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For Next Wednesday :
“BARRED BY THE SCHOOL!"
By Martin Clif:ord.

The principal part in next weck's story is plaved by Crooke,
who comes luull suspicion of having made a base and
cowardly attack upon ’\lun-mm Morny, the Frerh master
at St. Jim's. So strong is the suspi
protestations of innoecnce are of no avail.
direct and civcumstantial, iz against hize: and the miserable
fellow pleads in vain for belief. Whether he was guilty or
no, you must read the story to find out; but in any case,
having regard to the caddish’ tricks he has played in the past,
one feels little sympathy for a fellow of his typo when

‘‘BARRED BY THE SCHOOL!™

IFISH READFRS,

The publication of J. T.%s very si'ly letter Tus brouglit me
quite a shoal of correspondence,  Mast of those who write
condemn unreservedly the attitude of J. T.: but ene reader,
as wlon%‘huaded and ignorant as‘he, says that it is all true—
exeopt that Scotland, not Ivelind, is the country to which
the remarks should be applicd.  Seeing that Scotland as a
country has not been .in the habit of voicing gricvanees of
the sort, it will take more than the testimony of a youngster
obv mu:lv Iacking in judgment and common-sense to convince
me that she feels them. This youthful Scot goes back to
Flodden Field—a battle which, ha says, the English wen by
treachery—and to Bannockburn. TPeople who think that it
iz worth while cherishing bitter grudzes on acconnt of

“Old. unhappy. far-cff thines,
And battles long ago.”
are really out of place in this mad rn werld.
will never worry me. t
and T have as high a respe:
Scot can have.

8. A. W, writes: “I was very mwuch surpri-ed and dis-
~gusted at J. T.s letter. I am Trish myself. but I think lie
must be utterly mad. 1 do not agree that Ireland has been
unfairly treat v England.”

A. M. says: “Whoever J. T. may be he is no fuir snecin
of an Trishman. He cannot exnect to be both comperitor and
judge. He makes a_great mistake when he § imazines that o
etter such as his will do anything to stop the sale of yowr
splendid papers i Treland ™

L. Pat McDermatt ozl ¥ Hibernian.
is either suffering with his live r
I'am an old G=ar reador. and

“An Irish Home-Ruler.” w
view, and savs T must

Innnodd k‘nm "
v the Luckb
the Brneo

O

L-headed ~on of Erin.”

z feom Cork, takes another
2e that Treland has not the same

privileges as England. Scotland, and Wales. T Jo. At
present Ireland has many morc— ~d by the British
taxpayer. made exempt from conscrip with 2 land-

purchase scheme such as would be wele:
one ‘of the other thrce countries—ihe
pampered member of the family !

artily in any
T:de is the
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Harold Munday. 364, Barking Rd Plaistow,
(ik> to join a “Gém > oy ** Magnet *

am.

Miss Minnie Ardill, 259, Burnley 8t., Burnler, Melbourne,
Australia, would like to correspond with eirl veaders.

F., would
Lf‘dguc in or near West

COMPANION -+ PAPER.S!
“PENNY
-~ LIBRARY — , — POPULAR"—,

: >
‘-H EVERY MONDAY 1 EVERY FRIDAY,
Y Oy

CHUCKLES,

1/2° ~—

t EVERY SATURDAY.

Private G. Sinclair, dth Seaforth Highlanders,
desires to thank readers who sent him back numbers,

Miss Irene Ferdinande would like to correspond with a
reader in Ncw Zealand, Australia, or Ionolulu.—Address,
36 Church & (.hr‘lwn, London, S.W,

Back Numbers Wanted, efe. -

By A. Barber, Karinga, Rangers Avenue, Mosman,
N.S.W., Australia—* Magnet ” 1.300; offers full price and

Ripon,

avan, 49, Field Lane, Batley—*Tom Merry in the

0s,” “The St. Jim’s Airmen,” and *¥oes of the 8ixth.”
Br B. Pattlmure, 1, Oakfield Rd East Cowes—Loyal to
the Last,” ~Talbot's Triumph,” *3aving Tallot,” and
‘Fxggms Fig-Pudding.”

C. megron Farm Inshlutr- Sparsholt, near Win-
chnsfor Gem " Nos. 50-300; also “Rivals and Chums,”
» King of the Fags,” and * -Tom M ¥ & Co.” -
vawford. 30, St. Andrew’s Drive, Pollokshiclds,
em ™ Nos., carlier than
Glantane St., Antrim Rd., Belfast-
* “In.spite of AlL” and “Grundy, the

By N. Dire
Mission of My
Detoctive.”

By A. P. Keith, e/o Mr. W. Watt, Svnd-msn Cupar, Fife
- Figging’ Fig-Puddin, " The School -
hoy ]'Z.‘:nIm‘ers " “ Nobod v The 1% Jun s Airmen,”
and ~Layal'to the La. double price offered.

By H. Glifford, 34, Park Lane, Rovton, ncar Oldham -
betweon June, 1915, and August, 1916,

T. King, Pe m Place mego, The Vincrie
nrﬂ}eer, Surrc_yf - Figgins' Fig Pudding,” * Figgins' Folly;?

*Tom Merry in the Rockies,” ~The Schoolboy Explorefs,”
and ~ 8. Jim's :lll'll’!”:

By G. Osborne, 23, Sheendale Rd., Richmond, Surrey- -

“Waiser or King ¥ and *The Flying Armada.”

B‘- E. Freed, 21, Sandford Rd., Aberavon, Glam.--* Gem *
Magnet © numoers ecarlier than 390, npvcmlh Tulbot
“crnon-8mith stories,

Newhall, near

ggins' Fig-pudding,” “ Wingate's
Folly.” * Drummed Out.” "Tom Merry & Co.,” John.
Tregellis' war stovies in_the “ Boys’ Friend ” 3d. Library,
and No. 621 of the *“Marvel,” containing an article on

White Tea, Ki\kn:nlgh Alton. Cusuber-
¢ in the Rockies,” and = Figging®’ Foil
J. Rickards, 25370, Lewis Machine-gun
Regt., Franco—Back numbers of

Overaetis Bond

Nurton-

- boxing.

By 8. Reyvnolds,
1 ‘Tom M,

¥ o1
17th W,

e
Ir Coy
companion papers. if any rn-ulnrs will oblige him.

Smith. 19. Fairhaven Rd., St. Anne's-on-the
he © Gem,” 1913, Christmas Number, and any v
agnots.”

By I{,\,man Belr, 86, Barnet St., Cape Town, South Africa

Back nunibers.of =~ Gem ™ and * Magnet ' helow

By Private H. Goddard. 6th Plagoon, 5th (,o‘. , Middlesex
Regt., B.E.F., France—Bazk pumbers of *Gem,” if a: ny
readers will send them

Will the correspondent who wrote from H.AML trawler
Wm. Stroud cormmunicate with the Editor agam at onee, ns
his letter, and his name with it, has been lost?

By Private W. E. Stent, 23373, 2nd Platoon, A Coy., 12th
Batt. South Wales Borderers, B.E. F., France— Back numbeis
of the “Gem nd also to have it sent him vegularly, if
some reader will be kind enongh.
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']' Heérrios took a straight, swift leep at the animal’s head, nml gucceeded In getting a tight grip on the
5 reing. (Sze Chay 8. -
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CHAPTER 1.
Music Hath Charms,

A-RA-TA-RA1
*Oh, my bat!” muttered Fom Merry,
Ta-ra-ta-ral
. “Drown it!"" exclaimed Menty Lowther, putting
his hands to his cars.
Ta-ra-ta-ra-ra-poml
#*Carry me home to die!” moaned Manners.
The Terriblo Three were on their way to No, & Stud% in
the Fourth-Form passage when the unearthly din smote their -

ears. They paused outside the door of the study, and looked
et each other with wry faces.

“1t's Herriea," eaid Tom Merri. ¢ He's mad{”

¢ Mad as a hatter, or a March hare!” said Monty Lowther,
“Did you cver heur such a giddy pandemonium? t's like the
Royal Field Artillery blazing away at Huns over & dozen
waterfalls {”” .

“ Sort of knocks you sideways, don’t it said Manners,

Blissfully unconstious of the fact that he had three critics
outside the study, the musician continued to blare forth om
his cornet.

It was not an unusual thing for' George Herriea tb praciise,

Next Weadnesdn -1
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bt seldom did he let himself go to such an extent as this. -

‘The som; proceeding from that cornet were positively
awful, almest sufficient in volumo te jar tho schoal te its
fou iana.

Ta-ra-ta-re-ro-pom ! Ta-ra-ta-ra-ra-pom !

“ Ow 1™ muttéred Tom Merry. *¥f I listen much longer T
shall dic in ‘the passage! Come on, you fellows! Slaughter
the silly idiot 1™

With one accord the Terrible Three dashed into the study.
Their looks suggested battle, murder, and sudden ceath.

Herries of the Fousth was seated upon the table, with his
Precious instrument raised aloft. He had no music in front
of him, but wrs playing just as his fancy took him.

If the din hod sounded fierce out in the passage it was
fifty times worse inside the study.
The Terrible Threo, stopping their cars, charged at Hervies
all together.

The nest instant the wretched cornet-play er appearcd to be
the centre of a Rughy serum, Three vigerons bodies smote
him from different directions, and he rolied off the table and
descended to the floor with a bump which shook cvery bono
ia his body. - The cornet fell from hia graep, and went clatter-
ing into tho corner. L .

.#¥aracoooh! Oh, you frabjous dummics !’

Herries sat up, felt himseif all over to meke sure that he
was still in one picce, and then regarded the Terrible Three
with the glare of a basilisk. .

i< WWhat in thunder did you do that for?” he demanded.

“To put a stopper to your merry antics, my son,” said
Menty Lowther. “ The row you were making was enough to
set the dead leaping out of theiv graves! And, talking about
graves, 1 think it’s high time we buried that confounded
cornet 1" S

‘! Don't you dare——" hegan Herries wrathfully.

At this juneture, just as things were warming up, the
study door opened and its !'igh ut occupants Jack Blake,
Dizby.and Arthur Augustus I Arcy, came in.

The Terrible Three pmm;{tly lined up shoulder to shoulder,
thinking they would be called npou to defend themeelves ;
hut, to their surprise, the mew-comiers showod no signs of
aptagoniam—not towards them, at any rate. They were

glarmg at the prostrate Herrics, X
' Herries, you prize idiot—="' hegan D:%by. )
urbling jebberwock I’ spluttered Blake,

“ Herrics, you
o) wwi'és. you fwightful chump!” chimed in
Augustus D’ Arcy.

Arthur

reaipicnt “of these doubtiu! compliments leapt to his

b, :
*Look here,” he roarved, “T've put up with quite enough

from these Shell bounders, without you chaps chipping in 1"
J: Blake stepped forward, and Rourished a newspaper

in his study-mate's face. Blake’s own face was very red, and

his expression decidedly wrathful.

e Wﬁ:& d’you mean by this, you—ryou !mhecilc?” he roared,

¢ Mean by what?” :

‘“This apology for an advertissment. T never saw such
tommy-rot in my life!” i 5 .

“ HalloI"" gaid Monty Lowiher. - What's our miad musician
hoen up to new 1™

Jack Blake handed the paper t5 the Terrible Three, Tt was
the latest cdition of the local “rag,” the R ylcambe
Gazette,” and Blake had blue-lozded the fallowing as vertisc.

' ment, which appeared under the heading of ** Profossionel © 3

" NOTICE !'—A young gentleman who is a talented masician
is desirons of forming an orchestra. with a view to giving
concerts, ete., in aid of the Red Crosa Fund. -Intending
members should apply lly, on Wednesday aft

to: G. Hervies, Study 6, Fourth-Form Passage,
Schoal, Ryleombe,™

£
St. James'

“ Well, I'm jiggered!"” gasped Monty Lowther, after read-
ing this extraordinary announcement. ** This must he a jape
of some sort. Herries didn’t put it in.”

“Yes, I did,"” eaid Herries,

* What I’ % 4

“X had that advertisement inserted, and I'm not ashamed
to own it,” eaid Herries doggedly. .

‘ But, my dear follow, you must be stark, staring mad!”
gasped Tom Mewery. ' What the merery dickens do vou know
ahaut music?” -

-4¢ Everything I'’ answered Herrics coolly, .
“Rats!' sa1d Monty Lowther. “The only thing you seem
cupabki of in the music line is blowing your own trumpet.”
‘ Yaas, wat o o

“ The "whele thing’s absurd!” said Tem Aerry crossiy.
“ Fancy, a freak like yon thinking you can run an orchestra !
And you've ect aside Wednesdny, of all daye, for ‘nterview-
ing applicantat Have you forgottén that there's a House

HE " GEM Ry.—~No. 460. =
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.week. And if you cI::]pa
e

NOW
SALE"

match on Wednesday, and that we've got to wips up the
ground with Figgine & Co. i € 3
* Blow the House match! And blow Figeina & Co. !
1 It’s too late to cancel the advertisement, too,’” growled
Digby. “ Herries will have to go through with the bizney.
But we can give lhim a ]oﬂiegood bumping, and he’ll learn
;w{t to' put o House mateh behind his fifth-rate orchestra in
uture !
- Hands off " roared Herrics,

t he was in a woefal minority. Iis study-mates and
the Terrible Three whisked him off his fect, and sent him
crasl to the Hoor. . .

Bump!
“ Yow-ow-ow "
* And another I panted Jack Blake.
Bamp!
** Yaroocooh ! Chuck it, you beasts!”
EOne Ifur luck ¥ chuckled Monty Lowther.
s

B

For the third and last time Herries descended on tho study
carpet, where he lay ga li%e a newly.landed fish,

‘“I s'pose the hext thing the balmy idiot will want js to
hold reboarsas far this study. growlod Dighy. .
Blake gav® o roar hike an angry bull,

“Just let him try it on!” he said. “Thero'll he o fow -
”"?‘cﬁ‘ of r!eql? cle,a,rﬂe't—playar waiting to.be swept up!”

@, ha, ha

“Keep your haiv on!” panted Herrics, who was jush
bcgmnmg to recover his breath. * Blessed 1f ¥ want to held
rehearsals among a crowd of duffers who dont kmow a
crotchet from a treble clefl ¥ shall do the thing in atyle;
it’s formed, will meet "at the
I shall hire it for threo nights a

had an o\mma’:]! patriotism among
o beck me up !

P

: id Tom * There isn’t much the matter
with our patriotivm, and we'd give you a helping hand like a
shot if we thought you'd do any good. But you wou't. The
whole thing’s gm'ngl to be a howhng farce.”

'To which cheerful prediction Hervies replied with the well
worn_utteranec:

** Wait and zee |7

 CHAPTER 2.
The Merry Widow! »
HERR.IES had expected a good responze to his advers

tisement in the logal paper, and he was mot
disappointed. Indeed, the response proved alto-
gether too good for his likimg,

After dinner on Wednesday, Tom Merry & Co.
got into football garh, ready to play the mighty men of the
New FHouse. A depury was tound to §ll the place of Herries
in the School House team, and his absenco would not be
sorely felt. Herries had won greater reputarion as a- maker
of weird noises than as s foothaller.

The School House won the toss, and Tom Merry & Co.
swept down the field in the' first minute,

The game had not been in progress long when a_ strange
apparition was sighted coming towards the ground.

** Who—what——" began Tom Merry, in astonishment.

The queer creature who was a ing was evidently
a ludy, though she took strides which were remarkably
masculine. . Her costume was very improssive and tight.
fitting, and she wore a pair of pince-nez on the “top of%:cr’
long. aquiline nose. In her hand she carried a gaudy parasol,
which was more in keeping with o summer day at the seaside.

:*It’s a eross between a suffragette and a tigl t-rope walker,”
said Monty Lowther. *“Wonder what sho wants?'

“She’s making tracks for us,” said Mannors,
help feeling rather uncomfortable 1"

“Rats! She can’t eat us!” growled Tom Metry.

‘' She’s going np to Gussy,” said Talbot, with a chackle.
“That’s all right. Gussy knows how to tacklo thie fair sex "

** Fair ! gasped Monty Lowther. *Why, she's as ugly as
—as a squashed milk-pudding |

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

Arthur Augnstna was standing on the touchline. He was
wondering why the game, had stopped, net having zeen ihe
approach of the intruder

“Little boy !

Arthur Augustus gave a jump.

**Bai Jovel” he murmured.

“Littlo boy I”” ropeated the strange lady.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s tilted his chin in the air.

i Pard 2 ]

on me, 4
The lady with the aé';nil'me nose struck her parasol im-
.

patiently dn the grou i
PRICE 20.

“T can't
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Herries applied a match to a huge jumping-oracker; and hurled it towards the astonished audience.
i Bung! Bang!! Bang 1!l (>ee Chapter 8.) J

“Why did you not speak when I firet addressed you?" she
demanded, in a voice which Monty Lowther, under his
breath, likened to the sound of a nutmeg-grater,

Arthur Augustus affixed his celebrated monocle to his eye
with an air of great deliberation,

“J am not accustomed,” he said, his face crimson, “to
bein’ addwessed as ‘little boy'! Pway, allow me to inform
you, madam, thet I am fifteen!” .

“Pahl A mere infant!” sniffed the alien lady. “I am
Mrs. Tyle-Loose, authoress of ‘War Work for Wayland
?]\'oge,r,x,' published locally. You have doubtless heard of the

ook ?

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“J only wead Shakespeah, Bywon, an' the ‘ Fancy Dwess
Journal,” he said. ** All other books are tommy-wot!”

Mrs. Tyle-Loose pranced about like a cat on hot bricks.
Her parasol was flourished in dangerous proximity to the
swell of St. Jim's. But Gussy was almost as heated as the
authoress, and he stood his ground.

“You dare ”—Mrs. Tyle-Looso was almost beside herself
—*%you dare to characterise my writings as tommy—
tommy—""

“Tommy-wot!” said Arthur Augustus. * Most emphati-
cally, madam! If, as you wemark, your book was published
locally, it cannot be up to the scwatch !”

But, althongh *“War Work for Wayland Women * might
not have been up to the soratch, its compiler was. She shot
out a somewhat skinny hand, and her clawlike fingers clutched
Arthur Augustus by the ear,

“My only Aunt Sempronia!” murmured Monty Lowthes.
“(ussy’s in for it now! Give bim beans, mum!” :

. NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But Arthur Augustus was not proof against that hostils
attack from a member of the fair sex. He tore himself
away from the incensed lady and fled, Mra. Tyle-Loose giving:
chase with her parasol. .,

The football match was temporarily held up. The playcrs
held their sides with helpless laughter.

