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A SILVER WATGHES
il M Yours To Wear Whilst Paying For It.
W Gent.’s fullsize Keyless Lever
Watch, strong Nickel Silver, dust and
.damp-proof cases, clear dial, genuine
Lever Movement, perfect railway time-
keeper, price 15/-, or cash with order,

13 Ladies’ or Gent.’s wristlet
model (a beautiful present), 4/-
extra. Any of these splendid
watches sent on receipt of the
first payment. After receiving
the watch you send us a further
2/-, and promise to pay the
balance by weekly instalments of
6d. each, or 2/- monthly, War-
ranty for 10 years sent with each
watch. No unpleasant inquiries.
Don’t risk disappointment, as this is
manufacturer's stock, purchased at
great reduction (usually sold at
25/-). 8Bend 2/- and 6d. extra for
postagé and insurance at once to—
THE WOBURN WATCH CO.
(Desk G 9), Woburn House,

LONDON, W.C.1.

LIBRARY.

So comes Sharp's Super-
Kreem Toffee to the kiddies and
the grown ups. Scrum.pti«'ms,
luscious  and satisfying,
with wholesome nourish-
ment in every piece
—Sharp's creates happi-
ness everywhere. Try

a tin to-day.

&L
8d. per &b,
Sold loose by weight or in
4.1b. decorated tins—also
§n 1), 1,6 and 29 Lins.
E. BHARP & S0NB, Ltd,,
Maidstone.
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o clear stock guickly we offer
Sowermment. Hicpeles ot HALF wont

H OR EASY

ROYAI-ENFIELD, KYNOCH, NEW.
other celebrated makes—all ir excellent
any equal to new, No

led and senovate

4 L Tyr‘.‘? “LA:CHtm i;gq n(luoc‘;_mm
from shep prices. Write: ree Lists and Special Offers,
CYCLE COMPANY, incorpd,
Dont. B607 BIRMINGHAM.

BOYS! OUR OWDN

GCINEMA

Bes the Film Stars in your own home with this Wonder-
ful Medel Ci Powerful A le Lenses,
and Is supplicd with 3 of the best' Standard Films as
shown at your focal Picture Palace. Slides and all
accessories included, making a complete Home Cinema
Price No. 1. Only 4/9, Post 1/-,
No. 2 Modsl, » 1/6. o
No.3 Model. »_ 106, »
Extra Films 30ft.,"1/- each. Post Free,
DYNAMOS. Fine Models, only 8/6, Post Free,
e Medical Shocking Coils, complete, 5/~ it free.
Batislaction guaranteed or money back, Pleage cross ﬁm Orders

GRAGE & CO.,

81, Wood Street, l:hnmde, London, E.C.

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EX.
LARGEMENTS, 8d4. _ ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. OATALOGUER
ARD SAMPLES FREE.—HACEETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

CUT THIS OuUuT

“The Gem." PEN COUPON, Valus i

Send 13 of these oon{nnu with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Fen Co.,
119, Fleet Strest, London, E.C. Xou will receive by return a Splendid
British Made “{151”13?01}:”'“;”2;1 Fleot Fountain

on

Medium. or Broad ©oupon is & prica h being
allowed for each extra Soupon D Ko 12 {Peckel Clin. Bi crors ) 'This greas
offer iz wade to introduce the Iamous F| 10 ders.

e
Batisfacticn guaranieed or cash returned. Foreign post extra.
Lever Self-Filling Mod:l, with Safety Cap, 2/~ extra.

THE GeM LIBRARY.- WMo, TIS,

1] 1]
THE “EXCELSIOR” MICROSCOPE.
3/6, POST FPREE.
A High-Grade Instrument at the price of & “’f‘ Magni-
fies 2,000 vals. Indispensable for the teaching o Chemistry,
Botany, and Zoology, and for examination of Household
Foodstufts, shor Mites in cheeso as large as beetles
and Animalcuim swimming in water, ote
No. 1.—Beautifully finished in plain Brass . ., .. 3/8
No. 3.—Fxcknl'!ud Mountings and Btandards, Swinging s/6
o R e e len e e
Ko. 3.—Fitted with S Lens, Handsome, Heavy
Btand, efc., Superior Finfan an o - - T8

STEAM ENGINES.

VEBRTICAL or HORIZONTAL. Spring Safety Valve,
Btenm Whistle, and all Accessories,

B5/6, 7/6, and 10/8, Post Free,
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES OF ELEGTRICAL,
STEAM, and MECHANICAL MODELS and NOVEL.

ES, 3d., Post Fres.
SATISFACTION CUARANTEED OR CASH REFUNDED.

ENNETT BROS.,

B
5 THEOBALDS ROAD, HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.

DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENGE ?

Do you ever feel ** all of a tremble »? Do you feel awkward in the
presence of others? Do you have ** nervous or mental fears " of any
kind? Do you suffer from involuntary blushing, nervous indigestion,
lack of energy, will-power, or mind concentration? Do you shrink
from the company of men or women, social gatherings, speech-making,
conversation, playing or * appearing in public " Learn how o

for particulars of guaranteed cure in 12 days.—GODFRY ELLIOTT.
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4,

DON'T BE BULLIED

Small, wealk boys and men (also women), Tearn the socrots, in
gme. of Fulitau, the wondartil Japaoess art of Self horbrn yel
7]

the tri ence of
Yorags and balanee aa applied to defeating a powerfal man. o ing hi
helpless, B R THAN BOXING. stamps XOW 1
E LESSONS, or 3/8 for La artion” Of Consar e o ]

orsa, ¥ou tan
n. " Porsonal Lessons ~Depi. 8.,
Sohiogh, 31, Qolden Square, Londen, W. 1.0 o DeP G.M., The Jusitau

CINEMATOGRAPHS AND FILMS! Lowest Frives, Ofi !
from 5. Cowboy, Drama, and Comic Fiima, e 51 Lo Sy
Film. Stamp for Bargain Lista.—A, B, Maxwell, 434, Goorge St., Hastings,
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A Grand Long Complete Story of the Chums-of St. Jim’s.
By Martin Clifford.

CHAPTER 1.
In the Nick of Time.

[ ROOH! What a rotten road!” i
G Tom Merry, the stalwart captain of the Shell
Form of St. Jim’s, gave vent to that exclamation.
Night had crgpt over the countryside; not a star
glimmered in the sky, nd the moon was completely obscured
by & thick bank of cloud.

Tom was oycling back from Hugkleberry Heath. He had
been over there to see Miss Priscilla Fawcett, his old nurse
and guardian, vho had been unwell with influenza.

He had been greatly cheered to find that Miss Priscilla
was & great deal better. She bad made him some of her
famous “seedy " cake and strawberry jam-tarts, and Tom
had left it rather late in departing for St. Jim’s.

i%ht o'clock had chimed from the viliaie church he had
just left, but Tom did not mind. The Head had allowed

im a special late ﬁ‘“’ 80 he was quite safe from lines or
lickings so long ns he arrived back at the school by nine.

Cyeling through that part of the countryside was by no
means a pleasant task—especially after dar The road he
had taken was full of ruts and {\oles. and several times he
had nearly met with disaster. *

“My word! This is too bad1” gasped Tom, as his machine
lurched into another deep rut, and a torrent of muddy water
came surging round his legs. “I—I think I had better take
this road to the left, over the railway. It's a longer way
round, but I think it’s a better road.”

So he turned his icachine to the left, and, finding the
surfaco of the road cousiderably less bumpy, dug hard .at his
pedals, and simply buzzed along towards the railway,

He dismounted at the level-crossing to light hia rear lamp,
which had gone out. The gates, which were of an automatic
pattern, were looked, and the signal just ahcad showed a
green light, which indicated that a.train would scon be
passing.

Tom glanced keenly along the metal track, which was
dimly visible in the darkness.

All at once he gave a start, and strained his ears to listen.

Through the gusty wind, which was now beginning to whirl
a faint drizzle of rain about him, there came & low sound from
the railway-track,

It was the sound of a groan.

But it was only for a moment. The sound died away, and
only the wintry wind could be heard sweeping over the wet
fields and rustling tree-branches.

“My hat!” muttered the St. Jim’s junior, peering harder
towards the spot where he thought the sound had come.
“8urely there's nobody on the line! I—"

e broke off, and stood quite still to listen.

1t was so dark that he covld barely see three feet before
him. Only the gaunt. rustling trees {oumed up half-seen in
the gloom.

Through the soug}unﬁ of the wind he heard that sound
again. It was unmistakably a groan, uttered by a human
voice. And it came from somewhere along the railway-line.

An eerie feeling stcle over Tom Merry. There was some-
body on the line, heipless. Again he heard that groan, and
then he did not hesitate.

Setting his teeth hard, he Fripped the top rung of the
crossing-gate, and vaulted lightly over. : .

A noisg in the distance behind caused him to'look back
quickly over his shoulder, and, not far away in the distance,

he could hear a train approaching. and see the fitful light
from its furnace.

There was no time to lose.
of that groan.

He ran along the hard flints between the slecpers, and as
he ran he heard the groaning more distinctly. Two minutes
later, he slumbled actoss a huddled figure lying across the
up-lina. i

Tom looked at the signal, and saw that it was an upline
train that was approaching. : -

“What's the matter 2” panted the St. Jim’s jun\‘or bending

He must find out the meaning

down, and peering into a gaunt, haggard face. “Can’t you
get up?”

“No,” moaned the old man, stirrmg slightly. * I—1 have
caught my foot in the line and hurt my !..end. Oh, my head !

Get me off, lad; there is a train coming !"

Tom bent down guickly, and wrenched at the foot that had
been caught in tha metals. The old man winced with the
pain, and Tom realised that it would take time to geb him
released.

A piercing whistle broke through the darkness, and a

uickﬁu«npp‘maching rumble denoted that the train was very
close now.

‘What could he do?t 2 =

Tt was impossible to remcve the old man frem the line in
time.

To save a ghastly tragedy the train must be stopped. )

Tom Merry dashed back towards the level crossing, his
eyes strained on the approaching train. It had not yet
reached the level-crossing, but it was getting near there—very

near.

Would he be in time?

A desperate thought had entered his head.

He reached through the bars of the fence, where he had
propped up his bivyclge, and took off his rear lamp.

Turning the wick higher, so that a bright red light would
show, he ran back to the_railway-line, and, standing in the
middle of the track, waved the lamp aloft. s

Would the engine-driver seo it ?

The train came dashing nearer. The very sleeper on which
Tom Merry was standing began to tremble with the vibration
of the coming monste

With every nerve tightened, his lips firmly set, Tom Merry
stood there in the path of the fast-moving train, and waved
his signal.

Why didn't the driver see that red light?

He had to run backwards, for the train was coming very
near now. But he still held the warning signal aloft, He
could do no more to save the old man, who was lying helpless
on the steel lines. And just as he was about to cry out in
despair he heard the engine shrisk, and the grinding of brakes
came through the darkness, sending a thrill of joy and thank-
fulness through the plucky lad’s soul.

The train was slopping. The engine-driver had seen the
warning light.

With a hixsing of steam and a clatter of noise, the train
stopped—a few bare yards from the spot where the old man
was huddled.

“QOh, thank Heaven!” muttered Tom Merry, still holding
the red lamp on high.- **Thank Heaven I was in time!”
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CHAPTER 2.
A Strange Story.
HE engine-driver and fireman looked out of their cabin,

whilst excited passengers poked their heads out of the
train-windows,
““What's the matter I’ came the hoarse voice of the
engine-driver in the gloom. .

“There’s u man on the line, unable +o move!” cried Tom,
coming forward. *I—I was afraid you wouldn’t sce this light.
If you hadn’i—" e broke off with a shudder. :

The engine-driver peered down at the schoolboy in the
darkness,

“What's that you used—a bikelamp?” he said. "My
word! You're a plucked un, and no mistake, laddie. You've
done somebady a real good turn to-night, anyway. Come on,
Bates "—this to the fireman—*we’ll have a look at the man
on the line.”

en the rescuers came up the ld man was almost uncen-
scious, His head, where he had struck it on the steel line, was
bleeding profusely. .

Ono or two passengers, realising what was'the matter, came
up, and between them they soon managed to release the old
man from his awful predicament.

They laid him on the grassy bank, and brandy from one
of the passenger's flask was forced between his lips. ;

Gradually, conscicusness returned, and he sat up, looking
bewilderingly round him, pressing his hand to his throbbing
temple.

“Where am T7” he muttered hoarsely.
ber! Then the boy saved me?”

“If it hadn’t becn for the prompt action of this phrxcky
lad you would have been killed,” said one of the passengers
gravely. ‘“You owe your life to him!*

“Yes, yes; I will thank him in a minute. But my box—
the leather box—where is it?”

““Have you dropped a leather box ?” asked Tom Merry.

“Yes, Iad, Find it for me. It musin’s get lost. Look
for it—now 1"

Tom ran back to the spot where the old man had fallen,
and, by the aid of his red lamp, discovered a small, black
lcather box lying on the flints between the two tracks.

“Ah, that s my box!” exclaimed the old man, almost
snatching it from Tom Merry’s band.  “Thank youw, my
boy. - 1 feel better now. I live close to here. Will you assist
me home 1"

“Certainly, sir !I” replied Tom Merry respectfully.

The engine-driver, fireman, and the passengers looked at
the stalwart St. Jim’s boy in admiration. The words of
praise they uttered brought a crimson flush to Tom Merry's
cheeks.

A few minutes later the train moved on its way, and Tom
Merry was left alone by the railway-track, with the old man
he -had reseued from a ghastly d 5

He caught Tom Merry by the arm and leant on him.

“ My ankle is twisted; I can hardly walk,” he said. * My
house s yonder—behind those trees. Help me over there,
my lad. want to have a talk with you.”

Tom placed his bicycle in a cluster of bushes, and then
assiited the old man across a rough path towards a large,
rambling old mansion that loomed up in the dar’

The wind was now howling amonﬁst the chimney-pots and
the ivy that elustered thickly on the walls of the mansion,
and trees were soughing mournfully. Tt.was an eerie place,
but somehow, Tom thought, it suited the old man.

Two large mastiffs bar loudly as the old man opened
the gate, and he $nd Tom Merry entered, but a sharp word
from their master ‘silenced ther?;:gs.

Five minutes later Tom Merry was in an_old-fashioned
kitchan, with raftered ceilings and oak-panelled walls. A
bright log fire burned in the large open fireplace.

“Take a seat, lad,” said the old man, sinking, with a
relieved glaﬁ into an ar ir, and drawing it closer to the
fire. The black leather box he still hugﬁea to him. “Come
up to the fire. I want to talk to you.

Tom Merry looked round the dimly-lighted room and its
wizened tenant.

He now had an opportunity of studying the old man
closer. His was a kindly-looking face enough, but lined and
hardened with care and’wurry. His hair was snowy white,
and hung, in thick maases, over his shoulders. The hands
were large, hairy, and brown,

Tnstantly the thought leapt-into Tom’'s mind that this old
man was a miser, tgnt. the leather box he clutched to him
contained his hoard of wealth.

He #uddenly became aware of the other’s steely grey eyes
fixed searchingly on his face.

“You are thinking about me, wondering who 1 am?” The
voice, hard and wheezy, had & note of laughter in it. -“I

.am a strange old fellow, you suppose. Well, I'll tell you all
shout -myselfi—not. only because you just now saved my life,
- THE GBu LIBRARY.—No. 718,

“Oh, I remem-

but because I like the look of you, and feel that you are a
boy to be trusted.

