


A ROUSING ILONG

CHAPTER 1.

Wallace & Co. on the Warpath!

“ Y TS rotten!” exclaimed Tom Merry, the captain of the
I Shell at 8t. Jim's.
“Puirid!”? agreed Harry Manners.

“Mumps!® sniffed Monty Lowther, the third
occupant of Study No. 10. ““Mumps! Just like a New
House ass to go and get mumps when he's wanted to play
in the Abbotsford match!”

There was disgust in
grinned.
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“Well, I don't suppose Reddy's got mumps for the fun
of the thing1” he chuckled. The frown returned to his face.
“IJ?ath it's rotten luck, his getting mumps at a time like
this ™

As captain of the jumior cricket eleven, Tom Merry was
very worried to know that Redfern, of the New House,
had gone down with the mumps. Dick Redfern was one of
the best batz in the junior eleven, and his loss would be
folt keenly on the following Saturday, when 8t Jim's
were going over to Abbotsford for their fixture with
Abbotsford School. It was an important mateh, and the
problem of filling Redfern's place in the eleven was not
an easy one.

{Copyright in the United States of America.)
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—STARRING TOM MERRY & CO. AND THE “TROUNCER TRIO!
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Dogged determination, amazing resource, and the outside edgein ““nerve’ —these arethe
characteristica of the extraordinarytrio of new boys at St. Jim’s.
surprising that the Three Trouncers succeed in making thamsslves the talk of the school !

Thers were plenty of fellows for Tom to draw from.
But the thing was to get the right man in the right place.

“Mumps!” repeated Monty Lowther, with a sniff. ‘ Such
a blessed kiddish thing for a chap to get! Just like a
New House man!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckled Manners. “You know, Mouty,
I don't suppose Reddy got mumps on purpose,”

“Anyway,” interrupted Tom Merry, “he’s got 'em, and
he won't be able to play against Abbotsford; and the
question is, who's to take his place?"” :

“What~ about Wallace?” said Monty Lowther, with a
sudden dry smile. /

At mention of Wallace, Tom Merry frowned.

“Yes,” he growled, “Wallace wou{d have been the chap.
He's a ripping batsman, and he’d have filled Redfern's
place micely, But——"

And Tom Merry broke off with a shrug.

Wallace was a newcomer to St. Jim's. N

Together with=his two friends, Woolley and Willis,
Wallace had arrived at St. Jim's quite recently; but he and
his chums had already made quite a stiv in the School
House. TUtterly ignoring the unwritten rule that new hoys
should be seen and not heard, Wallace, Williz, and Woolley
had made themselves heard with a vengeance! At their
previous school—Rumhursti—they had been cocks of the
walk—as they had explained.” And they had calmly
announced their intention of winning the same position for
themselves at St. Jim's!

They had proved themselves amazing fighters. Fven Tom
Merry & Co. had been unable to lick them. And at cricket
Wallace had shown himself a splendid batzman. He was
so good, in fact, that Tom Merry had offered him a place
in the team that was visiting Abbotsford.

But Wallace, Willis, and Woolley had peculiar ideas in
many ways. One of their chief pecnliarities was that they
were utterly inseparable. Where one went, there went the
others! - _

To his astonishment and exasperation, Tom Merry had
been informed by Wallace that he could mot play for St.
Jim’s against Abbotsford unless Woolley and Willis were

IUMPI

also in the team, IL was a ques
tion of all or uone, and to thas
amazing demand Tom Merry
lad promptly answered “Nona!”

Accordingly, Wallace’'s nama
had heen removed from the
cricket list, and that of Manners
substitutoed,

Not that this had ended the
matter. Wallace, Willis, and
Woolley were keen to play
against Abbotsford, it seemed,
despite Wallace's refusal to do so
unless his chums were also in the
team. And the three amazing
new fellows had, therefore, issued
a challenge to the cricket eleven;
they had aonnounced themselves
willing, and eager, to meet three
of the junior team in a three-a-
side match. T Wallace & Co.
won the contest—and they had
every intention of doing so!—
they had announced that they
would expect to be included in
the team in place of the three
fellows they had beaten.

It was an audacious challenge,
and had eaused quite a stir in tha
junior school. But, after their
first indignation at the stupend-
ous *“cneck ' of the three mew
boys, the cricket eleven had let
the matter slip from their minds.
Wallace, Willis, and Woollev
were finding that ence again their
efforts to make themselves cocks
of the walk in the junior school
were  not  being  taken very
seriously !

“Yes,” repeated Tom, with a
frown, “Wallace wofild have
been the man. But, as it is, he
isn't! I think Clive—"

Bang!

There had come an anything
but gentle tap on the door. In
answer fo a shonted invitation
from Tom Merry, the door swung
open, and three grinning faces
were framed in the doorway.

. Tom Merry jumped.

The three visitors were none other than tho fellows who
had been ia the minds of the Terrible Three at that
momeni—Wallace, Willis, and Woolley!

. Whatever their faults—and, in the opinion of the other
Juniors, who strongly resented the new boys' cheek. they
had many faults—there was no denying that Wallace, Willis,
and Woolley were a cheery-looking trio. With their
dancing blue eyes and tousled fair hair, their atlletic
frames, and their cheery grins, they were follows whom
the other chaps could not help but like, in spite of
themselves.

“Hallo, hallo!"” sang out Willis cheerily, as the three in-
separables cntered the study.

“Hallo!” answered Tom
thing 7"

“¥You bet!” nodded Waoolley.

“ Absolutely [ agreed Walface, closing the door.
about the Abbotsford match.”

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther
another,

“Well 1" said Tom, a trifle curtly.

“You've heard Redfern's got mumps?" chuckled Willis.

“I have,” nodded Tom, * Well #” :

“You've got to fill his place with somebody,” said
Wallace briskly. “Now's your chance to get three really
fine cricketers in your one-horse team! Put in us three,
and we'll lick Abbotsford off our own bats for St. Jim's!
Drop Manners and, say, Lowther, and play us, and vou'll
never regret ig!"

“Never !” chorused Willis and Waolley in one voice.

Manners and Lowther surveyed the visitors with feelinga
that were almost too deep for words.

“Why, you checky asse:!” gasped Manners.

“You—you—->

“Don’t get ralty!” murmured Willis, *Just think of
the good of 8t, Jim’s, and forgo vour own sclfish ends !

Manners and Lowther, both crimson, glared at him
speechlessly. Willis turned a grinning face to Tom Merry.

ZWell, what about it? Is it a go?”
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“No,” said Tom shortly. “It jolly well isn’t!”

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley looked at him sadly.
Merry smiled a dry smile.

*1 offered Wallace a place in the team,” he went on
guietly, “and he turned it down. But if he likes, I'll renew
the offer. Wallace, you can have Redierm’s place on
Saturday. Will you have it, or not?” o

“Certainly,” nodded Wallace eagerly. “But Willis and
Woolley must come along, too, of eourse. As you know,
we never split up.®

Tom's face -went grim.

“Then there's nothing doing!” he snapped. “I'm not
putting Willis and Woolley in the team, and that's final.
I consider I've got better men than they, and I won't put
‘em in to please you, Wallace, and you needn’t think I shall
for a moment. Good-bye—and shut the door behind you !”

Walluce frowned.

“You're making a

Tom

big mistake,” he said severely.
“You're missing a good thing At Ramhurst, we could
lick anybody else at cricket, We ured to be called the
Three Trouncers at Ramhurst——""

“Bo you've said before,” nodded Tom coolly. *So long |”

“Half a minute I’ said Willis. “If you won't put us in
now, we've got to persuade you. We mean to play against
Abbotsford in the end—"

** Absolutely 1" chuckled Wallace.

“ What do you mean, that you're going to persuade me?”
exclaimed Tom Merry, glaring. e rose to his feet and

began to push back his cuffs. “If you mean
“We don’t 1? grinned
Woolley., “Oh, no! Scrap-

ping wouldn't do any good—
we realise that. But we mean
to show you that you can’t
afford to do without us in the
eleven——"

“Exactly,” broke in Willis.

“And with that end in view
wo issued a challenge to the
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“Vou bet it does!|® growled Monty Lowther. “Why,
Wallace had the nerve to suggest that you dropped me
out of the team to play one of his blessed pals|”

“Yes, they need taking down a peg,” nodded Manners,
“But howl”

“*That,” chuckled Tom Merry, “iz the problem |?

o

CHAPTER 2.
Tom Merry’s Wheeze !

it Al Jove! What fwightful cheek, deah boys!™
B Arthur Augustus B’Arcy, the swell of 8t Jim's,
adjusted his celebrated_eveglass and glanced round
the little crowd assembled in Study No. 10 with an
indignant look upon his aristocratic features.

It was later that evening, and the cricket eleven had
held their meeting. Various necessary matters had been
discussed ; among others, Tom had asked for the cricketers’
opinion abhout the matter of replacing Redfern, and his
suggestion that Clive of the Feourth should be included in
the team had met with general approval.

With the other business finished, Tom had referred rather
grimly to the challenge issued to the cricket team by
the Three Trouncers. Instantly, snorts and growls and indig-
nant exclamations had filled the study.

“Those three asses peed sitting on!” declared Figgins,
of the New House.
qj“ 'Il'hey take the giddy biscuit!” grinned Talbot, of the
Shell.

“1 considah—"

“ As a matter of fact,” went
on Tom, interrupting the
swell of Bt. Jim's, “I've got
rather a good wheeze—'

“Weally, Tom Mewwy ! As
I was sayin’—"

“A good wheere to make
the asses look small,” Tom
continued with a chuckle. "I

giddy eleven. We offered to
take any of em on in a three-
a-side cricket mateh, and
trounce ‘em! If we did that
it would prove we were of
more value to the team than
the chaps we trounced,
wouldn’t it7"

“1 suppose it would,” admitted Tom. * Bot—"

“Well, why haven’t we had an answer to that challenge?”
demanded Woolley.

“This is Monday and we izsued the challenge on SBatur-
day I growled Wallace. -

“Looks as if the cricket team funks meeting us!”
declared Willis.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther glared at Wallace,
Willis, and Woolley indignantly.

“Rats!"” snapped Manners. “Of course, the team don't
funk youl” "

“Well, why has our challenge been ignored?” demapded
Willis e;.dgerly.

Tom Merry shrugged. : :

“Well,” he said, "there hasn't been much time to think
ghout it. But if you really mean it—"

“0Of course we really mean it'” howled Woolley.

“Then I'll mention it this evening at the cricket meet-
ing,” promised Tom, with a chuockle.

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley looked brighter.

“Cood !” said Willis briskly.  “ We expect that challenge
to be accepted, mind you. We're going to show our giddy
worth all right! I tell you, we're going to play against
Abbotsford on Saturday, for certain, on can make up
your mind to that.”

“Why, you cheeky asses!” gasped Manners.

Tom smiled grimly.

“Are you?” he retorted dryly. “Seems to me I'm the
chap to decide that ! Personally, I don’t think you are !

allace opened the door, and the Thoree Trouncers moved
out into the passage. In the docrway Willis turned.

“You've promised to put our challenge to the team at
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the meeting this evening, you know,” he remarked
warningly.

“Qh, rather!” grinned Tom Merry. “I'll let you know
the result!”

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley departed arm-in-arm along
the passage, looking very determined. They, at any rafe,
took their dogged assertion that they meant to play in the
Abbotsford match seriously enough, Though how they
eould do so when Tom Merry, the junior ericket skipper,
was equally determined that they should not, omnly they
could have explained.

“Queer chaps I murmured Tom Merry, as the door closed
behind the Three Trouncers. “Beems to me that their
blessed cheek needs giving a lessoni?

in this issue! Add it to your
collection, and make up vour
minds to get the FULL SET!

ml"lm.“m‘wm.‘l

suggest—"
“Bai Jove! I was wemark-
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“They're determined to
play 1in the Abbotsford
match 1” explained Tom.

“They think that by this
challenge they can prove their
worth, and all that, so—"

“Weally, Tom Mewwy! I have been twyin’ to point out,
deah boy, that—?

Tom groaned.

“Oh, crumbs! 8it on Gussy's head, somebody "

“ Certainly ! chuckled Kangaroo, the Australian junior.
“Anything to oblige.”

*Yawoooooop 1"

There was an indignant howl from Arthur Augustus as
Kangaroo collared him and laid him on the floor. With
the junior from “down under * gitting on his chest, and
a handkerchief stuffed nto his mouth, the swell of Si
Jim's was powerless, and his wrathfu]l interjections wers
silenced at last. :

“Thanks Kangarco!” grinned Tom. * Now, listen to me,
you chaps. We're all agreed, I think, that these new
chaps, Wallace, Willis, and Woolley, need taking down a
peg "

“ Rather I”” growled Jack Blake, and the other cricketers
joined in a chorus of agreement.

“Good! Well, this is my scheme—I propose that we
accept their challenge——"

“What? And make 'em more cocky than ever ! roared
Fatty Wynn, of the New House—the demon bowler of the
team.

“They won't be cocky when we’ve finished with them 1"
chuckled Tom. “You eee, my idea is that we all of us
take them on!*

“Eh ?’: exclaimed Kerr, the Scottish juniors “All of us?
But :

“They issued their challenge to every one of us,” nodded
Tom. “SHo we all have the right to take them on. And
gince we'll all fix the same date—Wednesday afternoon—
they'll get about all the cricket they want by the time
they bave played three lots of us!” 4

His listeners stared at him. Then there was a great yell
of laughter as they understood.

i‘H&= h&' ha !JI

“They're good cricketers all right,” went on Tom, “bui
I feel sure they won't be able to beat any of our triocs!
To avoid any flukes we'll put our best three in the first
trio to take ’em on. After that, these giddy inseparables
will be so fagged that, even with Wallace on form, the
other two trios will fairly thrash ‘em !®

“0h, good!” grinned Blake,

"ﬂ"ll”ﬁ-ﬂlwml




AND STILL EIGHT MORE DANDY PICTURE CARDS TO COME, BOYS! )

The last ball of the over came shooting towards him, 'and Tom Merry opened his
‘* Great Scott ! ** Fiying like a bullet from Tom’s bat, the
(See Chapter 4.)

shoulders to it. Orash!
| tball had landed clean in the face of the pavilion clock !

“But sippose they refuse to meet all of us on the same
day " objected Manncrs.

“They can't refuse,” said Tom grimly. *They've issued
the challenges, so we, as the challenged parties, have thoe
right to fix the*time of meeting 'em. As I say, we'll all
insist on Wednesday afternoon!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. “T propose that Tom and
Talbot and Fatty Wynnmake up the first trio. With Fatty
to bag their wickets, and Tom and Talbot to wipe up the
ground with their bowling, they'll be aboui dead when they
meet the next three !

“Right-ho |” agreed Tom, with a laugh. *“Talbot and
Fatty and I'll take ’em on first. Then T suggest Figgins
and Gussy and Kangarco! Then Blake and Manners and
Lowther 3

“Good !” chuckled Lowther. *“Ha, ha, hal”

“QCarried unan ! grinned Kangaroo. “ Except for Gussy !
Do you agree, Gussy?™

But' Arthur Augustus was incapable at that moment of
agreeing to anything. He glared up at the grinning
cricketers, with a furious face. Kangaroo rose to his feet,
releasing the swell of Bt. Jim'’s, and Arthur Augunstus
scrambled up, breathless and raging.

“ You uttah wottah, Kangawoo !” hooted Arthur Augustus.
“You have wuined my elobbah, you boundah! I—I shall
administah a feahful thwashin’ ™

But the meeting being now over, Kangaroo did nob wait
for a ‘“feahful thwashin’!” He vanished, chuckling,
thl‘ou{ch the door, with the swell of 8. Jim's in hot pursuit,
A yell of laughtor followed them. -

Tom Merry glanced at the others.

“T'll just stroll along to Study No. 12 and tell Wallace
& Co. that Talbot and Fatty and I will take 'em on. You
other chaps blow in later] I fancy when we've done with
them on Wednesday they'll give up any idea of playing in
the Abbotsford mateh |

“Ha, ha, hal*

And as the cricketers dispersed, their chuckles were loud
and long.

CHAPTER 3.
Up Against It !

N Study No, 12, at the end of the passage, Wallace,
Willis, and Woolley were busy with their prep when
Tom Merry looked .

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley greeted him eagerly.

“Come about the challenge?” exclaimed Willis,

“1 have !” grinned Tom.

“Well, has anyvone in the team got the pluck to accept
it?" queried Woolley. :

“Rather! Talbot and IFatty Wyon and I will take you
on. We'll meet you on Little Bide at two o'clock om
Wednesday.”

“That's fine ! beamed Willis,

“We'll trounce you!” observed Woolley cheerfully.

* Absolutely I nodded Wallace. “And then we shall
expect places in the team againsi Abbotsford, of course.”

“We'll have to see about that when vyou've trounced us!”
answered Tom dryly; and, with a nod, he left the study.

“Good 1" exclaimed Willis joyously, as the door closed.
“We'll trounce those three, with luck, and then 22

He broke off. Another tap had come at the door.

“Come in!”

Figgins of the New House appeared in the doorway.
Figging was grinning,

“Hallo!"” exclaimed Willis, in surprise.
want 2"

“T've come aboub that challenge of yours,”
Figgins,

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley glared
blankly. Woolley shook hizs head.

“You're too late! Tom Merry and Talbot and Fatty
Wxynn have just accepted it.”

“I don’t mind,” said Figgins. “That's nothing to do
with me. I still accept it. I and Gussy and Kangaroo are
going to take vou on. Our time is Wednesday affernoon [

“But we've promised to play Tom Merry and Talbot and
Wynn on Wednesday afternoon ! roared Willis,
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“I don't mind!”

“But I tell you we're playing Tom Merry——" began
Wallace, exasperated.

Tiggins interrupted.

“I don't mind !” NEr

The three inseparables stared ab Figgins, then they stared
at onc another. It had mever oceurred to them for a
moment that more than one trio from the ericket eleven
would want to accept their challenge., g

“You aren’t trying to back out of it, I s'ppse? added
Figeins severelm

“Nunno! But——"

Figeins tapped the table.

“Listen to me!” he said grimly. ) I
lenge—Gussy and Kangaroo and I1 And our time i3 Wed-
nesday afternoon. You can’t back out of it. It’s nothing
to do with me if Tom Merry and other chaps are also taking
you on. We'll take yon on when they’'ve finished with
you I” i :

And, with a cheery nod, Figgins deparied, leaving the
‘Three Trouncers looking rather bewildered.

“0Oh, well,” said Willis, with a shrug, *we’ll have to
stand by our word, of course. I—I pever thought two lots
would want to meet us. But we'll jolly well trounce both
lots I

And Willis chuckled e.on{-_}dent&?,

“We'll trouncc ’em all right!’

“ Abzolutely 1 agreed Wallace.

The Three Trouncers were nothing if not always sure of
themselves. Any other three fellows might have felt rather
alarmed at the prospect of having to meet eix of the finest
junior cricketers at St. Jim's in three-a-side matches on the
same afternoon; but not Wallace, Willis, and Woolley ]

The three inseparables resumed their prep, and for a
while there was silence in Btudy No. 12.
a tap on the door.

“Come in !"”

The door opened, and Jack BElake
the doorway. Ho strolled inte the
Wallace, Willis, and Woolley.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Blake
challenge——" ]

Wallace, Willés,‘%rndlfﬁ?uolley jumped,

“Eh?? gaspe oolley.

“1 aur_:e%}i. pihe challenge—I and Monty Lowther and
Manners—" :

“You what?”" gasped Willis in dismay.

“We accept it,” returned Blake airily. .

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley glared at Blake in s];‘cechlesa
amazement, Then they lookéd at one another. Then they
stared again at Jack Blake. E

“But we—we're already taking on Tom Merry's three,

“We accept your chal-

grinned Willis.

appeared, grinning, in
study, with a nod to

*“About that

cheerily.

and Figging lot !” exclaimed Willis, a trifle faintly. * We—

Wa——

Blake lifted his eyebrows in mild surprise.

“Really ' he murmured. “Well, that's your look-out.
That's nothing to do with me and Manners and Lowther.
You challenged us, you know, and you'll have to stand by
it

“Ya-e-es, but—""

“QOur time i Wednesday afternoon.”

“Wednesday 1”7 yelled Wallace,

“Yes, Wednesday ?” yelled Willis, = i

“But Merry and Figpins have fixed up Wednesday !
howled Woaolley.

“Really, now?

Have they?” DBlake appeared quite

astonished. “ Well, that's nothing to do with us! Our time
iz still Wednesday. We'll be there, ready for you. Bo-
long !

Blake strolled from the study followed by blank stares,
Willis gasped.

“(Great pip I he panted. “The spoofing rotters must have
fixed the whole thing up between them ! They've not taken
our challenge seriously !

“Goems to me they've taken it & darned
ceripusly 1 groaned Woolley. .

