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I A Splendid New Extra-Long Story of Tom
Merry & Co., the Chums of St. Jim’s, dealing
with their adventures in Liverpool.
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CHAPTER 1.
Obliging Trimble !
% I3 in Liverpool in fifteen minutes,” remarked Tom Meiry.

B “Oh, good !’

“Yaas, wathah!” .
“ Just in time for supper and bed,” said Blake, with a grunt.

“Well, it scarcely matters,” grinned Tom Merry, peéring out
through the rain-splashed windows into the darkness beyond. “It’s
raining cats and dogs, so we couldn’t go out, chaps.

I“Let’s hope our giddy hotel isn’t far from the station,” said
Herries, =

“Better stop and shelter in the buffet at Lime Street,” remarked
Baggy Trimble. “I'm hungry.” 2

“Bai Jove! Are you evah anythin’ else, Twimble?” chuckled
Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy. “It is scarcely ten minutes since I gave
yvou a packet of chocolate, you fat gwub-huntah!”

“Well, what's that?” sniffed Baggy Trimble. “Expect a measly
packet of chocs to stop a chap being hungry? Took here, Gussy,
eimme that other packet and I'll buy you two more when we rcach
Liverpool.”

“Wathah not, Twimble!”

“But I'm hungry!” roared Trimble,

“Then wemain hungwy, deah boy.”

“If you're going to be mean, Gussy

“I am, deah boy,” remarked Arthir ‘Augustus serenely. “ You
must wemain, hungwy until we weach our hotel, Twimble. I am
certainly not gom’ to weach down my coat fwom the wack just to
get you that pachet of chocs, deah boy.”

“Beast | Mean beast!”

“Thank you, dcah boy! I much pwefer you to call me mean beast
than Gussy, Twimble.”

"There was a chuckle in the lighted railway-carriage, and Baggy
Trimble glaved. When the fat junior was hungry—which was usual—
he always looked upon it as the duty of his companions to feed him,
and also to sympathise with him. Occasionally he did succeed in
persuading them to do the former, but he never succeeded in per-
snading thew to do the latter. There was always a plentiful lack of
sympathy for Trimble.

“T'm fed-up with this trip to Liverpool already!” said Trimble,

with a disgusted grant. “I’ve only had a couple of snacks since we
this morning.”
Baggy -Tr le’s “couple of snacks” would have satisfied the
appetites of six ordinary schoolboys, but apparently they hadn’t
satisfied him. There was a doleful expression on his podgy counten-
ance that should have touched the hearts of his companions, but Tom
Merry & Ce. grinuned heartlessly.

“Yah!” snorted 1rimble. “Who the thump wants to go nosing
round dye-works and factories? Fatheaded idea, I call it!”

“Jolly sight better than mugging in the Form-room at St. Jim's,
anyway,” said Monty Lowther,
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And Tom Merry & Co. nodded. Whatever Baggy Trimble
thought about it, they at least were eagerly looking forward
to their stay in Liverpool. the generosity of the
industrial magnates of Liverpool parties of public school-
boys from all parts of the British Isles had been invited to
“look over ” the works of the various factories there in
order to see for themselves how things were made. There
had been great eagerness on the part of the juniors of the
Fourth and Shell at St. Jim’s to “bag ” a place in the
“touring-party.” Mr. Railion, the master of the School
House, had been placed in charge of the tourists by Dr.
Holmes, and all the juniors selected for this treat were
feeling very pleased with the world in general and them-
selves in particular—all, that is, with the exception of
Baggy Trimble, > > :

His Form-fellows had looked upon his inclusion in the
party as an extraordinary piece of good luck for Trimble,
and an extraordinary piece of bad luck for,themselves.
Still, here he was in the party, and Tom Merry & Co. were
perforce obliged to make the best of things. = :

“Cheer up, Trimble!” said Tom Merry, with a grin.
“This trip will do you a world of good. Broaden your
mind, you know.”

Monty Lowther shook his head.

“Impossible I he said, *You see, Trimble hasn’t got a
mind—he’s all tummy !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Baggy Trimble scowled. X

“Look here, Lowther——"" he began.

“Can’t!” exclaimed Monty Lowther. “I've looked at
your chivvy half a dozen times to-day, old fat man, and
survived; but there’s a limit to all things.” »

“Ha, ha, ha!” g :

“You can cackle !” growled Trimble, with a baleful glare
at the hilarious juniors. “ But I've been thinking—"

“What with ?” inquired the humorous Lowther. A chapA

needs a brain to do that, doesn’t he?” g P
There was a fresh outburst of laughter in the carriage
that made Baggy Trimble glare homicidally.

“I’ve been thinking,”” he reiterated. “And I've-got a

really ripping idea.”

“Bury 1t, then!” :

“It’s about your uncle, Lowiher,” said the- fat junior,
unheeding. : e

“Eh? What the thump- do you know-about my uncle?”
demanded Lowther,

“Quite a lot 1 grinned Trimble. “I happen to know that
he's boss of one of thosé silly dyeworks we’re going to look
over in the morning.”

“Oh, you know that, do you?”? - | ’

“Yes,” grinned Trimble. “The Head knows ‘the old
top, too, for your giddy nunky was an old St. Jim’s chap,
you know,” : -

“You seem to know a fat Jot about him, you nosey
bounder !” chuckled Lowther. ‘““But my uncle isn’t the
boss, old top; he’s a big shareholder, though.” 4

“Well, that docsn’t matter,”” said Trimble.  “The point
is that your uncle lives at Wavertree, doesn’t he?” =~

“True, old fat man:” :

“Well, my idea is this,” said Trimble eagerly. * What’s
the good of staying at a blessed hotel where you can’t do as
you like, and where they don’t give us enough to eat?
Why not stay while we’re in Liverpool with your uncle,

. Lowther—just us eight pals, you know?  The rest of the

chaps can stay at the hotel, of course.”

“Bai Jove !

‘“Well, you cheeky fat rotter!” gasped Lowther.

“Oh, really, Lowther !” grumbled Trimble. “I thought
you’d have jumped at the wheeze. I think it’s a'jolly good
idea. Plenty of grub, and a good time, you know. You
can tell old Railton that your uncle wants us to remain
at the house, and then we sha’n’t have to go fooling round
the sil-l?( dyeworks with the other chaps. See?”

“Well, you—m""

“Pll run along and ask Railton for permission now if
you like,”” said Trimble, “He’s in the next carriage.
He’ll agree like a shot, I expeet, especially as it’ll save
hotel expenses for eight of us. Well, is it a go?”

And Bag; Trimble blinked - inquiringly at Monty
Lowther. pparently, from his expression, he fully ex-
pected it to be “a go.”

Lowther glared at him for a few moments, and then his
eyes suddenly glimmered.

“By jingo!” he exclaimed, drawing a deep breath.
“That’s not a bad wheeze, you fellows !’ :

“What?” gasped Tom Merry. “You—you mean what
that fat idiot suggests?” :

" Yes »

“Planting eight of us on your uncle, Lowther ?”

‘No; only seven of us,” ocorrected Lowther. It
wouldn’t do to take Trimble, of course. I'm dear old
punky’s favourite nephew, not his giddy biggest enemy.”
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“Ha, ha, ha 1% =

“Oh, I say, Lowiher—-" .

 “Dry up, Trimble! My nunky won't be prepared for a
siege, so we can’t take you, old ¢hap, We'll pay you for
the idea, though, Give him that packet of chocolate to
settle the account, Gussy,”

“Bai Jove !” -

. “Look here,” hooted Trimble, “it was my idea, and I'm
jolly well coming, Lowther !”

“You’re jolly well not, old fat man!” grinned Lowther.
“T've too much respect for nunky to plant a fat worm like
you on him ! - o
> “But look here, Lowiher,” said Tom Merry, laughing,

you aren’t seriously thinking of taking us lot along to
your uncle?” . :

“Of course ™ =

“ At this time of night?” gasped Tom.

“Exactly !” said Lowther. *Why the thump didn’t I
think of the idea before—"> e

“You rotter, it was my idea I -

“You dry ap, Trimble! Well, what do you chaps think
of the idea?” asked Lowther. -*Dear old nunky’s a jolly
old sport, though I’ve not had much to do with him. Any-
way, he’ill make us welcome, and we'll have more freedom
there than with the rest at an hotel,”

“It sounds all right,” grinned Tom Merry. “But I
fancy your uncle will think it jolly cheek taking six of us
there without warnin%.” :

“Rot! He'll be delighted; so will his housekeeper, Miss
Miller. She’s a decent sort, and won’t mind a bit. And
we'll easily get permission from: z
- Lowther suddenly paused.

The Liverpooi express was crowded, and in addition to
the St. Jim’s juniors there was another passenger in ihe
carriage. = He was a tall, middle-aged man with rather
sharp features, clean-shaven face, and very black, keen
eyes. Lowther had already noted that he seemed to take
a curious interest in the conversation of the St. Jim’s
juniors.

And now, suddenly caiching his eye, Lowther cecased
speaking at sight of the expression on the man’s face.

It was a startled, even savage expression, and he was
leaning forward in his corner seat, eyeing Lowther with
glittering eyes.

Monty Lowther was quite astonished.

But as the man caught Lowther’s look he turned his head
abruptly, and peered through the carriage window into the

‘ rainy darkness outside.

After another glance at ihe black-eyed stranger, Lowther
went on speaking. Sl e :

“We’'ll easily get permission from Railton,” he declared.
““ After "all, what does it maiter so long as we turn up
when he wants us?”

“Hm!” murmured Tom Merry doubifully., “But ii's
rather thick, you know, dropping on your uncle like that.”

“Yaas, wathah! Hardly the wight and pwopah thing
to do, Lowthah.”

“Tosh! My dear man, I know my uncle. It'll be al!
serene,” said Lowther confidently. “We’ll be as welcome
as the giddy flowers in May. Anyway, we’ll do it, chaps.”

“ Look here, Lowther——"’ :

“Ring off, I'vimble, do! You're dead in this aci !”

“But look here!” roared Trimble wrathfully. I tell
you I'm coming with you!” 3

“Nothing of the kind, old fat man. Well, T'll just run
zlong and see Railton, chaps.” ; e i

“Hold on!” said Tom Merry. “How far out does your
uncle live, yoy fathead?” - :
© “Only a tram ride out Waveriree way,” said Lowther
carelessly. “T’ve only been there once; but I know the
name of the house, of course—Myrtle Lodge—and though
T’ve forgotten the name of the road, we’ll find it all right.”

“Yes, but—" : ; e

“Now, den’t start buiting: just leave it to me,” said
Lowther. ‘“Herve goes, any-old how!”

And Lowther was just about to leave his seat to pass out
into the corridor when a sharp voice made him pause. .

“Excuse me one moment, my boy.” :

It was the black-eyed stranger in the corner seat. As
he spoke he half-rose in his seat, and the eyes of all the
juniors turned to him. . S ;

“Pardon- my interference,” said the man, his thin lips
twisting into a smile, “but I believe I can be of assistance
to you boys.” >

“Well 7” said Lowther.

The man seemed genial enough; but somehow Monty
Lowther did not like the hard glint in his dark eyes.

“1 could not help overhearing your conversation, boys,”
said the man smoothly. “It was of interest to me, because
the gentleman you were speaking of is, I believe, a very old
friend of mine. Am I right in concluding that the uncle you
were speaking of is Dr. Morton Lowther, of Myrtle Lodge,
Wavertree 772
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Tom Merry & Co. had just entered the drive of Myrtle Lodge when the brilliant headlights of a large, closed car swept

round a bend, just ahead of them.

“ Look out, chaps !’ cried Monty Lowther.
just in the nick of time.

The 8t. Jim’s juniors leapt to safety
(See Chapter 3.) 3

Lowther stared.

“Yes,” he replied.

“The famous scientist and chemist 77

(13 X’es.-‘)

The man smiled again. Tt was a smile of the mouth only,
and not of those black, keen eyes.

“Then I feel justified in interrupting you thus,” he
cxclaimed, with a soft” laugh that grated curiously on ihe
juniors’ ears, “for you are obviously unaware that your
uncle is away on holiday, my boy.”

“Oh!” said Lowther,

‘“He went some days ago,” explained the stranger.
golfing holiday to—to West Kirby.”

“My uncle doesn’t play golf,” said Lowther.

“He has but recently taken it up—under his doctor’s
advice,” was the smooth answer. “I dined with him some
cvenings ago, and he told me his plans. I am glad now
that he did, for this information will save you a fruitless
journey to his house at Wavertree—especially on a wretched
night like this.” :

“That’s very good of you, sir,” said Tom Merry, looking
at Lowther, who did not speak. . “It—it is a rotten night!”

“A wretched night, my boy. I am exceedingly glad to
have saved vou boys an unnecessary journey, for I under-
stand that Myrile Lodge is to be closed during Dr. Lowther’s
absence.”

“What rotten luck!” snorted Trimble, in disgust.
means it's off, Lowther.”

“For you—yes,” said Lowther, speaking calmly at last.
“But not off for us, old bean. We're going to Myrtle Lodge
to-night, all the same!”

The stranger seemed quite taken aback. His ecyves held a
glitter in them as he looked at Lowther.

“In spite of my information you still propose to visit
Myrtle Lodge ?” he said.

“Yes—thank you all the samie,” said Lowther coolly.

“You will not see your uncle!”

“T'll risk it, thank you!”

#The housekeeper will be away, and the house closed;

3

A

“That

vou will have your journey out to Wavertree for nothing,
my boy.”

“I'm chancing that. sir!”

“Very well. It is no concern of mine, of course,” said the
man, with another harsh laugh. “I felt bound to mention
what I knew under the circumstances. If, however ¥

The man broke off abruptly, and turning his head away
he stared out of the window. To the other juniors it
seemed that he wished to close the tonversation, disgusted
with Lowther’s churlishness.

“Lowther, old man » murmured Tom Merry.

Like the others, he was astonished at his chum, and lLe
was feeling very uncomfortable indeed. The gentleman,
after all, had “chipped in” out of motives of kindness—to
prevent them meaking a fruitless journey on a wet night.
And Lowther’s manner and words bordered on rudeness, and
were certainly ungrateful. Indeced. the juniors wondered
how Lowther could treat a friend of his uncle’s with such
churlish disrespect.

“Lowther, old man——-" Tom Merry was beginning again
in a whisper, but Lowther interrupted him.

Dry up, Tommy !” he said briefly. “We're going!”

“That’s -right, Lowther,” grinned Trimble, in a whisper
the strangey could not fail to hear. “Never mind that
cheeky, interfering ass! Like his check, I must say—"

“Bai Jove! Twimble—"

“You ring off, Gussy!” sneered Trimble.
taking me—-"

“Lowther is not!” snapped Monty.

“Oh, really, Lowther—wasg't it
Trimble.

“Yes, and you’ll be paid for it, old top!
that chocolate, Gussy.”

“Twimble is quite welcome to the chocolate,” said Arthur
Augustus. “But he must wait for it until we weach Lime
Stweet, deah boy.”

“I'm jolly well famishedd”

“Then wemain famished |” said Arthur Augustus calmiy,

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 992,
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“1 weluse to weach. down my coat again—it is wumpled
cnough alweady, Twimble.” :

“Then I'll jolly well get it myself I” growled Trimble.

And getting to his feet, Trimble reached up to the rack
for Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s smart coat. Trimble meant
to make sure of the packet of chocolate whether he went to
Myrtle Lodge or not. To reach it he had to lean over the
stranger, who still stared with glinting eyes out of the rain-
splashed window. :

But Trimble did reach it, and as he gave a vicious tug
at the eoat, Tom Merry yelled: :

“Look out, you ass!”

Tom jumped forward just a second too late.

As Trimble tugged at the coat it came away suddenly-—
bringing with it D’Arcy’s suitcase, which had been perched
rather 4nsecurely on the rack.

For a moment it seemed to balance on the edge of the
rack, and then, just as Tom shouted, and the stranger
leaned forward in sudden alarm, the suitcase toppled over
with the coat. 2

Crash !

“Oh, my hat!?

The heavy suitcase struck the stranger’s head, sending
him sprawling down on his knees with a crash and a gasping
vell. Then the coat fell over man and suitcase, enveloping
them in a struggling heap on the floor of the carriage.

CHAPTER 2.
Unlucky Trimble !

““ H, great Scott!”
“Oh dear !’ gasped Trimble.

The fat junior stared in great alarm ai what he
had done. Tom Merry & Co. jumped forward to
aid the luckless fellow-traveller. He still grovelled on the
floor, and the expressions he was using were not the sort
that made Tom Merry inclined to raise a finger to help him,

Yet he did so—reaiising it was Trimble’s fault.

As a friend of Dr. Morton Lowther, the stranger might
have been expected to speak and act like a gentleman—even
under such unpleasant circumstances as -this. Yet he
certainly was not acting like one—far from it. His language
left a great deal to be desired. He fairly raved as the
juniors helped him to his feet in the rocking railway
carriage. = ; ;

His hard face was black with ungovernable rage. For 2
moment he swayed, gasping, and then he made a savage
blow with his clenched fist at Trimble before that unlucky
youth, or anyone else, grasped his intention. 3

“Yarrooooh ! :

Trimble howled, and rolled among the feet of the resi of
the juniors, his head singing from the vicious blow.

“Here—none of that, you rotter !”

Just in time, Tom Merry dragged back the enraged man
as he raised a foot to- kick the prostrate Trimble. 5

“None of that!” repeated Tom Merry, his eyes gleaming.
“Can’t you see it was an accident?”

“Let me go, you young villain!” hissed the man. The
fat young fool! I—I'll—”

“Ow! Oh crumbs! Keep him off, you fellows!” howled
Trimble.

Trimble scrambled up and fairly flew out into the corridor.
'The man seemed about to follow, but Tom Merry, Lowther,
and Blake barred his path effectually.

“No, you don’t!” snapped Tom Merry, his lip curling,
“The fat idiot was clumsy, and he deserves booting for his
carelessness. But that’s no reason why you should act like
a brute. You won’t touch him again!” 3 '

The dark eyes glinted at them, and the man bit his lip
hard. He turned and reached up to the rack for his own
bag, controlling his savage temper with an obvious effort.

But he said nothing. The train was slowing now, and the
next moment the express stopped in Lime Street Station.

The man grasped his bag, and, with a last savage look at
the juniors, he tore open the carriage door and jumped out
on to the platform.

“Nice gentleman, and no mistake!” grinned Herries. “1
don’t admire your giddy uncle’s choice of friends, Lowther.”

“Wathah not, bai Jove!” :
~“What utter rot!” snorted Lowther -contemptuously.
“Think I couldn’t see what he was from the beginning?
He’s no gentleman, and he is certainly rio friend of my
uncle’s.” e

“But he said—"

“He was lying!” snapped Monty. “I saw it at once; he
was lying. 1 don’t believe he knows my uncle at all, and 1
don’t believe his yarn about my uncle being away on
holidays.” i
1 Then why on earth——" hegan Manners. ;

Goodness knows why he chipped in with the yarn,” said
TeE GEM Lrierary.—No. 992,
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Lowther, his face clouding thoughifully. “Just checky im:
pudence, I suppose. But I distrusted the blighter from the

“You did!” chuckled Digby. *Well, here \‘\_"e are at
The juniors swarmed on to the platform and joined the
St. Jim’s juniors as they tumbled from the

““ Hallo, there he goes!” grinned Herries. -
Tom Merry and the others followed his glance, and they
were just in time to see the dark-eyed man stop and greet

' another man, who was obviously waiting for him. IHe wag

a much younger fellow—short, and with a large, hookec

i nose.

The two stood talking for a moment, and then Lowther
chuckled as the dark.eyed man pointed out the St. Jini's
party to his companion. 3 : -

“Telling him the sad tale,’
he gets plenty of sympathy.”

“Hallo, they’re going !” = 5

The two men turned about suddenly and vanished among
And just then Mr. Railton came
hurrying up, busily shepherding his charges together.

Lowther stopped him.

“(Can I speak to you a moment, sir?” he asked.

“Well, Lowther?”

“Excuse me, sir,” began Lowther meekly, “but I think
you had a letter from my uncle, Dr. Lowther, yesterday?”

“That is so, Lowther.” B

“Was it from Myrtle Lodge, Wavertree, sir?”

“Yes, yes!” said. Mr. Railton impatiently.

“Then my uncle is not away on holidays, sir?”

“ Not to my knowledge, my boy. I should think it havdly
possible, as he stated his intention, in his letter, to show us
personally over the dyeworks here. Why do you ask,
Lowther?”

“Because I was wondering if you would allow us seven

ey

13

grinned Lowther. “ILet’s hope

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Housemaster in surprise.
Ly )

- “That is an extraordinary request to make now. Why did
| you not ask hefore?”’ :

“1 only thought about it some moments ago,” said Lowtber
ingeniously. “I remembered hearing you say you had still
to arrange hotel accommodation for six fellows here. - If .we

b went to my uncle’s it would save you the trouble, sir,
3 y »

wouldn’t it 772 5

“H'm! It certainly would, Lowther,” said Mr. Railton
dryly. “But are you quite certain that your uncle would be
pleased to accommodate seven schoolboys at a moment’s
notiee 7”7

““Oh, quite certain, sir!” said Lowther eagerly. “He’s a
jolly good sport, and I know he would. That’s quite all

39

>

“H'm!” Mr. Railton rubbed his chin and cogitated. But
it would ‘certainly save him trouble, as Lowther had stated,
and he knew he could trust Tom Merry & Co. to look after
themselves. “You know your way to Myrtle Lodge?” he
asked. :

“Yes, sir.
road.” y

“Very well. I do not see any reason why you should nof
take advantage &f your visit here ifo see your relations,
Lowther,” said the master. “If, however, they cannot con-
veniently put you up, you must return without delay and
report to me at the North Western Hotel. Otherwise you
will report to me there at ten o’clock to-morrow morning.”

“Oh, good, sir! Thank you very much!”

