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XMAS FUN,

FOOTBALL AND ADVENTURE ABOUND IN THIS—

“Beware !

Leave the woof of this house at your pewil!”

Such is the amazing

spectral warning Tom Merry gets from a ghostly apparition on the eve of his

departure from Eastwood House!

Is Tom scared? Not by a *“ghost” with an

accent that is characteristic of the one and only Gussy!

CHAPTER 1.
Tom Merry’s Resclve !
i“ ALLY, Tom Alewy 22
“ Now, look here,
“Just listen 101
Tom Merry listened patiently, with a faint
smile upon his face.

The chums of St. Jim's were sitting ronnd a big log fire
in Arthur Augustus’ own sitting-room, which was very
spacions, with bookcases and trophies on the walls. St
JFiw'’s had broken up for the Christmas holidavs, and several
of the old friends were spending the holidays at Fastwood
House, D"Arcy’s place.

Tt Lad beon a merry Christmas—all the merrier becanse
Tom Aerry was there.

On Christmas Eve, Blake and the rest
of Ht, Jim's in London. and had fo
come down to Eastwood for Christu

Tom Merry had come. Bu( Christias was now over, and
Tom Merry felt that it was time for him to go.

FFor Tom was not to return to the old school
chums.

He had his living to carn
to find a place for himself.

But the momoent Tom M
there was a general prote

It was getting near hed-rime, and Tom Merry had said
that he mnst be gone on the morrow; he felt 1i1a|. he had
stayed foo long already.

e lis lom\(l, with a smile, to the protests of his chums.
But they did not change his w»olnuon, that was fixed.

Ho ecast an appealing look round the circle of jupiors,
hied in the glow from the fire.
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1ad found the hero
him, willy-nilly, to

with his

and he had to face the world

¢ broached 1lie subject of going

Thlt. every head was solemnly shaken.
“an’t let you ;,D, said Jack Blake.
“L.mtamh not ! declared Herri
‘Rats " said Lowther. * Stic

“1 jolly well wish I could !
here the rest of the vae, and I'd g
coming back to 8t. Jim's with 3oul
:mpo=\1bEc. old fellow !

L ¢ supposo you can’t come back to St. Jim's as all your
tin is gone,” Manners remarked; “but you can stick her:
for the rest of the vae.”

“*No good waiting for <0r11:‘ﬂml~ to turn up,’
Merry, with a shaiu, of the head.
1hmg turn up.”’

“ But you can’t go to London again without any tin.”

“1 shan’t iry London this time. Not much chance for a
fellow there witheut anything in his pocket,” said Tom
Merry, shivering as he remembered what he had becn
through in his short expericnce of the seamy side of London.

“But what will you do 1"

“T hardly know yvet.”

“Oh, it’s wotten P’ said D'Arcy.

‘YL‘L rather I

Llslen to rcason, Tom.”

“Don’t play the giddy goat, you know 1"

“Now, look lere, you chaps,” said Tom Merry, “lock at
the facts I'm here as (Jueey s guest, and that's all right.
But I'm wearing clothes I've borrowed from you chaps—
Blake's trousers, Lowther’s jacket, Manners’ waistcoat,
Herries’ boots. It's all very well for a few days, but it's
not a thing I can keep up. You don’t want to turn me into
a sponger, I suppose 1’

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“I haven't a shilling in my pocket, and you fellows have
to pay my expenses wherever we Eo- As T said, it’s all
right for a few days; but if T keep it up any longer I shall

i

e you are !
n. “Fd like to
my little finger 10
Bat, you know, i

said Tem
“I've got to make some-

“ Stay where you aré™
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grow into a blessed worm! Put yourself in my place and
think it over.”

There was an awkward silence.

Tom Merry’s fall from fortune had touched his old fvien
very deeply, and they were only anxious to stand by him
and help him in his misfortune.

But it was impossible.

Each of the fellows, as he thought it-over had to admit
to himself that, in Tom Merry's place, he would have made
the same resolve that Tom Merry was making.

“Look here. we'll leave it to Cousin Ethel to decide, if
vou like,” said Tem Merry. “I know she'l. do the right
thing. Let’s send her a message, and ask her to come here
and decide for us.”

“Wippin® ideah, deah boy !""

“And you'll stand-by what Cousin Ethel says?"
Lowther.

“Ves,” gaid Tom Merry.

F?‘zl\rcy rang the bell and sent the message to Cousin
Lthel.

The girl entered the room a
amiling face.

“You want me to umpire in a dispute ?” she said, as the
juniors rose to their feet. “What is 1t¥”

“Go ahead, Tom.”

Tom Merry explained.

Consin Ethel listencd with & quiet face and great atten-
tion: her expression gave indication of her thoughts.

“Well, Cousin Ethel 7'" s all the juniors together when
Mom Merry had finished explaining how matters stood.

< think Tom Merry is right,”’ said Cousin Ethel quietly.
*There is no harm in a boy receiving help from his friends
when he is down on his luck, but to get into the habit of
it would be bed for all concerned.”

“But weally- %

“You asked me to umpire,” said Ethel, smiling. It is
not playing the game to raise objections to the referee’s
decision, Arthur.”

“Bai Jove "’ B

“Now I shall have to run away, because Dolores will Le
waiting for me. Good-night "

“(ood-night, Cousin
Ethel I*

asked

fow minutes later with a

A
CHEERY CHUMS OF ST. JIM’S.

been put into it for D’Arey’s chums. Tom Merry, Manners,
and Lowther had the next room.

Arthur Augustus took off his jacket and hung it care-
fully upon a wooden hanger, and put it in a wardrobe.
Then he sat down to take off his boots. He was looking
extremely reflective all the time, .
“Feeling bad, Gussy?” said Blake sympathetically.”

D’ Arcy started. "

“Eh—did you speak, Blake?”

“Yes. Was it the Christmas pudding that's made you
feel bad?”

“Pway don't be an ass, Blake !” said D'Arey. “I've been
thinkin’—"

“QOh, is that it? I knew there was something unusnal
the matter.”

“Weally, deah boy, I have been turnin’ the mattah ovah
in my mind,” pursued D’Arcy, unheeding. *“about Tom
Alewwy, you know, Wky shouldn’t he wemain here till the
end of the vae?”

“He won't.”

“And he's right,” said Herries, in his direct wag, “We
want him to stay, of course; but it is best for him to have
his way.”

“¥Yaas; but he mi%ht be made to stay.”

“AMade to?” said Blake, staring.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“How 7"

“ Suppose we had a dodge for keepin’ Tom Mewwy here?
It would be a good ideah, wouldn't it? If Le's goin' out
into the ewuel world, the longah he puts it off the bettah.”

“Well, ves.” a

“Then I've got a wheeze.”

“(io ahea 5 -

“The gho said D'Arey in a thrilling whisper.

Jack Blake jumped.

“You ass!” he exclaimed.

“Weally, Blake—"

“You startled me. What do you mean by the ghost?™
demanded Blake; looking round the room,

“T mean the ghost of Eastwood.”

“Tha which 1

“The ghost of Fastwood. T suppose you know.” said
D'Arcy, with great dignity, “that there is a family ghost
in our family 77/~

“Rats 1" came from Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies!”

“1've heard you say that you don't Lelieve in ghosts
said Blake, laughing,

“Well, of course, family ghosts are different.”

“Do you mean to say that you believe in the family
ghost 2" exclaimed Herries.

I

_ “Well, not exactiy believe
in it,” D'Arey said eau-

The juniors looked at one
another when the girl had
gone.

“That settles it,”
Tom Meiry.

“I—I suppose so
Monty  Lowther glumly.
“ Bthel's right, 1 spp}pose.“

“Of course she is!”

“Yaas, wathah ! But—"

“But what, Gussy¥”

“J wish you woren’t goin’,
Tom Mewwy.”

Tom Merry laughed rather
ruefully.

“I wish I woeren’t, Gussy.
But what has to be, has to
be. But weo shall meet
again, and before long, I

said

17 said

tiously. “Dut nevah mind
that; that is Leside the
guestion,  What I

thinkin® of is, supposa the
ghost of Sir Roger D'Arcy
appeahed to Tom Mewwy
this evenin” A

“My hat!”

“And warned him mnot to
leave this house till the end
of the vac?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I sce no cause whatevah
for wibald laughter!” raid

. Arthur Augustus, with dig-
nity. “I am not thinkin’ of
a weal ghost, of course. 1
am thinkin’ that I might get
myself up as a ghost.”

was

hope.”

CHAPTER 2.
The Ghost !

Xmas to ?

“He, ha, ha!”

“Pway don't cackle,
Blake! There is no purpose
whatevah to be served by
cacklin’. What do  you
think of the ideah?™

RTHUR AUGUSTUS } “Rotten 1
D'ARCY wore an [ “What do you think,
extremely  thought- . g Hewwies 7" v
ful expression when ? m “Bosh !
he retired to bed that “I am sowwy 1o heah yon
evening, E say so, deah boys, because
. it shows me that =

D'Arcy, Blake, and Her-
ries occupied D’Arcy’s bed-
chamber, It was a large
room, and two extra beds

e ELCSD

“That the idea is idiotic?™
“Oh, no! That you are
idiotic, vou know !”

Tue Gex LisRiry.—No. 1,348,



4

“What?” roared Blake.

“I wegard it as an execllent ideah, and T am goin' to
work it said Arthur Augustus firmly. “I suppose you
chaps will help me?”

*0b, we'll help you!” said Blake resignedly, “How are
you going to get into Tom Merry's room? It will look
suspicious if-a ghost opens the door,”

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“Oh, pway shut up, Hewwies! T shall be ablo to get
into the woom without openin’ the door, as there is a slidin’
panel in the wall and a secwet passage. This house is vewy
old, and is full of them, you know.”

“By Jove!”

“I wathah think that a ghostly visitant will make Tom
Mewwy change his mind. about leavin’ before the end of the
vac.  And before then I shall have had time to think the
mattah out, you know, and I am sure 1 shall have thought
of some dodge of savin’ Tom Mewwy fwom the howwid
necessity of lookin’ for work.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Weally, you know—r>"

“And suppose they buzz pillows at you?” demanded
Herries. R 2

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that. Pewwaps one of
vou - fellows had bettah play the ghost,” said Arthur
Augustus thoughtfully.

“No fear !

“Undah the cires—*

< "

And Blake and Herries were very firm upon that point.
If Arthur Augustus wanted ghost to be played, it was pretty
clear that he would have to play it himself.

x . 3 - . . - 2

Tom Merry did nat sleep rcadily that night.

The Terrible Three had turned in, and the light was out;
but thero was a fire of logs iz the bed-room grate, and it
was slow ta dio out. s

Every now and then a tongue of flame leaped up from
the dying embers, and danced in strange lights and shadows
upon the gleaming panels of the oaken walls.

Tom Merry did not feel inclined to sleep,

Neither, for that matter, did Manners and Lowtler,

The Terrible Three could not help thinking of the morraw,
when Tom Merry was to go fnrtE into the bleak world—
alone!

The chums of 8t. Jim's Shell lay in their beds, dis-
cussing the matter. The fire flickered and died down,

It was half an hour or more before their voices were
silent, and Manners was the first to drop off to slecp.

Monty Lowther followed his example.

Then Tom Merry lay thinking, his oyes dreamily fixed
npon the fire, which was very low mow, glimmering redly
in the great fireplace.

There was silence in the room.

Suddenly, in the deep silence, came a sound. <

Tom Merry heard it, but he hardly knew what it was.
Ile only rcalised that it was a sound in the darkne:

It nught have been an ember {alling on the he: It
disturbed the hero of the Shell only for a moment,

His cyelids were growing heavy now, and in a few more
minutes he would have passed insensibly from musing to
slumber.

But suddenly something—an intangible shadow, sccm-

ingly—passed between him and the few red cinders that

remained of the fire.

Tom Merry started,

It was only for an instant, but for that one instant the
red glow of the fire had been blotted out from his view. It
r‘oulf only have been by a form passing between him and the
fire,

Tom Merry was wide enough awake now. |

He sat up in bed, his wide eycs staring before lim,
striving to pierce the gloom.

“Who's there?” he exclaimed, in a sharp, clear voice.

There wos no reply, but Tom Merry thought that bo
heard a faint rustle.

'here was a grunt from Monty Lowther's Led,

“Hallo} What’s the row 1"

“There's somebody in the room,”
steady voice.

My hat i?

Monty Lowther rolled out of bed. Tom Merry stepped ont,
and walked across to the switch of the eclectrie light, which
vias beside the doorway. .

Click

The room was flooded with light, -

Tom Merry cast a quick, searching glance round him,

Theie was no one in the room but himself and Lowther,
and Manners sleeping peacefully in his bed.
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Tom Merry looked amazed.

*Well, my hat!” he ejaculated,

Eowther grinned.

“*You were dieaming I” he exclaimed.

“X wasn'ti I tell you there was somecbody in the room.”™

“ Well, where is he now 1" asked Lowther,

“1 don’t know,”

“We should have heard the door go if he'd gone ouf, and
besides, it’s still locked 1"

Tom AMerry nodded. He looked under the beds and Lehind
the wardrobe, but there was no intruder to be seen.

“Well, I'm blessed if I understand this I” he exclaimed.

Manners, awakened by the noises, sat up in bed awd
yawned and rubbed his cyes sleepily.

“Hallo! What's the row t” he asked.

Tom Merry explained,

O, you were dreaming !" said Manners at once.

“But I was wide awake ! objected Tom Merry. “Some-
thing passed between me und the fire, and I heard tho
rustle, too.”

“Well, it must have been the host,” said Manners com-
fortably. “You know wc're on the haunted corridor. -One
of Gussy’s ancestors was murdered in ono of these rooms,
and he walks the house at Christmas-time, you know.”

*¥ou ass, Manners—" _

o Well, get back to sleep, and turn the light out 1™

“But there was somebody——"

‘*Oh, rats and mice |’

. Tom Moerry switched off the light, and the juniors turned
in_again.

Manncrs and Lowther had no doubt whatever that Tom
Merry had been half asleep, and had dreamed ihe whols
occurrence, But Tom Merry was convinced that what he
diad scen had been real,

He lay quiet, waiting to sce if there would Le a repeti-
tion of the mysterious occurrence, J

Ten minutes clapsed.

In the quiet of the old house, Tom Merry could hear the
wind rustling in the leafless branches of the trees outside.

But a rustle, ¢loser at hand than the rustle of the trees,
caught Tom Merry’s ears all of a sudden. K

He sat up in bed, grasping a pillow.

As before, a dark shadow passed between bim and the
dim glow of the dying fire.

At the same instant, Tom Merry hurled the pillow,

It shot thvough the mir, and evidently camogh contact
with a solid body, for there was 2 heavy biff! And the
sound of a fall,

“Yow I

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. “Coal!”

“Hallo} What’s this?”

“The giddy ghost!"

Tom Merry lcaped out of bed. '

But a faint click showed that the ghost was gone, and (ling
secret ?:mcl had closed behind him.

Tom Merry switched on the light,
The pillow lay in the midst of the cinders, and there wers

cmbers scattered far and wide, showing that the ghost ftad
fallen in the dead fire.

The last spark had been extinguished.

“My hat { said Monty Lowther, with & whisile.
there really was sm’m:buﬁ)‘\', after all I

* Phew 1" said Manners.

Tom Merry laughed.

“ Yes,” he'said. “It may have been one of these Tourth
Formn bounders. Who ever it was, he had a tumble 1"

“Ha, ha, ha |

“We shall be able to sleep quictly now, perhaps.”

Tthe chums went to bed.

'Fhis time Tom Merry allowed himsclf to sleep, pretty
well convinced that tlie ghost would not return for a
repetition of Lis unpleasant experience.

But he had hardly sunk into slumber when he was
awakened. What awakened lLim he hardly krew, but he
awalkened to see dimly a figure in white at his bedside.

A deep voice thrilled in his ears;:

“Beware 1"

Tom Merry sat up in bed,

* Wh-wh-what 1" he gasped,

“Boware 1"

It was a deep, thrilling voice, ovidently nol
speaker; but Tom Merry thought Le could B
belonged.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“Ask me not I” said the deep voice, “Take warnin'!”

Tom Merry grinned. The ghost of Basiwood lhad
evidently fallen into the habit of dropping his final “g's.

“Take warnin’, youth !

“Eh?”

“Depart not1”

“What "

“Depart not fwom this woof until the cnd of the vacl
Take warnin’ "

&

“Then

natural to tha
55 to whom it
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Herriea' face!

“‘My hat I

“Take warnin’ fivom me,
of this house at your pewil!’

And the figure glided away.

‘*Ha, ha, ha !” roared Tom Merry.

He rolled in the bed, yelling.

On their beds Manners and Lowther were rolling and
yelling, too. They had woke up, and they had heard the
familiar tones.

There was a click.

The secret panel had fastened again, the ghost was gone,

Tom Merry simply yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha !’ roared back his chums.

“ Gussy—the ghost !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha 1"

And a quarter of an hour after that ghostly visitation
littlo was heard in Tom Merry's room but yells and
chuckles and gasps. .

,eckleas youth—leave the weof

CHAPTER 3.
Bowled Out!
HE next morning, when the Terrible Three came down
to the breakfast-table, they found Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy alrcady there.
The swell of St.
anxiously.

Iy half expected to see them pale and wan, as was only to
be looked for after a ghostly visitation from the world of
shadows.

They disappointed him in this respect. i

Instead of paleness and wanness, their faces were quite
rosy, and wore cheerful smiles True, D’Arcy had heard
the laughter as he left the room the previous night after the
ghostly visitation; but he attributed that to hysterical frighs,

Breakfast was what Blake called a movable feast at East-

Jim's looked at them rather

f Run for a doctor | * exclaimed Blake as Herries rolled off his chair, groaning heavily.

Herrles' “iliness '’ came to a sudden end!

Tom Merry hurried ous of
the room, while Qussy seized a vase or flowers from a stand, threw the flowers to the floor, and flung the water into

¥ Yarooogh ! "' he yelled. * Lemme get at him {

“_'lt:oc{ House during the holidays. They had it when they
iked.

Lord Eastwood was not down, and most of his guests had
not appeared at the early hour when the St. Jim's juniors
Tose.

The juniors had the table mostly to themselves, even
Cousin Ethel and Dolores, her friend, not being down,

Arthur Augustus was doing the honours.

“Good-mornin’, deah boys!” he said.

“Good-morning, old son!’ said Tom Merry.

“1 twust you slept well last night, Tom Mewwy 72

“Ripping

“Woeren't you disturbed at all?”

“Well, just a little.”

The Fourth Formers looked at one another, They were
getting at the ghost etory now. Blake and Herries
They knew by the Shell fellows' looks that the Terrible
Three had not been imposed upon by the ghost of Eastwood.

“What disturbed you?” asked Arthur Augustus, looking
ab the coffee-pdt, which he was wielding, and avoiding the
Shell fellows” eyes.

“Somebody came into the room,” said Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove!”

. “As the door was locked, we could only cenclude that
it was a ghost.”

“Gweat Scott I

“You sce, that was the only possible explanation under
the cireumstances; only there was one thing that made us
suspicious.”

