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HERE'S SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW IN SCHOOL STORIES—

CHAPTER 1.
Out of It!

It ;.was Jack Blake of the Fourth Form at Sk
Jim's who made that glum remark.
“Hang Tom Merry and Talbot !

David Llewellyn Wynn, of the New House, who was
tramping along gloomily at Blake's side on the road over
Wayland Moor, sniffed as he gave vent to his feelings
regarding Tom Mervy and Talbot of the Shell.

But neither Figging nor Gussy heard Blake's muttered
remark about them: and neither Tom Merry nor Talbot
caught Fatty Wynn's indignant observation. Though the
four jumiors in question were strolling along only a few
paces in front, they were far too pre-occupied at the moment
to notice Blake and the fat Fourth-Former from the New
House.

George Fig ins, the leader of the New House, and Arthur
‘Augustus DArcy, the swell of St. Jim's, were walking
on either side of Ethel Cleveland, Arthur Augustus’ pretty
cousin, and were deep in eenversation with her. Tom Merry
and Talbot were on either side of Doris Levison, the charm-
,ing sister of Ernest Levison of the Fourth. All four of
the St. Jim’s juniors seemed to be enjoying themselves
immensely.

Not so Blake and Fatty Wynn!
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“BLOW Figging and Gussy 17

“ Twao minds with but a single thought—'"
LADY PEGQY! And the twe minds
belong te Jack Blake and Fatty Wynn
rivais for the favour of Lady Pegoy

Brooke, the tomboy of Spalding Hall 1

They were both feeling distinetly out of it

There had been a match that afternoon between a School
House tcam and an eleven from the New House. Ethel
and Doris had come over from Spalding Hall Bchool, where
they were pupils, to watch the game, Now the juniors were
seeing them back te Spalding Hall

Blake and Fatty Wynn had accompanied the other four,
expeeting that it would be very pleasant to =stroll over the
moor to Spalding Hall with Ethel and Doris. But from
the first they had found it quite impossible to get in a word
edgeways |

Blake bhad wanted to talk to Ethel. But Figgins had a
very warm admiration for the girl, and so ha ier eousin,
Arthur Augustus. Between the two, Ethel was fully
oc?:]lpied, and Blake had been completely left out in the
cold,

Fatty Wynn very much liked Doris Levison. But with
Tom Merry on one side of her and Reginald Talbot on
the other the Falstaff of the New House had failed in his
intention of tacking himself on to Doris and enjoying her
cheerful society.

#o Blake and Fatty Wynn had dropped behind dis-
gustedly, glaring at the other four jumiors and exchanging
smiffs and growls.

“This is rotten!” prunted Blake. “Blow Guasy!”

“As for that ass Tom Merry——" snorted Fatty Wynn.

“As for Figginge——"

“Talbot ought to be given a lesson in blessed manners!”
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—FEATURING TOMMERRY & CO.& THE GIRLSOFSPALDINGHALL!

/

%f%ﬂfmw~ '

growled Fatty Wynn virtuously. “Fancy sticking at Doris
side all the time like that! She must be fed up with him
by now,"

From the bright exprossion on Doris’ face, she was any-
thing but fed up with the society of the handsome Shell
@'cl%uw at her side. But Fatty Wynn was scarcely a fair
judge ! ;

With glum faces, Blake and Fatty Wynn trudged on in
the rear,

In the match that afternoon, which had ended in a narrow
victory for the School House, Blake had distinguished him-
self by hitting up 50 for his side. He was not conceited
about his batting abilities, but he had rather hoped that
Ethel had noticed his great innings, and would congratulate
him on his score.

Fatty Wynn was not inclined to swank about his bowling,
though he was the finest bowler in the junior school. But
he had pulled off a hat-trick that afterncon, and had
wondered whether Doris had noticed that interesting fact.

But neither Blake's 50 nor Fatty Wynn's hat-trick had
een even mentioned |

And Blake and Fatty Wynn were fecling sore.

Tho gates of Spalding Hall camo in sight at last, and
Fthel and Doris said good-bye brightly to their escorts,
They were quite unawars that Blake and Fatty Wynn were
feeling hurt, for both of the disgruniled pair summoned up
bright smiles as they shook hands and raised their caps. The

-
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two girls vanished through the gates, and the six juniors
turned to walk back to St. Jim's. s 7

Figgins glanced at Fatty Wynn, and eyed him curiously,

“You're looking a bit fishy about the gills, old chap !

“Rats " growled Fatty Wynn.

“Well, it was a wippin’ stwoll, deah boys!’” remarked
Arthur Augustus. “Didn’t you think so, Blake?"

“No!"” snorted Blake.

Arthur Augustus adjusted his monocle and surveyed Blake
in faint concern.

deah bey?

“ Feelin' all
qhceah.”

“Of course I'm all right!” snapped Blake.

“Well, you look wathah gueeah,” repeated the swell of
8t. Jim's. “Not feelin’ gwogeay? You were out battin’ in
the hot sun for quite a while, you know. You didn't
contwact sunstwoke, I twuost, when you were knockin’ up
those 19 wuns vou got?"”

“Nineteen ?’’ hooted Blake.

“Bai Jove! Did you weallv? I must have been thinkin’
of Mannahs, Pewwaps he was the chap that got 19."

Blake glared at his aristocratic chum with feelings almast
too deep for words. The others chuckled—all except Fatty

{vnn.

“If you paid more attention to the ericket instead of
fussing round the Spalding Hall girls all the giddy time,
you'd know who scored what }” smiffed Blake bitterly.

Arthur Augustus coloured.

“Bai Jove! I uttahly wepudiate the suggestion that T
fuss awound the gals!” he snorted warmly. “A gentle-
man must be polite, howevah, and make snah that ladies ara
comfortable! Tsn't that so, you chaps?”

“Of course it is!” laughed Tom Morry.

He eyed Blake and Fatty Wynn curiously. Then he
grinned as he realised the reason for their disgruntled faees. .
It was clear to the-captain of the Shell that the pair were
feeling a little sore at having been rather “ont of it "
during the walk over the moor.

“Rats!" cut in Fatty Wynn, with a grunt. “Blake’s
jolly well right. There's a sight too much hanging round

palding Hall these days|”

“Hear, hear!” growled Blake,

“ Asses 1” chuckled Talbot,

Arthur Augunstus eyed them coldly,

“Weally, you duffahs, T considah——"

“Oh, shut up, Gussy!” sniffed Blake,
much. Give your chin a rest.”

“Bai Jove!l T shall considah it my dutey to administah
a feahful thwashin®, Blake, unless vou cease addwessin® me
in that wude mannah! I considah——"

Thump !

Blake, thoroughly exasperatod, had planted a squared fst
on his chum's elegant nasal organ. Arthur Augustus sat
down on the dusty road with a yell,

The swell of Bt. Jim's sat glaring at Blake dazedly, with
his shining topper tilted dangerously over oue ear. Ho
scrambled up with a furious snort.

“You uttah wuflian, Blake! T shall administah a feahful
thwashin' for that!”

Arthur Augustus hurled himself at Blake. But Tom
Merry and Talbot pushed their way between the two.

“Chuck rowing, you idiots!” grinmed Tom. He took
Blake by the arm and led him on. “I s'pose you two are
feeling a bit sore because we rather collared the girls—"

“Rats!” snorted Blake, colouring.

" Widdlesticks " growled Fatty Wynn, equally red.

Though Tom Merry had spoken the truth about the matter,
?oither of the disgruntled pair was willing to adwit the
act |

“We consider there's too much hanging round Spalding
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Hall these days,” said Blake doggedly. “It's silly, if you
ask me!™ he added, with a superior tilt to his nose. ;

“Hear, hear|” agreed Fatty Wynn, with a lofty sniff.

The superior attitude in which Blake and Fatty Wynn
had taken refuge was distinctly galling to the others. They
glared at them. But Tom Merry chuekled.

“Rats!” he said cheerfully.
your hats, and you know it!”

“Look here——" began Blake,
interrupted him.

“Ethel and Doris were telling us that there is a new
girl arriving at Spalding Hall to-morrow evening. She's
going to share a study with them. We're going along with
the two girls to meet her. You'd better come, too!”

“(Catch me!” sniffed Fatty Wynn,

“Or me!” sniffed Blake loftily.

“What did Doris say her name was?” put in Figgins.

“Peggy Brooke,” Tom told him. *2he's got a handle to
it, too—her father's a blessed earl! Lady Peggy Brooke.”

“You won't come and meet her to-morrow?” Talbot
asked Blake and Fatty Wynn, with a gn.

“No ™ snorted Blake fiercely.

“Cateh us ! agreed David Llewellyn Wynn, with another
lofty sniff.

And Fatty Wynn and Jack Blake marched on towards St.
Jim’s with their noses in the air. ;

Their chums might find pleasure in ““hanging round
Bpalding Hall, as they put it. But they had suddenly dis-
covered that they themselves were far above such things!

very red. DBut Tom

CHAPTER 2.
Lady Peggy Arrives !

o EADY, you chapst?”

R Tom Merry had

put his head in at

the door of Btudy
No. 6 in the Fourth Form
passage., It was after tea on
the following evening.

“Wathah, deah boy 1"

Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy
turned away from the
mirror, at which he had been
putting the finishing touches S b
to his immaculate toilet, and placed his shining topper care-
fully on his aristocratie head. Digby and Herries took up
their caps and crossed towards the door with the swell of
St. Jim's. Tom Merry glanced at the fourth occupant of
the study.

“Not coming, Blake?”

“No!” snapped Blake.

From the grim look on the face of Jack Blake as he
stood astride the hearthrug, it was quite evident to Tom
Merry that the leader of the Fourth was sticking by his

uns.

The others were off to Spalding Hsll, to go with Ethel
and Doris to Wayland Station to meet Lady Peggy Brooke,
the new girl who was arriving at Spa.]dm%’, But Blake had
declined to with them in the first place, and he was
still dogged in his refusal, 1

Tom Merry chuckled, and Blake glared at him

“\What are you cackling at, you dummy ?” he hooted.

“Nothing I grinned Tom. :

“Sure you won't come along ?” murmured Digby.

“Yes ! roared Blake.

“Then good-bye, deah boy!” chuckled Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. **I considah you a feahful ass, you know !

With which parting shot the swell of 8t. Jim's sailad
gracefully from the study and closed the door behind him.

“Blessed lady-killers1” sniffed Blake. ™ Catch me!”

He snatched up a book and dropped into a chair.
he soon chucked the volume irritably aside and jumped up.

The irate Fourth-Former strode from the study, down-
stairs, and out into the quad.

It was possible that at the back of hiz mind Blake was
finding it rather dull with all his chums gone off to Bpald-
ing Hall, and that he was almost wishing he had swallowed
his pride and accompanied them. But he would not have
admitied that fact to himself for worlds

As he stood at the top of the steps glaring into the guad,
he caught sight of a fat figure rolling towards him.

It was Fatty Wymnn. Blake brightened, and went down
the steps to meet the Falstaff of the New House.

8o you've not gone with the others?” observed Wynn.

“Catch me!” sniffed Blake loftily.

“Or me!” answered Fatty Wynn, with his little nose in
the air, “I let Figgy and Kerr go alone Blessed lady-
killers !

The two eyed each other with & mutua! feeling of very
eatisfying superiority. Blake had cheered up a lot.
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“I've got a cricket
Let’'s go into Rylcombe with

“7'1l tell you what,” he suggested.
pad that wants mending.
it‘"l

“Good! We can have a smack at Mis, Murphy’s tuck-
shop ! chuckled Faity Wynn, his eyes glistening.

Two minutes later, Jack Blake and David Llewellyn
Wynn were paxauzﬁ out'through the gates together, Dlake
with his cricket pad under his arm,

Fatty Wynn was not a fast walker, and it took them some
little time to reach the village. But though he did not
shine at walking, he did at eating, and the evening had
worn on considerably by the time he rolled ocut of the
village tuckshop, wiping jam from his mouth, with Blake
at his side. The cricket pad had been left at » shop to be
repaired., -

It was as the two turned a bend in Ryleombe Lane on
their way back towards 8t. Jim's that Blake gave a sudden
exclamation.

“My hat! Lock!”

A eab was standing at one side of the road, lurched over:
at an angle, while the old horse eropped the roadside grass,
and the red-faced cabby stood scratching his head and
surveying a broken-off wheel. And standing at the cabby’a
side, swinging her hat in her hand, was the slim figure of
a girl of about their own age.

“Been and gorn and busted clean orf!” the cabby was
saving in doleful astonishment as he surveyed the wheel.

“Yes,” agreed the girl cheerfully. “It's busted all
right !”

She turned her head as
Blake and Fatty Wynn cama
along, ;Lfm] Ith.e ton %t. Jim’s
juniors fair ed,

“Phew | yb%zﬁfhed Fatty

yan.
*G-great Scott!" gasped
Blake, equally breathless.
For the girl standing by the
broken wheel struck each at
@ Very same moment as
being the rippingest girl he
had ever seen. They gaped.
L Her bobbed hair was an un-
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A worthy

ruly mass of red curls. She
had ireckles, a little snub
noss, and a happy grin. She
was as each was telling himself, “ frightfully pretty!” DBus
she looked something of a tomboy. There was a dancing
light in her brown eyes that seemed to show that she was
fairly brimming with fun and cheek, and always up to any
mischief going.
She surveyed Blake and Wynu coolly, swinging her hat,

_ "I say,” she said, with sudden heat, her eyes sparkling
1111 a ?\Tarllke way, “there’s nothing funny about me, 13
there ?’

“ F-funny  gurgled Blake. * Nunno!l

“Then what are you staring at mo like that for?" she
dernanded.

Blake and Fatty Wynn went erimson. They fumbled
with their caps, overcome with embarrassmant

“Awfully sorry!” mumbled Fatty Wyon, “I—T didn't
know I was staring ™

“My hat!” cjaculated the girl, griening. “Well, you

jolly well werel”

The cabby was still staring mournfully at hiz wheel,

“Been and gorn and busted clear orf!” he muttered
BEain. ,

“So you said before, you know exclaimed the red-
haired girl severely. *“The question is, what are you going
to do about it? I've got to get to Spalding Hall ¥

Blake and Fatty Wynn jumped.

Their eyes went to the trunk on top of the broken-down
cab. The initials P. B, were clearly to be seen.

“Great pip!" cried Blake. “Are you Peggy Brooke?
Lady Peggy Drooke, I mean?” he added hastily.

It was the girl’s turn to look astonished.

“Yes, rather! But how did you know that 7+

Between them Blake and Fatty Wynn explained. Lady
Peggy Brooke surveyed them with danciny eyea.

“That’s ripping !” she cried. * You can show me the way
to Bpalding Hall. And, I say, if you could carry the trunk
between you——"

“Rather ! chuckled Fatty Wynn.

“You bet]” grinned Blake,

And two minutes later Jack Blake and David Llewellyn
Wynn were staggering up the lane with the trunk between
them, while Lady Peggpy Brooke, th¢ new Spaldingite,
walked beside them, gaily swinging her hat. :

“Isn't it a ripping evening 7" she remarked cheerfully.

“Rather I” gasped Blake, shifting his grip; for the trunk,
he discovered, was astonishingly heavy. “I say, how was it
you were in that cab? Ethel Cleveland and Doris Levison
and some of our chans went to Wayland to meet you—"

.
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AN AMAZING NEW SERIAL OF ADVENTURE!

Out there in the wild jurgles that
border the mighty river Amazon,
young Jack Carter comes face to
face, In the most amazing and terri=
fying ecircumstances, with the very
man he has journeyed g0 many miles
to find, Professor Rolling, inventor
and—madman !

The Elusive Bird !

ACK CARTER ezpected to see Captain Storm’s writh-
ing body dashed with violence to the ground, there to
lie, mangled and disfigured, in the rank grass or on
the rocky ledge. But nothing of the sort happened.

For several seconds the iron monster remained quite still,
stiff end upright, holding its helpless captive at arm’s
length.

Then slowly it turmed and, still maintaining the same
attitude. marched solemnly away across the vast, rolling

lain. Jack, awaking as from a trance, turned and dashed
mnto the cave.

*Where—where are you going !"" gasped Harry Frobisher,
in terror at being decerted,

But befcre he could scramble to his feet and follow his
chum, Jack returned, carrying a pair of powerful field-
glaszes belonging to Captain Storm.

Going to the verge of the rocky ledge he peered through
the glasses at the retreating figure.

The gloom of night was now rapidly disappearing before
the advance of the coming dawn, and all objects were
clearly vizible for a long distance in every direetion, seo
Jack was able to follow the movements of the monstrosity.

The gigantic shape moved in long, etiff strides straight
away from the rocky ledge across the level plain for two

hundred yards or so and then, bearing
to the right, proceeded in a half-circle
as though 1t were coming back, but
vanished suddenly in the shadow of the
hill on which the boys were perched.

Jack lowered the glasses and looked
down at his chum., The face of the
older boy was very pale, but the terror
had gone from his eyes. He had re-
gained his nerve,

Something in his appearance drew
Harry Frobisher back from the very
verge of hysteria.

“Do you believe in magic now?!”
asked Harry: and there was only &
little tremor in his voice,

“No, less than ever!”

“Blﬂ "
“Yes, I know; it’s terrible and—and queer |”
Jack’s brow was knitted in a puzzled frown.

. “What are we going to do now—now that Captain Storm
is dead?” asked Harry, shivering again.

Ll

hd':c::l-t think Captain Storm is dead.”

“] don't think they mean to kill him.”

“They? Who?"

“I don’t know—yet,” replied Jack; and again he seemed
to be staring at nothing. -

“What makes you think the captain is alive?” per-
sisted Harry.

The mere suggestion brought the ecolour back to his
;r}_tenks and lifted the weight of horror that had crushed
1im,

“I was watching him,” said Jack, “He stopped strug-
ling, but he did not hang limp like a dead hody. He
looked more like a man who had slipped on a high scaffold-
ing and was clinging to save himself from falling. Tha
Thing, too, was holding him gently, almost tenderly, care-
fully, as though anxious not to hurt him—at least. that’s
how it seemed to me.™

Harry Frobisher gasped.

“Good gracious| Jack, how did you see all that?” he
exclaimed. “1I only saw the Thing with its ghastly face.
Do—do you think it iz alive?”

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Reporis haoving been veceived to the effect thal Professor Rollins, whe
wenid (o Soulh dmerica to explove the unknown regions through which the
Amazon flows, is held in captivity, an expedilion is formed to go in search
of the mirsing sctentist, tsforiune, however, befalls the party, for their
Teader dies, nedeterred by this mr{y gathaek, Caplain Stori, & broad-
shouldered, museular man, delermings to carry oi ; but only three members
of the original paﬂy—f”eﬂdy White, & middle-aged Cockney, and stwo
youngsters named Jack Carter and Harry Frobisher—ehow thetr willing-
ness o accompanyt him, Heedless of the perils and dangers ahead, the
four plitcky adventurers push on into the unknoion and unexplored regions.

A peculin: wail emanating from the jungle fails lo unnerve the inlrepid

- adventurers, and they carry on until they reach @ cave in the hillside where

they make camp, With Captain Storm keeping guard owtside the cave,
the other members of the party turn in to vest. They are mwakened from
their shumbers some two hours later by a startied ery.  Rushing to the mouth
of the cave they are horrified to see o huge steel monster formed like @ man,
but of such prodigious height that ide mighty hand cver-tops the tallest
Joresttree, The next moment this enormous iron monster seizes the caplain
by the waist, and lifts him high up above their heads, writhing and strug-
gling helplessly,
(Now read on.)
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“NO."

“Then it must have men inside it ”

“No. Inside is a mass of complicated machinery. I
caught a glimpse of that when it turned. 1 saw it through
the hole under the armpit”

“Then it's magic!” cried Harry, with conviction. *A
machine can’t act like a man and be gentle and tender and
careful, That's idiotic”

“Thoe Thing is a machine,” persisted Jack gravely, “as
much a machme as a battleship When I was a nipper 1
was taken to an exhibition in London, and they had there
a miniature lake, and on it was a swarm of model batile-
ships, and cruisers, and torpedo-boat destroyers. and other
craft. And they all moved about and performed the most
complicated mancuvres, and there wasn't a single collision.
How was that done?”

“Wires?"”

“MNo, there were no wires.”

“Clockwork -

“No; it wasn’t clockwork, either. The whole thing was
worked by a man who sat in an office at the other end
of the hall, with a chart in front of him.”

“Then you think—"

*1 think a lot of things, old fellow, but that doesn’t
help much. The important question is, what do we know?
Well, we know this—that Thing iz a machine. It is only
made like a man to frighten people. It is as q:u:;‘-.h a
machine as a battleship, and somewhere behind it is a
brain—a jolly clever brain. It may be a hundred miles
away, or it may be close at hand. That's what we've
wot to find out.” :

“Everyfing all serene, young gents? Any ’elp wanted?”

Teddy White, crawling on his hands and knees, had
emerged from the mouth of the cave as far as his head
and shoulders.

fears, aroused by Captain Storm's startled cry, had abated
somewhat, ;

Hastily scrambling to his feet he eame forward, rubbing
his hands and smiling cheerily.

