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My Dear Chums,—For next Wednes-
day there is a bigger treat than ever
in the new yarn of the wonderful river
trip undertaken by Tom Merry & Co.

« TOM MERRY'S PASSENGER ! "
By Martin Clifford.

Who is the passenger? It “will be
remembered that from the very ouiset
Tom Merry, as skipper, was aganst
having anybody in the party who did not
contribute his quota of bard work. Dut
owing to ome cause and another, Tom
Merry does ship a sort of supercargo, and
the weight of the new arrival is caleu-
lated to add no end to the responsibilities
of the leader. The plain fact is that the
visitor 15 Billy Bunter of Greyfriars. An
event of this kind cannot be hidden,
There is no concealment possible where
the Owl of Greyfriars is concerned. We
know his marvellous reputation as a
trencherman, and considering all things,
the wonder is that the porpoise did
manage to get on board the well-found
eraft, as D'Arcy called the boat. Dut
Bunter is a true diplomatist. He ex-
plained that he was touring that part of
the country on visits to his titled
relatives; and the subsequent proceed-
ings are related in Mr. Martin €lifford’s
imost amusing style.

WHERE IS TALBOT ?

That is the question put by a Birming-
ham reader, who says: * By the way, Mr,
Editor, we do not hear much of Talbot
the last few months. I hope to hear of
him again shortly. Of course, I know
you cannok grant every wish you recerve,
but perhaps yom can manage this
shortly. I do not think I am alone in
supporting Talbot."” The concluding
sentence hits the target bang. Talbot’s
popularity is 1mmense. For some
reason or another, Martin Clifford has
heen giving that character a brief rest.
But Talbot will soon be making his
presence felt again. In fact, I had
already arranged for a series of yarns
hringing in this always popular character.

These stories will be appearing very |

shortlv. More about them later.

“BILLY BUILDS A BOATI™
By Elmer K. Arter.

This is a screamingly funny story which
will appear next week in the Geum. It
describes in hilarious fashion how Billy
Burton and his staunch chum, Michael
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Write me, yow caw be sure of g0 ssawer io reiorm.

M Andrews, construet a boat. 1 predict
as bizr s soeeesa for this tale as thak
which attended the recent yarn ahowk
Mike. ¥You waill uﬁprﬁfﬂu re-
| soureeful Billy as much as you did Mike.
"There is more ingenuity required in the
building of a boat than some falks
.imagine. You will hear all about that
part of the job next Wednesday, and you
will laugh ill vou ache ever Billy’s quaint
experiences.

THE AMAZIING MIKE!

Mike and his amazing motor-car, about
[ which we Mhenrd recemtly in the G,
caused a hig sensation, and no wonder.
“ An Aged Parenmt ™ writes to me in this
wise: “My boy was in fits of laughter
over the tale of Mike. I admire this
story, also Martin Chifferd’s yarns.”” Se
long as the GEx can win tributes of this
kind I am content.

THE " HOLIDAY ANNUAL.Y

No more cheery companion for the
long evenings could be imagined than the
new volume of the * Holiday Annual,”
the book which has a special appeal to all
readers of the Companion Papers, for it
includes long and ® splendid stories of
St. Jim's and Greyfriars, as well as a
host of other fine attractions. This time
the “bill” is phenomenally good, and
surpasses anything we have had in this
line. The grand yarn of St. Jim's is
50,000 words in length, and I honestly
consider it the best story Mr. “Martin
Clifford has ever written. You must also
see the visit paid to Greyiriars by the
world-famous GEm author. It iz some-
thing not to be missed, and most
assuredly it will never be forgotten.

""THE SHARA PEARLAE!™
By FRoland Spencer.
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Next week's issue of the GEM is nuta-t

them the mew story abeout that
plucky . Hrverwise Ned, whaose
explots bave ezosed amaezement dpd
admiration. Yewr interest in this
character will be redoubled after you
have read the new romance. These yarns
| have run up the curtain on a phase of
lhfe which 13 so full of interest that the
womder is some author has not taken the
' matter in hand before. Anyhew, the
wark is being done with &plendid skill
wow, and the tales of the great estuary
with its shipping, its mystéries, and
romance theroughly deserve the trrumph
they have wan.

A BUDAET OF SUGGESTIONS.

There = mo time like the present, so
they sy, and I will seize thlas oppor-
tunity to thamk all my eorrespondents for
their suggestions regarding the GEM pro-
gramme, and their cheery comffliments
to the stories, One of my [riends says
he would like to hear all about Tom
Merry from the véry start! Some erder,
that! The point is that circumstances
do not permit me to gratify this reader
in his wish, but, anyhow, his nation
cantains a magnifiécent tribute ie the
series about St. Jim's. Tom Merry is
known and liked all over the globe. He
l is much appreciated in New Zealand ‘as
r ta here at home—T. M. and the
[ “(0.,” and all the other good fellows
who appear on Martin Clifford’s stage.
Another fact to be noted is that readers
like the other features I have introduced.
As the scope of the GEM enlarges so does
the popularity of the famous Wednesday
paper increase.

MORE QOOD THINGS cOMING!

Please remember that fact. I have
made arrangements for the coming
winter which will astonish and delight
everybody,

GRAND COMPETITIONS !

Look out for these. There will be big
nroney prizes offered, and there is a
chance for alf.

[ AN OFFER FROM LEICESTER !

My best thanks go to a chum at
Leicester who makes an offer to me of
some very old copies of the Gex. 1 am
not in want of these numbers. T ho

tnext tune this correspondent write
%w.iIl enclose his address, ;

SUNNY NEW ZEALAND !

That’s where Dicky Roylance hails from
' Dunedin, in South Island, is his native
f place, and, as a supporter in that part of
the world points out, it is interesting to
note that Dunedin is the Gaelic name for
LEdmb:.lrgh._ The first Scotch settler gave
Otago’s capital its name, as a compliment
(to Modern Athens. My correspondent
on the other side of the world has any
number of good things to say of the
EE;EM‘ There i3 mention of that fine tale,

The Pluck of Edgar Lawrence !” alsa
-'::f Gussy, the Levisons, Wildrake, and

old Ratty.” Altogether just such a
letter as I was proud to receive.

BUDDING CAPTAINS!

What's wrong with the Third Form?
Trouble has been brewing theré for
some long time. Some of the leading
spirits  profess themselves dissatisfied
with the captaincy of Wally ¥ Arcy.
The movement has the enthusiastic sup-
port of Curly Gibson; be thinks he
[wuuld make an exce eaptai Joe
_Frljnu and Manners mmor alss hold
strong opmions. These are ~exciting
days for Gussy’s junior. Wally is too
busy looking after his own rights to
Jape his major, and he has no intention
of being shifted !

Pour Editor.

&




The popular school stories grow inore popular daily ! 3

CHAPTER 1.

He Comeih Not !

11 HAT ass!™
I “'That duffer ™
“That chump!™

“That frabjous ass!"

Needless to say, Tom Merry & Co. were discussing Arthur
Avgustus D'Arcy. Only upon the subject of Arthur Augustus
could they have been so eloquent.

Arthur Augustus was not present. 'That was the trouble.
It was the head and front of his offending, so to speak, that
be wasn't present. For he should have been present half
an hour ago at least. And he wasn't even in sight, neither
were the supplies for tea.

Six quniors of St. Jim's were camped by the silvery
Thames, somewhere between Sonning Lock and the mouth
of the Kennet. .The Old Bus was drawn up to the bank
and made fast to a tree. It was a picturesque spot, and the
Jjuniors bad it to themselves. All was ready for tea—an
early tea and a high tea it should have been., Foodstuffs
had run out. New supplies were to have been taken on
board at Reading. DBut owing to delays of all kinds, Reading
was still far off. A church steeple, indicating a village, had
been sighted over the trees, and so the juniors had camped
ashore—six of them getting the camp ready while one of
them went shopping.

Unfortunately, that one was Arthnr Augusius D' Arcy.

He had mot”™ returned.

All was ready—the oil-stove, and the spirit-stove, and the
kettle, and other things—and especially Tom Merry & Co.
were readyv. They had lunched lightly on bread and cheese,
while still' pushing on their way up the river. So they
were ready—more than ready—for high tea. Dut there was
no sign of Gussy.

Hence the remarks of the Co., which grew more eloguent
and emphatic with every passing moment,

“If Gussy had crawled on. his hands and knees,” said
Blake, “he could have crawled back by this time.”

“We oughtn't to have trusted the silly owl!” pgrunted
Herries,

“Well, he's no use about the camp,” remarked Digby.
“But even (Grussy ought to be able to buy things at a village
store.’

“Bless him!" growled Monty Lowther,

“ Bother him!” snapped Manners.

“What on earth's happened to him?" asked Tom Merry.
“He can't have found a [fashionable tailor’s in a little
Berkshire village, or a shop with something new in neckties
or silk hats. That would acecount for it, of courze.”

“The fathead!”

*“The ass!™

“The frabjous dummy!"

The chorus recommenced. Bix juniors were ravenously
hungry, and their wrath grew by leaps and bounds.
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A Great Story of the Holiday Adven-
tures of Tom Merry & Co., of St,
Jim’s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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Tom Merry mounted upon a little knoll, and looked away
up the narrow, winding lane that led to the village. Of the
village itsell nothing could be seen, excepting the steeple
over the tree-tops in the distance.

“Sister Anne, Sister Anne! Do you see a born idiot
coming ¥ sang out Monty Lowther,

" Not a sign of him,"” said Tom Merry. coming down from
the knoll. *“1I think some of us had better zo and look for
him. He may have missed the way, and headed for the
Channel instead of the Thames, Tt would be like Gussy.”

“Just like!” groaned Herries. “I say, I'm hungry!”

“Come on!” said Tom to Manners and Lowlher. * You
Fourth-I'orm kids can look after the ecamp and the boat.”

“Us what?” roared Blake.

“My mistake. I meant cads!” said Tom Merry politely.

And he dodged a whizzing turf, and started up the lane
with Manners and Lowther.

Blake and Herries and Dig remained on guard in the
camp, and continued to. make observations on the subject
of the missing Gussy. Their observations, like those of
Truthful James' patient, were “frequent and painful and
free.” Really, Arthur Augustus I)'Arcy's noble ears ought
to have been burning at thal moment.

The Terrible Three walked up the lane, nol very quickly.
They were tired with a hard day on the river, and they
were hungry. And they hoped to sight Gussy at every
turn of the lane,

It was really a puzzle what could be keeping Gussy. The
village was not half a mile away, and Gussy had been gona
long enough to cover miles and miles,

It was scarcely possible that even Arthur Augustus could
have met with any accident in a quiet Berkshire lane. Tom
Merry & Co. couldn’t even begin to guess why he hadn't
come back with the sorely-needed supplies.

They were suddenly enlightened.

As they came round a winding bend in the lane they
caught sight of a surprising figure nhead.

D};m' a moment they did not recognise Arthur Awvgustus
rcy.

D'Arey of the Fourth had left the camp looking his usual
neat and elegant self, from the crown of his handsome
Panama hat to the tips of his beaulifully-pipeclayed shoes,

And now

Was this object Gussy? Tom Merry and Manners and
Lowther stared blankly as they drew nearer to it,

It was Guesy !

He was dusty—thick with dust—Irom head to foot. Ie
looked as if he had been rolled in dust—rolled in lots of
dust—tons of it. It was rubbed into his noble features,
plastered on his aristocratic countenance, so that now he
was seen as through a glass darkly. His panama hat had
been crumpled up and shoved down his back. His wrisis
were- tiedd to his belt, and his ankles were shackled by a
short cord that just allowed him to shuffle along somehow,
There was no sign of the provision basket, but some of the
provisions were to be seen.. Jam, for inslance, was thickly
laid on Gussy's hair, which had been ruffled up into it.
Marmnlade oozed over him. Honey was running down his
neck., Two kippers stuck out of the back of his neck as
well as the erumpled panama. A string of sausages adorned
him in the style of a necklace.

“My only hat!” said Tom Merry, as soon as his breaih
came back. “ Is—is—is that you, Gussy?”

“ Gwoooogh !

“Gussy ! gasped Manners.

*“Oh deah!”

“What have you been up lo?" roared Lowther,

“0Oh ewombs !

“Who's done this?" demanded Manners,

Arthur Augustus groaned.
Tne GeM LIBRARY,
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“T1t is al your fault, Mannahs!

“ My [ault?” howled Manners,

“Yaas, wathah!” Arthur Augustus gave Manners of the
Shell a sticky, jammy, dusty glare. “All your fault, you
ass! I have been attacked by a gang of feahful wufhans,
and it is all vour fault, It was you that pwovoked the
howwid beasts 1"

“1 did ¥ stuttered Manners,

“ Yaas, you and your heastly camewah,” groaned Arthur
Auvrustus.” “ You wemembah vewy well that we met Cokah
of Gweyfwiahs on the wivah the othah :]n._yl‘, and you snapped
him followin' his punt-pole into the watah. He came aftah
us to get that photogwaph back.”

“Well, he never got it,” said Manners, _

“He is aftah us now to get it—he is followin’ us up the
Thames, and twackin’ us like a beastly bloodhound !™
rvoaned D'Arcy.
B What 1" exclaimed the Terrible Three together. They
had not expected to see anything more of Horace Coker,
of the Fifth Form at Greyfriays, whom they had last seen
on the other side of Sonning. .

The Greyfriars senior had hunted for trouble with the 8t.
Jin's juniors, and had found it—bad, He had not fared
well in the encounter. And Tom Merry & Co. certainly
had not gnessed that Horace Coker, like Oliver Twist, was
u-king for more.

Arthur Augustus gave a deep groan,

“The uttah wottahs were in the village,” he said “ Cokah
aud Pottah and Gweene. 1 wegarded them with distant
contempt, but they followed me when I starled back to
camp, and—and you see the wesult!”

“ And what abont our tea?” said Tom. )

“We can't eat that jam!" eaid Monty Lowiher, with a
thake of the head,

“ Weally, Lowthah—"

“The sosses will come in,” said Manners.
(inssy’s done using_them as a necklace!”

“Weally, Mannahs—" _ i

“So that silly ass Coker is still on the warpaih, is he?
ciid Tom Merry, with a whistle. “We'll give him all the
warpath he wants, the thumping duffer!”

“Tt is all Manpahs' fault,” groaned Arthur Augustus.
«(okah ie aftah that sillay snapshot, and he won't be
happy till he gets it. He said that he is goin’ to make us
w1, up till it is handed ovah.” . )

“Perhaps Coker will do the sitting-up next time,” said
Tom Merry. “But they’ve made a picture of you, and
no mistonke.” .

The Terrible Three released Arthur Augustus from his
honds. But they could do nothing for the provisions. The
jam and marmalade and honey could not possibly be
collected from Gussy’s person. Even the sausages looked
rather too jammy and dusty for real enjoyment.

“VYou'd better hop on,” said Tom. “Take a header into
ihe river when you get there, with your clobber on. Come
on, you chaps, we shall have to get some grub.” )

The Terrible Three started for the village again, quicken-
ing their steps. Arthur Augustus D'Arey, in a _dismal mood,
iramped on towards the camp by the riverside. For the
first time since he had encounterad the St. Jim's juniors in
ihe valley of the Thames, Coker, of Greyfriars, had scoved,
and Arthur Aungustus had been the unhappy vietim.

He was not enjoying it. But Tom Merry and Manners
and Lowther grinned as they walked on to the village.
‘Ihere was an eclement of the comie in this incident, though
Arthur Aucustus IV'Arey certainly could net see i, even
with the aid of his celebrated eyeglass,

“Thal is, 1f

CHAPTER Z.
Coker on the Warpath !

i1 ITERE are fellows who ave horn strategisis.”
I (‘oker, of the Greyfriars Fifth, made that remark.
He was standing on n grassy slope within sight of
the winding Thames with a pair of field-glasses in
hiz hand., Potter and Greene, his chums in the Greylriars
ifth, were sprawling in the grass, with straw hats shading
their faces from the sun, evidently not in the least interested
1 strategy, or in Horace Coker.

Coker glanced down at them with scorn.  Coker was full
of energy. lle prided himself on being efficient. Perhaps
IPatter and Greene thought that a holiday up the river was
noi o proper occasion for the display of energetic efficicucy,
Atoall events, they did not display any.

“T made a remark " said Coker.

Potter vawned,

“Did youl”

“1 did !" sneried Coker.

* Right-ho!” said Potter.

Potter sected to think that that ended the wmatier, Tle

Tue Gex Lierany,—xo. 815,

displayed no cuviosity as to the vewark. If he had heard it,
he heeded not. And he did not want to hear it again.

“71 remarked,” said Coker, * that there are [ellows who are
born strategists.”

““ Shouldn’t wonder!” yawned Potter.

“Some fellows can make far-reaching strategic plans,”
said Coker, “while other fellows are loafing in the graes.”

“You don't say so!”

“T do say so!" roared Coker,

“Right-ho, then, you do say so!™ assented Potter. I
say, doesn't the river look jolly from here?”

“Top-hole,” said Greene. *Not so nice up fowards Read-
ing, 1 belteve. But here it's ripping!”

“Blow the river!” exclaimed Coker,

“Why " vawned Potter,

“T'm thinking of those cheeky St. Jim's fugs."”

“They're not worth thinking of, old chap. Dash it all,
we're Fifth Form fellows,” said Potter. *We can’t waste
iime thinking about dashed fags."”

“Well, there's something in that,” conceded Coker. *But
thecee fags, as it ha!:ipﬂns, have cheeked me.”

“ Never mind——’

“But I.do mind!” roared Coker.
only cheeked you or Greene.”

“Oh, isn't it?" said Potter rather tartly,

““No; they've checked me. That's rather serious, 1 think,”
said Coker, with a glare at his comrades. * You know whal
that fellow Manners did—snapped me with his rotten camera
when I was falling into the river over & punt-pole. It makes
a fellow look ridiculous.”

“You did look a bit ridiculons,” agreed Poiier,
yvour legs flying in the air—"

“(Comic!” assented Greene. *No end comic.’

Coker frowned darkly.

“Mannere has got a photograph of that—that accident,”
he said. “I followed the young scoundrels {o get it away
from them, and they had the nerve to collar me, and tie me
lo their dashed tow-rope, and make me tow their boat—""

““Ha, ha,.ha!™

“What are yonu cackling at?” hawled Coker,

“Eh? O, nothing! What about getting back to the
village to tea?”

“Blow tea! I've told vou that we're on the warpaih, and
we're not letting up on these checky fags till they've been
properly punished, and made to hand over the photograph.
We've made an example of one of them—that young ass
D'Arey! I fancy he won't forget his meeting with us in
a hurry,”

“Very likely not!"” grinned Potter. ** We made a picture
of the cheeky young ase, and no mistake,” :

“They're a cheeky pang,” continned Coker. “There's
seven of them, and they’ve got the cheek to put up a light
if a fellow thrashes them. It's a bit difficult for us three
tn tackle the whole gang of them at once. That's where
my strategy comes in."’

“PDoes it 17 murmured Potter,

“Wea left D'Arey hobbling along the lane,” rcontinued
(‘olcer. “ Well, from this hillside T've been watching their
camp through these glasses. Three of them have gone ofi
towards the village——"

“ Looking for D’'Arcy, perhaps,” grinned Greone, * They'll
gob a shock when they meet him."”

“While they're gone,” said Coker, ¥ we're going to tackle
the other three.”

“Dh, aro we "

“YWe are!” said Coker firmly. “Most Likely that phoio-
graph is on the boat, and we shall be alde to get hold of
ik,  Anyhow, we're gs:{:mg to thrash those three young cads,
and rag their boat. You fellows ready 7"

“We're ready for tea.”

“There's not going to be any tea Lill this joli's over. We've
rob to strike the iron while it's hot. That's sirategy.”

“0Oh, bless your strategy, Coker,” =zaid Greene rvather
sulkily. “We didn’t come up the river this vac to get into
rows with fags from another school.”

“I've got to capture that photograph—"

“What does it matter?”

“Matter " roarved Coker,
doesn’t 167"

“Well, what else could a phoiograph muke you look®”
asked Potler in a tone of patient wonder,

There was a chuckle from Greene, and the olouds of wiaih
gathered on the brow of Horace Coker. Ile came over
towards Potler, and that toohumorous youth jumped rathey
hastily out of the prass. )

“Where will yvou have it 7" demanded Coker,

“Now, look hLere, old chap!” murmured Poiter, backing
away. It really was too warm (hat afterncon for a serap
with Horace Coker.

“ Are yvon backing me up or not

“(Oh, yes! Any old thing! Wheve arve the blessed lags *"
mroaned Potter. * Anything for a quiet life! Let's go and
sivew the hungry chovehyard with their hones”

“It isn’t as if they'd

“With

“Tt makes me lock an ass,

?1‘
&
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Tom Merry, as soon as his breath came back.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther stared blankly as they drew nearer to the object.
“ lg—js—is that you, Qussy 7 "
(See page 3.)

“ My—my only hat ! ' said
“Qwoogh! Ohcwumbs! Yaas!™

2

“(Come on, Greene!” snapped Coker,

(ireene suppressed a groan, and detached himself from
the grass. The grass was very comlortable, and Greene was
not bursting with energy like Coker. But Coker was nof
a leader to be argued with., It was less trouble to scrap
with the St, Jim's fags than to scrap with Coker, and that
really was all the choice that Greene had.

“Iollow me!” grunted Coker. And he jammed the feld-
rlasses back into their leather caze and led the way.

. Potter and Greene suppressed their feelings and followed
himi, This was not their idea of a holiday jaunt up the
viver. They found Coker trying—very trying indeed. They
would, in fact, have walked off and abandoned Coker to his
awn devices but for onme important consideration. Coker
was standing the expenses of their walking trip up the
Thames Valley, and he was “doing 7’ the party well A
follow who exuded qhids, like Coker, was a fellow to be
treated with tact.

