus helped Tom Merry to his feet.

“Are you hurt, deah boy?” he asked.

“Noj; it’s all right!” panted Tom. *“He, was choking me—
I couldn’t get my voice for a minute, that’s alll Let’s get
after them.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry staggered as he tried to run for the lane.
But he quickly recovered his strength. He vaulted over the
stile, and ran after Blake and his chums, followed by the
swell of the Fourth.

Jack Blake was running as if for a big prize on the cinder-
path. He kept on the grassy belt beside the lane, and the
Portuguese, looking back, did not hear him or see him in
tho shadow of the trees.. The fugitive slackened a little to
get his breath, and as he slackened Blake was upon him.
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With a bound the junior hurled himself upon the Portu-
guese, and brought him to the ground.

Bump! .

“Help !” roared Blake, sprawling over the fcreigner and
clinging to him. “Ive got the thief. Help!”

The Portuguese gritted his tecth savagely.

He made a great effort, and threw Blake off, and leaped
up. As he did so, Herries and Dig arrived on the spot and
rushed straight-at hin.

There was no time for the rascal to run. He had to fight—
or give in. He gave a wild glance round, and then sprang
clear across the wide ditch beside the road, and clambered
desperately over the palings that bordered the wood on the
inner side of the ditch.

For a moment the juniors were nonplussed.

‘“ He’ll never get over!” gasped Dighy.

But the lithe, active rascal was clambering over already.
Blake did not hesitate. He made a spring to pass the
ditch, and fell with a loud splash up to his knees in water.

“Ow !” he gasped.

Then he was after the foreigner. He made a clutch at
the disappearing ankles, but they whisked away, and he
lfmeard the Portuguese roll down on the inuer side of the
ence.

Blake made a desperate spring, and caught the top of
the ferice in his hands. Then he went clambering over.

After him went Herries and Dig. But they weren’t quite
up to the jump. Tom Merry came plunging through the
ditch, careless of his clothes.

He was thinking of the box that had been entrusted to
him by his cousin, and of which he had been already
robbed.

“Give me a bunk up, Dig.”

“ Right-ho !”

Up went Tom Merry, and over the fence, and he rolled
recklessly on the inside. There was a shout from the glcom
of the wood.

“This way 1”

Tom Merry ran after Blake.

“Can you see him?”’

“I can hear him.”

The crashing in the underwood was a sufficient guide to
the ear. The wood was very thick in this spot, and could
not be trodden in silence. Xc every step the branches and
twigs crackled and rang.

Tom Merry dashed off, with Blake at his side, while the
other juniors more slowly clambered over the fence and
followed.

Crackle, crackle, crackle!

“Stop, thief!” roared Tom Merry.

And Blake echoed the shout till the woods rang with it

“Stop, thief!”

The Portuguese heard the shouts, and it warned him that
there might be foes in the wood besides those behind him.
He gritted his tceth as he ran, his black eyes flashing to
right and left apprehensively.

The wood was growing clearer now, and he came out
into a wide glade where he could run more freely without
the dragging branches impeding his course. And now he
could run silently, his footsteps unhcard on the grass.

as he safe, then?

“Stop, thief I”

The shout rang more faintly in the rear from the juniors
still struggling in the thickets. .

The Portuguese stopped for a moment to take a panting
breath.

“I have baffled them.”

The next moment he uttered a yell of dismay.

Three figures were running down the glade, and their
footsteps were as inaudible on the grass as his own. Three
pairs.of hands grasped him even as he uttered his exultans
words aloud, and he went to the ground in a heap.

A heavy knee was planted on his chest, and cach of his
wrists was grasped by a strong pair of hands.

“1 don’t know whom you are,” said a cheerful voice;
“but you’re jolly well going to stop here till you explain
yourself | That was Blake’s voice—what he caﬁs a voice—
yelling just now, wasn't it, Kerr?”

“Yes, rather, and Tom Merry’s!”

“Let me go1” gasped the Portuguese, vainly struggling—
“let me go! will give you money—ftive—twenty—fifty
pounds 1”

“\Whose money?” said his captor caustically.

“A hundred pounds—quick 1”

“My hat!” said a voice in the gloom.
feed we could stand for that, Figgy 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ A hundred pounds L

“QOh, 'shut up, you thief! Do you think we want any et
your stolen money ?”

Tom Merry came panting up.

“What a stunning
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“We've got him, Merry, old son. You can mfoly trust a
job of this sort to a New llouse chap, you know.”
Tom Merry utbered an exclamation of amazement.
“ Figgins & Co. 1”
I‘wgms chuckled.
*Yes, in the right place and the right time, as usual.”

CHAPTER 8.
Missing !
OM MERRY looked down at the Portugucse writh.
ing ender the weight of Iiggins & Co., and drew a
doop breath of relief.

How the New House juniors come to be there just
then hic did not stop to inqu That did not matter. They
had appeared on the scene in the nick of time, and unt
was enough.

Thc Portuguese had not heen able to escape with the box,

“You scoundeel 1 said Toin Me as he looked down
Lnto the scintillating eyes of Da Silva. * Where is the

ox ?

“Find it !”

“That’s soon done.”

“What has he stolen from vou?” asked Fivgim.

“A little wooden box. It contains valuables.”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, coming up
considerably tattered and torn. . “It is wathah w eckless of
you to cawwy a box of valuables about in the woods at this
time in the evenin’; Tom' Mewwy.”

“1t had enly ms( been placed in my charge.”

‘:9110 17 said Blake. “So that was why you came out—

“What do vou know about it?”

“Well, you ass, why couldn’t you tell us it wasn't a jape?”
demanded BI ake, rather indignantly. “Of course, we
thought you were up to some little game, or we shouldn’s
have shadowed you.

“BShadowed me?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, vou bounders !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. ‘“They shadowed you,
and we shadowed them, and we all missed one another in
the wood.”

“Bai Jove !”

“You don't mean to say you saw or heard—" began
‘Tom Merry, somewhat perturbed.

“Nothing 1” said Jack Blake. “We were only shadowing
you for a lark. You don b think we should poke our noses
into_your affairs, do you?

“Weally, Blake, that is not exactly a pwopah wemark to
make. It would be quite imposs for Tom Mewwy, as a
gentleman, to suppose anythin’ of tho sort %

“Right-ho ! <¢ud Tom Merry, . “Under the circum-
stances, as you've come in so useful, I won't lick you
Tourth Form kids.”

As there were seven Fourth Form “kids ” this gencrous
forgiveness from the hero of the Shell was not received with
boundlc« gratitude.

“Good " said Blake.

“And we won't bump you for a
cheeky Shellfish, so we're even. As for these New House
bounders——"

“I wegard that expwession as iujt
have pmye(l uy
stopped

Blake. TFiggius & Co.
sidewin’ T could mot have
miyself.”

* What-l:

3 LIXS
» agroerent,

5. -The
laughed. lh y were masters of situation now,
dangerous ruflian as Da Silva evidently v S
afraid of Lim. As Blake put i, t
to cat him.

““ Better nnl\ kim along o the village and shove
the lock-up,” Iaku “He's
allowed to run

“Benors—"

“You shut up ! said Tiggi
Shall we yank him along to
would sound well at St Jini's

gl of them

> him ia

i
::.

not the sovt of (m ) to b

1 loose.”

hc\‘,

Startling overy of stolken Houw
juniors—"

“Well, the police etation’s (ue roper place tor him, 1
supposo,' said Lom Morry, Les “Let me take my

bO\ away from him.”
“He'll kave to hand that over when we got Lim to the
station.”

“Oh, no, ne! It’s a sccret! I—~I mean, T don't want a lot
of fuss about it1” exclained "Tora Merey hastily.

“Why not?” demanded Blake. “The man’s a thief, and
lie ought to be locked up. You will have to appear in the
witness-box.”

¢ Yaas, wathalil It is the duty evewy decent chap owes

(Continued on the next pugel)
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MAKE THE
JESTER SMILE 4

Send your Jokes to—
“THE GEM JESTER,”

5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

AND WIN

HALF-A-CROWN!

Half-a-crown will be paid for every ioke
that appears in this column.

HOW LONG!
Official (visiting prison and arriving in taxi) :
or me.”
Taxi-driver : - Yes, sir. How long are you in for ?-”
ERNEST HARRIS, The Firs, Long Ashton, near antol.

* * *

SANISON !
Prospective Employer : * I advertised for a strong office- boy
Do you think you will suit 2’
Applicant : ““I think so, sir. I've just knocked the other
twenty-three applicants downstairs ! "
HARRY WAKELIN, 25, Raviewh Road, Woodford Green,
Esgex,

“You can waib

* * *

SUITABLE!
Boustfu} Visitor (at Zoo): ““ Could I buy this show for my
kids 7’
Keeper: “ No, sir; but we might buy your kids for the
show !
JIM CHAPLIN, 46, Stork Road, Forest Gate, E.7.
* * *®
A GOOD REASON !
Teacl\el “ Sandy, why are you late 2 ”
Sandy : “ Onmy way I saw a man-looking for a sixpence, and
I couldn b leave him.’

Taacher HEWihy-2:2
Sandy : . I had my foot on the sixpence !
EPTC P\IC,HMOND 3, Dundas Place, Havmax‘l;eb, Hungate,
I,
o * * *
SMART !

: “This liniment makes.my arm smart !

“ Why don’t you put some on your hca(l 22
HANDLEY, 207, Southey "Hall Road, Southey,
Sheftield, 5. i

® * *

VERY WORRYING !
 The lion tamer’s being worried to death, sir ! ”’
“ What's worrying him ¥ >
£ The lion, sir ! » i
35, Cardigan Crescent, Kitkstall Rtoad, Leeds, 4.

Attondani ;

Manager :

Attenda
H.OH, PRI

* * *

A STRANGE GAME!

wa s ¢ What's the matter with your face, Tim ?
im: “0Oh, i wonttoa p'uu' last night, and we had & game
sec who couid pull tho wors ta
Sam : “ What happened ?

Tim : “ Thoey all pulled mine !’
JOAN 2KER, la, ()hvedale Road, Mcssley

Liverpool, 18,

Hill,

#* * *

NOT YET!

Tommy had been playing truant, and had spent the day

fishing. On the way home he met a friend, “ Caught any-
thing? asked the friend.
“ No,” I'<p110(s Toramy ; “ I haven’t been home yet!”

A. SADLER, 271, Hucknall Lane, Bulwell, Nottingham.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,321,
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$ THE TREASURE OF RYLCOMBE WOODS

{Continued from page 11.)
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to his couniwy to come down vewy heavy on thieves, you
know, deah boys. It is quite imposs to wegard a thief as
ha.vm any claim to considewation whatc\ ah.”

“Yes, but I must have that box I
“Well, if you re particular about it, we’ll soon have it,”

said Figgins.  “It’s dark here in the wood. You strike
“some vestas, Kerr, and give us a light to scarch the cad.”

Kerr struck a succession of was \ectas The flickering
light glimmered on the savage, swarthy face, the gleaming
black eyes of the forcigner.

But there was a mocking smile on the lips of Da Silva.

** Now, be quiet, or you'll get hurt, you anm.al " said
Figgins. “I'm going through your pockcts

The Portuguese gritted his tcofh

I shall remember you, senor.’

“Thank you!” said Figgins politely.
for a tip. Now, then, roll the beast over I”

And Figgins, by the light of the vestas, went through the
pockets of the foreigner in a really scientific way.

He turned out a ¢lasp-knife which Blake promptly picked
up. and tossed far away into the depths of the shadowy
wood.

Other articles were turned out, among lhcm plenty of
money, but there was no sign of the wooden box.

Tom Merry’s face grew dark and serious.

Figgins rose to his feet at last.

The foreigner’s property lay in a little heap in the grass,
and Figgins had finished his search.

“You lm\ent found it, Figgins.”

“It isn’t there.”
“But it must be!
“How big was it?
“ About six or scven inches long, and two wide, I think.”
“'lhen he can’t have swallowed it

No,” said Tom, laughing. “It muJ; be about him some-

‘I wasn’t asking

He took it from me!”
»

“Well have a look yourself, old chap.”

The mockmg smile was still on the swarthy face of the
Portuguese.

Tom Merry knelt beside hini, and searched through his
clothes. He dragged off the jacket and waistcoat and coat,
and turned them inside out. He groped in every possible
recess where the box could be hidden—he even examined
the ‘hat and boots of the captured thief.

But the box was not to be found.

It was missing.

Tom Merry’s face grew pale as he realised it.

The box was gone after all'l

“You can’t find it 1" asked Blake.

“No.”

“He must have chucked
running.”

“I—~I suppose: so.’

“Then it’s lying about here somewhere,” 'said Figgins,
Mlh a glance round into the endless shadm\s of the wood.

“Bai Jove! We shall nevah find it now 1”

“Impossible—to-night !”

“We’ll all come and have a jolly good look in the day-

- Mo o

it somewhere when he was

THE GEM LIBRARY

I)ght,” said Digby. “It's bound to turn up if we all bunt
for it.”

“Yaas, wathah !

“ And this rotter had better be safe under lock and kev,
or he’ll be joining in the hunt,” said Figgins. = Bring siw
along 1”

“1old, senors 1”

“ Shut up, you allen toad !

“One word——"

“Rats! Yank him along !

The dishevelled foreigner was dragged to his foet,  He
strn gled in the grasp of the juniors.

%I 1” he cricd savagely. “One word with
bofote §on take me to the Jock-up, one word with him.”

“Go on,” said Tom Merry.

“1 must speak to you—alone.”

“Yes—and dodge off !” said Blake seornfully.
mugs. Don’t let go the cad 1*

£ \thhah not 1~

“1It is about your cousin, little senor.”

Tom Merry's face contracted,

“Let him speak, you chaps,” he said. “ Fastcn up his
Wll;ts and ankles with your handkerchiefs, and then he'li be

af

\ery

“We're not

Ju:t as you h’:e
ner’s hands and feet were tied.  Then -the
juniors retired beyond hearing, leaving Tom Merry alone
with the Por rtuguese.

“Now, then,” said Tom shar ply, “what is it?7?

CHAPTER 9.
A Bid for Liberty!

