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Here you are, fellows—Presents you'll be able to
enjoy months. after your Christmas dinner 1s for-
gotten |  Choose one of these famous Annuals and
you will be certain of hours and hours of entertain-
ment. They are strongly bound:in coloured covers
and packed with splendid featurss.

MODERN BOY'S ANNUAL 6/'-

Monster air-liners, streamlined irains, the
countless wonders of the modern age crowd its
pages in a fascinating pageant of progress.

MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF
HﬁBBlEs B/' A wonderful book for

the boy with a hobby
and, the boy who wanis one.” Chats on model
trains, planes, stamps, radio, ele.

Greyfriars HOLIDAY ANNUAL

The famous School Story Annual for B/
boys ang girls. All the favourite Grey- =
Sriars, St. Jim’s and Rookwood characters.
2 Colour Plates.

| MODERN BOY’S BOOK OF
RA@!NG GARS 4/- gzizgsomance,

g and

History of Motor-Racing in a beautifully-
8 llustrated gift book. The photographs alone
| e worth the price.

e N SatE ATAL
- NEWSAGENTS AND BOOKSELLERS
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oin Up With the Chums of St. Jinw’s Tor Christmas!

You Cannot Fail

to Be CThrilled and Amused by CTheir Adventures!

The big car drew to a halt and Lord Conway jumped out.

and for Qussy’s Christmas party.

CHAPTER 1.
Breaking Up !

12 INISHED !”?
Tom Merry rose to his feet, with a sigh
of relief.

The other members of the editorial staff
of “Tom Merry’s Weekly ” rose to their feet also.

Fhe amateur journalists had been engaged in a

race against time. The
“copy ” for the New
Year number had to be
in the printer’s hands
next day. A first 1t
had seemed = hopeless
task, but everybody had
wired in, and Monty
Lowther had written
four comiec columns in-

- stead of one.

Manners had declared
that one comic column
was quite enough for
most of the readers, and
that four ‘would kill
them outright.

“They’d rather read

my comic column than ZEEEELIEZOEtItetalar sl PRIl e 2RI Pe gt s
(Copyright in the United States of America.

warmly,

‘em weep |
“Ha, ha, hal”

evening,”

I cheery spirits, Com Ierry § Co. set out

for Gussy’s ancestral bome, looking for=

ward to a merry Christmas boliday., But

their Yuletide is nof to be without its

thrills, Tor two members of {he party find

themselves menaced by a shadow from
the past!

by
MARTIN CLIFFORD

your camera corner,

N

He had a cheery greeting for his brother
“ Hop in ! said Conway, after shaking hands all round.

anyway !” said Lowther

“If you ask me my opinion,” said Talbot, “the
readers could do without both. The camera cornér
makes ’em laugh, and the comic column makes

“Well, we’ve got out the whole issue in a single
said Tom Merry, “and that’s jolly good

going. True, I had to
pad out thenumber with
fifteen columns of Skim-
pole’s piffle; but it’s
better than having no
New Year number at
alll ~ We couldn’t pos-
sibly have got the thing
out during the vac.”

“Of course not!”

Tom Merry squeezed
all the articles and
stories into a large en-
velope, which hLe ad-
dressed to the printer.

“You'll just catch the
post by the skin of your
teeth if, you hustle!”
said Lowther.

All rights reserved, and reproduction without permission strictly forbidden,)



4

The captain of the Shell nodded and hurried out
to the pillar-box in the quad.

The ground was carpeted with snow, and more
snow was falling. The gusty wind drove the
flakes into Tom Merry’s face. y

Crossing over to the pillar-box, he dropped the
package 1n with a thud just as the postman loomed
up through the snow.

“Brought any letters along?” inquired Tom
Merry. ;

“One for Master D’Arcy, siri”

“Good! Tl take it if you like.”

The postman handed over the missive, and Tom
Merry took it along to Study No. 6 in the Fourth
Form passage.

Arthur Augustus was at home. He was seated
before a blazing fire, holding forth to his study-
mates on the subject of silk hats.

“Letter for you, Gussy !” said Tom Merry.

“Good ! Hand it ovah, deah boy !”

“Gussy, old top,” said Jack Blake, “I'm
positive there’s a- remittance in that envelope.
That being so, let me hasten to swear eternal
friendship 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus opened the letter, but no remit-
tance fluttered out of the envelope.

“It’s a lettah fwom my patah!” explained the
swell of St. Jim’s,

“Oh!” said Blake in tones of disappointment.
“In that case, the eternal friendship’s off I”

Arthur Augustus read the paternal missive, and
his eyes gleamed as he did so.

“Bai Jove! This is awfully wippin’ of the
patah I” he exclaimed. “This lettah is to $ay
that I can bwing home as many fwiends as I like
for the vae.”

“My hat !”

Jack  Blake’s eternal friendship revived
suddenly. He clasped his elegant chum round the
waist and proceeded to waltz him -up and down the
study.

“(Gussy, old man, this is great! I've been to
your ancestral halls before, and I won’t say ‘No’
1if you ask me again.
course?”

“Qw 1” gasped Arthur Augustus.
wuftf wottah, you are wumplin’ my togs!
welease me at once !”

“Ha, ha,ha

Jack Blake desisted at last, and Gussy sank
limply into the armchair, gasping for breath.

“Your pater’s a brick, Gussy !” declared Digby.

“A brick of the first water !” agreed Herries.
“I wonder if he’ll have any objection to my
bringing Towser along ?”

Arthur Augustus promptly put his foot down.

“T wegard Towsah as a wuthless, destwuctive,
an’ wepwehensible beast I” he panted. “He has
no wespect whatevah for a fellow’s twousahs!”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“Rats! He’s all right if you rub him the right
way |7 said Herries.

“1 wefuse to wub him the wight way, Hewwies!
You, as one of my fwiends, may accompany me
to my patah’s place for the Chwistmas vac, but
the othah beast must stop away |”

“That’s a nasty one for you, Herries!” said
Tom Merry, laughing. “By the way, Gussy, am
I on your list of friends or not ?”

Arthur Augustus smiled.

“T should certainly not dweam of leavin’ you
out, deah boy! You and Mannahs and Lowthah
will be among the guests, of course! I should
like to' invite Levison, Cardew, and Clive, and
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But I feah it can’t be
Talbot must come, though, and Miss

Julian and Hammond.
done.
Mawie.”

“VYes, rather |” :

“0ld Talbot will be awfully bucked,” said Tom
Merry. “He was telling me only this morning
that he didn’t for the life of him know where he
was going to spend the vac. (Colonel Lyndon, his
uncle, is abroad, you know.” :

“It will be ripping to have Miss Marie with us,
too I” said Dighby.

“Especially. if any of us get a dose of flu and
require nursing !” chimed in Herries.

.. Of course, my bwothah Conway will he there—
likewise Cousin Ethel,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Better and better | 5

“An’ the lake is bound to be fwozen ovah, so

_that we can have skatin’,”

*Ripping |”

“There will also be othah attwactions,” said the
swell of 8t. Jim’s. “I intend to wendah a tenah
solo——" .

A deep groan came from Jack Blake.

. “Weally, Blake !” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
in concern. “I twust you are not il12” :

“It was just a passing twinge,” said Blake.
“When you threatened to sing a tenor solo I
wondered if I should be among the survivors.”.

5 “Ha, ha. ha'l” o

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his
eye and surveyed his chum with a wrathful glare.

“Blake, you uttah wottah ! I have a vewy good
mind to administah a feahful thwashin’ 2

“Shush I” murmured Tom Merry. © This is the
time for peace on' earth and good will towards
fatheads. Spare him, Gussy !”

I“fip-pip-please, I won’t do it again!” faltered

ake.

“Ha,: ha, hat?

“Blake, I wegard you as a cwass ass{”

“The regard 1s mutual, old chap.”

Arthur Awugustus breathed hard through his
nose. He looked at first as if he intended to mix
Blake up with the study furniture. But he seemed
to think better of it, and turned to the doox.

“T'm goin’ to see Talbot and Miss Mawie,” he
said. ““Can I wely on you to explain the posish to
Mannahs and Lowthah, Tom Mewwy 7

The captain of the Shell nodded. He hurried
along to Study No. 10 to acguaint his chums with
the good news, while Avthur Augustus sought out
Talbot. :

The latter was alone in his study, and he was
looking rather glum. He could not quite decide
what to do and where to go now that the
Christmas vacation was near.

Arthur Augustus settled the problem. .

“Talbot, deah boy, can you manage to spend th
vac at my patah’s place ?”

“Can a duck swim?” said Talbet, brightening
up at once, “I shall be delighted, Gussy! Who
else is coming along 7%

Arthur Augustus rattled off the names.

“Good |” said Talbot. “Quite a decent selee-

>

tion! Has Marie accepted the invitation yet?”
“No. I'm just goin’ up to the sanny to ask
her.”

“Yowll have to put it to her very strongly,
because I fancy she may decline on the grcunds
that she will be the only young lady present.”

“Wats! Cousin Ethel will be there!” said
Arthur Augustus. “ And the two are awfully good
pals, as you know.”

Talbot nodded. And Arthur Augustus, who was
enjoying his pesition as the bearer of good news,
quitted the Shell fellow’s study. He crossed the
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snow-white quad, and entered the wing in which
the school sanatorium was situated.

- Marie Rivers, the charming young nurse, was
seated by the fire in one of the wards.

A bock rested on the girl’s lap, but she did not
seem to be reading it. Her thoughts were else-
where—probably with her father, the ex-cracks-
man, who had abandoned his shady career for a
more honourable, if<less remunerative, vocation.

John Rivers had returned to London after a
year or two abroad. and. was now earning his
living honestly I wvas strange to think that this
cultured and clever man, who had formerly made
as much as four hundred pounds as the result of
a night’s work, was now taking a year to earn the
same sum by honest means.

But he was happy—happy in the sense that all
honest men are happy. Not for anything would
he have gone back to the old life which had
involved not only him, but his daughter, in decp
disgrace. He had said to Talbot on one occasion:
“Once a cracksman, always a cracksman.” But
he himself had given the lie to this theory.

Thanks to the example set by John Rivers, the
old Angel Alley gang had
been broken up. A new

gang, under the -leader- ~W° ¥a8990e9
ship of Jim Dawlish, had :x" &

I

. 9

ng into being,
was not such a for-
midable gang as the old
one.

Marie Rivers thanked

gazing inte the fire that
her ‘father had turned
honest.

“ Miss Mawie !”

The girl gave a start as
Arthur Angustus uttered
her name.

“Sowwy if I startled

vou, deah gal!” said the ¢
swell of St. Jim’s.
Marie smiled. 2
“I'm afraid I was day-
]
9
&,

ceeosooﬁ,‘_':?‘f{:

dreaming,” she said,
“You wish to speak to
nie, D’Arcy$”

“Yaas. My patah has
wequested me to take a
numbah of fwiends home
for. the vae. My list of
fwiend- includes you, Miss
Mawie, of course! Will
yon come?”’

The smile faded from
Marie’s face.

“1—0I'm afraid she began.

“There’s nothin’ to be afwaid of, deah gal!
There will be no spooks, or phantoms, or anythin’
like that. Besides, Cousin Ethel will be there. It
will be gweat fun—skatin’, and singin’, and
dancin’ {*

“1t all sounds very tempting,” said Marie, “and
it’s awfully good of you to invite me. But I'm
afraid I must decline.”

“0Oh ewumbs!” he exclaimed. “Evewyone will
be awfully disappointed |”

“Ts Taltbot going 7

“Yaas, wathah !” 3

“That enly increases my desire to go, too. Bub
it simply can’t be done.”

“Why not, deah gal?”

“1 haven't seen my father for ages,” Marie

33
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explained, “and he will be expecting me this
Christmastide. And it will be a sorry sort of
festival if he has to Spend it alone.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“1 quite undahstand the posish,” he said, “and
I think I can see a way out. You can wely on
me to wangle things, Mawie. I am a fellow of
tact and judgment, as you know.” :

“I am sure you will do your best, D’Arcy. All
the same, I am afraid my Christmas will not be
spent with the rest of you.”

To which Arthur Augustus replied with a time-
honoured injunction :

“Wait and see!”

CHAPTER 2.
Oft for the Holidays !

LANG, clang!
It was the shrill note of the rising-bell

on the final day of the term
“Breaking-up day at last!” chortled
Monty Lowther, leaping out of bed. “Old
Taggles can ring that merry bell to-morrow morn-
ing till his arm drops off,
but there will be nobody
3 -left to hear him—barring
the kitchen cat!”
“Ha, ha, hal”
The juniors turned out
in high spirits.
This was indeed a day
of days—the last of the
term and the best!

@
L] ®

3§ M % {?5} The snow- in the quad

Cheistmas

was hard and frozen.
Tcicles hung from the
windows and from the
branches of the old elms
without.

It was an enchanting
scene; but the juniors had
little time in which to
enjoy the beauties of
Nature.

There was packing to be
done, wand, in the case
of fellows like Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, that was
a big item.

When they were dressed,
the Terrible Three and
Talbot went along to the
Fourth Form dormitory in
order to give their chum a
hand, if necessary.

They found Gussy in
what he himself described as *“a feahful fluttah.”

The swell of 8t. Jim’s monopolised fifty per cent
of the available floor space in his dormitory. He
was sandwiched between two large trunks, into
which Blake, Herries, and Digby were pitching
his things haphazard,

The two trunks did not constitute the be-all and
the end-all of Arthur Augustus’ baggage. There
were innumerable hat-boxes on the floor.

“Your packing ought to have been started a
fortnight ago, Gussy!” said Monty Lowther
gravely, .

“Or at the beginning of the term!” said
Manners.

“What on ecarth are these silk stockings for,
Gussy ?” inquired Digby. “You don’t wear ’em,
surely 77

e

W
9
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“No, deah boy. It is my intention to hang them
both up on Chwistmas Eve.”

“My hat|?

“Good old Peter Pan!” - chuckled Cardew.
“When are you goin’ to grow up?”

“I should be sowwy to see the simple customs
of our childhood die out !” said Arthur Augustus.

“You mean to say you still believe in Father
Christmas 7 gasped Tom Merry.

“Of course not! But I believe some of my
guests will be genewous cnough to fill my
stockings.”

“We will!” murmured Monty Lowther, sotto
voce. “We won’t guarantee to fill ’em with
chocolates, though !

““Ha,-ha, Jog- 1

Willing hands continued to lend assistance to the
swell of St. Jim’s. Arthur Augustus had sufficient,
sartorial belongings to set up a good-sized tailor’s
and hosier’s establishment. :

“How many toppers are you taking, Gussy?”
inquired Manners.

“All of them, deah boy.”

“Help! Have you arranged for a° pan-
technicon 7

“Wats |

“I vote we pack the toppers on the concertina
principle,” said Jack Blake. “Squash them so
that they can be squeezed into the trunks——"

Arthur Aungustus, who had been wading through
an assortment of neckties, in an endeavour to
find his purple, pink, and pale-blue one, jumped
up with a cry of alarm,

“If you dare to squash my toppers, Blake, you
wuffian, I’ll squash you!” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With eight juniors engaged, the packing was
finished at last, and Arthur Augustus sent
Hammond of the Fourth in search of Taggles.

The surly old porter, wheose brow was a shade
less surly than usual, shuffled into the dormitory
a few moments later. He even went so far as to
touch his hat to Arthur Augustus.

“Angling for a tip!” murmured Monty
Lowther.

“Yes, sather!”

Arthur Augnustus turned to the porter.

“Taggles, deah boy, I wish you to take these
twunks down to the hall.”

“Very good, sir.”

“ Also the boxes.”

“Very good, sir.”

“That is all, Taggles. Pway wemove the things
at once, as they appeah to be takin’ up a lot of
woom.”

Taggles did not budge.
garded him curiously.

“T1 twust you are not deaf, Taggles?”

“Which my hearin’ is very good, sir.”

“Then why are you lingewin’?
wequested you to wemove my belongings to the
hall.”

Taggles coughed significantly.

“Which it’s the custom, Master D’Arcy, at this
’erc festive secason of the year to put your ‘and
in your pocket.” ;

“Of course !’ said Arthur Augustus in surprise.
“We all do that in cold weathah. I do it myself,
except when I'm weawin’ gloves.”

“Density thy name is, Gussy I” chuckled Monty
I:owt:her. “Can’t you see that Taggy wants a
tip 7”

Light dawned upon Arthur Augustus at last.
He produced his wallet, and took out a pound
note,

Tre Gem Liprsry.—No. 1,608,
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“Can you give me change, Taggles?”

The porter shook his head.

“That is unforch.~ I wanted to give you ten
shillings. Howevah, you may take this note, an’
pewwaps you will find change between now and
the time we go away.”

“Perhaps, sir,” said Taggles.: But, judging by
his tone, he seemed to regard it as extremely
improbable. :

The School Hause fellows went dewn to the
quad, where a pitched battle took place in the
snow with the New House juniors.

“Nothing like getting a goed appetite for
brekker I said Jack Blake. “I—oocch!”

Blake’s remarks were cut short by the arrival
of a snowball, which smote him in the mouth
and then burst into fragments down his coat.

“ Buck up, School House ! shouted Tom Merry,
amid the uproar, “Let’s drive rse cheeky
beggars back to their own quarters|”

“ Hear, hear!”

The fight raged fast and furious. But the
School House were stronger numerically, and
Figgins & Co. were forced to retreat, step by
step, until the quad was finally cleared of all
New House rabble, as Monty Lowther expressed it.

“Good !” said Tom Merry, brushing the snow
from his garments. “School House are top dogs
this term, and every term ”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. “Now
for some bwekkah.”

As the School House warriors trooped into
breakfast, Marie Rivers came up to Talbot. She
was smiling cheerfully.

“Good-morning, Talbot !”

“Good-morning, Marie !
bucked with life.”

“I feel 1it. Christmas is in the air, and yours—
and mine—should be the most enjorable we have
known.”

Talbot stared.

“I don’t understand,” he said. “We shall not
spend Clhiristmas together. Aren’t you going to
your father 7

“No. Father is coming to us.”

“Oh, good !’ said Talbot.

“D’Arcy pulled the strings,” said Marie, “and
this is the result.”

The girl handed to Talbot a letter which had
come for her by the morning’s post. It ran thus:

=

You're locking very

“My dear Marie,—There will be no neced for
you to come to town to see me after all, Lord
Hastwood having invited me to the country house
party. This is exceedingly kind of his lordship,
for 1t means that we shall spend 2 rcally happy
Christmas together.

“I can only come to Eastwood House for two
days—Christmas Day and Boxing Day—as on the
following day I have to resume my dufies. But
a great deal of happiness can be squeezed out of
a couple of days, and I am eagerly looking for-
ward to seeing my little girl again.

“Ever your affectionate father,
“Jorx RIvErs.”

“Good old Gussy!” said Talbot, as he handed
back the letter to his girl chum. “Fancy him
working the oracle like that! I shall begin to
think he really does possess tact and judgment
presently !

Marie laughed.

“We ought to have an exceptionmally jolly time,
Toff,” she said.

“Don’t worry,” said Talbot, “we willl”
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Quick as .uvugny, Dawlish caught Arthur Augustus round the waist and huried him among the

other St. Jim’s juniors as they came running up. ‘ Yawooocch !’ roared Qussy.

After breakfassy there were great scenes in the
old quadrangle. A crowd of fellows—seniors and
juniors—ot both Houses "appeared on the scene
with smiling faces and packed portmanteaux.

Ever and anon, the station cab drove up through
the snow and stopped in front of the great build-
ing to collect luggage and passengers.

Gussy’s party stood together in a cheery group.

“Have you all got your luggage weady, deah
boys?” asked Arthur Augustus.

There was a general nodding of heads.

“¥Yqu are sure you have left nothin’ behind 7”

“0Of course, fathead!” growled Blake.

