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THE SECRET OF THE OAK TREE !

An amazing discovery by Tom Merry & Co. during their stay at Eastwood House. (See tho splendid schoo! tale inside.)
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EVERY-DOG. HASITS DAY ! This might bé&truly said of Wally D'Arcy’s"mongrel, for by way ot a change from tearing
-up carpets, and a “fellow’s twousahs,’’ Pongo does something really useful ! ) . e .

e
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A New Long Cmqplete .
Story of Tom Merry &Co.,
dealing with their’ad‘[gg; :

tures whilsi®on heliday .

~at Eastwood Hous®. -

A By ." Sy W
Martin Clifford. | -
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“Jolly good dég, too!” said.- D’Arcy

* iminor-warmly.. . You don’t often see a
dog like Pongos” R sl

“I have nevah seen one like .him,
Wally—if it is a dog at all,” said Arthur
Augustus. -“I am vewy fond of animals,

- but' that howwid bwute is Worse -than -
Hewwies’ bulldog at St. Jim’s, He has
no wespect whatevah for a fellow’s
twousahs. The patér has“given stwict

- 4 ordahs that he is mot.to be allowed in
CetE . . the house, But Wilkinson tells mé that
CHAPTER 1. . .| he bas sneaked in again.” i .

& Sat Upon ! ) Wally chuckled again.

_ “Somme dog, Pongo ! he said.. “I left him chained up in
e ] ‘the stables since I found him after he was lost. But he
.“Bogg~wow!. : . has a way of slipping his collar; he's cute, Pongo is,”
i Wedlly, Wally, you young wascal—" “It’s only a few days, Wally, since he got into my woom
< Do you. lggin, Gus!” implored D’Arcy and wowwied my silk hat.” .
s - “Ha, ha, ha!” : ’

“Is that a laughin’ mattah, you young wapscallion?”

D’Arcy minor. seemed. to think that it was, #

“I insist, Wally, upon that bwute bein’ kept out of 1he

& [
=

minor. p i )
* Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy, of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s,
. breathed hard .and deep..
" Half a"dozen other St. Jim’s juniors, who were gathered
round the big log-fire in the old oak hall at Eastwood House, house !” said Arthur -Augustus hotly, *1If 1 find him in my

grinned. ] : - . tah in I shall-ki im! hall weally kick hi
Wally of the Third had just come in, and he was warming 3:3,?%:,; ?f‘ 0 1 shall kick him? 1 & alt bt ot B

e o T e e s s o0k, qut for bis tecth if you do!” said Wally cheerfulls.
in the park ‘and in the hedges along the lanes. Gussy's SV pavea amp oub o FOur ea A
guests at - Eastwood House had been making themselves What do you fellows think ? demanded Arthur Augustus,
comfortable around the log-fire for a chat before tea—the a_p{)liahng to his guests. “Is a fellow bound to wun the
talk running on the late robbery at Lord Eastwood’s resi- | »5° of havie’ his silk hats chewed ‘up by. a how}wd

. . p 17 . ‘
dence. Tom Merry & Co. were taking their ease in a half- | Ongwelt = ; v . o
circle of comfortable armchairs; Arthur Augustus was “%I,?lf’ r}iarfiaildé?lalff 8061 4 Monty. L i% : -
standing in a graceful attitude before the fire with his hands - y ever . muriy te“ $EOILy Loveer, )

g bt ) . y
“in the pockets of his elegant trousers. % Horrible!” said Ma

“Perish the thought!’
= “You talk too much, old bean!” said the cheerful Wally, “Tear, hear!” ssid Herpios,
-57as he warmed his hands, “Give us a rest, and give these This general agreement ot

chaps a rest! The Head's given us a holiday to celebrate | gatisfied Arthur Augustus D

the pater’s birthday—why can’t you do the same?” that his friends were pulling hi;

¢ have pléased and
aps he suspected,

“I wegard you as a cheeky young wascal, Wally!” said “Weally, you fellows—"" he safls
_Arthur Augustus sternly. . “It is only my bwothahly wegard ““Oh,. ring off, old man!” urged Wally > Third.
52 Vthwasﬁir;?}’a“; pwevenfs me fwom givin' you a feahful “%ivekush%ﬁr,es‘t! If Pongo's got loose aghin d him
& Wally of the Third chuckled. i ey Togme. . Whero is hel” .
“Keep up: that brotherly regard, old bean !” he said. “It wea'ly co not know where he.is, Wally; bit, a

will save you from asking for & licking in’ to the butlah he sneaked into the house, and is so

> “Bdi Jove!” P ) . ‘V}}‘ﬂh abqutg." . g S S
Therg was a chuckle from some of the St. Jim's juniors, I (g}l:e;\vxng up another of your hats, perhaps,” suggested
Arthur Augustus jammed his- celebrated eyeglass into his ‘9)‘335 Jove!” .8
eye and Iooked round the circle of smiling faces. It was .

: o ] £ . “Look here, Gussy, you keep your silly silk hats lgcked
growing . deeply dusk in the ¢ld hall, illumined only by | ' B P RN L PP A Yy
the firelight and a glimmer of a pale sunset ab the doey ol E’;;d “grotesteer Arcy minor. “They won't~do Pongo any
« windews, But. it wag ?‘_hg"qnqq h for Arthar Augustus to SCWhat?” r
»‘eatch o gmile on evéry face round the'fire. - : “Fa, ha, ha - o .
. “ Weally, you f . My young bwbthah's impertinence “Weally, you fetlows, there is néthin’ to laugh at. I am
;{snélot, 2 laughin Hiattaht” he said. “It weally isn’t, gou fgw%tlly* ag'\v_a%d that I shall be dwiven to givin’ Wally a
ROWLY . oaame ; eahful vashin’! _He is askin’ for it evewy day!” =
v ‘,!ﬁstaﬁmmumd Tom Merry. . o Arthie rustus~ moved "away from the fire, “having
. FE.appeal to'you fellows,”. went on Arthur. Augustus. thorotig cmed his noble person, towards a vacant
. “You have all seen that w’etched mongwel Pongo, which | % SR : )
.. Wally calls a dog——" T § “

r

'}"‘ed .Arthur ‘Augustus.
: a8 ¥
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4 Every Wednesday.

At all events, he supposed the armchalr to be vacant, as
“no one was sitting in it.

In the deep dusk he naturally did not observe a diminu-
. tive shaggy figure~®urled up-in the d? s of the.chair, and
"he did not catch the g}eam of two bright little eyes that
were blinking at ‘the fire. " The elusive Pongo was, npearer
at hand than he dreamed.

“Now, Wally; I insist upon your lackin’ jor that howwid
dog at once and takin’ him back ta the stables,” he said.
“If he will hot keep on the chain, E-vill, if you like, tip
Joyce, the keepah, five shillin’s to shoot hlm Pemaps tha*
would bs-the best way.”.

“Why, you fra ous “ass!” said D’Arcy minor, in breath-
less indig aﬁion. - ou—you frumptious chump——— =
“Weally, “Wally=—"

Arthur -Augustuszd’ Arcy did not ﬁmsh that 1emm‘k He
was sitting down in the &eep armchair as he spoke.

He remained: in a sxttmg posture for abou@ the mxllrouth
part of a second.

Then .there 5
growl-gf a dog;and” Arthur Avugustus Ieaped up as if he had
been electrified:. " -

“ Y 4w00000 . S

“What the ﬂhump——i’ exclaimed Tomv 1\11e1:r5', Jum?pmg
up. “What— . ' &

“Gussy=—-"" . .. s 4

** What——"’ > 3

“ Yawoooop !
Auvgustus. -

There was a_how] from" Wally7 -

“My only: Amxt Jane! He's found Pongo

“Oh, my hat!”

“Or Pongos found h;m"’ chort]ed Blake.

“Ha, ha, h

Asthur Augustus DArcy had leaped clear of the floor
under -the influence of the sudden shock. He had sat on
Pongy, and Pongo was not a dog to be sat upon with

-

Dwaééimoﬁ ! \vVescue!” velled Y'A‘rthur

190

. impynity.

Ag;

lﬂ?Augtgﬁs leaped Pongo went with him, cling-
ing to Arthur Augustus with a set of teeth that had closed

" like a vicé. -Fortunately, they had not’ closed -on Arthur

\

~ 'The expression on Arthur Augustus’ face was: extraordma.zy .

Augustus himself ; Pongo was a wise dog, and knew just how
far he might go. But the grip of Pongo’s teeth was like
a vice on D’Arcy’s elegant “bags,” and as I)’Arcy flew frem
the chair Pongo flew with him.

“Bai Jove! Help! Dwag him off!” shrieked Arthur

Augustus.
a, ha, ha!”?
Dan that feahful beast off! Oh cwikey!”

“Rescue !” chuckled Tom Merry. “Here, hand me the
poker, Blakes— .

T Keep that poker away 1” roared I’Arcy minor. “Don’t
you touch. Pongo with a poker! I'll call him off! Pongo!

Pongo! Pongo!”
Pongo did not heed.
Arthur Augustus writhed and twisted and turned, to shake

oﬁ' the little beast, but the little beast refused to be shaken

off ; neither did he~heed the voice of his master.

He held on. -

“8it down, Gussy 1 shouted Blake.
and squash him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yawoook ! Help, you duffahs! Help 1

Tom Merry rushed in and caught Pongo by the collar.

He wrenched hard, and Pongo growled ferociously. Another

wrench, and there was & tearing sound, and Pongo came

away | from Arthur Angustus—with his mouth full, The swell
of St. Jim’s staglgered away.-
“ All serene, old chap, you're not bitten, you know,” said

Tom cheerily. .“Pongo wouldn’t really blte anybady.”
“My twousehg 1 gasped Arthur Augustus
“You can: sve the patch sewn in—"

“ What 1>
Arthi:r Augustus spun round and stared at “Pongo. Tom
Merry dropped the dog, but Pongo did not, drop his prize,

«8it dow n, old chap,

“Bai Jove! My—my—my twousahs! I

R a,m goin’ to
bwain that feahful beast!”

The swell of 8t. Jim’s made a frantic j ]ump for the poker, )

and another jump for Pongo.

But Pongo did not wait.

He vanished across the pohshed floor at top spced still
with a fragment of what a teilor would have called. elegant
and fashionable trousering, held in his jaws.. D’Arcy rushed
after him. The .elusive.Pongo dodged ,round an armoured
figure in the hall, and Arthur Augustus delivered a swipe
with the poker, which undoubtedly would have made Pongo
sorry for himself if he had cau, bt it. But itwas the figure
ull armour that caught it; and there was a terrific erash and
slang. -

Crash!

“Oh! Bai Jove!”

Tee GeEM LiBrary.—No. 936.
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. Arthur .- Augustus,

s a’ fearful yell, which almost dro“ néd the'

" how! of lau ghter from the St.

Price 2d.

The, armour came to the oak floor with-a ce;wussmn that;
rang through Eastwood House, extensive a8 that building
was, -
Wilkinsén, the butler,- appesred as if gnagw.
“ Mgster Arthur, what—what—" h‘

Fastwood House butler gazed at DArcy in amaze.

“James, the footman, followed him in, equally aston-

ished and alarmed. It was indeed a rather start.hng sight—
‘with ; crimson face, brand:sm% the
A

poker;. and the armour of dead-and-gone Sir Fulke rey
stretched on the floor. Pongo had vanished, and Wally was
vanishing in chase of him.

& Mas,ter D’ Arcy—" stuttered Wﬂkmson. .7

“ Sn-‘ Oh, sir!” gasped James.
- D’Afey . dropped the poker, his noble countenance glowing
reddes than e embers in the hearth.
‘hat—=that wotten dog, Wilkinson! 1 he gasped. “He has

Even in the dusky firelight,

bitten merat least, he has bitten my tweusahs——"
Wilkinison was aware of that,

it was-patent to all eyes that a séction of D’Arcy’s elegant

trousers-was gone,
Wilkirison coughed.
“Yes, sir !
“It 1s’ Outwageous, it is howwxdl I weal]y cons:dah—— )
“Yes, sir, but, sir—hadn’t—Hhadn’t you better—hem—retire
to your.room, sir, and—and change your—your garments,
sir!” gasped the butler. ‘The~t ¢ ladies may come in,.
sip—>’
“Oh _cwumbs 1"
Arthur Augustus com
Pongo. -

rehended, a.n& forgot all a.bout
- He raced for the stalrca,se and disappeared. A
Jim’s juniors followed him as.

he fled; and even upon the well-trained visages of Wilkinson
and James there dawned something resembling a grin:
CHAPTER 2.
The Unknown!

“Fed-up, old chap !” said Levxson minor.

“.R OT! "’ said Reggie Manners.
‘ “Look here——" began Wally of the Third hotly.

‘ “Give it a miss!” said Reggie Menners “It’s
possible to have too much of Pongo.”
“Much too much!” ngreed Frank Levison.
“If he’s lost again,” resumed Reggie, “let him rip! The
move that-dog’s lost the better I like him.”
“I’s thick, you know, Wally!” urged Frank. “We’ve had

Pongo, Pongo Pongo, all the time! Give us a rest from
Pongo. We came home with you to hélp you to celebrate
your pater’s birthday—not to worry about Pongo. He's
been lost once and found, and now he’s lost again—" -
“Let him keep lost !” said Manner minor.
“Let him !” assented Frank.

In the Third Form at St. Jim’ 5 the fags were accustomed
to plain English. Manners minor and Levison minor were
Wally’s guests at Eastwood House. But they were fed-up
with Pongo; and they said so with the frankness that was
habitual in the St. Jim’s Third.

There was, they agreed, too much Pongo.

The first time that redoubtable qua.dtuped had been lost
;lhey had sympathised, and they had helped in the search for

But once was enough! Now that he was lost again’they
considered that it was time for him to be left in a lost
state.

“It was all that ass Gussy’s fault!” growled Wally. “He

2t on the poor old chap, you know. Pongo didn’t like it.”

“Gussy couldn’t have rea.lly liked it!” grinned Reggie.

“Bother Gussy! Pongo scudded out of the house, and I
can guess where he’s gone—where we found-him last time,”
s.audk Wally., “He has a den in the hollow onk in the deer-
park.” . .

*“Let him stop there.” 5

“It may snow again to-night,” argued Wally.”
cold out
dinner.”

[ Rats ‘J’ ) #

“If you want me to punch your head, Mannerb minor,
you’ve only to say rats again !” roared Wa,l .

“Rats!” said, Reggie Manners, at once.

‘D’ Arey miinor pushed back his cuffs, ° "

“Oh, cheese it!” said Frank Levxson la.ughmg “Don’t
you two duffers begin to ‘scrap. You didn’t ask Reggie’
home to serdd with him, did you, Wall—y 72t

Wally paused.

“T'll jolly well puneh YOUu ds SoOn as; get back to St.
J1m s, young Manners,” he said. =

Muke your will ﬁrst young D’ fn‘cy P retorted Ma.xmers
the Thu‘d breathed hard. :*

i,"you chaps stick indoors, and frow st over the fire, lf

“It’s jolly
We’ve plenty of time to cut across there before




. was dark, lonely, eerie after nightfall. The
‘windgwailed among the old branches with a

_The whole couniry side was fast in the grip

- “Did

- stumbles-en route.

you Hke,” he said, “¥I'm going out to fetch
in poor old Pongo.” .

And Wally of the-Third went for his over- .
coat. He tramped away froni. the lighted
house, in the winter dusk, with a wrathful
brow.  But he was not a dozen yards from *~
the house when there was a patter of foot-
steps behind him, and he turned his head to
see his two comrades coming on at.a run.

“We're- coming, old bean,” said Reggie
amicably. - “Keep your. wool on!”
- “Can’t let you butt into lonely deer-parks
all on your own,” said Frank Levison.
“You’re a young ass; but we'll come.”

“Come on, then, and not so much jaw,"
said ‘Wally. .

" The three fags of St. Jim's tramped on
together. . =,
. A keen wind blew among the leafless trees
of Fastwood Park, and the trio pulled up -

their coat-collars, and bent their heads to it.

of winter. Snow lay in drifts round the old
trunis, and the grass glittered with frost.

,An the old deer-park, the leneliest quarter
of the extensive Eastwood domain, the dark-
ness was thick. Wally was glad enough of
the company of his chums as he tramped °
under the ancient trees. There was no
danger to be. apprehended in the solitary
place—so far as he knew, at all events—but it

melancholy voice. Nothing would have
induced the fags to admit that they felt
nervous in the slightest degree ; but they cast
uick and uneasy glances round them as they
amped under the wind-shaken trees, a mile
or more from any human habitation.

" Martin Clifford writésonly for the ‘* Gem * and the ¥ Populai”

I say, it’s beastly dark here!” growled
inners minor, as he bumped into a irunk.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy delivered a swipe with the poker, which
doubted| Id

: you bring a' lantern or anything.
Wally?” e . ’ yihing,
“Did you e L

caught it.
¢ Oh, bai Jove ! ’

have Pongo sorry for himself if he had
But it was the figure in armour that caught it. Crash!
The armour camse to the floor Ainith}ai resounding

(See Chapter 1.)

“No, ass!” .
:‘ \gell, {hiidr}l"t either, fathcad !
‘How the thump are we going to find Pongo in the
dark ?” deffianded Levizon minor, picking himselg up after
a stﬁmble'uover a tr»agh’ng root. -.. - E g
“He will come when I call him.” answered Wally, T’
pr‘;etty certain he’s in his old den.” - Shine "
Blessed if I think we shall get there in -this' dashed
darkness I grunted Reggie Manners. : :
:I kno‘,v the way, ass, with my eyes shut.”
- I don’t believe you know it with your eyes open, fat-
bead!” - :
““Look here, young Manners
“Look here, young D’ Arcy—-
“Oh, can it !” interrupted Frank.
ragging ! Let’s
jolly cold.” . - om
“If you're afraid of the ‘eold, Levison minor, why didn’t
Yyou wrap yourself up in a blanket, like -a Red Indian?”
asked Wally sarcastically. o 2
- Bror-rr-r 1” '
“I’'vé fallen over twice !”
“ Clumsy !”
“Look here, Wally—
Bump ! .-
“Oh, my only Aunt Jane!”
“Who's .clumsy now?” chuckled Regple,
sprawling figire of D’Arcy minor in the gloom.
“I caugl_ﬁ my foot in a blinking root !” hissed Wally.
“Clumsy [, -
. Wally of the Third breathed hard as he picked himself

LR

T “You men are always
get it over and get back to -the house. - If’s

growled Reggie.

deer-park, in which he had played and roamed times with-

out number since childhood. ‘But as a matter. of fact, the -

darkness was baffling even to a fellow who knew every turn
and winding of thé wood. Still, he was quite confident of
finding his way to the towering old oak in_ghe heart of the

~ thickly-wooded domain—at the expense of & few falls and

“T say, what's that?” whispered Reggic suddenly. -
“What’s what, fathead ?” .- 5
“Ih sard. something—"

es, you:8ss! Come on!” : <

chee! young dummy!” hissed Manners minor,

““deeply incensed by the jmputation of “nerves.” “I tell you
I heard something—like somebody squeezing in the bushes.”

“Rot 1”

peering at the

up. He had depended on his knowledge of the ways in the.

. the

[ ‘Wally.ran forward in the
yexIan e

“I say, I can hear it!” muttered Levison minvor. ¢ Shui
. up a minute, Wally, and listen!” .

“Oh, bosh!” said Wally impatiently, . =
“Listen, you ass!"” N

Wally gave a grunt, but he listened. And then he started,
for the sound of crackling bushes was quite plainly to be
heard. Someone was pushing a way through the thick under-
wood at a little distance from the fags. #

The three schoolboys felt their hearts beat faster. There
was someone in the lonely deer-park as well as theraselves.
They stopped, and drew closer together, . -

“I—I say, it—it was about here that %that burglar chap

- was seen. you know,” murmured Manners minor. .

“That was days ago, ass, and he was bolting. “Ile's a
hundred miles away before. this, with the stuff he siole frow X
the house!” growled Wally. “Do you think he’s come. hack =
to be collared ?” : :

“He’s never been arrested,” said Reggie.

“Well, he wouldn’t come back here.” o

“Of—of course he wouldn’t !” muttered Frank Levison.

The. three fags listened with painful intentuess, -

It was several days since the burglary at Eastwood House,
an episode which had marred the birthday. celebrations for
which the 8t. Jim’s juniors were gathered there;

The rascal, who was known to the police #s'the “ Dandy,”
had escaped with a bag stacked with the famous gold-plate
of Eastwood House, and had fled by wax of the ge?e'r‘park.

Tom Merry -had been the last to see him, as he vanished
over the high wall that separated the deer-park from the .