A SILVA stood leaning against a tree:
D stand upright with the bonds upon b
Portuguese was palé now under his taumne
keew he was in a tight corner,
“LM(\n to me,, lxttle senor——"
I am listening.”
Do you know what that box contained ?”

“It not my business to know.”
“Diamonds,” said Da Silva, fi
‘\Icny face in the gloom, and try

* Diamonds worth twenty thousand pounds!

Tom Merry started.

“Well, that makes no difference,” h
to know _it, even if it is true. And 1
for anything.”

“You don’t know where the stones came from?
the Portuguese.

“From South Africa, I suppose.”

Da Silva laughed.

“Have you ever heard of I1.D.B.7”

“1.D.B.,” said Tom Merry, puzzled. “I ihink T kave--1
do not remember. What do the letters stand for 77

Ilhcxt diamond buying.”

Yes, I have heard of that.” .

“Now can you guess where the stones came from?” said
the Portuguese mackingly. “Your Cousin Dorrian and 1
bought them—from kafirs. working in the Kimberley mines.
We are both liable to imprisonment for that. The stones
can be taken back by the law, and sent to their original
owners. Now do you understand ?”

Tom Merry’s face was white,

“1 do not believe it !”

id. “1domot cuve
't take your word

P went en

Potts, the Office Boy ...... TR R SRR

(LIGHTNIN®, "ERE'S A
% NEW ONE. FOR YER
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“It is true. That is why Dorrian fled from South
Africa—he took the whole of the loot. If you had looked at
the box he carried the diamouds in, you would have found
my name written upon it.”

Tom was silent.

“You understand, scnor?
mine as Dorrian’s.”

“1It is not true—it cannot be true!”

“Take me to prison,” said the Portugicse, unheeding:
“ take me to prison, and I have only to tell the truth—and
the officers will be on your cousin’s track. You will send
your kinsman to penal servitude. Take care, little scnor.”

“You lie " said Tom Merry fiereely: “This is a tale to
make me let you go. You would make me believe my cousin
is a thief !”

“He is a thief!”

Tom MerrY’s eyes blazed.

“Very well. You say so—you shall have a charce to prove
it. Here, you fellows—

“8ilence, you young fool !

“You feliows—come here !’

The juniors ran ué).

“Lend me a hand to get this brute to the village,” said
Tom Merry hoarsely. “I shall smash him, I think, if he
says any more to me. Get him along !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

The Portuguese ground his teeth with rage.

“ Ah, you shall repent this!” he cried.

“1 will risk that.”

Blake rclcased the foreigner’s legs. The ruffian was
hustled along among the juniors, his wrists still tied. They
reached the footpath leading to the village, and the man was
forced along it towards the lane.

The ruffian’s wrists were fastened with only a handker-
chief knotted round them. As he moved along he was
wriggling his hands loose. He succeeded, just as the juniors
came in sight of a solitary lamp blinking in the lane where
the footpath joined it from the wood.

Da Silva drew a deep breath,

Now was his chance !

Figgins and Blake were holding his arms, and the others
Eygre all round him. All depended upon a desperate bid for
iberty.

The Portuguese suddenly dragged his arms free, and
struck out desperately on either side. Figgins reeled against
a tree, taken by surprise. Blake staggered, and trod on
?’A’rcy’s foot,” and there was a yell from the swell of St.

im’s.

Da S8ilva made a spring for the thickets. .

Half a dozen hands clutched at him and missed, and he
plunged into the shadows, and was gone in a moment,

“ After him !” roared Blake.

“Ow! You have cwushed my foot !”

“Blow your foot !”

Blake dashed away in pursuit. The juniors followed him
hotly; but in a few minutes it was clear that the pursuit
was hopeless.

The rascally Portuguese had vanished into the recesses of
the wood, g

The juniors, angry and disappointed, met in the footpath
again, and found Arthur Augustus there, sitting on a root
and nursing his foot.

“The cad’s cleared off I” growled Blake.

“Bai Jove !”

“What's the matter? It can’t be helped now.”

“I wasn't thinkin’ of that chap, Blake. That is quite a

ThLe diamonds are as much

,I tell you—-"

13

minah mattah. I was thinkin’ of my boot. The shape is
uttahly wuined !”

“Do you want the shape of your features to be utterly
ruined to match?” asked Blake grimly. .

“Certainly not, deah boy. I wegard the question as
widiculous !” :

-“Then you had better ring off.”

“Well, he's gone,” said Tom Merry. “We had better get
back to the school. I shall come out here first thing in the
morning, beéfore breakfast, and have a hunt for that box.
It’s too dark now in the wood.”

“We'll come and help you, old son.”

“Yaas, wathah! I shall be vewy pleased to place my
ability as a twackah at the service of Tom Mewwy. I have
given a considewable amount of study to the subject of
amateuah detective work, and I have no doubt that I shall
soon twack down the missin’ box.”

“Rubbish !” said Herries. “It’s all right—T'1l put Towser
on the scent. I suppose you don’t happen to have the lid of
the box, or anything, Merry, so that I could show it to
Towser, and put him on the scent 7

“No,” said Tom Merry, smiling.

“H'm! That's unlucky. Still, I'm pretty certain Towser
will track it down. You remember the time when he tracked
down the burglars?”

“I don’t think !” murmured Blake:

And the juniors returned to St. Jim's. Tom Merry, ariicd
with his pass from the captain of the school, marched up to
the gates, but the rest of the juniors had to clamber in over
the wall, and descend by way of the slanting oak. They
were just in time to dodge into their Houses before they
were closed up for the night.

CHAPTER 10.
An Open Secret ! ;

OM MERRY wore a thoughtful look as he went up to
his dormitory with the rest of the Shell—or, rather,
the School House fellows in that Form.

Manners and Lowther looked at him rather
curiously. They had not heard a word yet; there had been
no time to speak to them. But from Tom Merry’s look they
knew that something of unusual interest had happened.

Tom was thinking of the loss of the wooden box.

He had done his best, he had not been to blame. But
how had he fulfilled his trust? Within so short a time after
the box had been entrusted into his care he had lost it.

True, it was not in the hands of his cousin’s cnemy.

But, now that the Portuguese had escaped, he had no
doubt at all that the rascal would be in the wood with the
first glimpse of daylight, searching for the box, and he would
know more accurately where he had thrown it than Tom
Merry knew. He had far more chance of finding it.

Where had he thrown it?

‘When he plunged over the ditch and clambered over the
fence he had still been full of the hope of escape, and he
had certainly not parted with the box then.

He must have retained it till he met Figgins & Co. in
the glade, and then, finding himself captured, he had hurled
the box into the trees, hoping to find it afterwards, bub
in any case determined to keep it as long as possible from
being recovered by Tom Merry.

Or had he dropped it by accident during the chase—
anywhere between the spot where Tom Merry had struggled

oo 5
GEE!

“COS ‘E_EATS DEST WHEN}
‘E ‘ASNT GOT A

“BIT* IN YIS MOUTH /
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with him and the place where he had been captured by the
New House juniors?

In that case search would be practically hopeless.

But Tom Merry remembered the mocking smile on the
face of the Portuguese when they had begun to search him—
a smile he had not understood until he found that the box
was missing.

No, the box had not been dropped by accident; the thief
had retained it &ill the last possible moment, and it was
still lying somewhere in the darkness of the waods, within
a throw of the spot where he had been captured.

‘Fom Merry meant to be first in the field at daylight, at
all events. He frequently went out very early for a bathe,
and it would not be difficult for him to get out a little
earlier,

He was in a
various possibili
on the shoulder.

“Twopence for your thoughts,” said Monty Lowther.
“The usual offer is a penny, but you look as if you had a
twopenny assortment this time.”

Tom Merry laughed as he kicked off his hoots.

“I¢’s all right, Monty. Are you game 1o come out hefore
dawn to-morrow ?”

Monty Lowther whistled.

“What's in the wind? A raid on the New House?”

“Oh, noi”

“A row with the Grammar School 7

“A row with nobody, my son. I want to look for sone-
thing; something I've lost in the wood.”
“Any reward for finding it?” asked
Merry’s shoulder.

Tom looked vexed and avnoyed.

He had not known Gore was so riear. and now that Gore
knew there was something on, it would not be long before
the whole Shell knew it.

**No,” he said shortly.

“What is it? Grub?”

“QOh, no! Nothing of the sort.”

:‘A watch or anything?”

N, >

, 1o !

“Well, what is it?” demanded Gore.
about it?”

“Well, you see—"

“I might take a hand and lelp you look for it.’

“Oh, T wouldn’t bother you !

Gore looked keenly at Tom Merry. e saw ihat theie
was something in this that the hero of the Shell did not
choose to explain.

Gore was “up against” the Terrible Three whenever he
had anything like an opportunity, and he thought he scented
an opportunity now.

“My word, here’s a giddy mysiery I he exclaimed in a
laud voice. “I say, you chaps, who’s game for a hunt in
the woods at daybreak?”

“Why, what’s on?” asked Harr

“Blessed if T know. Tom Me
it’s a giddy mystery.”

“Dear me !” said Shimpole, turning his
Tom Merry. “Did you say a mystery, M

“No, I didn’t!” growled Tom Merry. Gore did.”

“Aht I shall be very pleased to look into it for you. As
you know, I have wonderful-gifts as an amateur detective,”
said the genius of the Shell, fumbling for a notebook in the
jacket he had just taken off. “Perhaps you will iet me
have a few details.”

“Perhaps I won't.”

“Really, Merry—"

“Good I” exclaimed Gore. “Go it, Skimmy !
you let Skimmy take up the casc. ) ?

a jolly good private detective he is.”

“Yes, as good as Gussy in that line,” Clifton
remarked, laughing.

Tom Merry looked worried.

“Lool here, you chaps, let this drop.” he exclaimed. “It's
a private affair, and only concerns me, only Gore had to
poke his nose into it.” )
. “What-ho!” exclaimed Noble promptly. “If that's how
it is, my son, we won’t say a word.”

“Oh, I didn’t mean you'! I'd like you to lend me a hand,
and Dane and Glyn, if you feel inclined to get up carly,”

“T’ll be up with the lark, then.”

“Bo will T!” said Gore, with a malicious grin.
doing good-natured things.
Merry.”

“No, you won’t, you cad!”

“Well, I call that ungrateful,” grinned Gore. “I wonder
what he has been losing? A banknote, perhaps, that
belengs to somebody eclse.”

Some of the fellows laughed, and Tom Merry strode up
to the cad of the Shell. with a blaze in his cyes.
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deep reverie on the subject, turning over the
lities in his mind, when he received a slap

Gore over Tom

“Any giddy seeret

5

Noble, the Australian.
got something on, but

pectacles upon

Why can't
You kuow what

Dane

“I like
I'll come and help you, Tom

“Another joke like that, Gore, and I'll wipe up the Bocr
with you!” he said. “Now, keep that in mind

“Oh, keep your wool on!” said Gore uncas
only joking.”

“Keep your jokes to yourself, then.”

““Ah, here is my pencil I said Skimpole, blinking through
his ;{)ect:}fle\:.. “I will now take some notes, Merry.”

“Rats |

y. “I was

“But I want {o take up ihe case.”

“Rubbish !

“Really, Merry, that is hardly polite. 1 wani {o do
a service, I have studied the business of a detective
an amatenr point of view. and T am convineed that 1

.

7

Vs

{41 have baffied them !’ gasped Da Siiva. The next me=w
the Portuguese desperado even as he soon

solve niysterics that would baffle the combined iniellecis of
the Flying Squad. I am quite willing to find ibe villain
who has committed this erime.”
b 1t’s only something lost in the wood.”
“Has there been any bloodshed ?7” asked Skimpole, whose
ideas of detective work were mainly gathered from cheap
American fiction. “Did anyone hear the rveport of tie
5

pistol ?
*“What pistol 772
“Ah! It was a knife, then??
“What was?”
“The wecapon that was used.”
“Ass 1P
“Really, Merry—"
“Chump ¥
“I must vemark that T consider that almost ride, Tom
Merry. You have not answered my question as to whether
there was any bloodshed.”
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“Fatbead t” s b 5
““Fhat is no answer. That is siply a rude epithet. Havo
you any ulterior motives for councealing tbe name of the
L
n?

The which?”
“The assassin,
conviveed, from
ias heen a serious crime.
* Oh, hold me. somehody
it © said Skimpole
cessary for me to
Morry.

“1 am

’ said the amateur detective firmliy.
cmpts at subterfuge, that there

your at

aid Tom Merry.
=1 trust

verely—"T

accizse you

of participation in
Ts it your knife that vou have lost in

r i :,y///;///)my.

At

~

Ry

meome=t he gave a yell of dismay.

he spoke, and

1ty

(it
i
V4
Three pairs of hands graspad
he went to the ground in a heap.

“Ny—my knife?”

“Were there any tell-tale stains nupon

“ Yell-tale stains?” gasped Tom Merr

“Yes. I demand a reply. Place the ¢
and I will take up the

“Clear me?”

“Certainly | I—

The door” opened, and Kildare looked in.

“‘ Are you going to keep me waiting all night 7 he a
pleasantly.

The Shell fellows tumbled into bed.

Kildare turned out the light, bade them good-night, and
closed the door.

om Merry, who was fatigned with bis es

evening, turned his head on the pillow to go to sleep.

In the stillness of the dormitory a voice made itself
audible :

“Tom Merry "

ions that
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“Ye-ees.”

“Will you give me the details of the crime?”’

“Rats I

“I am willing to take up the case in your interests.”

“Rubbish! Bosh! And more rats!”
_ “Then I shall take up the case independently, in the
interests of the truth only. As a sincere Determinist, I am
bO‘l(Uéd to- estal the truth

Yord 14

»

gave it up.

CHAPTER 11.

Early Risers!
LY could generally depend uvpon himsclf to
and he awoke on the following morning
when the fi fugitive ray of the sun was stealing
windows of the Shell dormitory in the

U and rubbed his eyes.
and it was chilly, in the long dormitory,
from inclined to get up.
was not & matter of inclination just then.
ipped out of hed and groped for his clothes. He
had a hasty wash:. there was no time for the usual tub
1hat morning, and Tom Merry promised himself a tub in the
path-room when he got back to the school.

