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CHRISTMAS.

Of conrse, it is the very easiest thi
in the world to write about Christmas
You just wish all your friends a Merry
C*hristmas, and tack on a Happy New
Year at. the end, and all is done.

But the fact is I feel it to be almost

annecessary to say even as much as that.
for all my chums know right well that I
ilo wish them the Merriest and Jolliest
Uhristmas possible, and the best of New
Years. We take that as read.
8till, there is any amount to he said
hout Christmas. Have you noticed that ?
ristmas comes but onée a year, but
when it does, it brings—and however
often it did arrive, the thing would be the
eame—szomething fresh to be said con
cerning the season with all its tender
<, and its wonderful teaching to
everrbody as to how the game of life
<hould be played.
Still, it is Christmas, and this is a
hy rushed world.  Friends
together again, and there is a forgef
of old feuds. Away with the Fer
System, as some wag said. We do
want to fuarrel, more especially
Christmas-time.

This Christmas finds vs-all more
irim.  The world is settling down.
takes some time about it, but that
inevitable.  This country is coming into
its_ow

me likes to think of Christmas sorae-
how —just think about it. Christmas does
not want any long speeches. Tt is Christ-
mas, and those chums of mine who are of
older growth know what it iz when
memory begins to play on the strings
of Lf

We think at Christmas of these whe
have gone on. Those good fellows would
not ¢ our Christmas any the less
happy because we think of themn; bar
anyhow, we must think. And then
Cliristmas brings a host of other re-
minders, and 1 do not fancy any of us
would be without them.

People have very different ideas abont
Christinas.  Some like to picture old
Engiand in the grip of the frost—the
frost you get up in the dales and further
Nortii—stinging white roads en which
the hoises’ hoofs clatter, and a pale bine
sky, with scarlet hips and haws bobbing
in"the bare hedges, and the ring of the
skates on the village pond, while from
far away across the valley comes the clash
and crash of the Christmas bells. Others
Jove the soft, mild Christmas with spring
whispering at the door. 1t is all aceord-
ing to 1aste,

at Christmas means peace.  Let's
hope this year it spells a lot more happi-
ness than Das been the case of recent
with a wnice roaring fire for evers-
and a jolly story to yead, and @
music, and a wﬁofe heap of cheery wishe
all round.

Parzonally, 1 like to conjure np Christ-
mas in the mind’s eye. ne soes the
happy-go-lucky business at the markets,

.where
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and folks baving thing
hundredweizht, and
and string bags cho

le

One likes to think of the steaming
pudding mother made, and the happy.
dancing frelight in the dear old home
where the fellow who had been away
doing his bit is welcomed back with a
handelasp which sums up all the friendly
fecling in the world.

There ave thousands and thousands of
things associated with Christmas—things
which are v near to all on

rs by the pound aund
tring their baskets
bloe with aseful

o

year. p(l-j‘m- quaint old Father Christmas
vomes rambling down the chimney, and
the pantomimes put forth their best, and
town and country gports holiday wear.

One would have liked to have had
Bagey Trimble in pantomime. He would
ve done well in the harlequinade, any-
c. but even though the voung scion of
nble Hall 1s not seen on the boards, 1
tiy certain he will he remembered

am

I Y
this =eason. for Baggy figures well
among GEM readers, though they are

free to condemn him as a Paul Pry. and
a glatton,

Theve is another point. too. A areat
numbsr of my readers will not see my
good wishes until long after the season
has gone by. I am thinking of my friends
in the Far South, away in Australia
hey enjoy warm, sunny weather
at Christmas, which is no bad idea. Still,
they will understand !

No need to ask you to remember the
8 Papcrs this Christmas, T
3 ive the very best
varns this time, \ I know for ecer-
tain thers, will be Jetters dvopping in
during the New Year asking me w hy T
did not describe Christmas at Trimble
Hall, or some other place which has
figured in past tales. i o
"The answer to that kind of question is
it is impossible to crowd eversthing
o : but,
ta the rule.
ce. it is possible to crowd all
ing in the world into Christ-

mas
"I'hy

eve will be room. .

It is possible te send to the rightabout
the unhappy memories of hife] just as it 1=
possible to get a good, firm hald af the
message of the Christmas  bells—a
message of peace.

QETTING ON IN THE WORLD.

Every day that passes, I have the most
serious questions put to me. Readers
propound notions as to the betterment of
their awn positions, and so forth. That
is ouly one point. It is a tolerebly big
one, however. One sometimes wishes
ona had a pocketful of cushy jobs to hand
round to the right parties, though, of
conrse, it would not really do. Jobs are

most times made by the fellows who are
best fitted for them. hat, again, is
not the actual point.

Do I think that a’ footman- should
throw wup his position and become a
clerl Should a solicitor’s clerk resign
in order to get into the Civil Service? 1
am disposed to answer both queries in
the negative. We are living in changing
times. Well, all times are changing times.
The fact here is that these times are no
exception to the rule. I am not the man
to advocate clerical work at ali hazards
becanse of some elinging shred of an idea
of its respectability.  You see, it is this
way.

A man—a real man—can accomphish
the whole right and proper destiny if I
has to spend his whole working life in his
shirtsleeves. He can be a dreamer, a
deep thinker, he can earn more to help
his kith and kin. He can be more inde-
pendent. and he has brain-fresher for
iy things by reason of his outdoor cr
factory work.

Mryriads of my readers are young chaps
who  stand by widowed methers and
young brothers and sisters. Such fellows
occupy the proudest places in the world.
They are more useful than most. To get
on in our world now is not to get into a
black coat. It is generally better ta keep
out of such a garb,

Now, please do not misunderstand me.
1 deem ambition to be an essential part
of every man’s mental baggage, but the
man who gets his living by his hands—on
. i a factory,
il any reasonable ambition as
He can become a learned chap; he gets
easier money.

don’'t want chums of mine to leave
the jobs they have for the sake of strain-
ing “after something which may look
better. but which 1sn’t half as good.
Let's have the courage of our thoughts
on such matters. Let's be honest about
it. Let's be demaeratie. I can foresee
the time when folks will be crowding to
listen to a brainy man who ean 3
bread and cheese, and his slice of beef
and fixings by laying bricks in the dax-
time, while at night he is a leader of men.

Tt is doing somethivg useful that
The fellow who does that is a

ow. as industry develops—or, rather,
redevelops and expands, there will be
work fer everybody., I am dead eertain it
is a mistake to struggle after that black
coat. There are betfer things to be done.
Just as shabbiness is the livery of learn-
ing, so are good, rough tweeds and cordu-
roys the uniform of the top-dogs of the
bix werld of endeavour and the work that
talls,
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CHAPTER 1.
Breaking Up!
L INISHED "
3 F Tom Merry rhse to his feet
with & sigh of relief,

The other members of the
editorial staff of “ Tom Merry’s Weekly "
rose to their feet also,
The amateur journalists had been en-
gaged in a race against time. The
“copy " for the New Year number had
to be in the printer's hands uext day.
At first, it bad seemed a hopeliss task,

1t everyhody had wired in and Monty
Lowther had written four comic columns
instead of one.

Manners declared that one comic
column was quite enough for moist of
the readers, and that four would Lill
them outright.

“They'd rather read my comic column
than your camers corner, anyway!’
said Lowther warmly.

"If you asl my opinion,” said Talbot,
“the readers could do without both,
The camera corner makes 'em langh, and
the comio column makes 'em weep:!"”

“Ha, ha, O

“Well, we've got out the whole issue
in a_single evening,” said Tom Merry,
“and that's jolly good going. True, 1
had to pad out the numﬁnr with fifteen
columns of Skimpole's piffie; but it's
better than having no New Vear number
at all! We couldn’t possibly have got
the thing out during the vac.”

“Of course not {” :

Tom Merry squeezed all the articles
and stories into a large envelope, which
he addressed to the printers,

“You'll just catch the post by the
skin of your teeth, if you hustle!” said
Lowther.

The captain of the Shell nodded, and
hurried out to the pillar-box in the quad.

The flagstones were carpeted with
snow, and more snow was falling. The
gusty wind drove the flakes into Tom
Merry's face.

Crossing over to the pillar-box, he
dropped his package in with a thud, just
as the ancient postman, lantern in hand,
loomed up through the snow.

“ Brought any letters along ?” inquired
. Tem Merry.

“One for Master I)'Arcy, sir!”

“Good !
like,”

The postman handed over the missive,
and Tom Merry took it along to Study
No. 6 in the Fourth Form passage,

Arthur Augustus was at home. He was
seated before a blazing fire, holding forth
to his study-mates on the subject of silk
socks.

*“Letter for you, Gussy!" said Tom
Merry.

“Good! Hand it ovah. deah boy !

: ‘;Guss}',_ old top,” said Jack Blake,
“I'm positive thére’s a remittance ir,
that envelope. That being so, let me
hasten to swear eternal friendskip I

““Ha, ha,

Arthur Augustus opened the letter, but
no remittance fluttered out of the enve-
lope.

“It's a lettah fwom the patah '™ “ex.
plained the swell of St, Jim's.

“Oh!" said Blake, in tones of dis.
appointment. *“In that case, the eternal
friendship’s off !”

Arthur  Augustus read the paternal
missive, and his eyes gleamed as he did
30,

“Bai Jove !
the patah!” he

*“Is he buying you a motor-scooter for
Christmas 7" asked Digby.

“Weally, Dig, I have no use for a
motah-scootah. This lettah is to say that
I can bwing home as many fwiends as I
like for the vac,”

“My hat!”

Jack Blake's eternal fiiendship re-
vived suddenly. He clasped his elegant
chum round the waist, and proceeded to
waltz him up and down the study.

“Gussy, old man, this is great! 1've
been to your ancestral halls before, and
I won't say ‘No' if you ask me again,
You will invite me, of course?"”

“Ow!" gasped Arthur Augustus.
“ Blake, you wuff wottah, von are wump-
lin' my togs! Pway welease me at
onece !"

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Jack Blake desisted at last, and Gussy

Tl take it along, if you

ha!”

This is awfully wippin® of
exclaimed.

sank limf‘ly— into the avmchair, gasping

for breat -
“Your pater's a brick, Gussy!" de-
clared Digh;

y.
“A brié;k of the first water!" agreed
-

GHRISTMAS
ADVENTURE.

A Magnificent Long Com-~
plete Story dealing with
the Adveniures of Tom
Merry and Co.,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

of St

Jim’s,

Herries, “I1 wonder if he'll have any
objection to my bringing Towser along ¢

Arthur Augustus promptly pot his foot
down. .

“1 wegard Towsah as a wuthless, de-
stwuctive, an' wepwehensible beast ™ he
panted. “He has no wespect whatevah
for a fellah's twousahs:”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Rats! He's all right. if you rub him
the right way!" said Herries.

“I wefuse to wub the bwute at all,
Hewwies! You, as one of my fwiends,
may accempany me to my patah’s place
for the Chwistmas vac, but the othah
beast must stay away !"

*“That's a_nasty one for you, Herries,”

«

said Tom Merry, laughing. By the
way, Gussy, am I on vour List of friends,
or not ¥

Arthur Augustus smilsd,

“I should certainly not dweam of
leavin' you out, deah boy! You an'
Mannahs an' Lowthah will be among
the guests, of conrse! T am afwaid 1
must impose one condition, howevah.”

 Namely 7"

‘“That Lowthah Lelaves himsel

“If possible!" chuckicd Digt

“Ha, he, ha!”

“Pwovided Lowthall wefwains fwom
makin' wotten puns, an' cwiticisin’ the
awistoowacy, he is quite welcome to
come,” said Arthur  Augustus. *Let
me see, deah boys. Blake, Dig, Hewwics,
Mewwy, Mannahs, Lowthah. That's six,
I should like to take the whole of the
School House fellahs, but I am afwaid 1t
would put wathah a stwain -upon the
household staff.”

“Ha, ha! I'm afraid it would!™
chuckled Jack Blake. *You'd have the
cook demanding another five hundred a
year, in addition to the -thousand she
already gets !™
© “Ha, ha, ha!" . €

“I should like to invite Cardew an’
Clive, an" Julian an’ Hammond, an’ even
that fwabjous ass Gwunday!” said
Arthur Augustus. “But I fesh it can’t
be done. “Talbot must come, though—
an' Miss Mawie.”

“Yes, rather!

“0ld Talbot will be awfully bucked,”
said Tom Merry. “He was -telling me

Tae Gex Lizrary.—No, 620.
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only this merning that be didu'e for the
life of him knew where Le was voing to
spend the vac. He would have gone
to Colonel Lynden—his uncle, you know
—but the colenel's becn  sun o

abroad.”

“Tt will he rippirg to have Miss Maric
with us, too 1" said Dighy.

+ Especiaily if any of us get o doee of
Ay, and ‘require nursing !’ chimed in
Herries. y

“0Of course, my hwothah Conway will
be theah—likewise ccusin Ethel,” said
Arthur Augnstus. .

“Better and better I

“An' the lake 2 bound to be fwosn
ovah, so that we can have shatin®.”

“Ripping !’

“There will also be 1 A
tHons,” said the swell of St. Jim'e.
intend to wendah a tenal solo——"

A deep groan came from Jack Blake.

“Weally, Blake!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, in concern. * 1 twust you are
not il 1" - e

“Tt was just a passing twin e,” said
Blake. **When you threatened to s
a tenor <olo, T wo d if T should be
among the i

“a, ha, hal? .,

Arthur Augustus jammed his monod e
into his eye, and surveyed his chum with
a wrathful glare.

“Rlake, you muttah wottah! T have
a vewy good mind to administah a fear-
ful thwashin'—"

Shush !”  muimured  Tom
s is the time for

>

T qce ot

good will tewards fatheads, Spare

Lrusey .
“Pip-pip-plesse, 13

faltered Blake.

othah attwac-

‘t do it again !t

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“PBlake, ! wegard Fyou as @ owdss |
ass s " i

“The regard is mutual, old chap.”

Arthur  Augustus  breathed hard
through his nose. He looked at first as
if he i 1w smix Blake up with the

But he seemed to thisilc

and tamned to the door.
*to see Talbot an’ Mies
Mawie,” he said. “Can I wely on yen
to explain the posish, to Mannahs as’
Lowthah, Tom Mewwy?”

The captain of the Shell nodded. He
hurried along to Study No. 10 to acquaint
his chums with the good news, while
Arthuy Augustus sought out Taibot.

The latter was alone iu his study, aud |
he was looking rather glum. He could |

not quite decide what o do, and wher
to go, now that the Christmas vacat
was near.

Avthur Angustus settled the problem.

*Talbot, deah boy, can you manage 10
gpend the vac at my patah’s place?”

“Can a duck swim?” said Talbos,

ightening up at once, ‘1 shall be
delighted, Gassy! Who else is coming
wlong?

Arthur Augustus rattled off the names.

Gond !’ said Talbot, *Quite a
decent selection, Has Marie accepted
the mvitation yet?”

“Na. I'm just goin' up to the <a
to ask her.”

“You'll have io put it to her very
strongly, because I fancy she may decline
on the grounds that she will be the ouly
young lady pre ”

Ethel will be theah!”
*An’ the two

o
Augustus.
we awlully good pals, as you know,
Talbot nodded. And Arthur Augustus,
who was enjoving his position as the
hearer of goed tidings, quitted the Sheil
fellow’s study. He crossed the snow-
covered quad, and entered the wing in
which the school sanatorinm was situated,
Marie Rivers, the charming young
Tre GeEx Lipkary.—No. 620,
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was seated by the fize in one of

war

4 Dbook rested on the gie's lap, but she
did uot seem io be reading it. Her
theoghts wers elsewhere—probably with
in{r father, the ex-cracksman, who ha
abu

able, if less remunerative, voca-

n Rivers had been demobilised
months ago, and he was now in London,
carning_his living by the sweat of his
brow. It was strange to think that this
cultured and clever man, who had for-
merly made as much as four hundred
pounde as the result of a night's work—
nay, a few minutes’ work—was now
taking a vear to earn the same sum by
Imﬁest]means.] h b

ut he was happy—happy in the sense
that all honest men are happy. Like the
village blacksmith, he was able to look
the whole world in the face, and not for
auything would he have gone back to the
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old life, which had involved not only
him, but his dsughter, in deep disgrace.
He had said to Talbot on one oceasion:
a cracksman, always a cracke-
. But he himself had given the lie
o this theory, .