At the end of an hour the crowd in the quad
was considerzbly reduced. :

The New House juniors marched to the station
in a solid body. They threw kisses to Tom Merry
& Co. as they passed through the school gateway.

“Merry Christmas, old sports!” shouted Fatty

ynn.

“Same to you!” responded Monty Lowther.

“o easy with the plum pudding, Fatty!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Levison major, Cardew, and Clive were next
to go. They were spending the vacation at
Cardew’s place.

Ralph Reckness, in some mysterious way,
managed to charter a taxi, and the three Fourth
Formers looked as proud as peacocks as they
were whirled away.

“Bye-bye, you fellows!” called out Cardew.
“Mind you take care of Gussy!”

“Rely on us!” said Tom Merry, laughing.

The breaking-up was well -advanced by this

time. Grundy and Wilkins and Gunn, Dane, and
Glyn and Reilly tramped off through the snow,
exchanging Yuletide greetings with Tom Merry
& Co. as they went.

Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, had a cheery
word for the mewmbers of Gussy's party, of course.

‘_‘dHOpe you kids will have a topping time!” he
said.

“Thanks, Kildare!”

“Bee that they don’t stuff too much, Miss
Rivers !”

Marie smiled and promised to keep an eye on

em.

With the exception of the FEastwood House
party, Kildare was the last fellow to leave.

Gussy’s companions glanced inquiringly at the
swell of St. Jim’s.

“I don’t want to be. rude,” murmured Monty
Lowther, “but would you mind telling us,
Gussy, how much longer we've got to cool our
heels here?”

Arthur Augustus consulted his watch.

“Five minutes, deah boy !”

“Hive minutes!” hooted Jack Blake., “You
mean to say our train goes out in five minutes?
We shall never do it, you frabjous chump !”

“And there isn't another train until late in the
afternoon !” groaned Tom Merry.

Arthur Augustus smiled knowingly.

“That will be all wight!” he said.

“Sounds quite all wrong to me!” growled
Digby. you weren't our respected host,
Gussy, we'd rell you in the snow I*
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The next minute there was a hoot of a horn,
and a large Daimler car swung through the gate-

way of St. Jim’s.
“What the merry dickens——" began Jack
Blake.

Arthur Augustus gave a chuckle.

“This is my bwothah Conway.
to collect us in the gah. I thought it would come
as wathah a pleasant surpwise, deah boys.”

The “deah boys” were overjoyed at this un-
expected stroke of fortune. They had anticipated
being stranded at St. Jim’s for several hours.

The car drew to a halt, and Lord Conway
jumped out. He was a good-looking young man,
and he had a cheery greeting for his brother and
Gussy’s chums.

“Hop in!” said Conway, after shaking hands
all round. “We’ll make the journey in less than
an hour. I mean to let her rip through the snow !”

The luggage was piled into the car, and the
passengers followed.

“Wight away, deah boy
Augustus.

A moment later the car fairly flashed through
the old gateway. It gathered speed in the lane,
and its merry passengers chuckled to them-
selves, and settled down to enjoy the drive to
Bastwood House. Lessons were over, the holi-
days had started!

And happiest of all, as they leaned back in the
soft seats of Liord Conway’s Daimler, were Talbot
and Marie Rivers. :

192

sang out Arthur

CHAPTER 3.
Very Mysterious !
€ UMBLE out, deah boys—and gal!”

The car had arrived at its destination,
and Lord Eastwood and Cousin FEthel
greeted the juniors and Marie Rivers as

they clambered out. :

A portly manseryant took the luggage into the
house, on the instalment system, and Lord
Conway ran the car round to the garage.

“By Jove!” exclaimed Talbot, taking stock of
his surroundings. “What a jolly old place!”

“This isn’t your first visit, deah hoy!” said
Arthur Augustus.

“No; but it’s the first time I’ve been here when
the snow’s been on the ground. Don’t those
Christmas-trees look topping?” S

“Nevah mind the scenewy now,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I undahstand {wom the patah that
lunch is weady.”

“That is so, Arthur,” said Lord Eastwood,
smiling. “I expect you are-hungry after your
journey 7” :

“Yaas, wathah!
bwekkah. It's wippin’ to get home again

Lunch was served in the oak-panelled dining-
room where, nearly three hundred years before,
gay cavaliers had romped and revelled.

Bveryone was quite at home. Marie Rivers
had been a trifle shy at first, but Cousin Ethel
cured all that, and the two girls chatted away
© merrily. :

Lord Eastwood beamed upon his guests from
the head of the table, and Lord Conway related
sqme of his big-game hunting experiences.

In the afternoon a snow-fight took place in the
old-fashioned courtyard.

The four Shell fellows tackled the four Fourth
Formers, and Marie Rivers and Cousin Ethel
were the judges.
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Tom Merry’s side won the day after g fierce and
exciting tussle. They destroyed their opponents’
fortress, and they swamped Jack Blake & Co.
with snow to such an extent that the Fourth
Formers were eventually obliged to howl for
quarter.’

“Oh cwumbs ! gasped Arthur Augustus. “My
togs are wumnpled and soaked, and there’s nearly
a ton of snow down the back of my meck !”

“Ha, ha, ha ! -

. “Weally, deah boys, I fail to see where the
joke comes in! We had bettah change our togs,
or we shall be catchin’ cold I”

The juniors realised the wisdom of Gussy’sr

suggestion.. They went into the house and
changed their garments, and shortly afterwards
the gong sounded for tea.

The winter dusk had set in, but from the
mullioned windows of the dining-room the juniors
could still see the snowflakes descending thick
and fast.

“Looks as if we shall be snowed out to-night I”
remarked Lord Conway. :

Lord Eastwood nodded.

“Better to be indoors than out te-night!” h

said. Then, glancing at his watch, he added:
“Your father is due in half an hour, Miss
Rivers |”

Marie’s face glowed.

“In that case I'll go to the station to meet
him,” she said.

“My dear girl, you mustn’t venture sut on such
a night!”

“Ill pick your father up in the car,” volun-

teered Lord Conway.

Arthur Augustus demurred.

“Tt’s not worth while usin’ the cah for such a
short wun, deah boy !”

Finally, it was decided that i
juniors should go to the station te meet John
Rivers.

They started off directly after tea, and battled
their way through the fast-falling snow.

“QGroogh! What a night I’ gasped Jack Blake.

“Wonder if Marie’s father will be snowed up ?”
said Dighy.

Arthur Augustus blinked as the snowflakes beat
slantwise into his face.

“Shouldn’t be surpwised, deah boy,” he said.
“It is extwemely pwobable that the twain will be
held up.”

“How far is it to the station?” inguired Tom
Merry “1I forget.”

“It’s thwee miles by woad, but only a mile and
a half acwoss the fields,” explained Arthur
Augustus. “Follow your leadah, deah boys!”

The swell of St Jim’s clambered over the stile,
and the others followed suit. :

They found themselves in a spacious, snow-
covered field.

A crude footpath was visible in the snow, and
the juniors followed it with difficulty. It was so
dark that they could scarcely distinguish one
another.

[y Stop 12

It was a sudden exclamation from Manners.

“What the thump——" began Tom Merry.

“Shush ! I heard footsteps behind us !?

“Your ears are a jolly sight sharper than mine,
then I’ grunted Tom Merry. “I heard nothing.”

The juniors stopped shori and listened.

The only sound that greeted their ears was that
of the wind, which whirled the snowflakes hither
and thither. =

“Mannahs, deah boy, your imagination was
playin’ you twicks,” said Arthur Augustus.

R
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But Manners declared he had heard a footfall.

“What if you did?” said Jack Blake. “It’s a
free country, and anybody’s got a right to be out
walking. Come on'!”

And the party plunged on through the snow.

They had proceeded but a few yards when
Manners again uttered an exclamation.

“I'ootam,psl I heard them again !”

“I heard them that time, too,” said Talbot.
“ But there’s nothing to be alarmed about.”

. The juniocrs had stopped, and the footsteps had
stopped, too.

“1 can’t nelp thinking that Manners it right,
and that we're being followed 1” muttered Tom
Merry. “It s curious that the footsteps stop every
time we do.”

For some moments the juniors stood still, strain-
ing their ears to listen. But the footfalls had
ceased.

“Who 1:. there ?” called out Arthur Augustus at -

length. “Why are you hidin’ yourself ?”
There was 1o reply.

With puzzled expressions on their faces, the St.
Jim’s Jan‘oxs resumed their journey, keeping close
behind Arthur Augustus, who knew every inch of
the w ay.:

As the juniors crossed the next field they could
no longer doubt that they were being followed,
for the footsteps were audible the whole time.

Presently Arthur Augustus could stand the
suspeuse no longer. He made a sudden rush back,
and his form was swallowed up in the darkness.

After an interval of a couple of minutes he
rejoined his chums,

“What luck ?” asked Blake eagerly.

Arthur Augustus pumped in breath.

“The bwute got away |” he panted. “I twied to

gwab him, but Le was too quick for me, deah
boys 1

“Was it the family ghost?” inquired Monty
Lowther,

“It was a man in a mask!” said Gussy.

“My hat{”

“T am positive he was up to no gond,” continued
Arthur Aug‘ustns. “He looked like a fellow who
was contemplatin’ w obbc'“) with viclence.”

“Then why on earth did he turn tail?” asked
Tom Merry.

“The sight of Gussy’s face, of course!” said
Lowther ”Ihat would be enouﬁh to scare Dick
Turpin himself !’

“Ha, bha hal”

““7eal y, Lowthah

“Oh, come on!” said .hck Blake. “We shall
never get to the station to-night at this rate!”

“How much farther, (}ussy ?” asked Talbot.

“We’re nearly there, deah boy !”

It so happened that the London train was in
when the juniors arrived at the station. The lire
had bcen cleared all the way down, and there had
been no “hotd-up.”

Only three pcople alighted from the train, and
Tom Merry & Co. recognised John Rivers at once.

The ex-cracksman was tall and upright—a clean-

looking, clean-living man. He locked a shade
worn and tired, perhaps, as he stood, bag in hand,
beneath one of the station lamps.
. The new arrival's face brightened up as he
caught sight of the St. Jim’s juniors. A moment
later he was busily engaged in shaking hands with
them all.

*“I4% is very good of you to come and meet me!”
he said.

“This way, deah boy—I mean, deah man |’

And John Rivers was escorted out of the little

)

station and across the fields. Within half an hour
the party arrived at Iastiood House.

Marie Rivers stood waiting in the brilliantly
lighted hall, beneath the mistletoe, as it happened,
and the gul s hands were outstretched to embrace
her father.

“I'm so glad you've come, father !” said Marie.
“T was afraid the snow would have delayed you.
1 have been looking forward ever so eagerly to
tnls moment.”

“And so have 1, This
Christmas, indeed 1”
! The voice of Lord Conway boomed through the
ha

£ Come along, Mr,
famished 1”

-Dinner was served shortly afterwards, and Tom
\Ieu‘y & Co. described the mysterious adventure
which had befallen them that evening.

il dlstmctly caught a glimpse of “the masked
man,” szud Arthur Augustus. “He had been
followin’ us acwoss the fields, And when I made
& wush at him, the scoundwel took to his heels.”

“Sounds very mysterious,” remarked Lord
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Conway. “It’s hardly likely that 1t was a joke
on the part of one of the villagers.”

‘I am inclined to think,” said Lord Eastwood,

“that the man was a genuine blackguard. Men
who wear masks are seldom otherwise. Whas
sort of a mask was it, Arthur?”

“A cwape one. Ib covahied the uppah part of
the wuffian’s face.”

“Tt mlghb be advisable,” suggested John
Rn ers, “to acquaint the police of the incident.”
“I will do so at once!” said Lord Rastwood.

And he went to the library to make a communi-
cation by telephone to the local police. His lord-
ship, however, had no great faith in the local
representatives of the law; and it scemed too
much to hope that they would be successful in
apprehcndmg and arlestmg the mysterious man
in the mask.

CHAPTER 4.
Marie’s Peril !

The countryside was mantled with snow.
Taintly flOll’l the distance came the strains
of carol-singers.

In the warm, cosy drawing-room at East“ood
House, all was mervy and l)ugh"
Tut Gen Lisrary.—No. 1,608,

C HRISTMAS EVE!



10

The affair of the masked man was forgotten—
for the time being, at any rate—and the St. Jim’s
juniors were gazing in some surprise at a vast
array of toys and-presents on the table.

“Looks like the headquarters of Santa Claus!”
murmured Monty TLowther.

“What a owowd of Chwistmas pwesents!” ex-
claimed Arthur Augustys. “Who are they all
for, Conway 1

“For the villagers,” said Lord Conway, with a
smile. “They are an awfully decent lot; but the
majority of them are miserably poor. Very few
of the parents are able to afford presents for the
kiddies, so I decided to remedy matters in this
way.”

“Bai Jove! That’s
deah boy 1

“Yes, rather!”

“Many hands make light work,” said Lord
Conway; “so perhaps you all would like to lend
a hand with the distribution ?*

There was a chorus of assent at once.

The presents—each duly labelled with the name
of the place it was going to—were stowed into
sacks, and the juniors, accompanied by Lord
Conway and John Rivers, set off on their enjoy-
able errand. 4

Marie wanted to go as well, but she had
bromised to write a long letter to Mrs. Holmes,
her kind benefactress at St. Jim’s, and unless the
letter was written at once, it would not catch the
last post.

Lord Bastwood, who had correspondence of an
even more urgent nature to attend to, remained
in the library, while Marie Rivers made herself
comfortable by the drawing-room fire and wrote
her letter.

The missive was completed at last—five packed
pages of neat, girlish handwriting. .

Marie was about to ring for one of the ser-
vants to dispatch the letter. 'Then she remem-
bered that a big celebration was taking place in
the domestic regions, and she had no wish to
disturb it.

“Ill go myself,” she murmured.
great distance to the pillar-box.”

As an afterthought, Marie tapped on the docor
of the library and entered. :

“Have you any letters for the post, Lord East-
wood? I am just going to post one of my own.”

“My dear girl, one of the servants will de
that 1

Marie smiled.

“I don’t want to interrupt the kitchen festivi-
ties,” she said. “Do let me take your letters!”

“It is unsafe for you to venture-out alone——*

“I shall be quite all right, I assure you.”

Reluctantly, Lord Eastwood handed over the
letters.

Maric went down to the hall, and donned her
hat and coat. Then she opened the heavy oaken
door, and a shower of snow rushed in.

“Goodness! What a night!” muttered Marie.

t was with difficulty that Marie groped her
way down the drive and out into the roadway.

A pall of darkness hung over everything, and
through the darkness the snowflakes faintly glim-
mered. The girl groped her way as best she
could through the snow.

° Presently she halted. She knew that she was in
the vietnity of the pillar-box, but it was difficult
to discover its precise whereabouts.

The sudden gleam of a torch, however, re-
vealed both the pillar-box and the postman, who
had come to collect the letters.
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“Splendid 1 murmured Marie.
She handed the letters to the

tman, who
ing him a
Merry Christmas, she retraced her steps in the
direction of Eastwood House.

After a few minutes, however, Marie distinctly
heard the sound of footsteps behind her—furtive,
stealthy steps.

Marie stopped short, and as she did so the foot-
steps ceased.

The girl peered into the darkness, but could
see no one.

“ Strange !” she murmured. “I wonder—"

The thought struck her that the person whose
footsteps she had heard might be the masked man
mentioned by Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

. It was not a pleasant thought, and Marie
promptly walked on, quickening her pace, and
hoping to be safe within the gates of Bastwood
House before the unknown could catch up to her.

As she walked, her fears gathered weight. She
could st hear the footsteps behind her, and
every time she quickened her pace the pace of her
pursuer was quickened also.

Marie was no coward. At the same time she
had no desire to find herself confronted by -a
masked man on a lonely road at night.

The footsteps were growing nearer. Marie
judged that only a dozen yards separated her
from the man behind.

“T'd better run for it!” she panted.

Marie Rivers was a splendid runner for a girl,
and it looked as if she would regain the gates of
Eastwood House before the masked man could
overtake her.

But there were slippery patches in the snow,
and on one of these Marie came to grief.

There was a patter of feet close behind her,
and, before the girl could rise to her feet, her
pursuer was bending over her,

It was the man in the mask!

There was something familiar about the lower
features of the fellow’s face.

Mayrie’s curiosity got the better of her alarm.
She was wondering where she had seen that
prominent jaw before.

“Narie I’

In that single word the speaker betrayed his
identity.

Marie rose to her feet, and the masked man’s
hand gripped her by the wrist.

“Dawlish I panted the girl. “Jim Dawlish I

Marie was thunderstruck.

She knew Jim Dawlish well—only oo well. He
had been one of the members of the Angel Alley
gang. He was a thorough-paced scoundrel—a
rogue whose record bore no redeeming feature.

Like Talbot, Marie Rivers had hoped that the
past was dead and done with. What could Jim
Dawlish want with her now?

“ What brings you here ?” she asked.

“I’'m here to get you, Marie—you and the Toff !
I have re-formed the gang, and I want you both.”

“You scoundrel! You are wasting your breath.
I haven’t the slightest intention of joining your
gang—or any gang, for that matter—and neither
has the Toff. Release me at once !”’

Dawlish laughed softly. ;

“I rather think I hold all the cards,” he said.
‘You will be silly to offer resistance.”

“Do you mean that you will use force?”

“If necessary.”

“You coward I’ panted Marie,
father were here |

“I happen to know that your father is doing
the Santa Claus stunt in the village at the present

“I—] wish my
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—uwith Monty
Lowther.

Merry Christmas, Everybody !

Christinas comes but once a year, ar.zd
when it comes I hope it brings a huge pile
of presents for each of you.

Judging by the number of articles which reach
the lost-property office, we are a terribly absent-
minded nation, states an official. Anyhow, we
are good losers!

Echo of ihe end-of-term exam: “ An
octopus,’”’ wrote Baggy Trimble in an essay,
“ is an eight-sided cat.”” DMiaow!

e

Pratt of the New House has hay fever, even
in the winter time. * Are you taking anything
for it ? ” asked Redfern. “ Yes, boxing lessons,”
replied Pratt.  Boxing lessons?” echoed
Redfern. * Yes,” responded Pratt.  To sock
the next chap who gives me free advice ! ”

g% Hammeond and Kerrwish finished up the

moment. He has not seen me, but I have seen
him., There is no help for you, Marie. Be a
sensible gir! and make up your mind fo come
quietly,” said Dawlish.

“If you join our gang you'll never lack money
and fine clothes, The gang's in a flourishing
state, I might mention, and it’s going to
flourish still more when you and the Toff are
working with us. Don’t be a fool, Marie! You
can see which side your bread’s buttered. Chuck
that silly nursing stunt—you’re wasted as a school
nurse—and come and follow the only profession
worth following.” -

The grip on Marie’s wrist tightened with an
intensity which was painful.

“Quick, Marie!” rapped out Dawlish. “I'm
not going to wait here all night. What's it to
be—yes or no?7”

“No 17

Marie’s voice ran out defiantly on the night air.

Having delivered her answer, the girl paused
breathlessly and strained her ears to listen.

Footsteps were approaching from the distance !

The sound was muffled owing to the snow, and
Jim Dawlish failed to hear it. But Marie heard,
and her heart beat quickly with hope. '

“Very well,” said Jim Dawlish. “Then I will
have to use force!”

*He drew something from his pocket, and as he
did so Marie uttered a ringing cry:

“Help—help 1”

Both the man and the girl paused to listen, but
there was no indication that Marie’s appeal had
been heard, and her heart sank.

Dawlish turned to his intended victim.

g
-
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term with a caning from Knox for “ cheek.”’
¢ ¥ heard them kicking up no end of a row
with their groaning,’”’ said Blake ito their
studymate, Patrick Reilly. * Sure,” agreed
Reilly. * Each one of ’em was roering so
loud you couldn’t hear the other one!l’’

News: A scientist foresees great glaciers
covering the earth in a few million years’ time.
No doubt there will be a politician riding the
ice and promising a solution !