My name is Caleb Taggart; I am English, and love my
natiye country, yet most of my life has boen spent abroad—
in the Big Woods of Canaga, in the wild Western lands, and
the icebound regions of the Yukon and the Klondike, The
éattur ;d)arl of my lifo was spent in the Klondike, hunting
or .

“Twenty years ago, I had a partner—Seth Gibbons. We
found gold, and he played me a low-down trick. I was old
even then, and he was yet in his ’forties. He set me
adrift in an isolated, unknown region, and kept our find of
gold to himself. But I alto discovered gold—much more gold
than we had ever dreamed of finding—in the -wild pl
where he left me to die. I found a place that was abundant
with gold, and would make the fortune of the man who
worked it.

“I was old and getting feeble, and unable to work it all
myself. 1 dug sufficient for my needs, and then set about
finding my way back to civilisation. It took me ten months,
and by the end of that time I was a physical wreck. Of
Seth aibbom I heard no more, except that he had left the
Klondike a rich man. But I did not care. Lheld the secret
of a mine that contained unlimited gold. 1 had writlen a
plan of it upon parchment so that it could be d again.
‘That was my secret. 1 meant to revisit that place when. m
health was reeovered, and make myself rich—rich enoug!
to find my boy, who was lost to me thirty years ago. But
old age was creeping on, and the sufferings thurl undergone

taking their toll.

“PDuring an illn T babbled of the secret I held, spoke of
the secret plan of the gold-mine, the plan that was hidden
in a leather box—the box that you see here mow. Seth
Gibbons got to know of it, and ever since then he has been
dogging me. He is after this plan; he wants to rob me of
my secret. I managed to hide from him, but now he has
discovered me! esterday, he was prowling about this
house. He means to rob me of this box, which contains tho
secret of the Klondike mine. So, fearing that to-night he
would break into this house, I went out in the dark with the
box, intending to bury it in a hole I had found in the rail-
way-bank—an old drain, I believe. But, in crossing the line,
;‘qﬁeﬁmt got caught, and, but for you, I should have been

illed.

“My boy, I do not know how to thank you. Now, I am
poor, but soon I hope to be rich. For I have found m
son; he is a man now. He is travelling home from Soutg
America to see me, and will arrive in a few days’ time. I
will give him the box, and he will take a party to the Klon-
dike, and work that mine which I discovered, and e him-
self and me rich, .Onl{mz:l few days to weit before Kenneth
g;riv’?l; but Seth Gibbons is here, and means to get that

x.

“Cannot you keep it at a bank?” asked Tom Merry, who
had lixaenegwith breathless interest to the old man’s story.

Caleb Taggart shook his head.

“T do not trust the banks,” he said. “No, my lad. 1
must find some other means. Tell me about yourself. ¥ou
are a fine-looking lad, and I like you.”

“Well, there isn't really much to tell,” laughed Tom.
“ My name is Merry—Tom Merry—and 1 am just an ordi-
nary schoolboy belonging to St. Jim’s, which is not far
from here.”

Caleb Taggart nodded, k .

“Yes, 1 know St. Jim's—a grand old place,” he said.
And then he laid a hand on Tom’s knee. 1 have an idea,

Merry—a plan to fool Seth Gibbons. You take this box
with you k to St. Jim’s, and keep it for me. I know
that

1 can trust you to keep & secret, and not tell anybody.
Seth Gibbons will never sream that my secret is being
kept in a boys’ school; it will be safe until Kenneth comes
to gnard it for me. Will you do that for me?”

Tom Merry laughed.

“Why, of course!” he said cheerfully. “That’s a rip-
ping idea! FIll take this box to St. Jim's with me, and
keep it there until you call for it. Nobody will be any the
wiser, except my two chums who share my study. I shall
have to tell them, but they are absolutely honest and
trustworthy.  Depend upon it, sir, not a word shall be
breathed outside our study.”

“Very well,” said the old man. “Take the box, Merry,
and 1 will call for it when Kenneth arrives. But do not
give it to anybody else. 1 cannot reward you sufficiently
now for the great service you have done me to-nigh$, but,
later on, my —_ =

“Qh, that’s all right!” interposed Tom, rising from ihe
chair. *“What I did, anybody else would have done.” It
was only just luck that I happened to come along on my
bike. 1 must be going now, sir, or I shall get into trouble.
Gates are locked at eight, and I have a pass till nine o’clock.
I sha'n’t get in by then unless I ; N

“ All right, my boy! Mind that-box doesn't jostle out of
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your pocket.
night " )

“ Good-night, sir!”

With a brief handshake, Tom Merry was gone.

When he had traversed the tree-bordered road for some
distance, he looked back at the large, gaunt house in the
darkness. o

“What & rummy old fellow!” he mused. “He tells a
strange yarn, but it rings true. I like him, and his box will
be safe enough in my keeping, 1 reckon.”

Tom Merry found his machine whera he had left jt, and,
remounting, he cycled over the level crossing, and made
his way through the night back to 8t. Jim's.

{ am more than. grateful to you. Good-

_CHAPTER 3,
The Japer Japed,

L3 ICE goin’s hon 1"
N Thus Tnggiea. the old and ancient school-porter
at St. Jim’s,

Tom Merry’s ringing at the gate-bell had
brought Taggles out of his snug little lodge, away from his
gin-and-water, into the dark, bleak night.

“Which you're late!” growled the porter surlily, as he
opened the side gate, to admit Tom and his bicycle. “ Which
these is fine goin's hon! You young rips is always givin'
me trouble! Wot I says is this 'ere—all boys ought to be
drownded at birth!”

“Go hon!” chuckled Tom Merry cheerfull{.

He did not wait to hear more of what Tagﬁ es had to say.
He wheeled his machine across to the cycle-shed, saw it
safely installed in there, and then walked across the pitch
black Close to.the School House.

“Bai Jove! Heah you are at last, Tom Mewwy !”

Arthur Augustus D"Arcy of the Fourth espied Tom as he
.came in, uﬁun’ied over to him.

. Monty Lowther, Maunners, Jack Blake, Herries and Dighy
came up, too. ’

“Where the merry dickens have you been, Tommy?”
inquired Monty Lowther, regarding his leader curiously.
o R.ai]lion'l been looking for you. It's nearly half-past
nine !

“Oh, T've had a rotten ride back from Huckleberry
Heath,” replied Tom evasively. * You should have seen
the state of the roads. Awful isn’t the
word!

“How is Miss Priscilla?” asked Blake
of the Fourth,

“Much better, thanks!” said Tom
Merry cheerfully. *8he seems more con-
cerned over my health than her own.
Why, she wouldn’t let me leave her placo
before I'd got a rotten chest-protector
strapped on me, and she made me take a
dose of some horrible chill-preventer——-
Grooogh!"

“Poor chap!” grinned Monty Lowther
sympathetically. ~ *“Where's the chest-
protector, Tommy "

“1 took it off and threw it in a-ditch

hen I'd gone about half a mile,” said

om. * Miss Priscilla means well, but I
hate being mollycoddled like a kid!"

“Ha, ha hal”

“We've had some real fun this after-
noon, Tommy,” said Monty Lowther.
“We all went to the Wayland Picture-
drome, and 'net those Grammar School
blighters in there. Gordon Gay & Co.
are properly on the wm&ath against us
once more, you know. e wera in the
back row of the cinema, and they got
in the row just in front. The rotters all
sat up high'in the seats, and shoved their
thick heads together, so that we couldu’t
see. Of course, we ceuldn’t stand
that—"

«“No, wathah not, deah boy!” said
‘Arthur Augustus excitedly. “‘So wo got
up, nnd" punched their heads, bai Jove,
an'—

The chums of the School House chuckled.

Since {ime immemorial, constant strife had been waged
between 8t. Jim's and Rylcombe Grammar Bchool. The
two schaols were not far apart, and Tom Merry & Co. and
Gordon Gay & Co. were a{’\vays ragging each other. Each
side had brought off a number of coups, but it had never yet
been decided which of the two factions were the top dogs.
That question was likely to remain unsettled for all time, it
seemed.

“Oh, well, T suppose 1 had better go along and see
Railton,” sald Tom Merry, with a sigh. “There will be a
hundred lines waiting for me, no doubt.”

Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the School House,
greeted Tom Merry with ratler a severe look when the
Shell captain entered his study.

“Well, Merry, where have you been!” he asked. “The
pass you were granted allowed you cut until nine o’clock.”

“I'm sorry, sir 1” replied Tom. “The roads were terrible
for eycling, and--and T took & longer route, across the rail
wayx.by Wayland.”

Mr. Railton looked hard at_him.

“You have no other excuse, Merry 7"

“No, sir,” replied Tom.

“Then I consider you a very noble and modest lad, to
say nothing of the gallant act you performed this evening.™
said the Flousemaster, smiling. - “A gentleman named Caleb
Taggart has just rung up to say that you were detained by
saving him from a horrible death on the railway-line. He
described how you did it, and told me your name. He was
anxious, you see, that you should not get into trouble for
being late.”

Tom Merry's face flushed with pleasure.

“QOh, that was splendid of him!” he exclaimed.
bhad no idea he med ring up an excuse for me."”

“It was splendid of you, Merry, to have done such a brave
deed and not boasted of it,” said Mr. Railton kindly: “You
are a bey that 8t. Jim's is proud of. You may.go, Merry,

ge excused

“I-1

and, under the circumstances, I think you may
your preparation.”

“Qh, thank you, sir!”

Tom Merry rejoined his chums, with a beaming face.

“No lines?” inquired Monty Lowther in considerable
surprise, )

“No. Railton was quite nice over it!" emiled Tom

“And they punched back!" broke in
Jack Blake enthusiastically. *“And in

a few minutes there was a perfect
We all got kicked out of the

cinema on our necks—Cordon Gay & Co.
as well—and then we chased 'em down
the High Street, caught them by the
railway-station, and then Figgins & Co.

There was no time to lose. Tom ran along the track between the sles

and as he ran he heard the groaning more distinotly.

he reached a huddied figure ly_f:l?d across the up-ilne.
by an ol

Sater
Two minutes la
1t was that
‘man.

came up, and we gave the Grammarians
» high old time!”
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and a series of howls and gurgles aroze.

6 Every Boy Ought fo Read the Splendid Stories in the ‘* Boys’ Herald " !

«Rotten roads and dark night, yon know. Hzllo! What's
the rumpus?”
There was & commotion on the up&ex landing. .
Next minute, Wally D’Arcy of the Third came dashing
down the stairs in pursuit of his pet meongrel, Pongo.
“Stop him !” shrieked Wally. Pongo’s run off with our
‘He's got all our kippers! Stop the little
blighter I”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry & Co. .

Pongo, who had a large paper parcel held tight between
his teeth, looked round him desperately. He did not mean
to part with those kippers without a struggle. He had run
off with them from the Third Form-room whilst the fags
were making tea, Mr. Selby had taken prep earlier than
usual that evening, which gave Wally D’Arcy & Co. an
opportunity to have a late supper in the Form-room before
going to bed. &

“@o it, Pongo!” chuckled Blake.
kipper-snatcher )

t3Vally made & grab at Pongo, but the lithe little mgngrel
slithered hetween the legs of Arthur Augustus, and made a
bee-line down the stairs that led to the domestic regions,
where Mrs. Kebble, the matron, held sway.

“Pongo | yelled Wally, dashing in pursuit.

kippers, you little gar! Drop 'em! .
ut f’nyngo, like Eﬁa&m‘a ass, heeded not the voice of his
master.

He ccampered down the stairs, through the kitchen, into
the bakehouse. ‘

One of the large oven doors was open a Jittle way, and
into this Pongo leapt like a rocket.

““Got him " cried Wally joyfully, pounding towards the
oven door. “Now the litile blighter will have to give “em
ap! I— Why, mum-mum-my only sainted Aunt Jane !”

Strange sounds were proceeding from inside that oven,
noises such as Pongo himself could not have made.

Wild scuffles an sounds of turmoil came frem the oven,

“He's a good old

“Drop thoie

“Good heavens!” ﬁupﬂd Wally.
thé oven! A—a burglar!”

With this swift suspicion uppermost in his mind, Wally
slammed the door of the oven and shot the bolt.

“QGroooog-hooooogh I’ came in a muffled gurgle from
inside the oven. mme out !"”

Wally, holding on tight to the oven door handle, bawled
up the stairs at the top. of his voice.

“Come down here, you fellows! I've clught 2 burglar I”

Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. dashed down the stairs
at top speed. .

They stood 'stock-still, and gazed at the Third-Former
holding the oven door, gasped.

“He's in here !” exclaimed Wally.

“Who? Pongo?” asked Tom Merry.

“Ves; and the burglar ! said Wally. “Hark at ‘em! I
rockon old Pongo’s going for him, and giving him a high
old time I

“Gweat Scott!” . )

The School House juniors listened, and heard weird noises
inside the oven.

“Yap! Yap! Grarrrrrrl”

“}'lmrxmngh! Lemme out !”

Tém Merry strode forward.

“My hat, there is somehoddy in the oven, chaps!” he
exclaimed. “Crowd round, and get your fists ready ! When
1 open the door, grab him at once!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry gripped the oven door,
movement, pulled it open.

A dusty, dishevelled figure came out, and the others
pounced upon the intruder at once.

“Yoooooop! Leggo! Iands off, you bounders !

Tom Merry & Co. fell back, thunderstruck, and blinked
at the floury individual who had tumbled from the oven.

“My only Sunday topper !” exclaimed Jack Blake in a
taint voice. “Gordon Gay!”

“You—you blighter !” i

The hero of Rylcombe Grammar School struggled to his
feet. He was smothered with flour and hrn.ui-rumbs, his
trousers were torn at the knees, and his jacket was ripped
up the back.

Gordon (Gay was in a parlous state.
blinked dolefully at Tom Merry & Co.

“Yowp! I reckon my luck’s out to-night ! he gasped.
“You've got me, you beggars, all through that con ounded
tripehound !”

“Good old Pongo !" said Wally, fondling his pet, who had
by now masticated half the kippers inside the oven. “If it
hadn’t been for you we shouldn’t have spotted thie awful

“There’s somebody in

“

and, with a quick

He groaned, and

bounder ! Carry on with the kippers, old eport! You
deserve ‘em! We couldn't think of eating ‘em now,
anyway !” * 2
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

Gordon Gay blinked. -

“Well, you'd better let me go now, you cnaps,” he said.
«T ghall have to be getting back to school—it’s nearly
bedtime.”

“Plenty of time for a chinwag yet, Gay, old chap ! said
Tom Merry cheerfully. ‘“Now, what the merry dickens are
vou doing in a respectable school at this time o’ night?”

Gordon Cay grinned ruefully.

“I reckon I came to get a little of my own back for the
ragging your chaps gave us this afterncon,” he said. “I
thought about emptying the contents of the dormitory water-
jugs into your beds, that's all. You would have had a
regular old festival when you went to bed, and—"

“Bai Jove! You feahful wottah!”

Tom Merry chuckled. .

“Thank goodness your little game has been nipped in the
bud!” he said. *You Grammar School worms are getting
mueh too cheeky lately, and we feel that it’s up to us, as
members of the superior school, to teach you & lesson. Den’t
we, chapa 7’

Gordon Gay’s face assumed a haunted look,

“Y_T say, pax, you know !” he said uneasily.

“Not much!” chuckled Tom Merry. “You came for a
rsg, and you're going to have one, Gay, old scout! There’s
a fiour sack in the corner, empty. We'll shove him in that,
as a preliminary !”