Thanks to the example set by John
Rivers, the old Angel Alley gang had
broken up. A uew gang, under the
leadership of Jim Daw ish, had sprung
into being, but it was not such a formid-
able gang as the old one.

Marie Rivers thanked Providence, as she
sat gazing into the fire, that her father
had twned honest. She respected him
for it; she admired him—loved him. He
had served his country faithfully in time
of war; he was serving it faithfully in
time of peace, by playing the part of a
patriotic citizen—in short, he had made

od.

“ Miss Mawie!”

The girl gave a start as
Augustus uttered her name,

“Sowwy if I startled you, deah gal,”
said the swell of St. Jim's.

Marie smiled.

“T'm afraid I was day-dreaming,” she
said. ~ “You wish to speak to me,
D’ Arey?”

“Vaas. My patah has wequested me
to take a numbah of fwiends home for
the vac; -My list of fwiends includes you,
Miss Mawie, of couree! Will Fou
come?™ ]

The smile faded from Maric’s face. -

nee

Arthur

loned his shady career for a more

Three-halfpence,

“}-T'm afraid—"" she began. .
*Theah's nothin’ to be afwaid of, deah
gal! Theah will be no spooks, or phans
toms, or anythin’ lke that. Besi
cousin Ethel will be there. It will
weat fun — skatin®, an’ singin’,
ancin’." :
“It all sounds very tempting,” said
Marie; “and it's awfully good of yon to

invite me. DBut Fm afraid 1 must
decline.””

Gussy’s jaw dropped.

b cwumbs!”  he  exclai

“Evewyone will be dweadfully:
ted.”

pointed.

“Is Talbot going?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“That only increases my desire in zo,
too. But it simply can’t be done.”

*Why not, deah gai?”

“T haven't seen my father for ages,”
AMarie explained, *“and he will be expect-
ing mo this Christmaetide. _This is his
first Christmae in civvies; he had not
been demobbed this time last year. Avd
it will be a sorry sort of festival if he has
to spend it alone, I should feel a heavt-
less minx if I went elscwhere and enjoyed
myself.”

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“T quite undahstand the posish,” he
said, “and I think I can eee a way ouf,
You can wely on me to wangle things,
Mawie. I'm a fellah of tact an’ judg-
ment, as you know.”

Marie laughed.

“T am sure you will do your best

*Arey. You are a most generous bay
in every way., All the same, I am afvaid
my Christmas will not be spent with the
rest of you.”

To which Arthur
the time-honoured i

“Wait an’ see!

Angustus replicd with
unction ;

CHAPTER 2.
Off for the Holidays!
LANG! Clang!

Tt was the shrill note of the
vising-bell on the final day of the
term,

“ Breaking-up day at last!”™ chorl
Monty Lowther, leaping out of be
“Qld Taggles can ring that merry bel
to-morrow morning till his arm drops off,
but there will be nobody left to hear him
——barring the kitchen cat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors turned out in high spirit

‘This was indeed a day of days—tk
day of the term and the best! .

The snow in the quad was hard and
frozen. Icicles hung from the windows,
and from the branches of the old ehwe
without.

Tt was au enchanting scene; but the
juniors had little time in which to enjoy
the beauties of Nature.

There was packing to be done, and in
the case of fellows like Arthur Augustus
D'Arey that was a terrible item.

When they were dressed, the Ten
Three and Talbot went along to
Fonrth-Form dormitory, in ors to
their elegant chum a hand, if necesex

They found Gussy in what he hinise!{
deseribed as “a feahful Auttah.”

The swell of 8t, Jim's monopolised
per cent. of the available floor space in his
dormitory. He was sindwiched between
two large trunks, into which Blake
Herries, and Digby were pitching his
things haphazard,

The two trunks did not constitute the
be-all and ‘he endall of Arthur
* baggage. There were
rumerable hat-boxes on the floor—!
the stars of the sky in multitude, s
Monty Lowther expre it.

“Weally, this is too awful for werds!"
groaned Arthur Augus “dteady on
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i Quick as thought, Jim Dawlish caught D’Arcy round the waist and lifted him from his feet, to hurl him at

the oncoming juniors.

' Yawooh ! yelied D'Arcy.

{See chapter 4.)

with those tv Blake! That's my
fifth best pai
“Ha, ha, ha !

*Your pnckuw ought to have been

1sahs,

started a fortnight ago, Gussy,” said
Monty Lowther gravely.
“Or at the begmnmg of term," sad

Manners.
“What _on earth are these silk stock-
ws for, Gussy "' inquired Digby. ** You
't.an't wear 'em, surely?"”
*No, deah boy. It is my intention to
hank tlmm both up on Chwistmas Eve.”

"(;nm uhl Peter Tan!” chuckled
£ardew, *When arc you gnin to grow
up®”

“1 should be sowwy to see the simple
customs of our childhood die out,” said
Ar rthur Angustus,

“ You mean-to say you still believe in
" gasped Tom Me
But T believe some of

ts will be genewous enough to fill
my stockings.”
“We will!" murmured Monty Low.

thar, sollo voce, * We won't glmlantc
to f‘ll em with r-]wcolams though !
*“a, ha, ha!”

W \l]:ug hands continued to lend
ance to the swell of St, Jim's.

Arthur Angustus had sufficient sartorial
belongings to sct up a good-sized tailor's
and hosier’s establishment.

Two dozen shirts, plain and striped;
tconts, some fancy, and some
's chums didn’t fam.g Collars
of all sorts and shapes and sizes; woollen
veats in abundance, and a bewildering
array of gaudy neckties.

“How many toppers are you taking,
Glmn 2" inguired Manners.
of them, deah boy.”
. Have you arranged for a pan-

“I vote we pack the toppers on the
concertina_principle,” said Jack Blake.
“8quash thein so that they can be
squeezed into the trunks—"

Arthur Augustus, who had been wading
through an assortment of neckties, in an
endeavoitr to find his purple, pink, and
pale blue oo, jumped up with a ery of
alarm.

“If you dare to squash my toppahs,
Binke, you Wuf[ian, I'll squash you!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Witheight juniors engaged, the packing
was finished at last, and Arthur ;\ugus.tuq
sent Hammoud of the Fourth in search
of Tagglea.

The surly old porter, whose brow was
a shade less surly than usual, shuffled
into the dormit: a few moments later,
He even went so far as to touch his hat
to Arthur Augustus,

“ Angling for a ul
Lowther.

“Yes, rather !

Arthur Augustus tur, to the porter,

“Taggles, deal boy, 1 ) rou to take
these twunks rlu\\n to the bull.”

“Very good, siv.’

“Also the boxes.”
“Very good,
“That is all, Taggles. Pway wemove

the things at once, as they appeah to be
takin’ up wathah a lot of woem.”
Taggles did not budge. Arthur Augus.
tus regarded him curiously.
"I twust you are not deaf, Taggles:™

“Which my hearin’ is very good, sir.”

“Then why are von lingerin’?. T dis-
tinetly mequested Yot to wemove my
belongin’s to the hnlL

©annrmured Moty

gnificantly
¢ you

unwell,

Taggles?™
“ Which [m in the
spirits, sir.’

ealth aud

hest of

“What sort of Inquirved
Monty Lowthet £ ce of the
jun pcr «

ha, ha!'

4 Wnall\ lagqlu i «ml Arthu
Auguﬂus, in perplexity Cow ave be
havin' in a most peculiah manpah! 1

iwust you have not been imbibin” gin at
this early hom— '
THe Gex Lisniry.—No. 620.
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Having exhausted all tha hints he could
think of—including that olding out
his horny palm— Tugglﬂ tackled the
swell of St. Jim’'s outright,

“Which it's the ocustom, Master
I’ Arcy, at this "ere festive season of the
year, fo put your ‘and in your pocket.”

“Of course !’ said Arthur Augustus in
surprise. “We all do that in cold
weathah, I do it mysel! except when
I'm weawin’ g]m:es.

name is Gussy!

“Denm\?\
chuckled [onby Lcwfhen “Can't you
see that ’lagg'y wants a tip 7

Ligh J.i‘“’l'm Arthar A

Jght dawn upon ur Auvgustus
at last. rmguced his wallet, and
took out a pmmd note,

“Can you give me chmge, Taggles?*

The porter shook bis h

“That is mnforch, I m.nbed to give
you ten 5hlllmgs. Howevah, you may
take this note, an’ pewwaps you will find
change bptvreen now and the time we

EO awa

“Perha gir,” said Taggles. But,
judging by his tone he seemed to regard
1t as e.ll.mm-a ble.

The School %mﬂe fellows went down to
the quad, where a pitched battle took
p]sce in the snow with the New House

It

" '\:m.}uug like gethng a good appehtﬂ
for brekker!” said Jack
ooooch I

Blake's remarks were cut short by the
arrival of a_snowball, wl smote him
in the mouth and then burst into frag-
ments down his coat.

“Buck up, School House!” shouted
Tom Merry, amid the uproar. *“Let’s
drive those cheely beggars back to their
own quarters!”

“ Hear, hear!”

The fight yaged fast and furious. But
the School House were stronger
numerically, and an-ghns & Co. were
forced to retreat, step by step, until the
quad was finally cleared of all New
House rabble, as Monty Lowther ex-
pressed it,

“Good!” said Tom Merry, brushing
the snow from his garments. “8choal
House Jare top dog, this term and every
term !

“ Yas.! wathah !" said Arthur Augus-
tus. *Now for some bwekker! Do you
know, deah boys, I feel positively
wavenous 1™

““Stand bac‘k'" said Monty an-ﬂneq'
warningly.  Gussy’s turned cannibal !"

“Ha, ha, ha !

As the School House warriors trooped
in to breaklast, Marie Rivers came up
to Talbot. She was smllmg cheerfully,

* Good-morning, Toff !’

“Good-marning, Marie. Yuu re look-
ing very bucl with 1i

“1 feel it. Christmas is in the air, and
yours—and mine—shou most
enjo oyable we have known.”

Falbot stared.

“1 don’t understand ” he said. “We

shall not spend Christmas gether.

Aren’t you going to your father 1’

“No.  Father is coming to ns.”

“Oh, good!” said Talbot.

S D’Arcy pulled  the strings,”
\Iuno ‘and this is the result.”

The girl handed Talbot a letter which
Lad come for her by the morning post.
It ran thus:

“My dear Marie,~There will be no
need for you to come fo town to see me,
after all, Lord Eastwood hmuug invited
me to the country-house p: This is
exceedingly kind of lua lnrd for it
means that we shall
Christmas together. is cuuld not have
been guaranteed in my humble lodgings
up here, where you would have suffered
much inconvenience.

“1 can only come to Easiwood Lodge
for two days—Christmas Day and Boxing

eaid

Day—as on the following day I have to
tesume my duties. But a great deal of
mirth and happiness can be squeez

out of a couple of days, and ¥ am eagerly
looking forward to secing my little girl
again.
“Ever your aﬂ'ectmn&te father,
“ Jomy RIVERS.”

“(ood old Gussy !” said Talbot, as he
handed back the letter to his glrl chum.
o Fm}cf him Workln the oracle like that !

shall begin to tl mk he really does.
possess tact and judgment presently !

Marie laughed.

“We onght to have an exceptionally
jnllv time, Toff,” she sai

“Don't worry,” said Talbot, “we
shall 1"

No thought of possible peril entered
the heads of these two young people, as
they stood chatting together amd the
whirling, eddying snow akes.

They wers going to an old English
mansion as the guests of Lord Eastwood
and Arthur Augustus, and they antici-
pated a jolly time. This they would pro-
hably get; but they little dreamed that
they would have a wildly adventurous
time also!

) DECCEMEER.
NEW LONG COMPLETE STORY BOOKS.

NOW ON SALE.

DETECTIVE TALES.
SEXTON BLAKE LISRARY.

No. 104.—LOOT.
Enthralling Story of Count
Carlac and Professor Kew.

Ivor
No. 105.—FIVE YEARS AFTER.
Grand Christmas Novel
No. 106.—THE CHINK
ARM s
Adventure of

IN THE

A Thrilling Leon

Kestrel.

No. 107.—THE BRANDED SPY.
Exeiting Taleof Bolshevik Treachery.

TALES OF SPORT, SCHOOL LIFE.
AND ADVENTURB.

BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY.

No. MG.—THSEOOUTOABT OF THE

Magnificent Yarn of Schoolboy Fun
and Adventure. By HENRY ST. JOEN.
No. 487.. -—THE 'EUOK AGQAINST
Superb Smry of the Football Field.
By A. 8. HaR
No. 488. —THE BOXING BAR-
RISTER.

Splendid Tale of the Bosing Ring.
By HENRY T, JOHNSON.
No. 489.—FOOTBALL CHAM-
PIONS!

Sexton Blake figures prominently in oll Grand Football' ¥arn. By FRUNK
the aboce stories. RICBALDS.
Price GBIIPI.ETE STORY IN EACH NUMB:R.  Prics
4d. Each. Ask your Newsagent for them. 4d. Each.

Tue Gew Lierary.—No. 620.

alfy happy |

After breakfast there were greal scenes
in the old quadrangle.

A crowd of fellows—seniors and junicrd
of both Houses—appeared on_the scene
with emiling faces and packed portman-
teaus.

Ever and anon, the station hack drifted
through the snow like a derelict, and
stopped in front of the great building te
callect luggage and passengers.

The country house-party stood together
in a cheery group, and Arthur Augustus
called the roll. Gussy rather fancied
himself in the role of a shepherd,

“Tom Mewwy !” he rapped out.

“ Hore 1M

“Talbot "

* Heve !

“Mannahs I”

“Hear, hear !”" chuckled Manners,

“Lowthah {™

“Adsum! And, having ’ad some, ¥
don’t want any more !” la).d Monty Lows«
ther, * Chuck it, Gussy 5

Ha, ha. ha!”,

But Arthur Augustus persisted in eont=
pleting the roll-call; and, this done, he
appointed himself Inspector of Bags ‘and
Baggage.

““Have wyou all got your luggage
weady, deah boys?”

There was a general nodding of he

*You are suah you have left nothin’
behind 77

“Of course, fathead!” growled Blake.

At the end of an hour the crowd in
the quad was considerably reduced,

The New House juniors marched to
the station in a solid body. They threw

kisses to Tom Merry & Co. as they
passed throngh the srhnul ute“av.
“Merry Christmas, eports 17
shouted Fatty Wynn.
“Bame to you!"” nded Monty

Lowther. “Go easy
pndr%mg, Fe}tlty 157

1

with the plane

Levison major, Cardew, and Clive
were the next to go. They were spende
the vacation at Cardew’s place.

alph Reckness bad, in some mysters
ious way, managed to charter a taxi,
and the three Fourth-Formers looked ags
proud as peacocks as they were whirled

away.
“Bveh\e vou fellows!” called Cars
“Mind you take care of Gus: 2
“Rv-ly on us!” sid Tom Merry,
laughing.

The breaking up was well advanced by
this time, hrundy and Wilkins and
Gunn, Dane,” and Glyn and Reilly
lrampe:l off &'hrnugh the snow, exchang-
ing Yuletide greetings with Tom Merry
& Co. as they went.

Kildare, the handsome, genial captain
of St. Jim's, had a cheery word for the
members of Gussy's party, of course.

