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A DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY!

A Splendid
Double-length
Tale of

Tom Merry,
By

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

THE MYSTERIOUS HAMPER.

CHAPTER 1.
Figgy's Little Joke.

[ "
) @ " Oh 1!'

h Tomm Morry came sprinting along the upper
dorridor -in the Sohool Housa at Bt. Jim's, just as Jack
Blake came out of 8tudy No. 6 in a great hurry. |

The two ‘“Oh's!” sounded simultsneously as the juniora
collided.
They met with a biff in the middle of the passage, and

Tom Morry's impetus ourriod both of thom along half &
dozo(r;hr;ﬂcoe before they rolled over on the hand ling;leum.

Jack Blake sat up and glared at Tor :
sat up and glaredpal Blngke. wistry. Toni Mgy

“ You utter ass!" ejaculated Blake. ‘ What do you mean
by buzzing along the passage when I was just coming out
of my study?’

*‘ You unutterable duffer!” exclaimed Tom Morry. * What

ANOTHER DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MIRRY N_IX'I" THURSDAY,

No. 10 (New Beries:.
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do you mean by ecoming out of your study when I was
buzzing along the passago?”

“1 was in a hurry——"

“1 was in o hurry—=" .

Blako picked himseclf up and dusted down his trousers
with his hand. Tom Merry roso to his feet and sot his
collar straight, . .

" You shricking ass!” said Blake, “Tf I weren't in a
hurry to got down to the gates to meet the carrier, 1'd wipe
up the passage with you.” .

“Am?i f\\-eron't in & hurry to meet the carrier, I.tm1
I'd strew you in little pieces up and down the corridor,’
said Tom Morry.

Dlake burst into a laugh.

** Are you going down to mcet the carrier, too, then??
“*Yes, rather! I'm oxpeoting a hamper from home,”

* And I'm expecting & hamper from my uncle abroad,”
anid Blake. *‘ At all events, I ex it will bo a hamper.
Ho wrote ia bia Jast lotter shat ho w & sending me a ‘prgsent
that would ge me, and as he's A jully sensible ohjp, 1
suppose it e a hamper with’ grub 'in it. Let's get
along.” As‘e two juniors left the Behool House togother.

Afternoom sehool was over ut 8t. Jim's, and the quad-
rangle wag growded in the sunny June weather. Tom
Merry and Blako erossed to the porter's lodge, and Tom
Morry put his head in ¢ open window.

1 say, Taggy!”

Tagglos, the porter, locked up with a grunt. Ile had
had Em rube with Tuin Merry, and he did not articulorly
relish being addreseed as Taggy. He gove the junior a
freezing glare, and did not answer. .

"1 say, Tagey,” said Tom Merry genially, “has the
carrier been here, old snn?”

"*When the carrier comes at five g'elock, and it's now
twenty minutes past,” kaid Taggles earcastically, * the
hinference is that he ’as heen, Master Merry.”

Tom Merry looked at him with great admiration. )

* Did yon wori': at out in your head, Taggy, without
the sid of a net?’ he asked,

Taggles grunted.

" Well, has the carrier left anything for me?" asked Tom
Merry.

'*There's a 'amper.” .

“Thén why haven't you brought it up to my study " said
Tom Merry soverely.” 1 shall have to report you for
veglect of duty, Taggy.™ "
at price my hamper?  said Blake, locking in. ** Has
anything come for me, Taggles:”

1.7

“ There's a parcel.

* A parcel? I was expecting something bigger than that.”

Blake looked at the parcel rather . Tt wan
addressed to J. Blake, at tho - ; i ’s
Colleginte School, and so these was no d that it was

for him, :
‘‘ Nothing clse for Taggles?™

me,
““No,"” grunted Toggles. -

* And that jolly big # for Tom Merry?* :

Tom Merry looked st porowith great ssbisfaction.
It was too hig and. . him to carry, which was &
ureat sourco of satisfackion, for the inlefense was that it
contained something very Tom Merry was enpecting
something from Miss Priscills Faweett, his old governcss,
and he had had a lingering doubt as to what i¢ mught turn
out to be. Miss Fawcett sent him medicine and eod liver
vil oftener than anything eclse. But this huge r could
not bo supposed to contain a censignment patent
modicines.

"1 eay, Taggy,
Tom Merry. *I have the
parcel from home.”

" Bame here,” g;uutecl Blako; ** but I'in blessed if T know
what there can be in a Lttle packet like that, to make it
worth while sending it from America.”

*Perhaps it contains a tip,” suggested Tom Merry
encouragingly. *‘A parcel that size would hold a lot of

nknotes."

Blake laughed.

"I don’t suppose it's stuffed full of banknotes, though,"
he remarked. '* Anyway, I suppose I may as well take it
ulong.” And Blake picked up his parcel and departod.

Tom Merry produced a sixpence from his waisteoat
pocket, with the result that Toggles showed n great alacrity
in carrying up his hamper,

Blake, however, was first in the Bchool House with his
plck_npe. He entered Studv No. 6, where his chums wero
uwaiting him. The tea-table was laid, but they had not
et commenced tea, lenving that important function till

lake came in, as his expected hamper might contain things
accaptable on the festive bouwrd..

Digby, Herries, and D’Arcy lcoked at Blake with mule

end’s permission to roceive a

mfeavs " BLAKE & 60.’S TRIUMPA,”

LMy word P said Digby.
a

¢t this ug to my study, will you?' said

‘nlways sending him mmothinr of this sort.

inquiry as he came in. Blake slammed down the litile parcel
on the tablo. Thore was the sound of a crack from'within,

** Hallo, something’s broken!” said Herries.

“Is that all, Blake, deah boy?" asked Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, screwing his monoele into his eye and looking ot
the parcel.

“That's all, Gussy.”

*“But I thought you were expoctin’ a hampaht"™ .

" 8o did 1."” -

‘“But hasn’t it come?'"

“TIt hasn't,”’ i

** Weally,” said D’Arcy, looking round, “1 wegnard that
t“ wathah inconsidewate of Blake's unele.” We were waitis’
ca—"'

! Well, let’s see what the parced eantaina, anyway,” said
Dighy. “Tt seema to bo fastened wp pretty sceurcly, with
string and sealing-wax." .

i There may be something valuable in it,"” said Herrics.
! course, grub was what we wanted. S8till, I dare Ky
yéur uncle couldn't very well send a hampor of grub across
tho_Atlantic Ocean. e would have had to rend tinned
stuff, and we couldn’t have caten jt.”

* Yana, wathah!" §

Blake cut the string and toro open the paper. A thick
fluid ran out over the tablecleth.

“ My word,” said Digby, ** what's that?"

"' Bomethin' bwoke whea Blake slammed it down. It was
weally wathah carcloss of Blake.”

* Looks like oil of some sort,” said Blake, pyzzled.
* Blessed if T know what’s in tke parcol!”

“ Lut's seal”

Curiosity was strong in 8tudy No. 6. Blake finished un-
wrapping the parcel. Three bottles wero expozed to view,
and a cardboard box. One of the bottles was broken, and
u thick fluid was oozing from it.

‘There was a letter in thalslarcel, stoined with the oozing
oil. The chums of Stud 0. 6 looked at the bottles in
blank amazement, '

“Cod liver 0il,” Digby read out, from the label of the
hottle that was broken.

*Tinted Tincture for Pining Pationts,” Herries read from

the second bottle.
i Joval” said D'Arcy. ' Lovely Liniment for Little

* Dr. Bones’s Purplo Pills for Peoky People,” said Blake.

Then the chums of the Fourth looked at one another.
Their feelings were too deep for words,

They had expectod a conrignment of select catables, and
they had received a collection of putent medicines and cod
biver oil.

**Bai Jowe!" said D’Arcy, breaking the painful silence.
“If ng)ur uncle's ideah of n joke, Blake, I cannot

I should wank him vewy high ae a humouwist,"
‘T should wr'ille him a pretty

lln? letter, Blako, if belonged to me.
“Ed disown him,” said Horries darkly. * A chap who
eould work off a joke like that should be no unele of mine.”
Blake was looking puzzled.
*1 can't understaud it,"” he said; T can’t malko it out
a little bit. Let's have a look at tho letter.”
He opened the lotter rnd glanced ot it, and then uttered
an ejac

i darling Tommy.” That wus how the letter com-
mui, in ﬂ;‘:lfkfmluonod. feminine handwriting.
isa Faweett's handwriting "
ry's governess!”
' The parcol in for Tom Morry |"
Blake's face broke into a grin.
*“Ha, ha! That accounts for the giddy medicines, She's
But—but how
did the parcel come addreesed to met"

‘* Blessed if I know ! said Digby. ** The label must huve
got chnnﬁed somehow. Botter go down and seo Toggles
about it.

‘*Come on, then! If this parccl addressed (o me ix for
Ttm:l, Morry, that one uddressed to Tom Merry muy bo for
me :

* Ynas, wathah! Lot's go and intorview Tuggles, deah
boys.”

The chums of Btudy No. 6 left the sudy, and hurried to
the porter’s lodge. Tag'ﬁlea had just returned there, aftar
takin lllJ the hamper to Tom Merry's study. Blake marched
into the lodge, with his followors at his heels, and & wrathfal
frown upon his brow.

* Taggles, you villnin—

“Which I aays, get outer my lodge,” said Taggles,
" What do you mean by p ying tricks at your time of
life?' said Blnke severely. ' 'I've often remonstrated with
you on the subject of your intemperance, Taggles.”

""Get outer my lodge, you checky young himp!”

i
t
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J Blake & Co, rushed at Skiiﬁpolu. and bumpéd him down on the h“"&,’mé: 4 Where's my hamper?’ rogred Blake.

““Where's my parcol?”

“*You took it.”

“That ono was for Tom Merry. Tt was addressed to mo,
but it was for him. Bee? Somo silly asa has beon chanﬁinﬁ
tho labels. If this is your idea of a joko, Taggles, I thin
you are =
“1 don't beliovo a——""

“ Where's my parcel "'

“Ypas, wathah! Where is Blake's hampah, you wascal?
TPwaduce the hampah immediately. I insist upon the immo-
diate pwoduotion of tho hampah.”

Tagglos's face dawned into somothing like a grin.

*“Then that in what Master Figgins was doing—

‘' Figgins!” eoxclaimed Blake. .

“Ho was in hore just afore you came,” snid Taggles,
“He was moulin% about with the parcols a lot, asking if
there wasn't none for him, although I told him thore wasn't.”

Blake looked extremely wrath ul.

“Ql, o it's o jape of that New House rotter! How many
parcela onme by the carrier, Taggy?!"

“Only them two."

“Then Tom Merry must have m{ one. Como on, kida,
we must got that hamper back before thoso Shell rotters
have scoffed tha grub.”

' Yaas, wathah!”

The chuma hurried out of the lodge.
to may lanky junior, looked ut them with o grin as they
him in the quadrangle. 1t was Figgins uli the New
and Kerr and Wynn, tho famous Co., were with him.

“Hallo!" said Figgins. * Have you had your parcel yet,
Blake?” i

Blake glared at the humorous Figgins.

‘* Yon, you aga——""

‘' Ha, ha, ha!"

It you've come out here to look for trouble, Figging——""

¢ Hu, ha, ha!”

n—

A long-limbed, not
assod
ouse,
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“'BLAKE & C0.’S TRIUMPH.”

The School Houss chums were inclined to rush upon thoir
old enemies for a moment. But they wero anxious about
the hamper in Tom Merry's study, Although the. Bchool
Houss hoys generally united aguinst the Now House, thera
was a keen rivalry *mtwf'en_l-‘wudy No. 6 and the Terriblo
Throo, If Tom Morry and his chums found provisions in thoe
hampor, thero was no telling whether Blake would evor sco
anything of them, L.

“] haven’t time to knock your head off now, Figging—=""

“That's lucky for somebody,” said Figgins, *‘If you
start2d, somebody would got hurt.” ]

*We wegard you with contempt,’ said D'Aroy, adjusting
his oyoglass. ** Waun away and play, you wotten Now House
boundahs.”

“Come on,” said Herries,

And tho chums of Btudy No. 6 hurried on to the Bcehool
ITouss, followed by s mocking yell from Figgins & Co.

CHAPTER 2,
The Hamper from Wyoming.

OM MERRY, Manners, and Lowther, the chums of the

Shell, stood round the hamper with beaming faces.

. 'Taggles had carried it up to the study, not without

exertion, and hod been duly rowarded with memnce. Tha

dimeonsions of the hamper pleased Manners and Lowther as
muoh ax Tom Moerry.

“Thia is all right,” Monty Lowther romarked. “T was
afraid Miss Fawoett might be sending some bosh s she has
dono before——""

**Yes, rather!” said Manners. “Thero's still a bottle of
ocod liver-vil hanging about the study from the last parcel
from Huckleberry Heath.”

bl Nuthmf; of that sort this time,” said Tom Merry, ontting

the cord of the hamper with his pocket-knife. ** A hamper
this size can 01.11_1 contain a really good ripping sproad.”’
Double-Le Tale of
m Merry's Schooldays,




A THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3* LIBRARY.

*1 should think so.”

“It's done up prett{' thoroughly,” Manncrs remarked.
" 'J"l,m hamper Jooks n bit knocked nbout, too, Get the lid
up.

The hamper was opened.

Just inside the Jid wae an envelope, evidently containing n
tottor, and upen tho envelope was written ** To my rophew.”

Tom Merry stared at it.

:'I say, that's not Miss Fawoett's writing1” he exclaimed.

And you're not her nephew, anyway,” eaid Manners.

“There's some mistake somowhcre.”

“The hamper wns sddressed to me——"

. " Bettor o‘ren the lotter and soe if there's any explanation
lmld‘; ' snid Manners. *The wrong letter may have got
shoved in, Has Misy Pawoott any nephews?”

‘‘ Yes, one in India I believe.”

‘' Then she may have written to him and shoved the wrong
letter into the hamper."”

* Bat it's mot her writing—"

* Bome may have written it for her—Uncle Frank,

perluPa." .
“Hm! I It’s possible.”
‘** Anyway, the hamper is for us,” said Lowther. * For

you; which means for us. We're not going to part with it."
** Certainly not.””
. "‘i!etm look in the ll;stt:}r." i N - i
*1 suppose it must be the wrong letter, that's all,” said
Tom Merry slowly, *“ Anyway, I can’t tell till T look into
it, 20 I had better do s0.”
‘' Yes, ruther, aud the sooner the quicker.”
Tom Merry slit open the letter. ;
He gazed in amasement at the heading of the lotter inside
the cnvelope. It was: ** Spotted Coyote Kanch, Wyoming.”
My only hat !’
“ What is it

* Look at that.”

‘ Bpotted Coyote Ranch! Wyoming!
thing comes from America.”

‘‘ Apparently.”

‘I supposs you've Jot an uncle in America, and forgotten
all about him," sai Monty Lowther. * ‘These things do
slip one’s memory at times.’ ’

'om Merry shook his head.

“I've got am uncle in Indig——"

!* You may have other uncles.” :
w4l baven't,” emid ‘l'om Merry, smiling.
one, and in India with his regiment.” .

! He may have gono 0 America without asking your per-
mission——"" ’ i

‘“ Hg's in India, T tell you.* .

“Then this is some other uncle you've forgotten,” said
Lowther obstinately. *‘The hamper is for us and so it
stands to reason that you must have an unclo in Wyommg."

“1 haven’t.”’ )

“I..ook at the letter," said Manners. * How does it begin

*“My dear nephow Jack—-—""

““ Juck " :

*That’s what it a?iyn--—"

** Curious ho should call you Jack when your name’s Tom,"”
said Monty Lowthor, *“ But somo uncles are queer Id
fellows, you know. Perhnpy it was a pet name you bad in
your early dnys, Jou know.”

It Wasn't—— .

*1 knew a chap whose name was Horbert, and his people
called him Johnny,” said Monty Lowther. ** 8o I don't sce
-‘Vhf your uncle ehouldn't cull you Jack though your name
is Tom.”

* But I tell you——""

* Bonidcs, isn’t your namo Thomas John Morry:”

"* No, it isn't,""

“Huret”

“Of course I'm sure, you ass!”

“ Well, then, I don't quite know how lie comes to call yon
Jack,' said Lowther, *There's n lot of mystery about this
hamper, anyway; but one thing seems to me pretty certain,
and that is, that it’s for us.”

Tom Merry laughed

“I'm afraid it isn't, Monty."

* Oh, yes, it is,” said Lowther. * You have to take thut
as the fundemontal fact that the argument starte from, you
know. You slways have to take something for grant in
an argument, W{nt doos the lotter say next——’

*It's not for me, so I can’t—=—""

My doar kid, it is for you,”

“1t's to somebody named Jack——"" .

‘1 don’t see why your nncle shouldn't call you Jack if he
thooees,” suid Lowther, “especislly when he's sending you
a whopping hamper like this, Anywa 7, sce what ho says
in the first line. at may throw some light on the matter.”

Then the bleseed

“I've only

- __NEXT
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“BLAKE ‘& 0.’S TRIUMPH.”
B ——

“ Do you think——""

“Yes, I do. (o on.” .
let::-‘ ly dear Nephew Jack. As I promised you in my

I ¥

“There you are!"” said Lowther. * Now yowve only got
to remember the letter he's referring to, atid the whole
thing’s explained. .

*“ But I can’t remember any letter——"

*“Oh, try! A lotter from an uncle——" .
i '(; 1 tell you I huven't any uncles except General Mearry in

ndia—="' .

** Oh, if you're going to be obatinate about it, I've nothing
more to say. It scers to me that you're trying to raise
difficulties.’

* My dear asgm——'"

“* As the hamper is evidently intended for this study, any
little discrepancies can easily be explained if you put your
mingd to it——""

*The hampsr can’t be for me——""

** I should say not,” said a voice at the door, as Jack Blake
walked in. *That hamper is for me, you bounders."

‘* Yaas, wathah!” .

!1f you've started on the grub, there will ho ructions,”
said Digby.

Tom Merry turned round.

“Thero's some mistake here,”” he said. ** The hamper
was addresscd to me, but this dotter is for somcbody whose
front name is Jack—-—"

“ Well, my front name is Ji isn't i1?” wid Blake,
tllki'llI% the letter. *‘ This is my e's fimt.”

*Then how did the hamper come addressed to me’”
ns changed the luhels.

“I've just discovered that Figgi
But there iz a paroel for me, then?”

** The rotter!
Blake grinned.
** Oh, {:\n, that’s the one addressed to mo in my study, and
ou can have it ae soon as you like. 1 opened it by mistake,
t's from Miss Fawcott, and it contained thres bottles of
medicine and a box of pilla.”
There was a gencral groan from the Terrible Three.
** You'd better call for it,” suid Blake.
Tom Merry shook his head.
“I'll make you a present of it, Blake "
‘* Thank you for nnthin;{.{ You're not going to leave the
ﬁlthghstuﬁ’ ;’l} our study.  You can just come and feteh it."”
“Bha'n't

" Then we'll shove it out of the window.'

* You can if you like, kid. I’'m not particular.”

*There’s a letter with it.”

“I'll call in for the letter.”

*“Lend o hand, my wons,” eaid Blake.
heavy.”

* Right-ho!"” raid Herries.

ake, Herrics, and Digby bent themselves to tho task of

removing the hamper, Arthur Augustue D'Arcy adjusted
his monocle, and regarded them with grout interest,

" You lazy bounder, lend a Land here,” gruntod Blake.
b" 'l”am afraid it would be too much gxertion for me, desh

oy

"_"I‘hgn you sha’n’t taste a blossol morsel that's inside it,

a
ﬁil wefuso to be called an nes.” ‘

“Bring it olong, kids,” said Blake. *We'll get it to
H!uc.f; No.' 6, and plump it down on top of Gussy's hat-hox

'* Weally, Bluke—-—""

**Come on "

" If you were to destwoy my hata in such a widiculons
and wotten manneh, Blako, I should certainly wefuse to
wegard you as a fwiend any longah.”

* It's what I'm ng to do, ass, if you don't help carry
it,” said Biake, sei 4 IR e

* Vowy woll. Undah the cires., I suppose T had bettuh
help you cawwy the beastly hlmp'ah, doah boys. But [

wegard you ns vewy inconsidewato.'

Tho chums of 8tady No. 6 exerted themselves, and
dragged the hoavy hamper through the dvorway, and it
went bumping along the passage.

The Terrible Three exchanged an expressive look,

* Of all the rotten sells!” said Monty Lowther.

‘““And they haven't even asked us (o the feod!" ruid
Manners,

Tomn Merry laughed, . .

** Well, it is rather a sell! If you like, either of you chaps
can have tho cod liver oil in Blake's study 1"

Lowther made a grimace. o

;*Oh, let’s gel along to the tuckshop and havda feed!
It's too bad! Look here, Toin Morry, I should seriously
advise you to swap your governess for Blake's uncle at the
very first opportunity |”

' A Doubl ‘ of
fom Merry's Benooidaye.

*This hamper e

§
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CHAPTER 3.
The Mysterious Hamper.

£ HERE!” panted Blake.
The humpor was safely landed in Study No. 6
at lgst.  'The juniors stood round il with eruclulll-
looks, Blake unfolded the letter Tom Merry had anded
in. He gave a whistlo as he read the first fow lines.
* What's in it?"” asked Digby.
“ Bomothing rather unexpocted,’” said Blake,
afraid it can’t be grub in the hamper, after-all.”
" Not grub?"
“ Wonlly, Blake—"
“ Listen to what my uncle says
“Oh, read it out!”
And Blake proceeded to read out the lotter.

“I'm

"

“'M{ dear nephew Jack,—As I promised you in my
letter, 1 am wonding you a present, \\'Eich 1 think you will
like, DBofore upeninr the contents of the hampor, howover,
I wish you to give the enclosed noto to Dr. Holmes, and he
will—if he chooses and thinks fit—give you permission te
make use of what I have sent you. hope he will do so.—
Your affectionate uncle,

1,

CJAMES BLAKE.

Bluke atared nt the lotter, and then at his chums,

“Wall, what do you think of that?” he said.

“Blossed if [ know what to think!" snid Dighy. "It
can't be anything to eat, or ho wouldn’t speak of it in
that way!"

*Then what can it be

“(3oodness only knows!” :

The chums fooked into the hamper. The contents, what-
over they wore, were wrapped in cunvas and closely packad.
Blake folt them with his hund, and found that they yielded
to the touch; but in places there was something that felt
hard, like wood.

The chums were uiterly nstonished and puzzled. What
Dlake's American unclo could be sending him, which he
would require tho Head's permission Lo use, they could not
possibly guess.

“Bal Jove,” asaid D'Arcy; I wegard this ns wathah a
wefloction upon our judgment, deah boysa!  Your uncle
wenlly seems to think thnot we wequire advico fwom the
Head on vewy twivial mattahs, Blake!"

“Must do as he says,” said Blake. T supposze I had
botter tako this note to the Head? Rather rotten if he
doesn’t permit us to seo what's in the hamper!”

“Yans, wathah!”

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther looked into the study.

“I'll have my letter, Blake, please,” snid Tom Merry.

“Tt's on the table,’” said Blake.

Tom Merry took the lettor from Miss Priscilla Fawcett
from the tnbfe.} It was dripping with cod liver oil.

* Woll, this i3 a nice state to get a fellow’s letter into!”
he excluimed. .

“ All your own fault,” suid Blake. ‘' Look at the muck
that stulf hos made on our table-cloth! You ought to have
brought your governess up better."

“Yanaa, wathah!”

“ What are you chaps looking so glum nbout?” asked
Tom, glancing at tho serious faces of the Fonrth-formers.
*Isn't there any grub in tho humper, after all?”

“I'm afraid not.”

Y What in it, tlen?"

“ Wo can't tell until we've opened it, fathead!”

* Well, open it', then, ass!”

“Cnn't be did.”

“Why not?”' asked Tom Merry, in astonishment.

“ Read that lottar, and you'll soe.”

Tom Morry read the letter from James Rlake. He gave
an expressive whistle,

“ Rathor_rotton!” he said.

“ Yans, it is certainly wathah wotten,” Arthur Augustua
1)’ Aroy romnr'ked. “I¢{ soema to me to bo wathah a weflec-
tion u !

“Well, I'm going to the l-lendi” said Blake. ¢ Look
after that hamper while I'm gone.'

“(Jeftainly, deah boy."”

And Jaok Blake, in a very puzzled frame of mind, made
his way towards the study of Dr. Holmes, the Head of
8t. Jim's. A youth, with a very large head and very thin
legs, met him in the passago.

" ]‘I&ke—""_’,

“Don't bother me now, Bkimpole,” said Blake; “I'm
in & hurr{!” L

Skimpole, tho amatenr Booialist of 8t. Jim's, laid a bony
hand on his shoulder and detained him,

“It's_rather important, Blake—""

“Is it?’ said Blake. * Buck up, then!

i

I

No Socialism, '
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mind, you owl, or you'll get a thick ear before you know
where you are!’

“' I was really not going lo talk Sociulism on the present
occasion, Blake. I am, it is true, carrying on Hooialine
propaganda work, but 1 hope to effect more by the publica.
tion of my forthcoming book than by-—"

* Hurry up!” .
“T was about to refor to the fact that you aro expecting
hamper--at least, the fellows have told me no—""

‘' It’s come,"

“ Oh, good! 1 had a suggostion to mako—"'

“If you want to come to the feed—"" .

