


For Nat Wadnascey,

“Miss PRISCILLA—FORM-MASTER!*
By Macrtin Clifford.

st webk's story of Tom Merry

C tells “of a remarkable visit 10. bt

Jim's of the Shell leader’s old governess.

The visit was_intended to quite a

short one, but it was extended through a

series of extraordinary incidents, and

some exciting events followed. = Miss

Priscilln was, of course, the victim of

many japes on the part of the cads,

but she came out on fop in the end.

“Miss PRISCILLA—FORM-MASTER ! "
is one of the best stories of N, Jim's
we have had for a long time, and 1
should advise all readers to order next
week’s issue at once, and thus muke
eure of reading this fine yarn,

“MIK HOOQ."

This is the Dutch for *“Aim High.”
and is the motto of the “ Wellinglonian,™
the official magazine of the High School
at Wellington, SBouth Africa. A copy ot
this well-got-up  periodical has  been
kindly sent me by my loyal supporter,
J Ferguson, and I am much obliged to
him.  Among the lighter foatures of the
magazine appenrs the following :

- .

“Iomestcaders say that lhe honse-
father persisis that they should nol smoke
digarettes, with these words:

)3

s no uuxnml Beeat.
cou thin,
Tomakes you lean,
It's the worst old sl
I've ever seen.
(To himself}:

“Oh, how T fave my .umx‘ 4

Quite 50!

MORE TALBOT TALES.

A valued correspondent at Sunderiod

l\rllcw me as folloy

** Nothing has beaten the Talbol yavns
ihat have appeared time after time in
the GEM. They were pithetie, courage-
oms, and noble. and showed Talbot’s fight
for the right in his_struggles to live an
hopest life. It is this type of story that
aphifts our young manhood to-day. Such
tales help’ o follow {o advance with
honour ihrough his days. and make him
sirive for high ideals. T should like more
of these yarns if possible. Every! i!]m;:
comes to him who waits. Well, T will
wait,”

There is a great deal more in the letter
to hand, much which T should like to
quote, for there is just lhnt note of
sympathy and inderstunding in it which
veveals the writer as one of he privileged
people who fnd the best in life an
naver lose touch with their discovery.
Come 1o think of it, there is always time
o go a litlle more deeply into thing:

wid the reward is considerable.

Frw Liprany.—Na. 635,
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Year E’a&mmdwgn p.l'-udlc hear from his readers.

Address ; Editor,
.h:mn'dun Street, London,
SHORTHAND.

It is impossible to give on this page
the fenture I have been asked for,
namely, a series of articles on shorthand.
All that T can do in the matter is to
refer to the business of shorthand aud
its nse.  We ave often. told that there
is little demand for verbatim reporting
these days. do not credit this state-
mont for a minute.  Speeches are always
being made, and the makers of them,
anyway, want their orations reported as
fully as may be.

Of course, a i

paper has roon
e for lengihy speeches,
shing at all extra-
i paper to have

its pages filled with small type,
all the s g:ls of monent being farth-
fully set dow!'l Weo had the Marquis of
Hartington, the uncle of ihe present
Puke of Devonshire, speaking at Rawten-
stall or Rossendale; John Bright giving
his best at Rochdale, and Mr. Chamber-
Jain orating at Birminghan.

But the shorihand-wrirer has wnple
scope Now The picked stenographers
who are secit in the Press Gallery at the
House Commons are s busy as any
of their forerunne And, then, short-
hand iz invaluable even if you never haye
to inke down a speech.  We are all in
a hurry,  We have ngs to remember,
ift nnmlgh for

ordinary for a mo
three of

= e

and longhand is not s
notes.
M

cover, the 1pp||. anl for a position
would in wost cases stand a
e without a

A fellow

own choice and stick to There is

no monepely of excellence o musier
shorthaind must take time, 1t is not a
subject that can Be rushed. The signs

have to souk in and he as fami
the reliable writer as longhand itself. Tie
must, i : that reserve of speed
for s IIe needs also to
Iry im orihond.  Tpless Ew
o E

+ his 1o com-

s Wil ey

a pleasure fo receive a well-
i s other day from one
iten in clear and most
Now. Pitman and the
ather sysiems can be learned. is
worth (doing. Slogging atb shorthand
biings a Job of other vseful things as well
ax i knowledge of the art. The memory
ie strengthened, for onc thing, end tha
neenstomed (o o quicker grasp
opie under review,

of wy f
readable T

THE UNION PHILATELIST.
Rabeorison, P.O. hu\ 5828, Johannes.
Africa, sends me a copy of his
smarlly-got-up stamp publication.” T is
the only philateli _]()\Ll"l\{ll issued i in South
Afvica, and contains a fund of informa-
tion useful to the collecior of stamps,

. I congratulato my cqrrespondent on his
st number, . which coniaine splendid
angury for the future, Tt is admivable

“ Gem,” The Fleetway Houss,
EC. 4

in ey (:i) i Ch Haud's _ well-
inform mhde on a(amp; of the Union
of South Africa is the Lest compilation
on the subject I have scen.

THE NEW IOV. BATCHER.

A reader living in Kilburn says that
no offence is meant—there is certainly
none taken-but what about the new
boy, Batcher? Well, I might ask what
about him? TItisa compi iment, I know
that well, this cagerness on lhe part of
:mpportem for more, and then still more,
about ecertain cha)actera, but it is not
always possible to oblige.

It 'is this way. Mr. Martin Clifford
writes a tale in “which_he needs the ser-
vices of a new boy.  But the author had
no notion of draggi the fresh-comer
into all subscquent yarns. The stage is
pretiy full. Batcher bad his points, I
will admit; but he came, saw, conguered
—that is, received a hearty w elcome—and
now hethas vetired, for a- time, at least,
as there was never any intention to have
him alvaye in the Hinelight.

THE WORLD’S VIEW.

That you have to go by what the rest
of 1he world thinks is a pretty sure thing.
The fact was brought into evidence once
again in a genial and illummating lefter
from my friend, F. J. Tayxlor, of Edgbas-
ton, who tells me that ke has been doing
a good deal of acting of late.

*1 have gained a reputation,” be says.
“for playing fussy old bus,ybodms, so L
can’t get any other kind of part

Ay correspoudent ix a prefect, sud one
of his roles was Justice Shallow, which,
he pomra out, is a dine parl.  Of course,
wa know the dew viption of character
he means, and such impersonations want
doing. Plenty of them are knocking
abouni-—1t00 many, for they never do any
real good! merely get on other folk's
1»;-11\0- aud upset auy muuber of apple.
earts

But that was
yan noticed how,

nalt my point. Have
onee a fellow geis noted

Lor anytlung, be has to stick to it fle
miy want 1o be a funny personage, but
if the world ouce gots ‘thin g he is o

serions mimdoed uhnp it will mamt on his
being scrious or lmihmg Same thing
the other way roun d

It is not mmel) ‘on ihe slage. Of
course, the stage mirrors what is passing

outside. 1 have met scores of mon who
set out to be something quite different
from what they are.

N says the world, “you are a

poet, and had best get bu-_w,. while the
individual who really meant 1o be a poct
is palmed off with some odd job such as
selling cheese or unlmgmg a4 hoolshop,
Funny thing, but (rue!
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‘CHAPTER 1.
- The Wiles of Mellish,

& SAY, Mellish: "
. Percy Mellish of the Fourth
Form at 8t. Jim's looked up, as
= Beggy Trimble. addressed him

us.,

. Baggy and Mellish shared Study No. 2
fogether. They were both at home.
Baggy had been staring out of the win-
dow, evidently wrapt in thought. Mel-
lish had been studying a pink newspaper
in front of the fire. gilencu had reigned
in Study No. 2 until Baggy Trimble

turned round and spoke.

“Well?” said Mellish, looking at his fat
studymate. “What's the matter?”

“I want you to do me a favonr, Mel-
lish,” said Baggy Trimble. " “I want to
borrow your bike.”

Mellish stared. 2

“Want to borrow my bike?” ho ex-
claimed. * What for?”

Baggy Trimble coughed.

“Well, T've got to go down to Ryl-
combe for Kildare,” he Feplied. I want
to bike it.” i

“You lazy nsg}!"‘ snorted Mellish.

“Can’t you walk? .
replied Baggy; "but

“T could walk,
I don’t want to. I want to get somic

practice at cycling, for, you see, I'm
going to have a new bike to-morrow.”

Mellish stared at his fat studymate in
great astonishment,

to havo a new
said. " Who's

My pat

Trimble a
dre getting

. of course!” said Baggy
e, ““All the other fellows
kes out now, ready
for use in 2. I haven't got a
bike: but I've written homd for one, and
T expect T shall receive a new machine
to-morrow.”

“Oh!” said Mellish, with a grin, * It
won’t bo a_new machive. long, young
Trimble. You're- a rotten rider, and
would smash-the jigger up in no_time!”

*“Ahem!"” coughed -Baggy Trimble. “1
know I'm not. exactly an expert rider,
Mellish. That’s why I-want to get a

little practice hefore my new hike comes,
I don't want to damage it, you see; but
if 1 praftise on another machine belore-
hand I shall be quite expert by the time
I get the new jizger.”

-#Oh!” said Mellish. “Ho vou want
to practise on my machine?” =

“That’s it!” snid Baggy Trimble, nod-
ding, “T used to bo quite a good rider;
but it's a long time since I had a chance
to ride a bike, and, consequently, I'm a
bit out of practice. The rotters won't
!elrl_(,i me their machines. Selfish, I call

“H'm:" said Mellish. “Not much
selfishness in it where you are concerned.
I suppose you think I'm going to lend
you my hike to practise on?”
*“Well, yours 1s a pretty old maching,
Mellish o
“What?"
“It's aboul ou its_lust legs, hy what
I can see of it," went on-Baggy blitiely.
“Of course. 1 might knock it aboat a bit,
but perhaps I sha'n't. You see, I can
already ride a bike, but I'm a bit out of
practice. - But even.if I do kneck it about,
it can't do the old grid much harm. It's
about time you had a new bike, Mellish,”
“Why, you cheeky voung swab—"
began Melfish indignantly.
*Oh, really, Melish!” expostulated
Baggy Trimble. ‘““There’s uo need for
ou to get your back up, you know

-t

our bike is a bit ancieut, isn't it
You've had it ever since I've 'been at
S y
Percy Mellish looked wrathfuliy at
Bag
*Look here, Trimble, if you're trying
to he checky——"" he began.

“Nunno!” exclaimed Baggy [Trimblé
hastily. “I was telling yodu a plain home-
truth, you kuow. Now, be a ssert. Mel.
lish, and lend me your bike to ride down
Rylcombe on. TI'll take care of it,
reslly. I'll let you ride my new bike
wien I get jit. See?”

“No, I don’t see!” growled Meilish.
“The blessed world will come to an -end
before you get a new bike! I don’t sup-
pose your pater will send you one, any-
way, . And you'ro jolly. well not going to
muck my bike up, even if it is old!”

.| seats at

.

A Magnificent, Long, Com-
plete Story of Tom Merry
- & Co., of St. Jim’s,

By - .

MARTIN CLIFFORD,

“ I won't inuck it up, you asg'l” snorted
Baggy Trimble, m great indignation.
“And, of course, tny pater will send mo
a unew. bike. He's got plenty of oof.
And the bike’s sure to arrive to-morrow;
he as good as Pmmised, Now, lend me
your bike, Mellish. I won’t make it any
worse than what it ig!”

Mellish glared at Baggy, nnd sat in the
armchair thinking for a while.

Suddenly a gleam entered- Mellish's
exyes. and he grinned cove y.

“Tell you what, Baggy,” he said at
leﬁl:gth. silting up. “ Borrow Grundy’s
hike. :

“Grundy and Wiikins and Gunn nave
gono down to Wayland, = They went
about a quarter of an hour ago to book
the Royalty Theatre for to-
Borrow Grundy’s
Trimble, and I'll ride down to Ryt-
you. I've got to go there for

morrow afterncon,
bike, Tri
combe wi
something.

Baggy Trimble blinked dubiously at
Mellish.

*Do you think Grundy will find cut?”
queried the fat youth of the Fourth,
“He's such a rough beast, you kunow,
and he'd wallop me if he found 'out i
borrowed his bike."”

Mellish grinned.

“Haye no fear, Baggy!” he said en
couragingly. “Grundy won't find out,
Why, we'll ride to' Rylcombe, and be
back again before he comeos in. Come
on, Baggy, chance it!”

“ All right!” said Bagpy Trimble, fol
lowing ‘Mellish to the door. *It's risky,
you know, Mellish. If Grundy finds out,
you'll have to take the hlame!”

“Oh, that's all right!” grinned Mok
lish. “Let’s get to the bike-shed at onca
and waste no time jawing.”

Baggy Trimble trotted after Mellish
down the <Fourth Form passage, de-
scended the stairs, and together thoy
made their way into the quadrangle.

Mellish’s eyes were glinting with a
cunning light.

Percy Mellish was tho sneak of tha
Fourth, and a prominént member of the
rotters’ brigade at St. Jim's. . There wag
nothing too mear for Mellish to do, and

Copyright in the U'mted States of America.
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his idea of humour was pecuh:u. its-
copfiture  of " other fellows was very
amuzing to Mellish, and if he:could do
body a bad turn under pretence of
a good one, it was the height of
graalication to him.
As-hé and Baggy Trimble crossed the
qundrangley meking their \\a towards
- thé bicycle-shed. the merry shouts pro-
cedding irom. the pLum -}]les dvenoteck
that the move healtly gt. Jim's bays
wére enjoying o game of football before

hen Baggy and Mellish arrived ut the
shoed “they saw that the shed was
fullf of machines, Most of the boys
Bt Jim's sported *jiggers,” for
cyeling is a healtay sport, and one which
they were very partial to.

Meilish se.ccted Grundy’s machine and
hauied it from. its stand.

“Heve yon ave, Baggr!” Le said
* This 13 jnst ahout your size, I think.
Get on !

Whilst - Baggy TPrimble clumsiy
mounied Grundy’s. cyele, Mellish took his
own machine from the stand, closed. the
doar ‘of the eycle-shed, and mountet s
mnchme.

“Come on, Baggy!” he “ldi as he
‘pedasled towards tue gates, “Can you
manage?”

~ Ye-os!” gasped Baggy Trimble,

whose 1at litt.e legs weie barely lonz
enough to enavle his feet to reach tne
pedais.  He manag to drive the
muchine, however, and he foll,o“eu alter
Mellish to tne gates.

wiggy Tiimblo was b, no MEANS a1
expert cyclist. . He lrad: never bhad a
machine of his own, and had been in the
habit of borrowing other fellows’ cycles.
Generaily Baggy managed to damags the
macdine he borrowed, and his school-
fel.ows naw rigidly barred Baggy from
riding tl muchines.

Baggytelt o trile mervous now he was
riding Grundy's: bieycle—nervous for
more reasons ﬂﬂ one,. .

George Alfved Grundy, fhe owner of
the machine, was a heity, high-handed
feilow, wlose main meais of argument

was & * whopping.” Grundy had a short
way with those who disturbed his
serenity, and baggy felt sure that if

Grundy discovered that his eycle had
been borrowed his seienity would be as
disturbed as a storm-swept sea.

And Grundy, under thom conditions,
was dangerous.

Baggy's course was very wobbly as he
sped tmmlih the gates and out into the
Ry lcombe Lane.

His feet missed the pedals at almost
(1'»9 other turn, and he feit most un-

ortable.

.‘ﬂel,sh iool.mg back, saw how Ba
was [anng, and he grinn

He meant to have some fun with Baggy-
Trimble ere they ret.rned to 8t. Jimr's,

“Keep it up, Baggy!” he exclaimed
Puci)umgmbly. “You're getting on fine.
He, he, he "

“Groooocgh'" Baggy Tr)m}:lc
ciutching the hanale-bars hard and con-
centrating his. ar,t.entlon on the pedals,
waich persisted in revolving too quickly
for his feet to pick them unp. * This
blessed saddle’s mu high for me, Mel.ish
Yow-ow !

