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““THE SECRET OF THE CASTLE."
By Martin Clifford.
‘Nest weul’s grand long story
boys of St. Jim's is obe that will
llellgllt and enthrall all my readers, for
it describes in a breathlessly mtme-kmg
manuer how “T'om Merry & Co. und Jack
Blake & Co. discovered the sccret of the
ancient casile on Wayland Hill,
Tiey had most exciting adventures, for
they became prisoners m the castle foe
ihe whole of une night.

of the

“THE SECRET OF THE CASTLE.”

is a etory that yvou are absolutely certain
to enjol. so make a point of cnsuring that
you get your copy of the Gen hy order-
g i in advance,

THE OLYMPIC QGAMES.
o A ccurrespondent in Antwerp asks o
10 gend wuf a contingent from the famous
schools to take part in the o
Games,  The idew is excellent, I
fear, unworkable. Desides, I am not af
all =ure that Baggy Trimble would be
welcome in the aucient city, for the fat

fellew would join v vou way tke it
for granted.  Mr. Trimble does not care
to be put ont of a good th and maost
likely I has heard of the jo ¢
Antwerp, as they were, that is,
the war.

Come ta think of it, there i
inexpressibly  cheery in getri

g |

from Belgium, and o learn from them
that the lorig-suffering litde country is
slowly xrf‘ftlllk back to its own. though it
kes one sbiver when the thought of all
t has (o be done occnrs o ihe m

1 zaw another letter from Antwe
uther day. Li
cities, but in certain disty
fion s awful.  Years mi
the hr..\.o nition

BAGGY IN BELGIUM.

Olympic Games apart, T should like fo
have Baggy's impression of Diussels.
where the sprouts and the carpeis come
from. ITuw to get Trimble tly is the
ost too wide for <ome
ow litile eourts of the capita
od o gaily before the Batile
of W ul(‘l!un

wondovfull ¢

nnl =y it

notwitictanding the fact that T mot the
very lu.ngha- l:nehleuL that  ever

slistened on a grill in the city where

athedral of Ste, G 1f- isex <0 beauti-
fully, and wheve prowling guides want
to thow you a heap of lung- ¥you can
laok at very easily withoui (hnh‘!n or any
trouble at all,

Brussels makes one think of
very smart and ecomfortable in
ol up-rowdate toans. Cer
theatres used o laak

1w

ething
he way
tainly one of its
awfu You

were there on a vainy night the pit and
stalls w dotted with umbrellag, which
sadly impeded the view of the folks
nd. But certainly Baggy, sampling
the kind of dinner which is thr- vogue in
Brussels, would provide un interesting
picture. He would be eatisfied—for the
leathery £teak is seldom met with—

be would he interesting on the subj
the battleticlds of Wellington's day.

k" NUMBER ONE!"

The correspondent acrcss the Channel,
wants u
the

10 whom [ have just referred,

copy of the first number of GEM,

alsa the ~ Magnet,” but T am
not any nanner of tse advertis
then. If any reader poss s these rare
specitens. and feels  disposed to sell
thea, he should communicate with Miss
Yvonue Frabril. 389, Warerloo  Street,
Antwerp,

Jut., o= a matder of fact, the old copies
are beyond re; Here and there one
may ml-t but it is treasured up—hound

. most ik The awner
has ~nmeﬂm:g whicli is as
st i modern conveyanes,

SIDCUP WANTS TO KNOW.
‘o is no Jack of interest shown in
from Sidcup.  The writer asks
ages of the whole crowd of (lie

e will hm! w wood many of

Th
@ letter

for ihe
characte

thése details in the * Haliday Annual

which is o surt of text-book for the

stories, Dbesides being a record  liction
Lo, The average age is Gifteen, and

Fifteen answers most pu

e i, -
en G: < not happen’
v

poses, and w
know
as with 1

o

e Pl of ML
did ot Kpew

r L‘Iu\\‘
'
g the monber of things

= to know when he is quite
wn the years roll an,

k »‘mueh wore, but,

1 . inner <colf that hi 0

ton  on nesy anbjects s cling
i The wam who knows nows

Iways kuows the most,
i osomd sart of conapli.

om e clever yeader at
un not going o say that he
as siruck 17 Arey ta lhe life, for I prefor
the trath, bu a likeness ta 1he
move superh ullm lie is dressed
up vegardless, and iz going ont to tea in
company with his dandiest cane of ihe
aded kind.

Most folks have & good word for Gus-
tavns—not wl. Same think he is lacka-
uisical, and wastes time because he talks
in a hit of i draw]l. The opinfon seens
ta be that he has quite overlnoked the
suge advive of the song:

T i mopey and moncy. is time,
1 go f:)rgerung 1t.
Always get ax mueh money s you camy
But dow't get * time " for zrnmng it

Cassy
money,

has no sordid wor
Lord Easiwood has
the nobleman in question
generous.
feel impatient with I Arey for his slow-
ness of speech. Well, he can hardly help
that,

And it is not invariably the glib talkers

pretty

13
But many 1ende|s do say they

who are givst the post.  See what
happens with some of the heroes who
ha wor ey were

Gussy ulways

deliburate 5
hnailed and intervupted.

heing verbaily

This i+ gioi guite faiv. Lisien to him
ying to inake a speech.  After the first
few words="he is howled down, but his _

adversavies do not dislike him because of
this fuible on his part

It is often enough o xign of c\home
popularity when a chap is -lmmpd at-the
very moment Lie r o say a few well-
chusen woii~. Same of tl .uppeals to
get o with the washing, or get to the
aind vain,

e empiy

i} Alow whe scems to be a slow
tuttker, and who appears to waste othor
folks’ tmue, my be. and often is. ene of
the I eliers to the goal. And

Ilenry the
always actnd this way
o ane Ly one all who
Lnit defeat.

Hice
iels,
apposed him had io

A NEW PAPER.
ehum
wsinialisly
o do s
howff a fow
pgg - vosult that the thing is
Tt is not all q(nte so simple.
supporter in * Modort Athens ™
Waniks a paper whiclr will deal evelusively

imagines
rew weckly
fo touch w
ovders, with

done.

with 1% Convicnay & Co. Tiis not o
bad notion. 1 shall be on the qui vive
for fresh poss i

T facr, mr-pm has

veally no limiv at since the
late Mr. Willintn Caxton interestod King
Edward the Fou with his oxhibitions
printing. theve has becn. very natuyr-
disposition to write ub the news of
The paper is 1he ouly means of
wotting into tonch with lurge numbers of
people. The man who wants te—say
something has to write it down. If Lo
tried to tulk to ever body his Jarynx
wonld soon give out. T um always glad
o see new papers.
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CHAPTER 1.
Startiing News !
1] UCK up!” said Tom Mervy,
“Wun like * anythin’, deah
;: gasped Arthur Augustus
grasping his topper just
az a gust of wind threatened to take it.
A party of eight juniors ;ped up R_\\'ir

combe Lane, making towards St. Jim's.
‘They were Tom Merry, Mauners and
b "heee, -

Lowther, the errible also
Roginald Talbot of the Shell, ard Jack
Biake, D'Arcy, Herries and. Dighby, the
chums of the Fourth.

Dusk was now deepening, and shadows |

Fathered at the sides of the quiet country
ane,

The St. Jim's juniors put their best foet
foremost, and sped up the lave asz though
they were on the cinder-path.

“Bai Jovel” gasped D'Arcy. “We'll
be locked out if we dor't huwwy, deuh

ys !

“Paggles will be locking the gates
now.” grunted Blake. “Oh, Bust the
Inck!”

- The stately edifice of 8t. Jim's came
in sight over the trees, and next minute
they were ‘dashing up to the school gates,

All eight halted as they were con-
fronted by closed gates. .

"Dishei diddled, und don: grovled
Blake, “The gates are shut!"”

“Oh, ewumnbs !

The juniors stood outside in the gloom
and looked glumly at each other.

They had beeu over to the Theatre
Royal, at Wayland, to see the perfor-
mauce of * Hamlet.” Coming out of the
theatre alter the performance, a large
raseting had been in progress in the High
Street, and the janiors had lingered to
“see the fu:,"” as Monty Lowther had
expressed it. :

It was a meeting held under the
auspices of the Nutional Mass Production
Society, and there had been some stirring
scenes at the meeting. Tom Merry & Co.
had been keenly interested, and had quite
forgotten the fime. Consequentiy, when
they had discovered their turdiness, they
had set out at top-speed for St. Jim's,
fearful that the gates would be locked
ere they arrived. |

-And now their fears were confirmed,

QOh, hang:" growled Tom Merry, “I|noting the gliat in Blake's eyes. “I
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wish we hadu't stayod to that rotten
meeting! Other chaps from the ‘school
were theve, and I spotted Rateliff, too,
but they cleared off before us. Tt means
more lin &

, chaps!
Blake groaned.
“And we've had ¢

ho ‘said.  “WWell, ¢

Let’s ring the bell.”

Talbot pulled the bell-rope, and the
clang of the gate-bell rang out loudly on

sugh lines lately,”
+'s no help for it!

the eveuing air.

Soon the rumbling steps of Taggles,
the porter, were heard, aud then Taggles
himself appeared, with a jingling bunch
of keys, growling and gmmlﬁ‘

“Oh " suid Taggle: i
gates and allowed
= Which these is fine car

L to _enter.
. I roust
More noosance than

say! Young rips!
they're worth! Which yow are all to
report to Mr. Ruailton bat once! Them

was my instructions!”

Dolefully the eight belated juniors
en d the gates, and Taggles set about
locking up again after them.

“Which you all hort to be whipped.
that's wot I says!” growlad Taggles,
surly having bLeen s d from his
comfortable kitchen, blazing fire, and
his beloved gin bottle. *“As I've allus
said, all boys should be drownded at
birth, and-—-""

“(Oh, rats!" snapped Blake, and he
jammed the porter’s hat down tight over
his eyes.

“Yarooogh!" ronrsd Tagules.
‘at, I—"

“Ha, ha, ha,!” roared the St. Jim’s
juniors, and they wended their wayward
footsteps mcross the Cloze and up  the
Hchool House steps, leaving Taggles
spluttering and struggling with his hat.

They were met in the hull by Aubrey
Racke, CUrooke and DMel the black
sheep of the School House,

Aubrey Racke & Co. grinned as they
saw Tom Merry & Co. and Jack Blake
& Co. come 1n.

*Hallo, dear Loys'" remarked Racke
insolently.. “Been to the meetin’ and got
a bit late—what?"”

“Mind your ovwn business!”
Blake.

“Railton's waiting for you with a fine
stout  swisher!” pursued acke, not

-y

“Ary

growled

Theee-halfpence.

A Magnificent, Long, Complete Story dealing
with the Adventures of Tom Merry and Co. at

St, Jim’s,

By Martin Clifford.

;eckou ':-omcbody will cop it extrernely
s

“Correct, Racke, and you're the soma
body!" suid Bluke grimly. *Grab him.
Tomrmy "

Tom Merry andl Blake fell upon Racks
and bumped him over on the hard floor.
Racke sent up a yell of rage and pain,
calling apon his cronies to assist him.

But Crooke and Mellish stood asjde
and grinned as Racke smote the floor.

“There!” said Blake. “Now I feel
more ready for the fray with Railtonl
Come on, boys, and prepare for a

wigging "
Tom Merry & Co. and Juck Blake &
ke to pick himself up, and
upstairs to their House:

master’s study
as Blake had exp:
- ¢ tapped at the door, and

Tom Merry
the deep voice of. Mr, Raiiton invited
them to enter.

Looking very apologetic, they all
crowded mto the room.

Arthur  Angustus  D'Arcy was  just

about t& constitute himself spokesman
and explain the situation with his usual
tact and iudgment. when the sight of
snother master in the room made him
pause,

The other master with Mr. Railton
was Mr. Horace Rateliff, the master of

the New House. ; .
“Ah!"” exclaimed Mr. Ratcliff, as the
juniors entered, “These boys were
the meeting, 0 perhaps they can es-
plain.”
The chums of

the School House shot

astonished, inguiring glances at both
masters, - .
“Merry,” said Mr, Railton, in a guiet,

grave e, “have you bhoys just re
}umed frora that --er--meeting at Way-
and¥"”

“Yes, sir,” spoke up the Captain of
the Shell. “We—we were so interested
in the procesdings thut we quite forgor
the time, and, when we discovered thal
wo were late, we hwrried back as quickly

as we could.’

“1 see,” said Mr. Railton. “Now,
listen to me, boys. Mr. Ratcliff was also
at the meeting, and he tells me ihat while
he was there, somebody in the crowd
appropriated his gold watch

Tue GrM Lisnary.
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«] had my pocket picked!” snarled
the bad-tempered master of the New
‘House. - My valuable gold hunter watch
was stolen flom me by somebody in the
crowd, and I have my suspicions that it
was a boy from. this school 1”

The juniors in_Mr, Railton’s study
stared at Mr. Rateliff nﬁhast. .

“ Wha-a-a-at?’ ejaculated Blake, in g
slrained voice. ‘ You—you don’t suspect
one of us, Mr. Ratcliff?”

Mr. Rail-

“Blake, my lad——" began

on.
“'Please let me speak, Mr. Railton,”
interposed Me, Ratclifi icily, “The
watch was not on a chain, and nobody.
unless he knew of the presence of the
watch in my pocket, would search in my
waistcoat pocket for a watch. The boys
of this scgoo(oi know that I am in the
habit of carrying the watch without a
thain, and—and—-"

“And you suspect us of stealing it?”
demanded Tom Merry, striding forwa
and fixing a stéady, searching gaze upon
the master.

AMr. Railtow’s face was clouded and
troubled, and he laid a restraining hand
on Tom’s arm.

“Merry,” he said quietly, *“Mr. Rat-
cliff_does not_mean—-"

“T mean this, Mr. Railton!”” snapped
My, Ratchiff venomously, * These [hoya
were in the crowd near me, and I main-
tain that only a person aware of my

habit of wearing that watch could
possibly have stolen it.”
“Bai e! interposed  Arthur

o
Augustus D' Arey, jamming his= menacle
into his eve and swrveying the master
frigidly. through it. **Mr. Wateliff. as
you are a mastah, it is my dutay to offah
gou some wespect, but undah the cires..
feel nothin’ but uttah contempt and
angah at the feahful accusation you have
bwought against us! I would point out,
moweovah--—""
. “Bilence, T'Arcy!” »aid Mr. Railton.
in a tense voice.
to see why you have any grounds for
suspecting theso lads of being connected
with the di.-'ull:pn.lmuce of your watch.
known_ to both Doctor

They are wel
Holmes and myself as thoroughly honest,
upright boys.” and the character they
bear at this school has ever been of the
best. "I cunnot_believe that they took
your watch, and suggest that you com-
municate with the police at once. and =et
them on the track of the pickpocket who
must have been in the crowd.”

My, Rateliff panted with rage and Ly,

“Very well,”” he said in concentrated
accents. “I shall acguaint the police of
the theft of my watch, and, if t!‘ne crime
is bronght home to a boy at_this school,
then I shall not be responsible for the
consequent. disgrace. As you refuse to
make adequate inquiries, Mr, Railton,
among the boys whom I suspect, the
blama shall rest upon your shouldevs!’

Mr. Ratcliff darted a venomous look

upon the bays and upon Mr. Railton, t

and, without another word, he strode
h?\? thf{ r_nknm. i

Mr. Railton turned, with a grim
troubled countenance to the bo_\-s.E !

* Boys,” he said, “I am sorry that Mr.
Ratcliff has bronght such an accusation
against vou, and I assure you that I do
not for one moment endorse his belief,
You should not mix with political
tneﬂhnig.-, however, when you see them
being held in publie—-"

“It wasn't a politic
Bpoke up - D . “The speakah
belonged to tl ational Mass Pwodue-
tion Society, an’ hLe was speakin’ of
the urgency of incweased pwoduction
thwoughout the countwy. 1e pointed
put that only by utilisin’ evewy asset,
and by weclamin® twaste assets, could

Tur Gey Lisasr.—No. 632.

meetin’, sir,”

“My. Ratcliff, I fail |

Gweat Bwitain hope to pwespah. He
said it was cvewy person’s dutay to
pwevent waste, and buck into the work
of makin’ use of evewything, and
incwease pwoduction, and—-

“My hat!” breathed Monty Lowther.
“Gusiy is like Teunnyson's brook, he’ll
run on for ever at this rate.”

Mr. Railton was smiling. .

“Indeed, D’Arcy 7 he said.  “Well, 1
have 1o doubt that there is much wisdom
in those words, but you should have
thought of school discipline first, and
not have lingered. You boys will take
a hundred lines cacih for being late,
aud as regards Mr. Ratdifi’s wateh-
I—1 think that the least said upon the
subject now. the better, You iy go.”