“What was that?” asked Jack Blake.

“The ghost had very big fect,” said Monty
solemnly

“Oh, weally, Lowthah——" began D'Arey.

“What did you say?” asked Lowther, fixing his eyee
inquiringly on the swell of St. Jim's.

“0h, all wight—it's all wight!”

(Continued at foot of next page.)
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Here are some jolly tricks and games that will

keep the Christmas party going with a swing.

VERY Christmas party has its
dull moments when the Christ-
mas spirit seems to flag, and
everyone sits about wondering

what to do next. ;

Herc's your chanes to step in and
ginger up the proceedings. It's a good
1dea to open your -“show * with a trick
that will raise a laugh, a good one
being to ask the othor guests if they can
make o fresh egg stand upright.

You'll sce fellows tying themselves
into all sorts of knots trying to make
that cgg sit up, but none of thom will
succoed unless the secret is known, The
solution is to shake the egg vigorously
wuntil the vollt inside breaks and_gets
mixed with the white, Then, with a
steady hand, you can balance the Lroad
end of the cgg quite casily on auy
sr[nootlr, even surface, such as’'a sheet of
glass.

A Tough RNut to Cracd!

Here's another puzzle. Say to yvour

ience :
“Two boys were arguing about
sharing of sowe nuts they had
gathered. One said, ‘If you will give
me one of your nuts I shall have as
many as you." “Bez youl!” replied the
other chap. ‘Cive me one of yours
mstead, and then I can divide equally
with your brother Jack, and wii} still
liave as many as you.” »

The puzzle is, how many nuts had
cach? Answer: Ono had five nuts and
the other had seven. But your pals will

j.l.st

find the puezle a tough nut to crack !
Mind Readiag !
Having got the party going with these

puzzlers,” everyone

will probably be
veady for a lively

game. One of the

best .party games is Mind Reading.
You appoint someone as the Mind
Reader, and he goes outside while_ the
Test choose an object in the room which
ho_will have to name when he returns.
You, as Master of Ceremonies, pre-
viously make the Mind Reader an
accomplice, and explain to himn quietly
before the game starts that, when ho
returns to the room, you will point to
various objects and say: “Is it this?”
Ho will know when to say “VYes,”
because you will point to a hlack object
immediately before indicating the cor-
rect article. But how it will puzzle
your guests to know how the Mind
Reador guesses right every time !

The “Elactric” Club.
n Now for a_good langh-raising gamp—
10

*Electrio ” Club. Send somecone

Give **Jimmy Green” a genfle whack
with the stick when you and he are covered
by the blanket. I you are quick with the
movement, he won't guess that you did it.

oub of the room while yon osplain to
the rest of the party that they are all
members of the Electric Club, with tho
exception of the fellow outside, whe will
be made & member when ho returns.

Then arrange some odds and ends—a
matchbox, a vase, a pack of cards, and
so on—on & table, and get the members
of the club to choosa one of these
articles.

You cxplain that when the non-mem-
ber is invited back into the room, i
will be told to pick up each of the oh-
jects in turn. = Members -must keep
uiet until he picks up the right object,
and then they all give a terrific yell,

When the fellow outside returns, tell
him that you will elect him to tho
Electric Club provided he can chooso
the right article from the things on the
table, and that he is to pick them un
one by one and inspect them. -He will
know the correct article because he will
feel a harmless “electric ** shock.

The “shock * is the shock of surprise
he gets at the sudden uproar when
he handles the right object !

““Jimmy Green!"”

“Jimmy Green ™ is another first-class
fun game, Someébody goes out of tho
room while you explain the game to the
rest of the party. That “somconc ” is
to be the “Jimmy Green.”

‘When ke returns, you tell him that
you and he are going to lie together
on the floor and be completely covered
with an old blanket. The others, onc
of whom has & stick, sit close round on
chairs, with their hands behind their
backs, The member of the party who
has the stick will then hit one or other
of you with it, and both of You muss
hob up quickly and try to spob whao
did the hitting:

ut when you and “Jiminy Green ”
get under the blanket, you take tha
stick sccretly and give the fellow beside
you a gentle whack.
- Up you both pop, glaring round to
seo who did the bitting. He won's
guess it's you for a long timegif vou are
quick, and don’t inake yourWnovemens
in_whacking him noticeable.

By sending two_or more fellows ont
of the room while you explain tha
“Jimmy Green” game, and only let-
ting them come back singly, you ean
worle this trick on more than one guest.
The first “Jimmy Greens ™ can then
get their own back on these who come
alter them,

s
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“You're pouring the coffce over the tablecloth 1 shricked
Blake. *

“Bai Jove! So I am!”

& 2“ you sce the ghost, Gussy 7’ asked Tom AMerry.

N-n-no,.
* What did the
“What was his

2

Lowthah—»

“Oh, I-— Will you take sugahi”
“Certainly! Of course, we

ing- ghost, because he smelt
“He had been

The coffee-pot fell upon the crackeryware, and the coffea
ran in streams over the tablecloth. There was a shout from
A Augustus did not heed.

He jammed his wonccle into his eye and glared at

iho juniovs, but Arthur

Lowther.
“ Yon feahful beast—"
“Ehi?
“ You know
“Why,
“You couldn’t have been there.”
“Ha, ha, ha!* roared Blate,
Toe Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,348.

giddy ghost say to you??
language like? asked Ilerrics,

ow that it was somcbody
very strongly of omions,”
eating firied onions wnd

¥you are wottin', you feahful wottah I
how do you know?” demanded Lowther innccently.

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Where's the joke 7 inquired Manners. “Guss
possibly have been there,

couldn's
because the door was lecked,”

“Weally, you know—* -

“Besides, it couldn’t have been Gussy playing ghost—
think of the language.” 3

**The awful language—-=

“You uttah wottahs—"

“Blessed if I see
off,” said Lowther,

fauly
“Ha, ha, ha!”

wegard

considah——
“Ha, he, ha!”
“Yon ass!”

think

“Do you think

why Gussy should bo getting his hair
tackling his second egz. “Ii's nob my

if his family ghost smells of onions.”

“I wegard you as a pwevawicatin' ass, Towilah. I
you, as anothah pwevawicatin’
3

Mannabs! I

* Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

rozred Tom Merry. “Ha, ha, ha! Do yﬁu
we didn’t know it was you 7”
wo should helieve that you had an

#hcestral ghost with exactly the same giddy accent thac
you lather on to us?”

“THa, ha, h

“Bai Jove, T nevah thought of that]”
2t

“Then you knew——*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Depart not fwom this woof I roaned Monty Lowther.
g J
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"Bla{ undah this woof till the end of the giddy vae.
Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Angustus looked from one to ansther of the
juniors. His face was scarlet. He saw that he had in-
advertently given himseli away as ithe ghost of Sir Lloger.

“Bai Jove!” he murmured.

“Ila, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you [ellows——"

. “You're bowled out, Gussy,” grinned Tom Merry., “It's
jolly kind of you, old chap, but I don't think it would have
worked even ‘if the real g'imst had come, T can’: stay tiil
the end of the vac. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Oh, my only hat!” roared Blake.. “ITx, La. ha!”

“Bai Jove! It appeals that the wheeze has not w
said D’Arcy, grinning at last. “Bai Jove, you
What’s to be done now:”

“I should recommend ringing for some more coflce,” gaid
DMonty Lowther.

“Bai Jove! You're wight!”

And Arthur Augustus rang for some more coflce.

rhed,”
know !

CHAPTER 4. %
Herries is Taken Ii1 !

HE kindly attention of the Fastwood ghost having
failed to shake Tom Moerry's resolve, the hero of
the Shell preparcd for his departure after break-
fast. That Tom Merry must go sooner or later

ﬁflc,v_ knew, but they were naturally reluctant to lose sight
of him. g

Arthur Augustus D’Arey’s idea of some dodge for keeping
him at Fastwood till the end of the vacation found favour
in all eyes. Manners and Lowther being as kesn aboub
1t as the Fourth Formers,

“And how is it to be done?” Lowtler wanted to know.

Arthur Augustus sat with an elbov is k nd hi
ehin resting in bis hand, and his bs aicd
thought.

“1 was thinkin' it out,” said Arthor Aum
up-.

“ No more ghosts, I hope,” eaid Lowther sarcastically.

“Certainly not. I was thinkin® that pewwaps one of you
chaps could fall ill.”

“I11?" said Manners, staring.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Why on carth should we fall jl1?”

*“T'hat’s the wheeze,”

“DBlessed if I'm gomg to be ill, wheeze or no wheeze!™
said Lowther emphatically. i

“Assl I don’t mean weally ill.”’

“What do you mean, then?"

“ Suppose one of you chaps pwetended to be ill, you know,
and. Tom Mewwy would be so anxions about you that he
wouldn't go till you were well again,” the swell of St. Jim's
explamed eagerly.

“Well, there might be something in that,” Blake re-
marlfed.

“I was thinkin’ that Blake could pwetend to be ill, you
sce, a3 Blake is wathah & good actab, and, in faci, has dono
}gw 'Evell in the Amatuah Dwamatic porformances at &t.

m 8. =

“Hear, hear!”

Jack Blake winked at the window.

“No fear!” he remarked.

“Weally, Blake—"

1 feel sure that I eouldn’t do it. One of Tom Merry's
best chums is the man. I suggest Lowther or Manners.”

“Vewy well—"

“Ob, I couldn’t do it!” said Monty Lowther. “Besides, I
éﬁc!ﬂtlﬂnt this is a matter for the Fourth Ferin, not for the

hell,

3tns looking

“Just what I was thinking,” Manners assented.
“Hewwies, then—*
“0h, rats!” said Herries uneasily,
“Weally, Hewwies, old chap, you're just the fullow, you
know,” urged Arthur Augustus.
“Why don’t you take it on yoursell 1" demanded Herries,
“Weally, you know, uted to ‘unge the
whole b1sng.y, and I cannot be stage managah and leadin’
actah, too.”
:: ‘1}1 not much of an Jliﬁtor."
‘hy, you're rippin, snid Blake.
“Yes, rather|” Satl?d &om Lowther,
“Well, if you really think I could do it,” said Herries
dubiously, .

“T am eure of it, deah boy.”

“Oh, it’s a dead cert!” said Manners.

“Safe as houses !” declared Monty Lowther.

“Well, what am I to do?” asked Herries, evidently only
Iinlf liking the tack, in spite of tho flatlering assurniices of
Tpu juniors, =

“Isn’t he?”

" say.

“ All you have to do is to fall down and gwown fealifully,”
gaid Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “We'll dothe west.”
“Well, I suppose I could do that.”

Of course you could,” eaid Lowther.
a bit.”

“Hush !” whispered Blake. “Here comes Tom Merry !

In a moment the altercation was hushed, Ierries, remem-
bering the part assigned to Liw, lay back in his chair, and
prepared to groan. !

The others stood round, with faces long and serions.

Tom Merry came into the roum. He was looking serious
enough.

*Well, my bag’s packed,” he zaid.

Groan !

Tom Merry started.

Gro-oan!

Herries rolled off his chair, and groancd heavily.

J'om Merry looked alarmed.

“Great Scott! What's the matter with Herries? le
exclaimed.

“Bai Jove!”

“Ave you ill, Herries?” asked Blake, in greal concern.

“Oh, oh, oh!”

“Have you got a pain?”

“Is ho in a fit*

Groan, groan!

“Run for a doctor, or somecthing !” exclaimed Jack Dlake,
in alarm. “There’s a doctor staying in the house, I believe,
D’ Arcy 1*

“Yaas; Dr. Nipper.
governah.”

Tom Merry hurried out of the room,

Arthur Augustus seized a vaso of flowers from o stand,
threw the flowers to the floor, and flung the water iuto
Herries' face to revive hini

There was a formidable yell from Ilerries.

“ Yaroooogh !” B

He leaped to his fect. dashed the water out of his eyes,
and rushed upon the l of 8t Jim’s like a bull.

Arthur Augustus dodzed round Blake in alarm,

“Keep off, you ass!” he gs=

“Lemme get at him ! velled
douse me with water!”

“You ass! I was only keepin’ up appeawances ! .

“ Appearances I’ roared Ilerries. “ Lemme get at him, T
I'll teach him to keep up appearances by dousing mc
with cold water !

“You duffah 1”

“Hold on, Herries—-" -

“'Tom Merry will hear yon—Lhe can’t be gone far yet—"

“Let me get at hir roared Herries.

(Continued on the next page.) 1
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“Bai Jove I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a roar of laughter from the doorway:

The chums swung round.

Tom Merry was standing there, his hands to his sides,
roaring with laughter. He had heard Herries' stentorian
tones, and bad turned back, e was gazing at the juniors
with eyes wet with mirth,

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Bai Jove! The game's u

“All your fault, you sil ly
mopping his wet face with his pocket handkerchict.
I'm soaked 1

“I wefuse to admit it was my fault.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry came back into the room, still chuckling,

- CHAPTER 5.
Skimpole's Timely Arrival !
CIIE St. Jim’s juniors locked at one another rather

now !”
chump ! grunted Herries,
“Ow!

Todsiiip

sheepishiy.
Herries’ “illness ” had come to a sudden cnd
owving to D’Arey’s enthusiasm in keeping up appear-
ances, end it was evident that the game was up.
The wheeze had failed, and Tom Merry had scen through
it, as was evident from his laughter, -
The hero of the Shell laughed till the tears ran down his
cheeks, . p
“That was a jolly quick recovery, Herrice, old man!” he
exclaimed.
“It was all Gussy’s fault,” he said.
“Weally, Hewwies—o>" .
“Well, as you're not ill, we
Merry, laughing.
“Bai Jove !”
“Rats !” eaid Lowther,
morning
“Must, old man.” g
“From the lo?al station here?* .
Y on

can say good-bye,” said Tom

“Are you rsp]ly going this

“We'll come with you as far as that, anyway.”

“Good! I shall be glad to have you.” o

“We shall come, too,” said a soft voice, as Cousin Ethel
came into the room with her friend, Dolores Felham.
“Won't we, Dolores?” -

“¥Yeg, indeed,” said Dolores, turning her big, dark eyes

-upon Tom Merry very kindly.

“Thank you so much !”
good that it’s simply rotten to have to leave you.

“Wait till I get a dry collar on,” said Herries,

“Right-ho, old man I* ¥

“I will ordah the big cah,” said Arthur Augustus, . 7.

By the time the big car used for station work was ready,
and brought round to the house,
Tom Merry had already bidden fareweil to Lord Eastwood,

gaid Tom Merry., ** Yo:z‘xe all so

, his kind host, and Wally.

With the girls and his chums he entered tho car, and
the vehicle drove away in tho clear, frosty morning.

Ton: Merry sat very silent. Ho had made a resolve
to bave nothing more from his friends and to go out inio
the world to seek his fortune, %

What would the end be? Ile cou!d not tell.

But in spite of the dubiousmess of the future, he felt
cheered and strengthened by his resolve. and invigorated,
too, by the frosty clearness of the air i

After all. why should not the future be bright 7

“You are going to London?” Dolores asked him.

I outhampton,”
“That is a scaport?” asked the Spanish girl,

“Yes," said Tom Merry, smiling.

“You are_thinking of going to sea?”

“Yes; it is possible that I may.”

Dolores clasped her hands,

“Oh, how pleasan: it is to be a boy!” she exclaimed.
“You aro going out to a lifo of freedom and adventure,
and we gir?s have to remain quictly au home.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“I don’t think I am to be envied,” he said. “I1'd much
rather go back to school. I'm going because I have to.

fancy that a life of freedom and adventure, as you call
it, means hard work and chort ccmmons Not that I'm
afraid of it, either. I hope I shall ﬁet through somchow.”

Dolores nodded ; she became thoughtful. -

Tho car drove into the villiwe and up to the little
station

The whole party accompanied Tom Merry into the station
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Herries was in drier attire..

.

- should join together in
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and upon the plattorm, and there they hal to wait five
minutes for the train.

, There was a sombre silence. Parting with a dear fvien.d
is never pleasant, and undor the dubious circumstunces tize
parting now was doubly painful,

Arthur Augustus’ usually sunny face was quite gloomy.

Toma Merry looked the most cheerful of the party.

But it is probable that his cheerfulness was for {he
greater part assumed in order to avoid depressing  his
friends by low spirits,

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, for about the icnih
time. “It's wotten, you know.”

Blake grunted.

“Tom Mewwy, old son, 1 wish you'd take that otiuh
fivah,” D'Arcy said in a whisper.

Tom Merry shook his head,

“But you are stonay, deah boy.2

Tom AMerry smiled,

“I have five pounds,” he said.

“Yaas, but—"

“It’s all right, Gussy.”

“Look here,"” said Lowther. “No moro of your blessed
disappearing, you know. You've got to let us hear from
you pretty %rcqucnﬂy.“‘

Tom Merry hesitated,

“ Promise !” exclgimed Manners,

“You see—" *

“LCome now, henour bright’?

“You see—"

“Here comes the train,” said Monty Lowlher, “Wa
won't let f’uu into it unless you promise. We'll hold Fyou
back, I tell you.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“All right, T promisel” he exclaimed. Tl let yeu
know where I am once a week! Is that all right?”

“ All sercne I”

The' train came into the station.

“Good-bye, and good luck I"” said Cousin Ethel. “And
mind you remember ihat you always have good [riends
here, Tom Merry.”

“I'm not likely to forget it,” said Tom Merry.

“No; I am sure of that,” said Lthel. “But when ¥ou
are away—"

“Dear me! Ts that you, Tom Merry?”.

A youth in large spectacles, with a bumpy forelicad aud
blinking eyes, descended from the train.

He raised a large hat to Cousin Ethel, and b]inka at
the juniors.  And from the St. Jim’s fellows came an
exclamation in a sort of chorus:

“Skimmy P

8kimpole of the Shell grinned.

“¥Yes, here am |I” he exclaimed.

“Hallo, old Skimmy!” said Tom Merry. “Jolly glad
to sce you again, but I've got to get off by this train.
Good-by 9

“ Sy inute 12

“The. train—->:> :

“Never mind the train,” said Skimpole, laving a
restraining hand on Tom Merry’s shoulder and regarding
Lim through his big glasses.

“But, you ass, ¥ must catch jt——"

“Wait I said Skimpole solemnly. “I have mads a special
journey to consult you, Merry, and what do T find? I find
You leaving your friends suddenly in the middle of iho
vac. Surcly there has not been a quarrel ¢”

“There’s been no quarrel, fathead !”

“Stand clear, there|” shouted the guard.

Tom Merry took a step towards the train, but Skimpole,
frail but determined, stood in his path, :

“I am sure there must be some rcason for this sudiden
departure ! he exclaimed. “It is my duty as a plilosoplier
to keep friends together. You mast slay, Merry!”

“Good old Skimmy!” ejaculated Lowther, perceiving
in Skimpole a useful ally. *You've missed the train now,

om "

The train was moving now. It gathered speed, rumbling
out of the station and disappearing down the line. t was
gone, but Tom Merry was not in it. The hero of St. Jim's
was_still standing on the platform with his chums.

“I am glad I prevented you leaving, Tom Merry,” said
Skimpole, smiling.