“CGoin' ter be a nice day,” he remarked. “A little "ot
maybe, but thet won't 'urt us arter wot we bin through,
will it? Take things as they come, and don’t make no
complaints. Thet's my motter. Hallo! Where's the cap'n?
Cone off on 'is own? Now thet ain't right—thet ain’t
noways right! If ain’t accordin’ to plan or agreement.
And I won’t agree to it. I makes my protest ’ere and
now. Now listen {o me, young gents—this is serious. I'm
a older man nor wot you are—a man of eggsperience—and
I knows wot’s wot. We got to stick to the cap'n !

“But——" began Harry; but the little man went on
unheeding.

“Arf a mo', Master Frobisher—arf a mo’! When 1
falks I got something to say, and you best 'ear me out.
We got to stick to the cap’n—we ain’t got to let 'im out of
our sight, It's ’im wot hev got the 'eadpiece. If we ever
gets ont of this *ere mess alive it'll be the cap’'n wot leads
us! Without 'im we are like three lost sheep. So mark
my words! Where 'e goes we got to foller!”

As soon as the two chums could get a word in they
attempted to explain what had happened. At the end of
their vecital, however, the little man shook his head.

“Young gents,”” he said, it ain't for
me to say wot's proper in the way of a
joke and wot ain't proper, me being
only a ignerent man. And if so be it's

a secret betwixt you and the cap'n, and
I ain’t to be in it, well, I knows me
place, and T says no more,” 3

And with that he turned haughtily
away.

Harry was about to go after him to
make yet another attempt to convince
him, but Jack eaught his chum’s arm
and held him back.

*Let him go,” he ¢aid. *“ He'll know
soon enough, and perhaps, after all, it
is best as it is for the present, Teddy
is q.nhappj' becanse he thinks we are
fooling him, but if he had seen that
Thing as we saw it he would be a jolly
sight more unhappy, wouldn't he?
Leave him alone,”

“But what are we to do?’’

“Hat I said Jack, “Thank goodness
we can’t etarve in this country even if :
we never get back to our sto};-cs. We PROFESSOR
can pick our dinner off the trees.”” ROLLINS, inven-

“Yes; or dig it out of the ground. tive genius, and
The native carriers showed ma the roots ereator of the

.that are good to eat,” replied Harry. Robot Man.
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Indeed, it was a marvellously fertile country to which
the comrades had penetrated.

Apart from the wild fruit, which grew in profusion,
there were wide stretches of ecultivated ground from which
the owners had for some mysterious reason fled.

. The chums, however, decided not to go far aficld to-day
in search of a meal

The cave was a good place of shelter, and the rocky
ledge on the hillside a good observation point. It would
bﬁ tst not to go too far away while unknown dangers were
about.

Harry Frobisher, whose courage had now quite rcturned,
was all for making an early expedition in the track of the
Thing to see if they could not follow it to its lair and
so find out what had happened to Captain Storm; but Jack
advised caution.

“If they meant to kill the captain he is already dead,
and we can do nothing; if they mean to spare his life—
as I believe—then there is no hurry. We will keep a sharp
look-out and bide our time.” .

Meanwhile, they went in search of fond. Teddy White,
although still injured and aloof in his manner, went with
them. He was not going to be left alone.

“We won't go down into the valley,” said Jack. “Let us
work round the hillside and see if we can’t get back to
the ledge that way.”

The trio plunged into the wooded slope, but they had
not gone far before the undergrowth, with its tangled
vines and luxurious prickly bushes became so thick that their
progress was slow.

Had it not been for the experience they had gained from
the natives during theif journey from the coast, they would
Lhave been unable to get through at all.

The scene through which they passed wazs one of amazing

u ‘)eauty.
On secing the chums enpaged in quiet conversation his

Tropic blooms, gorgeous in colour—red, purple, and white
—hung in festoonz on all sides; birds of resplendent
plumage flew about their heads, while rich, luscious fruits
of many kinds hung in clusters from the branches within
reach of their heads.

Fasecinated by the sheer splendour of their surroundings
the trio pressed on for perhaps an hour, and then sud-
denly and unexpectedly they emerged into an open glade,

Teddy White, after a careful inspection of the ground
to make sure that it was free from a special kind of noxious
insect which he had learned to fear, flung himself down.

“’Ow about a little rest to enjoy the booties of nacher.
young gents?” he suggested.

The others assented quickly enough and joined him, but
a few moments later Jack Carter's attention was attracted
by a bird of a particularly lovely plumage which, perched
Dﬁ a brdneh only a few feet away, seemed to be watching
them.

It was so tame that Jack was tempted to see if it would
allow itself to be captured.

Very slowly he rose to his feet and advanced cautiously
towards the bird. He had almost reached it when it flapped
gca Forgec—us wings and retreated a couple of yards into the

ush.

Jack followed still very silently and cautiously.

Again it retreated, and Jack, in his efforts to reach it,
left his comrades perhaps some thirty yards behind him, so
that he was shut off from them by a
thick wall of undergrowth.

Reluctant to go further, he made one
final attempt to capture that splendid
but elusive bird, and made a swift leap
forward with outstretched hands.

He missed the bird by an inch, and
at the same meoement his foot caught in
a tough ground vine, and he pitched
forward headlong on his hands and
knees.

When the boy scrambled to his feet
he found, to his surprise, that he had
hurled himself into another clearing.

It was smaller than the one he had
just left, and in other ways different.
For one thing, it looked as though it
had been made not by Nature but by
the hand of man, the undergrowth
having been cut away.

In front of him was the side of the
hill, rising sheer, while behind him, and
on either side, was the almost impene-
trable forest.

Jack hali-turned, intending to make
his way back to his comrades and
inform them of his discovery, when he
was startled by the sound of a human
voice quite close to him.

“Have I the pleasure of speaking to

a fellow-countryman?? 3

o
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New House fellows. 1 agree with Gussy. It's like your
lessed New House cheek, trying to butt in on our pienic!”
“But look here—" began Falty Wynn.

:: Go and eat coke!” gaid Blake, glaring at him.
> Look here, you School House bounder 1’
Look here, you New House waster—"
Blake rose to his feet, looking distinctly warlike.
Figgins & Co. had come along to Study No. 6 with peacefu]
enough intentions. It had not occurred to them that there
would bo such strong opposition to their joining Blake &
Ce; s party! But now‘they were getting a '}Ettlc Warm.
“I tell you—" began Figgins hotly.

. “Bhut up, Figgins, and cleah out!” snorted Arthur

Augustus D’Arcy. “ You chaps aren’t wanted to-mowwow,

80 pway twy fo wealise that!”

TRats!” eried Fatty Wynn angrily. “If you ask me—"
Nobody does ask you!” roared Blake, “Ilop it!”

“Why, you blessed prize cuckeos!” snorted Fatty Wynn,

1 tell you we’re coming to-morrow, anyway!” ecried
Figgins. “HEthel said she'd like us to be there, The giddy
river doesn't belong to you asses!” '

, Blake & Co. and Figgins & Co. glared at one another
in grim silence for some moments,

. Herries and Dighy and Kerr were all more or less dis-
interested ; they none of them minded particularly if the
olhers were in the party. But now that a row seemed io
be brewing they were all three ready to back up their
rcipei:}tllve sides llcn'aHy.

So Herries and Dighy glared at Figgins & Co. as wrath-
fully as did Blake and Arthur Au%g;%mtus. And Kere
i::'r\rey?d Blake & Co, as grimly as did Figgins and Faity

'ynn | :

* Cleah out, you boundahs!” roared the swell of 8t. Jin s,

(Continued on next page.)
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FAMOUS,

Every boy and girl loves
to read of the daring ex-
ploits of national heroes
—men who have taken
their lives in their handa
aither in the cause of
science or for the love of
adventure. This special
series of articles, then,
will appeal to all.

Mo, 2.
William Larkins, the
Famous Steeplejack.

top of a 150 foot chimney shaft, | had disappeared over the shaft-lip.

FIGHTING like a madman on the ! becanse already his head and shoulders

that is but one of the thrilling

experiences which has befallen
William Larkins, the world famaous
British steeplejack,

No man has led a more hazardous life
than he in the course of his everyday
work. Every minute, every hour aloft,
he has carried his life in his hands,

Crawling along slender parapets high
above the ground, ascending to the
narrow lip of towering factory chimneys,
dangling prec&riousﬁ.‘ from tapering
church steeples—these feats he has taken
as a matter of course during his thirty
years' experience ‘‘on top of the world.”

How did he come to battle with a
madman? It happened thus. Larkins
and two assistants were working on a
Deptford chimney-shaft at a height of
150 feet,

Soon after commencing operations the
weather became hotter and hotter, until
the midday sun was blazing pitilessly
down upon them, while the constant
smoke and fumes from the chimney did
not improve matters,

Larkins was about to issue instruetions
to cease work for dinner, when he
noticed that one of his companions had
a curiously wild look in his eyes.

“This is what I call a dog's life, Mr.
Larkins!” he growled.

“Never mind, old chap,” replied
_Lirk:ns. “We shall soon finish the
job.”

And then some sixth sense warned
the latter that the man was not
responsible for his actions. The fellow
raised his hands above his heoad and
made to fling himself down the inside
of the chimney to certain death,

Quick as lightning Larkins and his
other assistant flung themselves des-
perately for_wa.rd_ang grabbed the mad-
man’s leg just in the nick of time,

Then commenced & wild, grinf
struggle on the narrow ledge, as the
mamiac  fought with superhuman
strength to free himself from his mates’
clutches and fulfil his suicidal resolve.

Every moment Larkins expeeted the
whole three of them to plunge over the
side and crash headlong to their death.
Every second on that swaying chimney-
top was [raught with horror.

Luckily, the smoke and fumes, which
until then had been a bugbear, now
proved their saviour, for the madman,
hanging head downwards, was soon
stifled and rendered unconscious. And
immediately he stopped struggling his
mates were able to pull him to safeby.

William Larkins followed in his
father's footsteps when he adopted the
hagardous profession of a steeplejack.

One of the most thrilling and exacting
jobs he ever attempted was in his early
days, when he climbed the smow-covered
Scottish mounfain of Ben Vraggie,
1,256 feet high, to carry out some
restoration work on the first Duke of
Sutherland’s monument, which was
perched on the fop.

Tt was in the middle of the winter.
Gales were raging. It was terribly
cold, and, in adﬁitim},_th{\re was the
daily ascent and descent of the moun-
tain, which neccessitated leaving the
nearcst town of Golspie very ecarly in
the morning, and knocking off work at
about two o'clock in the afterncon, if
Larkins was to return homa before
dark.

For eiﬁht days he fought the icy ele-
ments, being almost frozen out on
soveral occasions,

He accomplished the job suceessfully;
but his troubles were not over, because
no sooner was the work finished than a
terrific blizzard began to rage, and
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Larkins badly wanted his Jadders and
gear, which were still lashed to the
monument, for another job.

The other work was too urgent to
enable him to wait even a few days
for his apparatus, and so he and several
of his assistants climbed the steep slopes
of Ben Vraggis under conditions which
bade fair to rival the Polar regions,

So_appalling were the elements, and
so diffieult and dangerous the ascent,
that a hardy, local labourer, whe had
courageonsly volunteered to act as
guide, collapsed from sheer exhaustion,

Even when Larkins and his com-
panions reached the top they were not
yeb out of the wood. They found the
ladders and ropes were frozen stiff to
l,the statue, as hard as iron, and a good
deal of the gear completely buried in
the snow.,

- After hours of heart-breaking toil,
while the blizzard howled and sereamed
around them, they managed to cut away
the frozen. ropes with hatchets, and
descend in safety with the ladders to
the warm welcome of Golspie.

Those are but two inecidents in
William Larkins’ adyenturous life as a
steeplejack. He and the men of his
hazardous profession are among tha
greatest daredevils of our time. They
are the fellows who make our streeta
safe for us to walk along. - They are
the guardians of the air. They see that
steeple and chimney, roof and parapet,
monument and statue, do not come
crashing down upon our heads because
of fault or flaw in their construction.

Hats off to William Larkins, King of
Steeplejacks! And hats off to his
fellows, daredevils working “on top of
the world !

(Next week our special contributor
deals with Sir Henry Segrave, the
femous racing motorist.)
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“I'd like to see you clear us out !” snorted Fatty Wynn,
“We jolly well will, if you don’t seat!” hooted Blake.
“Come on, then |” invited Figging warmly.

Blake & Co. did not fieed a second invitation. - They
hurled themselves at the intruders. The next moment a
fast and furious fight was raging in Study No. 6. - .

Arthur Augustus D’Arey was at grips with his old rival,
George Figgins. Herries was interlocked with Kerr. And
while Digby opened the door ready for the proposed eject-
ment of the New House trio, Blake tackled his fat rival for
chief place in Lady Peggy’s friendship, and went down in
a heap on the earpet with Fatty Wynn on top of him,

‘' Grooooh I gasped Blake.

David Llewellyn Wynn was no featherweight ! Blake lay
helplessly winded, with the Falstaff of the New House seated
on his chest. David Llewellyn seized him grimly by the
nose and pulled it

“Yoooop I” howled Blake.
wodder |

“Talking German 7" chuckled Fatty Wynn. “Sorry, don’t
understand the giddy lingo!”

He pulled Blake's nose again, and with a tremendous
heave Blake unseited him. The two rolled in a wild
struggle against the table, and there was a crash as it
overturned, shooting books and papers and inkwells on to
the floor. One of the inkwells landed on Fatty Wynn’s face,
transforming his features into the likemess of a nigger
minstrel’s.

*“ Girooosh 1"

Bump! Crash! Bang!

Arthur Augustus, with his eyeglass flying on its cord,
was busy trying to black both TFiggy's eyes. Figgy was
taking the same pains with Arthur Augustus. The fwo
srappled and went down in a heap on top of Blake and
i’utty Wynn. . )

Herries had got Kerr down, but was holding him there
with difficulty. Dighy darted to Blake's aid as Fatty Wynn,
struggling up, dealt the leader of the Fourth a punch on
the jaw that made him see stars. With a chuckle Dighy
seized the wastepaper basket and jammed it down over the
fat New House fellow’s head on to his shoulders.

“Oh! Yow! Help!" gasped Fatty Wynn, struggling to
free himself from the wastepaper basket.

But it was too tightly jammed to be ecasily got rid of |
Fatty Wynn stumbled blindly about, looking very much like
Tweediedum all prepared for battle. 'Then, tripping over
the prone figure of Arthur Augustus, who had just gone
down before a hefty punch from Figgins, Fatty Wyon
pitched headlong.

It was at that critical moment that Gerald Knox, the
most unpopular prefect in the Sixth Form, chose to fling
open the door and stride into the study, asi’uplunt in hand,
to find out what all the noise was about. 2

Yaroooooh |

Knox gave a wild howl as Fatty Wynn’s head, encased
in the wastepaper basket, jammed into his waistcoat.

Crash !

Knox collapsed on the floor, with Fatty Wynn sprawling
across him. Utterly winded, the Sixth-Former sat dazedly
panting on the cacpet, wondering vaguely if St. Jim's was
mn the throes of an earthquake.

“Grooh!"” TFatty Wynn sat up beside Knox, winded
and breathless, “0Oh! Yow! Pul? this off, somebody |

Knox's dazed look changed to one of fury as he collected
his wits after that knock-down blow. He reached out a
hand and grasped Fatty Wynn by the collar. But unluckily
for him, David Llewellyn had no idea that Knox had even
arrived on the scene. When he felt his collar grasped in
that hostile grip, he imagined that it was Blake or Arthur
Augustus who had seized him.

“Take that, you rottex!” hooted Fatty Wynn,
beneath the wastepaper basket.

And with a terrific swipe of his fist David Llewellyn
Wynn landed a tremendous punch en Knox's nose, which
flattened out the Sixth-Former on the study floor.

“ Oh, crumbs!” gasped Blake in horror.

The other combatants had all serambled to their feet on
the arrival of Knox, There had been no time to warn Fatty
Wynn, however,

“That's done it!” groaned Figgins.

He and Blake darted forward, and with a terrific heave
they dragged the wastepaper basket from the fat Fourth-
Former's head. TFatty Wynn blinked dazedly, then his
glance fell on the fizure of Knox heside him. Knox was
Just sitting up, with a hand to his damaged nose.

Fatty Wynn's eyes fairly goggled from their sockets.

“G-great Beott! Knox!”

Knox rose painfully to his feet and picked up his fallen
ashplant, When he spoke, with a hand still clasped over
his battered nose, his voice was oddly thick!

“Cobe to by study at once, all ob you!” he stormed, with
watering eyes, “I’ll stop you liddle rodders fighting in
your studies I
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Gerald Knox stamped from the room. Blake & Co. and
Figgins & Co. followed him dismally.

Ten minutes later, as they came out of Knox's study one
by one, squirming painfully, with their hands tucked under
their armpits, their faces were still more dismal than ever.
At the top of the stairs they met Talbot of the Shell.

“My hat!” exclaimed Talbot. * What's up? Licked?"

“No !” gasped Blake, scowling, “Knox has been cutling
us each a slice of cake, that’s all! So den’t ask blessed silly
questions.*”

_Talbot chuckled and passed on. The squirming proces-
sion went their way with gasps and groans.

_For the moment, at any rate, the little matter of the
river picnic on the following afterncon was shelved !

CHAPTER 5.
The Plot that Failed !

1t was Jack Blake who made that remark to his
three chums during first break the [ollowing
mornmg, >

“Got what, deah boy?1”

“A scheme to keep Vigging & Co. from butting in this
afternoon, of course,” grinned Blake. * Although we warned
them off yesterday, 1 shouldu't wonder if they still tried
vo barge along.”

“Figgay has cheek [or anythin’!" smorted the swell of
8t Jim's. "I weally cannot undahstand how Ethel ean
stand the fellow [*

Herries and Digby chuckled.

“This is my scheme,” went on Blake, The four chums
of the Fourth were standing by the entrance to Monsieur
Morny's class-room, for French was the next lesson. But
as yvet no other juniors had arrived on the scene. © Figgy
will think we're taking one of the school boats up the
river this afternoon i

“Aren't we?” queried Herries.

“No!” chuckled Blake, “That's the stunt! Figgy and
that ass Wynn will be hanging round the boathouse all
the afternoon expecting to intercept us, and fack them-
selves on. Bo we'll go to Dimmock’s boathouse, up the
river, and hire a boat there! See? Then we'll pick up
the girls where we arranged.” A

“Ha, ha, ha! Good!” chortled Digby. 3

The idea of Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn waiting at
the school boathouse all the afternoon, wondering what had
happened to Blake & Co., tickled them wvastly.

“DBai Jove! That's a weally wed-hot ideah, Blake!”
grinned the swell of Bt Jim's, “We shall have to take
gweat care that Figgins doesn't see us goin' out of gates,
though.”

It was not Fig%'ns, but Fatty Wynn, whom Blake was
worrying about, But he nodded.

*Oh, we'll work it all right!” he chuckled.

At that moment the litile French master came bustling
up, followed by a swarm of Fourth-Formers, and Blake &
Co. filed into the class-room.

There were grins upon the faces of all four. They were
quite sure that Figgins & Co. intended to iack themselves
on, despite the fact that they had been told in no uncertain
terms that they were not wanted. But if Blake’s little plan
worked without the New House trio guessing it, Figgins &
Co. were going to get left that afterncon in more ways
than onel

- - - -] - E L] -

“There are the gals!”

Blake & Co. had turned a bend of the river, in the big
rowing-bout they had hired at Dimmock’s boathouse,
Standing on the bank a little way ahead were three girlish
figures. Blake turned the boat in towards the banf.

“* Poor old Figginsl” chuckled Herries.

*“Ha: bha. ‘ha i

The chums of the Fourth had succeeded in leaving 8t.
Jim’'s unobserved by Figgins & Co. And by now, they felt
sure, the New House trio would be waiting patiently at
the school boathouse, expecting their School House rivals
to turn up there for a boat at any moment !

At the thought, there were broad grins on the faces
of all four as the boat came alongside the towing-path,
where the Spalding Hall girls were standing, looking very
pretty and charming in their summer frocks and broad-
brimmed straw hats, with the Spalding Hall colours round
the brims. Fach was carrying harlﬁmthin.g-co-stuma and
towel, They greeted the four St. Jim’s juniors with
smiles,

“Here you are!” cried Ethel,

“Hallo, everybody!” exclaimed Doris brightly.

But it was upon La,dé,' Pa!igy Brooke that Blake had fixed
his eyes. She grinned at him cheerfully.

“My hat!” murmured Lady Peggy, nodding at the
hamper on the floor of the boat. “That’s a big one! There
wmust be enough grub in there for a hundred.”

HI’VE got it!”
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“Well, there's plenty, anyway,” chuckled Blake. “Let me
help you in.”

Two minutes later the little party was rowing up-stream,
with Herries and Digby at the oars.

“Glad to see you have wemembahead to bwing your bathing
things, deah gals” remarked the swell of St Jim’s, witl
approval. “We'd. thought we would go to Merton Island,
and there is wippin® bathin’ to be had fwom there.”