“Thank you, sir!”

And the chums of the School House
went, bubbling over with suppressed
excitement and indignation.

When they were outside, they gave
vent to their feelings.

“Well, that takes the giddy biscuit !
said Monty Lowther. *Of all the out-
siderg--—' R

“Raity ought to be scragged ™ said
Herries,

Tom Merry's hrow w
his eyes glinted angrily.

“Thank goonduess R
store by what he says
of the Shell quietly.
¢liff would dream

us clouded, and

cn takes no
«nid the captain
Nobody but Rat-
of us taking the

watch.” )
“Whathah not, deah b said
D' Avcy warmly. [ contidah Wat-

i 9
Ciff @ wank wottak, and if he had said

much moah I shonld have felt it m.
painful dutay to admi uh a feahful
thwashin®.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«T wonder,” muitered Blake thought-
| fully — X wonder— _ You _know.
Racke and Crooke and Chowle and

Clampe were in that crowd, and were
quite close to Ratclifi at oue time. 1
remember it guire well now, and these
shady votters are more likely to have
i boned the watch than-thau ns.”

“Perhaps so0.” said Tom Aerry
quietly. *“Dut it’s no business of ours,
Blake. If Clampe or any of his set
of votters took Rateliff’s watch, let them
keep it for all I care, aud let Ratty find
‘omy out—that's all.  After what Rat-
Cliff has said about us. ler's have
nothing to do with the marter. Let it go
s own way.

¥ Yaas, wid G A
| quite  apy merhe Tom
Mewwy. ¢ Let him go
an’ eat coke

“Hear, hear!”

They made their way into the Com-
mon-room. and found it a buzz of
excited conversation.

Baggy Trimble, rhe Peeping Tom of
the Fourth, had, Ly some neans or
other, gleaned the news aud imparted
it to one and all.

All eyes were turned npon Tora Merry
& Co. as they came i

“Hallo, you chay called Kangarvoo.
“YWhat's this about Ratty having his
wateh pinched in w vrowd ut Wayland?
Is it true*”

Fes, it is true,”
v

said Tom Merrvy

a “And T jolly glud he lost
it :
“Why?"
“He’s had the k to suspact one of

us of tdking rtb A said  Tom
Merry hotly. “As if either of us would
want_ his mouldy watch!”

“My hat!”

_Quite & clamour urose it this informa-

tion. A

“T ook heré,” said Jack Blake, looking
grimly round the room. ““if there is any
fellow here who thinks we took that
watch, let him speak up!”

Nobody spoke for a while. 3B
WOF course we know there’s nothing
in what Ratty says!” said Levison.
“Ratelif's a cad, and he deserves to
lose Lis watch. ?I" speak for all of you

“Hear, hear!”

“@ood " said «Tom Meriy,  still
frowning. “I don't care who fodk the
watch ! I'll take no interest in the case
whatever! Rateliff and his watch can go
to hang, and good luck to both of 'em b

“Ha, ha, ha ! . k

Aubrey Racke was there, surrounded
by Crooke and Chowle and Mellish.
The eyes of all four were gleaming.

“T suppose he didn’t accuse a{? of us
of taking the ticker, did he, Mexry?”
grinned Racke in a carcless, easy
manner. “We were there, ¥'know.”

Tom Merry looked quickly at the eads
of the School House, but he saw that
they were all confidence and bravado.

“He didn’t say anything about you,™
he said quietly. * Although——"

« Although what*" demanded Racke.

Tom Merry bit his lip and turned
away.
“Nothing,” be seid shortly, “I don’t’
care who took the wateh! ~The thief
can have it, and serves Ratly right.
Hang Ratcliff !”

“Heah, heah "

CHAPTER 2.
A Great Idea.
¢ °VE been thinkin', deah boys—" .
I Jack Blake, Hervies, and
Digby looked up in surprise as
their noble chum delivered
Limself thus.
“Pve been thinkin'--—"
“Go hon!” grinned Blake. “You

shouldn’t exert youvsell to that extent,
Gussy.” .

wp_» " .

“Ii's not good for you, vou know,"”
said Blake, with' a sage shake of the
head. “So nnusual for you, Gus”

“Weally, Blake—"

“Don't do it again, old chap,” said
Blake earnestly. *You never know--it
might turn your brain.”

Herries and Digby chuckled, whilst
the mnoble Avthur ~Augustus D'Arcy
glared most homicidally at Blake.

“Look heah, you chump, Blake,”
began D’Arcy heatedly. Theah's no
necessity for you to wot—-""

“I'm not going to rot—not just yef,
at any rate,” replied Blake cheerfully.
“But, setting all jokes aside, Gussy,
what have you been thinking about®”

“That meeting-—--"

Blake groaned.

_ “Don’t get _on that tack, Gussy,” he
implored.  “We've all agreed to give
that matter the giddy go-by, und let
Ratty find his own wateh.” .

“Yaas, but I wasn't goin’ to discuss
that mattah, deah boys,” said the swell
of St. Jim's. “It's a maitah of much
gweatal impm‘tnnce."

“Oh!” said Blake.
your chest, old son!”

“ Ahem ! coughed Gussy, by way of
a beginning. _“I suppose you heavd
what that speakah chap said yesterda
about waste, and utilising evewythin’,
you know.”

““Hear hear ! said Blake. “So that's
what you've been thinking about #**

“Vgaas, wathah! T--—%

“Brave, Gussy!” chuckled Blake
“fle’s going to wear out all his old
toppers and suits, buy no more faney
socks undl the others simply fall off his
feat, use ap all his collection of stunning
neckties——" E
“Ha, hs, ha!” .

“YWeally, Blake!” exclaimed Gussy,

“Then get it off
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Ratclif¥,  and—and—'

«The boys of this schcol know that 1 am in the habit of oar
'« and you suspect us of stealing it? "
fixing a steady, searching gaze upon the master (sce chapter 1).

ying the watch without a chain,” said Mr.
demanded Tom Merry, striding forward and

blinking at his humorous leader through

his monocle, “I didu't mean—"
“What!” exclaimed Blake, in sur-

“Tsn't that what you were driv-

g at?
“Aliern! Nunno; not exactly, deah
boy,” replied Gussy.  “I was contem-
platin’ something fuh more important.
If you fellahs listen to me, I'll tell you.”

“\We're in for another Sermon!”
growled Herries, with a wry look.

“No, we're not,” said Blake. “We'll
give Gussy exactly five minutes to wag
bis chin. Now then. fire v, Guesy I

“Bai Jove, T pwot

“Yes,” said Blake, “That's

what the speaker johmny was doing—
protesting.”

D'Arcy glowered, seemed to swallow
something in his throat, and proceeded.

“Well, you sillay chumps, T'll explain
a3 bwiefly as poss,” he seid.  *“You know
theah is a waste piece of land at this
schoe!, behind the pavilion?”

“Yes,” said Blake wonderingiy.
“What's that got to do with it?”

“Yote!” said Gussy warmly, “My
ideah is, to convert that waste piece of
land into an allotment.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“We'll have a School Iouse Allot.
ment, deah boys,” said D’Arcy impres-
gively.

Blake, Uerries, and Digby stared at
their noble chum in great astonishment.

“You see,” went on D'Arey, Tming
1o his theme, “at limes like the pwesent,
when theah is a universal shortage. and

X

the world's wes are at an
twemely low ebb, it is the dutay of evew,
patwiotic DBuwitish citizen to put

shouldah to the wheel and utilise evewy
means at his disposal to incwease pwo-
duction. and eliminata all the waste pos-
sible !

“Cug-good_Leavens!" gurgled Blake,
blinking at Gussy in_amazement.  “It
sounds like a gramophone !”

“Pyway don’t wot, deah boy!™ said

*Arcy severely. It is & mest sewious
mattah, I assuah you. Arnong mos!
othah commodities, vegetables are at
pwesent fetchin’ pwohibitive pwices, We
eat vegetables at this school—"

“De we?” murmured Digby.

“Yaas, Dighav, we do!"” said Gussy,
with asperite, * We eat vegetables heah
evewy day, and vegetables cost money ("

“Go hon!” grinned Blake.

Gussy glared at Blake, and proceeded.
amidst three subdued chuckles. -

“Vegetables cost money,” said Gussy,
as if that was a great discovery he had
just made, or a most difficult problem in
Euclid he had just worked out, “aad it
is our dutay to cut down the schooi c-
pIenseg, as rauch as possible. Theahfozh

“Frgo!” grinned Biake.

“Thealifoah !" said Giussy warmly, “I
am going to suggest that that waste piece

Tre_GEM LiBragy.—No. 3
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of land behind the pavilion on Big Side
be converted into an allotment, for the
purpose of pwovidin’ the school supply
of vegetables.  Don't you think it's a
\upEn' ideah, dvali boysi*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Blako, Herries, and Dighy roaved

“Weally, I uttahly fail to
for wibald mewwiment!”
,Gussg, in great wrath.

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled Blike.
d'you think is going to work ik
nsent—TugFles? i

“Cevtainly mot ! peplid  Clussr,
“We'd do the work ouahselves!”

“Oh, oh!”

Jack Blake & Co. veased fo smile,

* Dan't you see how we'll wark it, deah
boyst? asked Gussy, “We'd doevote
ouah whole ettention to workin’ on the
allotment— on half-holidays, and befeah
bwekkah in_the momin’s, and aftah tea
in the evenin’, you know. ¥'d purchase
iho seeds, and I weckon that in a month’s
time we'd have gwown enough veget-
ables to supply the school with gwub 1™

Blake dvew a deep breath, and ap-
peared thoughtful.

“My hatl” he breathed, ufter a
moment’s reflection.  ** There might be
something in -Gussy’s wheeze, afier all,
it would, of course, he run by School
Touse fellow: 22 G

““Yaas, wathal!™”
_Augustus D’Arcy. “See what a knock
*in eye it would he for Figgine & Co.,
deah boys!”

H'm!" said Blake, “What da zon
<haps think i

* Not such o bad wheere—for Glussye 7
said Herries,.

“Weally, Hewwies——-"

“Thera might be something i it.”
marked Dighy.

“AN wight,”
ulong, chaps, let's acquain
of our prize ass’ wheezo!
thinks there might be somet
efémi \I\:e’ﬂ_ agle {;_\illton‘s permi
atart digging straight away.”

e Hﬁ,gl?a, i !? £ )
_And_the herocs of the . Fourth left
Study No. 6, and mnade their war to Tom
Merry's study, which was No, 12 in the
“hell passage.

Tom Merry & Co. were ai homie, and
ihey listened in silence while Gussy ex-
plained his scheme.,

Tom Merry & Co, seemed impressed.

“ By gad, Gussy, T think you've hit on
rether a jopping wheey, wos Tom

chirrupesdd  Arthur

, aud

Merry's hearty comment.  “It would
mean cutting fuoter a bil; but, as you
point. out, it is for ‘a patriotic purpose,
and if we grow cabbages and potatoes
and onions, and things like that, the
Tlecad is sure to be pleased.”

“Yes, it's not halt a bad idea,” nodded
Manners,

** Ount of the niouths of babes
know !* grinned Monty Lowther,

The Fourth-Formers glared.

“Weally, Lowthah, I considah that an

!, you

aspersion upon myself 17 said D’Ave
severely, " Howevah, 1 have othal

Y . e
moah important mattahs in hand than
that of givin® you o feahful thwashin’,

BO—

“Oh, goedi® breathed Towlher, in
mack relictf.

“Fm < ~twajght away to Mr, Wail-

ton, explain to him how pauwiotic it is
to use np all waste wesources, an’ ask
him whethah we can cultivate the waste
piece of gwound behind Big Side
pavilion as a school allotment.”™

“Bravo, Gussy ! said Blake. “ Yon
ave tho man for that job! Put it to Rail-
ton nicely, wen't yon 7

‘(‘lig‘a&s. \\'nrhull '
and judgment,

"Igla,ﬁm, ha t”

And Gussy, feeling very important,
sallied forth to interview Mr, Railion.

Tom Merry & Co, and Jack Blake &
o, discussed the matter while Gussy was
away, and agreed that it would be quite
a new thing fo start o school allotawent,

aml b would no donbt
COvy « their
New Hou,
Avthae gustus D Avey  rvetnrned

from his interview with the Housemusrer,
and Lis aristocratic face was wreathed
in smiles.

“All sewene, deah hoys!” he said.
“Waiitan torned up reumps like o
Twojan. e seemed wathah giomsed av

first, but when 1 pointed
almost ewiminal it is now
vahublo land, he g

1f ko him how
lay- to waste
Te said that,
anythin’, the
gond, and- and keep

i
even if we didin't gwow
work would do us
us out of mischief !

ghing.
show
of turning
vhen we do

av.

Railton that we are ecapable

our work to goed accaunt
e

pd when shall we st 2™ jagnioed
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“Let mo see,” said Tom Merry, -“T
better post a notics up, telling the.f
lows what's on, and asking them to lend
their assistance in the digging of ths
ground. There are plenty of tools in the
wood-shed. and the gardener could fins

us some more. 1 reckon w
the job ht away-—-that i
afternoo

il Blake. “This will be &
sa for the others, won't

" "

“Yaas, wathah!" chirruped D" Areyy
“We'll gwow potatoes like anythin’,
deah boys!"

And, uotice having been writfen
out, it was posted on the schocl notice-
ing the boys of the School ©

hoard, infor
Ilonse, Sheil and Fourth, that work was

to be commenced te-movrow morning
upou the School House Alletment!l
CHAPTER 3.
At Work.

“I'l-'S canght on!” chnehled Tom
M

orry.
“Like a charm!”

Lowther. N 5
“Yaas, wathah!™ chimed in
Augustus D'Arey.  “1 fecl quite

tic in this clobbah, bai Jove
“Ha, ba, ha!” ;
The noble swell of 8t. Ji
vather ‘a curions nspect,
pauy with a ¢ £
Shell and Fouor
Honse siops next
Wedne and a hali-he at Bk
Jim's, . '
In place of a yglistening topper, Arthur
Augustis wore a tweed cap, W ich, bein
several sizes too large for him. bunel
up somewhat round his cars, and gave
him & curious appearance,
Ciussy had also discarded
imaenlate attiee,
1 old Rugby jacl

sleoat, SOTE
trou: old Joots.
* Anythin” will do for the
deah boye,”  said  Gussy

a large gavder

You clumay ass!” shricked

Digby., skipping out of the way of

Gussy’s fork.  © You nearly had my nose
it

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Guasy biinked at Dighy, and the others
roared. ]

Fvery bev in the Feurth and Shell—
with the exception of Racke and Crooke
and Mellish, and other slackevs of that
kidney—had adopted the idea of an
allotment with great enthusiasni. «

All mamner of weird and wonderfnl
implements had been unecarthed, dis-
carded clothes had been dragged oar, and
that afternoon practically all the Fourth
and Shell were sallying forth to the vear
of the pavilion on Big Side,
commence digging operations.

Tom Merry & Co. led the way, in

“Yow!

there to

P

company with Jack Blake & Co., and a |

whale Frucession of grinming juniors
followed, each bearing his own particular
gardening implement.

Tom Merry had a spade, Monty Low-
ther had a huge shovel borrewed froin
Taggles, Mauners had o hoe. Pickaxes,

shovels, trowels, ~gardening forks, and
even pitehforks were distribited liberally
among the juniors, who, in their old
zarments, were ardent for the work

before them,
“Ha, ha, lia!" chortled Walix D'Avcy,
who, at the head of a tronpe of fags,

had turned out to watch the fun. ** Look
at old Gussy! Looks like o navyy,’
doesn’t he?™ i

“Bai  Jove, Wallay, you young
boundah ! exclumed I Arvey  ajor,

wheeling round with the gardening fork
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““ Oh, deah !’ gasped Qussy, as a stream of hot gar surged over his legs. © Yawooogh! Oh, bai Jove! P'li
slaughtah you, you——" ¢ Racke!'’ howled Blake, and jumped in the air fike a very dervish In ofder to
escapo the Inr (Sse Chapter 3.)

and‘ glaring at his grinuing minor. [ the torf will soon be off! This way, lhe;r work, and much turf was shifted

*Please wefwain fwom makin’ jokes! | chaps!™” from the top of the allotment.
We are doing a patwiolic and ‘useful ﬂy,a,’ m,mahl Work like niggahs, Work had progrossed merrily for about
dutay, bai Jove!” deah b | half an_hour, when a party of New
““Ha, ha, ha!” Soon lne and twenty fellows, aymed | House juniors, headed by the mighty
The patch of grouud at the rear of | with all manner of implem were { George I“B’K"” "'“l'“ll;(‘)l upon *"}‘; Boena
the pavilion was covered \\|II| grase. It | hacking away ot the gra own field, { and gazed upon the labourers with many

Ul field, since | determined to strip the ficld ‘of all its G':”‘ and (:3“"3"1“-
v, us yet, | turf or |_ vish in the attempt Hallo!” grinned ,Figgins,
to gel it np-in small | Faithful henchmen, Kerr and W

hiad stood there, guite a sn
time immemozial, and no
bad found any particular use for it.

