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THERE’S MYSTERY, THRILLS, AND DRAMA IN THIS LONG TALE—

The

Lot
CHAPTER 1.
All Dressed Up !
€ Y hat!”

[ “Great pip!”
George Wilking cand Willigamn Cuthbert Gunn
o paused on the threshold of their study in the

Shell passage at 8t. Jim's, and stared in wonderingly.

Wilkins and Gunn had reason for their astonishment.

Grundy, their study-mate, was within, And Grundy was
standing before a mirror adjusting his tie. His appearance
was immacnlate. As a rule, George Alfred Grundy was one
of the most slovenly locking juniors ar 8%, Jim's, But at
the moment he was a thing of beauty and a joy for ever.
A pair of snowy white spats ernamenfed his rather large
feet, which were clad in elegant patent leather. He had
a topper on his head, and his cuffs were quite free from
frayed threads, which was uwnusual with Grundy—as was
the fact that his face was shining with an amazing cleanli-
ness, For once, his hair appeered to have been well
birushed. -

“What the dickens—"" breathed Gunn,

“What the thump—>

Grundy turned and glared at them.

“What are you dummies staring at? snorted George
Alfred Crundy. “Come in and shut tha door, vou asses '™
he added, with a growl. *“Help me tie thiz blessed tie !”

“But what the merry dickens are you all poshed up for 1"
gasped Wilkins wonderingly.

Grundy chuckled.
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“I'm going over to Spalding Hall this aftermoon!” he
announced.

Wilkins and Guon jumped.

“M-my hat!”

“ Well, why shouldn’t I?” reared Grundy, glaring.

“Oh, no reason at all, old man I said Gunn hastily,

“I'm toking Lady Peggy out te iea in Wayland,"
explained Grundy eondescendingly.

““Wha-a-at 1" ejaculated Wilkins in amazement.

“I like Lady Peggy,” went on Grundy, in an off-hand
way, “and I mean to take her out quite a lot in future.”

My hat >

Lady Peggy Brooke was a comparatively new arrival at
Spalding Hall, the school for girls near Wayland at which
Ethel Cleveland, the pretty eousin of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy of the Fourth, and Doris Levison, the charming
sister of Ernest Levisan of the same Form, were at sehool.
Lady Pegey shared a study in the Fifth Form at Spalding
Hall with Ethel and Doris, and the three had struck up a
very warm friendship, now forming an inseparable trio,
All the St. Jim's juniors who had met Lady Pegey agreed
that she was a “ripping girlI” She was pretty, and brim-
ming over with fun,

Jack Blake, the leader of the Fourth, and Fatty Wynn,
the demon bowler of the New House, had particularly
“fallen ® for Lady Pepgy; in fact, both of them were
inclined to go quite red at mention of her name! There
had beem strong rivalry between thom for chief place in
her friendship—though # was now clear that they would
have to share that coveted position between them,

“What about Hlake and Fatty -Wynnt*

Wilks murmured
HKINS,
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George Alired Grundy frowned a majestic frown,

“Rats !” he snorted. “I'm going to cut those two asses
out, I can tell you. Is it likely Lady Peggy will want to
be extra fricndfy with them wien I'm about?”

“ Ahem !” :

Wilkins and Gunn both coughed, witaout answering.

Grundy, though actually the dunce of the S'hcll,‘ had a
staggering belief in his own abilities in any direction. It
was a perpetual source of amazement to everyone else how
he could do so; but Grundy believed himself the finest
cricketer, the best footballer, the strongzest swimmer, and
the best all-round sportsman in the jumor school.

Wilkins and Gunn got very tired of hearing from Grundy
how it was only the crass stupidity of Tom Merry, the
junior games captain, that kept him from a chance of
shining in all spheres of sport. Had not the powerfully-
built dunce of the Shell possessed sucl large fists and such
a readiness to use them upon all occasions, they might have
told him so. e

Now, it appeared, Grundy fancied himself as a lady-
killer ! Wilkins and Gunn could not help but smile, though
they were very careful to conceal thei: smiles from George
Alfred Grundy.

* Ahem I e

Grundy glared at his two study-mates suspiciously.

“Well 7 he snorted. “I suppose yci don't deny that any
sensible girl would prefer me to Blaks and Fatty Wynn,
you dummies "

“'Hem! Nunno! But——*

“Or that Lady Peggy is a sensible girl 7 roared Grundy.

“Rather not !

“Well, then 7" growled Grundy
- ““Ahem !”

“Lady Peggy and I are going to be great chums,” went
on Grundy. “S8he may be particularly pally with Blake
and Wynn at present, but as soon as I tell her T am going
to be friendly with her—"

“8he'll faint, T should think,” murmured Gunn softly.

“What's that, Gunn{”

“ Nothing, Grundy, old man!” answered Gunn hastily.

“Does Lady Peggv know that you and she are going to
}J;a such great friends?” inquired” Wilkins, with a wink at

unn,
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What is the mystery behind the eerie old Qrange, that
it luros three desperate crooks to the vicinity 7 And
what has Lady Peggy, of Spalding Hall School, to do
with it? Here’s a yarn of baffling mystery and stlrr!ng
adventurs, in which Jack Blake and Faity Wynn an
their chums of 8t. Jim’s play an important part,

“Nobt yet,” answered Grundy carelessly. “T'll tell her
wlyzn Ilusee her this afternoon.”

“That'll be a treat for her,” murmured Wilkins,

“Yes,” nodded Grundy unsuspicioisly. “There's no
doubt sho'll be pleased.”

“Oh, my hat!"” gasped Gunn faintly,

Grundy was not a handsome youth

3 I His features wera
rugged rather than classical.

] His manners were rough-and-
rather than polished, too, But apparently Grundy
considered that Lady Peggy would “fall” for him head
over heels! There was no shadow of doubt ahout jt—in
the opinion of George Alfred Grundy.

Wilkins and Gunn begged to differ—inwardly! But
they would not have ventured to tell Grundy so for worlds.

With Gunn's aid, Grundy finished tying his tie at last,
and surveyed his reflection in the glass with great satis.
faction. There was no doubt that for snce in a way Grundy
was looking quite well-turned-out,

“Those are smart socks, old hoss1” exclaimed Wilkins.

“Not bad,” nodded Grundy. “They're Gunn's.”

“What?" shricked Gunn.

“They fit better than your shoes,
Grundy.

“What ?" howled Wilkins. “My shoes®”

“Luckily, your topper fits fine,” wen: on Grundy.
does your waistcoat, Gunn,”

*M-my waistcoat #* gasped Gunn faintly.

“My topper?” panted Wilkins,

“Yes; but I'm not suro that I quite like the cut of
these bags of yours, Wilkins,” :

“You—you—->»"

“And your eoat's a bit tight about the shoulders for me,
Gunn, old man. However,” finishod Grundy, picking up
his gloves and stick—or, rather, Gunn's gloves and Wilkins'
slick, *it'll do!”

And George Alfred Grundy strode towards the door.,

* You—you—" gasped Cunn.

“Come back!” roared Wilkins.

Grundy paused and glared.

“What's up?” he demanded truculently. “You don't
object to my borrowing a few of your things, 1 suppose ¥

Y1 do, anyway!” hooted Wilkins. “A ‘few’ of our
things? Why, if you took off our 'things you'd be
practically naked, you blessed robber!”

The worms had turned! Even Wilkins and Cunn would
not put up with absolutely anything from their muscular
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study-mate. And, as they realised that Grundy was clothed
from head to heel in their best garments, they jumped for
the door to intercept him,

“Gimme my coat and waistcoat 1” snorted Gunn,

“Gimme my bags and thoes!” howled Wilkins.
topper, and my stick—>

“And my socks——"

Grundy breathed hard.

He did not argue. It was not Grundy’s way to argue
when fists would do. He hit out, and Gunn and Wilkins
collapsed in a heap, clasping their poses. It was upon
their noses that Grundy’s fists had landed.
© “¥Yow! QGererooch!”

“0h! Yoooop!”

“There!” roared Grundy, his face burning with a
righteous wrath. “That'll teach you not to be such stingy
rotters when a chap asks to borrow something!” :

“Ow!” gasped Wilkins. He sat dazedly dabbing at his
nose, “But you never did ask to borrow ’em—you just
bagged 'em!”

“ Do yon want another'dot on the boko " boomed Grundy
indignantly. : :

Apparently, Wilkins did not. He sat massaging his
damaged nasal organ tenderly, and the great George Alfred
strode majestically from the study, and slammed the door
behind him.

With Wilkins" topper on his head and Gunn’s socks upon
Lis fent, Wilkins' coat butioned tightly across his muscular
frame, and Gunn’s trousers gracing his legs, George Alfred
Grundy sirode grandly down .
the stairs, Ht

* And my
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Grundy was not thinking so
mueh of the pleasure that

Lady Peggy’s company would
give him that afterncon as
of the joy that his company
would give to Lady Peggy!
With those modest thoughts,
George Alfred Grundy stepped
out into the quad and turned
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CHAPTER 2.
Making %n Impression !

i Y hat!?
- “Whew! Look!"
“It's Grundy!”

Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell, with
Monty Lowther and Manners, his two study-mates, and
Jack Blake, the leader of the Fourth, and Fafty Wynn, of
the New House, ywere strolling along the leafy lanes between
Wayland and Spalding village, with FEthel Cleveland,
Deris Levison, and Lady Peggy Brooke. They had cyeled
over to Spalding Hall immediately after dinner, and so
3:!111(] =tlrri\"ed. there a considerable time before George Alfred
arundy.

It was the sight of Grundy's immaculate Sgure approach-
ing down the road that had caused the little pariy to give
exclamations of astonishment.

“Grundy, in his best bib and tucker!” chortled Blake.
*“0Oh, carry me home to die!”

Ethel and Doris smiled. They knew Grundy, and knew
that, as a rule, he was rather slovenly in his appearance.
This startling change, and the fact that Grundy was bending
his steps in the direction of Spalding’ Hall, seemed
significant ;

" Yes, it really is Grundy I” murmured Ethel, wonderingly.

“How smart he's looking!” laughed Doris.

“My hat! Is it human?” exclaimed Lady Pegey, staring
at the approaching Grundy wide-eyed,

She was a preity girl, a few

Doris, with an unruly mass of
red eurly hair showing beneath
her hat. Bhe had freckles, and
a little snub nose, and a happy
?rin; and there was a dancing
ight in her brown eyes that
had completely “ bowled over ™
the St. Jim's juniors—particu-
larly Jack Blake and Fatty
Wynn!

“Yes, it's more or less
human,’’ chuckled Falty Wynn,
“It's name is Grundy, and it
Bl lives in the School House,

rest—there are

in the diregtion of the
ates. A group of Sehool ¥ -+
ouse jumiors, standing by

the bottom of the steps, staggered back at sight of him.

“M-my hat!” gasped Kangaroo, the Australian jumior.
“It's Grundy!” .

“He's got a clean face!” ejaculated Bernard Glyn, in
aslonishment. *““He's been washing, I do believe!”

“Lool: at his tile! breathed Clifton Dane, the Canadian
junior. “Where did you dig it up, Grundy 77

Grundy glared and snorted.

He tontemplated making a rush at the grinning trio; but
he refrained. A rough-and-tumble with the three chums
of Study No. 11 would undoubtedly result in damage to his
clegant attire, With his nose in the air, Grundy sailed
on towards the gates leaving Kangaroo, Clifton Dane, and
Bernard Glyn staring after him, with grins and chuckles.

By the gates, a noisy group of fags was gathered. But
they broke off their chatter as Grundy approached, and
stared. :

“My only Aunt Sempronia!” ejaculated Wally D'Arey,
the leader of the Third. ™ “Look at’ this!”

“It’s Grandy !” gasped Curly Gibson, “All dressed up
and nowhere to gol”

“Ha, ha, hal"”

Grundy frowned. He did not approve of Third-Formers
laughing at their elders, particularly when their elders
bappened fo consist of George Alfred Grundy!

“ What are you kids cackling at?” growled Grundy, with
a look that was intended to awe the Third-Formers into a
respectful silence,

“I'm cackling at a giddy tailor’s dummy I"* returned
Wally, grinning, “What are you cackling at, Curly

“TI'm cackling at a silly dressed-up fathead!” said Curly

Gibson. “What are you cackling at, Reggie Manners?”
“I'm cackling at a prize idiot ealled Grundy !” chuckled
Reggie, .
“Ha, ha, Bat?

The fags shrieked at the look on Grundy's face. They
hurriedly drew shoulder to shoulder, expecting the burly
Shell fellow to make a rush. But Grundy was not going to
risk damaging his gorgeous appearance for the sake of a
group of fags, despite their staggering check in failing to
liulfm‘écd and respectful in the presence of ‘the great George

red.

With erimson countenance and a wrathful snort, Grundy

passed on out of the gates, on his way to Spalding Hall.
THE GEm meuﬂx.-—gNo. 1,118, : :

Best place for it.”

“Look here, Fatty—" began Blake wrathfully, :

“ Oh, shut up, yo1 twae!” interjected Lady Peggy hastily.
“For goodness’ sake don't start rowing about the School
House and New House!”

“No; let's look at Grundy!” chuckled Tom Merry.
“Whew I

“Ha, ha, ha!” A

Grundy was quite near them now, and he raised Wilking’
topper with a flourish. . <

It had been a blow to Grundy to find Ethel & Co. in the
company of Toem Merry and the others. e oyed Blake
and Fatty Wynn with an especially unfavourabie cye; he
noted, with a growl, that they were walking on either side
of Lady Peggy. But he told himself that it would not
take him long to “cut out ” thd pair with the new Spald-
ingite. No girl could help but “fall * for Grundy—in the
opinion of George Alfred.

Grundy_halted in front of the smiling group. He mistook
their smiles for a sign of pleasure at his arrival, and,
with that encouragement, he raised Wilkins' topper a
second time and bowed.

“Charmed to meet you!” murmored Grundy. “Charmed,
I'm surel How do, Miss Ethel? ITow do, Miss Doris?
How do, Lady Peggy?”

As he turned to Lady Peggy, Grundy bowed again
gai}untly. There was a sudden startling sound.

Ri-i-i-1ip]

Grundy’s face went suddenly searlet, Ha straightened
himself with a jerk, and his hend went convulsively to
the seat of Wilking' trousers.

“Oh erumbs!” ejaculated CGrundy in dismay.

“Ha, ha ha!” shricked the juniors.

“Split your bags, Grundy?” chuckled Tom Merry.

“I thought he wou'd!” gurgled Lady Pegay.

Grundy glared at the slgxricking juniors. He turned a
sickly smile upon Lady Peggy. :

“It’s m-nothing!” stammered Grundy.

Fortunately, Gunn's coat covered the damage done to
Wilking’ trousers. But it was with very uneasy gait that
George Alfred Grundy strutted off beside the grinning
group as they resumed their walk,

It did not take him long, however, to recover his
confidence. | :

He noticed that all thres girls were smiling at Him—
articularly Lady Pegey. Grundy took this for a proof of
15 fascination, and lLie promptly sailed in and monopolised
the conversation. ;
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The fags round the gates stared in amazement at the approaching figure of Grundy.
All dressed up and nowhere to go ! '

Wally D'Arcy. ‘' Look at this! [t's Grundy,

drew near the group of grinning Third-Formers,

The other juniors let Grundy talk. Grundy's conversa-
tion was often boring, particularly when he was talking
about himself, ns he was now. But sometimes he was
amusing, though he himself did not realise that fact.
And the juniors thought that he was very amusing now!

In an unbroken stream, Grundy explained carefully
that he was the finest cricketer in the.junior school, that
he was the best all-round athlete, that he could knock the
stuffing out of anyone in the boxing ring, and that Kildare
of the Sixth, the captain of St. Jim's, was only too glad
to ask his advice en most subjects. CGrundy did not say
that in so many words, but he implied it; and the juniors
had diffieulty in keeping their mirth silent.

Ethel and Doris were smiling. Lady Peggy stared at
Grundy wide-eyed.

“My hat!” she murmured. “I wonder they don't make
vou captain of the school right away.”

“Ahem!” Grundy smirked, well-pleased. He had
evidently succeeded in impressing Lady Peggy with his
wonderful abilities—a thing which Grundy found ecuriously
difficult with most people, “As a matter of fact, Lady
Pegey, I scarcely like to remove poor old Kildare from
his job,” he murmured in an undeftone that was safe from
the ears of the ether juniors. “He'd be so cut up, you
know. No, I couldn’'t bag eld Erie's job.”

“I see,” nodded Lady Pegoy solemnly, ker wide eyes
upon Grundy. “But it must be ripping to be as clever
as yon! Fancy being the finest ericketer and footballer
and swimmer and gymnast and runner and—and—let me
spe, what else?”

“T'm pretty good at wrestling, teo,” murmured Grundy.
“And rowing. Of course, it's not my way to swank, but
I suppose I could row for Cambridge any day, if only I
happened to be at Cambridge.”

Lady Pegey gaspad.:

“Crumbs!” she ejaculated. “Could you really?"

Grundy smirked. That he had made a terrilic impressien
on the new Spalding Hall girl he had no doubt. It would

i Wy only Aunt Bempronia! ' ejaculated
¢ Ha, ha, ha!" Grundy frowned as he

{See Chapter 1.)

have been a big surprise for him, however, to have beén able

to read Lady Pegegv's actual thonghts.

By now, Grundy had succeeded in elbowing his way
between Blake and Lady Peggy. Blake glared at him.
The other juniors were etill grinning, but Blake no longer
saw the joke. He was getting annoyed.

“You cheeky assi” whispered Blake hotly. “What do
yon mean by squashing in between me and Lady Peggy?
Hop iti”

Grundy heard the indignant whisper, but he pretended
not to. He tucked Wilkins' stick jauntily under his arm,
and flicked "a speck of dust off Gunn's coat with one of
Gunn's ploves, as he strutted along at Lady Peggy's side,

That ‘she was pulling his leg in pretending to swallow
all hiz wonderful information ahout himself, he never
dreamed. He took the dancing gleam in her eyos for the
light of admiration, Aectually, it was the light of sup-
pressed amusement.  Lady Peggy was certainly enjoying
Grundy's company, but not exactly in the way that the
great Georme Alfred imagined!

“Faney being good enough to rew for Cambridge!”
inurmured Lady Pegpy dreamily, X

“YWhat?" howled Blake.

_ “Abem!” Grundy coughed. He had not intended the
juniors to hear of that modest elaim of his. Even Grundy
was not perfectly sure that he was really good enough for
that; mnearly good enough. of course, but perhaps not
guite. “Ahem! Ye-é-es, Lady Peggy, I it

“You dummy!” snorted Blake. *“You couldn't row a
boat across a pond!™ -

Blake’s annoyanece at the ealm way in which Grundy
had usurped the place of henour at Lady Peggy’s side had
put him out of the mood for letting Grundy ramble
on unchecked. He glared at the great George Alfred.

“You couldn't row a blessed box across a bath1” growlad
Blake.

*Look here, Blake 1

“Bror-r !’ Blake did not want a row in the presepce of

Tre Geux Lispary.—No, 1,118
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the girls. Buf he was determined To make Grundy eat his
words. “If you're so jolly elever at rowing, I'll take you
on at a rowing match any day you like, and beat you to o
frazzle, you dummy!™ he chuckled.

Grundy frowned a majestic frown.

“I could wallop you at rowing, with one oar!”

“Good! We'll try it,” said Blake cheerfully. :

The other juniors chueckled, Grundﬁ might believe
himself to be something of a budding champion at scull-
ing, but in the opinion of his fellow juniors he was likely
to provide a good deal of amusement in attempting to
demonstrate the *fact. : 5

“The race ought to be worth watching,” said Lady
Pegey, with a thoughtful smile. “My hat, yes!”