: . Fasthorpe road. E L . !
== That the cracksman had returned to the scene of his
®crime was extremely improbable; but the fags, as they stood
“listening to the rustling in the wood, .could noj help feeling
" uneasy. In the lighted house they would have smiled ai
idea; in the lonely, shadowy ' deer-park the bare
thought of coming upon a‘dangerous criminal Was unmery-
ing. Somebody was in the shadow of the old tvees, stealing
. along cautiously, and it was not likely to be one of the
keepers after dark and without a{lig&lt or'adog. - T~
"~ Wally set his teeth. - . T .
“It’s some dashed tréspasser,” he muttered. *Somebody
who's got no right here, anyhow. #We’ll rush him and seos

- who it is.”

« E—I sayT’? faltered Reggie.
“Come on! .
direction of thée .rustling sound:
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‘He p]unged recklessly through 8 mass of undervsood heavy
‘with snow,

His comrades- followed»hun. :
The three fags crashed through the underwood through

‘which the unseen man had forced a way; and they heard a
-muffled exclamation as. they did'so.

an open glade, into which the starlight fell. For a moment,

-on the open ground, they caught a glimpse of a running

figure—a man in a thick overcoat. -His back was towards

-them, and all they saw was his coat nm} ap. In a second
‘or two he had vanished into the trees across the glade.

“Well, my only Aunt Jane 1” eJaculated Wal]y.
He ran on.

- “I—=T say, ehuck 1t Wal]y » panted - Ren'gne Mannerv,
“Look here—+"_ * )

“Stop I “shouted Wally, as he ran into the trees and
again gighted the running figure.

The fags were close now to the big old oak w}uch was
their destination, and round the oak the other trees were
thinner, and the starhght glimmered through the leafless

,branche>

The man .in the overcoat ran on ha.ld his 1)ack to the
Si. Jim’s fags

Wally paused and gathezbd up snow \nth both hands.

‘He could ses that he had no chance of running down the

fugitive.

Rapldly he T\neaded a s‘nowball

Whiz !

: The snowball flew Wlth unerrmg aim. Tt crashed on the
back of the running man’s head, and.the sudden blow took
the fugitive entirely by surprise. He stumbled in the dark-
ness and fell, and his head struck against the trunk of a
tree. o
“Goal!” gasped Wally. -

“We ve got him now ! "’ exclalmed Levison minor. “Come

“The three fags ran on hard. But the fallen man was on
his feet again in ‘a twinkling. They saw him press his
hand to his face, and knew that his feaitures must have
suffered from the impact with the tree he had fallen against.
But he ran on, heading for the thickest part of the wood
and disappeared from the sight of the fags.

“N. G..,” said Wally. “We can’t catch him now. I
don’t know that, I want to speexally cither. He s had a
lesson about butting in where he’s not wanted.”

“I—TI say, do you think it was that—that burglar come
back ?” gasped Reggie.

“Of course it wasn’t, fathead !”

“Well, who was it, then?” demanded Reggie.

“Goodness knows !”

“ Anyhow, here’s the ]ol]y old ocak, and if Pongo’s there,
let’s bag. him and clear,” said. Levison minor.

The three fags appronched the old oak. It was the
ancient tree under which, a few nights befme Wally had
witnessed the meeting between ‘the “Dandy ” and. his con-
federate, on the night of the robbery at Eastwood House.
Deep down in thie ancient eak was a hole, and it was in
that cavity that Pongo, when the wandering fit was on him,
sometimes had made himself a den. V\'a]ly bent down and
called :

€« Pongo '!’ -

There was a Jow whine in the darkness.

“Here he is!” said 1’Arcy minor, Wwith gu\at c'zt];f'actron
“T jolly well knew we should find lum here.”

“Bag him, and let’s cut!” said Reggie, with a shiver.

“Blessed if I like this wind.” -

It was not only the wind that Reggie did not like. He
was glancing over his shoulders with great uneasiness; think-
ing of the man who had vanished into the trees.

“Pongo!” called Wally. “Come out, you little rascal!
Do you hear I”

Clink !

There was a movement in the darkness of the hollow under.

the old tree, and-a sound like the clinking of metal. It made
the fags start. -

“What on earth’s that?” asked Frank,

“1 suppose the little beggar has taken something to hlS

den,” said Wally., “He's always bagging things and hiding.

hem He will bao anything from a silk hat to a saucepan- -

I}d
Pongo’s little bright eyes appeared in the narrow opening
in the hollow tree. Wally &r asped ‘him by his sheggy neck

and jerked him out.
“Shove that collar on lum while I hold bim, Frank.”

ocket.

“Right-ho!”

. Pongo whined and cked hn waster’s hawd; YPerhaps he
was repentant; or pefhaps he ion;ldeled 1b~]udlclous to

Wally had thoughtful]y bmught collar and chain in his

Pongo. was owing dog.
“Are you going to wallop him?”-asked Reggie.
“No!” snapped Wally.
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“You sald you were going to abouf: 4 dozext times.”?

“Well, I will next t:me ‘he bunks,” said Wally. “You can
‘see he’s sorry now, ain’t you Pongo;.oid bean 1” -
Pongo whined, and Wally patted Bis head. On the

" frequent oceastons when Pongo gave his master trouble

Wally. .uttered.- the :most terrific ‘threats of what awaited
Pongo when found. But those terrific threats never
materialised infe action—there always seemed to be some
reason for Iettmg Pongo off ti
“T say, let’s see wha,
“Ceuldnn reach 1f Y,

e’s-got in “his: de.n 2 smd Reggle
sard Wally

goes deep.”™
7T try? :

Reggie bent over t'hG wity in the trunk, aid e
arn} into it, - But-his gropi f hand met:

r him to reach

and space—the hollowgéxt%n ed too far down
the extremity.. He grunted and wi his arm..

“Only some rubbish, I suppose,” he sa 27 ¥ Let’s cut!” -

And the three fags. tramped out of .the. par‘k Wa]ly of the
Third leading Pongo on the chain—and Pongo irotting with
his master with the ajr of being - the meekest and_most
obedient dog jn: the. werd noththstandm which, Wally
kept a sharp eyé upon him to see thah he: d,d not ,suddenlg
slip his collar and belt !

=

CHAPTER 3 Suge
Mysﬁerigus' (LIRS
AMES? . )
J» “Yes, sir! . 'l’homa.s s:r 1 smd the footmnn with
a respectful coligh.” -
Arthur Augustus had rung for James,

James was the Eastwood House footman whose especial
duty it was among others—to attend to the requirements of
Master Arthur when hé was at home.

James attended to Gussy’s requirements with great
assiduity, and generally seemed to live, move, and have his
being, within sound of D’Arcy’s bell.

But for once James had not played np, so to speak.

‘D’Arcy had rung for James, but it was Thomas who
appeared in answer to the ring.

Fhe swell of St. Jim’s turned his eyeglass -upon ’lhoma,si"‘
i moulrlngly. &

“I wang for James,” he remar ked.

“Yes, sir. James is absent sir, having gone to the post-
office at Easthorpe, sir,” said Thoma\ “I took the liberty,
sir, of answering your ring, sir, in his place.”

“Thank you vewy much, Thomas,” said A }Jr Augustus
graciously. “Will you h@ve the kindness to wequest my
fwiends to come heah to speak to me—all of them, if they
are indoors.”

“Very good, sir.”

Thomas vanished.

There was a chuckle from D’Arcy minor, who was snttmg
in_an armchair before the fire in Arthur Augnstus room.

D’Arcy minor was taking his ease in his major’s qua.rters,
sprawling on’the armchair, with a pair of rather muddy
boots resting on another chair.

It was not an attitude &f which the swell of St. Jim’s conld
approve, and his glance told as much; but Wally of the
Third was impervious to reproof.

He grinned cheerily at his major,

“Good old Gus!” he remarked.

“Weally, Wally—"~

“Why the thump couldn’t you walk along and tell the
chaps you wanted to speak to them, instead of ringing for a
blinking footman?” inquired Wally.

“I wegard the word blinkin’ as slangy and vulgar, Wally,
Pway do not use it in my pwesence.”

“Go it, Gussy! Here beginneth the first lesson, what?”

“Wats! I am suah that James would have felt slighted
if T had butted in and performed a dutay for him, as you
suggest, Wally. James is vewy pleased ‘o perform his
duties. You are a young ass, Wally, If I hag been awah
that James was absent, howevah 1 should not: have wung.
I should have asked you to wun along and tell the fellows
ta come heah.”

“You could have asked,” assented Wally; implying that
hm elegant major would have made the request in vain.

“Pway take your feet off that chair, Wally! You are

makin’ it quite mudday.”

“I’'m sure es will be pleased to rub the mud oﬁ » said
Wally. ““James is so pleased to perform his duties.”

“It is inconsidewate, Wally, to assign unnecessawy duties -
g:) a mauﬂelvant ‘howevah willin’ he may ‘be to perform

hem,’

¢ “Dear man' If he tramps upstaxrs every time you'

a chair,” said Wally cheerily. “I'm quite comfy as F=
“J wegard you as an absolute 3bung wuffian, Wally.” "
“Go hon!”

“Hallo, old bean, here we are !” said Tom Merry, comirg
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; Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s “den” with Manners and
- Blake and Herries and Digby followed the Terrible Three
i = - 3 .

“Yaas, wathaht’ . .
- “Qive it gaame,” said Herries.
. “Pway sit down, deah.boys. I must wequest you to excuse
my minah—I am quite awah that you are shocked at him,
‘but the young wuffian has learned fwightfully bad mannahs
in the Third Form, you know.” L e
Wally winked at the St. Jim's juniors, without changing
his comfortable though somewhat inelegant attitude.
-3 Don’t mind, Gussy, you men,” he said.. “He will run
on? “Tt’s his lower jaw that moves—and he can’t stop it.”
=1 wequest you to be silent, Wally.”

%J'm mim ! :Rattle on, old bean.”

“Arthur Augustus breathed hard. . .
A vewy cuwious thing has occurred, you chaps,” he said.
£ Wally has just told me about it, and I thought I would tell

ZYou fellows. It may have somethin’ to do with the burglawy

n.
““ Anything on?_””askcd Blake.

~ =that took place heah a few days ago—though I admit that

* I do not see the connection. But it is vewy odd, you know.
Tell the fellows about what happened in the deer-park,
 Wally.,” -° :

Wally did not speak. L

“Do._you heah me, Wally?” -

No ‘angwer. )

“Bai Jove! Are you deaf, you young ass?”’.

Wally of the Third seemed to be deaf. If he heard, he
heeded not. S e . .
—Eg-it, Wally,” said Tom Merry encouragingly. .

“Gussy’s’_requested me to be silent,” explained Wally.
“As a dutiful young brother I'm cavrying out his instrue-
tions.” = ’ .

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You young ass!"” roared Arthur Augustus, “I wequest
youkto tell these chaps at once what happened in the deer-
par .’I -

“*You don’t seem to know your own mind for two minutes

together, old bean.”

. ¢ Weally, Wally—" - I -

“Shut up, then, and I'll go ahead,” said %ﬂy, ruthlessly
JAerrupting- his major,  “Give your chin a rest, old man;
it must be-tired, anyhow.” - )

“Get on with the washing, kid,” said Blake.

Wally of the Third proceeded io relate the. cumous

pisode.in the dees-park, during the search.for Pongo.

T%ﬁinniors listened with intorest. . .
“;?f ur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon them in.

uiringly when the fag had finished. ;
= 2 =

S

“What. do you fellows think ?”’ he asked. . .

“Well, it's jolly odd,” said Tom Mgrry thoughtfully. “I
don’t see why anybody should have ﬁée%rooting round in
the deer-park after dark, or why he shoutd bunk from these
fags. He must have been after something that he couldn’s
own up to.” ' )

“Couldn’t have been a keeper or anybody .belonging to
the estate, or he wouldn’t have bolted,” said Lowther.

“Wathah not !” :

“Or a.poacher ?” said Digby. ’

Arthur Augustus shook his-head. =,

“There is nothin’ in the old deer-park to poach,” he said.

: “There dre no deer there now—and nothin’ else, except
perhaps a few wabbits, But the fellow must have been
aftah somethin’.”

Manners looked very thoughtful.

“You didn’t see the man’s face, Wally ?” he asked.-

“No—only his back. I fancy his face was a bit damaged,
though,” grinned Wally.  “He flopped over right against a
tree when I caught him on the back of the head with a
snowball. He put his paw to his face as if he was hurt.
But he got clear all right.” .

“What about his build? Anything like the man who was
here who called himself Lagden, and who turned out to bo
a cracksman—the Dandy, as Inspector Watkins calls him 2"

" Wally reflected for a moment and shook his head>

:‘ Nq,ﬁl’m sure.noi : He was shorter and fatter.”
< Oh :

"said Manners.
urse, there is pwobably nothin’ in it,” said Arthur
us. “But it is vewy wemarkable - that” anybody
-shotild be waitin’ about in that lonely place in this fweezin’
weathah, for nothin’. It was in the deer-park that the
burglah was almost captured, with the bag in his hand’ with
the pater’s gold plate in it. I can’t imagine any weason
'why he should have come back, unlessee—"

“Unless what?” asked Herries.

“He was fwightfully wushed that night, you know, and
he may have dwopped some of his plundah. We were all
aftah him—James, the footman, you know, almost got his
hands on him once, and Tom Mewwy saw him gettin’ ovah
the wall and nearly gwabbed him. In such a wush, he may
have dwopped somethin’-of value, and he may have had
the awful cheek to come back and look for it.” ;

“It’'s possible!” said Tom. e . : ]

“You see, there’s snow on the g@d, and if the wascal
dwopped a gold pot or somethin’, it would most likely be
hidden fwom -sight,” said Arthur ®ugustus. “He had his
| bag cwammed with thing&he had bagged fwom the pater’s
1 safe. It is so vewy odd for a stwanga% to be waitin’ about
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the deer-park at night, that it seems to' be possible it is
somethin’. of this sort,” . .
“Only Waly thinks the man didn’t look like the burglar,
from what he saw of him,” said Dig. . .
“Might be- an aceomplice,” suggested Blake. “The
Dandy wouldn’t care to show up in this neighbourhood
himself; I should think. .But if he.dropped some of the
Joot, .and it’s lying about in the snow, he might send a pal

to look for it.”

'

There was a general nodding of- heads. -,
~ “That’s likely enough,” said Lowther.

“That’s what T was thinking,” said Wally. “That’s why
I told Gussy about it. I wonder if T ought to tell the pater?
He doesn’t let on; but he’s awfully worried about losing
the stuff. Some of it’s heirlooms—gold tankards and
things. Only the pator would very likely think I was mak-
ing a mountain out of a moléhill.”

“If it’s possible that some of the plunder is lying about
in the park. under the snow, the place ought to be jolly
well searched,” said Fom Merry decidedly. *Of course, the
Dandy may have dropped some of it—he only got away by
the skin of his teeth. I didn’t think of it before, but it's
quite likely.” .

“Yaas, wathah!”?

“What about making a search ourselves?” asked Tom.
“There are plenty of us to go over the ground, and if
there’s anything there, we can find it—if not, we needn’t
bother anybody about it.”

“Good egg!” said Blake.

“Vewy good,” said Arthur Augustus. “We can take
electwic torches, you know, and have a good look wound,
and twy again to-mowwow. Shall we cleah out aftah
dinnah and twy it on?” .

“Let’s I” said Blake. “It would be no end of a ecatch to
get back some of the things.”

Arthur Augustus rose. = .

“Then it’s settled,” he said. “We’ll have a litile wun
this evenin’, and see if there’s anythin’ in it, befoah
bothewin’ the pater about it.”

D’Arcy touched the bell.

“What are you ringing for now, fathead ?” asked Wally-

of the Third.  _

“I shall wequiah some thick boots, and a cap, and a vewy.
warm ovahcoat, Wally, if I am goin’ out this evenin’. It
is necessawy to tell James to.have them weady, isn’t it, you
young ass?”

Wally winked at Tom Merry & Co.

“You rang, sir!”

“Yaas, Thomas! T am sowwy to give you the twouble of
comin’ up,” said Arthur Augustus graciously. “Has not
James weturned yet?” h

“Yes, sir; but I am sorry to say that James has had an
accident, sir,” said Thomas.

“Bai Jove! I twust it is nothin’ sewious, Thomas 7”

“No, sir. He slipped on the ice in Easthorpe Lane, and
cut his face a little, sir,” said Thomas. “He had rather a

. severe blow, sir, on his face. If you will excuse him, sir, I

will take on his duties this evening, sir.” -

“Vewy good, Thomas-~ Pway tell James that I sym-
pathise with him vewy sincerely.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

Tom Merry & Co. left D’Arcy’s den—leaving him giving
the respectful Thomas very particular instructions as to the

garments he would need later that cvening.

CHAPTER 4. B
Caught in the Dark ! E

OM MERRY & CO. gatbered in D’Arey’s d
the evening. It was a very extensive den,

as half a dozen studies at St. Jim’s. Outside-

windows was a balcony, from. which it was easy to

reach the ground; and it was by that outlet that the juniors
intended to leave for their search in the deer-park. It was
not quite certaingavhether Lord Fastwood would quite
approve of the expedition at night; so it was a case of the
least said and the soonest mended. If nothing came of the
search, there avas no need to mention the matter at all;
while if—as was barely possible—something eame of it, it
would be a pleasant surprise for his lordship. The re.
covery of even a part of the loot would be, as Blake re-
marked, the most welcome sort of birthday present for
D’Arey’s noble pater.

The St. Jim’s juniga®gathered round D’Arcy’s fire for a
shat before preparing for the expedition. They were chat-
ting cheerily, when thgre was a discreet tap at the door,
and James the footman™presented. himself.

“If you will excuse me, sir, I should like to speak to you,
sir 1 said' James respectfully.
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“Certainly, James! Twot in,” said Arthur Augustus,

James trotted in, -

The swell of St. Jim’s looked very sympathetic. There was
a dark bruise on James’ clean-shaven cheek, and his nose
was a little swollen. He looked as if he had had a rather
severe fall.

James.was .a young man, nct over twenty-five, rather
thick-set and muscular in build. He had a quiet ‘and umn-
obtrusive manner, and the juniors, so far as they had
noticed him at all, thought him a very pleasant and oblig-
Ing young man. Sq Tom Merry & Co. were! all sympathetic
about his little accident, Co- o

You seem to have had wathah a severe knock, James,”
said Arthur Augustus. .

“Yes, sir. I slipped on the ice, and my face struck a
s?or}-‘e in the lane, sir,” said James. “It was a little painfual,
S1r.

“I am vewy sowwy, James.” "

“Thank you, sir. You are always very kind, sir,” said
Janies. #1If you have no objection. sir, I should like to go
to my room for the evening to lie down, as my head feels a
little dizzy, sir, from the shock. Thomas has kindly oifered
to take my place, sir—> )

“That 1s all wight, James,” said Arthur Augustus. -~ “I
shall no! want anythin’ more to-night.. Don’t you ihink
you had bettah see a medical man about your injuwy ?” :

“Oh, no, sir; it is really a trifle!” said James. “I am
sure, sir, that I shall be quite fit for my duties in the
morning if you would kindly dispense with my services for

this evening, sir.”

“Vewy well, James, pway go to bed at once, and_I twust
you will have a good night’s west.”

“Thank you, sir! Good-night, zir, and gentlemen !” said
James. :

“Good-night, James !

“Good-night !” said-the juniors cordially. .

And the young man quietly retired, closing ihe door gently
after him. Manners of the Shell glanced after him rather
curiously as he went. :

“A vewy nice young man, you fellows,” said Arthir
Augustus when the door had closed on the- footman. - “It

is foo bad that he has knocked his chivvy about like that,

99

isn’t it
“Hard cheese!” said Tom Merry.

“I was thinkin’ of takin’ James along with us, you know,"” -

satid Arthur Augustus. “He is wathah a hefty chap, and
would be useful if we came on some wuffian. But as he is
injahed, of course, I could not ask him. Anyhow, there
will be seven.of us;, Wally and his fwiends are not comin’,
and they would not be any use if theyedid.” .

A _little later the St. Jim’s juniors donned coats and
mufflers and caps and thick boots, and quitted D’Arcy's
room by way of the balcony. .