Mr. Railion nodded and bustled away, and Lowther
executed a dance of joy on the station platform. -

“Well, T never expected it to come off,” grinned Tom
Merry: “You-had a nerve, too, Lowther. But—but sup-
posing your uncle is on holiday ?”*

“Rot! Doesn’t what Mr. Railton says prove it, fathead ?”
said Lowther witheringly. “That rotter on the train was
cither a cheeky fool, or else he’d got some deep game o
T'i blessed if I can-understand it!” ERE

“It’s my belief the brute’s a swell cracksman,” said Baggy
Trimble. ““And he tried to keep us away because he means
to burgle the house to-night.”

There was a chuckle at Trimble’s belief, but Lowther’s
face was clouded and uneasy. He could not forget the
man’s black, glinting eyes, and he felt it inconceivable thag
the fellow had said what he had out of mere impudence, or
for a joke. Had the fellow some Teason in trying to stop
them going to Myrtle Lodge? :

But Lowther said nothing more then, and, followed by
enviowg remarks from the rest of the St. Jim’s touring-
party, Tom Merry & Co. left Lime Street Station and made
to look out for the Wavertree car. : ;

They were waiting for it when the fat form of Baggy
Trimble came hurrying up along the rain-soaked street.

“Just in time, you fellows!” he gasped, nodding towards

" The Wavertree tram takes us right to the
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a tramear that was rumbling towards them. “Isay, it'sall |
serene, you'll be glad to hear.”

“ETh? What's all serene?” snapped Tom Merry. :

“Railton’s just given me permission to come along with
vou fellows,” explained Trimble. “I told him I knew your
uncle well, and that did it.”

“ You—you awful fibber!”.

“Well, T had to tell him something, hadn't 17 I say,
what did you do with that packet of chocolate, Gussy? 1
haven’t had it vet,” grumbled Trimble. -

The juniors looked at the cheery Baggy Trimble, and
their looks spoke volumes. At the best of timies Trimble’s
roora was much preferable to his company, and just then
his company was far from being desired by Tom Merry &
Co. Indeed, now they were on the way to Myrtle Lodge,
even the careless Monty Lowther was feeling inward qualms
as to the wisdom of “planting ” such a numerous company
on his uncle’s household at such short notice. Certainly
his uncle was a “good sort,” but there was a limit. And
Lowther could ngt help wondering now if the proposed stay
was a little beyond the limit.

Bui the thought of adding Baggy Trimble to the company
made him shudder.

“You—you cheeky fat worm !” he almost shouted. “ Who
the thump said you could come?”

“Railton did, of course!”

“But I didn’t, you fat idiot!” roarved Lowther. ¢ You're
jolly well not coming!”

“Bai Jove! Wathal not!” said Arthur Augustus.
would nevah do to take Twimble, Lowthah.
not at all suah that we arve wight in goin'.”

“Rubbish!” snorted Monty Lowther. * But
certainly isn't coming. Clear, vou fat votter!”

“Oh, really, you know, Lowther. Wasn't it mwy idea?”
hooted. T'rimble.

B

I am weally

Trimble

“Yes, it was!” agreed Lowther. “Hand Trimble that
chocolate, Gussy !” 2
“Vewy well, deah boy, though I must wemark that

Twimble does not deserve it,” said Arthur Augustus.
But he handed T'rimble the packet of chocolate.
“And now, you fellows, hand Trimble your boots,”

Lowther,

*“What-ho 1”

“Look here, vou—— 7Yarroooogh!” 3

Trimble jumped away as the juniors made a rush at Lim.
Tom Merry & Co. chuckled and turned back just as a tram
came to rest near-by, Tt was the Wavertree tram, and the
juniors swarmed aboard, glad to get out of the pouring
rain.

“ Wait for
crumbs !’

The fat vouth came panting up, the packet of chocolate
clutched in his fat hand. Lowther stepped back off the
footboard, and as Trimble rushed up, he grabbed him by
the shoulders, and sat him down hard in the wet road.

“Yooop !” roared Trirmble.

The bell rang, and as the tram moved on towards Ldge
Hill, Monty Lowther leaped neatly aboard again, and
joined his laughing chuins,

And Baggy Trimble sat in the glistening road and
blinked after the departing tram with feelings too deep
for words.

said

1

beasts ! L

me, you howled Trimble. h
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CHAPTER 3.
Mystery !
{3 HEW! What a night!”
P It was a night—a very wet and dismal night!
Tom Merry & Co. dismounted from the Waver-
tree tram, and the brilliantly-lit vehicle rumbled ou
its way, leaving the juniors in the darkness of the road.

As they turned up their collars and blinked about them,
-they one and all agreed that it was “a night.” Not g soul
was about, and the only sounds, save for the rumble of the
departing tram, was the pattering of falling rain and the
gurgle of water in the gutters.

The lights of the tram vanished, and Tam Merry & Co.
stood and blinked at each other. They were not feeling
very cheery—in fact, they were feeling rather dismal and
more than a little apprehensive,

Lowther had been quite, quite confident that he could
easily find his uncle’s house—before they had started. But
during that journey out he had seemed to be getting less
and less confident.

And now his chums eyed him very grimly indeed. Tt
was plain to them that Monty Lowther himself was feeling
very uneasy in regard to his ability to find Myrile Lodge.
In fact, Lowther’s chums were wishing themselves at the
North Western Fotel, and heartily regretting that they
had listened to Lowther's enthusiastic proposal.
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They were beginning to wonder if Lowther had led them
ou a wild goose-chase, and the sight of the vanishing lights
of the tram made them feel curiously lonely and lost. .

“Well,” remarked Tom Merry rather grumpily, “here
wo are at Laurel Road, Lowther.” i

“The tram conductor said it’s Laurel Road, at all
events,” said Herries, looking about him. ‘Let’s hope he
knows a bit more about it than Lowther seems to do.”

“Yaas, wathah! I weally do twust Lowther is wight in
thinkin’ this woad is the wight one,” said Arthur Augustus
fervently, “I am beginning to wegwet that I agweed to
accompany the thoughtless youngstah !”

"Sa’,’me here! Well, Lowther,” said Tom Merry, “what
now?

“Ahem!” Lowther coughed. “Ii—it’s all serene, you
fellows!” he said. “J think I know where we are now.
I scem to remember that big house on the corner there—
though it was daylight when I came here Lefore, and things-
look different at night, somehow !”

“Does the house at the dashed corner look different
said Blake, with heavy sarcasm. “I'm blest if you know
where you are, Lowther—any more than we do!”

“This is Laurel Road,” grunted Lowther, “and I dis-
tinctly remember that it was Laurel Road where we got

(23

off. Myrtle Lodge is in a road leading off from this—

though I’m blest if I can remember the dashed name of it.”

“Wathead!”

“Oh, rats!” said Lowther. “Come on, and don’t grouse,
for goodness’ sake! We'll soon be sitting round the fire
at Myrtle Lodge, I tell you.”

“Hm

“ Let's hope so!”

Lowther's chums seemed to be very doubtful indeed about
that. They followed Lowther very reluctantly as he led
the way along Laurel Road. It was a nice quiet road with
large houses on both sides dimly seen through swaying,
rustling trees. They came suddenly to another road leading
off from Laurel Road.

“This it ?” demanded Blake. ;

“No!” said Lowther, “I'm certain it was much farther
down than this!”

They pressed on again, lowering their heads before tlhe
driving rain, They were regretting more than ever now
that they had agreed to accompany Monty Lowther. They
tramped on for another ten minutes—though it seemed like
an hour to them—but they came to no other road leading
off from Laurel Road—if it really was Laurel Road. The
houses were getting fewer and further between now.

Tom Merry stopped. ;

¢ ook here, Lowther,” he snapped. “T’ve had enough!
T'm about drenched through, and this dashed bag feels
like a ton weight. I vote we get back, and blow you and
blow Myrtle Lodge!” 2 - :

“Yaas, wathah! My clobbah will be wuined at this wate,
and I am feahfully tired, deah boys. I vote we. bump
Lowthah and go stwaight back to the hotel.” i

“We would have been having dinner now, or sitting
before a cosy fire,” grunted Herries. “Bump the fat-
head !”

“Hear, hear!” S

“T,00k here—’ Lowther was beginning to feel desper-
ate. “Look here ? he was just saying, when a burly
form loorued up bol.folre the juniors—a figure in a glistening
cape and glinting helmet.

‘r‘,Oh, gogi)d 122 gasped Tom Merry. “Here's a bobby !”

The policeman stopped as Tom Merry stepped up to him
and asked a question.

“Yes,” answered the constable, after a moment's reflec-
tion. *“1 kunow the house. A gentleman name of Lowther
-4 3

is

“That's it!” said Lowther eagerly.
ness! Is it far—" 3 —

“You're coming from it, lads,” said the constable. “It's
in the first road on the right after leaving the tram-lines.
Third house on the left as you turn the corner. Leaf Road
the name is, and it's a fifteen minutes’ walk from here.”

“Bai Jove!” :

The juniors thanked the constable and turned back with
feelings too deep for words.

They waited until the constable was out of carshot, and
then they told Lowther what they thought of him. >

“1t was the first road we came to, after all!” snorted
Blake. © Oh, you—jyou 2

“You burbling idiot, Lowther!”

“You sap-headed chump !”

“You born idiot!”

“Yaas, wathah! You weally are the limit, Lowthah!”

Tired and exceedingly exasperated, the chums of St
Jim’s trudged their weary way back to that first turning.
They reached it at last, and then they made for the third
house on the left. The sight of a dim light through the
bushes and irees of the drive made their spirits rise a little.

It proved to he Myrtle Lodge right enough—the light from
a match showed the name carved in the stone gatepost.

“Oh, thank good-
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‘l“C;h, good egg! All zerene now,” said Lowther in deep
relief,

He led the way through the open gateway, and they
wereljust‘. starting down the drive when something hap-
pened, .

The hum of a motor-engine suddenly struck their ears,
and the pext moment the brilliant headlights of a large
closed car swept round a bend in the short drive.

** Look out, chaps!”

Just in time, Tom Merry & Co. sprang for safety into
ihe bushes linmg the drive as the dazzling lights of the
car swept past them.

And as it did so a muffled cry seemed to come from the
dark interior of the car—all of them were certain of that.

Then the car was out into the rainswept road, rearing
away into the night,

“Bai Jove!”

Under the dripping trees of the drive the juniors stood,
startled and motionless.

_Then Monty Lowther spoke, and his
slightly,

“Did—did you fellows see that?” he stammered.

“See what?” said Tom Merry. I heard a cry. T
seemed to me like a cry for help.”

“I thought so, too,” said Blake.
have been, of course.”

“Hardly,” agreed Tom, though his voice sounded
doubtful.  “It must have been somebody shouting to the
driver from inside—giving him an order, I suppese.”

_ “Tt wasn’t—it wasn’t, I tell you,” said Lowther thickly.
“I saw something—something moving in the car. It looked
like two fellows struggling together.”

“What rot!” said Tom Merry uneasily.

“ Your eyes were playin’ you twicks, deah boy,” remarked
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. ‘“‘Let’s get on.”

Lowther said nothing, and he was very quiet as they
walked down the drive to the house. The light was still
burning at one of the windows on the ground floor. They
mounted the steps, and Lowther feli for the bell and raung
it firmly. . g

“Hallo!” said Tom Merry, with a sudden start.
light’s gone out!” 3

“TIt was in the library—I remember that,” said Lowther.
‘}‘)Tlr],’s rather queer-—the light going out just as we ring the

SllL7 A

It did not seem queer to the rest of the juniors, however,
and they expected the person who had switched out the
light to open the door in answer to their ring.

But though Lowther rang again and again, nothing hap-
pened at all.  The house remained in darkness, and no
sound eame from within, And Tom Merry & Co. began to
think it queer then.

“Looks as if your nunky doesn’t want visitors to-night,”
said Herries. :

voice trembled

“But—but it couldn’t

£Xhe

“Better clear out, old chap.”

“T'm doing nothing of the kind,” said Lowther through
his teeth.

And he gave a terrific and prolonged ring at the door-
bell. Then the juniors waited again, with growing -impa-
tience and uneasiness. But nothing happened; and, after
several minutes, Lowther gave a. muttered exclamation, and
almost unconsciously he grasped the knob of the outer door.

It twisted in his hand, and, to his surprise, the door

opened.

“My hat!”

Lowther walked into the vestibule, but his chums
hesitated.

* Hold on, Lowther!” murmured Tom.

“Come on!” snapped Lowther. :

He found the inner doer was also unfasiened. and the
next moment all seven of the jumiors found themselves
standing in the dark hall of Myrtle Lodge.

Even Lowther hesitated then, and as he hesitated a move-
ment sounded in the hall. The next moment the juniors
were blinking in the elecirvic light that flooded the hall.

“Oh, good!”

Lowther gave a thankful gasp of deep relief as he saw
;:hlti) stood at the electric light switch at the far end of the

all.

It was the tall figure of an elderly gentleman, with white
hair and a heavy white moustache and beard, and, though
the tall form was stooped a little, the eyes were keen and
bright.

. He stood seanning the drenched and bedraggled juniors
in astonishment.

“Uncle!” eried Lowther. “Don’t you remember me?”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the old gentleman, giving
= sudden start, as if he had suddenly recognised the junior.
**What does this unexpeeted visit mean, Montague ?”

He took Lowther’s outstretched hand, and seanned the
rest of the juniors with a keen eye. Lowther introduced
them, and as he shook hands the juniors could net help
feeling that his glance was far from weleoming.
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They felt exceedingly uncemfortable, and wished them-
selves far away. So far Dr. Morton Lowther showed no
signs whatever of the kindly good nature Lowther had led
them to expect. Possibly he had not yet got over his sur-
prise, however. -

He did not invite them to take off their drenched coats, or
put down-their bags, and the juniors felt too chilled at his
reception to do either.

“What does this mean, Montague ?” demanded the doctor
& trifle harshly. “I have received no intimation that you
were coming, my boy. And at this hour of the night—-"

“I am sorry, uncle,” mumbled Lowther, his face puzzled
and not a little distressed. “But we have only just arrived
in Liverpool, and I only thought of coming at the last
moment. Mr, Railton had trouble in arranging rcoms for
such a large party at the hotel, and I—I thought perhaps
that—that——" ;

Lowther faltered at the steely look in his uncle’s eyes.

“Am I to understand that you have bronght these friends
of yours here in the hope that we can accommodate them
here?” he rasped, frowning.

% Ahi?l’]l! Yes, uncle,” said the unhappy Lowther. “You
see——"

“It is quite

impossible, Montague!” exclaimed Dr.
Lowther harshly.

wil “1 am sorry, my boy, but it is out of the
question.  Save for one maidservant, I am quite alone in
the house. My housekeeper has gone away for a few days.
You had betier return to town as speedily as possible, and
obtain hotel accommodation.”"

SO

“Morecover, T am very busy indeed this evening,” resumed

Dr. Lowther, with an impatient shrug. “I have already
been interrupted by unexpected visitors some minutes ago,
and I ignored your ring at the bell because I did not wish
to be again interrupted.” :
. The hapless Monty Lowther flushed crimson. Certainly,
it the housekeeper was away, and no reoms prepared, 1t
would -be inconvenient for them to-stay. That much was
understandable. But what Lowther could net understand
was his unele’s attitude. It was harsh and unwelcome, fo
say the least of it. 2

Tom Merry and the others were feeling exceedingly
uncomfortable. They were, naturally, amazed, having been
given to understand by Lowther that his uncle was a genial,
kindly, and good-natured old gentleman, who would make
them Dboisterously welcome.

“I—I'm so sorry, uncle,” gasped Lowiher. © We-—we'd
better go now, then; and—and we'll come to sec you to-
morrow instead.”

“J am afraid I shall still be busily engaged upon my
scientific researches to-morrow, Montague,” was the cold
reply., “It is most unfortunate, but it is impossible for me
to receive visitors to-morrow at all.”

“Then—then—-"

“You may come the following day, if you wish,

Montague,” said Dr. Morton Lowther. “By then I shall
hope to be in a position to entertain you.” ;
- Hardly knowing whether he was on his head or bhis
feot, the unhappy Montague allowed himself to be piloted
to the door. The old gentleman held the door wide, and
the juniors shook hands dazedly, and stumbled through.
almost falling over themselves in their confusion.

“Good-night, boys!”

The outer door closed on them, and the next minute the
light of the hall was switched out. The juniors stood 1u
the rain and darkness, feeling quite dazed.

“Well,” said Blake feelingly, as he rammed on his cap,
“well, 'm blowed!”

“Here we are again!” mumbled Manners with dismal
humonr. “Out in the cold and dreary streets once more—
homeless and friendless.”

“And.’ wet,” added Herries bitterly. *“Lowthér, you—
you——"

Words failed Herries.

“Go on,” said Lowther bitterly. “Rub it in. As if I
cap help it. How did I know the old hunks would be in
such a rotten humour. 1'm blessed if T can understand
him at all. He was a jolly old-sport—what I saw of him
before, anyway.”

“Oh, rats!” said Herries crossly. ‘“And we might have
been sitting before a cosy fire now ai the North Western.”

“Oh, don’t grouse,” said Lowther.

“Don’t grouse, eh?” spnorted Herries warmly. T like
that. After bringing us &ll this way on a wild-goose chase.
We told you it wouldn’t de, didn’'t we? Yeun wouldn’t
listen, and insisted on bringing us.”

“Oh, dry up! Leook here,” said Lowther grimly, “what
about ringing again, and asking——"

“Bai Jove, Lowthah——"

“You burbling ass!”

“Oh, bump the silly ass, and let’s get back!” snapped
Herries.

“Fiear, hear! Bump him!”
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As Monty Lowther made for the moving tram a short, hook-nosed man intercepted him, and Icapo: deftly on to ths
foothoard. Even as he feaped, Croat steadied himselt and, before Monty could grasp the brass handle, his foot shot
backwards, the heel taking Lowthar full in the chest. (See Chapter 4.)

“Yaas, wathah!”’

“Look here! Oh, crikeyi”

Tn the grasp of mavy hands, Monty Lowther was seated
down hard in a puddle at thc bottom of the steps, and
his chums tramped on down the drive, and left him there,
gasping. But he did not sit there for long ; it was decidedly
wet and uncomforiable in that puddle. - He jumped up
quickly, and went dismally after his chums.

And when, after a twenty minutes’ wait for a tram, Tom
Merry & Co. were rumbling townwards, Monty Lowther
was the most gloomy and quiet of the party. Though
they had groused, and- bumped Lowther for his error of
judgment—if it could be called that—his chums realised
quite well that he could scarcely be blamed, and they could
uot help being sorry for him.

But Lowther was not thinking of that. He was thinking
of his uncle’s strange attitude. He felt convinced that
something was wrong at Myrtle Lodge—that some strange
mystery hung over the place. He felt suspicious and un-
easy, though he could not have explained to himself why.
He could not get out of his mind that brief, shadowy
glimpse he had caught of the two figures in the closed car—
figures he believed to have been at grips. His chums had
seen nothing, and they had ridiculed the idea. Only
Lowther now believed that it was a cry for help they had
heard as the car had vanished into the night.

And there was something” else in Lowther’s mind. He
could not help connecting the dark-eved man in the train
with his vague suspicions.

Why had he attempted to stop them going to Myrtle
Lodge that evening? He did not seem the kind of man
to tell such an obvious fabrication for a foolish joke, after
having heard the juniors’ stated intention of going there.
What was his object in doing so?

The whole thing baffled Lowther; but of one thing he
was quite assured—there was something seriously wrong
at Myrtle Lodge; and that his uncle’s churlishness, the
strange motor-car, and the man in the Liverpool express
were 1n some strange manner connected.

CHAPTER 4.
Lowther Aets !
l UCKILY, Tom Merry & Co. easily managed to obtain

hotel accommodation, and they turned out the
following morning, cheery and bright, none the
worse for their drenching of the night before.

For the first part of the morning the juniors were free
to do as they liked, and Tom Merry & Co. spent the time
on the landing-stage watching the busy shipping, which
was a never-failing source of interest to the St, Jim's
juniors.

Then they joined the rest of the St. Jim’s tourists for the
arranged inspection of Mason & Lowther's Dyeworks.

It had been understood from the first that Dr. Lowther
himself was to conduct the party over the world-famous
works, and both the works-manager and Mr. Railton were
mildly surprised and perplexed when the scientist failed to
turn up at the appointed time.

Nor did he send any message to account for his absence,
and when the works-manager rang up Myrtle Lodge on
the phone he could not get any answer to his ring.

Having regard to their previous night’s interview with
the old gentleman, Tom Merry & Co. were scarcely sur-
prised, however.

Yet all admitted that it was queer that the Exchange
could get mno answer to their ring from Myrtle Lodge.
This fact filled Monty Lowther, at all events, with fresh
misgivings. ,

And during their tour of inspection of the works the
juniors made a discovery that added strength to Lowther’s
vaguc suspicions.

In Mr. Croat, the under-manager of the works, they
recognised the man they had secen the previous evening —
the hook-nosed man who had met their dark-eyed fellow-
traveller of the Liverpool express at Lime Street Station.

That a member of the firm should be on friendly termus
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with the man who had tried to prevent them going to
Myrtle Lodge struck Monty Lowther as significant.

Yet it only added to the mystery—if mystery there was.

Only Monty Lowther scented mystery in it, however, and
his face was darkly clouded as the St. Jim’s party emerged
from the gates of the works at last. Most of the party
had been keenly interested in all they had seen, but
Lowther had been impatient and inattentive. He had been
thinking of his uncle’s strange behaviour, and his mind
was working with strange thoughts and vague appre-
hensions.

“Well,” he exclaimed quietly, as the juniors crowded
out from the gates, “‘ what do you fellows make of it7"”

“Jolly interesting,” remarked Jack Blake. *“I'd no idea
there’d be so much to be seen.” )

“You fellows know quite well what I mean,” said Monty
Lowther, compressing his lips. “You saw that fellow
Croat 77

“Yes, . we saw him,” smiled Tom Merry. “My dear
man, you’re worrying youre little head about nothing.
Just because we happened to see him talking to that mer-
chant last night——"

“There’s other things, too,” said Lowther gr
“There’s something wrong—1 only wish T could feel
wasn’t. But i

imly.
there

“Wubbish, deah boy! You're imaginin’ things,

Lowthah.” o .
“Looking for giddy mare's nests, old chap,” said
Manners.