She winked at Ethel and Doris, unseen by Grundy.
Ethel and Doris smiled. They quite agreed that the sight
of Grundy in a rowing mateh should be well worth watch-
ing. .
Grunfly, -however, mistook Lady Peggy’s meaning—as
she had intended that he should. He smirked.

“1 fancy it will be worth watching!” he agreed loftily. -

“Rather! Not that there’ll be any doubt as to the result,

of course—" ; 3

““You mean, Blake’s bound te winf” grinned Fatty
yan,

“No!” roared Grundy, glaring at the fat New House

man. “I shall win, of eourse, you footling ass!”

“He, ha, hal” : ;

The juniors chuckled softly. They did not agree with
Grundy | . y

But they were growing a little tired of the great George
Alfred now. Grundy was all very well for a short time,
for amusement’'s sake. But they l;ljld net want him to
accompany them all the afterncon, by any means.

i Calr)i’t fve get rid of the ass?” whispered Monty Lowther
to Blake. .

“Wish we could!” grunted Blake. )

Monty Lowther gave a sudden chuckle, An idea had
come to him. He tapped Grundy on the arm. '

“Have you told the girls how good you are at jump-
ing ¥ he inquired gravely. * You're such a ripping jumper,

ou know.”
¥ “ Ahem!” Grundy smiled loftily. “No, I forgot to
mention it. But I am, of course.”

Monty Lowther turncd to Ethel & Co.

“Yes, Grundy is a marvellous jumper,” he went on
solemnly, “Terrific! See that diteh at the sige of the
road there? Old Grundy could jump that easily.”

“0f course 1 could!” nodded Grundy unsusgec-tmgly

The juniors suddenly grinned as they tumbled to Monty
Lowther's idea. 8o did Lady Peggy. ;

“Vou really could jump that ditch?” she ejaculated.

It was a wide diteh, and filled with muddy water. 1t
would need a good athlete to elear it. But Grundy nodded
proudly. >

“1 could hop over that on one foot, I dare say.”

“Good atg!” cried Lady Peggy admiringly. “Let’s seo
you do i®"

“Eh?" 5

“Let’s sea you jump it!"” commanded Lady Pegey. I
should love to see you!”

The little party halted, Grundy coughed. He eyed the
diteh doubtfully. It was wider than he had thought.

“Ahem| I—I—"

“ Funking 4t7"” inquired Blake.

“No ! roared Grundy. ¥

“Go on, then!” grinned Manners. “Let's see you jump
it, Grundy !”

“.EI[_f-:lr, he}:‘?r :

“"Hem ! ou sep—"

“1 believe you do funk it, after all1” eried Lady Pegegy,
shaking her pretty head sadly. “I'm surprised at you!”

“0Oh dear!” :

Grundy looked at the ditch, then he looked at Lady
Peggy. He eyed the ditch again, and then glared at the
grinning juniors and breathed hard. =

Lady Peggy’s eyes were fixed on him brightly. Grundy
smiled a sickly smile, :

e Vﬁry well,” he said feebly. “It’s nothing to me, any-
way !

Tyhs great George Alfred saw that it was impossible for
him to decline to accept the challenge without the won-
derful impression he hac{] made on Lady Peggy being ruined
in a moment. He glared defiantly at the grinning juniors.

“If vou asses think I ean’t do it——"

“Show us you can, old chap!” chuckled Fatty Wynn.

“1 will, by Jove!” roared Grundy.

He clutched Wilkins’ stick tightly in one hand and Gunn’s
gloves in the other. With a grim determination in his
rugged face Grundy hurled himself across the road with
a rush and sprang into the air, i

It was a terrific spring that Grundy gave, bub it was
scarcely, the nimble leap of an athlete. It was more like

Tae Gem Lasrary.—No. 1,118
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an elephans on a hot plate than an;i.fung else, according to
Monty Lowther afterwards. It was by no means a clever
enough leap to clear the wide ditch!

Spﬁash ! Bwishl i

“Yarooogh !”

Grundy gave®a fiendish how] as he found himself short
of the oppesite bank. He vanished beneath the surface of

the slimy water, and Wilking’ topper floated away merrily .

upside-down,

i‘ [j‘cr;ogmoﬁh !L’; {

srundy’s head reappeared with a gasping gurgle.

Iithel and Doris gave little cries of g}apmlg "Ig‘hegSt. Jim’s
juniors and Lady Peggy shricked. :

“Ha, ha, ha ™ i

Grundy’s head and shoulders, festooned with water-weed,
protruded from the muddy depths, and Grundy gave vent
to a series of remarkable gyrgling noises,

“Ocooch! Yugh!l Groooposssshl' Yah! Gug-gug-gug!”

Grundy blinked at the juniors, still doubled up witE mirth,
and choked.

“ Oh, erumbs! Groooh !”

Blake and Tom Merry hurried acress to the ditch, and
with helping hands assisted Grundy to drag himself, splut-
tering and gurgling, from the water. TFatty Wynn rescued
the floating cane, and with it fished the soaked remains
o‘f Wilkins' topper from the ditch, and dropped it neatly on
Grundy’s head. Its watery contents streamed down over
Grundy’s face in muddy streaks.

*Oh, my aunt!” groaned Grundy miserably.

‘He squelched across the road towards the Spalding Hall
giris. They retreated hastily. In his precent state Grundy
was not a fellow to be near.

“My hat!” gasped Lady Peggy. *You certainly are a
wonderful jumper! If you play cricket and football, and
row and swim and box and run as well as you ean jump,
you must be a giddy champion !* :

And with a gurgle of helpless laughter Lady Peggy
sat down on the: grassy bank at one side of the road
and gave way to peals of merriment,

All the strut and swagger had departed from Grundy
already. But at the sudden realisation that Lady Peggy
had been pulling his noble leg, Grundy went scarlet, then
purple. He tried to speak, but words failed him. Hae
glared at the chortling juniors and turned away.

Dripping with mud and slime, George Alfred Grundy
erept from the scene, for once a really humiliated fgure,
It was not likely that Grundy would remain humble for
long—that was not his nature. But for the moment, at
any rate, Grundy felt worth less than twopence.

Tom Merry & Co., Blake, and Fatty Wynn strolled on,
chuckling, with Ethel, Doris and Lady Peggy. They were
not likely to be troubled by Grundy any more that after-
13901,1, Grundy was squelching homewards towards St.

im's,

By the time he reached the school most of the mud had
dried on him in cakes, He looked anything but the elegant
figure that had sauntered out of gates an hour or so before.

A terrific yell of laughter from a number of Shell fellows
gathered in the guad greeted his appearance, >

“It's. Grundy !” gasped Talbot. “Ye gods and little
fishes 1"

“He's been in a ditch or something ! ejaculated Gore.

“Go hon!” grinned Figgins, of the New House, who was
with the group. “Been fishing for tadpoles, Grundy 1”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Grundy glared, but passed on. All he wanled was a
change into dry clothes at the moment. He erawled up
the steps of the School House and almost ran into two
fellows erossing the hall. They stared at Grundy and their
jaws dropped.

They were Wilkins and Gunn. And at sight of Grundy’s
parlous eondition, the mud that caked him and the dreadful
state of his clothes—or, rather, their clothes—they could
scarcely speak.

“You—you—you ? hooted Wilkins,

“Look at my coat!” shrieked Gunn.

“Look at my bags!” howled Wilkins, “And my topper !I”

“Oh, rats!” snapped Grundy. “Don't start on that
again! You can have your rotten elothes hack if you're
so blessed keen to!”

Grundy strode on towards the stairs. It was too much
for Wilkins and Gunn. They fell upon Grundy and eeized
him, and whirled him out of the doorway and rolled him
down the steps. Grundy bumped from step to step and
landed with a crash at the bottom, gasping, after which
Wilkins and Gunn felt a trifle better. :

TFor once Grundy was too disheartened to hur] himself
at his study-mates. He made no atfempt to follow Wilkins
and Gunn as they strode off, snorting. He simply crawled
back into the House and up the staira. "is

Grundy’s gallant attempt to “cut out” Blake and Fatty
Wynn with Lady Peggy had been a dismal failure indeed.

He had had enough! It had brought nothing but disaster

upon the great George Alfred Grundyl
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CHAPTER 3.
Another Ducking for Grundy !

i EADY, Grundy?"
It was after tea on the following evening.

Grundy was alone in his study. There was a

coolness between Grundy and his study-mates at
present, and so Wilkins and Gunn had left Grundy to his
own devices,

Grundy glanced up as that question was hurled at his
head. He saw Blake standing in the doorway, with the
faces of Herries and Dighy and Arthur Augustus 1)'Arcy
crowding in the passage behind him,

Grundy was not feeling in a very good temper that
day. He glared at Blake.

“Ready !’ he growled. “ What do you mean?”

*“The rowing match [ chuckied Blake. * You said yester-
day you'd ftake me on at rowing. Come along down to
the river and give me that walloping you gassed about!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of St. Jim’s, adjusted
his celebrated eyeglass and chuckled,

“Come on. Gwunday!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
“¥ou ean’'t geb out of it now, deah boy!”

“Rather not!” chimed in Digby.

Grundy, to do him justice, had no inclination to avoid
the match. IHe had forgotten about it, that was all, With
his amazing belief in his own extraordinary abilities,
Grundy felt sure he could beat Blako at sculling, and he
jumped up with a sniff.

“Giood 1” he nodded. *I'll show you chaps how to row!”

Apparently the whole junior school knew of the proposed
rowing match between Grundy and Blake, for a big crowd
of grinning juniors joined them as they left the School
House and set off in the direction of the boathouse.

“We ought to have an umpire,” grinned Blake.

(Continued on next page.)
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shall do it!”
Thus spoke Sir Henry Segrave,
the famous British racing motorist,
on the day he left for America to try and
break the world’s land speed record of
2{17.55 m.p.h., then held by Ray Keech.

Ho did do it! In his wonder car, the
“ Glolden Arrow,” as all you fellows know,
he travelled faster on land than enyona
had ever gone before—231.36 m.p.h. to
be exant. Ones again he risked his life
in the realms of high speed. Onee again
he won through and returned in triumph
to England to be knighted by the King for
his great deed. His amazing achievement
put Britain's motoring stocl:, cars and men
on a higher and prouder plane than it had
ever been.

Sir Henry Segrave is the greatest dare-
devil of the motor-racing world, At
Daytona, at Brooklands, in the world-
famous Grand Prix, and in scores of road
races in all parts of the plobe, Segrave has
fought with Death and won through times
out of number.

His hazardous lifs as s professional
racing driver commenced soon after he
came back from the War, firmly resolved
to make his mark in the realins of high
epeed,

First he bought an old, four-cylinder
Opel, with which he won a number of
races at Brooklands, and also appeared
in the Southend and Bouthport speed
trials.

Boon Begrave got: his preat chance ! The
Sunboam Company entersd five cars for
the famous French Grand Prix of 1921, to
be held at Le Mans. Segrave was allowed
to take the wheel of one of these cars,
on the understanding that if he managed
to complete the stipulated number of
laps within the time limit, Le would be
given a frial in the racing feam.

Ho suecceeded in finishing seventh, in
gpite of innumerable difficulties, trials, and
tribulations. For one thing, the road
surface was so bad that tyre troubles were

ﬂ'l’VE got the goods, and I think I

legion, and Segrave was obliged to change

N
N
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What boy doesn't feel a thrill when he reads of the won=
derful exploits of Sir Henry Segrave, holder of the
world’s land speed record ? By his pluck and en=

durance this national hero has greatly strengthened
the already high reputation of British Motor Manufac=-

turing Firms throughout the world, :

wheels no less than fourteen times, with
the aid of his mechanie, Moriceau, who
later won fame as a driver.

Aguin, a flying stone fractured the oil
tank, while another stone, flung up by a
car just in front, smashed through the
wire gauze and steel scoop, which was
supposed to act as a windscreen, hit the
steering wheel, and ricochetted straight
at Moriceau’s head, knocking him out and
inflicting several nasty cuts.

That was Segrave’s first step on the ladder
of fame ! Since then he has experienced
many narrow escapes in the pursuit of his
hazardous profession.

For instance, in 1923, he escaped
disaster and death by a veritable hair's
breadth. The incident oeccurred during
tho Coupe des Voiturettes, more familiarly
known a3 the Light Car Grand Prix, at
Boulogne.

The course was of a decidedly switchback
nature, and while travelling at 105 m.p.h.,
Segrave noticed that at the bottom of one
decline the read surface changed from tar
macadam to granite.

At such a high speed it was dangerous
to take the new surface anything but dead
true. Too lIate, Segrave realised he
couldn't. The front wheels slanted across
the granite, skidded the cer right round,
and plunged her helter-skelter towards
the te![?agra.ph posts at the side of the road.

It seemed all up !

Segrave's mechanic was getting ready to -

jumnp for his life, when, by some miraculous
moans, the tail of the car clipped one of the
telegraph posts, which -righted her, and
sent her roaring shead along the read, jusk
as if nothing had oceurred.

Segrave summed up the incident in a
book he afterwards wrete, in these words :

* Tn this race I had the narrowest shave
that I have ever known in my whole
racing career.”

Anothér narrow squeak was during the
Spanish Grand Prix at San Sebastian in

July, 1926, Segrave was travelling at over
100 m.p.h. on the sixth lap when he noticed
that one of the front wheels was slewing
upwards in a most peculiar manner.

He slowed slightly, but was still doing
90 m.p.h., when the front axle broke.
Down came the engine bang on to the road,
the wheels nowhere, and the car skidded
along for about & hundred yards, tearing
up the surface as she went.

Luck was on Segrave’s side, however,
for he only received a heavy shalking.

Motor-racing has its humorous side, aa
is illustrated by the following story.

During speed trials at Southport in
1926, Segrave, having completed the
distance over which he was being un-
officially timed, removed his foot from the
throttle in order to slow down, but found
that something had jammed, and that the
car was still getting her full supply of juice.

In an instant ho groped for the dash-
board switeh to eut off the ignition. But
the position of the former had been changed
by his mechanics some hours before,
without his knowledge. By the time
Segrave had discovered the switch, the
car had gone two more miles than woa
NECOSSATY. >

Along came an autogmph hunter and
general ** nosey-parker,’” directly after the
trial, and asked Calpt&in Irving, the famous
designer of the “ Golden Arrow,” why
Segrave was unable to locate the switch.

rving kept a perfectly straight face.

“Well, it was like this!”™ he said
solemnly. ‘‘ Major Segrave managed to
got out his little book of instructions, but,
unfortunately, pages 123 and 124, indica-
ting the position of the gwiteli, were
stuck together | " 3

“I see L gaid the inquirer, putting it
all down in his book, and went away
perfectly satisfied.

{ Next week our special contribuior
deals with Bujffalo Bill, the fomous
Wild West scout.)
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“If you like,” nodded Grundy. " We shan't need one,
really, because I shall win comfortably : but we will, if you
like. _ T

Blake turned to Tom Merry, with o griu, and the captain
of the Shell agreed readily enough to umpire the mateh,

Accordingly, Tom Merry, together with Monty Lowther
end Manners, took out a boat in whic' to follow the race
when the party arrived at the boathcuse. The rest of the
juniors gathered along the tow-path, yelling humecrous
encouragement to Grundy.

The ecourse fixed for tﬁo race was lro.a the boathouse to
an old, empty house standing beside the river half a mile
from the school—a grim-looking old mansicn called River
Grange. : . -

Blake and Grundy, in their shirisleeves, each seated in a
light rowing-boat of similar design, were dpuahgd out into
the river for the start. Tom Merry, standing in the boat
behind them, lifted his handkerchief,

“Ready, you chaps?”

“Let her gol” grinned Blake. . ;

Tom Merry brought the handkerchief down;mih a sweep
of his arm, and the rival oarsmen dipped their blades into
the water. -

Blake was grinning as he got away easily and emoothly.
He was determined to make Grundy eat his words of yester-
day regarding his skill with the oars DBut there was a
look of grim determination on Grundy's face as he lashed
out with his oars, splashing water ic gl! directions. He
shot off in & wild zigzag towards the bank,

Crash e,

Grundy had rammed the bank H: went sprawling into
the bottom of the boat with a yell.

#0h! Yaroocoghl” :

Grundy struggled back into his seat breathlessly, locking
thomught& astonished, Talbot, chortlicg, pushed his boat

out into the stream again, with & hefty shove. The great
George Alired glanced up the river, and his face went grim
as ho saw how far ahead Blake had got-

“Buck up, Grundy |” yelled Kerr of the Now House, from
the bank., “Yowll need & motor-boas to catch up, if you
aren’t carefull”

“Ha, ha, ha

“Go it, Grundy !”

“P'll soon catch him up!” spluttered Grundy.

.

i

G%-undy lashed the water with hiz oars, and the boat
shot across the river. There was a bump and a thud as he
charged the opposzite bank, !

£ 0%1. ﬁﬁy hg,t [1:’ gasped Grundy, in astonishment,

“Ha, hs, bha!” : b

The onlockers yelled and shrieked. Tom Merry & Co., In
the boat behind, were doubled-up witk laughter, too.
Grundy turned a red face towards them,

“This boat’s badly built,” he explained breathlessly, “Ii
won't keep straight F” o =y

Ho shoved off with an oar, ana o = sgain he dipped
his oars into the water, more cautiouely this time. With
wild zigzags the boat went careering up the river at last
in pursuit of Blake's, .

“Now we're off |’ grinned Tom 2lerry. *Pull, ye giddy

Now

mariners !*

Splashing and puffing, Grundy tugged at the oars.
and- then Ee missed the water altogether with the blades.
He kept on, however, narrowly missing either bank from
time to time.

“Grundy's ecatching so many erabs ho could set up a
blessed ﬁs%-shcp 1” chuckled Manne.s.

“Ha, ha, ha ™ : :

Grundy's efforts as an carsman were certainly weird and
wonderful.

The crowd of juniors running aleng the towpath beside
him were soon breathless with laughing. were Tom
Merry & Co. in the boat behind. Blake, a good distance
ashead, and holding his lead ecasily, was taking things
leisurely in order to enjoy the sight of Grundy’'s antics.
Thers was a broad grin on the face =f the leader of the
Fourth. Even Grundy would not be able to boast of his
prowess as an oarsman after this!

Crash!

Grundy had charged the bank agair. H . pushed off, and
nearly lost his oar in doing so. Hooa after that he caught
a crab with both oars simultaneously, and went sprawling
on his back in the bottom of the byat. One of the ocars
slipped [rom his grasp, and went floating down-stream, to
be rescued by the grinning Tom Merry, wno duly returned it
to Grundy.

“Oh erumbs!® preaned Grundy., “1—I say, these oars
must be short! They're always missing the water !”

“Ha, ha, hal" roared Tom Merry & Co.

“What are you cackling at?” hootod Grundy wrathfully,

“The thing is,” said Monty Lowt.er, with & chuekle,
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“the water’s not high enough for you. Thai's why you
miss it most of the time!”
- *Ha, ha, hal” - .

Grundy snorted, and plunged the blades in cnee agai
struggling on in pursuit of the leisurely-rowing leader
the Fourth. =

Weak with laughter, most of the onmlookers had been
unable to run any farther, and had droppe | out. But there
were still one or two fellows on the towpath enjoying the
sight of Grundy’s style of carsmanship. At the mezt bend
in the river, however, the towpath ceased, and great
race had to continue without an audienda; except for Tom
Merry, Monty Lowther, and Manners in the boat behind.

But it was quite certain that the other fellows had already
seen enough for Gl‘lll'ldy never to hear the last of it.

