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PACKED WITH THRILLS AND LAUGHTER! HERE IS A RIPPING—

MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

7

Who makes Pies appear from a hat? Who makes Snakes appear from smoke?

Who tied up Gore so that no one could undo him? Tom Merry’s Uncle Frank
—the St. Jim’s Magician !

CHAPTER 1.

' A Visit From Uncle Frank.

OM MERRY came off the football field -at St. Jim’s

I with the ruddy glow of health in his cheeks. Thers

was an extremely muddy football under his arm, and
a satisfied smile upon his face.

The School House had just beaten the New House by
two goals to one, and so Tom Merry, the captain of the
School House juniors, had reason to be satisfied with himself
and his team.

Manners and Lowther, Tom’s chums in the Shell, looked
equally pleased, while Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy,
of the Fourth, were brimming over with satisfaction.

“Done them this time,” said Blake, with a grin. “Figgins
played up like a giddy International; but we were bound to
walk over them.”

Tom Merry nodded. y o

“Right, Blaite; ‘and I must say that you kids played up
well against the New House,”” he said approvingly.

The words of praise from their captain did not seem to
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*Uncle Frank.”

particularly elate the chums of the Fourth. Blake, in fact;
gave Tom Merry an cxtremely aggressive look.

“Who are you calling kids?” he asked.

“ My mistake,” said Tom Merry blandly.. “I should have
said cads; but really—""

“Telegram for you, Master Merry,” said the School House
page, who was waiting for Tom outside the pavilion.

Tom Merry took the buff envelope, and looked at it
rather anxiously. A junior of St. Jim’s did not frequently
receive telegrams, and naturally the thought crossed his
mind that it might mean some bad news from home.

But as he opened it and glanced over the message, a
smile broke over his face. :

His companions looked at him with interest. i

“What’s the news?” asked Manners. “ Somebody died
and left you a fortune?”

“Miss Fawcett coming to pay you a visit, and bringing
you a new chest-protector and a bottle of cod-liver oil?2”
asked Lowther. : .

“Rats!” said Tom Merry cheerfully, “This is from

“And what—"
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—LONG COMPLETE YARN OF TOM MERRY & CO.ﬁ AT ST. JIM’S!

“He’s coming down here. Listen! Handed in at Huckle-
berry Heath Post Office, ‘Coming by the four o’clock,
Rylcombe—Francis Fawcett.” ”’

“Good!” said Manners and Lowther together. = They
evidently liked the idea of a visit from Uncle Frank.

“1 shall be glad to sce him,” said Blake. “He’s wired
so that you can meet him at the station, Tom Merry, I
think we’d better all ge. and show him that we appreciate
the honour. Eh—what?”’

“Yaas, wathah!”’ said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the
swell of the School House. “It is weally incumbent upon
us, vou know, to tweat Uncle Fwank with gweat wespect.
]I;Io was vewy kind to us at Hucklebewwy Heath, you
- know.”

“ Right-ho !” said Herries, “Let’s go and meet the train.
We shall have time if we buck up.”

Tom Merry glanced at the big clock on the tower.

“By Jove, we shall have to buck up!” he exclaimed.
“This wire has been here some time, I suppose. Let's get
changed and be off. Wc'll go, of course.”

“Let’s ask Figgins, too, deah boy,”” said D’Arcy. - “He
was with us at Hucklebewwy Heath, you know, and vewy
fwiendly with your wespected uncle.””

“Of course. I say, Figgy!”

Figgins, thie captain of thc New House juniors, had gone
off the field. He turned in the doorway of the pavilion as
he heard Tom Merry. calling. Kerr, Wynn, and Marmaduke
Smythc—otherwise known as the Co.—were with him, and
they stopped, too. Figgins & Co. were looking just a little
glum. They had expected to win the footer match, and
they had played up well to win, but the School House
had been a trifle too strong for them.

“Hallo!”’ said Figginas.

“You remember Uncle Frank,” said Tom Merry, joining
Figgins & Co. “He's coming to Rylcombe by the four
o’clock train. Will you come along to mect him with us?”

“ Rather !” said Figgins heartily. “Jolly glad he’s coming !
We'll give him a welcome. You kids will come, too?”

“Certainly!”’ said Kerr. .

“Oh, yes, rather !’ said Fatty Wynn. “I suppose it will
be the proper thing for somebody to stand a feed when a
distinguished visitor comes, won’t it? I think so, anyway.”’

_Tom Merry laughed. - :

“Well, T expect there will be a feed,” he -remarked.
“Youw'll have a chance to show what you can do in that
line, Fatty. Uncle Frank won’t have seen all the sights of
St. Jim’s unless he has seen Fatty as a trencherman——"

“I don’t eat much!” said Fatty Wynn indignantly.
“Somchody’s always cracking jokes on the subject, and
that’s got me a reputation as a big eater. I'm fearfully
hungry now, after the footer. A goalkeeper gets hungrier
than any of the others, I think.”

“Ha, ha, ha! He does when he’s named Fatty Wynn.
But get changed, kids. We shall have to hustle to get to
Rylcombe in time.” i
" The juniors were not long in towelling down and chang-

- ing their clothes. Inside of ten minutes they were all ready,
with a single exception. That exception, of course, was
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Come on, Gussy!” shouted Blake, looking in again.

“Wait a minute, deah boy! I cannot find my tiepin!”’

“Come without it.”

The swell of the School House stopped in his search for
the missing tiepin to fix & withering glance upon Blake.

- *“Ii you think [ can go to meet a wespectable gentleman
without a tiepin, Blake, you -are making a gweat mistake,”
he said.

“You silly ass—"

“1 wefuse to be called an ass! I wegard—-""

“If you can’t come without the pin, look for it, fathcad!”

“How can I look for it while you are talkin’ to me?
You are wastin’ time—"

“ Are you coming ?”’ /

“Yaas, wathah—when I have found my tiepin!”

“1 say, aren’t you ready ?” exclaimed Tom Merry, looking
in. “It¢’s high time we were off !”

“Gussy is off I’ growled Blake. “Right off his silly
;rocker ! He’s looking for his hairpins!”’

“Don’t be fwivolous, Blake. I am lookin’ for a tiepin,
Tom Mewwy—"

.~ “Here, take mine, if you can’t come without one!” ex-
claimed Blake impatiently.

D'Arcy looked at. the pin Jack Blake extended towards
him. Then he shook his head.

“1 am afwaid I couldn’t wear that pin, Blake.
at all a nice one—" )

Blake glowered.

“Right-ho! Then you'll come without one, ass!  Get
moving, donkey! If you don’t shift I shall stick the pin
in you, fathead. Do you hear, image?”

It is not

“I wefuse to be chawactewised—— Oooooot!” .
Blake had given the swell of St. Jim’s a gentle dig with
the tiepin, and D’Arcy jumped a foot clear of the ground.

“Blake! You howwid beast—"

“Are you going?’

“Not until—  Pway keep that pin away! You howwid
boundah! Dorn’t! Ow! Yaas, I am goin’t I will go

without my tiepmn if you like.”

“Thought you would!” grinned Blake, as D’Arcy bolted.
“Come cn, Merry; I've shifted the image at last!”

The eleven juniors marched off together towards the gates.
D’Arcy was looking extremely indignant, and it was evident
that the loss of his tiepin still worried him. Not that ho
thought of the value. It was certain to turn up, for that
matter. But Arthur Augustus was extremely particular
about his appearance.

Tom Merry looked at his watch as the party poured out
into Rylcombe Lane. :

“1 say, we shall have to run!” he exclaimed. “TFollow
your leader, kids! I’ll race you to the station!”

“Right-ho !’

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, aftah a zame of footah, it is weally
too exhaustin’ to wun, and "

“You'd better follow, then!” snorted Blake.

And the juniors set off at a run. ID’Arcy hesitated for a
moment, and then he ran, too. and the party came into the
village at top speed, and arrived Lreathless ai the station.

CHAPTER 2. s
The Anglo-Indian Arrives !

“ or
“But, my tear sir—"
“Certainly not!”

(‘But 22

“I tell you, no! Stuff! No!”

“Hallo! That’s Uncle Frank’s voice,” murmured Tom
Merry, as_he entered the little country station. “IHe’s
arguing with someorc. I believe he's generally arguing
with somebody.”

Figgins grinned.

“Who's that with him?” he said.
bounder;, Merry ?”

Tom Merry shook his head.

Mr. Francis Fawcett, late of Boggleywallabad, India,
and now of Laurel Villa, Huckleberry Heath, was looking
cxasperated. He was a little brown-skinned man, with eyes
as keen as gimlets. Twenty years in the tropics had made
him as brown as a berry, and his keen little eyes locked
like blackcurrents in an overdone bun. His companion,
who appeared to be arguing with him, was evidently of the
tribe of Israel—a very old gentleman, with very shiny
hair and a very aquiline nose, and a very insistent and
at the same time insinuating manrer.

“But, my tear sir,” persisted the cld gentleman, “I
tell you—feefty pounds—" :

“No, I tell you, Mr. Solomonson !”

“Feefty pounds—-"

“I would not take a hundred.”

“You did not give so mooch—"

“I gave ten rupees for that little idol, Mr. Solomonson,
but, of course, I did not know its value when I bought
it for that sum.”

“Exactly. If you receive fcefty pounds, you make a
good thing out of it.”

“But 1 don’t want to make a good thing out of it—"

“My tear sir—" :

“Stuff! I tei you I won’t sell the idol! That settles
it! ?Hal]o, Tommy! So ycu've come to mect me, have
you?”

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry, as he shook Lands with
Mr, Fawcett. “I was afraid we should be late. I didn’t -
get your wire as soon as it arrived, as I was on the foot-
ball field. But we’re'in time, so it’s all right.”

“Yaa,sj, wathah! I# I may make a wemark, Mr. Faw-
cett——

“ No, don’t bother me any more !” exclaimed Mr. Fawcett,
turning to the old man at his side, who was tapping him
on the sleeve. “You've badgered me all the way down
in the train, and I’ve had enough of it.”

“But, my tear Mr. Fawcett—"

“Ha! Get away! Stuff and nonsense!
tell you!”

The aspect of the peppery little Anglo-Indian was
decidedly threatening, and Mr. Solomonson thought he had
better give it up. He moved away, but with evident un-
willingness. ’

“Do you kaow the

No more, I
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“Ha! He’s gone! Thank. goodness!” exclaimed Mr.
Fawecett. “The oid fellow has bean bothering me all
the way from Huekleberry Heath, He got into my carriage
on purpose. You remember the Iittle golden idol 1 showed
you at Laurel Vills, boys. He wants to buy it, and won’t
take ‘no’ for an answer.” 'L e @i iy

“Shall we duck hmm ;ir she pond outside, sir?”. asked
Figgns, ever ready to oblhige. ;

“Ha, ha, ha! No. I am giad te sce you all, boys—"

Tom Merry duly presented Manners, Digby, Marmaduke,
Kerr, and Wynn, who had not previeusly met Uncle Frank,
when D’Arcy tried again. s

“Ah, D Arcyi” exclaumed Mr. Fawcett, shaking hands
with the swell of St. Jim’s. “Hallo, my lad! What’s the
matter? Are you ill7”

“N-n-no!” gasped D’Arcy.

Uncle Frank had a grip like a vice whenever he chose
to exert the full power ot his strong fingers, and D’Arcy
had had the full benefit of it. The swell of St. Jim’s looked
quite limp. - N -

“ Are you sure?” asked Uncle Frank, tightening his grip.
“You are looking very flustered, I’Arcy. Have you been
over-exerfing yourself 77

“N-n-no 1” :

“Well, you certainly look a little exhausted,” said Mr.
Fawecett, relcasing .D Arcy’s hand, much to his relief. “You
must take.care ot yourself.”’

“I was gom’ to wemark—"

Mr. Fawcett looked at him.

“1 am extwemely ashamed,” said D'Arey, “of appeahwin’
in the pwescace of a wespes-ed gentleman without a tiepin,
but it is weally not my fault. It was that boundah Blako
who wushed me off-—~

“Oh, ring off, Gussy!” exclaimed Lowther.

“I wefuse to wing off, at least until I have pwoperly
explained to Mr. Fawcett the weason why I appeah——"

“Dry up! Shall we walk to tae school, Mr. Fawecett,
or shall we take *he hack ?”

““We will walk,” said the Anglo-Indian, taking up his
bag. “Ir I hae requircd a conveyance I should have asked
Dr. Holmes to send ore. I snall be staying- at the school
for a few days, I expect, and I hope to sce something of
you during that time, though I shall probably be busy
during the evenings.”

Tom Merry wondered what Uncle Frank would be busy
about during the evenings, but he did not ask any questions.
The party left the station, and the old globe-trotter set out
at a steady tranp up .ue lane to the school, escorted by
the delighted juniors. .

Tom Merry droiped behind, and made a sign to Figgins,
who dropped benind, too.

“What’s in the wind > asked the leader of the New House.

“We shall have to give Mr. Fawcett a study feed,” said
Tom. “We had better get some things while we're in the
village. Got any tin S

“Yes, three bob and scwre coppers.”

“Good! If the Co. have any gather it in. T'll see it
clear next weeck. Here’s all T have., Will you do the
shopping 7 ¢

“Certainly,” grinned Figgins.

“Bring it along to the School House when you’ve got it.
I can’t stop behind as T.am the host in Study No. 10.”

“That’s all right. There’'s plenty of tin here, and I’'ll
take Fatty Wynn along to help m selecting the tommy.”

“Right-ho! And get to the schnol as quickly as you can.

Go right into our study if we’re noi there, and get the tea
3 -

going.’

“Rely on me,” said Figgins.

“Uncle Frank is bound to be hungry after his journey,
and the cupboard is quite bare,” said Tom anxiously. “T've
spoken to Blake, and it’s thke sa'ns m Study No. 6. So
get a move on you, Figgins, old man, and we’ll keep uncle
occupied till tea’s ready.” ,

Figgins grinned and nodded, and dropped to the rear
with Fatty Wynn, and stopped at the tuckshop presided
over by Mother Murphy. The.rest of the juniors marched
on with Mr. Fawcett

The Anglo-Indian did not appear 5 notice the diminution
in the numbers of his escort. His gimlet eye for a moment
fixed itself on the tuckshop, but he gave no other sign. A
slight smile hovered for a moment on his brown face, how-
cver. :

Tom Merry & Co. had talkea a great deal of Uncle Frank
at St. Jim’s, and the marvellous magical tricks he had
brought from India, and so there were a number of eyes
fixed upon the gentleman from Boggleywallabad as soon as
he entered the ancient gateway of the school.

Tom Merry was rather proud of his relation as he escorted
him across the old quadrangle amid the gazing fellows.

“I say, look!” Gore, the cad &f the Shell remarked to
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his crony Mellish, “That’s Tom Merry’s Uncle Frank, isn't
it? My hat! He looks mere than half baked.” . g

Mellish giggled. y )

“Got a face likc a bun, hasn’t he? Is he Merry’s uncle,
or a monkey he has captured 7. ot .

- “I’ll ask him,”. grinned Gore, -

He signed to Tom Mery as. the little procession came bys

Tom stopped with » look of inguiry... - :

“1 say, Mcrry,” said Gore, in a stage whisper.

“What is it, Gore?” asked Tom Merry unsuspiciously.

He was not.on good terms with the cad of the Shell, but
he did not guess what was coming. Gore had never been
known to play the. game, and he mever allowed courtesy
to stand in the way of a knock at anyone he disliked.

“Is that your uncle, Merry, or is it a monkecy you have
picked up off an organ?”’ asked Gore, in the same stage
whisper, which he knew perfectly well would reach the cars
of the Anglo-Indian.

Tom Merry flushed red.

While he was in the very act of doing the honours of
St. Jim’s it was particularly annoying to have his relative
treated with inexcusable rudeness. =

Tom did not waste time in replying to Gore’s guestion in
words. There was only one way of replying to it adequately,
and that way Tom Merry replied.” His nght fist shot oub
like lightning, and Gore rolled head over hecls along
the quad.

Uncle Frank did not even look round. .

The little party arrived at the door.

“You arc coming to have tea with us in the study, of
course, sir?” said Tom Merry.

Uncle Fravk nodded.

“I’'m afraid that will be giving you a lot of trouble,” he
said. .

“Not in the least; we shall be happy, sir!” said three or
four voices together.

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy. “It’s always a pleasuah
to entahtain a distinguished visitah, sir, and we’ll pwovide
a weally wippin’ tea!” :

Mr. Fawcett smiled. .

“In that case I shall be very pleased to come,” he said.
“1 must first go and pay my respects to Dr. Holmes. When
do you have tea, Tom?” g

“Oh, any time, sir| If 1t’s not quite ready we’ll show you
round St. Jim’s before it gets dark, if you hke, sir.”

“Certainly! A good ideal” ‘

And the visitor from India betook himself to the Head's
study.

“fy wonder how long Figgins will be,” muttered Tom
Merry. “I’d like to have a nice tea ready for Uncle Frank.
He was awfully kind to us at Huckleberry Heath.”

“Yaas, wathah! You can get evewythin’ weady in the
study, you know,” said D’Arcy. “And you can get some
gwub to start with at the school shop. Fhose little pork
pies at Dame Taggles are vewy nice when they are fwesh,
and the waspbewwy tarts 72 ’

“Good idea,” assented Tom Merry. *“They’re not as
geod as Mothor Murphy’s things, but we can’t keep a hungry
traveller waiting. Go and get some, Gussy. I’ve left all my
tin with Figgins, so you can pay for them.”

“With pleasuah, deah boy!”

And Arthur Augustus trotted off. :

The Terrible Three entered their study and began to tidy
up with rapid fingers, and get the grate neat and swept, and
the kettle boiling. Meanwhile, Mr. Fawcett was in the
presence of Dr. Holmes.

They were old acquaintances—very old, in fact, as they-
had not seen each other for 'more than twenty years. Tho
meeting was a very cordial one. Dr. Holmes was a great
chess player, and Mr. Fawcett was equally devoted to the
game, and as soon as the Head of St. Jim’s knew that the
Anglo-Indian was in England, he bad immediately asked
him down to the school to settle an old and friendly rivalry.

“I am taking tea with my sister’s ward, Tom Merry, in
his study,” Mr. Fawcett - explained to the Head, with a
smile. '

“We dine at seven,” said Dr. Holmes, as he shook hands
again with his old friend.

And then the Head of St. Jim's fell 1o his writing again,
and the man from India left the study in quest of Tom
Merry.

CHAPTER 3.
D’Arcy is Taken In!

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY crossed- the quad-
A rangle with unusual haste in his movements. Gore
~and Mellish nocticed at once that he was making for
the tuckshop, and observed, too, that for the moment
his manners had lost their repose which stamps the caste of

Vere de Vere. '




'EVERY WEDNESDAY.

“Going for some grab,” Mellish remarked, jerking his
thumb towards the swell of the School House. “‘Ihey're
fecding the brown-faced chap in their study. They won’t
ask us to the feed.” : )

“1 say, suppose we let Gussy get his stuff at the tuckshop
and then bone it from him,” suggested Core.. “It would be
a' ripping wheeze to leave Tom Merry and his lot without
anything in the larder for the visitor.” N

Mellish chuckled.

“Yes; it would be all right so far; but what about when
Tom Merry and the rest got on the track and wiped up the
quad with us?” )

“Hm!- I suppose they would be wild. But I know!
We'll put the New House fellows on the scent; they'll soen
relieve Gussy of his provisions—"

\

“We've got a visitah, you know, and rethin’ weady for

_his tea!”

“Horrid 1” said Gore.
ripping feed, I suppose?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And you’re going to ask us?”

“No, wathah not. The study won’t hold more than a
dozen, you know, and you are such a howling cad, Goah,
that you can’t expect it. You were wude ¢ Mr. Fawcett
when he came in.”

“If you want a dot on the nose, Adolphus—"

“Shut up, Gore,” said Mellish, with a’' wink.
right. You were rude to Mr. Fawcett.
to get, D’Arcy ?”

“Some pork pies and waspbewwy tarts,” said D’Arcy. “I

“You're going tc give him a

“Gussy'’s 7
What are you going

i)

i

o

While Gore sat upon Gussy, so that the swell of St. Jim’s could not sees whal was happening, Mellish hastily
poured some red ink into the jam tarts!

“No go!” said Mellish tersely. “Tom Merry and Figgins
& Co. are as thick as thieves now, over entertaining this
Indian chap. House rows are off !

“Oh, hang it!” growled Gore.. “I owe Tom Merry one
for that dot on the nose. Can’t you think of some idea,
Nellish, confound you ?”

Mellish grinned. )

“I've already thought of one, if you like to help me carry
it out,” he said.

“Get it off your chest, then.”

“Come on, and let’s speak to Gussy.”

They hurried after the swell of St. Jim’'s, and overigok
him before he reached the school shop. Gore tapped Lim on
the shoulder.