For the party: Why is an hour glass
made small in the middle 2 To show the
ewasde of time!

i
“ Yes,” said old Taggles, the 8t. Jim’s porter,
“ I fought in the Boer War.” “ Did you get a
commission ?  asked D’Arcy. “ No, only my
wages !’ explained Taggles.

Stop DPress: I hear there has been a
hold up over the film they were going to
make about the life of Alexander Bell,
invenior of the teleplhone. Sorry yow've
been tr-r-r-r-r-roubled !

A well-known comedian had given his services
at several prison concerts. After the last per-
formance, the prison governor said they were
beginning to lock upon him as one of themselves.

Then there was the chap who had an
electrie light instailed over his sundial, so
that hie could vead it in ihe dark evenings.

Happy hunting this Christmas, chums!

“You’re only making it harder for yourself by
behaving like that,” he said grufly. = “I won’t
give you the chance to speak again. Here goes!”

Before the scoundrel could take action, however,
there was a sudden cry:

“Got you, you wottah!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with fists clenched,
hurled himself at Jim Dawlish.

The latter was thrown off his balance, but only
for a second. Quick as thought, he caught the
schoolboy antagonist round the waist and hurled
him towards the other St. Jim’s juniors as they
came running up.

SOl

“Yawoooocooh {”

There were two separate and distinet roars as
Arthur Augustus crashed into Tom Merry, bowl-
ing him over like a ninepin.

“Quick, you fellows,” panted Talbot, “or he’ll
get away !”

- But Jim Dawlish had already got away.

The St. Jim’s juniors, with John Rivers and
Lord Conway, rushed in pursuit.

In spite of the fact that the cracksman had
only a few seconds’ start, he was aided by the
pitchy darkness and the driving snow, and he
eluded capture.

Marie Rivers waited in the roadway until the
baffled searchers returned.

“No go!” said Lord Conway, with a grunt of
dissatisfaction. “The bounder’s got clear 17

“And it’s hopeless to continue the search,” said
John Rivers. “Finding a needle in a haystack

Tue Gex Lisrany.—No. 1,608.
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would be child’s play to getting on the track of
that ruffian.”

The St. Jim’s juniors were bitterly disappointed
that their quarry had slipped through their
fingers. They had hoped to wind up an enjoyable
Christmas Eve by marching the man in the mask
to the police station. But their hopes had not
materialised. =

“Come along!” said Lord Conway. “We've
missed collaring that masked beauty, but it will
be a bigger tragedy stiil if we miss dinner |’

And the whole party trudged off through the
snow in the direction of Eastwood House.

CHAPTER 5.
All Gussy’s Fault !
ALBOT pressed the hand of his girl chum in
great relief,

“I’'m awfully glad you're safe, Marie |”

“I was afraid that——"
“I don’t think I
Did you recognise

= he said.

“So was 1,”” confessed Marie.
ever felt so afraid in my life.
our friend in the mask, Toff ?”

“No,” satd Talbot, in wonder.
no one we know?”

“Tt was Jim Dawlish.”

“My hat |7

“He's keen on getting us to join his gang.”

“By Jove! 8o that’s his game. Well,
wasting his time,” said Talbot.

“He certainly is. But Dawlish is a persistent
scoundrel, and he’s come down here for the
express purpose of getting hold of us.”

John Rivers, who had listened to this conversa-
tion without taking part in it, clenched his hands
fiercely. -

“There will be shorf shrift for Dawlish if ever
I get hold of him !”” he muttered."

John Rivers was furious to think that Dawlish
had attempted to kidnap his daughter. At the
same time, he was just as relieved as Talbot to
know Marie was safe,

Lord Bastwood noted the excited looks of the
juniors when they came in, and he inquired the
cause.

He listened with astonishment to Lord Conway’s
recital of recent events. :

“TIt is amazing that the police have not arrested
that masked scoundrel,” said Lord Eastwood. “I
gave them implicit instructions.”

“Pewwaps they’re too busy gettin’ the turkey
and »plum puddin’ weady,” suggested Arthur
Augustus.

“Ha, ha, hal”? :

“If it hadn’t been for Gussy,” said Tom Merry,
“we should have collared the fellow with easei”

“But it was D’Arcy who rushed at him I pro-
tested Marie Rivers.

“Granted! But he rushed too soon!
too impatient to wait till I gave the signal. If
only he had waited we should have rushed up at
once and surrounded the scoundrel. Blake had an
en‘l‘potf1 Sfmck, all ready to bung over his head.”

“It would have heen as easy as falling off a
form,” said Manners. “With the sack over his
head, the fellow would have been helpless. We
should have carted him off to the police station,
left him there with our best wishes for-a merry
Christmas and a bright New Year, and come back
with the feeling that we’d deserved well of our
country But Gussy, not being able to possess his
soul in patience, spoilt everything—as usual !”

Tae Gem LiBrarvy.—No. 1,608.
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Arthur Augustus writhed as a result of this
speech. He jammed his monocle into his eye, and

surveyed Manners with a glare which should have

shrivelled that youth up

“Weally, Mannahs, I acted fwom the vewy hest
of motives! It made me extwemely watty to heah
that wuffian thweatenin’ Miss Mawie, and [
couldn’t westwain myself——*

“You never can!” growled Jack Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!” : =

“You must admit, Gussy, that it was your faulg
that things went wrong,” said Herries. “Now, if
you had allowed me to bring Towser—”

“Bothah Towsah |”

“Towser’s a dog in a thousand. If I wasn’t so
fond of him I'd lend him to Scotland Yard.
They’d welcome him with open arms. He would
have hung on that scoundrel like a leech |

“Give Towser a rest!” pleaded Monty Lowther.
“Let’s adjourn to the library and have a nice,
exciting game of ludo.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors, together with Miss Marie and
Cousin Ethel, amused themselves in the library
until bed-time. They did not play the fierce and
exciting game of ludo, as Monty Lowther had
suggested, but they related ghost stories to each
other until most of them had the “shivers.”

It was past midnight when the party finally
retired.

Outside the wind blew fitfully, driving the snow-
flakes against the window-panes.

Arthur Augustus slept in the room known as
the state bed-room

“Good-night, deah boys,
Chywistmas [’ he said cheerfully.

“Same to you, Gussy !”

“Mind you’re asleep when Father Christmas
comes |” said Monty Lowther.

“Ha,-ha, "hai” -

After Arthur Augustus had retired, his chums
met together in Tom Merry’s bed-room.

“Now, Gussy told us he was going to hang up
two stockings,” said Tom Merry. “What shall we
put in them ?”

“We’ll have a whip-round,” said Digby
charitably. “Here’s a French penny with a hole
in if, for a start.”

“Ha, ha,. hat?

The juniors turned out their pockets, and made
a collection of those things for which they had no
use.

Tom Merry produced a slab of very ancient
toffee ; Manners added a bladeless penknife; and
Jack Blake contributed a quantity of old chest-
nuts. Herries came to the fore with a quaint-
looking golliwog; and Talbot, who had found a
book of nursery rhymes during the day, added it
to the collection.

“Good !” said Tom Merry.
going to give, Monty 7

Monty Lowther went through his pockets for
the second time.

“ Afraid I’ve got nothing that’s valueless,” he
said.
brass asked

“ What
Manners. -

“Brass I” hooted Lowther “Why, that watch
is solid gold! It’s stamped in every link, and
jewelled in every movement !”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“T've got a fiver here,” continued Monty—"“a
Christmas present from one of my aunts, bless
her! Apart irom this and my watch and my
pearl-handled” penknife, I’ve got nix. Afraid
you’'ll have to leave me out of the donors.?

and a mewwy

“What are you

about your watch 7”2
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“Couldn’t you write Gussy an ode or something
and drop it in one of his stockings?” suggested
. Talbot. :

“By Jove,” said Lowther, “I hadn’t thought of
that! It shall be done! If you fellows wouldn’t
mind clearing out of the room while I court
inspiration——"

“Well, of all the cheek ! gasped Manners. “Do
‘you think we'’re .geing oub to freeze on the
landing 77

“Oh, all right!” grunted Lowther. “You can
stay, so long as you sit on the bed and be quiet.”

The others waited patiently while Monty pro-
duced a scrap of paper and addressed a Christmas
greeting to Arthur Augustus.

he finished article ran as follows:

¥ To our illustrious Vere de Vere,
We wish great joy and all good cheer.
We trust that when he finds this stocking,
His lahguage will not be too shecking!
We trust the toffee will adorn
His cheeks on Christmas morn
We also trust the nursery rhymes
Will keep him from committing crimes:
The toffee, by the way, was Merry’s;
The golliwog belonged to Herries.
And this most tender, touching ditty
Is Liowther’s work, so smart and witty.

{Copyright throughout the civilised world.)”
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The juniors chuckled when they read that
effusion.

“Gussy will have a blue fit when he wakes up
and goes through his stockings,” said Digby. “In
one of them he’ll find all these useful articles and
that piffle—?>

“What I shouted DMMonty Lowther. “ You—you
dare to describe my poetry as piffle?”

“Poetry 7 echoed Digby. “My hat! You sur-
prise me ! I thought it was blank verse—so blank
that nobody could see anything in it 1

g, ha, ha:t”

“What about Gussy’s
Jack Blake. “Pity to leave it empty:

“We'll fill it with soot from the chimney,”
Tom Merry, after a moment’s reflection.

“That’s the idea !”

“Think Gussy’s asleep by now ?” asked Manners.

“Most likely.”

“How many of us are going to do the deed ?”

“1 think a couple will be enough,” said Tom
Merry. “1If too many of us start barging about
we shall wake Gussy up.”

“You and I will go aloeng, Tommy,” said Monty
Lowther.

“All serene! Take off your shoes.”

Lowther thrust his ode into his pocket for the
time being, and removed his shoes.

Tom Merry did the same, and then, gathering
up the miscellaneous assortment of rubbish, the

s other stocking ?” said
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3

said

Suddeniy the front door of the cottage opened and the sound of muttered voices came to Talbot’s

ears. ‘it ought to be simple, Jim.,

His lordship has taken no precautions against burglary, so

you've nothing to worry about.”

Tae Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,608.
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two jumiors stole away in the direction of Gussy’s
bed-room.

The apartment was in darkness,

From the bed came a sound of heavy breathing.
Arthur Augustus was in the arms of Morpheus.

“We must do the trick in the dark,” whispered
Tom Merry. “Pll see to the stocking that’s got
to be filled with soot, while you shove those things
and your ode into the other.”

“Right you are!” said Lowther, very sofily.

The juniors groped their way to the end of the
bed. Monty Lowther nearly gave the whole show
away by tripping over a shoe on the floor.

“ Shush I” muttered Tom Merry.

The couple strained their ears to listen, but the
sleeper made no sign that he had been disturbed.

“Carry on!” whispered Tom Merry; and he
took omne of the stockings and groped his way
towards the fireplace.

¥t was comparatively easy, in spite of the
darkness, to load the stocking with soot.

Tom Merry thrust a poker up the chimney,
and quite an avalanche of soot shot down into
the grate.

The junior scooped it up with a shovel, and

=

£ It’s ali right,
warder. i'm
only airing fhe
bed clothes ! **
Half-a - crown

has been a-
warded te C.

Manor Villas,
Weston, Bath.

filled the stocking while Lowther held it for him.
Then the stocking was replaced on the bedrail.

“Finished filling the other stocking, Monty?”’
he murmured.

Lowther whispered an affirmative reply, and
the twd practical jokers returned to their school-
fellows. 7 ;

“Did you work the oracle?” asked Talbot.

“We did,’”” chuckled Monty Lowther. “The
only drawback is that we shan’t be on the spot
when Gussy wakes up out of his beauty sleep.
Still, life 1s full of these little disappointments.
Fare thee well, chaps! I'm going to bed ("

“Same here !” said Jack Blake.

The juniors dispersed to their own rooms and
turned in. Within ten minutes they were all
sound asleep.

" CHAPTER 6.
A Tragie Discovery !
-' HRISTMAS morning !
* The snow had ceased.
As Monty Lowther remarked, it was
high time the inhabitants of Mars stopped
sprinkling salt on the earth.
Tee GeM Lisrary.—No. I,608.
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Meadows and hedges and trees, however, were
still mantled in white.

It was a gloricus morning. The bells of the
oldlvillage‘church rang oubt in merry, joyous
peal.

Christmas—the time of mirth and good cheer!
Christmas, with its heritage of happy laughter.

In consequence of their late retirement over
night, the majority of the St. Jim’s juniors
failed to awake until the morning was well
advanced. ¥

After hurriedly dressing, the Terrible Three,
with Talbot and Jack Blake, went along to the
“state bed-room.” They were hoping to find
Arthur Augustus ruefully surveying the contents
of his silk stockings.

But the bed was empty, and the swell of
8t. Jim’s had evidently dressed and gone down. ;
. “What a sell I’ groaned Monty Lowther. “Nao
sign of Gussy, and no sign of the stockings.”

“I expect he shing them out of the window,”
said Talbot.

At that moment the breakfast gong sounded.

“Good!” said Tom Merry “Tyve got an
appetite like Fatty Wynn’s and Billy Bunter’s
rolled into one.” :

The juniors clattered down the stairs, being
joined en route by Herries and Digby.

Lord Eastwood and Lord Conway were already
in the dining-room, chatting to John Rivers.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was seated between
Marie Rivers and Cousin Ethel, and his expres-
sion was happy and contented. He did not
look like the victim of a “jape.”

Christmas greetings were given and returned
whilst breakfast was being served. :

“Top of the morning, Gussy!”
Blake.

“Did you find
Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, deah boy "

“Fairly gave you a fit, didn’t it?” said Tom
Merry.

“Not at all. Of course,
delighted and surpwised. I have been tellin’
Cousin Ethel and Miss Mawie all about it.”’

The juniors stared at Arthur Augustus. They
could not understand why he should inform the
girls of the trick which had been played on
him. They had imagined that he Woufd be only
too anxious to hush the matter up.

“Did the pwesent come fwom all of you?”
inquired Arthur Augustus.

“Which present do you mean?” said Tom
Megfy, in surprise. “The toffee came from
me.

“And
Talbot.

“I supplied the bladeless penknife,”” chuckled
Manners.

]“ And I threw in the old chestnuts,” said Jack

ake.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Did you contwibute anythin'. Dig?”

“Yes,” said Dighy. “A French penny with
2 hole in it.”

*“Ia, ha, hal”

“And you, Hewwies?”

“I presented you with the golliwog.”

Arthur Augustus turned to Monty Lowther
with a beaming smile.

“Then it was you who made the weal pwesent,
Lowthah? I am extwemely obliged to you, deah
boy. Furthah, I am touched by such an unex-
pected act of kindness, bai JoveP’* *

Monty Lowther gasped.

said Jack
chuckled

your stockings?”

I was agweeably -

the nursery-rhymes from me,” said
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1

Detective Kerr
Investigates

No. 21.

" The Ghost
of
St. Jim’s!

N the course of a talk on’ the history of
ﬂ St. Jim’s, Mr. Lathom, the Fourth Form
master, described the ghostly abbot, who
was reputed to appear at the full moon, haunt-
ing the site of his former abbey. The -abbot
had not been seen for some years. but several
people were sure they had see. him in the p
Mr. Lathom reassured his listeners by =ay

5

that the ghostly abbot was quite a kindly sort,

and did not attempt to scare his beholders.
Most feliows forgot the matter, till next day,
when Baggy Trimble startlad the school by
affirming he had seen the ghostly abbot in the
night. “Petective ”’ Kerr resolved to see if
Trimble was spoofing or not

Kerr: Trimble says he saw the ghostly abbot
. last night in the Fourtk Form dormitory,
Blake

Trimble?

Brake: Not a soul
asleep at midnight,
the ghost walked.

Keer: It was unlike a fat funk like Trimble
to keep quiet. I should have expected him
to shout the place down.

Braxs: Trimble says the abbot was too terrify-
ing for him to be able tc move for a long
time after it had gone. And then he was
afraid to wake any of u: up, for fear of
being laughed at.- :

Kzrr: Then how does he expect us to believe
him in the cold light of day?

BLAxr: According to Trimble, the abbot passed
right through the dormitory door. But be-
fore ke vanished, he left a cross on the door.

KrERe: And is there really o cross there now?

Brage: Funnily enough, yes. It might have
been scratched on with arny blunt instrument,
though—

Did any other fellow see it besides

But then, we were all fast
whea Trimble claims

15

Diuz Tacores: Oh, Master Kerr, they do tell
me the ghostly abbot was seen to walk last
night. 1Is it true? -

Krerz: Trimble is the only fellow who claims
to have seen ii, ma’ain. T'll have a
lemonade.

Dave Tacores: There you are, Master Kerr.
Twopence, please. 1 shouldn’t be surprised
if Master Trimble is really telling the truth

for once. The abbot was seen to walk not
many years ago.
Krrr: You've never seen the abbot yourself,

Dame Taggles?

Dave Taceres: I wouldn’t go as far as that,
though I admit I am superstitious. I said to
my husband only last night, turn your money
over as it’s a new moon; but Ephraim only
laughed at me, as he always does. You
should ask Mrs. Mimms, the House dame,
She says she saw it once, though not long
enough to describe what it looked like.

Triwsre: I tell you, Xerr, I’ve never seen any-
thing like it. Mr. Lathom has excused me
from classes for the day, as it has affected
my nerves—so I shall get out of doing that
Latin paper, after all

Kerr: About the ghost,
say it appeared?

TriMBLE: At the stroke of midnight. I couldn’t
sleep very well, and I. roused up just before
the chimes. As the last chime died away,
a bluish glow appeared ai the far end of
the dorm, by the windows and I could see
a tall, robed figure slowly taking shape.
tell you, my hair simply stood on end.

Kerr: I should imagine so Go on,

TrimeLE: Well, as I lookea the abbot came
towards my bed, seeming to glide along.
He had a horrific look on his face, and he
was brandishing an old two-handed sword.

Keer: Could you see all that in the dark?

TriMBLE: I remember the scene distinetly—the
moon was full, and it shone straight through
the high windows. I thought the abbot
was coming for me, and I don’t mind
admitting I thought my last moment had
come; but he passed my bed, unseeing, and
went right through the door, and was gone.

Kerr: Didn’t he make a mark on the panelling?

TriMsre: Yes; a cross with his sword.

Kerr: And that’s all the story?

TRIMBLE: Yes. I'm the only chap at St. Jim’'s
who has seen the abbot walking. . . .

What time did you

(Did Trimble see the ghost, or was he spoofing
for some reason? Turn to Kerr's solution on
page 33 and find out.)

“Whast
Gussy ?
note:”

“Then I can only wepeat that'l am extwerely
obliged to you! I had nevah before wegarded
vou in the light of a Good Bamawitan. 1t was
wippin® of you to make me such a handsome
pwesent.”

. Monty Lowther tapped his forehead signifi-
cantly. *

“Mad !”” he murmured.

“Mad as a hatter or a March hare!” agreed
Manners.

“Fancy Gussy making
pifiing poem !” exclaime

on earth are you babbling about,
I admit that I was responsible for the

such a fuss over a
ned Tom Merry.

“It wasn’t. a poem, deczh boy,” said Arthur
Augustus. “It was, as Lowthah said, a note—
a fivah, to be pwecise!”

And the swell of St. Jim’s, to the utter and
complete astonishment of his chums, produced
a crisp and rustling banknote.

“This is a ‘Chwistmas pwesent worth havin’,”
he declared. “Rven Fathah Chwistmas woulda't
have been as genewous.”

Monty Lowther’s face worked convulsively.

“Where did you find that note?” he gasped.

“In my stockin’, deah boy.” %

“Ha, ha, ha

Tre Gex Lisrarv.—No. 1,603,
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A yell of laughter rang through the dining-
room.

The juniors understood now.