Lubkily, Arthur ~Augustus D'Arcy was an athlete, while
Mrs, Tyle-Loose did not shine in this direction. Consequently,
Gussy got well away from her in next to no time, and thus
escaped the vials of her wrath, )

“Bai Jove! What a beastly, howwid person, begad!" La
panted, as he sought refuge in the gymnasium.

Meanwhile Mrs. Tyle-Loose recovered her breath, and made
her way back to the ground. Bhe regarded Tom Merry &
Co. with haughty disfavour.

“Gan any of you children inform me where I shall find
Mr. Herries?” she ed. *

“ Ch-ch-children ! Mum-mum-Mr, Herrigs!” stuttered Tom
Merry. o :
* “Answer me, boy! You are not a parrot, I presume?”

Before Tom Merry could reply Monty Lowther obligingly
came forward.

i Follow me, ma’am,” he said, with great courtesy. L
shall be happy to take you to Mr. Herries![”

Mrs. Tyle-Loose sniffed, but condescended to let Monty
Lowther lead the way.

The humorist of the Shell had no intention of taking his
objectionable escort to No.. 6 Study. ' That wasn't good

Tue GeM Lisrarr.—No. 460,
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engugh. It wonld ereate a far finer atmosphere of fun if
Vo left Mre. Tyle-Lookd with g.he Head. 2

**This way, ma’am !’ said Lowther briskly. .

He guided the authoress through a maze of corvidors,
indicated the Head’s study. Without even saying
Thank you ! Mre. Tyle-Looge swept on with rustling ekirt,
atid entered the sacred apartment. ok

Dr. Holmes, who bad been enjoying an alterncon pipe,
and was just filling amgther, gazed at the strange creature
who had imnvaded his study as if she were Hamlet’s ghnsri_.

o

“* M-m-my dear madam ! he managed te stammer,
to whom do I owe the pleasure—""

* Enough formality, 1" mapped Mrs. Tyle Looze, “You
ura forming an orchestra, T understand 17

o3 ng that tho
evoted to the Red
cker, and 1 pride

© “And I have come to offer my se
jroceeds of the performances will
Cross Fund. I am a strenuous was

myself that- I should make a big hit in your orchestra. I
can play the violoneello divinely !*

‘“Bat, my dear mada: ir

Dr. Holmes sat back in his chair, nearly overcome, Ho

could not for the life of him understand what his extraordinary
visitor was driving at, and concluded that she must be suffer-
ing from some form of insanity. i

“When shall you wizh mie to attend rchecrsals?7
Alrs. Tyle-Loose,

“ Re-r-rehearsals Y’ stuttered the Headl

“Yes, yeal Are '{ou ‘hard of hearing
pacrot, that you should mimic me in that ridiculo

The Head bristled up at this. He could stand a good
but human cndurance has its limats. .

“X not think you are aware, madam,” he said stiffly,
“to whom yon are speaking. I am Dr. Holmes, the head-
master of iﬁia school,™
" What 1 .

“I shall be glad to know who yen are. and what your
olrject is in clgiming an audience with me?”?

* But—but I understoed you to.be Mr. Herries!™

‘“Herries? Good heavens! He is a member of the Fonrth
Form . here—a mere boy! IHow came you to labour under

o

asked

enner 7

1 deal,

1hat delasion, Mrs.——

“ Tyle-] P! gaid the owner of that name, * Ons of rour
boys, when I asked him if T could seo Mr. Herries, dirccted
e Do you mean to say that the person I am visiting

iy a boy?”

e onl
o t s so 1" .
Mrs. le-Loose grip] her 1pxmucnl grimly.

- Thelﬁ must mgdug:dhhat the whole affair is a practical
joke?™ she eaid :

“ Which affait, madam? [ am quite in the dark.”

The Head’s visitor produced a copy of the local paper, and
flourished it under his nose.

*“ Do you sed that advertisement?” she demanded. 2

Dr. ﬁo}mes ran his eye over the announcement which

Herries had inserted . .

“Bless my soul "’ he murmured, ‘when he had perused it.

“Y must say it is very presumptuous on Herries’ pari to

imagine he can take upon himsclf the formation of an

orchestra.  However, his motives are commendable, and I

shall not interfere, You have been the victim of a practical

joke, —er—' You will find Herries in No. &

" Study, m the Fourth Form passage.” ;

“I am a stranger here. Canuot you usé s gentlethan’s
rivilege of direciing me?” asked the suthoress reproach-

ully,
ﬁtlewd to,"”

1 have other and more pressing matters to
gaid the Head tartly. ‘ Good-afterncon, madam !
Mrs. Tylo-Loose flounced out of the room, and the Head.
hl'n_kfing back, mopped his heated brow with his handker-
ner.

“Dear me!” he murmured. “What a—a vixvenish
ereature! 1 a2m more relicved than I can say to know she is
gone, -and only hope there will be no trouble in another
qguarter I

But the Head's hopes were not destined to be fulfilled.

CHAPTER 3,
Hot for Herries.
Y child 1
. Bkimpale_of the Shell, who was leaning up
againsi one of the old clms in the quad, reading
the outpourings of Professor Balmycrumpet,
; looked up with a start, and blinked through his
big glasses at the persan who had dared to address him in such
a ﬁ)ﬁh—gﬁd-mxghly manner. " -
.+* Direct me at once to Master Herrjos!™ f
7 No. 468.
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Skimpole was & very meek and mild youth, and at all tis
ready to oblige. So, instead of taking Mrs. Tyle-Looss to
task for having called him a child, when bo was re in. hia
own esteerr—one of the gianis of the intellectnal warld, ko
humoured her. &

** With pleasure, madam!” he murmurcd, * Follow me!”

“And no jokes, mind!” said Mrs. Tyle-Loose severefy.
“To not dare to mislead me,; or=—" 3

The speaker made a threatening movement with her
parasol, and Skimpole. shuddered.

The wa.[idng dictionary of the Shell, as Monty Lowther
2afled him, led his charge to No. 6 Study.

:‘ ch_ywil} find Herrics within, madam,” he said,

Flinging open the decr, Mrs. Tyle-Locse rushed in like &
whirlwind, ing Herrics, who was trying te tackle *“Tann-
bauser * upon his eornet, to bow! over the music-stand in his

alarm.
1 said Mrs, Tyle-Loose vindictively, “Infidell
puppy! Presumptuous idiot—-"
“ W.w-what !"* gasped Herries.

‘It is you, I take it, who had the audacious effrontery to

“ advertise for an opchestra—you, an infant of immature years—

and with as much knowledze of music as a cat has of peedle-

work ¥
" 1—I—" stammered Herijes, the wind taken completely
out of his sails by this most sudden and unexpected attack.

. “Deny it if you dare!” snapped Mrs, Tyle-Loose.  “ Hero
is ibe advertisement in black and white] ~ You ought to bo
ashamed of yourself {or oretending you were 2 musician !

Herries squared his shoulders at this.

* Look here!” he said, losing his temper. *I don’t know
who you are, or what you're doing outside an asylum; but I
don’t allow anybody to say I'm a rotten musician, when 1
rau.elay the cornct as well as anybody in the county¥”

Y v * Mrs. Tyle-Loose scemed on the verge of
an apoplectic fit.  “Do yon kmow, child, to whom you are
speaking ¥

“Yeel” growled Herries, with delightful candour, “Ta
an ill-mannered hussy 1

That did it, of cours Neither things past, nor things
present, nor things to come, nor principalities, nor powers
vould have stopped Mrs. Tyle-Loose from opening the attack
wt that moment.

Raising her parasol aloft, the rushed st the intrepid youth
who had dared to be so cheeky to her.

“*M-m-my hat!” muttered Herries, in alarm

He deftly got behind the table, and dod
other side to escope the fast and furious

Tyle-Loose rained upon him.
ow he escaped injury was almost miraculous, for the
up, and her blows did not err on

ineensed lady was woun
sﬁirstion standing out on

i about on_the
lovia which Mrs,

the side of mercy,
“Help!” roared Herries, the per

z]}if l_:::nw. *Fmr not a coward, but P'm blessed if I can stand
18 !

Whack ! i ’

The parasal descended with  stinging force upoun Lis
shoulder.

¥ Yarocooch 1"

Roused by his masier’s crv, Towser, the faithful bulldog,
who had been curled up before the fireplace asleep, rose,
stretched himself,"and barked furionsly at Mrs. Tyle-Loose.

Herries took advantage of the diversion to scramble out of
the window. With a cry of relief, he dropped on to the flag-
stones below. .

But the next moment he had the shock of his life, for Mrs.
Tyle-Loose was following him: arnd, to judge by her screams
of abject tervor, Towser was following her,

There was a terrible, rending sond as a portion of the
vietim’s skirt came away from the rest, to repose trinmphantly

n the jaws of Towser; and then Mrs, Tyle-Loose, still grip-
ping her parasol, came whirling down.

Fortunately, the :lrofp from the study window was not con-
siderable, or an am ance might have been needed.  As it

was, Mrs. Tyle-Loose alighted upon ber rather large feet, and
immediately rushed after Herries.

That junior, scared almost out of his wits, away
towards the football-field. The House match had been
resumed, but it was beld up again instanter as Herries and
his pursuer canmie tearing across the turf.

“Oh, my hat!” muttered Figgins. “This beats the
cinema! Charlie Chaplin’ll have to play second fiddle to
Myrs. What's-her-name after this!? ;

“Soe how thtg run!" chuckled Monty Lowther.” “Look at
old Herries? ou can’t see his heels for dusti”

. ‘Ha, ha, hal® . g

The faffzu.r‘ was a screaming joke to all exeept the unfor-
tunate Herries, who was almost at the end of his tether. He
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dashed up to Lefeyre of the Fifth, who was acting as
referee. .

“Keep her off " he panted. .
“No, thanks!” laughed Lefevro. “I don’t war with
women!”

“She's not & woman! She’s a fiend incarnate!”
“Ha hat”

, ba, ha!

The wretoched Herries lifted up the folds of Lefevre’s rain.
coat—which was a very roomy one—and sought refuge
beneath it.

But Mrs. Tyle-Loose was not to be baulked of her prey.
Speeding to the spot, she brought her parasol down with
terrific foree,

‘Yow-ow-ow !" came in a smothered roar from the hapless

Herries.

“"Yaroooopl"
Herries, caught
old hag?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The players had thrown themselves down in an abandofi:
ment of helpless merriment. Pantomimes were “alzo ran”

¥ comparison with this wildly-cxciting scene,

‘Whack—whaok—whack—whaek !

Mrs. Tyle-Loose was certainly going strong—a good deal
too strong for Herrics, who, the more he struggled to break
awhy, became more hopelessly entangled in the folds of
Lefevre’s coat. His yelgawerd rather like thise of a boy of
ten being thrown into the deep end of a bath for the first
time. ’ )

The avenger did not desist until lack of
breath and the sudden snapping in two
of her parasol compelled her to do eo.
Then she drew back, flushed and furious.

“There!” she panted, as the bruised
and battered Herries crawled out of his

lled_Lefevre, as one of the blows, missing
im on the leg. *“Help! -Gerraway, you

futile shelter. *“Perhaps you will refrain
from playing practicalejokes in_future!
The chasti t I have .lust inistered
w1‘l‘1 do you gq'c:.d, my child {”

W-OW-OW |

“I go!" said Mrs. Tyle-Loose tragically.
“And I hope never to eet foot in this—
this hotbed of iniquity again!”

Herries hoped so, too, as he watched
the indignant authoress, with the broken
parasol still clutchetl tightly in her hand,
take her departure.

_The musician of the Fourth was begin-
ning to wonder if he had been altogether
wise in advertising for an orchestra. Amid the hyst
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“Same here!” said Monty Lowthor. #I could eat a
r!onke{‘n hind leg off! Did you ask young Frayne to lay thé
table?””

Tom Mercy nodded.

4] promised him a bag of currant buns if he set everything
shipshape 1"

“Good egg!” .

But the five juniors had the surprise of their lives when
they reached the study.

Talbot pushed open the door, uttered a queer sort of gasp,
and staggered back into the passage. :

““What in thunder’s the matter?” asked Tom Merry.

Talbot nearly choked.

“It—it’s like a blessed tap-room?!” he said.

“What d'you mean?”

. *“Go in and see for yourself!”

Greatly wondering, Tom Merry obeyed, and Manners,
Monty Lowther, and Jack Blake followed close on his heels.
_The study had, indced, undergone a startling transforma.
tion. It was occupicd by five or six persons, none of whom
the juniors ever remembered having seen before,

* Who—what——" gasped Tom Merry, stopping short in
amazement, 4
“Pardon me,” said a stout gentleman, with a florid face
-and a mo o like - the Kaiser’s, “but are you Master
Herries?” &

“No, I'm not!” said Tom Merry warmly. “And I'd
jolly well Jike to know what you're doing
in my study, you—you—-"

“Boy, don’t you know who I am?”

“No; and I don't want to!” X

“I am Mr. Boozey-Smith, doctor of
music ! g

“The first part of his name euits him
well,” murmured Monty Lowther sotto
voce. “He seems three-parts squiffy
already 1” !

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Jack Blake and
Manners, while Talbot discreetly got out
into the passage.

“It isn’t a laughing matter;” said Tom
Merry angrily, —these villains
have gono and wolfed our feed! A quid’s
worth of stuff gone to pot! Who invited
’em here, by all that's scandalous?”

Mr, Boozey-Smith, who was leaning
back in a chair, with his feet on the teble-
cloth, and a fat cigar between his teeth,

Now!

laughter of the footbellers, he limped elowly back to No. 6

Study, hoping and praying that Mrs. Tyle-Loose would be
his last visitor that day.

But when troubles come they come, not in single spies, but
in battalions, as.the bard of Avon so truly. remarks; -and
George Herries bad not yet paid the full penalty of his

patriotism,
IIS
The captain of the Shell’ had scored the winning
goal for his side, and the House match was..over,
Figgins & Co. had been defeated, after an exciting game, by
four goals to three. z
In high good humour, the School House footballers trooped
away from the scenc of their triumph.
“Who says tea?” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Teatl"” responded Mapners and Lowther, in one breath,
“We're doing things in style this afternoon,” said Tom,
g0 Talbot and Jack Blake can come along jf they like!”
*What-ho!” ejaculated the two fellows referred to,
' Tom Merry had received & remittance that morning from
his devoted aunt, Migs Priscilla Fawcett. That well-meaning
spinster was somewhat of a bore when she came to St. Jim's,
and the persistency with which she still regarded Tom Merry
rather in the light of an infant in long clothes caused manr
a blush to moun§ to the cheeks of the captain of the Shell
Miss Fawcett was one of t people to whom distance lent
enchantment; but her remittances, when they came, were as
welcome as the flowers in May,

—_———

CHAPTER 1,
The Uninvited Gueata.
CHC‘,‘O'I:{‘ H()T_":SE for ever!"

ootay
“Well played, Tom Merry "

plied the y information,
A callow-faced youth directed us here,” be said. “He
told us to meke oursalves at home, and pitch into the tea, and
that Master Herries would arrive in due course.”

“Yes, that’'s correct,’” said another of the party—a meek-
looking man, who might have been a curaté or an under-

taker.

*“Yonnds like Lovison,” said Jack Blake. * That's just the
sort of rotten trick he revels in! My hat! We'll make him
sit up for it later on!” - 3

¢*1s Master Herries hero?"” asked Mr. Boozey-Smith, placing
his lighted cigar negligently on the new cloth, in which it
began to burn & conspicuous hole.

“No, he isn’t!” said Manners,
the wjm shop!” : 15 da

“That 1s most annoying—'pon my soul it is

‘“ Better go and brgngrlletrias along,” said Tom Merry.
“He can cope with this precious set of beautiest They've
come about his confounded orchestra, I supposel” .

“ But what sbout our feed?” protested Jack Blake. 3

“Thu only feed wo shall get is stale bread-and-butter in
H?'I]GEtooh!"

Manners proceeded to No. 6 Study, where Herriea was
seated at tea with Digby and D'Arcy. !

“Come in, deah boy!" said Arthur Augustus cordially.
#Sowwy wo haven't any gwub to offah you, beyond a few
stale sardines!” .

“Blow your sardines!”
youw're wanted!"”

Herries turned pale.

“Pon’t,” he said—"don’t say that horrid old cat from Way-
land has come back again!”

“You'll find several specimens worse than her in our study,”
said Manners. “They've been making themselves at home,
wolfing our tes, and slinging cigac-ash all over the show.

“You've been brought to

growled Manners. % Herries,

“I gave a quidle} to young Joe Frayne,” said Tom, “and  They want to see you!”

told him to lay in a first-rate stack of provender from Dame “ About joining rﬁ orchestra?”
T‘ag;gles. There'll be enough and to spare for five. lessed - “1 suppose’so. y hat! You've got a fot to answer for,
if Pm not hungry, too, after wiping up the ground iwith those I can tell you!" = %
New House bounders {” . : “Dh, I don’t mind if they’re men!" eaid Herries airily.
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“T can hold my own against any man, even if he's got the
strength of a Samson and the smarl of a wild beast. It's
those snappy, suffragetty sort of women that I can’t stand!”
‘*Ha, he, ha!* - | - 5

Herries rose to his fect, and accompanicd Manners to the
Terrible Three’s study,

Mr. Beozey-Smith—his name had probably been Boozey-
Schmidt before the war—still had his feet on the table, and
the rank odour of his cigars permeated the study.

“Master Herreies?” he asked, as the Fourth-Former
entered.

Herries nodded, and turnad o the juniors who were con-
gregated in the dporavay. }

-*“Run away and play, you fellows¥’ he said.
have a private jaw witﬁ this gentloman

“Yowre welcame!” growled Tom Merry., |
they’re the sort of people I'd care to associate with!

And Tom and his comrades, their tempers rather an edge
Dy reason of the faet that their feed had becn wolfed, tramped
off to the Hall, to refresh themselves as best they could with
bread-and-butter and weak teca.

- Herries cloted the door, and looked round for a seat.
Failing to find one, he stood and surveyed the assembly.

Besides the half-sober Mr. 8mith and the clericallooking
gentleman, there were a couple of stolid rustics from Ryl
rombe, and & man of pugilistic appearance, who imbibed
somethirg from a suspiciouz-locking bottle, which he passed
on in due course to Mr. Boozey-Smith,

“Ho you're the cove advertisin’ for a norkester—wot
said the pugilistic gentleman, -

“T am,” said Herries, i

* Wot yer %oin’ to pay usi”

Herries flushed.

“Oh, really " be said. “Of course. T shall expect you to
give your services gratis, as it's in a patriotic cause!” "

*“Gratis my grandmother! D’vou think we're goin' to
give yer the benefit of our vallyble time an’ talents fer

“T want to

" Blessed it

nothi&'? 1f eo, then I muy say as ’ow you're quite off-
side !
‘“YEar, "ear!” said Mr. Boozey-Smith, rather thickly.