1T, k Monty Lowther by the shoulder, and Lowther

“I've got io go to the wood.”

" Good-hye i

* You're not coming

* grunted Lo
Blow your

““Ras
prop
coning |

And Lowther tumbled out of bed.
his turn, but did

ther. “Blow you! Blow your Jost
cousin! Blow everybody! I'm

He shook Manners in
not give him the option of remaining in
hed. Manners v anked out head first, and did not know
that he was awake ti}l he bumped on the hard floor.

**What on earth are you up to?” roarcd Manners.

“Waking you up.”

“You utter 2

“I've saved you all the agony of mind I've been through
myself,” said Lowther. “ You haven’t got to decide whether
to get up and to make a big sacrifice for the sake of friend-
ship. Youwre up already. You ought to be thankful 2

“1've a jolly good mind to—"

“Don’t thank me; it’s all right.”

Manners snorted,

“1 wasn't going to thank you. I—"

“Then don't! Get a move on—also some clothes !”

“Til jolly well——2 g
“Don’t wake the whole dormitory,” suggested Tom
CITy.
ing the whole dormitory?”
# chuckled Ilarry Noble, from his bed. “I'm

“Are
temper was considerably ruffled by his sudden exit from
a warm bed to a cold floor.

you the whole dormitory ?” asked Manners, whose

ite; the principal inhabitant, that’s all !” grinned
alk.  “I say, Merry, old man, shall T come? I
nt to get in the way.”

itke you to; you ought to be up to some bush dodges
will help in a case like this.”

Chen 'm on 17

And the Carnstalk jumped up actively enough,

The rest of the dormitory scemed to be sleeping, and the
four Shell fellows let them sleep. They finished dressing
and 13“: the dormitory, and as they did so Skimpole sat up
irr bed.

“Dear me!” murmured the genius of the Shell. “T
heard a noise. I am convineed that I heard a mnoise !”

*‘Go hon!” said Gore’s voice from the pillows.
“Aye you awake, Gore?”

*“No,” said Gore sarcastically; “I'm fast asleep!”

“Dear me! You are speaking very connectedly for a
follow talking in his sleep,” said Skimpole, who never eonld
sea anything approaching a joke.

“Ha, ha, ha! You ass!”
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“Really, Gore—" .

“Tom Merry and Manners and Lowiher and Kangaroo
have just gone out,” said Gore. “Ain’'t you going to invesii-
gate the case?” .

“PDear me! Yes, certainly!” A

Skimpole crawled out of bed. He groped for his glasses
and put them on, and blinked at Gore.

“Are you coming, Gore?” .

“Well, I was coming,” said Gore. “But—but I think I'll
have another snooze; on second thoughts. Buzz off !

“I should be glad of vour assistance in working out the
case, and in helping me to make any arvests that might
be xlcccs”sary.”

“Really, Gore—

Gore snored. :

Skimpole dressed himself, and left the dormitory. Il
blinked round in search of Tom Merry & Co. Passage and
stairs were very dusky, and no one—not even the carly
housemaid—seemed to be stirring. )

But a group of juniors were standing outside thé door
of the Fourth Form dormitory. Tom Merry had met Blake
and his chums just coming out. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
was wearing a cap. It would be necessary to leave the
school in the same way as before, and D’Arcy did not mean
to risk another topper.

“I hardly expected to sce you fellows up,” Tom Merry
remarked. i

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, you must wemembah that we said
that we would be up.”

“You might bave overslept yourself.” .

“Not when it was a question of keepin’ an appéintment,”
said Arthur Augustus. “I wegard your wemark as callin’
for an apology, Tom Mewwy !

“Well, apologise, then!”

“I mean an apology fwom you to me.”

“Rats! Come on!”

¥Undah the cires—"

“Don’t make a row and wake the House, you know !”

“I wefuse—"

“Come on!” said Jack Blake, linking arms with his
elega'.{,xt chum. “Not so much talking, you know. This
way ! .

“Weally, Blake—"

“Take his other arm, Dig!?

“Right you are!”

“I'm going round to get my bulldog,” Herries remarked.
“Better have Towser on the scent, I think.”

“Oh, yes, rather!” said Monty Lowther. “If Le tracks
down wooden boxes as he tracks kippers, it will be all
serene !”

“Look here, Monty Lowther—"

“Dear me, are you ready ?” asked Skimpole, coming up.
“I am glad to see that you are all in this affair. It gives
me some hope that Tom Merry is guiltless.”

- his rocker, of course!” said Jack Blake, who knew
Skimpole too well to inquire into what he might possibly
mean. “Let’s get on!”

They descended the stairs. To save noise they left the
House by the hall window. Herries cut round to the
kennels to get his bulldog, in whose powers as a tracker
he had a touching faith.

The others crossed to the school wall. The gates were not
open, and would not be for more than an hour yet. The
daylight was still hardly clear; night’s shadows lurked
under the old elms.

There was a sudden “Coo0-00!” from the dusky quad, and
Figgins & Co. came running up. Figgins grinned at the
School House juniors.

“The whole family’s up, I see,” he remarked.

“Yaas, wathah! These chaps are comin’ with me to find
Tom Mewwy's box. Skimpole is comin’ to find the
murdeweh.”

“Aha!” said Skimpole. “I knew there was a murder in
the case. I can generally trust my detective instinct.”’

Gr-rr-rr!

“Ow!
Howwies.”

‘l‘(Keep your trousers away from Towser,” growled Herrics.

ks Weally, Hewwies—»

Are you taking that beast with you?” asked Kerr.

Herries glared.

“I am taking Towser,” he said. “We're not taking any
b(‘flStS. excepting three fellows from the New House.”

o How are you going to get him over the wzll?”

. One of you fellows can hand him up to me.”

Yes—you_bet 1” said Bleke, with emphasis. “I can sce
myself handing up that dangerous beast! I'll chain Lim
up, if you like—or chop him up!”

“Look here, Blake—"
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“Or smash lum up; but I joliy well won't hand him
up. It’s not good enough:”

“ Wathah not!”

“He’s going over the w anyway.”

“Perhaps he could squecze through the bars of the gate,”
suggested Fatty Wynu.

“Good ecgg!”

Towser did squecze through, with some. difficuliy—diffi-
culty which did not improve his temper, and made it rather
unsafe for anybody but his master to go near him—and the
juniors clambered over the wall and followed. Then, in-the
strengthening light of the rising sun, Tom Merry & Co. went
swiftly down the lanc.

CHAPTER 12,
A Search at Dawn!

-R-R-R-R!
“Pway keep that beast guiet, Hewwies!”

“Bosh! It docs @ dog good to growl sometimes.
It’s good cxereise for his vocal choras.” =~

“It’s a jolly row !” said Blake.

“Blessed if you'rc mnot always grumbling at something!
I never met such a cantankerous set of rotters! You'd
grumble at @ dove if I kept one in the study, I believe I”

Blake chuckled. Towscr the bulldog was not very dove-
like in his disposition. But to Herries, Towser was like the
king in the British constitutional system—he could do no
wrong.

“Here we arc!” said Figgins, halting at the place where
he” Portuguese had made that desperate plunge across the
ditch and fence the previous night.

In the glimmer of the rising sun, the man's tracks could
still be seen in the mud. The juniors managed to cross the
ditch with less damage than they had received the previous
night, and they climbed the fence and dropped down inside.
Under the trees the shadows of night still lurked thickly.

Tom Merry looked about him elertly.

He was pretty certain that the Portuguese would be on
the scene at the first glimpse of dawn, and every shadow
r;\fig_hb conceal the lurking form of the ruffian from South
Africa.

“Bai Jove, it’s dark here !” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“It’s awfully wet, too. It did not occur to me that it would
be vewy dewy, deah boys. I shall get my boots wet.”

“Take ’em off,” said Kangaroo.

“My deah fellow, then I should get my socks wet.”
“Take ’em off, too.” .
“Weally, Kangawoo, I shou!d get iny féet wet.”
“Take ’em off I”

“Weally, you know—"

“Or couldn’t you walk on your hands?” suggested
Kangaroo thoughtfully. “Like they do in the circuses, you
know. That would keep your feet dry.”

“I wefuse to entah into a widiculous discush.”

“Good !” said Blake. “It’s about time you shut up, es
that Portuguese chap mighkt be hanging ebout.”

“Weally, Blake—"

“A Portuguese,” said Skimpole, jerking ous his note-
book. “Good! Is he the criminal?”

“Duffer I”

“How do you spell ¢ Portuguese ’ ?” asked Skimpole, wet-
ting his pencil point. “Do you spell it with ore or two z’s,
Tom Merry ?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ahem! I should prefer io spell it correctly. Perhaps I.
had better put the two z's,” said the amateur detective. of
the Shell, jotting it down ¢
Did he commit the murder?

“Ass!”

“What is his name?”

“Idiot !”

“That is not a Portuguesc name.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 shall search for the lost box,” said Skimpole, putting
up his notebook. “I hope that the documents it contains
will clear up the mystery.”

“You utter ass!” said Tom Merry.
documents in the box.”

“You are prevaricating, Tom Merry. You referred to a
box. Now you say there are no docurnents in the box. Is
it @ box that is lost ?”

Tom Merry did not reply. ¥le was plunging through the
wet thickets in search of the lost box. Skimpole jotted
down another note in his book: “Lost article, either a
case or a box; the suspected party refuses:to state which;
looks very black.”

—** Portuguezze.” “Good!

“There-aren’t any
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Then Skimpole joined in the search.

Arihur Augu D’Arey uitered a sudden exclamation
that Jdraw the general attention to him at once. :

“Bai Jov

“What is 117" esclaimed Tom Merry, harrying towards
bim. - “Iave you found it1»

* Found' what, deah boy 1”

“The bos, of ecourse.”” .

*“Oh, no! 1 was just thinkin’ that if I woll my twousahs
up vewy high, I shall aveid gettin’ them damp.”

“You uttah ass!” growled Tom Merry, in disgust.

“1 wefuse to be called an ass! »

But Tom Merry was gone.

*(lo0-00-y 1”

It was a call from Noble, who had plunged ahead in the
thickets, careless of the damp dew on leaves and twigs.
‘Fom Merry hurried towards him.

“Have you found anything, Kangaroo?”

“Yes,” called back Kangaroo. “Come here!”

“Phe bos 7

“No—a trail.”

Tom Merry joined him in the glade.

I—

In ¢
erass Kangaroo had turned up a candle-en
burnt matches.

“Look at them 1”

Tom Merry looked disappointed.

“ What ebout them, Kaengaroo?”

“That candle-end was turned out of a lantern, you see.
Tt was burnt right down to the socket, and the chap put a
new candle in.”

“ARP

ick, damp
and several

“Which shows that somcone was scarching here with a
Jantern last night, and kept it up a jolly long time, tce, for
bis candle to burn right out.”

Pom Merry changed colour.

He had not thought of that before.

tie had arrived on the ground at the dawn—but the
Poriuguese had been before him. For there wis no doubt
as to whom the previous searcher had been. Do Silva bad
spont the night searching the weods with a lantern.

CHAPTER 13.
Towser Distingnishes Himself !

OM MERRY’S face was full of dismay.

ITe had not been prepared for that: but even if
be had thought of it, it would not have been possible
for him to leave the school for the wkole night, end

ecarch through the shadowy woods.

Had the Portuguese found the box?

The juniors gathered round the spot, and from the clues
Kangaroo had discovered, they came to the same conclu-
sion. of course, as the Cornstalk.

“JIe’s been here!” caid Blake.

* Yaas, wathah!”

“But we don’t know that he found the box,” said Kerr.
“1t weuldn’t be easy—much harder by lantern light than
by daylight; and you can see that it’s not casy now.”

“That’s true enough.”

“There’s one thing, too,”” went on the Leen-witted
Scottish lad, “if he found it he won’t come back. If he
didn’t, he’ll be back here looking for it at daylight. If we
sce anything of him, we shall know that he basn’t found
the box.”

Tom Merry’s face brightened.

“Good for you, Kerr! That’s right enough 1%

And the juniors resumed the scarch. |

They hunted high and low through the thickets, and there
were several sarcastic requests to Herries to ask Towser to
piut them on the right track; requests to which Herries
replied only with lofty sniffs.

But a sudden growl from Towser proved, scon, that he
had found something. The bulldog made a dart into a
thicket, and there was a hasty exclamaticn and a rustle of
the twigs, and a lithe form leaped out and fled.

Tom Merry gave a shout.

“The Portuguese }”

“After him!” yelled Blake.

Towser was already tearing after the fugitive.
shouted encouragement to his dog.

*Seize him, Towser! Go it, doggiet

And Towser Jooked as if he meant b

The Portuguese, with gasps of terror, disappeared into the
wood, the dog still tearing after him with jaws rcady to
bite

‘Yom Merry could not help laughing at the sudden plight
of the forcigner. Towser had proved useful, after nﬂ.

And Tom remembeéred Kerr’s deduction on the subject,
that if the Portuguese reappeared, it would be a proof that
be had not found the box:

The wooden box was still lost in the shadows of the weod.

Herries

Seize him 1
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Tom Merry felt his heart lighten at the thought.

The juniors had_a good hour before them before they
need return to St. Jim's; and surely the box must be found
i that time, with so many seeking it.

The whole party set to work again with renewed hope.

Although only Tom Merry understood .the importance of
finding the box, they were all equally keen on the quest.

But the time passed on, and nothing was discovered.

'Fhe difficulty of the task became more and more apparent
as they proceeded.

The ground here was densely covered with undergrowth,
with thick ferns and grass and weeds, and a minute search
of the whole space was required to unearth the small object
that had fallen there from the hand of the Portuguese.

A minute search of so wide a space, under such conditions,
might take days, or even weeks, with the space mapped out
and gone over methodicaily.

‘Lhere was naturally little method so far in. the search.

The juniors spread ouwt through the ‘wood, searching
wherever they could, and a cursory examination of the space
was made, that was all.

‘The sun rose higher, and warmed beams
the wood, lighting up the recesses in whicl
night had lingered.

“Dear me!”