“Buck up, Grundy!” sang out Tom Merry. *“You're
getting licked 1

“Rats ]”

Grundy put his back inte it, and the water flew in clouds
around him. In the distance the dark pile of River Grange
came into view among the trees.

There was a sudden, unexpeeted sound from behind the
boat containing Tom Merry & Co. Tom glanced back, and
gave a gasp. :

A motor-boat was racing towards them at a tremendons
pace, cshooting high walls of spray owu either side of ifs
knife-edge bows,

“Great Scott1” ejaculated Tom sharply. * Look out!”

Manners, at the oars, did not need telling. He hastily
swung the bost aside, in towards the ban:. With a roar
and a rush the motor-boat shot past. They just had time
to glimpse the square head of the maa on board it before
the boat had raced by.

“The silly ass1” cried Manners hotl;,
elong at that speed in a parrow riverl:

“Look out, Grundy, you ass!” shouted Tom Merry
quickly.

The motor-boat had shot past Grundy, and by now had
Egssed Biake, too, But the high wash from it was sending

1g waves from the centre of the river sto either bank,
Manners had turned the nose of Tom Merry & Co.'s boat
into it, and so had escaped being upset. But Grundy was
not so skilful.

.Grundy gave a yell as the heavy wash smote him broad-
side:on. The boat rocked, and Grundy toppled sideways.
The next mement Grundy was in the river. splashing and
gurgling. ;

h;'}fmr old Grundy!” gasped Monty Lowther. “Ha, ha,

“The chap in that motor-boat n icking-off 1™
grunted 'I‘ofn Merry. b asad s gond Sicip ol T

Grundy managed to haul himself bac. into his boat with-
out assistance. and his face was a piciure,

‘l:m!lshmg tge race ?" grinned Manners. :

“No!” roared George Alfre "

i Mt g d Grundy. “Blow the blessed

With his drenched elothes clinging to kim, Grundy turned

ulled off downstrean:, with feelings too deep
e vanished round the bend, still catching
Tom Merry

“Faney scooting

for words.

& Co. chuckled.

 But they could not help fecling sorry for Cr thi
e e o mooricat fud
en ek, and they felt t 2 indi i
Cal']iiﬂ s ¥ oroughly indignant with the
1e motor-boat had vanished now into the mouth of a
backwater just beyond River CGrange. !
a grim face to Manners and Lmvth%r. Tous Moo toae
“I vote we follow the rotter!” he exelzimed. “He can’t
get farl in a backwater, and he ought to be told not to
travel in this narrow river at that speed|”
Good egg!” nodded Manners. “We'll tick him off!
e jolly nearly upset the lot of us!”
Tom Merry took a couple of oars from the hottom of the
boat, and ho and Manners between them sent the boat
fairly shooting up-stream. DBlake, who had also been nearly
overturned, snorted an indignant snort, and agreed readil
to their plan of following the motor-boat in order to teﬁ
its driver what they thought of him.
_Mooring his boat under the willows at the edge of the
river, Blake joined Tom Merry & Co. in the other boat,
and, with Tom and Manners at the oars, the four 8t. Jim's
Lumors turned into the backwater in search of the motor-
oat. -
To their right, the gaunt ouniline of River Grange rose
among the trees. It was a gaunt, forbidding building
even in the evening sunlight. Tall trees grew close around
it, and the gardens were a tangle of evergrown branches
and rank weeds. The house had been unoccupied for years.
To the surprise of the juniors, the backwater turned
sharply and entered the gardens of the house. past an
ancient board, labelled ““Private!” in dingy letters.
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*My hat!” exclaimed Blake.
boat must have gone in therd!”

“But it's an empty house!” muttered Tom, in astonish-
ment. “Queer, isn't it?"

“Jolly queer!” nodded Maunners.

The churned state of the weed floating on the surface of
the water was proof enough that the motor-boat had, indeed,
heen taken into the grounds of the River Grange.
Though why a motor-boat should go to the empty house was
a mystery that puzzled the juniors.

Merry and Manners dipped their oars into the dark water,
and the beat with the four juniors on board glided noise-
lessly past the forbidding  notice-board into the dim,
shadowy light beneath the over-arching trees and entered
the grounds of the old riverside house.

CHAPTER 4.
The Mystery Man !

“I ODK1®* |
The boat had glided out from under the trees to
the edge of a rank, overgrown lawn that sloped
down from the walls of the house. Blake had
flung out a pointing hand.

“That chap in the motor-

“ Bhow us if you ¢an jump that ditch,”” chuckled Fatty Wynn.
fooked grim, and made a rush forward, kesn to show what a great fellow
But Qrundy’s spring did not carry him
(See Chapter 2.)

he was.before Lady Peoggy.
over the ditch. Instead, he landed right in the muddy water.

[ S

A man could be seen crossing the lawn from an old boat-
house, where, without doubt, the motor-hoat that had up-
set Grundy and almost upset Tom Merry & Co. as well, waa
now lying. And Tom Merry recognised the man in an
instant, as being the fellow who had been at the wheel of
tha racing craft,

“That’s the chap!” breathed Monty Lowther.

Then the juniors ]umjped.
- A dark doorway, half-hidden by overgrown bushes, was
opposite them across the lawn—the doorway for which the
man was evidently making. As they watched, a huge form
came bounding out—a great mastiff. The dog barked as
if in welcome to the man on the lawn, Then, catching
sight of the juniors, it stopped dead, glaring across towards

them. It pave a deep-throated snarl, and the man turned
his head sharply.

At eight of the hoat with the four juniors the man
starfed and frowned. Again the dog snarled menacingly,

“Quiet, Cewesar!” commanded the man.

He strode down the sloping lawn, and halted on thae
bank, His face was dark as he stood surveying the four
juniors, with the dog beside him,

“What are you youngsters doing here?” he exclaimed
rougzhly.

He was a powerfully-built individual, with a broken nose,

Grundy

and looked something like a professional pugilist. His
eyes were gleaming angrily,

Tom Merry & Co. fs.catf him coolly enough.

“We want a word with you!” eaid Tom Merry curtly.
“You upset a pal of ours just now, and jolly nearly upset
us, racing up the river at thuit dangerous speed!”

“Did 17" returned the man. ' 'Well, m:{\‘-’ﬂ-ﬂ. you've no
right hers! This is private ground, and the baclowater is
private. Didn't you see the notice ?” His eyes fell on their
gchocl caps. “Don’t they teach you to read at Bt. Jim's?"

“Look here——*" began Blake hotly.

“Clear off, I tell you!” cut in the man sharply. "Get

out of here quick!"
Tpe Gem Lipmart.—No. 1,118,
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“I dare say we've as much right in here as yon, any-
way!" grinned Monty Lowther. “This is .an empty
house—-"

“Get out!" shouted the man.
again, or you'll regret it!”

The dog growled menacingly from the water's edge.
The $t. Jim's juniors were no cowards, but there was a
dangerous look about the brute that made them feel they
were glad there were several yards of water between them.

“Come on, you chaps!” muttered Tom Merry, with a
shrug. “Therg’s nothing to be gained by jawing, I sup-
pose. We've told him what we came to tell him!”

He turned to the man on the bank. The other's evident
anxiety to bo rid of them puzzled the captain of the Shell.

" Next, time you fake out that blessed motor-boat of
yours, keep to a decent speed-limit!"” he exclaimed.

‘With that ?nrt-ing shot the Bt. Jim’s juniors turncd the
b]:)a.t and pulled away. A deep, savage barking followed
them.

As they passed under the dark over-arching trees at the
mouth of the private branch of the backwater, Manners
ehivered suddenly.

“Ugh!” he exclaimed. “What a blessed eerie place!
It zives you the giddy creeps, doesn’t it, that house?”

“What the dickens is that chap doing there, with that
whacking great mastiff, too?” muttered Blake. “If you
ask me, there’s something queer about it!"”

- “Wonder if he's got any right there?” said Tom Merry
stawly. g

“And don’t come here

“He seemed jolly keen to get rid of us, anyway!
“Perhaps he's the caretaker,” suggested Monty Lowther.

“It's a lonely house, and he might want a big dog with

him, in case of tramps.” ;

“He locked as if he could deal with a dozen ordinary
tramps himself,” chuckled Blake. “Did you see his fists
and his broken boko? Looks like a blessed prize-fighter!”

Back in the main stream, Blake returned to hiz own
boat, and the juniors pulled off down the river.

There were thoughtful looks upon the faces of them all

The presence of the man with the broken nese at River
Grange was certainly gueer.

If the man was an ordinary caretaker, it was odd that he
should own a powerful motor-hoat. And there would have
been no need for an ordinary caretaker to be so unusually
anxious for the four juniors to go away, as this man had
shown himself to be.

As they pulled back towards St .Tim's,‘howeyer, the
juniors little dreamed of the sirange way in which that
mystery was to deepen, or of the sirange atlventures that
were to befall them in connection with the old riverside
house!

CHAPTER 5.
Lady Peggy’s Litile Joke !

“C OME on, Gussy!"”
“Wats!”
Blake groaned.

It was the following Saturday, after dinner.
It was an important day, for the school sports were
taking place at Spalding Hall, and a number of 5t
* Jim's juniors had planned to go over to watch. Tom Merry
& Co. and Talbot of the S8hell had just looked in te see
if Blake & Co. were ready. But, apparently, Arthur
Augustus D' Arcy, for one, was not. 3

“Buck up, Gussy 1” grinned Monty Lowther. *That pair
of gloves is good enough "

“ Wats 1"

Arthur Augustus had a box on the table, and the box
was full of pairs of gloves, But apparently Arthur
Augustus could not find a pair ho fancied for the great
occasion that afternoon. 3

“What's wrong with these?”” hooted Blake, snatching up
a pair at random and thrusting them under the swell of
#t. Jim's aristocratic nose. :

"stﬂy do not woah at me, Blake! I wesent bein’ woahed

“Well, what's wrong with these blessed gloves?”

“Evewythin’, deah boy. There is a slight stain on the
fingah of that one”

“These, thenf?” :

“Wats! The colour is quite out of fashion,’
Arthur Augustus, “Pway do not be so impatient

Blake breathed hard and glanced significantly at the
others. It was clear that Blake & Co. had no intention
of waiting another moment for their aristocratie chum.

“Collar him !” growled Blake.

“On the ball I grinned Herries.

“¥Yawooooop 17 - ;

Arthur Augusius gave a how! as he was seized and whirled
into the air by six strong pairs of hands,

“¥ah! Yawooogh! %Inke, you uttah wottaht ¥ou
howwid boundahs! Leggo. you wufl wottahs|”

Toe GEm Lisrsry.—No. 1,118.

3 epra.jned

THE GEM LIBRARY.

, Price 2d.

But the “wuff wottahs ¥ did not leave go. Holding the
swell of St, Jim's firmly in their midst they carried him
out into the passage despite his struggles, and away down
the stairs. Swinging in mid-air like a sack of potatoes,
Arthur Augustus yelled and roared.

“Stop that blessed row |” grinned Blake,

“Wats! I shall administah a fealifnl thwashin'—="%

Bump! o

Arthur Augustus yelled afresh as his elegant trousers met
the stairs with a dull concussion, By now Blake was hold-
ing one arm, Tom Merry another, Talbot one of his ankles,
and Dighy the other ankle as they marched down the
staircase.

“You uttah wottahs—-"

Bump!

“0Oh! Yawooogh! Leggo, or I shall administah—"

Bump ! :

Every time Arthor Augustus began his protests afresh
he was bumped. And every time he was bumped Arthur
Auc?ust.us yelled. He was bumped on almost every stair,
and by the time he reached the bottom he realised that it
was wiser to keep silent. :

“Good! He's stopped gassing at last P chuckled Blake.
“Never forget, Gussy, that silence is golden !”

“ Blake, you fwabjous duramay—"

Bump ! f

“¥Yooch! ¥ah! Oh!”

After that Arthur Augustus kept silent as he was borne
down the ster into the quad and aecross towards the gates.
The sight of the swell of St. Jim’s being carried by his
four conquerors, so to speak, brought fellows hurrying up
from all sides to see the fun. Arthur Augustus’ ‘erimson
countenance, with his tepper tilted over one eye, brought
a yell of mirth from the enlookers.

“Taking him away to bury him?” inquired Owen of the
New House, with a chuckle, *“Good men I”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Owen—-""

Bump !

* Yooooch 1"

“Do remember to stop jawing, Gussy,” admonished Blake
severely, "'We love your dulcet tones, but 'nuff’s as good
as a feast!" 3

“Ha, ha, ha! Rather!" .

_ The procession, with Arthur Augustus swinging helplessly
in their midst, passed out of the gates. By now Iﬁggins
& Co., of the New House, Levison and Clive, of the Fourth,
Kangarco and Clifton Dane and Bernard Glynn, had

- attached themselves to the party—all of them intent upon

going over to Spalding Hall to see the sports,

Not till he had been borne some distance down Rylcombe
Lane—where 1t was unlikely that even Arthur Augustus
would go back for his gloves—was the swell of 8t. Jim's set
upon his feet. He glared at the grinning crowd surrounding
him, with speechless fury.

"Gweat Scott! I'll slanghtah—"

“Not now, old chap |” chuckled Herries.
get back from Spalding Hall®

And Arthur Augustus, realising that the odds were against
him, decided that he had better postpone slaughtering any-
body till later., Straightening his disarranged tie, and
setting his topper at a more correct angle, the swell of St.
Jim's snorted and marched off with his nose in the air, the
picture of icy aloofness. He was still breathing hard by
the time the St. Jim's Party arrived at Spalding Hall.

The green playing-fields of Miss Fineh's establishment
were gay with flugs and pretty faces. Large numbers of
rclatives had arrived, and Ethel, Doris, and Lady Peggy
greeted the 8t. Jim's juniors brightly.

“ How nice of you all to come over!” exclaimed Ethel,
with a warm glance at Figgins in particular.

““Rather not!” chuckled Figgins.

“We'll enjoy it ne end,” grinned Blake, moving to Lady
Peggy's side.

“What do they have at girls’ school sporte?” inquired
Levison of the Fourth, innocently, “Egg-and-spoon races,
Doris -

“Don’t be ridiculous!” cried -Doris Levison.

Lady Peg‘gﬂ' glared at Levison,

“Rats!” she exclaimed hotly.
how to run!"

“Rather ! laughed Ethel. -

There was no denying that the Spalding Hall girls all
looked very business-like in their running-kit, and when
the races began the St. Jim's juniors saw some very good
times being put up. Looking down their programme they
saw that there was a visitors’ race, and they grinned.

“Good |I” exclaimed Blake.
suppose 7™ A

“You bet,” nodded Talbot. “I told the

A race was just over, which, to the huge*délight of the St,
Jim’s party, had been won I?ly Ethel Cleveland. Ethel,
Doris, and ia&y Peggy joined the juniors. There wera
rather odd smiles on their faces,

: (Continued on page 12.)

“Wait till we

“We'll show some of you

“We'll all go in for it, I

irls we would.”
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I can imagine your exclamations when you look
at the picture on the right. What is it 7 * 2 =
Is it aeroplane or flying submarine 7 Actually it
is a giant helicopter—such a machine as will be seen
inthe years to come !
Naxt week’s Free picture card in our ' Marvels of
the Future ** series will deal with the Helicopter.
Be sure you do not miss it !

MARVELS of
the FUTURE!

1

' "I'—-—-..__________“__
T N

No. 15.—A Giant Helicopter.

QUARTER of a century is only a “ flea-bite
taken out of Time—and it is a good deal lesa
than a gquarter of a century since the first
successful meroplane flight was made in

Britain. That 'plane managed to fly a quarter of a
mile. Now huge, passenger-carrying air-liners fly
for thousands of miles, and no one takes mueh notieo
of it

As things are progressing at present, seroplanes of
the familiar type will be pushed right off the earth-—
and out of the skies—well within another guarter-
century. For the helicopter has come !

The PBEritish Air Ministry has bought from an
Italian inventor the plans for making one—a machine
which has a body like that of an ordinary plane, but
which can fly straight up into the air without a pre-
liminary run, hover in space like a bird, and come
down again on to the spot whence it arose !

It aves like a lift—only it works at tremendous
speed, - If this startling invention stands up to its
tests, very soon you will be able, if you can afford
to purchase a small helicopter, to take to the air from
your own backyard, or from the lawn, or from the
roof (it would need to be flat, of course), and come
down again, after the journey, into & space equally
small—no larger than the machine itsell !

Already plans are out for helicopters built on a
really gigantic scale, able to fling a challenge at the
last remnant of the laws of gravity and do practically
what they like in the air ! The utmost speed to which
the ordinary racing aeroplane can attain is reckoned as
' abount 400 miles an hour. The giant heli-
copter of the future will know no speed
limits, except where the power of its
motors is concerned.

Passengers’, drivers', and pilots’ quarters
will be completely shut in. The machine

will be an aerial

submarine, so to

ak—an air
mr from which
there is lacking no

3 comfort known to

] mortal man.

i
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(Next week's article

with " A City Air Term

our topping serics of
Picture Cards.)

‘ntensely interesting series
*Marvels oi the Future " will deal

subject which is also included in

FPropellers worked by air-cooled motors will be fixed
above the body of the machine itself, driven inde-
pendently of the propellers that drive the helicopters
along. They will be the lifting apparatus, and these
propellers will whirl in opposite directions in order
to keep the air liner from spinning round dizzily
like & gigantic top—as it would otherwise be strongly
inclined to do |

The air screw in the bow, and those on either side
of the passenger-earrying body, low down on ths
hull, will get their power from an entirely separate |
engine and will be used to drive the helicopter along
when the desired height has been reached with the
aid of the lifting vanes.

When the pilot wants to stand still in the air, he will
simply shut off the engine which provides the forward
driving force, and the engine-driven vanes will hold
the whole concern steady and motionless in space.

The engines that work the overhead vanes—those
that lift the giant skywards and lower it again—will
not be housed in the body at all. To save weight and
complicated mechanism, they will be lodged in the i
front of two of the rotating vanos above the body, and
their job will be to make the entire overhead wing |
gystem whirl around with extraordinary rapidity, |
the engines going around with the vanes.

here will be no such thing then as a run-away, for
the helicopter will remain motionless on the exact
spot where it descends, ready to soar again at o mo-
ment’s notice straight up to the sky—with s hundred
or more passengers expecting to be landed at some .
spot on the other side of the earth within a matter of §!
howrs !

Air experts are declaring that presently the air wiil
be full of these super-wonders—with baby machines,
on similar lines, to earry fellows from the roof of their
school or office or workshop back to the roof or garden’
of their home in & ' brace of shakes " !

One direction in which the new helicopters are
likely to be extremely useful will be as aerial lifeboats.
Able to get © off the mark " in
s flash, they will be able to
lend first-aid to air-liners in
distress snd even to whiz to
the aid of distress planes over
the sea at a moment's notice.

in this

inus,” &
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12 Every Wednesday.

“THE MYSTERY OF RIVER GRANGE!”

(Continued fram page 10.)
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“T'vo just been talking to Miss Finch,” announced Lady
Peggy calmly, “about the visitors’ race.”

" *Yes?” queried Tom Merry.

Lady Peggy glanced at Levison, and her eyes sparkled.

“1 suggested that you kids might like one of these egg-
and-spoon races you wera talking about,” she said, with a
dancing gleam in her eyes. “Miss Fineh thought it was
& good idea, So your race is to be an egg-and-spoon race !”

“Wha-a-t ™ gasped Levison.

Doris smiled at her brother sweetly.