“'Fhat’s what I always say! Never work without no pay!
Come, Master Herries! Make it half-a-crewn a rekearsal,
an‘c‘i a an;l;;mn at-every public performance 1™

“Eh? What's that?” Mr. Boozey-Smith rese unsteadily
to his fect, jerking off the tablecloth and its contents as he
id so.  “No man cver shies those cxpressions at me with
impunity! There was once a feller who called me a drunken
scoundrel. They buried bim in Wayland Cemetery.  Jest
ron moderate your transports, my con, or there’ll be trouble!”

*If it’s a straight left as you're wantin’, or a ‘arf-arm’s

jolt, it’s Jim Betts as can oblige yeri” said the pugilistic
giant. .

Herries shivered a little. When he had advertized for an
urchestra, he had expected to 71eceive apslhcahons from
refined and gentecl musicians, and not from dissolute village
roughs, who threatened him with all sorts of pains and penal-
iies if he didn’t humour then,

But he stvod his ground,

“Look here!” he said. *It's like your confounded cheek
to come and take possession of this study, and wolf grub
which belongs to other fellows! Let me tell you, once and
for all, that I want clean-looking and t—fennwl.n'mg men in my
urchestra—not a gang of thorough-bred wasters! .

“Boy!” Mr. Boozey-Smith was almost. foaming at the
nmouth,  “Boy, I am a doctor of music, and have gamo&d the
«distinction of a Sullivan and the fanie of a Mozart 1’

The speaker waxed very excited, and put his foot in the

- ieapot—which had fallen to the flror some moments previously
-—withont noticing the action,

“You can take j:ourseh'os off, all the lot of you!” said
Herries, clenching his hands hard. * You've turned this study
into a beastly bear-garden, and if the Head came in now and
eaw you smoking and drinking, he’d come down on me like
a thousand of bricks! So you can jolly well bunk 1

Whereupon one of the rustics, who Lad not yet opened his
mouth, for the simple reason that it had been distorted with
& huge chunk of chewing-gum, gave tongne.

“Teach the youug jjut a lessgn, Jim!” he said.

& “That's jest wot I Jbe\ a-goin’ to do, matey i replied Jim
etta,

He turned upon Herrics with a wicked light dancing in
his eyes. It was evident that he had made too indiecreet an
inroad upon the contenis of the suspicioua-looking bottle.

“Now then,” ha eaid, “put up ver dooks! ut ‘em up,
and, by jiminy, Tl give yer the lickin’ of yer life !”

“Hear, hear! 1 begs to oppose that proposition !’ said
AMr. Boozey-8mith, who was bécoming a bit mixed in his
speech,
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Herries vealised that the sitnation was ugly. The attitude
of the men was most menacing; and Jim Betts was already
rolling wp his slecyes. e

“Hc]g " voared Herries, at the top of his Tungs.
St Jim’s 1 i 2

I'll *elp an’ reseue yer, so I will!” said Jim Beits, lurchinge
forward. *Take thati” i

Herries easily evaded the clumsy blow; then the door of ihe
study burat open, and Tom Merry & Co., who had made short
work of their unsatizfying feed iu hall, yushed to the assist.
ance of the unfortunate Herries.

.The scene was an animated The applicants for admis-
tion to Herrfes' orchestra, having found that the-adverticer
was a meve schocthoy wha didn't intend to pay them for their
services, were simply spoiling for a row, and they had theiv
hearts’ desive at that moinent.

The furniture wont flying, the creckery on the floor was
shivered to the minniest fragments, and the haze of tobacco-
smoke which Bung about the room lent the scenc the appear-
ance of a tavern hrawl,

“Sock it into “em !’ Toso Tom Merry's vofee above the
uproar. -

Bifft Thud! Bifft Thud! ¥

To and fro the combatants surged, and youth and physical
fitness soen began to gain the upper hand.

ble Three fastened on to the pugilietic Jim Belts
ike tonacity, and together they dragged him
where le was promptly sat upon.

Although the sirife was fierce, the warfare wasn’t lang,
Mr. Boozey-Smiih seemed to be a trifle out in his perspective,
for he was engaged in battering the clock on the- mantel-
viece, apparently under the delusion that it was the face of
a St. Jim’s junior.

The twao conntry vokels fared very indifferenily at the hands
of Talbot and Jack Blake, and the meek-looking, servilesmau
was not of the etaft of which heroes #re made. He discreetly
remained a non-combatant,

““Yaropski!” roared Mr. Boozey-Smith, as he was seized
euddenly from the rear and hurled ta the floor. “Oh, mv
stars? 'I”?:h fecls too much like Flanders for my Likin't I

ESs—

What the allezed doctor of music guessed was never made
known, for at t moment, just aa the juniors had completely
got the whip-hand of the precious pack of applicants, the
study door was thrown open, and eomebody stood on the
threshold. .

A general gasp of dismay followed.,

For the :omebody was Itfx Railton, the Housemaster 1.

CHAPTER 5.
Getting to Business,
CROOI\:E of the Shell had been responsible for Mr.

Railton’s endden and dramatic intrusion.

Crooke, never missing an opportunity of bringing
abont trouble for Tom Merry & Co., had heard
ihe sounds of etrife in the Terrible Threc's study,

and had drawn Mr. Railton’s attention to it.

“Excuse me, sir,” he said, *but I fee! frightencd—really
frightened ! %

“Good heavens! What is the matter, boy?” -

““There’s murder being done in Tom Merry's study, &ir!
Listen! The cries and groans are awful "

Mr. Railton broshed the speaker aside, and hastencd
towards the scene of the combat. He had the eurprise of
his life on seeing what was afoof.

“Bogs,” he thundered, ““what is the meaning of this—
1his outrageous condnet? Merry, I demand an explanation
at onee M
These scoundrels, sir "—Tom Merry gave Jim Beits a
vicious dig in the ribs as ke snoke to keep him quiet—*were
making things warm for Herries, and we just managed fo
chip in at the sight moment.”

“But  what are they doing on the premises at alli”
demanded Mr. Railton sternly. “Why, some of them :ecin
to be under the influence of drink 1"

My, Boozey-Smith struggled into a sitting posture.

*I—T wash never more ehober in m’ life!” he said husl
¢ I-if any man eays otherwise, I—T1I shlaughter him !

“Be silent, siv i said the Housemaster; and there was an
imperative ring in his voice which even the scini-intoxicated
maan could pot fail to detect. “Who is responsible for the
presence of these diseolute scampa in this study?”

“1 am, ir,” said Herries.

“Indced! Then sou shall render me an explanation of
vour conduct later on.  Meanwhile, T will have these persons

vjected from the school by force |

iy
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Missiles smashed upen the orchestra in a deluge, and they were compelled’ &o clutch their Instrumenis and

run—anywhere, so long as to get clear of that deadly eammnada.

(See Chapter 12.) !
-k

At this juncture Jim Betts cauglt sight of Crooke’s face
peering in st tho doorway.

“It was 'im,” he said dmmahuilg—
an’ beady eyes, wot showed us in "ere!

Crooke's face turned almost an art-shade in ureen, and he
made a hasty movement to es But M. Railton was too
quick for him. Striding out into the passage, he caught
(.rooka by the collar.

“You also will sccompany me to my study in a few
moments!” he said. Then, t.nrum: to the defeated gavg of
villagers, tho Housemaster rdded : “ I will now summon some
of the scnior boys to turn you out!”

‘The meek-looking mau—the only member of the party
who had stood clear of the fighting—hero put in:

“We'll go quiet, guv'nor.. There's no need for force.

“Very well,” said Mr. Railton, consulting his watch. “I
will give you three minutes to gct clear of the. premises. Geb
off that man’s chest, Merry !

The captain of the Shell obeyed, and the discomfited
aspicants for musical honours were quick to avail themselves
of the opportunity to get away. DbIr. Boozey-Smith tottered
about uncertainly, being utterly incapable of walking, and

+ became necessary for the two country yokels to carry him
v‘f between them.

“Bye-bye!” he called I)m‘l\. with & flourish of his hand.
“3ep you baturduy Susie ¥

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Silonce !” roared Mr. Railten.
come with me!”

The juniois addressed obeyed. The hearts of hoth of (hom
were gomewhere in the region of their boots.

The Houscmaster entered his study, and faced round upoen

'm with the long nose

o

"

“Ierries and Crooke,

NEXT
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the delinquents with his back fo the mantelpiece. Through
tl.u open window he had a last fleeting glimpso of the depart-
ing musicians. Mr, Boozey-Smith was engaged in throwing
kisses to Taggles, tlm porter.

“Now, Herries,” said Mr. I{n.ltorl
persons came hevo to see you?

‘{;%es, s:lr . y

'or what purpose?’

“I'm forming an or('.hes(m
behalf of the Red Cross Fund.”

Alr, Railton’s brow cleared somewhat.

“Of course, when I advertised for applicants to come hera
on Wednesday afternoon, T didn’t expect a rotten crew like
that, sir,” sald Herries,  “ Moet musicians are decent enough
fellows, and you could have knocked me down with a feather
when I saw thm. Deastly gang, We were just going to—
ahern I—pitch 'em out op their necks when you came along,
sir.’

The Housemaster nodded, and turned to Crooke, whoss
knees were almost knocking together.

* What was your object in showing the men into Merry's
‘-tild Crooke?’

1T thought they'd be comfortable there, sir!”

"I think I know better than that, Crocke! You took them
there so that they might cause a disturbance, and possibly
wreck the study. We masters do not go about with our eyes
closed, Crooke, and I have long Leen aware that there is no
Iove lost between you and Merry.  You will held out
sour hand!”

“W.what for, sir?”

“Do not asaume that attitude of injured innocence 1
thundered Mr. Railton.

“you say that those

sir, to give performances on
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Reluctantly, Crooke put.out his hand.
Swish !

“Ow !
Bwish, swish!

“Yow-ow-ow 1"

" Now the other!"” said Mr, Railton, grimly.
“ Swish, nv-‘ieshg awish, ewish!

“Yarooooop !"
“I’l' trust that will teach you a lesson, Crooke! You may
a =

And tha cad of the Shell, ‘with malice and uncharitableness
in his heart, quitted the study. He seemed to be trying to
fold himself up like a penknife.

“Hang it?’ he muttered, “Hang Herries and his
?}f‘thﬁtmg T'll see that he has it taken out of him for

18

Meanwhile, George Herries was awaiting the fate which had

befallen. Crooke. ut, to his surprise, Mr. Railton put the
cane away, and turned to him without a trace of anger.
. “Ican ciear}y see that you were not to blame for what took
?Iace this afternoon, Herries,” he said. *“It was, perhaps, a
ittle thoughtless to advertise for people to come lLere and
eee you; but patriotism covers a multitude of sins.”

Herries brightened up.

“You mean that I may fo ahead with my orchestra, sir?”
. “Certainly, my boy! seo no objection. But do not
invite apphcunts to come to the school. It is enly courting
trouble.™

"%:.lim so, sit. I'll go fnto Wayland to-morrow and have
& look round. Thanks awfully, sir! You—youn—">"

“Well, Herries?”’ smiled Mr, Railton,

““ You're a brick, eir!”
Herries left the Housemaster’s study with a light heart.

g‘?rtunntely, Mr., Railton was a sportsman, and understood

i &

The first genuine recruit for his orchestra came along
siuch sooner than Herries anticipated.  In the corridor he
was buttonholed by Dick Brooke, the day-boy.

‘“Hallo!” said Brooke. *“I hear you're forminF a giddy
orchestra, that’s going to take the world by storm.”

“That's s0!" said Herries. 5

*“Well, I shouldn’t say no if you asked me to join,” eaid
Brooke, “I'm-a pr'ettilguqd hand at the violin.”

* Good man)” eaid Herries cordially. * That’s rip}:ingl"

Herries was aware_that in Dick Brooke he had found a
very useful partner. Brooke was a musicien to the finger-tipa.
Only a few weeks before he had collaborated with Misa Sylvia
Carr, one of his girl.chums in the neighbourhood, in the
composition of a stirring war-melody, entitled “The Khaki
King.” It had proved immensely ular, and his schocl-
fellows had recognised in Dick Brooke for the first time the
qualities of a akilled musician.

% Youn shall be first violin—hanged if you sha’n't!" said
Herries. : ;

*Thanks!" said Brooke. * Let’s hope the orchestra will b
a stunning success-right from the word go! Shake!" .

And they shook. ~

CHAPTER 6.
Going Great Guas |

HE morning post brought Herries tho lfollowing
extraordinary epistle :
" Riverside House, Rylcomhe.
“Dear Master Herries,—I wish to tender
profuse apologies for the deplorable state in wh;:g
ared before you yeeterday. =
Il men of genius have their lapses from the path
of virtue, and I unfortunately fell under the influence of that
. heetle-browed blackguard, Jim Betts. He insisted that on the
way to St. Jim's a stimulant would be oonat_‘nniily neceseary,

I apj

folle-in this blessed town liks

directory, however, Herries eaw that the statement ‘wcs
correct,
He at oncé replied to Mr. Boozey-Smith as follows:

“* Dear-8ir,—T freely fm‘five the rotten exhibifion you made -
1

of yoursell yesterday, an shall be pleased for you to join
my orchestra. I haven’t got all the members yet, but hope
to bag a few to-day.

“The first rehearsal will take place in the Public Hall at
Rylcombe, on Friday evening at seven, ease to be
there, Yours sincerely, GeorcE HERRIES.”

Tam Merry clapped Herries on the shoulder as the fellows
streamed out of ajternoon school.

“(Chucked up the orchestra bizney?” he asked.

“Not a bit of it!” said Herries. *1I had a beastly day
vesterday, I admit, but it’s going to take a jolly sight more
than that to drive the wind out of mv sails.”

Tom Merry glanced admiringly at the Fourth-Former,

“Well played I be said. *I'm hanged if you don’t deserve
to make s iww’]‘iil:f success of the wheeze!” -

“I ghall 17 Herries confidently. *Can I borrow your
bike to run into Waylandi”

“ Certainly.””

Herriea ed off to the bicic'fe-u}led in high spirvits. He
had great hopes of getting
afternoon. i

He rode at a
refreshing himeelf with ginger-beer and cake, made tracks
for the little music-shop in the High Street.

Mr. Palmer, the proprietor, was a dapper little man, with
8 face as Jonq; as the fiddle which hung over his counter. He
was einging ‘' Maid of Athens” in a most mournful ione when
Herries entered. ° . L.

* Good-afternoon, Mr. Pulmer!” said the junior.

*“ Afternoon, sir! What can I obhg]a you with to—dh\;!
Something classical or comicai? I can Jet you have all tho
tip-top pieces, from Mendelssohn's ‘Wedding March’ to
* When Irish i.]pa are Grinning.’ . .

“Nothing doing!”” said Herries, shaking his head. “I'm
forming an orchestra, Mr. Palmer, to give performances for
the Red Cross, and I thought you might be able to put me
on to some people wha'd join.”

‘The music-seller stroked his chin sadly. s

““Wiyland ain’t musical—more’s the pity "' he seid. “The

ikes to eat, drink, and be merri;
but their merriment don’t take the form of music, worae luck,

is grchestra complete that-

leisurely pace into Wayland, and, after -

or I should be doin’ a roarin’ trade. As it is, it's as much as _

I can do to my bread-and-butter.”

Herries asisetl;e was sorry to hear things were so bad, and,
with a short nod, strode out of the shop.

“I'd better ride into Rylcombe,” he mused, “‘und see if I
can get hold of somebody. Confound this beastly war! It
seems to have swallowed up everybody except the halg,
maimed, and blind/* - .

As he free-wheeled down the hill going ont of Wayland, a
sudden commotion arose in front. of bim.. A .pony and traj
came careering out of a private drive into the rcadway, an
in the trap was a girl of about twelve years of age. her
excited cries Herries could tell that the pony had bolted. = -

But it was no time for reflecting on the why and wherefore
of the situation. Herries fell, rather than jumped off, his
machine, and, letting it run into the hedge, took a straight,
awift leap at the animal’s head, and succeeded in getting a
tight grip on the reis,

Herriea bad mever stopped a runaway horse before, and’

the task wasn’t as simple as writers of fiction had led him
to believe.

The pony continued his wayward course for at least another
twenty yards, and if Herries had not hung on like grim
death, a’ cnhatmih‘: would certainly have ocourred.

When the frightened creature at length came to a_halt,
ing but conquered, Herries raised his cap to the girl.

with tho result that I arrived in the ble state
aforementioned. .

“I am afraid that in my state of inebriety I said mm{
thinge of which I am now ashamed, ameng thém .being that
would not join your orchestra without payment. I readily
take that back, and shall be most happy te give you my
services gratis, provided you will forgive me for my
lamentable behaviour yesterday.—Believe me, yours very
faithfully, C. Boozex-SuITH, Mus. Doc.”

The heart of Herries, never -hard, melted"on reading this

etter. ‘ -

“T'll take him on," reflected Herries, * After all, he's a
doctor of music, and those sort of peopls aren't as plentiful
as blackberries in this part of the wnrld[.)"

‘Fhen . the thought occurred to him that perhaps Mr.
Boozey-Smith was only romancing when he described himself
#8 a doctor of music. On reference to the local-telephone
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“ All right, miesy 1" he said. .

“Ye-o-es,” she faltered. *‘I—I was so frightened!”

“Rats! You were splendid!”

At that moment s red—fqos;.
came out of the drive and El ed his way to the spot. He
wore_a- clerical collar, and Herries recognised him as being
Mr. Wardle, the rector of Wayland.

“My dear boy,” panted the clergyman, “however can.I
thank yeu for your timely assistance? ¥You have saved the
life of my little niece ! :

The girl got down from the trap, and although ehe did not
speak—probably the shock of the situation had proved joo
much for her—she darted a look of gratitude at Herrlel?:E

'hM-Iaoking gentleman

. which answered more than the most eloquent words wou

ve done, h . N .
“Your horse is a terror, sir,” said Herries,
of the drive like a giddy whirlwind.”"

“He came out
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. The rvector nodded.

“I have only bad him a week,” ko said, “and this is not
his first offence, I shall get rid of the brute without delay.
He seems to have calmed down now, but T shall not allow
iy niece to venture out this. afterncon.”

“Then T'll lead him back, sir,” said Herries.

- “Buk your bicycle "™ said Mr, Wardle, noting for the first
time that the machine, which had carecred into the hedue,
was damaged in more plaees than one. 1 cannot allow you
to suffer auy porsonal loss in respect of your great gallantry !
What is your name?” >

“ Herpies, sir.” ;

“Well, Herries, pray permit me to purchase you a new
mhﬂl’l,mE, or, at any rate, to pay for the cost of repaiving that
one,

Herries grinned.