“It's queer your uncle sent no message this morning.”
said Tom Merry. “But you know how he was last night.
Je’s busy with his experimenting, and has probably for-
gotten all about his promise.”

“T wish I could think so,” said Lowther,
There’s something queer going on.”

‘“What rot!”

“You fellows can think what you like, and do what you
like,” snapped Monty Lowther. “But there’s somethm,g
on, and I'm going to find out what it is. My uncle wasn’s
himself last night, or he would never have treated us as ’he
did. He's in deep trouble, or something. Anyway, I'm
zoing up to Myrtle Lodge again.” 3

“You can’t go until to-night, then,” grinned Blake.
“We're booked to visit the soap works at Port Sunlight this
afternoon.” ] > : =

“Tm not,” said Lowther. “I'm going to Wavertree.’

“This afternoon ?” gasped Tom.

“No, now!” said Lowther grimly.

“But what about lunch, ass?”

“I want no lunch. You fellows go on when the charabancs
come along. T'll stay——"" Lowther paused suddenly, and
a glint came to his eyes. “Look behind you,” he added, in
a whisper. :

The juniors turned and looked, wondering. It was noon,
and from the gates employees of the works were swarming.
But behind the juniors, scarcely a couple of yards away, a
man was standing—a short, hook-nosed man. Tt was M.
Croat, the under-manager.

As the juniors looked at him he struck a match and lit a
cigarette. Then he walked on among the crowd.

“He was listening,” said Lowther, his lip curling.

“*He stopped to light up,” said Tom Merry, though even
he felt a bit doubtfu%. “Monty, old chap ot

“Here's the chara’s!” interrupted Herries.
let’s get a giddy front seat.”

There was a rush forward of the St. Jim’s tourists as two
large charabanes drew up at the works entrance. They had
brought them there, and had now arrived io take them baek
to their hotels for lunch. -

Monty Lowther’s eyes gleamed, and swift as light he
slipped back into the shelter of the gateway—unot even his

“But I can't.

“Come on,
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own chums seeing him remain behind. From his hLiding-
place Monty saw his partyheard the two large cars, laughing
and chatting cheerily.

Apparentty his own chums had not missed him yet, for
after much laughter and changing of seats the juniors drove
off with a mighty cheer. :

Lowther emerged from his hiding-place with a sigh o
relief. 'Then quite suddenly he stopped.

A few yards away stood Mr. Croat, and the hook-nosed
under-manager was eyeing him closely.

Lowther’s lips set hard. and he walked past the man with-
out a glance at him. Trams were clanging past at the end of
the street, and Lowther walked towards the spot. He looked
back after a while, and he was scarcely surprised to see
that Croat was behind him,

To make sure, Lowther turned abruptly down a side
street, and, after walking for a minute, he looked back
again. Croat was walking fifty yards behind him.

The hLook-nosed man was obviously following him—
Lowther felt certain of that now. Why?

It took the junior some time to find his way to the tram-
lines again, but when he did reach them his eyes gleamed
at the discovery that Croat was still behind him.

“That settles it!” muttered Monty, setting his teeth. “1
was right—there's something queer going on. The brufe’s
following me, and I think I can guess why. Here goes,
anyway !”’

- A Wavertree tram came rumbling past him, and Monty
Lowther ran alongside, intending to jump on,

But someone else was before him.

Monty heard running footsteps, and then a short, hook-
nosed man ran past him, and leaped deftly on to the fooi-
board of the moving tramecar,

t was Croat, and, gritting his teeth, Lowther made io
follow. He was scarcely a second after the under-manager,
but even as he leaped the man ahead steadied himself and,
before Monty could grasp the brass handle, Croat’s foot shot
backwards, the heel taking Lowther full in the chest.

The junior doubled up, and fell sprawling in the roadway.

At the moment the conductor was up on the top deck, and

_the car rumbled on its way, while Croat ran lightly up on to

the top deck.

Badly bruised and shaken, Monty Lowther scrambled up.
panting. But the car was far ahead now, and Lowther
timped to the pavement, his eyes glittering. To the few
pedestrians who had seen him fall it had scemed an accident ;
but Lowther knew it was no accident. The man had back-
Leeled deliberately, with the obvious intention of preventing
the junior boarding the car. 3

Lowther dusted himself down, and wiped his bruised hands
with his handkerchief, .

‘If anything had been needed to give solidity to Lowther's
vague suspicions it was what had just happened. Croat had
hieard him say he was going to Myrtle Lodge, and he had
followed to make sure. And then he had acted, obviously
with the intention of reaching Myrtle Lodge before the St.
Jim’s junior.

That seemed the only possible solution to Monty Lowther.

Scarcely had the tramcar with the under-manager aboard
disappeared out of sight when Lowther signalled to a
passing taxicab. Giving his uncle’s address, the junior
leaped into the taxi, and the next moment it was raeing in
pursuit of the tramcar. :

It caught up with the tramcar just as the latter was
rumbling up Edge Hill, and as the taxi flashed past Lowther
caught a ghmpse of Croat seated in the enclosed upper deck.

5 Uh,lgood 1 murmured Lowther., “1’ve done the brute,
after all!”

In a very short time the taxi had turned into Leaf Road,
and as it drew up before Myrtle Lodge Lowther paid the
driver and entered the drive.

As lie walked down the drive Lowther scanned the house
closely, and suddenly he stopped dead—scareely able to
believe his own eyes. *

At the library window he caught a swift glimpse of a man
——evidently drawn to the window by the crunch of gravel
on the drive. Tt was not his uncle; the face was younger
and clean-shaven, with sharp features and black keen eyes.

1t was their fellow-traveller of the Liverpool Express—
the man upon whom Trimble had dropped the suitcase.

“M-my hat!” gasped Lowther.

The figure had vanished now, and, after staring at the
window for another moment, the St. Jim’s junior set his
teeth hard and walked boldly up to the front door, and rang.

CHAPTER 5.
Captured !

ONTY LOWTHER’S heart was beating fast. What
was the meaning of the strange sequence of events
he had no clear idea. He only felt convinced that
something was wrong. and he meant to find out

what it was. : g
Romehow he felt a queer sense of dread—a strange, dim
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foreboding that- danger threatened his uncle. He felt no |

resentment against the old gentleman for his unaccountably -

chilly welcome the previous night.

worried and was not himself; that something was seriously
wrong at Myrile Lodge. ! -

Lowther had had very little indeed to do with Dr.
Morton Lowther, who was a lonely old man, with little
liking for company—even the company of his own family.
He was solely taken up with his scientific experiments, and
took little interest in anything else,

Lowther: felt certain .
‘there was some good reason for it—that his uncle was

But Lowther had been taken to Myrtle Lodge by his '

guardian, Mr. James Lowther, J.P., M.P., and Monty’s im-

pression had been that Dr. Lowther was a genial, kindly old

gentleman,

And now, as.he rang the bell of his uncle’s house, Lowther

felt a firm and convincing impression that his uncle was in
danger, and that enemies surrounded him.

The junior rang and waited. No answer came, and the

whole house was silent. Had Lowther not seen that figure

at the library window he would have imagined that the

‘house was empty. A :

Setting his lips, Lowther rang again and again. And
‘then, realising it was useless, he went down the entrance
steps. and walked away noisily down the drive.’

But he had not given up by any means. : 5 :

He had 2 strange feeling that eyes were watching his
departure; but he did not look round, and when a turn in
the drive hid the house from sight, Lowther dived suddenly
into the bushes. ;

With the stealth of a trained scout he worked his way
through the bushes back to the house. He stopped at last
beneath the library window, and then he cautiously raised
his head over the sill and peered into the room.

“ What he’ saw made him catch his breath,

The room was in a state of the most hopeless disorder.
A large desk and a writing-bureau stood in the room, and
the drawers had been taken out, and were lying on the
carpet, their contents—papers and documents chiefly—
scattered far and wide over the carpet. =~ .

From the look of the splintered woodwork, it was very
clear that most of the drawers had been forced. From the
bookshelves and bookecases books had been dragged, and lay
in heaps among the scattered papers. mias g

In the midst of the chaos was the stooped figure of Dr.
Morton Lowther. He stood by the window, as if he had
just turned away from it, and his grey-bearded face held an
anxious, almost savage expression. *

His look startled Lowther more than the look of the room
did. It quite frightened him. ;

_ But the junior was also puzzled. For his uncle was alone
in the room; of the sharp-featured man he had scen at the
window some moments ago there was no sign.

“I saw him, though,” mused Lowther to himself, ‘“He's
somewhere in the house.”

The junior watched breathlessly, his mind full of dim
doubts and questions. Why had his uncle refused to admit
him? That he had seen him he felt sure, and the other
man certainly had. The junior scarcely knew what to
think; he felt quite dazed. : :

He watched the old gentleman suddenly turn from the
window, and, crossing to the cabinet in one ecorner, he
started taking drawers out, searching through them almost
feverishly.

Lowther stared in for some moments, and then a sudden
step on the gravel drive made him dive for the shelter of a
bunch of laurels. :

* The next moment a familiar figure came striding quickly
down the drive. It was Croat, the under-manager,

Lowther’s eyes gleamed at sight of the man, for he had
forgotten him temporarily. He felt a sudden .eagerness to
Lknow if his uncle would answer the man’s ring. ¥

But apparently Croat did not ring. Lowther heard three
sharp raps at the front door, and scarcely a minute later he
heard the front door open and close. ’

Looking through the window a moment later the junior
saw his uncle and the under-manager enter the library
together. ! :

Lowther bit his lip hard, and then, with sudden decision,
he went softly round to the front door, and tried the knob.
The door was unlocked, and Lowther found himself stand-

-ing in the hall the next moment.

“T'll settle the matter once and for all!” he mutiered
through his teeth. “If there is anything wrong, then I'm
going to get to the bottom of it.”

He dropped his cap on to a settee, and then walked
boldly across the hall to the library door. Giving a sharp
knock first, he turned the handle of the door and entered
the room. - :

‘Standing togcther talking, the under-manager still wear-
ing his hat—a strange fact that Lowther notel even at that
moment—iwere his uncle and Croat, and they stared at
Lowther in dumbfounded alarm as he entered,

. come,

For a moment there was silence, and then the old
gentleman's keen eyes glittered, :

“Montague,” he snapped, in a hard voice, “what is the
meaning of this intrusion? Did I not tell you that I should
be very busy to-day? I thought I made it quite plain that
you were not to come here.” P

“I'm sorry, uncle,” said Lowther. “But I simply had to
I felt so certain that—" :

“You should not have come against my expressed wish !”
snapped the old gentleman. “You must leave this house at
once, as I am very busy indeed. Mr, Croat here has come
on a maftter of the utmost importance—" ¢

“So important,” said Lowther deliberately, “that he has
left his ‘manners behind him, and has forgotten to remove
his hat.”

“Montague——" >

“I don’t care!” said Lowther impulsively. “ There's
something wrong, uncle. That brute tried to prevent me
coming here. He kicked me off the tram, and might have
injured me seriously. I——"

*“ Nonsense, Montague! Mr. Croat is an old and valued
member of the firm. I am quite sure his forgetfulness is in
no way a sign of disrespect to me. As for kicking you—
rubbish ! Kindly leave the house, boy. You may visit me
to-morrow, when I shall possibly have the time and leisure
to entertain you.” 5

Lowther did not move.

He was staring, with startled, unbelievable eyes at his
uncle.  Now he was face to face, with more time to take
note, he felt that his uncle’s features looked strangely unrecal
and almost grotesque, :

The eyes, black and piercing, secemed to fascinate him.

In Lowther’s worried mind came a sudden. amazing sus-
picion. He wondered how he could imagine such a thing,
and yet—

“Uncle,” he exclaimed, striving to steady his voice, “have
you heard from my father lately ?” :

“No,” said the old gentleman impatiently; “I have not!
But we can discuss——"

“You don’t often write to him, uncle—'

“I have little time for letter-writing, Montague.
can discuss family matters to-morrow—-" -

“We can discuss them now, also,” .said Lowther, whose
heart was beating fast. “You appear to have as-short
a memory as Mr. Croat, uncle. I lost my father some years
ago—a very queer thing for my uncle—my father’s brother—
to forget!” - 3 - 7

Lowther’s tone was quiet, and his voice steady; but his
heart was now thumping-madly, and his thoughts chaotic.
There was a sudden silence in the room—a silence that could
almost be felt.

Croat and the old gentleman had exchanged startled
glances, and into tho latter’s eyes had come a sudden dan-
gerous glint. But even as they stood thus Monty Lowther
acted.

He stepped forward swiftly, and snatched at the beard on .
the chin of the elderly gentleman,

It came away in his hand, and with it came the heavy,
white moustache. = - :

Revealed was a clean-shaven face—the sharp, hard face of
the man who had travelled on the Liverpool Express!

He staggered back with a sharp ery.

“So—so that’s it!” panted Lowther. “Bowled out, you
scoundrel !” L 2

They faced each other—Lowther paunting and trembling ;
the exposed impostor breathing hard, his face convulsed with
fury. -

“Where is my uncle, you villain!” said Lowther, almost
shouting in his fear and anxiety. “What has happened
to him ?”

“The door, Croat!”

It was a sharp order from the impostor, and Croat sprang
to the door. As yet Lowther had not thought of himseli—
of danger. But now he stepped back, gasping. :

“Now, you cub, you interfering little whelp!” snarled the
impostor. 3 . -

He flung himself at the junior, and, fully alive to his
danger now, Monty Lowther stepped swiftly aside, and
shoved out a leg like lightning. 3

The tall man stumbled over the leg, and went crashing
down.

Lowther jumped for the door, and as Croat faced him, the
junior lashed out with all his force.

Crash ! -

The-short, hook-nosed man crashed into the door, sending
it shut with a heavy slam that echoed through the house.

Lowther tore open the door:and flew out into the hall.

Croat, after crashing into the door had slid helplessly
against the wall, hugging his aching jaw; but before ho
had recovered himself the impostor was past him, racing
after the schoolboy.

’

But we
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By this time Lowther wes almost at the inner vestibule
door, but there the junior’s luck deserted him. On the
polished, glassy floor his running feet slid from under him
suddenly, and he crashed down, half-stunned and sickened
with the sudden jolt. * ¥

‘The next moment the tall man was upon him, pinning
Iim down.

“Quick, Croat!” he ghouted. “Look lively, you fool!”

From the library Croat came dashing, his eyes glinting
vengefully. Half-stunned as - he was, Monty fought
savagely, now, however, kicking and struggling to free
himself.

But the odds were overwhelming, and in a very shord
time the -junior was flat on his face, with the impostor’s
knee pinning him down again, and with wrists twisted
together behind him,

“Get a cord, Croat!” snapped the raseal, his hard face
showing bitter rage. “The young cub’s come here looking
for trouble, and he’s found it.” !

The under-manager was looking scared now, but he went
away and returned with a length of cord. After trussing up
the junior, Croat stood up.

“Well, what now, Fenz?” he said, a trifle shakily. *This
young cub chipping in makes things awkward.”

“It’s a confounded nuisance !” muttered the man, glower-
ing at the prostrate junior. “Who put you up to this,
youngster 7 You suspected something or you wouldn’t have
come :

“I shall tell you nothing,” said Lowther thickly.
is my uncle?”

“You'll know that soon enough,” said Fenz grimly.
“Tell me this: Do any of your friends suspect anything?
Do they know you arc here, hoy 1"

“You’ll get nothing out of me, you scoundrel !

“So that’s your tune! Well, it matters little !” declared
¥enz, with a shrug. - “You came poking your nose into
what coes not concern you, and you must suffer for it.”

“Shove the young cub in the ecellar!” suggested Croat.

“And have his confounded friends swarming here in
search of him?” sneered Fenz. ‘‘Don’t be a fool, man!
We'll put him where there’ll be litile risk of them finding
him. It’s a nuisance, but it can’t be helped. Help me to
shove him in the ‘anteroom there, and then youw’d better
fetch Ikey and the car here.” -~ *

Croat nodded, and together the two men dragged Monty
Lowther’s* helpless form into an ante-room off the hall.
'Then, having gagged him, they went out, closing the door
behind them. i .

Lowther, lying bound on the floor, groaned in deep
despair.

What did it all mean?

His vague suspicions, then, had been only too well-
founded. He had proved to be right. Something was
wrong—very much wrong. ’

Yet what use was the discovery to him now? :

That incident of the car the night before had a deep and
ominous significance to him. He felt certain now that he
frad seen figures struggling together in the darkened car,
and he knew the cry had been a ery for help.

He understood wf;y Fenz had attempted to dissuade the
chums- of St. Jim’s from visiting Myrtle Lodge. He under-
stood the meaning of their unwelcome greeting when they
arrived at the house. The old man who had greeted them
and turned them away was not his uncle at all, but the
wascally Fenz in disguise,

That much was certain.

But what lay behind it all?

The hapless prisoner wondered dully as he lay listening to
the faint sounds of movement from the far library, and his
heart felt like lead within him. Where was his unele?
That something terrible had happened to him he felt only
too assured. And the thought made him tug madly at Lis
bonds with savage desperation.

““Where

CHAPTER 6.
Trimble on the Trail !
« W 1'S all vot!” said Trimble.
I “What ??
JCAll bosh, bunkum, and tosh!” said Trimble, in
disgust. “Soap-works—— Bah! Who wants to
s?emsoap-\vorks? Who takes an interest in dashed soap—
en’
 “Not_you,” agreed Jack Blake. ‘“You never did, old
chap. Soap and you were always deadly encmies. Dirt
and you have always been pals, but soap—never !’
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You silly ass!” said Trimble. *Trying to be funny, I
suppose?  Yah! I'm not jolly well going, anyway !”"
“He’s been a stranger to soap for so many years,” said
Digby, “that he’s afraid to meet any now.”
THE GeM LiBrary.—No. 992,
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“Yaaz, wathah! Twimble must certainly visit Pord
Sunlight. Seeing the soap made will possibly wid him of
his tewwible fear of it, bai Jove!”

“Let soap so, anyway,” chuckled Blake.

“Yah!” Trimble glowered round at the grinning juniors
in the lounge of their hotel. “Yah !” he retorted. “I tell
you I'm jolly well not coming! Lowther’s dodged off,
hasn’t he? And Railton said it was all right,”

“Yes; but—" -

“Why should- Lowther be allowed to dodge off and have a
good time at his dashed uncle’s,” demanded Trimble
warmly, “while everybody else has to go traniping round
soap-works? Bah! I'm fed-up with Liverpool!”

“Better than lessons at St. Jim’s, anyway,” grinned
Digby. *“You silly ass——"" : ?

“I’'m not getting enough to eat,” grumbled Trimble.

“Yes, ‘I suppose you miss the study cuphoards at St.
Jim’s,” remarked Blake sympathetically. “Bui if youw'd
really like a jolly good feed this aftermoon, Trimbhle—"

“Eh? What—" 3

“Cakes,” said Blake enticingly. “Tons and tons of
cakes. Cakes of all sizes, Trimble. And you’ll be able io
scoff as many as you want to scoftf, old man.”

“Eh? Where’s that?” asked Trimble cagerly.

““ At Port Sunlight—where we’re going this afternoon, old
chap,” said Blake. “I expect they'll let you eat just as
many cakes as you’ll want to eat, Trimble. Cakes of toilet-.
soap, and scouring-soap—all sorts and sizes of cakes!”

“You silly ass—-"

$Ha;ha; hal® :

The juniors roared at the expression on Trimble’s face.

“You silly ass!” gasped Trimble, 1 thought you’
mean 2 :

“I know you did, fat man. That's because your thoughts
always dwell on grub and never on soap,” explained Blake.
“Now do run away, Trimble! Your face makes me tired!”

“Look here,” said Trimble. “I want you fellows to tell
old Railton that Lowther’s sent for me. It'll be all right:
then. Railton knows what pals Lowther and I are, you.
know. Tell him Lowther rang up for me—his uncle ex-
pressed a wish to meet me.” ]

“Bai Jove!”

“Don’t rub it in too much, you know. Just say that. Tt's
best just to keep to exact facts,” explained Trimble.
“Otherwise he may smell a rat.” .

“You—you fat fibber!” gasped Blake. “You expect us
o tell Railton whoppers just to——"

“Well, you’ll have, to tell him someihing, won't you?”
said Trimble. “He’s bound to miss me-and ask where I.
am. If it was all right for Lowther it'll be all right for
me—Dbeing such a pal of Lowther’s, you know. Anyway,
tell old Railton Lowther wired for me at the express wish
of Dr. Lowther. See?”

Tom, Merry & Co. looked at Baggy Trimble,

“Well, you fat rotter!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “Yon
silly ass! What do you take us for? You'll keep awayv
from Myrtle Lodge, you silly chump ! You can’t go butting
in where you're not wanted like that!”

“I shall be wanted, though,” grinned Trimble com-
placently. “You leave it to me. Think I can’'t see why.

You were
No wonder

a dashed disgrace—like a lot of drowned rats!
the old chap kicked you out !”

“Why, you—"

“I shall go decently dressed—not like a dashed tramp!”
explained Trimble calmly. “A credit to Lowther, and
St. Jin’s, you know. Anyway, I'm going !”

“You’d better not,” said Tom Merry,

“You dry up, Merry! Now. Gussy, old fellow, I want you
to lend me your best topper.”

“Bai Jove! I shall do nothing of the kind, Twimble |”

“If youw're going to be mean—-"

“1 am, Twimble |

“Lend me your coat, then——"

“Bai Jove! I shall lend you nothin’ whatevah, Twimble.”

“But I want them!” snorted Trimble angrily, as if that
was reason enough why he should have them. I ecan’t visis
a gentleman of Dr. Lowther’s standing badly dressed, can
I? I want your best topper and your coat and stick and
gloves, D’Arey.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“A fellow must go suitably dressed,” snorted Trimble.
“T’'m not asking to be kicked out—" -

“You're going to he, though, whether you like it or not,”
said Jack Blake grimly. And he jumped up and lifted his
boot behind Trimble. “Take that, and—— Hallo, he's
gone |” ;

Trimble had gone—fairly flying out of the hotel lounge.