“8o are wel” grinned Lowther and Manners and Blake
and Herries in unison.

i Jove, yaas I” chuckled Arthur Augustus. “Skimmay,
Bp, you'vé weally done somethin’ useful for once!”
reg another train,” said Tom Merry.
"My dear Merry,” said Skimpole gently, I can sce
{rom your determinstion to leave that something has hap-
pened. Pray reflect that at the Christmas season friends
happiness and good will. Besides,
I want to ask your advice!” v
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“My_ advice?” repeated Tom Merry, laughing. “I'm
afraid I'm not in a position to be able to advise anybody.”

“On the contrary, you are the only fellow to whom I
can turn in my difficulty,” said Skimpole seriously.

"he chums stared at him with interest.

Skimpole was an eccentric though harmless idiot. addicted
to the study of countless “ologies ” and “isms.” At St
Jim's he was regarded with kindly tolerance. But Tom
Merry had never made a particular friend of him. Why
he should appeal to Tom now was a mystery. His sudden
appearance had served one good purpose, however—it had
prevented Tom Merry from leaving. And for deing that
the chums were grateful to Skimpole.

“If 8kimmy wants Tom Merry’s advice,” said DBlake,
#we'd better get back to Eastwood House and talk in front

Boomph :

post.  The ball flew straight towards the s

of a fire. It's too dranghty on this platform for a con-
ferenco.”

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur Augustus. “Besides,
there are plenty more twains latah in the day, if Tom
Mewwy is still set on gein’. And I do not sece how a
junial eaptain can wefuse to give advice when it is asked
—what1”

“Hear, hear1”

“Quite impossible,” said Lowther, with great solemnity.
“Skimpole wants Tom Merry’s advice, and Tom must give
jt. Let’s all pile in the car. Start anotber day—what do
you say, Tom?”

Tom Merry grinned and nodded.

The eagerness of his chums to keep him with them touched
him, and he bad missed the train now, anyway.

Skimpole greeted Cousin Lthel and her friend Dolores
with quaint courtesy, after which he gazed at Tom Merry
and nodded.

“T believe I recall something about yonr leaving at the
end of last term, Merry,” he said “I thought it was a
joke, however.” . .

“I'm afraid it’s very far from a jcke, Skimmy,” said Tom
Merry as they left the station. :

“Pray do not allow your troubles to affect you unduly,”
said Skimpaole brightly, “It is wonderful what can be done
by the application of the philosophical principles laid down
by 1’rc1fcssor Balmycrumpet. Professor almycrumpet
83 TS—— S
Icp in the ear!” grinned Lowther,

nowman, hittin
‘" Qoal ! yelled Lowther.

9

Skimpole stepped gingerly into the big car, gasping
& little as he was squashed among the iums, who sat
close to allow comfortable space for Cousin Ethel and her
friend Dolores, The big car rolled away towards Fastwood
House, every face wearing a smile. Skimpole had cheered
the chums up more than he imagined. Tom Merry was
still with them, and they felt quite well disposed towards
Skimpole.

“8nowing. by Jove!” remarked Blake, as a scurry of
flakes swept across the road ahcad of them. It Lad been
grey above and intensely cold, and the snow was not
surprising. _As the car ran along. the flakes descended quite
heavily, and the snow began to lie.

“My dear D'Arcy, you remember askin,
in during the Christmas vaci” said Skimpole.

me to drop

Skimpole's boot met the bail fairly and squarely as ne kicked ror goal, but the snot was wide of the goal~
q.n full in the face and"knncking Qussy’s topper flying !

Well shot., Skimmy |

_ “Yaas, wathah, deah boy!"

“I hope 1 have not arrived at an inopportune moment ?”

“Not at all, old chap! You came just at the wight
moment !

“I am glad of that,” said Skimpole with relief. “I would
have notified you of my coming, but I made up my mind
to act only this morning, It is very unusual for me to
travel so early.”

“Don’t worry, old son,” said Lowther.
comfortable I""

The car sped on back to Eastwood House, the party
chatting cheerily,

“We'll make you

CHAPTER 6.
Skimpole’s Trouble !

4“* OW, Merry 1”
That afternoon found the chums gathered round

the big fire in the library after lunck. The philo-
sopher of St. Jim’s coughed as though to unburden
himseit.

What he wanted to ask Tom Merry’s advice about was
a deep mystery. For Skimpole to suddenly decide to_ visit
Eastwood House it must obviously be something of im-
portance. What it was did not worry the chums a great
deal, since its immediate effect had been to keep Tom
Merry at Eastwood House another day. But they were

paturally curious.
Tae Gen Lisninr.—No. 1,348,
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“Speak up, and don’t be shy 1" urged Tom Merry, busy
with s chestnut. S
" Skimpole eyed him solemnly through his big speetacles.

“I expect you are all rather curious to know why I
have travelled here to ask Merry’s advice. I have come
to ask Merry about my health!” -

“Your what?” ejaculated Lowther in astonishment.

“My health!" repeated Skimpole.
. “Do you take Tom for a giddy doctor 7" demanded Blake
in_amazement. ) &

“Not in the least,” answered Skimpole.

“Then what in the world—" Lowther touched his head

significantly. R _
“My dear Lowther,” said Skimpole in surprise, “Why
are you making that ridiculons gestura?”

“It's the plum puddin ," said Lowther seriously. “ You've
had too much plum pudding this Christmas I’

“The—the plum pudding?” repeated Skimpole.

. “Yes. It is not generally known, but in some rarc cases
plum pudding will affect the brain,” szid Lowther, with
complete gravity.

“You don't say so, my dear Lowther ¥ gasped Skimpole
in_obvious alarm.

“I do say so,” reiterated Lowther. )

dS{iimpule touched his brow. Then he shook his head
sadly.
oY fear it is worse even than I thought!”

Tom Merry laughed. and the rest burst into a roar.

#(Come on—put with it|” grimned Tom. *Lowther was
only ]eg-pnlling‘, you ass. What's biting you, anyway !”

“My health " repeated Skimpole, serious as a judge.

«] ‘was only rotting, fathead,” said Lowther. “Plum
pudding_ won’t do you any harm if you don’t scoff too
muc]hdof it 4dy philowopher Kk

b on’t suppose a giddy philosopher like
descended. to- touch the plum pudding this Christmas,
you, Skimmy?’" asked Blake. R

“That is what 1 have come to see Merry sbout,” said
Skimpole _shaking his head again. “To my sorrow, I
broke a lifelong rule this  Christ-
mas. I ate some plum puddingt”

Skimmy con-
did

{ LOOK, CHUMS

¢ FOR

“Weep, wel s t:lé? ksin.uer cen-

sseth 17 chucl ake. . *
fe“[ ate too much plum pudding,” said Skimpole. “Far
too much. Never having tasted it before, I did not realise
that it was unusually heavy for the digestiva organs. As
a result of my indulgence, I have suﬁemd_,fmm the most
pgonising pains in my abdomen ever since ! .

“ Drefful I' sighid Lowr:.'her. “You're getting as bad
5 Fatty Wynn, Skimmy !
" “But}whu.s;ndo you tgink Tom Mewwy can dot asked
'Arcy. regarding Skmmpole fixedly throngh his monocle.
“T ghould wecommend a doctah, deah boy. There is
ono stayin' in the house, if you would care—"

“No!” Skimpole raised ‘one band firmly. “I have
consulted-a doctor. He told me I was suffering from
chronic dyspepsia, and gave me someo pills to take after
or before meaﬁ’:. forget which, I have taken them, and
they have had no effect. It is for this reason that I have
come to consult Tom Merry I” !

“T don't believe in pills very much myzelf,” agreed Tom
Merry. “But frankly, I don’t see that I ean do anything
to help you, Skimmy, old chap!”

Skimpole pointed a long and bony forefinger at Tom
Merry ’

“1 regard Merry as one of the finest all-round athletes
for _his age to be fcund in Enpgland *

“Hear, hear 1” gaid Manners! *But what—-"

«Merrv keeps himself fit,” said Skimpole. “IIe never
suffers from dyspepsia. Do you, Merry?”’ .
*‘Not that I know of,” answered Tom Merry, grinning.

“1 thonghf mot,” said Skimpole, modding. “And there
vou have the reason for my visit. 1 have abused my
digestive organs, and they are in open revolf. Unless 1
do something about them, I shall never regain the peace
of mind consistent with the study of Professor Balmy-
crumpet. 1 have appealed to a doctor, and as 1 said, he

1 woke early this morning, and deciddd

gave me pills
to see Tom Merry without delay.”

“But just what do you expect me to do?” asked Merry.
“I can't swop digestions—and I wouldn’t if I could!”

“You can put me through a course of intensive training,"”
said Skimpole tensely.

Tae Gex Eisrary.—No, 1,348
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“ A—a what 1’ gasped Lowther, stifling a Yaar of laughter..

“A coursa of intensive training,” repeated Skimpole
firmly. “Traiming is_the reason for Tom Merry’s sports
supremacy, ¥ am convinced. _Is that not so, Merry?”*

“Training has a lot to do with i, Pl admit,” eaid

Tom,

“Exactly. Then I want yoy to train me,” said Skimpole,
a smile appearing on his f* at last

“T.train you?’’ said Tom Merry.

“Put me through a course of ioal exercises,” said
Skimpole earnestly, “Make me work hard—let the sweab
pour from my brow. 1 have muscles and sinews, jusb
s you have. I want you to deveioil them 1”

ith a great effort Tom Merr; e{t a straight face. .
. Monty Lowther tried hard, but he could not manags
it. He exploded with a roar. Blake and Mammers and
Herries joined in, Even D’Arcy, despite a sympathetio
feeling for Skimpole, could not hide a grin.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther.

“Hq, ho, he |” shrieked Blake. "

. “Skimpole the athlete!” gasped Herrics. “I shall die
in & minute!” - :
D,‘;‘Bm Jove, Skimmay, you weally are a funnay ass1” said

roy.

Skimpole looked very stern.

“1 fail to see any cause for risibility,” he remarked.

“That's because you're not looking at yourself!” grinned
Lowther.
_ “Wel), Merry, what do you say?” asked Skimpole,
ignoring the scoffers,

Tom Merry held back a grin nobly.

“You're quite right, Skimmy, old chap,” he said. quietly.
“Physical jerks w:gll do more for you than pills and that
muek. But I can’t cure your dyspepsia in, a day, or cven
a week, if it’s standing. In any’gsu- T'm leaving
Eastwood House $o-morrow.”- - 3y

“There is no time like “I@'cmf" sajd Skimpole deter-
minedly. “For once I am ok ared to theorise. These
pains irom which I suffer afe ever-present, and 1 have

made u
I appeal to you, Tom Merry, to pre-
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7 ¥ RN scribe a course of physical exercite
Té‘ ., for me at oncel”
ere was 8 silenco as the chums regarded Skimpole.
There was no doubting that Skimpole was perfectly serious
in his sudden desire to become an athlete. The -baleful
effects of the plum pudding he had *taken on board ” had
evidently driven him to decisive action. He was ready 'to
be put through the mill—and, as far as that went, he had
come to the right quarter.

“If you really want to train, Bkimmy, you can start
now !** said Tom Aerry.

Bkimpole’s eyes gleamed.

“Tell me what to do!” he exclaimed.

While the rest watched, suppressing chuekles, Tom lerry
attempted to make Skimpole adopt an erect stance.

“No, don't stick your tummy out so much.” said Tom
Merry, pushing Skimpole's stomach in slightly. “That’s
better. Now hold your head up, and Jook straight shead
—not on the ground, as you usualy do. That’s right.
Now square your shoulders—get that hump off your back
—keep your knees together—and breathe long deeply.”’
. Skimpole made a valiant effort to follow ont those
instructions all at once, but he forgot half of them in trying
%]olrlems!zmber tho others, and ended by lifting his hands

elplessly.

“T am afraid I shall not be an spt pupil,” he said.

- touching your

“Btick to it!” said Tom Merry.
toes If a fellow can touch his toes without bending his
knees, there isn’t very much wrong with hims*
“Really, Merry?” &
Skimpole’s face brightened, and he made & gallant effort
to bend down and touch his toes without bending his knees.
But half-way down be found his bending, and
althongh he touched his toes his knees were far apart!
“Not so good.l” said Tom Merry. “Try again!”
Bkimpole tried, but it was useless. His weedy frame
did not respond to the sudden® demands he was making
on it. He stood up st last, purple in the face, gasping
and blowing. Tom Merry sat down and took another
chestnut.
. “It’s no_good,” he said, as Skimpole gazed at him appeal-
~ingly. “ You'll never make an athlete, Skimmy. Your best

[

my mind to dispel them.
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course is to take a fow simple exercises every day, and you'll
gradually improve.” .

“But, my dear Merry, I am determined to effect an
improvement at once!” said Skimpole. Iiis gaze swept
round the chums. “If there is no other way, I must
challenge you !I”

“Wha-a-at 1”

Blake sat up, and so did Lowther and Manmers and
D’Arcy and Herries. All stared at Skimpole, frail but
undismayed, as he faced them.

“I challenge you all to—to a game of football!” said
Skimpole.

“Bless your little heart, you've never played football in
your life ” shrieked Blake.

“That is no reason why I should not commence now!”
said Skimpole coolly. “ Are you afraid to play with me?”

“Afraid 7 Blake gasped inarticulately.

Lowther gasped, and D'Arcy put his monocle in his eve
and allowed it to drop out again.

“Nunno, we're not afraid, cld chap,” said Tom Merry,
after & pause. “You really mean you want us to give
you some footer practice? Is that ib?»

“¥You beard me correctly,” answered Skimpole.

“All right—what about giving it to him?” asked Tom
Merry, grinning at the thought.

Blake and Herries nodded together,

“All right—we'll give it to him1”

Lowther and Manners nodded, still gasping.

“We'll give the dummy what he's asking for 1"

“Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah [”

CHAPTER 7.
Footer—With Skimmy !
o HAT are you getting out your footer boots for,
Wally ¢

Jaweson, of the St. Jim’s Third, besom friend

of Walter Adolphus D’Arey, Arthur Augustus’

younger brother, chuckled. Wally was rarely happy unless

he was up to some mischief. He was born to trouble as the

sparks fly upward, though most of his pranks were inno-

cent enough, Wally was not vicious. Hec was, as Lowther
put it, “the cheekiest fag on earth I”

And his grin at the moment squested that he was
engaged on something particularly congenial. IHence
Jameson’s inquiry. .

“Get yours out, too, old chap!” replied Wally, chuckling.

“What's on?” demanded Jameson.

‘“ Skimpole 1

“Oh, thab lunatic!” said Jamesou, understandingly.
“Have those fellows got over their dumps sufficiently to
jope Skimmy? I thought they were all moulting because
‘L'om Merry is down on his luck.” .

“They’re shelving the dumps for a bit, anyway,” said
Wally. “I think Skimmy would make a fellow forzet any-
thing. The ass has challenged them—actually challenged
them—to a football match 1"

“Is he going to play the lot?” asked Jameson blankly.

“No, ass. But he’s going to show them how to score
goals—and Gus says we can join in if we like.”

“And do we like?” grinned Jameson.

There was & sporis field in front of Eastwood House, on
which, in summer, the House Eleven were wont to mect
the villagers at ericket. Now, with goal nets complete, it
stood ready for S8kimpolo’s demonstration.

The two_fags were early on the ground—or the scene of
the execution, as Wally put it. So keen were they on the
“rag  with Skimpole, that they lent a hand readily in
clearing the snow away. It had stopped falling now, and
the ground bencath was in fine condition for football.

. “Mind the snowman, Bkimmy |” sang out Monty Lowther,
.85 the chums came down to the footer ficld, with Skimmy;
changed into fcoter garb—lent by Gussy for the occasion
~in their midst.

- “It's a jolly good snowman—better than vou Shellfish
could make, any day!” retorted Wally D’Arcy, resenting
Lowther’s uspersion on the snowman, on which he and
Jameson had laboured for the greater part of that morning.

The snowman, a really impressive fizure so far as girth
and height were concerned, stood just to one side of the
goal net. The snowman was completed with a top hat
fitched from I’ Arcy major's wardrobe, and a natty walking-
cane, also filched from the same source, gave him a most
avistocratio appearance.

“Bai Jove, deah boys, who is that wemarkable figah sup-
d to wepwesent?” asked Arthur Awugustus, as Lo
otted * the snowman.

You, old top!” answered Wally.
(Continued on nexi page.)
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MAKE THE AND WIN

JESTER A GRAND
SMILE PRIZE!
Do you know a good joke? If so, send it to “ THE
GEM JESTER,” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4
(Comp.). Fine footballs are awarded every week for
the two best jokes received, and a half-a-crown is paid
for every other joke that appears in this column.

DAD'S DEFINITION.
Son: “Dad, what is a boss 1
Father: “ A boss, my son, is & man who comes to the office
too early when I am late, and too late when I am early 1™
A football has been awarded to-F. Clifton, 70, North Street,
Bicester, Oxon,
- L
COMPLIMENTS.
It was the festive season, and a v imy man pgggented
himself at the door of Mrs. Brown, e
* Compliments of the scason, ma’am;” h’aa!t touehing his
cap. “ I am the man that empties the dustbin.’\"
" Thank you—the same to you,” was the roply. “I'm the
woman that fills it !
A football has been awarded to J. Ellison, 31, Gladstone Road,
Cloucester.
. * .
S0 NEAR.
309: :‘r “ You've been-late every day this weeck, Haven't yéu
a clockt”
Office Boy : * Nearly, sir. 1 only want nine more conpons | ”*
Half-a-crown has been awarded to J. Hunter, 623, Govan Road,
Glasgow, 8.W.1.
*

- -
SCHOOLBOY HOWLER. E

Teacher: * Can any boy tell me the meaning of the Latin
harl;n ‘ch‘tal. Bene’ 1"

oy : ** It is slang, sir, for * absolutely penniless "1 "
Hali-a-crown has been awardefifto G. Vy'mmnt, 36, New Walk,
Leicester. o A
e E .t .
RETURNED WITH THANKS !

“ Now, boys,” said the headmaster, addressing the school on
breaking-up ‘day, * I hopayou will all have a metry Christmas,
come back it and well, and wbrk harder in the New Year.”

“ Thank you, sir | " choruséd the bais. ‘* The same to you ! ™*
Hali-a-crown has been awarded to K. Ward, 5657, Bromford

Lane, Washwood Heath, Birmingham, 8.

. » -
LONGQG-WINDED.

There had beon a series of talks on keeping fit.

“ What an nmnzi.nrqv example for us all was our last speaker,”
said the chairman. ™ Fhreescore years and ten old, and yet he
could tire out many a man younger than himself,”

Came & voice from the audience :

*“ And so he has!™
Half-a-crown has been awarded to S. Tongue, 97, Abbotts

Crescent, Highams Park, London, E.4.

. * .
CAUQHT OUT!
Boy: “Have you heard the tale about a bed, dad 12
Father: “ No, son,”
ov : *“ That’s where you lie ! *
Half-a-crown has been awarded to F. Panting, Taynton,
Kenley, Surrey.