“Oh, good!” eried Lady Peggy, with dancing eves.

She took off her hat and shook her jolly-looking auburn
eurls, smiling warmly at Blake,

“You've not brought that fat friend of yours along with
you, then?” she observed.

“Ahem !” Blake coloured. “Nunno!

“Why didn’t you? I liked him,”

You sea——"

lake could not very well have explained that this was ©
precisely the reason why he had not brought Fatty Wynn #°

along. He coloured to a still deeper shade of erimson.

“And Figgins,” broke in Fthel. “When I saw him yester- :

day, he said he'd be coming along, too!”

There was a disappointed note in Ethel’s voice.
Augustus went decidedly pink.
“As a mattah of fact—"

tence,

He did not finish his sgn
Shooting up-stream round the bend behind them had come
another rowing-boat, with three 8t. Jim’s juniors pulling at

the flashing oars. They were overhauling the big, heavy
boat ahead at a fast speed.

“Gweat SBeott ! gasped Arthur Aungustus,

Elake, Herries, and Digby stared at the overtaking boat in
utter consternation. : g

“Figgins|” breathed Blake faintly. “And Kerr! And
—and Fatty Wynn ! ;

CHAPTER 6.
A Little Wetting !

HE New House irio had secen them. They slowed down
and came drifting alongside, with cheery grins on
their faces.

“Hallo, everybody !’ sang out Figgins.

“Afternoon, Lady Peggy!” murmured Fatty Wynn,
blushing.

“Why, it's Fatty!” erled Lady Pegey. “Hallo !”

Blake ground his teeth. The evident pleasure with which
Peggy greeted Fatty Wynn annoyed him. And Arthur
Augustus D'Arey bestowed a decided! chilly look upon the
grinning face of George Figgins as Ethel smiled upon him
very brightly.

1t seemed as if DBlake's little scheme had failed to work
after alll

As a matter of fact, Figgins & Co. had happened to hear
from Grundy of the Shell that Blake & Co. had gone out of
gates. So it did not take the New House trio long to tumble
to the little trick that was being played on them | They had

Arthur

at once taken a beat and gone off up the river in hot
pursuit,

A few minutes ago Blake & Co. had been feeling very
cheery and triumphant: but now it was Figgins and Kerr
and Fatty Wynn who were grinning cheerily and looking
trinmphant.

Blake, Herries, Digby, and the swell of 8t, Jim's glared
at their rivals with feelings almost too deep for words.

“Lovely afternoon for the river!” observed Figgins, with
a grin at Arthur Augustus D’ Arey.

“And for a bathe,” nodded Fatty Wynn, in a jovial voice.
“No objection to us joining the party, of course?”

Z

The boat in which Arthur Augustus and

Fatty Wynn were clutching frantically at

one another, tipped suddenly sideways.

There was a terrific splash as the two

juniors, locked in a wild embrace, fell clean
into the river. (See Chuapler 6.)

In the presence of the girls from Spalding Hall it was
impossible for Blake to decline their company. He glared
at Fatty Wynn's grinning face wrathiully, but swallowed
his feelings.

“Nunno !” he mumbled. A

“Glad te have you, deah boys!” gasped Arthur Angustus
politely, with a glance at Figgins that would have stretchad
George Figgins lifeless in the bottom of his boat could looks
but kill,

“Good !” chuckled Figgins,

And the New House irio resumed their oars, keeping
abreast of the bigger boat and exchanging bright conversa-
tion across the few yards of intervening water with the rest
of the party.

Glum though they were at first, Blake and Arthur
Augustus D'Arey managed to cheer up after a while. Afier
all, Figgins & Co. could not rob them of the company of the
Spalding Hall trio! Once they made up their minds to the
fact that their rivals of the New House were now included
in the party there was no reason why they should not enjoy
themselves nevertheless.

By the time they reached Merton Island the rival parties
had cheered up wonderfully. The Spalding Hall girls wers
all in high spirits, and Binie had to admit that Lady Peggy
was giving him every bit as much attention as she was to
David Llewellyn Wynn!

“Here we are!" sang out Blake, as the boat was turned
in towards the little wooded island. “I say, Gussy, old hass,
help me take the boat round to the end of the giddy island
to moor it out of the stream, will you?"

“Wight-ho, deah boy!”
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. The girls landed, accompanied by Herries and Digby, who
were carrying their fair companions’ bathing kit,

" Bring our bathing costumes along with you, Blake, old
scout |” cried Herries from the bank.

Blake, pushing the boat out into the stream again, nodded.
- Kerr had landed on the island and joined the others; but
Figgins and Faity Wynn paddled round after Blake and
the swell of 8t. Jim’s to moor their boat out of the stream.
too. As the two boats rounded the corner of the island, well
out of sight end sound of the Spalding Hall trio, Arthur
Augustus gave Figgins an jey glance.

“Weally, Figgay, I considah it a fearful nerve of you
thwee boundahs to tack yourselves on to the partay in this
uncalled-for mannah I snorted the swell of St. Jim’s warmly.

Figrins chuckled.

“Tried to give us the giddy slip, didn't you?” he grinned
cheerily.

“But it didn't come off | chortled Fatby Wynn.

All Blake’s pent-up feelings suddenly boiled over.

“You fat cuckoo!” he roared. “I've a jolly good mind
to duck you in the blessed river |

“You?” spiffed Fatty Wynn. “You couldn't duck a fly
in_an ink-pot!* :

The two boats had drawn in under the overhanging
willows at the end of the island by now, side by side. Blake
had made the rope fast to a branch, and Figgins had done
the same for his boat. Fatty Wynn was also on his feet,
and he and Blake glared at onec another wrathfully,

“You burbling jabberwoeck——*

“Yon frabjous dummy—>

“Take that I”

“Oweh! ¥ou take that 1”

Blake and Fatty Wynn were hitting out Ilstily, and the
boats swayed. Figgins gave a yell.

“Look out, you silly lunatics! You burbling idiots, you'll

ve us in the water |

But the two staunch admirers of Lady Peggy were far
too bu:&y to heed Figgins’ warning shout. They continued
to let fly at one another with busy fists. Arthur Augustus
jumped to his feet in alarm,

“Stop it, you fwabjous asses! Bai Jove! Yawoooop!”

Blake had lost his balance. He fell against Arthur
Augustug, sending the swell of St. Jim’'s sprawling wildly
into the next boat. Figgins gave a shout and leapt out on
to the bank just in time. The next moment the boat in which
Arthur Augustus and Fatty Wynn were clutching frantically
4t one another had tipped sideways.

There was a terrific splash.

“Oh! Yarooooh!”

Locked in a wild embrace, Fatty Wynn and Arthup
Augustus disappeared beaeath the surface of the Rhyl !

CHAPTER 7.
In Borrowed Plumes !

ORTUNATELY, both Arthur Augustus and Fatty
F ¥nn were sound ewimmers, and it did not take them
long to get to the bank of the island and flounder out
of ﬁae water, drenched and gasping.
“Ha, ha, hal”
: Ffiggms could not stifle his merriment. He gurgled help-
essly.
“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha1*
“What are you cackling at?” hooted Fatty Wynn,
“This is fwightful ! wailed Arthur Augustus miserably.
“Go hon!” grinned Blake, as he jumped ashore after
Saving righted the overfurned boat. *“You look nice and
ry 1!’

- -

*Weally, Blake—"

“Youn lunatic!” snorted Fatty Wynn. “It was all your
blessed fault we went in!?

“ Weally, Wynn—""

There was a sudden excited yell from Figgins.

“Great pip!”® He stared out from the bank.
bathing togs !

Arthur Augustus had been carrying the bundle of bathing
things when Blake had upset him, Now they could be zecn
vanishing rapidly down-stream. As the horrified juniors
stared after them they saw the bundle disappear beneath the
surface,

“They've gone!” groaned Blake. “Now we can't bathe!*

“Blow bathin’|” sneorted Arthur Augustus, “1 am soppin’
wet, and all my clobbah is wuined! Oh deah!”

“Well, come along and we'll see what we ean do about
it!"” growled Blake.

He picked up the tea hamper and trudged through the
trees towards the spot where they bad left the others, with
Figgins at his side. Arthur Augustus and TFatty Wynn
trailed miserably after them, leaving a trail of puddles as
they came. And the 1;.ee]l of laughter with which Herries
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and Digby and Kerr greeted their appearance did nothing
towards cheering them up!

Thero were looks of concern on the faces of Ethel and
Deris; but Lady Peggy Brooke, after a moment of staring
gstomshment, began to gurgle helplessly, as Figgins had

one,

"Oh, my hat!” gasped Lady Pegoy.
two do logk!” e ¥ T .

Fatty Wynn smiled a ghostly smile, then glared at the
grinning juniors, Arthur Augustus adjusted his cyegluss
and shivered.

“Ow! 1t’s feahfully cold! Weally, you-fellows, I wish
you would stop cacklin’ like a lot of hycnas!” he added
fiercely, under his breath.

“You two must change your clothes at once!” declared
I%the[ﬁdemdediy. “Fut on your bathing things and dry
thoseo

“That's all vewy well, deah gall” gasped the swell
of St. Jim’s. “Buf the bathin’ clobbah is gone!”

“What?” howled Herries and Digby. .

“Oh dear!” cried Ethel, her preity face a picture of
dismay., “You two will catch your death of cold if you
don’t change!” }

“But we have nothin’ to change into, deah gal!” repeated
the swell of 8t Jim's miserably.

“That's the trouble!” groaned Fatty Wynn. *Looks to
me as if we shall have to miss the blessed pienie, Gussy,
and buzz back to 8t. Jim's!? 4

There was a sudden exclamation from Lady Peggy:

“My hat!”

The others turned to her in surprise. Peggy’s brown eyes
were gleaming excitedly. She gave a liftle gurgle of
merrlinent. y y

“T've gobt an idea!” she announced. *“Ethel and Doris
want to bathe. Well, while they're bathing, yonu twe must
"'h?'ng'f, mto their togs! Then you ean dry your own over
o Iire.

“ W-w-what I’ gasped Fatty Wynn faintly.

“Bai Jove! Wats! I—I mean, nunno!” eried the swell
of St. Jim’s hastily, with a look of utter horror on his
face. “I—I weally couldn't dweam of it!”

““Rather not!” agreed Fatty Wynn.

At the idea of the fizure he would cut in Ethel's or Doris’
clothes, Fatty Wynn fairly shuddered.

But there were broad grins on the faces of the other
juniors. Figgins chuckled,

“That’s a great ideal”

]‘:ﬁ‘}a!éy Wynn and Arthur Augustus glared at him. FEthel
smiled. .

“I really think it is a good idea,” she agreed. “¥an
couldn't possibly get all the way back to the school with-
out catching terrible colds in those soaked clothes! Doris
and I will go and change into eur bathing thines, then
you can borrow our clothes”

“But, Ethel, deah gal—"

“No, I insist! It’s the only way!”

And Ethel and Doris picked up their bathing costumes
and vanished into the trees, leaving the swell of St Jim's
and David.Llewellyn Wynn staring at one another in glassy-
eyed dismay.

“But we shall look such Iwightful asses!” groaned Arthur
Augustus, -

* Never mind that—you always do, old chap!” chuckled
Kerr.

“ Bai Jove! Weally, Kerr——="

“Now, then, no more grousing!” broke in Lady Pegoy

“What 2 mess you

severely. “It's my idea, so you might try to De polite
about 1t}
“0Oh deah! Yaas, but—"

Arthur Augustus lapsed into an unhappy silence. TFatty
Wynn said nothing more, either. He did not wish tn
offend Peggy, whatever happened. But he eould not help
but feel vaguely suspicious of the dancing twinkle in her
eyes. It seemed just possible that Lady Peggy was getting
a lot of fun out of their predicament, and would get still
more out of seeing them arrayed in FEthel’s and Doris'
clothes |

“T'll go and see if their things are ready,” said Lads
Pegey calmly, and vanished into the trees.

“This is feahful, deah boys!” panted the swell of H&.

Jim’s.  “Weally, the gals are vewy kind, but—"
]“Dml’t worry, Gussy! You'll leck lovely!” chortlad
Blake.

“Pway do not be an ass, Blake! I considah——"

He broke off as Peggy returned into sight, earrying twoe
bundles of clothes that caused Arthur Augustus and Fativ
Wynn to shudder. But there was evidently no help for it
now, and they took the bundles with as good a grace as
they could muster. y

Peggy went off again to rejoin Ethel and Doris. 8She
chuekled merrily as she vanished.

And, amid a running fire of chaff from their fellow

(Continued on page 12.)



To be able to travel at 200 miles an hour ina

touring-car, is

But

et another dream of the future.

echanical Science will bring this ab 3
surely as o gt

it has already made tremendous

changes in our world,

This speedy touring-car that will one da
the place of those already on the road,
subject of next week's 5

take
s the

RAND COLOURED

PICTURE CARD, which wiil be presented FREE

with every co
Qet next

y of the QEM.
ednesday’s issue and add this Free

Qift Card to your sét!

i

MARVELS of

the FUTURE!

e |

No. 14.—A 200 m.p.h. Touring-Car!

AD you lived in the eighteenth century and
found yourself smitten with the fancy to go
from, say, London to Yeork, you would have
thought nothing of taking a full week for

the journey—in a bone-jolting horsed coach. The
time is coming when the same journey will be com-
pleted, in absolute comfort, in something under an
hour by touring motor-car !

Even to-day the Golden Arrow—that mighty
wonder-«car of Bir Henry Segrave's—could whizz
from London to York in about three-guarters of an
hour, if the roads were good emough! But these
amazing 200 miles per hour touring-cars of the near
future will be very unlike, externally at least,
Beprave’s record-breaking racer,

They will be built so that driver and passengers
will be shut in completely, and there will be a huge
“fin * attached to the tail of the car to facilitate
steering. But, like Segrave’s car, they will be fashioned
almost on the lines of a projectile—a bullet-like box
of tricks that, completely streamlined, will shoot
itself to its predetermined stopping place at a pace
far in excesss of that now possible away from a
racing or other specially prepared track.

Another peculiarity about these great touring-cars
will be the headlight, which will extend in a semi-
circle around the front of the bonnet. They will need
those lights, too | Britain will be far too small then
for the owner of a 200 m,p.h. car—and too crowded,
for these machines will be as numerous as small
family motor-cars are now, But the Channel Tunnel
will solve aoll that.

What about foot passengers, did you
say T There won't be any on the roads
these monsters take. Great highways will
be made across the face of DBritain, on
which it will be illegal for walkers to
trespass, There
will also be a law
regulating the
gpeed of the tour-
ing cars therson—
not regulating it
upwards, but down-
wards, For there
must be no such

(Next week's

Picture Cards.)

article
intensely__ interesting
Marvels of the Future will deal
with " A Giant Helicopter,” a
subject which is also irciuded in
our topping series of coloured

thing as leisurely driving to hold up the
whizzing traffic. There will be a minimum
speed limit of fort?' miles an hour, and the
car that drops below that will be run in
for loitering !

These motor speedways will converge on the
Channe! Tannel, through which the swift traffic will
pass ‘to France, and then all over the Continent,
where other special roads will have been constructed.
These are already planned and mapped out, and work
will commence on them when the international
conference of motor.car clubs comes to a final agree-
ment with the various governments concerned.

They will pass around towns and villages, as our
present by-pass roads do, and they will be at least
100 feet wide. All big towns and cities will be linked
in this way, and rivalry between motor-cars and
railways s a means of getting about quickly will be
keener than it is even at present. The trains will be
running then at 200 m.p.h. also. But who wouldn’t
prefer a run in & touring-car at that speed to sitting
n o stuffy train ?

Road shocks ? None, for the roads will be made so
that the surfaces are perfect, and shock—abaorbingi
devices on the great touring-cars themselves wil
make driving and riding an absolute shock-proof
pleasure,

There will probably be plenty of breakdowns due
to the enormous epeed, but crippled cars wilt not be
allowed to litter the fairway. F:)[lll-a-vevl]ling breakdown
appliances, as swift ag the cars, will always be within
call, the motorist wanting first-aid for his machine
going to the first roadside telephone applinnece
{(specially placed at frequent intervals for this pur-
pose) and ecalling up the breakdown gang.

Land lighthouses will show the way on the darkest
nights, and their special fog-piercing rays will rob
winter travelling of its terror, Then our motor
enthusiasts will start hankering for a touring-car that
can knock up a few more miles per hour, and we shall
be talking about the family car that can do 250
m.p.h., and still better and wider reads along which
we can whizz like bullets from one end of Eurape to
the other !

With those magnificent 100-feet® wide roads te
mancuvre on theres is
no reason why the
familiar motor char-a-banc
should not develop along ihe
same mighty lines as indicated
for these Y};miiy touring-cars,
Then the dust will fly indeed,

in this
acries
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“FOR LOVE OF LADY
PEGGY ! ”

(Continued from page 10.) ]

juniors, Fatty Wynn and Arthur Augustus IV'Arcy began
their enforced change of garments, while their own soaked
clothing was set up on sticks around a large five that Figgins
kindled. :

Their shoes, at any rafe, were scon dried, which was
fortunate, for neither of them could possibly have squeezed
their feet into the dainty shoes of the girls!

And when at last the -transformation was completed, and
they stood, erimson-faced and miserable, in their feminine
garb, a great yell of langhter from Figgins and Kerr, Blake
and Digby and Herries did nothing towards comforting
them |

“The juniors fairly shricked.

“QOh, great pip!” gasped Blake.
thing Fatty does look!”

“ And what an aristocratic-looking damsel Gussy wakes!”
chortled Kerr.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fatty Wynn grinned sheepishly. The Falstaff of ihe
New House was always ready to take a joke against
himself, and he realised that he must look decidedly comic.

But Arthur Augustus did not grin! He felt his ridicilous
position keenly, though, as a matter of fact, with his slim
build, he made a far more presentable-looking young lady
in Ethel’s garments than did the fat figure of the grinning
New House fellow. Fatiy Wynn had not found it easy to
squeeze himself into Doris Levison’s clcthes; but now that
he had succeeded he made a really astoniching looking
damsel !

He rolled acress towards the fire.

“(Chuck rotting, you fellows!” he grinned. *“Though I
must say, if 1 look any more rummy than old Guasy

does——"

“Bai Jove! Weally, Wynn!” . : ]

Arthur Augustus serewed his moupr‘!e @Lght]g inta his
eye to glare at Fatty Wynn, and the effect of the eye-
glass, combined with his feminine garb, brought a fresh
yell of mirth from the rest.

“1 say, miss,” chuckled Blake,
I've eve]r seﬁni]\yith an eyeglass!”

“Ha, ha, ha! e g

“T shall be compelled to administah a feah_i'u’} thwashin’,
Blake, if you do not wefwain fwom makin tatheaded
wemarks P snorted the swell of 8t Jim’s. :

“(h, hush!” exclaimed Blake, in pretended l}orror‘
“That's not & lady]ikph“:il,sr of talking, you know! I'm—
Oh! ¥Yow! Yaroooogh!

With a decidedly unladylike movement Arthur Augustus
had jumped forward and grasped Blake by the nose. e
pulled hard, and Blake yelled, s ; i

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. Go it, ye giddy

ipples 1" ;
crﬁﬁ}.ke broke free at last, and was about to hurl himself
at his aggressor when he remembered that if he were to
bowl his chum over his borrowed arments would suffer.

“Vou silly jay!” hooted Blake, clasping his painful nasal
erp]g‘%:;h he broke off quickly. Lady Peggy had entered the
clearing. i = e

At sight of Arthur Augustus and Fatty Wynn in their
borrowed plumes she became almost helpless with laughter,
But at last she dried her eyes, and surveyed the two dis-
eomforted juniors gaily. : : 5

“My hat!” she gasped. “You two ook priceless!

Then there were two more ripples of laughier as Hthel
and Doris came swimming into view round the corner of
the island. 3 4

Like Lady Peggy they went into paroxysms of mirth at
the spectacle presented by Arthur Augustus and Fatty
Wrnn.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s adjusted his eyeglass and surveyed
hiz cousin unhappily.

“Ethel, deah gal, I weall 2

“But you lock charming, Arthur!”
bravely, with twinkling eyes.

“Bai Jove.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

There was no doubt that Arthur Awgustus D'Arey and
David Llewellyn Wynn were providing plenty of amuse-
ment for their friends that aftérnoon, even though they
were not enjoving the joke themselves.

But the height of their misfortunes had yet to come.
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. The whole party went off to the farther end of the
island to watch the three girls diving, Lady Peggy having
changed into her bathing-costume, too. And when at last
they returned to the clearing to see whether the wet cloth.
ing of the luckless pair was yet dry, it was to find in their
stead a heap of smouldering cloth.

In their absence. the drying clothes had caught alight,
and were now no more.

With utter horror in their faces, the swell of St. Jim's
and David Llewellyn Wynn stared speechlessly at the
charred remaina. &

e

CHAPTER 8.
Lady Peggy’s Little Jape !
6 H, crumbs |” groaned Fatty Wynn.
O Arthur Augustus surveyed the remnants of his
smouldering clothes with feelings too deep for
words. He merely gasped faintly.

