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A RIPPING LONG YARN OF THRILLS AND ADVENTURE ONz—

When Tom Merry got a cable from his eccentric uncle asking him to go out to
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Arizona, he little thought of the strange adventures that were to befall him and
his chums before they saw St. Jim’s again!

CHAPTER 1.
Breaking Up!

e ERE comes the charabane!” -
H It was Tom Merry of the Shell Form of St.

Jim’s who uttered the shout, which was echoed-

by a dozen other juniors.

It was a sharp December day, with snowflakes sailing on
» keem wind in the old quadrangle at St. Jim’s, but little the
crowd of eager, excited boys cared for the weather.

St Jim’s was breaking up for the Christmas holidays!

The elass-rooms were, deserted, the great Hall dark and
silent. Hardly an echo woke in the long, flagged passages,
and an unaccustomed eeriness had fallen upon the jumior
studies. i

8i. Jim's was breaking up, and masters and boys dispers-
ing to the four cormers of the kingdom, not to meet again
till the New Year.

The boys were mn high spirits, especially Tom Merry &
Ce., who seldom suffered from lack of vivacity. The
charabanes with the seniors in them had rolled off, and the
Shell and the Fourth Form were waiting. They enlivened
the wait by shouting, cheering, eat-calling, and pelting ene
another with snowballs. In eme corner of the quad a smow-
fight was raging between oppesite forces of School House
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and New House boys; but it was all in fun, for the rivals
of St. Jim’s felt the genmial influence of the season. The
snow-fight ended suddenly as Tom Merry shouted out that
the charabanc was coming, and there was a rush of the
juniors to secure seats. :

There was not the slightest necessity for a rush, for there
were plenty of vehicles to carry the boys to Rylcombe
Station, and they knew it perfectly well.” But they rushed
the charabane, all the same, in the exuberance of their
spirits. : 1

“Come on!” shouted Tom Merry, waving his hat. “This
charabanc belongs to the School House.”

“Yaas, wathah!” gasped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the
Fourth Form. “Pway buck up, deah boys, -and the chara-
bane is ours!”

Tom Merry was the first in the conveyance before it had
stopped, and Jack Blake and Digby were only a mement
hehind him. Figgins & Co. of the New House made a rush,
but a counter rush of School House juniors drove them baek.
Manners and Lowther, Herries and D’Arey, Reilly and
Kerruish, crowded into the charabane and brandished their
caps and fists triumphantly at the New House juniors.

Figgins scrambled up from the snow where he had been
humped over, and shouted to his followers:

“Buek up, New House !

And he led a desperate aitack on the charabane.

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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—LAND AND AT SEA, FEATURING TQM MERRY & CO.OF ST. JIM’S!

Martin Clifford. |

1t had halted before the School House, and the driver
sat in his seat philosophically smoking his pipe and looking
on. The New House juniors clambered over wheels and
back, anywhere and everywhere, and were met by hearty
smiles from the garrison of the charapanc. T

“Hurrah |” shouted Tom Merry. “Sock it to them!”

“Buck up, New House !” gasped Figgins.

He clambered valiantly on. Tom Merry leaned over and
took a grip upon his hair, and grinned in his excited face.

“Off you go, Figgy!”

“1 won't|”

“Then I'll squeeze this orvange down the back of you
neck t” .

“Qw, you rotter!” -

“BO},S!’,

The voice of Mr. Railton, the master of the School House,
stilled the clamour as if by magic. The Housemaster had
come out on the steps and was looking on. Tom Merry
changed his intention, and dropped the orange behind him,
and industriously helped Figgins into the charabanc. Blake,
who had Kerr by the ears, changed his grasp to Kerr’s
collar, and helped him in, too. Skimpole, who had just
been dragged out of the charabanc by his legs, and bumped
in the snow, sat up and adjusted his spectacles, and looked
round him.

“Dear me!” he gasped.

“Come, boys, you must keep a little order,” said DMr.
Railton good-humoured!y. “There is plenty of room, and
vou need not crowd.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Certainly, sir!” said Tom Merry.
Tiggins?”

“Oh, rather!” said Figgins.
Come on!”

“QOh, draw it mild, Figgy! There's no room for Fatty
Wynn., He will want a conveyance all to himself,” pro-
tested Wally D’Arcy, the younger brother of the one and
only Arthur Augustus.

But Figgins only grinned. In the exhilaration of break-
ing up for Christmas, he could pardon even the cheek of a
Third Form fag.

“Here you are, Fatty!”

Fatty Wyna clambered in. His plump face was rosy red,
and beaming with good humour. The pockets of his over-
coat were stuffed out, and all who knew TFatty knew that
his personal baggage consisted of eatables.

The charabanc was crowded. School House and New
House boys were mingled on the best of terms. The driver
let in the clutch, and the boys who had not been able to
obtain seats drew back to wait for the next, charabanc.
Mr. Railton waved his hand in response to the waving of
ca

““ Are you all right,

“Room for you -here, Fatty.

ps.

“ A merry Christmas to you, boys!”
“Same to you, sir, and many of ’em!”
“Three cheers for Railton!”

“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

And amid hurrahing and waving of hands and caps, the
charabanc rolled out of the gates of St. Jim’s, and down
the snowy road to the village.

“Bai Jove, 1 am feelin’ quite excited, you know,” Arthur
Augustus D’Arey remarked, as he took off his silk hat to
cool his brow, and to brush it with his glove. “It is awful
fun bweakin’ up, and I am vewy glad I am comin’ to spend
the vac with you, Tom Mewwy.”

“So am L” said Tom. “I wish all you fellows were
coming. But you'll all have to pay me visits some time or
other before next term.”

““Yes, rather!” said Monty Lowther.

“You bet!” said Manrers.

“Yaas, wathah! It won't be like Chwistmas if we don’t
see the old familiah faces wound the festive board,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.  “I weally have to apologise for
my yeung bwothah, Tom Mewwy. He is comin’ away on a
vac with his collah stained with wed ink, and his necktie

all ecwooked.: T will make him assume a little more wespect-
able appeahwance before we awwive at  your estcemed
governess’ wesidence at Hucklebewwy Heath.”

“Oh, don’t you begin!” said Wally.

“Weally, Wally—"

“Rats! Tom Merry’s got a spot of ink-en his own
collah, and he’s not an ass like you, anyway, you know,”
said D’Arcy minor cheerfully.

“Wally, I must say— Ow-wow !”

Arthur Augustus broke off suddenly with a howl.

He was replacing his silk hat on his head when a snow-
ball saddenly sailed through the air and knocked it off.

There was a yell of laughter from the hedge.

Three village youths stood there—Craggs, Pilcher, and
Grimes, old foes of the juniors of St. Jim’s.

“Bai Jove! The feahful wuffians!”

“Give ’em a volley !” roared Grimes.

Three or four more village youths appeared from behind
the hedge, and a volley of snowballs whistled through the
air.

The juniors of St. Jim's were defenceless against the
attack, and there were loud yells as the snowballs got home,
smashing on noses and ears and chins.

But Tom Merry was equal to the attack.

*“Stop a minute, driver!”

The charabanc halted.

The juniors swarmed out, gathered up handfuls of snow
in_a twinkling, and commenced kneading snowballs.

In a minute the air was thick with missiles, whirling and
whizzing to and fro. The 8t. Jim’s attack was vigorous,
and Grimes & Co. were driven back through the gap in
the hedge.

“Giave “em socks !”’ roared Tom Merry.

The Saints rushed forward, hurling snowballs thick and
fast, and Craggs and Pilcher and Grimes and their friends
went helter-skelter across the field. Grimes stopped on the
farther side of a ditch and grinned back at the juniors as
he rubbed thick snow from his ears.

“Merry Christmas!” he shouted.

And the St. Jim’s juniors sent a cheery shout back:

*Same to you, Grimey, old boy!” =

And they clambered into the charabanc again, and rolled
on their way, and ten minutes later arrived at Rylcombe
Railway Station. .

e

CHAPTER 2,
Homeward Bound !

CROWD of youths 1m Grammar School caps were in
the station entrance, and they raised a shout at the
sight of the St. Jim’s juniors. The Saints
clambered down from the charabanc, and found the
station entrance blocked up by the Grammar School boys in
a solid phalanx. Frank Monk, Lane, and Carboy were at
the head of the Grammarians, and they grinned defiantly
at the Saints. - :
“No dogs admitted here!” said Monk pleasantly.
“Bai Jove, you know, we shall lose our twain i1f we don’t
get in1’’ remarked Arthur Augustus.
Tom Merry shook his head.
“That’s all right. The Grammar cads are here to catch
the same train. They’re breaking-up to-day, the same as
i ,I;\Iow, Monkey, get out of the way!”
“Rats!

“Line up !’ shouted Tom Merry. “On the bali!”

And the St. Jim’s juniors, in a compact body, charged the
Grammarians. The latter stood their ground well, but there
was no resisting the charge. After a brief struggle the
Grammar School youths were hurled back into the station,
and a running conflict was maintained to the platform by
the rival parties. The sleepy porter and the equally sleepy
stationmaster of Rylcombe had no mind to interfere. On
break-up day at the two schools they expected ructions in
Rylcombe. The boys had a store of exuberant spirits to let
off somehow. . 3

Saints and Grammarians crowded upon the platform in
mingled disorder, shouting and struggling, and the riot was
still in progress when the train came snorting in.

“Stand back there!”

Before the train had stopped there was a rush for the
carriages.. Other vehicles full of Saints had arrived, and
Tom Merry’s party was greatly reinforced. Tom Merry &
Co. made = rush for the nearest first-class carriage, and
swarmed into it, shoving the Grammarians recklessly out
of the way. Frank Monk clung to the door, and Lane
squirmed in along with -the Saints. Carboy was sprawling -
on the platform with three or four more Grammarians across -

him. .
“Look out there!”
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“Shut the door I’

. The train was soon swarming with boys. There wére not
enough carriages for the whole number, but no one was in-
elined to wait for the second train that was to follow
immediately. The cngine shrieked, and the boys cleared
back. Monk dropped from the carriage door with an orange
squeezed over: his face, and Lane was hurled bodily out. The
‘guard ran along the train, shouting and excited. But there
was no danger of accidents, Tom Merry slammed the
‘earriage door, and as many juniors as could crowd there
leaned out and waved hats and caps to the Grammarians.
| “The train began to move. . .

The defeated Grammarians stoed on the platform. Frank
‘Monk was wiping his face with his handkerchief, and Lane
was stopping a flow of “claret ” from his nose. But their
good humour and high spirits were unabated.

“Merry Christmas, Monkey !’ yelled Tom Merry.

And the Grammarians shouted back cheerily,

Every window of the train was crammed with faces and
waving hands, and the train swept out of the station to
the accompaniment of wild shouts and catcalls.

Tom Merry sank back into the ncarest seat as the train
left the station, and the crowded platform disappeared,
giving place to the wide, snowy countryside.

There was a gasp from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, upon
whose knees he had involuntarily seated himself.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, you are ewushin’ my twousahs !

“Sorry!”’ said Tom Merry cheerily. = “All the seats seem
to be talen up. Who is going to malke room for his uncle?”’

There were no offers. The carriage was supposed to seat
eight passengers, and there were fourteen juniors in it.
Juniors were on the seats, and on the arms between the
seats, and standing, and on . one another’s knees, Tom
Merry looked round in vain for a resting-place.

“Don’t all speak at once,” he said, with cheery sarcasm.
“Who's going to give me a place?”’

“ Ask us another,” said Blake. .

“Weally, deah boys, I suggest that Fatty Wynn should
gebt up, as that would make woom for two others who are
standim’.” .

“Bosh !” said Fatty Wynn. “I'm out of breath. I'm
feeling a bit peckish, too. Have you got that packet I gave
you, Iiggins?”’

“Packet?”’ said Figgins. )

“Yes,” said the fat Fourth-Former anxiously: * You. re-
member I gave you a packet of sandwiclies to carry as
there wasn’t room 1m my pockets.” ;

“My hat! It must have been the packet that I slammed
at Frank Monk, then, as we were coming on the platform.
I remember slamming sométhing at him.”

“You—you slammed my grub at that Grammar School
rotter I” howled Fatty Wynn, “You—you wasted good
grub! Tiggins!” )

“You’ve got enough in g‘our pockets, I suppose. You look
as if you were provisioned for a siege.” :

“IVe got a long way to go. It isn't“a short step to
Wales,” grunted Fatty Wynn,

“Well, you can get a lunch-basket en route.”

“I was going to have that, anyway.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Have an extra lunch-basket, then, Or why
not have a special car laden with grub, and roll in 1t2”

TFatty Wynn did not reply to this ribald suggestion. He
dréw a packet from one of his well-filled pockets, and started
upon saveloys. -~ N .

Arthur Aungustus, who had 2 corner seat, had been showing
some signs of uneasiness, moving his feet to and fro, and
rose-at last with an expression of indignation.

“There is some feahful beastlay animal undah the seat!”
lie exclaimed. “Somethin’ or othah keeps snuffin’ wound my
twousahs.” .

“Rot !’ said Dighy “ How could an animal be in here?”

“Weally, Dig, 1 tell you—"

“Faith, and:it’s %na.wing my boots!”’ exclaimed Reilly.
“Phwat is it entoirely? Holy Moses, it’s a dog !” .

“Here, let him alone !’ exclaimed D’Arcy minor "Ii's
only Pongo.” i

“Pongo! Weally, Wally, have you bwought that howwid
beast into a first-class cawwiage ?”’ .

“D,i,d you think I was going to put him ir the guard’s
van? . '

“I wegard you as a young beast, and I insist upon
thwowin’ Pongo out of the window.” i

“Right-ho!”’ said Wally cheerfully. ‘“You can throw him
out of the window—if he’ll go.”

Arthur Augustus looked under the seat. Pongo showed
his teeth and growled, and the swell of St. Jim’s decided to
let him alone. .

“] wegard it as extwemely wotten of you to -bwing that
feahful %east on a visit to Tom Mewwy’s wespected
governess, -Wally.” i

“It’s all right.!” said Tom Merry, laughing. . .

<Of course 1t is'!’’ said Wall{. “Where I go, Pongo_goes.

/
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Besides, what's the matter with the dog? Nice quiet
animal.”’ i .

“Howwid beast !”

_“My bulldog’s in the guard’s van,” said Herries, “It’'s a
blt”thxck having this uuspeakable tripehound in here with
us.

“Turn him out, then,” said Wally cheerfully.
~ But Herries declined. ’

The train roared into Wayland, and here the chums of the
TFourth had to change. Herries and Digbhy were going to
spend the vacation with Jack Blake at his home in York-
shire, and Figgins and Kerr were going on to Kerr's
Scottish home, and Kerruish to the Isle of Man. With many
a handshake and thump on the back the{ parted, and the
train rushed on again, Fatty Wynn still in the carriage,
and frantically waving good-bye to Figgins and Kerr from
the window, unconscious of the saveloy in his hand.

“IIa, ha, hal” roared Tom Merry. “When you’ve done
brandishing that saveloy, Fatty! My word, there it goes!”’

The savcloy flew from the excited Iatty’s hand, and
whisked away over the snowy embankmant. :

“Oh!” said Fatty Wynn. : wro

He sat down again, and groped in his coat pockets, and
produced a pork-pie, and started operations upon it at once.

“T feel rather roften at patting with old Figgins,” he
remarked. “I wish he couIc{) have come oh to Wales with
me. Whenever I feel at all rotten, I find it a good thing
to take a square meal. Have you ever noticed that?” )

“Can’t say I have!” grinned Tom Merry “Co ahead,
Fatty; only remember the width of the carriage door

“What on earth has the width of the carriage door to do
with me?” ; :

“Well, you have to change at the next station, and if you
can’t get through the door——"’

“QOh, don't be funny !’ said Fatty Wynn. And, without
\\'aslt\ing any more¢ time upon words, he travelled into the
pork-pre.

The pie finished, he started upon cold sausage, and then
upon ham-patties. The supplies from his coat pockets seemed
inexhaustible. With true Welsh hospitality he offered an
equal share of all his good things on all sides. But the
amount he travelled through himself was a surprise even
to his friends, who knew his powers in that line so well,

“Go_it, Yatty!” said Monty Lowther encouragingly.
“Break the record, old chap.”

“1 wish I had my camera unpacked !” sighed Manners.

“QOh, don’t rot!” said Fatty Wynn, with his mouth full.
“1 get awfully hungry this Christmas weather, you know.
T've always gobt a pretty good appetite—"

“Ha, ha, ha' We’ve noticed 1t.”’

“But about this time of the year I get extra peckish.
There’s a lunch-basket being put in the tram for me at my
station, so I really don’t need to keep any of these things
by me, and .it’s easier carrying them inside. Help your-
selves, you chaps! It's the last feed we shall have together
for a long time.” ¥ : )

Fatty \pVynn little knew how true his words were, as far as
some members of the party were concerned.. It was destined
io be a long time before Tom Merry would enjoy a feed
with the juniors of St. Jim’s again., - )

From Fatty Wynn’s ample stores the juniors did help
themselves. The train was slowing down when Fatty Wynn
commenced operations upon a huge rosy apple. He had no
knife with him, and so he was driven to the rather primitive
method of digging his front teeth into the apple. He had
taken only one bite when the train stopped ut the station
he had to change at.

“Here you are ! exclaimed Lowther. “Buck up, they’re
shoving your trunk out!”

TFatty Wynn bundled out of the train. They shook hands
hurriedly, and Fatty was left standing on the platform as the
train went on, waving both hands excitedly, and, for con-
venience sake, holding the big apple with his tceth. He
made a very curious figure as he stood there, the big apple
h}iiding half his fat face, and his hands waving excitedly in -
the ar, :

That was the last Tom Merry saw, and for a long time
to come—in strange lands and among strange people—that
picture remained in the mind of the hero of the Shell,

—— e

CHAPTER 3.
Home for the Holidays !

% INCHESTER !” said Tom Merry. “ We change

here.” B » . 4 .
The train slowed down in the station in the
old cathedral city, and Tom Merry threw the
door open.  He jumped lightly out, and Arthur Augustus
stepped elegantly after him. Wally -was trying to induce
Pongo to come out from under. the seat, a matter about
which Pongo seemed to require time to make up his mind,
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while Skimpole was blinking over a notebock, from which
leaves protruded of loose notes. | Tt ®
Skimpole, the genius of St. Jim’s, did not even know

" that the train had stopped.

“Get out!” shouted Tom Merry. “Shove them out,
Monty, old son !”’ . .

Monty Lowther and Manners were going on in the train
to Manners’ home.  Lowther playfully chucked the genius
of St. Jim’s under the chin, and Skimpole jumped up, and
half his valuable notes scattered over the floor of the
carriage.

5

Skimpole alighted from the carriage with Monty
Lowther’s grasp on his collar. He sat down suddenly on the
platform, and the remainder of his notes fluttered about
him, and were promptly scattered by the brisk wind.

Lowther grinned and stepped bacl into the carriage, and
then gave a gasp as a fiendish yell sounded under his feet.
He had inadvertently trodden upon Pongo, who had at last
come out from under the seat in submission to Wally’s
blandishments.

“The—the beast!” gasped Lowther.

“Made me jump.”
“You ass !’ said Wally wrathfully.

“What did you want

$t Qood-bye,’’ shouted Lowther, Tom Merry, and D’Arcy as the train went on and left Fatty Wynn standing on the
platform. He was a curious figure, standing there waving both his arms, with an enormous apple held in his mouth H

i~

“ Really, Lowther—"

“Get out, you ass! Do you want to come on in the
train ?”

“PDear me! I was quite unaware that the train had
stopped. Now that I observe it, the train certainly has
stopped,” said Skimpole. “Wait a few minutes while I
collect up my notes.” ;

“Ha, ha, ha! The train goes in one minute.

“] cannot lose my notes. Pray run along and tell the
engine-driver to stop, Tom Merry, while I am collecting up
my notes.”

-*“Certainly—I don’t think I”’

“Jf I lose these notes I shall have .all' the work to do
over again for the four hundred and forty-sixth chapter of
my book on Determirism, Individualism, and Collectivism,’’
“said Skimpole.

“Get out, you ass!”

“1 really cannot—ow—I can—owoooww !’*

»

to tread on him for? Now he’s gone under the seat again!
Pongo! Good old doggie! Pongo, old boy!”

Pongo old boy growled under the seat, and refused to
come ouf.

“Wally, I insist upon your immediately alightin ex-
claimed Arthur Augustus. “The twain will go on in a
few moments.”

“I can’t get out without Pongo.” :

“Leave the howwid mongwel there! I insist—"

“T’'ll hand him out to you,” said Lowther; and Wally
rather doubtfully stepped from the carriage.

Lowther groped under the seat, and Pongo’s bite taking
no effect ugon his thick glove, he grasped the dog by the
collar and dragged him out.

“Gently does it!” shouted Wally anxiously.
doesn’t like being handled roughla.”

: THe Gex LisraARY.—No. 1,297,
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6 . THERE'S STILL TIME

“Rats!” said Monty cheerfully, and he tossed- the dog
upon the platform. g

Pongo seemed astonished at this unaccustomed usage, and
he remained for a second staring blankly, and then set off
at top speed, with his young master tearing in hot pursuit.

The guard was coming along;, and it was time to part.
The juniors shook hands for the last time, and Tom Merry
and D’Arcy and Skimpole stood back, and the train rushed
on, Lowther and Manners waving their caps from the
window, : ‘

The train disappeared round a bend of the line, and Tom
Merry replaced his cap on the back of his curly head. It
was the last parting.