After all, his followers considered, Coker wasn't a bad
sork, thoupgh certainly he was every known kind of an ass.
They would give him his head, especially as he would take
it anyway. 1t was just like Coker to get into a row with a
gang of fags in a boat—just like! Potter and Greene had
to back him up or desert him. And his loyal followers
couldn't desert himn, especially with teatime so close at
hand.

So they followed on.

Coker, the master-strategist, had spotted the St. Jim's
camp throngh his field-glasses, and he led the way down
to it. Doubtless it was due to his masterly strategy that the
three Fifth-I'oriners found their way barred by a deep and
rapid ditch that flowed into the Thames. Coker stopped,
nqdkl‘utter and Greene stopped, and exchanged a private
wink.

“Do we jurap this?” asked Potter blandly.

“1t's too wide te jump,” said Coker.

“ Not for you, old fellow, You know what a jumpér yvou
are,” said Potter. “Go ahead, and we—we'll watch you !

“Do!" said GGreene.

“Well, I dare say I could jump it,” said Coker, measuring
the flowing ditch with his eye.

“ Sure you could !" said Potter and Greene together. They

felt that if Coker got a thorough ducking he might be ready
to get off the war-path, and let them return to the village
for tea.

“Yes, I'm fairly sure I could,” said Coker.

“Go i, old chap!”

“PBut it's no good my jumping it and leaving vou slackers
behind,” said Coker. *So we'd better look for a crossing.”

With deep disappointment Potter and Greene followed their
leader up the bank of the ditch. Fortunately, they found
a plank bridge, and crossed. Then they came out on the
bank of the Thames, at a short distance from the St. Jim's
camp. By that time the Terrible Three had reached the
villaze and were busy shopping, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
was half-way back to camp. Blake and Herries and Digby
were waiting, hungry and impatient and rather eross. But
they forgot that they were hungry, as they suddenly dis-
covered three lLefty fellows bearing down upon them.

“ Ooker & Co. !” cjaculated Blake,

“My hat!"

“ Look out!" _

Coker & Co. eame on with a run to the camp—three big
seniors against three juniors, whose comrades wera too far
off to help. Certainly, Horace Coker was a strategist!

CHAPTER 3.
Captured by the Enemy !

1 ERE we are again!” chortled Coker,
H (Coker was trinumphant.
Blake and Herrvies and Dig drew together, They
knew that they hadn't much chance 1n a scrap
with three big fellows like Coker, & Co., but they were
eame.” Coker & Co. had cut them off from the boat, getting
between them and the river with a rush, so the St Jim's
juniors could not even get hold of an ocav or a hoathook.
« Well. what do vou bounders want?” asked Blake. “1
don't remember inviting you to our camp!” :
“ atill cheeky !"” grinned Coker. * All right, we'll give
you something to cure all that!” _ .
Tue GeM LiprarRy.—NO. 8id,
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“Yes, rather !” caid Potter, entering into the spirit of the
thing, as it were, as he saw an easy victory ahead,

“Where's that photograph " asked Coker.

as 'lﬂ'l'hicllill‘l

“The one that young cad Manners tock of me!"”

Blake chuckled.

“Is that what you're after?
with him, and he's not here.”

“ It's not in the boat?"” demanded Coker,

“ Fathead !"

“Well, I'll deal with Manners another time,” said Coker,
“ At present I'll deal with you checky young cads.”

lilake cast a longing look round. But there was no sign
of his comrades yet.

“Collar them ! ordered Coker.

“Hands off !|” roared Blake, as the three Iifth-Formers
of Gieyfriars advanced to ithe attack,

(Coker & Co. did not heed. Herries and Dig put up their
It was full of water,

Well, Manners has got it

fisis, and Blake caught up the kettle,
but, unluckily, it was not hot!

“ Put that down!” roared Coker,

“Come on!" retorted Blake.

Coker came on, and there was a crash. It was a tin kettle,
and it was dinted by its contact with Coker's nose. Coker’s
nosa felt more than dinted, and the hero of Greyfriars sat
down with a bump and a roar.

“ Whooooop !

Herries and Dig were struggling with Potter and Greene.
Bt Blake could not rush to their aid, for Coker was on his
feet in 8 twinkling, and springing on him. Heedless of the
vrashing kettle, Horace C:Eer grasped the junior and brought
him to the grounmd.

“Got the cads!" he panted.

’otter grinned, and sat on llerries’ chest. Greene sat on
Raobert Arthur Dighy., Coker planted a knee on Blake,

“ Gerroff, you beast!” howled Blake.

LCoker’s nose was streaming red. Ile frowned blackly over
the crimson streans

“T'll give you banging a fellow's boko with a kettle!”
he gasped. * Now, quiet, you young cad, or I'll hurt you!”

Blake struggled desperately, but Coker's helty knee pinned
hitn down, And Coker jerked off Blake's necktie, and in
spite of his resistance, fastened his wrists together with it,
I"hen, leaving Blake wriggling in the grass, Coker went
glong to Hervies and Dig, and tied their hands also,

Then he had leisure to dab his nose with his handkerchief.
The nose was red, and the handkerchief looked redder as
It came away,

“The young rvuffian!” breathed Coler,
nose, Potter. How does it lookt"

“A bit like a erushed strawberry,” said Potler, eyeing it

“More like a tomato that's been trodden on,” said Greene
critically.

Coker breathed hard.

“1'll make those young villains squirm !*

“Let us go!” roared Herries. _

“ Bundle themm into their boat!" said Coker.

“You Greyfriars retter | howled Dig.

"“Get a move on!”

The three juniors were hustled into their boal, and rolled
in the bottom of the Old Bus, Then Horace Coker pro-
veeded to “rag” the Ol Bus, with chuckling assistance
from Potter and Greene. The sail was shaken out and
crumpled up in a2 heap on the three juniors, then the tent
was tangled over them, with ropes and pegs. The lockers
wera turned out, and their contents strewn over Blake and
Herries and BDigby. The tap of the oil drum was turned
on over the gunwale. Ivery loose article was taken out
of ils place and strgwn along the boat. It was a thorough
“vag,” and the Ol Bus looked as if a cyclone had Iut it
by the time Coker & Co. were through, Blake and Herriea
and Dighy, 5c\uirmi.ng under the heaps of things piled on
them, wriggled with rage.

“Gweat Scott]”

“Look al my

Tt was a sudden amazed exclamation from the zhore.
Avthur Augustus D'Arey had arrived.

“Hallo, here's the tallor’'s dummy ! grinned Caoker.

““‘Bai Jove! Cokah, you insultin’ wotlah "

“Collar him ! zhouted Coker.

The Greyfriars seniors jumped out of the beoal. Arthur
Augustus had already fared roughly at their hands

atice that afternoon, Now he had anether experience of the
same kind. He was collared by the three, and lossed into
ihe boat, where he sprawled on the crumpled satl—and also
on Herries and Digby and Dlake, as muffled yells from

underneath tesiified.

“Bai Jove! I-I—-TI—"" stuttered Arthur Augustius
breathlesslv. “You—you howwid wullians! You fealiful
wascals! You—you—you—="

(oker took a turn of the tow-rope round Arthur Augustus,
end knotted it behind his back.

“That's one more to the collection,” he remarked. * Now L
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we've only got to wait for the other three to come back.
What did I tell you fellows abouf my strategy ?”

“Oh, ripping!” said Potter.

“Top-hole!” said Greene. * But what about tea? There
doesn't seem to be any grub here.”

Coker did not even answer. Ie was too happy and
triumphant to care about such base considerations as tea.
His strategy had justified itseli—the enemy had been taken
in detail, and vanquished. Tour of the St. Jim's seven were
helpless prisoners in the boat, and Coker & Co. were more
than a match for the other three. They had only to wait for
'li'{:-m Merry and Manners and Lowther to return, and
then——

““I faney we're getting that photograph!” grinned Coker.
1 fancy they'll 'I:-Eg f.nrrf* they ch&nkﬁl E.'m—w at?”

* Perhaps they'll bring some grub back with them,” sug-
gested Greene hopefully. “I dare say that's what thex've
gone for.”

“ Lei's hope =0,” said Potter, brightening up.

Coker gave a scornful sniff,

“Isn't it just like you fellows to be thinking aboul tea at
a [ime like this!"” he grunted.

“(Cokah, wyou wottah,. I insist upon bein’
once!" howled Arthur Augustus D'Avcy.

“Dry upl?

“You uttah wottah——"

““Shove some water over him!” said Coker,
top-hat there you can use.”

““Gweat Scoit! My toppah!” shrieked Arthur Augustus.
“IPut that toppah back in the hatbox at once, you howwid
wuffians! If you dare to use that toppah to dip watah—-
Oh ewumbs! Gwoooogh! Oococoooooch!”

Polter, grinning, baled water from the river in that
beautiful top-hat, and swamped it over the helpless Gussy.
It was not a beautiful hat by the time l’otter had finished
wsing it as a dipper.

“There they come!” exclaimed Greene suddenly.

And Coker & Co. turned to face the new enemy, as Tom
EIMI:? and Manners and Lowlher came running down the

ATik,

welensed ab

“There's a

CHAPTER 4.
Treed !

OM MERRY halted. _
The Terrible Three had returned from: the village

laden with provisions—they had not even stopped for

a snack themselves, As they eame in sight of the
camp by the river they caught sight of Coker & Uo. in the
boat, Of DBlake and Herries and Digby they could see
nothing, but they could see Arthur Augustus sprawling on
the heap of wreckage, with Potter using the silk-hat over
him a3 & watering-can.

“Stop!” exclaimed Tom,

“Those cads——" exclaimed Monty Lowiher,

‘‘They've got the boat!” ejaculated Manners, _

“ And they've got us, if we'rve not jolly careful ! said Tom
Merrvy grimly.

Coker waved an inviting hand fromn the moored boat.

“(Come on!" he shouted.

“This way!" chortled Potter.
vour old boat!" _

“Waiting for you!” yelled Greene. .

Col:er's followers, for once, were keen and quite enthu-
siastic. It ecould not be denied that Coker's strategy hadl
heen & success. The Greyfriars trio were masters of the
situation, and they felt pleased accordingly., They had po
doubt whatever that, in hand-to-hand combat, they weie
yimmensely more than a match for any three juniors. So
they only wanted the Terrible Thrco to come on, in order
to make their " bag " complete.

“Wescue, deah boys!"” shouted Arthur Augustus D'Arey.

“Where's Blake?" shouted back Tom Merry.

“Undah all this stuff, deah boy. At least, I think :zo.
I can head somebody yellin’, and it sounds like Blake.”

“They've hagged those FFourth FForm asses,”” said Manners.

“How joll P

“This way, il you want

Jlucky 1 took my camera with ne!

*“What the thump——"

“They've ragged the boat from end 1o end. Suppose
they'd got hold of my camera!” DManners shuddeved at the
thought, *“ Might have busted it!”

“Blow vour camera!” grunted Lowther. * Your dashed
cametra is the cause of all the mischief! That idiot Coker's
after that silly snapshot!”

“le won't get it!" said Manners, “I've gol it in my

case, in my pocket.”

“Are you coming aboard?" yelled Coker.

" Wescue " _

Tom Merry's eyes ghinted as he looked at the boat occupied
by the enemy. Tom was a great fighting-man, for a jumor
in the Shell, and at a pinch he would not have hesitated
1o tackle a Fifth ¥orm fellow. But bis comrades were not
equal to such a hefly lask; it was not to be expected that
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There was a fieondish yell from Coker. A bootclumped

on hia right ear, and then a boot clumped on his

noae, and them on the back of his head. Coker

lost his hold, and slithered down the trunk.
“ Whoooooop ! " ha roared. (See thiz page.)

they should be. Now that numbers were even, the
advantage in a scrap was hugely on the side of the three
seniors of Greyiriars.

““Are we going for asked Monty
dubionsly.

““I shall have to put my camera somewhere safe hirst!"”
said Manners hastilv.

“ Bother your camera!”™ shrieked Lowther,

“Look here, Lowther——"

“We can’t attack three fellows who are too big for us”
said: Tom Merry, “We don't want to be added to that
jolly old heap in the boat. Keep off at present,”

“They're coming!” =aid Manners.

Coker & Co.. seeing that the enemy did not mean to
advance, jumped ashore from the Old Bus. They advanced
on the Terrible Three with grinning faces,

“The mouniain won't go to DMahomet, so Mahomet's
coming along to the giddy old mountain!” remarked
Lowther, “What's the word of command, O King?"

“Hook it!” said Tom briefly.

“But, I say 3

“Wescue!” velled Arthur Auguztns,

“Follow on!” said Tom. And he ran back from the bank
as Coker & Co. came on triumphantly,

Back from the towpath was a wood, close by the lane,
v here conspicuous notice-boards warned trespasser:z that they
would be prosecuted. But the Terrible Three, pressed Ly the
enemy, had no time to heed mnotice-boards; or, perhaps,
having seen so many during their voyage up the Thames,
they had ceased to take-note of them. At all events, they
ran into the wood; and their bags of provisions were
hurriedly thrust into cover undér a thick bush, out of
sight of the enemy. Then they ran on deeper into the
wood, and at a distance they heard Coker & Co. whooping
i purst.

Relieved of their bags, the juniors ran on swiftly, Tom
Merry in the lcad The underwoods were too thick for the
enemy fto keep ‘them in sight, or for them to see their
pursuers, but they could hear Coker & Co. all the time, not
1'}&1‘3‘ far away, trampling and rustling and searching for
Livem.

Tom Merry halted breathlessly under a big oali-tree.

“Up here, you two!” he whispered.

“ And you—"

“Take my straw hat,” breathed Tom. *Quick—and let
Coker think we're all three there! Catch on?”

Lowther gave n breathless chuckle,

“All serene! Clear!”

Tom Merry ran on into the wood, and Manner: and
Lowther climbed the oak-tree. They sat on branches well up
from the ground, but in full view of anyone passing helow,
and Monty stuck Tom DMerrv's steaw hat in thick foliage
on a higher branch, jamming it securely there, Louder and
nearer sounded the trampling ol the pursuers,

them*" Lowther

1

' L
rl|'|:l':jl:-

(

““Here they are ! roared Coker, bursting out into the glade
over which the big oak towered.

“Got them!” panted Greene.

“Come down, you young cads !" shouted Potter.

The three ‘Greyfriars seniors halted under the tree, staring
up. They could see Manners and Lowther plainly enough,
and on a higher branch they saw Tom Moerry's straw hal,
looking exactly as if it were on the head of a fellow lyving
along tha branch hidden by foliage.

Coker, had no doubt that he had run down the Terrible
Three. He shook lis fist at them.

“Come down!" he roared.

“Dear man " smiled Low!her.

“ Are vou coming down,” bawled Coker, “or do vou want
me to come up after you, yon young cads?”

“Come up, dear boy !" grinned Manners.

“1 jolly well will! Come on, you chaps!™

Coker started to climb the tree. Potter and Greena
watched him, to sce the result. They did not seem keen on
climbing themselves., Horace Coker: went clambering up
breathlessly.

“Look out, Coker!" shouted Greene suddenly.

Monty ‘Lowther, hanging on to his branch with lus hands,
felt for Coker's head with his boots.

He found Coker’'s head !

Clump, clump, climp!

There was a fiendish yell from Coker, A boot cluruped on
his right ear, and then a boot clumped on his nose, and then
on the back of his head. Coker ducked his head bo escane
the elumping, lost his hold, and slithered down the trunk.
He aprawled in the grass at the feet of Potter and Greene,

L ‘Fhu}ﬂﬂp 1" he roared, as he landed,
Tue GeM LiBrary.—No. Bl



8 ‘““ Tom Merry’s Passenger!” is next weeR’s story!

Monty Lowther zat on his branch again. .

“Come up, old nut!"™ he called out. * Do come up again
Aren’t you trying it on, Potter? What about you, Greene ?”

“Do come!” ur Manners. .

But Potter and Greene tool no heed of that pressing in-
vitation. They had no desire whatever to feel boots clumping
on their heade. Coker sat up in the grass and rubbed his
head savagely.

“T'Il smash "em !"” he gasped.

He staggered up.

by Gﬂingg E:p .-mgﬂirl;lII 7" asked Potter, with a wink at Greene,

Horace Coker snorted.

“No: it'’s a bit undignified for a Fifth Form chap fto go
¢lambering into trees after cheeky young monkeys. We'll
wait for them to come down. They’ll soon get tired of
hanging on there.”

“What about tea?” asked Greene.

“What ?"” bellowed Coker.

id |F{|E !” et y

“Jf you say ‘tea’ again, William Greene, I mop up
the ground with you! Now, say ‘tea'l” said Coker
ferociously,

Greene did not say “tea.” Coker looked much too danger-
ons, The three Greyfriars seniors leaned on tree trunks and
watched the St. Jim's juniors in the branches of the oak.
Potter and Greene would rather have walked back to the
village to tea. But Coker would have missed a dozen meals
in suecession rather than have allowed the enemy to escape
unpunished. Manners, he knew, lad the offending photo-
graph about him, and Lowther had clumped his head—
(‘oker's important head! Coker was prepared to wait till
nightfall, if necessary, for the St. Jim's juniors to drop into
his hands like yipe fruit—in fact, all night. If the treed
iuniors did not*come down sooner, it would be a case of
uot going Eume till morning for Horace Coker.

No doubt Coker would have revised his strategy if he had
known that Tom Merry was not in the oak-tree, but was
only represented there by his hat, Fortunately, Coker did
uot know it,

CHAPTER 5.

Turning the Tables!

OM MERRY scudded out of the wood at a point some
distance away. Coker, as he declared, was a master
of strategy, but Tom was not without strategic re-
sources. His comrades—and his own straw hat—being

“{recd ® by the Greyfriars party, Tom Merry was at liberty,
a1 he did not lose a moment. He emerged from the wood,
wnd cast a hasty glance up and down the river bank, There
was no sign to be seen of Coker & Co.—evidently they were
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“treeing "' the juniors in tht cak. And with breathless haste
Tom Merry ran for the Old Bus.

He jumped hurriedly on board.

“Bar Jove! Welease' me, Tom Mewwy " gasped Arthur
Augustus, who was still struggling laboriously with the tow-
rope.

Tom Merry dragged him loose.

Then he dr away the tangled sail and canvas covers
and tent and other impedimenia that hid Blake & Co. from
sight, The voices of the threa were audible, their tones were
emphatic. Their red and furious faces were now revealed
to view,

“0Oh, you!” gasped Blake. ' Where——"

. "ILet us loose I panted Herries. *“I'll smash those rotters !

“Quick ! mumbled Dig. “I'm jolly nearly suffoceted!
That idiot Gussy has been sprawling on my face.”

“ Weally, Dig ”'

Tom Merry opened his pocket-knife, and eut the Fourth-
Formers loose. As he ‘did so he hurriedly explained the

gituation in the wood.

“Oh, good!” gasped Blake. “We'll bandle the rotters!
Let's gpet a chance at them, that’s all.”

“Come on!"” exclaimed Herries,

“Yaas, wathah !

Jack Blake picked up ‘a boat-hook and jumped ashore,
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy seized his Malacca cane. Tom Merry
and Herries and Dig each scized a weapon of some sort.

Then the five juniors started for the wood at a run.

They plunged into the wood, cager to get to close quarters
with the encmy. Tom Merry led the way to the ocak-tree. A
bawling voice {ell on the ears of the juniors as they advanced.

“Will yon young eads come down?”

It was the powerful voice of Horace Coker.

“We'll jolly well wait for you all night, if you stick up
in that tree !” roared Coker. *You hear that?”

“Bow-wow !" came Lowther's polite reply,

“You've got that photograph about you, young Manners?"

“You bet!” answered Mamners.

“Hand it over, and I may let
two. Otherwise I'll jolly well thrash you.”
' answered Manners,

ou off with a enff or

“Dear man !

Tom Merry langhed breathlessly,

“We're close on them ! Come on!”

The rescue-party ran on into the glade by the oak. Their
arrival took Coker & Co. utterly by surprise. They had be-
lteved Tom Merry to be in the eak-tree, where a straw hat
could still be seen peeping over a high branch, His sudden
appearance on terra frma astounded them, especially in
rlmn any with the four juniors they had left tied up on board
the boat.

“Why—what—how—" spluttered Coker.

“Give "em socks |” roared Blake.

“¥Yaas, wathah! Wush them, deah hoys!"

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Greene. “I'm off !

“Ilook it!” panted Potter.

The rush of the five juniors fairly broke up Coker & Co.
Manners and Lowther came slithering down from the tree
to join in the fray, but they were hardly in time.

Coker faced the enemy like a lion at bay, but even Coker
hated close contact with a hoat-hook. Ide roared and backed
away.

Potter and Greene stood not upon the order of their going,
but went at onece. Potter captured one terrific lick from
Gussy's Malacca, and yelled wildly aa he went. Greene
caught a jab from the hnn{.—lmnk and a hefty kick from
Hevries, as he fled, and he did net linger, The two fugitives
went through the wood at the fastest speed they could put
on, and it was quite a high speed, They knew that the
tables were completely turned, and that was enough for
them,

But ITerace Coker was made of sterner stuff. e was
defeated, but it was not given unto Coker to know when
he was heaten, ITe dodged the boat-hook and several sticks
desperaiely, but he did not flee. Potter and Greene fading
away into the distance, Tom Merry & Co. were able to
devote their whole attention to Coker. They jabbed him,
they lunged at him, they rapped him and tapped him, to
an accompaniment of infuviated roars from Horace.

“Wayg him, deah boys!"” chuckled Arthur Augustus.

“Give him jipl”

““Ha, ha. ha! That’s for yvour napper, Coker!”

“ Yaroooh ™

“One for his ncb |”

“Yaooop !’

*“a, ha, ha 1™

Coker made a desperate rush at the enemy, heedless of
vaps and taps and lunges. He succeeded in grasping Tom
Morvey. ‘The next moment the whole party grasped Coker,

e came to grass in the clutch of seven pairs of hands,

* Bump him !” roared Blake.