“Great pip !” eried Figgins. “I say, tﬁat’s awkward 1”
. Awkward?” voared Fatty Wynn. “I'll say it jolly well
is! What the dickens are we to do now 7 He glanced down
at his feminine attire in blank dismay. “Doris will be
wanting her togs!” he gasped. “What on carth are Gussy
and I to do?”

“Home of you chaps must at once wow back to the schoael
and feteh us some clobbah,” declared the swell of St. Jim's,
with grim determination in his face. H

“Catch me missing the picnic t¢ feteh you your blessed
togs!” grunted Herries. “I want my tea.”

. “Your fault for not looking after your clobber, you
wdiots I grinned Figgins,

“Bai Jove | Weaﬁy, Figgins, you ass—""

Lady Pepgy appeared among the trees, and the swell
of 8t. Jim’s broke off hastily. Peggy was changed back
from her bathing=cqstunw into her ordinary clothes .

2 “Ethel and Doris are still swimming,” she announced.
“They dom’t want to come in yet. So it doesn't matter
if your clothes aren’t dry yet, you two——"

Then she gave a gasp as her eyes fell on the smouldering
remains by the fire,

Blake chuckled.

“Their clothes are dry all right,” he grinned.
too dry now."

* I\:l,z,,r hat |” said Lady Peggy. "I say, you're in the soup
now |

" You're right there!” mumbled David Llewellyn Wynn,
“This 1s awfual I**

“Bome of you chaps must feteh our clobbah fwom the

school,” repeated Arthur Augustus, in a pleading voice.
. But none of the fellows seemed at all anxious to oblige.
It was a long row to the school, and whoever went would
miss the rest of the picnie. No one saw why he should
suffer for what, in the first place, had really been tho
fault of the two juniors concerned.

“I suppose some of us will have to go,” grunted Blake
lto thgi,l,!a. “After all, the girls will want their togs hefore
ong——

“That's s0,” nodded Figgins. “But—" \

Lad_v_ Peggy interrupted him. There was a gleam of
real mischief in her eyes. But her face was solemn enough
as she turned to Arthur Augustus and Fatty Wynn.

“It's pot fair that some of the others should miss the
picnic because of you!” she said severely. “It’s all your
fault you got soaked. 1 think it's only fair that you
shmi_;d g--:luJ aa,n(li1 get your own clo!he?."

“But—but how can we, deah gal?” gasped the swell of
5t. Jim's, “Not in this clobbah.”

“Why not?” demanded Lady Peggy firmly.
vou look very nice.”

“W-w-what 1" panted Fatty Wynn.

“You'll have to go back to St. Jim's as quickly as
possible, and change into your own togs,” went on Lady
Peggy serenely. “Then bring those back here for Doris
and Ethel. They won't mind iathing till then, I know.,”

The two unhappy juniors stared at her in horror.

“"You—you don't weally mean that? breathed Arthur
Augustus feebly.

“I do!” Lady Peggy gave a little gurgle of laughter,
“ With Doris and Iithel’s hats on you'll %ool—: all right.
Come on! T'll go along with you!”

There was a chorus of chuckles from the other juniors
as they watched the expression on the faces of the luckless
pair.

They all realised that Lady Peggy wanted to accom-
pany Arthur Auvgustus and Fatty %Vynn in their strange
disguise to enjoy the fun when thoy arrived at St. Jim's.
And with winks at one another they agreed to back her
up. It would certainly be a wonderful rag to send Gussy
and the fat Fourth-Fermer off to 8t. Jim’s in their present
get-up.

“That's a good idea!” nodded Figgins, trying hard to
keep a.straight face. “OF yon go!l”

“You—you—you—=" Arthur Augustus

*A bit

*I think

glared as
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Figgins and struggled for words. But in the presence of
Lady Peggy it was impossible to tell the leader of the
New House what he thought of him. “Oh deah! Weally,
Lady Peggy—" -

“Come on!” grinned Lady Peggy. “Put this hat on!”

Arthur Augustus was too polite to resist as she planted
a hat with the Spalding Hall ribbon on his aristocratic
brow. But there was no doubt that the addition made all
the difference to his appearance.  With his short hair
thus concealed, the aweﬁ of St. Jim's made quite a tall
and striking-looking young lady.

“Bai Jove! I—1 weally must pwotest—"

But Gussy’s protests went unheeded, as did Fatty Wynn's.
Publie opinion was all against them., And with ghastly
expressions on their erimson faces they realised that there
was no escape for them.

Fatty Wynn made the fattest Spaldingite imaginable
when Doris’ hat had been pulled well down over his ears,
concealing his shorn locks. But since there was evidently
no help lT;m: it, Fatty Wynn decided to make the best of
a bad job. Anyway, he told himself, Lady Peggy would
be going with them. That was something. He grinned
as he saw that Blake was looking a little disconsolate over
that fact.

“Come on, Gussy!” mumbled Fatty Wynn. “We can't
pet out of it! Everybody’ll be out on an afternoon like
this, and I dare say we can sneak across the quad without
being spotted.”

The swell of St. Jim’s brightened a listle at that thought.
But he made a final despairing protest.

“Weally, Lady Peggy, I—I do not wish to appeah wude,
but weally—m-m="

“1 think it is jolly rude of you to keep grousing like
thiz,” said Lady Peggy decidedly.

“0Oh deah! Vewy well, then. But—"

“Come along!™ grinned Lady Peggy. “Or Ethel and
Doris will have to wait too long for their togs! This way
to the boat.”

With miserable countenance, and his eyeglass tightly
jammed into his eye bencath the brim of his Spalding Hall
}mt, the swell of St. Jim's followed Lady Peggy and
climbed into the smaller of the two boats, together with
Faitty Wynn.

“Yon'll have to join a ladies’ rowing club, Gussy !™ sang
cut Herries, from the bank. .

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Pway do not ba .n ass, Hewwies!”

With scarlet faces Gussy and Fatty Wynn picked up their
cars and pushed out into the stream. ]Zacly Peggy, sitting
in the back seat with a grin on her pretty face, waved to
the erowd of juniors on the bank gaily.

She was enjoying herself immensely. Always ready for
a “rag,” Lady Peggy Brooke was getting lots of fun this
afternoon out of the two hapless St. Jim's juniors!

“We'll be back soon!" she called cut. “So long !

Figeins kissed his hand to Arthur Augustus, and Arthur
Augnstus glared back at Figgins. The juniors gave a yell
of merriment as the two strangely-clad Fourth-Farmers
dipped their oars and pulled off down the river.

“0Oh, what a scream !’ gasped Kerr. * Gussy’s face!”

“ And look at Fatty 1" ehortled Dighy. “Oh, my hat{”

“Lady Peggy enjoys a good jape!" chuckled Herries.

i Ratﬁer! Ha, ha, ha !

Anpd with a chorus of chuckles the juniors watched the
boat containing the new Spaldingite and her victims vanish
round the hend

CHAPTER 9,
More Trouble !

g LL clear!”
It was Falty Wynn who gave that murmur of
satisfaction.

He and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, accompanied
by the merrily grinning Lady Peggy, had stepped eautiously
into Wayland High Strect, from a side-road leading up
from the river.

Despite all Lady Peggy’s mischievons attempts to persuade
them, the two St. Jim’s juniors had utterly declined to go
to the school boat-house in their feminine guise! They had
left the boat in a secluded backwater at a point where tho
river passed fairly near Wavland, and had hurried into the
little town intent upon getting & taxi-cab to take them
to St. Jim’s,

In a taxi-cab they could land right at the doors of their
respective Houses safe from observation.

Their one fear had been that the High Street might be
crowded with fellows from St. Jim's. But, as Fatty Wynn
had just remarked, the coast was eloar. Not a St Jim’s
fellow was to be seen as they turned along the High Street
in the direction of the station-yard, where a taxi was sure
to be had.

With the broad brims of their straw hats pulled well

13

down over their faces, the two pseudo-Spaldingites hurried
along the pavement, Fatty Wynn gasping for breath as
he rolled along in his painfully tight eostume on one side
of Lady Peggy, while Arthur Augustus sailed elegantly along
on her other side.

"Daon’t take such big staps, you sillies!”

“Oh deah! No, I suppose not !

Arthur Augustus altered his gait to a less manly stride.
with a groan. Already the strain of his enforced
masquerade was heginning to tell upon him. At that
moment, the swell of St. Jim’s would have given a term's
pocket-money for even an old pair of trousers!

But to the juniors’ relief, no one in the High Strect paid
much attention to them as they hurried along. One or two
smiles were aroused by the sight of Fatty Wynn's plump
figure, almost bursting from Doris’ garments; for David
Llewellyn made about the fatiest schoolgirl that had ever
been seen! But otherwise the trio wera unhecded.

They were near the station now, and it-was with a gasp
?f relief that Arthur Augustus caught sight of a waiting
axt.

But the next moment his jaw had dropped. There were
exclamations of horror and dismay from both Lady Pezgy
and Fatty Wynn. The trio stopped dead.

For ent of a side-road in Iront of them had emersed a
“crocodile ™ of schoolgirls. And accompanying it was the
l]l_fjr]:ic little figure of Miss Finch, the headmistress of Spalding

all.

“Oh, my hat!” breathed Lady Peggy.

Already they had been seen.

“Help!"” panted Fatty Wynn, in utter panie.

He turned as if to bolt, bui Lady Peszgy caught his arm.
“Don’t be an ass!” she whispered fiercely, *Stick here—
it’'ll be all right! Sha';;’ short-sighted.”

breathed Peggy.

“Bai Jove! But—
(Continued on next page.)
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The swell of 8t. Jim's broke off with a groan.

The procession was abreast of them now. Miss Finch
beamed at the trio through her glasses. PBut, as Peggy
had said, she was decidedly shortsighted. She recognised
Peggy, and she recognised the garments worn by the other
two as belonging to Ethel Cleveland and Doris Levison.
Their faces, deep in the shadow of their hats, she did not
notice. :

“Why, girls!” exclaimed Miss Finch brightly. “Sa you
are on your way back to the school? You had better fall
in behind.” .

Arthur Augustus jumped as if he had heen shot. Even
Lady Peggy looked blank for the moment,

“Llet's balt for it, Gussy !’ groaned Fatty Wynn wildly.

But to belt now would be to expose the whole thing,
and no doubt land Lady Peggy into a first-class row with
Miss Finch! Despite their horror at their predicament,
the two 8t. Jim's juniors had chivalry enough to think of
Pegpy; almost before they realised 1it, they had fallen in
dazedly in the rear of the little “erocodile® with her.

“Oh deah! This is fwightful! Whatevah will—"

“8hut up!® breathed Lady Peggy. “She'll hear you!"

The swell of 8t. Jim’s lapsed into a despairing silence.

Down the High Street the procession marched, gipgling
explosively for the most part. The Spalding Hall girls
had been quick to tumble to the facts of the casze, for
Pegey had given a hasty whispered explanation to the girl
beside whom Fatty Wynn was rolling breathlessly, and the
story had been pmged up the double line like wildfire.
Arthur Augustus, sailing along at Peggy’s side in the rear-
most file, wished that the earth could open and swallow
bhim up,

Fortunately, the taller girls were in the vear files, so that
Arvthur Augustus was nrot conspicuous.  Without his eve-
glass, he did not make a 1'1&[1-11(10!{{ng girl, and so. unless
Miss Tinch happened to netice the exiraordinary bulk of
the figure she had taken to he Doris TLevison, the two
juniers were safe enengh for the present at any rate,

The “ecrocodile™ turned out of the High Street in the
direction of S[’iﬂ?l’]fng village. As they did so, Arihur
Aungustus caught his hreath,

“G-pweat Seott! Wacoke !

Strolling towards them were thres fezures wearing St
Jim's caps. Racke, Crooke. and Mellish, the cads of the
School House, were approaching, with grins on their feces,
as they raised their ecaps politely to Miss Finch.

“0Oh ecrumbs!” breathed Fattv Wynn in utter dismayv.

Too late, he lowered his head. Racke had ecaught sight
of his face as the procession went by, and Racke had jumped
almost ouf of his skin,

Ha said something to Crooke and Mellish, and they
too started convulsively as their eves fell on the two rear
files of the Bpalding Hall *crocodile.”

*G-G-Gussy P’ panted Mellish faintly,

“And Fatty Wynn ! gasped Crooke.

It was too late to conceal their identity now!  Arthur
Augustus and Fatty Wynn glared at the three cads of St.
Jim's, erimson-facod. Racke & Co. were grinning broadly.

They raised their caps again with extravagant bows.
Miss Finch, at the head of the “cracodile,” was well out
of earshot.

“Good afterncon, Miss Flossie!” murmured Racke.

“ Charmed to meet von!” gasped Mellish,

How the pair of Fourth-Formers came to he in their
present plight was o mystery to Racke & Co. But now, with

- their first amazement over, they were fairly chortling.

“Bhut up, you FIwabjous asses!” breathed the swell of
8t Jim's fiercely ar he hurried by, “If you bweathe a
word about this at St. Jim's, I shall administah a feahful
thwashin’ to ecach of vou!”

“S-same here!” stuttered Fatty Wynn.

“Oh, those are harsh words, Miss Jemima I” exelaimed
Racke in a shocked tone. “No nice gir! would use them!”

But the next moment the orin on Racke’s face vanished
abruptly. In passing, Fatty Wynn reached out an arm and,
with an exasperated snort, punched Racke on the nose.

Racke sat down in the read with a bump and a yell, and
the little procession passed on, leaving the cad of the Shell
sitting in the dust dazedly. Mise Finch had failed to notice
his anties, fortunately, and Fatty Wynn chuckled as he
ll}\flcd on with the rest. 8o did Arthur Augustus and Lady
Peggy.

“Good shot!” murmured Lady Peggy. “Right on the
nose ! SBerve him right.”

But the faces of Arthur Augustus D’Arey and David
Llewellyn Wynn were thoroughly glum as they and the
giggling Spaldingites marched on towards Miss Finel's
establishment.

How they were to escape from their predicament was not
worrying them so much now as the knowledge that Racke
& Co. would set 8. Jim’s ringing with the news of their
amazing masquerade as pupils of Bpalding Hall |
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CHAPTER 10.
The New * Gixls.”

T did not take long for Miss Finch and her “erocedile
1 to reach Spalding Hall. The girls were marched into
the house without a chance arising for the two 8t.
Jim's juniors to break away. When they were at last
dismizsed in tha Hall, Pegg;’ scized them by the arm.
“Quick !” she breathed, *Come along with me, before
you're spotted|” ;
And before the other Spaldingites had time to gather
round them, Lady Peggy had rushed Arthur Augustus and

" }f you bweathe a word about this at St. Jim’s,"” sald Arthur 8

& feahful thwashin? to sach of you I **

Fatty Wynn up the stairs and along the Fifth Form passage
to the study she shared with Ethel and Doris,

Ta the study, with the door closed, Lady Peggy gave
way to helpless laughter. The-luckless pair surveyed her
with rather mixed feelings.

“Now what's to happen?” groaned Fatty Wynn.

“We are pwopahly in the soup!” sigheg the swell of St.
Jim’s. “I considah——”

“Rats!” broke in Lady Peggf cheerfully. “You're all
right now. I'll tell you what 1'll do. I'll telephone for a
hlui fl?,r you, and you can sneak out tc it when the coast's
clear

Fatty Wynn brightened,

“Oh, good!  But, I say, what sbout Ethel and Doris?
They’ll want these togs!”

“I'll send some others along for them by Sammy Thrupp,
the porter!” said Lady Peggy. “He's . good sport, and
he'll like a row on the river, anyway. Wait here.”

In fear and trembling the two disguised juniors waited,
while Lady Peggy hurried off to arranpe maiters. She was
back before long, grinning cheerfully.

* Oh, those are harsh words.
At that, the disguised Fatty Wynn reached out an arm, ‘and, wit;'
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“That’'s all right,” sho announced. * Thrupp gone to
the island with fresh togs for Ethel and Doris, so they'll
be all right. And the taxi's on its way here!”

“Bai Jove, that’s wippin'!” beamed Arthur Auwgustus,
adjusting his eyeglass. Then he groaned. “If only Wacke
& Co. hadn’t spotted uz in Wayland, evewythin’ would have
been all wight!®

But the swell of 8t. Jim’s was a littls too optimistic,
Their troubles were not over yet, by any means

From the study window they saw tho taxi arrive a few .

minutes later, and Peggy hurried down to tell the man to
wait, Then, when the coast was clear, she Jed Aribur
Augustus and Fatty Wynn cautiously downstairs. They
met ona or two giggline Spalding %irls on the way, but they
were all in the secret, and they helped keev cave as Pegey

smuggled her companions out into the quadrangle, where
the taxi was waitingﬁ

“Cheerio I ghe whispered,

With wildly fluttering skirts, Arthur Augustus and Fatty

uetus, os he hurrie& along with the procession, ‘“ | shall administah

ies Jemima l ' exclaime
n exasperated snort, punched Racke on the nose.

s Mo nice girl would use them [ ™
(See Chapter 9.)

Raoko.

Wynn made a bolt for the taxi. Arthur Aungustus flung
open the door.

“8t. Jim's!* he cried to the driver,

But before Arthur Auvgustus could jump in, there was a
sudden sharp voice behind them. I'h  two juniors turned
with & start.

Miss Finch had appeared at a doorway bekind them, and
was hurrying towards them with a benm'fngl smile.

“Why,” she cried, “so here you ave! It is Celia and
Mary, is it not ¥ E

Arthur Augustus and David Llewellyn stared at her with
gorgling eyes. _

They did not know that Miss Finc: was expecting two
new girls that evening, or realise that they had been mis.
taken for the exzpected new arrival:. But Miss Finch
imagined that the two “girle” Lad just alighted from the
waiting taxi, having just come from -the station. She
beamed at them.

“You are rather earlier than [ had expected I” she mur-
mured. “But your luggage has arsived safely, and 1s
waiting for you in your study.

_And before they had tims to guess her intention, Miss
Finch had warmly kissed cach of theni cn the cheek,

“0Oh, lor’ |* breathed Fatty Wynn, shooting a despairing
glance to where the dismayed figure of Lady Peggy could
be seen watching from a distant doorwaz.

The face of Arthur Augustus was a picture.

“Now, which®of gou 15 Celia, ara which is Mary®”
queried Miss Finch brightly. “Are vou Mary. my dear?”
she added, glancing at Arthur Augustus.

“Nunno!  Wathah not!” gasped Arthor
faintly.

“Then you are Mary !” exclaimed Miss Finch. turning to
Fatty Wynn. “And you are Celia? Now come with me,
and I wifl taka you to your study at once,”

There was no help for it, without betraying their true
identity. As in a dream, the two juniors followed the little
headmistresa of Spalding Hall as she re-entered the house.

Back to the Fifth Form passage they were taken, and
shown into a study a few doors down from Lady Peggy's.
Some luggage standing on the floor evidently belonged to
the real Celia -and Mary, now on their way to Spalding
Hall, little dreaming that their places had been taken for
a while by two juniors from St. Jim’s!

“You have had tea?” inguired Miss Finch, and Fatty
Wynn nodded hastily. “Then perhaps you had better
change into your school costumes and come downstairs in
ten minutes. I am just about to take the deportment class,
my dears. You can join it "

Mise Finch rustled from the room, closing the deor behind
her, leaving Arthur Augustus and the Falstaff cf the New
Ilouse gazing at one another with glessy eyea.

“Now the game’s up ! groaned Fatty Wynn,

“Bai Jove, yaas! Whatevah will Miss Finch say when
she discovahs?” panted the swell of &t. Jim's faintly,

But the next moment the door opencd hastily, and Lady
Peggy appeared. She closed the docr quickly behind her,
and faced the pair with a gleam of desperate determination
in her bright eyes. Bhe carried a bundle under her arm.

“It's al u{:\ ¥ gasped Fatty Wynn, “There’ll be an
awful row! We've got to go downstairs to the depo:tment
class. Bhe thinks we're somebody else——*

“I know,” nodded Peggy coolly. “Waell there’s anly
one thing to be done. There'd be a frightful row if you
were caught, so you jolly well mustn’t be. Bhe hasn't
spotted you vet, §o there’s no reason why che should at all.
You'll have to go through with the deportment class, and
then it'll be easy to get away afterwards. I've squared the
taxi-man, and he's waiting a little way down the road.”

“ But, Peggay, deah girl—"

“I—1 say, we can't possibly! We——"

E}Sh“t up!” eried Lady Peggy. " Aad
told 1”

Hastily she unrolled the bundle on the table, revealing
two school costumes, as worn by the Spalding Hall pupils,
and a couple of golden wigs, evidently [rom the school
theatrical store.

Arthur Augustus and Fatty Wynn starad at her dumbly.

“Gweat Beott! I—T considah——"

“You've simply got to!” pleaded Lady Peggy. “I shall
get it in the neck otherwise. If Miss Finech spots you now,

Ee)

Aungustus

do as you're

There was nothing under the sun that Fatty Wynn, at
any rate, would not have done for Lady Peggy.

“All right!” he mumbled.