It was a sudden exclamation from Skimpole.

Tom Merry looked towards the genius of St. Jim's.

Skimpole was standing in the glade, examining something
he had picked up, and blinking at it through his spectacles.

Tom Merry ran quickly towards him.

“What is 1t, Skimmy?”

Skimpole blinked at him.

*“The knife.”

“Eh, the knife?”
“ »

oured down inte
the shadows of

Skimpole he!d it out to view. Tom Merry gave a grunt of
disgust. It was the clasp-knife they had taken away from
the Portuguese and hurled into the trees the night before.

“Oh, that’s nothing.”

“Yon are quite mistaken,” said Skimpole, blinking at
him. *“It is a most important picce of evidence. I will see
if there are any bloodstains upon it.”

“You ass!”

Skimpole opened the knife, and seemed quite disappointed
to find the blade quite clean and bright.

“ Ah, this has been cleaned since the erime.”

“Chuck it away, you ass!”

“It is important evidence.”

“Dummy I”

“What do you know abont this knife, Merry?”’

“I know it’s in the Lands of a silly ass.”

“Really, Merry—"

““Look here, you can’t keep that knife—it’s another man’s
property. You can’t rob even a thief. It ought to be taken
to the police station.”

“1 shall not call in the police till the last mowent, when
the case is complete. That is Sexton.Blake’s micthod. He
then allows the police to take the credit of the case.”

Tem Merry laughed, and turned away. Nothing would
convince Skimpole that there was a great gulf fixed hetween
real life and a detective novel.

Skimpole made exhaustive notes in his book on the subject
of the knife. As Skimmy’s writing was so bad that he
frequently could not read it himself afterwards, his notes
were not likely to be of much value to him.

The juniors kept up the search keenly enough, but there
was no other discovery made. The clasp-knife was the only
thing found.

The sun was getting high in the sky, and it warned the
juniors that it was time to return to the school.

“Better go, I suppose,” said Tom Merry. “No good
getting gated and being stopped from coming again.®

““Wathah not.”

“We'll came again immediately after morning lessons,”
said Kangaroo. “After all, if 'we can’t find the thing
between ws, it’s pretty certain that that foreign chap won't
Le able to find it on his lonesome.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And the juniors slowly took their way out of the wood.
There was a great deal in what the Cornstalk said. But
Tom Merry was despondent. The morning was before -the
Portuguese now; and the box might be in his hands before
morning lessons were over at St. Jim’s.

Tom Merry conzidered whether he should inform the police
in Ié}s]eombo of the matter. It was a difficult matter to
decide. :

How could he make them credit so strange a story ?

And if they believed it, were they not certain to jumsp at
the conclusion that Herbert Dorrian’s mysterious conduct
meant that the box had fallen into his hands by means that
would not bear the lightt

(Continued on pnge 19.)
Tree GEM LisrarY.—No, 1;321.




18
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of our new serial ? It’s a grand

yarn, isn’t it 2 Jerry Garrison

sure is a great lad, and his pal
Fusty may be bow-legged, but he's a
grand shot with his six-guns. You'll
be hearing more about these two buddies
iz; next week’s GEM, when further chapters
o

I I ALLO, chums! What do you think

‘““ RED STAR RANGER!”

appear. There will also be another
ripping yarn of Tom Merry & Co., by
famous Martin Clifford, entitled :

‘ BILLY BINKS’ BURGLAR!”

and I can assure you that you will get
plenty of thrills in this ripping story, so
keep an eye out for it. Potts, our
inimitable office-boy, will be on parade
again to supply you with your tonic
laugh, and i addition there will he
another column of readers’ jokes, for each
of which I shall pay half-a-crown, and
also another page from my notebook.

LEG-THEORY !

L. A. D. Lees, of Leigh-on-Sea, writes
to me asking if I can find out what reade
think about this leg-theory business.
He wants to know whether or not you
fellows $hink that it is * cricket.” Well,
bere’s your chance to let us all know
your opinions on this most interesting
subject. Send me a card to let me know
what you think about it, and I will
select a few for publication on this page.

A FIGHT WITH LIONS!

At Chessingilon Zoo a large erowd
collects every evening to watch the
animals fed. The other evening
there was special inierest, as a new
and larger den was to be used for
the first time. Herr Brick, the
animal trainer, went into a cage
containing « lion and lioness, in
order to induce them to cnier the
new den. Immediately he got in-
side the cage the crowd icere
horrified to see the animals crouch,
roarving, in « corner. The lion
sprang ot Herr Brick, but he
dodged in time, and the animal
went through into the new home.
The lioness, however, was far more
reluctant to leave. She vepeatedly
altacked the trainer, who dodged
skilfully and fended the beast off
with his whip. Finally, the lioness
succeeded in smashing Herr Brick
against the bars of the cage, und it

. was seen that he had hurt his arm.
For some minutes longer he tried
::n vain to induce the lioness to go
into the new den, but at length he
was forced to give the ides up. He
left the cage and went straight to
Tue Gem LiBrary.—No. 1,321.

the circus, injured arm and ail,
where he gave his performance of
wrestling with « tiger!

THE FOOTBALL FAN!

It was a rehearsal of the Trooping of
the Colour by the Horse Guards. The
grand finale. was reached and the trum-
peters went forward to the head of the
column to sound the advance. Suddenly
a_ strange sound awoke the . echoes.
Horses trained to meet gunfire and stand
still amid the blare of bugles, suddenly
reared and plunged all over the place.
Everyone was amazed, but that was
nothing to what the sergeant-majors
said, while even the officers seemed to
lose some of their customary dignity.
What was it all about ?  Well, a football
fan, anxious to show his appreciation of
the show, had let fly with his rattle !

SOME MOUTH !

Dogs who are trained to fetch
game always have very tender
mouths, as otherwise they are use-
less, but it is not often that you find
an Alsatian who is quite so gifted
in that way as the one belonging to
a certain Sydney policeman. The

15 s t-d iahb

had a canary, and one day he was
cleaning out the cage in his garden
when the bird escaped and flew
{0 the top of a femce. Now the
Alsalian had been watching, and
he obviously thought that he ought
to arrest the canary for some offence
or other. He ran along the fence,
leaped into the air, and snapped up
the canary into his mouth. When
the owner saw only the tail of his
canary peeping out of the dog’s
mouth, he gave up hope, Butwhen
the Alsatian opened its mouth,
there was the bird, quite unharmed !

ODDS AND ENDS.

A cricket match was about to start at
Ridings Park, Derbyshire, when five
ducks waddled slowly and solemnly across
the pitch. When the home tcam batted
their score included five “ ducks.”

A man living in Parker Strect, W.C.2,
awoke one morning to find a poisonous
South American tarantula spider on his
arm. He knocked it to the ground and
killed it before it could sting him.

The other day a golfer, who lives in
Norwich, took his golf clubs and bag from
the garage, and found that the bag con-
tained a robin’s nest with three eggs in it !

The London Zoo has a real livo pink
donkey ! It is officially described as a
Circassian Ass, and comes from the
Caucasus, but to you and me it is just a
donkey. Later on it will be used for giving
children rides.
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ONE MOUSE !

You probably remember Esop’s
jable about the mouse who freed
the . lion from « mnet, but from
Rodosh, a small village near Bel-
grade, comes a story of an even
bigger job done by one mouse.
The mousc nibbled « cable in the
power station and caused a bad
short circuit. The result was @
fire which destroyed all the pumping
apparatus which is used for irri-
gating the fields. Without this
irrigation the fields are barren.
Unless the station is rebuilt and in
working order again in siz weeks,
in time for the planting of crops,
the village will be bankrupt. And
all through one mouse!

HOW’S" THIS FOR A RECORD?

Joan Hudson, of Baltimore, Maryland,
is “the youngest wireless operator in the
world. She is only eight years old, bub
she can transmit messages in Morse code
at the rate of twenty words a minute, and
in an efficiency test she seccured eighty
marks out of ‘a possible hundred. She
holds a real wireless operator’s licence,
too ! - Bravo, Joan !

A REPLY.

Tom Baldwin, of Uplon Park,
writes to ask mec why it is that
men go bald and women do not.
Well, Tom, I can only tell you that
scientists say that the greatest
cause of baldness in men is the
wearing of tight collars. They say
that tight collars restrict the flow
of blood to the head, and the resull
is that the hairs do not get properly
nourished.

Strange, considering
THE LETTERS ¢ L.D.B.”

appear in this week’s story of Tom
Merry & Co., that I should have just had
& letter from a reader, asking me what
thege letters mean. Well, the initials
stand for “ Illicit diamond buying,” which
was very prevalent in South Africa many
years ago, and is still carried on nowadays,
although the sharpest watch is kept upon
everyone employed in the diamond mines.
If anyone succeeds in hiding diamonds
and smuggling them out of the mines,
they can, of course, get very large sums
of money for them from the 1.D.B. men.
Some of the tricks that have been used to
8 smuggle diamonds have been most
ingenious.

Some little while ago, a workman foll
ill, and was given perfaission to leave the
raines. asked to be allowed to take
his tools with him, and this raade the
authorit; suspicions. The result was
that they sawed through his steel tools,
and discovered that he had hollowed
them out., Inside the hollows, packed in
grease, were several of the finost stones
which had ever been discovered in that
particular mine !

THE SECRET SEVEN

Who are the Secret Seven avengers of
86, Frank's ¢ For a long time Mr. Hunter,
the tyraut of the school, has been ruli
the Ancient House with a rod of iron,
meting out unjust punishment at will
to the juniors. Now, he gets some of his
own ‘“medicine ” at the hands of the
Sceret Seven, and the tyrant is baffled
as to their identitics. Bub you won't ho
when you read the magnificent long
compicte gchool yarn in to-day’s_tip-top
number of tho ** Nelson Leo Library.”
You will revel in the amazing adventures
of the chums of St. Frank’s. Cet this
super story right away—it wiil grip and
hold your interest from start to finish.

YOUR EDITOR.
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(Continued from. page 11.)
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That the country police would be able to arrest the wily,
elusive Portuguese, Tom Merry did not believe for a
moment. Neither was it likely that they would be able. to
find the box. But if they found it, would they hand it over
to Tom Merry uniopened ? Tt was not likely. N

In fact, if they heard of its existence, they might make
Tom hand it over to them if he found it, pending an inquiry
into the matter.

‘These considerations, added to Dorrian’s earnest impression
upon him not to let the secret escape, made Tom Merry
resolve to keep the matter gway from the police.

He was compelled to resign himself to the thought that for
the next few Eours the foreigner would have the ground to
himself. .

That could not be helped.

_As the juniors left-the, wood, Herries looked anxiously
round for his dog. Towser. had not yet returned, and
Herries’ long and piercing whistles had been unanswered.
Herries had full confidence in Towser; yet he had a lurking
fear, now, that the dark-skinned ruffian from South Africa
might have done him some injury, Even a bulldog was
not proof against knife or bullet, and the Portuguese may
have resorted to either.

Herries uttered an exclamation of relief as Towser sud-
denly burst from a thicket, very dewy and perspiring and
muddy, and panting for breath. There was a fragment of
cloth in the jaws of the bulldog, which he proceeded to lay
at_his master’s feet.

Herries patted his dog proudly.

“Good old doggie! Good-old Towser !”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, turning his
eyeglass upon the fragment. *“That was the pattern of the
wascal’s twousahs |”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Towser must have given him a run for his money,”
grinned Lowther. “Good old Towser | Herries is quite right
about Towser. He can track anybody down—if he can see
him.”

And Towser came in for a great deal of petting as the
juniors walked back to the school.

At the gates, which were now open, they met a cheery-
looking fag of the Third Form, with untidy hair and inky
stains on his fingers. It was Wally, the younger- brother of
the swell of the ourth.

*“Hallo, cocky!” said D’Arcy minor cheerfully, giving
his major a dig in the ribs that made him gasp. =~ What’s
the little game now 7

“Weally, Wally—"

“What have you been out for so early?”

“1 do not intend to confide that to a Third Form fag,”
said Arthur Augustus, with dignity., ‘‘How long have you
been weawin’ that collah, Wally 7"

“ About twenty minutes.”

“I was not wefewwin’ to the time you put it on this
mornin’, I mean, how many days have you had it in use?”

“TForget,” said Wally cheerfully. “Less than three
months, I’m certain,”

“It is vewy soiled.”

“Jolly sight cleaner than yours,” said Wally, with a
critical glance at his usually elegant major. * You’re wet
and muddy all over1”

“I have been in the wood.”

“What’s the game?”

“ Weally, \V:ﬁly——-"

Gr-r-r-rr!

Bow-wow-wow |

“Here, call your little beast off, young D’Arcy!” ex.
claimed Herries. “Towser will kill him if you don’t 1”

“Here! Pongo! Pongo! Pongo!”

Pongo reluctantly left his enemy, and Herries marched
Towser away to the kennels.

Wally stood with his hands in his pockets, and a per-
plexed expression upon his face, looking after the juniors.

“Blessed if I can make this out,” he muttered. “There’s
something on, anyway. What have they been up to in the
wood? Some jape, I suppose; and a Third Form chap’s
not ‘good enough to be taken into the wheeze.” Wally
grin[?ed. “I shall have to educate them about that, I
think.”

And Wally turned it over in his mind, with a result that
was destined to be of very unexpected consequences to Towm
Merry & Co.
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CHAPTER 14.
Gore Has Bad Luck!
M R. LINTON, the master. of the Sheli, looked curi-

ously at Tom Merry in class that morning several
times.

Tom was usually an attentive pupil, and gave
the Form master little trouble. This morning he was so
absent-minded that Mr. Linton could not help noticing 1.

The Shell master was very patient. But when lom
Merry’s answers grew very random, he remonstrated. It
was too much to be told that one of the principal exports
of the United States were wooden- boxes, -and that Christq-
pher Columbus was a Portugucse. Portuguese and wooden
boxes were running in Tom Merry’s ‘tmind; but Mr. Linton
could not be expected to understand.

“Merry !” he rapped out presently.

“Yes, sir1”’

“Are you ill1”

“No, sir |”

“Then what is the matter with you?”