It was a fine, clear night, sharply cold and with a Little
wind, but the sky was clear as steel and studded with
glittering stars. Most of the juniors had electric torches in
their pockets, but they did not need them for the walk to
the deer-park, the starlight was ample.
had_provided himself with a stick, chiefly for the purpose of

-raking over the snow under the old trees in search of hidden

loot, but partly as weapons of defence if such shonld be
needed. There was at least a chance that the lurking figure
Wally & Co. had seen in the deer-park was that of ihe
cracksman, returning for some nefarious reason of his own,
and a meeting with the “Dandy ” in a lonely spot was
likely to have an element of danger. -

The St. Jim’s juniors left the home park of Eastwood and
followed .a narrow, rutty lane, thick with frozen snow, {u
the more distant deer-park. .They were soon under the
shadow. of the ancient trees, where in old days wild deer
had wandered. )

“It was somewhah near the hollow oak that Wally saw
that wottah, whoevah he was,” remarked Arthur Augustus.
*That’s wight in the middle of the wood. Come on!” o

He led the way by a scarcely discernible path, upon which
the starlight ghmmered through a network- of leafless
branches and twigs.

“Hallo!” murmured Tom Merry.
as if the johnnie is here again !”

“Bai Jove! It's a light!”

" “My hat!? <.

“Under the dark
‘of a gleamingdight. s .

It was evident that it proceeded from an electric torch—
a beamn of white, bright light that cut the darkness like a
knife. . L

“Bai_Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustas, gripping the

“Look there! Laocks

heavy Malacca  cane ®with which he had armed himself,

“Bai Jove! The wottah must have come back, aige;- a'll,Y
you know! Don’t turn on a light; let’s close in onzhim
and nail him, you fellows.
whethah he’s the giddy cwacksman or not {?

3 F

Each of the party .

trees the juniors suddenly caught sight

Then we shall jolly soon see:

»
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. "Let’s!” agreed Tom Merry. Fo- .
The juniors strained their eyes, but they could see nothing

. of the man who held the light.

The bright beam was playing on the trunks of the old-

trees and on brambles thick with frost as it slowly moved;
evidently in search of something.

For what was the unknown man seeking? -

It seemed scarcely possible that this mysterious search in
the deer-park in the darkness of the winter night had no
connection with the late burglary at Eastwood House.

The only possible explanation—so far as the jumiors could
see, at least—was that the Dandy, or some conifederate of
the rascal, was searching the deer-park for some article of
value dropped by the thief in his hurried flight. It was
difficult to imagine any other reason for the search. The
deer-park was a solitary place, seldom trodden by any foot
but that of a keeper, or by the woodmen whe thinned the
trees in the autumn. No one could be imagined  to. have

~dropped or lost any article there, as might have happened
in the lanes or roads or in the home-park, where there was
a right-of-way open to the public. -
Tom Merry & Co. pushed on very cautiously.

T O e o e+ § el @ B b+ e

St Jimsingtesi

No. 20.

YO'U’VE often heard of York-

shire grit,

.

JACK BLAKE,

of the Fourth.

saw only the man’s back, but he realised that this was not
the Dandy—the cracksman whom he and the rest had chased
in the wood a few nights before. It was a man of quite a
different build, who ran swiftly, but much less actively than
the Dandy and much less lightly.

“Oh, my hat!” § .

Tom caught his foot in a root and went stumbling, and
his torch dropped to the ground and expired.

““This way!” came a shout. ‘‘This way, deah boys!”

Tom Merry scrambled up in_the darkness. .

As he did so something brushed against him, and the next
moment a grip was fastened on him, and he was borne to
the ground.

His heart thumped. .

But he returned grip for grip; and struggled fiercely.
His thought was that the fugitive had turned on him, and
the sense of imminent danger nerved him to a fierce struggle.

He rolled over with his antagonist and got the upper -
hand. is knee was planted on a panting.chest. .

“This way!” he shouted. “Bring a light, you chaps!

““Bai Jove! Oh cwumbs!” Lo

That breathless exclamation came feom beneath him.

» o0 ——e{ @ Q-

—

Such trifling tiffs do not” impair
. The friendship warm and hearty

Al'ﬁ] Blallt.e:5 is i Yorkshive,
e quality is famous;
&ery bit—

His deeds will never shame us.
He is a king without a crown,

The Fourth’s intrepid 'leader,
Whose valiant deeds of high renown

Delight each ardent reager.

Before Tom Merry made his bow
Blake held the top position;

He holds a humbler status now,
Though not without ambition.

Perhaps the day will dawn at lengih
When he’ll be reinstated ;

And then he’ll go from strength to

strength, - :

With victory elated!

In Study No. 6 he lives,
And you may safely trust us

To laugh at all the “cheek ” he

gives .. . ;

To the renowned -Augustus!

That noble youth is sore distressed
When inky showers start splashing ;

“You’ve wuined, Blake, my Sunday

st
You’ll get a feahful thwashin’ |”

JACK BLAKE,

Leader of Study No. 6.

That thrives between the fellows
hen—
A gay and cheery party.
The chums of Study Number Six
Will always stand together
In_ every feud, in every fix,
Through fair and stormy weather.

Jack Blake is always to the fore

In strenuous footer tussles;
He knows the way to -shoot and

score,

He never slacks, but hustles!
He is a Trojan in the fray,

A forward fleet and clever; -
The “Saints” have often won the

ay - ‘
Through Blake’s superb endeavorir,

True son of Yorkshire, you bLave
earned
Our warmest admiration;
And countless readers must have
yearned
To give congratulation
To one who always plays the game
In such a worthy manner;
Thovsands would love to share your

fame,
And march bereath your banner!

HARRY MANNERS, (rirsiszerosmmr

* e

——

After a few whispered words they separated, in order to
approach the man with the light from differcnt directions
and hem him in against the old vak. . )

But, ~cautious as they were, there was a rustling and
swaying in the thick wood as they advanced. arid all of a
sudden the light near the old oak vanished. The man had
heard them. . )

Tom Merry was quite near the oak when the light was
suddenly shut off. He realised that fufther caution was

-useless, and he turned on his own light and ran forward,

" He heard a sound of hurried breathing. i

Flashing his light. round, he had a glinipse of a figure in
an overcoat darting away among the trees.

“This way!” shouted Tom. 13

¢ After him!” bawled Blake, catching sight at the same
moment of the running figure.

“Yaas, wathah!” _

There came a orashing in the underwood. Tom Merry
raced after. the vanishing man, his light gleaming every
now and then on the running figure agﬁ% glimpsed it. He

...._-.-__..-.m&s

“Gussy !” he yelled. -

“Gweat Scott! Is that you, Tom Hewwy?

“You—you ass!” gasped Tom. B

“Weally, you know——"’

Tom Merry jumped -up. He had made 2 capture; but
as he had captured only Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, he had
no desire to keep him.

“You frabjous assI” he exclaimed. “What did you collar
me for? I thought it was that rotter turning on me.”

“Bai Jove! I was undah the impwession that you were
that wottah, Tem Mewwy !” gasped Arthur -Augustus,

“Got him ?” exclaimed Blake, rushing up with a gleaming
light. “Why, what—what’s this game?”

““That ass—" - R

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——" '

Tom burst into a laugh. | &

“Gussy and I caught one another,” he said.
suppose the man’s got clear!” .

" %And 1

“What wotten luck!” said Axthur Augustus, as he
. Tee Gex Lisrary,—No. 936.
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staggered to his feet. “Tt Wwas weally wathah obtuse of you,"

Tom Mewwy.” . . A
“Fathead !’ L. :
“Weally, you know—"

“He’s gone !” said Herries, coming up. “I wish: T had
my bulldog Towser here. Towser would have tracked him:
down in next to-no’time.” Would you like ‘me to send to

8t. Jim’s for Towser, D’ércy i

“Weally, Hewwies—" - s
“He’s gone !” said Manners. “I suppose it was the same

chap that young Wally saw. Are We ‘going after him, or;

are we going to hunt for the giddy loot?”

“We shall never find hinr now,” said Tom. “Let’s huht;

for the leot—that’s really what we came for.”
“Pile in, then,” said Blake. = -~ .

It was clear that the man was. no loﬁgé;- ‘ithin the con-’
- fines of the deer-park, and the S$t..Jim’s juniors proceeded
ﬁ for which they had left Eastwood House.

It was not_an; easy search. -

On the supposition that the Daxvrd_&;fin his wild flight with |
the_pursuers. close at his heels, had -dropped some of his
plunder, the.articles- might have been dropped anywhere in:

the deer-park, and the domain was extensive.. = The trees
and underwood grew thickly, and among them show was
packed, and_in the ground there were many hollows and
little ravines choked with snow and dead, withered leaves.
Tom Merry & Co, realised that they had set themselves a
task that required rather days than hours for'its complétion.
But they set to work cheerily enough. © .. ¢ oo
The party scattered. in different directions, flashing. their

lights under the trees and into the ~frozen.bushes, and:

poking into corners and recesses with their sticks,

For a good hour they kept-it up, but nothing had been
brought to light of greater value than twigs and stones.

Then they gathered again at the old oak.

“Any luck 7” asked Tom Merry, looking round.

“Nix !” saids Blake. .

““Nothing doing !” said Monty Lowther.

“Well, we couldn’t expect anything, except by luck,”
said Tom. “It’s too jolly big a place to be searched in an
hour. But now we’ve seen that man searching, with our
ewn giddy eyes, I think we’ve enough to go upon to tell
your father about it,-D’Arcy, and he can-call in-Inspector
Watkins if he thinks fit. If Lord Eastwood thinks there’s
anything in it, he will set the keepers to search the place
from end to end.” i

“Yaas, wathah !” P
~And Tom Merry ‘& Co., tired and a little disappointed,

‘set out to tramp back to Eastwood IHouse.

CHAPTER 5.
) The Man with the Camera !
uG OOD-MORNING, sir!1?

“Bai Jove! - Good-mornin’ 1"
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had never, so far as
he knew, seen the individual who greeted him, but
he answered. his greeting very politely. :
It was a bright and sunny morning, and the snow was
melting in the thick hedges. Arthur Augustus was saunter-
ing along the lane that bordered the deer-park, in company
with Blake and Herries and -Digby.
In the deer-park there was a good deal of movement
going on. . . R L
Lord Eastwood had been acquainted with the incidents
of the previous night, -and, rather to the relief "of the
juniors, his lordship had taken the information with serious-
ness. They had rather feared that his lordship would pooh-
pooh the matter, and perhaps think that the schoolboys had

allowed their imaginations to run away with them a little.

Instead of which, D’Arcy’s father had listened with grave
intentness, and telephoned to Inspector Watkins at Easthorpe
without delay. ’

Quite early in the morning the inspector and several

constables were in th® deer-park, joined by half a dozen’

keepers belonging to the estate, and the whole place was
being carefully examined, ‘

Both. Lord Eastwood and the inspector considered it
quite possible that the fleeing cracksman might have lost
some of his loot in his hurried flight; and at all events, it
was a suspicious circumstance that the deer-park was being
searched at night by some person unknown under cover of
darkness. - =

That the ‘unknown 'searcher was a confederate of the
Dandy seemed quite possible; anyhow, the matter was well

worth looking into. Accordingly, the search was going 6n’

through the lengih and bréadth of the old deer-park, and it
was fairly certain that if the fleeing thief had dropped any

- of his plunder there it would be discovered ‘during the day.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther were joining in
the search, as well as Waily & Co. of the Third. Artliur
Tuoe Gem Lisrary,—No. 936 .
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Augustus was a little later to join up, and his friends of
the Fourth had waited for him. - They were about to turn
into the deer-park from the narrow lane, when the stranger
accosted Arthur Augustus with a cheery “Good-morning !”’
He.was a. shabbily-dressed man,:in an overcoat that had
seen much service, with a .general air of respectable poverty
which caused- Arthur Augustus to addpt his politest manner
in speaking to him. : Lpoen L ET
His nose was extremely red, perhaps with the cold, his
eyebrows very thick-and shaggy and ‘grey; and a ragged

" mousfache half-hid his mouth. - Under=his shabby arm he
“earried a’'large camera. * A large pair of “spectacles adorned

his red nose. : . o : 2

“Takin’ photogwaphs, what?” asked Arthur Augustus
politely, . - o : ’ g4 *

“Yes, sir,” said. the shabby gentleman.” “If you®Young
gentlemen would care to have ‘your photographs taken, my
charges are very reasonable.” St

“Bai Jove!” : . )

“We’re in rather a hurry,” said Blake. .-

It was a ‘sunny morning;- but it was very cold, and the -
8t. Jim’s juniors certainly had no desire to stand about
being photographed. Moreover, they ‘were- on~their way
to join the searchers in the deer-park.

“Yaas; wathah!” said .Arthur Angustus;™““We've got an
engagement, you know. Thank you vewy much, all the

= 2]

same.” 5 . R L e,

The shabby gentleman looked disappointed;-and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy’s kind heart ‘smote -him. gy

“Aftah ally-we can spare<a few ‘minutes,” he said.

“You are very kind, -sir,” said the photographer. He
unslung his camera at once. “I should charge you only
five shillingsfor a group, cabinet size.”

“Look here, we can’t hang about,” said Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies—" g -

“It’s jolly cold standing about; you know,” remarked
Digby. . . . .
“Weally, Dig—" g .

“Tell you what!” said Blake, with a grin."‘You have
your photograph taken in a group by yourself, Gussy,-
while we get on.” ’

“Hear, hear! grinned Dig. .

“Jolly good idea !” concurred Herries. “Come on!” -

“Vewy well, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustys. “I will
come aftah.you in a few minutes.” )

And the three juniors went on inte the deer-park and
disappeared while the photographer was arranging his
camera,

Arthur Augustus remained where he was.

“This is a very beautiful countryside, sir,” remarked the
photographer. “You live about here, perhaps, sir?”

D’Arcy smiled. :

“Yaas; I live at Eastwood House, yondah, when T am not
at school,” he answered.

.“The big house?” asked the shabby gentleman, with an
air of being greatly impressed. “I was told in the village
that that is the residence of Lord Eastwood, a very great
man insthese parts, and very popular in the county.”

“Yaas; wathah! He is my patah.”

“Bless me! Then you must be Lord Conway?” said the
shabby gentleman.

“Oh, no; old Conway is my eldah bwothah,” said D’ Arey.
“He is not at home now. Are you weady ?” ..

. “Just a minute or two. I did not know that I was speak-
ing to a son of his lordship, sir. I trust you will excuse the
tiberty T took in addressing you.” . R

“My deah chap, why shouldn’t you speak to me?” said

Arthur Augustus good-naturedly. It .is all wight !”

“Thank you, sir!” :
€

‘I twust you are doin’ good business withiur camewah
added Arthur Augustus,

The shabby gentleman shook his head. £ o

“The fact is, sir, business is very bad,” he said. “Per-
haps I may mention that I am not, properly speaking, an
itinerant photographer. I have anestablishment,. sir, at
Winchester—it is possible that you have heard of Snooks’
Artistic Photographic Studios ?*? ’

“Sowwy, no!” .

“Probably not—probably not!” assented Mr. Snooks.
“Owing to—hem—a somewhat pressing shortage of eash, I
have taken up this line for the.present; but generally speak-
ing I am by no means an itinerant photographer.” ‘

"I quite undahstand,” assented Arthur Aiigustus. . 3

He deeply sympathised with the shabby gentleman, who
had apparently had to turn his back on his Artistic Photo-

raphic Studio, and take up the less distinguished line of

itinerant photographer.

“There, sir—ready! If you will stand quite still—"*
“Yaas, wathah!™ : . ) «
“I need not ask you to smile, sir, ‘as I generally do, your

expression being naturally so very kind and pleasant,” said

Mr. Snooks. S '

“Bai Jove! You are vewy flattewin’,”




Tom Merry rolled over with his antagonist and got the upper hand. His knee was planted on a panting chest. ‘¢ This
way ! ' shouted the St. Jim’s junior. ‘‘Bring a light, you chaps!” ‘‘ Bai Jove! Oh, cwumbs!' That breathless
exclamation came from beneath Tom Merry. * Gu(s‘;y '(,:i’z ﬁt. yzl;ad. ‘ Gweat Scott! Is that you, Tom Mewwy ? *?

i ee Chapter 4. .

“Not at all, sir! I am well aware that you have given

me a turn, out of sheer kindness of heart, and that .my work

will be ¢f no great value to & young gentlercan in your
position m life,” said Mr. Snooks. “I am poor, sir, and
have a somewhat hard row to hoe in my line of business,
but I have not forgotten how to be grateful for kindness.
Theltjei( ?it—quxte still for one moment.”. . :

ick! :

““One moment again, sir—exactly—"

Click !

"‘hThank you very much, Master D’Arcy. That is guite all
right.”

“Bai Jove! You seem to know my name, Mr. Snooks.”

Mr. Snooks smiled. . . . ;

‘“As you are a son of Lord Hastwood, sir, I naturally
concluded that you bore Lord Eastwood’s family name, sir,”

“Yaas, wathah! I nevah thought of that,. Mr. Snooks,”
said Arthur Augustus innoeently.

“I have heard in the village, sir, that a burglary took
place at his lordship’s house a few days ago,” said Mr.
Snooks. oy .

“Yaas, that iscowwect.”.

- Y trust that the villain has been caught, sir, and the

goods recovered 2” :

“Neithah, as it happens, Mr. Snocks,” said D’Arcy. “But
the police are hot on the twack of the wascal.”

l\lir. Snooks blinked at hima over his black-rimmed spee-
tacles. - ) .

“I hope they will catch him soon, sir. By the way, sir,
if I am not trespassing too far on your great kindness—"

“Pway go on, Mr, Snooks!” :

“As you are the.son of the land-owner here, sir, perhaps
you can tell me whether there would be any objection to
my taking photographs in the locality,” said Mr. Snooks.
“I have an idea for a series of Nature photographs, to be
entitled ‘The Natural Beauties of Hampshire,” of which
I think I might make a success. If it should turn out well, T
think it might be a very good thing for me—I think? sir,
that my landlord at Winchester migﬁt’ accept one set, as a
partial. set-off against rent owing. for some time.. But [
should be very unwilling to disturb the privacy of any
gentleman.” = A

“My deah chap, 1 can answah for it that my patah
would not object to your -takin’ any photogwaphs you like

‘searchin’ fwom end to. end of the deer-park now.

on his estate,” said Arthur Augustus. ““I will mention it
to him; but I assuah you that you can go ahead just as
you like.” : =
“Thank you, sir—thank you,” said Mr. Snooks. “T am a
stranger in these parts, but I have been told in the vil-
lage that there is an ancient deer-park on Lord Eastwood's
estate, containing some wonderfully pictiresque scenery.
If T could take a few snaps there, without intrudin, £
. “Certainly, Mr,- Snooks. Perhaps you had bettah not do
it torday, howevah, as the deer-park is bein’ searched at

»

pwesent by a lot of people, and they would be wathah in
4 )

your way, I should {hink. !
Mr. Snooks gave quite a start. k]

“Did you say searched, sir?” he asked. “Is someone lost
in the deer-park? Bless me!”

“Not at all; but we have wathah an ideah that some-
thin’ may have been dwopped there,” said Arthur Augustus.
“Pwobably the search will be ovah by to-night, and to-
mowwow you will have a cleah field:” )

“ After your kindness to me, sir, I should be ‘very happy
to-join in the search, if I could be of any use. -What has
been lost, sir—a watch, perhaps, or money?”

“Oh, no! We think’ that the burglah the othah night
may have dwopped some of his plundah in gettin’ away,”
explained Arthur Augustus. “So there’s a cwowd of men
Pway
don’t take any twouble to help—there are lots at it now.”

“Bless me !” said Mr. Snooks. “Lord Eastwood’s keepors,
I have no doubt; and doubtless the local police?”

“Yaas, wathah.” . . .

“I trust the search will he successful,” said Mr. Snooks.
“No doubt it will go on-after nightfall, if no discovery is
made during the day.” . E

“I hardly think so,” said Arthur Augustus, “They will
go ovah evewy foot of gwound by to-night; I should think.
But I must: be gettir’ on,: Mr. Snpeeks, as I am goin’ to
help. Good-mornin’!” . :

“The phatograph will be sent on, sir,” said Mr. Snooks.
“The negative will be sent to my studio to be developed

| and printed. It will be finished, sir, in first-class style, and

)

put through our special finishing process.”» :
“Vewy good, Mr. Snooks:” ’ s
- i Tue GEM LiBRARY.—No. 936.-
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a “If you are not in a hurry for it, sir, shall we say a few
ays—" . ) )
" Vewy good !”: oy et
“It will reach you hy post, sir.” o
“Quite s0. - Good-morning, Mi. Snooks!” ;

W

“. “Ahem!’ And no‘doubt youn will send on the—ahem—the

tive-shillings, sir~—=" murmured Mr. Snooks. -
Arthar Augustus jumped. . - -

He had quite forgoiten that trifling iteﬁi. . His hand slid.

into_his pocket at cnece. . . | y .