* »
TRY AGAIN! ~

Two blacksmiths had finished hesting a picce of iron, and
one placed it on the anvil. 2

“ H-h-h.h-h-hit it,” he stuttered to his companion.

“ Whewh-wh-wh-where 1 * asked the other.

= ?\'v. h-h-h-h-heek, we'll h-h-hi-bave to h-h-h-heat it again
now ! " .
Hali-a-crown has been awarded to H. Peace, 44, The Green,

Darlaston, 8. Stafls,
Tue Gex Lisearr.~—No. 1,348,
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“Bai Jove, Wally, your impudence incweases daily. I
weally shall have to administah that lickin’ I've been
pwomizin’ you—for your own good—" .

“You—and who clse?” inquired Wally checkily. ;

“The best way with a youngah bwothah is to ignore him,”
said Arthur Augustus to his chums. “I have found that the
hest way—in fact, the only way—to deal with a young
wascal ke Wally— Wooop !I” ” .

D’Arecy major fmd not really meant to finish his remarlk
with thit exclamation. He did so because a muddy ball
plumped quite unexpectedly on his chest, and he staggered
bacl, to sit down involuntarily in a2 puddle. ,

“Woop! Gerrough! ‘Wally—you voung wascal——"

“Ha, ha, ha' roared the foothallers. .

“Bai Jove! Are you fellows goin’ to stand and cackle like a
set of laughin’ hyenas instead of helpin’ me up?” roarcd
D’Arey major wrathfully, -

“Here's a hand, old chap!” gasped Tom Merry, aiding
Guesy to his feet. .

“And here’'s a foot for you, you checky young rotter!”
said Blake, suddenly, letting out at Wally. Wally D’Arcy
skipped aside just in time.

“When you fcllows have finished with your horseplay, I
am rcady to start my training,” said Skimpole, with
dignity. L

““Como on, then !’ said Tom Merry, placing the ball at
Skimpole’s feet. Skimpole "presented a very remarkable
figure, his knobbly knees and spindle shanks showing up in
contrast to tho well developed limbs of the other fellows.
Added to that, he had refused to take off his glasses,
declaring he could not see without them, though Blake had
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warned him that it was dangerous to play football in
glasses, 5

“Try a few pot-shots first, Skimmy !* urged Tom Merry,
doing his best as junior captain {o imbue Skimpole with the
rudiments of football, “I'll go in goal.”

Fatty Wynn was the regular goalkeeper for the jumior
cleven, but Tom Merry, who played at centre-forward, was
vseful between the sticks—more than able to cope with the
sort of shots Skimpole was likely to send in!

“Go it, Skimmy—shoot!” roared Monty Lowther. :

Skimpole did his best. He took a look at the ball,
hesitated, and then retreated to get a longer run. Ie
almost started, then turned and went still farther away in
order to get a still longer run.

“Phew! This one’s going threugh: the back of the net!”
murmured Blake,” as Skimmy began to ‘run towards the
ball at last. - : 52

* Look out, Tom 1" chirruped Lowther.

- “Yaas. wathah—look out, Tom Mewwy!"
D' Arey.

Skimpole was running towards the ball, from a distance
of perhaps twenty yards—space enough to get up a really
terrific “punch.”” "As he approached the stationary ball,
Skimpole was domng quite a considerable speed, -runnming
zawkily and wildly, but grimly ect on his abjoct, As
Skimpole was about to kick, Tom Merry crouched, ready
to_save, especting a really hard shot.

Boomph!

Skimpole’s foot met the ball—met it fairly and squarely!
The ball flew—but not towards Tom Merry! It flew away
10 the left of the Ena], completely wide of the goalposts.
But it did not lack an object. It flew straight as a die
towards Wally D’Arcy's snowman—catching that figure in

exclaimed

-the face ard knocking its head clean off with the force of

the impact! As the head rolled on the ground, and Gussy's

“ topper ' rolled, too, Wally let forth” a ggmen, and the
chums of St. Jim'’s let forth a yell of laughter |

“Goal!” yelled Lowther,

“0Oh, well shot, sir!”

“Good man, Skimmy !” s
“You silly ass, you've busted my snowman!” hooted
Wally, the only fellow present who was not laughing, with
tlie_exception of his comrade, Jameson.

Skimpole looked quite pleased. His shot had found a
billet. He had scored. He did not scem to realise why
the juniors were laughing.

“Dear me, that was a_good shot, was it not, Merry?”
asked Skimpole delightedly. 5

_“Oh, a great shot, old wman !”
his eyes. “Not quite straight—but you can’t learn every-
thing at onee!”

“I think I ought to try goalkeeping mnow, Merry,” said
Skimpole genially.

T“Huc aren’t you going to try some more shots?’ asked
om,

“That was a very good start,” said Skimpole. “I must
learn to excel in all departments of the game. Will you
send in a fow shots to me, Merry??

Apparently, Skimpole had put all his “punch ” into that
terrilic_shot, and was desirous of a change. Tom Alerry
vacated the goal, and Skimpole took up his stand. He
stood beaming while Tom' Merry placed the ball.

“Come a little nearer. Merry,” said Skimpole.
not sce you very well at that distance.”

“Ye gods!” gasped Wally. “He can't sece the ball at a
dozen yards!” i

The football “training ” seemed likely to degenerate into
a farce, and none of the fellows felt like shooting at
Skimpole standing heirlesa!.y between the posts.

“Go on. shoot!” called Skimpole.

Tonlll_Merry hesitated. As he did so Wally D' Arcy pushed
past him.

“Leave Skimpole to me, you men !” he said cheerily. “T’ll
send him in a shet to save I”

; b
“Keep it low. Wally,” warned Arthur Avgustus
“Wemembah Skimmay’s specs [ *

“

asped Tom AMerry, wiping

“I can-

“Trust mel” said Wally
He took a short run, and let dy.

Whizz!
“Yooooooop! Yarooogh!*
Tom Merry & Co. hardly saw the hall, Skimpole

certainly didn’t. It was a swift shot—swift and bedy-high.
The hard leather caught him fairly and squarely in the
wind—and S8kimpole. after one gasping grunt, collapsed
like a pricked balloon!

The ball did not enter the goal. Skimpole had saved—

but he was lying prone! Wally emitted a heartless
chuckle.
“Yah! Is that the way vou Shellfish keep goal?”

“You young wascal! Skimmay may be sewiously hurt!”
gaid D’Arey major

Alany hands helped Skimpole to his fect, He gasped and
gasped and gasped as though he would never stop gasping.
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allo, Chmns! Your €ditor and his Staff, our authors, Martin Clifford
¥ and €dwy Searles Brooks, and our artists all join together in ex-
] ending the bBeartiest of Christmas Greefings to all Readers of the GEM,
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That is a sincere wish that eannot he
beaten, and nor for that matter can the
Yuletide Number in which it appears, the
twenty-seventh in the long and successful
career of the Old Paper.

Tywenty-seven years is a very long period,
and much has happened in that time to
change this old world of ours; but the

- old.fashioned Christmes and the hearty
good will and festive spirit that is always
iated with if, still i ltored.

1t is the scason of the yenr that is most
£

welcomed by everyone, gimply because o
what it signifies.

Christmas, 1907, was when our firsh
( hristmas Number appeared, and then the
(Gest was more or less a newcomer, having
only been in existence a few months. But
it was even then in the forefront of boys’
papers; and now, Christmas, 1933, sces
it still leading the way for wholesome
school stories that have ever been the

L i i

back to earth;, as it were,

“Did I save the shot, Merry ?” he asked dazedly.
Tom Merry was quite pleased to be able to answer in the

affirmative. “Skimpole’s face lit up.
wr

'hen T am not a bad footballer, after all
I—I think perhaps I have had
What do you think, Merry ?*’

Tom Merry, forbear-
“You'd better go in and sit dows for a while.”
And to the astonishment of the footballers, Skimpole
an expression of blissful satis-
i 0 ad the makings of a footballer
in him, and that he was well on the road to curipg his

“T shall improve, of course.
enough for onc day.

“I think you have, old chap,” said
ing to grin,

walked off the field wearin
iaction, convinced that he

dyspepsia !

CHAPTER 8.

The Farewell Concert !
i“ HAT about a farewell concert, deah boys?”
There was a silence.

“I think it might belp to cheer Tom Merry up,
you know, weady to twnvcl‘ iu' the gnumm";‘"
suggested Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, swinging his elegant

delight of British boys and The

girls.
GEM has stood the test of time—the real
test of any publication—and to.day it is
going stronger than ever, with as loyal n
band of readers as any editor could wish
tor.

“THE RAMBLERS* RECRUIT ! ™
This is the title of the next ripping story
in the * Tom Merry " series.  As you Lave

SHUTEHnn e
£ To Irish Free State Readers. =
Readers in the Irish Frec State
are requested fo note that ichen
free gifts are offered with the
GEM, they can only be supplied
when the aréicle is of o non=-
= dutiable eharacier. =
SRR G

his knees a
anc
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read—or will read—in the yarn in flis
number, Tom joins up with & team called
Wayland Ramblers, who play mear St.
Jim’s, Being close to his chums, and with
the prospect of a job being found for him
a3 well, it seems to Tom that the tide
of bad lnck has turped at last. It has,
for matters improve still further for him
in the next grand story—but not before n
seoundrel, a football foe of Tom's, tries to
bring disgrace upon him. This stunnin:g
yarn of exciting adventure and_ football,
in which Tom plays for the Ramblers
against 8t. Jim's, you will vote the best
of the series so far, Watch out for it next
Wednesday !
In the next powerful instalment of

““THE WHITE GIANTS OF EL
DORADO | ™

vou will read of the thrilling adventure
that follows tho escape of ths St. Frank’s
boys in the Sky Wanderer., They are
attacked by an immense flock of huge
ptemdaoty]s, and the airship and its
assengers: are in peril, for the Sky

Wanderer is battered from stem to stern
by the flying monsters. What happens
will thrill you throughout the ~next
stirring chapters,

In addition to FIVE MORE ripping
PICTURES, in full colour, there will
be another exeiting picture-story of
“* M o' the Mounted!”—the Gem
Jester's prize selection of jokes, and thres
more B8t., Frank's raits, and your
Editor's Notebook cofnpletes the next
splendid programme.

Before I conclude let me remind you
once again of the amazing valuo for money
offered in * THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL,”
now only §/-, and “THE POPULAR
BOOK OF BOYS’ STORIES,” which has
been increased to nearly two - hun
pages, but still sells at 2/6. The * H.A.”
i3 packed with grand school and adventure
yarns, and many other fine  features,
while for big-thrill adventure stories the
“ Popular Book ” cannot be beaten! Both
make excellent Christmas presents.

Cheerio, Chums |
THE EDITOR.
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But after his head had been folded between

“I was thinkin’ pewwaps Blake might do a Yorkshire clog
few times he found his “wind * returning, and he came e—""

“I can't dance, fathead!”

“With fe
D'Arcy.
1” he_exclaimed.
do some twicks?
fellow’s twousahs,

“\y
sulphurcusly,

“1 could do a

“QOh, wippin'!

“But my saxophone is at home, fift
Lowther regretiully.
to play it properly yet.”

D’Arcy breathed
resource.

“Oh, good!

“Nothing about me, old chap.
“I was thinkin’ you might get your bulldog, Towsah, to
The wotten beast has no wespect for a

»t that size, you ought to be able to!” said
“What about you, Hewwies?”

but I could tolewate him in here for

once—for Tom Alewwy's sake.”
dog Towser
“I think people who make dogs do tricks
are just being cruel to the dog.”
“Vewy likely,” assented D’Arcy.
want Towsah in here, anyway.
suggest somethin’ 7
:z’n.mphan solo,” said Lowther thoughtfully.

doesn't do tricks,” sald I-!Pr_rios

“And I don't weally
Pewwaps Lowthah can

miles away,” added
“In any case, I haven't really learned

hard. e turned to Manners as a last

“Surely you can do somethin® worth watchin’, Mannahs 7
“Yes, rather 1” said Harry Manners,
What can you do best, old chap#”

legs from the table in the librar;

The long, cosy winter evening being wpon them, the
juniors wero eager for some diversion to take their minds
off the approaching departure of their leader.

“You get a good idea once in a century, Gussy!” agreed
Blake. “This may be it, for all we know.  But—who’s going
1o perform?” .

“1 was thinkin’ you fellows can all do somethin’,” said
D’ Arcy thoughtfully. “Tom Mewwy is speakin’ to oy patah
naw, s0 we could epwing it on him as a surpwize.”

“(iood iden,” assented Blake readily enough.
exn we do?”

““But what

“Take phetographs!” answered Manners,

“But, my deah Alannahs, takin’ photogwaphs isn’t an
entertainment—>*

“1t is, the way Manners does it!" grinned Lowther.

“I mean, you cannot do it to entertain Tom Mewwy
to-night, Mannahs. Besides, I doubt vewy much if he would
be entertained. He has pwobably eeen you takin” your
wotten photogwaphs before, and is heartily sick of it.”
D’Arcy jamumed his monocle in his eye, surveying Manners
suspiciously. “I believe you are merely wottin’, Mannahs!”?

“Go hon!?

Tae Gesm LisRary,—No. 1,348,
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“This js a sewious debate,” insisted
D’Arcy, his monocle gleaming ‘at each
fellow in turn. “We are gathered here
to dovise an entertainment to cheer Tom
Mewwy up on his last’ night at East-
woed House, and all you fellows can do
is wefuse to make suggestions. I do not
wegard you as a bit helpful I”

“I could take some photographs by

flashlight, same as 1 did Christmas
Day,” offered Manners.
.*“No, Mannahs, I wemembah you
made us all look hke freaks, 1 am sure
Tom Mewwy would not like a photo-
gwaph of himself lookin’ like a fweak to
take with him when he faces the world
to-mowwow |”

“What about
Blake.

“What about me, deah hoy?”

“Yes, you. Aren’t yon going to sct
the ball rolling? We—we could even
put up with one of your tenor solos, just
10 please Tom Merry ™

It was a big sacrifice on Blake’s part,
and his tone suggested that he thought
s0. D’Avcy glared at him.

“Weally, ﬁlake. I have offahed on
sevewal occasions to sing one of my
tenor solos, and you have invawiably
found some footlin’ excuse to avoid it.
You cannot appweciate art. Bai Jove,
here is Skimmay ! Pewwaps he can help
us cheer Tom Mewwy up.”

Herbert Skimpole came in
library, coughing a little. Othery
looked none the worse for his un-
accustomed exercise of the afrernoon.

“My dear D’Arcy, did I hear yon say
vou desired me to checr somebedy up?”
usked Skimpole,

**Yaas, deah boy! I have appealed to
all these fellows in turn, and not one of
them will step into the bweach. 1i's up
to you, Skimmay !”

“Yes, it's up to vou. Skimpole !” nrged
Blake. “You're the funny man in this
partyl”

“1 am afraid I _do not understand,”
said Skimpole, eycing them with perfect
solemnity. “I was not aware that I
am a funny man.”

“We want you to do a -turn,” ex.
plained D’Arcy. “Somethin’ caleulated
to cheer Tom Mewwy up. He's leavin’
us to-mowwow, you know, io seek his
fortune out in the world, and we thought
it would be a happy gesture on the part
of his old fwiends if we gave him a sort
of favewell concert to-night. You see?”

“I understand,” said Skimpole. “I
ghall be interested to watch the turns.”

“On the contwawy, you are the leadin’

turn!” said D’Arcy firmly. “I have
just wemembahed. Last term you twicd
to give a lecture in the Juniah Common-
woom—-"
_ T was howled down,” said Skimpole
indignantly. -*‘A number of rude youths
at the back of the room began singing
*We're Happy When We're Hiking,'
and the whole audienco took it up, so
that my lecture was lost1”

“Have you =till got that giddy lecture,
Skimmy?” asked Lowther.

“T have my complete notes,” answered
Skimpole, with dignity, “It is one of

. the most detailed papers on the subject
ever written. It would only last three
and a half hours, if you would care to
hear it—"

There was a gasp from the chums, but
D’Arcy tock the plunge. Anything to
entertain Tom Merry !

“Vewy well, Skimmay, deah boy.
Pway fetch your lecture, and pewwaps
it will make Tom Mewwy slecp well, if
it does nothin® else.”

Skimpole beamed, and hasteaed to
feteh his lecture.
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you, old son i demanded

CROOQ.s CATCHING AT CHRISTMAS!

BUT I

W

I\,

-

racke festive wif

It was Christmas Eve, and Mick and his
Mountie comrades were making the bar-

¥ Hard luck, Mick, but it locks as if you'
going to miss Christmas dinner,” went:
i 4 ‘“Plug Kelly has be

ith
“HI, Mick, | want you ! ' cried the inepector,
the doorway at that moment.

entering

the .
robbing the Indians, and I want you to:
and arrest him."

There he saw

youngster with a sti

——
H“?o Kt"" thrashing a
k. ‘“You’re going boy between himself and the Mount

With a swiit movement Plug forced ¢

to tell me where your dad is if | have to flay and then whipped out a revolver. * Dn
to

the skin off your back ! " Plugmwu shouting,

and then stopped as he saw Mick.

0

our gun,' he snap Mick. “if
&I‘Q it’a te‘n 1o one you'll hit the kid.” V‘

J - 7

Plug kicked, scratched and clawed, but
goolly Mick ducked and dodged, and then—
Thud! Suddenly his fist shot out and
connected with Plug’s jaw, and the man
craghed to the floor, out to the wide.

With Pluq handcufted, Mick then learms
that the boy’s name was Jim Bates. ' Plug
my guardian while dad’s away up North,
Jim  told Mick. * GQuess ou’d bette
come along to the barracks with me, Jim.

(Faltaw the jurthey thrilling advenis
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While he was gone, Tom Merry came
in. He glanced From ene to nnnlher of
his chums, detecting something i the
atmesphere,

“We—we've got up a concert for you,
Tom ! began  Lewther, clearing his
throat raiher lnudly. “Sort of farewell
concert, as it were.  We—we've
engaged somo of the best comic talens
available—"

'lnm Merry made a grimace,

“Does that mean lxc mr io

;
* o some of your puns, old chap?” llh
g
¥,

asked tactfully. -

“Nunno. I know yofve heard them
in the study at St. Jim’s. So we goo
hold of a real !sill?‘--Sklm!u) Te's going
to glive us a Jecture.”

1

Tom Merry sctiled himself in a com-
fortable chair, and crossed his legs. The
other fellows formed a half-circle with
him, leaving a space {or the lectmer on
the rug by the fire.

Skimpole's re-entry prevented further
commenk.

Skimpole was delighted at this um-
expected opportunity of reading his
lecture. e had been annoyed at the
reception it bad had_in the Common-
rooms at St. Jim's. But here was an
appreciative aundience—and  Skimpole
forgot his past dl-appmntmenls at the
thought - of addressing six _attentive
fellows on his favourite subject. Mo
bore under his arm a voluminous file,
and took his stand on the rug. 'There
was a pause, while Shnmpoi‘. congl.\cd.
preparatory fo beginning. [iis co: u
scomed {o be troubling him,
juniors were silent, thchmu 10
Skimpole, they were bracing themselves.