“ But we can't back out now I” sighed Wallace.

Willis* face set in grim lines,

“Hang it, we'll lick

sight too

“Well, who cares?” he exclaimed.
some of "enm, anyhow !”

The confidence of the three inseparables might be a little
shaken, but it was too powerful to bave been extinguished
altogether, The Three Trouncers were the last fellows in
the world to admit defeat beforehand.

“Tven if we lick only one of their batches, we shall have
shown that we deserve places in the Abboisford match !”
grinned Woolley cheerily.

“ Absolutely 1 agreed Wallace. :

And, with the grim determination to win through or
perish in the attempt, the three inseparables resumed their
interrupted prep.
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CHAPTER 4.
Trouncings for Three !
HE news that the Three Trouncers were “up against ™

l nearly the whole cricket eleven, and were committe

to play off no less than three three-a-side matches on
_ the following Wednesday, caused something of a
sensation at St. Jim's,

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley would !sve been chaffed
unmercifully, had they been fellows whom it was considered
safe to chaff. But they were known fo be dangerous fight-
ing-men. and so the other juniors mostly contented thens-
selves with greeting the Three Trouncers with broad grins
wherever they went. And on Wednesday, by two o’clock, a -
huge crowd had gathered on Little Side to wateh the fun.

The gigantic task with which they were faced evidently
had no terrors for Wallaecs, Willis, and Woolley, for they
appeared quite calm and confident when in flannels and
blazers, they strolled down to the ground.

Tom Merry, '[albot, and Fatty Wynn were ready for them
by Ht.he pavilion The Three Trouncers nodded to them
coolly,

“All ready for a trouncing?” inquired Willis.

“Quite ! chuckled Tom Merry - i

The crowd chuckled, too. “They knew that Wallace,
Willis, and Woolley did not quite realise what they were
up against. In meeting three fine cricketers like Tom Merry
and Talbot and David Llewellyn Wynn,

Tom spun a coin, and the Three Trouncers won the toss.

A(I:lmt(il: 2 uicé Wallace. “We'll bat first.”

nd the crowd round the field settled down in lazi
sunshine to watch th n 5o the Fiw

e fun.
Wallace was greeted with a cheer as ‘he appeared in

pads, bat in hand, striding out towards the wicket. Ha
grinned to the crowd, and took his stand at the crease
cup‘ﬁdently enough,
Tom Merry was behind the wicket, Talbot was to do the
Ef}j}:’dmg, and Fatty Wynn, of course, was the bowler of the
BL..lt if the demon bowler of the New Hotuze
m%‘iﬁa_aushorl; bwor!i of 'iiilf'a.llac-e he was mistaken! SR
allace began to hit up run ily rig
ﬁr;atﬁdand Talbot had a b-u.fa_','ptime.E i B R
"My hat!” exclaimed Herries, lying on the grass with
Dighy, and I@visu{l. and Clive, of the Fourth. “gThis chap
Wallace certainly is a cricketer! If a chap can hit Fatty's
bowling like that, he knows which end of a bat is which

“If only the ass would i : »
growled Lavizon. play against Abbotsford!”

'(:i:[-: wants @nh!"’ chuI:kIed Clive.

.4 mean, without all thiz rot about not playing unless

}} illis and Woolley play, too!” snnr?edy i-evisnn.

HNI?tLII.l;Bu}I', Tom Merry won’t stand for that. But—
allo!"

Levison broke off sharply.

. Wallace had opened his shoulders to a ball and slammed
it round to square-leg. But Talbot, at a sign from Faity
Wynn, shifted in that direction, and the next moment
Talbot’s fingers were tightly round the ball, and Wallace,
with his score at thirty-one, was tramping back towards
the pavilion.

Willis went out to the wicket, watched by interested aves.

Willis was a good cricketer, though not in the same
class as Wallace. He began to bat very cautiously, treat
ing I}hrs“bo?'h?gkwﬁlfc_ali the respect due.

@’'ll start knocking 'em up in a jiff, though® sai
Woolley confidently to those nela]r him, ! = g

* Absolutely I” agreed Wallace.

Crash!

Wallace and Woolley jumped.

“My hat!” gasped Wallace,

“Great pipl” ejaculated Woolley.

The two gogeled across the grass towards the wicket,

The middle stump was leaning at a sharp angle, and the
bails were on the ground. Tom Merry was picking them
up, with a grin on his face, and Willis was turning dole-
fully towards the pavilion.

“Bai Jovel!” Arthur Augustus ID’Arcy, himself ready
changed into flannels for his coming contest, adiusted his
cyeglass and surveyed the despondent figure of Willis with
a gleaming eye. “Out, bai Jovel”

“Oh dear!” said Woolley blankly,

The onlookers were very tickled by the expressions en
the faces of Wallace and Woolley as they watched their
returning chum. et

Clearly, Wallace, Willis, and Woolley were not feeling
so confident of victory now, after alll

With grim face, Woollay went out to bat.

The third member of the trio was a good man with the
willow; but, like Willis, he was not in the same class as
Wallace. = :

But he lasted longer than Willis. He “stonewalled " at
first, then began to hit out more confidently, and the score
rose gradually to ffty.
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Fatty Wynr's cunning deliveries, however, were too much
for Woolley in the end, and at last a ball curled merrily
round his bat and picked his leg-stump clean out of the
ground. The Three Trouncers' innings was over!

Tom Merry went out to open the batting for his side,
and Wallace, Willis, and Woolley took the field with very
determined expressions on their faces.

Willis was the bowler of the tric. He bowled a useful
ball, as Tom Merry knew. But the captain of the Shell
was feeling on top of his form that afternoon, and it was
without much anxiety that he faced Willis' first delivery.

Crack | :

The sound of leather on willow was followed by a yell
of applause from the crowd, as the ball weni soaring away
towards the boundary.
© *DOh erikey!” gasped Willis blankly.

Tom’s unceremonious treatment of his opening ball had
been rather a shock to Willis.

The ball was returned to him.
the piteh again,

It was s pood ball

Willis sent it flashing up

vith a tricky leg-hreak. But it
failed to beat Tom Merry, Tom slammed it over Woolley’s
head, and it soared toward the pavilion. The ‘cmwd
seattered before it, as it deopped right in their midst.

The faces of the three inséparables were very grim. |

Off the first five balls of the over Tom knocked up six-
teen runs. The last ball came shooting towards him, and
he opened his shoulders to it.

Crash!

Flying like a bullet from Tom's bat; the ball had
landed clean in the face of the pavilion clock. There was
a roar of laughter and cheering.

“Well hit, sir!"”

“This isn't eclockless
Kangaroo, with a chuckle. Ee -

Aftor that Tom Merry settled down to giving the Three
Trouncers plenty of leather hunting, and he succeeded
thorourhly in the task he had set himself, Wallace. Willis,
and Woolley, run off their feet, grew hoiter and hotier
in the broiling sun, and more and more weary. But still
Tom Merry flogged the bowling all over the field—till at
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last he had scored ffty-three. A yell from the onlookers
announced that the contest waz over.

Tom Merry, Talbot, and Fatty Wynn had trounced the
Trouncers! With their three wickets still in hand, they
had passed the score registered by Wallace, Wiliz, and
Woolley, and for once the inseparables of Study No, 12
looked thoroughly disheartensd as they crawled wearily
off the field.

Piggins, Kangaroo, and Arthur Avngustus IVArey stepped
forward,

“Our turn now, I faney!” chuckled Figgins.

The Three Trouncers, weary and hot as they were,
glia,md at the new trio. PBut there was no backing out for
them!

“We'll trounce you!” said Willis between his tecth.

 Absolutely |” gasped Wallace, mopping his forehead.

Figgins tossed a coin.

“Heads!” growled Willis.

“Tails it is!” chuckled Figgins. “We bat first!”

The Three Trouncers had plenty of pluck. But even
they appeared anvthing but happy as they trailed out on
to the field again. They were tired out after Tom
Merry's dashing innings. And when Figgins started to
slam the ball all round the wicket, and they were again
reduced to leather-hunting in the hot sun, Wallace, Willis,
f"m'i Woolley began to feel that life was scarcely worth
iving.

There was no doubt that the inseparahles had bitten off
a good deal more than they could chew in challenging the
junior cricket eleven!

Not till he had kept the three leather-hunting for nearly
half an hour, did Figgins declare, and tramp cheerily from
the field, while Wallace, Willis, and Woolley flopped on to
the grass wearily. But they wore not left in peace for
s minute. Arthur Augustus D’'Arcy came out gracefully
towards the wicket, and once again the Three Trouncers
were pub to work,

Arthur Augustus was the stylist of the junior eleven. He
began a delightfully polished innings now; buot the
bheauty of his strokes was quite lost on Wallace, Willis, and
Woolley ! (Continued on next page.)
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gines of the
fiRoyal Seot’’
class, on ths
L.M.S. Rail-
way, are
named afier
famous regi=
ments of the
BritishArmy.
T he history
of Locomo-
tive No. 6107
is the subject
of this week's
article.
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EEE is * Argyll and Sutherland

OV — L i :
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Highlander,” Locomotive 6107

of the “Royal BSeot” class,

Her motto, like that of the

famous British regiment whose name she

bears, i3 “ Sans peur,” meaning * with-

out fear.,” We can easily understand

this as we glanece up at the mighty red and

black engine towering abeve our heads,

waiting impatiently at Euston platform

to be off on her long journey of 300 miles

to Carlisle, and then onwards a further

100 1niles to Glasgow or Edinburgh, as the
cage may be.

Could anything be more fearless than
this mighty steel monster drawing her
five hundred tons of coaches and passengers
for eight hours non-stop at the rate of
fifty miles per hour }

Hail, Tain or snow does not deter her

progress ; she ceres nothing for the rag-
ing of the elements, the battery of the
highest wind, the thunder of the heaviest
storm. She is omnipotent !

Her daily feat is akin only to those of
the famous Regiment of Argyll and
Sutherland Highlanders, more familiarly
known as the “Rorys,” who gained undﬁy-
ing glory in the Indian Mutiny and at the
historie Battle of Balaclava.

In the latter encounter five hundred
and fifty Rorys barred the way to twenty-
five thousand Russians, That was why
they became known as the * Thin Red
Line ! One can picture them now in
their vivid searlet coats, five hundred and
fifty heroea, bayonets gleaming, holding at
bay the whole might of the Russian Army.
It iz a feat only to be likened to the historic

by Lord Tennyson in his famous poem
and by the sterling foats of many a regi-
ment duoring the Great War.

The 2nd Battalion, raised in 1800, of the
Sutherland Hiphlanders, won iis greatest
fame in the Crimea, when, under Colin
Campbell, it received unsupported, the full
charge of the Russian eavalry, and drove
them off.

Is any regiment or any locomotive mora
deserving of the motto—* Without fear
—than the Argyll and Sutherland High-
lander ? ;

No, certainly not !

(Another interesting railway article next

charge of the Light Brigade, immortalised | week.)
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It was only when the swell of 3t. Jim's had brought his
gcore to twenty-five that, becoming ‘careless, he failed to
stop what was a lucky ball for the Three Trouncers, and
returned to the pavilion. Kangaroo eame out, grinning,
to take his place. The inseparables groaned.

“1 can’t stick much more of this!” gasped Willis feebly.

*“Oh crumbs!® groaned Woolley. “This is awful!”

“Maybe this one’s not so good!” mumbled Wallace.

But Kangaroo soon showed that he was a very sound bat
indeed. Willis' bowling waas hopelessly bad now, and
though Wallace and Woolley both gave him occasional
rests, their own -efforts were so hopeless that Willis soon
returned to the bowler’s end. i

When Kangaroo, with a score of thirty to his credit,
finally declared—in order to allow time for Blake's trio to
get to work—Wallace, Willis, and Woolley were beginning
to look like Red Indians, in complexion, as Monty Lowther
cheerfully remarked.

Their attempts at batting were so feeble that Kangaroo
tool their wickets in the first eight balls. And the roar
of laughter and chaff that greeted Wallace & Co. as they
staggered off the field did nothing towards cheering them

up.
I?Naither did the grinning face of Blake, as he stepped
forward and tapped Wallace on the shoulder.

“Now us!” chuckled Blake.

“YWhat about s-s-s-some tea frst?” suggested Wallace
feebly. .

“Rats!" grinned Blake. “Calll”

“Heads!” croaked Wallace. T
“Tails it is?” said Blake blandly. “We bat first!

And Blake went out to the wicket, looking fresh and
cheery. :

Feeling more dead than ‘alive,
crawled back on the field.

the Threa Trouncers

CHAPTER 5.
The Plotiers ! :
HE next hour was a nightmare for Wallace, Willis,
l and Woolley. :
With scaicely an ounce of strength left in them

they staggered about the field in pursuit  of the
slashing hits of Blake and Lowther and Manners, and
wished that the earth would open and swallow them up.
They failed to bag a single wicket, and, one after another,
their oppenents had to declare; otlierwise there would have
been no end to the game! :

And tha crowd, watching the Three Trouncers erawling
over the grass, with glassy eyes and damp faces, shrieked
with merriment,

When, at last, Manners declared, and Wallace & Co. had
to bat, the three inseparables could searcely stand. Their
wickets fell like ninepins, and they were not sorry. They
left the feld miserably, and were greeted by a roar of
laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Jevver get left P*

“What price trouncings to-day i i

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley glared at the shrieking juniors
gpeechlessly. Picking up their blazers, they crawled away
towards the School House, with yells of laughter still echoing
in their ears. ;

As they went wearily up the School House steps Grundy
of the Shell came out of the House. He stared at their
streaming faces and beetroot-like complexions in astonish-
ment. Grundy had forgotten for the moment that the Three
Trouncers had been meecting the cricket eleven on Little
Side that alternoon.

*(Great pip!” exclaimed Grundy.
Been playing cricket "

It was the last straw.

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley hurled themselves at Grundy,
and, despite their aching limbs, they seized and bundled
him down the steps.

* ¥arooogoogh !

Grundy gave a howl as he bumped from step to step,
rnd another howl as he landed in the quad with a dull and
sickening thud.

“Whoooooop! VYow! You—you—you—"

Grundy sat up dazedly, and the Three Trouncers, with
rmurderous glares, vanished into the House.

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Grundy.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Levison and Clive had strolled up., on their way back
from Little Bide. Grundy stared at them dazedly.

“They’re mad!” gasped Grundy, struggling up. “I—I
told Wallace and Woolley and Willis that they locked
heot, and asked 'em if they'd been playing cricket, and they
chucked me down the steps!”

*“¥ou what ¥’ ghrieked Levison.

“Oh crumbs!” gurgied Clive,
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Levison and Clive almost went inle hysterics. Grundy
glared at them,

“I don’t see anything funny in 1t1” he roared.
. ‘;}Ee do!” panted Levison, wiping his eyes.

a

Grundy breathed hard. He was fecling hurt and wrath-
ful. He grasped the two shrieking Fourth-Formers by
their collars, and there was a sharp crack as he banged
their heads together.

f{Yn‘vp!J’

(13 Ow !”

“There !” panted Grundy. “You cackling dummies !

And Geergs Alfred Grundy stamped away, leaving Levi-
son and Clive rubbing their heads dazedly. For a moment
they looked as though they would follow Grundy, on
vengeance bent, But the next moment they again relapssd
into helpless laughter, and Grundy went his way unmalested.

“He asked ’em if they'd been playing cricket!” gurgled
Levison. *Oh, that’s rich!”

And Levison and Clive staggered up the steps inte the
House in paroxysms of merriment.

But there was no merriment in Study No. 12 at thst
moment. Wallace, Willis, and Woolley were sitting in a
state of collapse in their study, mopping their brows and
feeling their blistered feet tenderly. Willis groaned.

“Yow! What an afternoon!” ;

Tt was awfull” mumbled Wodlley.

“ Absolutely 1" growled Wallace. “0Oh dear!”

“It'll be jolly hard to persnade Tom Merry to play us,
against Abbotsford after this!” sighed Willis.

But at mention of Abbotsford the faces of his two chums
sgb_in grim and dogged lines.

“Yes, this makes it difficult,” agreed Woolley. “But
we'll jolly well play in the Abhotsford match, all the same !

“You bet we do!” snorted Wallace.

“Oh, of eoursa we shall?’ nodded Willis, “But we'll
have to think out some good scheme, otherwise——7’

“¥Yes, wo must think of something!” declared Woolley
grimly. =

Three furrowed brows showed that Wallace, Williz, and
Woolley were thinking hard.

They were still determined “to play in the Abbotsford
mateh, though by that time any other fellows would have
given up that hope as a very bad job indeed. But the Threa
Trouncers were made of stern stuff. “Never say die!” was
their motto ! 2

And suddenly a grin appeared on the face of Willis.

“T've gpot-at!™

“A schemo?” asked Woolley excitedly.

“0Oh, good!” chuckled Wallace.

“Yea, I've pgot a scheme!™ announced Willis eagerly.
“We'll play against Abbotsford on Saturday, all right!
Listen to me, you lads!®

And as Wallace and Woolley listened to Willis® little
scheme, their eves brightened, and broad grins appeared
on their perspiring faces.

“We'll do it!” breathed Woolley.

“It ought to work!” agreed Wallace. " Absolutely!”

The Three Trouncers chuckled. Whether Tom Merry,
the junior cricket skipper, wanted them in the team or
not, the three inseparables of Study Neo. 12 were still
determined to win places for all three in the team visiting
Abbotsford on Baturday!

*(Oh, my

CHAPTER 6.
Out of Luck!

4 ALLACE!”
“Ye-ees siri” .
“You were talking! Take a hundred lines!”

“0Oh erumbs!®

It was the following morning, in the Shell Form-room,
and Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, was in rather a
fiery mood. Since the beginning of the lesson, lines had
fallen thicker than leaves in Vallombrosa on the heads of
the Bhell fellows,

Latin was the subject that the Shell were struggling with.
To the Shell, the works of the famous Mr. Virgil were nob
exactly fascinating.

“1f you ask me,” breathed Willis to Woelley, “old Virgil
wrote a lot of piffle!”

“Willis 1™

“0Oh, my hat! ¥Y-yes, siri”

“¥You were talking, too! What did you find it so im-
portant to say to Woclley 7 demanded Mr. Linten, in a
vinegary tone,

“Ajhem.’” Willis went the colour of a lobster. “I—
1w

“*1 am walting, Willis!"

“ It wasn't anything important, sir!” gasped Willis,

Mr. Linton’s eyes glinted. He zeached for his cane,

142
.




The Best Day of the Week—Wednesday—GEM Day! 9

1 insist upon knowing! Otherwise—" And Mr. Linton
awished the cane ominously.

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Willis. “As—as a matier of
fact, sir, I simply said that Virgil wrote a—a lot of pifile,
gir ]

Mr. Linton jumped.

A titter ran round the Form-room. The Shell, at any
rate, agreed with Willis! Mr. Linton, on the other hand,
did not, and the Bhell felt sorry for the object of his wrath.

“A—a lobt of—of pifle?” gasped Mr. Linton.

He passed a hand feebly across his brow. It was quite a
shock to Mr. Linton to know that anyone could suggest
such 'an outrageous thing abcut the writer of the
* Aeneid.” j

“Piflet"” repeated the master of the Shell weakly. Then
his brow grew stern and his eyes glinted. “You will do me
two hundred lines of Virgil, to try to teach you to appreciate
his tmmortal works, Willis.®

And, with a glare at the unfortunate Willis, Mr. Linton
turned his attention onee more to his * Aeneid.”

£s the Three Trouncers went wearily up the School House steps, Grundy of the Shell met them,
it was the last straw.
Grundy and bundled him down the steps.

** ¥ou chaps look hot! Been playing cricket 2 '*

“ Woolley !
nﬁ!)i'

With a distinctly sickly expression om his face Woolley
rose {o his feet.

There were several reasons for that sickly lock!

For one thing, Woolley had not the faintest idea where
Tom Merry had left ofi—but he dared not admit that
awkward fact to Mr. Linton. Another reason was that
Woolley was supposed to have prepared his construe on
the previous eveuin But after his nightmare experience
on Little Side, Woolley had felt too ufterly weary to be
capable of dealing with the works of Mr. Virgil that
evening.

“T am waiting, Woolley !"" enapped Mr. Linton.

Woolley took the plunge,

“Hem! ‘Extemplo '—straightway

Mr. Linton gave a growl which could only be likened o
that of a hungry tiger.

*“What pago are you on!” roared Mr, Lintom.

“0Oh m.'iﬁ)my [ gasped Woolley under his breath.
th-thirteen, sir’®

Kindly continue construing where Merry left

LR

& PB.E.’E!

“We are on page fifteen!’ announced Mr. Linton in o
voice that nearly broke a window, according to Lowther
afterwards” “Begin at © Jupiter I’ ®

Woolley found ﬁw place in a flustered way and eoughed.