I should have no objection to deing so, but that is not
what I was going Lo suggest. My idea wan that if you hava
a hampor containing o Inrge quantity of provisions, it
would Ln a grand opportunity for sclf-sacrifice.”

[T} )\vl‘dntl!l' .
An was goin
sceries of study foadsl
feed (o all the neody perions you can fin

hood.”

“EKht

“ You would then have the satisfaction of—"'

“ 8kimpole, old chap, you had better take a littlo run;
you're in dunger of Emving your napper banged on tho
wall," said Blake.

* But, really, Blake—""

«Oh, travel along! 1 you want to stand a feed to needy
persons, I recommend you to sell your watch and bicycle,
and you'd raise enough tin—

“7 require & wntch and a bicycle, Blake. I am not the
kind of fellow Lo oarry opiniona to tho verge of absurdity.
Your hampor—-"' .

“[ require my hamper, S8kimmy; and I am not the kind
of fellﬂw to bo talked to death by a howling ass, so trave
siomgd.

But. Blake pushed the amateur Socialiat nside and walked
on. 8kimpole shook his head solemnly as he gazod after
hi

to suggest that instoad of standing a
with the hamper, you should givo a
in the neighbour-

m.

“It is uphill work, trying to eradicats the sclfishnosy
from the human brenst,”’ he murmured; * but as a sincere
Socialist I am bound to continue the work. I think I may

as well go for a spin on my bicycle now.”
Blake tapped at the door of tho Head's study. Dr.
enter. %
“What can I do for you, Blake?” asked the Mead, look-
ing at tho junior over his gold-rimmed )
kindly glnnca. He liked Blake, as nearly everybady at
“If you please, sir,” said Blako diﬂidentl{*“‘I I've had a
letter from my uncle in America; and he'®%sont me a
“For me?” said the Head, somewhat surprised.
“ Yea, sir.’
““He snysa I'm not to unpack tho hamper until you'\_re
rend this letter and given me your permission, sir,” said
“Then T will read it at once,” ho said.
“ Thank you, sir.”
pion- grew more surprised as he reand it. Thon he amiled,
The smile gave place to a thoughtful frown. Blalko
*Can I open the hnmﬁer now, sir?” he nsked at longth.
“ Ahem!” said the Head slowly. * This is rather a
*Yes, sir.
I have consulted with your housemaster.”
“Y.o-e08, sir."”
may go now, Blake."
And Blake left the Head's stuva in an oxtremely puzzied

HMolmes was there, and his deop voice bade the junivr
juni pinge-nez with a
8t Jun's did.
present and he’s enclosed this lettor for you, sir,” &
r.”
Blake laid the lettor on the Head's desk.
lake.
The Head looked more surprised.
Dr. Holmes took up the letter and oponed it. His expres-
watched him anxiously.
peculiar matter, Blake."
«1 think vou had better leave opening the hampor till
“1 will speak to Mr, Railton as soon as possible. You
frame of mind. He returned to No. 6, where he found his

chums awaiting him. The Terrible Three were gone.
“"Woell?" said Herrios and Digby, as Blake enterod the

room.

* Well, deah boy?" said D'Aroy.

Blake shook his head disconsolately.

“The Head's read the lettor,”” he asaid. ‘' He wants to
consult with Mr. Railton before he gives us permission to
unpack the hamper.”

he chums of the Fourth Form looked astounded,

*“My only hat!" said Herries. ‘* What oan the giddy
thmﬁ pombl{ contain?"’ . :

“ Dlensed if I can guess!” aaid Blake. "I only hopo that

Tale of
‘ ays.
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we shall get permission to unpack it in tho long run,
that's all !’

** It’s vewy dacent of the Head to leave it to us like this,”
said D’Arcy. “I wegard it as vewy pwopuh of him to
twust to our honah,”

**Yos, he's an old sport,’” agreed Blako.

. “Wo can't look
into the hampeor.

I'm jolly curious, .Leva go down to the
nchool lhoﬁ) and havo our tea there. The sight of that
bamper will worry me if I oan’t look into it.”

“ Yans, wathaht” ‘

And the chums of Study No, 6 left the room, leaving tho
hamper where it lay, with the lid raised and the mysterious
contents still closely packed inside. ’

— by —

. CHAPFTER 4.
The Terrible Three in Trouble,
]P)ING-PING—PING ! ' -

It was the buzz of a bieyele-bell, and three youths,

_ who were strolling slong Rylcombe Lane, in the
middle of the road, lovked lazily up, ‘The three were
Monk, Lune, and barboy._ the ierou, of the Grammar
8chool and the deadly enemies of the juniors of 8t. Jim's.

. '*Hallo,” said Monk, looking at the cyclist who was bear-
ing down upon them; ‘' that chap's wouring & 8t. Jim's
band on his hat!"

** He's a Baint,” said Lane.

‘“Aud there’s only ohe of him,” grinned Carboy,

** And there's three of us, and more within call,” laughed
Monk, ‘It's some time since we paid our compliments to
Bt Jim's.”!

“Now is the chance, then.”

*1 was just thinkingi‘m" i

Ping—ping—ping! Buzzuzauz! The {:{yclist came nearer,
He was riding nt a pretty good pace, and wnd evidently re-

turning to B, Jim's after a sﬁm along the country lanes.

Frank Monk gazed at him us he came closer, and grinned.
There was no mistaking the big head and extremely slonder
liinbs of the brainy man of the Shell at 8t. Jim's, '

“1t's that chap Bkimpole,” snid Monk. **You'vo heard
of him, He goes in for Socialism, and Determinism, and
isme by the yard.”

““I've heard of the aes, rather!" said Lane. * Don't you
woe were

“Have him off his bike!" grinned Carbéy * Hero,
Skimpole, get off that bike!”

Tho three Grammariana stood in tho middle of the road,
and evidently did not intend to get out of the way, Skim-
pole either had io stop, or to run into them. Bkimpole
was, u penceable fellow, and be wasn’t looking for trouble
]shthen. Besides, he might have knocked the Gram-
mdrane over, but he would certainly have gone over him-
slf ne well; so he put the brake on, and stopped.

" Really, I wish you would get out of the way!" he cx-
clnimed, as he jumped off the bicycle. *It ia very incon-
vidornto of you to stop me!"

‘A sincero Socialist ought to be willing Lo put up with
anything for the sake of his fellow-creatures,” said Frank
Monk. **I'm surprised at you, S8kimpole!™
, ' Oh, if you would like me to explain to you any points
in_connection with the g"”‘d truths of Socialiem, that's a
different matter,” said Skimpole. *'I shall be most happy
to do so. I wish T had my notebook with me, and I would
rend you somo extracta from the iwo-hundred-and-twenty-
seventh chapter of my forthcoming book—"'

“I've been thinking about the subject awfully seriously,’”
said Mook, with & wink to Lane nn(i Carboy. ** According
to your principles, 1 beliovo, overybody ie equally entitled
to e\'arﬂvt-hmg? "

' Well, that is putting it rather erudely,” said the unsuas-
picious Skimpole. ‘' But certainly every human being is
?nllr.}llfd to the utmost that any other human being can do

or n.

“Buppose I wanted a bicyele, T suppose it would be all
right to ask you for yours!’ luilgmted Mouk. ““As a
sinoere Bocialist, you would have to hand it over to me.”

" Oh, no; that is guite a mistake,” explained Skimpole.
‘“You are entitled to travel on the railways, for instance,
free of charge, because under a Groper state of things the
railways would be nationalised. You are entit'ed to all the
coal you need, because all the natural wealth of the count:,
lelongs to the whole people, and it is absurd to prote
that any specinl hwmnan being can have a special right to
it. But when it comes to a fellow’s personal property—""

‘1 see. As a sincere Socialiet, you can grant my right
to anything that does not happen to belong to you!” sug-
gested Monk,

NEXT
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“ Well, not exactly. You don't understand.”” ”

“ No, i suppose 1 don't. Will you give me your bicyclei'™

' Certainly not!™ ) Wi

“Then 1 can only consider you as a humbugl'

“Not at all. 1 could read you an extract from the hun-
dred-and-fifty-seventh chapter of my book which would prove
to you that——" )

““Never mind; we can dispense with all that, You are
o humbug! And, as a sincere anti-humbuggist, 1 foel that

‘“As o w .

YA sincere nnti-h:lmb\:Fmatl”- said Monk severely,
“Take hold of him, kids!’

*Now, look here——""

*“Tio him to his bicycle, and—""

* Look out!” exclaimed Carboy. ' Thove's Tom Morry,
and those other two rotters are with him. 'Ware, Saints|’

The Terrible Threa were strolling up the road from the
direction of St. Jim's, They asighted the Grammuarians at
the eame moment that Carboy epotted them. Skimpolo
waved his hand.

“ Rescue!' he ehouted,

“8hut up, as!’”

* Roscue, 8t. Jim'al Help1" . e T
@ Such a call wus never heard in vain by the Terrible
Three. They broke into a run immediately, and deched
towards the Grammarian trio,

** Buck “i:;) Gragmmar 8chool ! "’ shouted Frank Monk.

And at tho cry two or three fellows in Grammar 8chool
caps came out of the trecs beside the lane, and reached
the spot just ue the 8t. Jin’s juniors omme up. The odde
were against the Terrible Thres, but they could not leave
a Saint in the hands of the enemy.

“8Bock it to them!" shouted Tom Merry.

*“ What-ho!” said Manners and Lowther.

And the three rushed to the attack. So powerful was thae
charge of the three juniors that Monk, Lane, and Carboy
were rolled over in the lane by it. But as they went down
they clung to their assailanta, and dragged them down aleo.

' Buck up, Grammar School!” .

The other Grammnriane piled upon the Terrible Threo.
Skimpole was dragged down, and u Grammarian sat upon
his chest. Tom Merry, fighting desperately, was overcome
by Lane and Carbey, and made n prisoner,

The odds against the Snints were too heavy. Dusty end
dishevelled, with many signe of the fray about them. they
were overcome, and the victorious Grammarians sat upon
them hard to eecure them.

‘‘ A regular bag, and no mistake ! "’ chuckled Frank Monk.
“This rominds me of tho timo when weo captured theso
L them bhome with their heads through a

“That wns 0 good wheexo,” grinnod Carboy.
“We made you sit up for it, though!™ gasped Tom

Merry.

" ‘lytvu. rather ! said Lowther., ““ Weo did you brown, and
we'll do you brown again, you Grammar roltors! Yah'!”

Frank Monk laughed. .

*“They had better walk that jigger back to their roifen
old echool!” ho remarked. * We'll tin their hunds {o the
handle-bars, and they can walk it hetween thewm.”

*“Hao, ha, hat!”

“You rotters!”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“We haven't any cord, though,” Frank Monk remarked,
feeling in his pockets,  “8till, T supposo their neckties will
answer tho purpose.”

' Let my necktie nlone, you beast!'

“Cuan’t; I want it. Their braces will do, too, if the neck-
tieas aren’t sufficient. Fasten Merry and Lowther to the
handle-bars, one on each side, and Manners and 8kinipole
to the saddle!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

One at a time the strugglin{ Saints were fastencd to the
bicycle. It was soon done. The odde were too great for
offective resiatance. Tom M’erl‘{l and Lowther were ticd
first, their wrists socured to the handle-bars with their own
tics, Then Bkimpole and Manners were fastencdd on either
side of the saddle. .

The Bainta stood round the bicycle, red and savage. Tha
Grammarians howled with laughter na they looked at them,

“There, I think that's all right!” eaid Frunk Monk.
‘“Off you go, you heautios! "

*“8ha'n't!”

b & 'l':l’vm stay there,” said Frank Monk, laughing,
ye |

“ Untie us, you rotlers!'

“Rats! Au revoir!’’ . ) .

And the Grammariane, yelling with laughter, disappearcd
up the road. The Terrible Three Jovked at one another,

“Nioe, isn’t itT" said Lowther.

AR e i
Tom Merry's

* Good-
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“What are you looking for, Gussy?’’ demanded Blake, <'I'm looking for the twaces of the Gwammah onds,”
sold D'Arcy. *‘1 am pleking up their twack, you know, and I have just lost their twaees!”

“ Oh, vory nioo,” said Manners—" very nice indeod! Tom
Merry is o nice sort of a lender to lend us into this, I don’t
thinlk!"

“It's all Bkimpole’s fault,” said Tom Merry.

“Yea, you're right there. It all comos of allowing that
dungerons lunatic out alone!”

* Really, Lowther—""

0, gon‘t talk to me, ass! Nioe sot of fools we shall
Bt. Jim's in this etate! We haven't

wole getting back to
The [ellowa will chip us to

ol over that kite affair yot,
eath."”

“Oh, said Tom Merry.
l!ung'. "
“(an't faoe the school in this atate.”

“Wo can’t stay hore all might."

“ Well, think of some way out of it,'"" growled Lowtlor.
“¥ou cnll yourself o leador, Tom Merry, don't you?"

‘T cull you an ass, il that'a %ot anything to do with it"

Y Bl if T don't take Blake for leader in future!'
snid Manners, “ He olaims to be leader of the School Ilouss
iuniam, and he couldn’t make a bigger muck of anything
han this, I think.”

“Oh, shut up, and coma nlong!"

There was evidently nothing  else to be done. The four
L‘;mom moved along rond, dragging the wobbling
icvele botween them. They were not fm' from tho gaten
of St. Jim's. It was gotting near to calling-over, and many

blow the fellowa!'' Y Uome

EXT
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follows were returning fo the school, so the Terrible Threo
and Skimpole soon had an audience.

A orowd of juniors belonging to both Housos gathered
round thom and marched in with them, and not a hand
waa raised to rolease thein. The ljolm perhaps soemed to
thom to be too good a one to apoil.

The Terrible Threo wobbled on acros the quadrnn‘fle with
erimson [aces. Figgins & Co. met thom en route, an ronred
with laughter. Blake & Co. were standing on the Boehool
House ateps, and they simply shrieked. i

“Bai Jove, 1 wogard this ns wathah funnay!' said
Arthur Angustus D’Arcy. “* Are you havin' a wippin' time,
Tom Mewwy?”

“Cut us looas, ass!'’ )

“1 wefuse to be chawactewieed as an nsal”

“Can't you lond us a hand?"” )

“ Oh, cortainly!" said Blake. “ We're alwnyva willing to
hol.pRyctr;:ﬁ?ung follows out of trouble, you know."

. a "

Blake opened his pocket-knife.
“I suppose I needn't nsk you if it was the ?rnmmnrim:a
who tied you up like this?”" he remarked, * I suppose we
can take it for granted that whenever you come in tied up
to o kite or o bicycle, you have been upholding the honour
of St. Jim's in tho way you are distinguished for?"
“1(!!" cut the cackle, and got us loose before Ruilton comes

out !
A Ly of
'l'bln-o ﬂ'%'-';r:"l o :rs-
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" Certainly, What I eny fs—"
Can’t you untie that?” growlod Monty Lowther. * That
necktio cost me ome und six, and I don't 8e0 what you

wint to slice it up with u beustly knife for!’
” E)t'oul'g better l:oop still, or I ehall be elicing you next!”
win

*There, 1 told you eo! Nover mind; it's only a elight
cut, and you look so red that very likely a little blood-
letugg will save you from apoplexy.”

* You villain! " Ow!”

" There you are again! Now for

Manners was carof
lnatyto be';edltn-ed. ble abo i ,

*You neodn't trouble about setti im loose,” growled
Lowther, rubbing his write. Hemgught to bo lte':n tied
up, or chained, or something."” .

“It's all his fault we got into this mess,” grunted Man-

)" said Bkimpale, in a tone of reuIONstrance,
y you: own fault, you know., You did not
' put up 8 very good fight—"
" Ha, ha, ha!" roared Blake.

He cut gl'i.m le loose, and the bicycle reelcd away. The
amateur Bocialist rubbed his wrists ruefully. The fellows
who had tied those knets had riot erred on the side of muking
them too looss, by any means,

" You'd better go in and get a wash,” remarked Blake,
surveying the dusty, red, and dishovelled chums of the Shell
with o critical oye, * You'd bo all the better for it. We'll
go nn;logive the Grammariahs socks.’

"Good!"” said Dighy. *You remember that after that
kito affair it was we who put tho
place. We can do the same again.”

‘** Yans, wathah I’

u, Mannere | "
to keep quite still. Skimpole was

Uoners,

Grammar cads in their

- on!” said Herriea. “Weé oan't have them sa

that they’ve licked anybody belonging to this school without
Feumg a sef Of thick cars for it. It's hard checse that these
ellows should give us so much work to but—-""
‘' But as leadors of the House juniors, it's our duty,” said
(N
SR,
and eat coke
entered gga House. And
lowed him with grim faces.
Jack Blake Jaughed.
" Come on, kids!” hLe said.

ing

rowled Tom Merg crossly, as he
onty Lowther a Manners fol-

!* The Grammar rotters cannot
r a‘wa.y,”lnd we may find them and avenge the honcur
. Jim's,

" Yans, certainly, deah boy. We're goin' to avenge the
beastly honsh of B¢, Jim's, or know the weason why, you
know.” Wait & minute till I get a silk hat.”

'* Ass, are you ﬁoing out looking for o fight in a silk hat1”

* No; I should look for it in the lane. But I want'to wear
a silk hat, you know. Wo may be goin’ to have & wuff
oncountah, but that's no weason why we shouldn’t keep up
o wespectable appcuwance, you know,"” ¢

* Come as yoa are!”

' Weally, Blako—""

Blak 'u'l'}i..?'ﬂ"' in D'Arey’ 1 th 1 h

o is arm in D'Arey’s, ahil the swoll of the

had to go, wm,-niﬁy. The four.chums walked

out of the gates. Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther went

R.wu to get cleaned after that roufh and dusiy encounter,
ey were loilowed by the chuckles of the S8chool House.

— ey —

CHAPTER B5.
The Raid of Figgins & Co.

o OME on!" said Figgins.
The Ca. 'ooked at him,
" Hallo!" said Kerr. ‘* What'’s on now?"”

“I'm afraid [ can't come now,” said Fatty Wl;‘vnn. % I've
promised Pratt to go with him to the tuckshop, and I
couldn’t possibly break a promise.”

I dare say Pratt will bo just as pleased if you don’t go!”
growled Figgins. .

**'That’s not the question. He's going to stand a feed.”

‘ Como on|" o

‘And I'm hungry. I'get awfully hun%ry in this June
weather, you know.” And I had a very light tea—only a few
cggs and a couple of sausages with my bacon, and half &
dozen tarts, —" .

“ Oom on l” .

* But really, Figgy——"*

* Come on, I teﬂ you! I'll explain as we 1"

“In it & raid?" asked Kerr, as he followed his leader out
nlf the Ncw House, and Fatty Wynn reluctantly brought up
the rear.

“¥Yes. And there’s grub in it, I fancy.”

THURSDAN |

**BLAKE & 60’8 TRIUMPH.”

Faity Wynu ;.. kted u
* What's that, Figgy?” he asked quickly.
“You know Blako had & big hamper to-day??
.. " Well, yes, rather, us we changed the lubcls on it and sent
it to Tom Merry instead,” said Kerr, with a grin,
‘“ Well, Blake will have got it back hefore this.
what that hamper’s most [ikely to contain?"

“A uﬂrand,” said Fatty Wynn, with glistening cyos; * and
a jolly i'f one, I should judge, from tho size of the hamper.”

“Exact y.n

* But we can't get hold of it,” said Kerr,
too big for us to move, isn’t it1"

**1 don’t know. There arc three of us.”

* But we couldn’t got a thinE that sizo out of the School
House without being ecen, and Blake will be in his study.”

** Blako has just gone out.” -

** Why, it's close on lockiui;upl” .

**1 know it is, but Blake haa just gone out, and Dig and
HMerrics und Gussy have goue with him. That's why I
thought of tho raid,”

" Good |

his ears.

You know

“The hamper's

"

“1f we can't move the hamper we can raid the contents *
pe

of it,"” said Figgins, with a grin. It will make up for the
times when the Sehool Houso rotters have raided us. You
remember the time they raided the fig pudding!” .

“*Ha, hal Yes! And a nice time they had of it after
eating tho thing,” said Fatty Wynn. * And a nico time we

ad, too, for that matter.”

“Tt was a jol]{l goad pudding 1"’

" Yes; if you had left the cooking to me, “You can’t couk
for toffico, Figgy. There are some things you can do, but
cooking isn't one of them. You can Rlay footer, and you can
Lowl, but you can’t make puddings.”

“I tell you that fig Pud ing——""

*And I tell you—" e ‘

* Oh, blow the fig pudding!” said Kerr. * Nover mind
that now! The quest is about raiding Blake's atudy, and
the sooner we do it the better, if we're going to do it at all.
The{‘ can't stay out long." -

" That's true, Kerr.” ]

‘*Come on, then,” said Figgine. “Btill, T admit it gets
my back up when ?ntty says 1 can’t cook & pudding, at
fig purding has never really been forgotten—"".

** Becaune it made us all ill!" . !

" Only because wo shoved syrup of figs into il."

** You shoved it in, you mean !’

* Well, it was really your d“i"f’ you know." .
“Why, I was against it all along. You must remember
that, Figgy.”

‘Y don’t remember thing of the sort, 1 remember——*'

** You'd better remember that it's close on locking-up time,
and Blake won't be long,” said Kerr,

* You're right. Come along!"” S

The June dusk was thiokenir:fxin the old quadrangle of St
Jim's. The New House boys dodged inte the Behool Houee.
They hurricd upstaira to the Fourth Form corridor, meeting
no one on the way but 8kimpole, whom they encountered just
outside Study No. 6. S8kimpolo stopped and looked at them
suspiciously. :

1 n:(f, what are you Now IHouse fellows doing in hero?”

he asked. *‘ What little game aro you u? to now?”’
Figgina could have wiped up the linoleum with Bkimpole
for appearing at that inoppcrtune morfent, but it wes no
timo for such drastic measures. Ho assumed his blandest
smile, with o rapid sign to tho Co. to dissimulate.

‘' Hallo, Bkimpale, is that you?"

“Yos,"” said Bkimpole, *' I asked you——'’

*1 hope you weren't hurt by those nasty, rough Gram-
marinn follows?* said Figgins, with grout eolicitude.

** Well, no,” said Bkimpole, * They are not really rough,
Hu know, but tho’y are lamentably ignorant and obtuse,

ey Lave practically no knowledgoe of higfher ethics, and
they reFard the fundamental principles of Bocialism as
matter for rude jests,” .

‘“In it possible?" exclaimed Figgins, in amazement.

"1 mnssure you that it is. 1 would willingly have spent o
couple of hours in explaining to them—-""

" You should have read them a chapter of your hook on
the subject,” said Kerr, taking his cue fron Figgins. ** That
would have done them good."”

‘' Unfortunately, I did not have it with me. I think, how-
ever, that probably they would not have listened.”

“Oh, I don't know! You know that the ;Fo.ll.of eloquence
will tame the most eavayo hearts," said :gﬁ:ns. “There
was that stuff you were r«-nuhiugi about the othor day, when
wa wore havi the elections for the school rlinment,
What wae it? I know it onded with 'ism"” and was somes
thing about romething—I remember that ciiahm:tly i

** If it was Detoerminism—-"" .

** Yes, I dare say it wes, or something of the sort. By the

SRl Lengh Taje of
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way, have you a book you could lend me on that aubject,

Skimpola?"

“Yos, certainly. ‘Thero's Fattheddoffski's famous hook
‘Datorminism : Boing a Treatise to prove that Kvery Cause
bnn nn Elfxct, and that overy Effeet is the result of a
ase ——

“Just the thing! Havy you got it with yon?” asked Fig-
gins, who knew perfectly well tﬁzt Skimpole hadn't.

*No; but I could get it for you if you like to wait.”

“How 'ong would 1t take you?”

“Only o fow minuios.”

“Well, if you don’t mind taking the trouble—"'

“My dear Figgins, u sincere Socialiat does not mind how
much trouble ho gives to himself or others in epreading tho
gloriows propaganda.”

* In thai onse you may as well got tho book,"” said Figgins.
“If you'd like to bring any other volumes on tho same sub-
ﬁ-c'g.’ you might. Korr and Wynn want them as much a: |
o

This was porfectly trua. Kerr and Wynn wanted those
portentoun volumoes exactly asmuch as Figginy did—which
wan not at nll

“I'll bring you half a dozen of them,' said the ul:lifing
iﬂkl]r‘nnoia. “Just wait here a [ew minutos, and I'll bo
nck.

“Thanks, awfully, old fellow!”

And the amateur Socinlist disappeared.

“Come on!" said Figgina, dragging hia two chuma into
Study No. 6, and closing the door, ** ﬁlo‘vn gut to get clear
Iefore that howling ass returns. Where's that hamper?"