“Bal Jove «.Pway excuse-me, Mr. Snooks. I had quite
ovahlooked that!” he exclaimed. *I will pay for the photo-
gwapli now? " - e o %

“You are very kind, sir. Shall T give you a receipt?”

“ Pway don’t twouble,  ,Good-mornin’ 1

“Good-morning, sir!

Arthur Augustus nodded kindly, and walked on, disappear
ing into the wood ‘in the direction his comiades had taken.

Mr. -8nooks, phétographer, looked aiter him curiously.
He rubbed his red nose theughtfully, - -

“By gad!” he muttered under his breath.
deer-park-— "By gad! And I might bave run right into
tiie whole crew of theni! By gad! ‘I don't think anybody
would recognise the Dandy in this rig; ‘but—— Phew!”

Hg whistled. - L Y : : A

A policeman’s helmet showed' among the trees, and the

. constable glanced inio the Iane.

doing. .-

Mr. Snooks packed his camera wnder his-arim, and rather

<'hurriredly wal'k‘ed off in the direction of Eastharpe.

e —

) CHAPTER 6.
- .~ Manners Thinks it Out !
T OM MERRY & CO. had a busy day.

“rooting ” through the recesses of the deer-park. .
Extensive as the place was, and full of remote
tangled cornersfand 'recesses, thick with snow, the search

was so thorough# that it was not likély that any spot -

remained unexamined.  But when the wintry sun went
down nothing had been discovered. Every bank and drift
of snow had been raked over, every bush and bramble péne-
trated and searched,
was disappointment,

There was still a possibility that some small article,
dropped by the flecing cracksman, might lie in some nook,
only to be discovered when the snow had thawed and gone.
But so far asextensive and thorough searching could reveal,
there waginothing to be found. .

“Nething in it, I'm afraid,” Tom Merry remarked as the
juniors walked back to Kastwood House in the winter dusk.
“It wag @ chance, and worth-goig into; but théie’s nothing

“Looks like it.” agresd Lowther. -

*“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. “But—"
© “But what?? : .

“That wottah who was searchin’ rhe park last night was
searchin’ for somethin’. 1f he had nothin’ to do with the
wobbewy, what was his' game?” ‘ i

“I give that one up!” said Towm,
another.” 5 -

“What do you ihink, Manners?” asked Monty Lowther,
noti(EiUg the thoughtfiil Trown on the face of Manners of the
Shell. .

“I think we shall have {o give up the idea that the Dandy
dropped some of his loot, and that a confederate of his is here
to search for it,” ‘said Manners, *The place has been
rounted over from end to end. Anything dropped there would
have been found; it's a practicdl certainty.”

“'Then you'don’t think that man Jast night is a confederate
of the giddy crasksman?”

“He may or may not be,” said Manners. “But. whoever
and whatever he is, he wasn’t looking for some odd thing or

with a smile. “Ask me

other dropped by g¢hance by a running man. There’s nothing -

of the kind to be found ilere. But—>
Mannergspansed. ’
“I've been thinking,” he said; “but I haven’t got it quite
clear yet. The man last night was after something, and we
want to know what he was after, Now it’s fairly clear that
the cracksman never dropped anything from his bag. 1
wonder——"

“Well, what do you Wozider, old bean ?” asked Blake, with

a grin. iy .

“I wonder whelher somebody else, as well as ourselves,
had the idea that the cracksinan might have left something
behind him in the deer-park 7” said Manners quietly. “Some-.
body in this neighbourhood, I mean—not a confederate of
the Dandy at all.” ’

“Oh!” said Tom.

‘“Yhat’s it.”

“Bai Jove! I.nevah thought of that, you know. There

Tre Gt LiBrary.—No. 936. o
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From early morn iill dewy eve the searchers were

every hollow probed; and the result
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has been no end of%k about the burglawy, and some chap
in the village might have the idea of lookin’ for valuables
, ht have been dwopped,” remarked Arthur Augustus.
_*“In the village 1 repeated Mahners. * Yes, perhaps. Or
one of the keepers on the estate, Gussy.”

- Imposs, deah boy.” .
-+ “Why impossible 7” : .

“Because the man, whoever he was, bolted when we got
aftah him, and a keepah wouldn’t have had any “weason for
boltin’, you know.” g *

Manners smiled,

“No, I suppose not,” he said,

“Wathah not, you know.”

Tom Merry gave his chum a rather curious look. - He
could see that there was more in Manners’ théught than he
had explained. ‘ :

Manners did not pursue the subject, however; hé relapsed
into thoughtful silence as they walked on to Eastwood House.

After tea the St. Jim’s fellows gathered by the log-fire
in the hill, talking over the incidents of the ds;y. Manners
sat silent_for a long time, and Tom and Lowther observed
ul Brow, and wondered what was passing in his
en. Manners spoke at.last,. however; it was not on
of the search in_the deer-park. ' :

ian,” he said.
boy 7 ST AN

“How is your.man James getting on?*” .

“James is all wight, Mannahs. .He. was .helpin’ in the
search to-day, ’{Ou knew,” said D’Arcy. “Didn’t you notice
him? He still has a bwuise on-his face, poor chap; but
othahwise I think he is all wight.”, e B

“He sSeems a very obliging chap,” said Manners.

“Oh, yaas!” S i

“I was thinking of asking him to go down to the post-
office at Easthorpe, and inquire after a parcel for ‘me,” said
Manners. “If you wouldn’t mind sending him, ‘Gussy——"

“I am suah James would be vewy.pleased to go, Mannahs,”
answered Arthur Augustus. The swell of, 8t.' Jini’s glanced

round at Thomas, who was hovering, in ‘the hall. - “Thomas,,ﬁ.

pway be so kind as to wequest James to stép heah.”
“Very good, sir.” Lt + :
The young footman made his appearance in a couple of

minutes, ~

The bruise on his cheek was stiI} ;}ery noticeable, as well as-

the swelling on his nose. It was likely to be some days
before James lost the traces of his little accident.
“James, will you have the goodness to go down to the

post-office in the village - to call for a parcel for Mr.
" Mannahs?” said D’Arcy.

“Certainly, sir.” -
. There was no doubt that the footman was willing to go:
in fact, Manners, whose keen eyes were upon him, noticed

_that his face quite brightened. Perhaps James was glad to

get a little run, away .from the duties of the servants’-ball.

Manners gave the man a few directions concerning the
parcel, and _James respectfully took his departure. -

“Tilms, I suppose,” said Monty Lowther, with a grin.
" You've been giving your jolly old camera a rest lately,
Manners.” no 0 &

“Yes,” said Manners absently. - .

“There’s another giddy photographer wandering round
these parts as well as Manners,” grinned Blake.. * Guss
blued five bob this morning on a picture of his phiz. Did it
break the machine, Gussy 7 .

“Weally, Blake—" v

Arthur Augustus started as he rémefnbered Mr. Snooks.

“Bai Jove. I told that chap Snooks that I would mention
him to the patah,” he exclaimed. “T had forgotten himfgou
know.” = k.

**Who on earth is Snooks?” :asked Lowther. .

“A photogwaphic chap who is makin’ what he calls Nature
photogwaphs of this part of Hampshire;” said Arthur
Augustus. “I told him he could go awound takin’ photo-
gwaphs if he liked, and I would mention it to my patah. He
wanted to take some snaps in the "deer-park; but I told
him he had bettah leave that till to-mowwow, in the cires.

I think I will go and mention it to ‘the patalf, ow, as 1
told the chap I would; not that it mattahs, you- [OW, vewy
much, as the patah wouldn’t mind, anyway.” i

And Arthur Augustus went in search of his noble pater.

Herries and Digby roamed away into the billiar s-room,
Tom Merry tapped Manners on
}:jhe shoulder, and the Shell fellow looked‘ round from the

re. . :

Tom Merry laughed.

“Cough it up,” he said.

“What?” asked Manners. - :

“You’ve been thinking something out, and
to something, or you think you have,” said Tom,

“With the accent on the *think,” ” remarked Jack Blake
parenthetically. ) )

“Well, it was Manners who spotted that rogue the Dandy
when he was here, calling himself Cecil Lagden, and taking
us all in,” said Tom. “Manners is-entitled to a hearing.”

you've got on
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” 4 Yaas, wathah ! said Gussy. “y
¢ Your expression being naturally 80 very
(See chapter 5

¢ There, sir—ready!” aald the photographer. ‘¢ It you stand qm“ stilt
need not ask you to smile, sir, as 1 generally do,”’ went on the photographer.
kind and pleasant | ‘ Bai Jove ! You are vewy flattewin ! *’ said Qussy.

‘“Hear, hear!” said Lowther. - footman down to the village for nothing; for an idiotic
“Good !” said Blake, with a grin. *Let’s hear the Sher- joke ?” asked Lowther.
lock Holmes of the Shell! Go it, Manners, and we’ll all play “No, fathead! I've sent him to give him a ‘ﬂiy;ce of
Dr. Watson; only tell us when to say ¢ Marvellous” We rooting in the deer-park on his own, now that the Seafeh is
mightn’t know.” over, and there’s - nobody there,” said Manners quietly. "~
“ My only hat!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
“The fact is, I've been thinking out the matter,” said “Then you think——"
“J don’t think, but I suspect that James, the footman,

Manners in his quiet way, “I may or may not have dropped
on something; but now Gussy's gone, I may as well tell you was the jman we chased last night, and the man Wally chased
fellows what’s in my mind.” eaf‘her said }\,/Ianners

“Why now Gussy's gone? 9 asked Tom in astonishment. ) Great pip!

“Lshould think Gussy was the person -chiefly interested.” . o
“Qulte so, if anything comes of it; but not till it’s clear. | . : CHAPTER 7.
Under Suspmlon.

I can’t- tell Gussy, w1thout any. proof that I suspect a ser-
vant in his father’s: house.”

“Wha-a-at ”

“That's how it stands,” said Manners

They could scarcely believe-that he. was serious.’
But Manners’ face was very.grave.

T O‘\J MERRY & CO. stared at Manners.:

Tom -glanced round uneasily: But there was ro

“But—" ejaculated Tom blankly. '
« Oh, draw 1t mild, old man/” Sald Blake 1ncredulously one within hearing of the group of juniors by the log-fire.
I say, if that’s what you've got in your mind, it’s just as | = «[,ook here, Manners,” said Tom at last, ¢ that’s pretty
well that‘gou waited till Gussy ,was out of hea.ung Gussy “ [ thick, you know Gussy thinks a lot of the man.’
. would be jolly well offended, I can. tell you,” < «T know.”
“He seems ‘@’ \ery decent obliging sort of chap,” said

“Te would,” agreed Lowther, )
« =1 know that > answered Manners composedly. ”'lhat’s Lowther.
why I'm speakmg to .you fellows, and not to Gussy.” “Probably.” - ;
“But who, and which ?” demanded Blake _“Not jolly old || “It's ro"” said Blake “Utter rot! If you Wanb my
opinion- on the subject, there it is, for what it’s worth.”

\Vllkmson the butler 7 )
“No, ass!” ~ “I don’t know that I do, specmlly remarked Manners
= “Not fat old Thomas : sarcastically. “‘But.I’'m not talking out of my hat and Tllg
“James,” said Manngrs. gne ]yjou my reasons, if you care to hear them.”
“James!” said Tom Merry, with a start. “Why, vou've [ .. “Oh, go it{” said Blake. « Rot, -all the same.” -
]ust sent hlm down to the post-office to get a pawgel for “Thab’s what you said when I qpotted Lagden as a rogue,”
you. said Manners. “He turned out. to be the Dandy, -all the
“He won’t get the parcel ) same, and a dangerous cracksman.”
“Why not 2’ , Blake had no reply ready for a moment, so he contontcd

“ Becaiise there isn’t one there,”
" The. three juniors stared blankly at Manners of tho She“ ’ (Continued on page 16.)
#Look here, Manners, do you mean that you've sent a - Tae GEM LIBBABY.—NO 936,




_old, old

- the night, and 8t. Jim’s saw them no moro.

14 '  Grand ‘ Punishinent Room * Number!

IT was all very well for the old Cavalier poet to say:

“Stone walls do not a prison make,

Nor iron bars a cage.’

If the old chappie had been confined .in-the punishment-
room of St. Jim’s—and he,may have been, for all I know—
he would. have found that its stone walls made a jolly
effective ‘prison, and the iron bars outside the window a
very effective cage. Even the most expert prison-breaker
would have a job to escape from the punishment-room.

Escapes, however, are not unknown. in the school’s histery.

1e iron bars have been unscrewed more than once, by
fellows who have been thoughtful enough to smuggle a
screwdriver into the punishment-room, and lucky enough
not to be searched beforehand.

It was in this way that Delaney and. Deverill made their
famous escape in 1911, Thegy were two Sixth Formers, and
their history is one which Gerald Knox, the present black
sheep of the Sixth should. study and ponder. It was the
| story of breaking bounds at night, and visiting
disreputable baunts in the village. - Delanty was an Irish
fellow, who had the gambling fever badly, and who would
play ca#ds by the hour, in the little back parlofir of the
Green Man. “He played for high stakes, and invariably left
the Green Man a good deal poorer than when he entered: it.
As for his chum Deverill, it was love of adventure and ex.
citement, rather than anything else, which induced him to
take part in these nightly escapades. For weeks, the two
seniors embarked on their shady exploits without being

:detected; but Nemesis always overtakes her quarry sooner

or later, and one night in December, just before breaking-
up for Christmas, Deluney- and -Deverill emerged from the
Green Man and walked right into the arms of Mr. Max-

-well, & master of that period. The game was up, and the

two seniors were sent to the punishment-room, under sen-
tence of expulsion, -

They must have expected something of the sort, for
Delaney had a screwdriver in his possession. On. the night
of December 15th—a wild, blustering night—the condemned
seniors carried out their escape. The window bars were un.

‘screwed and rémoved; a ladder of sheets was improvised ;

and the reckless and foolhardy fellows made a perilous
descent into the dark quadrangle. Then they vanished into
Years after-
wards, Delaney wrote to the Head, describing the escape
in detail.

Such escapes, however, have been few and far between.
In the majority of cases, prisoners confined in the punish-
‘ment-room have had to remain there till the morning, when
they have been publicly expelled.

We have not chosen a very cheerful subject this week;
but we endeavour t6 show our readers every sid® of St.
Jim’s life, the grim as well as the gay. There is nothing
very grim, however, in Jack Blake’s article or Baggy
Trimble’s poem, which I am sure you will all enjoy.

. TOM MERRY.
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PORKER'S'

The following Poem was penned
in the Punishment-room.

S By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

IF vou're waking, call me early, call me early, Tagglés
dear, =

For to-morrow will be the saddest day of all the sad :

New Year.
Of all tflg saeda New Year, Taggy, the saddest, baddest
day, ] i 7
For Iyshall be going away, Taggy—I shall be going
away !

"T've heen a very wayward lad since coming to this
college ;

I've been a rascal and a cad—a fact I now acknow-
ledge.

And now I've done a dreadful deed. They bowled me
out to-day. _

So I shall be going away, Taggy—I shall be going
away ! . .

I stole into the cook’s domain at twelve o'clock last
night. . . L

I gorged until I got a pain—ateseverything in. sight !

I left my handkerchief behindj they found it there
to-day. .

So I shall be going away, Taggy—I shall be going
away !

They hauled me up before the Head. “Have mercy,
sir [ T yelled. ) .
But Dr. Holmes looked stern, and said: “You oughtsto

be expelled |”
Up in this cold detention-rooin, all night I've gots to

stay. . .
Then I shall be going away, Taggy—T shall be going
away !

I've left my watch to Bernard Glyn—it’s mepely mgdé
o=

of metal., = :
Tve left my debts to Fatty Wynn, for him to kindiy
settle. =

To you, dear Taggy, I bequeath my journalistic p:xy; .

For I shall be going away, Taggy—I shall be going
away !

No, you needn't call me early in the morning, Taggy "

dear,

For I have just received some mews—it’s tragic news,

I fear. L. .- :a
A public flogging in Big Hall is the price I've got to
pay, o TS
So I sha’n’t be going away, Taggy~I sha'n’t Be going
away ! . . :
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RISON reform
prisens - are being made
better ‘and brighter—places fit for
- heroes to live in. .,
Those dark old days, when prisoners
were cast into dismal, rat-infested dun-
geons, and abandoned to their fate, are
hnppily over. The old Fleet Prison, and
Old Newgate, eould tell some grim
stories ; but the modern prisori—although
I haven’t been there yet!—is supposed
to be a home away from home.
This is all to the good. Now, what
about brighter punishment-rooms?
When a fellow is about to be expelled
from .St. Jim’s, why should he have to
spend his last night at the old school in
misery -and loneliness? Send him to the
punishment-room, by all means, but
don’t let him lay there, eating out his
h:art‘in the garkness. Cheer }‘tlhe poo;‘
chappie -up, during t few hours o
sthasl-Jife which rema?;xe to him, * -
To begin with, the prisoner should be
given a jolly good feed. Nothing like a
banquet for banishing ‘“the a1

is in full swing.

blues !

Let the school porter take him up a

HE Punishment Room at St. Jim’s
is situated in an isolated position
at thg top of the building. It is

za dark, sombre apartment;swith

a-history which must be ncarly as. grim
as that of the Tower of London.

Officially, the apartment is known as
the Punishment Room. Unofficially, it
is styled “Nobody’s Study.”

) If those grim old walls could speak
%(ley would -have some thrilling tales to
“elate.

Nobody’s Study is supposed, by some
imaginative and highly-strung. fellows,
to be haunted by the ghosts of unbappy
fellows whe were imprisoned there long
ago. Well, I have beeun to the Punish-
ment. Roomg scores of times—not as
prisoner, but as escori-~but I have never
seen -anything more harmful than a

The « St. Jim's News [

Some startling. suggestions for chesr-
ing the hours of captivity.

"By*JACK BLAKE.

rabbit-pie on" a tray, with a jam voly-
poly pudding to follow. -

During the meal, a gramoplione—
specially kept in the punishment-room
for the purpose—should play ‘the latest
danee music, also one or two appropriate
songs for- expelled schaolboys, such as,
“Show Me .the Way to Go Home !”

A wireless” apparatus should also be
installed in the punishment-room for the
convenience of prisoners who may wish
to know the latest news from all parts.
There should also be a good library of
light and bright fiction. What could be
better, for instance, than several volumes
of the “Holiday Annual,” to beguile
the tedinm of imprisonment? . .

In order to-avoid the prisoner passing
‘a lonely night, his chosen chums should
be permitted to keep him company.
They could do this in shifts, each chum
staying an hour, -

With regard to breakfast, this should
be a substantial repast—mnot the frugal
bread-and-water whieh is at present pro-
vided. Ham and eggs, and fried
sausages, and hot buttered rolls, should
be brought up to the prisoner, and set
tastefully before him. .

These are just-a few random sugges-
tions for brightening our punishment-
rooms. The Head is a kind and humane
gentleman, and I feel zure he will give
these suggestions his ecareful considera-

tion. Why should a punishment-room

NOBODYS-)

. STUDY!

. A Peep at the St. Jim's Punishment

Room.

By ERIC KILDARE.

mouse scudding across the floor. -One
dark winter night, however, when I was
passing the door of the Punishment

¥ Room, I seemed:to hear groans coming

from within, I will confess I was con-

W siderably startled, and it was with a

shaking hand that ¥ opened the door, and
flashed my electric torch inte the gloom
of the apartment. There was nobody
there, and the groans had ceased. I sup-
pose my imagination. had been playing
me tricks, or perhaps the wind had been
responsible for the weird noises I had

| heard. But I was jolly glad to get down-

stairs to the cheery warmth of my study,
I can tell you!

On the walls of the Punishment Room
numerous names and initials have been
inscribed. I wonder what> prompts a
condemned scholar, senior ar junior, on
his last night at the school, to carve his
name on the wall? You would think he
would be gldd to let his name and
notoriety be forgotten, instead of kept
alive by sueh an act. But the fact re-
mains that the musty old walls of the
Punishment Reom are simply peppered

‘| carving his name, for the letters were

15

Jbe a placeof gloom and mental torment

Why should a fellow have to lay groan-
ing all night on a bed of remorse 7- Hig™
lagt night at the school shonld be made
aﬁpleasant as possible for him, so that
he may look back upon it, in after years,
with delight, o o

* Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who is look-
ing over -my: shoulder as I-pen this
article, is not in sympathy with my
scheme. Lo .o

“Blake, you are a fwabjous duffah!”
he declares. “¥ punishment-wooms
were turned into places of luxnwy an’
entahtainment, -as you suggest, it would
be vewy bad for law an’ ordah. . ‘You
would have fellows delibewately gettin’
into twouble, in ordah to enjoy the
amenities of the punishment-woom.”