“"Hem! ° Jupitor omnipotens——'*

Woolley had not the faintest idea what *omnipotens®
meant. ;

Wallace, on his left, tried to whisper to him that ©omni-
potens ' meant ‘ almighty,’ but Woolley failed to hear. He
racked his brains feverishly,  Somehow the word looked
familiar. Suddenly he brightened,

' QAreat pip !’ he exclaimaed.
Wallace, Wiilis and Woolley hurled themselves at

“ Yarooogh ! " (See Chapfer 5.)

“Jupiter got on an omnibus—"' hegan Woolley hopefully,

“What " shrieked Mr. Linton.

Woolley jumped.

“Y.yes, siri"

“Did 1 hear you aright?’ gasped Mr. Linton.
you kindly repeat what you saidi” -

*Jupiter got off the omnibus,” mumbled Woolley, hoping
that tﬁo alteration would improve matters. Apparently it
had not done so, however. Mr, Linton’s face went alinost
purple. And the Shell, though they [elt sorry for Woolley,
could not stifle their merriment any longer. They yelled.

_**Ha, ha, ha !

“Bilence "’ thundered Mr. Linton. ;

The Shell, with a great effort, stifled their hilarity.

Mr. Linton turned & glittering eye upon the unhappy
Woolley. :

“Are you trying to be humorous, sir?” roared Mr. Linton,

* Humorous!” echoed Woollay. *Oh, no, siri™

Mr. Linton glared at him. Then he turned his gaze upon
Wallace. .

“ Will

THE Gém Lisrany.—No. 1,112.
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“Wallace! Construe!”’ he barked.

Wallace rose to his feet.

True to the tradition of the Trouncers, Wallace had no
intention of construing a passage that one of his chuins had
failed in. So Wallnee Aoundered and coughed, till Mr.
Linton, with savage face, told Willis to attempt the passage
in question.

But Willis, like Wallace, seemed incapable of the task.

Mr. Linton’s lips tightened.

“You three hoy‘s have evidently made no attempt to pre-
pare this lesson!” he smapped,  “Buch laziness merits a
sovere punishment. You will all three be detained on
Saturday afternoon, and will copy out the whole lesson in
Latin and in English.”

“ Great pip!” breathed Wallace.

The Three Trouncers looked at one another in dismay.

They had their secret scheme for playing in the team
against Abbotsford on Saturday, and they had high hopes

its success. But all that would be knocked on the head
if they had to spend the afternocon in the Shell Form-room,
working on a detention task for Mr, Linton.

“Talbot, construe 1™ ]

Talbot rose, and the mystery as to the meaning of the
word * omnipotens ® was solved at last for Woolley—or would
have been had he been listening. DBut he was not. Neither
were Willis or Wallace, -

With long faces, the Three Trouncers were busy with
their own thonghts, : =

1t was really beginning to look as though Wallace, Willis,
and Woolley, despite their determined efforts, would be kept
out of the Abbotsford match, after all |

2 CHAPTER 1.
Trouble over Towser !
g T°8 rotten!” b ]
I Woolley made that observation in a tone of great
despondency.

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley were scated round a
little table in Dame Taggles’ tuckshop at tea-time that day,
and their faces were frowning and thou]ghtful.

“Something must be done I’ said Willis firmly.

“ Absolutely I declared Wallace.
“PBut what?’ grunted Woolley.
ps at present. That time we cut detention, you know—
“eo's not forgotten that,” admitted Willis gloomily.

As Woolley had remarked, the Three Trouncers had once
broken detention, and been caught. Their punishment had
been a caning that had lingered in their memory for a lon
time. If they dared such a thing again, expulsion woul
probably follow; and even the Three Trouncers were not
prepared to risk expulsion, even for the sake of playing in
the Abbotsford match |

Some other way had te be found out of the diffienlty.

Woolley, sipping a glass of lemonade very thoughtfully,
gazed across the tuckshop to where the fat figure of David
Llewellyn Wynn was seated at the counter. Fatty Wynn
was gorging heartily, and was far too busy to pay any atten-
tion to the three plotters in the corner.

“If only Linton would fall in the river, and we saved
him I”’ murmured Wallace longingly. *He'd be sure to let
us off then "

g

“0ld Linton is down on

Willis brightly.

“Rats! Too jolly risky !I”

“Think, ye lee ducks!” urged Woolley.
gomething 1"’

And, as they munched biscuits and sipped lemonade, the
Three Trouncers thought at top pressure.

It was Wallace who had the sudden idea.

“Listen!” he breathed, and proceeded to expound his
scheme.

L] a . & L = n L L3 5

“Think of

Jack Blake glanced up as there came a tap on the door
of 8tudy No. 6 in the Fourth Form passage,

“Come in ! .

The door opened, and three cheery faces grinned into
the study. Blake, Herries, and Dighy, and Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy, who were all busy removing the tea-things from the
table, paused in their tasl. '

“Hallo!” grinned Blake. *Come right in

“We want to see Herries!” said Willis cheerfully.

“Well, here I am "’ nodded Herries,

Wallace Willis, and Woolley beamed on him.

“We hear you've got a dog, Herries,” murmured Woolley.

“Bai Jove !” ejaculated Arthur Augustus, “ What do you
chaps want with Hewwies’ howwid bwute?”

“$What?’ roared Herries, glaring at the swell of St. Jim’s.
He began to push back his cuffs. “&o Towser's a horrid
brute, is he?? ;
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“He wuined my best toppah the othah day!” snorted
Arthur Angustus, “Powsah i3 a howwid animal
Yawoooooch | :

Arthur Augustus broke off with a yell.

_ If there was one thing that it was not safe to tell Herries
it was that his bulldog, Towser, was not the perfect dog
Herries considered him #o be. To deseribe Towser as a
“howwid animal” was asking for trouble—and Arthur
Augustus got it.

“Yow!| Oh! You fwightful wottah=—"

The swell of 8t Jim’s tenderly earessed hiz noble nose,
where Herries' fist had landed. Then, pushing back his cuffe,
Arthur Augustus hurled himself at Herries,

Crash!

Herries landed in the coal-scuttle, with a yell, as Gussy’s
fist thumped him on the chin. The swell of 8t. Jim’s stood
over him, brandishing his fists.

“Take that, you wuff wottah! I shall administah a feah-
ful thwashin>—"

But Wallace, Willis, and Woolley, grinning, stepped
between Arthur Augustus and Herries, pushing the indignant
swell of 8t. Jim’s away, and lifting Herries to his feet.

“PBai Jove! Weally, Willis, pway wemembah this iz not
your studay " exclaimed Arthur Augustus angrily. “Pway
stand aside while I thwash Hewwies—"

“Chuck it, you idiot!” exclaimed Blake,

“Wcully, Blake—" )

“T1l serag him!” hooted Herries,

*Chuck it, Herries, you assl”

“Look here, Blake—"

“Oh, rats 1’ Blake turned to Wallace, Willis, and Woolley.
He was curious to know what the Thres Trouncers wanted
with Herries—and, more particularly, with Towser. ** Whas
do you fellows want, anyway?i"” : LS

“wf about Herries’ ripping bulldog, Towser | said Willis

ravely.

5 Herries' wrath died away on the instant. He beamed
at Willis. Anyone who spoke of that “ripping bulldog,
Towser,” was sure of Herries' regard.

“What about Towser, old chapi” beamed Herries.

“We're going for a walk into Rylcombe,” explained
Waoolley. ** We thought we'd like to take old Towser wiih
us.”

“ Absolutely,” nodded Wallace. 2

“{t would be good for him, the exercise, too,” put in
Willis.

Blake, Dighy, and Arthur Auvgustus stared af the three
chums from Study No. 12 in great astonishment.

It was staggering to them that anyone in their senses
could wish to take Towser for a walk!

In the opinion of Herries, Towser was a noble animal;
in the opinion of Herries’ chums, he was more often a
fearful nuisance. Towser nearly always landed his human
companions into trouble when he went out. Either he would
bite a postman, or kill a chicken, or upset a eyclist—some-
thing, at any rate, always happened.

“(weat Scott!” gasped Al't-l}\)ur Angustus,

“Vou must be pottyl” exclaimed Blake, staring at the
Threa Trouncers.

“What's that1” roared Herries fiercely, glaring at Blake.

“Nun-nothing ! said Blake hastily.

“Well, what about it, Herries, old chap?” inquired Willis
eagerly.

Herries looked thoughtful. In Herries’ opinion, not only
was Towser a noble animal, but a valuable animal. Ha
scarcely liked to trust him out with other fellows.

i '\Vei},“ he said doubtfully, “it's very thoughiful of
you—"

“Not at alll”

“ He needs exercise, too,” added Herries.
not like an ordinary dog——"

“Wathah not "

“What d’yon mean, Gussy?” demanded Herries sus-
piciously.

“1 meahly wemarked * Wathah nol rinned the swell
of 8t. Jim's. “Nothin' in a chap-sayin' ' Wathah not," is
there?” :

Hetries still looked suspicious, but he let the matter drop
and turned again to the Three Trouncers.

“Tf you’ll promise to take the greatest care of him, you
can take him with you!” said Herries kindly, as though he
were conferring a tremendous favour.

%111 give you chaps five bob each to lose the beast,”
ﬁrunﬁed Dighy. “He ate my best footer boots the other

ay.

“Put—well, he's

!3”

Herries glared at Dighy.

“You mean, your rolten footer boots nearly poisoned
poor old Towser!” he snapped.

“Why, you cheeky ass!”® gasped Dighy.

“Ha, ha, hal" . b

“Look here, Digby!” snorted Herries, rolling up his
eleeves again.

» (Continued an page 12.)




AND STILL THEY COME !

Here's another WONDERFUL PIC RE C
N FULL GOLOURS, L AR

TO ADD TO YOUR SET, CHAPS!

¥ou will Find this Fres Qift In Next Wednasday’s
Bumper Issue. Don’t Miss It !

MARVELS of

the FUTURE!!

11

h T

v

L O ey =

HAT would yon think of a railway where the
trains ordmarily ron at 120 miles or so an
hour, with only a single Iine instead of the
customary double track, and with just a

serics of wheels down the centre of the engine and
carringes instead of wheels on both sides 1

Well, the whole lot would fall over, you eay, and
as for the 120 miles an hour it wouldn’t do an inch !
Wrong ! You've heard of the gyroscops ¥ You've
proba%rly amused yourself with one—a solid wheel,
that spins so quickly you cannot see its motion,
ingide a couple of circular supports crossing at right
angles.

Top and bottom, that furiously spinning wheel
ends in points which fit into tiny recesses—thus
holding it in place. The great marvel of the
gyroscope is that whilst that enclosed wheel, or dise,
is in motion, the apparatus cannot over-balance, even
though the gadget is placed on the thin edge of a
wineglass. That's the toy variety.

The grown-up gyroscopes are mnow actually
operating in torpedces. One forms part of the
steering mechanism, ite purpose being to keep the
;orpede on a straight course the moment it is fired.
Well, this amazing invention has also solved for
o
s

npineers the secret of travelling by train on a single

il, Over twenty years ago an inventor constructed
the first mono-rail train. He used petrol engines to
work an electric generator and to supply the necessary
current to two gyroscopes—built on a colossal scale—

swwhich he fitted inside the engine's cab.

His mono-rail car ran successfully on a

gingle line, with a single row of wheels

- down the car's centre, and did miraeles in

turning extremely sharp bends and climbing

gradients which would have brought the

ordinary railway

S engine o an abso-
X lute standstill.

His gyroscopes
made it simply
impossible for the
ear to topple
either one aide or
the - other. The
gyroscopes
weighed three-

P

2.

i e

No. 9.—A Gyroscopic Mono-railway.

Next week’s article deals

with “Shooting the W

Moon ! another dream of

quarters of a ton each, their dises each measured
more than three feet across and whirled round at
the rate of fifty revolutions a second !

Qarried a bit further, the idea developed into a
complete gy‘mscop&-st&bﬂiﬂad train, with s single
guide tail running overhead to support the carriages
themselves. The overhead guide rail has since been
considered unnecegsary, and the day may be dawning
when all engines and carriages and trucks are

fitted—and the railway system of to-day
will be as extinet as the bow and arrow in modern
warfare !

We have already progressed as far as oil-electric
ioeomotives that do not carry so much as a lump of
coal, and the inevitable march of mechanical science
—rhich every day is busy demonstrating that
nothing is impossible—is likely in due course to make
three out of every four railway wheels follow the coal
into the old-fashioned past !

With those colossal disca whirling so that no human
heing could hope to count the revolutions, hurtling
&t 120 miles an hour on a steady “ keel,' on one rail,
the trains of some future day will perhaps bear so
little regemblance to to-day’s monarchs of the iron
road that George Btephenson, walking the earth
again, would fail utterly to recognize them !

But doubtless you will already have recognized
what appears to be the am;g.” Supposing  the
gyroscopes stopped whirling ! Supposing the petrol
motors supplying the energy to drive the electric
generator, on which the gyroscopes depend absolutely,
were to crock up? All those pomte have been
weighed—and found wanting! The gyroscopes
would not stop spinning for several minutes after the
power were cut off, simply becauss of their speed, the
driver and other officials on the train thus having
ample warning,

Naturally thoss amazing trains will be fitted with
gide flanges which will support them upright when at
regt, these supports being
automatically and instantly
raised or lowered as necessary.

One further thing that will
make the gyroscopic-stabilised
trains look sodifferent from our
familiar buffers will be wedge-
shaped fronts and backs.

the future, which is the . T
cubject of the TENTH Free =3 =
Gift Picture Card. o ;
: =il 2
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| “The Trouncers’ Triumph!” !
!

(Continued from page 10.)
*’ﬁ-ﬂl‘ilmmﬁsﬂﬁlml-‘uwmaw

But Blake stepped between the two.

" Chuck rowing, you idiois! Nobody can say a blessed
thing against Towszer without you going off at the deep end,
Herrics,”you chufnp Anybody would think the rotten tyke
was—

;;Lcmk here, Blake, if you're going to call Towser a
tI a_),

“ Pway wefwain fwom shoutin’, Hewwies, deah boy!

‘;lRatsI Blake called Towser a tyke, and I'll jolly
well—" .

“Chuck rowing, there’s a good chap,” said Willis sooth-
ingly, stepping forward with a hastily concealed grin on
his face, and patting Herries on the shoulder, “These chaps
don't appreciate Towser, but they’rs more to be pitied than
blamed, you know.” He winked at Blake. “Dut if you
spend all the evening rowing in here, instead of getting old
Towser, we shan’t be able to take him out, and he'll miss
his exercise. So come along 1

With a final glare at his chums, Herries allowed himself
to be drawn from the study in company with the Three
Trouncers. As the door closed behind them, Blake and
> I}J(gi-]hy and the swell of Bt. Jim’s looked at one another
addly.

“Bai Jove! How vewy extwaordinawy that those thwee
chaps should want te take Towsah for a walk!”

“It beats the band!” agreed Blake, with a puzzled
frown,

“Oh, they always were potty |" grinned Dighy. “Why,
only this morning I heard one of ‘em say that they still
had hopes of playing in the Abhotsford match !”

“What | yelled Blake.

“S'fact!| How they figured out they had a dog's chance,
goodness knows. nyway, even they must have given up
that idea now Linton’s dropped on ‘em, as Tom Merry was
telling ue, and has stuck ’em in detention for Saturday
afternoon !”

The three chums had finished clearing away the tea-things
by the time Herries came back. He closed the door behind
him, and glared at the others,

::%a _y[?’u’w sent ‘em off with Towser ! queried Blake.

es !

“Poor chaps!” sighed Dighy.

Herries began to peel off his coat.

“I've had enough of this!” he said, with icy calm. “I
won't stand here and listen to you bounders slanging poor
old Towser I

“Blow Towsah! T considah—7

But what Arthur Augustus D’Arey considered about
'l‘o‘Wser_ waz nover heard.

Herries, {rue to his promise, punched the swell of St. Jim’s
forcibly on the nose. Within thres seconds a free fight
was raging in Btudy No. 6, while Towser, the innocent
cause of all the trouble, was trotting off on a lead with the
Three Trouncers along Rylcombe Lane, sniffing happily at
the evening air,

. That he was to be used to aid Wallace, Willis, and Woolley
in their great design of playing in the Abbotsford match,
Towser—Ilike Herries himseli—was blissfully unaware !

—— —

- CHAPTER 8.
Treed !

1

OWSER was looked after for Herries by one of the
school groundsmen. In Herries’ opinion it was &
crying shame that he was not allowed to keep

: Towser in his study. But since he was not, Towser
did not get all the exercise that he would have liked, and
so he strained eagerly at the lead, anxious to be free as
he was led along the lane,

“Good old Towser ! grinned Willis, “Wait a bit, then
you'll get a good run!”

Wallace and Woolley chuckled mysterions chuckles,

“You're sure yon saw Linton go this way?” Willis asked
Woolley. :

“¥Yes, rather |

! Good [

The Three Trouncers hurried on, with Towser snuffiing
and grunting at the end of the lead.

“There he is1” breathed Woolley suddenly,

The three inseparables had reunded a bend in the lane,
and had caught sight of an elderly figure strolling slowly
along in front of them. 1t was Mr, Linton, the master of
the Shell, out for a quict evening wallk,

Mr. Linton was feeling very peaceful and contented as he
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strolled along. The birds were singing in the woods, and
the evening sunlight flooded the road pleasantly. Mr,
Linton began to hum softly to himself as he went.

Footsteps behind him eaused him to turn his head.

Willis was overtaking him.

Mr, Linton frowned. He did not like the Three Trouncers
—they gave him far too much trouble, in his opinion. But
despite the frown, Willis raised his cap cheerfully and fell
into step beside the master of the Shell. Mr. Linton had
not seen Wallace and Woolley, for the simple reason that
those two youths had slipped out of sight behind the hedge,
and were keeping within reach on the other side of it

* Good-evening, sir ! beamed Willis. “Lovely evening!”

“A very npleasant evening,” admitted Mr. Linton
severcly. ;

“The birds sound nice, sir,” suggested Willis,

“Very!” replied the master of the Shell. “I trust,
Willis,” he added acidly, * that you will return to the school
in plenty of time to attend to your evening’s preparation.™

“Oh, yes, sir,” nodded Willis calmly. “I am just going
into Ryleombe. Perhaps 1 had better hurry on.”

And raising his cap again, Willia hurried on, and Mr.
Linton strolled on alone—in utter ignorance of the fact
that Willis had taken the opportunity, while walking along-
side, to pin a large and juicy-looking picce of heef to his
coat-tails.

Mr, Linton strolled on, and again began to hum, But
he did not hum for long.

A sudden, wild yell caused him to jum
his skin. He glanced round hastily, an
exclamation.

Two running figures some distance down the road he
recognised as being Wallace and Woolley. But it was not
they who interested Mr. Linton at the moment, It was
the sight of a large bulldog rushing up the road in his
direction, with a hungry light in its eyes, that cansed Mr.
Linton te give a gasp of alarm,

“ Look out, sir!”

Wallace's warning yell came to his ears. But it was
not needed. Mr. Linton’s starting eyes had already taken
in the sight of Towser coming for him, and he did not
wait. He broke into a sprint, and tore off up the lane,
with the bulldog in hot pursuit.

“Qh!* gasped Mr, Linton, “The animal is after me!
Help !

The master of the S8hell had an idea that the dog was
mad. At any rate, it had looked thoroughly savage, and
without a doulbt it was pursuing him. Mr. Linton raced
on, with & turn of speed that astonished Wallace and
Woolley.

It astonished Towser, too. :

Towser, hiz eyes on the delicious lump of meat dangling
at Mr. Linton’s coat-tails, gave a ﬁrﬂw] of annoyance as
he saw it vanishing up the road. e redoubled his exer-
tions. DBut the lack of exercise that Towser suffered was
beginning to tell. Though he kept up <o good speed he
failed to overtake the flying figure of the master of tha
Shell, and the lump of meat to which he was aftached.

But Towser was nothing, if not determined. Wheezing
and snorting, he pounded on in hungry pursuif.

Mr, Linton, glancing over his shoulder, saw that he was
being slowly overhauled, and a chill went down his spine.

“Oh!” gasned Mr. Linton. “Groooofiff!”

He raced on madly. :

Wallace and Woolley, following in the rear, were so
helpless with langhter that they could hardly run. The
sight of Mr. Linton with the lump of meat fastened to his
coat-tails, flying up Bylecombe Lane with Towser hot on
his heels, was one that sent them almost into hysteries.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Wallace., “CQh, ha, ha, hal?

“Ha, ha, ha!” purgled Woolley. “Come anl TIi's
working fine 1"

Mr. Linton was too far ahead fo hear their laughter.
His eyes were fixed glassily npon & tree standing at the
roadside a little farther on. He made a bee-line for it.