He turned up the gas, which Blake had left turned low
after boirg last in the study. The hamper was easy enough
to discover then, It stood 1'ear the table, and took up nearly
as much room. The lid was closed now, however.  Blako
had not yet received the Head's permission to unpack it, hut
ho was aware that the hamper might very probably be raided
hy Iumrry juniors on the soent of a feed. e had con-
wauoently worked in a chajn to fasten it, and had secured the
chain with a padlock, so that it was impossible to open the
hamper now. Tho key waa in Blake's pocket, so the contents
%l{]e hnmper were safe enough, unless it was carried off

dily.

Figgina glanced at the hnmger. and gave a whistle as he
aw tﬁe padlock. Ho put his fingers under the lid and gave
it o wrench. But the hamper wns of the strongest possible
construction, and Figrins's wrench had no effevt upon it,

* Rotten!” eaid {err. ““There's no opening the giddy
thing without tools, at any rate. I euppose the kida here
have had a feed on what's inside, and then padlocked it to
provent the stuff being raided.”

1t was u natural supposition, nnd Figgine nodded assent.
r hungrily. The padlock
seomod 1o him simply cruel. Like the Peri at the gates ol
Paradise, Fatty Wynn gazed upon the lock on the hamper.

“Rather a healt.{y trick of ]gl?ake’n," said Figgina. It
shows n rotten, suspicious nature to go about pa ocking his
things, 01: if }l:e |thou1(ht somehody wanted to pinch his grub "

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ What are you cackling at, Kerr?”

“Nothing. = Wa can't got that hampor open, and Blake
may bo back any minute, Hush! There's somebody coming
along tho passage now."” .

Figgine turned the gas down inatantly.

Tho New House raiders listened intently. .

“The fellow's nol coming from the etairs,” whispored
Figgina, ‘*and there's only ono of him. He's coming from
tha opposite direction.'

“Then it's Bkimpole!”

“Yes, ooming back with his rotten boshy books!"
chuckled Figzins. “Not a sound; let's watoh tho ass!"

The throe juniors lookod through a narrow slit as Figgina
held the door slightly ajar. The passage wae lighted, and
they saw the amateur ialist coming along. 8kimpole
wans heavy lnden. Ile had three hqu volumos under either
arm, and a bundle of ;‘nmphleh sticking out of his pockat.

Ho stopped, and looked u nd down the passage,
evidently surprised not to ind Figgina & Co. there. The
New louso trio watched him breathlessly. Up and down
the passagoe he looked, but there was, of course, no sign of
Fiquina & Co. Bkimpole frowned.

“Denr nie—that is rather rude of lhqgml‘ and extromely
inconsiderate,” he murmurod aloud. *‘Is it possible that
he did not want the books, but was merely rotting? I am
vary eorrg to lose such An opportunity of spreading the
light of Bocialiam, I supposa L had better t the books
back again.”

Bkimpolo gave a last look round. It did not eeem to
ocour to_him_that the New House trio might be in one of
tho studies. He frowned again, and turned back, and dis-
Ml’“r@d up the passage with his burden of Bocialistio lore.

nd a low chuckle from Figgins & Co. lollowed him.

THORSDAY:
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CIIAPTER 6.
Hiding the Plunder.

IGGINS did not move until tho footsteps of the
amatour Socialist had died away, Then he latched
the door and turned up the gas.

“That ass is gone,” he remarked, with a grin. “ We'vo
gol rid of him very woll. Bat the difficulty is that Blako
may be back any minute, and we can't possibly get that
padlock off without tools. It would b2 rough to have to
give up the idea of a raid after we've got so far—""

“We can't give it up,” snid Fatty Wynn emphatically.
“I've missed going to the tuckshop with Pralt to come
hore with vou, Figgine, Something's got to he done, or
we sha'n't get a feed ot all. I'm hungry now.”

*The beastly thing's oo heavy to carry away,” 4nid Kerr,
looking doubtfully at tle qreat hamper, ** We might Jower
it from the window if e had time, nnd get hall a dozen
fellows underneath to earry it away——"

Figgiua's eyves glistened,

“Tuere's no time to do that here,’ ho exclaimed, * but
if wo could get the hamper out of the room into some other
part of the house——""

“ By Juve, yos! Bupposa we got it along to the hox-
roam at the end of the passage,” exclaimed Kerr excitedly.

“Blake wouldn’t know what had become of if, and he
wouldu't know where to look for it --='"'
“My hatt That's the idea!” suid Fatty Wynn. “ Buck

up, and lot's get the hamper out of the study before those
bounders come in!"”

“ Come on, then!”

Thero was no tima to waste. Figgina & Co. scized tho
hamper and dragged it to the door, Tt was heavy, but
thoy were strong, and they were in deadly earnest. The
hamper was dragged along, and out of the door into the
passaga.

The passage was quite clear. There was a chance for the
New IHouse raiders to gei thie hamper to the box-room un-
detected, if they lost no time.

“Comao on'' exclaimed Figgins

And at a gasping run the juniors went along, dragging
the hamper over the linoleum at a speed really remarkable
considering the weight of it. Right up to the box-room
dune they dashed, and Figgina kicked it
bundled ‘the hamper inside. There was the svun

opening doar further up {l:¢ passage. PO

“Quick " gasped Figgins.

He seized the doar and slung it shut.
in the corridor, and then the voice of Tom
heard.

“What's all thar row about?” ;

The New House trio ecarcely breathed. The Terrible
Three had finiched cleaning up after their adventure with
the Grammarians, and wore coming down when the noiso
of tho hamper being drogged along the passage had
evidently caught their cars.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther came round tho
corner about three seconds afrer Figgins had closed the
box-room door. They looked up and dowr the passage.

“ What wae all that row?" said Manners, looking puzsled.
' There was o fearful din in the corridor just now."

“ Plessed if 1 know,” said Lowther, ‘‘There's nobody
here now.”

“ It sounded like somcthing being dragged along,”’ Tom
Merry remarked.  ‘““ Hallo, Gore; what was that row
about?!”

Gore of the Shell had just comte upstairs. He grinned as

looked at the Terrible Three.

“1 haven't hourd any row,"” he replied. ‘I've hoard
something clse, though.”

“Ilave you? What do you mean?"’ )

“I heard about four nsses coming home to 8t. Jim's tied
up round a bicycle,”” chuckled Gore. ‘' Ha, ha, hat"

Tom Merry turned red. Tho Terrible Three had expected
to got a torrent of chipping over the adventuro with the
Grammarians, and they were certain not to be disappointed.

“Oh, ahut upd” growled Monty Lowther. ‘' Stop that
cackling, Gore. I don't see what you want to go off like a
blessed alarm clock for."

* Ha, ha, hat”

Goro went on down tha passage I-“Telinm The Terrible

, went downstairs.
Figgins turned to his comrades with a grin in the darkness
Of—ﬁllﬁ box-room.

“That was a narrow shave,” he murmured, * But a miss
Ja as good as a mile. It would have been all up if Tom
Merry hoad spotted us then.”

** 8hut tile door,” said Kerr, “TI'll light the gas."”
*“Don't turn it too high. It would be seen under the

: AR
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* Right-ho!" .
A glimmer of gas was sufficient to light the box-room.
She ilow House trio looked about them. The room was

rotty well filled with empty boxes and other lumber.
F‘iggma crossed to the window and looked out into the dusky
quad.

“aggles is locking up,” he remarked. ‘' Blake docsn’t
soom to ba in yet. He's been in for it, I expoct.”

“ Never mind Dlake now, How are we to get the hamper
away " -

"{Vo shall want o jolly strong rope and half a dozen
follows up here to huip us sling it out of the window,” said
Figgins, ' Then it will be no joke to get it into the New
House, It will ba a big job; and one thing's pretty certain
—wa can’t do it while the 8chool House is awnke.”

Keorr gave a whistle,

I guppose you're right, Figey, but—""

“ Anybody coming ont into the quad could see it elinging
from tflo window," said Figgins decidedly, ‘' 1t's no good
thinking of it now. If it's to be done at all, it will huve
to be done after lights out.” !

“Well, it will be fun, anywoy.”’

* Vory funny if we get spotied being out of the House
after lights out,” Fatty Wynn remarked. ‘It would meun
a fearful row.”

“If you're getting funky, Fatty Wynn—"

* Oh, rats, E‘i gy, you know 1'm game! It's a good iden,
too. The Schocﬁ House rotters burg"!cd our house on Kerr's
birthday, and it will be tit for tat.”

“That'a the ideal”

“ But Blake will scerch for the hamper when he misses
it from his room,” said Kerr. *They might look in here.”

“H'm!" said ﬁ'igginu thoughtfully.” “'T don’t think that's
likely, but it’s quite possible, and if they lock in hero and
find the hamper we shall be done in. We sha’n't know, und
should have all the trouble of burgling the Bchool House
for nothing. That wonld be vatten,” .

“1 should eay eo."

“We shall have to éonceal it comehow, that's all. T dare
say we can shove it out of sight under some of these empty
boxes. Here's a dozen or more piled on top of one another
at this end of the rvom. elp me get them down, and we'll
ahqve in 1;}}@ Lamper and pile them on it.” -

The New House Co. set to work at once. The empty

xes. were not difilcult to handle, and they soon had the
space weared. The hamper was dragged close to the wall,
and the emp{g boxes stacked rouna and over.it.  ‘The
hamper from 'fommg wus completely concenled from view.

Flfﬁmu chuckled.

“That's all right,” he observed. " Now we've only got
to got out of the house, without being seen if possible.
If we'ro not spotted, Blake won't even suspect that it's o
Now House raid.”

“Hkimpole hea seen us—""

Oh, he's too busy thinking of reforming socictly to altach
ntng importance to o trifle like that! He's forgot all about

“Very likaly. - Lot’s get out.”

Figgins unfastoned the catch of the bex-room window.

**We shall have to get in by tho window,” ke remarked,
It will bo easy cnough to get up by the ivy, and eusy
enough to get in at tge window now it's unfastencd, If
th'o{l loo,l’c in here they'll nover think of looking at the
window,

The three juniors quitted the box room. The pussnge was’

empty, but s they went down the broad etaircase of the
School House they could hardly fuil to be seen. Figgiuw's
hopo of escaping undetocted was soon dissolved. Mellish of
the Fourth met them on the «taivs and stared at them.

“ Hallo, you New House rotterp——--"

It was a time for uction, not for words. Figgine gave
the astonished Mellish u push that made him st down on
the stairs in n hurry.

* Come on!” he oried.

The Co. dashed down three steps at a time.
on tho stuir and yelled,

* Now House rotters! Look out!™

“Sure and it's Figgivs!"' exclaimed Reilly of the Fourth,
nshing into the way of the flecing Co. with an Irishman's
disregard for the odds. * Btop thim!”

Throe pnire of hands seized Reilly, and ho went recling
against’a study.door, and Figgine & Co. dashed on, out into
the quadrangle. Tho alarm had spread, and juniors cemo
running out -of the common-room,

“ What's the trouble?” asked Tom Merry.

“Figgina & Co.—"

“ Wheret”’

*They've gonel’

mgﬂlggnf ]

Mellieh eat
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“You're too late,” said Mellish. ‘' Just what's to be ex.
cted of you, too! You're no good for anything but te
Ef- tied up to l’cll.el and biqmlea by the Grammar cads!”
“8ure and ye're right!" exclaimed Reilly. YItte ting
Tom Merry resigned—""

“'Oh, rats!” said Tom Merry; and he walked away.

Figgins & Co., expecting pursuit, ran across the quad-
rangle, But as they saw that the Bchool House juniors only
wtored out into the dusk from the steps of the Bchool House,
they stopped.

““We'ro well out of that)' grinned Figgins. * Hallo!
What's that row at the gate?”

There was n sound of knocking at the gates of 8t. Jin's,
closed now for the night. A voice coul(f bo heard in the
distunce, apparent] mmonstrat.inq with Taggles.

*It's those boum&rs come back 1"

“Hallo] What are you doing out of your House nt this
hour?' exclaimed Monteith, the head prefect of the New
House, coming by, *' o In at oncel” )

W 2

“(Go in at once, I tell you!” s
There was no help for it. Figgins & Co. wenl into the
New House under the cye of the prefect.

—

CHAPTER 7,
Avenged!

T is time we followed the chums of Study No. 6. Fully
determined to avenge the ineult to the dignity of St.
Jim's, and incidentally grovo that they were far moro

worthy than the Terrible Three to carry on the gloriouw
traditions of the School House, the four chums sallied out
of the gates, in search of Frank Monk & Co. They guesscd
tl:.a}r1 the Grammarians were not fyr away, and they were
right. . ' -

Frank Monk, Lane, and Carboy were strolling casily in
the direction of the Grammar Behool in the guthering dusk
of the June evening. They had timo to get in before the
gates of the Grammar School were closed, and they strolled
along at an oasy pace, chuckling over the wadventure with
Skimpole and the Terriblo Three.

They weré in no hurry, and it did not cccur to them that
Nemesis was on their track, Tha other Grammarians wero
gone on ahead, und Monk and his frionds were alone when
the pursuers spotted them.

Bluke had, of course, guessed in what direeticn to lock
for the Grammar luds. At that hour thoy comld only ba
going homa. 1Y Arey, who had of late distinguished himself
as an amatour dotective, wanted to look for fouiprinta in
the dust of the lane. But Blake had no time to humour
I Arcy,

“What aro you poking about there for, Gussy?’ le
demanded, us he saw the ewell of the 8chool House examin-
ing the dusty ground, with his monocle screwrd into his
eye. “*Haove you lost something?”

“'Yaas, wathah " said D'Arey, without looking up.

“ What is it1”

“Tho twaces.”

“The whatt”

“The twaces of tha Gwammah oads. I am pickin' up
their twaek, you know, and I have just lost their twaces.”

* You shricking aes !’

1 uttahly wefuse to bo chawactewised es n shwickin’ ass.
I am lookin® for their twaees in the dust. Sherlock Holnes
always looks for the twack of tha cwiminals."

“T suppono there aro about a hundred tracks in that durt,
futhead—"

1 wofuse to be addwessed ns o fathead.”
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“And Sherlock Holmes couldn't havo told one from
enother. Bosides, it's gettin dm&."
“As soon as I have once

v

ound the twack, we can wun
liko anythin'.

“Rats! There's no neod to look for tracks. We know
tho Grammar oads must have gone towards the Grammar
Sohool, ass, and there's only vne road they can have taken,
80 come on."”

LS "I"hnl is not the way Sherlock Holmes would weason it

* Como on!" )

“I am sowwy to disagweo with you, Dlake, but T cannot
come on until I'have discovahed the twacks of the Gwammah
cnds,” said Arthur Augustus firmly. * How do we know
that thoy have mot left tho woad wnd gone thwough the
wood, for instance?”’

‘ Because they would be late for calling over at the
Grammar Scheol if they went the long way round, duffer.”

“I wefuse to bo called & duffuh. If you nph)ly vhat
extwemely oppwobwious expwession to me again, Diake, I
ahnll be  compelled to intewwupt the pwoceedings by
administerin' to you a weally fuwhllul thwashin'.”

“0Oh, come on!" suid Digby, * Let Gussy look for the
tracka if he likos, and we'll got an. Leave him thero.”

“Right-ho!" exclaimed Herries,

“Good!” eaid Blake. ‘* Put your beef into it, too. We
dont want 4o got back to 8t. Jim’s aftor locking-up, if we
can help it.”

I sny, deah boys—""

But the dear boys were a‘:riniing on through the June
dusk. D'Arcy gnzed after them for a moment, and then

azed al tho indistinguishable tracke in the dust of the lane.

‘inally he debided to follow his comrades, and he, too,
broke into a run, and the tracky were never looked for after
that. The chums of Study No. 6 kept on at a rapid run,
D'Arey holding his eyeglass in one "mnd, and his cap on
with tho other.

It was Digby who first sighted the cnemy. He caught
Blake's arm and stopped him, pointing ahead at three dim
figurcs that loomed up in the dusk of the trces beside the
nne.

“There thoy arel”

Dlake halted, breathing heavily.

“Good] Get on the grass here kids, and they won't hear
us, and we’ll pounce on them suddenly.”

“Good wheeza!"

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

Thero wis a belt of grass under tho trecs beaide the lane,
The chuma ran along on tho grass and made no sound.
Tho Grammarians did not look round; nothing was farther
from their minds than pursuit. The St. Jim's juniors were
loval with them beforo they had a suspicion of danger.

Then & gasping breath from I Arcy caught Frank Monk's
fquick ear, and he turnod round and shouted to his com-
panions,

“* Look out!”

But the wnrming oame too late. The four juniors from
ft. Jim's hurled themsolves upon the Grammarians, and
had them down in the road before they could make a move-
ment to defend themselves,

““Got you, you rotters!” roared Blnke, as he pinned Monk
(lic::vn with a knoe on his chest. * 1 think this is our turn—
ch?

‘““Yaas, wathah!”

“ Y oy o=y ou——' “Whoere did you
spring from?”

“We havo twacked you down, dosh boys,’” said D"Arcy,
as he sat upon Carbov's chest. ** You may wegard your-
solves as pwisonahs of war."”

*Yos, wo've got "em " said Blake, with great satisfaction.
‘j‘ N;:w, I fancy tho proper capor is to roll them into the
diteh,”

‘“Hore, hold on!” exclaimed Frank Monk, in alarm.
“Thore's four feet of water in that ditch, you nss!”

“QOh, that's_all right; wo'll hold your heads above the
wator "' said Blako. '* We'ro not going to drown you."

“You'll spoil our clothes, you duffor!”

“H'm! Well, if you lit&o_m confess yourselves licked,
we'll forogo tho ducking,” sid Blake thoughtfully. ** You
am"liuko , out and out, you know, so you may as well own

up.
e Ratal”
“ What did you say?”
“Roata! RA TS, rotal”
“Woll, of all the cheek! You'll go into the dit-h now
wilthout the ?ﬁhon of a fine. Roll 'em over, kids!"

“Right-ho
Woll the wottahs ovah, deah boys!"

]

gasped Monk.

““Yans, wathahl
Monk, Lane, and Carboy strugglod desperately, * The Bt.
Jim'a juniors were four to three, but it was a terriblo tussle.
D'Aroy dropped his oyeglass, and stoppoed to look for it.
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For a minute the odds wore even, and in that minute tho
Grammarians made a great effort and tore themselves loose,
Thoy ataggered to thoir feot, and would have fled, but they
had no time, Blake, Merries, and Digby were upon them
ngain, and the fight raged furiously.

* Comoe on, Guaqy L

‘ ¥nas, wathah!'

D’Arcy threw himself into the fight again. Tho three
Grammauariana were driven right to the edge of tha diteh
under n shower of blowa. Thero they rallied, and dodged,
and went eprinting down tho lane, D'Arcy was rushing in
pursuit, when Blake ealled him back.

** Hold on, Gussy!”

‘“ Bottah wipo up the Fwound with the boundahs while wa
are about it, deah boy.'

‘“Rats! 'Nuff’s as good as a feast,” snid Blake, tonderly
caressing a nose swollen to somothing like double its usual
sxize. We've got their caps hero ns trophies, to show we've
licked 'em.” : .

There wero three Grammar Bchool caps lying in the duat.
Monk, Lane, and Carboy had not had time to pick them up.
Blake gatherod them in with a grin,

**We'll take these home to 8t, Jim's,"” he maid. “Wo
can sond 'em on to Monk by post to-morrow. Meanwhile,
they'll prove that wo licked tho Grammar cads hollow, and
if Tom Morry doesn’t have to get off his perch over this
job, you can use my hend for a erickot-ball.”

i Jmu. wathah! Wo've weally beaten tho Gwammariana
hollow, deah boys, and the Tewwiblo Thwee won't have a
beastly leg to stand on, you know."

The four juniors were in hi foather now. Thoy had
won a victery, und they had the trophies to show. They
also had a varied assortmoent of black eves, swollen noses,
and thick eara; but what of that? They were onl: “he
soars of honourable combat. i

‘““Lot's get back to 8t. Jim's,"” said Blake. ““I'm afraid
wa shall bo late for locking-up as it is. (‘ome on!”

“ Nover mind ; wo've licked the Grammar cads.”

““Yaas, wathah! We have given the Gwummah onds a
f‘awhful thwashin', deah boys, and they can't get out of
that."”

The chums of 8tudy No. 6 lost no time in getting to tho
gatos of St. Jim's. But the gates wore locked. They were
a good ten minutes late, and Taggles was always prompt
in closing the gatos to time.

There was nothing for it but to ring, and that Blake did.
The form of Tnggles, the portor, loomed up in the g!ooh:*.

* Hallo, Taggles, ol fuliow " said Disk. aTalny, “Sorry
to disturb you like this, Jou know. You closed the gates
rather early, didn’t you? .

Taggle: gnve the chums of the Fourth a stony glaro
through the bars of the gate. .

“1 closed the gates at the right time, according to
hordors,” he said frigidly.

'“You're going to let us in, aren't you, Taggy?"”

' Yes, Master Blake, and report you 4o the Fad.”

* Now, look horo, Taggles, ns an old sporte——"

““Yaas, wathnh, Taggles, deah boy! Wo appeal to you
as an old sport, you know.”

Taggles grinned.,

* When you're on the right side of the gate, Master Blake
I'm an old hunks and an old rascal, but now I'm an old
sport.”

“Of course, Taggles, you don't mind any little jokes weo
make,” said bhlm, in a whoodling tone. * Wo all respect
you very highly, Taggles.” s

‘“Yes, after Iocking-u{z."

‘*“Don’t be sarcastic, Taggles, It doesn’t suit your stylo
of boauty, you know; it roally doean't. Let us in like a
good chap." )

“8o I will, and report you to the 'Ead.”

Blake felt in his pocket. Ila had a half-crown thore that
was not worth more than its weight as pewter, being a
spurious coin that had n passad on Blake in an un-
guarded moment. A half-crown was a scrious loss to a
junior, and Blake had kept the counterfeit coin, not with
the idea of passing it in his turn, of course, but in tho
hope of mecting tho porson who had passed it upon him,
He had confided to his chums his intention of making that
person eat i, But it now ocourred to Blako that ho might
make a good use of that spoof coin, '

T say, Tagglos—""

The porter caught & glimmor of metal betwoen Blaka's
finger and thumb, Taggles was always, aa Blake torsely
oxpressed it, “ on the make,” and the sight of a half-crown
roused his cupidity at onoe,

“What 'ave you to say, Master Blake?"

‘““Would vou like me to make you a present of thist"

“Which I always does my dooty,” said Tagglos, *and if
any young gentleman feolt inclined to make me a present
of an ’arf-crown, I shouldn't have anything to aay again it.”

mdB5hv,  “BLAKE & C0.’S TRIUMPH.  ARoRRisierih.Tnist
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"' Waally, Blake—="" )

“ Well, 'i'ngg.v. this is yours if you open the gate and say
nothing about 1t." .

“Woully, Bluko, this amounts to bwibery and cowwup-
tion, and [ cannot approve of it,” suid Arthur Augustus

D'Arcy. .
“That's oll right, Gussy; you can stay outside.’
“1 should wefuso to do anythin' of the sort. DBut——""
“Oh, ring off] Taggles, you know, of course, that I

wouldn’t dream of offering you a bribe; that is only

D'Arey's conrsd way of putting it
* Weally, Blake——"

**What 1 mean is, that I have so great a respect for your
charactor that I wish to make you a little present, and herae
it is. Il you care to let us in, I shall take that as a favour
from one gentlemau to another, guilo upart from any con-
sideration of the ha!f-crown.”

“ Bui Jove, that altohs the case, of course, Undah the
eires,, I don't see how Taggles cnn huve any objection, He
can wegard the half-ewown in the light of & pwesentation,
il lotn of people accept pwesentations,”

Tuggles grinned,

He %ne.lcl out o hand between the bars, and Blake placed

tho half-crown in it. Then the gates swung open, aud the

juniors passed in,

** Good-night, Taggles!”

* Good-night, Master Blake!"

“I any, Bluke, you kuow, that's wathah expensive, a half-
cwown to get in for calling ovah,” said Arthur Augustus.

Bluko }:r?nnud. .

* Oh, half-crowns like that are cheap enough!” he said.
“You can get 'em about o shilling a dozen.”

** Bai Jove!”

“Vou see, it was a spoof once!”

"*Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Digby.

! should like to s Taggles’s face when he discovers

it!" grinned Blake. " It's his own look-out, of course, for

doseending to the basoe level of bribery, !

**Ha, ha, ha!l"

' But upon the whole,” said Blake thoughtfully, “ I shall
give him a real half-crown to-morrow in the place of it. It's
a good joke, but if I let him kcop it it would amount to
passing bad maneef."

"1 am weally glud to hear you say so, Blake. It is bettah
to lose half-a-cwown than to have o stain on your beastly
honah, you lnow,”

.-..,,‘: %i;(.:,ﬂy. Lend me half-a-crown, will you?"

T haven't ane. Thank you; I'll return this to you some
time if T romember it, and I'm in funds. Let's get indoors.”

* Weully, Blako——""

“Oh, let's get in, kid|”

And tho chumas of Study No, 6, with the three Grammarian
oapa stuffed under their jackets, entered the School House.

CHAPTER 8.
A Study Row.

“ ALLO, Merry! Got over it, old chap!”
‘' Feeling pretty fit1"”
' Botter look out for the Grammar kids,”

Tom Merry turned crimson,

‘These romarks, and many more like thom, greoted him
when he made his first public appearance after tho ridicu-
lous return home.