Skimpole took a long breath, and was
about to commence when the door
opened again, and a cheeky face looked

Mick eet out over the frozen tundras, Eventually he arrived at Plug Kelly's
determined to be back in time to celebrate log cabin. Mick was aboyt to demand
©hristmas. On the way he passed a col- entrance in the llll'm of the Law when he
l-guellkmgollristmu sup) lnla the bar~ heard a lou scream from inside.

CACKS. Happy Christmas | ** called k. Without more ada, mlok forced his way in!

in
“What are these follows u{) to—— Oh
olly, it’s a rag on Skimpole!

“Shut that door, Wally!” rasped
Arthur Augustuu sewrel;.

“Rats, we're coming in!? answered
Wally mclly “(ome on, Janm!\-
Skimpole is going to do his comic turn

D’Arcy turned a grim glanee on the
two_fags as they joned the circle un-

|
|
|
£
Y
%
:
i
!

“If you two young wascals are goin’
to be pwesent, you must sit qmel! and
not intewwupt!” he warned. Skim-

pole is akout to wead us_a vewy
intewestin’ paper on—on—— Bai .l'me,
what is the paper about, Skimmay ”
“The lecture is entitled, * Horedity in
Garden Produce,’ " answered Skimpole.
“@o it, Skimmy !* murmured Blake.
Shmpola clenred his throat, coughed
again, and paused. His cough seemed
to be getiing worse. Dut he began ot
last, puttmg a wealth of fecling into his
WO]‘ 8.
“When we come to consider the cffects

Heredity as applied to Garden
Produce, we are amazed. Her 'ed.riy\ is &
subject of which the average man knows
little, and of  which the average
gardener is cmzrrly iguorant. 'Lhink,
it you can, of the terrible fact that
ninety-nine out of a hundred gardeners
grow theix vogetables in completo
fenorance of the influence which myriads
of past generations of the samo
vegetable will have on thu resulting
erop. This means  to say,” went om
Skxmpn[e, his voice throbhing with
emotion, *that the common or garden
marrow grown by the unthinking
gardener 1s descended directly from
another marrow, till we get back
through thousands and thousands of
marrows, till we eventually arrive at &

Tt Cex Liskary,—No, 1,318,

Realising Plug spoke the truth, Mick was In @ moment, Mick pounced on the man,
obliged to drop his gun. But the bog whn and together thcy rolled over and over the
had now sa:ung aside, turned the tal fos floor, struggling furiously. Plug tried to
dramatio fashion. He wddenly pulled th. grab his gun, but the boy ran forward and
rug, k k Plug oft his b kln!mi it out ol his reach.

Tho return journey was made in record  The Mountiss made Jim their guest ot
Hime, and, urrwln. at the barracks, Plug honour, and they sat down to a wonderiul
was mnremd to the cells. ‘' Good dinner, with plenty of roast turkey and

for you, Mick,’ 0 u'id the inspector lEmriﬂllv. Christmas pudding. * Here’s to a Merry
i Ynu'r- Just i :n time for Ohristmas dinner.’t Xmas ! oried Mick happily—and it was !

g Bt Mink See nerl teeelk’s pictures.)



16 WHEN IS A BOY LIKELY TO GET HIS DES(S)ERTS ?_

theoretical Great Marrow, which may be taken as a type
for all marrows.” . . - : .

Blake ‘drew a hafdkerchief from his pocket. and jammed
it into his mouth just in time to prevent an outburst of
tanghter, :
© “Marrows,”” continued BSkimpole, “are a great study.
There is much more in a marrow than meets the oye. To
tlio ordinary observer there is nothing prepossessing about
a marrow, It i3 large, heavy, and shapeless, Bug it may
£pring & surprise on the grower—— Wow !” . :

Skimpole hopped suddeénly on one leg, clutching at his
faice: " g:mebndy had sprung a surprise on him!

.. **Something—something hiv me en the check!” gasped
Skimpole.

, “Yaw-aw-aw!
Wally restlessly.
. “Is_this the way you wepey Skimmay for twyrin’ to cheer
Tom Mewwy up?” asked Arthur Augustus, more in sorrow
than in anger.

Tom Merry winked at Lowther and Manners. Whether
Skimpole was cheering the junior captain up was a moot
romt, but he was wound up now, and there was no stopping
Lim. He coughed again, and restarted in second gear,
as it were. " —

“ Marrows arc frequently grown to iumt size for exhibition
purposes,” said Skimpole, his voice t tubbin{g with indigna-
tion. “This is a_degrading practice, both for the marrow
and for the growcr. A marrow which is encouraged merely
to grow ‘and grow loses all shape and symmetry, till it
becomes merely so much poundage to weigh down the scales
in_its owner’s favour at a show!”

Lowther nodded, and grinned.

“My pater's ggrciener grows marrows,” he remarked. “Ile

Is there much more of this? demanded

' Tim : * How did you got
that big bump. over your
eye ?
Tom : “1 ftried fo save a
fellow from a licking.”
Tim :  “ Who was the

Tom : “Me 1"

Hall-a-crown has been awarded to A, Calway, 76, Bafes
Road,” Brighton,
A A AR AN A T R RORE R ERERERERE:
had a prize onc last summer, and he sat vp all night wiik
it for weeks before the show.” v e

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Skimpole ignored the interruption, and ploughed deter-
minedly on.
. “A “marrow should be treated a: something having
individuality——"

0

SkPmpola started, leaping mnearly elear of the floor at
that sudden pop.

“What was that 7” he demanded.

_ “Only me popping this paper bag,” said Wally D’Arcy
innocently.

“Wally, I wequest you te wefwain fwom poppin’ papah
bags while Skimmay is weadin' us his lecture!” began
IYArcy major heatedly,

“I cannot Fo on if there are to be coniinnal disturbances,”
said E_klm e, As he spoke, he burst into a fit of cough-
ing, till Monty Lowther obligingly patted his back.

“¥You'd better give the jolly old larynx a rest, if yon ask
me, old chap,” said Lowther serionsly. ““You've got a
nasty cough from somewhere.”

“I believe you are right, Lowther,” said Skimpole. *“It
lias been troubling me all day.”

Lowther winked at Tom ¥erry and Manners. Iere was
a chance to stop Skimpeole from lecturing further without
hurting his feelings, which none of them wanted to do.

“Blkimpole, old chap, you should look after a cough,” said
Lowther, with deep seriousness.

“Yes, indeed. I must get some cough mixture—"

“You came here especially to consuls Tom BMerry, didn't
you?” asked Lowther.

“Why, yes—"

“Then listen to me.
cured it for him.”

“Yon did?"” asked Skimpole, wide-eyed.

“Well, T suggested a cure,” said Lowther, more exactly.
“3oon after that, the cough was gone. It may have been
the doctor’s medicine, or ii-may have been my cure. You
can judge for yourself when you've tried my cure.”

Tue Gesm Lipriry.—No, 1,34

Tom had a cough last term, but T

“But what is the_cure?”

*“This cure was widely practised by the American Indians
at one time,” said Lowther tmpressively.

““You mean it is not practised now (L

“No. They all died off.” 2

“Then I do not think—-"

“They all died off gor various reasons. Bur the cough
cure is infallible, sten.” . While Bkimpole watched,
fascinated, Lowther tilted his head back and began to emit
a low, moaning sound. He sustained it for several seconds,
his face a mask of gravity.

“000000-0000000 !

“(Great Scott!” .

“Weally, Lowthah—are you ill, deah boy?”

“Not a bit of it,”” said Lowther, ce g 16 moan
denly, “That's my cure. You just vour head
and moan softly and gently, Don’t on any account s
the vocal chords. This cure just gives them a litile exercise,
n|n.d—_-nnd corrects the slang of the uvula. You know what
this is?” )

“The uvula is the funny little thing that bobs up and down
at the back of your throat, isn’t it ?” asked Tom Merry.

“Right first time. Now, Skimmy, . If you want to cure
your cough, just keep making that sound every few minutes,
and you’ll be as right as ram in a.f.wmk]mi_i”

“You really think so, Lowther?” asked Skimpole.

“Tt won't do you any harnm, anyway,” said Lowtiher.

Skimpole stared at Towther, but the jester’s face was as
motionless as that of a Chinese. The other fellows held theix

reath, hardly daring to look at Skimpole for fear of
laughing. Skimpole tilted his head back, dreiv a long
breath, and began to moan! s .

* Qoo00-0000000000 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Wally D’Arcy. unable to contain himsclf any further,
rolled helplessly in his scat as Skimpole emitted ihat weird
noise,

“Shut up while Skimpole does his throat exercise!™
snapped Lowther. i

Skimpole tilted his head back farther and let forth an
even longer groan:

“000000-00000-00000 !

“That’s right,” said Lowther, serious as a judge. “You
do that once every fow minutes and keep it up. Tt will
keep your mind off heredity in marrows, at.any rate.”

““00000-00000-00000 ! groaned Skimpole obediently.

“ And—and now I think you'd better get a throat gargle,”
said Lowther, containing himself with the utmost difficulty.
“Just run up to the bath-room and have a good gargle. That
ought to do your.cough good.”

“That is & good idea,” agreed Skimpole. *“And T must
not forget to make the noise you suggested every few
minutes., Thank you, Lowther!” N

And Skimpole Teft the chums, to get a gargle for his
throat. A3z he left the library a weird noise [floated back
to them:

“ 0000600-000000-006000 1" 2

Skimpole was doing his throat exercise!

Lowther was kicking up his heels.

The rest were following suit!

“Ha, ha, ha!”? s

“Ho, lio, ho!”

“Skimmy will be the death of me yet!”

“That—that frabjous, burbling jabberwoeck!” choked
Wally D'Arcy, clasping Jameson for support. “I wish wo
Euﬁ) him in the Third. He'd brighten up classes with
Selby.”

“Tt was too bad, Monty,” grinned Tom Merry.

But he joined in the roar of laughter whicl: went up.
He couldn’t help it. Skimpole had succeeded in cheering -
up Tom Merry on his last night ai Eastwood House,

CHAPTER 9.
The * Ghost*’ Walks Again ]

“ ED!” said Blake.

It was time for bed.

Nobody wanted to go vers much. They had

been suszressing the tliought that was uppermost

in their minds—the thought of saving good-bre to Tom
Merry on the morrow, It had to be, but it went against
the grain to let a staunch chum like Tom go out into the
world, perhaps never to see him again.

Lowther cracked some of his puns, but they fell flat—
flatter than usual. D’Arcy was ractful, but tact could avail
nothing against the facts, which were grim and insur-
mountable. Tom Merry seemed least worried of all. Per-
haps ho realised that the only way to meel troubles is to
wait till they come, and then give them only as much
attention as they deserve. T

For the present he was letting the morrow wait its tura,

(Continued on page 18.)
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“Wonderful

GIFT BOOKS

Al ihese gilt books are strong|

bourd in brightly eolovr=d wveli:
and contain features ol interest
1o boys of all ﬁu ‘They are
splendlidly illostrated with
photographs and drawings, and
some confain beautiful coloured
plates. Ask your newsageni or
bookselier to show you them all,

The World’s Greatest Engineering Achievements

Here's a magnificent new Annual, which describes the wonderful romance of
the world’s greatest feats of engineering.  Experts have written the intensely
interesting articlos which tell the fascinating story of Man’s struggle with
and conquest of the forces of Nature. This remarkable new book is crowded
with hundreds of illustrations, photographs and drawings, and contains four
full-page colour plates. :

Modern Boy’s BOOK of ENGINEERING 7/6

Mechanical Marvels of To-day

The MODERN BOY’S ANNUAL is
packed with fascinating articles on
Bhiss, aeroplanes, railways, racing cars
and motor-cycles, the films, and other
mechanical ‘marvels of the modern
world. What modern by doesn't
revel in reading about these fascinating
subjects. There are also three com-
plete adventure stories, two coloured
plates, and numerous photographs.

MODERN BOY’S

SJANNUAL - - 1.

Execiting Adventure Stories

Boys like nothing better than adven-
ture yarns—exciting tales of school life
and myste: Such are the contents
of the BRITISH BOY’S ANNUAL,
which is splendidly illustrated with
black-and-white drawings and coloured
plates. For five shillings only, here
is a gift which will delight the heart
of any schoolboy from ten to fifteen
years of age.

BRITISH BOY’S
ANNUAL - -

5/-

Grand Stories of Gripping Adventure

The POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS' STORIES contains a magnificent col-
lection of thrilling adventure stories that's too good to be missed.  The 1934
edition of this famous Annual has been enlarged to 192 pages and it is packed
with big thrill yarns of adventure on land, at sea, and in the airl In fact,
every phase of adventure is represented in this grand, all-fiction annual, which
is splendidly illustrated. 2

POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS’ STORIES 2/6

A Regular Book for
a Regular Fellow!

There isn't any doubt about the
quality of CHUMS ANNUAL. “A
regular book for a regular fellow ' is
the universally expressed opinion,
Nearly eight hundred pages of gripping
fiction and fascinating articles—ninety-
six pages of photogravure—beautiful
coloured plates—hundreds of first=
class pictures—truly a bumper budget
for boys. They'll never tire of reading
it. You'll give them hours of joy
whenvou givethem CHUMS ANNUAL.

CHUMS ANNUAL 12/6

On Sale at all Newsagents and

Booksellers.
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£  GUSSY" THE ' GHOST!
" _(Continued from page’16.)
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Skimpole had not reappeatred. Probably ho was finding
solace in lis roem with a_tome by Professor Balmyerumpet
or Professor Loosetop, his favourite authors, Possibly he
was still ‘crooning every few minutes, as instructed by Monty
Lowther.

“Bed, bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “Sleep well,
ﬂ'o‘rri\r }:eérﬁwy,,, deah boy!” . :

ou -
“Well, good~n]ight kids !” said Blake.
“Kids yourselves{” grunted Manners.
:: Goud—njggh' Tom Merry!”
1

The Terrible Three retired fo their room and got
nundressed. p . 3 ) .

“I wonder if Gussy will play ghost againi” grinned
Lowther, as he slid between the shects.

“I've got a pillow ready for him if he does,” remarked
Manners. 5 3

*It would be just like the silly ass to spoil ocur night's
rest,” said Lowther. “He means well, but if he comes in
here again we'll pillow him, well and truly.”

“Yaw-aw-aw! I'm sleepy! Good-night, yon men!” said
Tom Merry.

*Good-night, Tom 1" :

Silence descended over the big room in which tho Terrible
Three slept together, The log fire flickered lazily, dring
down. Tge wind blew gustily outside, and clouds scudded
across the sky. hazy moon shed a faint radiance across
the beds through the high window.

The Terrible Three slept. They could not have slept
long, when Tom Merry awoke suddenly, sitting up in bed
and staring into the dimness, A sound had brought him
back from slumber—a most unusugl sound, faint yet per-
sistent. It resembled a low, long-drawn-out moan,

*“*Monty ! Manners!” breathed Tom Merry.

Lowther roused up.

“Hallo! hat's the matter?”

“Listen! Can you hear it{”

The moan came distinctly to their cars, clese at hand,
yot muffled.

Manners sat up.

“Wha-at's that?” he ejaculated sleepily.

“Somebody, or something, meaning,” said Lowther.

“Groo 1”

. “Sounds beastly uncanny,” said Tom Merry. “There it
is again.”

Once more that long-drawn moan came to them through
the night.

“(Come on !” said Tom Merry, with decision. “I'm going
to find out.”

Lowther hesitated, then he, too, slipped out of bed.
Manners mumbled, but he followed,

The threo juniors slipped on jackets, and thon erept to
the door of their room. The moan came again from the
corridor outside. It was a most bloodcurdling moan—
enough to make any fellow’s flesh creep—ospecially at dead
of night in a house reputed to be haunted by a spectre of
a long-gone D’Arcy.

Gently, so as not to give'the “ghost” warning, Tom
Merry turned ithe door handle. If 1t was D’Arcy himself
up to his tricks again, the Torriblo Three had had enough
of it, and I’Arcy was duc for a record bumping, by way
of correction. On the other hand, the dreadful moaning
suggested something morc—perhaps Sir Roger D'Arcy in
ghostly armour!

Tom Merry led his chums along the corridor. As they
crept there was a fresh moan, long-drawn-out, terrifying.
It seemed quite close at hand.

The three chums braced themselves to meet anything as
they erept along the corridor.

. The moon shone hazily through a window over the land-
ing, and it was from this direction that the moans scemed to
come.

Straining their ears the chums canght the sound of a faint
footfall. They breathed with relief. A real ghost would
not make any sound, even supposing there fo be any real
ghosts. But a “japer ¥ like Arthur Augustus \l'0l||({ and
the Terrible Three were ready and eager to deal with
Arthur Augustus.

The moan sounded again—a yard or two distant.

PLEASE NOTE.

In last week’s issue, the Erector address was incorrectly
given in the coupon as- 169, Kingsway, W.C:2. The correct
address is 109, Kingsway,

Io- Geyw Lisrary.—No. 1,348,

THE GEM LIBRARY

A shadowy figure loomed np, and, with one accord, the
Terrible Threc sprang on it.

Thud! Bump! - ,

“Yaroooogh! Wow-woooop! Help, help. help!”

It was not a member of the Torrible Threa. who was
yelling for help. It was tho figure they had grasped. And
it was yelling for help right lustily.

The Terrible Three did not heed the unknown's yells
They were wrathy, and justly so. They grasped the ghost
firmly, and bumped him—not once, but many tiraes. eld
by the feet and arms the ghost had no chance of escape.
In a few breathless seconds he received what must hive,
been the recerd. bumping of his life. His yells awoke the
echoes, but in their excitement the Terrible Three hardly.
hard them. >
-Bump, bump, bump! 5

“Heélp, help! Dear me! Burglars! Fire! Help!” = |
Bump, bump, bump!

“Bai Jove! Whatevah is the mattah, deah boys?”

It was the well-known voiece of Arthur Augustus D'Arey
which stopped the Terrible Three. D’Arey’s voice came
from behind them, and there was no mistaking it. D Arey
liimself came scurrying up, clad hastily in a vivid dressing-
gown, with Blake and Herries close at his heels.

They had evidently heurd the noise in the adjoining cor-
ridor, and had come in alarm to investigate. As D’Arcy’s
voice rang in their ears the Terrible Three lot go the
“ghost " as if it had been red-hot. Whoever it was, it was
not D'Arcy, as they had imagined. Certainly any. fellow
playing ghost deserved a bumping, and Tom Merry & Co.
were not repentant. But thex were curious to know whom
they had been bumping with such terrific 'zeal.

“Iold on a sec, you men| I've got a torch.”

It was Wally D’Arcy, with Jameson. Wally clicked on
his toreh, and its rays were directed fully on the dishevelled
figure reclining on the floor. A bony face peered up at the
chums—a bony face from which dangled a large pair of
spectacles, hanging from one ear, A quavering voice
gasped :

“Dear me!
attacked !
me!- Has there becn a robbery?

“8kimmy !” yelled Tom Merry.

“We've heen bumping Skimmy !” gasped Manners, hold-
ing lis head, “And we thought it was Gussy playing ghost
again?’’  ~

“You sillay ass! What—what were vou pwowlin’ awound
the cowwidor at night for, Skimmay "’ demanded D’Arcy.