With Towser steadily overhauling him now, Mr. Linton
regarded that tree as his only hope. He staggered up to
it, brcathlcsslﬁ, and Towser came scooting up hehind, with
his eyes on the juicy piece of meat attached to Mr. Linton.
The Form master, with a last, desperate effort, sprang
for the lowest branch of the tree just as Towser sprang
for the meat.

The master of the S8hell beat Towser by inches only; but
he did beat him.

Towser’s teeth snapped in mid-air within a coupls of
inches of the seat of Mr. Linton’s trousers, and the master
of the Bhell clutched frantically at the stout branch above
him, and clasped it with his arms and legs, hanging on
for dear life.

“Baved I panted Mr. Linton. “Saved! Oh! Grooecof!”

Breathless and perspiring, the master of the Shell hung
on, clinging to his branch, and twisting his head to glare
down at Towser.

almost out of
gave a quick
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. Towser, bitterly disappointed, was jumping up in a vain
attempt to reach the piece of meat he was after, which
was still pinned securely to the unsuspecting master’s
cont-tails, He had set his ﬂea.rt upon that tasty morsel,

To Mr. Linton, however, it seemed that Towser was
teying to get at him, and that the eager, hungry light in
Towser's eyes was a maddened gleam.

Mr. Linton shuddered.

- *(Goodness pracious!” gasped Mr. Linton. “What a
terrible predicament!”

“Grrrr |V growled Towser. “Gr-r-r-rl”

Mr. Linton shivered with fright, and eclung tighter to

the branch. He glanced wildly up and down the road. It
scemed deserted. As yet Wallace and Woolley had not
come into sight round the corner.

“0Oh dear!” groaned Mr, Linton. “I—I—I—shall fall in
a minute! The beast will attack me—"

He broke off with a gaag.

Unused as he was to athletic performances, Mr. Linton
felt that he could not cling to that branch muech longer.
His strength was already beginning to fail him. Only the
desperation of fear enabled him to retain his hold.

“Grorr-r 1 from Towser.

Towser licked his lips greedily. Ie could still see the
tasty morsel hanging E_‘i}m those coat-tails above him, oub
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of reach. Mr. Linton glanced down and shuddered at ths
gight of the gleaming teeth below him.
nd then there came a shout from up the road.

A running figure came sprinting towards the tres. It
was Willis. The next moment two more figures appeared
from the other direction—Wallace and Woolley.
““Help ¥ wailed Mr. Linton.

The three Trouncers rushed bravely forward.

Towser eyed them in great surprise. He wagged his
stumpy tail and snuffled in a friendly way. The Three
Trouneers brandished their arms at him, shouting,

“Clear off, you brute !” shouted Willis.

*“Shooo " cried Wallace

“Get out, you beast!” roared Woolley.

To all appearance Wallace, Willis, and Woolley were doing
their best to scare away the “feroeious’ animal, ignoring
all danger to themselves. But Mr. Linton, clinging ex-
citedly above their heads, failed to see that Woolley had
a piece of meat hidden in his hand—failed, too, to see that
junior toss it quickly over the hedge.

But Towser saw it, and in a fAash he rushed away through
a hole in the hedge in pursuit of it. A moment later he
was contentedly devouring his prize on the other side of

(Continued on next page.)
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Q. How many millionaires are there
in Great Britain 7

A. No less than 543. But, nowadays,
“.Crocus,” men with over a million of
money don't ghout too loudly about it,
and as they usually have it spread through-
oint many business concerns, the public
do not know the full extent of their wealth
even if the Income Tax collectors do.
It is also known, though, that 147 people
in Great Britain have an annual income
of £100,000. By the way, my chum,
you chose a vaxtmordinnry pen-naine
i * Crocua."” you by any chance
mean * Uroesus,” which was the name of &
king of Lydia, and now is the term for any
wealthy person ? The first syllable of it,
“ Croe,” is pronounced * krese."”

Q. 1s there such a thing as a sea-
dragon ? 3

A. Yes, “Bister of Regular Reader,”
a emall ereature such as is
hves in Anstralian watera.

epicted below,

This gueer-looking ocoreature is a sea-
dragon of Australian waters.

Q. Who was Dr. Buchan 7

‘A. A famous meteorologist who was
born avar 8 hundred yoars ago and whose
weather prophecies are still noted with
interest, Alexander Buchan is chiefly
remembered because of his staternent that
cold periods of weather and warm periods
might be expected with a certain regularity,
The “ Buchan's cold periods” are:
1st : Feb, T—10 d4th: June 20—July 4
2nd : April 11—14 5th: Aug. 6—11
Srd: May 9—14 Gth: Nov. 6—12

Tha “ Buehan warm periods” are:
lgt: July 12—15" 8rd: Dec, 3—9
Znd : Aug, 12—16

Now, take note, my chums, and see how
these ancient prophecies by Dr, Buchan
pan out for the rest of the year.

‘Q. Which crack tennis players are
known as ‘ Big Bill,"” * Poker Face,"
and * Bunny ' respectively 7

A. This iz the question sent in from
Charlie B., of Bootle, except that he wraote
the last word as ' respectiully  which,
in the cires., was somewhat out of place,
“ Big Bill " is William Tilden, ex-champion
of the world: * Poker Face " is Misse
Helen Wills, the lady champion, whose
countenance shows_— neither joy nor
disappointment while a mateh is on.
“Bunny” iz the young Englishman,
H, W. Austin, whom we hope one day
will be good enough to beat the best of
the American and French players. Even
ad a schoolboy, ** Bunny » wasno ** rabbit”
at the great lawn tennis game |

Q. Why not paint pillar-boxes green 7

A, That is what a Bulberry-on-the-
Hill ehum wants to know. It seems that
thie lad, who tells me that he is known
locally ns ' Looney " Luck, was coming
homs from hiz job scaring crows the other
crimson evening when he walked into one
without seeing it—a pillar-box, 1 mean,
not & erow. The result was that the nose
of my correspondent speedily matched in
gplendour both the pillar-box and the
gsunset. And, as “ L L, points out, had
not the pillar-box been of a hue to mateh
the western glty, he would have been saved
tuppence for sticking-plaster. But ob-
viously, my chum, the question of changing
the eolour scheme of the pillar - boxes
throughout Great Britain, ns you t,
is one for the Postmaster - General. In
writing to him, however, mind you put a
13d. stamp on the letter and not a green
ha'penny one as you did on mine !

Q. Who was Henry Winstanliey 7

A, The builder of the first Eddystone
lighthouss, the fantastic-looking building
ghown in the illustration. Winstanley was

His landlady, however, does not the Fourteenth,
the grub, and he complained the other daythat he noticed something stood but for a short time, and

born at Saffron Waldron in March;
1644, and became keen to set a light
on the dreaded Eddystone rocka
about fourteen miles south-west of
Plymouth, In this project he had
to overcome the most bitter op-
position, not only of the wrecleras
of those times, but also certain
owerful squires who took toll
rom wrecked ships. Then, whila
Winstanley “was building his light-
house, ho was bodily carried off by
a French pirate who, however,
released him on the order of Louis
The lighthousa

then was swept away In a great
storm with the gallant builder in it.
Winstanley's failure in his humane work
of providing light and safety to the
sonfarers, was caused by his msufficient
knowledge of cements, or so it has been
said.

s | @ Mi-—
| I 1
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The firsi Eddystone lighthouse, buill by
Henry Winstanley hundreds of years
ago.
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the hedge, while the Three Trouncers were busy helping
My, Linton to earth from his precarious perch.

Back on the solid ground apain, Mr. Linton almost
collapsed. He was far too breathless and dazed to netice
Wallace hastily unpin the piecs of meat from hisz coat-
tails, and toss it over the hedge to keep Towser busy,

“My--my brave boys " gasped Mr. Linion.

“Not at all, sir,” murmured Willis modestly,

Weolloy retrieved My, Linton’s fallen hat, and the master
of the Shell returned it to his head.

It was most heroic, the way you three boys risked the
maddened animal’s fury, and came to my reseue,” declared
Mr. Linton faidtly. :

“QOh, sirl®

“1 could not have clung to that branch much longer,”
went on Mr. Linton breathlessly., “I—I tremble to think
what would, have happened had I fallen. I should have
been at the ferocious animal's mercy.”

“Yes, I'm afraid yeu would,” said Wallace gravely.
“Lucky we came along when we did, sir.”

*Most fortunate,” agreed Mr, Linton warmly.

i e patted Wallace on the shoulder, and beamed at all
iree,

“1 can never thank you boys enough! I—I fecl that
sitch bravery must not go unrewarded.”

Unseen by Mr. Linton, Woolley winked gravely at Willis
and Wallace, =

“T feel that 1 was a little severe with you three boys
this morning,” went on Mr, Linton kindly, " T—er—1 mis-
judged you, I feel sure. In the circumstances, I shall not
require you boys to remain in detention on Saturday
afternoon after all,”

“0Oh, thank you, sir!” chorused Wallace, Willis, and _

Woolley.

Mr, Linton gave them a very kindly nod, set his hat
al a rather more dignified angle, and set off a little shakily
along the road-back to St. Jim's. Wallace, Willis, and
Woolley watehed hime go, with grave faces. But as soon
as Mr. Linton had vanished round the bend, they collapsed.

“Ha, ha, ha ! shricked the Three Trouncers.

Their plan had worked. They were free on Baturday
to put into practice their plan for including themselves in
the cricket eleven to meet the Abbotsford team. But even
so they had no thoughts of Abbotsford at the moment.
The picture of Mr. Linton, treed by Towser, ocenpied their
niinds to the exclusion of all else,

“HMa, ha, hat”

Wallace straightened himself at last with difficulty, and
whistled, Téwser came trolting back on to the road
through the hole in the hedge, licking his lips.

He had finished” his meal, and was feeling very plensed
with himself and the world, Wallace stooped over him
and pulled his ear.

“Good old Towser!” he chuckled. “Thanks to you,
we're jolly well going fo play in the Abbotsiord match,
whether Tom Merry wants us to or not.”

“Xou bet we are I grinned Willis and Woolley.

And Towser wagged his tail cheerily,

CHAPTER 9.
Wallage Climbs Down !

i OME in!” .
Tom Merry, busy with his prep thal evening,
glanced up as the door opened.

Wallace, Woolley, and Willis entered the junior
capiain’s study. They nodded to Manners and Lowther,
whe were also seated at the table, and then Walluce turned
to Tom Merry.

“ About Abbotsford I said Wallace.

Tom Merry jumped.

He bad imagined that the Three Trouncers had given up
all thoughts of taking part in the Abbotsford match after
the terrific trouncing they had received on Little Side on
Wednesday afternoon. Dub apparently he had been very
wistaken.

“ Abbotsford #* echoed Tom,

“That's what I said!” grinned Wallace.

Tom smiled rather grimly.
and eyed Wallace steadily,

“Well 2" he said. " What about Abbotsford, Wallace "

“1 want to play in that match,” explained Wallace,

Tom’s smile went more grim still,

I offered you a place in the team, and you turned it
down,” he said eurtly,

“1 know.” Wallace nodded,
mind. I want to play, after all.”

Tom Merry stared at Wallace scarchingly.
glanced at Willis and Woolley.

“And I suppose,” he said dryly, "you two also want fo
play#?

Tue Geyx Lmriny,—No. 1,112,

* Absolutely.”
He leant back in his chair

“But I've changed my

Then he

“ Naturally,”
insish,”

“That's jolly kind of 'em ! chuckled Monty Lowther,

“No,” said Wallace. “It's just me! Of course, you're an
ass not to play Woolley and Willis, but we don't insist on
their names going down.”

“You mean you're willing to play in the team without
them " gjaculated Tom, staring at Wallace curiously. This
was certainly a big change of front for the thres in-
separables !

“T suppose I shall have to!” grinned Wallace,

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another. It seemed that
a big change had come over the Thres Trouncers, for them
to agree to split up in any way. But if Wallace were really
willing to play in the team without his chums, it meant
that the loss of Redfern could be replaced better than by
Clive.

But still Tom hesitated.

He had strongly resented Wallace's calm cheek in refusing
to play in the first place unless Willis and Woolley were
also included in the team. He felt that Wallace needed a
lesson. Yet if Wallace had ‘really come to see senze, was

nodded Willis coolly. “Bubl we don’t

it fair to keep him out of the eleven?

Besides, thers was 8t, Jim's to think of. There was no
doubt that Wallace was a first-class ericketer, and would
be a greater asseb to the team than Clive, sound cricketer
though the South African junior was.

With Wallace’s aid

* Hard luck, Clive, deah boy ! "' said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy across th

it does not——"?

raising his cup to his lips. |

in the balting line, 8t. Jim's would stand a very fine chance
of beating the strongest of Abbotsford sides.

“Very well,” said Tom briefly. “I'll put you in the
team, Wallace,”

“Good I _

“ But, mind you, there's no room for Woolley and Willis!*
added Tom suspicionsly,

“That’s all right I” chuckled Willia,

“Den’t worry about us,” grinned Woolley.

Tom Merry & Co. felt ihat the age of miracles had
certainly not passed as they watched the Three Trouncers
stroll from the study.

“My hat |” ejaculated Manners, as the door closed behind
them. *“The blessed inseparables are going to separate,
after all 1"

“I'm jolly glad to have Wallace in the team, I mmnst
say I” exclaimed Tom. “He'll take Redfern’s place well,
I'm afraid old Clive will be disappointed, but that can’t be
helped. T'll just buzz down and alter the list,”

Digby, seated beside Arthur Augustus, dug his elbow

-
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There was a look of satisfaction on Tom Merry's face as
he rose to his feet. But could he have seen the grave winks
that the Three Trouncers had exchanged after closing the
door of the study, the suspicions of the skipper of the
junior eleven would certainly have had a sudden revival.

There were sevéral fellows standing in the Hall when
To:q came down the stairs. Among them was Clive, with
Levison and Cardew, his two chums, with whom he shared
Study No. 9 in the Fourth. Tom approached the group.

akfast table. ** Although you are not quite good enough for the team
“mg?,f'b'wﬂ %r;iau?lufat{ moment, for the swell of §t. Jim's was
jpooch L ee pler 10.

#Hallo, dear man!” drawled Ralph Reckness Cardew, the
slacker of the Fourth, * Wherefore the solemn look,
Thomas

“I've got rather bad news for Ciive,” confessed Tom.
“I'm afraid you’ll be frightfully disappointed, old man, but
I shan't be wanting you on Saturday, after all.”

Clive's face fell,

“0Oh! Why Hot? You don’t mean Redfern’s better?
He can’t bel”

*No, of course not. But Wallace is playing in the team,
after all.”

Clive jumped.

“Wallace ! But he won’t scparate from Woolley and
“Willis [

=5 “He is, after all,” explained Tom Merry. “He came fo

; me just now and asked for his place again. I'm gorry to

= have to drop you, but Wallace i3 a pretty hot batsman, and
I can't say no to him.” s : e

*Of course not,” nodded Clive, trying to hide his dis-

appointment. “Don’t worry about mé. Bo long as we lick
Abbotsford, that's all T care about !

“8Bo our friend Wallace has decided to splil from our
inseparable pals for once !” drawled Cardew.

“That's it!” nodded Tom,

“1 wonder [? yawned Cardew.

“What on earth do you mean§"”

“ Nothin’, dear man ¥

Tom Merry, puzeled by Cardew’s eryptic remark, turned
towards the board, where the cricket list was pinned. He
substituted Wallace’s name for Clive’s, while the South
Alfrican watched the proeceeding with a rueful smile.

It was a great disappointment to Clive to be dropped
from the team, but he had to admit that Tom had done the
right thing. Since Wallace had seen sense, and was now
willing to play without his chums being also included in
the eleven, Tom had done the only possible thing in putting
him in; for Wallace was known to be a first-class batsman,
and would be much more use to the team than Clive, good
though Clive could be when on form.

But there was an odd lock in the eyes of Ralph Reckness
Cardew as Tom Merry vanished up the stairs,

Cardew was wondering how genuine was Wallace’s de-
claration that he would be willing to play in the team
without his chums, ’ 4

In everything, the Three Trouncers stuck together like
zlue. It seemed curiouns that Wallace should suddenly be
willing to break away.

And again, under his breath, the slacker of the Fourth
murmured to himself, wiith a curious smile:

*1 wonder [*

CHAPTER 10.
Off to Abbotsiord !
uR IPPING day for the match !’

Tom Merry, standing at the window of the Shell
dormitory, in higpyjamas, made that remark with
great satisfaction.

Tom had just tumbled out of bed, but the clang of tha
rising-bell was only now dying away. It was the morning
of the day of the Abbotslord match.

As Tom had announced, it promised to be an ideal day
for cricket, The morning was cool and fresh, and the grass
of the distant playing-fields looked green and tempting.

“Good !” grinned Talbot, crossing to Tom's side. * Let's
hope we give Abbotsford a trouncing.”

"Well, we've got one Trouncer in the team, anyway!”
chuckled Monty Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha !

The 8hell fellows chuckled, and glanced across at the bed
from which Wallaca was at that moment serambling. Willis
and Woolley, who were also climbing out from between the
blankets, grinned serenely. Apparently they had quite
resigned themselves to being left ouf, despite the inclusion
of their inseparable chum.

There were very bright faces at breakfast that morning.
The members of the team were looking forward keenly to
their visit to Abbotsford that afternocon.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey leaned across the table, and
addressed Clive in a kindly tone,

“Hard luck, deah boy!”

“Eh?" Clive coloured a trifle. “Oh, rats! Good luck
to Wallace.”

“That’s the spiwit, deah boy! So long as we lick
Abbetsford, you won’t mind bein’ left out of the team, I
pwesume 7

“Of course not!” growled Clive.

“That's the way to talk, deah boy!” The swell of St.
Jim’s nodded approvingly. “It doesn’t maiter, so long as
we win, that you are not quite good emough for the team,
does 17

“Ass!” said Clive, going very red indeed, and looMng
considerably less cheery.

Arthur Augustus, with his usual “tact,” h@'d managed
to say the wrong thing entirely! Blake, opposite tha swell
of Bt. Jim’s, kicked out under the- table, and Arthar
Augustus pave a yell

* Yawoooop ! Bai Jove!”

“Leave old Clive alone 1 hissed Blake.

“1 meahly told Clive it didn’t mattah that he was not
rood enongh for the team, so long as we won!” snorted
Arthur Augunstus indignantly. “I considahb—— Yooooch 1"

Again Blake's foot. hacked Gussy’s elegant shin, and
again (Gussy gave a sharp ejaculation. Mr. Lathom, at the
head of the table, frowned.

“Kindly refrain from making so much noise at break-
fast, D*Arey "

“Ow! Yaas—— Vowy well, sir!® :

Arthur Augustus glared at Blake. Then he leaned
across towards Clive again. %

“(Clive, deah boy!” murmured the swell of 8t. Jim's, im
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genuine concern. I twust you did not mind my mentionin’
the fact that you were dwopped fwom the team "

“No, ass|™

“PBai Jove!- Weally, Clivel T mean to say, the faect
that you are not good enough for the team is not—-"

Dighy, seated beside Arthur Augustus, saw Clive's face
grow very red and uncomfortable. It was not pleasant
tor Clive to have it rubbed in before everybody that he
was not considered good enough for the Abbotsford mateh!
But before Arthur Aungustus could “pui his foot-in it”
any farther, Digby dug an elbow sharply into the swell
of Bt. Jim's mbs. : :

It was unlucky that Arthur Augustus was just raising his
cup to his lips .at that moment.

‘Oooooch 1" L

The cup went flying, and there was a yell from Herries
as the contents of it poured over him, The cup shattered
on the table, smashing a plate with it, and Mr. Lathom
gave an exclamation.

"D‘Arﬁy i

“V.y.yaas, sir?” gasped Arthur Augustus in dismay.

“How dare you indulge in this hoolizanism at the break.
fast table?” thundered Mr. Lathom. “Take two hundred
lines [

“Oh, bai Jove!” B

Arthur Augustus lapsed into silence at last on the subject
of Clive's omissicn from the team—much to that junior’s
relief |

Morning lessons seemed to drag very, very slowly that
morning. But at last they were finished: and after a hasty
dinner the cricketers piled into the big motor-coach that
was to take them to Rylcombe Station.

A tremendous cheer rang out in the old quad as the
team passed out of the gates,

“(ood luck, chaps!” roared Grundy of the Shell.

“(ive Abbotsford my love—and a licking!” shouted
Owen, of the New House.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

And, with the cheers of the juniors ringing in their ears,
Tom Merry's team settled down in their seats for the brief
drive to Rylcombe. "Monty Lowther, seated next to
Wallace, glanced at the new fellow curiously.

“What's happened to Woolley and Willis?' asked
T.owther.

He had noticed, rather to his surprise, that neither of
Whallace’s chums were in the crowd gathered round the
gates to send the team off with a cheer.