:“Nothmg, sir,”

Then why are you making random replies to me? de-
manded Mr. Linton. “Why are you answering me in the
most ridiculous manner, sir?”

Tom Merry reddened.

“Was I, sir?”

“You were 1”

“I—X am sorry |”

“You have told me that Christopher Columbus was a
Portuguese, Merry, and that the United States export a
great number of wooden boxes every year.”

:.‘[‘i)m Merry’i face became scarlet.

“You are not thinking about your work, Merry.”

::N-no, sir 17

You will stay in half an hour after mornjng lessons,
Merry, and write out a hundred times that Christopber
Columbus was a Genoese.”

““Oh, sir!”

The dismay in Tom Merry’s face stiuck the Form master
at once.

“Well, Merry?”

“Am I—er—detained, sir?”

“1 have said so.”

“I—I—I am sorry——"

“Sorry you are detaintd?”

“Ye-es, sir 1”

“1 dare say that is the case, Merry. I did not expect you
to be pleased,” said the master of the Shell grimly.

Tom Merry sat silent, and Mr. Linton looked at him.

“Come, Merry,” he said more kindly.
yourself this morning.
with you, say so.”

“I—I am rather worried, sir, about—about something [
have lost,” blurted out Tom Merry.

“Ab, ‘that alters the matter! You are cne of my best
pupils, Merry, and I have no desire to be hard on you,”
said Mr. Linton kindly. *“What have you losi—something
of great value?”

“I—I don’t know, sir.
of by somebody else.”

‘““ Ah, that is a serious matter! You have lost it about the
school 77

“No, sir; in the wood.”

Mr. Linton wrinkled his brows for a moment.

“You think it was of great value?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You may go and lock for it if you like,” said Mr.
Linton, after a moment’s thought. “You are excused the
rest of the morning lessons.”

Tom Merry’s face brightened -up at once.

“Oh, thank you, sir! You are very kind.”

*Not at all. You may go.”

And Tom Merry went, very gladly. The thought of the
Portuguese, hunting in the wood for the missing box, was
weighing upon his mind so much that he could not possibly
bring his attention.to his work.

Gore'looked after him evilly as he quitted the class-room.

Gore was not a good-natured boy, and he was fond of
attributing any kindness Tom Merry reccived from the
masters to favouritism.

The_fact that Tom Merry was a diligent and attentive

upil, and that he never tried to make the master’s task
Earder than it inevitably was, did not appeal to Gore at
all  He was lazy and troublesome himself, and received
little but lines and raggings from the Form masters.

He grumbled his -discontent into the ear of Skimpole,
who sat next to him.

“Rotten favouritism !” he grumbled.

Skimpole blinked at him. .

“Really, Gore, I was thinking that it was very kind and
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fonfidm;,a.(:e of Mr. Linton, as Merry i8 worried over the box
he lost.

“Bosh ! That’s only an excuse for getting off lessons.”

“I do not think M‘le’rrv would tell a lie, and besides, cne
shoulfd not suspect people of bad motives without absolut:
proof.” :

“Rats!”

“Really, Gore—" i

“Shut up, you ass! Linton’s looking !” .

Mr. Linton was glancing towards them. He had caught
the murmur of voices.

“Were you speaking, Skimpole?”

“Yes, sir. I cannot tell a lic.” i

“Very good! You will take a hundred lines.”

“QOh !

“Good old Georgie Washington!”. murmured Monty
Loivther. .

“Skimmy is a silly little ass at the hatchet business.”

Gore was thinking. He began to assume an absent-
minded look, and made a very random answer to Mr.
Linton. The master of the Shell pounced upon him at
once.

“Gore !” -

Gore did not reply. He was looking at the ceiling.

“Gore ! . .

Gore started, as if suddenly brought to himself, and
looked at the Form master.

“Yes, sir! Did you speak, sir?”

“1 did, Gore! I spoke twice!”

“I’'m sorry, sir!” X

“Why did you not answer me the first time, Gore?”

“I-—1 was thinking, sir. I—I was feeling worried.”

Mr. Linton fixed his grey eyes upon Gore's face.. The
class looked on and listened with interest.. They  guessed
Gore’s game at once, and if Gore had been as sharp as
he thought he-was, he would have seen from the expression
of Mr. Linton’s face that that gentleman guessed it, teo.

“Ah, you are feeling worried, Gore?”

“Yes, sir.”

“ About your lessons?”

“QOh, no, sir!”

C“Kindly acquaint me with the cause of your worry,
ore.”

“I—I've lost something,- sir.”

“Indeed! What have you lost?”

. “A—a penknife, sir.”.

“¥Your own penknife.”

“N-no, sir. It was lent to me,” said Gore fatuously.
The calm tone and look of the Form master made him
believe that Mr. Linton was taken in, and he was already
looking forward to a free morning outside the class-room.

“It was a very valuable-looking one, sir—silver-miounted

and pearl-handled, sir.”

“And you have lost it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where 7"

“Somewhere along the river, sir.”

“And you would like to miss your morning lessons and
go to look for it?” .

l‘:Oh’ yes, sir! Thank you, sir!” said Gore, leaving his

dce.

“You need not move, Gore.”

“Eh? Yes, sir!”

“I have not yet granted you permission to leave the
class-room.”

“Oh1”

“J wish to be further satisfied upon the subject of this
knife. You say that it was lent to you?”

“Ye-es, sir.” .

Gore was beginning to feel uneasy now. Why on earth
Mr. Linton should make all these inquirics in.his case,
when he hadn’t made any in the case of Tom Merry, Gove
couldn’t understand.

He did not reflect that Tom Merry was known to be
the soul of honour, and that he himself was equally well
known to be the most untruthful boy in the Form.
single word from Tom Merry weighed: more than the most
detailed and circumstantial ‘statements from Gore.

The Shell looked on with great keenness.

They knew that Mr. Linton was on the track, and they
wondered whether Gore would be able to.get out of it.

Mr. Linton was smiling grimly,

“Who lent you the knife, Gore

“A—a—a friend, sir.”

“In your Form?”

“Yes, sir. I—1 mean, no, sir,” remémbering that the
Shell were all there to be questioned.

“Indeed! VYes and.no. Your answers are a little con-
tradictory, Gere,”. satd Mr. Linton, as gently as a ceoing

dove. He was most dangerous when he was most quiet,
as thewshell well knew. “Which de you mean, Gore—yes
or no?
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“No, sir.”

“It was not a boy in:the Shell?”

“No, sir.”

“What boy was it, then?” '

“A—a—a chap I met out of coors, sir,” said Ciore desper-
ately, secing that the matter was now to be sifted to ihe
bottom.

“Ah; what was his name?”

“I—I don’t know, sir.”

“Do you know him well 2”

“ No, sir.”

“I suppose not, as you do not know Mlis name,
not know him at all well?”

“Oh, no, sir!”

“Yet he lent you a valuable knife—a knife silver-mounted
and' pearl-handled—this boy whom you hardly know, and
whose name you do not know at all?”

Gore was silent. He had _involved himsclf in a maze
of falsehoods, ‘and how to extricatc himself he had not the
faintest idea. He could only blink uncasily at the Form
master.

Monty Lowther chuckled softly.

“Linton_ought to be a giddy detective,” he murmured.

& \IVeH, Gore, have you anything to say?”

You do

[23 A A e
“That is not very explicit. " I am driven to the con-
clusion, Gore, that you have made an untrue statcment.”
Gore did not speak. It was not of much use denying it.
“You have sought to escape morning lessons, because
Merry was excused to look for something he had lost. You
do not give much credit to my peretration, Gore.
I am afraid, Gore, that you are thc most obtuse, as well
as the most untruthful boy in the class. You will stay
in after lessons, Gore, and remain till dinner-time; and
you will occupy the time by writing out the sentence: It
it foolish and disgraceful to be a liar.’”
“Yes, sir.”
“We will now resume,” said Mr. Linton. And they
resumed.

CHAPTER 15.
Tom Merry Defends Himself !

OM MERRY lost no time after quitting the Shell
Form Room. He caught up his cap and hurried out
of the school, and in‘a few moments was down at
the gate.

Taggles, the porter, was standing there, and he regarded
the hero of the Shell-with & glance of extreme disfavour.

“ Which, what are you doing out of school, Tom Merry?”
he demanded.

“Walking.”

“Which it’s my dooty to stop you.”

“What-ho !” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “You .always
do your duty, don’t you, Taggy? It's your duty to keep
strictly sober and attend to business, and you never do
anything else.”

“Which I says—"

“Sorry I haven't tims to listen now, Taggyr. Keep your
remarks till this afternoon, and I'll have them after dinner.
I've got leave, Taggy—special leave.”

“Which I don’t—"

“Ta-ta !”

And Tom Merry dodged the porter and ran out into the
road. Taggles shook his head solemnly. He was half-
inclined to think Tom Merry was playing truant. But Tom
did not stay to argue it out.

He went cheerily down the lanc towards Rylcombe. He
swung his stick as he went. He had caught the stick up
in’ coming out. It belonged to Reilly of the Fourth, and
it ‘'was a stout blackthorn, which Reilly boasted had broken
many a head in County Down and Antrim before it came
into his possession.

It was more than likely that Tom Merry would meet
the Portuguese in the wood, and in that case he required
a weapon.

The junior was soon on the scene of the morning’s search.
The cursory glance of the morning had failed to reveal the
missing box, and it was only by a minute hunt over the
recesses of the wood that he could hope to find it.

The task was long and difficult; but there was consolation
in the fact that it would be still more difficult for the Portui-
guese, who had no one to help him in the scarch.. As soon

‘as morning lessons were over, Tom Merry would be joined

by a dozen juniors, all keen to aid him in the quest.

In the thick grass the footsteps of the searchers were
still visible. The spot was a lonely one, and had not been
visited since the morning’s search, unless by the man from
South Africa.

Where could the missing box be? Tom Merry looked
round him and wondered. Among the thickets, hidden in
the grass. down among the fern and weeds? Perhaps stuck
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in some ‘crevice of one of the huge trees? For the hasty
throw of the Portuguecse might have sent it upward through
the overhanging branches.

The wood was very lonely. Tom Merry could hear the
chimes from the village church, but the thick woods seemod
to be shut off from all human companionship. He kept a
gary eye about him as he began to search for the missing

0X.

He was more likely, as he knew, to.find Da Silva than to
find the missing box; and so it proved.

“Senor 1

It was a soft, silky, but threatening voice. The Poriu-
guese stepped from the trees before him.

Tom Merry receded a pace, his hand closing more. tightly
npon his stick. His cyes met the threatening glance of the
Portuguese calmly,

“So you are here again, little senor ?”

“VYes, as you see.”

= Yov,s)have not found the box, it appears?”

*“No.

“Neither have I,” said Da Silva. “I hurled it far—in
which direction I know not. It will not be easy to find.”

“I shall find it.”

“1 think neot, little senor.

“Who will prevent me?”

“Y, Emanuel da Silva.”

Tom Merry swung up the stick as the Portuguese took a
quick, tigerish step towards him, looking strangely like a
wild animal about to spring.

“Stand baeck I”

“Ah! Do you think I am afraid of your stick 7

The man jfrom South Africa leaped savagely forward.
Perhaps he thought that the boy was scared, and would not
dare to strike. If so, he did not know Tom Merry.

The hero of the Shell stood as firm as a rock. The stick
came crashing down, and it fell upon the shoulder of the
Portuguese, who dodged in time 4o save his head.

Da Silva gave a yell of pain; but he did not recede.
With a livid face, and eyes that seemed to burn, he hurled
himself upen the junior.

“Ah, I havo you now !”

You will not even look for it.”
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But he was mistaken. The stick swung round again, and
caught him a terrific blow on the side of the head.

With a gasp, the Portuguese dropped into the grass.

Tom Merry drew a_ quick, sharp breath. He waited for
his encmy to rise again, holding the stick in readiness; but
Da Silva did not move for some moments.

A terrible fear smote the boy for a moment as he looked
at him. He had struck hard; what if—

Tho thought was hardly shaped in his mind when the
Portuguese stirred and groaned. He sat up in the grass,
his hand to his head, glaring in a Wewildered way at the
junior of St. Jim’s.

“ What—what was it? Ah—you !”

‘Tom Merry drew a breath of relief.

“X struck you in self-defence,” he said quietly. “Let me
alone, and I shall not interfere with you.” He turned away.

'The Portuguese was looking dazed and sick, and there was
cvidently nothing more to be feared from him at present.

He staggered to his feet, his head singing, his brain in a
whirl.  With his hand to his head, he moved away from the
glade. He was not inclined to push matters further with
Tom Merry at that moment.

. Tom Merry resumed his search in the thickets,
o valin.

He searched on, till a rush of footsteps in the wood made
him look up, and he was surrounded by his chums.

“ Hallo ! said Blake cheerily. “We came as soon as we
could. Any luck?”

“N6,” said Tom,

“Hard cheese! Never mind, we’ll find it for you.”

“Yaas, wathah !’

And the juniors did their best. But they had no more
tuck than Tom Merry. It was time soon to get back to the
school for dinner, and they had to go with the missing box
still undiscovered,

Tom Merry’s face was clouded as he walked back towards
St. Jim’s.

He began -to think that his search would be in vain, and
that the box would remain lost in some recess of the
Rylcombe thickets,

{Continued on next page.)

But it was
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“Pongo! Pongo!”

Bow-wow-wow !

Wally and Pongo were coming down the lane. ‘The fag
stopped, and looked inquiringly at Lom Merry & Co,

“Up to your little game again?” he asked.

“Weally, Wally——"

“Now, don’t you begin, Gus,” said Wally, shaking his
forefinger at the swet of St. Jim’s in an cxtremely exas-
perating way,

“ You cheeky young wascal —”

“Here! Pongo! Pongo!”

Wally called to his dog, and went into the wood. Arthur
Augustus looked afier him wrathfully; but he knew of old
how useless it was to pursuc the clusive Wally.

CHAPTER 16.
Wally Makes a Discovery !

ALLY whistled cheerily as he cntered the wood.
That the juniors of St. Jim's were up to some jape.
the fag was certain,

What clse could have caused the Fourth to frater-
nise with the Shell, and caused this sudden and astonishing
fricndliness between the School House boys and their rivals
of the New House?