“Pway don’t delay me now, Goah,” said D’Arcy, looking
_round. “I am in a feahful huwwy.” :

“Why, what’s on?” ‘asked Mellish.

know Dame Taggles makes a fwesh lot to-day, and when

they’re fwesh, they’re weally wippin’!”

A gleam shot into Mellish’s eyes. e stopped outside
Dame Taggles” little shop, and the swell of St. J im’s went
in,

“I say, Gore,” whispered Mellish, “will you cut off to my
study, while I watch here for D’Arcy, and get me the bottle
of red ink off my table, and the jar of mahogany stain out of
the cupboard.” 3

“What on earth for?” asked Gore, staring at his com-
panion as though he thought Mellish had suddenly taken
leave of his senses.

““Oh, only to add a flavour to the gnub for Tom Merry’s
study !”” said Mellish.

Gore stared again, and then he grinned. He dashed off
at top speed towards the School House. He returned within
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three minutes with a jar in one hand and a bottle in the
other. The dusk was thickening in the quadrangle of St.
Jim’s, '

“ Has he come out?” whispered Gore

Mellish shook his head. - e K

“No. Give me the things. Look here, I'll get back
hehind the corner, and as soon as he comes I'll dash out and
send him ﬂymg—by accident, of course. You’ll help him
up and kecp him busy as long as you can while I do my
little bit with the tarts.’

“Right-ho 1”

Arthur Augustus, unconscious of the deep-laid plot of the
two young mscals, was busy in the school shop, selecting his
pork pies and his tarts. Dame Taggles was an economical
soul, and she always tried to sell the stale ones along with
the new, and you needed a keen eye to do your shopping
satisfactorily at St. Jim’s.

Arthur Augustus scrutinised every separate tart and pie
carefully through his eyeglass, and they were then wrapped
up 1n two paper bags. The swell of St. Jim’s paid for them,
and marched out of the tuckshop with a paper bag well-
filled under each arm. -

There was a rush.of feet, a sudden biff, and a yell from
D’Arcy. Mellish, dashing round the corner, had run nght
into him at top speed and the swell of St. Jim’s went flying..
The bag of tarts flew in one direction, and the bag of pies
in another, and both, of course, burst as they touched the
ground, and the viands were scattered.

“Hallol What’s the matter?” cxclaxmed Gore, rushing

He seized D’Arcy to help him to rise, and slipped, and
fell upon him, pinning him to the earth..

“ Lemme gewwup ! came 2 mufHled voice from undef the
weight of Gore. “You howw:id boundah, you. are simply
cwushin’ me! You are wuillin’ my twousahs and my beastly
waistcoat 1

“Can’t help it!” gasped Gore. “I’ve broken my leg.”

“1 don’t care a wap if you have bwolken all your beastly
legs and arms. Get off me and let me get up, you heavy
bwute 1”

. “How can I when I've broken my leg?” demanded Gore,
an eye on Mellish as he spoke.

Mellish was industriously collecting the scattered tarts and
pork pies. He slipped a few into his pockets as prizes of
war; but most of them came in for the httle 1mprovement
he had designed for the benefit of the feasters 1n Tom
Merry’s study. The raspberry tarts received a strrng
flavouring ot red ink, which was not likely to be nouced
along with the juice, and a little mahogany stain was
squeezed into the pork pies. Of course, these kindly atten-
tions took some little time, bust Gore ‘was quite able to keep
Arthur Augustus busy.

“Goah, I wegard you as a wotten cad/!” exclaimed the
swell of St. Jin’s, struggling in vain under the \velght. of
the bulky Shell boy “You are doin’ this on purpose!”

“Well, that’s what I call ungrateful!” exclaimed Gore.
“I rush to your aid like a chum, and bteak my leg in
helpmv you, and then you call me names. s

“I don’t believe your leg is bwoken.”

“Well, I can’t move, anyhow!” -

“You must move. I must get up. My twousahs will be
wuined. My waistcoat will be a mere weck. Besides, Mr.
Fawcett is waitin’ in Tom Memvy s study by this time for
his tea, and we shall look wude.” i

‘“ Ha, ha, ha! I mean—oh, oh, how my leg hurts!”’

. “You are tellin’ beastly woppahs, Goah I”
“1 tell you—=""
“If you do not mstanfly let me wise, I shall blm ash you
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when I get up! Unless you want a feahful th‘\‘ashm , Goah,,
you will iet. me wise at once.”

“1 can’t. I shaly bave vo risk the thxaahmg

D’Arcy struggied furiously. "But &ore had the advantage;
and he was easiy ablé to-keep she slimm swell ot th(, School
Home pinned down by his weight alone. .

“0h, you howwid beast!” exclammed D’Arcy, gasping for

breath,
Wescue! Wescue, St. Jun’s |”

“Now - shut up, D’Arcy; and when my leg feels a blt‘

bcctur L'l get.oft your waistcoat.”

‘You ‘are ieilin’ untwuths, Goah! " There 1s nothing
whatevah the matstah with your wotien leg. I wegard you
as a cad!”

“Ha, ha, hal”
“ Wescue—wescue !’

“Hallo, what’s the trouble 7’ asked Mellish, coming up:

out of the dusk. “I'm sorry 1 ran o you,
collecned up your tarts anc¢ pies.’
“T you, vewy much, Mellish!

fwxendly thing to do.
if you would shift this howwid boundah off me.*

“Iv’s all right,” said Gore. " “1 don’t think my leg is
broken, a!ner all.

’Arcy.”

And Gore rose and D’Arcy scrambled to his fect. '

“If I were not in such a feahful huwwy, Goah, I would
give you-a feahful thwashin’!” said the swell of the School
House hotly. “Give me the bags, Mellish. Thank you
vewy much! You can ha.\’e some of these tarts if you like,
Take some I’

“ No, thanks!’’ said Mellish, whose pockets were already
full, and who had no taste for tarts flavoured with red ink,

Gussy. I've

That is a vewy

£ Thank you very much, but you'll want them all for bhe‘
study teed. Gore, I am surpnsed at you for treating Gussy 7~
Lome along, and don t stand

in this disrespectful fashion.
there, grinning hike a hyena !”
And Mellish and Gore walked away together.

“Howwid bwute, that Goah!” murmured D’Arcy. “I-

despise him feahfully! This wotten wow has made me quite
cwoss.”’

He huriied to the School House, and arrived at Tom
Merry’s study just as 1t was reached by Mr. Fawecett.
D Arcy watted tor the Anglo-Indian to enter first, and then
carried 1n the paper bags.

The cloth was iaid, and in the light of the gas and the

cheerful fire, the study looked very homeiike and. cosy.

Iiggins and Fawty Wynn had not yet arrived,. but I’Arcy’s
supplies came 1n time to begin tea. ‘Lhe. kenle was boiling,
and Lowther maue the tea as Mr. Fawcett caine in.
Manners and Blake were cutting bread, and Kerr was

searching through the cupboard tor any fragments that °

might have escaped previous search whuethh to grace the
festive board. He could find nothing® but a fragment of

mouldy cheese, which he thought he had better leave where :

it was.

‘“ Please sit down, sir!” said Tom Merry, drawing out the
only easy- -chair between the table and the fire for Unole
Frank “Tea's just reaay. If the chair’s too low there’s

a nice cushion here. That’s only cocoa been spilt on it,

and 1t’s qum: dry. Have you.made the tea, Monty 7

“Yes, just,” smd Monty Lowther. “ Better lct it draw
a minute or two.”’

“Right-ho! Pork pies this way, please! You’ll find
these pies simnply ripping. s:rl Dame’ Tagglc:. makes them,
and they’re a special thing.”

“I’'m sure 1 shall,” said Uncle Frank. “How nice they.
look! You are m oSy qunrters here, Tom. This makes me
fcel young again.’

And. Uncle Frank, &ho was really hungry,. made ac&lve
play with his knife and fork. Some of the juniors followed
suit, for company’s sake: while Lowther poured out the tea,
and Tom Merry was ready to pass Mr. Fawcett anything
he needed.

The pork pie on Uncle F rank’s plate looked very
tempting. It was nicely done, and when it-was cut a raog
gravy ran out—a surprisingly thick and rich red gravy.

“Very good,” said Uncle Frank. “I—"

He stopped suddenly, and his jaws, which had been busy,
stopped working. Tom Merry was alarmed at the look
which came over the brown face of the Anglo-Indian,

“Is anything the matter, sir 7”7 he exclaimed a.nxxously,

“ The—the-—the—-"’

“What 1s it, sxr? Nothing wrong with the pie, T hope ™

“Gi-por-rer 1 -

“What can it be?”’

“Qw 1” exclaimed Kerr, ]umpmg ap.
matter with the beastly: ‘thing? I'm polsoncd'"

Tom Meérry looked at him in" amazement.

“Is anything wrong with the pies, Kerr?”

“Yeés, Ow! G-r-rr! Ow! DP'm: poisoned!”

““ Horrible I’” exclaimed Blake} ‘with a shudder;

+ “1 wul thwash you teantully when 71 ges upl-

T should wegard it as a gweat fava,h 5

The pain is gone now. You can get up,’

“Owl! W hat’s the‘




~

“I—1 suppose this 1s a little joke, is it?” thundered Uncle
Fraunk, rising to his feet. )

Tom Merry looked dismayed. The Anglo-Indian had a
“temper as hot and peppery as the climate he came from,
and his face was absolutely crimson now.

“ A—a joke, sir I’ stammered Tom Merry. .

“Yes!” roared Uncle Frank. * You have put mahogany
stain or something like that in the pies, I suppose. That’s
what it tastes like.” )

“J haven't, sir!’’ exclaimed Tom, deeply distressed at
being thought guilty of a trick upon a visitor under his
own roof. “I assure you—"’

“QGreat Juggernaut! I'm poisoned!”

“Qw—ow—ow |” moaned Kerr.

“QOooh! Ooch-groooh!”” mumbled Blake.

<1 assure you, Mr. Fawcett,” exclaimed Tom Merry, “1
give you my word, sir, that I didn’t know anything was
wrong with the pies.”

Tom Merry never told a lie, and Mr. Fawcett knew that
he was to be believed. He could see, too, that Kerr and
Blake were suffering as much as himself. He mumbled over
his handkerchief, trying to rub the taste out of his mouth.
-~ “Dame Taggles must have been carcless,” said Tom
Merry. “It’s a rotten shame!”

“It’s a rotten pie!” groaned Blake.

«Mrs, - Taggles must have been using bad meat for the
pies,” said Manners. “That’s the only explanation I can

“Yaas, wathah!”

«T'm awfully sorry, sir,” said Tom Mecrry., “T'll chuck
that away. And will you try another pie, sir?” -

“No, I think not,” said Mr. Fawcett, recovering his calm-
ness and resuming his seat. “Pray forgive me for sus-
pecting you of playing a trick, but that pie tasted exactly
like some furniture stain, anc it would be a dangerous trick
to plaee -anything of that kind in food. But I know you
would do nothing of the kind. I was hasty.” = B

“That’s all wight, sir,” said D’Arcy, beaming. “You
weally did look feahfully bad-tempahed; but it's all ovah
now, and your apology is accepted.”

Mr. Fawcett’s eyes fixed on the swell of the School House
like a pair of gimlets, but D’Arcy was drinking his tea,
and did not notice 1t. i ]

The door of the study opened, and Figgins and Fatty
Wynn came in, each with a rather bulky parcel under his
arm. Mr. Fawcett took up his teacup and appeared to
notice nothing. Ho did not seem surprised when he had
finished slowly drinking his tea at the great addition to the
viands on the table when he set down his teacup. .

“Sorry I’m late for tea,” said Figgins blandly. “We
dropped behind in the lane somehow, and Fatty Wynn can't
get along.”

“QOh, I say, Figgy!”

Figgins trod on his toe. .

«Better late than never,” -said Tom cheerfully. “Sit
down! There’s the coal-box for you, Figgins! And as for
Fatty, there never was room for him at any ordinary-sized
table, so he can have the locker. Now we’re all right !

And the troublesome pork pies having been disposed of in
the coal-locker, the feast in Tom Merry’s study went forward
gaily cnough.

CHAPTER 4.
Uncle Frank—the Peacemaker !

OM MERRY was always a pleasant host, and a feed

I in the study of the Terrible Three was seldom any-

thing but a success. The rivals of St. Jim’s being

all on the most amicable terms, and their honoured
guest being determined to please and to be pleased, every-
thing was certain to go swimmingly.

The provisions brought from the village tuckshop were
really first-class, Mr. Fawcett, who was to dine with the
doctor, ate sparingly, but he took a little of everything, and
was pleased with it, so his present hosts were satisfied.

Tom Merry kept him supplied, while Lowther was on the
watch to fill his teacup whenever it showed a sign of getting
empty. Mr. Fawcett was not a great tea-drinker, but ko
distinguished himself on that occasion.

He told stories of India, which held the juniors spetibound.
Like all healthy British boys, there was a love of adventure
~ deeply seated in‘their natures, and-tales of wild life on the
* frontiers of our great empire appealed to them strongly.
* And Mr. Fawcett could tell a story well. His way was

rather short and abrupt, and he would relate a yarn in a

scries of ejaculations, as it were; but, on the other hand, he

never posed, or forgot a necessary point, and had to go back

for it. Thero was nothing prosy about him, a fault which a

hearer finds it hardest to forgive.

“1 say,” said Figging presently, after Mr. Fawcett had
_finished a story of Indian magie, “I should like to see some

-
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of those tricks again that you showed us at. Hucklebury
Heath, sir. Some of us were not there, you know, and Kerr
and Wynn and Dig and Marmaduke and Manners haven’t
seen any Indian magic.”

““We should like to, though |’ chimed in the juniors named
at once.

Mr. Fawcett smiled,

“I should be very pleased to give you an hour after
dinner, if you like,” he said. “J am booked after that to
play chess with the Head.” ;

“You are very kind, sir,” said Tom Merry. “I say, sup-
pose we have it in the Common-room, so that all the kids
can see. They’'d all like it as well as we should.”

“Yaas, wathah! That’s extwemely thoughtful of you,
Tom”Mewwy! I wegard that suggestion as a weally good
one.

::Certainly 1” said Mr. Fawcett heartily.

You’ll have a raspberry tart, sir,” said Lowther hospit-
ably, as he saw that the gentleman from Boggleywallabad

had finished.

“Well, really—"’

f\lr, Fawcett hesitated. -

:‘{They’re ripping, sir!” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah! I bought them myself and selected them
Wl‘t‘h extweme care, sirl”

“You must have one, sir |” said Tom Merry

You must have one, sir!” said Kerr.
sckacted them with his own fair hands.”
Oh, weally, Kerr—"

“Thank you, I will!” said the Anglo-Indian, as a rasp-
berry tart was placed upon his plate, and he dutifully
attacked it.

“How rich they look!” Lowther remarked. ‘I never
saw a raspberry tart such a rich red beforc. Dame Taggles
is improving.” -

“You sce, Lowthah, I selected them myself with extweme
care—— :

*“ Gerroocoooh !

That sudden and expressive ejaculation broke from Mr.
Fawcett. 5
. He sprang to his feet, sending his chair flying backwards
in his haste, and it crashed against the fender.

Streams of red were running from the corner of his mouth,
and "his features were twisted up into an expression of
anguish.

Tom Merry jumped up in alarm.

“Oh—ooooh! Ugh! Owl”

“‘\Vhat% the matter, sir? What’s the—"

“Ink!” howled Uncle Frank. “Red ink! Ow! You
have poisoned me|”

::Red ink {”

My hat!” said Manners, who had just tasted one of the

tarts. “Mr. Fawcett is right. Somebody’s been shoving
red ink in the tarts!”

Mr. Fawcett wiped out his mouth.

Tom Merry was looking so distressed that the old gentle-
man could not for a moment suspect him of having been a
party to the trick.

“D’Arcy !” exclaimed Figgins. “You young rotter! So
that’s your little game!” y 3

“I fail to compwehend you, Figgins,” said tho swell of
the School House, with great dignity.

“You fetched the tarts and the pork pies—"

A .light broke on all the fellows at once. A chorus of
denunciation arose.

“You rotter |”

“You fetched the tarts and you doctored them!”

“You shoved furniture polish into the pork pies!”

“It’s his idea of a joke!” .

D’Arcy looked round in amazement at the indignant faces
of the juniors. Mr. Fawcett fixed him with his gimlet eyes.

“So that is your tit for tat, D’Arcy, is it?” he asked.
“I remember you were the victim of a conjuring trick at
Laurel Villa, which was played for your own good, you
know.” . - ' 8

“My deah sir, pway listen to me—" :

“’You doctored the tarts !” howled the Terrible Three.

“Inhospitable beast!” chorused Figgins & Co.

“I’m ashamed of you, Gussy!” said Blake and Herries

- together. .

The swell of St. Jim’s rose to his feet with a great deal
of dignity. i )
“1 fail to compwehend the weason of these wemarks,” he

“said. “If you suspect me—""

“Rats!” )

“If you suspect me of bein’ guilty of the extweme and
inexcusable wudeness of playin’ a twick on an honahed
guest:
 “Who did it if you didn’t?” ’
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-exclaimed Tom Merry.

“I can only say that I wegard the suggestion with the

‘contempt it deserves, and that you are weally a set of

extwemely asinine perscns.”

“Rats! Who did 1t, then?”

“If the pork pies have been flavoured with furniture
polish, and the waspbewwy tarts with wed ink, can only
say that I am ignowans of the cires.”

““You brought the rotten things here—"

“Vaas, wathahl But I did not tampah with them, deah
boys. Mzx. Fawcett, I weally hope you will accept my
assuwance that I did not tampah with the provisions
destined for the cntertainment of an honahed guest. T am
sure you are awah that I wespect you too highly.”

The Anglo-Indian laughed.

““T aceept your word, D’Arcy, of course.” )

“As a gentleman, I should expect you to do so,” said
Arthur Augustus. ““As for these stupid persons, I disdain to
weply to such an accusation.” .

“Well, we're going to get to the bottom of the affair!”
“Did the things pass out of your
hands after you bought them from Mvys. Taggles?”

“No. Only Mellish wan into me vewy wuflly in the quad,
and that wascal Goah sat on me, so that I could not collect
up ,t,he tarts and the pies. Mellish gathahed them up for
me. ]

“Oh, I sce! And doctored them at the same time.”

“Yaas, wathah! Now you suggest it, I weally think he
must have done. I wemembah I was surpwised at Mellish
doir’ a decent thing for once.”

“You—you ass! You ought to have guessed that it was
planned between them !” exclaimed Monty Lowther.

“Qh, wats! How was I to guess anything of the sort?
But I tell you what, deah boys! We cannot ovahlook a
feahful insult like this diwected at a guest of this study.
We must give Goah and Mellish a fearful thwashing.”

. “Yes, rather,” said Blake, “I was thinking so.”

““We'll have them out and frog’s-march them up and down
the quad,” exclaimed Figgins excitedly.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Allow me a word,” said Mr. Fawcett.

“That’s all right, sir,” said Lowther.
smart. We’ll make them sit up.”

“1 was going to say—"’

“Yaas, wathah! We'll give them howwid beans, sir! I
assuah you that they shall be made to wegwet this extwemely
ill-bwed conduct.” -

“But I want to ask you—"

“If you don’t comsidah a fwog’s-march severe enongh,
sir, we'll put the wotten wascals undah the pump, sir.”

“That is not what I—" : -

“Then we’ll lick them with a stwap, Mr. Fawecett. I
assuah you that you shall be completely satisfied in this
wespect.”

“We'll make them

"«“Yot Mr, Fawcett speak!” exclaimed Monty Lowther.
“Dry up for a minute, *

Gussy 1”?

Gussy adjusted his eyeglass and gave Lowther a stony
stare.

“1 wefuse to dwy up, Eowthah!
all the time, and I am answewin’ him.
Lowthah 1 -

“T would like to say,” said Mr. Fawceit, “that I want
you lads to let this matter drop. 1 do not want my visit
here signalised by a quarrel Pray, take no more notice
of the affair, and I shall take it as a favour to myself.”

“Certainly, sir,” said Tom Merry promptly. “You shall
have it exactly as you like, and if you say the word we
won’t rag thosc wasters.”

“Very good! Let the matter drop!”

And then Mr. Fawcett took his lcave, promising to visit
the juniors’ Common-room when he left Dr. Holmes.

«“That’'s a good idea about the entertainment in the
Common-room,” said Monty Lowther. “Let’s go and tell
the fellows about it.” .

“We’ll let some of the seniors come in,” said Tom Merry
thoughtfully. “That is, of course, if they behave themselves
and keep their place. The room’s ours, and we shall have
to be in authority.”

“Good !” grinned Blake.
along and see fair play.”

And Tom Merry & Co. left the study.

Mr. Fawcett is talkin’
You are an ass,

“We’ll get Kildare to come

. CHAPTER 5.
Knox, the Prefeet, is Put Out !

