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BLAKE'S UNCLE PLAYS “OLD HARRY” ATST.JIM’S! AMAZING THINGS
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Blake finds his uncle a little strange as soon as he arrives, but when the uncle runs away
from the Head and then locks Blake and D’Arcy in the crypt, Blake thinks there must
be something really wrong with him, but never for a moment does he suspect the truth!

CHAPTER 1.
A Surprise for Blake !

L] Y Dear Nephew Jack,—As I promised some time

ngo, I am about to pay you a visit at the school.

1 am in London for a fow days, and shall have

time to run down to Sussex for an afternocon.
You may expect me on Wednesday, unless 1 should wire to
the contrary.

“Your affectionate uncle,
“ HARRY BLAKE."

“My hat!”

That was Jack Blake's ejaculation as he
going letter, The letter had come by the evenin
on 'Tuesday, and Jack Blake was standing in the
iug it, with a curious expression on his face.

Ho had recognised his Uncle Harry's writing on the out-
sido of the envelope, and he had openecd the letter with s
grin of anticipation; for funds were low in Study No. 6,
and Unele Harry was the most affectionate and generous of
uncles as a rule.

Instead of a postal order, Jack Blake found the above
letter. And the valnr of Study No. 6, after drawing a deep
breath, ejaculated :

“My only summer hat !”
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read the fore-
delivery
fall read-

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augusius [’Arey, his Form-
fellow in the Fourth, and his chum in Study No. 6, stopping
as he caught sight of Blake, and read the dismay in his
face. “What's the mattah, deah boy 1"

Blake grunted.

“ Letter from my uncle”

“That all? Nothin' to wowwy about in that, I suppose "

“1le's coming to see me,”

“Well, they will do these things,” said Arthur Augustus
consolingly, ““A chap’s uncle expects to run down and sco

him at times, you know. Aftah all, it's only to be
expected !
“Ass! Ho—"

“1 wefuse to be called an ass, Blake! 1 am quite willin'
to advise vou if you are in a difficult posish, but it must be
undahstood first of all that T wefuse to be ealled an ass ™

“He's coming on Wednesday afternoon.”

“All the more convenient, I should say, as it is a half-
holiday at this col. 1 should imagine that the worthy old
gentleman has awwanged that on purpose, so as to have
time for a walk with you, deah boy.”

“0Of course he has, ass!” howled Blake. “DBut have you
forgotten that we're playing the Shell that afternoon?”

“ Bai Jove !”

“That’s where the shoe pinches!” growled Blauke.,  “Of
course, I want to see my uncle. He's an awlully jolly litth

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



3

HAPPEN WHEN THE LITTLE GENTLEMAN FROM AFRICA ARRIVES!

By
Martin Clifford.

beggar. I haven't secn him for six or soven vears—not sinco
I was o kid, in fact.” Bluke spoke as if he were now quite
in tho calm and tranquil vale of middle lifo. *“Not since I
waz eight or nine years old; but he sends me ripping tips,
and ho always shoves along a first-class prescnt every birth-
day and Christmas. I want to see him, of course. Only the
thing's unfortunate all round. We're playing the Shell on
Wednesday afternoon. Funds are low, and I want to give
him a jolly time when he comes—""

“I will wiah my governah for a fival,"

Jack Blake grinned,

“The worst of it is, that if I put off the match with the
Shell, he may not come. He’s only in London for o few
days, homo from abroad on business—and if he can't put
it in, he'll wire to let me know—at the last minute, of
course.”

“Bai Jovel That's wuff!"

“Of course it is. If I put off the match with the Shell,
and the wire comes to say it's all right——>": .

Arthur Augustus wrinkled his brows reflectively.

Blake looked glum.

As ho had said, he wanted to sce his uncle. He was an
affectionato lad, and his unclo had treated him well. But a
crickot fixture was important. He could put the fixture off,
But if his uncle couldn't come, after all—well, that would
Lo distinotly rotlen !

That ericket match between the Fourth Form and the
Shell was an important matter, Tom Merry of the Shell
was junior captain in the School House, But Jack Blake
was quite convinced that he could give Tom Merry endloss
oints in the noble game of cricket, Just in a friendly way
e wanted to have a Form match, to show the She!l fellows
that the Fourth knew as much about cricket a= the next
Form above them in the echool,

Most of the half-holidays being filled up with other fix-
tures, Blake had been lucky to secure that Wednesday for
the match,

It had been settled, and now—

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy uttered an exclamation of satis-
faction. !Io?lnd evidently thought of an excellent way out
of the difficulty. Blake looked at him,

"I think I can tell you what's the pwopal thing to do,”
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy remarked. “I'he Shell match
ought not to be put off.”

“Of courso not.”

“But if your uncle comes you can’t caplain the Fourth
Form tuam';'“

“That's it.”

“Then there is only one way out of the difficulty =I will
captain the toam instead of you, deal boy "

'Arcy made this suggestion with an air of great satis-
faction, evidontly deeming that he deserved well of his Form
for having thought of it.

But Blake did not seem at all gratefu',

Instead of jumping at the offer, and telling T Arcy that
ho was a clever chap, and a true chum, he eniffed—not to
say snorted.

“What do you think of the idca',, deah boy 7"

“Rotten |”

a«“w P:h ?'l

“Rotten! Pifflo!”

“ Weally, Blake—-"

“We're playing the Shell to show Tom Moerry and his
gang that we can play cricket quite as well as the Shell,”
6aid Blake, “I wasn’t thinking of giving un exhibition of
humorous ericket,”

"Arcy jommed his eveglass into his eye, and surveyed
Blake from top to toe, and then from toe to top ngain.

His intent gazo travelled from Blake's enrly Lair down to
the toes of his boots, and from his boots 1o {le topmost curl
on_his head once more.

Blake ought to have been shrivelled up by the lofty scorn
in the stare, but he wasn’t; ho didn’t even appear to notice
it. He looked at the letter aguin.

“It's all right,” he said. “'The match is oft, I'll tell
Tom Merry eo. I'm going to look after my uncle, if he
comes, that's a cert. He's an awfully docent little chap.
Did you speak, Gussy "

“I wegard you with ecorn.”

“(io0 hon!”

“1 ehall insist upon playin' the Shell, all the same, and
il you don't get up a team, I shall get up a team.”

“Oh, you can get up a chimney, 1f you like ! xaid Blake,
and he turned and marched off fowards Tom Merry's study
to break the news,

“ Blake——"

" Sorry—can't stop,"

“I wegard you—"

But Blake ‘was gone.  I’Arcy looked afier his cloim
through his monoclo for a few moments, with wrath in his
aristocratic countenance, and then he slowly turned and
made his way into the quadranglo,

Jack Blake, with tho letter in his hand, marched nlong
thadShcll passage, and kicked at the door of Tom Merry's
study,

“Come in, fathead!” sang out the cheery voice of the
hero of the 8hell.

And Blake went in. Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther,
the chums of the Shell, were at tea, The anxious expression
upon the Fourth-Former's face excited their interest at once,

——

CHAPTER 2.
Captains Courageous !

OM MERRY was pouring out a second cup of tea for
Manners, when Blake came in, and he paused to
look inquiringly at Blake.

The teapot remained poised in his hand.

““ Nothing wmn;j. Blake 7" he asked,

FFor, although the Shell and the LFourth Form might be
rivals in many matters, especially on the cricket field, there
was never anything but real, good fellowship between the
leaders of tho rival Forms, at bottom,

Jack Blake nodded.

“Not exactly wrong,” he said.
my uncle. I haven't seen him for dog's ages, and ho's
coming to the school on Wednesday. 1 shall have to chum
up wltrt h him and show him round, and so forth. 'I'he match
s off.

“Saves you a licking," said Lowther con=olingly.

“Rats | Of course, we should have licked you hollow [

" OfF course—I don't think |”

“He's a jolly littloe chap as I remember him,” enid Blake.
“He's been awfully decent to me. I couldn’t fail to play
up, you know, on Wednesday.”

“That’s all right,” said ‘Tom Merry heartily, “If the
match is off, we’ !u.'lp vou show him round.”

“Thanks awfully | That's settled, then.'

“8o are the sardines,”” remarked Monty Lowther,

“Eh? What's that?” remarked Tom Merry.

“You've been pouring the tea into the dish of sardines
for tho last two minutes, that's all,” said Lowther, grinning,
“If you've done, you may as well leave off,”

“My hat!"

Tom Merry jerked the teapot round from the sardines,
There was a yell from Manners. He was reaching for the
ra:]u:lms, and he received a stream of hot tea across the
wrist,

“Ow! Wow! Youdummy!”

" Borry | '

Tom Mcrrir jerked the teapot back, and Lowther shricked
us he was splashed across the legs.

“Hold on! Ow "

“Sorry | I—"

"You utter ass!” roared Lowther.
being sorry? You've sealded me !*

“LI'm sorry! The ten’s wasted now—-""

“The tea! I'm scalded !

“Never mind! It's jolly lucky there's some more hot
water in the kettle, Stick it on the fire, Manncrs, and stir
the fire.”

“You shricking idiot—""

"Seems to me you're doing the shricking,” said Tom
Merry. “I'm sorry—"

“Br-p-r-r!”

Jack Blake grinned and left the study, The voices of the
Terrible Three were raised in wrathful argument as he
walked away. There was a sound of smashing crockery as
Lie went down the passage, and he chuckled.

Herries and Digby, his ¢hums in the Fourth, stopped him
a: hie passed Study No, 6. They were looking serious,

“What's this about Wednesday's match being off 1 asked
Dighy. “Gussy has just told us you—-"

“Yes. My uncle’s coming.”

“You won't be able to play?”

“No. Rotten, isn't jt?"

“Yes,” said Dighy, not, however, showing the sorrow that
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might Lave been expected. “But I don’t see outting the
match. I wouldn't mind captaining the side.”

“Oh, rats!" said Herries warmly. *“ Of course, it would
be rot to put the match off ; but I'm the fellow to cap—"

“Now, look here, Herries—""

“ Look here, Dig—"

“You know something about dogs, but your ericket would
make an angel weep, and you jolly well know it.”

“ l.»\nd yours would make a gargoyle snigger, if you come
to that.”
“If you want a swollen noso, Herries—"

“If you want a black eyo, Dig—"

“I'll jolly well—"

**No, you won’t, you assl" .

“Who are you calling an ass, you cheerful idiot? I—"

“ Look here—"

“Rots 1” .

“Go it |” said Blake cheerfully, and he strolled on, leaving
the two juniors nrguinfl matters out on the linoleum. Reilly
of the Fourth collared him as he reached the stairs.

“Iaith, Blake darling—"

“ Hallo, Tipperary, what do you want?"”

“Don’t put off the match on Wednesday—""

Jack Blake chuckled.

“ Aro you willin‘ to skipper in my place?’” he asked.

“Faith, and that's just what I was thinking of, darlin

“Go and talk it over with Horries and Dig,” said Blake.
“Thoy're discussing tho matter now.”

And he strolled away, grinning.

"

CHAPTER 3.
Piotting a Plot !

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY wrinkled his brows in
A thought as he strolled in the quad. Arthur
Augustus, like others in the Fourth Form, didn’t seo

utting that match off. .

The Fourth-Formers meant to knock the 8hell lk,-hlﬁh
that time, and, of course, every fellow in the side was fully
capablo of acting as captain at a pinch—in his own opinion,
at least. never was a cricket eleven that didn’t
contain cloven possible captains, if the opinions of the
oleven were to be credited.

“Wats 1" said Arthur Augustus aloud. “I weally can’t
stand this absurd obstinacy in Blake. I'm surpwised at
it, for he's usually a sensible chap, I've pointed out the
pwopah thinq to do, and he ought to have jumped at it.”

“And didn't he?" said a voice.

Arthur Augustus jumped himself, .

In nhis abstractedness he had nearly walked into three
youths who were standing near the fountain in the quad-
rangle, regarding him with broad smiles.

The three wore Figgins, Kerr, and W nn—["i%lgins & Co.
of the New House, the ancient vivals of the School House
uniora.

! “Bai Jove! Did you speak, Figgins?” asked D’Arcy,
turning_ his eycglass upon the long-limbed chicf of the New
House juniors,

‘I'ne New House trio grinned knowingly at one another,
but, catching D'Arcy’s cye, they immediately assumed the
most grave expressions.

“Yes, rather! Didn't he jump at it?"” asked Figgins
o¢ if amazed,

“No, he didn’t. He absolutely wefused.”

“Too bad " said Figgins sympathetically.
bad—altogether rotten. By the way, who was he, an
did he refuse?”

And the Co, chuckled.

“It weally does not concern you chaps, as New Houso
boundahs,” said D’Aroy, with an air of reflection. *This
owickot match is confined to the School House. New Houso
boundahs are not admitted.”

“Yes, 1 hear you've got some measly match on for to-
morrow afternoon,” assented Figgins. * You've got the
chock to call it Fourth Form v. Shell.”

* Yaas, wathah!”

“You seem to forget that a big part of the Fourth Form
and tho 8hell dig in the New House, and that the leaderof
thg "I{;ouﬂl’} Form is there, too.”

al

“ Altogether
what

_“We were thinkinf of coming,’”’ said Figgins patron-
isingly. “We should like to see how you chaps play cricket
on your own. It will be worth watching.”

*The match isn't comin’ off, deah boy 1"

“Oh, you find you're not quite up to it, eh? Look here,
if you like we'll get you half a dozen Fourth-Formers from
the New House to give your team a sort of backbone,” said
Figgins generously. “ With Wynn and Kerr to bowl, and
mo to bat, you would be able to give the Shell fits.”

“You are awfully kind, deah boy 1"

Tug Gem LiprarY.--No. 1,319,
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“1 mean to be kind.”

“But I wefuse, all the same. You sce, this is a School
Houso match, and only School House fellows are playin’,
Besides, the match is off,”

“Well of all the asses—'"

“I wefuse to be called an ass, Tho posish is a wathah
cuwious one,” said D’Arcy. "I should weally be glad of
your opinion of the mattah, deah boys!”

“What-ho 1" said Figgins, with o wink at the Co, “ Gather
round, my sons ! Now then, Gussy, go ahead | Get on with
the confession !’’

“You sce, Blake has an uncle—"

“Where did he get it?"

“Weally, Fi¥i11_',

“Bome are born with uncles,” said Figgins.
haven't uncles, and some have uncles thrust upon them,—
Shakespeare. Which is Blake's cl::hf"

“His anla is comin’ to the ool to-mowwow aftah«
noon—-

“Well, I've had an uncle come to the school, and no
' said Figgina, *“What is there to worry

“Soma

bones broken,’
about 1"

“You sce, this uncle chap has beon abwoad six or seven
years, and Blake wants to do the ]iwopah thing by him
when he comes. Of course, that's only wight and pwopah.
I have always appwoved of gwoat wespect bein’ shown to
eldahly welatives. Blake says he's a nico little chap, too,
this uncle. Blake is goin' to cut the match, so as to show
his uncle wound.”

“Good old Blake! We'll help him I

“Yaas, that's all wight; but he wants to cut the match.
Of course, there's no harm in him cuttin’ it himself, as I
could captain in his place quito as well—pewwaps a little
bettah; but he insists upon sowatchin’ the match, !

“Oh, that's rot!” said Figrim solemnly. “He uvught
to have jumped at the chance of letting you skipper them.”

“Yaas, that's what I thought; and I was thinkin' that it
was my duty to get up an ¢leven and play the Shell myself.”:

"Yood b l‘lmmlf'“k good wh FPiggins?

“You weally think it is a wheoze, Figgins 12

"Rgppmgl What do you say, Korr 1

“ Firat chop !"” said Kerr.

“What do you say, Wynn?"
“I'm hungry ! said Wynn, coming out of his reverie,

“I'm hunﬁrr_v i
“You ass!” roared Fifgin:. “T didn’t ask you if you
wero hungry. I knew that without asking. I asked you
what you thought of D’'Arcy’s wheeze!”

“Oh, olly&ood 1”” said Fatty Wynn, “What is it?”

“Weally, Wynn—"

“It's ripping 1" said Figgins. “Go ahead, Gunﬁ L

“Yaas, wathah ! You sce, Blake's uncle says that he may
wiah at the last moment to say he isn't comin’, if he can't
find time aftah all. Undah those circs, it seems to mo it
would be a cwyin’ shame to put the match off.”

“8o it would, rather. Besides, we want to sce Gussy &
Co. play. It would be worth sceing. It would boe_as funny
as the time you disguised yoursal[ as a boots, and tried to
take the Grammarians in!”

* Weally, Figgins—"

“I say, I'm 03 hunﬁ{ll" said Fa.tty Wynn. “Are you
coming towards the tuckshop, D’Arcy 12

“No, I am not, dub.boill i

“Then good-bye 1” said Fatty Wynn. .

The New House trio strolled away, and D'Arcy, fortified
in_ mind by Figgins' advice, went back to the School [louse
with a very determined expression upon his faco.

. Kerr was looking "thoughtful. In the tuckshop, Fatty,
Wynn asked him twico whether he would havo an ice, with-
out eliciting any roply.

“By gum !” said Kerr, at last.
work ?”

“Will you have an ice?” bawled Fatty Wynn for the
third time.

But Figgins dropped his hand upon Fatty's shoulder and
told him to ring off.

Wynn stared at him.

“It's & wheeze,” said Figgins. “I know it b
in his eye. It’s time we wiped up the School
Now then, Kerr, what is it?” .

Kerr was still thinking deeply. IHe did not reply for
the moment, and Figgins waited patiently.

For, although Figgins was the great chief of the Now
Houso juniors in their alarums excursions against the
School House fellows, Figgins himself would have been the
first to admit that Kerr supplied most of tho brains to the
Co. Kerr was one of those quiet fellows, with a total absence
of anythinq. like “swank " about them, who, nevertholess,
*“get there ” all the time, to use an Americanism. i

%;'err could think thm;iu out, with his clear, quick brain,
while other fellows were fumbling with the subject. Nothing

“I wonder if it would

the gleam
ouse again.



EVERY WEDNESDAY

ever escaped Kerr's keen eye. Kerr played the violin, and
took photographs, and composed Latin odes, and wrote the
best article in “Tom Merry's Weekly.” His great gift,
however, was impersonation—he was the son of a famous
actor, and inherited all his father’s gifts. He had played off &
joke on the Grammar School by visiting it in the guise of a
new boy with Tom Merry. And Figgins, who freely ad-
mitted that in brains he wasn't in the same street with his
Seottish chum, always listened to Kerr's ideas with the
greatest respect.

When Kerr thought of a wheeze, Figgins was always
ready to play up unﬁ carry it out.

Q%

“Blake's uncle "

“Yes. You heard Gusty say he wa: a little man.”

“What on carth——"

‘' Blake is to have a wire to morrow il lie isn't coming.”

“That's right.”

“Then, my sons, look out for that wire,” said Kere. “If
that wire comes, Blake's uncle won't—and then there'll bo
;;ha biqgﬂt. most frabjous jape we've ever worked off in our
ives !”

“Explain " shouted Figgins and Fattr Wynn together.

* Listen, then!”

And Kerr lowered his voice

Io bshied tones of great

N

LT
s e
R :ﬂuf{t‘ g

.

The bat flashed —the ball whizzed hard back to the bowler !
astonished bowler gave a gasp and tumbled over.

“I wonder——"" said Kerr again, and theon he stopped.

I'iggine waited.

“It would be tremendous 1" said Kerr.

“Tho wheeze 1"

“Yes."

“Up against the Scliool [Touse t”
Yes."

“ Amazing !

o

“Tremendous 7

“Yes"

“ Amazing 7"

“Yos,"

“Good !"” exclaimed I'iggins. “Now, what's the wheeze?
We'll work it, if it costs us a leg! (o ahcad, my bonnie
boy 1"

IKerr was still looking very serions.

21t all depends upon Blake's unele not coming,” he said.

‘# =

Orash went the round red ball on Qore's ribs, and the
“Ow ' yelled Qore.

caution he explained, and Figgins gnsEod and Fatty Wynn
yelled, In whispers, with many a chuckle, the three juniors
plotted the.plot.

CHAPTER 4.
Who Shall be Skipper ?