Owing to the darkness, Monty Lowther had
made a slight, mistake, ‘Instead of puttmg his
poetical effusion in Gussy’s stocking, had
put the five-pound note them'

Lowther produced the ode from his pocket.
ilis face was a ttuuy

“Oh crumbs!” he “gasped. “I—I—— There’s
been an awful mistake, Gussy!”

“Didn’t you intend that fivah .for me,
boy 2°?

“Of course not.”

“Then I was quite W ’ong in cweditin’ . you
\Vlth chawitable motives.’

‘Hand over that fiver!”

*“Ha; ha, ha [’

deah

roared Lowther.

“It would serve you wight,” said Arthur
Augustus severely, “if I sent it to the local
hospital. Howevah, I won't be hard on you.

Here’s your fivah.”

And, as Lowther pocketed the note, he realised
that the laugh was not against Guscy after all,
but against “himself,

The day passed pleasantly, but all too swiftly.

In the evening, Lord Kastwood entertained
about a dozen vxllagela—m‘x,n]y men who worked
on his estate.

Tom Merry & Co. organised a concert, and
it went with a swing from start to finish.
Then came feasting and revelling, and yet

niore revelling. 3
When the village guests had returned to their
homes, John Rivers toock Marie aside.

THE GEM LIBRARY
1+ leaye Marie—early in the
morning.”’ :

Marie nodded W1=tful1y

“1 do wish you could stay longer, dad.
Eastwood wishes it, too.

John Rivers smiled.

“Duty calls, my dear.”

“Have you "had a good time ?” asked Marie.

“The time of my lue' 1 have never known
such genuine happiness

“I am so glad. I w 111 come to the station im
the morning, of course.’

Father and daughter remained in each other’s
company for the rest of the evening. Every
moment was precious, for it would be many
manths before they met again.,

After breakfast next morning John Rivers bade
farewell tc his hosts Tom Merry & Co. would
have liked to accompany him to the station, but
they realised that he and Marie would prefer to
be alone,

“We’ll put in half an hour’s skating on the lake,
Marie,” said Tom Merry. “By that time the
train will have gone, and we’ll come and escort
you home.”

“Don’t trouble,” said Marie.

“It’s no twouble, deah gal—it’s a pl
said Arthur Augustus gallantly.

John Rivers shook hands all round, and the
last hand he shock was Talbot’s.

“Good-bye, Toff!” he said, in a low tone.
“Bef}ore I go I should like to ask a favour of
you.’

to-morrow,

Loxd

easuah {”

(Continued on next page.)
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s DRUM

' Having purchased an entire factory
stock of musical instruments, we are

able to ‘make this truly amazing
ofier of complete drum sets, com-
large bass drum, brass

d, with real skin and seven
adjusters, strong. auson_amc fily-back

foot-beater, real skin side'drum,
hardwood tap-box, brass cymbal,
triangle and cowbell, also lxlxur well:
balanced drumsticks. whole
outfit comes to you complete in
strong box at the inmcredible clear-
ance price of 5/9 only, postage 1/-.
= No party or amateur band is com-
plete without this wonaerful outm 80 send P.0.6/9 at once t0:
AIRCRAFT PRODUCTS L
(Depk. A.G.4.8.21 ),91 New Oxford Street, London, W.C.1.
hone: TEM. 655

- AUTOMATICLIGHTER
11 -CIGARETTE
== E CASE

An essential Com-
bination sought by
smokers for years.
Delivers cigarettes
and a lighb in
one single-handed
i operation as you
3l remove the case and press the levers
simultaneously. Flatly made to hold
12 cigarettes and to fit the waistcoat
pocket. Handsomely finished in chrome
with engine turned surface. Usually
21/-, but limited stock offered at
speclal sale price of 4/9, post, ete.,
3d. extra. Send at once to:
AIRCRAFT PRODI‘('IGTS LTD.

- (Dept.
NEW OXFORD STREBT LONDON, W.C.1.

91,

Factory’s surplus must
be cleared. An oppor
tunity of a lifetime 10 N
acquire cne of ihese hand-
some mahogany finished
Guitars with Sycamore
grained fromt and Jother of-
Pearl finished circlet
chamber. A professi
regulation model with non-slip pegs
to_control the 6 sirings. ovU
will easily be able to play haunt

ing melodies within half an hour
Sent complete with tuner
for the unprecedented "price of
only 23/9, post and packing
89ad. No more to pay.

AIRCRAFT PRODUCTS LTD.
{Rept. A.G.G.21), 91, New Oxford
Street, London, W.C.1.
Phone: TEM. 6559,

! "ﬁ'ﬁ‘mm BANJO

DRASTIC PRICE REDUCTION.
These beautiful instruments are
marvellous value and are offered to
the public at ridieulous price of 3/9
as result of ‘disposal of a huve
§ purchase; therefore this offer
cannot be repeated. In highly
polished Satin Walnut finish with
brass - fretted fingerboard, first
quality vellum. Amazingly
sweet Banjo tone. An hour or
so only required for a novice
to master it with the FREE
TUTOR. Send P.O. 4/6 to-day
to avoid disappointment.
AIRGRAFT PRODUGTS LTD.
(Dept. AlG.G.U.21),
91, New Oxford Street,
London,W.G.1. Phone: TEM.6559.
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John Rivers lowered his voice until it was barely
audible.

“1 have fears for Marie’s safety,” he said.
“Dawlish is in the neighbourhood, and the police
} 1ve not yes succeeded in locating him. Perhaps
they regard the story of the masked man as a
myth, and are making no serious cffort. Anyway,
the presence of Dawlish in the district spells
danger. He was balked the other evening in his
attempt tc capture Marie, but he may not be so
casily thwarted next time. Is it asking too much
of you, Toff to make my daughter’s safety your
first consideration ?”

Talbot smiled.

“You may rely on me to see that no harm comes

- to her,” he said. i =

“Thank you, Toff! Now that I have this assur-
ance I shall be casier in my mind.”

“Good-bye

John Rivers, his brief holiday at an end all
too soon, started off for the railway station,
accompanied by Marie.

Tom Merry & Co. stood in a group by the front

door and watched them go. They returned John
Rivers’ farewell wave, and then, collecting their
skates, they procecded to the frozen lake.

All of them were good performers on the ice,
and the hzlf-hour passed all too quickly.

Tom Merry, his face flushed and healthy with
exertion, consulted his watch.

‘f(;I‘illlc to go and meet Marie, you fellows,” he
said. 5

The juniors hurried away towards the railway,
station. They found the little platform deserted.

““Has the Londen twain gone 7”7 inquired Arthur
Augustus of the solitary porter.

“VYessir; ten minutes ago, sir.”

“Bai Jove! Then Mawic must have weturned
home. We’re too late, deah boys!”

“And we promised Marie we'd escort her back
to Tastwood House,” said Tom Merry. “We're
bright specimens, and no mistake {”

“We had bettah huwwy back, deah boys,” said
Arthur Augustus. “Conie on!”

The jumors sprinted back across the fields to
Eastwood House.

Cousin Ethel met them in the -hall, but there
was no Marie.

“Where is Marie, Arthur?” inquirved Ethel.

“Hasn’t she weturned ?*

“No.))

Arthur Augustus gave a start, and so did his
schoolfellows.
~ “Marie must have started back from the
station half an hour ago!” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “Surely she must have come in? Per-
haps you didn’t see her, Cousin Ethel 9

“7 couldn’t have missed her,” said Ethel. “I’ve
been here the whole time.”

“She wouldn’t have come in by the back
entrance ?” suggested Jack Blake.

“The servants are sure to have seen her if she
did. We'll ask them.”

Inquiries were made in the servants’ quarters,
but Marie Rivers had not been seen since she set
off for the station in her father’s company.

The juniors locked very worried now, par-
ticularly Talbot. :

Less than an hour ago he had assured John
Rivers that he would make Marie’s safety his first
consideration.

And now—

Marie had not returned, and there were only
two possible explanatious. Either the girl, after
lcaving her father, had gone for a walk beyond
the railway station, or there had been foul play.
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PROFESSOR
SKIMPOLE’S
HOROSCOPE

This Week :
BAGGY TRIMBLE.

TEE fattest and most unprepossessing member of the

Fourth was not so hard to run to earth as some of
my previous victims, ¢ You’ll be sure fo find him in the
tuckshop,”’ said Mellish, his studymate—and I did ! °*If
you want to cast my horoscope, you’ll have to stand me
some buns and & ginger-pop first,”’ said Trimble rudely.
¢ Really, Trimble,”’ I pointed out, * you are noi doing me
a favour by allowing me to cast your horoscope. If you
don’t want me to——"* ¢ Oh, stand me a ginger-pop and
g? ?head—l’m hard up [ *’ pleaded Trimble, with a change
of tone.

Under the zodiacal sign of Capricornus, the Goat
(birthdays between December 22nd and January 19th),
Trimble is also influenced by both Uranus and the Moon.
He is, I am afraid, doomed to many trials and tribulations,
from which a more resolute character under this configur-
ation might well emerge triumphant. I fear, however, that
Trimble is far too much given fo dissatisfaction to appreciate
the opportunities that come his way. He might be capable
of doing deeds, instead of talking about them, if only he
would pull himselfjtogether.

¢¢ Only one ginger-pop ? ’ grumbled Trimble, as I made
off.. ¢ You’re a stingy beast, Skimpole—and as for your
horoscope, do you know what I think ? I think it’s a lot
of drivel, see?** To such ingratitude I could fhink os
no reply, Thank goodness there are many Capricorniant
%vlgosgl }m:iuts are warmer towards their fellows than

rimble’s !

And, knowing Jim Dawlish as he did, Talkot in-
clined to the latter theory.

“This—this is awful, deah boys!” said Arthur
Augustus, in great distress. *It seems widiculous
to suppose that Mawie has been kidnapped in
bwoad daylight, and yet——"

“ A kidnapper’s job would be perfectly simple
on a lonely road,” said Jack Blake,

Talbot elenched his hands hard.

“If this is Dawlish’s doing,” he said fiercely,
“1 shan’t rest until I've squared accounts with
him !”’

“1 suppose we’d better tell Lord Fastwood that
Marie’s missing ?” said Manners.

“Not vet,” replied Tom Merry. “We'll go
along to the station by way of the road, and see
if we caun pick up any information.”

With worried and anxious looks the juniors
quitted the house.

They all felt convinced by this time that Mavie’s
disappearance was directly due to that scoundrel
Jim Dawlish. And their convictions were borne
out when, at a lonely part of the road, Dighy
made a startling discovery.

A small gold locket lay glittering on the
hardened snow.

Talbot knew that locket well. It belonged to
his girl chum, and it had evidently been dropped
during a struggle

There were footprints in the snow—beyond a
doubt the footprints of Jim Dasvlish.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus, who
was nearly as white as Talbot. “This is dwead-
ful, deah boys!” ¥

“And it’s our fault, too!” said Tom Merry
bitterly. “If we had come to meet Maric earlier,
instead of fooling about on the lake——"

Tue Gem Lisnary.—No. 1,608.
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 “Cheer up, old scout!” said Monty Lowther.
“We’ll go back and report to Lord Eastwood, and
he’ll ginger up the police. We'll form a search-
party, too, and Marie ought to be found soon.”

“Dawlish won’t leave this neighbourhood, I feel
certain,” said Talbot, taking possession of
Marie’s locket. “If he attempted to take Marie
away by train or car, she would raise a hue-and-
cry and give him away. “The rascal means to hide
somewhere until this has blown over.”

.“In that case, we’ll dig him out like a rat from
his hole ! said Jack Blake. “Come on! The
sooner Lord Eastwood and the police are informed
of this the better.”

And the juniors, angry at the disappearance of
their girl chum, returned with all speed to East-
wood House.

CHAPTER 1.
Black Despair !
ORD EASTWOOD did not let the grass grow
under his feet.
As soon as he was acquainted with what
had occurred he went to the telephone and
summoned the local inspector of police.

The inspector arrived shortly afterwards. He
was a stout, pompous-looking individual, with a
vast idea of his own importance.

In the presence of the juniors, Lord Eastwood
described what had happened.

The official listened respectfully, but did net
seem to be raised to any great heighis of
enthusiasm.

“You say there were signs of a struggle in
the roadway ?” he asked, turning to Tom Merry.

“Yes,” replied Tom. “There was a man’s
footprints—obviously those of Jim Dawlish.”

“H’m! In what direction did the footprintg
lead ?7”

“There was no sign of them except at that
part of the road. Dawlish must have gone
through a gap in the hedge and got away across
the fields.” :

“And you say that this man wears a crepe
mask 77’

Tom Merry nodded.

“T'Il give you a detailed description of him,”
said Talbot. And he did, the inspector jotting
down the particulars.

“No stone must be left unturned ig bring the
rascal to justice,” said Lord Easiwood. “I
might mention, inspector, that if your orts
prove sucdéessful, an adequate reward be

”

forthcoming.

The inspector smiled. He evidently regarded
the tracking down of Jim Dawlish and the
restoration of Marie Rivers to her friends as a
very simple matter.

“T fancy there will be developmentis by night-
fall, your lordship,” he said.

“You will communicate with me at once in the
event of Dawlish’s capture?”

“Of course.” %

The inspector quitted the room with a ponderous
tread and an expression of confidence on his
florid face. But neither Lord Eastwood nor the
juniors had any great faith in him.

“Of course, we mus} institute a search on our
own account,” said Lord Eastwood. “After
Junch we’ll go out in two parties and scour the
district. Conway will conduct one party and I
will be responsible for the other. Talbot, my
boy, pull yourself together! You must nect look
so dejected.”

Tre Gem Lisrary. —No. I,608.
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But Taibot found it difficult to conceal the
anxiety and misery he felt. He was perpetually
haunted by the assurance he had given to John
Rivers—an assurance which had becn broken !

“Will it be necessawy to communicate with
Mawie’s fathah?” inquired Arthur Augustus.

“Not at present,” said Lord Bastwood. “We
will see what the afternoon search brings forth,
and if there are no developments, I will wire te
Mr. Rivers in the morning.”

After lunch, the two search parties set out, and
they went about their task in grim earnest.

Lord Eastwood, with the Terrible Three and

Talbot, went to the village to institute inguiries.

The cld bridge, rotten with decay, gave way beneath Dawé
Talbot saw bridge and man piu

His lordship quite startled the local printer by
striding into his establishment and insisting upon
fifty leaflets being printed, at once.

The leaflets—which were to be posted up for
miles around—ran as follows:

“FIFTY POUNDS REWARD!

“The above sum will be paid to any person or
perscns giving such information as may lead to
the apprehension and arrest of JAMES
DAWLISH, who is wanted on a serious charge.

“Pawlish is stockily built and of medium
height, and when last seen was wearing a_crepe
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mask, which concealed the upper portion of his

- face. He is believed to be in hiding in the

neighbourhood.

“Informafion should be either given direct to
the police station or to Lord Eastwood at
Eastwood House.”

Having arranged for the disiribution of the
leaflets, Lord Eastwood and his companions made
an exhaustive tour of the village.

They inquired if a man answering to Dawlish’s
description had been seen in the locality, but they
drew blank. ‘

No one in the village had seen a masked man,
and the news that such a person was in the

ish’s weight. There was a startled cry, and next moment
nge into the stream together.

neighbourhood greatly alarmed some of the
inhabitants.

The party extended their search. They explored
all the by-lanes and the meadows and the copses;
in fact, all the environs of the village. But they
met with no success.

Lord Conway’s party went farther and fared
worse—if that were possible. They explored barns
and sheds, and hundreds of nooks and crannies,
but with no result.

Herries felt very bitter about it all.

“Now, if only I had brought Towser, all would
have been well,” he kept saying. “Towser would
have run Dawlish to earth in no time.”

Jack Blake, Digby, and Arthur gustu
became so fed-up Wwith that parrot-cry that they
consigned both Towser and his ister  to

Jericho.

Finally, Lord Conway was reluciantly obliged
to abandon the search. The winter dusk was
descending and the task seemed indeed hopeless,

Even Lord Eastwood, persistent and determined
as he was, remarked that everything had been
done that could be done, and he suggested that
the search should be relinquished—for that day,
at any rate.

“There’s one place we haven’t inquired at,”
said Tom Merry.

“Indeed! I was under the impression that we
had called at every house for miles around,”
said Lord Eastwood.

“There’s a cottage standing by itself, close to
the mil-stream,” said Tom.

“That cottage is empty.”

“All the more reason why we should explore

it,” said Tom Merry.

“Hear, hear!” said Manners “An empty
cottage would be just the place for-®awlish. It
would suit him down to the ground&®

“This way !” said Lord Eastwooddriskly. “It
is a forlorn hope, I think; but we will leave
nothing to chance.”

The cottage by the mill-stream was not empty,
as Lord Eastwood had supposed.

An aged couple were in oceupation, and they
explained that they had recently zented the
cottage. On being questioned as 4o syhether they
had seen a masked man in the vicinity, they
answered in the negative.

“No go!” said Talbot glumly.

“We'll be getting back now,” said Lord East-
wood, “and T'll phone the police 40 ascertain if
there are any developments. Sorry I have
disturbed you, M. s

“Judkins is my name,” said the old cottager,
in a wheezing voice.

“1 see Good-night, Mr. Judkins }”

“Good-night, sir!”

“Good-night V” added Mys. Judkins, in a shrill
falsetto.

Had the members of the search party locked
closely at the old lady, they m have seen
several things to arouse their suspicions.

In the first place, Mrs. Judkins face was not
at all smooth, and secondly, her {feet were
extremely large. Her hair was hidden by a mob-
cap, and one row of eyebrows seemed to be cut
of all proportion to the other.

The St. Jim’s juniors noticed none of these
things; though had they remained in the cottage
a little longer, they could mot have failed to
become suspicious of an incessant knocking on the
floor of the room above.

Unfortunately, however, Lord Easitwood and
his party had not dallied, and they little suspected
that the quaint old cottage by the mill-stream
could have furnished them with no little
information.

With heavy Learts and tired feet, the searchers
returned to Eastwood House. There they en-
countered Lord Conway’s party, and exchanged
experiences.

The result was not inspiring.

Marie Rivers had been kidnapped, and neither
of her nor her kidnapper was there any trace.

The last gleam of hope was extinguished when
Lord Eastwood telephoned to the police station
and received the inspector’s lacomic message that
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nothing had happened. Every effort was being
made, but up to the present time there was
nothing to report. His lordship would be kept
posted of any developments.

“I'm afwaid, deah boys, that nothin’ more can
be done to-day,” remarked Arthur Augustus. “If
we had no luck in the daylight, it’s not likely
that we should twace Dawlish in the darkness.”

“We’ll turn in early,” said Jack Blake, “and
have another hunt at daybreak.”

“Poor old Marie!” said Digby, his voice
quivering a little. “It must be awful for her,
being trapped like this!”

‘Talbot took no part in the juniors’ conversa-
tion. Just as Eugene Aram, in the poem, “sat
remote from all, a melancholy man,” so Talbot
sat now. The kidnapping of his girl chum, and
the long, disappointing search, had greatly upset
him. And then there was his promise to John
Rivers—a promise he had not kept.

He ought to have been Marie's constant com-
panion. He ought to have been at hand to pro-
tect her when danger threatened. He had left
undone those things which he ought to have done,
and he considered himself far more to blame than
he was in reality. 4

But, in his acute distress, Talbot quite over-
looked the fact that the darkest hour heralds the
approach of dawn, and that right triumphs over
wrong as surely as night follows day.

CHAPTER 8.
A Happy Reunion !

7’ HE winter night had set in dark and grim.
; The St. Jim’s juniors, acting on Jack
Blake’s suggestion, went early to bed.
There was one exception, however.

It was useless for Talbot to think of slumber.
How could he sleep, with the haunting know-
ledge that his girl chum was in peril? :
By ten o'clock the great house was still and
silent.  But Talbot still lingered in the drawing-
room, gazing moodily into the dying embers of

the fire. .