Tom Merry, D’Arcy, Wally, and Skimpole were to be
together for the Christmas holidays at Laurel Villa, Huckle-

berry Heath, the home of Tom Merry’s old governess, Miss.

Priscilla Fawcett. Tom Merry had invited Skimpole at the
last moment, out of the kindness of his heart,

“Bai Jove! Where’s that young ass, Wally? Wally!
Ah, there you are! I was beginning to hope that that
wotten mongwel had escaped.”

C“Stuff I”” said Wally, who was looking very red and ex-
cited, and dragging upon Pongo’s chain. “Pongo wouldn’t
run away from me, would you, old Pongo?”

“What are you dragging on him for, then?” asked Tom
Merry.

“Oh, well, he might get lost, you know.
over there. Time we got into it.” ;

And Wally led the way to the platform where the local
train was already waiting.

Tom Merry looked round for Skimpole. The Determinist
of St. Jim’s, holding his spectacles on with one hand, was
chasing the clusive notes that were fluttering about in the
wintry wind. ‘

Tom Merry did not waste time arguing with him. He
caught hold of him by the shoulder and ran him along,
without making a single remark, and Skimpole yiclded from
sheer astonishment.

Tom Merry did not release the genius of St. Jim’s till he
had bundled him into a carriage of the local train, and
then Skimpole sank breathless into a seat and blinked at
Tom in amazement through his spectacles.

‘“Really, Merry, I—-I—"

“Don’t put your feet on my dog, Skimpole.”

“Ah! I am sorry; but I—

“Had to catch this, you know,” said Tom Merry, as the
irain began to move. “Just in time to save your bacon,
Skimmy.”

“But my notes——"

“You can make some more, I suppose.”

“I am afraid you do not understand, Merry. Those notes

There’s the local

were exceedingly valuable, containing extracts from famous"®

writers, whose remarks I intended to work up in my book
in a more luminous form. Now they are lost.” :

“Still, they may fall into the hands of railway porters,
shunters, and ticket clerks,” said Tom Merry. “The loss
of those notes may assist in spreading the light of Deter-
minism throughout the whole length of the Southern
Railway.” ;

Skimpole brightened up.

“Dear me! I did not think of that. Yes, Merry,
now that you mention it, I can see it in that light, and
I no longer regret the loss of my notes. What is a little
oxtra work for me, compared with spreading the glorious
truths of Determinism ?”

“To say nothing of the other ‘isms.” ”

And so Skimpele was comforted.

Half an hour later Arthur Augustus D’Arcy began to
look out of the window with great interest. Tom Merry
joined him there.

Skimpole was buried in his notebook, and Wally was
feeding his dog with biscuits.

The train slowed down in the station of Easthorpe, the
last before Huckleberry Ieath. This was the station
where D’Arcy would have alighted for home, if he. had
been going home. ° - .

A slim, girlish figure, and a pair of laughing eyes caught
the glances of the juniors, and the carriage door flew open
before the train had stopped, and Tom Merry and D’Arcy
cagerly saluted Cousin Kthel. i

“How good of you to be here!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Cousin Ethel laughed.

“Why, I promised to be here in time to catch the same
train!” she said. %

“Yes; but—but you might have lost it, you know.”,

Tom Merry perhaps had little faith in the ability of
the gentle sex to catch trains.

Cousin Ethel laughed, and took her seat in the carriage,
and the juniors sprang in. Cousin Ethel, of course, was
given a, corner seat, and Arthur: Augustus prepared to
sit_beside  her. As she was his cousin -he regarded that
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as his inalienable right; but while he was carcfully pre-
paring to sit down without creasing his coat more than was
unavoldable, Tom Merry calmly dropped into his place.

The look that Arthur Augustus bestowed upon the hero
of the Shell might have brought a blush to the cheek of
%Igravcn image, but it had no perceptible effect upon Tom
Merry. .

_Arthur Augustus sat down_opposite his cousin, and con-
tinually tried to catch Tom Merry’s eye, but in vain.

Tom chatted pleasantly with Cousin Ethel all the way
to Huckleberry Heath.

Cousin Ethel was spending part of the Christmas holidays
at Laurel Villa, and it had been arranged for her to join
the juniors at Easthorpe. It had been D’Arcy’s suggestion,
and it was rather rough on the swell of St. Jim’s to have
his cousin appropriated under his eyes like this, and he
refused to be comforted by Wally’s offer to put Pongo
through his tricks in the carriage, and declined quite
brusquely Skimpole’s offer to read aloud what he had com-
pleted of the four hundred and forty-sixth chapter of his
areat book.

They alighted at Huckleberry Heath at last, and there
on the platform was Miss Priscilla Fawcett, with her kind
smile and her antique bonnet, and stalwart Mr. Dodds, the
curate of Huckleberry Heath. ; .

Needless to say, there was a joyful meeting, and if Tom
Merry wished that his governess would not kiss him, and
call him a pretty boy before a dozen spectators, he was
careful not to say so.

CHAPTER 4. )
Follow Your Leader !

HRISTMAS at Laurel Villa was jolly enough. Tom
Merry had a way of creating cheerfulness around
him wherever he went, and the comrades who spent
holidays with him always enjoyed themselves.

Huckleberry Heath was in one of the prettiest parts of
Hampshire. In the adjacent woods were rabbits galore
for Pongo to chase, and on the frozen river the juniors
spent many happy hours. Then in the evenings, with young
people from all quarters to make things lively, the hours
went by at a great rate. As Tom Merry remarked, all
clocks seemed to be running a race in vacation time.

The days passed in a round of merriment, with perhaps
a shadow here and there, as on the occasion of an adventure
on the frozen river.

During the last days of the term at St. Jim’s the juniors
had taken up the Boy Scouts idea with great enthusiasm,
and now they had ample opportunity of getting open-air
practice.

Tom Merry, who was leader of the patrol of which they
formed part, kept his followers in practice, and Skimpole
had to leave his-books on Determinism, Individualism, and
other fearsome “isms,” to join in the sports in the keen air.

Skimpole would rather have “mugged ” over his books,
but even the genius of St. Jim’s realised that the exercise
(liéi[d him good, and, anyway, there was no denying Tom

erry.

Arthur Augustus, too, was sometimes grieved by damage
to his clothes, but, fortunately, his wardrobe was extensive,
and he always had a change ready. :

One morning when Cousin Ethel was busy with Miss
Fawecett in the housekeeper’s room, the juniors sallied forth
in high spirits. There had been a slight thaw overnight,
but the air was keen and fresh, and the ice on the river
looked thick and secure enough.

“Line, up !” exclaimed Tom Merry. “I mean, form up!
Take your chin off your chest immediately, Skimmy !”

“Really, Merry, I wasn’t aware that my chin was on
my chest,” said Skimpole. “I was thinking—"

“You can leave that till after Christmas.” )

“I was attempting to solve the problem as to whether
the influence of heredity is greater than that of environ-
ment, or whether the influence of environment is greater
than that of—" .

“Rats—march !”

And they marched.

Wally marched into-Skimpole, and nearly knocked him
over. :

Arthur Augustus, with an air of languid interest in the
proceedings, marched after Wally. Pongo trotted after
them, barking "an accompaniment.

“Now, then,” said Tom Merry, “follow my leader’s a
good game for Boy Scouts. It-teaches them to go any-
where, and do anything. I'm your leader, and you’ve got
to follow me.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Buck up, there! Follow on!” )

And Tom Merry led the way. He ran down to the
bank’ of the river, and slid across the ice, and the juniors
slid after him. Then through the wood, where Pongo was
soon sniffing on the trail _o% a rabbit,
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“Come_ back, Pongo!
yvelled Wally. :

But Pongo was off at top speed. i

Wally was preparing to pursue him, when the voice of
the leader called him back. :

“Hold on, there! Kecep where you are!”

“But, Pongo!” :

“Blow Pongo! Tollow your leader!”

Wally reluctantly obeyed. He was always afraid that
a keeper’s gun might put a sudden end to Pongo’s playful
little ways. But he understood the discipline of a Boy
Scout, and he followed on.

Out upon a wild, rough hillside, patched with scraggy,
leafless trees and bushes, the Scouts ran, Skimpole begin-
ning to puff and blow.

Pongo! Doggie, come back!
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s | wefuse to be stwuck in this bwutal mannah! Ow, ow, ow !
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breath. He sat down upon a log, and took out his note-
book and pencil. Speedily forgetful of his duties as a Boy
Scout, he was soon engaged upon the four hundred and
forty-sixth chapter of his great work.

Tom Merry dashed on.

His way led through a farmyard, and he dashed through
a crowd of cackling geese, which scattered in all directions.
One of them ran under the feet of Arthur Augustus D’Arecy,
and the swell of St. Jim’s rolled over it. The goose cackled
terrifically, and Arthur Augustus yelled in return. He had
sat down with violence in a puddle, and the muddy water
had splashed far and wide.

A big, red-faced man came running out of fhg Barn with
a long whip in his hand.

- 25
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1 uttahly wefuse—ow—ow—ow !’ Arthur Augustus

was hopping under the lash of the whip. The red-faced farmer was obviously no't,t,o be argued with, as D’Arcy made

a bolt for it. “Ow!

There was a sudden yell from Arthur Augustus as the
wind caught his silk hat—of course, he was wearing a silk
hat—and carried it. off his head, and away over the bushes.

“Pway stop a minute, Tom Mewwy! My hat—"

“Blow your hat! Come on!”

“But, weally—"

“Follow your leader!”

Arthur Augustus hesitated a moment. Then he snatched
up his hat, stuck it on his head, and ran on.

Skimpole was the next to experience disaster. He
stumbled over a root and sat down, and his spectacles fell
off, and he groped for them blindly.

“Pray wait for me!” he called out.

“Stuff! Follow your leader!” -

“But, really, Merry, I cannot! Dear me! Where are
my glasses?” ) .

The juniors were tearing on. Skimpole found his glasses

at last, and adjusted them to his noso. But the Scouts were |

out of sight.
Skimpole was not sorry for it

He was quite out of
f .

Help! Bwuts! Ow!

“Dang my buttons!” he exclaimed. “OQOuter my farm-
yard, you young rips!”

The long lash of the whip curled round the legs of Arthur
Augustus as he sprang up out of the puddle, and the swell
of St. Jim’s yelled again.

“Pway hold on!” he gasped. “Weally, my deah sir, I
beg of you to westwain yourself | I wefuse to be stwuck in
this bwutal mannah! Ow, ow! I uttahly decline to sub-
mit to anythin’ of the sort—ow, ow |—I wepeat, you wottah,
that I wegard you as a wude beast, and uttahly wefuse
to— Ow! Wow-wow!”

Arthur Augustus was hopping under the lash of the whip.
The red-faced man was evidently not to be argued with.
D’Arcy turned and made a bolt for it, and the farmer
dashed after him, still lashing with the long whip.

“Ow! Help! Bwute! Ow!”

But Wally was on the track. The hero of the Third Form
of St. Jim's was last, and he came into the farmyard behind
the farmer.  He did not hesitate for a- moment. Right at
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the red-faced man he charged, and butted him in the small
of the baqk. The farmer gave a startled yell, and went
over on his faece, and his red features were cooled in a
deep puddle. He spluttered with fury, and jumped up, with
mud and water streaming from his face. But the juniors
had lost no time.

They were out of the farmyard on the opposite side, and
racing across country.

The red-faced man said things more emphatic than
elegant, but suddenly his expression changed. He dashed
after the boys, but not with vengeful intent.

“Come back !” he yelled. “The bull—the bull!”
hButt the juniors were too far ahead to hear the warning
shout.

They did not realise their danger till a low, rumbling
sound came across the quiet meadow, and Tom Merry
looked round to see a_huge black bull lashing its sides
with its tail and regarding them with a ferocious glare.

“Run!” yelled Tom. “He’s coming!”

“Bai Joye !2
. The juniors put on a burst of speed that would have
won them prizes on the cinder-path. But the black bull
was on the trail. He was charging after them, with his
head down and his tail lashing, bellowing as he came.

“Wun ! shrieked D’Arcy, looking round for his younger
brother. “Wun like anythin’

And the juniors did run like anything!

Tom Merry crossed the stile at the farther side of® the
field, without touching it with his hand. Arthur Augustus
was only a few seconds behind, but he was too breathless
to jump. He clambered over, Tom Merry lending him a
h;:.ind, and rolled down into the frozen grass on the safe
side.

Wally was coming on gallantly, but the bull was very
close behind him. Tom Merry’s face turned white as he
glanced back.

“Good heavens! Wally! Buck up!”

. His glance went wildly round for a weapon. A great
jagged stone lay by the stile, and in a moment he had
picked it up. The lowered head of the bull was not more
than a yard behind the panting junior. Wally could never
reach the stile in time. With a face like chalk, but a hand
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as steady as a rock, Tom Merry aimed the stone, and hurled
it with all the strength of his strong, young arm.

It struck the bull fairly between the eyes. The blow was
far from sufficient to check the huge animal, but for the
moment it blinded him, and he swerved from his course.
As he snorted with pain and rage, and blinked round with
red eyes for his victim, Wally flung himsclf over the stile,
The next moment the black bull was at the stile, snorting,
bellowing, and pawing, but he could not get over it, and the
juniors were safe.

CHAPTER 5.
Wally Follows His Leader !
“I wegard that

“ Al Jove !” gasped Arthur Augustus
as a feahfully nawwow escape, you know !
Tom Merry laughed breathlessly.
“You're right, Gussy. I dare say that chap will
find some way of getting through the hedge if we wait long
enough, so—"

“Wun like anythin’, deah boys!”

And the juniors ran on, panting. The bellowing of the
angry bull died away in the distanee behind.

“Follow your leader I” exclaimed Tom Merry, increasing
Lis pace when he had recovered his wind a little.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, considewin’ where our leadah
leads us, I gweatly doubt whethah we had bettah follow any
farthah !”

“Rats! Obey orders, or I'll have you court-martialled!
Follow on!”

Tom Merry led by a winding path back to the river.
D’Arcy and Wally panted on through frozen meadows,
snowy lanes, scrubby hillsides, and hali-frozen ditches, till
the broad sheet of ice on the river came into sight.

The Scouts had reached the river about a mile, below
Laurel Villa. Tom Merry ran out on the ice and slid away
on-the level surface.

Arthur Augustus stopped for a moment to adjust his
monocle and look at the ice. He knew there had lately
been a slight thaw.

“Tom Mewwy !” he shouted.

“Come on ”

“I wathah considah—""

‘“Come on!”

“Qh, vewy well; but if I get dwowned it doesn’t count P2

“Ha, ha, ha! Come on!”

Wally shot past the swell of St. Jim’s, sliding after Tom
Merry like an arrow. The elder scion of the house of
D’Arcy was not to be outdone by a Third Form fag, and
he dashed on after Wally, bareheaded, and with his eye-
glass sailing behind him at the end of its cord.

Wally, in too great haste, slipped on an inequality of the
ice, and slid some distance on his back, and finished up in
a mass of frozen rushes. He gave a wild yell as he landed
there, and D’Arcy went skimming past him.

“Buck up, deah boy!” called out D’Arcy major en
passant.

Wally growled and dragged himself out of the rushes.
The ice was thin near the rushes, and one of his boots went
through. Tom Merry was skimming ahead at a rate that
promised to land him at the grounds of Laurel Villa in a
few moments. Suddenly he was seen to throw up one hand,
as if in warning, and slacken pace. But he was going too
fast to stop at once, and the danger was seen too late to be
avoided.

A great crack extended across the ice, and Tom Merry
knew what it meant. He was upon it the next second, and
there was a terrific grinding crash under his feet. A
second more and he was in the black water.

How he scrambled through and out on the other side of
the sudden gap he hardly knew. But he did it, and dragged
himself out on the firmer ice drenched to the skin. Arthur
Augustus was coming on at top speed, and Tom Merry
turned to wave his hand at him in warning.

“Don’t ! he shrieked. * Go back!”

Arthur Augustus came right on.

Whether he was too excited to see the danger, or whether
he was governed by a fixed idea that he must follow
his leader, Tom Merry did not know; but the fact remained
that he came on at top speed for the gap.

A few seconds after Tom Merry had dragged himself out
Arthur Augustus splashed headlong in. The splash of the
water drenched Tom Merry again, but he did not care for
that. With a white face and wildly beating heart he knelt
on the edge of the firm ice to help the swell of St. Jim’s.

A hand came up from the waters, and the face of Arthur
Augustus followed it.

Tom Merry grasped his hand and dragged him out. The
ice cracked threateningly, and Tom Merry had just time to
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whisk Arthur Augustus along to a safer spot when it gave
way, and the huge mass slid under the black waters.

Tt broke off with a sounding crack within six inches of the
spot where the breathless juniors were standing. Tom
Merry dragged his companion farther back.

“Bai Jove I’” gasped D’Arcy. “Bai Jove!l”

“Lucky Wally was behind I’ panted Tom Merry. * He'll
have sense enough to—— Go back! Go back! For
Heaven's sake, go back !”

Wally was shooting like an arrow towards the gap. It was
wider {han ever now, and the ice all round its edges was
crumbling under the action of the water. Perilous as the
place had been before, it was doubly so now.

Tom felt his heart almost stop beating as Wally shot to-
wards the yawning cavity where the black waters surged.

“Go back!” he shrieked. “Go round—or back! Stop,
for Heaven's sake, stop!” /

But Wally came straight on. - He would follow Lis leader,
and nothing short of sudden death would stop him then.

Right on he came, and shot off the edge of the ice and
E_lur‘nlged1 into the waters, which for the moment closed over

is head.
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¢old. Cut off; don’t stop for a sccond till you're indoorss
The rectory is nearer than Laurel Villa—come with me!”

“But, sir—"" Tom Merry felt a natural hesitation at
taking three dripping, muddy figures into the neat, clean
little rectory. But Mr. Dodds knew that it was no time
for hesitation.

“ Come, I tell you!” he cried sharply.

And he set the example himself. The juniors kept up a
hot pace till the rectory was reached, and they arrived in a
glow of heat. Mr., Dodds rushed them into his room and
made them strip, and then bundled them into the big, old-
fashioned bed, before he attended to himself. He piled
blankets over them, and added coats to blankets and the
hearthrug to the coats, and bade them remain covered up,
and then hurried away to get a rub down himself.

“Bai Jove!” muttered Arthur Augustus, whose breath
had been quite taken away by these rapid proceedings.
“Bai Jove! I wathah think Mr, Dodds must be accustomed
to leading the strenuous life, you know.”

“Jolly sensible chap!”” grunted Wally. “My word, here

comes the housekeeper with hot milk! Ripping!”
“Jolly good !” commented Tom Merry.

A hand came up from the water and the face of Arthur Augustus followed it.
drag him out when he saw Wally D’Arcy shooting like an arrow towards the gap !
go back !’ yelled Tom.

Arthur Augustus gave a cry and ran wildly forward, as
if to throw himself in. :

Tom Merry dragged him back.

“Stand ready to help!” he muttered hoarsely.

Wally’s head came up. He was swimming with stout and
manly strokes, and he came right across the gap, his face
white and blue® with cold, his lips drawn, but his eyes
gleaming with resolve and pluck.

His hands grasped the edges of the ice, but the ice
crumbled in his grasp, and he could obtain no secure grip.
Tom Merry leaned out to reach him, and there was a crack,
and the junior went headlong in. A tall form in an over-
coat was coming rapidly down the bank, and Arthur
Augustus shrieked for help.

“Help, Mr. Dodds! Help!”

The curate of Huckleberry Heath ran out on the ice. In
a moment more he was in the water, and as it was little
more than five feet deep in that spot, the tall curate found
footing on the bottom, with the water surging round his
shbulders.

“Courage, my lads!”’

His strong grasp was upon the floundering juniors. Wally
was tossed out bodily, and Tom Merry quickly followed.

Arthur Augustus gasped with relief. Mr. Dodds, with more.

difficulty, scrambled out of the gap upon the ice.
“(Oh, thanks, sir!’’> gasped Tom Merry. “You—you—-"
“No time to talk,” said the curate quickly; “you’ll catch

2

Tom Merry was grasping his hand to
““ Go back! For Heaven’s sake,

Leaving the juniors in bed to sip hot milk, the curate,
after a rub down and a change of clothes, walked over to
Laurel Villa to acquaint Miss Priscilla Fawcett with the hap-
penings before any news of it should get to her ears from
other quarters and excite her alarm. But, gently as the
curate broke the news, Miss Priscilla’s alarm was terrible
when she learned that her dear Tommy had been in the
nasty river.

—

. CHAPTER 6.
The Invalids.

(] OMMY'! My sweetest little darling! Tommy pet!”
Three juniors were sitting up in bed playing
dominoes  when Miss Priscilla Fawcett and her

maid, Hannah, burst into the room.

« My darling! My sweetest Tommy! Ilow did it happen,
then?”

And Miss Fawcett threw her arms round Tom Merry’s
neck, and the dominoes went to right and left. Tom Merry
gave a yell.

He was feeling, thanks to Mr. Dodds’ prompt measures,
none the worse for his ducking; but he might have been at
the point of death to judge by Miss Fawcett’s distress.

“My darling Tommy! Keep yvourself well covered up.
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Pon’t risk getting a chill.

10 HAVE YOU GOT IT ? IF NOT, GET IT NOW! j&&"

If you were to catch a cold in
your dear hittle chest—"’ .

“““Oh dear 1

“You know how delicate you are !”’

“T’'m not delicate!” roared Tom Merry.

