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CLIFFORD.

A Grand Long Christmas Story of Tom Merry & Co., and the Chums of St. Jim's.

CHAPTER 1.
Trimble Declines !

RTHUR AUGUSTUSR D'ARCY chewed the end of a
A stump of pencil, and wrinkled his brows thou htfully.
There was a pockel-book in the other E
Arthur Augustus,
appeared on the open page.

Arthur Augustus read them over aloud, as he stood by the
window in the Fourth Form passage in the School 1‘].DllhE

" I.’:LuLE—Hmnnf--a —Dig—of course, they must come,”” he
pinrmured,  “ And Wildwake, Kanfr'muu and Talbot—thal’s
all wight. Woylance and young Wally—that's eight. If I
ask those an House boundahs, Figging & Co., that will
make eleven.'"

Three juniors came along from the Shell passage, and paused
us they saw the swell of 8t. Jim's chewing his pencil over his
Tist.

Tom Merry, and Mannera, and Lowlher of the Shell, caught
Arthur Aupustus’ mutterings, and they smiled.

“ T1allo, {}1{.1 top!"’ said Tom Merry. * Muking up a foot-
ball team ?"

mt,hur Augusi,ua glanced np,

‘ Not exactly, Tom Mewwy

“Qr is it a Christmas subser :plmr: Imi.'-’” asked DManners,
*You ean put me down for a penny !

“ Weally, Mannahs .

“ Me, toa!” said Monty Lowlher generously.
is a time for opening the hmrt and the purse-sirings.
me in! Mine's a ha'penny !"

“Weally, Lowthah—-=""

“ Don't leave meo out," said Taom Merry pravely.
o {hreehallpence. I hope it's a good cause.”

“ Weally, you know +

“ 1f it solves tho guestion of the unemployed, or pays off
the W ar TLoan, we shall feel that our money has not been
wasled,” soid Lowther. * Here you are!”

Monty Lowther tossed a halfpenny to Arthur Augustus.
The me of &, Jun's did not seent prepared for that contri-
Tiion, for he caught the coin with his nose, not with his
Fisvnul,

“ (hw !l You ultah ass

L 1Tere's mine!” sald
Arthor E'uungLu-stllﬁ+ ear,

il ’:l'mmf:-ﬂﬂh'

“ Mine!'' said Tom Merry, wnd he playfully wedged a
peuny atd a halfpenny down Avthur Avgustug’ neck, as the
swoll of the Fourth rubbed his t"IL!

“Cownogh! You feahfal asa!"’ yelled Arthor Augustas,

“ I'nt our names down, vou know —our generesily ought
tn be pul on record ' sand Lowlher, *

“ You feahful nss O ——""

The Terrible Three chuckled and passed on,

angd of
It was open, and a list of names
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Mauners, and a pettuy landed on

Whother Arthur Augustus was making up a charily sub-
soription for some deserving cause, or not, they did not know :
but it was worth the moderate sum of Lhrc-eimm:e to pull his
noble leg.

“ Fe, he, he!” Baggy Trimble appeared in the offing, ay
Arthur Augustus was making strenuous efforts to extract two
coins [rom Lhe back of his neck. ** He, he, he! Is that a new
thing in ju-jitsu, D'Arey "

¢ Weally, Twimble——"

“ You jolly well needi’t put my name down,”
Trimble.

Arthur Augustus looked at hin,
la recover Tom Merey's contribulion,
down where they would.

“You do nol wanl me to pubt your name on my list,
Twimble "' asked Arthur Augustus, with a rather curious
eXpression on his noble conntenance.

“ No fear!” answered Dagey promptly,  * Cateh me shell-
ing out money for anybody! Not such an ass!”

Arthur Auguslus gmmr-r{

“Vowy w ell, Twimble, just as yvou like!"

Arthur nnquqhh walked away up the Tourth Form passage
and looked inlo Study No. 9. Trimble shrugged his fat
shoulders. Levison and Clive and Cardew were m No. e
and Trimble heard a murmur of volces, Arthur Ailgustus
was seribbling more names on his list as he enme oud of the
study. Trimble saw him look bhack.

“ Levison, de -11t boy

“ Yos, Gusay ¥’

“ Shall T pul down your: minar "

“ Cerlainly, if YO ke !

“T1 am goin’ Lo ask "'an.Ln.un'h-:. winor, and pewwaps Fwank
wonld like Lo 2

“T'm sure he unu‘lﬂ '

“ And what about vour sistah Dowis,
a fwiend of my cousin Lthel ="

T think I can answer for Doris, old scout !

£ [:'1':.}':, '_] l‘l"l'

Arvthnr Augustus zeribbled more names on his list, and
came down Lhe passage. Trinble gave him a wink.

“ Sticking 'em all vound, ain’t you?" he remarked.

grined

ITe gave up Lhe attempt
letting Lhe coms slide

Levison?  As she 1s

" ¥Yaas!'

“PBlessed if 1'd go round cadging bhke that!” sneered
Trimble.

Arthur Augustus smiled,

“What mre vou ruising a subscriplion for, anyhow "
demanded Bagey.

“Wals!"

““ T know the game," said Trimble, with a grin. * Helping
the poor nl Christmas, and helping 3uu15ﬂ-lf too—whal? A
penny for the poor and twopence for yours truly! He, he,
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Sovchme Avgusing dild ol Jdeign b veply lo thal remark.
Fheowenl dewnstaivs aod walled oud indo the quadl. Blake and
erries and Dighy were loaling rownd the door, and Blake
called to hin.

“Getting on with the list, Gussy ¥

“ Yans, wathah!™”

“ How many now ¥

* Bixteen, deah boy, withoul countin® Dowis Levizon and
iy consin ISthel 17

“Drava ! chirruped TTervies,
down ¥’

“Powsalir Arthur  Augustus  raised  his  eyebrows,
;\l‘le'i\nﬂy_. IIN\'\\ ies, you kuow vewy well that that feahful
i} lf)g—"—

* Leave him oul.” said Tlerries. T have arranged with
Taggles far Towser. e might get 1103’]6{:(0‘1——“

* i Jove ! )

Arthur Augustus walked on. Baggy Trimble came rolling
out of the Schuol House. He was quile interested in the
vrogress of Arthur Augnstus D'Arvey’s subseription list. e
fell interested to koow how many fellows would le fools
enongh Lo part with their money—that was how the amiable
Bagey locked at it

D' Arey trotted across to the New Tlouse, whera Figgins &
('n. were punling aboul a fooler, Perhaps they did not see
him l‘muinp; o [}l_‘l'h:][l:-‘, thl_-._\_: diel ! AI:)‘}'IO\\', l"iggills passcd
the ball to Wynn, who passed it to Arthur Augustus— land-
ing it on his chest. There was a yell as Arthur Augustus sat
down, his pocket-book flying in one direction, and his penci]
in another

“ Yawoooh !

*COh, sorry ! ejaculaled Figgins.

Arthur Augestus serambled to his feet. He prabbed at his
dangling eyeglass and joumed it into hiz eye, and glared at
the grinning chnms of the New House, '

“[ have a gweat mind nol o pul your names down now,”
he said wrathfully, * Howevah, as it is Chwistmas-time, I
will ovahlook your wathah waoflianly conduct.”

“What's on ¥ asked Figgins.

Baggy Trimble was rolling towards the spot, but he was too
Tate fo hear Arthur Augustus explain what was on. But he
wag i1 time {o see the swell of Bt. Jun's write down three
mare nanies on his st

“Three wore silly asses!” commented Baggy, as D'Avcy
passed him on his way back to the School House.

Arthur Augustus did not deign to heed. Roylance, the
New Zeatand junior, met him ouiside the School House.

“Tiuishedd the merry list 77 he asked.

“Yans, wathah ! said Arthur Aungustug D’ Arey. ' There
will he twenty-one, includin’ my cousin Ethel and Dowis
Levison,”

“Quite o party ! said Roylance,

“Yaas.”

“Taot of silly owls ! paid Baggy Trimble. * Calch me
pultiog np a threepeuny-hit ! Fozﬁs and their money are soon
parted !”

Roylance glanced at  him, puzzled.
grinned, and turned to Bagegy Trimble,

* Twimble, deah boy—"

“Don’t ask me for o sub ! jeered Trimble, *T'm wide
avwake! I've got my eyedeeth cut! No good spinning me
a varn about the deserving poor! He, he, hel”

“Bhall 1 put your name down, Twimble !”

“No fear!”

“Suppose il i3 for a vewy good cansei” asked Arthur
Aungustus,

“Rats 1"

“You are suah you do nel wanl ne to put your nane on
the list ' asked the swell of St Jim’s,

Trimble sniffed.

“Jolly sure!” he answered.

“YVewy good !”

“What does the fal owl think the list
Roylanee, in wonder.

Arvthur Augustus chuckled.

“1Te thinks it is a list of contwibatabs o some Chwistmas
chawily ! he explained.

“Oh. I see!l”

“Well, isn’t 167" demanded Trimble, vallier taken aback.

“Not at all, deah boy "

“Then what 1s it ?”

“‘My patah has given me permish fo {ake n numewons
partay of fwiends to Eastwood House for Chwistmas " ex-
nlained . Arthur Augustue. 1 am makin® np the list of fellows
for the partay !”

Baggy Trimble jumped.

“0Oh 1" he gasped.

“Ta, ha, ha!” roared Roylance, quite enfertained by the
oxpression on Baggy Trimble's fat face at that moment.

“T—1 say, Gussy " gasped Trimble. ' I—T didn’t know—
I—1 never thought— Pt down my name, old chap l”

“ Wats 1"
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“ITave you put Towser

Arthur  Augustus

is for?”’ asked

“TH be jolly glad {o come!” said Trimble ecagerly. “1
should really enjoy it, you know !”

“Vewy pwob, desh boy! But I wathah think that your
nndesiwable pwesence would defwaet fwom the enjoyment
of othahs—-"

“ Grussy, old man: i

“1 gave you a chance lo have your name down !" chuckled
Arthur Augustus. “You wefused, you know 17

i | Of course I'll come——"

“You jolly well won't, Twimble! Go and eat coke "’

. And Arthur Augunstus snapped his pocket-book shut, pni
it in his pocket, and walked away grinning. And Baggy
Trimble, as he hlinked after Lord Eastwood's clegant son,
felt, inclined to kick himself hard |

CHAPTER 2.
Colebrated in Study No. 6.

“ TANDING room only !* grinned Monly Lowther.

“ Ila, ha, ha !

“0Oh, come off 1" said Wally of the Third.

It was the last night of the term, and there waa
n celebration going on in that celebrated apartment, Study
No. 6 in the I'ourth.

The study was crowded, not to say crammed, TFor Arthur
Aungustus had asked to that_little gathering all the fellows
who were going home with him for Christmas. And it was
2 numerons party—much too numercus for the space allotted
to o junior study.

How the juniors got inlo Study Ne. 6 was a mystery. How
they were going to get oul again was another mystery. And
how the three fags who had just arrived were going to squeere
in was a third and still deeper mystery.

The Terrible Three sat in the window-seat. Beven chawrs
were occupied by Talbot, Kangarco, Heylance, Wildrake,
Tevison, Cardew, and (live,

Figgins & Co. of the New House shared ihe coallocker
and a box. Dlake and Herries, IYighy and D'Arcy wero
standing ; they averred that they preferred to stand,

It was rather warm in the study, though the weather was
that of December. The door had {JBC-T‘I. left open for air, and
into the open doorway came Wally & Co. of the Third. Buggy
Trimble had appeared there a few minutes before, and had
been rapidly disposed of. Wildrake, who was nearest the
door, “guessed ” that Trimble was going to get his bool.
And it proved that the Canadian junior had guessed correctly.
Trimble got the boot, and departed with a howl. But Wally
and Reggie Manners and I'rank Levison of the Third Forin
were honoured guests, and could not he disposed of by means
of Wildrake's boot,

“Twot in, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arvcy
hospitably.

“Puzzle—find the room for trotting!" grinned Levison.

“Oh, we'll manage!” said Wally. *Bhove in along with
me, kids 1"

“Hear, hear ! grinned Manners minor.

“Wedge in !” grinned Frank Levison.

D’Arcy minor led the way; the other two minors followed
bard. There was a roar from the occupants of the study as
they "“wedged " in. They cerlainky found room somehow.
A cup of coffee was epilt over Ralph Reckness Cardew’s
elegant trousers; an egg squashed on Roylance’s jacket.
But these trifling casualties did not worry Wa.ﬁy & Co. They
shoved in regardless, and reached the table, which was loaded
with good things. N

“Bai Jove! Don’t be a little wuffian, Wally 1" exclaimed
I Arey major. )

Wally D'Arcy wagged a rather grubby forefinger at his
major.

“Don’t you begln, Gus!” he implored.

“Waally, Wally—"

“Pass those ham-paities!” said Wally. “'They lock nice!
Fver such a good stunt of yours to stand ws a farewell supper,
Gus, old binF!' T don’t see why you wanted to crowd out the
gtudy with the ¥ourth and the Shell, though!”

“¥You cheeky young sweep!” growled Kangaroo.

“Same to you, and many of them, old bean!” answered
Wally cheerily. *Ciussy, old man, leave off talking, and pass
the grub!”

“1 was wemarkin'— . .

# Never mind what you were remarking, old humming-bird !
Don't remark—just pass the tommy! We're peckish !”

“You are a feahful young wuffian, Wally I said Arthur
Augustus. I nmst weally apologise to these fellahs for your
feahful mannahas !” .

“Do you hear what he’s saying ahout you, Reggie!”

“Y.ook here—" hegan Reggie. .

“ Weally, Wally. yon are quite awah that T was not alludin’
to Mannahs minah! 1 was alludin’—" y

“8till, you're right ! Reggie is rather a sweep 1" said Wally
cheerily. ‘' He takes after his major!” )

“Daes he?” snorted Manners major, from the window,
'Ihwuny looked round, and nodded alfably to the Terribla

ree.

L1}
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“Iallo !
Tom's got his fearful Manners with lum, loo——-

“Ha, ha, ha[”

¢ Not Lo mention his awful Lowther and his frabjous self!"”
said Wally, * You ought to be glad Lo get (hvee decent and
well-brought-up youths like uz to come aied see vou, Gus, in
a frumptions crowd like this !

“Par Jove l”

“Tf D’Arcy minor is never hunged.” remarked Capdew of
the Tourth, **it won't be for wanlb of neck rh

“Pow-wow ! answered Wally independently, 1 say'
What am I going to sit an? Your knee will do, Wildrake !

“ait down " said the Canadian juiior,

“ Right-ho!"

Wally sal on the kunee of the junior from the Noot Leg
Ranch. The knee gave way under him the next moment,
and he sat next on the carpel. There was a rowr in Study
No. b,

“all that a joke?” yellel Wally., =I'd jolly well punch
your head if it wasn't Christmas-time ! Fatheud [

“Ha, ha, het”

“T guess you can bry the other knee if you like ™ chinekled
Wildrake.

“Yaas, wolhali ! Twy the othah kiree, you cheekay young
baundah ! grinued Arlthur Augusios.

“Oh, rats! Pass the jum-tarts !

“It's a bit of a squeeze, bul whal's the odds so long as
vou're 'appy 7 remarked Iliggins “Cake this way !

“Tleah you are, deah boy. I lwust you like the cake,
Wynn"

Fatty Wynn heamed,

“Popping I he said,  “Pass anolher thic way!
needn’t trouble to cul il just shove it along.™

“Ila, ha, Lha!l”

“Ty the way, there's a letler for you, Cins,” remavked
Wally, with his mouth full of plum cake.

“Pai Jove! You wero a young £33 uol lo buwing it up to
e ' said Avthur Augustus reprovingly,

“Bul I—"

“Wals! You were a young ass, aml a very thonghtless
duffah " satd the swell of Bt, Jn's,

“Oh, all right," said Wally, *{lave il your own way,
old top!”

”I}riclf you notice whethey
letiah fwom home, YWally ¥"

“Tnasthorpe postmark,” spid Wally, 1
don't know the fist. Wl il was one of
the pater’s envelopes”

“Then it is fwotn the pater,” said
Criisay, “Pwobably  his  secwelawy
addvessed it for him. W down and
feteh 1t

“ Bow-wow "

“Weally, Wally—-"

“Likewise rats!”

“1 wegard you as oa  voung waseal,
Wally, Twy to let e poss, will you,
deah hovs, It may Le somethin® wathah
pmportant,”

“Better walk  acress
surrested Hoylunee,

“1n. ha, ho!"

Tt was unt easy for Aetloe Aogasios bo
yind his way through the cranuned stady
to the deor. Bub he suceceded at last,
and  disappeared  downsbairs, Wally
locked after lim with nogrin, oud puolled
a letter from his pocke! and faud it onong
the Leacnpa.

“Ts that Gussy’s
Dilalie.

"That's 1£ "

“Phen you  did
ejnenlnted Heorries

* Kxaclly. Gussy wonldn’t lef me tell
him 1 vawned Wally,  “Querr how old
Ciiteay jumps Lo conclusions, ain’t 07 1
Lope il will do him good to go rooting
il the rack for a letter that isn’t there.
P*usa the jam, Kerr.”

There was a chortle in Stady No. 6,
Te was ten minules before the aristo-
cralie countenance of Arthur Angusing
1V Arey  reappeared 1 the doorway.

Didi't see you litle yellow birds therel Bo

You

il wape n

ain oy lends,

Tettor *™" exclanned

2

(STRITE | ST P

“Suddenly flew down Lhe chimney,” snid Wally, with
I ASTI.

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Dai Jove ! You are a Jiswespectful and uliahly wyflianly
voung wascal, Wally, and [ bave a gweal mind lo give you
w feahful thwashin® I exclaimed Arthor Augustus, as he took
his letter. ““Will yon fellows excuse me while I glance at
Lhis lettal ™

“Sore we will, old bean,' aald Wally.
keep vou guiet for a hit.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Arthur Angustus gave Lis cheerful young brother a look
that oughl Lo have willwrod him, but didu'ts. Then he
apened his letter,

“Anyihing to

CHAPTER 3.
Arthur Augustus on the High Horse,

Cé ITEK " _
Arthur Apgnstus D' Arey nttered thal ejaculalion

suddenly as Le finished the perusal of the letler
from home. Clouds had been gathering on his

brow durinF the peru=al, and the juniors in the sludy
wondered what was Lhe matler.
“Feahlful neck!” breathed Arthur Augusina. “I shall

disdain to make any weply to this”

“(Gus, old man, I can’l allow you to talk aboul Lho
governor like that I said Wally chidingly

“Vou young ass, this letior 15 notl fwom Lhe patah. T s
fwom Hhis secwetawy- that man Bleoore, The cheekay
R 5§~

“*Nothing wrong at home, T hope 7" azked Tomn Merry.

“The patal is not vewy well, deah boy. He has not been
vewy well for some time,"” said Arthur Angustns, “But in
his lettah to me he said he twusled Lo he well enongh to
ioin in Lhe celebwation of Christinas Day. Now this cheekay
L{mn{inh — Bai Jove !

Arthur Augustus lncked quite exeited with wrath. For
once his noble muanners lost the repose which stamps the
caste of Vero de Vere

“Who on earth’s Bloare ® asked Jack Dilake,

“The palab’s secewelawy,” explained Avthoar Augnstus.

There was a frown on his nobla brow,
“Wally, you young wotiah, there 1sn't
any lettah 4y
“Hera 1L 131" chuckled Dighy.
“TRaoi Jove! How did that lettah get

guickly out.

The thres juniors stepped back from the llbrary door as Bloore came
Ha hald up his hand,
in a low volce,
disturbed, and it is my duty to see that he is not excited in any way.'"

i Please ¢o not anter now,'" he said
‘' His lordship is fealing very low and ought not to be

there?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus in
astonishmoent,

Tar (v lisrary.—No. T24.
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“His pwevious seewetawy had a nervous bweak-down, and
has been sent away to the Houth of Fwance, This man
Bloore is a tempowawy seewetawy. I saw him when I went
home a few weeks ago, and did not like him. Ile has a
howwid taste in neckties.”

“What a dreadful character !" said Cardew gravely.

“Not exactly dweadful, Cardew, but vewy unpleasani,”
said Arthnr Augustus iunocently. “[ wathah thought he
was wantin’ in pwopah civility in some wespects; but as
you fellows know, I am not the chap to make a fuss. My
patah scemed to find him useful, so I let him wip., But
now-—— I will wead ont his lettah, and yon fellows tell me
what you think of it.”

“Go ahead ! said Wally.

“You wead it out, Tom Mewwy. I disdain to look at the
man’s cheekay scwawl again !’

“(lertainly, old top,” said Tom, with a smile.
seen his necktie, so I can stand him—in a letier.
goes !