“Wag him "

“Ow, ow, ow! I T--I'll—*
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“Took oui!” shouled Monty Lowther suddenly.

A man in gaiters and a velvetoen coat came through the
trees, with a cudgel under hizs arm. The St. Jim's juniors
were suddenly reminded of the fact that the wood was
private property, and that two or three notico-boards
announced m fact. -

;rl\;hat'a tl}inl’ﬁra?" gshouted the man  in velveleens,
i passing! I'll give you trespassing !’

“Hook it!” said Blake. ]

The seven juniors let go Coker. They did not stop to
argue with the man in velveteens. :

aving Horace Coker sorawling breathlessly in the grass,
they scudded away through the wood towards the river.

Tom Merry and Lowther paused for a minute to recover
the bags of provisions from their hiding-place, and then
ran on after the rest of the party. h

As thﬁj" fled, they heard the voice of Horace Coker, raised
in wrath,

“ Hands off, you blackguard! Trespassing? Blow tres-
passing ! You touch me, and I'll punch your cheeky nose!
Yoooop! Oh! Ow, ow!"

There were sounds of a distant struggle. Tom Merry &
Co. did not heed it, If Coker was not tired, by that time,
of scrapping, he was welcome to scrap with all the keepers
in the Thames Valley, so far as the St. Jim’'s juniors cared,
Seven breathless and untidy, but gleeful, juniors scudded
on to the Old Bus.

Tom Merry dumped down his bag and cast off the moor-
ings, while the other fellows pitched on board the camping
utensils from the shore. Then they jumped aboard, and
the Old Bus was pushed off.

“May as well get going,” Tom Merry remarked. “We
can have tea on board., And we don’t want to arguc with
silly keepers.”

“Wathah not!” grinned Arthur Augustus,

A man in gaiters came running out of the wood. Ile was
in time to see the Old Bus float out inte the middle of the
river, with four oars pulling.

The keeper shouted after ‘the boat, but his voice was lost
in the distance. Tom Merry & Co. pulled on, leaving the
ccene of the late combat far behind. And when they moored
to the bank. again, and prepared a lale tea—very late but
very welcome—they discussed what might have become of
Coker, and wondered whether he had been “run in." And
they chuckled joyfully at the idea.

CHAPTER 6.
The Avenger on the Trail !

6 E ought to see Weadin"!"
W “Whose wedding ¥ asked Monty Lowther,
“Weally, you ass!”
“We aimll see Reading all right,"” said Tom
Merry. “We've got a lot of shopping to do at Reading.
We Bqn'n't let you do it for us, though, Gussy.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“That's the Kennel,” remarked Dlake.

“Tt would be wathah a good ideah to explore the Kennet,
while we are in Berkshire.” remarked Arthur Auguostus
IYArey. “You can get along the Kennet all the way to
anhuﬁy, where thero was a battle or somethin’, once upon
a time."”

“Good egg!” =aid Tom. “There are over a hundred
locks on the Kennet, It seems attractive.”

“Bai Jove! On second thoughts, Eewwaps we had bettah
give the Xennet a miss,” said Arthur Auvgustus, thought-
fully.

“A hundred locks—and no quays!”
Lowther. )

“Bai Jove! Is that a wotten pun, Lowthah "

“Not at all. It's a jolly good one.”

“Wats! Weadin' is a vewy histowic place, you fellows,”
said Arthur Augustus. “Tt was always celebwated for—"

“ Biscuits,” said Lowther,

“Yauas, but chiefly for backin® up the Woyalist side in the
eivil wars,” said Arthur Augustus. “I wegard that as” vewy
wippin' of Weadin'.” -

“Is that how it came to take the Huntley and Palmer?
inquired Lowther. :

“Wats! We must have a look at Weadin’, A celebwated
king named what-do-you-call-him was buried in the—the
thingummy centuwy. And there is a famous what’s-its-
name, too!"

“We musin’t miss those,"” said Blake gravely. “And
mind, fu:ilu feliln:m'n. keep your eyes open for the thingumbob !"

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

It was a sunny morning on the day following the strenuous
warfare with Coker & Co. Tom Mercy & Co. towed cheer-
fully up to Caversham Lock. ; i

Stores of all kinds in the Old Bus required rencwing, and
there was a great shopping expedition in Reading. Tom

observed Monty

" sented

Merry & Co. kept-their cyes open for Coker & Co., but they
did not sight the enemy 1n the busy streets of the Berkshire
town.

Tom wondered whether Coker was still on the track. He
knew that Horace was a sticker, and he knew how deter-
mined Horac: was to capture the photograph which repre-
him adorning the top end of a punt-pole with no
other visible means of support. That photograph was to be
framed, to be hung up in Tom Merry's study next term
at St. Jim’s. So, obwviously, Coker couldn’t be allowed to
raid it. Manners generously intended to send him a print
of it to Greyfriars. But it was doubtful whether that would
please Coker, especially as Manners intended to dispateh tho
gift in the form of a picture-posteard.

It scomed probable, on the whole, that Horace Coker was
still tracking the St. Jim's party up the Thames, in search
of the negative and vengeance, So the heroes of St. Jim's
WOre Very wary.

But if Coker & Co. were in Reading, Tom Merry & Co.
saw mnothing of them in the old Royalist ciiy.. They were
guite pleased to see nothing of them. As Monty Lowther
remarked, the absence of Coker's features improved the
view considerably.

Leaving Reading behind, the Old Bus rolled on to beau-
tiful Pangbourne.

“This 15 weally a lovely quartah, deah boys,” Arthnr
Augustus D’Arcy remarked. ) i

“Yet one cannot see this place without a pang,” said
Monty Lowther ragrntful{f,-. '

“Bai Jove! I am weally surpwised, Lowthah, to find you
in a poetical mood,” said D'Arcy. " You are usually such
a funnay ass. You are wefewwin' to what the poets wemark
about the element of melancholy in all beauty—"

“Not at all,” said Lowther. “I'm referring to the trilin-
ta r:,f“ﬂg the Thames from which this place takes its name.”

“Wha-a-at ¥"

“The Pang!” explained Lowther blandly. “It's a stream.
Hence Pangbourne.”

Passing Pangbourne, and the Pang, the Old Bus floated
onwards towards Goring. Here the tow-path was on the
Oxfordshire side, after Basildon was passed. Tho Terrilide
Three walked with the rope, while Arthur Augustus stecred,
and Blake and Herries and Dig took their case in the boal.

“We are gettin' towards Oxford now, deah boys,” Arthur
Aupustus remarked to his comrades.

Blake held up a warning hand. : -

“Not a word aboul ye distant spires, ye anlique towers.
he exclaimed

“Weally, Blake—" .

“Not a syllable about giddy old quadrangles, and storicl
windows richly dight, casting a dim, religious light." sal
Blake, with emphasis, *“We've had enough of thal in Milten,
in Saturday prep, at school. You begin, and TI'll give you
the boathook!™ d "

“VYoiur are an unpoectical ass, Blake!

ik ]].n“.' ﬂ“..!"J' N 1

“And a Coth, a Vandal. and a Hun!™ <aud Avthor
Aulguﬁtus warmly.

““Hear, hear!” : T RO, 1

“] wefuse mow to give vou any dezewiption of the histowie
beauties of Oxford.” )

“You'd better!"” agreed Blake. _"'T]lrﬁrrr-:' the hoallicok
ready for you, if you change your mind!

Wi ‘vatstll r :

And Arthur Augustus steercd, and kept In- slores ol

historic knowledge bottled up, as 1t were, for privale
consumplion. ) ) . -
“Butlwn'm not near Oxford wet,” said Dig. “We sha'n’l

be safe from Gussy till we're through.” 2.

“T wegard you as an ass, Dig. I _ﬂﬂﬂ.':l‘l'.]ﬂll—— )

“(ireat Scott!” exclaimed Blake, jumping up suddenly in
the boat. He stood and stared over Arthur Augustus’ head,

“What is it, dealh boy ¥"

“There he is!"” exclaimed Dig.

“My hat!” ejaculated Herries, )

The three juniors stood and stared back along the river.
Coming up the stream was a skilf, with two fellows pulling
and a very burly youth steering. Only the backs of the
oarsinen could be seen; but the steerman was in full view,
and his fcatures—not at all urdmm*::. features—were
recognisable. 1€ was Horace Coker of the Greyf riars Fifth,

“What on carth are you fellows lookin' at?” demanded

Arthur Augustus. And he thrned his head to look behind

him. . T
Naturally, he pulled hard on the wrong line as lie dlis

o, Tom Merry and Manners and Lowlher were walking
on with the tow-rope without looking back, as (iussy
inadvertently stecred into the bank. _ 3

The next moment the Old Bus was trying to climh tha
bank to the towpath, and Blake and Xerries and Dighy
pitched over as one man. .

The nose of Lhe boat rose in the ajr among the ruches, and
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10 If you want advice, write and ask for mine!

Nlake and Herries and Dig plunged headlong astern,
spravlivg on Arthur Augustus,

“ Yawoooop!" roarcd the surprised stecrsman of the Old
Hus,

“Oh, my »al! What the thump—"'

“Look out——"

“Wow-wow !

“Oh cwumbs ! Gewwoff ! howled Arthur Augustus. " You
uttnh asses, what wre you spwawlin' ovah me for? O
ewumbs!”

“You silly chump!"” roared Blake, struggling up.
yvou irying to wrn{:l( the boat®”

“Weallv, Blake Ow! Take your sillay elbow out of
my wibs, Hewwies, you dangewous chump!” wailed Arthur
Angustus, _

Blake velled to the towing-party. The Terrible Three were
Jdeep in conversation, and did not seem to be aware of the
Jdisaster poing on behind them. They pulled on the rope,
and the Old Bus scemed to be making frantic efforts to get
on 1he towpath. y

“Stop!"” yelled Bluke. *You dummies, stop! rYnu,
frabjous chumps, halt! You burbling cuckoos, chuck it!"

Tom Merry looked round.

“Blessed if I didn't think something was up!" he re-
warked, “Those Fourth Form kids are bound to wreck the
hoat if we take our eyes off them! 1 say, if you_ fellows
want to come ashore, there's no need to bring the boat
with you'!™ .

“You silly owl!” roared Dlake.

The Terrible Three slacked on the rope, and walked back.
Blake shoved the boat free with an oar, thoughtfully jam-
wming it against Monty Lowther for the purpose. Lowther
sat down and yelled. He had been grinning a moment
before. Now he was not grinming,

“All serene now!" said Blake. “Get onl!” -

“Yon clumsy ass!” roared Lowther, staggering to his
fecl. *Can't vou sce where you're shoving?"

“(Certainly ! said Blake. *“Come a little nearer and 1'll
shove again!"”

i I_]‘_I:l"_____'ll

“Bai Jove! There's Cokah!” shouted Arthur Augustus.
“J sayv, those Gwesfwiahs boundahs are followin' us!™

" Coker ! exclaimed Tom Merry.

The delay of the Old Bus had brought Coker's skiff along-
sidle. The Terrible I'hree jumped into the Old Bus at once,
ready to help in resisting an attempt to board, if that was
Coker's intention. Potter and Greene rested on their oars.

Coker freed one hand, and waved it threateningly at the
Si. Jim's party.

“8o I've caught you, you young scoundrels!” he shouted.

" Weally, Cokah——"

“You haven't quite caught us yet!” grinned Tom Merry.
“ But here we are, all ready to be caught. Barge on!”

“Will you hand over that photograph?” yelled Coker.

“The answer is in the megative!"” said Monly Lowther
blandly.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Then I'm coming aboard !

“Come on!"

“" Yans, walthah, vyou cheekay ass!"

“(llose in, you fellows!"” ordered Coker

Potier and Greene looked vather dubious. After Coker’s
curlier experiences with the St. Jim's ]fmrt:.r even Coker
ought rm.ﬁ;f‘ to have learned that he could not handle that
party. But it scemed to take Horace Coker a very long time
{o assimilate instruction.

“Do vou hear me " roared Coker.

“Yes," pasped Potter. * But—" :

“Lay about that old tub. What do ybu think we've h;c--*:n
following the young cads up the river for, you dummies "

Potter did not reply that he had hoped not to find them,
11, was no use making any answer like that to Coker.

“Pull, I tell you! Go it!”

Coker steered for the Old Bus, regardless of the danger of
collision. Four of the St. Jim's juniors reached out with oars
and one with a boathook.” Vigorous shoving from four oars
and a boathook was bound to have effect on a light skiff.
Coker's boat rocked and pitched, and a wash of the Thames
came over the gunwale.

“Oh erinnbs !’ gasped Poiter. “I'm welb!’

“You'll get wotter!” chuckled Blake.

““Yaas, wathah!” _

Coker & Co. did get wetter—much weitter, especially Coker,
Uoler grabbed at Blake's oar and caught the blade, and held
onn furionsly. Blake dragged at the oar, and as Coker
vefused to let go, he was jerked over the side of the skilf.
There was a mighty splash as he went into the Thames.
The skiff was dancing like a cork now, and Polter and
Gireene were holding on for their lives, their oars floating
away down the river,

Coker come up spluttering, and grasped the gunwale, The
ghift barelv eseaped capsizing as the burly Coker hung on it.
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“Help me in, ?'nu dunnnies!” howled Coker.

“You zilly fathead!” yelled back Potter. Do you want
to get us all drowned 7"

“¥You dangerous ass!” roarcd Greene,
boat over in a tick!"

“I—=I—T'll—" spluttered Coker. *“You wait till I gct
on board, I'll mop vp the boat with you!”

That was not an inducement to Potier and Greene to
help him in. Potter seized the lines, and got the skiff under
contrel. The oars were far out of reach, and Potter steered
for the bark, the current taking the skiff down. Coker clung
on to it and roared, and the skiff rocked like a cockleshe!l
under his frantic attempts to climb on board.

“We'd better stand by a bit and see them safe ashore,”

grimed Tom Merry. “We don't want even Coker to be
found drowned!”

“Ha, ha, ha'"

Fortunately, the Greyfriars skif bumped into the- rushes,
and Potter and Greene jumped out. "They seemed fed up
with boating with Coker.

Coker serambled ont afier them. Then the Old Bus went
on its way, leaving Coker and Potter and Greene en in
furtous argument, their enraged voices accompanying thé St,
Jim’s party for qnite a distance up the river towards Goring.
But that unmmsical accompaniment died away at last,

“Bai Jove!” chuckled Arthur Augustus. “I wondah
whether Cokah is fed up yet? He weally is a stickah, and
no mistake,”

And all the St. Jim's pariy wondered whether they had
seen the la<t of ‘Coker, or whether he was still tracking
them wp the Thames.

“You'll have the

CHAPTER 7.
Carry On !

Y 'VE got it!"™
I Horace Coker made that announcement with the
air of a fellow who has made a discovery of tremen-
dous 1mportance. He looked very impressively at
Potter and Greeno as he made it.
Potter and Greene did not look impressed. But they tried
to be patient.
More and more, as they continued that holiday with
Horace Coker. it was borue in upon Potter and Greene that
there was a limit, and that Horace Coker was the limit.

How long they would be able to stand it was a puzzle
that exercised the minds of Potter and Greene. But for the
fact that Coker was handing out the expemses of the trip
with a princely hand, Potter and Greene couldn't have stood
it at all. But it had to be admitted that there were com-
pensations even for having Coker as a travelling companion.

For instance, at the present moment Potter and Greene
were sitting in a moored lLioat, eating and drinking of the
best. The boat's locker had been stored regardless of ex-
pense by the open-handed IHorace. Coker had hired that
boat and provisioned it, and certainly the provisions lelt
nothing to be desired. Potter and Greene admitted that.
Cold chicken and ham, and =ausages and jellies, and meat
pies and other pies, and ginger-beer and currant wines—all
sorts of good things rewarded them for their loyal adherence
to Coker. And Coker had left them in the boat while ho
had gone scouting,

With Coker away, and 1he tuck preseni, Potter and
Greene felt that they could stand it a little longer. It was
only when Coker came along the bank and rejoined them
that their doubts revived.

Coker announced that he had “got it!"” and his comrades
sighed. They knew that he was alluding to some new scheme
for dealine with the St. Jim's party. Potter and Greene
had had cnough of the =t. Jim's party. They were fed
right up to the chin with the 8t. Jim's party. TUnfortu-
nately, Ucker's word was law.

Coker joined his comrades in the boat,. and started on the
good things. As he ate he expounded,

“T've got 1! he said. “ While you slackers have been
loafing here I've been zcomting. I've run them down!”

“Who?" asked Potter.

“Those St. Jim's cads, of course. They've camped less
than n quarter of a mile fromn here. I've watched them!”

“Some scout !” said Greene.

“Well, T ruther pride myselfl on being able to scout,” said
Coker. 1've fairly tracked them down. They've hired a
field to camp in from a jolmny on the Berkshire bank, and
they've campad there. The boat’s tied up to the willows,
and they've got the tent up achore. They don't know that
we're still on their trail.” .

“1'I1 tell vou what, Coker,” said Potter, as if struck by
a sudden bright idea, " Those fags have been cheeky, of
course.  Jmwsdent, in facs.,  Bat why not forgive them *"”

*What & pood ides,™ soaid Creene, wking his cue [rom
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Blake dragged at the oar, and as Coker refused to let @9, he was jerked over the side of the skiff. There was a mighty

splash as he went into the Thames.

** You silly fathead | "

yelled Potter. ' Do you want to get us all drowned 7

{(See page 10.)

Potter. “A generous chap like you, Colker—really generous
and—and lofty—high-souled and all that——" ar

“They re Ireail]r. beneath your mnotice, Coker,” wurged
Potter. *“It’s scarcely consistent with your dignity te take
any notice of fags like that lot. It isn't as if you were an
ordinary fellow like—like Greene or me. You see that,
Coker ?”

Coker Jooked thoughtful. Greene eyed him a little
anxiously, It was true that Coker “liked it in chunks.”
But Grecne wondered whether this was laid on a little too
thﬁk e;;on for Coker.

ut.be need not have been uneasy. It could not be laid
on too thick for Coker. ¥

"ThFrn‘a something in what you say,” said Coker with a
nod. “But it won't do. You see, they've got that photo-
;;.mph. which they've got to hand over. And I've told them
I'm going to thrash them. I'm bound to keep my word.”

“Ye-e-es! Bul—but—but—"

“Enough said! I know you mean well, but there's no-
thing doing,” said Coker. "I'm going to put those cheeky
fags in their place, It’s a matter of principle with me. T
never stand any rot from the fags at Greyfriars—Wharton
and Bob Cherry and that lot. So I'm certainly not going

to begin standing cheek from fags belonging to another
school.™
“Hm! But—"

“Don't talk any more, Potter. Listen to me! You talk
a good bit too much, old chap!”

Potter breathed hard, and relapsed inlo silence. He com-
forted himself with cream tarts.

Evidently Coker was still on the war-path, and his hapless
comrades had to follow him on the path of war. There was
no help for it. His leg could be pulled, but not to the
extent of getting him off the war-path. So Potter gave
up pulling Coker's leg, and devoted himself to tarts,

“Now listen to me,” resumed Coker. “I've mentioned
before that some fellows are born strategists. I'm one of
them. I don't brag of it—it just comes naturally. We
really haven't had much luck so far in dealing with those
cheeky fags., My strategy will alter ‘all that.”

“Same as last time?" asked Potter,

Coker frowned.

“That was all the fault of youn fellows, And then that
kecper cad came on the scene. And then in the boat this

afternoon you fellows were responsible for getting me ups
You admit that?” . : . o

“Oh, any old thing!” said Potter resignedly. “It's our
fault we've had such weird weather this summer, if you
like, It's our fault that you've got the thickest head in the
three kingdoms, It's our fault—"

“What?" roared Coker.

. Oh, don't rag!"” said Greene. “What abou! getting back
mn this boat? It's coming on dark now.”

“We're not going back!" said Coker. *“We're going on!
You haven't heard my stratagem yet, owing to Potter butte
ing I:g ‘mlth hui lfull_*.l* nzt." ’ ;

" Let's have the stratagem,” groaned Greene. Ie realised
that he had to have it. .

“It's turned out,” said Coker, “that we can't handle that
gang of fags in a serap—they're too numerous. If you
fellows could scrap like me it would be easy. But you're so
futile in a scrap that you're practically of no account. And
I can’t handle more than five or six at once—seven is rather
too many, and I admit it.”

Potter and Greene did not speak. It was not much usze
for a fellow to speak when Horate Cokerf’s chin was fairly
under way.

“Well, that's where my sirategy comes in,” said Coker.
“I've scouted, as I told yvou, and spotted the enemy's camin
We're going to bear down on them afrer davk!”

“Are we?!” murmured Grecne.

“And bag their boat!”

“Bag their boati” gasped Poiter and Greene.

“That's it!” said Coker, quite pleased at having startled
his comrades. “ They're camping ashore, and we shall glide
alongside in the dark and board their boat, Nobody will
be in it, of course, as they'll be in the went, and we shall cast
it loose and tow it away."

"Eﬁ Jove!" said Potter.

“They'll be stranded,” said Coker with a chuckle. “ Fancy
their faces in the morning when they turn o and Gnd theirc
boat gone. What "

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Grezne,

“Then we can make terms with them,” said Coker, * We'll
make them hand over that checky photograph, and stand
up in a row to be licked. I shall canc them, one alier

another, just like a Form master.” ‘
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12 The checkiest boy in the world! Tom Merry’s passenger—

“Wha-a-a-t %"

“1 shall insist on that!” said Coker firmly. “It's beneath
our dignity to scrap with mere kids. DBut they must be
punished. I shall cane them !

“Oh erumbs ! .

“ Until they submit humbly we keep their boat,” grinned
Coker. *“And if they take time about it, we'll jolly
well clear off with the boat and take it down to Panghourne,
or farther still. The fact is, I'm going to bring them up
sharp, and show them what's what and who's who.”