““Not if there was the sack to follow.”
“They would wisk that,: ~Anyway,
Blake, I considah your pwoposals ate

uttahly widie. The Head would need. to
be clean off his wockah before he.agwésd -
to adopt them.” . ot

Whatever Gussy may think of.
posals, I consider they are t
And 1 would carry my idea of
punishment-rooms a step further.
not brighter expulsions? 5

Instead of an expelled fellow slinking
down to the sehool gates, looking utterly
miserable and scorned by the school,
why not organise a brass band to play
him triumphantly to the station? After
all, the fellow 1is sacked. Instead of
rubbing it in, by hissing and heoting,
why not give him a jolly good send off ?

Gussy, of course, will not hear of this,
He regards it as “uttah wot.” But
then, Gussy will never be in any danger
of expulsion.

Baggy Trimble, however, who seems
pretty certain to get “marching orders
one of these days, is strongly in favour
of my scheme—especially the suggestion
of a banguet in the punishment-room,
and a bumper breakfast on the fatal

morning ! .

| Proctor major, who was eypelled as far
back as 1877, for repeatedly breaking
bounds, must have whiled away st
part of his last night at St. Jim’s T~

half an inch deep, and great care was
taken in executing them. :
A couple of years later; Proctor mingr -

shared a similar fate-to his brother, and
he recorded the fact by carving his own
name underneath that of his major.

But there are some honourable names
on the walls of the Punishment Room, as
well as dishonourable ones. The name
of- Bernard . Barton,” carved with great
skill on the mantelpiece, awakens a thrill
of pride in the breasts of the St. Jim’s-
fellows. - For Barton, expelled in- 1907
for inciting his schoolfellows to rebel-
lion, expiated his offence in the Great
War, in which he fought and fell like a
true hero. ’

I often- wonder what becomes of fellows
who are expelled. The majority, I am
afraid, simply drift into oblivion.
Others, with stout hearts and worthy
calibre, endeavour to live down the past,
and to do credit to the school which they
formerly disgraced. =

But those who are inclined to look
upon expulsion as a romance, or a great
adventure, or anything else which it is .
not, should be reminded that it is a
shameful thing, bringing disgrace net
only to the fellow who suffers it, but to
his Alma Mater. There is nothing
romantic in- being ‘“sacked,” and the
sensible, level-headed fellow will be eare-
ful to.do nothing which may land him
within the grim confines of Nobody’s

with names.

Study ! -
TeE GEx- Lrerary.—No. 936.
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. (Continued -
- from: page

13) .

himself with a sniff, which expressed his opinion of Manners’

idea. . )

“Well, go it, Manners,” said Tom. e
“Let’s hear it, anyhow,” said Monty Lowther. I really

fancy you're barking up the wrong tree this time, old chap,

though I admit you were in the right about the Dandy,

and we were in the wrong.” L. e
“One swallow doesn’t make a summer.” said Blake. ‘1Its
all rot. But let’s hear it, all the same.”

“You remember Wally told us how he caught the man |
on.the back of the head with a snowball, and he fell against

a tree and cut his face ?” said Manners. :
“1 remember,” said Tom with a nod. =~ - n
“James was out.of doors at the time, and he came in
with a cut face, and a story of having slipped in the lane
“and knocked his face on a stone.”
“ A coincidence,” said Blake.
“ Possibly, but possibly not,” said Manners.

room, as was supposed. But 1t gave him a chance, at least,
of getting out of the house unsuspected; and a little later,
as you know, we were in the deer-park, and chased the un-
known man there.” :

Tom Merry nodded. . -

“It’s so,” said Monty Lowther. “But it may be coinci-
dence, and it’s a bit flimsy, old man.” )

“I want to put it to the proof,” said Manners quietly.
“James will have to go down to the post-office at Easthorpe
now. He can take in the deer-park on. his way back, if he
likes. No reason why he should, unless there’s something
in my suspicioii. - I'm going to know—thét means, I'm going
to walledown to the deer-park now. You fellows can come
with-Tie, if you like. . If we find Master James there rooting

—about with a light——"

He paused. - . ) .

“That isn’t all,” he went on. “Let’s go back to the night
of the burglary. You were the last to see the Dandy when
he cleared, Tom 7" .

“Yes,” said Tom. .

“He. left -his confederate here to be nailed, and bolted
with the bag, with Lord Eastwood’s property in it,”” went on
Manners.
in gold plate. The weight of i
siderable.”

“Must have been,” assented Tom.
carry, he had a lot of luck to
right at his heels.”

“But did he carry it away 'with him ?” asked Manners.

“Eh? I suppose he did!” \

‘“Everybody supposes that he did,” assented Manners.
“But the question that’s come into my mind, thinking it

must have been pretty con-

*“With that weight to
get clear, with a crowd of us

over, is this—did he? You saw hi,m on top of the park wall -

“when he was getting over, Tom?’
“I saw him’in the moonlight.” A
“Did you see the bag in his hand then?” s
“Well, no. I had only a glimpse of him for a second,”
said Tom. “He was gone in a twinkling.” i i
" “Quite,” said Manners.

bag weighing—I don't know how much, but not less than

twenty or thirty pounds, I should think.. Yet he vanished -
over that high wall in a twinkling. Doesn’t that look as if |

he had dropped the bag behind him ?”
Tom Merry smiled. .

- “We should jolly well have found it if ,he’d ﬂrgpped it.”

he said. ‘“It was big enough to be seén,”
- “Fathead! I mean, suppose he had hidden the bag in
some safe place in the wood.”
“He didn’t.have much time, we were “¢lose after him,
and the keepers and servants hallooing on all sides. He
Tre Gem LiBrary.—No. 936.
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“We were
in I’Arcy’s room when James asked to be excused for the '
rest of the evening. Perhaps he was lying down in his -

- “Some thousands of tpcnmds worth of stuff, mostly

“But the man had had a hard |
run, he had to get over a high wall, and he was carrying a .

"Price 2d.

’II1|adn’t a minute to look for any safe hiding-place,” said
'orn.

" “And the park has been gone over to-day almost with s
microscope,” said Blake. f Anything he had left behind
must have been found—and nothing was found.”

“The search to-day was for anything he might - have
dropped ' from the bag,” said Manners. “But suppose he
jammed the bag itself, say, into a tree, or somewhere or
other like that?”

“QOh!” said Tom. i . .

“Think it over,” said Manners. “He was -almost at his
last gasp. James, the footman, nearly touched him at one
moment, as D’Arcy says. = You. were close behind him,
Tom. He had a high wall to climb to escape, with enemies
all round him. I can’t help thinking that, if he had stuck
to that heavy bag, he would never have got over the wall.”

Tom Merry whistled. = - o . .

“It’s possible,” he said, y L
Bl“ﬁ\light have chucked the bag over first,” suggested

ake, . . .

“Not so easy. to chuck a heavy bag over a high wall,”
said Manners. ‘“And it would have been seen.”

“ And heard,” said Lowther. ]

“That’s s0,” said Tom Merry. “I saw the wall clearly
enough in the moonlight, when. he-clambered over it. Be-
sides, I was after him like a shot, and he ran for it up the
lane. If he had had to grope in the bushes on the other
side for a fallen bag I should have dropped fairly on him.
No, if he took the-bag with him, he had it in his hands.”

“But—" _ Blake shrugged his shoulders. “Do you
mean to say, Manners, that the thief got clear without his
plunder, and that the stuff is in the deer-park all the time ?”

“I mean to say that it looks like it,” said Manners coolly.
“And in that case it is shoved right out of sight into some
deep_hiding-place—perhaps in a hollow tree, perhaps in a
rabbit-burrow—the bag, and all that was in it. If he couldn’t
get clear with it, as I've figured it out, his idea would be
to hide it, and come back later for it when the coast was
clear.  If that’s the case, it’s hidden pretty deep, or the
search to-day would have turned it up.” -

“Jolly deep,” said Blake with a grin. . =
. “It’s possible,” said Tom. again. *“My hat! Wouldn’t
it be ripping to get the stuff back. Some birthday present
for D’Arcy’s pater, what? But look here, Manners, the

| man we _chased wasn’t the Dandy; he was (},uite a different

build. ‘T saw enough of him to see that——

“I know that. I saw enough of him. too. He was shorter
andu more thick-set—more of James’ build,” said Manners
coo

“@ ’

y.
ell, yes,” said Tom, after a pause.

“James was in that chase, and was as near to the cracks-
man as anybody,” continued Manners. * What I've thought
of is this—that what has come into my head has come into
somebody else’s—” ’

¢ James’ jolly old napper ?” grinned Blake.

“James’I”” assented Manners, unheeding the grin. “I've
no doubt he saw the Dandy clambering over the fence, as
Tom did, and he may actually ‘e noticed that the thief
no longer had the bag with him.,=Or he may have thought
it out afterwards, as I have, that the Dandy couldn’t have
got over the wall, in the time, loaded up with that heavy.
bag. Inspector Watkins hasn’t thought of it, and that's
natural enough, for he was not on the spot, and doesn’t
know how clpse pressed the Dandy was at the finish. If he
had seen as much as you saw, Tom, I think he would have
suspected that the Dandy had hidden the bag in the wood,
intending to get back to it later, somehow,” :

“Hem!” murmured Tom.

“Well, that’s how I’ve thought it out,” said Manners.
“I fancy James has been thinking it out on the same lines,
and has come-to the same conclusion—and is putting in for
the stuff.” .

“Intending to return it to the owner?” asked Blake.

Manners shrugged his shoulders. -

“I'm afraid not. His bolting from us doesn’t look as if he
had ‘a clear conscience—if he was the man we chased, of
course. And to-day he has taken.part in the search, with-
out finding anything. I fancy that to-day he was jolly care-
ful not to look in p(ic_e,s where he thought the bag might be
found, with so many witnesses about.”

“ But—" murmured Tom.

. Manners rose from his chair. o

I fits together pretty well, in my mind,” he said. “But
it’s a question' of facts, not of theories. I'm going .do\ﬁ@
to the deer-park now. You fellows coming?’ . - )

“Oh, we'll come!” said Blake'

“Yes, rather!” . .

The juniors went for their coats. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
returning to join his friends after his interview with his
noble pater, met them. -

“You fellows goin’ oui again?” he asked. *

“ Yes—another look at the deer-park,” said Manners.

‘“Bai Jove!”



|

KL Quelchy’s Queer Adventure ‘A’"_in‘ This Week’s Number of the * Mag‘net ny o

“Come along, Gussy,” said Blake. “We're going fo find
something this time, if it’s only a mare’s nest.”

“*“The fact is, deah boy, I was goin’ to wead the newspapah
to my Aunt Adelinah——=" .~ ’

5 “ Gt)l’it, then!” said Tom Merry, with a smile. “Good old
ussy ) ;
-And the four juniors left the house, while the dutiful

Arthur Augustus proceeded to read to his Aunt Adelina.

—

CHAPTER 8.
Watched !

€@ ERE!” said Manners.
" He stopped.
Blake pulled his coat collar a little closer, and
shivered.

“Why here?” he asked. *“It’s jolly windy up the lane.”

“This is where he will pass—if he comes.”

“If1” murmured Blake. - ’

In the dim starlight of the early winter evening, Jack
Blake could be seen to smile.

But Tom Merry and Lowther did not smile.’

Their ‘minds were in great doubt; but they remembered
that they had doubted Manners’ discovery of'tKe “Dandy’s ”
real character, until the facts were revealed. Manners had
been in the right then; and now his comrades were less
inclined to understudy Doubting Thomas. '

“Well, we shall soon see,” murmured Tom,

“The sooner the. better ! grunted Blake. “Lucky for
Herries and Dig we didn’t drag them out here with us.
It’s horrid cold!” : . :

“Oh, never mind the cold,” said Lowther. “All right if
we bag the man we're after.” : .

“If1” said Blake, again,

- The four juniors-had stopped in the narrow lane which
bordered the deer-park, at a spot ‘where a gate gave aceess,
The gate was locked, but it was not difficult to- climb; and,
in fact, the juniors had once or twice entered the deer-
park by clambering over-it. The lane led directly up from
the village of Easthorpe, and Manners had judged well, for

anyone coming from that direction, with the intention of _
entering the deer-park, would naturally climb over the gate.

There weré other entrances, but they were at a distance. 1t
James, instead of returning to Eastwood House by the main
road, came round by the lane, he was bound to pass the
spot where the juniors waited; and if he had the intention
of penetrating into the park, this was the likeliest.spot. Tom

Merry & Co. found plenty of cover in the shadowy hedges;

the drawback was that it was very cold and windy.” But that
could not be helped. o

- The juniors pulled their coéats and mufflers closer, and
waited as cheerfully as they could.

Thez were early on the spot, for it was doubtful whether
James could have left the Easthorpe post-office yet, even if
the \}mts not delayed there. But too early was better than
oo late. . N ) - :

There was a heavy t in the muddy lane about ten
minutes after the*juniors*had taken up thelr position in the
shadowy hedge.

A light glimmered in the gloom.

. ““Only a bobby!” murmured Manners. . :

The Easthorpe constable tramped past without discerning
the hidden figures behind the hedge.

His heavy footsteps died out of hearing in the_distance;

the glimmer of his lantern disappeared in the night. -

;:10'}3, dear!” murmured Blake. “My feet are getting jolly
cold!

“Quiet !” whispered Manners.

“The bobby won't hear—he’s gone!”

“ Listen !”

“Somebody else coming!” murmured Blake.
the village postman, this time.”

“Quiet I” breathed Manners.

Blake made a grimace, but he was silent.

“ Perhaps

Faintly, but audibly in the night, footsteps could be heard |

coming from the direction of the distant village.

Manners’ eyes gleamed as he peered through a gap in the
hedge into the dimness of the starlit lane.

His impression was that there was something soft and
stealthy in the coming tread; and it was in his mind that
the newcomer had watched the constable from a distance, and

illowed him ‘to pass on and get clear before approaching

--spot.
= A figure loomed up.

‘It stopped at the park gate across the lane, and stood
there, looking up and down. the snowy, muddy road, and
round about, with alert eyes.

Manners’ heart beat harder,

" At the distance, in the glocin, he could not recognise the
figure, only-‘that it was a man in an overcoat. The other
three juniors peered at it keenly. There was something

1 you can see the light on his specs;

F -
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decidedly suspicious in the looks of the shadowy man, halted

there by the dark gate, watching and listening.

But Jack Blake suddenly gave a soft cHuckle,
“That isn’t James, old bean!”
“Quiet 1 -
“I've seen him before,” grinned Blake. o i
“It’s not James,” whispered Tom Merry. “I can'temake
him._out, but he’s taller than the footman, -Manpers.”
“T tell you I know him,” grunted Blake, ‘It’s the giddy
photographer !” i . A
“The—the what?* e o w g vt
“The tramping photographer—the johnny who- bagged
Gussy this morning as a giddy victim, and-took’ his photo-
graph. Snooks, I think Gussy said his name -ias. - Look,
;if you open your eyes,

Manners. James dosn’t wear specs,’
Manners compressed his lips. © _ % .
“You're sure of the man?” he muttered, . .
“Quite. It’s Snooks, the photographer,” chuckled- Blake.

“Gussy gave him leave to root about the place. Perhaps

he’s going to take snaps by moonlight when the moon conies

up. Ha, ha, ha!” s
Tom Merry and Lowther grinned.

Manners frowned. )

There was a sudden movement on the part of the man
standing by the lonely park gate, .and they knew that he
]Inad heard Blake’s chuckle. He came quickly actoss the
ane. L e B

His red nose and ragged moustache and black-rimmed
spectacles showed up plainly in the starlight now. He bore
not the remotest resemblance to James the footman.

There was no doubt that Manners was disappointed. He
had considered the man’s approach-stealthy, his lurking by
the lonely. gate suspicious; and the map-turned out to be
nothing but the travelling photographer whe had interviewed
the Fourth-Formers that morning. Now that thi _man had
heard them, it was useless to- think of eoncealing their
presence, and the juniors moved into the open gap in the
hedge.

“gGood-cvening, Mr. Snooks!” said Blake blandly.

The photographer eyed him, over.his spcetacles, with keen,
searching eyes that glistened strangely. . .

But his manner was very civil and deferential as he

“Good-evening, sit! T think I have had the honour of
meeting you before, sir! You were with Master. D’Arcy this
morning, sir, were you not,. when he kindly gaye me an
order.”

“ That’s so,” said Blake. . 3

“A very cold evening, gentlemen,” said Mr. Snooks.

“Horrid !” agreed Blake. ) '

“You're taking photographs of this neighbourhood, Mr.
Snooks?” asked Manners. “I'm a hit of a photographer.”

“Indeed, sir,” said Mr. Snooks. “Ounly for pleasure, I
presume. You are more fortunate than a professional, sir,-
if I may say so. Possibly, sir, you would allow me to put
your name down for a set of the Nature photographs I am .
taking—the ¢ Beauties of Hampshire,” sir. I am charging
only one guinea for the set of six.”

“0Oh!” murmured Manners. .

“Please do not think that I am thrusting my goods upon
you, sir,” said Mr. Snooks deprecatingly, “1I admit that.I
am in need of custom—business is not flourishing in my line,
sir—but I should be happy to send you the set for your
inspection, and you will decide at your leisure whether to
accept them. The price of one guinea for a set of six care-
fully-finished Nature photographs is not excessive.”

Blake winked at Tom Merry. N

From Blake’s point of view, the expedition.was a frost,
and its only likely result was that Manners would be landed
with a guinea set of photographs that he did not want.
Certainly that result was not worth the walk from Eastwood
House in a wintry wind. .

“Can I put your name down, sir?” asked Mr." Snooks,
taking out a notebook and pencil in a businesslike way.

“Thanks, no,” said Manners. “I can take all the photo-
graphs I want with my cwn camera; thanks all the same.”

“ Professional work, sir, has some little -superigrity, as a
rule—a rather more .artistic finish, perhaps,” ¥ged Mr. -
Snooks. ‘“May I at least send you the set for your in-
spection, it being understood that.you do not purchase them
unless you so desire?”

“Thanks, no.” .o

“Well, well,” said Mr. Snooks, with a sigh, “T will not
urge you,-sir, though I am very anxious to do business. I
have a landlord in Winchester, sir, who has a heart as hard
as the nether millstone, when it comes to a question of rent
for a shop. But that does not interest you, gentlemen, I
am wrong to mention it.” )

““Oh, dash it all, let’s take a set,-and Mang them up in the

) © s - TaE GEM LIBB&RY.—NO. 936.




18 Every Wednesaay

study at St. Jim’s,” said Tcm Meriy.
out.”
“Let's!” said Lowther. )
Mr. Snooks had put away" his notebook, but it came out
again quickly. . = . - Lo : )
“8ir, T thank you!” he said, - “May T have the pleasurc

“We'll whack it

of hearing your name, sit—and the address to which I shall

send the photographs?”

““Qh, all right,” said-Manners.
Manners, at St. Jim’s;, Sussex.” _ -

¥ Very good, sir; thank yow sir!”

Mr. Snooks closed: his notebook with a snap and looked
‘considerably ‘bucked. - 7 -~
. “I‘think you will be. pleased with the set! I really think
so!” he said. “I am taking time and trouble about it. I am
.even now looking out' favourable spots. for taking my
pictures,” - . £ : g

““ Don’t let us delay you,” said Manners, glancing up the
lane. Manners was afraid every moment of seeing James
appear in the distance. o "

“You are waiting” for somcbody here, sir?” asked Mr.
Sneoks. . . N

“Yes,” said Manners, N -,

“Sort of a lark, you know,” said Blake. - “We're waiting
for a johnny to come along, and we don’t want him to spot
us, see?” L e b

Mr. Snogks smiled. )

-“I see—I see. Boys will be boys,” heé said. *What you
would- call a rag, I suppose—a lark! Well, good-evening,
gentlemen, and thank you for -allowing me to send you my

“Send them to me—Hé.ti'y

series of Nature photographs on approval! I think you will

like my Beauties of Hampshire when you see them.”
And the shabby: gentleman .raised his shabby hat and
vassed on anll disappeared up the dusky lane.

CHAPTER9. =
‘ - Struek Down ! ‘
M ANNERS stepped back into the cover of the hedge.

look of impatierce..

Mr. Snooks had disappeared along the lane and
his footfalls had died away. Only the moan of the vind in
.the leafless branches broke the stillness of the evening,

“Are we sticking it out?” asked Blake. . A

“I am,” said Manners briefly. * You can please yourself.”