“My dearest Tommy |”

“Ow! Dor’t! I'm all right!
get up i” i

“My darling! You shall do no such thing. Do you wish
to risk your life? Tommy, Tommy, I beg of you not to be
rash I’ shrieked Miss Fawcett. .

“T think Tom is quite well enough to get up now, Miss
Fawcett,” said Mr. Dodds, who had followed the old lady
into the room, with a lurking smile.

Miss Fawcett gave him a glance of reproach.

“Qh, Mr. Dodds! And you know how delicate Tommy is!
He must remain in bed for the present until a doctor can be

“Tm all right!”

Look here, I'm going to

‘sent for, and then he must be removed in the carriage and

put to bed very carefully at Laurel Villa.”

“T won’t!” shrieked Tom,

“Bai Jove!”

“Let me tuck you in, darling!”’ said Miss Priscilla; and
Tom submitted with a groan, and the bedclothes were
tucked tenderly round him. “Lie still while I send for a
doctor. Would you like Hannah to sit beside you and hold
your hand ?” .

“No!” shrieked Tom.

“Very well, then. Remain quite quiet, and in a few
ininutes Dr. Snipe will be here. Remain very quiet. Let
us leave the room, Hannah, as our presence seems to excite
the poor boy. Dear me, he looks quite feverish.”

And they left the room.

Tom Merry sat up in bed the moment the door was closed.
Wally was grinning, and even Arthur Augustus could not
restrain a smile. But it was no laughing matter for Tom

erry.

- “Look here !’ he whispered excitedly. “I’'m not going to
stand this. I’'m not going to stick in bed and have that
Snipe chap fooling over me. Why, he always backs Miss
Fawcett up, and he’d send me medicines, and if I took ’em
I should get veally ill, I’'m off I

And Tom Merry bounded out of bed. Wally.and D’Arcy
followed his example. Neither had any desire to bécome
patients of Dr. Smipe. Mr. Dodds had left a parcel in the
room, and Tom guessed what it contained. The curate had
thoughtfully brought them a change of clothes from Laurel
Villa. Tom tore the parcel open, and the juniors dressed
like lightning.

“There’s no time to waste,” said Tom Merry hreathlessly.
“She’ll make somebody fairly fly for the doctoer. We can’t
g0 d’?wnstairs, or she’ll spot us. The window’s the only
way.

“Yaas, wathah 1?

“Im game!” said Wally, grinning. “ What larks!”

Tom Merry opened the window. There was a big tree
outside, which in the summer-time rustled its foliage against
the window-panes. It was leafless and frozen now, but there
was a strong branch within easy reach, and Tom Merry did
not hesitate to swing himself upon it out of the window.

“This way, kids "’ he grinned. “TFollow your leader, yon
know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry slid along the branch and secrambled down the
trunk. D’Arcy and Wally followed him fast. They dropped

* into the garden and bolted for the gate.

A tall figure was walking up and down the garden; it
was that of Mr. Dodds, keeping in motion to warm himself.
His eyes fell upon the three juniors as they scuttled towards
the gate. but he gave no sign of having seen them. Per-
haps he sympathised with Tom Merry in his desire to avoid
being made an iavalid of. Tom drew a quick breath as he
saw the curate, but Mr. Dodds continued his walk, and the
juniors hurried on,

A moment mere and they were outside the gate, in the
lane that led paszt Laurel Villa.

“And now sprint for it!” chuckled Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!”

They broke mio a run. A car dashed past them, with a
gentleman sitting in it. It was Dr. Snipe hurrying to the
rectory.’

“My hat!” gasped’ Tom Merry.
escape !*

And they ran on faster than before, and never halted till
they were safe within the doors of Laurel Villa.

Meanwhile, the litile doctor had alighted at the rectory,
and was hurried oft by the anxious Miss Priscilla to the
bed-room.

“My darling Tommy, why—— - What——" Miss Fawcett
stared at the empty bed in dismay. Then her glance
travelled to the cpen window. “Oh dear! Tommy has
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“We’ve had a narrow

Tommy! He is

had a sudden access of delirium and hurled himself out of
the window, and—and—" i

“Nothing of the sort, madam,” said the doctor, looking
out of the window. *“There is no sign of them in the
garden.”

“I think they must have gone home,” remarked Mr.
Dodds blandly. ’

“Dear, dear! Tommy, of course, was light-headed !”

“ All three were not likely to be light-headed, surely, Miss
Fawcett ?” '

“Then how do you account for it, Mr. Dodds?”

“Perhaps they felt quite well.”

But that was the theory Miss Fawcett found it impossible
to accept. She hurried off at once to Laurel Villa in search
of Tom Merry, whom she fully expected to find in an almost
dying condition,

i

CHAPTER 7.
An Amazing Message.

6 OAL » ’

G Tom Merry was shouting out the word as Miss

Fawcett and Hannah entered the gate. There
was a crash of glass from behind the house.
me!” gasped Miss Priscilla. “Poor, poor
feverish—indeed, dangerously light-
headed! Oh dear! I wish Mr. Dodds had come!”

“Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy, if you count the window-pane
as a goal—" =

“Chuck out that ball, somebody !?

Miss Fawcett and her faithful retainer hurried round the
house. Tom Merry, Wally, and Arthur Augustus were
playing a rough-and-ready game of football on the lawn.
Tom was playing at one end, against the combined attack
of Wally and his brother. And he had just brought the
ball right up to the house in a grand dribble, and put it
right through a pane of glass.

“Tommy! My darling Tommy !”

“Hallo!” said Tom Merry. “Go in and throw out that
ball, Hannah, there’s a.dear!”

“Tommy, you must not! You must go to bed!”

“Rats!” said Tom Merry. “Excuse me, dear, but I'm
all right. I shall get dangerous if Dr. Snipe comes near
me. Otherwise, I’'m all sereno!”

“But, my dear, my dearest boy——"

“I’'m all right,” insisted Tom Merry. “All I want is
somebody to throw out that ball. I’'m sorry the window’s
broken, but it was Gussy’s fault!”

“Oh, weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Yes, it was. I was aiming for your head, and you
moved it,” said Tom Merry severely, “with the result that
the ball went through the window.”

“QOh, weally—"

“On the ball! Come on!”

Tom Merry rushed off. Miss Fawcett gave it up at last.
She could not carry Tom Merry off to bed by main force,
and so she let him have his way, though with many mis-
givings. ’

The juniors finished the game of football in high glee.
They were feeling none the worse for their ducking in the
river; it had only, as Wally remarked, given them an
extra keen appetite.

Skimpole came wandering in, in time for lunch, with the
four hundred and forty-sixth chapter of his great book still
in an unfinished state.

That was a merry day at Laurel Villa, and in the
evening they were merrier still. Several girl friends of
Cousin Ethel’s had come over, and the old house, ablaze
with lights and glistening with holly and mistletoe, wore -
an aspect of Christmas hospitality and “good cheer. that
might have brought a genial smile to the face of a gargoyle.

Christmas was passing very pleasantly, but the fun and
merriment were destined to be strangely interrupted.
Boys and girls, amid much merriment, were acting
charades, when there came a sudden, unexpected sound
ringing from the door.

Rat-tat! Rat-tatl

It was a double postman’s knock, and it meant a
telegram Telegrams were almost as rare as dodos in
Huckleberry Heath. When anybody there received a tele-
gram it was the talk of the village for weeks afterwards.
Miss Fawcett turned quite pale, and looked round for
Hannah ) )

“A telegram, ma’am,” said Hannah, coming in quietly,
with an awestruck look on her face.

“Pray open it for me, Mr. Dodds,” said Miss Fawcett
faintly. “1 am convinced that it is to tell me that my
brother has been drowned while returning to India.”

“I hope not, Miss Fawcett,” said Mr. Dodds, who saw no

“Dear
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grounds for deducing so startling an inference from the
envelope of a telegram. !

“Pray read it, Mr. Dodds.”

“Certainly.”

The fatness of the envelope surprised Mr. Dodds. The
length of tho message within amazed him. He locked it
over, with an expression of wonderment upon his face.

“What is it?” asked Miss Priscilla faintly.

“No bad news, Miss Fawcett. Nothing at all wrong.”

“You are quite sure?”

“Yes, indeed. It is a cable from Tom’s uncle, Mr.
Poinsett—"

“Dear me! But Mr. Poinsett lives in America—in—in a
place called Alabama, or Arizona, or Mexico, or Montreal,
or something.” - 3 ik

Mr. Dodds smiled. . .

“This wire is from him and must have cost a considerable
amount to send, I should say.”

“Dear me |” » .

“The cost of a cable is very great, and the message 18 as
long as an ordinary letter,” said,Mr. Dodds, “I think you
have told me that Tom’s American uncle is—is somewhat
eccentric. That accounts for this remarkable telegram. It
contains no ill news—quite the contrary, I am glad to say.”

“Pray read it out, Mr. Dodds. We are all friends here,”
said Miss Fawcett, with her sweet smile. “If it is_good
news from my darling Tommy’s uncle, I am sure all my
sweet pet’s friends would be glad to hear it.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And everybody feeling very curious, gathered eagerly
round. the Christmas games forgotten in the new excite-
ment. Tom Merry was very curious himself. He had
never seen his American uncle, but he had often heard of
him as an eccentric gentleman and a very rich rancher .in
the Far West. Mr. Poinsett was the brother of Tom
Merry’s mother, whom Tom did not remember, but who,
he had heard, had been Mr, Poinsett’s favourite sister.

Letters from the American uncle had been few and far
between at Laurel Villa. Tom had written a letter once to
Mr. Poinsett at the instigation of Miss Fawcett. Dear old
soul as she was, she had a keen eye to her ward’s
advantage, and she did not see why Mr. Poinsett’s millions
should go out of the family when he made his will.

Tom. quite innocent of any thought in that direction him-
self, had written a schoolboy letter in his big schoolboy
hand, but there had never been a reply to it. But that was
not surprising, considering the well-known eccentricity of
Mzr. Poinsett’s character. .

It was just like Gabricl Poinsett to neglect to write, and
then spend a small fortune on a cable as soon as the whim
seized him to communicate with his sister’s son.

The curious expression upon Mr. Dodd’s countenance
showed Tom Merry that the news was of a curious nature.
He was naturally eager to know what it was, and had no
doubt that it concerned himself.

Mr. Dodds glanced round the circle of excited faces and
coughed, and read out the message from the Far West.

“*Dear Miss Fawcett—"" ) .

“Dear me,” murmured Miss Priscilla, “how very polite,

‘when every word must have cost perhaps five shillings.” -

“Bai Jove, that’s what I wegard as weally good form!”
«¢PDear Miss Fawcett,’ ” resumed Mr, Dodds, “‘I have
received Tom’s letter——* i "
“PDear me, it was written more than a year ago!”
“ ¢Tom’s letter, for which please thank him ! ” .
“Your uncle thanks you for your letter, my darling,” said
Miss Fawcett. .

“Good!” said Tom Merry. “Jolly expensive thanks, too!”

“Pray go on, Mr. Dodds!”

“Certainly! ¢ For which please thank him !’ ” resumed
Mr. Dodds. * ¢1 like the lefter. I have never seen my
nephew. I want to see him. I am growing old, and have
been thinking of late of,the disposal of my property, in.

\

“case of my decease.” ” .

“Coo! old card, anyway,” murmured Wally.

“<Of my deccase. I should like my sister’s son_to in-
herit my wealth, which may amount to something like five
millions.” ” -

“Pounds ! shrieked Miss I'awcett.

“Dollars, I should imagine,” said Mr. Dodds, with a
smile. “But a very respectable sum, Miss Fawcett.”

“Dear me!” said the old lady. “I—I should think so.
T should so like my darling boy to be a millionaire. I am
sure he would spend the money on good works, such as
supplying trousers and tracts to the benighted natives of
the Boshykoshy Islands, How fortunate for my darling !”

“How ripping!” said Skimpole thoughtfully. “With a
sum of money like that, one could—"

“I am afraid there are some . conditions attached, Miss
Fawcett,” said Mr. Dodds mildly. “8hall I continue?”

“Pray do!” said the old lady, in quite a flutter,

NOW ON SALE. PRICE 6s. 11

“¢But before I think of making him my heir, I must,
of course, see him.” ”

“Dear me; your uncle is coming to Lngland,
darling !”

“I think not,” said Mr. Dodds.

“Dear me! How can he see Tommy, then?
go on! I am interrupting you.”

“¢I must, of course, see him. For that purposec he must
pay me a visit at once to my ranch in Arizona—--" "

“Qh, no—no !” shrieked Miss Fawcett. “No, no, no!”

But Tom Meérry’s eyes were sparkling. Wally gave himn
a thump on the back. )

“You lucky dog!”

“No, no, no! You would not go, would you, Tommy ?"”

“Wouldn’t I just like to?” exclaimed Tom Merry
delightedly. !

“Oh, my darling Tommy ! But pray go on, Mr. Dodds!”

“¢ And then I shall be able to form my own opinion as
to whether he is worthy to succeed to a fortune of five
millions when the time comes. If the boy is a ‘worthy son
of my dear sister, he will be my heir. If I do not like
him, I shall pay the expenses of his journey out, and of
his return journey, and matters will -be as they "were
before.” ” )

“Dear me! How .very unnecessary!” murmured Miss
Priscilla. “In every letter I have written to Mr. Poinsett.
I have explained what a dear good boy Tommy is, and
how like his poor dear mother.”

“Mr. Poinsett apparently wishes to judge at first hand,”
smiled Mr. Dodds. “To continue:

“¢The liner Olympia leaves Southampton in a few days.
Cable me that Tom has taken his passage. With best
wishes for Christmas.—GABRIEL POINSETT.” ”

Tommy

But pray

The message was finished, and a silence fell upon the
group.
It was broken at last by Miss Priscilla.

CHAPTER 8.
New Prospeets.

L T course,” said Miss Priscilla,  Tommy cannot go!”
Tom Merry murmured *“Rats!” under his

breath. The moment he had heard the message

: he had made up his mind to go, but like a kind-
hearted lad he wanted to break it gently to Miss Fawcett.

“Indeed !” said Mr. Dodds. “That will be a great loss
to Tom. A fortune of five million dollars is not offered to
one every day.”

“There are things more precious than money,” said Miss
Fawcett. “I was thinking of poor darling 'Tommy’s
precious-health, for one thing. Then, besides, he will be
so lonely, leaving the school he is so attached to, and going
into a strange country by himself.”

Tom  Merry’s face fell a little.

In the first delight at the idea of travelling in a far
and strange land, he had certainly forgotten St. Jim’s and
his chums there. The colour came into his cheeks for a
moment as he thought of it.

“Yes, there’s that,” he said. “‘That will be
rotten.”

“Besides, the climate might not agree with him. Do
you know whether Arizona 1s in_the northern hemisphere
or the southern hemisphere, Mr. Dodds ?”

“In the northern hemisphere, Miss Priscilla,” said the
curate, with a smile.

“Then it may be a terribly cold region >

“But—er—we are in the northern hemisphere ourselves,
you know,” murmured Mr. Dodds. Miss Fawcett's idea
of geography was a very vague one. “Arizona is much
farther south than this country, and is, I believe, very
warm.”

“1f it is very warm, it will not agree with Tommy. A
hot country would be the worst thing for one of his delicate
constitution.”

“1 believe the climate is medium, neither very hot nor
very cold.” ) ]

“Dear me! Then I am sure it would not do for Tommy !”

“J shall be all right,” said Tom Merry.

“Of course, you don’t want to go, Tommy ?”

“Not if you don’t want me to, dear,” said Tom Merry,
sincerely enough. ““If you are going to worry about it,
T’ll stay at home. But, otherwise, I'd give anything to go.”

“Dear Tommy !”

“You see, I .shall be back at St. Jim's for the next
term,” said Tom. “It will only be like having an extra
few weeks on the Christmas vac. I shall be in Arizona in
a fortnight or so, and—" =
. “It is thousands and thousands of:miles away.” .

“ Not-quite_so much at that,” said Mr. Dodds, with a
smile. “But it certainly is about six thousand miles. But
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in these days of ocean liners and fast railways, the travel-
ling is not much to think of.” )

“1f Tommy really wishes to go—7"

“There’s a dear,” said Tom Merry, kissing his old
governess on the cheek. “I knew you would decide for
the best. I'm going, then! Hurrah!”

“My dear Tommy——"

“Hurrah! How I wish you chaps were coming with
me ! said Tom Merry, rather wistfully. “That would be
glorious

“I should like to come very much,” said Skimpole
thoughtfully.  “It would be a glorious opportunity of
spreading the light of Determinism in new countries. It
would be a pleasure to me to address meetings of cowboys
and Red Indians. I will come with you, if you like,
Merry.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“What about your people, Skimmy 7

“As a Determinist, I should claim the right to please
myself, in any case; but, as a matter of fact, my father
would be glad to take me away from St. Jim’s for a term,
g0 it would be easy to arrange with the Head for the
fees to stand over till the next term. My people are poor,
you know,” said Skimpole, with great simplicity.

.. “Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “I wathah like the
1dea}} myself. Look here, Tom Mewwy, I’'m comin’ with
you.

“Then I'm coming, t0o,” said Wally cheerfully.

“Weally, Wally, it will be imposs——’

. “Bosh! T couldn’t let you go to America without com-
ing to look after you,” said D’Arcy minor. “I should be
anxious about you.”

“You cheekay wapscallion 1”

Tom Merry’s eyes sparkled.

“It would be ripping if we could make up a party,” he
exclaimed. “You chaps can interview your people on the
subject, and if they won’t agree, you can run away, and
T’ll stow you in my cabin on the Olympia.”

“My darling Tommy—"

“Well, you said yourself that I can’t go alone,” said Tom
Merry, laughing. ““But, I say, we shall have to buck up
with getting the outfit, as the steamer starts in a few days.”

Miss Priscilla shrieked.

“A few days! My darling boy, I must have some weeks
to get used to the idea. My sweetest child, you will need
all sorts of things—weeks and weeks of shopping—"

“If I'm going, it’s only polite to go when uncle wants
me,” replied Tom Merry.

“Yes, yes; but—»

“As for the shopping, we can buzz through that, and
Cousin Ethel will help us.”

“Certainly,” said Cousin Ethel, laughing.

“I only wish the other fellows were coming,” said Tom.
“That would make it really ripping!”

“Bai Jove! Yoa know Blake has an uncle in Wyoming
—the chap who sent him that Red Indian outfit, you know
—and T’ll tell him to wite to him and get an invitation,”
said Arthur Augustus,

" “Good wheeze! Now about the reply to this cable. We
can’t afford one of the same length—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Better just wire ‘ Right-ho—coming.” That will be con-
cise—and cheap 1” '

“Yaas, wathah 1”

“I—I am afraid your uncle wili expect a little more than
that,” said Miss Fawcett. “But the cable can be seen to
to-morrow. For this evening let us continue our charades.”

TR (20

Potts,

THE GEM LIBRARY

But there was little interest in Christmas games after
that. The exciting news was in everybody’s mind. And
when bed-time came, and the guests had departed, Tom
Merry took a huge atlas up to bed with him, and the four
juniors sprawled across the bed examining the pages devoted
to South Western United States.

“Here’s Arizona?” said Tom Merry, tracing it with his
finger, “Looks a jolly big place. Let’s see—bounded by
Utah on the north, New Mexico on the east, and California
on the west, and Old Mexico—that’s Mexican territory—on
the south. =~ Here’s the Colorado River—and the Mogollon
Mountains—and the Navajo Indian Reserve—and hore’s
Tombstone! Why, the names alone are enough to make you
want to travel !”

“Tombstone ! Is that weally a weal place, Tom Mewwy ?”

“Well, it’s on the map. Sounds cheerful, doesn’t it? 1
believe my uncle’s ranch is not far from Tombstone, farther
west towards Arivaca. Yes, here’s Arivaca, jolly close to
the Mexican border. ~We shall see something of the
Spaniards. There used to be brizands there, but I suppose
they’re all hung up long ago,” said Tom Merry, rather
regretfully.

“I would wathah wead about bwigands than meet them,
I think. A feahful lot of ill-dwessed and wude wuffians, I
have no doubt.”

“We shall have to take the railway from New York,” said
Tom Merry. “Why, that will be crossing over half the
United States! Jolly long railway journeys, where you run
on all day and night for half a week! My hat! What
yarns we shall have to tell when we get back to St. Jim’s.”

“Yaas, wathah I”?

“You fellows must come—that’s settled.. I won’t go with-
out you. Your governor is at Eastwood, Gussy, and you
must go over and interview him. We’'ll come with you and
back you up.”

“That’s wathah a good ideah! We’ll take him by sur-
pwise in the mornin’ I chuckled the swell of St. Jim’s.
don’t know about Wally, though.”

“My only Aunt Jane!” said Wally. “If I were loff
behind I should bolt and follow you by the next steamer.”

“I should forbid you to do anything of the sort, Wally.”

“Fat lot of difference that would make !’ murmured the
disrespectful younger brother.

‘Howevah, as you particularly wish to come, I will
appwoach the governah on the subject.”

“Better leave it till last,” said Tom Merry cautiously.
“ After you’ve get permission to go, Waily can claim it as a
piece of mere justice; but Lord Eastwood would never give
permission to the two of you together.”

*Yaas, that’s vewy twue. About Skimpole——?

“Oh, that will be all right!” said Skimpole airily. “My
pater will be glad to let me go, and the only difficulty is to
make some arrangement about paying the expenses of ihe
journey. As you know, I haven’t any money.”