“If's not mine,” he said. “It belongs to
but I'll make it 'all right with him.”

Mr. Wardle, however, was persistent,

“Come!™ he said. “You bave rendered
service, and T shall not fecl happy unless I can
measure repay it.”

’l’hon‘ a sudden thought struck Herries. He remembored
the object of his mission into Wayland—how he was bent on
getting recruits for his orchestra—and it occurred to him that
perhaps the rector, who was of a musical turn of mind, might
consent to join.

4 Without hesitation, thercfore, Herries popped the quee-
‘Hom. :

“Why, my dear boy, I shall be delighted,” beamed M.
Wardle, * especially as the performances are going to be held
for such a highly deserving canse. I can play the violn very
creditably, as my nicce will rendily testif-. 3

The girl laughed. The colour had returned to her checks,
and she walked by Herries' side as he
led the r{wfmctory\;nnf back to thestable,

“I'vo been to Wayland to try and bag .
some reoruits,” said Herries, * but I drew
blank.”

T “What!” said the rector. *Why, bless

my soul, I am eequainted with seversl

tall:nmd. musicians in the district who

would willingly rally round and lend their

&u] p‘l'.;frt., Shall I approach them on your
i

Tom Merry;

me a greab
in eome sinall

Herries almost leapt into the air for
sheer joy. He was in luck. The rector of

‘ayland was an influential man, and
would have little difficulty in persuading
his musical parishioners to give -their
services.

And he—Herries—would have the high
Tionour of wielding the baton before this
array of celebrities, and causing them to
do his bidding. ﬁ_ow the fellows at Bt.
Jim's would enrf 1 g i

“I'd be awfully obliged to you, sie,” he said gratefully,
as he made the pony secure in the stable. *“We're holding
the first practice at the Public Hall in Rylcombe on Friday
evening, at seven,” .

“Y gee. Will you stay and have tes with us, my dear

erries declined, on the plea that his comrades were ex-
ecting him in No, 6 Study. Then he bade au revoir to Mr.
z:‘I’uﬂife and his niece, and wheeled the damaged machine
back to St. Jim'a - .

He dreamed dreams as he went along—dreams of a highly
competent orchesira under his “supreme control, and of a
successful performance which would draw throngs of people
to the Public Hall for an encors. Oh, ‘yes! Everythin
would go without a hitch, he reflected, andyrajoiced exceed-
ingly in the knowledge that he had foind an outlet for his
patriotiem at last!

CHAPTFER 1.
The Plotters! .

ROOKE of the Shell sat in his study. His face was
set in a fierce scowl, and Mellish, who sprawled in
the srmchair with a eigarette -in his mouth, could
sco that his companion was not finding the world a

- very ?lpuant place to live in: £
“Hang it all!” muttered Crooke, starting to his feet, and
* stamping round the study to let off steam. “ Hang Railton !
-Hang this rotten reformatory which calls itself a i
‘school! And. hang that beast Herries higher than nﬂuﬂm
lnsl hat! To think things should turn out like this!”

“Hard cheeso!” said Mellish sympnthetically, as, ho .sent
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vp 8 wreath of siwoke. “Railton gave it yeu pretts. hot,
didn’t he?” ;

Crooke surveyed his palms, which still ached as a result of
the recent licki f - i

“It conldn't have been stiffer?” he growled, “T wish -
Railton would busz over to Flanders again, and work of
some of his confounded energy on the Huns!™

“Oh, dash it all, he's done his bit!" said Mellish.

It was surprising to hear Mellish make 2 statement of that
sort, but even the rankest outsiders somctimes give glimpses
of their better nature.

Crooke grunted. and contivued to pace to and fro, like a

mged Least. 3 o
“Don’t make such a row,*for goodness® sake!™ said
Mellish, * We don’t want one of the beaks to come in when

the air’s foll of cigarette-smoke ! ;
“Blow the beaks! Blow everybody! Look here’—
Crooke wheeled round suddeanly on his crony—*1'm going
to get even with tbat beast Herries! His rotten orchestra
was the cauvse of the whole bizney. Dop’t sit staring at me
like a dummy! Haven't you any suggestions to mako?”
What for?”
“Why, yvou chump, for meking Hervies squirm
Mellish shrugged ll)Liss shoulders. . y
“He's had quite a warm cnough time of il already, il you
ask me,” he said. *What with that prizefightcr playing
chase-me-Charlie with him, and ‘those other louts leading him
the dickens of & dance, I should think he’d chucked up the
orchestra wheeze.” N ot .
“Rats! T saw him coming in at the gates just now, grin-
ning all over his chivvy like a hyena. That -means he's in
clover, He's been down to the village, most likely, and
.rsuaded a pack of idiots to join his rotten show. I Leard
im say something to Tem Merry about o rchearsal on

Friday night.” )’ Y
Mellish sat bolt upright.

“A rohearsal! Then he's going strong,
after all ¥

“I s'pose €0. And it's vp to us to
.wreck the show.” ,

* Easier eaid than done,” said Mellish,
throwing the end of his cigaretie into
the fire. .

“Oh, dry up!” snapped Crooke. *“If
you can’t say something cheerful, keep
your rat-trap closedi{ re's plenty of
enterprise wanted for this job, and if
you're not game to take a hand, Tl go
round and have a jaw with 8.

“EKeep your wool on)” eaid Mellish,
“Rely on me. But I dop’t quite see——""

“OI course not! You're as blind as a
brace of bats! Look here. ¥What about
taking a ton of fireworks down to the hall
on Friday night, and letting *em off in
) . the mi of the rehearsal?”

Mellish didn’t scem much impressed. :

“Just think of the sensation it would cause!” continuci
Crooke, pressing his point. *Herries has persuaded a lot of
old fogiea to join his orchestra, by the lock of things. Well,
if we bombard the show with crackers and squibs end things,
they'll get fed up, aud refuse to turn up fur any mere re-

heareals, Twig?”
“Something in that,” said Mellish. *It's goi TU
into a good %it of tin, though.” ikl
“That's all right. I'm getty flush. ‘This is the idea, then.
Woe buy a box of fireworks, cart them into tho hall, and let
em. of among the orchestra in the middle of the rehearsal”
“Topping !” said Mellish.

But he might not have thought it so toppicg had he seen
a fat junior stealing along the passage outside. . Baggy
Trimble, the Peeping Tom of St. Jim's, had beecn busily
engaged at the kevhole of Crocke's study, and the plans of
the  two plotters had wot escaped him. Ho had taken in
every detail of the scheme for wrecking Herries’ orchestra.

 With his fat faco framed in a greasy smile, Trimble made
his way to Study No. 6. Herries was there, playing a weird
and wonderful melody, whicl: was supposed to bp * The Men
of Iéarlech.’; N : ;

“Get out!"” ho said-tersely on sighting Baggy . Trimble.

Instead of obeying, Trimble advam;edzi,nwgl ye etudy.

“Look here, ” he eaid, before Herries had time to remon-
strate further with him.  “I've just happened to hear a plot -
made by two rotters to smash your orchestra 1”

Herries sprang forward, grippin % i
chgllldega ; s; 5 , gripping bis informant by the

“Is 4hat- true ?'" he_rapped ont = :
o GO course. it islT ..o i .

- wet@%hav, “ BARRED BY THE SCHOOL 1" A Mgife: now vong corpis Spop v
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“Then who are the fellows you heard, and what are they
guinf to do?” - * 2

* Ah, that's telling!" said Trimble.

He rubbed ‘his fat palms together, -and eyed Herrics with
preat satisfaction. .

“If you care to make it worth my while, Ill tcll you,”
he added cunningly. .

*“¥You worm! Kti‘ow much d'you want?”

**A couple of bob would do!” 2

“1 dare na{ it wonld. But, as I haven’t got it, you'll have
to take a-bob or nothing. Which is it to bet™
" Trimble acted on the principle that half a loaf is_ better
than no bread. He :ea&ed out his hand for the shilling,
and pocketed it greedily,

“Qut with it, quick " said Herriea,
truth, mind, or T'll jully well sealp von !

Trimble plunged into bis story. He told how Crooke and

Mellish intended ‘on the Friday evening to make uee of fire-
works, with a view to wrecking the rehearsal.
- Herries listened with gleaming eyes. He scnt Baggy
Trimble about his business—which for the next ten minutes
would consist of gorging—and flung himself into the arm-
chair to think. - =

His, firt impulse was to rush round to Crooke’s study and
settle tho matter with his fists. - Herrnes waan't a bad fight-
ing-man, and would easily be able to leave traces of his
bandiwork on the countenances of the plotters.

But there were other and better waya of nipping Crooke’s
precious echempe in the bud. One of them occurred to
‘Herries, and he put his curnet away with a emile, and,
donning his ecap, strolled off towards the village,

‘There was oniy one place in Rylcombe at which fireworks
could be obtained. It was a emall store, kept by a man
named. Reeks,  whom the 8t. Jim’s jumior enconntered in
the doorway. s

“Ggod—aitemuun," he said. “My namc’s -Herries, and

‘“Herries?” said Mr. Reelks.
that’s running the orchestra ?*
" Herries nodded.

-“Then put it there!” eid Mr. Recks affably. *Jolly
flud to meet you. Mr. Wardle’s told mo all about you, and
'm_joining your shéw," :

“¥ou are?" said Herries eagerly. “Good man! Then
you won't begrudge doing mé s favour?”

“Qertainly not, if it’s %n my power.” .

“Well, it's like this,” said Herrics. “We're having our
first rehearsal on Friday nucht, and a couple of rotters at the
echool are going to try and wreck it, out of spite. They'll
p_mba.blir be coming here for some fireworks, with the inten-
tion of letting ’em off in the middle of the rehearsal.”

“The young hounds!” said Mr., Reeks.

““But we can easily turn the tables on them,” said Herries
cheerfully. “When they come for the fireworks, make ‘em
up a box of beastly things that haven’t a spark of get-up-
and-get-thére in 'em! Drench 'em with water, :f you like,
60 that they won’t be capable of letting out a single epark !
Got me?”

1 have” said Mr. Recks, with a chuckle,

“And tell me the

“You're the young gent

Racke had refused to lend a hand, and they had not asked
Levison, They did not dream as lhey sped glong the hnrﬁ
white road, that their arrangements for wrecking tho r

had already leaked out.

“It'll be great sport,” chuckled Crooke. **They're prejty.
certain to see us letting the fireworks off, of course; but we
c‘}nﬂll:.umk out of the hn.E before they’ve properly got the hang
0] ings.

“Hm%—ks will make a song about it when he gets back to
8t. Jim's,” said Mellish uneasily.

“Rats! If he does the fellows won’t. take any notice.
They're just as_ratty about his rotten orchestra as we are.”

The juniors jumped off at Mr. Reeks’ shop, and, after
taking a stealthly glance down the village street, entered,

* Afternoon, young gentsl” said Mr. Reeks, who looked
as if butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth. * What can I serve
rou with{” X
* Fireworks—and plenty of 'em1” said Crooke.
“Shall I make you up a box "

“Yes. Bhove in plenty of those awful thi that go off
like bombs, and leave a stench in the air for half an hour
afterwards. And as man i':um 'Eg crackers as you like!”

Mr. Reeks got basy bel 'mdpl e counter. Crooke and
Mellish could not sce his face, and they would have had
rather a shock had they been able to, for it was framed in
an_expansive grin. . 4

In a few moments the ehopkeeper bobbed up again, and
hauled to the surface of the counter a large box.

““Btriotly speaking,” he #aid, “I'm not eu ed to eell
these things. It’s against. the regulations. So you won’t
go letting “em off in the street, or anything of that sort?”

*Oh, no,” said Crooke, with a wink at his companion,
“They won’t be let off in the® open.”

“That's all right, then,” said Mr. Recks,

* What's the damage M

“ Fifteen shiliings,” said Mr. Reeks, “But yon can leavo
it, if you like.”

"Knowing, as he did, that the fireworks he had supplied
to the juniors were worthless,- Mr. Reeks wanted no money
for them. He knew, too, that Crooke and Mellish would
have quite enough fireworks from*another quarter before

long.

Tgile two plotters carried the box scross the street o the
Public Hall. Crooke addressed the man in uniform who
stood outside,

“Can ‘we bring these in?” he said. “They’re musical
thin, ou know, belonging “to Herries, the chap who'a
booked the hall to-might for a rehearsal.”

“In you go, then,” aid the official

Crooke and Mellish carted the box into the hall, and
dumped it down beside the walk It wes mnot likely that
anybody would tamper with it. The officials would euppose
that it contained musical mstminent&.

reat glee the plotters cycled back to St. Jin’s. The
felt that fortune was servmﬁ them kindly, for to scora of
Herries and his orchestra, and to shatter the Fourth-Former's
patriotic dreams would amp‘;y avenge the licking Crooke had
received at the hands of Mr. Railton,.

But the precious pair of rascals wonld .hnvqnnun to

i angther fo

Good | That’s the first part of tune had they followed the
the bizney. But the matter’s not penté of Herriea that after.
going to rest there. We must be ~The leader of the orchestra,
revenged on the bounders. We'll ded by Dick Brooke, smuggled
have some ‘genuine fireworka into’ the Public il a box of

smuggled beneath the platform, and
at a given eignal we'll turn 'em
loose on the cads.”.
Mr. Reeks laughed heartily.
“You've got them fair and

Trust me to keep my pari of the
contract.”

“‘Shake!” said Herriea.

They shook; and Herries strolled
back to Bt. Jim’s, congratulating
himself that Crooke and Mellish,
instead of wrecking the reheareal,
would walk into a veritable hornets’
mest themselves |

CHAPTER 8.

The Worm That Turne?!
"HEN afternoon lessons
were over on Friday,
- Crooke and  Mellish
}:iked down to the v}i11L
lage to carry out the
@ of their little plot.

L 28E

.. firsf tltﬂ

[y o= =
'ITU[}K HAMPERS|
suare” thi_joumer” be' el IFOR 'READERS or-l
THE

I ’ sal.
3 The juniors sat down to tea with
good appetites. It gave them great
aatisfaction to know -that the care-
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enuine fireworks—fearful and won-

erful things which spurted fire and
flame in all directions. -

A platform had been raised at the
end of the hall, and on it the
rehearsal was to take place. o

Herries and Brooks deposited
their box behind the nd piano,
where it was not visible to anyone
in the body of the ball.

“We'll dgo out and pget some
grub,” said Herries; “then it’ll be
time for 4he rehearsal.”

fully-zrranged “scheme of E€rooke
was to recoil on his own head. -

All the members of the orchestra
were in their places when Herries
and Brooke returned. Mr. Boozey-
Smith, looking quite - respectabld,
had turned up with his violin; and
the Rev, Wardle, Mr.- Restks, and

t,
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l- ‘“ And no Jokes, mind__l" said Mrs. Tyle—Loose severely. '“Do not dare to mielead me, or—I1"
P ma

de a thr Wit

S|

and fame in the locality were engaged in strumming on their
warious instruments. .
* Herries stopped his cars.

“Dry up for a minute !” he shouted. “I have a few words
to say to you, gentlemen ¥

Gradually the strains of music died away. Herries faced
the occupants of the platform.
© “It's like thia,” he said. ‘“‘Before the rchearsal starts
we're going to have a sort of pyrotechnic display.”

“ A what-er 7 gasped Mr. Boozey-Smith.

“A chow of fireworks, you know,” said Herriess “A
couple of cads from St. Jim’s are coming in with the object
of wrecking the performance. Well, we're going
spolte in their wheel, and the wreckers are going to get
wrocked. Seel” .

“Really 1 said Mr. Wardle. *1I fail to upderstand—-""

“Behind the piano,” said Herries, ‘“there’s a whacking
great box of firewor! Well, we're going to turn ’em loose
on the audience before the show starts.”

r. Wardle coughed,
. “Ahem! Tt is—er—rather beneath my diinity, as a wearer
of the cloth, to aid and abet a schoolboy lark.”

“You can retire if you like, éir,” said Brooke graciously.
“Then nobody can-suspeet you of having a hand in the
business. Those rotiers deserve to be punished. We can’t
let 'em go scot-free | %

“ Quite so--quite so!"” said Mr. Wardle. “‘1 will absent

-myself until the—er—conflagration: is over.” .

h her parasol, and 8kimpole shuddered. e hapler 3.)

to put a .

- Reeks, and speedily hauled out

He ‘was not a minute too soon, for Crooke and Mellish
entered the hall, and seated themselves on the row of chairs
in front of the platform. = i

“You've no objection to an aundience, I s'pote?” said
Crooke carelessly.

“Not at alll” said Herries. “It makes one fecl awfully
bucked I -

“Now, gentlemen,” gaid Herries, hauling out the big box
a few minutes later, ‘“the performance will begin. All hands
to the pumps " . i .

The members of the orchestra, who were feeling hotl
indignant towards Crooke and Mellish, plunged their hands
into the box and started lighting fireworks as if for a wager.

Herries was first in the field with a huge jumping-cracker.
He applied a match to it, end hurled it towards the
astonished audience of two. A volley of squibs followed.

Crack, crack, erack !

Whizz-z-z-2 !

Bang, bang, bang ! . c

Yells of rage and pain from Crooke and Mellish rent the
air. Tho gentlemen on the platform hed by this time quite
got !‘(their hands in, so to speak, and it simply rained fire-
works. :

“Quick 1” hissed Crooke in Mellish’s ear. * Stir yourself I
They're not the only people who've g);]: fireworks I'"

He dived at the box which, he had obtained from Mr.
e contents, o
IO“Lfa.uc;l:s !:V he‘raﬁ)i;‘)o_d %‘{:ﬂm ‘c; Don't snndd“ zher}n shouting

w1’ and * Wow !’ like' a u%, mmy . i,

The GEM RART.—Na. 460,
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Meliish hastily produced some matches, and handed them
to his accomplice.

s emort of revenge, Crooke applied a light to the
fuse of a bomb-sha }:ed horror ; then e cry. of anger and annoy-

nnoe burst from Hhis 1i %
© %It won't light!” ve‘ficd wildly.  “SBomebody’s been
npum%thh the cord'ounded things ! They're all domp,
3 arcocosoh
While he was spenkmg. a yellow terror pitched at Lis feet,
and gent up a fusillade of 55311\5 causing the cad of the
Fourth to dance about like a dervish.
“Here, I'm off out of thiz!” he muttered, shaking hi.". fist

at Henues, who surveyed him with a grin of triumph. “Oh,
the rotters! I'm scorched all over, and my b fe ruined !
Uome on, Mellish! I can't stick this any 1011
But Mellisk was gone, He had had « h of that ie
bombardment ; and cnough, the old 1otells us s oas
good as a feast!
CHAPTER 9.
Rogues in Couacil.
WENTY minutes later the Rev. Wardle put hua plump

features ronnd the door at the back of the
“Js tho—er—litte exhibition of Ir(‘u('h warfere
over? ” ho asked,

“Yes, sm“ :pid Mr. Reeks, rubbing his hands
with relish. ¢’ve put the foe to rout, They had a good
fos@ nnd aren’t likely to iultow m the footsteps of 011\11'

ist."