Blake grunted. s

“It’s all rot, youknow !” he said,

The Shell fellow made no reply to that., . -
1 “We’ve nearly canught a bobby and quite caught a harm-
'less photographer,” grinned Blake. “I wonder what the next
catch will be?” .

“That talkative ass might have spoiled it all,”” muttered
Manners. “If James had come glong while we were speak-
-ing to him he would -have given up his idea of getting into
.the deer-park this evening, of course.” )

. “Dear man, James isn’t coming along at all,” said Blake.
““James is going home by the road, like a sensible chap, and
most likely he is back at Eastwood House by this time.”

“We shall gseed” answered Manners, unmoved. :

" The juniors waited again, and watched the lane.

It was cold, and seemed to be growing colder, and the
vigil could not be called a pleasant one. But it was not
likely to- last much longer;. if James, the footman, was
coming at all, he could not be long now. ;

Manners was thinking only -of James. He did not bestow
a further thought upon the shabby, spectacled Mr, Snooks.
That gentleman had quite impressed the juniors with the
fact that he was a hard-up, pertinacious : photographer—
merely fhat and nothing more. The Shell fellows did not
dream for a moment that they had ever see: Mr. Snooks face
tto face before, and certainly did not think of connecting him
in their minds with the Dandy. He had accounted for his
presence in the lonely lane that evening, and yet without the
.air of giving an explanation, and they gave the man no
further thought. They little imagined that the man, having
found thedlkhoolboys waiting near the lonely gate, engaged
upon a rag as he supposed, had abandoned his intention of

4

entering the deer-park at: that point, and had gone farther .

on to find an unobserved entrance.

While Tom Merry & Co. were waiting in tho cover of the -

hedge the disguised  cracksman, at & safe 'distance, was

climbing the high wall of the deer-park, little as they thought

of it. ~ o - s
Manners had quite forgotten his exisfence as he watched

the lane towards Hasthorpe. R

“Hallo, here comes somebody 1’ murmured Tom Merry at

last. ’ o " )

“The postman this time, ten to one!” grinned Blake.

. *“Shurrup!” , it E :
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A man in an overcoat came up the lane, and—as the photo-
grapher had done—he stopped at the gate of the deer-park.
he juniors watched him through the hedge.in silence.
They could make out the man’s figure—shortish and thick-
set—and it recalled the figire of the man they had chased
the night before under the old trees. It was likely enough
to be the same man; whether it was. James, the footman, or

not.
They watched him breathlessly.

e stopped near the old gate and looked up and down and
across the lane, watchful-and listening, As he looked across
his face was fully turned to the juniors, and the starlight
glimmered on it.” They caught their breaths.

For it was the clean-shaven face of James, the footman,
that they saw, with the well-remembered bruise on it.

Manners sét ‘hig teeth- hard.. James, the footman, was
here—coming back to Eastwood House by way of the winding
lane, instead of following the direct high road. And he had
stopped at the lqz;lelf gaté, the easiest place for entering the
deer-park. Was it his intention to enter there?
- That question was soon answered; S e

James, the footman, satisfied that he was unobserved,
turned to the gate and clambered quickly over and dis-

- appeared on the other side,

" “Oh? ejaculated Blake. -
" Blake was taken quite aback,
-Manners smiled grimly. -
““You fellows, recognised him?” he asked. -
“Yes, 1t was Jamies right enough!” said Tom Merry.

No doubt about that; I know his damaged boko,” said
< It was the Jimmy-bird, and no mistake!
And he’s gone into the deer-park.” -

“You were right, Manners, old man!” said Tom, with a
deep b’reath. “James is the man we chased last night,
and he's the chap- Wally, knocked over with the snowball.

. It's clear enough now.” S
.- “I8" it?” said ‘Blake. ~“After all, there’s a short cut
|, through the deer-park to get into the gardens at Eastwood

Hq‘use.' James may be going home that way.”
“Then why should he stop there and watch ‘the road in

. that slinking ‘way befére getting over th te?” asked
is comrades followed him, Blake with a slight |- ¥ - getting over the gate!™ aske

Manners quietly.
- Blake did not answer that question.

“It’s clear enough,” said Tom Merry. “James is the

- man, and he’s after something—and there’s only one thing
. he can be after.

- chased the cracksman and James nearly got him he saw that

It’s pretty clear that on the night wo

the ‘fh,r}dy had. left his bag behind, and knows that it's
hidden in-the deer-park somewhere: And, instead of letting
;).1!1, };I,GYS going after the stuff himself. That's what it looks
1ke.: oy - ~

“Well, it does look a bit like it,” admitted Blake: * Are
we going after him, you fellows?” .

“Of course,” said Manners, *

Manners led the way across the lane, and the juniors
climbed over the gate and dropped into the park.

James, the footman, had vanished into the gloom of the
trees, and there was no sign or sotind of him.

“Which way, Manners?’ murmured Blake.
the giddy leader, you know. Lead on !~

Manners led on without a pause.

“I fancy I know where to look for him,” he said. “He's
been twice seen rooting about this park, and each time it
was near the old oak where Wally found Pongo. That
looks as if he’s got an idea where the Dandy lgﬁ; ‘his bag
of loot—semewhere near the old oak. Anyway, let’s get on
there.” . : .

“And if we find him——" v -

“We shall see what he is up to,” said Manners. “He
was only spotted at the game last night; but no doubt he's
been rooting in the park at every gpportunity ever since
‘the night of the burglary. He hasn’t found the bag yet—"

“If 1t's there!” murmured Blake sceptically.

“It’s pretty plain that-James thinks it’s there. e hasn’t
found it yet; but if he does find it now we shall collar him
and it together. If not, we’ll collar him and walk him back
to Eastwood House and make him give an account of himself
to Lord Eastwood. He may know enough to make the
police able to find the loot if he’s made to explain.”

“Hark!” whispered Tom.

There was a sound in the silence of the old park. It was
‘a rustle in the underwood, and it was followed by a suddeng®
fierce exclamation and the sound of a struggle. S

“ What the thump—"" exclaimed Lowther, in amazement.

The juniors listened, utterly taken aback. At some dis-
tance from them in the darkness of the wood two men were
struggling fiercely; they could hear the panting breath of
the combatants and the crashing sound as they rolled over
in a desperate struggle. , ;

Then suddenly, terribly, there came a cry—a fearful cry
that rang and echoed through the dim woods. :

“You’'re
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The man stopped near the gate and looked up and down and across the lane, watchful and listening. As he looKed across-

his face was turned to the juniors and the starlight glszC?h';d or; i)t. It was the clean-~-shaven f:fpe of James, the footman.
See pler 9. o

“Good heavens!” panted Tom Merry, his face suddenly
white. “ What—what was that? Come on—come¢ on!”

He dashed on through the trees. :

Silence followed that fearful cry—the sounds of the
struggle had ceased.

The four juniors flashed on the light of their electric
torches; they were not thinking of concealment now, What
had happened was an amazing mystery to them. But they
knew that a murderous blow had been struck by some
unknown hand, and the terrible cry of the injured man
still rang in their startled %ars. '

Stumbling and tripping over roots and snow, the St. Jim’s
juniors dashed breathlessly on, flasbing their lights before
them as they ran.

The old oak in the heart of the wood loomed up before
their eyes, ghostly in the flashing light of the torches. A
dim figure stood close by the trunk, and they heard a mut-

tered imprecation, and it vanished into the-gloom of the

trees before they had fairly sighted it.

The juniors scarcely heeded it..
- For Tom Merry, as he ran, stumbled and halted, with a
cry. He was stumbling over a man’s hody that lay stretched
in the frozen grass.
~**Stop!” he panted. *Here—"

“he shadowy figure under the oak had disappeared. :The

St. Jim’s juniors gathered about the fallen man; the light

was turned on a still, white face that was streaked with -

blood. . s
It was James, the footman, and he was insensible—
stunned by a.terrible blow that had been struck as he
struggled with his unknown adversary. His face looked
up lifelessly at the juniors, the ghastly white more ghastly
still against the crimson streaks of the blood that ran down

- from uynder the hair,

CHAPTER 10.
. Mysterious ! )
1] GOOD heavens!” bre,a,thed Tom Merry.

“It’s James i
“Stunned !” said Manners, bending over the
senseless man. “Stunned; no worse than that, I
believe! But who—what——""
He stared round in the shadows. :
“I had a glimpse of another man here,” said Lowther.
“He was close up under the oak, but he’s gone——" "
“I saw him,” said Tom. “Just a shadow! Tt was the
chap that struck James down, of course. But who—"
“Who?” said Manners quietly. “Who but the cracks-
man—the Dandy? He iwas here  for the plunder he left
behind that night—and by a coincidence he was here when
James arrived.” o
[ Oh !1’

‘“Must have been,” said Lowther after a pause.. “Nobody
else would want to knock James on the head, I suppose.
But that looks as if we're very near the spot \*ere the
Dandy left the stuff.” i ) ‘

“I think we are.” . . )

The juniors looked round uneasily into the dark woods.
The shadowy figure under the oak had fled from the advanc-
ing footsteps and flashing lights. But it was not a com-
fortable thought that the desperate cracksman was at hand.
If he was armed—and doubtless the ruffian was armed—he
was likely enough to return if he discovered that the nei-
comers were only the schoolboys, and then— T

“We've got to get help here for James,” said Tom Merry
quickly in a low voice. “We can’t carry him the distance
to the house; and he must be taken care,of, whatever his
game here may have been. You cut off to the house, Blake,
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and get help—top speed, old man.

case that scoundrel comes back.”
Blake hesitated.

. “If it’s the Dandy, and he comes back, yow’ll want me,”

he said. : : : .

- “We've got to have help,” answered Tom. “Cut off and
get help here as fast as you can while we look after James.
Hook it, old, man!”’

Blake was reluctant to go, but it was evident that there
was nothing else to be done. Lo carry the footman a mile
or more through the darkness by slippery paths was im-
practicable, and he could scarcely be abandoned m._the frozen

.wood. And the juniors were practically certain by this
time that Manners’ theory was well founded—that the hard-
pressed Dandy had left his plunder in the wood on the night
of the robbery, and that now he had come secretly back for
tit—and they were not prepared to_leave the scoundrel a
‘clear field. If he had already taken it from its hiding-place,
‘and was’ gone with it, it could not be helped;‘but if it
‘still remained where it had been hidden the Terrible Three

. avere determined that the Dandy should not seize it without
‘reckoning with them. v )
| Jack Blake hurried away in the direction of Eastwood
iHouse, running.as fast as the.darkness and slippery snow
allowed, and be disappeared in the gloom of the wood.

' Manners was on his knees by the side of the insensible
footman.. Fom Merry and Monty Lowther, grasping their
sticks in their right hands, thegelectric torches in their left,
'kept” watch. = . . .

“He’s had a jolly hard knogk!” said Manners. “I can
make a bandage with some h#ndkerchiefs and a muffler—
that’s all we can do_at present. 'He would have done better,
after all, to tell Lord Eastwood all he knew—and help to get
the loot back for its owner. He hasn’t done himself much
good, poor wretch.” ) g

“Honesty is the best policy,” said Lowther. . **But-gtb’
do all we can for him, even if he was intending to Tob his
master.” _ .

“Yes, rather,” said Tom Merry.

“Leave him to me,” said Manners.
an eye open for that scoundrel, in case he show
" “You bet!” ] 5

Manners of the Shell proceeded to bind up the footman
injury. James was still unconscious, and did not move
under his hands. Manners fixed his electric torch upon a
low branch, to show him light, and the beam show_ed up t'he
footman’s ghastly face. It showed, at last, his eyelids
twitching, and his lips quivering, and there came a low
mumbling moan from the unconscicus. man.

“He’s coming to,” said Mariners.

James’ eyes opened. e

He stared wﬁdl.y at Manners of the Shell, and his wild
glance wandered t&* Tom Merry and Lowther. He shud-
dered. -

“You're safe now, my mn?q,” said Manners.: “ You're all
right.” ‘

%ames’ hand went fecbly to his head.

“Keep still,” said Manners. “We've sent for help—
you'll be carried to Eastwood House, and a doctor will be
sent for, as soon as help comes. Keep quiet-now.”

James' groaned..

“Is he—is he gone?”

“““The man who struck you down ?”

“Yes, sir!” breathed James.

“He's gone!”

“Did he—did he—" James broke off with a groan.
“Did you see whether—whether he had anything—a

ag——" He broke off again. %

Manners smiled grimly.

“We saw him only for a second,” he answered.

Was it the Dandy ?”

“The’Dandy? The cracksman, sir! No.”

Manners shook his head. Fe was assured that the foot-
man's assailant was the Dandy, seeking his plunder in the
deer-park. )

’s

“What was the man like, James?” asked Tom Meiry. |

“You must have seen him, as you struggled with him.”
“Yes, sir,” muttered James. “He looked like a middle-
aged , in spectacles.  He had a light, an.I saw him:
before he shut it off. e sprang at me like a tiger, and we
fought—and then he must have stunned me, I think !”
"James groaned. . o
. “He stunned you,” said Manners. “ Whatever he looked
like, I'm pretty certain that it was the Dandy, and you
interrupted him in looking for the plunder he left here on
‘the night of the robbery.” - '
There was somethingslike terror
in his eyts as he looked at Manners,
“You—you knew!” he stammered.
“I guessed,” said Manners quietly. “You may as well
own up, James—we are here because we were watching
ou.”
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“ Watching me!” stammered James. )

“Yes; I sent you to the post-office to give you a chance
of sneaking into the deer-park—and you did it,” <aid
Mahners. *“You came straight to this spot—you knew that
the Dandy had leéft his loot somewhere about here. You've
been searching in this glade—twice to our knowledge before
to-night—and I dare say half a dozen times before that:
You were close behind the Dandy the ‘night he escaped
with Lord Eastwood’s gold plate—and you saw that he did
not succeed in getting clear with the bag of plunder. Isn't
that so?” . :

James gave a groan.

“Yes, sir, I own up,” he said faintly. “I—T saw that

much, on that night—I saw him clamber over the park -

wall, and he had got got his bag with him then. I knew
he must have hidden it here. I—I have bcen searching
since, as you say, sir—I knew he had got rid of it some-
where about this glade, and I have searched here. But I
never found it.”

¢And what did you intend to do with it if you found it?”
asked Manners grimly.

The footman’s white face flushed.

“1 should have taken it back to Lord Eastwood, sir.
There is a reward of £500 for the recovery of the gold plate,
and it was my intention to claim it. That—that is why I
kept secret what I knew, and—and why'T ran when I was
seen here, first by Master Wally and his friends, and then
by you young gentlemen. I—I swear, sir, I meant no worse
than that. I would not have robbed: his lordship.”

“The stuff ‘might have been recovered before this, if
you’d told Lord Eastwood what you knew,” said Tom
Merry.

“I—I know, sjr "’ muttered James. “But T swear that I
—I was thinking of nothing more than the reward.”

The juniors did not answer that. Whether it was the
truth they had no means of judging. Whether James had
planned only to find the lost property, and claim the reward,
or whether he had fallen to the temptation to enrich himself
at his master’s expénse—in either case he had “failed, and
had paid dearly for his surreptitious conduct. ;
#. “You came on the man here, and he attacked you?” asked

ners, after a pause. E
“Yes, sir—a shabby man in spectacles——*

“What was he doing ?”

“He was close up under the oak, sir. 1 did not see what
he was doing. But I—I suppose he was after the cracks-
map's plunder, sir. He attacked me like a tiger. He had

something in his hand—I think he dropped it when he

d with me.”

Merry moved nearer to the old, gnarled oak, .and
= his light about the ground. In the frozen grass lay
a loffg flexible cane, with an iron hook at the end of 1k
securely fastened on with a strong cord. S .

Tom picked it up in wonder. .

“That belonged to the man, I suppose,” he'said. “ What
on earth could he have wanted it for?” . ‘

Manners looked at it. ’ o

“That was to reach something out of thé reach of his
hand,” he said. “In the branches of the trée, perhaps, or
in some deep gully. He had this hook in his pocket, and
tied it on to the end of the stick. But where——”

“ Look here,” said Monty Lowther.

He picked up & leatker bag at a little distance.

It was empty. :

But the catch was still fastened; the side of®the bag was
yawning open in a wide gash, and the traces of a dog’s
teeth were clearly visible on the leather.

The Terrible Three gazed at-it. ey

“That looks like the bag the cracksman had on fhe night
of the robbery,” said Tom Merry. “It’s about the same
size, at all events. It was erammed with loot when he
cleared with it.. But where has it come from now? It was
not here when we searched the park to-day.”

“ And where’s what was in it ?”? asked Lowther.

Tom examined the bag closely. He was quite puzzled
and mystified.

“A dog has been at this,” he said. “You can-see that
the bag has been gnawed right through the side—perhaps
Pon’go came on it when he was lost in"this wood. Tt beats
me.’ .

It was perplexing enough. ) i

Up to a certain point, she juniors could picture what had
happened. James the footman had evidently come on the
unknown man—undoubtedly the Dandy in some disguise—at
the very moment when the cracksman was recovering the
plunder he had hidden on the night of thé robbery.

The hooked stick was a proof that the bag had been
thrust into some deep recess, out of reach of an extended
arm~which was no doubt the reason why the search in the
park had failed to reveal it. -

With that peculiar implement, the eracksman had hooked
up the leather bag from its hiding-place. :

Had he found it empty as it now was? The side had been

3
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Order Next Week’s “ Gem " in Good Time, Boys! ;]

The St. Jim’s juniors gathered about the fallen mnm light was turned on a still white face that was streaked, with
‘4 'blood. It was James, the footman, and he was insensible. “‘ Good heavens ! ’’ breathed Tom Merry.

(See Chapter 9.)

deeply torn by a dog’s teeth—it was ripped right open. It
seemed scarcely possible that it could have held anything
with the side gaping wide open—and in that case, the con-
tents must have streamed out as the cracksman dragged the
bag with the hooked stick. &

But where ? !

The flashing lights, turned in all directions, revealel no
sign of gold plate—of a simgle article that had been stolen
from the safe at Eastwood House.

Had the rascal had time to gather up the loot ere he
fled? It seemed unlikely—and, indeed, the objects were so
bulky, that he could scarcely have carried them off without
a bag or® sack for the purpose.

“It beats me,” said Tom Merry at last. “It looks as if a
dog—Pongo, very likely—came on this bag wherever it was
hid@m—and ripped it up with his teeth—you know what a
terror Pongo is for ripping things. If the bag was out of
the man’s reach—and if the things tumbled out of it—they
may be still there—in some deep hole, perhaps—""

“It looks like it,” said Manners. “The rotter was inter-
rupted, and he can’t have had time to get clear with the
stuff, if it had to be hooked piece by piece out of a deep
hole. It might take him.all night.” ’

Monty Lowther chuckled. ":

““What a disappointment for the jolly old cracksman! He
will have to come back next time with a fishing-net instead
of a hooked stick.”

The juniors laughed.

“Hallo! Here comes—"

‘Tom Merry. & Co. spun round at the sound of footsteps.
:But it was only Jack Blake, and after him came- Herries
and Digby and D’Arcy, and Lord Eastwood and three or
four menservants of Eastwood House, and Joyce, the keeper,
‘Wally of the Third, and Manners minor and Frank Levison
brought up the rear, with the cheery Pongo frisking round
his master’s legs.

. “You fellows all wight?” cxclaimed Arthur Augustus
anxiously. N i
“Right as rain!” sdid Tom Merry cheerily.

“%ha’(’t rotter hasn’t turned up again, then?” asked Blake.
“No.

“Bai Jove! Keep that beastly dog away fwom a fellow’s
leg, Wally!” howled Arthur Augustus.
“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus!”

“ Wally, you young wuffian—-

“Pongo! Pongo!” .

“Bai Jove, you know, I am weally fedup with that
feahful mongwel, you know,” said Arthur Augustus, . “I
weally considah, you know, that the howwid hwute ought
to be dwowned, you know, He has not the slightest wespect
for & fellow’s twousahs.”

“My dear boys,” said Lord Eastwood, “Blake has told
me, on the way here, what. has happened. Thomas, Williams,
take up James at once, and help him to the house.”

James was carried away through the trees, and then Lord
Eastwood listened to what the Terrible Three had to tell
hti.m]; and examined curiously the gnawed bag and the hooked
stick. ) )

“These must be handed over to the police at once,” he
said. - “ Come—" B s

“Hold on!” said Wally of the Third,

> ’ =

—_—

CHAPTER 11.
Good Old Pongo ! ) =
LORD EASTWOOD gave his, youngest sop a severe

-

glance. !
But Wally of the Third was not abashed,
His cheeky face was very cheery in expression,
For some reason, Wally seemed to be considerably ““bucked.®
He smiled at his father. '
“It’s all right, dad,” he said.
before we.clear off from here.”
“Walter I .
“Weally, Wally—>

- i}
“I’ve got something to say
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“Don’t you begin, Gus,” implored Wally. “Life’s too
short, old man. Give your chin a rest.
send Jo;co to fetch an axe?”.
“An axe!” repeated Lord Eastwood.