- And the hero of the Third meant to find out what was
toward. The Third Form weren't to be left out of anything
that was going on, if Wally knew it.

What the juniors could possibly be plotting he did not
know. But he expected to find some clue to their doings in
the wood.

“Perhaps that Red Indian camping-out dodge again,”
reficcted Wally, “T’ll jolly soon know! Pongo!”

There was no answering bark from Pongo,

Wally looked round angrily. The dog had disappeared.

It was a little way Pongo had. He was as good as gold
while he was on the chain  When his good behaviour had
caused his master to give him a free run, Pongo took advan-
tago of it in the most baréfaced manner, scuttling off at the
first opportunity.

“The beast!” murmured Wally. “He's gone! Vah!
Pongo! Come back, you brute! Tll tan you! I’ll jump on
you! Where are you? Pongo! Pongo!®
There was a distant bark. Pongo had no objection to the
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mild cxcitement of a chase. Sometimes he would give Wally
a long and troublesome run, and when Wally had given him
up as lost, Pongo would come sncaking back with an agree-
uElc expression on his face, as if butter wouldn’t melt in his
mouth. Then, of course, all the dire threats Wally had been
uttering would be forgiven.

Wally was taking upon_himself to miss dinner at the
school, but even he would not venture to miss afternoon
lessons, and so it was very necessary to recover Pongo, and
get him on the chain again. 3

Leaving aside for the present the idea of discovering what
it was that brought Tom Merry & Co. to the wood, Wally
set out in secarch of Pongo. Somewhat to his surprise, the
barking of the dog did not cease; it kept up a continual
sound, intermingled with whining. . X

Wally was anxious as he plunged through the thickets in
search of the dog. The whining, and the fact that the sound
did not move from .place to place, scemed to indicate that
Pongo was fixed somewhere, and probably hurt.

Wally had mental visions of Pongo fastened in the cruel
teeth of a trap.

“Pongo! Pongo!” .

The whining continued. It guided Wally to the spot. He
came out into a glade overhung with thick branches, where
the grass showed the traces of many footprints. He stared
round him, perplexed.

The whining was very close, and yet he could sce no sign
of Pongo.

“Pongo! Pongo! Pongo!”

The dog whined again. Wally plunged into a thicket, and
stopped at the trunk of a huge old oak. "At a short distance
up the trunk there was a gap in the wood, which indicated
that the. trunk was hollow. The whining came from the
hollow within,

Wally grinned. He could guess now what had happened.
Pongo had scented a rabbit and chased it, and bunny had
scuttled into the hollow for safety. Pongo had pursued him
there, and had been unable to climb out again. Wally tried
to peer into the hollow.

“Pongo 1”

Bow-wow-wow !

“Lucky for you I'm herel” growled Wally.
would you be if T weren’t here, you duffer?
have starved to death in that tree!2

Pongo whined.

“Come out, you dummy !

Pongo whined again. He could not come out. Wally
could not sce him. The opening in the tree was too narrow
to get his head in, and bow deep it extended in the trunk
he did not know.

He thrust his arm into the opening up to the shoulders,
and groped downwards for the dog. His bhand struck.some-
thing hard and square, and he uttered an ejaculation of
surprise and drew it out.

It was an oblong, wooden box.
amazement.

The box was a common one enough, but its condition
showed that it had not been long in the treec. How could
it possibly have got thero?

He looked it over. On the lid was written a name—
Manuel da Silva.

“A Portuguese I”” muttered Wally, in amazement.
Portuguese name, anyway.
the tree?”

Pongo whined pitifully.

Wally, reminded of his favourite, groped in the hollow
again and caught Pongo’s collar, and with some difficulty
dragged the shaggy animal out.

Pongo frisked round him delightedly. Wally fastened the
chain on to his collar at once. He did not mean to run
any more risks with Master Pongo.

Then he examined the box. That it had been lost seemed
clear, though how it could have been dropped into the
hollow trce was a puzzle.

To open it and find out if it contained any clue which
would enable him to retore it to the owner was, naturaliy,
Wally’s first thought,

He slid back the lid. Inside was a mass of ue-paper,
and he could see nothing else. But as he moved the paper
he gave a shout of astonishment.

For {rom the box there suddenly burst upon him a blaze
of brilliance that was almost dazzling. The box was
crammed with diamonds.

Wally held the box 'in his hands, staring at it blankly,
hardly able to believe his eyes.

“Diamonds!” Little as ho knew about the stones, he
knew that the contents of the box in his hands must be worth
many thousands of pounds.

“Good heavens!” murmured the dazed junior.

It was some minutes before he could even think what he
should do.

Suddenly he started. There was a rustle in the thicket,
and a dark face looked out at him. Wally snapped the lid

“Where
You might

Wally stared at it in

ment. “It's a
How on earth did it get into
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of the box shut, and looked the stranger in the face.. It was
Da Silva.

He glanced at Wally and then at the box, and then his
eyes blazed. The expression upon his face made Wally
start back a little. He slipped the box. into his pocket and
called to Pongo. His hands unconsciously closed for defence.

The Portugnese observed it, and his manner changed at
once. Pongo had ranged up beside his master, his teeth
showing, anc growling ominously. Pongo had plenty of
faults, but it was not safe for anybedy to attaclli D’Arcy
minor in his presence.

Da Silva’s head was still aching and singing from the
blow Tem Merry had given him, and he was not inclined for
a struggle if he could avoid it; though Wally would not
have been allowed to take the 'box away without one, in
spite of Pongo’s ready teeth.

“Good-day, senor!” said the Portuguese.
found my box.”

“Your box?” said Wally suspiciously.

“¥os. I was attacked by thieves last night, and threw
it from me to save it,” the Portuguese explained, eyeing
‘Wally covertly.

He could guess from the boy’s clothes that he came from
the school, but there was no reason to suppose that Tom
Merry had acquainted his schoolfellows with the story of
the box. In fact, it was clear that Wally did not know about
it, or he would have shown by his manner that he regarded
the Portugnese as an enemy.

“QOh!” said Wally.

“It must have gone into the trees,” said the Portuguese.
“X have been seeking it all day in vain. You have found it.”

“1 supposc you can prove it’s yours?” said Wally. “I
was_going to take it to the police station in Rylcombe.”

“X can prove it’s mine.”

“You'll jolly well have to hefore I give it to you!” said
Wally.

The Portuguese smiled agreeably.

“That is easy, little senor.”

“Your name?”

“Yes. Manuel da Silva.”

Wally nodded. That was pretty clear.
Portuguese knew the box, at all events.

“Do you know what it contains?” asked Wally.

“Yes. Diamonds.”

“How many?”

“ A hundred and fifty-six, of various sizes.”

“Hm! I suppose you are Manuel da Silva?”

The Portuguese laughed.

“Look, senor. Here are letters addressed to me, some
in_my own lauguage, some in English. Look !”

Wally looked, and was convinced.

“Well, excuse me,” he said. “I thought I ought to make
sure_under the circumstances. Here’s your box.” And he
handed it over to the Portuguese.

Da Silva’s fingers closed upon it like the talons of a hawk.

He did not stop to speak again, even a word of thanks.
Heh plunged into the wood, and vanished from the boy’s
sight.

“You have

It proved that the

CHAPTER 17.
The Last Chanee !

OM MERRY, Manners, and Lowther left the dining-
room in the School House at the earliest possible
moment. The Terrible Three meant to cut down to
the wood and have another look for the box before

afternoon lessons.

Arthur Augustus and Blake came out- at the same time
and joined them, and the five juniors hurried to the old
scene, though with little hope of finding what they sought.
But, as Blake remarked, if they stuck it out long enough
they were bound to succeed. It was only a question of time.

Bow-wow-wow !

“Bai Jove, I know that wow !” said Arthur Augustus, as
gxey came through the wood. “It’s Wally’s mongwel,

ongo.”

“What’s Wally doing here?”?

“T expect he’s heard something about the box,” Manners
remarked. “Gore and Skimpole%lave been chattering it all
over the plaece.”

Wally was- looking round the glade as the juniors came
up. He had been greatly interested by the thick footprints
there, which indicated thai this was the spot which
interested Tom Merry & Co.

“Hallo, cocky !” said Wally cheerfully. “Back again? 1
?linought I'd run you down . What's the little game here,
eh?”

“Have you heen lookin’ for the box, you young wascal?”

Wally jumped.

“What box?”

“The box Tom Mewwy lost.”
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“Blessed if I knew he had lost a box. He never told me.”

“Weally, Wally, you can hardly expect to be taken into
the confidence of ‘Uppah Form fellows, you know.”

“Look here, what’s that about a box?” demanded Wally,
beginning to fee! uneasy. “Have you really lost a box,
Merry ?”

“Yes. We're here to look for it.”

“What kind of a box?”

“A wooden one, with a sliding lid,” said Tom. “Have
you seen one like it?”

“ Another chap’s name written on the lid 722

“Yes. A foreign name—Da Silva.”

Wally changed eolour.

““Is anybody else looking for it?” he faltered.

“Yes, a foreign chap—same name as that written on the
box,” said Tom Merry, looking at him in wonder. “What's
the matter?”

‘‘Nothing. Only I've found it !”

«Found 122

es.

“Good egg! Where is it, then??
:‘I gave 1t to that chap.”
"‘To Da Silva?!”

S,

“What !”

“He saw me with it in my hand,” said Wally. “IHe
described it, and told me the name that was written on it,
proved that it was his name, so I—"

Tom Merry almest staggered.

“You gave it to him ?”

“What else could I do?”

“Bai Jove! You are a young ass, Wally!”

“It’s all right,” said Tom Merry. “He eouldn’t know. It
can’t be helped. But—but we must get the box back !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I say, I'm awfully sorry!” said Wally. “I didn't
know, of course. I never guessed you fellows were coming
here to look for a box. How could 1%”

“Well, it’s no good talking now,” said Jack Blake. “The
thing is to get on the rotter’s track and get it back 1

“Yaas, wathah !”

Tom Merry nodded quickly. After the first moment of
surprise and utter dismay he was himself again, and ready
to do anything to recover the box. Not a chance would be
left untried, at all events.

;:I(gow long ago did you see the Portuguese, Wally 7 he
asked.

“About ten minutes.”

“Which way did bhe go?”

Wally reflected before replying.

“He_ wouldn’t go to Rylcombe,” said Monty Lowther.
“He doesn’t know but what we've informed the police
there about him. He surely wouldn’t risk going to the
railway station there, when the police might be watching
for him.”

“Bai Jove, that’s wight enough I
“He didn’t go towards the village,” said Wally, shaking
his head. “He cut off towards Wayland, l}}xt whether he

Kept in that direction or not I don’t krow, .

“That’s more likely,” said Manners quickly. “The big
expresses sometimes stop at Wayland, and that’s just the
pomt he would make for.”

“Yes, rather!”

“But he’s had ten minutes start,” said Wally. “He looked
as if he could get over the ground, too, if he wanted to.”

“Ten minutes! Hang!”’ 2

““What price the short cut?” said Blake quickly. ‘‘The
Portuguese chap couldn’s know anything about that. He’ll
be taking the ordinary foetpath to Wayland. We could
take the short cut through the wi , and get there a
quarter of an hour quicker. That gives us- five minutes to
get ahead of him in.”

It was a hot, breathless run. .

But they kept up the pace, and, hot and perspiring, but
keen. as ever, they came out into the footpath where it
joined the track over the Castle Hill.

Had the Portuguese passed?

Tom Merry looked at his watch. The run had only
occupied eight minutes. Anyone following the feotpath
usually took quite half an hour to reach the same spot,
ceven walking sharply.

The juniors should have been a good ten minutes, at least,
aliead of the Portuguese if he had taken that path. If he
had even run all the way he could not have passed this
point yet.

Had he taken that path?

It seemed almost certain, yet there was a doubt. The
juniors kept under cover of the bushes, watching the path
like hawks. Tom Merry’s state of mind might be easier
imagined than described. If the Portuguese was on that
footpath there was cvery prospect of recovering the bex.
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If he had gone another way, it only remained to cora-
municate with the police.

Blake suddenly grasped him by the arm.

“Hark ¥

It.was a rapid footstep on the path.

CHAPTER 18,
At Last!

OM MERRY drew a quick, deep breath.
Was it the Portuguese? :
As yet the thickets hid them from the sight of the
newcomer; they would not see him, and he would
not see them till he was abreast of them.

Then——

They were ready to'spring. If it was the Portuguese, he
was in their hands at last. It might be a common way-
farer, but— X

The footsteps were hasty. They heard a sound of quick,
panting breath. The man was running, who ever he was—
running and walking by turns, like a tired man making all
the haste he could. X i

Wally put his hand tightly over Pongo's muzzle. But it
was not needed—the dog knew too much to make a sound.

A running figure loomed up past the bushes, in full
sight. A glance was enough. The dark, swarthy face, the
glittering black eyes—1t was the Portuguese! )

Like an arrow from a bow Tom Merry leaped at him.

The attack took the ruffian utterly by surprise.

Heo had been glancing back in uneasiness as he ran,
but from ahead he had no fear of danger. ;

Tom Merry tackled. him low, carrying him fairly off
his feet, like a three-quarter making a rush on a Rugger
field. .

The Portuguese went to the ground with a heavy bump.

He gave a gasp of rage and terror.

“Come on!” panted Tom Merry. . .

In a moment his comrades were backing him up.

The Portuguese had rolled helplessly on the grass, but
now he was fighting like a tiger. He was fighting for the
fortune he carried in the wooden box.

He tried to get his hand under his jacket, but Torr’x Merry
knew what that meant. He grasped the ruffian’s wrist
and held it fast.

“Get his kn,ife, Blake !2

What-ho . .

Blake dragged away the knife the foreigner had tried to
draw, and flung it far. Then the juniors piled upon the
scoundrel. .

In spite of his furious resistance he was soon pinioned.

‘He lay at last, g'as;;ling, in the grasp of the juniors, his
black eyes rolling with rage. ; )

Tom i{erry kngelt beside him, his face red with exertion,
and very stern. X

“Where is the box?” he said.