“He, he, he!” giggled Meliish. * Look
‘over lhu bush to the r)ght Baggy!
T ere’s somebody calling!”

Baggy immediately turned his head to
_the right, .and he looked over the bush.

en there was a bump, and l)aggya
ml(hme dipped into a deep hollow in
lhe road, gm:h was: full of mud.

ront wheel struck the other side of ths
rug and who was not prepaved

k l‘Ol[er i

Lars, he weat over with a howl, mmhum
as well.

Bump!  Crazh! Spladh!

" Ydrogooooogh ! wailed Baggy Trim-

ble, as he sat down heavily in 2 large |

puddle. . It had been mmmq’, and the
hollows in the road were full of water,

“He, he, hc' ’ sniggered  Mellish,
slowing do\nx. “What did you do that
for, Ba,

Melli “of course, had purposely
taken Baggya attention from: the put.
He had seon the deep hollow in the tead,
and steered pust ii, but, in order that
Baggy should not see it, and inevitably
ride into it, he had told Paggy to look
to the rig I,

Baggy Trimble sat vp in the puddle
and biinked dazedly round himy,

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow |7 he  exclaimed.
“Oh, cruwmbs !
eonvulsed

Mellish dismountied, and,

with merriment, went over to Baggy
nnd dragged him to kis feot.
“You chump, Baggy!” he said.

) Wby didn’t ynu steer out of the way?™
gwgy Trimble maned ])o[!u\vﬁ, and
bimk furlmls?y at Mellish.

! he gasped. “You
méteu LML Mdl;ah: You did that pur-
posely. Yerrfigh !

Mellish  chuckled. and picked up

+Grundy's hike, which was well splashed
with muddy water. X

_“Never mind, Baggy,” he*#aid, gnn—
ning.  “1 dide't do it pu
-rerlly! You should have noticed lgm
hollow before you looked away !

3slgfy ‘lnmblu groaned and ionderly
rubber rtion  of his anatom
which hm] a:u ed most when he ha
flopped into the puddle and stenek the
ground hard.

* Yow-ow-ow |
believe it was au

1

41 don t
Mellish !

* he moaned.
accident,

Yow're a routen beast to pluy a trick Bole

like that.  You know I can’t ride that
bike very well—it's too "“‘oh for me!”

“Oh, never mind, Baggy!” grimied
Mellish.  *Get on g and keep your
eyes open this tim This is a rotten
road, xsu 't it? T shall have to send an
anonymous luttu to the Urban District
Couneil, comp'sining of the bad condi-
tion of the road. They onght to keep
it in_better renair than th:~ Look out
for the mud holes, Baggy !

Baggy Trimble grunted, snd avringing
as much water as he could from his
garmeuts, he remounted and jerked un-
stoadily enward.

Mellish_ followed,
over his litile inke.

After that Bagegy Trimble was \cliy
wary, and he kept his eye on the rohd
| His course was straggly and his riding
unskilful. but he ¢ame no more croppers

chuckling  hugely

or the ride to Rylcombe.

Baggy had " to deliver & note for
Kildare to the printer in the Iieh
Street, @nd he left Mellish at the
corner.

Mellish nroceeded on to the back

parlour of the Green Man, where he had
"~ little business to settle with Joliffe,
the landlord.

CHAPTFR 2.
N Bagg¥y Gets Out of It.

AGGY TRIMBLE emerged frem
B the printer’s shop five ‘minutes

later, and glanced up at the clotk

. over the railway-station.

“H'm!” he muttered. “Tll go over
to the bwn-shop and .bave a fow jam-
tarts Lofore. b ride t that
beast. Mellish- go back by himself, Kil-
dare only gave me a bob, and I'm not
going stand trest to Mellish, the

fer this mddgr‘\ jolt, let geo of the handle-
Tae GeEM LIBRARY.—No, 635.

* Aud Baggy wheeled the borrewed

-

|machine across fhe IIigh Street and
placed it against the keth outside the
village byn-shep.
Deemiug the machine safe, Baggy
rolled into the. bun-shpp, in order to ex:
pend the shilling which Kildare had
given him for delivering the note to the
printer.

Three t’ellows ~were seated at ome of

the little round tables in the buu-shop
as Baggy entered,
They locked rownd, and Bagey gave

o ah]zt and a gasp of dismay wheu he
fF recognised Grundy, accempanted by his
fmt.hfu[ henchmen Wilkins and Gunn.

*“Hallo, here's perpoise I’ exs
claimed George Alfred Grundy, staring
at Baggy. Whm- ave you lomking . so
scared lor,

** N-n-nothing ! " stammsered Baggy
| Trimble hastily. “E—F was so supprised
to aee you here, ,;ou know. I
thought you'd over ta Wayland.”

]‘lu‘ﬂy lam]

“No,” he said, e changed our

zuinds, and are_going bo the cinema to-
morrow, insi What ar¢ you deing
down here, Trimbla 77

- “T've ]tlat been on an errand for
Kildare,” replied Trimble, ]ma'
brain working swi “J]

Grundy, alxI <hap, T’va got, xnmel‘hmg

to tell wou.”?

‘fraodrge Alfred Grundy of the Shell

ed.

““Something to tell mg!"'
claimed. “What is it, Baggy?
Baggy Trimble looked hungnly at the
plate of larts and pastrics before
(:lundv‘ Wilkins and (zunn, and -his
mouth watered.

He fingered the solitary shilling in his
vackot, and bethought "himself that a
ahlllmg nould only purchase four jam-

ohe ex-

“I—f say,” Grundy, il's somothmg
jolly important, you know!” he said
slyly. “Let me have a feed with you,
and Tl tell you!”

“Oh!” said Grundy.
bo bribed, eh?”

“ Nunno,"” repl:ed Baggy ]msh]y, ST
--I'm bunm‘y. If T tell you what T saw
Mellish doing, what'll you give me,
Grundy 77

“I'll give you a thick car, you young
toad, if you don’t tell me!” growled
Grundv.  *What's Mellish been up to,
Trimble ?”

“Let me have
eream-buns, and
Baggy Trimble.

George Alfred Grundy arese,
grasped Baggy Trimble's snub nose.

“¥You want to

E

couple of those
Tl tell i

" said

you,
and

“Now, you little sncak.,” hissed
Grundy, ““tell me what you've got to
tell me, or T'll wring your blessed
nose off 1" >

“Yow-ow-ow 1" wailed Bﬁ:mg Trim=
ble, squirming in the grasp of the hefty
man of the Shell. “Leggo by dose,

Yooo np"‘

Grudd an' T'll tell -
Hay roarod Wilkins and

a, ba!”
Gunn.

“Spout it out,” demanded Grundy,
l.weu.}uﬂg mercilessly at Baggy Tr:mbln 8
‘or Tl pull your nose off I

nose,
“ Groooogh I” moaned Bnia -
I saw Mellish riding your bike in the

High Street,” Grundv. He told me you
had gone down to Wayland, and he was
going to borrow your bike while you
were out. I saw him just now in the
High Street—on your bike.”
George  AHred Grundy let go of
Bagzy's
sed his

nose, and a grim expression
tures.
Oh!” exclaimed Grundy

< Mellish—on my bike! My bi
Crundy, and Mellish has pllh.hl‘d my

a t 1(!11 %ﬁl
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over the water, and let h m go. Splash ! ** Yaroocogh ! " shrieked Mellish. .

Qrundy picked Mellish ug, held him
“You rotter--Yerrug! Gug! Gug!” Witha fiendish yell and a series of gurgies, Mellish's head disap~
peared begneath the water. (See chapter 2.) s

bike while I've been out. Oh, my hat!
Tl=I'll whop é-im g

Wilkins and Gunn nudged cach other,
for they saw that their dauntless leader
was_contemplating 'visions of Latile.

“I—I say, Grundy,” said DBaggy
Trimble, blinking nervously at Grundy,
“*it's no use gomng out after him, you
know. He's far away by now: Wait
till you get back to St. Jim's.”

George Alfred Grundy gritted his teeth
and he smote the table so hard with his
fist that the teacups fairly rattled.

“TlIl give him borrow my bike
quoth Grundy viciously. “I’ll -tan him
till he howls?  T'll show him whether
I am to be played about with like this!
I'm Grundy! He's not going to muck
my bike up without permission !”

Baggy Trimble took two cream-buns,
and Grundy did not stop him.- When

1"

he had munched them, Baggy edged
away from the table, blinking towards
the doon

#I—I think T'll be goin%_ Grundy !”
he said.  “I won't tell Mellish I've told
you. .

“You'd hetter not!™ said Grundy
darkly.

Daggy Trimble turned towards the
tuckshop door, dnd, looking through the

lass of the door into the street, he be-
geid something that made him stop short
and blink.

He beheld Percy Mellish kneeling be-

side Grundy's bike, 2 spanner in his
ring with the back brake.

word!" gasped Baggy
Trimble. *Come here. Grundy!  Here
is Mellish, outside this very shop, mess-
ing about with your bike!”

“Wha-a-a-at?” ejaculated Grundy.

He sprang to the door and glared wil!\-
out. . .

His cyes opened wide when he saw
Percy Mellish of the Fourth kneeling be-
side his—Grundy's—bike, tinkering with
the back brake.

“Oh!" gasped Grundy, his jaws com-
ing together with a snap. “There he is!
Copped red-handed, by hokey! Here,
I'l]plin\‘e him !

And Grundy dragged open Llhe bun-
shop door and strode outside.

Mellish heard the tramp of Grundy's
feet, but before he had time to dart
away, Gmnd{ heavy hands were laid
on him, and Meilish was dragged to his
feet.

“Got you "
ing at Mellish
with my, bike, ol

“Lemme go!” wailed Mellish, wrig-
gling_in the stronjr.grasp of Grundy., “I
wasn't doing anything "

“Yes, you were!"~ hissed Grundy,
shaking him. “ You were messing about
with the back brake.”

imed Grundy, glar-
“ What are you doing

Wilkins ;\—ncl Gurm were dutifully ex-

amining the bike. Wilkins looked up
with a grin. 2

_-““He's loosened the back brake so that
it won't act!" he announced. I expeci
he saw you in the shop, Grundy, and was
going to leave the bike out here so that
when you came out, youw!d find it, and
ride ig back, and come a_cropper. It's
joll angerous to ride a bike in traffic
without a brake "

“Yes; and he's loosened the front
brake, too!” exclaimed Guan,

Percy Mellish went pale as he saw the
look which crossed Grundy’s face.

“You young _ monkey!” hooted
Grundy, shaking Mellish, so that the
Fourth-Former's teeth fairly rattled.
“You've had the cheek to borrow my
bike, and then mess it up!”

“I didn’t!” howled Mellish, shiverin:
with fear. “Baggy Trimble borrowed
the bike, and when I saw it outside this
shop, I thought I'd have a lark with hin:

»

an ;
~Pont tell .whoppers, Mellish!™
howled Baggy Trimble. “I didn't r
down herel Why, I saw you ‘fak
Grundy’s bike out of the bike-shed mj
self! Dou't you remember I hsked you
whether. Grundy wouldn’t be wild, anii
ou said you'd be able to get down to
%ylcombe and back again bsfore Grundy
returned from Wayland, and Grundy
would never know you had stolen the
Tue Gem Lisnary.—No. 635. .
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bike? Own \tF
lnnw you did |
dida’t " panted Mcﬂnh glarin;

mnlevolanﬂg at Trlmblo. “He want
1139*]3\1«3 h:maeb i I— tim: o
- “Don’t you -believe him, rundy
‘hn.ﬁd Bng_gy Trimble. *Ho tock your
saw. him take it! Honour
b g t.. Gﬂmdy, I saw Mellish take your
tike out of the shed!”

Grundy looked grimly at the cowering
Mellish:

- With his own eyes Grundy had seen

to rt.. you rottert You

lh.lluh mmpermg with the bicyele, and

zh:t dfam was ;;E‘)rxent to influence
T y against '

5 didn’t 1" wailed Mellish,  “He’s

¢ lies! He—"

%hue ap!” snapped Grundy abruptly.
“Vou've messed my bike up, and you've
got to pay for it! I'm Grundy, you
hear? You've gut io pay for messing

vhnuh with my bike
** Yaraccoogh 17 liancked Mellish, as
away in the hareu.d.enn_

ke was whirl
avms of Grundy.

(izundy grasped him fore and aft, and
bandled him across the road, to where
i large horse-trough sioed in*the market-
s jrare, G

* Ha, ha; ha!” roared Wilkins and
Gunm. “Going to duck him, Grundy?"
Yes, T am!™ sl)orted Grundy. - i'I'II
ch him!
Lemme go!” howled Melhsh frantic-

TN tell the Head——""
Tall him ™ }ussed Grandy.
o, you rotter!™

Grurdy resched the horse-trongh, and
dricged Mellish towards it.

Mellish howled and he struggled, but
all in vain, i

Grundy picked him up, held him over
tha wa:ier, and let him go.

1I—

“Come

Sylash ! -

"Y&moo% m ahnlekeél lIiaIIiéh. I“Yuu
rotter—— 1 ug!”

With u Sendish yell and a series of
gurgles, Mellish's™ head disappeared
huxmatb the water,

@, . he, he!” chortled Baggy

Tiimbla, immensely tickled.

“Ha, ha. ha!” roared -Wilkins and

Gunne and a crowd of other St. Jim’s fel-
lows' and inhahitants uf Rylcombe, who
had heen artracted Yilﬂ sowne
bellish’s howls.

Mellish’s head Tose above the water,
and he ylrg!ad and spluttered horribly.

He trigd to, crawl out aof the horse-
trongh, but Grindy’s arm descended, and

-

:iu plunged into the iey-coldt

*“Ha, ha ¥’ roared the onlookers.

"Yerrughl Gugi Gug! Gerrrrugh!”
came from the water in the trough.

Agan and again'did Mellish attempt. to
get out of the trough, and as many times
as be attempted, so did Grundy plunge
him in again.

Baggy Trimble cunjoyed it immensely.
The d:mﬁuu-u of Mellish was balm to
his soul. But he knew that in lm;"erm
he took a great risk, and then he espie
Mellish’s own bike legning against a
lamp-post at the corrfer,

So, when the excitement was at ils
hc:v;n Baggy Trimble ran over to
Mellish’s bike, mounted it, and pedalled
far all he was worth, back to St. Jim’s.

Ten minutes later Grundy desisted
me ducking Mellish, and allowed that

a.?, youth to cmwi out of, the horse-
uoug 3

He was the cynosure of all e
a source of merriment unto all beholdets,

81t growling in wrath, George Alfred
Grundy strods over to Ris bicyele, and
ordered Wilkins and Gunn to set the
ddmare right.

Wilkins and Gunn_obediently did so,
and Grundy mounted it afterwards, and
rode back to St. Jim’s, telling his hench-
gus? to follow after on foot which they

1

And later om, when the bell for call-
over was about to ring, a weary, be-
draggled fignre crawled in at the gnteq of

the way of the practical joker is often

He was lounging outside

Mellish was fon “fag,” but as
tobacco.

bard—apd sometimes wet!
CHAPTER 3. =
‘M

Rylcombe Station next aftor-
noon, debating whether to
smoking was strictly tubco at St. Jim’s,
the consequepces would have been dire
He uttered that exclamation of surprise
as the porter emerzed from the station,

St. Jim’s. It was Perey Mellish, and
Mollish was beginning to realise that
A Bike for a Blke.