The junior’s mind was in an agony of fear and
suspense. {

He was acutely concerned for Marie, of course,
but he was also concerned for her father.

It would be a terrible blow for John Rivers on
the morrow, when he received Lord Iastwood’s
telegram to the effect that his daughter had been
kidnapped. S

The unhappy junior rose to his feet. He was
tco restless to remain still any longer.

IIe went quietly into the hall, donned his cap
and coat, and, opening and closing the heavy oak
door as noiselessly as possible, he stepped out into
the night.

And a wild night it was!

The fierce wind tore through the leafless
branches as Talbot strode along, heedless alike of
divection and destination. :

Presently the rush of the mill-siream, turbid
and swollen from the melted snow, came to hLis
cars.

Talbot’s attention was then arrested by a light
which glimmered from the windows of the cot-
tage occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Judkins.

The junior was mildly surprised. He knew
that country people retired to rest early, as a
rule, espectally in the winter, and it was now
decidedly late.
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Instinctively Talbot.walked up to the little
cottage.

Suddenly the front door opened, and a shafi of
light fell upon the path.

The sound of muttered voices came to Talbot’s
ears, and he stepped back behind a big tree.

“It ought to be simple, Jim. Everybody in the
house will be asleep by now, I reckon. His lord-
ship has taken no precautions against burglary,
so you’ve nothing to worry about.”

“You will keep an eye on the girl in my
absence ?”

“Of course |”

“I shall be back within a couple of hours—iwith
the loot, I hope. So-long!”

Talbot kept close behind the tree, his heart
thumping against his ribs.

He had not overheard the whole of the conver-
sation between the two men, but he had over-
heard sufficient to ascertain three very important
facts. Mr. and Mrs. Judkins were impostors.
The former was no other than Jim Dawlish, and
the latter was a confederate. That was the first
important fact,

Secondly, Jim Dawlish had planned a burglary
at Xastwood House, and he was about to carry.
out his design.

Thirdly—and this was by far the most important
discovery of all—a girl 'was imprisoned in the
cottage. -

Talbot was wildly excited, though he made no
sound.

The captive would, of course, be Marie, his girl
chum. Who else could it be?

The junior’s brain was in a whirl,

He wanted to do several things at once. He
wanted to get to grips with Dawlish—to prevent
him from carrying out his shady scheme. He
wanted to overpower Dawlish’s rascally con-
federate. And, thirdly—this was the lkeenest
desire of all—he wanted to rescue Marie Rivers
from her terrible plight.

In order to do this, however, it would be neces-
sary to carry out the other two operations first.

It was useless to think of releasing Marie until
her captors had been dealt with.

Talbot was wondering how to act, when an idea
came to him.

He would return with all speed to Eastwood
House, and raise the alarm. Then, when the
cracksman arrived at the house, he would walk
into a hornet’s nest.

He would be arrested and taken to the police
station. After which, the St. Jim’s juniors would
proceed to the cottage in full force, overpower
the other man, and rescue Marie.

It all seemed so beautifully simple. Certainly
it was a far better plan than for Talbot to tackle
the situation single-handed.

But the junior’s luck was out, for as he moved
away from the spot the rays of an electric torch
were flashed upon him, and a startled exclamation
burst from the lips of Dawlish.

“The Toff I”

Talbot halted, and spun round.

“Yes, you scoundrel,” he said fiercely, “it is 1!
And I might add that your game’s up.”

“Hang you, Toff!”

Jim Dawlish quickly drew a revolver from his
hip-pocket.

“I'll give you one chance—Marie has consented
to join the gang!” .

“I don't believe you!” flashed Talbot.

“Whether you believe me or mnot, it’s the *

(Continued on page 22.)
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truth. Marie has become one of us—and I'm

_giving you a chance, Toff, to do the same.”

“Fool I” said Talbot. “I would rather die
than go back to a life of dishonour!”

“Then take what’s coming to you!” muttered
Daywlish thickly.

He had lowered the revolver
whilst parleying with the junior, but now he
raised it again.

Talbot was not alarmed. He knew that Jim
Dawlish, coward and blackguard though he was,
hadn’t the pluck to fire.

Talbet’s brain worked swiftly.

Should he hurl himself at Dawlish, or—

An alternative occurred to him. He would
pretend to be terrified and dash away at top
speed, hoping Dawlish would follow. And if
Dawlish followed him as far as Eastwood House,
the rest wouid be easy.

Accordingly, Talbot turned on his heel and
took a flying leap across the mill-stream at its
narrowest part.

Dawlish immediately gave chase, but he was
less athletic than Talbot, and, instead of attempt-
ing to leap across the stream, he made for an
old narrow wooden bridge.

Talbot saw him step on it, and what followed
was like a strange dream.

The bridge, rotten with decay, and already
undermined by the swollen water, gave way
beneath Jim Dawlish’s weight.

There was a startled cry, and next moment
bridge and man plunged into the stream
together.

Talbot stood rooted to the ground. Then he
pulled himself together. He sprang down the
bank, and, seizing one of the boughs of an over-
hanging tree, he leaned over the dark waters.

If he could reach Jim Dawlish as he passed,
he might save him.

It was the only chance.

Talbot’s enemy was struggling in the surging
waters, trying to fight against the powerful
current of the mill-stream.

But the fight was futile.
bhore him onward.

- “Now |” muttered Talbot.

And he leaned over and seized the man’s arm
in the nick of time.

The bridge and the waters rushed on, but
Reginald Talbot had saved his enemy.

.Jim Dawlish was now unconscious, and his face
was colourless.

With a supreme effort, Talbot dragged him
safely to the bank. Then the junior took off his
overcoat, spread it out on the hard, frozen turf,
and heaved the inanimate form upon it.  This
done, he sped away to Eastwood House for help.

It was a novel experience for Lord Eastwood
to be aroused in the middle of the night, but he
behaved admirably in the circumstances.

Without waiting to ask a lot of needless ques-
tions, he hurried into his clothes, while Talbot
roused his schoolfellows. :
Bai Jovel!” exclaimed ~Arthur Auvgustus

>Arcy.  “This is extwaordinawy ! How on
earth did you manage to wun into Dawlish,
Talbot ?”

“You shall hear the full
Talbot. “Buck up!”

The juniors, with Lord Eastwood at their head,
went out into the night, and bore the insensible
form of the cracksman back to the house.
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The swirling waters

story laier,” said

temporarily -

Dawlish was laid on a couch, and brandy was
administered.

The injured man” came round, and then in
hoarse, broken accents, he explained everything
to his eager audience. He told how he had kid-
napped Marie Rivers and made her a prisoner
in the cottage, locking the gir! in a small room
under the eaves—a rocom without windows. He
also explained how he and his partner had dis-
guised themselves and rented the cottage as Mr.
and Mrs. Judkins. He hoped to keep Marie a
prisoner there until the affair of the kidnapping
had blown over, when he intended to remove the
girl to his headguarters in London.

Remorse and repentance seemed to be mingled
with Dawlish’s confession. He appeared to be
genumely ashamed of himself and of his shady
past.

“Thank you, Toff,” he concluded, ‘“for saving
my life to-night. It was a plucky effort, and I
didn’t deserve 1t.”

“The doctor shall be sent for,” said Lord East-
wood, “and we will endeavour to make you
comfortable here until he comes.”

Jim Dawlish was wrapped in several blankets
and a rug, and one of the servants was dispatched
for the doctoz.

“ And now,” said Talbot, his eyes glowing with
a glad light, “we’ll go and fetch Marie.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And while we are about it, we’ll cellar the
other precious scoundrel !” said Herries,

Meanwhile, Lord Conway, who had been
awakened by the disturbance, had slipped into his
clothes and come down to see what it was all
about.

He was overjoyed to know that Marie's where-
abouts had been discovered, and he insisted on
accompanying Lord Eastwood and the others to
the cottage.

Couzin Ethel joined the party in the hall, and
she, too, insisted upon going.

The cottage by the mill-stream was in dark-
ness.

Tom Merry & Co. swarmed into it, and the
rays of several electric torches lit up the little
kitchen. :

There was no sign of Jim Dawlish’s accom-
plice. A blouse, a skirt, and a mob-cap had
been thrown in the corner, and the man who had
worn these feminine garments had bolted.

A sudden feeling of dread assailed the party.

Had the man, in his hurried flight, taken Marie
with him?

Talbot scon proved that these fears were false.
He went to the foot of the stairs and shouted:

“Marie !”

To his delight, there was a ready response from

- the room above.

“J am here, Toff !”

Talbot went up the rickety stairs three at a
time, and hurled himsei: 2t the deor of the room
where Marie was a prisoner.

“Tt is locked, Toff ! came a voice from within.

Talbot laughed—quits hic old merry laugh.

“Tt won’t take long to burst it in!” he said.
“This way, you fellows”

The Terrible Three and Jack Blake were up
the stairs in a twinkling, and the united weight
of the juniors was pitted against the door.

It-was not a very stout door; and in less than
a couple of minutes it was forced open, and the
juniors entered the room. Marig stepped forward,

er eyes shining with delight

(Continued on page 36.)
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: A New Boy !
a“ GOLDARNED Chow !”
“A which ?” inquired Frank Richards.
“A goldarned Chow !” repeated Eben
Hacke, in utter disgust.

Frank Richards & Co. had just arrived ab
Cedar Creek School when Eben Hacke greeted

them with that information. REbenezer looked
disgusted.

“A Chinaman—here?” asked Bob Lawless.

(‘Yep !’) ¢

“A Chinee come to school?” asked Vere
Beauclere.

“That’s it.”

“Well, what’s the matter with him?” Frank
Richards further inquired.

Eben Hacke replied to that question with a
snort.

“Where is the galoot?” asked Bob Lawless,
lookmg round. “We haven’t had a Chow here
before.”

“He’s gone to see Miss Meadows,” grunted
Hacke. “Hallo! Here he is!” he added as the
subject, of the discussion came out of the lumber

~ schoolthouse.

The new fellow at Cedar Creek was surrounded
at once. Frank Richards looked at him very
curiously.

Yen Chin was a small, slim fellow, with a
yellowish complexion and long, almond-shaped
eyes. He was dressed in his own Chinese garb,
but he wore a stetson hat over his pigtail.

He grinned good-naturedly at the Cedar Creek
fellows.” HEvidently he did not see any reason
why he should not be quite welcome in the lumber
school.

“So youre a new kid here?” asked Frank
Richards, feeling that someone was called upon
to say a welcoming word.

Yen Chin nodded and grinned.

“Meg comee to school,” he answered. “Me Yen
Chin. Me learnee hele allee samee Melican man.”

Eben Hacke snorted wrathfully.

“And what do you mean by coming to a white
man’s school ?” he demanded.

Yen Chin blinked at him.

When Yeut Chin comes
0 the backwoods
sChool be soon makes
an enemy of E€ben
Backe, the bully.
Vet in a moment of
peril it is only the
Chinee’s courage that
stands befween bis

¢unemy and death!

RSB REA TR
The

CHINEE

CEDAR
CREEK!

by Martin Clifford.

“You no likee me comee?” he asked.

“Nope !

£ Me eomee allee samee,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Got youv there, Hacke !” grinned Bob Lawless.

“The goldamed cneeky “heathen !” exclaimed
Hacke “I’ll have hls pigtail off for his sass!”

“Leave him alone !*

“I guess I'm having his pigtail of ! 1 .

Hacke took a large clasp-knife, and opened it
with an air of great deliberation.

Yen Chin’s eyes grew. \ude with alarm.

“No cuttee pigtail!” he exclaimed
“You cuttee pigtail me killy I

“The fathead’s only joking, kid!” said Frank
Richards.

“I guess not |” snorted Eben Hacke. “T’l] have
his pigtail off and make him look a little less like
a heathen. Now then, you Chow !”

He strode at the little Chinee, ﬂouris’ning the
clasp-knife. = Yen Chin dodged round TFrank
Richards. :

“No cuttee !” he yelled.

“Leave him alone!” exclaimed Frank Richards,
pushing Hacke away.

“Mind your own business, Richards!”

“I tell you—"’

€ Rot !35

Hacke rushed after the little Chinee and caught
him by the shoulder. The next moment Yen Chin
curled round him like a cat, and Hacke came to
earth with a heavy thud.

“Ow 1” roared Hacke.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The sudden fall of the burly Eben be oncvht a
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shout of laughter from the Cedar Creek fellows.
He had smitten the ground with great force, and
he lay there dazed and gasping, while the little
Lelthxal dodged into the schoolhouse porch.

“Waal, I swow!” ejaculated Hacke, sitting up
at last. “How the thunder did I get down hyer?”

“Ha, ha, hal

“T1l break him into little bits for that!” splut-

T(;i‘led I:I:acke, as he scrambled to his feet. “I'll—

“Hacke!” It was Miss Meadows’ quiet voice.
The schoolmistress looked out.of the porch with
a severe frown, and Hacke’s rush in pmsult of
the Celestial stopped suddenly.
“Ye-e-es, marm | he stammered.
“No cuttee pigtail I’ wailed Yen Chin.
“Were you going to cut Yen Chin’s pigtail,
IIacke ?” asked Miss Meadows,

“Nunno! Only skeering him, marm!”
merx red Hacke.

“You will be careful to do nothing of the sort
agzain,” said Miss \Iewdo“k

“Ye-eg-es, marm.”

“1 shall keep an eye on you in future, Hacke,
If you bully this lad in any way you w ill answer
for it.”

Miss Meadows went back into the schoolhouse,
and Hacke was left with a red and sheepish face,

He put the clasp-knife away.

“You little toad!” he said, shaking a knuckly
fist at the Chinee, who was grinning now flu‘ll
tue, porch.

“Melican chappee gleat fool!” remarked Yen
Chin,

“What ?”

“Gleat fool ! Supposee bully Yen Chm, Missee
Mmdee whackee.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

That was too much for Hacke.

s Meadows had disappeared, and the big
schoolboy made another rush at Yen Chin. Flank
Richards caunght him by the shoulder
time. Hacke came spinning round in his grasp,
and brought up against the log wall of the school-
house with a bump.

“You pesky coyote!” yelled Hacke.
you mean ?”

“Let him alone, old son,” said Trank.
isn' up to your weight, you know.
buily.”

“T’1l smash him!

“Yowll smash me first, then!
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“And then me!” grinned Bob Lawless.

“And me third!” remarked Vere Beauclere,
with a smile.

“Me for fouith 1” chuckled Tom Lawrence.
"Dont be a brute, Hacke. The kid’s done no
harm.”

Hacke glared round at his
Opinion was evidently against him.
discontentedly and strode away.

Yen Chin glided up to Trank Richards as the

schoolfellows.
He grunted

latter was turning away. He tugged at the
English schoolboys sleeve, and Irank looked
down with a smile. £

“Whattee namee?” asked Yen Chin.

“Frank Richards.”

“Flank Lichards.. Me lemembel ? said Yen
Chin in his peculiar “pidgin anhsh, in which
all the “i’s” were changed into “I’s.” “Tlank

Llcha1d~ goodee boy. Me fliend.”

“All right!” said Frank, laughing.

“Me lemembel.”

And Yen Chin nodded seriously.

I'rank’s interference with the heavy-handed
Eben had made an impression upon the mind of
the little Chinee.

The school-bell called Cedar Creek into class,
and Yen Chin glided in with the rest.

He occupied most of the morning in blinking
round him with his almond eyes, taking note of
his surroundings. Only Eben Hacke gave him
hostile glances. The inglorious result of Hacke’s
cncounter with the little Chinee was not to be
forgotten easily, and Hacke did not forget it.

A Little Present !

RANK RICHARDS. and his chums w ere
chatting in the school- ground after morning
lessons, when the bull-voice of Eben Hacke
was heard in loud and wrathful tones.

“Anybody got my knife ?”

“Tost it 7” inquired Bob Lawless.

“I guess I haven’t lost it, as it was in my
pocket when I went into class!” growled Hacke.
“ Somebody’s taken it!”

“ Rubbish 1

“1 tell you it’s gone !”

“Then you’ve dloppod it somewhere, fathead!”

“1 caléulate I've done nott hing of the sort!
Somebody’s hooked it out of my pocket!” per-
sis ‘ed Hacke.

“Rot !”

“1 tell vou—-

“Oh, rats!”

The three chums sauntered away to the creek,
leaving Eben Hacke fuming.

The ice was thick on Cedar Creek, and the $rio
intended to slide till dinner. But as they came
down to the bank, Yen Chin came scuttling after
them.

“ Stoppee ! he called out.

“Hallo, heathen !” said Bobh.

“Me wantee speakee to Flank Lichards.”

“Here I am,” said Frank, smiling.

“ Allee lonoe,” said Yen Chin rn%teuou\ly.

Frank looked puzzled.

“What the dickens do vou want to speak to me
alone for?” he demanded.

¢ Allee lonee,” persmted Yen Chin.

“Come on, Cherub!” grinned Bob Lawless.
And Frank’s chums moved off.

“Well, what is it, Yen Chin?” asked Frank,
111\’<t1ﬁed

*You comee with me

Yen Chin led the mystlﬁed schoolboy under the
trees. His manner was one of great mystery.
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“Well, now, what is it?” exclaimhed Frank, as
soon as they were in the timber.

"“You stoppee Melican chappee beatee Yen
Chin. You goodee boy,” said the Celestial. “Me,
Yen Chin, goodee boy. Me makee you nicee
plesent.” ~

“You young ass!” exclaimed Frank.
want you to make me a present.”

“Ves, yes.. Me makee plesent.

“ Wha-a-at 7

With a mysterious air Yen Chin produced a
clasp-knife from the recesses of his loose garments.
Frank stared at it blankly. He knew that knife
by sight.

“You takee,” said Yen Chin.
No lettee Melican chappee see.”

“My only hat!” ejaculated Frank. -

He could hardly believe for a moment that the
little Celestial was trying to make him a present
of Eben Hacke’s clasp-knife.

But Yen Chin was evidently in earnest, and
it was equally evident that he did not see any
harm in what he was deing. ;

“You takee!” urged Yen Chin, trying to push
the knife into Frank’s hand. “Nicee knifee.
‘ Costee thlee dollee in Thompson. You puttee in

“1 don’t

Nicee knifee.”

“Goodee knifee.

pocket.”

“Oh, my hat! You young rascal!”

“Whatee sayee?”

“You young rascal!” exclaimed Frank
indignantly.

Yen Chin looked injured and sorrowful.

“No lascal—goodee boy,” he replied.

“Bob !”” shouted Frank. “Beau! Come hére!”

“No tellee !” whispered Yen Chin hurriedly in
alarm.

“Come
unheeding.
h'HiS chums came through the trees and joined

im.

Yen Chin whipped the knife out of sight at
onge.

“What's the row?” asked Beauclerc.

“That young idiot’s stolen Hacke’s knife, and
he’s trying to give it to me.”

“Oh crumbs

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.

“No tellee !”” said Yen Chin anxiously.: “Allee
light. Flank only jokee. No gottee knifee.”

“You awful young rascal?’ exclaimed Bob.
“Don’t yo'1 know it's wrong to steal, you blessed
heathen?”

“No stealee. No gottee knifee,” said Yen Chin,
with a face of perfect innocence.

“Why, you've just shown it. to me!” shouted
Frank.

“Flank mistakee.”

Frank Richards drew a deep breath.

“You young scamp !” he said. “You ought to
have your pigtail cut off ! How did you get that
knife away from Hacke?”

“No gettee. No gottee.”

The chums of Cedar Creek looked at one
another and burst into a laugh. They could not
help it. The Oriental indifference to the truth
was very much developed in Yen Chin.

“ Clome with me, you young rotter ! said Frank.
“You'll give Hacke his knife back and ask his
pardon.”

He grasped Yen Chin by the shoulder, and led
him  back to the lumber school. The Chinee

_ wriggled in his grasp.

“Lettee go!” he pleaded.

wantee knifee?”