“You can show us how to run in an egg-and-spoon race
yourself, raest,” che said gravely ; though she was clearly
trying hard not to laugh. *You'll like that, won’t you?i"

“0Oh, erumba!” groaned Levison, very red in the face,

The Spaldingites had taken a very neat revenge for his
disparaging remark., Levison smiled ruefully, but the other
juniors were looking a little blank.

An egg-and-spoon race was by no means the kind of race
they felt suitable for themselves, But Talbot had already
promised the girls that they would enter for the visitors’
race, and it would look distinctly ill-humoured to back out
now. They glared at Levison, whose unfortunate attempt
to be funny bad brought this fate upon their heads.

With a rustle of silk Miss Finch approached the group,
beaming through her speetacles, The juniors raised their
caps.

“Peggy tells me you would enjoy an egg-and-spoon race,
my dear boys!” exclaimed the little headmistress of
Spalding Hall brightly. *“Splendid! 1t is dll arranged.
The race is to take place now. Will you go along to the
starting-line

“Vewy well,” gasped the swell of 8t. Jim's. But to
Dighy he whispered in horror-struck tomes: *Bai Jove!
An egg-and-spoon wace! Weally, Lady Peggy is twyin' to
make us look widiculous, because of Levison's wemark, I
suppose | Oh deah!”

*“Oh, rats!” grinned Dighy. “TIt'll be good fun! Come
on !

And the St. Jim's juniors set off rather self-consciously
to the start, followed by the soft laughs of Ithel, Doris, and
Lady Peggy Brooke!

CHAPTER 6.
Mystery Again !

HERE were rather sheepish grins on the faces of
some of the 8t. Jim's juniors as they lined up for
the egg-and-spoon race.

Most of them felt that it was decidedly undig-
nified for them to run in a race of that description; but
there -was no help for it, unless they wished to appear
churlish before the Spalding Hall girls. And some of them
were grinning gquite cheerfully. Tom Merry & Co. and
’{._[‘a.lbol:, at any rate, thought that the race wounld be good
UT.

But there was a very disconcerted look upon the face of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy as, balancing his egg precariously
in o spoon, he toed the starting line between Blake and
Fatty Wrynn.

“This is weally wathah infwa dig, deah boys,” murmured
the swell of 8t.~Jins, “Howevah, we cannot weluse the
gals, T suppose——""

“Of course not, vou dummy!” grunted Blake.

;Ba,i 1Jox'e1 I wefuse to be called & dummay! I—"

ang !

Arthur Augustug broke off as the starter's pistol cracked
out, With a lpughing cheer from the Spalding Hall girls
lining the track, the 8t. Jim's party set off with their
dangerously swaying eggs held before them. None of the
other visitors had ecntered the race—it was a St. Jim's
affair entirely.

“Go it, kids!™ sang out Lady Peggy cheerily, her pretty
face beaming with amusement.

Crash, crash, crash!

Eggs were dropping all along the line. Bernard Glyn
and Dighy, Mannera and Clive were soon out of it, and
retired red-faced from the track, leaving four broken eggs
behind them. There was a shout of laughtor from the
Spaldingites. :

There were only a hundred yards to cover. but the juniors
soon found that under the circumstances it was anything
but casy to get along!

'ry as they would, those that tried to run fast could not
keep their eggs from toppling out of the spoons, and
Kangaroo, who had set out briskly and was well in the
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lead, gave an exclamation of disnay as he saw his egg
falling to the ground.
- Crash! Smagnl

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated the Australian junior, staring
down blankly at the sticky yellow mess a5 his feet,

There was a very grim expression on the face of Jack
Blake as he forged ahead,

Both Blake and Fatty Wynn had decided inwardly that
since they were in the race, the least they could do was
to win it! DBut Fatty Wynn was already far behind,
rolling along a bad last. Blake, however, on the retire-
ment of Kangaroo, was well to the fore. He chuckled
inwardly. Here was a good chance to shine before Lady
Peggy, at the ¢xpense of Fatty Wynn!

In a straggling crowd, the St. Jim’s juniors hurried on,
their eyes glued anxiously on their wobbling eggs. Tom
Merry had dropped out, after his egg had fallen and
smashed; so had Herries and Clifton Dane and Figgins.
Only six were still .in the running. Blake was leading
well, then came Monty Lowther, Levison and Kerr in a
bunch. Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy followed. with his topper
jammed tightly on his head, and his eye fixed glassily
through his monocle upon the big white egg that rested in
his wavering spoon. Last of all, the fat figure of David
Llewellyn Wynn rolled slowly along, hot and gzasping.

There was ancther erash, and Kearr retired, leaving his
s‘ha.t.tered egg on the ground. A moment or two later
Levison and Monty Lowther also suecceded in upsetting
their eggs, and there was a shout of laughter from the
onlookers,

“Come on, you three!" cried Lady Peggy excitedly, as
Blake, Arthur Avgustus D'Arey, and Faitty Wynn forged
at. :

“It's an easy win for Blake,” grinned Tom Merry, who
had joined Lthel & Co. “There goes Gussy's egg!”

Crash!

“Gweat Scott! Oh deah!”

*Ha, ha, hat!"

Arthur Augustus halted in dismay, and adjusted his
monocle to stare down in great astonishment at the shat-
tered ruin of what had been a perfectly good egg u
moment before—or at any rate it had looked a perfectly
good egg. But suddenly Arthur Augustus’ face took on a
sickly hue. He took out a silk handkerchief and crammed
1t hastily to his nose.

“Mmmmmmmmm ! Gwooooh! Oh! Bai Jove—"

In utter horror the swell of 8t. Jim’s surveyed the sticky
remains at his feet. Then he tottered from the track.

z !I'Ia., ha, ha!" shrieked the juniors and the Spalding
girls, :

It was clear that the egg deposited by Arthur Augustus
on the track had been anything but new-laid! It was
quite a while before the swell of 8t. Jim’s face resumed
its normal hue.

Blake was nearing the finishing tape now, with a
triumphant grin on his face. He glanced back, =and
chuckled as he saw the solitary figure of Fatty Wynn
toiling after him, far behind. 1t waz going to be a
distinet triumph for Blake over his rival in front of Lady
Peggy Brooke!

At least, Blake imagined it was going to be a triumph
for him. But the best laid plans go wrong.

As the leader of the Fourth approached the tape, he
tried to finish up in style with a spurt of =peed. But that
spurt was fatal! Suddenly the egg shot out of its spoon
while Blake was still a couple of yards from the tape.

“Oh! Yaroooght”

Blake had been close to the edge of the track, and the
egg had jumped out of the spoon into the startled face
of George Figgins, standing by the ropes. Figgins gave
a howl as the yellow mess plastered over his face.

*Ha, ha, hal” ;

There was a shout of laughter from the onlookers,
Spalding girls and visitors and 3t. Jim’s juniors alike;
a laugh in which everyone but Figpins and Blake joined.

“Oh!” gasped Figgins. “Groooh! Yummmmm!”

Blake's face was a picture of -blank eonsternation. Vie-
tory had been snatched from his grasp!

Slow but sure, with a fat grin on his red face, Fatiy
Wynn rollad along to finish the course, bearing his egg
in trimmph to the tape! A ‘terrific cheer greeted him.
David Liewellyn Wynn chuckled.

“I fancy I win!”’ he remarked, with a friumphant
glance at Blake.
~ “Good old Fatty!” cried Lady Pegey, and Blake grunted
in_great disgust.

Fatty Wynn picked his egg thoughtfully from the spoon
and slipped it inte his pocket.

“That'll do nieely for supper,” he murmured.

“Ha, ha, hal” 3 : ; >

Figgins was pushing his way towards Blake, lecking
very red and wrathful, Traces of yellow were still to
seen in hia ear.

“Blake, you enckoe——" began Figzy hotly.
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“Oh, rats!” snappedBlake, stepping back hastily.

There waz a sudden yell from Fatty Wynn.

Blake had cannoned into him, and there had been a
curious squelching sound from the pocket of the winner
of the great egg-and-spoon race. Fatty Wynn's features
took on a look of horror and dismay. He plunged a hand
into his pocket, and when he took it out again his fingers
were covercd with sticky yellow.

“Qh, my hat!” groaned Fatty Wynn.

“Fa, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors.

Already the yellow stain was beginning to soak through
the pocket of Fatty Wynn's coat. But the juniors’ laughter
broke off abruptly. Hastily they erammed handkerchiefs to
their noses. g

“Oh! Whew!” gasped Tom Meicy  “Qoooh! Get
away, Fatty, for goodness’ sake!” 2 :

The juniors broke and fled, leaving Fatiy Wynn alone—
very much alone! With a miserable countenance I;J_and
Tlewellyn rolled hastily away towards tne school buildings,
in search of sponge and water, taking the remains of his
ege with him, to the relief of the others.

For the time being, David Llewelyn was not a fellow
to be near. T4

Blake chuckled, and led Lady Peggy away in the diree-
tion of the refreshment tent. Tom Merry followed with
Doris Levison, while Arthur Augustu:. D'Arc: and Figgins
shared between them the honour of escorting Ethel.

As they were about to enter the big marquee, Blake gave
a sudden gasp, and stared across the grass to the railings
that bordered the Spalding Hall playing-fields at that point.
The figure of & man could be seen standing in the road,
staring across towards them.

“Great pip " breathed Blake. " Look:”

Tom Merry stared in the direction of Blake's gaze, and
he, too, gave a quick exclamation,

The man watching them was the man whom they had
seen at the mysterious River Grango. :

“It's that chap with the broken nose!’ cjaculated Tom.
“Heo seems uncommonly interested in as—"

He broke off, and glanced in sudden surprise at Lady
Pegay. . : : i ;

The girl was staring at the man ontside the railings with
an almost startled look on her freckled face. It was clear
that the sight of him was somethiny of a shock to her,
though what she could know of the man from River Grange
was a bewildering question that startled Tom Merry.

The man seemed to realise that he was observed, so he
turned abruptly and strode away, vanishinr down the road.
Lady Peggy stood as if riveted to the spot, staring after
him as he disappeared. Then suddenly she turned away,
and quickly entered the tent.

Blake and Tom Merry glanced at one another in utter
amazement. . . y

They had both noticed Peggy's quesr behaviour ab sight
of the man in the road. But since she had offered no
explanation, neither cared fo refer to it.

But it was with wondering faces that Blake and the
captain of the Shell followed, with Doris Levison, into the
big marquee.

CHAPTER 7.
The Struggle in the Wood !

M F all rum things—"
O “What the dickens does it mean 77
“It's a blessed mystery !” :
Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther were strolling
back to 8t. Jim's, and Blake and Fatty Wynn had joined
them.

Fatty Wynn wag bearing home in triumph the handsome
fountain-pen that had been the prize for the egg-and-spoon
race, But the pen was tugked awa; in his pocket, for-
gotten! The queer puzzle concerning Lady Peggy and the

man from River Grange was occupying all Fatty Wynn's

thoughts for the present, as it was with Blake and Tom
Merry & Co. :

The startled look upon Lady Peggy’s face as she had
stared through the raiYings at the mac from the riverside
house dwelt in their thoughts, bewilceriug them

There was a troubled look in the faces of Blake and
Faity Wynn particularly., As Lady Peggy's especial chums,
they were really deeply worried. That Lady Peggy knew
something of the man was obvious. But the fact that she
had declined to speak of himn was so strange that the juniors
could not help but believe that thero was something wrong
somewhere.

“It is jolly queer!” repeated Manners,

“1 hope theras nething wrong!”® muttered Blake,
*“Pegey looked so upset for a moment that——"

He broke off sharply.

The little party was passing by the edge of a wood, on
the road across the moor, The rest of the Bt, Jim's juniors
were & long distance ahead. The others knew nothing of

the queer happening that was puzzling Tom Merry & Co.:
and Blake and Fatty Wynn. -

As the five juniors were passing ths dark trees on their
right, a sudden, startling ery had come to their ears from
somcwhere in the wood. Blake starc: into the trees, in
startled amazoment,

“Hear that?” he breathed. * What the thump——"

“Listen !” snapped Tom ‘Merry.

From among the trees could be heard now the trampling
of feet. From the sound of it a struggle of some kind was
in progress, Apain there was a broathless shout.

The St. Jim's juniors did not hesitat:! Ted by Tom
Merry they plunged in among the trece:. A fow moments
later they burst into a shadowy clearing, to find a startling
sight awaiting them.

A man was being attacked by two others, and the former
was none other than the mystery mar from River Grange,
the man with the broken nose,

He was lying on his back, pinnen down by his two
attackers, glaring up at them with helpless fury as one of
them ran swift fingers through his pockets. Suddenly he
caught sight of the five juniors at the edge of the clearing,
'lei 1&1 g:lﬁping shout broke from him.
elp!

Even as he cried out, ona of the attackers—a hig, burly
man, with a coat almoest ripped from his shoulders in the
struggle—gave an exultant exclamation. He straightened
himself, and he held in his fingers a long blue envelope that
he had snatched from his vietim’s inner pocket.

“Got it!™ he eried.

The S8t. Jim's juniors hesitated no longer.

It was quite clear that the man from River Grange had

been attacked with the purpose of robbing him of this blue
envelope, and the juniors did not mean to let the two
;u?undrels ges away with their capture if they could prevent
1t

(Continued on next page.)
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“Come on!"” shouted Tom Merry.

“Pile in, you chaps!” gasped Fatty Wynn.

In a solid bunch the five juniors rushed into .the clearing.

The two mysterious attackers of the man from River
Grange had released their man now, and were turning to
bolt into the trees. One of them, a foxy-faced individual
with glittering eyes, turned and lashzd out savagely with
his fst as Blake sprang at him, and the leader of the
Fourth reeled back.

The man from River Grange was scrambling dazedly to
Iiis feet.

“The envelope !” he panted hoarsely.
got away with it——"

The big man with the blue envelope in his hand was
breaking into a swift rup, out at the farther side of the
clearing. Tom Merry sprang forward. =

With an outstretched foot -he tripped tha fugitive up
neatly, and the man went down. Th: envelope flew from
his hand.

“Good lad!™ gasped the man from River Grange.

But in another moment the big man was on his feet
again, With an angry snarl, he stopped to snatch up the
fallen envelope; but Tom Merty was too quick for him.
He seized it, and sprang back The maan turned on him
desperately, but the other juniors were racing up now, ﬂJ!IJ
the would-be thief saw that it was useless to hope to regain
possession of the object that he evidently coveted

Manners flung himself at ths man in a desperate attempt
to prevent his escape. But a smaszhicg blow between the
eves dropped him to earth, and the ‘next moment the
fugitive was vanishing among the trees on the heels of the
foxy individual, who had already made good his escape.

The man from River Grange was stil! dizzy from the
blows he had received when attacked. The jlunior's them-
selves could never hope to overtake the long legged scoun-
drels disappearing into the heart of the wood.

“Pon’t let them

“They've got away!” panted Fatt: Wynn, in deep
chagrin,

Monty Lowther was helping Manners tn his feet. Manners
grinned ruefully,

“Whew! That chap had a punch like the kick of a

biessed mule 1”

The juniors turned back into the clearing. Tom Merry
held out the blue envelope he had rescued to the man from
River Grange.

“This is yours, eh?"” said the captain of the Shell quietiv.

_The man nodded, and crammed the envelope hastily inta
his pocket, with a breath of relief. He held out his hand to
Tom Merry, with a grim smile,

“ 8hake, young "an I'* he muttercd,

Tom Merry ftﬁt his hand gripped in a vice-like grasp.

" Those two hounds would never have got me down if they
hadn’t come up from hehind,” went on the man from
River Grange. Apain he smiled grimly. *“Well, it was
mighty lucky you youngsters turned up when you did!
scem to recognize most of you, too,” he added, “ Aren't you
the boys I warned off from River Grange ?”

“That's right,” nodded Blake curtly.

Blake and Tom Merry & Co. had by no means forgotien
the rough remarks they had received from the man they
had now rescued! But now the rugzed face of the mystery
ntan from the riverside house broke into a grin,

“Well, I'm sorry if I gave you the rough side of my
tongue that day young ’uns,” he said awkwardly. *But,
you see—well, visitors aren’t wanted at River Grange !”

There was o grim significance in his voice that caused the
juniors to glance at one another. The man’s queer words
bore out so strikingly their conviction that there was some
mystery in connection with the old riverside house,

And again they wondered what possible conneection there
could be between this mysterious individual and Lady Pegey,
of Spalding Hall!

It was on the tip of Blake’s tongue to ask the man direct
what he knew of Lady Peggy. But he checked the question
on his hips. -

It was no business of his. Lady Peggy had not chosen fo
explain her surprise at sight of this man earlier in the
afternoon. So Blake felt that it was up to him to quash his
curiosily.

But as the juniors and their burly companion strode
together back to the road, the mystery of it all revolved in
Blake's mind—this man and Lady Peggy, and the queer,
blue envelope that the attackers had tried to steal. It was
a bafling problem.

“Well, good-bye, young ’uns, and thanks again," mut-
tered the man from River Grange, as they reached the road.
;:You’,\;e done me a real good turn I shan't forget in a
0Ty,

And with a nod the man turned and hurried away across
the moar, leaving the five St. Jim’s juniors staring after him
in - puzzled bewilderment.
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“What on earth does it all mean #? cried Blake.
But that was a question that neither Faity Wynn nor
Tom Merry & Co. could answer, and the little party turned

~ with thoughtfully frowning faces in the direction of St.

Jim's,

- —_——

CHAPTER 8,
The Mystery Leepens.

it UFFFFE * 3
P It was Fatty Wyrn who puffed.

David Llewellyn Wynn was clad in running-shorts
and vest. But David Llewellyn was not running.

But the

He had been running—hence hiz weary puffs,

FFalstaff of the New Ilouse was by no means fond of running,
and at last he had given it up ‘as a bad job, and allowed
the rest of the New House juniors in the cross-country run
to vanish far ahead,

It was the Wednesday following the day of the Spalding
Hall sports, and Figgins had organised a cross-country hare-
and-hounds run for the New House. Figgins was one of
the *hares,” and Redfern was the other. Fatty had been a
“hound.”” Buf now he was fed-up! The other hounds were
still hot on the heels of the elusive hares, but so far as
F e‘-‘tt]! Wynn was coneerned the whole thing was over.

Grooooff 1. gasped Fatty Wynn, mopping his moist fore-
head wearily, *Wuff] th 1’:1{ puEed]Ij"— . -

’




He groaned as he realised that there was a mile or more
geparating him from Bt. Jim's—and Dame Taggles' littlo
tnckshop! With weary steps, the Falstaff of the New House
turned to plod off down the road, back the way he had
come.

“Blow the blessed hares!” growled Fatiy, as he limped
along. “Groooh! Puff!” 2

Then suddenly his face brightened as an idea came to him,

The road he was on led by the big estate of Colonel
Bland, a crusty old gentleman who was one of the governors
of 8t. Jim’s. Fatty Wynn had noticed that the high fence
beside the road was broken down at one point, as a resulf
of some recent winds, and offered an easy access to the
colonel’s grounds. By cutting across the big estate Fatty
Wynn could save a quarter of a mile at least on the road

gme,

It was true that Colonel Bland was liable to “cut up
rongh ” when 8t. Jim’s juniors were found trespassing on
his land. There had heen trouble over such little matters
many times in the past, and many juniors had been
“whacked ” for taking the risk. But in his present weary
state Fatty Wynn felt that the risk was well worth taking!