Blake rejoined the grinning juniors,. and reseated himself,

“Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus, breathing hard.
“That fat worm has a most feahful nerve, you know., I
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w eany twust he will not dare to go g kin' a nuisance of
himself at Myrtle Lodge, you fellovws.”

“He won’t now -he knows e w n’t make it pight

,ulton » chuckled Tom Mer‘\ IL wol't dare to ri
(.ulS%\

“Wonder how. Lowther s got on,

. grinned I)Wh\

“Blest 1f T'd hive gone again af(m lasg. pmhr——unclo 01‘

no uncle,” gumted Herries.

‘I don’t know,” said Tom . \Ion v slowly,
captain of St. Jim’s was frowning ‘thoughtfu
thinks there’s something wrong at \I\u‘L LocWe
thinking—""

“You got it, too ! 12 grmned Mmmer~
start huntmg for mares’ nests, Tommy.’ : E

“I’'m not,” said Tom qu:etl\ “Only—well: after all,. it
does seem a bit queer that—"

“Gweat Scott !”

It was a sudden excited exclamation from Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. The swell of the Fourth at St. Jim’s had just
strolled over to the ®vindow. He was now staring with
goggling eyes down into the street below.

At his startled exclamation his chums jumped up, and as
they did so Arthur Augustus gave another horrified gasp and
fairly flew out of the hotel lounge.

“What the thump——"

“Something outside,” said Tom Merry.

- The .junior
r. . “ Lowther
Ive been

“Now, don’t you,

3 -
Rt are oy e

(xussy S second best topper sptm off his head and went rollmg
over the wet street.

“Oh. gweat Scott!” shrieked the swell of the Fourth.

Trimble had .obvicusly “expected Arthur Augnstus to go
after his rolling. headgear; but- Arthur Augustus, -after a
moment’s hesitation, decided to go for Tnmble instead.

He made a rush at the fat junior, who was just starting.
up ‘the stairs and grasped him round the waist.

“Leggo!” howled Trimble. “You'll have me—— Oh "~
erumbs ! . Fie

Crash!

" Locked in a deadly embrace the enraged Arthur Augustus
and the yelling Trimble rolled over and over at the bottom
of the steps.

Arthur Augustus seemed to have quite lost his usual
serene repose, and he pommelled away at the fat junior right
heartily.

“Here, none of that, you little rips!”? - 3
The tram conductor came charging do.’»n the stairs, and
he giabbed at the two struggling forms and wrenched ‘them i

apar

“You—jyou little rips!” he gamed holding the two juniors
apart with an effort. “Flght on 'ere, would you? Here,
off you gets!”

The tram was on the move now, but a ring soon brought
it slowing down again. The irate conductor bundled both
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They wanted to hang
Jack’s dog — wanted to
kill the only pal he had
in the world, so he
“hopped it” from his
bullying wuncle’s house,
and, together with his
faithful wolf-dog, sought
the trail of adventure,
... And his adventures will
fairly thrill you, chum!
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The juniors swarmed to the window. Then they under-
stood, and they chuckled explosively.

Down in the street below, apparently just waiting for a
tram, was a fat familiar ﬁgure It was Trimble, and
Trimble was dressed to “kill ” in a natty winter coat a
beautiful shiny silk hat, a pair of smart shoes, and an
equally smart pair of gloves, He also sported a slender,
elegant walking-cane, £

No wonder Arthur Augustus had been execited. For. the
hat and the coat and the shoes and the glov es and the cane
all belonged to Arthur Augustus.

Trimble had wanted the things, and he had got: them.

““Now for fireworks !” chuckled Blake,

“Hallo, here’s a tram!” said Dighy. “Gussy will—

“There he goes!”

The juniors watched, highly entertained, as the tram
rumbled to a sthndstill, and Trimble stepped loftily aboard.
And at that moment Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came rushing
out of the hotel vestibule, cramming a topper on his head
as he did so.

“Bai Jove! You feahful wottah!” he shouted.

He made a rush after Trimble just as the tram started.
Girabbing the brass upright, Arthur Angustus leaped aboard,
and as he did so Trimble, who was just about to c‘lmb tho
stairs, turned. :

“Oh crikey !”

With a startled gasp, Trimble made a desperate swipe at
the headgeéar of Arthur Augustus swith his walking-cane.
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juniors off it, giving the raging Arthur Augnstus a parting
cuff as he did so.

The tram rumbled on its way, and Arthur Augustus gave
the gasping Trimble a ferocious glare, and then he rushed a
him.

“Yarrooooh !

Trimble jammed D’Arcy’s best silk hat more firmly on.
his head and fairly flew for his life, with the irate Arthur
Augustus in mad pursuit.

In the ordinary way the aristocratic Arthur Augustus
would have shuddered at the very thought of “serapping ”
in public; but the sight of the fat and fatuous Trimble
wearing his best articles of wearing apparel had proved toc
much for his lofty serenity.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

At the hotel window Tom Mérry & Co. roared as Trimble,
covered from head to foot in mud, came racing past, )elhng.
and with Arthur Augustus in hot pursuit, carrying a battered
and muddy hat in his hand.

It was sheer luck that saved Trimble—good luck for him
and bad luck for the hapless swell of the Fourth.

Out from a side-street near St. George's Hall, emerged a
youth, pushing a-hand-cart piled high with emptv fruit-
baskets. Trimble missed the cart by a hair’s-breadth, but
Arthur Augustus was net so fortunate.

He struck the side of the cart with terrific force, driving
every scrap of wind out of his body.

Tun GeyM Lmn ArY.—No. 992.
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But that was not all. The sudden terrific jolt loosened
the ropes that held the baskets secure, and as Arthur
Angustus staggered back from the impact a shower of empty
baskets rattled round his innocent head.

“Yawwooooh !” roared Arthur Augustus.
Oh, bai Jove!” i

Trimble heard the howl of Arthur Augustus, but he neither
looked round nor halted. -A tramcar had just slowed down
zcross the street, and leaving Arthur Augustus to settle the
matter with the irate porter, Baggy Trimble leaped aboard
and was soon rumbling away from the sad scene.

CHAPTER 7.
A Bid for Liberty !
wONTY LOWTHER moved his position and groaned

“Gwoooogh !

as the ropes that bound him cut into his flesh.

For an hour now he had lain there, tormented and

sick at heart. His limbs were cramped and aching,
and every movement caused him agony. Moreover, the gag
which Fenz had tied round his mouth caused him horrible
cliscomfort. :

He had heard the opening and closing of the front door,
telling him that Croat had gone to fetch the car, according
to Fenz’s orders. But not once since then had Fenz comc
near him; though he had heard faint sounds from the
library, and once he had heard the rattle of crockery from
the kitchen, telling him that Fenz was helping himself to &
meal. :

The whole astounding affair was beyond the junior.
Where was his uncle, and where was the housckeeper and
the other servants, if any? The house was quite a moderate
establishment; yet Monty knew there must be one maid at
least kept in addition to the housekeeper.

Had the impostor dismissed the servants? Tt occurred
to Lowther that this would be a very easy matter, once
the real Dr. Lowiher had been got out of the way. KEven
Lowther had not secn  through Fenz's clever make-up, nov
would have done until the rascal had- made that slip in
regard to his father.

The hapless junior blamed himself biiterly for having
come alone; with his chums in support, Fenz and Croat
would have met more than their match in Tom Merry &
(Co. There was no help to be éxpected from them. KEven
when his chums returned from Pori Sunlight they would
not be alarmed at his absence.

His only hope lay in himself, Lowther realised well
enough. Yet what could he do? Hé had dragged and
tugged at his bonds until exhausted, but with no result.
The two rascals had dape their work only too well.

But now as he moveéd his position, Monty’s eyes suddenly
fell on the poker in the fire-grate, and the sight of it brought
an idea to his mind.

It was a forlorn hopée; but it was a hope, and instantly
the junior determined to try it.

f only he could attract attention from outside—let the
neighbours or a chance passer-by know that something was
wrong! The nearest house was certainly some distance
away—invisible through the trees.

Yet the smashing of glass carried far, and Lowther
resolved to try it. -

He was seated with his back to the wall now, but the
next moment he allowed his body to slide downwards, and,
though every movement was an agony, he started to roll
cautiously over towards the fireplace.

Once his feet struck a chair-leg, and the junior’s heart was
in his mouth lest the slight sound should be heard. But no
sound came from the library, and the junior went on
doggedly.

He reached the fender at last, and then his real difficulticos
began. With his wrists tied behind him it was far from ¢
casy matter to grasp the poker, but his fingers touched it a
last, and the next moment the poker was in his grasp.

Then began a desperate struggle to reach the window. It
was a torturing effort, but he managed it at last, and then
he strove to get to his feet.

The effort was quite beyond his strength, however. e
gave it up at last, realisingsthat every moment was precious.
But he was on his knees now, and, after a rest, he resolved
to make another attempt.

He allowed the poker to slide to.its point in his fingers,
and then with a sudden, desperate twirl he flung it at the
glass of the window. ]

Crash ! A .

He had done it—the poker vanished through the lower
pane with a crash and a tinkling of glass on the gravel
below.

Lowther waited tremblingly, hoping against hope that
F¥enz had not heard. - S n

His hopes were soon dashed to the ground, however

The next instant almost the, dodr came crashing open, and
Fenz rushed in,-his face fiendish with rage. :

JHE GEM LiBrary.—No. 992,

‘the house is well hidden by trees. !
‘do, Tkey—take him to your show until dark, and then let

“You—you little rat!” he hissed.

His flat hand took the unfortunate schoolboy on the temple,
and Lowther went down like a log.

The cowardly brute glared down at him, and then his
passion seemed to vanish. -

“So my young friend is dangerous!” he said in a hard
voice. “Very well. So much the worse for your comfort,
boy. I will see to it—" =

He broke off as the sound of a motor came from the
drive. 'Then came footsteps outside/ and the next moment
three sharp raps sounded on the front door.

Without another glance at the helpless junior Fenz hurried
ount. He came back with Croat and another man—a Jewish-
looking fellow in dingy, oily clothes and a peaked cap:

“ Any luck?” hie asked Fenz eagerly, g

Fenz shook his head. 24T
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Young Wally D’Arcy wioks a wink,
And ehirps a cheery chirrup :«

“Just fill a bag with blue-black: link,
And lots of sticky syrup.

Include some soot, likewise some glue,
And eggs of dubious quality :

And then your booby-trap will do--
Proceed with your ifrivolity !™

These hints are taken, you may guess,
From ‘‘ Booby Trap Prescriptions.’”
Wally prepares a ghastly mess
With stuff of all descriptions,
A bulging paper bag he fills
With various noxious articles :
There’s jam, and gum, and turkeys’ qguills
And soot in small black particles !

In Knox’s study he’s employed,
Preparing -this atrocity ;

And Knox will not be overjoyed.
But goaded to ferocity

When on his prefectorial pate
The bag deseends most clammily ;

Methinks he’ll sing a hymn of hate

And scowl at Wally jammily !
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“None!” he snapped shortly, -“The old fool has hidden
it well. 11l see him to-night, though, and if he won't
speak—well,” he added, his thin lips twisting in a cruel
smile, “we must try to make him speak. He is stubborn:
but there are ways and means of making the stubborn
speak.”

He nodded at the smashed window.

“This kid do that?” gasped Croat.

“Yes. You'll need to keep a close eye on the young cub,”
said Fenz. “I don’t think the smash was heard, but it
might have been. Get him away from here—sharp! One
moment !”

He hurried from the room, and came back an instant later
with a large travelling-rug.

“Get this round him,” he said. “Yt is rather fortunate
You understand what to

him join the old man,”

NN
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“ A blamed nuisance,” grunted Croat. > : ;

“YIi may not prove to he,” said Fenz, shrugging. “The
boy may prove useful in persuading tie-old man to give
Sy

ay. E

He nodded curtly, and together Cioat and Ikey lifted
Lowther and carried him out swiftly. The junior’s face was
covered, but he knew that Lie was being carried to a car of
some kind. He felt himself dropped heavily on the Hoor
of the car, and then realised that Croat had climbed in after
him. Next came the slam as the door closed.

An instant later the vehicle was in motion, and Lowther
vealised with a thrill of bitter dismay that his desperate
attempt to attract attention had failed. :

Yet in his heart the junior felt a deep ihankfulness. The
rascally Fenz’s words had told him that his uncle was alive,
at all events. Lowther had feared the worst. Now he
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)JOBY TRAP!

+  'The paper bag is poised aloft,
Over the door it lingers;
als, {And Wally gives a chuckle sofft,
‘t And rubs his sticky fingers.

ne, “T'll teach old Knox to make me fag
: When I've s game of chess on!
- I somehow think that paper bag

paills,
1

Will teach the cad a lesson!”

2 Then Wally’s heart beats loud and fost,

= For footsteps are encroaching ;

: "The prefect has arrived at
His doom is fast approaching !

The door is opened from without,
The bag swoops down with vigour :
Then comes a fearful, angnished shout

From the besmothered figure !

“Cood gracious !
soul !’
That voice there’s no mistaking ;
It is the Head’s—a thundes
And Wally D’Arcy’s quaking.
I think T’ll be discreet, and veil
3 The sequel imelancholy ;

)
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Bless my lieart and
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P ¥ you would hear the mournful tale 4 <
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knew he was a prisoner somewhere, and that after dark he
was to join him.

Somehow the thought brought a strange feeling of hope
and courage to the junior. The position was desperate, yet
not without hope. Tom Merry and the others knew he had
gone to Myrtle Lodge, and he knew they would never rest
until they had traced him. In the loyalty of his chums
Lowther had great faith, and he “had great faith in their
common-sense. They would miss him, and they would
suspect, as he had suspected.

That journey on the floor of the car was like a horrible
nightmare to the kidnapped junior. The rug was rolled
loosely round him; but it still covered his face, and the
junior felt half smothered and choking. He knew that
Croat was smoking, but not once did the fellow address a
word to him.

The ear ceased to rock and shake at last. after what
seemed endless hours to the hapless prisoner, The door was

(<]

opened, and then he was dragged out roughly, and he heard

the feet of his captors on cobblesiones as they hwgried with

him across what he took to he a yard. :
Then he heard their feet on beards, and then on wooden,

erealis taivs. It was only a short distance up, and then
a door crashed baek, and Monty Lowther was carried into a

room and flung on a creaking bed. The next moment the
large rug was whisked from his face.

Without a word to him the two men lefi the room, and
the rattle of the rickety door closing was followed by the
click of a~key turning in a lock.

Monty Lowther blinked about him with aching eyes.

He. was in a room—a bare, desolate apartment with
wooden walls papered over with a hideous wallpaper. The
window was small, of four oblong panes, two of which
were broken, letting in a strong draught of cold air. The
doer was of new match-boarding with a new lock, and two
new, bracket hinges.

At sight of the hinges Lowther's eyes gleamed, and he
looked back at the window, a daring plan forming in his
wmind. He was not the fellow to submit to captivity with-
out a struggle, and Le was already thinking out a way of
escape.

In a moment his mind was made up, and with some
difiiculty he managed to get his feet to the floor, and then,
with the aid of the iron bedpost, he worked himself
upright. .

Resting a moment, he then started to worm his way, on
heels and toes, to the window,

Caution was necessary, but the task was absurdly easy,
and reaching the window, he placed his back against it.
One of the lower panes of glass was broken almost to the
bottom, and Lowther stretched his hound wrists over the
jagged edge of glass.

Then he began to saw the cords backwards and forwards
across the jagged edge, with feverish haste and energy.

More than once his wrists caught the glass, and he sei
his teeth as the warm blood flowed over his hands; but he
continued the desperate task,

1t was finished at last—ihe last strand parted with a snap,
and his hands were free. 5 2 »

But his wrists and hands were painfully bruised and
bleeding, and it was some moments before he could get his
hand in his pocket for his pocket-knife,

When he did get it out, however, it was the work of a
moment to ent his legs free of the rope. Then he dropped
on the bed to rest, white-faced and panting, _ .

But he was free—free to fight for his liberty.

He did not rest long—at any moment his captors might
return, and without delay Lowther started to work on the
hinges of the door. It.was an easier task than he had
expected, for the serews were new, and the wood new. On
the first one hie hroke the big blade of his knife, but with
the broken blade as a screwdriver, he found his task even
casier than hefore.

Once loosened the screws came out with ease, and Lowther
breathed deeply with relief as the last screw came away.

He stood up and listened intently. From somewhere
below he heard the faint hum of voices, and he set lis
teeth hard. He was not free yet by any means—he had yet
to run the gauntlet of the men below, whose voices hie
could faintly hear.

Quictly, hardly daring to breathe, Monty Lowther grasped
the light, ric door, and cautiounsly slid it aside, tle
lock slipping free at once.

He lifted away
W il al
landing ou

placed it gently against the
rt he stepped out on to the

CHAPTER 8.
The Adventures of Trimble !

< ELL. here goes!” g
As Baggy Trvimble murmured the words to
himself he gave his silk hat—or rather, D’Arey’s

silk hat—a final polish with a grubby handker-
chief, and rolled up the drive of Myrtle Lodge.
Tt was some little time sinee Trimble ‘had escaped from

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, The iram he had taken refuge -

on was heund for the pierhead, but at the next stopping-
place, the fat youth had changed to a Wavertree tram,
and he had reached Laurel Road at last. A few inquiries
there very soon took him to Myrtle House, for Dr. Morton
Lowther was well known in the district. 7 :

On the way up in the tram Trimble had not been idle.
D’Arey’s coat and shoes and hat were ‘wet and mgddyz.d,
and he had spent the time in cleaning them up for his visit.
Trimble had heard, of course, of the reception Tom Merry
& Co. had got the previous night at Myrtle Lodge, and in
Trimble’s view it was solely beecause they had turned up
there in such a bedraggled erowd. * = =

Bagegy Frimble was resolved not to make a similar mis

TrE GEM LiBrARY,—No. 992,
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take—which explained why he had “borrowed ” D’Arcy’s
expensive and elegant clothes for the occasion.

It was bad lack, of course, that the clothes had been so
roughly handled, but that was solely D'Arcy's own' fault,
and Trimble felt very angry indeed with Arthur Augustus.

However, he had done his best on ‘the way up to rectify
matters, and now, here he was at his journey’s end, just
putting a final polish to the gleaming silk hat. -

As he rolled along the drive, Bagey twirled his cane
carelessly.  He was feeling in fine feitle, and*very, satis-
fied with himsélf. Trimble hdd a very good -opinion of

himself indeed, and he did-not doubt his ability to make*

a good impression on Monty Lowther’s uncle. =
Certainly there was Monty Lowther t6 be considered. "He
knew Monty Lowther would scarcely be pleased to see him
—indeed, it wak highly probable that Monty Lowther would
be very much annoyed indeed to see him. . - e

But the - fact did mot “trouble him much. Once inside

Myrtle Lodge he knew he .would be quite safe—Lowther
would hardly dare to cause “irouble * in his uncle’s house.
Lowther would doubtless writhe inwardly: but he would
have to toe the line, for all that, and would be obliged
in all decency to “back him up.” .
* That was how Trimble had looked at it. He had- done
such things before, and things had turned out just as he
had expected. He was reflecting over these -matters as he
rolled leisurely along the drive. =

“Selfishness,” he murmured to himself: “Sheer selfish-
ness, that’s-what it is. That beast Lowther wants his uncle
all to himself. I shouldn’t be surprised if Lowther hadn’t
worked that affair last night somehow—just to give his
blessed chums the go-by. Looks to me like it, anyway,
coming here on’ his own now like this! The more chaps
there are the less grub there’ll be for him. That’s it!
What awful meanness!” ;

Reflecting thus, and feeling quite shocked at Lowther’s
behaviour in the fatter, Trimble ambled up the steps and
rang the bell. He rang it hard. -

Nothing happened, and Trimble rang the bell again and
again. After that the fat junior’s self-complacency left him
a- littlel = -

“Oh erumbs!” he mumbled dismally. “What a rotten
sell if they've gone out! Herc goes again, anyhow !”

Trimble rang again. There came no answer, and then
he gave it up, his. fat features wearing a disgusted look.
After a last dismal blink at the house, the faf junior rolled
back slowly along the drive. !

“Ohy what a sell!” he groaned. “They must have gone
out. I expect Lowther’s uncle’s taken him out in_the
blessed car or something. Of, blow it all! And I'm jolly
hungry !”

A sense. of complete desolation descended upon the fat
vouth. He had visualised a jolly good tea at Myrtle Lodge,
to be followed, possibly, by a tourr, in Dr. Lowther’s car, of
the sights of Liverpool, and with dinncr and a theatre to
follow.

Instead of all these delightful things his trouble and risk

. had apparently all been for nothing. Nobody was at home.

And Trimble’s only consolation was thai even this was
better than tramping round and studying industrial life
under the eagle eye of a master.

“It's all that selfish beast. Lowther's fault, T bet!”
grunted the fat youth. disconsolately.. “He must have
guessed I'd come, and he’s persuaded Lis uncle- My
hat! I wonder if the beast was there all the time, and
wouldn’t let em open the door?” .

The sudden thought took Trimble by storm, and after a
moment’s reflection he turned about and dived into the
bushes lining the drive. Here., well ocut of sight of
the house, and, moving cautiously, Trimble began to work
his way round to the rear of the house,

It was a very easy job, for laurcls aud bushes abounded
all round the lawns and house, and at last Trimble
reached the back door.

It was quite possible, Le felt, that Lowther had stopped
the maid opening the door, hoping he would depart. And
I'rimble was determined to find out if this was so. Once
he managed to get somebody to open the door, he felt
certain they could scarcely be so inhospitable as to turn him
away.

Just as Trimble wag abdut to knock, however, he noted
that the back door was slightly ajar, and, peering through,
the fat youth saw ihat the seullery was empty. Even then
Trimble felt that the house seemed strangely silent.