The three juniors looked at one another and chuckled.
Skimpole spoke very contemptuously of money; though how
the ljourney was to be undertaken without money was a
puzzle,

“Well, permission to go ig the first thing,” said Tom
Merry. ‘

“Yaas, wathah! But, by the way, what will your uncle
say to a crowd of fellows invadin’ him like this, Tom
Mewwy ?”

“Oh, that’s all right! I’'ll shove it in the cable to-morrow
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that I'm bringing some friends. If a chap can’t take his
frle;l'gs‘ to see his uncle, whose uncle can he take them to
see

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And it was settled.

 CHAPTER 9,
D’Arey Visits His Governor !

[ “URRAH 1” shouted Tom Merry, as he jumped out
of bed the following morning.
Arthur Augustus sat up in bed and groped
) under_the pillow for his eyeglass, and jammed it
into his eye, and turned it upon the hero of the Shell.

*“What's the mattah, deah boy?”

“Nothing. That’s only high spirits,” said Tom Merry.

" “I’ve beer dreaming about Arizona, and dreaming that I
taw you being scalped by a Navajo Indian. Hurrah!”
“Weally, Mewwy, I should not care, to be :calped by a
beastlay Navajo Indian, and, anyway, it would be nothin’
to huwwah about.” i
“Hurrah I”” shouted Tom Merry. “Won't it be ipping?
‘To the west, to the west, to the land of the free. where
the mighty Missouri rolls down to the sea! ' he went on,
breaking into soug.
“Rats!” said D’Arcy minor, sitting up in bed ““To the
west, to the west, to the land of the trust. where for onc
who gets on quite a hundred go bust!”” :
“Ha, ha, ha! Up with you, Gussy! You've got to inter-
view your governor this morning,.and you ought to catch
him Young—-I mean, early. Up with youi 1 feel guite
sprightly this morning,” said Tom Merry. “This news
makes me young again |”
“Bai Jove!”
“Out with you! I claim Gussy for the next waltz »
““Weally, Tom Mewwy—"
Tom Merry was not to be denied. He grasped the swell
of St. Jim’s, and yanked him out of bed, and waltzed him
round the big bed-room. '

D’Arcy, in his loose and flowing pyjamas, which boasted
almost as many colours as Joseph’s celebrated coat, waltzed

round, willy-nilly, 1n the grip of the hero of the Shell, pro-

testing breathlessly.
. “Weally, Tom Mewwy, I insist—I—""

“Waltz me round again, Willy!” sang D’Arcy minor.
“Go it, kids! TI'll give you the music!” :

And 1 a couple of seconds he had jammed a piece of
paper over a.comb, and started buzzing the melody of the
latest waltz, |

Tom Merry warmed to his work, and the breathless and
gasping D’Arcy was whirled to and fro, till at last the
waltzers waltzed into the musician, and all three of them
went, with a loud bump, to the floor.

“Bai Jove! Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

Tom Merry scrambled up, laughing. :

“Now I feel relieved,”” he said. “If vou’ve done dancing,
Gussy, we’ll get dressed. If you'd rather go on, T’ll take
you round again, though.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I am stwongly tempted to ccase
to wegard you as a fwiend.”

“Why, I thought you were fond of dancing.”

“Yaas, but not in a bed-woom with a dangewous lunatic !”
:aid Arthur Augustus. -

And the juniors proceeded to their toilet, They were all
in high spirits, and Skimpole was beaming at the prospect of
furthering the cause of Decterminism, and several other
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“isms,” to audiences of cowboys, ranchers, and Red Indians.
It was arranged that Skimpole should stay in and write to
his father, while the other three went over on their delicate
mission to Eastwood. - :

After breakfast they prepared to start. The question was,
how to get across to Lastwood, which was several miles
distant. Miss Fawcett kept a pony trap, but no car. ‘

The roads were heavy with snow. and driving would have
been very slow and a great bore, and the juniors felt too
gay that morning for anything slow Bicycles were out of
the question, of course, and Miss Priscilla’s suggestion that
they should walk could not be entertained for a moment.

Tom Merry shook his head decidedly at the bare idea.

“Too tame ! he said. “You know, great travellers like
us can’t do anything in a commonplace manner.”

“But you are not a great traveller yet, my dearest boy !”‘

“Well, we shall be in a fortnight’s time, so ii’s all the
same. We've got to find something to ride on. Bob, the
pony, will de for Gussy. He¢’s a nice, quiet ammal, fit for
any old lady to ride—"

“I should uttahly wefuse to bestwide any quiet animal
suitable for an old lady to wide !”

“Very well, I'll have Bob, and vou can have Mr. Giles’
pichald. As for young Wally I suppose we shall have to
leave him behind.

“Rats !” said young Walls cheerfully.

“Well, perhaps Mr. Giles will lend you his donkey.
iTe’s  a rather ill-tempered, obstinate sort-of brute, but if
you can ride—— Can you ride?’

“Can I breathe?” said Wally sarcastically.

“That’s all right, then! Come over to Giles’.” )

Farmer Giles knew Tom Merry well, and greeted him with
great cheerfulness. ITe willingly agreed to lend his piebald
and the donkey The piebald was quiect enough—as quiet
as Miss Fawcett’s pony Bob—but the donkey was a tougher
customer '

Even Wally, who feared nothing that went on four legs,
eyed Neddy doubtfully. The donkey was a big;, strong
brute, with a wicked gleam in his eyes, and a wav ot
showing his teeth that reminded one of a bulldog. But
Wally was not the fellow to hesitate. He saddled and
bridled the donkey, and sprang upon his back.

The three juniors started off from the farm, Farmer Giles
looking after them with 2 grin on his ruddy face.

‘Take care with that moke, young gentlemen !” he called
out. “THe allers means mischief when he starts quiet !”

“That’s all right!” sang out Wally cheerfully. “I can
manage him.” ? )

The three riders plunged on-through the snow. Tom
Merry and Arthur Augustus liked their ride well enough
in the frosty winter morning through the frozen lane. They
would have preferred more spirited steeds, but the ride was
very pleasant. But Wally soon had his hands full with his
inount. ; .

Neddy trotted on obediently for some distance at a good
pace, and then suddenly, without the slightest warning.
halted, and lowered his head. The unprepared rider shot
forward over the donkey’s ears, and plunged headfirst into
a snowdrift.

“Look out!” shouted D’Arcy.

But the shout followed the fall. Neddy threw up his

heels, and turned round to trot calmly home to the farm.
Arthur Augustus, who, in spite of his elegant ways, could
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do anything on a horse, intereepted him, and caught his
rein in passing, and brought Neddy to a halt.

Tom Merry jumped down. All that could be seen of
Wally was a pair of legs protruding from the snowdrift,
but murmured words of wrath could be heard. Tom caught
the unfortunate rider by the ankles and dragged him out.

Wally came to light with a very red face. His ecap was
still buried in the snow and his hair was matted with damp,
his collar a limp rag. He stood up rather dazedly and
glared- at Neddy.

“My only Aunt Jane!” he ejaculated.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“What are you cackling at?
thought the brute was going quietly! He won’t do that
againl” | :

Wally scrambled on the back of the donkey. Ile did
not beat the animal, as many riders would have done. Bub
there was a grim determination in his youthful face now.
He was prepared for Neddy’s next little game. =

The three riders went on. Neddy stopped suddenly,
apparently expecting histery to repeat itself. Butb Wally
was ready for him. Hg dragged at the rein and sat tight,
and gave Neddy a sharp eut with his riding-whip. Neddy
looked round at him, and then trotted quictly on. Wally
chuckled. )

“Knows his master already,” he remarked.

¥t really seemed as if Neddy knew his master. The ride
went on quietly till the gates of Eastwood came in sight.
The juniors cantered up the snowy drive, and came in sight
of the fine old house. At the french windows opening on
the lawn Arthur Augustus caught a glimpse of a familiar
figure.

“Bai Jove! There’s the governah !”

Lord Eastwood had come te the french windows to look
out upon the snowy lawn and breathe the fresh morning
air. He had his pen in his hand. He did not see the
juniors as he turned back into the room.

What demoniac spirit of mischief seized upon Neddy at
that moment we canmot say; but, suddenly leaving the
drive, he bolted across the -lawn in the direetion of ihe
open french windows in the library.

“Hold on, deah boy!” shouted Arthur Augustus.

‘“Stop, you ass !’ shrieked Tom Merry.

“I—I can’t!”

Wally dragged on the reins furiously. There was a evack,
and they snapped in his grasp. After that, there w
hope of controlling Neddy. He dashed right on, the =
junior clinging to his back, and Tom Merry and Arthur
Augustus held their breath at the thought that the donkey
meant to dash right into the french windows.

Wally, seeing that nothing eould be done, cheerily waved
his cap as the donkey shot through the windows.

Lord Eastwood started up from his desk in astonishment.

1 was taken by surprise. I

o et

CHAPTER 10.
Arihur Augustus Pats It To His Lordship!

ORD EASTWOOD looked at Wally, and Wally locked
at Lord Eastwood. There was silence in the library
for some. time.

Neddy, the donkey, satisfied with the mischief he
had done, trotted out, and this time D’Arcy did not catch
him. D’Arey and Tom Merry were hurrying on to see what
had happened.

“My only Aunt Jane!” gasped Wally, at last.

Lord Eastwood smiled grimly.

“Tg this your latest style of entering a room, Wally?”
he asked. “Or am I to understand that you have chosen
your father as a new vietim for your practical jokes?”

“J—I’m awiully sorry [ gasped Wally. ‘‘The beast ran
away with me! I hope you weren’t startled |”

“T was very startled,” said Lord Eastwood. “But, as I
don’t suppose you came in like that on purpose, I pardon
you. Go away!” ’

it But_'_”

“I am busy. Dear me, here is Arthur—and Merry!
How do you do, Merry? I am very glad to see you, and
I am glagd you chose a more quiet method of entrance than
my youngest son.”

“Bai Jove, sir1” exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “Bai Jove,
I was afwaid the young wascal had bwoken his neck, you
know! I shall have to give him some lessons in widin’.”

“Rats !” said Wally.

“Pway don’t use those vulgah expwessions, Wally, in the
presence of your pawent!” said Arthur Augustus severely.
“F assuah you, sir, that ¥ endeavour by evewy means to
cure that young scallawag of his vulgah and wotten ways.
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I twust, sir, that you are not busy this morning, as we have
come ovah on a vewy important mattah.”

“As a matter of fact, Arthur, I am somewhat busy,” said
Lord Eastwood. “But if you have come on important busi-
ness, pray go on! Be seated, by all means.”

“The fact is, sir, that Tom Mewwy’s Amewican uncle has
cabled to him to go out to Awizona to inherit a fortune of.
five million dollahs——"

“Not exactly that, sir,” said Tom Merry, laughing. “I
am to go out and visit my uncle, and if he likes me he is
going to make me his heir.” :

“I congratulate you, Merry.” -

“Thanlk you, sir. Of course, I don’t know if he will like
me yet, and it all depends on that.”

“Yaas; and as it is pwactically imposs for Tom Mewwy

¢ Bow—wow—wow !’ barked Pongo.
: staggered, and the next moment Wally bumped ag:

to go alone all that feahful distance, I think I.ought to go
with him to loock aftah him,” said Arthur Augustus:

“You! Arizona! But Lent term begins at St. Jim’s in
the third week of January,” said Lord Eastwood. “I am
afraid that there is not time for you to undertake so long
a journey, Augustus, although, of course, I have no doubt
that you would be able to look after Tom.”

“But there is no need for me to weturn to St. Jim’s af
the beginnin’ of the term, sir,” said D’Arey eagerly. “I
can get baek easily i time for the half-term, if necessawy,

sir, and the twavellin’ will do me worlds of good.”

Lerd Eastwood looked thoughtful. It would be no very
serious matbter to miss a half-term at St. Jim’s; but
D’Arcy’s proposal was certainly a very startling onme. A
journey to France or Germany would have been feasible,
perhaps; but America—and Far Western America—rather
took his lordship’s breath away.

“1 twust you wen’t wefuse, sir,” said Arthur Augustus.

AMAZING ADVENTURES IN AMER

Wally rushed at him and:
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“It would be imposs for me to wun away, as_that would
be diswespectful; but I should be very much disappointed
if you wefuse your permish. Think of Tom Mewwy, sir,
goin’ out all alone to an extwemely stwange countwy, and
twavellin’ six thousand miles all by himself. He would get
feahfully wotten, you know, and wish he hadn’t gone.
Besides, he will wequiah some fwiend with him to look
aftah him.”

“T should like Cussy to come, awfully, sir,” said Tom
Merry. “I would keep an eye on him and see that he
didn’t get into trouble.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—" ;

“The proposition is a very startling one,” said Lord East-
wood. “I must have time to think, and I must ask Dr.
Holmes’ permission.”

e frisky animal skipped between Captain Punter’s legs. The captain
st hirn and sent him flying. “ Sorry!?”’ gasped Wally.,

“I am sure that will be all wight, sir.”

“Well, well, I will think it over,” said Lord Eastwood.
“There, don’t look disappointed. Unless I think of some
weighty reason against it, you shall go.”

“0Oh, thank you, sir! knew I could wely on you,” said
D’Arcy.

“Thank you, sir!” said Tom Merry. “It will be ripping
for me to have Cussy with me, sir,. and if Wally could
come, too——" '

“Walter! Dear me, he is far too young !”

“Qh, realiy, dad!” said Wally. “Why, Gussy will get
killed on the railway, or scalped by the Indians, if I don’t
go with him. Besides, what is fair for the one is fair for
the other It will be only for a few weeks, anyway. We
might come home by way of China and Japan. too, and
see something of the world.” k

“Bai Jovel” =

“Well, we will see,” said Lord Eastwood. ¢ Travelling is

.of telegrams directed to Laurel Villa.

certainly a splendid thing for boys, and teaches ihem alert-
ness and self-reliance. But America is so very far off, my
dear boys.”

“The linahs are as safe as the Thames stcamboats, sir,”
said D’Arcy. “You wemembah we spent last vac on a
steamab, and came home all wight!”?

“Yes, I remember. Well, T will think it over. I cannot
say any more than that at present,” said Lord Eastwood.

And the juniors took their leave in high spirits. Lord
Eastwood was taking time to think it over, but both Arthur
Augustus and Wally felt pretty certain that he meant to
let them have their way.  After all, in these modern days
a journey to Western America was- little more than a trip
to France had been 1n earlier times.

Arthur Augustus turned hack at the window, as Tom
Merry and Waily went across the lawn. Leord Eastwood
leoked at him. . .

“There is one mattah, sir,” said Arthur Augustus. “If
we go, Skimpole goes with us. I think you have seen
Skimpole 2

“ A—a rather curious youth, who wears glasses, and talks
a great deal of nonsense, if I remember,” said Lord
Eastwood. .

“Yaas, wathah! That’s Skimmy! Well, sir, he’ll come
with us, but he hasn’t any money, so I should have to
awwange to pay his expenses. Would you have any ebjec-
tion to that, sir?”

“None at all.” <aid Lord Eastwood, smiling. “But have
you the money?”

“I am afwaid I should have to wely on vour genewosity
for that, sir,” sait Arthur Augustus modestly.

His lordship laughed.

“Well, well, we will see,” he said.

And Arthur Aagustus departed. He found Tom Merry
astride of the piebald, and Wally mounted upon Boh.
Neddy the donkey had disappeared. :

“Bai Jove! T will thank you for one of these beasts,”
said D’Arcy.

“I’m afraid you will have to walk, Gus” said Wally
cheerfully. “Neddy's belted, you know.”

“Why, you young wascal—"

“You can go after the other donkey and see if you ecan
catch him,” grinned Wally.

- “T will telt them to bwing my own pony out,” said
D’Arcy, with dignity. “Pway wait for me. deah boys.”

And the three juniors had a pleasant ride home. It
came on to snow just before they got heme, and Tom Merry
found Miss Fawcets anxiously waiting for him at the door
of Laurel Villa.

“My darling boy, I was so anxious about you!” she ex-
claimed, in great relief. “Have you got your feet wet?”

“No,” said Tem Merry. “T'm all right!”
¢ “T think you had better change your things,” said Miss
Fawcett anxiously, “I have had your dear little slippers
warmed ready.”

And Tom Merry changed his things forthwith, and came
downstairs in his “dear little slippers,” which had been
worked by Miss Priscilla’s own hands. And the juniors
heard joyfully that on the following morning they were to
go to London for the extensive shopping that was required
before the voyage on the Olympia was undertaken.

CHAPTER 11.
A Little Shopping !
HERE was excitement at Laurel Villa that evening.

I The excitement started at the local post office, and

spread through the village, and all Huckleberry
Heath was agog with the busy doings at Miss
Fawcett’s. -

The excitement was caused by the unwonted plentifulness
One telegram was
sufficient to interest all Huckleberry Heath. But telegrams
came now from all parts and at all times,

For Tom Merry had written to all his friends of St.
Jim’s, scattercd mto the four corners eof the United
Kingdom for the Christmas vacation, telling them the news,
and asking them to come and sce him off at Seuthampton
if they could possibly manage it. And from all his chums
wires were pouring in as soon as they received. his letters.

The first wire was from Manners. It was as follows:

“Lucky beast! Of course we shall see you off.—MANNERS
#Np LOWTHER.” . ’

Ther came a telogram from Yorkshire, signed by Jack
Plake and the juniors who were staying with him.

“Ripping! Wish we were coming ! Shall see you off, of
course.—BrAxe, HERRMIES, anp Diesr.”

Then came a wire from Belfast. )
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“IFaith, and some spalpecns have all the luck. Shall sce

you off.—REfLLY,”

“Good !” said Tom Merry. “We shall have a giddy
crowd, and no mistake. Hallo, there’s another wire—two
more, by Jove !”

The.wires proved to be from Fatty Wynn, who announced

“that he was coming to Southampton on the day of sailing,

and from Jameson of the Third Form at St.” Jim’s, who
‘declared his intention of seeing Wally off if he went with
Tom Merry.

Later on came a wire from Scotland.

“We're coming to sce you off—rather !—FIGGINS AND
KErr.”

“The more the merrier I” grinned Tom Merry.

Following the wires, next morning came crowds of letters,
containing all sorts of congratulatjons and good _ wishes.
Skimpole was observed to be very thoughtful during
breakfast, and when the juniors went upstairs to prepare
for the journey to London, he unburdened his mind.

It would be very painful to be guite broken off from
our friends,” he said. “I have been thinking of a new
scheme——"

“Chuck us over that shoc-horn, Wally! Ow! I didn't
say chuck it at my head, you duffer !
¢ “A new scheme! Why should we not establish a system
of wireless communication between the ranch in Arizona
land St. Jim’s?” said Skimpole, .

“A what of which?” )

A system of wireless communication. I fail to see. why
we should not establish communication with the .school, say
from the summit of a mountain in the Rockies.”

., +And how would you get on to the summit of the moun-
'tain, fathead?” ¥

i “That is a secondary consideration. A system of wire-
'less > - .

“And how would you put up the installation?”

.~ “I have not studied the subject yet, but—>"

. “Then you'd better study it before you buy any of the
‘things,” grunted Tom Merry. -

“1 am afraid I could not purchase the things, which
would cost hundreds of pounds, but if we could raise the
money——" ) g

“We’ll have a whip round in the Shell at St. Jim’s,” said
|Tom Merry sarcastically. “If the kids put up twenty
pounds each, we might manage it.”

“Really, Tom Merry—-"

“Hallo! It’s time we were off !”

The juniors rushed pell-mell downstairs, and they found
Miss Priscilla Fawcett and Cousin Ethel ready for them.
Cousin Ethel looked very sweet with her charming face
jsurrounded by white furs. The party drove to the, station
‘in high spirits, and were soon speeding along the iron
‘road to London.

And then commenced a day of shopping that delightetl

/the heart of Miss Fawcett, and perhaps Cousin Kthel.
iWomen are born shoppers, and, with plenty of time and
:{o sparing of expense, they contrived to have a very good
[time. . -
. Tom Merry attempted to stem the tide at first, bug it was
/in vain. He gave it up at last. Miss Fawcett purchased all
jsorts and conditions of things, nothing being too expensive
for her darling Tommy.

As Arizona was in the northern hemisphere, Miss Fawcett
thad an idea in her head that it was a cold country, and
80, of course, a visit had to be paid to the winter clothing
'department at the stores.
exgostula‘te,'but Miss Fawcett knew . better.

My darling Tommy,” she argued, “suppose Arizona
should turn out to be a country on the very verge of
the Arctic Circle 2” ’

“But it’s nearer the Equator, dear.” )

“It is in the northern hemisphere, my darling.”

“But the northern hemisphere is bounded by the
[Equator on the south, which divides it from the southern
{hemisphere,” said Wally, rather proud of his Third Form
tknowledge of geography. )

But Miss Priscilla only smiled. ) .

. “My dear children, I know it is ncar the Rocky Moun-
rtains, and some of the Rocky Mountains are in the région
lof perpetual snow.” . B er T

CONSTRUCTIONAL TOYS.

There are new thiills awaiting the boy who is mechanically
minded this year—jfor Meccano Ltd. have lately added & mew
series to their Constructional Toy Outfits. Last year they added
o series of Aeroplane Constructor Quitfits, by means of which boys
are able to build splendid models of many different types of aero-
planes. Recently there was added a series of Motor Car Con-
‘siructor Ouitfits with which. most realistic models of * sports ™
‘cars can be made. Meccano. Qutfits can be bought at. any. large
120y shop. e )
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lom Merry attempted -to -

“Only the tops of them,” said Tom'Merry. “Lots of
mountains in tropical countries have their summits in per-
petual snow.” ) '

“My darling, pray do not oppose me, or.I shall be.very
anxious_about you, thinking of you shivering with cold in
the regions of p'ergetual snow.” -

Tom Merry laughed. .