He pecred cautiously round. There was no one in sight.
A moment or two later the fat figure of David Lleweilyn
Waynn had erawled through the broken fencing into the trees
of the colonel’s estate, and was setting off warily in the
direction of the school.
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“ A—a Bt. Jim's boy, begad !”* hooted the colonel, brandish-
ing a heavy-knobbed stick he carried. “Good gad! You

young scoundrel! How dare you trespass here? You—you
vou
The crusty old warrior broke off with an incoherent

splutter, and came thundering through the bushes in the
direction of David Llewellyn. %a\'id Llewellyn did not wait,
however. He did not stand upon the order of his going,
but went at once!

With a speed of which he had not known himself capable,
Fatty Wynn bolted through the irees with the furious old
gentleman hot upon his heels.

“Come back, you young scoundrel !” roared Colonel Bland
in a breathless voice. “T'll teach you to trespass here I

“Oh, lor’!” gasped Fatty Wynn, and doubled his efforts.

He knew that a Hogging would be his lot if he were caught
—either at the hands-of the angry old -soldier, there and
then, or at the hands of Dr. Holmes, the headmaster of 8t.
Jim's, when he was hauled up before him by his captor!

But Fatty Wynn did not mean to be eaught.

Colonel Bland might have been an excellent soldier, but
he was certainly no champion of the racing-track! Neither
was Fatty Wynn, for that matier, but at any rate he
could give points to Colonel Bland, spurred on as he was
by the prospect of the results if he failed to escape.

Twisting and doubling through the trees, Fatty Wynn
plunged wildly on, with tiie furious snorts of the colonel
gradually receding into the distance behind him.

‘he motor-boat shot past Grundy, and he gave a yell as the heavy
rash smote him broadside-on. The boat rocked, and Grundy toppled

But he was not out of danger yet, by any means. Ths
ideways. The next moment he found himself in the river! (e !mpters.)

colonel might be dropping behind, hut he was still hot on
the heels of the fat fugitive, and his superior knowledge

He was in the heart of the forbidden territory when a
sudden loud shout almost froze the blood in his veins.

“Good gad! What the deuce—" yelled a furious voice,

“0h, my hat!* breathed Fatty Wynn.

He turned his head -and saw a red, choleria face glaring
at him through the trees. It was Colonel Bland himself, and
from the look upon Eis crimson ceuntenance the gallant
colonel seemed to be about to have a fit.

It was quite clear that it was the sight of Faity Wynn
that was troubling Colonel Bland! His eyes seemed almost
to pop from their sockets as he glared across a dozen yards

* of intervening bushes at the fat figure of the Falstaff of the
New House,

of the grounds enabled him to keep up, to some extent, by
taking short cuts. 8o it was with a gasp of relief thas Fatty
Wynn found himself at last beside a tall hedgze that obviously
marked one of the boundaries of the angry old warrior'a
estate,

There was a'hole in the hedge, and Fatty Wynn wasted
not & moment in crawling through. He crouched down,
puffing and gasping, cn the other side, and heard Colonel
Bland go blundering by a minute later, little dreaming thab
his quarry was only a couple of yards from him.

Fatty Wynn chuckled.

As the trampling footsteps of his pursuer died away the
fat New House fellow rose cautiously to his fect. He had no
idea of his whereabouts, but his only ohject at the moment
was to put as big a distance as possible between himself and
the grounds of Colone! Bland ! So he stole off eautiously
through the over-grown wilderness of trees and bushes that
faced him.

The trees grew thinner at last, and suddenly a gaunt
JImz!dmg came into view ahead of him, beyond a rank
awn.

“My hat!"

Fatty Wynn stared ahead in great surprise. For he had
recognised the forbidding-looking building, with its un-
curtained windows staring across the wilderness of neglected
gardens like biind eyes.

He was in the groundsi.of River Grange!

There was consternation in Fatty Wynn's face, and alarm.
He remembered very well what Blake had told him of the
huge, savage mastiff that the mystery man of the old
riverside house had there. -
w“l"ll jolly well get out of this quick!” grunted Fatty

yonn.

But before he could move again he heard footsteps. He
crouched down among the bushes, and then a low exclama-
tion of utter amazement broke from him.

: Two figures had come into view round the corner of the
10Use,

One was the man whom Faity Wynn and the others had
rescued from his attackers in the wood on the day of the
Spalding Hall sports; the man with the mysterious blue
envelope; the man at sighlt of whom Lady Peggy had
behaved so queerly!

But it was not upon this man_that Fatty Wynn’s eyes
were riveted in wide-eyed bewilderment, but upon his
companion, with whom he secemed deep in talk,

For the man’s companion was none other than Lady
Peggy herself]

CHAPTER 9.

Perplexing !
EERING out from the concealment of the bushes at
P the edge of the lawn, Fatty Wynn stared in breath-
less amazement at the girl chum from Spalding Hall.

“Peggy!” he breathed.
He could scarcely believe the evidence of his eyes for the
first fow moments,

That Lady Pegegy knew something of the mystery man
of the riverside house Fatty Wynn had known, as did Blake
and Tom Merry & Co. They had all been puzzled by that
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obvious fact. But to find the girl actually in the man’s
company, at the mystery house itself, was staggering to
Fatty Wynn.

“Great pip!”’ : : :

Lady Peggy and her companion had halted, still deep
in ts.li, on the grass-grown terrace. Tho girl's fuce was
deeply troubled.

Fatty Wynn scarcely breathed as he watched them.

He was too far away for anything of their conversation
to reach his ears. He had no wish to eavesdrop; 'but he
would very much have liked to know what it was that
the strangely assorted pair were discussing so earnestly.

" What could Lady Peggy possibly have in common with
this rough-voiced, rugged man?

It was a staggering mystery! 3

Then Fatty Wynn started, The man had pulled fro_m his
pocket an abject that the fat New Honsc junior recognised—
the blue envelope that Tom Merry had rescued from this
man's attackers on Wayland Moor! He held it out {o Lady
Peggy, who took it as if reluctantly. and slipped it into the
pocket of her coat. .

“What the thump—--" muttered Fatty Wynn.

The two turned and vanished into the house through a
dark doorway, leaving Fatty Wynn staring along the now
empty ferrace from his place of concealment, his mind in a
whirl of bewildered thaughts.

For a moment he wondered whether to make his presence
known to Peggy. : :

But he decided not to. She knew this man well, it was
cloar, Yeét sho had told the juniors nothing about him that
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“Hallo!” answered Fatty Wynn eagerly.

Blake was just the fellow the Falstaff of the New House
wanted to see. Fatty Wynn pulled up a stool beside Blake's,
gave his order for a glass of ginger-beer and a dozen tarts
to Mrs, Tagzles. and turned an excited face to the leader
of the Fourth,

Fatty Wynn would not have spread the story of Lady
Peogey's queer visit to River Grange to any other fellow
than Blake, because in Blake he felt he could confide; the
Behool House junior being Lady Pegay's 'other favourite at
g2t Jim's,

Between munches TFatty Wynn told his story.
listened wide-eyed.

“Great Beott!” he ejaculated, when the New Houzes
junior had finished. *“Peggy at River Grange! What on
ecarth does it all mean?®”

“That’s what I'd like to know!” grunted Fatty Wynn.

“And you say that chap with the hreken boke gave her
a blue envelope—like the envelope Tom Merry rescued in
the ;—ood ! muttered Blake, with puckered brows,

“ Yeos!” 2

“Well, this just about beats the band!” breathed Blake,
a troubled light in his eyes. “I'm blessed if I like the look
of things!™

“Neither do 11" grunted Fatty Wynn, cramming another
tart into his mouth. ‘*That chap with the bust boko scemed
decoent  enough on  Saturdayv; asnvway he did, after
we'd saved his giddy bacon from those two other chans
who'd gone for him. i

Blake

day at Spalding Hall. 8o it seemed that she did not wish

them to know anything
about it: it was not likely,
therefore; that she would
want-any of them to know
of her mysterious wvisit to
the old riverside house!

Utterly bewildered, and
troubled, too, Fatty Wynn
stole back among the trees
and worked his way to the
road. He found a hole in
the hedge, and crawled
through, and turned in the
direction of St Jim's.

He was terribly worried.

If his girl chum were in
trouble, Fatty Wymn
would have given a good
dealto be able ta help her.
But it was impossible for
him to do so, it seemed.
He felt that he could not
ask her to tell him what it
all meant; nnless she gave
him that information
voluntarily he could not
do otherwisa than respeet
her reticence.

It wos with a decply
troubled frown on his face
that the Falstaff of the
New House rolled in
through the gates of Bt.
Jim's. and turned | his
weary steps in the diree-
tion of Dame Taggles'
littla tuckshop.

It was seldom indeed
that Fatty Wynn entered
the tuckshop without a
smiling faece. The fact
that he did so now re-
vealed only too well his
anxiety over the strange
problem of Lady Pepgy
and the mystery man.

“ Hallo, Fatty1”

It was the cheery voice

of Jack Blake that greeted
him as he rolled into the
tuckshop.
. Blake was alone, indulg-
ing in a glass of lemonade
at the counter after a
strenuous afternoon at the
nets. A hit on the elbow
by a ball had put him
temporarily out of action,
80 he had retired from the
crickel practice before his
chums,
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Well, chums, the wonderful series of Free Gifts you've
been collecting with your copies of the GeM for many weeks
is coming to a finish—aull too soon, in your opinion, I know,
But there's one consolation I can offer you—the final two
of the fascinating set of full-colour Pictum cards showing
Mechanical Marvels of the Future will round off your sets in
really spanking style. Right at the beginning T assured my
readers that the high standard of excellence established by
No. 1 would be kept up right to the end. Proof that this
was not an idle boast, if any proof is needed, will be found
in next week's issue of the GeM, which will contain a free
coloured picture of an amazing air machine—A HELI-
COPTER. Don't spoil your sets by missing it, chums, so—

ORDER NEXT WEDNESDAY'S “"GEM" TQ-DAY!

Exciting things happen at 8t. Jim’s next week! And no
wonder, for the South African cricketers are booked to play
a match not far from the school. The fact that Eric Kildare,
the popular captain of the school, has been chosen to play
for the English side, makes Tom Merry & Co., and Figeins &
Co. determined to sce the game at all costs, and in which

‘“ UNCLE DOES THE TRICK!”

What do you think of our new serial, chums? Just dro
me a line and let me know! Next week’s full-o'-thrills
instalment of THE ROBOT MAN is certainly the best yet,
anyway. Then there’s another gripping article in ‘the
FAMOUS DAREDEVILS series, and a further batch of
replics from our tame answer man, the ORACLE. Deon't
hesitate to bombard him with any posers you may have

Here's good news for any “CGemile " who's away on holi-
day. A representative of the good old paper is touring all
the principal holiday resorts and keeping a keen eye open
for anyone displayiug prominently his or her copy of the
Gey. The lueky reader whom he spots will receive a topping
free gift from a sclection including kites, balloons, flags,
mystery packets, windmills, ete. Now then, chums! Keep

the good old Gem well in view, and here's wishing you the
best of luck |

Cheerio, chums, till next week! .
YOUR EDITOR.

] ) But he's not the sort of chap with
whom T like to think of Peggy with anvthing in common!”

(TR &

lather mot!™ growled
Blake.

“What are we going to
do about it?’ queried
Fatty Wynn. 1 don't
want to spread the story
round——"

“Rather not.” answered
ake again.  “ We'll keep
this to ourselves, I won-
der if we could ask Pegey
to explain—""

“No." said F&tt-,y Wynn
decidedly. “We've 1o
right to go poking our
noses into her bizney un-
less she asks us{”

“That's s0; but—"

“If anything’s wrong,
maybe she’ll tell us before
long,” put in Fatly Wynn
hopefully. “8he’s the sort
of girl who can look after
herself, anyway.”

But there was very little
comfort for either of them
in that thought.

Lady Pegzy might he
able to look after herself
under normal eircum-
stances; but both Jack
Blake and David Llowel-
lyn felt that if their eirl
chum wae in an trouﬁlo,
as seemed highly likely,
they would like the chance
of looking after her
themselves !

But unfess Peggy ex-
plained, it was difficult to
see what they could do.

There were worried
frowns on the faces of
Lady Pegoy's two staunch
friends as they left the
tuckshop and parted in the
direction of their respee-
tive Houses.

But one thing, at any
rate, was certain. If Lady
Pogay needed help she
had only to ask Jack
Blake and Fatty Wynn, to
have . two loyal chums
ready . to sacrifice them-
selves to any extent to
save her {rom so much as
a pain in her little finger.
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CHAPTER 10.
A Letter from Peggy !

hP ENNYhEc:}- ‘em ”
“Eht
Jack Blake had been pacing to and fro under

the elms in the guad, deep in thought. The
mystery of Lady Peggy’s unexplained connection with River
Grange and its occupant had given him a bad night, and
now, after breakfast, he had sought solitude to wrestlo
with the baffling problem again.

But he had not been left alone for long. Herries and
Dighy and Arthur Augustus D’Arey had found him, and
it was Digby who had offered him a * penny for ‘em!”

“Eh?"” repeated Blake absently. “Penny for what?”

“¥our thoughts, of course, you ass!” grinngd Dighy.

“What's on your chest, old hoss?” queried Herries,

“You appeah to be in a wegular bwown studay, deah
hoy I exclaimed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, eyeing Blako
curieusly through his celebrated eyoglass.

Blake grinned faintly.

“Do I3 he answered, colouring a trifle. “It's nothing.”

“Not wondering how many beans make five?"” asked
Dighy.

“Or what's wrong with old Gussy, sinece he's not bought
a new topper for nearly a forinight?” grinned Herries.

“Bai Jove! Weally, Hewwies—"

“It's nothing, you asses!” repeated Blake shortly. *I
was only thinking [* :

“Then there must be something badly wrong [ exclaimed
Dighy, with great concern. “Fever, or something—"

Blake glared at his humorous chum. But before he could
retort a uniformed figure appeared across the quad heading
for the School House.

“Postman 1" exclaimed Herries,
anything for usi”

Blake & Co, turned to intercept the postman.  Other
fellows were hurrying up, too, Baggy Trimble well to the
front.

“ Letter for me?” inquired Baggy eagerly. *“I'm expect-
ing a postal-order from a fitled relation, and

* Liar |” said Cardew of the Fourth cheerfully.

“Oh, really, Cardew—"-"

“Nothing for you, Master Trimble,” announced the
postman.,

“Dh, that's rotten!” grunted Baggy. “I say, Blake, old
chap, can you lend me a bob till to-morrow? My postal-
order is bound to turn up then——"

“I've not got a bob on me,” answered Blake. * Would
twelve stamps do?”

*“0Oh, rather!” nodded Baggy Trimble eagerly—he knew
that Dame Taggles woulil be perfectly willing to cash
stamps for him. “Thanks awfully, Blake, old chap!"

“Not at all,” murmured Blake. * Here you are, then

Crash !

““Yaroooogh 1"

Blake had brought his foot down on Baggy's toe, and
Bag v howled. +

i Eieven more coming,” grinned Blake, raising his foob
again,

But Baggy was not waiting for any more. He fled, and
Blake turned with a chuckle to the postman again.

“Yes, therse iz a lettcr for you, Master Blake,” the
man told him; and banded a neatly-addressed envelope to
the leader of the Fourth.

Blake staried. :

“Hallo!” he breathed. “From Peggy!”

He recognised the handwriting at onece. Slipping the
letter into his pocket he left his chums pgathered round
the smiling postman and hurried off into the Close to read
it. The note within was brief,

“T want to see you at dinner-time to-day,” he read.
“Can you bike over? I'll be waiting by the cross-roads
outside Spalding village, at half-past one. It's frightfully
important—frightfully | Cheerio! “ PEGGY.”

“My hat!”

Blake stood staring down at the hastily-scrawled letter
with wide eyes.

What could it be that Peggy wanted to see him about
that was so “frightfully * impoitant? Instinctively his
mind went to the mystery of Peggy's strange connection
with the old house on the river.

Only yesterday Fatty Wynn had suggested that if Lady
Peggy were in trouble she would probably call upon them
for aid. It locked to Blake as thongh that call had come.

He slipped the letter into his pocket, and with slow steps
turned back towards the School House.

He could not help but feel a little elated that it was
he and not Fatty Wynn to whom Peggy had written,
Though they had buried the hatchet the two were still
something in the nature of rivals, naturally enough. But
B]'a]:ic soon dismissed that thought impatiently from his
mind.
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1f Peggy wanted help she shemld have it from both of
thom, and Blake himself would be the first to call in the
aid of Fatty Wynn if that were nceded.

Morning lessons seemed to drag even more than usual
that morning. DBlake could keep his mind neither upon
Latin nor French nor arithmetic—with the result that both
Mr. Lathom and Monsicur Morny, the little French master,
handed out several hundred lines to the leader of the
Fourth between them before the morning was over.

But Blake did not care. All he wanted was to be free of
class-rooms, But after what secmed an eternity he was
at last able to hurry off to the cycle shed and wheel out
his machine. - ;

As he jumped on, a sudden harsh voice hailed him.

It was Gerald Knox, the unpopular prefect of the Sixth,
Knox's brow was black.

“0Oh, blow!” grunted Blake.

He remembered that Knox had awarded him fifty lines
for ragging in Hall on the previpus evening, and that the
lines were to have been delivered by dinner-time that day.
Blake had intended to dash them off after breakfast that
morning, but the problem of Lady Peppy had occupied all
}153 thoughts, and all memory of Knox's lines had escaped
iim.

“Where are those lines?™ rasped Knox harshly.

“Borry, Knoex! I—T forget 'em!” mumbled Blake.

Knox smiled a twisted smile.

“Really 2” he snapped. “Well, they're a hundred now,
and you shan't go out of gates till they're done! See?”

Blake's face took on an expression of dismay. Then his
eyes gleamed.

“Rats!” he answered,
jumping hastily on to his
bike.

“What?"® roared Knox, his
face growing crimson.
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the ground. “I want you to look after something for ma,
that's all. Will you?” :

“Of course I willl But—"

“TIt's this!®

From the pocket of her coat Lady Pegpy drew out some-
thing that caused DBlake to give an involuntary
exclamation,

“M-my hat!”

For Lady Peggy was holding a blue envelope—the very
envelope, it scemed to Blake, that the man from River
Grange had nearly lost at the hands of his mysterious
attackers on the afternoon of the Spalding Hall sports!

He remembered that Fatty Wynn had deseribed how the
man had given such an envelppe to Lady Pegey, when
David Llewellsn had seen her at the riverside house only
yesterday.

‘:}'t'h},':;'—whlj; do you look like that?” Lady Peggy faltered.

Blake broke off. Tor a moment he felt an impulse to
tell her all he knew, and ask for an explanation of the
mystery. Then he realised that he could not betray Fatty
Wynn's seeret without permission.
imagine that her chum in the New House h
ing on her! :

1 think I've seen that envelope before,” he said quictly,

And he told her of the curious happening in the wood,
when he and Fatty Wynn and Tom Merry & Co. had
arrived at such a eritical moment for the man f{rom
River Grange.

When he had finished, Lady Peggy nodded slowly.

“Yes,” she said, “it i3 thc same envelope. I—I do
know that man, as you must
have puessed. -I saw you
wondering what was the
matter when I spotted him
through the railings, on the

been spy-

“Get ont of the way 1" said
Blake fiercely.

*You—you—you—->

Words failed Knox. But
he did not move. He was
barring Blake's path out of
the gates, and it was clear
that he meant to stay where
he was and prevent the junior
from getting out in deliance
of his order.

“Btand aside!” panted
Blake, balancing on his
scarcely-moving cycle.

“You cheeky little hound !” eried Xnex savagely.
shan’t go out till my lines are dong, I tell you—"

Blake did not wait to argue further. Whatever the con-
sequences—which would probably be a licking—he was not
going to fail Lady Pegegy! He drove the pedals round and
charged straight at the angry prefect.

“Oh! Yow! Whoops!”