Trimble had cheek enough for anything, and he also

had nerve enough—when he was hungry. ‘And he was very .

hungry now. Instead of knocking, Trimble tiptoed inside

and looked into the kitchen bevond. 1t was also empty,

and it seemed to Trimble to have a strangely deserted

appearance. 3 s
But there was the remains of a .mieal on the table., and

ﬂn§ caught Trimble’s eye at once. There was a glass dish
Tue GEM LiBraky.—No. 992. :
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containing nearly a whole potted tongue, and there was
bread-and-butter and a teapot, with a single plate:and cup
and saucer, . Exeg = .
Trimble ‘was no6t a very reflective youth, but even he
could not, help thinking it strange that a servant should
parfake of meals in such dilatory fashion—or be" allowed to
do f0. There was no cloth on the fable, and”the bread
had been hicked "off in thick chunks. The room also: bore
many signs of not having been dusted that day. S
“Queer " ‘murmured Trimble> “ Almost looks as if?some

thieving rotter had come in here helping himself to ‘grub.
:I've heard of:'dishonest people 'dding that. Well, they

shouldn't be so jelly careless, I heard Lowther say the
housckeeper was away; but where’s the giddy maids, I
wonder ?” -

Trimble stepped softly to the inner door, and blinked
along the passage beyond, listening intently as he did so.
Not a sound reached his ears. - - ,

“ Oh, good!” he mumbled, his eyes fixed longingly on the

‘potted tongue, which certainly looked very appetising.

“I'm jolly hungry. And Lowther and his uncle must be
out, after all. They wouldn’t like me to go without some-
thing to eat, I know. . If they’d been here they’'d have
insisted upon me having tea and all the rest of it. So it
amounts to just the same thing, really, if I help myself—
save them the trouble, too.”

Arguing thus, Trimble seated himself at the table, and

.started to attack the potted tongue, his ears on the alert

all the time for sounds from within the house. It was
really a big tongue, but Trimble very quickly polished out
the glass dish. ‘

Then he got to his feet. ¢

“I'm still jolly hungry,” he grumbled. *Nothing to
drink, “either. I think I'll just have a peep in the larder—
if T can find it. The doctor wouldn't like to think I had to
go away hungry. He’s such a decent old chap—Lowther
aid so himself.”

Trimble passed quietly through into the passage in search
of the larder. He had almost reached the end when a
sudden crash sounded from somewhere in the house,
making Trimble almost leap out of his skin.

Until this, he had come to the conclusion that the house
was empty—that a careless maid-servant had gone out,
leaving the back door unfastened. g

He realised it was not empty. however. It struck
Primble that Lowther and his unclé might be at home,
after all, and he determined to investigate. In any case,

*he fat junior could not help being very curious and

nuzzled. .

A turn in the passage brought him in sight of the hall,
and after listening a moment Trimble tiptoed to the first
door on the right. It was the library, as it happened, and
the door was slightly open.

Trimble held his breath and blinked inside,

He opened his eyes wide at sight of the disordered study:
And then, as he recognised the man inside, he almost
jumped.

It was Tenz—without his disguise now, however. He was
just tipping a drawer full of papers over the carpet, and it
;vas (tihe noise of the drawer on the floor that Trimble had
eard.

“M-my hat!” breathed Trimble,

The sight of the man who had struck him in the Liver-
pool Express astounded the fat junior. He could scarcely
believe his own eyes.

The man’s clean-shaven face was savage and hard as he
rummaged rapidly amongst the disordered papers. It was
clear that he was searching for something—something he
was feverishly eager to find.

Into Trimble’s mind came the thought of burglars—how
else to account for the man being here engaged thus? He
had suggested to Tom Merry & Co. that the dark-eyed man
had warned them away from the house in order to burgle
it, and they had laughed at him.

They wouldn’t laugh when he told them this, however.
It was plain enough now—to Trimble.

The fat youth’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted by
the sharp sound of breaking glass—rnot from the library, but
from a room on the left of the hall, the door of which was
closed.

 What happened next almost scared the fat junior out of
his wits.

From the library came a sudden, startled oath, and, just

in time, Baggy Trimble slipped back into the shelter of the

shadowy passage.

Even as he did so the door of the library flew back, and
Fenz leaped out, and, dashing across the hall, flung open
the door of the opposite room and darted inside.

There followed another startled oath, and then Trimble’s
heart leaped as he heard a savage exclamation. It was fol-
lowed instantly by a heavy fall.

Trimble waited to hear no more. Trembling like a leaf,
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l Monty Lowther stepped forward swiftly and snatched at the beard on the chin of the elderly gentleman. It came away
in his hand, and with it came the heavy white moustache, revealing a clean-shaven face —the sharp, hard face of the
traveller he had seen in the Liverpool Express! (Sec Chapter 5.)

he stumbled along the passage and fairly flew through the
jiitchen and scullery, out into the open.

He was just going round the house when he pulled up
sharp, suddenly heaving the hum of a motor on the drive
at the front of the house.

*“Oh, good!” panted Trimble,

His first thoughts were that it was the doctor and Lowther
returning, but second thoughts bade him make sure
first.  And Trimble did. He crept to the corner of the
house and blinked cautiously round the ivy-clad wall,

The next moment he felt thankful he had exercised
caution,

A car had stopped near ihe entrance steps, and out of it
jtmped a short, hooked-mosed man. Trimble recognised
him at a glance. It was Croat, the under-manager of the
dye works,

M M-mum-my hat!” mambled Trimble, shaking with ex-
citement. “ What the: thump—-"

He watched breathlessly as the driver, a shabbily-dressed,
Jewish-looking individual, jeined Croat, and the two hur-
ried up the steps.

Trimble heard three sharp kuocks on the front door, and
then be heard the door opened.

There followed a few seconds’ interval, and then Trimble
caught his breath sharply as Croat and the driver suddenly
reappeared on the steps. They were carrying between
) + . s 2
them a long, bulky object wrapped in a big, thick rug.

The very shape of the bundle brought Trimble's heard
to his mouth, :

With eyes wide open wiih terror the fat junior watched

3 ! : 5
25 the bundle was lifted into the car, and he did nof move
as he watched Croat climb in after it. Then the driver
started his engine,

he car turned swiftly, and weni humming up the drive
and turned into the road. Trimble heard - it humming
away, and heard the sound ot the horn as the car turned
on to the main road.

A moment later the fat youth heard the house door close,
and for some moments afterwards Trimble stood where he
was, shaking with excitement.

What it all meant Trimble could only guess. That it
was the hapless Lowther in the bundle the fat junior was
far from dreaming—indeed Trimble did not dream that
Lowther had been in the house while he himself had been
there. That the crash of breaking glass had been caused
by Lowther flinging the poker through the window he was
far from guessing.

And Trimble did not stay to think the matter out. -Ile
had had quite enough of Myrtle Lodge, and with a last
blink at the sinister house, he dived into the bushes and
made his way to the gates. Then, once away from the
house, Trimble took to his heels and ran—and he ran hard.

He reached the tram-lines at length, and then he stopped,
waiting for a tram to take him back to town. It was somo
minutes before one came along, and Trimble boarded it
thankfully.

But his thankfulness was short-lived, for when the con-
ductor came round Trimble discovered that his outward
journey had taken his last penny. Trimble's next adven-
ture was an argument with the conductor, terminating by
Trimble being gently led off the tram by the ear and
deposited in the roadway.

The tram rumbled on its way, and Trimble started the
long homeward tramp—there was nothing else for it. But
during the tramp Trimble had time to think matters out
a little, and he resolved that, burglars or no burglars, he
would not acquaint the police with what he had seen.
That would never do. Even Trimble realised that he had
no right whatever in the house, and he felt that the police
might possibly fail to see eye to eye with him in the matter.
They even might think he had entered the house from
motives that were not honest.

But he determined to tell Tom Merry & Co., nevertheless.
Obtuse as he was, Trimble realised that something should
be done in the matter,

) Tue Geym TiBrARY.—No. 992
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CHAPTER 9.
\ Trapped !
l' OWTHER found himself on a tiny landing with a

narrow flight of stairs facing him. He could hear

voices clearly from below now, and his heart beat

rapidly ‘as he started towards the stairs.  The
sliglitest noise—the creak of a board—might jeopardise his
chance of success. : :

He reached the head of the stairs safely, and began to
descend. Half-way down them he paused.

In the wooden wall on his right was a tiny, one-paned
window, apparently fixed there to light the narrow stair-
case. It was covered by a bit of dirty curtain, and through
a hole in the webbing the junior caught a glimpse of a
room—the room, obviously, from which the voices proceeded.

-Lowther peered cautiously through, and saw three men
scated at a rough table with glasses before them. One
was Croat, the second was Ikey, the driver, and the third
was a man dressed in dirty seafaring garb, a greasy, peaked
cap stuck sideways on his towsled head. ; -

Tkey was speaking, and his voice reached the junior
clearly. : == = :

““Chief comin’ along to-night, Mr, Croat?” he asked.

Croat nodded briefly.

“Coming at dark,” he said with a grunt. “He’s going
to try to make the old man speak. He’s getting the wind-
up, and so am I, I might tell you, The job ought to have
been pulled off lIong before this. And now those interfering
school kids have come along it’s dangerous. Anyway, you'd
better be ready for him, Frost.”

The seafaring man, emptying his glass, nodded as he
got to his feet.

Lowther waited to hear ro more. He left the little
window and tiptoed downwards again. But haste now
made him less careful, and suddenly a loud, sharp crack
rang out as his foot pressed a broken step in the stairs.

From the room came a sudden exclamation, followed by
the scrape of chairs as the two other men leaped up.

Lowther took the last few stairs in one desperate leap,
heedless of noise now.

A form loomed up from the doorway at the bottom of
the stairs, and without hesitation the junior’s fist shot out.

It took the man—it was ITkey—full on the point of his
bristly chin, and it had all the weight and force of Lowther’s
desperate leap behind it. :

Tkey gasped and crumpled up, and Lowther leaped over
him, and darted for the passage-way beyond. A glance
had shown him that the door was open, and in a flash the
junior was through it. ;

He found himself in a yard, with a tumbledown garage
at the far end, and a gateway leading out into a road at
the other. -

Without a second glance about him Lowther tore from the
vard, with the yells and the furious oaths of tlre three men
ringing in his ears.

His heart was' thumping madly with the excitement of
the moment, but. he felt strangely clear-headed for all that.
Round him were dingy-looking houses and warehouses,
and a few masts and funnels told him in one swift, com-
prehensive glance that he was in Dockland.

The street was narrow, and Lowther turned to the left

and pelted along it until he reached the corner. Here
was a garish public-house, with another narrow alley. turning
off from it. Without a glance behind him the junior tore
_tgo]wn the narrow lane, heedless of the curious glances of
idlers. = .
The marrow alley proved to lead out into a wider street
with plenty of people about and plenty of traffic. Lowther
stopped then, panting. He knew the three rascals would
never dare to follow him there.

For some moments he leaned against a wall, while he
vested, and considered the matter. -

He was free now, indeed—safe from his captors. Vet
Monty Lowther had no thought in his mind of self; he had
no intention of leaving Messrs. Croat & Co. to their own
devices.

He was thinking now of his uncle. His uncle was not a
prisoner in the house he had just left, of that he was
certain. And he had a very good suspicion as to where he
was.

Croat had told the seafaring man to “be ready for the
chief,” who was expected that evening to try to “make
tho old man speak.”

The chief was obviously Fenz, and the old man was
cbviously his uncle. The obvious deduction, therefore, was
that Frost, the seafaring man, held his uncle a prisoner
somewhere; and where else would that be but on a boat
of some sort on the Mersey? Lowther himself understood
now why he had been taken first to the house—if house it
was. It would scarcely be safe to take a prisoner out to
a boat'in broad daylight. .

. Lowther felt convinced be was right, and he realised he
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would have to move swiftly if he intended to help his uncle,
Frost had just been about to leave the place when he had
descended the stairs, clearly to be ready for Fenz.

He would follow the man, cost what 1t might to himself.

Without another second’s hesitation Monty Lowther turned
on his heels and hurried back the way he had come, his
eyes on the alert for a sight of his enemies. s

He reached the public-house at the corner, and then Le
suddenly halted and drew back into the shelter of a door-
way.

Past the end of the opening a man was passing—a burly
man in dingy blue jersey and greasy cap. It was Frost, and
after making sure the other two rascals were not in sight,
Lowther started on his trail,

To a fellow like Lowther, who was a trained Scout, it
was not a difficult matter—especially as the man scemed to
have no thought of being followed.

Past warehouses and shops, and narrow alleys and by-
ways the man led him, still keeping within touch with the
docks, and then the man stopped at a grocer’s shop.

He emerged shortly with a loaf of bread and several
packages, and then he ambled on again, Lowther sticking to
his trail with grim determination. -

The trail suddenly ended, just where Lowther had cx-
pected it to end—at the gleaming waters of the Mersey.

At the edge of the dock wall Frost abruptly stopped, and
then he descended some stone steps. At the water’s edge a
dinghy was tied up to an iron ring. and the fellow jumped
aboard. Dropping his foodstuffs, he unhitched the rope, and
pushed off. Then, seating himself at the oars he started to
pull out towards a couple of sailing barges anchored some
distance out from the shore.

f'rom the shelter of a warehouse the junior watched him,
his eyes gleaming now with excited expectation. He saw
the seafaring man reach the first of the two anchored barges,
and tying up the dinghy, clamber aboard.

He went first to a hatchway in the forepeak of the ugly
craft, and, lifting the hatch, peered downwards. Then he
closed the hatch again, sectired it, and went aft. Here was
another hatchway, and Frost lifted this up, and a. moment
later he had vanished below, taking his loaf and packages
with him. = %

Shaking with excitement, Lowther waited for some
moments, and then as Frost did not reappear, the junior
hurried towards the step. . He had already noted with grim
satisfaction that another dinghy was tied up there, and with-
out hesitation, Lowther sprang down into it, and untied the
painter.

The boat apparently belonged to the second barge, buf
Lowther did not trouble himself about that.” He picked up
the oars, and then he started to pull with vigorous strokes
out.into the stream. It was hard work, for the tide was run-
ning-strongly, but he reached to within a yard or so of the
barge at last. Then he edged the boat gently and skilfully
alongside, and made it fast. -

His heart was thumping with fear lest the gentle bump of
the dinghy touching the barge should alarm Frost. But
nothing happened, and after waiting a full minute, Lowther
clambered aboard.

Again he did not hesitate. Softly treading amongst the
tumbled conglomeration of sails and tackle the plucky junior
hurried to the fore hatchway.

It was secured only with a peg of wood, and in a flash he
had it out and the hatch lifted. 3

The interior of the cabin below was dark and dismal, but
as he lifted the hatch he caught a glimpse of a figure
stretched out on a blanket by a little railed-in stove.

The figure moved as he peered downwards, and as he

‘caught a swift glimpse of the face Lowther felt a sudden

mist before his eyes.

The features were those of an elderly man, with white
beard and moustache and white hair. Lowther recognised
the features in a moment, and he realised that his suspicion
had been only too correct, and that his search was ended.

“Uncle!” he panted, a lump in his throat.

There was another movement below, followed by a startled,
tremulous cry.

“Who—who is that?”

Lowther waited for no more. He lowered the hatchway
back, and in a flash he was dropping down the steep steps
into the cabin.

He stooped over the old gentleman, his hand whipping
his knife from his pocket as he did so.

“Uncle!” he panted huskily. “It is I—Montague, your
nephew ! Quick! Let me cut you free!” :

“ What—what—"

The old gentleman seemed ufterly unable to credit his
senses. He stared up at the junior, his white, haggard face
trembling with emotion. And at that moment a heavy step
sounded on the deck above, and a shadow was thrown across
the hatchway. : :

There followed an oath, and just for an iustant Monty and
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his uncle caught a swift glimpse of Frost’s evil, drink-sodden
features. Then it vanished, and before Lowther could move,
the hatch crashed back into place, blotting out the daylight.
Lowther stood in the darkness, panting, his hcart sick
within him. .
He was trapped. He had made his desperate atiempt ab
rescue, and he had failed.

CHAPTER 10.
Vengeance!

« UBBISH !” :
Arthur Augustus D’Arey spoke emphatically—
derisively.

It was late afternoon, and Tom Merry & Co.
were on the ferry-boat, just leaving the Woodside Ferry for
the Liverpool landing-stage,

It had been a very interesting afternoon for the St. Jim’s
juniors, From Birkenhead they had journeyed by charabanc
to Port Sunlight, and after a tour of the famous works, they
had returned to Birkenhead, where Tom Merry & Co.—with
Mr. Railton’s permission—had left the rest of the party.
Tom Merry & Co. had wanted to see something of Birken-
head, and they had spent an interesting hour wandering
round the docks, keenly interested in the shipping and ship-
huilding.

At the moment the juniors were interested in the New
Brighton Tower, dimly seen through the mist on the Mersey.
A rather heated argument was proceeding in regard to the
tower between Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and Robert Digby.

“Wubbish I”” repeated Arthur Augustus. “Uttah wubbish,
Dig! You must be off your wockah, deah boy!”

“Not at_all,” said Digby. “I mean just what I say. I
know a fellow who can jump higher than that tower, and
P'm sticking to what I claim.”

“Wats!” said Arthur Augustus derisively. “TI am wathah
astounded at you, Dig, expectin’ us sewiously to swallow
such a wedic statement. Why, that towah is a feahful
height [ 1

“I know it is,” said Digby seriously, winking=at the rest
of his grinning chums, however. “But I am stating a
solemn fact, Gussy. I know a chap who can jump higher—
rauch higher—than that tower.”

“Then perhaps you would not mind tellin’ us who the
fellow is, deah boy,” smiled Arthur Augustus. “I should
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be vewy pleased to make the acquaintance of such a wondem
ful person, bai Jove !”
. “You already know him, old chap.”

CWhat?2 :

Arthur Augustus jumped.

“Certainly,” said Dighy. “He’s on this boat now.”

“Bai Jove!” said the innccent Arthur Augustus, looking
round him blankly. *“Then pway point out the marvellous
person to me, Digbay.”

“You're talking to him now, old chap,” replied Digby,
with a chuckle. “The fellow I mentioned is little me.”

. “Bai Jove! What utteh wot! You—you say you can
jump highah than that towah, Dig.”

“Certainly, old chap! If I can’t I'll eai your topper,
Gussy.”

“And if you can, I myself will certainly eat it !” chuckled
Arthur Augustus.

“Right, old chap!” said Digby. “Mind you keep to
your word, Gussy. Here goes, then!” And with an
elaborate show of energy, Robert Digby leaped two feef
into the air. Then he looked triumphantly at Arthur
Augustus. “How’s that?” he asked. “If the New Brighton
Tower can jump higher than that, I'm ready to cat your
topper, Gussy!”

“But—but, you silly dummay—
looked perplexed. “But you said—"

1 said I could jump higher than that tower, and I've
done it,” said Digby. “You see, old chap, that tower
can’t jump at all. It’s a fixture—like your mental
machinery, Gussy—can’t move at all. See?”

“Oh! Oh, bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s noble face was a picture as he
began to grasp the point of the ancient joke.

“You—you feahful spoofah, Dig!” he gasped. “It was
only a wotten joke, then?”

“Go hon! Have you really grasped that at last, old
fellow? Now what about eating your topper, Gussy? As
a fellow of your word, I shall expect you to keep to the
terms of the wager, of course.”

“Really, Digbay—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“It’'s not a laughing maiter,” said Dighy. “Ii is a
matter of honour between gentlemen. Here, let me help
you eab it!”

And Dighy pretended to make a grab at Gussy's hat.

(Continued overleaf.)

? Arthur Augustus
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STAGE-STRUCK !
3 LOYAL Gemite from ihe other side of the Tweed

writes me a lengthy letter, telling me of his

ambitions to become a ‘famous actor.” Ambition

is very creditable; without it the world would he
a dreary sort of place; but over-confidence is something
to be shunned. Now, this enthusiast from the North is, it
is fairly apparent from his lettet, over-confident, and also
misinformed. He looks upon stage-life as something akin
to a bed of roses; a profession where laurcls ave easily
gained, where ‘“big money * is easily earned, and where
fittle is done in the way of “real” work. I’'m afraid my
correspondent knows very little of stage-life, or he wouldn’t
write me in this fashion. But he asks: “ What ought I to
do to get on the stage?”’ In the first place, I recommend
this Gemite to get rid of these wrong ideas of the stage.
If he’s set on taking up acting as a livelihood, he will find
out quickly enough that there are very few roses to be
picked up; that he will have to work thumping hard; that
this wondrous talk of *“big money ” is in reality a myth, so
far as it affects the majority of people in the profession.
True, the ‘‘stars’ get big money; but how many years
have they plodded along the bottom half of the ladder?
MHow many set-backs have they experienced? And as
against the successes of these present-day stars, how many
thousands of disillusioned follkk remain in the ‘chorus ” or
“small-part 7 brigade? It is with one of these latter people
that I would recommend my correspondent to have a chat,
if such a thing is possible. If this can’t be managed, let
my chum join an amateur dramatic society. Here he will
pick up a few tips that will prove of use to him later on;
here he will discover just how much histrionic ability he
really does possess; here he will learn just how keen he is

seriously to take up acting as a living. But I would warn
him to “throttle ” some of that confidence of his, otherwise
he will be falling out with his producer or his stage-
manager. Maybe I have painted the dreary side of the
profession; but, in view of my correspondent’s letter, this
course was necessary, for he asked for ‘‘good advice,
straight from the shoulder.”

HE WANTS TO BE AN AIRMAN!

J. G., of Luton, is keen to join the Royal Air Force, with
the idea of becoming a pilot. But he’s troubled as to his
chances of passing the medical test, for his lungs are wealk.
If this is the case, J. G. would do well to pay a little extra
attention to those lungs of his, as he would certainly fail
to pass the medical johnny with the stethoscope if he went
up for examination now. I would suggest that J. G. has
a chat with his local physician and ask his advice on the
subject. Perhaps those lungs can be got into trim sufficient
to satisfy the Royal Air Force Medical Board. Fresh air and
exercise will work wonders, you know; and in the meantime,
J. G. could be putting in a bit of swotting on the theory of
flight, aerial navigation, ete.