The whole school was laughing over the %oko. and his
own Houso-fellows chipped the leader of the Terriblo Three
eveon more than the New Houso boys did.

* Oh, shut up!" said Tom crosly,

*Ha, ha, ha!" roared Gore, * He's getting w"}":'"

I sny, it's about time we had a now leader for the School
House juniors,” said Mellish. * Tom Merry is Plé red out.”

' Well, it does look like it,” said Bkimpole, *If you like
to resign the leadership of the House into my hands for o
time, Merry, I will do my best to——"

“Go and eat coke!”

' Well, there is no need to be rude about it,” said Skim-
pole, ‘"I could probably devise some method of putting the
Grammariana in their place. As you know, 1 have taken
up detective work lately, and, with my trained intellect, I
could soon devise—""

‘' Rats!” L )

‘' Oh, very well,"if you are goin

" When are you going to fly a kite again!” asked
Mellish, with friendly intcrest, ‘1 wish you'd tell us,
Merry ; we want to come along and see the fun.”

Tomn Merry Fut his hands in_his pocketa and walked
away. He met Kildare, of the Bixth, in the quad. The
captain of 8t. Jim’s smiled,

to take it like that—""
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*You're looking a bit better now, Merry. You scem to
havo had the worst of it with tho Grammarian youngsters.”

" Ye.aen,'" said Tom Merry, * Can't take the cake overy
time, you know.”

Kil;{nrﬁ leughed,

" No. It doesn’t look liko it,"”

Tom Merry reddened, und walked on.  Wherever he
appeuared n torrent of chaff grooted him. Figging & Co. at
once greeted him with friemﬁy remarlks.

YTt was reckless of you,” said Kerr. “ You sce, it lowora
tho whole school for you to be licked like that by the
Grammarians."

“That's how the case stamls,” said Fatty Wynn, with a
nod. *The fuct that those chaps nre helpless duffers docsn't
alter the case. It mukes us all look asses.”

* Nothing novel in that for you,” said Tom Merry.

" My opinion is, that Town Merry has lowered the coloura
of-the achool in the most, outrageous wany,” said Fatty Wynn.
* Tho least he cun do, in my opinion, is to stand n feed to
make up for it.”

*' Uh, go and eat cokernuts!" grunted Tom Merry; and ho
walked away.

*“He's gottiug waxy,"” grinned Fatty Wynn, * But 1 eay,
you r-lmfw. I really think that's a good iden ubout thoe food.

“Hullo! 1llere come those kids from No. 6. Blake is
looking mighty pleased with himsolf,” said Figgine,
* Hallo, Bluke, what's the news?”

" Oh, we've iuut licked the Grammariuns, that's all!" said
Blake carclessly. ** We thought they ought to be taken
down a peg or two, after the way they treated Tom Merry.
You know, somebody must uphold the honour of 8t. Jim's.”

* Ha, ha, ha! Tell us what's happened !"

Tom Mcerey had gone up to his study. He had had enough
of chlp%ing for a time, and he thought he would do eomno
work.  But he had scarcely got out his books when the door
flew open, and Manners and Lowther came in,

** Have you hoard the latest?” asked Monty Lowther,

Tom Merry shook his head, ’

** No. What is it?” -

* Btudy No. 6 have had a row with tho Grammarians jn
Rylcombe, and licked them hollow.”

“Jolly glad to hear it!"”

“That's all very well,” said Manners. *I'm glad the
enemy are licked, as far pe-that goes, But what about us?"

ST T waty Lowthor rather aggressively, ' What
p-rioe the Terrible?three?"”

Tom Merry grinned,

** Pretty cheap, 1 should say, Monty,”

“Oh, dow't be funny!” said Lowther. ‘' We've had a
fearful come-down. Tho whole school is cackling over it.”

* I know they are; I've heard 'emn cackle,”

'* Now Blake and his gang have downed the Grammar
rottors——'"

*And what T want to know is,"" eaid Manners. ““ Where
do we come in? The fellows will all bo saying that Bluke
ought to be junior captain.” .

'* Oh, one swallow doesn't make a summer, you know,”

** Perhapy not; but we've had a come-down—""

" Besides, Blauka has always claimed to be leader of the
Iouse juniors, as far as that goes’' enid Tom Merry.
* Thie dossn't make any difference.”

“Yes, it doos; we're nowhere, now, and unloss we get che
in at the Grammar School jolly soon, Blake will be top dog
in the 8chonl Houre, and keep there.”

** Oh, wa shall get our own hack pretty soon [

" How are we going to do it?”’

*‘ That will want thinking out.”

Thore was a tap at the door, and it opened, and the chumas
of Study No. 6 walked in. They were looking very pleased
with themselves,

*“Hnllo!"" said Tom Merry.

“We want to speak to you,” said Blake. ' We've been
thinking—"'

* Yaus, wathah!””

*And our idea is that as we've licked the Grammarians
hollow, and you chaps haven’t been able to do anything of
the sort——""

* You ought to take a back seat—"

** And shut up—="'

** And admit that we are the top dogs, denh boys.”

* Right-ho! That's how it stande.”

** What have you got to say, Tom Merry?"

** Nothing in particular,” yawned Tom Merry, *' exocopting
that T've got sonie work to do, so I'd be glad if you kids
could go and do your chattering in your own study.”

The chums of No. 6 glared.

**And take your faces away with you,” sasid Monty
Lowther plaintively. ** They worry us.”

' Weally, Lowthah——""

‘“Look here! said Blake,

SRR BT
erry's %

*“The Grammarians huvo
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lir:k.:}d you, and wo've licked the Grammarians—ergo—that's
atin-—--"
* Krgo—therefore, doah boys, we woally considah——"'
*Right-ho! That's how it standsg—-"' )
“"‘You .:Imght lo be willing Lo take a back scat. My word!

4

" Now, Tom Maerry—""

Tom Merry pointed to the door,

“ Outaido, youngstors!”

“Youngsters!' roared Blake. “I'll youngaters you, you
bounder!” The CGrammarianns licked you, and we've licked
the Grammarvians, ergo——""

“Travel!l”

" You ought to take a back seat, and aocknowledge us

“These youngsters
As their elders,

Come on; hea's

leadors of the House juniors.”
* Bunk !

' You won't, theni"

* Buaz ofl 1"’

*Wenlly, Tomm Mowwy, those wnde wemarks are no nrgu-
ment. ¥ou must admit that you have mnde o feahful ass
of vourself!"

* Do you kids profor the door or the window as a made
of oxit? asked Tomn Merry politely.

‘' Now, just look here, Tom Morry -

“ Ok, kick them out!™ snid Manners.

¢ in the Fourth Form want teaching o lesson,
wo ought to do it."”

“Elders!" shouted Blake. * Elders by ubout three wceks,
1 sullj‘pmam"

" Two months and seven days,” said Tom Morry severely.
“I'm really surprised at you, Blake, checking older fellows
than yoursolf in this way.”

" Are you going to tako a back seat-—~——"

“I'm very comly where I am, thank you.”

1 mean—""

* Never mind what you mean, Outside!"

" Onoo for all—"

“Wo can’t have children making a noiee in this study,”
said Lowther. *‘I think we had better turn these youngsters
out, Tom."

“Yeos, I aupposs we shall bave to,”’ said Tom Merry,
rising. ‘' Now, run along, little boys—""

It was too much. With ona accord the four Fourth-
Formers hurled themselves upon the Terrible Three. In a
momant tho study was the scene of a terrific struggle. The
Tarrible Threo were only three against four, but they were
thio best Aghting-men in the Shell. And as Arthur Augustus
stopped suddenly to refasten his eollar, which had burst
{rom ity stud, the odds were levelled.

The din was terrifiec. Tho table went with a erash into the
fire-grate, and there wns a smash of books and crockery on
tke Hoor. and n crash of fender and fireirons. The juniors
forgot cverything in their excitement. Blake and Tom
Morey were rolling on the floor in the nidst of books and
papers,  Dighy and Monty Lowther were close to tho
window, fighting like wild-cats. Manners had Herries's
Lad in chaneery, and was punching away like a stenm.
hammer. Arlhur Augustus was making frantic eflorts to
adjuat hia collar,

" Help!" gaspsd Herriea. " Guasy!
Lusting wmy nose!”

“Wait a minute, deah boy; my ocollah’s come unfastened.”

* You—you young villain! Rescue—"

“J sha'n't be a socond, Hewwies.”

“Ow! Come—ow:-~—"

“What is nll this noise?"

It was n harsh, severe voice at the door. Mr. Linton, the
master of the Shell, looked into the room over his glasses,
a frown upon his brow,

The atruggle in tho ohulg ceased as il by magic. ~ Study
rowa were common enough at 8t. Jim’'s, cspoclally in the
l.wer Forms, but they were genorally not quito so fearfully
noisy #8 on tho present occasion. Mr. Linton had been pass-
ing along the corridor, and the din had made him open the
door and look in.

" Boys!"

Mannera released Horries, and the latier stood rubbing his
1ORe ruefullliy. _Tom Merry and Blake scrambled up.
Lowthor and Digby soparated. Arthur Augustus D'Aroy
wos the-only one who soomed at all cool.  He went on
fastening his collar.

“How dare you make such a noise in your study!" said
Mr. Linton, “1 have had compluints about the noise hero
before, Merry, from Knox, whowe study ia below.”

" We—we are sorry, sir—"'

Mr. Linton smiled grimly.

" Sorry that I have caught you, T suppose you mean. I
do not like to be hursh with juniors, and T can make allow-
uncd for exuborance of apirits, but it is pecessary to draw a

- Lna. i} will all take your books into the Bhol?clnu-room,
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and remain there f[or an hour, and write out Latin
exercires,”” .

And the master of tho Shell wagged his head warningly
ut tho dusty juniors, and strode away. The late combatants
looked at one another.

“ Rotten!" said Blake. * All your fault, Tom Merry.”

*My fault! How do you mnke that out?”

“If'you had taken a Lnck seat when I told you—--" :
l"lu you kids hadn’t come bothering in your eldors'
study——"
o lyf you asacs hadn’t let the Grammarians tie you up—"

" ¥aas, wathah! T wogard the Tewwibie Thwee as boin’
wholly to blamo for these unfortunate circs. I think Tom

* T aay, are we going to {he class-room?’ said Manners.
“Yes, rathor!" said Tom Merry. ‘' Linton isn't to ‘ba
trifled with. He'll look into the Bhell room to sec if we're

there."
Blake grunted. *
“Right-ho! FHae's just that sort of rotter, I supposo we

had better go.” L. )

And with glum countenanoes the seven juniors made their
way to tho clasa-room, and proceeded to write out Latin
exercises with crawling pens,

CITAPTER 9.
Gone !

" OTTEN!"” growled Blake.
]R Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked up from his
exervise, and scrowed his monocle into hia eye.
“Yaas, it is wathah wotten !" he remarked. * Wo huve
taken nll the twouble to inflict a sovere defeat upon the
Gwammah wottahs, and have bwought homo twophies of
our victowy, and now theso Shell boundahs won’t admit thut
wo are the top dogs in the School House, I wegard it us

mere obstinuc;." ) . N

“ My word " said Digby, “Of all the obstinate assca——

“ And to get us detained in this beastly old class-room for
an hour,” said Herries, ** all becouse they couldn’t see reason
when we cxplained to them——""

Blake grunfed.

“I'm not thinking of thal.’ _

“Then what are you thinkin' of, deah boy'"

“That hamper in our study.” . ' .

“ Yans, hai Jove, 1 had nimost forgotten that, you know T
Wo haven't had timz to look at it since we came in."

“Too busy crowing over your giddy victory," remarked
Lowther.

“1 weluso to admit thet I have cwowed,” said D'Arey.
“Wo came to your study to explaim to you that wo had
licked the Gwommariana and avenged the honah of the coll,
and then you cut up wuff.”

“ Cheeky young ascos!”
*—IOW' inh——"

“ Weally,

** Oh, J‘:m't rag now!” said Blake. “ We shull have
Linton looking in. Besides, nothing alters the fact that we
have licked the Grammarians, after the Grammariane licked
Tom Merry, anti therofore we are top dogs in the School
House," . :

*Yans, wathah!”

“I'm thinking nbout that giddy hamper,

“ Haven't you lovked into it yeti' aske
glancing up from his desk. .

* No, \80 had to get the Hoead's permission, as you know,
and he wanted to consult with Mr. Railton first. I wae going
to Mr. Railton’s study to ask him, only——" ; -

“Only it was more important to do some bragging first,
romarked Monty Lowther,

“If you're looking for a thick ear, Lowther——""

“Shat up!" said Tom Merry. '‘Linton may come along
any moment.”

* Let that ailly cuckoo keep t}uiet, then. We just stopped
to apeak to Fi‘mim & Co. to tell them about it, end we told
some of tho fellowa——""

“Yaas, wathah!”

* Besides, why shouldn't we crow il we want to!' said
Digby. “Wo've licked the Grammar cads, after the
Grammar cads licked you three, and we've got their giddy
caps to show—-—""

** When will that confounded hour be up!” growled Blake,
looking nt the clock. ** What is bothering. mo is, that some
fellow may go along to our study and look into the hanper
on his own. TFiggins & Co. might.”

Tcm Merry luughed. . .

" Figgins & Co. have hoen in the house since you went
out. as a mattor of fact,' he remarked.

Blake looked alarmed, -

* What woro they doing here, Merry?"

AS TR
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d Tom Merry,
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“I don't know. I heard Reilly shout that
but tiey wero fnno by the time I came up.'

The chuma of Study No, 6 looked at one another uneasily.
Thx visit of Figgine & Co. to the Bclicol House might mean
nothing—but it might mean mischiel, The mysterious
hanmper was still yet unpncked. Blake & Co. wore waitin
for permission, but if Figgins chanced upon it, he woul
knuw nothing about that. 1f ho had half & chahce he was
as Lkely to raid it as not.

Tho maester of the Bholl looked in the claes-room. 'The
#even juniors wore working awny industriously.’

Mr. Linton coughed, and they looked up.

“You mey go now, my boys,' eaid the Bhell mnaster,
sluncing at the elock. “{ hope this lesson will keep you
h'nm crouting such disturbances in the study again.”’

I hopo wo, sir,” said Tom Merry meckiy.

‘** Yaas, wathah|” .

“You may go.” g “ :

And the jyniors gladly went. Blake, Herries, Dighy, and
D'Arey hurred out -first.

" I'll cut along to Mr. Railton's room, and ask him about
the hamper,' said Blake, ** I'll join you in the study, You
can go on up.” .

“ Right-ho!”" waid Herries, -

Blake tapped at the door of Mr, Railton's rcom, and tho
housemaster's voice bade him enter.  Blake wont in,  Mr,
Ruilton glanced curiously at his cut lip and battered nose,
very visible signs of ‘his encounter with the Grammarians,
but he mads no remark.

“1f you please, sir, can I know about the hamper now?”
arked Blake. .

‘The housemaster amiled,
‘" o8, certainly, Blake.

'thoy were hero,

I expected to xeo you before
this.’

Blake coloured.

" T was out until locking-up, sir,”

“H'm! You soom to have met with some disaster.”

' I—I knocked my nese against something, sir,” stammered
Blake. He did not think it necessary to oxplain that it was
Frank Monk's fiet he had knocked it against.

Mr. Railton smiled agnin.

‘“Well, about the hamper," ho said. “The Head has
<hown me your uncle’s letter, and upon the whole he has
lecided that the hamper may be unpacked, Blake, and that
you may make use of the contents,”

“Yes, sir,” said Blake, wondering what the contents of

'"i- am very glad of that,

**The Head trusta—and I trust—that you will be discreet,
that is all, Blake,” said Mr. Railton, in a slightly emphatic
tone,

* Certainly, sir,”

* Your uncle’s idea is rcally good, but if carried to excess
the matter might become generally troublesome  The Head
18 willing to leave it to your good sense.”

* Thank you, sir”

Aund Blake quitted the study, in » puzzled and amazed
frame of mind.  What the hamper could possibly contain
was o staggering mystory. The junior hurried up the stairs,
and overtook his chums as they renchrd ’{ho door of the
study, )

*“Ia it all right?" askod Digby, looking round.

"“Right aa ran.”

*'Wo can open the hamper(”

" Yon, © van unpack it, and use tho contents, and the
Head trusts to our discretion. What on earth the hamper
can hold beats me. It oan’t be grub."

* Bai Jove, it's a beastly my:tery, and no mistake.’

“ We'll jolly soon solve it now,” said Herries, *' It won't
inke & minute to got the hamper open now that we've got
permiszion.’”

“* Right-ho!"

The juniors hurried into the study. Blake turned up the
gux, and the next moment he let out o terrific yell,

" Where's the hamper'

' Bai Jove!"

" My word !’

Tho space where the humrcr had stood was ompty. Tho
hamper wan gono! Blake glared at the apot as if he could
ecarcely believe his eyes, .

0 &J]:a ll. .

'* Gone, bai Jove!”?

There was no doubt about it.

The hamper waa gone, and
the mystery of

its gontents remained still unsolved |
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CHAPTER 10,
The Hamper Hunters.

LAKE atared at the place where the hamper onee had
B baen, for several moments in blunk silence. D’Arcy
ecrewed his monoclo into his eye, and stared aguin, as
il ho hoped by the assistunce of the glass to discover some
#ign of tho missing hamper.  But sign there wos none.  The
hamper was gone. There was no place in the study where
a w0 bulky an article could be concenled. It way evidently
nol in the room,

** My only hat!" said Blake, at last,
~ “Yes, while wo were out on the
marians!" growled Herries.

“Or elso while we were in the class-room——"

*Oh, no! Tom Merry saw Figgins—or somebody saw him
—while wo were out——""

“It's been raided!”
track of the Gram.

"¢ " But look here, Figgine & Ca. couldn’t get that hamiper

carry it upstuirs  Figgine &
Yo. couldn’t have got it downstairs withont alarming the
whole Housa |" exclaimed Digby.

ake wrinkled his brow in t{ought.

' Boinething in that, Dig."”

It wasn't Figgins & Co., then, It must have been tome
fchool House rotter.”

“Tom Merry!”  exclaimed Blake, with conviction,
*That’s why he mentioned that Figgins had been here, just
to throw us off the scent.”

* Yans, wathah!™

*Come on!” excloimed Blake, turning to the door.
* We're going to have that giddy hamper back, or know the
reason why.”

* But 1 say, deah boy——"

** Come on "’

** But weally, Blake, the hampah was nut in Tom Mewwy's
study when we went there, angahe, has been undah our eye
evah since.”

"().h. they wouldn’t put it into their study, of cowrse!
They've stowed it away somewhero till they can get tho
padlock off.”

* That's the wheeze!”

. " Yaas; T-nevah thought of that. But if we go and wdWw
in Tom Mewwy's study again, Mr. Linton will be down
upon us like anythin'.'”

1 don’t care. I'm going to have that hamper back ™

“ Yaas, wat Bute""

' Oh, come along, and don’t jaw! They may be getting
the padlock off at this very moment, and then we shull be

too late.” .

“Quits twue, Buck up, deah boys!"

he chums of Study I\{o. 6 ran swiftly along the possage

to Tom Merry'a study. The Terrible ree hnd just, ye-
turned there, nfter being relensed from detention. | hey
stared at the four excited chums as they burst inte thoe
room, .

"Hullo!" exclaimed Tom Merry, “* Aro you leoking for
more trouble, Blake?'

“I'm looking for iy hamper.

“Your what?”

"My hampor,"

“1 thought it wae in your study.”

“8o it was, till you rotters whifted it. Where is it?"

Tom Merry looked surprised.

::I dn.l'l’l. know anything about it, Blake. 1s it gone?"

)

way. Taggles could hardl

Honour
Jack

* Well, we haven't Jooked into your study even.
bright!';

‘Tom Merry’s word was always to be relicd upon.
Blake knew that, and he calmed down a little,

* Well, if you say so, Merry—"

“1 do. I don't know anything about it, and Mannera
and Lowther don't either.”

“Not a word!” said Mannera.

*Not a syllable!” said Lowthar,

* Wo acoopt your assuwance on that point, desh boys,”
anid Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. " We woulld not dweam of
douhtin' a gentreman‘s word. But the important que:tion
is, what has.bocome of the beastly hampaht'

“That's it,"” said Blake.

“Figgina & Co. were herc.”

" But they couldn't possibly get that hamper out of the
house,” said Bluke, ‘It was s0 heavy that Taggles could
hardly carry it upstaira,”

“That's s0. 1 don't see how Figgins could have handled
it, assentod Tom Merry thoughtfully,  “If it wasn't
Figgins it wae somehody in tho School House,”

“I've got it!'" exclaimed lowther,

Bluke glared at him,

* You've got myghampor?’

“No.” said Lowther, laughing, “I haven't gobt y-
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hamper, but 1 believe I know who hee. It's 8kimpole, of
course,’’

" Bkimnpole ! "

“Look ot it yourself. As a Socislist, he would think
nothing of confiscating the hamper and distributing the con-
tonts among all who wanted some.”

“My. only hat!” yelled DBlake. “I remember now that
ho suggeste<] something of the surt to me when the hanper
firat came.”

“Then there's no doubt about it,” grinned Lowther,

‘" ”uu’d bettor collar it before he hue time to nationaliso
it
“(fome on!’ excluimed Blake excitedly.
And the four hamper-hunters rushed out of Tom Merry’s
study, and into the next one, which was tenanted by Gore
and Skimpole. Gore and Skimpele were hoth there, as it
happened, and a hot urfumeut was in progress, Gore was
objecting 1o «ome pies belonging to him being hauded to
a framp ot the gates of 8t. Jim's, It had hn|‘1|ln\.nocl befara,
and now it had happened again, and Gore had had enough
of it. 'The argument wae growing very heated when the
chums of Study No. 6 buret in.”

Bluko & Co. did not stand upon eeremony. They rushed
straight at Skimpole, and bumped him down on the hearth-

rug.

“Whero's miy hamper?” roared Blalke,

Skimpole gnnped.

" Eh—what?'

“ Where's my hamper?”

“Your hamper! Really, Blake, T do net understand
von. Is not your hamper in your study? 1F it is not, 1
venily cannot enlighten you ss’ to ite whereabouts, sinco I
am quite ignorant upon the point.”

Bluke bumped his head upon the rug.

* Where's my hamper?™

“DBai Jove!” sald D‘Arés;. Qilrveying the flank. *’'Lovely Liniment for Little Limbs [”

“ Really, I--T-—— Help, Gore!""

(Gore roared with laughter,

“Not much!” he paid. “If you've been boning Blake's
grub ns well as mind, serve him jolly well right, and serve
you right if you get a licking!"

*Yaas, wathah! Unlems Hkimpole immediately informa
ue what he has done with the hampah, we shall certainly
administah a feahful thwashin'l"”

“* Where's my humpcr?"

“ Really, Blake—-"

“You horrid bandit, what have you
hampert?”

“1—1 swear I haven't touched it, Blake!" gnsped Skim-
pole. * After you refused so rudofy to allow the contents
to be distributed smong the poor and needy of Rylcombe, L
gave up the idea entirely.”

““ The hamper's gone!’

[ do not know anything about it. T nssure you of that,
Blake. If it bad occurred to me, I might, in the intoreats
of the toiling millione, have taken away your hamper and
distributed the contents; but 1 did not. 1 really do not
know what has becoma of your hamper, Blake.”

*Now, look here, Bkimpolo——"'

“I do not know what has become of your hamper. Tb
is imposible for a sincore Socialist to prevaricate, 1f I had
tnken your hatnper I should tell you so at once.”

' a‘l, there's something in that,” growled llluke,j[etting
off 8kimpole'a chest. ‘1 made sure that you had had it."

“1 renlly have not had it.”

“Then who has?” demanded Bluke.

“1 really do not know. Perhaps it is a judgment upon
you Jor not devoting that hamper to the cause of Socialism

" “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gore.
* Have vou taken the hamper, Gore1' domanded Blake,

done with .m,y
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turning ‘upon the cad of tho Shell so suddenly that ho
jumpad,

:: ! No, of course not!"

Well, somehody’s had it,” growled Blake, “I'm going
ta have that hamper hack, if [ have to élog everybody in
the 8chool owse! (lome on. chaps! 1 suppose t{xis tamo
lunatic is telling the truth,”

“I nssure you I nm ineapable of speaking anything but
the (ruth, Blake. A sincere Soecinlist is bound to the cause
of truth by his principles, If you have a quarter of an
hour to spare, T will read you nn cxtract on that eubjoct
fx'nl'n tha hundred-and-fifty-fourth chapter of my book.”

The door siammed behind the chuins of Btudy No, 6. In
th:‘. P.-_m.mge tBoy paused to consider their next step.

l's getling towards bedtime,” grunted Blake., “ We

shall kave o go to bed scon, and we have got to find the

}ml-‘lnper heéoﬂ: then. tOth (;":urw, h'l.t'ltha. jape of 0‘1‘ of tbj
ellows, and we've got amp t ing to ourseclves, #n
lenep it dark. But we're going tu have th&. hamper Llek,

or bust somothing.”
“ Yaps, wathah!"
It's soma_S8chool House bounder that had it, and it

wasn't Tom Merry or Skimpole. By Jove, I think I can

wed light ! :

“What's the idea?” aaked Digl:iv.

vy You remember Tom Merry said_he hadn't actually seen
‘Figgins in the House. He heard Reilly any that Figgins
wps hers. Suppose it was'Reilly raided the hamper, and
sn!-‘d that just to raiso a falso scent.”