“Bai Jove! Look heah, Wynn! I considah——"

“Hata! Be a sport, Gussy! Miss Finch never zaw
through uns just now, with hats on, so there’s no reason why,
she should with wigs. We'll do it. Peggy 1™

“Good egg!”

And Lady Peggy vanished from the study. The door
closed, and the two juniors made their hasty change of cos-
tume. With their wigs on, as Fatty Wynn had eaid, there
was really very little likelthood of the shortsighted little
headmistress guessing their true sex.  Arthur Augustus
looked quite a presentable Spaldingite whea the change
was completed: and Fatty Wynn, though he certainly
looked tubby enough for two, made & jovial-lacking young
lady, at any rate! ;

Peggy reappeared & few minutes later, with two pairs of
shoes %gr them.

“] bagged them out of one of the misiress’ rooms,” she
laughed breathiessly. “8he won’t notice till I put them
back, and they ougﬁt to be big enough for youi”

Even so, it was rather a tight squeezo for the two St.
Jim’s juniors to eram their fect into the shocs provided.
The feet of both were useful enocugh on the footer feld
during the Soccer season, but they were scarcely fitted to
be clad in ladies’ shoes!

From somewhere below could be heard a bell, and the
hurrying iootstei:!s of SBpaldingites trooping downstairs,

“The girls all know about you!” grinned Lady Peggy.

Tae Gew Lisrary.—No. 1,117,
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“But none of them will give the show away. You both
look quite all right! Come on.” ’

With miserable faces, the two “new girls” followed
Lady Peggy from the study and down the stairs, to the big
room where Miss Finch was about to instruct them in the

Art of a lady-like deportment!

f CHAPTER 11.
The Deportment Class !

b A, ha’ha!” 2,
There was a chorus of :1p[:il)mg_' laughs as
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and David Llewellyn

Wynn stumbled on their

pnaccustomed high heels.

A doren or so Spaldingites were gathered there, but
Miss Finch hersell had not yet put in an appearance.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, look at them I

“0Oh dear! How funny!” r ; :

The two disguised 5t Jim's juniors stared round with
scarlet countenances. x

On all sides the grinning faces of pretty girls were fxed
upon them. - g y

Several of them were girls whom the juniors had met on
previous visits to Spalding Hall. Norah Grent, the
captain, was there, laughing with the rest.

Arthur Augustus gave her a sickly smile.

“G-good evenin’, Miss Gwant!” ;

Norah (rant tried to answer, but she broke off into a
peal of laughter instead, and the eolour of the swell of 3t
Jim’s face went an even deeper shade of red than before.

“Oh lor’'!” groaned Falty Wynn. “I—I say, I can't

gn

walk properly in these blessed shoes, Gussy!

into the big room
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And Miss Finch glared at the swell of Sk Jim's very
severely through her spectacles. Arthur Augustus was
crimson,

“You do not walk at all nicely, Celia!” went on Miss
Finch coldly. “Pray do not take such absurdly long
strides! It is not ladylike,”

“Oh!” gasped Arthur Augustus,

He had forzotlen to be careful of his gait, despite a
warning from Lady Peggzy. He altered it hastily, Misa
Fineh turned her attentions to David Llswellyn Wynn.

Fatiy Wynn saw her eyes on him, as he endeavoured
to» walk round the room in a really lady-like way, and lost
his head completely. He caught one foot against the
other, and the next moment had gone sprawling on the
floor with a terrifie concussion.

Bump!

“ Gerrrooogh I

The fat Fourth-Former sat up dazediy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Spaldingites shrieked.

“@Girls!” thundered 3iss Finch.
up at once |” h

David Llewellyn Wynn staggered to his feet, hobbling
painfully.

“Yow!” he gasped. “Oh!”

He hobbled back to his place in the line.
pursed her lips.

“Mary, come here! Halt, girls”

" %{-ma?" panted David Llewellyn Wynn,

i ES!“

Fatty Wynn, with a horrified glance at Lady Peg%,"r
and Arthur Auvsustus D’Arcy, roffed towards Miss Finch,

“1 am afraid your deportment is anything but—ah—
graceful I* exclaimed Miss Finch, “Now, follow me aeross

“Bilence! Mary, get

Miss Finch

“ Neither can I, deah boy!” - the voom, and copy my
“Yon'll soon lear nli” B e 5 4 e 5 55 5 i £ e 9 5 5 6 i u:?:[‘:\]r}alm!gfs;”
chuckled Peggy. “This is the r' 1 : g ;
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turned away guickly as the
door opened and Miss Finch
rustled into the room.

“ Line up, girls!”

The Bpaldingites lined up,
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With elegant steEs Miss
Finch sailed across the room,
and Fattyr Wynn rolled after
wishing that the earth
would open and swallow him,

her,
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Fatty Wynn, with inward : cost of postage. attempts o imitate Miss
groany, lined up with them. Finch's elegant deportment

Lady Peggy slipped between
them. 2

“Pe %}’, deah gal—" murmured the swell of St. Jim's
misernﬁ)' 2

“Bsssh! Bhut up!” breathed Peggy.

“But these shoes are fwightfully painful-——"

* Never mind !”

“N-no, but weally—"

“No talking, girls!? exclaimed Miss Finch severely.

Arthur Augustus gasped and kept silent.

The deportment class began!

Miss Finch was very keen about deportment, and even
gome of her regular class did not find it casy to please her
a3 they attempted to imitate the little headmistress' in-
struction. =

di

hAthur Auvigustus and Fatty Wynn certainly
ghine !

At the best of times, David Llewellyn _‘-Vyt:n_ was not
exactly a graceful individual. Now, with high-heeled
shoes squeezing his feet, he looked more like an elephant
with corns than anything, as Lady Peggy told him after
wards. ?

Arthur Augustus was more accustomed to moving in an
elegant fashion. But even he, as he sailed round the room
in the line of softly giggling Spaldingites, found Miss
Finch difficult to please! 1t was with great difficulty that
he kept his head at all and did not become utterly panie-
stricken beneath the cagle eyes of Miss Finch, as did
Fatty Wynn.

“Celia”

Arthur Augustus jumped as he remembered that Le was
supposed to be the young lady of that name.

“Bai Jove! Y-vaas?"” he gasped.

It was Miss Fineh’s turn to gaspﬁ

“Dear me! Really, Celia! ‘By Jove® is by no means
& nice expression for you to use!™

“0h ewumbs !

“What ?” cried Miss Finch sharply. “Goodness gracious!
I am afraid you have picked up some terg regrettable
expressions somewhere, Celia! Understand, once and
for all, that you cannot use them here!”
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was almost too much for the
watching Spaldingites.

Gigeles and suppressed laughs were to be heard, and
Fatty Wynn went the colour of a ripe beetroot. He
glanced miscrably at Lady Peggy and saw that she, too,
was hardly able to stifle her merriment.

Then the tragedy happened!

In his despeorate aftempis to imitate Miss Finch, Fatty
Wynn suddenly lost his head again. His feet seemed to
get mixed up in some extraordinary way, and fhe next
moment he had gone sprawling on the slippery floor a
second fime.

But this time, in shooting forward, he had crashed into
Miss Finch!

“0Oh! Whoooops!” !

David Llewellyn Wynn collapsed’ in a breathless beap
oni the floor. with Miss Finch sitting dazedly om top of him.
His wig fell from his head.

“My hat!” groaned Lady Peggy. “That's done it!"

CHAPTER 12
Bowled Out !
1] H!” gasped Miss Finch faintly, “0h' Goodness!”
The bewildered lady sat on Fatty Wynn's broad
chest and panted.
“0Oh!
gerroff 1”

“Yow ! mumbled Fatty Wyan.

Norah Grant and two or three other Spaldingites darted
forward and raised Miss Finch to her feet. Fatty Wynn
scrambled up, clutching his wig.

But it was too late to replace it on his cropped head!

Mizs Finch gazed at him in dazed horror.

“ A—a boy I” breathed Miss Finch weakly.
soul! A boy!” ;
. A very grin. sparkle came into the eyes of the little
headmistress. She had recovered from the first shock of her
upsetting at the hands of the supposed new girl, and now it
did not take her long to recover from the shock of the
amazing discovery that it was not a girl at 411!

With grimly gleaming eyes, Miss Finch surveyed

Please
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crimson-faced St. Jim's junior as though her gaze bored
clean through him. Then her eyes swept towards Arthur
Auvpustus IV Arey.

“And you!™ eried Miss Finch bitingly.
are a boy, tool”

With an angry pull, she whisked the wig from the startled
head of the swell ()f St Jim's,

TOh! Bai Jovel”

“Rilence!” thundered the little headmistress in a voice
that caused the two unhappy juniors to shake in their shoes.
“8o you are not Celin*and Mary at all! You have im-
personated them for a joke!”

“Ow!? gasped Fa,tt}' Wynn, “Nunno! At least

“You—you see, ma’am, as a mattah of fact—"

"Si]once' I wish to hoar no excuses for your impudent
hoax |”* cried Miss Finch, in tones so iey that Fatty Wynn
told himself it was a wonder the air did not freeze around
her. “Follow me[”

She turned and sailed from the room,

With sheepich glances at the Spaldingites, the two St
Jim* s juniors slzmi after her,

ady Pegey darted forward.

“It's rotten|” she eried. “I'l tell her it's all my
{fanlt—-"

“You won't do anything of the kind!” growled Fatty

“1 suppose you

Wynn, “We're in for equalls, but that's no'reason why you
should be, too. It can’t help, you saying anything.”
% Hut—*

“Not a giddy word1”

And with that sirict injunction, Fatty Wynn rolled from
the room on the heels of the swell of St. Jim's, in Mizs
Fineh's stormy wake.

Ting, ting, ting!

The telephone bell in the handsome study of Dr.
Holmes, the headmaster of St. Jim’s, tinkled sharply.

B The old: Haad picked up the receiver and placed it to
is ear.

“Hallo! Mizs Finch? Ah! CGood-evening, madam——"

Then, as he listened, Dr. Holmes seemed to jump almost
out of his skin,

“Bless my soul! Two of my boys! Masquerading as new
pupils at your school? In—in feminine apparel! IDArey
and Wynn? Good heavens!”

At the other end of the wire the voice of the little head-
mistress of Spalding Hall was so exceedin lgljr indignant and
irascible that Dr. Holmes felt almost gnilty himself,

“My dear Miss Finch-—" he began socothingly.

But the voice of Miss Finch continned to scold in most
biting terms. The Head turned a little pink.

“Hem! Of course, madam, the two boys shall be
punished severely for then- prank. I beg you to—ah—
quieten yourself, I—

But the Head could scarcely get & word in edgeways.

“The woman seems to imagine that I am to blame
gasped the Head to himself feebly. “Anyone would think
I have arranged the whole prank myself! Bless my soul!
Will she never stop "

He chifted uneasily in his chair. :
“1 ean assure you, madam, that the two boys in question

m

y sha.[] be adequately punished!"” he gasped at last, breaking

in on the flow of indignation from the other end of the wire.
“1 will eend—ah—suitable garments 1mmed1ateiy and on
their return to the school fq vill interview them m}seli at
once! Good-bye, madam!”

And Dr. Holmes jammed the receiver hastily back on
the hook, and mopped his forehead with his handkerchief.
He touched a bell, and Toby, the page, appeared.

“Send Master Merry to me at once!”

Toby vanished, and the Head's brow grew stern as he
roze to his feet and paced the carpet in an almost agitated
way. Miss Fingh's flow of biting anger had quite upset the
usnal equanimity of the dignified old Head!

There was a tap on the door, and Tom Merry entered the
study, The captain of the Shell was looking puzzled at the
imsixpected summens. Dr. Holmes fixed him with a grim
ook,

“1 have just reccived an extraordinary COIﬂ]]JIIUK"lt on
from the headmistress of—er—Spalding Hall " exclaimed
the Head. “The lady is most upset. However, that is by
the way. BShe actually said—— But no matter. Tt seems
that two Fourth Formm boys, D'Arcy and Wynn, have
ventured to play a most foolish and impudent prank. They
have impersonated two expected new arrivals of Spalding
Hall, and imposed upon Miss Finch for a considerable time!
I want you to hurry over to Bpalding Hall, and to take
with you an outfit of clothing for each of the—er—offenders.
Please give Miss Finch my cnmphmonts and if you can—
er—pacify her in any way—"

The Head broke off and sat down, passing a hand across
Ius brow.

“Very good, sir!” murmured Tom Merry, trying hard to

_conceal his astonishment.

The captain of the Shell left the study, grinning and
amazed,

“Great pip!” breathed Tom. *The silly asses! They'll
get it in tE neck properly I

Some minutes later Tom Merry was cycling briskly Oui
of the pates of 8t. Jim's, with a large suitcase strapped
to the carrier of his machine.

There was still a broad grin on Tom’s face. But he conld
not help feeling sorry for Arthur Angustus and Fatty Wynn.

There was trouble in store for them! Of that there was
no possible doubt, no possible doubt whatever!

CHAPTER 13.
Lady Pegey to the Rescue !
WITH majestically frowning brow, Dr. Holmes paced

his study carpet, brooding over tho irascible com-
?[:r;c?lta of the angry little headmistress of Spalding
a

“Bless my scull” he murmured again and again., “I can
only lrl'l'l""lne that the poor lady was most upset to have used
such terras

He touched the bell sharply, and Toby appeared in answer
to the summons,

Toby was grmmng

All 8t, Jim's knew of D'Arey and Fatty ‘W_v,,rnns
masquerade by now, and Toby had not been long in learn-
ing it, too. For Racke & Co. had returned to the school
full ()f the story. And the puneh on the nose that Racke
had reeeived from David Llewellyn Wynn's unmaidenly fst
had made the cad of the Shell all the more cager to let
everyone know of their march down Wayland High Strees
at the tail of the Spalding Hall “crocodile,”

“Yessir!” grinned Toby.

“Have Master Wynn and Master D'Arey returned to tha
school _*,'et 7

“No, sir. Not yet, sir.”

'_{'cb]r Tanished, still grinning. The Head resumed his
worried pacing to and fro. Then he went ta a cuphoard
and took out a cane and laid it on the table.

Thcm was « tap on the door, ioby appeared again.

‘A young lady to see yon, sir!” pasped Toby, “ho was
looking rather breathless and bewildered.

“ A—a young lady 1 ejaculated the Head,

“Yessir., Lady Peggy Brooke is the name she gave, sir!”

“Bless my soul

The Head was not used to being visited by young ladies!
He stared at Toby in bewilderment. Before he could speak
again, a slim, determined figure pushed Toby impatiently
asldg_ and pla.med itself in front of the headmaster of

im’s.
"1 say, ars you the Head?” mqun‘ed Lady Peggy ealmly,

“"Cos, if 8o, I want to ses you.’

Dr. Holmes jnmped,

He was not used to being addressed in that free-and-casy
way. He gasped.

“¥Yes, I—I am the headmaster.”

“0Oh, good egg!”

1T beg your pardon!” gasped the Head faintly.

“I just said * good egg! " explained Lady Peggy.

“Bless my soul I

The Head frowned majestically.
cheery smile.

'"EHE frown died from the old Head’s face. He. too,
smile

There was no doubt that Lady Peegy looked very pretty,
standing there with a determined gleam in her brown eyes.
She had eycled over from Spalding Hall in great haste, to
reach the school before Fatty Wynn and Arthur Augustus
returned with Tom Merry, once again clad in their own

{Continued on next page.)

Lady Pegey smiled &
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elothes! S8he had slipped away from Spalding Hall with-
out bothering about a hat, .and her auburn locks were
‘wildly tumbled, and her face was a little flushed from her

ste. b

“You may go, Toby !” exclaimed the Head.

Toby went—to confide to old Taggles, the T,
a most amazingly cheeky young lady had forcibly insisted
upon his taking fner to the Head.

“When I says as how the 'Ead's busy, she takes hold o’
my hair ard pulls it !* beamed Toby. “‘ Don’i talk rot,’ she
lﬁys._ ‘You take me to the beak!” My heye, she's a nib,
she igl”

“Dunno what young ladies is a-comin’
Ephraim Taggles. “Orful, 1 calls it.”

“Oh, I dunno!” murmured Toby. “Pretty she was, and
no herror !”

: hh? the Head’s study Dr. Holmes motioned his visitor to a
chair.

“Pray be seated—er—Lady Peggy ! ;

“That's all right, thanks," returned Lady Peggy easily.
“I'll stand, I just wanted to sce you a minute——"

“Ah, yes! Now, what did yon wish to see me about?”
beamed the Head, surveying the girl with kindly eyes
through his spectacles.

“It's about Wynn and D'Arey,” explained Lady Peggy.

The Head jumped. s

¥ Bless my soul I”’

“I suppose they're in for
Pergy.

“A—a row!” gasped the Head. “You mean, they will be
punished for their recent prank 7

“That's the idea,” re-

orter, that

to!” growled

a row!” murmured Lads
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Lady Peggy could not continue, At the memory of the
deportment class she broke into helpless laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Head adjusted his spectacles and surveyed her with
a very peculiar expression on his face, ;

“Bless my soul! Miss Finch actually suffered physical
violence from the young scoundrels?”

*No; Fatty did from her!” gurgled Lady Peggy. “Bhe
sat on him!”

“Bless my soul!” repeated the Head.

“It was a scream !” gasped Lady Peggy. “You ought
to have been there. You missed a real good laugh. You'd
have yelled !” s :

“I trust I should have done nothing of the kind I cried-
the Head hastily. 7

“You couldn’t have helped it,” Lady Pegzy assured him.
“You'd have gone blue in the face, laughing.”

“B-blue in the face?’ ejaculated Dr, Holmes weakly.
“ Bless my soul !” . -

“ Anyway, it was all my fault. So you will let them off,
won't you 7"

And Lady Peggy again bestowed upon the rather dazed
headmaster of St. Jim's her most entrancing smile.

“Ahem!”

“Think how funny it all was!” urged Lady Peggy.

The Head put on a majestie frown. He seemed about te
speak, but changed his mind, The frown remained with
obvious difficulty. A slow smile appeared on his handsome
old face. : -

“ That's it ! Lady Peggy observed cheerfully, “ 8mile!”

The Head did smile. His amiliI gﬁwd quite broad. He

chuckled.

turned Peggy, “They'll

get it in the neck 7™
“In—in -the meck?”
The Head passed a hand
over his lofty brow.
“Ahem! ¥es, they will
get it—er—decidedly in
the neck, as you put it!”
he murmured faintly.
Lady Peggy amile'g her
most entrancing smile.
“I say,” she suggested
in a confidential tone,
“what about letting them
off 2
The Head stared at her
dazedly. Suddenly Lady
Peggy’'s eycs widened as
they fell on the cane lying
on the table.

TWO MORE TO COME.

With tha F.ee Picture Card given away in this issue
set should number thirteen.

That means there are three
more cards to come to eomplete the eollection.

Lady Peggy breathed a
sigh of relief.

“Really, my dear!” ex-
claimed tha Head, *I
must admit that, from
your account, the—er—
happenings at Spalding
Hall seem to have con-
tained a cerfain bumour-
ous element!”

“You bet they have!”

“And you assure me
that it was your fault
rather than theirs, Lady
Peggy—""

1t was—honest!"

The Head broke off
as a tap sounded on the
door. It opened in re-
sponse to his command,

our

And what a

; an he um faces of
“My  hat!” she ex- collection it will be! There is no doubt about the popularity A rilhu'i- i Aféust i ge Al.é;
claimed. “You're not of these wonderful free gifta. I have only to glance over the and David Llewellyn ap-
going to wade into them lotters of appreciation that have flooded into this office to peared in the doorway.
with that?” realise that, The Head started.
“W-wade _into them?" ] did the two dejected
breathed the Head feebly. NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME! Juntiin anNbe b o
“Please don’t 1” pleaded We fing in "The Mpystery of River Grange!”—next Lady Pezzy.
Lady Peggy. ou sec, week’s long complete tale of St. Jim's—that very charming # went Scott!” asped
as o matter of fact“—v—" girl, Lady Peggy, of Spalding Hall, figuring very promin- Al Aseiabng g e
She brollia Ol;ﬂ"i_ 11}.01}1 ently. And, of course, where Lady Peggy is, so will you find || ;'e“LinLg hop gt}{rou‘,gh his
1 ) Al . ¥
‘E\tf'og I‘Ee?? ;rto:{)son:zihinr;c‘:?’i Fatty Wynn and Jack Blake, her two great admirers. eyezlass with the utter-

“ Anything on

The plot is cleverly interwoven by the master-pen of

most astonishment.