“Weren't they there?” murmured Wallace.

But a little later, as the motor-coach drew up in the
station yard, two figures ecame strolling from the direction
of the booking-office, grinning broadly. Monty Lowther
gave a gﬂ-‘ip.

The two were Woolley and Willis,

“My hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as he jumped down.
“What are you chaps doiﬂ& here 1

“We're coming with you!" explained Willis. “We want
to see the match,” '

“Have you got leave to go over to Abbotsford 7" asked
Tom Merry.

“Rather " chuckled Willis. “Mr. Linton got leave for
us from the Head!”

“You see,” said Woolley blandly, “we ecan’t separate.
'W? couldn't let old Wallace go over to Abbotsford without
us!"”

“Rather not!” prinned Willis.

“ Absolutely !” chimed in Wallace,

‘And the three inseparables grinned cheery grins, as
they and the rest of the juniors marched into the station,
just as the Abhotsford train steamed in.

CHAPTER f{i.
Left Behind !

s OW we're off 1"
B was Willis. who spoke, as the train drew

slowly out of Rylcombe Station. There was an
odd tone of satisfaction in Willis' voice.

Wallace and Woolley chuckled,

The Three Trouncers were sharing a carriage with Blake
and Arthur Augustus IVArey, Talbot, and Kangaroo. In
the next carringe Tom Merry, and Lowther, and Levison,
and Figgins & Co., of the New House, had piled in
together.

“A pretty long journey to Abbotsford, isn't it?” mur-
mured Wallace,

“Over an hour,” nodded Talbot,

“A pity we haven't got some dominoes to pass the time
away,” suggested Willis.

“We ought to get some at Wayland, when we stop
there,” put in Woolley brightly.

“That's not a bad idea,” agreed Blako.
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It did not take long for the train to reach Wayland.
As it drew to a standstill Woolley glanced at Blake.

“Shall we see if we can get some dominoes at the
bookstall 7"

“ All right.”

Woolley jumped out on to the platform, and Blake
followed him.

The two headed for the bookstall, to find that dominoes
were not among the things for sale there. Blake turned to
go back to the carriage, but Woolley touched him on the
Arm, 1
“Half a jiff! Plenty of time, you know. T say, these
¢ Annuals’ look pretty good. What about buying one?”

“Not a bad idea,” nodded -Blake.

Woolley began to turn over the ¢ Annuals’ thoughtfully.

“Buck up!” exclaimed Blake.

But Woolley evidently could not make up his mind
which * Annual” he would like to buy. Blake, growing
impatient, took him by the arm. ¢

“(lome on, you idiot! The train'll be going in a Jiff!”

“QOh, rats! Plenty of time! I say, what about this one?*

“That’ll do! Come on, for goodness’ sake!”

But Woolley found he hadn’t any change. |

“(an yon change a ten-bob mnoia?" he inquired.

“1 gan't!” snapped Blake. “Come along!”

& Bﬂt——” .

Blake gave a sharp exclamation. He had seen the gnard
raise the whistle to his lips

“Look out; they're oft}” 3

Still Woolley limgered, searching through his pockets for
change. Again Blake caught his arm. The whistle
shrilled, and the train began to moye slowly.

“Quick, you idiots!” 3

Tt was the voice of Tom Merry. Tom was leaning out
of the window of his carriage, yelling to Blalke and
Woolley. At last Woolley turned away from the bopksta]l
and broke into a run beside Blake towards the train.

“Qtand back there!” shouted a porter warningly.

1 don't think!” panted Blake.

Kangaroo flung open the door of the carriage, which the

ctor had ‘slammed. ‘The excited faces of the juniors
Efuwdad at the door, and at the window of the nexk
i The porter sprang forward fo intercept Blake

carriage. \
and Woolley; but Blake was not standing on _ceremony !
Thanks to Woolley’s lingering, Blake realised that he.
was in grave danger of missing the train—and he knew that
thera was not another one to Abbatsford for a long time.
Hiz face went grim as the porter stepped between him and
the open door, and without hesitation the leader of the
Tourth put his head down and chargei. -
rter was a big, fat man, and he gave a gasp IRS
a gﬁ:cftfredrbaﬂm as Blake’s head struck him amidshi _
“ (3rgooooffff I Easpcd the porter, and sat down on the
lat rith & bump. _
P ﬂ’té?}?é ?ﬂ an1” yelled Ta.lhaﬁ, agtthumdﬂoz of Qﬁ?e open
t t a hand to Blake. S
e Talbot's hand Woolley,
e fell against Blake, and

carriage.

But before Blake could gras
racine at his side, stumbled.
sent Eim spinning. ; .
There was a group of empty milk-cans near Dy, and
PBlake collapsed amongsé them with a great clatter.

Crash ! z

One of the milk-cans overturned as Blake clutched it
round the middle, and the leader of the Fourth and tha
empty milk-can went bowling along the platform merrily.
Blake let go his hold, and the milk-can, rolling on, neatly
knocked from under him the legs of the fai porter as he
serambled up.

The fat porter sat down with another thud and vell.
Blake sat up dazedly, and goggled at the train. The last
carriage was sliding past, and Woolley was in the act of
climbing hastily into 1t

“My hat!” stuttered Blake. :

He struggled to his feet in utter dismay. .

He had 2 vague idea that even now he might not be
too late. But before he could dash for the last carriage
as it slid past, the burly porter had grasped him,

i “You young limb !"” roared the porter,

“Hands off 1" panted Blake wildly. “I must catch that
traim—"

“T don’t think!”

Helpless in that powerful grasp, Blake watched with
agonised eyes as the last carriage slid out past the end
of the platform and vanished under the bridge, As it dis-
appeared he caught a glimpse of Woolley hanging out of
the last compartment with a broad grin on his face. From
windows farther along the dismayed faces of Arthur
Augustus D’Arey and Talbot and Kangaroco, of Tom Merry
and Lowther and Figging were protruding in ubler
consternation.

“Blake's missed the frainl” panted Tom Merry, “Oh,
great pip!”

“The frabjous idiot!” groaned Figgins.
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*And there isn't another train to Abbotsford for hours!”
gasped Fatty Wynn.

The six occupants of Tom Merry’s carriage looked at
one another blankly,

Picking up speed rapidly the train rattled on towards
Abbotsford without Jack Blake,

P e a—

CHAPITER 12.
Figgins, Too !
N the compartmerdt next to Tom Merry's, Wallace and
Willis shook their heads gravely.
“The silly ass!” said Willis.
left behind, if you ask me.”

* Absolutely !” nodded Wallace.
on tho platform.”

“0Oh deah I Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy withdrew his head
from the window, and surveyed his companions with a
troubled look. “This is wotten, deah boys! Fwightfully
wotten !

“It is,” agreed Talbot grimly,

" Well,” said Kangareo, with a wry grin, “it’s a lucky
thing for the team that we've got Woolley and Willis with
us. Wae shan’t have to play a man short, anyway.”

“¥ou are suah Blake can't get to Abbotsford in time?”
asked the swell of 8t. Jim's unhappily.

“Of ecourse, he can't !

“0Oh deah !

“Never mind,” said Wallace soothingly. “Woolley or
Willis can take his place, and they’ll put up a better show
than old Blake would have done, if you ask me.”

“Wats!” snorted Arthur Augustus indignantly., “They
aren’t in the same stweet us Blake as ewicketahs—"

“Oh, aren’t we?” ejaculated Willia grimly. “Why, you
silly dummy——"

“I wefuse to be called a dummay !™

“Refuse away ! I'm calling you one™

Biff !

Arthur Augustus, feeling that actions were of more use
than words, hit out, and his elegant knuckles took Willis
on the nose. Willis velled, and Eung himself at tha swell
of 8t Jim’s, But Talbot and Kangaroo soon dragged the
two apart. :

*Chuck that, vou idiots I”” growled Talbot.

“PBut he punched me on the nose!” howled Willis.

“The boundah called me a dummay !*

“Chuck it!” roared Talbot.

With the help of the grinning Kangaroo, Talbot pushed
the two indignant juniors into opposife corners of the car-
ringe. Arthur Augunstus and Willis sat glaring at one
another,

Talbot, Kangarco, and the six ericketers in the next car-
roage were all feeling the reverse of cheerful.

The loss of Blake had cast a shadow over their spirits.

They discussed the catastrophe in both earriages, and only
Wallace and Willis failed to join in the conversation. And
Woolley, bein%lalono in the last compartment of the train,
also kept his thoughts to himself.

“Well,” said Figgins, with an attempt at checrfulness
in Tom Merry's carriage, “it’s a bit of ]i'lank that Woolley
and Willis decided to come along with the team.”

“Yes, that's s0.” admitted Tom. “I shall have to play one
of them." Woolley, I think, is the better bat of the two,
and it's batting we want,” he added thoughtfully. “But
it’s rotfen, Blake getting leit at Wayland.”

And Mouty Lowther, Levison, and Figgins & Co. agreed
that it was very rotiten indeed.

At the noxt stop Woolley rejoined his chums in the com-

partment they were sharing with Kangarco, Talbot, and
Arthur Augustns. Woolley shook his head sadly.
" “Poor old Blake!” he murmured. “What rotten luck 1
_Tom Merry, leaning out of the window of the next car-
riage, called to Woolley, who put his head out of the
window.

““T shall want yonu to play this afterncon in Blake's
place,” said Tom shartly. “Think wvou can wear his
fannels?”’

“¥ou bet!” nodded Woolley cheerfully.

The train moved on.

The next stop, twenty minutes later, was at Meltham
Junction. The cricketers knew that the train stopped
there five minutes, so most of them got out to stretch their
legs. Fatty Wynn rolled in the direction of the buffet,
and did not reappear until Figgins dived in and hauled
him out, wiping jam from his mouth and protesting
violently.

“Hang it, Figey! There's time for another tart or
two " gasped the Falstaff of the New House Elaintivcly.

“Thers isn’t!” gaid Figgins grimly. “We're not going
to risk losing you, as well as Blake [

And with a firm grasp on Fatty Wynn's collar the leader

(Continued on next page.)
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of the New House whirled the demon bhowler of the eleven
towards his carriage =nd bundled him in,

Wallace, Willis, snd Woolley, returning from a look ab
the bookstall, climbed into Tom Merry's carriage.

“Thought we'd change,” chuckled Willis. “Things are
a bit strained in the next earringe Gussy's in one of his
freezing moods baause 1 called him a dummy.”

i , hﬂ.., ha ‘l)i [l

A porter slammed the door.

“Now, we're off 1” gaid Figgins, “I say, Lowther, I
haven't got room for these pads in my bag! I wonder
if 1 could shick ’em in yours?”

“Right-ho ! nodded Lowther.

Figgins picked his cricket pads from the rack. Wallace,
moving to his seat, stumbled at that moment and cannoned
into Willis. Willis gave a gasp and floundered heavily
against Figgins. There was a yell from the New House
leader as he eollapsed against the window, and the next
moment his pads had shot out on to the platform.

“¥ou clumsy ass!” roared Figgins,

“Buck up and get those pads in!” shouted Tom Merry
anxiously. “We'ro just about going.”

Figgins hastily flung open the door. As he did so the
whistle shrilled and the train began to move. There was
a shout of alarm from Fatly Wynn.

“Buck up, Figgy, wou ass!”

Figgins sprang oub-swiftly on to the platform and
snatched up his pads. Willis, apparently in great excite-
ment, leapt out, too, as if to help Figgins recover the pads,
but he stumbled ageinst Figgins, and the two collapsed
in & heap.

“Oh, you idiot!"" gasped Figgins.

He scrambled up, and so
did Willis. Figgins snatched
up hiz pads again, and Willis
caught hold of them, too.

“Leggo!” roared Figgins.
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“¥You think so?"’ said Tom between his teeth,

“¥es, rather! Frightful bad luck?!”

“1f you think I don’t see through your little game you'ra
mistaken !” said Tom Merry, with dangerous quiet,

“Why, what de you mean?” ingquired Willis, in apparent
surprise.

Tom Merry glanced round. That end of the platform was,
luckily, deserted.

“I'll show you what I mean!" said Tom,

The next moment his fist had shot out straight from the
shoulder, and Willis staggered back before a stinging left
to the jaw.

“ Come on!"” said Tom fiercely. **Put ’em up!”

Talbot pushed his way quickly between the two.

“Here, hold on !” he exclaimed.

Tom thrust Talbot aside. It was not often that Tom
Merry's temper rose to its present piteh; but when it did,
the captain of the Shell was a dangerous individual to inter-
fere with.

“I'm going to give the cad the licking of his lLife!”

Willis met Tom’s gleaming eyes steadily, and slowly raised
his fists. :

“Right-ho " he said coolly, “You can try!”

A moment later Willis and Tom Merry, were hitting out
in grim earnest in the centre of the ring of oricketers.

o it, Tom " muttered Lowther.

“On the ball, Willis, old chap!” breathed Woolley.

There was no need to urge on the combatants, however.

Tom Merry was grimly determined to give Willis the lick-

ing of his life; and Willis, for his part, was fully roused.

Again Willis staggered back before a heavy blow to the
jaw. But he recoveréd his balance hefore Tom could foliow
it up, and landed a powerful
right in Tom’s ribs that pulled
the csﬁ)t.ain of the Shell-up
very sharply, The blow had
shaken him.

The train was moving «quite
swiftly now. Together
Figgins and Willis sprang for
their carriage.

“Btand back, therel”
roared the angry guard.

Figgins jumped for the
open door. Willis caught
hold of him, dragging him
back.

“You can’t risk it!” he
shouted. *“The nexb carriage
will—™

The next carriage door was open, too; and Talbot and
Kangaroo and the swell of St. Jim's were excitedly stretch-
ing out their hands to help Figgins and Willis on board—
Dﬁrt}cniarly Figgins. But Willis, in rushing forward,
seemed to cateh a foot between Figging' legs, sending him
over with a bump and a yell.

“Groooooof I

Utterly winded, George Figgins sat on the hard, un-
kympathetic platform and watchoed stupidly as the train
glided from the station. He saw Willis spring nimbly into
the last carriage and wave a hand cheerily as he vanished
from sight. ¥

Figgins scrambled up, almnost bursting with rage.

“The rotter!” gasped Figgins. *“He tripped me up on
purpose !”

He brandished a furious fist after the cheerful face of
Willis, grinning trivmphantly from the window of the end
compartment, Could Figgins have chosen Willis’ fate at
that moment, it would have been something painful and
lingering, with boiling oil in it ! _

Villis kissed his hand sweetly to Figgins hefore he dis-
appeared from the sight of the dishevelled and raging New
House junior.

One thing was very certain. Figgins, like Blake, would

not be playing against Abbotsford that afterncon,

L esal

CHAPTER 13.
A Stormy Arrival !

14 BROTSFORD I?
The hoarse voice of a porter could be heard as
the train drew to a standstill. 3
the

Tom Merry's face was
ericketers, got out on to the platform. ;
The little plan of the Three Trouncers was guite clear to
Tom now, and he felt he could have kicked himself for not
having guessed it before. His blood was fairly boiling as he

B ¢ ) S, € 5 g f e o i 0 T § & el

thunderous as

turned to meet the grinning face of Willis, as Willis came -

up from the last carriage.

Tom surveyed Willis with gleaming eyes,

“L'lna.d Jduck, Figgine getting left like that!” remarked
Willis.
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Standing toe to toe, the two
combatants hit out with all
their force, their eyes blazing
with grim anger. =

The sympathy of the
cricketers was all with Tom
Merry. They felt that the
Three Trouncers deserved a
thorough thrashing for the
way in which they deliber:
ately tricked Blake and
Figginz into getting left be-
hind. Consequently, there was
something of a cheer when
Tom Merry, planting a fist squarely on Willis’ chin, sent him
flying back through the ring of excited onlookers, to collapse
on his back at the feet of a fellow who had just come
hurrying up. R

** Ahem [

The newcomer coughed. T ;

Tom Merry gave a rtartled gasp. With dismay in his
face, hie saw that the fellow at whose feet Willis was sprawl-
ing was: wearing an_ Abbotsford cap. THe recognised the
junior cricket captain of Abbotsiord—and in a moment
Tom’s wrath died away completely.

“Oh crumbsa 1™

Tom went the colour of a beetroot.

B W~ § 3 i g

To have been found serapping on the station platform by

the Abhotsford captain was distinetly humiliating.

Willis scrambiled to his feet. His eyes were gleaming.
He had not noticed the arrival of the Abbotsford feliow.
and he did not realise that Tom had dropped his hands. He
put up his own fists again and advanced on Tom Merry.

“Pax, you nss!” hissed Tom. * Here's their skipper—
Oh! Yaroooop!” 2

Willis had bit out, and this time it was Tom who went
sprawling on the platform, while Willis danced over him,
brandishing his fista. o

“(Get up and have some more!” roared Willis,

Talbot and Lowther seized him and dragged him back,
while Tom scrambled up, looking very dishevelled and any-
thing but eomfortable as he met the grinning glance of the
Abbotsford skipper. : 3

“Lemme go!” snorted Willis. *T'll smash him——"

“Chuck it, you idiot!” hissed Wallacs, lending Talbos
and Lowther a hand to hold his struggling chum. *Hete's
the (}J%!Pbotsford skipper !

(13 r’)

Willis' jaw dropped. = 2 .

He glanced round and he, like Tom Merry, went very red
ns he ‘caught sight of the fellow in the Abbotsford cap. He
lowered his fists hastily. :

Tom Merry, refastening his collar—which had come astray
in the struggle—coughed.
“Hem!
he stammered.

“That’s -all right!’ chueckled the Abhbotsford fellow

“You can't fight Here !
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I—or—that is, we—we never saw you, you know !
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* Quick ! " yelled Talbot, at the door of the
open carriage. But before Blake could grasp
Talbot’s outstretched hand, Woolley, racing
at his side, stumbled against the Fourth=-
Former nnd’ gont him spinning:. Therewas a
group of empty milk-cans near by and Blake
collapsed among them with a great clatter.
Crash ! (Se¢ Chapter 11).

''''''''
.......

cheerily, “Don't mind me if you want to finish your—er—
little argument——"'

“0h, nunna!” said Tom hastily.

“Rather!” mumbled Willis.

“Good! Then come along. I've got a motor-cocach out-
gide to take you along to the school.” ;

And two minutes later the 3t. Jim’s party were being

riven ewiftly through the country lanes t{owards
Abbotsford. .

It had certainly been an eventful journey, and there
had been a stormy end to it! But three fellows in the motor-
coach, at least. were fecling thoroughly pleased with
themselves.

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley, sitting together in the back
seats, grinned cheerfully in answer to the glares that were
bestowed upon them by the other Bt. Jim's juniors from
tima to time. -

Whatever the other fellows thought of their methods,
there was no doubt that the Three Trouncers had scored
in the end! They knew that Tom Merry could not possibly
help but give them places in the team now.

And at that thought, Wallace, Willis,
chuckled soft chuckles,

HWe—we've finished [”

and ‘:Vool[;:\y

CHAPTER 14.
The Great Match !

t ELL hit, sic!” _
The Abbotsford match had begun, and Abbots-
ford were batting first. Their captain had just

put the ball past mid-off for a boundary from a
ball of Fatty Wynn’s opening over, and there had been a
chorus of applause from the onlookers.

For the time, at least, the wrath of the St. Jim's cricketera
against the Three Trouncers had to be forgotten!

In the absence of Blake, Tom had put Kangaroo behind
the wicket. The Australian junior was a very useful man
in that position. Kerr was bowling from the end opposite
Fatty Wynn, and already the St. Jim's fielding had shown
itself to be very smart. But Tom Merry could not help
but feel that the absence of Figgins in the deep field
would be noticed, to the cost of his side; to say nothing of
Figging' batting [ater on—and Blake’s as well.

And as he thought of his two missing men, Tom's brow
went dark, and he cast a very grim glance to where the
Three Trouncers were fielding.

As the fielders crossed at the end of the over Tom
Merry found Arthur Augustus D'Arcy at his side.

“Those thwee wottahs need a feahful thwashin® when
tJf}e:r get back to St. Jim’'s!” announced the swell of St

im's,

“They’ll get it, with luck!"” growled Tom,

“I considah v

“Shut up, Gussy! Kerr's bowling.”

Tom was fielding close by Arthur Augustus in the slips
and he turned his attention to the cricket. But the swell
of St. Jim's, boiling with wrath as he was, had not noticed
that Kerr had begun his run at the bowler's end.

“I considah the boundahs need a~—— Yow! Ohl!
‘Whooop {** : -

The Abbotsford batsman had deflected the ball into the

slips. It had shot up from the ﬁrass, to crack painfully on
to CGussy’s knee, and the swell of 8t Jim’s yelled and
danced.

“0Oh! Bai Jove! Yow!”