But the heroes of the Lower School at | square 'ufls " sard Kangaroo. whe was “J‘lil‘ h“'; ']‘ l"“ for worms!
8t. Jim’s looked upon the patch of green | pe rlorming wondrons feats of valowr with "Ee La, “_‘“ 3 2
-sward with businessliko cyes, and, doff- | a large q;;ve in coalzhovels. *“Hee how uzz o ggins I snapped Tom

Merry crossly,:lifting a rather grimy, faco
to glare at b-s rival from across the way.
b \’\a re by !

ing -their coats and tuck up their | it’s denc?”
sleeves, set to work with u vight good “0Oh. we kuow ! said Moriy Tawther,
will, to femove the grass, dig up the pile up the pi of turf at the
soil, plant secds, and grow vegotables, v ** 8o it Seems ! " grinned Figgins, * But
Herbert Skimpole, ithe genius of | **Thai’s Lhe idea!” ;‘1:?{,,;:125 f’:z I:‘T: st :'-1; for
oll, was lt terc. iﬁ:!\ N!‘Ihid a1 Jack Blake & Co. wived info : 43
his hand, which he con- ss 3 3
¥ oa lmmn of lis mighty ‘{1‘15' bkrg",pilc,p.l.‘]l.:‘fltl.‘:o [‘IJI-L\ E:r‘\]:ig from Ch('!ued th: o
"!} op ;"'e'}:'ﬁ"‘ theiv newly acquired i!otm(‘m “Take no notiv- uf the silly chum:
o ‘E\;?nah:():ol\ﬁﬁ A crowd of clnekl suid,Tom Me; d-““‘"?- his fellow
= gathered around the alls o‘imem dig *Thex’re only will

Lew to run the :
siit on  scientific cultural u{)niuuou" and mar \tmm the wuid\ piteh

g
srlaool.e!lm-
Schoul  Eouse allon:
priuciples.

“Well,” observed Tom 3 3 o
o his spade and - glanc - “Co it, Gus! ,‘1‘0”1 d N
round him, *there seems to be l)h.ulj **Look at your finger-nails-
[m'(:E all of lus to do. 1 say, Blake, you § tent a“”l'
and your chaps start at the top end, and Teader T o
wo Shell fellows will start at the bottom "“ ﬂts' d Arthur Avgustus, with a “[;:,‘é (\‘:,1‘:; ta“,ﬂe “a“(lﬁ-?;)]:g ]‘:]r:;sr:i;mu,?d &
end. The first job is to shift tho turf, | disdainful snu‘l ad Le plicd Lis fork that's all. Tt's f'u,,,.‘ to watch the littls
an il race cach other. Is it on?” with much vigour. fellows digging away at the dirt. 1 ex-
At i2!” said Blake solemnly, ¢ And The St. Jim's gardencrs warmed to &m’ GeM Lisriry.—No. 632.

tillers of the soil.

'L'G’"ls glnled at Tom Merry, and hiz
danms looked wrathful,
€ Cheeky snorted the
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pect Giessy will fetch a pail of water in a
minite, and they’l! all start making mud-
caq 11

pies!

“Ha, ha, ha!” >

“Pai  Jove, Figgins, you uttal
chump ! exclaimed the swell of St
Jim’s, groping for his monocle and look-
ing sternly through it. " Pway wun away
and play, and don’t bothah ! "We're busy
cultivatin’ ouah allotment !”

“Qh, an allotment, is it?” gasped
Figgins, opening wide his eyes in mock
surprise, ‘*\What the merry thump do
you reckon to grow on that—bananas?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

b ere, you rotters!”
Blake, turning a red and wrathful
countenance towards the scoffers. *If
you don’t clear off mighty sharp, we'll
sling‘n few of these lumps of turf. at

Jove, ihat's a good ideah,
Dlake I’* cried Gussy. “Theah's plentay
of ammunition, deah ‘boys!”

The 8chool  House allotmenteers
brightened up at this suggestion, and
many hands reached out towards the
various piles of turf.

Figgins & Co. saw this manceuvre, and
backed hastily away.

“ Better cut off, chaps!” said Figgins,
eyeing the School House fellows ner-
vously. “Leave the little chaps to pley
with their divt! Come on!”

And the New Hou
off, leaving Tom Me
Blake to pur
labours uninterruptediy. .

Many came to look on and give adv
i was refused, without thm
Many came to scoff, and others to de

hooted

fellows sauntered
& Co. and Jack
e their manual

e
amusement from watching the juniors at

their work; but Tom Merry & Co. and
Jack Blake & Co. turned deaf ears unt
all the gibes, and energetically d
et their allotment, stipping it of
wverdant covering.

Meanwhile, there were other eneniics,
hesides Figgins & Co., out to make a
farce of the School House eraze for
digging.

These fellows were Aubrey Racke,
Crooke, Chowle, Clampe, Scrope, and
Mellish. The black shep of St. Jim's
wero hovering in the region of the wood-
thed. They iaﬂ a little plot on hand.

“As soon as we can nab that tar-
hoiler we'll do it,” said Racke. **Rather
Jucky- for .us that Taggles and the
1 ener happen to be tarring the bike-
ﬁaed rrof. He's got the complete piddy
tar-beiling machine round there behind
the woodshed, and I beligve he and the
gardener have knocked for the after-
noon. If we can get hold of that tar,
we'll give that merry allotment a cover-
ing of it, and—my hat!—won't Tom
Merry & Co, get mad!” -

‘“He, ho, he !” sniggered Mellish and
Chowle and Clampe.

Five minutes later, when the roast was
elear, Racke, Crocke, and Chowle
Avheeled the tar-boiling machine out from

behind the woodshed, and trundled it

Lehind the housekeeper’s block, iowards
the pavilion on Big Side.

From where Tom Meiry & Co. were
working, Aubrey Racke and his con-
federates were obsoured from view by
means of the pavilion. A senior match
between the Fifth and Sixth was in“pro-
frress on Big Side, so that Racke & Co.
rarried out their manceuvres without
being discovered.

Behind the bushes at the side of the

vilion, screened from view by a_small
ence, the eneaks of the Lower School
nnchored the tar-boiling apparatus, and
Mellish stoked up the fire.

“She's full of tar, and it's nice and
liquefied!"”  grinned acke. “We'll
shova the giddy hose through that hole

TeE GeM Liparr.-No. 632,

‘| looke:

in the fence and spring the tar on them
by surprise. From where we are, we can
shoot it at all angles, all over the place
and any chap who tres to get at us will
lret‘ei\'e the tar in his chivvy! Ha, ha,
ha 1"

The young rascals chuckied hugely in
anticipation of their little jape.

At the other side the fence, Tom
Merry & Co. and Jack Blake & Co. were
still very busily toiling at the seil. Most
of the turf was now off, piled in small
squares in heaps along the side of the
allotment.

*Ready 1" asked Racke, inscrting the
hesepipe through a lhole in the fence,
and directing it upen the newly-dug
ground.” ** Turn the tap on, Crooke!”

“What-ho!” said Crocke; and he
turned the tap which released the tar.

Out it Aowed in a long, steady
stream, and Tom Merry & gﬂ nearly
jumped clear of the ground when they
found that tar was being distributed over
their_allotm

“Well, 'm jiggered I gasped the cap-
tain of the Shell. “JT—eh? Mum-my
hat! You—you cads

Tom Merry caught sight of Racke &
Co., whose heads appeared over the

It

. “Ha, ha, ha!" reared Racke, direct-
ing the hosepipe so that the tar shot out

in all directions over the groud. * We're
irrigating b ddy allotment, Merry!
Ha, ha, b . ;
“Ob, deah :” gasped Gussy, as a stream
of hot tar suiged over his  legs.
“Yawooogh! Oh, i;,ai Jove! I'll

slaughtah you. you-——
. “ﬁa«ke_!" Lonlad Blake, and jumped
into the air like a very dervizh in order
to escape the tar. *“They—they'ro
dosing our allotunent with tar! Oh, scrag
the cads!”

“¥ah ! hooted Cirooke,
vomes near this fence, he'll
his chivvy !”

“Oh crumbs !

“He, he, he!” sniggered Jicllish, who
was enjoying himself.

-The 8t. Jim's allotmenteers fell back
in consternation and dismay, and blinked
in horror as they saw Racke & Co. giving
their allotment a covering of tar.

““Oh, the rotters!” panted Tom Merry.
“T’'ll Aay them alive when—-7"

wooosh !

A deluge of water swept upon them

from the rear, and a chortle of victory

“Tf any chap
il get the tar in

-arose fromi muny throats,

The School House juniors turned, and
beheld George Iigging & Co. in the rear,
holding the garden-hoze, which they had
connected to a water-tap inside the
pavilion. The heroes of the New House
were pouring water in torrents upon the
School House allotment.

o Jemima ! moaned Jack Blake,
gouging water out of his ears. ‘““We're
attacked in froni and behind—iar and
water! Oh, my only Sunday topper !

*Gwoooogh ! -hooogh !"  wailed
Gussy, who was swept off his balance by
a flood of water, and he sat Jown in a
large puddle of tar, “Oh deah! Wescue,

We're

waterin bbage-peich  for
you, Great pip!
Who's that shoviug rar over the
ground?”

“Racke!” cried Fatty Wynn, *And
there’s one of our chaps am) with
him! Oh, poor old Merry! e’s got
water in the rear and tar in front!”

“He, he, he!" cackled Racke & Co.

Figgina_‘ expression changgi, and he
grim. .

“Here, that’s carvying a joke too far!”
lie exclaimed. “I say, chaps, let's give
those cads behind the fence a dosn of
water!"”

“Hear, hear!" 7
The garden-hose wes raied. and five

discordant shricks avose from behind the
fence as a deluge of water swooped down
in that diveetion.

“Over the top. with the best of nck 1*
sang out Tom Merry. “ Quick, hoys
nab those wasters before they get awiy !

Helf o dozen juniors, headed by Tom
Merry, vaulted over the fence, and
Racke, Crooke, Chowle, Clampe, Scrope,
and Mellish were very r;uwkfy made

prisoners,

- “Got you, you cads!” gasped Tom
Merry, dragging the howling Racke to
his feet. “We'll teach you to shove tar
on our allotment 1"

" Nabbed them, Merry?” came the
voice of Figging in cheery tones,
“Thought.we'd give you a wetiing; but,
I say, though, chucking tar was a bit too
thick. - We chipped in, you see.”

“You acted wippingly, Figgay, deah
boy ! beamed "Arthur A{J”gus‘lsuss D’ Arey,
walking gingerly after having got up
from the puddle of tar. **Oh cwumbs!
Jollay luckay I put on some old clebbah
for this job, bai Jove!”

«Ha ha 1

= Leégo 1 wailed Racke, struggling in

the strong grasp of the captain of the

Shell. “It was only a—a—a joke!™
_“Yes, and we're going to have our
little joke now ! said Fom Meiry grimly.
“Chuck ’em: over the fence, boys !

The howling sueaks were bundled neck
and crop over the fence, so that the
floundered on the wet and tar-laden soiﬁ

“ Now,” said Tom Merry, " we'll give

MNow,
them a teste of their own wedicine, Tie -
themn up on that fence, boys! There's
plenty of rope i the pavilion.”

_ Rope was fetched, and the six howling
juniors securely bound to the feice.

Tom Meiry indicated tlfe piles of turf.

¥ Theve’s your ammunition, chaps,” he
szid, *“and thove's plenty of tar.  Dip
your turf in tar, and take a few shies at
those beggzars on the fence, All you win
you have!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

School House and New House fellows
alike entered into the spirit of the game.
Tufts of turf were used as ammunition.
These were soaked in tar, and the boys
ranged themselves at the end of the allot-
ment, took aim, and fired at their leisure,

Bang! Whizz! ud |

In the ranks of the Shell and Fourth
there were some deadly -hots, ard maost
of the missiles hit home. They thudded
upon the persons of Racke, Crcoke,
Chowle, Clampe, Scrope,  and Mellish,
and the manner in which those luckless

ouths raised their voices unto the

eavens, and bemoaned their fute, was
truly wonderful to listen to,

They were soon plastered from head to
foot in tar and muddy twif. Their faces

radually became covered with tar. They

ad tar in their hair, in their mouths and
ears—everywhere

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Blake, taking
aim, and divecting an uneiring shot at
Racke’s head. *One for his nob!
Hooray !”

“ Pile in, lad

" Let it vip

* Y OW-0w-0W-0W-0\

“¥Yaroooogh 1"

“ Lattusalone—{iroooogh !

Those were the remarks that arvose
upon the turf-laden air,

Some of the missiles, hurled by the
juniors in the excitement of the moment,
went wide of their mark, and many tar-
covered tufts soared over the fence, and
upon Big Side, where the senior footer
match was in progress, o

The Fifth Form goalie, Smith major,
was amazed to have something clammy
and heavy smite him in the back of the
neck; and, looking wup, was no

It
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amazed to behold man{ of theze missiles,
¢

coming from somewhere behind the
pavition, whirling upon ihe footer-
ground.

The game was at its hottest when the
tarry tufts of turf be lgan to pour upon the
players, and Eric Kildare & Co. and

evre & Co. were flung into wildest
confusion,

And from across the brecze came
the shouts:

“(rive "em jip, boys ™

 Fire away I

* Ya ! Yowp!”

Kildare's jaw set grimly. and. followed

y the mighty men of the Sixth and
Fifth, he strode off the field towards the
. pnnhon - :

“The young scoundrels!” muttered
Kildare. “'I‘Ee}' ve aclually: got the
nerve to pelt us with farred fu

‘They've messed up our match!™

But Kildare was more than ever sur-
prised when he came uwpon the scene of
the trouble, and beheld the squalling
# Aunt Sallies ™ on the feuce.

“You young rascals!” cried Kildare
angrily. ** Cease" this al once!”

As if by magic the missiles ceased to
fly, and the boys on the aliotmnent fell
back in dismay and consteruation.

Kildave looked, with a grim frown on
his face, at the scene displuyed Lefore

im,

“ What on earth
Merry?” he demanded.

Tom poinied to Racke & Co., now look-
mg sorry wrecks, upon the fence,

're giving those cads some oF their
own medicine ! he said calmly. ‘“They
kindly turned the tar loose upon our
ground. so we've tmnc(l it loose on them. |
Tl: for tat, you know."

does this mean,

Oh!" said Kildave. ‘.n.l his ey
lighted on the tar-boiler. *Did you |
bring this over here, Racke?

“Yow-ow!" moaned Racke, blinking | |

mlsembly at Kildare through an eyeful |

of tar. “It was a j-j-j-joke !
“A nice sort of joke. you xoung
votter 1”  exclaimed Kilduve angrily.

“Here, Merry, and some of you others,
let them down from the fence. By their
looks, they appear to have had enough !”

““Ha, ha, ha!” {

Amidst the laughter of the onlockers,
Racke & Co. were released from their
perchés upon the feuce. wid allowed to
stand up.

The spectacle they presented was so
utterly absurd that the boys gazed upon
them and roanr

Even Kildare had to grin as he noted
what complete, hopeless wrecks Aubrey
Racke and his confederates w

“Well,” said the captain of St Jiw's,
becummg stern again, “ I've a good mind
to lick - you,  you reckless young
scoundrels! Yop will take five hundred
lines each, the five of you, and_get them
done by bedtime. The remainder of you
boys will take a hundred lines each for
creating all this other disturbance; and 1
think you'd better spend the remainder
of the ‘afternoon clearing off the tar. for
vyou certainly won't grow potaices and
r.‘libbag\es in ;llut‘

"nghlhn Kildare !’ F

- acke, Crooke. and DMellish. take
back this toer-boiler at once!” said Kil-
dare. “Let me hear of any more dis-
turbance over here, and I shall request
Mr, Railton to forbid you te work on this
~—this_allotment!”

nd Kildare, with a smile lurking at
the corners of his mouth, turned on his
“ heel; and walked back to ihe footer-

ground, followed hy his smiling col-
‘leagues.
“Well,” said Monty Lowther, looking

rornd ruefilly and -glmnmg “this is a
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had a good old game until Kildave nip ed
it in the bud. I reckon Racke & Co. |
the most tar- uble experience—eh, wl lmt"“

& Co. and Jack Blake
considerably “bucked ”
by events as they had transpired, set to
work with a will to rid their allotment
of the tarry soil.
This was an extremely uncomfortable’]
job, but as Blake remarked, they coul
not get more dirty than they were—an
assertion which Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
endorsed with much feeling.