: 5oy Martin Clifford, and when 1 tell you that ghis is one of the | “Hallo ! said Lady
shiil be treated as con- best yarns we have had from this famous author, you will | Peggy.
gﬂ:;;ii’ll- the Head know what a treat is in store for you next weck, “Er—come in, my dear
x , i 5 : e Tt
“Good for you! Well, Talking. of treats, what do you think of our new serial, boys ™ said the Head.

vou see, it was really all
mwy fault that D’Arcy and
Fatty—I mean, Wynn—
got into this mess.*

“The Robot Man "t As a story of thrills and adventure,
I personally think you will find it hard to beat.
be a further long instalment of this new serial in the pro-

pramme for next week, and in it we hear more of the

Arthur Avgustue  and

Fatty Wynn jumped.
They had certainly not

expected @ be grected as

There will

azi . i “dear boys"™ upon their

“YVo faul Eidy amazing Professor Rollins, . . . " ;
Peggy ;l.-r ejaaciit;ted ])1'}. The Merry old “Oracle ’ has his corner in next week's grruéll.d at :,hu H.l.ﬁ'd's
e T e number, in-which he gets a chance of disposing of a few more R AT ONL i

tions  f “Gemites.”
“Rather | I made them e o :

do it. I thought it would
be an awful rag. You see,
they lcoled =0 fright-
fully funny—particularly
Fatty.,” Lady Peggy gave
a gurgle of Jlaughter.
“¥You've no idea! And A
then, by mistake, they got
let iu for the deportment
class, and, of course, they
made an awful mess of it.
And Fatty Wynn fell
down and pulled Miss
Finch down, too, and she

devil.”

display their copies
selected from the

the eye of the GEM man.

s.”  Then there will
special article dealing with the life of a “Famous Dare-
The hero our contributor has chosen this time is
Sir Henry Segrave, the famous speedman.

WHILST ON HOLIRAY
you might well remember this important piece of news,
GEM representative will be visiting all secaside resorts
during the summer, and to all those readers of the GEM who

mystery packets, and novel windmills.

glanced at one another
dazedly, and entered the
room, The Head smiled,
Hs did not want to, but
he did. Hes had ecaught
Lady Peggy's eye.
“Migs Finch has in-
formed mie that you boys
were involved in a—ahem

be another

rominently, he will present a free gift ;ﬁ;gﬁ.:?al G;ﬂ{;?m;ak htl,'irq
ollowing list: Kites, large balloons, iiead,' pn]iahi.ng Hiy

See that you catch glasses, “1I sent for you

3 ! to express my strong dis
YOUR EDITOR. approval of your action.”

; “Ye-p-oz, sir!"” mumbled

sat on him, and—and——"
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“My strongest disapproval, in fact!”

“Y¥Y-yes!”

A :;nasf:. disgraceful affair!” went on the Head thought-
fully. “Let it not occur again. You—ahem—may ge.”

Arthur Augustus and Fatty Wynn almost tottered from
the room. They were too amazed even to speak. The Head
turned to Lady Peggy.

“T think you're a real sport,” she breathed. o

“Bless my soul! That—that is very kind of you !'" beamed
the Head. r

“Well, I must buzz back to Spalding Hall, or I shall be
in the soup,” smiled Lady I‘f_-.%?'y. “Good-

. bye! And, I say, tharks awfully!”

They shook hands. In answer to the bell,
Toby appeared to eonduct the Head's trinmph-
ant visitor downstairs. Alone in his study,
Dr. Holmes polished his glasses again, with a
rather da,zeLF loock upon his face; Then he
smiled slowly. »

“ A—a sport ! he murmured softly, not with-
ont satisfaction in his tone. “Dear me!
A sport !”

And, humming a light tune, the headmaster
of 8t. Jim's sat down at hiz desk to continue
correcting some Sixth Form Greek papers, J
with quite a jocular expression upon lis l{tf‘b’)
usually grave face. :

CHAPTER 14,
Rival Lotharios !

£ REAT Beolt!”
G George Fipging made that remark,
Figgins had entered his study in the New House

with Kerr, to find Fatty Wynn there. It was the
sight of their chum’s unusual appearance that caused them
to stare. ;

Fatty Wynn was anything but a dandy as a rule. But
this evening, two days after his exploit with the swell of
St. Jim’s at Spalding Hall, David Llewellyn appeared to the
astonished gaze of his chums as a thing of beauty and a joy
for ever!

He was standing before the glass adjusting his tie. A
shining silk topper ornamented his brow ; snowy whita spats
groced his feet. His waistcoat was one that even Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy might have envied. Gloves and a silver-
headed stick lay ready beside him on the table.

Kerr shaded fxis eves and gave a sharp ery. Fatty Wynn
turned quickly. His face reddened, and he grinned
sheepishly.

“Hr—hallo, you chaps!*

*What on earth——" gasped Figgins.

“Where did you get -that tile?”
wonderingly.

o Hem 1%

Then XKerr jumped. On second glance that topper
locked somehow familiar. It was clearly not Fatty Wynn's
own Ercpe‘rt)’, for it was distinatly too small for him. Kerr
snatched it off his chum’s head and glared suspiciously
inside it.

“You—you bounder " he gasped. “My to

“’Hem 1" Fatty Wynn coughed. * ¥-yes,
1 knew you wouldn’t mind lending. it me.
just going over to Spalding Hall—"

demanded Kerr

Jer "
err, old man.
You sece, I'm

AT

n

The disguised Fatty Wynn saw Miss Finch's
eyes on him, as he endeavoured to walk
round the room in a really ladylike way,
and he lost his head completely. He
caught one foot against another, and tha
next moment went sprawling on the
floor with a terrific crash. *' Qerooccop! ™
** Ha, ha, ha! ' shrieked the Spalding girls.
(See Chapter 11.)

Figgins chuckled. Fatty Wynn coloured violently.

“Oh, 1 said Kerr. He grinned. “That’s the
reason for all the glad-rage, eh? Whom are you going over
to see "

Fatty Wynn’s face deepened to the colour of a heetroot.
Kerr winked at Figgins, They could guess very well whom
their chum was intending to visit.

“Ahem!” Fatty Wynn coughed. *As a matter of fact,
old man, I—I was going to ses Lady Peggy |”

“ Not really ?” chuckled Figgins.

“Who'd have thought it7” grinned Kerr,

Fatty Wynn glared at them.

“What are you dummies cackling
“(Gimme that topper "

“Rats ™ retorted Kerr warmly. *This is my best topper |
Use your own blessed topper, you fat pirate "

“Mine's a bit moth-eaten,” pleaded Fatty Wynn.

“Never mind |” ; :

Fatty Wynn glared at Kerr. It was not unreascnahble of
Kerr to object to lending his best topper, but to Fatiy
Wynn it seemed utterly unreasomable. Anyway, he mcant
to have that topper.

Biff |

"Yﬂroooogh1"

Kerr sat down on the study carpet with a thud as his
chum’s fist thumped him in the ribs. The topper rolled
across the floor, and David Llewellyn snatched it up and
crammed it on his head and darted for the door.

“Come back, vou fat pirate!” hooted Kerr.

But already Fatty Wynn had vanished from the study, and
was pounding down the stairs., Kerr scrambled up. He
broke into a chuckle.

“Ho Fatty’s turning into a gay Lothario!" he grinned.

“Thers he goes!” chortled Figgins, at the window.

The fat figure of David Llewellyn Wynn had rolled inte
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view below from the New House steps. But he did not
head for the gates at once. He hurried off in the direction
of Dame Taggles' little tuckshop, to emerge from it elasping
a huge box of chocolates bound with a satin ribbon.

* There goes a present for Lady Peggy 1” Figgins grinned,
“Fatty's got it badly, if you ask me!”

“Ha, ha, ha ! /

The two New House juniors chuckled. Then, a few
moments after Fatty Wynn had rolled out of the gates and
disappeared, Figgins jumped.

Another immaeculate figure in topper and spats had
appeared in the guad. This time it was Blake, crossing
towards the gates from the direction of the School House.
Blake was earrying a huge bouquet of flowers very carve-
fully. There was a silver-knobbed stick under his arm;
his %ands were gloved, and from the expensive look of his
topper it seemed highly likely that it was one of the
numerous collection owned by Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
“horrowed " for the occasion.

“ Another giddy Lothario |’ gasped Kerr. -

“Lady Peggy's going to Eswe plenty of visitors this
evoning !” chortled Figgins.

“YWhat would they say if each knew his blessed rival was
on the warpath, too?” chuckled Kerr. ;

But as yet, at any rate, Fatty Wynn bad no idea that
Jack Blai«a was following to Spalding Hall! Had he
known, his contented smile might have been less cheerful
as he rolled on his way clutching his noble gift.

“Nothing like tuck to give to a girl,” ruminated the
Falstaff of the New House.

Had he known that David Llewellyn Wynn was already
on the road to Spalding Hall, Jack Blake might have been
smiling to himseff with far less satisfaction as he strolled
out of the gates of St. Jim's, whistling, bearing his bunch
of the choicest flowers he had been able to purchase in
Wavland.

“Girls always like flowers,”
like flowers ta give to a girl.” .

The two competitors for first place in Lady Peggy’s friend-
ship were both blissfully unaware of the shock that was
awaiting each of them upon his arrival at Spalding Hall!

* murmured Blake. ™ Nothing

CHAPTER 15.
A Littla Argument.

AD Blake walked his fastest it would not have been
long before he overtook Fatty Wynn, for the fat
New House fellow was anything but speedy !

But Blake wanted to make sure that Lady Peg?'}'
would have finished tea by the time he arrived, and so he
took his time. Even so, he would have overtaken Fatty
Wynn had not David Llewellyn taken a short cut across
some fields near Spalding village. cieis

As it was, the two approached the gates of 8palding Hall
from different directions, and came abruptly face to face
by the gateway. ;

Blake's eves seemed almost to start from his head. So
did Fatty Wynn's.

“My giddy aunt!” gasped Blake.

“0Oh erumbs!” brea.i:ﬁed Fatty Wynn. :

The two rivals stopped dead, surveying one another with
grim looks.

“Why, you fat ass—"

“You silly bounder——"

*“What are you doing here?” roared Blake.

“YWhat are you deing here?” sniffed Fatty Wynn.

They glared at one ancther. Fatty Wynn, with his box
of chocolates clutched beneath his arm and Kerr's topper,
looking a few sizes too small for him, tilted precariously
over one eye, snorted. Jack Blake, with Gussy’'s best tile
sinking over his ears somewhat, clasping his flowers
awkwardly in his unaccustomed hand, breathed very hard.

“Look here,” began Fatty Wynn., “If you've come to
see Lady Peggy—"'

. ““If you're here to see Lady Peggy, you chump——" began
Blake at exactly the same moment. ’

They broke off together, glaring with hostile eyes. ‘

“Or have you come for the deportment class, Fatty?”
chuckled Blake. “Ha, ha, ha ! -

Fatty Wynn went very red indeed.

Though iady Peogy had saved him and Arthur Augustus
from the Head's wrath regarding their masquerade at
Spalding Hall, nothing on earth could have saved them
from the merciless chaff of their fellow juniors. They had
been ragged unmercifully about it; and at Blake's derisive
chuckle Fatty Wynn saw red.

“You—you—" ;

“Not got a hairpin on you?” grinned Blake.

Biff |

Fatty Wynn, exasperated beyond endurance, had hit out,
and his fist landed on Blake’s nose. Blake gave a gasp, and
the glossy topper shot from his head.
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The next moment the rivals were at it, hammer and
tongs |

Fatty Wynn staggered back from a jab in the ribs, and
the box of chocolates slid from his grasp. But he scarcely
noticed it in his desire to get at Blake, He surged forward
with brandishing fists, and there was a scrunching sound
as one of his feet trod on_the gaily ribboned box. =

The lid came off, hanging around his ankle, and choco-
lates were scattered far and wide.

“Take that!’

“And take that!”

“Yooooooop |7

“Yow! Yarooogh!”

Biff, biff, biff !
Blake's flowers had fallen and had been trampled under-
foot. What had once ‘heen a fashionable topper—the
property of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy—had also suffered
from being trodden on! Another gleaming topper—tha
property of George Francis Kerr—was now jammed down
on Fatty Wynn's head, with the top open like a lid.

“;u.h whirling fists the pair battled to and fro across the
road.

After the first two minutes their previous immaculato
appearance was changed to the likeness of a couple of
battered tramps,

Blake's left eye was already turning purple. Fatty

/ynn's nose was a battered crimson. With wildly ruffled
hair and a bleeding lip, Blake was hitting out with far more
heat than science, Fatty Wynn, his collar almost torn from
its moorings, whirled his fists like the arms of a windmill,
And then_n voice from the gateway broke in upon their
thoughts like a bolt from the blue.

“My hat!*

It was the voice of Lady Peggy herself.

“0Oh, erumbs!” groaned Blake.

“0h, dear!”” mumbled Fatty Wynn,

They turned their battered faces to the gateway, blinking
and breathless, in utter dismay.

Standing there, with open-mouthed astonishment on her
pretty freckled face, was Lady Peggy Brooke.

“My hat!™ she repeated breathlessly. “Go it, you two "

But Blake and Fatty Wynn had no intention of * going
it " any more! With crimson countenances they hastily
mopped their faces and adjusted their collars and ties.

“1—I never saw you there!” gasped Blake apologetically.

“ Awfully sorry |” stammered Fatty Wynn. “ We—we were
just having a little argument——"

“I noticed that,” agreed Lady Peggy. “ What about?”

“Ahem! You see—"

“'Hem ! That is—" =

Lady Peggy's eyes fell on the trampled bouguet and on
the wreckage of the chocolate box and its scattered contents,
She jumped. Blake and Fatty Wynn went an even deeper
shade of crimson.

“Who are the flowers and chocs for?” asked Lady Peg
in great astonishment, “My hat! They don’t look mugg
good now "

“I—I was bringing you a few Howers, as a matter of
faet,” mumbled Blake. “ Girls always like—I mean, I thought
you might like 'em !

“TFor mef” gasped Lady Peggy. “0Oh!”

“I'd brought a few choes for you,” explained Fatty Wynn,
blushing furiously. He surveyed the ruined box glumly.
“Afraid they're mucked up now, ‘though.”

“They're mucked up all right,” agreed Lady Peggy
pgently, “But thanks awfully, all the same—both of you.”
She glanced from one {o the other with rather an odd look in
her brown eyes. “Well, T think you're a couple of fright-
ful asses, anyway 1 ghe J;01,:.r$t out igtly.

0 !

I

“ Ahem ™

“You'd better shake hands, hadn't you?”

Very sheepishly the two rivals shook hands.

“I—I think we'd better get along,” mumbled Blake, “We
ean’t compo in like this, you see

“Good-bye |” gasped Fatty Wynn, .

He, like Blake, was anxious to get away as quickly as
pcssif)le. Each felt that he was scarcely shining in Lady
Peggy's presence |

Toegether the two Lotharios turned and fottered away
down the road. From the gates of Spalding Hall Lady
Peggy watched them go, with a dancing gleam in her eyes.
Once out of her sight, Fatty Wynn turned a baleful eye
upon Jack Blake.

“You frabjous lunatic!” gmn.r-ed David Llewellyn. “It
was all your blessed fault!”

“You mean it was all your silly fault!” hooted Blake,
glaring at him. :

The rivals halted, glaring at one another with equal heat.
For a moment it looked as though there would be another
free fight.

“0Oh, rats!” prowled Fatty Wynn.

“Br-r-r-r 1" 7

(Continued on the next page.)
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# Out of the way ! " cried Lady Peggy, as she esprang into the driver’s seat.
he hand=brake with a flash of
“ Hang on! ' she oried, as the car
ith a jerk and a jolt, the two-seater shot clear of the
(See Chapter 18.)

Blake tumbled sideways, as the girl released t
har hand, and slipped in the gear.
leaped forward.
metals, and behind it the train swept clattering by.

The rivals resumed their march in silence.

But it was quite certain that from now onwards the grim
rivalry between Jack Blake and David Llewellyn Wynn for
the regard of Lady Peggy would be fought to a finishl

CHAPTER 186.
In Deadly Danger !

6 ELL held, sir!* ;
A lusty chorus of cheers burst out around Little
Bide.

1t was the following Saturday afternoon, and
the junior eleven had been playing a strong eleven from
Rylcombe Grammar School.

Gordon Gay & Co. had been batiling doggedly to obtain
an odd couple of hundred runs which were needed to beat
the St. Jim's score. GCordon Gay, the daptain of the
Grammar School team, had éarried his bat righs thmu%h
from the first wicket to the last, and missed his century by
only half a dozen runs. But the last man in had skied the
ball when the Grammar School total was only nine short
of the St. Jim's score,

And the ball had dropped like a stone into the hands of
Tom Merry—a eatch that had brought victory to 8t Jim’s!

The St. Jim's players left the field looking very bright
and cheerful. The spectators gave them a hearty cheer, and
ancther to Gordon Gay for his spectacular innings. Gordon
Gay grinned a trifle ruefully.

“Ta think we only wanted ten more for a win!” he re-
marked to Tom Merry. *“If only you’d missed that blessed
catch o

“Tommy never misses 'em ! chuckled Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry, Manners. and Lowther turned towards a
group of deck-chairs under the trees where three pretty
fipures were seated.

Cousin Ethel, Doris Levison, and Lady Peggy had come
over to wateh the match. ;

“YWhat a splendid eaich !” exclaimed Ethel enthusiastically
as Tom Merry approached.

“Rather I” cried Lady Peggy.

Tom Merry coloured modestly.

The three Spaldingites had been given tea earlier, during
the tea interval, and now they rose to go despite the protests
of the juniors.

“ Well, we'll walk with you [” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Wathah, deah gals!” nodded Arthur Al,lﬁ'us,tl;nsr who had

sailed up and attached himself to Cousin Ethel with a glare
at George Figging, who had also joined the group.

Arthur Augustus s=norted. But it was Impossible to
attempt to snub the cheery-faced Figgins in front of Cousin
Ethel, and so the swell of St. Jim’s suffered ip silence os
Figgins fell in on Ethel’s other zide as the little party meved
off towards the guad.

From the bright way in which Ethel was already talking
to Figey it would have been guite obvious to enyone. but
Arthur Augustus that Ethel would have been very dis-
appointed had the lanky leader of the New House not accom-
panied them. But Arthur Augustus was perhaps
delibérately a little obtuse in refusing to see that Eihel liked
George Figgins rather better than anvone else at Bt. Jim's.

Ahead of them, Tom Merry, Manners, Lowther, and Ernest
Lovison of the Fourth, were walking with Doris Levison.
The four juniors scemed perfectly willing to share Levizon’s
sister's company between them.

Last of the party to pass out of the gates came Lady
Peggy—with Blake on one side and on the other David
Llewellyn Wynn.

Since their great batile outside the gates of Spalding Hall
TFatty Wynn and Jack Blake had scarcely exchanged a word.

Each had contrived to visit Lady Peggy since then, but
luckily they had not again happened to meet! This evening,
however, each had made up his mind to see Lady Peggzy
home, and neither was willing to give in to the other for a
moment. So the two rivals glared at one mnother from
either side of her, and tramped on in grim silence.

“ Ripping game, wasn't it 7" remarked Lady Peggy.

“ Rather 1” exclaimed Blake.

“(Great!” nodded Fatty Wynn.

“That was a jolly fine catch at the wicket of yours™
murmured Lady Peggy, glancing at Blake.
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“Er—thanks I beamed Blake. Fatty Wynn looked glum.
Blake eved him with veiled triumph _

“And when you nearly got a hat-trick that time, Fatty,
I just yelled!” went on Lady Peggy admiringly. " Three
wickets in four balls! My hat!” >

Fatty Wynn beamed. Blake grunted. The New House
demon bowler grinned at him. ;

“I say,” put in Blake suddenly, “don’t you bother to
come along, Wynm, if you don’t want to! 1 heard you telling
Kerr you had a lot of letters to write this evening.

Tatty Wynn glared at him,

13 Rata !l) :

“I heard you!” snapped Blake. % :

“They can wait, anyway,” said Fatty Wynn, colouring.
“But didn't you tell Gussy before the match that you were
going into Hylcombe when it was over te do some shop-
ping? Don't let us keep you.” :

Blake went very red. It was true that he had infended
to go into Ryleombe, but that was .hefor-‘:. he had known
that Ethel & Co. would be at St. Jim’s to ﬁratch the match.

“T'ma not going into Rylecombe after all!” he snapped.

“0Oh !” sniffed Fatty Wynn.

“What do you mean? Oh!” demanded Blake hotly.

Lady Peggy halted. =

“Look here, you idiots,” she broke out warmly, ™if you
don't stop quarrelling, I'll walk b% myself ! S

With crimson faces and mumbled apologies the two
rivals tramped on.

But there was as,tli;er an unhappy look upon the usually
bright face of La eggy. : ;

Sgha liked Blukerinlrcﬁa'g]a};el , and she liked Fatty Wynn
immensely. She liked them ¥ar and away better than any-
one else at 8t Jim’s, and she was glad they liked her. But
she liked meither of the pair better than the other, and she
had not the slightest intention of choosing between them.

But, apparently, neither Blake nor Fatty Wynn was
content topsha.rc her friendship. Each wanted to feel that
she regarded him as the pick of the bunch, And Lady

Pegay told hérself, as she walked on between them, that
they were “a couple of absolute idiots!”

The others had vanished shead by now. Lady Pegzy
and her rival escorts turned along a rutted lane to take
a short cut to the moor, at her supegestion,

There was a level-crossing at the end of the lane, where
the roand crossed a little-frequented single railway track.
It was not often that trains went along it, and there was
no signal-box to control the gates, which people using
the lane had to open for themsclves. :

As they turned a bend in the lane and the crossing came
in sight, Blake gave a sudden exclamation.