Y hat!” exclaimed Mellish,
risk entering the tobacconist’s shop for
some cigarettes,

of a
for Mellish were he to bLe secen by a
master or prefect entering a shop for
trundling a large crate behind him.
Tt was a wooden crate, and inside the

-
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fnzmewco'tk coulf‘hhu seen a bicycle,
wrappe sacH in wuppmg paper.

Mellish loukcd with s‘.'alt interest as
old Joe, the porter, ug%ed. the crate
inta the station- gard, y the aid of a
van-boy, a railway-cirt
standing there.

“ A new bike for someone,” murmured
Mellish. “I wonder if it's for Trimble?
Of course, 1 didn’t believe he'd get a
bike, but it’s possible. I'll have a look.™

Mellish_approached the railway goods-
curt in the station-yard, and’ addressed
old Joc, the porter.

“1 say, Joe,” said Mellish. *“Ia that
bike lhore for a chap at our school, named
Trimble”

Joe reached up, nnd,louke«.t at the label
that was affixed to the crate.

“ ‘Master  Trimble, St.  James
S.cbml"‘ ” he read. “Yessir, that’s
“Oh!" murmnred Mellish.

He was surprised. Bag Trimblo

BY
although he boasted of the weelth and
opulence of the Trimble family, pever
secmed to receive much by way of remit-
tances from home, and the general belief
at St. Jim’s was that ’s talk was
mere *swank,” and that the Trimbles
were by no means uen!thg.

But Baggy had said Le had written
home for a new cycle, and was expe('tm':
one that afterncon.  And here was the
bxi.e, addressed to him!

word!” . murmured = MeHish.
“Fancy Trimble having a bike! The
little rotter! He got me 1o a fine mess
yesterday, and I could. just do a listle of
my own back on th‘ I've a good mind
to piuch that i

Mellish thouzht awhile, and a.cunning
scheme entered his head. Ho -chuckled
softlv, awd went up to Joe, “who had
turned away and was wnll.mg back to the
station mmaure.

“Half a mo’, Joe!” said Mellish, “I
want you to help me plaj' a joke on ono
of my school chums.”

Joe 'grinned. He was well known and
well liked by the boys of St. Jim's. Many
and many a time there had taken
a “rag ” within the precincts of the
station, in  which oo had, good-
humouredly participated. Joe had been
a boy himself once, and, although he had
almaost reached the age "of the “lean and
slippered pantaloon,” he was fond of a
joke,

“'Elp you play a joke, sivi” he said.
“Well, wot’s the joke?”

Mellish mdlcated the crate in the car
with his thumb.

“That hlLe s for a pal of mine, nho s
been swanking over it,” he said, “1
want to give him a surprise. My idea is
to get an old bike from the bikeshop over
the way, and shove it in that crate, in
place of the new one. It could be done,
couldn’t it, Joe!”
fﬁoe considered the subject l]ujught-
ul

Lk Wel'l sit,” he said, it could be done,
l su pose; Eut it's nsl\ I ain’t sup-

laco

.’ﬂ(\lflsh withdrew half-a-crown from his
pocket, and slipped it into the horny
palm of the I‘BSWB -porter.

“That'll do, wont it, JoeV" he said.
“Will you work it for me?”

Joe chuckled, and placed the half-
crown into his pocket.

“Yessir,”” he sid, touching lm peaked
mﬁ b Bru‘lg over the other bike, and

get a ‘amtmer and pmcel 5. We'll
dn it afore the van starts,

Good!” grinned Mellish, **Sha'n’t bo
a tick, Joe!”

Mellish skipped across the High Street,
mto the litile eycle-shop, where the bou
of 8t. Jim’a general!,g d};

Mellish was in funds that M’icrnuun, for
he had won ten shillings in a gamble with

-
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With a Fearful clatter, the tandem went lld-wayﬁ.
mazrvetious somersault backwards.

““Ha, ha, ha !

Baggy Trimble went forward, and Skimpole oxecuted a
” howled Lhe onlookers.

(See chapter 5.)

Chowle of the New ch-e that morning.

He entered the eycle-shop, and was met
Ly Mr. Crauke himself,

“Good-afternoon!” eaid Mellish, by
way of bLegiuning. “Have you an old
hike you could lei me have on hire for
ihis afternoon, Mr. Cn’mka'i

Mr. Cranke shook his head.

“Sorry, Master MP."I.!JI " he said, “but
all the cld cycles I had in stock are being
rebuilt. Cycles is such a price nowadays
that it pays to rebuild old ones, and seﬂ
’em off in preference to new ones.”

“But T want any old thing,” said Mel-
lish persistently, * A regul u old bone-
shaker—a rusty old grid, you know,
Hmant rou anything like that to lend

. Cran l\e pondered for a moment.
a cyc!e to let you have,
Master '\I»Ihsh be said, at length, “but
if an old tandem would do——'

Mellish’s eyes opened wide.

“ A tandem!” he murmured. *Why,
Let's have a look ut-

it, Mr. Cranke."”

He followed the eycle-m#ker into his
little backyard, and there, standing be-
hind a conl-shed, was an_ancient-looking
tandem.

Mellish rogarded the machine with
gleaming cyes.

It was a_rusty, dilapidated-looking
mackine, which had emphatically scen

better days. The wheels were rusty, and
many spokes were missing, It was a
broken-down looking affair, and its days
sf zervice had long since pnssed and gone.

“My - word!" .muwmured Mellish.
“What a regular old crock! Can I
borrow it this afternoon; Mr. Cr.mke?"

“If you like,” said the cycle-maker,
looking queerly at Mellish.  *“ Yow're
not thinking of riding it, are you?"

“No fear!” chuckled tho cad of the
Fourth. “Itls a joke we want to play
on somebody—that's all. Will five ob
do for a loan of it? If we smash it, we'll
make good the damage.”

“ All right,” said the cycle-maker, nod-

ding.  “Take it and keep it, Master
Mellish. It's no good to me.. You
young gents from the school are good
customers of mine, and you can ve
the old Lhr}g for five shillings. Wheel it
o_u]s, ?l!". wt s yours, and I'm glad to get
rid of 18!

“What-ho!” chortled Mellish.

He grasped the rusty handlebars of the
old tandem, and wheeled it out into the
High Street. It rattled and - clanked
gﬂ:]mhlly, and Mellish smifed hugely to

*“This ought to make old Baggy stare
when he gets it!" he murmu as.
trundled it across to the sbat:onynrd.
“Ms'“ord I've struck lucky this after-
noon !

He found the porter waiting for him
with hammer uand pliers. .

Joe gnzed with amazed and bleary
at the dilapidited-looking tandem wi
Mellish, trundled up.

“My heye!” pgasped
“Wot's that—a bike?”

“0f a sort!” grinned Mecilish. ** You'll *
be able to get it into that crate. T sup-
pose, Joe 1"

“I'il "ave a try, sir,” replied the pcrtcr.
still blinking at the fandem. “But i
say, though, ain’t it a "as-been?”

““He, he, he!” sniggeied Mellish. “It"]
be a fine joke! Buck up. J l Don't
let the station-master see von.'

Joe climbed up into the van, which was
waiting to depart on its ro nd.  He soon
had the crate. to pieces anc the new cycla
out.

Mellish unwrapped the packing-paper
from round the .cvele.-frame and wheely
and a gasp of admiration escaped him.

“My word, what a’ mﬂ.y -laoking
Jigger 17 hn murmured:

Then his eyes wandered towlrds the
broken-down tandem, and he burst intu
a cackle of laughter.

“ Seme daﬂ'erencc!, he eaid gleefully,
“Oh won't it be a come-down for old

Ha helpad the porter get the hndem
Tue Gz:u LiBrary,—No. 635.
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into the van. The packing-paper which
had been removed from the new eyele
was wrapped round the frame and rusty
wheels 0? the old tandem, so that hardly
a part of it was visible. .

Then, not without a little difficulty,
the porter got it_into the framework of
the crate, and nailed it us). -

£ " breathed Mellish, surveying
the clumsy-looking machine im the crate.
“That's fino, Joe! Right away for St.
Jinr'’s* and, mind, mum’s the word 1"

“Rely on me, sir!” said the porter,
‘grinning. : 3

Mellish unlocked the handlebars of the
new machine, oiled it up, mounted, and
rode away. £ X

* Now for-4 spin round!” he chuckled.
“This is ﬁcing to be my bike—till Baggy
claims it P

And Mellish, as he whizzed gaily up the
MHigh Street, towards the road that led
to the moors, chuckled gleefully over his
funny wheeze, and in anticipation of what
Baggy’s feelings would be when the
tandem arrived.

3 CHAPTER 4.
A Surprise for the Trimbles.

L HAT are you waiting for,
Trimble?” "inquired Cardew

of the Fourth, sauntering up
. to the gates and finding
Baggy Trim‘tle standing there as if wait-
iny d

waiting here for my  new
bieyele to arrive;” he said, with an air of
great importance.  “1'm expecting one,
us a pregent from my pater, you know !”
RaFuh Reckness Cardew chuckled.
. Expecting a bike, ch?” he grinned.
“ My noble Baggibus Trimble, cans't thou
vide a merry ngger?”
Trimble grunted.
“Ahem ! he said hesitatingly. “I—I
1 nearly ric’l‘e. Anyway, I'm having a

we, arns
“Eh? What's that, Baggy?”

Baggy Trimble whecled round, and be- |

came aware of Teddy Trimble, his plump
minor of the Third, whe had just come

‘What's. that, Baggy?" demanded
‘Teddv Trimble, blinking through his eye-
:;1isses at his major. ““ Are you expecting
a bike?” . -

“Yes, I nm!" gaid Trimble major snap-
yishly.

There was 1o love lost between the two
Trimbles. Teddy had zm!{l quite recently
arrived at St. Jim's, but he had already
- rroved_himself far more popular than his

major in the Fourth.

'I‘edd; Wwas e sportsman, and had heaps
of grit In him for a fag, and Baggy was
extremely jealous of his young brother's
ropularity. - ey

‘“‘Sheer off, Peddy!” growled Baggy
Trimble, gﬂ]:irmg at his minor.  “I wrote
home to . aeking him for a bike, and
he said he'd see, - Then I wrote again,
and I'm expecting the jigger this after-
nogns” ) i

y, you—you

Teddy Trimble warmly. “I wrote home

for a bik&, too, and dad wrote back to

say that very likely he'd let me have
one. I'm expecting it to arrive this after-

Sty vt Tacked bl Hoib

aggy Trim oolced quite homici-
daily at Teddy. Teddy, in return, glared
at him,

Ralph Reckness Cardew chuckled softly,
and beckoned to Clive, Levison, an-
zaroo, and Clifton’ Dane, who happened
to be strolling out of the tuckshop.

“Come gver here!™ grinned Cardetv.
“Here are iwo scions of -the Trimble
etock wranglin® over g bike. Each is ex-
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pecting a bike to arrive this afterpoon,
and if a bike does arrive, it will De inler-
esting to see who'll get it. If might is
right, by gad, I'd back Teddy to collar
the jigger!”

“‘Ha, ha, ha!? s

Teddy Trimble thrust his hands into his
trousers pockets, and turned away from

Bng;gy.
Baggy Trimble sorted in wrath.

“Cheeky young brat!’ he muttered,
though not. sufficiently loud for his minor
to hear, “If a bike comes, I shall claim
it, as I'm the elder. Br-r-r-r-ri”

Cardew & Co. grinned hugely. Kan-
garoo strolled through the gateway and
into the lane outside.

As he looked down towards the village
he gave a ery.

I say, Trimble, here comes the railway
delivery-van 1"’

Both Trimble major and minoy were
alert at once. = 3

They dashed through the gateway, and
bliu‘nkod down the lane.

Oh, good!” breathed Teddy Trimble. |

“My bike’s come 1

"‘Bﬂs[‘:l" snapped
flarmg at his minor. “That's my bike

tell you, Teddy! Tl write to pater
about iv if you—you pinch it 1"

Teddy Trimble did not deign to reply.

Tha van rumbled up, and through the
gateway, coming to a halt on the drive
Jjust inside the Close.

Teddy Trimble and Baggy Trimble
made & dait fowards the van,

“1 say, deiver.” called Baggy to the
uniformed van-driver, “is there a bike
for me?”

+ " Master Trimble, sivi”
. = That’s right!” cried Boggy eagerly,
“Buck up!”? £
Cardew nudged Levison.
* Look out for merry squalls I he mur-
mured. “'See the lint in_Teddy’s eye?
Things bode ill for Baggibus Trimble,
unless he surrenders his oy horse 1
* Ha, ha, ha!*
d Trimbles watched éagerly as
the driver and the van-boy hauled down
the wooden crate from the van.
_Cardew, Clive, Levison, Kangaroo, and
Clifton Dane looked queerly at the crate
a8 it was dumped on the ground.

Great pip1” ‘exclaimed = Levison.
“There are two bikes in that packing-
case [ i

“Cardew shook his head in perplexity.

- “Not two bikes!” he sai p L)By gyad,
bo}ﬁru, 1t looks like a tandem M*

Baggy Trimble,

A tandem ! Great Scott!”
Trimble, too, was looking
worriedly at that crate.

Although - the metalwork of the
machine was not visible, there appeared
to be more in it than ene bicyele.

Baggy Trimble, in his eagerness and
excitement, did not notice this.

“That’s mine I he said fatly, striding
forward and pushing Teddy out of the
way. “Thanks, driver |

“Which I'd thank ye, too, sir,” eaid
the driver meaningly, ““if you'd remem-
ber wot a *éavy load that "ere thing was
for me and this *ere boy to lift. Werry
thirsty work, gir.”

Baggy blinked at him, and it dawned
upon him what the driver was diiving
at. He groped in his pocket and drew
forth a sixpence, :
. “Thers you are, my man,” he said
lmlaortnntly, handing the sixpence, with
a showy flourish, to the driver. . “Don’t
spend “it on drink, because I don’t
approve of it.” -

The boys standing round chuckled
hugely, and the driver, as he nocketed
the sixpence, ‘winked at the grinning
vanboy. o a

“Young Pussyfoot!” he murmured,

and, jurﬁl)ilrg on -his van, he drove
away.

Baggy Trimble’s bosom-rwelled with
pride and importance as he gazed upon
the packing-case. )

“Logk here, Teddy,” ha said, turning
to his minor, “help me undo. this and—
and I'll let you have a few rides !”

“Go and eab cokel” enapped Teddy
Trimble crossly.

At that moment thevo was a tramp of
feet, and the Terrible Three of the Shell
ambled on the scene, followed by Jack
Bluke & Co. of the Fourth.

They gazed in immense surprise at the
packing-case in the Close.

“ My only sainted Aunt Maria!” ex-
claimed Monty Lowther. “What's

o 37
replied Baggy Trimble.
“My bike P

“Oh 1" said Tom -Merry, peering at
the machine in the case.  *It looks like
a tandem, Baggy !”

“Ehi1”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jack Blake.
“It’'s a tandem right enough, boys! Oh,
my hat! TIs that foura, Baggy "

. aggy Trimble looked furiously round

.

“It's ,a bike!” he said resolutely.
“Look here, you chaps, don’t stand there
giggling at me! Borrow a hammer, or
somethipne, from Taggles, and help me
get the bike out of that blessed frame !

Herries obligingly went into Teggles®
lodge and borrowed from the porter a
hammer and a pair of pliers.

Willing hands were laid upon the
packing-case, and very soon the machine
inside was dragged awsy from the
woodwork. p

“It's a tandem richt-enough,” grinned
Monty Lowther. “Were you both ex-
pecting a bike, Teddy 7"

“I was expeﬂinf & hike,”. growled
Teddy Trimble, glaring at what the
others 'had taken from tﬁa packing-case,
“but T didn’t ask for u blessed tandem '

“Perhaps your pater couldn’t afford
two bikes, so he sent a tandem to
accommodate both of you,” suggested
Monty Eowther. *

*“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the onlockers.
Trimble went ved.