“ And which is which?" asked Potter.

“Don't be a funny ass, Potter, Now, what do you fellows
think of the wheeze " _

(‘oker looked inquiringly at his comrades. Obviously, he
was preparved for ructions if they did not approve. Potter
and Greene had to approve, and they knew it. So they
approved. But as a matter of fact, they did seriously regard
(‘oker's present scheme as o little less asinine than most
of Coker's strategic schemes,

“It's a go,” said lolter.

“That's that!" agreed Greene,

“Well, you fellows aren’t such silly asses as you look,”
said Coker graciously. * You're no good without a leader,
having practically no brains of your own. DBut with me
to lea 9

“Oh! Ah! Yes! How well you put it, Coker!"” gasped
Potter. d i

“]1 have a way of putling things ncatly,” said Coker.
“Well, you fellows, finish your tea, and after we've finished
with those St. Jim's eads, what do you say to going back
to Panghourne and hiring an electric launch for a few
davs—hampers of grub, and all that?”

Potter and Creene looked almost affectionately at Coker.
A few minutes before they had been wondering how it was
they refrained from taking him by the seruff of the neck, and
holding his hewl under the water. Now they felt chummy
and quite adniring. : .

“(‘oker, old man, you'ro a giddy genius,” said Potter.
“Jt's a privilege to be your pal.”

“Only Cokoer thinks of thesa things,”
heartily. “ Cokey, old man, you're the real
goods.”

(‘nker smiled benignly.

“T do have ideas ! he said mode-tly,

“You do!" saul Polter.

“Great |” said Greene.

And all was calm and bright.

cail Greene

gilt-edged

CHAPTER 8.
Two of Them!

o SUPPOSE the boat will be all wight ™
I “Not likely ! said Lowther.

Arthur Augustus sat up.

“PBai Jove! Don't vou think the boat will be sale

for the night if we all sleep ashore, Lowthah 7"

“Oh, yes! Quite! But it won't be all white,” said Monty
Lowther. ** Yon see, it’s painted a dark colour——"

*Yon uttah ass!”

And Arthur Augnsius settled himszelf down in his blankets
to slecp.

Seven juniors were under the cover of the tent ashore, and
they were sleepy after a long day on the river and a sub-
stantial supper. he summer night was fine, though not
wartn. It looked as though it would remain fine all mght,
from which vireumstance Monty Lowther deduced that it
would probably rain before morning. Anyhow, the lent was
up, and the St. Jim's erew was sale under shelter,

In the dark under the willows, the Old Bus was safely
moared, The painter and the tow-rope both secured it to the
willows, and it rocked gently to the current in the darkness.
But the voyagers did not trust wholly to the ropes. They
were safe for mooring purpeses, but Tom Merry & Co.
had already had some experiences with tramps and loafers
along the river. They dil not run any risk of the boat
Leine lilched by some wandering rogue during the hours of
darkaess, A strong chain, fastencd by padlocks, secured the
Ol Bus to a stump in the ghallows, a precaution the juniors
never neglected when they spent a whole might ashore.

The tent was pitehed in a ficld on the Berkshire side, leave
having been oblained from the owner for a consideration in
cash, Tom Merry & Co., cheerfully tired, turned in, pre-
pared to sleep the sleep of the just till the sun came up
over the silvery Thames,

“You fellows asleen?” asked Arthur Augustus, after a
panse,

* Mmmmnn,
droweaily.

“1 was wondewin' whethah one of us ought to keep
voateh,” said Gussy. *That ass Cokah may still be aftah us,”
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What's the trouble?” murmured Blake

“Blow Coker !

“Yaas; but suppose—"

“Too sleepy to suppose,” grunted Blake.
go to sleep!”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Shurrup !"

“Yaas; but weally it would be only pwudent for one of you
fellows to sit up and watch——""

“You can sit up and watch, if you like, fathead!”

“Bai Jove, 1 was not thinkin’ of that, Blake! I was
thinkin’ that pewwaps you would like to sit up and watch.”

“Think again!” growled DBlake.

“QOr pewwaps you, Tom Mewwy—"

i nl’f llp!.".

“Or you, Mannahs—'

i 1155'!‘1

“Weally, Mannahs——"

“Was that boathook brought ashore?' asked Blake in
sulphurous tones. “If amybody's got it handy, give that
image a dig with it. It doesn’t matter where you hit him 1”

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus settled down again, and sleep descended
upon the crowded tent, But the swell of 8t. Jim’s slept
lightly ; pérhaps thinking of the possibility of a might-attack,
if the ecgregious Coker should be still sticking to the trail.
He awoke suddenly.

“Bai Jove! What's that?”

Something was moving outside the tent. )

Arthur Augustus sat up hurriedly. His head came into
contact with slanting canvas and knocked on something hard
outside the canvas. The swell of St. Jim's uttered a sharp
cxclamation.

“Wake up, you. fellows.”

“Grooogh !"

" Bhurrup !

“Wake up!
Augustus, scrambling to his [eet.
side the tent!”

Arthur Augustus meant to give the alarm. He gave it
effectually. One of his feet, as he serambled up, was B]nntm’l
on Blake’s neck. The other came into collision with Dighy's
nose. Tho yells that Blake and Digby gave were ke
rumbling thunder,

“Yoooop !"

“Gerroft 1"

“Bai Jove! 1 tell you Oh cwumbs!"

Hands in the darkness clulched at Arthur Augustus,
his ankles were captured and dragged from under him.

The natural result was that Arthur Augustus went
gprawling wildly. And the result of that seemed something
hke pandemonium.

It was quite impossible to sprawl in a crowded tent with-
out something happening.

Arthur Augustus was strewn over sleeping forms, His
thrashing arms came into violent contact with startled heads.
Ile found a resting-place on Tom Merry's face; but he did
not remain there long. He was shoved off in the most un-
ceremonious manner possible, and rolled on Manners, aml
Manners hit out furiously, unfortunately missing Gussy and
catching Herries on the chin. Herries gave a wild yell,
and landed out in veturn—rather recklessly. He did not know
who had punched him. But he knew whom he had punched
il.'! veturn—a fiendish yell from Monty Lowther informing
iim.

“Oh ewnmbs!” gasped Arthur Augustus, “I—I sa 22

“Kill him, somehody !" gasped Blake.

“Weally. you fellows——"

“Get a light!” hissed Blake. “Get a light and show me
where that dashed boathook is. 1'm going to slaughter him."”

“PBai Jove! I—"

An electric torch streamed out light in the tent. Blake
made a spring at Arthur Augustus. The swell of St. Jim's
dived out of the tent just in time.

“ After him !" gasped Lowther,

“Squash him !"

“Slaughter him!"

Six infuriated juniors sireamed out of the tent after Arthur
Augustus ID’Arey. In the soft starlight they gathered round
him with homicidal looks.

“VYou uttah asses'" gasped Arthur Augustus. "I wepeat
that there is somebody twyin' to get into the tent; somebody
was buttin® against the canvas on the outside——"

“ Fathead! There's nobody—"

[ I .‘.“Ept'.ﬂ.t N

“Tot's look!" growled Tom Merry. “Might be some
tramp nosing about, If we don’t find avyone, wa'll slaughter
Gussy |”

“*Yes, rather.” :

The juniors ran round the tent. They stared abont then: “n
the dim starlicht. But there was nothing alarming to be
sven near the tent.

“The silly owl was dreaming!" snapped Manners,

“1 was not dweamin’, Mannahs, I wepeal—"

“Shut up and

It's an attack, deah boys!™ gasped Arthur
“There's somebody out-

Both




—You will read all about him next Wednesday, boys!
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THE VOLUME OF THE CENTURY !

Have you secured your copy of this year’s * Holiday Annual”
yet? It is the most wonderful Annual for Boys and Girls in
the world, Beautifully bound in a stout handsomely printed
cover, it will improve any bookcase,

it—just ask you newsagent to show you a copy.

If you have not yet seen

Price Six Shillings.
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50,000 word complete story of Tom Merry & Co.

20,000 word complete story of Harry Wharton & Co.
15,000 word complete story of the Backwoods School.
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Coloured and photogravure plates, articles, jokes, funny

pictures, tricks and puzzles.

THE IDEAL PRESENT TO GIVE OR RECEIVE!

““Hallo, what’s that?” exclaimed Blake suddenly. A dim
moving shadow loomed up for a moment, moving off towards
the distant hedge.

“I told you so!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,

“It's a
twamp or Cokah or somebody. We might have been
wobbed, or attacked, or somethin' if I had not woused out
you slackahs ! i

“Come on!” exclaimed Blake, grasping the boathook.

If it was an enemy, Tom Merry & Co. were prepared to
tackle him. They rushed after the moving shadow through

the grass. g
The enemy flitted away, dimly seen, a shadow among
shadows. The juniors, fully on the alert now, followed him

fast. The dark shadow disappeared into the thicker shadow
“f. a high hedge.

»ne on!” turning on his
electric

exclaimed Tom Merry,
torch,

‘Hee-haw !"

““Bai Jove!”

" Hee-haw !
hedge.

“-%h, great pip !”

The electric light fashed on the startled head of a donkey.
The St. Jim’s juniors stared at the donkey, and the donke
stared at the juniors, It was an unexpected meeting on both
sides,

“Hee-haw !"

Apparently the donkey had wandered in from an adjoining
field. It was his asinine head that had bumped on the tent;
that was clear now. The aristocratic face of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy became a rich pink in hue,

“Bai Jove! It—it was that sillay ass!” he ejaculated.

“1It's this silly ass that woke us all up, though,” said Blake.
“Bump him !™

1 Wenll% Blake—whooooooop !™

u

Hee-haw !"" came from the dimness under the

Bump, bump, bump!
“Oh cwumbs! You fearful wottahs! Tt might have been
a tdamp—yoop! It might have been Cokah—yawoooh! Bai

Jove! Yoooooooooooop ™

Tom Merry & Co, walked back to the tent, fecling solaced,
and leaving Arthur Augustus ID’Arcy gasping in the grass.

They had settled down in their blankets again by the
timie Arthur Augustus put his head in at the opening of the
tent,

*You wuffians—"

I

“Shut up!”

“You fwightful wottahs—"

“Go to sleep!”

“You disgustin’ wuffs—"

Whiz! A cushion caught Arthur Augustus under the chin,
and cut short suddenly the flow of his eloquence. There was
the sound of a heavy bump outside the tent, and a sleepy
chuckle within,

“Ow! You awful wottahs! I—"

“You'll get the boathook next!” snorted Blake. * Keep
quiet and let fellows go to sleep.”

“1 wegard you with such uttah contempt, Blake, that 1
wefuse to speak anothah word to you.”

“8Stick to that, or you'll get the boat-hook.”

i WBLS ! Ty

Arthur Augustus crawled into his Llankets again. He was
feeling wrathful and indignant. But, fortunately, he was
feeling sleepy, too, and before long his wrath was forgolien
in balmy slumber,

CHAPTER 9.
Held Fast!

i€ UIET !" said Coker.
Potter and Greene were perfectly guiet.

Dut
Coker, as leader, was bound to give directions.

The hour was late, the river quite deserted, the
water glimmering softly under dim starlight es it flowed
and murmured on. It had not been casy in the darkness for
Coker & Co. to locate the exact srlml: at which the Old Bus
was moored. In fact, they might have missed the St. Jim’s
camp altogether, but for catching sight of an electric flash-
lamp moving about in a dark field by the river. They could
guess that that light belonged to the campers, though they
could not guess why the juniors were showing a light elosn
upon midnight, knowing nothing, of course, of the falso
alarm that had been given by the roaming donkey,

The light vanished again, but it had located the camp. A
quarter of an hour later Coker's skiff was silently ranging
under the willows.

“Quiet |"” repeated Coker. * They may be awake on share.
That light was shown by some of them.”

" Seems quiet enough now,” murmured Greene,

THE GEM Lisrary,—NO. 815



14 Do your Editor a good turn, and your pals, too, by—

“Ves: but don't talk! Youn shouldn’t jaw when we're on
a secret night attack, Cireene.” ail

Greene breathed hard. Coker was “jawing,” but {hat
ppparently did nol matter.

“ Here's their old boat!” breathed Potter,

“Yes; don't ‘ilw."

Coker took hold of the gunwale of the Old Bus, and drew
his skiff close in alongside. The two boats bumped.

“(Carcful, Polter! Don't make a row."”

“You bumped the boat, Coker,” breathed Poiter.

“Don’t jaw!" ) 3

Potter, for a moment, had a wild idea of up-ending Coker
over the gunwale. Dut he restrained himsell.

“All sevene!” breathed Coker, after a careful survey of
the O'd Due, that floated silent and dcserted wunder the
<hadowy willows. * They're all ashore, the young asses. Safe
as houses. You hold the hoats together, Greene, while
Potler and 1 get over.”

“Right-ho!" said Greenc.

“Don't shout " )

Greene murmured something under his breath, 4

(Coker stepped from the skiff into the Old Bus, while
(ireeno held the boals alongside. Potter followed him., .

‘The night was starry but dim, and under the willows it
was very dark. Coker stumbled over a thwart, and there
was a bump. ) X

“Don't make a row Lhere!” said Greene victoriously.

(loker sat up.

“Do you want me to come back and knock your head
on the boat, Greene?” he inquired.

“Who's shouting now "' asked Grecne.

“Why, you—you—I'lI-1'Il—"

“For goodness' sake let's get through before that gang
eels wind of it,” hissed Potter. * They'll chuck vs into the
viver if they cateh us here.”

“Quiet ! said Coker.

" lL.ook here—

“ Silenee ™
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Potter suppressed his feelings. He had had a great deal of
practice in suppressing his fcelings during his career as
Coker's pal.

Coker crawled along cauliously, and cut through the
painter with his pocket-knife. Then he sawed through fhe
tow-rope.

He grinned in the darkness as he rejoined Potter,

“Got the oars?"” he asked. : :

“There aren’t any oars. They're not dummies enough to
leave the oars in the boat when they're camping ashore.”

“Don't talk so much, Potter. Anybody would think youi
were trying to give the alarm. Have you found a boat-
hook 7"

“There isn't one here.” -

“Probably there is, and you haven't found it. Never
mind, T have to do evegthing." said Coker, “I expect that.
Iland me a boathook, Greene! Ow! You silly dummy, I
didn't tell you to bung it on my waistcoat.”

“Sorry!” murmured Greene; but there was not much
sorrow in his voice. .

“ Here's the low-rope,” said Coker. “ Make it fast to the
stern, Greene,”

“ All right !”

"Dﬂﬂ‘t ]'I'_*l] Eu ‘

Greene took the tow-rope and fastened it to the stern of
the skiff, All was ready now for towing away the Old Bus.

““Get back, Potfer,” directed Coker. ** d‘{p the oars, The
current will take us down, but iuu may as well pull, if you
can do it without making a thundering row. You :teer,
Greene. Got the linest”

“I've got them !

"“Don't bawl !

Potter and Greenc, in a state of concentrated fury, seitied
down in the skiff, Greene taking the lines and Potter uttmﬁ
out the oars, Horace Coker remajned on board the Ol
Bus to shove off. Coker was in a triumphant mood, and
quite unaware of the fact that his devoted followers were
yearning to drop him into the Thames,
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*Ready 1" he asked.

“ Waiting !”

“Don’t roar!”

Coker shoved the boathook against the bank. The 0ld
Eus rocked, but.did not come off. There was a faint clink
of a chain, but Coker did not notice it.

“The blessad old barge seems stuck in the mud,” grunted
Coker. *“She won't mové. You'd better pull, Potter.”

“I'm pulling 1"

“Don't shriek!”

Coker shoved off E;igain rather savagely. Potter pulled
at the oars in the skiff, and with Potter pulling and Coker
shoving the Old Bus ought to have floated off comfortably,
and followed the skiff .down the river. But she didn't

“ Stuck fast, by Jove!” growled Coker.
Pr;.ﬁ the beastly thing fastened somehow ?” called back

otter.

“How can it be fastened when I've cut it loose?” growled
Coker. “Don’t be a =illy ass, Potter—not a sillier ass than
you can help, I mean. Pull, and put some beef into it!™

Rowing an anchored boat is hard and thankless labour.
George Potter found it so. He pulled, and pulled again,
but the skiffi did not gain six inches; the Old Bus remained
immovable, rocking in the current under the pull of the
tow-rope. Colier shoved, and shoved, and shoved, desper-
ately, lbut. the Old Bus stuck.fast, and 1t dawned even upon
Coker's powerful intellect,” at last, that it was not stuck in
the mud, or it could not have rocked so energetically.

“1t's fastened somchow !" Coker gasped at last.
“I told you so!” snapped Potter.

“Don't scream !”

“1 ean hear a chain clinking !"

“What’s that got to do with it, you yelling ass®”

“It's fastened with a chain, somechow !

“Oh!" Coker was silent for nicarly a whole second. “ Aly!

Of—of course! You needn't roar like a bull, and wake up

those fags, George Polter. This rollen old barge is fastened
oy
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somehow, and I've got to get it loose. Ii's my job to do
everything always.”

“1 can hear somebody moving ashore I

" F'or goodness’ sake shut up, Potter!”

Potter shut up.

CHAPTER 10.
Exit Coker !

OM MERRY sat up in the darkness of the tent,
Clink, clink, eclink!
Through the silence of the night the sound of a
clinking chain was quite distinct. There had been
other sounds—Coker’s bull-like voice among them—which
had probably contributed to awaken Tom Merry. Now he
sat up and listened to the clinking of the chain.

He did not peed telling what that meant. There was only
one chain in the viginity that was likely to be clinking, and
thal was the padlocked chain that secured the Old Bus to
the stump under the willows. The Old Bus was in motion !

Tom Meiry groped to his feet.

“Wake up, you chaps!” he breathed.

“Wharrer mavrer?”

“Something's up with the boat!”

“Oh. rot!" murmured Blake. “It's that donkey again.
Let a Iell-::wl?n to sleep. You're as bad as Gussy !

“Weally, Blake——"

“ Listen !" said T'om,

All the seven were awake now, and they all listened (o the
clinking of the chain. A few moments more and they were
outside the tent, It was nol a false alarm this time, they
realized Lhat.

They seized boathook, oars, and sticks, and hurried down
o the bank. Under the trees it was very dark, but out on
the river, in the starry light, they made out a skiff, wiil
one fellow pulling, and another at the lines, and a tow-rope

-

= R T

e e

A
—

gy
Rl

Qeorge Polter pulled, and pulled again, but the skiffi did not gain six inches ; the Old Bus remained immovable, rocking in | the current under the pull of the tow-rope.

it's fastened somechow ! ' gasped Coker at last. (S¢¢ poge lo)
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trailing behind on the water. That tow-rope ran under
the. dark willows, and was evidently attached to the Old Bus.

“My hat!" breathed Tom Merry. “They're alter our
boat, whoever they are! ‘I'rying to bag our boat!"

“It's Coker's gaug !" whispered Lowther. *That's Potter
pulling yonder!”

“Antd Greene !

“Where's Coker?” breathed Blake,

Coker's voice caine in Lime to inform him.
the shadows under the boat.

“1've found it, you chaps! 'There's a padlock here, and
4 chain. 11l get it open with the boathook, 1 think,”

“Buck up!” called back Potter. “I'm sure I can hear
somebody moving."”

#*Don't bellow !"

¥ Come on!" whispered Tom Merry.

"“Yaas, wathah!"”

The sevon juniors ran down under the willows, Coker
was leaning over the side of the Old Bus, striving to sna
open the padlock with the: boathook. Tle was not succeed-
ing. The seven juniors swarmed on board, and Coker turned
round with a startled gasp.

He had no time to.do more than gasp.

There was a rush, and Coker sprawled in the bottom of
the bouat, with seven pairs of clutching hands on him. The
g‘ﬁ]l that Coker gave rang across the river far into Oxford-

re.

“Oh! ‘Whooooooop !”

“Chuck lim out!” shouted Blake,

“Yaas, wathah! Dwop him ovah!”

Splash !

“Gr-rr-c-r-r-rr-rth !"”

Horace (oker went headlopg into the Thames. There
was a startled howl fromn Potter and Greenec.

“They've got Coker! 'They're up!”

“Pull on that rope!” exclaimed Monty Lowther.

The juniors grasped the tow-rope and dragged. The skiff

It came from

was yanked back towards the Old Bus. In a minute more,

Potter and Greene would have been in the hands of the
enemy. DBut with really ereditable presence of mind Greene
grabbed out his knife and sawed at the rope. He sawed
clesperately, not thinking in the lcast of capturing the Old
Bus now. The rope parted, with a twang, just as the skiff
was drawn up to the Old Bus, and hands were stretching
out to scize tho Greyfriars Fifth-Formers.

Potter shoved off, and the skiff shot out of reach.

“Pull for it!" LFIEPE& Greene.

And Potter pulled as if for his life. They seemed to have
forgotten the very existence of Horace Coker, who was
making mighty splaghes close at hand. Coker scrambled
ashore through the rushes as the skiff vanished down the
dim river,

“Come back!" roared Coker,
Do you hear?"

1f they heard they did not heed. Potter and Greene were
rone, and there was a shout from the Old Bus.

“There's Loker! After him !

Tom Merry & Co. rushed ashore.
rage, faced the enemy for a moment.

“Come back, you rotters!

(‘oker, in a towering
But only for a

moment. Even Coker could not argue with a lunging boat-

hook sud several lunging oars, He turned and fled, gasping
with wrath.
“ Aftah him!" yelled Arthur Augustus. _
Coker ran for his life with the juniors in pursuit. He
crossed two fields at a terrific rate, helped from behind by a
series of painful jabs. Then T'om Merry & Co. halted and
Coker wus able to dodge away and escape.