“Ha, ha! Good egg!”

Gordon Gay was bundled rudely into the flour sack, two
holes being cut in the bottom to allow his legs to go through.
The sack was tied under his armpits by means of some
string.

“Foere is a packet of dried peas,” said Jack Blake, diving
into the pantry. ‘‘Let's make him do penance, with peas in
his boots I”

“a, ha, ha!”

“Yes, you do!” howled Gordon Gay, struggling wildly.
“Pon’t you touch my feet, or I'll kick I”

But the luckless Grammarian’s legs were captured and
held firmly, whilst Tom Merry and Blake removed his boots,
put & layer of peas inside Gordon Gay’s socks, beneath the
soles of his feet, and then replaced his 5

“Yow-ow!” moaned Gay, dancing as he trod on those
peas. “Oh, you horrid rotters! Take these things out of
‘my, socks "

“No fear!” 3

«Plaster his head with treacle! There's plenty here, and
we don’t like it at table!” chuckled Tom Merry.

Gordon Gay howled as this ghastly operation was carried
out; but Kit Wildrake placed a large hand across his
mouth, until Manners procured a gag for the hapless Gram-
marian leader.

«A fow oals sprinkled on the treacle would give an
artistic effect I smiled Monty Lowther, and ladled out the
rolled oats liberally.

Gardon Gay soon looked a sight for gods and men and
little fishes.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at him and roared.

“Baj Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, *“You
weally do look widic, Gay, deah boy ! ‘Ha, ha, ha! T wegahd
this Jn.pnhn g;ﬂ,i,ucﬂy funnay, bai Jove!”

. 2, 1

“Yorrugh! Cug! Gug!” gurgled the unhappy Gram-
marian, {rom behind his gag. Those were the only sounds
he was able to utter, but his looks spoke whole volumes. He
hopped wildly on _the hard peas that were in s socks.

“(ave!” said Kit Wildrake suddenly, listening at the door.
The cowboy junior had quick ears. “Here comes the
matron! Therell be no end of a shindy if she discovers us
here. We’d better scat!” .

“Yaas, wathah!”

Tom Merry & Co. promptly
happy prisoner with them.

Gordon Gay was taken into the quadrangle, where all was
quiet and dark. Tom Merrysaffixed a lighted cycle-lamp to
his rival’s chest.

“Better give him a rear light as well!” chuckled Monty
Lowther, tying a red lamp =t the back of Gordon Gay's
weist. My word, you're fixed up a treat now, old sport!
Eu!illg,r hurry bagk to your casual ward, or you'll be late for

ed |

‘““Ha, ha, ba!”"

The. gng was removed from Gay's mouth, and he was
bundled through the side gate, into the Rylcombe Lane.

He hopped and leaped wildly in the air, for those hard
peas hurt!

»Yow-ow-ow! My feet! Oh, you—you howling rotters!”
moaned Gay, quite overcome with rage and humilintion.
“Tll pay you -out for this! Mark my words! The Grammar
School won’t stand this insult without getting its own back!
We'll make you sing small, you rotters! Yow-ow-ow!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the St. Jim's juniors.

“goatted,” taking their un-
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They propelled Gordon Gay along the lane, and set him
going in the direction of the érammur 8chool. Gordon Gay
went, hopping and skipping as though treading on hot bricks.
He ],lee&l and uttere;sulphuroua threats of battle, murder,
and sudden death. :

Tom Merry & Co., quite unabashed, watched their hapless
rival go down the lana, the bicycle-lnmp shedding a light in
his path, and the red lamp glimmering jn the rear.

e G-ooavbye, Bluebell I cried Tom Merry. * Don't give your
acho,q!mam too much of a fright when you arrive, will
you?

“Ha, ha, ha!”
And, as the red lamp flickered farther away in the dark-
ness, Tom Merry & Co. returned to the School House, to
chuckle over their gorgeous jape on their Grammarian rival,
and then prepared for bed.
CHAPTER 4.
‘Wildrake Chips In.
P T will be safe enough in my desk, I reckon,” said Tom
Mer{zg.

+TUnless Baggy Trimble came nosing in here, and

ran off with it,’" said Monty Lowther.

Manners shook his head.

“ Baggy won't do that in a hurry,” he said; “not after that
licking 1 gave him yesterday. The little beggar came in
here, opened a new packet of photographic plates, and apoilt
the lot! When 1 caught Baggy, I spoilt him, and
threatened to wipe up the quad with him next time he was
found in this stusyf’

‘*“Ha, ha, ha!” %

The Terrible Three had been discussing the strange story
of old Caleb Taggart. Lessons were over for the morning,
and they had come into. their study for a “jaw.”

“Poar old fellow!” mused Tom Merry thoughtfully. “7

_felt quite sorry for him. It’s pretty certain that his old
partner, Seth Gibbons, is an out-and-out rotter, and if only
to keep the box from his hands, I'd move heaven and earth
to keep it safely. Wonder whether he did break into. the
Gables last night? I—I hope the old man is all right.”

Monty Lowther looked dubious.

_“Da you think he is safe, Tommy?” he asked. “A fellow
like Gibbons, who left his partner to die in the Klondike,
must be a tough customer, and would stop at nothing to gain

T

8t. Jim’s juniors clambered over

t d the way, following, with all the
Canadian  woodsman’s cunning, the footprints he had
discovered,

Look hers,” he said grimly, thrusting aside the branches
of a thicket of bushes near by.

Tom Merry and the others locked, and uttered cries of
horrar. :

The_stiff, lifeléss bodies of two large, handsome mastiffs
were lying on the Emund. Kit Wildrake bent down and
examined them briefly.

“*Poisoned !"” he said curtly.
dogs was & Canadian woodsman; I can tell that by the way
the animals have been killed. A tiny arrow, filled with a
deadly poison, was shot into the bodies of cach of these
dogs. It’s one of the methods the woodsmen use to kill the
wolves; they learnt it from the Indians. There is no doubt,
now, that Seth Gibbons has been here.”

““ And still may be here,” said Tom Merry, looking round
quickly. “We had better not be scen entering the house,
you fellows!”

Wildrake nodded. :

«“Follow me!” he said. “These bramble-bushes afford us
excellent cover. We’ll be able to sneak in through one of the
back windows.”

With the stealth of Red Indians, they crept over the
grounds towards the Gables. Wildrake very cautiously thrust
open a window in the rear of the ivy-clad house, and they
cﬁmbod in, one after the other.

“Hark!” said the Canadian junior, stiffening suddenly.
“Did you hear that?"

It was a footfall on the bare boards of the corridor thoy
were standing in.

The juniors dodged back into an alcove. Peering ouk
cautiously, Wildrake saw & large, burly man cross the hall
and climb the stairs.

1t must be Gibbons,” he whispered. “Come on, you
fellows; but be careful not to make a noise. We'll follow
and find out what his little game is. I guess we'll take star
turns in this show!”

The stairs were thickly carpeted, which considerably
assisted the boys in climbing them noiselessly. :
They heard the door of a room in the upper corridor slam,
and then a gruff voice came to their ears.

.

One by one, the pluck:
the gate. Kit Wildrake fc

“The man who killed these

Tom Merry nodded.

“You're right, Monty,” he said. “0ld

% Ta&gaﬂ. isn’t safe in that house all alone,
with that rascal prowling about. Let’s

cycle over there. It won't take long, and

we need only see that the old man’s

right. We'll take Wildrake.”

‘ All serene, Tommy ! «

Kit Wildrake, the Canadian junior,
was taken into the secret, and at once
expressed his willingness to accompany
the Terrible Three to the Gables,

The Terrible Three and Wildrake took
their cycles out, and pedalled away
swiftly thmuﬁh Rylcombe ‘Wood, to the
outskirts of the village, where Wayland

T

vil
Heath commenced.

The Gables, looking just as mysterious
and weird even in the daylight, stood in
the midst of a thick cluster of trees, down
a narrow and unfrequented road.

Tom Merry & Co. cycled down there
slowly, and dismounted at the bottom.

They looked through the large iron
gates, and saw the ground all weed-
grown, bare, and neglected.

“Pretty dismal-looking shanty,” said
Kit Wildrake. “Certainly not a safe
place for an old man to live in, with a
desperate enemy dogging him. Hallo!
Look there! Footprints!” '

The keen eyes of the Canadian junior
had been scrutinising the ground inside
the gates of the house. He bent down,
and looked carefully at the marks that
had attracted his attention.

“Yes b Jove!” he said, and
examined ll:e gate. “Look at these
scratches on the ironwork! —Somebod,
has just recently climbed this gate, nng

I

1

walked up to the house along this path |
Things look ﬁsgy to me!”

hat! You're right, Wildrake,”
said Tom Merry, and his eyes glittered.
“The old man might have been mur-
dered, for all we know. Let's get over

Tom Merry gripped the oven door, and, with a quick movement, pulled
ft open. rhe u i handerstruch "ot th
individual ‘im é|

niors
he oven.
ake in a fain

fell back, s BN af
- only Sunday topper 1" exclaimed Jack
voice. “ Gordon Qay!”

the gate and make a search.”
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Y wellt” It was the voice of a burly man, whose life had
been spent in the open air. * Have you come to your senses
yet, Caleb? I offer you a square deal—a thousand quid in
real Bank of E%laﬂd notes, in exchange for that plan of your
secret mine! hat’s the use of that mine to you? You're
too old to return to the Klondike and work it. Take it from
me, pard, you'd best accept my offer while I'm in the mood.
I'm apt to git nasty an’ irritable like, an’ Seth Gibbons is
famous in the West as a crittur wot don’t stand on ceremony.
Now, wol's it goin’ to be, Caleb?” x

“T don't care for your threats, Gibbons!” Old Caleb
Taggart’s voice, though weak and tremulous, had a deter-
mined ring in it. * You may threaten, or do as you like, but
you'll never wrest my secret from me!”

There came an ugly snarl from the other man.

“ Where've hidden the box?” he demanded viciously.
“Tell me, Caleb, or by gar’, there’ll be no accountin’ for
what I do! I guess I've searched high an’ low in-this brick
;heb_ang of yours, but you’ve found a pesky clever hidin’-place
or it.’

“Look where you will!” retorted the old man defiantly.
*“The box, Gibbons, is not in this house. It’s where you'll
never find it.”

*You old scum!”

Next minute there was a scuffle and a shrick from Caleb

art.
T‘&xgt Wildrake, gaining the door of the room, saw the bigy

hulking bull

holding the old man’s throat in large, cruel
hands. _Calel i

Taggart was bound with rope, lying helpless

Kit Wildrake's voice rang out ehm?ly, like the crack of a
whip. Seth Gibbons released his hold of Taggart’s throat,
and wheeled round with an oath. _

“@rab him, chaps!” sang out Tom Merry, springing
forward.

Next minute, all four boys had flung themselves at the
hulking lout.

He went to the floor with a wild yell, struggling with all
his brutal strength.

Kit Wildrake got sstride the fellow, and his long, strong
hands closed over Gibbons’ throat, The Canadian junior’s
gri'P tightened, and the bully’s struggles became feebler.

h'l Let go! Let go, curse you!” he panted, striving to get
ia breat

b e
“Take that rope off Mr. Taggart, chaps, and bind this
antelope!” ordered Wildrake. “1I {ueh we've turned the
trick on_you, Gibbons. Nothin’ like the old Wild West
tricks—eh?”

Manners and Lowther sat on Gibbons with Wildrake, whilst
Tom Merry quickly unbound Mr. Taggart, and, with the
same fope, secured the man on the floor.

“Prussed up like a chicken!” smiled Wildrake, rising.
*Plenty of fresh air now, Gibbons. Let loose zll the ranch
talk you please—don’t mind me. I'm used to i&"

Seth Gibbons was looking hard and balefully at the
Canadian_junior. ”

“You htsle whelp!"l_’ha raged. “I’ve seen you before

a
It’s more than likely !”” smiled Wildrake. “I'm
Leg Ranch, British Columbia, and I guess I know
all the mountains and the woods and the prairies, as well
as the towns, out there in the West.”

“Wildrake's son! I know you now !”” ejaculated the ruffian
on the ficor. “By gorry! 1 never figured on seein’ Wild-
rake’s gon over here

“That so?” chuckled Wildrake cheerfully. “This is a
‘E;;Inzr},y world, isn't it, Gibbons? So you know my popper—

“Worked for him, the durned boob!"” growled the other.
“1 guess you've got me, sons, but it won't be for long!
Seth Gibbons has broke the stone jug many a time, an’
can do it again, too, in this goldarned countryl An’, what's
more, Caleb, I'll have the laugh of you yet!

Caleb Taggart laughed. F 2

“1 don’t care & rap for you now, Gibbons, or any of your
threata [” he said. “My secret is safe—thanks to these boys.
You came just in time, my lads. I'm more than grateful to
you all. TNl ring up the police, and ask them to fetch this
rascal away.”

“That's the ticket!” said Kit Wildrake, “We'll stay
here, 1 iuesa, until the police arrive. There’s ne trusting
sluinks like Scth Gibbone.”

Caleb Taggart telephoned to the Wayland police. Seth
Gibbons lay on the floor where the juniors had deposited
him, scowling and muttering under his breath. .

. At Jength, an inspector and two bles-arrived.
Taggart gave their prisoner in charge, and Gibbens was
away in custody.
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led

they scouted round

Tom Merry & Co. and Kit Wildrake then left the Gables,
and returned on their cycles to St. Jim’s. s
dinner. Jack Blake & Co.

They arrived just in time for .
were curious to know where they had been, but they did net,
of course, enlighten the Fourth-Formers.

“8ay, Merry,” observed Kit Wildrake to the Shell captain,
when lessons were over that afternoon, and he met the
Terrible Three outside the Common-room, * what about that
box containing the old man’s plans? Goin’ to give it back
to him 1 )

“No; he asked me to keep it till his son returns,” replied
“Ji's the best way, I think, in case of accidents,
and—- Hallo! Do you want me, Kildare?” .

“Yes. 'There's somebody on the ’phone for you,” replied
the stalwart skipper of St. Jim’s, appearing at the end of
the passage.

Tom Merry, looking surprised and curious, hurried away.

He returned to his chums a few minutes afterwards, and
there was a serious, dismayed look on_his handsome face.

“What's wrong, Tommy?” asked Monty Lowther sym-
pathetically. “Bad news of Miss Priscilla?”

“No,” said Tom shortly. *Caleb Taggart rang me up to
say that Seth Gibbons has escaped from the police, and is
ag.ain at lu‘!',ge!"

w

“Great Scott!”

¥ guess I'm sorry to hear that!"” remarked Kit Wildrake.
“The rascal will be prowling around here now !”

“We'd better keep a look-ont for him,” said Tom Merry.
“The police are hot on his track, anyway, and the rotter
m%y be recaptured any hour now.’ &

't that was scanty comfort to the St. Jim’s juniors. They
knew what a desperate rascal Seth Gibbons was, and could
not help wondering what his next move woul;

CHAPTER 5.
Grammarians Abroad.
[ AREFUL!” whispered Gordon Gay.
’i‘l{;zn [ ho|wl n;lmed frﬂll’ﬂ the darkness below.
“Ya ind where yow're putting your
feet, you |3mt! That was my napper " £
“Sorry, Franky!”

Frank Monk grunted, and rubbed his head.

Tt was night, and Rylcombe Grammar School was wrapped
in gloom.

Gordon Gay & Co. had waited for the stroke of eleven;
then théey had risen from their beds, dressed quickly in the
dark, taken certain articles” that had been smuggled under
the beds, and stole quietly from their dormitory.