Figgins & Co. strolled away, laughing,
and digcreetly refrained from lllrning any

I :
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The black shecp ot the ixth, and

the worst fellow

to almost any lou-
css. A real terror to the
and would like to be so to

have ways of their own of dealing
with his sort. Has so far contrived
to haag on to his office as prefect.

more water their School
vivals,

“ My giddy aunt ! said Blake, when,
dusk was falling and tea-time was near-
ing. This hes been an afternoon of
excitement—what
“Yaas, wathal
ing a_weird and wonderful
old clothes, now.covered,
and arms, in tar and mud.
deah

upon

id Gussy, present-
ure in_his
fike his face
“But it's all
he gwound is

sewenie bays,
pwactically all dug, and if we spend to.
MOWWOW ewmn on it T weckon it will
be all weady for =owin' secds on
Saturday !”

“ Hear, hea

And, lock rather Lhe worse for
wear, and feeling somowhat tired and

¢ ranual labours upon
allotment, the heroes
oped upstairs,

bath-rooms and,
misclves, repmreé
tea, feeling that

hungry afler th
the soil of thei

having renovated th
downstairs again for

giddy go, and no mistake! Anvhow, we

they deserved well of their country, and
with great hepes for the future of their
allotment

House:
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CHAPTER 4.
* More shady Tricks.
WONDER whether Ratiy’s found
his ticker yet?” said Monty
Lowther when, an honr later, the

T

Terrible Three were seated in

Stud No. 10.
h, don’t bother ! growled Manners.
Tom Merry and Manners- w busy
writing out the imposition Kildare had
bestowed upon them ‘that afternoon.

Monty Lowther, ever a happy-go-lucky
fellow, had not started his yet.

“Pon't get yonr rag out, then, old
chap,” said Monty grmd hummuedl\ “X
was just wondert that’s all.’

“Well. don't wonder!™ said Tom
Merry. ““Cet on with your impset, you
slacker I" -

“H'm!" said Monty. “I think I wiil
old son! You two have bagged the pens
and the ink, so I'll use my fountain-pen.
v hﬂl ! It's gone !

Tom Merry and Manners looked up
“*What bave you done with it ?” askmi

Tom Merry irritably. “Nobody's
pinched it

“N-no,” said Monty thoughtfully.
“Come to think of it, I remember it

falling out of my waistcoat pocket when
I was digging on the allotment a little
while ago. I'll run down and see if I
can find it—it’s not quite dark vet !”

And Monty put on his cap and left
‘:tudy No. 10.

Gaining the quadrangle, he made lis
way across to Big Side. where the School
House allotment was situated.

Nearing the pavilion, Monty thought
he saw some stealthy figures lurking in
the vicinity., and he employved more
cantion in his movements.

Hiding hdmself behind the fence. he
could distinguish three well-remembered
figures. They were Aubrey Racke, and

Scrope of the School House, and Cla.mpo,
the black sheep of the New House.

The three young rascals had a wheei-
bLarvrow between them, and from thia

i wheelbarrow Clampe was unloading a

number of oblong articles which Monty

| conld not make ont at first.

TTe soon found out, though, from the
conversation of the trio.

“The cads!” Racke
temes that were pent with bitterness, 1
teach them to rag me like they did this
afterncon! They stopped us messing up
their confonnded allotment with tar, but
they won’t find these bricks until thm‘
start digging !

Monty Lowther gave a start.

“My werd!” he muttered, under Tis
breath. “Bo they are filling the giddy
allotment with bricks! . The rotters!”

lonty remembered that renovations
were in progress in the domestic quarters
of 8t. Jim's. The cycle shed had been
tarred, also the drive, hence the taw
which had plared so pruminnnt a part iy
that afterncon’s operations; and a new
_wing was being built to theschool stables,
‘which accounted for the presenee of
bricks,

Racke & Co. had a large wheelbarrow
full of bricks. Racke and Scrope wera
digging uumerous deep heles, and into
these holes Clampe was depositing bricks,

The bricks were afterwards re-covered
with earth, so that no trace was left ta
show that the allotinent had been dis-
turbed.

In silence, and

was sa

uite  unknown to
Racke & Co., Monts Lowther stood thera
and watched operations. until Racke &
Co., having deposited the whole barrow.
toad of bricks in the allotment, went
away, chuckling over their scheme.
“Well, that about takes the .cake!™
said Lowther, in an undertone, and look-
ThE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 632,
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ing about him rather seriously, “The
~ads have filled the allotment with bricks,
so that we shall have the deuce of a job
to dig them outb again to-morrow. h,
crumbs!  What will Tommy say[”
Monty then searched for his fountain-
pen and discovered it at last, trampled
underfoot by Racke or one of his rascally
cronies. .
Monty TLowther's brain was working
swiftly as he rotraced his steps to the

School House, and it was in great excite- |.

ment that he dashed into Study No.- 10,
full of his news, ; i

Unto Tom Merry and Mannérs -did
Monty Lowther unburden himself, and
thosc two youths listened in great amaze-
ment and codsternation, 4

“Oh, my giddy .aunt!” groatied Tom
Merry, when' the full significance of the
news dawned upon him, " We shall have
to spend hours now, diggzing up those
bricks 1. .

“No, we sha™n't!”

Lowther quietly.

Tom Merry turned a disconsolale face
towards his, chum. .

“T don’t see how we can avoid it,” he
«aid. “You heard what Kildare said
this afterncon—-if there was any niore
disturbance -over the allotment he'd
suggest to Mr. Railton that it twas
stopped, so we can’t take those rotters
by the scruff of their necks and make
them dig the bricks up again., And,
having gone so far with the allotment,
wo don’t want to have to chuck it!"

* No fear,” said Manners. -

Mounty Lowther chuckled, .
“But Fve gol a dandy little wheeze,”
he suid. *“You know those rotten cads

Racke, Crooke, Chowle, Mellish , Scrope,
and Elampe have all got big impots to db
for Kildare over what they did to ux
allotment this afternoon 7'*

“Well ¥ demanded Tom Merry, fail-
ing to see what Monty was driving at,

“Well,”. chuckled Monty Lowther,
“don’t you think that. if we asked Kil.
dare very. very nicely, ho would let
Racke & Co. off their impots 7

“Let them off their impots!"
Tom. *“What the dickens for ¢

“Oh, because we are forgiving boys
and should not like to sce them heing
punished in that ervel manner!” sai
Monty Lowther solemnly, * You know,
lickings never make a follow learn,
reither do lines teach a chap not to cairy
cut scatter-brained japes on his dear
sehoolfellows’ property. I comsider that
old Racke & Co. should be made to re-
form bit by bit, like good little Georgie.
Lines wou't reform them, but I think
that, were they to be persuaded tor help
18 in the digging of our allotment in the
future, they would realise what truly
.noble work it is, and they would not
have the heart to want to svoil it for
us again I

said  Monty

gasped

Tem Merey and Manners gazed at
Monty in surprise, 5 4
“*What on earth sre yon driving at,

vou duffer " demanded Manners,
*Simply this,” chuckled Monty ; “we'll

a3k Kildare to let Racke & Co. off their

lines, but instead, request them to do
wome digging for ne, T that, as we
are the aggvieved parties Kildare might
do the right thing.”

Tom Merry and Marners loked ad-
wiringly at their chum.

‘My hat!” said Tom <Jowly. G |
begin to seo the drift of your remarks
#ow, Monty., ¥ou mean that Kildare
might order them to do some di coing
on our allotment, and—and they will o‘ig
up the bricks they themselves plante

"~ there 777

“Exactly I  said  Monty Lowther.
“Bon’t you think it's a goad idea 7"
Tue- Gev LiBRARY.—No. 632.

N

“Ripping,”

&

confidently.

much mor
both

lines.~ I'm sure
and, to make eur

and_anxions to

Ten minutes e
returned,
“0.K,,

face radiant wit

my eyes, to let
with our di

"is going to tell
needn't do the |

him. "~ You ave
gold, my son!

say, thon,
hinted that T
if my own

finished

“Yes, rather!
into the vaults

deliver tho ‘cap
of the * Waekly.
if you'd mine

the village, and
for me?™
“ Certainly, old

par
village, wonde
solved to disnii

ALK an
“had

»

the

he presented AL
fountain-pen for

1y
not execute
said, “The oul,
wha is likely to
the pawnbroker,

* Thanks I s
cut along there.”

The captain of

reached a ding:

as a_sign outside.

face, as he took
“Rather 2 mo

Kildare does as yon suggest,

“Ob, Pll go along and talk to Kildare
like & Dutch Unele,” said Monty Lowther
“J ‘shall point out what
horrid stackers those chaps ave, and how
e beneficial it would be to them,
physically and morally, to do some
| real, good, hard  work, i

old sons '

ildare very seriously,
point, and beseeched
Racl

impots, and instead

bit of an argument;

at six o'clock to-morrow evening, to
in an hour’s digging on
“Ha, ha, ha 1"
" Good old Menty 1"
falling upon his chum’s

“Manners is goin,

and I'm just off to r

“Give me the pen.

mind, whether My,
his missing watch,
wha was responsible for the theft;

nter’s,

, Master Merry,
feuntain-pen repai

High Street, past the
inside, and displaying three brass sy

“Grooogh 1" said Tow,

aid  Tom Merry, “if

than grind out
Kildare will see sense,
e, I'll eut alomg now |

And Monty went, leaving Tom Merry
and Manners highl

y elated cver

the idea,
hear whether

Kildare

would do as Lowther suggested.

lapsed, and then Meonty

' he hirruped, his
h smiles. T talked to
, and argued the
him with tears in
ke & Co. off their
let them help us
nd Kildare, after a
saw the point, and
Racke & Co. that they
ines, but must furn up

gul‘;

cried Tom Merry,
neek and hugging
worth your weight in
- You've turned the

our allotment !

trick on those eads neatly |
“Yow! Leggo, then!”
struggling in the embrace

gasped Monty
of his ehum.
gh, Kildare more than

should cop it hot myself

il impot wash’t “delivered

before eight o'clock. You fellows have
yours, haven't you?"

laughed Tom Merry.
g down with Talbot
to develop soma plates,
he printer’s, to
¥ ' of the next number
S .

“Oh,” said Lowther, “then T wonder
i ] I vunning my fountain-pen
into the jeweller'

« while you are down in
ask them to repair it
1son,” said Toni Merry.

Thanks!  Vou'll

Dbe left on voui own to do your impot.
And Tom ) o, luking  up  the
ne 9 ndle cepy,” and placing
Moniy Lovahwr’s roken pen into his
pocket, Jepart Diis ervand to the

though le had re-
the matter from his
Raotcliff had vecovered
and alse wondering

CHAPTER 5.
Tom Merry’s Ruse.

hour later Tomw Merry

discharged his errand at the

His nexs place of call
itlago jewella whera
oty Lowth broken
repairs.

shook his head.

but we ilo

. he
vy man in this village
do that is Jucol) Shalk,
jusi past the station.

Tom Mary., Il

3

the Sheli strode up the

statjon, until he
v shop, <Iim‘.’y ]iﬁhl,ed
pheres

: with 2 wry
stock of the pawnshop.
ulds-locking place, hy

LIBRARY, "5t
gum! But I'll take Monty's pen inside
——no need to bother to go to Wayland.”
- Bo, entering' by a side door, Tom
Merry went into the pawnbroker's shop,

It was ‘a stuffy, untidy shop, over-
crowded with all manner of secondhand
goods and chattels. At the end -of a
small counter was n wooden partition,
and a door let into this was marked,
* Loan Department.”

Thers was nobedy in the shop, “bub
from behind the wooden partition there
came the sound of voices. .

Tom Merry started as he recognisad
one of the voices.

" Look heve, Mr. Slalk, Jolific said

I cave not vhat Juliffe said, mine PoF,
I cannot take der vatch !

FTom Merry's hands clenched tight,
and his eyes gleamed, . .

“My hat!” he breathed in an undéi-
tone. “That's Clampe for a cert !

Again_came
Leslie Clampe, the cad of the New .
House. L

“Then what am T to do?” Tom heard
Clampe say in a strained voico, “I-I .
can't——""

Then the thick, oily tenes of the
Hebrew pawnbroker broke in.

*How did you obtain dat vat:h—eh?
It vas not your own,”

" N-no,” veplied Clampe. “I—T got”
it _for Jolife. I and some friends of
mine owed the cad some money, and as

e was  pressing us, we—we _got
desperate.  We got this wateh, and
Joiiffe took it, saying we were square,
But_next day, when we called for a .
receipt,- he tuﬁi us that—that—:* :

“Zat der police wera looking for dep
vatch—eh " said Shalk, with an oily
ciuckle.  “I know, mein friond. It
belong to a master at your school—lia,
ha!”

“Shur p!”  growled Clampe
anxiously. *The—the palice wera lock.
ing for it, and Joliffe—the rotter ! gavo
me  the watch back, saying he didn't
cave to take the risk of getiing rid of it.
He—he mentioned your nane, and said
perhaps vou'd care to take it

“No, no—-not me!” chuckled the
pawnbroker. I am like Joliffe—T do
not care to take der risk. My advice is
for you to keep der vatch 1ill 3 reward is
offered for it and den give it up, say-
ing you'd found it 1”

The cad of the New House at St. Jim’s
groaned.

“Yes, I can_see
preward for it—I don'
despondently.

Rateliff offering a
't think !” he said
,“Givs me-a quid for it,

“Sorry, but I can't do bu inoss, siy”
said the pawnbroker sanvely, “Good-
evening ' )

Tom Merry, to whom the whala of this
conversation beliind the partition had
been audible, drew a deep breath, and
stepped quickly aside, behind a bundle of
old clothes, as the door openad, and
Clampe, his face deawn. and miser Ie,
crawled out of the door in the partition,
and slunk into the High Street.

A minute later the pawnbroker, a fat,
rascally-looking man, emerged  from
l:ehimiy the partition, and Tom Merry
stepped forward.

8halk looked at Tom in some surprise,
but the St. Jim’s junior spoke not a
word of what he had just accidentally
heard.

He presented ihe fountain-pen  for
repairs, and then walked swiftly out of
the shop.

Slinking in the shadows of the High
Street, lie Clampe could be seen not
2 hundred yards ahead.

the unmistakablo tones of -
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Clampe nearly fell down.
when they behald the watch.

The syes of his five rly
* @ug-good heavens ! -f.uu.ar-d nuko, like one in a dream.

led from their heads

w-w-watch !'" (See Chapter 7.)

 Ratty’s

Tom Merry’s brain worked swifily.

““He's the cad who pinched Ratty’s
watch, then,” he mused. " And Joliffe
turned him down by giv him back
the watch when Ratty informed the

- police.  Oh, my hat1”

At first Tom thought of confronting
Clampe, and relieving hime of the watch
there and then.  But inte his fertile

: crept another scheme—a

1 be punished for his rase
at the same time, enable the watcls to bf‘

to  Mr. Rateliff  without
1 cpuestions being asked.
Although knew 1t Clampe

deserved it, Tor Merey vealised it was
best mot to lat My, Rateliff know how
the watch had been purloined.

The honour of Sr. Jim’s was more dear
to the mpwin of the Shell than it was to
Mr. Ratcliff.

“The u!lugo theatrical shop was near by
The boys of St. Jim’s were nﬂgulm
patrons of the shop, for the purpese of
their school amateur theatricals,

The proprietor of the shop knew Tom
Merry well; and readily aceaded to his
request for an old gvercoat, muffler,
mazk, and cap,

lem.equfpped, Tom Mervy left the
theatvical shop, and made his way in the
direction of St Jim’s, the ronte he
knew Clamps had taken.

It was now ¢
Lane was rovie

ite dark
and deseite

ud Ryleombe

Tom couid =re Clampe tramping along
ahead of hin. his head bent towards the
ground, evidently deep in  troubled
thought,

In the s

ha-

of some bushes Tom
donned the dilapidated
mutfler, and mask. Chen
1 » well dewn over his fore-
ormation was complete

locked a pe
meeting
e would
mile rom that Dl
ing individual.