“Oh, go ahead, then!” he said resignedly. )

And Miss Fawcett went akead. She purchased thick,
woollen things suitable for an Eskimo, and fur-lined coats
and cloaks, and rugs sufficient for an expedition to the
North Pole. The amount of the bill made the juniors
open their eyes, but Miss Fawcett only smiled. She would
willingly have spent her last penny in fitting out Tom
Merry comfortably for his long journey.

Wally and D’Arcy and Skimpole had shopping to_do,
too. Lord Eastwood had given his consent, and Skim-
pole’s father had gladly acquiesced in the plan. His son
was going as D’Arcy’s friend, and D’Arcy was seeing to
the expenses, and Skimpole senior was naturally pleased.

Skimpole had some purchases ‘to make, but they were
chiefly in the direction of scientific instruments and books
with titles that gave Tom Merry a headache to look at
them.

A sufficient quantity of winter clothing having been laid
in to last Tom Merry for the rest of his life, if he lived
to the age of Methuselah, Miss Priscilla turned her
attention to other departments. Tommy would want a
telescope for useon the stcamship, and a new panama hat
to_wear in Arizona if it turned out to bc a sunny country.
Miss Priscilla seemed to have no idea of looking it out on
the map, and ascertaining what kind of a country it was.
She. persisted in speaking of it as if it were a totally
unknown place, in the wilds of which Tom Merry was to
penetrate, and where he must be prepared  for all
eventualities.

Boots for walking, shooting, football, dancing, as well as
bed-room slippers, and what not, werc purchased in great

uantities. Even Arthur Augustus DArcy’s purchases fell
?ar short of Tom’s. In. only one direction did D’Arcy’s new
possessions exceed those of his chums. He bought a com-
plete set of silk hats, sufficient to last him in spite -of
every conceivable accident. ‘

“I don’t mean to wun any wisk this time,” he confided
to Tom Merry. “You wemembah I took only four on the
steamah last vac, and a sewies of deplowable accidents hap-
pened to all of them. This time T shall be pwepared.”

“How many are you taking ?”

“I was thinkin’ of twenty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t you think that will be enough?”

“Ha, ha, ha! uppose they don't wear silk hats in
Arcilzona;? They might take a dislike to you, you know,
and—"

“Bai Jove; surely it’s a civilised countwy!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, aghast. ‘“Surely in the twentieth century
there is no countwy so benighted that the people don't
wear silk hats?” K

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“Pewwaps I shall make it a dozen, then,” said the swell
of St. Jim’s regretfully. “Pewwaps a dozen will sec me
thwough, if: we don’t make a long stay there.”

“How many are you going to wear at a time, though?”

“I wegard that cﬁxestion as -uttahly fwivolous, Tom
Mewwy. Now that the question of the toppahs is settled,
there is the mattah of the wevolvahs.”

“The which ?”-

“The wevolvalis. In all the stowies T have wead about
the Wild West,. the fellows always cawwy wevolvahs, just
as we cawwy a cane in England. We must have a bwace
of wevolvahs each, of course.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“What is there to cackle at in that, Tom Mewwy?”

“My dear ass—" 9 : s .

“I object to.bein’ called an ass!”

“My dear duffer, I think we had better leave the ra-.
volvers till we get to Arizona., We mayn’t require them,
after all, you know * ) ’ ) .

“But the fellows in Wild West stowies always wear
wevolvahs as we might wear a tiepin.” .

“Ye-es. But in the Wild West itself. I den’t suppose
pistols are as common as in stories about the Wild West,”
said Tom Merry. “I’d rather leave the revolvers till we
get to the ranch.. Mr. Poinsett will tell us whether we
need revolvers or not.” 5 . i

“Ya-a-as,” said D’Arey, who had lately. become deeply
read in Wild West lore. “But suppose we get held up by
woad agents en woute ?” - '

“By what?” shrieked Tom Merry. . e,
“Woad agents. That 1s the cowwect term, I assuah you.
We call them highwaymen in England, but in the Fah Wes
they are called woad agents,” .~ . . .. 7
“Rot, old chap!" A road agent muist be a man who dealy

in roads, as a house agent is a man who deals in.houses.”” .
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“I assuah you, Tom Merry, that the term is
cowwect. And even if we are held up—"~ :

“Why on carth should they hold us up?”’ demanded Tom
Merry, looking puzzled. “We should be a tidy weight for
anybody to hold up.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I believe you are wottin’, you
wottah. Hold-up is a term signifyin’ bein’ wobbed. As I
was, sayin’. even if we are not held up by woad agents—
which, I assure you, is the cowwect expwession—we may be
attacked by Wed Indians. It would be wathah wotten to
ke scalped, you know !”

“Yes, I suppose so; but the Red Indians all live on
reservations now, and I suppose there are policemen to see
that they don’t scalp people.”

“I would wathah twust in a twusty wevolvah.”

“Oh, do leave the revolver alone. If you had one you
conldn’t berth with me on the Olympia.”

“Why not, pway?”’

“Because you're #e kind of ass who would be likely to
fire the revolver off to see if it was loaded. It wouldn’t
blow your brains out, of coufse, as you haven’t any, but
it would make a mess on the steamer; and so I think
revolvers ought to be barred.”

“What about a wifle, then?”

“If we need any firearms, Mr. Poinsett will see to it
when we get to Arizona.”

“Yaas; but I must weally take out a set of shootin’ things,
you know, even if I don’t have a wevolvah; and, as a
mattah of fact, I don’t see how it will be safe for us to
twavel in the Far West without a twusty wevolvah.”

And the end of it was, that, beside his guns, of which
he took out an imposing set, Arthur Augustus did purchase a
pistol; but, knowing Tom Merry’s views on the subject, he
packed it away without mentioning the circumstances. That
trusty revolver was destined to be heard of again, however.

quite

CHAPTER 12,
The Hour of Parting !

HE last day at Huckleberry Heath was a busy one. All
concerned were too busy to think much; but a shade
of sadness came over some of the faces at times,

Tom Merry was eager to go; but, all the same,
there was something of a wrench in parting from old
familiar faces.

And Miss Fawcett, though she realised that it was best
for Tom to go, and though she would not have stood in
his way for any consideration, felt her heart heavy at
parting with her darling boy.

He was going into a strange land, among strange people,
amid strange manners and customs, and who could tell what
would happen ere she saw him again?

It was possible that she might never see him again. He
was going to a wild land, where death came suddenly to
many an adventurer, and was thought more lightly ‘of than
in older settled countries,

But for fear of troubling Tom in his happiness, the good
old soul concealed her anxiety and her fear.

Dr. Holmes, the Head of $t. Jim’s, had written his per-
mission for the four juniors to absent themselves for the
necessary few weeks which might possibly be prolonged into
months, for the term of Tom Merry’s stay in Arizona was
very indefinite.

The journey was a long one, and the period of his pro-
bation might be of any length; but there was something in

. the idea that appealed to Tom.

He was not the sort of fellow to curry favour for a million-
aire’s fortune; but the prospect of so rich an inheritance
naturally excited him. o

Before he started, Mr. Dodds had a quiet talk on the
subject with him.

The curate of Huckleberry Heath liked Tom Merry, and
took a deep interest in him; and, like Miss Fawcett, he felt
a certain amount of anxiety as to the boy’s future,

“Your uncle is an eccentric gentleman, Tom,” he said;
“but he is very upright and very kind-hearted. So much I
can remember of him. I think I need not caution you to
use none but frank and manly means of pleasing him.
Anything in the nature of currying favour he would see
through at ence,

Tom Merry coloured.

“1 thought you knew me better than that, sir,”” he said.

“So I do, Tom; so I do!”” said the curate warmly. *But
you are going out among great temptations. You are going
{0 a country where mere money is thought a great deal more
of than mm England, and there are few people here who
would not be glad of a chance of inheriting a million, my
boy. You might be tempted to belie you: own character,
and in doing so I am certain you would injure your cause.
Be your own frank, manly self, and I think you will succeed
with Mr. Poinsett.” #

“I shall remember your advice, sir,”
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“There is another matter, Tom. You are going. into
danger—not physical danger, I mean, but danger of
temptation—danger of being led into wrongdoing. You
will meet many kinds of people, many of them tne worst
possible people for a boy to meet.  You will be tempted,
Tom—in many ways.. I know that in such an hour you will
think of home, of your friends, of the pride your old
governess takes in you—of the pride I take in you, Tom—
and you will act in a way that becomes a manly, clean-living
English lad.” -

Tom Merry coloured a little once more.

“I understand you, sir,” he said quietly.
on me.”

“I know I can, Tom,” said the curate, pressing his hand.
“But remember what I have said, and remember that you
are to a great degree responsible for the younger boys who
accompany you.”’

“I shall remember, sir.”

And Tom Merry did remember, as he needed to in the
time that was coming.

All was prepared now for the departure. The cabin had
been booked on the Olympia—a cabin with four berths, so
that the yuniors could be together. The luggage was packed
up at Laurel Villa, and the amount of it excited the admira»
tion of the whole village,  Arthur Augustus alone had
twelve boxes and trunks, all of them packed as full as
possible.

Tom Merry came upon him when he was marking the
trunks for the direction of the Olympia’s men, and he
watched him curiously. Upon six of the trunks D’Arcy
laboriously traced the words, “ Not required during voyage.”

“Aren’t you going to do the rest, Gussy?”’ asked Tom, as
the swell of St. Jim’s paused from his labours.

D’Arcy shook his head.

“Certainly not. I shall wequiah those six twunks.”

“But, my dear ass, there will be only room for you te
take a single cabin trunk for use during the voyage. .

“Wats !” said D’Arcy. “I wemembah that I was done in
the mattah of luggage when we spent last vac on the
stcamah, but that was because we were travellin’ with the
mastahs. This time we shall be on our own.”

“Yes, but—"

“1 shall insist upon woom bein’ found for six twunks.”

“Qh, take the risk if you like; but I warn you—"

“Wats, deah boy! It will be all wight.”

Tom Merry laughed and passed on.
expected every moment, and Arthur
finished his daubing.

“Here’s the carrier !” exclaimed Wally.

“It’s all finished, deah boy.”

“You’ve done only six of the trunks.”

«Tshall wequiah the west duwin’ the voyage.” :

Wally’s eyes twinkled, but he said no more just then.
The carrier’s van, large as it was, was piled with trunks for
ihe railway station to its fullest capacity, and it moved off
down the lane at a snail’s pace, surrounded by an admiring
crowd of village children. ‘ !

D’Arcy rested from his labours, but D’Arcy minor was
still busy. He calmly took the brush and paint his brother
had been using, popped them into a bag, and walked after
the carrier’s van. He was ahead of it at the railway
station, and he nodded coolly to the carrier when he came

“You may rely

The carrier was
Augustus hastily

up.

K Shove ’em on the platform,” he said. “There’s some
directions been left undone, and I want to finish ’em before
they’re put on the train.”’

Owing to Miss Fawcett’s great care, the luggage was senb
to the station a good half-hour before the train came in, s0
Wally had plenty of time.

He calmly went round D’Arcy’s trunks, and added an
inscription to all but one of them: “Not required during
voyage.” The one left unmarked was the trunk that con-
tained D’Arcy’s dozen new silk hats. )

Wally chuckled as he finished his work.

«J rather think that will be a lesson_ to Gus,” he mur-
mured. “My hat! He will be surprised.” .

And Wally tossed the paint and brush over the railway
embankment, and walked home,

The luggage went off by railway to Southampton, and
was stored away on the Olympia, while the juniors were
spending their last days at Huckleberry Heath.

Wally kept his own counsel. ) ~ .

The day came for parting. Of course, Miss Priscilla al‘ld
Cousin Ethel had to come to Southampton to see tne
voyagers off. And from all quarters of the kingdom came
Tom Merry’s chums to wish him bon voyage. .

Blake, Herries, and Dighy were the first to arrive, and
they came to Laurel Villa and passed a night there. Then
came Figgins and Kerr in the morning, having travelled all
night from Scotland.. Fatty Wynn joined them when they
changed trains at Winchester, and Reilly was waiting for

(Continued on page 19.) 4
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NOTES AND VIEWS FROM—

Address all letters : The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLO, chums! I've got another
gem of a story for you next
Wednesday, featuring the St.
. Jim’s juniors. Just take a squint
at this title—

‘“TOM MERRY & CO. IN NEW
YORK ! »

—and then promise yourself a treat.
A treat it is, believe me! Fun, thrills,
adventure—each play their part in this
fine complete tale of your old favourites,
80 be sure you read it. And don’t on any

‘account miss the next story featuring

‘“ LIGHTNING BRUCE BRADMAN!”

This plucky speed king is involved in
another whirlwind adventure next week,
and no one will be able justly to complain
at the end of the yarn that it lacks thrills.
‘Why, it teems with 'em ! Potts, the Office
Boy, is also remembered in next week’s
programme. You’ll find him just as funny
as ever. One more thing before I get on
to my news pars—order next week’s
GEx 1n advance!" Got that ? Good!

THIS WEEK'S STRANGE STORY.

:A Scotsman found himself in the police
court on a chargoe of begging, and when
taxed with the offence, admitted it. The
presiding magistrate next inquired of the
police whether anything was * known’’
about the accused, and the police replied
that although his finger-prints had been
taken, no previous conviction had been
traced. Whereupon the magistrate dis-
missed the accused with a caution and
told him to clear out of the town pronto.

That Scotsman obliged with alacrity.

Barely five minutes had passed when an
inspector rushed into the court saying
that a telephone message had just come
through from Scotland Yard—where
finger-prints records are kept—to the
effect that the Scotsman had thirty
)reﬁri'ous convictions against him ! Well,
vell !

A KNOWING HORSE !

Nincompoop was the name of this
pariicular racehorse, which was
rather e handicap, but he proved his
intelligence in a peculiarly strange
manner. While racing at Hurst
Park vecently, « Nincompoop was
scriously injured, and the vet
pronounced the wunhappy verdict
that the horse would have to be
destroyed. Mr. Geoffrey Pease, his
trainer, ren ed to a friend that
he couldr’t bear to see the old

animal shot, and turned and walked .

away. Nincompoop, as if under-
standing what had been said,
hobbled after them, which so
moved Mr. Pease that he decided
, to give the horse another chance
of life, and had him taken back io
his training stables
shire! Bravo!l )
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in Warwick- "'

COULD YOU BEAR THIS?

How would you like to be waited upon
by a real live bear—waited upon in the
gense that Bruin would play the part of
waiter and bring your grub to you on &
tray ? No takers! Well, an enter-
prising London restaurant reckons to sup-
ply a New Year’s Eve stunt on thess lines
for the benefit of its customers: Already
five Russian bears are being rehearsed
for the job, and to accustom them to
the clamour of the average restaurant
the band and the diners will make as
much noise as possible. But what if the
bears run amok ? What if they forget
the parts they have been so assiduously
rehearsing when the * first night per-
formance >’ comes off ?

AN OLD AFRICAN CUSTOM.

Dick Canray, one of our loyal readers
in Africa, writes to tell me of a strange
method of punishment in -fashion among
a certain East African tribe. Dick says
that when a native is found guilty of
stealing he is securely bound up and
dumped with a hefty pile of sticks beside
him. The idea is that any passing member
of the tribe, if he feels so inclined, can
help himself to a stick and give the
helpless prisoner a good hiding! Me-
thinks stealing among this particular
tribe of darkies is a very rare occurrence.

PLAYING THE GOAT !

Rex is the very proud goat mascot
of the 1st Welch Regiment, and on
special occasions, cer ials, and
church parades he heads the parade
clad in a decoraied coat of scarlet
and gold. But Rex got into deep
disgrace the other day. The regi-
ment was lined wup for church
parade—every soldier was as stiff
as a vanmrod. Even Rex siood
strictly to atltention as the band
began to play. The order was giver
in a clarion voice for the reginment to
‘““ march’’; then the unexrpected
happened. Rex, the goat, simply
flopped down on his side and refused
to budge. Al the wheedling of the
soldier who was the official escort
of the goat failed lamentably., The
soldiers marked time, the band
went on playing, and finally Rex
the goat was *‘ arrested >’ and tak
back to barracks. The excuse
given in his favour later on was
that he had i 1 the pr
of Goat-Major Serns, who was his
personal commanding officer, at
reveille that day, and had refused
to obey the orders of anyone else.
Rex’s p ie ding officer,
it was explained, had been called
away from barracks for a few days.

THE MOST AMAZING ESCAPE !
“Fred Lake, of Newcastle, writes to ask
if I have heard of the * most amazing
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escape from prison during this century.”
Frankly, I find it hard to say that I have,
for I am not particularly interested in
such things. But Fred is. He declares
that in the year 1899 a convict escaped
from his American prison by sawing away
the bars of his cell with his socks ! Wants
a bit of believing, what ? The explanation
given is that this daring conviet twisted
the threads of his socks In soap and sand,
and then filed through the metal bars!
If he did this, Fred, he deserved to escape !

FASTER AND FASTER!

When Sir Malcolm Campbell
brought a new land speed record o
Britain last spring, of 253.968
miles her hour most of us said,
in effect, ¢ k. Heaven he’s got
through safely.’”’ Now this daring,
courageous speedman is determined
to have another cut at the . job.
He’s out to raise his own record io
something like three hundred miles

. an hour! Daytona Beach will be
the ‘‘ course ”’ again, and this time
‘“ Blue Bird’ —the fastest car in
the world—awill be fitted out with-a

. mew 2,500 horse-power .engine.
Bet the tenth and fifteenth
day of February, 1933, the next ai-
tempt is reckoned to take place.
All ¢ Gemites >’ will wish our
intrepid speedman ‘‘ Good luck”
and a *‘ safe passage.”’

HEARD THIS ONE?
“Why do you keep raising your hat
when you meet the barber, George 7"
George: * To show him what a frand
he is. You see, last year he sold me a
bottle of hair-restorer, and I'm still as
bald as ever!”

MOON-STRUCK !

Scientists are mighty keen to reach the
moon, and a number of them still ¢ling
obstinately to the idea of a rocket .being
able to take a human being there in safety.
All manner of experiments have been
worked out on paper. Now comes news
that a German engineer has recaived
permission from the local authorities to
seal himself up in a special rocket which
will be ‘““touched off ” and sent whirling
into the blue above us. This venture
is to prove how practical the rocket idea
is. Inside that rocket the engineer will
be waiting for the moment when the
projectile will rise no longer and begins
to fall back to earth again. But the
engineer won’t fall with it; he intends to
hop out quick in a special parachute.
We wish him luck !

EAGLE VERSUS PLANE PILOT!

How would you like to meet a war-
like eagle roaming the skies thousands of
feet above the ground, even allowing
for the fact that you were in a fast-moving
aeroplane and had a gun with which
to defend yourself ? Sounds thrilling,
eh ? And thrilling it was for a young
Ttalian pilot engaged on mail-carrying
who encountered such an eagle recently.
He,fired at it with his revolver several
times as it swooped down to attack him,
and recorded hits, but the eagle became
only. more infuriated with  its wounds
and endeavoured.to get to close quarters.
Once its talons got busy the plucky
pilot began to collect some souvenirs of his
fight in the form of scratches and gashes.
but he kept a cool head, waited his
opportunity, and then stabbed the. eagle
good and hard. It fluttered down to
earth, whereupon the pilot landed his
plane, collected his trophy of war, and
flew back . to his aerodrome. Seeing is
‘believing, so when he had told his strange
story, he produced: as, evidende the dead
eﬁgle. Nobody disbelieved him after
that! -

-
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them on the.platform at Southampton. = Manners and
Lowther were en the steamer, and they rushed up to greet
the Earty as they came over the side.

“Luucky dog !’ said Lowther, thumping Tom Merry on the
back. “I tried to get permission from my uncle to come
with you, but he wouldn’t hear of it.”

“And my governor was adamant,” said Manners. “rd
like to come, Tom. You can get some ripping photographs
in the Far West.”

“I wish you could come.” .

“Took here, Tom, I've brought you my camera,” said
Manners. “I want you to take a precious lot of photo-
graphs. You needn’t trouble to develop them; just send
meo the films. I can do the rest. That will be the next best
thing to coming with you.”

i Igll do it with pleasure, old chap.”

“J say, Gussy,” said Herries, taking D’Arcy by the arm,
“we’re awfully sorry to lose you, you know, though we use
to chip you a lot at St. Jim’s.”

“Yaas, I am sure you are, deah boy.”

«And I’ll tell you what, Gussy; you can have my bulldog,
if you like,” said Herries, in a burst of generosity.

Arthur Augustus repressed a shudder. Herries’ bulldog
was his pet aversion, and Towser’s teeth and D’Arcy’s
trousers had more than once made close acquaintance.
Wally was bringing Pongo with him, of course, and that

was one dog too many, in D’Arcy’s opinion. But he
wouldn’t have said so to Herries for worlds.
“Thank you vewy much, Hewwies,” he said. “But I

couldn’t think of wobbin’ you like that. Besides, it would
be wuff on Towsah, as he’s so fond of you.”

“Never mind,” said Herries heroically, “you can have
him 1

D’Arcy shook his head.

“No, Hewwies, I should wefuse to wob you!”

Meanwhile, Fatty Wynn also had a parting gift to make.
He presented a bundle to Tom Merry with an air of
myslt]erious importance that duly impressed the hero of the
She

“That’s all for you,” he said. e
“Thanks awfully ! said Tom Merry. “But what is it?”
“Guess 1

“Something to eat?” asked Tom, from his knowledge of
Fatty. .