To the lithe and active juniors it was easy enough to drop
lightly. upon, the leads of the outhouse below the box-room
window, and thence clamber to the ground.

In a few minutes Gordon Gay, Frank Monk, the two
Woottons, Tadpole, Mont Blong, and Carboy were standing
in the quadrangle.

They ncouted round the dark quadrangle, and reached the
school wall.

Then Gordon Gay withdrew a rope ladder from the bundle
he carried. The end of this ladder was fitted with a steel

rappler, He threw it to the of the wall, the grappler
glung to the other side of the brickwork, and the juniors
were thus able to climb the wall, one by one.

Tn a few minutes more they were all in the road outside
the school.

Red lights ﬁ]immered through the darkness, and a small
fire cast a yeilowish radiance into the fitful shadows at the
side of the road. The road was “up ” outside the Grammar
School. Rylcombe District Council were having new gas-
mains laid. e lamps hanging on the barriers round the
excavations were responsible for the red lights, and, in a
cabin near by, the night watchman was warming himself by
the coke fire. .

“:gh1* whispered Gordon CGay. “We don't wani to
arouse the old watchy. ITere we go on the giddy warpath!
To-night we get our own back on those St. Jim’s rotters !”

“Hear, hearl”

wigh 17

Moving like very phantoms in_the night, the Grammar
School guninu crept past the night watchman, and then
hastened along the lane towards St. Jim’s.

They reached the walls of their rival school, and once
aﬁin d(he rope ladder, with its grappler attachment, was
utilised. .

Gordon Gay, Frank Monk, Harry Wootton, and Carboy
climbed over the wall into the dark quadrangle of 8t. Jim’s,
leaving Jack Wootton, Mont Blong, and Tadpole to *keep
cave ” outside.

“Now for the bu:ilu stunt !” chuckled Gordon Gay, as

e School House. *“Let me seo, those
study windows ahove us, aren’t they? Vou,
Wootton and Carboy, stay down here with the sack to cateh
the things as we drop them out of the windows. T mean
to burgle all the movable articles belonging to those St
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Jim's bounders, o that they'll have the shock of their lives
in the morning to find that their studies have been broken
into and all their thinﬁ: ﬁinchod! I've i”t a note here for
Tom Merry, which I shall leave on his desk, saying that if
thoy want their things back again_they must come to the
Grammar ool, carrying white flags for truce, apologise
for the japes they have worked on us lately, and ask us
very nicely for the return of their Fmpett . Ripping wheeze,
jsn't it? We shall have them all in a cleft stick properly !
They wouldn't sneak to the masters, but will have to eab
humble pie! Tom Merry & Co. will kick themselves to-
morrow morning "

“Ha, ha, hal”

«gh'1” murmured Gay. “You two chaps stay here, as
1 said. Come on, Franky—our job is to get into this miser-
able hole they call a school I

The two raiders scubtled away, Harry Wootton and Cnrhni
remaining behind to perform their part in that deep dar

lot.

Lights were gleaming from several of the masters’ rooms.
The Head's study, Mr. Railton’s study, and Mr. Lathom's
were all lighted. ' But the blinds were down, and all was still,
dark, and‘ silent in the quadrangle.

Gordon Gay, who knew St. Jim's well, and had several
times in the past carried out night raids on the rival school,
located the box-room window, and he and Monk climbed in.

They groped their way cautiously along the dark corridors
until the Shell pauatg: was reached.

Beginning with Terrible Three's room, the Gram-
marians made a tour of the studies.

% Here's Manners’ camera!” chuckled Gordon Gay, open-
ing & large desk in Tom Merry's study, *‘He’ll tear his
hair when he finds that gonel ~Be careful not to damage
it, Franky—we're not out to spoil myt.'hmg. Tie that cord
round it Ermiy, and lower it to the others.”

Manners' camera, with several other things, was lgwered
out of the window into the \vaitinihand.s of Harry Wootton
and Carboy below, who untied them from the string and
placed them in a sack.

“Here's a funny little black leather box,” said Gordon
Gay, rummaging at the bottom of the desk. . “Doesn’t look
very vaiuﬂxble; ut still, one never knows. Drop it down,
anyway ! ; =

amyng thus visited each study in the Shell Euaa e in
turn, the midnight marauders went along to the ourth
Form quarters, and proceeded to turn out all the movable
articles in the studies.

Jack Blake’y cherished wireless outfit went, also Digby’a
¢ Meccano *' sel ’ Arcy’s L tiful gold-cased fountain-pen,
the silver cup Levison had won at the village sports for
marksmanship, Kit Wildrake’s valuable Indian bowie-knife,
watches, clocks, footballs, fishing tackle boxing-gloves, orna-
ments, tool sets, albums, medals—in fact, everything they
could conveniently take away with them, and whic they
thought would be missed by the owners.

At length, their work completed, they clambered out of
the box.room window again, and rejoined Wootton and
Carboy in the qund.mnil:.

“We've got two sacks full of plunder!” chuckled Harry
Wootton. =My word! It's & good job we all came! There
are only just enough of us to carry this lot!” N

“@hurrup 1" murmured Gordon Gay. “Not so much jaw,
Harry! Let's get this swag away as soon as yoss I

They carried. it across the qua rangle, and Jack Wootton,
Mont Blong, and Tadpole helped them over the wall with it.

Carrying their spoils between them, the Grammarians made
their way back swiftly to their own school.

They crept up the lane, where the watchman's fire was
gtill burning brightly. .

“Wonder if he's awake?” murmured Gordon Gay, listen-

i “Hark! Can you hear him snoring ?”

:sl'hey listened, and then a puzzled look came over Gay's
ca. .
“Did you hear_that moan?” he asked

#Yes, T thought it was a moan,” said Frank Monk *1
—1 hope gherd’s nothing wroni.”
(}orcin Clay crept up stealthily to the watchman’s eabin,

and was startled to discover the old watchman propped up
inside the wooden box, his hands tied to his sides, and a
gag secured over his mouth.

My hat!” said Gordon Gay, beckoning io his chumas.
“This looks fishy! We shall have to give oarselves away,
and release the old chap!” .

They vaulted over the wooden barrier, and soon relieved
the old watchman of his bonds.

# What happened?” demanded Gordon Gay.

“Y gaw a man climbing over the achool wall1” \éaaped the
‘watchman breathlessly, I called out to him, and he came
back at me. He was a big, heavy brute, and before I knew
what had happened he has me down, and did me up just as
you found me." !

é' \"E'here is he now?” asked Gay eagerly.
off?"

“Did he cleat

“No; he got over the school wall, and is still in there,
young gents!”

Gordon Gay set his teeth firmly. e

“(Come on, chaps!” he said. *This is where we catch a
real burglar!™

They climbed over the school wall quickly, by means of
the ladder they had brought with them, not forgetting to
take their plunder as well.

The Grammarian juniors looked round keenly in the dark-
ness, their hearts thumping with excitement.

Suddenly, Mont Blong, the French junior, gave a start.

“Mon Dieu! ‘There is somebody in ze trees over zair, mes
amis 1” .

Gordon Gay & Co. listened, and heard the rustle of leaves
EHISEE the bushes that separated the Close from the playing-

e

“You're ziﬁht, Mont Blong!” ejaculated Gordon - Gay.
“Stay with this stuff, old chap, while we scout out for the
burglar. We'll spiit up into pairs, and go in different
directions.”

This plan was acted upon. Leaying Mont Blong to guard
their own plunder, the Grammarians ran off quietly in the
darkness in pairs.

Gordon Gay and Jack Wootton suddenly unced on 8
shadowy figure among the bushes. i po

“Got him!” exclaimed Gay, and whistled to the others,
gasped their captive, wriggling. ‘‘It's only me

“Leggo
—Gilette 1”

“ Great pip!”

The Grammarians blinked at the other in the darkness, and
were able to recognise him as Percy Gilette, a member of
their own Form.

Gilette was not a pupular schoolmate of theirs. He was not
Gordon Gay & Co.’s sort, belngo more addioted to breaking
bounds at night with Racke & Co. of 8t. Jim's, and smoking
and playing nap, than taking part in the school games.

“(ilette I” exclaimed Gordon Gay. ‘What the dickens are
you doing out here?” .
"I“l\im-nﬁthing 1" stuttered the Fourth-Former, wriggling.

“Didn't you chaps hear us whistle?” cried Frank Monk,
dashing up’ with the others at his heels. *We've seen the
burglar, but he got away. A big, hefty fellow he was. But
he had nothing with him. Hallo! Is this Gilette? He must
be the fellow we saw the burglar talking to.”

“Great Scott!” 5

Gordon Gay & Co. looked grimly at their Form-fellow.

“Have you been talking to the burglar, Giletie?”
demanded Gordon Gay.

Percy Gilette gave a sickly grin.

“Yeo-es, He stopped me, you know,” he said. “I was
out, lnolm(l_;% for you chaps. I knew you were raiding Tom
Merry & Co.’s studies at St. Jim’s, and, as I-couldn’t sleep,
1 thought ¥'d follow, and take & hand. I met the burglar in
these trees. He stopped me, and wanted io know which was
Tom Merry’s room, He had mistaken the two schools, and
thought this was St. Jim's. I told him of his mistake, and
he . went_quietly enough. He didn’t come to burgle the
school. He was after Tom Merry, of St. Jim's.”

Gordon Gay & Co. looked at each other in amazement.

“My only Sunday topper!” exclaimed the Grammarian
leader. *“That’s a queer yarn, and no mistake! Are you
trying to pull our legs, Gilette, or—"

“I've told you the truth!” said Gilette bluntly.

" Yes} but we know what a truthful chap you are, Gilette
—1I don’t think!” retorted Gordon Gay. *You were out on
the tiles again to-night, I suppose, pub-haunting, as usual,
thinking yourself a regular gay dog and a goer! I don’t
know how much to belicve of the rest of your yarn. Of
courss, it's quite possible that a burglar not acquainted with
the neighbourhood, wanting St. Jim’s, might mistake our
school for it in the darkness. But what the dickens is the
fellow after Tom Merry for?”

Percy Gilette shrugged his thin shoulders.

“How the dickens should I know?" he said.

“Y suppose you told the fellow how to get to Bt. Jim's,
and zll he wanted to know—eh?”

“ Well, what if I did?” asked Gilette defiantly. *He was
a mu]g;h brute, I tell you, and might have laid me out—"

#Oh, ratal” snapped Gordon Gay. ‘‘You chaps had better
take Gilette and our swag indoors, while I run_back to 8t.
‘l‘im,a" and see that everything is all right. I sha'n’t be
ong.”

Gordon Gay ran off; bul outside he met the watchman,
conversing with two mounted policemen.

"l—l]avn you captured him?” asked the Grammarian leader
eagerly.

One of the policemen shook his head.

“No, my lad; but he's on the run,” he said. “The fellow

who broke into your school is Seth Gibbons, who escaped

from Wayland Gaol yesterday. We have been hunting him
Tue Gem Liprarv.—No. ’?l&
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ever since, 'The rascal has showed plenty of daring in enter-
ing. your school to-night.”

“ﬁe meant to get into St. Jim’s—after Tom Merry,” said
Gordon Gay. i 3

“By Jove! Tom Merry is one of the lads who gave him
away,” said the policeman. “ Naturally, the fellow would be
wanting to. get his own back. Well 1 should advise you
to return to your , my lad. Il have a special look-out
stationed round 8t. Jim'a. Gibbons didn't run in that direc-
tion, anyway; but it’s as well to be on the safe side.”

“Yes rathor 1"

Gordon Gay, five minutes later, rejoined his chums in the
dormitory.

“It’s all serene; the police are going to watch St. Jim's,”
he said cheerfully, “Well, chaps, here’s our swag; and I
reckon those St. Jitn’s microbes will be tearing their hair in
the morning! What a night of excitement it’s been !”

Soon the candles were blown out, and silence reigned
in the Fourth Form dormitory at Rylcombe Grammar School.

Gordon Gay & Co. were soorr asleep.

A little timo elapsed, and then Percy Gilelte sat up in bed.

“You fellows awake?” he asked cautiously. E

There was no answer. Tadpole’s unmusical snore was the
only sound that disturbed the silence of the night.

ilette jumped out of bed, and went over fo the pile of
“swag "’ had been piaced by the large wardrobe.

“I wonder if they happened to take that black box?” he
mused, as he commenced to rummage amongst the various
articles raised from St. Jim's. “My word, if only I could
get hold of that box! The chap offered me twenty quid if I
managed to get it from Tom Merry. Twenty qud! If
those rotters have brought it away with them with the other
stuff, then my luck’s in. ‘What's this?” }

e cad of the Grammarian Fourth chuckled with glee
P\‘hen he pulled out the black leather box he had been hunting

or.

“Got it!” he muttered. “Nobody will know I've got it.
To-morrow night I'll see Gibbons, and hand it over to him.
Twenty quid! My hat!”

He took the box to bed with him, and thrust it under

his pillow. And, chuckling softly, he composed himself
to sleep.
CHAPTER 6, .
Under Suspicion.
% g UM-MY only hat!”
M “ What the merry thunder—"
! Great pip "

us the Terrible Three when they entered
Study No. 10 next morning.

That famous den presented a curiously bare and empty
appearance. =

“Where’s the clock 1"’ gasped Tom Merry, wondering.

" And my silver inkstand, and the bronze flower-vase?”
said the bewildered Monty Lowther. *And my boxing-
gloves, and the fencing-foils #*

‘“And the fire-screen, and my photograph album, and my
airgun?” gurgled Manners in a faint voice,

'fha Terrible Three blinked.

A large envelope was pinned on“the cupboard door, and,
like one in a dream, Tom Merry went over and picked it up..

It was addressed to*him, and, still mechanically, he tore the
envelope, and read the following amazing. epistle:

“To Tom Merry, Chief of the Si. Jim’s Jinglewitted
Jossers!

“Dear Old Bun,—This is to inform you that the herces
of Rylcombe Grammar School have thfs night entered by
stealt] B(;rour tumbledown old Home for Incurables, and have
annexed all the movabls property which we thought you
might miss. In fact, we have had a general clear out of the
Shell and Fourth Form passages. Jow, we have felt it
necessary to do this, in view of the cheekiness that you St.
Jim’s" jossers have shown lately towards us, your moral,
physical, and mental superiors, You poor little bits of
cheese must be put back into your places, before you get out

of hand. We not mean to deprive you entirely of your
things, and you may rest assured that nothing shall be
dama, or tampered with in any way. But take it from

us, you cannot have your things back unless you come to the
Grammar School and ask for them, like good {itkle boys. You
must come waving white flags of truce, and be sure to put
clean collars on and w: your necks! Then you must
humbly apologise for your misdeeds towards us, promise
never, never again to attempt to ride the high horse over
us, and beseech us to show mercy unto you, and give you
back your things. Unlasa&uu do this, your giddy goods and
chattels must remain at the Grammar School for the rest
of the term.
“Your old pal, -
! “GorpoN Gay.”
Tuz Gem LiBrArY.—No. TIS.

Tom Merry read this aloud, and both Monty Lowther and
Manners gave queer, gasping gurgles.

*“ Well, “of the cool, eer, unadulterated cheek !
mgnlmml_ed.?.;nm Merry, blinking at his chums. *This is the
i it 1"

¢ The last word, absolutely.!” said Monty Lowther.

Manners ran quickly over to the desk, dragged it open, and
looked inside.

Then he gave a roar.