“It was great!” said Mr. - Boozey-Bmith. - “Simpl
sablime! 'Pon my soul, if that's the way Germnn trenche:
ure taken, I'm almost sorry I'm over military age

Hetries and Brooke were chuckling. They \muld have a
wood story to tell when they got back to St. Jim's. Crooke
nnd Mellish would discover that, like the gentleman in Shake-
speares play, they had heated a furnace for their foe so hot
1hat it had singed themselves.

‘“Now to busmesaI” said Herries. “We'll start off with
an easy piece—' Little Grey Home in the West.” ™

And s moment later, in time to the schoolboy-conductor’s
baton, the rehearsal was in full swing.

It was & great success. There wero little disputes, of
conrse. Mr, Boozey-Smith, whose knowledge of music was
ns boundless as the ocem»to his own way of thinking—didn't
like to be pulled u}i by Herries for failing to keep time, and
Mr. Wardll; was also a difficult customer to tackle. Quite
unintentionally, Herries called him a chump and a burbling

w“

inbberwock in the excilement of the moment, and no DMSOR
ikes to be classed as a burbl.m_g jabberwock, cspecially'in the
presence of some of his parishioners,

But the membors of the orchestra made allowances,
ing that Herries was being carried away by his enihusiasm.
Indeed, when the little pariy broke up, the Fourth-Former
wWas openly praised for his patriotic zeal.

The days sped by, end Herries' orchestra flourished apace.
Tom Merry & Co. went ahead with their football fixtures
minus the services of Herrles, and vowing that he was move
or less of a thundering idiot. Moty Lowther predicted that
the first public performance of the orchesira would also be
the last, and that the musieians vould reek of stale eggs for
days afterwards. To all these withoring comments Herrics
tined & deaf ear.

At length the orchestra reached such a state-of perl'ectmn
that Herries went about with his head held very high in the
air.  He felt that he was well on the way to becoming
another Handel. Fellows could laugh and chaff mow; but
how they would cheer when it became known' that the funds
of the Red Cross had put on Hesh considerably—and all
through Herries!

Wlhien the orchestra had been in training a fortni i_zt
Herries had o pumber of circulars printed to the effect
a glreat musical entertainment would be given in the Pubnc
Hall on the following Saturday evening. People were
invited to roll up in their thousands—rather an impessible
feaf, when it was considered that the Public Hall only held
two hundred or so.

One of the circulars found its way inlo Urnokes hands.

“This is where we come in,” he said to We
must think out some plan for smashing the shaw to a pulp.”

M.el[mh grunted.
he gaid. “That frework

sick of schemes!™
Mn

“Oh dash it all, lot the past alone! We w ero ‘badly bitten

then. but there won't bo any hitch this time,
“T'm not so sure.”

“Don’t be such an idiot 1" snapped Crooke. “You get on
my nerves! You'rs ono of the cautious sort, who ‘don’t like
to put one foot in front of another. As [ said once before,
if you baven’t any stomach for the business, I'll have a jaw
with my pal Racke,”

Mellish melted at once. He was & coward at heart, but he
was conceited, too, and didn’t like the idea of Racke being
pz'eierz'ed to htmself.

“I'm game!” he said. “Only for goodness' sulcr trs and
think out something a little more sensible this timo

Crocke was silent for some moments, but his bmm was

realis-
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busy. He was not done with Herries yet, and thers were no
depths to which he would not descend m order to bring about
the downfall of the orchestra.

“Pve hit it!” he said at length.
simply stunning 1*”

"Ifyit comes off,” said Mellish dubiously. »

“ Of course it'll come off; fathead! 8ling over some writing-

or
fiel]iuh obeyed, and Crooke, drawing a chair up to the
table, started to write.

His companion watched him in moody silente. Crooke's
little schemes had an upplessant- habit of furning out the
wrong way, and Percy Lreililh was not a fellow who faced
the music without a good deal of fear and trembling.

“There!” said Crooke, blﬁtting the sheet, *That's a

“It's a great wheeze—

““What have you done?” asked Mellish, in alarm. .

“Only. written a letter in the name of our friend Herries.”

“But why?”

_“Read this, and you'll see.” .

Mellish scanned ‘the letter. It was addressed to Billy
Bunter, the fat boy of Greyfriars, who possessed an amazing
capacity for stowing away the maximum amount of tuck in
the minimum of time.

The letter ran thus:

“8t. James' School,
“Rylcombe, Sussex.

*Dear. Bunter,—Aas you have no doubt heard, I have formed
un orchestra, and it was my intention to conduct at a public
performance in Ryleombe Public Hall-on Saturday evening.
By most rotten stroke of luck, however, I've caught a
chill, and shall therefore not be able to attend.

“It occurred to me, as I lay in bed in the sanny, that I
could place the conductorship in mo nbler hands than your
own. ve seen you several times when you’ve come over to
]?::t. Jim's, and what you don’t know about music isn’t worth

NoOwin|

“Wi]f.yuu take my place? The men are rather a difficult.

crowd to'manage, bat I know you’'ll put *em through it and

iunkum. Be especially firm with the parson

fellow—Wardle, his name is—and come down on him like a
thousand of bricks if he won’t do as you tell him.

“You'd better tog up in evening-dress for the occasion, and

I will see that there are plemty of good things in the way of

refreshment.

"“Enclosed is the amount of your railway fare to Rylecombe.
You won't Jet me down, will you? .
“¥Your sincere chum,

“Georee HERRIES.”

Mellish read the lotter, and drew a deep breath.
“You—you're goin
‘““Right on the wicket, first time!”
*But—but what about Herries? He won't be likely to let
Bunter take a free hand in.the conducting.”
“He won’t be ablé to help himself,” said Crooke, dgrinning

evilly. *“We're going to kidnap him beforehan See?
Brocke, too. if necessary.”

“My hat 1" .

“Then the whole affair will be a howling farce,” eaid

Crooke. “ Bunter will turn up—you know what a conceited

ass he is—and he’ll bully Wardie and the rest of 'em till

they're fed up, and kick him out of it. Bunter won't like

that, but we're not out to study his feelings. - 8o lang as we

make Herries knuckle under, nothing else matters.”
Mellish brightened up.

*1¥’s not o bad wheeze,” he said rather grudgingly.
“Not bad? Why, T like that! I think it's jol}
said Crooke. “You wouldn’t have thought of it! ly
to be one of the sensations of the term, my sohn.”

“Ill take your word for it, D'you think Bunter'll
turn up?”

“Yes, rather! The word refreshment will fetch him like
a shot. It's like dangling a carrot under a donkey’s nose.”

good,”
t's going
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to send this to Bunter?” he exclaimed,

“BARRED BY-THE SCHOOL 1" Attt cong.Sippmo e lseor
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Crooke sealed the lettor in high spirits, and went out into
the quad to post it. Tom Merry & Co. were there, puntini
a football about, and they glanced curiously at the cad o
the Fourth, i

But had they read the thoughts that were passing through
Crooke’s mind ot that moment the incident would not have
ended merely in looks.

—

CHAPTER 10,
. Bunfer Bites.

& ETTER for Bunter!” .
The sonorous voice of Bob Cherry boomed
through the Remove passage at Greyfriars.
* Letter for me, did you eay, Cherry?"”
Billy Bunter, pompous and important, puffed his -
wag along the passage like a human steam-engine.
ob nodded.

“It’s on the rack,” he said.

“Thet's where Bunter ought to be—or else on the tread-
mill I gaid Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter made his way to the lettor-rack with all speed,
followed by & wondering crowd. &

Letters for Bunter were like angel-visits—few and far
between. The Owl.of the Remaove often spoke of his * vast
correspondence,” which existed, for the most part, in his own
imagination. - He was also sup to receive ample allow-
ances from his titled relations, but this was another fairy-
tale. Bunter simply teemed with fairy-tales. He had not
been brought up on the lines of the Iate lamented George
Washington.

But this time the letter was an assured fact. Blogg, the
postman, had brought it along with the midday daﬁvery.
and the Greyfriars I\;{;miors were naturally curious to know if
one of the titled relations had at last turned up trumps.

“Might be a county court summone,” laughed Harry

arton,
“For obstructing the public thoroughfare,” grinned Peter

“Ha, ha, ha!" 5

Billy Bunter turned a deaf ear fo these remarks. He
reached up for the letter, and examined the postmark.

*Rylcombe I said Skinner, looking aver his shoulder,
“Who lives at Rylcombe—Lord Bunturre de Bunturre?”

“It's a St. Jim’s fellow, I suppose,” growled Johnn:
“The fat worm’s been trying to squeeze a loan ouf of
or something of the sort.”

Bunter tore open the letter with feverish fingers. He made
a cFreat pretence of having expected it, but in his heart he
didn’t know the writer from Adam.

A postal-order fluttered from the envelope, and Bunter
grahbed at it, with a shout of triumph.

“My remittance I’ he exclaimed.

“Gammon V'’

“It must be » fake!” said Harry Wharton.

But it was no fake. 'The postal-order was wine enough,
and Billy Bunter tucked it carefully away in his pocket. 'gho
amount payable to him was sevem-and-sizpence, It was not
e princely, but the Greyfriars juniors were so unaccus.

to seeing Bunter in funds that
“Wha'’s the éuod Samari

" Afey,

they :
ritan, Bunty?”* asked Bob Cherry.
“Mind your own bizney : :
and his Httlo round eyes

Billf Bunter read the letter,
twinkled behind his spectacles. As he read, his chest began

s
to swell, and his snub nose gradually tilted itself into the

“What thie merry dickens has happened?” asked Nugent.
“Don't keep ue in this harrowing s : Bun:fl’:‘ .

The Owl of the Remove tumeg to his schoolfellows with a
superior smile. .

‘“At lastI” he exclaimed.

“Well, you needn’t he so melodramatic about it,” eaid
Wharton. “What d’you mean#’

“At last my talents havo been properly recognised!™

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Talents!” said Bob Cherry, in eurprise. “Has anybody
ever known Bunter to possess any talents? Ho can get
through a pound of cherry-cake in record time, and he can
guzzle ginger-pop like a fish1”

“Ha, 'h:h‘l:a!’

“You fellows have cloced your eyes to 'em,” eaid Bunter
loftily. *Youw're simply eaten up with jealousy. I suppose

you don't know what a stunuing musician I am? ou’va

never heard me, I fake it1” :
“No, except in the dormitory,” eaid Wharton. “ Your

’mrlifg wnuhls w‘a.ke fifty Rip Van Winkles1” - %
“Ha, ha, ha j

“You can laugh!” said Bunter, “T've just been offered a
i Tas Gex LrnaayeNo. 460,
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job that'll fairly make you turn green with envy. Tve got to
DﬂFdBl:(]!: a big orchestra at Rylcombe on Friday cvening.”

“He's talking out of his hat!” said Bokover major,

Bunter handed over the lotter.

“Read that,” he eaid, “and then you'll see for yourselves
that I'm not rotting I

The little group of Removites read the lettor which Crooke
of 8t. Jim's had so skilfully forged, and exclamations of
astonishment arose.

“Of couree, ®’s a jape,” said Harry Wharton, at length.
“Herries is pulling your ‘eg, Bunter.” *

“ Absolutely1” said Bob Cherry.
he'd get somebody at Bt Jim's to ot ne
should he want a teme lunatic like Bunte:

“Oh, really, Cherry! I reckon Le knos
when he sees onel™

“Bow-wow I

“It’s a trick of some sort,” said Nugeat. * Bunter's going
}th we,lk right into the trap with his cyes shut, as usnal. Let

im ! :

Billy Bunter giggled.

“¥You fellows are mad becauss none of you have heen
asked,” ho said. *““There’s going to ho reg-euhmenh, and
E}antﬁ ofl‘tig-n; and that's where you'll be loft out in the cold.

o, he
arry Wharton & Co. resisted & strong inclination to bump
tho fat junior on the flagstones, and strodo away. They wero
confident that Bunter was being made the viciim of a
practical joke; but he had chosen tg disregard their warhing,
and must abide by the consequences,

“I won't write and tell Herries I'm coming,” mused
Bunter. “It's. Saturday morning, so therc’s really no need.
Lemmo sce! What does the fellow say? * You'd better tog
up in evening-dress for tha occasion.” ™

Billy Bunter made a grimace. o was not at all averso
from wearing evening-dréss, but in tho present circumstances
it @cemed impossible. Evening-dress wos unknown to bis
limited wardro%e.

“I must bag some,” he muttered. “Now, I wonder——'

His thoughts instinctively turned to Lord Mauleyercr, tho
sc'h]ooibuj'r earl, whoso wardrobe was on the most lavish
scale. -

“Yed, T can Fet 'em from Mauly,” said Bunter,

And he scuttled off to his lordship’s study, X

Mauly was there. t is to say, he was preseht in body,
but far away in spirit. His elegant limbs wero stretched at
Ilull length on the sofa, and a gentle snore vibrated through
the air,

“Good!"” said Bunter.
comfy. Hero goes!”

And, crossing to the wardrobe, ho tnmbled all the clothes
o'u,t‘ :\r} nlgmordctly heap.

Aha

Billy Bunter pounced upon a white, stiff-fronted shirt, and
Er_ocoeded to change his clothes, while Lord Mauleverer snored
lisafully on. i

‘There were numerous drawbacks confronting the newly.
appointed band-conductor, - In the ficst place, the trousers
were  uncomfortal tight, and the shirt felt as if it would
burst like a toy balloon at a moment's notice, while the
collar chafed Bunter's fat neck, cavsing him to gasp with

deputy. Why

good condustor

’

“I won't wake him, as ko looks so

Then, again, the topper which Bunter purloined from
Muuly's hat-box wasn’t at all a good fit.

But’ Bunter bore these discomforts like a hero. Ha soon
equipped himself, and then, calmly annexing a gold-mounted
. walking-stick, strutted out of tho study, us prond as o

acock,

Bob Cherry, whe was in tho passage, ncarly foll down at
Bunter’s. appearance.

#*M-m-my only maiden aunt!"” ho gasped.

Bunter gave %wn_desccndim; %'lnnce ownwards.

“Don't act tho giddy goat, Cherry!” he said.
the first time you’ve seen_a person well-dressed?”

“Over-dressed, ¥ should eay!” panted Bob.
‘Whose pawnshop have qu been raiding now?"

"My pal Mauly kindly lent me this change of clothing,”
said Bunter, with great dignity.

Bob Cherry shot up like a jack-in-a-box.

“What's that?” ho recared. *You’ve been robbing Mauly,
you fat toad?”

“Nunno! I didn't—T wasn'¢—"" stammered Bunter,

And then, filled with alarm at the ficrco look on Bob

(Ble':"i‘s countenance, he took to his heels and sped down to
the school piutec like a champion of the cinder-path.
‘With all ‘his shori-sightedness Billy Bunter was aware.that
Bob _was a past-master in the art of hitting stvaight from tho
shoulder? S

“Tue Gev Lisrary.—No. 460.

“Is this

“My bat!

“If he's ill, as lie =ays,.

CHAPTER 11.
tpir ted Awsy!

“ EELING down in the month—swhat?"

Crooke of the Shell nsked the question. e was
strolling  with Mellish through Ryleombe, ~ and
sighted Jim Betits, the powerful pugilist, who had
caused such a commeotion in Tom Merry's study

a weok before, i

Jim Betts was standing with his back to the door of tha
Green Man publichouse. ~ His lips were moving, and be was
Embahly engaged in elanging the Government for causing
icensed houses to be closed for the better part of the day.

It was at this juncture that he was hailed by Crooke,

“'Oo are you?” he asked surlily.

“A pal” said Crooke. *And here's another!”

He indicated Mellish, who nodded affably to the prize.
fighting gentlemen.

Y Wot d'yer want?" said Jim Betts, removing his pipe from.
his mouth and glaring at the 8t. Jim's juniors.

“You!” said Crooke. *“Wo want you to do a little job
for us—a nice little job, exactly in your line.”

‘““Is there any oof stickin® to it?"

“Oh, pots!” said Crocke confidently. “How'd you liko to
earu a quid for a trifling bif of work?” .

“Work!” murmured Jim Betts. “I don't like that word.
It sork o' lenves a narsty taste in iho monih.”

“It won't be hard work, you know,” Crooke went on.
“A couple of chaps have got to be collared, and we want
you bo give us a hand.”

“Ho! An’" wot sort o' blokes are they?” .

*“That chap Herries, who made things so jolly unpleasant
for you the other da{; and a pal of hi:g’

Jim Betts stirred himsolf at last. The idea of paying off
the score he owed Herries appealed to his brutal nature.

“I'm game!” lie said. “You want me to ’elp you nab e

)fm‘: & quid—hey?"”

‘And put them out of the way somewhere,” said Mellisl.
*“This is tho wheeze, Herries is giving a publie performance
of his beastly orchestra to-night, and we want to nip it in tho
bud. Herries &nd the other chap—Brooke—will be along
shortly, I heard ’em say they intended to be on the sccno .
early,”

"]ir\d they've got to bo stopped!” eaid Crooke grimly.

2 Avo you thought about 'ow you're goin’ to do it?” asked
the pugilist. .

“Ig can't say that I have, Anyway, it's eimple,” said
Crooke, rather vaguely, “We can knock 'em down—or, at
least you can—snd then, afler stringing *em up, we can take
'em along to some barn, and make 'em prisoners.”

Jim Betts ghook his head.

* Sounds orlright,” ho said.
you comes to carry 'em out.”

“Don’t you think it’s possible, then?”

“No; barns ain’t no good. I've shut many a cove into a
barn in me time, but they generally manages to get out an'
show theirselves at an awkward momeni No; shove tho
idea of a barn outer yer noddle. An’ the knockin'-down

patt, too. That's no good.  Somebody'd see us, an’ it'd only
ead to ructiops. I know a trick worth two-o’ that, . Gimmeo
a minute to think, an’ I'll tell you *ow.we’ll set about it!”

Crooke and Mellish remained respectfully silont, though
they cast several anxions glances down the village stteet. It
would not do for a master or a prefect—or even clean-minded
juniors like Tom Merry & Co.—io see them in conversation
with one of the worst characters in the neighbonrhood.

“I'vo got it!" said Jim Betts at 1 h.  “The crypt!”

“The what?” asked Crooke and Mellish together.

“The old crypt underneath the church. Nobody ever goes
there, an” our two fricnds will lie thero nice an” quiet, an’ give
1o trouble !