HE news that there was to Le an exhibition of Indian
magic in the juniors’ Common-room was received
with enthusiasm by the fellows of the Shell and the

. Fourth Form, and the Lower Forms at St. Jim’s.
There was not likely to be a lack of attendance, but rather
Treg Gem Lizrary.—No, 1,25
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the reverse, for the juniors were soon turning up in large
numbers, and as New House fellows wers admitted it looked
like being a crush.

The Common-roem used by the juniors of the School House =
was not quite equal to that belonging to the Upper Form-

fellows. It was in veality an odd room which had been
allowed to the youngsters for themselves, and it was nob
very large. ‘But by judicious management Tom Merry hoped
to kecp the erush in order.

__Tho eleven comrades were all ready to deal with trouble
if it arose, and 1t soon did arise. Many of the seniors were
glad to come to the entertainment, and Tom Merry issued
the invitations with a royal liberality. But some of -the
Upper Form fellows were inclined to put on airs of master-
ship, and were far from wishing to acknowledge that they
were there on the kindness of the juniors.

_ Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, had promised to. look
in, but he had not yet arrived.

Knox, the most unpopular prefect of the School House, was
the first senior to come in, and the room by that time
was pretty full of seniors, and the best places were, of
course, taken. There was plenty of room to stand, bub
cvery kind of article thas could possibly be used as a seat
was taken up. Knox stared abont him rather ill-humouredly,
and while he was doing so Sefton of the New House
came in,

“Hallo, Kunox{” he remarked. “No seats left.2

“Blessed if 'm going tc stand !” said Knox. .

“That’s what I was thinking. Some of these youngsters
can give up their seats,
speaking to the champion dullasd of the Shell, “I wané
that chair. Jump up i

Gibbons looked np at him.

“I'm sitting in it,” he said simply. 3

“I know you are, and I'm going to, so you can geb
out of it. Up with youl” : i :

“But it’s my chair.” 7

“Is t? Well, you can lend it to mel” S

Gibbons looked round the crowded room in his slow way.

“But there’s no other scat,” he protested. “I can’t stand,

vou know.”
“I think yow'll have ,” grinned Sefton, “Come! Up
with you, before I twist your silly ear! Get a move ont”
Gibbons was about to rise, with extreme reluctance, when

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came on the scene.

He promptly interfered.

“Don’t get up, Gibbons. Sefton, deah- boy, you are
labouwin’ undah a misappwehension.
in authowity here.”

P

4

You seniors are not

Here, Gibbons,” went on Sefton, —

Sefton glared at him.- Bot D’Arcy had been glared at :

before, and it had never ruffled his aristocratic composure.
“You see, deah boy,” he explaned, “this is the juniors’
woom, and we are in authowity here. There are eleven of
us keepin’ ordah, and I weally hope that you will not start
givin’ twouble.” -
“You checky young rascall” roared Sefton.

D’Arcy screwed his monoele mto lus eye.

“Weally, Sefton, I wegard your language as most wepwe-
hensible. You are a”wottah, as a mattah of fact. I must
beg you to westwain yourself.” TR

“Do you want a hiding, you young ass?”

“Certawnly not! And I wefuse to be called an ass, I
wegard you as a wude boundah, and I shall be obliged if
you will kindly leave the woom,” said D’Arcy, with dignity,

Sefton stared at him blankly for = moment, and then
burst into a loud laugh.

“Yes, I can see myself doing that!” he exclaimed. “Get
out of the way, you little ass! Gibbons, get off that
chair 1

“VYou will do nothin’ of the sort, Gibbons,” said D’Arcy.

“And you, Sefton, must behave yourself in a more gentle-

manly mannah if you are goin’ to wemain here.”

“Qh, get away!” exclaimed Knox. “T'm a prefect,
D’Arcy, as you ought to know, and I tell you we're not
going to stand up while kids like you sit down !”

D’Arcy turned his eyeglass from Sefton to Knox.

“J am awah that you are 2 pwefect, Knox, and a wotten .

“But on the pwesent oceasion

had one' you are,” he said.
This is

vou must wegard the wules like the west of us.

our woom, and we are mastahs here. )

in must submit to our pwopak aathowity.” )
“Are you going to get out of the way?” roared Knox.
“Certainly not. It is a quesaon of dig with me, and I

_uttahly wefuse to get oup of the way I”

Knox wasted no more breath in words, but seized/th‘o
swell of St. Jim’s by the shoulder. 3

&

Evewybody who comes .

D’Arcy would have been swung’out of the way withoub
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ceremony, but the fracas had attracted the attention of Tom
Merry and his comrades, and they were hurrying up.
* Knox's hand was knocked off D’Arcy’s shoulder.

The prefect turned on the aggressor with a glare of rage,
and found himself looking inzo she calm face ef Tom Merry.

“You—you young hcnund

“Stop that!” said Tom Merry, with a ring of authority
in his voice. “This is our room, and if you don't behave
yourself you'll get slung out of it, and sharp!”

“PBravo |” shouted the juniors on all sides.

Knox was almost choking with passion.

“Do you know you are talking to a prefect 7 he snapped.

“T don’t care whether you are a prefect or not. You have
o right to come and make a disturbance in this room !”

“I'll do as I like! I'm going to sit down!”

“You are going to do nothing of the sort. You should
have come earlier. There are no scats left now!”

“Lick him, old kid!” advised Sefton.

Kildare, with a shade on his brow. *Sefton and Knox—
Let’s see what it is.”

And the three seniors walked towards the scene of the
dispute. :

Knox had hesitated as he saw the captain of St. Jim’s
come in, but he felt that he had gone too far for retreat.

“Hallo!” said Kildare. “Anything wrong? Don’t let’s
have any bother here now, when Mr. Fawcett may come in
any moment."”’

“Hang Mr. Fawcett [”” said Knox.

Kildare's eyes flashed.

“Don’t be a pig, Knox, if you can help it,”’ he said
quietly. “If you say anything of that Find in the hearing
of the doctor’s visitor I'll make you sorry for it.”

“Will you?”’ said Knox, setting his teeth.

“Yes, I will.” ;

The captain’s manner was quiet—very quiet—but it carried
more weight than the prefect’s bluster.

R\
i
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- As Tom Morry turned the corner of the passage, he saw the
figure of a man silhouetted against the window. 1in a flash
he recognised it as Wir. Soiomonson, who was after Uncle
: Frank’s golden idol !

(1 TN .

“My hat!” said Knox. *1f he gives me another word
of his cheek I’ll wipe up the floor with him !”

“Will you?” said Tum Merry, with a glint in his eyes.
“Not while I can hit out, Krox! You've made a mistake
in_coming here to bully us. If you don’t behave yourself
thero are-enough of us here to sling you out.”

Knox said no more, but reached out at Tom Merry.

A gencral row was imminent, but at that moment Kildare,
the captain of the schoo, ertered the room.

The captain for s moment did not notice that a row
-was going forward. He glanced about the room with his
pleasant, cheerful smie.

“Hallo! No seats lefs1” he said. “We shall have to
stand, Darrel. Lot’s lean up against the wall at the back
here- Wo can se- cver the heads o the youngsters.”

““Right I’ said Darrel of the Sixth. . “But, I'say, there’s

_some trouble there. Knox has got his rag out, as usual,
Hallo. Monteith {” ‘

Monteith, the head prefect of the New House, had entered

the room. He nedded to Darrel and Kildare and joincd

““What’s the row 2" he asked. ! . ;
#Something up betweea Tom Merry and- Sefton,”” said

Knox’s defiant gaze fell, and he gave an uneasy laugh.

“Oh, don’t get your rag out over nothing I’ he exclaimed.
“I haven't any intention of being rude to our entertainer.
It’s decent of him to provide a show for nothing, and if
the hat is passed round I'll put a tanner in it."”

Smack !

Tom Merry’s open hand came across the prefect’s mouth
with a erack like a pistol-shot.

“You cad !’ he cried.

Knox staggered back. .

The blow was nothing, but  sheer surprise made him
stagger.. To be smacked across the mouth by a junior was a
new experience for a prefect of St. Jim’s.

Tom Merry stood, scarlet with rage, quivering from head
to foot. If he had been expelled for it the next moment he
would still have struck that blow. *

It was only for a moment that Knox’showed surprise;
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then, spluttering with rage, he leaped forward, and it
would have gone hard with Tom Merry if the powerful
grip of the Sixth-Former had been fastened upon him at
that moment.

But a strong arm was thrown betwcen, and Kildare
pushed the savage prefect back. e

“Get out of the way, Kildare!” roared Knox; mad with
rage.

“T shall not get out of the way.”

“He has struck me—a prefeet |”’

“And serve you right,”’ said Kildare. “If he had not
done so, my blow was ready. You cad! Get out of the
room 1”

“Iwon't! I—" >

“Get out of the room !’ roared Kildare, his hot Irish
temper flaring up in a blaze of indignation. “Get out, or
1’1l fling you out !”

Knox looked into the face of the Irish lad and weakened.
Kildare could have thrown him half aeross the room if he
had liked, and he looked as if he would do it.

“I don’t want to row with you, Kildare,” muttered Knox.

“Get out of the room, then.”’ :

Knox hesitated, and then strode savagely to the door. A
faint hiss followed him, but a single glance from Kildare
stopped that.

Monteith gave Sefton a glance.

The New House bully stepped quietly away and leaned
against the wall at the back. The humiliation of Knox had
been a lesson to him, and he had no desire to draw the anger
of the captain of St. Jim’s upon himself. :

The room was still in a buzz with the exciting incident
when Mr. Fawcett came in. In blissful unconsciousness of
the late row, Unecle Frank passed through the crowded
audience, who gave him a cheer, and entered the space
which had been %eft for him—not a large space, but sufficient
for his purpose. ; ;

And then the entertainment commenced.

CHAPTER 6.
Gore in a Fix!

R. FAWCETT had forescen that his Indian magic
weuld be in demand at St. Jim’s, for he had
brought the necessary paraphernalia in his travel-
ling-bag.  He seemed to require very little, how-

ever, for even the most wonderful tricks, many of them far
more marvellous than anything the boys of St. Jim’s had
seen before.

The youngsters prepared: themselves for a treat, and they
were not disappointed. When Uncle Frank asked for a
watch, D’Arcy passed forward his famous gold watch, with
a smile. He remembered the fright he had had at Laurel
Villa, when Uncle Frank had played a trick with that same
wateh, and he knew now that he had nothing to fear.

Uncle Frank smashed the watch in a basin with great
thoroughness, and then restored it uninjured to its owner;
and then he produced yards and yards of coloured ribbon
from Tiggins’ cap, and a set of chess from D’Arcy’s silk hat.
These were only a preliminary canter, so to speak; the real
magic was to come.

Gore and Mellish had front seats, as also had Wynn and
Trimble, having taken care to be early, and they were watch-
ing the performances of the magician with as much interest
as the others, but in a carping spirit, as was usual to them.

Mr. Fawcett’s next trick was to produce all kinds of
edibles from a top-hat. Wynn and Trimble gasped when he
produced a steaming Eie twice as big as the hat. But they
were not asked to make it disappear, though no doubt they
could have done se.

Mr. Fawcett’s eyes dwelt upon Gore for a moment, and
h2 certainly recognised the boy who had uttered an insult
to> him in the quadrangle, but he made no remark.

“Lot of rot, T call this!”” said Gore in a stage-whisper to
Mellish, “Stale old tricks; you see ’em at any conjuring
show. Call this magic?”’ -

“You’re right, Gore; it’s a fraud.”

“Now, my young friends,” said Uncle Frank, looking at
his interested audience, “I am going to show you the
Indian knot trick.”

‘“’Nother stale old wheeze, I expect,”” murmured Gore.

“1 shall tie a knot in a certain way,” went on Mr.
Fawcett, “and every lad who chcoses will be allowed to
attempt to untie it; but I do not think it will be done.”

“Bet I could do it I’ muttered Gore.

Mr. Fawcett’s gimlet-eyes were on him at once: . 5

“Ah, here is a lad who thinks he can do it!" he said.
“He shall have the first attempt, then.”

Gore turned red.

“Blessed if the josser hasn’t ears as sharp as ncedles!”
ha muttered. ’ X ;

“Yes, my hearing is quite good,” said Mr, Fawcett, whese




" audience watched him with great interest.

_ to show their skill.

§0 it’s no use these fellows twyin’——
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&dck ears caught, that remark, too. “Will you come upon'

e stage, my lad - Let me see—what is your .name?”.

. “Gore, sir;” said the cad of the Shell. .He rose to his
feet, not at all displeéased to be taking a prominent part in
the show, and determined to. make it a-failure and turn
the conjurer into ridicule, if he could.. ek

. Ah, Gore! Please step_this way.”

The “stage” was only a portion of the floor left vacant
Tor the conjurer.

“Now.” he said,
together—" :

“Oh, will you ?”’ exclaimed Gore. /

“Certainly | That is the trick. Then you will be allowed
five minutes to unfasten the cord with "our hands. If you

- succced 1 will acknowledge that your boast is justified.”

-“ But—"" said Gore rather uneasily.

“8it down here, please,” said Uncle Frank, fairly pushing

" Gore into a chair. “It will not take me many minutes.”
- It did not take many minutes, for Uncie Frank’s hands -

worked like lightning. Gore tried to follow the evolutions
of cord, but his eye was soon dazzled and defeated. He had

- o trust to his ability to find and untie the knots. :

- A dozen feet of cord were used up before Uncle Frank
ceased. Then Gore’s feet were as firmly fastened. together

as if they had been glued. The. ends of the cord were not
_visible, and the mass of it looked impenetrable. : p

: “Now,"” said Uncle Frank, rising to his feet, “you-are at
liberty to untie that; Bore.  Is your name Snore?*
“Gore, sir |” : o

“Oh, Gore! Well, you may now untie the: rope; and if

you cannot do it, the other young gentlémen may take their .

turn.’ .
Gore bent down and tackled the cord. The crowded
Gore was a

fellow much given te what the juniors described as “show-

ing off,”’ and his discomfiture, if it happened, was not likely
to get him much sympathy. -

Five minutes passed, and Gore had made no impression
upon the cords.
tingling fingers lie at length sat up. .
~ ““Do you give it up, Snore—Ii mean Bore ?”

“Yes!” snapped Gore.
Get it off I -

Uncle Frank turned to the audience:

““Would anyone-care to tackle the knots?”

The juniors almost fell over one another in their eagerness
Fellow after fellow tried, and had to
give it up. -

Kildare came forward at last and tried his skill, but had
to give it up, like the rest. . 3 :

- Uncle Frank smiled blandly. -
£ So you give it up, my young friends?”

“Yaas, wathah ! said Arthur, Augustus. “Bai Jove, my

deah sir, it’s beyond me, you know. I weally cannot untie
the knots, or even find the beastlay tpings, you know, and

" Oh, ease off, Gussy !” .

“J wefusc to ease off ! I was sayin’—"

6 RatS !)J 3 . .

“As the test is given up, I will untie the knots myself,”

sa»ic,i’ Uncle Frank; “that is, of course, if I am able to do
so!
"~ Gore gave a jump as if he had been electrified.
. “What’s that?” he howled. “If you're able?
mean to say—"
- “Patienee, my
standing that you would untie it.
could do so!”

“I—1—f—> '

“T will do my best, and T have n8 doubt that, in the long
run, I shall succeed,” said the Anglo-Indian.” “But you
must be patient.”

He bent down and fumbled with the cord. - He rose to
his feet again in a couple of minutes, and shook his head
solemnly. Gore watched him with intent anxiety. Already
he was beginning to feel cramped about the lower limbs.

“I am extremely sorry,” said Mr. Fawcett, “The cord,
as you see, remains unfastened.. I am afraid that it must
be left to your skill, Gore.”

“1 can’t unfasten it; I told you so!”

- “That is very unfortunate, as it 1s of no use leaving it
to me. I am sorry for you, Gore. Let this be a lesson to
you not to be too sure of your abilities in an untried
direction, and——" A 3

“ Are you going to let me loose?” howled Gore.,

“As I have said, I am compelled to leave that to your
own ingenuity.*” ; i - :

“T'll jolly soon cut the cord, then!” exclaimed Gore,
::Dal;léing out a:knife from his pocket and opening the largest

e. ‘ ) o <

Do you

friend! I tied that cord on the under-
You declared that you

- Gore stepped upon it, and Uncle Frank
- -produced a thin, strong cord from his bag. 4
“1 shall tie this young gentleman’s feet.

With an aching back, a flushed face, and

“I.can’t undothe beastly thing! -

_ “Here, weally, you must not destwoy Mz, Fawcett’s pwo-
-perty I oxclaimed I’ Arcy. “Don’t be a cad, Goah !”

“1 can’t get loose. you fathead!” s o it e

“That does-not mattah vewy much. You can sit there,
and pewwaps the cord will get loose. You have no wight
to destwoy anothah gentleman’s pwoperty !”

“Oh, I have no objection!” said Mr. Fawcett, with a
smile. “Only the cord has a metal wire running through
the centre of it, you see, which, I am afraid, will not yield
to‘a knife! But Gore may as well try,” :

‘Gore simply snorted with rage. He was beginning to
suspect that Mr. Fawcett had deliberately played this trick
upon him. He slashed savagely at the cord with his knife.
The outer covering came off in patches, showing the thick,
fltron'g wire within. A wcod-axe would not have severed
hat ! ’ i

Gore cut and hacked at it, and blunted tis knife and ocut
his trousers. But he made no impression on the wire.. The
whole room was shouting with laughter by this time. Gore's
cocksureness had received its proper punishment, and no one

. felt anything but amused at his predicament.

“Pray have patience, my dear boy,” said Uncle Frank
blandly. ““I cannot spare more time now, as I have little left
for the rest of the tricks I wish to show you, but I will have
another try when the entertainment is over. Now, please
don’t say any more, as I must have silence for the next
trick ! . %

. “I want to be let loose !” ’

I said I wanted silence!”?. " ' -

K‘I Want—'l R

“Silence !

“Order ! oy

“Hold your row!” .

‘The audience joined in. the demand with no uncertain
voice. " Gore scowled, and was silent. The looks of the
juniors were threateniug, and he already saw pea-shooters
and catapults coming into view, to bombard him if he did
not keep quiet. . - e -

_The .next trick :was _the_ basket trick, famous cnough in
India. "A live rabbit’ was 'brought in, and Mr. Fawcett
placed it in a basket, “and ‘covered it up in the full sight
of the dadience. Then a white mouse was dropped in, and
the basket closed. R S e

Mr. Fawoett's next procceding filled.the juniors with
amazement, and many of them with horror and dismay. He
took a short Oriental sword from his bag, and drove it again
and again mnto the wicker sides-of the basket. Shrill squeals
of pain. were ‘heard from withm, and .a stream of red ran
under the edges. ) " g N T o
- Figgins looked at - Tom Merry:+ The hero of the Shell was
looking grave, but that was all.” He knew ‘that Uncle
Frank was incapable of cruelty to an animal, but he was
amazed. | 3 : : 5

“My word !” muttered. Lowther. “If that rabbit isn’t
cut to ribbons, the man’s a black magician, and no mistake !

. Uncle Frank ceased his stabbing and jabbing at last. Ho
drew away the sword, which was red half-way to the hilt,
and wiped..it. -The cries of pain had ceased in the basket,
but the horrid red was still 1n sight on the floor.

“ Will somcone open the basket?” asked Uncle Frank.

There was a general hesitation. Sai real had the whole
thing seemed, that the juhiors could not help ‘feeling that
when the lid of the basket was raised a horrible scene of
slaughter would be .revealed. - It was Kildare who came

. forward .at. last- and opened the basket.

He uttered an exclamation of amazement.

“Well, get out the body!” said Uncle Frank.

“There’s—there’s nothing there!”

“Nothing there!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

There was a rush to examine the basket. Sure enough it
contained nothing living. The rabbit and the mouse had
disappeared. .

The juniors were astounded. x

“But where’s the giddy rabbit?” demanded Tom Merry.
“I'll swear I saw it put in the basket—or, rather, I'd
almost swear it!” . :

Uncle Frank laughed.

“Perhaps D’Arcy could tell you,” he said.

“I1?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, in amazement. T
weally cannot do anything of the sort, my deah sir—I
haven’t seen the wabbit since you put it in the basket !”

“What is it. doing wn your hat, then?”

“My hat!” 555 '

D!Arcy’s hat—the silk hat that had been used in a previous
trick—was still standing on its crown on the floor. Thero
was a general stare towards it -and exclamations of _
astomishment,. ; ‘ i

“The rabbit !” - ; :

Sure enough there was the white rabbit, curled up in the
topper, and comfortably asleep. : s :
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~The juniors stared at- one another and at the magician.
The animal had not been hurt. )

“But where’s the white mouse ?” asked Figgins..

“ Ask Gore.”

“Hang the white mouse!” said Gore.
know 7

“You ought to know what’s in your own pockets!”