. ‘Bai Jove, I think that's extwemely pwob! Wailly has
nexah_ wqaltly twealed me with pwopash wespect,”

“It_s likely enough," eaid Digby, ‘' but——"

o It's  pretty ocertain,” said Blake, with eonviction.
"' Reilly has boon up agoinst us ever minoe we started the
8t. Jim's Junior Parliament. He wuants Home Rule for
Irolund, and I'm not going to let him hdve it. Reilly is the
bounder ! "

“Yaas, wathah! He ix quite cnpable of this piace of
feahful cheek. He busted i:! a ailk hat of mine o:?ce with
o cwicket-bat, and a follew who would do that would do
anythin’.” ’

‘*Come along, and we'll asa.”

And the hamnper-hunters hurried off to Roeilly's etudy.
Roilly wag member for Belfast in tho 8t. Jim's Junior Prr-
linmont, and, as it hap , ho was entertaining some of

——Lduis _conatituents to a toffee facd in the study.

Blzke kicked opan the door, and tho chums of Study Yo. 6
marchod in with warlike looka, to find five or six Trish
juniors ready to receive them. Reiily rose to his feet.

“Hullo?" ho oxclaimed. “Do they all come into o romn
ﬂllﬂil(m;t“knockmg in tho slum you were brought up o,

ake

‘“ Whera's my hamper?"
“REhe

“ Where's my hampor?™

“Your what?"

“ Hamper."

":OH qur rooker?"” asked Reilly plepiantly,
: My hamper's gone out of my studyf”

‘Has it? Then you'd better go an k for.it. We'ro

discussing eome important political questions here, and we’

can’t have you kids interrupting us."

** Where's my hamper?"

‘' 1s that a conundrum?"”

5 \{horn'» my hamper?” roared Blnke. *“You've had it,
and I'm not going out of this study till you produce it!"

“Sure, and I haven't oven soen the hamper'!" grinned
Railly. *'But as for going out of the astudy, 1 fanoy thero
ure enoth of us here to shift you."

* Wonlly, Weilly —--"

* Faith, Guaesy. cheese it!"

“ [ wefuse to cheose it! I was about to wemark—"
'xﬁod to the door.

“Took here,” said Blake, “ do you give me your word n»
» membor of 8t. Jim's Parlinment that you haven’t had the
hnmlpm'T"

1 give you my word as member for Belfast,”

““The honouwable membah’'s word muat bo tnken by anv
other honouwable membah,” said D’Arcy. "1 am quito
antisfled.”

“Wall, I supposs he's telling the truth,” said Blake.
“But where's the hamper? "

“Yans, bai Jove, that's the honstly question!'

“Sure, and I don't know,” wnid Reilly, * But there's ane
thing I do know, and that is that ye're intorruptin’ a politi-
cal meetin’."

Y Oh, rate!"”

“Sure, and if yo

¢ 0Oh, come on!" enid Blake. “We'd clean up the study

"
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with theso chapa, only there isn’t time. We've got (o find
tha hamper belore we go to bed.”

“ Yans, wathah!"

The chuma of the Fourth quitted the study. They muada
their way alowly back to their own quarters in thoughtful
si'ence. Where wos the hamper? To the mystery of ils
contenta wos now wdded the mystory of itsa whereabouts.

“Rlossed if I know where to look next,””' said Blake, ns
they went into Study No. 6. “1f Tom Merry and Skimpole
and Reilly huven's had it, I don't know what to think."”

*Yo:me of the other tellows may have raided it."

“ Yes, but which? We can't go round to & hundred chaps
and ask them in turn if thoy havo raided our hamper.
Mellish might have done it, but he if we asked
him, eo that would be no good. And wheee ean it he? It'a
too i[n}g' to he put out of sight in nny of the studics.”

“'Lhat's 0.

“Yans, wathah! Whoevah has waided that hampah hus
hiddon it awny in some cornah, till he gets a chance to opeu
it,” said Arthur Augustus, with a nod. .

“That's it. The padlock wouldn't bé got m casily,”
paid‘Blake. ““ My idea is that the raider has al it away
somewhere, and very likely means to unpack it after light:-
out to-night.” '

“Vory likoly.” : : i

* Thero are dplenty of recesses in this rambling old place
where it could bo shoved,” Blake -remarked thoughitfully.
“ Wo could easily spot it if it were in one of the studics,
but if it’a sho\-ed’ awny into some Gormer, we

look for a noedie in a haystack.” shen A
“%}lito wight.” o e Yy
“We'll have a look round till » said Blake.
“ Put 1 don't suppose we shall ses it. don’t, I'vo gol
&n idea.’ d

*What's the ideah, chappy?”’ )

““Wa won't go to sleep to-night,” snid Blake, “‘Tt's
srotty certain that somebody in either the Fourth or the
Shell” has taken it. The kids in the Third would never
dare, and, of course, it wasn’t a scnior.” i

* Yaas, wathnh! The guilty party is in the Fourth Form
or the Shell, but there are quite a numbah of 8chool House
fellows in the Fourth Form and tho Shell, degh boy.”

“But they have two dormitorios,” said Blake,
“We'll all remain awake to-night, and two of us ean watch
in our dormitory for anybody who atirs, while the other two
get out ‘into tho mrrilor_ and keep an oye on the Shell
dormitory.™

*“(iood wheeze!"

“Then if anybody in either Form gets up to look for the
Lampor, we shall Onlﬁ have to follow tho rotter and spot
him, ngﬂ recover the hamper.”

ool

{

as well

“Bai Jove, I am wathah cuwions to look into that
hampah!” D'Arcy remarked. * The mystewy 13 weally
quito fascinatin’.' L

“I eould ask Mr. Railton what was in it,'" Blake
remarked. *Ho must know, as he has read my uncle'a
letier to the Head. But he would want to know

imm~dintely why I didn't look for myself, and then it would

"

be all out. .
“Wo can't give the rotter away, and bring the mastors
into it,”" anid Ierries, with a decided shake of the hoad.
“ Tt whon wo find the giddy raider, wo'll give him beans.”

“ Ynaas, wathah!”

“Boans isn't tho word for it anid Blake. “I'm burn-
ing with curiosity to know what’s in tho ham ar."’

" Wae shnll have to contain our cuwiosity until the hampah
ia discovahed, deah boys. Hallo, thore is SBkimpole! Pway
don't come in, deah boy; we aro wathah wowwied, and wo
enn’l be bothahed with any of your bosh just now."”

But S8kimpole came into the study all tha same,

e -

CHAPTER 11.
Oa the Watch.

LAKE'S right hand rose to point to the door.
B “QOatside!” he said, with Spartan brevity.

* Really, Blake, T have come to do you a servioo,"
naid Bkimpole, “You told me that you had lost »
hampoer——""

"\I(on: and we haven't found it, so—--"

“ Oh, if you don’t want to find it-——" . )

“ o you moan to say that you know anything about it?"
said Blake, changing his tono somewhat. *‘ In that case, of
course—-"" . )

“1 have no doubt that T can give you some imformation
on the subject.”

“ (30 nhead, then.”

“1 do not know auything about the hamper——"'

“Then what are you driving at, ass?”’

ble-Longth Tale of
B e o noolday .
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“What I moean is, that with my splendid ability as an
amateur detective, 1 may be able to pick up a clue which
will load Lo the recovery of the missing hoir—I mean the
missing hamper,” expluined Bkimpole.

Blake gave an expressive grunt, .

“Bkimpole, 1 wegard you as an ass!” said D'Arcy.

“1 have not the slightest doubt that I can find o clue,”
raid Skim}mlo taking out a bulky notebook. *1f you will
give o the detnils—"

“Oh, (ravel along!”

*If you decline my wervices—-"" .

“Wall, we do,” snid Bluke., * We've no time to bother.”

“ | am willing to tnke up tho case without fee or reward,”
snid Bkimpole. ““8imply out of rogard for you, and to show

ou that you are mistaken in your gstimate of my ability.
{ understand that you were sent to the class-room, and
detaiaed thero for an hour by Mr. Linton?”

“ Nearly an hour,

CH'm! That lonks suspicious,”?

Blake stared at him.

“Whaut looka suspicious?”

“Tha fact that Mr. Linton sent you to the class.-room. Tt
ia an unusual hour in the evening for juniors to be detained
in n clusd-room.” .

“He found us fighting with the Terrible Three in their
study, and kicking up a fearful row,”” explained D:ghr.

e "l"nut is all very well; but still, it was an unusual pro-
ceading. I amecompelled to ask myself, as a dotoctive,
whether Mr, Linton tmay not have had some secret motive
for this proceeding,’” said Skimpole, jotting down notes in
his book. *'1 rogard him somewhat in the light of an old
offender,"”

“A what?’ yelled Blake.

“ An old offender,” said Skimpole. ‘ You may remomber
that a fow duys ago he picked up iy notebook in the
passage, and refused to restore it to mo until he had shown
it to the Iead."

“*'What about that?”’ .

“"Hia pretext was that the Bocialistioc dootrines in my
book were not suitable matter for a junior to be thinking
about,” snid Bkimpole. * That, of course, was nonsense.
A brain like mine is capuable of donlinﬁ with any matter,
You do not often seo u brain like mine. .

“I've never seen yours vet, and I'm not going to take
your word for it that you've got ane, cither,’”” eaid Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! If Bkimpole possessod n bwain, there

would be some indication of it in his conduct, and 1 huve_

nevah noticed anythin' of the sort.” .

“Pray allow me to go on,” said Skimpale. *‘Mr.
Linton's pretext was absurd in my opinion, and was
evidently meant to disguise the fact that he” wanted to
remain in possession of my notcbook for a time, so that he
could plagiarise from it, and use up my valuable ideas.”

“'IIa, ha, ha!" }

“You may laugh as much as you liko, Blake, but that
hook will make me famous when it ia pu lished, and St.
Jim's will go down thmsterity as the school where Herbert
Skimpole was educated.”

‘“Ha, ho, ho!” .

"1 therefore regard Mr. Linton somewhat in the light of
;p old offonder,” said Skimpole, * Suspicion rests upon

im.,

"My only hat!” ; .

“1 whall pursue tho case on that clue,” said Skimpole.
“If T find Mr. Linton in_possession of your hamper, you will
admit, 1 suppose, that 1T am right?’

“Yans, wathahl But if Mr. Linton finds you on his
twack—""

*“You will get a record lickin%," said Blake, ‘' and scrve
you right! Of all the unutternble asses, you aro about the
unutterablost. D'Arcy is n genius to you,”

“Oh, wonlly, Blake——"

“You will see,’”” said Bkimpole, with a wisa shuko of the
hend; nnd he shut up his pocket-book with a snap, and
quitted the study,

%“H""‘“ nine rang out from tho clock-tower. Blake
sniffed.

“Bed-tima!" he exclaimed. ‘' Come along. That ass has
wasted our time, and wo sha'n’t be able to look round for
the hampor,” .

Half-past nine was bed-time at St. Jim's for the Fourth
Form and the 8hell. Tho juniors went upstairs to their
dormitories. Tom Merry spoke to Blake as he passed him
in the upper corridor.

“Found that hamper yet??

Blake shook his head.

“That's rough. It must have been Figgins."

“Wo shall see,”” was Blake's diplomatic reply.

And the School House juniors wont to bed. There was a
long interval of chatter in 1tho Fourth Form dormitory
boforo the boys went to sleep. The adventure with the
Grammorians had caused o great deal of excitomont, and
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Blake's triumEh over the rival school led many of his Forma
follows to back him up in his ambition to be the recognised
leader of the House juniors, Tho chums of Study ﬁ\lo. 6
were called g:fmn to relate their adventure over again,
which they did willingly enough. At last the buzz of talk
diod away, and when ton rang out from the tower, most of
the Fourth Form were in the arms of Morphous,

Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy remained resolutely
awako. Blako's ides of keeping watch that night had
socmed an excellent one when he proposed it in the study.
As the desire for sleep grow upon them, it seemed less and
losn excellent; but they would notl give in.

The quarter-past ton rang out, and only the quaricite
were awako now in the long shadowy dormitory.

And by this time, Horries, the sleepiest of the three, had
decided in his own mind that Blake's idea, so faor from
being excellont, was absolutely rotten, and not worth carry-
mf) out. And Herries went {o sleep.

igby was arguing the matter out in his own mind, and
tha matter wnsﬂgruwing dimmer every moment; amd thon
{));g dropped off too. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy wat up in
to keop himsell awako, and fell fast asleep with his
head agninst the bedpost. But Jack Blake was made of

One Pm \

. sterner stufl.

As soon as he found his ideas growing confused, he knew
that he was in danger of falling asleep, and he throw off the
bedclothes, and sat on the side of his bed, and dabbed his
faco every now and then with his sponge. This effectual)
kopt him awake, and he was quite wide awnke when halls
past ton rang out.

It was time now to ha on the watch. The upper Forms
were in bed, too, by this time, excepting some of the Hixth,
Now was the timo that the raider would be abroad, if
Blake’s theory on the subject was the correct one. :

Blako rose, and slipped on his trousers, and a pair of
rubber shoes he had placed in readiness. Then he crossed
to D'Arcy and shook him,

“Yaas, wathah!” murmured D'Arcy dazedly.

Blake grinned, and shook him again.

“1 wefuse,” murmured the drowsy swecll of the School
House. “I wish it to be distinctly understood, deah boys,
that T uttahly wefuse to do anythin' of the sort.”

Blake ahooi him again.

“Hallo! What’s the mattah?” asked D'Arey, waking up.

““Quitt, you asa!"

“1 wefuse to bo called an ass!™

“Quiot! It’s time to be on the watch,” whispered Blake.——~

““Do_you understandi"

*Yaans, wathah!” .

*Quiet, you ass!" )

Blake shook up Herrice and Digby, at the same iime
whispering caution to them, In a few minutes the four
juniors were partly dressed. There was no sound from any
of the other bods. If the raider belonged to the Fourth, he
was cvidently not yet prepared to go out and unpack tho
hidden hamper.

“T'll go and walch the Shell dormitory,” whispered
Blake. " Gussy can come with me. You chaps can stay
here and keep watch.”

“ Bai Jove, they'll go to sleep if they do! Pewwaps I
had bettah stay heru,ﬁlnke.” .

“H'm1 Better come out into the passage, nll of you, and
Blake. ' You're not
on the linoleum.” -

Horrios.
Come on!”?

keep watch outside the door,” sai
likely to go to slee

‘Right-ho!" sai

* Don’t shout, fathead |

I wasn't shouting 1"

' Oh, don’t arguo at this time of night! Come on!”

The chums of the Fourth quietly left the dormitory. Bo
far ns they could ascertain, they were the only wakeful ones
there. They went out into the passage and silently closed
the door behind them,

e Du}, yo1 and Herrieg stop here, while 1 go along to the
door of the 8hell-room,” said Blake. ‘' If we're caroful,
nobody can got out without our knowing it,”

* Right you are!"

" Mind you don’t go to sleep!”

‘* That’s all right.’

1 don’t know,” said Blake doubifully.
of heavy-headed owla at this time of night.
trust you!”

Digby chuckled.

“You are a_pair
Blessed if 1 can

**Then you'd hetter stop here and watch us while wo watch

the door, old chap.'

* Look here, 1 shall como back eévery now and then to see
il yow'ro asleop, and if you are 1 shall stick this pin into
you,” .

“You're more likely to fall oslecp yoarself, in my
opinion.”’

** Oh, boshI”

Y (l!ome on, Blake!

“Here [ am!"”
a Do

I am waitin’ for you, deah boy !"”

Pl Juogse e ¥
aerry s -
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Blake and D'Aroy went
their position outside the
which Tom Merry and his
sleop of tho just.

Arthur Augustus sat down on a soat in an alcove in the

assage, and was soon nodding off. Blake shook him, and

e started.

“ Anythin’ the mattah, Blake?"

“ Ne,"” grunted Blake; **only you were going off to sleep,
pun.”’

“ Was I woally? I am afwaid I am wathah alecepy. Nevah
mind, T will talk, and that will keep me awake."

“Oh, don't! I'd rather you went to sleop. [ don't want
to know anything about fancy waistcoats, or the latest thing
in ailk hats."

* Weally, Blake—"

**Oh, you can snoose if you like! T shall romain awake,"” .
said Blake goudmaturpdly., * Might ns well have lsft you*
in bed, though.” s

1 wifuso to go #0 dleop,” swid Arthur Augustus—*'I dia-
tinctly wefuse to do ahythin’ of the sort. 1 am hero to share
your watch, deah hoy, and I should wognrd it s benenth my
dig. to yiekl to this tired fcelin’ 1 am expewioncin’ at the
pwesent. tnoment,” ‘

His hoad fell féeward on his breast.

“I am certainly wathah sleepy,” D'Arcy went on, in a
drowsy tone. * Hut it would be infwa dig. for me to sloep on
the watch, you know, T must distinttly wefuse to do anythin'
of the sort, I shall wemain awake, and wateh with you,

deah boy."
Blake grinned. D'Arcy’s
aleepior with each word. -

“g’nas, wathaht 1 diatinrfly—wa!use-ro»-go—to——-slavp."
And with the last word D'Aroy dropped into a profound
alumber. :

Silonen reigned in the pessage, save for the stead
ing of the swell of the School Housc. Dlake strete od him-
solf, vawned, and exerted all his power to kecp himself
awake. Eleven rang out from the tower. Then he tiptoed
along the passage to the spot where he had loft Herries apd

along the passage. They took up
door of the Shell dormitory, in
Form-fellows were sleeping tho

voice wis growing [ainter and

breath-

Dighy.
fle{rim was sitting with his back against the wall, fast
aslecp. Di[i.by blinked drowsily at Blake.
*Awnke!
4 YN "

o “Koop i "
A I%ugnad to his post. D'Arcy was still n!:oe'pins .
soundly. thought of his comfortahle bed, and listene
for the clook to strike ngain. The half-hour chimed out.

Half -past eleven! . :

Dlaks went quictly along to the door of the Fourth Formn
diormirory. and pecred at the two dim figures in the shadowa
tharo.

“ Are you awake, Dig?”’ )

A snore was the only response. Blake grinned, and stooped
to wako the sloeper. Thon he paused. A faint sound came
through tho silence of the night, and Blake started and
listoned,

w

CHAPTER 1%
Caught in the Ast.

i H RE ém‘ Peady, yon chapa?”!

uite ready, Fiqglna.
“(ot the ropes all right?"

“Yo3; here they are!”

“Don't meke a row, then!”

“I'm not making a row,” said Pratt.
row yourself, Figgy!"

“ &hut up and come on!”

“We'ra coming ! .

Tha whispers sounded faintly in the gloom of the New
House. Figgins & Co. worn on the wnrpath. Besides the
Co. six other fellows bf-longln'f to the ¥ourth Form and the
Shell were up nnd doing. _Thoy were Pratt Mason, and
Newton of the Fourth, and French, Jimson and Davis of the
®hell. Figyins had picked them out for the night’s expedi-
tion, and they wore ;n'apuecl for the midnight raid. Jimson
carricd a big ooil of rope over his arm, and Pratt a dark-
lantern. Korr had another coil of rope, and Fatty Wynn had
aomeothing in his hand, which, upon close coxamination, would
have turned out to.be a packet of sandwiches. There was no
tolling how long the raiders might be over the raid, and
Fatty Wynn knew thut he might get hungr‘y. ’

igging led the way down to the hall of the New House,
and one by one the raiders passed through the window into
the dim quadrangle, There was a glimmer of moon®through
the clouds, just enough to show the New House juniors their

way.
F{Imight towards the School House Figgina lod the way,
and tho raiders followod him, and they halted under tho

“Don't make a

THORSDAY4
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» *“That's all very well,” said Pratt,

“BLAKE & C0.'S TRIUMPA.”

window of {he box-room where the Co. had hidden the mys-
torious hampor. {

That box-room was on tha third storey, buli masees of |
clinging ivy on the ancient wall rendered an ascent practio- |
able to a skilful and oool-headed climber, und Figgins had
norve enough for anything,

He looked up at tho thick ivy,
and then laid hold of it
watching him from below. )
_*Careful, Figgy!"” enid Kerr anxiously. “I'll go up first, !
if you. like.” : R

!
|

glimmering in the moon,
Up he went, the other follows i

iggina replied only with a gruni. .

Up he went, and in a short time he was on a level with
the narrow sill of the box-room window.

‘As ho had, while in tho hox-room, taken the precaution of
anfastoning the window on the inside, his entrance was not
difficult. He pushed up the uuhlané disappeared into the 1
davkness within. ;

““Pone it 1" marmured Kerr.

Pratt sniffed. . |

“Yeos; and he’s gone up without the rope.” !

“ Dy ..’luve, a0 he has!"’ said French.

“ Asa!"” said Korr laconically.

“ Bul how are you
going to lower the hamper down without a rope? That's
what I want to know!"

‘“You'll soe.”

“That's all very well—"

Fiigins's head was rl)roiocted from ihe window above. - !
ITis hand appeared, and he unwound and let out a ball of '
twine. Kerr took the end of it as it came within reach, and !
fastened it to the end of the coil of rope. ]

‘Ho gave u‘ierk on {he twine as a signal to Figgins to pull,
and tho chief of the New House jumiors drew in the twing,
and the rope after it. Kerr grinned triumphantly at Pratt.

- Phat’s botter than trying to climb with a big coil of rope
over {]uur arm—eh?t" t

“0Oh, I could have done it!” said Pratt. i

Kerr mado no reply. It was no time for argument, or for H
punching obstinate heads. The twine was eoon pulled in
nbove, and Figgins took tho end of the rope.  Tho rope was H
knotted in places to render mscent easy. Kerr felt it, &nd i
found that it was taut, Figgins had fastencd the end in the
box-room, and now he waved his hand from the window. i

“Good!"” murmured Kerr, i

And the Beottish {artncr in the Co. climbed the rope. It |
was not a difficult tnsk, the knots offcring eupport for the f
hands, Kerr dmappesrod into the window of tho hox-room, ),
Fatty Wynn took hold of the ro Pratt nudged him.

“ Batter lct me go, Fatty, You'll never get that weight

-

up.n J
“ Oh, go and ent coke!” said Fatty. :
“8hall I mimd your packet for sou?" asked Jimson.

“ Thauk you, you might!"

Fatty Wynn handed over the pucket, and then began to
climb.~ Jimson grinned and unwrapped the paper round tho )
sandwiches,

“ Anybody peckish?” he seked.

*“ Yes, rather I grinned Davs.

“ Here you are, thon, Take some.” b

With low chuckles 1the New House juniors devoured the 1
sandwiches. Fatty Wynn, nll uncanseious of their little joko,
olimbed tho rope slowly but stoadily, and arrived at the box-
room window. It was possible that a slimmer climher would
have been hettor for the task, but Figgins wasn’t going to
have ono of the Co. left out of it. Figgy's long arm came
out of the box-room window and grasped Fatly, and helped
him into the room.

“ Good!" said Figgina, * Here wo are!"

“ Yes," gasped Fatty, *“that was quite a climb. My hat, !
what's that?" ,

Ho stumbled against a box as he stepped down from the
window, and recled, and sat down wit
gruntod. 3

“You ase, what are you making all that row for?” |

“ How could I help it?" remonstrated Fatty Wynn, ‘' You i
don't tl:link I bumped down like that on purposs, do you, {

a bump. Figgina

Fiu%‘l'
“Well, you ought to have mare scnse. You might wake
the houss, plumping down a ton weight like that,” {
N nnlﬁ weigh cleven stone.” i
“0h, blow your weightd Let's get that giddy hamper
out i’
“Come on!' enid Kerr,
The mysterious hamper was well hidden under tho boxes
Tiggine & Co. had piled npon it earlf in the evening. Mov-
ing cautionsly in the dimness of €ho box-room, the New ‘
Houso juniors bagan to remove the boxes. But the gloom of ’
the box-room was too much for them, A box slipped from |
Korr's grasp, and orashed against another. Figgins mut-
tered something under his breath.

D le=-Le
. #omoﬁl::ry‘angg d:y:«r
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At 8 gasping run the
Juniors went along, drag-
ging the hamper over
the linolenm nt a specd
really remarkable, eon-
sidering the welght of it.

“ Couldn't help it!” muitered Kerr apologetically.  *1
can't see in the dark."

* Battor have tho lantern, I suppose.”

“Well, I don’t see that it would ¢o any harm. The whole
Hous: is asleep at this hour; and, anyway, nobody ever
passes the door of this room at night."”

“Trae!"

There wns a scraich of a match, and Figgins lighted tho
luntern, The rays glimmered out, aud revealed the breath-
lean Co. and tho pilo of boxcs. The work wuas much easier
in the light, and the Now House juniors sot to it with a will,

The cmpty boxes were removed, and the mysterious
hamper eame into sight agnin. Figgine & Co, dragged it to
the window.