“Haope you kids will have a topping
time ! he sai

"Thauks, Klidam "

e they don't stuff too much,
Miss Rimrs 5
Marie smihngly promised to kéep an
eye on il

TWith thc cxceptlon of the covntry-
house party, Kildare was the last fellow
to leave.

Gussy's companions glanced inguir-
ingly at the swell of 8t. Jim's,

“T don't want to be rude,” wurnurad
Monty Lowther, “but would you i
telling us, Gussy, how much longer we'vs

gat to cool our heels here 77

Arthur Augustus c:msulted his watcl,

** Five minutes, deah boy

“Five minutes!” hautcd Jack Blake.
“You mean to say our train gocs out
in five minutes? We shall never Jdu it,
you frabjous Lbump"’

“And there isn’t another train untl
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The juniors were at a lonel
on the harde

part of the road, when Digby made a startlin
snow. Talbot knew that focket

well !

g discovery.
it lenngu! to

A small gold locket Iav glittering
Marie! (Ses Chapter 5.)

in the afternoon!" groaned Tom

rthur Augustus smiled knowingly.
“That will be quite all wight!” he
gl
“Sounds quite all wrong to me!”
growled l)lgg “If yon weren't our
:li»ip\.‘cti‘d host, Gussy, wcd roll you in
the snow!”

i 1

Yes, rather!

“We shall be sluck here all day now,”
said Manners. **And St. Jim’'s 1snt th:
pleasantest place in the world when it's
practically empty !”

“1 vote we turn Gussy into a snow-
man, and improve the shining hour by
taking pot-shots at him 1" said Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah——"

The next minute there was a hoot of
a horn, and a large Daimler car swung
through the gateway of St. Jim's,

“$What the merry dickens— %" be-
gan Jack Blake.

Arthur Augustus gave chuckle.

““Fhis is my bwothsh Conway. He
has come to collect us in his eah. I
thought it would be wathah a lark to
Leep the mattah a secwet, deah boys,”

The “deah boys " were overjoyed at
this unexpected stroke of fortune. They
had anticipated being stranded at St
Jim’s for several hours.

The car drew to a halt, and Lord
Conway jumped out. He was a good-
looking young man, and until recently

had held a commission in the Loam-
shires. He had a cheery greeting for
his brother and for Gussy's chums.

“Hop in " said Conway, after shaking
hands all round. “We'lll make the
journey in less than an hour. I mecan
to let her rip through the snow !”

The luggage was piled into the car,
and the passengera followed.

“Wight away, deah boy!" sang out
Arthur Augustus.

A moment later the car fairly flashed
through the old gateway.

lancing back, the juniors caught

& glimpse of Mr. Railton standing or! the
School House_ steps. hey waved to
him, and the Housemaster waved back.

The great car gathered speed, end its
human cargo chuckled to themselves as
the snowflakes blew into their faces.
Lessons were over, the holidays had
started .

And, happiest of all, as they leaned
back against the vesilient upholstery of
Lord Conway's Daimler, weve Talbot
and Marie Rivers,

CHAPTER 3. *
Very Mysterious !
out, deah boys—an’

LMBLL 5 o
gall”
The car had arrived at its

destination, and Ford East-
wood and Cousin Ethel greeted the

juniors and Marie Rivers as they clam-
bered out

A portly manservant took the luggage
into the house, on the instalment system,
and Lord Conway ran the car round to
the garage.

“By Jove !” exclaimed Taﬁ:ul tnklng
stock of his sunuundmgs “What
jolly old p]uce

“This isn't your first visit, deah boy !"
said Arthur Augustns.

“No; but it's the first time I've been
here when the snow’'s been on the
ground.  Don't those Christmas-trees
look topping 1"’

“Nevah mind the scenewy now,” said
Arthur Augustus. “I undnhatand fwom
the patah that lunch is weady.”

“That is_so, Arthur,” said Lord East-
wood, smiling. “I expect you are
}mngw after your journey "

“Yaas ! was_too excited to eat
mifch hvmid.uh. It's wippin’ to get
home again !’

Lunch was served in the oak-panelled
dining-room, where, nearly three hun-
dred years before, gay cavaliers had
romped and revelled.

Everyone was quite at home.  Marie
Rivers had been a trifle shy at first, but
Cousin Ethel cured all that, and the two
girls chatied away meﬂ"llv.

Lord Eastwood beanied upon his
guests frnm the head of the table, and

£ GEM Linrary.—No.
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Lord Conway related some of his war-
llrlle experiences.

In the afterncon ,a snowfight tcok'

place in the uld-fﬂ.shmxmd courtyard.
The four Shell fellows tackled the
four Fourth-Formers, and Marie Rivers
and Cousin Ethel were the ju
Tom Merry’s side won the day aber a
fierce and exciting tussle. They de-
- stroyed their cpponents’ fortresses, and
they swamped Jack Blake & Co. with
snow to such an extent that the Fourth-
Formers were ev uuhmlly obliged to howl
fDr quarter.
et 1] cwumbs !’ gasped  Arthur
Aungustus.  ““ My lugs are wumpled an’
soaked, an’ thca.h s neahly a ton of snow
dawn the back ni my neck !”
“Ila, ha, ha!”

“ Weall\ deah boys, I fail to see wheah
the joke comes in! { "We had bettah
"hﬁwe our togs, or we shall be catehin’
cold !

The, juniors realised the wisdom of
(iussy's suggestion.  They went into the

house and changed their garments, and

shortly afterwards the gong sounded for
tea.

the mullioned windows of the
room the juniors could still see the snow-
flakes descending thick and fast.

“ Looks as if we shall be snowed out to-
night ! remarked Lord Conway,

Lord Eastwood nod

* Better to be |:1docrs “than out on a
night like this,” he said. en, glane-
it his watch, he added :

Your father is due in half an hour,
Miss Rivers.”

Marie’s face glowed.

“In that case I'll go to the station
and meet him,” she said.

“My dear girl, you mustn’t venture
out on such & night !

“T'll pick your Tather up in the car,”
volunteered Lord Conway.

Arthur Augustus demurred.

“I¥s not worth while usin’ the cah
for such a short wuon, deah boy !™

l-mally, it was decided that the St.
Jim’s juniors should go to the station
to meet John Rivers.

They started off directly after tea, and
battled their way through the fast-falling
SNoW.

“Greo’
Blale.

“Wonder if Marie's
snowed up?” said Dighy.

Arthur Augustus blinked and splut-
tered as the mnuﬁakes beat slantwise
into his face.

“Shouldn’t be sm\ptused deah boy !”
he panted. ‘It is extwemely pwobable
that the twain will be held up. Shll
lhuah will be a fiah in the waitin’-woom.”

“How far is it to the station?” in-
quired Tom, Mcrrr “1 forget!”
“It's a mile an’ a half as the cwow

What a uight ! gasped Jack

father will be

ﬂ:m deah boy 1"

“But weve not crows!” grunted
Heriies.

“Weally, Hewwies—- It's thweo

mxlps by the woad, but only a mile

an’ a half acwoss the fields,” explained

Arthur Augnqm “ Follow your leadah,
ah boys!”

The swell of St. Jim's clambered over
a stile, and the others followed suit.

They found themselves in a spacious,
snow-clad field.

A crude footpath was visible in the
snow, and the juniors followed it with
difficulty., [t was so dark that they
Loul{(’l -cau‘el3. distinguizh each other.

It was a sudden exclamation from
Manners. -

“What the thump-—" begnn Tom
Alerry.
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i
The winter dusk had set in, but from |
dining- |

“»‘:‘hmh! I heard footsteps behind

“Your ears are a jolly sight \hnrpcr
than mine, ﬂmn"' grunted Tom. *“I
heard nothing.”

The juniors
listened.

The only sound which greeted their
ears was that of the wind, which
whirled the snowflakes hither and
thither,

“ Mannahs, deah bo\, your imagina-
tion was playin’ you ‘twicks,” said
Arthur Augustus.

stopped  shoit, and

[No. 17.—RICHARD JULIAN |

A Jew, and a fine specimen of the

race. Was up against Lowther when
he first came to St. Jim's; but that
was Lowther's fault, as he has ad-
mitted since.  They are good friends
now. Cheery and light-hearted, but
capable of serious thought., Julian
holds hia own alike in the Form-room
and on the greensward. Good stuff
all through.  Shares Study No. 5 in
the Fourth Form passage, with Harry
Hammond, Eric kerrulm and Patrick
Reilly.

But Manners declared he had heard a
footfall,

“What if you did?” said Jack Blake.
“It's a free country, and anyhod) s got a
right to be out walkmg

“But it sounded like somebody
shadowing us,” said Manners,
“Rats! Who'd be likely to shadow

us, I should like to know?

“Oh, come onl"
nnpa.tle'ﬂly

And the party plunged on through the
SNOW,

They had proceeded but a few yards,
when = Manners again  uttered  an
exclamation.

‘' Footsteps !

said  Dighy

I heard them again!’

“1 heard them that time, too: ;.ud
Talbot. “But there’s nothing to he
alarmed about.”

The juniors had sinpped and the foot-
steps had stopped, t

“I can’t help ihmkmg that Manners
is right, and that we're being followed,”
muttered Tom Merry, " It’s curious
that tha footsteps should stop every time
we do.”

For some moments the juniors stood
still, straining their ears to listen.

Evp.rythmg seemed ecrie and strange
in the wind, and snow, and darkness.

But the footfalls had ceased.

“Who is theahi” called out Arthur
Augustus, at length. “Why are you
hidin’ yourself, you wottah?”

There was no reply.

“Shall we go back and search for the
beggari” inquired Jack Blake,

“We might miss Marie's father if we

do that,” said Tom Merry. *Let’s push

again,”

\Vlth puzzled expmr-slmm
facc-i, the 8t. Jim's juniors resumed their
journey, keepin, dmo behind Arthur
A\.guetm who incw every inch of the

on -their

“hy they were being dogged in the
dark was a mystery, unless, as Herries
suggested, a modern hlg}mavmau was
prowling around in search of loot.

“Better stow your fivers away in a
safe place, Gussyl” said Monty
Lowther.

“ Wats "

- As the juniors crossed the next field
they could no longer doubt that they
were heing followed, for the footsteps
were audible the whole time,

Presently Arthur Augustus  could
stand the suspense no lun% T,

He made a sudden rush back, and his
form was swallowed up in the darkness.

i After an interval of a couple of minutes,

he rejoined his chums.

“What luck?” asked Blake eagerly.
Arthur Anguﬂus pumped in breath.
“The bwute %:n away !’ he panted.

“I twied to clinch with him, but he was

oo quick for me, deah boys!”

“Was it the family ghost?” inqnired
Monty Lowther. ‘'“And, if =0, whic
onei”

Gussy’s pext words produced a pro-
found sensation,

“Tt was 2 man in a mask!" he said.
“ hat ¥

‘

’m positive he was up to no good,”
continued Arthur Augustus, “He
locked like a fellah who was contem-
piatm wobbewy with violence,”

w

hen wh; on earth did he turn tail:”
asked Tom_ A
“The sight of uﬁsy s face, of course,

said Lowther. *That would be enou&h
to scare Dick Turpm himselt.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lowthah, your wepeated wudeness
has bwought me to the end of my
tethah! Put up your hands!

“Mercy!” howled Lowther.

“Put them up, you awful wottah'”

Arthur Augustus, his dignity ruffled,
rushed to the attack, and his fist shot
out just as Mont) Lowther dodged be-
hind Herries and Digby. The result was
that Herries got the full benefit of the
blow. It took him on the point of the
jaw, and he turned a back somersault
into the snow,

“ Acrobatic feats
wait 1" nlulmured
“Ha, ha, hat”

Iil‘rrleﬁ was on his feet in an instant.

“AMy hat!” he exclmmed. “I-T1
bm«t you for that, Gussy !’
deah boy, T much wegwet—"’
\nﬁur gHstm finished his regret
in the snow. erries wrestled with lnm,
and downed him, and the swell of S
Jim’s was rolled over and over until hc
was coated with snow from head to foot,

“Ow! Owoooogh! Bai Jovel”
gasped the unfortunate victim

{zrfurmud while you
wiher.



.4

Every Wednesday

“Herves you jolly well right "' growled
Heorries unsympathetically.

Arthur Augustus picked himself up.
‘A miniature _avalanche of snow was
chaken from his coat, and some of it
went down his neck, causing him to
hunch his shoulders and emit a yelp of
discomfort.

“Hewwies, you heast, you know vewy
well T didn't mean to hit you! It was
an accident. That blow was intended for
Lowthah——"

“Never strike ai Lowther's ear until
you know the road is clear!” murmured
the humcrist of the Shell.

a, ha!"

%Qh, come on!"” sid Jack Blake.
“We shall never get to the station to-
night. at this rate!”

“How much farther, Gussy?” asked

We're neahly theah, deah

albot.

“Gwee!
boy 1" :

It o happened that the London train
was in when the juniors arrived at the
station. The line had been cleared all
the way down, and there had been no
“hold-up.”

Only three people alighted from the
train, and Tom Merry & Co. recognised
John Rivers at once.

The ex-cracksman was tall and up-
vight—a clean-looking, clean-living man.
He looked a shade worn and tired, per-
haps, as he stood. bag in hand, bencath
oue of the station lamps. at was
because he had been working very hard.
John Rivers was no advocate of o four

hour working day. with three hours off |

for lunch, He believed in energy and
hard graft.

The new avrival's face brighiened up
as he caught sight of the St. Jim's
juniors. A moment later he was busily
engaged in shaking hands with them all.

t iz very good of ‘you to come to
meet me.” id

said
“Don't mench !
“Thix way. deah boy!

said Arthur Augnstus,
T mean. deah

man !
And John Rivers was escoried ont of
the litile station, and across the fields,
Within half an hour the party arrived
at Eastwood Lodge. )
arie Rivers stood waiting in the
brilliantly-lighted  hall.  beneath the
mistletoe, as i happened, and the girl's
hands were outstretched to embrace her

vith  snow.

Il get swamped
e warned John Rivers, laughing.
1 don't care, father! m so glad
vou've come! I was afraid the snow
wonld have delayed you. I have been
laoking forward ever so eagerly to this
moment. dad®”

“And so have I, Marie. This is a
merry Christmas, indeed!™

The voice of Lord Conway boomed
through the hall.

“(lome along, Mr. Rivers! You must
be famished ! "

Dinner was served shortly afterwards,
and Tom Merry & Co. deseribed the
mysterions adventure which had hefallen
them that evening.

“1 distinctly caught a glimpse of a
masked man.” said Arthur Augustus.
“He had bern followin' us acwoss the
fields. An’ when I made a wush at him,
the scoundwel took to his heels!”

Lord Eastwood looked astonished. and
g0 did Lord Conwax. An expression of
alarm crossed Miss Marie's face; and her
father, who had not heard of the incident
wintil now, raised his eyebrows.

What did it mean?

Was there a footpad in the locality—
a man with base and i

“Sounds very mysterio
Conway, at length. .“It's hardly

Lord T
iikely that it was a joke on the part of
¢na of the villagers.”

THE GEM LIBRARY.

“I am inclined to think,” said Lord]
Fastwood, *““that the man was a genuine
blackguard. Men who wear masks are
seldom otherwise. What sort of a mask
was it, Arthur?”
“ A cwape one.
part of the wuffian’s face.
“It might be advisable,” suggested
John Rivers, *to acquaint the chite of
the incident.”

“I will do so at once!” said Lord
Eastwood.

And he went to the library. to make
a communication by telephone to thé

It covahed the nppah

No. 18.—KOUMI RAO._]I

b S

Jam of Blundlepore. An Indian boy,
against whom plots from outside the
school have had to be met. frery
coarage, amd high, ehivalrons nature.
He is not easily nnderstoed by the
rest, for there i3 in him much of the
Orient, hard for the Western mind to
fathom. But he is known as a good
sort, and can hold his own both on the
cricket and footer field. He greatly
admires Fiogins. Has a study to him-
self : No. 1 in the New House,

local police. His lordship, however, had
no great faith in the local representatives
of the law; and it seemed too much fo
hope that they would be successful in’|
apprehending ond arresting the myster-
ious man in the mask,

CHAPTER 4. d
Marie’s Peril

HRISTMAS EVE!