““Pay attention to the game, you idiot!” hissed Tom,
Tae Gex LieRiny.—No. 1,112,
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scooping up the ball hastily, and returning it to the bowler's
end before the batsman could rum

And after that. even Arthur Augustus forget for the time
being the richteous wrath that burned within him at the way
that Woolley and Willis bad tricked Blake and Figgins out
of their places in the team.

That little matter would have to be shelved till the match
was over, if 8t. Jim's were to defeat Abbotsford!

“Well held!”

The ball had soared into the deep field from the Lat of one
of the Abbotsford men. The batsmen had started to run;
but a lithe fizure had leapt high into the air, and caught
the ball in an upflung hand.

Monty Lowther had brought off a dazzling catch, and the
‘Abbotsiord man turnéd towards the pavilion sadly, to tha
relief of the 5t. Jim’s team.

For it was certainly time that that opening combination
was broken! Despite the deadly skill of Fatty Wynn at ono
end, and all Kerr’s efforts at the other, the two opening
batsmen had piled up the runs from the start, and already
40 runs were on the board.

Next man, however, also proved a difficult man to get
rid of. The score rose steadily; 50 went up, then 60. Not
till 70 had been marked up, however, did a smart throw-in
from I’Arcy send another of the batsmen back to the
pavilion.

Seventy for two wickets was good going. 8t. Jim's began
to look grim.

They looked a good deal brighter when Fatty Wynn
bagged the next wicket for a duck’s egg.

But after that, once more the Abbotsford men pot set, and
the store began to mount to the hundred mark, Tom put
on Figgins for a spell in place of Kerr, and himself gave
Fatty Wynn a rest by taking a fow overa. The combination
was broken at last. But there was no doubt that the Abbots-
ford batting was first-rate, and by the time the last wicket
fell; the home team had collected the big score of 185!

“A hundred and ninety-six wanted for a win!” multfered
Monty Lowiher, with something very like dismay in his
face. *Great pip!”

It was certainly a big task that the 8t. Jim's batsmen had
to face. But three, &t.?east, of the eleven were undismayved.

“We'll lick 'em easily!" chuckled Wallace.

“Off our own bats probably!” murmured Woolley.

“T'll tell you what, Tom Merry,” suggested Willis blandly,
*why not put us three in first? A century from each of us
will ~ finish the match, and save you chaps any further
trouble !”

Tom Merry eyed Willis grimly.

“*Don’t talk so much!”

“Well, when am I in?”

““You're last man in, Willis,” said Tom Merry

“Oh crumbs! But, I say—"

Willis' objections, however, fell on deaf ears,
Tom Merry was leaving the pavilion, bat in
Reginald
St. Jim's had been set.

Whether without Blake and Figgins they could succeed in
gathering sufficient runs to beat Abbotsford was a wvery
doubtful problem. Willis and Woolley might think they
were as good, or even better, than the two missing
cricketers, but nobody else thought so, except Wallace,

It was, therefore, with decidedly grim faces that Tom
Merry and Talbot took their ploces at the wicket and
prepared to face the Abbotsford howling,

“Play up, deah boys!"” came the voice of Arthur Augustus
from the pavilien. 8t Jim’s for evah!”

““If only Tom Merry had the sense to put Wallace and
Woolley, or me in,” sighed Willis, “the wﬁ‘mle- thing would
be over in no time!"

“Watz!"” sniffed Arthur Augustus.

At that moment the opening bowler for Abbotsford began
his over, and convorsation among the rest of the 8t Jim's
team lapsed as they watched Tom Merry and Talbot begin
the great battle for runs!

orimly.

for alreads
hand, with

CHAPTER 15.
Tumbling Wickets !

¢ OW'S that, umpire?” .
“Qut!™
Talbot, neatly stumped from a smart throw-in

A when within a few inches of his crease, strode
towards the pavilion looking anything but happy.

The 8t Jim's team looked at one another rather blankly.
Talbot, who shared with Tom Merry the honour of heing the
best batsman in the eleven, had heen dismissed for 8 runs!

“0Oh deah!” gasped Arthur Augusius. “This is wotten,
drah boys!”
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Talbok, as he dropped into a chair between Lowther and
Kangaroo, began to take off his pads in grim silence. Aual
Kangaroo, who had not espected to be wanted for seme
1'hr‘ne yet, had ta buckle his own pads on hastily and hures
o

the combination of Tom Merry and Kangaroo at the wicket
Lad often resulted in an absolute orgr of run-zetting, But
to-day St Jim's scemed out of Iuck,

After taking three cautious singles, Kangaroo opencd
his shoulders to the fourth ball that camo his way, and
slammed it for the boundary. Next moment the hail was
safely in the hands of square-leg, and Kangaroo was trudging
back iowards the pavilion,

“0Oh erumbs 1" ejaculated Lowther, in great dismav. -

Arthur Augustus was next man, £
had a very determined expression on his aristooratio fase
i.; he sailed out towards the empty wicket to join Tam

Brry.

“If only he can settle down !” muttered Talbot.

,And Arthur Augustus, after one of his most shaky starts,
did settle down. Runs began to come fairly steadily at last,
8t. Jim's began to breathe again.

Playing beautifully polished cricket, the swell of St
Jim’s helped Tom Merry morease the score rapidly. A
burst of cheering from the pavilion snnounced that it had
reached the 50 mark.

A century from Tom is what we want this afterncon,”
said Talbot hopefully.

“He looks to me like get&zﬁ-.il," said Kangaroo,

But Kangaroo had omi to touch wood in making
that rash statement!

atever the reason, a few moments later there came the
erash of a wicket,

Tom Merry, with his score at 35, had._been bowled by a
tricky ball that had pitched clean in the block. The %i.

Jim’s skipper returned to the pavilion amid a burst of
cheering, and Monty Lowther went out bat in hand.
Monty Lowther, with his dashing methods and fearless

hitting, was just the fellow who might sf-e}:: iuf ai,ni! .:I!ai
opeful loohs

wonders at a eritical moment. It was with
that the Bt. Jim's fellows by the pavilion watched him facs
the Abbotsford bowling,

But their hopes wers doomed to disappointment,

Monty Lowther put the first ball through the slips for
a single, and Arthur Augustus faced the bowling again for
the remainder of the over, Then Lowther took ﬁ\e opening
ball of the next over, and it picked his leg stump clean
out of the ground. -

'There was a gasp of dismay from Arthur Augustus, ab

the other wicket, as he watched Lowther retreat towards
the pavilion.

Oh, gweat Scott "

With the total Bt. Jim’s score standing at only seventy-

one, and four wickets already lost, things looked ahbout
as bad as they could do for 8t Jim’s.

Neoxt man strode out to the wicket,

It was Wallace; and Woolley, watching from by the
pavilion rail, chuckled.

“Now we'll see- the fur fy!®
“I hope so,” said Tom rimly.
needn’t think you fellows will set the Thames on fire i

“You don't know u=!" grinned Willis. “It's a pity you
didn’c send us in before.”

fancy I know you a bit too well 1” snerted Tom, *If

only we had Blake and Figgins—

_He checked himsolf. He had made up hiz mind not ta
discuss the little matter of Blake and Figgins at present.
‘There would be time enough for that when the match was
over. He turned his atiention to the wicket, where Wallaca
was taking centre.

Tom's brow was eclouded,

Kangaroo was a strong, forcing hatsman, In the past

The swell of 8t Jim's
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= : erry % “But if chaps :
like Talbot and Kangaroo are out for practically nix, you

With more than a hundred still needed for a win, thinga =

looked gloomy for 8t. Jim's. They looked still more gloomy

when Arthur Augustus was caught at the wicket a few balls

later,

His score standing at twenty-four, the swell of 8t. Jim's
followed the dreary path to the pavilion.

*This is the limit I groaned Kerr. *‘Seventy-one for fiva
ntgnir:tl_ Wa've about as much of getting 196 as a piz bhas
o ving.”

“Never say die, anyway!” said Tem, with an attempt

'at cheeriness that lie by no means felt. *Good luck, Levison,

old hoss 1"

Levison was noxt man in. But the Fourth Former looked
a_good deal like a sheep going to the slaughter as he mades
his way out towards the wicket, : _

However, Levison was a fighter, and once he was facing
fhe bDWIini he cheered up wonderfully. e began o kit
out from the first, and a beautiful boundary hit brought a
vell of applause from the watching 8t. Jim's fellows.

As yet. Wallace had had no chance of showing what ha
was mads of when “up against it"

Except for his firss
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single he had been at the bowler's end all the time.
Levizon, toking three off the ldst ball of the over, faced

the bowling again, and Wallace was still kept in idleness.

But that next over saw fhe finish of things for Levison.

He was caught at point, and the last flicker of hope in
the heari of Tom Merry and the other St. Jim’s cricketers—
with the exception of Wallace & Co.—died cut.

This despondency was made complete when Kerr and
Fatty Wynn were both dismissed for duck’s eggs in the
last three balls -of the over, the Abbotsford bowler only
narrowly missing the hat trick.

Tom ﬂ[err&r looked at Monty Lowther and Talbot with
feelings too deep for words.

There were three more
Woalley’s and Willis'.

The chances of their defeating Abhotsford were o remote

wickets to fall—Wallace's,

“But we are in the soup!” growled Fatty Wynn. “And
largely thanks to you! With the proper team-——7

“Rats ! chuckled Willis amiably. *“ Watch the game ™

Fatty glared at Willia speechlessly. His feelings were too
deep for words. Ewven vet the Three Trouncers did not
seem to realize the enormity of their offence. They actually
had the cheek fo act as though they had done the team
a good turn by managing fo substitute themselves for
Figgins and Blake!

There was no doubt that 8t. Jim’s had never come across
such colossal cheek—neover.,

But what was the use of talking? With a gloomy grunt,
Fatty Wynn settled down to watch az Wallace and Woolley,
far out over the grass on the gleaming green piteh, pre-
pared to do or die.

CHAPTER 18.
The Trouncers to the Hescue !

RACK !
‘ "?. oundary ! chuckled Williz, “What did I tell
rou "’

Wallace had sent the ball streaking past square-
leg and out towards the line of frees that hordered the
cricket field. It had been a peach of a shot, and there was
a grunt of grudging admiration even from Fatty Wynn.

" “That's & ﬂasg in the pan, I expect,” sniffed Fatty Wynn.,
He closed his eyes. *'Wake me up when it's all over, some-
body. Those asses can'’t last long.”

Planting a fist squarely en Willis’ chin, Tom Merry stretched him on his back at the feet of a fellow who had just come hurrying up.

Tom Merry gave a gasp of dismay as he recognised the junior cricket captain of Abbotsford.

- as to be hardly worth considering. That was Tom Merry's

secret opinion, and the opinion of every 8t. Jim's fellow in
the little dismal group by the pavilion—with one
cxception,
. Willia tapped Tom Merry on the shoulder cheerily, glane-
ing ouf across the grass to where Woolley was joining
Wallace.

“TIt's all right, old hoss,” murmured Willis. “We're the
Three Trouncers, you know. Trust usi®

 “To get over a hundred between you?” snapped Tom.
“That's what we want for a win 1" He glared at Willis. “1i
we'd had Figgins and Blake, you—you——-=?"

“Don’t worry about Figgins and Blake,” said Willis
seranely. * Just thank your stars you've got us instead”

“Bat Jove! Weally Willis, you take the gidday bun!"
gnorted the swell of Bt. Jim's hotly. “You have the uttah
chieek to suggest—"

“Hush 1” said Willis reprovingly, “Let not thy angry
1 ‘ the gama! And, as I =say,
te thankful that 8t Jim’s have the Three Trouncers to
pull the fat out of the fire for e, You know, you'd
fave béen in the soup without uns.

“ Oh erumbs!? (See Chapler 13.)

Willis glared at the fat New House bowler.

“7 toll gou—-="

*Chuck arguing !” snapped Tom Merry.

He was feeling angry and bitter with the Three Trouncers
for the trick that they had played—a trick which in Tom’s
opinion had done almost more than anything else towards
enguring victory for Abbotsford. But Tom did not want
to hear any more wrangling over the question. It would
be time enough to talk about it when the team had returned
to 8t, Jim's, and the Three Trouncers could be made to face
the reckoning. '

Click!

“ Another boundary !” ejaculated Monty Lowther.

There was no doubt that Wallace seemed to have mastered
the Abbotsford bowling. With the exception of Tom Merry
and Arthur Augustus, both of whom had put up good per-
formances, no one else of the St. Jim’s team had shown
the same easy control of the bowling as Wallace was now
displaying.

A hundred was soon reached and passed.
glanced at his companions.
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“That's just over half what we want ¥ he said gloomily.

That another ninety runs could be collected before the last
two wickets fell Tom did not believe for a moment. It was
impossible | Wallace was hitting freely, but the Abbotsford
bowling was good, and sooner or later he must fall a victim,
Woolley was playing dogged cricket at the other end; but
Woolley did not look like staying much longer, in Tom's
opinion. ;

But a few overa later, with the score risen to a hundred
and twenty, Woolley began to appear more confident. He
was hitting ouft now, and it was not long befores he, too,
was slammipg the ball to the boundary at fairly regular
intervals. :

But Woolley was only opening his shoulders to the less
tricky balls that he received. He was playing a cautious
game, it was clear, and his score was not rising at anyth}nﬁ
like the same rate as Wallace’s. Wallace, playing beautifu
ericket, was showing a polished style that even Tom Merry
could not have excelled; Wallace, as a stylist, was second
only to the swell of 8t Jim's,

The minutes passed, and still Wallace and Woolley kept
their partnership intact. With the score at 140 the St.
Jim’'s fellows began to sit up snd take notice, as Moniy
Lowther expressed if. ;

“My hat!” muttered Kangaroo. “Wallace is the chap!
What if he saves our giddy bacon even yet?” E

8till the score rose. The Abbotsford captain changed his
bowlers again, but still Wallace and Woolley remained
together at the wicket.

A hundred and fifty went up on the score-board.

Bf now, Wallace's score was in the region of 50, whereas
Woaolley had something like 20 to his eredit. The St. Jim's
team watched every ball with eager eyes now.

And then, with his score at 25, Woolley was bowled at
last. There was a groan from the 5t. Jim’s party.

“That's torn it I grunted Kerr. 5

“What do you mean?’ exclaimed Willis hotly.
still me, isn't there?"

“Hem! Ves; but—" LA :

“Well, then!” snorted Willis; and, picking up his bat,
he strode out towards the wicket from which Woolley was
returning. The other ericketers watched him go without
much hope in their eyes now. i :

The BSt. Jim’s score stood at 160. Thirty-six runs were
still wanted to win, and there was only one wicket still to
fall. Tt looked hopeless. No one had much faith in Willis
as a batsman—no one except Wallace and Woolley, and
Willis himself ! . s

“We're all right,” said Woolley cheerily, as he joined
the group. “Thirty-odd runs! at's nothing. Wallace
and Willis will collect 'em in no time.”

And Woolley settled down in a deckchair with his usual
amazing confidence shining in his cheery face. 3 z

It was a confidence 'that no one else felt justified in
gharing.  Dut as Wallace continued piling vp the runs,
and Willis appeared to settle down to a little quiet run.
getting on his own, the eager faces of the 8t. Jim's juniors
grew gradually brighter.

“A hundred and seventy !” breathed Talbot, “My hat!
They might do it !"”

“1 weally cannot think they will be akle to gathah
anothah 26 wuns,” said Arthur Augustus, shaking his head.
“Willis is the weak spot——"

But at that moment Willis oEened his shoulders to a loose
one, and it soared to the boundary. Arthur Augustus
adjusted his eyeglass and watched its flight open-mouthed.

“Gweat Bcott! I say, deah boys, that was wathah a
wippin® hit!”

“Go hon!” grinned Woolley, -

A tense exeitement was beginning to grip the watching
St. Jim's juniors now.

Tremendous though the task was, that faced Wallace and
Willis, they were certainly tackling it in masterly fashion.
Another 22 were still needed for victory, and Tom
Merry could not remember that as many runs as that had
ever been scored in & last-wicket stand in his experience as
junior cricket captain at 8t. Jim’s! PBut something in the
way Wallace and Willis were cheerily piling up the runs
s:dd brought hope to Tom Merry when all hope seemed

a

“There's

What if the three inseparables coald make good their
boast, and could even yet snatch victory for their side?

Tom Merry thrilled at the thought,

He found himself applanding feverishly every good stroke
—and good strokes were frequent ilis was not doing
anything important in the way of gathering runs; he was
clearly concentrating on keeping his wicket safe, while His
chum piled up the runs. But Wallace was flogging the
bowling in great style, and the S8t. Jim’s juniors yelled and
cheered every time a boundary hit was re ishrei or some
pretty stroke enabled Wallace and Willis to snatch an
unexpected single,
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Even Fatty Wynn and Kerr, Figgins' two great chums,
had forgotten their ire at Figging' fate on the platform at
Meltham Junction, as they applauded noisily and excitedly
with the rest. And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had at last
forgotten his indignation at the way the Three Trouncers
had eaused Blake to be left behind at Wayland. The swell
of Bt. Jim's, his eyeglass gleaming enthusiastically, watched
the runs heinl? gathered with breathless eagerness.
h_;’Bt_u I;]m'e. That was a wippin® hit! Huwwah! Well

it, sir ™

A hundred and eighty appeared on the score-hoard, and
excitement rose to fever pitch. The watching Abbotsford
fellows who, a little while ago, had felt that vietory was
theirs for a certainty, watched with set faces as the 8t. Jim's
score soared dangerous towards their own big total.

An electric hush fell over the cricket field. The silence
was tense, but the excitement in the air could be felt by
everyone.

And out on the sunlit cricket pitch, Wallace and Willis
batted merrily, crossing and recrossing from wicket to
wicket, two lithe, white-clad figures.

Nearer and nearer to the Abbotsford total crept the St.
Jim's svore !

—— —

CHAPTER 17.
The Heroes of the Hour !

‘“ ERE we arel”
It was George Figgins who spoke,
Figgins' voice was charged with wrath. And

: the answering gruni from Blake, who was tramp-
ing along at his side, was also grim and ireful,

The two Bt, Jim's fellows had tramped into tha quad at
Abbotsford, looking tired and fed-up—which they were.

Blake, catching the next train to Meltham Junction from
Wn-};lanél. had found Figgins there, and the two furious
victims of the wiles of the Three Trouncers had come on
together in the first Abbotsford train available. Unfor-
tunately for them, it had been too late to land them at
Abbotsfurd carly enough for them to be any use in the
match. But they had come, nevertheless, breathing wven-
geance and fire and slaughter.

There having been no cab at Abhotsford Btation, they
had had to walk from the station to the school. Their feet
were sore, their clothes dusty, and their faces hot and per-
spiring, Tempers were just about at boiling point, as the
two chagrined and weary figures trampad in through the
gates of Abbotsford. :

From somewhere beyend the grey old buildings came tha
sound of distant shouting. :

“Listen !” exclaimed Blake sharply.

¥rom the volume of the cheering it was clear that Abbots-
ford were applauding something or someone. The St. Jim's
team alone could never have made so much noise. Blake
and Figgins looked at one another grimly.

“That means Abbotsford’s won, after all!” snapped Blake.
*“We might have licked 'em if we'd been there—" :

“Well,” said Figgins modestly, “it might have made a bit
of difference. When I catch young Willis—"

“When I get hold of Woolley——" :

“Come on!"” growled Figgins. “This is the way!? -

And the two disgruntled 3t. Jim's juniors strode across
the Abbotsford gquad in the direction of the distant shoubting.

They emerged through an arch on to the tree-lined play-
ing-fields, and stared across to where a group of white-clad
figures were crossing from a cricket pitch te the pavilion. *
From all round the field came the sounds of applause,

“ Great pip!” gasped Figgins faintly, * Look I*

For the moving group of cricketers were the St. Jim's
team. And high on their shoulders swayed three of their
r‘l{irm!]}!ci'- Figgins and Blake recognised Wallace, Willis, and

'oolley.

“What on earth—"

Blake and Figgins stared at one another blankly. The
last thing in the world that they had expected to see was
the sight of the Three Trouncers being chaired by the rest
of the St. Jim’s team. They had come to Abbotsford breath-
ing vengeance—to find the miscreants the heroes of the hour,
it seemed !

Figgins grabbed a sinall boy who was passing, wearing
the Abbotsford colours on his straw hat.

“What's happened?” demanded Figgins.

The fag grinned ruefully.

“8t. Jim's won,” he said. “We had 'em right under.
Everyone thought we were bound to win. But their last
three batsmen put up a ripping stond, and saved the game
forstheir side. One of 'em got 2 century—chap called Wal-
lace. QOur chaps are cheering hime He deserves if;
although he licked us!” -

“M-my hat!"” breathed Blake dazedly,

The fag scuttled off, and Blake and Figgins stood staripg
blankly across the grass to where the rest of the St. Jim’s

team were chairing Wallace, Willis, and Woolley to the

pavilion,

-
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EIGHT MORE FINE PICTURE CARDS TO COME, CHUS|

“They—they saved the game!” gasped Figgins. “Well,
Pm blessed I”

‘Figgins and Blake looked at one another.
appeared on Blake's face.