NEXT WEDNESDAY'S PROGRAMME :

“ D'ARCY’'S COMIC OPERA!”
5 By Martin Clifford.
A mirth-provoking story of Tom Merry & Co., with
Avrthur Augustus D’Arcy in the limelight. Don't miss this
treat, chums!

S WHITE EAGLE!”
Another instalment of this topping adveniure serial, and
a jolly little poem from the St. Jim’s Rhymester, entitled :
“ FIRE-DRILL !
Order your copy of the GeM early, chums, and do me the
favour of recommending this paper to a non-reader pal.
Thanks! Chin-chin, Gemites!

Pour Edifor,
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Arthur Augustus jerked back his head in great alarm,
and just at that instant a strong gust of wind caught his
hat and took it clean from his head. ;

At the moment Arthur Augustus was standing a vard
or so from one of the deck ventilators, and the silk hat
sailed into its open mouth and was instantly swallowed up.
- Tom Merry & Co. saw it go, and they roared with
langhter. Arthui Augustus quite failed to see where it
had gone. As he looked swiftly round him he jumped.

Hé . was utterly dumbfounded. “The hat had vanished
completely—but where? It was nowhere on the deck, and
it was not to be seen on the surface of the Merse;
tainly it might have sunk, but then he must hav
go had it gone overboard. .

It was amazing—to Arthur Augustus.

“Bai Jove, you fellows!” gasned Arthur  Augustus,
“What has happened to my hat? Did you sec it go?”

“Ha,-ba, hal? :

The look of bewilderment on D'Arex’s flushed features
made his chums roar. Arthur Augustus thought he under-
stood, then.

*You—you feahful wuffians!” he shouted. “You have
played a wotten twick with my hat, Digbay, did vou touch
my hat?”

“*Not guilty, my lord!” -

“Have any of you fellows touched my La
Gussy.

“Certainly not, old chap!”

*Then—then—then 2

Arthur Augustus paused, utterly confounded. Fe never
aven seemed to think of the ventilator at all. Save for
his' chums, not another passenger was on that part of the
deck. Yet his hat had gone.

He was still staring blankly about him when a grimy
individual in overalls climbed up on to the deck of the
ferry-boat. In his hand he held a silk hat, smothered in
~oot and coal-dust, and badly dented in numerous places.

He blinked zbout him, and then he came up to the
juniors, : ;

“Any of you gents lost ‘a ’at?” he asked, with a grin.
“1t came ratéling down this 'ere ventilator.”

He looked at Arthur Augustus, who was the only one
bareheaded. Arthur Augustus looked at the hat—il was a
horrified look.

““Oh, bai Jove!" he gasped. *“Is—that—can it be my
toppah? Oh, gweat Scott!”

It certainly was D’Arcy’s “topper —or what was left
of it. Arthur Augustus looked at it, and looked at the
ventilator, and then he understood.

The ferry-boat stoker grinned again, and then Le de-
parted—not waiting for any thanks. Possiblv he felt it was
ont of place to expect any in the circumstances.

“Oh, bai Jove!” -

“Go on—eatb it!” suggested Digby.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You—you grinning wottahs!” groaned Arthur Augns-
tus, “Oh deah! And Twimble has my othah toppah—I
only brougitt two with me. If anything has happened to
that——"

With a vicious kick, Arthur Augustus sent the hapless
topper sailing over the side of the ferry. It dropped into
ithe Mersey and sank from sight. 2
:During the rest of the trip scross the river, Arthur
Augustus maintained a chilly silence—refusing to speak
to his grinning chums at all. As a matter of fact, Arthur
Augustus had not been his usual cheery self all the aifter-
noon. It was perhaps no wonder in the circunastances.

‘When Trimble had left him to settle the matter of the
upset baskets with the porter, Arthur Augustus had spent
a very rough five minutes. The irate porter had not waited
for an explanation from the swell of the Tourth. He had
just started in without any delay to “knock the stuffin’”
out of the junior—as he himself expressed it.

There would have been serious trouble there and then
itad not Tom Merry & Co. come to his rescue, and with
the aid of five shillings, persuaded the porter to let. the
matter drop.

With a swollen nose the unfortunate Gussy was led back
into the hotel. But trouble did not end there by any
means. . Arthur Augustus was raging, and wanted to go
after Baggy Trimble. And only by main force did Tom
Merry & Co. prevent him doing so.

In their view, the.fact that Baggy Trimble was risking
irouble by abseunting himself from the Port Suniight party
was no reason why Arthur Augustus should. So for Gussy's
own sake they insisted upon his accompanying them (o the
North Western Hotel to join the others. And as they were
five to one, Arthur Augustus had to do <o.

But his wrath had not abated, and only on the way back
had Arthur Augustus shown signs of forgiving his . chums.

And now, when all looked like being merry and bright,
this had happened on the boat, and it was no wonder
Avthur Augustus was wrathy.
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Ii was against Trimble, however, that Arthur Augusius’
nobie wrath was chiefly directed. The swell of St. Jim's
was very anxious indeed to meet Trimble. Arthur Augus-
tus was a very kind-hearted vouth, but he would have
found great delight in scalping the fat vouth just then.

“Better call at a hat-shop and buy a new hat, Gussv,”
snggested Blake, as the juniors trooped off the ferrv-boat.
“You'll be catching cold, old chap.” .

“T will wisk that, Blake,” said Arthur Augustus coldly.
“That can wait until I have seen that feahful wottal,
Twimble. T shall not west until I have had a weckonin’
with the w'ctched wasecal.”

“Pleaze yourself, old chap!” :

Blake winked at the others, and the juniors accompanied
Avrthur Augustus back to the hotel quickly enough. They
were looking forward to D'Arey’s interview with Trimble.

T entered their room, aud the first thing they saw
was Baggy Trimble. He wag lying back in an easy chair,
fast asleep, with his muddy shoes resting on auother chair.
On that chair rested also Gussy’s best hat, ruffled and
muddy. and Gussy’s best coat, likewise ruffled and muddy.

Arvthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass firmly into his eve
and blinked at the fat junior. Then he strode forward
and tipped up the easy chair, °

Crash! k

* Yaroccooh !” )

Trimble awoke with a terrific vell as le smote the
carpet with his fat person.

“Now, you fat wottah!” gasped Arthur Augustus, grab-
Ling a cane from the corner. “I've got vou at last, you
feahiful little wascal!” I'm goin’ to teach vou to wespect
anothah fellow's clobbah, Twimble. I'm goin’ to give you
a teahful thwashin’ !

“Leggo!” roared Trimble. - “Oh crumbs! Keep the beasi
off, vou fellows! say, vour blessed clobber’s all righi,
vou silly ass! Haven't I brought it back? T say, I've gos
something to tell Yarrocoooch !

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

Arthur Augustus had started to work with his walking-
caue, and frimble roared with anguish. 3 *

CHAPTER 11.
Missing !

HACK, whack, whack, whack! ; 2
Arthur Augustus was undoubtedly in a eight

royal rage, and the hapless Trimble soon had very
good reasor, to know it.

He roared and roared, wriggling frantically to escape il
vengeful cane.

“ Yooop! Stop the beast, you fellows! I tell you I've
got news—— Yarrooooooh! Murder! I tell you it was all
a—yow !—mistake, Gussy, Your clobber got mixed up with
—vyoooop \—mine. Oh erikey! Help! Murder!”

Tom Merry and Blake jumped forward and grasped the
irate Arthur Augustus D’Avey’s arm.  They felt that
Trimble deserved every bit of what he was getting, but they
realised that a private room at an hotel was hardly the
place for such a happening.

They grasped the fuming Gussy and fairly wrenched hiw
away from his victim. -

* Chuck it, Gussy !” gasped Tom Merry. “ You'll have the
blessed manager here in a minute, making that awful rouw.
Trimble’s had enough, anyway.”

- 'Erimble certainly had had enough. Ife lay aud greaned.

“There!” panted Arthur Augustus, throwing down the
cane. “Let that be a lesson to you, you fat swascal I

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |”

“ It serves you jolly well right, Trimble,” said Tom Meiry.
“You're too jolly fond of borrowing other people’s clothes.
And you'll get it from Railton, teco, for clearing off like
that. Did you go to Myrtle Lodge, vou silly worm

“Yow! Yes,” groaned Trimble. “Ch crikey! I'll punch
that rotter to a jelly for this—some other time! Oh dear!
After  my rushing down here like I've done io save
Lowther’s uncle.”

“To—to whatter?”

“Ow-ow!” gasped Trimble, sitting up and forgetting his
aches and pains for the moment. “It's quite true, ¥ou
fellows. I've had an awful time—had to walk all the wav
back, too. They—they took the body away in a carv!” :

And Trimble shuddered.

The juniors staved at him, bewildered.

“ What on earth are you gassing about, Trimble?' snapped
Tom. *““Are you potty, you silly chump? Body! What
body 7"

“Oh dear! Dr. Lowther's body, of course,” groaned
Trimble, keeping an eye on Arthur Augustus and caressing
himself. “I saw it all—saw the burglars caveying the bodyv
out wrapped in a rug! That beast who went for me in the
irain was one of them !”

“ Wha-at?”

Tom Merry fairly blinked at Triwble. Tven Arthur
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- vourseif, you silly idiot! Did you go to the house, then?

A Standing Order for the “ GEM* Saves Disappointment ! g

Avgustus ceased to take an interest in his muddied c-lorhe_s

in erder to look at Trimble.

Tom Merry had been grinning at the first part of Trimble's
sirange remarks, but now he was looking serious,

“What do you mean, Trimble?” he demanded. “ Explain

8

Yes! Haven't I said so?”
“Did you see Lowther—Monty, I mean?”

“Ow! No, I didn't see him!” groaned Trimble, his eyes
sleaming with exeitement now. “ But 1 jolly well saw some-
thing else.”

And Trimble related what he had seen and heard at Myrtle
Lodge that afterncon. In regard to why he had entered the

house at all, Baggy was scarcely truthful, however. He felt

it would be as well, after all, not to state the exact truth in
that respect.

“I couldn’t make 'em hear at the front, so I went round
to the baek,” szatd Trimble., “Then I heard a queer noise
in the house, and I went in to investigate., That was how
I came to go in.”

“You—you fat fibber!” gasped Blake. “You more likely
went in to pinch some grub. Well, what a yarn!”

1t certainly was a yarn. - Yet somehow the juniors did not
scoff ab it as they usually did with Trimble’s wonderful
varns. liven Blake's tone was strangely uncertain and
ineasy.

All the juniors eyed Trimble fixedly for some moments,
For onee they felt sure that his excitement and esrnestness
was not put on. They could not help thinking of Lowther’s
suspicions—of his certainty that something was wrong at the
Lodge, and that the dark-eyed man in the Liverpool Express
had something to do with it. Moreover, Croat was certainly
on familiar terms with the fellow.

Aund now, Trimble claimed to have seen both at Dr.
Lowther’s house in what were certainly curious and
significant circumstances.

Were they to believe Trimble? Tt was a story that
Trimble could searcely make up on the spur of the moment;
indeed, there was no earthly reason why he should make
up sueh a story at ail.

“Primble,” said Tom Merry, speaking quietly et length.
“are we to take it that this is the trath—that you actually
did see what you state? Remember that it is jolly serious.”

“Of course, it’s the truth!” said Trimble, with execited
eRgErness. “1 tell you. I saw them both rifling the
library, and then 1 saw them carrying the body out. It
must have been a—a body. They were kidnapping the
doctor, T suppose.”

* You didn’t see the doctor at all in the house.”

“Nupno. But I've told you what I heard in that roow.”

“ And you saw nothing of Monty.” -

“ Nothing at all. The beast wasn’t there,” said Trimble.

Tom Merry gave his chums a grim look.

“We can’t let this pass,” he said. * There must be some
truth in it. We'll go up there, chaps, at once.”

“1 eertainly think we should,” said Blake. ©Somecthing
certainly wrong. And where on earth can old Monty

That was a qitestion all the juniors were asking themselves.

“Sooner we get off the better, chaps,” said Tom Merry
sharply. ‘“'There may be something to account for the queer
goings on, but—hut it's up to us to make sure.”

*Had we better tell the police?”’ asked Herries.

Tom Merry shook his head after a moment. Had the
information conme from anyone but Trimble he would have
considered doing so certainly. But Trimble was Trimble, and
though he was doubtless quite sincere in his beliefs” it was
more than possible that he had merely seen something that
would prove on investigation to be of an entirely innocent
nature. ‘Trimble had a very vivid imagination, and bhis
information was seidom to be relied upon.

* No, chaps,” said Tom. “We'll make sure ourselves first.
1—T wish T knew where old Monty was, though. But we're
wasting time. Let's get off.”

The juniors lost ne further time after that. FEven Arthur
Angustus fergot his grievances and troubles in the new
worry. e was as eager as the rest to get down to the
iruth of the matter.

In less than five minutes the juniors were speeding up to
Wavertree in a taxi. Trimble had plainly stated that he
would net accompany them, and they had been far from
wanting the fat youth. So Trimble was left at the hotel to
nurse his aches and pains, while the six juniors sped towards
Myrtle Lodge.

1 was guite dark now, but it was a fine night, with a full,
clear moon riding in the sky. In a very short time the
juniors were at Leaf Road, and, paying off the driver, they
approached: the house.

It looked just as it had done on their first visit; a light
showed in the library, while the rest of the house was in

‘darkness.

The sight of the light tvok away all their fears,
“ Everything looks all vight,” said Tom, in deep rvelief,

13

“Oh, thank goodness!

“That fat rascal was spoofing us all the time!“ gasped

-1 Blake. * We—we'll smash him for this!”

“Let’s make sure first,” said Herries quictly.

Tom led the way up the steps, and rang ai the bell,
wondering if they would get an answer, This time they
did get an answer after a short wait. The light flashed in
the hall, and shuffling footsteps sounded.

The next moment the door opened, -and the juniors™ fears
Sed abruptly as they recognised the oid gentleman standing
here.

Just for a moment the old man’s eyes seemed to giitier
as they rested on the juniors, but an instant later he was
peering short-sightedly at them.

“Well,” he demanded testily, “what is it? Ah, you are
the boys who came here with Montague !”

*Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry. “We—we—I—I—-"" .

He was suddenly made aware that they had come there
on a fool’'s errand. 'I'rimble had spoofed them, without 2
doubt. This was Dr. Lowther, and everything was seem-
ingly quite as it should be. And Tom did not know what fo
say to acdount for their presence there. IHe could scarcely
teil the yarn Trimble had told them.

The old gentleman f{rowned. :

“What is it?”" he repeated testily. “I am very busy
indeed. I think T told Montague that I should be engaged
to-day, and that I should not be free until to-merrew te
entertain you. Is Mentague with you now ?” 5

Tom Merry felt suddenly alarmed.

“No, sir,” he stammered. “He is no: with us. He left
us at noon, saying he was coming here.”

“He has not been here!” snapped the old gentleman, *I
have no doubt he remembered my warning, and changed
his mind. If there is anything else I can do for you—-"

He paused, obviously hinting to the juniors that he wished
them to go, and obviously not intending to ask them
nside. -

“Nutino, sir,” stammered Tom Merry., “Ji—it’s all right.
sir.  We—we only wondered if Monty had been here.
And we'd heard ”—Tom hesitated, and then quite suddenly
hoe decided to tell the story, after all—“we'd heard a yarn
from a fellow who was here this afterncon.”

**What !”

It was a snappy exclamation—almost savage.

“T'l tell you, sir,” said Tom.

And he did, repeating the story just as Trimble had told
Lim. - :

“Tt was a varn, of course, sir,” said Tom, flushing.
“Trimhle tells awful whoppers, and ofien spoofs people like
thai. But—but we thoughi we'd better conie and make
sure.’

The old man did not answer for a moment. His face was
working strangely. He spoke at last with a laugh—a laugh
that was strangely harsh and forced.

“An  absurd story, of course!” he said impatiently.
“ Ridiculous! 'The rascally youth undoubtedly saw what he
claims to have done.”

“Wha-what 7” 4

“But he has placed a ridiculous eonstruction wupen it,”
said the old gentleman, with another laugh. “The man he
saw here was my private secretary, and he has been busy
to-day searching for a rather valuable document I have lost.
In regard to the bundle and the car, it is perhaps ne wonder
lie allowed his imagination to play upon it. The car came
to bring Croat, our under-manager, from the works, and the
bundle he took back contained nothing more mysterious
than specimens of dyed cloths that have been sent here for
my inspection.”

‘i()l] 1'/)

“ Bai Jove !” :

“The boy evidenily has a very vivid imagination,” said the
old gentleman: “However, this should satisfy him that
cverything is as it should be. I trust you are quite satisfied
yourselves 7 :

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry quietly. 1 myself am quite
satistied.”

“You must tell your rascally young friend to be more
careful with his absurd statements,”. said the old man, his
tone impatient again., “ However, I must bid you geed-bye
now. my boys. I have a great deal of work to de (his
cvening.” : i

“Good-night, sir1” said Tom Merry.

He led the way down the steps, the vest of the jumiers
almost tambling over themselves in their confusion. Once
in the drive, with the doer closed behind them, Blake gave
a disgusted snort,

“Well,” he remarked feclingly—*“well, if that fat worm
doesn’t take the giddy bun!  We—we'll smash the silly
spoofer for this!”

“Yaas, wathah! T eonsidah——?"’

“Trimble wasn’t speofing,” said Tom Merry quistly, “Is
was that man whe was speefing.” e

“What 17 :
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Blake almost yelled the word. ; .

“Quiet, you idiot1” said Tom softly. “Wait until we geb
out into the road. I have something to tell you chaps.”

The astonished juniors remained stlent until the road was
reached, and then they surrounded their leader with puzzled
faces.

“ What—" - : :

“TI tell you,” said Tom, his eyes gleaming strangely in
the gloom under the trees. *‘That man was lying.”

“Lowther’s uncle?” gabbled Blake.

“That man !” repeated Tom Merry. *I suspected nothing

ab first. I was going to go after he told us Lowther had
not been there.. Then I saw something that made me men-
tion the other matter. It was a wonder you didn't see if,
too. He was lying !”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Dry up, Gussy! He was lying,” went on Tom.
“Towther had been there. You fellows noticed that that
small room opposite the front door was open?”

“Yes, yes!” :

“Well, the light was streaming into part of the room.
‘And on the floor T saw something, It was Lowther’s cap.”

“Wha-at 7" 3

“It must have been Towther’s cap,” said Tom Merry, his
voice beginning to tremble a trifle. “I know a St. Jim’s
cap when I sec one. Who else could it belong to but old
Monty 77

“Phew |”

“Anyone in the room could scarcely have seen it,” said
Tom. “But the light streamed in wheve it lay, and I
spotted it clearly. I knew then there was something very
gravely wrong. And there is.”

Tom’s chums said nothing. They were staggered.

“But that is not all,” said Tom, his voice going strangely
tense.  “I also noticed something else—something very
queer., While he was speaking, the old man had one hand
on the door, as if he feared we should fry to enter. I
noticed what you chaps must have failed to notice. There
were two fingers missing from his left hand.”

son!” ;

There was a -long silence. Under the trees the juniors
looked at each other, their faces white in the darkness.

“Do you remember having seen a man with two fingers
missing from his left hand recently ?”’ asked Tom Merry.

“Yes,” said Blake, in a low voice. “That man in the
train—the brute who hit Trimble. DBut—but——"

His voice trailed off; he was utterly bewildered and
bemused. :

“It was,” agreed Tom Merry quietly. “I think I men-
tioned it to you fellows at the time. There is something
very seriously wrong. Poor old Lowther was right. But
where—"

He broke off abruptly, with a warning hiss. At that
moment a car was heard approaching the house, and the
next moment it had turned into the drive, and came speed-
ing towards them.

“Back !” hissed Tom. “Hide your faces!” :

The juniors obeyed in a flash, crushing themselves into
the bushes, their faces averted. The car—a rattling, lurch-
ing affair—passed them in a flash, and stopped before the
house.

“Come!” whispered Tom. 3

He led the way cautiously back, stopping when in sight
of the house. In the shelter of the trees they watched.

The driver jumped from the car and wrenched open the
door. Then he hurried up the steps and knocked three
times on the front door.

1]

The fact that he had knocked instead of ringing was quite -

enough for Tom Merry.

He caught Blake’s arm in a vice-like grip.

“Listen !” he said. “That car’s come to fetch someone
—the old man, I fancy. ILowther is missing, there’s mno
doubting that now. He may be a prisoner in that house,
and he may be somewhere else. I'm going to find out
where. When that car starts I'm going to jump on behind
and go with it. You remain and keep guard, and if you
can get into the house, search it. Hallo! Now for it!”

The light in the library suddenly went out, and after a
moment the front door opened and closed. The house was
in complete darkness now. Two figures descended the steps,
and one jumped into the driving-seat of the car. The other
entered the car, but as his face passed the lamp Blake gave
a jump.

“It—it's not the old man! Great pip! It's that brute
we met in the train! But why—" :

“Because they're one and the same,” whispered Tom
Merry. “Think it over when I'm gone. Here goes!”

The car bounded forward, and as it passed them Tom
Merry dashed forward and made a mad leap for the rear
of the car. He had already noted the large luggage-rack
at the rear, and he leaped on it just as the car began to
gain speed. He had intended to pull himself up on the
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railed-in roof, but he found the luggage-rack more than
big enough to hold him.

The next moment the car had swept out into the quiet
road and was roaring away townwards with the plucky
junior crouching behind. He had taken the leap into the
unknown, and ‘there was no drawing back now. But Tom
Merry cared nothing whether danger lay ahead or not.
His chum was missing, and he meant to find him,

—-—

-CHAPTER 12.
Tracked Down !

OM MERRY remerabered little afterwards of ihat
strange ride through Liverpool on the back of the
car. It was none too comfortable hanging on to
the luggage-grid, and he was thankful when the car

slowed down at last, and began to move slowly along a
narrow alley amidst looming warehouses and shadowy
masts and funnels.

Long ago the junior had realised they were making for
the river, and he was not surprised when they had started
to thread the streets and alleys of Dockland.

What the whole astounding affair meant Tom knew no
more than Lowther had done, but he knew now that the
Dr. Lowther they had met was an impostor, and he sus-
pected that both Lowther and his uncle were prisoners
somewhere.