“You—you cackling dummie:
spluttered, won't believe
tandem ! Get the paper off I’ #

Ma hands dragged at the paper
which hound the frame and wheels of
the machine,

There arose a loud chorus of gasps as
the machine was disclosed. d

“Mum-my only Sunday topper!”
eiaculated %orn Merry, blinking aghast
at the dilapidated wreck which once had
represented a tandem. “Weil, I'm
jiggered! Ha, ha, ha ?

‘““Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!” roared the
others, holding their sides with merri-
ment.

Baggy Trimble and Teddy Trimble
glared with goggling eyes at the tandem.

Their feelings, as they surveyed its
rusty frame, its bent and battered
wheels, minus many spokes, and its
crooked handlebars, ‘were tco deep for
words,

At last Baggy Trimble found his

volce.

“QOh, crumhg,!" he gasped. *“ Wh-what
p—

the thum . "
“Ha, E'mE ha!”  shrieked = Monty

Lowther. _ “What price  old iron,

Baggy? Ha, ha, hal” -
““Ha, ha, lm !” chortled the others.
Teddy Trimble's plump face went

“It’s a trick!? ha cried indignantly,
“The . pater’s sent it. to Baggy for a
lark ! T reckon you can stick to that old .
grid, Baggy. I wouldn’t be scen riding
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-on it for an exira term’s pocket-money !
And Teddy Trimble, with a. snort ‘.[
dmm disgust, and ‘a of withering |

agement at the anciént tindem, |

ked away.

. CHAPTER 5.
Skimpole Has a Try.

AGGY TRIMBLE blinked first at]

t?o }tmﬂam, and then at the
chortling ;uumla._
*Look hm' ”hemared “This ] T

is a rotten trick!

this! T've been
“Hua, ha, ha!”

"It’i a good old relic, fen't’ rt cha

sobbed Monty YLowther, “Frimble’s

pater might have sent 'inm a bone-

sin::l.sr while he v,ms‘ahcut il

yxter mever sent
ne !”

Ta, ha, ha!”
“Sliurrup I” hooted Baggy Tnmb]e
fariously, holding up the tandem. “It

nothing to cadkle at, you—yon boohm*.
Perbaps gy
learn on.’
"’Hu. ha, ha 1" shrieked the others.
“That's

got plenty, T can tell you. I expect he

wanted Teddy and me to be sble to ride

properly before he sent us new jiggers,
so he gent on a tandem for both to
learn on !"

“Oh, crumbs ! gurgled Jack Blake,
holding his sidos and weeping sahi tears

merriment. “Old Baggy vn!l be the
death of me yet! Ha, ha,

The others simply ached wll.h laughter.

Fellows came runni u!;: to see what
was taking place, an en they. saw
Tnml:les tandem they shrieked -with

"\lhat a horrible old. crock!” "ex-
claimed Figgins of the New House,
arriving with This 8, Kerr ,and
Wynn. “Going to ridest, Bag;

“Of conrse!” said Baggy ‘1nmble
with a lofty air.

on it !"e

“0h, help !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You'd never ride that, Bagey ! said
Monty Lowther, with a shike of the

Jhead.. “The old grid would buc! up
as soon as you got on it Cuns),der it

:nfm-mn, you know.” '

“Yaas, , wathah! '” put in  Arthar
Augnshu\ b’ Arcy. shouldn’t twust
myself on such a hn'ww:d 1dokin’ jiggah
if T were rou, deal

“Rats!” snorted ~ B&g Trimble.
“I'm going to ride it! _Anybody coming
on the back with me e

“No jolly fear!”

‘There was a chorus 'of dlnseni at once. ]
“Look here,” growled Baggy Trimble, |

round upen the grinning
“There’s nothing wrong with
It may be a bit old and

glari;
- assembly.
this machine !

rusty, but it will jmake no difference 7 |

“HB ha, ha!”

“My dear fellows——""

A mild voice interposed, and ‘the boys
of Bt Jim's turned, to see Herbert
Bklmpo!e the genius ofthe Shell, arrive

upan the scene.

Skimpole was a brainy voulin much
devo 1o sul jects endmg with * “ology
and “ism.” 6 was an inventive genius,

too, and the probity of his massive bfain
knew no, bounde.

Sk)mpoie blmked through his h“f
eyeglasses at the tl,nd!m, and then he
blinked at Trinible.

“Hy dear Trimble,” he said, beaming.

“you are, I perceive, ‘Tecipient of &
tandem. A tandem is, I lﬂnnk. an
meorporatwn of two perform-

a dual functioti; with the ndd.mnml
a lvantage of mdylmg individuals
%0 progress tog-ether, :nd contribute to a
mutual equilibrium.™

4 Trimble, ”

| theory of cquiponderant fouscular

pater’s sent me this fo

1" said Baggy Trimble. |
“Dad’s careful with his oof, thongh he’s
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Baggy " lzmb’le glaved at Skxmpmo

“What are you driving at?"
snapped.

“T have a suggestion to make, my dear’
rephed the brainy man of the
Shell. “T Lave long desired to put my
to the test, but, wnfortunately, I have
been unabla to-persnade anyono to allow
me the use of his bicycle for that pur-
Evervhody seems to labour under
the misapprehension that I should materi-
ally damage their nlzmhmpq during the

] course of my P\perlmenm

immy's wound up!"” murmured
¥ Lowther, <1 eron that our
misapprehensions: that he’d smash owr
ead certs—eh 7”
agreed the others,
1u"8red
addressed Ra,

skimpols
remarks, and

“ Your tandem has arriv
Lune mume'nt 'lntn‘h](-

¥ Trimble.

a#. an

“I'm gomg to practise

The son of a man who has made a
| !urtn u the hat trade. Had
the way of schooling as a
(,hlld ulld still finds difficulty with the
e h." A typieal little Cockney,
mtll all the aleriness, cheeriness, and
luck of the species. Is devoted to |
‘Arey major, who championed his
causg when he first eame to St. Jim's.
(Rtudy Xo. 6.)

pole. “From a cursory scrutin, it
appears to be jn a somewhat dilapidate
and damaged condition; bul 1 do ‘not
Ahink thatvwill impair the course of my
experimente, if you will allow me to
imonnt on the rear saddle, and ride the

machine in collaboratiog with' yourself.” |

Baggy Trimble stared at &skimpol;

“I'm blcssed if I know what you're
gessing about,” he said. *“D’you want |
to ride on this with me?”

“That is precisely what I desire, my |
dear Trimble,” Skimpole midly. §
“I assure *vou that, though I am mot
actually versed in fhe art of riding 2l
bicycle, by means of my theory. of egui- ]

ant muscular poise, 1 shall, be
exnabled to_maintain a perfect eqndj‘hmam,
whilst the machine is in progress.’

Baggy Tnmhk lu\nltalﬂﬂ Then, as
N

| back of the tandem, he consented,
°

ise

his  schoolfellows’)

went on Skim-]

d

Three-halfgence, P

nobody sremed to relish 2 1ide on e

| . “Get on, Skimmy !" he said, “Mind,
it you have me -over, Tll wring your’
neck!”
“You need have no fear ¢f having re-
course fo ﬂ!ch vi nun,MTnmbie ’|‘[ said
impole. dear Merry, wi o
kmdiy assist mo ml tha ddi
Tom Merr{ nbhg: g helped Skimpﬁic
-of the tandem.

_mmmt.mtot
gg Trin suuﬁbedi oriously «an
to zhe ont saddle, and Tom Merry held
the tandem uprzghfm

“Ready ?* asked ‘Trimble, ]m foot on
the pedals, “When I say -go, turn the
peda Skimmy !*

“Ye. -es, my -dear Trimble!” _r(\plwd
Bkimpole, .a_trifie nervonsly.
“@Gol” said Trimble, ]mﬂ he dug at

Scrunch ! Borunch ! Serunch )
"The tandem, with a series of rnttlt-- and
] squeaks, mov ed forward,

Skimpole’s long legs went round twice
to Trimble’s once, but Baggy,-after put-

|| the

ting the on a moment, slack-
"“- 55-““AHR¥ Hlﬂm“' ened down, l.nd caused Bkimpele to keep
4 pace with
Clank { R&tﬂe'
“TIa, ba, ha:" xnarcd the St.. Jim's
fellows!,
The sight of 'Bnggv Tetaible monnled

on_that anci tandem, with Herberi
Skimpole perched behind him, was truly
a sight to make all beholders stare. Tt
was, as Momf Lowther remarked, «
sight for gkes;] and men, and little ﬁshos

They logl ut the grotesque pair on
the tandem, as it rattled and rumbled
along, and they howled with uncontroll-
able mipth.

By some extraordinary miracle, Baggy
and le maintained their -balance
for a while. Then, as Skimpole

wobbled - his bodp—endeutly testing his
hpurv of *equiponderant musculay
poise,” Baggy Trimble lurched, dragged
at -his handlebars, and m'u'nedmteh ‘they
became jummied. -

“Leok ouf!” sobbed Tom Meln
“You're going over!”

And ovgr they wenl

 Witha fearful elatler, the tnm.lom went
vs. Baggy Trimble went forward,
impole Pxem a  marvellons
somersault backwards.

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the onlockers.

“Yow! Ow!” moaned Baggy Trimble,

icki himself np.  *Skimpole, you
crass idiot—""

"Grmmgi]‘ Really, my dear Trimble,”
expﬁstlllated Bl e, rising painfully to
his feét, and rubbing the back of his
hlmd, where a bump was rapidly rising.

am a you did not_respond
to my relaxation to ‘the ri Yow! 1
have sustained excr\matp:ﬁ m;m‘y m 1wy

persan.  However, -we shall proceed, wbaH
~we, my dear Trimble ‘F"

“Ven potty chump!” growled Trimble,
rubbing his knee. T’ i] ve another go,

but. eit nght and.don't lean n:dmu\s or
}W:;l have us both over again. et

on! s
Aud, .amid the laughter of the on-
lockers, the two tai -ridera mounted
again, mat without same dlﬁculu', and
duy, anm at the pedals agai:
f 086 WAS nxtmmel; jorky.
and the'_y

to make half a dozen fresh
:iarts ‘before they made any headway at

I

1  The .hail—burmgo of the front handle-

bars were missing, and consequently the
<combined weight on the m: made
Lh'm hard to manipulate, -
Baggy Trimble wrenched first this way,
t!n{‘nd-!‘l md ,I'lt'h many
gfu.nt a Fattle. g
il dem théy procesded.

yix ]

u

GeM Lm:ﬂf.—).o_ ﬁs&.



1'THE BEST 4% LIBRARY B~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND” 4* LIBRARY, "gL.

“Go it, Skinmy 1"
wiping his eyes, “I’ut the speed on,
man! Make Baggy work(” .-

. “Grocogh P*- gasped Skirhpole, grind-
ing ?wny, &t the rusty. old pedals.

" Really, this is most fatigding work !
- 'The ratio’ between fiy physical resources

and the exertion which the manipulation

of tll;ajc'se pedals éntajls—— Yow! Dear

mée!
There, was a click, and the cotta-pin in
Skitnmy’s left Yeda] dri;plied out, How-
ever,. the pedal was of .the “rat-trap
variety, ‘and he pedalled véry quicily
with the left pedal, which was, of course,
loose, and- he worked iri time with Baggy
with the other foot.

The spectacle ‘of Skimmy’'s left foot
goihg a dozen revolutions to one of his
right foot was truly comical, and the
onlookers howled with mierriment,

Clank ! Clank! Rgttle?!

Baggy Trimble was making herculean
efforts with the handlebars, which refused
to mové unless théy were dragged at.

" roared- Blake,

The cqurse of the tandem was truly
a zig-zag and stt_nggfy one. 7
Tom Merry & Co., Jack Blake & Co.,

and the others followed it up, roaring
with laughter. o -

Badgg! Trimble guided straight for the
Head’s garden.

By this time, the tandem had gamned
spoed, for. Skimpole at the back was per-

fo-ming ‘wonders with his one leg which |.

ope-ated the chain-wheel. p
The gate of the Heand’s garden was
open, and téwards thia the tandem rattled
upon ifs course, :
Baggy Trimblé made violent efforts
ta st (:uf1 gf the way, but of no avail.
“Yar

°? he howled. * Stop pedal:
ling, . 8 imnéy you ass! The brakes
won't act] f:)ppih ik

“I e¢-¢-can't, my dud-dear Trimble:"
yasped. Skimpole,  whose right leg was
w?-irhmi round as the free-wheel oper-
ated. TI—-T Owl?, !

Crack 1+ g " B

The chain broke, 3

But still the tandem. maintained its
wobbly coirse towards the Head's
ga den.

Straight as a die it went through the
gate. If Baggy had intended to guido
it through, the probability is,-that -he
would have cannoned into the fence. As
it was, he made an effort to guide round,
and’ the - tandemm whizzed clean through
the gate, .

*“Hi!” roared the Jiart!ener, who was
Busy at the cucumber frames. ‘' Wot the
di~kéns—— Look out, fou‘xdjita!"

But the luckless youths upon the tan-
dem wwere, at that moment, not masters
of their destinies. :

rliﬁ:on the flower-bed the tandem
lurched, gavé ‘a fearful rattle, cannoried
into d éucumber-frame, serit Trimble and

- Skimpole head first into the frame, and
followed suit jtself into the next one.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” howled the boys, who
had coflected round the fence. "

From the cucumber-frame, the glass of
which was wrecked, ceme two long-
drawn, hollow groans. .

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow ! .

“Grooogh! Yow!? .

The gardener, red and wrathful, strode
over.with a hoe in his hand, and, select-
ing the person-who was nearest—which

happened to be Skimpole—he belaboured
him wrimereifully with the hoe.
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

. “Yarooogh |” wailed Skimpole, leap-
ing to his feet with alacrity, and clasp-
iré himf%elf. ““My dear man, pray desist
— . Yah!” ,

Baggy Trimble was wary. - He saw the
gnrdene’rf domiflg. with the hoe, ‘aud he
aroge with great expedition, and leapt out
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'Shell” addressed them. Tha,

of the cucumbex-frame, with little ploces
of glass clinging to his trousers.

“Ha, ha, bha, ha, ha?’ shrieked the
onlockers, s

Skimpole did not wait to get through
the gate, for Baggy Trimble raced him
there. He sprang for the fence, and
Blake and Gussy i‘]"mmane)y helped him
over—just in time?

Breathing like a fiery war-horse, the
gardencr dragged up the tandem and
hurled it through the gate, - 3 5

1t collapsed with a clatter in the quad,
and”a howl of Mughter arose as one
wheel went one way and the other wheel
the other.

The front cross-bar snapped. and the
tandem lay where it had fallen, more of
a wreck than ever now. .

Trimble and Skimpole had disappeared.

“Oh, this is prime}” sobbed Monty
Lowther, as he ?ickpd up one of the
tandem ‘wheels. *“The old grid’s about
done for now, T reckon! Let’s pul the
t&igg togethér, shall us, and put it in the
stable with a nosebag on it?"”

*“Ha, ha, hat”

Tom Merry & (0., sobbing with laugh-
ter, took the tandem, fixed the wheels
on again, and trundled it between them
across the qudd.-

They placed it in the woodshed and
left it to its fate.

And Meliish, returning half an hour
later, after “having léft Trimble’s new
bike in charge of the village eycle-maker,
heard the story of Trimble’s tandem from
Aubrey Racke, and he laughed covertly
at the joke.

The ‘only two who did not laugh were
Skimpole " and Baggy Trimble. The
gardener, too, felt sore, for two of his
cucumber-frames  were wuined beyond
réparr,

ndeed, they had suffered worse than
the tandem | :
CHAPTER 6.