The captain of the Shell read the offending letter aloud,
the whole party listening to it with interest.  Arthur
Al}ﬁnstus punctuated the reading with a series of scornful
sniffa,

“1 haven't
Here

“‘Dear Master Arthur,—I am sorry to say that your
respected father’s illness appears to ﬂa\‘e talken a more
serious turn. The doctor is firmly of opinion that he should
be kept quiet, and disturbed es litile as possible. I believe
it is your intention to bring a large party of your school-
fellows honie for Chrisimas. May I suggest that you should
refrain from doing so, as the effect upon%ﬁs lordship may be
quite serioua. If I may venture to make a further sugges-
iion, it would be advisable for you and your brother, Walter
Adolplus, o accept some invitation from a school-fellow
instead of returning home this vacation. At the very least,
I trust that you will not bring a party of noisy schoolboys
here.-~Yours respectfully, GiLBerT Broore'"

“My only hat!” commented Dlake.

“Jevvah heah of such a nerve, deah boys®"”
Arthur Augustus.

“Bheer neck ! said Wally. “Catch me taking any nolice
of the Bloore bird! I'll jolly well jaw him for this!”

Tom Merry looked grave.
iﬂlf your father is seriously ill, Gussy, old man, don't you
think-—'

“My fathah is not too ill to wite to me himself, if this
was hia wish, desh boy.”

“ He might be—"" said Tom hesitatingly.

“In that case his medical attendant would w'ite.™

Tom Merry nodded.

“That’s s0,” he said. “This man Bloore seems to have
taken o lot upon himself, unless he iz acting under the
instructions of the doctor,”

“Dr. Millard would not act thwough him, Tom Mewwy.
The doctah knows me vewy well, and he would w’ite to me
personally.”

“Looks like sheer cheek |" said Kerr.

“I guess it’s outside the limit,” remarked Wildrake.
““Besides, we're not a noisy lot of schoolboys, are we? Nice
quiet kids—-""

“Especially Wally !” remarked Lowther,

“QOh, come off I said Wally of the Third. =“T'll bet a
tanner——" .

_“\'\Tea.lliv, Wally, I wish you would not use such expwes-
sions—-'

“T'N bet a tanner that the pater doesn't know Bloore has
written to Gussy at all!” said D'Avcy minor. “‘Like his
thumping cheek ! 4

exclaimed

We're jolly well going !

““Yaas, wathah "

“You really think we ought to come, Gussy i asked Tom
Merry.

Artﬁmr Augustus’ eye gleamed.

“1 twust all my fwiends will come with me, 25 awwanged,”
he said, “I wegard it as beir’ np to them to wally wound
me and show this cheekay ass that nobody takes any notice
of him."”

“Hear, hear !” chuckled Wally. .

“Well, if you put it like that, old top—" said Figgins.

“1 do put it Iike that, Figgay.”

“Then it's a go !" said Tom Merry.

“Yes, rather!™

And that point was settled.

And the next day, when St. Jint's hroke up for the
Christmas holidays, a charabane came over from Wayland
{o convey Gusey and his numerous guests to Hastwood House,
in Hampshire.

A crowd of St. Jin's fellows saw the charabane off with
loud cheers, and Arthur Augustus waved his eyeglass to them
as the party started,

Piled with baggage and schoolboys, the charabanc rolled
away, and St. Jimn’s was left behind,

Tue GeMm Lipranry.—No, 724,

Tt was a merry parly that rolled away, up hill and down
dale, by road and lane, with a cheery buzz of talk going on
all the time, Wally had provided himself with a tin trumpet,
upan which he blew fearsome Llasts. Reggie Manners and
Levison minor contributed sweet muosic with a mouth-organ
and a tin whistle, "T'he hilarious party exchanged cheery
chipping with the passengers in other charabanecs that they
passed on ihe roads. It was a frosty December day, and Tom
Merry & Co, enjoyed the journcy through the keen air. Only
Arthur Angustus was a little subdued, and he even forgot {o
reprove Wally for the tervific din he was making wilh the tin
trumpet. The thought was in (inssy’s mind that perhaps he
would find his father worse—{hal perhaps Lord Eastwood was
more serionsly ill than he had vevealed in his letters—and that
painful thought troubled the swell of 8t. Jim's very much.
He was glad when the charabane rolled up the stately drive
of Eastwood Ilouse al last.

CHAPTER 4.
His Lordship’s Secretary )
@ AD!”
D There was a slight lremor in Arthur Augustus

I’ Arey's voice.

It was but seldom that the swell of St. Jim's
allowed himsell to belray emotion, but he could not quite
help it now. And the old familiar **dad ** of childhood came
unconsciously to his lins at this moment,

Lord Eastwood turned towards his son with o pale smile.

The old gentleman was reclining upon a cushioned couch
in the libravy of Eastwood House, close to a blazing, leaping
log fire. 'The wide windows gave a view of the great park,
with its leafless irees, backed by the setling winler sun.
Arthur Augustus felt a pang as he noted how pale and worn
his father looked. He had known that Lord Fastwood was
unwell; but he had supposed that the earl was run down—
a little exhausled, perhaps, by a busy pelitical life. But he
could see now that it was real illness. There was a kind of
transparent pallor in the earl’s face that almost alarmed the
Junior.

“Dad,” faltered Avthur Augustus, *you're not well !I”

“I—I say, are you really crocked, father 7’ asked Wally,
who had followed his Lirother in. Even the irrepressible Wally
was reduced to sericusness by his father’s ill look.

“I am not very well, my dear boye,” said his lordship in
a low but steady voice. “I am very glad to see you, though.
1 hope you have brought your friends with you as arranged”

“Yaas, wathah [

‘ Bloore—-"" began Wally.

Arthur Augustus made his minor a sign. If the carl was
unaware of his secretary’s intervention, Arthur Augustus did
not wish to trouble him with any complaint. Wally under-
stood, and was silent.

“Dloore,” repeated his lordship—* you have met Bloore,
I think. I want you boys lo be very kmd to Bloore. He has
been most attentive to me in my illness. Indeed, Dr. Millard
declares that he is better than a nurse.”

“Bai Jove!"” ejacnlated Arthur Augustus.

“1 do not think you liked Bloore very much, Arthur, when
you wete at home last time,”

“1—I was not awah that you—youn noticed it, sir!” slam.
mered Arthur Augustus.

The earl smiled faintly.

“1 am sure, Arthur, that you will carry out my wishes, and
show every consideration to him, when I tell you that he has
cared for me in my illness with as much kind atlention as [
conld have received from a son.”

“1 shall thank him myself 1” said Arthur Auvgustus nobly.
“T should be vewy sowwy to misjudge him, even if he should
wathah ovahstep the line in his anxiety for you, sir. T am
vewy mmuch obliged to him if he has taken care of {ou 12

And Wally mentally renounced some very plain things that
he had been going to ray to Gilbert Bloore!

“Tsn't old Conway comin’ home for Chwistmas?” asked
Arthur Augustus. i 1 . .

“No; your elder brother iz staying with rome friends in
Scotland,” said Lord Eastwood. ‘e wished to come hone
when he heard that T was not very well; but T wauld not
allow him to cancel his arransements. The malter is not so
serious as that.”

“But—but you don’t look well, dad,” faltered Arthur
Auvgustus,

The earl sighed.

Y do not feel well, yel there is little the matier that can
he given a name,” he said, T have overtaxed my strengtlh,
the, doctor thinks. T require a long rest. Dr. Millard says
so.. Rest and care, and I am reeceiving the best of care.
Bloore sees to that, as well as Lady Fastweod. Your Aunt
Adeline js also here, Arthur, and your couwsin Iithel arrived
to-day. Dut let your friends come in and see me. T am
afraid 1 shall have to be mnch alone at present, but you
muet not allow my indisposition to cloud yonr festivilies.
There is really nothing the matter—nothing in the least

Il
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sepions,  Quly u feeling of [abigue, which will bo cured by
TUTY B

Arthur Augostus made up iz mind to inlerview Pr, Millard
al the earliest opportunity; but he did nol say so. e broughl
Tom Merey & Co. inlo the libeary to be presented lo his
lovdship. The juniors came in very guielly, and with rather
serious faces,

Lord Euaslwood greeled them with o smiling face, and an
air of courtesy that soon pul them at thewr ease. lle was
evidently pleased Lo see the erowd of healthy youthfal fuces
about him. Kit Wildrke, whom he had never scen hefove,
was inlroduced, and Lord Kastwood asked him some guestions
about Canadi.  He seemed interested by Wildruke's tulk,
and most of the olther fellaws retired, and left Wilidrake still
in conversation with his lordship. In his earlier years Lord
Fiuslwood had travelled in the great Dominion, and Wildrike
found thal he knew British Columbia, bad canoed on the
Fraser River, and shot elk in the Cascade Mounlains, lle
knew elegraph Creek, ffty miles from where Boor Leg
Ranch wias situaled,

Arthur Augusius remained, after (he resl had retived, with
Wildrake, und he enconraped the Canadian jumior with a
smile. Ile was glul to see that i the interest of his talk
with the boy front the Boot Leg Ranch Lord Kastwood's [ace
became animated, and a little more colour erept inlo the pale
cheeks. Ciussy noticed, too, that Wildrake's keen eyes several
times dwell o his lordship’s fauce with a piercing, inguiring
glance that puzzled the swell of Bt. Jim’s a little.  Thut his
Tordship never canght any of those penetrating looks,

There was a soft slep at the door, and a young nian came
into the library, treading softly, almaslt slealthily. Wildrake
glanced at him, Ile wias a rather tall, slim man of about
thirty-live, will keen black eves, and a narrow slil of a meoalb.
11is hands were very white, with long, thin, tapering fingers.
He came over lowards his lovdship’s coucele.

Lord Baslwood nodded Lo him, with o snuale,

‘Al vou are back, Bloore?”

“Yes, my lord, L ilid nol care to leave you oy very long,
satd Bloore i a soft, rathoy mmaical voice.

“Yon mingl lake care of your own health, Bioore™

The voung man smiled deprecatingly.

Kit Wildvako rose lo lus Teel,

ST liope T haven't tieed wou, sue?™ he salid,
oviechl not to have talked so lopg.”

“ivol ol oall, my dear boy ! said Lord Bazslwond kindly.
“1 have uite enjoysd o litte tulk, DBy the way, yon do
not kiow Mr. Bloore—my secrelary and kind friend—Kib
Wildirake, "

Poore helid end his had, and Wildvake tfouched it and fell
n chill frome the long, cold fingers. He fixed his eyes ou
loore's Faee,

“laven't | omet you soluewhere before, Mr. Bioore ™" he
=k,

S ohink nol,” sand the seerefavy, wilh a smile,

“You haven't been i Canada @7

Bloore started.

“Canada ¥ he repealed,

SCeitesl Clolumibia, " swid Waldeado,
from,

“Liudeed ! No, | have never been rn Caneda,” sanl Bloore,
S have Leavelled in the Colonies, bul cluefly in Awstreale and
New Zewland. T have never had the good fortnne to vist
Clanadn—a greal country, 1 believe. Bul it 15 tune that his
lovdship's wedicine was giver”

Arthor Aoernstus aod Wildrake gootted the Tibravy, andd
Hoore followed them oul. He dosed the door, and then
spoke again,

Lo sure vore voroe renblemen will excuse me,” he said
saftly ;s “hut ab 15 very nuporiant that his lerdship should not
b exctled by too ooch talk, e as rather distiurbed af
presenl, T foar™

Wililiake coloured.

“Weally, Bloore—=—"" hegan Arthur Aogestus,

“Trhocloe's urders, sie.” woenred Bloore,

Arvilmr Avoguslus swallowed  somelhing  with dilliculty,
He did nwol like the e, or his sofl suave mannes: and
e Tiked still less the scerelary™s nlerfeccine, But he
ventetnbered whal his father had zawd.

“T anme vewy el obliped to vou, Bloore,” he said, with
somelhing of an elforl. *You appeah to have been takin®
sweal care of my Tathah,”

UMy duly, sir—and my pleasore, {oo," said Bloore sofdly.
“ITis lovdship has overwheltied me willh kindoess, and 1
shoulil be VoY uncraleful i T did not strive (o mmake some
stitall relurn, now thal it is in my power lo do so. DMy
own heaith, and indeed wmy bife, weigh hittle in my mind
compared with his lordship's  well-being, v

“Dai Jove, you are a weally good fellow, Bloore,” said
Arthie Augustus. “ L was feelin® wathah watly aboul your

L1

“Pervhap+ 1

“That's where T come

lellah to nee al §t, Jin's; bat, upon the wholeo Ta sitith

vou mieant vewy well.” .

“You did nol see [it Lo acl vpon wy sugzeslion, Mu=ter
Arvthur,” said the secretary. Lk

“That was gquite nposs,” said Arthur Aoguslos Lvieily.

The secretary bowed without veplying, and returped into
(he library, elosivg the door after him, Arthur Angnstus
walked away with Wildrake,

“Wathah a tactless chap, but vewy good al hearl, |
Uink," said Arthur Augustus, “He secms vewy gwalelol
Lo {he patal.” B

“He talks a good bit aboul il, al least,”™ said Wildraka
Jdrily,

“Pai Jove! T hope vou don't hink hin iusincere, deal
Loy, That would be wathab howwid,” .

Wildrake made mo reply lo that, and t(hey joincd Lhe
resl of the St Jimvs party,

— E—

CHAPTER 5.
Wildrake Wants to Know !

ADY EASTWOOL presided ab tea, 1o which the crowd
I of 8. Jim's fellows did full justice. Lthel Cleveland
helped her ladyship, and the juniors helped lithel —
especially Figgins, And Fatty Wynn wurmured to
orr that Fihel seemed to be very carcful to sco that George
Figeins had plenty of the best, whereat George Franews ke
erinned. Arthur Augustus had someties complained Lhat
Figgy seetied Lo think that ISthel was his cousin, nol
Gussy's at all; and certainly Figrgins was as altentive to
Miss Cleveland as the most affectionate and devoled cowsin
could have been. Tea was nearly over when Gilbert Dlooro
eaunie guielly in and look a seal. ."".l'”IIII'I Augustius made
it & point to greet him pleazantly ; bub Wildrake—who was
very interested in the silent-footed secrelary—unoled ihat
cousin Fthel avoided speaking to the young mui; and he
alsn thought he detected thal Lady lastwood avouded his
loak, though her ladyship lLad (oo much social grace lo
betray her dislike, if she felt any. _
I, was quite a merry party at tea. Lord Fastwood's penial
manner had quite reassired Tom Merry & Co., and even
Arthur Augusius felt that he had been too much ularmed by
the firet sight of his father. It was Kit Wildrake who was
(he most (houghtful ember of the parly, and he spoke
litile, Lul i the general buze his silence was nol noted.

A little later, when Wildrake was saunlering on the terrace
which ran the length of the great house, he came on Lievison,
(ardew, and Clive, and canght Cardew’s vowee.

“The man's a rank outsider.”

Wildeake wodered if he was speaking of Dloore.

SWhat's the matter with him?” yauwned Slduey Clive,
“Yan take such jolly sudden dislikes to people, Cardew.”™

“Van do. and no mistake," said Levison, * Though in
this rase T can't say 1 like the man.”

“My dear old tops, 1 don't trouble fo dislihe the Bloore
bird," said Cardew with disainful indiffercnce. 1 spotted
Wit as an outsider, thal’s all. Cad through and througn.
Dashed if 1 know lLow the old johnny camo lo be landed
with such a rotter,”

Wildeake walked on, thinking,  Cardew was a rvather
cynical and malicious youth in some ways, bul Wildrake
know what a keen judgment he had. He had seen at &
linee through Bloore's soft, pleasant ways.  Ile was nol
interested in the seeretary in Lhe least; he had seen through
him, ranked hiw as an outsider, and they dismissed b
from his mind. Thal was Cardew’s way,

But Wildrake was interested in the man, From some-
where in the back of his mind camo a haunling remewmbrance
of those keen, black eves and that narrow gash of a moull,
Where had he scen the mun before? Was it in Canada?
But Bloore denied that he had ever been there,

There was o sound of musie from within, and Wildrake
strofled into the mwusic-room through the French windows.
Monty Lowtlher was extracting sweel strains of rag-time
from the grand piano, and Tom Merry and Manners, cousin
1ithel, and Kerr and Wynn were there. Manners broke
out as Wildrake quietly joined the group.

“Chuck i, Monky! That syneopated muck 1s an insult
lo Lthe piano!"”

Monly Lowther chuckled, and rose from the music-stool.

“(iive us something elassic, Manners. I can stand it, 1f
cousin Tithel will sing.”

Clouzin Ithel would sing, and Mannvers sal down {o aceom-
pany her. At the first notes of ‘“Bhould Ile Upbraud,”
George Digginsg sendded into the music-room.  Avlhur
Aupgnstus D' Arey {ollowed him in.

“Weally, Figgins, I was just sayin’

Bul Figging was deal and Dlind now,

Avthur Augustus sat down, with a rather severe lock on
his noble face., Ile had been enlighlening Figgins on Lhe
subject of *“‘off-side,” when ecousin FEthel's sweel voice
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gpirited his hearer away. it Wildiake sal down beside
the swell of 8t Jim's, They weve at a distance from the
piano, and could tulk in low tones without interrupting lhe
muysic,

“You've seen your father again, D'Arcy?”

D' Arey’s face became very grave,

"“Yaas. He seems to me wathah worse since he has taken
his medicine,”

“Qughin’t he to have a nurse?”

“Dloore is takin’ care of biw, you know, He gives him
his medicine and looks aftah hiin in evewy way,”

" You seem rather to like Bloore, now.”

Arthur Augusiug nodded.

“1 am gwaleful to him for his altention to the patah,
you know. Personally, I do not like him, somehow, but
I am sowwy for it. 1 must twy to like him betlah.”

“T had an idea I had seen him before, somewhere,” said
Wildrake musingly. * But he says he's never been in Canada.
How long has he been with your father, D'Arcyt”

“Aboul twe or thwee months.”

“Do yon know how he came to gel the job

“The patah’s scowetawy was ill, you know, and he wanted
a tempowawy man. Bloore had vewy good wecommenda-
tions from Bir Thomaz Mappleton, a vewy old fwiend of
my fathah's."”

“Qh, that looks all clear I said Wildrake, with a puzzled
look. ”‘Il' an old friend of your father's answers for
him-—"

“Oh, yaas,” sald Arthur Augustus. ' Sir Thomas' lettah
of wecommendation was all that could be desizhed. I
wemembah seein’ it at the time.”

“ A letter of vecommendationr——"

“Yans, Bloore was Sir Thomas’ secwetawy before he fell
ill and went to live at 8an Remo.”

Wildrake drew in a deep breath.

“Then your father hasn't seen 8ir Thomas since he
engaged Bloore?”

“QOh, no!”

“He had no communicalion except by leiler?”

“Yaas. But he w'ole specially to Sir Thomas on the
subject, and old Mappleton answahed wecommendin’ the
man vewy wermly.”  Arthur Augustus was not a very
ohservant youth, but he turned a very curious look on the
Canadian junior now. He could not help being struck by
Wildrake's peculiar iuterest in the sccretary. ‘hat are

g1

you thinkin’ about, the man, Wildwake, deah boy? - Do you

suspect him of anythin® i .

“My dear chap, what eould T suspect him of 77 said Wild-
rake lightly. “Lel’s get nearer the merry musie.”

“Wight-ho!” suid Arthur Augustus.

“Where are Kungy and Roylance?” asked Wildrake.

“ Knoekin® the billiard balls about.”

“Right.”

Kit Wildrake strollod away from the merry party in the
music-room and descended the stairs to the billiard-room.
There he found Talbot and Faity Wynn engaged in a game,
and Kerr marking for them. Roylance and Harry Nobla
wera laoking on, having finished a game. Wildrake joined
the two Colonial juniors.

Y Vean chaps seen Bloore 1 he asked.

“The giddy secretary 7 said Roylanee.
rather pleasant fellow.” )

“Bit, too much like a cat for my laste,” said Kungaroo.

Wildrake smiled.

“He's like a man T saw in Clanada once.” he said. ' Dut
he's never been to Canada. e mentioned to ma that he's
travelled in Australin and New Zealand, I don't like tho
man's looks. I want you fellows to speak to him.”

“Th! Why?? )

“You needn’'t talk of this, of course,” said Wildrake

“Yes, Seems a

quietly. “But I've got a bad opinion of that man. Tf he's
not worth Lord Eastwood's confidence, it ought to be looked

inlo,

“No business of owrs, is it?" asked Kangaroo, with a
stare.

Wildrake coloured slightly.

“Nope! But I'd like to know whether the man is a liar,
as I suspect. You come from Australia, Kangy; and you
from New Yealand, Roylance. Will you jaw te him a bit,
and see whether he knows anything of ¢ither country? I
want to know whether he’s a liar, I guess.”

“Any old thing,” yawned Kangaroo,
nodded.