“My pockets! I know there’s no white mouse in my

“How should I

pocket 1”
“But let D’Arcy look.” ‘
“Rats! Itell you— My only Aunt Jane!” Gore broke

off in absolute amazement, as the swell of St. Jim’s thrust a
band into Gore’s pocket and drew out a white mouse.

CHAP1ER 1.
Mr. Solomonson Again !

56 AI Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
“Well, my word!” said Tom Merry.
Gore having it in his pocket all the time !”
“And he says he never knew!” exclaimed
Figgins, astonished.
% QOh, we all know how to believe Gore !” said Kerr.

“T tell you I didn’t know !” howled Gore. “And it’s not
the same white mouse, either. You can’t tell these little
beasts from one another!”

“0Oh, dwy up, Goah; you are a boah

«T tell you he must have slipped it into my pocket when
he was fooling over this cord, and it’s not the same
mouse—"

“Oh, wats! Pway dwy up!”

“He’s hidden the other one somewhere!” .

But no one was listening to Gore.  Whether his ex-
_planation was true or not, nobody cared a rap. The trick
was, none the less, a marvellous one.

Uncle Frank looked at his watch.

* Ah, I shall have to leave you now,” he said. “You may
put those things into my bag, Tom. I will try——"

“Will you undo this cord, Mr. Faweett?” exclaimed Gore.

“To find an opportunity of showing you some more magic
before I leave St. Jim’s—"’

“Will you untie me?” .

“But I am almost due now to play chess with the Head.
Are all the things in the bag, Tom? I must be gone in
five minutes.”

“Ves, sir.”’

“Very well. I have no more to—"

“Will you unfasten me?” screamed Gore.
well you can if you like !’

“Fancy

193

“T know jolly

“So good-night, lads !’ said Mr. Fawcett. “ILh? Did
you speak to me, Gore?”

“Will you unfasten this beastly wire?”

«QOh, that wire! I cannot leave it there, Gore. I shall

want it again, so perhaps I had better have another try.”

Mr. Fawcett bent down and took hold of the twisted wire
cord, and in some mysterious way it came loose in his hands
in a few seconds.

He rose to his feet, folded it up into a coil, and slipped
it into his bag. Gore got off the chair, and yelled as the
cramp made his legs tingle, and began to rub his ankles
savagely. 5

Mr. Fawcett smiled blandly as he snapped his bag shut.

“How fortunate that I was able to undo the cord,” he
remarked. “Gore might have remained like that all night

THE GEM LIBRARY

otherwise. My lad, may I advise you not to be too cocksure
in the future.” You need improvement in that respeet.”’: ..

Gore would have made a disrespectful reply if he' had
dared. But he knew that Tom Merry would wipe up the
floor with him if he did, so he only growled sullenly. Mr.
Faweett laid a little packet on the table. ’ 2

“You asked. me to let you see my little curiosities?’” he
remarked. ‘*‘Here they are, Tom. Put them on the table
in my room when you have done with them.”

There were many curious articles turned out of the packet:
Among them was the famous little golden idol, with the
hideous face, to which the Anglo-Indian had hinted that a
story was attached. It passed from hand to hand, and
many a shudder was caused by the malevolent expression
of the hideous little wizened face.

But the one upon whom the deepest impression was made
was Gibbons, the dunce of the Shell. He turned quite pale

when he looked at the horrible-looking idol, and retained a

scared look even after it had passed from his hands.

Mr. Fawcett took his leave, leaving the curios in the
hands of the juniors. Tom Merry told the story of the little
idol, as much as he had heardof it from Uncle Frank,
and the juniors listened with awe.

“Rats ]’ said Gore, the sceptic. “I don’t believe that it
ever was - boned from an ‘Indian temple. It’s all
moonshine !” ’

“1 didn’t say it was,” said Tom Merry. “I say the native
who sold it to Mr. Fawcett said so. That’s all I know. .
1t’s a hideous thing, but I should say it’s valuable.”

“Yaas, wathah! The eyes are made of wubies!”

“But they’re not real rubies!” sneered Gore.

“ And.the thing’s made of gold, too,” said Lowther.

“ Spoof, I expect,” said Gore.

““Qh, shut up, Gore !” .

“Yaas, wathah! I weally considah that Goah should
shut up! Goah, old fellow, you are too much and,too
often!” said D’Arcy. “Pway dwy up!” .

Gore stalked away, scowling. He had had a lesson thaf
evening, but he did not seem much better for it:

Kildare looked at his watch as he left the room presentlys:

“Five minutes to bed-time,” he remarked. ;

Tom Merry collected up the curios to take them to Uncle
Frank’s room. He left the Common-room with the packet
in his hand and went upstairs. In the dim corridor he ran
against a strange figure.

“Hallo !” he exclaimed, stopping in amazement.

“My. tear young shentleman—-""

It was a silky, insinuating voice.. The man was the
Hcbrew Tom Merry had seen talking to Mr. Fawcett at
the station—the curio collector who was determined to gain
possession of the little golden god with the ruby eyes.

Tom Merry stared abt the collector in amazement and
strong suspiction.

“How did you come here?” he exclaimed.

The dealer made a deprecating gesture.

“I mean no harm—of zat I &ssure you, my nice young
shentlemans!”’ N

“What are you doing here?”

“J—I come to see Mr., Fawcett.”

“ How diq,you get into the house 2”

“Look here,” said Tom Merry, “I know your little game,
perfectly, Mr. Solomonson. If you weren’t an old man
should dot you on the boko, and trot you downstairs head-
first. As it is, I'll see you off the premises.”
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“My tear young shentlemans——"

“Are you going quietly?” =

“My tear young—" o . .

“Scat!” exclaimed Tom Merry. impatiently. “Will you
- clear out?” o % ;

“I came to see Mr. Fawcett—" ;

2 ,I,’U take you to him, then,” said Tom Merry. “Come

A But the old collector exhibited signs of dire alarm at the
“offer. He avoided the hand Tom Merry would have slipped
through his arm. L

“I—I mean to say, young shentlemans—-"

“You are a prevaricating old humbug1” “said Tom
Merry.  “You either come straight to Mr. Fawcett, or I'll
sce you out of the school., Which is it to. be?”

“1—I vill go out if you vish—" P

“Come along, then, and get doné with it.” =~ -

" The old collector unwiﬁin y. followed him ~down the
passage.. His hawkish eyes lighted upon.the parcel in Tom’s
hands, and he appeared to recognise the shape of the rose-
wood box .within which the curios were contained.

; . He stopped, his black eyes glinting with eagerness, and
= he laid a clawlike hand on the junior’s, shoulder. - .

“Stop a minute, my tear young shentlemans,” he said,
in a wheedling voice. “I vanf to speak to you most
important ! :

Tom Merry stopped. He realised that
was not exactly a purloiner of the property of others, in
the common -way He was evidently led astray by the
mania of a collector to possess a certain article. ~ And,
having regard to the man’s years, Tom-Merry, mmdignant as

he was, could not be rough with him.
“Well, what is it?’’ he asked. “I’ve.got to get-to bed
in a few minutes, and I can’t stop talking here.”
“Vun minute only, young shentlemans!” said the col-
lector appealingly. :
“Oh, go aheady! I'll listen. But do cut it short!”
= “You are vun nice boy—a fery : nice
3 shentlemans——> !
- “Leave all that out!” said Tom Merry tersely. “Cut the
cackle and come to the hosses, Mr. Solomonson !’
— “I1 know zat schoolboys somctimes run short of de monish,”
~said the old-fellow, diving his claw into his pocket and
= - making some-coins rattle.. “I know zat.” -
- “Well what about it?” asked the hero. of the Shell
- impatientlf.~ . A : P -
~ “1I should tike to give you vun tip, zat is all, my tear
and nice young shentlemans!” said the old man coaxingly.
- “Rats!” said Tom Merry cheerfully.
= Mr. Solomonson outspread his hands in his carnestness.
: “I speak not of vun shilling or half-ze-crown.” he said.
“I vill gif you a pound—a whole pound to yourself.”
“I don’t want it,” said Tom Merry, wondering. what on
: earth the old man, who certainly did not look like a
e philanthropist, should want to give him a pound for.
: 5 “But I vill—I vill! And not vun only, but five!” cx-
—-claimed the collector, diving his hand into his pocket
3 -again, and bringing it out half full of Treasury notes. * Look
_zere! -Vill you have five—ten—ten pound?” =~ - .
~“Off his rocker!” murmured Tom Merry. . “Fancy
offering to give away ten pounds! Put your money away,
Mr Solomonson; I don’t want it!” he added aloud.
“But I offer you ten—twenty I’ said the old man eagerly.
“You shust let me look in ze box you carry, and I gif you
twenty pounds.” ; -

flxe old collector

young
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Tom Merry flushed scarlet.

He understood now. The old Israelite evidently knew
what he was carrying, and was offering him twenty pounds
for a chance to steal the little gold idol.-

“Vat you say?” said Mr. Solomonson cajolingly. In the
dimness he could not see Tom’s expression clearly, and he
mistook the boy’s silence. “Twenty pounds, shust to let. me
look into ze box—" )

“You rotter !" said Tom Merry. “Tf you were about a
hundred years younger I'd use you for a duster, and wipe
up the corridor with you.” o

“My tear young shentlemans——*

“Arc you going out, or shall I run you out on your
neck ?” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Twenty pounds— Oh, I am going! Don't be ex-
cited; I am going !™ " T

“Go, then, confound you!”

Grumbling to himself all the way, Mr. Solomonson walked
slowly down the stairs, and Tom marched him out into
the dark quadrangle. "

“Go to ped mow, my tear young shentlemans,” said
Mr. Solomonson. “I find my vay ecasy to zo gate.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“You're very kind, but I'll see you off the premises,””

he said. “This way! Come on, and don’t waste time !”

“But, my tear young shentlemans—

“Oh, come along!” exclaimed Tom Merry impatiently.

And he gripped the old fellow by the arm, and took
him down to the gates at a run. The gates werc locked,
but Tom Merry roused out Taggles, tlie porter.

“Let this bounder out!” he exclaimed. “ You oughtn’t
to have let him in.” i o Pt
- Taggles. looked seli-conscious. Mr. Solomonson had ex-
pended,a pound in persuading the school porter to let him
in to go up to the House unannounced. Taggles, to do him
justice, had only imagined that Mr. Solomonson was an
eccentric old fellow who wanted to see the Ilead on
business, aund had never dreamed that the wizened old
Israelite mcant any harm. ’

He unlocked the gates without a word, and Mr. Solomon-
son passed out into the road. Tom Merry stood by while
Taggles locked up again. Mr. Solomonson came close to
the gate, and stretched a claw between the bars.

“Twenty pounds!” he said. . :

Tom Merry put his hands in his pockets, with the box
under his arm, and walked away. Mr. Solomonson shook
the bars 1n his earnestness.

“Twenty pounds!” he shrieked. i

But tho hero of the Shell was gone.

“’Ere, get hoff with you!” exclaimed. Taggles indig-
nantly. “Wot have you been a-doin’ hof? Stealing some-
thing, I suppose ?”

. “Twenty_ pounds!” moaned Mr. Solomonson.
pounds! He is gone!” -

*“Yes. And you’d better go, too, if you don’t want me to
set the dog on yer!” said Taggles disdainfully. :

“Mein goot frient,” said Mr. Solomonson, “I haf to see
Mr. Fawcett on a matter of fery important business!”

“So you said afore, you old fraud !”

“I vill gif you five pounds if you vill let me in!”

“You hold ass!” said Taggles, angry at having to refuso
such an offer, and venting his anger upon the old col-
lector. , “You silly hold ass, it’s’ as much. as my place
is worth! Get lmlo’gg with you, and your five pounds!”
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“Twenty pounds!” shricked Mr. Solomonson.

Taggles growled and walked away. He slammed the
door of his little lodge, and the disappointed collector gave
it up.

CHAPTER 8.
Alarm in the Dark.

®

OM MERRY re-entered the School House, and went

up to Mr. Fawcett's room, where he placed the

rosewood box in its wrappings on the table by

the bed. Then he hurried off to the Shell dormitory.

The boys of the Shell were just going in, and Tom joined

them in time.

“Lights out in ten minutes,” said Darrel,

“Right-ho, kid!” said Tom Merry. “Don’t worry your-

self. We wouldn’t keep our little Darrel waiting for

- worlds. I'd rather keep my old grandfather waiting.”

1

Darrel walked away, smiling. C )

The -Shell began to”undress, and Tom heard a great
deal of laughing and chattering going on round Gibbons,
the dunce of the Form. Gibbons was looking very strange,
and Tom walked over to him.

“1 say, anything the matter ?” he asked.

“Only the booby’s frightened,” grinned Gore.

“What's the matter, Gibbons?” asked Tom Merry, tak- -

ing no notice of the cad of tho Shell.
I suppose 7”

“It’s—it’s nothing,” stammered ‘Gibbons.
that—"

“That what?”

“It’s the little idol,” sniggered Gore. “Gibby has got it
on the brain, He’s afraid to go to sleep.”

“It’s not true, Gore!” exclaimed Gibbons, turning red.
“Only—"

“What’s
that—"-

Tom Merry pushed Gore back.

“Let him alone,” he said quietly.

“Mind your own business, Tom Merry, and keep your
beastly hands to yourself!” exclaimed Gore furiously.

“Let him alone, I say! There’s going to be no bullying
.in"this Form while I’'m at the head of it! And if you say
another word, Gore, I'll sling you across your bed!” said
Tom Merry, with a flash in his eyes.

. Gore turned away with a growl. .

“It’s—it’s only that horrid little thing—that beastly
idol! It haunts me!” said Gihbons hesitatingly. “I—i
can’t, get its horrid little face out of my mind! I—T

“You can tell me,

“Only that—

not true, you fathead? Do you mean to say

" thought I saw the beastly thing peering out of the shadows

at—>"

“QOh, put it out of your head!” said Tom Merry sooth-
ingly. “I oughtn’t to have let you see it, I suppose. I
never thought—— But never mind, old chap! Don't
think of it! When you go to bed, start the multiplication
table till you fall asleep, and you’ll be all right.”

““That’s right, coddle the booby!” “sneered Gore.” “I

" think—"

Tom Merry caught the cad of the Shell by the neck, and
gave him a swing that sent him fairly sprawling across
his bed. Gore gave a ycll and roll@d off the bed on the
farther side from Tom Merry.

“You beast!” he roared. *“I'll—"

“You'll hold your tongue,” said Tom Merry. “Only a
word or two more, you cad, and I'll give you the cham-
pion hiding of your life !”

And Tom Merry walked back to his own bed.

“Good for you, Tommy,” said Manners.
kid Gibbons will start dreaming about that horrid little
idol if he thinks about it, and have a nightmare. Hallo!
Here’s Darrel! Are you looking for anything, Darrel ?”

“I'm looking to see if you youngsters are in bed,” said
the prefect, laughing. “Murry up with you, you young
rascals! Do you want to keep me waiting all night?”

“Well, old kid,” said Tom Merry, “we do, as a maftter
of fact. You're so nice to look at, you know.”

“Hurry up, you scamps!”

The scamps hurried up, and Darrel put out the light
and loft the dormitory. The chatter of the fellows died
away presently, and silence reigned in the long, lofty
room.

Slumber fell upon the heroes of the Shell.

Tom Merry feil into a sound sleep. He had had a
strenuous day, and he was ready for a good rest. He
lay sound in slumber till, with a ‘sudden.start, he awoke.
Something had awakened him. What it was he did not
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“That simple-

know, as he lay blinking up inte the darkness, and wonder-
ing dizzily what had happened. ;

The chime from the school tower came to his cars; the
four quarters, and then the solemn strokes. He knew
that it_was striking midnight. But that had not awakened
Lim. He was awake béfore it commenced.

A sudden cry rang through the dormitory.

Tom Merry started and shivered.

He heard it clearly—the cry of someone in wild terror—

and he knew that it must have been a previous sound of

the same kind that had roused him from sleep.
He sat up in bed quickly. What was the cry?
came it? As he sat shivering in the cold it was repeated.
“Gibbons !” muttered Tom Merry in alarm, as he de-
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Uncie Frank and Tom stopped by the door and looked into th'n'ﬂ

removing

tected the bed from which the cry came. “What can be
the matter with him?”

The hero of the Shell scrambled out of bed. He folt
for a box of matches among his clothes, but, as is usual
in such cases, the matches were not to be found just when
they were wanted.

The cry rang out again, followed by an incoherent mut-
tering. Voices raised in alarm were heard now calling
out to know what was the matter. .

“Qh, where arc those hanged matches?” groaned Tom
Merry.

He found the box at last, and struck a vesta. With the
maltch flaring in his hand, he ran quickly towards Gibbons”
bed. $ S

He caught sight of the boy sitting up in bed, his face
white and fixed with terror, and the match went out.

the golde
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Setting his teeth,” Tom struck another, and lighted a
candle. Then he hurried to Gibbons. The hoy was awake,
and mumbling to himself.

“Gibby! I say, Gibby, old chap, what’s the matter?”
exclaimed Tom anxiously,

Gibbons looked at him uncomprehendingly, and went on
muttering strangely. Lowther and Manners were out of
bed by this time. Gibbons did not seem to recognise the
chums of the Shell, and all the time the unmeaning mutter-
ing went on. . .

“1 say, look after him a bit, and I'll fetch Mr. Fawcett!”

~said Tom Merry hurriedly.

“Right-ho! Buck up!” :

Tom Merry hurried out of the dormitory. Mr. Fawcett’s

. By the light of the lantern they saw Mr. Solomonson in the act of
idol from its box!

room was not far away, and Tom was soon in the passage

upon which the door opened. At the end of the passage
"~ was a tall window overlooking the quadrangle, and upon
the window fell clear white moonlight with a ghostly effect.

Tom’s eyes were on the light window as he came up the
passage, and he had almost reached Mr. Fawcett’s door when
he, gave a sudden jump and stopped.

Clear and black against the moonlit window appeared the
profile of a head!

The long, prominent nose, the pointed chin, the bushy cye-
brows; he. knew them at a glance, though it was enly a
silhouette he saw.

" It was Mr. Solomonson who stood at the end of the
passage, and was just turning away from the window !
he next instant. the figure disappeared. 5
Tom Moerry hesitated:a moment, and then he ran into Mr

-
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Faweett’s room. In {he darkness of the passage he knew
that he, at least, had nct been seen. Whatever object
brought the old Hebrew to St. Jim’s in the dead of night,
the matter was of secondary importance now. The first
thing was to get help for Gibbons.

“Mr. Fawcett! . Uncle Frank!”

“Whatis it ?” came the quiet voice of Uncle Frank.

“One of our fellows is in a fit or something. Will you
come ?”

“In one second !”

It did not occupy Mr. Fawecett much more than a sccond
to jump out of bed and slip a dressing-gown round him and
a pair of slippers on his feet. Then he touched Tom Merry
on the shoulder. :

“Let us go.”

Tom leg him at a run along the passage. In a few seconds
they were in the Shell dormitory. In the candle-light a
dozen fellows were collected round the bed of Gibbons, all
of them looking “pale ‘and anxious. There was a general
gasp of relief when Mr. Faweett came in the room. )

“Please come here, sir,” said Manners.  “We can’t do any-
thing with’ him.” . . ? )

Mr, Fawcett was at the hedside in a moment.

“What is the matter, my lad?” he asked, in a soft, kindly
voice, very different from his usual abrupt tone, and he took
Gibbons’ hand. ’ :

The boy continued to muiter incoherently. :

“He has been dreaming,” said Mr. Fawceti.© “Do you
know anything of the cause? Has he been reading any lurid
nonsense—blood-and-thunder stories, or trash of that kind 77

“I think not, sir,” said Tom Merry.~ “I think it’s the little
golden god that’s got on his mind." He’s been talking about
it a lot, and he seems to have got it on the brain.” i

Mr. Fawcett nodded. - = y

“I understand. He is evidently a boy of simple mind. I
should really have removed that wretched thing from the
collection before handing it to you. But I think I can soon
cure this state.”

The boys watched the Anglo-Indian in sarprise. Mr.
Fawecett, his eyes upon the staring orbs of the semi-con-
scious , boy, began to make passes with his hands before
Gibbons’ face. Fag :

“My hat!” murmured Monty Lowther. “Hc’s a giddy
hypnotist | ! N

The juniors watched the Anglo-Indian spellbound. It was
an exhibition of Eastern magic they had not counted upon
seeing. The effect of the passes was soon apparent upon
Gibbons. He ceased to mutter, and the wild look left his
eyes, and they closed peacefully.

“Lie down,” said Mr. Fawcett quictly.
sleep soundly.”

To the amazement of the boys, Gibbons laid himseclf
quietly down, his cheek to the pillow, and fell into a decp
sleep.

“Thank goodness!” said Tom Merry, with a deep breath
of relief. “I—I don’t know what might have happened to
him 1”

“You may go back to bed, boys,” said Mr. Fawcett quietly.
“This lad will not wake again till the morning. Good-night !
I am glad you called me, Tom !