Now to work t
Clampe " chuckled
swilt strides up theda
watch. and leave him t
thonghts I

i} ran ﬂ
keu ‘..(.'3 Taok-

he foatpad trick on
u Merry, taking
“ Il nab the
s own cheery

“Tlampe was sill plodding slong in
front. Wal on the grassy bank,
Tom got a little ahead of him.

‘Ihnn as Clampe drew Jevel the dis-®

guised jnnior sprang cut sped

t lnn\xm by the should

*TArf o mo’, young ‘un!

in a lm\, \:ltamoua voice.
fast 1"

Clampe looked feavfuliz at bis masked

and

1y

he growled

“Not so

assailant, and his face went pale with
fright.

“Wh-what d-do yon w-w-wan:?" e
quaverad.

Tom Merry gave a derp-throated
chuckle

“I veckon I'm in of some ard

cash I he growled, shuking the cowering
junior roughly. **Nah then—'nind over
all the cash \nllu\ got, gud any moie
valuables hesides !’
Clampe, his knecs
together with {ear,
pockets, aud lhe i

fairly  knoecking
gropeld _into Ius
hing he deew forth
en watch.
do faotpad pounced upon the
m at mkhng
ey ! he saic

3 still in the deep,
vicious voice, ' This is a bit of all vight
—a real gold waich! I =ay, sonny,

don’t want to be 'srd on yer, o T'H Le
content wiv this

* You—you rotter!” panted Clampe,

o, ThE GEx Ium‘m‘—\o 632,
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none o yer fancy names?”
hissed the masked villain. “I'll teach
yer ter be so ungrateful of me kindness
of ’eart. This way!”

Tom Merry whirled Clampe round,
and bore him, utrugg!ing and kicking,
towards the ditch at the side of the lane,

Clampe’s struggles were futile, how-
ever. {: that strong grasp he was as a
‘babe. Over the brink he went, and there
‘Wwas an ominous splash as his form smote
the murky waters and he sank.
“Yaroogh! Yerruggh! Yah!™
“Haw, haw, 1 laughed

haw ! the
masked rascal who had appropriated the
watech. “Now yer can crawl back “ter
school, my son! Good-lxe-ce-co!”
And mpe was left struggling and
gaxug in the mud and sline of the
itch, :
" Aa soon as it was oxpedient, Tom
Merry divested himnself of his disguise,
and, making a neat bundle of the over-
, mask, and cap, retraced his
footateps with joyful heart to St. Jim’s.
“Ha, ha, ha!” he chuckled softly.
*Poor old Clampe! He'll be on tenter-
hooks over the fate of that watch, I
reckon. The cad! He deserves to be
ki&lged ?.l;t of 8t. Jim's, inetcad of into
2 ditch |
And, chuckling mightily to himself, the
raptamn of the She!l Form at 8. Jim's
‘g:ssed through the gates, and up to the
hool House.

CHAPTER 8.
The Miseries of Racke & Co.
L E gods and little fishes !
*“Who on earth is it?"”
“What the thump——=*
“ITa, ha, ha!”

These were the remarks that greeted
Leslie Clampe, as he crawled in at the
gates of §t. Jim'g half an hour later,

Tom Merry hng scen to it that quite a
collection of boys were at the gates,

And, when they eaught sight of
Clampe, in the light of the gate-lamp,
they gave vent to their astonishment
-amusement in the aforementioned

an
manner. a

“It's Clampe!” elled  Monty
T.owther, npe of the New ITouse!
Look at hi

They looked at him and roarved.

For Clampe was verily a sight to see
nnd wonder at. The spectacle he
presented to the view of his schoolfellows
was go utterly lndicrous that, squirming
though he already was, Clampe squirmed
still more at their laughter.
covered from head to foot in

c was
green weed, slime and mud. - His hair
was plastered with it, and weeds hung

gracefully from his ears and ehouders.

He was wringing wet, and his clothes
clung to him-in a manner that was far
from comfortable.

He squelched horribly as he walked.

“Ha, ba, ha'!” relled Cardew of the

“Where hast thou been, my
¥ boy? Probin’ the depths of a
duck-pond #”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Clampe blinked at the Lowling fellows
in the lamplight. aud squelched Lis way
inside. -

The boys fell bark hastily: to give him
room to pass.

“Whew !" gasped Bluke. “Somebody

must have chucked him into the ditch by
of him!"

the look

? gurgled the melancholy
“You--vyou ceds! Lemme

Ha, ha. ha!”
With a hunted look round him, Clampe
Tee Gem Lisrary.—No. €32.

lifted up his fect, and struck out at full-
epeed for the New House,

8Bquelch, squeleh, squelch !

“My word!” gasped Clifton Dane,
amidst the laughter. “I wonder how he
came to get chucked into the ditch?
Grammar School chaps, I suppose !”

“H'm!"” said Blake, “They'd hardly
be in our guarter of the village at this
time o' night!” ¥

And, laughing at the discomfiture of
Leslie Clampe, the 8t. Jim's juniors
teturned to the school for call-over.

After call-over. the 'Terrible Three
assembled in Study No.

Tom Merry was chuckling. L
“What's the jok ‘ommy ¢ inguired
Monty. Lowther. “Still tickled aver old

Clampe this evening 7
. “Rather!"” grinned Tom Mewry. “I've
ot something to show you chapa!”

Monty Lowther and Manners looked
inquiringly at their lcader.

Tom drew something from his pocket,
and laid it upon the ta%le.

His chams fessied their eyes upon it,
and gasped when they saw it

o ﬁum-my hat ! ejaculated Manners,
catching up the wateh Tom had placed
on the table. “Ratty’s watch1”

Tom Merry nodded.

“The very identical!”" he remarked.

“Tommy " exclaimed Monty Lowther,
looking at his chum aghnst.  * Whera
the merey dickens did you get it from ?”

“Harken unto me, and Tl tell you,
sald Tom Merry: whereupon he pro-
ceeded to unfold the story of that
evening's happenings to the wondering
ears of hix clhums.

“Well, I'm  jiggered!” ga5?ed
Lowther, when Tom had finished. *80
that was how Clampe got chucked into
the ditch "

“It was only little me ! chuckled Tom
Merry. “But, by gad, won't the rotter
have a shock? He pinched the watch
from Rateliff. and Racke and Crooke and
Chowle are in the swim with him,
rackon. Joliffe played him a divty trick,
and gave him back the watch. Clampe
tried to pawn if; but that trick didn't
act. He must have felt pretiy sick to
have had the stolen wateh on his hands,
but now it’s been pinched—by a footpad,
as he thinks—he must be suffering
mental tortures wmtold

“Rather !"” said Mouty Lowther. “He
thinks that the * footpad * who relieved
him of the stolen wateh will be nabbed
as soon as he tries to dispose of it, and
then the *footpad’ will tell ®ow he
sneaked it from a schoolboy in the lane.
And Clampe darve not deny that story,
for we all saw him come in, after having
been chucked in the ditch by the afore-
said ‘ footpad 1"

“Han, ha, ha!” chiortled Manners.

hat's what Clampe will think !** said
Tom Merry. “Little does he know that
we've got the watch! His torturing
thoughts will be sufficient punishment for
him “until to-morvow. nd fthen I'm
going to give him the shock of his life!™

“What's  the wheeze, old son?”
demanded Mouty Towther.

“Well,” said Tom Merry cheerfully,
“the next job is fo return the watel ta
Rateliff. isn't it? You remember. too,
thut Clampe and Racke, and those
rotters, have orders to dig onr allotment
to-morrow, don’t vou?"

“Ye-es!” said Manners. *“DBut what
has the allotment got to do with the
watch§” -

* “Lots and lots ! grinned Tom Merry,
“ Those cads are going to dic up Ratty’s
wateh, besides -the bricks they planfed
themselves ! . : :

“My only Sunday topper!”

“See my iden?” said Tom swiftly.
“They've got orders to dig our ullotment

to-morrow evening. They will, of course,
dig up the bricks they shoved in there
themeelves this evening, That was
Monty’s idea, and that's defeat for them,
if you like. Now, what I'm going to do
is this. I'll wrap this giddy watch up in
a wooden box, and plant it in the allot-
ment to-night, One or other of those
rotters .will dig it up to-morrow;
and imagine their amazement when they.
find it is Ratty’s stolen watch—the onu
they stole themselves, and then had
stolen !

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Clampe will have a blue fit, T
reckon!”  chuckled Monty Lowther.
“Tommy, old scout, it's a stunning
wheeze ' Let us work the trick now,
before bed-time !

“ What-ho !" said Manners.

A wooden box was unearthed
cupboard, and the watch placed 3
accompanied by a note which Tom
Merry wrote in a disguised hard,

Then the Terrible Three toock it down
to their famous allotment, and quietly
buried it, along with a few of the bricks.

In the Common-room afterwards, they
saw Racke and Scrope, and Crooke and
Mellish in a corner together.

The face of each was wn and
anxious, and the quartette of cads
seemed to have a great load of worry
upon their respective shoulders,

“Hallo, Racke, old scout!” called
Mnnt;: Lowther  breezily. “What's
workying you? Lost a few dibs on the
A i

" No, T baven't—hang you !” muttered
Racke, scowling. 3

“Then why are you looking *like a
suffering centipede?” demanded the
humorist of the Shell, determined to twit
Racke unmercifully, "‘Somethiug's WOorTy-
ing you, that's evident !”

“Mind your own business'" snarled
Rocke. “J—"

“I know why it is!” struck in Man-
ners.  “They don’t want to dig onr
little nllotmam‘for us to;morrow! Is

e

from the
inside it

that it, Racke?
. Racke vouchsafed nothing but a homi-
cidal growl.

A chuckle went vound the Commoun- -

room. -

It was now general knowledge that
Kildare, for some reason or other, had
let them off their impots imposed thai
afternodn, and ordered them to do an
hour’s digging on the morrow instead.

Racke & Co. had peceived those orde
while Tom Merry was down in the vil-
lage. The news had been received by
the other juniors with great glee.

“Bai Jove, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, “pewwaps they are
thinkin' about Watty’s tickah!”

Racke darted at Gussy a quick, hag-
gard look.

“What abont Ratty’s watch?" he de«
manded suspiciously.

“Haven't you heard, deah boy?"
asked Gussy sweetly, blissfully uncon-
scious of the volume of torturing

thoughts that raced through Rack
mind. “Watty has just heard that yom
fouah chaps, and Clampe and Chowle of
the New House, were in the erwowd at
the meetin’, as well as Tom Mewwy &
Co. and us chaps. I suppose he sus-
pects, vou know, and I dare sav he's
asking Clampe and Chowle about it
cvah in the New House,”

“Oh!” muttered Racke. his face sal-
fow with foreboding.

The other fellows in the (ommon-room _

looked curiously at the four cads. .
Evidently they were worrying over

something. S -
Tom_ Merry & Co. chuckled softly ta

themselves as they watched the varving




emotions depicied on the faces of the
black, sheep of St. Jim's.

* auxiety of Racke & Co., the ward
qualms, misgivings, and suspiciong.
“And in the dormitory, later on, the

- Tewrible Three noted

sppeared in the {hrees of dread and
apprehension.
Clampe had _ evidently acquainted

them with the misfortune
taken him and the stolen wateh, and the
it confederates were panic-stricken over
what might transpire,
watch waa in alien hands.

upon the devoted head
_Joliffe, the vascally propricto
Cross
brought them into this trouble.

unhappy fellows that evening ihe

_Aubrey Racke, Leslie Clampe, Crooke,

€howle, Scvope, and M2 ish.
CHAPTER 7.

K

surrounded Racke,

Every Wednesday.

They could well imagine the nervous

that Racke & Co.

that had over-

row that the

Bitterly did they hea) mr:m'izl enrses

of

r of the
who  had

eyas public-house,

In all St Jim's there were no in

Ratty’s Watch Dug Up.

THE GEM LIBRARY,

Mervy quietly, “if you don't slack,

Theve are your tools, so fire away 1’

Helplessly, and with the mocking
laughs of the onlockers ringing in their
eare, Racke and his five companions took
cacll a spade and commenced to dig at

the allotment.

They knew full well what was to he the

result of their delving.

Three-halfpence. 13

allotment, silenco broken aply by the
sound made by the spades as they
scraped _at the earth and brought to
light bricks, and still more bricks

“Well, that takes the giddy bun 1*
%?sped Blake  wonderingly. ' Bay,
acke, do you know anything about

these bricks?"”
“Find out!” smapped Racke, panting

Racke groanerd and looked vound. ap- | from_his nnusual exertions. .
prehensively as hie dug up his first briek. “Bai Jove, deah boys,” observed
There arose a cliorus of, surprised cries| D*Arey, “I vewy much suspect that

at once.

“Who on earth shoved that brick in

' No. 50.—SIDNEY CLIVE.

Blake grimly. i

It was the [oliowing alter-
noon, and lea was over.
A crowd of determi looking jut
Scrope, (rooke,

IM on, my hearties!” said Jack

Mellish in ihe quadrangle.

ihe Lower

Tom Merry o, and Jurk Biake
& Co, did not mean to allow their
enemics to shitk the work before them.

Kildare had ordered them ¢t
an hour's <digging ot the allott
hiad sought te xnm, and the

Sehiool

to the full, o
“You can't geb eut of if, mind!
Wlonty Lowther “You've got io
come real, hard work for once,
snoky cads 17 |
Racke and Crooke and Scrope and
Mellish were husiled off in the direction

you

“of the allotme:t.

-

- allotment idea w

t
ikt And—herelFsDKi Idare!”

On their way they were mel by Tal-
bot, Kangareo, and Levison, who hove
Clampe and Chowle between them.

the Jot!” =id Blake.

Kildare strode up, his brow grin.

“Herc they ave, Kildare!” said Tom
Merry cheerfully. “We're just taking
them over tn our allotment, and are
going to put them to work i

“¥ see,” said Kildare. “No disturh-
ance, mind, or there’ll be trouble from
me i

“wAll sereme, Kildare!” spoke up Jack
Blake. “So long as they do the dig-
ging we'll let them get on with it. The
bard. worl will do_them good, you know
—much more good than im| i

“Yaas, wathah!” chim n Arthur
Augustus D'Arey. “1 considah it wip-
pin’ of you, Kildare, to act as you have
done. bai Jove!”

Kildaré smiled slightly and walked
2WAY.

“T'l
eaid.

come back at half-past six,” e
And mind, if therc’s a row this
Il have to be stopped !

*0h, Kildare!

The crowd of junicre moved towards
the allotment.

_ Six spades had been pr
in readiness for Racke 2.

These humiliated youths were shoved
upon the allotment, and Tom Merry
pointed to the spades.

“Pick ’em up and start work!”

reil and set

K he
said.
“Y,00k here,” panted Racke, “if ton
rolters are going to rag us—"
“There'll be no ragging,” said Tom

those boundahs know moah about the
mattah than we do! What a wotlen
twick, anyway!”

“My hat,” said Bldke tensely, “i X
knew they did do it J—[—I—"

“Hallo!” eried Monty Lowther sud-
denly, as Leslie Clampe, bringing a
shovelful of earth up, also brought with
it a =mall wooden box. “What's that,
Clampe? Not a brick, I know!”

All eyes were directed upon the mys-
terious wooden box that the New House
fellow had dug up.

Wonderingly, Clampe opened the Bos.
His fingers - groped within, and drew
forth a gold watch, wrapped in a sheet
of paper. é

Clampe nearly fell down, i

The eyes of his live cotfederates nearly
goggled from their heads when they
beheld the watch, -

A sunny junior fron nth Africa.
d hef

Yery capable an ¥, full of fun,
and as = straight as a stri 'OA very
useful man in the half-back line, and
a good erick . Altogether, one of
the brightest and most popular
jnntors of the Fourth Form. 1s
eat chum of Levi and
with whom he shares Study

Xa,

stuttered

“ Gug- heavens1”
“ Ratty's

ﬁ:")d
Racke, hke one in a dream.

| wew-w-watch t”
. I

horrified and
he held in his hand.

panted Clampe, guzivg
awe-stricken_at the watech
“It ce-can't be

the watch! I—I—T—

“Ratty’s watch!” Jleel  Afanners,
“How the werry dickens did that get
there?” ¢

Wonder and amazemeni werg depicted
upon every face present. espeeially upon
the ashen visages of Clampe, Racke &

0.
“weat Scoft, it is Watty's stelen

tickah, deah boys!” cried Arthar
Augustus  D'Arcy. “Dug up fwom
ouah allotment, bai Jove!

S0 Mum—my giddy aunt!’” cjaculated
Blake.