“J—I was only following out Lowther’s instructions,”
faltered Skimpole. .

“I didn’t tell you to promenade up and down the corri-
dor, moaning like a giddy spectre !” hooted Lowther,

“You told me to tilt my head back and make e crooning
neise once every few minutes!” said Skimpole indignantly.
“I have been doing as you said ever since. Finding I could
not sit up in bed and perform the exercise properly, I
took a walk in the corridor, where I could tilt my head
back and croon, as yvou told me.”

Lowther stifled a shriek,

“Go on, Skimmy ! )

“T had been walking up and down, perhaps, five minutes,
when thrco miscreants set upon me without warning—"

“We were the giddy miscreants,”” murmured Tom Merry.
“Never mind; carry onl”

“Youl” cxclaimed Skimpole.
me with such violence 7"

“\We thonght you were Gussy—and we'd had about enough
of Gussy, the ghost I’ explained Tom Merry, chuckling. “I
sav. we're really sorry if we've hurt you, old man "

“No—no, I am not hurt; merely bruised.” said Skimpole,
as he was helped with much solicitude to his feet. “Really,
I feel I shall have to discontinue Lowther's treatment for
to-night, however.” %

“T shonld discontinue it altogether, old chap,” said
Lowther contritely. “Stick to the throat gargle; it'll do a
lot more good.” ’

“You really think s0?” asked Skimpole.

“1 do,” said Lowther solemuly. .

“Good I’ said Skimpole. “It was certainly very arduous
to keep tilting my head back and crooning. Dear me! It
is getting quite late. I had Letter get back to bed. Good-
night, eversbody !” . .

And, with his equanimity restored, Skimpole went back
to his room, leaving tho rest of the chums almost burs:mr
with suppressed merriment. They nobly forbore to laugh
till Skimpole’s door shut after him; then they yelled.

“Bai Jove! I am glad I was not playin’ ghost again.
T should have weceived the bumpin’ of my life(”

“Tyrust three Shelliish to pick the wrong customeh 1™
grinned .‘Inck Blake.

“Rats

“Good-night, Shellfish I

What—what has happened? I have been
Three miscreants seized upon me and “assaulted

“Pray why did you treat
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As the Rimdale goalkeepor fisted out 4 nard shot, & lithe figure leaped forward, a head met the I:Jh and it whizzed
"Qoal | 7 To laad

back past the goalie into the corner of thl; net,

m Merry :'mrl scored the winning goal for Wayland

ambiers on the stroke of ‘ime

“Good-night! And if you feel like playing ghost, remem-
ber what happened to Skimpoled” chuckled Lowther.

Pom Merry went in with his chums to spend his last night
at Eastwood House.

CHAPTER 10.
Player Wanted !

N the following morning Tom Merry kept to his
resolve and bade farewell to his kind friends at
Eastwood.

Skimpole was leaving the same day, and he
entered Tom Merry’s carriage at Easthorpe Station. 4

The St. Jim's juniors stood, with Ethel and Dolores, on
the platform as the train sped out of the station.

“(toed-bye—and good luck 1"

Tom Merry waved his hand hack to his chums; then the
train swept round a curve in the line and the juniors dis-
uppeared from sight.

Tom Merry was gone.

With saddened faces Arthur Auguostus and
turned away,

Tom Merry’'s face was sad also as he sat in the carriage
and loeked out of the window upon the countryside, clear
and eold 1n the bard frost.

The last few days had been very merry, but now it was
time to face the stern realities of life once more.

He was plunged into silent thought. and Skimpole made
several remarks without the hero of the Shell hearing him.

“Dear me |” said Skimpole. “I trust you are not getting
deaf. Tom Merry.”

Tom Merry started.

“Eh? Did you speak, Skimpole?"’ he said.

“Indeed I did, Tom Merry !’

“8orry! T was thinking.  What did you sayi”

“Js there anything the matier "

Tom Merry smiled faintly.

“0Oh, nol"

“You seem somewhat downhearted,” said Ekimpole,
blinking at Tom Merry benevolently through his spectacles,

hia chums

“Well, Fm !siz,wing tho fellows, I dont know for how

long, you knew.

Bi!mpule nodded.

“And I suppose the chanso m your fortunes has had a
gomewhat depressing effect?”’ ho remarked.

“Yes, I suppose so.”

#] am very sorry,” said Skimpole. “Perhaps I could

relieve your mind and while away the time till _tve”reecli

Lowcot Junction by a little entertaining conversation.

““Oh, don't trouble, old chap!”

“No trouble at all,”” said Skimpole obhgingly. “Not in
the least. I have a book here; it is thd famous volume of
Professor Balmycrumpet on the subject of Determinism. ¥
trust you are interested in Determinism. f so, 1 will
explain the whole matter to you at full length."

“Thanks!” said Tom Merry. “But—but T'm not inter-
ested in the lcast.”

“That is_all the more reason why I should explain the

matter, as it is a subject every person should bo intercsted
.
“Chuck it, old man 1"
“Not at all, Tom Merry. This opportunity may never
recur. I will explain. Determinism is the science which
proves that everything which is, is as it is, and exists in
no other form than the form it bears.”

“Go hon !

“It proves that hereditary things are due to heredity,
and that the qualities we get from our surroundings are
caused by our environment.”

“Wonderful i

“Yes, it is indeed a wonderful discovery. There is a
common idea that Determinism is merely old nonsense under
a new name, but I assure you that this is not the case. The
names of Balmycrumpet and Loosetop are sufficient to show
how seriously it should be taken.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Buppose,” went on Skimpole cheerfully—*suppose you
are a murderer——""

“ What 1’

“QOr a thief-~—"

“ER§"

“@hall I blame you for having reverted in conduct to the
brutai instinct of some remote ancestor? Ceruinly not. If
vou were to attack me with the utmost violence and strike
me on the nose. should I blame vou? Of course not. My
dear fellow, it would simply be the savage naturc of the
ancestor creéping out, and you would be no more to blame
than if you stole my watch.”

“Honour bright?”

“Certainly 1"

“Then here goes I’ said Tom Merry.

And his knuckles eame sharply upon Skimpole’s nose;

The genius of thoe Shell gave a wild howl

“Yow! Yarooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha1”
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20 WHY DID THE CHRISTMAS BOX ?

Skimpole rubbed his nose hard and put his spectacles
straight and blinked at Tom Merry in bewilderment.

“\What did you do that for, Tom Merry 2’ he demanded.

“Why, you're not blaming me surely?” demanded Tom
Nerry in surprise. “It was due to my heredity, or my en-
vironment—I am not sure which.”

“Yow! You ass! I was only putting a case. Scienco
is mot a thing that can be put into practice on all
occasions, of course,” growled Skimpole, rubbing his nose.
“Vou have caused a_considerable pain_in my nose.”

“My blessed heredity !” eaid Tom Merry.

Skimpole grunted, and drew to the farther cnd of_the
carriage before he proceeded with the further exposition
of the brilliant principles of Determinism.

“You are quito mistaken,” he began.
wrong 12
“Rats! I must have been right
you said I'm mpot,” said Tom

“You were

if Tm not to blame, and
Metr}'. “That's common
&0 ."

se.
“My dear fellow,” said Skimpole paticntly. “Bcience
has nothing to do with commen sense. What an idea !”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The train stopped.
“ All change ’ere!” sang out a porter. . .
“Pear me! It is Lowcot Junction,” said Skimpole, blink-
ing out of the window. '*We shall have to part here, Tom
Mcrry. It is very unfortunate, because I intended to fully
explain the principles of Determinism to_you, and I have
not had time. I hope you will accept Professor Balmy-
crumpet’s volume as a parting gift.”

RS RIS RN PR
RUBBING IT IN!

Hairmore : “ Why do yon
always raise your hat when
yon meet the barber ? **

Hairless : * To show him
what a fraud he Is. I bought
a bottle of his hair restorer,
and I'm still as bald as
ever 1"

(Malf-a-crown has been awarded to E. Caste, 45, Winslow
Road, Hammersmith, London, W.6.

“I'm afraid I couldn’t carry it, Bk old
Thanks all the same. Good-bye!”

And Tom Merry shook hands with Skimpole on the plat-
form and walked out of the station, carrying his bag in
his_hand.

Tom Merry did not intend to go farther on his way by
the railroad.” He had little cash, and what he had it was
necessary to be careful with.

The weather was frosty and fine, and Tom Merry was
a good walker. The rest and the merry holiday at East-
wood had done him a great deal of good after his privations
in London. He felt fit and cheerful, and ready to face
the world.

With his light bag in his bhand, he tramped along the
lane from Lowcot Junction. The roads were hard and bare,
and there was frost on the bushes and the trees.” The keen
wind did not trouble him. He was soon in a glow with
the exercise,

Mile after mile passed under his feet, and he was five
miles from the junction when he stopped at a wayside inn
to rest and purchase a frugal lunch of bread-and-cheese,
with a glass of milk.

The inn was on the outskirts of a village, and opposite it
was a level expanse fenced in, wherc a couple of goal
posts showed Tom Merry that football was played.

A crowd was gathering on_the road, and Tom Merry
guessed that a match was coming off ere long, and he was
tempted to stay and look on.

He had intended to rest at the inn for an hour, and so
he 1lnade up his mind to watch the first part of the match,
at_least.

_ The innkeeper, a jovial old fellow, willingly gave him
information about the match.

The local team was playing Wayland Ramblers, and Tom
Merry started as he heard the name.

Wayland was the market town not far from St. Jim’s,
and he had often heard of the Wayland Ramblers, and had
scen them play. He had never played with them, however.
The Waylanders were s grown-up team, and not likely to
mect juniors in a match.

The foothallers from Wayland naturall
Dlerry, and his interest decpened when the innkeeper told
him fhat the players were now staying at the inn.

Trc Gex Liprary.—No, 1,343.

immy, chap.

interested Tom °

They came out & few minutes later to go on the ground.

Tom Merry looked them over keenly.

They were a very fine set ofdsaung fellows, belonging to
the business scction of Wayland Town, and their magager,
Mr. Philpot, was with the team. Mr. Philpot was a er
in Wayland, and several of his clerks were in the team.
They were chatting cheerfully as they came out of the inn,
with coats over their football garb. There was no dressing-
room on the village ground.

Tom Merry knew two or three of the fellows br sight,
having seen them play in Wayland when he was at St. Jim's;
but no one there knew him, and he did not expect to
recognised.

Nor was he. Some of the plavers glanced at the lad
cating his bread-and-cheese at the bench outside the inn,
but that was all.

“A fine day for the game, my lads!” said Mr, Philpot,
aubh‘:'ng his plump hands. “We shall beat them—eh,

‘orke 7" B

Yorke, the Wayland eaptain, nodded his head.

“T am sure we shall, Mr. Pi‘)ilpot,” he said.

“Come, wo'd better get on the ground now.”

The team walked over the road to the gate, and passed
in. The home cleven, in blue and white, were already
on the ground. -

Tom Merry finished his lunch, and leaving his bag in the
charge of the innkecper, followed the players across, and
paid threepence for admission to the ground.

A goodly crowd was collecting, but theie was plenty of
room to stand, and Tom Merry chose a place well up to
the front. "

In spite of Mr. Philpot’s confidence that his team would
win, Tom Merry, as he glanced over their opponents—the
Rimdale Athletic, they were called—had his doubts about
the matter.

The Rimdale fcllows looked more powerful upon the
whole, and they were certainly an older team; and the way
they were punting the ball about looked as if they knew
their business.

Tom Merry was of opinion that the Waylanders had all
their work out out to win; and as for the crowd, they
evidently considered that the visitors had no chance at all—
after the fashion of the home crowd.

The teams we e on the ground, but there was another
five minutes to clapse before the time fixed for the kick-off,
and the referee was not yet on the scene. As a matter of
fact, the gentleman who was to referee the match was stay-
in&‘ in the inn for a final drink before appearing. .

he players had no mind to hang about doing nothing in
the mﬁ in their extremely scanty attire, so both teams
had a ?nt about.

Tom Merry noticed the inside-right of the Wayland team—
a young fellow of about eighteen, very light and very fasi.

He was very reckless in the punting, and several times
took unnecessary risks, and suddenly he went to the ground
in_a collision.

Tt was a pure accident; but it was severe for the Way-

land man. He went down heavily, and another follow
stumbled and fell upon his legs.
There was a cry of pain from the inside-right.
instantly.

The %mting stoppe
Mr, Philpot dashed up to the scene, and the playera
gathered round with anxious faces.

“ Are you hurt, Grey?” exclaimed the Wayland manager.

The winger groan

“I—I'm afraid_so, sir

“Not serions, I hope!”

“1t hurts!”

The crowd was serious and silent. They were glad the
accident had not hagpened to o home player. But it was
hard luck-for the Ramblers to have & man injured just
before the commencement of the game.

lLI]r. Philpot and Yorke cxamined the fallen player’s
ankle.

Their faces showed plainly enough that the injury was
serious.

“A bad sprain,” said Me
have twisted over as he fell.
Tuck 1” 5

“Tt’s rotten, Mr. Philpot!”

“Can’t Grey play, sir?” asked severa! voices.

“No,” said Mr, Philpot, “not to-day—and not for some
weeks, I think, Carry him to the inn.”

Several of the Waylanders raised the player from the
ground, and he was carried out of the footer field and across
the road to the inn,

Mr, Philpot and Yorke stood consulting, with grave faces.

It means playing a_man short,” the manager remarked.
“Qwing to Simpson being iil, we haven’t brought a reserve.”

Yorke nodded. )

“It’s hard luck, sir. The worst of it is, that Rimdale
are in such good form that we have our work cut out with
them, anyway.”

* he gasped. “It's my ankle!”

Philpot quietly. *It must
Was there ever such crucl
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“Then, playing 8 man short——>
“Tt means disaster.”

Mr. Philpot pursed his lips,

“Suppose we could get a man here to take Groy’s place,”
he saig. “There must be a good many fellows in the crowd
who can play footer.”

“1 don't kmow about asking a Rimdale man to play
against Rimdale,” caid the Wayland skipper dubiously.

“ W better anything than a man short.”

“J don’t know that anybedy would offer.”

“I could ask, anyway.” .

“Well, it wouldn’s dyo any harm, sir,” assented the Way-
land captain.

“I'll do it |”

Mr. Philpot walked over to the ropes.

“One of our men has sprained his ankle, and won't be
able to play in the mateh,” he said. * Anybody here offer to
play as a substitute I

The village fellows looked at one another.

No one felt inclined to offer to play against his own team;
and, as they wanted their eleven to win, such a recruit could
hardly have put his heart into it.

‘fom Merry glanced round.

‘Then he stepped forward.

“Will you try me, sir?” s

Mr. Philpot looked at him, and smiled for a moment.

Tom Merry was much below the team in weight and size,
of course. The idea of (}Jlaying a boy under fiftecn at first
appealed to the Wayland manager as absurd.

But as he glanced over the lad’s well-knit figure, ercct
head, and clear, steady eyes, the Wayland gentleman's
exgreﬁsicu changed.

You don’t belong to this town ?” he asked,
“No, sir.”
“What_is your name?”
“Tom Merry.”
“You have played inside-right?” .
, “Centre-forward, inside-right, or half—just ns you like,
sir,” said »Tom Merry. “I was junior football captain at

St. Jim’s,
“8t. Jim's? The Public school ncar Wayland 2"
“Ves, sir.” .. X
Mr. Phi!])ot looked scrutinisingly at the junior,
“You belong to 8t. Jim's?” he asked.
“I did up to Christmas; sir.” .

a1

“ Ah, I forgot! OF course, it is vacation.”
“I have leit the school, Mr. ot,” said Tom Merry.
“I'L,I, play for you with pleasure this afternoon, if I am any

use.

“Well, the junior nn}nai.q at St. Jim’s ought to be able to
put up a goed game,” said Mr. Philpot. “What do you
think, Yorke?”

The Wayland captain had been locking Tom Merry over
with an approving eye.

“Try him, sir,” he said.

“You think it's a good idea?”

“Certainly, Mr, Philpot |*

The manager turned to Tom Merry again.
“Thank you for your offer,” he said.
with pleasure. You can have Grey's things; they won't be

too large for you—much. Thanks, my lad! This way.”

Tom Merry's eyes danced as he Eol{owed the manager into
the inn.

In a very few minutes Tom Merry was standing up in
Grey's footer shorts and jersey, which fitted him much
better than he expected.

Then, with a light heart, he came down to the footer field,
\x-heg:e he found the referee on the scene, and the teams ready
to begin,

*“We'll try you

CHAPTER 11,
A Chance for Tom Merry !

OM MERRY lined up with the Wayland men.
Yorke gave him a pat on the shoulder and a smiler
of welcome. -

“Good for you!” he exclaimed. “You lock very
fit, and I think you’ll'de us credit. We're jolly well obliged
to you, anyway !

“Not at all!” said Tom Merry brightly. “I'm only too
jolly glad to have a tussle at the old game—and the harder
the better.”

Yorke laughed. B,

“Well, this will be a stiff tussle enough,” he said.

And the Wayland captain was right. =

Rimdale won the toss and gave the Waylanders the wind
to play against, and the ball was kicked off under thas
advantage. And, with the wind behind them, Rimdale led
off with & hot attack, s

(Continued on the next page.)
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Tom Merry played very cautiously at first, taking the
measure of lgs comrades and his opponents, ’

He soon decided that the Rimdalers depended more upon
strength and weight than upon firesse, and the Waylanders,
while they were faster, were of little use in a charge against
their heavy adversaries.

"The wind, too, was a great advantage to the home team.

By speed, and quick, fine play, the Waylandera held their
own, but again and sgain the enemy came perilously near
to goal.

Tom Merry backed up the centre-forward well, but he soon
discoverad that he need expect little support from the out-
side-right.

The winger was a slight, wiry man, with a very dark
colmplcxian, and Tom Merry heard him called Blane by the
others,

He assumed a manner towards Tom Merry, from the first,
that was not pleasant to the lad, as if the latter were & mere
schoolboy, and it would be useless to pass the ball to him
under any ciroumstances,

As s matter of fact, Blane was a selfish player, and liked
to keep the ball to himself when, striotly speaking, he should
have passed, and Tom Merry's presence in the team gave
him the excuse he wanted.

But he was quickly called to account by his skipper.

He had taken the ball along the touchline, and was tackled
‘by the back, and could have let Tom have the ball with
perfect ease:

Instead of that, he made a desperdte attempt to kick, and
-the ball was headed back, and seat into midfield.

Yorke simply glared at the winger.

“Why didn’t you pass to your inside man ?” he shouted

“Lot of good that would be !” sneered Blane.

Yorke's eyes flashed,

“You'll pass next time, or there'll be trouble ! he rapped
out hotly. =

Blane bit his lip hard,

ere was no time for more. A Wayland forward had
brought the ball on again for an attack,

But the ball was cleared, and the chance passed, and more
il.mlt]l one of the Waylanders locked darkly at the outside-
rvight.

Blane was in a bad temper, too.