And the Anglo-Indian went to the door. The boys tumbled
back into bed, discussing.the strange happenings in whispers.

Mr. Fawcett was just leaving the dormitory when Tom
Merry ran quickly after him. The hero of the Shell had
completely forgotten Solomonson in the excitement and
anxiety og looking after Gibbons. But he remembered now.

“Uncle Frank! Stop a minute!”

The gentleman from Boggleywallabad
looked round.

“What is it, Tom?*>

“There’s a thief in the House |” gasped Tom Merry.

“What do you mean?”

“As I was coming to call you,” said Tom Merry hastily,
“I caught sight of him against the window. It’s Mr., Solo-
monson. He’s come for that little idol!”

To his surprise, Uncle Frank gave a slight chuckle.

“Are you sure it is Mr, Solomonson, Tom ?” .

“Quite certain, sir. I saw his profile in the moonlight of
the window, and I would know it anywhere,” said Tom, with
conviction.

“How do you know he has come for the idol?”

“He tried to get it from me,” said Tom. And then bhe
related his interview with Mr, Solomonson, and how he had
seen the ancient Israclite off the premises,

Unele Frank chuckled agaim

‘“So you refused a twenty-pound note, Tom?™

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry. innocently,
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“Hah! Well, very good! - And so Mr. Solomonson has
taken to burglary to get hold of the golden idol, has he?
He must not- have it, because the old rascal deserves to be

punished for his dishonesty.”

“It’s valuable, too, sir, isn’t 1t?” asked Tom Merry,
surprised to hear the reason Uncle Frank gave for not
allowing the old collector. to take the little Indian idol.

“Well, Mr. Solomonson seems to -think so, as he has
offered fifty pounds for it, and has taken to burgling in his
old age to obtain possession of 1t.”

“I thought you said you gave a few rupees for it, sir,
because you didn’t know its true \'alue, said Tom Merly

“Did I? Well, it was quxte true,” smiled Uncle Frank.
“ But now let us go and interview Mr. Solomonbon I have
no doubt we shall find him in my room.’

'lhey hurried to the Anglo-Indian’s room.

There was a gleam of light under the closed door.

“He’s there!” whispered Tom Merry.

“Yes. Hush! Not a sound!”

Uncle Frank turned the handle.of the deor with perfcct
stillness, and opened it. The light strcamed out into “the
passage. Uncle Frank did not enter the room; he simply
stood looking in, with a grim srmle upon his mahogany face,
a tanIo of mockmg humour in his gimlct eyes.

M door, locking into the room.

A llghted lantern stood on the table beside the
bed, and the old Israelite was bending over the rosewood
box, his back to the door.

Mr. Fawcett made no sound, and the old collector was not
alarmed.

“Goot!” They heard him mutter the word aloud. ““Goot!
Zat 1s vat T look fer1”

He had succeeded in opening the rosewood box, and now
he held up in a clawy hand the little golden figure of the
hideous idol.

His hawk-eyes feurlv gloated over 1(

“Zat is it! Goot !”

Still the watchers at the door did not move or speak and

the old man was too deeply engrossed to think of looking
round.

‘8

CHAPTER 9.
Mr. Solothonson Asks For If!

R. SOLOMONSON was in full view of the Anglo-
Indian and Tom Merry, as thoy stood silent at the
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He gazed at the idol as if he would never be tired of
gazing at it, but finally he laid it on the tuble and. shpped
his hand -into his breast.

Mr. Fawcett and Tom Merry watched him curiously,
wondering what was coming next. To their amazement the
old fellow drew _out a roll oz rustling banknotes and placed
them in the rosewood box and closed the lid. ;

Tom Merry and Mr, Fawcett exchanged glances.

The rabid curio collector was determined to have the
little Indian idol, but at the same tlme he could not bring_
himself to be an actual thie..

He was placing the refused purchase money in the_box in
place of the curio he had taken.

“My word !¥ murmured Tom Merry. ;

He was amazed and a little rcuchcd for there was. a
kind @f honesty in the proceeding of the old collector; and
Tom’s indignation died away. Tom could not have
touched a thief with a pair of tongs, but Mr. Solomonson
“Iwaf evidently the victim of a fixed idea rather than a
thie

Mr. Fawcett smiled.

The twinkle was still in his eyes as he stepped silently
into the room, Perhaps he was softened, too, by the sight
of the old collector’s desir» to do the honest thing as well
as his ruling passion would allow - him.

“Hal Goou-evening, Mr Solomonson I’* said Uncle
Frank. :

The old collector gave a jump, and swung round.

“Mein gootness cracious 1” he stammered.

“So you’ve tahen to burgiing in your old age, have you?”
said Uncle Frank, picking up the little golden idol from
the table and chpmng it irto his pocket.

The old fellow’s eyes followed it hungrily.

“ Better telephone for tte police, Tom,” said Mr. Fawcett
with a wink of the eye that was farthest from Mr. Solomon-
son, from which Tom Merry understood that the order was
not to be regarded serinusly.

“Certainly. sir,” said Tom Merry briskly.

Mr. Solomonson groesned.

“Der pol.ce " he said.
Fawcett 1

“What are you domg here, then 2”

“Mein tear frient——"

“You took this little idol out of the box, and were going
to collar it.”

/ “I vanted him so mooch for mine collection.”

“Ah, I am not a t’iof, Mr.

“That’s no reason whv vou should have it when it belongs :

to me1”

“But I have paid for it, my-tea= frient.”

Uncle Frank grinned as he opened the rosewood box,
and passed the banknotes towards the Jew. Mr. Solomon-
son refused to takc thera up.

“They are yours,” said Uncle Frank. “I won’t have you
arrested. but you ‘must c]ca. nut, sharp!
got in?”

“I take a ladder and climb nver the wall,” said ‘Mr.
Solomonson dismally. “I pull der laddor over and, put him
to a window and get in.’

“Great Juggernaut ! ejaculated Mr. Fuwcett in amaze-
ment
you confounded ass, you might have been .caught a dozen
times !* ;
~“T must have der idol {”

“You would have been arrested—”

“Vill you not sell me der idol?”

“No. I won’t!  Get out!”

“T1 must have der .

Mr. Fawecett struck a match and held the blaze towards
the roll of banknotes.

“Will you take your notes away, or shall I sct them
alight ?” he asked.

The old collector snapped them up in a tw mklmg

3

“But vill you not sell me—-

“Are you going?” X *

Mr. Solomonson turned unwillingly to the door He
looked back as he went ‘out, and then went on again, und
then looked back once more.

His clawlike fist was thrust into his breast, and came
out again crammed with banknotes.

“Take it all1” he pleaded. “ 1 moost have der idol ! Dere
are hundred—two hundred pounds! Take it all, only—

“Get out1” ¥

With a dismal groan the Israelite went down the dusky
passage.

“I suppose I had better sce him off the premises !” grunted
Mr. Fawecett, taking up the lantern. ““Are yoa feeling cold,
Tom ?7

“ Oh, that’s nothing !” said Tom Merry cheerfully.

He was curious to see’ the last of this
adventure.

pcculmr

Mzr. Solomonson went slowly and unwillingly downstau‘s, <
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“T never heard of such nerve, at all events! Why,




— as if impelled by an invisible force which he struggled in
-vain to resist. Perhaps ho realised that Uncle Frank’s
boot was ready behind him to help him if he tarried.

He reached tho Hall door of the School House, and there

*_he stopped. Mr. Fawcett marched on to light him out, the

iagﬁern help up in his left hand. Tom Merry was at his
eels. ’ . .
- With a fresh groan Mr. Solomonson opened the door,
then he turned a haggard face upon the Anglo-Indian.
. “Mine good tcar frient—"
- “Get. out !”

“I ‘entreat you—I moost have der idol!” said Mr.
Solomonson, almost tearfully. “Take these notes—£200 !

JIe held out both hands. full of notes.

The mahogany face of the Anglo-Indian wrinkled.

“I tell you I won’s touch your money! Get out! One
second, though—just to show that I forgive you I’ll shake
hands with you!”

Tom Merry grinned. He knew what was coming. Mr.
Solomonson evidently did not, for he took the offer as a
sign of relenting on the Anglo-Indian’s part and held out
his right hand eagerly. My, Fawcett’s iron grip closed
on 1t.

“Mein gootness! Ah-h-h-h! Ow-w-w-w-w |”

Mr, Fawcett compressed his,grasp.

“Nothing  like a grip of the hand to wipe away all
misunderstandings,” he said. “I will give you a good
grip like this whenever I meet you, Mr. Solomonson, to
show how I appreciate ycur honesty in paying for the
things you steal.” '

“ Ow-w-w-w-w-w-w |» ‘

Mr. Solomonson was dancing on one, leg, the other twisted
into the air, and his body was curled up with the intensity
of his sufferings.

“There |” said Uncle Frank, suddenly releasing his hand.
“That’s how I feel, Mr. Solomonson! Don’t forget to give
me your hand when I meet you sgaint”

The old collector stood glaring at him speechlessly for
a few moments, and then, still without uttering a word, he
turned and disappeared into the darkness of the quad-
rangle.
~ Mr. Fawcett chuckled as he closed the door,

*Hal I think I have given that old fellow a lesson!”
he remarked. “I hardly thought his collecting mania would
carry him so far as this. It’s rather late in life for him
to take to burgling.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“He’s not so bad as I thought at first, sir.
sorry for him.”-

“Ha! You’re sorry for him, are you?”

“Yes, sirl” said Tom frankly. “He scems to want the

~thing so_much. Of course, he can’t have it; it’s cheek of
him to expect you to part with it1”

“Ha! Perhaps I shall lct him have it in the long run,”
said Mr. Fawcett thoughtfully. “He must have a lesson,
though, for trying to take it. Perhaps if I see him again

-1 shall let him have it.”

Tom Merry stared.

“You mecan you will sell it to bim, sir?”

“Perhaps. I might give it to him—we shall sce. Time
to get back to bed now, Tommy. Run along! Good-night!?

“Good-night, sir!”

Tom Merry returned to the Shell dormitory. .

. He went at once to Gibhons’ bed, and found him sleeping
soundly, with a quiet and peaceful look upon his face.

Uncle Frank’s influencs had evidently calmed his disturbed
mind, and dismissed the fearful images that had filled his
slumber with horror. e S

“Where have you been all this time, Tom?” mumbled
Monty Lowther, ffcm his bed. He was half-awake and half-
asleep. f

“Capturing burglars and things,” yawned Tom Merry,
as he tumbled into bed. “I’ll tell you about it to-morrow.”

And ho laid his cleek upon the pillow.

‘But his reply had fully awakened Lowther, and Manners,

. too, and they were curious. They sat up in bed, on either
side f Tom Merry’s bed.
© “1 say, Tom, what’s that?’ asked Lowther.
“What’s that about burglars?” queried Manners.
“Um-m-m-m-m-m {” mumbled Tom Merry.
He was very sleepy, and was already falling into the
arms of Morpheus.
“Tom, don’t go to sleep for a minute !
“Tell us about the giddy burglar!”
“Is it a fact, or were you rotting ?”
Snore -
“Tell us abou$ it, you image!”
| “Come now, Tom, like a good fellow !”
Snore ! y ’ =
_YCh, rats!” said Manners. “He’s fast asleep!™

I'm rather
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“Then we'd better . follow his giddy example,” ya.wnec-l
Lowther. “It will keep till the morning, I suppose?”’

And the chums wore soon sleeping as soundly as'‘Tom
Merry.

CHAPTER 10.
Mr. Solomonson Gets the Idol.

NCLE FRANK said nothing the next day of the
adventure of the night. Tom Merry told the story
to his chums, but it went no farther. Mr. Solomons
son’s first and last attempt at burglary ‘did not be-

come generally known.

Tom Merry was rather curious to see if the old collector
would turn up at the school again in quest of the little
Indian god. .

The chums kept their eyes open for him, but he .did
not appear. Apparently, his failure had made him realise
that the attempt was useless, and he had given it up.

The little golden idol reposed safely in the rosewood
box, and was not shown about any more. The effect of the
hideous little image had been alarming in the case of
Gibbons, though the dunce of the Shell woke that morn-
ing quite well, without any recollection of the scene of
the previous night.

Uncle Frank stayed several days at the school, and the
boys saw a great deal of him. He played chess with the
Head most of the evenings, but he found plenty of time
to make himself very pleasant to the boys. :

But all things come to an end at last, and so did the
visit of the man from Boggleywallabad to the ancient
college of St. Jim’s.

The day of parting arrived, and at the request of Tom
Merry, Uncle Frank arranged to catch a train on a half-
holiday, so that the juniors could come in a body and
sce him off. : -

So on Saturday Uncle Frank packed his bag, and, de-
clining the car, walked to the station with his bag in his
hand, like the hardy old globe-trotter that he was.

Tom Merry & Co. walked with him. They were sorry
to lose Uncle Frank, but they had determined to give him
a good send off at the village station.

Herries had suggested musical honours, and offered to
bring his cornet; but many voices in unison had threatencd

o jump upon it if he did, and so he had given up the

idea. .

The little party arrived at the station ten minutes early
for the train, and went into the little building. And then’
Tom Merry uttered an exclamation.

A well-known figure was standing near the ticket office,
and it turned, and came quickly towards the Anglo-Indian.
It was Mr. Solomonson once more.-

“Goot-tay !” said the old collector, raising his ancient
silk hat from his fringe of greasy, curly locks. “Goot-
tay, my frient!”

“Ha! You again!”

“I have come down vunce more to sce you about der
idol,” said the collector, in his most wheedling tones. 1T
zink you take two hundred pounds, ain’t it%” -

“T’ve given you my answer.”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Fawcett. But—"

Uncle Frank held out his hand.

“You haven’t shaken hands yet, Mr. Solomonson.”

Tom Merry and his companions giggled. - Mr. Solomon-
son changed colour, and shrank away from the brown
hand that was held out to him.

“Come, shake hands!” said Mr. Fawcett. “I
alter my mind about that idol, perhaps, in time.”

The Israelite gave a jump.

“You vill sell him ?” he exclaimed.

“Perhaps.”

“Two hundred pounds?”

“T could not take that for it.”

“Two hundred and fifty?”

“I could not take that, either.”

The old collector groaned.

“Name your own figure, my tear Mr. Fawcett?”

“We had better go on the platform,” said Mr. Fawectt.
“I can hear tho train coming in. You youngsters can come
on with me.”

They adjourned to the platform. Mr. Solomonson,
trembling now with ecagerness, followed. The local prain
which was to bear Uncle Frank as far as Wayland Jusction
came puffing in, to wait three or four minutes.

“My tear Mr. Fawcett—"

“Good-bye, my young friends!” said Mr. Fawecett, shak-
ing hands with the boys in- turn, and considerately. re-
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ﬁmining from giving them his vice-liko grip. “I have had

a.jolly time at 8t. Jim’s,’and I thank you all heartily.”

- “It’s been. very.jolly for us, sir} said Tom Merry, “It
was kind of you to come, and:I hope you'll ‘eome again.”

“Yaas, wathah! It is an honah we appweciate sincerely,

1 assuah you, my deah sir,” said Arthur Augustus’ D’Arcy.

. “If you honah ‘us with anothah visit, sir, we will twy to

", make you comfy.”

" #(ood 1” said Figgins. “I hope you'll ecomo again.” e

“1 hope I shall, some day.” - i i
.- ““And you’ll give my love to Miss Priscilla,”
Merry. : P

“And all our respects,” said Blake. Y oaie

“Yaas, wathah! Our wespects, and our kindest wegards
to the estcemed and-amiable Miss Pwisciliah,” said D’Arey.

“I will not forget.” .

“Make haste, there!”

It was the porter’s voice.

said' Tom

'BIGGER & BETTER!

All the issues of SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN
LIBRARY are now permanently enlarged.
. . More reading for the same price!

100 PAGES of FINE |
FICTION for 44

The SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIBRARY offers
the finest value in the world. Starting with
the March issues, which are now on sale, this
famous library has been permanently enlarged
to 10 pages. To mark tho great occasion
extra special stories of school life and adven-
: ture have been selected.

No. 167 is “ THE BRUISER OF GREYFRIARS,” and |}
No. 168 is “ THE CARDEW CUP.”” Make sure of both !

'SCHOOLBOYS' OWN
LIBRARY ... 44
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Mr. Solomonson rushed to the carriagoe door, desperately
pushing the grinning juniors aside in his haste. - 2
“My tear Mr. Fawcett!” i
“ Hallo!

hands % -
“Der idol 1” -

Uncle Frank appeared to hesitate. There was a curious -

‘Awinklo in his little black eyes.

“Two hundred and feefty pounds?”

“I cannot accept that. figure.”

“ Anything you hke!” exclaimed the collector. Name
your own figure; -but remember dat I am a poor man.”

‘Mr. Fawcett slipped his hand into his pocket and dresw
out the little idol. The hawkish eyes of the collector
snapped at the sight of it. :

“You vill sell him to me?” s

“Well, since you want it so much,” drawled Mr. Fawcott.
“But I cannot accept two hundred and fifty pounds.. T
gave ten rupees, .which is less than a pound in English
money.”

“You vill make big profit.”

I have said that I will not sell tho idol to you, Mr.
Solomonson. I mean it. But I don’t mind giving it to
you.”

And Mr. Fawcett held out the little image towards the-
amazod collector. ;

Mr. Solomonson stared at the Anglo-Indian, and stared
at the golden idol. without offering to touch it. Ile evi-
dently feared some trick. .

“Well, don’t you want it?” asked Mr. Fawcett.

- “’Urry up, there !”"shouted the porter. L3

Mr. Solomonson seemed dazed. 1

“The train’s going. Are you going to take it?” -

“You gif him to me?” murmured the amazced collector.

“Certainly! There it is!” ; 2

The clawlike- fingers clutched at the little idol. Mr.
Solomonson fairly hugged it. Then tho claws went to his
pocket. ’

“But I gif you something!” he exclaimed, I gif
you—-" r

“Not at_all.”

“But you are too fery generous.” . :
. “Nothing very generous in giving away a spoof Indian
idol, that-I can ®ee,” said Mr. Fawcett calmly.

The Israelite gave a yell.

“Spoof! Sham! Imitation! Vat?”

“Exactly! I've said that I didn't know its trus value
when I gave ten rupees for it in India. I didn't. It was
worth about a shilling, perhaps half-a-crown, as the work-
manship is really rather good.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

Mr. Solomonson’s face was a study.

“Imitation!” he moaned feebly. “Spoof! Ah!”

“The real thing is safe enough in its temple in India,”
said Mr. Fawcett cheerfully. “These imitations are sold
in Calcutta and Bombay for a few rupees each. I gave
ten rupees, because I was a griffin at the time—a newcomer,
you understand. I was done. So would you have been,
;f Ilhad taken vour two hundred and fifty pounds. Ha,
ha, ha!”

The maliogany face of the Anglo-Indian assumed a

crimson hue as he chuckled away.

“Stand back, there !” . -

The carriage door slammed. Mr. Solomonson, holding
up the imitation Indian idol, and staring at it blankly,
was oblivious to his surroundings. The train moved, the
engine was shrieking, and smoke poured back along the
line. Uncle Frank waved his hat from the carriage
window. .

“ Good-bye, . sir I”

“Good-bye, my lads!?

The juniors waved their caps and shouted. The frain
rushed on, and a bend of the line hid Uncle Frank from
sight. He was gone, and Tom Merry & Co. turned to
leave the platform. As they went out Tom glanced back.
The -old collector was still standing there, the little idol
his hands, staring at it in dismay. And so he stood as the

juniors pourcd out, and lost sight of him, :
THE END,
(Don’t miss next week’s vipping St. Jim’s garnl It's

called ‘* Showmen of St. Jim’s ! *
from start ‘to finish.) i

)
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You still here?” ‘said Uncle Frank cheerfully.
““It’s-nice of you to come to sée me off. Will you shake

's one long lawgh

==
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‘Dynasphere revolves,

- “hour, in the space of a yard or two.
~guccessful have becn the experiments with
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ALLO, chums! I've got some extra

good news for you this week.

The double length story of Tom

Merry & Co. which was published

two weeks ago proved such a “winner” that
by every post letters are pouring into this
office from delighted readers asking for

MORE EXTRA-LONG SCHOOL YARNS!

As you know,I am always out to oblige
my thousands of readers, so I have lost
no time in arranging for more extra-long
St. Jim’s yarns. The first of these will
appear in our March 26th issue=—that’s a
fortnight from mnow. Like. the idea ?
Good! Now do me the favour of passing
on the good news to your friends. In the
meantime look out for next Wednesday’s
bumper issue of the Gem. In the first
place, there is a sparkling long complete
story of Tom Merry & Co., entitled:

- ““SHOWMEN OF ST, JIMS!°*”

and in it Martin Clifford supplies you with
unlimited laughs and thrills, Don’t miss
this treat, whatever you do. The next
Rookwood yarn is a peach, too. Make a

“‘note of the title,

‘“THE MYSTICAL FOUR!”

and stand by for laughs, In place of the
Sky Raiders, which comes to an end in this
week’s number, there will- be a nerve-
tingling complete story of motor racing
adventure which ‘will rank as one of the
best stories of the week. In

“THE LAST LAP!"
you will read of the adventures of two

boys—about - your own -age—who are
crazy to take a trip in a real racing car.