The Portuguese muttered a curse.

“BILLY BINKS’ BUGLAR!”

A full-ot-thrills long complete yarn of Tom Merry & Co.,
the cheery chums of St. Jim’s, and the Portuguese
desperado, Da Silva,

IN NEXT WEEK’'S “GEM!”
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He had had no opportunity of throwing the box away
&his time; nor would it have been any use in the daylight to

o s0.

Tom Merry ran his hands through the rascal’s pockets
and drew out the box.

he Portuguese ground his teeth.

“Malediction! I will have it yet!” he panted.

Tom Mcrrl{ laughed contemptuously. 3

“T will risk that,” he said. “I have recovered my cousin’s
property, and now you can go. Let the brute alone, chaps.”

“Pway wait a moment, Tom Mewwy. I do not wish to
be hard upon the wottah, or any wottah, but, undah the
cires, I weally think that this wotten wascal would
bettah in pwison !”

“Yes, but—"

“You see, it’s a decent chap’s duty to put down stealin’,
and as decent chaps we owe a duty to society, you know.”

“Gussy’s talking like a book,” said Blake em hatically.
“I don’t want to be hard on anybody, but this chap ought
to go to prison.”

Tom Merry hesitated.

“I know that,” he said. “Only we don’t want to get
mixed up in a case in the police courts; and my cousin asked
me to keep the whole matter dark, Besides, the brute hasn’t
succeeded in stealing anything.”

“Well, I don’t like letting him go; but have your own
way.”’

And Da Silva was allowed to. rise.

He looked at the juniors, with a savage scowl!, evidently
feeling very little in the way of gratitude for his release.

“You have beaten me now,” he said. “But my turn will
come.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“You had better cut off, my man,” he said. “If we change
our minds—"

The Portuguese stepped back quickly.

“You will see me again!” he hissed. ~And he plunged into
the wood.

Blake shook his head seriously.

“That chap would be safer behind store walls,” ho said.
But I dare say_that’s only gas. He can’t bother us much
more. Blessed if I know why he should want that old
wooden box so much. I suppose there’s something jolly
valuable in it."”

Tom Merry nodded. Arthur Augustus looked at his watch,
and uttered an exclamation.

“Bai Jove, we're late for school.”

“Let’s get back, then.”

“Yaas, wathah! Wun like anythin’ !*

And the juniors hurried back to St. Jim’s. Wally D’Arcy
was looking a little troubled. He spoke in a low voice to
Tom Merry _in the lane.

“I say, Merry, old man.”

Tom looked at him.

“What’s the matter, Wally?”

“I looked into that box when I found it. Of course, I
hadn’t the faintest idea that it belonged to you.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“That’s all right.”

“Only I know what’s in it—it’s crammed with diamonds,”
said Wally. “They must be worth thousands of pounds.”

Tom Merry nodded, with a troubled look.

“1 suppose it’s all right, Merry?”’

“What’s all right?”

“It’s no business of mine, but it’s a curious thing for that
to_be in the hands of a chap in a Junior Form at school,™
said Wally bluntly.

“My cousin gave it to me to take care of.”

“That’s jolly curious, too.”

“I know it is.”

“I thought I'd tell you I knew, that’s all,” said Wally.
“And if you want a tip from the Third Form, you'll find
;our cousin as soon as you can and give him his box back.

wouldn’t undertake to mind a thing like that. That’s all.”

And Wally walked on, whistling.

Tom Merry could not help thinking of Wally’s advice.
But when was he likely to gee his cousin again, or hear from
him? Dorrian had not said a word on that subject.

" The juniors reached ‘the school, and received impositions
for being late with exemplary meekness.

Tom Merry’s chums were all glad to hear that he had
recovered the missing box. Skimpole was a little disap-
pointed at not having been the discoverer. He had been
thinking out some clues, which he stated would have
inevitably led to the recovery of ‘the box that evening,
if he had been given time—a statement the accuracy of which
Tom Merry took the liberty to doubt.

Tom Merry locked the box up in his study, and waited to
hear from his cousin on the matter.

In a few days he had almost forgotten it. But, as he was
to discover, the adventures of the wooden box were not yet
over.

THE END.
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OPENING CHAPTERS OF OUR ALL-THRILLING WESTERN ADVENTURE YARN!

RED STAR RANGER!

By
JOHN
. | SPENCER
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Mect Jerry Garrison and kis bow-legged pal, Fusty! Yowll like ’em both, they're full of pep and personality, and
can they shoot ?—oh, boy, they can—and how!

Jerry Garrison !

HE heat of the day had gone when Jerry Garrison
left the shelter of the Misfire Canyon and followed
the broken trail which led down through the foothills
to Red Rock. And the sun was sinking when from

a bush-strewn mesa he saw in the distance the new wide
motor road cutting across the flats.

t was time to halt, for a short ride in the morning would
take him into Red Rock, and so, dismounting, he built
and lit a fire, then hobbled and turned his pony loose.

Jerry had crossed two States, doing an odd job here and
there on this or that cattle ranch ‘md as he rubbed faces
with his pinto he indulged in his habit of speaking aloud.

“Dunno which is the loneliest cuss, you or me, Paintbox,”
he sald"“‘but mebbe we'll both get a break in the new
town.’

Jerry ate dnod beef and dry bisenit, washed it down with
water from a flask, then donned a slicker, rolled himself up
in_a blanket, and soon was fast aslnup

He resumed the _journey soon after sun-up, riding down
the foothills, crossing the plain, and following the motor
road for the last few miles into the town.

That road won Jerry’s admiration. It was well laid, well
made, its surface polished by the passing of countless' motor
wheels.

And this used to be a cow country! On these very flats
‘Redskins had battled with white settlers. Not twenty miles
away a derelict mining town was once the centre of a gold-
rash.

And even to-day ]’v‘uy had heard, bandits lurked
awong the mountama, acketeering was a featmc of the big
m\\'ns, and -;ometmlcb bad men made their presence felt.

“The durn place ain’t half civilised, in spite of the motor
road, Paintbox,” said Jerry, as he eyed the pall of smoke
which hung above Red Rock, eight and a half miles away.
“Mebbe I'll find a job.”

At a cross-road a mile farther on Jerry met two cowboys,
f whom was leading three saddle ho on a rope.

o hombres, e:ght cayuses,” commented Jerry, with a
grin, as he rode. by. “Bin hoss'stealin’, guys?”’

They did not answer, and Jerry promptly forgot all about
ibose saddled ponies; he was to remember them later.

As Jeiry passed into the tewn, he stopped a.moment. to
pull out a wallet which contained a few dollar bills, all he
had. left in, the world, and to make sure that a letter he
carricd was safe. Sure enough it was there.

Red Rock, Jerry saw as he passed along the main street,

was still a sort of junk town. New and important buildings
there were, rising ten, twelve, fourteen, or sixteen storles,
and this one wide street was metalled and paved. But
short, squat, wooden buildings, buildings with verandas and
('(n‘)‘ugatod -iron roofs, flat-topped buildings of dingy brick,
shamed the towering edifices. Modern electric signs were
to he seen everywhere, some of which were burning, despite
the heat and the sunshine. A big cinema with marbled
entrance hall loomed garishly. But most of the town was
primitive.

Jerry’s bright blue eyes took in these details whilst they
scarched for the sheriff’s office. He found it on the castern
side, almost opposite the State bank.

Jerry tied Painthbox to a hitching-rail, and, mounting
some steps, dived through the open door of the office to
look for Sim Ross, the sheriff.

Three men occupied the room. One was sprawled out in
a chair, his riding-boots propped up on the desk; his
thumbs set in the armholes of his waistcoat. He was tall,
gaunt, with longish grey hair, drooping moustache, and
goatee.

The, second man—thick-set, bow-legged, clad in faded
riding-breeches, worn top-boots with spurs, blue shirt, with
flowing. spotted tie of a darkeér hue, and wearing a big,
broad-brimmed “Stetson--carried a’ belt with “two holsters
that held six-guns. His grimly good-natured face was
furrowed, lmed and weatherbeaten. Age uncertain.

ITe was arguing with the third man—a stoutly built,
olive-skinned civilian, with black hair, dark brown eyes,
and coal-black moustache.

“Fusty—Sam !” roared the man at the desk. “Pipe down
Waal, stranger, what you want?”

The look the older man shot at Jerry registered approval
But that was because the. blue-eyed, sun-tanned, boyish-
looking visitor was just about the smartest stranger Red
Rock had seen for many a long day.

“Are you Sheriff Sim Ross?” asked Jerry.

“That’s me.” The sheriff’s eyes rested on the belt and
holsters Jerry wore, took in the neat, athletic figure, the
firm full mouth, and the fearless blue eyes,

Jerry handed his_letter.

“T'his is from Ben Tarpin, Polyanna Ranch, Sunshot
introducin’ me. sheriff. My name’s Jerry Garrison.””

“From my old pal Ben!” Sim Rgss’ lean face lit up.
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%“Why, I ain’t seen ’im-in years. Sit ye down, Jerry, Any
pal of Ben’s is welcome.”’

Jerry sat_twirling his big hat, conscious of the close
scrutiny of Fusty and Sam, whilst the sheriff removed his
feet from the desk, cut open and read the letter. When he
finished he frowned.

Waal, now,” Jerry,” he said, laying the letter on the
desk, “Ben wants me to find you some sort of a job; sez
you're smart at gun-play, a prime hoss:breaker, and first-
class cowboy.. But they-ain’t any wild hosses about hyar;
this town is now civilised, and don’t encourage gun-play ;
.and thar ain’t'a ranch worth speakin’ of within sixty miles.”

“Mebbe,” said Jerry eagerly, “I could get a job in the
town.”

“Can’t help you thar. . Fact is, Jerry, the mayor runs
this town, makes ’is own laws, runs ’is own rackets with a
bit .0 blackmailin’ on the side; and at this very present

t I’'m considerin’ whether I hadn’t better resign as
sheriff before I'm fired.” )

Fusty uttered a warning hiss; and, looking his way, Jerry
saw the bow-legged cowboy jerking a thumb at Sam behind
the civilian’s back and winking prodigiously,

“ And thar’s another thing,” the sheriff went on, laying
his hand flat upon the letter of introduction—* Ben sez you
‘li'illed a mah. I'stand for law and order. How cum that,

erry 17

The blue-eyed youngster shrugged his wide shoulders.

“Me and a pal worked for Ben at Polyanna,” he ex-
plained. “My pal, Bob Regan, was sweet on Polly Tarpin.
We'd a greaser named Jaurez workin’ with the outfit, The
Mex got kind of crazy over Polly.: One night my pal Bob
heard a scream, found Jaurez threatenin’ thke gal, and
knocked him.down. Jaurez shot and killed my pal before
he could draw, then I shot it out with the Mex and riddled
him like a sieve.”

Jerry’s handsome face clouded at the recollection.

“The boss did the best he could for me, sheriff; but the
Mex had influence, and they wanted me for murder. I had
1o flit, and I’ve worked my way across two States to get
hyar, Mr. Ross.””

“And I shore am sorry, Jerry, that I can’t do a thing
to help you,” said_the sheriff. “But if you like I'll write
a letter to Jasper Privett, ithe mayor, and vou can go along
and see him. He’s the big noise in this berg, and iebbe
he’ll find some use for you.”

“Thanks, sheriff I” said Jerry. . “I’'m much obliged.”

Sim Ross picked up a pen and began to write.

And at that moment Jerry Garrison looked out of the
open.door at the sun-drenched street.

Gun-play !

HE traffic in Red Rock, like its buildings and its
people, was mixed. Cowboys, horsemen, motor-cars,
horse-drawn  buggies, motor-lorries, buckboards,
passed in a motley through the streets.

But at the moment when Jerry looked out of the office
door a .big, blask saloon car drew up outside the State
bank, and six men dressed as cowboys, with big, broad-
gx‘immed hats, jumped out and hurried through the bank

oor.

The engine of the car was left running.

At the same moment a flivver, -with engine banging and
niissfiring badly, turned across the street, and, coming to a
dead stop, blocked the way entirely. A man got out and
pretended to be trying to crank up.

-Jerry’s heart gave a jump.

“Say, sheriff,” he cried, “there’s something wrong here !”

“The only thing wrong with Red Rock, son,”” answered
the sheriff, as he went on with his writing, “is its mayor.
He does ’is law-breakin’ underground.”

Jerry bounced on to his feet, unbuttoned the flap of a
guu-holster, and turned the gun butt outward.

“Sheriff,” he said, “there’s something wrong at the
bank.”

" As he spoke—brasang!—a revolver shot echoed dully
from inside the building opposite. The sound brought Sim
Ross“ up on his feet. 'Whipping a gun out ot a drawer he
cleared the threshold at a bound, and leapt down into the

_ sunlit strees.

Jerry sprang after him. Fusty, turning up the flaps of
his gun-holsters, waddled bow-legged on to the veranda out-
side. The black-haired, brown-skinned civilian sidled noise-
lessly down to the pavement.

Sheriff Sim Ross was sixty, but he could move. Whilst
Jerry stood-in the middle of the empty road, hesitating, the
sheriff vanished inside the bank.

Instantly another shot rang out, a second, a third. Then
out of-the bank and down the steps staggered. the sheriff,
sagging at the knees. He waved to Jerry, dropped the gun
he held, and totteréd.
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Jerry ran to meet him, caught him.

Already the sheriff’s eyes were dim.

“They got me, Jerry,” he sighed. “And—I—wuz tellia”
you thar wuz no—gun-play—in—Red Rock—"

In that quick second before Sheriff Sim Ross died, a swift
glance up and down the street showed Jerry men ranning,
a trafic block beyond the ebandoned flivver. He saw the
sleek, black-haired man Sam sneaking up behind him, heard
Fusty bawl as lie ran_waddling into ttie road. Then out of
the bank stepped @ giant of a man, wearing gay-chequered
shirt, gun-belt, big hat, hairy chaps; a swarthy, evil-looking
man; more crook, Jerry thought, than cowpuncher. The
man held a smoking gun in his hand.

Out of the corner of his eye Jerry thought he saw the man
Sam make a sign. The towering crook on the bank steps
fired instantly, but Jerry saw the man eim his way, and
anticipated the shot, firing from his hip.