“The howling rotters! They’'ve got my camera!”

“They’ve boned my book of puns!” shrieked Monty
Lowther furiously,

“What about old Caleb Taggart’s black box?" asked Tom
Merry anxiously. ' Have the blighters taken that too?”

“I’s not here!”

"'Oh, good heavens!™” '

Tom Merry ran quickly through the remainder of the
contents of the desk.

But no sign of the black box was to be seen.

The Shell captain clenched his fists hard. .

“They've taken the box, and—and Mr. Taggart might be
wanting it to-day or to-morrow!” he exclaimed. “Oh
craumbs | How are we to get it back?”

“Bai Jove! Have you fellahs beea wobbed, too?”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came down the passage, followed
by Jack Blake, Herries, Digby, Talbot, Wildrake, Levison,

“and a number of other Fourth-Formers.

“We've all had our studies burgled!” said Clifton Dane.
“It's the most amazing thing I've ever heard of I

“I1 say, you fellows, I'm going to call in Ferrers Locke !
piped a.g;g Trimble. “My valuable diamond tiepin is
missing, and a ten-pound note—-"

‘Ha, ha, hal”

A roar of incredulous laughter greeted Baggy Trimble's
statements.

“It’s nothing to laugh at, I tell you!” hooted Baggy
furicusly. “My tiepin 18 worth at least a hundred pounds,
and a fiver's a fiver I

“I thought that fiver was a tenmer; at least, you said
50 just now, Baggibus !” smiled Cardew. *And you needn’t
brag about your diamond tiepin, we all know the history of
that. Young Joe Frayne of the Third gave it to you in
exchange for an old penknife you picked up in the village !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I tell you—" howled Baggy; but his voice was lost in
the din of many voices,

““ Not so much row, chaps " exclaimed Tom Merry, holding .
up his hand. **We don’t want the masters or prefects up
here, OQur studies haven't been actually bergled. Gram-
marian cads did it during the night!**

“Bai Jove!”

“D’you mean to say that Gordon Gay & Co. had the awful
nerve to break in here during the night and raid all our
studies 7" demanded Jack Blake.

“The rotters have nerve enough for anything,” replied
Tom Merry shortly. ' Look at that, you fellows I'
ll,‘{And he handed to Blake the letter which Gordon Gay had

{

Blake read it out aloud, and yells of astonishment and anger
arose.

“Gweat Scott!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
adjusting his monocle and looking hard at the letter. “ Weally,
this is the limit! We simply can't do as they ask, deah boys,
It’s uttahly imposs for us to go to the Gwammah School
wavin' white B:Fe and askin® humbly for our things! That
would be infwa dig. Bai Jove! Somethin’s got to be done !

“‘Hear, hear!” bawled Blake. “We're not going to take
this lying down! We can’t eat humble pie!’ Tom Merry,
it’s up to you, as captain of the Lower School, to think out
some dodge bf getting our things back !

“Yaas, wathah1”

“That’s the idea!” said George Gore, whose treasured
album of foreign stamps was missing. *'It’s up to you, Tom
Merry. Gordon Gam Co. have got our things, and we rely
on you to get ‘em k—without having to bow and scrape
to those rotten Grammarians, either1” E

“If he doesu’t, we won't have him for a captain any more "
yelled Baggy Trimble. *“We want a caplain to stick up for
us, and——" Yow-ow-ow-ow ! Leggo my ear, Tom Merry, you
beast 1

“T'd pull it off for two pins, you fat worm!” exclaimed
Tom Merry, tweaking Trimble’s ear. “Not so much jaw!
T'll do my best to do Gordon Gay in the eye. Don’t let this

't to the ears of the masters or prefects. Wo can settle this

ing without them chipping in. T'll think of a way !”

The Terrible Three, walked back into Study No. 10, and
the excited crowd in the Shell {3 dispe:sei

Tom Merry stood lgoking out. of, the window moodily, his
hands thrust deep inio . trousers-pockets. ere was a
frown on his face as he turned to his chums.

“T" ing mostlg about Caleb Taggart’s box,” he

said. “I must get that , anyhow. The best thing to do,
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I think, is to ask the Head's permission to ring up Gordon
Gay, and ask him about it.””
“The Head will want to know the ini and outs of the
matter, then,” said Manners. *“It isn’t usual, you know, for
juniors to use the ’phone.” 5

“Then I'll ask Kildare if I may use -the 'phone in the
prefects’ room,” said Tom. -

Eric Kildare, the captain of 8t. Jim’s, gave Tom permission
without asking awkward questions.

Tom Merry returned to his chums, smiling.

*It’s all serene,” he said. ‘“Gordon Gay has the box, and
I'm to go and meet him in the lane. He’'ll look after it.
Gay’s a chump, but he’s an honourable cha?!”

“Right you are!” said nnera.  “ We'

- to meet Gordon Gay, if you like, Tommy.”

“Right-ho "

The Terrible Three set off down the lane, and found Gordon
Gay waiting for them at the stile.

“Hallo, you ass!” said Tom Merry. *“Have you got the

ox 7%

Gordon_ Gay shook his head.

*“No. 1 can’t find it !”

* Wha-a-at !

“It's gone!” replied the Grammarian leader seriously. *1
searched amongst the raided things, but the box was nowhere
to be seen. Blessed if I can imagine where it's got to. We
conldn’t have dropped it out of the bag. It's been stolen !”

Tom Merry locked at Gordon Gay in amazement and
dismay.

o w{o could have taken it?” he asked.

“Ask me another!” said Gordon-Gay. *We've hunted
high and low, all over the achool for it. The only fellow
we thovwght might have taken it swears he knows nothing
about the box. We've searched all his things, and really,
it doesn’t seem that he was lying.”

“Which fellow is that?” asked Tom Merry quickly.

“Gilette of our Form, He was out last night, and met
Seth Gibbons in the guadrangle.”

He then proceeded to tell Tom Merry & Co. of the amazing
npisl:ade at the Grammar School in the dead of the previous
mght.

The Terrible Three listened with rapt attention.

+*There’s really nothing we can put up against Gilette,”
said Gordon Gay, in conclusion, Wa i .
all know what a sneak and a liar he is,
of course; but his yarn seems straight-
forward enough. .He was breaking
bounds last night when he ran up
against this fellow who is after you.
Gibbons made him tell where St. Jim's
was, and then cleared off. How should
Gilette know anything about the box "

Tom Merry bit his lip hard.

“It—it’s bewildering 1" he said. “It's
rotten, 1 kuow, for us to think that
there’s a thief in your school—"

“We thought ﬁ;e same,”  replied
Gordon Gay. “I’ve dome all I can to
find out where the box is, but it seems
that it's oufside the school. Possibly
Seth Gibbons came in again last night
and took the box. Gilette might have
told him of the raid.”

“It's likely, but not probable,” said
Tom Merry. He clenched his fists so
tight that his pails dug into the palms
of his hands.

“It’s rotten luck—dashed . rotten
Inck J'* he said bitterly. *Goodness
knows how we are to get that box
now 1"’

Gordon Gay was looking distressed.

“I'm awfully sorry, Tom Merry,” he
said. “Of course, I shouldn’t have
touched the box had I known—"
. "Of course not,” replied ihe St. Jim’s
unior captain.  “I den’t blame you,

ay. It's just a rotten stroke of luck,
tbat's all. Look here, suppose young
Gilette had taken the box; don’t you
think it is possible that he might have
got rid of it by now?”

Gordon Gay shook his head decisively.

come with you -

thief,” he said, *‘but you must admit, Gay, that he seems
the unlg one, barring Seth Gibbons himself, that we can
suspect,

“Certainly,” reptied Gordon Gay. * You may rely on it,
you chaps, we shall keep an eye on Gilette.”

The Terrible Three wended their way back to St. Jim’a.

CHAPTER 7,
Wound Up!
&% H, it's rotten!”
Tom Merry spoke savagely.
Muub?v Lowther and nners looked gloomy, too.
*“ We've got the whole of the Lower School against
us now "’ said Manners. “ They seem to think we are traitors
to the cause. Something's got to be done!”

‘*“'That's it!"" said Monty Lowther. * Something’s got to
be done! We've lost the confidence of the chaps, and 1t's up
to us o regain it. That can only be done by regaining the
stolen property "

““ What I am worrying about more than ever,” said Tom
Merry, “ is the recovering of the box. Goodness knows what
1 %‘hsll' say to Mr. Taggart when he comes for it!"”

ap!

There was a knock on the door, and Tom Merry called out
for the visitor to enter.

It was Kit Wildrake,

. “1 guess I've come to have a chat,” said the Canadian
junior, closing the door behind him. * The other fellows are
saying all sorts of unkind things about you chumming with
Gordon Gay. Of course, I realised what was at' the bottom of
the affair. You were asking Gay about the box 7"

“ Yes,” said Tom Merry. * He took it from my room last
night—but now it’s missing!”

“ Gee whiz!”

Tom Merry then explained to Kit Wildrake what Gerdon
Gay had told him.

The cowboy Fourth-Former whistled.

““8o, you see,” said Tom Merry, *“ we are practically at a
utanglst'x’lL The box is missing—and we don't know who's

got it !
* We can pretty well guess,” replied Kit Wildrake quietly.
“ Gilette is the fellow we must look after—take it from me!
happen to have heard a little about him; he's a fellow of the
same kidney as Racke and Crooke and Mellish. It's more

o - T

“He's been in the sanny all day with

& cold,” he replied. “The young rotter

must E'nve_ caught a chill through being The juniors orept up to the end of the trench, and saw a stealthy figurs

out last night. 1 don’t suppose he:ll be gome nuluo.:‘thle wooden gate arnd clnua::“n-ntlm:lsllv bebind him. It Y

1 el o r
oub of the maay for » day ar buo. T e hmens  Soraa e 5 e e uniors
"I“(gfn Merry brlg;ztaued considerably, :
oourse, 'm not  hagping . -
on my belief that Gilette w the Tee GeM LiBeary.—No. TI8.
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than likely that he and Seth Gibbons exchanged confidences
last night, and Gibbons persuaded Gilette to get the box for

him. Now, assuming that to be the case, what shall we
gssume next? Giletle, having the box, would have to

convey it to Gibbons as soon as possible  Gilette,
we can safely say, hasn't yet disposed of the box,
baving been in lge sanny ali da In any case, it

wonldn’t be safe for him to meel Gibbons in daylight, for
Gibbons' own safety as well, for he is being hunted by the

lice, remember. Naturally, then, they would meet at night.

he probability is, that they'll meet this very night. Gilette
could easily get out of the sanny. My advice 1s, that we watch
the Grammar School to-night. Seth Gibbons might be there,
if not Gilette."”

The Terrible Throo drew deep breaths. X

“By Jove! You're right, Wildrake!” said the captain of
the Shell. * Giletle seems to be the only fellow who could
possibly have the box, and he's sure to want to get rid of it
at once. We'll watch the Grammar School to-night. Nothing
may come of it, of course, but it’s a_chance worth taking.”

“ Yes, rather!” said Manners and Lowther. =~

“ It's settled® then ?” said Wildrake. * We four will break
bounds to-night I'll be outside the box-room window at
eleven.”

“ Right-ho!”

The Terrible Three did their prep in a much more cheerful

mood.

They did not speak to many of their Form-fellows when
they went to’bed that night. i

Racke & Co. were openly sneering. Grundy was angry,
and he did not fail to remind his schoolfellows of that fact.

“ I reckon we shall never see our things back again, if we
Jeave matters to Tom Merry,” he said. * You chaps
better follow my leadership, and we'll put the kybesh on
those Grammarian cads without the assistance of our patriotic
captain, who chums with the enemy.”

“ Oh, rats!” said Kangaroo, glancing across at Tom Merry.
“ You're an ass, Grundy! Look here, Tom Merry, what are
you going to do about it?”

Tom Merry looked round at the stern faces, and winced a
"

ittle.

“T'll do all I can,” he said quietly. * If I can possibly get
those things back without knuckling under tc Gordon Gay &
Co., I'll do it!”

“You might do it by heaping soft-sawder on him, you
know I”’ sneer. cke.  “ A handshake will often do more
than a biff on the nose, you know, and—
Qooooogh 1™ .

Racke broke off as a well-aimed boot, propelled from the
hand of Monty Lowther, struck him forcibly in the chest
and sent him reeling backwards on his bed.

Monty Lowther held up his other boot

Yarooogh! ¥ah!

GRAND Value-for-Money
STORY BOOKS!

FRIEND LIBRARY 4d. each.

BOYS
M CLUE TO CLUE.

No. 580.—FRO! N
Unrilling detective fovel By W. MUBEAY GBAYDOR.
oo 8T THE EED FIGHTHR.
ohgmgerh yirn of the bosing riag. By BHIC W. TOWNSEND.
By MATTHEW IRONSIDH.

'USE TEAMS.

N H 3
5 B‘ JACK NORTH.
Wo, 584.— B DESHRT.
A fins yarn of Australia. By REID WHITLEZ,

SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY 4d. each.

No.198.—THE IDOL'S EYE: or,
THE CASE OF THE PARSEE'S DAUGHTER.

A fasolnating romance of adventure in India and England.

0. 189.—TINKER'S LONE HAND.

A t.hrlll].;.nd.etwhve tale, featuring Sexton Blake's young assistant.

E FOUR TRAILS; or,

o . THE THE SACRED SNAKE.
A _thrilling tale of adventure, rigue, and m!stelz in Darkest Africa.
No. mn.—:’;l.snscnm: or, THE WYE VALLEY MYSTERY.
A story of clever deduction, ini ucing 8exton Blake and Tinker.

the author of ‘‘The Architect’s Seeret,”” ote., eio.

0. .—~TERROR ISLAND ; , THE HOUSE OF GLASS.
© A tale of mystery and thrillig adventure. By the author of *‘The,
Man Who Forgot,”’ elo., eto.

NUGGET" LIBRARY 3d. each.
No.59.—THE SCAPEGRACH OF ST. FRANK'S.
A long, completa story of Niﬁur & Co. at 8t. Fraok's.
T IAMOND OUNTA.

No. 60.— -
“A_rattling yarn, dealing with the adventures of an Intrepld of
explorers in the heart li'l' Africa. ook d

Now on Sale. Buy your Copies TO-DAY!

~TMiE Cex LiBRaRY.—No. 718,

“If you say any more, Racke,
nose with this!” he said. ‘“ We've
of you, and are fed up with it!
suspicious of your old uncles!”

acke gasped, and rubbed his chest, but he did not make
any further sarcastic observations.

Kildare saw lights out in the Shell dormitory, and, after
the usual few of conversation, the dorinitory was soon
wrapt in gloom and silence.

A ﬂluutar to eleven boomed from'the school clock tower,
and the Terrible Three sat up.

“ Anybody awake ?"’ asked JE)om Merry softly.

There was no reply.

The Terrible Three arose, dressed quickly, slung their boots
over their shoulders, and crept from the dormitory.

All was dark and silent in the deserted corridors.

They reached the box-room without mishap, and clambered
through the window.

Kit Wildrake was awailing them below.

“ All serene ?”’ he asked.

** Quite!” whispered Tom Merry. ‘“ We shall have to buck

p.. I see you've brought your lasso, Wildrake.”

*“ Rather!” responded the Canadian junior. “It’s a jolly
useful little article, you know—and it may come in handy at
any time!"

They traversed the dimly moonlit gquadrangle, and
clambered over the school wall from the large onlg tree by
the Cloisters.