_ _ Skimpole’s Lafest.

“ OMING for a spin, chaps?” o
‘ Tom Merry asked this ques-
tion, popping his head in at

Study No. in the Fourth

Form passage, the headquarters of Jack

Blake & Co., on the Saturday afternoon

following the axrival of Trimble's tandem.

Jack Blake, D'Arcy, Herries, and
Digby looked np as the captain of the
had been
discussing how to spend the half-holiday,

“Well,” said Ja:ﬂ Blake thoughtfully,
“thet's not a bad wheeze, %‘ummy.
Footer's off for this afterncon, so wa
might as well spin out on our jiggers.
What do you say, chaps?”

“¥Yaas, wathah!” said- Arthur Augus-
tne D7 Arex. “We'lll come, Tom
Mewwy.” -

* Hear, hear!” said Herries and Dighy
heartily.

egg!” grinned Tom Merry.
“Monty and. Manners are coming, so are
Levison, Clive, Cardew, and Talbot,
Buck up, old sons 1

e chuma of the Fourth
Tom Merry downstairs.

On the way they met Bernard Glyn,
the amateur inventor of the Shell. G-?,vn
waselvoking very wrathful.

““Seen Siimpole?“ he asked.

“Skimmy 7’ said Tom Merry. “Na,
Glyn, T haven’t seen the chump! Whal's
he been up toi”

‘‘He’s been in my study, and raided
some of my tools, besides’ a lot of
materials "I-was collecting to make a
motor-cycle  with¥’  snorted  Glyn
savagely. “T know it was Skimpole, be-
cause Kangaroo saw him sneaking out.
If 1 find him 1—T'}l scrag the begge=1”

followed

The hevoes of the School House
grinned,

“Hard chedse, old son!” sajd Blake.
*1 expect SBkifmmy’s worKing on a new
inyention of his own!” i

“‘Besides, ha's a Socialist, you know,”
put in Tom Merrg, with a chuckle, “and
regards all prop y as communal—com-
maon to everyhody !” &

szrn snorted like a war-horse and
strode off, - y
“T’1l " wring his blessed neck when I
catch him!” were s parting worda, -

Tom Merry and Jack Blake & Co.
chuckted and gmued on down to the quad-
rangle. At the foot of the School }[llmiue
steps they were et by Monty Lowilter,
Manners, Levison, Clive, Cardew, an

Talbot, - .
‘“Anybody  here seen Skimmy?"”
rinned Monty Lowther. “0ld Glyn's .

ooking for him, brdithing murder.

Skimmy has been borrowing soma of his
tools and materialst”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of the School House went
over to the cycle-shed and took out their
bicycles. It was a glorious afternocom,
and ideal for cycling.

They mounted their machines and spad
through the gates and out into the Ryl-
combg Lane.

“‘T wonder where old Baggy is#’ said
Monty Lowther, - turning to his com-
panions, ‘T don’t believe he's ventured
on that merry tandem since it landed
him and Skimpole in the Head’s cucum-
ber-frame 1"

Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's still in the wood-shed, so far as
I know,” remarked Tom Merry. “I won-
f der. though, who sent it? Surely his
pater wouldn’t have sen{ a thing like
that |”

“Somebody’s bad a lark with him, I

expect!” grinned Blake. —*Poor old
Baggy! V&n.:n’z, he disappointed?”
““Ha, ha, ha?” .. - .
Suddenly upon, the balmy breeze a

series of loud explosions sounded, as of
a motor-engine back-firing.

Bang, bang, bang!

“Hallo1® ~ exclaimed Tom  Merry.
“What the thump is hapfgeuing round
that corner? A motor-cyclist, I expect,
having trouble with his engine. We——
Oh, my hat! Gug-good lor’ !”

Tom Merry broke off as a weird and
wonderful apparition became visible in
the Rylcombe Lane, coming from round
the bend ahead,

It was Skimpole on Trimble’s fandem,
but Skimmy was not working it by means
of his feet, ’

He was perched in front, and at the
back a grotesque-looking motor. was fixed,
which worked a pair of steel legs, which
fixed io the Bc{alls. whirled round and
drave the machine, d

Bang, bang, bang! went the engine.

The tandem was going backwards, and
Skimpole was making violent efforts to
maintain his halance,

The revolving legs worked in the same
manner as a treadle on a sewing-machine.
The motor on top drove them round,
and they, in turn, manipulated the baclg
pedals of the tandem,

Tom Merry & Co. gazed at this won«
derful masterpiece of mechanism, and,
once they had recovered from their won-

derment, they sent up a shout of
laughter.

“ Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha{"”

“Yow!  Yadrooocogh! . Oh dear!™
wailed Skimpole. *“I c-c-can’t atrest the
progress of this— Yarcooogh! ¥ah!¥

e crash had come. Skimmy went

sideways, and over went the.tandem.
With a series of loud explosions and
rattles the motor went on working. The

mechanical legs whirred round at a great
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The motorist at the wheel of the car saw Ski
right. Butalmost immo_dlluly_sklmp'ul.!‘n handieba

s car. (See Chapter 7.)

rs cama round to the left again, and he made full tilt for

mpole lurch to the right, and he swung his whesl round o the - l

pace, and the driving-wheel of the tan-
dem revolved dizzily. d &R

Whirr-r-r! .Bang, bang !

Tom Merry & Co. dismounted from
théir bicycles, and stood in the road.

*“Oh, my aunt!” sobbed Jack Blake,
gazing at the contraption which Skimpole
had affixed to the rear of the tandem; in
order to drive it mechanically. ** What

o game! Oh dear! Ha, ha, ha!”

““Ha, ha, ha )’ shrieked the others. . .

Skimpole sat up and rubbed his' head
dazedly. - = .

“Dud-dear me!” he gasped. “ihe
oscillating oylinder of the motor must
have reversed. Really, the sensation of
being. propelled backwards was -most
horrid ! du spite of my theory of equi-

ponderal® muscular poise, I found it im-

possible to maintain my equilibrium!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” howled Tom Merry

& Co.

Skimpole siruggled to his feet,” went

- over to the prostrate tandem, and pushed
a little lever on the front handle-bar.

Immediately there was a splutter, and,
with a loud grunt-and rattle, the mechani-
cal t;-eadle ccased to operate the back
wheel, :

‘Tom Merry & Co. gazed af the mechan-
ism on the tandem ard howled,

. *Oh, Skimmy, what on earth have you
been up to?” gasped Tom Merry, hold-
ing his sides. “ What the merry dickens
have you done to Trimble's taixgem'!”

. “Grooogh 1" %’maned Skimpale, rTub-
bing the back of hiy head. * *This is an
invention of my vwn, my dear fellows.
I reclamated the tandem in its disrupted
state from the wood-shed and proceeded
to put into operation an idea which oc-
curred to me quite snddenly in bed. You
will perceive that the motive power is
evolved -and supplied entirely by the
mechanism above, the trochilic pinions.
or gyrating -lege which are inosculated,
being ‘reversible, and controlled by the
n};‘:emtur, who sits in front and maintaing
the equilibrium of the machine. It is
really a wonderful - invention, my dear
fellows, and one which, when my finan-
cial resources are sufficient!y reimbursed,

I shall patent!”
Tom Merry & Co. gasped.
“Mum-my word!” gurgled Monty

Lowther, blinking first at Skimpole, then
at his marvellous invention. *“S8kimmy,
you ahout romp off with the whole giddy
biscuit factory! Oh, this is too rich!
Ha, ha, hat” -

“Ha ha, ha!” howled the others, in
an exuberance of mirth,

Herbert Skimpole grasped the tandem,
now imechanically driven By means of his
remarkable invention, and hauled it to a
vertical position.

Tom Merry & Co. wiped salt tears of
merriment from their pyes: .. x

“Oh, Skimmy, youwre the limit!”

gasped Jack Blake.” ** ¥ou'd better not

let Glvn spot the gid? contraption, ar
there’ll be ructions! Goin' to get on 1t
againt’ :

© " Most certainly, my dear Blakel™ re.
plied Skimpole, climbing into the front
saddle of the tandem. ‘I am experiment.
a)ﬁ with the machine, and most probably
will ‘be able to improve it. . The frame
was split in front here, so I soldered it
togetler, - Kindly - withdraw from the
centre of the roddway, my dear fallows,
80 that I may. have sufficient space iu
which to operite.”

Tom Merry & Co. hastily withdrew to
the side of the lane, as Skimpole grasped
a lever which was fitted to the front
handlebar of the tandem, and prepared to
start. 3

Skimpole pushed the lever, and imme-
diately the motor commenced to belch
forth smoke and sparks.

+ “That is merely “'a preliminary ox-
haust,” said Skimpole, coughing as the
smoke penetrated into his throot and

nostrils, *“ Now, when I operate the car.
buretter clutch——"
Crack! Bang! Splutter! went the

engine in the rear. A

There was & fierce whirr, a raitle, o
clatter, and a few loud explosions, thé
oscillating cylinder hegan to rovelve, the
wreadles on”either side rotated, and the
tandem jerked forward, Skimpole guiding

‘it in 4 masterly manner,
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“Ha] ba, ka!” roared Tom Merry &
‘0.
The sight was really too fanny for

words. The chumsi of the ouse
Jooked at the mechanical tandem, wil
Seimpolo perched in front, - and they

irth, 4

Clamk? Rattle! Whirr! Crack!

The tandem gained in velocity, The
tremdles operating the revolved
with great rapidity, and Skimpole on the
tandem was soon speeding down the lane
at quite a goad pace.

. " is iz too good to miss!™
chuckled Mouty Lowther, mounting his
bicyele. “Come on, chaps! Let's follow
nlﬁ Skigmy, and watch :”

a,

e St. Jim's juniors mounted,. and
sped after Skimpole, who was faft dis-
appearing in a cloud of duwst and smoke
down the lane. 5

“My word, he must Le traveHing!”
gaspoc{ Tom Merrs, ““The sily chump
will come a cropper koon, mark my word !
Look at him now ; st to one side of the
lane, then the other!™ .

“Bai Jove!” pxclajmed Arthur Augus.
tus D’Arcy. *The fwabjous chump will
be in the diteh iu a minate!”

. “Ha, ha, ha!” :

Sk le’s mechapieal tandem  had
nea peared from sight, when sud-
_denly it began to recede. towards the
St. ;:'n;‘a cyclists again.

“Look ent!™
& with

§ sobbed Monty Lowther,
choking . ¥ Skimmy’s
engine s reversed again, and he's coming
back—backwards ™. M
Bang?! Raitle! Whirr!
of smoke and

sparks, and above +the ratile of the

tandem, came Skimpole's rvoice, raised in
tones of terror and diemay :

“Yowowow! !Id‘&!'_ Oh dear!”

Tom Merry &, aded their
machines into the side The lane as
Skimpole's tandem -whizzed up, meving
backwards at a godd speed.

The tandem whizzed by the honding St.
Jim's fellows, and_they expected to see
it disappear from view next minute,

But there came another crack and a
rattle, then the tandem jerked to a halr,
gave a cough, and spurted forward agaiu.

*Ha, ha, ha!" shricked Blake. *(an’t
you control the giddy engine, Skimmy 7”

“Nunno!” .cried the smateur inventor
of the Shell. as once more he hurtled by

* his schoolfellows, * The gear is dislocatell
somehow. Yarooogh!™

Whirrrr! went the revolving lega on
the back pedals of the tandem, and the
wmachine whizzed down the lane again at
breakneck speed.

“Ohb, this -is prime!” gasped Blake.
“ Poor old Skimmy can’t ug- the merry
tngine, by _tha-kmi of it! He'll bave to
stick there till the petrol runs out, or
olse run into the ditch! Hai, ha, hat"”

Once more the chums of St. Jim's fol-

towered i the wake of Skimpole and the.

tan by e r o B
Skimpole tcok the next corner with.a
hair"s‘breadth cscape from crashing into

& giant-oak-tree. Then, with s rattle and
@ clatter and a deluge of blue smoke, he
whirled down the lane towards Ryloombé
Willage, Tom Merry & Co. pedsling their
bicycles - behind, almost too weak wi
laughter to be able to make much speed.

' CHAPTER 7.
A Good ;
E'S going it!™ ed_Mont;
H Lowther, peering ahead, Good-
. ness kliiﬂ.ﬂ"i srhd will

erumba! -Look!™ s o
Tus GeM Lisrary.—No. 635,
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a mator-car

They looked ahead, and saw
hi in the dist along the

lane, coming.from the village. .
it appeared to be moving at a good
, and Skim; on the tandem was

mrtling towards the car at breskneck
‘Fom Merry & Co. gasped with horror
disma; &

a Y.

“ Great pip!" cxclaimed Jack Blake.
*“Skimpole’s sure to run into that metor !
-Why the dickens doesn’t the motorist
stop, or— Come on, beys!” g

f‘I;ut the ?}.)eegl qn}i” :;3!‘ l‘l'nm Merry
grimly, dgg ino his s,

The Y u% St. Jmm's jumiors buzzed
down lane after Bkim

The motor-car in front
not relaxed speed.

impele, perched im fromk of ihe
tanderm, could not slow up or stop,
because his motor was completely out of

ki y 1pole had

controk s
Jhe tandem and ihe car almost neared

each other. Si.ingmlg ged: framtic-

ally at his handlebars, but in his stato

of terror he could not gnide ry.,
“Skimmy{” yelled 'l%um Bierry._ HTE
you can’t guide into the ditch!
You'll be rnm over! Oh, why doesn’t that
mad fool in the mofor stop? He can see
the danger!™
There were two men in the approaching
motor. They muat have seen the im-
minent peril of the flabbergasted tandem
rider in front, but they did not slow up.
“The f 1” panted Blake, “Skimmy,
run into the ditch!™ -
@

-But Skimpole could not respond.
drag; at the handlebars bewilderedly,
and the tandem went first to the left side |
of the road, then to the right.

Honk, honk, henk! went the motor-
horn in front.

Tom Merry & Co. dashed up, and held
their breath when they =aw the motor-car
and the tandem almost on top of each
cther. :

The motorist at the wheel of .the car
saw Skimpole lurch to the right, and he
swung his wheel round to the. lefr.

But, elmost immediately, Skimpole’s
handlebars came round to the left ugain,
‘and_he made full tilt for the car.

“Look ent!"” shriel Tom Merry.

Fhe motorist wrenched' at his wheel in
a desperate endeavour to miss Skimpole.

‘Crash! i

Both car and tandem ran into the bank
at the side of the lane, off-wheels of
the car dipped down into the ditch, and
the car toppled sideways.

Skimpole. was already off the tandem,
and he dived headfirst into the ditch.

The motor-car went completely over,
and, its occupants were shot out upon the
grassy bank of the lane. .

Then, almost immediately, therp éame
the buzz of another car in the lane, and.

king round, the St. Jim's juniors saw a
police-inspector and a bare-headed man
standing up in the approaching ear,
waving their arms,

*Stop those men!” bawled the poli
i tor. “Mind, they're escaping!"

he two motorists had jumped to their
feet, leaped over the ditch, and were
scrambling through the bedge on the
other side.

Tom Merry & Clo. took in the situation

ke

ce-

**Chase 'em, boys!" cried Tom Merry,
springing over the ditch, and clearing it
neatly,. just as both men commenced to
run zoross the field. ““ The police are after
Q‘{]&m,?;md Jhay'll escape if we're not
8l s .

‘Huwway!” cried Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, who Was the next to follow Tom
Merry. " We'll cateh | the - wunaways,

The others were not slow in following

suit,

B 6"
s

The two fugitives were now speeding
aeross field, Tom Merry, in the fore
of his c!ﬁms, sprinted as never he had
sprinted before. .

He rapidly gained on the two in front.