' The countryside was mantled
with snew. Faintly from the dis-
tance came the strains of carol

singersa:

“God rest ve, merry gentlemen !
Let nothing von dismay.”
In the warm, cosy drawing-room at

Eastwood Lodge, all was merry and

| and she had no wi

bright.
The affaic of the masked man was for-

Three-halfpence. 9

gotten—for the time being, at any rate—s
and the St. Jim's juniors were gazing,
in some surprisc, at a vast array of toys
and presents on the table,
“Looks like the headqus
Santa Clavs ™ murmured M.

ters  of
¥ Low.

ther,

“What a ewowd of Chwistmas pwe-
sents ! exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
“Who are they all for, Conway ?

“The villagers,” said i

*“Th

nway,
with a smile, are an awfully
decent lot; but the majority of them
are miserably poor, thanks to the pre-
sent high cost of iiving‘ Very few of
the parents have been able to afford

! presents for their kiddies, so T decided

to remedy matters in this wa

“Bai Jove! That's awiully
of vou, deah boy!"

“Yes, rather!”

“Many hands make light work,” said
Lord Conway: “so perhaps you would
all like to lend a hand with the dis-
tribution ?”

There was a chorns of assent at once.

The presents—each duly labelled with
the name of the place it was going to—
were stowed into sacks, and the juniors,
accompanied by Lord Conway and John
Rivers. set off on their enjoyable
ervand.

Marie wanted to go as well, but sha
had promised to write a long letter 1o
Mrs. Holmes, her kind benefactress at
St Jhn's, ond unless the letter was
written at once, it would not eatch the
last post;

Lord Eastwood, who had correspond-
ence of an even more urgent nature to
attend to, remained in the Jibrary, while
Maric Rivers made herself comfortablo
by the drawing-room fire and wrote her
letter

“Mrs. Holmes is such a dear,” she
murmuied, “that I daren’t disappoint
her.

The missive waa completed af last—.
five packed pages of meat, girlish hand-
writing.

Marie was about to ring for one of
the servants to despateh the letter. Then
she remembered that a big celebration
was taking place in the domestic regions,
h to disturb it.

“T'll go myself,” she murmured. “TIt
isn't a great distance to ths pillar-box.”

As an afterthought, Marie tapped on
the door of the library and entered.

“Have you any letters for the post,
Lord Eastwood? I'm just going to post
one of my own.”

“My dear girl, cne of tha maids will
do that!”

Marie smiled

“1 don't want to intecrupt the kitchen
festivities,” she said. “Do let me take
vour letters !

“1t is unsafe for vou to venture ount
alone——""

“1 shall be quite all right, T assure
vou.”

Relnetantly, Lord Eastwood handed
aver the letters

Marie went down to the hail, and
donned her hat and coat.  Then she
opened the heavy oaken door, and a
deluge of snow rushed in

“Goodness!  What a night!” mut-
tered Marie. *““Those carol-singers don't
seem to mind it, though. They've got
plenty of pluck.”

Tt was with diffieulty that Marie
groped her way down the drive out
o the roadway.

A pall of darkness hung over every-
thing, and through the darkness the
snowllakes faintly glimmered.

“Wish had brought an electric-
torch !" reflected Marie. **Never mind.
It's hardly worth while lo go to the
house for one.”

THE GEM Lranazy.—No. 620,

sportin’




10 THE BEST 4° LIBRARY §%~ * THE BOYS' FRIEND” 4° LIBRARY. "Bo"

The girl groped her way as best she
could through the snow, .

Presently she halted. She knew that
she was in the vicinity of the pillar-box,
but it was difficult to discover its precise
whercabouts.

The sudden gleam of a lantern, how-
ever, revealed both the pillar-box and the
postman who had come to collect the
letters.

“ Splendid ! murmured Marie.

She handed the letters to the post-
man, who thrust them into his sack;
then, wishing him a merry Christmas,
she retraced her steps in the direction of
Lastwood Lodge.

Marie rather hoped that the postman
would be coming that way, so that his
light could serve as a guide. DBut the
postman, having cleared the box, trudged
off in the opposite direction.

At the end vf a couple of minutes, how-
ever, Marie distinetly heard the sound of
footsteps behind her—not the postman’s
heavy tread, but @ furtive, stealthy step.

Marie stopped short, and as she did
so the footsteps ceased.

The girl peered into the darkness, but
could see no one.

“Strange " she murmured.
der——>

The' thought struck her that the per-
son whose footsteps she had heard might
bo the masked man mentioned by
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy.

It was not a pleasant thought, and
Marie promptly walked on, quickening
hes pace, and hoping to be safe within
the gates of Lastwood Lodge before the
unknown could catch up to her. .

As she walked, her fears gathered
weight.  She could still hear the foot-
steps behind her, and every "time she
quickened her pace the pace of her pur-
stier was quickencd also,

Marie was no coward. At the sume
time, she had no desire to find herself
confranted by a masked man on a lonely
road at night.

She was only assuming, of course, that
the man now following ier was the man
wha had previously eluded Arthur
Angustus ) Arey. But  something
scemed to tell her that her assumption
vis eorrect,

‘The footsteps were growing nearer.
Marie judged that only a dozen yards
soparated her from the man bel:imﬁ

“I'd better run for it!"” she panted.

Marie Rivers was a splendid runner
for a girl, and it locked as if she would
regain_the gates of Eastwood Lodge—
and sefeby—before the masked gentleman
could overtake her.

But there were slippery patches in the
snow, and on ona of these Marie came
to grief. i

There was a patter of feet close be-
liind heyr, and, before the girl could rise
ty her feet, her pursuer was bending
over her.

It was the man in the mask!

There was something familiar about
the lower features of the fellow's face.

Marie’s curiosity got the better of her
alarm, 8he was wondering where she
hzd seen that. prominent jaw before,

“ Marie [”

Tn that single word the speaker be-
traved his identity.

Marie rose to her feet, and the masked
wan’s hand gripped her by the wrist.

*Dawlish ! panted the girl. “Jim
Dawlish i

Marie was thunderstruck.

Dawlish was the one man of whom she

“I won-

stood in dread—the man who had kid-
uapped  her before, and who had
threatened to do so again. He was a

thoroughpaced scoundrel—a rogue whose
vecord bove no redeeming feature.
THE Gex Liprary.—No. 620,

*I—I .thonght you were in prison!”
exclaimed M

Jim Dawlish laughed in the darkness,
It was not a nice laugh.

“CGuess I soon got clear!™ he said.
“Tt was only a short sentence,”

“What brings vou here?”

“Surely you ought to know that as
well as 1 do? T'm here to. get you,
ie—you and the Toff. You refused

Jjoin our little gang before, and I'm
going to give you another chance,”

“You acoundrel ! Jon are wasting
your breath. haven't the slightest
intention of joining vour gang—or any
gang, for that matter—and neither has
the Toff. Rclease me at once!”

Dawlish laughed softly.

“I rather think I hold all the cards,”
he said. “You will be silly to offer
resistance.”

“Do you mean that
force?”

“If necessary.™

“You coward!” panted Marie.'
wish my father was here !

“I happen to know thet your father is

you will npae

“1-1

THE PENNY
POPULAR

OUT ON FRIDAY
——— CONTAINS ———
SPLENDID  CHRISTMAS

STORIES OF CREY-
FRIARS,  ROOKWOOD,
AND ST. JIM'S,

doing the Santa Claus stunt in the
village at the present moment. He has
not seen me, but I have seen him. There
is no help for you, Marie. Be a sensible
girl, and make up your mind to come
quietly, as the bobbies say. I don’t like
being rough with one of the weaker sex—
honestly I don’t!"”

“¥You had no compunction about it
before!” said Maric contemptuously.
“You chloroformed me, if you remem-
ber?”

“Yes, yes,” said Dawlish impatiently.
“Don’t make it necessary for me to
repeat the performance, Marie. Do as I
tell you. me where I bid you, and
you'll be all right. Dash it all, I'm not
going to be cruel to you! I'll be kindness
tself! If you join our gang, you'll never
ack money and fine clothes. The gang’s
in a flourishing state, I might mention,
and it’s going to flourish sriﬁ more when
you and the Toff dare working with us.
Don't be a fool, Marie! You can see
which side your bread’s buttered, Chuck
that silly nursing stunt—you’re wasted as
a echool nurse—and come and follow the
only profession worth following 1

The grip on Marie's wrist tightened
with an intensity which was painful,

* Quick, Marie!” rapped out Dawlish,
“I'm not going to wait here all might,
What's it to be—yes or no?”

“ No—a thousand times no !

Marie's voice rang out defiantly on the
night air,

Having delivered her uliimatum, the
wirl pansed breathlessly, and strained hey
ears to listen, i

Footsteps were approaching from the
distance !

The sound was mufiled, owing to the
snow, and Jim Dawlish failed to hear it.
But Marie heard, - and her heart heat
quickly with hope.

“Very well,” said Jim Dawlich, *“Then -
it'll have to he force again 17

He dvew something -from hie pocket,
and as he did so Marie uttered 2 ringing
ery.

“Help! Help!”

Both the man and the wirl pausad to
listen, but there wae no indication that
AMarie's appeal had been heavd, and her
heart sank.

Dawlish turned to his intended victim,

“You're only making it harder for
yourself by behaving liko that,” he said
enifly. I won’t give you the ehance to
speak again. Here goes!”? .

Before the scoundrel could take action,
however, there was a sudden cry of :

“Got you, yon wottah !

Arthur " Augustus D’Arcy, with fiste
clenched, hurled himself at Jim Dawlish.

‘The latter was thrown off his halance,
but only for a second.

Quick as thought, he caught his schaol-
boy antagonist round the i
hurled him towards several more dark
forms that came running up.

“Ow |

“ Yawoooooh I

There were two separate and distinet
roars a3 Arthur Augustus crashed into
Tom Merry, bowling him over like =
ninepin.

“%l;i(-k, you fellows,” panted Talbot,

or he’ll get away !”

But he—the “he ” being Jim Dawlish—
had already got away.

The St. Jim's juniors, aided by Jah
Rivers and Lord Conway, rushed
pursuit.

In spite of the fact that the cracksman
had only a few seconds’ start, he was
aided by the pitchy darkness and the
driving snow, and he got away with com-
parative ease,

Marie Rivers waited in the roadway
until the baffled searchers returned.

“No go!" sai Conway, with a
grunt of dissatiefaction, “The bounder's
vanis ™
“It’s hopeless to continue the search.”
said John Rivers. * Finding a needle in
a haystack would be child’s play to get-
ting on the track of that ruffian.”

The 8t. Jim’s juniors were bitterly dis-
appointed that their quarry had slipped
through their fingers, They had hoped
to wind-up an enjoyable Christmas Eve
by marching the man in the mask to the

police-station. But their hopes Lad not
materialised.
“Gussy again!” growled Jack Blake.

“He’s alwaye making a muck of things1”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Come along ! said Lord Conway.
“We've missed collaring that’ masked
beauty, but it will be & bigger tragedy
still if we miss dinner!”

And the whole party trudged off

through the snow, in the direction of

Eastwood Lodge,

CHAPTER 5.
All Gussy’s Fault.

ALBOT pressed the hand of his girl

I chum in greai relief,

“I'm awfully glad you're safe,
Marie!” he said. T wae afraid
that—"

“8o was 1,” confessed Marie. “Iden’t
think I've ever felt so afraid in my
Did you recognise our friend in the masi,
Toff "
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haphazard.

D'Arcy was sandwiched between two large trunks, into which Blake,
i WeaHy, this is too awful for worda 1’ groaned Arthur Augustus.

Blake ! "’ (Ses Chapter 2.)

Herriss, and Digby were pitching his things,

1 Steady on with those twousahs, \

*No,” said Talbot, in wonder. * Surely
it was no one we know?” &

“Tt was Jim Dawlish.”

“y hat!”

“He's out of prison, and he's still as
koen as ever on getting us to join his
precious gang.’”

“By Jovel I should have thought he
would have tired of that game long ago,”
said Talbot.

“So should T. But then, Dawlish is a
tent acoundrel, and he’s come 'own
e for the express: purpose of getting
Ad of ue”

John Rivers, who had listened to this
conversation without taking part in it,
vlenched his hands fiercely.

= There will be short shrift for Dawlish
if ever I get hold of him!" he muttered.

Marie’s father needed no introduction
t: the methods of Jim Dawlish. He had
Beard ail about the previous attempt to
kidnap Marie, and he was aware of the
debt he owed to Talbot, who had rescued

thie girl from the clutches of Dawlish’s |-

pang.

John Rovers was furious to think that
Dawlish was still at large. At the sume
time, he was just as relieved as Talbot
1o know that Marie was safe.

Lord Eastwood noted the flushed faces
«f the juniors when they came in, and he
inquired the cause. He listened in great

astonishment to Lord Conway's recital of
recent events,

“Tt is amazing that the police have not
arrested  that masked scoundrel!” said
Lord Eastwood. I gave them implicit
instructions.”

“P'r'aps they're too busy getting the
turkey and plum-pudding ready,” sug-
gested Monty Lowgher.

“Ha, ha, Ta >

“Jf it hadn’t been for Gussy,” said
Tom Merry, “we should Rave collared
the villain with ease!”

“But it was D’Arcy  who rushed
him " protested Marie Rivers.

“Granted. But the silly ass rushed too
soon! He was too impatient to wait till I
gave the signgl. If only he had waited
we should all have rushed up at once, and
surrounded the scoundrel. Blake had an
empty sack all ready to bung over his
head.”

“Oh!”

“Tt would have been as easy as falling
off a form,” said Manners. * With the
sack over his head, the fellow would have
been helpless. We should have carted vm
off to the police-station, left him there
with our best wishes for a merry Christ-
mas and a bricht New Year, and come
back with the feeling that we’d deserved
well of our country. But Gussy, not

at

being able to possess his soul in patience,
spoilt everything—as usual I

Arthur Augustus writhed as a result of
this speech, He jammed his monocle into
his eye, and surveyed Manners with a
glare which should have shrivelled that
youth up.

“Weally Mannahs, I acted fwom the
best of motives! It made me extwemely
watty to heah that wuffian thweatenin’
Mies Mawie, and I couldn’t westwain
myseli—"

“You never can!" growled Jack Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

E\'ersbodf was agreed that it was all
Gussy’s fault.

Tom Merry, who had been pelted with
Gussy, as it were, felt particularly sore.
And Talbot. Manners. and Lowther, as
well as Blake, Herries, and Digby, were
loud in their condemnation of Gussy's
impetuons conduct.

It was not until Lord Bastwood, Lord
Conway, and John' Rivers had retired to
the smoking-room, however, that the
juniors were able ta tell Arthur Augustus
exactly what they thought of him. The
chorus went eomething like this:

“ Imbecile 1
Tre Gem Lisrary.—No, 620,



12 THE BEST 4° LIBRARY D&~ *THE BOYS' FRIEND” 4 LIBRARY. 1 *

“Candidate for Colney Hatch

Arthur Augustus blinked as this torrent
of invective was poured upon his devoted
head.

“Bai Jove! T appeah to be slightly
unpopulah | he remarked.

“Well, you brought it on yourself,”
said Tom Merry. “If only you had he
back until I gave the order, we should
have collaved that scoundrell You're an
ass, (russ; .dlx i

“And. a2 chunmp?

“And a dolt!”

“And a lnnatie!”

The chorus was chanted over again.

“Bump him!” said Jack Blake, in
tones of exasperation.

“Weally, Blake—-"

Gussy's incensed schoolfellows closed in
upou him, and he would have received a
very rough handling had not Marie
Rivers interv: .