It did not take them long to reach Rylcombe Grammar
School

Outside, the road was still up. A long, deep trench had
been dug, extending along the lane where the school wall
bordered it. -

# This trench is just the thing!” said Tom Merry. * If we
station ourselves in it a little distance apart, we shall be able
to keep watch on the whole length of .the school wall.”

“That’s a tnpg-iru; idea!” ;

The four St. Jim's juniors crept under the wooden poles,
and hid in the road excavation. There was a distance of
about a hundred yards separating each of them. Tom Merry
spoke to the watchman, and explained to him that they were
waiting for the previous night’s burglar, and he promised to
keep his eye open, too, for anybody entering or leaving the
Grammar School.

They lay in their places of concealment, and waited.

Dark and gloomy, the massive pile of Rylcombe Grammar
School looked in the deep, black shadows of the night,
amongst the gaunt trees.

A cold wind was blowing, clouds were racing across the
night sky, shutting out the moon now and then, and the
wind struck the juniors with a chill. :

‘What if Beth Gibbons had come earlier, and was already
making his way out of the district with the box? What if
Percy Gilette had made other arrangements to get the box
into the rascal’s hands?

Tom Merry felt a vague uneasiness creep over him at the
thought, but he managed to shake it off. It was improbable
that Gilette would have been able to leave the school earlier.
And when he came out, he would not have any suspicion that
St. Jim’s fellows were on his track.

The moon emerged at last from a large bank of black
clouds and shed a mystic radiance on the scene, The watch-
man's fire crackled, and the sound seemed alarmingly loud in
the dead silence of the night. p

e juniors began to shiver, in spite of their overcoats.
It was a very cold night, and too cold to remain still without
discomfort. How long would they have to wait? Was this
night vigil to be in vain, alter all?

Eleven!

Tom Merry heard the chime, and the striking of the hour.

Tom Merry & Co. shifted their positions a little, careful not
jt_o l::make a noise, or to cause shadows to move in the moon-
ight.

Another quarter of an hour, and the clock chimed again.
The juniors were shuddering with cold. The earth in_the
excavations in which they were hiding was damp and chill.

There was no sign of either of their quarries yet.

Suddenly they all became alert.

A faint sneeze came through the darknesa.

‘ Ah-ti-shoo I 2

Tom Merry & Co. heard it distincily, and their hearts
thrilled with excitement. It could be nobody else but Percy
Gilette, whom they knew was suffering with a cold.

Carefu]l; they crept up Lo the end of the trench opposite the
tradesmen’s entrance to the school. They saw a stealthy
figure coma out of the wooden gate, and close it cautiously
behind him K s

Tt was a schoolboy, muffled up in a scarf and thick over-
coat Percy Qilette! He was carrying something in his
hand, and the juniors exchanged glances.

The box!

Perey Gilette looked round him, and crept to the other side

ou'll get a biff on the
ad encugh jaw from all
Shurrup, and don’t be so
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of the lane: He was lost to view in the blackness of a cluster
of trees, but they could hear his muffled sneeze.

“Come on!’ muttered Kit Wildrake. ** Don’t rush on him
yot; wait for Seth Gibbons. We were right in our ealcula-
tioms. Gibbons wen't be long!”

Gilette was standing still, evidently waiting for somebody.
The juniors crouched in the road excavation, their eyes and
ears ieenly on the alert. A eold, cutting wind> whistled past
their ears; and caused the trees to rustle. But soon they
heard another rustling in the trees behind them. It was a
rustle caused by a man thrusting his way carefully through

them.

The large, thick-set figure of Seth Gibbons appeared for a
fleeting second in the light of the watchman’a fire. Then he
disjc‘ugpeared inte the shadow of the trees where Gilette was.

They heard low, muttered voices.

“Quiet!” muttered Kit Wildrake, and, setiing his teeth,
he crept forward.

Nobody knew better than the Canadian junicr how to
track & With lesso slung across his shoulder, he moved
as the wind rustled the branches, and gradually approached
the spot where Percy Gilette and Seth Gibbons were con-
versing in low, whispered tones.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther walched breathle!slg'.
Kit_Wildrake’s keen eyes sought Gibbons in the pale
moonlight; for a brief second the rope was twirled above o
his head, and then it swept forward, like a long snake in
the air, coiled above Gibbons’ head, and the noose dropped

neatly over his head.

Wildrake dpuﬂed the noose tight, and a hoarse cry in the
darkness indicated that the man was caught. L.

“Now, you fellows!” exclaimed the Canadian junior,
keeping & firm hold on the rope, and graduaily hauling

it in.

The Terrible Three dashed forward, and whilst Tom Merry
went to Wildrake’s assistance, Manners and Lowther grasped
Perey Gilette and bore him, struggling and kicking wildly,
to t(liz grcur'Jd. N &

*Got you !" pant Lowther, sitting on the young scamp’s
chest. "'anve you caught Gibbons, i‘ommy ?X

“Fine!” exclaimed Tom.

He and Wildrake had tied the rest of the lasso rope
about Seth Gibbons’ body, pinning his hands to his sides.

“Curse you!” snarled the outwitted rascal, glaring bale-
fully at the boys in the moonmlight. “It’s you again, is
it? Durn the Iot of you!”

“Durn away, hobo!” chuckled Kit Wildrake. *“Got
that box, Merry?” -

“‘Rather I” eaid Tom Merry, who hzd picked it up from
the grass, “This won’t leave my hands again, I reckon!
Hallo! Here’s the watchy, with a policeman !

“Wot’s all this?” demanded the constable, shining the
light of his lantern on the scene.

“We charge this man with attempting to break into the

Grammar School !” said Tom Merry. *“He is already
wanted. You see, he happens to Seth Gibbons, who
escal from Wayland gaol two days ago.”

“ By George!”

The policeman looked pleased,

“Take him!” said Kit ‘?Vildrnko. “I guess I'll gall for

my lasso in the moming!

The constable hurried the scowling rascal away, leaving
the four St. Jim’s juniors with Percy Gilette.

The Grammarian cowered before themp, sneezing and
snivelling.

“Well, you worm!” Tom Merry’s lip curled with con-
tempt, “You deserve the biggest ragging that ever a
rotter did have! If it wasn't so late we'd—"

“Look here, Tom Merry, I'm supposed to be in the
sanatorium, and I'm c-c-cold and shivering,” panted Gilette,
“1 admit I've played you a rotten trick, but if I do you
a yood turn now, will that make up for it?”

“What do you mean?” demanded Tom Merry.

“Sappose 1 show you where your things are, so that
¥0u can takn’ i

fale them back to St. Jim's with you to-night
hat !
rry drew a deeﬁ breath. He had forgotien the

ng articles, in the excitement of recovering Caleb

gart’s precious box. All that remained now_to set his

wmind completely at rest was to recover the things that

CGordon Gay & Co. had raided from St. Jim’s the previous

evening.

Gilette offered lo show them where those things were. It
was a glorious chance, worth taking. THow the fellows would
be surprised in the morning, if they discovered all their
things back at St. Jim's, safe and sound! And how Gordon
Gay & Co. would be ready to kick themselves when they
found their plunder missing, A

By Jove!” said Monty Lowther, looking at his leader |
with shining eyes. ‘What do you say, Tommy?”

“All’s fair m love and war, I guess!” remarked Kit

My

-Wildrake.

L ]
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_“T'll accept-your offer, Gilette,” said Tom Merry. **Mind,
if you play us false, you’ll have the dickens to pay. Lead

us to where the stuff is, and see us safely off the premises,
and we'll say nothing about the part you took in this
business,”

* Right-ho,” said Gilette.

Tom Merry & Co. accompanied him back into the Grammar
School. Gilette showed them up to a large box-room, where,
stowed away inside a number of old boxes, was the raided
property. i . i

Tom Merry & Co. took each a box, well-filled with articles,
and with such things as fishing-rods and fencing-foils slung
over their shoulders, they loft the Grammar School, with-
out rousing any of the sleeping inmates, and, like the Arabs
in the poem, silently drifted away into the night.

.They returned to St. Jim’s, and, having deposited the
recovered plunder in Tom Merry’s study, the Terrible Three
and Kit Wildrake went to their respective dormitories.

“Well, things are 0.K. now, my %tons!” chuckled Tom
Merry, with the leather box under his pillow. - “The chaps
are going to have the surprise of their lives in the morning.
Tll make 'em all apologise to me for the masty things they
have been saying to-day,”

‘*“Yes, rather! Good-night, Tommy !”

And the Terrible Three tucked themselves in belween the

sheets, and were soon sleeping the sleep of the just.

“Come with me.”

The juniors of the School House at St. Jim’s had a
surprise indeed next morning, when, being summoned by
& notice to the Common-room, they found the Terrible Three
there, surrounded by a pile of various articles. 2

Gasps of amazement arose when they recognised their
own property, which they thought still o be in the banda
Gordon Gay 0. -
Bai Jove !” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, adjusting
his monocle and beaming w;:x; delight.  *This is weal;ﬂ
;;pgif'f Howevah did you mlanage it, Tom Mewwy, de:

iyt .

“Ah! That's telling!” said Tom Merry, with a chuckle,
“You silly jabberwocks thought I was slncizing, didn’t you?
And called me all sorts of names, Little did you know the
true facts of the matter. During the night we raided the
Grammar School, and fetched away these things without
the slightest trouble! Now, what have you to say for your-
selves, you chumps?” -

“We}l, this baathn it;: said Jack Blake. “We owe you
&n a] , you chaps ! g

A o

The Terrible Three accepted the apologies, which were
freely given, and then a general disiribution of possessions

k place. Everybody departed satisfied.

And, later on that day, Mr. Caleb Taggart called, with
his son, a handsome, strapping man, to see Tom Merry.
Tom handed them the box safe and sound, and received
twenty pounds as his reward—all the old man was able lo
afford at the time. Scth Gibbons was in prison, and the
authorities took excellent care that he did not escape again.
The old man and his son left St. Jim’s on the best of terms
with the Terrible Three, who wished them good fortune in
the working of the Klondike mine.

The twenty pounds went to swell the funds of the
Junior Footer Club, which was a splendid means of dis-
posing of the reward of Tom Merry's Trust.

THE END.
(Don’t miss next week’s grand number of the “ Gem."”
the meanwhile get o copy of this week’s  Boys’
Herald.V You will like it.)

NEXT WEEK’'S

73 GEM ’”

will contain another Magnificent Long Com-
plete Story of St. Jim's entitled

BLAKE'S DEBT OF HONOUR

and a splendid art plate showing the boys of
St. Jim's engaged in

WINTER SPORTS.
DON'T MISS IT!

i 15
Tue Geu Liprary.—No. 718,
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Another Splendid Number of the “ Gem # Next Wednesday.
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- The Crystal Gazer.
D'ARCY HAS HIS FORTUNE
TOLD,

By CURLY QIBSON.

HE swell of St Jim's was partaking
I of tea and buns with his chums in

“Wediculous!” D'Arcy
leader of No. 6 Study. "I
How on earth

weeisely what

ase wot 1 call

“But I say,” remonstrated his chum. *It
in!er(wr,l true. Finish drinking your tea
and then drain your cup in your saucer, and
I will endeavour—"

- have weason, deah
myself to such an e A
crass ass!” said Blake furiously,
“Why even your 50!101; minor has heard of
fortunes being told by teacups.”

“Blow my young bwother, Blake,” answered

B'An:{,;v “It would be more pleasin’ to hear

mu'. ally knew how to keep his collars
an.”

uHerrlea and Dighy grinoed, but Blake

owled.
“Why the dickens don't you go somewhere
and drown yoursclf?” he said heatedly.
“You'll be telling me in a minute that you
have never heard of old Koumi Rao spouting

Blake!™ ejaculated D'Arey.
you wotter. Koumi Rao
can do po such thing.”

It was well kmown to all that the Indian
junior of the New House profes! be able
%o tell one’s future, but of course D'Arcy
believed it all to be bunkum.

Blake, sceing the chance of Eulllns the leg
of the aristocratic swell of St. Jim's, had
rushed along to Kouml! Rao, and had uow
”"KEE"' his absence not having been de-

, to Blake,
don't believe it.
can one chap 1 another
will ‘happen in the future?
113

Blake, boy. 1 would
not_lower xtent.”
“You

The subject was dropped for a little while,

when D'Arcy suddenly jumped up from the
chair in which he bad been seated.
a y1" he murmured, looking
at his half-startled comrade. “I
thinkin® that you ma,
wound and see Koumi Rao, wight now.”

“And what may I do you fari;:' asked the

dark-complexioned  youl elegant
W t. Jim's. “Er—I mean, what can
I do for yout”

Arthur”  Augustus D'Arcy screwed his

monocle further into his eye, and the look
he gave Koumi Rao scemed to freoze that
Jjunior's very soul

It was a full minute before he broke the
painful silence.

“1. say, deah boy,” Gussy broke forth
¢ “It has been bwonght to my
notice by some of my sssoclates that you
are takin' up the moble callin’ of a fortune-

teller, Pway put me at my ease, and tell
me if the infowmation I bhave gleaned ig
cowwect?”

Eoumi Rao beckoned D'Arcy to a chair,
“Pray seated, elegant youth,” he im-
plored, “and I will endeavour to explain.”

Arthur Augustus accepted the profle
chait and walted intently for Koumi Raos
explanation.

“It is just like this,” began the dark-
skinned junior from far away India. “When
{ was a young boy I had an aunt who was
passionately fond of me, and who fook a
great interest in me. She seemed gifted

Tue Geu LiBeaky.—No. T18.
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with the power of looking into one's future.
People marvelled at her power. Peogée
visited her from all quarters, offering her
prilwcl{ gifts for but a few words of advice.
Well, this dear old aunt of mine ex| lained
how during s short conversation with an
indiv_l_ﬂual their future appeared before ber
i by

sl Jove!” expostulated D'Arcy. “How
wglally clevah!’

Tange as it may seem,” continued Koumi

Rao, “it is frne.,”
lJ'm-v:li shifted somewhat uneasily la his
chair, He wondered if the fellow he was
now listening, was reading him then. He
withdrew a silk bandkerchief from his breast
gﬂckat. and drew it across his perspiring

rOw.

flo was relieved at last to see those search-
ing eyes of Koumi's switch ofl him. ‘Whilst
he was wondering what would be the out-
come of his visit to a study sheltering such
a mysterious person oumi, the great
man walked over to a large trunk that stood
in_the corner of the room.

D'Arcy eyed him interestedly.

Koumi Rao kmelt before the large trunk,

d inserted i

however,

the top of the

trunk was a sheet of brown paper.
Koumi Rag, evidently intent on not satls-
fying his client’s curiosity, let the brown
aper_covering stay as it was, but from the
[;nnk he withdrew what appeared to be a
gandily covered cloth rolled up. Placing this
under his arm, he again rummaged into the

box.

Gussy now began to get a little fidgety.
1t is true he knew Koumi Rao well, but Le
could not help shuddering a little. Supposing
a dagger was concealed In that box, wha
Indiaps are funny Eeuple, he thought.

d from his dream at last,
gheu the Hd of the box dropped with a
ang.

Konml had evidently found what he
wanted, for in his hand he held a largesized
cryatal which glittered in the gaslight of the
study. This he laid on the table, drawing
ihi.s chair up so that he could easily look into

“P'Arcy, most Immaculate of
said, nddressing that junior.
naLi]ge"hy drawing your chair closer to the
table.

Gussy dlf as he was bid, a flush coming to
his cheek, and then he sat motionless.