Knox gave a yell as the front wheel struck him on the
shin. He danced wildly, lost his balance, and fell sprawl-
ing. Blake chuckled and swept on out of the gates, head
well down, and disappeared infto the lane,

“0Ow!” pgasped Knox, scrambling up dazedly. “QOh!
Groooh 1™

And rubbing his painful shin, the unpopular Sixth-Former
hobbled off towards the School House. Blake was in for
a hot time when he returned to St. Jim's, without a doubt !

But Blake was not worrying. Pedalling hard, he was
racing on his way to answer the strange summons of his
girl chum.

e e St el B

“You

CHAPTER 1i.
The Blue Envelope !

& EGGY!” : ”

P Blake had arrived at the cross-roads to find

Lady Peggy waiting. He dismounted quickly,
leaning his oyele against the hedge, and turned
to the girl with questioning eyes.

Lady Peggy was looking troubled; he saw that at once,
and his own face went troubled too. She was without a
hat, and her jolly looking mop of red curls gleamed in
the sun. ®he smiled at Blake. Butf it was not the usual
happy grin that he was accustomed to. It was rather an
unsteady smile.

“I say, it’s jolly decent of you to buzz over,” she
exclaimed.

“0Oh, rats!” answered PBlake lightly. “I'm only too
jolly glad to, az yon know. T say, there’s nothing wrong,
1z there?”

“Well, not exactly—"

“Tell me what's up!” :

“Tt’s nothing much,” answered Lady TPeggy, looking at
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day of the sports.”

*She smiled faintly. Her
cyes were troubled.

Blake did not speak. He
was expecting some kind of
cxplanation to come,.

“TI'm sorry I cannot explain
anything,” went on Lady
Pegey sbruptly. * Buat—well,
I simply can't, that's alll
Will you look after this en-
velope for me, Jack

S S o S § 5 e T B € o

7y her refusal to explain. It
amazed him. e recovered himself with an effort.

“Yes, of course!” he stammered, and took the envelope,
thrusting it into his pocket. * But——"

“You're wendering why I can’t explain?” said Lady
Pepey. “I'm sorry, but honestly I can’t. It must be
frightfully pnzzling to you. But I kaow you'll do as I
ask, and look after that envelope like grim death!™

“Rather|” nodded Dlake. *“It's safe with me.”

““You must promise never to let it ent of your posscssion
for even a moment!"” breathed Lady Peggy earnestly.

Blake was startled by the tenseness of her tone; but he
nodded,

“1 promise!”

“Good egg!” murmured Lady Peggy, with a sigh of
relief. “It really is frightfully important—more important
than you can guess!” ;

“PDon’t you worry about it!"” nodded Blake, trving hard
to conceal his bewilderment. “TI'll never let it out of my
possession till you want it back.”

“That's just ripping!” cried Liady Pegpy., and for the
first time during the interview she smiled her old happy
grin. “Thanks frightfully! And now I mnust buzz back,
or I shall get it in the neck. Miss Finch thinks I've gone
out to post a letter, I think. Cheerio!”

She turned and broke into a run, glancing back at the
corner to wave a cheery hand.

Blake watched her vanish, with o troubled look.

It was all so utterly bewildering!

He took the blue envelepe from his pocket and stared
down at it with puckered Ee;‘ows. YWhat ecould it contain,
to be the centre of so much mystery! Blake would have
given a good deal to know the answer {p that question.

“Well, Tm jolly sure Peggy wouldn’t be mixed up vwith
any rotten business, so I suppose it must be all rizghf,”
he muttered. “But why was she so jolly worried about 1£?
And whe the dickens should she want me to look safter
this for her¥”

He slipped the mysterious envelope back into his pocket.
As he did so, he heard a faint sound on the farther side of
the hedge against which he was standing; he imagined it
to be a rabbit.

Lady Peggy might |

Blake was taken aback by

£}
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Jumping on his cyele, the leader of the Fourth turned
his machine in the direction of St. Jim's.

As he vanished round the bend of the road,
figure came climbing through on to the road {rom behind

a4 man's

the hedge. DBlake would have been considerably startled,
had he been there to see, to recognise this man who had
overhead all his conversation with Lady TPeggy as the
foxy-faced individual who had been one of the attackers
of the man from River Grange, in the wood on Wayland
Moor !

But Blake was in blissful ignorance of the fact that any-
one save Lady Peggy herself knew that the mysterious
blue envelope was secreted. in his inner pocket.

True to his promise, Blake did not intend to let that
envelopa out of his hands for a moment, as long as it was
his to guard.

But he would have given a great deal to know what
that strange blue envelope contained!

CHAPTER 12.
In the Dead of Right!

0O0M! Boom! Boom!
Three o'clock had struck in the silence of the

night.
5t. Jim's was sleeping.

At any rate, most of St., Jim’s was sleeping! But one
fellow in the Fourth Form dormitory in the School House
was wide awake.

Baggy Trimble lay sleepless, gasping and groaning in
the dark, with his hands clasped over his podgy middle.
The fat junior of the School House had dined not wisely
but too well that evening. He had managed to “raise the
wind ” out of Herbert Skimpole, the freak of the Shell,
and the borrowed five shillings had been spent in one fell
swoop in Dame Taggles' little shop., Ginger-beer and
meringues had formed the chief item on the menu, and
now Baggy Trimble was feeling the effects of his gorge.

“Groooooh 1"

Baggy groaned.

His eyes rolled in their sockets as a shooting spasm
“antorted his tubby  frame.

As Blake approached the tape, he
tried to finish up in style with a
spurt of speed. But that spurt
was fatal! Suddenly the egg
shot out of its spoon, and landed
fairly in the face of Qeo rge
Figgins. “Ow! Groooh!"
gasped the leader of the New
House. (See Chapter 8.)

. From all sides, the snores of sleeping fellows could he
heard. Almost opposite, Jack Blake could be scen lying
.L!r‘qirnng in a shaft of moonlight, breathing quietly and
casily,

The spasm passed. and Baggy breathed again. His

~ eyes fell on Blake.

“Wonder what it was that Plake was so jn“_\' carelful
to shove under his pillow when he turned in?¥” he asked
himself. “Looked like a blessed bit of blue paper. P'r’ape
it's a letter from Lady Peggy! He's dotty on her! He,
he, he! Oh! Yah! Yaroooogh!”

Baggy broke off in hiz snigger to gasp and groan as
the spasm returned.

Baggy was only veceiving his deseris-for his greediness,
as in his heart he must have known. But that was little
consolation to the fat Feurth-Former,

Then suddenly Baggy pricked up his ears, He stared
across 2t one of the long windows through which the
mocnlight streamed.

“What the dickens was that?”

Baggy fancied he heard a faint sound among the ivy
outside.

“gome blessed sparrow, turning over in
grunted Bapgy sleepily. “Wish I could drop off !
that rotten grub must have been whangy—"

The muttered words froze in his throat.

Black against the moonlight, a fantastic shadow had
suddenly fallen across the floor of the dormitory. Baggy
raised his eyes to the window opposite in breathless terror.
A face was staring into the dormitory, the head and
shoulders sharply outlined. Even as Baggy lay goggling
across the dormitory at the shape outside, he heard a serap-
ing sound on the woodwork of the window A moment
later the lower sash was being noiselessly raised.

Quivering with terror, Baggy eyed tho black shape on the
window-sill in alarm,

“0Oh lor' I"” breathed Baggy. “QOo-erl!”

He wanted to plunge his head under the bedclothes, but
he was incapable of movement. He would have screamed,
but Lis tongue seemed to cleave to the ioof of his mouth,
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In dumb terror ha watched as the man’s darl: shape came
climbing, catlike, into the sleeping dom’utarﬁ. 3

That the midnight visitor had gated the window by
means of the ivy was clear. But whdt he wanted in the
Fourth Form dormitory at that hour was a mystery so
inexplicable to Baggy Trimble that ke scarcely asked him-
sclf that question. : ;

All he knew was that a strange marn was in the dormi-
tory. And Baggy fairly quaked with terror.

Once inside the long room, the shadowy figure stood
motionless, peering round. ;

To all appearances, each bed held & sleeping form.
Baggy Trimble was the only fellow awake, and he was
lying as still as a stone, in his abjact terror.  Only his
heart-beats, thumping ageinst his ri* seemed to DBaggy
Trimble to break the awiunl silence.

Suddenly the bright ray of an electric torch shot through
the gloom. From face to face the torchlight wu,\'erefl.
Baggy closed his eyes hastily, scarcely breathing. He couid
see, though his eyelids were closed, the light as it rested for
# moment on his own white face. Bu the man flashed the
light on the next face without susﬁect-mg for a moment that
Baggy was not as fast asleep as he appeared. A

Baggy would not have moved a muscle for the world.
He had a feching that if he did, his lact hour would come,

A sgoft, triumphant exclamation camc to his ears. He
opened his eyes, and saw that the dimu figure of the mid-
night marauder was standing beside Blake's bed, staring
down at the sleeping face of the leader of the Fourth. :

The man slipped his torch inte his pocket’ and stooped
:I:'iftljf over Blake's clothes, arranged on the chair beside

e bed,

With eager fingers he went through the
scarch scemed to prove fruitless, judging
chagrin that Baggvy heard,

The man turned to the bed. Lt

Baggy watched, spellbound. The man was sliding a
cautious hand beneath Blake’s pillow, inch by inch. It was
clear that he was searching for something, and suddenly
Baggy remembered, with a thrill of escitement, the mys-
terious object thai he had noticed Blake put beneath his
pillow before getting into bed. >

“My only aunt!” gasped Baggy te himself. “I wonder
if he's after that1” %

The man withdrew his hand as cautiously as he had
inserted it, and thie time he was hold .x something.

Baggy heard the gleeful, hissing breath that the man
drew between his teeth. And ot tha: moment a spasm of
pain shot through Baggy's fat body. He gave an involun-
tary exclamation.

“Oh! Yow!®

In an instant the man by Blake's bou swung round, star-
ing across at Baggy, with startled face. :
__Baggy felt that his last hour had come. What if this
dering villain had a knife, or a pisto'{ Visions of himself
being slaughtered there and then rose in Bagey's mind.
He found his voice, and a wild yell of terror rang through
the dormitory, waking every junier there,

“Ow! Help! Murder! Help!”

ckats. But the
v the mutter of

F CHAPTER 13.
At Grips !

LU HAT the dickens—
“Baggy! What's up1”
“Gweat Scott! What evan 13 the twouble?”
Fellows were sitting up in their beds on all sides.

Buat there was mo further informetion . be had from
Baggy Trimble. Baggy had plunged beneath the bed-
clothes, and was cowering there in abjeet terror.

Not that he was needed any longer,

_ Half a dozen dellows hmi!;r already eaughr sight of the
dark figure standing by Blake's bed Even as the man
turned and sprang for the open win'ow by which he had
entered, Herries and Levison, Clive. Wildrake, and Ham-
mond tumbled out of their beds and rushed =t him. Others
were not far behind.

Blake had given a eiartled cry on opening his eyes to
see the shadowy shape near his bed. Instinctively his hand
had shot to his pillow, where the precious envelope that
lLa}dy Peggy had entrusted to his care should have been
ying,

His fingers came away empty, and Blake gave a choking
cry as he realised the truth,

*Btop him I” he yelled.

He flung the bedelothes frem him, and leapt out on to

the floor,
.. Shouts and trampiing feet were echoing through the
dormitory now. Nearly everyone wis out of bed. Some
of the fellows were still uncertain as to what was happen-
ing; but all were excited, and the din was terrific.

There was a crash as Arthur Augusius D’Arcy, gorgeous
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in a pair of putple-striped silk pyjames, stumbled into a
washstand ang sent 3 jug of water fiying There was &
vell from Mulvaney minor, over whom most of the water
had poured as he scrambled out of his bed

“Oh! Groosh! Begorrah, an’ I'li slay ye entoirely!*’

roared Micky Mulvaney., “What is it? A Shell raid, me
darlints

Then, as he wiped the water from his streaming face, the
Irish junior caught sight of the tall { sure of the man by
the open window, and his jaw dropped as he realised that
this was something far more serious than « darmitory raid,

Nearly a dozen juniors were crowding round the midnight

visitor now. He swung round, his back to ths window. and
hit out savagely.
. Digby reeled back as the man's fis. caught him on the
jaw, and dropped to the foor. Arthr Augustus D' Arcy
sprang forward valiantly, and received the same treatment
as Digby. But Blake wis not after the man himself, but
the blue envelope. He snatched it from the man’s hand
with a lightning grab that took the scoundre! completely
by surprise. i

With the precious envelope once mero in his ossession,
Blake felt a wave of relief surge threvgh binm. e sprang
nimbly aside ac the man dashed at him to regain the
envelope.

“Collar him, you chaps I” yelled Leviso:, excitedly

There was a rush at the snarling figure, and the man's
attention was diverted for the moment from Blake. But
the next instant there was a shout of alam i the moonlit
dormitory as something gleamed suddenly in the man's
hand. An autematic !

“Keep back, you young cubs!” hissad the scoundrel ; and
before the menacing ehape of his enub-nosed wespon the
juniors fell back white-faced.

_Automatics were not exactly commor objects at St
Jim's! The Fourth -Formers had piuci galore but they did
not feel like arguing with such a WEaomn.

The man glanced round with glittering eyes. He was
locking for Blake.

Blake {felt his heart go cold.

Before the threat of that leveiled weapon, what should
he do\if the man demanded the blue envelops ? :

He glanced desperately round. The do. of the dormi-
tory was standing open.  Tompkins, t% timid junior from
Study No. 4, had slipped away unnot’~ed as spon as he had
awakened to find a strange man in the dormitory. But
Tompkins' timidity was useful for once Had not the door
been already standing open, Blake could neve have escaped
from the dormitory before the man wit the automatic
intercepted him,

Clutching the mysterious envelope, Blak: sprang for the
open doorway, and raced through.

Normally Blake would have been one of the last to make
a bolt! But it was the precious blue envelope that Lady
Pegey had entrusted to his keeping that was at stake. and
all Blake cared about was to ensure its safety.

A look of hideons rage passed over the man’s face as
he glanced round just in time to glimpse Blake vanishing
from the dormitory. But he realised that pursuit was im-
possible. He turned a snarling face to the dumb eircle of
pylama-elad juniors who had ﬁ:llcn back from before him,

“Btay where you are!” he breathed, “I'l] shoot any of
you that moves|”

He half-turned, keeping them covered with the automatic.
He swung out over the window-sill, finding a foothold
among the thick old ivy stems that covered the wall. From
outside the window, clutchinf: to the sill with one hand while
he still kept the weapon levelled in his other hand, he
glared im.

“l can shoot whils I'm climbing down,” he growled
fiercely. “It one of you so much as puts his nose out of
t-l-éjg:”wmdew for the next few minutes he'll have it blown
ofr !

He vanished, climbing down hastily with one band. The
juniors gasped. live made an instinctive rush for the
window. But Ralph Reckness Cardew grasped him by the
shoulder and swung him back :

“No E""d gettin’ your nose shot off, dear man!” mur-
mured Cardew coolly. "He'd do it right encitgh, [ dare
say. Gad! Who says life isn't pretty excitin’ #*

No one ventured to contradict Cardew on that point |

Running feet sounded in the passage. The tall figures
of Kildare and Darrell raced into the dormitory, followed
by Blake, and after a few moments by the trembling figure
of Clarence York Tompkins

Dut Kildare and Darrell had come too late!

Ignoring all warnings, the captain of St Jim's ran to
the window when the amazing situstion had been hastily
explained to him. But the mysterious midnight visitor had
gone! Evidently he had reached the ground in safety, and
by now was making good his escape from the schoo]
premises,

#What on earth is bappening here?™

-
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Clad in & dressing-gown the figure ot Mr. Railton, the
Housemaster, had appeared at the doorway, staring in
with astonishment. Kildare turned to him. ;

“An extraordinary thing has bappened, sir!” he cried.
“An armed man! In here’ Climbed in at the window——"

“Good heavens!” gasped Mr, Railton incredulously.
*“1 can hardly believe it—" -

*“It's true enough, sirl” cut in Blake.

“Yaas, bai Jove!” nodded Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
excitedly. “A most howwikle wulfian with a wevolvah |”

“He must be caught I cried Mr. Railton hastily. * Quick,
Kildare—rouse the prefects—"

The Housemaster and the twe Sixth-Formers hurried from
the dormitory, leaving the Fourth-Formers to crowd to
the windows. But if they hoped to see an exciting chase,
as the fugitive was hunted from some hidmg—{ixlacs among
the dark shadows below, they were disappointed, They saw
prefects and masters searching among the school buildings
in vain for a while, then Knox appeared and roughly
ordered them all to their beds.

The juniors had no choice but to obey, But when Knox
had gone an excited babel of talk broke out.

Everyone seemed to be talking at once—all but Blake.

No one but he realised the true purpose of the man’s
visit to the Fourth Form dotmitory that night. No one
had noticed the blue envelope that he had snatched from
the scoundrel’s hand, and they all imagined that Blake
had left the dormitory merely to bring the prefects on to

B

about the blue envelope, too. All Baggy wanted at the
moment was a little honour and glory! b
“Lucky I had the presence of mind to rouse the dorm,”
smirked Bagey in the darkness. “I was going to fling my-
self at the rotter and gmi:pla with him, when it occurred
to me it was only fair to let you fellows sce the fun!”
There was a yell of laughter. Baggy blinked wrathfully.

*“Oh, really, you chaps! We Irimbles are as brave as
lions, and it would have been nothing to me to tackle the
villain single-handed, T tell you it would have been a sorry
day fer him if I'd set about him!”

“Ha, ba, hal”

“Oh, really, you fellows—*" <

“Ob, shut up, Baggy!” growled Herries. “All you did
was to grovel under the bedclothes after you'd yelled like
a dying donkey {”

“Oh, really, Herries—"

Biff ! .

A pillow sailed through the air and caught Baggy in
the face, knocking him hackwards with a gasp. After that,
Baggy thought it wiser to keep quiet concerning his bravery,
lest a boot should follow.

And at last, one by one, the juniors dropped off to sleep.
All but Jack Blake.

Blake lay awake a long while, thinking.

He had said nothing aiout the blue envelope, and he
did not intend to mention it for the sake of satisfying the
curiosity of the Fourth, or even of Mr. Railton himself.

the secene,

Baggy Trimble, in his excitement, had quite forgotten
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Q. What is agar-agar 7

A. A kind of seaweed wused for the
making of jelly, glue and silk dressings.
Also doctors engaged on research work use
it for cultivating microbes.

Q. What is the All-Red Route 7

A. Itisaterm apﬁlied to a trading route
which passes thro no alien territory but
iz British throughout. For example,
Geo Sampson, if you travelled irom
London to Liverpool, thence by a British
steamship line to Canada, and then via o
Canadian Pacific railway train and liner to
Australia, you could say you had travelled
on the All-Red Route to the Common-
wealth. Got me? Am afraid 1 ean't
answer your other question respecting the
mysterious internal ailment of the guinea-
pig without a personal investigation into
the innards of your pet. Why not take
Yeter Pink-oye to a vet ?

The curious feature about this boat,
a mhlaills the bows which ride so
igh above the water.

Agked to what he attri-
buted his great age, cur
Oracle has replied that
during the first
years of his life there
were no motor - cars,
and for the last thirty years he has been mostiy confined to the house.

seventy

Q. What is a tawse 7

A. You're jolly lucky, Sam Small, of
Carlisle, not to know what thisis! I dare.
gay a good many chaps of your tender age
from aecrosa the Seottish Border could tell
arou! It is just & leathern strap, often
ringed at the business end, still used by
some schoolmasters especially in the North
Country for the chastisoment of ob-
streperous jumniors.