“1 see,” said Crooke.

5

ovel

“I sha’n't do nothink of the kind! Let’s walk up to 'em
*orrified-like, an’ say we can "ear groanin’ down in the erypt
under the church. ~Thoy’ll foller us there like "umble lambs,
an’ we'll bang the deor in their faces as soon as they'ro
inside. There you *ave the whole thing in a nutshell. It’s
a sx'm;)lu plan, but the simple plans nearly always work out
best !’

“These things always do, until

“First of all, you'll bowl 'em

By Jovo!" said Crooke, in tones of exeitement.” “I sco
your point now! Mellish and T will trot rouud to the crypt |
at once, and you can bring the two beasts along! They'll
be suspicious if they see the three of us in the strect
together ! R

“Quite so,” said Jim Betts,
‘ore till they come!” g

“You won't fail?”” said Mellish.

“Me fail? Not likely! By the way "—the speaker cleared

“You get off, an' T'll wuit

«OUT NEXT MONDAYJ THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF THE ‘7_MAGIIET,'?:HBE)\RLERIGE 26.
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his throat—" you couldn’t let me ‘ave the quid beforchand, **Good-bye, Bluebelli" sang out Mellish,
young gents? T've run out o' baccy!” And then the door clanged to again, and tho Lidnappers
Crooke handed over a ten-shilling note, work was complete. o
‘* You can have tho other half when we're through with the In the crypt, Herries and Brooke regazded each other wiih
job,” he said. glum faces.
** Werry good, sir! Thank you!" “What asses we were!” muttered Herries, “We might

Crooke and Mellish saunteréd away in the dircction of the have expected something of this sort! That brute Betts had
church, and Jim Betfs remained on guard at the door of the it all cut-and-dried, and Crooke and Mellish put him up to it,

public-house, of course!  Oh, it’s rotten!”
. He didn’t have long to wait. Herries and Brooke, deep ‘ But—but what’s the idea?”” said Brooke dazedly.
in_conversation, eamao striding along the street. “Don’t you see? Crooke's been doing his level best io

Jim Betts detached himself from the doorpost, and knock our orchestra om tho head, and now he's succeeded !
approached the two juniors, puffing and blowing as if ho had  It's too awful for words

inst reached the tape after a marathon race. **And what’s going to happen about the performance’” .
“Young gents! Young gents!” he panted. “There won’t be one, of course, fatheed! How can thero
“Hallo!” said Dick Brooke, “What's the matter?” be a performanco without me there to conduct?  ©h, my
**Which Fre jest *card the most ’orriblo sounds as ever in  stars! I feel like murdering somebody 1

me born puff " said Jim Betts dramatically. *Tf you arsks * Well, don’t start on me!” said Brooke, with a laugh

e anythink about it, there’s murder bein’ committed | which sounded hollow and ecrie in the depti:s of the erypt.
“My hat 1" eaid Herries. ““You must have becn drinking,  *We must grin and beav it, 1 suppose, though it'a hard to

man 1 grin! I there no way out?”

*“No fear ! said the pugilist, shaking bis head sadlly. “Tha . “None,” said Herries gloomily. “I heard the key grato
pubs is closed ™ in the lock, We're prizoners, fair and square. And if we

““ Where_ are thess horrible sounds coming fromi” said don’t make those cads writhe for this when we get out, I'll
Brooke, with a laugh. never put my lips to a cornet again}"

“Down in the crypt under the church. I dursn’t look in, And Herries meant what he said.

but there’s somebody thero a-sufferin’ terrible hagony, you
can take my word fat it}” )

Herries Jooked at Brooke, and Braoke looked at Herriea CHAPTER 12.

“Better como-and see what's up;”’ said Herries at length. Billy Bunter's N Role,
" Might be something in it. Lead the way, Betts ™ iy Buater's New Kole.
Without a suspicion that they were ineing- lured into & QIN’ to the concert, deah boys?”
captivity, the two juniors followed Jim Betts towards the Arthur Augustus [’Arcy, res&)lendent in his
<hurch z Sunday best, and smoothing a sill topper with his
slim white hand, looked into No. 6 Study. Blake

“3Ark 1 he said.

“T can’t hear anything,” said Herrics, in disgust.  * Befls, and Digby were there, wr ing on that undying -
you scoundrel, is this your idea of a joke? gD’yuu call it topie, the off-side ngc in footer. sugling ¥
funny? Why, my hati” . “ What's that?” eaid Jack Blake. “The concert, Gussy?

Ho broke off suddenly, as he canght sight of the grinning,  Which one?”
leering faces of Crooke and Mellish.  * Brooke, old man, this ** The ong in tho village, of course!” said Arthur Augustus,

is a trick!] We're trapped ! “ Hewwies has alweady gone dewn to lick his orchestwa into
“Exactly 1" sniggered Jim Betts.. “In yer go!' shape !"”
And before the victims could make a single s\‘mgfle, _the * Blow Herries and his orchestra! Who wants to tramp
heum iron door was flung open, and they were hustled inte  oll the way to the villago to hear a row like cats performing

the dank, gloomy vault. on the tiles?”
AWAY!
AN
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“Bur it's' not all instwumental music, deah boy! In
between the asclections there will be some songs. I shall
wendah * Thweo Fishahs Went Sailin’ '—— "

““Mercy 1" 1noa: Dighy,

“Why, you wottah—""

“ 'Three Kishers Went Wailing’ would bo noarer the
mark!” grinned Jack Blake, "'ﬁlev couldn’t help wailing
if they heard Gus-f’s unearthly screech! It's enough to make
th‘al geud loop the loop in their graves!"

up, you ass! Are you comin’ or are you not?”"
“Not " said Blake prompiis: y
Then he psused. e had forgotten that the proceeds of
e Red Cross Fund.

the performance were to be devoted to thi
That made sll the difference, of course.

a patriotic British subject,
the cause,

“ Might as well come a!ong." he said.
-afterwardn‘ though, if the show's a wash-out!”

It won't be a wash-out, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus
confidently.  *“I'm singin’, you know!”

Blaks md Digh h a ied tl

ake a i put on their caps, and accompanied the
swell of St, Ji.m’:into the quad II:IS the gathering dusk.
Quite a number of fellows from th Houses were going
towards the gates, ovidently with the same intention as the
chums of Study 6.

“It’s a noble sacrifice wo're making!” Maonty Lowther was
heard to exclaim. “To sit for hour after hour listening to
Herries' orchestra will require nerves of steel! The fighting
in‘FZanderu nrillhbe a mere footer-match by comparison!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“But the Red Cross will benefit,” said Tom Merry.  “We
mustn’t forget that. Bung eottonwool into your ears, kids,
and sit tight till it's over, and you'll have the satisfaction of
knowing you’ve done your bit for dy{mr country !

The juniors tramped on towards the village.
ihem carried missiles in their t-pockets, lest the
! he simply t durable.  Upon the whole, the prospect
in store for the patriotic musicians could scarcely be called
oSy,

“Hallo!” exclaimed Jack Blake, a few moments later, stop-
ping short in the village stroet. “ What's this®"

“Solomon in all his glory, by Jove!” murmured Monty
Lowther, .

A fat figure, clad in a suit of evenin, -dress several sizes too
small for “him, so that the seams loo) od like bursting at a
moment's notice, came strutting along the strect. t was
Billy Bunter, freshly arrived from Groglriars, .

Arthur Augustns I’Arcy was the first to identify the weird
and wonderful apparition,

“Buntah [ he 5 g

. That's me!"” said Billy Buntor, his face beaming like a
full moon. “So you fellows are comin along to swell the
gate—what? There’ll be a record attendance.”

“ But—but I don’t understand !” stammered Tom Merry.
;:tht in the name of all that's wonderful are you doing

ere 2"

' “Why, my dear chap,” said Bunter, linking his arm
affectionately in that of the captain of the Shell; “haven’t
you heard? "I'm deputising for Horries!” .

* What {” L

“It's a fact. I'm conducting the sliow to-night, and it's
going to be the biggest success of modern times {*

“Gweat Scott " ’
. Tom Merry gazed at the fat junior more in sorrow than
in_enger. i

“¥You poor old ass!” he said. “Sumerbod!yf’s been pulling
your leg.  Herries is running the show himsel , of course !"

Bunter smiled.

“Really, you're misinformed,” he eaid.
caught a chill, and he"
bis place,”

“But Herries was as right as rain a few hours ago!" pro-
tested Dighy. “It’s all 2 mistako " -

- “Tt ian't,” chimed
Bunter’s taking his

The juniors ewung round, to find Creoko standing before
them. “With him was Mellish, and both wore lurking grins.

“Of course,” continued Crooke, “we shall miss the cornet
solos that Herries intended to give; but that's a detail.”

Tom Merry and Co. were too thunderstruck by this sudden
turn of events to enter into an argument with Crooke,
although they moro than suspected that the ced of the Shell
liad been up to somo shady trick. But Bunter had come ail
the way from Gre{fm!s to conduct the concert, apd it would
be bad form, the fellows felt, to kick him out now,

. “Ses you after the show, you fellows{” said the fat
junior, g
And he waddled away in the direction of the Public Hall
Cfboké and Mellish were not slow to. follow, They did not
BY,—No.

It behoved him, as
to rally round for the good of

“We'll lynch Herries

Ma{ny Loi

“Herries has
e's asked me to come over and take

ina ﬁool voice, * Herries is seedy, and
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wish to remain too long in their schoolfellows’ company, lest
awkward questions should be asked, .

Meanwhile, the members of the orchestra, got up in style
for the occasion, had put in an appearance, and were not
a little disgusted at finding Herrics conspicuous by his
absence. i’
“Tf he doesn’t come soon,” observed Mr., Wardle, glancing
ai his watch, *“I shall have to—ah—wicld the baton in his
place.” .

“ Excuse me,” said Mr, Boozey-Smith doggedly, “but I'm
the man to do that. Every man to his trade, you know.
You're a parson, I'm a musician. Even as a youngster in
arms I was able to make melodies.” "

“I don't doubt it,” said the rector drily.

Matters were warming up when Billy Bunter suddenly
came upon the scene. %{a was looking pompous and im-
portant, and glanced critically through his glasses at the men
under his command. .

“Let me introduce myself,” he said airily. “M{ name is
Bgnt@r._lind T'm conducting this show in place of Herries,
who is ilL” 3

“Bless my soul!” murmurcd- Mr. Recks, *Herries ill!
What a nuisance !” -

“Rats!” said Bunter promptly. “It's a blessing in dis-
guise really. He wouldn’t have made half such a good job
of it as Iyshail. Now, I'm going to stand no nonsense. -
Understand that ! You—you red-nosed freak with the fiddle—
d’you hear what I say 7"

Mr. Boozey-Smith, to whom the remark was addressed,
stood petrified. He tried to find speech, but in vain, which
was gerbnps Just ag well, for the words he would have uttered
would most certainly have shocked the Rev, Mr. Wardle.

Billy Bunter glanced over his shoulder.

“The audience ia beginning to roll up,” he said. “Clear
the decks for action! By the way, is there any grub knocking
around? I understood ilerrim to say——"

“G-g-grub1” f,tummnrcd Mr. Reeks, aghast. “Is it your

intention to—— 3
“ “As conductor of this show I've

'Dry up!” said Bunter.,
a right to do as I like,”

A screen had been erected on the platform, and Billy
Bunter went behind it {o explore. Then, to his unbounded
delight, his eyes fell upon a huge dinner-waggon, stacked
with all sorts and conditions of pastries, and with bottles of
ginger-beer foeted like fortresses right zlong the top.

“0Oh, my hat!” :

Billy Bunter flung out his arms in_rapture, splitting his
seams at each shoulder as he did so, Mauly's dress-coat was
ripped up at the back, too; but what did theee things matter
af a mfpgeme moment like this? There was grnb—whole
stacks of it—and as for the orchest flected
blow the orchestra !
resort, Jemchog

Clamorous _cries began to go ap from the members of the

ter—well

t U] ly
It could go to that muchvrecommendcd

k up, er |
;;@‘Elet the E.all ro}llling, there !I”
illy Bunter, who was at grips with a huge jam spon e,
g:l::? to hug:elt’ with a i:';,rt_ JPerhm:bl, uftf‘cr ]nll. h;t’an hga\d
er g0 an: duct, or indi, t audi 1
him forth on by aect: il
» with ponderous steps, Billy Bunter marched on to the,
platform,
His appearance was greeted with a ringing yell of laughter.
Ventilation-holes peeped in profusion frogm his evenin;—gclrez.
and there was o long, red smear of raspberry jam across his
fat check. :
:‘ﬁhﬁlsging!” u;&ifl{r. W::rdle.l h“ If Hi"i“ were ill, he
mig ve arranged for a rational human -being t, i
place—not this—this beast of the field !” TP ke biy
“Btop that jaw !” said Bunter, “ You're like k
women! Now, then, where do we beginr!” herk ot old
, “The Lost Chord " was the first item, It was a lost chord
in every sense of the term, Billy Bunter flourished the
baton after the manner of a SuBfragette wielding a poker,
and his wild whirls put the !ong—sus‘aring members of the
orchestra hopelessly out of tune.
Mr. Boozey-Smith performed at a statel Pace on his
fiddls; but the piccolos and the clarinets, ta ing theirntimlg
from . Bunter—as far as it was ible to do so—galloped
along at brex'lme_ck speed, as if tﬁay
larly lively hunting ditty., Ever and anon arose the solemn
tinkle of the triangle, which was being manipulated by the
uﬂage blacksmith.
“Oh, my hat!'"
*Drown it, somebody !”
To judgs by the excited shouts of the audience, the per-
formance was anything but aconcord of sweet sounds. The
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more the wusicians fried fo keep. in time, the more Billy
Buntor put: them off their stroke, o to-sp ak. e =

My. Boozey-Smith shook his head in despair, ‘and his instro-
ment went jaétering to the floar, T wn B o

Billy Bunter strode towards him.

“ et on with the washing !” he:sald.
with any sleckers, my man {” . .

Mr. Hoozey-Srnth fushed erimson, and lgapt to his feet.
At the same instant Billy Bunter gave him a smart rap
on the head with his bater,

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

“One-for his nut I’ chuckled Monty FLowther,
shall see some fireworks ! X

ey did. Mr. Boozey-Smith seomed to possess a desivo
—not altagether unreasonable—to transform Bunter into a sort
of table-jelly,

_He rnshes at the fat junior, who promptly dedged to one
sdoe.

The result was appalling. Mr, Booze -Smith, with all the
grace of a shilled voller-skater, skidded across the platfor
and disappeared cver the edge. ;

*“Ha, ha, hat"

Bump !

Billy Bunter, seelng that his enemy was hors de combat,
hastenied to the dinznies-waggon, and proceeded to make merry
with the pastrice.

As for the other members of the orchestra, they had ‘slo)ivpml
playing, and were gazing at the aundience in mute appeal. as
if to say : “Please arrange for the floor to open: and swallow
us up !”

Bub the andience was not sympathetic. On the contrary.
it was stony-hearted. Semcbody rapped out an order, and
the next instani a fusillade of €ggs—more ancient than
medern—together with boots, peas, over-ripe apples, and

- squashed tomatoes—erashed into the orchestra.

There were many casualties. Mr. Wardle caught onc of
the ezgs on the tip of his nose, and was almost overcome.
He had read of the fumes of German Poison gas; but they
were nothing compared with the stench of that awful egg.

Mr. Wardle's colleagues, too, had a terrible two minutes,
Missiles smashed upon them in a deluge, and they were com-
pelled to clutch their instruments and run—anywhere, so long
as they got clear of that deadly cannonade.

“The hand-racet” exclaimed Monty Lowther. “o it; yo
cripples! The chap with the triangle ought to go scruu‘g:
he%un‘tn got such & load as Boozey-Smith and the rost of ‘om !
Oh, my only maiden aunt !”

“Ha, ha, ha|”

The terror-stricken members of the orchestra beat a hasty
and undignified retreat from the premises. Peal upon peal
of laughter followed them; and as they plunged 1nto “the
village street, with the odour of bad eggs still clinging to
their clothing, they heaped bitter hngmca.tions on the day
when they had agreed to take part in that ill-fated orchestra.

“T'm not p‘l‘lli‘in’g nfl

“Now we

CHAPTER 13
The Reward of alourl

HE only lpr,-rsun remaining on the platform after the
ractical jokers of 8t. Hm’s had finished their bom-
ardment was Billy Bumter. He had got behind

u. .. .the gcreen, and in that safe place- had-'partaken of
one of the finest feeds he could ever remember,

Billy Bunter was’ not an ‘utter fool. He realised that the
sooner he shook tha dust of Rylcombe fram his feet the better
it would be for him. The cjected members of the orchestra,
if theﬁcame across him, would certainly show no mercy.

S0 Bunter crammnied aa many pastries as he could into his
pockets, and slipped out by the back door. Then, seeing that
the coast was clear, he made hurried tracks for the railway-
statian. He had made his first—and prebably last—appearance
in public as a conductor of music. =

As for the Bt. Jim's juniors, they lelt the assembly-hall with
mixed foelings. Bomo'felt sorry that such a highly patriotic
movement should have come to nothing ; others regarded the
whole affair as a huge joke.

But nane were so clated as Crooke and Mellish. It was not
very often that they scored such a distinct triumph; and the
knowledge that they had “ downed * Herries once and for all
made them as proud a8 peacocks.

But pride goeth before a fall; and the fall of the precious
plotters was already at hand.

The St. Jim's fellows were moving in a solid mass along the
High Street, when suddenly there lurched into sight the
familiar figure of Jim Betts. F

The pugilist was imperfeetly sober, and he cannoned heavily
into the Terrible Three, who wers wa]king ah C

“Aly hat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. =~ "

Here's that prize-
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fighting brute! He’s been drinkin, , tool Let’s bump 1i
oy d egg ™ sid Mannora, & " S

Jim ‘Betfs steadied himself,” and his elves, blinking at .the
throng of juniors, finally résted on Crooks and Mellish, -~

“See 'ere,” he gaid thickly. " Whare's my ten hob?”

* Shurrup, you idiot#’ muttered Melish, in alarm.

“Ljut, am I? Tl ijut yer! You give me ten bob for
puttin’ them two coves away, an’ now you. owes me anather
ten. Wot X eays is this 'erc—pay up, an’ look pleasant 17 .

“Oh, yeu scoundrel ! sed Crooke. *“Yow've properly
Iet_the cat out of the bag now !

Tom Merry {:lar::.'d a firm grip on each of the pugilist’=
shoulders, and looked him squarely in the face.

“What little game have you been up to?" he d_-.,mnndn!.-

“ Answer me, or you'll get the bumping of your lifo!”