(Continued on the next page.)

here, you chaps!” shouted Frank,

“Flank Lichards no

Let the Editor be your pal.
Brop him a line fo-day,
addressing your letter :
The Editor, The GEM, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

THE
EDITOR’S
CHAIR

ALLO, chums! There is still some days to
Christmas, but, as is the usual custom, the GEM
heralds in early the festive seascm with a special

issue. It is my pleasure to present to readers the
thirty-second Christmas number of the old paper,
together with my sincere wishes for

A VERY MERRY CHRISTMAS!

If your Yuletide is as humorous and exciting as
the contents of this number, then you could not wish
for anything more.

By the way, that last remark reminds me of some-
thing you could wish for. If you have not yet had
your “Holiday Annual,” ncw is the time to drop a
tactful hint to an obliging aunt or uncle. A real
bumper book, which contains grand yarns of all your
schoolboy favourites, will be very welcome to all
readers, I am sure. And as there is a big run on
flzll}et;‘ H. A.,” don’t lose any time over dropping that

int!

“FATHER CHRISTMAS MUST GET THROUGH !”

In next week’s GEM you will find a maguificent, double-

length yarn of Frank Richards & Co.’s Yuletide in
the backwoods of Canada. This is one of the finest
Christmas stories of human interest, the Christmas
spirit, and thrilling adventure I have ever read. It
tells how Frank, Bob, and Vere play the part of
Father Christmas to gratify the wish of a poor ailing
child. Of their daring, sixty miles dash in a sleigh
through the darkness and solitude of the prairie on
Christmas Eve, and of their grim battle against trail
thieves, wolves, and other perils, I will leave Martin
Clifford to tell you, in his most convincing style, next
Wednesday. Make sure you don’t miss this real
masterpiece.

“THE MYSTERY OF CARDEW & C€0.!”

In addition, there will, of course, be another ripping
long complete St. Jim’s yarn, starring Cardew, Clive,
and Levison.. The chums of Study No. S create quite
an air of mystery at St. Jim’s when they make
several journeys to some unknown destination. The
black sheep, Racke & Co., try to find out what Cardew
& Co. are up, to, but without success. Nevertheless,
ugly rumours are spread about concerning the three
juniors, two of whom are not wholly above suspicion.
And as Cardew & Co. do not explain the object of
their mysterious journeys, many juniors wonder
whether there is any truth in the rumours, after all.

What is all the mystery about? That remains to
be seen when you read this great yarn.

Owing to the extra-long Christmas yarn of Frank
Richards & Co. the boys of the Benbeow will not be
on parade next Wednesday. But they will be in their
usual place the following week. Monty Lowther, Kerr,
and Skimpole, however, provide their usual fun and
amusement, completing another tip-top number.

There is just one more thing before I close down.
Have you played “Stak-a-Stik”? No? Then you
don’t know what ripping fun you are missing. It
became a craze in America and on the Continent, and
it’s just the game for Christmas. Try it! You can
buy Stak-a-Stik for as low as a shilling. Chin, chin!

THE EDITOR.
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26

“0Of course not!”

“Me keepee, then.” =
“You jolly well won’t keepee,
rascal 1” :
Frank Richards marched the wriggli
into the school-ground, where Eben H

still inquiring after his clasp-knife.

His grinning chums followed.

It was very difficult to be angry with the little
Celestial, whose ways evidently were not the same
as the white man’s ways.

“Hacke !” called out Frank. -

“Seen my knife?” demanded Hacke. -

“Yes. Yen Chin’s got it.”

Ven Chin gave Frank a look of deep reproach.

Hacke came towards him threateningly.

“You've got my knife. you goldarned
heathen?” he  exclaimed.

“Me findee,” said Yen Chin, producing the
knife and holding it out meekly. ¢ Me pickee up
on fleol.” i

“I didn’t drop it on the floor, you lying
heathen ! exclaimed Hacke, grabbing the clasp-
knife. “I guess I should have heard it drop.”

“Me pickee up on glound,” amended Yen Chin.

“That's another lie! You stole it!” roared
Hacke.

“No stealee!” exclaimed Yen Chin in alarm.
“Me findee- and blingee to you, because you
goodee bay.”

“Ha, ha ha!” roared Bob Lawless. ¢“Doesn’t
he take the cake! I wonder if he could tell the
truth if he tried?”

“Chinee boy always tellee tluth.”

“8o you stole my knife, you heathen!” said
Eben Hacke. “I'm going to cowhide you for
that! How did you find him out, Richards?”

“The young ass doesn’t know any better,” said
Frank. ~“He brought it to me to make me a
present of it.”

“Gee-whiz! He reckoned you’d
ejaculated Hacke in astonishment.

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

“Waal, if that don’t beat everything | You hand
him over to me, and I’ll take it out of his hide.”

“Let him alone,” said Frank. “You've got
vour knife back, and the poor little beast doesn’t
know any better.” ;

“ A lambasting will do him good !”

“Tll talk to him instead.”

Yen Chin was trying to wriggle away, but
Frank kept hold of his shoulder.

¥ Look here, kid!” said Frank quietly. “What
vou've done is a beastly rotten thing, though you
don’t seem to understand it. A thief is the meanest
kind of rotter on earth. Do you understand?”

“Me savvy,” said Yen Chin humbly. 7

“If you take anything again that doesn’t belong
to you, Miss Meadows will be told, and you will
be turned out of the school.”

“ Me solly 17

“Well, if you’re sorry, that’s something,” said
Bob. “But what are vou sorry for, Yen Chin?”

“Me solly makee Flank angly.”

“Oh dear!” said Frank. ¢ That isn’t the point,
vou young duffer! You ought to be sorry because
you've done wrong.” ;

“Me velly solly.”

. “It’s wrong to steal and tell lies,” said Frank
impressively  “Can you get that into your
head?”

“ Allee light.”

“Now you know why you shouldn’t steal?”

“Me knowee.”

TrE Gem Lisrarv.—No. I1,608.

you young

g
acl

take 1427

THE GEM LIBRARY

“Why then?” asked Bob, suppressing a grin.
“Because gettee ~foundee out,” replied Yen

in.

““Ha, ha, ha!*

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Frank. “It’s no
good talking to him. Yen Chin, youw’ll promise
me never to do anything of the kind again, or
T’ll take you to Miss Meadows at once.”

“Me plomise !”

“You'll keep that promise?”

“Plapsl®

“Look here, better give him the cowhide!” ex-
claimed Tben Hacke.

“ Me keepee plomise !” howled Yen Chin. “Me
good boy. Me keepee plomise. No givee Yen
Chin cowhide. Yen Chin good Chinee.”

“Well, mind you keep your promise, that’s all,”
said Frank, and he gave it up at that.

But it was very doubtful whether Yen Chin’s
truly Oriental mind had benefited by Trank’s
mnstruction.

Cornered !

HERE was a cheery sound of chipping axes
from the direction of Mr. Slimmey’s
cabin, Some of the Cedar Creek fellows
were at work there, splitting logs, and

Trank Richards and his chums joined them.

It was after dinner and half an hour before
afternoon lessons, and Frank especially was very
willing to render any service he could to the
assistant master of Cedar Creek.

Hacke was working with the others, but as the
trio joined in the work, Ebenezer threw down his
axe and strolled away. Eben Hacke was not
exactly a bully, but he was an extremely heavy-
handed youth, and he disapproved emphatically
of Frank’s method of dealing with the new boy
at Cedar Creek.

His idea was that what Yen Chin wanted was
a thorough good cowhiding, and his idea also
was that Yen Chin was going to get it.

He did not want a fight with Frank Richards,
however, partly because he had already failed in
a fight with the English schoolboy, but partly
because he rather liked Frank.

So he waited till -Frank and his chums were
busily engaged on the logs before he started in
search of the Celestial.

Yen Chin was by himself outside the gate when
Hacke caught sight of him and started towards
him at a run.

The little Chinee looked at him very warily.

“Whatee wantec?” he demanded.

“I guess I want you, you heathen” growled
Hacke, “and I guess I'm going to lambaste you !”

Yen Chin dodged nimbly.

“Come here, you ornery heathen!” shouted
Hacke.

“No comee !”

“By Jehoshaphat! I'll fairly skin you when
I get a holt of you!” gasped Hacke, as he pur-
sued the nimble Chinee among the trees.

But Yen Chin ‘was not-easy to get a “holt ” on.

Hacke barred him off from the school, taking
care that he did not get a chance to double back
to the gates. But the little Celestial dodged him
among the trees, and Hacke's temper grew worse.
and worse as he panted in pursuit.

Yen Chin was driven out on the bank of the

_creek at last, still dodging.
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“I guess I've corralled you now!
Hacke. :

He rushed on. But Yen Chin was not corralled
yet. He shinned up the trunk of a tree that

panted
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grew by the water’s edge, its branches extending
over the frozen creek. =
Hacke came to a halt under the tree, glaring
up wrathfully. He was tired and breathless with
the chase, and he brandished his riding-whip at
the grinning Chinee above.
“Come down, you critter I’ he roared.
“No comee,” chuckled Yen Chin.
“T guess I’ll skin you if I come after you.”
“Hackee gleat fool !”
“You cheeky ornery heathen!” gasped Hacke.
He began to clamber up the sloping trunk.
Yen Chin promptly retreated along an exten-

sive branch which hung over the ice on the
creek. The branch swayed and sagged under his

~

I

'ul'l"’t

il
i

(i “"

weight, and drooped till the twigs at the ex-
tremity almost touched the ice.

Hacke clambered astride of the branch, glaring
at the elusive Chinee, still far out of reach.

“Will you come back ?” he howled.

“No comee backee !”

“T'lt skin you!”

“No skinnee. Hackee gleat fool !”

“T’1l give you great fool |” panted Hacke. “I’ll
wring your heathen neck with your own gol-
darned pigtail when I get a holt on you!”

Astride of the branch, he worked his way along
it towards the Chinee, his whip held in his teeth.

27

Yen Chin looked alarmed now. The branch
swayed andfereaked as Hacke's heavy weight was
added t of the Chinee.

Sle wwely he was working his way
along, nch drooping more and more
towards e, and creaking in a threatening

way. = =
““Blanch bleakee off I” gasped Yen Chin.
“I don’t care—come back, then!”
“No comee

-

T

I/Il/ Yen Chin’s face was hard and set as Hacke

clung desperately to his feet. “The strain

upon him was terrific. His thands were

almeost dragged from the branch overhead,
but still he held on.

“Then I guess I'm coming for you !’

Hacke worked on, and Yen Chin began to sway
on the long branch, causing it to swing to and
fro, with a louder creaking each time. Hacke
had to stop then, and clutch tight with both hands
to keep from falling off.

“Stoppit!” he gasped.
me off, you silly heathen !”

Yen Chin chortled.

“QOh, by gum!” stuttered Hacke helplessly.

He was not so nimble as the Chinee, who
seemed to have the activity of a cat, and his
weight was more than double that of Yen Chin.

With the branch swaying and dancing under
him, he could not keep his balance. In spite of
his frantic efforts he 1rolled to one side, and
pitched helplessly over, hanging on underneath
the branch with both hands.

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled Yen Chin. “You dloppee.
You gleat fool!”

“Oh, Jerusalem !”

Hacke clung desperately to the swaying branch.
His boots, as he swung, were six feet above the
ice. He knew that he could not hold on many
minutes, and he knew, too, that the ice would
not bear his weight if he crashed on it from that
height.

“Will you stoppit, you yellow coyote!” he
howled. “I'm going! Oh, Jehoshaphat!”

His grasp slipped on the branch.

Crash !

As he hurtled downwards, his thick, heavy
boots smashed through the ice, and Eben Hacke
shot down and through into the black water
beneath.

The branch, relieved of his weight, shot up

Tre Gem Lizrary.—No. 1,608
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again, and Yen Chin clung to it like a cat to
save himsclif.

Hacke disappeared under ¢
moment, and then his head ca
draggled, and he clutched d
broken edges of the ice.

- From above the little Chinee g
1m, =

* Help 17 panted Hacke. :

“Hackee gleat fool!” grinned Yen
“Hackee gettee wettee, gettee dlowneel!”

5 -

“Help X

Chin.

The Pluck of Yen Chin!

BEN HACKE’S husky shout rang through
the timber; He was holding on to the
crumbling edges of the ice, the black
waters bubbling round him in the broken

cap. The bitter cold of the water penetrated to
his very bones, and his face was as white as
chalk

e could not clamber out, for the ice chipped
oft in his grasp as fast as his weight was put upon
it. And he was some distance from the shore.

“IHelp I o

Yen Chin’s expression changed.

“ Hackee dlownee !” he muttered. “Gleat fool 17

“Help me, you heathen beast !” groaned Hacke.
“I—I can’t hold on much longer! I'm frozen!
Help 172

“Me helpec !” said Yen Chin suddenly.

“Don’t jump down!” panted Hacke.
go through!”

“No jumpee !”

Yen Chin sidled along the branch towards the
trunk till he was over the gap where the half-
frozen boy was hanging on to the ice. :

There was a sound of shouting in the distance.
Tiacke’s eries had been heard, and voices were
calling; but it was very doubtful whether help
would reach him before the bitter cold forced him
to loose his hold.

There was fear in his white face now—a gnaw-
ing fear. For he knew that once his hold was
loosened he would be swept away under the ice,

“You'll

never to be seen again {ill the creck melted in-

the far-off days.

“Help t?

His voice was growing faint.

Yen Chin swung himself over the branch, hold-
ing on by his hands. He lowered himself, the
branch sagging under his weight, till his feet were
close to Hacke’s head.

“You holdee on me!” he panted.

Hacke understood. Ile shifted the grasp of one
chilled hand from -the ice to Yen Chin’s right
auHe. The other followed to the Chinee’s other
ankie. 3

The strain upon the little Celestial was great,
but he bore it without a murmur.

“You holdee on!” he called out.

“Yep I” gasped Hacke,

“Now you climbee out, Hackee.”

o I—I’l{ try.”

The Celestial’s ankles made an easier hold than
the crumbling edge of the ice. Hacke had a good
ovip, and it was pretty certain that he would not
et go.

Ingen Chin’s strength had failed him under the
strain he would have been dragged down into the
gap in the ice. But he held on to the branch
grimly.

“You holdec on and climbee, gettee feetee out
on icee ! he panted.

Tue GeM Lisrary.—No. 1,608,
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Clutching Yen Chin’s limbs and loose garments,
Hacke essayed to pull himself out of the gap. He

catne up as high as his waist, but he could get no .

footing on the ice, cracked and broken all round

* the gap.

Yen Chin’s face was hard snd set. The strain
upon him was terrific.
dragged from the branch above,
held on.

There was a crash in the thickets, and Bob
Lawless came tearing down to the bank.

“Here he is!” shouted Bob.

Frank Richards and Beauclerc were at his heels,
and three or four other fellows after them.

“Hold on, Yen Chin!”

“Me holdee on!” muttered the little Celestial
faintly.

“(Giood man|” panted Frank Richards,

“Lend a hand with this branch!” exclaimed
Vere Beauclere.

A big branch, lately lopped down by the wood-
man’s axe, lay in the timber, and the schoolboys
grasped it and rushed it down to the ice.

It was pushed out cautiously on the ice towards
the gap. The end of it lapped over the opening
and reached the opposite side, forming a bridge
across the gap in the frozen surface,

Frank Richards crawled out on it and reached
Eben Hacke. He grasped the half-frozen school-
boy by the collar and held on to him, knceling on
the branch.

“All right now !” he gasped.

Haclke, who was half-unconscious now from eold,
mechanically let go the Chinee.

Frank, with a strong grasp on him, drew him
steadily on the branch that lay on the ice.

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc crawled along
to his aid, and among them the helpless schoolboy
was drawn back to the bank.

“Yen Chin!” exclaimed Frank.

The Chinee was still hanging on the bough over
the ereck. His strength was spent, and he could
not pull himself up.

“You helpee,” he murmured faintly. “XNo can
climbee. Me dloppee if no helpee.”

“Hold on! I'm coming!”

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclerc raised Hacke
x'n‘ the!ir arms and rushed him away to the lumber
SCN00l.

Frank clambered into the big tree and out along
the overhanging branch to where the little Chinee
hung suspended. He grasped Yen Chin, and by
main strength dragged him up into the tree.

“Safe now, young 'un!” he said breathlessly.

“Allee light !” breathed Yen Chin.

Frank drew him into the tree, and Tom
Lawrence and Dick Dawson received him from
below as Frank lowered him down.

¢ Allee light 1” murmured Yen Chin.

. . - . . . .

but still he

Eben Hacke did not turn up to afternoon lessons
that day. He lay in bed in the house, piled with
blankets, with a hot-water bottle at his feet. But
for his hardy constitution he would have been
booked for an illness.

But when the Cedar Creck fellows came to
school on the following morning they found Hacke
up and out of doors, looking a little pale, but
otherwise nothing the svorse for his perilous
adventure.

He came towards Frank Richards & Co., who
had been joined on the trail by the Chinese school-
boy from Thompson.

(Continued on page 36.)
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His hands were almost-
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A free feature which brings fogether readers all over the
world for the purpose of exchanging views on matters of mutual

interest. If you wish to veply to a notice published here you
must write to the Pen Pal direct. Notices for publication
should be accompanied by the coupon on this page, and posted
to The GEM, Flectway House, Farringdon Sireet, London,

T, €. Thambyah, 29, Melbourne Ave., Bambalapitiya,
Colombo, Ceylon ; pen pals; geography, history, post-
cards and sports ; all over the world.

. A. Kay, 6, Byng St., Millwall, London, E.14 ; pen
pﬁls, dage 14-16 ; any subject: anywhere, preferably
abroad.

R. Bruce, Agnes Rd., R.R.H.83, Victoria, B.C., Canada ;
pen pals, age 13-16; nature study, radio, mechanics ;
England, Scotland, and U.S.A.

G. Scudamore, ** St. Clare,” Dial Hill Rd,, Clevedon,
Somerset ; pen pals ; exchanging stamps ; British Empire,

- except Australia, British Isles, Canada, India.
.. Miss M. Blair, 9, Gladstone Terrace, Burntisland, Fife,
_ Scotland ; girl correspondents, age 11-14 ; stamps, film-
- stars, swimming, tennis, hiking ; anywhere except Britain.
C. Lee, 123, Abercromby St., Port of Spain, Trinidad,
B.W.Indies ; pen pals, age 12 upwards ; stamps, postcards,
film stars and cinema pamphlets; anywhere except
England, Canada, Trinidad, Argentine, Australia, and N.
Zealand. West and East Indies, Ceylon, Mauritius and
Cyprus preferable.

I Curtis, Coniston, Fifth Rd., Newbury, Berks ;
pen pals, age 13-16; stamps; Straits Settlements,
Zanzibar, India and Jamaica.

P. Levine, 267, Rochester St., Ottawa, Canada ; pen
pals, age 16-25 ; photography ; any part of the world,

Miss B. Underhill, 1226-14 Avenue, W., Calgary, Alberta,
Canada ; girl correspondents, age 15-19; stamps, post-
cards ; anywhere except Canada.

N. Tunna, 310, Inglewood St., St. James, Manitoba,
Canada : pen pals, age 16-20 ; stamps ; Br. Empire.

Kee Chin Kheh, “ Jikongsi,” Sungei Bakap, Province
Wellesley, ‘Straits Settlements ; pen pals, age 15-19; any
subject. S

J. 0. Goodall, 38, Stringhey Rd., Wallasey, Cheshire ;
pen pals, any age ; stamps ; Cayman Islands, Br. Honduras,
Malta, Seychelles, India, and Britain preferred.

E. Waterhouse, 1, Elder Terrace, Rook Lane, Dudley
Hill, Bradford, Yorks ; pen pals, age 13-14 ; stamps and

o Kelly : “1If |

il = reached out first

to take a fish
i’d take the
smalier one.”’
Cohen.: *f Vell,
you g?’t it, ain’t

you ?