Fatty Wynn grinned and nodded. .

“That’s 1t,” he said. “Pork pies, real Welsh pork pies—
they’re a dream. I came jolly mear opening the parcel in
the train, and eating them myself. I get so hungry in this
Christmas weather. But I resisted it. I brought them for
you chaps, and here you are!”

Tom Merry squeezed the fat Fourth-Former’s hand.

“Thanks, Fatty! It’s really ripping of you!”

«J thought you’d like ’em,” said the gratified Fatty.

A bell rang. Miss Priscilla threw her arms round Tom
Merry’s neck. Figgins, who had been shaking hands all
round, drew nearer to Cousin Ethel, with the evident inten-
tion of looking after her on the journey home.  Arthur
Augustus eyed this proceeding with a somewhat curious
expression.

“My darling boy,” schbed Miss Priscilla, as she clung to
Tom, “when shall I see you again? Oh, my darling boy !”

“Tt won’t be long, dear,” he said, as he kissed his old
governess, “and you know I shall remember all the advice
you have given me.”

“1 am sure you will, my dearest boy. You will not forget
the Purple Pills for Pink People? I have placed a box con-
taining a thousand in your trunk, and if you should need
more, cable to me. In a case of urgency expense is not to be
considered.”

“Yes, dear.”

“Then there is the cod-liver oil. I have placed twenty
bottles, which will perhaps be sufficient to last you.”

“Quite sufficient, I think.”

“And the Terra-Cotta Tabloids. Take one every hour,
and six after every meal, and any further number when you
feel a longing for them.”

“T’11 take a lot of them every time I fecl a longing for
them.”

“And remember when you are riding on the prairie, to
be sure to keegeyour feet dry.”

“T’ll remember.”

“If you should camp out any night, don’t sleecp on the
ground, as it will be bad for your delicate chest. am sure
that it would be possible to take a bed with you, and remem-
ber not _to sit in a draught.” . :

“1 will remember everything—everything, dear.”

* boys.
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“1 think we must get ashore, Miss Faswvcett,” said Mr.
Dodds, and he grasped Tom Merry’s hand. “Good-bye, my
lad—good-bye, and Ged bless you !”

“Good-bye, sir!*

The handshaking was over, the last kisses bestowed, and
all who were not -booked for the voyage crowded back to
the landing-stage. The great steamer was humming and
buzzing with busy life.

D’Arcy shook hands with his cousin for the last time.

“Take care of her, Figgins, deah boy,” he said.

“Rather !” said Figgins emphatically. :

They were all ashore now. The steamer lurched and
moved. A gap of water, ever widening, separated the ship
from the shore. Handkerchiefs were waved by the crowd
ashore, and caps waved in return from the steamer.

“Good voyage and good luck !’ shouted Lowther.

“Faith, and the top of the weather to ye!”

“Good-bye I* :

“God bless you, my dear boy !”

And the liner churned away, and the crowd on the shore,
and then the shore itself, grew very dim.

CHAPTER 13.
Across the Atlantic !

OM MERRY stood by the rail, gazing back at the
shore, growing dimmer and dimmer, while the
steamer throbbed on, and the water churned away
behind.

At that moment Tom Merry would willingly have
abandoned his dreams of adventure, his chance of a fortune,
to be back once more among his friends, among the old,
familiar faces. It was the moment of depression that was
inevitable at the first long parting, and Tom Merry’s heart
was very heavy. g

But the sea was shining round him, the sea breeze singing
in his ears. While he felt gloomy and constrained, he knew
that it would wear off; that ere long he would be looking
forward instead of backward. Strange lands and strange
people were before him, and the instinct of travel and
adventure was strong in his breast, as with most healthy
He gazed back till his native land was nothing but a
blur, and his eyes were a little blurred, too.

“Your first voyage, young fellow ?”

It was a pleasant voice near his elbow, and Tom Merry
turned his head. He was glad of anybody to chat with at
that moment, to distract his thoughts from what he had left
behind him, and the sorrowful face of Miss Priscilla.

Arthur Angustus had gone to look after his luggage.
That being a distraction sufficient to save him from any
sentimental considerations at that moment, and Wally was
looking after Pongo.  Skimpole was sitting on a bench,
deeply absorbed in a speech he was preparing for the cow-
boys of Arizona on the subject of some “ism * or other.

Tom Merry glanced at the man who addressed him. He
was a rather handsome fellow in a yachting cap, though a
keen eye would have detected signs in his face that told of
an ill-governed life. But the eyes of a schoolboy were nob
keen to see things of that kind. )

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry.
can remember, at all events.”

The stranger smiled.

“Then you have made a long voyage that you do nob
remember ?”

“I was born in India,” Tom Merry explained. “I was
brought home as a baby.” '

The stranger seemed interested.

“How curious !” he remarked. “I was born in India
and brought home as a baby. You may have heard of my
father if you are acquainted with Indian people—Colonel
Punter, of the Poppleywallah Fusiliers.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“I am Captain Punter,” said the stranger, “on leave at
present from my regiment, and going out to New York
on yachting business. I am thinking of entering my yacht,
Poppleywallah II., for the American Cup.”

Tom Merry’s eyes opened wide.

“By Jove! How ripping!”

“Yes, I yacht a good deal,” said the stranger negligently.
“Must get rid of the time somehow, and I had the mis-
fortune to be born rich!”

And he laughed as if it were a good joke.

And Captain Punter proceeded to chat about his travels,
though, curiously enough, he kept off the subject of India—
possibly because he thought Tom Merry might be
accurately informed about the country he was born in.

According to the gallant captain’s own account, he had
been nearly everywhere and done nearly everything, and
his yarns were of great interest to the boy just starting out
on his travels. Tom wondered whether he would ever meet

Tre GEM LiBRaryY.—No. 1,297,

“The first voyage—that I



20

with such thrilling adventures as Captain Punter had been
through.

The captain left the junior after a time, and strolled
away, smoking a cigar; and Tom Merry envied him the
case with which Le smoked a cigar on the deck of a steamer.
Not that Tom wanted to smoke a cigar, but it argued that
the captain was a tried traveller, and accustomed to ocean
going. And, indeed, as Tom discovered afterwards, Captain
Punter spent a great deal of time on Atlantic liners.

Tom was beginning to fecl a little uncasy himself. He
was a better sailor than he had been 'at one time, the
vacation on the steamer some time ago having had its
effect upon him. And upon the huge ocean liner there was
little rolling; it was a good deal like walking about a
street. But Tom felt just sufficient qualms to keep him
from going down to lunch.

‘“Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy—"

Tom was looking -away over the water when the excited
voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy broke-on his ears.

The swell of St. Jim’s had just came up the stairs from
th?‘ first-class berths, and his face was very animated.

. Hallo, Gussy! Teel bad?”

*Yaas, I did feel wathah bad at first,” admitted Arthur
Augustus cautiously. “But I am all wight now. This is a
bli“/‘ diffewent fwom the cwuise on the Condor.”

“Yes, I suppose we've got our sea-legs; and the ship’s
bl‘g;ger, and doesn’t roll so much.”

And I am too wowwied at the pwesent moment to think
about sca-sickness, Tom Mewwy. I am goin’ up on the
bxx":ldge to wemonstwate.”

" You are what?”

I am goin’ up on the bwidge to wemonstwate! I must
see the captain!”

“What on carth’s the matter 72
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“My luggage has been lost.”

“Lost !”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy excitedly. “There is only
olaneé ’t,wunk in my cabin, and all the othah eleven have been
ost.

Tom Merry shook his head.

‘Impossible, old chap. If one came here safely, the others
must have come. Besides, they were directed plainly
enough, with your name and destination. Why don’t you
ask the steward about them ?”

“I have asked him. He is an extwemely civil chap. I
told him I was sowwy to twouble him when he was so busy:
and gave him a pound. He said it was no twouble to do
anythin’ for a weal gentleman, and I thought that was
wathah nice of him. So many boundahs twavel first-class
nowadays, you know, but that shows the steward knows the
weal thing when he sees it.” ;

“He knows a pound note when he sees it, at all cvents !
grinned Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! Do you think the note would have infiuenced
his opinion at all?”

“Possibly—a little bit.
luggage ?”

“He said that, as far as he knew, all the twunks labelled
“Not Required’ had been stacked away, and the othahs
put in the cabin. I labelled six of mine not wequired, and
the othah six ought to be forthcoming. They are not to
be found—only one of them. Our steward is a vewy decent
chap—quite concerned about it.” s

“Let’s go and see him, then.”

And the juniors proceeded in search of the steward, Mr.
Briggs, who was good-nature itself—the effects of the pound
note possibly not having worn off yet. He did not know
what had become of the missing trunks, and he was sorry.
and he would certainly look into the mgtter as far as he
was able; and he strongly advised Mr. D’Arcy to postpone
an interview with the captain on the bridge.

“Tt is bettah to go stwaight to headquartahs in a case
like this,” said D’Arcy. “It wonld be imposs for me io
wear the same suit of clothes morning, afternoon, and
cvenin’.”

“Impossible, of course! Something would happen!”

“Pway don’t wot! This is a sewious mattah. Will your
come up on the bwidge with me?”

“Not much!”

“Then I shall go alone!”

Tom Merry caught the swell of St. Jim’s by the shoulder.

“Now, don’t be an ass!” he said. ‘Passengers aren’t
allowed on the bridge, especially boys. We've been placed
under the charge of the captain, but that doesn’t mean
that we. can do as we like. Don’t be an ass!”

“I must have my twunks!”

“Well, the skipper hasn’t got them in the chart-louse or
in his breeches pocket.” 2

“It is a mattah for the personal attention of the captain,
I considah.”

“Took out the chief steward first; he may know more
about it than Mr. Briggs.”

“Yaas, pewwaps that’s a good ideah.”

And Arthur Augustus went off in search of the chief
steward. Wally came along with a cheerful grin en his
face and dug Tom Merry in the ribs.

“It’s all right!” he announced.

“What’s all right? Don’t dislocate my ribs, you young
ass!”

“Blow your old ribs! It's all right about Pongo. MMr.
Briggs—that’s our steward—has undertaken to look after
him and see that he’s all right. He’s a jolly chap, Briggs is,
a very decent sort, and I'm thinking of borrowing ten
shillings of Gus to tip him. He’s looking after Pongo a
treat !”

“T am very glad of that,” said Tom Merry solemnly.
“If Pongo was not being well looked after, I should not
sleep on this voyage !”

“Oh, don’t be funny!” said D’Arcy minor.
Gus been bothering about his trunks?”

“Yes. Do you know anything about it?%

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

And D’Arcy minor walked away, still laughing.

P

CHAPTER 14,
Tempted but True!

Y only hat! Look there!?
It was Tom Merry who
exclamation.
The sun was setting on the sea, and Tom
Merry was thinking that it was time to go in search of
something to eat, when a sudden shout from the direction
of the bridge came to his ears.

But what did he say about the

“T say, has

.Zuttcred the




-Captain Punter was appliying a match te a cigarette.
Bang !

“Get down there!”

Tom Merry swung round: %

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was calmly mounting the steps
of the bridge, apparently oblivious to the gesticulations of
an officer above, who was waving him back.

Captain Mainwaring, the commander of the Olympia, had
just come out of the chart-house, and he looked at the
junior in amazement. He crossed over to the top of the
hadgcr, and made a gesture to the junior to return to the

eck.

“You are not allowed here,” he said severely.

Arthur Augustus took his hat off with a polite bow.

“1 am extwemely sowwy, sir—"

*Go down ”

“But I have a complaint to make!”

“Go back immediately 1

“TIt is a mattah wequiwin® your personal attention !

“Will you go down?”

““It concerns my twunks——"

The captain turned pink.

“If you do not go away immediately I shall call a sea-
man to remove you, Master D’Arcy | he said sternly.

“Vewy well, sir,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity. “I
will weturn to the deck, and I thwow upon you the entiah
wesponsibility of my bein’ compelled to appeah at dinnah in
unsuitable attiah.””

And D’Arcy went back.

Tom Merry seized him at the bottom of the steps and
marched him off forcibly. —

“You utter ass!” he exclaimed. “You ought to have been
knocked off ! If I were the skipper I’d put you in irons!”

“It’s all vewy well for you to jest upon a sewious mattah,
Tom Mewwy; but how am I o dwess for dinnah when my
clothes are lost?”’ :

In the silence of mid-ocean the expiosion sounded terrific.

He lighted it, and the next moment he jumped clear of the deck.

‘ Yaroogh !’ The captain gave a fearfulyell.

1f‘IIavsn’t the chief steward bheen able to tcll you any-
thing 2

“No. He says that all twunks labelled ¢ Not wequiahed
on the voyage’ were stacked away, and all othahs are in
the cabin. But there is only one twunk belongin’ to me in
my cabin.” .

“Perhaps that contains enough things to last you this
gvening,” suggested Tom Merry.

“Yaas, that is poss,” assented D’Arcy. “I nevah thought
of lookin’. Let’s go and have a look, deah boy.”

The juniors descended to the cabin they shared. Arthur
Augustus’ trunk was there, and stood out in the open space,
as it was too large to be shoved under the berths. Arthur
Augustus began to unfasten numerous straps, Tom Merry
lending him a hand.

“Got the key ?” asked Tom.

“Bai Jove, you know, it’s on my bunch; but I can’t
wemembah at the pwesent moment where I put my bunch of
keys,’” said D’Arcy, in distress.

“Well, of all the dummies—"

“1 object to bein’ called a dummy !” .

“Well, it’s not locked I’ exclaimed Tom Merry, as the lid
of the trunk came up in his hand. .

“Bai Jove, you know, I must have forgotten to lock it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“What are you cacklin’ at, Tom Mewwy ?*

“Look here !”

Arthur Augustus looked. The big trunk was packed full
with silk hats—nothing else—silk hats galore, but only hats.
The elegant junior’s face was a study. On his last voyage
he had been short of silk hats, and he had made up for it
this time. But it was rather unfortunate that the only trunk
now at his disposal was the one packed with silk hats.

’ TrE GEM Lmrary,—No, 1,297,
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" ‘fBali Jove, I am weally a vewy unfortunate fellow, you
now |

“Ha, ha, ha! You'd better hold an auction of these!”
grinned Tom Merry. “I don’t see that these toppers are
much good to you. You can’t go in to dinner wearing a
dozen silk hats and nothing else.”’

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Tom Merry laughed loud and long. He could not
help it. Wally looked into the cabin, and went off into a
yell at the sight of the trunkful of toppers.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Wally, I insist upon your immediately ceasin’
thls"}wbald laughter. Tom Mewwy, 1 am surpwised at
you !

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Wally.
trunks turned up yet ?”’

“No; they have not.”

“You’ll have to share my things for the voyage, then,”
grinned Wally.

Arthur Augustus replied to this suggestion only with a
disdainful sniff. Wally left the cabin almost doubled up
with merriment. Even Tom Merry’s mirth was nothing to
D’Arcy minor’s.

“Bai Jove! What am I to do, you know?” said D’Arcy
in perplexity. “It’s pwetty plain that my twunks have
been lost in twansit. I have nothin’ but this twunk of silk
hats and my bag in which my personal belongings are
packed, including, fortunately, my twusty wevolvah [

“Your which ?”

“My twusty wevolvah.”

“You don’t mean to say that you've got a revolver after
all?” demanded Tom Merry, perfectly aghast.

“Yaas, wathah. I cannot face the pewils of the wilds of
Awizona without a twusty wevolvah. Fortunately, that is
not lost. I am thinkin’-of pwactisin’ shootin’ in this cabin,
you know, at a mark on the wall.”

“If you do, I shall practise wringing the neck of a
dangerous lunatic, so look out !” said Tom Merry warningly.
“And if I come across that revolver I shall chuck it over-
board I’

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

Tom Merry quitted the cabin. Dinner was being served
in the dining-saloon—a vast apartment which it was difficult
to believe was not in an hotel on terra-firma. The juniors
had quite got over the few qualms they had felt, and they
were ready for a good meal, and they enjoyed it. Arthur
Augustus was somewhat worried about his clothes, but he
was hungry.

It happened that Captain Punter had the next seat to Tom
Merry, probably by arrangement between that gentleman
and the steward. The Indian captain took a great interest
in the junior, and Tom found his chat very entertaining.

Arthur Augustus, curiously enough, did not take to the
captain. - He gave Punter one glance through his eyeglass,
and after that his manner was cold.

It was a cold but clear evening on deck when they went
up to the promenade. The Indian captain still hung about
the juniors, and Tom. who had as yet made no other friends
among the passengers, was pleased with his company._ And
when the captain suggested a game of dominoes in his
cabin Tom assented. )

Dominoes, however, soon palled upon the Poppleywallah
captain, and he suggested cards, and turned out a pack
which he happened to have very handy.

Tom had no objection to a game of cards, though he would
have rather strolled in the clear winter starlight on deck.
But when Captain Punter suggested penny points, just to
make the game interesting, Tom struck. Penny  points
seemed really too_insignificant to be considered playing for
money, but Tom Merry had sense enough to remember the
old adage, “Resist the beginnings,” and he politely but
firmly declined.

“ Any objection ?” asked Captain Punter, in amazement.

Tom Merry coloured. Like many boys in the presence
of temptation, he felt a little ashamed of doing what he
knew to be right. It would be so easy and so sociable to
do the other thing. i
.“I have promised never to play for money,” he said
simply.

The captain laughed.

“But you don’t call penny points playing for money. It’s
just using pennies as counters.”

“Well, let’s use something else as counters.”

“Ha, ha, ha! I'll tell you what—we’ll use the coins as
counters, to be returned at the end of the game,” said
Captain Punter. “If we don’t keep them, that can’t be
considered as playing for money.”

Tom was naturally anxious not to appear as a prig -in
the eyes of his jovial friend, and after a momentary hesita-
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tion he accepted the proposition. If the coins were returned
at the finish, certainly that wasn't gambling, as neither could
win or lose anything. But it was astonishing how, at a
game of nap, penny points could mount up. They were
soon using silver instead of coppers.

The captain’s luck was cruel. He lost continually, and lost
with perfect good humour, showing by his manner that the
money was nothing to him. At the end of an hour Tom,
much to his amazement, had three pounds cdd in silver at
his elbow when the captain suggested a stroll on deck.

“Certainly,” said Tom. “Here’s your money. I started
with fifteen pence, and the rest belongs to you.”

‘ The captain shook his head laughingly.

“My dear lad, I can’t take it.”

Tom’s face changed.

“But that was the agreement.”

“Ye-es, in a way; but what I really meant was that I
wouldn’t keep any winnings. Put the money in your pocket,
my lad; it’s yours.”

Three pounds odd was a very considerable sum to a boy of
Tom Merry’s age; but never for an instant did he waver.
Although he was not suspecting his friend the captain of
ulterior motives, he knew that he ought nct to take the
money and he was determined not to take it.

He drew back from the table.

“I cannot take it,” he said quietly.

“But it is yours.”

“It is not mine. That would be gambling.”

The captain’s eyes glittered for a moment. But he
lauihed good-humouredly, and swept the money into his
pocket.

“Just as you like,” he said.
that’s all. Let’s go on deck.”

His good humour made Tom feel compunction at once.
He felt that he had wounded his new friend a little, and,
naturally, a man of the world like Punter would not think
much of his schoolboy scruples. He was fecling a little
uncomfortable as he went on deck with Captain Punter.
On the promenade Punter opened his cigarette-case, and
offered it to Tom.

The junior coloured and drew back.

“I—I don’t smoke,” he said.

Punter laughed good-naturedly, and selected a cigarctte
himself and lighted it. Tom had an uncomfortable feeling
that the captain regarded him as a booby, and he was=
strongly tempted to accept a cigarette and smoke it just
to show that he was not. But his good sense came to his
aid, and he did not.

“I'd rather you kept it,

CHAPTER 15.
D’Arcy, the Protector.

APTAIN MAINWARING, the commander of the
Olympia, tapped Tom Merry on the shoulder as
he was going downstairs later.

The steamer’s captain- was a handsome, ruddy-
faced man of middle age, with a kindly eye and smile.
The St. Jim’s boys were under his protection on board
the Olympia, and the captain had a sense of duty, and
he was keeping an eye on them. He had observed Tom
Merry’s growing friendship with the Indian captain with
a disapproving eye.

“I want to speak to you, my lad,” he said.

“Certainly, sir!” said Tom Merry, stopping, with his
cheery smile, :

“You have struck up a friendship with one of my pas-
sengers—a Captain Punter?”

“Yes, sir. He has been very kind.”

The captain of the Olympia grunted.

“I dare say he has.. Now, my lad, I don’t want to say
a word against Captain Punter—he may be a captain, for
all I know—but I'd rather you didn’t have too much to
say to him.” T -

“Isn’t he—isn’t he all right?” asked Tom Merry, in
surprise. “He seems to me to be very pleasant and
obliging.” ; B

“Ye-es,” said Captain Mainwaring, rubbing his chin.
“I’'m not saying he 1sn’t all right. lfe’s certainly pleasant
enough—rather too pleasant, perhaps.” But you youngsters
are sailing under my protection, and it’s my duty to keep
an eye on you. You're a sensible lad, Merry, and I think
you'll understand that Captain Punter is a gentleman for
you to keep- away from, without asking me to explain
turther.,” = -~ ‘

Tom Merry hesitated. ‘

“I suppose you know best, sir,” he said. “But he’s
very polite, and I don’t see how I can avoid him without
wounding his feelings.” .