THE FREAK OF THE ROAD!
“Lawks! Look at that wheel! Must

‘have broken loose from a giant lorry.”

It would be quite pardonable for you to
make this mistake if, when out walking,
you suddenly saw a giant wheel tearing
towards you at-a speed of thirty miles an
hour. But a near view investigation of
this giant wheel would reveal the very
latest thing in road travel. It’s called
the ‘ Dynasphere "—the invention of
an electrical engineer who got his idea
from watching the smooth running of a
As the giant wheel of the
under persuasion
of a small-poweréd motor,. the driving car,
complete. with space for passengers,
which is fitted where the hub of an
ordinary ‘wheel would be, remains station-
The inventor claims that it is
possible to pull up his Dynasphers,
even when travelling at thirty miles gn

o

f

-
this © freak of the road ” that a five-seater
saloon model is now being built.

TRAINING STUNTS !

4 Hand me my sledgchammer.
I'm going to start training.” If
you heard a fellow say that you
would doubtless wonder what sori
of stunt he was training for. And
you would be surprised when yow
discovered that it was a fight with
the gloves on. Yet this is one of
Tommy Tucker’s best methods of
training for a fight. It's ejfjective,
too, for this comparatively
pugilist recently beat Charlie Hick-
man—reckoned to be one of the

t pr ising 7 is of the
noble art—in no uncertain marner.
Looking at Tommy Tuckeyr stripped
for e fight—he is, incidentally, a
snission-hall preacher—you would

see a twco-fisted fighter of a hundred .

years ago. He is short, bow-
legged, has a nose that has been
broken and @ pair of ears that have
been well cauliflowered. But fight
—well, he gave the . fans at the
Crystal Palace the best cxhibition
of a heavy-weight fight seen for
many years. Inthaionc boul he has
leapt froim beiny practically an
unknown to a star. So there’s
something in training with a sledge-
hammer after all. Another
“ original ”’ method of training is
being practised by T. E. Pritchard,
the cox of the Oxford boat, to
reduce his weight and to Lkeep hins
fit jor March 19ih, when the two
‘Varsity crews will battle for
supremacy over @ sitretch of Father
Thames. His trai method take
the form of trundling a hefty barrel
backwards and forwards ' for half
an hour cvery morning. That may
not sound a stiff exercise, but you
try it, chums!

HEARD THIS ONE ?
George : “ Hallo, Bill, why have you
got your arm in a sling 7> %5
Bill : “ See those steps at the station 2%
George: “ M
Bill: “Well, I didn’t!”

GOGGLES FOR THE COW!

Ever secen a cow with goggles on %
No ? Well, if you care to make the trip
to Northern Russia youw’ll sce plenty of
them. Owners of herds of cattle have
been putting their thinking caps on,
for their losses in cattle have becen con-
siderable. When the blizzards are ravag-
ing Northern Russia the uniortunate
cows cannot keep their eyes open, with the
result that many of them wander away
from the main herd and are lost for keeps.
The idea of providing the cattle with

goggles is a good one, as proved by results,

1

for after a time the animats give up tryingto
getrid of them, and when the blizzard comes
along they are able to see in comfort.

RAISING THE WIND!

Soon your thoughts will be turning
to King Cricket, and to you much
harassed secretlaries of ericket
teams, who are worrying about the
financial side of the business, I
pass on a wheeze which has been
adopted by a Sussex village club
whese  finances were on the low
side. It was decided at the annual
meeling of this club to impose. @
fine of twopence on every batsman,
throughout the season, who failed
to bag any runs in the first innings
of any match. Novel idea, what 2
I am glad, however, it was never
thought of in my time, for with me
ducl:s were painfully frequent, but
then I played wicket-Lkecper, and
he is herdly expected to Lneck up
centuries. On second thoughts,
in giving you the idea of fining the
‘“ Duck ’ batsmen, I suggest that
you rule out the wicket-keeper!

HE KEPT HIS HEAD!

Ever tried standing on your head for
any length of time ? Not a very com-
fortable stunt, and an hour of it would
tax most of us to the full. Yet Air-
Pilot Blackmore recently did a job of
work that meant, perhaps, the difference
between life and death, with his head
hanging. down into space for an hour.
Not only that, he did 1t in a blinding rain
storm. It happened this way: Black-
more and two colleagues were attempting
to land their plane when it * bumped
heavily and the shock broke a bolt of
tho landing wheel. Up went the plane
again and cruised round while the three
occupants talked over their plight. Then
it was Air-Pilot Blackmore determined to
carry out a repair in mid-air. While one
of his-pals took over the eontrols and
headed for an aerodrome through a
lashing storm of rain, Blackmore armed
himself with a screwdriver ‘and  went
over the side.”” Fastened round his
ankles was a cloth strap to which the
third occupant of the damaged bus clung
with might and mein. It was a ticklish
repair job, in all conscience, but nerve
and courage did the trick. When
Air-Pilot Blackmore- was eventually
hauled back into the ecockpit, both he
and the chap who had been hanging on to
him were exhausted. But that repair
saved them from bad injuries or worse,
and eventually they made their well-
deserved ‘‘ safe landing.”

THE VOLUNTEERS !

The seventy passengers of a train
that had become snowed up some
distance away from the small
township of Bodok, in Transylvania,
@ short time ago had their big
thrill without asking for it. At
any inute they pected a pack
of hungry wolves to charge at them.
The nmews of their terrible plight
aeached Bodol: and the result was
that every wmale peasant in the
district offered  his services in the
relief work. Motor-cars were com-~
mandeered and sitripped of their

wheels. In their place were fitted
U s. In double quick ilime a
fong  p of & coaches,

drawn by horses, and sleighs, were
being gallopped to the scene. The
rescue was made none foo soon,
for all ar d the ed-up train
—uwitich was dug out in the carly
hours of the morning under the
glare of improvised torches and
[ares—were the tgacks of wolves.
Toe Gem LiBrarY.—No. 1,256,
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A SIDE-SPLITTING COMPLETE ROOKWOOD YARN!

LETTING LOVELL

Lovell started 6ut to lead the Classicals—and finished up leading the Moderns—
wuile they chased him round the school!

CHAPTER 1.
Lovell Sacked !

KD NOW,{%{)V?H, old chap-—
3 Ot .
“Don’t do 1t1> pleaded Jimmy Silver. “You

know your japes always come unstuck, Lovell—"

“Rot! They jolly well don’t!"”’ snorted Arthur Edward
Lovell heatediy. “Your’s always do, Jimmy Silver; and
that’s why those cheeky, swanky Moderns have been top-
dogs lately. 1 tell you that what’s wanted is fresh ideas and
a new leader. You're getting played out, Jimmy!”

“ Do listen, Lovell—=""

“Rats! I've listened enough; we’'ve all listened enough.
We want action now, not words, Jimmy Silver. I'm the
man for action. I've got ideas—heaps of ripping ideas!
You're my pal, Jimmy, but I must say that you're a back
pugnnber. A new leader’s wanted, and I’'m the man for the
job.

€

»

“Dry up! You talk too much, Jimmy Silver! I tell you
T'm doing it! Leave it to me! Don’t argue! I'm doing
it! It’s bound to come off ! I've got the things—a pocket-
ful of screws and a screwdriver! All I do is to sneak into
each of the Modern Fourth studies while they're at dinner,
screw up ecach door from the inside, make my escape by

_the windows—there's a wide ledge running along outside, .

you know—and there you are! They're all screwed out of
their studies, and—— Ha, ha, ha! See the wheeze?”’

Raby, Newcome, and Jimmy Silver saw it right enough;
but they did not laugh.

Apparently Lovell had expected merriment,
frowned.

“It’s better than any of your wheezes, anyway, Jimmy,”
he said bitterly. “But you needn’t worry; though it’s my
wheezo. I shan’t claim the credit. As leader of the
Classicals you’ll get it.. I’m not after your job.”

With that optimistic and generous statement, Arthur
Edward rushed away, still full of zest and enthusiasm,
towards the Modern House. ,

“Oh dear!” groaned Jimmy Silver. “The—tho ass!”

“ The born idiot |” grinned Raby. “Let him rip, Jimmy!”

“Yes, let the howling chump get himself slaughtered if he
wants to!”’ chuckled Newcome. “If ever a fellow begged
for trouble—" .

_*We'd better go after the chump,” said Jimmy Silver
dismally. “ You:know what he is, and you know what those
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and he

Modern chaps are. They’ll scalp him, of course! He’s
bound to muek it up 1’ .

“Bound to!” agreed Raby cheerfully. “It’ll do the pig-
headed duffer good. - Lf he prefers being scaiped by Moderans
to getting his dinnor—well, les him. I prefer dinner.”

“Same here!” grinned Newcome. “Eowe on, there’s the
dinner-bell now !’

And Raby and Newcome went in to dinner. Apparently
they did not share Junmy’s apprehensive fears for Lovell—
at least, they did not share his kindly desire to save Lovell
from the results of his enthusiastic attempt to jape the
Moderns. But after hesitating a few moments Jimmy fol-
lowed them. After ali, he had warned Lovell, and Lovell
had, as usual, ignored his warnings. Besides, Jimmy re-
flected grimly, it would do Lovell good to discover that it’
was not 50 easy to jape the Moderns as he seemed to
suppose.

o Jimmy Silver went in to dinner, ready, for once, to
let Lovell lead if he wanted to.

But “Uncle James” was too soft-hearted not to worry
about Lovell. After all, old Lovell was their pal. And as
dinner proceeded without Lovell making an appearance,
Jimmy’s dismal apprehensions, increased. Mr. Dalton had
marked him absent, and the master’s grim brow boded ill for
the truans. Whether Lovell’s great wheeze succeeded or not,
he was booked for trouble. And even 1f it did succeed—by.
means of a miracle—there was bound to be an inquiry as
to the screwing up of the study doors. Suspicion would
immediately fall upon the fellow who had missed dinner—a
fact the optimistic Lovell had overlooked.

“No sign of the ass yet,”” remarked Jimmy, as they left
the dining-hall. “It looks as if he’s been collared. Look
here, we'd better slip over and see if the bounders have
got him.”

“ Not me !” snid Raby emphatically. “ Blow Lovell!”

“Maybe ho’s in the study,” suggested Newcome. - “Let’s
go and see.” :

It scemed likely enough that Lovell—whether he had
succeeded in his jape or not—had repaired to their study.
And as all three were curious, if not apprehensive, they
hurried along to the Fnd Study.

And Lovell was there!

It took Lovell’s pals some seconds to discover his exact
whereabouts, however. But muffled and frantic gurgles for
help from a pilc of furniture and study effects in tho middle
of the room soon guided them. ’ :

For the Fnd Study had been thoroughly ragged. The




table had been turned upside down, and all the study furni-
-~ 'ture was piled up on top of it. And alter the astounded, and
~ justly enraged, juniors had removed some of the furniture
they fouad Arthur Edward Lovell.
~“He was tied hand and foot to a leg of the upturned table.
The sabiecloth had been draped arcund him like an Indian’s
" blanket, and had been tied there with towels and dusters.
Round him had been piled the carpet, fire-irons, picsures,
“~ and other household effects. .
-~ “Well, ’m hanged !” gasped Jimmy Silver, almost speech-
less with wrath, “Is—is this how you jape. the Moderns,
P e b gurgled Lovell
& “Gug-gug-gug-groogh !> gurgled Lovell. .
: - They removed the handkerchief that had been stuffed into

= Lovell’s mouth, and Lovell’'s remarks became more
= intethigible and intelhrgent.
~“Oh!” he gasped. “Oh crikey! Oh decar! Those—those

Modern eads did it! They—" . ) .
~“You needn’t tell us that!” groancd Jimmy Silver. “Wo
knew gg)met-hing like this would happen! Oh, you—
= you— )
e “You burbling chump, Lovell I” raved Raby. “Lock at
the smdgll Look at our things, you blithering manjgc! This
et

comes o ting you lecad! We told you how it wBuld be;
we told you so 1™ : .
“It wasn’t my fault 1’ howled Lovell, almest weeping with

rage. “1 never got a chance. I should have pulled it off
spiendidly, but for bad luck. The cads must have spotted
mo sneaking in, and followed me. Next time—-"

% Next time!” howled Jimmy Silver, in return. “Oh,
you—you—->"

“Scalp him!” roared Raby. “Look at the study—all
through his footling antics! Smash bhim!”

“Spiflicate him I’

“ Why, you— Here, hold on !’* bawled Lovell.

But they were not likely to “hold on.” They had warned
Lovell—had begged him not to tackle the Moderns on-his
own; but he had ignored their warnings and pleadings, and

= this-was the result.

As oune man, Lovell’s irate pals rushed at him, and as one
man they bowled him over, and bumped him, and rubbed
cinders from the hearth into his hair. Lovell howled,
roared, and threatened in vain.

There was no mercy for the new and self-appointed leader
of the Fistical Four.

Finally he was hoisted up and punted out through the
study doorway like a football. Then, breathing hard and
still seething with indignant wrath, Silver, Raby, and
Newcome locked the door and proceeded to put the desolate
study to rights, while out in the passage Arthur Edward
Lovell sat and gasped dizzily and gurgled:

“Qocococh! Owl! Ow! Ocoooooch !”

CHAPTER 2.
Up the Pole!

2 a OVELL staggered to his feet at last.
3 But he was not done yet, and ho immediately made
o rush for the study again, breathing wild threats
and slaughter. Only on finding the door locked did
ho give it up. Then he limped along the sage and
stopped by the landing window to stare moodily out into
~the quadrangle.
Broeding on his wrongs, Lovell ztood and stared, until
suddenly he sighted two figures out in the quad. They were
~FPommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle, two of the leading Modern
-enemies.
To Lovell the sight was like a red rag to a bull just then.
e Ie forgot his recent wrongs. He only remembered that it
. was Tommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle, aided by other
s Moderns, who had ragged him and tae study, and thus
g brought his study-mates’ vengeance upon him.
= Unmindful of his many aches and pains, Arthur Edward
~~__ gave a snort like a warhorse. Then he spun round, scudded
along the passage, whizzed down the stairs, and bolted out
of the Hall doorway into the quad. ’
In the distance he sighted the two Tommies again, and,
3 with another snort, he rushed towards them—unfortunately
not noticing that half a dozen Modern juniors were standing
near his quarry.
That was Lovell’s misfortune, though, in his present
‘mood, Arthur Edward felt’' equal to a couple of dozen
lMo;le]rns just then. TUnfortunately, he wasn’t as equal as
1o ielt,
"He rushed on, fury in his eyes, determination in his
= “breast. Tommy Dodd sighted him coming, and he chuckled :
= “Hallo, here’s that silly owl Lovell again!” he remarked.

_“ After trouble again! Jevver knmow such an ass? Look
out, here he comes'”’
= Lovell rushed up ond leaped at Tommy Dodd. That

¢heery Modern youth merely side-stepped and stuck out a
foot, " Lovell, in his headstrong zcal, went flying over the
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foot, and ended up by diving headlong, with his nose dige
ging up the gravel path.

“Yocooooop !” .

“Ha, ha ha!” roared Tommy Dodd. “What on earth
did you do that for, Loveil? Do it again, old chap !”

Lovell did his best, and he was luckier this time; while
Tommy Dodd was less lucky. He rushed at Doddy almost
before he was on his fect, and his fist smote Doddy’s nose—
hard. Tommy Dodd howled fiendishly. Though he had told
Lovell to try again, he certainly hadn’t expected him to.

But it was the only bit of luck Lovell got. Next moment,
yelling with wrath, Tommy Dodd had leaped at Lovell,
and the two crashed down just as tho other half-dozen
Moderns rushed up.

Fighting desperately, Lovell was fairly smothered
beneath the weight of numbers, and his gallant resistance
was useless. In a matter of seconds he was helpless, with
Modern juniors seated on his heaving form as they banged
his head on the gravel. § -

“Hold him !” gasped Tommy Dodd, clutching a strcaming
nose. “Hold the blessed fathcad! Don’t let him go! He’s
busted by dose, the raving lunatic! That’s right—bang his
napper | Perhaps it’ll knock a bit of scnse into his silly
head !”

“Yarrroooh !
Lemmegerrrup !
you!”

Evidently, though down, Arthur Edward was not out!

“Ow! Wow!” gasped Tommy Dodd. ,“Listen to him!}
Smash the lot of us, would he? Cheeky bounder! We'll
teach him better this time! Evidently what we gave him
before dinner wasn’t enough! Find a sack and some cord,
somebody !”

Nobody asked what the sack and cord were for. They
knew Tommy Dodd, and they obeyed unquestioningly. A
sack and cord were rooted out from the rubbish in the wood-
shed. The yelling Lovell was shoved feet first into the sack,
the mouth of which was tied securely round his neck. Lovell
had been tied like that before, and enjoyed it. But that
had been in sack races, and had been sport. Now he did
not find it sport, and did not enjoy it a bit.

But the Modern youths did. They roared with laughter
as Lovell stood, balancing precariously in the sack, with his
face, frantic and red with rage, showing over the top.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tommy Dodd, quite forgetting his
swollen nose at the sight. “Don’t he look a picturc? Bring
him along to the flagpole, you men!”

“Ha, ha, hai? .

The “men ” grasped Doddy’s idea now, and they howled
with laughter. Half a dozen of them grasped the wriggling,
yelling Lovell, raised him bodily, and rushed him to the
school Ragpole. . :

“Now sling the fathead up!’ chuckled Tommy Dodd.
“Lovell always was more or less up the pole, but we’ll put
him up it in earnest this time !

“Ha, ha. ha!? -

Cheering and yelling with laughter, the hilarious Moderns
loosened the cord from the flagpole and tied it round the
sack, with the apprehensive Lovell inside it. And Lovell’s
apprehensions were fully justified.

A .moment later the Moderns hauled on the rope, and
the wriggling, struggling Lovell was hauled a few feet up
the flagpole, and then the rope was secured.

“Yooop !’ howled the hapless Classical. “Lemme down,
vou cads! Help! Rescue, Classicals! Oooooooch !

Bump, bang, erack!.

“Ha, ha, hal” -

Lovell’s frantic struggles caused the sack to swing and
twirl. And as it swung and twirled it banged the hapless
prisoner’s head and body against the flagpole.

Lovell’s howls were drowned, however, in the yells of
}a.ug}éter from the Moderns as they danced triumphantly
round.

Naturally, such an unusual uproar could scarcely pass
unheard and unheeded.- It didn’t. Fellows taced to the
spot from all sides of the quadrangle. Windows went up
and curious heads looked down. And one of the windows to
zo up first was that of the End Study.

Like Good King Wenceslas, Jimmy Silver, Raby, and
Newcome looked cut. They saw the Moderns dancing
round the decorated flagpole, and then they recognised the
object- that decorated the flagpole.

“Lovell I gasped Jimmy.. “It—it’s Lovell! That awful
idiot’s been at it again! They’ve shoved the ass in a sack
and slung him up there! It—it’s an insult! An insult to the
iTouse and especially to this study! Come on—on the ball I

Never had Jimmy. Silver & Co. left the School House quite
so smartly. As they went they collected Classicals—at least,
Raby stayed behind for a few brief seconds to yell into each
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wailed Lovell. “ Ow-ow!
T'll smash—yow !—the lot of

Qooooooch I
Ooooooch !




Fourth Study as he passed. Then, leaving the rest to {ollow,
Raby pelted after Jimmy and Newcome.

Though it was a half-holiday, very fcw fellows had gone
out of the gates yet, and soon a terrific battle was raging
round the school flagpole, as Moderns and Classicals an-
swercd to their respective call to arms and rushed to the
rescue. : .

The issuc was not long in doubt. The Classicals were in
the majority by far. Morcover, the sight of one of their
number in such an undignified and public a position made
them fairly “see red.”

Possibly they all agreed that Lovell had got only what
he had asked for. But Lovell was a Classical, and that was
more than enough. ; .

Seeing that the day was as good as won, Jimmy fought
his way to the flagpole, and, snatching out his knife, he soon
hauled Lovell down and cut him frec.

Then Jimmy, having helped the raving Lovell out of the
sack, turned and piled into the battle again.

Arthur Edward dido’t.  Lovell was not feeling up to a
battle just then. He was bumped and bruised all over. e
limped out of the riot and staggered towards the School
House. . . .

“He had almost reached the steps when Bulkeley came
down them with a sheet of paper in his hand. He stopped
suddenly as he heard the distant sounds of the riot from the
dircction of the chapel. . st

“What the thump—"" he was beginning, when Mr. Dalton
came hurrying down the steps, his face grim.