“Hallo! Look!” :

The nearer gate was standing open, and a small motor-
car was blocking the line. A woman, evidently the driver,
was stooping in front of the car trying to start the engine.

“Awkward place to get stuck,” grinned Fatty Wynn.

The lady glanced up as they approached. She was
breathless with her exertions. Dlake and Fatty Wynn
raized their caps and halted, -

“Can I help at all?” inquired Blake pclitely.

“I wish you could get the engine started,” confessed
the car’s owner in a worried tone, *1 let the engine
stop somehow.” Bhe glanced nervously along the line

*Let me try,” exclaimed Blake, forestalling Fatty Wynn.
He grasped the starting-handle and dragged it round.

It was not easy to turn, and soon Blake was pulling and
gasping. Fatty Wynn had a try, but he was unable to
do any good, either.

“I see there's a cottage just down the road there!™ ex.
claimed the lady anxiously. “I'll go and see if there's a
man who can do it."

She hurried off before either of the juniors could offer
to go in her place. Fatty Wynn and Blake looked at
one another.

“If a train comes along it'll be good-bye to this blessed
car!” murmured Fatty Wynn.

“UGo on! Have another shot!” suggested Lady Peggy.

Blake and Fatty Wynn both stooped to grasp the start-
ing-handle again. Each felt that it would be a distinct
score over his rival if he could start the stranded car. But
in their haste their heads met with a leud crack.

“ Yaroooop I” *

Blake and Fatty Wynn rubbed their injured parts und

lared at one another. Then Blake grabbed the handle
sefore the Falstaff of the New House had a chance to do so,
and gave it a savage twist. There was a roar from the
engine.

“Good shot!” eried Lady Peggy. And Blake glanced
at Fatty Wynn with a triumphant look.

¥ {;’5 more giddy muscle that you want!” sniffed Blake,
“Brrr!”

There was a sudden ery from Lady Peggy. She flung out
& pointing hand.
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“Oh, look! My hat! There's a train coming!” she
panted.

The two juniors turned with startled faces and stared
nlong the line. It curved out of sight behind some trees,
but they could hear the rumble of the approaching train,
and could see the smoke rising over the trees.

“ Just our luck | gasped Blake. “There’s scarcely ever
a blessed train along here !” 2

He glanced wildly round. But the lady to whom the
car befonged had vanished into the cottage parden. .

It was clear that there was no time to fetch her. Blake
leapt hastily into the driving-seat. {

“T'll get her off!" he exclaimed grimly.

There was an eager expression on the face of the léader
of the Fourth, Here was just the chance he had wanted
to shine in front of Lady Peggy. Mero was where he could
score heavily off David Llewellyn Wynn.

“Quick !” cried Peggy anxiously.

There was a grinding of gears. Blake was not quite
the expert driver that he would have liked to appear,
however, and the car remained stationary. Blake strug-
gled with the gear-lever with increasing flurry.

Unfortunately for him the gears were ofy a different
arrangement from those of the car he had driven before.
Besides which, in his excitement, he had guite forgotten
to release the hand-brake.

“Blow!” panted Blake, perspiring freely. He glanced
hastily along the line. g

'he approaching train was not far off now. His face went
rather white, Sc did that of Lady Pegey.

*Can’t you do it?” she cried.

. “Ye-e-es” answored Blake uncertainly, struggling with
l'E.jhet gear-lever, “I—I don't quite get the hang of it,

o

JHe broke off, and gave a startled gasp as he found, to
his dismay, that one of hiz feet was jammed among the
foot-pedals. At that moment the shrill whistle of the train
sounded piercingly as it swept into view.

Blake's face went very white.

. "My foot's caught!” he cried; and his voice was not
guite steady,

“Great pip!" breathed Fatty Wynn hoarsely.

The Falstaff of the New House saw the train coming,
thundering upon them. There was time in plenty for him
to move off the line to safety. Dut that thought never
even entered his head. He rushed forward, dragged open
the door of “the car, and groped desperately for Blake's
imprizsoned foot.

Again the train whistle screamed as the driver saw them.
But there was no time for the train to swop. With the
whistle screamjng it roared towards the erossing, where
Dayid Llewellyn Wynn laboured frantically to save the
life of his School House rival.

) “Run, you ass!” panted Blake hoarsely, white to the
ips.

Fatty Wynn was tearing at the laces of Blake's shoe,
and, with a last jerk, the leader of the Fourth dragged his
foot from it. He could not jump free from the car at
once, for Fatty Wynn was still kneeling on the running-
board, barring his way. Blake groaned. In that moment
he honestly believed that they were both done for.

But as he shut his eyes instinctively, waiting for the
end, a flying fizure scrambled over the dickey-seat behind
and dropped beside him.

It was Lady Pesgy ! .

“Out'of the way!” che panted

Blake tumbled sideways out of the driving-zeat as she
droppegi into it, The girl released the hand-brake with
a flashing movement of her hand, and slipped in the gear.

“Hang cn!” she cried to Fatly Wynn, as the car eapt
forward.

With a jerk and a jolt the car shot clear of the gleaming
rails. Behind them the Jtrain swept clattering by, with
the pale face of the engine-driver staring down at them
and shouting hoarzely.

Blake found himself laughing shakily.

“ That—that was a narrow squeak!” he stammered.

Lady Peggy drew a sobbing breath,

“My hat!” she breathed. I thought you were both
done for!”

She stopped the car. Thers were tears of relief in her
shining eyes as she gripped the juniors’ hands,

CHAPTER 17.
3 Burying the Hatchet !

MINUTE later the lady who owned the car came up.
A She was quite in iguorance of the narrow shave
that her car had had from destruction,
she had heard the train go by,
Blake still felt as though he were moving in a dream
a3 he watched her drive off down the lane.
(Continued on page 28.)
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AN AMAZING NEW SERIAL OF ADVENTURE!

Out there in the wild jungles that
border the mighty river Amazon,
young Jack Carter comes face to
face, in the most amazing and terri=
fying circumstances, with the very
man he has journeyed =0 many miles
to find, Professor Rgolling, inventor
and—madman !

The Elusive Bird !

ACK CARTER expecied to see Captain Storm’s writh-
ing body dashed with violence to the ground, there to
lie, mangled and disfigured, in the rank grass or on
the rocky ledge. But nothing of the sort happened.

For several seconds the irom monster remained guite still,
stiff and upright, holding its helpless captive at arm’s
length.

Then slowly it turned and, etill maintaining the same
attitude. marched solemnly away across the vast, rolling
plain. Jack, awaking as [rom a trance, turned and dashed
into the cave.

“Where—where are you going !”" gasped Harry Frobisher,
in terror at being deserted.

But befere he could seramble to his feet and follow his
chum, Jack returned, carrying a pair of powerful field-
glasses belonging to Captain Storm.

Going to the verge of ihe rocky ledge he peered through
the glasses at the retreating figure.

The gloom of night was now rapidly disappearing before
the advance of the coming dawn, and all objects were
clearly visible for a long distance in every direction, so
Jack was able to follow the movements of the monstrosity.

The gigantic shape moved in long, stiff strides straight
away from the rocky ledge across the level plain for two

hundred yards or so and then, bearing
to the right, proceeded in a half-circle
as though it were coming back, but
vanished suddenly in the shadow of the
hill on which the boys were perched.

Jack lowered the glasses and looked
down at his chum. The face of the
older boy was very pale, but the terror
had gone from his eyes. He had re-
gained his nerve,

Something in his appearance drew
Harry Frobisher back from the very
verge of hysteria.

“Do you believe in magic now?"”
asked Harry; and there was only a
little tremor in his voice.

“No, less than ever!”

IIBut "

“Yes, I know; it’s terrible and—and queer|”

Jack’s brow was knitted in a puzeled frown.

“What are we going to do now—now that Captain Storm

is dead?” asked Harry, shivering again.

:Ihdcgl't think Captain Storm is dead.”

“1 don’t think they mean to kill him.”

“They? Who?”

“I don't know—yet,” replied Jack; and again he seemed
to be staring at nothing.

. “What makes you think the captain is alive?” per-
sisted Harry.

The mere suggestion brought the ecolour back to his
il':]l_meks and lifted the weight of horror that had erushed
Im.

“I was watching him,” said Jack, “He stopped strug-
i:;lmg, but he did not hang limp like a dead hody. Ho
onked more like a man who had slipped on a high scaffold-
ing and was clinging to save himself from falling. Tha
Thing, too, was holding him gently, almost tenderly, caro-
fully, as though anxious mot to hurt him—at least, that's
how it seemed to me.”

Harry Frobisher gasped.

“Good gracious! Jack, how did you see all that?” he
exclaimed. “I only saw the Thing with its ghastly face.
Do—do you think it is alive?”

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Reports having been received fo the effect that Professor Rollins, who
went to South America to explore the unbnown regions through which the
Amazon flows, iz keld in captivity, an expedition 15 formed to go in search
of the missing scientist, Misfortune, however, befalls the party, for their
Teader dies,  Undeterred by this sarfy setback, Capfain Storm, 6 broad-
slionldered, muscular man, defermines to carry on ; but only three members
of the original party—Teddy White, a iniddle-aged Cockney, and swo
youngsters named Jock Carter and Harry Frobisher—show their willing-
ness lo accompany him, Heedless of the mmd dangers ahead, the
four plucky adverdurers vush on into the un ol unexploved regions.

A peculiar wail emanating from the jungle fails to unnerve the intrepid
adventurers, and they carry ow until they reach a cave in the hillside where
they make camp, With Capiein Storm keeping gqueard outside the cave,
the other members of the party turn in to rest, They ave awakened from
theit slumbera some two hours lnfer by o startled cry,  Rushing to the mouth
of the cave they are horrified fo see ¢ huge steel monster formed like o man,
bt of such gfﬂdﬁ.ﬁ‘iﬁua height that its mighty hand over-tops the lailest
Sorest tree.  M'he next imoment this enormous iron monster seizes the eaptain
DE{ the waist, and lifts him high up above their heads, writhing end strug-
gling helplessly.
{Now read on.)
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“Then it must have men inzide it ™

“No. Inside is a mass of complicated machinery. I
ecaught a glimpse of that when it turned. 1 saw it through
the hole under the armpit”

“Then it's magic!” cried Harry, with conviction, *“A
machine can't act like a man and be gentle and tender and
careful, That's idiotic!”

“The Thing is a machine,” persisted Jack gravely, “as
muech a machine as a battleship When I was a nipper 1
was taken to an exhibition in London, and they had there
a miniature lake, and on it was a swarm of model battle-
ships, and cruisers, and torpedo-boat destroyers, and other
craft. And they all moved about and performed the most
complicated mancuvees, and there wasn't a single collision.
How was that done?”

{f“fi.l.es?!!

“MNo, there were no wires.”

“Clockwork .

“No; it wasn't clockwork, either. The whole thing was
worked by a man who sat in an office at the other end
of the hall, with a chart in front of him.”

“Then you think 1

“1 think a lot of things, old fellow, but that doesn’t
help much. The important question is, what do we know?
Well, we know this—that Thing is a machine. TIf is only
mado like a man to frighten people. It is as much a
machine as a battleship, and somewhere behind it is a
brain—a jolly clever brain, It may be a hundred miles
away, or it may be close at hand. That's what we've
wot to find out.” e

“Everyfing all serene, young gents? Any 'elp wanted?’

Teddy White, crawling on his hands and knees, had
emerged from the mouth of the cave as far as his head
and shoulders.

On seeing the chums engaged in quief conversation his

fears, aroused by Captain Storm's startied ery, had abated
somewhat, -

Hastily serambling to his feet he came forward, rubbing
his hands and smiling cheerily, ;

“(oin' ter be a mnico day,” he remarked. “A litile 'ot
maybe, but thet won't 'urt us arfer wot we bin through,
will it? Take things as they come, and don’t make no
complaints, Thet's my motter Hallo! Where's the cap’'n?
Cone off on 'is own? Now thet ain’t right—thet ain't
noways right! It ain’t accordin’ to plan or agreement.
And T won't agree to it. I makes my protest 'ere and
now. Now listen to me, young gents—this is serious. I'm
a older man nor wot you are—a man of eggsperience—and
I knows wot’s wot, We got to stick to the cap'n!”

“But—"' began Harry; but the little man went on
unheeding.

“’Arf a mo’, Master Frobisher—arf a mo'! When 1
falks I got something to say, and you best 'ear me out.
We got to stick to the cap’'n—we ain’t got to let im out of
our sight, It's 'im wot hev got the 'eadpiece. TIf we ever
gets oub of this "ere mess alive it’ll be the cap’'n wot leads
us! Without ’im we are like three lost sheep. So mark
my words| Where ’e goes we got to foller!”

‘As soon as the two chums could get & word in they
attempted to explain what had happened. At the end of
their recital, however, the little man shook his head.

“Young gents,”' he said, “it ain't for
me to say wot's proper in the way of a
joke and wot ain't proper, me being
only a ignerent man. And if so be it's
a secret betwixt you and the cap’n, and
I ain’t to be in it, well, 1T knows me
place, and I says no more.” i

And with that he turned haughtily
away.

Harry was about to go after him to
malke yet another attempt to convince
him, but Jack eaught his chum’s arm
and held him back.

*Let him go,” he eaid. “He’ll know
soon enough, and perhaps, after all, it
is best as it is for the present. Teddy
i3 unhappy because he thinks we are
fooling him, bub if- he had seen that
Thing as we saw it he would be a jolly
sight more unhappy, wouldn't = he?
Leave him aloneg,"”

“But what are we to do?”’

“Eat " said Jack. “Thank goodness
we can't starveb ink this country e\cenwif
we never get back to our stores. 8 ¥
can pick our dinner off the trees.” HOLLING, - Inven-

“Yes; or dig it out of the ground. #ive genius, and
The native carriers showed me the roots ereator of the

.that are good to eat,” replied Harry. Robot Man.
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Indeed, it was a marvellously fertile country to which
the comrades had penetrated.

Apart from the wild fruit, which grew in profusion,
there were wide stretches of cultivated ground from which
the owners had for some mysterious reason fled.

. The chums, however, decided not to go far afield to-day
in search of a meal,

The cave was a good place of shelter, and the rocky
ledge on the hillside a good observation point. It would
be best not to go too far away while unknown dangers were
about. :

Harry Frobisher, whose courage had now quite returned,
was all for making an early expedition in the track of the
Thing to see if they could noi follow it to its lair and
so find out what had happened to Captain Storm; but Jack
advised caution.

“If they meant to kill the captain he is already dead,
and we ean do nothing; if they mean to spare his life—
as I believe—then there is no hurry. We will keep a sharp
look-out and bide our time.” .

Meanwhile, they went in search of foad, Teddy White,
although still injured and aloof in his manner, went with
them. He was not going to be left alone.

“We won't go down into the valley,” said Jack. "Let us
work round the hillside and see if we can’t get back to
the ledge that way.”

The trio plunged into the wooded slope, but they had
not gone far before the undergrowth, with its tangled
vines and luxurious prickly bushes became so thick that their
progress was slow,

Had it not been for the experience they had gained from
the natives during their journey from the coast, they would
have been unable to get through at all.

The scene through which they passed was one of amaring

eauty. £

Tropic blooms, gorgeous in colour—red, purple, and white
—hung in festoons on all sides; birds of resplendent
plumage flew about their heads, while rich, luscious fruits
of many kinds hung in clusters from the branches within
reach of their heads.

Fascinated by the sheer splendour of their surroundings
the trio pressed on for perhaps an hour, and then sud-
denly and unexpectedly they emerged into an open glade.

Teddy White, after a careful inspection of the ground
to make sure that it was free from a gpeeial kind of noxious
insect which he had learned to fear, flung himself down.

“'"Ow about a little rest to enjoy the %saties of nacher.
young gents?” he suggested.

The others assented quickly enough and joined him, but
a few moments later Jack Carter's attention was attracted
by a bird of a particularly lovely plumage which, perched
uﬂ a brdnch only a few feet away, seemed to be watching
them.

It was so tame that Jack was tempted to see if it would
allow itself to be captured.

' Very slowly he rose to his feet and advanced cautiously
towards the bird. He had almost reached it when it flappad
Lt.s ﬁcrgsous wings and retreated a eouple of yards into the

ush.

Jack followed still very silently and ecautiously.

Again it retreated, and Jack, in his efforts to reach it,
left his eomrades perhaps some thirty yards behind him, so
that he was shut off from them by a
thick wall of undergrowth.

Reluctant to go further, he made cne
final attempt to capture that sp]endad
but elusive bird, and made a swift leap
forward with outstretched hands.

He missed the bird by an inch, and
at the same mement his foot caught in
a tough ground vine, and he pitched
forward headlong on his hands and
knees.

When the boy scrambled to his feet
he found, to his surprise, that he had
hurled himself into anether clearing.

It was smaller than the one he had
just Jeft, and in other ways different.
For one thing, it looked as though it
had been made not by Nature but by
the hand of man, the undergrowth
having been cut away.

In ?ront of him was the side of the
hill, rizsing sheer, while behind him, and
on either side, was the almost impene-
trable forest.

Jack half-turnad, intending to make
his way back to his comrades and
inform them of his discovervy. when he
was startled by the sound of a human
voice quite elese to him,

“Have T the pleasure of speaking to

a fellow-countryman?™ :
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At the moment the professor turned to the

switch-board to turn the handle that would cause

instant death to his chums, Jack raised his right

leg with such swiftness and force, that it caught

Rollins fairly in the ribs, sending him crashing
backwards. (S page 27.)

The Erain Behind The Thing !
ITH a jump Jack wheeled round again, his eyes

‘J‘f hali-starting out of his head.

In front of him, scarcely two paces away, with
his back to the solid hillside, stood a figure which
had certainly not been there & moment ago.

it was the fipure of a man, some filty vears of age,
short in stature, dressed in spotless white ducks, and wearing
a big sun hat.

Hiz face was bronzed and ordinary in feature save for
the eyes, which were the most extraordinary Jack had
ever seen.

They were a cold grey, keen, deep set, and penetrating
to an almost unbelievable degree.

It seemed to the boy asithough each of those eyes emitted
a ray of piercing white light, and the effect upon him was
so disturbing that he could not speak.

The stranger smiled, and, raising his hat, repeated his
question in another form.

“An Englishman, I think?”

“Wes, sir,” repeated Jack confusedly.
Carter.”

“And mine is Rollins—Professor Rollins!
have not heard of me.”

Jack's eyes grew bigger, and he uttered a
ejaculation,

" Professor Rolling [” he eried, “ Why, sir, we have come
to lock for you. I belong to the Rollins Relief Expedition.”

“Indecd! Then I am doubly glad to meet you, Mr.
Carter,” said the stranger, emiling again and holding out
his hand.

As Jack gripped the hand he was struck by the feel of
it, so soft and yet so firm. It was like cold velvet, with
a lining of steel, and it was quile white, as though never
exposed to a tropic sun.

“I am indeed glad te find you are safe and well, sir.”
said the boy. *Your friends in England hLave been very
anxious shout you and your expedition.”

“Yes, yes, no doubt,” replied the other.

“My name is
You prohably

startlod

“] see the

insect pests of this otherwize admirable country annoy you

& great deal, Mr, Carter.”
Jack laughed. .
“Yes, the flies are a nuisance,” he said.

“1 must give you something for that,” observed the
professor—"=a little preparation of my own. You see, they
don't come near me. If they do they dis!” _

He laughed—a soft, musical, and extremely pleasant laugh
—and at the same time brushed from his white coat sleeve
tﬂc dead bodies of a few inseet pests which had fallen
there.

“1 shall be very grateful if you will, sir,” said Jack,
with a smile, *and so will my companions. I did not know
there was any curc for the plague.”

“Scienceé can find a cure for every evil,” replied the
professor smoothly. “Come this way and I will show you
something.”

He turned, and his white hand Auttered over the face
of the solid rock behind him, scarcely seeming to touch
it.. Instantly what appeared to be a steel door slid aside,
and a beam of white electric light shot out inte the gloom
of the forest,

“This is my workshop,” said the professor pleasanily.
“Please come in.”

He passed through the aperture, and Jack followed him,
wondering.

Instantly the steel door slid back into its piace, so
noiselessly that Jack did not kugw it had closed.

But, indeed, ‘had it shut with a resounding clang it
is quite possible he would not have noticed it, so amazed
was he with the sight that met his gaze.

He found himself in a large and brilliantly-lit chamber
fitted out as an eclectrical workshop, with every kind of
up-to-date electrical contrivance.

The hall itself, hollowed out of the very heart of the
hill, was an ancient construction, no doubt, but evervthing
in it was startlingly modern.

Jack was gazing about him spellbound when the pro-
fessor tuuclieﬁ him on the arm.

“We will not delay hero,” he said. “My staff is now
resting. You shall see them when they are at work.
You will, I think, find it interesting. This is the finest
scientific electric plant in the world—not the largest, you
understand, but 35;9 finest—the most efficient for modern
:]nser;}'ch. Come now, let me show you my own private

en.
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But Jack hesitated.