Wildrake strolled back to the music-party. and he secmed
to dismisy Lord Easiwood's secrelary from his mind for the
rest of the evenihg. It was not till the next day that he
referred to the matler, with the other two Coloniala.  That
afternoon, Ernest Lovison, Frank, and Arthur Augustus
were gaing to the station with cousin Ethel, to mect Doris
Levison, The juniors gathered round on the terrace lo see
them off in the car.  When the car had started, and the
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and Roylance

Get the Bumper Christmas Number of the *‘ Boys’ Herald.”

crewd broke up, Wildrake joined the Australian oud the New
Zealander.

Both of them grinned at him.

“Tatked to our bird?' asked Willrake,

“I got him atl brekker,” said Roglance, “He shul up like
an oyster when he heard T was from New Zealad,  Nover
heard of Maoris or hot springs in his life, T fancy. What
he doesn't kiow about New Zsaland would il whote Looks
of lravel.”

*And you, Kangy i

The Cornstalk laughed.

“I tried him on the giddy Tsland Coutinent at lunch,” he
answered. “I've been speaking to Gussy, and T got from
him that Bloore’s old governor, Sir Thomas Mappletou, was
a Minister to an Australian state, and afterwards to New
Zgulﬂnd, and that Gilkert Dloore was his secretary there.
Well, T got him on to Australa, and he talked like a man
who had never travelled farther than Bromley-by-Bow. Said
he'd scen the hot springs at Sydwey—ha, ha, fm I—when 1
droaw the long bow to test him. And when I mentioned that
Melbourne was in the Narthern Territory, he agreed that it
wasl And when I let out that I was from down uuder, ho
shut up like a pocket-knife. He’s never been to Australia
in_his natural.”

Wildrake nodded,

“I guessed he was a bad egg,” he said.

“But it's mighty queer,” said Kangaroo.  “It seoms
clear that Siv Thomas Mappleton's secretary was with Iim in
Australia, and afterwuards in New Zealand.  And this is
tho same man, Gussy says. Hut he knows nothing aboui
Australia, and Roylanee says he's blank on New Zealand.
Doesu’t that strike you as jolly quecr, Wildrake#”

“1 guess it does.”

"Is he some sort of a spoofert”

“1 puess go.”

“Well, T suppose it’s not onr business,” said Kangaroo.
I sy, coming out to shate? Wally says the ice will beur.”
“T1'H join you later.”

. Soon the merry purty were having a fine ol time on the
ice.

All was going merily, and the 8t Jim’s juniors were
enjoying Lheir skating to the full. Suddeunly thers came a
catastrophe.  Fatty Wynn's plunp form met the sturdy
lrame of l'om Merry’

..... Boomph! = .
Unable to keep his halance, the Falstaff of the Fourth
went to the unsympathetic ice with a crash.

“Ooooli 1" he gasped,

Kit Wildrake remained alone on the tervace, his youthful
brow corrngated deep with thought. Kangarvoo evidently
distrusted Bloore; but he had said that Lovd Rastwood's
seeretary was none of his business, That was right enough!
His lordship's arrongements certainly were no affair of his
son’s guests from school.

All the same, it Wildrake “puessed ™ that i1 was lis
business. Whether it was or vol, e was going to muke il
his business, during that Cluisimaes holiday at Easiwood
House,

CHAPTER 6.
Dark Suspieions.

1 EALLY—bai Jove!”
Arvthur Augustus frowned.
It was a clear frosty moming, us the swell of

St. Jim's trotted cheerily out on ihe lomg terrace
of Eastwond House.

He looked round for cousin Ethel.

And what he saw was, consin Ethel and George Figging
wilking away down one of the garden-paths, so deep in cons
versation that they seemied quite lost to their surroundings.

“Bai Jove!"” repeated Gussy, frowning. Tt was borne in
onee more upon (ussy’s noble mind  that Figey's aiv of pro-
prietorship  when he was with cousin Ethel was a little dis-
concerting,  And cousin Ethel seemed very interested in her
talk with TMiggins, which was surprising enough {o Gussy.
Gussy had certainly never noticed that Ceorge Figging was
I;)_m'ticn].:.11'|‘§.r brilliant or enlertaining in the conversaiional
ine.

" Hallo, (ius, old lop!”
Doris?”

“Weally, Wally—"

“Doris 15 coming on the ice this morning,” said Wally,
“1 say, Doris isn’t half bad for a girl, Gus. Gol a lot of
sense.’’

“Weally, you young sweep—

_ M Oh, here she 15" exclaimed Wally, as Doris Levizon came
in sight with Ernest and Frank and Clive.  “"'Wauiling {or
you, Doris. You coming on the ice, Gussyi”

* Yaas, wathah!”

Wally came seudding up. “ Where's

a




Hpreep nl oo safe distanee from Lim, 1horis,” medvizel _'\.‘I.'ﬂ'li,j‘.
S on don't Euow whal Gassy's ke when he gois going on
gleales.”

“Hai Jove! Pway don't take any notiee of thal

YO
Lonndal's woemirks, diss Dowis, ™ said Arthue Avgostus,
sl bo vewy honahed if you will allow ane Lo take you
woutd Lhe lake,”

ST ahall Lo delighted " said Doris, with a sweel enle,

mhail T telephone for the doctor?™ asked Wally,  * Daovis
may necd him after you've taken her rouwml.”

“You young ass ! roared Asthur Aungusius,

gl we knew how to render st owid,” sanl Wally
Woughtfullv, " Keep elose, Frank—and you, Loo, Regiie!
We shall huve to po o Lthe rescue when Gussy drops Dores
through Lhe e

““Ha, La, hat”

“Bai Jove! T twuat you will nol dwive me Lo givin® you
a feabful thwashin® this vacation, Wally.”

ST trnsl pot ! chuckled Wally,  “Think of the slale your
fepiures would be 1o afterwards, old bean!”

““Ha, ha, ha!t”

“Wats! Pway come along, Aiss Dowial™

Avthuy Augusius lod Doris Levison away towards the luke,
with the party of skaters; and cousin Ethol and Figgins
passed oul of hiz noble mind,

Aa o matter of fact, Arthur Augustus would have Deer sor-
prised if he had known the topic which coustn thel was
diseussing so cwmestly with Figgins, Bloore, the secretary,
who injerested Kit Wildrake so much, secmoed to inlerest
cousin Ethel also. ITe was the topic. Doublless, Iithel had
her own reason for choosing Figegy as her conlidunt.  Cer-
tainly Figey was not the brighltest member, intellectually, of
the St. Jun's party; but there was somelhing aboul rugged,
honest old Figgy thul made ono toen o him instinetively 1o
itne of trouble.  And Ethel Clevelund was troubled now,

1 have seen the man several times,” she was saywg, as
s walked down the parden path with Tiggins. "1 never
liked him, And—and [ know that my aunt, Lady Eastwood,
does not trast him.”’

“*Heems o bil soapy, to my mind,” said Figgins,
sav I've noliced him muehl™

“I—I wish you would"

“Why, Ethel?"

“1—T don't trual him,™ suid Ethel. * Lady Eastwood does
not trust hin ; she dees notb like him to be so pmuch about
with wy uncle, especially in his illness, DBut Lowd Iastwood
has a very ligh opinion of him, and my aunt can gay nolhing.
PBil—but T kpow she is troubled.”

“Lhussy siys Dloore leoks after Lord Eustwood splendidly,”™
said Figeins.

1 know.,"

Tigwins wrinkled hie Lrows in thought. He had not faken
nuweh notice of Gilbert Bloore ; indeed, ouly under the stress

L

of politenesa had Viggins tuken moch tolice ol anyone Lut
cousip Fthel, Bl whal he had seen of the man he did nob
hke, * Soapy ' was Figgy's way of deseribing it

SRyt T odon't quife eateh ou,” osad Pizmnes, afler o long
pate. The man st doing any havig, @ het”

Fothel's oves wore on the ground.  She scemed Lo hesitule.

“T—1 don't know,"” she sand, ol fast. tBul—Dbut my aunt
ig Lroubiled. The mun has oo indluence over my unele, Ho
searrna Lo have heen a VLY eeeful and indostrious secrotury,
annd hed made Litnself abiost indispensable. Boi—LbLaol it woa
only sinee his coming, thet Lord Eastwoeod's health began
to faal.”

Figrgring Jurnpead.

“There can't be any conneclion belween (e lwo things,”
his sand.

1 wopposze uol,” confessed 1ihel.

Y Does Loy Kasiwood think 2.

"1 I:mrd.l:,r Lkitow whaot she thks: 1 think shie It:ll'dlj‘ kitows
herself,” saiwd Ethel, * Last 1aght she was very distressed ;
she talked to me momy voom for a long time—much mote
frealy thin she generally speaks. She has o sort of nslinelive
distrust of the man, And Lovd Eadbwood's illness i3 o very
strange one.  The doctor cannot give il any specilic name,
and yel he seems (o be petting stoadily worse,  And, of
courae, Lhis 1s the siviclest conlidenee =

YO conrse,” said Figmms,

“I think nuy aunt might not Like me {o speak of 1, bub
I—1 must consult somebody,” suwd Tihel. "1 koow 1 cau
friust vou.”

Figging hones! face glowed with lovally and devolion.

“1 hope so, Ethel,” he sail softly.

YA few davs amo Lord Bastwood senl for his solicitor,
and added n ecodicil to s 1,1,i[jr" aiid Ethel 10 a low voice,
S0t was uo scerel, of course, from Lady Eastwood, lle
has left the sinn of five thousand pounds Lo his scerefury,
Gilbert Bloore."

“Oh ! said Pigey,

“1n refurn for services rendored, or somelhing of Lhe
kind, to provide for the man,” eaid Eihel, * Lord Hustwood
places o very Ligh value upou his services, Of course, it is
not o lorge sum to a man so wealthy as Lord Kastwood.
It 15 a large snm, however, for a poor mun (o receive | and—
and Lady Fastwood has not spoken a word to his lordship
about it, bul she cannot help suspecting [hat Dloore has
cunningly bronght it about somehow, and—and " She
hroko off,

“pul sorely,” said Figgins - “aneely Lhere is no possi-
bility of—of—of your uncle dyig?”

Fthel's lipa quivered.

“Ileaven knows! Whal does this slroige illness mean?
Why does ho seem to be sinking, when (he doclor ean find
nolthing seecific the matter with him? My aunt haredly
Tt —bnt I—1 am

knows what she fears—1 hardly know!

i ""q._____\_
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All was going merrily, and the St, Jim’s juniors were enjoying their akating to the full.
Fatty Wynn's plump form met the sturdy frame of Tom Merry,
balance, the Falataff of the Fourth went to the unsympathetic ice with a crash.

a catastrophae.

Suddenly there came
Boomph! Unabie to keep his
““ Ooooh ! ' he gasped.
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frightened, I—T was uneasy, and when I heard about the
codicil, it seemed to me that—that there was something——
Oh, T cannot put my thoughts inlo words—they are too
vague, too dreadful; but I am afraid!” Her voice trembled.

'igging’ [ace was the picture of distress,

“I know ! he said at last.

Ethel gave him a hepeful look.

“Let's speak to Kerr,” said Figgins.

“Kerr " repeated Ethel.

“Kerr's the chap to think a Lhing out,” said Figgins.
“1le’s Beoleh, you know—no end of a brain. You wouldn't
wind my telling Kerr—he's mum as an oyster? I'd rather
coensult old Kery than the sharpest lawyer going.”

Ethel smiled faintly. Figgy's belief in his Scottish chum’s
sugacity touched her.

“If you think it best—"" she =aid.

“1 do, really.”

“Then we will speak to Kerr."

While Tom Merry & Co. were disporting themselves on

the frozen lake, Figgins and cousin Kthel drew Keirr into
2 pagoda in the grounds, and there was a long and earncss
consultation,

The Scottish junior listened guielly to what Ethel had
to tell him—the vague fear and disquiet that oppressed her.
His keen, intellectual face grew darker as he listened.
“You're sure about the codicil? he asked, at length,

“Lady Eastwood has seen it,”

“Of conrse, it may mean nothing at all,” said Kerr. “A
man in Lord Eastwood's position would naturally make
a decent provision for a secretary who had served him well.

It's probable enough that the man is pulling his lordship's.

leg for a legaecy. But—added to a mysterious illness and the
fact that Lord Eastwood has gol steadily worse since he
signed the codicil, and that Bloore is in complete charge
of him and of his medicines——" The Scotlish junior paused,
and the three lonked at one another with startled faces,

Lilie some lhideous shadow in the background, a vague,
irl;dclini!.c suspicion of erime seemed to be hanging over
them.

“It will hear looking into,” said Kerr quietly. “You
can {rust me, Ethel, to see if there’s anything—anything
nol on the square. Not o word tp o soul—leave it lo me
to look into it. If Gilbert Dloore is playing some rascally
game here——"

“He wanted to keep everybody away froem the louse
this Christmas,’ said Figgins. *“1le tried—"

Kerr nodded,

“It will bear looking into,” he said, *The doctor comes
this afternoan, and Gussy is going to have a talk with him.
I'll ask Gussy to let me be present. That's for a beginning.
Don’t worry, Ethel. If there's any villainy going on here,
vou can trust me to root it omt.”

“Thank you !” said Ethel simply.

And tho girl's face was much brighter as she wallied away
Lo the lake with Figgins to join Doris and Tom Merry &
U'o. Kerr remained alone in the pagoda, his brows wrinkling
i thought,

CHAPTER 1.
Two on the Track,

113 TRSY, old man—-="
" Yaus, Wildwake?”
“The medical galuot’'s with your popper now,

I puessi?

IIYuaB'I’

“You're going lo have a chin with him after he’s seen
popper—what 1"

“Yaas, wathah ™

“Would you mind if I were present”

“Bai Jove!
IDArey, turning his eyeglass upen the Canadian junior m
surprise,  “XKerr has made the same wequest,”

Wildrake raised his eyebrows.

“Kerr?” he repeated, “Kerr of the New TTouse!
two of us won't be in the way, Gussy—what?”

“You will be vewy welcote, deah boy,” said Acthur
Augnstus, *‘ As a maltah of fact, T am feelin’ vewy uneasy,
The patah scems to me worse to-day; but T saw him for
only a few minutes. Bloore was weadin’ aleud to him, and
Lo seemed wathah impatient when 1T dwopped in. I do not
want to be ungwateful to a chap who is lookin’ aftah my
patah so well,” added Arthur Augusing thoughtfally, * hit
weally Bloore is wantin’ in tact. 1 shall eertainly not allow
him to keep me away fwom my fathah.”

Kerr of the Fourth came along, and joined the two juniors
as they were going info the morningroom, whoere ]]J’.-\rs-y
was to see the doctor before he left. Kerr regarded Wildrake
rather curiously.

Y Beeing the medical johnuy 2 he asked.

i Yep,”
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Well,

That is vewy odd,” said Arthur Augustus

“Heah is Dr. Millavd,” said D’ Arey.

The ruddy, genial-looking country docter came in.  Arthur
Augustus introduced his two friends, and then asked about
his father. 'The doctor's face was grave.

“ His lovdship -seemis a little better to-day,” he said.
““Nothing whatever to Le alarmed about, Master D'Arcy. It
is simply a matter of his lordship having overtaxed a some-
what t{ired constitution, There i3 assuredly nothing
organically wrong.”

“But my fathah looks vewy weal and pale,” said Avthuoe
Augustus, with o falter in his voice, *1 weally had the
impwession that he was sinkin’ when I saw him this mgrnin’.”

“Nothing of the kind., But he is certainly very weak and
Inngnid,” said Dr. Millard. It is rather a perplexing case—
his lordship’s constitution is naturally wrong. There is abso-
lutely nothing wrong avith him that can be given a name.
1t is general weakness and languor; bui he will pull round—
he will pull round.”

“No disease, sir?"” asked Wildrake.

“* None.”

“May I ask if his lordship has ever been in a similar stale
before "

“1 have altemded him for fifteen years, and have never
known him so low as at present,” said the medical gentle-
man. “That is rather perplexing—this heavy languor scems
to have attacked him during the past few months, and
it has grown.”

“You are satisfied that Bloore takes the best cave of himn ¥

Dr. Millard gave the Canadian junior a quick glance,

“Quite—quite !"”” he answered. “He is as careful as a
trained nurse. 1 place every reliance upon him, and so does
his lordship.”

“"He gives him his medicine ?” asked Wildrake.

* Certainly.”

“He weally seems a vewy duliful chap,” said
Augustus.

“Very!” said Kerr rather dryly,

“Undoubtedly,” said Dr. Millard. “The medicine has
to be taken regularly, and Mr. Bloore is as punctual as a
clock, Well, I must be going.”

The medical gentleman took his leave, Arthur Augustus
going with him as far as the door. Kerr and Wildrake were
left alone in the morning-room,

The Scottish junior closed the door and came back towards
Wildrake,

“You are on fo something ?”' he asked.

“Are you?” asked Wildrake,

i m.”

“Same here, T guess,” said the Canadian junior. _\\'e':!
Letler compare notes. Nobody seems to suspect anything.’

Kerr hesitated. Ethel had spoken to him, of course, in
conlidence, in the consultation in the pagoda. But he knew
that Ethel would allow him discretion in the matter, and he
determined to be quite frank with Wildrake. ITe had a good
deal of faith in the keennwss of the Canadian junior,

“YWe're on in this aifair logeither, Wildrake,” he said.
“If you suspect anything, you'd better tell me—and the
same on my side, We may be able to help one another.”

“Bure!”

“I'here are olhers who suspeci—at least, who are very
uneasy,” said Kerr in a low voice. *'1 had a talk wilh Ethel
Cleveland this morning—"

“1 guess 1 noted that she didn’t seem 1o cotton lo ihe
Bloore bird,"” said Wildrake,

“ Lady Eastwood does not trust him, and Ethel shares her
distrust,” said Kerr,

Wildrake whistled softly.

“Women are pesky keen sometimes,” he said. * They
often jump to the right conclusion from a sort of inslinct,
while ‘men are fooling around looking for reasons. Kerr,
ihere’s foul play going on in this house.”

“You think so?”

"Slll‘e I,"

“* And your reasons?” asked Kerr.

“1 guess I've sized up the DBloore man, and he's somwe
spoofer,” said Kit Wildrake, ‘' He's supposed to have been
secretary to a man who held posts in Australia and New
Zealand, Well, 1've put Kangy and Réylance on him to
pump him, and Kangy's convinced that he's never been lo
Australia, and Roylance will go bail that he's never seen
New Zealand. What do you figure on that, Kerr?"

Kerr drew a deep breath,

“Thal's nows to me,” he said,
one anolher in this, Wildrake,
details, and 1I've gob on to others, through Iithel,
more?”’

“This! said Wildrake guietly. *The day we came lore
I met Bloore, and 1 was struck thal I'd spen him before—TI
reckon in Canada. e said he'd never been in Canada, and
had been in Ausiralia and New Zealand. On that he lied,
as 1've fonnd out!”

“If he lied—as T believe, too-—he cannot be Sir Thomag
Muppleton’s former secretary, Gilbert Bloove,” satd Kerr,

i)

Avthur

“1 thought we could help
You've gol on lo somae
Anything
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“Nopa!"

“Then he iz an imposlor, aud iz here in anolher man's
name, '’ sakd the Beoitish juniov,

* Correct 17

“ Lord Bastwood has no suspicion of thal: and a tallk with
a couple of schoolboys isn't much in the way of proof,” said
Kerr. *“We shall bave to walk warily.”

T puess s0,'" assented YWildruke,

“You think you've seen him before—in Canada.
vou Hgure it out where and when?”

Wildrake knitled Lia brows.

“1 can’t exactly,” he confessed, T reckon 1 know Lhose
sharp black eyes and thal gash of & mouth. I reckon the
giloot has been in DBritish Columbia in his time, though
he's nol a Canadian, I I could get lo know something about
him, 1 reckon I could place him. Bul, anyhow, 1 kuow his
face. "

“IF you could prove that you saw him in Canada under
anolher name, that would bhe something to go wpon.™

“I know. I've been trying to Fgure it out, but he's got
mo beat so far," swd Wildrake, **But whal else did you
gt from Bibel?”

Kerr gavo the dotails of the telk in the pagoda,

“Jumping Jerusalem ! breathed Wildrake, *It's OK.
aboul that codicil?"

“"Ethel says her aunt has seen il."

The Canadian junior Lreathed hard,

“ Iive thousund pounds fo come to the man if his lordship
pogs oul,” he said.  “Latlle enough to Lord Eastwood; but
2 Job lo an adventurer who has wedged inlo o house under
a false name. A mysterious illuess, und—and the fellow’s in

Clan't

entive charge of lhe sick mun and his medicine! It looks
lke—like——"

“Poison!"” whispered Korr,

Wildrake nodded.

“You've given me the clue,” he said.

“The clug?"