Clampe looked round Lina wikily, and
pressed a  hand to his  threbbing
templs

It a trick )" he screamed wildly.

the ground?”
—mum—my hat!

exclaimed Herries. “ And
The ground is full of

“1—T didn't—"
“Ghut up, you fool!” hissed Racke.
“For goodness’ sake keep cool! XNe-

‘em 17 body will tell A

By this time Crooke, Clampe, Chowle, “\What's on that paper rtouud the
Scrape, and Mellish had une sed their bwatch, Clampe?t” ibquired  Monty
share of bricks. Lowther relentlessly.

There was no help for it.  They bad Mechanically, Clampe unfolded tho

to dig, by Kildar
could  not
bricks.

< orders, and they
dig without exposing  the

missive, and s startled eyes read what
was written thereon.
This is what he rcad:

The spectators, with the exrs;;‘lion of
the Terrible Three, paz open| *To Mr. Horace Ratcliff, 8¢ Jim's
eyes and open mouths as the bricks were | School.—Let this be a lesson to you no¥

dug up from their allotment.
“ Gug-goodlor’ 1" e_jacnlutcd Blake.

to, behave like a brute at a crowded
meoting. Last Tuesday _evening, when

“What_the dickens—— . | making your way out of an audienco

“ Bwicks "fusped Gussy, like one intin Wayland High Street, you pushed
o dream, and blinking at the buicks | and jostled other people in a savage
through his cyeglass. — “Gweat Scott! | manner. In order to teach you a
Theé allotment is bwim full of them, Jeals | Yesson, 1 appropriated your watch, and
boys!” have retained it for a few days. =~ You

The six luckless tillers of the allotment | seo how casy it is for an intentionally

goil groancd.

With wildly-beating hearts they fer-
vs would

vently Hoped that they themsely
not be suspected.

“TLook at.their chivvies!”
Monty Lowther in an undertone to Ton
Mcerry. *
like when the merfy ticker is dualu

“My word!” grinned Tom Meryy
“Their faces will be werth a guinea

box !
Tense silence prevailed around the

chuckled

wonder what' they'll look
Pt

dishonest person to relieve you of your
valuables when you behave in such a
manner. 1 have buried this watch in
a field in your school precincts and
hope by the time you find it, you will
lave had a period of anxiety.
“Yours truly,
“H. 0. NEST.”

.| Clampe drew a deep, decp breath of

1

a| reliel and wonder.

he paper, as it fluttered from his
TuE GEM LiBRaRY.—No. 632
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was pounced upon by Baggy
who excitedly read it alond.
Racke

fingers.
Trimble,

Cries of -astonishment arose.

& Co. heaved sighs of jubilation.

They were utterl{l at a loss to under-
stand how all this had come about, but
they realised that they themselves were
not implicated, and this aot like
fattering unction to their souls.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” was Blake's
mystificd comment. - ‘“That
beats the band! So some joker in the
crowd hooked Ratty’s watch out of his
pocket while he was shoving his way
out! And the joker, whoever he is,
buried it here, for one of ue to find !”

“Tt licks evervthing I know!” gaid
Kangaroo

“T say, chaps,” piped Baggy Trimbie
guddenly, “here comes Raily himself!
Look out!”

Mr. Horace Ratcliff, a forbidding
figure in cap and gown, strode upon
the scene. :

His gimlet eyes fixed themse
Clampo end Chowle,

“Ah!” said the New House master.
#I have been locking for you, Clampe
and qghowle. What are you doing

ere

Ives upon

“We—we were ordered by Kildare to
do some digging on this—er—allot-
ment, sir!” stammered Clampe.

“Tndeed!” said Mr. Rateliff icily.
“1 was not aware of it, Clampe.
want to ask you a few questions with
vegard to my missing watc E

“It's found, sir!” blurted ont
Chowle.
“Wha-a-t!”

. Mr. Ratclif wheeled round upon the
{ Fourth-Former. - . 1
| “It's a fact, eir!” cried Clampe, hold-
lmg up the watch. *Here it is, sir—
\and here’s a letter we dug up with it.”
" “Dug up!” stuitered Mr. Ratcliff.
#Who—who buried it?”
“Reoad that, sir!” said Clampe, cye-
the master nervously.
silence, Mr. Ratcliff read the letter
:Ih::d Tom Merry had chivalrously * in-

in,

ited.

The hboys watched, with yreat in-
terest, the many changes that came
over the sour face of the master.

My, Rateliff crushed the letter in his
‘hand, and seemed to gulp.
| “Give me the watch,” he muttored.
glaring like a basilisk at_Clampe.

" he cad of the New House handed
over the watch with alacrity.

Blipping it _into his pocket, Mr. Rat-
'cliff towed & look upon the grinning
assembly of juniors which, if such looks
could kill, would have stretched full
thirty youths lifeless upon the disturbed
surface of the School House allotment.

Then Mr. Horace Ratcliff strode
.away, his gown futtering in the wind
jas he went. .
!"The boys looked at each other as the
form of the master dizappeared in the
growing dusk.

“Well,” said Blake at length, “if
this isn't the limit!”

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus D’Arey. “1 am in quite a
fluttah, deah boys!”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Racke looked appealingly round hLim.

“Look here, you fellows,” he ecried,
““we—wo dug up the watch, so you
might let us cff—"' .

“* Rat! cried Tom Merry, in-ring-
ing ton “You are going to have one
of the biggest raggings you ever had,

Racke, and also those rotters you've
got with you. Chaps,” _cried Tom
Merry, facing the others, “this gang

of shady rotters are responsible for
those bricks.  Monty Lowther spotted
| Tue Gex Lisrary,—No. 632.

about -

them working the trick last night, and
got Kildare to alter theiv sentence.”

“Great pip!"

“The cads!”

“It was a good wheeze of Monty's,”
said Tom Merrs. “ And we're going to
see that they rid this ground of every
brick. Then we'll make them load the
bricks on to a_barrew, and make ‘em
wheel it round and round the quad.
rangle until we like to let ‘em go!”

“Ha. ha, ha!"

“Jolly fine idea, Tommy!”
Racke & Co. looked baggard.
They were, however, shown mne
mercy,

Stern hands forced them to take up
their spades again, and they wero kept
hard at work digging up bricks uniil
half-past seven.

By that time the alloiment was quite
clear.

A wheelbarrow had been fetched, and
Racke & Co. were forced to load this up
with the bricks they had unearthed.

Rug@ had also been prooured, and the
six hapless youths were harnessed in
rather a crude, but very
manner, to the wheelbarrow.

Tom Merey gat on top of the bricks
in  the wheelbarrow and took the
*“reins.”

“Now I'll drive my merry donkey-
cart round the quad!” he said. “Clear
the way, boys!"”

“Ha, ha, E:!"

Racke and his unfortunate
panions simply Lad to obey.

They wero at the mercy of thirty
achoﬁl&?l, determined to wreak ven-
mee or the shabby tricks they had

played.

Tom Merry had a whip and he
whipped Lis “team® up.

With a chorus of agonized yells
Aubrey Racke & Co. started off, drag-
ging ﬁle wheelbarrow with them, con-
taining a load of bricks with Tom
Merry perched on top.

effective

com-

“Go it, Tommy!" velled Monty
Lowther. “Look at the giddy
cb‘s‘ri‘otcers!uﬂu, ha, ha!”

“Whip behind, guv'nor!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Staggering onward, Iugging their

load behind them, Racke & Co. were
the cynosure of all eyes.

Fellows collected from far and near
to witness the strangg scene.

Tom Merry did not spare his whip.
He considered that the black sheep of
St. Jim’s needed dire punishment, and
he was merciless.

Round and round the quadrangle full

half a dozen times went that motley
procession, until Racke Co. were
s and utterly spent.
n intervention by the pre-
fects 2 ed imnminent, Tom Merry
relaxed so far as to get down from the
barrow and allow the six laboured
juniors to drag tl load to the wood-
shed, where the bricks were taken from
the wheelbarrow and the captives re-
leased.

Amidst {he shoutings and catealls of
the crowd, Aubrey Racke & Co.
crawled away, feeling that life was not
warth 1 G

¢ bogan to realise, the path
ssor is _hard.
" chortled Monty Tow

ther. “That's given 'em jip, wy la

They won't-start any mere of their

pranks in a hurry ¥
“And,” muwmured Teom  Merry

under his breath. “they won't be in a
to steal any more watches, T'm
g L™

CHAPTER 8.
A Wash-Qut !
“* 1L, crumbs!” .
O Thus Jack Blake, mext
morning, before breakiast.
He and D'Arcy, Herries

and Dighy, together with A few more
carly-risers from the Fourth ¥orm
dormitory, had gone down to the allot-.
mont to view it in the morning light.

Their startled eves beheld—a sheot of
water, like & mmagnified puddle or a
miniature pond.

It had been raining heavily during the
night and the water had settled in the

otment, which, du%] shallow by the
combined offorts of the amateur allot-

menteers and Aubrey Racke & Co., had

been converted into un excellent recep-
tacle for water.

Jack Blake & Co. gazed upon their
submerged allotment with feelings too
deep for words. - .

“Bai Jove!" gasped Arthur Augus-
tus D’Arcy, polishing his monoele the
better _to survey ¢ wateiy scene.
“The allotment has disappeahed, deah
boys!”

At -that moment, Tom Merry, & Cos,
and a whole crowd of Shell and Fourth-
Formers came up.

These youths also fell back as soon as
they saw what had befallen their allot-
ment, and blinked at it with dismayed

crumbs !" ejaculated Monty Low-
ther. *“ Better turn it inte a swimming-
bath, Tommy !”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry frowned. .

“I forgot this ground was so low-
1ymgh'." he said ruefully. “When we've
had heavy rains before, even the footer-
ground has been under water!” E

“Yaas, wathah !”

Figgins & Co., of the New House, *

uttoIFe,d upon the scene, and emitted
chortles of high glee when they saw the
S word " gusped “g

“My word!" gas Figgins. oin,
for a paddle this morning, Tommy " =

“Or have you been over-watering the
giddy ground?’ suggested Redfern
sweetly,

The School House fellows glared wrath-
fully_at the amused New House fellows.

*“Oh, my giddy aunt!” sobbed Figgins,
“What price your allotment now, eh,
Tom Merry?"” .

“Tt looks a bit of a *wash-out’!™
grinned Kerr,

“THa, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry grinned ruefnlly.

“You're rigi t, it i
said dolefully. “I'm
allotment is done in!

“Oh deah !

.afmid, chaps, oyt

“8o we're nobt goin’ io have home-
grown cabbages and 1 gai
Ralph Reckness Cardew.
those fanciful Rights

o

potatoes
“* Alas!
of imagination,
lias put rather a
Winal ' £ .

Gussy, old b
damper on "em—e¢l

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Tiggins & Co. chuckled and strolled
away with Tom Merry & Co. The others
dispersed iu various directious; but no-
in the mood for tending a
allotment. .
fizzled out properis said Tom

St gy, “what's Ratty

S

oueL
It's

say, F

g about his watch?
Not a word 1" grinned Figgins, *The
chap who played that giddy prank on
him had a nerve, T must say! I wonder
who it was?”

“Ah!” chuckled Tom Merry, “I
wonder i

And, as Dbreakfast-bell rang, the
Terrible Three wended their footsteps
towards the School Housc.

it is a wash-out!” he -

-

N
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“Tommy,” said Monty Lowlhcr, as

they proceeded on their way, our
; ﬁxdd idea worked like a charm—-abont
atty’s watch, ¥ mean}?

“Yes!” chuckled Tom. “I happened
to sec the bad-tempered old bounder
shoving his way out of that meeting, and
it occurred to me that that would make
tha pinching of the watch plausible. Of
course, we couldn’t let those cads, Racke

& Co., ba bowled out, althongh they
deserve it. You know what Ratty is—
he’d have had éne of ’em expelled, and

think of the disgrace I
~ Lawther and Manners nodded.

*'They've had enough io go on w ith,”
said Tom Merry, smiling. **And they
are still wondermmg how the watch came
to be bwwiod in the bricks, and who
_wrote that note.”

“Racke half suspects Fou,
lumm‘, nhmr\ed Lr)\\i er.

“Yo.vs, so 17 replied Tom.
“AlE tht- “batter he know I've got my
eye on him, then. As captain of the
Form, it’s my duty to see ihat the
fellows don’t get mixed up in shady
affairs like that. Perhaps that will teac] h
him, and the others of bis rolien set, a
Jesson.”

I think,

“M’yes,”  sniffed  Lowiher. = “Pers
haps I’
“And, about the piddy allohment.”

said Mlannere, suppose we sh
da ,any more work on that, Tomm
“Not much!” smiled Ton.
chaps ave fed-up with it now. I
ut it's jolly lucky we stated
know, for it was really by that 1. 4
that Ham 5 wateh was discovered.”
“Ye-es8,* sadd Monty  Lowiher
musingly. “If T hadu't dropped  my
fountain-pen there. and got it Lroken,
Tommy, you would never have gone to
the pawnshop, and overheard Clampe’s
conversation aimnr the watch, .xrd thus
recovered it.’
“That’s sn‘” agreed Manners. “The
ul]olml.ut served its purpose then. didn’t

Am[ that is the history of the School
House Allotment.

:JHIIIIlllIlllllll![liillllllﬂlllII!tIlIHlIilIL
NEXT TUESDAY’S

grand, long story of Tom
Merry & Co. at St. Jim's
is entitled:

“THE SECRET OF
THE CASTLE!”

DO NOT MISS IT!
QOrder Your Copy Now.
e G
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Back Numbers Wanted.

Frank Sog, 18, Maesgwyn Read,
“’re:rhnm, . Wales, wants ‘Hma’
Friends * halfpr-nu{ series— -Nos. 1-218,
pubhshed 189599, hound or unbouml,
good prices given,

H.  Swindells, 10, Vemon Street,
Macclesfield, has for sale "\iaguezs,
Nos, 564-585, and 590 Y zems,” 471,
and’ S6L.604, anl * Penny, P(muhn"'
new series—Noas, 2:12, s, he lot.

Jack Graham, 1. Snuvh bt Passage,
South Quay. Gt. Yarmouth, 2 num-
ber of Companion Idpe mr

A. Clubbs, 240, Sour
South Shields, has for
" hefore 336.

arper, 55, Angell Rond Brixton.
8. ‘\\’9 offers “Gems,” Nos. 440-609, 13s.

i
: Street,
‘c a number of

the let. and *“Penny Populars 7 138, 3=
the lot, post free. Write first.

Fred, George, 28, Mount Ph’ﬂmni.
SOHI.]’I\[“E Bristol, wishes to sell,

or exchange back numbers of the Com'
panion Papers.

8. Glendinning. 56. Elm Siveet. Bel-
fast, Irveland, has for sale at moderate
everal Compunion Popers, Write

\lv u \.lum

Correspondence, etc., Wanted.

J. €. White, 64, 8 cl, Bte
2. 1. will exchange rette-ca
readers of the Compani apy
Aliss Peggy Woods, 142, Wy
Abingdon  Park, Northampton,
readers mw“!me, age 17-18.
Miss Madge Gardner, 142, Wrycliffe

Road, Abingdon Park, '\’mtha:.mpwlh
with readers anywhere, age 16-1

Harold Morris, W g " gireet,
Bridgetown, (':umnek W nls

readers and contributors for }u« aisateay
md[.jl?llle

The Irish Amateur Press Association
desire to encourage the editors of
amateur magazines and clubs. They are,
therefora, affering prizes for what, ind
their opinion, ave_the hest clubs and the
best magazines. Full particulars may be
had on application to F. Harvold,

President, T. Told-
harbour Tase. Bri

Alizge  Cowgill, 1, Htreet,
Knotts Lanc. Colne, Lancashice, with

readers anywhere.

Miss Edna Catlow, 16-18, Knotts Farm,
Knotts Lane, Colie, Lancashire, with
readers anywhere,

Miss E. West, 36, Bunyan Road, Wal-
thamstow, E. 17 with readers ng in

Scotland or Iveland, age 16-18.

Three-halfpence, 18

NOTICES.

Pte. R. Howard. 14th Platoon, 4th Coy

2nd  Baitalion Duke of Wellington's

Regiment, Hillsborough Barracks,
Sheffield, with readers anywhere, ago
16-18.

Harold . Noc-Hamson, High Street,

Qudtahoorn, Sunth Ah:ol, with 1endcrs
4-1

anywhere,

illiam c.0. Box 451,
Port Elizahoeth, Afviea, ontsido
Somh i

4 hi[b(\-ﬂf‘l <
South

Street, Oudtshoorn,
with

Provinee,

(’a[\ ith - Africa,
readers, age 12-15. .
Pati West, Wellingion Roady

anberr Cape Provinee; South Afnco,
readers anywhere, age 1-16. © .
B. Allen, 12, L undie Streoty

\Ix-s
Sydenham, Port Elizabeth, Sonth Afriea,

with readers anywhere, age 17.
W, Pringle, 34, Jo iqum‘m West
Stanloy, County Durliam, with an Ameri-

can reader.