With Vorke’s eyes upon him, he dared not “starve® the

inside forward as had been doing before; but there was
no real cordiality in his play now, and he was better pleased
when Tom Merry missed a pass than when he captured one.
. Under such_difficulties it did not seem likely that the
hero of St Jim'as would distinguish himself, or that he
would make the Wayland Elcven believe that they had
en acquisition in the new recruit.

But fortune favoured the horo of the Shell,

He captured a pass out from the centre, and brought it
well up the field, and then let the centre have it back just
in the nick of time, and Yorke sent the ball whizzing in.

There was a yell as the goalie missed it.

It was the frst blood to the Waylanders; and, although
Yorke had kicked the goal, it was due more to Tom Merry
than to the Wayland skipper

Yorke knew that himself. and he clapped Tom Merry on
the shoulder as they went back to the centre of the field.

“Good for you, uené lad I he said. “Splendid !”

Tom Merry Hushed with pleasure. .

“I'm glad you are satisfied 1” he exclaimed.

“More then satisfied, my boy !

Blane sncered.

“I didn't see anythixig_m it,” he said,
have made that pass, I should think.”

Yorke turned upon -him.

“You couldn't, for oné !” he exclaimed. *Your passing
to-day has rotten all through—bad from start to
finish 1*

Blane turned erimson.

“Of course, I couldn’t expect to show up so well as a
schioolboy just out of school I” he exclaimed snceringly.

“Whether you expect to or not, you haven't done it!”
said Yorke. “Line up and hold your tongue !

And Blane ground his teeth and was silent.

The ball was kicked off again, and Rimdale got the
equalising %“] just before the referee blew his whistle for

the interval
clapped T%m Merry on the shoulder as the

“ Anybody could

Mr Phil
Wayland players came off.

“Excellent, my lad!” he excloimed. “Much better than
wo could possibly have expected. Don't you think so,
Xorke?" g
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“Yes, I do, Mr. Philpvt !” said Yorke heartily. “I don’t
think we miss Grer, as a matter of fact, sir. The lad more
than fills his place.” i

“I was thinking so myzelf.2

“If Groy isn't abla to play in our match next week, sir,
g;{erhaps the lad would be able to &l his place for us again,”

orke suggested.

“That would be splendill!” said Mr. Philpot. *What do
you say, Tomn Merry? Will you be in our part of the
country next weelk ™

) n't know, sir.”

“Where are you going now ¥

Nowhere in particular, sir,” said Tom Merry. ®As &
matter of fact, I'm looking for work.”

Both Mr. Philpot and Yorke looked at him curiously,
and Tom Merry flushed o little under their gaze.

“Looking for work?” the manager repeated,

Tom Merry nodded. %

“What kind of work?”
ey Anything, sir, that's honest,” said Tom Merry agam

The truth is, sir, I've had ill-luck; all my money's gone,
and I've had to leave school, and I'm looking for a chance
to earn my own living."”

. “I sce,” gaid Mr. Philpot, pursmg his lips thoughtfully.
“It is possible that T may be of some assistance to you, as
far as that goes. I'll toll you what, my lad Come and
stay with me for a week at my bp;lacu in Wayland, and T'll
see, vgha.t can bo dome. It will no loss to you.”

You're very kind, sir!” faltered Tem Merry.

“Not a bit of it!” said Mr. Philpot heartily, “If wo
could iﬂ you to play in poor Grey's place mext week it
would be a good thing for us, anyway. Dut, there, timc’s
up; we'll talk of it after the mateh.” s ‘

And the players went into the field again.

The whistle went for ithe second half, end now the Way-
land Ramblers played with the wind behind their backs.

They had managed to keap level in the first half with
the wind against them, and so now their hopes were
brighter. especially as the wind was keener new.

The sccond haif was hot and fast from the start. . The
Rimdale men charged heavily, and although there was no
foul play they claimed their strict rights in the matter of
licavy charging to the very full.

By sheer wesght they drove their attack home, and the
ball was placed in the Wayland nect.

The crowd cheered loudiy. Rimdale were cne up now;
but the Ramblers were playing up splondidly to get level.

With & fine combined attack they brought the leather up
to the home goal, and broke through the defence.

Yorke, at centre, was well marked, and Tom Merry had
the ball

“To me!” shouted Blane.

He was not so far wrong, for a pass out seemed to be
the only chance. But Tom Merry knew that if he passed
out, Blane would pot send in the ball sgain, and nothing
would come of it. He preferred a pass to Carter, the inside-
left With a beautiful ground pass he sent the ball across
to the inside-left, and Carter was on it like a shot, and
before the surprised defenco know what was happening, he
bad slammed the ball into the nct.

“Goal !” gasped Yorke.

oal it was.

“It's the kid's goal,” said Carter genially.

And Tom Merry was slapped on the back till he was sore.
Blane was scowling at him savagely.

Mr Philpot was clapping his hands till his gloves burst.
The stout gentleman who presided over the Wayland
Ramblers Football Club was wild with delight.

The score was equal now, and there was a guarter of an
hour more to play Many of the players were quite gruelled
now, end some‘ﬁad Lardly a run left in them. Play was
much slacker till about five minutes before the close

Then both sides, conscious that & draw was imminent,
bucked up.

Agam the home attack swept up to the Wayland goal,
and the defence had all their work cut out to keep it in
Play went to mdfeld again, wever, and then the
Ramblers worked their way along the touch-line towards
their opponents' goal. In the last foew minutes of the game
they were crowding before the Rimdale goal, and the
referce was seen to look at his watch.

Mr. Philpot looked very anxious.

“Play up, bovs I"” he shouted. “One more for Wayland !”

The “boys * were domng their best. Yorke sont in a hard
shot, and the goalkeeper fisted it forth; but as it come out

(Continued on page 28.)
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THE WHITE GIANTS or
L

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
In a super airship, the Sky Wandercr, a big porty of
St. Frank’s fcllows, under Nelson Lee and tiuce other
masters, set off on an educational towr of the tworld.
With the party also are Lord Dorrimore and his black
friend, Umlosi. The airship is jollowing & course over
. the wilds of Brazil when it is brought down by a porerful
iy, and i b i is made prisener by the
Arzacs, a race of White Giants ruled over by Professor
Cyrus Zingrave, a dangerous criminal. The airship
party escape, however. but the crew is recaptured.
While the St. Frank’s boys remaoin hidden in a huge tree,
Nelson Lec and five others get aboard the Sky Wanderer
and succeed in flying away in the giant airship.

A Desperate Bid !
DGAR FENTON, his heart beating fast, siood in the
reat tree-top, clutching at one of the enormwous
ianas fo slcady himself. Excitement had gripped
him, for he could scarcely believe the evidence of
hiz own ears.

Throb, throb, throb! Throb, ihrob, throb, throb!

Tt came faintly, but distinctly, over the tangle of Arzae-
tand jungle. The unmistakable, rhythmic murmuring of
powerful engines,

“Great Scott!” muttered Fenton unsteadily.
done it! They’ve got hold of the Sky Wand

Left in charge of tho sleepy St. Frank's boys, Feulon
had been anxions, uneasy. But the threbbing sound,

= Thl:);’\'o

coming through the night air, told him cverrthing that =

be wanted to know. 1s usual dignity descrted him. In
that moment he was no longer tho captain of the Airship
-bSchocl, no longer a staid Sixth Former, but a very execited

oy.
“Hi!” he yelled. "Wake up, you chaps! Listen! Mr.
Lee and Dorrie have bagged the airship.”

His shout awakened many. of the exhausted boys. They
sat up blinking, startled. :

“Do my ears deceive me, brothers, or can I hear
familiar and welcome sound ?* came the voice of William
Na{mlean Browne, with all its customary prceision and
coolness. “Correct me if I am wrong, but if this sound
is not the purring of internal combustion engines, then I
am third cousin to the Shah of Persia!"”

ADO!
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shouted Chambers of the Fifth. “The

e
By EDWY SEARLES

“It is—it is!”

airship’s coming !”

Others_yelled, and within the sin;ne of & few seconds,
Th

ail the boys were wideawake. ey scrambled to their
feet, clutching at the tree branches and the creepers. Nome
of them could analyse their real feelings; they only knew
that they were desperately excited. That throbbing sound
meant so much—and promised so much more.

* Listen—cverybody | shouted Fenton urgently. “Ke
your heads! Keep cool! Listen to me, and do as I say

His voice, so commandmg, did much ta check the chaotio
excitement.

“The Sky Wanderer is in the air, and that means that
Mr, Lee and the handful who went with him hLave tuc-
ceeded,” continued Fenton, “Wo must get to the ground
as quickly as we can. But don’t rush. Take it steadily.”

“Sound advice, Brother Fenton,”- said Browue, *“Yet
there is little time to lose, and——"

Boooom !

The explosion, sharp and detonating, sounded from afar,
and, owing to the distance, it rolled and boomed ominously.

“Great Scott! That was_a bomb!” gasped Church.
“They'ro fighting! Where’s Handy? Mac, old man, do
you know where Handy is?”

“I'll bet he went with Mr, Lee,” replied McClure fiexcely,
“The rotter! He might have awakened us! We've been
left out of this adventure!” ¢

“On the contrary, Brother McClure, we are well in it!”
said Browne, “The real excitement has ycb to come.”

Booom |

There came another cxplosion, and it had the effect of
electrifying the boys into action. They went swarming
down tho great tree, taking all sorts of desperate risks.

One or two of them lost their grip, and went crashing
down; but, mercifully, there were so many of the great
lianas that the falling boys were checked, and they were
able to obtain a new grip. After that they were move
cautious,

Fenton "did his utmost all the time to keep the fellows
in order, but with such cxcitoment gripping them it was
well-nign impossible. However, there were no casuiltics,
barring a large assortment of bruises and scratches.

Then commenced a mad scramble through the tangled
undergrowth, Within a few minutes—although it secmed
hours—the airship schoolboys burst out of the forest. They
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went sircaming across the open grassland, not far from
the Iako's shore. Here, in the moonlight, they were clearly
visible. Fenton was agnin hard at work, ~ d given
instryctions - to Morrow, Biggleswade, Wilson, and other
seniors.  Each “one was {‘cl in* ‘at the top of his voice,
calling the roll. Fenton himself took the Fifth; Morrow
and Bigglesivade shouted the namoes of the Removites, and
50 _om.

To spite of the tension the roll was called, and cvery
boy was found to be present, with the exception of Nipper,
Handforth, and Willy. - .

“Wo're all here, thank goodness! The others are with

r. Lee,” said - Fenton, his gaze scarching the sky.
“Listen! - The airship is close now. The throbbing of her
engiues is filling the wholo air—"

“Look I” thundered Steveus of the Fifth,

Something monstrous. foated over the trec-tops, not four
hundred yards away. It scemed as though a miniaturo
world was about to collide with the earth. It wad the Sky
Wanderer !

“Hurrah |

“8Bhe’s coming I"

“We'ro saved!”

It was almost too good to be true. The boys watched
iho great airship, her hull shimmering in the mnonlight,
as sho rolled sluggishly into full view. It seemed to them
that she was down at the tail, and that hcr stern only
just sueceeded in clearing the tree-tops. Suddenly the
dazzling beam of a searchlight swept down and illumineted
the scattered boys in sharp relief.

“Stand ready!” came the warning voice of Lord Dorri-
more, magnified into a perfect roar by means of an electrical
amplifier. “Mind the fzrn.p]vling claws, boys! Stand clear,
and_be read; to board !”

“Hurraht*

At the controls of the Sky, Wanderer, Nolson Lec was
quito calm, but he had misgivings. With the aid of his
handful of helpers he had got the crippled airship off the
ground But bringing her Eown was another matter. But
1t had to be done in order to rescue tho other members
of the party. And Lee knew all the time that the White
Giants were coming at full speed across the country, Ho
doubted if there would be timo to get the boys aboard.
If it could be dome, it would mean [iberty. Escape from
Arzacland! Freedom instead of years of slavery and tor-
ture under the ruthless rule of Professor Cyrus Zingrave!

He gave a prearranged signal, which. Lord Dorrimore
heard,” The airship was swerving giddily towards the
;,‘rnupd, and scores of boys were runni.n]g for their lives,

or it scemed to them that nothing could avert disaster,
That incrediblo bulk scemed doomerf to crash nose

Stand clear!” came Dorrie’s warning shout.
the grappling claws {”

Loe, in the control-room, had alrcady signalled to the
enging gondolas.  The engines becamo silent, the great

m_i)ellcrs just ticking over. The Sky Wanderer rolled
azily,

The two for’ard claws camo down telescopically. Their
metal prongs missed some of the rumming boys by inches.
They clutched at the ground, digging up the grass, tearing
the carth; but they held firm. The Sky Wanderer's descent
was checked; she slewed like some dying monster, and her
stern dropped. The starboard claw, aft, fouled a tree, and
the tree crashed down. The claw, striking the ground,
crumpled, and there was a crunching of metal, It even
reached Nelson Lee’s ears, and for a sccond he feared the
worst, But tho other after claw sccured its grip, and, with
a shuddering quiver, the airship stood at anchor.

Nelson Lee, perspiration streaming down his face, ran out
of the control-room; he dashed to the entrance decks, and in
a moment he had operated the iron ladders, lowering them
inlo position,

“ Boys—boys " he shouted. “Hurry !

first,
“Mi

But come aboard in

good order! There are two staircases

“Hurrah 1"

“We're coming, sir!”

They came in a mob, and the very thing which Lee had
feared Jooked like taking place. The foremost boys reached
the stairs; they started climbing. and others came tearing

‘Juiey *’ Lemon A Morrow, A,
{Three move portraits ncxt week.)
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up behind them. Thers was & jam. But Fenton was soon
restoring order, and the boys came up the stairs with
lessening confusion. B

Lord Dorrimore made his appearance. grimy and hot.

“Good man, Dorrie I” said Lee briskly, ~ “ Take charge of
the seniors! Get two of them to each of the stern engine
gondolas; get others to assist with the othér cogines [

“Leave it_to me!” said Dorrig crisply. “That’s just why
I’'m here! Come on, Browne! Good man! I thought you'd
be one of the first up. I'm baggin’ you as my mechanic.”

“Brother, I'm your man1” said Browne promptly,

“Then get straight_to the starboard engine gondola amid-
ahipg l]" ?rdcrnd Dorrie.. “Here, Morrow, you go to the port

ondola 1
g His lordship raced off. He dashed up the stairs leading
from the entrance deck to the promenade deck, From hero
he could obtain a clear view from the countryside, and, as
he had expected, the White Giants were approaching. -

For this “hop ” from tho airship’s original landing-placo
to this spot was only a matter of a mile or so. The Aruac
guards, seeing the airship come down, had lost no time in
giving chase, . ¢

Nelson Lee was looking very anxipus.. Even now the
rescue might fail. It was impossible to go until every hoy
was aboard. ite Giants wero in strong force, and
they. wero coming on at the double. And these extraordinary
men, with their great stature, could run at an incredible
speed. The moonlight was fading; dawn was coming.

. The Arzae guards swet;)t on towards the anchored airship.
They were near at hand.

“Hurry—hurry 1” shouted Nelson Lee, as he stood on the
entrance deck. “Fenton, how many more?”

Fenton was still on the ?round, superintending everything,
Ho heard Nelson Lee’s call.

Mot many, sir | he shouted. “We'll scon be aboard 1”

“Stevens,” said Leo, swin,gingi round on the Fifth
Former, who stood near him, “I'm going back to the
control-room. - Every second counts. As soon as the last boy
is aboard, dash for'ard yelling the word ‘ Go }” Keep yelling
it, and I shall hear you.” .

“Right, sir 1" said Stevens breathlessly.

Leo hurried off; he reached thie control-room and stood
ready. The tension was terrific.

Lord Dorrimore, on the promenade deck, could sce every-
thing. A cold fear was gripping his heart. The last boys
were mounting the ladders, ﬁut now the White Giants were
streaming up. The leaders were so close at hand that they
\vgg!dd rcach the ladders before the last of the boys were
aboard.

“I_hate doin’ it, but there’s no alternative !” muttered

rrie.
He pullcd a hand grenade from his pocket.  With a swift
move, he jerked bacﬁ a littlo lever; then, leaning over the
rail, he flung the grenade towards the encmy.

It was a ris esperate. For_ there was a chance that
some of the boys would be injured, and another chance that
tho airship herself would suffer damage. But it was the
only effective way of checking the White Giants,

There was a blinding flash, an ear-spllttingim.mporl, and
Dorrie heard a scrap of metal whine past him, and he
actually saw it tear through the outer fabric not five yards
from where he stood. N

From below came a confusion of wild sounds—the shoutin,
of the boys, the cries of the Arzacs as they fell back. Severa
of the leaders had been injured, and they were sprawling in
all directions, those behind falling over them. It was
confusion.

“0.K.!” came a sudden ycll from Fenton below.
aboard, up there!”

As he spoke he leapt up the ladder; two White Giants
were at his heels, and they gripped at him. With a des-
perate kick he was free, " "

Stovens heard the shout; he acted on the instant. Like
a maniac he went running from the entrance deck—straight
towards the control-cabin.

G"(?oi" he bellowed at the top of his voice. “CGo! Gol

0 1"

Ho did not know what was happening at the ladders; he
only knew that the last boys were climbing them. Nelson
Lee, hearing_the shout, acted like lightning. The ladders
could wait. He gave the neeessary signals; the engine-room
telegraphs sounded. And, like clockwork, those in charge
answered. The engines roared into life.

At the same moment Lec caused the giant grappling claws
to release their grip. The airship sfaggered; three tele-
ecopic grappling claws went back meatly into their sockets,
and the nose of the vessel dipped alarmingly. Ior one dread
sccond it scemed that she would crash to destruction. But

Velson Lee, with rare skill, caused the lifting vanes to take
the 8ky Wanderer up in a long, slanting ascent. Yet she
was still very drunken in her movements—more so now,
because of the fact that- her load was greater.

“All
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~.she was. over the highest trees.
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in strong force the White Qiants ewept on towards the anchored airship! The St. Fraqu'n boys frantically rushed

up the ladder to get aboard
and it

The last boys on the ladders gripped at the rails; they
ripped at eme another. For the ground had fallen away
ﬁeﬂeath them; the ladders quivered and shook. Friendl
hands clutched at them, drawing them up to safety. And,
ust below them, some of the White Giants had secured a
old on the ladders, und now they were being taken up
with the vessel. At the last moment they released their
hold and fell bask to the carth, some of them suffering
injury.

The 8ky Wanderer, with cvery one of the St. Irank's
boys aboard, was away !

2 Zingrave in a Rage!
LTHOUGIH clear of the grounl now, the airship
. was rising so slowly that it was doubtful if she
would clear the forest trees which practically sur-
rounded her.

Most of the boys had swarmed up_to the promenade deck,
where they could obtain a clear view. They were clutch-
ing at the rail, watching, tense with the excitement which
filled them. They saw the tree-iops scrape bencath them
as the airship rose upward.

Three of the telescopic grappling claws had been drawn
in when Nelson Lee nfentud the lever. But the fourth
claw, twisted and crippled, had jammed, and it hung well
below the body of the vessel..

* #8d “highor rose the Sky Wanderer, and now
The mighty vessel was

getting_into her stride. Ilor cngines were running with
rhythmia ﬂgﬂlty.