Half-a - crown
has been a=-
warded to R.
Brooks, 29,
Cleveland
Avenue, Wey-

g mouth, Dorset.

photography ; Falkland Isles, Cyprus, Ceylon, or New-
foundland.

G. J. Hall, 83, Ravenshaw St., W. Hampstead, London,
g).vy.s; stamps, sports, postcards, and any interesting

pies.

D. C. Sykes, 14, Grove Rd., Bridgend, Glamorgan,

S. Wales ; pen pals, age 14-15 ; antomobiles, aeroplanes ;

in any part of the world.

K. Y. Pang, 29, Village Rd., Ground Floor, Happy
Vallpy, Hong Kong, China ; pen pals; reading, picnics,
travel, views, swimming, and general topics ; anywhere.

G. Gray, 10, Houghend Ave., Chorlton-cum-Hardy,
Manchester, Lanes ; aviation, model and full-size ; stamps
and short-wave wireless ; New Zealand, S. America,
Malay States or Gold Coast. 5

R. Gray, address above; model planes, motor-cars
and stamps ; U.S.A., India, China, Hawail.
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V. 0. Dwyer, Clive St., Anerley, 8.E.7; Brisbane,
Queensland, Australia: stamps and sports; anyvwhere.
Wahlstrom, c/o Hespital, Porirua, New Zealand ;

pen pals, age 30; weather ; anywhere.

J. Wahlstrom, 312, The Parade, Island Bay, Wellington
New Zealand ; pen pals anywhere, age 26.

R. Scott, 107, Bridge St., Morley, nr. Leeds, Yorkshire ;
age 13-14; stamps, sports, films, jazz; U.S.A., India,
Australia, Penang.

R. Baker, 19, Stowey Fields Lane, Edgware, Middlesex ;
pen pals, age 14-16 ; stamps, footbail, ¢ et, French
newspapers, Spanish War, Chinese War, Polities ; Empire,
U.S.A., France.

N. Bradshaw, 11, Bilston Rd., Aigburth, Liverpool 17 ;
pen pals, age 15-16 ;- stamps ; Falkland Islands, 8. Afvica,
Sarawak, Gold Coast and Australia.

D. C. Smart, ““ Rampisham,” Alford Rd., Brislington,
Bristol 4 ; pen pals, age 13-16 ; radio (short wave listening
prefen'ed;; any part of the world.

J. Sanders, 47, Court Lane, Erdington, Birmingham :
pen pals; model railways, cigarette pictures, dancing or
any other subject ; anywhere.

iss D. Burrell, 11, Heather Rd., Leigester ; girl
correspondents, age 14-16; musie, stamps, cyeling,
k%lttmg and reading, especially historieal novels; any-
where.

Miss J. Porter, 89, Bentworth Rd., Shepherds Bush,
London, W.12; girl correspondents, age 18 upwards,
cycling, dancing ; anywhere.

Clement Yeo ¢/o Penang Book Exchange, 29, Leith
St., Penang, Straits Seftlements ; pen pals, age 15;
exchange magazines, personal views, photographs, experi-
ences and autographs; anywhere, except in the Straits
Settlements.

Miss J. Williamson, “ Woodholme,” Bilton. Rugby,
Warwickshire ; girl correspondents, age 14-18; India,
Ceylon, U.8.A., British Colonies in Pacific.

R. Williams, Jun., 329, liford Lane, Iiford, Essex ;
pen pals ; stamps and ecigarette cards; overseas.

A, Corran, 196, Belton St., Blackpool, would like to
purchase old copies of GEM, * Magnet ” and “ Popular.”

'W. Brownrigg, 6, St. Joseph St., Sliema, Malta ; pen
pals, age 16-17 ; sports, films, songs.

N. Ferrari, 18, Athletic Ave., Toronto, Canada ; pen
pals, age 13-15; stamps and sports ; Australia or New
Zealand.

“ Exchange Pen Pals Club,” 34, Gladstone Rd., Chip-
penham, Wiltshire, urgently needs rew members. Al
letters answered.

B. Weisman, 4089, Clarke St.,
stamps ; any part of the world.

P. Martin, 337, Camden Rd., Holloway, London, N.1,
would like to purchase the following numbers of the GEM .
Nos. 1476, 1495, 1503, 1512.

A, Clark, “Clarvan,” off Woodgate Rd., Plumstead,
Capefown ; pen pals, age 18-20; Rugby, swimming,
cycling ; British Empire and Europe.

H. Meyerowitz, 95, Gordon Rd., Judith’s Paarl, Johan-
nesburg, S. Africa ; pen pals, age 14-18; interested in
everything ; any part of the world.
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where except the British Isles; all letters answered.
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Jack Drake Is o Ilateh for the Cunning of bis €nemy—and Be Walks
: Riabt Into the Trap Set Tor Bim.
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Thére was a shout as Chticot ailowed the ball

to slip through his hands and enter the net.

£ Goal !’ “ Qo home, Chilcot!” yelled the
St. Winny’s juniors behind the goal.

Doubis !

4 IPPING day for footer!”

Jack Drake’s face was very bright as he
came out of the Fourth Form Room after
lessons on Saturday morning. It was,

as he said, a “ripping” day.

A cold, clear sunlight fell on the old Benbow,
and on the glimmering waters of the Chadway.
The football ground looked bright and greem,
and Drake’s eyes turned in that’direction at once
as he came out on the Benbow’s deck from the
Form-room. ) 1% i

“Yowre glad to be playing for St. Winny’s
this afterncon, old chap?” said Dick Rodney, with
a smile.

“<Ves, rather!” Drake drew in a deep breath
of the cold, fresh air from the river. “It’s jolly
decent of Daubeny tc put me in'the eleven, con-
sidering: 2
£ L‘or?sidering your form?” chirruped Tuckey
Toodles.

“No, ass! Considering that his noble nose
Lasn't yet quite got over the last punch I gave it!”

“1t would have been a bit better if he had put
in a few more fellows who could play,” growled
Sawyer major of the Fourth. “8t. Winny’s
t win. You and Daub are the only footballers
in the eleven, and Daub’s no great shakes.”

Drake laughed.

“Better one than none,” he remarked. “It'a
=n of grace, at any rate, for Daub to leave
ne of his own pzls and put in a man who
1n keep his end up. I suppose we can’t beat
R yife, but the game won’t be such a walk-
over for the ememy as the Highcliffe match was.
Daub’s showing more sense than I ever expected.”
Tae Gem Lierarv.—No. 1,608,

DA NY'S

By Owen Conquest.

Rodney’s face had a thoughtful cast. All
Drake’s thoughts now were given to football, and
the Redclyffe match and his inclusion in the
junior team had evidently made him think more
kindly of his old rival and enemy, Vernon
Daubeny, the junior captain. Rodney was far
from sharing the casy and unsuspicious faith
of his chum.

Drake turned to him with & smiling face.

“I can guess your thoughts, old scout,” he said.

“Guess away.”

“You're thinking that I'm going to forget
all about slogging for the scholarship exam now
I'm playing footer for St. Winny’s again. But
it isn’t so. Of course, there can’t be any swotting
this afternoon—there’s the footer match, and after
that I shan’t feel much like sapping. But let's
have a dig before dinner.”

“Oh good!” said Rodney. “If you feel up

Just when Jack Drake should be swoiting

pard for a scholarship, bhe neglects bis

studies for football—wbich is exactiy what

Vernon Daubeny bas schemed for!

to it we can put in half an hour, and every
half-hour tells.”

“Let’s get our books up into the maintop,
where we shan’t be disturbed,” said Drake
cheerily.

“Right-ho !”

Rodney ran down to the study for the books,
and Drake, with his hands in his pockets, looked
away across the shining waters towards the
football ground with a cheery face.

Daubeny & Co. of the Shell came sauntering
along from the direction of the Shell class-room.

Vernon Daubeny nodded pleasantly to Drake.

Judging by the great Daub’s urbane manner,
no one would have guessed that he had ever been
on fighting terms with the Fourth Former. And
Torrence and Hgan wers equally urbane.

“Teeling fit for this afternoon—what?” asked
Daubeny.

“Fit as a fiddle.”

“That’s good. We're relyin’ on you in the
front line,” said Daubeny. “I don’t mind tellin’
you, Drake, that I’'m jolly glad to have you in
the team, and I think it’s very decent of you
to play up like this.”
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“Jolly glad to play for St. Winny’s any day.
I’d have played before if you'd asked me.”

- “Perhraps f,shall ask you so often in future
?lﬁt yow'll get fed-up!” said Daubeny grace-
ully.

¥

“Not likely,” said Drake,. laughing.

Dick Rodney came back with a couple of
volumes under his arm. Daubeny noticed him
and his volumes with the corner of his eye, as
it were, though he did not seem to glance towards
Drake’s chum. He went on speaking to Drake
as if oblivious of Rodney’s presence.

“J want to ask your advice about the team,
Drake,” he continued. “Will you step into my
study for a little chat?”

Drake locked at Rodney.

“1 was going——" he began.

“I’'m not quite satisfied with the team as if
stands. I was thinkin’ of shiftin’ one or two
men,” said Daubeny calmly. “I’'d really like
your advice, Drake, if you can spare a few
minutes before tiffin.”

It was not easy to refuse.

“Do you mind, Rodney—
hesitatingly. :

“Not at all.”

“All serene, then!”

Jack Drake walked away with Daubeny & Co.,
and Rodney was left with the books that were to
have been “dug ” into. He looked after his
chum as Drake disappeared with the knuts of the
Shell. Then he slowly turned away and svent
down to his study.

He laid the books on the table, and for some
minutes he stood by the window, gazing out on
the river.

His mind was uneasy.

From the first, Rodney had not trusted the great
Daub, and he had wondered unecasily whether the
dandy of the Shell had any concealed motive in
his new cordiality to Drake, and his offer of a
place in the junior eleven.

Whether Daubeny intended it or not, it looked
as if this new interest would come between Drake
and his work for the scholarship exam.

On the result of that examination depended
whether Drake was to remain at St. Winifred’s
after the end of the present term.

Tuckey Toodles came into the study, grinning.

“Left over—what?” he remarked.

Rodney turned from the window.

“I don’t quite understand——"

“My dear man,” sdid Toodles patronisingly,
“J could have told you so; in fact, I did tell
you so. Now Drake’s getting thick with Daub
again he won’t bother about a half-pay bounder.
You don’t mind my mentioning it, do you? You
see, Drake had to pal with somebody, and I dare
say he found you useful in helping him mug up
Latin—"

“Po you want me to kick you, Toodles?” in-
quired Rodney quietly.

Tuckey Toodles jumped back.

“N-n-no! Wharrer you getting your rag out
for, I’d like to know? I haven’t said anything
to offend you, have I17”

“You fat chump !”

“ As for mugging up Latin,” continued Toodles
with a grin, “there won’t be much more of that.
Now Drake’s got a chance at the footer again,
he won’t worry much about sapping. know
him, you see. I say, Drake used to think that
Daub was trying to dish him over the schol.
Do you think that’s why Daub’s put him into
the footer, Rodney?”

Rodney started. The thought that had been

3

began Drake

lurking in his own mind had evidently occurred
to Tuckey Toodles. ..

“ Anyhow, you won’t see much of him here,
now- Daub’s taken him on again,” grinned
Toodles. “I must say it serves you right, Rodney.
You fairly bagged my old pal Drake, and I
never liked it. You’re rather a pushing bounder,
you know—Daub says so, and I quite agrce with
Daub. Here, I say, don’s you chuck that boock
at me, you ass!  Wharrer you getting waxy
about ?” : }

“Oh, buzz off I” exclaimed Rodney irritably.

“Shan’t!” retorted Tuckey Toodles, with great

independence. “This is my study as well as
yours! Tl stay here if I like, and say what I
like, and if you dow't like it you can—

Yarooooh
The independent Tuckey dodged out of Study
No. 8 just in time to elude a hurtling volume.
Rodney stood at the window, staring out into
the sunny river, with a cloud on his brow.
. The minutes passed, but Drake did not appear
in the study. Dick Rodney did not see his chum
again till they met at the dinner table.

The Redelyffe Match !
““ OU’RE coming along, Rodney ?”

It was close on time for Redclyffe to
arrive, and Daubeny & Co. were preparing
to go ashore. Jack Drake was with them,

but he detached himself from the knutty footballers
to join Rodney on the deck. Rodney was leaning on
the rail, staring rather glumly at the swifi-flowing
waters of the Chadway as they whirled past the
hull of the old warship.

Rodney locked up.

“Coming where ¢ he asked.

Drake’s sunny face fell a liitle.

“I thought you'd like to see the match as I'm
playing,” he said., *Most of the Fourth are turn-
mg out.”

“Oh, T'll come !”

“I wish you were playing, old chap.”

Rodney smiled rather sarcastically.

“I dare say I could put up as good a game as
Torrence or Egan or Chetwynd,” he remarked.

“Miles better, old chap. But you know Daub;
he can’t understand the first principles of a footer
captain’s bisney.”

** More fools the fellows to have him for skipper,
then.”

“But he is skipper, and the fellows won’t turn
him out,” said Drake. “ We’ve got to take things
as they are. I've been talking to him in his study,
and I tried to get him to see sense; but he couldn’t
find a place for you in the team.”

“He wouldn’t, you mean.”

“Well, I suppose I do mean that. Daub’s an
ass; there’s no mistake about it. But he's put one
good man in—little me, you know,” said Drake,
with a smile. “It’'s a beginning. KEven Daub will
see in the long run that he’s got to strengthen the
team. I’d be jolly glad if you and Sawyer and
Rawlings were in. We might beat Redclyife then.

u don’t feel inclined to waste time watching 7%

“(Oh, I'm coming ! said Rodney. “I hope you'll
have a good game, old fellow.”

Drake looked at him quickly, but Rodney’s face
was quite cheerful and smiling now.

Tuckey Toodles’ insinuations were lingering in
his mind, in spite of himself, but he put them aside
firmly. He would not spoil his chum’s happiness
that afternoon by any want of faith or by nourish-
ing a sense of injury or neglect.

Tre GEx LiBRARY.—No. 1,608.
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“Comie on, then, old scout!” said Drake, much
relieved.

The two juniors crossed the gangway together
Rodney in Etons, Drake with a coat and muffler
on over his football garb. Most of the Fourth
Form, and a crowd of the Shell and the Third,
gathered round Little Side to watch the game,

In the Lower School of St. Winifred’'s there
was a strong opposition to the lofty rule of Vernon
Daubeny, an opposition which was not yet great
in numbers, but very loud and emphatic. But by
playing Drake in his team Daubeny had, as it
were, drawn the teeth of the opposition, for Drake
had been its acknowledged leadet.

By playing Drake, in fact, the wily Daub was
killing more than one bird with the same stone.

Hoe was interrupting very seriously Drake’s work
for the exam—an interraption that might prove
fatal to his success. He was silencing the
opposition Drake had led. And he was adding to
hus chances of pulling off a victory, which would
more effectually silence criticism. Vernon Daubeny
felt that he was scoring all along the line, in fact,
and he was in a very satisfied mood that after-
noon. And his keen eye had already noted the
beginning of a rift between Drake and his best
chium, which was an added satisfaction to the
exceilent Daub. :

Drake and Rodney were chatting by the ropes
wien Drake was called away by his skipper to
join in1 punting the ball about till the Redclyffians

d.
ick Rodney stood ivith a group of the Fourth,
ing on. There were many comments among
Fourth Formers on Daub’s team of
iblers,” as Sawyer major called them; but
hiere was no doubt that adverse criticism had been
eat extent silenced by Drake’s inclusion in

Hlilmuummﬂ‘:‘ﬁj*éf---ﬁﬁ'ﬁ%lﬂﬂ

These astonishing little novel-
ties are convenient enough to
carry in your pocket yet
either will enable you to en-
joy the fun and excitement of
the popular game of which it
is a miniature, with the
added thrill that it really
is operated by each player’s
personally generated elec-
tricitv
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the team.
junior footballer at St. Winifred’s, and even one
good man made a difference to the side.

But when Redclyffe arrived on the ground
Sawyer major grew more sarcastic. Sawyer major
was very sore at secing the place he was entitled
to filled by a duffer like Chetwynd.

“Redclyffe seem rather amused—what?” he
remarked *o Rodney. “Look at their skipper,
Fane, grinning like a Cheshire cat!”

“They know what to expect when ther plax
St. Winny’s,” grumbled Rawlings. “It’s always
been the same since Daub was skipper.”

Iane of Redclyffe was not exactly grinning like
a Cheshire cat. But there was a slightly ironical
expression on his face as he tossed with Daubeny.
Shght as that expression was, the keen eyes of
Sawyer major read it aright. The Redclyffians
had come there for a walk-over, and they did not
conceal the fact that they thought so. The last
match had been played on the Redclyffe’s ground,
where Fane & Co. had piled up five goals to nil.
That recollection was sufficient to make Fane & Co.
regard the return match with an ironical eye.

Daubeny won- the toss, and gave Redclyffe a
rather keen wind to kick off against. The ball
rolled and the game began.

“Play up, St. Winny’s I’ bawled Sawyer major.
“Wake up, Chilcot—goal isn’t a sleeping bunk!
Keep both your eyes open! Take your hands out
of your pockets—you’ll need ’em soon.”

Chilcot glared round at the juni
goal, apparently not in the
Sawyer’s admonitions.

Sawyer wagged an admonit finger at hi

“Keep awake all the time he said.
can take a nap afterwards, you kn :

“Shut up, you cheeky fag!” h

“And keep your eyes on the game,” co
Sawyer major calmly. “Jevver see a
with his back fo the game, you fellows?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Chileot, thus politely reminded of hi 3
turned back and tried to turn a deaf ear to the
comments that reached him from behind his goal.

“Get up again, Egan!” roaredl Sawyer major,
as Egan of the Shell was left gasping on the
ground from a Redclyffe charge. *“*You're not in
your hammock now. Don’t you know rising bell’'s
gone 7’

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Play up, Daub—don’t dodge ’em!” yelled
Sawyer, warming to his work of friendly critic.
“You'll never win a game by dodging a charge.
Don’t be afraid of getting your clobber dusted.
Stand up to 'em !”

“Play up, Daub!” chorused Sawyer major's
comrades, “Don’t dodge ’em !”

“Hag, ha, hal’ g

“Wake up, Chilcot—you’re wanted |”

Chilcot in goal was indeed wanted. Redclyfle
were attacking, and the St. Winifred's defence was
hard pressed. Shots began to rain in on goal.
As fast as Chileot cleared the ball it came whizzing
back again, and the backs and halves were
nowhere. There was a shout as the leather found
a resting-place in the net, Chilecot allowing it to
slip through his hands,

113 (‘40&1 !2) o

“ (o home, Chilcot !”

It was first blood to Redclyffe, in the first ten
minutes! Armitage of the Sixth, who was acting
as referce, came along to speak to the noisy
juniors behind the home goal.

“Shut up, you fags!” he called out.

199

rs behind the
least pleased

Drake was admitted to be the best
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“Mustn’t we speak, Armitage?” demanded!
Sawyer major in a tone of great injury.

“T’ll be among you in a minute if you don’t
cheese it !” exclaimed the Sixth Former.

“Mustn’t we even cheer Daub’s goals ?”’ inquired
Sawyer. And there was a yell of laughter.

Armitage judiciously turned back to his duties.
He was a prefect of the Sixth Form, but just at
present the juniors preferred to regard him simply
as a football referee.

The sides lined up after the goal, and there was
no doubt that Redclyffe were grinning now.

A goal scored in the first .en minutes against
8 keen wind was a good augury for the resulf
of the match—from the visitors’ point of view.
The game was going to be the walk-over they
had anticipated.

Jack Drake at outside-left had been given
little to do, so far. He began to wonder whether

‘he had acted wisely in conscnting to play in

such a crowd. He did not seem likely to be
able to do very much for St. Winny’s.