Braaang—braeaeng !

The bullet intended for Jerry crashed through the window
of the sheriff’s office, but the big man on the kank steps
crumpled and went down headlong.

Then Fusty took the drooping sheriff out of the crook of
Jerry’s bent left arm.

“Gosh, kid!” Fusty yelled. - “ You shore can hurl lead!
You got Al Rivers—an’ he was aimin’ at you!”

Men were whirling round them now. Five men with big
hats tore. out of the bank, dumped some armfuls of bank-
notes and bills inte the big black car, started shooting at
random, and one of them, taking the wheel, drove the cur
along the street and at everybody who tried to bar his
passage.

The car whined away, leaving behind a cloud of choking
smoke from the exhaust and vanished.

Fusty bore the sheriff into the office. A man ran by
—shouting that the bank manager was dead.

And then, as Jerry thrust his gun back -into its holster,
wondering what next he had better do, someone struck him
a violent blow from behind.

Jerry stumbled, recovered, whirled. Through dimming
eyes he saw. the man with the black hair, and half a dozen
others, leaping at him, saw a powerfully built stranger
urging the others on, and heard him says

“He shot Al Rivers, I tell you! He’s the man who
murdered the sheriff!  Seize him and take him to the
calaboose 1”

Jerry struck out at the leaping figures, tried to draw his
holstered gun; but he was dazed and weak, his knees bent
under him, and, as blows rained down upon his head, he
stumbled and plunged face. downward in the road.

In Irons!
HE next thing Jerry knew everything was black. Xl
' l stirred and sighed, conscious of racking pains in the
head. .He moved his legs end found them held by
leg-irons. He tried to lift his right hand, but found
that his wrists were handcuffed together.

“Paintbox,” he murmured, in half-delirium, “they shore
have handled yore buddy a raw deal!”

He rose with gome difficulty, and, feeling sick and dazed,
reeled round his darkened cell to find one side of it com-
posed of stout iron bars set six inches apart. He found the
door and shook it, but it was es firm as solid rock.

Jerry ceased his prowling and squatted cross-legged on the
flags. At least they were cool.

As 'his brain cleared he tried to remember what had
happened.

Yes, of course, those men in the car, six of them, had
robbed the bank. The sheriff had rushed to intervene, and
the bank robbers had shot Sim Ross. Mebbe it was the
giant Al Rivers who had shot him. Well, Jerry thought,
with grim satisfaction, he had put Rivers’ light out! And
that sleek, black-haired crook Sam had signed to Rivers
to get him!

Five of the men had got away in the big black car. Al
was the sixth, And six led horses were taken that morning
by two surly cowpokes out past the crossroads.

Jerry thrilled as, in his mind, he reconstructed the bank
robbery.

Eight bandits had ridden into Bed Rock early that morn-
ing, two of whom had ridden and’led the horses away. Six
of them had borrowed or stolen a car end raided the bank,
five of whom had dashed away in the big black saloon to the
place where the horses were waiting for them.

They had adopted these methods, without a doubt, Jerry
thought, because horses would soon have been rua down had
they been pursued by car. The use of the car assured a
quick getaway.

And one of the gang, the man Al Rivers, had been shot
Jerry, feeling the bumps on his head with his manacled
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The towering crook on the bank steps fired instantly, but Jerry anticipated the shot, firing from the hip.
Braaaang !

Braaaang !

The bullet intended for Jerry crashed through the window of the sherifi’s office, but the big man crumpled

and went headlong down the steps!

hands, got a thrill out of that, for surely, through Al, it
ought to be possible to trace the gang.

And Sheriff Sim Ross had been killed, shot by the bank
robbers.  Why? Was it because he had recognised " too
many of them?

Jerry had reached this point in his reasonings when a
light showed, heavy steps tramped the stone-flagged prison,
and half a dozen men appeared. One of them, & tall, gaunt
specimen, with lank hair and sheggy beard, opened the
gate of the cell with a key, and Jerry was ordered grufily
to step out.

The sleek-haired men Sam was there, and he and most of
the others carried automatics.

“Here,” protested Jerry, “you’ve no right to shut me
up in there! I’ve done nothing!”

The man Sam gave him a vicious push.

“March !” he snapped, and Jerry, walking as briskly as
his fetters would allow, accompanied the men along stone-
paved passages and up stone steps until they entered a
large wood-panelled room.

A burly and important-looking man, with a putty-
coloured face and double chin, sat in the middle of a long
table. His small, cunning eyes scanned Jerry as the escort
marched the prisoner up to the table.

Ranged along the table on either side of him were a dozen
other men. Flat black automatics lay .upon the teble top.

“Shut that door!” snapped the man in the big chair.
“Now, prisoner, what have you got to say for yoreself 7”7

Jerry looked the man full in the eyes.

“I want to know who you are, and by what right I have

been made a prisoner and brought here?”’ he asked.
. “I'm Jasper Privett, mayor of this town, chief magistrate,
judge and hangman, if necessary, Jerry Garrison !” barked
the putty-faced president of the tribunal. “Thanks to a
letter you brought the late sheriff, we hold yore record.
We’re holding you for bank robbery and murder, and we've
had you brought hyar to see if thar is any reason why
you shouldn’t hang !

Jerry looked along the row <of faces, cold, mocking,
derisive faces, and knew in a moment that this illegal
court was packed.

“Are you accusing me of teking part in that bank rob-
bery 7 he challenged.

“You were one of the gang!” stormed Jasper Privett,
mayor of Red Rock. “Sam Paulo says you came into the
sheriff’s office at the time of the raid. You went there to
hold.8im’s attention while the bank was robbed. But one

of the gang shot the menager, and when Sim went to investi-
gate, you shot him and then killed Al Rivers, who tried to
get you, Garrison—"

“Rivers shot the sheriff I” said Jerry indignantly. *“He
was one of the gang! I admit I shot him, but it was in self-
defence ! He would have drilled me if I hadn’t—"

The door opened, and a man slipped in after talking to
the guerds. He was behind Jerry. Jerry did not know who
he was.

“Sam Paulo,” said the mayor, “you saw the killin’.
What’s yore version?”

“I was in the office talkin’ to Fusty,” said Sam, glowering
at Jerry. “Then this man Garrison came in. e was
working with the gang right enough. When the first shot
was fired I went out into the street. The sheriff made for
the bank, and Garrison shot him from behind as he was
mounting the steps. The sheriff turned and tried to draw,
but he was dead before Rivers tried to get Garrison. When
Garrison saw Rivers aim he fired first and killed him.” *

‘“And then?”

“Then George Hartshorn came up and ordered us to
arrest the prisoner. He tried to gun us, but we stretched
him out and brought him to the calaboose.”

“That’s the story, Garrison,” said the mayor, crashing his
fist upon the table top. “And we have a letter from Ben
Tarpin, Polyanna Ranch, Sunshot, saying yore wanted for
murvder. That’s yore record. Now what have you got to
say 77

“What the letter says is true,” Jerry answered. “But the
charge you have brought against me here is a pack of lies.
I don’t recognise the jurisdiction of this court. If I am to
be charged, I demand a public trial, and I insist upon having
a lawyer to help in my defence.”

The mayor laughed, thrusting out his brutal underjaw.

“No doubt you do,” he jeered, “but this is the only
court you'll see in Red Rock, Garrison. I’ve my own way of
dealing with gunmen of yore kind who kem into this berg.
Yore fate’s gonna be decided hyar and now. Boys, what’s
the verdict ? Prisoner was caught red-handed, remember, and
he gunned poor Al.”

“A bank robber,” jeered Jerry, shrugging his shoulders.

“No! My pal!” boomed the mayor. “Poor Al was going
to the help of the bank when you shot him. Half the town
saw you kill Al. Boys, what’s the verdict?”

““Guilty I” chorused the twelve men at the table.

The mayor laughed.

“Fine!” he boomed. “Then you'll be taken back to yore
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cell, Garrison, and given half an hour to think in; after
which youw'll be rid out of town and hanged on the first
tree we kem to.” That’s the way I deal with bank robbers
and gunmen in Red Rock.”

‘Jerry’ s ety of ‘protest was drowned in a general roar of
approval, and the party began to break up.

And it ‘was just then that a harsh, cracked voice barked
‘above the clamour:

“Jest one moment, Mr. Privett!”

Jerry turned his head and saw Fusty striding bow-legged
up to ‘the long table. It seemed as if the mayor was not
at alt pleased to see “him.

“I've listened to this mock trial,” objected Fusty, *and
1 say you can’t pull this trick—"

“I'm Mayor of Red Rock. W hy can’t 1?” snapped Jasper
Pmett

“Because it’s agin the law,” said Fusty.

“In a case like this I make my own laws,”
mayor.

“Wait a minute!” Fusty’s voice was penetrating, his man-
ney convincing as he leant upon the table close to the ironed
prisoner. . “I've.something to say. The sheriff was shot in-
lie bzmk Mz. Privett. When he staggered out Jerry
Tison caught‘hu £ Then Al kem outer tlie bank and Al
dréw a bead;on”Jerry. ' The "kid “shot him“quickei’n™ a
striking ratﬂer ‘and he wuz right.” Garrison shot Al Rivers
in gelf defence.”

“"he evidence proves otherwise.”

“ Not evidence:”
“Al"was my pal* He shot at Garrison because Garrison
killed. Sim Ross.”

“1f Al wuz yore pal mayor, he also seemed to be takin’
part in 4 bank raid.”
¥ Garrison entered the sheriff’s office acting as decoy.”

“Sez who?” . i .

SI Bay so ;" spluttered Sam Paulo, white under his olive

barked the

§: m, you were in the sheriff’s office, too, Sam. Kem in
forc-Garrison tumed up; kmd'uv, started an argyment
me." . Why. shouldn’t )ou hev bin the decoy ?”

il b By had enough of this,” ‘stormed:the mayor. “Garrison
sen found guilty. e shall-hang !”

“No!” Fusty shook his grizzled- head. “I'm deputy
sherltf of this town, mayor. ‘Hang Garrisen if you find him
guilty, but it’s gotfa bé & public trial, and I'm gonna_ give
evidence.”

“And if I say no?”

“Why, then, mayor, T:shall hev to rouse up every right-
mmde cmzen m Red Rock-'and state the facts.” . Fusty’s
voice .rose, "and heset: back his wrinkled head defiantly,
“The kid. shot Al, but’ he’s no_bank robber.” ‘And_one of
the questions I- shall ‘ask’a the’ ‘public trial,” Mr. Prnett, is
Paulo and yore.pals slammed Garrison from behind
and Hung higi"in the calaboodé ?”

“Because he shot the sherift and Rivers, Fusty.”

“That’s what you say. Others know different.”

Jasper’, Privett, Mayor of Red Rock, stamped from the

All nght you shall have yore public trial, Fusty,” he
“’\Iennwhxle, Garrison stays in gaol—and in

clloy
irons.”

Garnson s wardens began to haul him away, and Jerry,
sho&)hng a bright smile at the bow-legged: deputy sheriff,
sai
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“I shore am much obhﬁed to you, Fusty.”

“’Sall right, kid,” growled Fusty, with a piercing . glance
and a nod of his grlzzled head, and -only Jerry Garrison
caught the wink he gave under the down-turned flap of
his broad- brimmed hat..

Jerry was taken back to his iron-barred céll, and locked
in"as before. -And as he sat on the edge of the stone
bench which served as a bed, he wondered why Jasper
Privett,” Mayor of Red Rock and that bunch of guys
who had tried him, wanted to hang him. Him, a stranger,
who had done nothmg

This time Jerry was not in darkness, for a dim light
filtered in from an outer room, where he could sce the fall,
gaunt, odd-looking gaoler who had locked him in, sxttmg
in an armchair, reading a paper and smoking.

It was a rotten old prison, Jerry thought, with its plaster
crumbling between the stone blocks, its smell of damp; and
it was a pity its cells were so strongly barred. No more
chance of his getting out of his cell than ridding himself of
his handcuffs and his irons.

If only he could draw the gaoler ncar on some pretegt and
grab hold of him. through the bars he might be able to
steal thc l\ess and—

5 Jerry roared. “Can’t I have a drink of water,
ba. =

“You won’t want any- water whur yo're going to,” the
man shapped. back. “You won’t have no public trial,
nexther They’ll" be fetching you ’fore ‘long.”

- Cheerful news! Jerry eased his position and started won-
dering what had happened to  Painthox.

An hour passed,. and then—Jerry heard a soft step in that
?ut? room, and looking that way saw that it'was his friend,
Fusty.

Fusby was clad for riding, his hands were in his poclxetb

’Lio;: Cock Eye !” he greeted “How’s things?”

“You've.no right hyar,”. retorted the gaoler. “The may or
i:g‘uvt orders nobody was to be ’lowed in. You get ‘goin'

ust

Instead of which, Fusty came nearer.

“Forgettin’ I'm deputy sheriff, aintcher?” he rejoined.
“’Til I'm relieved of the job I've a right hyar. And besides,
I'm not satisfied with this case. There’s one or two pints
T'd like to talk over.with you, Cock-Eye.” y

Jerry rose, watching Fusty breathlessly. This man was his
friend. = Jerry was thrilled. Supposmg~—

“L don’t want to tawk about any pints, Fusty,”” Cock Eye
cut in. “I’ve got me orders, and I'm responsible for the
safety. of the pris’ner.”

“Then supposin’,” said Fusty, whipping both hands out of
his pockets and showing two pomted six-guns, “‘you put yore
’ands up?”

Cock Eye leapt from his chair with a howl of dismay.

“Put ’em up!” roared Fusty, gumg the “gaoler.:a. rap
on the point with the barrel of a’gun ag Cock ‘Eye felt’ for
a gun-butt. ~“Now,” as the gaoler-reeled, “back over«to
the -cage which holds the prisoner. Back over, you leather-
faced wart-hog.”

(Jerry Garrison’s number wowld surely have be
but for the timely intervention of Fusty~uhat sa
chums ? But Jerry’s not clear of the wood yet,
2will learn when you read next week's chapters of this
thrilling adventure story.)
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