“DBy Jove, it's heavy!" said Figgins, gaepirfl from his
mxerliony. ' Wo shall I)I,nve to be jgﬁy careful in getting it
out of the window.”

“"Think the throo of us ean manage it?”

‘ Botter huve Fronch and Pratt up,” eaid Futty Wynn.
“Wa want the other coil of rope, too. It would be rotten if
wa let the thing drop into the quad.”

Kerr chuckled,

* It would be rough on those kids underncath if it dropped
on them."

“Wo can manage it,"” said Fii(ginu; “we've only got to
let it out slowly, that’s all. I'll take a turn of the rope
round the bar of the grato hero, to keep it from buzzing
oul too suddenly.”

" Yes, thut's all right.”

TIIM@Y!"
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The wecond repe was pulled up into the bhox-reom, and
then both were fastened to the hamper—one at each end.
The juniors below had finished tho sandwiches, and they
were waiting anxiously. Figgins waved his hand from the
window as & warning to them to be ready.

* Now, then, kids!"”

Tho Co. laid hold ¢f the hamper. Thora was ample room
for it to pass through the window. One effort, and it would
be on tho sill and the rest would be easy—morely u matter
of paying out the ropes,

* Go it—hold ont”

Figgina suddenly let go the hamper and straightened up.

* Look out!'

——

CIIAPTER 13.
The Return of the Raiders.

LAKE stood in the darkness of the nnssage above,
B listening. Ile could hear nothing but the more or
less musical snores of Digby and Herries, nsloop st
his foet. Whatever was the sound he had heard below in
the silence of the night, it had died away. But Blake was
on the alert now. %Ie stooped and shook Digby by the
choulder, The junior awoke. -
*“ Hallo "
“\Vake up!” eaid Dlake. * Wake up, fathead!"
Digby shook himself and camo out of the land of dreame
He rose rather unsteadily and rubbed his eyes.

A Double-Length Tale of
Tom Merry's hoo!
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“I believe Y've boen nsleop." he remarked.

“ Yes, I believe you have,” said Blake sarcastically.
Leliove Herrion has, too; and Gusay.
you aro to keep walch "

“ Well, there doesn’t scem to be anything to watch for,
doos there?” wsaid Digby. “I suppose you haven't seen
anything or anybody?”

:‘I"m lioard something."

‘ What was it?"" askoed Digby, nlert at once.

Blake was shaking llerrics. Herries was slower (o
nwuke, but ho was brought to a consciousness of his
surroundings at lnat.

" Wharrer marror?”’ ho murmured.

Thera’s somothing up,"” whispored Blake. I shouldn't
wonder if it was Figgius raided thoe hamper, after all, [
just hoard a row on the next foor down, sud I believe it
came from the box.room.” 1

:”{;hu b‘lmauml? " muttered Dig:

‘Yes. It flnshed into iny mind at onco-—*

:' What did—the box-rou?u?“

‘Ass] It flushed into my mind
that l'llggm». might have shoved the hamper thoro. e
vouldn’t ot it out of the SBchool House while the House wns
awnko. Ho may havo put it there to take it away later.”

. He didn’t know we shouldn’t look there !

Well, he may have hidden it—thora was room enough
th'alre to hl'd'e a dosen—and he had to risk it, anyway."”

Wall, it's :1:.1:& somsible, But are you sure you heard
something?" asked Digby, straining his cars without detect-
ing a wound in the stillness of the night.

*Quite cortain.”

' Then let's go and look,” said Herrics.
are there, wo want to
hnm{ger‘ off 1"

" Yes, rathor!" said Dig,

“Wait a minute; I'll call Gussy.”

‘Is he pslesp?”

,“Yes, ns sound ns you were! grinned Blake: and he
tiptoed_along the pnnufe and shook the slumbering swell
of Bt Jim's by the shoulder.

.I.) Aroy started out of the lund of droams.

! Pink utlens, I think," he murmured; * and blue spots,
with yollow fowers, deah boy. Not double-bwensted—oh,
nol—ths single-bwensted waistcoat is more fashionable now.
As for the pockets——"'

Blake grinned. D'Arcy was evidently dreaming that he
waa nogotiating with his tailor about o new fancy waistcont.
Blie}ke shook him again and ho came to himself.

Rai Jave, I've dwopped off, T do believe!” snid D’Arcy,
rubbing his oyos, “ Where's my beastly eyeglass!"

*Come on, Gusay !

* Wight you are, deah boy!"

Arthur Augustus did not inow what was wanted, but he
was too slespy to inquire, and he followed Blake with
unusunl doocility. They joined Dilghy and Herrics, and the
quartette descendod the stairs and passod quietly along the
Passage to the box-room, Blake gave n start and gripped
l?i?t;; arm as the light gleaming undor the door caught

++ Lok there1” . !

. Bai.Jove, it's burglahs I” murmurat D'Accy,

Blake chuckled. i - s

‘** New Ilouse burglars, I expect,”” he remarked. ' Any-
way, whoaver they are, we are going to collar them !’
They eropt qulatli. to the door; there they paused for a
moment to listeri. From within came faintly the sound of
a voice-—the voice of tho chiel of the New House juniors.

** Now, then, kida!™

“Figgins!” chuckled Blake.
my pippina?”

* You're right, Blake!"

“ Always am, my dear chap!™

“Oh, don't crow! Let's collat these rottora !

‘' (Come on, then.”

Blako opened the door as quietly as he could. Dut thero
was n sound, and it was that which alarmed Figgins, It
wus then that Figgy shouted, ** Look out!” and the School
House juniors rushed to the attack.

Blake and his chums saw the state of affairs at a glance—
the lantern gloaming on the floor, the hnmﬁ;r at the window

l-'[
Nice sort of chaps

at once, when T heard it,

‘“If the bounders
catch them before thoy walk the

“What do you think now,

with the ropea tied to it, and the New House Co. in the
WTL act of lifting it to the window-sill.

'c oy were evidently none too soon upon the scene. Right
at ‘the New House juniors they rushed. Figgins faced

Blake gallantly, and they went at it hammer and tongs;
but the Co., tn‘:qn more by surprise, were bowled over in
t moment, and Digby and Herries sat on them on the floor.

Figgins and Blake struggled desperately, with no sound
but gasping breaths; but Arthur Augustus came to Dlake's
aid, and Figgins was triiped up and plumped on the fAvor,
snd Blake eat nstride of his chest.

' NEXT
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“Shut the door, Guasy!'' said Dlake. )

Arthur Augustus shut the door. Figgins wriggled under
the weight of Jack Blake, but it was useless; there was no
cscape for him., ,

“Now look out of the window, Gusay, and sce if thero
are any more of them."”

“ Cortainly, deah boy!" L

D’Arcy looked out of the window, Tha group of juniors
below, waiting for the hampor to be lowered to them, were
dimly visible in the moonlight.

* Yaas, wathah, Blake! There are half a dozen of the
wottahs, waitin' to cawwy our hampah ncwoss to the New
House, I suppose!” ;

“They'll have to wait n long timo!” grinned Blake.
“I'm ufraid the gawe's up, Figgy Keop ot the window,
Gussy, and if an,vﬁndy tries to climb up, knock him down.”

‘‘Yans, wathah!” . .

" You--rou mtten rottors!™ gasped Figgine, * “mv.(lld
you know? Hawe vou beon waiting for us, you beasts?

' Oh, you couldn’t oxpect to pull the wool over our eyes!”
sanid Blake loftily.  *“ We're up to all your little gumos,
you know!"”

* Got off :ay chest!”

“IRnts! It's rather bony, considered as a seat, bu. it's
the snfost plnce, at present Gussy, are any of thow
climbing up¥”
ht‘N’[). deah bog, They don't seem to have heard any
thin'."”

“Of course, they wouldn't!” chuckled Blake. *“They
won't know anything's gone wrong till thoy get back their
g}i.ddi; leaders, returned with thauks! Untie that rope ofl
the hamper, Gussy, and bring it here and tio it round
Figgins.'

“Bai Jove, what are you goin’ 1o do with the woltah,
deah boy?”

*“I think it's a good idea to send him down to those chaps
out there,” chuckled Binke. It seems rotten that they
should have to wait for nothing, We can't have this rub-
bish lying about here, either."”

“I'll give you rubbish|” gasped IMiggins.

“Tie iiu wrists ﬁrut—l’il%wﬁl 'am—you enn use his belt
for that. Then fasteri the rope under his arma.”

 Yaas, wathah! I wegard the idea as wathah funnay!”

Figgins was soon secured. Theon Blake left D’ Arey sitting
on him while he seoured the remaining two of tho Co, in
the same way, ew Homse juniors resisted, but in
vain. They wore soon bound, and then tha School Houso
quartette were froo to deal with them as thoy chose. Blake
grasped Figgins by the shoulders.

“Take his feet, some of you—or take one au('h', as thoy're
80 jolly big—then sling him out of the window I’

A great cadet and war story commences
in “The Boys’ Herald,” now on sale. Every-
body will soon be talking about it. Get a
copy to-day.
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D'Arcy and Dighy stooped to pick up Figgine. DArcy
vtaggered buck with an oxclamation.

“Why don't you get hold of him, Guasy?”’

“The howwid wottah has thwust his hoof against my
twousahs, and [ am certain that he has soilod them.”
; ;"ﬁo\'ertﬁxmd your trousers now, ass! Tnke hold of him,

you

I wofuse to do anythin’ of the sort. He hos wubbed
bis howwid hoof on my twousahs, and I fecl certain—"

“Take hold of the beast, Herries "

“Right-ho"

T don’t see why Hewwica couldn™ heve taken hold cf
him _in firt place, and saved my twcusahs fwom

*“Now, then, all fogether!"

g gins was slung upon the window-sill. He said not a
word, The affair had gone agninst him, and Figgine was
not the fellow to compiuin.

The New Houwso juniors, stnring impatiently up at the
hox-room window, enw a etrange object roll off the sill, and
descend swinging at the end of a rope.

‘“My hat,” said French, " that's not. the hamper!"

" Hampers don't thave legs that length!” seid Pratt,
“"That's Figgina’l"

Su Fiﬁg‘ins 1

**What on earth are Kerr and Wynn lowering Figgine
down like that for?t"

My only hat!”

The strange abject swung lower. Tt was certainly Figgina.
Ho was swinging wildly at the end of the rope, and bump-
ing on the ivy. Ho bumped on the greund, finelly, at the
feet of the astonishod junicrs.

Blake looked out of the window. The moonlight glim-
mered on his face for a momens, and the Now Ilouea juniors
understood.

“ Jack Blake!"”

They rcleased Figgins. A secand object came floating
down from the box-room window. It was Kerr, on the end
of the second rope, He wae landed beside Figgins. Then
& plump figure appeared on the window-sill.

“1 say,” ocalled out Blake cautiously, “lct us have ono
of those ropes up ugain, or we shall have to drop this prize
porpoise on yvour nappers.”

Kerr cast loose a rope, and DBlake pulled it in.  Then
Fatty Wynn swung down at the end of it. He landed,
gesping, on the ground.

“Woll, of all the howling asses—"" began Pratt. ‘' Ow!

What’s that?"

“*That ' was the ropes from above, which clumped round
his shoulders an Blake threw them down from the box-room
”; window. Pratt gave a yelp.

Blake waved his hand from the window.

* Rubbish returned with thanks!" he ocalled out softly.
*“Good-night !"’

The window closed. The New House juniors looked at
one another, and looked at Figgine & Co, e Co, wero
strangely silent,

“Well,” said French, in measured accents='* well, if this
is what you call a raid, Figgins, all I have to say is——
Dw-wow I'

French had not meani to sy “Ow-wow!” He said that
suddenly bmamnlﬂ'i&gma‘s fist had clumé)ed upon his nose,
and ho sat down in the quad. with a suddenness that jarred
all the bones in his body.

“*Anybody else got anything to say!” said Figgine
casually.

Nobody had. The New Ilouse party returued in eiloence
to their House. They re-entered the New House, and in
thp quer passage Fatty Wynn tapped Pratt on the arm.

: ‘Give me my sandwiches.”

‘“Haven't got them,” said Pratt, with a eliuckle.

' You=you haven’t left them out there?d”

“(h, no!”

“Then where are they?" ¥

Pratt tappod himself just bolow the chest.

“You—you beawrt!"” said Fatty Wynn. “I'm fearfully
bungry. You—you sbeolute rotter!"” And he went discon-
sohately to bed. .

" Well, it has boen n frost!” said Figgins, es he got into
bed. *' But it was a risky buriness, anyway, and we nearly
brought it off. But, by Jove, I'd like to know what really
ia in that hampor!"

—_——

CHAPTER 14.
At Last!

" AT vove, deah boys, we have fwustwated their

lenavieh twicks, and no mistnke!” said Arthur

. Al.igwtuu D'Arcy, ns Blake closod the box-room

window. ‘‘It'a extwemely fortunate that I happened to be
on the watch to-night.”

rad¥iBav:  “BLAKE & C0.'S TRIUMPH.”
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““Yos, you were a fat lot of good!” granted Dlake.
o Yc:};’:f be sleeping in the passago now if I hadn’t wakened

* Weally, Blokem—" W
'“Well, let's see what’s in the hamper, anyway,
Digby, ‘' now that we've got it back.' . ,
* Unlock the padlock, Blake,” exclaimed IHerries; ' you'va

got thé key.

“* Right-ho!"

Blake felt in his ]&ockatu for tho key. lle felt in one
pockot, and then in tho other, but both were drawn blank,
and Blake looked blank, too.

“Well, why don't you unlock it, deah boy?”

“I can't find the key.”

“You had it.”

‘I know I had it, but I haven’t it pow.”

““Powwaps it's in otho of your othah pockels.”

'li\"n. 1 distinctly romember putting i in my trousers
pocket.”

“ Are you wearin' the samo twousaha now!?”’

“Yon, uss. I don't keep a trunkful of trousors and chango
‘em every five minatel‘ as you do,” gruntod Blake. .

‘' Weally, Blake—"

“I suppose tho key fell out of my ket whon we were
serapping with tho Grammarians in tho lane,” said DBlake.
“It’s gone.” . .

““Then wo can't unfaston the padlock,” snid Ilerrice.

“Unless you can do it with your teeth,” said Blake
sarcastically. 5

1 think you're an ass.”

“Well, T don't think you'ro one: T know you are. We
oan’t open tho beastly thing to-night, that's all. Let’s get
it back to the study and lock it up there, for safety, and
then get back to bed."

*1 want to know what’s in the hamper,"” .

“8o do I, but it can’t be did,” said Blako impatiently.
“ Let's get it away, and don't make a row. And don't talk;
you make me tired.”

The hamper was dragged out of the box-room, and the
lantern extinguished. As quietly as thoy could the chums
dragged it back to Study No. 6, and locked it up there.
Then they returned to tho Fourth Form dormitory. Curious
as they were concerning the contents of the hawmper—and
their curiosity had now reached burning J‘mmt—-they were
sleepy, too, and they wero soon in the land of dreams.

said

But all things, they say, come to im who waits; and the
opening of the mysterious hamper came at last. In the
morning a coke-hammer solved the diffioulty of the padlock,
and the lid of the mysterious hamper was raised once more.

With bated breath the chums of Study No. 6 gathered
round it. Blake had locked the study door to prevent intor-
ruptions or espial. The lid was raised, and the mysteérious
contents haled forth and unpacked. .

And then exclamations burst from the juniors of amage-
ment and delight, for the present from Blake's American
unole was one that was oalculated to delight tho heart of
s lad with a love of adventure in his heart.

It was a complets outfit of Radskin apparel—wampum and
coloured serapes,, mocassins and feathers for head-dress,
1omahawks and and arrows, and spears in sections
for packing, And there was a letter inside the wyapping.
Blako glunced over it with dancing eyes.

“My hat!” lie exclaimed. “I remembor now ‘E’ uncle
speaking of something of this sort when he was in ngland.
The idea, you know, is to get up as Red Indians, and cam
in the woods, and learn to rough it and look outdor yourself.
That's why we hadsto have the Head's permission to unpack
these things. And she Ilead’s given his permission, and
€0 there won't be any difficulty about that.”

“Bai Jove, it's a wenlly wippin' idesh, doah boys! Do
yon know, I wathah fancy myself as & Wodskin ohiel.”

“Ripping " exclaimed Digby. ‘* By Jove, this will give
md: llgq‘-up over thoso bounders in the Shell! Woa'll keep
it dark.

*‘Yes, rather,” said Blake; ‘“for the presont, at least.
They can go on guessing what wae in ﬁ.w‘)tﬂlrlolll hamper.
Wo'll try the camping-ont idea next -holiday, and we
may get tho Head's permission to make a week of it. That
would be ripping, il you like,”

* Yaas, wathah 1"

And the chums of Study No. 6 kept tho secret. A showor
of questions descen upon them o8 soon as they camo out
of the study, but no mnswers were forthcoming. And
curiosity in tho School House becamo absolutely burming
on tho subject of the contents of the mysterious hamper.

THE END.

(A splendid double-length tale of Tom Morry & CO.
next week, entitled “Blake & Co.s Triumph."
Please order your *GEM"* In advance. Price Id.)
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SPLENDID NEW TALE OF CIRCUS LIFE.

iy

READ THIS FIRST.

Joe throws up office work, and while tramping along a
country lane meets Jim, who is_running away Ilrom Muerts,
a bullying circus propristor. Joe and Jim chum up and
call on Muorte's rival, Ruabino. Explaining that he has
bolted from Muerte's circus, Jim asks for an ongagement.

(Nowv go on with the story.)
| v

The Rival Ghowmen.

“ Woll,"” said Ruabino, ** what do you want & wook!"”

“Fifly pounds.”

“Waoll, it's luoky you don't want much. 8uppose I ongage
you now at soven-and-six & weck and food?”

“Done, on_a *condition.”

“Pooh! Name your condition."

You must engage my chum here as well, and at the

#amo screw.”

““Bo hangod! I'm going to do nothing of the sort.”

“Then you are not going to engage me, becausa we arg
going to stick togethor, como what may.”

I tell you I can't afford it. I haven’t got tho money."

“You will have after we start porforming.”

“What oan he do—turn somersaults?”

“ About as well as you did going down thoao ateps. Dut
he can rido.” -

“That's no good! What!"

‘‘ Nothing.”' |

“I toll you it's no good. Ligan ride—al least, I used to
bo able to when I gns younger and thinner. Ele has never

~ boen iui..a cirous before, [ supposoe!” .

‘“Then he's not coming into mins, fuhloss ha poys six-
penco."’ i

““Yosf ho 1s.""

“I tell you he isn't!”

“ But that's becauso you don't know. FLook here, be
reasonable, Rubby! Pay him five shillings for the start.”

“No; I will do nothing of the sort. Do you think T am
going to pay a boy five shillings and giva-hitu his food, and
train him, so that he may take a borth with my rival?”

*Joa isn't like that.” '

“Yeos ho is,
I blame you for it.
Muerte, and come to me!
_*“ 80 would you havo bolted if the brute had lashed you
like he has me. Now, look here! Muerte declares that I
um apprenticed to him; I bolieve it is a lio, but that docsn’t
matter. I wasn't n'garty to it, and won't be bound by it.
Well, you know that I shall draw peopla to your place, and,
mind you, Muerto will be here to-night, or to-morrow at
latest, o quesr your pitch.”

“The villainl Of courss, you will be a draw; T would:'t
have ongaged you othorwise.”

“ Well, if it hadn’t been for Joe I shouldn't be here to-

You are all like it, and T don’t know that
Why, even you have bolted from

night. Muerte was chasing mo, and Joe cau It him by the
}qg, 30nt hitn down, then sat on his head while I whacked
im.

“IIa, ha, hal We! done, Joe! If it ruins me I'll takeo
ou on. Five bob s weak. Can you keep accounls?”
“Yea, but I like oircus work better.” .

“Pooh! That's because you have never tried it. I hato
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accounts, but I hate circus work worse. No maiter, you aroe
engeged. I'll make use of you somehow, il it'a only to fire
you out of a cannon. The lad who could sit on {hert@'n
head must be of some service to me. Ha, ha, hal I would
have given a sovereign to have scen it."

“Buppose you givo tho sovereign to Joe, and lot him tell
you al| about it.’

“And auppose I don't, my beauty. T toll you what it is,
Jim, gbout tho only man” who could beut you for' cool
impertinence is Muerte.”

“ He often used to do so, for I promise you I used to
oheck the boast pretty frecly. Of course, he will come hore
and bully you, Rubby."

“Yoa; there is not a doubt about that, when he knows
you have come to me."”

' Well, he will gucss that ulresdy. Ie knows that Loo
and T have met on several occasions, and that Leo is om-
ployed by you; and putting two end two togethar, he i
pretty well bound to come to a correct conclusion.”

““Well, ho can como here as soon as ho likes," observed
tho little showman. I am always remarkably polito to
him, angl—— Talk of—ahein !"

The door of the caravan was ﬁuu% open most uncere-
moniously, and Muorte entorod. His face was as whito as
it could turn with suppreased passion, and his black eyes
wera gloaming, while he stroked his long moustuche to give
tha impression that ho was at his case, and ho made a great
eoffurt to provept his voice from quivering.

“ Mr. Ruabino,” he cried, “I can only amume that you
do not know what has happonod.”’

“ Denr boy, sit down!" exclaimed Rubby. * Nios night,
ian't it? Wat, but that is good for the flowers and the doar
little dabchicks. Funny litue fellows they arq. Bloss you,
I oould wateh them dive for—"

“I have como to spenk to you.”

i Glad to hear it, dear boy. Always ploased to listen to
a man of your consummate erudition. hat is it, you gay
dog! Going to got married, and want me to act as your
bost man?”’

T have not come hero to talk like a fool.”

“Waell, wolll Whatever I may havo thought concerning
your customary mode of apecch, I vortainly never told you
that you ware in the habit of talkin like a fool. Btill, if
you can talk otherwise, I shall bo all the more pleasad tr
liston to you. Have s cigar, dear boy?"

“T don't neod your cigurs.” .

 Well, perhaps you are bettor without them. I koow you
Spaniards are a haotheaded race, and as my cigara are good
onos and strong, they might upset the equilibrium of your
broin. Speak on, my dear follow. Make yourself quite at
homo, Perhaps you would kindly shut the door, beenusn
it is rather draughty, and bocause it is considored a malter
of ordinary politeness in such society as mine; but then, of
course, you are not accustomed to mix in such society.”

< I am thankful that such is the case.”

“ Well, well, no doubi you would feel uncomfortable and
out of place. You would scnrcely believe it, but when I
performed before the King I folt a little ungomfortable just
at first. No doubt you would feel the name in_my prosence;
Dut there is no cause for it, my dear fellow, To my mind a
Spanish gipsy is as good as any other Spaniard. As we may
say thero T’: much of & muchness about the poor creatures
and I always feel pity for them when I moct then. Now,

A Dnubla-hnsgﬂo':m’%f
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lmy 'l'hundar.

Mucrte, of course it wae annoying when my equestrian, Joe,
eat on your hoad whilo my acrobat, Jim, flogged you, but
boys will be boys, you know,”
uorto was noarly mad with rage now, He showed his
{eeth, and his words came with a hissing sound.
“I havo to inform you that that young fiond is my
approntice, and that—-—"
“Don’t mention it, doar boy.
obh%e. I will cancel his indentures.’
“Dog! You insolont, fat pig! You cnlm-faced raga-
lh from your bloated body if

I am alwnys ready to

muffin, I'll strangle the breat
you talk to me like thisl"”

" “Poor dear fellow. Is it only lalely that ho has taken to
it like this, Jim? I fear it is a case of incipient d.t.’s, Let
mo f{eel your Fulie, Muerte.”’

“Hound! I'll lot you feel my fist if I have any moro of
your insults,’

1 fear Joo will have to sit on the ¢ crgature’'s head
while I flog him this tine,” observed Rubby, calmly light-
ing his cigar. ** That's the worat of these poor gipsy fellow
the only way to appeal to their feelings is by corpor
punishment. ~ For my part, 1 would not allow the aliens in
a respectable country l.i‘ilw England. They are worse than
the emoke nuisance. Mind, my poor dear fellow, I am not
blaming you. You can’t help your nature, My clown is
ust tho same. A drondful tempered fellow; but 1 always

ke it out of him in tho ring. MHa, ha, ha! Many a cut I
have caught him—hy accident!”

“You dirty reptile! That boy is coming with me to-night
and 1 will put you in prison for during to take him away. i
will ruin you! I'll open my circus next to yours wherever
you go, I'll live to see you in the workhouse.”

“Poor dear man!” exclaimed Rubby, enjoying his cigar.
“Ho seems far from calm, It's our duty to seothe him.
dotest sing the whip unlesa absolutely compelled. Humour
them—humour them is my invariable advice. In your case
Muerte, you are a little—well, wa will call it excited, and i
fear you will wake up with a shocking headache; stll, you
will be calmer in the morning. Been travelling to-doy, my
dear fellow? I fear you have ii;(-cn meeting too many frienda
on the road. Have n eup of strong tea? It will do you all
the good in the world!” =% T

“Do you dare to insinuate that I am drunk, fellow..”
howled K/Iuertu.