“Don’t you think you mi
off, as it's Christmas Eve
smiling.

t let him
she said,

* Al serend,” said Tom  Merry.
“We'll display the guality of merey this
time, but if Gdssy spoils our pluns again,
we'll palverise him !

Although he had escaped a bumping.
‘thur Augustus did net look happy:

™

Cheer up, Gussy spid Herries.
“You must admit that it was your own
fanlt that things went wy Now, if
vou had allowed me to bring Towser——"

“ Bothah Toweah !™

“Towser's a dog in a thowsand. T T
wasn't so fond of him, I'd lend him to
Scotland Yard.  They'd welcome him
with open arms. He would have hung
on to that scoundrel like a leech 2

“Give Towser a rest!” pleaded Monty
Lowther. ‘Let’s adjourn to the library,
and have a-nice, exciting game of Indo.
It will cheer Gussy up 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I am considewably wowwied—"
began Arthur Augustus.
Anybody can see that, by sour

chivey 1" said Tom Merry. *“What are
vyou worried about, fathead ¥

“1 seem to have fallen out of favah.
An’ it makes me wondah whethah i's
worth while to hang my stockings up to-
night,”

*Hang ’em up, by all means!”
Digby, with a chuckle.
* Yaas; but will anybody put anythin’

mi? Y

“Yes, rather !” said Jack Blake, wink-|
ing at his companions. “We'll see that/
Tather Christmas arrives all serenc !™

“Thank you, boy! T twust you
do not wegard it as childish' of me to
wevive an old custom ?”

“Not a bit!"” said Talbot. “I've
known fellows older than yo. to hang up
iheir stockings on Christmas Eve.”

The jumiors, together with Marie
Rivers and Cousin Ethel, amused them-
selves in the library until bed-time.
They did not play a fierce, exciting game
of ludo, as Monty Lowther had sug-
gosted, but they related ghost stories to
each other until most of them had the
“shivers.™

Tt was past midnight when the pariy
finally retired. .

Outside the wind blew ftfully, driving
the snowflakes against the window-panes.

Arthur  Augustus slept in what was
known as the state bed-room.

“ (tood-night, deah boys, an' a mewwy
(lhwistmas | he said cheerfully.

“Same to you, Gussy I

“Mind youwre asleep when TFather
Christmas comes ! said Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

After Arthur Augustus had retired,
his chums met together in Tom Merry's

said

O,
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“Now,” murmured Tom, “what are
we going to put in his stockings 7" .

“We'll have a whip round,” said Digby
charitably, “Hore’s a French penny
with & hole in it, for a start,”

‘““Ha, ha, ha'!”

The juniors turned out their pockets,
and made a collection of those things for
which they had no use.

Tom Merry produced a slab of vers
ancient toffee; Manners added a blade-
less penknifi and Jack Blake con-
tributed a quantity of horse-chestnuts,
Herries came to the fore with a quaint-
looking golliwog: and Talbot. who had
accidentally found a book of nursery-

No.19—RICHARD HENRY |
REDFERN. |

By way of being a competitor for |
the leadership of the New House
juniors, though he is ready enough to
back up Figgins against the School
House riyals. Good at sports, aud
has the makings of a fine journalist. ]
A fellow of character ‘and muarked |

|

ability, who should go far, hut no
i jape for all thut, Shares
in the New House, with
scholarship

despizer of a
st N

Lawrenee,

rhymes during the day, added it to the
collection,

“Good!" said Tom Merry. “YWhat
are you going to give, Monty 7

Monty Lowther went &hrough his
pockets for the second time. —

“ Afraid F've got mothing that's value-

" he said.

e:
“What about Four brass watch?”
asked Manne:

“Brass!” hooted Lowther. ‘Why

you—you—— That watch is solid gold !
Tt's stamped in every link, and jewelled
in every movement!”

“Ha, ha, ha!¥ .

ot a fiver here,” continued
“ A Christmas present from one
aunts—bless her! Apart from
this, and my watch, and my pearl-
handled penknife, Fve got nix. Afraid

vou'll have to
list of donors.”

“Couldn’t you write Gussy an ode, or
something. and drop it in one of his
steckings ¥ suggested Talbot.

“By Jove !" said Lowther. “I hadn’t
thought of that! It shall be done! 1f
vou fellows wouldn't mind clearing out
of the room while I court inspira-
tion——-o"

. “Well, of all the cheek!”
Manners.  “D'yon think
out to freeze on the landing ?

“QOh, all right!” grunted Lowther.
“You can stay, so long a8 you sit on
the bed and keep quiet.”

The others waited patiently while
Monty produced a serap of paper and
addressed a Christmas greeting io
Arthor Augustus. The finished article
ran as follows:

“To our illustrious Vere de Verd,

We wish great joy and all good cheer.

We trust that when he finds this stock-

ing,

His language will not be too shocking!

We trust the toffee will adorn

tis noble cheeks on Christmas morn.

AVe also trust the nursery rhymes

Will keep him from committing

crimes,

The toffee, by the way, was Merry's,

The golliwog belonged to Herries.

And this most tender, touching ditty

Is Lowther's work, so smart and

witty. -
(Copyright _throughout the civilised
world, and in Germany.)” .

leave my name out of the

gasped

we're going
Jre're going

The juni
that effusion.

“Gusss will have a blue fit when he
wakes up and goes through his stoek-
ings.” said Dighr. “In one of tkem he'il
find all these useless articles, and that
pifffe—"

“What!” shouted Monty Lowiber.
“You—you dare to describe my poetry as
piffle ¥

“Poetry I¥ echoed Digbr. “My hat!
You surprise me! I thought it was
blank verse—so blank that nobody eould
see anything in it!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“What about Gussy’s other stocking ?"
said Jack Blake. “Pity to leave it

empty.”

CWe'll Al with  soof
chimney,” said Tom Merry,
moment’s reflection.

“That's the idea !”

“Think Gussy's asleep by now *" asked
Manners.

“ Most likely.”

“How many of us are going to do the
deed 2™

“I think a couple will be enough.,”
said Tom Merry. “If too many of ns
start barging about, we shall wake
Gussy up.”™

“You and I will go along, Tommy,”
said Monty Lowther. .
© ¢ All serene.  Take off your boots.”

Lowther thrust his ode into his pocket
for the time being, and removed his

chuckled when they read

from the
after a

ools.

Tom Merry drd the same, and then,
gathering up the miscellanecus assori-
ment of rubbish, the two juniors siole
away in the divection of Gussy’s bed-
Toom. %

The apartment was in darkness.

From the bed came a sound of heavy
breathing. Arthur Augustus was in the
arms of Morpheus.

“We must do the trick the dark,”
whispered Tom Merry. “T'il sec to the
stocking that's got to be filed with soot,
while you shove these things and your
ode into the other.”

“Right you are,”” said Lowther, very
softly.




Every Wednesday.

The juniors groped their way to the
end of the bed. Monty Lowther nearly
gave the whole show away by tripping
over a boot which lay on the floor.

**Shush !" muttered Tom Merry,

The couple strained their ears to listen,
but the sleeper made no sign that he had
been disturbed.

“Carry on,” whispered Tom Merry;
and he tock one of the stockings, and
groped his way towards the fireplace.

It was compavratively easy, in spite of
the darkncas, to load the stocking with
soot.

Tom Merry thimst a poker up the
chimney, and quite an avalanche of soot
shot down into the grate. The junior
scooped it up by the handful, and filled
the stocking, which he replaced on the
bed-rail.

“ Finished, Monty ** he murmured.

Lowther whispered an affirmative reply,
and the two practical jokers returned to
their ;chm!l'cﬁows.

“Did you work the
Talbot,

“We did!" chuckled Monty Lowther. |
“The only drawback is that we sha’n’t|
be on the spot when Gussy wakes up out!
of his beauty sleep. till, fife is full]
of these little disappointments. re |
thee well, kidlets! I'm going to bed!

“Same here!” said Jack Blake.

The juniors dispersed to their own
rooms and turned in. }

Within ten minutes they were all sound |
asleep, and in their slumber they were

smjling !

oracle?” askedi

CHAPTER 6.
A Tragic Discovery !
HRISTMAS morning !

The snow had ceased. As
Monty Lowther remarked, it was
high “time the inhabitants of

Mars stopped sprinkling salt on the
earth.
Alecadows and hedges and trees, how-
cver, were still mantled in white,
It was a glorious morning. The beils!
of the old village church rang out im|
merry, joyous peal.  Christmas! The
time of mirth and good cheer ! Christmus,
with its héritage of happy laughter!
In consequence of their late retivement
overnight, the majority of the St. Jim's!
juniors failed to awake until the morning |
was well advanced.

After hurriedly dressing, the Terrible
Three, with Talbot and Jack Blake, went
along to the *state bed-room.” They |
were hoping to find Arthur Augustus:

. ruefully surveying the contents of his silk |
stockings. :

But the bed was emply. and the swell |
of St. Jim’s had evidently dressed and
gono down.

“YWhat a__ sell!” groaned Monty
Lowther. “No sign of Gussr, and no
sign of the stockings!”

1 expect he slung them out of the
window,” said Talbot.

At that moment the Dbreakfast-gong
sounded.

“(Good!” said Tom Mery. “I've got
an appetite like Fatty Wynn's and Billy
Bunter's rolled into one!”

The juniors clattered down the stairs,
being Joined en route by Herries and
Digby.

.ord Eastwood and Lord Conway were
already in the dining-room, chatting to
Jehn Rivers.

Arthur Angustus D'Arey was seated
botween Marie Rivers and cousin Ethel,
and his expression was happy and con-
tented. He did not lnok like the vietim
of a “jape.”

Christmas greetings were given and
returned whilst the porridee was being
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“Did you find your
chuckled Monty Lowther,

“Yaas, deah boy!”

“ Fairly gave you a fit, diduo't it?” said
Tom Merry.

“Not at afl. Of course, T was agwee-
ably delighted an’ suwpwised. T've been
tellin’ cousin Ethel an’ Miss Mawie all
about it."”

The juniors stared at Arthur Augustus.
They could not_understand why he should
inform the givls of the trick which had
been played on him. They had imagined

e would be only too anxious to hush the
matter up.

“Did the pwesent come fwom all of
vou, or fwom ane fellah in particulah?”
inquired Arthur Augustus.

stockings?”

No. 20—CLIFTON DANE. |

Has brains and muscles, fond of a
ready for a fight if need be, and
hold his own with moat. Shares

CaD

1
A Canadian and a real good sort. |
|

Study ¥No. 1l in the Shell passage,
with Bernard Glyn and Harry Noble. |
Not a regular player in the junior
elevens, but always ready it wanted, |
Quite a useful man with the gloves. i

mean?” said

“Which present do_you
Loge “The toffee

Tom Merry, in surprise,
came from me.” X
“And the nursery-rhymes from me,”
added Talbot.
“I supplied the
chuckled Mamers. P
“And I threw in the horse-chestnuts,
suid Jack Blake.

Arthur Augustus nodded. = 0

“Did you contwibute anythin’, Dig?”

“Yes,” said Dighy. * A French penny
with a hole in it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“An’ you, Hewwies?”

¥ presented you with the golliwog.”

Arthur  Augustus turned to Monty
Lowther with n beaming smile.

“Then it was vou who made me the
weal pwesent, Lowthah? T am extwemely

bladeless knife!”

served.
“Top of the morning, Gussy!” said
Jack Blake.

obliged to you, deah boy., Furthah, Iam
tonched by such an unexpected act of
dness, bai Jovel”

Theee-halipence 13

Alonty Lowther gasped,

_“What on carth are you babblizg
about, Gussy? 1 admit that I was respon-
sible for the note.”

“Then I can only wepeat that I am
extwemely obliged to you! I had nevah
befoah wegarded you in the light of a
good Samaritan. {t was wippin’ of you
to make me such a handsome pwesent!”

Aonty Lowther tapped his forehead
significantly.

“*Mad ! he murmured.

“Mad as a batter or a March hare!”
agreed Manners.

*Fancy Gussy making such a fuss over
a piffling poem 1” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Jt wasn’t a poem, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus, Tt was, as Lowthah
said, a note—a fivah, to be pwecise !”

And the swell of St, Jim's, to the utter
and complete astonishment of his chums,
produced a crisp and rustling banknote.

“This is a Chwistmas pwesent worth
havin’? he declared.
Christmas  wouldn't
genewous !

Monty Lowther's face worked convul-
sivel

“

““Even Father
have been =0

ly.
%ou—- ou burglar!®  he roared.
“Where did you find that note?”

“Tn my stockin’, deah boy !”

" Ha, Ea, ha!”

A vell of laughter rang through the
dining-room.

The juniors understood now.

Owing to the darkness, Monty Lowther
had made a slight mistake. Instead o
putting his poetical effusion in Gussy’s
stocking, he had put the five-pound note
there! .

Lowther produced the ode from his
pocket. IIis face was a study,

“Oh, crumbs!” ho gasped. ' I—T—=
There's been an uwfufmlsﬁakn Gussy 17
Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Didn’t you intend this fivah for me,
deah boy?”

“0Of course not!”

“Then I was quite w'ong in cweditix
you with chawitable motives?”

“Hand over that fiver!” roared
Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!” -
“Tt would serve you wight,” said

Arthur Augustus severely, *“if I sent it
to the Jocal hospital! Howevah, I won't
be hard on you. Heah’s your fivah!”

And, as Lowther pocketed the note, he
realised that the laygh was not against
Gussy, after all, but against himself,

The day passed pleasantly, but all too
swittly.

In the evening Lord Eastwood entcr
tained about a scoro of villagers, mainly
men who worked on his estate.

Tom Merry & Co. organised a variely
concert, and it went with a swing from
start to finish. Then came feasting and
revelling, and yet more revelling.

When the village guests had returned
to their homes, John Rivers diew Marie
aside.

“1 leave to-morrow, Marie—early in
th: morning.”

Marie nodded wistfully.

“T do wish you could stay longer, dad.
Lord Eastwood wishes it, tco.”

John Rivers smiled.

“Duty ealls, my dear.”

“Have you had a good time?” asked
Marie.

“The time of my lifel I haye never
known such genuine happiness

“T am so glad. I will come with yon
to the station in the morning, of course.”

Father and daughter remained in cach
other's company for the rest of the even-
ing. Every moment was precious, for it
might be ‘many months ere they met
again,

After breakfust next morning Jolm
Rivers bade farewell to his hosts. Tom
Tue GeM Lisrary.—No. 620.
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Merry & Co. would have liked to accom-
pany him to the station, but they realised
that he and Marie would prefer to he
alone.

“We'll put in half an hour’s skating on
the lake, Marie,” said Tom Merry. "B
that time the train will have gone, an
we'll come and escort you home,”

“Don’t trouble,” said Marie.

“It's no twouble, deah gal—it's 2
pleasuah ! said Arthur Augustus gal-
lantly.

John Rivers shook hands all round, and
11;: Jast hand he shook was Talbot’s.

* Good-bye, Toff " he said in a low
tone. “This is the first opportunity I've
had of thanking you for rescuing Marie
from Jim Da\\§: Eq clutches some time
ago, and for saving her life. You needn’t
¥ to belittle your action. Marie told
me all the details, and I realise only too
well what you went through for her sake.
You played a men’s part, Toff, and I am

roud of you, And now might I ask a
avour of ‘you?”
“Certainly " said Talbot. “Fifty, if
Fou like 1

John Rivers lowered his voice until it
wras_barely audible.

“I have fears for Marie’s safety,” he
said. “Dawlish is in the

the station half an hour ago!™ exclaimed
Tom Merry. “Burely she inust have
come in? P'rlaps wu didn’t see her,
cousin Ethel?"

“I conldn't have missed her,” said
Ethel. “I' ye been standing here the
vrhoie time.”

“She wouldn’t have come in_by the
back entrance !” suggested Jack Blake.