ACK BLAKE was in 8tudy No. 6 in the IFourth Form
passage, hard at work upon his prep, when Arthur
Augustus camo in.

Herries and Digby were not there.  They had
finished their argument a short time before, and Herries had
gona to a bath-room to bathe his nose, and Dighy was
Tc;ittlinq up and down in scarch of a beefsteak 40 put on his
[ t’ l:\'.l‘

Tue Gem Lionarv.—No. 1,319,
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Dake was al work, with a very virtuous feeling, as he was
tho only ono at work in the study.

“ Blake, deah boy !

Jack Blake looked wp and made a sign for silence, He
|.Inm\.[d I]\is"ﬂngnru on his lips in a most mysterious way.

“Ilush !

1’ Arey looked puzzled,

" Whal’s the matter, Blake 7"

“1nsh ! Not a word!”

“Weally, deali hoy—"

“8h 1"

Arthur Aungnstus adjusted his monocla and looked at
Blake, and then looked ronnd the stndy.  If there had been
a sick man in the study Blake could not have been moro
impressive, Bot thers was no sign of a sick man.

“Are yon off your wockal, Blake!”

“'No. Ilush!” .

::I wt:,fusn to hush! Why should T hush? Is anybody ill "

“What's tho mattal, then?"”

“I'm working,” said Blake. “I've got to be very carcfu]
with my prep to make sure of getting throngh all right to-
morrow. 1 mustn’t risk being detained in the morning.
2en? (o away quietly, on tiptoe "

1o turned to the tabla again. Arthur Augustus gazed at
him spoochlessly. He had been told to hush in that mys-
torious way simply so that ho should not interrupt Blake’s
prep.  In spito of Blake's grave face, D'Arcy realised very
“learly that his chum was solemnly pulling his leg.

*Diake,” he said at last, “I wegard you as an uttah
wottah, T wefnse to hush ! T hava come heve to speak to
you."

“Couldn’t you go and ﬁ[uoak to Ilerries, inustead 7

“Cartainly not | '

“'Well, there’s Dig.

“T wofusn—"

“Then U'll tell you what,
speak to him."

“I twust you will not exaspewnte me, Blake. 1 should
be sowwy to have to give you a feahful thwashin',” said
Arthnr Augustus. “1 fmm como heah to speak about tho
match for to-mowwow aftahnoon. 1 liave it
sewatched 1”

“But that's settled.”

1 deeline to wegard it as scttled,
the side.”

“So aro Ilervies and Dig, and Reilly and Kerruish, and
Hancock and Dixon, and the rest of the Fourth Korm,”
said Blake, “Now, a toam ought to ba well led, I know,
hut cleven eaptains to one team are too many.”

""Thn othahs would no donbt acknowledge my supewior
claim.”

*“Yes, I think I can sce them doing it,” grinned Blake,
“But, look here! If the IFFourth Form plays tho Shell
without me, tho Fourth will get licked, unless we strengthen
tho team with somo New House fellows.”

“1 fail to seo it.”

“It will be rotten to have the Slell erowing over us.
Still, if the ecloven thinks that tho match ought to ho
played, and can decide on a skipper, I don’t object. Now,
that’s fair, I suppose? Go and get licked.”

“ Vewy good. 1 will hold a meetin’ of the eleven heah.”

“That yon jolly well won't! 1'm doing my prep here.
IItl}]d o mecting on the roof, if you like, or in Taggles
lodge.

“I will hold it in a class-woom, then.”

“’I'hen go and hold it, old chap; and if you could manage
to hold your jaw, too, I should take it as a pcrsonal
favour.”

“Weanlly, Blake—"

“Buzz off, Guasy | Can’t you sco I'm busy "

And Blake plunged into his work again, Arthur Angustus
closed tho door eomphatically as ho withdrow, 8Still, upon
the wholo ho was satisfied.  All that remained now was
1that he should prove to the rest of the eleven that ho was
the follow to take tho lead, and tho matter would bo
sottlod,

It was possibloe that that would require some proving,
however.

ID’Arey lost no time in calling the meeting.
nsked and obtained Mr. Railton's permiszion to held a
ericket ecommitteo in a class-room, he proeceeded to eall
togoether tho members of the 8chool Houso Fourth Form
team.,

Mora than thirty Fourth Formd juniors hearded in the
School TTouse, and as most of them played oricket, DBlake
had not had much diflienlty in getting together a decont
elaven, withont ealling npon  (he  Fourth-Formers who
honrded over the way in the Now Housn,

The fonr chums of Study No. 6—Blake, Herrica, Dighy,
and D Arey—wera the hackbone of the tezm, Reilly, the

I've Gey Linany.—No, 1,319,

I'm sure he would be pleascd.”

Co to Tom Merry's study and

wefuse to

I am willin' to coptain

TTaving
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hoy from Belfast, and Kerruish tho Manxman, were very
nearly on a lovel with them, Then there were Hancock,
Dixon, Bright, ®mith minor, and Yates, all respcctable
ericketers.  Blaka being left out, another fellow wonld
bhe wanted; but D’Arcy left that to bo settled later. He
would have enough to do to convinco nine fellows that ho
was tho proper fellow for skipper.

Tha swell of St Jim’s met Herriea coming from tho bath-
voom. Herries looked very washed and wet about the
roots of his hair, and his collar was a little limp. His
nose was decidedly swollen and very red.

“Bai Jove, Hewwics, what's the mattah, old chap 7™ asked
I’ Arcy, in surprize,

Herrvies grunted.

“That ass, ig! Wao had an argument—"

“Bai Jove, here's Digt” .

Dig camo along tho passage. He had failed to discover
a raw beefsteak anywhere within the walls of the School
House, and his eyo was turning from an art shado of blue
to a deep and beautiful black.

“Bai Jovel Dig!”

“It's that dummy, Herries!” growled Dig.

“Look here, Dig1”

“ Look here, Herries|”

“If you had not been such an asg—"

:‘}f you hadn’t heen such a dummy——"!

* Pway hold on, deah boys!” exclaimed Arthur Angustus,
pushing between them, as they began to look warlike
ugain,  “Pway don’t act the giddy ox, you know. It's all
settled about tha mateh to-mowwow.”

“Oh! Is Blako playing "

“No; ho's going to cut the match, and go wound with
his avunculah welative, but—"

“Then I'm to—"

“Then I'm to—"

“Pway allow me to finish, deah boys. It's settled that
I'm to captain the <idy in the match with the Shell.”

Hervies and Dighy ceased to stare at each other, and
turned their stares upon the swell of the S8chool Houge.

“Look here,” said [lerries, “this is no time for jokes!"”

“It ien't a joke,” said Arthur Augustus indignantly, “I
havo settled it with Blake. We're holdin’ & meetin’ of the
cleven in No. 2 clase-woom, and I'm to captain if the
cleven agwee, 4

“Yes, they'll agree—I don't think!” grunted Herries,
“Don’t be an ass!”

“I wefusoe to be called an ass!”

“1 wish you'd refuze to be one, Now, look hore—"

“I decline to look there. 1 twust you will not compel
mn to give you a feahful thwashin’, llewwies.”

“Ila, ha, hal”

“T sea no cause for wibald laughtah,

“Oh, ring off, Gussy 1”

“1 wefuse to wing off, I——"

“ Ruulil

“Did you say wats to me, Howwics?”

“Yes, I did. What about it?”

“Put up your hands, deah hoy!”

1)'Arcy pushed back his cuffs,

The next moment the juniors were rolling on the floor.
Digby gazed at them with a grin. Herries jumped up—
and Arthur Angustus sat on the linoleum gasping for
hreath and groping for his eyeglass.

“Bai Jove!”

“Comea on, Dig.,” enid Herries. *Lat'a get the fellows
to the meeting, Gussy can sort himself out.”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

And Herries and ‘Dighy went along the Fourth IForm
passage, calling the members of the 1"ourl.h Form claven
to tho meeting.  Arthur Augustus sat gasping still,

The Terrible Threo came along the passage, and stopped
to stare at him.

“Curious place 1o choozo to take a rest,” Monty Towther
remarked,

“Ow! I'm not westin’, you ass!”

“What's the game, then?”

“Pwav lend mo a hand, deah boys.”

Tom Merry lent him n hand, and thoe swell of St Jim’s
staggered up. Heo etraightened out his collar, and dusted
s trousers with his handkerchicf.

“Bai Jovel The wuff ass!”

“What's the trouble?” asked Tom Morry euriously.

“We'ra playin® you to-mowwow, aftah all, Tom Mewwy,
And we wero just arguin' about tho captainey of tho
Fourth Form team——"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Howevah, T cannct stay hera talkin® to silly asses; 1
st get to tho meotin',”

Ao Arthur Anenstog
the Shell roared,

o [Ta—"

Jp—

»

J—

gendded away,  The chums of
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CHAPTER 5,
An Excited Mesting!

“ roeRr
“Shut up!”
“Silence 1"

Tom Merry looked into the class-room. There
were ten Fourth-Formers present, and they were making
enough noise for twenty or thirty. .

Ten men of Blake's cleven were there, Blake himself
boing still at work in his study. Of tho ten there was not
one who was not fully convinced (hat he was the very
chap that was required to fill the vacant captainecy, and
that the others were prevented from recognising an evident
faot b{ sheer obstinacy.

In tho School House, the Fourth F'orm and the Shell ran
a cricket olub in conjunction, the junior School House
Cricket Club. When the Fourth und the Shell were divided,
ag on the present occasion, the members followed the lead
of Blake, or Tom Merry, according to the Form they
belonged to. That was a simple arrangement; but Blaku
having scratohed, chaos rcigned among the Fourth Form
section—as in Israel of old, when there was no king, and
every man did what was right in his own cyes.

Lvery follow being bent upon maintaining his own
claims, there was plenty of noise, plenty of threatening
and stamping, and no business done.

The chums of the Shell chuckled as they looked in.

“Jolly, ien’t it?"” remarked Lowther. “Let’'s watch 'em!
This is as good s o comedy.”

But hostile eyes wero upon them already,

“Faith, and there's the Shellfish grinning at the door!"
exolaimed Reilly,

There was a roar.

“Kick them out!”

“Bai Jove! Follow me, deah bovs!”

And Arthur Augustus rushed to the attack. The Fourth-
Formers were excited, and they weren't inclined for any
chipping from the Shell just then,

Tom Merry & Co. did not wait for the rush. They grinned
and went down the passage, and the Fourth-Formers hurled
taunts and catcalls after them. Reilly slammed the door.

“Now, gentlemen——" began Arthur Augustus.

“Order "

“I wefuse to ordah—I mean-——"
chaps—""

, and [——"'

“Look here—"

" ure 1__"

“Br.r-r-r!”

Reilly and Hancock retired to a corner with their arms
lovingly round one another’s necks to finish the argument.
Bright and Dixon were already rolling on the floor. D'Arcy
surveyed them through his eveglass.

“I wegard this as a widiculous way of settlin' the
mattah,” he exclaimed. “It would be much simplah 1o
select me as skippah.”

“More rats!"

“Tf dvou say more wats to me, young Kewwuish——"

“And many of 'em!” snid Kerruish,

“Then I shall have no wesource but to thwash you,” said
D'Arcy, slipping his eyeglass into his pocket. *“Pway put
up your hands, deah boy!”

And Arthur Augustus and the Manx boy pranced round
each other, hitting the air a great deal, and one another
every now and then.

*Look here, you chumps,” said Dighy. *“We shall never
settle it b juwing or by slogging one another. Why not
toss up, old man?"”

“Better elect me,” said Herries.
simpler.”

“That's quicker and

“Good, let's toss up!” exclaimed Dixon. “It's no good
keeping on like this—we chall have the prefects here =oomn.
It }(nox hears us, he'll come in with a cane—he's always
looking for a chance to go for us.”

“Ow! DBaiJove! Wow! Welease me, you wuffian '™

Kerruish had his arm round D'Arcy’s neck, and was
gattm[; D'Arcy's head intp chancery. " The swell of the
Hchool House strug{gled violently.

“Welcase me! will let you off!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Kerruial:; giving the swell of the
Fourth o tap on the nose. “You'll let me off, will you?”

“Yans, I won't thwash you.”

“No, I don't think you will.”

) ! Leggo! 1 make it pax!”

“1la, ha, ha!”

Kerruish released the swell of the Fourth, laughing too
much to hold him any longer. D'Arcy staggoerod to a desk
and sat down, His collar was terribly rumpled, and his
uecktis hung out by one end,

“Bai Jove! Kewwuish, T wegard rou a3 a wufian.’

“Ha, la, ha!"

“Stop that row, all of vou!” shiouled Ierrier * We're
going to toss up, odd man out, for the skippership, Order!”

“ faas, wathah! That's a good ideal ! I nevah thought
of that, you know!”

Order was restored at last,

Odd man out was the best method of scttling the dispute,
for any amount of punching and pummelling would never
have convinced that team that it did not contain ten first-
cluss oricket captains, )

"l‘:\nybmly got a penny?” asked Dighy, feeling in his

i

ocket.

“Will a shillin® do, deah boy?"”

“Certainly. You don't mind if it's lo=1?"

“Weally, Dig—"

“Now timn, there's ten of us,” said Dighy thought{utly.,
“Look hero!  T'll chuck the shilling ou the floor—"

“Bai Jove!"”

“And shove my foot on it. Then rou can all guess in
turn, head or tail, and those who are wrong walk out.
Then the winners settle it, Now, then!”

Clink !

“Hallo, where did that go®"

“It rolled somewhcre.” said Herrics.

“Iaith, so it did—but where?”

T'here was a general hunt for the shilling.

But they hunted in vain, It was not to bLe found. Tt
had rolled somewhere, under a desk or into o corner, and
they failed to find it. .

“Pity it wasn’t a penny,” remarked Dighy. *Never
mind, {'\'e found a penny and we'll toss up again.”

“Weally, deah boy, my shillin'——"

“Never mind your shilling now, Gu-sy. Iere goes!”

“But weally—"

Click!

The penny descended, and Digby put his foot on it

Six fellows Xronouncc-d head, and four tail. It turned out
to be tail. rthur Augustus, Digby, Herries, and Dixon
were the four who named it corrcctly,

“Good !"" said D'Arcy. “I don’t think this need go any
furthah. If you thwee fellows make up your minds o elect
me—

“Oh! Ring off !”

Dighy tossed up again, and this time Herries and himself
failed to name the coin correctly. 1)'Arcy picked it up.

“Dixon, deah boy, shall we take the twouble to toss"

“What-ho!" eaid Dixon; “unless you want to resign
your chance to wne?”

“Pway don't be a widiculous ass, deal boy.”

“Go ahead!”

D'Arcy tossed the penny,

“Tail!” said Dixon.

“Head, deah boy.”

“Oh, bother!”

Arthur Augsutus looked round upon the assembly ol
disgusted juniors with a bland swmile.

“It's all wight, deah boys.”

“Is it?" growled Digby. “I ecall it all wrong."”

“That is merely a si?lv wejudice on vour part, Dig. T
am convinced that we shall beat the Shell hollow if you
c'h.nlps back me up to-mowwow. As captain of the side, 1
will select the eleven men., By the way, where is that
shillin’?  Pway stay and help me look for it, deah boys."”

But the dear boys declined to slay, now that the cap-
taincy was decided. They marched out. When Tom Merry
looked into the class-room ten minutes later Arvthur Augustus
was still looking for his shillin',

CHAPTER 6.
Blake is Asked Out to Tea!
Fl(}(}l;\'s camo over towards the School House in the

dusk.
e affected not 1o hear several personal remarks
from the School llouss jumiors who caught sight
of him. Bome of them wanted to know how the New House
chap had the check to show himself in a respectable place.
Others affectionately inquired whether ho had taken an
over-dose of anti-fat for his calves. Some questioned as to
where he had dug up hizs features, Some, again, asked him
if he was wonrinq a Guy Fawkes' wmask; and others asked
him why he wasn't.
Figgins marched on with a loftr disregard of those
personal observations, which excited conziderable surprize.
“The bounder's got something on,” taid Monty Lowtler,
“Let's bump him,”
And there was a rush for Figgins.
He skipped into the School House, and half a dozen
juniors skipped in afier him. They found Figgins speaking
ug Gex Lisrarv.—No, 1,310,
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to Kildare of tho Sixth, the captain of the school; and they
looked sheepish and skipped out again.

Figgins grinned. He had stopped to speak to Kildaro
hecausa he knew that the juniors wouldn’t venture upon any
japing in the presence of the high and mighty head of the
Eixth Form. ) )

Kildare laughed; Le guessed what Figging' object was,
too,

“What are you deing in the School House, Figgins?” he
asked.

“Only going up to speak to Blake, Kildare. I can't see
him in tho quad, o I suppose he's in the House.”

Kilduro nodded, and Figging went upstairs unpursued,
Dut in tho upper passages several juniors canght sight of
him, and there was another rush. i

Ho scudded along to the door of Study No. 6, with
Ilerries and Dighy and D’Arey hot on his track.

Figgina toro open tho door, and rushed in, and Blake
jumped up, with an exclamation. DBlake had finished work,
and was thinking about tea, .

*Ilallo, is that tho wild man from Borneo?” he exclaimed,

“Tt's me ! said Figging breathlessly and ungrammatically,

“My dear chap, you sghould say it's I—-"

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arey. “Wo can’t have nn{'of
your New Houso gwammah in this study, Figgins. ou
say it is 1"

“ But it isn't you,” said Figgins, “It's 11"

“Woally, Figgins—>" o

“Wao found this bounder prowling about,” =aid Dighy.
“Got anything to say before you go out on your neck,
Figgy !

“Pax! 1 came to slacnk to Blake.”

““I'hat’s all very we ‘

“It's all right, Dig—I don't want to give you another
eye to match that one,” said Figgins, “1 hear that Blake
has an uncle or something of the sort coming to-morrow, and
he's weratching the matcﬁ with Tom Merry.”

*The match will bo played, all the same, deali boy, and
shall skip,” said D’Arcy.

“You will which?”

“ Ski[J'lJ

“TIs it & game of skipping with the Shell 77

“Certainly not! I mean, I shall be skippah.”

“Oh, I sea! Well, if you haven't had tea, Blake——"

“I haven't,” said Blake. “TI've done my prep first to
make sure of it. Aro you going to fill the kettle, Dig”

“I've had tea in Hall.”

“What about yon, Guasy?”

“I've had tea, dcah boy, and now I'm going to do my

—

pwep.” .

"bh, rats! I want some tea, anyway. You're not going
to do your prep on this table now !” said Blake indignantly.
“Why can’t you work hard, as I do, and get it over carly?
Blessed if I'd bo a slacker |”

“1 wefuse to bo called a slackah !

“Come and have tea with us, Blake,” said TFiggins.
“That's really what 1 came over for, to ask you to come to
ten. Wynn is cooking some special sausages,”

Jack Blake looked at him,

“ What's tho gnme ?” ho asked bluntly.

“Game }” said Figging, appavently not ecomprehending,

“Yes. What is 1t?7"”

“My dear chap, surcly we can invito a pleasant, talkativo
fellow to tea without being suspected of any game!” said
Iigging, in an injured tono. " If you knew what an acquisi-
tion you were to any teasparty, you wouldn't talk about a
game.”

“No gammon ?” eaid Dlake,

“Well, will you come? The sausages are rippi;m, and
Fatty Wynn is turning out a now thing in table jellics.”

" I{'a pax i”

“Certainly [

“Then Ill cone,
down his cap.
gone,”

“1 wefuse to be alluded to as a kid!”

“Well, goat, then,” said Blake, niaking a concession,

“1 decline to be 1

But Blake was gone with Figgins, The door of the study
slummed, and tho threo Fourth-Formers wero left to their
preparation.  Jaelk Blake, still considerably puzzled, crossed
the quadrangle with the New House junior in the dusk.

It was not unusual for the juniors of tho rival Iouses to
have tea with one another at times when rows were off ;
still, Blake was puazled. Ho could not help fecling that
there was something behind this,

Iigginag chatted away agreeably as they strolled over in
the dusk, Ile praised Blake’s cricket freely, and declared
that it would be a terrible pity if Blake didn’t play in tho
FForm match on tho morrow. ﬁ]uku stared at him,

“Oh, get off 1”7 he said, with Yorkshire dircetness,
“What's the game, T say? It's true that 1 play better

J'uk Ges Lierary,—No. 1,319,

\\:it-h pleasure,” said  Blake, »laking
“You kids can get your prep done while I'm

THE GEM LIBRARY

ericket than you do, of course, but you know you jolly well
don’t think so, Figgy.”