Mr. Dalton, like Bulkeley, had already heard the
uproar and seen the battle from his study wmdow‘.

“Bulkeley, come with me!” he snapped. “Cannot you
hear what is going on? Call the rest of the prefects!

“Qh, yes, sir !” gasped Bulkeley. .

He glanced at the paper and hesitated. Then, sighting
Lovell, he called him. “ p

“Here, take this to Knowles, kid I he called. Ask him
to pin it on the Modern notice-board; it’s from the Head.
Look lively !” i i ;

He handed the sheet and some drawing-pins to Lovell,
who took them. mechanically. Next moment Bulkeley was
hurrying off ‘to the scene of the riot. .

“Oh, blow ! panted Lovell. “Hanged if T'll— ©Oh, my
hat! By Jingo!” o

Lovell changed his mind abruptly as an idea came to

im.

What @ splendid chance to get into the Modern House
without trouble, and a splendid chance to carry out his
great wheeze of screwing up the Modern juniors studies !
Te still had the screws and a pocket screwdriver in his
‘pocket. .And practically all the Moderns were srcapping in
the quad with Classicals! A wonderful chance !

Lovell did not. hesitate. v .

Tovell was a fellow who never knew when he was licked.
IIo was sore all over, and he ached in every bone and
muscle. But while he wasn’t feeling quite up to a scrap, he
was feeling more than “up” to seeing his wonderful scheme
through. It was now or never!

Forgetting his aches and pains, he bolted across the quad
and made a beeline for the Modern side. He would pin
up the notice first—even the hare-brained Lovell did not
dare to disobey-Bulkeley—and then—well, it was a chance
of a lifetime. He might even get time to do a bit of ragging

in the studies, too! .
" As he tore across the quad Lovell sighted Mr. Manders,
the Modern Housemaster, with Knowles, the Modern prefect,
at his heels, making hasty tracks for the scene of the dis-
turbance. And Lovell grinned.

With the Modern House almost empty, the rest would be
easy. .

}fe dived into the Modern hallway, and ran to the notice-
board. 4 . .

Not a soul was about. Lovell, with fingers which trembled
with eagerness, started to pin the notice on the board.

His eyes scanned it mechanically as he pinned.

And then, as he scanned the notice, his eyes gleamed as
a brainwave came to him. And it was connected with the
notice itself, which ran as follows:

. “ROOKWOOD LITERARY SOCIETY.
“There will be a meeting of the above ‘Society in the
School House Sixth Form room, at seven o’clock this even-
ing, when the Rev. D G, Ponter, M.A., of Latchford,. will
give a lecture on Early Victorian Literature. All scniors

are requested to attend.

“(Signed) H. CHISHOLM,»

“Headmaster.”

. That was. the _notice. Tt was quite 'n_usual notice, but
Arthur Edward Lovell intended to make it quite unusual.
¢“Phow |” he breathed, his eyes gleaming. “That’s the
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wheoze! Sling me @p on the dashed flagpole, will they? -

I'll show ’em | It’ll muck up their half-holiday, and give me
& ripping chance to rag their studies and screw the doors
up. Phew! This'll show Jimmy that I’'m a born leader!

2]

Here goesi”

He took the notice fror» the board, and made tracks in.

hot haste for an empty Form-room. Selecting the Modern
Fourth Form room he slipped inside, closed the door, and
hurried across to the master’s desk. Next moment he was
busy at work with an ink-eraser and fountain-pen.

He worked carefully, but at great speed. It was done in
a matter of moments, and having blotted his alterations
Lovell hurried back to the notice-board. . To his relief the
Hall was still deserted. . ,

Tovell grinned and pinned up the notice again.

. He had just done so when he heard footsteps and voices
in the quad outside. One voice was the harsh, rasping toncs
of Mr. Manders, and Lovell did not linger. He darted back
to the Fourth Form room. 5

Lovell had worked out his plans well. Just inside the
door was a large cupboard, and hastily Lovell got to .work
upon it. _He removed books from the shelves, piled them
up top d® the cupboard, and then he removed the shelves
themselves, slanting them against the back of the cupboard.

This done, Lovell withdrew the key from the inside’ of
the Form-room door and placed it in the outside of
tho lock. . Then Lovell, dishevelled, dust-covered, but grin-
ning, slipped inside the cupboard and drew the door shut.

All was prepared now for his great wheeze—the wheeze
that was going to make the Moderns gnash their teeth and

the Classicals treat him as the born leader he undoubtedly
was.

CHAPTER 3.
¢“Many a Slip—"’

14 W! Ow-ow-wow |”
“Yow! By dose—2

The great battle was over. The combatants had
... been separated by tho irate and indignant
authoritics, - and werc being shepherded back to their
respective Houses by their respective masters and prefects.

“Ow! Yow!” went on Tommy Cook, as the damaged
but cheerful Modern youths trailed after Mr. Manders and
Knowles towards their House. “My nose is busted, and
we're all booked for trouble now! Look at Manders’
chivvy! That means—"

“Never mind—it was ripping while it lasted ! panted

Tommy Dodd. “I got a beautiful wallop in on Jimmy
Silver’s boko, and he’ll wear it for a week at least. And
if the beaks hadn’t turned up we'd have licked ’em—
perhaps [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Far from downhearted, the Moderns trooped up their .

House steps and swarmed into the hallway, some nursing
bruised noses and cut lips, others nursing black eyes and
swollen cars. All were damaged, and all were dishevelled,
with torn collars and ties, but all were heated, happy, and
cheery.

Their cheeriness soon faded, however. Mr. Manders,
with Knowles at his side, was standing staring before the
notice-board. On the Housktmaster’s sour features both wrath
and astonishment were mingled. ; g

“Most unusual, Knowles I” he was rasping. “The notice
is certainly from the headmaster, but this is most singular
and unusual. The juniors are not expected to attend these
meetings—indeed, 1t is a remarkable divergence from
custom. And the time—there is scarcely time for the boys
to change, especially in tho disgraccful state they aroe in
now. And a half-holiday—it is, I repeat, most unusual,
Knowles.  Dr. Chisholm might certainly have aequainted
me with—— One moment, boys! Stop! Stop, this instant!
You hear me?”

Mr. Manders seemed suddenly to become awarc of the
fact that the juniors were mounting the stairs, and his rasp-
ing call stopped them
~ Theo foremost juniors on the stairs halted, and those crowd-
ing behind halted. Both Classicals and Moderns had been
lined heavily for the part thiy had played in the riot—a
punishment both Mr. Manders and Mr. Dalton had agreed
upon. And now the juniors were only anxious to get
changed, and to get out of doora to enjoy the half-holiday,
thankful only that their punishment had not been a gating.

They eyed Mr. Manders rather apprehensively, and
their apprehension was more than justified. g

“Boys, do not go yet!” snapped Mr. Manders. “I pre-

_sume none of you has seen this notice from the head-

master yet? If so, you must read it without delay. After-
wards, you will change and make yourselves presentable
before proceeding to_your Form-room.”
The Modern junicrs gasped in coasfernation, =
“No boy will be excused attending the lecture upon
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any pretext whatever,” proceeded Mr. Manders jcily. “And
sny boy presenting himeeif in an untidy state will receive
severe punishment. That is alll” .

But it was more than enough. Mr. Manders stalked away,
and there was a chorus of dismal groans, and then a rush
~ 10 ‘tho notice-board. - Tommy Dodd reached 1t first, and
he read the notice aloud m a vcice which farly shook
with wrath and amazement. TFor the Head’s notice now
read as follows:

: “ROOKWOOD LITERARY SOCIETY.

“There. will be a meeting of the above society in the
Modern Fourth Form room at three o’clock this afternoon,
when the Rev. D G. Ponter, M.A., of Latchford, will givo
a lecture on Early Victorian Literature.  Ail juniors
aro ordered to attend.

; “(Signed) H CmsuoLny,
“ Headmaster.”

Lovell’s alterations had made a difference.

It was a differcnce which made the Modern juniors fairly
gnash theéir teeth with rage. ’

“Oh{” gasped Tommy Dodd.

“Oh, my only hat! Our

. afternoon mucked up-—absolutely mucked up! And we
‘were going to the pictuies at Latchford. - Oh, blow—dash
and blow ! Of all the—the swindles!” .- k

“That means changing into our best bibs and tuckers
right away !” groaned French. “Pm not risking a- lick-
" ing from that beast Manders on top of all this, anyway.
I'm off I” .

There was a rush for tho stairs. :

“None of-the feliows wanted more trouble with Manders,
and they rushed upstairs for the-bath-rooms. Most of them
needed soap and water, and pleaty of at, and all of them
had . to change into- their best togs for' such -an occasion.
They knew what to expect if they didn’t. Possibly the
Head himself was-coming’ to the lecture!l A

That it might be spoof not a single Modern dreamed of
suspecting. It was the Head’s writing, and the Head’s
" signature. And only one fellow perhaps in all Rookwood
would have the audacity, the reckless hare-brained fool-
hardiness, to alter the Head’s august writing. But not
one of the Moderns even thought of Arthur Edward Lovell
just then. Grumbling and- grousing and seething with
indignation, they swarimed up to the bath-rooms and
dormitories to eclcan-up and change for the lecture.

45 WHOOﬁ 1 Lovell jet out a yell as the Moderns proceeded to haul him up the flagstafi.
.. but the sack acted as a strait-jacket, and it was in vain!

" That knowledge wauld come to them later on.

23

A busy, frantically busy, half-houi’ followed for the
Modern Fourth. T £k v e
In the bath-rooms they rubbed and scrubbed. In the dorms
they whipped their everyday clothes off and put on. their
Sunday best, so to spean And the thought of the Head
being there made them careful to remove all possible traces
of the recent combet. ) e
Before the stroke of three every fellow was in the Forms«
room. They crowded in in a sulky indignant swarm,
Victorian literature had no charms for them—especially on
a half-day holiday. The things they said regarding the
Rev. D. G. Ponter weulo have made that clerical gentle-
man’s hair curl had he heard them. Fortunately, he didn’t.
Only Arthur Edward Levell, hiding in the big cupboard,
heard them, and he hae to stuff a handkerchief into his
mouth to prevem himself yelling with laughter. )
All was going splendidiy—mnore splendidly, - in fact,
than he had hoped for. .Certainly he had made the
alterations on the not:ce cleverly—even the Heaa himself
might have becen deceived But Lovell had anticipated
some doubts, some suspicions. For 1t certainly was un-
usual, odd, and surprising for juniors to be “ordered 2 te

He struggied viélemly,

attend such a lecture—and certainly for such a lecture to be
held in a junior Form-room.

Yet nobody suspected. It was all working like a charm.
All Lovell had to do now was to wa.t until the last fellow
had entered and taken his seat. Then he would nip out
of the cupboard, slip like lightning to the door, whip
outside and lock it behind him, locking the unsuspecting
Modern idiots in. Then, while they waited for the lecturer
to turn up, Lovell would be busy ragging their studics and
screwing them up. i )

What _a wheeze—a wheeze only Loveli could have thought
of and carried through successfully—in Lovell’s view !

Tho room rapidly filled. The fellows took their seats
at thewr usual desks: The last or the rear desks was some
distance from the cupboard and the door. Lovell’s greau
hope was that he wou.d be able to slip out and lock the
door unseen and unheard, to ieave the unsuspecting victims
in ignorance of the fact that it wus all a Classical jape.
And when
it did come, and when they found their studies screwed

ip— o . ‘e . L )
Lovell gurgled ‘with blissful ‘anticipation as he crouched
Toe Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,250,
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‘down in the close confines of the cupbeard. Big as:the
cupboard was, Lovell found it extremely uncowmfortable
quarters, and already his limbs were aching frantically,
and he almost choked with the close air.

The last fellow came in and sat down, to add his com-
ments to the genoral discontent and disgust., = Lovell
grinned gleefully as he glimpsed the rows of neatly dressed
juniors through a crack in the cupboard door.

Now was the time to make a move. And Lovell was
just about to edge the cupboard door open when a foot-
step sounded outside, and once again the Form-room door
opened. This time it was Mr. Manders who came in. He
came in hurriedly, and his rasping voice, somewhat agitated
and excited . sent Lovell’s hopes sinking a little.

“Ab, you are all here, boys!” he snapped. “I am glad
to ‘seec, for once, that you are in time.. "Therc will be,
however, no lecture this afternoon.”

It was .somewhat in the nature of a bombshe!l, but a
very pleasant one for the Moderns. They staved, fond
- hopes rising. :

“ N-no lecture, sir!” gasped Tommy Dedd. “But—
but——"

“You may well be astonished, Dodd,” articulated Mr.
Manders, his voice fairly crackling with indignant wrath.
“But, unless I am greatly mistaken, the whole thing is a
hoax, boys. ‘That notice originally related to a meeting
to be held this evening in the School House. Only seniors
were requested to attend it. Some miscreant, some im-
pudent rascal, has actually had the audacity, the unparal-
leled and outrageous impudence to alter Dr. Chisholm’s
handwriting, to alter his noticc—at least, that is my
suspicion at the moment. I have just been on the tcle-
phone to the headmaster. The whole proceeding struck
me as odd and unusual, and I deemed it necessary to make
sure - the notice was not a mistake. The Head informs
me,” proceeded Mr. Mandcrs, his voice rising in his agita-
tion, “that he sent over no such notice. It is clear that
it is a mischievous and disgraceful hoax.”

“Oh, oh, my hat!”

There. was & buzz—a buzz of mingled relief and wrath.
Some of -the fellows jumped up, but Mr. Manders waved
his hand.

“S8it down! How dare you? Silence!” he boomed.
“You will remain here quietly until I have seen and spoken
to Dr. Chishelm. I will send Kunowles here to keep order
until my return. Silence!”

Mr. Manders rustled away.

The silence continued until he had gone. Then every
fellow in the room jumped up and started to talk at once.
And every fellow gave his opinion in excited tones that
thrilled with wrath and dismay. And that opinion was
that it was a Classical jape.

“Of course it is!” howled Tommy Dodd, making his
voice heard above the hubbub. “Oh crikey! I knew there
was something queer about that dashed mnotice! It's a
Classical jape, of course. We've been done—dished,
diddled, and done brown! Oh crumbs! We'll—we’ll
smash the bounders for this! But fancy having the nerve
to alter the beak’s handwriting! Who could be expected
to guess that?”

Certainly nobody could.

Lovell acted at that moment. ‘ :
~Like lightning he slammed the cupboard door open; like
lightning- he leaped out and made a mad jump for the
Form-room door. He reached it and whipped it open, and
there came a howl of rage from the Mederns as they turned
and sighted him.

“Lovell I”

The howl did not stop Lovell, however. What stopped
him was nearly six feet of brawn and muscle in the form of
Knowles of the Modern Sixth, who came through the
doorway just as Lovell’s frantic jump took him to ib.

Lovell’s jump landed him full in Knowles’ chest.
Knowles gave a sort of strangled yelp, staggered back, and
sat_down. Lovell fell, crashing, on top of him.

Knowles howled, and Lovell howled. But their howls
were as nothing to the howls of the Modern juniors. All
of them had seen the Classical japer now, and forms and
desks crashed over as a mad rush was made for the unlucky
Lovell.

“Lovell I

“It’s that Classical bounder! TIt’s Lovell who did it!”
howled Tommy Dodd frantically. “Collar him! Stop
him—quick!”

There was a_roar of voices in the Form-room, and a
rush of feet. Knowles staggered up. But they ignored
Knowles. They just fell upon Lovell and smote him hip
and thigh. Knowles shouted and howled, but he did both
in vain. .
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Lovell disappeared under a swarm of furious Moderns,
But his voice was heard in muffled and frantic accents from
beneath the scrum.

“Yaroooogh! Help! QOoooogh! Gerroff me ncck!” he
was shrieking. .“Yarrooop! Yoooop! Murder! Help!
Rescue! Yarrooogh! Gug-gug-grooogh !”

His voice almost died away in a smothered gurgle.

“Stop!” hooted Knowles, slapping heads right and left
without avail. “What the thunder— Stop, you young
fiends !” >

“Stop, be blowed!” howled Tommy Cook. “DBejabbers,
wasn’t it Lovell who spoofed us? Hasn't Le mucked up
our half? Smash him! Blow Knowles!”

“Go it!” :

It was a roar, and the Moderns went at it. They rolled
Lovell in the dust. 'They rammed dusters and chalk into
his mouth. They poured ink in floods over his hair and
features. They tipped gum and paste over his head, and
rubked it in. Finally, the hapless japer was spreadeagled
over a desk, and a dozen rulers and pointers brought into
play on various parts of his anatomy.

Lovell bellowed and shrieked.

And then came a sudden yell at the doorway:

“Cave! Manders!” i

Mr. Manders’ acid features, crimson with
wrath, showed in the doorway behind Knowles.

“Boys, what—what—— Good heavens!”

The voice was enough. Almost méchanically the Moderns
holding Lovell released him. And that was quite enough
for Lovell.

He was a mass of aches and pains. He was stiff from
crouching in the cupboard. He was nearly weeping with
mingled rage and disappointment. But the way he
strcaked towards the Form-room door was a revelation of
what desperation will do. -

The Modern juniors scarcely saw him go. They only
realised he had gone when they saw Knowles bowled over
like a ninepin. Then some of them got a glimpse of his
streaking figure as he sent the astounded Mr. Manders
staggering back against the doorpost, and vanished.

“After him!” yelled Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Dodd was first out. He sighted Lovell just
streaking towards the Hall doorway. Standing there, evi-
dently waiting patiently for their chum Knowles, were
Frampton and Catesby of the Modern House. Lovell,
still going strong, went through the two like a knife
through butter. Frampton crashed back against the door-
post, his head registering a mighty hit before he slumped
down with a bump. Catesby went flying through the door-
way under Lovell’s charge, and next moment Catesby was
rolling down the steps outside. :

Lovell went streaking across the quad.

On the School House steps were standing Jimmy Silver,
Raby, and Newcome.

“I'm afraid Lovell’s up to his silly games again, you
men,” Jimmy was gloomily remarking. “He isn’t in any
of the bath-rooms, and he’s not in the dorm, either. I
hope the footling ass hasn't been visiting the Moderns
again. He’s nerve enough for anything, you know, and he
never learns a lesson.”

But Jimmy was wrong there, for once.

Lovell had learned a lesson. And just then he came
streaking across the quad. They did not recognise him.
His own mater could not have recognised him just then.
He was just a mass of ink and chalk and gum. But they
knew it was Lovell. Only Lovell could have got himself
into such a mess. He did not stop. He just flew past his
dismayed pals, and vanished. into the House.

“Well,” remarked Jimmy- Silver, as he stared blankly
after the horrid vision. “If that doesn’t do i$, nothing
will. At all events, I bet he’s had enough excitement for
one day—if he hasn’t learnt his lesson. We can safely
get off for our walk now. Come on!”

astounded

But though even Lovell felt he had had enough excite-
ment he got more—excitement he neither wanted nor liked.
He had scarcely left the bath-room when Bulkeley collared
him and took him off to the Head. And there Lovell
found more excitement—in the form of the Head’s cane.
It was a record licking. Dr. Chisholm strongly objected
to his handwritten notices being altered by a junior, and
he strongly objected to the kind of jape Lovell had
attempted. And when Lovell crawled from the Head's
study at last he was a very subdued Lovell indeed. And he
no longer wanted to lead the Classicals. He was quite
content to let Jimmy Siver lead after that.

THE END.

(There’s another spiffing Roolavood ywn in next
week’s GEM. The Fistical Four become ** The Mystical
Four!” And how!) . g ;
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Amazing escape of Schoolboy Explorers! They return from Mars to the Earth—
but no one believes their story!

Reseue ! '

S they stood there, watching the city the Craws
crumble bcfore their eyes, Billy and Nick, the
Schoolboy Explorers, thought back over the amazing
adventures that they had experienced during the last

few—was it weeks or days? They had had no mecans of
counting time since that morming when they had left the
Cornish coast mm a weird metal flying machine, bound for
Mars, their only companion a strange bluc-skinned Martian
boy, whom they learned to call Osaka.

They recalled their descent into the deadly jungle swamp,
their capture by the forest dwarfs, and then their rescue
from the dwarts by Osaka’s blue-skinned countrymen.

It had seemed then that their adventures were over, but
almost 1mmediately thoy had found themselves fighting for
the Blueskins against the Craws, rival inhabitants of Mars.
Then came their capture by the Craws, and now, when they
aro about to be put to death, some unknown force was
attacking the city, and smashing it to atoms. Strange red
cubcs were being dropped trom airships into the eaity.

Each cube was packed with a living cargo. 'To absorb
the shock of impact the men wore suits of mail, and locked
incongruously like ancient crusaders, complete with helmet
and vizor.

The armour-plated creatures sprang out, carrying long
%ticks or wands. And from thess wands issued a violet

ame.

“1It beats those torches we had under the sea. 'They
are bringing down the whole building oppesite.”

“But they’ll be crushed under it.”