““The servanis are sure to have seen her
if she did. We'll ask them."”

Inquiries were made in the servants’

arters, but Marie Rivers had not been
sten_since she set off for the station in
her father’s company.

The i“mon looked very worried now,
particularly Talbot. -

Less than an hour ago he had assured
Jobn Rivers that he would make Marie's
safety his first consideration.

now=—

Marie had not returned. and there

were only two possible explanations.
Either the girl, after leaving ﬁer father,
had gone for a solitary walk beyond the
been foul
. owing Jim Dawlish as he
d? ‘I‘nlbot .md.msd to the latter theory.

‘This—this is awful, deah boys!" said
Aﬂ.hur Augustus, m great distress. “ 15

w

mll\ray-etnnon. or there ‘had

hood, and the police have not vet suc-
ceeded in locating him. Perhaps they
regard the story of the masked man as a
myth, and are making no_serious effort.
A.nvwn‘ the presence of Dawlishk in the
district cpells danger. e was baulked
the other evening in his attempt to ca})
ture Marie, but he may not be so easily
thwarted next time. Is it asking $oo
much of you, Toff. to make my daugh-
ter’s safety your first consideration?”

Talbot smiled. -

*You may rely on me to see that no
harm comes to her,” he sai

“Thank you, Toff! Now that T have
this assurance T shall be easier in ‘m¥
mind. Go !

John Rivers, his brief holiday at an
end all too soon, started off for the rail-
way-station, accompanied by Marie.

Tom Merry & Co. stood in a group by
the front door and watched them go.
They returned John Rivers' farewell
wave, and then, collecting their skates,
they proceeded to the frozen lake.

All of them were good performers on
the ice, and the half-hour passed all too

quickly.

Tom Merry, his face flushed and
healthy with exertion, consulted his
watch.

84 Tlme to go and meet Nnus, you
fellows,” he said.

The juniors hurried away towards the
railway-station. They found the little
platform. deserted.

“Has the London twain
guired Arthur Augustus of
porter.

“ Yessir—ten minutes ago, sir!™

“Bai Jove! Then Mawie must have
ueturncd home. We're too late, deah

l

one!?” in-
e solitary

nd we promised Marie we'd escort
back to the lodge,” said Tom Merry.
're bright specimens, and no mis-

\\ e will apologise to Mawie at once 1"
said Arthur Augustus. **Come ont”
The juniors sprmtsd back across the
fields to Eastwood Lodge. Cousin KEthel
met them in the hall, but there was no
mnrn of Marie.
have yon done twith Marie,
Arthur?” inquired Ethel.
“ Hasn't she weturned?”
©No.” 3
Arthur Auvgustus gave a jump, and so
did his schoolfellows.
“Marie must have started back from
Tnae GeM Linzary.—No. 620,

that Mawis
iue been kldnnpped in bwoad darhgm

"A kidnapper’s job would be perfectly
simple on a lonely road,” said Jack
Blake,

Talbot clenched his hands hard.

“If this is Dawlish's doing,” he said
frercely, “I sha'n’t Test until I've squared
aocoounts with him !

Talbot's tone and the angry blaze in
his eyes sent a tremor through cousin

Ethel. This was a new Talbot. She had |’

never scen the hsnd&ome Shell fellow in
a passion until now.

“T sup wed better tell Lurd East-
wood Marie's missing?”  said
M?nnou. i plisd

“Not yet,"” rej Tom Merry.
“We'll go a to the station by way
of the road, and see if we can pick up

information.™

ith worried .nd anxious looks the
juniors quitted

hmﬁ.n:? fe‘li: eonnnced by th:l:le-ﬁ;
that e's di ance was dil
due to that num;\mdre!, Jim Daw-
lish. And their convictions were borne
out when, at a lonely part of the road,
Dighy made a startling discovery.

A small gold locket lay glittering on
the hardened snow.

-Talbot knew that locket well. Tt be-
longed to his girl chum, and it had
endmltly been dropped during a struggle.

There were footprints in the snow—
bevond a doubt the Ioctprmts of Jim
Dawlish.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Ay,
tus, who was nearly as white as Talbot.
“This is dweadful, deah boy

“And it's our fault, too!” said Tom
Merry bitterly. “If we had come to
meet Marie earlier, instead of fooling
about on the lake——""

“Cheer up‘ old scout!™ said Monty
Lowther, We'll go back and report to
Lord Eastwood, and he’ll ginger up the
police, We'll form a search-party, too,
and Marie ought to be restored to the
fold by to-night.”

“Dawlish won't leave this newhhom
hood, I feel certain,” said Talbot, taking
possession of Marie's locket. “If he at-
tempted to take Marie away by tram or
car she would raise a hue-and-ery and
ﬁ;ve him away. The rascal means to

ide somewhere until this has blown
over.”

“In that case, we'll dig him out like
a rat from his hole!” said Jack Blake.
“Come ol

o

The sooner Lord Eastwood

and the police are informed of this the

And the juniors, maddened at the dis-
appearance of theiy girl chum, returned
with all speed to Eastwood Lodze.

CHAPTER 6.
Black Despair.
ORD EASTWOOD did not let the
grass grow undei his feet,
As soon as he was acquainted
with what had occurred he went
to the teleplione and summoned the local
inspector of police.
he inspector airived shortly after-
wards. He was a stout, pompous-look-
ing individual, with a vast idea of his
own lmportaﬂce

In the presence of the juniors Lm(l
Eastwood described what had happened.

The official listened respectfully, but
he did not seem to be raised to any great
ho1 hts of enthusiasm.

ou say there were alills of a siruggle
in the roadway?” he asked, turning to
Tom Merry.

“Yes,” roplied Tom. *There were 2
man's footpnints—obviously those of Jim
Dawlish.”

“Hm! In which direction did the
footprints léad”

“There was no sign of them except at
that part of -the road. Dawlish must
have bunked through agap in the hedge
and cut off across the fi

“And you say that this man wears &
crape mask ! .
om Merry nodded.

"Il give you a detailed description of
* gaid Talbot. And he the in-
\pwtnr jotting down the particulars.

‘No stone must be left unturned to
bring the raseal to justice!” said Lord
Eastwood. ‘X understand this is not the
first time Miss Rivers_has fallen ultu his

hands. I might mention, ing , that
if your efforts ve success n ade-
quate reward will be forthcoming.”

The inspector smiled. He evidently re-

arded the tracking down of Jim Daw-

ish and the restoration of Marie Rivers
to her friends as a :er;lv simple matter.

“] fancy there will be lie\'elopments
by nightfall, your lordship,” he said.

“You will” commmmicate with me at
once in the event of Dawlish's capture?”

“ 04 course.

The inspector quitted the room with a
ponderous tread and an expression - of
confidence on his forid face. But neither

Lord Eastwood nor the juniors had any
great faith in him,

i course, we must institute a search
on our own account.” said Lord East-
wood. “ After lunch we wiil go out in
two parties and ransack the district.
Conway will c;;rl;dl;ct ?ne 'T“Q'Tmigu
will be responsible for the other. Ta
my dear boy, pull yourself tognnu,r'
You must not look so dejected.”

But Talbot found it difficult to conceal
the anxiety and misery he felt.. He was
pcrpctunuy haunted by the assurance he
had given John Rwers—- an assurance

which had been broken!

“Will it be necessawy to communicate
with Mawie's fathah?” inquired Arthur
Augustus,

“Not at present,” said Lord Eastwood.
“We will see what the afterncon search
brings forth, and if there are no develop-
monts, 1 \\|ll wire to Mr, Rivers in the
morning.

After lunch, the two search-parties set
out, and they went about their task in
grim earnest.

Lord Bastwood, with the Terrible
Three and Talbot, went to the village to
institute inquiries.  His lordship quite
startled the local printer by striding into
his establishment and in upon fifty
leaflots being pnnt« +d ar
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The leaflets—which were ta be posted
gp for miles around—ran as follows:

“FIFTY POUNDS REWARD!

The abové sum will be paid to any
person or persons giving such informa-
tion as may lead to the apprehension and
arrest of one JAMES DAWLISH, who
is wanted on a serions charge.

Dawlish is stockily built and of medium
height, and when last seen he was wear-
ing a crape mask, which concealed the
upper portion of his face. He is believed
to be in hiding in the neighbourheod.

Information should either be given
direct to the police-station or te Lord
Eastwood, Eastwood Lodge,”

Having mrranged for the distribution
of the leaflets, Lord Eastwood and his
companions made an exhaustive tour of
the village. They inquired of everyone if
& man answering to Dawlish’s description
had been seen in the locality, but on each
oceasion they drew blank.

No one in the village had seen a
masked man, and the news that such a
person was in the neighbourhood greatly
alarmed some of the inhabitants. The
party extended their search. They ex-
plored 2ll the by-lanes and the meadows
and copses; in fact, all the environs of
the village. But they met with no suc-
cf.ss. They did not light upon a single
clue.

TLord Conway’s party went further and
fared worse—if that were passible. They

xplored barns and theds, and hundreds
of nooks and cranaies, but with no result,

Herries felt very bitter about it all.

“Now, if cnly I had brought Towser,
all would have been well,” he kept
saying. “Towser would have run Daw-
lish to earth in no time. He’s a wonder-
ful beast.”

Jack Blake, Digby, and Arthur Augus-
tus became so fed-up with this parret-cry
that they consi;ilned both Towser and his
master to Jericho.

Finally, Lord Conway was reluctantly
obliged "to abandon the search. The
winter dusk was descending, and the
task seemed indeed hopeless,

Even Lord Eastwood, persistent and de-
termined as he was, remarked that every-
thing had been dene that could be done,
and he snggukd that the search should
be relinquished—for that day, at any rate.

“There's one place we haven't inquired
at,” said Tom Merry, 4

“Indeed! I was under the impression
that we had called at every house for
miles around,” said Lord Eastwood.

“There's a cotlage standing by itself,
close to the mill-stream,” said Tom.

“That cottage is empty.”

“ All the more reason why we should
-xplore it 1" said Tom Merry.

“Hear, bear!” said Manners, “An
empty cottage would be just the place for
Dawlish. It would suit him dewn to
the ground.” i

“This way!” said Lord Eastwood
briskly. “It is a forlorn hope, I think;
but we will leave nothing to chance.”

The cottage by the mill-stream was not
empty, as Lord Eastwood had supposed.

An aged couple were in ion, and
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“Good-night I added Mys, Judking, in
a shrill falsetto,

Had the members of the search-party
locked closely at the old lady. they must
have scen several things to arouse their
suspicions, .

In the first place, Mrs, Judking' face

was not at all smooth, and secondly, her
fect were extremely large. Her hair was
hidden by a mob cap, and ene row of
eyebrows seemed to be out of all propor-
tion to the other.
. The §t. Jim's juniors noticed none of
these things; though had they remained
in the cottage a moment longer they
could not have failed to become suspicions
on another account—namely, an inces-
sant knocking on the floor of the voom
above.

Mr, and Mrs. Judkins had given the
impression that they were alone in the
cottage; but the knocking would clearly
have shown that there was a third person,
and the searchers would have made it
their business to find out who the third
person was.

Unfortunately, however, Lord East.
wood and his party had not dallied, and
they little suspected that the quaini old
cotiage by the mill-stream could have
furnished ~ them with a fund of
information.
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With heavy hearts and tired feet, the
searchers refurned to Eastwood Lodge.
There they encountered Lord Conway’'s
party, and exchanged experiences. The
result was not inspiring. J

Marie Rivers had been kidnapped, and
neither of her nor her kidnapper was
there any trace.

The last gleam of hope was extin-
guished when Lord Eastwood telephoned
to the police-station, and received the
inspector’s laconic message that nothing
!s:uF h d. Every effort was being

they explained that they had recently
rented the cottage. On being questioned
as to whether they had seen a maskes
mar in the vicinity, they shudderingly
answered in the negative,

‘ 0" said Talbot glumly.

8 \\‘e‘%k be getting back now,” said
Lord Eastwood. “and Yl ’‘phone the
police to ascertain if there ara any
developments. Sorry to have disturbed
you, Mr, —*

“Judkins is my name,” said the old
cottager, in a wheezing voice,

“1see. Good-night, Mr. Judkins!”

“Good-night, sir 1"

made, ete., ete,, but up to the present
time there was nothing to report. His
lordship would be kept posted of amy
developments, °

“I'm afwaid, deah boys, that nothin’
moah can be done to-day,” remarked
Arthur Augustus. * If we had no luck in
the daylight, it’s nct likely that we should
twace Dawlish in the darkness.”

“We'll turn in early,” said Jack Blake,
“and have another hunt at daybreak.”

“Poor old Maric!” said Digby, his
voice quivering a little. It must be
awful for her, being trapped like this!”

“Cousin Ethel 1s dweadfully upset
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about it,” said Arthur Aungustus. “She's
been ewyin’, an’ I can’t comfort her.”
“Then supposing I have a shot 7 said

Monty Lowther hopefully. 3
Arthur Augustus froze the speaker with
a glare,

“You are not likely to succeed where a
fellah of tact an’ judgment has failed,
Lowthah !” he said severely.

Talbot took no part in the juniors’ con«
versation. Just as Eugene Aram, in
the poem, *“ sat remote from all, a melair-
choly man,” so Talbot sat now. His
head was buried in his hands, and—
although his chums failed to notice the
fact—threugh his fingers the tears were
trickling,

Reginald Talbot was hard as nails, as
a rule, but the kidnapping of his girl
chuna, and the long, disappeinting search,
had almost unmanned him.  And then
there was his promise to John Rivers—a
Eromise he bhad not kept. He ought to

ave been Marie’s constant companion.
He ought to have been at hand to protect
her when danger threatened. e had
left andone those things which he cught
to have done, and he considered himself
far more to blame than he was in reality,

istmas, with its whitl of joy and
delight, was over. But the aftermath
was terrible.

Marie Rivers was in the hands of the
enemy, and neither she nor her captor
had yet been found,

black niglit indeed for Reginald
Tu:lhut! But, in his acute distress, he
quite overlooked the fact that the darkest
hour heralds the approach of dawn, and
that right triumphs over wrong as surely
as night follows day !

CHAPTER 17,
A Happy Re-union.
HE winter night had set in dark
and grim. ®
The St. Jim's juniors, acting on
Jack Blake's suggestion,
early to bed.

There was one exception, however,

It was useless for Talbot to think of
slumber.

How could he sleep, with the haunting
knowledge that his girl chum was in
peril

By ten o'clock the great House was
still and silent. But Taﬁbat still lingered
in the drawing-reom, gazing moodily
inta the dying embers of the fire.

The junior’s mind was in an agony of
fear and suspense®

He was acutely concerned for Marie,
of course, but he was also concerned for
her father.

It would be a terrible blow for John
Rivers on t morrow, when he re-
ceived Lord stwood's telegram to the
effect that his daughter had been kid.

napped.

And what would he think of Talbot?
Surely he would never trust him again.

The unhappy junior rose to his feet.
He was too restless to remain still any
longer. He went quietly into the hall,
donned his cap and coat, and, opening
and closing the heavy oak door as noise-
lessly as possible, he stepped ont into the
night.

And a wild ‘night it was!

The fierce wind tore through the leaf.
less branches as Talbot strode along,
heedless alike of direction and destinua-
jon.

Presently the rush of the millstreamy,
turbid and swollen from the melted snow,
came to his ears.

Talbot’s attention was then arrested
by a light which glimmered from the
windows of the cottage occupied by M.
and Mrs. Judkins.

The junior was mildly surprised. Ha
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knew that country people retired to rest
<atly, as a rule, especially in the winter;
and it was now decidedly late. g
Instinctively, Talbot walked up to the
little cottage.

Siiddenly the front door opened, and a
shaft of light fell upon the path.

The sound of muttered voices came ta
Talbot’s ear, and he stepped back
quickly into the shadows.