< Cunn am. care of Mrs. F. Rrown,
63, Scarbora’ Strect, West Hartlepool, co.
Durham—with reades [ his own age—19--
\ble in the Nav
Dh‘i.m!n, 27, Cannon Street,

with ‘readers 1315, anywher
?‘llﬁf- \elhe Taylor and her hrother w|=1|
promote a club in Notting
couragement of outdoor s|
Robin Hood Chase, Nottingl

Worden, 57, Carlisle '-lr"cﬁ Blackhurn—
\\itll T(‘(l(‘eli in orez-tv(i. in ju-jitsu.

H. dhd phell Street, Port
rs fu the Cnited

Capa

r €l
—Address 85,

W, son, P.0. Box 141, Port Eliza-
beth, 5. ‘A -with readers onywhere.

Thoma: Hughes, 0, Sarah Place, Island
Bridge, Dublin—with readers in the British
Isles or Newark, America, 16-13.

Ernest Hewitt, 102, Rylance Streer, Ard-
wick, Manchester, wants members for Corre-
spondence Club. = All parts.

Walter Shakespeare, P.0. Box 4, Port Eliza-
Lwth h Africa—with readers anywhere.

W, u;m, 20, Skyefield Avenue, Leicester,
vmnls membets for hia Correspondence Club}
"Iso wishes to correspond with reader who
has all the Companion Papers. Also will
hecto raph Jetter-headings for a small fee.

nglis, 20, Tinsley Street. Anfield, Liver-
pool, offer recipe (6d.) to club xecretaries
and others for rn:nkln plicators.

Miss Harry H Ener, Cliviger Ifill Farm,
nenr Bnrn!ey Lnnea—witn readers anywhere,

Hlmhl Morris, 72, “‘stlmu Strect, Bridy &
town, Cannock, Sta wants readers for t
“Cen P hectcgmphed anateur maza-
zine, post free. (iratis to contributors.

Yies M Porey. 57, Biake: Road, Plalstow,
K.ls—wlch readers_anywhere.

Wil ~ K.,” Cluniy Vilia, G'nn'mm oM.
Spey, commr'mmte with “P. at Hazel
Baupk, Brantown?

Dobson 223, Markhouse Road, “.:mmmg-
stow, B 17—with readers anywher:

M)sq Hilda Conabere, 16, Hunlml: Ktreet,
PFootscray, Melbourne, Victoria, Australin—
with girl ‘readers in England, 13-14.

FULL of FUN!

A companion picture paper to the

RAINBOW and just as jolly. Printed

in colours and edited by Tiger Tim and

the famous Bruin Boys. The very thing
for your little brother or sister.

TIGER YIMS
WEEKLY=0
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OUR_GRAND SERIAL

. Malkani Deeldes,
HE Bazara, without looking z! Mal-

l kani, banged his stick three times

on the floor and leaned forward a

little. Then in a low voice he
began to speak. Even then he did not
seemn 1o be addressing Malkani, but to be
making # monotonous recitation to the
fow who were gathered avound him.

But it was Malkani who answered
him, and for a few moments the two—
mother and son—carrvied on the con.
versation together, At the end of ir the
Bazara hit the gronnd once wil
stick, paused for a ‘time, then
the floor three times.

He raized his voice now, and spoke so
that everyone on the platform could hear
him clear’ When he had finished Eril
tuined quickly to Jim.

“ Malkani knew Bazar Quinton well,”
he said. “Slhe cannot make any mis-
take. You will come ta her, Bazar.”

The old, gaudily-attired woman had
visen to her feet again as Jim_ Quinton,
with Erik by his side, stepped towards

her. As he did so Dillon Bracster was
forced nervously along, and with him
came s Kerzon and the medicine-
man.

Despite the possible absnrdity of
all, 1 felt a curious sense of the i
pres side of this scene. The Barara
was leaning forward on his stick. watch.
ing intently every movement of the
figures who now comprised the group.
Within a very short time two of the
men had taken their places behind Mal-
kani and held aloft two flaming torches,
fhe light from which fell on the little
group before Malkani.

The | spoke again slowly and im-
pressively, as though anxious that no_one
ghould misunderstand his words. When

he had finished Kerzon pushed Dillon
Bracster forward a lttle way and whis-
pered to him to put out his hand. !

Malkani took his hand in hers, and
Quinton, watching the scene with won-
dering eyes, saw that his old enemy at
Harmood's was trembling with norvous-
ness.  When Malkani ‘released his hand
and put her own up to his face Bracster
mlmost jumped back, and it was plain
that he found the ordeal a trying
business.

The woman's hand was going gently
over Bracster's face, and he managed to
ptand his ground. One, would have
fmagined that Malkani was blind from
her curious manner; but now and again
£Lluinton saw her eyes flash, and noticed
that they wero fixed keenly on Dillon
Bracater's face.

She stopped at last, and drew back a

Tue Gex Lisriky.—No. 632

Anth

Thori 1)
ony thomas,

was holdis
as he would have done to a fri
may be that, having secn the ver,
performance wlich had taken pl
Brazster. he could afford to smile now
that his turn came, but it is quite cortal
that he felt o sense of fear as Malk
gripped his hand.  His chicf ferling

ni just
ul. It

L

the grip.

She made a eurions sound with her
lips, then released his hand.  Just as in
Braciter's e her own hand reached
up to Quinton’s face, and he felt her
fingers tracing the outline of his li
quite gently stroking Lis n
Jim found himself siniling, and forgo
nts awo he had” been
veremony,
i's hand dropped, a
she had taken hold of
1, and was pre

the pext moe
Jim's hand g
to hor lips,

™ e e M

READ THIS FIRST.

Jire Quintow of the Sirth Form at
Harwood's, Bigglesdale, by the will of
Jokit @ . his father, ts to suceerd
to o greg osition at Karradow in
Africa. A great deul of mystery is
attached to the position which Joka
Quinton really keld ; but he is supposed
to have been almost as powerfal as the
Ling himself, Mr Matlock, the lute
John Quinton's solicitor, makes known
details of the will to Jim Quinton,
whe at once decides to carry out his
father's wishes, He is then introduced
to Tim Daly, Erik, and Nijellah, a
nefro, who are to be his ants.

W their preseace the solicitor hands
packet of pupeiz,
3 bad left soleiy for

s
3

to Jim a aeal
which Joh i

in Dillon Bracites,

Afrien, and 1
eluding  Dick
el who had jofes]
out for Karrudon 2
Eater Daly an
tured by Bracste
M, Diek, and Erik
Karradon, and, on arricing t
Dillow. Bracster and Kerzon
stative king, Mallurn,
he lking believes Bracster
Jim inton, and whea Frik

to be
fnter-
poses, he sends for his wother, Mal-
kant, te decide for him,

(Now read on.)

e e e

217,

START _IT T0-DAY!

“ Bazar Queenton! Bazar Queenton!™

8he screeched the words, almost as a
parvet might have done. in a shrill but
not very powerful voice, and then began

s hand, making »
she did ik,

tant o thrill
This old wor
‘oclaimed

to lick the back of
er, clicking sound
brief i

rafl

! She had known
» Bracster, backed
3 , could not de-
ceive her,

_But the thyill did last long, for the

-time had not yet come to indulge in day-

dreams. The king was calling out, Erik

e
was pulling Jim gently back, while Mal-
kani

d to her own
very softly
at the king

ready  ba

bad
. E

pi & ouk. .

Ranallah rushed forward, and with him
came one of his friends. They were both
smaller than Jim, hut they seized him
as though he had been a child and hifted
hiny off his fect. In a moment he found
himself held two or three feet from the
ground with his face turned towards the
great fire.

“Bazar Quintonl  Bazar Quinton!”
Ranallah  was o intent on_letting
eyaryone know this groat fact. Here was
the real Bazar Quinfon, and Ranallah
bad brought him to the Karradons!

Jim had a brief picture of what secmed
to be a wriggling mass of black humarity
relieved by vivid fashes of colour, all
rising and shouting. “Dazar Quinton!

Bazar Quinton !” filled his ears, but woa
drowned almost at onco by the furions
noise of the drums ard the tins and the
pipes. "
He was on his feet again now, and
Erik was sbonting to hini.  For once tha
little man’s eves with ex-
citen T 1s tising his arms-to

he
imzelf more thoroughly. Wil
loughby was gripping him by the hand

trying ta shout to him, but the row
by this tirno had become terrific,

It quietened again presently, and Erik
managed to tell him toat this was the
time when he mi Lo properly pre-
sented to the Baza Jim turned at
once to act on the suggestion, but found
that the king was already on his feet,
and was no longer in complete control
of the people on the dais.

Two or three of the natives, headed by
the medicine-man, were gesticulating
wildly before him, apparently trying to
cony him that a mistake had becn
made. Malkani and her attendant had
already “disappeared, and the cxcitement

express h
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which Jim had first seen amonz the
_crowd outside the dais had evidently in-
fected those who were in this higher
place. i ; :

Dilloit Bracster was standing very close
to Cyrus Kerzon, but the latter for the
moment tras more interested in the
result of the argument going on around
the kidg. Now and agsm he started for-
ward and cried out a few words, but it
had little or no effect.

Once again the Bazara himself brought
matters to a climax. Jim could not hel
but admire-the imperions wiy in which
be swept his arm round, pushing every-
one from him, and for a_moment stand-
ing before them as their ruler, whose
word must be obeyed.

‘His stick came down emphatically and
defiantly, Tt was a signal for silence
because he desired to speak. and for a
brief space, at all events, it had the de-
sired effect.

He spoke deliberately and emphatically,
but dgs not say much to those near him
before he called out something to Llan-
allah and Erik, who were standing with
Jim, while Dick Willoughby kept clase’at

and,

“Come Bazay!" Erik whispered, * The

Bazara wishes to speak with you.”

- They stepped forward, but the same
instant Kerzon also jumped from where

e stood and barred the way. In his

hand he held a revolver, and he pushed

this almaost into Quinton’s face.

“Stay where jou are!” he gasped.
“Pon’t you move, or I'll settle your part
in this business right away! I'm not
bluffing! Gangra! Dillon}

He was calling out to his friends cven
while he kept the weapon on Quinton.

here was another sudden commotion,
and Jim, turning swiftly to see what was
happening, despite the threat of Kerzon's
weapon, saw that the king himself had
been seized. And just by his side Dick
Willoughby, his fists clenched, but hold-
ing himself very tense and still, was look-
ing into the barrel of a weanon which
Dﬁlon Bracster held in his hand!

M March straight before me!” Kerzon
was commanding Jim Qninton again.
“Don’t try any tricks! You haven't won
this game by a very long way yet!” =

g The Man Who Came Back.
HEN, later on, Jim Quinton had
‘N/ time to consider in their proper
sequence theeventsof this night
it seemed to him to consist of
a series of quick einematograplic scenes.
There was the moment when Malkani
pressed her hand to his lips, and the
joyous theill which raced through his
veins when Rarfallah and his friend raised
him up and he heard the shouts of .ac-
clamation for Bazar Quinton. .
few moments later all this was
blotted out. Kerzon was threatening
him, and Jim realised that the man, 1if
not mad, had at least reached the stage
where he was prepared to take desperate
courses.
~ He did not answer Kerzon immedi-
ately, nor did he obey himn, but simply
stood and looked at him fixedly. In his
. own mind Jim was fryving to discover
some way out of his csent  danger.,
Just what was happening on the dais so
far as the others were concerned he did
not know; but, doubtless, m a few
minutes someone would be free to help
nm.

“D'sou hear me?" Kevzon was bawling
at him.  “Right about turn! March
before me! I'll count three, aud at the
end of that— One—two—thre——"

He got no jurther. Jim took all risks,

and his arm shot out as though moved
by a galvaniv battery. Even as it moved

THE GEM LIBRARY.,

Kerzon pulled the trigger of his weapon;

but it was just a fraction of n second too
late, for Quinton’s f[ist had struck his
forearm. The bullei went a.few inches

wide, and before Kerzon could act again
both  Jim’s hands were foreing the
weapon still furthev out of the danger
zone.

The very suddenncss of the attack had
taken Kerzon unawares and given Jim
a_brief advantage. Backing from him,
Kerzon tripped over some object just
behind him, and the next ruoment both
he and Quinton had fallen to the floor of
the dais. i

For tew seconds of so after that the
pair fought with wild fury. This was a
different kind of fight from any in which
Quinton had taken a part before. There

were no rules and no science beyond that

Threehalfpence, 17

Jim tried to raise himself from his
, a8 he did 50, became aware,
for the first time, that there was anotheyr
figure lying negr him, which meved in-
stantly he turned towards it. :

“ Jim—Jim, old son, how ara you
feeling?” It was Dick Willonghby who
spoke, and, despite the pain in his head,
Quinton recognised his voice with
sense of joy. :

Willoughby wriggled iimself until ho
was in a kneeling: position, looking down
on Quinton, and the lafter realised that
his friend was also unable to use his
arms.  And Quinton was longing for &
drink of cold water!

“What's been bappening to us exactly,
Dick*? Quinton now made an effort to
sit upright. I seem to have had a nasty

The tall

broad form of a white man,

in b h

npponrQJ in the doorway, and both Q@
selves instinctively against the

hem-

and ahby ti
les of the hut. (See page 18.)

of exerting every owwee of his natural
strength to the best purpese.

Ounce or twice Kerzon gasped out o call
for one of his friends to help him, but
Quinton was only concerned with getting
the upper hand. Then suddenly he
seemed to get a terriiic blow on the head
—and after that Jim Quinton forgot the
fight and everything clse.

It was not Cyrus Kewzon who bad
bepten him, but one of the natives he
had bribed and bought with his wonder-
ful promises during those few days he
had managed to steal on Quinton’s party.
But it settled Jim's part in the fight.

How long Jim lay unconscious, or
what happened to him during that time,
he did not know, but when he awakened
his head was throbbing so painfully that
he was incapable of thinking clearly.
When he tried to put his hands to s
head he found it was impossible, since
they were secured behind him in some
way.

Gradually he realise:d that he was lying
on the ground in some sort of hut. There
was just a suspicion.of light in the place
at first, but this gradually, even swiftly,
grew stronger and stronger, until. he

' could see & douvrway at the far end of the

hut.

-

Jar, and don’t quite remember anything
after flooring that brute Kerzon, Where
is he now?”

“I haven't seen him,” Willoughby
answered. “ As a matter of fact, I'va
seen precious little of anything since old
Ranallah lifted you up for the crowd to
cheer. I was feeling very cheerful about
that when that little beast Dillon Brac-
ster tried to i‘nghten me with a gun.
don’t think he'd have had the nerve
to use it, but even while IFwas thinking
about the best way of colluring it for
myself someone seized me from behind.”™

“8o yon didn’t have a fight or any«
thing ?'” Quinlon asked.

“No amusement at all. ola son!”
Willoughby returned cheerfully. **They’d
got me, and just bundled me over thab
plutform affair, which rather knocked the
wind out of me, and then made me do
a gentle run as far as this place, whera
they simply left me. You came in a few
utes later, bug they had to carry you.
ve tried to explore the place a little,
but there’s two fellows wirh funny-look-
ing swords sitting just outside.”

*“Kerzon seems to have won
down,” Quinton said bitterly.

Tue GeM Lisraky.—No 632,
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thought we'd settled him easily when
the dark old lady gave the casting vote
in my favour. owever, it'’s no use cry-
i about it now. What happened to
Trik. and Ranallsh and the rest of the
crowd? Kerzon can't have bought them
all off " -

“I don't know, Jim. I saw nothing of
them, to be quite truthful. There was
some sort of a scran going on, bql I got
pitchforked out of the whole thing too
quickly to make any notes of the busi-
yress, The most important thing at pre-
sent is to get n drick. I'm parched!
What's the prospect of getting at my

‘i bottle*  They've still left it on

>,
It was Quinton’s suggestion thab the
best plan would be to make an attempt
to free their arms, and, after a very brief
argument, Willoughby made the first
attempt to undo the rough straw rope
which had been hastily tied round Quin-
ton's wrists, He tackled the problem
wwith his tecth, Jim lying face downwards
on the ground while he worked. R

It was not a simple task, but Dick
Willoughby stuck to it with grim deter-
mination, and, after more than half an
hour of strenuous effort, Jim Quinton's
hands were free. They were very sfiff
and sore after being cramped so lon%,
and at first his efforls to unfasten Wil-
Joughby's bonds were futile.