Gussy camea up to, Tom Merry,*and be-
hind him came Jack Blake, Kangaroo,

Manners, and Levison. _
“We're ﬁn.mi'ng on ‘em!” eried Tom,
. “Keep it up, cl ke
et tho!” g €.

The twe men in front looked round
desperately and saw thut the boys sweve
almost upon them,

The hand of one man went %o his hip-
g_ccket with an ominous movement, but
Tl —
dna & great leap for
him eloan the man’s buck,

to earth with a thud. .
8 rattle as a revolver feli
‘s hand 1 ground.
eried D’Arey, springing
other mn.h - hwl:vo, 'I';m:l
Mewwy got this ot/ wottak 1"

Gussy and Blake and Manners pounded
on t? of the other man, whilst Talbot
and Levison went to Tom Merry's usaist-
ance.

After a briel struggle the two rmuarways
were helpless in the atrong grasp of the
St. Jim's juniors,

“Whew!” gasped Blake. “TFhat was
het work, Tommy! Let's lug - these
rotters back to the road, where the police-
inspector is waiting for them. [ wounder
what they’ve been up to*”

Tom Merry & Co. buudled
prisoners across the fielt back to
road.

Over thie ditch they went, and as soon

their
ki

he

‘as they reached the bank the police-in-

spector clapped handcuffs- on the two
men, who cursed roundly at the boys.

“Good work, my lads!” said the
spector admivingly. “These two scound-
rels have jnst robbed Rylcombe Post
Office, and_made off with the centents of
the safe. We've found the stolen things
in the car, and now the thieves them-
ﬂvm- are roped in—tharks'to you brave
ads !

“Not only
Merry, *“but
their car into the ditch.
poar chap?™ .

They looked round and saw Skimpole,
covered from head o foot in green slime
and mud, standing beside the overturned
motor-car, with the tandem. He had just
crawled out of the ditch. -

Skimpole blinked through Lis huge
spectacles at Tom Merry & Co.

“My dear fellows,” he gurgled. “I am
much gratified to perceive that you have
caught those two miscreants. Yerrrugh!
I have had a most unpleasant spill in tho
vortex of that ditch. Gorrmugh! T am
afraid that the mechanism appertaining
to the automatic propulsion of this tan.
de is irreparably devastated, much to
my sorrow and regret. ©h dear! I feel
most desolate! Yooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the onlookers, in
ipite of themselves, : P

“ Cheer Skimmy !”” said Tom Merry
heartily. ‘ou’re not a bad old nss, are
you? If it hadn’t been for tho way you
rode that giddy tandem these two t-
office robbers wouldn't have mn

to_us, sir,” langhed Tom
to old Skimmy, who ran
Where is the

o

caught! Skimmy, you're a herot”
“Yaas, - wathah!” cried Gussy en-
couragingly. = :

Skimpole groaned, and gouged mud
and weeds. out of his cyes and ears and

ir, i N
_.“ Well, boys,” edid the police-inspector,
turning to Tom Maerry Co., ““thanks
very much for thé service you have ren.
dered us. It seems quite likely that thesa
two rogues would have given us the slip,
for their ear was more powerful tham



Every Wednesday,

mine. I'll see that yaur service is not
fargotten.”’

*"Oh, dan’t mench, gir!”? .

And the inspector and his companion
bundled their prisoners iuto the car, and,
tarning round, drave back to Rylcombe,
]eaving P.-c. Cromp, who had just
arrived, to keep watch and guavd over
the overturned mator. -

CHAPTER 8.

Mcilish’s Turn.
“ ELL, this has boen a giddy
W afternoon of surprises!™ ex-
claimed . Monty Lowther,

“Poor old Skimmy co Ped
out rough, didn’t he, poor chup? How
are you feeling, SBkinamyi"

The luckless genus of the Shell groaned
dismally, y

“I am feeling most wretched, my dear
fellows,” he suid, *The contamipi
I have suffercd from my immersion in
the ditch is odious, for I am covered with
putrescence and alluviam !

. ““Ha, ha, ha}”

At that moment a fat, excited youth
came rushing up, followed closely by
another fai, excited youth. :

‘The first fat youth was Baggy Trimble,
ahd the second was Teddy Trimble,

Beggy looked scared ahd frantic,

“Help!” he wailed. “Keepimofi!
He’ll murder me ¥ .

“I'll wring his blessed neck !” hooted
Teddy Trimble, glaring at his howling
major, who had sought protection wih
Tom Merry & Co. Teddy appeared t

very much put out.

“He's been tricking me all the time:”
he eried. “I wrote to my pater and
#sked him what he meant by seading a
breken-down old tandem, and I've just
had a reply, saying that he sent a brand-
new bike for me—not Baggy ! .I bulieve
Baggy's been p!u{ing a trick on_me fo
stick to the new hike! I kinow Baggy;
he’s as crafty as they make 'em 17

“I tell you I haven’t hidden the other
bike " howled Baggy Trimble furiously.
“I was as much surprised to sce the
tandem arrive as you were, Teddy 1"

Teddy Trimble growled, -

“Steady, kid!” grinned Tom Merry.
“Don’t pile into your big brother until
Eon have proof that he pinched your new

ike. So your pater sent you a'real new
Jigger on {Vednesday?”

“¥es!" cried Trimble minor heatedly.
“It was for me, not Baggy, for pater
can't trust him. Somebody must have
taken the new bike out of that packing-
case and shoved that tandem in its
place!”

“Oh!"” said Tom Merry thoughtfully.
“That’'s about the size” of it, Teddy.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Aellish saw that the game waa up, so
he stopped and got off the cycle. -
om Merry nlso dismounted, and ap-
proached Moﬁiah, with a grim expression
on his face.
“ Al right, Merry ! said Mellish, with
a sickly grin. “This is Trimble’s bike.
I only took it for a joke, you know. 1
was going to give it to him back again
this afternoon !

“Oh, were you!" said Tom Merry.
“ Well, bring it back to where the others
are, you cad, then you've got to explain
yourself. Come on!”

Mellish wheeled the cycie back with
Tom Merry to where the others were
eagerly awaiting them.

Thelh Meéllish’ made a clean breast of
what he bad done.

Both Baggy Trimble and Teddy
Trimble looked very wrathful when they
heard. Tom Merry & Co. grinned.

|| No. 56.—DICK BROOKE. 'l

people are not well off, and he had
opposition to face at the outset, but
came through it all right, and is now
regarded as one of the best by every-
one whose opinion is worth anything,
Has written verses of some merit, and
possesses a bent to musical composi-
tion also. A good cricketer and foot-
baller, 7

'

Now, I don’t think Baggy did it, b
ho was at' the school all the afternoon.
Who might it be, T wonder?”

Ting-a-ling-a-ling t -

It was the sound of a bicyele-bell ap-
proaching the corner nearhy.

Next minute a cyclist sped into view,
and the St. Jim's juniors recognised
Percy Mellish, mounted on a new cycle.

Teddy Trimble raized an excit.eg ay
when he saw the cycle. -

“That's it 1" he cried frantically. “My
new bike! Alellish hasn’'t got a new
one; his is an old one! Make himr stop
and show the bike! I'll scon tell whether
it's mine!” 2

Mellish saw the assembled juniors, and
be turned round azain in order to got
away.

Tom Merry vaulted on one of the
bicycles that were standing by the aver-
turned motor-car and gave chase to
Mellish. :

“Stop, you rotter!” he cried. “I'IF
run you down if you don't?

The one day-boy at St. Jim's. His ,

Well, it wasn't a bad joke, Mellish,"
said Tom erry, when Mellish had
finished. - “But you meant to stick to
that bike as long as you could, I bet!
And.lock at it!" It’s none too clean!
You’re a rotten cad, Mellish! You
should have handed back that bike last
Monday I

“It was a—a joke, I tell you!” mut
tered Mellish uncasily. *'Lemme go, you
rotters 1" :

“Not much!” chuckled Tom Merry.
“We'll pay you ount for the joke, old
gon; for it’s Teddy Trimble that’s suf-
fered, not Ba, g_vly The  bike was in-
tended for Teddy 1"

“It’s mine!” howled Baggy Trimble
furiously. “It isn’t-fairl F_;(’ﬂ write to

ater about it—->

Oh gcat!” snapped Tom Meiry scorn:
“ Mellish, it’s really your tandem,
isn’t it . .

“I paid for it!” muttered Mellish.

_behind,

-mechanical legs,

Three-halfpence. 13

“All sexene!” sajd Fom Merry., “You
are going to ride it, Mellish. Skimpcic

as Improved it a bit by putting some
mechanical legs on the rear, but yon can
still ride it from the front. You've got
to ride back to school on it1 Skimmy,
band over-that tandem 1

Blake & Co. held Meilish sccurely while
Tom Merry and Monty Lowther attended
to the tandem. They took tho tyres off
it, and by, means of those tyres they
bound Mellish to the saddle. -

Mellish was helpless when they tied his
hands to the handie-bars.

“Now, you've got to ride back to St.
Jim's 1" said Tom Merry. “ Get on with
it, Mollish 1

“You rotters—*"

. “Ha, ha; ha!” roaved the St. Jim's
juniors. -

Monty Lowther and Blake gave the
tandem'a hage push and sent it down the
lane towards St. Jim's.

Clank, clank, clank!
1s on the roadway.

3 ish, bound in the saddle, and his
hands tied 1o the handlebars, had, per-
farce, to make the best of a bad job, ard

guide, . . -
The others followed. chortling. Even
Skimpole smiled when be saw how ridicn-
lous Mellish looked, - @
" In this manner did they proceed down
Rylcombe Lane. When Mellish refused to
edal, they just shoved the tandem
i and propelled him along, and
under these circumstances, he either had
to guide, or else crash over. 5
Mellish did go v
but he fell over and remained with the
tandem, for he could not leave the saddic.

went the bare

2 5

When he fell over, he and the tandem
were picked up and set going again. !
Jim’s 1”7 eried

“Raght away -for 8t.
Jack Blake. “{{ ep it up, Mellish 1”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ -

And thus they relurned to the school,
Teddy Trimble, now happy in the posses-
sion. of a new bieycle, wheeling bhis
machine behind, whilst Baggy followed
after, very jealous and sulky.

CHAPTER 9.
Two In a Mess.

&“ A, ha, bat? , -
H “It’s Mellish, on Baggy's
tandem !’
*Great pip [

These were the exclamations which
greeted Mellish ae he rattled throngh the
gates of St. Jim's, on the tandem.

. A great crowd of fellows collected, and
the; ?nzed upon Mellish and roared:

Mellish ed as he was forced
through the crowd, pedalling the rusty
old tandem.

) y\fidd{ aunt 1" exclaimed Figgins
of the New House, viewing the mechan-
ism on the rear of the {andem in wonder.
“ What the dick ia that arrang t
on the back, Tom Merry?”

o Ha, ha, hal” chortled Tom Merry.
“It's ‘an -invention of Skimpale’s—
driven by-.a. metor, to
work the pe ! Isn't it choice—ha,

ha, ha!™ -

i‘My dear fellows—"" protested the
genius of the Shell mildly, as a great
Lowl of laughter arose.
- “Oh, Skimmy, you are a giddy cough-
drop!” gurgled  Figgins. “Did it
worl ¥ . i

‘‘Rather |” chuckled Monty Lowther.
“It worked backwards and forwards, in
fact I Skimmy, Jl')o‘u ought to have fitted
a back-pedallmg rake

* Ha, ha, ha 1"

Clanf 1~ Clank ! . Clank ! went the fan-
dem, as it was propelled, “with Mellish
aboard, across the quadrangle;

: “ Anyway,” chuckled Tom Mg " s’
he followed with the rest, "$§%’s

THEE GEM LiBraARY.—No.
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invention did one good thing—it enabled
a couple of post-office robbers to be
canght, and the swag as well. Skimmy
went caregring down the lane on the
tandem, the motor went put of order,
and he_ stopped the car in whxch the
ihieves wete escapmt

“*Great pi
“Bravo, Skwmmyl”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

'But Herbe:l: Skimpole did not hear
these expressions of appreciation. He
had departed for the bath-room in crder
to_élean himself up.

Mellish was ha\mu a lively time on
the tandem. .

“Yarooogh!” ha waaled, as he was
driven this “'1]!7 hat, ““Lemme go,
vou rotters! I'll teJl the Head ! Yoooop !

Tellup !™

For Baggy Trimble, in the throes of
wild desperation, run up to the tan-

em, and was dekivering a series of hefty
punches upon the person of Mellis!

eflish’sa arms were tied, so Baggy
had no fear of retaliation.

Thump, thump, thump! went Baggy's
fists on leﬂe!]lsh’.\a person.

“Yow-ow-ow £’ howled Mellish,
driving hard at the pedals, in order to
escape the vengeance of Baggy. “Collar
the 3m|mg rotter! Dragimoff! Yar-

0200
%]I"l!, in his “excitement, pedalled
fnrtou.ly. and guided mdmcnmmatel,y
e looked not where he was guiding,
‘and suddenly found him: bearing down
upon the fountain in the Close.
17 yelled Tom
g into the
you ass!”

But whether Mellish beard or not, the
fact remains that he dld not guide round
the fountain,

Possibly the handlebars i«,or jammed
at the erucial moment. Perhaps Mellish
was too confused to be able to
to Tora Merry's warning.

The tandem - rattled .and  %lanked
towards the basin of the fountain, which
was deep and full of water,

The front wheel struck the edge of the
{ow- l\mg basin, and mounted.

Then it went full-tilt info the water.

E:) sh |

nrooorrh 17 yelled Mellish,

Bath he and the tandem disappeared
(rom. view.

‘“Ha, ha, ha, ha!" shriecked the specta-
Lox: 51 dasiung dp in a crowd.

1:: s!" sobbed Monty Low-
l!;er. "T ey’ll split in a minute! What
o barney! I—I say, Tommy, hew on
carth will poor old Mellish get out? He's
tied to the giddy tendem I
- Tom Merry looked round and his eyes
hnhwd on Beggy Frimble.

b the fat bounder, chaps !"" he said.
"Chuck him in the wa.ter, md make him
release Mellish I

““Hear, hear!”

respond,

A rush was made uj
and he was drag,
of thé fountain basin.

Just at that moment 'a face appeared
above the surface. Two eyes opened, and
a mouth opened i\:\1\']? to emit a wild,
gurgling, gsspm oW

% Ggelrugh I Gug! Gugt”

“Ha, !u., l:a”’ llll‘lEkOd the gnlookers.

“In with him!” said Tom Merry, as
they swung Baggy Trimble in theix
gras One—two—three——"

S hueh 1

“Yarooooogh! Oooooooch !” gurgled
Baggy, as he struc]s the water, and dis®
appesred from view.

A few saconds later hLe reappeared,
gouging water {rom bis eyes, and sland’
ing waist deep in water.

"Tom Merry withdrew a penknife from
his pocket, and handed it to Baggy.

“Take this,” he said, *and cut lellish
loose. You dou t get out nf that basin,
Bng , till you've done

oW-0W-0w-0w 17 nplnllere:! Baggdy
Frimble. i

He saw there was no Lelp for it, so he

bent down in the water, and groped for

Ba., ¥ Trimble,
Imf_',zlo the side

the bonds that kept Meliish in the saddle |*

of the tandem.
“¥ooop !
Baggy malevolently.
i

ear !
“Ha, ha, ha?"

Baggy Trimble elashed awa;
bonds beneath the wa‘fer nd

gurgled Mellish, evei
“Oh crumbs! Ol

at the
at last

Mellish stizced and _]Illllpi‘(l c)enr of the!

submerged tandem.

Baggy Trimble mlde a dart o get out
of the fountain i, butb Mellish m asped
his legs, and brong ’H‘ tum elown, PBat on
his face, in the water.