“H'm! You needn’t exactly avoid him, perhaps, only
don’t accept invitations into his cabin, and don’t euter
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into- any little games—a game of: cards just for fun, or
anything of that sort. Do you understand ?”

“Ye-e-es, sir; I think so,” said Tom Merry slowly.

Captain Mainwaring left him, and Tom Merry went
on to the reading-room. He was joined there ten minutes
later by the Indian captain, who had finished his  smoke
on deck, and apparently yearned again for the society of
his young friend. -

“Qlow here, isn’t it?” said Punter. “They’re having
some music in the saloon, and want me to sing, but
won’t. Curious how a military man_ is sought after in
Society. I'd rather have a chat with you here. I like
hearing about your school, and the fellows there. There’s
that lad who’s with you—D’Arcy. I suppose he belongs
to rich people?”

“Yes; very rich,” said Tom. Merry. .

“He seems to have a great deal of money for a boy of
his age?”

“Yes; he has.”

Captain Punter looked at the junior. Tom was feeling
very uncomfortable. Captain Mainwaring’s warning had
struck him _forcibly, remembering as he did that game
of nap in Punter’s cabin. Punter saw that there was a
change in Tom’s manner; and, as he had observed him in
conversation with the steamer’s captain, he drew his own
conclusions. His eyes glinted a little, and he fell into
silence.

A few minutes later Arthur Augustus D’Arcy entered
the room.

“Heard anythin’ of the luggage?” asked Captain Punter,
with an agreeable smile.

“No,” said D’Arcy, turning his eyeglass upon the cap-
tain. “I have not heard anythin’ of the luggage.”

The captain flushed red.

There was no mistaking the coldness of D’Arcy’s tone
and look, and Tom Merry looked at his friend in surprise.
Tt was not like D’Arcy willingly to wound anyone. Punter
rose and strolled away without making any reply, and
Arthur Augustus dropped nonchalantly into his vacant seat.

“Gussy, old man, why did you speak to him like that?”

“Because I wanted to get wid of the boundah,” said
Arthur Augustus, with dignity. “I have been gwowin’
anxious about you, Tom Mewwy.”

““ Anxious about me!”

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard myself as bein’, to a certain
extent, your pwotectah on this voyage, you know.”

“If you are going to be an ass—"

Tom Merry & Co. in New York!

Don't  miss the further adventures of
Tom‘ Merry & Co. in next week’s
topping yarn by Martin Clifford.
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“Pway don’t call: me an ass, Tom Mewwy! I objeet
vewy stwongly to the expwession. I wepeat that I am
vewy anxious about you, and I considah it my duty to Miss
Pwiscillah to keep you out of bad ways.”

“What on earth do you mean?” demanded Tom Merry,
a little nettled.

“] mean that I see with gweat wegwet that you are
makin’ impwopah acquaintances.”

“If you are alluding to Captain Punter—" )

“Captain wats! He’s no more a captain than I am,
deah boy.”

“How on earth do you know ?”

“My deah Mewwy,” said D’Arcy, with an assumption of
superior wisdom that made Tom strongly inclined to shake
him, “I wecognised the fellow as a boundah the moment
I set eyes on-him.”

“He’s been all right to me,” said Tom, half angrily:
“What right have you to call him names?” .

“Pway keep your wool on, deah boy, while I explain.
The fellow is weawin’ a wing that is not weal.” ]

“Fh? He’s wearing a wing? Are you off your rocker 2’2

“] am not off my wockah,” said D’Arcy, with dignity.’
“And I wepeat that his wing is not weal. A man who
would weah a sham wing would do anythin’!” :

“Oh, you mean a ring!” exclaimed Tom Merry, laughing.;
“Ass! I haven’t even looked at his ring! Didn’t even.
notice that he had one!” |

*“You have not been twained to wegard with attention
details of personal attiah, deah boy. But the moment
observed his sham wing, I suspected him of bein’ a boundah.,
1 have wathah a keen eye in these mattahs, you know.
I saw that he was determined to be fwiendly, so I decided'
to look him out.”

“Look him out!” - i
_“Yaas, wathah! I bowwowed an Army List fwom the
libwawy, and looked for the name of Puntah. Captain
Puntah, of the Poppeywallah Fusiliers, is not mentioned
there, and seems to have becen quite unknown to the
compilahs.”

Tom Merry started.

“Then he is not a captain?”

“He is a humbug, deah boy. Of course, I don’t like
the ideah of lookin’ out particulahs about & fellow, but
I was convinced that he was a humbug, you know, and
so I wegarded myself as justified in lookin’ -into the
Army List.” !

Tom Merry was silent. If Punter was sailing under
false colours, there was ample reason for Captain Main-
waring’s warning against him. !

“Fwom a sense of duty to Miss Pwiscillah, I wegard you
as under my pwotection,” said Arthur Augustus. “I shall
take it as a weal favour if you will have nothin’ more
to say to this wottah, Mewwy.”

“Oh rats!” said Tom Merry, and he walked away. 2
_But_he took D’Arey’s advice, all the same, and the next
time Punter proposed a game of nap in his cabin, he
declined in a manner that made the pseudo captain realise
that he might as well give the matter up, then and there,
and turn his efforts in a new direction. And he did so;
and with Wally he seemed to have much more success.

CHAPTER 16.
Larks on the Ocean Wave,

HE captain’s efforts with Arthur Augustus and Tom
Merry having been unsuccessful, he devoted himself
to Wally, and made such progress in that young
gentléeman’s favour that it occasioned anxiety to

both Tom and D’Arcy.”

To their remonstrances the hero of the Third Form at
St. Jim’s replied with his usual cool cheek. Y

“1 wish_you’d let that chap alone, Wally,” said Tom’
Merry seriously. “He’s a bounder, and he shows it more
clearly every day.” C

“My dear kid, I can look after myself,” said Wally.

“I suppose he has asked you to play cards?”

“Yes, certainly, I'm going to play in his cabin this
evening.” . . )

“1 wish you wouldn’t, Wally.”

“Don’t you be worried. I can look after myself.”

Arthur Augustus tackled the young rascal on the subject,
with the same results. Wally was not to be argued with.

“The fellow is an uttah boundah, Wally,” said D’Arcy
reprovingly. “He is not fit for you to associate with.”

“I know he isn’t, old chap.”

“He isn’t a weal captain at all.”

“1 know that, Gus.”

“Then why don’t you keep away from him, you young
wepwobate 7’ demanded ‘Arthur Augustus warmly.

“Oh, he’s amusing|” said Wally, with a yawn. “And
that’s a lot more than you are, Gus. "Take a little run, old

chap.” :
i Tae Gesm LisrarY.—No. 1,297,
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Wally strolled off, leaving his elder brother speec-illess
with indignation,

The adventurer welcomed him warmly.
closed, and Punter produced cigarettes.

The door was
Wally had

' accepted one from him the previous evening, and he had it

still in his pocket, and, as a matter of fact, he had pierced
a hole down the centre, and squeezed a pinch of gunpowder
into it. The gallant captain was quite unaware of that, or
of anything that was passing in Wally’s mind.

“You will smoke ?” he said pleasantly.

“Hand ’em over |” grinned Wally.

Téle captain threw over the case, and then took out the
cards. . .
 Wally affected to be sclecting a smoke, and at the same
time slipped the cigarette he had doctored back into the
case. He took one, and put it between his lips to keep up
appearances, but did not light it.

"‘_“A light?” said the captain, extending a vesta.

No, I won’t light it yet,” said Wally.

“Better have a light.”

“Bosh! I tell you I won't!”

Wally had a direct way of speaking.

The captain smiled and assented. The cards were dealt,
and Punter suggested penny points.

_“Not worth while,” said Wally. “Make it a bob a
time,” ;

Punter stared a little, but assented. He placed a little
heap of money on the table, intending to excite the cupidity
of the junior.

There was a scratching at the door, and Watly opened it
to admit Pongo.

The mongrel skipped into the room..

“You don’t mind Pongo, do you?” said Waliy.

“Oh—er—no !” said Captain Punter, with a forced smile.
. “He’s a ripping dog, you know, though he's a bit frisky
indoors,” said Wally confidently. “Keep quiel, Pongo!
Quiet 1”

But Pongo wouldn’t be quiet. He ran round the card-
table, and frisked round the captain’s legs. Punter longed
to kick him out of the cabin, but that would hardly have
done, so he refrained. He stooped to pet the dog’s head,
and I{’ongo promptly bit his fingers, and the captain gave
a yell.,

“ Anything the matter?” asked Wally.

“Ow! The beast! He's bitten me!”

d “I'Ia, M, ha! I mean, I'm sorry! Pongo, you naughty
og !”

“I—I—T'll— Never mind, it’s all right! Good cid
doggie |” said the captain, who would willingly liave flayed
the good old doggie alive at that moment.

Pongo growled.

As a matter of fact, Wally, while affecting to be calming
him, was exciting him by secret signs to further antics.
There was a complete understanding between the dog and
his master. Pongo growled and barked, and Wally jumped
up to chase him, and Pongo, entering into the fun of the
tl;i.ng, skipped and darted round the narrow cabin in high
glee.

The captain looked on with a face like 2 demon, though
ﬁ_e worked up a ghastly smile whenever Wally looked at

im,

“Come here, Pongo! Pongo, you bounder, lie down

Pongo persisted in skipping and dodging.

Wally, in hot pursuit, crashed into the card-table, and i}
went flying. Cards and coins flew into various corners, and
Captain Punter rapped out a furious oath.

Wally locked a$ him quickly.

“Sorry, sir. What did you say?”

“ N-n-nothing,” muttered the captain, white with anger.

A suspicion crossed his mind that the boy was “rotting ”
him, and his eyes glinted furiously at the thought.

“Pongo! Pongo, Pongo!”

“Bow-wow-wow !” barked Pongo.

Wally rushed at him, and he skipped between the legs of
the captamn and he staggered. The next moment Wally
léumped up against him, and he measured his length on the

oor.

“Sorry !” gasped Wally. “Come here, Pongo

The captain sprang up in a fury.

“Get out of my cabin!” he roared.

“Eh? What?”

“Get out of my cabin, .or Tl kick vou out!” yelled
Punter. “You are doing this on purpose, you whelp! Get
out ”

“ Aren’t we going to have a little gamble, then?” asked
Wally innocently.

“Get out!” shrieked Punter. :

_ And he really looked as if he would hur! himself at the
unior.
! Wally. chuckling gleefully, skipped out of the cabin,
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followed by Pongo. He went serenely on deck, and found
Tom Merry and Arthur Augustus there, The two juniors
were seriously debating whether they should go down to
Punter’s room and compel Wally to come out under threat
of appealing to Captain Mainwaring. :

‘Bai Jove, heah he is!” exclaimed D’Arcy, turning his
monocle upon Wally. “You young wepwobate, what are
you gwinnin’ at?”

“Such a lark!” chuckled Wally.

“What has happened?” asked Tom Merry.

“Pongo got into the cabin. I let him in. I chased him
round, -upset cards and cash, chucked the noble captain
over on his beam-ends—no end of a ghastly row !” chuckled
Wally., “He’s dropped my friendship now.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Bai Jove, Wally, is it poss that you were only rottin’
all the time?” ejaculated Arthur Augustus, in amazement.

“What do you think, my son?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

“He was going to kick me out when I cut,” said Wally,
chuckling. “He gave me a fag yesterday. I've shoved it
into his case again, with a pinch of gunpowder in it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He’'ll be surprised when he starts smoking it.”

The three juniors roared. They were still laughing when
the gallant captain came on deck.

Punter locked very disturbed and annoyed, anc he cast
a glance that was far from amiable in the direction of the
three juniors. He could guess that Wally’s narration of
the doings of Pongo was the cause of their merriment.

The unlucky adventurer stalked past the juniors, and
paused on the promenade deck to light a cigarette, as a
solace to his disturbed nerves.

The junior watched him with interest.

“I wonder if it’s the one?” murmured Welly. “I put it
next in the case, so that it would come next when he went
for one.”

“We shall jolly soon see!” chuckled Tom ulerry.

The captain was applying a match to the cigarette. He
lighted it, and the mnext instant he jumped clear of the
deck.

Bang!

In the silence of the night in mid-ocean, the explosion,
slight as it really was, sounded loud enough.

The captain gave a fearful yell.

There were exclamations from all sides. Captain Main-
waring’s voice was heard, demanding what was the matter.

Punter stood amazed, but the truth dawned on F'm as he
heard the yells of laughter from the St. Jim's juniors.

Captain Punter sedulously avoided Tom Merry & Co.
after that. He gave Wally glances that sometimes showed
the. depth of his feelings, but Wally only chuckled.

The following afternoon the juniors were looking ont
cagerly ahead.
fand, and the juniors looked for it eagerly.

Tt was a new world they were about to see, and eager
enough they were.

“By the way, as soon as we get ashore I have to send a
cable home about my missin’ luggage. I can’t go on
bowwowin’ your clothes all the time we are in Amewica,
Tom Mewwy.”

D’Arcy minor chuckled. :

“You needn’t worry about a cable, Gus. Your trunks
are on board the Olympia, only they’re down in the luggage
hold among the things not required on the journey.”

“Imposs, dear boy. I marked six of them mnot
wequired.” i

i Atr:d I marked five more,” said Wally coolly.

(FE ?)J

“You see, I couldn’t have you blocking up the eabin with
your lumber,” said Wally cheerfully. “I went after the
carrier, and marked them at the railway station.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

“You—you cheekay young wascal!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. “Pway hold my toppah for a few minutes, Tom
Mewwy, while I give Wally a feahful thwashin’!”

“Land!” shouted someone.

D’Arcy looked round eagerly. He forgot all about
thrashing Wally, and turned his eyesglass to the west.

“Bai Jove, 1 can see it!” ‘

“There it 1s!”

“Bai Jove, I saw that, and I took it for a cloud, you
know {

Tom Merry did not speak. His eyes were fixed on the
new world that was emerging ahead, and his heart was
beating fast. The Atlantic lay behind him. Before him a
new life in a new land.

THE END,

(There’s another vipping yarn in this grand sevies, t_xtﬂed
$Tom Merry & Co.in NewYork!” in next Wednesday's issue)

-

Captain Mainwaring expected to sight -
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Bruce Bradinan, the Speed King, will fake on any job—as long as therve’s plenty .o[ (langer: attached to it!
. So when Jun Cope cemes along with a wild-cat scheme, Bruce just jumps at it! i

The Strange Intruder j
‘g N the darkness a board creaked with the suddenness of
l a pistol-shot. Bruce Bradman, gentleman adventurer
and motor-racing ace, sat up abruptly in bed, and
peered forward at the patch of grey that was the
window,

A cold draught met his face. Dimly lie could sce the
curtains wavering against the dull glow of the outer night.
Then, nearcr this time, a board jarred to a stealthy footiall.

“Burglars, by gosh!” Bruce thoukht, and slipped noise-
lessly to'the floor. “The sash is raised——="

‘e glimpsed the outlines of a human shape, and leapt at

With a startled gasp the intruder jerked round violently.
Bruce got a fresh ju:jutsu.grip, flung his man to the floor,
and with a bound was a-top of him. .

“ Just move, my friend, and I'll bust your arm for you,”
he warned. g B 5

“All right!?” Ilis' captive gave a stiled moan. “Con-
found you! Have a heart!” o '

Bruce slackened up a little, but braced his muscular frame
in readiness for the first sign of renewed resistance.

““Very well; but get this—I’ve got you pit; sonny!’’ he
grinted.  “ And mow, where’s that gun’ of yours?” -

His frec hand ran deftly over the:other’s form, scarching
for a tell-tale bulge, when the room door was flung abruptly
open. st
5 Wot's hup, cap’n?”-a hoarse voice demanded from-the
threshold.

“Some fellow got-in, Joe,””. Bruce:threw: back. crisply.
“ Just snick that switch on, will you?. We'll. havea look
at him.”’ : . . -

Joe Anson obeyed, and the room was flooded with brilliant
light. .As his short but burly ex-sailor servant lurched
forward, Brnce sprang to his feet. ; o .

The intruder picked himself up from the carpet, and, with
a wry face, stood nursing a painful wrist.

“PDash it! But they were right when they said you were
tough, Mr. Bradman!” he muttered, biting his-lip. “And
quick! Youw're lightning! No wonder they nicknamed you
Lightning !” : - 2

Bruce said nothing. He was staring hard.at his uninvited
visitor. Instead of the rough-looking crook he had expected,
he found a man of very different type—young, and about his
own age. .. - . )

His features were clean-cut, and rather landsome in a
virile way. He wore a smartly tailored lounge suit, and
was, in short, the kind' of chap who, any fine morning, might
have been seen sauntering down Bond Street or Piccadilly.

“Sakes alive !”” Bruce exclaimed, in surprise. “Who the
deuce are you—Raffles ?”

The stranger suppressed a rueful smile.

“Not exactly. ?don’t know that there’s enough of me to
raffle, anyway.”

“Huh! Funny, eh?’ Bruce’s stern, grey eyes fixed him,
“Well, now you’re here, what’s your little game 7’

“There isn’t any game. I simply wanted an interview.”

“Then why not lean on the jolly old bell-push, and shove
vour card in at the front door in the timc-honoured

2

- manner ?” Bruce inquired, with e¢laborate sarcasm.

“ Frankly, because I couldn’t afford to be seen waiting on
vour doorstep, my dear sir !”’ the young man returned coolly.
“However, talking of cards—"

He took a silver card-case from his pocket, cxtracted a
slip of pasteboard from it, and passed the slip to Bruce.

_ “H.R.H. the Rajah of Sclong.” Bruce read the neatly
engraved characters. ‘

is eyes narrowed. Ile had heard of the white man who,|
single-handed, had made himself master of the Malay island
state of Selong, and of his son, now studying at an English.

‘University. From current Press reports, he knew, too, that

the rajah had recently died, and that his undergraduate
heir had, while still in England, succeeded to the throne:

“So youw're.the Rajah of Selong, eh?”” Bruce murmurcd.

The stranger laughed softly, his steel-blue eyes -a-dance
with fun. - 3 “n

“As a matter of fact, I'm not,” he drawled calmly.

“Then what the dickens do you mean trying to spoof me
with this comic card 7” Bruce demanded sharply.

Uninvited, the young man dropped -into a chair. He
threw one leg coolly over the other, and gazed up smilingly,
into Bruce’s face. , . oy

“It isn’t you I'm out to spoof, Mr. Bradman; it’s other
people. I believe you’ve spoofed so many people yvourself
that you'll ?robably appreciate my position.. When one puts
up a bit of bluff one—er—has to take liberties. I admit
I’ve taken one to-night. But it’s in a good cause, and one
Lvhlc}}’, I hope, will appeal strongly to you. That’s why I'm

ere. .

Bruce’s lids lifted. He dropped into a chair opposite his
remarkable visitor. :

“What about getting down to brass tacks?’’ he suggested
tersely. ~ *“Come across.” )

The other nodded. His manner changed.

“My name’s Cope—Jim Cope, of TUppingham and
Trinity,” he announced, giving his Public school and college.!
“Old Sam—that’s the new rajah—is my pal at the ‘Varsity.
He’s appointed me his aide-de-camp, and it’s on his behalf
that I'm here, 'Is:that clea¥'?’” o "n- o o>t v v vt
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As mud,” Bruce commented. “Go on.”

“In a nutshell, the position is this. Sam’s over here at
the University, and while he's sittin’ with wet towels round
his achin’ brow, gettin’ the low-down on Plato, his old man
ut% ’t,md dies_out in that Malay island where he’s rajah. Got
i

“ Dimly, old chap—dimly,” Bruce murmured. :

“Well, certain parties in Selong don't cotton to the idea
of havin’ another white man to rule them. They’re planmn’g
to revolt and grab the island before Sam gets back. He’s
had the griffin from the old heathen that’s prime minister or
something over the blessed place.” -~

“Then why don’t they get on with it?” Bruce demanded.

“Because they’re waitin’ for a shipment of arms for the
risin’, If old Sam can nip back in time before the fireworks
@rx;i’ve, he’'ll have 'em on toast. And that’s where you come

in,

“That’s obvious,” Bruce agreed sarcastically. “You
ought to be in Parliament, youw're so clear. Don’t mind
me. Fire ahead !’

“What I'm gettin’ at is this,” Cope resumed doggedly.
“There’s a gang of these beggars over here, keepin’ tabs
on Sam. The minute he starts for home they’ll cable, and
their ’Pals out in Selong will revolt without waitin’ for the
guns. .

“No doubt,” Bruce concurred. ‘““But where do I come in,
and why ?” f

“Ifhe can sail East in disguise and unspotted, he’ll reach
the island unexpectedly, in time to stamp on the rebellion.
But they’re watchin’ him so hard, he’ll never do it unless
their attention is diverted in another direction. In a
nutshell—"’

“It’s in a coconut-shell by now,” Bruce proffered,
grinning. ‘.

“Confound it! I'm bein’ as curt as I can,”’ Cope pro-
tested, “The scheme is this. I'm here to see you, dressed
up in old Sam’s togs. I've been shadowed—I know that.
They think I'm him. So when you set out on your car on
a trans-Continental motor trip out Fast, with a passenger
wearin' a false beard, they’ll think I'm Sam, tryin’ to creep
back home to Selong in disguise. The passenger, of course,
will be me.”

“And then—-" .

“The spies they've got watchin’ Sam here will follow on
our trail. While they’re hard at work, tryin’ to murder us,
old Sam will simply take the first ship home and spring a
surprise packet on his loyal subjects.”