That both might be at that moment held prisoners in the
lodge was quite possible, he knew. But he had swiftly
decided to take no risks in regard to that. ITe knew his
own chums would find that out, and he did not mean to
risk the opportunity of following the impostor and learning
his destination. He felt instinctively that he was on the
way to discovering the meaning of the strange mystery.

The car stopped at last at the end of the narrow alley.
The tall, sharp-featured man sprang out and muttered a
word or two to the driver. The next moment the car was
backing, it turned, and then the driver—it. was Ikey—
stopped his engine and switched off his lights. As he did
so Tom Merry slipped quietly from his seat anhd dived into
the shadows. : -

He was thankful now that the driver had turned the car,
otherwise he would have beeu seen leaving it. For Fenz
was already walking away rapidly. He had apparently told
Ikey to wait for his return.

Tom Mertry, his heart thumping fast now, hurried afier
the tall man, fearful of losing hun. The shadows of the
warehouses had already swallowed him up.

But scarcely had Tom gone fifty yards when he halted,
drawing back swiftly into the shadows the next instant.

He rcalised that he was at the very edge of the Mersey
now—the moonlight glimmered on the heaving waters.

Twenty yards away was the tall man. He had joined
another shorter man, who had evidently been waiting for
him.” Tt was Croat. Tom Merry guessed that instinctively.

The two men talked for some moments, and then both
vanished.

Tom slid forward, keeping well in the shadows of a dock
shed. The moonlight was very feeble, but he was taking
no unneccessary risks.

He heard the splash of oars suddenly, and then he
glimpsed the vague form of the boat as it stole across the
water. It was moving in the direction of a barge out in
the stream, the lights of which Tom had already seen. .

T'he* junior understood their destination now. e waited
until the shadowy boat merged in the shadows of the loom-
ing barge, and then he stepped to the edge of the dock.

To his joy he saw another boat tied up at the bottom
of the slimy steps. It was the same boat Lowther had used
that afternoon, though he little dreamed it. Lvidently
Frost had brought the boat back and tied it up again.

In a flash the junior was down the steps, and, jumping in.
he untied the rope. Then he grasped the sculls and pulled
out into the stream.

It was far from easy work, as Lowther had discovered
earlier on that aflernoon. The tide was running strongly,
and Tom had all his work cut out. He knew also that he
was doing a very risky thing.

When half-way to the barge he glanced round, and his
eyes gleamed as he noted no movement on the shadowy deck
of the barge. Yet he knew that eyes might be watching
his approach for all that.

He could only risk it, however, and after a short rest
he pulled on again, and very soon he was working gently
round to the far side of the barge.

Then he allowed the dinghy to drift alongside. It was
an easy matter to board her, for the barge was low in the
water. He tied up swiftly, and sank down on the ‘deck,
listening.

From the fore hatchway a dim glimmer of light came,
and a mutter of voices reached the junior’s straining ears.
As Tom sank down, however, ‘a head suddenly appearcd
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As the car passed the hidden st. Jiﬁ‘n’s juniors, Tom Merry bounded forward, and made a leap for the luggage-carrier,
And to the relief of his chums, Tom reached his objective. (See Chapter 11.)

above the hatchway, and then a burly form climbed out 1 though the face was haggard, and Tom could now see &

on to the deck.

The man was plainly one of the erew of the barge, and
he glanced round him sharply as he reached the deck.

Tom Merry held his breath, his heart thumping against
his ribs. He remembered that the dinghy had bumped
rather heavily as she came alongside, and he knew the man
had heard it, and had come on deck to investigate the
noise. :

His glance round, however, seemed to satisfy him, for
the next moment the fellow had dropped down through the
hatchway again. :

Tom Merry drew a deep breath of rclief. e waited
another moment or -two, and then- he began to creep fo-
wards the hatchway. He had to moye with infinite caution,
for the deck was littered with ropes and tackle, and part
of the big mainsail hung half-unfurled across the hold. °
Nearer and nearer he crept, and then he lowered him-
self flat and crawled up to the.hatchway. He reached to
within a yard of the open hatchway, and then he halted.

In the cabin below a voice was speaking—quietly, but
with deadly menace in the tones. But Tom Merry scarcely
heard the words. He was thrilling with eager excitement
now. All he wanted was to see what was taking place in
that dimly-lit cabin.

He was taking a terrible risk, and his heart was thumping
madly.  The last yard he crawled, and then he peered
stealthily over the edge of the hatchway.

It was only a swift glance that he took, but it was
enough.

Immediately below him, at-the bottom of the steep steps,
was the bargeman, standing with one hand on the ladder.
Near him stood Croat, the rascally under-manager. A
yvard from him stood Fenz, a savage, menacing expression
on his hard features.. :

But  Tom’s eyes were fixed upon two forms that lay,
half-propped against the wall of the cabin, bound hand and
foot. One was Monty Lowther, and the other—— Tom
Merry understood why even Lowther had been deceived by
the impostor.

That bound figure was almost the exaet double of the
falze “Dr, Lowther ” they had met at Myvile Lodge,

1

1

subtle difference in the steady eyes.

Tom Merry’s eyes glinted. and he drew back. Ife had
seen enough. He had also risked enough for the present.
And the next instant the junior was crawling stealthily
away. He reached the shelier of a heap of sailcloth, and
ihere he hid to watch and wait. His time would come, he
inew,

[UNIPR——

CHAPTER 13.
In Time ! : :

N the dimly-lit cabin of the sailing-barge Monty Lowther
I and his uncle stared up steadily into the cruel, shifty

eyes of Fenz,

During the hours—they seemed like years—since he
had been trapped by the villainous Frost, Monty had lain
there, cramped and aching, and already the strain and the
foul air of the place was having its effect upon him.

Naturally enough his uncle had been amazed on recog
nising his nephew—though he had known, of course, thas
the junior was visiting Liverpool—and the shock of finding
Monty a prisoner like himself had almost prostrated the old
gentleman.

It was some little time before he could tfalk again, and
then, after a while, Lowther explained how he had conic
there, and in his turn Dr. Lowther - had told his
story.. And as he talked Lowther wondered how on earth
he could ever have believed his uncle capable of such
churlish conduct as to turn him and his chums from the
door on a stormy night as the raseally impostor had done. °

It was a strange story he had to tell—a story of ruthless
cruelty and treachery—treachery on the part of Croat, the
rascally under-manager of the dye-works. - Lowther was
scarcely surprised when he heard it, however. IHHe had
expected something of the kind. :

Briefly, it concerned a secret formula for aniline dyes thas
the famous seientist and chemist had been working on for
years, and which he had but recently brought to a success-
ful termination. Naturally the matiér was a olose secret,
only the heads of the firm and Croat knowing anything of it.
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At least, that was the belief of Dr. Lowther until the
rascally Fenz had come along—until the night Tom Merry &
Co. had arrived in Liverpool.

It was sheer coincidence, of course, that Fenz, who was a
foreigner, should be travelling on the express that night;
but there was no doubt that the plot had been well laid,
and that in the juniors’ arrival Fenz saw danger to his
echemes, »

At all events, Dr. Lowther very soon had reason to know
on that eventful night that Croat had been falsc to his
trust, and that he had plotted with Fenz to steal his
secret,

Whilst in the library that night a ring had come to the
door, and the maid had answered the ring—the house-
keeper was away on holidays—and she had shown Croat and
Fenz into the library.

The rest was easy to the two rascals. They had attacked
the old gentleman, and before lie could cry for aid they had
gagged and bound him, - :

Then Fenz, who had been a clever actor, had made him-
self up as the doctor, and had coolly taken charge of the
house, apparently—possibly sending the unsuspecting maid-
servant home,

With the coast clear, the two rascals had carried the old
gentleman to the waiting car, and the hapless Dr. Lowther
1ad eventually found himself a prisoner aboard the barge.

All this Lowther had learned from his uncle, and the
junior’s eyes had blazed with helpless rage at the recital.

Since then the two had lain there, and until a few
moments ago they had not been visited, Frost obviously
fearing to zaise the hatchway while alone.

Then Fenz and Croat had turned up, and now—little
dreaming how near Tom Merry was—Monty Lowther
listened to what Fenz had to say with rage and despair at
his heart.

“Well,” the rascal began calmly, “here I am again, Dr.
Morton Lowther. I really do trust, for your own sake; that
you will not prove to.be so stubborn this evening. You
know what it 1s we are after. T will tell you again that I
mean to have that formula, and I will go to any length to
possess 1t.”

“ You—you scoundrel ! 3

“I am waiting,” sncered Fenz. “ Where have you hidden
that formula ?” 4 :

“You will never find it with my help, you villain 1" said
Dr. Lowther huskily. ; Sty

“Still stubborn, you old fool!” said#Fenz, his voice icy
and menacing. “Well, we must find other methods of
making you speak. Neither food nor drink shall you have
until you have told me where to find what I want.”

“Your threats do not frightén me, you scoundrel,” was
the steady reply, “I have already given vou my answer,
and nothing—no, not even starvation—will make me submit !
Do your worst !”

‘“Possibly so,” was the cool answer from Fenz. “But
I fancy yeu will change your tune when it means starvation
for your innocent nephew as well.” -

The eclderly gentleman’s face went whiter still, and he

- groaned as he looked at Lowther’s strained face.  The

Junior looked round and smiled steadily at him. s

“Don’t listen to the rotber, uncle,” he said quictly. “T’ll
stick it with you, starvation or no starvation. If—if only
my hands were free—"

And: Monty Lowther’s eyes blazed as he glared at the
sneering rascal,

Fenz laughed.

“Well, what is your answer now?” he asked.  “This
voungster will be singing a different tune by this time to-
morrow night.”

The old gentleman said nothing. He bowed his head and

-groaned. Fenz waited,

“My chums will come, wuncle,” whispered Lowther.
“They will find us, never fear. Don't—please don’t--
submit.”

Dr. Lowther raised his head. g

“I have nothing to say,” he said, though his lips

trembled. “You—you scoundrel! You mean creature, to

fight mg through an innocent boy !”

“You refuse to tell me, then?”

“Yes. I shall tell you nothing.”

“Very well. To-morrow night I will ask you again—if I
Lave failed to find it by that time.” ;

The rascal signed to Croat and Frost, and the three men
climbed the ladder to the deck. The hatchway was closed
upon them—or so Lowther and his uncle imagined.

“You will never give way, uncle?” pleaded the junior.
“Never mind me. I can stand whatever those rotters can
do, and I'm certain my chums will never rest until they
have traced me. They will suspect when they miss me, and
they will track these rascals down, never fear.”

“They will find the formula sooner or later,” groaned the
old man. “Ti is a matter of great wonderment to me that
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| they lLave not already found it. You say they have ran
1 sacked the room, my boy?”

“Yes. You—you are sure vou left it there, uncle?”

“Certain, my boy, I was just about to take a copy when'
the ring came at the door T hnrriedly placed the forwmula
in an envelope, and slipped it beneath the blotting-pad on
my desk, and instvucted the maid to show the visitors in
They proved fo be those scoundrels, and—you kuoow th
rlest. '1;hc sheer simplicity of the hiding-place had foilec
the—?"

He broke off sharply,

A slight sound above their heads caused both uncle and &
nephew to look swiftly upwards. The hatch above was opern,
and framed in the aperture was the face of Fenz.

The dim_ light from the lamp showed the triwmphant,
gloating glitter in his eyes,

“Thanks for the information, doctor,” he said, his mock-
ing voice trembling with unconivolled satisfaction. * It was
rather lucky I thought of listening—lucky for me and un.
lucky for you. I trust I shall find what I am after uader
the blotting-pad, as you say. Good-bye!”

]The mocking face vanished, and the hatch slammed into
place. =

Bitter dismay at his heart, Monty Lowther looked at hi
uncle, whose kindly face had turned suddenly grey.

In the cabin there was silence for a moment. Then De.
Lowther groaned.

“They have beaten us, Montague !” he muttered. They

7

will find it now—the secret worth a million. It is not ¢
money, however, that matters to me so much. But ih
scoundrel intends to sell the secret to a foreign chemisi.
It will be a loss—a great loss and a severe blow to the dye
industry of our country,”

“Uncle—"

Lowther halted, not knowing what to say to lessen iiis
uncle’s distress and despair, There was a silence—a silence
suddenly broken by the sound of a sudden scuffle on the decl:
above, a savage oath followed, and then came a thud, and
the next instant a heavy splash.

“ What's that?” said Lowther, his heart beating fast.

The two stood listening, and suddenly they heard o
‘fumbling at the hatch above. It swung upwards, and a
pair of youthful legs dropped through. The legs wera
followed by the owner of them the next moment. and as he
recognised the figure Lowther all but velled in sheer,
astounded bewilderment,

“Tom Merry! What—whai—"

“Little me!” snapped Tom Merry grimly. “No time for
explanations now, Monty.. Excuse me, sir,” he added
gently to the dumbfounded Dr. Lowther. “But every
moment is precious. Those other rascals have gone, but 1¢
they happen to have heard that sailor merchant’s vell=—"

Without finishing Tom Merry whipped out his kuife and
cut the bonds of Lowther and his uncle—Fenz having ordered
them to be tied up again when he had arrived—and swiftly
he helped the old gentleman up on to the deck, Lowthe:
following the next moment.

“I biffed that rotten merchant over the side,” said Tom.
“I bet he wondered what had struck him! Never mind
him, though—this way, sharp!” ’ !

The captain of the Shell at St. Jim’s led the dazed and
bewildered Dr, Lowther to the waiting boat, Lowther follow-
ing. From somewhere on the far side they heard a splash-
ing; but they ignored it, and soon all three were safely in
the dinghy. : :

Tom Merry grasped the oars, and Towther helped his
uncle on to the stern seats, hiz heart beating fast with deep
thankfulness. To him it seemed like a miracle, but he did
not ask Tom any questions then.

“We’ll make sure of getting safely ashore first.”
Tom . Merry cheerily. “We can take it easicr il
Those—-" :

“But we can’t!” gasped Monty Lowther, “Pull, Ton:. e
for goodness’ sake! Those rascals have beaten us, after all
unless we can reach Myrtle Lodge before them.”

He rapidly explained as Tom Merry pulled at the oa
and as he proceeded Tom Merry whistled, and he put mos
and more cnergy into his strokes,

“Phew !” he gasped. “I thought those brutes were in a
hurry! But—but we're not done yet, Dr. Lowther. Our
chums are at the house—Blake and the others. They will
never let the rotters get away with anything —uot now they
suspect.” :

“Oh, thank goodness!” said Lowther, his voice trembling.
“I knew you fellows would soon be on the trail.”

“ And they’ve still us to reckon with,” said Tom grimly,
“We'll get a taxi, and we'll very soon be up at Wavertree.
We'll be— Hallo, there goes that bargeman! He’s just
climbing ‘on to the 'deck. We can afford to let him rip.
Hark to his beautiful language.”

Glancing behind, Monty Lowther glimpsed the dim form
of Frost on the vaguely scen deck of the barge. THe ncit
moment the dinghy touched the steps,

’
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Five minutes later rescuer and rescued were seated in a
taxi speeding at break-neck speed towards Wavertree,

CHAPTER 14.
Foiled at the Finish !

L AR coming now,” whispered Jack Blake.

‘ “Yaas, wathah !”

Crouching in the bushes, Blake, Herries, Digby,

Manners, and D’Arcy waited, wondering if the car

they could hear approaching along Leaf Road was bound for
Myrtle Lodge. -

It seemed hours to them since Tom Merry had vanished
into the night on the back of the car, and the five juniors
were stiff and cold with their vigil. They had tried the
back and front doors of the house, and they had tried the
windows. But apparently Fenz had discovered the open
back door since Trimble had been there, for it was closed
and locked now. :

Doubtless enough the rascally impostor had become afraid
since the visit of Tom Merry & Co. At all events, he had
taken care the house should not be entered during his
absence. . x

There was nothing else for it but to wait outside, and
the juniors had waited until they were stiff and aching.

They had discussed the whole astonishing affair as they
waited; but though Tom Merry’s disclosures had fairly
roused their suspicions, the mystery wes as much a mystery
as before.

Of one thing they were certain, however, and that was
that foul play was afoot, and that the dark-eyed man ecf
the Liverpool express was at the bottom of it. They bhad
fully grasped the significance of Tom Merry’s brief remarks,
and they realised now that the old man they had taken to be
Dr. Lowther and the dark-eyed man were one and the

: 'same.

But where was the real Dr. Lowther, and where was
Monty Lowther? v

It was an anxious time for Tom’s chums in the garden
of Myrtle Lodge, and they were not sorry when the car they
had heard did turn_into the drive and come to a stop before
the house. : g b

Hidden. amongst the thick bushes the juniors watched,
and their faces set grimly as they recognised Fenz and
Croat. The two men leaped out of the car, and, rushing up
the steps, they let themselves into the house. ;

Scarcely a second later ‘a light flashed in the library as
the electric light was switched on. :

“Clome on!” whispered Blake. ; ; .

Though they did not know Blake’s intention, the rest of
the juniors followed him stealthily as he led the way
towards the entrance steps—approaching them from behind
the car. The driver sat in his seat still, smoking a cigar-
ette, and Blake hoped to enter the house without his know-
ledge, if possible. = .

Against the two, Fenz and Croat, the leader of the
Yourth at St. Jim’s felt they would stand a chance. He
was determined to find out what the two rascals were up
to in the library. :

In single file the juniors crept up the steps, thankful
for the shadowy entrance, though it was unlikely the driver
could see them unless he left his seat. :

To his relief Blake found the outer door wide open, and
he crept cautiously inside with his chums at his heels.
When all were inside Blake gently closed the door, and
there was a soft click as he turned the key in the lock.

The driver—if he were an accomplice—was not to be

- reckoned with, for the time being, at all events. But the
juniors had burned their boats now, and all of them were
trembling with excitement,

Through the half-opened door of the library showed a
shaft of light, and they heard the voices of Fenz and
Croat. And then quite suddenly they heard a triumphant
ery. s :

“Got it !1”

On tiptoe Jack Blake crept across the darkened hall. He
reached the partly-opened door, and peered through into
the room beyond.
~ The dark-eyed man stood by the table, Croat at his

" shoulder. He had some papers béfore him—papers he had,
_apparently, just drawn from an empty envelope he held in
= his hand. z

The faces of both men were ablaze with triumph.

“Got it!” repeated Fenz gloatingly. “The old fool was
not tricking us, then—I half suspected he was, Croat.
Ther?”s a fortune here for us—a fortune we share together,
man. Soa =

Croat said nothing—he seemed to be trembling with
sheer, excited glee.  Together the men examined the
papers, and then Fenz seemed satisfied, and he shoved them
hurriedly back into the large blue envelope in his hand.

“Now we've got to clear—sharp!” he snapped. “The old
man and his confounded nephew are safe for a few days,
}mt those other young cubs are bound to speak—to talk!
The sooner we're out of Liverpool the better, Croat.”

“Leave things just as they are?” said Croat.

“Yes. Come.”

He huwrried towards the door, Croat at his hecls. Fenz
switched off the elecivic light, and the two men came out
into the davk hall. And as they did so the hall elcctric
lights suddenly flashed up, and Blake’s voice rang out

“ At them, chaps!” 3
 Fenz and Croat staggered back, blinking in the sudden
light, with gasps of startled alarm. Then they glimpsed
the five juniors, and before ihey could do more than give
vent to savage oaths the juniors were upon them.

Croat went crashing down, with Manners and Digby
clinging to him desperately, but Fenz retained his feef,
though Blake and Herries and Arthur Augustus had flung
thg’mselyes.hko terriers upon him.

The juniors had expected a stiff tussle, and they soon
found their expeciation realised in that respect. But they
fought desperately, determined the scoundrels should never
escape. All their donbts had vanished now. The few
words they had overheard were enough to prove their
suspicions up fo the hilt,

There came a sudden hammering at the door—the driver
of the car had heard the uproar and was {rying to get in.
The hammering ceased abruptly, however, as a new sound
came from outside—the roar of a motor on the drive. The
roar ceased, and then followed racing footsteps and a voice
—Monty Lowther’s excited shout.

“That’s one of ihe brutes—collar him1”

What happened after that nobody seemed to kuow, 1t
was all so swift and confusing, There sounded a sudden
scuffling ouiside, and, releasing his grasp of the raging
Fenz, Jack Blake leaped up, and, jumping to the door,
turned the key, and dragged it open wide, letiing 2 stream
of light out into ihe night.

It showed Ikey, the driver, struggling desperately in ihe
grasp of Tom Merry, Monty Lowther, and a burly figure
in a blue uniform. .

The next thing Blake knew was thai the hall seemed
suddenly full of uniformed figures in blue, and he gave &
delighted, gasping yell.

“Good old Tonimy !” ;

The juniers scrambled out of the fight, panting aud
nursing bruised faces and fisis. here was no need for
them to see to the three rascals now. Fenz and Croat were
already handeuifed and. helpless in the grasp of two con-
stables. z

The juniors grasped Monity Lowther’s hand in turn, and
wrung it joyfully. g .

“All serene now,” grinned Tom Merry, wiping a per-
spiring brow. “ Rather lucky we picked a few hobbies up
on the way—what?”

“It was!” gaszped Blake, mopping a cut lip with his
handkerchief. * By jingo, it was!” - 3

“Yaas, wathah!? : =
And all of ihe juniors were agreed upon that,

@ . e . . »

As Tom Merry had said, it was “all serene.”

When Dr. Lowther came into the house a few moments
later Monty Lowther had the pleasure of handing him the
big blue envelope—a pleasure he certainly had earned.
Aund the old gentleman’s eyes were misty as he took it, and
shook hands with Monty and with each of his chums. :

That night the seven chums were the guests of Dr.
Morton Lowther at dinner at their own hotel, and they
found Lowther’s ecarlier claim that his uncle was “a jolly
decent sort,” very true. And, after dinner, the kindly old
scientist visited Mr. Railton at the North-Western Hote!l
and explained maiiers to that astounded gentleman.