“In that case,” said Blake thoughtfully, “things are
rather different! The—the cheeky roiters! ™ Buf they saved
:-];?l [game, did they? Hang it, we've got to give ’em a

And Blake and Figghins found themselves the next moment
doing a thing that half an hour ago they would have
thought impossible. They found themselves waving their
hats and cheering lustily the fellows whom they had felt
more like kicking a little while ago!
w“AItel:’.all,” panted Figgins; “as long as St. Jim's

= :

“Hurrah !” yelled Blake.

The two broke into a run. Aecross the grass they raced,
and joined the 8t, Jim’s party just as the cricketers were
putting Wallace, Willis, and Woolley down at last, by the
steps of the pavilion

“Gweat Scott!” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy caught sight
of Blake suddenly, and jumped. *TLook who's heah!”

_ The ericketers looked. At sight of Figgins and Blake the
Three Trouncers glanced at one another.

A faint grin
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away, and the crowd was dispersing, with disappointed
faces. The Abbotsford skipper approached the groﬂ%.

“Con ratters!” he said. “Tt was a pretty big surprise
for us, I dor’t mind saying, that you pulled the fat out of
the fire like that!*

He smiled rather ruefully. Tom Merry chuckled.

"It wus a bit of a surprise to some of us, too, as a
matter of fact!" he confessed.

“Why?" asked Willis in surprise.
do the job all right.”

This typieal “ modest;,' * from the Three Trouncers caused
the rest of the 8t. Jim’s team to chuckle.

It was true that Wallace, Willis, and Woolley had been

uite confident all along that a cricket eleven containing
themselves was bound to win. But somehow the rest of the
team had not been convinced—until now!

As the Bt. Jim’s 1]-m1-t3.f craowded into their dressing-room
Figgins tapped Woolley on the shoulder.

“We came over here to pick & bone with you chaps!™
annnounced the New House leader cheerily to the Three
Trounecers, “But I think we'll let ‘em off now, eh,
DBlake "

“I think we will,” agreed Blake,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“We told you we'd

~How is it, they ask
* and others re

“Ahem!” coughed Woolley.

Blake gripped him by ihe hand, to
zstonishment, and wrung it violently.

“Good man!” chuckled Blake.

“Fancy seeing you here!”

“0Oh, good manl

Woolley’s intense

And so it was, with all their quarrels settled and finished
with, that the St. Jim’s party, after a cheery tea at

Abbotsford, set off for the railway station.

You

And the heroes of the hour were Wallace, Willis, and

three won the game for St. Jim’s, I hear. Good men, all  Woolley.

of you !’
The gencrous applause of the Abbotsford fellows had died (Continued on next page.)
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THE FLYING SCOTSMAN—A.D. 18507

cheering, enthusiastio letters
from my readers all over the
world, who, in terms that almost
inake their Editor blush at times, tell
me what a “wonderful idea” the
Gea's free gilt scheme is, I find many
written almost in a tone of amazement.
that the artists
onsible for the magni-
ficent geries of picture-cards that the
(iEm is presenting to its readers can
“keep it up® in such spanking style
woek after week? 3
Well, I must confess to having paused
and wondered myself at times. But the
fact remains, and 1 know you'll all back
me up when I say it, that so far from
losing any of their fascination, our free
gifts are getting better and better! In
proof of this comes next week’s free

READI‘L\EG through the scores of

- card showing A GYROSCOPIC MONO-

RAILWAY, one of the most amazing
of our Marvels of the Future series.
Of course, you'll all want to add it to
your sets, so
ORDER NEXT WEDNESDAY'S
“GEM™ TO-DAY!

ETHE DOWNMFALL OF THE TOFF!V

That's the title of next week’s splendid
story of Tom Merry & Co,, chums, and
oue that will keep you impatient for
tho whole seven days, I know. Stories

- dealing with Reginald Talbot, of the

Shell, the junior who was once known
as the Toff, prines of cracksmen, are
always sure of a pgreat welcome, Let
e just say that this is without doubt
one of Martin Clifford’s best !

(ther attractions in next week’s
BUMPER FREE GIFT NUMBER, arc
a further fine instalment of our thrilling
serinl, "“The TFlying Fish™; more
replies showing the Oracle, our walking
encyelopedia, at his best, and another
interesting article on the subject of the

YOUR EDITOR SAYS—
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famous L.M.5 “Royal Scot” Locomo-
tive No. 6108.

By the way, keep your peepers open,
you iellows, for announcements of the
first-claes “new serial that’s coming
along. It's a winner.

DO YOU KNOW A FUNNY STORY ?

Burely every chap has heard a joke
that he can remember, or can write a
limerick. Of course! Well, wouldn't
you like to turn either of these to good
account? I should think so!

Buy a copy of the “Magnet” this
week, and you will find that penknives
and ket-wallets are being given away
for jokes and limericks.

Now you mustn’t miss this. Why, it's
easier than shelling peas, and a good
deal more profitable. All you have to
do is to send in a joke, or a limerick,
and if it is ]Iml:-]ished you will be sent
a handsome little gift.

What about it?

PERSONALITY !

A notion seems to be going round
I have gathered from readers’ letters,
that a fellow ought to try and model
himself and his actions on someone else
who has done well in life. Now, that
kind of thing is all very well up to a
point, but it must not be carried too
far. It is up to everybody to be irue
to himself. He has his own individu-
ality to think about. He must be true
to it. It is nmo use being a meras copy
when you ean be an original, as it
were—your rveal, original self. Tt is
ersonality that wins, The men who
Euwa done great things in the past did
not bother about imitating other people.
They wera just thomselvesz all the time.
Be yourself.

THE SCHOOL BANNY!

“Is the School Banny ever deserted 7
asks Tom Woobrough, of Kent, ‘That

] '

ever, it 1s not very difficult to answer.
As there are round abont three hundred
rhp,vs at St. Jim's you can safely reckon,
Pom, that the sanny is never without
a patient from New Year's Day to the
thirty-first of December. Yes, Marie
Rivers is still the nurse there, and she is
Just as popular as ever. There will be
a story in which Marie figures promin-
ently very shortly, so keep your peepers
open for it.

ALL OVER THE COUNTRY!

It is interesting to mote the growth
and progress of that well-known firm
of manufacturers, Mead's. I know a
good many of you chaps have dealt
with this firm for your bicycles, gramo-
phones, and wireless sets, and a good
many more will be thinking of doing so
at this time of the year. We are now
in the midst of the summer, a time
when bikes and gramophones are in
great demand. And never before have
Mead’s been o constantly on the lips of
b::u,vs and girls: throughout the country.
They see in the various branches of this
firm the machines they want to buy.
They know the value they will get, and
the easy terms of payment that are
obtainable—and, as a result, they
patronise Mead's.

PASSING IT CN!

A very lengthy letter has reached me
from a loyal chum. He cannot say
enough in favour of the Companion
Papera. DBut there’s one thing he has
done, namely, to introduce a new reader
to our select band. He loaned zome
Companion Papers to a friend while he
was on holidays, and now learns that
his pal iz =0 taken with Tom Merry &
Clo. in the GeM, and Harry Wharton &
Clo. in the “Magnet,” that he has placed
a regular order with his newsagent for
both these papers. That’s the spirit!
That’s what I want every “Gemite® to
o, Tn fact, chums, make o campaign of
it. Take the GEM into every home. That
constitutes your “little bit,” and the
rest you ean safely leave to

* YOUR EDITOR.
Tee Gem Lsrary.—No. 1,112,
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CHAPTER 18.
Exit The Trouneers !

&t ERE they come !
H “Here are the giddy conguering heroes!”
“ Hip, hip. hurrah’
A huge crowd gathered at the gates of Bit.
Jim’s, g =

A telegram dispatched from Abbotsford railway station

had told 8t. Jim's the news of the victory over Abbotsford,
and nearly all the junior school had turned out to welcome
home their yictorious representatives.

As the motor-coach in which the team had travelled back
from Wayland drew up by the gates, a cheering throng
surrounded it. The cricketers were seized and mounted on
the shoulders of their enthusiastic fellow-juniors, and
marched into the guad. A

At first Woolley and Willis were left out of 1it, since no
one at 8t. Jim's knew that they had taken part in the big
match—let alone helped =o largely in winning it for Bt
Jim's. But Tom Merry soon explained the details of the
gome, and the part that the Three Trouncers had played.

“My hat!” ejaculated Clive wonderingly. “So they
aren’t just gas-bags after all 77 3

“Rather not!” chuckled Tom Merry. “They're the giddy
eaviours of Bt. Jim's this time!™
' And at that there was a rush, and the Three Trouncers
were seized and marched round and round the guad in
trinmph.

Without a doubt, it was a day of triumph for the
Trouncers! Despite all opposition, they had proved their
worth with a vengeance, p

And the Bt Jim’s juniors were out to show their appre-
ciation of the fact. e

It was a long while before Wallaca, Woolley, and Willis
wote roleased. When at last they did find themselves free
to go to their study they were warm and breathless, but
very chesry!

|
‘ A Full Book-Length Story for 4d.!

LAUGHABLE
SUMMER
SPORTS
YARN!

BRINSEA'S the dullest of seaside places
—no band, no games, no fun.
That's what it's like—till Bill Brill gets
a job as junior clerk at the Town Hall.
They call him Breezy Bill, and he well
deserves the nickname,

Lrom the first go off he falls foul of the
Mayor, but he's not the kind of lad to give
in. It doesn't look as if he stands a dog's
chance of downing Brinsea’s most im-
portant citizen—but youwatch ! In other
words, get hold of this topping volume of
summet sports, fun, and adventure. Bill
will keepyou enthralled from start to finish.

Ash for No, 189 of the

BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY
4.!).

EACH

You will enfoy these other volumes fust published
in this Librarg—Ash for them by Number and Title,

No. 180—THE ISLAND OF SECRETS
No. 191 —BOOMERANG BOB
No. 122 —KINGS OF SPEED

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d.

That cvening a big supper was held in the junior
Common-room at the School House, to celebrate the victory
of 5t. Jim's cver Abbotsford, For once New House fellows
and School House mingled in perfect amiability. Everyone
was feeling so pleased with things that even Baggy Trimble
was allowed to stuff himself to his heart’s content at the
supper—and even Arthur Augustus D'Arey did not com-
plain, for about the f{irst time in his life, when a cup of
cocon was spilled by mistake over his immaculate trousers!

Which showed what wonderfnl contentment reigned in
the junior Common-room, thanks to the victory over
Abbotsford—which was, after all, only another way of say-
ing thanks to the Three Trouncers!

It was a great meal for Wallace, Willis, and Woolley in
particular.

They had come into their own at last! At last their
fellow juniors were hailing them as Trouncers in fact as
well as in pame. For that they had trounced Abbotsford
all were agreed,

In the middle of the proceedings Toby Marsh, the School

House page, entered the Common-roam. Toby crossed
towards Wallace, Willis, and Woolley. ‘Toby had thres
letters on a tray,

“Talk about inseparables!” chuckled Talbot. “They

even get their letters all together!”

The Three Trouncers opened their letters and read the
contents: Then they locked at one another.

“ My hat!” said Wallace.

“Great Scott |” breathed Woolley.

“Whew!” whistled Willis.

Evidently the contents of their letters had surprized tha
three inseparables. But whether the news was good or bad
it was impossible for the other juniors to judge from the
expressions on their faces.

“ Nothing wrong, I hope?” queried Tom Merry.

. " Nunno.,” said Willis doubtfully. “A¢ least, I'm sorry
in a way."” -

“Same here!” agreed Wallace. “ Absolutely!”

“Rather!” nodded Woolley. “Though, mind wou, for
gome things it'll be nice to be back at Ramhurst.,”

The mention of their old school by the Three Trouncers
cansed the 8t. Jim’s juniors to stare at them wonderingly.

“What about Ramhurst?” demanded Figgins.

Wallace, Willis, and Woolley glanced at onc another, as
though uncertain whether or not to cxplain. But Wallace
and Woolley nodded, and Willis glanced at the juniors with
a curious smile on his face,

“We laft Ramhurst because our parents had a bit of &
row with the Head there,” explained Willis. “Bub it
seems that the row's been made up. The giddy old
breach is healed! And so our respected parents now wand
us to go back to Ramhurst and carry on there.”

“We'll ba sorry to leave St. Jim's, for lots of things®
said Woollay.

“ Absolutely I"" nodded Wallace.

urst iz a good place.”

“Rather1” agreed Willis,

Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. had listened with
genuina dismay to this news, as had the rest of the juniors,
Now Tom Merry rose slowly to his feet.

“Gentlemon,” he said quietly, *this is rather rotten news
for us, as I feel sure you'll all agree. Wallace, Willis. and
Woolley are the kind of fellows we like at St Jim's
They're good sportsmen—even if they are Trouncers!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And we shall all be sorry that they are going!" went
on Tem. “Anyway, their brief stay here has not been in
vain, They won the Abbotsford match for us—despite out-
selves 1

“Hear, hear!™ chuckled Figgina.

“So I propose we drink their piddy health!” fnished
Tom. “For they are jolly pood fellows!”

And round the supper table the toast was drunk with a
will, in lemonade and eocoas and the St. Jim's juniors mads
the Common-room fairly echo as they cheered Wallace,
Willis, and Woolley!

*But, mind you, Ram-

. L]

When, a few days later, the three inseparables drove
away from St. Jim’s in a station cab, and the grinning
faces of Wallace, Willis, and Weolley vanished from sight
down the road at last, it was generally agreed among the
great crowd of juniors that had turned out to see them off
that the loss was to Bt. Jim’s.

And, as Tom Merry remarked, since they had to go,
Wallace, Willis, and Woolley could not have gone at a
better time than at the height of what was, without the
slightest doubt, the Trouncers’ Triumph !

THE END.

(Next week’s ““Gem " will contain another grand long

story of St. Jim’s, fealuring an old favourile In Reginald

Talbof, Nole the title chums;: “THE DOWNFALL OF

THE ‘TOFF’!” gnd make o point of ordering your
; copy EARLY!)



25

HERE'S ANOTHER FULL-O’-THRILLS INSTALMENT OF—

The
FLYING
FISH!

Fiercely and desperately the revolutionaries
press home the small advaniage they have
gained in their unexpected rising. Slaves no
longer, but masters to be, they can see
victory looming ahead—freedom—and the
downfall of Boronov, the Tyrant !

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

RODNEY BLAKE, n stocky woungsler, whose one ambition i8 to
Sfollow in the footsteps af his father, Adrian Blake—a newws correspondent
now out of Engiand on business for kis paper—is sirolling along Little-
worth Cove in company with his chum,

DAN LEA, when he sees a strange-looking craft reseinbling in shape
on airship and a boat combined.

PRINCE ALEXIS KARAGENEKI, the ship's commander, informs
Rodney that there is a serious case of illness aboard, and in congequences
sticceeds in getting Dr. Frager, the youngster's guardian, to go aboard.
Some time later Rodney and Dan are captured by Karagenski's mea and
taken to the ship as prisoners. The sirange eraft then rises after the
Fushion of an airship and speeds them away fo the ** Valley of No Escape.”’
Here, in charge of Herr Boronov, Colonel Stangerfeld, Wununberg, an
obmozious, one-eyed giant, and a host of armed guards, are thousa of
prisoners building at desperate_speed o fleet of Fluing Fish., Witk this
formidable flect the heads of the conspiracy hope lo conguer the whole
world. Following @ rumpus with Wusmberg, Fodney, lo kis amazement,
comes face to face with kis father, Adrian Blake hurriedly explains that,
in the quise of a Russian expert in polson gas, he has guined access to the
conepiralors’ stronghold with a view to encouraging the half-starved slaves
o revoll aguinst their toskmasiers. The deception i3 discovered almost
ag soon as the revolution beging, and Rodney quiclly realises that the only
way to suve fis futher and completely beat the guards is for Dan i
Bimsself Lo make use of the Flying Fish, Unable to manwivre the eraft
themselzes, they conceive the idea of forcing Von Roden to do it for them.
With this notivn in view they gain gecess to the castle, where lhey ses
Adrian Bluke, Lord Bratton, kis millionaire friend, and Prince Kara-
genski being fed to the coslle. ;

“ [Fhat are we going to do now ? ™ says Rodney, lurning to Dan.

The Counsel of Despair !

OR a moment Dan made no answer. There scemed to
F be none he could find. And before he could say
anything at all, a voice spoke softly from the
shadows of an»embrasure rext to the one in which
they had hidden, and a slim figure emerged from it, lif for
one second by a flash of flame caused by an explosion down
in the town. With surprise the two lads recognised the
figure and voice to belong to Sacha Karagenski.

“How glad 1 am to find it is you, Rodney, and your
friend Ee whispered eagerly. At first I thought it was
really two of the guards, and 1 was hiding from you.
Then, when my father and the others were being locked
in there, I heard you talking in English and knew who
you were. 1 have been wondering how things were going
with you all this time. I heard you were in_ the town,
fighting on the revolutionary side. And how I wished I
had only been with you!”

i And what's happened then that they've locked up your

- father with mine, Sacha?” asked Rodney, after, in a_ few
words, he had whispered a rough outline of Dan’s and his
experiences of the last twenty-four hours.

“Boronov and the others accused him of being the first
cause why your father got into the valley and stirred up
thia rising,” replied the Russian lad. “Before they tried to
kil your father months and months ago, my father warned
him that the attempt was being made, and that was how he
really escaped. Besides, Boronov hates father and me,
because we are of royal blood. Father and the others are

locked in there till the reinforcements arrive and the rising
is quelled, Then they are to be taken out and shot.”
“And you?’ asked Rodney.
“They were looking for me to lock me up, too. But
I overheard Kraft sending a servant to find me, and I
escaped, That’s why I was hiding from you when 1 thought

you were guards. I didn’t want to be locked up with the
others, And if there is any chance of helping the others,
I mustn’t be,

“Just now, Rodney,” continued the Russian lad in a
tense whisper, * you said something about getting the people
outside into the castle.™

“That's why we came to this gate,” replied Rodney.
“Tt alwaye used to have a key in the lock. But that's gone
to-night. We'd meant to try and admit them that waw
after we'd let them know. But we were stumped. There
doesn’t seern any way now 4

“There is one way. The only trouble is how we could
make use of it without being discovered. This castle has
belonged to my family for ever so long. I was born herc.
I know every inch of it. And I know of a way that these
people "heru don’t know about—a secret way in and
olt——

“from the room where we used to sleep?” demanded
Rodney eagerly, and gripping Sacha by the hand.

The other nodded.

“You know about it?" he asked, surprised.

“Father knew. He'd been up the passage from the town
end, and heard Dan and myself talking through a slit in the
wall. But he didn’t know how the wall opened.”

“It's a little lever in that very slit!” explained Sacha, in
eager undertones, “It moves amazingly easily. I've
opened it lote of times, both from the room side and tha
passage side. Of course, my father knew of the passage; I
believe 1 remember him mentioning it to your father long
ago, when they were friends. But dad didn’t know how
it worked. It was I who discovered that a few weeks ago by
accident I :

“The thing is—how ecan we get to thaf room mow? It
would settle everything!” muttered” Rodney, with im-
patience. “We didn’t know the opening could be worked
as well from the passage side. 'That makes everything
easier, if we could once get to that room and escape info
the passage—the three of us in no time. Then down to the
town and find Larry O’Hagan. In less than an hour
we'd have this castle flooded with revolutionaries !

“But—how to get to the room, Mister Rodney?” Dan
reminded his enthusiastiec friend. *“We might possibly
enough manage that, being supposed to be guards—though
we might get caught in the act. But Mister Sacha here—
he’s the only one who knows how the thing works, and he’s
hiding from the peoplo here. If they get him, they'll lock
him up with his father and yours, and t%mt won't help any.”

“True enough!” mused Rodney. *“It does seem, which-
ever way we turn in this busineas, something crops up to
stump us. Still, we must think of something. Wae've
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nrfmlnaﬁed things well enough so far. We might have a bit
of luck.

“Listen hers,” he added, after a moment of thought.
““Those people in there are all in a state of nerves to-night,
The castle's not lit properly, either, so we can take risks,
What I think we ought fo do is to try a bluff. So long as
they get hold of you, Bacha, I don’t think they'll want to
come marching all over this end of the castle just to lock
you up. It would be enough if they locked you up in your
own room. And a door leads through your room into ours.
What I suggest is that we should march you along now as
our captive,and—if we're questioned by any of the servants
—say we've been ordered to lock you in your room and
stand on guard over you. What we'll actually do is to lock
ourselves in the room with you, pass on into ours and out
through that passage like lightning!”