“Well, weli! I trust it is nothing more =erious 1 never
had much of an opinion concerning your intellect, but I
always considered you more of an idiot than a raving maniac.
Of course, a man with an extremely feeble mind Ekc yours
should ubstain from all intoxicants It only excites the
brain, end in & case where the brain is actually diseased—
why, it might prove scrious. You had better go homo and
ot to sleep, and poerhaps you will be better in the morning.

think it would be advisable to let eomeone watch by your
bedside in case the delirium should come on in the might,
Good-night, my r creature! I trust you will ke better in
the morning. Nouw, Joe, I have got a horse that no livin
man can ride—the poor fellows who tried to do it are dead.
You shall sce what you can make of him.”

“I shall not leave this place till that hoy returns with
me,” cried Mucrto,

“1 want to arrange about our performance to-morrow,”
observed Rubby, opening a deawer and taking out threo half-
pence, which ho carefully placed in his waistcoat-pocket.
“Lot mo sov. I don’t like placing temptation in the way of
o poor man—cspecially a Spaniard. Just open that drawer
there, Joe, and soo if thore 1s any money in it."”

*“Qnly » postage stamp.”

“Hand it to me. We won't leave il as we are going out.
8it down, my dear boy. You might be washing up our
tea-things. Don't cat those seraps of fish, becauso there aro
bones amongst them, and they might choko you. You appear
rather chuk{ already.’’

Then Rubby left the caravan, followed by the grinning
lads, and although Muerte looked ver]y much as though he
intended to kick them down the stops, ho controlied his fierco
passions uuf‘l‘:cientlf not to do so, ThoJ ware three to one,
and although tho lads werc young, and Rubby was—to put
it politely==stout, he had once been o boxer, and he was still
posscssed of conaiderable etrength.  Muerte hesitated for a
momont, and then he followed them into the circus, deter-
mined to have the matter out.

“ Why, herc’s that Bpanish gipsy again!” oxclaimed
Rubby.” * What a nuisance the ereaturc is! Here, my good
man,<s o halfpenny for you. Go and buy yourself a bun1’’

“¥ou insolent og, I could buy you and your miserable
little circus up!”

“1 should want cash down,” observed Rubby. “I would
not trust you with twopenca.  You never can trust a
Spaniaxd, eapeoinlly if the brute happens to be a gipsy. But
you would never bo able to raise the money, dear bog. You
might bo able to raise a glass of beer to your lips, if some-

THORSDAY 1

#THE GEM” LIBRARY.

“word. It would be ridigulous for me Lo do

“BLAKE & 00’8 TRIUNPY.”

B e L e S S

One Penny. 23

_ one elso paid for it, but you would certainly never bo alle to

raise money to pay for this magnificent circus.”

“Jim is my apprentice, and you are rendering yourself
amenable to t[vm law by trying to take him away from me.”

“Show mo his indenturcs, dear boy. I can’t take your
o, knowing what
a fearful liar you are. Hi, Leo! That imp is always missing
when he is wanted, Leo) Leo! 1 believe the boy protends
to be deaf. Leo! Lcol”

T eay, Rubby, arcn't you frightened of doing some damage
when you howl fike that®” inquired a well-built lad with w
jovial “honest fucv, stepping into the civeus. )

"lJl-n, you are here, are you, you beauty!” exclaimed
Rubby, ~ **Well, there's Jim. He tells me you know hiu
That other chap is Joe, and as one wou’t come without the
other, I have had to cngage them both. ‘That brute there
is Muerte. Ho is the gipatest scoundrek unhung, enly don't
tell him 8o, because he bws got a nasty temper.”

“Why, he can hear every word you arc
whispered Leo. i

“ No matter I exclaimed Rubby cnlml‘v. “ He's too stupisl
to understand my meaning. Now, look here, Leo! Joo saya
he ie a good rider, and it occurred to mo that he must be if
he can stick on Buster. Just go and fetch him.”’

“T would much rather you let Muerte do that,” said Leo.

“Funny that people don't like Buster,” observed Itubby.
“1 can't send Mucrte, because he is not in my employment
yet. I don’t see how | can QIIHII{T! the fellow, because he ia
reully not worth hLis ealt. The only redenming feature abouf
him is that, being a Spaniard, ho would be able to Jive on
onions and puaraffin oil. Go and get the horse, Never mind
about the saddle,”

“It wouldn't be much use,” snid Leo. ' Buster ulways
amashes his girthe for a atart.  ITo will hurt you, Joe.”

“Can’t ll(ﬁ that,” observed Joe. 1 have got to be of
some use in the circus, so T may as well start on Buster,”
“You are a lot more likely to start off him," declarved
Leo. *Idon't want to frighten you, hut——"

“You won't do that. Buster may ; all the same, I'm going
to try to ride him,"” said Joe.

5 \%ell, come and see me bridle him,” laughed Leo. ** Yon
will get an idea of his nature then.”

Both Joe and Jim followed, and Rubby thought he had
In. + 'o the same, because he was fat, while Muerte was
muscular, . very angry.

Buster was kept in a sort of loose.box by himself, =& no -
other horse could possibly have lived with him. ~ He stood
about sixteen hands, and, {ik«- most bad-terupered people, was
extremely thin, but he eeemed to be all thews and sinews.

He made a snap at Leo as that worthy tried to unfasten .
the halter by lcmmui( over the side of the loose.box. 1t was
made fast to & ring 'niﬁh up, because of Buster's pleasantries
when anyone tried to bridle him. )

With some little difficulty, and a considerable apount of

suying I

risk, Leco got the halter unfastened, then h&“wyen .the
recalcitrant horse to the bars of the loc»w—ba.?'l . J
Buster's head over them, after which he made” the )

fast, and the bad-tempered brute was in much the ‘sime
position as an ox thyt i about to be slunghtered.

Now Leo got bridle, which was abdut stron ‘bno_;l‘gh :
(o have held @ rugi{g‘]ion, and lifting his knee he placed
it in a tompting pdsition for Buster to bite at, which he

immediately triced to do, but he discovered that, t‘ae cross-bur
just prevented Lim, and he also found the hit botwecn his
rm.l;:::f toeth, while he was securely bridled before he quite
reali what had happened. i

“There you are Rubby,” “Tead him into
the circus.”

* What 7" g )

“ Lead him into the circus,”

“Would you like to do so, Muerte?” inquired Rubby.
“ Apparently the man would not. Well, I am the master of
this circus o, and 1 am surprised at your cxpecting me to
do your dut_v. Lead the horse in at once, boy. Are you
afraid of an ordinary four-footed horset”

* Aro you!"”

*0h, my lad! Don't you know betier than to put such
& question as thal to your employer? Woar, indeed] Feur
is unknown to the broad, brave breast of Ruabino.”

“Then suppouse you lead Buster?”

“* What?"

“ Suppose you lead the horset”

“Er—just #0; but sce you here, Leo, T do not desire {0
inculoate lazy habits in ‘your brenst. I am the leader of
men, you are the leader of horses. We must keep to our
respectivo lshcres. In a well-ordered circus like this it must
always be done. Btrict discipline and Ruabino are synony-
moue. Lead on, and 1 will follow—at a distance, which shall
be greater than tho sadius of Buster's heels, Lead on, dear
boy. Bome horses are better led than driven.”

“T know they are, Rubby!”’ exclaimed Leo, looking doubt-
fully at the vicious brute; *‘but, you see, Bustcr is a horee

§,Dogble-Length Tale of

observed Leo,




. 24

that wilt neithor bo led nor driven. He hns bitten me
repeatedly.”’

“"Then you must be used to it. He has nover bitten me,
and T do not want to lot him commence now. Wo mith
use Muerte for the purpose. You can lead a donkey with a
loaf of bread, perhape you could lead Buster with a donkey.
Walk nhead of him, Muerte. You are the biggest asa I have
ever come across, and perhaps Buster will apprecinte you.
1f 8o he will be about the only livinﬁ creaturo_that docs.’

“You insolent, cowardly reptile!” snarled Muerte. ** You
aro not fiv to live,”

“I am quite certain that you are not fit to die, dear Loy
but don't get excited. 1t makes you show your tecth, an
then you always remind me of a snarling woll, thouih I
must say it is an insult to the lesscr beast. Now then, Leo!
Don’t be all night. You-are wogse than a child ubout to
take a doso of medicine, You whi deal with lions aee surcly
not afraid of a simple horse?” ’ ’

But, then, Lro knew Buster so well. He had so many
ways—all of which were playful, not to say painful. How-
ever, he got a hold of the bridle so close to the bit that he
could not ﬁet bitten, and Buster appearcd to be almost
amiable. e followed like 8 retriever dog, and seemed to
be as gentle as a lamb, Leo know that this was ono of his
playful ways. ~He was always remarkably docile until he
becamo demonincal.

“You observe, Muerte,” exclaimed Rubby, ‘‘that is a
horse in a hundred. You have no horse like that Neither
have you a rider who could sit him for five minutes.”

“You lice, you silly fat beast!” snarled Muerte

“] admit that you are a good judge of lies, seeing that
you are lully accomplished in the art, but this time you are
in error.”

“T have a score of riders who could ride the brute, and
ns regandu.myne]f there is no horse ever yet foaled that I
could not sit.’

“I will bet you a level sovereign that you do not sit
Buater for five minutes,” said Rubby, producing the coin.

“1 take your bet.”

“Then cover my spvereign, dear boy!" exclaimed Rubby,
placing his coin on the ledge of the "partition surrounding
the cirops. You shall time yourself. Leo has a whip. ¥You
will ndt need spurs with Bustor." o -

Muerte placed a soversign on the top of thz otuer ono,
then Rubby placed them both in his pocket.

S gorc, b:)!\f_ﬂ 1}‘;‘!(.‘5?, coins nflonla!" slpurlcd Muurmk ;

* Dear , they are perfectly safe in my pocket,” snid
Rubby. "Yyou m?ght urloin them were I to leave them
thers, and as I shall win the little bet—why, it saves time
if I pick them lip now. Of course, if you win, I shall hand
them to you. You need have no fear. I know that a
sovoreign is o largo amount of money to you, but you aro

denling with an Englishman, while I am dealing with a
Bpanis Fll)”' Now mount the horse.”
“ Bah " exolaimed Muerte, striding up boldly to Buster

and vaulting on his back: then he got hold of the reins,
and Leo got to safe quarters.

‘JE uerte pulloﬂ::t#i: watch, and Rubby ‘took the pre-

ol g b He showegdhlhe time to Joo aud
w0 that thero might be' no mm, hough he .&id
:}9& think 4t at all neccssary, knowinggBurtidr as well us ho
did.

That sagacious brute smelt the tar, and Muerte, who wna
really. a rider, although he fondly immagined that ho
was o far better one than was reslly tho onse, let him do
what he liked. He wanted to win the sovereign, but wns
quite prepared for mf! tricks. To waste timo was exactly
what he desired, and Bustor waa certainly doing it.

To Joe and Jim it appearad that he would not only waste
tho Ave minutes with comfort to himsell and his rider, but
that he would waste another hour on the top of those five

minutes.

" Muerte smiled, but still remuninod on his guard.

“‘What about your sovercign, you bloated brute?’ he
demanded.

“Denr boy,” exclaimed Ruboy, ‘it is perfectly safo in
my pocket."”

‘ You mensn to say you won't pay me?!”’

Y shall hand you the two sovereigns it you are on that
horse's back five minutes hence, minus the minute you havo
already been there—that is, of oourse, aupposing you are
aot thrown off during the intorval. This s our first turn,
and I must admit that it is & very slow one, but I havoe
faith in Buster, I admit he is a porverse brute, and if ho
heard me make the bet, he may want to make me lose a
sovercign out of sheer perverseness, However, I fancy he
will have you off yet."”

“Nover! No horse has over thrown mo. Ha, ha! To
tb&rgk that o epavined brute like this can do s0 is too
ridica——"'

Perhaps Bustor undorstood the insult. At any rate, he

..
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with o jerk, and catching t
force that made it bleed. Was Bustor satisfied? He way
not. Ho slowed himself round, and got Muorted toes botwoeon
his bristling tecth; then, judging by the Bpaniard's yells,
Buster bit. ;

*Ha, hn, ha!" roared Rubby. * That horso is Teally too
funny. Don’t you think so, Muarte?”  ° -

Muerto did not say what he thought, -Hoe merely yelled,
and when Buster let go, it was obvious fhat Muerte would
neod a now pair of boots, for there were holes in his uppers.

promptly stopped Mucrle's boast by bringing up his head

Then DBuster kicked, and backed into Rubby, who promptly -

fled round tho ring. He did not want to sample tho power
of those hecls. Tt looked far too dangerous. Noxt Buster
roared, and tried to got at Leo, who was not taking any.
After that the horse did everything it coTd THIAR©F; and
finding that did not unseat the rider, he rolled on him.
uster wWas the first up.,  He waited. Muerte, ,vr..\llm[i
with pain, rose on his hands and knees; then Buster utterod
something botweon o ncigh and o sercam and running at
his late rider, fastened his teeth in his 'back, wnd bit as
hard as he conveniently could. )

After that, Buster tumned round, with a view to kicking
tho damaged man out of the ring; but Muerte was out
of that ring before the first kick came.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” rowred Rubly. * Ho is tho funniest hotao
that I havo ever mot. Don’t you think so, Muerto?"
b_“You demon ! hooted Muerte, who was roally badly

itten.

“Ha, ha, ha! I don't knew when I have enjoyoed an
entertainment ns much as this one,” declared Rubby. * And
tho best of it is that I have gwined & sovereign.”

“ Fury !” hooted Muerie, stamping about {n pain. *T'm
bitten! By my life, I'll stab tho brute to death!" Then,
drawing « most formidable-looking knife, he rushed at
Buster.

Leo, who had a sort of affection for Buster, tried to stop
the infuriated Spaniard; but Muerte bowled him into thoe
tan, and thon rushed at the horse.

Bustor, who thad his back towarde Muerte, looked quite
quiet; but thon there was no relying on his quiotness, Hao
was s o 4ropical storm in that respect, und always
whon he was about to bocome most dan-
gnrous. He merely slewed round a little, then ho kicked
Muerte into tho place where the sixpenny audience ought
to have sat.

It looked dangerous, and it mado Rubby look quite sorivus
for a few momonts, but when he saw the rival showimnan
riso withowl apparent serious injury, he burst into roars of

laughter.

“"Hn, ha, ha! Sorry, dear boy. Ia, ha, ha! Glad hae
hasm’t hurt you. Ha, ha, ha! T never saw a funnier scenc.
Look here, Muerte, I'll bet you a level fiver you don't sit
him for five minutes. Why, bothor it, Buster is as good an
a cireus | I've frequently fun a show and not made o pound
profit." :

“ Here, don’t give the show away!" murmured Loo.

“Though, of course, I fmquam-l{ muke as much as ton
thousand .pounds profit in one night,” added Rubby, taking
Leo's advice!

“Thon perhaps you will raiso my serew," eaid Leo.

“ Hang the lad?! T can't satisfy him anyhow,” growlod
Rubby. *If I tell the truth he ssys don't give tho shiow
away, and if I tell abominable falsehoods, he asks for & Tisn
in his screw. Oh, who would be a showman! I almost pity
you, Muerte, because you are one, and the biggest am at
the job I over met. Nover mind! You aro like the milor's
monkey. You have got the kicks, and I havo got the
ha'ponce. I am perfoctly satisfiod.”

“I am seriously injured. 1
groaned Muerte, who intended to mako the most of it.

“Woll, dear boy,” obscrved Rubby calmly, I don't aco
how a form Like yours could possibly be extornally injured.
If Buster had kicked off your long nose, he would have
improved your face. The fact of tho matter is, Bustor must
have mistakon you for a bunch of catemeat, of which ho
ia particularly fond. Ho wanted to out yow, which shows
that his tastes aro vitiated.” ; i"}.“

“T hall sue you for damages, you beast!"

" No necossity, dear boy. You can have as many damagos
as you like without Wing. All you have to do is to fnr.
into the ring, end Buster will give you the damages, 'l
warrant. But look hore, Muerte, I'll have another bet with
you, and give you four minutes. I know Buster is » horse
that wanta riding. . . )

“The brute wnnts shooting, like his mastor!" declared
Muerte. I am seriously injured.”

“Why worty about a trivial thing like that? You don’t
$nd me worrying abaut it. I have mada u cloar sovereign,
and am porfeotly content and happy. We will have u nice
Littlo supper with some of it."

L
Bon Mortrr'a Hahootdare.
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L"Why not epend it all, and have a nicer onet” suggested
€0,

Do you want to ruin me, boy!"” exclaimed Rubby, "I
would not mind if Mucrte wasn't such a coward, and would
have another try to ride Bustor, because then I should make
another sovereign.”’

"Wlly don'bdfou ride the brute yourself, if you are so
bravo!" wneered Muerte.

My dear fellow,” exclaimed Rubby, ““if you owned a
horso liko that, and knew all his qualities, would you rido
him? No, I feel sure you would not. Would you like to
huve o mount, Joni"

“1 don't know that I would,”
Buster in o manner thut was far from affectionate. ' All
the sume, I'm going to have a try. I wouldn't mind his
kicking and rearing if the brute would not roll. You sce,
if o horse rolls on you it hurts, and it seems to hurt when
ho bites, However, here goes! You need not send any
flowers,”

Joo approached the fiery steed with cantion. Duster
slewed round with o view to getting in a kick, but although
he made two attempts, they were unsuccessful. Then Joo
grabbed him by the mane, and vaulted on his back with
an_agility thnt would have done eredit to Jim the acrobat,

Now, Joe had & great advantage over Muerte, Heo knew
—or thought he knew—exactly what Buster was going to do.

'Lhe biting and rolling Joe was determined 1o cvade, and
he made & mental vow to be outside the circus ring in no
time in the ovent of being thrown,

Buster turned to. get in his favourite bite, but found
Joc's toes too far back for tho purpose. Then he tried to
hit him on the nose with his erest, but failed again.

“Hu, ha, ha! That lad is a born rider!" crind Rubby.
‘*Btick to him like glue, boy! Look herc, I'm n spurtsman,
Muerte. I'll bet you a sovereign that Joe sticks on for five
minutes, and I'll give him a shilling if he succeeds."

“I tako your bet I'" oried Muerte, who wanted to get his
sovereign back, and who felt perfectly confident that Joe
would never stick on. )

“Done ! eried Rubby, pulling out his watch. ‘' Now,
Joe, do your best, or you will ruin me."”

“T'm going to,” said Joe, "only I wish you would tell
the brute not to roll.”

“Dear boy,”” cxclaimed Rubby, * he's like the rest of the

rowled Joe, gazing al

" beasts 1 emgz:y.” He never will obey my ovrders. leo is
m.

another of ¢

Finding rearing and kicking quite useless to unscat his
rider, Buster commenced buck-jumping, and Joe had a
fearfully rough time of it. Then Joe gave the brute a taste
of the whip, and matters becamo very lively. ~

Buster did everything that a horse might be oxpected not
to do, then he stood still, preparatory to rolling.

ow that waa the very thing that Joo wanted to avoid.
Buster found the whip so painful that he gave up his idea
of having & roll, and bolted to the side of the ring, whern
he tried to grind Joe's leg against the woodwork; iut that
worthy turncd Buster’s head into the partiticn, and lached
his hinder quarters.

Buster could not stand that. He wont round the ring at
lightning speed, and Joe fondly imagined that ho was going
ta conquer, when tha vicious brute got the bit between his
tooth, and dashing straight across the ring, leapt the barrier.

He landed amonget tho benches, which he damaged badiy,
then he dumaged them considerably moro by kicking nt
then.  After that he leapt back again, but Joe was still on
his back.

“Ha, ha, ba! Well done, Joe!” shouted Rubby. * You
are o grand rider, lad. Mind you etick on. You have been

¥ on two minutes.”

3

“Tt seems more like half an hour,” growled Joe.

“You shall ride him every day of your life, doar boy.
It will please the spectators. I will send out n challenge to
Muaorte, etating that he has no rider in his ecircus who ean
manage Duster, and that my youngest lad can do so. It
will liyln n good adyertizement. Look out, the brute is going
to roll!”

Joe wan very fond of horses, and also very kind to them,
but this was an ocension where kindnees would have beca
very much misplaced. It would simply havo meant that
Buster would have rolled on him, and that would have
inished Rubby's bet. Joe did mot want his new employer
to loro money over the affair, neither did he want to luso
hin life over it, so he used the whip with a froedom that
cnused Buster to change his mind about roMing, and go
round the ring again. But now Joe had got him under
better control, and he took particular care the brute did
not leap the barrier again, ‘

Round and round they went, and Joe took particular care
that Bustor maintained his speed, because he was a horso
that required s lot of exercise, and ho was getting it now.

It maddened Muerte to think that he had failed where a
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mere Ind was sicoseding: besides, ho had lost a sovereigs.
He made up his mind not to pay the second oune, supposing
that he lost it.

“Time!"” oried Rubby.

““That ie a lio; it is only three minutes " declared Muerle.

“1 vow it is over five!” said Rubby. ‘' However, Joo
oan stick on as long as ho likes, so it doesn’t mutter. I'd
rather lone a sovereign than sce him como off now. He's
n plucky youngstor, and I'vo never scen a better rider.
T'll make something of that boy. He'n got ability.”

Buster was behaving himself in a model manner now, TIle
would havo likod to lessen the pace, but Joe was not having
that. He had no intention of allowing tho horse to turn
itself into a common or gardon.roller, and eo he used the whin
each time DBuster showed signa of flagging. Ten minutes
elapsed, and Muerto had to admit that time was up; then
Joe reined in, and springing to the ground, got a grip on
the reins close to tho bit, while ha took care to stand clear
of Buster's forelegs. .
R.‘tll will trouble you for a savereign, dear boy ' exelaimed

ubly.

“Buh!  You will not get it!" snarled Muerte. ' Yeu
havo robbed mo, and I will not leave this place till that
young villain Jim comes with me.” .

“Well, I will consider the matter,” said Rubby, disappear-
ing, and quickly returning with a man who stood alout five
feet nine, and looked musculnr. ** Jupiter, my sirong mean,”
obscrved Rubby, bowing politely. ) .

Jupitor was evidently o man who followed his instruetions
without many words, Ho walked up to Muerle, scized him
round the body, and flung him on his back Then gripping
him by the legs, lifted him up, and shook him upside down.
About a poundsworth of silver and coppera dropped fram
Muerte’s pocketa, together with two or three sovereigne.

Jupiter picked up one sovereign, and gravely handed it
to his employer.

*“Ts that all you require?” he asked.

“ No, dear hoy,” exclaimed Rubby; “T want you to have
supper with me to-night.  Show that party off the premises.”

*“What time eupper?’ inquired Jupiter, grabbing Mucste
by the collar, as he groped for the remainder of his money.

** As soon ns wo can cook it, denr boy. Be very gentle
with Mucrte, because he's delicate.” :

“I'm always gentle,”” declared Jupiter, ** Come up there !”
And he gave Muerte a wrench that coused him to gasp.

“Villain! Release me!” cried Muerte. )

“fteak and onions is my mark,” observed Jupiter,
wrenching the rival showman ‘rom the place, for he had
now picked up his money. * Fried potafoes and half a piut
of stout, I'll buy the things il you give me the money.”

“Take it out of that eovereign, dear boy,” exclaimed
Rubby, handing him tho coin. '“Bo back as soon as ycu
can, ause we shall be hungry by the time it ie ccoked.
You might bring in some ginger-pop for these youngsters.
It's better than beer for boys, and they always like it better.
Be sure vou don't hurt Muerte.”

“ Hurt him?' inquired Jupiter, turning round and wrench:
ing the unfortunateSpaniard with hini, * How should 1
hurt him? I'm going to trcat him as gentle as a pet lamb,
before its mistress considers it too old for mutton. Come
on, mate; yvou have got to be treated gently.”

Then Jupiter winked at tho grinning lada, Jooked gravely
at his employer, and ran Mucrte off the premises.

“If you come back I shall chuck you inte the lions’ cage,
and let thom treat you gently,” were Jupiter's parting
words, ns he went to purchase the supper,

The great Ruabine, with Joe, Jim, and Loo, was seated in
his caravan when Jupiter returnod with the supper, in the
shape of rumpsteaks, onions, and & pint can of ale and three
bottles of ginger-beer.

“Gaedd man!” exclaimed Ruabino,
well that you shall cook it. The oil-stove is alight.
utensils aro there.  You know tho rest.” )

“Yes, Rubby, I know the rest, although I ncver get it
in your service.”

""Hark at the man, and to my knowledge he has not done
a day’s work for & week!” .

48 [¥o wont for a walk this morning,” said Leo. *To sleen
Then he worked hard at his dinner and his
toa, beeanse I saw him. Now he is going to work hard at
his supper. DBesides, I wauldn't he a bit surprised if he has
ohuukechMuerte into the ditch. I call thut fairly hard work,
so woull you, Rubby, if you had acen him at dinner. You
will get some idea as to what o eplendid worker he is when
ho starts on those steaks and onions, Lot's nlice some pota-
toes, you chaps. Friad potatoes go well with the rest.”