- L] L] L L] - L] L L] L]

Tt was late on the following day when Coker, tired and
fnolsore and furious, rejoined Potter and Greene. For a
rood hour he slanged Potter and Greene.  But, to their great
reliel. he said nothing more of following the St. Jin's party
up the river. Even lorace Coker was fed up, at last. Even
(hat chiecky photograph in the possession of Manners did
not tempt him to further pursuit. ke never saw anything
of that photograph till, the [ollowing term, he received it
in the form of a piclure-posteard at Greyfriars. And then
he was nol pleased. i

Meanwhile Tom Merry & Co., in the Old Bus, were rolling
an cheerily up the river to Oxford—done with Coker at last,
and no longer tracked up the Thames.

THE END.

Another Screamingly Funny River Story Next Week :(—

“TOM MERRY’S PASSENGER!”

To ensurc reading this splendid yarn,
ORDER YOUR “GEM" WELL IN ADVANCE!
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Tuck Hampers and Money Prizes Awarded
for Interesting Paragraphs.

(If You Do Not Win a Prize This Week—VYou May
Next!)

All Efforts in Iﬁiﬁ Competition shoald be Addressed to : The
GEM LIBRARY, "My Readers’ Own Corner,” Gouogh House,
Gough Sgoare, London, E.C.A.
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A TUCK HAMPER GOES TO BLACKPOOL !

“ RATHER ! ”

A factory worker, at the seaside for the first time, !
saw a fisherman looking out to sea—it was high tide
at the time. ““Hi, mister!” exclaimed the visitor.
“Will tha sell me a bottle o' sea-water?” The fisher-
man, seeing a chance of making a few pence, filled E
the bottle for sixpence. Later, the man returned,
and, seeing the tide right out, shouted in surprise: J
“My, tha's had a good day, mister! Tha's sold out!™ 3
— A tuck hamper filled with delicious Tuck has been |
awarded to Miss Elsie Schofield, 11, Alredale Avenue, =
Marton, Blackpool. J
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HIS MISTAKE!

A man entered a jeweller's shop and asked for a gold ring.
“ Eighteen carats, sir?” inquired the assistant. *Oh, no,”
replied the customer. *“I1'm only chawmi a bit of toffee!"
—Half-acrown has been awarded to J. Foy, 1, Lake Erizs
Terrace, Stanningley Road, Bramley, Leeds.

PAYING HIM BACK IN HIS OWN COIN!

An Irishman was summoned to give evidence in regard {o
a shooting affair. *“Did you see the shot fired?” asked the
magistrate. “No, sur, I only heard it,” was the answer.
“That evidence is not satisfactory; stand down,” said the
magistrate s.ererelf. The witness turned round to leave the
box, and laughed loudly. The magistrate, indignant at this,
called him back and asked him how he dared to laugh in
court. “Did ye see me laugh, your honour?” asked the
offender simply. ‘‘No, sir, but I heard you laugh,” answered
the irate magistrate. “That evidence is not satisfactory,”
retorted the Irishman quietly, but with a twinkle in his eye.—
Half-n-crown has been awarded to Edward O'Mara, 3, New
Gate Place, off Nicholas Street, Limerick City, Ireland.

= ——

COUNTING A BILLION!

A Dbillion is a million times a million. This is quickly
written and quicker still pronounced. But no man is able to
count it. Let us suppose vou count 200 a minute, then an
hour will produce 12,000, a day 288,000, and a year 105,120,000
Lot us suppose now that Adam at the beginning of his exist-
ence had begun to count, had continued to do so, and was
counting still, he would not even now, according to the
believed age of our globe, have counted near enough, for, to
count a billion he would require 8,512 years, 542 days, 5 hours,
and 20 minutes according to the above rule. Supposing we
were to allow a poor counter 12 hours daily for rest, eating
and slezping, he would need 19,025 years, 319 days, 10 hours,
and 45 minutes.—Half-a-crown has been awarded to Philip
Phelan, 28, South Main Street, Bandon, Co. Cork.

NO WONDER HE FAINTED |

Jones bought a motor-car. It was a lovely car, for Lc gave
fifteen pounds for it. One day he went into a garage and
said to the keeper: *Have you got any red oil?” “Red
0il 7" maid the keeper. *Wall, I've been in this business for
fifty years, and I've never heard of red oil. Haven't you
made a mistake " “No, I've made no mistake,” said Jones.
“ [ want it for the back lnmps.” The keeper fainted.—Half-a.
crown has been awarded to Cyril Knowles, 177, Hazley Road,
Old Swinford, Stourbridge, Wores.

(Continued on page 21.)
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A Stirring Story of Adventure on Sea and Land,

By JACK CRICHTON.

CHAPTER 1.
A Complete Surprise!

EN HOLT, who rejoiced in exactly
B one gold stripe upon the sleeves of
his monkey jucket, was enjoying
the fine air of the exquisite town
of Naples, moving slowly along by the
sea, and looking out towards  his
destroyer, with that satisfaction which
only a sailor can feel when he observes his
watery home and fecls himself [ree from
it for a certain time, when suddenly he
felt a tap on his arm,

* Excuse me!"

He turned, and found himself addressed
by a tall, red-bearded man, who smiled
down at him with a wvery pleasant
expression in his bright blue eyes.

“Yes?”

“I wonder whether you would mind
giving me five minutes of your valuable
time, sir?”

Ben stared at the fellow. Tt is not
usual for a British naval officer to pick
up stray acquaintances in the street in
foreign towns like this, and Ben was not
very enthusiastic in his reply, though by
no means rude,

“Can I help you in any way, sir 1" he
said.

*You can !

“How 7"

The tall man—he was really quite a
giant of a fellow—pointed to a neigh-
bouring cafe.

“ By coming over to one of those tables
with me, and doing me the honour of
taking a glass of something with me. 1
am in great trouble; and, as one English-
man to another, T wish to make an
gppeal to vou,” he said,

Ben thought it rather an extraordinary
way for one Englishman to address
another, for it was his experience that the
Englishman abroad differs from al] other
nationalities chiefly in as much as he
keeps his troubles fo himself, and gets
out of his own particular mess without
having to appeal to strangers,

Phut there was something so mysterious
about this fellow, something so entirely
unusual, that the youngster immediately
felt a certain rather natural curiosity as
tad what it was all about; and although
wisdom told him to refuse this strange
request, he was very thirsty after his long
walk in the Neapolitan dust, and so after
a moment he bent his head civilly, and
caid that he had five minutes to spare.

They crossed the sircet, and took a seat

ut one of the litile tables, and imme-
diately cool drinks were brought to them.

“You will be surprised,” said the tall
man, i a few moments, after the drinks
had arrived, “to learn that I have the
chance of becoming a very rich man
within the next few days, and that it is
within your power to help me——"

Ben stared,

** What 7"

The stranger waved a hand, and then
suddenly Ben put his own hand to his
forehead. He began to feel dizzy. IHe
tricd to rise. The big man put out a
hand. It seemed to be made of steel at
that moment and to weigh a ton.

“8it down,” he gald, and there was &
command in that voice which went
straight to the lad's understanding, “and
I'll tell you. What—feel queer? Only
the sun. This Italian sun! It's the very
dickens——""

But Ben's head had suddenly fallen
forward, and his companion was only
just in time to calch him as he slipped
sideways, There was a queer look in his
eyes as he did so. A car had driven up
to the cafe at that moment. Several
people had jumped to their feet as they
saw the young Englishman's plight.

But no one interfered. Tt would have
seemed as though the sailor was in the
hands of a very kind friend. The big
man carried him out, and in another
moment or so the car had moved quickly
away with them both: thase who had
observed the incident eonly remarking
that it eeemed to be a great pity that
Englishmen would drink so heavily.

CHAPTER 2,
At Sea!

HEN Ben Holt opened his eyes
he was at sea.
For many minutes he could

not make out where he was,
ITe lnoked about him, and the chief im-
pression that he received was that ‘of
cockroaches. He shuddered at the sight.
They seemied to swarm about the dingy,
horrible hole in which he found himself.
and he tried to move,

Then he rcalised that he was bound
hand and foot, and he slipped off into
tronbled slumber again, so smuch
surprised was he by what had happened,

Suddenly he opened his eyes. A light
was blazing into them, and looking up,
he found himzelf gazing into the smiling
face of his bearded friend.

“ITow do you feel 7" the latter asked.

Ben gave a gasp. It all came back to
him, at least, everything up to the
moment that he had lost consciousness,

“What the deuce has happened " he
demanded. ** Where am I¥"

The big man bent down and und.d
Ben's bonds.

“Sorry we had to take precautions
with you until we were at sea,” he said,
“but we know what beggars vou British
sailors are.  You would have thought
nothing of swimming back {o your ship,
and we want you badly. Sorry if we
have inconvenienced you at all; but if
you behave yourself no harm shall come
to you!"

Ben still felé dizzy from all that had
happened, for evidently the dope which
had put him to sleep had been verv
strong indeed, and his head still ached
furiously ; otherwise, he would have gona
for the smiling giant at once. As it was,
all he could do was to stare at him in
absolute amazement, and do his best (o
keep his feet as he stood on the deck.

The big man-put a hand on his
shoulder, but this Ben would not have,
and sharply he jerked the hand away.

“Look here, my [riend,” he said. “]
want an explanation—and quick. I'm a
British naval officer, and I ought to be
back in my ship long ago, ns far as 1 can
make out. What time is it ?"

The big fellow smiled at the lad’s tone.

"“It's to-morrow !"" he said,

Ben gave a groan, and burst aut
angrily :
“OF all the confounded cheek. Well,

come along. Out with it! What's the
game? You doped me. I shall look a
nice kind of a fool going back te my old
man, who will probably Le having a
special liver for the oecasion, and inform-
ing him that I accepted a drink in a
dirty, dangerous hole like Naples from =2
bloke I had never seen before in my life,
and.that I was then surprised to wake up
twenty-four hours later and find myself
at sea !l

The other smiled again, and although
Ben was (uriously angry with him, and
scarcely less angry with himself, he could
not altogether dislike the fellove besanze
of the innate, very natural charm of that
sinile,

“I'm sorry if T have inconvenienced
you, Mr. Holt, but I could not help
myself. T am playing for very big game,
You see, this ship has no captain !

Ien started.

THE GEM Lisrany.—No. 815,
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“T1°s a ship without a captain!"” said
(he other, *l—oh—I'm Captain Harvey,
and ordinarily I can push the little
hooker along well enough, when I have
may mate with mo,- He's a seaman. T'm
a prolessional scoundrel !

Ben gave a little grunt. He was fecl-
ing .stronger every moment, and it was
coming to him that he must keep his
head, learn all he could of what was
happening about hiin, and why he had
heen drugged inte his adventure, an
then, when the right time came, hit out
good and hearty so that his friend here
should have no doubts as to his strength
or hig intentions,

¢ A  professional scoundrel,” Ben
emiled.  “Well, you'll pardon me for
saying that that is not hard to believe.
But will you kindly tell me why I am
here? I don't understand !”

The other bowed.

“My mname is Harvoy — Edward
Harvey, captain of that ilk, I am a
seoundrel, and I live by my wits, my gun,
and my lack of all moral sense !”

Ben blinked.

“You ecertainly do not endeavour to
cloak your sins, Captain Harvey. DBy
tho way, what sort of a captain would
vou call yourself? Since the war there
have been so many different sorts!”

IHarvey threw back his red head and
langhed.

“Goml for you, youngster! Call me a
raptain of rascality, Anyvhow, this 15 my
slup 3

“You are owner{" -

“T am, and master, though my navi-
gﬂﬁiir; ir:;'.'a-ﬁghlly patchy n parts——"

p !

“And Mr. Webb, my mate, upon
whom I rely when it comes to dealing
with charts, was taken ill yesterday very
suddenly—too suddenly in fact. He 1s
suffering from the knife wound of an out-
raged husband between the shoulder
Ilades !

Den grinned,

“1 understand,” he sail.
a cheerv lot of pirates. I must say.
Mr. Webb in the ship?”

Captain Harvey shook his head.

“WNpo: he is in prison in Naples, and
T fear will stay there some time, as the
Liusband’s wife is now a widow, How-
ever, to the point ! I had to have in this
ship someone who could read a charl
guite well, and who was not altogether
at sea with Admiralty charts,”

“The dickens you did!” said Ben
Liotly. “If you think I'm your man——""

“T know you are my man, Mr. Holt."

“Oh, you do, do you, Caplain Harvey!
And ]Tl[lj' I ask wh}’?"

A hard smile came into the other's
very Lilue eyes,

“When I was your age, Mr. Iloll”
the caplain said, I had a great liking
for my meals, T shall wish you to help
mie navigate this ship to a certain point
on the North African coast, and pick up
o cerlain Admirally mark, which I do
not understand, and, when the right time
¢omes, unless you are a good boy, and
obey my orders, you will go very
hungev,”

“You go to blazes!” said Ben.

The caplain shook his red head, wilh a
slighl smile.

“*1 shall nol do anything of the sort,
Mr., Holt, because I am perfectly sure
that I shall find you reasonable enough.
Let me Lell vou the whele truth, Off the
North  African eoast—I will show you
the marked chart later—there lies a shin
lorpedoed in the war by an Austrian
submarine. In her strong-room is more
than a million pounds in gold. For a
long titwe her whereabouts have been a
inystery, kept closely by the seca. But
a few weeks ago o British destroyer
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located her, and the Adniralty propose
within a few weeks to send divers to
wet the gold. Happily for me, being a
man who never hesitates about paying
properly for what he wants, I have
friends in the Admiralty.”

“1 wish I had,” said Ben, with a little
grin.

Harvey laughed,

“Oh, 1 might even do something for
you, Mr. Holt. But allow me to finish.
I have friends, and the information was
rushed across Europe to me, finding me
in Naples. I was on the point of start-
ing upon a little gun running to a
certain scaport in Greece, where they
have decided upon a new king for the
next Bank Holiday; but this, of course,
was too big a thing to be missed, and
everything would have been well if that
idiot Webb hadn’'t gone ashore and got
quarrelling with a dago. There was not
a moment to be wasted. I had to get
off at once, not only so as to get ahead
of your naval people, but in case any
other gentleman of leisure, such as my-
sclf, might be after the boodle. I ask
you, what was I to do? I had to have
assistance, and so, seeing you, a pleasant,
good-looking young fellow, and probdbly
as r as most naval officers—"

“0Oh, I'm poor enough,” said DBen,
smiling.

“T thought I'd take you along—you
must pardon the liberty I took in the
manuer of my persuasion—and reward
you when our job of work is done, shall
we say, with a cheque for a thousand
pounds?”

“You rotten scoundrel!” ecried Ben,
and slruck out,

It was a beauty he served out to his
friend, with a real sting behind it; bul
it takes more than a sledge-hammer—
even a very willing one—to bring down
a mountain, and the fellow only recoiled
for a moment, uttered a curse, as a
spot of angry red came to his cheeks,
and then rushed in.

To do him honour, he did not hit out,
Ben was still weak from the effects of the
drug which had put him away the pre-
vious day, and in any case it would
have been a matter of fifteen stone,
strun% and wirile, six feet four, if an
inch, hitting ten stone, rather weak and
done in, five feet ten. Instead, he put
out a great paw, warded off Ben's next
shot, and a few moments later had Ben
nicely (russed up again like a very
naughty boy.

“T'll send you some chow later, my
lad,” he said, “but T warn you I'm a
funny customer to fool around with, and
you'll be wise to do what T wish, That
is to say, if you wish to get your grub
at all regularly.”

CHAPTER 3,
The Treasure!

OR three days, as the little ship

F beat down towards the African

const, taking, as far as the

yvoungster could make out in his

pesly eabin, a strange and devious route,

Ben Holt refused to have communion
of any sort with Captain Harvey.

Not that the big fellow did not come
to inlterview' him, and urge upon him
the wisdom of obeying. Indeed, he spent
a good deal of time with Ben, with this
object in view, and every day the grub
got shorter.

It had uot, indeed, started out to be
much, and by the end of three days Ben
was starving.

He awakened on the morning of
the fourth day with a groan of
pain. The night before he Thad

had & miserable cup of soup, which

| had seemed to him like nothing so much

Tuck Hampers for a Funny Story! Peep at page 16 and THINK!

as the dirty waler in which plaies have
been washed, .

And now, as he opened his eyes, and
found the blazing sun streaming in at
the open port of the room, he realised
that the captain had played a fendish
trick upon him. )

He was almost mad with thirst.

Something had been put into the soup.
[le had evidently not noticed it at the
time, but now he knew it all right, and
as he sat up in his bunk with a groan—
for his bonds had been taken from him
a day ago, and his room wvery securcly
locked—he knew that his power of
resistance was nearly broken,

“I must try another tack,” he
muttered te himself: *“this fellow will
do me in, if I ain not careful, and tI‘mh
I will not have the pleasure of seeiug
him given about thirty years at the Old
Bailey.”

He turned with a starl.

“Hallo !"

The door of the cabin was opened, tha
sun poured in, and then a nigger steward
entered, followed by Captain Ilarvey
himself. _

The nigger bore on a tray a beautiful
j“ﬁ of iced drink.

en gave'a groan.

“Give me a drink,” he pleaded.
“What's that? For pity’s sake, captaip,
give mec a drink!”

The captain smiled.

“My dear fellow, thirsty? 1'm sorry!
It's a horrible experience, and one from
which I endegvour, during a misspent

career, never to suffer. John’s got lime.

juice, ice, and water there—or a syphon.
John, take it up on the bridge. Mr.
Holt will be there in 8 moment or two."

The nigger showed his teeth, and in
anolther moment was gone. Ben got
from his bunk to the deck. He was
weaker than ever, for he had scarcely
had food past his lips for four days now.

“You're a cheerful brute,” he said
in a low voice to Caplain Harvey. *“I
should have thought that you would
have been too much of a man to do this
sort of thing, but one lives and learns.
What do you want me to do?”

The captain grinned from ear to ear.

“My dear boy, to be reasonable—lo
come up on the bridge with me and
help me locate this wreck. We are
within five or six sea miles of her now,
but I dare not move another inch, and
there are certain marks on the chart [
do not understand. Come, drink, eal,
be reasonable, and take ithe luck whicl
Fate and Captain Edward Harvey have
put into your hands.”

Ben staggered to the door.

“All right!” he said. *“I'm beal.
Come along !”

A great hand caught his arm.

“Lasten, my lad! None of your tricka
—none! You see! You Lry them on
with me, and over into the ditch you'll
7o. See? I like you, and I'm mnot a
bad-hearted sort of person when I'm not
crossed, but Heaven help you if you

try, in your idiotic naval fashion, to do

the heroic stunt! Understand?”

Ben nodded, and went out on to the
deck. If was the first real glimpse of
the steamer he had had yet. A dingy lLittle
ship, and not much more than a thou-
sand tong burthen. She was not too
clean, and his naval sense was outraged
immediately by the evil-looking lot of
scoundrels who lounged about the decks,
as he and the captain moved towards the
bridge.

And over there was the African coas!.
He had never been quile hero before,
but he recognised the rugged, low, un-
promising coastline, that barrier between
the desert and the ocean, and as he came
mto the chart-room, and looked down
at the charl, he gave a quick stark,
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“I think we are about here,” =aid
Captain Iarvey, with  delightful
optimisin, laying a great thumb upon
ithe chart—" somewhere about here.
Looks a bit thick, eh?”

Ben gave a horrified grunt. The cap-
tain handed him a long glass, and grate-
fully the lad drank deep,

* Another?” asked the captain,

“Heveral!” said Ben, and he drank
his fill,

Then he asked for a cigarette, and
lurned to the chart again. After a few
moments he looked at the captain.

“Of course,” he said, “I don't know
if you are anywhere near here, or off
Yarmouth, my good man, but you ought
ta bless your stars that you have not
ped her up. You've got the cheek of
the very dickens to come thrusting down
here. You fellows have all the luck, I
must say, Now, let's see!”

He gave himself, with a professional
interest, to his task for a few minutes,
and soon he had taken the ship's position,
and had marked it carefully on the

chart. He could not help laughing once
or twice as he did so. The ship—Mer-
matd was her

! strange name—should,
according Lo every nﬁa and regulation
of that old brute, the sea, have been
il the bottom of the Mediterranean long
#go,

Even at this moment about her were
vocks on every side, hidden by the
smiling sea, and waiting greedily to do
their. worst.

“QOf course,” he said, after a little, *“if
it comes on to blow, my friend, none of
us will fuss very muuls; about treasure
ships!”

Harvey placed thal heavy hand on the
lad’s shoulder.

f‘l.’md now, have a look at this!” he
saiul,

From a drawer beneath the chart table
he had drawn a smaller chart.

In red ink certain directions and sound-
ings were marked out quite clearly, and
11 one corner, in very small writing, still
tn red ink, was cerlain information as to
the exact locality of the wreck.

Ben read it all through carefully,
examined the chart closely, went to the
chart-room door .and glanced out, and
then looked at Captain Harvey.

The blue eyes were smiling shrewdly
nupon him.

“Well " he asked,

Ben turped rather pale,

* What do you want now ?” he asked.

Captain Harvey waved a huge hand.

“The wreck.”

Ben said nothing.

“When I said that I—I am not a sea-
man,” Captain Harvey went on, *I—I
did not exaggerate. But, at the same
fime, I am no fool. Webb was one of
the hest navigators T have ever known,
and, naturally, T picked up o good deal
from him. I think that, for & man who
has not a ticket of any sort, T have done
fairly well to bring iny vessel this
far—7"

Ben's laugh stopped him,

“Fools, you kunow, captain, slep in, et
velera,”

The captain nodded.

“Precisely ! Dut T am not a fool, and
T think T could find my way out, dead
slow, lwo men taking soundings, my dear
fellow, s and a steady eye—— Oh, vou
~ailormen make a lol of mystery of a
Iot of stuff which is simple enough, It's
the same in every profession., A doctor
covers a pill with sugar, and tells the
world he's a clever fellow; but common
~cnse cures the ill, eh? DBut, of course,
when il comes to deuling with the navy,
i's a bit different, I've got this thing
IuII ]!E‘bl’t but what the dickens is a Dan-
Moy

Ben starled.