Baggy sank, but Mellish, breathing
threats of !hughlm da'nged him up
ﬂgm

‘“Now, you cad!™ he hissed, getting
Triunble’s

ead m chancery and pomme]
hng away for he was worth. “Now
I'll pay you ouf, you—you rotter! I'ﬂ
smash you! Take llml“’

““Fhat ” was an cmphatic punch upon
the nose, and Baggy took it. *“That
was re‘pehh‘d & goodly number of tunas
and each time Baggy was perforce teo
take it. His howls arcse crescendo as
Mellish's blows fell. 3

To and fro they struggled in the water,
flinging the wetnees far and wide in great
waves.

“Ha, ha, ha!” sobbed Tom Merry,
clasping Manners for support in h:s nierri-
ment. “This is too rich! Ho, o, ho!"

Splash, splash, splash!

“Yarooogh !” wailed Trimble, in {ches
of anguish., “Hellup ! Dragimoff ! Muor-
der! Fire! OQoooop!

Thiss last remark was forced from
Baggy's lips as Mellish. catching his foot
in the submerged tandem, went over and
dragged Baggy ‘down with him.

W
e

Together t'hey duappeured beneath ihe
surface and '{uw e -gurgles that pro-
ceeded from below, it was evident that
they were still strugglmg

“0h, clrry mo home to die, some-
body 1" uped Jack Blake. “Would:i't
they make a eouple of good divers? Ha.
ba, ha!”

“Bai Jove!" exelaimed Gussy suddenly
az the heads of both Mellish and Trimble
np?eured above the water. “Heuh comes

ildare, deah boys!™

Eric Kildare, the captain of St. Jim's
strode upon the scene, and he gazed at
the two in the water of the fountain i
amazement,

“Trimble, Mellish!” he exclaimed.
“What are you dmng in there, you young
rascals?”

Tom Me: sobbin explained, and
Kildarg s with nughter when the
akury of the tandem was told.

“Get out, you young sw 1" he said,
as Mellish gave signs of falling wpen
Bﬁggy ag‘am and smifing him hip and

“Come out at once, and no'mory

mmfooleu
Gasping and. %runting, the two Fourth-.
Formers crawled out of the fountain,
They stood before Kildare, wringing
w ?1?, and glaring homicidally at each
other.

“Take five hundred lines cach, vou
bounders !” said Kildare grimly. R 1
catch you ﬁghth agma‘ T ll makp it a
licking. Now, clear off and dry vour-
selves, before you cailch cold ™

“Yoooogh !™

“Gug! Gug! Cug!?

“Ha, ha, ha!"” chortled the onlookers.,
as Mellish and Baggy Trimble crawled
away, leaving a long, long trail of wetress
in their wake.

“Fll have Taggles get the tandem oub
of the basin,” said Kildare, grinuiug in
spite of himself. *It will be smashed
up so that no more tricks can be played
with lt. Now, then, you youngsters, run
away I

“ All right, Kildare, old top!" chucklod

Mbnty Lowther, as he strolled R\\j‘:y
with Tom Metr; Manners. avd Juvk
Blake & Co. Skimmy’s hopes of 2

great invention have suuk—eh, what?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lnter on that duy, Taggles fished t.c
tandem out of the basin of the
It was more of a wreck than ever, ar
a vehicle it was no more. Tnggloa brohe
it up, and sold it at a few coppers yur
pound as old iron.

And that was the end of Trimbiv's
Tandem !

-
)

THE END.

(Another grand long story of Tom
Merry & Co, next week, entitled “MINS
PRISCILLA, FORM-MASTER!" Ord:r
Your. copy of the MaaNEr carly”)
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The Return of Nijellah.
RIK had slipped his arm through
E uinton’s, and the two staggered
ong together. Actually they
were sdme distance from the
flares, but it was the heat “and the
smoke, combined with the uncertainty
of their position, which made the next
few minutes the terrible nightmare it

was. .

There was no sign of the others. Jim
tried to question Erik, but the little man
could-do no more than call out:

“ Al right, Bazar! All right!”

So thay made their way round the end
of the hut and iowards the far side of
the fence, right at the back. Right
ahead of him Jim could see figures appar-
ently jumping about in the fames, and
it was not until he drew nearer that he
realised what was happening. -

Tim Daly had called on krik to bring

Jim 4 e and Dick Wi].luuggby
had left the but with Karradon boys,
and, armed with poles and any instru-

ment they could find, were trying now to
clear a space through the burning fence.

‘They had practically succesded by the
iime that Jim and Erik reached .
The fire had already weakened the fence
1o such an extent that Tim Daly and his
helpers quickly cleared a gap about ten
or twelve feet wide.

Tim had chosen this particular spot
because there was less msk of the fire
having spread very much beyond. He
was calling out instructions as Quinton
camo up to him.

A moinent later one of the Karradon
lioys made a sudden rush thmuﬁh the
pap. One after another the rest followed
him.  Probably only Tim Daly under-
~tood just how much courage it required
on the part of the boys to make this
#Wift dash into the flames.

1t was ‘a spectacular performance, and
Jlim almost forgot the dangera m-ci dis-
romforts of his own position in his
interest in watching what hnpfenerl‘ A
Jithe figure, scantily-clothed,
would: suddenly rush forward into what
was now more an archway_of fire than
anything else.. For an instant he seemed
6 he enveloped in flame, then just as
swiftly disappeared into . whatever lay

beyond. %

*You {2“0“7 me, Jim!” Dick Wil-
-longhby had found his way to Quinton’s
side, and was shouting out to him. “Tim
Daly’s suggestion. He and Erik are
voming after us! Now for the giddy
spurt, old son I"" -

Jim could have laughed at Wil-
loughby’s cheerful tones. It ‘was just
like old Dick! But before he dould say
anything to him Willoughby had sprinted
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forward. If anyihing, the flames were
falling back a little, and no longer met
over the gap.

“You go next, Jim !” Tim Daly called
out, and Quintqn braced himself up for
& moment, took a deep breath, and
dashed forward,

He was blinded, suffocated, and aver-
whelmed by the fierce heat! But if-was
only a temporary sensation, ®Automati-
cally be kept up 'l tride, and the next
moement. o it seemed, he was stumbling
forward into comparatively cool air.

“Gives you a bit of a shock for half a
second I Thick Willoughby was saying.
““Sort of high-dive sensation, isn’t it, but
not quite so cooling. . I feel scorched all
over! How are you, Jim?

Quinton was still laden with some of
the oddments he had gathered from the
hut. Erik had taken others, and as the
two friends stood together, the kittle man
himself was suddenly projected arnong
them. Almost before he had s led to
his feet Tim Daly came tearing through.

But now Quinton had recovered from
the momentary blindness and eonfusion
which the dash through the gap had upon
them all. Just behind’ them the Karra-
don boys were chattering among them-
selves, aiid Quinton judged that ‘they
were in INgh spirits at present,

Apparently the fire had seized on the
grass in the clearing at this point, but

i READ THIS FIRST.

Jim Quinton, by the will of John
Quinton, kis father, i to succeed to’
@ mysterious position at Karradon, in

frica.

Jim iz accompanied by Tim Daly,
Erik, and Nijellah, who have come to
escort him to Karradom; also his
school chum, Dick Willoughby.

Eventually the party reaches Africa,
also @ rival party known as the
Karradon Syndicate, which includes
Dillon Bracster, a ad of the §:zth
Porm at Harmaeod's School, Braciter
senior, and Cyrus Kerzon. A fellow
damed Flaxman, head of the Syndi-
cate, remains in England.

Later Daly and Nijellah are cap-
tured by the rival party, and Jim,
Erik, and Dick Willoughby continue
on to Karradon.

Ar attempt to instail Dillon -Brac-
ster in Jim's place is frustrated by
Daly, who has escaped captivity,

One day, whilst Jim and Dick are
being shown round the-country, the
party put up at-a hut in the forest.
That night Kerzom and his followers

appear, but they are forced to retreat,
The hedge roudd the hut is fired, and.
our [riends are immediately encircled
by a ring of flame.

(Now read on.)

"{ both Erik and Tim Daly h

Three—balfpgnce. iB

had swiltly run its course, Jim could ses
the scorched ground, and judged that it
went almost to the edge of the +wood,
but something had delayed its course.

“Phew! That was & pretty warm
scramble while it Jasted 1 Tim Daly was
beginni to realise that the critical
moment had passed, and that every one
of his party had come through practi-
cally uninjured. A little scorching and
a few odd burns were the full casualties.

Just for a few minutes they discussed
their present position. The fire was,_ still
raging, but from here it seemed a much”
less terrible affair than when they had
been inside the blazing ecircle.

It was useless attempting to check its
course, and Daly decided that their best
plan-was to get Sﬂough the woods behind

them, and, if necessary, down to the luke
where tha{ had been this afternoon.
Here, at all events, they would be fuite

safe if the fire developed.

They put this plan into operation
almost immediately. The Karradons were
only too willing to get away from tho
fire, and-the whito men had siso had
more than enough of it for tha time
being.

Reaching the top of the gully m due
course, they decided not to go duwn to
the lake, - From where they were at
present they could see nothing of tha
fire, and it was obvious that if it did
spread they would have full warning.

“1 guess an hour or two of rest won’t

do any of us much harm !” Dal langhed.
“Make yourself as comfortable as you
can, Jim 1™

Quinton followed his advice, and within
ten minutes was sound asleep,
. When he awakened it was broad day-
light: A little distance from him ha
could see Erik, busy as usual in prepar-
ing a meal, Where he had bbtained tha
foad from Jim could only guess, though
be learned later that, during the night,
been down
to the encampment on thoe shores of the

lake.
Both Tim Daly and Dick Willoughby
appeared a. few moments later. Daly

w28 not quite so cheerful this méming
as he had been immediately after their
escape from the but, The loss of all that
the hut contained was not serious from
tl m point of view; it was the
question of the labour and the time it
would take to replace.

Tim Daly shrugged his sh
“We'll get, way this morn-
ing,” he kaid,

“If we can manage to
Tae Gexd Lrerary.—No. g;ﬁ



adventure he wants b,

make the journey
the better!” .
Within an hour the whole party were
on the move again, going back over the
same path they had followed last night.
When, at last, they reached the clearing
there_was something in the nature of a
surprise awaiting them.
- Fire is the most erratic and uncertain
of natural forces. Last night they had
seén it angry and voracious. It had
driven them away, and this morning
they came back, half-e ting to find
that it had spread and increased. Cer-
tainly they did not expect that thers
would be a vestige of the hut remaining.
Yet the greater part of the hut was
still standing! Only at one end had the
fire made any progmu. and, apparently,
it had failed even here to get a real gri
The fenco, of course, was completely
gone, or, at least, there was nothing
more now than littie heaps of smoulder-
ing embers. On the far side of the clear-
ing the great trees were scorched and
blackened, but the fire had been boaten.
The ﬁrans had been burnt, and et the
edge of the wood the undergrowtn had
canght fire, but for no great distance.
Perhaps the most amazing discovery
was the fact *that the three donkeys,
which had been stabled in a place
specially built for that purpose at the
back of the hut, were still alive and un-
harmed! Daly had been compelled to

to Karradon, so much

- leave them last nigl!f, and hated the

thought of their suffering. Yet here they
were, hungry and restive, but practically
uninjured { .

One corner of the hut was charred and
burng, but otherwise the damage was in-
vongiderable.

“Expraordinary ! Tim  Daly  said.
“There’s no accounting fo¥ fire, Last
night it was any odds that the whole of
the woods would be ablaze to-day and for
& g many days to come.  Yet it
wasn’t enough to burn our hut down,”

It was after midday before they left
the hut. Daly had various details to
attend to before they went away, and
both Jim Quinton and Willoughby were
busy with him,

The _journey back through the woods
rowards Karradon was quite cool and
pleasant.  Jim Quinton, Daly, and Wil-
Joughby followed behind the others, and
fur most of the way were busy in disous-

ng all that had happened during the
past gwenty-four hours, o

“We've got to settle with the Brac-
sters and Kerzon!” Daly said very de-
finitely, *That’s the first job we ought
to tackle, 8o long as they are in the
Manzi country, or within a thousand
miles of Karradon, they'll be stirring up

trouble. You've got to hear
»hat they know almost as 1  -h as yor
about.our treasure-house. Those papers

+hey took from you would give them a
svetty fair idea.””
.-*‘I" should think last night's affair
rould frighten themn off any more at-
pts | Willonghby suggested.  “If
oung Dillon Bracster hasn't had all the
now, then he's
aot a good deal more pucl: than ever he
showed 4t Harmood’s 1"

“Dillon Bracster would probably be
very glad to get out of it,” Tim Daly
agreed, “But Kerzon and the elder
Hracster are being backed by the Flax-
man ctowd, "Kerzon knows-this part of
the world fairly well, and the elder Brac-
ster koows something, - They've got
wthers - with tnem—Flaxman’s ngents.
And they've got some of our own people
on their side. Mendijah, the old mesicinc-
man, has obviously joined them, end he
would probably get others who think
they'd get more out of him than they are
getting under the present kirig. They're
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still keeping Nijellah and his two friends
ag prisoners, 1 don’t suppose they’ll ili-
treat them, because their idea will be to
get them to join forces against us, It's
a complicated position, and it will take
some time to settle, but until that's done
we can't hope-to settle down to the real
work.”.

*““And how do you
it?" Jim Quinton aske

“An expedition into the Manzi
country " Tim Daly said quickly. “It's
risky, but I think we could put wp a
much better show than the Manzi peopie,
There are alternatives, of course. We
might offer terms to Kerzon and his
crowd, but I don't think that would act.
The only safe way of dealing with the
question is to teach the Manzi a lesson,
and got the Braesters and Kerzons and
any other white people they’ve got with
theém into our hands!"
They were stili discussing this question

dpropusa to settle

L Erik?

S
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night!” he said. _“What's happening,
Someone fired the village—or
what? Where's Nijellah?”

He spoke more quickly than wsual, and
did- not even wait for a reply fo_the
%"rloztions which he asked, Jim and Dick

Villoughby, with Erik keeping' them
hurried after him as Tim

forward to the head of the
column,

Nijellah was sitting down, his head
between his Hands as thnugit he were
suffering pain or in great sorrow. He
looked up at orice as soon as Tim Daly
addressed him by name, and was on his
feet in an instant,

Jim observed that Nijellah had change:d
considerably since last he had seen him.
He seemed thinner, and his eyes, which
used to impress Jim, had sunk back into
their sockets. His clothes, of which he
had been very proud when first they set
out on their journey for the Karradon

company,
hasten

Iz

| dashed forward. He was blinded, s
heat. Automatically he k

Jim Quinton braced himself up for a moment, took
uffocated, -nd’
ept up his stride.

a deep breath, and
overwhelmed h‘V the fisroe
{See page 16.)

It was at this juncture that ik, who

had been leading the little column, camne

ing back to the three.

ijellah has come!” he gasped out.
as been running, Meljor, and !
told him to rests You will speak to him
at once?™ &

“Nifellah!” Both Tim Daly and Jim
Quinton echoed the name together. They
had been speaking of him and of hus
capifnty only a few minutes before.

“There is great trouble, Meljor!™
Erik said, and waved his hand over the
.undulating uplands towards the lower
Iying country in which the chief village
of the kingdom nestled.

Jim shaded his eyes and stared in the
direction he indicated. At first- he could
sea very little because of the strong
light, but gradually he detected what
appearcd to be a low, dark-coloured cloud
hanging over the village towards which
they were now journeying. i

Tim Daly had also seen it, and his first
words supplied the explanation.

I thought we'd had enough of fire last

when they camz to the end of the woods.

country,
damaged.