“If we're lucky |” muttered Dun, in his slow way.

“It's our one hope " said Rodney.

“We must take it, Rodney!” agreed the young Russian
stoically. “It's m clever idea, and it ought to succeed.
Whatever happens, we'll do that—at once!”

So it came about that a few minutes later, struggling
between two uniformed guards, the ficure of Sacha Kara-
genski was dragged into the vast and barely-lit entrance hall
of the castle. As Rodney had surmised, the heads of the
conspiracy and their underlings were in such a nervy condi-
tion that a certain amount of chaos reigned in the castle.
Only a couple of menservants lingered in the hall.

‘T'o one of these Rodney growled in German a statement
that Herr Boronov had ordered the Russian lad to he im-
prisoned in his room. Rodney also had the temerity to,
insist on the manservant taking them upstairs and showin
them which room it was. Without argument, he acquiesced, -
and so far this bold plan had worked with an almost breath-
less simplicity.

With every step taken up the staircase, however, the threa
were afraid they might be met by Boronov himself, or some-
one who knew that no such orders had been given, At the
top of the stairs a broad corridor went right and left, the
manservant leading the way to the right, and still no one
came in sight to question what was happening,

“Here, Kamaraden |” grinned the servant, flinging open
the door of the room which, of course, they knew quite well
belonged to Sacha.

“That is good I growled Rodney, muffled in the upturned
collar of his heavy overcoat. “That will be all right. We
will remain here with the prisoner, and shall not want you
any more.”

With sighs of relief they watched the man take his way
back down the eandle-lit corridor, and passed into Sacha's
room, which was faintly lit by the windows overleoking the
town, the sky above which was aglow with the fires of the
still burning Flying Fish docks.

“What could have been easier” chuckled Rodney, as he
shut the door and turned the key in the lock, after which,
without waste of time, the three turned to the door leading
into the room they most wanted to enter.

“Not quite so easy !’ muttered Dan, who had reached it
first. The communicating door was locked and—as in the
earlier ease of the postern gate—the key was missing.

Sacha gave a little exclamation of dismay.

“Of course !” he said, under his breath. “T had forgotten
altogether | The door was locked by Kraft, after you were
found to be with the revolutionaries, and he took the key
away. Your room has been locked up. I don't know why.”

“ Anyhow,” said Dan, who had been examining the door,
*'this isn't such a very strong door. We don’t want to be
beaten by a lock this time, seems to me."

He stepped back and took a running leap at it with his
broad right shoulder, so that it shook under the shock. Then,
with all his force, he crashed the sole of a heavy-booted foot
against the lock, time after time, till—as they were begin-
= e
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ning to be afraid the noise might be heard even through the
thick walls—the lock suddenly gave, and Dan was pitched
forward into the next room,

Picking himself up, he was followed by the other two,
making at once for the particular part of the room where
the slit in the stone wall was to be found. It was plainly
visible in the red light of burning which flooded the rooim
from the windows. Sacha, as soon as they reached it, slipped
his hand into it and fumbled for an instant. Then, slowly,
but quite easily, the wall moved eutwards, and a black gap
was to be scen with steps leading downwards.

. “The thing’s done I exclaimed Rodney, under his breath
in delight. “Now to bring up reinforcements jolly old
Boronov won't like at all! Eet’s hurry off |*

“You shtand vhere you vas, if you don't want a bullet in
you!” snapped a voice from the backeround, the voice of
Kraft, who secemingly had entered by the other doar from
the corridor unheard, and was covering them with an
automatic.

“Bome seccret vays, hein?” he chuckled in astonishment.
“That vas interesting indeed! Thanks very mooch for this
information. Ve vill vith pleasure let the Herr Boronov ba
acgquainted vith this picce of news. Ve vill—"

Despite the threat of the automatic, Rodney hurled himself
at the man in a blind fury of rage and disappointment, a
desperate effort to prevent their plan from being ruined at
the eleventh hour. A stream of bullets spat in his direction,
without, however, striking him. He closed with the German,
around whose throat his fingers took a stranglehold, as he
and the German rolled out in a struggling heap on to the
corridor. This, to Rodney's added fury and dismay, was
filled at one end with guards running towards them, ?

He had barely time to hope that Dan had understood his
intention to cover Sacha and him while they got away down
the passage in search of help, closing it up so that they could
not be followed, when a violent blow on the head sent him

sinking back into the darkness of oblivion.
bending over him, and he heard his father's voice

anxiously repeating his name. He heard occasion-
ally also ether voices joining in, which he gradually recog-
nised as belonging to Lord Braxton and Prince Karagenski,
He knew, therefore, that, whatever had happened to Dan
and Sacha, he., himself, must be in that dungeon into which
hie had watched hizs father and the others being thrust.

In a dazed way he gathered from the talk around him
that they were impatient to know how he came in this
condition, and what had been happening. As scon as he
could speak and move himself Rodney flung at them the
gquestion most naturally on his tongue.

“Dan isn't here as well, then?”

*No, sonny,” answered his father.

“That's good!"” muttered Rodney, .
Sacha got away. I hope to goodness they did!

“(jot away—3acha ?” inquired eagerly the voice of the
prince, from the background of darkness.

“You know, Rodney,” interposed Adrian Blake, “we're
quite at sea as to what's been lmﬁpumng to you. They
just dropped you in here like a sack of coals. It took me
some time before I discovered if you were dead or alive.
I'd only just been hearing from Karagenski that you and
Dan were down in the town_apparently quite safe with Larry
O’Hagan and the revolutionaries, and I was feeling im-
mensely thankful for that. Then in you wera carried. If
you're better now, lad, tell us what's been going on.”

Briefly Rodney did so. He began right back to the time
Dan and he had left the underground room in the town
to return to the castle. He explained how they had dis-
covered the arrival in the valley of the real Alexis Baranoff,
and had gone back with the intention of warning Adrian
Blake., How, afterwards, Dan and he had been first with
one side and then the otimr, and how they had eventuated
at the castle, discovered Sacha Karagenski hiding from
the guards, planned together to make use of the secret
way to bring in revolutionary reinforeements, and had been
discovered at a critical moment by Kraft.

“If my newspapers in  England were to publish that
sbory,” murmured Lord Braxton, from the corner in which
he sat, “there would be people saying it could never be
true. But—bless my soul—hera am talking abeut my
newspapers in England! " In an hour or so's time they waon't
any longer be mine, for I shan’t be in the land of the
living, unless something marvellons happens.”

“Never say die | laughed Adrian Blake, “ While there's
life, my lord, there’s always hope.”

Sentenced to be Shot !

HEN Rodney came to his senses he found himself
lying in comparative darkness. Someone was

*T.ooks as if he and
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WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THIS SERIAL, BOYS ? 2

Rodney, with his father, the Prince and Lord Braxton, were lined up with their

backs to the stone wall, and the guards turned and faced tham.
( from Wummberg, the rattling of rifle bolts rang through the courtyard.
= i Present ! ' came the next command.

“And =o you don't really know
friend and my som, Sachal”
of the prince.

“All I know, prince,” replied Rodney, “was that they
and 1 were standing close to the wall, which Sacha had
just opened for us as easy as anything, and we were
just saying how soon jolly old Beronoy would get an un-
expected surprise when—there was Kraft with a gun
pointed at us, like a hold-up on the cinema. Well, I went
stratght at him, gun or no gun, connting on Dan and
Sacha taking the chance lo clear out by the secret passage,
and close it up again before it was too late. Ho long
as two of them got away to Larry O’Hagan and broughs
help, nothing else mattered. Bat whether they di
or not, I don't know. For a number of gtards can
nirg up while I was struggling with Kraft, and son
hit me a whaek on the head.

“Boping that Dan and Sacha aren't here with us” added
Rodrey, ~ T should think they got away down that passage,
wouldn't you, dad

“There's more than one dungeon in this castle, my
voung optimist,” the prince answered, since Adrian Blake
had maintained a silence expressing doubt. 1 shoul
think it very unlikely they did as you hoped. It's more
natural to me thai they stood by you and were taken.
"That passage, of course, would have been the one way of
definitely beating Boronov and the others, if only it could
have been nsed. But I think we can safely dismiss all hope
of that from our minds.”

“ All hope of anything,” interposeéd Lord Braxion, with
his eynical drawl. “ Anything, except the Lullet Boronoy
has promised us whatever happens. Sentenced to be chot,
we are, whether Boronov wins or loses, There's something
too fiendish about the man to give anyone eyen a sporting
chance.” :

s Phat's true enough,” agreed Adrian Blake. “But don'
forget they've too much at stake—he and his friends—to be
Lind to ns. Even if the reinforcements come in time, and the

* pevolution’s squashed, they've sulfered damage that will

% take them many months, and a small mint of money to
_repair. They've got us all comfortably in their hand:—
ihe only outside people who knew what was going on. Is
«it likely they've going to give us a chance to spoil their
game for a second time?”

The talk drifted to the earlier stages of this great con-
spiracy, and Rodney heard more fully the story of Jhow
hie father had heard the first breathe of it, while investigat-
ing the mysterious murder in far-off Shanghai of a Britizh
secret service agent, and so first heard of Boronov. Rodney
discovered, too, how Adrian Blake, following certain clues
and reaching Egypt in the process, first came in touch
with Larry O'Hagan. Tor the first time Rodney learnt
that Larry O'Hasan was an Irish-American, and like

what happened
inguired anxiously the

aleH {2

Following an order
Then—
HFira!l " (Ses Paoge 25.)

Adrian Blake was a newspaper man, working for a large
American news syvadicate.

. It appeared that Larry and Adrian Blake had eventually
both reached a stage in their search when, if they were to
get any farther, the one could not do without the other,
end so had joined forces. Larry had actually managed
to zecure an engineer’'s berth on the Flying Fish without
his real standing and purpose even being suspected.

“ And now,” said Adrian Blake, “dear old Larry’s the
only one left free for the minute, and it doesn't look as
if he'll be free very long if " Moscow iz going to be as
quick with Borenov's reinforcements as you say, prinee.
Boronov looks like romping home, with nothing to do but
to huild afresh. He has one Flying Fish intact., And, in
any case, he has poor Ashton's plans on which to work.”

“TIt was to get those plans that you walked into a trap
iup here, wasn't 167" :islkwi Rodney.

“All to no purpose, too,” murmured his father, with a
dry little laugh, “Jt seems—so the prince says—that
Boronov took them down to the office in the works only
a few hours hefore the revolution broke ouot, and left thon
there. Doronov has been as anxious to get down there
for those plans as I was to come up here and lay my
hangs on them.”

“He hasu't got them yvet, anvhow, any more than you
have,” Rodney reminded him. **He may never get them.
Me. ©)'Hagan was making no end of a fuss trying o get

cpssion of that nerthern pass before we left. If he
: that pass, the troops fromr Moscow will have a hard
joh to get through.”

“That's right,” nodded Adrian Blake.
hole fighting man with an eye to every chance. TIf I'd
iollowed his adviee I wouldn's have been here now. But
1 was so dead set on getting those plans, Also, T felt that
if I was up here 1 couldn’t be suspected of having anything
to do with what was going ‘on in the town. He said all
along it was like walking into the lion’s mouth—and it was.™

“ Anyway,” said Rodney, “the jaws haven’t shut tight
on us yet. Somehow, 1 don't think they will. We mmustn't
give up all hope. There is a chance that Sacha and Dan
may have used that secret passage.”

“ Bright voung optimist!” drawled Lord Braxton from
his corner. “Your son's certainly a chip of the old block,
Blake., I've never known you despair, in the face of the
worst of circumstances.™

“And I don't now.” laughed Adrian Blake, *thongh I'm
free to admit that Pve never found myzelf in worse cirewm-
stances than we all are at the minute. Still, Rodney may
be quite right. 1f young Bacha and Dan had the wit to
cee it at the moment, Rodney gave them the chance to
tnke the wisest course. And, in that case, Boronov's minuies
are readty nearly as finely numbered as our own.”

Tae Gex Linary.—~-No. 1,112,

“Larry's a top-
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Here, while Adrian Blake's words were dropped slowly
into the silence of the dark dungeon, lit only by the light
of ‘hurning in the town filtering through o barred window
high up in one wall, the dungeon door was opened with a
turting key and flung back, the bulky figure of Wummberg
looming in it, with a number of armed guards behind him.
_E‘P\;[:lrchim‘un 1" he barked in German. “All of you—out-
side I’ :

“The numbering of our minutes has begun sooner than
we txpected,” murmured Adrian Blake dryly, rising from
the ground and standing erect, prond and contempinous,
a snnle on his lips as he faced the lighted lantern Wummn-
berg held overs his head.

Rodney and the others followed the lead of Adrian Blake
and passed ont of the dungeon into the courtyvard outside.
The firelit sky showed them the vulturelike BoTtonov and
Iis companions in conspiracy against the world, standing in
a group at the far end of the courtyard under the arched
gate which led into the front court. Even at that distance
the glinting eyes of Boronov seemed to be shooting flames
of malice. ;

“Ba quick and make an end of it )" his voice called, sharp
as the cracking of a whip, while Wummberg's guards were
rvoughly thrusting their prisoners towards a blank wall of
the castle, hastening their movements with blows from the
butts of rifles. ; 4

“It looks to me,” said Adrian Blake, with his dry little
laugh, “as if friend Doronov knows his own time is very
close at hand. FEvidently something has happéned which
has decided"him that the game is up. My only objeciion
to this indecent haste iz that I am being deprived of the
chance to know what has happened. To a newspaper man
that's very annoying.”

All of ‘them, arrived at the blank wall, were separated
from each other by the couple of dozen guards surrounding
them. Each of them had his wrists _muﬁﬂy tied behind his
back, and that done, was pushed against the wall. Wumm-
berg and his guards moved away from thom, the guards
liring up at o distanee of about fifteen yards. TFollowing
upon an order from Wummberg, «the rattling of rifle holts
rang through the courtyard. nother word from Wuimnm-
berg and the rifles were lifted to the “present.”

“Fire !” rasped Wummberg in German.

A Different Kind of Fire !

ODNEY, with his eyes closed, had faced the ling of
rifle muzzles, awaiting with what calm and pluck
Le could summon wp the inevitable death speeding

towards him. Aectually, he felt neither calm nor
plucky. His back was pressed to the stone wall of the castle
a5 1f it were trying to force its way through it. Yet, if
only to end the suspense, Le longed to hear the explosion
of the volley following Wummberg's rasping order.

But the explosion which followed was not that of rifle
fire enfirely.” It was an explosion which shook the casile
to its very foundations, filling the courtyard behind Boronov
and his companions with a vivid shect of flame. Certainly
rifle-bullets did splatter the wall close to Rodney, but nono
hit him. -

Glancing hurriedly to either side of him, Rodney saw

that only Prince Karagenski had fallen. Adrian Blake and
Lord ‘Braxton were as unhurk as Rodney. In front, the guards
had turned in fear and simazement towards the scene of tho
real explosion, too panic-stricken to pay any further atten-
iion to the people they had been summoned to  shoot,
Boronov and his companions also seemed to have forgoticn
the purpose for which they had been gathered together.
. That was natural enough, as Rodney realised. The front
part of the castle was lit by flickering flames, the front
courtvard was fogped by dense black smoke, and the whols
stmosphare was pungent with stifling Tumes, " The =moko
and fumes seemed to swallow up Wummberg and his panic-
stricken” guards. Redncy and the others against the wall
remaineid ‘the only oecupants of the back courtyard. Behind
the veoil of smoke, lit by an inereasing glare of burning,
the voices of Wummberg and his guards could be heard
calling- to each other in anxious inguiry.

“Didn't' I say there was no need to despair?” laughed
Adrian "Blake. *Though I must eonfess that salvetion’s
come by a way I never expected for a moment.”

“What on earth then has happened?” questioned Lord
Braxton querulously.

“Well, I'm only surmising, of eourse, being no more able
than you, my lord, to be ecrtain about the truth. Bunt I
imagine that a store of a- new pet explosive with which
Von Roden had been cxperimenting up here in the castle
has gone sky hirh.  If so, the eastle wen’t be habitable
any longer—for anybody. You can ses that the fire's groyw-
; i e E L i i P

. ing worsetevery minute.. And here we are, tied up. Rodney,
come cloger. Stand with vour hack to me and see if you
can feel for the jack-knife in my hip pocket, We must
froe ourselves somechow as quickly as we can.”
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Rodney, with his wrists tied behind his back, eventually
found the jack-knife, and Adrian Blake, taking it from his
son, managed to open it. But it took what scemed an
endless time before, first, Rodney's wrists were freed, and
presently he had cut the ropes binding his father and Lord
Braxton. Then they all turned their attention on Prinee
Kuragenski, Adrian Blake turning over his limp fallen figura
and making an céxamination. It took Lim but a minute
to be eprtain, speaking with the hoarseness of tense emotion.

“Poor old chap [ he said to the others under his breath,
showing the Fahn of his hand to be red with blood as he
withdrew it from the prince’s heart, :

* Dead 77 gasped Lord Braxton.

{Instantly,” replied Adrian Blake. “The only one of us.
It a shame. He was' one of the best. He ought never
I’O' hilkirr.* been mixed up with a crowd like Boronov and his

F1encs,

“Anvhow,” he added, the entotion in his voice fading
away and a note of conumon-sense urgency veplacing i,
" We've no time now fo think about that. We can’t do any-
thing for poor Karagenski; but we can and must do some-
thing for ourselves, or be barned instead of merely shot.”

The destructive power of Von Roden's mysterious new

explosive must have been tremendons & It had ereated

havoe with the front part of the castle, the easteri! wing of
which was not enly wrecked but ablaze, the:flames eating
up the magnificent furnishings of the interior'and leaping
from room to room so swiftly as to suggest thatsthe castle
was doomed. Infg this Lolocaust of flame, snioke, and =ténch
of chomicals Boronov and his friends—with Wummbérg and
the gunrds—had vanished completels.  There was neither
sight nor sound of them.

T'hat was apparently the only way out of the castle, for
:‘L!-!an Blake led his son and Lord Braxton in that direction
with as much haste as possible, making for the western wing
which, so far, was untouched by the fire but was densely
filled with smoke. Here, when the three had gained the
large entrance hall, there was still no sign of anybody.
Seemingly panie-stricken by ‘the explosion and its efférts,
everyone had rushed out of the castle through the wide-
flung front doors while thev were still safe.” | Ui e

But by the time Adrian Blake and his companions had
reached the front deors, the fire had already gained so far
as to make escape impossible by that war.  The flames
were making a barrier across it, so fiery hot as to scorch
one several feet away, There were, of course, windows from
which to escape v enough, and Adrian Blake led the
¢ straight to the library, a large ground-floor room in
1 western wing, with a number of windows.

They weré jusi about to enter this room when a second
tremendous explosion shook the castle 1o its foundationsithie
force of it throwing them of their feet. They could soa
that the far end of the library had been blown in. The far
cnd of the hall, too,” had burst into fames with an appal-
ing _swiftness, and the stench of chemicals was =0 bhad that
‘Adrian Blake and his companions had dificulty in breathing.

Adrian Blake dragged his son towards the stairea: . and
shouted to Lord Braxton to follow.

“We must jump from the first floor, and risk breakine
our neeks!” he said, . >

Btaggering up the staircase, choking for breath. Rodner
reached the corridor and instinetively turned in the directinn
of the room Dan and he had oceupied. ' . 20

The door of this room was open, fortunately. as Redner
r_ur-acflu_-d the threshold., In the vellow glare of fames which
lit the room he swung round on his father, pointing a finger
excitedly : * : bt

“Look " he exclaimed in astopishment. “That's the
secret way, and the wall’s still open! Dan and Sacha can’t
have got clear, as I’d hoped. They must be somewhere in
the castle.”

“Poor little beggars 1" gasped Adrion Blalke.

“ We must go back and find them |” urged Rodney,

But Lord Braxton pointed out through the 0])':;1 door to
the rolling smoke and Heking flame, which showed that
the entranes hall and staircase must by now Le
approachable. 3
It dsn't humanly possible—that woy!” le gasped.

“Tm afraid not.”” agreed Adrian Blake regretfully.

M-

needlessly.  If Dan and Sacha are in the castle they'll Le#in

the part from which we came, and we couldn't possiblvs
reach them. No; ownr best plan is'to make use of thie
underground way ourselves, join the others in the town. and =
come back again to look for those two. Let us hurey, for

a wasted minnte might moke the diffcrence between life

and death 1 T

(W hat's bBecome of Pan and Sacha ?  Have they tolien
the chanee afforded them end cleaved out of the seorel
passagie. or have they fallen indo the meveildss hands of
the guards 2 Den’t miss a Hne of next wreek's theilling
instalmwent of this gripping sevial, whatever gon do,
chums, And don'?t forget that next aveek’s GEM will
contain another dondy FREE picture card.)
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can't go back—unless we want to throw awav-our lives®
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