“Excuse me, sir,” he said, “J am immensely interested,
of course—it is wonderful. And another time I shall be
only too thaukful if you will show me over this marvellous
place. But I must get in touch with my friends now. |
left them in the forest, and they will be wondering what
has become of me by now.”

The professor, who had paused before a small door in
the wall, turned his head and fixed hiz extracrdinary eyes
oo the boy.

“Wonder 7* he said thoughtfully. “Why shouldn’t they
wonder? Wonder is the first step to knowledge. We see
something we' do not wunderstand. We wonder. Our
curiosity is aroused. Then comes ingniry and experiment.
Finally, we reach an explanation and knowledge is born.
Lot them wonder,”

He opened the small door.

Jack looked behind him for the door b
entercd, It had vanished. There sceme
done but to humour his strange guide.

Reluctantly he followed the professor.

hey entered a moderatesized cireular
chamber, which was almost dark in comparison
with the brilliantly-lighted workshop they had
just left.

1t had a kind of funnel roof, and from a small
aperture at the top of the funnel a shaft of
daylight entered.

This fell on a large, circuinr table in the
centre of the room.

The surface of the table seemed to be covered
by a picture—a landscape—the details of which
were remarkably sharp and clear.

Jack had scarcely time to glance at this,
however, when his companion pointed to a°
chair and invited him to sit down.

Jack obeyed, though he felt restless and
uneasy. He had an uncomfortable feeling that
he was gradually becoming subject to a will
stronger .than his own.

This feeling grew stronger when the pro- :
Lgssc(;r also took a seat, and, without speaking, You'll

Ke

which he had
nothing to be

silence lasted for soveral seconds, and then at band of adventurers in this & i
"m“"’éi}":n?{ﬁi'lns‘" mYSs= whole thing striking him, he laughed aloud.

last the professor spoke:

“You have a good head, Mr. Carter. Have
you studied science?”

T NQ. sir"ll

“Then you can scarcely be said to be alive. A man
without science in this age is like a creature without eyes,
nose, or ears. But it is not too late. Yeu are young, and
I will teach you. We will do great things together, you
and I, Mr. Carter.”

“You are very good, sie, but—"

Jack moved restlessly in his chair.

He wanted to protest, but for the life of him he could not
think of anything to say. :

The man went on as though he had not been inter-
rupted, that dreamy, half-mystic look coming again into his
cold, piercing eyes.

“Just now you spoke of wonder. I will show you many
wonders. Do you know what lies beneath our feet, deep
down in the bowels of the earth?

*No, sir.”

“Wealth—untold wealth! Not merely gold and diamonds,
but that most precious, most valuable of all minerals—
radinm. I know it is there although no clod of earth has
¥eb beon turned. T koow because I have seen it1"

The cold grey eyes were now shining with an unqarthlg
light, and Jack began to wonder whether he was in the
presence of a madman or & genius. e

But quite suddenly the professor's mood changed. Smiling
pleasantly, his tone bocame gquietly conversational once
more. ;

“You shall see it, too, Beneath that rolling plain outside
is a vast deposit of mineral wealth. You shall see it with
your own eyes presently, for by means of an invention of
mine—an extension of the X ray—we can now look through
the solid earth -and rock. Dub that is only cne of the
marvels with which I will make you acquainted. You are
greatly privileged, Mr. Carter.”

“1 appreciate that, sir, but now I really must go,” said
Jack, rising to his feet. ;

A faint smile flickered over the face of Professor Rollins.

“¥You will go when I give you permission, and nob one
day, not one hour, not one moment before,” ho said gravely.

Jack stared in amazement, his anger beginning to rise.

“You mean to keep mo here against my will?” he
demanded hotly.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Price 2d.

“1 mean to kcep you here”

“A prisoneri”

“No, nol A colleague, an assistant, a fellow-worker in
the cause of science—the only eause worth living for in

- this queer world,” replied the professor gently.

Jack took an angry step forward, and then suddenly he
scemed to feel rather than hear the presence of someons
else in the room.

He looked about him swiftly, but could see no one.

The professor smiled again. = 3
_“"Be ealm,” he said soothingly. “It will save so much
time, and in the end the result will be the same. You are
quite powerless. I have faithful servants here. You remain
with me. I have long wanted an assistant—young, intelli-
gent, of my own nationality, and with just your shape
of head. T have decided to engage you, and you will stay
with me until my great task is fnished. You will soon
become so interested in your work that you will not regret
your lost liberty, Opposition to my will is useless, I have
made my decision. The sooner you recéncile yourself to
it the better it will be for you.”

A cold chill went through Jack Carter's
whole body, but it was characteristic of him
that he lost neither his nerve nor his temper.

_He was convineed now that the man before
him was mad, but it was a madness controlled
by a powerful and logical brain.

The boy decided swiftly that he, teo, must
be cool, calm, self-possessed, and await his
chance.

He even contrived to smile.

“Y¥ou mean to kecp me here until you have
completed your great task, professor?’ he
asf;'ec_l w,i,thcut raising his voice.

=1

“ And how long will that be?"

The dreamy, mystical look came again into
the man’s hard, metallic eyes.

“Who can say?®" he mused thoughtiully.
“The days pass so swiftly. But not long—not
long now, I shall be old, but you will still be

Il like young Harry young in the day when our final victory is
his searching cyes upon him. The Frobisher, who is one of the yohiaved—seven, eight, ien years, perhaps.”

Jack gasped, and then the absurdity of the
“You mean to keep me bere a prisoner for
ten years?” he exclaimed.

“Twenty, if need be,” retorted the other coldly. “Oh,
foolish boy, ecannot you see what am offering you?
Knowledge, wealth, power! When I am gone, with the
weapon [ have placed in your hands-you can make your-
self master of the earth: I will train you to succeed
me. That is your destiny. But until that hour comes you
will serve me and do my bidding !”

“I see,” said Jack, keeping a tight hold upon himself.

Beyond question the man was mad, and Jack had always
heard it was dangerous te irritate lunatics by contradiction.
No doubt, sooner or later, they would get out in the open
air. Then he would make a holt for 1. Meanwhile, he
would handle the unfortunate professor as tenderly as
possible.

“ Perhaps you will tell me some mora about your work,
professor,” he said good-humou:edly, “especially as I am
to share it.” .

The man nodded approvingly, :

“Look at that!” he sid, and pointed to the table.

in the Nick of Time !

ACK turned his gaze upon the table and perceived
J that the picture which covered it was, by some camera
obscura contrivance, a refection in miniature of the
whole surrounding country. . s
As he examined it, he was able to pick out the hillside
and the rocky ledge on which he and his comrades had
stood when that awful Thing came out of the gloom.
The professor moved to his side. : 4
“PBy this little invention I am able to see what is going
on outside, to detect any unwelcome intruder, and to take
such steps as are necessary to drive him away or—otherwise
get rid of him, With the aid of my Robot—"
Jack turned on him, startled out of his self-imposed
control, ;
“The mechanical monster? It is yours?” he cried.
“Naturally. A mere toy, but ingenious, and it has served
its purpose admirably. All this country was thickly popu-
lated when I eame. The people had to be got rid of. 1
tried many means, but the ignorant natives were very much
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attached to their land and would not go.
Robot did the trick.” o B

Jack stared at the speaker, fierce anger rising within

im. But realising how much depended upon him, he
with a great effort, conquered his rage and spoke calmly.

“Then you are responsible for what has happened to
Ca.Ptnin Storm 1 i

“Quite so0,” replied the professor coolly: “I tried to
frighten him and his party away, but he was obstinate,
and =0 I had to adopt other methods.”

“You killed him?”

Jack's voice was still unnaturally ealm. :

“Qh no,” réplied the professor. “I think he will be a
quite useful workman when he has been properly disciplined.
At present he is obstinate and unreasonable, but that will
pass. Now look at this.” - , :

“Are vou aware, Professor Rollins,” said Jack, in a
tone of suppressed passion, ‘‘that Captain Sftorm came out
here at the risk of his life to rescue you, and restors you
to eivilisation?' .

“Yes, an unwarrantable interference in my affairs; but
I overlook that. My eolleagnes in London ought to have
known that 1 am quite capable of taking care of myself.
However, I shall find some use for the good capiain. He
is of a low order of intelligence, but when T examined him
I found he had eertain qualities, and I decided mot to
destroy him. But we have more important things fo
consider, You are interesied in my Robot? Let me show
you how he works.” i 3

Jack’s fingers were itching to get at the inhuman monster’s
throat, but again he mastered the impulse and decided to
bide his time.

Side by side he and the inventor bent over the table on

However, ther

His heart leaped into his mouth as he saw iwo figures
standing on the very edge of the cleft on the hillside.

They were tiny figures, but quite clear and distinct. He
could see the expression on their faces. They were holding
Lands like two frightened children, and gazing out with
horror at the approaching monstor.

And suddenly as he looked Jack saw one of the figures
collapse in a wrinkled heap like a wet garment dropping
from a clothes-line. It was Teddy White,

Harry Frobisher, siill holding his presiraie comrade's
hand. stood motionless, staring at the Thing.

“What are you doing?” gasped Jack. “Don’t vou see
_r'mlkm‘c frightening them? Make it go back! Make it go -~
vk 1

“Don't be impatient!” murmnred the professor. “Tt will
ro back when it has finished its job. Watch now; this is
very interesting. I am going to make it speak. I shall
utter the words barely above a whisper, but they will be
heard out there in a voice of thunder. Sound, vou know,
is only vibration, and can be magnified to any extent with
snitable appliances™

Jack was frozen imto a kind of numb helplessness.
could only
being en

He
stara stupidly, as one fascinated, at the scene
tod before his eyes.

Then the professor, reaching for a kind of tfclephone
receiver, began to speak into it in a soft, clear, deliberate
whisper:

“White men, your hour has come! Meet it with courage.
for nothing else can avail you now. You have penetrated
into seerets not meant for such as you. Therefore you must
die!  Console yourself with the knowledge that you are
sacrificed in the sacrved cause of secience!”

Ask The Oracle!

The great Chang Wu‘, a Chinese phil-
osopher, says that '““wisdom is to be
desired more than ripe pomegranates.’
And our Office-boy says that the Oracle
will get ripe tomatoes as well if he comes
down his road handing out the brand of

this question, Egbert Dellow, of Rother-
hithe, A certain king called Solomon is
reputed also to have been great in learning.
Now excuse me, as I hear that imp of an
office boy, who has been peering over my
shoulder, giving three hearty boo’s from
the other end of the room, One of these
days I shall lay ** rough on rats * for him !
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Q. What is a chupatty?

A, A thin cake of unleavened bread, and
one of the most popular forms of diet in
India and certain other parts of the East.

Q. Who was Sir Joshua Reynolds 7

A. A very famous English painter,
* Regular Subscriber.” By the way,
keep it up—your subscription, I mean.

wisdom he gets off his chest in the office
from ten to five!
Q. What are the Diamond Sculls ?
A. A race rowed each year at Henley
Regatta, T.C.D., between single amateur
scullers, The first Diamond Sculls race
was rowed as long ago as 1844,

Q. What is a moss-dog 7

A, This iz a different kind of animal,
one of the two-legged wvariety. It 18 an
army term for a mean and parsimonious
fellow—a miser, muckworm, churl, serew,
gkinflint, curmudgeon, lickpenny, serimp,
niggard or codger. Ho mow you know,
* Nifty Ned!™

Q. Who is the wisest man that has
ever lived 7

A. Alas, modesty forbids me to answer

Spirula peronii—a curious to  he
species of shell.

Q. What is a pye-dog ?
th?. '?:::?u:: A. “Pye” is an Indian term derived
peronii *'? from the Hindustani paki, meaning an

outaider. So a pye-dog is an outsider—
an ownerless, or pariah deg.

Q. What is a dead-eye ?
A. Young Bobby Jay, of Bristol, says in
a poignant letter that he knows only too
well what a black eye is, being the smallest
ehap in his class and having curly hair as
well. But what the thump a dead-eye
ig has got him licked, although he heard a
couple of Bristol seafarers talking about
one. This, my luckless chum, iz a round,
flat block of woed with a rope or iron banc
weresupposed around it, and pierced with three holes for
d a lanyards. Dead-eyes are employed in the
warm summer Tigging of sailing ships.

A, A euricus
species of
zhell. Earlier
in the year
quite a num-
ber of them
stranded on
the sands of
Whitesand
Bay in Corn-
wall, and they

repsdasssanE
which was reflected so vividly the sunlight picture of the
ontside world ) . )

At the side of the table was a bench with a kind of swifch-
board above it :

From the bench the professor picked up what looked like
a silver pencil. Jack noticed that it had a wire attached
to it which trailed away into the gloom.

“Now with this little pointer T control the movements
of the Robot,” said the professor. *‘Presently you shall
know how it is dome, but first I will give you a
demonstration.” )

Seating himself in front of the switchboard, the professor
began to move the peneil slowly with his white, delicate
hand.

“Koep your eyes on the picture,” he said over his
shoulder. “ You see that clump of trees on the north-cast
corner of the plain?”

“Yes,” replied Jack.

“Watch that "

Jack obeyed, and presently he observed emerge from the
shadow of the tree-clump the ugly, grotesque figure of the
Thing. :

E\rgn in miniature it had a horrible and fearsome appear-
ance, and Jack felt a shiver go through him. : ;

Slowly, but with a kind of deadly purpose, and with giant
strides, the monster began to walk across the sunlit plain.

“ Ah!? exclaimed the professor suddenly. “Your friends
have returned from the forest. That is very fortunate. Tt
gives mo the opportunity of completing my demonstration
before your eyes.”

Jack glanced swiftly across the plain to the rocky ledge on
the hillside.
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He paused, and then, pushing the receiver from him,
spoke again in his natural, ordinary voice.

“You see, they are paralysed with fear. They cannot
move. They are convenmiently placed, for the sweep of the
Robot’s right hand. All we have to do now o

“You are not going fo kill them?” ecried Jack
hysterically.

“Why,. of course,” replied the professor, in & surprised
tone. “Of what use are they to us? An ignorant Cocknev
and a schoolboy! And, of course, they must not be allowed
to go away and tell what they have secn. I should have
all the busybedies of Burope down on me. Of coursa they
must be removed. But it is quite painless. Just watch!™

Jack was staring at the table. He saw the Thing reach
the hillside, he saw its giant arm upraised, and then—he
awoke as from a trance.

He turned and beheld the professor leaning eagerly over
the switchboard.

Making no sound and uttering no ery of protest or appeal,
Jack raised his right leg, and, with the swiftness, the foree,
and the acenracy of an old footballer, he let fly.

His boot caught the absorbed professor fair and square
and with terrific violence just below the ribs.

The aztonished gentleman was lifted bodily out of his
chair and crashed to the floor in the gloom which encireled
the outer rim of the room.

(This is only a faste of the thousand-and-one thrills
you've going te get in this powerful slory of amazing
adventure. Walch out, $hen, for next wecl's gripping
instalinent, chums ; it's the veal goods!)
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“FOR_LOVE® OF LADY PEGGY !

[Lou!muu{ Jrom page 22))
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“Come on!™ suid Lady Peggy, and ook Liz arm. Fler
other arm slipped inte Iatty \\\uu_.

Togother the three of them crossed the line again, aud
walked on in silence towards the moor.

For a while nont of them spoke.

Blake and Fatty Wynn were both feeling a trifle small,

They-had both been anxious to shine in front of Lady
Peggy, for reasons that now scomed rather mean.  Instead,
sho had' pulled the fat out of tho fire for them, and huad

won they lavrels!

Bot, -at any rale, their nerveracking experience
lifted, Blake and _{mw Wrynn out of their antagonism,

As they caught each other's glance now, the two rivals
grinnged ‘idml]\ Cn a sudden impulse Bluke stopped and
iield “out his hand. - Fatty Wynn gripped it

“Thaiiks, old man!” said Blake simply. #Tt—it was
ripping. the. way you stuck by me, when vou could have got
c‘lom 50 easily 1”7
_ YOh, rats!” grunted Fatty Wynn, colonring;
:f!ippml Blake's hand tighter for a moment .

“Rats be blowed I ejaci] ated’ P].-tI\L' “It was just fine!”

‘Anyone would ll.nc done it! 5

il | dOI'lt t]’mli-.J }Ull ass! o1 tell vou—"

“Itellyou, you dummy 4

“Bhut up, wm tucr"’ bw-kt;— in I,adv Peggy, with a little
laugh® that was™ not qulic steady.  *You're not going 1o
sart qnar:olf:n again? are you, you idiots?”

“Rather not s grinned -Fatty Wynn,

“You bet we -aren't!”. chuckled Blake.

Lady_ Pegoy surveved them with rather an odd look.

*I.wondetf if yon sce now what perfeet asses yeu bavye
been 72 she muineired. : :

Blake and I atiy Wann each knew what she meant, 'l]u.\_'-.'
realisod ftlmi . Pegey  had understood their hostility; and
llu'w felt very small. ? -

“You see, Foavent on 'Pr*gg‘y. with her arms still slipped
into i.'h(_‘fl-fna they wont on, “1 like you two awfully, botl
of yous and Iishonld Diate vou to e anvihing but the Lest
of pals to eich othicr,- _r'111l. piter- --.:frnl whal J-.m;wru-
at the erossing ! iu'ﬁk NOU were It|| ity Lrayve )

had

but hé

.’.\.\l

* Fatty w qinc
“0h, rat gvo! v Winn 1
“0h, but vou b id Pegey fivmly, "It was just

fine the way von 1110(1 to 1:-' Lis foot clear, with that train
ronaig: Aml Hm \ld\. T .u'l] irnu i'{u et clear wlien
vou thoug lr You wern done,’ ' she wenl on '=10u1\ turning
10 Blake. “ihat was juest s 3:; ping! I'd never have hadl
tha p'|ni'l. of cither of wm :
“But vou did the best thing »f the 1ot pasped Blake.
“0f eourse you did]” eried Faliy Wiim }\crth
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*had time to think about it—as yon two had—1 shouldn't

hnn. douc it at all!” '

“Blake” and Patty” \\\nn glmml ,'L.Ihm were-not going
tu drvgue fabout: it; bt it- wasd clear ‘itom mmr faceﬂ'rlrcit
‘ihey did not bélieve thif for : a momen
b 1uld" I’owgy grinned cheerfilly,: - 8he
and a‘null Her glorious rod hair, danced gaily in thb
wind as n.y struck ofl across the moor ‘in- !nc -:11 cthou
uf Spalding village. "~ s el

“Anyway,” said Lady Peggy, “what a middy ud\'onlm‘:,
Fasn't it? My bat!” o L 1

took off lier ]ut

1
. » HRRLE -

Jack Blake planked down Lalf-a-crown en-ih
Mrs. Taggles’ little tuckshop.
* Another plate of tavts, please,
“Certainly, Master Blake!”
“Good egg!” chuckled Fatty \\\JJL
It was later that evening. :
Blake and Fatiy “Wynn fiad returned to St Jim's to-
gether, and had . gone straight to the tuckshop, where thev
were indulging in a cheery little feed fo velebrate the
burying of the hatehet-between them, 5
“Wade.in, old man!” grinned Blake, as H 5 h“‘all mpplv i
of tarts was placed before them, T
“Thanks, old hess!” Fatty Wynn tonk &
more ginger-pops, please, Mrs, Taggles!™ o |
“ Very good, Master Wynn ™ s SR
" You know.” said David Llewellin ‘u'nrm as he selected g
anather tart “she’s a vipping airl 1 i S

coupter of

-\I 5, Tag ’]I"':f."

*
=41
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.en‘{', ."'1\\':; S
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“Rather!” nodded Blake. ]|f||r1|r his elass of ginger-pop.3¥
Their eves met: they both orinned. El,
« “Bhe likes us! chuekled Fatty Wynn. 83ty
“Both of us!" agreed Blake i
“Toth of us equally!™ added Faity Wynh the r"fh'h -
*That's fine!” =
“ Ripping 17 o )
e ook _hands solenmis > .
'r\"]:‘.l z 1 !:I' .'l:lt'll'-li-.’ ll‘lTTl‘]_ l"|lp[i| X 1 Twoan :'Il| M 100y \'. lﬁ
over - for good was clear. Blake and Fatty Wynn aves
willing to admit that theie. girl elmm Jiked them hmh
equally. and were content m Jenow  that she did,“ab
vate” like them' hebter than any. oiher fellows at St

nn that e =1.\||1J,|r:'r11||'\s Inivied the haiehoi,
“Ja®k. Blake and Thuld Tl wellyn Wynn were

oing fos

fry foshare Lady Poorey’s wvarm fricndship for them withe

oui synnbhling in ihe utnre. - ; = s e S
T wils hound to hr- % eovtain seeunt of friendly

i . Bai each was  detcrmined | that Eh

il ey in 1||10 veal liostility, ~ \\t:n 14

be almost n having been so near lo death

{ oot hes | chim ! My

Bluke .1||ll Faity ‘\\ Vo sod thetr olnsses, And togethor
thex said: v N kR

"Hl ve's to Tnu'lx Peggy!? & »
THE END. s

(Lady Peagay appearvs prmnmr'uﬂy innext weel’s rousing
Tong storvy of S dimcs, entitled @ - T.HL MYSTERY Lk
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