Walter 2

. Wally had takeu the hooked stick in hxs hand.
the gnarled trunk of the ancient oak. with 1t -
- “To cut into this trunk,” he said.

“Wats!” said Arthur Augu:tus

“For what reason,

*He tapped

“There’s a hollow in the trunk, dad,” <axd Wally cheerily, .
“and I jolly well bélieve that the gold pots and things are |

-ab the bottom of it !”
:Lord Bastyood started,
<5 Walter |~ Why should you think s0?”
o Wally of the Third grmned %
- %“Llsten 1”: he said.
3 grasped the stick  and thrust it the full length of his
‘arm into the cavity in the old oak.
From the unseen depths of the cavity there eame a distinct
dmk of metal as Wally raked with the stick.
“Upon my -word !” exclmmed Lord Eastwood.~
“Bai Jove!” i
Reggie Manners gave a véll
-“That’s it'! gongos den all the time'! Oh my only
Aunt Semproma "

|« Why, that’s what we heard when we- found Pongo last

‘night !’ exclaimed Frank Levison, in great excitement. “You
%ougbt Pongo had been taking some rubbish to his den,
Uy,

D’Arcy minor chuckled.

* “Yes, old ass. But now I know the gxdd\ loot was_hidden
‘about here, I think something else—see ?”

' Tom Merry uttered-an exclamation. His eyes were gleam-
_ing with exeitement now.

“It’s jolly likely!” he exclaimed. “That rotter hooked up
the bag fr under_the hollow tree, and what- had been in
it 'was left %ﬂlere owing to old Pongo gnawing the bag.”
= “Pongo!” e aculated Arthur Augustus, ““Bai Jove >

- “Good old ongo!” chuckled Blake.

Lord Eastwood looked puzzled.

“I do_not quite understand, Walter,” he said.
any reason to suppose that your dog has been . in %

. hollow #”. *

“Ju.st a few, dad,” grinned Wally. “That's Pongo’s den
‘when he’s away from home—that's where we found him
last night. Gussy sat on him and he bolted, and we came
here to look for him. And we heard <ometbmg clink when
the old chap moved, and I thought it was some rubbish he
had gathered up~he takes all sorts of things to his den,
you know. But now——" oy

“It's pretty certain, sir,” said Manners. “It was clear that
the Dandy shoved his bag of loot into some deep. place and
came here to-night with this hooked stick to get it out. He
got out the bag—and nothing more, because Pongo had been
at work on it. We shall find the plunder at the bottom of
that hole.” ?

“Look !” shouted Wally.

The scamp of the Third was groping in the decp cavity
with the hooked stick> He drew it out, aiid there was a
gleam of gold in the light of the electric torches. The hook
had caught en the handle of a massive gold tankard and
drawn it up.

“That is your property, sir,” said Manners.

Lord Eastwood drew a deep Treath.

“Yes. There is no fxuthet doubt.
once—as quickly as you can.’

“Yes, my lord.”

The keeper hurried away.

While he was gone Wally fished industriously in the deep,
narrow, hollow that extended far under the old oak. Three

Joyce, fetch an axe at
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or four more objects came to light and were laid on the
grass. And, -although the other objects offered no -hold
for the hooked stick, and could not be pulléd up,-it was clear
that they were there. The cracksman’s loot had been
found! .

Joyce came hurrying back, and the party stood clear while
he wielded the axe, on the roots of the old oak.

The splinters flew fast, and the cavity in the old wood -
was tapld]y widened.

The juniors stood loaking on with deep mteres( and Pongo
frisked -and barked unchecked. "Pongo was a privileged dog
now, Pongo had had a chief part in the tracing of the
cracksman’s loot, and even Artlg ur Augustus-had no word
of ch:ldmg for the mongrel, little respect as Pongo paid to
a fellow’s trousers. ~ .

J‘mzee laid down the axe at last. The old wood’ had been
hac]\ed away round the narrow cavity, leavmg 3 wide
opening.

The rest was easy. One by one the articles were reached
and handed out,- gleammg and shining in the light—one by
one, till every one.was there, the whole lot of tie loot that

|. had been missing since the night of the robbery af Eastwood

House.
* -Lord Ea~tw00d’s face wore' an. expre=snon of great satisfac-
ion. ;
: “Evervth}
this_chiefly.

g"lhas been recovered now,” he said. “I owe
0. your guests, Arthur,. and: not; ]east I thmk

" to- Walter s dog. - Let us return to the house,”

And a very cheery party set out for Eustwood Houise, and
ere long the crackcman s plunder was’ secure in Lord East-
wood’s safe again.

Tom Merry & Co. were in hlgh feather that evening.

Tom and Lowther held the opinion -that Manners of the
Shell was chiefly. responsible for the recovery. of the cracks-
man’s loot; Wwhile- W’aﬂy of the Thu‘d mamt-amed thit it was
chiefly Pongo s doing. - -

The only fly in the ointment, a3 Blal‘e expressed it, was
that the cracksman himself had got away.

" From the description given by James of the man he bad
struggled with—and certain ecircumstances remembered by

-the Terrible Three—it became fairly clear that Mr. Snooks,

he photographer, was a man who was very mich wanted,
#nd Inspector Watkins of Easthorpe was very anxious to get
into touch with Mr. Snooks.

But Mr. Snooks was no longer to be found.

Arthur Augustus never received the photograph for which
he had paid five shillings, and Manners never saw anyihing
of tﬁﬁ series of photographs entitled the “ Beauties of Hamp-
shir Inquiries at Winchester failed to reveal any such
esbablishment as Snooks’ Artistic Photographic Studios. In
a word, it was clear that Mr. Snooks, .the photographer, was
no other than the Dandy, in a cunning disguise, who had
returned to seek for the loot he had been forced to abandon
on the night of the robbery, and who had very nearly
succeeded in his object. By a curious chain of circumstances
—in which James, the footman, Manners of the.Shell, and
Pongo had plax ed their pa.rt:-—the cracksman had been dis-
.appointed, and the Eastwood plate had returned to where
“it belonged. Undoubtedly the cracksman knew as much. It
was= possible, indeed, that he had lurked in the wood and
witnessed the recovery of the_treasure from _the hollow
beneath the old oak. He hadﬁled and he was not seen
again in the neighbourhood of Fastwood House.

But the St. Jim's juniors gave him little thought. )

““ Let the wottah go,” said Arthur Augustus. he police
will have him ‘soonah or -latah, anyhow. ve been
thinkin’, deah boys, that. the Head ought to let us have an
extwa week heah, as itturns out so vewy fortunate that we

. were heah at all, you know; but I suppose it is no usefgkin’

the Head—what?”

“ Probably not "’ chuckled Blake.

“By the way, hme vou fellows seen my hat?
dovm & minute ago.’

I laid it

“I saw vou,” said Tom Mcuv, laughing. “I think Pongo
saw you,- t00.”
£ Wha{' Wilkinson, have you seen my hat ?”

It i out on the terrace, sir. Master Walter’s

iH)

“Yes, sir.
dog is eating it, sir !

“Ha, ha, ha t”

“Bai Jovel” ’

Arthur Augustus D'Avey dashed to the rescue of his hat
Tt did not look very much like a hat when he recovered
it, and it was very fortunate for Pongo that he was, for the
pleeeut .a privileged dog.

THE END. *

(There will be another splendid long comple(e story of
your old favourites, Tom Merry & Co. next week, entitled :
“THE ST. JIM'S- TREASURE QDFST !” by Martin
Clifford. As next week’s GeM will be a bumper one, make
sure you order ¢t WELL IN ADVANCE!)
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And Dick Is a fellow of his word !

Young Dick Hastie hes climbed from the bottom of the ladder to the top. - Now he’s at.
the top, Dick remembers that he swore to give his arch-enemy Ben Travers a hiding:
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ACK, back, until finally Dick’s assailant made a chok-
ing noise between his hands. . :
© _“Who are you, you hound?” inquired Hastie.
“Wait until we’re out of this confounded tunnel !

The words seemed to frighten the . other, and, wriggling
clear, he bolted away. But in the darkness every step was
a hazard; instead of finding the open door, he bumped his
head against the window of the compartment.

An oath gave him away. Dick was able to recognise the
voice.

“Burleigh!” he muttered. “I might have known it!”
5 %lb this moment the compartment became flooded with
ight,

Dick’s guess had been correct, The man stretched on the

seat in front of him, looking with terror-stricken eyes, was

the former centre-half of Sgringdale Albion. His desperate
ettempt had failed; and he knew that he could not expect
any mercy from the youth who had overcome him. All the
fight had left him. Now that the drink with which he had
primed himself for this deed had lost its effect, he was
revealed as a whimpering, shivéring coward, &

Dick made no comment for some moments. He was trying

* to sum the man up; trying to understand what motive

Burlgh could have had in that attempted murder.
At length he said: : )
“This is the second tim3 I have been attacked, Burleigh.
The first time, I understand, it was at the instigation of
Samuel Simister. This time, unless I am very much mis-

taken, Benjamin Travers inspired the thought. Is that right,

you cur?

‘Burleigh whimpered.

“I was hard up,” he said; “and Travers offered me fifty
quid to get you out of the country.”

Standing before the door, Hastie produced a fountain-pen
andtit piece of paper. L

“On condition that you sign the statement you have just

By SYDNEY HORLER.!"
1P »- -

|, police at the next station,” he said,

The concluding chap:ters of this magnificetit
football story,’ '

made,* Bill-feigl1, T'll not give you into the charge of the

The -former centre-half svas oily too eager to o}atain:!rlis P
freedom on such terms.«He wrote rapidly at Hastie’s dicta-
tion, and signed the statement as required, :

“Now clear out! If I see you again it will mean a térm
of imprisonment for you!” were Dick’s final words.

As Tunney had done béfore him, Burleigh slunk away,

» Y L7 T ] Y .

Middleham was the home of Lulgate United, a First'
Division team, that certainly had a very great conceit of’
itself. Many honours had come to Lulgate in the course of:
time, and these had been deservedly won, but the general!
impression in the English football world was that Lul ate’
were a bit above themselves. Still, they were a side of high’
renown. In wealth, club status and playing strength they,
represented the best that the Midlands could produce, and:
“ihgm atefore it was only fitting that this important match should
be played on their really magnificent ground. )

Carrying hi$ bag, Dick Hastie walked into the dressing- -
room allotted to the players representing the Possibles at
two o’clock the following afternoon. As was only natural,
be had a quivering of the nerves. This match meant a great
deal to him. It meant that he was either to justify his com-
rades’ good opinion of hit play, or to fail them in the hour
of trial. Ttewas a tremendous test which awaited him after
but a few weeks in first-class football. Every mian down to
play in the nratch that afternoon was a highly skilled
specialist, a master craftsman in his own position. He him-
self would be playing against England’s right-half, a man
who had six International caps to his eredit, and was one of
the football wonders of the age.  Entering alone the dress-
ing-room which hummed with talk, it was not surprising
that for a momeunt he felt himself to be almost overwhelmed.

But this feeling did not last long. The brief attack of
nerves passed; a stiffening came. * What roused his spirit to
fighting pitch was the realisation that in honouring him that
day the English International Selection Committee had'
really honoured the club he represented. It had been many
a long day since a player from Springdale Albion had.
received such a guerdon. Scarcely a newspaper-in the land’
but what had commented upon this fact.” He was carrying
the_honour of a‘team which had risen. Pheenix-like from the
ashes of its old self, and ‘the thought was as stimulating as
a pat on the back. ' o :

Pushing the door open; he entered the room. Entered, to
be .stared at by a number of quizzing eyes. Most of the
Possibles had already started to change when Dick entered
the roonm.  Many of these men knew each other fairly

h S | DU haan an o o o B b B S8 S o o e . &

It has been an uphill fight for Dick Hastie, son of the absconding

solicitor, Robert Hastie, but the brilliant young footballer has
acquitted himself well. By sheer grit he hgs won his way to the
jront in Springdale footer, and, to cap his triumph, he has been
selected to play in the forthcoming International trial. But Ben-
jamin Travers—one-time ~managing-director of - the Springdale
Albion, who has sworn-to get even with the lad whe has unmasked
his rascality—engages a bully named Burleigh to kidnap Hastie on
the eve of the great trial which is to be staged at Middleham,

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Seated in an empty carriage, Dicl is so absorbed in his thoughts
that Te: does-not mnotice a walicious face peering at Kim from the
corridor.” But burely has the train plunged into a. long tunnel
when. the: light unaccountably fatls,-and Burleigh springs upon him.
In a moment the two are at grips, and Dick, exerting himself to
the uttermost, catches his assailant by the. throat!

(Now read_on) ~°
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*
.ntimately, having met on and off the football field on

several occasions. The majority of them were First Divisioi

men—Big- Leaguers. - Dick felt thaf they were regarding kim .
as though-he had striyed by mistake into the room, an’q the -

first question 'dirgécted at him supported this idea.
. “'Want anyt

jersey. - ) -

{ ‘Ehe reply came crisply: - T

i *My name’s; Hastie,” said Dick,. "and “in tvh'esfév"wgltds _bef.

« Hastie? -

gave the reply to dll those questioning stares. -~
#Hastie 7" The ‘questioner seemed puzzled.
“‘Ygﬁ:do'i you'play. for when you're at home ?”

_“Sptingdale Albion,” he said.- =
- %he man winked at his: companions.
. “Must .it);e' !

th laughter. .
sed that they had.been purposely bait-
‘now to take no further notice of any

‘sneers and to: leave unanswered any questions.’: Going to a

corner,. he. leisirely took off his overcoat' and “started to
change... . ° - - o eRdS B
Seeing
alone, . =l : oy T ez s
{ Dick; on his part, had plenty to think #bout. . Being of
a somewhat “impressionable mature, he drank in -all the
etails behind the scenes which aecompany every big match.

'The words nettled Dick, and his answer"came ‘swiftiy::j .

"0t these oy Scout tearss,” he said. “And

(1" asked a @an;-pulling on a yoyafl:?bhlef

‘the x’r;}w:cbmer:so iéccup,ied, the others left Lim

¥ze noticed men, whom he took to be prominent football

- ‘officials, greeting each other, he listened to scraps of talk

between newspaper reporters and players all around him.
He noted all.the smallest details about his colleagues, even
to the way they tied ‘their bootlaces—and then sat down
waiting for the gignal. -~ At last this came, the referee poking
his head around the door and saying: ;

“All out, boys!” . sl

Dick sprang up. Now the time had come! Now he
would show these fellows that he belonged to a team worthy
of being represented there that day. ) .

As he left the dressing-room he heard the first :iighty
outburst of the expectant football crowd.

Yoo s e - A
b - The-Proof. %
% PPN 4 D, B = %

1 HE first thing Dick had to do upon entering the field
was to take his place in the Possibles’ team for the
‘benefit of the Press photographers. 2z

©* ~The latter were aﬁ eagerly inquirin% “Whﬁ%

Hastie ?” and many of them made special “shots” of -the

voungest player on view that day. - A

Hastie had no mind for any of these trappings and frills,
however. His eyes were fixed on the centre of the field, and
his wheole thought was for the start of the game.

As he lined up in his usual position of inside-left, the
stealthy attack of nerves returned.- For one thing, the size
of the crowd was awesame, He had never seen such a
dense mass of humanity as thronged the great popular bank
opposite the grandstand, which also was filled to overflowing.

Watching him, the centre-forward, a player with a kindly
expression on his somewhat grim face, leaned across.

“First time out in a big game, kid?” he asked. “Never
mind; directly the bal starts rolling yow’ll forget you're
nervous! Keep close to me. I'll do what I can for you!”

Barely was fﬁere time for Dick to reply to this encourage-
ment before the whistle blew and the game had started.

What Dick Hastie did in that trial match became written
in the records,.and there is no need for a lengthy description

here. Suffice it to say that with the first flick-of his boot he’

proyed himself to that tremendous football gathering to be
a player of really outstanding skill. " Indeed, before the
match had been many minutes in progress, the crowd were
asking questions #bout the slimly-built Possibles’ inside-left.
. In ball control, deft manceuvring, masterly body swerve,
and in ;mginig(mt anticipation of-‘the run of the game, the
youngest player on the field stood out as the most arresting
figure. Twice during the first five minutes he initiated an
attack. He had for his partner that day Evans, a haman
whippet, who responded gallantly to every call his inside
man made upon him. Twice Dick sent Evans away in
masterly style, and twice, as a resalt of the attack. which
was set’ up, the: Probables’ goal had a very narrow escape.
In the first instance, the Possibles” inside-right volleyed the
all a bare six inches over the bar, and in the second attempt
the Probables’ goalkeeper was forced to concede a gorner.

This was cleared, but the quality of Hastie, about whom
everybody was now talking, had been proved. Here, said
the -critics in the Press-box, was an England player in the
making, and every subsequent move that Hastie made was
watched with the deepest interest,
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The personal triumph which Dick proceeded to build up
during the first half increased as the minufes went by. Of
all the players on .the field he, because of his youth, was the
miost enthusiastic; and, being enthusiastic, he never relaxed,
for, in addition to the natural ambition to do well, he never

‘allowed himself to forget that he was playing as the repre- =

sentative that day of Springdale Albion.. Subconsciously he

| ‘was back in the old Albion dressing-room being . fussed over

by Andy Anderson, and looked. at-with approval by David

“Martin. He could not let those good friends of his down.

_» After the first time he touched the ball he realised the
truth of what his centre-forward had told him. Once the
game had started, he forgot his nerves; he had po time for
nerves, there was so much work to be done. - A

. Aid one additional fact gave him tremendous confidence.
He had not known it before, but he found that, unlike many
other famous club players, he had the right temperament for’

lated, bt they did not bewilder “him: Something e
ound, teo. That was that in highér company the 'bett

became his game. The subtle skill that his comrades and
opponents showed brought out the-best that was in him. T¢

a big occasion. The volleying cheers of the crowd 'stiv%'

“was a wonderful revelation to Hastie t,o“reah'se' how ‘good &

footballer he really was. : womd ST :
_Naturally'he made mistakes—what player-does not?—hut
these ‘were not allowed to count by the chitics. .. *Within
twenty minutes the crowd werg  shouting - his name, and
within that same space of time the reporters had noted ‘the
fact that a new football star had beem born. - . -

What does it matter who won the game?. For those who
have a mania for figures and records, let it be said that the
'Possibles ran out victors by four goals to three. .

What really counts for the purpose of this story, is that
Dick Hastie scored two of the -Possibles’ goals, and had a
foot in each of the -others. -

He left the field to uproarious cheers, conscious that he had
done far better than he could have anticipated.

Arriving ] home that night, 'Di_ck found another telegram -

awaiting him.

“Be with you within a week. Tell Sybi].—A% lovs,
. 3 AD‘” 5 f

Looking at the message again, Dick discovered that it
_been wirelessed from the s.s. Trevonia, then steaming
in mid-Atlantic. )

Home within a week! He could not rest in his rooms,
but had to report the good news immediately to Darvid
Martin. ) . "

The latter received him more warmly than usual. =

“Now_that your father is coming back, Dick,” he said,
“we shall have to hunt up the mystery about his disappear-
iu)n;:e. ”Perhaps he will be reluctant to tell us himself;

1 t—— i ]

“When I find the man who did "dad that dirty turn I'm
going to give him the hiding of his life!” interrupted .the
footballer. “I can’t help thinking that Benjamin Travers
and Samuel Simister had some hand in father’s leaving the
town. What it was of course Fdon’t know; but wait until
I do know!”

-  In just under a week's time Dick wa_s_‘to learn the full

circumstances of his father’s curious action.
Another telegram came, and Dick was at the station to
meet the father he had never expected to see again.
- Leaning out of a carriage window was Robert Hastie,
“Dick I” he cried. -And then: “My boy! My deaiilboy !”
Dick ‘Hastie took one swift glance at the man who had

- addressed him; and then™fairly pulled him out of “the
-carriage.