Koumi Rac, who had now garbed himself
in his coloured coat—a coat which weuld
have put the celebrated coat of Josepl
the shade—gazed bard into the crystal before

Arthur Augustus sniffed, but 1t did not
attract the attention of the “learned” ome,
“Friend D'Arcy,” began the fortune-teller,
“1 see many things in this :rgshl, but before
divolging what I know, gold must pass- be-
ween us "—he held out his bhand. “What

Ve er

“Weally, h boy,” ejaculated D'Arey,
“this is surely not genuine?”

*Ag genuine as you are yourselt, my good
man,” returned the other. “If you have no
gold to offer me, kindly refrain from wasting
my time. Do you hear?”

‘Arthur Augustus D'Arcy'ds hand went to
his jackét pocket, and he drew forth his
magnificent wallet. Mo was just extracting
a pound note, when Koumi Rao broke forth

youths,” he
“You will

again.
“Dude of dudes,” be said, “didst thou not

MNP VDG EAATSAA AT G SR LS MMCACRCTER PR

hear me say gold? I could not foretell thee
thy secrets for fifty of those dirty rumpled

]ooiﬂng notes.’ -
“Hai -Jove!” ejaculated D'Arcy. “Are you
speaking sewlously? Or do my ears deceive

e

“Quiet!” shouted Eouml, "G-O-L-D Is what
:!Ba,sk for, and then you shall know thab Mise

unon—

He broke off sharply, as an eager look
changed the features of his listener.

Mapy atientions had -been given to Miss
Bunn by the swell of the Fourth Form, but
alas, the fair maiden paid no heed what

soever.

D'Arcy fumbled nervously with his wallet.
He could not possibly offer the occupant of
No. 1 Study & golden sovereign, as such
things were pow extinct. Suddenly an in-
spiration flashed into bis mind, and like
Nightning bis band went to his waistcoat
pocket.

“Bai Jove!” he muttered.
thing!”

His fingers twitched nervously on his golden
ticker as he withdrew it from his pocket.

ou!

“The vewy

o watched him, a faint smile
flickering across his face. .
“Well, and hast thou the price I ask?” he

gaid. “Truly your watch is
thou mot part with
whom you love—" :

D'Arcy was lost. He passed his watch over
to Koumi Rao.

“Thanks!” said the youth of wisds
are quite agreeable to part with
as the price of knowing your future?”

“Most certainly, deah boy,” answered

gold. Wouldst
that to koow that cne

D"Arcy.

“Well,” began Konmi Rao, “You've asked
for it, and you've paid for it, so the truth
must be made known to you. Ahem!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s monoele dropped
to the end of its cord, and its owger waited
expectantly.

oumi Rao looked hard into the crystal
for a while, and then, raising his eyes, he

his seat spellbound.

“Weally, deah boy,” he gasped, “whut
evah is the mattah?

“Qh, dear,” roared Koumi Rao, holding his
sides, and breaking into further roars of
jaughter. “For goodness’ sake, Gussy, desist;
you'll send me potty!”

Arthur Augustus could see the error of his
:lrnys at last, and his face flushed a crimson

ue.
mentor. Rising from his seat, he ro
his cuffs in a warlike attitude and moved fo-
wards the spoofer.

“You wotter!” he roared. "Pway put tp
your hands and weceive the lickin' you de-
serve.”

There was a sudden interruption, and the
door of the study was flung open.. Bluke,
Herries, and Digby, who had been_listening
outside, rushed pell mell into the study, and
before D'Arcy realised what was what he
wag grasped on all sides and whirled out-of
the study, and led back to his own domain
by his laughing chums.

It was some time before the affair blew
over, and that Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had
been made such & laughing-stock was re-
garded as & rich joke.

Koumi Rao has since offered to
Swell of 8t. Jim's a
garding his future, but Gussy has strongly
declined the offer.

(Another fine issue of the *“St. Jim's
News " next week. Be sure you do not miss
reading this fine budget of information.)

give the
enuine statement re-
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They told their enr!nul story to the repre-
der in the West, and
the hope that he

‘would able lo pick up some information

hich would lead to the arrest of the bandit.

ut only the driver of the coach conld give
any elear idea of the wan who had sprung gut
of the bushes and held them up at the pol-nh
of the revolver.

The rest of them had been too surprised and

seared to pay much attention to the personal

appearance ol the vnlh-m All agreed, how-

ever, that he wore a 1

While the interview was in progress it was
raporled that the abamdened stage-coach had

HE
at the driver, l']m did
to be aw:
which lay in lrom of him,
they rapidly came to the conclusion that
the man who had so whagiauu:i.; held them
up was & raving madman. this conclusion
they were not far wrong, for Brutell's sucoem
had affected his mind, be was now in
a more dangerous mood than ever.

It secmed that nothing but a mlra.cle would
prevent Dr. Brutell and the coach drawn by
the frenzied animals from falling Iwadlumi
over the precipice. He was lashing wildly al

: the t.sme at the maddened animals, who were
-ujte. unused to their driver, and he was also
j'cl'll]u] at them in a delirious and deafening

manner.
Neverthelesa,
effort the mad

by an almost superhuman
ged to make them
turn the road before ik was
too late. The horses now had lost all con-
trol of themselves, and the doetor was power-
less to get them to answer to the reins. The
ruawayy first careered alopg at hruk-neck
."]\eed, taking the course that was suited to
m. By now the road had been left be-
hmd and the stage-coach was speeding :Along
over the flat, open country.
1t soon I;ean:ne apparent tthn Brubell thl.t
e

almost at the very door, as
it wcr: of the sherifl’s office.

When Brotell had dropped off the vehicle

e ho had still kept om, but,
being thoroughly exhausted, and without the
demented driver to goad them on, tucy 500N
pulled up.

On hearing this news the sherlt decided to
£o oot at once and inspect the coach.

“Why, th' bandit ain't touched a thing!”
he exclaimed, after a earcful inspection. " All
the mail and registered packages are here
No one was mere surprised to hear the news
than the driver, for he folly believed that
robbery was the bandit’s motive. The
mysterious affair puzzled a great many others,

What reason could a man have in waylaying
the.coach and driving. it off unless it was hix
intention to make n\vl-r with the valuubles?

they asked one a

Amother curious pnllzh connected with the
affair was the finding of the coach so near
to Loneville. The bandit must either be in
hiding in the country surrounding the ranch-

wn or else actually in the district. It did
pot scem as thongh the latter could be the
ease, for dit woold surely be afraid
of dimvar]u Som!bod, would be llmuﬂ! sure

they wel last
Mr. Stl-!lum s ranch-house, and the lmeutlnb
was too intoxicated with excitement to realise
that he was also approaching the danger-zone,
me of the ranch eow-
hoys would be awakened by the unaccustomed
noise, and his capture would be a matter of
very few moments.
horses were rapidly becoming ex-

hausted b¥ their tremendous exertions,
their pace was slacking down considerably.
Hmbe'l was aware of this, and he decided
at it would haswitem!orhum tu cub
ihe ‘horses loose and abandon
from his seat, 'but the
T

with a force sufficient to render him uncon-
scious. The horses, now without nn: wrrtrul
whatever, ccm'hnued on their mad ea:

An Unsolved ! Mystery.

Much | inhmt was shown in the ‘mystery by
the residents, and many of them declared
their willingness to assist the sherifl in hunt-
ing Lim down. Amoong these volunteers was
Dr. Brutell himself. He was a pewcomer to
this particular part of the wild and woolly
West, and the novelty of a bandit-hunt ap-
pealed to him very much.

The place where he and Robert Stanton
lived was quite civilised. eom'pnred with this
mountain-district. Brutell lost no time in
calling on the sheriffl and offering him his
services. When the doctor enteced the office
the driver of the coach was still there, and
he drew back suddenly when he eaught sight
of the neweomer.

r a moment he was taken by surprise.
but he guickly recovered his composure, and
he was anxions not to reveal his suspicions.
When an opportunity arose, however, he
walked over towards one of the nien who had
been a on the coach, and had just

R. BRUTELL remafned for
some time after he abandomed the

stage-coach, When at last his senses
returned to him once more his evil

self had entirely mnu:ned The strange
malady "of which learned doctor and

aelenﬂ-t ‘was : m:i-m. had left him completely,
and he was now without the slightest know—
ledge of Im recent mad escapade,

ecowbow bandit, he had wuy-
laid and nlptnreﬂ the s!ngv-ﬂuch

The doctor felt considerably darzed when he

his feet, and made his way towards
the ranch-house. He concluded that an
attack of faintness must have seized him, for,
1ry as he would, he conld pot recall the events
of the past. It was now his desiré to get to
his rooms at the earliest possible moment, for
he felt exceedingly tired and worn out.

The next morning there was considerahle
excitement amongst the inhabitanis of the
Httle ranch-town, when the news of the hold-
ing np of stage-coach hecame, known.
The occupanis of the coach had made their
wa; -trugm. to the sheriff after they had

unceremoniously turped out of tl
vshwle the night before,

been giving his evidence to the sheriff.

“The robber looked like the man ‘ere with
the beard!” the driver remarked briefly ; then
he waited for the other’s reply.

nger glanced over to where
| Brutell was sitting. When he turned towarda
the driver again there was an amunsed smile
on his countenance.

“That ninh the face!™ he replied. *This
angel’s face nnmrnrnrl with
that there h:mdm wot held us I never
want to see another face h]u: =
Besides, T remember now—the hamm had a
deep scar across his right cheekbon

The driver also recalled this fact.
- “Yes, you're right about the face,” he re-
turned, somewhat grudgingly; “but 1 conld
swear that the clothes are the same. Who is
that man?”

But Brutell was also a complete stranger
to the other, and the guestion was mnot
answered. T

Tt was evident, however. that the driver of
tbe stape-coach still had considerable doubt

mind; he was b} no means natuﬂed ullf.
]zia nnanlclom were not justified. hat

Written By Professor Hector Gordon, Science Master of St. Jim's.

day, in spite of repeated efforts, the mmery
of the Noid-up still remakned upsolved.

The Doctor’s Magie !

Dr. Brutell's normal nature continued to
remain with him, Madeleine bad arranged to
give a dinner in the comfortable ranch-hovse
that night, as a sort of house-warming, and
Dr. Brutell had promised to perform some
of Mis scientific feats at the end of the meal,

One or two other of the gucsts had alzo
arranged to assist in the programme of enter-
tainments. The Chinese cook, who had a
great reputalion as a master of Oriental
magie, was first called upon to show his
abﬂitm. and he performed a number of
clever conjuring and balancing feals which
highly amused the little audience. But the
star turn of the evcning was undoubtedly
Dr. Brutell.

A number of those present had heard some-
thing of the inventions of this remarkable
man, and they looked forward to his “show ™
with the greatest of interest. The scientist
started with an exhibition of the power of
his double X-ray, and the spectators were
truly amared at his extraordinary cleverness.

One of his most effective little tricks was
10 cause an orange to fioat throwgh the air,
and direct it to go in whatever direction he
desired.  The climax to this came when
Brutell caused the orange to disappear hefore
the very eyes of tlie onlookers, and -reappear
some moments lalcr. But there were
surprises in store for the little party, which
‘was mainly composed of the head-men belong-
ing to the ranch.

Never before had these rnngh-anﬁ-mndty
cowhoys seen such marvellous tricks. But,
of course, they were really something far
more than mere conjuring tricks, for Dr.
Brutell had as his assistant one of the most
power!ul aids known to science.

doctor's pext little item was an ex-
hibltlm‘l ul )lyplm(alam. and, Grst of all, he
aced ng Chinese cook under a
ypnot(c lpel n the cook was per-
fectly rigid Brutell placed him upon the floor,
lud prepa;ed do what is known as the

formance well known to most
con;urura, hut whereas the majority of these
gentlemen would be the first to wdmit that
it was really notlsmg more than an illusion,
there is not the slightest doubt that Bruteil
actually performed what he claimed.

The doctor made a few more passes over
the motionless body of the Chinese cook, and
a few seconds later the hypnohsc« form
commenced to rise slowly in the air, and foat.

‘Brutell allowed the body of the' Chinaman
to remain in the air for a short time, so that
all those present could satisty themselves
that there was no trickery. . Then he lowered
the body once again, and brought the yellow
man out of his hypnotic state.

When the performance was over the spec-
tators looked at one another in amazement.
Brutell, by his extraordinary magic, had held
them apellbound One of the men ventured
to ask for an upllnalion

“It is quite simple,” replied Brutell. “As
zou know, the Dr\']mary X-ray makes the body

ransparent, so that it is possible to see right
through it. Now, under my coat here I have
u battery of my ‘double X-ray. This has the
power of rendering things not only t.r'ana—
parent, but also lighter tham air. That
the solution of the remarkable Mnnga _wu
have seen hero this evening. You all
understand that this would be a very d:n-
gerous thing in the hands of an evil man, for
it would give him power to do all sorts of
terrible things!”

"his pmmhx[:l.y caused a shudder to run
through more member of the
audience, but Lhey dni not. know how useful
the double X-ray had already proved to Dr.
Brutell when his evil spells held sway over
him! When the little party broke up thab
evening, everyone left with a great feeling
of admiration for the clever doctor who bad
given them such a pleasant evening.

(To be continued next week.)
THE GeM Lisrary.—No. Tif.



16 Are You

Read this magnificent story
dealing with the adventures of
three chums in a strange

country.

3 By REID WHITLEY,

THE OPENINC CHAPTERS.

Hobby Tarrant and Tony Matthers, with
Billy Kettle, a trusted negro servant, are
on an .expedition in the Andes. A volcanic
eruption, causing & tremendous tidal wave,
carries their canoe Into the Valley of Sur:
prise. The party explore the valley, and
meet many weird and wonderful auimals, and
experience m“ﬁ adventurous times. Reach-
ing a village, they arc confronfed by a race
of strange, primitive men, who show great
hospitality and make friends.

“We will come and see yon often, Lalo,”
said Tony Matthers to their leader.

- * .
Billy Surprises Maxla.

UT Lalo still wished to detain them as
long as he counld. He called out some-
thing at which the people shouted,
and Lalo nodded vigorously.

“They'se going to make a dance,” said
Billy. *Ain’t much room for dancing here.”

But very quickly they saw that the “dance
of the Afiki had nothing to do with heel and
toc exercise. Many stout liana ropes hung
in festoons from the upper brauches of the
trees The men went aloft with the agility of
monkeys, and loosed -these, each taking one.

Then the medicine-man gave a signal, and
at once the whole male population swung into
e air, tumbling and twisting on their ropes
in most amazing fashion. Lalo particularly
inguished himself, but his best cfforts

Maxla took the air.
He was no mean gymnast, and leapt fear-
1essly from rope to rope in fine style, while
his tribcsmen looked on admiringly.  Billy
w?u‘{lcd him for a minute, then he began to
fidget. o

“Dat dere fellow ain’t so bad; but lordy!
dis here chile could show him some stunts.
I reckons [ just got to do it, Marse Tony.
That fellow wants taking down a peg, he
does. 1 sees two ropes, and dere is a good
bit o' .pole. Reckon I'll just rig s trapeze
and show ’em!”

- you're sure you can do better, go
ahead,” said Tony. “But be careful!

“Sure 1 can do better than that there
copper skin!™ snorted Billy indignantly, and
as the medicine-man concluded his display,
rose and began Lis preparations.

The “dance” came to an abrupt end. Lalo
hastened to help Billy, while Maxla stood
aloof. Even when he understood whai the
black god person was about to attempt, he
still smiled with certai his  own
superiority. ~ Not till y
rigged the fiying trapeze, and the darkey pre-
pared to begin hls performance, did a shade
of_uneasiness cross Maxla's face.