But Daubeny, at least, was playing up well;
and Daub could play well when he chose. The
next attempt of Redeclyffe to set up an attack
was foiled. Vernon Daubeuy robbed Fane of
the leather, and sent it to his inside-left, Tor-
rence. Torrence fumbled with it, and a Red-
clyfian bowled him off before he could get
it under control.

But Jack Drake’s chance had come now. He
neatly deprived the Redclyflian of the ball, and
ran it down the field like the wind.

He owed a good deal of his success to the

fact that the Redclyfians made the mistake of

despising their opponents too much. They had
not looked for a bold attempt like this. In
fact, one of the backs was chatting with the
visitors’ goalkeeper, with his hands in his
pockets, when Drake came down with a sudden
spurt.

He was through the Redclyfians almost in
a flash.

There was & frenzied roar from the St. Wini-
fred’s crowd.

“Bravo, Drake!”

“Go i, Jacky!”

“ Shoot—shoot |” raved Sawyer major,

There was. nothing for the St. Winifred’s
winger to do but shoot, for his fellow forwards
were nowhere, and there was nobody to take a
pass.

He _shot from the wing, with a deadly
accuracy that left nothing to be desired.

The Redclyffe goalkeeper woke up from his
chat with the Redclyffe back,  te discover the
leather whizzing over- his shoulder.

St. Winifred’s roared and howled.

“Goal! Goal!”

“Bravo, Drake!”

“Well scored, man—well scored!”

It was a goal, and the expression on the Red-
clyffe goalie’s face was, as Sawyer major re-
marked, worth a guinea a box. Fane dropped
back to goal to have a little heart-to-heart talk
with his goalie, and the goalie’s expression
revealed that he did not enjoy it.

“It’s catching,” remarked Sawyer major.

“What’s catching?”’ inquired Rodney.

“Slacking,”’ explained Sawyer. “Redelyfie
have' caught it from Daub’s crowd. Jevver see
a goal like that?” -

But however it had happened, it was a score
for St. Winny’s, and that success put new heart
into Daubeny’s team. At half-time the score
was still unaltered.
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Not So Bad!

€%ACK DRAKE came along to the ropes to
speak to Rodney in the interval. There
was rather a rueful smils cn his handsome

face.

“What do you think of it, so far, old scout?”
he asked. :

“1 won’t tell you what I think,”” said Rodney,
laughing. “The English language isn't equal
to 1t. But that was a jolly good goal of yours.”

“The Redclyffe man was caught napping; he
could have stopped it if he'd tried.”

“No doubt. But you had to play on your
own.”

“They are an awful crew, and no mistake,”
Drake confessed. “Even Daub seems rather
ashamed of them. But this 1sn’t such a walk-
over as the Highcliffe affair, at any rate.
We’ve broken our duck, at least.””

The whistle went, and ‘he sides lined up
again. Daubeny’s merry men locked rather
winded, and one or two of them were limping.
Egan had a very sulky look Daubeny was
keeping him up to the game, and Egan did
not like it. He preferred to lounge eclegantly
through a match, regarding little where the
ball went. But Vernon Danbeny seemed more
in earnest than wusual, and he was doing his
best to keep his men up to the mark. A hint
from him that further slacking would lead to
changes in the team inspired the bucks of St.
Winifred’s to do their best—for what that was
worth.

With the wind in their favour, Redclyfle
seemed irresistible in the second half They
came down the fleld like cavalry at the charge,
and the knutty footballers of St. Winifred’'s were
hopelessly scattered. =~ Drake, too, found that
he was a marked man, and a couple of Red-
clyfians made it their business to see that he
had no chance again.

In ten minutes the ball was in the net.
Chilcot tossed it out ruefully amid caustic re-
marks from Sawyer & Co., who bhad changed
ends along with the players. And that goal
was followed by another in a few minutes,

“For goodness’ sake, pull yourselves together,
you fellows!” Daubeny exclaimed irritably, as
the breathless bucks limped back to the centre
of the field. “Do you want ¢ make Redclyffe
a present of the match?”

A question that elicited only scowls from his
overworked hucks.

Redclyffe were grinning widely when the ball
rolled again, and they attacked as vigorously

DETECTIVE KERR INVESTIGATES.
Selution :

Kerr: Trimble, eager for any sort of fame,
and possibly still more eager to plead shattered
nerves, and thus avoid taking the Latin paper
in class, might easily have convinced Mr.
Lathom, and most of the fellows, that he had
actually seen the ghost, but for one thing.
Trimble said the abbot was clearly revealed in
the light of the full moon, coming through the
windows, whereas Dame Taggles had commented
previously on the fact that there was a new
moon that night., When I asked Trimble how
he squared his full moon with .Dame Taggles’
new moon, he began to bluster, and it was not
long before the spook story was clearly revealed
as a complete spoof !
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as before. The 8t. Winny’s half-back . line
crumpled up. Two of them were on the ground,
and they seemed in no hurry to rise. Possibly
they found a little rest in the midst of such
a gruelling game grateful and comforting,

Jack Drake fell back to defend, and almost
in the goal area he robbed Fane of the ball,
and booted it away past the half-way line.
There Daubeny pounced on it and rushed it
away. Daubeny’s luck was good for once; he
bﬂat the Redeclyffe backs, and slammed the "ball
in,

“Goal I yelled Sawyer major,
c_\o» in exaggerated astonishment.
fellows sce that? Daub’s bagged a goal!
you hnow' g

rubbing his
“Did you
Daub,

' ho -:ald the age of miracles -was past?”
gasped Sawyer major. “Daub’s scored a goal!
Who’ d have thought that Daub could put the
ball in the net without wheeling it up on a
wheelbarrow ?”’

"Ha, ha, ha!”

tood man, Daub!” exclaimed Jack Dxake,

15 he joined his leader in the centre of the field.
Daubcnv smiled loftily., That captured goal
had raised the leader of the bucks very much
in his own estimation, and it was agreeable
to him, too, to hear the cheer: of the St. Wini-
fred’s erowd. It was an unaccustomed sound in
his ears.

“0Oh, we'll. pull through ! he said.

i = mi I hope so,”” remarked Dlake doubt-
fully. “We'll do our best, anyway.’

“YWhere are you goin’, Egan?”’

Tgan gave his skipper a black look.

“Tm goin’ off,” he answered.
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“What 2"

“Mv ankle’s cwcLed T've had a kick.

“Look here—

“I can’t play.”

Egan limped off, with a very exaggerated
limp. He was fed-up with football of this
strenuous nature. If Daubeny was going to
make work of it, Egan was prepared to leave
him the work to do.

o Ambulance ! Ambulance I’ yelled Sa.w‘"er
major. “Egan’s foot’s been trodden on.’

“Ha, ha, hal”

Egan bestowed a fierce scow! upon the lively

‘Sawyer, and limped away ou. of sight, followed

by jeers from Sawyer & Co.

Ten men lined up to face the Redclyffians.

Two more goals followed for the visitors, and
then again fortune, for a moment, smiled upon
St. Winifred’ s, in -the shape of a good goal
from Jack Drake.

That was the finish. Five goals to three was
the final result. Few, if any, of the St. Wini-
fred’s fellows had looked for a victory for the
home team, but, at all events. the defeat was
not so overwhelmmﬂ as it might have been.
Daubeny slipped his arm through Jack Drake’s
a= the footballers came off.

“Thanks no end, Drake!”’ he said cordially.
“I don’t think 'm\bodv will deny that I was
right to play you. = Will you play for us again
on Wednesday ?”’

“Like a bird!” said Jack Drake cheerfully.

“Done, then!”

“lf”you 11 let me make a

“Go ahead!”

“Couldn’t you find a place fo: Rodney?
a good man.’

Daubeny’s expression was very
instant; then he smiled again.

“TIl ‘see what can be done,” he answered.

And Jack Drake went off, hoping for the best.

suggestion, Daub,

He’s

wry for anm

The Little Supper !

s ALLO, Rod!”
Dick Rodney glanced up as Drake

came into Study No. 8 a few hours
later. Rodney had his books on the
table, though there was no prep that evening.

“Gomw it, as usual ?” asked Drake.

“\Vell I was going to put in an hour.
about you?”

Drake sat on the corner of the table, swinging
his legs; he coloured a little.

“I don’t feel much like sapping this evening,”
he confessed. “A tough game rather puts you
off books, doesn’t it?”

“1 suppose it does,” agreced Rodney.

“After all, a fellow can overdo sapping,” said
Drake argumentatneiy “You yourself told me
I was rather going 1t and suggested a bit more
time Dr1\'en to footer.”

<< Qo d ld »

“Daub’s giving a little celebration in his
study,” sald Drake, without looking dir ectly at
his chum. “Over the match, you know.”

“Celebrating a defeat? Nothing novel about
that for Daub, is there?”

“Hm! Well, we were licked, of course. But
I think St. Wmnys put up a better show than
uwal Anyhow, there’s a bit of a celebration
going on, and Daub’s asked me, as a member of
the team.” )

13 Oh !2)

Rodney spoke very quietly and furned to his

What
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' course, there’s no reason why you
Drake more brightly. “No harm
anding a litile feed to the members
eleven, is there®”
I can see.”

%t specially for the eleven, of
ouldn’t have had the cheek to ask
v pal,” said Drake

a short silence, which scemed rather

ortable. Rodney was turning the leaves

orace. Drake broke the silence.

on't mind, old scout?”

e not.”

serene, then!” said Drake, slipping

ble. “You wouldn’t care for those

fy, anyhow, I know.”

quite true.” 2

do me any harm, old fellow. I'm

Daub’s study on the old footing, of

imply a football supper.”

v looked at his chum. If he was hurt,

id not show it. Iis expression was

nd serious.

. your own master, Drake. You kuow

t want to interfere with you in any
I don’t trust Daubeny. Ave there

e any cards after the supper?”

lushed.

’s anything of

urse,” he said.

for good.” :

you go, old fellow. I hope you'll

ood time.
all 1 said Drake irresolutely. “I—I

.~ Tl send Tuckey to tell Daub I can’t

fter all, I don’t care about it.”

> said Rodney, with a smile. “¥You're

n fer sapping this evening, and I dave

do ¥ Ta-ta I

I right, then!” ;

alko left the study. Dick Rodney re-
his books—and with a growing cloud
Vaguely, imperceptibly, he felt
v was drawing his chum away from
hat he did not mean it for Drake’s
lney’s heart was heavy as Drake made
t for that merry little supper in Daub’s

that sort I shall clear
“T'm done with that

" Daub’s quarters all was merry and

quite a happy gathering of six or seven
“Daubeny’s wonderful eleven, and,
nie of the members seemed surprised to
%  Drake ithere, there was general
nd the Fourth Former felt quite at

- several of the guests dropped off,
found himself left with Daubeny,
gan, and Chilcot e had risen to
other parting guests, but Daubeny
= of if.
found himself tco comfortable to be
. He sank back again into one of
as armehaivs. :
odueed a box of cigarettes, which
round. The bucks began to smoke,
ing, with a rather flushed cheels.

- such a bad sort.

: _the thrilling double-ler
2l look on Daub’s face as the  Frenk Richards & Ceo.
garette was rnot"zygreeable‘, and

. o

Drake almost altered his mind, but not quite;
and the four bucks filled the study with cigarette-
smoke without his assistance. o
The talk ran on foothall for a time, and on
next Wednesday’s match, and Drake found his
opinions listened to with unexpected respect. He
could not help thinking that he had been rather
hard on “old Daub ™ in some ways. :
Tt was Kgan who first produced a pack of cards
from the table drawer and suggested a little

game.
said Daubeny bheartily. “You'll

“Good egg!” s
take a hand, Drake? It be like old times,

begad !”
Drake shook his head.
“Not much use my taking a bhand,” he

answered, smiling. “My. dear man, I couldn’'t
pay if I lost. You know how T'm fixed.”
“That’s nothin’. Among friends 10 U’s are

- good encugh.”

>

“Oh, quite !” said Egan.

“Thanks, but I’d rather not.”

“My dear man—" began Daubeny.

Drake rose to his feet.

“1 think I’d better be cutting now,” he re-
marked, though his glance lingered on the glim-
mering cards.
Daubeny. So long, you fellows

“Thanks awfully for the supper,

122

Mother: “ You
mustn’t eat any
more Christmas
pudding to-night,
Johnny. it's bad
to sleep on a full
stomach.”’

Son: f‘‘Never
mind, mum—I
can sleep on my
back ! *?

Half - a - crown

. has been awarded
3 5 to L. Kirkland,
48, Colin Park Road, Colindale, London, N.W.9.

And, with a nod to the bucks, Jack Drake
stepped out of the study. =

There was a silence as the door closed after
himn; then Torrence langhed softly.

“N.G. 17 was his remark. -

Daubeny knitted his brows.

“My dear chap, I told you it was no good,”
said KEgan. “He's too .safe under Rodney’s
thumb for that. Stick to the footer wheeze;
you’ve got him there.” : :

Vernon Daubeny muttered an oath. :
“Turned down by that penniless cad I’ he said.
“By Jove! But let him wait! This is goin’ to
be his last term at St. Winny’s—by hook or by

crook 1”

There was a smile on Jack Drake’s face as he -
came into Study No. 8, whers Rodney was put-
ting away his books.

“Had a good time?” asked Rodney.

“Topping ! I say, Rodney, old Daub isn’t
1 really think we've been
rather rough on old Daub.” -

To which Dick Rodney made no veply.

Another great yarn of the boys of the Benbow :
in a forinight’s time. Look out next week for
th Chvistaias story of

Tae Geu Lirany.—No. 1,608,
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i GUSSY’S CHRISTMAS PARTY!
E (Continued from wpage 22.)
“Toff | So you haye found me ?” she said.

“Trust old Talbot te do the trick, Miss Marie !”
id Monty Lowther. “He's going to be a detec-
tive wheén he grows up—aren’t you,- Talhot 7 ;

Talbot scarcely heard the question. ~All his
attention was for his girl chum,

“Have you had a rotten time, Marie?” .

 “It might have been worse,” said the girl.
“The actual kidnapping was neither a gentle nor
a pleasant affair. But T’ll give Dawlish his due;
he hasn’t kept me short of food.”

.Lord Conway’s voice boomed up from below :

“Have you found her, boys?”

“Yes, rather !” replied the Terrible Three and
Jack Blake, in unisoa. ] : ;
< “Huwwah !I” chortled Arthur Augustus.

“Come along, Marie !” said Talbot.

.Light of heart now that all danger and suspense
was over, the party returned to Eastwood House.

A surprise awaited them on their arrival.

Jim Dawlish had escaped.

“The spoofer!” ejaculated Tom Merry. “He
was merely putting 1t on that he was injured.”

Talbot looked puzzled. -

“He was certainly injured,” he said.” “He must
have found it awfully difficult to get away.”

:!EIIIiiHl[HHIH!lHIHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIEIIHIlll!llllll!lllilllllll"IHIIIHIHIIIHiHHI!NlIlIIIHlEH!IIiIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIlIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIlIlllIIlHlIIlIlHll!ﬂlllllllli_ll[!i!!{

THE CHINEE OF CEDAR CREEK !

(Continued from page 28.)

scEResennERE

BMOSAHBARIBINEP,

¥Yen Chin scuttled behind Frank as Hacke
came up.

“You young jay!” exclaimed the latter.
not going to hurt you.” =

“No wantee cowhide!” said Yen Chin.

“So you're all right again, Hacke ?”

“Yep, T guess so.” And that goldarned Chow
saved me,” said Hacke. “That blessed Chin—that
pigtailed heathen! But for the Chow I should
be under the ice on Cedar Creek at this blessed
minute !’ 3 .

“How did you come there?” asked Beauclerc.

Hacle coloured. :

“I was after him with my riding whip,” he
confessed. ““I thought he wanted a hiding; and
I guess he did, too. I followed him out on the

S 1 m

“Better search for him in tlie grounds,” s
gested Lord Conway. 5 o
The search, however, came to nothing. :
Aided probably by his confederate, Jim Dawlish
had got clear and escaped the conscquences of his
erime. =
Next morning Lord Eastwood received a te
phone message from the local police-inspector.
The latter was very excited. 1
“We're fairly on the track of Miss Rivers, y
lordship,” he ‘announced. “Her footprints ha
been discovered at a spot four miles away.”
“Iool ! shouted Lord Rastwood. “ Miss Rive
has already been restored to her friends—smal
thanks to you!” =H
This intelligence caused the inspector to gasp,
and he was still gasping when Lord Kastwood
rang off. 2 Y
As for the St. Jim’s juniors, they were as happy
as sandboys to know that their girl chum was sa
and sound. =
And happiest of all was Reginald Talbot, who
had chiefly been instrumental in delivering Mi
Rivers from the hands of an unscrupulous plotter.
Jim Dawlish was still at large, but he was nog
fit enough to cause any more trouble at the
moment. s
And when the joyous vacation came to an end,
Tom Merry & Co. took back with them . £
Jim’s all the thrilling details of their Chri
adventure ! s -

RNext W ednesduy :

“THE MYSTERY OF
: CARDEW =

& COo.!”

branch and fell.
—you saw him 2 e

“I saw him,” said Frank Richards quietly -
“He saved your life, Eben Hacke, after you ha
run him down with a riding whip! You ought
be jolly well ashamed of yourself ! e

“I guess I am, if you come to that,” said Ha
frankly. “Yen Chin, I ain’t going to lambasi
you. Give me your fin!” ’

He held out his hand to the surprised Celestial

Yen Chin shook hands with the big vouth from
the States. Hacke gave him a grip that made
him wriggle a little. :

“All 0.K. 1” said Hacke. “ You're a real white
man, Yen Chin, though you're a lying, thieving
heathen in some things.” : > .

Yen Chin grinned with satisfaction. =’

“Allee light.- Yen Chin goodee boy !” he:
remarked. “Hackee goodee boy—oh, yes !” =

And for a day or two at least there was much
limelight for the Chow of Cedar Creck. i

Newt week: ‘ FATHER CHRISTMAS MUST =
GET THROUGH! "—grand double-Iength yorn
of Frank Richards & Co. e

And—and that Chow held me up

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

Send a_stamp and you will learn how to rid yourself of such
a terrible -afiliction” frec of charge. = Address in confidence :
T. J. TEMPLE, Specialist, * Palace House,”
128, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.1. (Est.37 years.)

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS, SHYNESS, TIMIDITY, BLUSEK
ING. = Stop  suffering. Let my pleasant, successful method
end your troubles -for good. = Write : : 'SON (A),

Briarwood, Dicketts Lane, Lancs.
J u B| LE E 1?KT.'_I'1€I:E. Goliath Locomotive, Latvia,

4 _Esthonia, Chile, Egypt, Old Turkey, Scarce
Jubilee, pkt. 50 diff. Ask for 80 discount approvals and enclose
2d. postage.—ROBINSON BROS. (A), Moreton, Wirral.

Lathom,

B LU S H I N G Shyness, "' Nerves,"’ Self-Consciousness,

Worry Habit, Unreasonable Fears.
etc.. cured or money back' Complete Course B/=, ~ Details—
L. A. STEBBING, 28, Dean Road, London, N.5%W 3.

300 DIFFERENT, incl. Airmail, Beat-
tiful Uncommon Sets, Pictorials, Colanials

1 Price. 6d. (Abroad 1/-).—WHIT
ENGINE LANE, LYE, WORC

Your Height increased in 12 days of no cos
New discovery adds 2-5 ins. I gained 4 ins,
Guaranteed safe.  Full Course 5/.. :Deta

J.B.MOR»LEY,17,0heaps:de,l.ondon.]:‘.'.C.2>

STAM Ps F R E E GENERAL FRANCO pictorial ¢om-
® memorative set, legionarics,

troopers, etc., to approval applicants enclosing 2d. postage.—

A. MASTERS, BROADSTONE, DORS
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