“Yeop! I reckon I can place him now, sure!” said

Wildrake very quietly., "Il was a case of poisoning oul at
Frasor., Dandy Jim was whal the man was called. He
was a gambler and a real bad ege. Ile had a partner, who
dical. The dead man had friends, who kicked up a shindy;
but al the inguest it was a verdict of heart [ailure. But a
good many galoots suspected that it was poison; they
opined that Dandy Jim had used a poison he got from the
Kootenay medicine men—a beastly stuff unknown e while
cloctors,

“T was only & kid lhen; bul I remember the fuss, and
remember o mob gefting hold of Dandy Jim. He just got
away with his life. That was the only lime I ever saw him,
I was on the street at Fraser wilh my popper when he came
tearing by on & horse—white as chalk, riding for hia life,
You ses, he stood to land o handsome sum by his partner’s
death, and the galeots pul lwo and two Logether.

1 know him now. lt's four years since I saw him—and
1 =aw him only once. Bui I nover forgel faces. Gilbert
Bloore was in Britizh Columibia four years ago. and he was
calicd Dandy Jim, and suspected of using o poison that the
tloclovs couldn'l Lrace.”

Wildrnke spoke with guiel econvicelion.

“You—you're sure!" Lroathed Kerr,

“1 guess I"d put all wy dollars on 1t."”

“There's no time to lose, Wildrake., Bul
roing to do?”

The Canadint junior sel las lips.

“1 guess we've gob Lo show hine up, aud stop his yom game
here," he said,  * But we've zol to be cavelul, No good my
roing to Lord Bastwood and toliing him thal his secretary
was Dandy Jun, the gambler. four years ago. (iilbert Bloore
wias in New Zealand then, and Lord Baslwooad thinks the
man is Gilbert Dloore, Ile would think I am dreaming |

Kerr nodded.

“Leave Lord Easbvwood ouyl,” he said. " No good asaying
a word to him without posilive proof. Bul if the man isn't
the genuiue Bloore, thal man cun be found. Sir Thomas
Meppleton would knosw, bul he's al San Remo."”

“1 guess wo could gol o pholegraph of this man, and send
il oul to Mappleton, aud ask il it was a picture of his lormer
pecretary.”

“That's trus. Dul, in the meantime——"

“In the meantime, Dandy Jun is poisoning Lord Fastwood
lo get hold of the legavy of live thousand pounds, siid
Wildrake., *“That's what we've got to stop, Kerr; and it
woild take a week to gel an auswer from SBan Heno, even
if 3ir Thomas Mappleton can answer lellers, He's ill, you
know. 1t's hero on Lhe spotl Lhat we've got Lo acl.™

“Us two, against that =eoundrel ™ snid Kerr,

“Yep!” .

The door was thrown open, and Fally Wynn came 1n,

what are wo

"Dou't you

_ he exelunned.
jolly woll know it's tea-time? I say, Doriz bas made o cake !
“tlus she really?” said Kerr,

“Oh, here vou arve, Kerr!

“You bet! Fally Wynn wias beamiang, 1 say, il's a
snlondid cake! T've seen il Come along, you slackers!
I say, Uve tasted the cake! T's a veal drean! T'mogoing
lo help Ethel and Doris willh the Christmas-pudding; only
Doris saya I should bag the stull, As i T would, you kuow [
Forhaps a snack here and there! Dut come on; we don't
want all that cake to ho gone! 1T hungry. you know ™

And the juniors went to tea,

CHAPTER 8.
The Secret Passage.

RTHUR AUGURTUS D'ARCY was turning  the
A handle of tha library door, when 1t wos opened frow
within, and Gilbert Dloore came guckiy  oul.
Wildrake and Kerr were with the awell of St. Jin's,

and wll thres juniors slepped buck. DBloore held up his hand,
“Please do not enler now,”™ he said moa low voice. *1lis
lordship ia feeling very low; he ought nol to be disturbed.”

“ Woully, Bloore——"

“ [Has hiz lordship said that he does not wish lo zeo lis
son?’ asked Kerr very quuetly.

Blaore looked at him.

“It is my duty to see that his lordship is not excited in
any way,"” he said,

“You have nol answered my gueslion,’
junior in the samo quiet tone,

Bloore'a eves gleamed for a moment,

“Dr. Millard leaves his palient entirely in my hands,” he
Baid.

“Peowwaps wo had betlabh po, deah boys,” sad Arthur
Aungustus, wilh a hesitating look al his companions,

“There's your mater,” murmured Kerr.

Lady Eastwood cume down the corridor towards the library,
Bloore did not venture tu oppose her ladyship’s entrance.

She gave the juntors a faint smile, amd passed into the
libvary, Bloore followed her in and closed the door.

“Bai Jove ! murniured Arthur Augustus, I weally think
that DBloore 15 takin' wathah a gweal deal vponr hmsell,
Of course, he meuns well !

“No doubt " assented Koy dreyly.,

“T1 suppose you fellows do uot specially want to go inlo
the bibwawy 7" sard Arthur Auwgustus apologetically., ™1t
15 the patah’s [wvouwile woom, you know, lookin® out on the
park, It 1s wathah bein' turned into a sick-woom now. Bul
thqrﬂ are lots of books un in my den if you wantl Lo wead.”

“My dear chap, we didn't come along here to read,” said
Wildrake, laughing. “*We're going to help you spend o
merry Christmas."

IV'Arey's face clouded.

aaid] the Beotlish
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“1 feah that it will not be vewy mewwy, in the cires,” he
suid. “I am vewy sowwy thatl there is sickness in the house,
and evewylhin® is wathah dismal. Howevah, we must keep
our peckahs up.”

The juniors sirolled away, Arthur Augesius wandering
towards the musie-voony, where could be heard the elear,
young voices of Kthel and Doris, in a duet, IKerr and Wikl
rake stopped by a window on the terrace.

“It's coming to a crisis, I think,” said Wildrake, in a low
voive. “We've got to chip i1, Kere”

ICerr nodded.

“Lord Eustwood is practically confined to the library now,
cxcepting when he’s in his own room,” went on Kit Wildrake,
“and Bloore has the old geutlenun practically in his hands.
1t the medicine is doectored, its afler 1t's out of Dy, Millard's
hands, It's nol an easy business—and all we know sounds
nore like wild suspicion than cold fact.  What are you
thinking of /" he added.

“TFollow me " answered Kerr,

Wildrake, in some swrprise, followed Lim up the second
staircase.

Kerr led the way along a decerled corvidor, and opeued
the door of an empty, dusky roowm.

Wildrake followed him i,

He glanced round the room in some wonder. Tt was a
spacious apartment, and the domed ceiling was decorated
with paintings. IL was empty of furvituie, save for a huge,
old-fushioned bedstead. Tho panelled walls glimmered in
the rays of the setting sun.

*“This 1s the Painted Room ! said Kerr.

“T've heard of it,” said Wildrake, with a vod. **'Fom Merry
‘told me a yarn about it. I’s supposed to be haunted, isn’t it 77

“Yes, and il’s never used. A trick was played on Gussy
onee, when he slept in this room,” said Keir. I was stay-
ing here at the time—a crowd of us wore, That was before
you came to 8t Jim's. Dut you've heard the story, 1 dare
say.

“Bure! There's a secret panel in the wall, T remembor
hearing Tom Merry say———"

“That's so.  Ilere it 12"

Kerr carefully closed the door of the Painted Room, and
ciossed (o the pavelled wall on the opposite side,

Kil Wildrake walched him cnviensly, as he felt over a
panel.  There was a click, and the panel slid back.

By gum I ejaenlated Wildrake.

e looked into the opening, amd made out the top steps of
a2 dim and dusky stone staircase,

““Where does that lead” he aszked.

“Down to the vaults. But there's a branch passage on
the level of the ground fleor, that leads to the library.”

CORT said Wildrake.

“I've explored it all,” said Kerr. *CGussy knows about
it, of conrse. IU's very unlikely that Bloore has ever heard of
ik, He hasn't been at Rastwood Ilouse very long, and this
roomt is never used.  ITave you got your electrie Lorch 777

"’Yep "

“Come with me, then!™

Kerr stepped {through the opening, and the Canadian junior
followed hum. The punel clicked shut behind them.

“¥You can open that again, 1 reckon ¥ asked Wildrake.

“IVs casy when you kiow where to find the spring. We
could gel out Ly the secret door into the library, if we
liked—Dut, of conrse, Lord Ilastwood is there, and we can't
show up. Keep quiet!”

“You bet!”

Kit Wildrake flashed on his clecivie torch, and the lweo
juniors cautiously descended the ancient stone steps.

The strange, hidden recess was interesting enough to
Wildrake. Il was six or seven hundred years sinee that stone
staircase had been built, in the thickness of the ponderous
wall. It was easy enough to imagine some grisly phantom

liding at mEtInigizl, through those dusty and musty recesses,
.ﬁ was all strange and novel to the boy [rom the Boot Leg
Ranch.

“Turn off here,” suid Kerr.

The flight of winding steps ended in a narrow passage.
Farther on, auother and broader flight led fayther downward.
Dut Kerr turned off along the passage, and Wildrake followed
him.

“Put off the light now,” whispered Kerr,

Then they stood 1 bluckness the nexi moment,

“ Keep hold of wy shoulder, aud feel your way along the
wall. Not a sound now !”

“ Sure 17

They moved on, cauliously and sileuntly.

A thin, sudden gleam of hight slruck their eyes in advance.
Wildrake pressed Kerr's shoulder,

“Where does that come [rom ¥ he whispered,

“The library.”

[y 0}[ !‘l

A few minutes more, and (hiey slood in an arched gap in
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the stone wull of the library itsell. The gap was covered
by thick oak pavelling. Wildrake remembered that the
interior walls of the room were panelled in oak, where the
book-cases did not cover them, Ile understood that the
panel before him formed a door.

There was a navrow openinig in the panel, at the height
of a man’s head. On the other side, it was concealed in the
carving of lhe panel. But had the juniors curried a light
1;131'9, a gleam of it lhrough the slit might have betrayed
thewn,

Suddenly there was a sound of voices.

Wildrake started, and thrilled a little. There was only
the wooden panel between the juniors and the library; and
Lord Eastwood's voice came quite distinetly to their eavs:

*“ Do not be alarmed. I do assure you, my dear, that I do
not need the services of a professional nurse. My valet and
Bloore take every care of me,”

Wildrake drew back.

ITe knew that Lord Eastweod was speaking to his wife, and
he felt a natural repugnance to listening,

Lady Eastwood’s voice could be heard in answer, but in
tones so low that the words were inaudible,

A few minutes later, the juniors distinctly heard the sound
of a door opening and closing,

Lady Fiasiwood was gone from the library.

Kit Wildrake raised himself on tiptoe, and peered lhrough
the slit in the panel. Smell as it was, it was cunningly cob-
trived to give a view of a very large part of the room. He
saw Lord Bustwood sitting wearily in a deep arimchair a
short distance from the blazing log fire,

Near at bhand was a small lable, on which slood several
bottles and a wineglass, and a silver dish of tempting fruits.
The library had very mwuch the look of a sick-room  in that
quarter,

As Wildrake looked at hiz lordshin’s white, worn face, the
figure of DBloore crossed his tine of vision.

Bloore was coming back after closing the door after Lady
Eastwood. Ile was behind his lardship’s chair, and Lord
EKastwoed could not see him. Bul Wildrake had o cleay view
of the cold, calm, hard face, wilh its gash of a mouth. And
he read much in that face—off its wary guard as Bloore
believed that there were no eyes to zee him.

In that face, at that moment, the Canadian junior-read
a cynical triumph, a cold, cruel, mocking derision. But the
next momenl, as Bloore came nearer to Lord Eastwood, his
face restined its habitual expression of quiet, kind, almost
affectionate vespect, The lock came on his face like a
muask,

Wildrake set his teeth. e suspected—he knew—that the
man was a scheming villaim.  Ile was sure—as sure as he could
be without proof—that the man known as Gilbert Bloore was
the nman who had narvowly escaped lynching for a crime of
poisoning in British Columbya.  If 'he had doubted, thui
chunge 1 Bloore'’s face would have convinced him.

“HUer ladyship seems very anxious,” the junors heard
Bloove murvimmur, in his soft voiee,

Lord Eastwood nodded,

“The fact is, Bloorg, I am feeling weaker to-day,” he
said, T really cannot account for ihis lassitude. The doctor
is, T believe, puzzled,”

* Perhaps your lordship will be able 1o drive out in the
morning.”

“1 do not feel cqual to it, Bloore—or, indead, to any
exertion, Bul T am determined not to take to my bed if it
cair be avoided.”

“er ladyship seems to Lhink

Lord Itasiwood made an impatient gesture.

“I will not take to my bed, and have the whole paraphes-
nalia. of nurses and doctors, if it can possibly be avoided!”
he exclaimed a little irritably. *I am having the best of
care now, ‘What more can he done?”

* Nothing, indead, my lord.”

“Dr. Millard has sent me some fresh medicine to-dar, 1
believe ¢

“Yes, my lord,?

“Tt scems to do me little good-—if any!
be taken?®” asked Lord Eastwood wearily.
The secretury picked up a bottle that stood on the table,

" One teaspoonful in water at eight o'clock,” ne said, * The
dose to be repeated at midnight if you do not sleep.”

“You shall not stay up late again, Bloore. If T nced a
dose in the night my valel shall sce to it. Ile cleeps in the
next room."”

“My lord, T hope you will allow e to make so slight a
return for all your kindnesses o me.”

“You are a good fellow, Bloove. Tt shall be as you like.”

“Thank you, my lord "

Wildrake moved away from the spyhole as Tord Eastwood
sank back wearily in his chalr and closed his eves.

“Lel's get!" he muttered,

‘The iwo juniors returned to the Painted Room

When iz il {o
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CHAFTER 9.
Coming to a Crisls.
i OM MEWWY—"
I “"Yes, old lop?”
“T am goin' to Lwust you to lock afiah Jthel

and Dowis this evenin’,” said Arthur Augusius,
Tom Merry looked inquiringly at the swell of 8t. Jim’s.

1t had been arranged that Arthur Augustos and  his
numerous guests should drive over 1o Wickstead ITall that
eveuing to a Christmas Eve danee. The 8t. Jim's party were
looking forward very cheerfully to the prospect. There was
o pgreal sovting-out of white shirls and dress-clothes, and
trying-on of ties, .

Bur [or once Arthur Angusius D7Arey had given little
aiteution or thonoht to Lis deeling “efobber.”  Lven Wally
of the Third Ll given thal matler more thought than his

ML ar. ‘ ) o

“The matah and Aunt Adeline wiil be comin, suidl
Arthur Ancustug, “and I was gom’ to take charge, of
course—"="

VO conrse,” smiled Tom Merry, ;
“Rut T have altahed my mind, deah boy, and if Lhe fellows

will excuse me, 1 would wathah wemain at home this
evenin'.” _
“vVou will Lreak the hearls of all the young Indies at

Wicksload, Guesy,” saild Monty Lowther, with n shake of

the head.
“ Relent, ald ehap!” urged Manners.
But Tom Merry looked very grave.
i Dgos that mean that your father
asked,
“ Npt exactly worse, de
about him,” said D7Arcy,

feslivities this evenin’,” _ i
“Aye'll stay in, loo,” said Mangers al once.

L |
‘ou at chess, old bean. ) " =5 __ _
bt I'll give j‘w;m some of my comic revitulions,” said Mounly
Lowther. *Cheer you up ni_{:_n}nld.”
Arthur Augustus sintled faintly. . ,
‘ = vathah yvou wenl
wPhank vou vewy much, but I would wathan :
Thank, X6 i you kunow, and soo that

je worse, Guesy?” he

ah boy, bul T am wathah aNNions
T do not quite [eel up 1o

“1'll play

he said, * Look aftal cousin Ethel, G ,
e P ey sss Figeins doesn't bag hex for all the dunces.
i.l.'.-" '.“I-.:“?H il 'I'_”_""r'ﬁ'l'l.h-ll'f..;I ‘_[’_.'PS f\tlghtf”!!:‘.ﬁ _— — . . .
vou kinow, and cousin Ethel 18 0 awl 1y R e =

polite, you koow, che stonds him with £ ) =

| L ,x -
weally leo much patience,

The Terrible Three grinned.

As the cars drove away Arthur Augustus turned back into
the lighted hall. The great deor was closed, and Arthur
Augustus stood thinking, with & glum brow. He had missed
the dance—it was true that he did not feel “up "' to merry-
making just then. But he fell rather “down® when all
his friends were gone. He waould have been glad to ses s
father, but he knew (hat Lord Eastwood would be displeased
al his staying in, and he did not go near the libfary. Dut he
-’;igﬂed lo Bloore as he canght sight of that gentleman in the
wll.

“How is Lord Euslwood naw, Bloore 7’ he asked.

“A trifle better, 1 think, Master Arthu.”

“Bat Jove! I'm glad to heah that™

“You have not gone with the rest, si.”

“1 did not feel equal to danecin’, Bloore.”

“I quite understand your feclings, si,” said the secrelary,
with a sympathetic look. *'I think, however, that it will
[ wise not to disturb his lordship——"

Avthur Augnstus compressed his lips,

"I was not thinkin' of doin' so, Bloore, I am gon’ to
spend the evenin' in my snuggewy with Wildwake and Kerr,
as they have colds and have io stay ™

“Very good, sir!”

Bloore passed on, and Arthur Augustus saw him disappear
into the library, and the door closed on him. Slowly and
despondently the swell of 8i. Jim's mounted the staircase.

He came inlo his own “snuggery "—a rather large roam
that adjoined his bed-room, There was a blazing fire on the
hearth, and in two armchairs close to it sat the two invalids,
Kerr and Wildrake. They did not look much like invalids,
certainly.  Arthur Augustus, as he glanced at them, was
smitbenn by a doulbl,

“Yonu fellahs look {il enongh,’ hLe remarked.

» And feel the same, T guess,” smd Wildrake, with a laugh.

;:]H.'J.i :Im'cl I twust vou were not spoofin® about a
{0 ———

‘T afraid we were,” said Kerr, “You see, wo had a
reason for staying in, and didn't want commenl on the
sibject. Th eeems thal you are staying in too, Gussy 77

“Yaas, wathah.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey sat down, He lurned his eyeglass
alternately upon his two companions, evidently perplexed.

ST shall not be left quite on my owir,
cithah,” cmﬂilullml Arthur .-iugllsi.:l.ﬂ.
“Rerr and Wildwake are not goin.

CWhat on earth are they missing it
fort” asked Tom Merry. | 1

6 he voung assos have caught colds
and——""

“AVha! retten luelk 1 .

"X wathoh ! They are gom' {0

Y i,
bed varly, and 1 shall dwop in and talk to
ihem.”  said  Arthoe  Augustus, T
wedlly do not feel Tke daneny’ tliis
eventn’,”?

cWildeake looked s fit as a fiddly this
afternoon,”’  s=ail Tom Mervy, rather
puzzled,

W& did Kere," rema ked Manners,

“Yans, 1t was wathah suwdden,”

“ Hurd luck 1 said Monty Lowther,

“Yoas, wathah "

There was “high tea’ [or the young
peoplis hefore the cars ene round 1o
earey them to Wiekstead in the Decen-
ber evemng., Wally & Coo were in great
spivite, but some of theiv elders looked
rather thoughiful  They wore 1hinhoe
af the sick man in the libeary, DBt they
krew that Lord Bastwood paviieularly
wished that ne entevinimmenl shounld he
cancelled on g aeeount 3 and, of course,
they could have done no gead by staviig
in. Lady Bastwond's face was shehtly
clonded ns she endersd the car with Aunt
Adeline and  Dovis and  consin Ithel.
Fithel gave Figsins a look as he hamied
ler a wrap.

“Kerr's staying in," whispered iz-

rins. “Leave it to Kerr and Wildrake.
it's all right.”
A Fehol pave him a smile and a nod.
Arthur Augustus saw the party off
from the <teps, suuling  bravely  and

Bioore measured cut half a wineglass of water from a carafe. He added to
it 2 single dose of medicine from the bottle. Then with a quick movement,
he drew a small phial from his waistcoat pocket.
plass he dropped five or six drops of the colourlegs fluid into the medicine.

Holding it aver the wine-

geulally,
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Wildrake lonked at his walch, Tt wus nearly zeven,

. “Plenty of time yeot,” he rvemarked. I suppose DLloore
is wilh your fatieer, I} Arey?”

“Yaas,  Weadin' to him, T expect. Dut why did you
fellows want to miss the dunce at Wickslead v asked Arthor
Angustua.

*1 guess we didn’t wanl Lo niss the dance,” said Wildrake,
“but wo had something to Jo hore; and we're poing to tell
you about it, now, Gussy. You've got to act with us in the
watlor,™

"Bai Jove! You are wathah mystewious, deah boy."”

Wildrake locked at Kerr.

“Io’s ot to be told,” said the Scoltish junior. “Tell
him, Wildrake."

“It’s about your father, Gussy,” said the Canadian junior
gently, “You'll teke it quielly, T hope.”

“T don’t quite undahstand, deah boy—"'

“Your father is ill, and his illness puzzles the doctor.
There's no name for it, but he's sinking under it,” said
Wildrake,

“Yaas,” fallored Arthur Augustus.

“And there's foul play!”

Arthur Augustus started {o his feets

“Wildwake !