“Well, here we are!” said Figgins, changing the subject.

They went into the New House, and met Monteith, the
head prefect, in the Hall, He called to Figgins,

“Figgins, I want you—" .

“Oh, T say, Menteith! I'm engaged,” said Figgina.
“Young Pratt is looking for a chance to fag, ain't you,
Pratt 1"

“Well, I'm blessed !” said Pratt.

“Oh, Pratt will do!” said Monteith carclessly,

And Pratt, with a dozed stare at Figgins, followed the
prefect, and had the pleasuroe of fagging for him, Figgina
was leader of the juniors, and Pratt guessed that he had
something on, and loyally backed him up.

Figgins mado haste to get to his study before lie could he
called upon by any other senior. A pleasant smell of cook-
i;lp,‘ nrou.'-.-llv:dy from the study when tho juniors opened the
door,

There was a bright fire glowing in the grate, and Faity
Wynn was standing before 1t with an equally gfowing_ face,
attending to a frying-pan, Kerr was giving tho finishing
tonches to laying the table,

“Just fnished,” snid Fatty Wynn,  “CGlad to see you,
Blake, llope you've brought an appetile with you,”

“What-ho !” said Blake,

“Make the tea, Kerr, old chap.”

“Right-ho—the kettle's just on the boil.”

The tea was mado—sausages served. DBlake sat down at
tho table, still in a state of considerablo surprise.  There
wins a big cake in the middle of tho table, and jellies
hardening in big moulds on tho shelf. It was evident that
Figgins & Co meant to “do him down " well.

“Well, this is ripping 1" Blake remmarked.

“(ilad i i “Katty can ecook

ou liko it,” said 1"1fgi1m.
sauzages, 1'll say that for him, was thinking of making o

fig pudding, but there wasn't time.”

Blake felt very glad that thero wasn't time, hut he did
not eny go. He wired into the sausages, tho ham, and the
Lread and-butter,

“You've got an
casnally,

" Yes, rather |”

“And you're ecratching the mateh with the Shell in con-
sequence, eht”

" No. Gussy's taking my place,” grinned Blake, “If my
wuele comes, it will Eﬁ somcething for him to sce—QGus:y
x-lnp]poring a ericket team,”

“1a, ha, ha! It's a bit of a joke to seo you School Houso
clinps playing oricket any time,” remarked Fatty Wynn,
forgetting himself for a moment,

Jack Blake glared.

“What's that?” he demanded.

I'iggins gave Fatty w warning glance, and the fat Fourth-
I'ormer bolted a huge lump of hot sausage in his confusion,
and nearly choked,  Kerr patted him on tho back, and
Biake had risen to lend a hand when Fatty recovered,

“Of course, wo've heard about your uncle,” Figgins
remarked,  “You called on him that time you were in
America with Tom Merry,”

Blake shook his head,

“Oh, no, this isn't my American uncle.  It's another unele,
It's mot the chap who sent mo the Redskin things from
Wyoming. This uncle is my Unecle Harry. That was my
Uncle James,”

“Oh, I scc! Ilas he been to 8t. Jim's before?”

“Of course ho hasn't, Ile’s been abroad for about six
years, I haven't seen him sineo T was o kid.”

“Then you won't remembor him 7”7

“Ob, yes, T expect T shall know him, Io's o jolly little
heggar, you know—he wasn't much bigger when i saw him
last than I am now, but he had a ginger-coloured beard, and
he was forty years old.,  We'ro mostly big chaps in our
family,” Blake added hastily, *“My Jnc]u Harry is the
smallest,”

“1 suppose you geb it from him?” Fally Wynn obsorved
unfortunately,

Blake began to glare again,

“If you'vo uskng meo here to be entevtained by agonising
witticizms from Fatty Wynn, the sooner you :ny so tho
better I he uxclnimnr]'.

IPiggins glared at the unfortunate Iatty,

“Fatty, I'm surprised at you!”

“Oh, hang it! I-I only meant——"

uncle coming,” [iggina remarked

“Never mind  what you meant ! said Kerr severely,
“8hot up ! Ilonour the stranger that is within thy gates.”
“But 1 only meant-—"

“Oh, ring off 1” said Figgins,

“1 only meant that Blake was medium-sized, and——"

“1'm jolly well taller than you ave, anyway,” said Blake,
“1'vo got ll!n start of Kerr. As for Figging, we can't all be
long-legged lamp-posts.”

“Of course we can't1” said Iiggine, with unespeeted
cordiality, *“Blake is just the exact sizo for—fqr =plendid

y
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development, not too short and not too tall; in fact, he's
got a #plendid physique.”

“What the dickens are you getting at?"" demuanded Dlake
vngratefully  “What's all this soft sawder for?”

“1 was thinking about your uncle.  You were snying that
Lie hiud & ginger moustache,"’

“A pginger beard, [ said,” said Blake.
wa< darker than his beard, T remember.”

“(iinger eyebrows, 1 suppose?”

“OF course not, ass, His eyebrows were quite dark—durk
ws mine,”’

“Did you say he wore glasses?”

“Ilis moustache

9

blandly. “Five feet four and threequarters in your socks,
Wy 7

1Y

“Well, in slippers,” said Bluke.

“Good! Tl grt you won't know vour uncle when hoe
nrrives, though. He might have shaved off his beard and
given up his moustache. They're out of date now,”

“T don’t supposo Uncle Harry would change, though,
snid Blake, shaking his head. * He's an obstinate old chap.
You know, I'm jolly firm myself, but the other members of
my family are jolly obstinate, all of them. I've got a
brother who's simply pig-headed., We always have rows
in the holidays because he won't give in. Bt look here, it

"

—
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‘' Look out ! " yelled Herries, but it was too late.

were shot into the heart of the lames. There was n rus

the fire like an india=rubber man.

“No, I didn't.”’

“Oh, I—I thought—"

“8till, as a matter of fact he doc: wear glaszes,” said
Bluke. “He's the only short-sighted cliap in our family.”

“And he's only five feet four,”

Blake looked unpicasant,

“I said he was my height,” he replicd.

“ ('h !rr

“T'm five feet four and three-quarters,” said Dlake,

At any other time a battle would probably have been
fought on the subject of the odd three-quarters of an inch;
but just now [igging & Co. had their own reasons for being
specially u;:rm-u%]o.

“That's without your boots, of conrse,”

suid Figging casunlly.

said Figging

The 'I'rzi

ng-pan had slipped on the fire, and the whole of the contents
and a roar of lame that made Uncle Harry Jump back from
‘' Bless my soul ! ' he gasped.

rectns Lo e that you chaps are awlolly interested in my
uncle,”

*Weo might nelp you to entertain him, if the other chaps
are plaving cricket,” said Figgins.

“Well, that's decent of you, Figgina, Tlieze uncles arc a
Lit of a bother to entertain, ns a rule.”

“Oh, as he's roughed it in India, Lie's bound to know
how to look after himsell,” Kerr romarked earelessly,

“tlo hasn’¢ been in India, ass! Ie's howme from South
Africa,”

" Oh, was it Bouth Africa? Ile'll come back with a jolly
dark complexion, I suppose—hrown o< a berry, you know.”

“Yes, I shouldn’t wonder.”

" He's certain to come?”

Tug Gry Tasnany,—No, 1,319,




10

“Oh, no. 1 may have a wire to-morrow to say he can't
come 1f he finds that he can’t manage it in the time,”

“Oh! Then you'll play in the Shell match, I suppose "

Blake chuekled,

“That's it; and Gusey will lose his skippership.”

‘1la, ha, ha! But then he may wire that he can’t come,
nind fined time at the last moment to run down.”

“Bhouldn’t wonder. He’s a bit eccentric, if he's anything
like he l}scd to be,”" said Blake carelessly. “1ass the
Labal=dljre=,

Figgine passed the zauiages.
was= really enjoyable. Blake did most of the talking, and
by <kilful diplomacy Figgins & Co, led him to relate
ttories of his Unele Harry, When at last Blake took his
loave, the chuma of the New Honse were in a state of sup-
pressod excitennent and glee.

They walked over to the School Hounse with Blake, and
eaw fnm cafely in, and then they =trolled to their own Houze
agrain, hoekling,

e owas vorth the tea!” Tatty Wynn remarked,

“ My hat! Rather!”

“If only Blake geta a wire to-morrow,” said Kerr, with
a prin, it will be the biggest, the most tremendous jape
ever japed at S Jim's,”

And IMiggims & Co. chuckled in chorus,

CHAPTER 1.

Blake Receives a Telegram !

“" SHALL call you chaps early in the morning,” said
Arthur  Augustus ID’Arcy, in the Fourth Form
dormitory in the School llouse that night. “1 want
my team to turn out for early pwactice at the nets,”

There was a general grunt from his team,
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“1 twuet,” <aid D'Arey, leoking round—"1 twust that
there are no :lackahs in the eleven. 1 thounld witahly
welnze to have any =lackin’,”

“(Oh, go to bed ! said Kerruich,

“I am goin’ to bed, Kewwuish,
thwash you before goin’ to bed *

“Now then,” said Knox, the prefect, ldoking irlo the
dormitory, “can't yon get to bed, you yonng sweepe? Do
yvoiwant me to warm you'”’

1 should decline to ba warmed, Knox, I—"

Knox slammed the door, with a threat as to whai he
would do if the Fourth were not in bed when he came back
in five minutes, VUpon reflaction, Arthur Augustus decided
to be in bed when the prefect returned,

After lights ont, the cwell of St. Jim's spoke further on
tho subject, The TFourth Form zcemed inclined to go to
sleep, and perhaps D’ Arey's remarks made the inclination
all the stronger.

“I have awwanged a pwactice match for to-mowwow
mornin' before bwekkah,” said Arthur Augustus, T ehall
call you at six in the mornin’, You hear me, Digi”

Snora |

“1 shall expect you all to turn out, deah boys! Did you
speak, Hewwies?”

Snore |

“I am wesolved to keep my team up to the mark, and
bwing you into a fit condish to give the Shell boundahs a
lickin’,” You hear me, Weilly 1

Snore !

“I wegard you as a set of wottahs.
are azleep, and I considah you are
ewicket captain with pwopah weapeet,”

Chorus of snores |

And Arthur Augustus, with a =niff, turned his head over
on his pillow and went to sleep.

Arthur Augustus had fully intended to have his team out
for early practice as soon as it was light. Unfortunately
ha had not taken into account O,]ha great probability that he
might not wake befdre rising-bell.

As o matter of fact, the tirst sound he heard after cloting
his eyes was the clang, clang, clang, by which Tapgles
awoke the sleepy youths of St. Jim's at seven o’clock.

Arthur Augustus opencd his eyes,

Clang, clang, clang |

“Bail Jove! What’s that, Blake, deah hoy?”

Jack Blake =at up in bed and rvubbed his eyees,

“Well, it might be a train-whistle, Gussy, or n steamei’s
siren, or a ni:ﬁningnln singing carly in the morning,” he
l'n!ﬂiod. “ But it rounds to me more like o bell,”

‘Pway don’t wot, deah boy! I know it was a bell; but
it can’t be the wisin'-bell,”

“1 wish it weren't!"" grunted Dighy, =lowly rolling out of
bed., “By the way, how did you get on with the early
morning practice, Gussy 2"

“T am afwaid T did not wake up, if that ia the wizin'-bell,
1 suppose you are sure it is the wisin’-bell 7*

“Well, it's not a man with mufling and erumpets,”

“1 didn’t supposa it was, Dig. I suppose, upon weflection,
that it 1s the wisin’-bell. I am sowwy I did not wake up.
I intended to have ull you lazy slackahs out to pwactice,”

And Arthur Augustus turned out of bed.

“You ought to have a bit of a wun this mornin', to get
into form,” he remarked, as he splashed through his morning
bath. “I nevah did believe in slackin’, you know. You see
what comes of slackin’. Look at that chap Mellish."

Mellish looked round with a enort.

“Pway wegard him,”” said Arthur Augustus, with a lofiy
disregard of what Mellish might think on the subject. *'It
takes him less than a minute and a half to do all his washin’,
1 have no doubt that in time he will come to dwesein’ himsclf
entirely before ho begins to wash.”

“Look here, D'Arcy—"

“I am lookin’, deah boy! II you were in my eléven,
Mellish, T <hould ingist upon your keepin' cleanah,”

“You ass " .

“T decline to be called an ass, Mellish! Unlees you with-
dwaw that expwession, I eshall be compelled to stwike you
—or, wathah, upon the whole, I will let you off. Undah
the cires, I do not care to touch you without the gloves on.”

And the Fourth-Formers sniggered, and Mellish looked
daggers. e did not do very much washing, aa a rule, but
it was an exaggeration to supposo that it would net be eafe
to touch him without the gloves on.

“ Well, what about that wun, deah boys?” said D'Arcy, as
he finished his toilet—a littla more rapidly than ueual.

“SQuppose you race us downstairs?" supgested Dlale.
“ You start ten soconds first, and if we don't overtalie yeu,
we'll admit you've won.” o

“Wight-ha! T'Il show you what wunnin’ is lile!”

And they erowded ont of the dormitory.

I'he Fourth-Formers waited for Arthur Avgustue o etan,

T thall be zowwy lo

I don't believe you
not tweatin' your
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He drew a deep breath, and lookel round to sce if they
were ready.

“Ton seconds, Blake, deah boy 1"

“Right-ho I said Blake, looking at his watch,

“Then I'm off I”

And Arthur Augustus dashed along the corridor at top
gpeed. He passed Monty Lowther in the passage, bumping
him over, and ran on with hardly a pause, only shouting
back that he was “sowwy ' to the dazed and astounded
Shell fellows.

At the head of the stairs he ran into Binks, the School
House boots, Ile laid Binks on the floor,

“Bowwy!" gasped D'Arcy. “Can't stop—1'm wunnin' a
waoe——"

He dashed on down the stairs. There was a yell, and
Lefevre of the Fifth clutched the banisters with one han
and D'Arcy with the other.

“You gmmg idiot ”

“I wefuso to be called—"

“What are you bolting along like that for®” roared the
Tifth-Former,

“Bowwy, deah boy! I'm wunnin' a wace!”

D'Arcy jerked himself away and dashed on.

Right down to the Lower Hall ho went, breathless—to fall
into the arms of Kildure, who gripped him with a grip of
iron.

“ID'Arcy | What are you tearing abou: for like that?”
“I'vo won !"

“What "
“Tt's all wight, deah boy! I'm wunnin' a race!"
“You young ass—"

“Weally, Kildare—"

“And whom are you running a race with?” demanded
Kildare, releasing the gusping swell of St. Jim’s. “1 can't
soe anybody.”

ID’Arcy looked back up the stairs. He adjusted his eye-
flas! and looked back again. Therc was no sign of the
‘ourth-I'ormers on the stairs.

“Bai Jove!”

Kildare laughed.

“Well, where's the other fellows, D'Arey?”

“I have been done, deah boy—the wottahs wore only
wottin’. I do not sco anythin' to laugh at, Kildare. 1
have been tweated with gwoss diswesp.oct.”

Kildare langhed and walked away. Down the stairs came
the Fourth Form, with slow and regulated tread. Arthur
Augustus watched them speechlessly.

“Blake!” he cjaculated, when the juniors reached the
bottom of the staircase.

*“Hallo! You seomed in rather a hurry, D'Arcy.”

“1 was wunnin' & wace.”

“Dear me!”

“You said you wonld start ten seconds aftor I did——"

“Rats! You're dreaming |” said Blake. “I said that if
you started ten soconds betore us, and we didn't overtake
you, we'd admit that you'd wen. Well, we admit it.”

D'Aroy’s face was a study. Blake turned to his com-
panions suddenly.

“Gentlemen of the Fourth Form, D'Arcy has won tho
race. Having no competitors, he was in at the finish.”

“Bravo, D’Arcyt”

“1 wogard you as a set of wottahs,”” said Arthur Augustus,
“and I have a jolly good mind to wesign my posish as
cwicket eaptain, and leave you in the lurch!”

“Good—then wo shall have a chance against the Shell1”
snid Digby, with much satisfaction,

To which D'Arcy replied only with a sniff; and le did
not resign.

Although he had, as he had said, been treated with
aonrcely the respoct that was due to a cricket captain,
D'Arcy looked very ocheerful during breakfast. ITe was
going to distinguish himself that afternoon, and show tho
lEjluhIr‘!elﬂ Houso what a junior ericket captain really ought to

o lile,

Blake was focling rather anxious that morning, as his
absent answers in tho Form-room showed, Mr. Lathom
kindly gave him a hundred lines, but that did not scem to
uaprove mattors,

_Blake was wondering whether a telegram would cone from
his uncle. 8o wore Figgins & Co, a wire arrived, Blake
would be playin _in the Form matoh, after all, and D’Arcy
would loso his skippership. And if it arrived, too, Figgins
& Co. had promised themselves the most tremendous Jape
in the history of 8t. Jim’s.

Would that telegram come ?

Jack Blake was really eager to see his uncle again, alter
8o long a separation, and upon the whule he would have

reforred Uncle Harry to the telegram. But it was not for
him to decide. The exigencies of Uncle Harry’s business
in tL.mulon would determine whether he came to 8t. Jim's or
onot.

(Continued on next page)

Send your Jokes to—

“THE GEM JESTER,”
5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

Half-a-crown will be paid for every joke
that appears in this column.

80 SKINNY!

Pat : “ I've never soen anyone so thin as O'Drien.  I'm thin,
Mike, und you're thin, but ’Bricn ia as thin as tho two of
us put together! "

D, G, GUNN, 62, St

Middlesex.

Stephen’s  TNond, Eaofleld  Wasgh,

HARD LUCK!
Fortune Teller : “ T sce a dark man standing in your path § **
Client : “ Poor bloke ! "
Fortune Tellor : * What do you mean 7'
Client : * I'm a steara-roller driver 1"
A. WOODWARD, 12, Rovdeno Rtoad, Plumnatoad, 8.15.13.

* - -
FIERCE !
Bobby : ' I've just been to the Zoo und scon a rcal man-
eating tiger ! "
Jackio: " Pooh! That’s nothing! I'vo just bLoen to u
restourant and soen a real man eating rabbit ! "
TERENCE HEGARTY, 68, Blair Btroct, Poplar, 12.14.
. . .

PROOF !
First Card Player: “ One of us is a choat |
Socond Ditto : ** How do you know t”
Firat Ditto: * Well, five minutes ago I had a filth uec in
my boot, and now it haa gone 1 "
L. TRUSTY, 6, Wybert Street, Fluston Road, N.\WV.1.
¥ L L]
HE'D FIND OUT!
01d Gent (poking tough in tho chost with his stick): *' Tell
me, my man, which is the quickest way to tho hospital 2"
Tough : * Poke mo with that stick again, and you'll find

out !
PETER 'LOWERS, 8, Hamlin Lano, Excter, Devon,

L] L L]

TOO BAD!
I'rofessor : ** Did you hear that awlul person snoring during
my lecture t *
I'riend : ** Yes, disguating ! He woke me up soveral times ! "
PETER JONES, 165, Chamberlain Strect, St. Helens, Lanes,
" * "

HARD HIT!
Firat Snilor: ** How's your now cabin-hoy getting on 1"
Sccond Ditto : * Clumsy, 'e is. 'E bLroke all the suucers and
now we 'nve to drink out of tho eups 1"
ALBERT SEARLE, 21, Mornington Buildings,
Rload, Regent's 'ark, N.W.1.

» * *

QUITE RIGHT !
“Jumes, 1 belicve you are toaching the purrot o

Mornington

Father :
swear ! "
James : “ Oh, no, father,
not say ! "
G. A. GUTHRIE, House B, Royal Masonio Senior Scliool, The

Avonue, Bushey, Herta,
Tae Gem Lisray.—No. 1,319.

1 am only telling it what it 1nust



THE JAPE OF THE TERM!