“They don’t seem to mind.”
. “They are coming towards us!”

“But—am I going crazy? They’ve got no faces!”

Billy stared in astonishment at the iron masks. They

were peaked, giving a birdlike effect; but the join was
not perfcet, and inside the vizors were hollow.

“They aren’t men at all!” ejaculated Nick.
course, that explains it !”

*“ Explains what? Tt’s about as clear as mud to me.”

“They are machines! They are mechanical men—
robots I”

* Robots ?”

“Yes; but that means they can’t recognise us.
just murder machines.
reach. They are starting now !”

Spellbound the boys watched the mechanical men dart
across the room. The violent flames were raised auto-
matically to the walls.

There was no explosion. The walls just erumbled!

They were wondering if they would be able to get out,
when a voice that both boys recognised echoed in the dis-
tance. It was calling them by name.

Instantly they turned round. Billy was the first to spot
a boyish figure running towards them.

“We are saved !” he eried, struggling to his feet eagerly.
“It’s Osakal!”

“Why, of

They aro
They destroy everything within

. . € [ L3 & e

Osaka did not explain until after he had taken them
out of the ruins, and they were safely aboard one of tho
big air-liners floating above the harbour.

“There’s the end of the Craws,” he declared, pointing
down at the hollow crater where once the city had been.
“Now we are going on a long journey.”

“To your own country ?” asked Billy excitedly.

But Osaka shook his head.

“You are going to a place which none of my country-
men have ever visited. And I shall be the first, and the
only other Martian to land with you.” i

As he spoke a bell clanged somewhere in the ship, and
Nick gave a start as he saw an armour-clad figure -hurry

across the deck. »
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“The crew—=" he began, but Osaka interrupted.
“Yes, they are all like that. They are mechanical men.
These airships are all controlled by robots.”

Billy experienced an uncomfortable sensation, remem-
bering the wizardry of those terrible instruments of destruc-
tion he had seen with his own eyes, and which, otherwise,
he would hardly have believed. But he felt he could no
longer be surprised by anything that happened.

“Tell us how you escaped?” he urged, as the airship
suddenly began to move.

Osaka's story was almost as thrilling as their own. He
had pretended to be dying, and, taking his gaolers off their
guard, had escaped. Concealing himself in a truck of
minerals that was being carried in a lift to the upper
ground, he left the city.

After narrowly avoiding recapture by troops he took to
the hills. He spent nearly two weeks in the open, feeding
on roots and berries, when a strange aeroplane hovered
overhead and sighted him.

The aeroplane descended abruptly, and he came face to
face with a tall man with a snowy beard.

“Sounds like a fairy-tale,” murmured Billy, under his
breath. “Sure he didn’t appear out of a bottle ?”

Osaka, however, was in deadly earnest.

“It was one of the priests of the Fiery Mountain,” he said,
trembling as he recalled the scene. .

Ho explained that on Mars, the Fiery Mountain was
almost a legend. It was one of a very high range of
mountains, where a community of men lived in rigid
seclusion. It was not a large community. Probably it only
numbered a few hundred.

“But they are centuvies ahead even of our brainiest
men,” Osaka declared. *They've got a knowledge that
would enable them to rule the whole planct if they wanted
to. But until now they haven’t taken any interest in using
their power.”

They were, he said, supcrmen. Their minds were as much
more _highy developed, compared with the ordinary
inhabitants, as the latter were to the forest dwarfs. They
were in possession of the last secrets of science—the secret
of the atom,

“Then that’s how they destroyed the city !” cried Nick,
turning to Billy jubilantly. “I told you so!”

No one on the planet ever dared to venture into the
territory of these supermen. Rash explorers had attempted
it in the past, but they had never returned.

The deck swarmed with robots. There were numbers of
mechanical men rushing about on the ground below.

This was Thalazzar—the mountain retreat of a new race
of beings, a small aristocracy of supermen. They were
served by slaves they themselves manufactured in those

immense laboratories—creatures of metal and acid instead -

of flesh and blood.

In this way they could gain unlimited power. They could
dictate from this strange solitude to the entire planet. For
the first time in history they had used their power.

Descending by lift the three followed a robot along
corridors made of some quartz-like substance into a large
room with crystal walls. In the centre of the room stood a
tall man, with a high, dome-shaped head, a majestic silver
beard, dressed in a flowing white robe.

Billy felt a kind of awe. So did Nick, as he realised they
were in the presence of an intellect that had mastered the
ultimate secrets of the universe. .

A smooth, deep voice greeted them. In a few concise
sentences they were bade welcome.

“But you have comse only to depart just as quickly. It
was a wonderful coincidence I should hear of your exist-
ence. I have been planning for many years a_voyage to
the Earth. It is to take place to-morrow, and I wish you
both to accompany me.”

“Yon are going to take-us back?” ejaculated Billy.

“Yes.” The High Priest smiled. “We have laboured
here for centuries to gain Wisdom. Those who stand in our
way—as you saw—must be destroyed.”

Both Nick and Billy were too thunderstruck to -speak.
They were going back with this amazing being.

“Come and see for yourselves,” he continued, beckoning
them to the window. ““There is a machine by which we
shall travel.” s

Outside, caught in the last rays of the sun, was a colossal
silver cube. It had no windows, nothing to break the perfect
symmetry of its structure. It was surrounded by a crowd of
metal men, all running about chaotically. ’

At the sight of the robots the old man frowned.

“They seem restless to-night. Perhaps it is because, for
the first time, they have seen war.” )

“Can they think?” Billy stammered.

“Yes, they have brains; but not like ours. Matter, as
you know, consists of tiny particles of electricity, in a
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certain pattern. Their pattern is different. I'm not even
certain what they might develop into under stross.”

But suddenly he stopped. There was a piercing scream,
like a great siren blowing. A look of incredulity spread
over, his face.

THe sun had gone down. In the brief twilight they could
see a black, moving mass on the plain outside, an
thousands of tiny violet lights. '

“It’s impossible !” The High Priest gave a choking cry
and fell back. .

But more sirens were blowing. There was another, even
more sinister sound, beginning like an electric whine and
rising to a demented howl.

“They are in revolt!” cried the old man. “T see it
now. They've realised their own power. It was my fault
for teaching them so soon.”

“The Earth-Plane is still intact. If we are quick ”

“Come !” cried the High Priest, wheeling and seizing
Billy’s arm. °

It was a weird cxperience. The shricking of those sirens
was strangely terrifying.

To reach the airship they had to race the black tide
surging towards it with frightful weapons of destruction.
Billy tore along, Nick and Osaka keeping abreast. But, fast
as they went, the High Priest, despite his age, maintained
the lead. He had a long tube in his hand.

A dozen robots ran to cut them off. The tube flashed
its purple fire and they were annihilated.

But more were coming. As the High Priest reached the
airship Billy glanced over his shoulders, and, to his horror,
saw Osaka struck. In an instant he was wiped out.
l.The same fate overtook the other priests hurrying behind
nim.

*Quick—go inside !”

Billy Alung himself through the aperture. To his relief
Nick followed. The panel was slammed. .

“This is terrible! But they can’t injure us now, This
airship can resist even the atom-destroyer.” -

With trembling hands the old man pulled back a lever.
Immediately they were rising at the velocity of eight miles
a second.

Below, the plateau on those lonely heights was a mere
crimson glow, and for miles around it fulfilled its name
as the Fiery Mountain. The silver cube hurtled on towards
a green star, gleaming like a great emerald in the sky.

. . . < . . . s

But it was not destined to carry the wisdom of the
Martian supermen to the Karth.

Two months later Billy climbed on to the top eof that
silver cube, Nick following him. And every moment it
sank deeper into the waters of the -Pacific-Ocean.

The High Priest had been drowned at the-first impact,
despite their efforts to save him.

“Look! There’s a ship!” cried Billy eagerly.

“T wonder if they’ll seec us. If they don’t——"

But they e sighted. A boat was lowered. The final
tip of the airship, on which they were crouching, dis-
appeared as the boat came to pick them up.

They were exhausted, but as they clambered aboard, and
one of the sailors asked them on what ship they were
wrecked, Billy told the amazing truth.

“It wasn't @ ship. We've come from Mars. We are
the first human beings—"

“Delirious ! exclaimed a gruff but sympathetic voice.

“But I tell you it's true. We've been to Mars. When I
tell you——"

it was no use, however. No one would believe them.
Nor, they realised, would they get any better reception
when they reached land.

“We'll just have to pretend we were delirious,” declared
Nick, that night; “otherwise they’ll think we’ve gone
potty. We shall get locked up, or something.”

I“(ia‘.osh !:’ exclaimed Billy, leaning over the taffrail. “To
think—

But he couldn’t get any further. He couldn't find words
to express his mingled relief and exasperation and wonder.

He just gripped the rail and stared up at a rcd planet, like

a tiny jewel, in the south-west.

“Gee !” He shook his head, and then abruptly became his
old self again. “I’'m starving! I've had enough of those
?eagtly tablets! There’s the supper-bell going. Shall we
eced 777

“But we'd better not say another word.” .

“Not another word !” echoed Billy, nodding with
sudden decision.

- THE END.

(Zooooooom! There goes Donald Saxon in his Saxon
Special racing ca»! Meet him and his two schoolboy pals
in  The Last Lap ! "’ e rip-snorting, supercharged, high-
speed racing yarn, next week !) ,
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SEMI-FINAL THRILLS }
BAINTS AND FRIARS TRIUMPH !

By “ Op Bov.”

Greyfriars,

; Wednesday.

EUTRAL grounds were chosen for

the semi-final ties, and a large
contingent of St. Jim’s men
travelled over to Greyfriars to

watch Tom Merry & Co. do battle with
Derek Saxby and his stalwarts of Ripping-
ham. By the irony of fate the Grey-
friars team travelled to St. Jim’s to
oppose Gordon Gay & Co. of Rylcombe
Grammar School on the St. Jim’s ground !

The exchange of grounds did not affect
the play of the Saints. Rippingham were
a well-built side, famed for their superb
ball control, and led by the dashing Derek
Saxby. There was very little dash about
Rippingham, however, at the start.

Tom Merry netted in the firet minute,
but was ruled offside, and a little later
the Rippingham keeper fisted out when a

-goal seemed a certainty—his fist un-
fortunately catching Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy’s aristocratic *nappah* as well
as the ball, and putting the swell of St.
Jim’s out of the game for a few minutes.

With ten men, Tom Merry & Co.
found themselves penned in their own
Lalf, and only Fatty Wynn’s coolness
saved the fort.
bandaged head and played a brilliant
game -on the wing, apparently thirsting
for revenge.

At half-time there. had been no score,

a just reflex of the play.
_On the. resumption, Rippingham tried
storm tactics, and more than one St.
Jim’s supporter had dis heart in his
mouth as they swarmed around the Saints’
goal. Saxby tricked Tiggins and rattled
the bar with a great drive ; next moment
Pope hit the upright and, as the ball
rebounded into play, crashed it again
goalwards, only to have the mortification
of seeing Fatty Wynn hold it and throw
it round the post for a corner !

The corner-kick dropped right in the
goalmouth, and Fatty Wynn plunged
“valiantly into a melee. He was bowled

Gussy resumed with a-

over by sheer weight of numbers, and
gasped at the bottom of a heap of players,
but he was lying on the ball! When the
heap resolved jtself into separate foot-
ballers again, Fatt
kick for a foul kick on his fat anatomy,
and his lengthy punt cleared the goal
and the atmosphere.

Tom Merry fastened on the leather and
threaded his way through like a past-
master. It was one of those lone break-
aways to meet which the goalkeeper
has either to stay at home and brave
criticism or dash out and try to reduce
the angle of the shot. The latter course,
though usually the best, involves a certain
goal in the event of failure.

The Rippingham goalie did not hesi-
tate. He fairly threw himself out of goal
to meet Tom Merry. But the St. Jim’s
captain slowed slightly, and as the goal-
keeper dived desperately at his feet he
tapped the ball deftly across the goal-
mouth—just out of the keeper’s reach—
and there was a mighty roar as the ball
trickled over the line and lodged quietly
in the corner of the net! .

¢ Hurrah, St. Jim’s!”

“ Good old Tom Merry ! -

Tom was overwhelmed with back-
slapping, but his face was grim, and he
warned his men to fight hard yet. His
advice was timely, for Rippingham
strained every mnerve to equalise, and

RESULTS.

ST. JIMS .. .. 1 RIPPINGHAM .. 0
Merry.

Teams : ST. JIM'S—Wynn ; Figgins, Kerr ;
Redfern, Noble, Lowther ; Talbot, Levison,
Merry, Blake, D’Arcy. RIPPINGHAM—
Laurie ; Townsend, Grier ; Dollery, Vincent,
Keene ; Pope, Noyce, Saxby, Higgins, Redgrove.

GREYFRIARS .. 2 RYLCOMBE
Cherry, Wharton, GRAMMAR
SCHOOL .. 0

Teams : GREYFRIARS—Fieid ; Bull, Red-
wing ; Cherry, Todd, Linley ; Hurree Singh,
Nugent, Wharton, Penfold, Vernon-Smith.
RYLCOMBE—Carboy ; Willis, Wallace ; Carp,
Wootton ma, Smith ; Tadpole, Monk, Gay,

was awarded a free.
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brought up their balf-backs in & combined -
effort to carry the fort.

But Fatsy Wynn, ably defended by
Tiggins and Kerr, was safo and sure, and
the last few minutes ticked away without
further score. As the final whistlo shrilled
the St. Jim’s supporters broke over the
ropes and carried Tom Merry and Fatty
Wynn off the field shoulder high, and if
ever two footballers deserved it they did !

RYLCOMBE V. GR_EYFRIARS.
GORDON GAY and his men made a

brilliant start, and for a few minutes

carried all before them. Field in the

Greyfriars’ goal undoubtedly saved

his side again and again during that fierce

bombardment, and Gordon Gay was un-

lucky with a fine shot that Field somehow
tipped over the bar.

Harry Wharton rallied his men, how-
ever, and the smooth-working Greyfriars
forward line which has upset so0 many
defences this season swept down the field.

The Greyfriars attack was sustained,
and Carboy had no chance whatever with
the flashing drive from Bob Cherry which
beat him seventeen minutes from the start.

Rylcombe rallied in their turn, but
they were fighting a team just a little
better in almost every department, and
it was luck that saved them from further
downfall before half-time.

The second half found Rylcombe on
the run, and only Carboy’s tenacity in
goal stood between Greyfriars and a
heavy score. First Wharton, then Hurree
Singh, then Dick Penfold tested him, and
it was a header from Wharton that beat
him finally and put the last nail in the
Rylecombe coffin.

“If you men can reproduce this form
when you play in the final, yowil win
hands down !’ gasped Gay to Wharton,
as they walked off the field together.

“ Who are we playing ? ’ was Wharton’s
first question. .

And the answer came back, ¢ St. Jim’s! "’

At last! All through the competition
the rivals of GCreyfriars and St. Jim’s
have hoped to be drawn together, and
now they are to battle in the final tie
for the coveted Eastwood Cup!
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of the best ALL-BRITISH Cycles.
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PAID. Cash price £3: 15 : 0, or
All accessories FREE. KLY
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“Boy Tec” Outfits!

Great Value.

WEEKLY.
RET

Instruction Outfits!

Shyness, ‘' Nerves,”
back |

BLUSHING,

Self-consciousness,
Habit, Unreasonable Fears, etc., cured or money
Booklet’ Free privately—L.
STEBBING, 28, Dean Road, LONDON N.W.2.

Worry

RARE ABYSSINIA AND 51 DIFF, FREE!!
This rare stamp is catalogued 2/6. Just send 2d. postage.
URN TOWNSEND (U.J.S.),

GREENOCK.

THOUSANDS «f delighted custcmers write
MARVEL PACKET—ideal for beginners!
tains Fingerprint, Invisible Ink, Radio Ink and Mystic Fire Ink Powders.
Only 6d., complete with full instructions.
OUTFITS, complete make-up cquipment for perfect disguises (China-
man, tramp, dude, etc.). 13 items only 1/6; larger, with 18 items, 2/6.
SECRET SERVICE OUTFITS,
Many thousands sold!
1/-; larger, with 14 items, 2/6.
“Be a Fingerprint Expert!”
OUTFITS, with Handcufis, Revolver, Bullets, S.S. Badge, Call-Whistle,
and Black Mask; 6 items, only 2/1.
BOYS’ SECRET SERVICE TO-DAYII
by return.—BOY DETECTIVE SUPPLY STORES

A BOY DETECTIVE?

praising the wonderful
Con-

DISGUISE

the world-famous Amateur Teo
10 fascinating items, only
NEW FINGERPRINT OUTFITS.

9 items, only 2/-. BLACK DOMINO

DON'T DELAY! JOIN THE
“All goods sent post free
(DESK G.),

(Foreign postage 3d. in the shilling extra.)

LIVERPOOL.

BE STRONG

Course adds 10

‘your friends!
INSTITUTE (A), 28, Dean Road, LO

1 promise you Robust Health, Doubled
Strength, Stamina, i
30 days or money back !
ins.
development (with 2 ins, on Chest and 1 in. on Arms), also brings an Iron
Wwill, Perfect Self-control, Virile Manhood, Personal Magnetism.

i Testimony FREE, or Complete Course 5/-.—STE

NDON, N.W.2.

and Dashing Energy in
My amazing 4-in-1

STAMMERING. STOP NOW!

FRANK B. HUGHES,

Cure yourself asAI did.
Particulars free.—

26, Hart Street, LONDON, W.C.1l.

to your muscular

Surprise
BBING

BE TALL

Your Height increased in 14 days, or Money

Back. Amazing Course. Write for Free Book,
sent privately. —STEBBING SYSTEM, 28,
Dean Road, LONDON, N.W.2.

‘i 1
Nz

~

Ross System  is Genuine,

3,
7

my height to 6t. 331 T.H.,age 164, to 61t.1 —’E
NGREASED E.ys., 183, to 6ft. l.iT. F., 21, gﬁ‘.. 5t0.5ft. 10.

i Enrol TO-DAY!

Particulars 13d. stamp.—P. ROSS, Height Specialist, Scarborough.

Write for
complete

Fee £2 2s.

BLUSHING,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.—For FREE particulars
simple home cure send stamp. — M. HUGHES,
26, Hart Street (Room 16), LONDON, W-.C.1.

FREE FUN!

all sending 7d.
nd_ List.

Ventriloquists’ Instruments given FREE to
(P.0.) for latest Novelty

al (Large 6, 5

J. Harrison, 368, Dudley Rd., Birmingham,

Parcels,

JACK

will send a fine packet of stamps, including Azerbaijan, Nyassa
triangulars, Sardinia, Indian Native States, etc., upon receipt of
6d. Postal Order.—*“JACK,” 81, Woodstock Avenue,

WRITE FOR COMPLETE LIST. .
QEO. GROSE& CO.,8, NEW BRIDGE 8T.. LONDON,E.C.4

The “SPUR” FRENCH RACER

Guaranteed 1or ever.
RN /- Usual retail—£4-4-0.
Frame enamelled
black with red head.
f Genuine Avon Red Cord Tyres.

Deposit5/-and12monthly paymentsof5/4

f
LONDON, N.W.1l1.
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SOCCER SKIPPERS ¢

Get all’ the boys collecting for
this *¢ Mdtch ” football. Only
seven coupons per head if the
whole“team joins"in. It’s a real
winner. Stout leather case.
Bladder of pure Para rubber.
Don’t spend club funds when
you can’ get your new-season’s
ball FREE—with B.D.V.! Get
" together—NOW.

EVEN LESS COUPONS REQUIRED FROM
B.D.V. TOBAGCO—EACH TOBACCO COUPON
BEING WORTH 13 CIGARETTE COUPONS.

BOYS! HERE'S
A SUPER GIFT

GREAT i MATGH o
FO0TBAI.|.

CIGARETTES
- each Coupon worth 3

"CIVAEE other coupon %z%m&g ¢

S
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/ GIFT BOOK.

GODgBEY PHILLIPS I
39, Commercxal Strcet
London, I
/ Please send me tle amazin
B.D.V.  Gift Book in  ful
Ve colour, with 5 free coupouss,
showing 275 treble-value gifts. i
[J
P NAME.wiiiiiviiiiiininnaeannes I
@ ADDRESS..ccveereeeriverservenssesssnnnes
_—————__——.__ l

ESTABLISHED 1844. 4 .............................................

Printed and published every Wednesday by the Proprietors,

Advcrm\emenb offices :  The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4!

The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Fleetway House, Fariingdon - Street, London, E.C.4.

Registered Tor. transmission by Canadian Magazine Post. Sllba(‘llp[wn

Inland amd Abroad, 11s. per annum; 5s. 6d. for six months. Sole Agents for Australia snd New Zealand : Mgssrs. Gordon & Goich, Ltd.,
L

» and 7or South Africa; -Central News Agency, Ltd.—-Saturday, March 12th, 1932,