“Foul play!" repealed the Canadian junior. %I know,
and Kerr knows! Unless we're making a frighiful mistake,
your father's medicine is being doctored after it leaves
Dr. Millard’s hands—by—""

“ Bloore "

IIYOS !I)

“Good heavens!" whispered Arthur Augustus, hia [ace
white as a sheet. *You—you can’t be sewious! Do you
mean poison?”

“Yes‘l’

“ Imposaible "

“Will you listen to me gquietly while I tell you all we
know?”

Arthur Augustus drew a deep breath.

“(zo on, deah boy!” he said faintly.

Wilh an ocrasional word from Kerr, the Canadian junior
quielly told of what he knew and suspected. Arthur Augustus
did not interrupt him once; he listened, and watched him,
with eyes growing wider with horror,

“(xood heavens!” he muttered when Wildrake had finished.

“ You had to know, Gussy !

“I em glad you have told me, deah boy. Bul—but it must
be some feahful mistake! [ cannot believe——" Gussy's
voice broko.

“If you'd gone with the party we should have acted on
our own,” said Kit Wildrake. “But I'm glad you stayed
an, T guess. It's better for Lord Eastwood's son to be acting
wilh us.”

‘* But—but what are you goin’ to do?™

" Bloore gives your {ather his medicine at eight o’clock.
We're going to see him do it."”

“But—but if we are pwesent the wascal would not dweam
of attemptin' foul play—"

““The secret panel I said Kerr.

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that.”

“That's the idea,” said Wildrake, “If he is nsing poison
—the secret Indian poison Dandy Jim used that time in
Canada—he will not dare to pul it in the medicine-bottle.
It could be traced there in case of suspicion. He will put
it in the wineglass in which he gives your father his medicine.
After it is swallowed il cannot ba traced in the body by a
post-tmortem. But in the medicine it can be traced. If he
doctors the stuff in the wineglass we shall'see him, and wo
shall take care that your father does not drink it—and we
shall take care, too, that it's kept as evidence against tho
villuin, Catch on?”’

Arthur Augusatys shuddered,

“Bai Jovel I Lhe fellow i3 weully such a howwid snake
in the gwasg——""

“Ho sure is, I guess!”

The rwell qf’ St. Jim's clenched his hands,

“T am with you, of course, deah boys,” he said.
Jovo! What is the time now?"”

* Half-past seven!”

*Let us gel a move on, then

Arthur Augustus rose lo his feet.
and his face waos sel hard.

“ome on to the Painted Room!" said Wildrake.

‘I'he three juniors put on rubber shoes and left D'Arey’s
“den,” closing the door behind them. They walked away
quietly to the Painted Room., The upi)o.r corridors of the
great house were silent and deserted, there was no one o
observe them,

In the Painted Room, Kerr opened the secret panel, and
ihe three juniors passed through. The panel clicked shut
behind them.

Wildrake turned on his electric torch, and the juniors
descended the stone staircase, as Kerr and Wildrake had
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He was quite calm naw,

done before that aflernoon. The (favadian junior turned off
the light as the beam from the secret panel door in the
library wall siruck his eyes.

The three juniors drew close to tho panel. Both D’Arey
and Kerr knew where o touch the secrot spring to open it
in case of newl. The narrow, horizontal slit in the orna-
mental panel was above their heads, but by standing on
tiploe they could look through it. Three heads were placed
very close together, and the three juniors were able to peer
inlo the well-lit library.

The sound of a soft, monolonons voice came to their
cars, It was the voico of Gilbert Bloore, and Lo was evidently
reading aloud to Lord Eastwood, His lordship was leaning
back in his chair, shading his oyes with his hand. The
secretary’s voice went om—reading some political report fromn
the “ Times.”

It ceased at last.

Lord Easlwood looked up.

“What is the time, Bloore®"

“*Ten minutes to eight, my lord.”

“Read on a few minutes more."

“Yos, my lord.”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard. Tf Gilbert Bloore was not
the respectfully alfectionate attendaut he appeared to be, ha
played his part remarkably well. Arthur Augustus could
scarcely bring himself to Lelieve in such treachery and
wickedness as Wildrake and Kerr suspected. But the malter
was soon to be put te the proof,

Bloore Iaid down the paper at last.

“1t is time for your lordship to take the medicine.™

“Yery well, Bloore.”

The' secretary rose, and slepped to the little table upon
which the medicine-bottles stood. Lord Eastwood's eves were
fixed moodily and heavily upon the fire. He did not think
of looking at his secretary’s actions. He would have seen
nothing if he had looked, For the secretary was standing
hotween the armchair and the table, and his back was turned
to Lord Eastwood.

"I'nree pairs of eyes at the slit in the sccret panel watched
him feverishly,

Bioore measored out half a wineglass of water from n
carafe. Ie added to il a single dose of medicine from the
bottle.

Then, with a quick movement, he drew a small phial from
his waistcont pockel, removed the stopper, and held it for
a moment over the wineglass,

Five or six drops of an alinosl colourless fluid dropped into
the medicine.

The stopper was replaced, and the phial restored to the
man's pocket, all in a few seconds.

He picked up the wineglass, shook it a little, and then
turned to Lord Eastwood.

“Your medicine is ready, my lord.”

“Thauk you, Bloore,” suid Lis lordship.

CHAPTER 10.
Brought to Book,

RASII!
‘ The secrel door flew open.
Lord Eastwood started up in his chair with a cry.

Gilbert Bloore spun round, the wineglass clutched 1n
his hand.

Three rather dusty juniors burst into the room—Arthur
Augustus first. As Bloore turned towards Lord Eastwood
wilh the poisoned draught, Arthur Augustus, without stop-
ping to think, had pressed the secrel spring and hurled the
panel open.

He leaped into the room.

“You scoundwel I he shouted.

“ Arthurt”

Lord Enstwood grasped the arms of his chair and raised
himsell. His face was dark with angor.

Bloore's face was white, hard, fixed. Ile slood like 2 man
in a dream, hardly knowing what to think, The surprise
to him had been ulter and complete. Bui, dazed as he was,
il was borne 1u upon his mind that his villainy was known—
that he had comae to the end of his lother,

“Arthue ! How dare you burst inle iy room like this—how
“And  these

dare youl” thundered Lord Lastwood.
boys—" L
“1 guess " began Wildrake.

“lixense us, sir ! said Kerr, * We——"

“You are guests in this house,” gaid Lord Eustwood. “To
vou I will say nothing of this foolish (rick, But vou
Arthur——-"

“It was nob a twick, dad—"

A foolish, practical joke like this—

“Tathah ! That man is poisouin' you !'™

“What !

"

(Centinged on page 20.)



Editorial.

Tn the first place, I think it is the hest
plun to wish you all the compliments of Lhe
season and a right-lown merry Christmag,
Here is my latest  stunt, " Tom Aerrys
Weekly," and I am hoping with all my heard
that it will he as successful as g <ow-
panion, the " 8. Jim's Newa.”

This week [ am again giving o few more
questions for readers to apswer. These will
help those who want to write to me, hut
can't think of anything to say. No. 1—
Which do you like the bhetter—the “News”™
or the * Weekly #7 No, 2 —Which has heen
the hest “Gem " yarn published this year, in
your opinion? No. §.—Would you like o
read] n ocomplete yarn of Gordon Gay anl
Liz tribe from Hylcombe, say, in the " DBoys’
Herald * every week, and what do you think
of the " Boya' Herald " Christmas Number?
No, 4. —Which, in your opinion, lLas beeu the
hest article published in the "8t Jim's
News " {rom Neo. 1 to this present issuet
No, s.—And why? No. ¢,—Would you like
cousin Ethel to ¢ontinie ler series of articles
on carly St. Jim's, or net? No. 7.—Which
i« Lhe npest " Gem.* story you cver read!?
N, #.—Are you interested in the gl pas-
gages at St Jim's, and would you like them
hrought into the storiea?  No, 8.—Would
you like these two little mags to continue,
or would you prefer a serial?

There, 1 think that oupght teo il the
hreselt [or those who have been waiting o
write to me. Tn copclusion, T will add, may
yvouir always be able to buy the pood old
o Gem," and may you ever sing its praises,
s0 that it will eontinue to prosper, and hring
the things which delight you every wick.

When you sit down to your Christmas
dinner, don't forget to give a cheer and
vaur hest wishea to tle "News” and my
“Weekly,” amd also to your old chum,

TOM MELRY.

Grundy on Toast.

By WILLIAM CUTHBERT GUNN.

Note.—This story of Gunn's describes the
large air-view of St. Jim's givén on page 2.—
Tom Merry.

THE STRANGER,

i OULD von fell me the nome of this
building, please?"”
(reorge  Alfred Grundy, of the
Shell Farmm at 8t Jim's, wheeled
round as he heard the voice behind him. The
leaider of Study No. 4 was standing a few
yarda from the entrance gates to St. Jim's,
contemplating the road ahead with &«
thoughtful frown., Jle wus trying to decide
npon a way of spending the afternoon, and I
was waiting to follow,

The speaker was an elderly gentleman, very
vipensively dressed, ami well over fifty in
years, 'ho handsome Fiee  seemed rather
familinr to me in some ways, amd yet I was
quite  certain 'd oever set eyes upon him
bielore.

I

s Th—whal?® said Gramdy, in his abropt,
nnpolite manner,

“puld you tell me the name of this place?”
repeated the stranper.

“Rather!” sald Gruwdy promptly. " 'This
place is St. James' Uollege”™ And, raising
iz nose a trifle more skywands than i
alrewdy pointed, adided: *'The academy [or
song of gentlenen!

The elicrly gentlemon
Lerested.

“And ['m Grumdy —George Alfred Grunady,
you know!" said the Shell fellow improessively.

“Iodeed ™ said the stranger, areling his
eyehrows Inm mild aurprise. "1 womder
whether you would he so good, then, us to

lookorl  auite  in-

show me arcund this college?” he asked,
with a smile,
Grundy did not answer, tmt looked in-

guiringly at me, It was a half-holiday, and
we Inudn't very much to do. The ten fellows
whii, with €George Alfred, eomprised that
fumonus  eleven known o oas U Grundy’s
Growlers,” had fallen out with their peace-
able nkifjper. Ho, for the timc heing, #s it
wore, ©leather-lamming " was Y oll.”

vQuite a good idea,” [ responded agreeahly.
And Grundy, after a few seconds' reficotion,
adlapted it,

“Right-ho, old sporty!" he said teo the
clderly gentleman. “ Fall in and follow mel”

Amil then, with the superh dignity of a
cergeant-major ot a TNoyal Review, George
Alfred Grumly strutted throngh the gate-
way, and Jed the way. The elderly gentle-
man, with an expresaion of great amnsement
oii his face, walked aleng in the Shell fellow’s
wike. T walked along in their rear,

Grundy turned round sharply to the left
as he enblered the gates, passed under thie
high e¢lms which bordercd the ddrive, and
halted ontside the small ecottage near hy.
This was Tagegles' lodge. The elderly gent
had followed Grundy at a leisurely pace, and
Grundy had to wait several seconds belfore he
appeared.

“That's where the porter hangs out,” said
lcarge Allred, [erking lia thomhb over his
ghoulder, “Next to it s the stahles, but 1
don't suppose they’ll interest you much.”

"T have two large garages to Kegp my
motors  in,”  amiled  the stranger  oom-
placeutly.

Grundy  snilfed, and  walked on. The

clilerly gentleman followed until the wood-
shiedd waa reached. Tlere my leader fook
stork of the surroundings, no Jdoubt, to dis
puise the fact that he was trying to think
of something funny to say.

“'at  structure yvomder §3 a0 shed
woml,” expounded Grumuly learnedly. A |/
wonulil hold wood if we let it. But we nse it
to hiedd meetings and councils of war in, %o
the woml often pets pitched oul 1

As he finished speaking, he looked at the
stranger's face, apparently under the im-
preszion that he oupght te bhave roised &
hearty lavgh. Az it was, the clilerly gentle-
man  had already left Grundy, aml was
walking on towands the gardener’s cottage,
Grtindy gave another snitf, and turned to me.

"“ome on, idiot ! lhe growled, “Tran't
walk along hike a half-stufled magpie!”

We rcanght the stranger up, amd then
vrinndy ledld hime rosd bieliindd the gardener’s
cottoge, past the side gate, asronud the
sapntorinm grovuds, and then down towards
{he ehoapel.

Y

GRUNDY AIRS HIS HISTORY.
The straneer eyed the chapel with cousiders

ahle juterest. Urundy eyed it in disgust,
Wlhat was there interesting in a chapel? 1
cottld see George Alred was impatient Lo pob
wong to the gymnasium, where he woil el
show Nis visitor how to kooek sparks off the
pieteling-hall,

Mowever, the clderly gentleman was deaf,
blined, amwd dumb to all Grundy's impatience
to “get A move on” The toweriig chiapely
lnek with age, elaimed the attention of the
strunger. I think the place was built Dy

James I,
“JTave vou any idea who [omded this mag-
nificent chapel?” asked the strunger of

Girundy.

“Thomas a Becket, the hoxing arehibishop,™
sald Grumdy promptly.

“Good gracious me!" exclaimed the ehilerly
cenlleman. * You don't mean Lo say so.”

“Tio vou mean to say you laadn't heard
that Y demanded Georie Alfred, staring.

“1 certainly had notl” said the stranger
emaphutically.

“Well, yon'd belter go back to seliool, amnld
learn your history, then," said Grondy (o
disgust,

It was n great puzzle to me that the
stranger didn't knock my leader about
dozen yards for his frightfol nerve. Perhaps

he didn't quite know what to make of such

an extraordinary youth. Anyway, he leld
itis Tiand.
“This way, old fcllow,” sald Grundy,

linking arms with the stranger, and leading
him across to the New Iouse.

“That's the hike-shed over there, sir,” 1
remarked, pointing to the long tin-roofed
|1|EH"'2-_'!:J in which several hundred bikes wete
stored.

THE CYCLE-SHED.

We made our way to the cycle-shed, and
the stranger showed a remarkable amounb
of interest in the machines.

“1 tell you what, old chap!” exclaimed
Grundy suddenly. 1 1 fish oul a couple of
machines, will you have a race with me
round the school?"”

w1 am afraid my racing days are past!”
sighed the stranger. A faraway look came
Inte his cyes for the moment, but departed
as ruickly as it had appeared. "1 think weo
hail better be getting along.”

Greamdy  then mumde as though to aveid
poing near the New House, He stepped eut
bholdly towarda the frozen Rhyl, The elderly
rentleman putled up, howiover, and prepared
Lo inspect the Mouse of Rateliti carefully,

v O, come on ! growled Grundy imipatiently.
“There's nothing worth seving there, unlezs
any of the monkeys ure about!”

“1 think it is a very fine building,
the atranger eanmdndfy.

“Well, it's net. It's a mouldy ofd harn:?
stated Gromdy fatly.

*L ghiould very much like to see thie ins
Lerior,” insisted the wvisitor.

“Well, you ean'tt” sabd Grundy frmly.
“That's the old casual ward, the rotten olil
Lhack number, the also ran, the new hrauch of
("olney Hatch—— Oh, my hat! ere comes
Figging amd his crowid! 1 thiok we'll get &
move onl”
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A large party of New Ifouse wenms were
gathering in the oiling, and when Grundy's
flattering description of their show reached
iheir ears they looked as if they were going
1o chuarsge, Hewever, we pot across to the
Loathouse, and they diin't appear. 1, at
any rabe, hreatbed wore freely.

The ice on the Rhyl was just about thick
enough to bear, We hiad hien forbidden to
skate, however, a3 the veaks bhad not deemed
it safe enongh for the hoys. A trifle like that
did mot werry Grundy, There was the ive,
amd there was his  wonderful ability for
slidimg.  What more wns wanted?

“Watch me!” roared Grundy.

He tore on uligad of ua, hounded on Lo the
Lunding-stage, and then made s prodiglous
leap on to the ice,

We watched, we saw, and we howlal!

George Alfred Urundy howled as well.

He slid twe yards good on his fect; he slil
three yards better on his heels; bt he slid
the remainder of distunce best on hiz hack?

I never saw an old conghdrop langh more
than did Grundy’s visitor, when he witnessed
that scenc. It was killing!

tGrundy smote the remis and frozen grass
against Abbey Island with a crush which we
plainly heard from the landing-stage by the
boathiouse,

Needlesa to add, he didn't slide back.
Grorge Alfred crept over the glassy surfaoe
vn all fours,

" Splendid, my boy—splendid ™ gasped the

stranger, when Grundy stageered to  his
feet, “Douglas  Fairbauks  coubin't  have
done it hetter!”

“Rats!" prowled Grundy gruffiy, “Tet's

go along Lo the playing-fields.”

To the pluying-tields we wended our way.

Tlere my leader proceeded to show ihe
stranger the Fags' Sports Ground, Little
Side, and Big Sile,
_The munner in which he spoke of the
Soceer ground must have piven the elderly
gentleman the impresslon  that  Grundy
scored poals for his school by the dosen
there every week.

“You've heard the old saying about this
place, haven't you?" usked Cirundy, jerking
his thumb over his shoulder to iudicate
Little Side.

The strunger shonk his head.

“Don't they say the Battle of Waterloo was
won on the playing-lelds of 5t. Jin's?" de-
manded Grundy, in deep gcorn.

“T have heard that same remark applied
to Eton College, but was not aware of the
fact that it was in circulution here,” re-
plied the elderly gentleman,

“What you don't seem to know would fill
Baskets!” stfiffed Grundy. “Now whal ahout
the gymnasium{"?

e strode off the playing-fields Licfore the
stranger could reply, And made for the
gym, which was situated hard by, 1 waltked
along more calmly with Grundy's visitor, s
we tulked together for half a minute. But
in the short time we both came to a mutual
understanding  over two or three little
maulters, chief among Lhem Dbeing  the
ecision that George Alfred Grundy conlin't
help it.

When  we  reached the fym  we found
Grundy in his shirt-sleeves, amd with the
boxing-gloves already on. e seemed ready
for instant action.

“Now, then, Guuny!" he roared. “Come
and put your dukes up for three minates!”

1 declined without thanks, but supgoested
that Grundy should wear ofl his superiluous
encrgy on the punching-ball, This was my
leader's only alternative, sa he agreed. His
first  husiness-like  lunge ot the  hall  re-
minded me of a golfer muking o long drive.
Grundy torned hisn head immediately he
punched, and grinned  proudiy  at the
stranger amd myself, who were stanuding a
short distance awny.

“How's that for you?"'—Hmack!
Thud I—* Whooooof 1"

The ball had oaturally rveturned, and it
sent Grundy eight yards,  He sprawled on
his back, and counted the solar
while a proper description of our n
would " fill pages, When Grundy al length
rose to his feet again, Lhere was a look in
Ivis eyes which boded il for the &t Jim's
punching-ball. George Alred took a short
rait, and thep—

Smuack! Bang! It had exploded!

Grundy gave a grunt of satisfaction, threw
off his gloves, serambled into his jacket and
overcoat, and then prepured Lo leave thn
gvm, The ill-fated bull had given Grundy a
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tap wmder Bis ehin which would be a re-
minder for severnl weeks.

“I think we'd better have a leok at the
Cloisters now,” he mumbled, and led us
away in that diregtion. We passed by the
ULl Tower, and ab length turned into the
dim, ivy-covered archiways.  The musty,
damp smell of the ruins came strong to our
noses, Neither the visitor nor myself were
desirous ol staying, but appurently George
Alfred Grondy wunted to cipluin,

“Whis plece was built by—by Julins Cesar
for his Roman pals,” said Orondy, “1 ex-
pect they must have wsed it for a roller-
skating rink, The stone Hoor seems uice
and smooth - -
My hat!t T masped.
irundy went on.

“Ge on!”

“That old tower yonder is the place where

the two princes were murdercd by their
wicked uncle, Kiug Dicky the Sccond or Third
<1 «lnn't know which, I also think it's the
phee where Queen Anne died, Uardew gnee
told me she did—--"

“Cardew did did he?”
opening lis eyes in interest. “Ila ha, ha!”

"y snapped Grumndy, “And that little
oale-tree which is growing from the lop wus
planted there by 8ir Francis Grandy when he
was i boy at 8t Jim's."

“1 think it's time we pnid our final
reapects to the quadrangle,” [ murmured.

We took our leave [rom the gloosmy pre-
cinets of the Cloisters, and made for the
wdrangle.  Gn the way Grundy pointed ont
the old tree which hung out over the wall,
and was nged for breaking bounds by certain
young geutlemen alter dark.

When Grundy had shown big visitor around
the rquadrangle, he prepared to see him off
to the gates again.

“What do you think of me for a guide?”
gaked Urundy modestly, as he walked slowly
towards the archway.

“Very good,” sald the stranger promptly.
“You have kept me highly mmuszed all the
nikerunon.  You were correct on many
pointa,”

“1low the deunce do you know that?" de-
manded Grundy.