(Conlivacd fiem rage 11))

Il the wire came, ilicro was na telling exacily when it
voould come—whether daring morning lessons or afterwards,
£ it did not come by half-past two, tha Form match would
begin without Blake, But if 1he Fourth batted first, he
might have last man's place left for him until, perhaps, half-
vast three, ’

Blake and Figgins waited in <uspenee,

The last lesson of the merning was hall through when
there was a tap on the door of the Form-room, and Binks
cama in with a familiar-locking, buff-coloured envelope.

“Telegram, sir [”

“For met” said little Mr. Lathom, bLlinking over his
glassca at the page,

“lor Master Blake, sir.”

Figgina & Co, exchanged glances of glee,

“Ah, you may give 1t to Blake. Blake, yeu may peruse
tho telegram.”

“Thank you, sir.,”

Blake took the envelope and elit it.
the message within:

He cagerly read

“Sorry shall not have thne to come down, after all,  Shall
try to manage it later,

“UxscLe Hanny."

Blake felt a keen senso of disappaintment,

But it could not bo helped; and, after all, there was the
Form match,

“No answer, sir,” he said.

“Very good. You may go, Binks"

And the Fourth-Formers all glanced curiously at Blake
as lessons wero resumed. Tt was rather a distincetion to have
a telegram delivered in the Form-room, Figging leancd
over towards Blake,

“No bad nows, Blake?”

“Well, my uncle's not coming.”

“Too bad 1"

“(Can't be helped, I guppose,” said Blake. “It's all right:
I'm sure to sea him before ho leaves England again, so it
really docsn't matter. Gussy, old man, are you going to
resign in my favour?”

“1 shall wegard it as pwactically givin’ the match away
to the Shell, Blake, but it would not be form to insist upon
my wights. 1 shall be vewy {)If‘ﬂﬁt'{l to let you skip.”

“Dear mel I'm sure somcbody is talking,” said Mr.
Lathom, looking round. )

Aund tho matter dropped till leszons were over.,

——

CHAPTER 8.
But the Uncle Arrives !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS was considerably surprised, and
a little indignant, to sce how the Iourth Form
Eleven took it.

The relief in every look, when they found that
Blake was to captain them, after all, was not complimentary

to tho sweil of 8t Jim's,

Bl e
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“We chall have a chance now,” said Kerruish,

And that was the general impression.

“Blake's playing, after all,’”’ Tom Merry remarked to his
teany, after dinner, “Yeou'll have to pull up your tocksi™

Imimediately after dinner the rival ericketers repaired 1o
the junior ground.

A great many of the juniors of both 1Tonses, and como
of tho zeniors, followed them. All the evicket talent of the
Junior portion of the School House was there, and the play
wonld probably be worth watching.

Blake looked over Tomm Merry's Eleven as they canie
down from the School Honse in spotless flannels,

There was na denying that they were a very fit team.

Tom Merry, Manners and Lowther, and Iarry Noble, the
Australian, were the backbone of the team. DBut Clifton
Dane and DBernard Glyn wero very nearly as  good.
Finn, the American boy, was in the team. The reat wera
Macdonald, Whitehead, Williams, and Gore. The lact-
named was personally on the worst possible terms with Tom
Merry; but he could play ericket when ho chose, and Tom
was willing to give him a chaneco,

The stumps had been pitched, and the big hand on the
clock in the tower was drawing towards half-past two,

“Glad you're playing, after all!” said Tom Merry, as ha
met Blake. “Of course, it would have been a great pleasure
to see Gussy skippering !”

“Thank you vewy much, Tom Mewwy 1”

The two captains tossed for choice of innings.

The Fourth-Formers won, and Blake decided Lo go in firvst.
Tom Merry led his men out to field.

Nearly all the Fourth and the S8hell who were not playing
were round the ropes. The New House fellows mustered
airongly.  Figging was thore, over-topping all but the
seniors, and Fatty Wynn was standing besida him munching
chocolates, Kerr was not to be seen. But in the erowd the
abzenee or the presence of one junior more or less was
not likely to be noticed.

Tha Schoal House ericketers were too much ocenpied with
the business in hand to give the New Houso fellows a cingle
thought. h

Tom Merry put Harry Noble on to bowl the firgl over,
and the Cornetalk walked to the bowler’'s wicket. Jack
Blake was facing the bowling, and he looked out for all he
was worth,  For, although Kangaroo was his very hest at
the wicket, he was extremely good ag n bowler, and there
were not many batzmen in the Junior Forms who eonld hold
out long against him.

Jack Blake was on his guard; and he needed to he,
Kangaroo sent the lirst ball down like a shell. Tho second
was Lrritatingly slow. Thero was never any tolling what a
ball from Noble would be like—until it camo !

But Blake was a good batsman. 1le stopped them all,
even when he did not score; and then the over gave him
two,

Then Tom Merry bowled to Arthur Augustus D’ Arey,

D'Arcy stood in his usually graceful attitude and waited
for the ball. Tom Merry sent down a very hot one.

Everybody expected D’Arcy’s wicket to go down to it:
but one could never really rely upon D'Arcy. He swiped
the ball away with casy grace, and Blako was just starting
to run when the swell of the School Housn waved him haclk,

“It's all wight, deah boy; it’s a boundawy.”

And a boundary it was,

Tha Fourth Form gave a shout,

*Bravo, Gussy!"”
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#(Good old window-pane!” .

And Arthur Augustus gracefully raised his Panama hal
in acknowledgment. When the next ball came down he
swipod at it in the same way, but his bat swept only the
empty air.

lack !

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus looked down at his wrecked wicket, The
middle stump had been sent flying.

‘“How’s that?” yelled Tom Morry.

“Out 1"

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Arthur Augustus carried out his bat with perfect
nonchalance.

Reilly came in to take his place. Ile lived through the
rost of the over, though the bowling was very trying. In
the interest of that duel between batsman and bowler the
crowd did not think of looking towards the distant gates
of 8t. Jim's, where a vehicle had just driven up.

The field changed over, and Blake had the bowling again.
Noble put in all he knew, but, for a time at least, Blake
held his own against it.

Ball aftor ball Kangaroo sent down, and Blake stopped
one, and snicked anothor away through the slips for two,
and swiped a third off the field for a boundary.

The crowd looked on kecnly,

No one noticed a little gentleman, with a reddish-hued
beard and moustache, and a dark, wrinkled face, almost the
colour of muhogany, and a pair of rimless glasses perched
on his nose, who was coming towards the cricket field.

ITo was a benovolent-looking old fellow, with thick,
reddish hair tinged with white, and ho wheezed consider-
ably, as if out of breath, as he made his way towards the
cricketers, Ho was very neatly and nicely dressed, and wore
a silk hat and a big gold watch-chnin. He carried an
umbrella in his hand, though the day was one of the
finest,

Claok !

Away went the ball again, and Blake and Reilly were
running. ‘The old gontleman stopped on the edge of tho
crowd, and regarded the cricketers through his rimless
glasses,

He gave a little crow of satisfaction.

“Bravo, Jaclk! Well hit, my boy 1”

And ho clnprnd his hands heartily, till the gloves
threatened to split.

The follows nearest him looked round, and regarded him
with surprise.

“Hallo!" remarked Lefevre of the Fifth. “Where did
tlis spring from?"

“Bravo, Jack !”

“0Oh, ho knows Blake!” Lefevre raised his eap to the
old gentlemon with great politeness, * Iixcuse me, sir!
Are vou a relation of Blake's' 1"

“Ah! My nephew I”

"My hat " exclaimed one of the cricketers.
DBlake's uncle t”

Blake's uncle!

The words ran through the crowd,

Most of the follows knew that Blake had been expecting
an uncle, and that he had had a wire to say that the
expected visitor could not come.

t was evident that ho had changed lis mind, or found
time, aftor all—for here ho was!

“Bai Jove !” gaid Arthur Augustus D'Avey.
body say Blake's uncle 7"

“Ti's

“Did some.

13

“Yos; there he is!”

“I'hen he has come, aftah all!™

“Looks like 1t!"” grinned Dighy.

“Blake is engaged for the moment, and it is up {o us,
deah boys, to gweet the old gentleman with pwopah
wespect,”

And the swell of St. Jim's hurried towards the newcomer.

Mr. Blako was clapping his hands as Blake made tho last
hit of the over., But, as it happened, there was nothing to
clap for. For Blake had sent the ball clean into Clifton
Dane's hand at point, and he was caught out.

‘' Excuse me, deah sir——"

Mr. Bluke looked at the speaker,

“You are Blake's uncle, 1 pwesume 7"

“1 found I was able to run down,” said My, Blake, “Tt
will be a pleasant surprise for my nephew, 1 hope.”

“Yaas, wathah, sir. It is vewy agwecable to all of us.
Blako is my chum, sir, and I lool agah him. P'way allow
mo to welcome you to St. Jim’s, sir, in Blake’s name.”

“You aro very good!”

“Not at all, my deah sir.
Blake is a fwiend of mine.
Blake, deah boy—-"

“Hallo, Gustavus!”

“Hero is vour uncle, Blake!”

“My hat!”

Blake dropped his bat and ran forward.

Any welalivo of my fwicnd
Blake is just coming off, sir,

“Uncle! So you've come, after all! I'm jolly glad o
s00 you !"”
And Mr. Blake and his nephew shook hands most
affectionately.
CHAPTER 9.

Blake’s Uncle !

ACK BLAKE looked with great interest at the
affectionate relativo he had not scen for so long.

Mr. Blake was not much bigger than a boy, as far

as height went, but he was a great deal broader, of

course; in fact, he was rather inclined to stoutness. Ilis faco

looked as if it had been burnt brown by the tropical sun.

His clothes, though good, had a cut that was not that of n

London tailor. Everything about Mr, Blake scomod to tell

of a returned traveller from an outlying part of the Kmpire.

“I'm jolly glad to see you, unele,” gnid Dlake. “I didn't
expoct you after your wire, of course.”

“1 found I was able to run down, after all,” said Mr.
Blake, in his curiously wheezy voice. I couldn’t miss an
opportunity of sceing you, after being away for six or scven

cars.”

“I'm glad you've come. It's a Jolly surprise.” snid Blake.

“Dear me, how you've grown!” said Mr. Blake, patting
him on the head.
yself, Jock.”

Jack Blake concealed a grin.

“Yes, 1 suppose I'm shooting up,” he remarked,

“You were such a pretty little follow,” said Mr. Blake,
“Dear me, 1 can hardly i)c-fim'e that this is little Jackie!”

The fellows round began to grin, and Dlake turned a
littlo red, Ho had often smiled broadly over the fuss
Misa Priscilla Faweett made of Tom Merry when that
dear old lady visited St. Jim's. Tt looked as if ho was going
to l]mve a littlo of the same himself from his aflectionate
uncle,

“Bless his little heart!” went on Mr, Blake.

“You must be nearly as tall as I am

“Do you
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remomber, Jackie, how you used to cry for some sugar
when I used to dandle you on my kneo?’

“No, I don't!” said Blake husriedly. “You
tired after your journey. Will you come in and—

“Not at all. T am not in the least fatigued. You wero
playing ericket 1”

“Yes; but I'm just out, so that's all right.”

“It is a long time since I played ericket,” Mr. Blake
remarked, as he looked on at the game,

Y 1—I1 supposo so.”

“Ono gets g0 fow opportunitica up-country
Africa, Jackie”

Mr. Blake watched the game.

Noble was bowling to Herries now, and Herries had all
his worle cut out to koep his wicket up.

“That is a good bowler, Jackie,”

“Yos,” said Blake, inwardly writhing at the word Jackie.
“That's an Australian chap, you know—bowls like an
angol.”

“Ah! There goes the wicket!”

Herries loft the wicket, and Dighy went in,

Noble brought Dig’s bails down with the last ball of the
over, and there was a general chuckle from tho Shell,

“Dear me!” said Mr. Bake. “Are you captaining the
side, Jackiel”

“Yes, uncle.”

“You have some more wickets?"”

“Yes; wo're only four down so far.”
“Ah!” Mr. Blake rubbed his hands.
it is o long timo sinco I played cricket.”

“Bo you said, sir.”

“Play me,”

Jack Blake jumped,

“What "

“Play me "

“Ehi"

“1 am sure one of tho lads would not mind standing out,
if you asked them in your pretty way, Jackie.”

Herries crammed his cap in his mouth to keep back a

must be

)

in  South

“ Jackie, my boy,

ell.

“Oh, my word!” murmured Digby. “His pretty way!
Jackie’s pretty way! Oh, my only summer hatl”

“He hasn't seen Jack for a long time, you know,” mur-
mured Kerruish,

“Yaas, wathah! That accounts.”

Jack Blake smiled a ghastly smile.

“Play mo, Jackie”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bluke, pretending to think that
his unclo was joking. “Ha, ha, ha! Very good!”

Mr. Blake surveyed him with a stony look that speedily
brought his merriment to a finish.

”\5hnt aro you laughing at, Jackie?”

“Eh? Your—er—joke, uncle.”

“1 was not joking.”

“Oh1”

“If you would rather not play me—"

“Qh, uncle!”

“Blake, deah boy, T insist upon your wespected uncle
bein' gwatified in this mattah,” said D'Arcy, who had
had his innings. “I am sure that Hancock would be vewy
glad to waive his innings in favah of Mr. BDlake.”

Hanecook looked daggers at the generous junior, but ho
did not like to say anything.

Mr. Blako turned his pince-ncz towards Hancock,

“You are willing, my boy 1"

“Qh, yes, sir!” said Hancock, with a forced grin.

“Then send mo in next, Jackic.”

“(Car-cortainly, uncle.”

“T will make some proparations,” said Mr. Blake, going
towards the entrance of the tent. *“I dare say you can
lend mo some pads.”

“Yaas, wathah, my deah sir. Pewwaps mine would be
too small for you. Kewwuish, deah boy, wun up to the
School House, and bowwow some of Mr, Wailton's pads.”

“Uio yourself,” murmured Kerrnigh, under his breath,

1 think T ean make these do,” said My, Blake. “I am
not a largo man, Tho Blakes are all rather small”

IMiggins grinned. DBluke turned erimson as ho caught that
grin.

“1Il weeds gwow apace, gir,” remarked Arvthur Augustus
D'Arcy, with a disparaging glanco at the long legs of
Figgins.

“Rats 1" said Tiggins,

“Wats, Figgina! [

“1 dare say this bat will deo,” said Mr. Blake, picking
up the lmuuli{ul bat which was the prido of D’Arey's heart.

The swell of St. Jim's shivered.

“Pewwaps Blake’s bat would suit you a little bettah,
-

“(lood rye runs high”
”

in
“Quufl1” said Blake. “That one will he ripping. I can
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recommend that bat, uncle. tinszy ncver lets anybedy ute
it but himself, and it's a ripper |”
“Will you lend it to me, my hoy 1"
“Yaas, wathah, sir,” said Arthur Augustus unhappily,
“Thank you. I will retain the gloves T am wearing, 1
think. These would be too large for me,” said Mr. Blake,
glancing at the batting-gloves I’Arey was offering him,
D'Arcy turned pink, and there was a chuckle in the

tent. D'Arcy thought very much of his small hands, but
Mr, Blake secmed uncenscious of having eaid anything
amiss,

Thers was a shout from the ficld,
“Well bowled 1”
“Hallo, there's Reilly’s chimpsz down 1"

~ ":Q"‘-‘c.-.\“_"b"-‘
100 AN
| ;“;l;\ri N

The little man wrenched himself away.
 Gweat Scott | ' gasped Arthur Augustus,

Mr. Blake tucked the bat wnder his arm, giving Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy a bump on the chest with the business cod
of 1t

“Ow 1” gasped D’ Arey, staggering back.

Mr. Blake swing round towards him, and the end of the
bat elumped against Kerraish, and  the Maonx lad goave
noroar,

“Pear me ! eaid Mr, Bluke, turning sround again,
catehing Blake a erack with the bat, " 'm gorry—"

“Petter go down to tho wicket, sir,” gvinned Dighy,
doduing the bat,

“ A, ves, undouhtedly.”

And Mr. Blake left the tent,
body who was in it.

and

to the great reliel of everys

D'Arcy's grip wil

hi
Strangiet
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OR ACHIEVES A GREAT TRIUMPH IN ** THE ROBOT OF ST. JIM'S!" NEXT WEEK!

Unele Harry handed his silk hat to TTerries to hold, and
then went down to the wicket,

The sight of the old gentleman going on the pitch
brought o buzz of excitement from the Shell fieldsmen,

“My only hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry. *“ What's that "

“Ha, ha, hal That's Bluke's uncle 1

“Blake's unclal  Well, why the dickens doesn’t Blake
keep him on a chaini”

“Hau, ha, ha ™ ’

“Soracbody tell Blake to coma and ecollar him. What's ho
doing with a bat? My only Aunt Maria! He's going to
tho wicket 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Phew !

TTe's next man in!”

"“.

|

(o T
e i{l

I
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|
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&

Ir, and to D'Aroy's horror the hair came off in his hand !
ith the wig came also the beard and moustache |

Mr. Dlako settled himself at the wicket, o stood with
his lega crooked in a ewrions attitude, cnd his coat-tai's
flying in the breeze, Ilo held the bat as if it were a wood
man's axe, and blinked round through his glasses

“Well, this is jolly,” said Noblo. “Blake always was
a funny beggar, but faney his digging up an uncla like
this, and springing him on’us in a cvicket mateh ! It's the
last ward i japes,”

l" Blako docsn’t look as if he enjoyed it, though,” grinned
Ulyn,

“Ha, hn, ha! Nol”

“Here, go and bowl, Core,” zaid Tom Merry, tossing the
ball to tho cad of tho Shell.

And Gore went on to bowl,

CHAPTER 10.
Uncle Harry Plays Cricket !
TI[E inlerest with which the crowd watched for that

over was intense,
Jack Blake looked somowhat unhappy, but the
other juniors enjoyed tho situation immenscly.
Unelo Harry waited for the ball to como down, standing
m his original attitude at the wicket.

Gore grinned as he prepared to deliver.

Gore had had no chance of being entrusted with the
hawling until Uncle Harry appeared on the pitch, Goro
was a very poor bowler, nmlj, as a matter of fact, Tom
Merry had put him on ns tho weakest bowler in tho team.
Ha did rot expect Uncle lHarry to stand against tho
bowling of the worst bowler for half an over. But as a
sportsman he wanted to give the old gentleman a chance.

Gore ought really to have been grateful to Unele Harry
for getting him the chance ta bowl; but Goro was only
thinking of a jape. Gore disliked Blake very much, as
much as he (lisliluwl Tom Merry. Anything up against
Blake's uncle could be put down to the old score, and
Gore didn’t mind how cruel or bratal it was.

He sent down a careless ball, and, to tho surprise of every-
"I‘?d&'- including Gore, Uncle Llarry knocked it through the
slipa.

The fieldsmen, of course, were not expeeting any trouble,
and the ball ran its course and gave the batsmen plenty of
time to run,

Smith minor was at tho other end of the pitch, and he
was grinning too much to run. Unclo Harry started, and
shouted to him:

“Run, you young beggar—run 1"

And Smith, with a gasp, started.

There was a shout from the surprised crowd,

“Bravo 1"

"o it)?

“Bravo !?

The batsmen crossed the pitech, Mr. Blake moving with
amazing epeed for a gentleman of his age and stoutness.
Twice across—and the bats were on the creases beforo tho
ball eame in to the wicketkeeper,

“Two runs! And from the first ball of the over.

It was not so bad, and Arthur Augustus elapped Blake on
the back in an approving way and nearly knocked him over
tho ropes,

“Your wespeeted uncle can play ewicket, deah boy.”

“Yes,” grunted Blake,

“1 wegard your avunculah welativo as a vewy intewestin®
old gentleman.”

“Brorererer ”

Gore had received the ball again, and he was looking
cross, Ho folt that the laugh was against him to some
oxtent.

Blut had his own plans for turning it against Dlake's
uncle,

The next ball down did not go anywhere near the wicket.
It was neither n vory wide ball, nor was it a joke. It canght
Mr. Blake upon the leg, and the leg was not before tho
wicket. It was, in fact, a real bit of “bodyline ” bowling.