Gradually, however, the use came
back to his fingers, and in less than half
the time Willonghby had taken with his
teeth, Jim had g‘eed his friend. .

The first thing was to guench their
thirst, Fortunately, Diek's water-bottle
was practically full, and, even if the
liquid in it was not quite so cold as they
could have wished, the refreshment put
new life into them. X

By now the place in which they were
being kept prisoners was comparatively
welllighted by the broad beam of sun-
light which came from the oven door-
way. Now and again a shadow passed
ucross—ihe figure-of one of the natives
who had been put there to guard the

hut.
“There are two of them,™ Dick ex-
plained again.  “Wonder what our

chances are of getting rid of them? I
don't quite cave for the idea of sticking
in this hole uutil someocne comes along
to drag uz out. You never know what
nasty ideas that fellow Kerzon may have
in his mind about us. Let's-investigute!”
“Right!” Quinton was quile in
acoord with the idea of getting oul.of
this .place, if it were possible. “We'd
better keep to the side of the hut, and
then thére won't be the same change -of
being seen. You keen on this side, and
T'll go over to the other. Go slowly and
keep your eves open.’

They acted on this suggestion. Very
slowly they sanutered along the sides of
the hut, walching the doorway ali the
time lest one of their guords should
decide to look in. But apparently the
two men outside were not worrying, and
they trad nlmost reached the entrance to
the hut befove any shadotr fell across
the beaw: of light.

Then someone did come, bul it was
not a native. The tall, broad form of a
white man, dressed in breeches and leg-
gings, and with a rifle slung over his
‘shoulder, stood stock-still for a moment
or_two right in the doorway.

He appeared to be gazing about him,
trying to accustom his eyes to the dim
light, and both Quinton and Willoughby
flattened themselves instinctively against
the sides of the hnt.

* Anyone here’ fhe man called ont.

“Quinton! Willoughby! Where arve
you?" 5

And at that Jim Quinton jumped for-
ward -quickly, for he ised the
voice, st as he now ¢ d the
stalwart form. It was Tim Daiy himself

Tim Daly Explains.
ALLO, "[:im! It's wll

who stoad there!
were st go
hands ap the

'H
We're anxic

this place us soou as
been huppening to you

ight! We
try onr
cape business,
s to get ont of

sible!  What's

Both Quintor: and W Ly were
asking questions, und jick ex-
L planations abour their position a'l

in the same breath, - v owere aver-
joyed to see Tim Daly agein, and showed
it plainly. Daly, however, was wore
puzzled ‘than pleased, and looked f{rom
one to the other with ar air of perplexed
wonder.

“You are trying to escape”” he asked.
“From here? Why? What has happened
to yon just lately? T've only just
managed to get here, and began to think
that something was amiss when Lhose
two fellows at the door Lolted as soon as
I appeared, One of them was yeiling out
abouit ghosts! Iet's sit down here %m- a
few minutes, for T'm still pretty feehle.”

In the dim light Jiw had scarcely
noticed the fuect that Daly was a trifle
thinner, and that the healthy tan of his
face had taken on an urpleasant vellow-
ness, Without uneother word, the three
of them sqnatied together on the foor
of the but, and Tim Daly gave a very
brief account of his own expariences
since that night when they had been
attacked at the camping-ground neur the
Dump. .

He had been wounded, and Lut for the
prompt mmeasures which he had himself
taken the result might very easily have
been fatal.  As it was, he was in ne con-
dition to make violent effort to pi
tect himself when the aitack
eventually seized hita and hi
panions.

Chiefly the atfackers were members of
the Matzi tribe, but they were led by
Kerzon, Bracster, and two or three other
white men. It puzzldi Tim_ Daly even
now to understand how Kerzon and
Bracster had niade their arrangements so
swiltly.

“The only idea I can strike is that
Flaxman cabled ingtructions from London
to some of his people at Mombasa, and
everything was prepared for Kevzon and
company when they landed. They nust
have been h with the Mana
paople almost hefore we s ed from
Port Florence.”

Daly had gatherad from the very first
that Kerzon and Bracster wore prepare
to come to iterms with him. Indeed,
Kerzon had definitely suggested that it
would pay him better to throw in his lot
with bim, as otherwise he would never
have a chance of seeing the Karradon
country again. Tim had not taken any
particular interest in the proposal.

The Kerzon party had expected tha
the rest v's  friends, including
Quinton, would fall very e into their
hands before they reached the Karradon
conntry; but, in their anxiety to push
ahead, they had not beei able 1o spenc
any time in making o search for tﬂ:m.
Quinton's party, travelling by a differen:
route, had taken a little longer on the
journey. but had missed any danger from
Kerzon's expedition.

“We went straight to the Mand
country,” Daly explained. * The elder
Bracster and the other white men, who
are-agents of Flaxman, are still up there,
waitiug developments and instructions
from Kerzon. . I couldn’t quite gather ~
what Kerzon’s scheme was, but ap-
parently he's stuck to the old plau, and
tried to push young Bracster into your
place,™

“That was what he was doing last
night,” Quinton_answered,

*A good job I made up my mind to
come along.” Daly laughed. " Nijellah
and two or three of the Karradon fellows”
are still held as prisoners by the Manzi
people. T didn't quite like the idea of
leaving them to the mercy of the Manzi,
but it ‘was the only thing to do. They

wder the impr 1 that I was a
3 k mn, and didn't worry much
about a guavd, so when ai last I decided
to_come over here I hadn’t much difii-
calty ire gelting away. That's more thau.

‘twelve hours ago, and T've been on the

tramp ever since. Tell me what hap-
peued to you last night,” .

As quickly and tersely as he could Jim
Quinton told the story of their entry into”
the  country of the Karradons, .and of
what happened after the king had given’
his decision. Daly listened carefuily to
every word, and now and again put in a

quic-‘ question.
“ Erik and Ranallah are probably tied
up somewhere, just as you were”” he

asked. “And the king, Bazara Malkura
--what happened to him?"

“1 couldn’t tell you about him,"
Quinton answered. *I imagine Kerzon’
has got him_safe and sound somewhere;
but everything happened so quickly so
far as I was concerned that there wasn't
very much time to observe uny details, or
to form any clear impression. What is
going on outside at the present Lime*”

“* Nothing Daly retorted, “The
whole place seems deserted. Tven the

-entrance to the boma hasu't a guard, and

I couldn’t make it out, Then I saw the
two fellows who were sitting outside your
hut here, and they bolted as soon as
came near them, It’s a queer business,
and T dou't seem to have got the right
hang of it yet. You say Kerzon scemed’
endly with one of the mwen
g last night, What was the
fellow like? - 1)id you notice him at ali?
Not painted and decorated up to the
eye: -

“That’s the fellow,” Quinton agreed.
“An old chap, but he seemed to be
uearly as zportant as the king himself, "

. %ue d as much,” Daly said. “Iu's
old Meudijah, who's a_sort of court
physician or chief medicine-man here.
Your father damaged his reputation a
good deal, but never tried to rob him of
his power, even though he was often a bit
of a thorn in our eides, Evidenthy
Kerzon has bribed him pretty well.
They're a dangerous pair together. But
we needn’t go inte that question now, as
we ought to sertle Kerzon's gawe
promptly. Let's get ocutside, and begin
to find out how the land lies.”

He jumped to his feet, and Quiuinn
and Willpughby fellowed his example.

T hope we manage to get Erik—-
Quinton began, but his voice was sud-
denly drowned in the most tecrifying row
he had ever heard.

It was'as though a dozen hands had all
startéd to play on the same instant, and
all out of tune, Drums were going, and
trampets blaring, and weird shrieks from
sirens were intermingled with the trem-
bling roar of a foghorn. Tt was deafen-
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ing and stupefying. and the very walls of
the hut seemed to shake with the woise, |,

Quinton made no altempt 1o continue
his remark, but turned 1o Tim Daly for
soine explanation. DBub, as usual, Daly's
expression did not_indicate: anything ot
what was passing through his mind, = As |
the noise went on he began to fumble in |
his pocker, and produd at  last—his
pipe! Quinton and Willoughby could do
nothing more than stand and watch ‘him
with a certain fascination as. very slowly
d_methodically, he hlled and lighted
the briar,

It was typical of Tim Daly, as Quinton
had discovered before thiss . Tim never
hurried ot became flustered, and the more
methodical and careful he appeared to he,
s0, one judged, the greater the cause for
excitement,

By the time he had the pipe propeily
going ihe row ceased, almost as suddenly
ax it had begun. ;

“ A Dbit startling at frsi 1 Daly asked.
as soon as his voice could be heavd.
“Thai’s rather an ‘urgeut signal, too.
Everybody’s  wanted, except the old
women.  They'll all como in for miles
ronnd, so there's no need for us to hurry.
Ff the whole tribe is going to have a
goneral meeting, we shall be there. Only
1I'd like to know who's called ir. No one
exvept.the king is supposed to get the
whole tribe in, unless there’s sudden |
danger of an attack. I wonder where
Malkura is at present?”

The last question was spoken more 1o
himself than to Quinten, and Jim made
no altempt to suggest an answer, or
another minute or so the little group
stood silent, Daly o\-idanrl{ trying to
weoigh up the situation, while Quinton
and Willoughby waited for his decision.

“1'd like to find out just what is bap-
pening, Jim.” Daly said at last, “TE1
eould get hold of Malkura it would dear
the air cousiderably. But I'd rather go
on my own just now, in case there’s a)li
trouble knocking round., Can you sticl
on here until I-come back?”

“OF course we can!” Jiwm agreed at
anee., B

~1 think, it's the hest scheme,” Daly
assured him stowly., = T all at_sea at
presont, and don't know what Kevzon
may have in waiting for us. I'll wander
ronnd quietly. withont advertising my self ;
too wmuch, and learn evervthing I can.
“Flrenn I'Il come back here for you two,

and we'll probably ke a faily active |
part in the big meeting when they
start.”

{Ie strolled to the door of the hut and
looked out. Quinton was standing close
hehind him, and realised that they were
not very far from rhe great epen space
where last night’s revelry had been held.
thanah the appearance of the place in the
hlazing sunshine was vastly different.

ITundreds of mnatives were alveady

choasing their places, Over the platform,
au which last night the king had sat, a
dozen workers were fixing a great sun-
“hade, and about the ground itsell other
lesser coverings, vory light and flimsy.
were being pul up. while Leve and there
other odd groups were clenving some of
ihe debvis of the fires.

It was all so methodical and regilar
that it had a quietening effect on Jim. |
His experience of lasi night, and the .
the tervrific din of a few minutes hefore
had all strung him up to a pitch where
he was prepaved to find himself at any
“moment in a desperate fight for his 1
Tt the scene in the great square was
peaceful enough, and suggested a holiday
e al more than auything else.

Daly gave a few lmicf snggest
before he went off. They were to
for him, and not show themselves to
one hefore ha rned. The two
watched him go quite choerfully s but

' ohserved that he took
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articular care to
yn the shadow of the huts.

o some little time Jim and Dick
Willoughby -stood near the entrance

watehing the scene in the sqnare. The
work was quickly finished, and the
crowd - had swelled until in ces they

formed a solid mass, but evervthing wos
quite orderly, and without any un-
necessary fuss, .

“I think we'll have
Quinton suggesied presently.

another
“I_hope

Tim brings back a derent supply of
water, whatever else he does. That’s my
chisf - treuble at present! IFve got a

first-rate thivs
“Buame bere!” Willoughl
and stretched himself by th
chem. A memeut later he
denly, and at the e lim
ton a warning jab.
“Took out, Ji
“ Visitors {o see u ©
Pa we get up, or lie low for
present ¥
Quiint ed and lovked towarnds
the doorw There were half a dezen
figures just inside the enfrance. but only
one whieh he recognised, and that part-
colar one he knew in an instant.
SGet upl” he said quickly to Dick
Willoughby, “ Old Kerzon again ! Keep
him uﬁ‘l\' g until old Tim turns up!®
Both of them jumped to their feet:
but their idea of keeping Kerzon for a
time by talking to lnm was doomed . to
disappointment.  'The moment he saw
them move he had given a
to the natives who were with him, They
were armed with short, but very
business-like clubs, and they swung
these round much in the same way as a
grximnast exercises with Indian clubs, and
came  rushing  upou  Quinton  and
Willoughby,

agrecd;

uick order |

- Threz-halfpence, 19

“Don't yon try any lighting !" Kerzon
was yelling at them, and was evidently
in a state of high exeitement, ** I'll shoot -
if you do!”

He brandizhed the weapon he carvied,
but there was really little need for
ivs  warping.  Netther Quinton nor
Willoughby had a dog's chance with
their bare fistz against this mob, and it
was (?niulm._ who, remembering thas
eversthing was to be gained by waiting,
called out to W ighby.

“Give way, Dick!” he
“Qur tun’s coming soon !

The Poisoned Arrow.

UT in the square the gicat
andience had setiled down to
places, though there was etill a
fairly steady stream coming from

the main entrance to the boma. As yet
there was no one an the platform, and
it was towards this that Quinton and
Willoughby were now hurried.

Jim felt ne sense of fear, or even
vesentinent.  His chief feeling indeed
was of suwrprise at Kerzon's methods, and
this was intensified diving the next few -
minutés. The tall, swarthy-conrplexioned
friend of "Adolph Flaxman did not let
the grass grow under his feet, and he
was intent just at present on  rushin,

verything through., Just what he hopcﬁ
1o accomplish Quinton could not quite
El'nsp, but it was evident that teither

_said quicklr.

uinton uor Willoughby could expuct
gentle treatment from their eneny.

Under his commands the uatives
quickly fastened Quinton and
loughby to the two posts which had
been put vp a few yards in front of the
platform. Of this partienlar part of the
proceedings  Quinton had not a very
exact knowledge. The blazing sun, his

vel
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thirst, and the effect of his recent

experiences, all  had  their dazing
influence upou him. Strong asz he was
there were! limits cven to Jim Quinton’s
powers of endurance.

Whether Kerzon realised this or not it
is havd to sar, but in a short time a
rough sort of 'shade was erccted over
Jun s head, and a beaker of cool water

s brou;, it to  him. Willoughby
m:umd ihe samc—treatment, and after
that both of them were able to tuke more
‘interest in the drama which Kerzon was
staging:

On the plaiform ihe much-decorated

native, Mendijah, occupied the post of
]mnoul aind next to him sat Dillon Brac-
ster. -Jim kept his eyes fixed on
Bracster, but the latter was plainly only
too anxious to aveid meeting his:gaze,
- There wexe guite a number of. other
natives occupying impaortant plaves; and
pmsentky ,!gcwon ~appeared, and" sat
down*on the left imnd of Mendijoh.

-Mendijah was giving the signal for
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cye was fixed on the old medicine-man.
He did not get dp to address the
audience, but »uo!\n in his normal hoarse

| voice to those round about him, and in

a few moments the jabbering and the

humming had begun again; but Men- |
dijah still went on =ponkmg Quinton
grasped the whole idea at last. As

Mendijah spoke the men nearest him
repeated what he said, the words were
icked up by these just below the plat-
orm, who in {urn passed them on, until
the whole audicuce was repeating the
speech,

It was nct so easy_for Jim to under-
stand what it was all about, though he
guessed that he ﬂguud in the matter
constderably, and that he was being
accused of .false pretences and - other
crimes. *

Mendijah stopped suddeuly, but the

repetition of his words still echoed and
re-echoed amongst his listeners. Tt
seemed - to grow in volume until it

developed into a_wild shouting and-yell-

instruments ceased for a time, and every

Three Halfpence.

Oue of the natives near him
to his side, and I\Iendij:ll

his feet.
stepped

pointed to Jim.

The medicine-man’s companion was &
particularly fine-looking INarradofi, but’
ief

his dress was quite simple. The ¢
thing Jim noticed was the won
belt he ware, in lhe sunzhiue it shone
like burnished gold

He was holding a small bow in his
hangd, and by his side was a quiver, from
which protruded half a dozen little
arrows, 'The whole thing appeared to be
a child's toy rather than an_cffective
weapon. Only when the big Karradon
drew out an arrow, and, siringing it,
a\\uftl;' pointed it in "Quinton’s direction,

Jim icalise the real danger he was
now in.

Willoughby. tco, had wakened ‘to the
meaning of it all. even' though he had
understood nothing of what Mendijuh
had said.

(Another grand fnxtﬂlmmt of this
splendid serial next week. Makesure o‘f

Zgilencs with Iis siaﬁ The gueer droning
{ voices and the wailing of odd musical ing, and at this Mendijah rose slowly to | your copy by mri'ermy EARLY.)
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