“Becanse I gpent eizht years of my youth
at Hlllﬁ same college,” replied the stranger
simply.

riat %11111“ eried Grundy, when the
meaning of the elderly gentleman's words
had sunk in. “Then you're an old boy?”

“Exactly !

“Hut—hut don't you remember Sir Francis
Grundy, who wus captain of 8t Jim's for
three yoars?" asked Grundy hopefully.

“I remember a John Grundy, who stayed
three years in the Fifth Form because he
hadu't the brains to pget promoted to the
wixtl," suid the old boy.

Cleorge Alfred fidgeted with the huttons
on his overcoat, and didn't dare to look in
my direetion. The old Loy, whoever he was,
hied knovked all the wind out of Grundy's
saily completely.

“Hiot hut my uncle was an awfully brainy
chap!" stammered Grundy.

“Yes, I know!" chuckled the stranger.
“Ile wsed to spell cat, “k-a-t,” amd canght,
"Rt

“Well, ain't that the right way to spell
‘e # yelied Grundy sarcastically,

The  stranger aud 1 neariy
traly danced with rage.

“Who are you, anyway? he demanded.
“You look fike n lerd or somebody ?

“Loam a lord,"” saild the stranger, with a
quict smile.

“By Jumes!™ gasped Grumly,
been ealling you  *old  sporty’
fellow ' [

raid the stranger,

wept, and

Al Tve
and *old

“T am Lord [Iteckness,” coutinued the
elderly gentleman, I have called Lo see my
on, Ralph Cardew—"
i spred Gimmdy, “Oh, my starsl
0h, seis Are yout really the granddad of
that idiot, sirg”

“Lowm grundfuther to Ralph Cardew; 1
am not related  to  idiots!™  sai Lot
Keckness, with severity, “I thank you aguin,
young man, for entertusining me so splen-
didly, but I minst really be ooing along o see
Dr. Holmes,  Can you direet me to  his
honsey™

“Turn to the left when you leave the
gutes, and take the first on your rigit, sir,”
I replicd, Grundy being too fidbhergusted o
rive utterance Lo one syllable,

When his tordship had disappeared Grandy
looked at me in a dazed fashion.

“My hat!"  he mumbled, “My
Hunday tile!"

That wus all he could say,

THE END.

only

Lord Eastwood’s Christ-
mas Party.

{NOTE.—As the =tory concerning Gilbert
Bloore «id not reguire a detailed account of
the hoys' Clristmas Doy at Eastweod House,
I did not give oue. 1am, however, leiving
the matter in the hands of the §
hoys themselves; aid when you have
the following deseriptions of what happeved
L expect you will be able to form your own
apinion of what sort ef time they lhad.—
MARTIN CLIFFOLL.)

Christmas Day.

By TOM WNERRY,

“Good-morning to you,
Christmas, my boy!"

“Bame to you, sir!” 1 smiled.
more like ‘em!"

I was the first to sce Lord Eastwood after
Lie turned in on Christmas Eve, The routine
for the dny was breakfast, dinner, and a
Inte ten. C(iusay had inslsted upon this, as
it was the costomary practice at 8t. Jim's.
Very few of us indeed were used to the mid-
day luncheon, with dinmper at seven-thirty,
atd practically nohody wanted it.  Christ-
mas Day only seems real with the turkey and
prddding served up at the usual dinner-time.

Lord Eastwood had had bhis  breakiust
served up in bed, and I passed him on the

rand staircase as he was making his way

o the library.

Therg was a marked change in his lord-
ship, and it was unpecessary for me to ask
him how he was. He was not an actor, and
the jovial expression on his handsome features
wus undoubtedly genuine,

“You cannot believe how glad 1 am not
to have to be a wet hlanket to my guests this
Yuletide,” went on Gussy's pater. “In fact,
I am amazed at having resumed my own
sell agein In such o stort peried of time.
Millard is undouhtedly a very capable man,
His strong antidote has eured me of the foul
poizon, and I shall not forget!”

LEven as he (nished speaking Lord East-
wood walked on towards the library. It did
me good to sce him go juhilant.

Certainly Lord DEastwood's statement about
uot being a4 wet Blanket at the party was
true, He was anything but that. He gave
# speech and a toast at dinner in a manner
which reminded ons more of his third son
and heir, than a staid and dignified earl.
And it had the one desired effect, in sending
a wave of great happiness and relief over
the whole of his large Christmas party.

A Christmas Walk,

By COUSIN ETHEL.

Tem! A moerry

“And many

Half an bour after breakfast ten of us
started off for a long walk, George Figgins
held one of my arms, and Arthur held the
other, Deris walked between her brother
apd Ralph Cardew, The six of wa moved
along quickly, sprewd across the road in oue
line. Behind came Fatty Wynn, Wildrake,
Wully, and Frank. Taken on a whole, 1
don’t think they walked us enthusiastically as
the front line.

The downy white llakes were drifting down
fast, and the wihole countryside was c¢n-
shrended inoa mantle of pure whiteoess, it
loaked like lasting the whole day. el
faot the snmow was criagp and hard, and it
crunched musically a3 we walked. Our
course lay throngh Wickstead, round to
Basthorpe, and then bhuck over the fields to
Eastwooill House,

The white snowflakes ecame down faster
from the purplish-grey clouds overbiead, and
when  Wickstead was  reached we  looked
strangely like Fekimos. The hoys helin
sinacked their gloved hands together nolsily,
and Wally thought it a great joke to stride
along kicking my heels, until Arthur stopped
him. Raiph Cardew kept up a ronning con-
mentiry on every subject pameable, aod
Arthur argued with all he said.

Dofis and mysclf bad our
into our warm, ifurry muaffs, Wickstead was
passed through, and left behind. It was
while we were walking briskly alongz a frost-
hound eountry road to Basthorpe that some
trouble started. A large crowd of young
children suddenly emerged from the [frozen
hedges, armed with enowhatls, T will leave
it to Fatty Wyun to deseribe what happened
next weeks

-

hands tocked
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Fun Round the Christ-
mas Table.

By Harry Manners.

“Christmas comea but once a ycar;
And when it comes it bringa goed cheer,”

ELL, now, would you believe It

Your old fricud, “a photographic

fanatic,” as  Arthur  Augustus

D'Arey so kindly addressed me the

other day, had nearly forgotten that there
really wias such a time as Christmas,  Well,
you can guess my surprise when Tommy, our
worthy Editor-in-Chicf, with face flushed and
perspiring, burst into the study the other

¥.

“Slacker!" he eried, in an angry tone,
pointing a warning forelinger at me. Do
you know, man, that this week we are lo
pass our bumper oumber of the “News"
and that I haven't yet had o contribution
from you?"

“Yee-eees, old man,” T etammercd, my
hrain expanding st the bare thought; “hut
1 thought that perbaps you were thinking
out some——"

“If it's ideas you are going to suy,” Tom
harked ont, “you are mistaken! I'm busy
with the junior sports stunis, ! You
make me madl”

1 paled as I read danger in those cyes of
Tommy's; but finally plncked up courage.

“Can I make a suggestion?” T ventured at
lagt.  “Buppose we send a Christmas-card
to each of our readers?”

“Whatt" thundered ‘lom,
me down in his fury. " Sewd off two hoodred
amd  fifty  thousand eords?  Preposterous!
Do you thiok T want you to be addressing
envelopes for the next six months

I pushed back my hair, thinking seme other
inspiration might strike me.

“AL" T eried jubilantly, lifting my head
up suddenly, and catehing Tommy a sharp
n_:tr‘.-w:k on the peint of {he jaw. “D've got
itl"

“Got what?” thundersd the junior ciptain,
caressing his injurcd jaw. “An idea? Out
with it, then, before 1 decorate your impot-
paper with inkt"

“Drightest of youths I implored, “may T
gupyest writlng an ariicle showing how, with
a small picce of string. 4 boy may he ahle
to keep his Yuletide visilors intercsted for
hours?”

Tom's brow cleared uwimost fmmediately,
and a smile flickered o’er his lips, T eould
gor ina moment thot T leud pleased him.

“Ah, I am ‘’lighted with your spark of
bhrilliance!" he said, gripping my hand in
that of his own. “Curry on with it right
now!"

The study door closed with ¢ Lang, and
Tommy had gone.

I eat down and thouglt, wmy fingers
raking through my head the while. 1 had
made the suggestion, auwd I hiad no alterna-
tive but to get on with it ut once,

A ‘ Knotty ** Problem.

After you bave obtained o lenglh of slring
about 26, Gin. in length, with which to
operate, ask your friewds if they can tie a
knot in the string without letting go the
cends.  Although seemingly lmpossible, it s
ane of the easicst tricks imagivable.  Place
the piece of string oo the tuble, hworseshoe
shape.  Now remember, after once picking
up the string you must wot leave go. The

almost strtking

Edited By TOM MERRY,

trick is worked in fhis way: First of all
fold your arms, then pick up one cnd of the
string in your right thuomb and forefinger,
and the other end with your left [orefinger
and thumb. Having done this, still retain
your hold om the string, but unfeld your
arms — this  movelaent  should he  done
rapidly—you will then find the required kuot
in the siring.  Another good trick i3 to inake
a member of the party
A Helpless Prisoner
by tying him up with two Inches of string.
Hidlenlous as it may scem, it is quite
possible.  Gel the required person to lie
faee downwards on the carpet, next raise his
left hand, and with two inches of striog
tic hig little finger to that of hia right band.
After doing this, raise the two fect, and
push them wnder the tied fingers. The victim
of the trick will then be unable to extricate
himself, and be a helpless prisoner.  Now
for the next, which ia
The Sepacation Trick.

Pick two members of your company--a Loy
and a girl for preference—then obtain two
pieces of striog of equal lengths. With one
picee tie Loth ends to the wrists of the boy,
allowing pluy of about a foot in length, Care
must be taken not to tie the string tno
tight — o slip-knot will answer the purpose.
Now, with the other picee of string tie the
left, wrist of the girl in the same manner.
Before aflising the other cud to her right
wrist, bring it between the arms of Lho boy,
now tied, and you will have the {wo more
ur less locked. Now, the object iz for them
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to try to separate from each other. Thia
will cunse endless amusement, and will allow
you tine to st down amd enjoy to the full
{he strunge mnddle the two find themselves
in in their unsneeessful operations,  After
the two lave tired themselves aml beg for
relegae, all that is necessary is to slucken
one of tiw strings, make a loop, and puss
same from the inside through the elip-knot
on the wrist of the other, then aover the
fisk., If the string is then pulled tauf, you
will fhel fhe parties separated, This triek
may geem a little complicated, but it is more
easy when tried.

Now for those wha may be seeking some-
thing fresh.  Ask if anybody ecan afix n
stamp to the ceiling without standing on
anything to do it. This scems difficult, but
it " is quite easy. Place a stamp—ihe
gummy side of witieh has first been damped
—face downwiards on a peuny, which should
he resting in the palm of your hand. Then
thraw the penny npwards o the ceiling, and
the stamp will tick aa required. Oh, no; not
the pemny as welh  'm  not  quite o
magician yeb. )

When they have got over their surprise
ask your awlience if they think it possible to
strike @ mateh twice.  “No,” they will
auswer you, Well, just to prove that you
ean, get o eup of water, and place it on
the table before you. Now strike the mateh,
and, ns quick a8 you can, dash the lighted
mateh in the cup of waber., You can again
strike it, U only you dry the sulphur end
with your handkerchief first.

Now, den't forget iliat you have the eup
of water to empty. Whilst out of the room
st your matelibox, and rub the phosphorus
part on the sole of yonr boot. When you
return to the eompany you ean surprise them
all by being able to strike a mateh on yonr
hoot. Ask them to do the same—of comrse,
it must be understood that a safeiy matel
‘I;Ju?_ﬂf be used—and they will find they cannot
du it

After the trick has been explained, empty
your matehbox, and show it to your com-
patiy, to prove that it is quite empty. Now
sol somecue to tie ib up securcly with string.
When this has been done to  everybody's
watiefuotion, ask for the leon of o sixpenny-
piece.  When yon have obtained one, lay it
on the table befare you, and inform all
nrescith that yon ean pass the sixpence into
the matehbox without the ecoin touchiog
your haul. TIn view of the hax being tied
ug, vour listeners will think you are pulling
their legs,  But inst get one of them to spin
the siapence for yon. Cure shonld be taken
beforehand to see that there are no break-
ables on the table upon which you are
poing  to perform  this trick.  While the
coin s spinning, the hox whieh you hold in
your bamd showdd be brought down sharply
upone i, What has happened to the six-
penee they will ask afterwards. Then untie
your hnx, open it, amd there, sure epough,
will e the sixpence for nll to see.

Your friends will no doubt be eatisflied with
your, evening's entertainment, but there is
still another string trick you can give them

to try when they pget home. They must
wet o pices of string about two feet in
length,  After both ends have been  tied

together, forming a eircle, a ring should be
glipped «m to the string.  After having done
this, & thumb ia inserted in hoth ends of the
eirele.  Now, the object ia for someone to
refease the ring without remaoving the string
from the thumba. Terhaps some of my
reader chiums will try this one for themselves,
and let me know the results,
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Tea and Bonbons,

By QUSSY,

Wlheu iny patal aud matah welurned fwam
Clystlands, Dunean  Sloane's  place,  they
bweught  with  them  the  millionnire's
daughtatt and piece. T felt highly pleasel
with my patah for doing thiz, bcrause at
pwesent there were only two girls to twenty
hoys—iwd a couple more young ladics to help
matters were vewy weleome,

At the  tea-purty I sat  bLetween  Miss
Wiunie—the seventeen-year-old dunglter of
the millionaire—and my consin Ethel.  Aiss
Sylvin Foxeroft, our neighbour's nicee, by
some pwe-swwanged coivcidence, was stated
next te that artful boundah Kerr, Miss
Dawis  Levison, by aoother  piece  of
planning, was uext to Cardew. Being what
one wonid call a gluss-house * myself, 1
don’t like lhurling stones, hut 1T weally Lhink
Kerr and Cardew should have known bettah
ut their age!

If T were Fatty Wyun, I should nn-
doubtediy give a long, elubowate desewiption
of what was on the table for tea. But as 1
am’' not, I shall wefwain! The best thiong I
enjoyed at that Christmas tea was the lovely
sandwici—myself  between  the  churming
beauty clhorus!  After tea came the excite-
ment of the cwackalis. This was intensified
A hundred  degrees by  the pirls  having
pweviously organised a competition in eon-
uection with the bonbons. Each boy Lad to
take a partner, aod the couple who could
pull a cwacksh in the most elegant mapnah
would win some unknown pwize! My patah
was  very  enthusiastic  over the  stunt,
althougl, of course, he was naturally
excluded from the competition. Cardew and
Figeins formed a couple, aud I gwew a trifie
suspivions.  Fatty Wyon joined hamls with
nre, Wildeake with Levison, Kerr with Nohle,

and Monty Lowther with Blake. We had
hail thwee ewackahs each, and most of the
fellows had pulled theirs,  Howevah, there

were severy] with just one left, and they
formed the pairs mentioned above. Kerr and
Woble went first. Their bull was anything
hiut elegant. Kerr pulled the handle off his
end, and Nolle sat down ou the floor as the
reanlt of the nuexpected hreak. There was
a weally Lig langh over it. but the girls did
not declare them the winwers. Wildrake
and Levison iried next—but as the hangah
didn't go off, they could not be called an
elepant pair. The next couple were Rlake
and Lowther. Thé fatheads pulled at their
cewackah as though it were the tug-o'-war at
the Olympic Games. When it saddenly
bwoke, hoth asses sat down on the floor, and
turned a somersault backwards. Then came
Cuardew and Fippins, Both these chumps
gtepped forward, bowed, Cardew waised the
ewackab, and they snapped it neatly,

Together they turned and howed to the girls

again, and stepped back., Then yoah humMe
and old Fatty stepped forward. "I was quite
certain we could whaek the west  hollow,
All that was wequirahd was the tact amil
Judgment of a D'Arcy. Fatty pwoduced a
rwackah, and we pulled hard.

Bang! The howwid thivg went off with an
earsplitting  explosion.  Fatty and I
stagrered hack. Such a bang T had nevah
heard fwom a honbon before. Then—without
the slightest warning—the remaining fwag-
ment in my haod jerked away.

Bang!  Bang! * Bang! Bang!
Bang! DBang! )

The amazivg cwackab Aew all wound the
woom. The shwieks of laughtah soon told
me what it was.

Bang!

“Who put a  wotten cwackah in  my
cwackah?" I woared.
“Is that a riddle?” yelled my minali, “1f

g0, the answer’s a *ewackah! "

“Ralph Cardew and George Figoios pulled

their benbens hest,” announced Miss Dowis.

“They will reccive their prizes later.”
Later I agked all the puests if they kuew

who placed  that  beastly jumpal v my
ewackah, Evewyhody denied any knowledge
of the all with Lhe exceplion of Walph
Weekness Cardew, who merely winked ol
the ceiling in reply to my question, awd
walked away,

“The whole thing was awwanged!” T told
my minab, when he met me crossing the
Lall. | “It was nothing but  personal
favouritism!"

“Nevah mind, old sheen's phiz!” sajd Wally
soof:h[u:.-;ly. * Winnie Bubbles is vacant; she's
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fquite old enough to ook after you for the
ret ol the evening, if vou want her to”

“Tve ol oo sehiemie Tor wevenge ' D oweplied
arkly, © Wevenge is osweet, and shall be
wine ! (Yes, but as you've taken up quite
enongh roony alreicdy, | think George Figgins
Lad  better deseribe your little scheme of
veurennee—"Tom Mderry.)

Postman’s Knock.

By GECRQE FIGGINS.

Eversthing was positively glorions,

Cutside @b was pitch black, the whirling
snowlakes catme down at o fearful rate, and
it was freezing like the dickens,

But within the harouwial hull ot Eustwood
Nouse high jinks and revelry were taking
place. A rouring Yule log fire blaged werrily
in the great open heartl, aud before it sat
the fugs roasting chestouts,

The hall I am speaking about is not, by
the way, the entrapee-lall. It is a place in
the centre of ihe building large emough to
drive a carriage and pair round. Lord and
Lady Eastwood and all their grown-up guests
were away in the druwing-room, but we had
uo desire to be there. In a drawing-room,
drawing-romn manners are required—and the
twenty boys awl four pgirls drew o line at
that oo Christmas Day Eve!

A superh eleetroller cast down a splendid
light over the whole hall. On either side was
i lurge grand piane, one being played by
Levison’s sister, and the other by Monty
Lowther. Doris gave us rag-time, and Monty
thumped out sone  fast, exciting, cinema-
serial stufl. In oue parl of the hall Cardew
wus giving o eplendid illustration of * El
Chucho,” the new tango, aud the Intest fox-
trob, with a dozen other capable dauvecers.
Cousin - Ethel and the twoe girls from
Clystlands were among fhose being whirled
off their feet. I don't mind admitting [ felt
a bit green standing there and looking on.
But, as my feet aod legs always seemed to
get in the wuy whenever I tried to learn to
dance, T gave it up.

In the centre of the hall an extraordinary
variation of * Blind Man's Buff ™ was all
the rage. At the other end Gussy was trying
to persuade ail pear him to vote for a
god gamne of © Postman's Kuock,"

Evidently Gussy wanted rcvenge for that
little affair over the honbons, It was o cote
notion of old Cardew's, and I must say the
reward we had from Doris and Tthel was
—well, puess the rest, And if Gussy did get
his way, it secmed there was some more in
store.

The dancing censed soon afler this, and
when the crowd gathered round the blazing
log-lire, D'Arey minor astonished everybody
by suddenly adopting the manuer of a waiter,
He folded a rather grubby handkerchiel over
one arut, and came round Lo each of us with
a plate of cinders in Lis hand. We were
somewhat eolightened when he informed us
that they were roasted chestnnts. Dvery-
Lody took one chestnut, and wbat was left
over the faps quickly demolished. Eventu-
ally we managed to relieve onrselves of the
charred tree-fruit by slipping them down
each other's necks—the girls excepted, of
course.

Then Gussy proposed ' Postinan’s Knock »
again. He was seconded Ly a mighty rear
from the fags, who, as & matter of fuct,
had not even Lhe slighiest chance of sharing
stich o grown-up pastime, When Tom Merry
asked him why he suppested it, Gussy
replicd :

" Beeause it Is X-X-Nmas-thine deal, hoy!"”

The next half-hour was ahout the hest T've
ever spent in wy life. T met eousin Ethet
three times in the little ante-room which
branehes off the hall. The third time I said
to lier:

‘““1 think il’s been & lovely Christmas,
Ethel !

“ We've certainly had a perfect day!" she
agrearll, smiling.

“Well," T sald, "do vou know T haven't
seen anylliing to-day thal isn't perfeet 1—
aml with thal looked her straight in Lhe
fare.

Then Ellel blushed.

It was the best Christmas T ever spent.

GLORGE FIGGINS,

(Articles by Fatty Wynn on the “Christ-
mas [ ane ' and Kit Wildake on
‘“ Skating '* will appear in_ next week's
wonde: ful unmbe- o; the GEM.)