Furthermare, 1as the minutes passed, Nelson Lee was
getsing thoy of tho controls better. 'T'he additional
members- o #rew, too, made his task the lighter. Each
epgine FoOn %vas pow fully manned. Other boys had
becn told “off *¥&. undertake additional duties, too.

o ‘Lee ha& every reason to congratulate himself. The
airship had taken off without a single officer or man of
the Sky Wanderer to assist. And now the proud ship,
crippled though she was, was riding on an even keel, gain-
ing speed, crossing the Arzacland countryside with regal
majesty.

s Nipper, relieved by one of the seniors, who was eager ta
tuke a responsible job, made haste to tke control-room. He
found Nelson Lee calm and resolute.

“Guv'nor I’ burst out Nipper. “You're a marvel—
you've done it! Youw've dished old Zingrave, and we've
got the Sky Wanderer baék !”

the Sky Wanderer before the Arzacs arrived.
looked as if the rescue would fail, for the enemy were near at hand !

ut there was still a crowd on the ground,

“It is carly yet to congratulate ourselves, young 'um,”

said Lec steadily,

“But wo're in the air!” protested Nipper. “We escaped
from the White Giants, too! Isn’t that Food enough 1

“QOnly one thing will be good enough,” replied Nelson
Lee. “We'vo got to get right away from Arzacland—back
across the mighty swamp~back to the civilisation we know.
Even if it is only a backwoods mining camp it will do.
But it must be a place which is on the map.”

Nipper stared.

“But what of Sir Hobart?” he asked. “What of
Squadron-Leader Truscott, and Mr. Vickers, and all the
others 1*

“They will have to wait.”

“Wait? Wait until when?” asked Nipper.

“Until we can come back with a rescue party,” replied
Nelson Lee grimly. “My main object now is to make
certain of the boys’ safety, and the only way to do that
is to take the airship right over the swamp. It is dawn
already, and you know what that means, Nipper. As soon
as the sun rises—" 3

“Great Scott! You mean the Destruction Ray,” said
Nipper. “It can only be operated in the sunlight.”

“Exactly; and with that deadly instrument Zingrave
can bring us down again,’” continued Lee. *“Therefore,
we must get completely out of range Lefore the sun rises.”

“3 sufpose yow're right, guv'nor,” admitted Nipper,
staring down at the passing countryside. “Look! There’s
the Great Wall! We shall be passing over it in 2 minute.
Why, we'ro going towards El Dorado, aren’t we?”

“I believe so, although it is more or less by chance,”
replied ELee. “My main thought was to get the airship
to a higher altitude and to sct her going at full speed.
believe we shall cross the city, but Zingrave can do us
no harm while the sun is not shining. Later, we can
definitely set our course. Mlanners and the others are
prisoners—we could not possibly help them even if we
Tanded. If this country was ruled by the White Giants
alone I miEhL consider staying on. But Zingrave is the
king, and he has sworn to take vengeance on us. If we
are recaptured—" :

“Yes, I know, sir—you needn’t say it,” interrupted
Nipper. “But you will come back again, gu¥'nor?™

“] shall come back with a powerful force,”” replied Lee,
his strong face igrimly set. “Zingrave is welcome to Arzac-
land, for all care, but he must give up his British
prisoners, including the ether men he captured. Once
we are all safely out of Arzacland—once we have brought
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tue airship down in eivilised territory, then we can make
our plans.”

Nippper's cyes sparkled. .

“It's going to be oxciting, guv'nor,” he said.

“But not_for you,” replied Nelson Lce. “The Sky
Wanderer will be repaired as quickly as possible, and then
she will resumoe her original world flight, her educational
school trip. But I shall not be aboard then; I shall be
organising the rescue of Sir Hobart and his companions.”

“And I'll jolly well be with you, sir,” said Nipper dog-
gedly. “You're not going to dish me out of a thing
like that1” -

“Well, don’t get cxcited,’” said Lee, with a quick smile.
“We're not out of this present wood yet. When the time
comes I shall get the DBritish Government to act; I shall
have a squadron of bombing planes come over Arzacland—
1o conquer Zingrave."

Nipper's cyes sparkled. Revelling in his_new freedom,
he foresaw the excitements of the future. But he did mot
foresce the unexpected.  As Nelson Lee had truly said,
ihey were not yet out of the wood! B

B . . . . . .

Professor Cyrus Zivgrave was cold with fury.

At such times he was far more dangerous than when
he was openly coraged. Ile was standing in the golden
reception chamber of the palace and Captain Oss, travel-
stained, - haggard, stood before him, a towering and
dignificd figure., At the rear of Captain Oss stood a
number of other travel-stained officers. -

“So this is the information yon bring me.” said the
sclf-styled King Yoga, his voice silky but deadly. “You
tell me that you have recaptured the men, but that the
boys are dead. Lce is dead, Dorrimore is dead! Where

TE STCYWAYMAN

T

“
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Captain Oss, a weary man, protested vigorousl

“They killed, your Majesty,” he said. “The
crished them—""

“Did you see their bodies?” demanded Zingrave.

His hypnotic eyes were upon Captain Oss, and,
though the officer™ was, he almost cowered. Like all
other” White Giants, he was helpless in the presence §
this small but dangerous man. Zingrave's magnel
personality spread throughout the great golden chambd
like an aura. Ilo wes a man of forceful personalit
was a genius. .

“Could we find bodics, your Majesty?” asked Capta}
Oss sullenly. “They were in the lake—in the .mud. T
great beasts had trampled upon them. Did not the mad
Manners say that he saw them killed?”

“1 do not believe Manners—I belicve only my own
replied Professor Zingrave curtly. “You shall be relieveds
Captain Oss—you have done enough for one night. Bub
others shall take your place. There must be a wide search
—1I shall not be satisfied until it has been proved beyond
doubt thet Lee and Dorrimore and all the boys are dead.
You, Captain Datt, will take orders.”

Another officer stepped forward, impassive and majesticy

“T obey your Majesty,” he said, in stilted English.

“You will take five hundred men,” ordered Zingrave.
“*You will return to this lake, and——"

Ho paused, and on his face came an cxpression of in-
credulous amazement. :

“Your Majesty is ill?” nsked Captain Oss bluntly.

h" Listen, you fool I” said Zingrave. “Do you hear some-
thing ?” " g

A pin could have been heard to drop in the ensuing -
silence, for Zingrave had held up_a hand and no man dared

to move. And in that dread silenco there came o fainu
sound, unfamiliar to Arzac ears but well known to Pro-
fessor Zingrave.

Throb-throb-throb!  Throb-throb-throb !

“ Engines !” shouted King Yoga suddenly.
hear? It is the airship! hat can it mean .
Tven as he asked himself the question he told himself
the answer. It could mean only one thing—Nelson Leo
lived, and Nelson Leo had gained possession of _the Sky
Wanderor ! And that thought led to others. Not only
was Lee alive but Lord Dorrimore as well, and probably
all the boys! They had fooled Captain Oss!

Zingrave sprang to life. Without & word to the Arzao
oflicers, he swept out of the golden chamber; he ran like
a hare up a great golden staircase, and emerged upon
a wide haleony. The dawn light had grown, and the
sun would socn be rising over the distant forests.

And there, sailing in the sky in all her majesty, was
the great airship! She was cruising rl.il\h over the centre
of Iﬁ Dorado, proud, defiant—triumpharit. =F

«g0 1" snarled Zingrave, gripping the golden rail in front
of him until his fingers were waxen white, “Fools] Fools!
They werc tricked—and Lee has triumphed!”

From the moment of having Captain Oss’ report, Zingrave
had doubted the story of the “wholesale slaughter.” Kpow-
ing Nelson Lec as he did, he hed entertained a lurking fear
that the great detective had stolen a march on him.

And here, in the sky, was the proof!

8o low was the Sky Wanderer flying that her vast
bulk scemed to cover half the city as she passed serenely
over. Professor Zingrave, standing on the golden balcony,
gritted his teeth with helpless rage. TFor the sun had not
vet risen—and he had no offensive weapons with which
to bring the airship down.

And there, plainly visible, all'along- the promenade

ke b

“Do you

decks, were the boys of 8t. Frank’s!

“Dead, are they?"’ screamed Zingrave, la
of himself. “Look, you fools! There
vigtims! While you marched back to
seized the airship!” -

He_was almost beside himself; for, in
that Nelson Lee would fly right away frog
would take steps to inform the outside

wonld return with a mighty force. g

The prisoners in_ Zingrave's hands v
useless to him. He had no grudge s
and crew of the ai He could use e
would gain no satisfaction from wreaking his ve =
on them. Nelson Lee and Lord Dorrimore and the boys
were different; le owed them many an old score, and they
were escaping !

By this time, practically tho whole city was awale The
unfamiliar purring of the airship’s engines arouscd t
population. Most of them were staring up, and they we
frightencd.  Already the rumours had got abroad that
the strangers were possessed of magical powers. Here
was_another proof of it! For, in spite of all King Yoga's
soldiers, they were flying openly over the eity in thoir
strange and monstrous ship of the air.




Attacked by Flying Monsters |

L1 ELL, there goes El Dorado,” said Handforth,
with regret, “Rather a pity we're going off
like this.”

“A pity?” said Church, who, with McClure,

had once again joined his leader. “You're dottyl We're

goiig back to safety—to civilisation I

tStill, we might have had some ripping adventures,”
said Handforth. “By George! What excitement!”

- ®Well. it's over now, thank goodness,” said McClure.

“We're offi—and Mr. Lee means to take us back across the

swamp. 1f you ask me, we shall be jolly lucky if we make

it

e was not the only passenger who had noted the Sky
nderer’s sluggish and reluctant progress. She was main-
tajning a straight course, and so far, her substitute
commander had managed to keep her on a level keel. But
tpy as ho would, Lee could not gain height. Too much
gas had escaped from the broken gas chambers; and there

ad been no chance to make repairs. And Nelson Lee knew
at to make the long journey across the dense swamps
pd forests would be fraught with a thousand perils, But
jose perils were as pothing compared to the prospect of
ain falling into Zingrave’s hands. There was no alter-
itivo—the airship had to go on,

She was flying well, and later, perhaps, Lee would be
ble t0 coax her higher. He would have to_do so, indeed,
B order 1o cross the rugged mountains which ringed this

moment, he was concentrating upon getting
anderer as far from Ll Dorado as possible.
n was peeping over the forest trees. Within
> the solar rays would be of such intensity

A =
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“But they're too far off, Handy,” muttered Church, with
a strange fear gripping him. “They’re an awinl way away
—and if they were birds, we shouldn’t sce theny at all. They
do look like aeroplanes.”

“But there are hundreds 1" said Travers uneasily.

The airship was keeping a straight course now, heading
in a direct line towards the outer range of hills. Nelson
Lee, at the controls, was thankful to be 3o far away from
El Dorado. Soon he would make a determined effort to
gain height, With everE minute that passed he was grow-
ng nlnora familiar with the problems of navigating the great
vessel.

Nipper, who had left the control-room, and had gone up
on the starboard promenade deck, arrived just in time to
discover the excitement. He, too, stared in astonishment
at the strange things in the sky—which were now growing
more distinet, bigger, and even menacing.

Without a word to the others, Nipper went dashing down
the wide stairs from the promenade deck; he burst into
the control-room, his face red with excitement.

“Guv’'nor I” he panted. “There's something——"

“T know !” snapped Lee. *It's a new peril, and we must
do our best to avoid it.”

As he spoke, he was staring through the glass shields—
his gaze full upon the sky things. And Nipper noticed
that the airship was changing her direction. Lee was send-
ing her off at a dircct tangent, in order to avoid close
gontact with the other occupants of the skz.

“But what are they, guv’'nor ?” asked Nipper blankly.

“I don’t kmow, but [ think I can guess,” replied the
great detective. “They are not birds, for they are too large.
They are flying monsters.”

A Diagram of the Sky Wanderer, the Flying School of the St. Frank’s Boys.

e

~oy could be captured by the instrument on the top
ereat central building.  One experience of that ray
zough for Lee )
CGreat Wall had been lcft behind, and the Sky
rer was fur%iag steadily onwards, when the fitst
¢ rays of sunlight came horizontally across the trees,
1 the silvery hull into gold. But now the greater
wag past.” Full daylight had come, but the uirship
v yond reach of Zingrave’s destruetion ray.

-Oh, well, it's all over now—we're free!” said Travers
ho Renrove, as he leaned over tue rail of the prom-
e,deck. “Upon my Samson, it's been a hot night, my

Not only hot, laddie, but frightfully hectic,” said
;= Archie Glenthorne, jamming his monocle into his eye, and
H led trectops not far below. “Area’t we
I mean, oughin't we to

e's doing—and, by Jove, he's
wéll so far,” said Bob Christine of the
colke to think of it, I can hardly realise
fhappened since last m};’;nt. We were in
id Archic, who was staring
“1 don’t want to be pricelessly
Myce aeroplanes?”’
Aeroplancs 7 exclaimed Jimmy Potts.
How could there be aeroplanes here?”
“Well, I mean to say—— Over there, old boy!” said
Avrchie, pointing. *‘Those rummy looking dots in the sky.”
%Grﬂat Scott 1" shouted Travers.
e had seen z
hiindreds. They were far, far off. and, as yet, it was utterly
impossible to guess what they were,
“Birds I” said Handforth gruflly. “What else can they
be buf*birds?*

“You're mad!

y A. ConnING TOWER >
B.SEARCHLIGHT C.RAILED-iN PROMENADE DECK (urrer DEck) TDPROMENADE DECK AMIDSHIPS ([FLUSH wiTH SHIPS SIDE)
E conTrow room. F TELESCOPIC GRAPNEL-CLAWS G Two STAIRwAYS. H. ENTRANCE deck. I EnGiNes

them now; not a mere half.dozen dots, but -

“Great guns!” gasped “You mean ptera-
dactyls 1™
Lord Dorrimore came bursting in at that moment.
“That's the word, kid—pteradactyls?” he shouted.
“Have you seen ’em, Lee? Hundreds of ‘em. The sky’s
full”! Take a look through these glasses, an’ you'll have a

Nipper.

But Nelson Lee had no time to bother with field glasses;
he was busy with the controls, striving to lcep the airship
well above the trees, siriving to take her away from this
new danger.

Nipper took the glasses, however. and no socner had he
focused them than a gasp escaped him. For he could now
see the true nature o? the nionsters which flew in the sky.
They were of an incredible size—vast, black-looking mon-
sters with weird and horrible heads. They flew in two
separate flocks—hundreds of them, and cach monster was
almost the size of an aeroplane! Pteradactyls! Vile things
with fang-like teeth, and with great wings like those of a
nightmare bat.

“Good heavens!” muttered Nipper, as he turned to
Dorrie with round ecyes. “Do you think we shall clear
them ¥

“We've got to—or we're finished ! said Dorrie. ““The
sky's black with the brutes. If they come into collision with
us—" Ho shrugged. ‘*Well, you can imagine what will
happen, can’t you? A dozen of them would be enough to
upset our equilibrium.”

“J think we shall miss them,” said Lee steadily.

Never for a moment did he take his gaze from the strange
flock. He was not unduly alarmed. %‘or it was any odds
that these creatures of the wild would take iright at the
very appearance of the airship.

“Well, thank goodness for that}” said Lord Dorrimore,
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us he noted thmt the sky nhead was clear. *I began to fear
The brutes aro
sheering off. Gad! :Look at 'em! The sky’s as black as

that we were in for another spot of bother.

ink over théro, and—— Hallo!] What's wrong?
Lord Harry! They've changed direction, Leel

coming at us!®

Nelson Lee did not -answer. His lips were sct in a thin
line. ~ Again he caused the S8ky Wan emr to change direc-
tion—always endeavouring to steer her clear of the ptera-
dactvl host. But now it was apparently impossible; [or

!he img monsters were coming full tilt across the sky.
ear that they were making a definite and determined

was ¢l
attack on the Sk

“Cuv'nar I” m
do it What does

Like thisz”

Wanderer,

% mean?

itered Nipper, with a gnlp.
Why ave they coming for us

> could not offer an explanation. Yet, in
imple encugh. Nelson Lee's v

By .tho
They're

It

“We'll never

v move to

fety had proved fatal. For the sun, slanting on

the silver bodv of the airship, reflected the uaulmg rays
And the pteradactyls were blinded, bewildered. *
On came the winged monsters in their hundreds, and the

morning sky was jshidowed by their massed bulk.:
the Sky Wanderer twisted, furning sluggishly.

speed, compared with the pteradactyls, was as nothing.

inevitable,

There was no escape; a collision with this mighty flock was

Again
But her

All long the promenade lecks, the boys were shouting
in ,their excitement. I were watching the Lurtling

Fot'rors.
- Thud! Thud! Thudl
The leaders of the flock

Hlided with the !!.lrshl])u hull,

and some of the buys caught a vision of a monstrous ptera-
dactyl, maimed and screaming, go huriling down past the
nennﬂe deck. - The craft imeed over crazily, and Ler

i
: grent metal girders groaned under the strain.
Disester—utter destruction—was imminent {
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“THE WHITE GIANTS OF EL DORADO!"

By E. S. Brooks.

The St. Frank's adventurers are in dire peril
now. Make sure you don’t miss next week's

gripping chapters,

Also—-ANOTHER SHEET OF FREE-GIFT PICTURES IN COLOUR

TR
GUSSY THE GHOST!

[Cﬁnlmukd from page 22.)
§mmw‘ 3
a lithe figure leapt forward and a head'met the. ball, and
it whizzed back past zhe gm\hc into the,Qamer of th& net. .

here was a yell:- “Gor

The \-\‘hhlle ran, E
Tom Merry haf}-oadnd the ball into the net almost on
the stroke of time, and he had won the match for the
Waygland Rambilers, E

The players erowded round him as he walked oﬁ' tbe field,
and Mr, Philpot grasped him v armly by thé hand. ™

“You've dome it, my lad!” he es lum?d shaking. Tom

Merry's hand again and again. “You've uune it] The
winning goal, by Jove!”

“It was ripping!”
Merry on the back.
week, sir.”

“(Oh, we'll make him 1” said Cnrler % 1

Mr. Philpot dropped his hmd on Tom Merr shoulded

“What do you say, my ladg™ he exclaimed, * ¢ Will i
come home and stay Wwith nie as my guest for a fﬂw da;
and play for us in our next match

It was bardly possible to refuse, nor did Tom Merry wif
to_do zo. Ile was more hke!\ to find the L'm]’!l(-\m('nt
sought with Mr. l’hll sot’s aid than without it, and
kindness of the Wayland footballers. with onn nmeph
made him anxious to do anything be could to oblige them.

“Yes. sir,” he exclaimed. “Thank you very much g

exclaimed  Yorke, slappmg- Tom =2
I hope the L.ld rill play for us noj

An hour or =
speeding towards Wayl
a merry mood over thoir victory.
THE EXD.

“THE RAMBLERS' RECRUIT!”
By Martin Clifford.

Tom Merry’s luck is changing at Int. Read
of his further exciting adventures in mnext
‘Wednesday's tip-top tale.
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