- “Dad!” he said in reply. “Good old dad!. I knew every-
thing would come right at last !” ;

Human emotion is too sacred a thing to “be paraded
before the many-eyed public, and David Martin, who had
accompanied his young friend to the station, rose to the
occasion by putting father and son into a taxicab and telling

i the driver to take them to his own address,

<«

I wish you had let me know exactly when you arrzived
at Liverpool, dad,” said -Dick. “I should dearly liked to
have met the boat.” : )
Robert Hastie smiled slowly.
man until greeted by his son, but now a faint flush was
his cheeks and an onlooker would have said that it would rigé®
be long before he would be his old self again. i
“My dear boy,”he now said, “it was a whim of mine to
return to Springdale as quietly as I left it. I wanted to
come back as siléntly as I had gone away.” .
-This was a somewhat perplexing retnark for Dick to hear,
and he did not make any comment at the moment. Sufficient

¥ else B~

He had looked a haggard. .



came crisply : ‘“ My name’s Hastie ! '’ said Dick.
for 2% f Springdale Aibion!* ¥
said.

‘“ Want anything ? ’* asked a man, pulling on a royal blue jersey, as Dick walked into the dressing-room: The i'oply 1.
¢ Hastie 2’ The questioner seemed puzzied.
The man winked at his companions.

¢ Who do you play’
* Must be one of those Boy Scout tpams,’* he
(See page 24.) S

" for .him was the fact that his father had returned to him.

(Iiiisbdad would make his own explanation in due time, no
oubt.

After dinner that night Robert Hastie told his story.

“The two worst enemies that any man could have I foand
in this town,” he said. “Their names were Samuel Simister
and Benjamin Travers.” Pausing for a moment, during
which David Maréin - and Dick exchanged significant
glances, the wanderer resumed: “The biggest scoundrel was
Travers. By means into which I need not enter now, this
man obtained a hold over me, I had done a foolish thing,
but I-had done it for the best. It was something to do with
my profession, and if the Law Society had only got to know
I should have been a ruined man.” Although I don’t wish
to ‘enter into full details now, I trust that both you, my
boy, and you, Martin, my very dear friend, will have
sufficient faith to know that I am speaking the truth; and

that, although this unprofessional conduct of mine might |

have landed me in very deep trouble, yet what I did I did
according to the bidding of my heart at the time. Had I
not done so a certain man, who to the best of my belief
is now striving to live down his past, would have. been
rotting in gaol. e

“Some time ago I incurred the animosity of Samuel
Simisteg in a police-court case, and through Simister I got
to know Travers. This man, who is a human. vulture,
battened on the knowledge that I had a secret. He did his
best to ruin me—and almost succeeded.”

“But the money, Robert?” inquired David Martin.

Robert Hastie smiled steadily. )

I handled what really was not mine. The truth was, and I
have np shame in telling you now, that I had been speculat-
ing, ‘with the idea of making my boy Didk’s future secure;
but things went wrong. Temporarily, I lost my head, and
1 used money which did not belong to me. ~ But, thank
God,”: the speaker went ‘on fervently, ‘“Providence was
watching over my poor efforts, and the very shares which I
thought would mean my ruin proved my salvation !

jéiMy reason in leaving Springdale so quickly was to.go
to Canada to ascertain the truth about somé mines )
shares in this mine directly I bought them had ,f;ilen to
practically nothing. Once I arrived on ihe spot, however,
the prospects in this newly-formed company improved miracu-
lously. And now I am tired. Let it suffice for to-night that,
as you know, all the money which I had "“borrowed’ has
been paid back,-and that I am thankful to say I can now

“look my fellow men straight in the ‘face.”

 must be talking through your

. this time there was no sign of conscjousness.
Dick had launched at him was of such a terrific nature that,

3 >0 >
Dick Keeps His Promise ! : @
. <>

ONCE again Benjamin Travers was alome with his

thoughts, consequently he was in a vile mood. A
hastily-written letter just received from-Burleigh had
informed him . that the centre-forward
Dick Hastie had failed. iR )

“The blundering fool!” commented Travers. He did not
trouble about having been the means of Burleigh leaving
the country. He did not waste a moment in reflecting that
he .might have caused the former centre-forward to stand a
trial for murder. He merely remembered that his own
glans had gone astray; for that was the nature of the

east, .

Suddenly the telephone rang. He lurched towards it and
took off the receiver.

“What ?” he screamed, at the end of another minute, “ You_
hat, Sam! How can the
fellow be back in Springdale? He wouldn’t dare.!” K

Scarcely had he hung the receiver up before there was

.dttack on

" a loud ringinﬁi at the door. 1

A moment later a youth whom he had ‘every reason to
fear rushed inté the room. : - .
“I've come to keep a promise—and to make a settlement,
Travers!” commenced Dick Hastie. “My father has just
told me the reason he was forced to leave Springdale some
time ago. I don’t think any more words are necessary
between us, except that you can prepare to receive the hiding

L ' of your life!”
“I never stole that money, Martin,.although technically. |

Benjamia Travers, his face white with fear, sas about to

- call for help when; with & quick stride forward, the visitor

smashed his clenched fist against the quivering® jaw of the

| older man... Travers went down-in a heap—and remained

down, -

“Get up!” ordered Dick. .

But Benjamin Travers knew better than to obey the order.
On hands and knees, he¢ endeavoured to reach the door and
escape that way; but in_this he was foiled, for, reaching
down, Dick caught him by the collar and pu’l}ed him ‘to his

- feet. - "

“It’s rather contemptible to take it out of such a coward

- as you, Travers; but you deserve if, and you’re going to

get it!” -
Once_more Benjamin Travers crashed to the floor, and
i i The blow
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{ landing on the jaw, it had knocked all life out of the rene-
gade ex-chairman of Springdale Albion.

His mission done, Dick walked to the door, flung it open,

and left the house. : - =

The ground of Springdale Albion was packed almost to
suffocation. A tense atmospBere hung round the éenclosure.
This was the day of days. Some months had passed since
_the events narrated in the previous pages, and now the first
Saturday in May had been reached. :
afternoon. Upon the result of the game with Daventry
United depended whether Springdale Albion, the team that
had risen from thé depths of despair, should gain promotion
to the Second Division of the League. .

Whilst there was a feeling of quiet confidence 'in . the
Springdale team, i%,.was" recognised that a stiff task con-
fronted the si%p ~Daventry, whilst having no-chance of
gaining promotion. thetpselves, had made a boast: that they
would see that SBringdale Albion was: frustrated. A team
of stern defenders, “the .apposition was to be feared.

Straight from the kick-off the Albion centre-forward lunged

out well“#4o the right, and here -the home inside-right, -

trapping the ball with cunping skill, started a raid straight

away.  He-made wonderful progress until, with three men-

blocking thé way, he turned in. his tracks and slung the

ball' back into the centre. - With a wonderful leap, Dick ~

Hastie got to the ball and nodded it to his partner.
Bob Layton was wailing. -Without any hesitation, -he shot
straight and true for goal. The Daveniry custodian, leap-

ing to the right, was just in time to turn that danger-laden -

ball over the bar. ) ,
Amid a-tense silence the corner:kick was taken. The ball,
truly placed, hovered over the Daventry goal:mouth, before
falling plump into the midst of 'a number of struggling
players. The struggle was fierce until, with a great punch,
the visiting goalkeeper cleared his lines, and the left-back

= , osun ‘ o J
§ ONE OF THE BOYS!

 There's nothing of the namby-pamby . about 'Bat”" Barstow.
Look at his hefty shoulders and his leg o' mutton fists,

Now you've got a squint of him make up your minds to
read about his thrilling adventures every week.

NO.1. “BAT BARSTOW’S
NIGHT OUT!” .

Starts in Next Wednesday'’s ¢ GEM.Y
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It was a momentous |

- - It was a marvellous centre,

- ‘ ; X |
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- frustrated the hopes of the home team for the time being

by kicking -into. touch.

But Springdale would not be denied. From the throw-in,
the outside-right secured again, and like a meteor flashed
down the touch-line. Harassed by Harvey, the Daventry
left-back, he was not_able to swerve in and centre; but;
gaily mocking the burly defender, who looked big enough ta
cat him, Ite sped on. Keenness was the keynote of this
young player’s work. Never faltering, he.reached the goal
line at the-instant that the ball seemed to be going out of
play, and swung his right foot. .
The ball came over as squarely
as though it had been shot from a gun, and almost as fiercely.

Right across the goalmouth it hurtled, to find & resting-
place at the foot of the home centire-forward, who had raced
up to meet the centre. Getting it under instant subjection,
this player foiled ore opponent, and then passed to his
inside-left. : :

“Dick-!” now rose the cry from all parts of the ground.

Hastie, the extremely popular captain of the home team,
had already scored twenty-five goals that season, proving
himself to be the possessor of a wonderful left foot. All

opes were on him as he sped forward. Bartley, the

' Daventry centre-half; plunged to meet him, but Hastie, with
—a quick swerve, was “

away.” Then,. seeing the. goalmouth

blocked; he slipped the ball to the waiting Layton.

Layton responded immediately with an -accurate ecentre,
and again there was a fierce scrimmage in the Daventry goal-
punted to thé side lipe.

But this pressure was bound to tell. Ten minutes from

the sgart a third raid was.made by the Albien. This time
it was Bob Layton who brought-danger, Trapping the ball
on the dine, whilst the Daventry right-half was appealing for
outside, he sped down the wing; tricking two opponents with
consummate ease, and then, before-being. heavily charged
off the-ball by the right-back, he swept it across to the
waiting Hastie. = : : ‘ .
- “As.the ball came to him Dick Hastie raised his foot as
though he meant to trapit, but he never touched the sphere.
This manceuvre was for the discomfiture of the waiting half-
back, who immediately turned to the right to get in the
way of the shot which he thought was imminent.

The trick worked beautifully. Foiled, the centre-half was=
noi able.to turn quickly enough to dispossess the Spring-
dale centre-forward who, espying daylight between the
Daventry goalkeeper and the far goalpost, crashed in one of
his favourite drives.

- It was superb marksmanship.

- mouth before the visiting custodian, catching the ball deftly,

This player had been

-coached by Dick for many weeks in the art of hitting the

ball; and ‘the result was seen in the splendid shot which
volleyed into the net at such pace that the visiting goal-
keeper could only stand helpless the while,

Pandemonium_followed. The Springdale supporters had
been treated to=a-brilliant exhibition by their favourites.
and they were prateful . accordingly. This first goal was a
rare tonic to the team that intended to be in the Second
Division the following season.

But, stunned and shocked as they were, Daventry set
about their business in grim fashion. . They hurled them-
selves at their opponents with an earnestness that bordered
on the reckless. Yet, because they knew the referee, and
knew that he would have no nonsense, they kept within the
bounds of fair play.

It was mesmeric football. On the one hand the spectators
saw a brilliant team and on the other they witnessed a rare,
dogged defence striving might and main to bring to naught
the -flashes of genius that the home front line, under the
generalship of Dick Hastie, frequently showed. e b
. Craft was bound to suffer under the smashing tactics'of
the visitors. Yet there was no lack of thrilling episodes.
For instance, the crowd cheered their heads off when they
witnessed Bob Layton, after weaving a way past all opposi-
tion, find himself with only the goalkeeper to beat.

In that moment the veteran winger frankly lost his head,
for the first {ime perhaps in his famous career. With,
three of his comrades in the front line, waiting for a pass
which must have meant a certain second goal,” he shot
blindly and wildly himself. The ball hit the bent knees of
the goalkeeper who, in a deSﬁerate‘ attempt to save his
charge, had left his lair, and rebounded thirty yards up the
ficld. Bob Layton came to himself as though he had been
in a dream, and his expression 'of chagrin was so expressive
that the crowd, instcad of groaning, were hound to smile.”

With fierce thrust and parry, the game proceeded:, A
Springdale did not do all the pressing. Three times i id-
succession; Gopher only kept his charge intact by magieriy
custodianship. Gopher had done all that Layton had prophe-
sied he:would since joining the club some months: before.
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- hearts of the homessup

scored was beyond price.

Half-time saw no further addition -to the secare, but the
crowd were content, for that one goal their favourites had

out during the second ha -
. Springdale were the first out after the interval, and in the
joy of seeing what they believed were already a promoted
side, the crowd greeted them with volcanic cheers.

Their opponents looked grim .and deteriined when, a
moment later, they also took the field. Then came the re-
start, with every eye fixed on the ball, every heart filled now
with hope and now with bitter dismay as the game swept
from one end of the pitch to the other.

Five minutes from the commencement of the second half
the vast crowd was swaying violently from side to side..

Meet * Bat » Barstow, the Moderii Hercules, Next Week.!

Iff only they could keep Daventry |
! . *

-

o

. ** Get up! ’* ordered Digk. But Btann Travers knew better than to obey the .order. On hands and knees he en-
deavoured tg reach the deer, but Dick reached down and caught him by the collar. P
out of such a coward as you, Travers,’ he said, ‘' but you deserve it and you’re going to ge it! ”

¢ It’s rathgr ¢omtemptible to tako it

(See page 25.)

During this pgtiod Daventry, somewhat to the general sur-
prises had setup an attack so fierce in its intensity that the
ters almost sank inte their hoots.
Daventry were ging: pow like a team possessed; so
brilliant were their effosts - that their own directors con-
fessed themselves amazed. & -
The visiting outside-right scintillated.
stormed a passage dowm the
beautiful centre. G T
“Right!” shouted Gupher,s . = -
_But the home left-ba@&ieuld not have heard, Either
that, or he was so excited that he did not pay any attention.
Disaster quiekly followed. Instead of watching the
defender head away, as the left-back evidently intended, the
crowd in the wildest dismay saw the ball strike the side of

Once again he
touchline, and sent over a

- Huntley’s -head and pass from thence into the net.
a

Ons alll

This sas an awful disappointment; but, cla

hands,‘ﬁmia rallied his ferces. The Springdale team
ded to -his command, and lined up for the kick-off,

ing his

respon

‘looking like men who avere determined not to allow Fate

© to affect them

Well as they had played ‘up till now, this unexpected

~reverse had ‘the effect of whipping the home team into a

fresh frenzy of exertion Time after time the forward
line swept down the field, the ball passing f¥em man to
man with nerve-tingling precision,

.raids the foremost leader was the

] emg ang sﬁpgr; ‘Dick,
Hastie, He might have been a coagh¥ tirsing - four
spirited bays, so wonderfully did each?éfztélg coinrades ve-
spond to his promptings. Yet, for all the M and bril-
hance that ‘Springdale showed, #he all-essenftal zoal was

And always in these:

long in coming.” And the Albi{‘m had to beat Daventry that
day or they would not achieve their ambition,

They did everything but score. The crossbar shivered, the .

uprights were hi: with smashing shots, and the man be-
tween the Daventry gealposts seemed inspired. He had
luck, but he had briiliance "as well; three times within
five minutes he saved point-blank drives that seemed cer-
tain goals. Even the home crowd, desperately disappointed
as they were, could not save themselves from applauding.
But in the meantime valuable time was speeding. Thero
was now only five minutes to go, and stili the score  was
1—1. Neither side could be said te have any advantage,
for most of the exchanges were now being fought out i
mid-field, so resolute was the defence af each team, ‘
Yet, gresently, amid a fresh.giot of tumultuous cheers, the
young figure of the home centre-half came threading a way
through his opponents. He passed at the correct moment,
and the Springdgle inside-right swept the ball out to his

winger, who desertbed a series of feints, thus drawing the -

defence, before putting the ball inside again.

From the inside-right to the centre-forward, and from the
centre-forward te Dick Hastie, the ball sped, - Dick des-
cribed a complete ci“%e round the harassing half-back, and

then Boly Layton had his chance. "How the cheers volleyed

‘and thundered “as the veteran winger started off on that

miomentous ran! The agony of suspense as the ball, accu-
rately kicked, descended into the goalmouth ‘once more!
Hastie, withithe mind of a strategist, had kept -aloof
from that melee, He expected he would be more useful
outside the serimmage than in it, se, keen.eyed and ceol,
he waited five yards from the throbb'ing battle.
: ! Tie GEM L1BRARY.—No. 936.
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€ - - decewmg the Daventry goalkeéper, sped on to shake the

~- § Xondon.S:

He’ saw. a Daventry b tempt to clear, but the ball |
sskidded off his“boot dnd-came out to the left.

Now. wis his .chance!. Rushing forward, he met the ball
‘i it descénded, and the impact of boot agamﬂt leathet could
be heard all over the ground.

+Dick made that kick on the ins; u:a,tlon of the moment

% He did not even look where the g&i was. - The position g

the netted space was imprinted upon his mmd

There was magw in that shot; for, by iﬁme mlram&us
means, the ball passe cI%an thmugh the ‘scrimmage, and,

netting with a quiver that sent the hugé mulhtuc}e’!umpmg

#for joy. .

Through thg enius of their captain, the player who had
led them from: gespaxr into triumph, the qprmgdale A[&n
had achieved t poal of thelr ambition.

They had

of the Springdale Albion
in celebration of the team

1 yhotion gely attended.. Not only
e X ne” in Spr who considered himself
3 pre but both th Football Association and
authorities had sent. representatives. Amontﬂt

L proposmg the toast of the Springdale F. C.,
Bl{:x ich was cheered to the echo. This, in part

, not only for you, but
cmlly proud night for me,
I feel hat T have played some small
nph %xhlch you are celebrating this evening.
mind back to the early days of the past foot-
eason, and I- find inyself sitting in the granc -stand- of
¥ ir ‘ground. Beside me-is-a man, no lgnger with us.* I ill
thmn. his. pame,- betause if ght evoke painful-

all of you l\no“ whom I mean.

A football mat i3 in progress. Amongst the players is
a mere lad. Yes, gentlemen, a mere lad; but I had scarcety -
seen him touch the ball before I recognised that hére was a
%ll'eat player in the making. Need I tell you,. genﬁemenl%

at lad was your present captain and the player who
~been chiefly instrumental in your gaining such a substant
success as’we are celebrating this evening? (Cheets).

“ After w. atdliing Dick Hastie (cheers) play T retume& to

the then chairman of the Springdale Albion Club, and.-I -
sald, ‘ Sign_that ]ad’ ’ My advice was not acted upon, but
retribution was
Springdale Albigh, #ito ruin; and I cannot help recalling the
significance of «tHe“fact that in -other w ays, apart from his
* prowess on the football field, Dick Hastie has been the-means
of bringing the Albion out of what a previous speaker has:
correctly described as despair into triumph.

“Springdale needed Hastie.
“show you what could be done w
a disgrace and a by-word. It was Hastie’s presencé in the -
town that mduced my dear old friend, Mr. Martin.(cheers)
to-take up the reins of office and to start on that career of
football - management \\hlch has been 50 sxgna]l\ successful
" (Cheers). o

“That is why, gentlemen in proposmg the toast of your
=plend1d “clij this evening, 1 ask you to couple with it the
name of your captain, Dick Hastie. (Uproarious cheers)
Hastie, altholgh so. young, I might truthfully describe a5'a
leader of the Lea Ee, for he has Ied his men not only on the

field, but off it.
many fonl players into a side- that, wherever it goes, is now
respected and honmu'e _for its tactics on: ‘the field. :

 “Gentlemeén, ?youl “ask you to:be ups ing . in!
with me the toast ot Sprmgdale Albmn uple i th
e League ! r,,

name of Richard Hastie, ‘a leader
The toast was enthus:astxca!ly héhoured, and the -
glasses had been set down the strains. of that. sow‘d old
English- lyric,. “For he’s 8 Jollv good fellow !” ﬂmndered
throughithe room Fo- i ]

_END;
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~'So-simple’that

- With full] s - free,
Erxl.ree fory sricg. bsb p(%st !roxgr %
gg . Oxfo reet,

62 Dxﬁerent Stamps (50 unused)*, Metal Tw:

ol' Countries,-Peelable Stamp Mounts, Briti
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LISBURN & 'J.‘OWN‘!EHD. LONDO: R

Posta.
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8. and upwards Ac ety-
ghting . Sets, and all other
: ome Cmemas all ‘sizes.

PEN COUPON, "

Five ol’ these Ooupons ‘will be accepted in part ?
handsomte FLEET FOUNTAIN PENS, usual val ue 12/6,
with 5 Coupons, only 4/6 net cash. Ask or Fine,
xroad Dtm Send direct t

- EET PEN CO., 119, i‘leet Street. I.ONBON. E.C4.

edium, or

‘ FE

: :Immedsgtely

arm training. Finaneial assist‘
i4 te 19.) — SALVATION,
per 'l‘hames Btreet, Londan,

& stamm FREE to lhose lenltg
3 © 6d.) anrl asking to see Approval Sheet:
um Road, Peckham, LONDON, s:n.:m
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store for the men who were draggmg,

L 4

e has turned a team that once. contained

e stor
You'll enjoy every word of ii.') )

'é%ﬁers). It needed him to ‘
& team that had become
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