“You mean, you think I'm easy,” Bruce put in caustically.
“Come clean, now. This yarn you've spun me is all bunk.
You were after my motor-racing trophies, weren't you,
voung feller-me-lad ?”’

“You're wrong,” Cope said earnestly. “What I'm after is .

your motor-racin’ experience—your Al at Lloyds, one hun-
dred per cent guaranteed-to-bust-through-anything reputa-
tion. They say you're the ace of speed—the one man alive
who can smash through any odds. I'd do anything for Sam,
but I'm takin’ a big chance. It's a good old world, and
T'd like to live cut my three score an’ ten if poss—"’

Cope crouched down sharply in his chair, his head and
shoulders hidden behind its capacious leather back. His
voice trailed off into the merest whisper, while his ears
strained, listening.

“ All right, then it’s fixed !” he exclaimed suddenly, and in
a loud voice. “We'll drive East on your car together. This
bet of yours to go overland to Shanghai will serve as—"’

Thud! Bruce shot out of his seat like a panther, and
landed by the half-open window, where a dark form crouched
behind the sill. Two gleaming white eyeballs, framed in a
sharp brown face, peered at him from an annex roof. As
he reached for the eavesdropper a knife blade flashed up
viciously. .

Bruce’s quick hand gripped a bony wrist in nick of time.
The knife went tinkling to the slates.

Its owner gave a cry of pain, and wheeled in Bruce’s
strong grip. Bruce tightencd his hold, but the hand went
slack within his grasp. Hand and wrist slipped free, like
some greased hawser. A flash, and a turbaned figure went
scuttling along the roof ridge.

Bruce vaulted through the window in pursuit. He
glimpsed a native skim down the slates and drop to some
mews below. Barefoot in his pyjamas, Bruce followed. He
jumped full on the other’s back as he scrambled to his feet.

“Got you!” Bruce cried. “And now—"

He let go as two short, squat shapes rushed at him.

Thwack! His lightning left shot out, and took a native
on the jaw. The fellow reeled; a knife sailed high in the
air.

Bruce side-stepped as the second Malay closed. Then,
warned by a rush of feet, he sprang for the wall, aware
that a knot of short, brown figures charged in a semi-circle.

His back to the wall, he faced them grimly with his
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naked fists. Aloft, a bracket lamp shed its dim rays on his
stern-jawed features, its light reflected in his eyes aflame
with battle.

Six knife blades rose, glinting in the lamplight. The
enemy bore in, crouching to spring and break through his
puny guard.

“Come on, you scum !” he growled, bracing himself for
the expected rush. . .

It did not come. As the light fell on his face a man in
the background shouted something in a forcign tongue.

The knot of natives wheeled A second, and they had
taken to their heels, scampering for the nearest corner, as
though the devil were behind them.

Bruce let them go. He realised that, thanks to the lamp.
they had recognised their error. He was not the man they
werze after.

He walked coolly round to the front door of his flat, and
found Joe Anson emerging to look for him. Together they
went up to the flat' where Cope was waiting.

“Satisfied ?” Cope gueried, grinning, as they entered.

E»ruqe nodded.

Quite. I accept your explanation. In short, I'm quite
ready to believe you were not after tho family plate.”

“Splendid! And now will you go one further, and take
on this little job of work? They say you simply live for
high adventure. Well, you'll get it this trip with a
vengeance. That ought to tempt you.”

“H'm!” Bruce hesitated, his eyes on the sailor.

“I'll_be fair, though,” Cope said gravely. “If you take
this thing on, 1t’s a thousand to one against your coming
through alive. The enemy will stick at nothing to stop us.

you were anyone else than the redoubtable Lightning
Bruce Bradman it would be tantamount to murder to start
you on this stunt. As it is—"

“As it is,” Bruce cut in, “I’'m your man!”

He held out his hand, and Cope gripped it. The bargain
was sealed.

The House of Mystery !

T the wheel of his great red racing-car Lightning
Bruce Bradman peered forward into the snow-swept
night. Against the windscreen a ceaseless storm of
fluttering snowflakes beat, veiling the endless pine-

woods that flanked the mountain road. ]

Beside the speed crack sat Jimmy Cope, his features
swathed in muffler and upturned collar. On the dickey
seat astern a stout, be-spectacled Babu shivered, in com-
pany with Joe. At the last moment before setting out, Cope
had added him to the party to act as interpreter.

The four travellers had left London without incident, and
had crossed France unmolested. En route, they had seen no
sign of the Selongese, though not for a single instant did
the three white men relax their vigilance.

Now they were near the mighty mountain rangs which
marked the Italian frontier. For hours they had fought
their way through the thick snows of Haute-Maurienne, in
French Savoy, a drear and lonely waste of upland forests,
cleft now and then by wide, bleak fields.

Everywhere the thick carpet of snow lay unbroken, save
where, at intervals, a solitary cross rose by the wayside.
Each marked the spot. where some uniucky wayfarer had
perished in an avalanche. And as these ominous memorials
succeeded one another, the native's teeth chattered with
something more than cold.

Its rear wheels slipping on the frozen surface, the racer
laboured up a steep incline. High-geared for the track, the
bus was never built to cross such country.

Bruce’s expert car listened warily to the drone of the
straining engine. Then, as they neared the crest, the engine
began suddenly to cough and splutter. A few more yards
and it petered out altogether.

“Confound it!” Bruce exclaimed, jabbing at the self-
starter button. When only a harsh whirring answered him,
l{]e.gl%cer at the petrol gauge. “ Hallo, we're nearly out of
juice ! .

“But we only filled up a few miles back !” Cope objected.

“I know—"

ruce sprang out into the snow, and, as Cope follawed
suit, whipped up the floorboards.

From the petrol-pipe streamed a fine jet of liguid.

“Union nut’s worked loose!” Bruce muttered, rcaching
for a spanner. “The whole tankful's leaked away. Ilere's
a pretty kettle of fish!”

He straightened up to glance at his companicns, who had
gathered around him. As he did so a weird, ghostly howl
went up from the forest. It was answered by another and
yet another in the distance. :

“Wolves 1” Cope breathed, frowning. “These woods will
be full of the blighters. We can’t stop here!”
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“You're right !> Bruce agreed tersely. “ There's only one
thing for it. We’ll man-handle the old bus to the crest and
see what lies beyond.” :

Between them the four men pushed the car up. the re-

mainder of the grade. As they stopped, out of breath, on
the summit, the blackness of a night-cloaked valley loomed
below.
- From the neighbouring timber another wolf howl went up.
It was greeted by an answering chorus, wailing in the
woods. The brutes were closing in. Ravenous with hunger,
they would be dangerous.

The. four men looked at one another grimly. Stranded as
they were, there was nothing for it but to face up to an
nnpleasant situation.

“Looks like a night m the
“These brutes can't elimb. So, unles
fall off: What’s the matter Hari
sharply as the Babu caught at his arm.

“Qahib, look !” Hari pointed down into the valley, where,
half shrouded by irees, a single light shonc out in the far
distance. “We may yet circamvallate the divers perils of
refrigeration and carnivorous quadrupeds. This luminesity
denotes existence of residential proximity. Let us bunk like
billy-ho for salvation!” :

“By Jove, a house!” Bruce cried, scanning the distant
light. “But bunk—T know a trick worth two of that ! We'll

trees !” Bruce grunted.
-e’re frozen stiff and
e looked round

Erom the dark recesses of the alcove a brown, claw-like hand reached for Bruce’s hip. A jerk and his gun was wrenched
As he spun round Bruce found the weapon covering him.

away.

take this down-grade by gravity. There's a spot of juice
still .in the tank. With luck we'll get there!”

He sprang in behind the wheel while his three com
panions shoved the car into motion. As it started down
the sharp descent they swung aboard. and. ever gathering
speed, the racer coasted down the hill,

Once—twice the blazing headlight beams caught a lean,
grey form skulking between the trees at the roadside. Then
% bend hid the spot, and, like a silent phantom. the great
car raced on for the lower levels.

As luck had it, the down-grade ended with the friendly
light not far away. As the car struck level ground Bruce
switched on, and the engine fired. Now that the tank was
no longer tilted, the tiny store of petrol that remained
could reach the outlet.

A few yards farther on a squat shapé hove in view. It
was a house, from the upper window of which streamed a
beam of light. It was this they had seen from the hilltop.

Set a little back from the road, the house was built
around a tiny courtyard—a lay-out characteristic of the
country. An open archway yawned in the high, brick
walls, with twin gates drawn back, and dimly visible
owing to rays from the upper window-pane. ]

“Better back her in,” Bruce said, locking the bus around,
tail on to the gates. “The courtyard will be too narrow to
turn im. And, anyway, we’ll need our lamps to drive out.”

Sinee the highted window shone out into the court, he
could seo where he was going as, very gingerly, he re-
versed the racer in under the arch.

27

Joe and Hari jumped down the instant the car came to
vest inside the courtyard. The sailor had taken but a few
steps when he stumbled over something in the snow.

“Prat!” he execlaimed, picking himself up. “What the
dooce—— ’Allo!” He made  a grab at the object over
which he had fallen. “’Ere, skipper, we’ve come to the
right ’arbour ! i

As Bruce came forward he held up a petrol ¢an. = Others,
half-covered by snow, were ranged agamst the wall.

“Splendid I Bruce laughed, and strode on towards the
house door.

H]e knocked, then stood back, waiting. There was no
reply.

Again he knocked, with like result. Finally, surprised
at the utter silence, he crossed to a ground floor window,
and peered into what scemed a large room.

There was no lamp, but the fire on a deep, open_ hearth
cast a dim, red radiance about the stone-flagged fleor.
Slowly his eyes made out a table, benches, and a ladder
rising to the ceiling in the back part of the room.

Then, with a low cry of horror, he strained forward.
Dangling from a great beam overhead was the motionless
body of a man! g ’

Drawn by his cry, the other three sprang to him, As
one they peered in through the panc. staring mutely at
the grisly thing that hung, a sinister shadow against the
red of the fire. .

il
i
|

! &y\\ ,mﬁ(w"

¢ Be still ! ”” a thin voice hissed.

My heavens !”
ithey didn’t answer -

“That's why,” Bruce agreed grimly, and stepped for the
door. "

Half-way Joe stopped him.

* Cap’n, wotcher doin’ 7 he breathed tensely, and gripped
Bruce's arm. '

“I'm going in, of course!”

“You ain’t, if I can ’elp it!” the sailor growled. Despite
the cold, great beads of sweat stood out upon his brow.
“This. place is no bon! Let’s get out of it! I'd rather
face the wolves!” :

“You superstitious chump !” :

Bruce thrust past, and threw the doer open. It was
unlocked. '

TFollowed by Cope and the Babu, he hurried into the
room, while the seaman caught up a petrol tin, and. in a
frenzy, started filling the tank.

“This place is skeery,” he muttered, scowling at the
shadows of the yard. T feels it in me bones. S'posin’
they fixes that there dead 'un onter us?”

Inside the room, Bruce went up to the hanging figure.
A black visaged fellow, it hung there, swaying slightly in
the wind that blew icily through the open door. When
Bruce touched him, he only spun slowly on the rope end,
his limp hands jerking lifelessly.

“Suicide !” Cope muttered. , '

“Youwre wrong,” Bruce cut in, as the corpse swung round.
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Cope broke the silence

“So that’s why
19
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Driven in deep hetween the shoulder-blades was a knife, its
haft protruding. “It's muvder! Wait here. Tl have a
look at the upper floor,” he announced, after a moment.
“Perhaps someone is skulking up there.”

He drew his automatic, and went up the steep ladder.
He thrust his head cautiously through the trapdoor above.
An unfurnished attic met his gaze. Tts sole contents were
a long, oak chest against the wall, and a barrel on which
a petrol lamp was standing.

The lamp was in line with the dormer window. — Its
brilliant white rays were those which had attracted Hari’s
attention.  Yet why had the lamp been placed there .in
this empty room? Tts prescnce would draw attention to,
rather than divert it from the farmhouse.

“Perhaps you're after loot, my friend;” Bruce murmured,
regarding the big oak chest. . ‘

A man could lie full length in it, and the murderer might
have hidden there. . Most French peasants hoarded money
in their homes instead of banking it. The car’s arrival
might have caught the assassin unawares, while he searched
for loot in the upper story. - £

Nodding to himself, Bruce advanced on the chest, and,
his weapon raised, lifted the lid. But the chest was empty.

“That murder’s jarred me,” he breathed. > s =

He gave. a suppressed laugh. his back close to an alcove
panel.>He did not see that it was swinging slowly out-
wards,_on its silent hinges. - E :

From the dark recesses of the alcove a brown, claw-like
hand reached for his hip, and the gun-butt protruding
from his holster, . A jetk, and the gun was wrenched away.
As he spun’ around he found the weapon covering: him.
From the -black void of thé¢ alcove two volling whites of
someone’s eyes gleamed at him. -

“Be still,”sa thin voice hissed, “or——"

Crash! ~¥Bruce smashed- the pancl home against the
skulker with a lightning plunge, and flung himself against
the woodwork, groping for a_catch. ™ e g

A maffled ‘blast of sound boomed behind the wood. A

bullet “whizzed past "his car, and he nipped aside as the

skulker put a:burst through the pancl.- .

‘Bruce leapt to seize a bench—the nearest weapon—but too
late. 'On.all sides othér pauels flew opeu. - From each
recess a native sprang out into the room. .

The nearest dashed at Bruce, drawing a kuife as he came.
Bruce: wwhirled the, beneh up, caught him on the shins, and
sent him sprawling. : Before he could raise the bench again
a second native rushed at the Englishman. =

Bruce dropped the bench and ducked. The blade slashe
by and missed. ~He drove a lightning right between the
native’s eyes, and, as he reeled back, leapt for the ladder. -

A ‘single bound took him half-way up. Below a dozen

hands clutched him.  He smashed a heavy heel down at an -

upraised face, then, with another leap, gained the top rung
of the ladder. ; He rolled frec on the attic floor and sent the
trap crashing down into place. D R . R

“Bruce, what's happened 7’ Cope cried, springing to him.
“A trap! Your pals—" Bruce panted, rushing to the
chest. .- R P 5 o 2ae R

The trapdoor was lifting. . As it rose. he flung the chest on
to it and forced it dowir‘again, .

. <

weight to the chest, which jerked upwards sharply. Below
it, the trapdoor rose and fell as the foe tried to force it .
open.” “Drop to the ground—run round the house—and get
those vard gates open.”

Cope drew his gun, gripped it by the barrel, and smashed
the rough-hewn slates outwards with the butt. "In a minute
a gap yawned between the rafters, e

“Through with you, man!”’ he ordered, seizing ari’s
arm. & = -

Cope whirled him off his feet, and, forcing him bodily
through the gap, sent Hari sliding down the outer slates.
As the thick snow below received the Babu’s fat body, Cope
swung out after him. Bruce heard the scurry-of his going as
he slid for the gutter. d

Below the trap was shuddering to a rain of blows. Then
a loud voice barked an order; and a bullet crashed up
through the chest.

Bruce waited for no more. He jumped up, flung the
petrol lamp at the trap, and, as its charge swept in a-blaze
across the rotten boards, stove in the dormer window with
the barrel. '

e squeezed his hefty figure through the frame and
dropped to the yard below. As he sprang for the car he

blundered into someone heavily. He felt two strong hands °

clutech him as, with his opponent, he fell forward into- the
SNOW. -*

“Drat ve, ye varmint!” Joc's husky voiec panted, and
Bruce let go. X o =¥

“ Loose up, you chump—it’s me !”” he gasped. and stumbled |
to lxmjfcet as the sailor released his grip. “The bus—jump
to it !’ : ;

He sprang behind the wheel as the house door flew open.
A tidal wave of natives broke from it, their ‘shrill cries
rising through the whir of the self-starter. ) s

A knife hissed streaking past Bradman's ear. A bulet
chipped the door moulding. .

A flash of flame answered from the racer’s fishtail exhaust.
A Dblast of detonating sound smashed back off the ecircling
walls of the courtyard. T s
« Like an arrow from a bow, the red bus leapt, a hail of
churned-up snow hurtling back in the pursiers’ faces.” Head
on, the racer charged th¢ double gates and took them with
it. : They vanished in & hail of rivén wood. The.red bus
burst out to the track beyond.® =« e

-“Okay ! -We’re here!”” Cope’s cocl voice called.

-The rajah’s aide swooped like a phantom through the -
driving flakes. He dragged the trembling Hari with him," .

pitched him head first into the dickey, then grabbed the

bulbous back and jerked aboard. -

The'ra_cer gave another blast and shot out into the night.
her blazing headlights swooping to her plunge. One arm

_ hooked round the dickey, strut, Cope snappped a brace of

shots” back at the dark forms by the arch, then” cocked a leg
aqrosls the side and slid in-board, still gripping his smoking
pistol! 2 s s A ~ .
“Done ‘em, by Jove!” he chuckled.
: g L ¥
(Next weeli’s GEM eontains another thrilling yarn of
Bruce Bradman entitled : ** Yusuf the Terrible!”)

“Tllzi_t.'_sky}igln:—:at the” back ! he cried. adding his own
“Stroet, LUDGATE
o ‘Bﬂqi?c.e.r“

G RQS E,s ; CIRCUS

“BILLIARDS AT HOME 1i/- per week."

N 4 monthly

SIZE  -on v _ Deposit payments . Cash
ft, 2 fn. X 1 ft. 8 in. 10/- 3/2 19/-
in. X 2 ft. 10/- 5/« 25/-
in. X 2 ft. 3 in. 10/- 7/ = 29/6
mEfLea | a8 | 24| e

A . 8"in. ° = - 6 $
. X.3 ft. 3 in.- 10/- 20/- 77/6

Tomplete with 2 Cue.s, 3 Turned Bails (guarantced unbreakable), Marking
Board,” 8pirit-Level, Rules and Chalk, - COMPLETE LIST FREE.
e -

=y e T 5 - i
THE “BRITANNIA” AIR PISTOL
% A British Produced weapon upholding all the tradi-
= tions of BRITISH WORKMANSHIP. Positively the
most ‘accurate MACHINE-MADE_ pistol ever produced
at the price. ~Beautifully finished, Shoots with great
force and penetration, being made entirely of BEST
STEEL, It will wear for ever. Unrivalled for indoor
/| and outdoor use,. Target and Rat Shooting.
Price, gun blued, 8/6 each. ) With supply of
co, plated -.. ®/s each. Darts and Slugs,
POST FREE. Send for list g Guns, &c., post free, from the maker:
FRANK CLARKE, SPORTS DEPT. 39/41. Lower Loveday St.,
: : BIRMINGHAM. - =

] " Y Abroad 1/-), including Airpost, Bar-
300 s,TAMPs FOR 6d (b;\()llo(;?((])ll(l Iué?’\(’f\‘llglz%m}i\?:; Soxililil

Wales, Gold Coast, ete.—W. A, WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?
Send a stamp to pay postage, and'you will learn how to rid yourself
‘of such a terrible” affliction .free  of charge. Enclose stamp.

Address in confidence: T. 3. TEMPLE, S ecialist, ‘“Palace House,"”
azsy,cgha.itesbury‘A_vgpqe, LQNDON‘,) W.1l. (Lst. over 25-years.)

FREE FUN T YVentriloquists’ Instruments given FREE  to all
= 2 “gending 9d. (P.0.) for latest Novelty and List.
{Targe Parcels .2/86,- 5(=)—A, :RUSSELL, Longdon, Wellington, Salop.

Mo USTAGHES are again fashionable. “Grow a manly moustache
o, ol =W with the MARVEL MOUSTACHE FORCE. -1/6
posted to Marvel Labs., 145, High Holborn, London, W.C.1.

Al applications for Advertisement Space in this publication should

ne addressed to the Advertisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES,
V_:'[‘I\Ie Fleetway House, Farringdon _street, London, E.C.4.

lmn“sin my own height to 6ft. 33ins.!! T. H.,age 163, to 6ft.1
T, F.,age 21, from 5it. 5 to 5it. 10! Ross System
is Genuine. Enrol and Watch Yourself Grow! Fee £2 2s,
Particulars 1id. stamp.—P. ROSS, Height Specialist, Scarborough.

i Will keep your friends and family

" i interested and -amused for hours.

il i J. W. KNOWLES, 194, King’s
NINE DIFFERENT, 2/6, Post Free. : Road, CHELSEA, . S.W.3.

BOY DETECTIVE DISGUISE OUTFITS

containing Grease_ Paints (Sallow or Chinese, Sunburn
or Red Indian); Moustaches; Hair (assorted colours);
Removable Scars and Warts; Toothblack Enamel, etc.,
d etc. TWELVE ITEMS, including useful book, ¢ Secrets

of Disguise,” only 1/6. L 6a s
Paints, Monocle, Beard, etc., 2/6.- ALSO THE MARVEL-
LOUS NEW FU

Mysterious 'Donkeﬁ Puzzle. 'T-slx'Nove
e, 3 INVERKID STRERT, GREENOCK
(@ gﬁmd 2d. stamp for Lisis u_nZi‘ISample.‘) :

Printed and published cvery Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd
Advertisement offices: The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C

rates: Inland and Abroad, 11s. per annum; 5s

s. 6d. for six months. Sole Agents for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs, Gordon & Goteh, Ltd,,
and for South Africa’; Central News Agency, Ltd.— Saturday, December 24th, 1932, R RO 8 L\]LG

., The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,
.4. Registerad for transmission by Canadian Magazine Post. Subscription

/19