Jim Betts was cowed at the sight of so many determined-
looking youngsters, He deemed it wise to obey.

““These two feilers ’ere,” he said, iud—icatinq Crooke aml
Moellish, “offered me n quid if Td put Master "Errics an’ “is
pal outer the way, They give me ten bob when I startod
off, an’ now they owes me another ten. Make ‘em ‘and it

young gent, ¥ou looks a sport.”
om Mervy ignored the request.  His eves wore gleam
Where ave Herries and Brooke!” he asked.  *Q
man !

“Down in the crypt under the church,” said Jim Betts.

“And these two fellows told you ta hide ‘em taere

. C!c-rtinglly il :

“It's a lie!” shouted Crooke. “The man's drunk, and
docsn’t know what he's ving. Burely you're not going o
believe such a cock-and-bull sorn, Merry ¢

For answer, Tom Merry transforsed his vip from Jim Betts
to Crocke. and requested his chom- to tngu care of Mellish.

“* Aarch ’em along to the crypt,” he said grimly, “We'll
soan seo if there’s any truth.in the business. As for you, you
precious skunk ”—the speaker gave Jim Betts a glance thet
ought to have shrivelled him up—* we'll give you ten seconds
to get clear!” -

Jim Betts promptly teok the hint. He dived into a side-
alley, and was soon lost to gizht in the darkness.

Then a big procession of St. Jim’s fellows mado its way
ta the church.  All were talking excitedly—all save Crocke

i
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and Meliish, who were quaking in apprchension of the wrath

to come. " < .
The Terrible Three, pushing the culprits before them,
plunged down the steps and halted outside the door of the

crypt.
i ‘Where’s the key1” demanded Tom Merry, tightening the

pressure of his grip on Crooke’s arm, i

“How should I gnow! Betts had it,” said Crooke sullenly.

Luckily, Jim Betts had left it hanging up outside, and Jack
Blake pounced upon it at once. p z

“Now we see what we shall see,” he said, unlocking
the big door.

The juniors crowded into the crypt, and above the hollow
echo of their voices came a cry of relief, -

‘At last!”

Herries and Brooke leapt to their feet, only too eager to
breathe the fresh, pure air of the outer world once more.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D'Arey.
“Hewwies—Bwooke, deah boy! You've been locked in!”

“Tt doesn’t need a Sexton Blake to make that gut!™
grumbled Herries. *1I s'pose the concert fell flat2”

“Not -exactly,” grinned Monty Lowther. * Billy Bunter
came over from Greyfriars to conduct.”

#My hat!"” 7 :

“He said you wrote and asked him to,” said Tom Merry.

“What!” roared Herries. “1 did nuthii% of the sortl
This is somé more of Crooke’s ehady work. My hat! I—Tll
make a tab]&ieﬂ; of him!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“‘We shall have to punish the feahful wottahs!” said Arthur
An‘gustum “Shall we bump them, deah boys?” -

- “Bumping’s no good,” said Tom Merry. “TIl tell you
what_whuldn't be a bad w! Let Herries tackle Crooke,
and Bl;?oka tacklo Mellish. "We can stand by to pick up the

os.

pieces.” .

Mellish turned pale.

v don’t want to fight—"

“OFf course not|” said Jack scathingly. “¥ou're the sort
of chap who'd be a conscientious objector if you were a few
years older. But you've got to take your gruel this time.
Come onl”

A movement was made to a guiet meadow near by, and
Herries and Brooke, who had chafed under their long con-
finement, pecled off their coats grimly in the gloom. The
orchestra E:d been ruined; and the respective countenances
of Crooke and Mellish seemed likely to share the same fate.

Like the man in the song, the two rascals “didn’t want to
do it ”; but they had no choice in the matter. Herries and
Brooke opened the attack almost at once, and the mnext

. moment a couple of one-sided scraps were in full progress,

Nobody attempted to interfere, even when Herries, in_his
righteous anger, kriocked Crooke clean off his feet with a
sledgehammer blow. The cads of the Shell were only getting
theif just deserts, and no one had a grain of sympathy to
Waste on them, _

Mellish made no sort of stand whatever against Dick
Brooke. His fists lashed the air wildly, and shortly after-
wards he was on his back, groaning as if his last hour had
come.

Somo time later, a couple of tottering, war-weary specimens
of humanity crawled in at the gates of St. Jim’s. Their
faces were pictures; their clothes were torn and dishevelled ;

- and they. had-come to realise the truth of the old saying that
the way of transgressors is hard,

After the nasty reverse he had sustained, George Herries
might have been excused for throwing up any idea of future
puglic performances.

But enthusiasm and enterprise go a long, long way; and
Herries, on the Monday after Crooke and Mellish had been
punished, made a rsonal visit to the members of his
orchestra, and lnviteﬁhsm to turn up again, when bhe himself
would be there to conduct.

Mr. Boozey-Smith and his colleagues took a great deel of
g:rauading. They had not forgotten—nor were they likely

forget—the fusillade of bad eggs which had been levelled
against them.
* But eventually Herries won them over, with the result that
on the following Saturday a fine entertainment was given to
thengub ic. e was a crowded house, and the Red Cross
Fund benefited to the extent of nearly twenty pounds,

And so Herries was happy. is cherished dreams had at
{ast been realised: his schoolfellows, at the conclusion of
the concert, applanded him with ringing cheers,

- THE END.

Don't miss mext Wednesday’s Great Story of
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Harold Coote, 39, 8t. Thomas' Btreet, Portsmouth, and
Douglas A. Shand, 23, Lancaster Road, Portsmouth, would be
glad to correspond with other boy readers.

Back Numbers, &c., Wanted.

Private W. Burns, 18516, C Coy. 1st West Yorkshire Regt.
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y W. H. @ ar i &d, Dingle, Liverpool—
"%em" Nos, l}a e e © !

rivate H. A n, 1815, C Coy. 17th Middlesex Regt.,
Sappers’ Platoon, B,E.F., Frani v’mu.ld be pleuad to hﬁe
back numbers of the “Gem ' rmog’“Mn et.”

By A. Ilowe, 33, Brampton Road, Harringay, N.—
o Britain ‘Invaded,” “Britain at Bay,” and ° Britain's

Revenge.
Private W. MecDougall, 1/6th Highland Light Infantry,

‘BC Ward, 3rd Scottish General Hospital, Stol ill, Glasgow,
* Gem "

would be glad of buck numbers of the *
met,” and would alse like to correspond with some boy-
readers, UL

Gunner H. Ingram, A Battery, BTth Brigade, B.E.F.
Franoe, would be glad to have back and current numbers of
the “Gem '’ and * Magnet,"” .

Lamg-Corpum! R. E, Lloyd, 1362, would be glad to havo
the “Gem " each week, and Lance-Corporal W, H. Merry,
B85, to have the “Magnet.” Address of both: Battalion
Orderly Room, 5th (R.) Batt. South Staffs Regt., Scotton
Camp, Catterick, Yorkshire, .

By Driver John Duffy, 160052, A.S.C., BEH.T.D., No. 8
Camp, B.E.F., Le Havre, France—Back Nos, of the “Gem,”
if readers will oblige. - i

Bﬂy C._Cottam, c.0. Branch 34, Burnley Co-op. Society,
Hafling Lane, Burnley—Back numbers of both “Gem ” an
“ Magnet,” earlier than 200, and any issue of the “ Boys'
Friend ” 3d. Library dealing with 8t. Jim's or Greyfriars,
except the last three published.

Private A. Thomas, 29/168, A Co., 13th Durham L.T.,
B:E.F.; France, woyld be glad to have back numbers of the
companion papers, the “ Boys® Friend ” 3d. Library, or the
“Union Jack. * g "

Lance-Corporal A. E. Attwood, 3310, 1/4 Hants Regt., c.o.
India Office, London, wounld be glad of back nunibers.

By Harry Smith, 1544, Great Western Road, Anniesland.
Glasgow—* Figgins' Fig-Pudding,” “Figgins' Foll " and
the “Magnet ' stpries, *“The Taming of Harry Wharton,”
and “Bob Cherry’s Barring-out.” .

By H. Gulliver, 108, Gladstone Roed, Wimbledon—The
number of the “Gem " containing the first Tom Merry
story.

By W. Woodhonie, 2, Quarry Road, Maeqrcced, Ponty-
pridd—Nos. 50-T0 of the “Gem,” and also “Figgins' Fig-
pudding,” and “Bob Cherry’s Barring-ount.”

and “Mag-

By Miss Doris Smith, 55, Hillerest Avenu. Chapeltown,
Leeds—“One of the st,” “ Figgins' ig-pudding,”
“Figging' Folly,” “Captain’ D’Arcy,” “Caught Red-

A
handed,” * Ashamed of his Father,” “ Bob Cherry’s Barring-
out," “Through Thick and Thin.” Double price offered.

By Corporzl Hannigan, 7573, 1st Royal Irish Rifles, No 2.
Hut, Irish Command Depot, Tci‘ppemry—Back numbers of
the companion papers, if any readers can spare them.

By F. Depledge, 27, Granville Street, Barnsley—
} “The School-
boy Avctioneer,” “ Bob Cherry's Barring-aut,” * Ashamed of
his Father,” and *Through Thick and Thin.”
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* The First Chapters,

CARTON ROSS, a lonely and friendless youth, is attacked

while asleep by a party of brigands, led by DIRK RALWIN.
»He is disarmes, and narrowly escapes with his life by plung-

ing into the roaring waters of the Amazon. He isan%cked_ql_xg
by a small hoat, which is carrying HARVEY MILBURNE
and his danghter, LORNA, to their home at San Ramo, a
small settlement some miles away.

Carton’s father (tho =on of CYRUS ROSS, a famou:
money magnate) has just died, and Cyrns Ross, with the rest
of his sons apd relatives, is drowned by the collision of the
financier’s yacht with a battleship in the Channel, during a
fog. Carton Ross is, therefore, the sole surviving member

~of the Ross family, and heir to millions, though he is unaware
of it. Dirk Rafwz'n, who has stolen Carton’s wallet con-
taining papers which reveal his identity, hears of the great
calamity which has befallen the family, and at once sets out
for S8an Ramo, where Carton has gongc with the Milburnes,
and demands that the lad shall be handed over to him.
Harvey Alilhurne, however, refuses ta do =0, and an attack
is made upon his house by the brigands,

In the Hands of Dirk Ralwia.

! “But why are they attacking you?" asked the lad, *The
" other day you told me that they never harmed you, and that
;you _had nothing to fear from them.” )

. ¥You can never trust such people,” Milbwrne replied. <1
was & little too confident. For some reascn or another, Dirk
Ralwin has decided that iv is éime I was made to feel the

s weight of his digpleasure.™
" Tn his brave chivalry it never oecurred to him to tell Carton
Ross tho reason for the unexpected visit of the ontlaws. The
“lad was his szuest, to be protected from all avertible harm
while under his roof at any and every cost, and rather than
iseck safety by being untrue to the dictates of honour and
- friendehip, he was ready to loze all that he possessed in the
Tiworld.
._The nature of the next attack on the house was socn dis-

“closed. Gathering greas bundles of dry brushwood, the out- -

laws piled the inflanimable waterial all réund the bulding and
:8et fire to it. The doors and other woodwork were quickly
walight, and dense clouds of smoke poured into the reoms and
passages. N
The smeke was followed by darting tongues of fire that
scized greedily upon_the interior and forced the occupants
back step by step. The heai became overpowering. It was
almost impossible to breathe in the stifting stmosphere.
“Tollow me ! cried Milburne at last, ' We must seek tho
open and fight oue way down to the bay. There we may find
fely.”

Flinging open a side door that the outlaws had neglected to
fire, he darted inte the garden at the head of his followers.
For a moment or two it looked as if the little party would be
able to reach the shelter of the trees covering tho hillside
without atfracting notice.

But their eneniies caught sight of them, and, yelling and
spurring their horses, rode up on all sidea to cut off the
retreat  Becing how useless armed resistance wonld be at that
juncture, Milburne ordered his followers not to fire, and he
'Lad scarcely spoken, when n revolver-shot laid him on the
ground. )

Ttterinz a loud ery of horrified gricf, T.orna knelt down

at her father's side and gazed with tearful eyes into his
face. Just in time to save her from being tram)iied under-
her

foot, Carton Ross caught the girl and swung

danger.

Lot me go!” she eried, struggling
his grasp, ‘I must return to him !”

“It's impossible I” Ross answered, a
men surged all round them. *

o minnte amongst
She ceased to et

before he could overteke her a h

and its rider seized

Other hands_seized the lad,

that crowd !

ook

out of
to release herself from

s the infuriated horse-
} You could not live

ruggle, and he relaxed his hold on her
wrist. In an instant she bad freed herself and was hurrying
away from hira. Terrified for her rake he followed, buf

orse galloped alongside him

1 him by the shoulder.
" Yield!” shouted Dirk Ralwin, for it was the baadit chiof
himeelf. “The game’s up! Yon are my prisoner !”

and, though he fought like a

lion at bay, he_could not escape from. the ring of foes

encircling him.  His arms were bo

he was lifted into
sitting behind him,

und behind his back, ane

the saddle of a spare ‘horse, a trooper

Their captive having been made secure, the outlaws rode

away, with searcely & hackward

had left in ruirs.

which, fanned by the marning bre
they could fead upon with fearful

The entire buildin

lance at the home they

g was now in flumes, -

eze, consumed everything
rapidity,

As this’ scene of cruel and wanton destruction flashed
before his gaze, Carton Ross almost wept with rage and
gricf, and in_his heart he vowed that the evil done ta il
man who had befriended him should not go unpunighed, i¢

he lived to avenge

it.

Not knowing what had become of Lorna, he feared thar
the worst had happened to the girl
assistance of her stricken father,

herself struck down hy the brutal misereants from whomn
he kad striven to shield her, and he despaired of ever sceing
ot bearing of her again.

The day was well advanced when the ouilaws reached their

eamp, which Ross saw very little of, as he was at once placed
in a closely-guarded tent and %V

out and exhansted,

it jafi®

For came momen

locked at his_yout

ho im:

kept prisoner there.

In returning to the
agined, she must have

arn

he fell into a deep sleep, not waking again
until late in the afternoon.
and water had been put by his side, but he saw no

one until an hour or so later, when ‘Di n 1
appearance, The outlaw chief was alone, and before reclos-
ing the flap of the tent after him he ordered the guards, who
were on «uty out-ide, to move away.
“Hallo!" “said Ross to himself. “He deesn’t want his
men to hear what he has to say to me. I wonder what

irk Ralwin made hi~

ts Ralwin did not speak, but stood_and

bful prisoner with a lkeenly scrutinising

gaze, a3 if seeking thereby to read the other’s chavucter,

“You must think
me to have gone to so much troubl
ance. When you know the reason why,” he
the lad remrined sifent, “voun will not bLe
your father ever say very much to you

family 17

it very strange,”

he said ot last, “for

le to make your acquaint-

continned, as
rprised. Did
neerning  his

A flush of angry resentment crimsoned Carton Ross’ face.

“That is my own affaix }”

your own business!”
Ralwin gave venut to an amused laugh,
“It's most probable that he never did,” he went on fo

say, “for he had good cause not to. Many years
Ged_ Linpaxg
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quarrelled bitter] with his father, Cyrus Ross, the multi-

vinced Lorna that nothing sho might say would turn him ~

miillionaire, and left home, never to return again.  Now,

rus Ross had several other sons, and numerous i
oll of whom were actively interested in the great momey
business that was ied on in his name, and your father
was soon forgotten by most of them. He had cut himself
adrift_from tgzm of his own accord, and, as you know, he
djed in this part of the world a penniless trader. A few
private papers that he left behind might have been of little
or no value in the ordinary course of events, but, as things
bave turned. out, they are worth untold gold,”

Carton Ross gave a quick start.

“Were those the&pere in the canvas bag,” he questioned,
“t;m your men stole from me}" . =

“Of course I” answered Ralwin, with 2 smile. *“Did you
never read them?”

Ross shook his head.

“They were given to ma by my father as he was Iying on
his death-bed,” be said. “ﬁe told me that T must take
them to the nearest coast port, end there entrust them. to
the care of the Britfsh Consul, who would tell me what to do
about them,”

“ And you never did so?”

“1 didn’t have a chance to. While I was on my way down
to the coast I fell in with B party of {;ur ruffians, who
robbed me of everything I had in the world.”

A look of pleased cunning showed in Dirk Ralwin's dark
eyes. He was confident now t?ut the precious knowledge
he possessed was sh: by no ope who was in a positiont to
prevent him from reaping the full benefit of it,

“ Perhaps it is as well for you,” he said * that those papers

@ come intp my possession, otherwise you might have
Tost them, ansansvar known their v’::m. th'I.‘a!na d," he
continued, handihg a newspaper to the other, “and read
the news on_the first page. Then you will understand
overything. Later on I will retugn.”

"With & mysterious smile on his lips, ho turned and left
the tent. Puwmled, yet deeply interested, Carton Ross gave
hia"attention to the newspaper, and the first glance that he

ave to the huge headlines of the page made him catch
Eia breath with uncontrollable excitement, .

- With bent heed and fast-heating heart he read on, never
lifting lis cyes unmJ be had scanned the last printed word
of thé amazing narrative thay revealed to him the fact th
he had inheritéd the greatest fortune in the world { 2

.Then he let the paper fall to the groupd, and, his brain

a whirl of feverish thought, stared ngly into
vacancy. - The light grew dim, and quiokly faded into the
darkness of night..

Suddenly Carton Ross became aware of the fact that he
svas not aloné, - Someéne else was in the tent.

LS 's there?” he called out.

0's
#Hush!” whispered a soft voice. “It’s Lornai{™

The Escape—A Bold Venture—At the Polnt of ths
Pistol —Irapped.

Darton Rossi wondering and amazed, quickly crossed the
tens to the girl.

5 ‘Lorua,,!"she whispered, grasping her outstretched hands in
the darkness. “Why are you hero? I can scarcely believe
that it is you. Have you, mor been taken prisoner "

“No,” she answered. “I followed you to this place, for I
knew that you were in great danger. For an bour or more
i've been watching for an opportunity to have a word with
you. Now the men of the camp are sleeping, except a fow
who are ¢n guard duty, and you will be able to make your
escape. Come, follow me! In a little wood not far atvay I
have left two horses.~ Once we are in the saddle, Dirk
Balwin and his followers can never overtake us.'”

Thrilling with_joy and hope, Carton Ross followed the

irl as she turned and moved silently away. -But even as he
gent down to raise the flap of the tent he paused, in sudden
doubt and irresolution. ~ Lorna, surprised and impatient,

a questioning glance at him.
“Why do you hesitate?” she said. “Thero isn't & moment
. Now, or never, 13 the time to regain your freedom.”