“It ought to be & simple enough
matter, Jim. Everybody in the house
will be nsleep by mow, T reckon, Ilis
lordship has taken no precautions against
burglary, eo you've nothing to worry
about.”

. “You will keep an cye on the
in my absence "

“Of conrse!”

“I shall be back within a couple
Liours—with the loot, T hope. 8o lon

Talbot crouched low in the shadows,
with liis heart thumping against his ribs.

He had not overheard the whole of
the conversation between the twe men,
but he had overheard sufficient to ascer-
tain three very important facts. Mr, and
Mrs. Judkins were impostol e
former was uo other than Jim Dawlish,
and the latter was a confederate. That
was the first important fact.

Secondly, Jim Dawlish had planned a
burglary ‘at Kastwood Lodge, and he
was about to carry out his base desi
. Thirdly—and this was by far the mast
important discovery of all —a girl was im-
prisoned in the cottage.

Talbet was wildly excited, though he

girl

made 1o sound,
The captive would, of conrse, ho
Marie, his girl chum. Who else could

ithe? 7 "
The junior's brain was in a whirl.

He wanted to do several things at|

onuce, e wanted to get to grips with
Dawlish—to prevent him from carrving
out his shady scheme. He wanted to
overpower Dawlish’s rascally confedevate.
And, thirdly—this was the keenest desire
of ali—he " wagted to rescue Marie
Rivers from her terrible plight.

In order to do this, however, it would
be necessary to carry out the other two
operations first. It was uscless to think
of releasing Marie until her captors had
been dealt with,

. Talbot was wondering how to act, when
inspiration came to him.

He would return with all speed to Ea
wood Lodge, and raise the alarm, ]
when the cracksman avrived at the house,
he would walk into a hornets’ nest, He
would be arrested and taken to the
police-station. After which, the 8t. Jim's
suniors would proceed fo the cottage in
full force, ¢cverpower the other man, and
reseue Marie,

It all seemed so beautifully simple.
Certainly it was a far better plan than for
Talbot to tackle the situation single-

handed.

But the junior’s luck was out, for as
he moved away from the spot the rays
of an electric-torch were flashed upon
him, and a startled exclamation burst
from the lips of Jim Dawlish.

“The Toff "

Talbot halted, and spun round,
~“Yes, vou scoundrel,” he said fiercely,
Yit is I! And I might add that your
game's up ™

For a full minute, man and boy =tood
glaring at each other, like the implac-
able encmies they were.

Then Dawlish muttered an imprecation.

“Hang you, Toff! You're always
<rogsing mx path at the wrong moment,
but vou shall never cross it agam !

The speaker drew a revolver from his
hip fmkat,
“The sooner vou are out of the wax,-

the better!” Le enarled, levelling the
weapon at Talbot. “You have been a
thorn i my side ever since T formed
the gang. “Stay! T'll give you one mere
chance—the last you will ever get. Maric
has consented to join the gang——"

“1 don't believe you !” flashed Talbot.

“Whether sou believe me or not, it's
the truth. Marie has become one of
us. And I'm giving you a chance—a
last chance, Toff—to do the same.”

““Fool!" said Talbot. “As I told ron
before, T would die rather than go
back to a life of dishonour!”

“Then die you shall I muttered Daw-
lish thickly,

He had lowered the revolver tem-
porarily, whilst parleving with the
Junior, but now he raised it again.

Talbot was not alarmed. He knew that
Jim Dawlish, coward and blackguard
though he was, hadn't the pluck to commit
murder. And he was prepared to swear
that the revolver wasn't even loaded.

Talbot’s brain worked swiftly.

Should he hurl himself at Dawlish, or

An_alternative occurred to him. He
would pretend to be terrified, and dash
away at top-speed. hoping Dawlish
would follow, And if Dawlish followed
him as far as Eastwood Lodge, the resy
would be eass.

Accordingly, Talbot turned on his heel
and took a firing leap across the mill-
stream at its narrowest part,

Dawlish immediately gave chase, but
he was less athletic thun Talbot
instead of attempting to leap acre
stream, he made for the narr
bridge.

Talbot saw him step on it, and what
followed was like a strange dream.

The bridge, already undermined by
the swollen water, yielded beneath Jim
Dawlish’s weight.

A startled cry, followed Ly a eplash.
and bridge and man were whirling in
the stream together.

Talbot stood rooted to the ground,

“Now oW
e

sick with horror. Dut within a few
seconds the nausea passed,

The junior pulled himself together,
He sprang down the bank, and, seizing
one of the boughs of an overhanging
tree, lie leaned over the dark watcl

If he could catch Jim Dawlish as he
passed, he might save him. It was the
only chance, :

Talbot's snemy was struggling in the
surging waters, trying to fight against
the powerful current of the millstream.
But the fight was futile.

The swirling waters boie him cnward,
dashing him from side to side.

“Now ! muttered Talbot.

And he leaned over and seized
man's arm in the nick of time.
ridge and the waters vushed on,
but Regirald Talbot had saved his

the

With a suprome
fely to 'l;u

face was colqurless.
effort, Talbot dvagged hin

i the  junior k off his
overcoat, spread it out on the hard,
frozen turf, and heaved the inanimate
form upon it. This done, he sped away
to Eastwood Lodge for help.

It was a novel expevience for Lord
Eastwood, to be avoused in the nuddle
of the night, but Le belaved admirably
in the circumstances.  Without waitivg
to ask a lot of needless guestions, he
hurried into his clothes, whilst Talbot
roused hig schaolfeliows.

“Bai  Jove!™ exclaimed  Arthur
Augustus  I'Arcy.  “This is extwa-
ordinawy ! How on earth did you

manage to wun into Dawlish, Talbot

“You shall hear the fnll story late
said Talbot. * Buck up!”

The juniors, with Lord Eastwood ut
their head, went out into the night, snd
bore the insensible form of the cracks-
man back to the house,

Dawlish was laid on a couch, and
brandy was administered. The injured
man came round, but he scemed to think
he was dring.

In hoarse, brolen accents, the cracks-
man_explainad everything to his eag:
audience. He told how he had kid-
napped Marie Rivers, and made her a
prisoner in the cottage, locking +he girl
in a small room under the eaves—a room
without windows. He alse explained
how he and his partuer bad disguised
themselves, and rented the cottage as
Mr. and Mrs. Judkins. He hoped to
keep Marie a prisoner there until the
affair of the kidnapping had blown over,
when he intended to remove the girl to
his headquarters in London.

Remorse and repentance seemed to bie
mingled with Dawlish’s confession. He
appeared to be genuinely ashamed of
himseli and of s shady past.

“Thank you, Toff,” he concluded,
“for attempting to save mr life to-night.

Big
“ Bill" Harl,
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It was a plucky cffort, but T'm a!laxd it
wls in vain.

““ Nonsense said
“The doctor shall be sent for, and we
will cudeavonr to make you comfort-
able here until he comes.”

Jim Dawlish was wrapped in several
blankets and a rug, and one of the maids
was despatched for the doctor.

“And now,” said Talbot, his eyes
glowing with a glad light, “we’ll go and
fotch Mavie,”

“Yaas, wathah 1”

‘*And while we are about it,
collar the other precious scoundr
Herries.

Meanwhile, Tord Conway, who had
been awakened by the disturbance, had
slipped into his clothes and come down
to sce what it was all about. He was
nver]c\ed to know tbat Marie’s where-
abouts had been discovered, and he
insisted on_ accompanying Lord East-
wood and the others to the cottage.

Cousin Ethel joined the party in the
hall, and she, too, insisted upon going.

The cottagi by the millstream was in

rkness, Tom Merry & Co. ewarmed
into it, and the rays of seveval electric-
torches lit up the little kitchen.

There was no sign of Jim Dawlish's
arcomplice. A blouse, a skirt, and a mob
cap had been thrown in the corner, and
the man who had worn these feminine
garments had holted,

A sudden feeling of dread assailed the

we'll
said

party.

Had the man, in his huriied fight,
taken Marie with him?

Talbot soon proved that these fears
lIc went to the foot of the
airs, and shouted.

To his dp]lghl there was a ready re-
sponse from the room above,
“1 am here, Tol
“Talbot went up the vickety stairs three
at a time, and hurled himself at the door
of the room. where Marie had been kept
a prisoner.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

‘l! is locked, Toff I

came a voice frem

wit
Tnlbot laughed—quite his old, ¥F
fang
2% h won 't take long (o bust |t in." he
hig way, you fellows
» Terrible Three and J Bluke

were up the stairs in a twinkling, and
the umted weight of the jumiors was
pitted against the door. It was not a
very stout door, and in less than a couple
of minutes it was swept off its hinges.
Then there was a struggle to see who
would clasp Marie's hand first. Talbot
proved an easy winner.
Marie warmly returned the pressure of
chum’s hand. Her eyes were shining.
2o you have found me—once

Trust old Talbet to do the tyick,
Miss  Marie!” said Mouty Lowther.
“He's going to be a ’tec when he grows
up—aren’t you, Talbot ¥’

Talbot scarcely heard the question. All
his attention was for his girl chum.

“Have yoa had a rotten hmt\ Mari

“It might have been worse,” said the
girl. ** The actual kidnapping was neither
a_gentle nor a pleasant affair. But I'll
give Dawlish due, He hasn't kept me
shart of food

Lord Conway's veice boemed up from

low.

“Have you fom-:l her, boys?™

“Yes, r1atl ] rnplmd tho Terrible

Three and Jark Blake, in unison.

“Huwwah !” chortled Arthur Augus-
tis. dancing a_hornpipe on the floor of

th- Xitel * Hip, ]np hip—"
" Hurrah
“Comie along Marie,” said Talbot.

There was a further bout of hand-
snaking when Marie descended to the
kitchen.  Hor hand was quite limp by
the time Lord Eastwood, Lord Conway,
and the others had finished using it a& a
pump-handle.

Then, bLght of heart now that all
r and suspense were over, the party
returved to Eastwood Lodge.
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surprise awaited them on theie
val.
Jml Dawlish had escaped!
“The spoofer!” ejaculated Tom
Merry. “He was merely putting it on

when he =aid he was at dcath s door !
Talbot Jooked puzzled.
*He was certainly injured,” he said.
**He must have fou wd it awfully difficuls
to get away.”
“Better  search for him in
grounds,” suggested Lord Conway.
‘Fhesearch, Lowever, came to nntiumg.
Aided pmbablv by his confederate. Jint
Dawlish had got clear, and escaped the
consequences of his rbarous action.
Next morning, Lord Eastwood received
a telephone message from the local
police-inspector. The latter was very

tha

e fairly on r.]ao track of Miss

iv vour lordshin,” be announced.
“Her footpriuts have beon discovered at
a spot four miles away.

“Fool!” shouted Tord Eastwood.
*Miss Rivers has already been restored
to her friends—small thanks to you!”

This intelligence caused the linspector
to gasp. And he was still gasping when
Lord Eastwood raug off.

As for the 3t. Jim's juniors, they wera
as happy as sandboys to know that their
girl vﬁum was safe and sound,

And happiest of all was Reginald
Talbot, who had once again been instru-
mental in delivering Marie Rivers from
the hands of an unserupulous plotter.

Jim Dawlish was still at large; but he
was not fit enough to cause any more

trouble at the moment.

And when the joyons vacation came to
an end, Tom Merry & Co. took back with
them to St. Jim's all the thrilling details
of Marie's Christrnas Adventure!

THE EXD.
(Another grand long compléte stqry
of Tom Merry & Co, next week,
entitled : ““TRIMBLE MINGR! #

Order your ¢opy in advance.)
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IN

THE SOUTHERN SEAS

REGINALD WRAY

SYNOPSIS.
I!n:l Nanby, a stalwart lad of sixteen,
n the promise of partuership from
ur.mm Morgan Kidd, skipper of the

~chooner Foam, and his daughter
A treasure ernisc to the wrecked
iz the sole survivor of the
Pathan, which was torpedoed, and is lying,
half -ubmerged, off an island in the houth
In the strong-room of the ill-fated
two million sterling v bar-gold and
money, und the Dragon's Eve—a wonderful
diamond.

Otto Sehwab, posing as a Dutchman—
though in reality the commander of the
U.-hoat which sank the Pathan—and Sulah
Mendozza, a ullnmmn Malay, are their un-
serupulons rivals Tor the tresure,

Harry Fielding and Joe Maddox join the
expedition, also Wang Su, & Cliinese boy.

Ate

Pathan.

They reach the island oft which the Pathan
is sunk, and a fierce encounter with the Red
Rover takes place, in which our friends are
victorjous.  Later, Dick and Stella go for
a swim round the island. During their
aheence from the ship a cyclone approaches,
and the Foam has to leave them and raake
for s,n!uly

The Red Rover is sighted, and later Stella
and l)nL liear the sounds of firing.  They
n—mrn. to the Foam, and find that Cﬂm-nils

d has been -elmhll) wonnded.

li is discovered that Otto Schwab is in leugue
with the lslunders, and work on the wreek is
commenced.

Wang Su chtains the Dragon’s Eye and dis-
g, Dick proceeds to the Grotio, where a
sight meets his gaze.

{Now rcad an.)

Wang s Wheeze,

N a broken stalactite a small fire had
I been kindled, before which the miss-
ing Chinaman was standing, his
arms raised above his head, his eyes
uplifted, as he muttered, in a low, dron-
ing chant, what was evidently part of

some mysterious ritual,

Even as Dick looked, ha ccased his
prayer, or incantation—which, the as-
tonished boy could not sny—nnd pro-
strated “himself before a small object
wrapped in what looked very much like
linen torn from his shirt.

Tre Gem Lisrany.—No. 620,
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Raising the small parcel from the
ground, Wang Su bowed low mcr lt
three times} then, taking a small
stiffi with gold and embroidery. lhat
flashed in the firelight, as thongh com-
posed of precious stones, thrust the linen
package nside it.

Then Dick Danby sneezed.

Tt was a most unromantic ﬂ'uug to do,
Tt had his life depended upon holding it
back he could not have done so.

With a ery in which rage, dismay. and
surprise were about equ.ﬂlj blended,
Wang Su  wheeled round, and Dick
Danby recoiled before the blind rage that
shone from his little eyes.

What _do you hele? Why _vou
nmhce Chinaman making joss:” he
demanded furiously, and, for  moment,

 Dick thought he was about to fiy at his
throat.

But, as suddenly as it spruru: into
being, his rage dhpﬂl’!ﬂd. and his face
reswmed its wonted passive expression,
as ho said:

“You flightencd poel Wang! He
makee piayel dat Mastel Dickee have

. ?’Nd filst chop luckee,” he snid reproach-
l| v

“Sorry, Wang! What is it vou were
praying to?" demanded Dick.

Wang Su looked quickly into his mas-
ter's face, and a momentary Hash of

to the rope until he landed the load he
nns then pulling up.

But Harry Fielding bided his time.
“Now, my celestial friend, I'm going

" he  began, (hmctiy he had
drais(gged a net full of gold bars on to the
rock,

But the eentence was mever finished,
for, to his amazement, Wang slipped into
the water, dragging the tin of petrol
with him. A few minutes later he conld
be scen hauling the tin painfuily over
the uneven bottom of the sea towards the
tunnel.

Though not so heavy as when above
the surface, the tin weighed sufficient to
vender it necessary for the Chinaman to
rise to the surface twice before he had
got it through the tunnel, where he left
it lying safely at the bottom of the pool,
for, splendid swimmer though he was, he

could not i it to the surface un-
aided.

It was not until darkness rendered
further work beneath the surface jm-

possible that the ‘treasure-seckers reluc-
tantly knocked off work for the night.

Having done full justice to & supper of
broiled fish, prepared as only Wang Su
could cook if, the weary workers rolled
themselves m their blankets, and were
soon fast asleep,

It seemed to Dick Danby that he had
barely closed his eyes, though it was well
past midnight, when he was awakened by
Wang Su almkmg him gently by the

alarm shot into his eyes.