* Polatocs there,” said Rubby, pointing to o basket in the
corner. with his cigar. **Make yveurselves useful, luds. Wark
is good for the brain, and good for the muscies, Dear me,
it often makes me weep salt tears when I think of all the
work that I have done in my lifetime.”
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* You started young, didn't you, Rublby?” inquired Loo.

* Doy, I sturled very young,”

Y] t}‘)ouuht #0, becaused 1 noticed that you stopped young.
1 don't eall it such jolly hard work to take it out of tho
clown with your whip in the ring. Ha, hal Ho gets many
a cut for past misdeeds.”

"It does him goud,” declared Rubby, smiling at -the
thoughts of it, ** and it ploasos the audience. After all, that
in what we want to do,”

‘“And takoe their monn}w;?"

* It follows, as the night the duy, that we shall take their
monyy il we lilumm thom. Bat, listen here, we must please
thom hetter thun does Muerte, or ho will queer my pitch,
:}m]_ then the ghost will walk. Did you hurt Muerte,

upitert’’

** Didn't slop to ask him," obseryed the strong man, weep-
ing copiously, beoguse he was busy #liging onione, and upless
you hold them u water thoy are sare to make you cry.

"' No matter, He¢ ought to be hurt,” said Rubby. * Now,
listen to me, Jim, 1 want you to go through the same per-
formance as you used to when at his circus. If you can
one better, well good. As for Joe—well, I shall let him
rido Buater; then you might punch Leo's head with tho
gloves. Think you could do that?"

" No. I feol jolly gertain that I couldn't! All the same,
1 don’t mind trying, especially if Leo will give me a few tips
as to the best wa do it in,"”

“You can box?"’ inquired Rubby.

L“ Yea. But I'm nothing like a professional, and I expect

00 js.'"

" That is so. Will you teach him how to sﬁumh your
head, Leo? I think yoa two could make a good show of it.”

“Yes; ['ll have a turn with him,” answered Loo. * He
looks like a il;rd hittor. Of course, Joe, it's no ﬁcmd if you
don't hit hard. The public don’t care for it, the same as
they don’t care much for trapeze work when nots are beneath.
I often try to get Rubby to forget the nots, but heo's so
beastly obstinate. ; Bhowmen always are, especially when you
usk them for a rise in your screw. You have noticed that
with Mucrte, Jim?™ .

“RatherI” laughed Fim. * The fellow gocs about fashing
his diamondg=which I believe aro paste, because he never

vawns theme-and he brags of his money; then, if I asked
im for tw jo—he nevor pnd..me wi you know—ho
used to vow. I was ruining reed to my food,

x6
which wasn't’® as ho gave to his lione. 8till, I have

done with r ever!”
** That be scen, my lad,’" observed Rubby.
“ Muorte

rte lﬂ paniard. He will do mo one for having
taken you- ill, T don’t care. Now, be quict, becauso
I want to werk out the postors.”

“ Lucky. it's, not lightning, Rubby. Don’p forget to make
a lion chawing off somoone’s head,” said Leo. *“ 8lop it on
thick, Dnn"‘g lorﬁot that thrills bring t ces.  You
n:light show one where Joe has knocked ofit nlh my cyes,
and mo walking calmly ncross the ring, picking them ‘up,
and replacing them.” ik T

" You silly vatlet. Tf your eyes- wyre kwocked out, how
could yo1 see where to find them?"” - :

* That's what tho public will wonder,"” said Leo. **It will
prove sort of mysterious, and they like mystery. All you
need aftor that will bo a little pathos. You might get thnt

by making Joe sot the eyos at proper ‘099" and patting my

nose into shape. Or, 1 tell you what—

“And I tell you what, my lad. Your ideas are like the
brook and flow on for ever. They are about as weak as the
walers of that brook, and as serfseless as the jackass who
drinks those waters, Don't I tell you I'm busy!”

Rubhy sct to work whilo the others did tho cooking; then,
when the suppor was ready, Rubby flung his papers aside and
sot to work again,

The supper was oxcnllently cooked, for Jupiter was a good
all roumrmnn. and, having mado full arrsngements for the
morrow's ecntertainmont, Rubby left the youngsters in
Jupiter's hands to find them sloeping accommodation. .

'f‘he following day was Saturday, and Muerte, tho rival
showman, had arranged to have an aftornoon performance,
knowing that his rival did not intend to have one till the
ovoning.

Leo was Enuing the time in giving Joe some bo:inf) les-
sons, and thoy wers gotting on admirably, both lads being
very good-temperod, except when roused by some wrong
uction, when a message came from Rubby that they were to
come to him ant once.

Now, n kinder-hearted employer than Rubby it would he
difficult to find. Thero was usually a smile upon his face.
Now he looked very grim,

‘' My lad,” ho said to Joe, *'T must compliment yuu on
tho success of your trick. I generally read a boy's character
by his eyes—-you nover can read a man's, though some pretend
to do so. Jim got you here undoer false pretences, but hero

NEXT
THURGDAY :

“BLAKE & €0.'S TRIUMPH.”

ou shall remain, if you wish it, becnuse T do not go bhack
E-um my word, Of course, the acl of en aging you bhoth was
no kindness to you, It was a matter of husiness. I knew

im was a valuable asset, and I thought I could make you
one, Apart from that, I do not believe you will accuse mo
of unkind behaviour, and I must say that your trick shouhl
not have been played on one who trested” you us a friend.
_Wllnoth.c’!r you have acted honestly or not, I leave you fo
judge.

“1 den't understand a bit of what you mean,’ declared
Joc, locking full in his employer's eyes. “If I Lave played
you u trick it was without my knowlodge, and you woukl
bo just the very last man on the face of this earth that I
wiull play a trick on.”

“Geod! I could almost belisve you, boy; but read that
lotter, my lad,”

And this is what Joe road:

“Dear Rubby,—Thanks for all the information you have
given mo! Muert: ond I didn't play the part badly, did
we! You are a little soft, if you will excise me for men-
tioning it. Wo shall take the wind out of vour sails to-
morrow afternoon. Thanks for having billod me, only 1
nprenr at Muerte's circus. You can keep that idiot, Joe. Ho
will be good onough for your tinpot cirous.—Yours with
laughter, “JiM THE GYMNABT."

i ] {But not Rubby’s.)

** Well,V' said Joe, handing the lotter back, ** you jolly wall

desorve to be called soft! {can 0; but before I do go, I'm

ﬁpmg to tell you that never while I live will I forget your
indness, and if I ever caun repay it, I will, I vow, even if

I risk my life in doing s0."

¢ But don't you sce, boy, if I was kind to you in any way,
I had to trust you both?  Therein my scftness lies,"”

** No, I am as certain as I'm standing heve, feeling. savago
with you, in spite of your goodness, that that lotter is o
lic from start to finish. Jim never wrote it. If he did, ho
did so under threats—no, he nover wrote it. I don't know
his h:mlwriting; that does not matter. How did the latter
come?" o

“ Delivered by a boy,"” answered Rubby, looking brighter,
for thero waa something about Joo's manner that convinced
him ho was spenking the truth. “ But, don't you see, ar
far as Jim is conoerned, this thing is clear?”

‘“ As olenr as night follows dny.” observed Joe. * You
said that.”

**You have a good memory, but you have no right to
orib my ideas, especially as 1 eribbed from Shakespeare.
But what I mean to say is—what? Why, don't you sea
Jim has stolen a march on us?! He came here to learn when
our first performance took ghoe. and a few other things
concerning it, and now he has gono back, and is actually

oing to perform at three, which means that the crowd wiil

thers, and they won't care to go to snother circus the
same duy, whioh means that Muerte will get their sixpences
and twopences, and I shall not, although T was first on the
soene.’’ .

* Why don’t you blame Muerte?”

“ Whatt Well, business is business. He has been sharp.
Per ‘I ought not to blame Jim.” -

“Of course you ought not! Bother it! You heard how
he talked about Jim, Do you suppose he would have done
that if they had been working together?”

" Of course he would, my lad! Just the very thing ho
would do to throw me off the soent !’ .

‘“Rats! Do .{ou think that Muerte is going to lot me it
on his hoad while Jim flogs him to throw you off the scent!"

* What? I nover theught of that! EhY Why, whon you
?qmed to think of it-—-what—well, perhapy they have made
riends,”’ '

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Joo, * You ought to have snen that
flogging, and then you would novoer think a thing like that.
My opinion is that that lettor is a forgory. Mind you
Muerte may have collared ‘Jim, and is keeping hin; but I
know a little bit about Jim, and I don’t believe Muerte will
make him perform against his will."

*“What's your opinton, Leo!" inquirad Rubby.

“Jim is true as steel. I've been with him. Look hore,
suppose you take three guinea seats, and we Lhres will seo
that show."

“Good! Wo willl Send someone who is not known. Do
you know what his guinea seats are?”

“Two bob, I expect, They used to be that price.”

“ Right, dear boy. I will givo you half a sovereign.”

Joo did not qll‘nto understand this, He waited for his
employer to speak.

“Comoe, Joe, mf lad!" oxclaimed the good-hearted littla
showman. ‘‘I feel confident that I have wronged you, and
I'm sorry for it. I may have wronged Jim to a certain
extent, but I am oertain thal he will perform for Muerto
this afternocon, though it may be against his will.”’

**Ho wouldn’t perform under thoss conditions,”’ declared
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- vory glad about this.’

Bvery Thursday,

Joe. Took here, we haven't known cech other for long. but
he told you when you engeged him that he wouldn't come
unlers yod took me. Now, I'm not much use—ut present. at
any rate, Jim was eticking by me, then. He will stick by
me, now. I hope I shall stick by him, which means we are
going to keep teogether, You will see thie afterncon, Jim
will not appear,” .

“He will,” said Rubby, with conviction, ‘' T know thie line
of businers hetter than you do, my lad; but we chall zee,™

Leo got the three "“guinea' seats for five chillings, und
handed Rubby his change, and shortly after the performance
vommenced, the three took their seats, Rubby glanced up
now and then, as the horses ambled round; but he was busy
working out ideas for mew posters, because he felt vure that
Jim's name would never appear on his again. .

* High trapere,” murmured Leo. “Jim's turn. He will
be ill, or commanded to perform belore the King."

*The King i» abroad!” growled Rubby.

“ Ho will Muerte be ! retorted Leo. " I'll ent that change
you ave thinking of giving me if---’

Leo censed epeaking, for at that moment Jim <tepped into
the ring, in tights, and bowed to the cheers of the audicnee.

His name way already well known, and he locked very
young for the perilous work.

Grasping the rope, he drew himself up, hand over hand,
wnd never ouce used his feet till he gained the high trapeze,
which wns at the very top of the great booth.

" Let's come away!” growled Rubby, rising.

‘ No, not yet!" cried 503 " Look there!”

Jim drew a knife, and coolly severed the rope by which
he had ascended. The aonly way for him to descend now
would be to drop into the net, rome eighty feet beneath hin.

A murmur of surprise run round the throng, and Muerte's
face grew flerce ss he stepped forward, for severing that
rope was certainly not part of the performance

** Ladies and gentlemen,” cried Jim, in a ringing voice,
that was plainly audible to everyone in the large circus. "1
am’ here this afternoon sgainst my will. 1 am engaged Ly
Signor Ruabino, and 1 have been kidnapped \:iy that mie-
croant, Muerte. 1 used to perform for him. and he treated
me like a dog; worse than you wounld treat your dog«. He
will tell you that 1 lie, and you are at liberty to believe him
or me, as you choose; but this I do tell you, cne and all—
wever in this life will I perform for Muerte again. He will
say that he has taught me all 1 know. Suppore that should
be so—and it in not—l have worked for him for nothing
but my food. Now, I am pledged to work for Ruabino to.
night st Lalf-past seven, and 1 shall do so. Muerte’ thought
to stop me, and he was rather surprised when I pretended to
fall in with hie views, and perform for him. He got me
here by fraud, and I had to deal with him by trickery. other-
wise he would have prevented my appearing at Ruabino's,
He thinks he will prevent my doing so now, but he is mis-
teken. Ruabino wee good to me and my friend, and I
would take any meoasures not to let him think that 1 have
neted a vile fmrh with hini. 1 can only say thie, that if
Muerte has billed me to perform here this afternoen, he had
ro right to do ro. He ocught to give your money back, if
you are desirous of seeing me perform.” :

** What? The boy is n born orator!" muttered Rubby.
* Bless his young heart! 1 wish we had Jupiter kere! What?
1s the bey mad!”

Jim stood on the trapeze.

"1 am going to Rurbinc's Circu<!”™ he cried.
perform there to-night!”

Swiftly he climbed the ropee of the trapeze; then, helding
by one hand, and before Mucrte knew what the daring
lad was about to do, Jim plunged his knife through the
canvas, and ripped it for at least o yard.

In an instant he scrambled through the aﬁcuing\ then slid
down the sloping canvas until he reached the odge. 1t wasx
a pretty high drop from here to the quml, but Jim landed
lightly; then acroms the circue-ground he darted, purrued by
three or four of Muerte’s men, for now the alarm had been
given,

Jim was very active, and there was little chance of ecntch-
ing him. He darted round tho tents and booths, gained the
lane, and then fled into Rubby’s circus.

*Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Rubby, ns Jini disappenred threugh
the opening. ‘1 will guarautee that they never catch him.

He's an active as an m:], and ud determined a« a bulldeg. I'm

1 ehall

“The people are not," observed Leo,

‘Mo much the better, dear hﬁy! I don't like ecrenting
s disturbance. but, hang it all. Muerte has behaved like a
scoundral, and he deserves n little punishment! Look here,
ladies and gentlemen,” bkawled Rubby, in a voice that rore
above the angry cries, " we como hero to see Jim_perform,
md as I intend to sce him perform at the great Ruabino's
Civeus at balf-past seven this cvening, I dan't ree why I
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ghould have to pay twice over. I think we are entitled to
our money back.” :

l"]]Y N villuin 1"

Hoots and hisses drowned his words, No doubt some of the
«pectators cared very little about Jim's performance; but the
fact that they had paid to see it, and were now going to be
disappointed, was quite sufficient to make them want thair
money back.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Rubb{. as they began to show
their displeasure by smashing tho forms. * We are going
to see some fun, now. It serves that Spanish gipsy righs,
for he is the biggest thief on the face of tho earth, T hopo’
this will be a lesson to him not to try to spoil my show
on future occasions. Fancy bringing two circuses into o
town of this sizc, when there is only room for one! Ha, ha,
ha! Just listen to them! If they don't get their money
back, Muerte will wish that he had paid if. Mark my words,
he will. What ho hos taken to-night won't pay for the
damage they will do.  But look here, lads! This is the place
for us. Jim has made a ventilating hole in that eircus, but
he has made his escape. Buppose we do likewise, because
Muerte may send a strong man to interview us, and that
would be disagreeable?”

Then Rubby led the way from the circus, and went to
interview Jim, while they could hear the uproar the irate
spectators were making in the other circus.

As the hour drew near for the performance at Ruabino's
Clircus, a horrible noise burst forth. The fact is, that Rubby,
being nath_inf if not patriotio, had started his steam-organ
playing * Soldiers of tho Queen.” No doubt it was some:
what old fashioned, but it fetched the people, and this was
really what the great Rubby wantod. It kept on fetehing
then® in scores, and Rubby at once turned his twopenny
seats into sixpenny ones, preferring to fill his circus at that
price than at the lower one.

But the worst of it was that when Muerte, the rival
showman, started his steam-organ playing a different and
exceadingly noisy tune, the oomglnatlon was not harmoniouns.

Beyond fetching the spectators, it fetched Hir Henry
Timkins, a gentleman with a large waist, a short nose, and a
ehort temper. He lived closo by in a large mansion, which
he had built out of candles, and candles had guined him
his knighthood.

Rubby was in his caravan, talking to Joe eoncerning the
evening performance, when the ﬁ:eah man was shown in by
Jim, who alto entered, because thought there was going

to be some fun,

“1 am Sir Henrg Timkins, fellow, and—'""

T am Ruabino, dear boy!” exclaimed Rubby, offering his
hand, which, needless to say, the great man did not deign to
take. " Glad to make i?ur friendship!  8it down, and

make yourself at home. Ni

yelled Muerts, recognising Rubhy.

ice ovening, isu't it, old chap?”’

* You insolent, strolling vagabond!” roared the t man,
puffing like a grampus. He was greatly exeited, and had
walked thither quickly. ** How dare %Iou address me in that
manner! How dare you make this howling row near m
house! I'll—I'll have you indicted for a nuisancel
have you turned off the ground!”

“My dear fellow, oslin yourself|” murmured Rubby.
“Temper is a_very silly thing, cspecially with a man as fat
as yourself. sev, you might have lpophlg. and 1
wouldn’t like gcm to have fits in my caravan; there isn't
really room. Joe, let that laughter cease! 1 am sshamed
of you, laughing at such a ﬁrmt man! He can't help being

it to lnugh at him,'"

I wi

i . and you have no 3
**You impertinent rascal,” howled the outraged knight,
*if 1 have any more of your impertinence I will pull your

nose!”

* Dear boy, pray calm yourself!" oxclaimed Rubby, light-
ing a cigar and tilting his tall hat on the back of his head.
" 'Ehe noise will not last long. Iam only here for about a week
and by that time you will%e uite used to it. I don’t mind
it at alk I tell you what I will do with you. You shall have
a half-guinea ticket to my performance for ten ahtlhn!a. Jugt
mark one of the half-crown tickets ten-and-sixponce, Joe, and
let the old chap have it for half-a-sovereign. Mind you get
the money before he gots the ticket, because I don't kmow
him, and he may not bo honest.” _
This wns not quite exact. Rubby did know the grent
man by name, and he know how he had made his fortune,
having been warned a!zainnl. him, becausé he would be sure
to cause trouble should there be any noise, ;
*“You insolent hound!” roaved Timkins. ‘Do you think
you are coming here to annoy me, and the rest of ¢ rubliu,
with this horrible uproar, Jt is a nuisance, and I will stop
it forthwith."” X .
*“Now look here. Henry, my dear follow. This circun is
for the purpose of provuiing the public with enjoyment,
and your affectionate friend Ruabino with money. When
you were making your pile out of candles, did you consider

pEmR IR
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what a horrible nuisance the stench of cocking tallow was
to your neighboura?’

** Why, 1 never heard such importinenes in all my life!”
gunjwd Timking, ‘It is unbearable, and I will not submit
to it. I will pull your nose!" ‘

“ Don't you see, dear boy, thut would not be stopping the
noisa? n fact, it would tend tu increase it. anke my
advice, and go hom>. You will got to like the muaic in
time. I admit that when two stomtn.organs are playing
different tunes that the strains are an acquired taste; but

Akako my word for it, ly;ou will get to like it in time, and

< "ot the cnd of the week or fortnight, as the caso may be,
you will be quite sad when you sov my circus going to frosh
pastures. I don't mind mecting you in any way I ean. For
instance, T will lot you smoke a cigar in the cage of my
performing lionsy pravided they raise o objection. Or 1
will let you ride my horse Bustes, a really charming animal
for those who like his breed. Vop had better go' and aecc
" Muerto, and order him to stop his steam.organ. hd won't
do so, smash his organ—and his head at the same time, if
you like. Good-evening! Mind how you tumble down the
steps, because they are slippery.’”

8ir Henry raved for quito five minutes, then he loft the
caravan, vowing that he would go for the police, though
what they would do in the matter he did not say.

“Don't you think you had better stop the awful row,
Rubby ' inquired Joe. ) *

“(Can't, dear bo!i," answered Rubby calmly, * Directly
T stop my organ Muerte will stop his, and the people will

- have music.”
* Ha, ha, ha!
! l'»
muaic?

* Wall, of course it is not first-class music. I admit that
I have heard better.”

. * Ha, ha, ha! Have vou ever heard worse?”’

“ Well, T don’t think I have. At least, I cannot eall it to
_mind at the moment; but, don’t you see, Henry ought not
to bo sclish. He has made his fortune ot of rotten tallow,
end I am porloatlir certain that the neig-hbours could not
have liked the boiling of that. 'Now, T don’t consider this
musio is so objectionable as the smell of a candle factory.

At any rate, there is the noiso—"
* '“Ohy yoo, there isn't e, doubt about that!
_right enough.’ :
" wWell, if Henry -docsn’t like it——"
T feel cortain he docsn’t.” .
“Tn that case he will have to stop it.”
“ How oan he?!” o .
«T really don’t know. That is his own buiiness entiraly.
It has nothing whatover to do with me, and I can give him
no advice on the subject. Hallo, Jupiter, what's the
matter?”’
‘A hobby is waiting to speak to you, and Muerte has
tome in to sce our show.” x
“flo has, has ho?’ oxclaimed Rubby, ignoring the nowa
the wan of law. * Then you ecan depond on it

You 'surely don't call thia hideous din

It is thero

concernin

that he  has como to croate a disturbance. Look horn,
Jupiter, you are my strong J v v
man.

and tell him that ho'can't
sit in tho hest seats except

- turn him out, but the cheeky thi

ust go to Muerte §:ooto?o‘o$oo-ooooooo.oao--oom<>ooooooo<>

nmblinF round the ring on tha back of a whito horss, and
the colour deepened i(-noath her le.int. and powdor aa
Muerte remarked to the person scatod néxt to him that she
must. be fifty if a day, and the horse wos o apavined brule,
only fit for oxportation to Belgium to make sausagos.

He made these romarks, both of which wore untrue, in
a voico perfectly audiblo to all round about him, and they
caused some laughter. o :

*@ilonce, there, my man!” oxclaimed Joo, giving him
some aounding raps on his tall hat. “You must bohnve
yourself in this circus, otherwise I shall have to turn you
aut. You are not in Muertc's miserable cirous, where people
behave like brute beasts.”

This remark caused n_good deal of laughtor, and it causod
Muerte intense fury, 1le was a big man, and it wan obvious
to all that it would have boen guite impowssible for Joo to

g‘ﬁ sppeared to aniuse ihe
pem{l ,

" “Why, you insolent—s" . : '

“ Bilence, thore 1" cried Joo, giving him a fow more raps,
and holding himself in readiness to bolt, in case Muerto
showed signs of clambering over the intervenini row of
sonts, though aa they were Blled with spectators, he would
have found considerable difficulty in doing so.

“ Why, I declare it is Muerto himself!” exclaimed Joa.
“Take vour hat off, Muerte! These gentlomen have como
to soo the show, and not to gaze at your four-and-sixpenny
tile. Here, I'll take it off for %ou " . .

And Joe did. He gave the brim of the offonding tile a
dextorous flip that sent it flying into the ring. :

Now, that lady rider owned to twenty-five, and she might
have boen n decade older, although she did mot look it;
but to be called fifty, as Muerte had done, angered her more
intensely than if she had had her ears boxed. Bho was
standing on the horse's back now, but whon she saw that
hat in the ring she sat down, and deliberately steered her
horsed over it, though it had not been in the line of her
round,

The horse was not only a very fine one, but he was admir-
ably trained, and he daintily trod over the hat, an sction
that did not please his fair rider at all.  Bhe promptly
reined him in, and using her whip, mwade him Kance all
over that unfortunate hat, until it would have been hard
to tell which was hat and which was tani. After that she
smiled awcetly at Muerte, and galloped onwards.

“Will you stop that noise?"' cried Joe, rapping him ovor
the head with his stiok. .

Then Muerte lot himaolf go. With a yell of rage he mada
a rush for the daring Joe, who, after all, was only oboying
his master's orders. N 3

It so happened that sented behind Muerte was a gontloman
with a forid complexion. He was the landlord of an inn
in the town, and he also ownoed the gout. It may have
been hereditary ; most people lay the blame on their grund.
fathers, booause it is moro respectable to do so. On the
other hand, in this landlord's cass it may have heen the
chalk in the wator when he mixed it with his whisky. Al
any rate, he bad Tt the gout, and he had got it in_ that
interosting state whero it is impossible to wear o slippor
with any degree of com-
fort, and a leather boot
is too horrible to contom-
plate.

in evening-drosa.’”

“Hop is th evening-dross,
tall hat and all.”

“Ah, that alters the
onse  somewhat. ook

co u ? alipperod foot in what he
0 (0] 0 do f considorod tho safest posi-
- . tion., Heo could not place

=y 1o had placod that

here, Joe, just you tako
this stick, sit a couple of
noats bn_himthuorto, and
ovory time he says any: h
thing imr::]t'ing or makes a 6 ;
noise tar glm on the hat, 2

and tell him to behave
himself."”

“8uppose he
woar his hat?”

“Then ln‘;ohtm on the
hoad, dear boy, Be off!
1 will oall you just bofore
it is time for you to ride
Buster."

Joe did not much care
for this duty; however, ho
took the oane and hurried

doosn’t

away, Jupiter showing
himmdwher Muerte  was P.S.—How ao you uke Joe?
BOA! .

The performance com-
menced with a fair lady
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it in snoh a safe position
as ladics place thoir ten-
Kuinos picture hats, which
are spoiling the view of
the people in the rear, be-
enums the landlord was fur
too fat to placo his gouty
foot on the top of his
head. Leo, tho norobat,
could have done it conily.
but that landlord could
not, so ho placed it on the
floor, liko the grand-
father's oclook, and it wan
on the floor at the very
apot whoro Muerto
stamped,
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