L

L
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revolver shots, so that they hopped and fumed, making even more con-

Harvey started studding the deck about the feet of his hapless men with
fusion.

“T'm afraid T don’t know,” he said.

The captain came a step closer.

“Look here, young fellow!" he said.
“T'm not asking you to make trouble;
but understand, I'm out for this treasure,
and I mean to put a diver over the side
to-day, Everything is in our favour, and
the wreck is round about here. Take
this ship to the right spot, or, by Harry,
you go to feed the sharks!™

Ben was pale,

““Haven't you got a decent spark in
you?" he asked,

The captain shrugged.

"“That's not the point,” he said. **You
are either going to do as I say, or over-
board you go,”

“I should have thought,” Ben argued,
““that you would have realised that it
was too dirty a game to force a fellow
to rab his own country. Great Scott,
man, vou've brought vour vessel here!
If you are not lying, it's a wonder you
did so without knocking a hole in the
bottomm of her. You evidently know
yvou are close to the stuff. Be a good
fellow ; eut me out of it, and do your
own dirty work, and T'll give you my
word not to interfere with you until yon
pu}l me ashore, and then I’i!i do my best
to land you where you jolly well oughi
to bhe.”

If the youngster had expected that his
appeal to the captain would have a good
effect, he was grievously mistaken,

An evil, cruel look came into thesc
blue eyes, They were peculiar eyes in
that way, capable of amazing change in
a moment or so0.

From s pocket he took a gun, and
his lips curled.

“My i'mmg friend,” he said, **cut out
the cackle, and quick! I mean business,
Yon're young enough to like life still,
Which 15 it to be? Do you do your job
of work for me, or do I put a lump of
lcad into you?”

*Neither, you brute |V

As he spoke, Ben's hand caught the
heavy ruler which lay across the chart,
and with one movement he brought it
down as forecibly as he could across the
great, menacing face of the man in front
of him,

He might as well have hit out at a
ztone wall: but, at any rate, the very
unexpectedness of the blow, together
with the sharp sting of almost brutal
pain, made Harvey stagger back, and in
another moment Ben had bolted through
the chart-room door,

€ the bridge was a dago quarter-
master, who, drawn by the captain’s
cry, had jumped round, and now, as ho
saw Ben, made a grab at him. But this
fellow was more of Ben's own size, and
a straight left not only sent him flying.
but into such a position that he rolled
across thg bridge like a sack of potatoes,
and there lay inert and groaning.

In a flash Ben was on the deck, but
even ab the same moment a revelver shot
spat out, he felt a sharp twinge of pain
in his shoulder, and a loud roar, as of
a wild animal, infuriated and driven to

savage brutality, above him on the
bridge.
Ben did not hesitate a moment, Wiih

one wild leap he was in the sea, and,
weak as he was, spurred on by the
greatest, the sharpest of all spurs, he
had started to swim for the shore,

On the deck of the Mermaid was every
~ort of confusion and shouting, and above
it all there came the rattle of a revolver
as Captain Edward Harvey stood at the
vall of the steamer and look pot shots
at the youngster.

“ Lower away a boat, vou swabs,” the
captain was roaring, as he reloaded his
gun, “and jump to it there, my hvelies,
or, by old Harry, I'll teach you!™ And
siddenly, like a man maddened with
drink, he started studding the deck
about the feet of his hapless men with
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revolver shots, so that they hopped aud
furned, and made. confusion the worse
confused, in their efforts lo escape his
attentions, and at the same time to lower
quickly away.

Luck was with Ben..

Had he been on the deck watching the
nerformance he would have realised that
here, indeed, was a ship without a cap-
tain, No one obeyed an order properly,
and the men seemed to have but the
haziest idea about the way in which {o
put a boat into the water,

They had almost succeeded, with a
couple of men standing in the boat, some
fect above the sea, wﬁen suddenly there
came & roar from the captain,

“Up, vou lubbers, up!” he cried, and
at the same moment he rushed back to
the hridge, Ben forgotten, lis glasses
to his eves, as the smoke of a steamer
on the horizon made it clear that he was
soon to have a visitor,

“Let him go!” he muttered to him-
self, and put his great hand guickly to
the telegraph, hoping for the best.

All this, of course, was lost on Ben,

As he swam towards the shore, wonder-
ing whether his waning strength would
hold out long enough to enable him to
reach it, he looked back once or twice,
he even observed the antics of the dago
crew {rying to get a boat away, but he
little imagined that he was going to
have such terrific luck as to reach the
shore without a further struggle for life,

Then suddenly he saw the Mermaid
putting out to sea, And, swinmming more
cusily on his back, he tried to imagine
what was going to happen.

At last he stood, exhausted and utterly
weak, amidst the heavy breakers upon
the zandy shore, and looked out towards
the ship. .

“The brule! The callous brute!” he
muttered. ‘ He'’s going to leave me to
starve lo death on this! Anyhow "—
he sunk to the beach, exhautted at last—
“1 mnever found his rolten wreck for
him !™

CHAPTER 4.
A Strange Friend !

EN awakened perhaps an hour later.
B The Mermaid was a spot on the
horizon, her smoke just showing

to his trained eye.

There was no sign of any other vessel,
and, of course, the youngsler had no
itlea of what it had been that had taken
the gallant captain and his merry men
off so suddenly,

(‘lose to Ben was a very unpleasant-
looking mongrel.

At first Ben started back. as he opened
his eves, beneath the raging sun, and
stared at the queer brute. ITe mistook
him for a hyena. Then he feared that
wolves had invaded this part of the
African littoral; but after another
moment lie realised that it.was bul a
measley, very thin dog, of no country,
scant form, no shape, no name, as
hungry, and as deserted as himself.

#“What cheer, Jack?"”’ said Ben, stum-
Lling to his feet, “‘and where are you
l'mm':‘"d 1

The dog came closer,

He ins;i:-rted Ben at the end of his
thin nose. He was a gueer animal, and
after & moment retreated a few steps,
and evidently waited for DBen to follow
L,

“Well, T might do worse !
Ben, and followed hin.

They wandered along the sea shore,
and then suddenly, after half a mile of
very broken way, the dog, always per-
haps a dozen paces in front of the young
sailor, turned inland, and Ben saw that
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murmured

-=ea, and he scemed to be tryin

he was taking a very faint, narrow,
beaten path.

“Hallo!" murmured Ben—for he was
dizzy, faint, almost foolish with weak-
ness—“what's the game?®"

He soon knew.

Across some sandy wastes, dunes of a
rough, grassy, wandering nature, then
a small ridge of rocks, and at last he saw,
half a mﬁz ahead of him, a native
village,

o one seemed about, but the dog had
little hesitation about him, and within a
few minutes Ben Holt was walking into
as pesty and evil a mnative village
as 1t had ever been his lot to behold.
Not a soul seemed to be about. A small,
naked child, of perhaps eighteen months,
sat and played with a few pebbles in
the dust; somewhere the thin voice of
an angry old woman told the lad that
humanity existed, but that was all, until
at last Ben's leader and guide came to a
standstill befoce a hut a little more

gallant, less awful than the rest.

Then he looked up at Den once,
wagged his bushy tail, gave a slight
velp, and sat down in the dust.

Evidently, although Ben did not
realise it at the time, that yelp was a
signal, for as Ben looked up and down
the village, wondering when he would
be seen, and what all this was goin
bring forth for him, he started round at
the sound of footsteps, and ther almost
cried aloud as the most amazing sight he
had ever seen in his life was pla
before his eyes by the mysterious hand
of Fate,

A man who once had been while stood
before him at the door of the hut.

At least, Ben imagined that he had
been white,

The age, the dirt, the awfulness of
him was a thing in itself. His beard was
exceedingly long, and quile white, his
ckin was like a parchment that has been
put close 1o a fire for a long time and
then dipped into red mud. His eyes,
none the lezs, were of a faded blue, and
he wore, by all that was miraculous, a
faded monkey jacket uﬁml which were
still the buttons of the Royal Navy, the
last torn remnants of the gold lace which
gives the mark of the executive to the
officers of his Majesty’s Navy.

He made a sound.

Ben started.

“ Are—are vou English?” he gasped,
moving an inch or two forward, and then
pointed to the dog. ““I—I followed him
from the shore!”

The old man moved a hand. Tt went
to his head, to his heart. He stared, and
then closed his eyes. He glanced down
at the dog, over in the direction of the
to think.
Then suddenly he gave a faint, low
chuckle, and did his best to smile,
though it was rather a sickly effort.

“IIow do vou do?” he said, and held
out a hawklike hand.’

Ben started, It was just like the
sound of a voice from the grm’c. but it
wus English, even if a faded, broken,
forgotten Iinglish, and what was more,
the Engiish of a man who had once
known how to speak the language.

“How do you do, sir?” said Ben
quietly. ““I—1 have been cast away. 1
—I am in the Navy." .

The man's hand suddenly went to his
throat. He drew lhimsell up.

“J—I once was in the Navy,” he mut-
tered, “I—I am very glad to sec you.
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Do you like River-wise Ned ? Write and tell me, boys!

Sorry we've not got much to offer you.”
He waved a hand. *“ Simple folks here,

ou know. Rum beggars, begad, rum
egars. But come imnside and have a
drink !

And then Ben knew that he had once
been in the Navy, He followed him
into the hut.

It was an incredible place, evil, dirty,
a mass of nothing, and full of smoke
from a small fire which burned dully in
one corner. In a litlle, as the lad's eyes
Erew used to the dim light of the place,

e was able to make out Lhe utter
misery of it, but not before mysterious
liquor had been produced from a bowl,
and he had heen made to drink in quite
the grand style. The mongrel had
placed itself across the door of the hut,
and all was silence still in the village.

“You are quite safe’ the strango
creature said when in silence they had
drunk—*quite safe! I—I—this i3 my
ahig, as it were!”

nd he gave a mirthless laugh.

Ben looked at him, and then away as
though in pain. It seemed awful to
think that an officer from the Navy could
have come to this, and yet he had heard
in his young time of stranger things,
and he didn’t want his host to feel that
he was amazed at anything he saw.

As he looked, his eyes suddenly
stopped short. On the wall of the hut,
faded with years, torn, stained, and

utterly darkened with the smoke of the
p!ni:e. was the photograph of an English
irl.

Through the years, the smoke, and the
squalor, down through the tragedy, as it
were, of a lifetime, she smiled upon the
young sailor, and as he gazed upon thoso

iling eyes, a voice startled him,

“ Ah, you've seen it, eh, my friend?"
the old man croaked. *““And I am glad,
because now you will ask me mno ques-
tions, be surprised at nothing, not even
at discovering a British Naval officer
here in this pigsty, a pig amongst hogs;
you will need no explanation, being a
man, an officer, and a gentleman, you
will accept all things as casily explained,
when "—and he rose, touching the
photograph with a hand—"when 1
merely say that there is the reason !”

Jim looked away. There was a lump
in his throat,

“I understand, eir,” he said. “And
now, if you will pardon me, I'd like
something to eat. I'm about all in!"

“My dear lad,” said the old man,
springing to the door, ‘'of course.
Tt's—it’s good to hear Knglish again;
and perhaps you'll be able to tell me a
bit aEnut that war! I missed that, you
know—I missed even that!"

CHAPTER 5.
Over the Side !

L MITH * had been the name which

S the mysterious old fellow had

given to Ben, and the youngster,

with that tact for which his

service is justly noted, had accepted the

name as all sufficient. It was enougl.

Why “Smith " was here as the chief of

a small, very evil, very fierce, very dirty

tribe of North African natives, was not
his concern.

And for several days, exhausted by his
experiences in the Mermaid, Ben had
been forced to remain as “Smith’s ™
guest, with a fever on him, and a good
chanee of a long illness on him, death
possibly, if he moved. .

But slowly the old [ellow brought him
round, and after three or four days Ben
was able to get out again, and make
friends, if he wished to do so, with the

1 village.

A queer lot of pirates he found them,
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as evil, as dirty, as bloodthirsty a lot of
ruffians as he had ever set eyes upon,
and *“Smith” admitted, when over a
smoke, the youngster put it to him that
his tribe lived mostly by preying upon
their neighbours.

“And now and again & wreck comes
along I” said the old man, his eyes
glinting. “They are perfect fiends
then! There is a mysterious craft off
the shore not far from here now. Can’t
nnderstand what she is doing here.
Dropped anchor about a mile off the
shore last night, and still here this mom-
ing. Nasty shore, too, if it comes on to
blow.™

Ben had jumped to his feet, and in a
minute or so he was regaling *“ Smith ”
for the first time with a whole story of
what had happened to him.

“Smith ™ heard the story until the
Litter end, and then an oath left his lips.

“We'll teach the swab to treat the
Navy like that !” he muttered.

wi Eh ?:rr

“To-night, my friend,” the old fellow
caid, “I shall take a boarding party on
board the Mermaid, and as an officer in

his Majesty’s Navy, 1 shall be proud to

h:mcll the ship and her prisoners over to
yvou 1"

Ben gave a gasp.

“1 say," he cried, “do yon think these
hearties of yours could be trusted to do
a little job like that?”

“Smith ” actually smiled, a rather
ghostly affair, but there it was, the
remnants of what had been a good,
hearty laugh, before a woman had
broken his heart,

“ Little job like this " he cried. “ My
dear boy, if there is a chance of them
coming back with a few bottles of Scotch
whisky, a knife or two, not to mention
a few decent suits of clothes, they would
board a battle eruiser, and be none the
worse for it! They shall do it!"

The rest of the day was spent in mak-
ing their plans.

With “Smith” Ben visited & spot
from which the mysterious ship could be
observed, and he had no difficulty what-
soever in recognising her again as the
AMermaid.

And it was evident that diving opera-
tions were already in progress,

“Wait till this evening, Mr. Har-
vey !” he muttered, and went back to
the village.

Their plan was simple. It was nothing
more or less than surprise. After all,
Ben had had a glimpse of the Mermaid.
He had seen the filthy decks, he had
watched the hands trymng to lower a
hoat, and he realised that she was
indeed a ship without a captain. There
was little enough discipline upon her,
as in the olden days of piracy there hail
ever been little discipline, and he hoped
that by midnight they would be able fo
approach close to her without being
obzerved.

Once on board it would be a malter
of quick justice.

He did his best to impress upon
“Smith " the fact that they were, alter
all, Englishmen, and that the savages
under their charge, if not their control,
should not be permitted to slit too many
dago throats!

But here “Smith" seemed to slip
back into the savagery from which Ben's
companionship had, for a day or two, at
wny rate, almosl lifted hun,

“Oh, let's have a good rough house
of it while we ecan,” he said.

Ben’s blood ran cold, and the rest of
the day he spent doing his best to im-
press upon everyone concerned that the
reward of handing over the ship's com-
pany to British justice would be far, far
preater than the satisfaction of slitting
dago throats,
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the cutinss. Bean 11 un?
face—but it on

With a scream of rage, Harvey Jumped forward, and slashed at Ben with

his revolver as wildly as he could into the fellow's
y hold him up for an instant.

He wasn't, as a matter of fact, very
sure of what he said himself; but he
knew that a British Naval or Military
officer, who in these glorious days, does
anything by which to uphold the honour
of his country, and thereby offends someo
dirty dago, will eventually be asked to
4315!3 ain the temerity of his actions, and
will, in all probability, he brought
heavily to book for so offending !

It was fortunately a very dark night,
and when *““Smith,” Ben, and a few
dozen terrible-looking natives made
their way down to the shore there was
not a sign of the Mermaid. That she
was out there they kmew, but no light
showed her position.

Native craft were shoved into the
water, and a few minutes later they were
softly paddling into the night, the two
boats, at Ben’s suggestion, joined to-
gether so that they should reach the
steamer at the same time.

It took them some little time to find
her in the night, but at last she sud-
denly loomed up on their quarter, and
Ben took them cleverly alongside.

And here he admired * Smith.”

The old fellow had his rasecals
under hand.

There was not a sound from the ship.
She was as silent as a tomb. A gang-
way ran invitingly down to the sea,
and, with a muttered word, Ben went
up this first, A

The deck was empty. Going forward,
he bolted the cﬂmPnniﬂﬂwny leading
down into the crew's quarter. Some-
one actually moved on the bridge.
The lad stood silent and still. Then he
went back and gave a low whistle,

With five seconds, fury in all its worst
was }let. loose on the deck of the Mer-
maid,

With the crew locked below it was
difficult for the remaining members of
the ship's company to put vp much of
a light, but the very factor which had

well

S

so far helped Ben and his merry men
operated now against them.

In the darkness—and this was the one
thing which the lad bad forgotten—they
were unable to see what they were
doing, and could scarcely distinguish
between friend and foe.

And then suddenly Captain Harvey
emerged, roaring, on the deck. The
battle was almost over, and it was clear
that the fellow had been drinking., He
made an amazing sight az he lurched
forward, a lantern in_one hand, and a
great cutlass, come goodness knows
down from what age, in the other. There
was blood over one eve, and he was
strangely dressed in gaudily-marked
pyjamas,

e roared challenge to the world, and
then suddenly caught sight of Ben,

“Oh, oh!” he roared. “So it's you,
my young cock-sparrow, como hack to
settle accounts! I'll show you!"

With a seream of wild rage, he jumped
forward and slashed at the lad.

Ben's ammunition had just given out.
and he flung his revolver as wildly as
he could into the fellow’s face. It
scarcely held him up for an instant, and
a moment later Ben was hard put to in
his endeavour to escape from that swing-
INg weapon,

It was a weird and wonderful figh?.
The one man now fighting that ring of
savages, with Ben skipping out of the
way, yelling to him to surrender, telling
him to have sense!

But Harvey was beyond sense now.
The love and lust of blead was in him,
and he meant to kill before hLie was
finished. !

And then suddenly Ben slipped, and
Harvey was on him with a scream of
delight. The entlass flashed in the dull
licht of the night, and the lanierns

(Continued on page 20.)
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Another Fine Complete Story of Adventure on the River Thames.

By ROLAND SPENCER.

CHAPTER 1,
The Wreck on Shivering Sands !

EMURRAGE, or rctention of
D barge fees, were the subject of
much talk on the Estuary Belle
when she was under-way one day,
bound for Sandwich, round the Foreland,
Ned Derry, known in the London river
as River-wise Ned, and his two mates,
Tony Parr and Long Jim Cartwright,
had reason to wax hot on the subject.
The Belle was bowling along merrily
past Canvey Island, with a sight of blue
water shead, A strong, south-westerly
wind was bopming in her partly-brailed
mainsail,

“ Holstfeld's a beast, Ned,” said Tony
Parr. “ Whnt did his solicitor say in the
letter ? I was asleep when you told Long
Jim."

““ Merely that demurrage for the three
days’ delay in unloading by Holstield
would not be paid because wé weroe late
in delivering,” growled Ned. “It's only
three pounds, but quite enough for us to
lose. We can't help it if we become aver-
due on account of no wind; but when a
man keeps a barge idle at his wharf he's
got to pay."

“How do we stand legally t" asked

Long Jim, )
“I could get it by going to law, and T
threatened Holstfeld to do so. But the

trouble and risk aren't worth it. We'll
drop it, and we'll not do any jobs for
Holstfeld in future.”

Ned and his mates never remained
gloomy for long, and they were enjoying
real yachting weather this day. Also,
they were now smelling blue water, and
they had a fair wind.

They took it in turns at the wheel, and,
with. wind and tide in their favour, in
another two hours the Nore light-vessel
was astern of the.barge's heaving tran-
gom, Ned and Tong Jim were below
for a little “caulk,” as they called it,
meaning sleep, before their tricks at the
helm, Dut suddenly the wind dropped.

The suddenness of the drop brought
Wed out of the cabin like a shot.

““Gosh, Tony, that was
wasn't it ?"

“It were, don't yvou, skipper?" replied
Tony intelligently from his position at
the wheel.r “Just as we were about to
point down for Four Fathoms Channel.
Not a breath of wind now., Evening,
too. Going to risk that shoal-water
passage now 7"
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sudden,

“We'll see what happens before I
decide. I don't like these sudden drops
in the wind. If it comes again from the
nor'ard we'll keep to the ship channels.
It is coming from the north—and strong,
too. There's a barge has luffed to it!
And brailed up, by Jupiter! There’s a
particularly weighty wind coming down.
I1i, Jim, on deck, my pippin! Coax her
round to point north, Tony. I'll brail up
the mains'l and stand by the tops'l
halyard. You can’'t play daring brave
man {ricks when you're aboard a fat-
bottomed barge.”

The wind came in ominous sighing
gusts, out of the north-east. The even
ing sun clouded over, and as Long Jim,
blinking, tumbled out on deck, a mighty
squall swept over tho barge, knﬂ{'ging
Jim breathless, having caught him with
his mouth open. Ned was shouting,
Tony was shouting, the wind was shout-
ing, and the barge's sails were lashing
like fiends on a leash.

Pandemonium reigned for five minutes,
but at last, with a hali-lowered topsail

and brailed mainsail, the foresail jerking

and booming, the barge was sailing

safely, and Ned was skipping aft.

“Keep her close, Tony,” vyelled the
young barge skipper, as he shortened in
the mizzen sheet. “ We'll keep out of
the Cant this night. We mustn't ease
her till we have passed Shivering Sand
bell-buoy."”

‘““Av, ay shouted Tony, “Close
hauled it 1s. Good job it has come while
we still have an offing from the land.”