“Heap big Joss. Top-hole Joss!™ he
replied quu-ElL as, turning his back on
Diek, he placed the red bag into

a bladder, then thrust the whole into a
wallet attached to the belt round his
waist.

“Won't you show it to me " persisted
the young Britisher. .

“Ome day, plnes Mo helpee missee
now,"” retumed Wang, and, hastening to
the pool, dived into its piac:d depths.

With a vexed laugh, Dick Danby
followed.

Arvived at the Chair-Reck, they found
Stella straining pluckily at the hauling-
rope, which, strong though she was, had
proved almost more than she could
manage.

Dick relieved her at the derrick. and,
with the help of the Chinaman, she was
soon on her way to the reef, where the
Foam's boat awaited her, with the first
load of the recovered gold.

All that day they worl:ed without
intermission, eating as best they could
during their time at the derrick,

Every moment they expected to hear
the warning shot from tho Foam, which
would tell them that the Malays were in
sight.

But nothing happened. By nightfall
they had secured the greater part of the
loose gold, and of the jewels that had
lﬁean scattered about on the strong-room

oor.

But- the richest gem of all—the
Dragon's Eye—had vanished. 1In fact,
the only sign of it they found was the
sphnberpd sandal-wi box, in which it
had reposed when Dick had last seen it in
the hands of the Paﬂmn s ill-fated
purser,

During the day Wang mude a_journey
in the canvas boat and the schooner's
gig to the Foam, from whence he
!'elumed carrying & tin of petrol.

“What on earth do you want with
that, Wanga" asked Harry Fielding.

“Me no tellee, you no tellee,” retorted
the Chinaman. f

“1'I pull your pigtail out by the roots
for_that!" threatemed Harry.

But Wang Su only grinned.

He knew that the white boy was taed

Frinted and Dllbl!lhed mr! chlle
Advertisemen!
broad lunop o ]A A! i

1 by
Hou: , Fal
3 Sustealasto) o

agents for
Sole agents for Ahulrllura%ld New Bealand: !esm Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.;aud for Osnada, The ILmperial News Co., Ltd.

“H:n.lio, W un;,'
he demanded.

What's the trouble I”

“Come ’long; “ ang quite leady!”
lephed the Chinaman.
y—what for?" asked Dick.

Read

“We bulu Islandel's canoes; Islandels
no attackee Foam,” asserted Wang Su
calmly.

“Burn their cances!” repeated Dick,
m nnwzement “¥What with?"”

declared the Chinaman, with-
out a smli:.

Dick Danby made a gesiure of im-
patience, but he knew his little rellow
servant too well not to feel convineed
ho had not awakened Mm in the middle
of the night for nothing.

“Not a bad idea, Wang! I¢ would
certainly put the kibosh on the skunks,
but what are you going to make the fire
with?” he asked.

““Petlol I was the unexpected answer.

“Where's the petrol?” persisted Dick.

For answer Wang Su pointed to the
pool w hmh lav lil.s a silver dish beneath
the moon that shone
from nnmedmtely above their heads into
the gorge.

“0h, go to sleep and wake up sane !”
retorted Dick, relling over on to his side.

Bm Wang '8u would not leave him in

L Wai!ee lilly minute !"” he pleaded;
then, to Dick's astonishment, snatched
up a coil of rope and dived into the
water.

A minute later he was back, with one
end of the rope clasped in his hand.

“Helpee pullee !” he begged, as Dick
rose to his feet.

Shaking his head as though the prob-
lem was too deep a one for him to solve,
Dick Danby complied. and a few seconds
later was gazing in amazement at the tin
of petrol which had so aroused Harry
Fielding's curiosity that afternoon.

“How on earth did that get there?"
cried Dick.

But Wang Su only smiled with that

¢ Makes haste quick !” he urged; and,
should tie petrol-tin, entered the
grotto singing softly, but none too
sweetly :

“It's a long wayec Tipr‘ﬂlv it top-hole
filst chop long way goeo !

Laughing ut the Chinaman's quaint
rendering of the famous song, Dick
Danby ouly stopped to take a cartridge-
belt and revolver from the watertight
tin case in which théy had been brought
through the tuunel, ‘and hastened after
his agile little companion,

Twenty minutes aftor leaving  the
grotto, Dnl\ Danby and Wang Su stood

0w

in the decp shadow, just within the

Snake God's temple
perfect, moonlit

b waz as peaceful o swenc as the heart
conld wish

!nunv.lmun bafore them was the open
space in which Dick had fought his

desperate fight with the priests, to right
nnd left thick forests of tropical trees
reaching to the very foot of the un-
scalable mountaing that lay between the
islanders' village and that part of the
lagoon in which the treasure-seekers had
been working.

Berond them a cluster of native houses
with  low, palmleaf-covered roofs,
anmn?h which shone the embers of many
fives, for l‘umm:kwg is 4 cumbrous opera-
tion to a people who have no matches,
and know not flint aund steel, so a fire,
onco kindled. is never allowed to go out.

The Burning of the War Canoes,
OR some minutes Dick Danby and
Waug Su  crouched within the
shadow of the temple, watching
lest <ome belated Islander should
be_abour.

But not g zoul was in sight, and, from
what he learned of the Islanders dunn«
his captivity on the island, Dick had
little fear of meeting anyone, for he
knew them to be in constant terror of
ghosts, which prevented even the bravest
amongst them from stirring out of the
house, uilless in company with several
companions—the more the better.

“What now, Wang:” whispered Dick.

“Cleep like snakee to tlees, then you
load stlaight to canoees.” replied ‘the
Chinaman, as, flinging himself on the
ground, he wriggled out of the shadow.
ﬁllled temple into the bright, moonlit
plain.

For & few moments Dick watched his
lithe companion squirming in a way a
worm might have envied over the short
grass, then tried, but in vain, to follow
his_example.

However, he managed to reach the
shelter of the trees without being seen,
or, at any rate, without an alarm being
given, to find Wang Su swaiting him
with as much impatience as a Chinaman
ever shows,

Dick was now on
ground, every inch of which brought
back painf uf recollections of some
degradation or ill-treatment he had re-
ceived at the hands of the Islanders:

Consequently. it was with a feeliig of
elation as he reflected how great the blow
he hoped to inflict on the Islanders
would be, that he led the way towards
inland.

Struck by a r\llllden thought, he cama
to an abrupt

ow nbout gettmg back, Wang?
]hew woods will be alive with savages
when they find their canoes on fire,
he asked.

nd gazed upon a

terribly familiar
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“Think the brutes will get us-eh:™
demanded Dick. aghast at the ominous
words,

**We no goee backee,” repeated Wang
Su.  “If we goee backee we showee
Islandels seclet path.”

* But, began Dick. when his com-
panian interrupted him with: {

“Tlust your Chinaman’s uncle. Velly {
clevel uncle. Gottee muchee blain,”

Dick Danby shrugged his shoulders,

“All right! But mind, if I'm killed, |
Tl wring my Chinese uncle’s neck ™ he |
replied, with a laugh.

Giving the houses a wide berth. lest |
the. sharpeared dogs that over-run every |
native village should raise an alarm, |
Dick led the way round the !iuti\'ci
houses, then, striking a well-worn path,
kept on until they reached a shel\'i:ag!

each, on which a score or more large !
war canoes were drawn high above the!
reach of the tide. |

Nearer to the sea were a number of |
smaller craft, which, acting under Wang's [
direction, Dick helped to carry to the

larger vessels. and place in such a way | |

as to assure their leading the fire from
one large canoe to the ot

One canoe they left where it lay
Dick mnodded understandingly he
realised that this was to be their line
of retreat when their work was done.

All was now ready for the petrol.
Unserewing the stopper, Dick sprinkled |
every large cance, and the connecting |
smaller ones with the highly-inflammable '
liguid.

The moon shining down upon them |
rendered the whole shore as bright as
day, and Dick Danby breathed a sigh of |
relief when the last drop of petrol |
drained from it, he flung the can

“Npw, Wang, a match, and we'
give my late captors something to s
their fuzzy heads over!™ he
triumphantly.

But the triumph died out of his eyes
as he noticed the look of blank dismay
in the Chinaman’s face.

“ You gottee file stick
anxiously.
ith sinking heart Dick rvan swiltly
through his pockets.

“No. I haven't them! Don't yon
remember I gave the ttle to yon to
light the fire last night?” he veplied.

o

ratch |
cried |

asked Wang

Wang Su turmed his back on his
master,
“Wang Su folgot file sticks,  Kickes

fool Chinaman’s—kickee hald!™ he =aid
earn .
Despite his  disappointment.
Danby could not forbear a smile.
* We've had all our troubie for nothing,
then!” he cried despondently. * Unless
the flame from my revolver will do the
trick.” he added more hopefully, as he
drew the weapon from its sheathe ot his
belt.

Dhck

Wang Su grasped him by the arm,
crying :
“ No ‘shaotee’!

Waitee min'tyee!

The next moment he was running as
quickly as his little yellow legs could
arry him towards the fringe of cocoanut-

Ims that separated them from the

til the little Chinaman had vanished
through the trees, Dick Danby stood
g in amazement after him; then,
g that the plucky little fellow
had gone to secure a blazing brand from
one of the fires burning in the viilage,
started to follow, iutent upon sharing his
peril should he be attacked. .

But ere he had taken a couple of steps,
he realised that Wang Su could keep as
quietly as a shadow where his more
clumsy movements might easily betray
them beth, and, retwrning to the canoes,
waited anxiously for his comrade’s return.

Slowly the m dragged by, and.

| rifle-shat,

| constantly
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as Wang  Su did not vewrn. Dick
occupied himself by dragging the canoe
they had reserved for their flight down to
the water's-edge. ready to push off at a
moment’s notice,

He had just laid the paddles over the
cross pieces that held the sides of the
frail craft apart, ready for immediate
use, when he was startled by a single
i another, aud  yet anoiher,
from the divection of the village.

The next moment the
hung over the island was b
rising chorus  of vey
yells.  Drawing his revolver. he ran in
the direction [rom whence the ominous
sound came, -

But even ax e did 0. he saw the
twinkle of a swiftly-moving light amongst
the cocoannt-palms, The nest moment
Wang Su, waving a blazing brand above
his | dashed into the apen,

“Cet aboald one time—muick
the Chinaman ; i
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remaining barrels of his six-chnater inte
their huddled ranks, fled hack to the
shelter ‘of the palms.

But only for a few seconds. Ab that
moment the petrol-soakee canoes canghy
fire with the suddenness of an explosion.
A fierce yell of rago and dismay burst
from the savages as they saw the fAames
spreading  to them with miraculous
speed from cance to canoe, and they
dushed forward once more.

Shert though  the vespite, it had
enabled Wang Su to reach the eanoe,

Tumbiing head over heels into it. he
vighted himself with the agility of a
monkey, and, seizing a paddle, was soon
helping Dick to propel the light crafi
beyond the savages’ reach, who, rushing
into the water, sent a shewer of spears
hurtling avound the fugitives,

1Yic d Wang were soon out of the
range of those primitive weapons, and,
theugh a few Islaoders commenced swin-
ming after them, a couple of shots from

Wang Su dashed by the canoes,

hurling his flaming torch into their midst
as he did so, whilst Dick, resting his pistol on his left arm, took steady
aim at the foremeost savage and fired.

{8ee this page.)

need of immediate action, ran back to
the cance, and pushed it off.

Thrusting the canoe into deep water
he sprang inte it, then glanced back to
his fleet-footed little companion,

Just-in Time !
E was just in time to see a score
H of spear-armed savages dash
from ont the palms, and Aing
themselves furiously after the
fleeing Chinaman.

But Wang Su was as fleet of foot as
an antelope.

Rapidly drawing ahead of his pursuers,
he dashed by the canoes, hutling his
flaming torelt into their midst as he did
so, whilst Dick, vesting bis pistol on his
loft arm, tock steady aim at the foremost
savage and fired,

The bullet sped-true to its mark, and
the brawny savage, plunging heavily for-
ward, fell dead on the sand.

Seeing their leader’s fall, the Islanders
halted, then, as Dick cmptied the

Dick's revelver persuaded them to wive
up the chase.

Realising that  the men wha
inflicted such gerious damage upon their
tribe were alveady beyond their ven-
geance, the Islanders hastened to save
as many canoes as possible.

In this they ‘might have been fairly

cessful, for, despite the petrol, the
had net had time to gain the uastery,
had not luck played into the during
adventurers’ hands, by causing the gas
in the discarded tin to explode with »
report that sent the savages flecing back
to the palms.

It was at that moment that Schwab
and Mendozza, followed by theiv Malays,
appeared upon the scene, and gazed in

liad

dismay at the burning of the cances upon
which they had depended for an attack
an_the British schooner.

Howling with yage, the German

sprang forward, and cenmnenced throw-

ing sand on the blazing pil

Mendoza, en vengeanee intent, callad
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the air-
1 io his

s ad closed
Haver  wore  strapp

wpon hi- men to follow him. wad, 1o cained the  where they lay dovn io

ing to the water's- edgt, opened fire on | <natch half liour's sleep Lefore dawn

=Iw conoe, jnst as Wang Su, cavried away | called them to their labours once more

excitement, had sprong to his feet, \u-ll centent with  the vesult

and, waving his pmkﬂa above his bead, | s vaid

gave tongue to a shrill, taunting:
“Tleep, heep, hullah 1"

“8it down and paddle for «

wou madman ! shonted Dick.
But the wirning came tao I:m Evon

#he words et Di Wang's

antics ceased ; he whirled muml anad dis

appeared cver the sic
Despite the

The

of the impact Laded ihe
against e side c‘f the
Lie next moment the writh-
1 wonnd its huge body, the
t purt of which was as thick as a
man's thigh. vound Lis prestrate clm,
At that moment Joe Maddox ru
from cut creck, and. thengh armed
enly with a long, sharp kuift flune him
selt upon the awful monsee
Dick Dar ln waited to see 1o o
Snaiching vp an axe, be e hiv
rescue,
Iv teok Lim a few seconds to reach
it awful Gght beneath the
wt though the time, @t
U ! the eel 10
cond attacker in its fear-

Yife A Fearful Antagonist.
LEoowent -well with the wosnve
seekers the following morning.
wnd by midday Dick was able
tell Stella that, barrin
5, 1he strong-room would be ol
board,
on h..-

gueric
e W |'l kmn

el
taughiv '1\- then u
pping to the Ld“ nf

The er momend o sigh, that wa
b of veliel, burst from his lip nearcd iously  through and, with a sinking heart, he
= to th(“l Wi ) "{\'d- reach- | e fui clear wards the wreek, vealised thot litile short of iracle
boat in a couple of sirckes, Tinmediately bencath him the repul | could save his chums from cer
sive body of a In el, that conld not) Y without a moment’s
linve been foss than fifty feet in lengtle | fling  himself ou the cel.
wirs ﬂl!fhug towards the jagged vent infheld of one of its cuorm € 5
|]|=‘ side leading to the strong-room in{ i ck fravtically at ils huge body

which [l Tielding and Joe Maddox i

" e 4
Chinaman
But no time diee! Too busee !
Wang, paddling vigorously.

Iln e ’vho“(d an anxious five wivn

|1 1hnl blow would have

driv
v

. bt dhe wat

buws, cmerge

ull Nueonse
-r-d

witbing form
fwash abont i ago
it to rolinquish i
the | By this rime they wer Iu_lmw
ﬂmmr-u nd,
1emuon
o

it 1
[ .hd ot Lo

his compa:

was relieved to fiaid that, save for

a p- rtion of cartilage, torn fmm Liis var

b fiving bullet,” the litthe - Chinaiw

tnjured, llm-q, it had come snfli
ciently close 10 his head to =end bim

ing over dhe side.
3 It

MUY
i and

torn fron

- they dioey
to n.l]"“i \
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