Don’t Miss the Christmas “ Boys® Herald.”” Now On Sale.

Jones on the Job,

Into the Lion's Den.
By EDGAR ALFRED JONES.

(I have allotted the task of interviewing
the veeupants of the Sixth Form studies to

Edzur  Alfred  Jowes, an  ineouspicuous
Fourth-Former from  Study No. &—Tox
MEerRY.)

Abal  This job wantz a lot of eareful
thinking over. In the first place, 1 shall
choose teatime as the most opporiune

moment for striking leky. In the second
place, I shall load my bags with some stouf
exercise-hooks, because Sixth-Formers often
cut up rusty instead of welcoming you with
open arms, You see, I've gol a brother in
the Sixth Form, and I've had some!

I often go to tea with the brother, and
lind Kuox or Kildare or some Sixth Torm
fogey present, and I'm quite familiar with
the old beans, Knox and Monteith usually
seowl, but Kildare condescends to give me
a superior pod. 1 have before now made
jokes with some of them.

Five a'clock the Following day saw me
shinfHing down the corridor suered to all but
the awe-inspiring magpies who call themselves
the Sixth.

Study MNo. 1.—Occupant,
major to this infant.

Horace is at home, leaning against the
mantelpiece in deep thought. Old Jonesey
looks round to see who it is.
says he. *“It's you, is it, kid?
Well, you're just the one I wanted to see!”

*“Good, man!" I exclpimed. * What are
you wanting?"

“You've just eome in time to lay the tea
for me,” replied brother Horace, “ and the
quicker you can manage’ it, the hetter!”

Visions of a glorious repast floated hefore
my eyes. My pater is a farmer in Devon-
shire, and he fairly Lithers old Horace with
pocket-money ; while, on the other hand, I
am always kept fearfully short of that very
desirable article. 1 slung the tea-thinos on
to the table in less than two minutes. Then
T sat down in the best armchair and waited,
My brother removed himszelf from the mantel-
shelf, and stared at me.

"When you've finished resting
obliged to see yon po!" Tie said.

“ What about tea?” I demanded, with a
kind -of hopeless feeling, * I thought you
had inviled me to a grand spread.”

* Well, there's something wrong with Lhe
works of your thinker, then!" he snappul.
“ Now, hook it, and sharp!"

In a dazed frame of mind, I made my way
to the next study.

Study No. 2.- Occupant,
Langton.

I marched in. Tangton, the mighty man
of cricket, was seated at the tahble, amd in
4 chair opposite was Mr. Railton, my House-
master.  Neither saw me, so 1 quietiy
returoed the way I had entered. Sesing my
Housemaster reminded me that I owed him
two hundred lines, and, as I hado't yeb
started on them, I was not desirous of inter-
viewing Herbert Oswald Langton. e would
have to wait until the Housemaster was off
the scene before I came near his apartment
awain.

Study MNo. 3.—Ocenpant, Gerald
prefect, bully, and a horrid beast!

I cntered this study on tiptoe. TKnox was
at home. He had his back to me. Good!
I saw a way of getting a few knocks at
Knox. Just inside the door on Lhe dresser
was o large botfle of ink. I gathered Lhis
up, and removed the cork. Then sileutly I

Horace Joues,

I'd bhe

Herbert Oswald

Knox,

crept  forward, and, with a quick, deft
movement, jammied the bottle  between
Kuox's neck aod collar.  Then, as lie

straightened hlmself up, I raised iy heot,
and gave him o real good lunge against the
tail of his long cont,

The next second I dived aeross the study,
slammed the door, and turned the key. A
thud like that of an  elephant sounded
against the panels inside. By the time
kuox succeeded in getting the ink-bottle out,
the entire contents were safely down ihe
back of his neck. e started to hellow like
a roaring bull immediately he found his door
was locked, and T decided the best plan
would be to vanish. I shall, in all proba-
hility, continne my tour of the Bixth Form
studies next week. Look out for it!

E. A. JONES.

{You look like finizhing up with a thick
car!—T. M.)



{Copntinued franme Test weel:.)
RUTELL was guile npear now, and he

conld Dhear the familiar voiee quite
distinetly. He knewt that he was on
the  right  track, What was  the

daneer which threatened the girl, amd would
e be in time to save ber? Dr. Bruotell
hastencd along as these thoughts passed
through his bhrado.

It was elear to the doctor that the sounds
eame from somewhere below lLim, and he
looked sibont him with the object of Anding
the easiest means of Jde=scending the high
ledpe of rock upon which he was standing.
As he had supposed, the eecrct lair of the
Black Circle gang was in a hidden cave,

Brutell coinmenced his  descent, and he
calledl to Madeleine to shout out again en
that her volee would guide him, and this
alie promptly did.

The fact that her father’s friend, Dr.
Brutell. was coming to her aid gave the girl
renewed strepgth.  She at onee recognised
hia voiee, and althoueh Madeleine was ex-
hausted and near collapse she determined
to hold up for a few minuates longer,

Foriunately, the entrance to the cave was
not @ preat way down the mountain-slde,
and the descent was certatnly not diifenlt
to an accomplished climber like Ir. Brutell,

One of his hobhies was mountain-elimbing,
awil he had spent many enjoyable halidays
j-uc:ullilt;.; the snow-crested heights of Switzer-
i,

There were jJust a4 few more feet to go,
atd then he would lLe right at the entrance
of the cave, and ready o render whatever
agxistanee wal in his power.  But al that
moment a terrible thing happened !

Iteason for a moment jeft the distracted
girl who had for so long uvsed all  her
strenpgth in a desperate effort to hold the
ronf support.

she made one frantic efort to tear her
weary limhs away from the eruel poxt to
wiiich  her eaptora lLind tied bher, and the
restlt was that the top of the cave, with
itz tons of carth and rock, started to topple
down nnd surround the helpless girl

When, & few minutes later, the head of
Dr. Brutell appeared at the entranee of the
cave, be wag omazed {o see Mwdeleioe ahinosg
engulfed by the ronf of the eave,

All hmt her bead anmd a smpll portiou of
Lier howly were eoverad amwl hidden feom view,
Good (ortune, however, was on her gide, and
Pr. Brutell, who counld see¢ that Lhe girl was
etill alive, hastily fet to work 1o remove
the debris around lier,

The oet had fnllep in zueh 4 way that
one large prteca of rock had tormed o erort
af archway over Lier body, aml this sup-
ported a tremendous weight., .

By almost superhuman effurt, the fuithful
Tir. Brutell suecceded in getting Madeleine
ciear, and it was seen that she was really
very Jittle the worse Ior lher nerve-racking
experience,  The two were just about to
leave the eave, when ereviral mure lumps
of rock [ell from above,

Dr. Bratell was quick to size up the sivua-
tinu, and e managed Lo push lis companion
olear: but, alas! it was too late for him 1o
vuin =ifety, and a barge plece of rock stroek
him with cowsiderable force upon the head.
Pr. Brutell fell Hke w log tn the grounnod,
and when Madeleine yushed to hia side he
wis fuite nuneconscious,

Vearing thad ber friemd and resener Dail
brecn killed, =le  shrieked out loudly for

¥ cortain time.

help, Dol no answer eame to her ery of
distross.

Rescued !
BRTUTELL had been away for a

22l 3w 1.
: ponsiderable thne, and the rauch
foreman and his party were some-

what anxious concerning his safety.

When it waa decided to set out in search
of Mr, Stanton’s daughter, Brutell, like the
rest of them, had agreed to meet at oa
e was now long overdue, and
Jick Regan eame to the eonclusiom that be
hodd either sueceeded in #nding the missing
Madeleine, or else somme mishap lhad  bap-
pened to him, ]

In any case, it was Jdecided to send out a
pesrel-party.  No one wanted anything to
happen to their gallant friend. The whole
countryaide was searched, and the party
were reluctantly considering whether to give
up the hunt or not, when their atteotion
was aronsged by falot shouts in the distance.

The cowhoys rode in that direction, and
then Jack Regan wis lowered to the entrance
of the cave by means of a lasso. He quickly
summed up the position, and ordered two
or three of the othera to foliow him,

Evervone at onee sct to work to remove
the doctor from the debris of ecarth and
rocka which pow covered him. Brutell was
atill upeonscions, but his rescuers were de-
lighted to eee that he had received no other
injury, and that there was every sign that bhe
would eoon regain hie Scnees.

Mudeleine did all she eould to asslst in
reviving him, and presently he was  well
enouph to he taken to the top of the eliff,

When all had regained the surface, the
party set off towards the Stanton ranch-
honse,

It wos fmdeed a8 welcome sight to them,
for evervone was thm-::mgm? tired out after
the exciting, but froitless, chase of the Black
(‘trele wane. They had not been home very
long hefore the sound of horsca’ boofs were
heard outside.

Instantly everyone paused and listened,
and the men felt for their revolvers, for
they had no idea who the visitors were, and
they Jdid not intend to be caught napping
agnin, They had not yet forgotten bow the
Black Circle poug had taken them by sur
prise, and eompletely overpoweréd them,

Jack  Hepan went to the door, and
cautionsty peered ount. e soon tearnt that
there wad no need for alorm, for he recog-
nised the friendly voice that greeted him.,
It was the sherifl and his men.

They lund eontioued their search, hoping
Lhat ihey might be able to find a few stray
members of the Black (Vrele, snd now they
el sorne o=t important nevs Lo relate.

The rheriff guichly explained how they had
trapped and sureotimded the handita in the
wvantiin, although, unfortunately, they had
ol sucoeeded in ecapturing them, owing to
the foek that le was not possille to peoetrate
their hiding-placses,

Jack Regan aml his men were amazed
whers they henml this wews, for they fally
imarined that Pinecliera ond the rest of the
agutliws Lizd heen Lilted when the motor-car
toppled aver Wilkd at Cinyon.  Tiey soon
restlised how they bad been fooled by the
cunninge ontlaws.

Dr. Orutell did not hear this news. 1T«
liad retired lo rest, as he felt the eficets of
his injury, The shock, indecd, had made him
gitffor svery scverely, awd, althouzh he tried
hard to llght against it, he felt that another
attnel of the strange malady of which he was
a victim was ereeping upon him,

Prescutly he fell ol to sleep, and then o
most remarkable thing happeoed. The shock
of his narrow escape in the cave mde him
succuml onee more to the overwhelming
spell of evil, But this time L took on 4 new
turn  altogether, The bad szide of Dr.
Brutell, in the form of a apirit, discmbodicd
itself, and took on the form of the notoriovs
mountain autlaw  Hearfaee " Bender.

Written by Professor Hector Gordon, Science Master of St. Jim’s,

But, strangely enough, Dr. Brutell's un-
conscious body remained upon the hed iu his
room at Madeleine's house, 'The evil spirit
of the doctor was in fuil possession of all the
powers of the scientist while he wuas in lis
normal moods.

The first thing which Dr. Brutell’s evil
form did was to secure a fast horse, and
ride away ioto the mountains, Then, by
means of his double X-ray, he sent out a
call to the members of the Black Circle, whao
were hidden away in the mountatn fastness,

The outlaws obeyed the call of their
chieftain as specdily na possible, and they
all met together on Bal Mm:y{.mn, whera
they beld an important discussion.

Thoe Next Morning.

OWN in the wdleg the sheriff and his
men pansed for hreakfast. They hod
lost no time ln agaio setting oub
un the trail of the bandits, and

every man nf the party wias a8 Keen as
mustard on the job.

The Black Circle gang hod cluded them
so far, but they were determined to get
them in the end. They were resolved upon
that. Not cne of the merry and gallant
little band, however, was awarc that =
powerful ally bhad joned the gang in the

person of the notorious outlaw, Scarface
Bender, )
The outlaw was even now stealthily

muking his way from the mountain to the
village which sheltered the sheriff's party.

While they were busy at their meal, laughe-
ing and chatting light-heartedly, he sue-
eceded in captoring amd making away with
their entire ocutfit of horses. The bandib
was certainly o réemarkable horseman. kven
illis twnrs.t. enemies would give him credit for

By

As he rode away, shouting his deflance at
the sheriff, he gave an exhibition of riding
which astonished even those well-seasonerd
cowhoys. Beliml him trailed the string of
stolen animals,

But the evil Brutell had not only sueceeded
in getting away with their mounts;, he had
also overhieard all their plans, and this was
highly important to him.

While the high-spirited boya were laughing
over their meal, and, later on, arranging
the detallds of their gehiemme, he had erept
quite cloge, aud beard all that they had to
say., Armed with this information, the evil
doctor, in the form of BScarface Bender,
woitld be able to warn the other members of
the gang, and thus outwit the sheriff.

He had also another scheme In vigw, and
that was, if possible, to turn the fables
on the sheriff and his men, and eptrap them
Needless to say, the sheriff did not Il-:swe it
long before starting in pursuit of Scarface
Bender.

They ebtained a fresh aupply of horzes, and
went flying through the village strects after
the vauishing desperado, The men fired n
perfect voliey aftor him, Buf without obtain-
ing the desired result, for he was pow top
far awiay. Soon the NDandit disappesred from
\-Ir:ulr altogcther, and the sheritl lost his
trail.

Some little way ahead of them there was
i horseman jogsing alopg, and the sheritf
rode over in his direction. 'Then, when he
wits near enonell, e shouted across 1o him.

“Say, stranger, did you see a eowboy, wear-
ing 4 white bat, and with a scar on his face,
pags this way, leading & buneh of horsesiy”

The stranger's answer eame quickly,

“Yep—pagsed him ridin® like mad up the
trail to the mountainsl”

This wus aquite suffieiont for the shevill:
Ite pave an instruction to his men, and they
=t off at onee in the direcltion indicated.
But although they rode hard for over hall
an hour, ithey did not cateh a glimpse of
the handit.

(To Dbe econtinucd.)

Ter GeM Linnany.—NMNo. 724,
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{ “Lord Eastwood's Christmas Party.” |

{Continued jrom page 11.)
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Wildrake’s grasp closed on the dazed rascal's wrist, He
placed the other hand over the top of the wineglass to prevent
the contents from being spilled, and wrenched it away.

Bloore gave a husky cry. Ile secemed to make an effort to
pull himself together,

“What—what does this mean?” he stammered. * You—
you dare accuse me—"

BEST Football and Sports
STORY BOOKS!

BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY. 4d.

No.585.—THE SMUGGLER'E SECRET.
A splendid yarn of the old smuggling doys, By Harry HMuntipgdon.
No. 586.—S0N 0' THE WILD.
A superb story of the boxing ring, Dy Erio W. Townsend.
No. 587.—RENTON OF THE ROVE
A magnificent tale of the footer field.
. 8. —PREFECT AND .
A grand school yarn of Jack Jackson and his chums at Wycliffe.
By Jack North.
No. 589.—THE IRON SEKULL.
A thrilling detective romance of adventure all round the world,
By Maxwell Boott.

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY. 4d. each.

No. 203.—AMEERGRIS!
A romantir story of detecllve work and advesture in London and the
Far, Far North.

Mo, 204, —THE SECRET OF THE RED MOUNTAIN,
A tale of Sexton Blake, Tinker and Pedro, Granlte Grant, King's 8py,

each.

Ly ‘I’a ul Masters.

and Mlle, Julie. By the author of ** The Mystery of the Liviog
Bhadow,’’ ete., ete,
No, 205.—THROUGH FIRE AND WATER: or

4
THE CASE OF THE COUNTESS' CHILDREN.
A thrilling story by the author of ** Terror Island,’’ eto., ete.
¢. 206.—THE CASE OF THE DESERTED WIFE,
A story of absorbing mystery and clever deduction. By the author of
“* The Architect's Secret, '’ efc., efc.
No. 207.—THE GREEN TURBAN.
A dramatle tale of the Arablan Desert, introduclng Sexton Biake
and Tlinker.

NUGGET LIBRARY. 3d. each.

Yeu Simply Bust Get This Week’s ‘' Boys’ Herald ” {

“T accuse you, Dandy Jira!" said Wildrake, savagely and
sternly,

Bloore staggered back.

“ What—what did you call me?”

“PDandy Jim—the poisoner at Fraser——"

“Tt is false! I—I——"

Lord Easlwood stagrered to his feel.

“In Heaven's name, what does this mean?" he exclaimed,

Wildrake held up the wineglass. Bloore made a movement
towards il, but Kerr intervened.

“No, you don’t!” said the Scottish junior grimly. * Hands
off, you scoundrel !™

“Yaas, wathah!”

“This medicine is doctored, sir,” said Xit Wildrake. *We
suspected that scoundrel—D'll tell you the reasons later—and
we watched him through the spy-hole in the panel. We saw
him take a phial from his pocket, and add something to the
medicine—""

“Good heavens!”

“When a specialist analyses this wineglass of stuff, he will
have the evidence lo send that villain to gaol,” said Wildrake
—'*“and the phial is still in his pocket. Stop him!”’

Bloore's hand had flown to his waisteoal-pocket. Kerr

rasped him at once, and dragged his hand away. Arthur

ugustus rushed to his aid. There was a crash as they
brought the man to the floor. Wildrake hastily placed the
wineglass on the mantelpiece, and ran to the aid of his
comrrades. Bloore was struggling savagely now.

But the three juniors were too much for him. Ie was
down on his back, with I’ Arcy grasping his wrists, and Kerr's
knee on his chest.

Lord Bastwood looked on, dazed, helpless, thunderstruck.

“TFasten the brute's hands!” gasped Kerr, “He's got
a revolver in his pocket—I can feel it-—"

Bloore struggled furionsly. But his wrists were draggod
together, and Wildrake knotted a handkerchief round them.

“1t is impossible " gasped Lord Eastwond at last, “I-T
trusted him-—he came {o me with excellent recommenda-
tiong——"

“Ile came with lies and trickery !" said Wildrake. “He is
not Gilbert Bloore at all, but a scoundrel whe has always
lived by his wits. I can’t prove that at once, but inquiry will
bring it out, sir. But I can prove that he tried to poison
you—as he has beeu doing for weeks—a small dose at a time,

Ho

Nipper & Co., the famous ehuma.

No. 82.—LOST—A FOOGTBALIL TEAMI
Nelson Lee, the famous detective, Nlpper,
Hon John Lawless.

Now on Sale.

.61,—THE OUTCAST OF ST. FRANK'S. )
A rattling stary of achoolboy funm, spert, and adveoture, istreducing

A magnificent yarn of Cuptie foathall and detective work, Intreducing
i hia assistant,

Buy your Copies TO-DAY!

“I ecannot !”
wnd the

“Put it to the test, then! )
him, you fellows, and force open his jaws !

{Conlinued on page 21.)

to keep off suspicion.”

“1t is false " serenmed Dloore.
served vou faithfully—you cannot believe—-
exclaimed the earl

“TLord Bastwood, I have

said Wildrake grimly. ¢ Hold
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My Dear Chums,—

My Chat this week has but one aim
—namely, to wish you all a Merry Christ-
mas and a Happy New Year! MNaturally
I want to draw attention to the present
number of the ** Gem,” but, as a matter
of fact, it can well afford to speak for
itself. Mr. Martin Clifford has excelied
himself this time, and that is saying
plenty, for the famous author has turned
out a great many Christmas stories.
These were hard to write during the dark
years, though it was even then the
bounden duty of everybody to keep
smiling, 1t is still more a duty now,

Don't let’'s have any truck with the
gloomy-minded folks who c¢ry down
€Christmas. Luckily they are a dwin-
dling band of merchants of melancholy.
Christmas was given to the world so as ts
hring joy and thankfulness to the loneliest
heart that ever beat. But for the present
occasion it will be enough to speak of
Christmas as the grand time of peace
and good will, the time when it is more
than ever a privilege to think of the
other fellow, and it will not stop at think-
ing. This Christmas is bringing us all a
fot more than we can sege at present—
better days, a deeper understanding of
fellowship. That is what the world needs.

But now, come to think of it, fellow-

Tue Gem Liprary.—No. T24.

ship is just what the * Gem " has always
stood for—loyalty between comrades. If
you get that cheery understanding on the
playground, and in the class-room, you
get it for keeps. The story this time is
a winner, and the bright little supple-
ment is keeping its end up in fine style.

| was the fortunate recipient of a letter
from Metbourne, and the writer asks for
a new boy named Roy Graham. Will
Mr. Martin Cliford arrange this? This
newcomer has got to have dark-brown
eves, dark curly hair, and he is te be a
pal of Cardew. 1 see no objection, but
it is to be hoped, if he comes along, the
handsome stranger will be able to play
cricket and football, and face the slog-
ging hours of prep without a shudder
down his spine.

For the moment, however, 1 cannot
get away from the thought of Christmas,
and the New Year, and the fulure of the
““ Gem.” It is not odd the three should
be linked together, for the * Gem”
stands for fair play and all that sort of
thing, and therc is a lesson wea all try bo
learn again about this season of thz year

which has much to do with fair
play. It is what everybody s
thinking about—Herries, whan he

ties a coloured ribbon round Towser's
neck in honour of the occasion, Gussy, as
he hands out gentrous tips to all who
want them, and forgets to spend anything
extra on dress, and Cardew, lthe silent,
sarcastic fellow who never has to blush
at finding his good actions famous, for he
takes goed care nobody knows.