Q. What is a coble 7

A. A type of craft of curious appearance
and common on the Northumbrian coast.
The first feature that strikes the eye is that
the bows are very sharp and high out of
the water, while the after part of the boat
is flat and shallow. The rudder is deep-
set, which makes the coble very sensitive
to the tiller. The ueual rig i a standing
or dipping lug-sail.,

Q. What is a sponge 7

A, Now don’t all shout at once! A
whole heap of you would be ofl the rails
although you've seen the common or bath-
room sponge 20 many times that you know
it better than your own bright chivvies.
How many can truthfully say, though, that
you knew that the natural sponge is the
skeleton of & marine animal ?

. Q. Who made the remark 4 Apres
nous lo deluge,” and what does It mean 7

A, This remark, “ Sixth-Former,* is
attributed to Madame de Pompadour,
favourite of Louis XV. ; the interpretation

from the French, as you know, is *'After us §°)

the deluge.” It is supposed to have been
made when the Pompadour noted the
gensral discontent of the Fremch people,
and by ° the deluge " she referred to the
coming Revolution. A Greek poet made
a similar sort of remark many centuries
before.

The visit of the mysterious scoundrel to the dormitory that
: (Continued on next page.) '
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Q. What is the Giant Synapta ?
A. It is a member of the sea-
urchin family, Charlie, of Chigwell,
and three species are found around
the coasts of Britain. By the
specimen illustrated by ihe GEM
special artist you will see a thing
which looks ?ike a rope with a
frayed end, But the best looking
Synaptas are more handsome than
that, indeed they appear rather like
lorified worms although, except
or their shape, they have nothing
in common with any of the worm
families. A Gisnt Synapta may
row to six feet in length, and it
as & cunning way of making its
escape from an enemy—a large fish, for
instance, When it is grippaf.u it forces
fluid in its body toward that part until it
is too bulky for its enemy to hold on to.
An ingenious laddie !

Q. Who wrote the poem beginning
“0O Work, how sweet the name oi
Work! 2

A. Dunno, " Charlie M.” Some silly
ass. 1 advise you to write to the various
homes for the mentally afflicted if you
really want his address.

Q. How many legs has a flea ?

A. You've lost your lucky lobster-claw
to the pal you were so foolish as to bet with,
*“Cute Cuthbert "—I do know.. From a
microscopic examination of a fully fledged
mimen of the order Aphaniptera, or

icidee, unkindly supplied by the office
boy, I am able to asseverate with the
utmost assurance that the limbs of

Eropu!ainn in this genus number exactly
alf a dozen.

Thore are urcenins and urching, and
this Is a sea~-urchin. Aoctually it looks
liko a knotted rope, but the Oracle
assures ws that ﬂ has been drawn
to order.
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night would no doubt be put down to intended rebbery if
no betéer explanation were forthcoming. !

“PBut what on earth does it meanl” he asked himself
again and again as he lay staring at the dark. “Goodness
knows how the chap knew I had it, for one thing. But why
does he want it so badly? What's in it? And what's it
got to do with Peggy?"

That the blue envelope was a dangerous thing te have
in one's possession was clear! When it had been in the
possession of the man from River Grange, he had been
attacked, and had almost had it stolen from him. Now the
men who wanted the epvelope with such strange intensity
had even come to 8t. Jim's for it, now that they had learnt
it was in Jack Blake's possession. :

“T'll have to look out,” Blake told himself grimly. “But
if it's as dangerous as all this I'm jolly glad I've got it
and not Peggy. She'll think the rotters, whoever they
are, don’t know I've got it. I'd better not let her know
ahout to-night's bizney.” :

Make torned over restlessly under the blankets,

“If only I knew what it all means!” x

Tt was with that bafilling thought in his mind that Blake
at last fell asleep.

CHAPTER 14.
At the Mystery House !

6 ALLD, old hoss!”
It was David Llewellyn Wynn who spoke.
Fatty Wynn was rolling along Rylcombe Lane

after tea on the following day. His two _chums,
Tiggins and Kerr, had tried to persuade him to join them
at cricket practice at the nets, but the Falstaff of the New
House had declined,
" He had wanted to be alone, to ponder over the mystery
of Lady Peggy and River Grange. He had done so for
half an hour without being any nearer a solution of the
problern, when he had turned a corner to meet Jack Blake.

The mecting was unexpected, but Fatty Wynn was elad
to see the leader of the Fourth just then. Here, at any
rate, was someone with whom he could discuss the riddle
that was troubling him.

There was a frown on Blake's face the moment he caught
sight of Fatty Wynn,

Blake had taken the bull by the horns and gone over
to Spalding Hall immediately after afterncon classes. There
ho had asked Lady Peggy point-blank if she could not
change her mind and give him some explanation of the
l&lue envelope and her connection with the maidf at River

range.

Though she had been sbviously treubled to refuse, she
had told him quite definitely that she could explain nothing,.
Blake, who had not mentioned the midnight visit of the
scoundre!l to the Fourth Form dormitory, had returned
towards the school no wiser than when he had set out.

“Hallo!” he execlzimed at sfght of Tatty Wynn.

His gloomy expression faded away somewhat. He, too,
was glad to meet the only other fellow with whom he
could discuss the mystery. Though Tom Merry & Co. of
the Shell had somso inkling of it, they were in ignorance of
the bigger facts of the case.

Blake turned and fell in at Fatty Wynn's side.

“I've §ust been to see Pegey,” he said.

“Oh!” said Fatty Wynn, perhaps a trifle jealonsly. Then
he added quicklv: “I suppose shs hasn’t told you any-
thing? About River Grange, and that blessed blue enve-
lope, and all that?”

“No,” frowned Blake. “As a matter of fact, I asked her
outright. She told me she couldn’t explain at all. Bhe said

© sha would if she could, but that she wasn't at liberty to,
because—becaunze of a promize £

“My hat!”?

“But I can tell you something, anyway,” went on Blake
grimly. He felt that, seeing what had happened during
the night, it would be a good thing to confide in Fatty
Wynn, “That blue envelope you saw the chap at River
Grange give to Pegoy—she gave it to me yesterdar, to
look after for her.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“Bhe gave it to me,” repeated Blake, with clouded hrow.
“And it was that that the chap who broke into the dorm
last night was after!”

Fstt:f Wynn gasped apain, and stared at Blake wide
eved,

Blake laughed grimly.

“He jolly nearly got away with it, too! I had it under
my pillow, and he E:gged it, but I snatched it back, and
it's safe enough now. I pul it in a money-box, and gave
it to the Head to lock in his safe. He thinks it's saved-up
pocket-money, of courze.”

“I say, that's a good wheeze!” cried Falty Wynn. “Dut
look here, old hoss, I'm blessed if I like the look of things!
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What if Peggy's in danger from these scoundrels, whoever
they are——"

Elake suddenly gripped Fatty Wynn's arm. There was an
excited gleam in his eyes.

STl tell you what!” he exclaimed. “Let's go along to
River Grange now, this evening, and tackle that chap
there, and ask him if he'll tell us something. We'll tell
him what we know. When he realises we know so much,
perhaps he'll be willing to tell us a bit more!”

‘Rather!” agreed David Llewellyn eagerly. “The
quickest way’s by boat!"”

It was not far across the fields to Dimmock’s boathouss,
and ten minutes later the two juniors were pulling up-
stream in a light, four-cared craft.

Lady Pepgy miight not be able to tell them the answer
to the riddles that puezled them; but perhaps the man at
River Grange might be willing to do so, if only from the
aﬁatlt‘uda for their rescue of him in the wood on Wayland

oor !

Blake and Fatty Wynn meant to find out the truth if
they could, and to help their girl chum in her troubles
despite herself!]

It did not take them long to reach the backwater that
turned in under the over-arching trees and led into the
grounds of the old riverside house. With eoftly-splashing
oars they directed the boat past the old notice-beard that
grimnly announced that branch of the backwater private,
and a minute later they were drifting by the overgrown
lawn that sloped up to the gaunt house.

A mist was creeping up over the grass from the river.
Il was quite thick, writhing white and eerie round the
lonely Grange, blotting out parts of the house from their
view.

“1 say, it's a creepy sort of place, isn't it7” breathed
Fatty Wynn, as they turned in towards the banlk.

He shivered.

A deathly silence brooded over the place, broken only
by the faint ripple of water under their bows as they made
the boat fast to an ancient, rotting, wooden landing-stage.
Blake stepped out on to it, and muttered a warning to
Fatty Wynn.

“Look out! Half these blessed planks are rotten !

More than once the wood gave way beneath their .feet
as they crossed the rotten planks. But thev reached the
lawn in safety, and stood staring doubtfully at the mist-
enshronded house,

Suddenly Blake gave a startled exclamation.

“Good heavens! Look!™

Fatty Wynn stared in the direction of his pointing finger.
He jumped at what he saw.

The figure of a bizg mastiff was lying in the wet grass,
dead, with a bullet wound showing plainly the manner
of its end.

“M-my hat!” gasped Fatty Wynn, “Dcad! Shot—"

ITe broke off sharply.

From the direction of the house had come a sudden
shrill seream. Tt died away abruptly, and the silence that
followed was deathly. Fatty Wynn and Blake stared at
one another for a moment with set, pale faces.

“Come on!" breathed Fatty Wynn. His voice was hoarse.
“You—you recognised that cry? That voice

“Yes,” said Blake, in shaking tones, as he broke into a

swift run at Fatiy Wynn's side. Tt was Pegey's voice!

CHAPTER 15.
To the Rescue !

HIE juniors’ footsteps were soundless on the grass as
they raced towards the house. Blake drew a litile
ahead, but Fatty Wynn was not far behind, despite
his bulk, by the time they reached the foot of the

steps leading up to the terrace.
“Now, quiet, for Heaven's sake!” breathed Blake,
“Goodness knows whatl's happening here! DBut if we're

(k2]

heard, we're done!

Fatty Wynn grunted assent. Side by side he and Blake -

stole up the moss-grown steps on to the terrace, where weeds
and grass sprouted from between the worn flagstonss.
River Grange was a picture of gaunt desolation, if ever
there was one.

Crouching by the broken stone balustrade at the top of
the steps, the two junicrs listened, scarcely breathing.
Not a sound came from the shadowy house now. After
that sudden nerve-wracking scream in the voice of Lady
Peggy, the sinister silence that brooded over the place had
remained unbroken.

“Clome on,” whispered Blake, with set face. “We've got -

to get into the house—"'

“¥es, coms on,’”’ echoed Fatty Wynn coolly.

They hurried noiselessly across to the shadow of the
damp, bleached wall of the house itself. A door was stand-
ing %alf open not far away, and they stole towards it
Blake _puﬁh%d. it open cautiously and peered in.
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Blake and Fatty Wynn reached the open doorway at last,
and scarcely breathing, they peered into the rocom. Thaey
saw three figures bound fo chairs., One was the mystery
man of River Grange. The other was an elderly man,
and the third was Lady Peggy ! (See Chapter 15.)

Giant cobwebs hung

A gloomy passage met their gaze.
But

on the cciling, and the floor was thick with dust.
foolprints in the dust showed that it was not unused.

Noiseless as a shadow Blake stepped into the passage,
with Fatty Wynn at his heels.

Their hearts were beating fast, and their faces were
rather white. That ory in Lady Peggy’s voice had shaken
them both. But they were cool enough as they stole along
the passage in search of they knew not what.

Rfuddenly they halted, frozen in their tracks,

A voice had come to their ears from a room opening
from the far end of the passage. It was a man’s voice,
hatsh and menacing in its tone.

“I'll make you telll”

The words were followed by an ungly laugh.
another voice, quiet and steady and defiant:

“You scoundrels! You never willl”

Blake and Fatty Wynn did not hesitate for more than
a moment. They stole on, their footsteps noiseless in the
dust. At the end of the passage a door was standing
wide open, and it was {from the room beyond that the
voices had come.

They reached the open doorway at last, scarcely breath-
ing. From the concealing shadows of the passage they
stared in.

Blake's lips opened soundlessly.
hissing breath batween his teeth.

For in the room were three figures bound to chairs,
while threc others confronted them. One of the bound
fizures was the mystery man of River Grange. Another
was a white-faced elderly man whom they had never scen
before,

The third bound figure was Lady Peggy! : s

Her pretiy face was set in defiant lines. DBut she was

Then came

Fatty Wynn drew a

very white. Her eves were fixed on the elderly man tied in
o chair beside her.

_And facing them were three men, whom Blake recognised
instantly, One was the man who had broken into the
dormitory at 8t. Jim's on the previous night in his desperate
attempt to gain possession of the blue envelope. The
other two were the men who had so nearly succecded in
stealing the envelope from the Mystery Man on the day of
the Spalding Hall sports.

It was the first of the trio who was speaking.

“I think we can find ways to make you speak, Lord
(Clavendon!"” he was saying, 1n ironical fones, *“ Have yon
ever had a lighted match held between your fingers,
wonder %

There wag a sobbing cry from Lady Peggy. But the
elderly man beside her faced his captors calmly.

“No,” he answered, in cool tones; “but I doubt if it
could make me tell you the secret you want to know!”

“ Vou're very sure—at present!” shouted one of the other
scoundrels threateningly. . ;

“If one of you dare try such a fiendish thing——"" began
the man with the broken nose hoarsely; but the leader of his
captors turned on him with a snarl.

“ That's enough from you, Markham [”

“You brutes |” eried Lady Peggy, in a sobbing voice.

The leader chuckled cruelly. He was standing beside a
table, part of the seanty furniture that occupied the room.
By his hand on the table lay a gleaming automatic. Blake's
eyes were fixed on it with a desperate gleam.

If only he could gain possession of the weapon he and
Fatty Wynn might yet turn the tables on the thres
scoundrels.

The same idea had come into Fatty Wynn's mind as he
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crouched at Blake's side in the shadows. And a sudden
desperate plan oceurred to the Falstaff of the New House.

He took from his poecket a heavy pocket-knife. Rising to -

his full height, he drew back his plump but brawny arm,
and Hung the knife across the room at the window.

David Idewellyn Wynn was a demon bowler, and when it
came to anything of that nature he was deadly! The knife
hit the centre pane with a crash, and vanished through a
sliower of breaking glass. The three scoundrels in the room
gave startled shouts.

For tho moment Blake was utterly astounded at Fatty
Wynn's unexpected action, which seemed certein to do
notiiing more than betray their presence,

But as the three men turned and rushed instinctively
across to the window, imagining that something was happen-
ing outside, Blake understood Fatty Wynn's daring plan.

Already Fatty Wynn was bounding swiftly into the room
towards the revolver that lay on ﬁw table. By drawing
the three scoundrels to the window by his clever ruse, the
chance had come for David Llewellyn to gain the coveted
automatic! i

But Blake was the quicker of the two, He darted into the
room and snatched up the weapon, even as the men, hearing
them, turned with startled shouts.

There were cries of fury and dismay as they found them-
gelves confronted by the grim figure of Blake, the levelled
revolver in his fist,

“ Keep back!” panted Blake hoarsely. “ And hands up !”

CHAPTER 16.
The End of the Mystery !

HERLE were gasps of amazement from BMarkham and
i the elderly man. Lady Peggy gave o sobbing ery.

“Jack and Fatty!" she breathed. *“0h, good

egg !’i
For a moment or two it looked as though the three men
by the window meant to rush Blake, Buf the sight of his
steady linger on the trigger caused them to change their
minds ! ’
1f they rushed Blake theyv could doubtless overpower him
between them. But one of them was certain to receive a
bullet before that happened; and none of them dared take
the risk of being the unlucky onel
“GFood man!” chuckled Fatty Wynn. ; ;
He rolled coolly across to the three chairs where the
prisoners were bound. With hasty fingers he unfastened the
cords that bound them, while Blake kept the three scoundrels
well covered.
“Bless you, my boys!” gasped the man who had been
addressed as Lord Clavendon, as he rose unsteadily to his
feet. * Markham, what about trussing up these—er— gentle-
men with their own cords?” :
And the old gentleman actually smiled. :
Only when the thre= sullen, defeated scoun_rlrpla had been
firmly fastened into the chairs—*To take their turn!” as
Fatty Wyun remarked, with a chuckle—did Blake lower the
weapon he held. - :
Lady Peggy was laughing, but there were bright tears in
“her eyes. She grasped Blake's hand and Fatty Wynn's, and
« then, to their great embarrassment, she impulsively kissed
them both.

They each went crimson; but neither of them looked as
though he really minded!

“You're great!” she eried. *Just great! My hat, yes!”

“(Oh, nunno "’ mumbled Fatty Wynn modestly.

“Tt was Fatty’s wheeze, anyway, busting the window to
got the gun !" explained Blake quickly.

“But you got the gun, you ass!” growled Fatty Wynn.

“Rats! It was all thanks to you, you idiot—"

“Look here, Blake "
Lady Peggy laughed happily.

“0h, stop arguing, vou idiots!” she exclaimed. *“Come.

I

end be introduced to daddy s

The next moment Blake and Fatty Wynn found themselves
shaking hands with Lord Clavendon, while Markham stood
guard, with grim face, over the three bound scoundrels.
Markham was taking no risks!

Dut it was in a room upstairs, a pleasant, cosily-furnished
apartment that Blake and Fatty Wynn at last learnt the
truth about the mystery of River Grange from Lady Peggy's
father himself,

Lord Clavendon, though an earl, was anything but rich.
He was, in fact, quite hard-up. But he was something of an
inventor, and he was busy perfecting an entirely new design
for motor-boat engines. When the invention was completed
he expected not only to make a fortune out of it, but
to win for England the speed record on water. Markham,
his faithful manservant, an ex-pugilist, who was helping
him in his invention, had heen out testing an engine in
connection. with the new design, when he had upset Grundy
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into the Rhyl, and caused Blake and Tom Merry & Co. to
visit River Grange with such indignation!

Markham was really a good sort, but he had orders to
prevent anyone from trespassing at River Grange, for Lord
Clavendon knew that his enemies were searching for his
secret hiding-place, where the invention was to be com-
pleted, safe from prying eyes. Hence Markham’s eurt
command to the Bt. Jim’s juniors on that occasion to clear
off quick!

Lord Clavendon had deliberately chosen an apparently
empty house for his retreat, hoping to throw his enemies off
his track. Bub in that he had failed. As soon as he knew
that the three scoundrels were in the neighbourhood he had
given the plans of his invention, so far as they were coms-
pleted, into his daughter’s keeping, thinking that they would
be safe with her, since the scoundrels did not know that she
was his daughter,

But the crooks had learnt of Lady Peggy's relationship,
and had susﬁected‘ that the plans had been entrusted to her.
As soon as her father realised this, he had agrecd, at her
suggestion, that the envelope containing the plans should
be passed on to one of her friends at St. Jim's for safe-
keeping. Lord Clavendon and Lady Peggy had both been
convinced that they would be safe enough then.

And Blake, with the aid of other 8t. Jim’s juniors, had
certainly upheld their conviction, despite the fact that one
of the scoundrels-had seen Lady Peggy actually hand the
precious envelope to Blake !

Lord Clavendon had also made Peggy promise absolute
secrecy about everything, ineluding his presence at River
Grange, lest any indiscretion on the part of any possible
confidant of hers should have helped to put his enemies on
his track.

It seemed that the three scoundrels had arrived at the
house, and made Markham and Lord Clavendon their
prisoners, enly a short while before Lady Peggy had arrived
on the scene, having come over from Spalding Hall to visit
her father. .

“They jumped on me before T knew where I was!” she
exclaimed, with a rueful smile. “I dido’t half yell—"’

“We heard you,” nodded Blake.