The thud was distinctly heard as the ball crashed on Mr.
Blake's leg, just above Jm top of the pads, and everybody
expeeted to sco the old gentleman double up with pain.
'I'om Merry's brows contracted,

‘Gore, you cad—=""

“My hat!” murmured Monty Lowther.
1le doesn't mind |”

Mr. DBlake had not turned a hair.

T'he ball had thudded on him like a hammer, but he only
ducted his trousers with his hand, to knock off the few specks
left there by the impact.

“My word!” said Digby. “What's he made of 1”

Gore stood aghast., Tlo had intended to double the old
pentleman up, but ho had not succeoded. The ball was
ficlded, and Gore bowled again. It was another short-
pitched Lumper!  This time tho leather rose with terrifio
forve from the pitch and erashed on Mr., Blake's chest.

“Oh u::.\[!c-gll n dozen fellows,

Unele Harry ealmly picked up the ball and threw it Lack,

“I'ry again, my boy!” he called out.

Tom Merry ran towards Goro.

“Any moro of that, Gore, and 1'll kick you off the field.”

*Tt was an accident |”?

“Liar!"

Gore bit his lips. After that he did not try any more
“hodyline " stuff, and he sent the next ball down true for
tho wicket. Tt was an easy ball to play, and Uncle Harry
played it—in a rather unoxpected manner !

T'he bat flashed—tho ball whizzed hard straight back to
the bowler!

Crash went the round red ball upon Gore's ribs, and tho

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,310,

“Look at him!
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aslonizhed Lowler, hardly knowing for the moment what had
hit him, gave a gasp and tumbled over.

“Ha, ha, hat" roarcd Blake.

“Ral Jove! A Woland for an Olivah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gore staggered up, black with rage.

The crowd was yelling with laughter; for it was rotty
plain to all that Mr. Brukc had deliberately repaid Gore's
“accidents ” with another “accident” of the same sort—
which had hurt Gore considerably, for he did not ﬁosscsu
that strango imperviousness to hurt which scemed to clong

to Uncle Harry.

“Qw!” gasped Gore. “f—T'm winded! I shall have a
bruise as bif as an egg! That silly old fool !”

“8Shut up "’ eaid Tom Merr'y angrily. *“Serve you jolly
well right. Get off the pitch!”

“JI'vg not finished the over.”

“And you're not going to. Take the ball, Manners.

“Right-ho !”

“Look here, Tom Merry—"" began Gore hotly.

“If you say another word I'll order you off the field.”

And Gore, without saying another word, strode sulkily
away to long on.

annors finished that over against the gentleman from
South Africa.

‘The way Uncle Ilarry keﬁt his end up was surprising.
Smith minor was bowled in the next over, but Uncle Harry
had scored eightcon runs by the time his wicket fell.

Blake's face was a little brighter as he greeted his uncle
coming off the field with 1'Arcy's bat under his arm.
“Ripﬁmﬁ, uncle 1”

Mr. Blake fanned himself with a big handkerchief. TITe
scemed to bo very warin, more so than the other crickoters.

“Ty, was not so bad, Jackie,” said Mr. Blake. “‘The Blakes
are anll cricketers, oh? We're little, but good, Jackie.”

Blako caught a grin on Figgins' face, and blushed.

. “Yes,"” ho said hurricdly, * But [ say, you've had a long
journey, uncle—"

“Yaas, wathah!
for tea, sir?”

"We[l. as o matter of fact, T should like some tea,” said
Mr. Bluke.

“Come along then, uncle,” said Blake, quita willing to

ot his uncle off the cricket field. “We haven‘t made much
in the way of pro:.mrntit;mlti as we didn't know you were
coming, you know, but—"

“If you like, Blake, I'll drop in at Mrs. Taggles?" said

Dig{hy.

“Thanks awfully, old chap.”

Djgby cut off towards the School shop, Although funds
wero low in Study No. 6—with the exception of D’Arcy,
who was always flush of cash—credit was always good at tho
school shop. Digby could be trusted to get in the necessary
supplies for giving the African uncle a really good feed.

Mr. Blake walked with Blake, Ierrics, and D'Arcy to-
wards the School House. Blake's chums manfully stuck to
him. It was, in fact, an understood thing that they were to
stand by one mnother on such ocecasions.

“Dear me,” said Mr. Blake, turning his rimless glasses
towards the Sohool Housc. *What a fine old place! Is
thot the New louset”

B}sko inlmost unhormd.

“No, sir, that the School House—our Hause! The Cocl
House of Bb, Yim's.” o

“Dear me | Burely you do not keep chickens in =0 fine n
bu:ldeT”

Herries and D'Arey turncd their faces away to grin,
Blake laboripusly explained.

“QOh, no, sir! 1 didn’t mean we kept chickens there. We
call it the Cock House because we're cock of the walk, you
know, and always lick the New House.” :

"011, 1 seo!”

“Hore's the Head, uncle,” added Blake, as the revered
figuro of Dr. Holmes wns scen issuing from the House.
“You would like to sco him—— I—I say—what—how-—my
only hat—"

B;hkn stooa petrified with astonishment,

For, at the sight of Dr. Holmes, his uncle had suddenly
scudded off among the elms, and was lost to sight in a
moment.

Blake, IHerries, and D’Arcy stood staring after him in
blank bewilderment.

T should think you were geltin’ weady

CHAPTER 11.
Hurried Preparations !
Dll. HOLMES passed the juniors, with a kind nod, as

they mechanically raised their caps.
Blake was rooted to the grounc
What was the matter with his uncle?
Why had llnyr{ Blake bolted in that extraordinary
manner at the sight of the Head?
I'ug Gem Liseany.—No. 1,319

It was incxplicable,

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was the fivst to speak.

“Bai Jove!”

“My hat!” said Herries. “My only summer hat! Ts
your uncle off his giddy rocker lake 7" X

“I don't know,” said Blake faimly. “Perhaps it's sun-
stroke. They often get sunstroke in South Africa, I
believe. It must be sunstroke.”

“Yaas, wathah(”

“Let's go and look for him."”

“Wo had bettah, Blake, deah boy.™

Blake nodded.

“Come on."” .

The three astounded juniors ran under the Lrees in scarch
of Mr. Blake.

They found the old gentleman standing among the elms,
v]igofrous!y fanning himself with his big, coloured handker-
chiel,

He blinked at them through his glasses.

“Are you ill, uncle?” asked Blake anxiously.

“Khl Il stammered Uncle Harry.

“Yes, I thought—"

«J—J am taken like that sometimes,” eaid Unclo Harry.
“You see—South Africa—sunstroke—  Ahom! 1 am
gorry I startled you.” .

“Oh, pway don't mention it, my deah sir,” said Arthur
Augustus. “It's all wight !”

Blake, considerably disturbed in his mind, led the way
towards tho Hchool House again.

Ile remembered his uncle, as he had told Figgins, as an
eccentric fellow; but ho lind never expected to be treated to
eccentricity like this.

Ile began to think, with some alarm, about what further
eccentricitios the old gentleman might be guilty of during
his stay at St. Jim's. The afternoon was yet young.

They entered the School Ilouse, and, as luck would have
it. mat Mr. Railton, the Housemaster, almost face to foce.

Uncle Harry showed, for a moment, symptoms of a roturn
of his strange attack; but Blake slipped his arm through his
uncle’s, determined that he should not bolt again.

Mr. Railton glanced at him.

“My uncle, sir,” said Blake difidently. “Uncle Harry,
this is Mr. Railton, our Housemaster.”

Uncle Harry raised his silk hat.

“1 am very happy to make the aoquaintance of Mr.
Railton,” he said, in his wheezy voice.

The Housemaster looked at him curiously.

There was something about Mr. Blake that arrested his
attontion, he did not quite know what it was. .

Dofore he could speak Uncle Harry went on hurriedly:

“I—I am feeling very faint, Jackie. I should like to sib
down. The journey has overtired me, 1 am afraid.” X

“Pray como into my study, sir,” eaid Mr. Railton, in his
courteous way, and he threw open the door.

“This way, uncle.” i

“J—I'd rather cut up to your study, Jackie!” whispered
Mr. Blake.

Blake turned red. .

It was impossible to refuse Mr. Railton’s kindness, and
for the moment he was almost :_uhanmd of Uncle Harry.

“Pray come in!"” said Mr. Railton.

“Better como in, uncle. Railton’s awlully decent,” whis-
pered DBlake, . s

And hoe almost ran his uncle into the ITouscmaster’s room.

Mr. Blake gave in.

LHe wnlkeg into the rtudy; and_Blake,
muttered something to D'Arcy and Herries.

“Cut up to the study, and make it decent.”

“Yaas, wathah!” i

And D'Arcy and Ierries rushed upstoirs. | Mr. Blake sank
into a deep armchair, with his back to the light, and blinlked
at the Housemastor, -

Mr. Railton was all kindness and hospitality. )

“Pray rest ac long ne you wish, my dear sir,” he said.
“1 did pot know that Bfulm was expecting o relative to
visit him to-day.”

“It was really quite urex ected,” said Blake. “ We're
going to have tea in the study, eir. I'll go and sce about
it, uncle.”

“Cortainly, Jackie," said Mr. Blake faintly.

Blake left the study.

He was looking and feeling considerably puzzled as he
mounted the stairs and hurried along to the Fourth I'orm
passage.

[lerries and D'Arcy were already in Study No. 6, carry-
inz out Blake's instructions to *‘make it deeent,”

Morrics was sweeping up the grate, which certainly wasn't
in the tidiest condition, and D’Arey had picked up n crumb-
brush, apparently with the idea of making himsell useful,
but he was doing nothing but carrying the brush to and fro
in the study.

at the door,

(Cantinued on page 19.)
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A PAGE FROM—

Address all letters : The Editor,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,

ALLO, chums! Have you hnd a
look at page 17 and seen our

simple competition I bot you

have! Don'e forget to have a
go at it-—you can't afford to miss this
opportunity of winning e ripping ** James "’
cycle | Got down to it straight away and
sce what you can do with it !

And now about next week’s issuo.
You all know that Bernard Glyn is a bit
of & knut ns nn inventor, but, ";‘h‘wa me,
ho excels himself noxt woeok in

*“THE ROBOT OF ST. JIM'S | ™'

Amazing things happen in this firat-
olass yarn of Tom rey & Co., in
which “the ' over.popular author, Martin
Clifford, reaches groat heights. I can
aasure you that you will enjoy every word
of it! " For the thrill-brignde there will
bo furthor chaptera of

“ THE SPY-FLYERS! "

W. E. Johns' nerve-tingling War flying
story. In addition there will bo another
nntio from tho irrepressible Potts, as woell
a3 8 column of l‘olgﬂrl' jokes, for each of
which I pay half-a-crown. Also, of courso,
there will' bo another page from my
Notobook.

THE YOUNGEST DETECTIVE ?

Who do you think is the youngest
detective in this oount.rg! Well, I think
l3;1:-u may tako it that Deamond Phillips
as that honour. Desmond is ten ycars
old and ho has just completed his firat
* cnse '* very satisfaotorily. Desmond saw
a man take two bottles of milk from a
milk-cart, and being suspicious that the
man had no right to the bottles, he
followed him for hallf & mile to find out
where he wont. Thon this bright lad
went and told » policeman just what had
happoned, and a fow days Iater he picked
the man out nt an identification parade.
And that was that! DBravo, Desmond !

THE MAN WHO CAME BACK.

Lots of auwthors have rwritten
stories about men who have come
back to lifc after they have been
believed dead, but here is an
example from real life. In 1913 a
Liverpool man was on board a ship
in the Panama Canal, when there
was an explosion. Later his rcla-
tives were informed by tho owners
of the vessel that the man had been
Kkilled in the explosion. Now, after
twenty yecars, he has suddenly
turned up in Liverpool again, very
much alive ! Can you beat that ¥

THE DERBY WINNER?
Rocently an amazing trick was played
upon n cortain Epsom horse trainer. he
trainer, an Irishman, arranged for a
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horse to bo sent to him from Ireland, in
order that he might train it for one of the
big races. He duly received nows that the
horse had been dispatched and would
arrivo at Camden Town station on a certain
day in ono of the most oxpensive horse.
boxos on the L.M.8. railway. Tho trainer,
ongerly looking forward to socing his new
charge, went to tho station complete with
n besutiful motor horse-box and several
grooms. Tho truck arrived and wad
shunted into a siding. The trainor and
his grooms approached, and with groat
exciternent opened the doors of tho truck.
Out stepped & lovely—donkoy ! What
did the trainer say t ~ Well, I'm afraid I
oan't tell you that, but being an Irishman
he had a scnse of humour, nnd soon saw
tho joke ! So ho sent & wire to the sonder,
nylni that the animal had arrived safoly
and that it was almost certain to become
favourito for the Dorby. But, he said,
he could not make out why it was so fond
of oarrots !

The story has n happy onding, for the
donkey, nt any rato, The trainer did not
want him, so he told the railway company
to disposo of him. Tho lucky animal was
adopted by the Duchess of Portland, and
has taken up his residence at Welbeck
Abboy !

WHOSE CROC?

From time to time all sorts of
strange things are found in the
Thames, but just recently one of the
strangest discoveries of all twas
made. A man was crossing Datter-
sea Bridge when he saw whal ap-
peared to be a crocedile, swimming
lazily about in the shalloww waler.
He wrubbed his eyes and looked
again—the crocodile was still there.
At about the same time a fireman
saw the crocodile from the window
of the fire station. Both thesc
men went down to the bank to make
further investigations, They dis-
covered that the crocodile was
quite real, but that it was dead, and
it had been the movement of the
water that had made it appear fo
be swimming. The men dragged
the crocodile up on to the bank, and
on measuring it found that it was
five feet long. The man 1who saw
it first is to have it stuffed—but
there has been no explanation as to
what a crocodile, either dead or
alive, was doing in thc Thames at
Battersea!

A MYSTERY !

Some time ago s plant mysteriously
vanished from the rock garden of the
Rov. J. F. Andorson, Now it may secm
that it was rather strange that the dis.
appearance of one plant should thus be
noted, for flowers are often picked—even
when they shouldn't bel ut this plant
was worth £200—it is belioved to be the
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only one of its kind in the world t In the
circumstances naturally tho faot that ib
had boen taken was mado known, and the
owner appealed for its roturn as ho wos
very proud of his plant. Nothing,
however, waa heard of it. Then ono day
n villager noticed m brown paper paroel
Jving on a rock within a fow feet of where
the missing plant had originally been.
He opened the parcel and found inside—
the plant | He ran to the owner and told
him the good news. Neodless to say, Mr.
Anderson wasa delighted, but the mystory
gatill remains, for there was no word of
oxplnnation with the roturned plant !

THE READING ROBOT!

Neaxt week, as I have already told
you, Glyn introduces a robot to
St. Jim's, but though this mechani-
cal wonder is very efficient, it
hardly comes up to the standard of
the latest vobot from Russia. A
student in Leningrad has built a
mechanical man that can read, in a
human  voice, ordinary printed,
written, or typed words! Onc of
the uses of this machine will be to
help the blind to read, and it will
also be able fo answer telephone
calls, teach, and act as a prompler
in the theatre ! How would you like
a robot tcacher ? AWl vight, I
suppose, as long as it was not able
to wield a cane !

0DDS AND ENDS.

A farmer in Oklahoma had to appenr
before a court, but he wroto to say that
he was unable to attend, nx tho seat of his

only pair of trouscrs had recently col-
lapsed | Ilis oxplanation was uovepted !
How's this for a strango ocoupation.

Marko Petrovitch is 116 years old. He
livea in a Dalmatian town und carns his
living by begging nuts from tho shop-
kocpers and cracking them with his gums
for the amusement of the crowd!

A large forty-five horsc-power saloon
car, magnificently fitted, which wns
originally built for the ex-Knisor, but which
he never obtained, was sold in London the
other day for £16!

SOME QUESTION !

Alfred Hibbing, of Chelsea, sel me
something of a poser last week,
when he wrote to ask me how many
miles of cable are used to connect
up all the telephone subscribers in
this country. Did you think yon
had caught me there, Alfred ?
Well, you weren't far off it, but I
have discovered that there are no
less than 3,572,662 miles of wire
used for this purposc! Next ques-
tion, please !

“ THE REBEL FORTRESS ! "

1 you like a thrilling yarn of
a school wvebellion, you coertainly
onght to read the magnificent yarn
of the St. Frank's barring-cud,
which appears in to-day’s splendid
number of * The Nelson Lice
Library.”” The Remove Form have
rebelled against their tyrant House-
master, and safo in their fortress
on an island, they ecffectively cool
the hot-tempered Mr. Hunter twilh
cold water when he attucks them
with a horde of toughs! Read of
the Remove vebels' adventures by
getting this grand story now. I
is too good to miss!

YOUR EDITOR.
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“Bai Jovel Here's Blake |”

“Railton's iot Uncle Harry for a bit,” eaid Blake, “Tt
couldn’t have happened more rippingly. We shall have time
to make a bit of a show,”’

“Yans, wathah1”

“Nice stato this study’s in, for a man’e uncle to come and
#ce it,” said Blake, with a sniff. ‘“Whose boots are these on
tha bookshelf, I'd like to know 1"

“Why, they're your own, deah boy,”

“ By éeorge. g0 they arel Get that grate a bit decent,
Herries, for goodness’ sake! It never ought to be allowed
to go as long as this.”

“Tt was your turn to tidy up!” grunted Herrics.

“Look here, don't you begin to argue, Herries, when
wo’'vo only got a few minutes to got ready for a visitor. For
i{oodnau’ sake do something, D’Arcy! Can’t you give the
ooking-glaes a rub? It looks rotten for a chap to see a
looking-glasa all splashed with ink."”

“1°1 qive it a good clean, deah boy——"

“That's right; buckle to.”

*1 shall have to put some old clothes on first, and gome old
ﬁ]ow!; but it's all wight—I'll be back in a quartah of an

our.”

Blake caught the swell of 8t. Jim" bf_tl:e collar as he
'?:i making for the door, and whisked him back into the
study.

" %ou_us——-"

“1 wefuse to be called an ass! I decline uttahly to be

tweated in this wuff mannah! I wegard you as a wottah 1”

“If you etart changing your olothes now, I'll hegin
changing your features "’ said Blake darkly. “My blessed
uncle may come toddling up any eccond now. Railton won't
stand him long.”

" Weally, Bfake i

“Rub that glass down |”

“1 shall soi mf handsg—"

*I'll soil your face if you don't buck up 1" roarcd Blake.

“1 wefuse to—" .

“Don't make such a muck with those ashes, Horries!
What on earth are you going to do with that ashpant”

“Take it away, of course.’ o

“And very likely run into Uncle Harry with it in the
paessage. Shove it behind something 1"

*1 decline to give my o.l;:lpwoval to thia slovenliness, Blake !
The ideah of shovin’ untidy things out of sight is absolutely
wotten and in bad form !”

“Qh, ring off I”

“1 wefuse to wing off | T— )

“Qhove those ashes into Gussy's hatbox, Herrics.” .

“Hewwies! Stop! If you appwoach my hatbox with
those nshea I shall stwike you !”

* Look here—""

“T uttahly decline to have my hatbox used as a weceptacle
for ashes I” gaid Arthur Augustus, standing on guard over his
treasure. “I wegard the mere suggestion as uttahly
bwutal I
“‘ Wtallll 4 Bl k“ ’

“Wea ake—" .

"I‘I(mr,,r "Il empty the ashpan intc the bookcase,” eaid
Herries. “The ashes won't be noticed there.  There's
nothing in the cupboard part.”

“ Btop, Hewwipg=——"

But it was too late!

The bookease in 8tudy No, 6 had glasa doors above, to the
ghelves, and wooden doors below, enclosing a cupboard in
which the juniors bestowed odda and ends. Arthur Augustus
had lately taken possession of that cupboard as a recﬂfnacle
for severa] fancy waistcoats, and it wai upon theze valuable
garments that Herries shot the ashes,

“Hewwies, you uttah ass! Oh!™

“What’s the matter 1*

" waistcoats | They are wuined! Oh, you ass!”

* Waisteoats "

“1 had thwee there—thwee waistcoats!”

" Blessed if that chap doesn’t keep waistcoats in every
blessad corner !'" grunted Herries, *“ Well, it can't be helped
now.”

“You uttah barbawian!”