In the New Year the * Gem ' will, as

per usual, be at the top of the tree. My
programme for 1922 is really tremendous,
and will ensure the old paper making
further strides down the big route of
world-wide fame. Make up your mind
not to miss a single copy.

And that is all this week, except to
echo the sentiments referred to just now
—heaps of happiness to everybody this
Christmas, and a bumper New Year!

YOUR EDITOR,.
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PARTY.”

(Coniinued fro:n page 20.)
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Wildrake felt in the rascal’s pocket, and toole ont the phial.
Tte removed the stopper; and Arthur Angusius and Lerr,
with o wrench, foreed the bound raseal’s jaws open.

A fearful sercam eame from the wretch, as Wildrake made
as if ta pour the conlents of the phial down his throat. Ilis
Face was convulsed with awful fear,

“Btop! Merey " he shricked.
murder——"

Wildrake drew back his hand, with a grim smile.

“Does thal eonvince you, Lord Eastwood®”

“T1t does i said Lord Fastwond., ITe fixed a lerrible look
upon the {rembling, quivering wretch. “ You villain! 1
have trusted you, and you have sought my life--sought it, 1
presume, for the provision I made for” you in my will
believing you to be true and loyal! Wreleh!l You are loo
vile for an honest man’s hands Lo touch!”

B o

“Gilence! Avthur, go to the telephone, and ring up the
police-station at Easthorpe immediately. Ask them to send
a constable here to take in charge a man accused of allempted
murder. This phial, and the wineglass, shall be handed to
the police, Bloove—if Bloore is your name—you need say no
more. What vou have to say may be said Lo the police when
vou are in custady !

Arthur Augustus erossed Lo the telephone. BDloore sank
back apgainst the wall, with a groan of despair. The game
was up now—and the prison gales yawned for the ingrate and
the poisoner.

“Slop-slop! It s

CHAPTER 11.
A Merry Christmas !

OM MERRY & CO. returned late that night, in a merry
crowd—and that night they knew nothing of what had
happened. But on Christmas morning they knew all,

From D'Arcy and Wildrake and Kerr, they learned
ihat Cilbert Bloore had passed the night in a cell at the
police-station, charged with attempted murder—and that the
proofs were in the hands of the police.

Tt was startling news for the $t. Jim's parly. Cardew
thowed no sign of surprize. Ile smiled and nodded to Levison
and Clive.

“T think I remember mentionin’ that the man was a rank
outsider,” he remarked, *“Cad all through, what! What
price little me as a reader of character "

“How is Lord Eastwood now, Gussy " asked Tom Merry
breathlessly.

“Beltah, deah boy!" smiled Arthur Augusitns.  *“That
feahful villain was sappin’ awoy his stwength with small, con-

tinnal dases of that awful stuff—the Twightfu] wottah ! Missin®
one dose has done the patih a lot of good. You should have
seen Dr. Millard's face when he was tokd! Warth a guinea
. hox, hai Jove! The patah’s picked up wonderfully—and
ihe malah is no end bucked. As for Ethel, I weally think it
was ouly a stwict woegard for pwopwiely that pwevented hex
kissin® Wildwake and Kerr——-"

*ITa, ha, ha!”

Figgins rushed away in search of cousin Ethel. The girl”
was on the terrace, and she met him with a bright face.

“Didn't T tell yon it would be all vight if it was left to
Kerr ? said Figming, hemming,

“You did!? said Ethel softly.
gl ! 1 have scen my uucle {his morning. 1ile has had a
very severe shock, but ho looks hetter—much better. His lifa
was being sapped away-—-" 8he shivered. “Oh, 1 am o
glad that Kerr and Wildrake——"

“Ob, T am so glad—szo

“err chiefly.” said the loyal Figey. ' Bat Wildrake was
jolly smart.,  And Gussy played up like a little man, it seenis.
[ say, it's going to be a merry Christmas, after alll”

Pigging was right.

Gilbert Bloore spent his Christmas hehind stone walls and
seon bars, It was afterwards—when the police had had time
to work on the ease—ihat the facts came out with regavd to
the dustardly adventurer. His real name was nol known;
hut proof was forthecoming that he was the man who had
heen known as Dandy Jim in Western Canada—and by a
dozen other names in diffevent cities. It was found, tao, that
lie had robbed the veal Gilberi Bloare of his papers in I'rance,
when Sir Thomas Mappleton’s sceretary wasg returning after
leaving his master al San Remo, and starting for America
te: tzbe un oo new posk there, The real Bloore was in Now
York, little dreaming of the nae to which his name was being
put: bind he came forward when the police inquiries were
niacke. The analysis of the phial and the wineghss provided
ample pyvidence of Dandy Jim's murderous attempt, ail at
Lis feial he was sentenced to seven years’ penal servitude—
with anether arrest and a trial in Canada, on half o dozen
charges, wailing for him when he came out,

Bt all that came afterwards. For the present. the St
Jiur's varty only knew that the rascal was safe in prison, und
they gave him no forther thought.

T.ord Fastwood recovered slowly, but suraly, and on Christ-
mas evening he was able to sit among the merry party,
evidently on the mend, So it was, after all, as Figgy had
predicted, a merry Uhristmas. The shadow of tragedy had
passed, and all was frolic and merriment.  Arthur Augustus
fud 1o ruere serious trouble thun his observation of the fact
that Figging seemed to think that Ethel was his eousin, not
D Arey's at all. But that was not a very serious trouble.

In fa-l. Arthur Aupustus’ noble countenanee was one of the
very hrightest among the nnmerous merry faces that thronged
Fastvwood Jlonse during Gussy's Christmas Party.

THE EXD.

{There will be another grand long story of Tom
Merry & Co. next week, entitled:  TOM MERRY’'S
GLEE PARTY.? By Martin Clifford. Be sure gous
order your copy EARLY.)
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Get the Bumper Christmas Number of the * Boys’ Herald.”

[THE VALLEY OF SURPRISE!

)

¢

:: Read this magnificent story
1: dealing with the adventures of
:: three chums in a strange
:: country.

§ By REID WHITLEY.
£
‘WW

At the Merey of the Mangas.

Hobby Tarrant and Tony Matthers, with
Billy kettle, o trusted negro servant, are
ou an expedition in the Andes. A voleanic
cruption, causing a tremendous tidal wiave,
carries their canoe into the Valley of Sur-
prise.  The party explore (he valley, and
ineet many weird and wanderful animals, and
experience many adventurous tlmes. Reacl-
ing a village, they are confronted by a race
of strange, primitive men, who show oreat
hospitality, and make friends. But Maxla,
the medicine-man, hates the newcomers, and
tirough a  dastardly scheme which he
lI.'.ttl;ltL'S. they very nearly lose their lives.
For this dirty action the "Ariki lose faith in
him.  He then suceeeds in making friends
with the Mangas, and with the assistance of
these semi-human brutes, captures Tony nnd
imprizons him in the hollow of a large tree.

It had a rough floor. The aperture through
which they had entered lighted it. Over-
liead the hollow narrowed to a mere chimney,

. down which fltered the light of day.

In a corner was a heap of fruit and several
cooking-pots, together with the horned head-
dress and sealy tail in which Tony had tirst
seen the villainous owner of the den. Dead
suakes hnng from a line stretched aeross the
chamber, and part of a lizard, which Tony
knew to be venomous, protruded from a
eooking-pot, By this, and various other
slgns, he puessed that they were in the
medicine-man's laboratory—the place where
he prepared the poisons whiel had given
bim his power.

Maxla remained in the entrance, Nis head
outside, listening with all his ears. One of
the Mangas put his hand over Tony's mouth.
The other tickled his throat significantly.
As plain as gesture conld make it, the move-
mont meant that if he tried te ery out he
wouldl he strangled.

But the Ariki were moving silently now,
Not for a while was Maxla sure that they
had passed the place where he had left the
track. When he was certain he grinned un-
pleasantly, and, lifting a Aintheaded spear
from the floor, made a playtul pass that
stopped short of splitting the prisoner by a
bare half-inch.

When the Mangas wonld have carried the
game a step further by hiting Tony's fingers,
hie interfered, however, Something which he
suapped at them quelled the two half-humans.
They pushed Tony into a corner, and sgquatted
obediently while he talked with them.

Apparently, what he bad to say tried their
simple minds. They behaved like a pair of
overgrown and exceedingly stupid  louta.
They stared at Maxla open-mounthed, nudzed
each other, gieoled idiotically, and even
yawned, DBut Maxla perseveréd. He said
the same thing over and over again, and, to
muke things plaingr, went through a sort
of dumb-show interpretation for the benefit

ol his pupils,
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First e stood straight up, with his hands
behind him, rigid, as though he were tied
to a pole. Then he dropped on all fours, and
crawled  about, snapping  his  teeth. The
Mangas stared, pussled at first, while he
patiently repeated ti ne senbenee. When
at last his meaning waz made clear to their
limited understanding, they were delighted.

They hugeed cach other, and rocked with
silent lpughter, dealing each othier playful
hlows that would have felled a buck-navvy,
One of them dropped on the floor and erawled
round as Maxla bhad done, while the other
fled from him,

“Iie’'s  pretending to he an alligator,”
thought Tony. “Are they going to try to
catelr one of the brutes? And, if they are,
am 1 to be the baitp"

1t was a daunting thought., He tried to
put it away from him, hut it would return.
He could see that the Mangas, left to them-
selves, would most likely have killed him at
onee. Hut Maxla was Ligher up in the scale
of civilisation. He wished to have the
pleagure of tormenting the prisoner, to hear
Lim seream  for merey, to sce him  die
slowly !

It was for this, then, that Tony was spared.
Detter wonld it have been for him i these
brutal, semi-human Mangas had hroken his
neck nt the outset. He wounld have been
e}un‘c(i from the torments Maxla designed for
i,

The day wore on. Maxla and the Mangas
ate some of the fruit. They offered none to
their prisoner, but they dJdid not stop him
wlien he helped himself. Alter the meal the
Mangns luy down to snooze, but one of them
accupied the most of the doorway, and when-
ever Tony moved opencd his eyes, Maxla
snored,

“If the brute would only sleep,” thought
Tony, “1 could jump over him, prab one
of those lianas, and swing off.  Perhaps 1
could get clear., Anyhow, anything would
he hetter than sitting here, waiting to be
killed [

The light began to decline.  Maxla still
snored. Surely his rootling was echoed hy
the brute in the door? Tony moved towards
him, inch by inch, braced himself for the
teap, and sprang.

“Har-ar-ar!”

It was neither 4 growl nor a chuckle, hut
something compounded of each, that burst
from the wide mouth of the Manga in the
door as Tony moved.  1lis great hands went
up, ciutehing the lad ahout the hody ss he
shot forth, dragging him down and Dack, to
be thrown into a eorner, where he landed
amongst the eonking-pots with a crash that
awoke the medicine-man,

Maxla understood what had ocenrred in a
twinkling,  He sileneed the chuckling hall-
min with a sharp command, and favoured
Touy with a grin so mocking and malignant
that he had hard work to restrain himself
from leaping at the renegade’s throat.

A crimson fAush spread across the tiny
pateh of sky visible throuzh the door, then
darkened. Tt was night. Tony felt that he
hind seen his last sunset!

Maxla turned from the deor, out of which
he had been peering, and spoke sharply.
Tony was hoisted to his legs and dragged out.
Up they all climbed, till they had come to
a nuarrow path among the branches. This
they traversed, treading softly, stooping low
to aveld tonching boughs that everhung the
perilous way.

Before them Tony could see the preat wall
of the eliff towering np to dizzy heizhts, the
upper part still illuminated by a faint light,
though the floor of thes valley was now
plunged in darkoess, The lake was some-
where nenr ab hand, for he felt the fresh
coolness of its water on the faint breeze that
fanned his cheek, and henrd the splash as
soine water-beast or fish broke the surface,

The Mangzas were grunting softly; Maxla
was speaking sternly and commandingly
under his bhreath.  Evidently he was per-
suading  the to  something which they
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Ar hefore, mind proved
superior to mere brute stupidity. Very re-
luctantly they began to deseend. As they
touched earth, cach clutehed Wiz only weapon,
one of the soleshaped fiints, and hurried
Tony forward townrds the cliff,

He would have been conteut to take the
risks of the darkness and the chance of find-
ing refnge aloft before some prowler ecaught
him, if Bie had but been allowed the chanee,
He was viven none. The Mangas never re-
Inxed their hold as they trotted noisclessly
across the open, skirted the edge of a reed-
bed, ewung sbarply along the bank of a
creek, and so came to the foob of the eliff,

Evenin the durk Touy recognized the spot.
It was the place where the Mangas zob water,
and some way from where the forest touched

objected to doing,

the cliff.  Away aloft was n huam of gruff
voices, jabbering together, but nowhere
could be hear the intonation of human
speech.

He could guess what had happened, Billy,
with Hohby and Lale, and all the fighting-
men, had pursued pell-mel]l, They had run
ot past the spot where Maxia had left the
trail. Perhiaps they had reached the cliffs,
only to find no trace of the prisoner.

Very likely Maxla had bhad a false trail
ladd. Perhaps the Mangas had simply re-
majned in some secret  hiding-place, and
watched their enemies’ futile efforts to tind
them. When the Ariki had given up in
despair, the half-humans had come out of
their holez, and were now gathered on the

Tedges, awaiting the return of their new
lender.
Tony was hurrled up an  almost per-

pendicular track, dragged along a narrow
ledge, and at last thrust into a narrow-
mouthed, ill-smelling cave, Maxla made a
light, and himself tied the prisoner's hands
and feet securely. ‘Then, with a snarling
grin that boded very ill, he extinguished the
torch, and went out, leaving a burly brute
with a heavy club on guard at the door.

Tony lay still perforce, ahd slowly the most
terrible night of his life passed. The Mangas
on the ledge outside kept up a continual,
harsh jabbering, and several times one or
more entered and felt his bonds to make
certnin that they were fast.

At Inst, just as the sky was beginning to
lighten, Maxla returned. He brought a long,
strong rope, Swiftly this was made fast to
Tony's body, about the waist and under the
armpits, and he was hauled out into the
chill dawn—to die!

(T'o be continued next week.)
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WHY NESTS DISAPPEAR.
When birds desert their nests moths lay
Lheir egga in them, and the grubs, when
hatched, feed on the hair, wool, éle., with
which the nest was bouud together. By
the destruction of the strengthening ties
of the nest the whole structure becomes
the sport of wind and weather, and
gradunlly vanishes.—Peter \J. Nicholls, 3,

LI Streel, Old Hednesford, Staffs.

the next boy.

reply.

Street, Galeshead,

TOO SMART.

A soldier on parade had nuclean

OWN CORNER.
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QUITE LIKELY.

At a poblic school the other day a
pupil turned his head slightly towards | “ Another poiut a-port,
“Our Form-master is a bid
regular ass !’ he whispered. ‘The master,
who had just put a’‘question to the class,
thonght that the junior was framing a
“Come, my lad,” he said cn-
eouragingly, “speak wp.
are righl.”"—Miss J.

BREAKING IT QENTLY.

ol Bl Bosd oo

DISGRACEFUL.
Captain  (lo man at the wheel):
guartermaster.”
Lady passenger: Good gracious!
That’s the second pint of port the cap-
tain's called for within a few minutes!
How these captains do drink ["—E. A.
Leach, 27, Piquet Raad, Ancrley, 8.1.20,
Perhaps you
Taylor, 29, Third

HE MISSED THE POINT.
“8o theso watches,” asked an old
gentleman of a watchmaker, *‘cost half
a guinea?” “Yes, sir.” ‘“And how

buttons,  “You have not cleaned your Mike: *'Tis sad news I bring fer | much does it cost you to make them?”
huttons 1" said tho officer sharply. | yez, Mrs. McCann.  Yeur husband’s| “ Half a guinca,” was the reply. * But,
**No,” said the soldier. '“No, what?” | new watch is smashed cutoirely.” Mrs. | then, where does your profit come in?"”
asked tho officer.  “No ‘ Soldiers’ | McCann: “Ilow did it happen, Mike?” | * Repairing  them, sir,” replied tho
Friend ' "' anzwered the other, {rying to | ** A tendon roek fell on him.”—Ralph | watchmaker blandly. The customer

ho funny.—John Batchelor, 15, Norfolk

Terrace, Brighton, Hussex. Devon.

Mills, 24, Pyrveneez Terrace, Drixham,

bought one!--J. Raffo, 260, City Road,
[Tulme, Manchester,
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No bhetter sight than to see a
kiddio caling plenty of Sharp's
Super-Kreem  Toffee —the sweot
that contributes wvaluablo nutri-
ment to the young, grow-
ing body—the sweet that
the children love. Was
cver such a tempting
flavour combined with
such purity and whole-
someness ? Try it !

8d per i-lb..

Sold locse by welnle®,
or in 4-Ib decorated
ting—ulso sold in 1/-,
1/0, & 2/9 tins, If
unobtainable in your
district, kindly send
posteard giving name
of your confectioner.
E.SHARP& SONS,
LD,
MATDSTOXE.
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} To c'ear stack quickly we offer overhauled and renovated
d ‘ f Government Bicycles at HATLL usual prices,
l"-" CASH OR EASY PAVMENTS.
N ABE.S A, ROVAL-ENFI ELD, I}'YN(JL'H. NIEW.

AR |RHUDSON ad other 5-
priding condition, Many equal to unew:

1 ey
) ] I No reasonable
offer refusesl,  Tyres and Aceesseries at big reductions
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THINGS FOR XMAS!

Set of Parts for Shock Coll, 1'9, post 3d. PBattery Parls, 1/6;

post 8d.  Electro-Magnet, &d., post 3d. Box Electrical Experi-

ments, 2/8, post Gd. Model Toy Telephone, complete, 1/8,
post 44, Pocket Cinema, 1/6, post free.

ELECTRIC S®” LIGHT SETS.

Battery, Switch, Wire, Lamp, Lampholder, &e,,
with instructions, 4/6, poet 0d., and /6, post 9d.
4-volt  DYNAMO. 12/-, post 9d,

ELECTRIC MOTOR, 3/9, post 4d.

STEAM LOCOS,
14/6, 19/6, 50/-,
post €d. to 1/-. Vertieal

and Horizonfal STEAM
ENGINLES, 8'6, 15/6, 19/6, post 9d.

3> HARBORNE SMALL POWER C.,,
38 R.P., Queen's Rd., Aston, Birmingham,
ILLUSTRATED LIBTS, 4d.
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" WONDER QLASS " 8pecially Reduced )
A Firgt-Class Opera Glaas.
A Double Magnitying Glass,
A Long-Distance Spy-Glass,
An Optical Lens.
POST
3}, = FREE,

A Compass.
J. LANE (Dept. 8), 28, Thuratan Bulldings, Newton Btreet, Eingsway, W.C.2,
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A Btersoscope.

IDEAL PRESENT for CHRISTMAS Home Cinematographs from £1;
wlhily ;\ulomaLIa li::-Winder,_ from £3. Accessorles, Standard Filme. Illus.
at, Free.~Desk E, Dean Cinema Co., 9, Drayton Avenue, London, W, 13

“CURLY HAIR!"—''It's womderful,*' writes E. 10,000 Testimoninla.
T'eanf sent. Ross’ *  WAVEIT'® OURLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR. 1/3, 2/5,
(Slamps accepted, }--RO=28 (Dept. @, ), 173, New Norih Bd., Lendon, N. 1,

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EXN-
LARGEMENTS, &1 ALSO CHEAI PHOTO MATERIAT. CATALOGUE
AXD SAMPLES FREE.—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERTOOL.

GUNJUHING —Illustrated Catalogue of Tricks, Jokes,
s Puzzles, 3d, — BECLIPSE NOVELTY CO.
(Dept, L), FRANCIS TERRACE, LONDON, N. 19,
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THE BATTLE OF WAYLAND MOOR. St Jim's v. Rylcombe Grammar Schaol.

ST. JIM’'S (reading from left to right.) Front line of fire:—G. A. GRUNDY, TOM MERRY, A, A. D'ARCY, ERNEST
LEVISON, HARRY NMNOBLE. Second line of fire:—DICK JULIAN (bi‘{ ammunition), JACK BLAKE, MONTY
LOWTHER, FIGGINS, R. R. CARDEW (by ammunition). Others in this group:—HARRY MANNERS, GEORGE
HERRIES, Q. F. KERR, REGINALD TALBOT, and DICK ROYLANCE.,
GRAMMARIANS, Leader, GORDON GAY (boy on left, bending down), FRANK MONK (fellow being smitten by
snowball on left), WOOTTON MINQR (second boy from right), CARBOY (extremg right figure), JOHNNY QOQGS
(fellow in the rear), MONT BLANC,