The following day was the St, Jim’s juniors’ last day in
the great Lancashire port, and they made the most of it,
visiting all the places of interest they had not already
visited—the Walker Art Gallery, St. George’s Hall, the
wonderful new cathedral, and.the Town Hall. They also
visited New Brighton, seeing the battery, the tower, and
the lighthouse. And when Tom Merry & Co. left Liver-
pool to refurn to St. Jim’s they iook with them pleasant
—B.Itld certainly exciting—imemories of the great Merseyside
port. 5 -

THE END.

(Look out jor another rollicking finie yarn of Torwn Mevry
& Co. next week, entitied : ** D’ARCY’S COMIC OPERA!”
By Martin Clifferd. This is the kind of yarn yow have
all been waiting for und one that will raise a laugh from
beginning 1o end.) : % E
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THE REDS ARE OUT! While Colonsl Chapin and his men ars away from Calumet Ranch, a body of Redskin braves,
And at the ranch, practically

under the feadership of Badger Head, ars racing thers, intent on pillage and murder.

unguarded, is Sadie, the Colonel’s daughter!

M

Wi,

Bad News ! -

OM coughed and stared at Mr. Slack. who thereupon
found ii mecessary closely to exawine one of his
buttons.

“Badger Head has goune off with a pariy of the
wildest bucks,” Tom continuwed. “But he can he hunted
down. T leave that to you aud fo the lieuienani. Black
Hawk has saved us all. That must be made clear in your
statement. Do you agree? If not 2

“Why—ves! Ves! Yes! Any kind of thing, sir. You've
saved my lifet”

He caught Tom's hand and shook it, but though his
grasp was warm and clinging, Tom was vot impressed.

“T'hen we'll get along,” he said.

It was fully time they did. Lieutenani Groot was in a
fever. The non-appearance of his men filled him with fore-
boding and dread; yet as there was no attack and no sign
of any enemy he was completely at a loss what to do. To
take his men into the storehouse, if therc was foul play,
would surely be running into an ambuscade. But how could
there be foul play without a shot being fired? Vet—

The lieutenant was not a patient man, and having worked
himself into a state of nerves, was about to order an
advance at all risks, when, to his infinite relief, he saw
three men on the steps of the storehouse—one of them Mr.
Solomon Slack, whom he knew by sight, the others the
sergeant and his prisoner. But a second glauce brought
back all his fears. The Britisher was free. No permission
had been given for this, and, worst of all. the sergeant
held no arms. The lieutenant's anger rose,

“Report, sergeant” he roared.

The unfortunate sergeant, who, though thankful to he
free from the attentions of the Apaches, and heartened by
a_stiff glass of grog to which Tom had treated hir and
all the troopers, was in a very miserable state of mind. He
came forward—Tom checking the agent—and gave the facts
of the situation as far as they concerned him,

At the news the face of the officer hecame a poplectic, but
he had the prudence to reserve his comments for a more
opportune moment; and, in any case, his attention was
needed by Mr, Solomon Slack. That worthy came on now,

Bilack Hawk |
warns Tom f
that Bad-|
ger Hoad’s;
braves are

on the war- .
path. {

5 / /,—

By ARTHUR

PATTERSON.

hat in hand. He did so sideways. so that Tom should not
see his face as he greeted the officer.

“Lootenant "—hie shuffled slowly—"this is my friend, M.
Thomas Holt, who's saved my life.”

The lieutenant made no direct reply. Ile seemed to be
waiting for something, and then 'Tom, whose eyes had never
moved from Mr. Slack’s portly form, saw that a signal had
passed between them.

“Hold up. you fiend!” snarled the officer. And once
again Tom was under the rifles of the troopers; while Mr.
Slack, with a quick run, plunged forward almost into the
arms of the nearest machine-gunner.

But, alas, for Mr. Slack, and for the intrepid Groot, this
manceuvre, though mnot anticipated, had been guarded
against by Tom. Even as the men moved, a whistle rang
out, and from the houses in the rear and on the flank, from
the street, and the storehouse steps in front came the full
war-yell of the Apache Nation. The soldiers were sur-
rounded by Indians with rifles in their hands; those in
the open lying flat on their faces; those under cover crouch-
ing in such manner that only their eves and the muzzles of
their weapons were visible,

In the midst of it all Tom quietly stepped up to the
lieutenant. :

“Your sword, sir!” he said.
here will be shot down !”

The officer gave one gasp of fury, opened his mouth to
order his men to fire, then shut it again, and surrendered.

It was the worst moment in Lieutenant Groot’s life.

“Or every man you have

‘Upon his first piece of active service, his first expedition in

force, his first commaund, he was out-generalled and com-
pelled to surrender unconditionally by a beardless British
boy, who was not even a soldier. But he had no choice.
The enemy numbered ten to one. His own men had machine-
guns certainly, and could have mowed down the Apaches in
the street—though even these had the sense to lie on their
faces, and the Indians who appeared like magic from the
houses would pick off the whole detachment in five minutes.
There was not a chance.

But if the lieutenant writhed over his defeat, Tom was
much erobarrassed by his victory. The preliminaries were
settled easily enough. The officer, with Solomon Slack, was
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- ~with all his heart for the gxft of such a son.

. Slack, of course, is a grafter;

Grand New Adventure Serial Starts

confined in Jeremiah’s hotel. The men were disarmed, and
marched under guard to the railway depot and made com-
fortable with a plentiful supply of tobacco from the stores;
after which they began to fraternise with their captms and
settle down philosophically enough.

So far, so good. But what on earth was to be done with
all of them?

Groot was shrewd enough to perceive Tom’s difficulty. He
refused point-blank to sign any statement whatever. He
rcfused his parole. He dared Tom to keep him prisouner for
twenty-four hours; and if it had not been for Jeremiah, who
contrived, behind Tom’s back, to import, with the con-
nivance of White Cat, a few of the hunting-party to the
hotel, and make the lieutenant believe he was going to be
tortured and scalped by inches that very night, he would
have recov ered his spirits in the consciousness of his
cnemy’s dilemma. s

This grim warning, however, together with the frantic
terror of Solomon Slack—who had very good reason to fear
the worst for himself—brought the licutenant to a reasonable
frame of mind,

But the next day relief came to Tom--the most blessed
relief of all.

He had spent most of the night talking matters over
with Jeremiah and Black Hawk, and had ﬁnally come to the
conclusion that the soldiers must be released, and Slack—
now willing to do anything on earth to save his skin—made
to report proceedings on Tom’s plan, when the joyous news
was brought that white men were, approaching from the
%O{th and among them Colonel Chapin, Kit Brett, and Old

illie.

Tom went out at once to meet them, and great was the
excitement and enormous the jubilation ‘of the cow boys when
they heard the happenings in the Reservation.

Therefore, Tont’s. standing. with..the boys from Calumet

.and Servita went up to glddy heights, while the. comrade-

shlp between the Apaches and thc»e visitors to the Reserva-
tion became a bond of brotherhood against a common encmy
such as had never before been known between white men

- and red.

-Meanwhile, Tom, at the first opportllmtv seized upon the
colonel and pcured out-all his wees. Chapin listened in
silence, with an air of solemn, though sympatlfetic anxiety
and concern. In reality, he.was ha\'mg the time of his life.
Ie had received Tom’s letter, and acted upon it with effect;
but to have said so too soon would have spoilt cvelvthmur
It was a joy to his soul to see the character of the lad
dearer to him than ever after their long =epa1ati0n unfold-
ing itself-as Tom recounted his adventl.m_a in a mlcf matter-
of-fact way,

On the contrary, he was inclined to Ulame hlmself se\‘elelv
for not having done better; and Chapin thanked Prov 1dence
But not-a sign
of this appeared in his face. He shook his head when Tom
finished, uncrossed his legs, and meditatively chewed his
mgar a minute. Then he remarked judicially:

“Son, you would appear to be up a rather tall tree.
man Groot is a nephew of a senator with a nasty tongue.
but when it is a matter of
that is excused at Washmgton Say, let me see
them together I mwht do something.” He smiled behind
his hand at Tom’s anxious face. “I will try, anyway.”

So the lieutenant, who looked much startled when he saw
the colonel, and Solomon Slack, improved in appearance
since we saw him last, and very unctuous and sly, were
brought .into the room by Jeremiah, whom the ~colonel
invited to remain. They had already formed the secret
bond of brotherhood common to practical jokers the world
over.

“Gentlemen, sit,” the colonel said suavely. “I have
asked you to meet me, as it just happens that busmes: togk
me to Washington a =h01t while back, and will again.” He
paused for this to sink in. My name is Joseph Chapin, of
Calumet Ranch, Servita. You and I, lieutenant, have met
before.” :

[ndians

This |

‘commander-in-chicf.

-
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thy e\xdenhy had Tom to hls surp’rné saw the young
-i\ldlhl drop hle eyes and be"m to move uneasily in his
chair,

“I have not much-to say, ‘Groot,” the colonel went

“his voice growing colcler and more precise with every
«
\\o»d What were: your orders? Be careful, if you
please !

“T was to stand by,” the officer answered in a rather indis-
tinct tone, “and—and guard Government property. I found
it in danger ” he added hastily.

“You mean you thought it was!” the colonel remarked
frigidly. “Anything in your instructions about arresting

civilians—or any one else who came to you under a flag of

truce 7
lhe heutenant’s eyes dropped again,
“No, sir.
“W h) did you do it, then?”

“I had received an alarming repmt from the telegraph E

o},ela.tm at the depor, and this man »—pointing at Tom—
dcconed me gross

“How did he decene you?”

“He made me think he was an Apache chief.”

“Did ho give you his real name?”

“Y.ye

1s that an Indian title?”

The lieutenant became interested in hls boots; and made
no answer.

“You told Mr. Holt, I believe, that if anything happened
to Mr. Slack, here, you would hang_ him. Ts that true?”

The licutenant coutmucd to cxamlne }ns boots.

“Well—yes !” : :

“¥ou. then disarmed and bound. hxm and som; }nm under
charge of-a file- of men, te find Mr. Sluck though ‘he had
assured vou of his safety’ That true, too‘? e

=1 thought it my duty.”

“What do you think now ?”
sharply I am seeing the colonel .of ‘your' regiment in a
“eel\s txmé. Heé will be. interested to know/ o “will the
s asked; e, for a report!”

The mouth of Lieutenant G_ooﬁ‘qunered like .a child’s,
“His poor, nmean’ littlet face . beca.me just as red .as'his hair,
‘and then paled to the lips. He knew thatr all this would mean
ruin. Yet he realised ‘that it was but justice; and a reval-
sion of feeling  edme over him.. He rose and stood at
attention. z

“I think, sir, I was a fool !”’

“ Any thmo- movre 7’ ;the eolenel asked.

His voice was not quite so severe, and he looked at Tom.

.Groot followed his Lexes, and the hot colour came back
into his cheecks.

“Yes,” he said, with a choke, “I—I should like to
ano]oglse to Myr. Holt. I was uaht down mean to him.”

Tom’s han = .a moment. -

“0Oh, dow't worry ahout me. Let’s shake hands!™

And they did wesy.heartily. : ',

The colonel’s eyes twinkled.

“Well, if Mr. Holt feels that way, T don't know that any-
one else has any .call to complaul. _ What's your idea,
Mush 77 .

Jeremiah nodded his head. with melancholy gravity.

“8ir, I told the chec eff here- Army officers was rattlers.

'lhe wmds were mppcd out

" But since the pison’s ou I'd be ploud if the looteénant wouid

shake hands with me.”’

The colonel now turned to* Solomon Slack.

“You are Indian Agent in =oIe charge of th1s Resorvatlon
when Mr. Crombolt is away ?”

Mr. Slack’s countenance became otie expansive smile.

“That is my privilege, colonel.”

“What have you to say over this affair 2.

Solomon’s dull eyes grew cold. He sensed danger but
he knew nothing of the colonel, and put down his influence
over Groot to his position in the Army.

“I shall make my report, sir, to Mr.

Crombolt. . There’s

WHO’S WHO IN THE STORY.
TOM HOLT, e sturdy young Britisher of seventeen, who has lived
: for a time amongst a tribe of Apache Indians in ' New Mexico.
BADGER HEAD, supreme ehief of the nation.
BLACK HAWK, a tribal clief.
WHITE CAT, his son.

servations.

JEREMIAH MUSH, a hntel-heeper

COLONEL CHAPIN, a wealthy rancher

SADIE, his dauglzter .

HUNES and MALINKA, Tow’s dog and horse respectively.

After staying for a time with Colonel Chapin and his daughter

Sadie, Tom learns the horrible news that White Cat is sentenced to the
- “fire™ for disobeying Badger Head, kis chief. Tom stands by the

Redskin, and to save his life, ojj‘ers to accompany-the tribe to the

Reservations for the winter. From Black Hawk, Tom then learns

that Badger Head is contemplating a raid-on the "White Settlements

SOLOMON SLAC K, e Government oﬁhzal in charge of the Re-

in the coming spring, and this knowledge makes Tom more eager lo
accompany the tribe.

Promoted to the rank of chief and Imazm as Wlute Eagle, Tom
reaches the Reservations, where he finds Badger  Head encouraging
Solomon Slack to starve the Redskins uho, in_consequence, are on
the verge of revoliing against the *“ whites.”” The time now being
ripe for a raid on the storchouse, Badger Head collects his braves
and marches upon it. But he is forestalled by Tom, wko for Slack’s
own sake, takes him prisoner. Emnraged at being thwarted Badger
Head sentences the young Britisher to death. Wise to the truth,
however, the Apaches speak ouf, and Tom 48 set free. Me:mwlule
Slack Imung sent word to Washington that Tom s the cause of all the
unrest among the Apqches, . Lieutenant Groot and his. iroopers
arrive upon the scene, 'Before many minutes have elapsed, however,
the sergeant and his troopers,” who lave been ordered by their
officer to fetch Tom and. Solomon Slack from-the storehouse, have the
mortification of being taken prisoners themselves.

(Now read on.) - -
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been bad doin's! ~The Government has DHeen robbed! I
have suffered much !.Someone "-—he-raised his voice slightly
—“will have oy Ay = o T e Sa

L T R

mission - of mqmn'has been® appointed” by the

self. He asked me personally to tell you this.

Presidetit

You will have~to prepatca det dlied wpmt of all that you
have done .

. Mr. Crombolt has gone.’

wange came over Mr. Slack.” Thc expansive smile
y - to a ‘'sudden look of fear as gleat in its way as
vs}’len he -vas in the hands of the*Indian-squaws. ~His cyes
peered Linto_ the, colonel’s - faee, - then into. lom s, then at
Jelemlah Mush \\1th the (I&pexatlon of a rat in a corner.

“I=-Tam glad, sir,” he gmped thal t]10 President should
take interest in el

“He “does,” was the replys. “ButL he is_not as much
interested . as .the officials_of the Buréau. I'he\ havé been

atchmg your pxocecdm.gs, it ::eems, for a” lonv time,’and :

“Cronibolt, “before he went, gave them & ccnfidential |
mumgnandum on the subject. | I tound it very mtmeatmg
reading. Sq would you!?

’lhc wretched - arfent groaned. The)e was something 50
grim and’ plhlt“: in the colonel’setone that-he saw he w ould
get no mercy. He knew well whap that memorandum would
contain.. lhe game was up. . Then he thought of Tom.

“ Mr. Holt ” he \x}-mod 1ubbmp: his fat hands together
and wringing tliem in his despair, “you—vou know me. 1
have ndt “been all*I-should fo you. “But I know you" will
forgive - me the Ilttle error I madc when we first met— aud
help nig, now. :

“Silenco Cllupm thundowd “Understand that every-
thing -has come out,- Tho Indiann you set on to shoot Mr.

)

““that:-someone " will pay. = A°

7

“Two “Apache bucks

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Holt was not killed. He made his deposition to me two
hours ago.- You,will be. luck f you .cscape with a life
séfitence '111‘a:’13011‘itrc1ftia'r . “Muish, have Mr. Slack guardnl‘
(10\013- please: ~Weé nius tﬂl\(‘ 'ks.”

“None’s took, colonel,”-

b tame OTiEs— v atch him mght and

day. - Sharp boys, “them,-but_not so sharp as either of their
ki‘u\cs Come, Solomon you're in it now. And, sure as
sure, luy coou, yowll not get out.” :

“He"‘extended a ‘long " arm*.and" grabbed the Jback of the
atreut s fat neck, and, with a powe ul twist, sent him
-geritig tothe door, which opened ds if 1t were upon spu
He was flung out and disappeared ¢

The colonel turned to Tom with a grim laugh, and \\'\3(
about to speak when he saw the window darken, and a’ mzm
sprang into the room. ‘It was Black’ Hawk. He entered
iwithout a sound, and did not speak until he reached’ Tom; ”
ibut™ thcre” was' somcthmg in the Indian’s mannér and the
{intensity of hid stare as he advanced which brought a sudck N
chill* to the “colonel’s “heart.

“Come!” the chief said, a finger on Tom’s shoulder. and °
jerking his head towards the street. - “Be quick’! There is
big danger. . Badger Head .put spy into colonel’s party on °
way here. He know that Calumet Ranch has o guard.
He will go there swift as hawk to rob and kill and burn,
and then ”—he turned upon Chapin— ]mu to ride away _
with Yellow Flower and make her squaw!” i

“But Sadie is not there!” Tom cried.

And then he saw the colonel’s face tmn grey and wan.’

“She came home for Christmas. ~ Wouldn't go back.
Waanted to see you! Good hoaxom‘

(Mln'l you read next weel:'s thrilling instahnent of this
powerful sevial, chums.)
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Enclose stamp.to pay postage to—

. TEMPLE (Specialist), Palace House, 128, Shaftesbury

S Avenue (2nd rloor). I.ondon, Wl

for Acters, Detectives, and -others. " 3/ each, post free.. Overseas 6d.
extra. —Dept XX, MILTON, 24, Station Parade, Norbury, London 8.W.16.

F R E E—SUPERB EIC

over 50 » Stamp
GENUINE applicants for Appro
St. Vincent, Lower ls\‘

I: REEK STATUE -STAMPS—

L - WATERMARK . TRAY,' etc., .to
1s°No. 10 sénding postage. ——B I. CO RYN,
Wall, WHITSTABLE. .

CUT THIS oOuUT

S GEM ¥ PEN GOUPON VALUE 3d.

Send 5 of these coupona with i1y < 2/9 (:md 2d. stamp) direct to the

FLEET PEN CO., 119, F seh Sh‘e E.C:4. By return you will-

receive ‘a handsonie ‘lever self-filling rr.n::‘r FOUNTAIN PEN with

solid gold nib (fine, medium;’ or “broad), usually 107/6. Fleet- price 4/-,
Fo wnh 5 coupons only 2/9.

"LIVERPOOL. .

in  winhing * success: Hel"l. - increased—health , and

physique xmprmed \Vondexful results. - Sénd - for ~
particulars .and our: £100 g uﬁﬁia!}&eewtm—GIRVAN

SYSTEM (A.M.P.), 17, Stroud Créen Rd.,, ndon, N.4.

‘ JA’MEs MANSFIELD & CO., Ltd.; 71, High Holborn, London, W.C. i.r

"FREE

7

\

."JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY |
"AND SEE THE WORLD. |-

Boys are wanted for the ’Seugan Class (from which
‘selections are- made " for Wireless Telegraphy-
and Signalling Br.mches—)} “Age 151 to 162 years.

MEN :also are required for

SEAMEN (Special Serucc) - - =

- STOKERS - = = = = AgelSto 25
&  ROYAL MARINE FORCI"S - = = Agel? io 23

GOOD PAY =~ =~ ~ =~ = ~- ALL FOUND

EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION
Apply. by detter to the.Recruiting. Staff Officer,. R.N. and R.M.;
2’5, Suffolk Street, Birmingham; 121, Victoria Street, Bristol;
15, Orown ’1umce, Dowanhill, (;Lxsgo“, 30, canmng Place,
Liverpool; 55, Whitehall, London, S.W.1; 289 Deansgate,
Mauaheater, 116, Rye Hill, l\e\\castlemn-’l‘yne, or 6' Washington
Terrace, Queen’s Park Southampton. ~ :

Age 18 to 25

DON’T BE BULLIED

Send Four Penny Stampsfor TWO SPLENDID LESSONS .
in JUJITSU, the Wonderful Japanese Self-Defence wifh-
“out.- wbapons. Better-than any other-scienee invented.® Learn
to take care of yourself under 'ALL cucumwtances fear.nd
You  can “have MONS Tllustrated
3/9. NOW ‘to

Port'mn fors P.O. SEN D
H“YAWARA” (De teA. P ), 10, Queensway,
Hanworth, !‘eltham, MIDDX. New Schoolin

o London w.4, notw open. Class and Private Tuition Daily. Free Trial Lessou.
(Abroad .1/-),: including - Airpost, Tri-

300 STAMPS FOR Gd' angular,Old India, ngcrm, New South

Wales,” Gokd Coast ‘etoi—W.-A. WHITE, Engme Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

HEIGHT ' INCREASED ' 5/ Sgnpicte A

3-5 inches In ONE MONTH.
Without. appliances—drugs—or dieting

THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVI!R FAILS.

Complete Course 5/- P.O. post free, or further partics. stamp.

P..A. CLIVE, Harrock House _The Close, COLWYN BAY.

2 NO LICENCE REQUIRED.
Accidents - impossibte. - For theatricals, " sports, etec.

Proteetion against footpads, dogs, etc.. NEW MODELS.
Blue steel or mckel finish, -

le chamber - 2 - 6/0 post free.

lght » = S 8/6 " 4

Ter 7 (Cowboy model)- 2y == 218 o
Blank Cartmlges for Safeties - P e 1/6 per 1090.

Carriage 9d. any quantity. atalogue free on request.

MAGIC TRICKS, ficirroree 200/ Fensoqusts

" Price 6d. each,4forl/-. —T:W.Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.

TO THOSE REQUESTING APPROVAL SHEETS—
50 all -different Stamps, Metal Watermark Detector with
instructions, ~and a. Vest Pocket Folder for Duplicates.—
R. " WILKINSON, ‘Provincial Buildings, COLWYN BAY.

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE
MENTION THIS PAPER,