“Oh, rats! I tell you it can’t be helped.”

And Herries closed the doors on the ashes and the waist-
coats. Arthur Augustus ran towards the bookecase.

“Weally, Hewwies, you cannot imagine that T am goin’ to
leave them there like that, snd—"
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"Let it alone,” said Blake. “There’s no time to bolher
over your blessed waistcoats now "

“ Weally, Blake—""

* Shut up 1"

“T wefuse to shut up I’

“Let that door alone!” roared Blake, as D'Arcy caught
hold of the lower door of the boekcase, with the evident
intention of opening it and jerking out waistcoats and
ashes, “You'll make the place in a fearful muck if you
«pill all that on the car?et."

“1 am sowwy, Blake !

“Well, chuck it, then!”

“But even for fhe sake of a visitah T cannot have my
waistcoats wuined. You can sweep up the ashes,”’

“Stand away from that bookcase, ass!”

“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort! Ow!
you wottah !"

Blake grabbed his elegant chinm and whirled him away
from lhn‘imokcaw. They waltzed round the study.

D'Arcy began to stroggle,

* Welease mel” he gasped. “T insist upon bein' immedi-
ately weleased, you feahful wuflian !”

“ Will you let that bookcase alone?”

“Certainly not] I—"

" Look here——""

“Weally, Blake——"

“I tell yon—=""

“You uttah outzidah!”

They whirled round the study again, D'Arcy caught his
foot in a rent in the carpet, and went down with a bump,
Blake sprawling across him,

The door opened at the same moment,

“ Blees my sonl1” <aid Uncle Harry.

His nephew and Arthur Augustus I’ Avey were sprawling
on the carpet in mortal combat, He stnod looking at them,

Buai Jove!” gasped D'Arcy.

* Oh, my Aunt Maria 1" murmured Blake, in dismay,

T'hey scrambled to their feet at once, very dirty and
dichevelled.

Mr, Blake looked at them throngh his rimless glasses,

“Jackie !’

“Oh, uncle, I—"

" Weally, my deah sir

“I am shocked 1" said Mr. Blake. “Yon were fighting 1"

" Not exactly fighting, deah <ir; only—only a little sewap,
you know,”

“That's all,’* <aid Blake.
to Gussy, really, that's all’

But Mr, Blake looked deeply shocked. Several juniors
in the passago who had stopped to look in, grinned, and
looked on with great interest, Blake would willingly have
tlammed the door, but his uncle stood in the way. The
uncle from Africa did not secm to have any objection to
an audience.

“1 am sorry, Jackie, to see this dreadful custom of fighting
m the school,” he said, in portentous tones. *“Jackie,
Jackie, T am shocked 1"

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Mecllish in the passage.
* Jackie, Jackie, how could you—"

Jack Blake turned crimson.

“Really, uncle—"

“Alas!"" =zaid Uncle Harry., “This is terrible! It is
harrowing! Jackie, Jackio! Think of tho time when you
were a rosy-fingered baby, and your hand had never been
raised in anger against a fellow-creature!””

“Bai Jove!"”

“Let dogs delight,”’ said NMr. Blake, “to bark and bite.
It is their nature to. Let bears and bulldogs grow] and
fight., They've nothing else to do.”

“My word |” giggled Mellish,

“But, Jackie, you should never let such angry passions
rise,” eaid Mr. Blake, with a solemn shuke of the head.
“Your little knuckles were not meant to dot a fellow’s
eyes,”’

“Oh, uncle "’ said Blake feebly.

“Those touching lines of S8hakespeare's, Jackie—"

“ Shakespeare’s I’ murmured the juniors in the passage,
*This is rich 1”

“Gorgeous |” said Mellish.

“Exactly describo the case, Jackie. Never, never, never
raise your hand against the nasal organ of a fellow-creature,
Nc.v.\\(filll,i,nsist upon both of you immediately making it up.”™

h

“Shake hands immediately 1"

“Tt’s all right, #ir!” groaned Blake. *“Tt was only a
-.n.;lp.!“\'v’e're the best of friends. Let me close the door,
unvcle

“8hake hands at onece "

“It's all wight, weally, sir !”

“ Unless you shake hands, Jackie, I shall leave the school,”

Blake, as a matter of fact, would have been greatly

Tue GeM Lisnary.—Ng. f.m.

Welease me,

“1 was pointing out something
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relieved and pleased if his uncle had carvied out his threat.
But that would not have done, of course. e gingerly ex-
tended his hand to Arthur Augustus.

Arthur Augustus took it gingerly.

They shook hands, to the great delight of the juniors at
the doorway. Mellish, affecting to weep, shook hands with
Reilly, who had just come in, and Reilly appeared to be
overcome with emotion. Bluke was furious, and he looked
daggers at them,

‘llr. Bluke turned to the boys outside with a benevolent
smile,

“ Lot this bo a losson to you, my boys,” he said, *Let
dogs delight to bark and bite; but never, never allow vour
angry passions to rise.”

“@il, never, sir,” said Mellish, “or hardly ever 1"

“Now you may close the door, Jackic.”

Blake slammed it,

CHAPTER 12.
Uncle Harry Does Some Cooking !

IGBY came in with the supplies from the tuckshop.
The supplics were ample enough, and some wanted
cnnking; and somo were already cooked.

Bluke's suggestion was a cold collation, but Mr.

Blake appeared to have heard of study fecds, and to be

rather keen on the idea.

“Not at all,” ho said. “T am not in a hurry, I am sure,
and I would not interfere with your usual customs for
anything.”

“Tt's all wifht, gip—="

“Not ant all. We are going to cook for tea,’ said Mr.
Blake, with a beaming smile. “I will show you some of
the cooking I have learned on the—the veldt. You can cn-
trust me with the frying-pan.”

“\We could not think of troubling you, sir.”

“Not at all. It will bo a pleasure.”

“ But, unclo—"

“ Come, Jackie, I want to be useful.

Politenecss forbade Jack Blake to stale that his uncle
would be most useful sitting in the armchair in the corncr
out of the way.

“Just as you like, uncle,”” lie gaid, with resignation as
cheerful as he could make it.

Hancock -put his hoad in at the door.

“T say, Blake, the innings is over!"

“(h, is it?"’ eaid Blake.

; wo're all out for fifty."”
4 {-\'jl’hvl[ Cood 1" , )
“Well, T su n you're goin,

go inl” exclnrnm I,l'uncmi\‘. #

the match 17
“(Oh, buzz off, old chap!”
“Look here——"

“Oh, get away !”

“Aren't you going——"

“No; you're going!”

And Blake pushed Hancock ont, and closed the door. Mr.
Nake was busy getting the frying-pan in order, and lic did
not soem to have heard the dinlogue at the door.

“1 ghall want some grease,” he remarked.

“Yaas, wathahl gay, DBlake,” whispered D'Arey,
“aren’t wo goin' to finish tho match?”

“Haven't we got a visitor?”

“Yaas, b »

“Woally, Blake—"

“ Butter will do,” said Uncle Harry,

“Here's the butter, my deah sir.” .

Uncle Harry jammed half a pound of butter into the
frying-pan, and jammed the pan on the glowing conls. The
i‘uniors watched him in tlumn{, and looked at one another
wopelessly ; but they did not liko to speak.

“ Now the sausages,” said Mr. Bluke, flourishing a fork.

“Iere they ore, sir.”

The door opened, and Reilly came in,

“Hure, Blake, Tom Merry wants to know when yve'll be

ndy for the Shell innings to begin!” he exclaimed.

“‘I'oll Tom Merry to go and cat coke!”

“But, faith—"

“(o and tell him, and don’t come back!”

“But the Shell innings—"

“Be off I

“Iaith, and I—"

“Bunk 1"

Blake ?ickcd up a jampot from the table, and he looked
g0 excited that Reilly promptly placed himself on the outside
of the door,

Jack Blake was, na n matter of fact, growing excitable.
"Tho strange proceedings of his amazing uncle was gotting on
his nerves, and, keen ericketer as he usually was, he could
not be worried by ericket just then.
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to turn up whon the Shell
suppose we're playing out

o

Herries, Dig, and D’Arey thought differently about the
matter. 'They wanted to do tho polite thing by Mr, Bluke,
but they wanted to finish the match. Dig whispered to
Blako that it was hardly the thing for a ericket captain to
absent himself from a match.

Blake snorted.

“Can I go and leave my uncle withont his tea, fathead 77

“No, but—"

“Well, shut up!”

“T'll go and captain the team, if you like.*”

“All right; buzz off I”

“8oon done!”

And Dighy skipped out of the study. Their remarks had
been exchanged in whispers, and Mr. Blako seemod uncon-
weious of them; but Arthur Angustus guessed what it meant
when Dig hurried out, He came over to Blake with o very
detormined expression upon his aristocratic features.

“Blake, dnnﬂ boy-—"

“Is the kettle boiling 2

“Weally, Blake, I am not wowwyin' about the keftle, If
you are not goin' back to the cwicket field, T think 1 ought
to go thero to eaptain the side.”

“Dig's gone."™

“1 wofuso to allow Dig to take my place. I gwacefull
wotweated to allow you to wesume the skippahship, but
decline to wesign my wights to Dig.”

“Oh, go and eat cokc?."

g | wu?ust- to do anythin’ of the sort.”

“T,00k here, Gus!  Stand by me, old chap, and help me
stand thig,” murmured Blake,

D’Arey heart was melted at once.

“(lertainly, deah boy, if you put it like that.”

And he said no moro about going to the ericket field,
Horrics was dubious in his mind; but Herries never could
como 1o a decision, and ho remuained undecided as to what
he had better do.

But all attention was now bestowed uﬁmn Mr. Blake and
his remarkable cooking. Whether Mr. Bloke could cook or
not in Sonth Africa, ho certainly did not seem to mnke much
of a success of it in Study No. 6 at 8t. Jim's, The half-
pound of butter melted in the pan and slopped over into the
fire, and there was such a sizzling and a sputtering,as ha
never before been heard in the study.

Blake, Horries, and D'Arcy looked dismayed, but it was
impossible to interfere. The lows of lmnpitn{i.t.y and reepect
for elders restrained them.

Into the simmering mass of melted butler Mr, Blake
phmﬁed tho sausages. They swam about in greasc, and
splashed o great real more o¥ it over the fire, and there was
a roar of flame up the chimney.

My hat!” muttered the unhappy Blake.
it on [irc soon!”

“Did you speak?” asked Uncle Harry,

Herrics gave o yell:

“ Look out!"

Dut it was too late. ‘The frying-pan, neglected for tha
moment, had =lipped on the fire, and the whole contents
were shot into the heart of the flames,

Thore was a rush and a roar of blaze that made Unclo
Harry jump back from the fire like an indinrubber maun,
and the juniors uttered exelamations of dismay.

——

“We shall have

CHAPTER 18.
Something Like a Feast!
“ LESS my soul 1” gasped Uncle Harry.

“My hat!"

“ Bai Jove !”

The grate was n mass of flame, and the juniors
dared not go near it. Blake remembered, with thankful-
noss, that the chimney had been recently swopt. Perhaps it
would not catch fire.  Mr. Blake gazed at the flames.

“This is unfortunate!” he remarked.

“ Yans, wathah!”

“Tt is making the study quite smoky.”

“(30 hon!"” murmured Herries,

“The blacks aro settling all over the place.”

“YVaas, wathah ! That was weally to be expected, undah
the circs, my deah sir.” :

“ Jackie, you really should not have tuken my altention
off the frying-pan at that moment !” said Mr. Blake severcly.

Blake almost staggered.

“I—uncle 1"

“Yes, you, sir!”

“ Oh Il)

The fire died down at last. From the window Blake
caught sight of a great many faces upturned towards the
Toof of the School House, and he knew that showers of
sparks and smoko must be pouring from the chimney. It
was fortunato that it did not eatch fire. Dlake would not
have been surprised to hear an alarm at any moment,

The study was in o most unplensant state,

(Continued on puge 22.)
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lingered in every corner, and made the juniors sniff and
gasp, and thick blacks were settling upon everything. Uncle
Harry scemed to be very cheerful, however.

“Porhaps, after all, we had better have the cold colla:
tion,” he remarked. .

Blake felt greatly relieved. IIo had a feeling that even
his duty as o nephew would not hold out against further
attompts at cooking on the part of Uncle Harry. \'\_hllmgly
cnough the juniors assented, and the cold collation was
spread on the table. It was early yet for tea for the juniors,
but llu-ﬂ ate to keep the distinguished visitor company.

Mr. Blake, apparentlly, had very little appetite, even after
his long journcy. ‘The tca was not what the juniors
regarded as a success,

r. Blake looked out of the window when he rose from
the tea-table.

‘* Ah, they are still Y-lnyipg cricket !" he observed.

“Yes; it's the Shell innings now, uncle.”

“Shall wo go and watch them?”

. "ﬂortninly. uncle. But are you sure you've had enough
ea

“Yes, thank you, Jackie. If T feel peckish in the open
air wo will pay a visit to the tuckshop.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Blake and his uncle left the study.

D'Arcy glanced round it as he followed more slowly with
Herries.

“T say, Hewwies, old man,” he whispcrcd. “what would
you do if {‘ou had an uncle like that?’

“Drown him I”

:'I should think his family must find him wathah twyin'.”
D’Arcy remarked thoughtfully. “T am wathah glad that he
is not my avunculah welative.”

Fellows looked at Blake and his uncle from all sides as
they left the 8chool House.

“Jackiol Jackie! How could you?” murmured Mellish
as he passed. And Blake had to repress the desire that rose
within him to slay Mellish.

Figgins and Fatty Wynn exchanged a wink as Unelo
Harry and the Fourth-Formers strolled on to the field.
Figgins ﬁavo Blake a nudge.

Jack Blake looked round inquiringly,

‘Introduce me to your uncle, old chap,” said Figgina.

Figgins was introduced to Mr. Blake, who was very polito
to him. Mr. Blake showed a great knowledge of 8t. Jim's,

Wat-er
Welcome—

for the tyrant House-
master of St. Frank's !
But it's no better than he can expect from the
juniors of the Remove Form, who have rebelled
against his tyranny.  Encamped in an island
fortress, Nipper and his fellow rebels are prepared
to give the hot-tempered Mr. Hunter all the
* coolers " he wants! Read the magnificent yarn
of their stirring adventures — entitled * THE
REBEL FORTRESS | "—which appears in to-day’s
tip-top number of
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thougi: ho had—ty the 3chool IEause view—gob mozt of it
wrom}'.

“ Ah, you are Figgins,” ha said. “ You belong to the Now
House. You are head of the juniors, I believe?”

“Yea, sir,”” said Tiggina. .

“Rats1” said Blake warmly, “That's quite & mistake,
uncle. I'm head of the juniors, tho New House doosn’t
count at oll.”

“More rats!” said Figgina. “Mr. Blake soems to ha
very accurately informed. We're the Cock House at 8t.
Jim's, Mr. Blake.”

“Weally, Figgins—" )

“And you put the best junior team into the field ?” said
Mr, Blake.

“Yos, rathor; Blake will admit that.”

“Rats!” said Blake.

“And i'nu have the greatest record for swimming, run-
ning, walking, cycling, football—"

= k here, uncle, you've
heatedly ; “wo hold the recor
head. Figgins holds that.”

“Look here, Blake—"'

“Look here, Figgins—"

“ Jackio! chki‘ﬁ" gaid Mr. Blake chidingly; “let dogs
delight to bark and fight, it is their nature to do these
unruly things.”

“Well, I'm not stopping them," growled Blake, under his
breath.

“We're awfully F‘lncl to see you at St. Jim's, sir,” said
Fatty Wynn, “It's a pleasure to sce Blake's uncle, sir.
We're all so fond of Blake.”

“Poople are always fond of dear little Jackio!” said
Uncle Harry. *“You have no idea what o swoet little
fellow he was when I saw him last. You should have heard
him ery for sugar candy.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Monty Lowther.
interesting.”

“It's ripping to see you here, sir,” went on Fatty Wynn,
who had a purpose in view. ‘“If you should feel at all
peckish, sir, %'d show you the way to the tuckshop.”

“(ood old Fatty!” murmured Manners.

“As a matter of fact, I am a little hungry,” said Mr.
Blake. “Suppose we pay & visit to tho school shop.
Lelieve it is a custom here for boy's relatives to stand treat
when they visit the school?” .

The juniors grinned. It was not exactly a custom, though
it was frequently done. DBut they were willing to make it
a custom on the spot.

“Exactly, sir,” said Fatty Wyna. “ &ha!l I show you the
way 1"

“Thank you. Come on, my boys. I shall be glad if all of
vou will join my nephew and myself in the tuck.(lmi).“

““Hear, hear!” ejaculated Monty Lowther. “I'm on in
this scene.’

“What-ho 1" said Manners. * Count on me!"

And o considerable crowd followed Mr. Blake to the
little shop kept within the precincts of St Jim's by Damoe
Taggles, the porter’s wife.

Blake and his friends, and all the Shell cricketers whose
wickets had fallen, led tha way, and after them came o
orowd of juniors of both Houses and all Forms, Even tho
Third Form had the “cheek,” a3 Blake regarded it, to
join in the treat. Wally, tha younger brother of Arthur
Augustus, came along with Jameson and Gibson and a crew
of inky-fiugered fags.

I'he little shop was crammed,

Mr. Blake, his nephew, D’Arcy, Herries, Figging, and
Wynn filled up the length of the littlo counter, and all tho
rest of the available space was speedily taken up. And
then thore were a great many fellows outside who couldn't
possibly find room inside.

“Now, what will you have, my boya?” said Mr. Blake
hospitably. “Order anything you like. There is no limit."

“PBravo, Blake's uncle!”

And the juniors did not stand upon tlia order of theice
ordering, 80 to speak, but ordered all at once!

Never had Dame Taggles had such a rush of orders.

Ginger-beer ond lemonade flowed in abundance, and jam.
tarts and cream-puffs, jellies, and cakes, and pies passed on
all sides.

Good-natured fellows who found room in tha shop passcd
out good things of all sorts to tho fellows outside, so that
they shouldn't lose their share of the treat.

All was mirth and merriment. )

It was getting near tea-time, and most of tha juniors wern
peckish ; but as a rule a healthy hoy can dispose of a pleasant
meal at any time. And the juniors now distingnished them.
selves,

Fatty Wynn, of course, made tha graatost exartions in the
cOmMon Cause,

He sat on a high stool at the counter and started on
evervthing that was within his reach.

ot it all wrong.” eaid Blake
for evervthing except swelled

“1—1 mean, how
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Ila soon cleared that part of the counter of eatables, and
then he hegan to give orders.

Dame Taggles was not given a moment’s rest.

It was almost impossibfo to keep count of tho various
items that were disposed of, and so Dame Taggles was
content with a reugh idea of tho amount—a rough idea
which did not err on the side of being too moderate.

The account had already run up to a large figure, and
the gnests of Blake's uncle were far from satisfied.

Most of the fellows in the shop were New House boys,
and it really looked as if the New Houso had had some idea
that something of the sort was about to happen, and had
placed themselves on the spot ready.

But the Scehool House boys fared pretiy well, too,

Mr. Blako was the most generous of hosts. Ho pressed
the fellows continually to have more and more.

“1 am sure you could eat some of theso cream-puffs
D' Avey1”

“Thank you vewy much, sir.”

“I'ry somie cheese-cakes, Wynn.”

“Cortainly, Mr. Blake.”

“Lowther, you will like these tarts."

“Thank you, sir.”

“Ginger-beer, please—ginger-heer for Figgins.”

“Don’t he pick up the names quickly, too?" murmured
Lowther, “He seemns to know the blessed lot of us by name,
and he's never geen any of us before to-day,”

Mr. Blake was immensely popular now.

Thers wasn't a fellow who didn’t envy Blake the possecssion
of snch an unele, and Blake himself was fecling very
sutislied with him.

After all, with all his eccentricities, ha was a jolly good
fellow, 'This feed would run into pounds, and it wasn't
every fellow’s uncle who would stand it,

The best, of things come to an end nt lnst, and so did that
gorgeous feed, 'l‘ﬁ:- orders slackened and dropped off, and
the shop cleared a little,

My, Blake beamed upon those who remained through his
rimless glasses,

“Come, help yonrself,” he exelaimed.
not linahed yet, Wynn?"