“Lorna,” answe! Ross, “you must go without me,”

%o without you!” she said, astonished and ineredulous.
“Whyt” -

:]mz me tell you,” he replied, “Dirk Ralwin has some,
private papers of mine that are of the greatest value and
importance. They belonged to my father, and were stolen
‘rom me by the outlaws on the day when first [ met you and
Mr. Milburne. Now, since then, Ralwin has discovered their
worth, and means to make use of them for his own bonefit.
I cannot, and will not go, leaving those papers in lis

ion 1?

_The calm firmness with which Carton Ross spoke “con-
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from his purpose. It was o keén disappointment to her din
the ci and she was silent for some moments,

“You know what is best,” she said thenj “although I fail
to see how you will ges blckghm papers {nu rize so highly,
unless you take them from Dirk Ralwin by force.”

“That 1s quite true,” Ross agreed, with a little-sigh. “And
Ralwin isn’t likely to give me the chance to do that, however
long I remain here. Stil, I’ve quite mdde up my mind to
have them again,” . ) S

A quick, whispered warning came from Lorna at this
moment, hle sound of heavy footsteps g.pp;oag:hed_ the tent,
and a man currﬁing a lantern appea in sight.

“It’s ono of the rds,” whispered Ross, as ho looked out
and caught sight of she fellow; “and he's coming here. Slip
away, Lorna, while there is time to do s0.”

e girl did not move. Into her dark eyes there flashed
the light of a daring inspiration, :
Listen |” she anif quickly, in & low tone of voice. “Wa
must overpower him before.he is able to give an alarm,
Then you can put on his uniform, seek out Ralwin, and force
him to give up your papers, and then escapb with me.”

The sheer audacity of the plan made a swift appeal to
Carton Ross, who, moreover, Es‘ 0o time to decide how it
should be acted on. Scaz_uefy kad Lorpa finished :ﬁmnl_:mg
to him and drawn back into the shadows, when the light
from the lantern carried by the guard illuminated the tent
with_its flickering rays, 5

“Hola I” cried the man gruffly, yawning and staring round
wﬁ!} blinking oyes. “Where are you, Inglese? Show your-
solf I”

He was slcepy and stupid with drink, facts that his young
Frlwnqr was swift to discern and act upon. With noise~
ess quickness of a cat, Ross crept across the tent and sprang
at his foe. Straight and trup nFaim. his fist crashed against
the other's jaw with all the strength that he could put behind

ow. :

. The outlaw fell without uttering a sound, his lantern, a8
it slipped from his grasp, being caught by Lorna. In a few
moments Carton Ross was attired in the uniform of  his
unconseious enemy. Worn over his own clothes, it fitted him

better than he had cxpected, and the disguisc gave him

fresh courage and confidence in himself,

. Having bound and gegped the guard, he and Lorna
emerged cautiously from the tent. Few sounds distyrbed the
silence. of the night. The camp fire was } ing low, and -
the men lying near it, wrahved in their blankets, wero

asleep.

Keeping in the shadow of the great trebs, whose dense

folisge ogsc_u!'ed the ﬁghb of the mgon, Carwn Ross and his
companion made their way from point to p af tﬁe moun-
-tdin gtronghold of tho outlaws. 'EE was @ ess made by
N.;Fu-e itself for defence against attack, n?d Ross &peedily .
realisel how formidable a task it would be for even an army
to oapture it by direct assault.
The great cliffs and wooded heights gurrounding it were
cverywhere pierced by innumerable passages, leading to
caves in which men mjght easily find safe shalter and refuge.
Here and there machme-guns were pl to guard the faw
steep and difficult approaches to the retreat, and there was
nm‘f.ﬂe evidence for the eye to see of abundant stores of food
and other necessaries.

“That is where Dirk Relwin is,” said Lorna suddenly.
found out when I was watching the camp befdrg seeing you."

‘8ho pointed to the narrow touth of a cave dimly lighted
by the glow of a lantern that was hanging from an cutward
jutting needle of rock. ero wans no sentry in sight.
Apparently the bandit chief was so confident in his own
sense of security that he bad no need for a guard to watch
over him during his hours of repose. .

¢ Then, in that case.” said Ross, “I ought to have an easy
task. No doubt Ralwin is asleep. I shall take him by sur-
prise, seize the papers, and rejoin you. Where shall T find.
ﬂou on my return? [t won's be safe for you to remain
erer

Lorna’s white teeth Rashed in a brave smile.

“ As safe here as anywhere else,” she anwwered. :“Have np
fear for my sake. Go, and all good luck be with you.”

Making sure that he was not being spied upon, Ross
entered the subtérrancan passage. After I‘;.u had traversed
spme [ive or six yards the glimmer of & light caught his eye,
Going towards it. he found that it came from the intgrior
of a cave—a wide, lofty fecess, well furnished, and provided
with eyery aid to comfort and convenjende,

Thick curtains of bright hues and fantastio designs draped

the rocky walls. Valuable carpets coverell the floor. Hera

end thero were stacks ot r1ﬁ§a and other weabons, cases of
cartridges, and stands of swords.
In the cent?s of the room burned dn oilstove. Near it,
(Continued on page @il of coverg
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stretched full length on a truckle hed, was Dirk
Fhe famous outluw had fallen asleep while reading a new
paper, which had fallen from bis hand to the floor. He was
dressed, :even to his long riding-boots and the sombrevo hat
on his head, and had enly troubled to divest himsell of his
sword bele, .
‘Becuring the two Browning revolvers which were Iying on
a small table at the head of the bed, pruceeded to make
a swift but carcful search for his lost papers. Ile soon found
the brown canvas bagz that had contained them when they
were stolen from him, but it.was now eminty.
_High and low he hunted., prying into every nook and
corner, but without syccess.  There conld be no doubt but
that Ralwin had deposited the papers in = :
That being so, it would be useless to eontin:
ihen.-
Feeling bafiled and perplexed, Carton Ross stood, un-
decided how to act, for he was in no mood to confess him-
self defeated, Then his face brightened, and he smiled.
“Guess Tl do, it,” he muttered.  “It scems to be the only

Revolver in haud, he bent aver the couch, and pressed the
cold steel of the weapon against Ralwin’s brow, [nstantly
the sleeping man opened his eyes, which filled with an ex-
pression of fear and angry amazement.

“You can sit up,” said Ross coolly, “but don’t forget that
I shall fire at the least sign of treachery on your part. You
recognise me—eh? Well, that will save me the trouble of
introducing myself.”

A look of terrible hate and fury showed in the bandit's
dark face, but he forced a harsh laugh from hetween his
twitching lips.

“You look well as on insurvecto!” bo said sneeringly.
“That uniform, suits you. I thought at first that you were
one of my own men. But what is it that vou want

“The papers,” Ross answered. “The papers of mine that
1 stole from me ! "
Tndeed ! -And do yow imagine for a single mom
m to be frightened into giving them back to you

“Yes, I do,” said Ross; “for you will not lose ¥
when you ean save it.”

The veiled threat, so calmly utiered, produced a_visible
efféct on the man against whom it was divected. 1lis face
paled and his feigned attitude of contempt ond unconcern
was not in the least convincing

“More bounce and bluster
dare te shoot me!”

“The” revolver

rack.. .. 2 .

) "kDivk' Ralwin,” said Ross. “you are an outlaw on whose
head there is a.high price. You have been responsible for
ytich suffering and bloodshed, and your crueltics are notoricus
everywhere, If I'shot you for all the evil you have done, my
own conseience would not uphraid and all men wonld
applaud my action, Yeu want to u
-me for your own base purpu and
hring more misery into the world. T4
ghal not fucceed in your Epurpnsn.' Unless the napers ave in
my hands in_two minutes from now by that clock on the wall
above your hiead you are a dead man!”

“Fine words!” snecred Ralwin, licking his lips. “Why,
you fool, some of my nien may enter at any moment, and then
your own life would not be worth a snap cf the fingers.”

“At least I should be .warned,” answered se Cand
tefore auy of them could lay a hand on me I should have
fired a bullet through. your brainl!”

A tense silence followed, that .was only broken by the
measured tickmg of the clock that had snddenly called
wpon to play the part of a decisive factor in the situation.

Every moment Carton Ross expected to hear the sounds of
a sudden onrush from hehind of the outlaws who must Le
near at hand, and who would kill him_ with as little com-

netion asthey wonld kill a chicken. ¥et he never wavered
in his resolution. Fis was the cold, strong courage that no
sense of lurking danger can weaken.

And Dirk Ralwin, desperately brave and callous though Le
was, realised that in this handsome, calm-eyed British youth
he had met one braver than himself. The knowledgo
infuriated him, but it also chilled his blood with a strange,

¥

t that

ur Jife

Ie said. ¥ You would not

e 5 .
levelled at Lim was firm and.:teady as a

=

numbing terror of that moment when swift death should leap

upon and claim him for its own.

Where were his followers?
there.
an alarm, to hurl himself upon

v JHe cuarsed them for not Leing
An almost irresistible n'nguise possessed him to shout
e lad who defied him, to do

anything . that promised to end ihe maddening sense of

impotence and fear that had him in its grip. o

“THE GEM

. waimed them of the danger afoot.
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“Tan seconds more !’ suid Raes, * Quick, wd make up your
mind{ It's either those papers for m», or death for you!”

The perspivation broke out in tiny heads over Dirk
Ralwin's face. Il: cletiched his hands so tightly that the
inger-nails pierced his flesh. And as, on the fatal moment,
he saw the revolver in front of him rise up until it pointed
straight hetween his eyes, he gave vent to a savage laugh
that had in it rhe snarl of a trapped waolf.

“Yon win!? he exclaimed. *The pa
me get them for you.”

Tearving back a curtain on the wall, he removed a losse
picce of rock and disclosed to view un aperture containing
n small steel . Unlocking the reesptacle with a key
that he took from his pocket, he opened the fid with shaking
Lugers, and drew out thc precious papers thur Ross was
risking so much to gain.

Flere they are,” he said, his eyes glittering malevolently.
Eugerly Carton Ress grasped th A single glance told
Tiry that they were all th Not one was missing,  He
looked np awain, to spring aside as Ralwin, quick as a snake
to strike, huvled the steel box at his head,

him on the shoulder
with & f r hack across the cave.
And before he could regain hi @ he was lifted up and
thrown to the floor. Yalling with him, Dirk Ralwin knelt on
his chest and clutched at his throat with a horrible, throttiing
grip that rebbed him of his strength in a moment,

vs are yours! :Let

Lorna to the Rescue— Flight—The Purstit.

ough the black mist that scemed to_gather before his
Carton Ross beheld  the evilly-smilng face of tho
dit eluef lowering over him.

aunting, mocking words, whose meaning he could not
grasp, fell from the lips of his enemy. Then the dull sound
of a sharp explosion rang in his ears, and at the same monient
he became conscious of the fact that the pressare round his
throat was at an end. Then the weight lifted from lis L
Ralwin. starting up and then rolling back,
vays to the Oi
Staggering to hi

ped

feet, Carton Ross, weakened and dazed
as he was, avould have fullen had not a quick hand caught bis
arn. At his side was Lorna Milburne.  She had saved him
from death by following him into the cave and shooting
Ralwin with her revolver .

“Quick I’ she said, before he had time to_spesk. “The
veport of that shot will have been heard outside most likely,
We must be ready to fight our way through tp freedom.”

Snatching up the papers that he had dropped in the struggle
and hastily placing them in an iuner pocket of his coat, Ross
followed Tovna out of the cave, into tile passuge. .

As they reached the entrance they were met by five or six
of the outlaws to whom the firing had sounded an alarm.
Both fired almost simultancously. A man dropped at each
shot. Those who were not hurt fled in confusion from the
dang: and fore they rallied again_as mor: of theiv
comrades came hurrying to the scene, Lorna and her com-
panion had run past and left them far behind.

= Follow me!” said Lorna, never hesituting an instant, I
know the brst way out. Wa shall saon reaelt the wood.”

E

Anary shouts and enrses followed the fogitives. - The whole
camp Was now in an uproar. Like bees disturbed in their
hive, the outlaws poured from tent and cave to hear of what

had taken place and join in a revengeful pursuit of those wha
had dared to defy them in their stronghold.

Serambling over walls and rocks, forcing a way through
{hick elumps of bushes whose thorny leaves and branches tore
the skin from their hands and ripped their clothes to pieces,
Lorna and Curton Ross raced on. with never a pause nor

backward look.

Some three hundred yards beyond the boundaries of the
camp they peached the woad of which Lorna had spoken. Tt
consisted of abont a score of pine-trees and scattered patches
of undergrawth.

A little way inside, tetherad to the low-hanging branch of a
tree, were two horses, who pricked up their =ars and neighed
in friendly recognition of their young m

“Here we are!” said Lorpa, breathing qui
tuke the white one. He’s the stronger of the two.

Vaulting lightly into the saddle, they rode off like the wind.
As they clearad the wood ficree shouting and a volley of
" shots, that whistled over their heads, tokd them that they
were seen by their foes.

iving them the veins, they urged their horses on to full
speed : but the nohle brutes needed little urging, for instinet
Throungh winding defile,
up the steep, slippery slopes of huge clifls, and déwn rough,
rock-strewn paths where other living creatures than the
mountain goats but scldom ventured, they swept along at
breakneck speed.

(Another grand instalment next wzek) -

“You
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HAVE A BANANA?

The tramcar was full, and the mecl little man sat by the
sido of his wife. At the rext siop e man in Ihoki, wl
head was swathed in bandazes, entered the o
compartment.

“(George,” said the ledy to the meck little man,
rcom for the r wounded soldicr.”

The husband, someiwhat grudgingly, gave up lLis sezt to
the man, and.reached .out ?or & strap, while iie newcomer
sank gratefully into the vacant seat. .
¢ %My poor fellow,”. said-the -ym'pnthetio lady, “how dJid
you recelve your injur —(Germans !’ : 3

“No,” repli ero. . * Banana-skini”--Scat in by
E. Lowe, Btaffa.

a

. NOT ALL THE TIME

The clags was being taken for tho first time by the now
teacher. The teacher, & lady, had asked questions of &ll the
pupils except Tim, and it, was now his tura to answer. =

oor Tim stuttered rather badly, and the new tcacher,

never having been in conversation with him before, jum
when the explosion commenced, in answer to her question.
< After he had fimished stammering, she looked at him in a

wery  troubled way. ’

* “Do you always stutter like that, my boy1” sho asked.
‘. %0h, n-n-no, m-m-ma’am!” Tim haltanedi in tho best way
he could, to assure her. *Only w-w-when I t-t- o £
in by G. Stephenson, Yorkshire. .

NONT: TO SPARE. W

The motorcar dashed along the country road et a break-
neck speed, much to the disgust of e tremp, who failed to
{‘:{..o'\zt of its way in timo, with the result that ho had Lis
oot run over. .
- The driver immediately etcpped, got out of his car, and
went_over to the tramp to express his sympathy and to
gecertain the extent of his injuries. His exclanintions of
sorrow failed to appeal to the tramp, whoss only thought
was for damages. ) Ty
“TForty pounds damages, that's what I want!™ said the

tramp. - . . j

© “¥hat! Forty pounds for a ellghtl! injured feoli” maid

the rotorist. “I'm not a millicaaire!
“Nol" replied the tramp.

“And 1 ain't a centipede!"—

g;zrﬂ; in by H. Towler, Dalsica,
7 B

SPOTTED.

v's mother was wery -
and Johnny's mother
rule

I
strict,

hed made & rale.  The

#he had ins ed was that &
fine of one halfpenny should
‘be made for every merk made
‘on.the tablecloth. One day
Jobnny was observed by huw
mother rubbing his finger for
-a -long .time dver. the cloth in
the neighbou hood of his plate,
“Jobn, what are you
foingf” asked his mother &k
ast. . .
. “Nothing, mother! 1 waa
ust tryinag to rub two spots
to ono !"'—Sent in by J. Lille-
man, Sheffield A
g N

The Editor, THE

-conscicntiouny man, tested tho walls and pillsrs with

As the. “GEM” Storyett= Compeétition has
proved so popular, it has been decided to run
this novel feature in conjunction with our
new Companion Paper,

' THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1d,
Published every Monday,

In order to give more of our rcaders a chance

of winning one of our useful Money Prizes,
if vou know a really funny joke, or a short,
inferesting paragraph, send italong (onapost-
‘card) before you forget it, and address it to:

Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C.

Look out for YOUR Prize Storvette in next
. week’s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND.

NOT OLD ENOUGIL 2
r the sake of warmth
hard on _their task of
v P outside Manolies
A tramp, o very regged iramp, swhoso toes could be scenm
protruding through his boots, eame along the road and stood
ng the men at work for some time. .
At last he approached them, and eaid:
“Mates, have any of yor got an old pair of brognes youw
could give me?”
The navvies a!l shook their hoads, and expressed thelr
gorrow at being unable to oblige him. ] 5
The navvies wera resuming their work, when a witty Irid
e who' for somo timo past hoed been making o corefud
stunato tramp's boots, rem d :
d & the ones you got on gl
L in by W. Webb, Louden, S.E.

It was a cold December da;
g of na 3 i
up tha r

DRY ROT.

A certain country ‘cliurch was badiy in noed of
the vicar decided to scnd to London for a
erchitect to come down and examine the buildin

The zrobiteet arrived in due course, and, havi
for come time with the vicar over the necessary
done, was escort>d to the church by an cld deacon,
to act as his guide. "The architect, who was him

miinite care.

. Arrived st some rafters, the architect tapped i

his stick, at the same time saying: = : 5
“Dry rot.” -
“Dry rot]” replied the deacon. “T!

we get in ths pulpit.”—Sent in by P

TO ENCOURAGE OTHERS.

; t the willage ch had finished, and the

vicar of the h was g tho vestry. Just as he goi

in the do he was astounaed to feo the verger, an old -

mezn, tzks a two-shilling-piece out of tho plate, in which ha
had wiiecteg‘thg-oﬂeripa .

The good. minister. ponderi
for some time “over what lie
had witnessed, trying to:puz-le
out the best way of bringing
the eccusation befora the
verger in such a way that the
old ‘man  would bs really
amed for his indiscretion.

S0 on the next Sundey the
minister callad thoe vergor cs
one side after tie servi

“1 was most gi i
#3id to the verger, 15 £¢o FoR
‘tuke a two-shilling-pt 3

Ths ice

the colloction last Bunday !
The veorger - looksd comn
leialy worried befzre  ha
YS' FRIEND and GEM, binsted out:

“Why, &ir,
that old two-shilling-pi
mine? Why, 1 have started
the collection off with that this
last fifteen year3!”—Sent im
by w FPlion, Walthamstow,

g12-16