Storming and plunging like a mad
thing, with the last of the spring tide ebb
to draw them to windward, the Estnary
Belle soaked bravely down Oaze Deep.
3arges, like cows in a bog, were here and
there. Steamers, outward bound, were
plugging hard against the nasty sea that
had risen, and a frightened yacht seurried
off down the wind for shelter under the
Kssex shore,

The Bello was snugged down for a
dirty might, and Long Jim took the
wheel, River-wise Ned sat down on the
eabin skylight, with a chart and a
hurricana-lantern, and directed Jun in
the difficult business of night sailing
amongst the treacherous sandbanks of
the Thames Estuary. Tony had turned
in for his watch bLelow, :

The barge swung round Shivering
Sands buoy, and then Ned suddenly
stamped with his heel on the deck, and
Tony stumbled up in a brace of shakes.

(E1]
L}

“Sorry to disturb your sweet slumbers,
but get a grip on the sounding-pole,
Tony, after raicing the leehoard. 1 want
not less than seven feet of water. Luft
sharp if Tony shouts out less than seven,
Jim.,"

“Ay, ay!" replied Jim,

The heavy leeboard was raised by ils
wineh, and Tony, up forward, started
plunging the sounding-pole overside.

“No bottom,” was his first report.
Then :

“Twelve feet !

“Ten feet "

The water was rapidly shoaling. Tt
was a tense moment, Ned was trying fo
cut off a corner by seraping over a.sand-
bank, They were now shollered by a
bank to the north, so the water was
fairly smooth,

“Soven fect !” Fach prod of the pole

had its accompanying report of the
depth, Tony drew the pole up for
another prod when the barge struck

romething with a quivering erash. The
wheel spun round, and, with n warning
cery, Tony let go the foresail halliard,
while Ned was thrown off the skylight
on' to the deck.

“Wreek on tho lee bow., Just showing
above water.”

“Tt's not marked on the chart!™
shouted Ned, as he leapt to his feet hnd
assisted at the helm, *“Crumbs, hope
we're not stove in, Are we cntangled at
the head, Tony 7"

“No. We've blown clear now ihe
fores'l's off her.”

“Good lad! Then let go the anchor
while we're still in shallow water. We'll
take the bottom here and have a survey
before we get into deep water again.”

The anchor went over, and the barge,
with a booming of canvas, swung head to
wind, and the sails were quickly stowed
Then Ned ran forward and lowered him-
self into the fo'ec’sle. He reappeared.
with a whoop of delight.

“Nothing hurt much!” he eried,
“Not making any water at the stem.
Giee, what a smash, though! We'll have
to stop here till davlight. It'll be dead
low water in an honr.”

“Where are we, Ned 7" asked Tony.

“YWe shall ground on a bank of the
Shivering Sands. It's quicksand, most of
it, =0 don't go jumping overboard when
the water's gone for a just-after-dark
seampoer !

“That's a favourite diversion of ours,
bt we're not such prize clumps as to Jdo
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it on quicksands, old sport. What about
that wreck 7"

“We'll have a look at that, too, when

the water goes down. For the present
let's clear away the fore deck and get
eome warps ready. We may have to
kedge out of this, you know,’
- A little later Ned lowered himself over
the side of the stranded barge into the
boat, and called to the others to follow.
H? rawing and poling warily into the teeth
of the wind they approached the wreck,
which they could see looming ahead of
rthem now,

The Belle had not had a riding Jight
run up because she was aground, fhn
cidelights had’ been blown out, too, so
the barge was lost to view in the dark-
ness. Ned was never without his pocket-
compass, however, so they would find
their way back easily enough.

“It's a motor-boat, chums!"” eried
Ned, when they had got alongside. * A
big one, too. Been wrecked for donkey’s
vears and covered with sand, These
csands are shifting, you know, and the
winds we had at fullest spring tides must
have washed the sand away from the
wreck, and so made the boat visible.
She hasn’t been in view for the last four
years. I can answer for that. Scraping
over that sand is an old dodge of my old
skipper. I thought the bottom seemed
funny as Tony shouted out the
sonndings.”

The rﬁlums laid hands on ihe time-
blackened coaming of the motor-boat and
pearved 1n, The well was full of sand,
but the eraft had not suffered much
damage round about her topsides, exceplt
where the Belle had erumped her a short
while ago.

‘“We'll remember this, lads,” said Ned,

are done, so the bhoat'll be always covered
with water for the next week or so,
especially with these no'therly winds,
which will keep the tides high. We'll
come back next sprinF tides, make a trip
of it and dig out—"

““Hist! Down!"”
_ ]Ln::m¥I Jim dragged Tony and Ned down
into the barge-boat. Then, their talk

having stopped, they heard the distinct
throb of a motor out to windward and
the monotonous chant of & man’s voice

calling out soundings as the boat pro-
ceeded. The engine was throttled down
to ‘slow,” and the boat drew necar. The

chums could see it gleaming ghostly
white in the blackness now.

““Someone scenting salvage
pered Ned, “ Why we're Jfﬁi
blest if I know.”

* Listen !"

From the motor-boat the sound of
another voice came scurrying down on
the wind, '

“Water’s shoalin’ rapidly.  This is
about where I saw the wreck, sir.
Uncovered for the first time for years.
Better light the lantern. Safe enough?
Pshaw ! Of course it's safe. Light up.”

»  whis-

Eling I'm

CHAPTER 2.
Another Brush with Holstfeld!
HE chums watched over the top

I of the wreck., Why should the
men be chary about showing a

light? Was it some dark work

they were on? The question settled the
indecision of the chums as to whether to
remain hidden or not. They kept low.

“8Salvage, you know. The spring tides| showed in the
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limmer of the lantern
Inckness. Ned gave a
gasp, and crouched low with his chums,
“What's wrong?" asked Tonv.
_“"Holstfeld! Saw the ficker of the
light on his ugly, heavy features. What's
a rich wharfinger doing salving a rottén
carcass of a motor-boat worth, perhaps,
len pounds? Why don't they come by
daylight? We'll seo this through,
chums !**

River-wise Ned had no sooner finished
whispering than a shout sounded from
the motor-boat,

“There sho is! Thowt I wasn't mis-
taken in the spot. Saw her just like that
last low water, when I passed in the
James and Henry., Lucky as it was e
saw her, guv'nor, or someone "ud 'a' Lin
salvin’ instead o' reportin’ to you. (‘ome
on, engineer! We'll 'ave this 'ere crult
alongside the wreck, Got them spades
handy? Spring tides are well past now,
and the flood’s settin' in, so we'll have to
be quick. Wi’ these no'therly winds
that there wreck won’t be uncovered
again for over a week, There'll be a foot
o' water over her next dead Jow tide,
p*r'um'll

“We'll get what we want to-night,”
sounded the ponderous voice of Iolsi-
feld., “Then those can salve who will.”
Then, suddenly rising to his feet:,“ Wlo
in thunder is thai?"

The chums had been seen, and iu-
stantly, at a word from the thick, loose,
snarling lips of Holstfeld, the men
atlacked with swinging spades, The
skipper and mates of the Bello were quite
surprised at the men's action: but they,
too, leapt forward to meet the atlack,

At last the
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With gne leap, Ned was on the other coaming of the dack, and with his spade audibly swishing through the cutting
wind, he crashed the blade into the awinging hurricane lamp oneo of the raiders held.
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having no choice in the matter, and the
parties clashed,

Two spades went flying, and Ned got
hold of one of these. With one leap he
was-on the other coaming of the wreck,
and, his spade audibly swishing through
the cutting wind, he.crashed the blade
into the swinging hurricane-lantern one
man held,

Holstfeld gasped and grunted with
rage, and exelaimed with surprise. He
had recognised Ned.

“That ecub!" the lads heard him
multer,

Darkness and confusion reigned. Ned,
with his two mates, one on either side of
him, fought desperately with their fists.
But they were no match for the five or
six men in the motor-boat. Ned dropped
bock, and Tony and Jim closed in,
rightly 'judging that their quick-witled
skipper hod an idea to work out.

All this time the chums were in the
wreck, and the newcomoers had been
pressed back into the motor-hoat. The
latter were laying about them . with their
spades, and Nll'lj; feared for his chumns’
skulls if he were not guick.

“Here’'s chancing quicksands!” he
routtered, as he gingerly slipped into the
water in the lee of the wreck. To his
great relief the sand was hard and un-
vielding,

Splashing round astern of the wreck,
the sand at that part now coverad by the
imcorning tide, Ned 'L*mPt up to the stern
of the new arrival. No rope had been
made fast, as he had noticed, and the
boat was fAoating in about four fect of
water.,

Putting his shoulder on Lo the transom
of the white boat, Ned gave a sudden
heave,

“lLook out!™ yelled one of the men.
“We're moving ahead.”

“And yet further nhead,” mumbled
Ned, giving another hefty push.

The white boal’s bow yielded to the
pressure of the wind, now juiting out
ahead of the wreck, as it was. Two men
leapt aboard the wreck as the motor-boat
was heaved clear by Ned and whisked
away to leeward by the wind, the men
left aboard of her raving like madmen,
Tony and Jim were closing with the two
men who had got aboard the wreck.

“The engine!” howled Iolstfeld,
“Crank up, you fool! It's only three
Loys. One is that insolent young bargee
who threatened to sue me for demur-
rage. I saw his grinning face when he
lashed out at the lantern,”

Ned sprang back into the wreck, and
very soon the two men who had rashly
lefr the white motor-boat were over-
come,

The motor-boat was now out of sight,
but not so very far away as the throb
nf the engine indicated, After half an
hionr’s search she came info view,

“They're heading straight for here!”
ericd Ned,  “This is where we slip.
Thex'll save these johnnies, so we can
el back to the Belle now, chums,”

The lods dropped down the wind in
tlw barge-boat, and were soon aboard
the barge. They stepped warily, for fear
of an ambush by a couple or so of men
actually on the barge: but no one, evi
deatly, had boarded her.

I'he sounds of the motor-boat, resening
those on the now slmost.covered wreck,
cvame down to the ears of the chums.

They raised {he topsail of the Belle,
drew out the sheet, tripped anchor, and,
now being water-borne by the rising
tide, round they swung, silently, into the
deep water of the channel the other sida
of the place where they hod grounded.

“The secret of Shivering Sands is safa
for another week, lads,” said Ned as he
[ciced the helmh up.  “The tide was
sluiving over the coamings of the wreck
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as we lelt, and the next few tides won't
o down so far as to-night's did. The
elle’s sliding along without lights now,
so they'll never find us to-night. We'll
light up in Prince's Channel, where our
lights will be a pair among dozens.
Golly! What an adventure!™

“They're on some dark game,” said
Tony wisely, after about half an hour's
mlﬁnm. “If not, why did they attack
uE.'I

“Yes, why? put in Ned. “It's nol
salvage, from what we heard. We'll
jolly well find out next spring tides, if
the wreck isn'l silted up with sand again
by then. Now, get the sidelights out,
and go and have a sleep, you two,
There’s Tongue Light Vessel nhead, so
I can get round the Foreland with my
eyes shut now."”

— el

CHAPTER 3.
The Belle Off Her Course !

s b ATL smi-hiling morn, emi-hiling
marn, smi-hiling morn!" "
With a  long-drawn-out

howl like a dog in pain, the
eweet tones of Long Jim's voice floated
on the crisp morning air, waking up Ned
Derry at the wheel. Jim had just
crawled out of the cabin like Diogenes
out of his tub.

“Stow that harrible row, Caruso,” said
Ned. “So you're awake at last—eh?”

“Yes, O skipper mine, I'm awake,”
vawned Long Jim, stretching his
arms—'‘or nearly. Where are we now,
Columbus "

“Long Sand to sta’board.
through Fisherman's Gateway., We've
footed it since leaving Sandwich, Get
i'ﬂur lazy fists on this old wheel, Jim;

want a snooze."

The morn was smiling and fair, as
Long Jim had intimated on coming on
deck. It was aboul half an hour after
dawn, and the rosy flush astern of them
had not yet died out of the sky: They
scemed to have the seca practically to

Half-way

themselves. A lazy barge on the port-
side dipped in the shight swell and
rumbl

her canvas, and a sluggish old
Tyne collier belched her hlnrﬁ; smoke
into the clean air out to the westward.
She was distant.

Ned went below, putting a canvas
bucket over the cherubie countenance of
Tony Parr as ho slept in his bunk on
the starboard side of the cabin, Tony
woke with a yell, and Ned, all standing
sighed off contentedly into the land o
dreams.

Ned always slept “all standing "—that
is, with his clothes on—when the barge
was at sea, And it was as well he did
this smiling morn; for a bump and a
series of shouts above brought him out
of the land of dreams and the cabin com-
panionway like a shot from a gun,

The barge to port had edged in close
and a boarding-party had sprung aboar
the Belle. Tony Parr and Long Jim
woere lashing out right heartily round the
wheel, and Ned attacked the boarders in
the rear. There was a scrap the chums
remembered ever afterwards, Indeed,
l.ong Jim has a ¢hip from his left ear to
Lear evidence of it to this day.

The boarders were desperate men, and
hadn't come aboard the bargoe to be
driven off again. One of them had a
knife, but the others contented them-
selves with stevedores’ batons, used for
banging slipknot ropes taut roand
packages.

“Lack into 'em, Ned!"” shouted Long
Jim, “*The brutes are trying to caplure
the Delle !

Ned needed no  stronger encourage-
ment than that, The Belle was the dar-
ling of his heart, and to illluse ber was
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to become the Eentﬁb enemy of River-
wise Ned, her skipper and owner.

Six men against three youths is long
odds; so, affer ten minutes' gasping and
slogging, the chums, glaring angrily at
their captors, were secured and thrown
into the fo'c'sle.

“Nah, mates, that cosy little creek in
the Swale, and we're all sereno,” said
the leader of the boarders.

;‘!1:-. chums, bound and helpless in the
fo'c'sle, felt the barge slew round under
the hands of her caplors.

o Pﬂi.l'll-ill% south ' growled Ned. “It's
a pang of Holstield's, for a cert. There's
something on that wrecked motor-boat
Holstfeld must have to himself. Wonder
what they'll try to do with us?”

“I should say they intend to keep the
barge in a creck off the Swale,” said
Jim, “Heard what that lantern-jawed
waster of a leader said?”

“Ay, ay! DBut what about us? They
won't leave us aboard the Belle, you can
bet your best Sunday hat. My gucss is
that we're safe to be imprisoned till the
next spring  tides, when Haolstfeld will
have what he wants from the wreck.
Then we shall be released, That's how
the fools work it out.”

“That’s what'll happen, Ned.
sure,” said Tony.

Ned grunted disgustedly.

“I said that's how the fools work it
out, you chump! What they inlend to
do and what they will do are two very
different things, Tony, me lad. Nothing
will alter my plans of going out to in-
vestigate that wrecked motor-boat
myself."”

“r Stone walls do not a prison make,
nor iron bars a cage,”” chanted Long
Jim ironically.

“You're feeling poetical this morning.
Jim,"” said Ned severely. *“I'm sur-
prised at you, First smiling mogns,
waking me up at the wheel, and now
iron bars, ote. With this fresh casterly
breeze which is ruffling the pearly depths
of the sea, as the novelist said, and
rumbling in the picturesque warm
brown of our canvas, we'll ba in the
Swale by midday. Well, things are
going to happen quick.”

“Things have happened quick already.
It's rotten luck ™

“"It's worse than that, chum,” replied
Ned. *“DBuot buck up! Luck never
deserted me for long when trouble is
being wafted towards us with the breeze,
I'd back my luck in a hurricane from
the nor'ard, with the barge wallowing in
the Woolpack, the Kentish cliffs dead in
our lea! We'll get clear, you see if we
don’t!"

“Got an idea already?” asked Tony
Parr sweetly.

“Yes; that you two must be the
biggest chumps 1n ereation for not spot-
ting the other barge's game an' out-
mancecuv¥ing them, light as we are and
half-loaded as they are. I've half a
mind to disrate you!"

“Oh, dry up, Ned, and go to sleep!
Those beggars above have done all the
disrating wanted this morning., Go to
sleep !

“That's just what I am going to do,

because, me lads, we'll all have to be up
bright and refreshed, ready for the revo-
lution, in a few hours' time. At present
we can do nothing !"
“¢Oh, sleep, it 15 a gﬂnllﬂ thing,
beloved from pole to pole! " burst out
Long Jim as Ned elosed his eyes. *' Look
at the Ancient Mariner, Tony "

PBut Ned really was asleep, and the
other two, having all had a pretty hard
time since leaving Sandwich, were scon

in the arms of Murphy—as Tony termed
it—themselves,

for

3
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'* Hands up as we approach ! " called out the coastguard officer.
the coastguards with their rifles at the ready, drew near.

their heads as the police boat,

give in!™

The men on the wrock raisad their hande above

““All right, guv'nor! We

CHAPTER 4.
The Wildfowler’s Hut !

HEN the chums woke, the
Belle was being poled up a
narrow creck, running from

south to north, as Ned noted
by referonce to his pocket compass.

“1f we've come to the Swale, this
crveek’s in the Isle of Sheppey, chums !
whispered Ned. *They'll yank us out
it a minnute, and take us to our iron
kars or stone walls, whichever Long Jim
chooses to think it will be. There's a
placa in the only suitable ¢reek in the
Swale 1 know of where, with the mast
lowered, the Delle can lie in perfect
comfort and seclusion. It's a fine thing,
knowing where we are, anyway !”

True te Ned's propheecy, the chums
were soon dragged up on deek, They
caw immediately that Ned was right.
FPhey were in Windmill Creek, But they
hadn't much time to blink round admir-
iz the landscape, for they were knocked
vwverside into the barge boot, and rowed
capidly up the creek,

The tide was at full, so Ned judged
it ta e about eleven o'clock., In another
two days’ time the tide would be at
-prings again, that is, they would then
o down to their lowest level, and the
wreck on the Shivering Sands wonld
qice more be get-at-able,

The chums' legs were freed of their
bonds when gt the head of the e¢reck,
wid, striking to the eastward, the lads
cere made to force their way through
the tall marzh reeds in front of a guari
of four men. At last a lonely wild-
fowler's hut came to view, and the
chums were bundled inside, their legs
ved up agam, and the door slammed

Fand locked.
AWiLY.
1'T

The men walked straight

“Gee whiz!" said Ned, “It's old
Marquesas Mike's hut. Those blither-
ing clowns outside little know that old
Mad Mike and I are the best of pals,
What about my luck now-—eh 7"

“If you know Mike, ®hoever he may
be, well enough to get him to let us
free, laddie, I'll admit that your luck’s
ail 1t should be!" retorted Long Jim.

**Mad Mike's a harmless old fruit, who
wouldn't do no one no harm, to use his
own words. A treble negative makes a
strong negative, so old Mike really

means it. Listen, chums! Roll nearer,
for shouling makes me hoarse, and
marshland reeds have ears. 1've clipped

‘em off with a stick, many a time. Mar-
quesas Mike's an old sailor, and knows
me well, He is being swindled into
thinking he is detaining nasty, bad
cople for the good of the world, I'd
ay my last cent. Soon’s he sees me, in
my present weak state of health, too,
he'll eut us all free, and after Dve told

the dear old scalter-brain (he true
varn, he'll help us to dodge clear. Got
e 03
e

“M'yos; if Mike's to be our only

gaoler !

“No matler if he dsn't, 30 long as 1
can get o word with ham, Ile's 4 eun-
ning old bird, when he thinks he's
doing good, and he knows these marshes
of Bheppey like your hig bare, awkward
feet know the jutting picces on the
Belle's  foredeck, Have courage, my
children, Trust your Unecle Ned! 'Vast
talking now. Someone's coming swish-
swish through the marsh grass!™

Someone was. It was Mike, the

wildfowler, ex-zailor, known in  luis

shellback days as Marquesas Mike. A
terrible experience in an open boat al
sea had turned poor old Mike's brain;
but nobody worried about the mad ol
man, & recluso in the middle of the
marsh as he was. Ile was as harmless
as a lamb.

The key grated in the lock of the

shack, and n whitebearded old face
pecred into the shack,
“0Oho, me bullies!"” said Mike, *“So

ye thought ye could ruin that pore,
dear old gentleman within the nex’ day
or two, did ye? Well, ye'll be safe
here, me hearties! Safe it is!”

“Someone's been pitching yon @
varn—" began Tony Parr; but the
ald man's beard waggled, and a

knotted, bony hand was held above his
head,

‘“Vast Iyin’, me heariy! They tolil
me as you'd say summat like thar.
Mike may be mad, but he can still be
useful, my quiverin® bullies! I'll feed
ve, though!  Mike never let man or
beast starve near 'im yvet, whiles "e had
grub hissen "

“Mike, you old veprobate, do wou
know that one of your prisoners is River-
wise Ned? TYou've promised those
nasty, untruthful men who chipped half
aof my chum’s ear off only this morn-
ing, to keep me a prisoner for the gool
of mankind! They were telling you
horreid stories, Mike., Come and let me
free!”

River-wise Ned pgrinned up at ihe
white-bearded old man. Mike had
fallen back in alarm. The old sailor
was clutching convulsively at the reugh
table of the shack, and his jaw dropped.

“Nadd, me  bolly-boy ! Hiver-wise

Tue Grs Lisrary.— No. 815,
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Ned wol drops old Mike an ‘amper
at Christmas, wot was me pupil in
wildfowlin' on'y a short year or two
back! But they said as my prisoners
was a pﬂruel o young skunks tryin’ to
TUIR—

“I know all about that, Mike, but you
know now that it's the other way
about,” said Ned., “They're going to
do the bad deed, and they tried to fool
vou and make you help them. But Mike
13n't so ensily fooled if I know amything
of him,"

“Py thunder, me bully-boy, you're
right!” eroaked Mike, whipping out his
knife and falling on his knees,

With three masterful slashes he had
Neéd [ree, and Ned soon freed his chums.

“Now then, Mike!”™ the young
bargee cried. “Cunning mist meet
cinning, vou know, Anyone else watch-
ing us besides you?"