“Well, T eonld do with some moro ecake, sir,

“Certainly.”

“And a few moro tarts.”

“ Help yoursell,”

And l"ntty Wynn helped himself—generously.

“It is a great pleasuro to me,” aaic‘j Mr. Blake, “to sco so
many happy facos round moe. It is very pleasant to sco
that my nephew Jackie has so many friends.’

*“1ear, hear!”

“Good old Jacko!"

“It is ulso gratifying to me, as an uncle, to know that he
ia go careful with his money so as to be ablo to zave up
for a feast like this,” pursucd Mr, Blake.

Jack Blake's jaws dropped.

“T have partaken of his hospitality with great pleasure,
and I trust you have all done the same,” uiﬁ Unnla Harr
aftably. “.Jackie, my dear hoy, don't hurry younc]f).’
When you havo scttled with Mrs.” Taggles, join me on tho
ericket lield.”

And Mr. Blako walked out of the shop.

The fellows looked at ono another, and at Blake, and at
one another again, and with suppressed whistles they
followed in the footsteps of Mr. Bll?n?:e.

Blake, D'Arcy, and Herries remained alone,
dreadful silence foll wpon them,

“Surely you aro

and a

CHAPTER 14.
Trapped !

"ARCY was the fivst to speak,
" Bai Jovo !
That was all ho had to cay, but it expressed lis

foelings, Horries stared after Unclo Harry, then he
stared at Blake.  Then he bestowed o stare upon Mrs,
Paggles.  Finally, he stared at his boots, He scemaed to be
particularly interested in s boots, for his glance remained
upon them.

Blake tnrned red, then palo, then pink |

“My hat!" ho sawd, at last,

“Ihrea pounds fifteen shillinga and cixpenee,” said Damo
Taggles, looking up from a paper npon which sha had
been making Inborious calenlations with tho aid of a stump
of peneil.

“My word 1"

“Three pounds fiftecen—"

“Great Seolt!”

“Denry mo ! The gentlentan is gone |

“Bai Jove !”

“It's all right, Dame Taggles,” =aid Dlake desperately.
“You can pot that down to my account,”

“1 thought the gentleman——"

i
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“Never mind what yon thought;
acconnt,”

Dame Taggles bestowed a freczing look upon Blake. Tho
sublime coolness of a junior in requesting that three pounds
{ifteen shillings and sixpence should be put down to his
aceount astonished her.

* Master Blake——"

“Did you speak, Mra. Taggles?” asked Dlake feebly.

“Yes, 1 «Iier speak, Master Blake,” said the danie, wilh
asperity.

“I'm in rather a Lhoarry now, Mrs. Taggles.
presently—""

“Three pounds fifteen shillings and sixpenee—-

“I'nank you, Mrs. Taggles—1 know the sum exactly.’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Master Blake——"

CI's all wight, Mres, Taggles,” said D' Arev. “1'm goin'
o wire to my governah for a fvaly, and ibowill be all wight
I'his is my account as well as Blake's.”

“Oh, very well " sanl Dama Taggles.

And the juniors left the shop,

My hat!” murmnred Blake,  “Mad, of course”

“Must have had the sunstroke in Africa,” said Hervies,

“Yaas, wathali! It's wathah awkward, vou know, but I
suppose it's weally only absent-mindedness, Blake, deah hoy.
110's wathah eccentwie.”

"My hat, ho 15!

They strolled down to the ericket fiehl, Blake was over:
come.  Ho didn't want to be inhospitablo or undutiful,  13nt
really Unelo Harry seemed to be Eﬂnt upon placing him in
continnal awkward positions,

Uncle was watching tho finish of the Shell innings, and
clapping his hands warmly,

e beamed at Blako throngh his rimless glasses as {he
Junior eame up,

* Last man in, Jackic. Your innings soon. "

“1'm not in it now, nnele.”

“Ah, no; T forgol! Lot ma sea, T mnst not forget ahont
my train,"” said Mr. Blake thoughtfully, as he glanced at his
wateh,

“Pway don't think of gein' yet, deah siv,” said Arthur
\ngustus,

“Oh, no, uncle, not yet !

“Denr me, my watch has stopped !
time, 1'Arey?”

“Yaas, wathah, sir,” said Avihnr Augustus, pulling oul his
f.'nnnun twenty five guinea golld ‘irllulﬁm‘pt'r. “Just five,
s

“Ahem! You may lend me your watch,” said Mr. Blake,
“T will return it to von when my own is going.

Arthur Augustus gasped a little,  He didn't liko lending
Lis watch to anybody, naturally enough, and Mr. larry
Bluke was so very eccentric that there was no telling what
might happen to 1t o his ecare.  But politeness came
imfore overy other consideration.

D' Arey unhoaked his watch from the chain and handed it
fo Mr. Blake. Jack DBlake watched the  transaction
speechlessly,

Mr. Blake slipped the wateh into his pocket.

“Thank you very much !” ho said.

“You are vewy welcoine, my ‘deah sir I* said D’Arey, and
for onco, porhaps, conrtesy lod Arthur Augustus from the
strict lino of veraecity.

Mr. Blake glanced round the wide, green quad.

“I should like to have a look round tho sohool,” he
romarked.

“Cartainly, uncle; let ns show you round,” said Blake,

They strolled away from the playing fields. Tho merl.h
I'orm second innings was beginning, under Dig’s lead, but
Blake was too worried to think anything about cricket,

I'he school library, the IForm-rooms, tho ntudicl,'ﬂlﬂ
chapel, wero all suggested i vain, and Mr. Blake deoided
that what ho really wanted fo seo was the ruins of tho
abbuy. .

These relies of the ancient buildings of St. Jim's were
enclosed by a fenee, entered by a littlo gate, and they lay
i a secluded part of the grounds.

Unele Harry was goided thither by his dutiful nephew,
hut Herriea dropped behind to wateh the cricket.  Arthur
Aupgustus D'Arey, however, stuck to Jack Blake like a
Briton. .

“Phat's the erypt, unele,” said Blake, pointing to a thick,
anken door that stood open at the head of a narrow flight
of stone steps,

Mr. Blake hlinked at it throngh his glasses,

“T should like to sce i1.”

“dolly dark in there, sir!"

o down lirst, my boy<, and strike o match.”

“Cortamly, wnele!” X

Blake and D'Avey dezeended the steps. Thoy went into
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put it down lo my

I'll iook in

—_——

Can you tell me the
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the erypt, and Uncle Harey stood close by the door on the

pteps,

lli)lske struck & match. Aa tho light flickered out into
the gloom of the orypt thare wai the audden sound of &
shutting dooe.

The two juniors jumped.

““My hat1 He's shut ua inl1”

Blake dashed up the steps..

The door was closed ot the top. The door was made to
open outwards, but it did not oprn now. Rlake guessed that
8 stono or a chip of w had beon theust under it on the
outside.

“My hat!" he muemured dazedls.

“Bai Jove, Blake!” L. . :

Jack Blake struck another match, and in its Aickering
light the two juniors looked at one anothor.

* He's shut us in 1" faltered Blalk>.

“Yans, wathah!”

“He must be mad!”

~ Wight off his bonstlay wackal, da’ bz 1™

“It nust be sunstroke.”

“Yaas, wathah!"”

The match ‘burned out. .

With the door closed the crapt was in pitchs darkness,

“Puat your shoulder to it, sad shavs, Guesy 1" muttered

Blake.

“Wight-ho !”

They shoved the door. But ir was ficmly fixed, and quite
Immovable. Thoy exertod themaelves in voing it did not
even creak.

They desisted at last in utter dismas. .

D'Aroy carefully dusted with his hand the shoulder of his
‘Jacket where it had been pressod against the wood.

“1 say, Blake, deah boy, this is alarming.” he remarked.
“Wae aro absolutely shut up here, you know."”

“It's rotten!" .

“Wotten isn't the word! 1 weally wish vour uncle were
a twifle less ecventwic, old chap.”

“0h, it's sunstroke!” groaned Blake. “I—I never ex-

ected this, though—though I might have been prepared

or anything, after that affair in the tucksliop.”

*Yans, wathah!” .

“The fellows will let us ant scon: we shall have to wail
for that. But "—Blake hushed hiz breath—" what may he
e doing while we're shut up hera?”

“ Phew " . . .

«7¢ he's mad enough to play trioks like this—" \

“Rai Jove, deah boy, it's o deucid awkward posish! Let's
have anothsh twy at that boastloy door ! said Arthur
Augustus anxiously. .

hey tried—and tried again! ] .

But it was in vain: they were hopelesy priseners in the

orypt.  Meanwhile, what of the amazing unclo?

- ——

CHAPTER 15.
An Astounding Discovery !

ACK BLAKE leaned ogainst the osken door, in a enld
perspiration, ~ He cou only attribute hiz uncle’s
action to sudden inunit{{

It wos evident that this way the outcome of sun-
stroke in Soutt Afries. But what waa to be done? If
Uncle Harry were not responsible for his aclions, whal wild
doings might be going on at that verv moment? Perhaps
ho had putposely shut up his nephew in the vaults while he
carriod out somé insane scheme |

At that thought Bloke hammered aava ely on tlie door.
Flo could not move it, but someons might hear.

Bow-wow-wow !

“Jlark!”

“It was a dog, Blake." .

“Pongo 1" exclaimed Blake joriatly.
young Wally isn't far off.”

“Bai Jove, ynosl”

Bloke hammered on the oaken daoor again,
Augustus seconded him man(ully with fid. and boot,

The crypt rang with echo.

A tap came on the door from ontails

“Hallo, thero!"”

* Mpen the daor, Wally. deah bay !"

“My only Aunt Jane! Isthat you. Gt

“Yaas, wathah!”

“YIn, ha, hat"

« Unfasten the door, you young sweep ! raared Bluke.

“Hallo! You too, Brutus!” chnckled Wally,

“ Will you let us out?”

“I don't know,” said Wally coolly through the door,
“I'm not the chap to spoil a japs. Hsw did vou come to
st yourselves up hero?”

“Weally, Wally—"

“Weo wore shut up!” growled Bliis,
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*Who shut you up? Figgina?”

“No; my—my uncle.”

“My only Aunt Jane "

*WwWill {ou open the door, Wally "

“ Certainly, oocky !"

And the door cwung} open. Wally had only to kick away
s wooden _wcdge that had been thrust under it,

The juniors burst into the sunlight again, with great gasps
of relief, D'Arcy minor stared at them in amagement. ile
was Liolding Pongo by the oollar. He had chased the truant
Pongo into the ruins, with no expectation of being called
upon to release two prisoners from the crypt.

Do you mean to say your uncle played o {upe like that on
you, Blake?" he demanded half incredulously,

- g}t‘"ﬁ off his rocker, I think—sunstroke.”

o y ! L1

“Huve fou seen him? Do you know wlhere he is®™

“Yes; 1 saw him going towards the School House, while
I was cimgmg Pongo here,” said Wally. *Funcy his bein
off his,_onion. 1 suppore it's,in the family. ve notico
signa of it about you a lot of times.” .

lake made no m&lﬁ to that reniark. Ho dashed off in
the dircetion of the Bchool House, with D'Arcy at Lis heels.

Both the juniors were extreme[y anxious ns to what the
supposed lunatic might do. There was no telling!

ey ran into the School Honse, and Binks, the page, meb
Blake in the hall, A

“This letter ljuact. come for yo, Master Blake,” he said.

Blake took the letter mechanioally, without looking at it.

“Havo you seen my uncle, Binks?”

" Yos, Moster Blake, Hu's gone up to your study.”

“Thanks !”

Binke and D' Arcy dashied upstairs. As they ran down tha
Fourth Form passage they heard stronge sounds proceeding
from Btudy No. 6.

Bump! Crash!

D'Arcy turned quite pale.

“He—he's smns}un% up the furniture, Blake!”

“(‘ome on!"” pante lake.

They ran on to the study. Tho door was ajar, and they
paused and looked in before entering.

Blake's uncle was there.

He ovidently did not expect to bo interrupted or observed,
The House was quite empty, owing to the hnlf-holidax and
the fino weuther, and tho gentleman [rom Bouth Africa
naturally imagined that both Blake and D'Aroy were safe
in_the orypt till ho chose to let them out. )

The juniors gasped _as they saw how Blake's nstounding
unele was occupied. He had turned the table upside down
in the centre of the room, and had emptied the ashpan from
the geate into it,

He had opened D'Arcy's famous hat-box, and taken oub
the hats, and stuck them in a rominent position on tho shelf
with # labol on them, * Bhop

oiled, Bixpence Lnch,”
Ilo was now engaged in scribbling o note, nnd chuckling
over it with Breat glee as ho seribbled.

Blake and [’Arcy drew back into the parsago.

“Mad as a hattah ! muttered D'Arcy.

Rlake nodded.

“Ile's wrocked the study. o ought to be scenved.  We
ean's allow him 10 leave the school in this state,” suid Blake
in a_whispor,

* Wathah not, deah boy !”

“What can he be writing in that note?”

1 Arcy peered into the study ngain, and drew Lack.

“Tle's sticking it on the looking-glnss.” he whispered.
“TUs o mole to us, I suppose, This ik wenlly most sur win-
in.® " The swell of St. Jim's looked quickly ot Blake.
“What's the wmattah with gou, Blake?"

Make was staring at the letter in his Land,

v }.rlmk! This is from my uncle,”

"l

01 ean't understnnd it. o never memtioned anything
about having written, yet this letter hes just been delivered.™

* Bai Jove!”

Bluka tore o‘r«'n the letter,
face was a stndy.

“Jtead it!” he uttered,

Arthur Augudus glanced over the lettor. Tt
follows

As ho read the contents, his
ran os

“ Dear Jack,—1 am sorry I had to wire to you (hat I could
not come down to 8t. Jim's, I am so pressed by busineas
to-day that it is impossible, but 1 hope to run down in tho
evening just 1o have hall an hour's chat with you. You may
rx?e(t me by the seven train at Ryleombe, 1f Dr. Holmes
will allow it, 1 should like vou to meet {he train.

“Your affectionate uncle,
“ Hanny Drage”

© Pai Jove!” .

“ 1o snys he's coming lo Rylcomba by the seven traln—="

* Amazin'{"

“ Yot ho's coma ——"'

“Bai Jova I
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Blake rubbed his forchead feverishly, . .

“1 can't understand it. Why hasn’t ke meniioned this
letter 77

“Because he's off his wocknh, deah boy.”

“I—1 supposo that’s it.” DBlake gave a zudden start, “I
=1 say, it 1sn’t possible that there's any trick about it, is
there 1™

“ Twick !”

“1 haven't seen my unclo for years, I—I—-— My hat!
That chap collared your gold watch, and then shut us up in
the erypt.”

“Gweat Scott 1"

“ He's nothing like what I expected my uncle to be, exc:lpt
in appearance, and I remember procious little cxcept tho
glasses and the ginger beard. I'm jolly well going to sco
about it before he leaves the school.”

_“Yaas, wathah I said D’Aroy, growing oxcited as the pos-
sibility of an imposture dawned on his mind. *Let's wush
in, and I'll guar the door while you talk to liim and make
him explain,”

“Good 1" )

There was a chuckle in the study. Sometling seemed very
familiar to Blako's ears about that chucklo somehow.
...T’hey wasted no more time.

Togother thoy ran into tho study, and D Arey slammed
the door and put his back to it.

Mr. Blake gave a sudden jump,

“D-dear me I” he stammered. ** You st-:tartled me 1"

S“I'vo just had your letter, unclo,” said Blake, watching
him tnnrrowly, umf making no reference to thoe affair of the
crypt,

*M-my letter? Oh, y-a-c5!”

“You changed your mind and came envlier? "

“Exactly, my dear boy,” said Mr, Blake, recovering him-
self, and edging towards the door. “ You—you must excuse

that little joke at the crypt, you know—ao littlo—er—jape.
And—and "

“Wuit a minuto, uncle 1"

“I—I think——"

Blake took down the note which had lLcen stuck on tho
looking-glass,

Unelo ITarry made a bound to the door.

“ Btop Iz

“ Pway hold on, doah sir!"

Unclo Ilarry did not reply. Ho dragged D’Arcy away
from the door and tore it open.

Arthur Augustus made a wild grab at him and dragged
him back into the study. Tho little man wrenched himself
away. D'Arey's grip was on his hair, and to D'Arcy’s
horror the hair came off in his hand.

“Gweat Scott 1"

A head of dark hair was disclosed undor the wig. Stranger
still, along with the wig the beard and moustache came
away.

In spite of the artificial sunburn on the face, in spite of
all that .n]wul: wrinkles could do, the faco was recognisable
then, with the board and wig and moustaches gone, and
tho glasscs off.

Blako and D'Arcy gave one wild shout.

“Kerr "

And in his blank amazement I’ Are

In a sccond tho impoestor whippe
ran,

let go.
out of the study and

——

CHAPTER 16.
Spoofed !

«“ ELtR 1"
“My hat! Kerr!”
‘“Kerr| Bai Jove!”

. D'Arcy's mouth was wide open, and Blake stag-
ﬁu.rod in his astonishment. Ho had expected anything but
this.

1t was not Blake's uncle at all!

The wire and the lettor oxplained everyihing. Blako's
uncle had not come. But tho New Housa juniors, knowing
all about tho matter, had worked off tLis daring jape on
the unsuspecting School House juniors,

Blake remembered only too clearly that tca-party in
Figgins' study, and how cunningly {“i"ins & Co. had
extracted from him a deseription of the personal appear-
anoce of his uncle, as far as he knew it.

“Kerr! My only hat! Kerr!”

He glanced at tho note Kerr had written and left there
on tho looklng«sla.al for him., He understood now why
Uncle Harry had bolted so desperatoly when ho saw Blake
take the noto.

For the note ran thus:

“Dear Jackic,~This is to certify that you and the other
Bchool House asses have been completely diddled, dished,
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and dono! Thanks very much for the feed, and for the
amusement you have afforded me—most of it unconscious on
your part.
“Your affectionate uncle,
“Kenr (of the New ITouse).”

“Bai Jove!l”

Blake crumpled the note in his hand.

“ After him 1" he yelled. “He shan’t got away! I'll-I'll
?mlm him squirm!  I'll snatch him baldheaded!  After
him 1”

Blako tore out of the study, with D’Arey at his heels.

But Kerr had a good start,

He was already in the (]uudungle and by the time Blake
and D'Arcy burst out of the S8chool House, Kerr was racing
across to his own House.

A curious sight he looked, with a boy's face and the
clothes of a man upon his figure, padded to the stoutness
of middle age.

“8Btop him I” roered Blake,

Ho put on a desperate spurt., Figgina & Co. were racing
up, and o crowd of amazed juniors followed them,

Kerr, encumbered with his paddings, ran fast, but not
so fast as Blake. The hand of the avenger was on his
shoulder, and he would liave beon called to a dire account
the next moment, but Figgins camo tearing up.

I'iggins tackled Dlake like o Rugby three-quarter, and
Blake rochned 1 a graceful attitude on the ground, and
¥iggins, Kerr, and Wynn disappeared into the New House.

Arthur Augustus came tearing up, and rolled right over
Blake, and sat in the quad, gasping for breath.

“Owl!l Blake, you are an ass["”

“You duffer!”

“I wofuso to be called a duffah I””

“ What did you sprawl over mo for?”

_“Woally, Blake, I wegard it as wepwchensible of you ta
lio about on the gwound and twip people up.”

“Breroprer I

Blake -Laggnred to his fect.

The pseudo Uncle Harry was gone; but in o minute or
so ho was iooking out of the window of Figgins' study,
waving his hand to the incensed School House junjors.

“Ha, ha ha!” rosred Figgins. “Who's done this time?”

" Blake & Co. !” chortled Kerr and Wynn,

“Thanks for the feed I" sang out Figgins.

And the Co, mmsly yelled.

And in the quadrangle the juniors yelled, too. The dis-
covery had spread liko wildfire. Tho sight of Kerr cnrenrinﬁ
across the quad in Uncle Harry’s c!?)thos had explaine
cverything,

Even the 8chool House boys were shricking over it. The
very cricketers forgot that I.fyley were playing crickoet in the
cxoitement of the moment.