He was barefooted, toco, and Jim re-
membered that Nijellsh had been wear-
ing a curipus pair of boots which Tim
Daly had got specially made for him in
Eng!‘nnd. *

Nijellah was -talking rapidly to Tim
Daly in the Karradon language. Jim
followed it as well as he could, but it was
impossible for him to get the full story.
He turned to Erik, who was standing
near him, and asked him what it was all
about. »

It seemed that Nijellgh had escaped
from his captivity some two days ago.
But by then practically the whole of tho
Manzi tribe had gone off on urgent busi-
ness.  In various " ways Nijellah had
managed to learn what that utgent busi-
ness was.

The main body were geing one way
to the Karradon country; another de-
tachment of warriors were goig by a
different ‘route, because the white man,
Kerzon, desired it. 2

Jim_and his friends had some idea of
what Kerzon's route had been, and why

were now badly forn and
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he desived to go that way. Whether by
eome means unknown to.them he bad
any suspicion that they might 1o in that
neighbourhood they could not tell.

But, apparently, after last night's
alfaiy at the hut he had managed to get
his frightened warriors together aguain,
and they had gone on towards Karradon.
They were in timo to reinforce the other
and lavger body, led by the chief of the
Manzi, whoe+had begun their attack on
the village.

Nijellah had-recached his own village,
and by desperate expedients had managed
to get inside the king’s boma. Hese he
learned that Bazar Quinton and Meljor

Daly had gene to the woods, and thatd

fast night strange signs had been seen in
tie sky. R -

These signs the king knew were the
warnings which Meljor Daly had said
would always-come if ‘any danger camo
to those who were in the hut. Bui the
king could send no help, for already they
bad received the first warnings of tne
cvoming attack from the Manzi.

The signs in the sky had not been con-.
tinued, though they had seen a. great
#ight, and had wondered. Nijellah, long
after the attack had staited, and when
things were going badly with the Kar-
vadens, had undertaken to get through
to Bazar Quinton and Meljor Daly. If
only they could come to their aid the
Manzi would be beaten off.

“Things are goin retty badly, it
seems,"gs'l‘im Daly gsalp to Jim very
quictly,  “We needn’t have discussed
that question about an expedition to the
Manzi country! They’ve forestalled us!
They’ve managed. to set fire .to some of
the ontside places before* Nijellah left.
That would be Kerzon’s doing, I suppose.
We'll get along as quickly as we can,
Jim. You've got your riflc loaded?”

In two minutes Daly had made such
arrangements as were necessary., It was
not advisable for all of them to try and
get back to the village, and it was un-
necessuey to take .any baggage with
them. If they were to be of any use
they must hurry. .

John Quinton’s life-work, his son’s in-
heritance, Tim Daly's fortune, and the
whole future of the Karradon country
and its people were all hanging in the
balance. 7

And over there, under the blackish
cloud which Jim Quinton had first seen,
the battle between the Karradons and the
Manzi people was stiil going on. They
were old enemies, and had fought before,
but the stakes had never been so’ great
as they were to-day.

The Battle of the Karradons,

HERE was very little discussion
concerning their plan of action.
The great thing was to get to
{arradon as quickly as possible.

They did not go by the most direct
route, nor did they all keep together.
By deviating from the ordinary path they
ran less risk of being observed by anyone
who might be on the look-out.

“ Rather like the old scouting days!™
Dick Willoughby: lnughed as he and Jim
Quinton crawled together from one
I g-place to another. — “Wonder if
young Bracster is®playing the same
game?” " .

** He's probably got a front seat some-
where to watch the fight!” Jim retorted.
“I hope this business to.day will scare
the lot of them right off.” o

Tim Daly made a signal to them pre-
sently to come forw: and join him. Heo
had reached tha last of the little mounds
which overlocked t illage, and from
the position in which ke now lay it was
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possible to make out fairly well what was
taking place.

Quinton lay alongside him and gazed
out on tl panorama which stretehed
before them. At one end of the village
one or ‘two of the huts were still
smouldering, and smoke still came from
them. Ewvidently in their first attack
the Manzi had been successful in getting
inside the homa, but at present there did
not seem to be any serious fighting taking
place.

“Must have dJdriven ithem out,” Tim
‘Daly told Jim.. *‘Probably they're all
resting now, and getting ready for a
fresh attack. Now what's happeuinﬁ! 1
think we'll be getting along again!

The scene had changed again. At the
far end of the boma, where the chief
entrance lay, it seemed as though the
whole battalion of troops, in regular
| formation, wege marcling out, - At the
same time the crack of vifles broke out
afresh.

Daly and Quintor’s party did not stop
to watch the progress of this maneuvre.
Nor did they trouble now to approach
carefully. They were now not much more
than a quarter of a milo from the parti-
cular part of the village which was
%uiutozl's property, and all of them liter-

raced towards this.

he crack of rifles and the shouts of men

rew louder as they entered the enclosure.

here were sentries on guard, and Dal.
questioned them swiftly. Apparently all
the fighting had taken place on the other
side, and the attackers had made mno
attempt to approach this particular end
of the village.

They reached the king's enclosure at

last. Here g curious orderliness seemed to
prevail. I impressed Quinton because
of its contrast to the noisq which came
from some distance. Varidus Karradon
warriors, some armed with old-fashioned
rifles, others with bow and arrows of the
type he liad already seen, and just a few
with great, heavy swords, were to
seen, and all of them appeared to have
some definite object in_view, Two
sentries, armed with both rifie and sword,
were at the entrance of the king's house.
" What impressed* both Quunton and
Willoughby most of all, however, was the
spectacle of the king himself. A veranda
ran along the front of his residence, just
as it did in the case of Quinton’s hut, and
the top of this formed a sort of plnlt‘orm,
on which the king and three or four
Karradon men were now standing,

One of the men who stood near the king
Ireld in his hand a megaphone, and, even
while Quinton waiched him, he raised this
and bellowed some order through it. |

It was this queer combination of native
methods with hints from the British sport-
ing-fields, the mixture of bow and arrow
with rifle and sword, the king standing
on his own housetop to conduct a battle,
yet raising a pair of modern field-glasses
to his eyes, and the air of seriousnchs and
earnestness which was on everyone's fate,
which made the whole thing appear like
some strange drama specially staged for
the benefit of Quinton and Willoughby.

But to Tim Daly there was nothing re-
markable about it at all. e led the way
along the veranda and up the steps which
led to the top. Willoughby followed after
Jim Quinton, and the two kept back be-
hind the group while Daly went forward
and greeted the king. i

A moment later Jun was called by Daly
to come and join in the coupeil of war.
Very briefly Tim Daly: explained the
situation. At first the sudden and un-
expected attack of the Manzi had been
successful.  Fortunately, the discipline
and the methods which John _Qkuinhm had
installed, after years of work; into the
Karradons bere good offect. E

There was nothing’ in the mature of

‘hundreds of 6
TEE
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a panic. Instead, there had been a sound
rally, -and the Manzi Liad been driven
out after stiff fighting. Outside, they

ST out fan-wise, and an attack
had becn launched azainst the unpres
pared Manzi. i .

The fighting was still going on. From.
where they giood it was possible to see
just how it progressed, though by fow it
was spread out over a wide aréa. That
theé Manzi and their white leaders would
gain entrance to the village again was
meredible. The only fear which was in
Malkura’s mind was that many of them
might escape, and live to be a menace in
the future, 3

-All this Tim, Daly explained to Jim.

“We've got to settle them once and for
all to-day!™ he added grimly. “The
Bracsters and Kerzon won't dare to show
their faces near the Manzi country after
that's settled, even if they're clever
enough to -away I’

He turned to Malkura again. The king
was evidently anxious to put some new
plan into operation. For some minutes
they discussed the matter together, and
Jim hea; is own mname mentioned
soveral times.

‘“ Are you ready to take a hand in tho
fight, Jim?” Daly suddenly turned to
Quinton again, and asked the question,
with a touch of anxiety in bis voice.
“The Bazara has alreacds given orders
for all the men who are swll left to get
together; there's not much need for all
these sentries and guards at present.
They’re going to try and get behind the
Manzi and give them a fright. Probably
get all that’s left of themn as prisoners.”™

“I'll come, of cowse!” Jim said
promptly. 4
A few minutes later they had left tho
veranda roof. In the space before the
king’s house a body of some forty or
sixty men had gathered, and were being
instructed a  wouderfully-attived
warrior, who was evidently in charge of
this reserve force.

Daly held a bsief - consultation with
him, and gathered just what his plans
were, He told Jim and Dick Willoughby.

ey were not marching out as the others
had done, but were stcaling out by
different ways, and were all to converge

on one place. .

On this occasion iha four—Daly,
Quinton, Willonghby, and Erik—kept to-
gether, i.mt- once again they were on tho

scouting game. Just at present it seemed
that the fighting had died Yown a little
again. Instead of the short, wild rushes
which Jim had witnessed from the rocf,
there was little or no sign that tha
warriors were stil there. They had
sought temporary hiding, and éach side
was doubtless trying to gather together
and make its final bid.

For half a mils or more the four crepd
cauntiously through the grass, now and
again coming across the body of soma
warrior who had met a bullet or an
arrow. It was this more than anything
else Which brought home the real serious-
ness of the game to Quinton and
Willonghby.

“We want to* get within fifty yards of
that tree,” Daly whispered to Jim. “ Do
careful now}] We're right in the area
and—" .

His words were confimed almost le-
fore he had spoken then:.” For sonie time
past there had been a certain amount o
desultory firing, and occasionally tha
M‘angkof an arrow as it passed through
the af quité near them. Berond tha
however, the quictness for this’ pasi
quarter of .an hour or so had been almosf)
uncanny. All of them knew that hiddens
not far away from them were some few
bting-men, yet, far a time
AEM. LIBRARY.—No. 635.
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at. all events, the whole area appeaved
deserted. 5 :

. But just as Dnl{ spoke the change
carie, From somewhere not-so very far
anay came & sound that might have been
made by a cheap bugle—a blood-curdling
sort of blast it was, that Lalled up Tim
Daly in the middle of his sentence.

A moment alterwards there was enough
Yells and
cries, the cracking of rifles and the fierce
wail "of other bugles, mingled wiih a

sound. Jaxn\ peeréd “ozrticusly
through the
hidden. The.
On his left, and slightly nearer the vil-
lage. hundi of Karradon warriors had
suddenly appeared from the earth, and
were rushing forward with mad zest,

It tas, perhaps, as well that Tim Daly

ﬁ:nss in which = he was
whole place was alive now. |

and his companions had not procecded
very much farther, They were workir
in at the time towards the tree svhic)
had been the cenire of the reserve force’s
meéting-place. From just in front of this
particular spot there sprang up now other
fizures; the Manzi were preparing to
redist this new onslaught, .

But this came as a signal to the reserve
force, of which Jim and his friends were
really a part, though as vet they had not
got o touch with them sgain. Some
of them appeared from the right of Daly’s
party, and were now rushing forward to
Join iy the fight. - s

Jim had jumped to his feet, but as he
mads a move to go forward Daly held
him_back, and tried to shout to him.

“ Wait here! We may be of more use!
No good in that mix-up!” he yelled.

It seemed very  doubtful, however,
whether they would be able to avoid
taking part. he bactle-live was spread-
ing again. Whether there was any order
or method in the atteck Jim could not
tell. To him it was simply a raging mass
of howling natives; le could noi dis-
tinguish Karredon warrior from Manzi.

A rifle was cf no use whatever, except
as . club. The men with the bows and
arrows, after the first flighf had been
zimeéd, slung the bows by their side, and
drew either the small sword with which
many of them were armed, or the ferce-
iooking clubs which others carried just
behind the little quiver containing their
arrows. :

Thers was ne sign of any white men

(Continusd on the next page.) *
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QUINTON'S HERITAGE.

(Continwued from previous page).

taking purt in tho conflict. But sud-
denly a bullet whizzed unpleasantly
wear the little group, - and Tim Daly

Jim down quickly. ITe pointed
vards the tree for which they had

makivg originally, and began to
wl through the grass in that direc-
i though uot in a direct linc.

Both Jim and Dick Willoughby fol-
lowed him. For a time they saw no
more of the tighting, but the shouting
and the fievce cries went on. There
was little or’no rifle-fire at present;
by now and again a solitary crack,
hich told that someoue had Tound a
rhanee to use his gun. N

Daly had managed to give Jim some
of the plan that was in his mind,
hut as they came nearer the tree vhich
was their mmediate objeetive they be-
wame involved in the general fight.

A small party of warriors, detachin
theraselves from the larger body, ha
gradually carried  the fight futher
At the moment there were not
o Lthan seven or eight combatants,
hut Daly and ihe three who were with
him were on their fect at once,

Iv was difficult for Jim to
iariadon men from the Manxi.

Daly it was a simple matter, 1le th
i I into the conflict at one
his sudden appearance decided the §
The ithree or fonr Mansi warro

had =iill sarvived the struggle cither
ised that this unexpected reinforce-
nt for their oppouenis was oo much
to withstand, or were frightened by the
apparition of - the white men. With

THE GEM LIBRARY

a Jast vigorous feint they turned {ail
and fled, now diving into the grass and
reappedlivg again some yards farther
on.

As soon as they grasped what was
happening, the Kurradons began to run
after their victims.  Daly went with
them, his rifle at his hip. - Jim and
Willoughby, not quile so quick, Yollowed
after them. :

‘hey passed quite close t the tree,
which wa< an o i
patch of o
wor three :
vession.  Jim, copying
in such a case. went Jown instantly into
the grass. The bullets had been aito-
gether too unpleasantly near to begin
arguing about the matter,”

Dick Willoughby and Erik had done
the same. Az Jim crept forward very
cautiously in the Jong grass two or three
figiwes  appeared  from  among  the
growth about the foot of the tree.
Aunthier ligure came scrambling hastily
wom among the lower branches.

“Go that way: we'll join later ! It
was Kerzon's v and he gave the
fignre before | a gentle push.
Another man, whom Jim did not recog-
nise, hut guessed to be one of the agents
about whom Daly had spoken, seized the
arm of the younger man, and it was

not uniil  then that Jim recognised
Dillon Bra .

The  two, g Dracster and  the
agent. h Iorward.  Kerzon
was r inost at right angles to
then:, suill heid lus rite rveady
o use. The other man was also run-
‘ning forward TuE erass.
But it was Braester friend in

whom Jim was chiefly interested, largely
because they were necavest him.

Three-halfpznce.

They came almost directly for him,
and instingtively Quinton juinped to his
feet, o wild idéa in his mind that this
was the chosen time for a settlement.
with Dillon Bracster.

As soon as the other man saw Jim’s

head he yelled out- to Bracster, then
darted off in another direction. By this
|time Dick Willoughhy and Erik were on
iheir fect again, and it was Erik who
called  out “somecthing to Willoughb,
which only Dick understood. But Eriﬁ
was running after the long figure of
Cyri¥s Kerzon, whose hmg kept ap-’
pearing abave the waving grasses,
. Dick, following Erik's suggestion,
Jumped forward and grappled with the
unknown white man.  They rolled over
together just about the same moment
that Jim Quinton had flung himsclf on
to Dillon Bracster. N

At normal times Bracsler was ne
matoh for Quinton, but to-day he fought
with tho fury of an animal at bay.
This "was probably not the time to be
over-carcful of ru{cs, and Bracster cer-
tainly made no attempt to observe
them. Ho kicked wildly and clawed
savagely at his old opponent, and hae
roused overy ounce of primeval spirid
in Jim Quinton’s soul.

Both of them had been carrying rifles,
but ihey slipped off in the first minute
or =0,  After that it became mierely a
wild struggie to get the upper hand, and
ithe grass nddc&g to the complications.
They rolled over. and Bracster was
imore fortunate in this, since he managed
to give Quinton a fierce kick as they
wenl down. .
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(There will be anathey grand instal-
menl of this magnificent adventure serial
next week., Order your copy EARLY.)
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