‘“ Ay, to be sure, bully-boy! There's
threa men in the barge. I'm to feed yo
an’' keep ve locked up. They're to
watch the hut, an’, if you down me, to
get ye again. And it was my young Ned
as: they meant all the time, Well, "ere's
a pretty shemozzle now 1

“Not at all,” replied Ned. * You just
go outside, and when you see that
they're all below in the cabin on the
barge, tell us, and we'll go over, We
know how to bottle them up!”

This was soon done, and aFter Ned had
slammed over the sliding hatch of the
cabin companionway—the only exit—
and secured it, he turned to his half-
dazed pals.

“What about my luck now?” ho asked.
“I told you that things would happen
quickly, We've won the revolution
without firing a shot, thanks to dear old
AMarquesas. Mike here.”

Mike was doting on Ned, bunt rlhe
voung skipper of the Belle was all action.

“Quick,” he said, “to the coastguards
at Warden Point! It was because of
them we wera imprisoned in Mike's
shack instead of the barge. Always
nosing about suspicious-looking boats on
the saltings, the coastguards arve. Splen-
did fellows, all the same. Mike comes
vith us, or he'd be murdered if those
villains got away, or if any of the others
were to come back to see how things are
going."

The chums and Mike arrived at the
roastguard cottages at Warden Point,
Sheppey, after three hours' travelling.
There Ned told his story. Three burly
coastguards were sent over to the Belle,
ot Windmill Creek saltings, to take
charge there, and telephone messages
were sent lo stations up and down the
coast.

That night a black; long, lean.police
motor-boat arrived at Warden Point,
with five coastgnards in it.” This boat

was moored out of the way of curious
poople for the next day.

The three men in the cabin of the Belle
had been arrested - for assault on Ned
and his pals, and the chums made their
charge. Then coastguards and young
bargees waited impatiently for darkness
and the dash oul to SBhivering Sands to
eatch Holstfeld and his gang interfering
with & wreck without the consent of the
Receiver of Wrecks for the district, All,
however, anticipated a far more exciting
discovery than merely that.

CHAPTER 5.
The Fall of Holstield !

T last the hour for the passage of
A the police boat, manned b
armed coastguards, arrived., Ned,
Jim, and Tony went with the
boat to pilot it to the exact spot.

Cleaving the calm water cleanly, tha
powerful little boat thrummed mnorth-
wards across Four Fathoms Channel,
down Oaze Deep, and out to Shivering
S8ands buoy. Thay arrived just in time
to see.the white motor-boat hitching up
alongside the wreck, and the men clam-
bering aboard with spades. Straight for
the party swept the police boat.

“Hands up, all of you!" ordered the
coastguard officer commanding the police
boat, as & vicious flash of flame and the
report of a revolver came from the white
boat, a bullet ploughing through the gun-
wale of the police boat. *Surrender, in
the mame of the King, or take the
consequences,’

There was some muttering and certain
angry shouts from the people on the
wreck. , They were quarrelling amongst
themselves. No doubt some were for
surrender and others for fight.

“All right, guv'nor!"” at last came
over the waler. “We give in.”

“Then hands up as we approach.”

The men on the wreck raised their
hands as the police boat, coastguards
with their rifles at the ready, drew near.

“Get into your motor-boat,” ordered
the officer, **and hold off from the wreck.
Dvop your gnchor alongside here."

A pguard was placed over the white
boat, and the rest of the coastguards
prepared to go over to the wreck, Ned
and his pals wilh them. The chums saw
the face of Heolstfeld as they passed the
white boat, It looked ghastly.

Working lustily, the coastguards had
the cabin almost cleared of sand as the
incoming tide began its lappity-lap
against the sides of the wreck.

All loose articles disclosed in the cabin
were taken aboard the police boat, and
then, the tide now pouring in over the
wreck's conmings again, the motor-boats

sel off back to Warden Point for invesli-

Don’t be down in the dumps! Read The COMPANION PAPERS!

gation of the things salved from the
wreck.,

The prisoners were locked up in a room
of the cottage the coastguards used as a
store, and the articles from the wreck
were spread out on a table.

There was a liquid compass, certain
rotted articles of clothing, old rusty
revolvers of German -make, a pair of
field-glasses, navigating instruments such
as used by coasters, and a metal chart
case,

The last-named was opened, after a
deal of smashing at the rust-encrusted
lids at the ends, for it, no doubt, would
contain any papers and charts, with, per-
haps, & log of the ill-fated motor-boat.

The officer found a roll of charts in
thie case. They. were slreaked with red
rust, but still readable. He unrolled
them on the table, and then ecried out in
excitement.

There were notes in German all round
the borders of the charts, and dotted
lines showing lighter routes for a German
landing on the north bank of the River
Blackwater. In the lower corner the
marked chart was signed:

“HECTOER HOILSTFELD,
“18th June, 1915.”

““By heavens, the charts of a German
spy in England, probably en route for
Germany when the motor-boat was sunk,
Who in thunder is Hector Holstfeld ?™

“T think you'll find him lying on the
floor of the next room," said Ned, feel-
ing just a trifle sick. *‘He looks dazed
and complelely knocked out. He's a
wharfinger of London.”

“Ay, making money out of the
country -he did his best to betray! My
Lovrds of the Admiralty will be interested
in_all this.”

The Admirally were, Holstfeld had to
leave the country. He had carried on
during the war as a naturalised English-
man, and had actually engaged himself
in_ war work, enterlaining wounded
sailora and what not. Also, he had spent
ereat pains preparing those charts for
Germany, for the wharfinger had a very
sound and special knowledge of the banks
and channels of the Thames estuary.

River-wise Ned and his mates were
praised for their smart work, and old
Edgar Brunt, Ned's ald skipper and one-
time owner of the Belle, on hearing the
varn from Ned's own lips, slapped his
thigh and chuckled :

“Well, Ned, my boy, I reckon Holst-
feld won't swindle any more barge
ownets out o' their demurrage pav—
leastwise, this side o' the Rhine! What
'e does over there don't matter. Tt's
what 'e did here that we worry about.”

THE EXD.

(Another exciting river yarn next
week, boys: “THE SHARA PEARLS.”
Malke a point of reading cvery line of it.)
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THE SHIP
WITHOUT A CAPTAIN!

{ Continued from page 21.)

which had been brought on to the scens.
Ilen uttered a prayer, and then a shot

rang out.
Ld L - - -
“I'm sorry, ¢Smith,’"” Ben said
quietly. “What can I do for you, sir?

You are the only one, you and Harvey,
the only ones to go under!”
“Smith” smiled a wan smile as he lay
Tae GEx Liprary.—No. B15.

on the deck half an hour later. A shot
had finished him.

**Nothing, my dear hoy, except to get
me ashore, and when I am finished vou
—vyou might find the old flag, the one

1 showed you, nudl,] with my belongings,

put me under the ground, and say
nothing about me—nothing !"
“Right!” Ben said huskily. *I'll do

evorylhing, and—and there i3 no mes-
sage to take home from you?”

The old fellow sighed,

“You—you may perhaps come across
my real name amongst my belongings,’
he told the lad. “If you do, just fell
them at the Admiralty that I was glad

T hEI.t is all.”

And it was all. A day later Ben was
the one mourner at that strange funeral,
and a few weeks later he had handed
over the Mermaid, and had made a report
upon his strange adventure.

The result for Ben Holt?

Well, he caught it good and heariy
for having no more sense than to drink
with a stranger in Naples. That is a
way they have in the Navy.

THE EXD.

(Look out for onc of Elmer K. Avter's

screamingly funny wyarns next weelk,
entitled “ BILLY BUILDS A BOAT.'

You will vole it great.)
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DERIVING BENEFIT !

A Yorkshire woman had been told by the school doctor
that it as necessary for her daughter to wear spectacles,
otherwise she would be losing her sight. On the school-
master calling at the child's house a few weeks later, he
asked the mother how. it was the child was not wearing
speclacles, and received the following reply: “ Well, you see,
sir, I cannol get her to wear them ﬁxlring the day, so I put
them on her when she is asleep!”"—Half-a-crown has heen
awarded to Edward Gudgeon, 5, Granby Avenue, Headingly,
Leeds,

TIT FOR TAT]

Dean Swift being about to take a ride, ealled for his boots,
but his servant brought them uncleaned. “Why have you
not cleaned them ?” the dean asked the man. “I thought it
wans useless to clean them, as they would soon get dirty
again,” was the answer. Later oan the servant came and
asked the dean for the key of the cupboard. “ What do you
want it for?"” the dean asked, *“I wish to get my breakfast,”
the servant told him. ‘‘What is the use of having break-
fast ?” the dean retorted. *“‘You will be hungry again in a
few hours hence.”—Half-a-crown has been awarded to Miss
Lillian Leat, 91, Talfourd Road, Peckham, 5.E. 15,

WHY DIDN'T HE?

Jimmy giggled whlen the teacher said that a Roman swam
the Tiber three times before breakfast. * You do not doubt
that .a trained swimmer could do it, do you?" said teacher.
““No,” said Jimmy; “but I wondered why he did not make
it four to get back to his clotlies again.”—Half-a-crown has
hm:nhmt'n to R. Wood, 48, Hampstead Road, Wallascy,
Chieshire,

—_—

THE WRONG WAY ROUND.

The Tourist: “Can you tell me, my huly, how far it is to
Kirkealdy 7' Little Scotch boy: *“Well, if yo gang on
straight 1t's about twenty-five thousand miles; but if ye turn
back, ye're there in five minutes.”—Half-a-crown has. been
awarded to G. Stamn, 29, Wakefield Road, Lightcliffe, nr.
Halifax, Yorks,

NOT VERY STRONG.

Two men were talking during their dinner-hour: “ Did
yvou hear of the death of Jim Harding, Harry?' * Neo,"” said
Bert. “How did it happen?" - “ Well, he was working near
a brick wall when it collapsed, and twenty-five hundred-weight
of bricks fe!l on himm—yes, right on his chest.” *“ Poor Jim,”
said Bert, *“ he always did have a weak chest.”—Half-a-crown
has been awarded to J. Tagg, 129, Norman Road, Leyton-
stone,

A ROMANCE OF COLOUR.

“Funny things happened in my village last week,” said
the chatty man. “What happened?” asked the listener.
“Well, Black, a white man, and White, a black man, thought
a fellow named Brown was green. They tried to sell Brown a
white horse, but Brown was well read, and deceived them
both; in fact, he got all their money, and now. Black and
White are blue !"—Half-a-crown has been awarded to Colin
Bnﬂ;{h. ¢.0., Freeman's Limited, High- Street, Wendover,
Bucks.

AND HE DID!

A pentleman was riding along a country lane when he
came to a cross-road. Being uncertain which way to take to
reach his destination, he asked a boy who lay on a bank near
by. The boy raised his feet and pointed it in the direction
the gentleman should take. * You lazy young scamp !" cried
the gentleman. “If you can show me a lazier trick than that
I will give you half-a-crown.” The boy toek him at his word,
and, rolline on his side, said: ““Put it in me trousers-pocket
then, guv'nor.”—Half-a-crown has been awarded to George
Hemming, 132, Methuen Road, Eastney, Portsmouth
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A BOUNTEOUS GIFT
OF GLORIOUS HAIR

A Week’s Trial Outfit of
‘“Harlene Hair-Drill’”’ FREE.

EAUTIFUL hair s woman's greatest charm. No matter
how perfect her features, tha bair must and always
will be her ** erowning glory " and the real seal of beauty.

Have you got beautiful hair or are you in any way troubled
with thin, straggly, impoverished or stunted hair growth,
greasy or falling hair or (if you are a man) prone to baldness ?
Il g0, send at once for the magnificent ** Harlene Hair-Drill
: Gift Outfit, which

POST THE '{%‘:’?’;? will be sent you

[:“:]' Bh&n]tltﬂ'l}' free on
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— 2 receipt  of  the
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following coupon.
E[ll:!l‘ OQutfit will
contain & week's

supply of the
following :

i. A Bollle of
“Harlene,
Nature’s won-
derful Hair=-
Grower.

2. A Packet of
“*Cremex™
Shampoo. This
is an antiseplic
purifier, which
thoroughly
gleanses the
hair and scalp
ol all seurl, etc.,
and prepares

WA A the hair for the
“*Hair-Drill" treatment.

You should avoid greasy,

hair-matiing coconut oils.

3. A Boitle of * Uzon™
Brilliantine, which Iimparts to
the hair a delightful glossy
finish.

4, The New Illusirated ** Harlene
Hair-Drill*” Manual of

Instructions.
Every person, irrespective of
_ age or gex, whose hair is not as
YOU perfect as it might be, must send
i e g at once to participate in this
extraordinary pgonerous gifé, by

means of which you ean atart growing o luxurious wealth
of gloriously beautiful and healthy hair, which will be an
everlasting source of pride to yoursell and envy to your friends.

Post the coupon ot once—TO-DAY —enclosing 4d. in stamps
to cover cost of packing and return carriage to your own door,
no matter where you may reside.

LADIES BEWARE!!

Everyone, especially ladies, should heware of attempling to grow
hair hy means of intumi medicines. Even if it were possihle
it would be dangerous, as it would cause new hair growth all
over the hody or not at all. Thus, internal remedies are likely
to cause complete disfigurement and unsightliness by causing
superfluous hairs to grow on Cheeks, Lips, Chin, and Arms.

4 nF Trial yvou will ba abla ta abtaln furthor supplies of * Harlena™
n:ﬁ::?rud.rﬂgn. Ed,fnnd: dx. 94, per bottlo: * Uzon ' Brilliantine, In. 14d.
and 2s. 9d. per bottle; *Cremex " Shawmpoo Pewders “ll. 6d. per_box of
g=via shamepoor [(single kets 3d. each). and “ agtol * for Grey Hair at
Zs. and 5s. por bottle, fromn Chemista and Stores all over the world.

POST THIS FREE GIFT COUPON

Detach and post to EDWARDS' HARLENE, LTD.,
20, f:, 24. & H?leh'i Conduit Street, London, W.C. 1.
Dear Sira,—FPlease send me your Fres * Harlene ™ Four-Fold Hair-
growin ﬂ-nlﬁll as dfa;:rib:d.“é enclosa 4d. in stamps for postage |
m ress.
and packing of parcel to my Grx, 2219/35.

NOTE TO READERS.

Write your PULL name and addresa clearly on & plain
'pl-ur- n!’ aper, pin this conpon to it, l.:l!lrtll post as airected
mbova. &nﬂ: envelope " Sample Dept.

N B.—Jf wour Nair is GREY, enclose exira 24, stamp—8d. in all—
] and a Fufﬁ'i botile of " Astal™ fur Urey Hair will nlso be sent you.
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or gentleinn’'s Mead ** dMarvel " —
the Hnest ovel=s ever ollered on
N puch exceptivnually casyterms, Hnilt
to stand linrd wear,  Drilllantly
pinted 3 richly inpmelled, ex-
tulaitely Jined In two  colours.
sent packed Tree, carcinge puid on
16 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
Fullywarranted, 'romptdelis ery,
Money  refunded 0 disaat i=fAed.
Bl bargains in glightly (actory
goiled  mounts. Ivrea and
Accessoriea 3349, below shop

wieea, 1y direct from the
}rlﬂury and save pounds,

How & eeven-yrar.nld MEAD
wlitch had trasersed 75,000 miles
gt RS0 up.doalate machines and
Broke the worlid s rocord by Covering
yd wi6milosin3idnysiscxplained in
gur art catalogue, Write TO-DAY
fur free copy - brimful of in
formation about bicycles and
coniains gigantic photo
graphsafourlatest moedels
MEADCYCLECO.(Ino.)

(Dept. B70T)

Birmingham

ARE YOU HAPPY

Bright and Cheerful? It Is imposgsible to be so if you suiler from
Nervons lears, Awkwardoess in Company, Nervous Depreasion,
Llueling, Tumidity, Bleeplessness, Lack of Will-Power, or Mind
Coneentration. You can absolutely overcome all pervous troublea
if vy uke the Meulo-Nerve Strengthening Trealment. GQUARAN-
TEED CUKE OR MONEY REFUNDED. 8end 3 penny stamps
immedintely for particulars, — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD,,
43, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Clircus, Londeon, E.C. 4,

—uiitenla: Tkraine, Airs
post, DAnEig, ¢ic—53 Stamps
Yourd if yon ask for Appros,—

Unmbridee Boad, Scaforih, LIVERIPPOOL.

““153" FREE PACKET!
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GEAVER £ G0, (Dept, K), wh,
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EFFICIENCY WITH ECONOMY. — Urystal Delegtors, 111i, :
Permantte, 1 =3 Hertate, 1/-; Varionmelers, S00-600 metres, 4'6:
Mithodl Kiwha, Bidl: Complele Cab., Sal, stamps. -Dept. A, UNITED

ELECTRL SERVICE CO., 42, 51. Mark's ARoad, LONDON, W.10.

Curs yourseélt ns I 4i4. Par-
ticulars Fres, — FRANE BH.

7. SOUTHAMFPTON REOW, LONDON, W.C. 1.
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The " Big Ben"" Keyleas Lever Watchon
THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS ever
put belore the British Public by one ol
LONDON'S OLDEST=-ESTABLISHED

MAIL ORDER HOUSES.
Fl"e & Solld Sliver English Hall-
marked Doubla Curb Albert,

with Seal mttached, given FREE
with every Waltch.

SPECIFICATION Gent's Full-sire Keyless
Lever Waitch, improved action: fitted

patent recoll elick, preventing breakage
3 of mainspring by overwinding.
10 YEARS' WARRANTY

“’ Sent on receipt of 3d
deposit; aflter appro-
val, send 1/ more. The balanee
may then be paid by @ monthly
payvments of 2/- rsach. Cash
reflunded in fuoll if dissalisfed.
Send 3d. now Lo

J. A, DAVIS & CO.

(Dept. 87, 26 Denmark Hill,
London, 8.E. 5.

%
(@AW= 5 e i s Fae )

An absolutely FREE GIft of

e, e, W TS, LLER, W, sl ol o

L

Taur Giea Lasiaey,— No. 619,

YOURS for

FULL HUNTER
Best Quality

LEVER WATCH

Oftered On Our

Unhecard of Bargain Terms
Read Our Briel Descrviption.

Gonts fullslizo Full lunter Watel, Heary Nickol
Salver Livitslied caze, wilth Jdouble back, varfectly
nunle, dust and damp-proof. Beat guality ' inters
I"lll.l'l'llt;ln.'hh\ Lavar movemenk
fictod with all Intest Improve-
menta (5 gold medals) care-
tully timed apd tested.
Fully Guaraniecd 10 yearms.

e ——1

FRE Handaoma
pocket-to-pocket
IDouble CUREB ALBERT
FREE with every Watch-

Our Unegualled Terma,

8¢ sure are we thal you will La
more Lhan satlsfied, we send Lhis
handsorue wateh post pald upon re-
receipt of 8d, only. Afler recelving
walels if entisfied, the balance s pays
#lle 3 - on receipt, and 8- monthly until
ohly 20- is ],'-ui.li- Cash with order (e
balatice within 7 days) 18 - omly, Send 6d,
to-day lo—-BIMPSONS Ltd. (Dep.160)

84, Queen's Road, Brighton.

100 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE!!

Actnnl Conteniz:—Xel B vnused Ariny Stamps, Ukraine, Bobeiia;
long =l Austron (meind); &of Bayern, Gecmany (aimers) ;) sot wun-
txed Magyvar (reaporsd):; el Scaldinavin: Rejtiah Colonials, War
stamps, ofa BEXD POSTOARD OXNLY, redquesting our {nmous
Approvals apd mentioning this paper.

LISBURN & TOWNSEND, 166, Islington, LIVERPOOL.

DON'"T EBEE EUILILIEILF

sSpoecinl offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS
from my Complete Course on JUJITSD for four
penny stamps.  Jujitan s the best and simplest
seience of sell defence and attack ever invented,
Ledarn to take care of yourself under ALL eircom~
stancesd aud learn to protert the small and weak
SEND NOW.
“YAWARA ' SCHOOL (Dept. A.P.), 31, Golden Square. Regent Strezt, W.l.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Glrvan 3ystem increase
your height. Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
A.M.P,, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4,

OUR CUSTOMERS ARE ALWAYS SATISFIED
Note: Fall in Prices. —

AUTOMATIC MACGAZINE PEA PISTOL,

repeating action, will hold 235 shots. Heavy
black hinish, length 6 ins. Each in box 2/6
i Post free.

FOLDING OPERA GLASSES

A scientific novelty., Wonderful value.
Combining 6 instrumenls in one, easily
adjusted for use as Field or Opera Glasses.
Telescope. Microscope, Reading Glass,
Eve-mirror and Coampass included. Good lenses. Size, 3} ins. Each
in box, 1/3. post free. Colonial postage extra. Send [or new Catalogue,
post free, and we will enclese particulara of our FREE QIFT offer.

d. BISHOP & CO.,
12, Argyll Place, Regent Street, London, W. 1.

LUSHI N SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

Simple T-day Permanent Homa Curs for either sex. No

Anto suggestion, drill, eto. Write at once, meniion* G.AL,"™

and pet full particolars quite FREE privately.

T.J.D., 12, All Saints Rond, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.
ele.—Parcels, 2/4, 5'8. Venlriloguist'a

MAGIG THIBKS] Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.

Price il eaclh, 4 forl -—T.W.Hlarrison, 230, Pentonville Rd., London, N 1.

FREE F—5¢) wil B0 German Stinpd (e Madl, ele,) FPREE (0 Lhoae

B wepdine postage [(abroad Gud.) and nsking Lo sce Approval
Mheolx.—M,. FLORICK, 179, Asylum Boad, l'ecklbiom, London, 8,K.15.

76 per 1.000 ft. 100-ft. SAMI'LE

Fll M I'ILM. 1 4. Lists Free. — NAYLOR, 71,

Staniley Road, Stratford, LONDON, E.15.

& When Answering Advertisements
4

Please Mention This Paper, ™