Billy had discarded his coat and shirt and
boots. Clad only in trousers very much the
worse for wear, ac his - audience,
grinning  broadly. imagination he was
once more below the “big top” in some
country town of the States.

*Ladies and gemmen, this here ia my cele-

Tee Gex Taeras’,—No. TI8.

isting:
were surpassed when

*| the knees, then
1

brated fiyin' act, as performed before all de
crown heads of Yurrup. You keep your eyea
skinned, and you'll sure see something you
never see before.”

With that he swung off, and the perform-
ance began. In a circus tent, with all the
regular apparatus, and skilled men to play
up and assist, it would have been excellent.
There, in the heart of the wild, with a make-
shifé trapeze, and none but himself to rely
upon, it was stupendous.

To and fro he swung, doing cartwheels, the
long arm swing hanging head downwards by
s, over a hundred
eet of empty air while his friends’ hearts
were in their mouths, and the savages
gasped.

There was only one who did not enjoy that
wonderful exhibition of strength and skill.
Maxla stood apart, biting his lips. As they
afterwards discovered, he owed his Romion
as medicine-man and virtual boss of the tribe
in everything but hunting, to his skill on
the ropes.

Now his nose was out of Joint with a ven-
geance, and black bate gleamed in his eyes as
they followed the movements of the nigger.
Tony saw the venomous glances.

“We'll have to look
out for that fellow,”
he said. “He'll do us
an_ill-turn if he gets
half a chance. He
would kill Billy now,
if he dared. I almost
wish we had oot come
here.”

“Don't worry, Lalo
is our friend, at all
evente, and the people

seem jolly well
Ellmsed." answered
obby.

They were, Maxla
wusn't popular.  He
was very greedy. and
used his ition to

oppress the folks. If
he coveted anything
he took it. -If the
owner grumbled he re-
ceived warning in the
shape a  stick,
curiously carved and

painted, which was
set by his door at
might.

It he were wise he
took the stick to
Maxla with a present.
It he went on
grumbling the day
would soon come when

Reading the New Serial in the * Boys* Herald " ?

and Onally concluded with a magnificent
double somersault through the air, which
landed him on the platform at his friends’

“Dat’s de dance to give 'em!" he exclaimed
S “Reckon dat showed 'em what caa

“You did splendidly!” said Tony. “But we
must go now. Tell them we will come to see
them again in a day or two.”

Once more the bridge was put in position.
They crossed amidst a chorus of adoring
praise, and, stepping round the corner of the
tree path, were at once out of sight of the

village.
I for the wuy was clear.

“We needn't hurry,” said Hobby.
after they had gone ahout half-way. "There’s
plenty of light, and we won't want to eat
much more to-day. 1 would like to examine
those flowers. They afe Very {oT@eous.”

Tony shook his head. Then he held .up a
finger warnicgly. Somewhere not far off

The Ambush.
HE return journey was, of course, very
much easier than_the outward trip.

(Continued on page 17.)

he eurled up and died

that the folks yelled
heir delight as’ Billy
twirled aod, capered.

Hobby uttered an exclamation of dismay as he threw

in agony, for Maxla up a polinting finger.
knew  many deadly | stars, moving
poisons its

“No wonder then

weight, was an Immense jaguar.
iooked they saw the great animsl draw itself together
for the plunge that would send the king of the forest
hurtiing towards them 1

Thors, silhoustted
along a branch that ben
Even ag they

ainst the




there was a sudden flutter of wings, and
several small bm:e fled through the dense | trig,

gers,
foliage ove:
T Ihonght s vhispered Tony. 1 tuacied Toen' o
that someone was followi us. Now I'm

sure. It may be the Arik!, ‘who are curious
::eaereedwilere we ll‘v‘e, ﬁ; it m;y be some of
They sped on as !:’st a8 the path allowed,
lumebnne.s along ki branches that gave a | their intelligen:
secure footing, sometimes over closely inter- The
twisted vines and matted fern stems that
. sagged beneath their weight. Oceasionally
they had zlml?‘ua of the ground, far
beneath throug| P over which they
themselves by liana ropes; but mostly
they ravelled t-hmu h glades that gave hme
indication of bei mid-air.
For a while ibey heard nothing more of
their ltealthy followers, and were close to
the camp halted and pointed to

uncertain what

situation over, quite

barsh grunt, whicl

hair,
in the other a

the stome at T

Another Thrilling Long Instalment Next Week!

They remained perfectly still, fingers on
A minute pass
came sound of hoarse whispering
from the thicket—the same sound as that
which Tony had heard on the previous night.
The Mangas’ 1mbi|;|:l.hnvmg failed, they were

were overheard, which did not arguoe well for
Eence.
debate was hxbruptlyt:nrduﬁmd. by a
ar.

thicket opened, and out leapt a Manga.
' was nearly as broad as he was long, very
powerful, and clad only in his suit of red
In one hnnd he c:meﬂ a heavy

big
With a terrible holr] nl deflance he whirled
ony’s head and charged,

tnllnwcd by some half-score of his fellows.
ony ducked, the stone flew overhead, to
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thud to the ground harmlessly. And then
the guns and Billy’s big pistol spoke together.
Over went the big leader, clutehed at a
dangling vine, and hung for a moment before
he whirled to earth, lifeless. Annther, lhﬂt
through the hedy, oollapwd in a heap.
others, who had received the full beneﬂt nt
Hobby's loads of shot, howled terribly, sprang
at the boughs overhcad and went erashing
awuy through the leaves and upper branches
nhm the remainder of the gang close bebind
them.

Never was rout more sudden and complete.
The ages had met, and the Mangas, whe re-
presented the first rough sketch of humanity_
club, | 28 it had been scores of centuries before,
had fied in panic before the weapons of
civilisation.

As the noise of the flight died away in
the distance the ree moved forward
crutiously towards the motionless figure
crouched in the path, but there was no need

ed—two minutes.

They were tn]kln the

wamindful® that they

The
He

& hmudls ur Hana cables a short distance
ahend. They were swinging slowly to and
fro, ething had disturbed them only a
Tew moments fore.

“The beggars are in lrom. ot us," he sald
“They have eut us
bé the Mangas, lnd I thh‘lk tbe T fn th t
thick patch of fern. See, the {u
fronds are shaking. Let us wait a minnce ne

NSWE
3 Stagy

for caution. The bullet had done its work.
’Hnl- creature was dead as the proverbial door-
Hobby examioed it curiously, pointing to
the big canine teeth—the enormously
dcveluped muscles of the arms.
“He's not quite an ape,” he said,
(Continued on next page.)

“and he
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ean scarcely be uﬂgd hum 3 AL the best,
be's a sort of distan

“Ain't no consin of mina. sah!” put In 351[1
indignantly. “My folks is from
Jamaica, sah, and please don't you Eo ealJJns

'em 0o Dames, sah. re ain't no! red
head in de lot, sah!"

“I was only speaking generally, Billy,”
remonstrated Hobby.

“Den dere ain't no generals in my fambly,
nelther uh! grunm Billy, not altogether

ppeased. ut my brud :r. him sergeant
m de West Indian: Kegiment."

“It he's halt as good a sergeant as !M!
are on the trapeze, he deserves to be
general, anyhow,” said Tony, with a Imgh.

“But we can't leave this fellow here. There's
a hole where his brother went through.
Calzh bold! One, two—"

And with the word “three™ the Manga |
went hurtling below.

An echo of howling in the undergrowth told
that he and his leader would not remain
lo uoattended. But now the sun was
declining, and Tony was anxious to be safe
In camp before darkness came, They could
not afTord to take An:r chaoces in that home
©f unexpected dangers,

Swiftly my traversed the remaining dia-
Rance. Billy threw a rope over a projecting
branch of their home tree, whith he had
trimmed for that very purpose, and cne by
one they swung themselves across.

Nothing had been disturbed; the fire,

helrd with slow-burning

which had been
wood, still smouldered, while a small green
parakeet, which had made itself comfortable
under the leaf roof, greeted them with a
drowsy, crooning noise, but made no effort
w uwape

“Don't dieturb it!” sald Hobby. “Perhapa,
it we leave It alome, it will get tame. Then
we can teach it to talk.

“0ld son, I hope we'll
trap- long before that,
dropping to a seat “You
eager to be gone

“There are so many new things, and they're

all  so  interesting,” mnmured Bobb!
apologetically. “Of course, ﬁ
back to the world, but TI'd llke tﬂ Il:e all that
is to be seen first—and -collect a specimen
or two. Othermse. people will never believe
ns

“We'll have to take Jolly

b ?md care the
specimens don't coll us!™ jaughed 'E‘uny
“But, seriously, we'll have to set about try-
ing to esca as soon as possible. Our
clothes won't last_for ever. Neither will
ourﬂ.}ﬂmmnnm We can't live eternally
on fisi

et out of this death-
Temarked Tony,
den't seem very
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EDITORIAL

SRR

My Dear Chums,—

Another splendid story of the most
popular characters at St, Jim’s will

appear next week one which | think you
will all admlt is amnnun the finest yarns
the ““ Gem ' has ever given. But b
beat the tale in this week’s issue will
want deing. The “ Gem ' stories are
noted for dramatic surprises, and the
discovery made by Tom Merry on the
railway as he is cycting back to St. Jim's
leads ug to some amazing Incidents. As
might be expected, Tom Merry plays a
very fine part in the yarn this week,
For his peace of mind, as for others, the
raid by the Grammarians on Tom
Merry’s study was just about the most
unfortunate thing in the world, *“ T. M."”
figures splendidly throughout, as you can
judge for yourselves.

Please remember
“Gem'" Christmas Number will be
something extra special—all the uwsual
attractions and heaps of additional ones.
Of course, we shall have a further .Instal-
ment of the wonderful adventures ex-

- perienced by the explorers in the “Valley

that this year’s

“Ain't no Marse Tony!" came the
yoice of Bilzy !mm aloft. *I'se beem look-
ing at dem smares. See here!” He dropped to

the camp floor anﬂ held up scven lnrge.

lump  pigeons. ere  will
-morrow, sah. Plent; pgm+pleuty btg
nnm'. P:rmb—pic mighty good, sahl”
‘0 parroté—at least, pot yet!™
repllad Tony haml{
omehow the notion of eating a bird that
could tnlk scemed nlnmss like cannibalism.
Pigeons, however, wers another matter.
Hntby caressed one of %ha birds lovingly.
“D°you know, I begin feel peckish at
sight of L'he:ef" he said, "How would it be
it e tried two or three for supper?”
“You're a pig!” answered Tony frankly.
“You've eaten enough for two already.
We'll have these for breakfast. Shall I keep
t watch?”
“Me, sah!” begged Billy.

*1 won't go to
-Iecu, sah, no fearl

I rouse you up i de

come back, sure.
Cert.nin thn 55 would net fal a second
time, Hobb, ony fell aslesp, in spite of
he unusual racket of the prawle elow,

h made the night hideo

Billy sat still at the eéi: u‘l the platform,
occasionally addi a of wood to the
smouldering fire, n{a {Alng his ears open for
any noises that might spell danger,

On the whole the darkey was quite happy.
He had enough to eat and no work to do.
He had been able to show off his accomplish-
‘ments that day to an admiring audience, and
his perch seemed safe enough.

“Dis here a heap better ihan when I work
along at Kingston,” he thought. “Mighty

rd dat was, lnm.;)g dem barrels aboard
dat ship. Yessah! ere’s some mighty nasty
beasses along here, but dey can’'t get wus,
glory be!"

His meditations were cut short by a dis-
tant sound that made the skin creep along
his spine. It was a long, mournful wail like
the cry of a young v:hllrl only about ten times
louder and more penetrnting It did not rise
from the ground, but pealed among the
tangled upper ways

Billy had spent some time in Central and
South America. He bad heard that sound
before, though mever in such a terrilic

3
&

volume.

“Ough! It's opme of dem na!by ]agunru g
he exclaimed. "Ds beast is up along Izem
same Qs us. it's coming r]m way."”

He balf- hurnent to rouse the sleeping lads,
but forbore. Time enough to waken them
if the danger drew near. Perhaps the prowl-
ing brute might pass on without scentiog
them. Anyhow, it seemed improbable that
it could get at them. No jaguar he had

of Surprise,” while the school tale is
really grand.

| receive quite a number of requests

asking for an enlargement of the *' St.
Jims News,” and | hope soon to be

able to do this.

The * St. Jims News " has more than
made its mark. It rings up the curtain
on the inner history of St. Jim's, and
deals with quaint and interesting facts
for which there is no room in the stories.
The supplement furnishes a want which

know was felt. Readers wished to
know something more concerning 'the
favourite characters—and they are all in
that class at St. Jim’s, or pretty nearly.
It stands to reason the auther is unable
Go refer to all particulars as he is work-
ing out his plot, but there is very good
reason why the missing details should be
supplud in a lu;mllmlnl.

§t. Jim's News' touches on a
myrlad things which * Gem ™ supparters
want to know. Some of my chums ask
for complete lists of all the relations of
the members of each Form. That is,
naturally, beyond me, but the bright
Mll supplement will do its best, depend

I hav. to thank all my readers from
overseas, as well as those at home, for
their cheery letters. There are congratu-
lations from China, Canada, India,
Japan, ‘and the vast Domi of Aus—

You Simply Must Get This Week’s * Boys’ Herald !

ever teen could jump the that rated
the camp from éhe :l,:en W}u o
With ears alert for the faintest sound

Billy grew alarmed. He koew well what
bhe sllence portended. Efther um aguar
had scented them or the t was

creeping silently nearer, making up its mind
to attack perhaps.

“Marse Tony! Marse Hobby!™ he
whispered, aud shook the pearest leg. " Wake
up, gemmen! Dere’s a blinking great jaguar
Ellma to us! I-dunoo where, but he ain't

Tony roused to the touch in time to cafch
the worda. Hobby grunted, and spoke
sleepily,

“I don't mind if I do have m%her." ha
mnrmgred “l do happen to a
k

“Rouse up, old boy!” hissed Tony In \lh
ear. “Jagoar! It’n a bit peckish, too.
it lands among us-

Hobby nhcok hlmsell’ broad awzke, and
grabbed his gun,

They waltad wn\',r_hlng the dark openings
in t.he foliage opposite. For a while they
peither saw mnor heard anything. Indee
Tutl]' ‘had begun to wonder whether Billy had
not been mistaken, when, silently but bale-
fully, two large green eyes shome for an in-

itant like twin moons, onl; disappear as
they werc ghmpu
y1 jpper{" breathed
Hﬂbb]'. whl'le Blﬂy gmnted ln bis throat.
“He can sure it, I kon, muttered
the darkey. “Him a big 'nn
Again there was an interval, durlnF which
they saw nothing, Then "Hobb; eyea

chanced to turn upwards. He ut red an
exclamation of dismay as he threw up a
pointing finger. There, silhovetied aguinst
the stars, moving along a branch that bent
beneath its weight, was the immense brute
whose eyes they had seen.
It was bent on vlsmn%
better to do it, was get ing as high as
possible ~ before it leaped. Even as they
ulzhted it, they saw it draw itself together
for the ninm,'e thxb would send it hurtling
across the gap, to fall like a thunderbolt
of rending claws and teeth—saw the luminous
eyes marrow, heard the snarling, grating roar
thab rolled far away across the tree-l to
proclaim that the king of the aerial forest
was about to make his kill.
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