“It was an awfull 3ood feed !" said Tiggins,

Fatty Wynn nmucl{e his lips.

“Ripping 1"’ he said,

“Of course, we're going to pay the bill,” went on
Figgins. “Wo'll settle with Dame ’gugglm. But tho jokel
1la, ha, ha! It's up against you duffora!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake shook his fist and said things, But the laugh was
against him. The whole crowd roared over the joke.

Jack Blake thrust his hands deep into his trousers
pockets and strode away.

But the yells of laughter and the jubilant catcalls ot
I'iggins & Co. followed him all the way to the 8chool House.

All 8t. Jim's shrieked over the jape of Figgins & Co. It
had to be agroed that the New House had scored this time
with a vengeance. Even Mr. Railton I.u‘ﬂwd over the
story when it at last reached his cars, and he understood
tho cause of Mr, Blake's strange behaviour in his study.

Blake was a little sore at first, but ho was relieved to find
that he had not really an uncle who was “off his rocker.”
And as his real unclo was coming that evening he had no
time for rows with Figgins & Co. over the matter. He had
to preparo for the real individual. And his chums, when
they had finished laughing themselves hoarse over the l;npe,
helped him. And Figgins & Co. joined in, too, and Blake
forgave them,

And then the real Uncle Harry came, and a jolly gentle-
man he proved to be, All the juniors vied with one another
in_entertaining him, and the story of Kerr's escapade was
related to him over snpper. And Uncle Harry laughed as
heartilv as nnyone at the history of the amazing uncle.

TTE END.

(Whatever you do don't miss next weelk’s ripping parn
of Tom Merry & Co., ** THE ROBOT OF ST, JIM'S! "
It's packed with thrills from start to finish!)
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AIR THRILLS OF THE GREAT WAR!

THE SPY-FLYERS!

By
W. E. JOHNS.

-

WHAT HAS HAPPENED.

REX LOVELL and TONY FOSTER, engaged on Secret Service work in the air, discover that MAJOR TREVOR,
their ** boss," is himself a German agent !  Knowing that he is discovered, Trevor tries to escape in a D I 4,

but Rex and Tony give chase in a Bristol Fighter,

and sight him heading fowards the German lines,

( Now read on.)

The End of the D H4!

PPARENTLY Trevor had not scen them, for he was

staring over his tail, and had not moved since the

Bristol appeared. Rox started to edge his way into

the sun, but ho was too late. He saw the gunner

turn round, signal to his pilot, and then swing two Lewis
guns round on their Smrg mounting.

Rex put his nose down and rapidly overhauled the run-
away. While he was still 200 yards away he saw the tracer
leap from the other’s guns, and his lip curled in a sneer.

“ Tither he is scared stiff, or he thinks this is just a casual
machine, and he is trying to scare us away,” he mused,

The pilot of the Four had put Liz nose down, too, and was
racing full out for a mighty cloud-bank that towered up to
high heaven straight ahead.

“Yf he once reaches that he'll stand a good chance of get-
ting away,” thought Rex, and tilted his nosc down a little
steoper.

The gunner in the other machine was shooting at him all
the time, firing long bursts, which would soon exhaust his
ammunition if he kept it up.

“Ah! He has run to the end of his drum; now's my
chance,” thought Rex, and he charged in with a double
stream of lead pouring through his ﬁnshinu propeller from
the twin Vickers guns on the engine cowling.

The pilot of the De Havilland machine lost his nerve
under that deadly hail, and swerved wildly. Rex's dive
earried him below and past his adversary, and as he roomed
up on the far side he heard Tony's Lewis guns begin their
staccato song.

’I‘hu}v were on the very edge of the cloud-bank, and Rex
turned just in timo to see the other machine disappear into
it in a steep dive. A huge V-shaped cleft split the clouds
a short distance to his right, and as ho veered towards it
he looked round at Tony and raised his eyebrows inquiringly.
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The gunncr made a gesture of annoyance, and turned his
thumbs down; he had missed.

“1 think one of us must have hit him!" he bawled in
Rex's car ns they roared through the valley of cloud
looking for an opening.

Rex had made no attempt to follow the other machine into
the cloud, knowing quite well that such a course would be
useless, and he was content to fly a parallel course through
the cleft cloud-bank, hoping that the other machine wmﬁd
be in sight when they emerged on the other side.

The roar of the engine and the whip of the propeller
reverberated deafeningly from the towering walls of clond
on either gide as they thundered along on the trail of the
flecing traitor. A great mass of mist projected into tho
narrow lane just ahcad of them, and as they flashed by it
a wide patch of blue sky came into sight.

They had nearly reached it when the D H 4 emerged
from iho cloud in @ steep bank just below them, and Rex's
eyes were already sceking his gun sights, when ﬁ'or\y struck
him on the shoulder, with a wild yell, and pointed.

Following the outstretched finger Rex gave a gasp and
stiffened in his scat; a mixed circus of about twenty
Albatrosses and Triplanes were dropping vertically out of
the eky above them like vultures hastening to a kill.

Rex swung the Bristol round in a lightning turn, and
thrusting the stick forward, plunged back into the cloud.
The major would have to go. To attempt to continue the
pursuit with 0 many enemy machines about would bo
suicidal. They burst out of the cloud again into the sunlight,
and os Rex snatehed a swift glance around a cry of startled
surprise broke from his lips.

There was no need to point, for Tony's eyes were already
fixed on n scene which was to remain in their memory for
ever.  The luckless Four was ronring down towards the
ground, a long plume of black smoke trailing out behind it}
above and around it u cloud of triumphant black-crossed
machines were following it down.
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Rex realised that unless they were fortunate the major's
fute waa likely to bo their own, for already the uppermost
German scouls had seen then, nnd were turning m their
direction, 1T literally flung the Bristol back into the cloud,
and loenthed o sigh of relief as they were onco moro
swallowed up in tho swirling mist.  1le kept his divection
tavards the lines us well as ho could, and when he again
cinerged from the cloud-bank he put his nose down in a
steop dive wnd raced for home.

e knew it was ne use trying to sutclimb the Triplanes,
It there was a chance that they might hold their own
with thom i o dive. The thought of Major T'revor's end
brought o grim smile 1o his lips. What a curions trick of
I"uto it was, he thonght, that he should have been sent to his
death by the very people he had taken such risk= to serve,

Reox knew what had happened; either the pilot of the
D114 had heen nnaware of the recognition signal, or
had not  had  time to make i, Tt was possible
that he had not even secen the civeus above him until it
was too late, and the flail of «death was already shooting the
machine to picees about him.

Another towering clond Iny ahead, and as he reached it
the civeus burst our of the Lig clond bank behind him. e
examined the ground closely, and saw that thcy were still
four or live miles over the lnes, Against the inevitable
hedd-wind it wonld take thesn quite five minntes to reach
safely ; it was not long, but there was amplo time for
tragedy to overtake them.  Almest anything could happen
m _livo minutes.

Something did happen, something quile unexpected, but
something which brought an Indian-like whoop frot Tony's
lips. Rex looked back aver his tail; the Fokkers were turn-
ing away. Ho paised his eyes and saw the reason; a bi
pairol of 8 FBs had seen the unequal fight from high
above, and were roaring down te the resene. 'The boot was
now on the other foot, ond it was the Vokker's furn to
fly lov snlety.

As they raced nevoss the lines Lany emplicd drum after
drum of nmmunition into the enemy trenches below; and
Rox breathed o sigh of relief ns they passed over into the
seenvity of theip own lines, Tony tapped him on the
shoulder, and grinning broadly, raised hoth thumbs high in
the air. Five minutes later they touched their wheels on
the nerodeame ot Maranique,

The lirst person they saw when they landed was Captain
¥airfax, and he waved a cheery grecting to them as the
Bristol ran to a standstill on the tarmac, To think that we
thougght e was noapy, mosed Rex as he switched off his
vngine,  Well, T'rovor at least told the truth when he said
you could never el who was friend amd who was foe in
the vspionage game,

“What happened?”’ cried Fairfax exciledly. as the boys
elambered Aliﬁly from their seats,

“Ho went down in flames about half wny between here
and Varne” rephed Rex quietly.

— it

Falrfax Explains!

1} I ia all lairly elear now,” said Rex as they settled
I Lthemselves down in his room, after a wunill and a
good meal, “but there are still one or two things 1
am n bit huzy anbout. I can sce that Trovor had some
difficult problems to faco if he was to hold down his job.
For instance, ho was told by the general to put soineono on
that tunnel job, and he sent us. Naturally, he did his best
to mako surc that we failod, but both the traps ho set
misfired, and it must have shaken him to sco us come back.
We know that he got it in the neck from the other sido.
It is quite cortain, too, that he thought you were an agent
working for Germany, and he got the wind up properly
when he learncd that we had spotted you. That was wh
ho sent us to Lille—to get rid of us—but we slipped throug
his fingers again.

“Thon he got a brainwave about making us carriers, and
1 must say that wos pretty smart, ﬁ)artitfulnrly as he thought
he conld linvo ux shot when we had served his purpose. But
I still do not quite see where you htted in, Fairfax, It
looks as _if you were a German spy, but actually working
for the British,

Fairfax nodded.

"'I'hat's about it,"’ he said.
it'a still being done to-day.”

“It was you outside the window when Trevor was giving
us inatructions about the Lille show 1" asked Rex.

“It was,” admitted Fairfax, with a grin. “It's funny,
but I did not suspect Trevor even then. T turped up at the
rendezvous to sce that you didn't get into trouble, ll))ut you
kot to the honse faster than I expected.””

“We jumped a Germnn lorry,"” grinned Rex.

“And it looks as if you nearly jumped into the frying-pan
as well,” said Fairfax scriously. was in a difficult
position all the time, becanse I dared not let you into iny
real identity,  Why, you inight have been CGerman spies

"It’s been done before, and

yourselves for all T knew Tt doesn’t pay to (vust anybody.”

“What ubout that day we held you up in the Boche
hangar?” asked Rex. “ You must have been sick.”

“I was. In fuet, I was within an ace of telling you who
I was. You sce, I had some papers the German Higher
Conmand had asked for, and 1 had to deliver them or incur
suspicion, Necedless to say, 1 had allered them so that thoy
were really of no value, 1 had to produce the papers that day,
and T raced off after yon in the 8 B, determined to knock
you down to get them back, if necessary. 1 waited for you
m Lrevor's oflice, Ind 1 saw at a glance that you hadn’t got
them on you, It was a fairly bulky puckage, you remember,
As you know, I got them out of the pocket of your flying-
cont, It was o good thing 1 did, for had you shown those
papers to Trevor I should have been in a mess, Ho would
have seen that they were nselexs, and suspected me at once,
It just shows how intricate the gume becomes, There was
Trevor, faced with the task of unravelling a spy system of
which hoe was one of the prime agemts,  And thero were you
looking for the people who were earveying the messages, and
all the time you were carrying them yourself,

"Well, stranger things than that have happened in the
records of espionage. These things are not altogether
coincidence, you know; don’t get that idea. I'revor was
probably  working for years before the War to get into
that very position when war did break out, and 1 did the
very sume thing over the other side.  With unlimited money
and influence behind yon it ean be «done. He knew—or,
rather, thought—that I was working for his side. llow he
found out 1 don't know, and I don't suppose I cver shall
know.  After the lesson of 1914, when every German spy in
Lireat Britain was scooped up in one net through them bein
known to cach other and having a common rendezvous,
thought the Wilhelmstrasso took care that sgents were un-
known to euch other. Just see how strangely these things
work out,

“1 was with the general at H.Q. when le told Trevor to
fimd the spy who was going to and fro to Germany, and all
the time he thought it was me. I never suspected him,
Why <hould 17 1 knew you suspected me; in fact, it was
more than suspicion sfter you got my finger-prints so neatly.
That was smart. T had taken all sorts of ptecautions, too,
For instanee, I told my assistant at H.Q. that if ever you
rang me up he was to say 1 was there. 1 thought you might
do that, and, us a matter of fact, you did."”

Y Suppose T had insisted that T omust speak to you 7™ said
Rex,

“You didn't, thongh!” grinned Fairfax. “You could
hnve ealled my ol had you darved to go far enough; but
I didi’t expect yon would, wocd it paomed out os lgnniici-
pated.  11.Q. wero ready for you had yon rolled up with a
warrant demanding iy arrest, for they were following your
movements very closely.”

“'Watching our movements!" cricd Rex, in amazement.
* How the dickens conld they do that 1™

*1 was telhing them,” smiled Fairfux. "1 had ta report
on what you were doing every «day. They were a bit scared
at first for fear you got yourselves into trouble and upsect
the whole apple-cart; but when they realised vou were able
to hold yonr own they let yon go on in the hope that you
mifht strike sometling useful, a3, indeed, you did. I can
tell you that H.Q. is very pleased with you, and 1 should
think vou will hoth get o decoration.’

“1 couldn’t figure it out at all when you didn't blow the

aff on us after we had held yon up at Varne,” broke in

‘ony. “That got us ahsolutely stumped.”

“Tt put me in an awful hole,” replied Fairfax. *1 was
afvaid that my failure to report you might lead you to
suspect that I was working on your side. If you had once
spotted that it would only have neceded a glance from you
at tho wrong moment to have sent me before a firing-party.
At the finish T had to step in, as you know, I had got to
like you both, and I conldn’t just atand by and watch you
shot, as you certainly would have been by now. B8trictly
speaking, I had no right to butt in. I should have let you
go to tﬁe wall, because by exposing myself I have ruined
most of my value lo our side,
now, any more than you dare, It was a pity it came to a
slow-down. 1 hoped you were hoth going to get away in
the afternoon when you were trying to collar that Rumpler.
T had my eye on you”

"“We suw you had,” said Rex dryly,

“It was tough luck youn couldn't manage it. It shook me
to see you both crawl out of that machine after you had
to force land. It looked as if you were in a pretty mess.”’

“Well, I shouldn't have known ahout Trever if it hadn't
heen for that,” said Rex grimly.

“Well, Hartzmann was a clever old devil, but he over-
reached himsell by sending you on that special mission. He
knew you would come back while he held Fraser; in fuct,
he had allowed for every possible emergeney except one.”

“What was that 7" asked Rex,
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“Me,” answered Fairfax. — “lle failed to realise that
there might be a flaw in his own cast-iron organisation,
Everyone makes a boob sooner or later, 'T'hat was his, and
it was his undoing. You can't really blamo “him ; he Thad
to trust somebody. My hold-up in the mess afterwards waos
simpler than it looked or sounded. I had the whole table
covered, stone cold. It is an old trick. Everyone wanted
to seo me downed, but no one wanted to be the first man
to die. I've got out of worse fixes than that.”

“1 hope we shall never be in a worse one, anyway,'’
observed Rex grimly, “and I'll thank you now for what yom
did. Maybe wo shall have the opportunity of doing tho
samo for you one day."”

“Posh I replied Fairfax. “People in our profession
don't look for thanks; we shouldn’t get "em if we did. You
would have done the same for me, and as likely as not

ou'll have the opportunity of proving it one day. Well,

think that's cleaved tho air a bit, You'd better forget the
whole thing, My name is Fairfax, of Divisional IHead-
quarters, Forget ocverything else about me, and never
mention my namo in any other capacity. Walls have cars,
you know.’

“Well,“from what I have heard from headquarters, and
that isn't much, I should imagine that neither of you are
sorry to be back at the squadron again,” smiled Major
Lntkers to Rex and Tony, as they reported for duty at their
old squadron after u few-days’ leave of ahsence, which they
had spent “seeing the sights ” in Paris,

Rex laughed.

«“Oh, 1 don't know, sir, Tt was all very exciting, and we
have thoe satisfaction of knowing that we did somao useful
work for the higher wuthority,” he answered. *We shall
have to be careful though,” he added soberly. The general
wanted to send us home out of the War for good.  He
warned us that wé must never fall into the hands of the
enpmy, or we shall have pretty short shrift.”

“Naturally,” replied the major seriously,  “KEven an
officer who' escapes from Germany in the ordinary way is
linble to be shot as a spy if he is recaptured at a future
date, They must hate you pretty thoroughly over there.
Don't go far over the line, that's my advice. Take things
quictly for a weck or two, and give the pot that you must
have stirred up a chance to simmer down.”

The telephone at his elbow rang. its jangling summons,
and as the major picked up the receiver the boys turned to
leave the room.

“Wait a moment,” ealled the major: *this is headquarters
on the line—it may be something for you.”

They waited in the doorway while the C.O.
conversation.

“Yos, sir—I will, sir—certainly—T'll send them along
right away—good-bye, sir.’” He liung up the receiver and
eyéil the two officers wistfully.

“It looks as if I'm going to lose you again,” he said,
with an anxious frown. “General Fellowes wants Lo see you
both in his office ag soon as possible.  You can’t land there,
go you had better go by road; take my Crossley.”

drPhanks, sir,” replicd Rex,  *“We'll report at once.”

The major stared at the door thoughtfully for a full
minuto after they had gone, and then, with a gesture of
helplessness, resumed his writing.

“What do you suppose his wante us for?" asked Tony, as
they wped nlong the road towards Divisionn] Headquarters,
e | l}‘l’)ll.l. know,” replied Rex gravely, *but 1've o feeling
in my bones that something has happened.  Did you notice

continued his
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the major's expression while the general was speaking to
him 2"

Tony nodded.

“Yes,” he replied. “I'm afraid something ia in the wind.
1 hnpe he doesn’t want us to go and land at Varne again,
that's all,” he muttered, with a wry faco.

“We shall hardly be likely to do that,” laughed Rex
“Put here wo are, we shall soon know all about it.”

“The general is expecting you,” announced the red-
lpelled staff captain to whom they reported, ‘Stand fast
a moment, and I'll see if he's r:-ady M

He (Iisupiwurud into a room leading off the corridor, to
fioappear almost immediately and becken them with his

ngoer.

“In you go,”” he said.

“8it down, gentlemen,” began the
busy, so I must come to the point without
of all 1T may tell you that the excellent work you have been
doing for us lately has not been overlooked,” but you will
hear more about that through official channels in the near
future. My next news is not so good ; indeed, it is definitely
bad.” The general paused and drummed on the desk. “Tt
concorns Captain Fairfax,” he added slowly.

Roex started, and stiffened into an attitude of expectancy.

“Two days after the recent disturbing events with which
you are fully acquainted,” went on the general, it became
very necessary for us to locate the exact whereabouts of the
long-range gun the cnemy is using against our rest-camps.
1t 15 hardly necessary for me to say that the miegsion was a
very dangerous one, and Captain Fairfax asked to ba
allowed to undertake it. I hesitated to permit it, as he is
such a marked man, but he was so desperately keen to go
that T allowed myscll to be persunded into granting per-
mission, He expected to be back within forly-eight hours;
at the end of that time he was to keep an appointment with
the pilot who took him over, and who was to bring him
back. He failed to keep the appointment, and' we know
what that means, 1 was afraid that Fairfax had been
apprehended by the enemy, but this morning -1 received a
message which put n different complexion on_things. The
message was brought in by carrier pigeon, and was written
on paper which we are able to- identify as that carried by
Fairfax,”

The general took up a tiny slip of paper from the desk
before him, and read aloud:

Wounded, and in great danger. Hiding in
E.27. 23."

eneral, “I am very
sreamble,  First

“Urgent.
farmhouse at (.14,

farmhouse, of course,” con-
“ At the foot of the message
is kpown to us,  Well,
and T am afraid he is
fux recent)y ran &

“That is the pin-point of the
tinued the general, lpoking up.
ia the number by which Fairfax
gentlemen, that is how things stanpil, and
in ovil case. Now, I believa Captain Fair
great risk to help you. 1 am not going to nsk you to go
and fetch him, because that, too, wonl§ be irregular, but
in'the circumstances, in fairness to you all, I—er—well—"

“Quite, sir. 1 understarid,” broke in Rex.

“If anybody volunteered to go and fetch him it is possible
that I might sanction such a step,” continued. the general,
examining his pen reflectively.

“In that case, 1 beg to apply for twenty-
of absence,” said Rex quickly.

(Rex and Tony have got another dangerous job on, 8o
look out for thrills in nedt week’s gripping hynfa_lnwnj 7]
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