“And they shot poor old Casar!” she went on. “I say,
you see now why I couldn’t tell you anything, don’t you? Tt
wasn't that I wouldn't, but because daddy had made me
promise to tell nobody at all !”

Blake reddened.

“I'm sorry I was beastly inquisitive,” he said awkwardly,
“hut T couldn't help feeling jolly puzzled—"

“Of course you did!” cried Lady Peggy. “Both of you.
Well, it’'s lucky you did, or I s'pose you wouldn't have
come here to-night!”

“ And if youn hadn't come here to-night, the villains might
easily have succeeded in forcing the details of my invention
out of me,” put in Lord Clavendon, with a smile. “8o your
curiosity was really very fortunate! Not that I should call
it curiosity, however. I can see that you were simply anxious
to help Peggy, realising that she was troubled about some
mysterious thing——"

“That's it, sir!" grinned Fatty Wynn.

Peggy jumped to her feet,

“1 must buzz back to Spalding Hall!” she exclaimed
hastily, “or I'll be late. Even Miss Finch doesn’t know
about daddy being here, you know,” she added. “ Nobody
knew. But now I suppose we ean.tell7”

*Certainly,” nodded her father, his genial old face beam-
ing. “Now that the threec villains downstairs are as good
as in the hands of the police there is nothing more for me
to fear from people knowing of my presence in this house.”

After a warm farewell to Pegpy's father, Blake and Fatiy
Wynn set off with their girl chum to accompany her back to
Spalding Hall. On the way they visited Wayland Palice
Btation, and themselves saw the carload of men in blue
that drove off rapidly to River Grange to arrest the
captured scoundrels,

At the zates of Spalding Hall Tady Peggy said good-bye
with all her old cheerfulness. Her troubled looks were over
for good now!

Though neither Blake nor Fatty Wynn zaid a word at
St. Jim's about their own part in the happenings at River
Grange, Lady Peggy did! And the pair found themselves
the heroes of the day.

But Jack Blake and David Llewellyn Wynn did not take
much notice of the cheers of their schoolfellows.

All they were glad about was that they had been able to
banish the trouble from Lady Peggy’s face, and restore her
to her usual happy self, by their wonderfully successful
clearing-up of the mystery of River Grange!

THE EXIN.
{There will be anoiher rousing long siory of Tom

Merry & Co. in next week's GEM, enfifled : ** UNCLE
DOES THE TRICK!" Don't miss this treal, chums|)
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OUR ROUSING TALE OF ADVENTURE ABROAD !

The prisoner of 2a madman! That's
the position in which Jack OCarter
finds himself this week ; encugh to [\b\
make the bravest quake. But Jack, If—%
though he fuily realises the peril of his
situation; is resolved to face it with
all the fortitude and pluck of a true
Briton !

fomething Goes Wrong with the Works !

T the same irstant two dark figures leaped apparently
from nowhere and flung themselves on Jack Carter.
% They were natives, tall, sinewy fellows, with
muscles of steel, and Jack was like a child in
their hands.

At the sdime time the switchboard emitted a volley of
crackling sounds, while '¢le¢iric sparks and flames leaped
all over it like living things.

Out of tha gloom came the professor’s panting voice.
B‘:H?l said something in Spanish which Jack did not under-

and.

Instantly the boy was lifted off his feet and hurried
across the room tewards ancther door.

Feeling that his doom was sealed, he began to struggle
violently. But as he was borne past the illuminated table
he caught one last glimpse of the scene outside,

What he saw sent a wild thrill of excitement through him.

He ceased to struggle, his grey eyes flashed with joy, and
he pave a great shout of trinmphant laughter. ~

“Loolk! Professor, look at your Robot! Look!” he eried
excitedly.

And still shouting and laughing wildly, he was rushed by

his captors out of the gloomy room into an impenetrable
darkness.

“Where's Jack?” exclaimed Harry Frobisher, suddenly
becoming aware that his chum was not with them.

“Trying to put a bit of salt on a dickey-bird’s tail,”
replied Teddy White drowsily,

“Don’t rot ] Where is he ! demanded Harry.

“It's a fac’, Mr. Harry. I ain’t kidding,” replied Teddy,
sitting up. “T seed him stalking one of them rum-looking
parrots Jest now. Thet's where he went.”

Ee pointed to a mass of dwarf palms, the mighty fronds

) AT

of which sprawled to the ground and
made a kind of screen at one end of the
clearing where the chums were resting.

Harry stretched himself and lounged
lazily forward in the direction indicated,
He was not yet alarmed, and in the
steaming heat of the forest he felt as
limp as a rag :
“ Jack !” he called, as he parted the

2\ iy 7 leafy barrier with his hands and peered
- into the bush.
(Al When there came no answer he called
- again, raising his voice to a shout.
=i still no answer,

Harry yelled again, and this time
there was a note in his voice which
bronght Toddy White to his side. ; ; . “

They dived inte the bush together, shouting in unison for
all they were worth.

Then suddenly they stopped and stared at one another,
and there was alarm in the eyes of both. i

“1 don't like it,” said Teddy in a hollow voice.

“Oh, I bet he is all right,” replied Harry, anxious té
reassure his companion, who was growing properly seared.
““He has lost his way, and finding he could not get back to
us he has gone back to camp.”

Teddy shook his head dolefully.

“T donbt it. Something's ‘appencd. T got a fecling some-
thing’s 'appened,” he said, while his teeth began to chatter.

“Don’t be an idiot.” retorted Harry unsympathetically;
“Juack can lock after himself! Just think it out. What
would you do if wvou lost your way in this jungle? You
would elimb np the hillside till you gpt clear of the bush,
and then work your way round till you came to the platean
where we made our camp. That 1s what Jack has done,
you may bet your life. We ghall find him waiting [or us.”

But although Harery Frobisher spoke so confidently he
was very far from feeling happy about the sudden and
mysterious disappearance of his chum.

It was not like Jack to get lost, or to desert his comrades
without making a determined effort to find them.

Why had he not shouted out to them? There was some-
thing uncanny in the sitlent, almost stealthy way, in which
he had vanished. It was as though he had been spirited
away by some magic power.

Harry could not get rid of this feeling, and the gorgeous,
tropical forest began to assume an ugly and sinister aspect.

“ Let's %et out of this,” he said; and Teddy White was
only too glad to fall in with the suggestion.

They journeyed back more or less by the way they had
cgme, and after a weary tramp through the prickly bushes

Toe Gem Lipmary.—No. 1,118.



26 Every Wednesday.

and tangled vines camé out with a sigh of relief upon the
rocky plateau. :

“Hallo, Jack! Are you there?” shouted Harry, with a
very perceptible note of anxiety in his voice.

When no answer came he darted to the mouth of the
cave and peered in, Seeing no one, he entered, but came
out again almost at once,

“He ain't thera?” said Teddy.

“No, he isn't,” replied Harry.

“Bomething’s 'appaned 1” said Teddy hoarsely, “I knowed
it. Bomething's 'appened. I never oughter hev left me
‘appy ’ome in ‘Ammersmiff. Foreign parts ain’t ’ealthy
for the likes of me. 1 knows wot’s going to 'appen. I
feels it in me bones. First Cap'n Storm was took, now it's
Jack Carter. Next it'll be you, Mr. Harry, and then I'll
be left alone.”

“0Oh, cheer up 1" said Harry. * Perhaps you'll be the next
to be taken, and I shall be the one left alone. Always look
on the bright side. Look here!” he added, with a change
of tone. “The best thirlg we can do 1s to light & fire. If
Jack is really lost in the forest he will elimb a tree and
have a look round, and a column of smoke is the best signal
we can give him.”

The suggestion was sensible for more reasons than one. Tt
gﬁh’p the chums something to do, and in the present state of
their nerves this waz important.

They began to coilect armfuls of dead brushwood from
the edge of the forest and pile it in a heap.

Harry was just returning with a load when he heard a
startled ery from his companion.

It was a cry more of astonishment than fear, but it made
Harry drop his burden and run forward.

Teddy White was standing on the edge of the platean
gazing out across the rolling plain.

“Jumping Jehosophat, wot's ‘that?” he exclaimed, as
Harry camo up.

Harry followed the direction of the little man's gaze, and
a stifling sensation caunght him by the throat.

Out from behind a clump of trees at the far end of the
plain there had just emerged the terrible Thing he had seen
gnee before—the mechanical monster which had seized and
carried away Captain Storm to some frightful, unknown

oom.

The boy beeame sick with fear.

_ “Wot is it?” repeated the little man, still in the
ineredulous tone of one who eannot believe his eyes.

“ It's—it’s the Thing!"” replied Harry, shuddering. *The
'lfljlng” we told you about when you thought we were
iving.

His voice trailed off into silence, and it is doubtful
whether his companion heard what he had said.

The Thing striding towards them across the waste of
brown, parched grass scemecd to be getting bigger and
bigger and more fearsome in its aspect,

Moreover, it appeared to be inspired by a terrible and

definite purpose.

It was coming straight for them, and yet they could not
move.

Palsied with terror, they stood motionless, staring.

“Let's—let's get to the cave ™ said Harry faintly, trying
to drag his companion away; but oven as he spoke Teddy
collapsed and lay in a shivering heap at his feet.

Then the monster was upon them, towering above them,
and in a voice of thunder began to speak.

Dazed and stupefied, his ears deafened by that prodigious
voice, Harry only eaught a phrase here and there,
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thunderous rattle of machinery began a wild, impossible,
fantastic dance on the hillside, for all the world like a
double-jointed Christmas toy at the end of a slring.

" This lasted only a few scconds, and then the amazing
monster leaped into the air, turned a complete somersault,
and then, with a noise that echoed like thunder through the
rocky hillside, crashed to the ground, and lay there dis-
embowelled, a still throbbing, whirring mass of broken
machinery.

Harry awoke as from a hideous nightmare, and heard
someone laughing hysterically, and then discovered, to his
astonishment, that it was himself.

A tkthc samo time tears of relici were streamineg down his
cheeks.

Teddy White had remained with his head buried in tha
ground; but, finding he was not dead, he looked up.

T

“Wot's up ?” he asked, his eyes big, and his little, wizened
face white as a sheet.

Harry could only point to the great heap of shattercd
machinery lying on the hillside beneath them,

Teddy stared, and then slowly rose to his feet.

“Rum !* he said. * Precious rum! DBut wot we got to do
is to keep our nerve. I'm a.older man than you, Mr.
Harry, and you kin take it from me there ain’t no good in
getting flustered. We got to use our 'eads, and keop calm.
I never was one to go 'opping around when danger threat-
ened. Use your 'ead to save your skin. That's my motter.”

It was curious to see that the little man, now that the
danger was past, recovered his self-control more quickly
than Harry. He was adive and unhort, and that was
enough for Teddy until the next danger threatensd.

Harry could net so easily forget the awful experiencs .

through which they had passed.

He felt sick and ill, and there was no strength in any of
his limbs.

He could only stare at what remained of the Thing.
It was quite still now. The intricase machinery, with
its wheels and cogs and levers, which reminded Harry of
the inside of a gigantic wateh, now had no movement,

The Thing was dead, and the boy could scarcely believe
that a minute ago it had scemed so hideously alive,

What was the force which had given the appearance and
the power of life to that man-made monstrosity, and what
had become of that force now?

The mystery of it appalled Harry, and then anocther
thought came to the boy and chilled his blood.

He put the dreadful thought into words as he losked up
at Teddy White, who was now survering the wreckage with
more of curiosity than fear in his sharp, little Cockney face.

“Teddy,” he said, in a voice that trembled in spite of
himself, “do you think it got Jack before—before it came
for us?”

. “No!” declared the little man contemptuously, “Whyr
it's only a blessed machine! Look at it! It's got innards
like a Waterbury.”

“Bui—but you saw it—you saw it just now!” exclaimed
Harry impatiently.

“I saw something. I was that lummoxed, 1 ’ardly knows
[ see. Anyways, I ain't afeared of no blinking
machine, Pull yourself tegevver, Mr. Harry, pull vourself
tegovver! Be a man! Wot we got to do—  Hallo!
Wot's thet?”

His voice changed abruptly, for at that moment he per-

“White men, your hour
meant. . You must die.
e ... Canse of science.”

Harry stared at  the
monstrous  Thing as one
spellbound. He had no
power to move, or even to
think,

He saw the great arm
sweep upwards, and he felt
that the end had come.

And then an amazing thing
happened.

The mighty arm with its
clutching hand, just as it was
about to make its dewnward
sWoop, gave a convulsive jerk
and then described an aimless
circle in the air,

The whole monstrous body
of the Thing scemed to shiver
from head to foot. Then it
lurched, swayed, and with a

has come. . . .

SBecrets not

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Reports keving been veceived to the effect that Professor Rolling, who
went to South Amerien to explore the unknown vepions through which the
Amazon flows, iz held in eaptivity, Captain Storm, a broad-shouldered
man, in company with Teddy White, & middle-nged Cockney, and tuo
poungsters nomed Jack Carfer and Harry Frobisher, set off in seareh of
the missing scientist. Heedless of the dangers andg perils akead, the four
plucky adventurers push on into the unknown vegions until they reach
a cave in the killside where they make camp.  They are arovsed from their
slumbers, however, that night by o startled ery, Rushing to the mouth of
the cave they are horrified to see a huge steel monster formed ke & man, but
of siteh 8?9&13:‘0113 height that its mighty hand over-tops the tallest tree,
Neizing Captain Storm by the waist, this enormons monster Lifts him high
above tlg heod, writhing and struggling helplessly, and carries him QY.
When searching for, food later, Jack Carter comes face to face with Pro-
fessor Rollins, the inventor of this strange monstrosity, ko insists on
the youngster accompanying him to his quarters in the vocks—a large and
brilliantly-tit chamber filted ot with the %—nas! electrical plant in the world.
Convinced that ihe px{s&wr must be mad, Jack deems i€ wise to humour the
unfortunate man until @ chance comes his way to escape.  In consequence
of this he ia gazing inte a comerd obscuro contrivance watehing a demon-
atration of the professor’s potver over the Nobot when Molling informs him
that he iz about fo kil ngk's chems with the oid of this huge mongter.
Before he con carry oul kis murderous act, however, Jack Tunges out with
hia foot, calches the professor fairly in the ribs, and sends him crashing fo

flsor, (Now read on.)

ceived something gliding swiftly and silently towards them

across the plain,

How the Ro-l;ot_ﬁ_'ent Homs—
The Hidden House!

HE two {friends were
standing on the very
edge of the rocky
shelf which had been

cut in the hillside,

Pedring down, they
watched the thing that was
gliding towards them so
noiselessly through the
brown, rank grass of the
plain.

And then suddenly it came
out of the shadow g?the hill,
and they perceived to their
astonishment that it was an
enormous  truck, or Jorry,
laden with men,

Two of the men were dark
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fellows, and
sat quite motion-
less, like wooden
figures in a
mechanical toy.
“Chummy,” said
Teddy, in a hoarso
whisper, “this is
where you and me

they

hev got the same
name, and thet’s
Walker! We ain’t
staying ere. If

that there party of
‘andsome sirangers
iz a'comin’ to pay
us ‘a afternoon
call, they'll find
yours truly not at
‘ome, heving &
himportant engage-

ment elsewhere.
This iz whera we
geoot, skedaddle,

and likewize vam-

cose, . Kim on!”
Wit o bib!?
satd Harry., “Let

us pet behind here
and watch them,
till we see what
they are up to.”

He retreated
from the edge of
the platean, and
concealed  himself
behind the heap of
deuad brushwood
they had gathered
for the fire.

Teddy did like-
wise, and squatted
down by hiz eide,
and from  their
position they could
still see the ruins
of the Robot, and
the enormous lorry I
which now secemed to be bearing down upon it. )

“T'd feel "appier, Mr. Harry, if we was back there in til‘e
forest. I allers did like a bit o' cover. Mark you, 1 am’t
a-thinking of meself. But you hemng so young and 1r:|ncrce|1,t,
1 feels as ‘ow I'm responsible, if you get my meaning, I'd
never fergive meself if anythin® ‘appencd to you. Kim now,
wot about making a bolt fer it7” . i .

“Shut upl* said Harry unceremoniously. T don’t
believe they have come for us at all, and I want to sec¢ what
their game is. If they begin to climb the hill we sh%,ﬂ have
plenty of time to run. Look, look, they’ve stopped ! i

Sure enough, the lorry had come to a halt alongside the
heap of shatfered machinery, and the men began to descend.

Harry noticed that their movements were slow and awk-
ward, and then he gave a gasp ol surprise as he perceived
the reason, ]

To the left leg of each man, just above the ankle, a short
chain was fastened, and at the end of each chain was @
weight. . :

Harry turned a white face to his companion.

“Slaves!” he murmured, in an awed whisper.

“ My word ! responded the little Cockney, with an uncom-
fortable wriggle, “This is a country, ain't it? Gimme ole
England, She may hev ’er faults. 1 ain’t denying thai,
but— Hello! Wot are they up to now?”

The men, numbering more than twenty, and every one of
them earrying some tool or other, had swarmed round the
fallen mochanical giant, and were busy taking the monster
to pleces. 3 : -

They worked very rapidly and apparenily with great skill,
and as they dislodged sections of the Robot they carefully
piled them up on the lorry, . ;

For nearly an hour the two ecomrades knelt behind their
screen of dead brushwood and watched the strange seene.

“They knows their job, anyways,” said Teddy, “and my,
‘ow they works. They are on piccework, I reckon.”

“(r the eye of their master is on them !* suggested Harry
significantly. )

“Mheir master? Who's he 7” asked Teddy in surprise.

“That's what I would like to know,” replied Harry.

The ifdefatigable workers down there on the plain com-
pleted their task at last. b

Every serap of wreckage was loaded on te the lorry. The
men then laboriously clambered on top, dragging their
weighted chains with them, and the next moment . the

When Harry was withina
few paces of the figurs In
the chair, he started back
with a cry of horror. He
could now see, in the
shadow of the bungalow,
that it was a skeleton that
reclined there ! (See page 28,)

ponderous lorry glided away through the rank grass as
swiftly and noiselessly as it had come.

Harry and Teddy While watehed it without speaking
until it had disappeared in the distanve behind that greav
clump of trees from which the Robot had emerged little
more than an hour ago. ]

“And that’s that!” said Teddy with a sigh, as though
he had been holding his breath for a long time.

“1 beliove they are alive!” was Harry's unexpected re-
mark, and Teddy noticed that his eyes were very bright.

“Hey? Who's alive ?” asked Teddy.

“Jack and Captain Storm.”

“Oh! I dessay. Why not? Then I reckon we better
pet busy and light this fire to give ‘em the signal.”

But Harry shook his head.

“No,” he said, “that’s no good. Even if they saw the
smoke they would not come here.”

“ Why not?”

" Because they can't.. If
prisoners.”

“ Prisoners "

Harry nodded.

“Slaves!" he =zaid bluntly.
_ “Wot!” exclaimed Teddy, his little face aglow
;l:dip;na,tiou. “Enghshmen can’t be slavesi
wWCS S

Harry gave his companion a queer look.

“T am afraid, old fellow,” he said, “that the people
who are working this stunt carc for the law just about as
much as the wild cats in the forest. We have run up
against something prefty big and ugly, and if we win
;.hl]‘ough it will be® by our own cfforte. The law won't
wlp us,”™

He spoke with unusual gravity, but at the same fime
not with that hopelessness and despair which Teddy
expected.

In fact there was something almost cheerful in Harry's
demeanonr.

“Yoan ain't down’carted, chummy ?” said Teddy, looking
at the boy curiously.

“Not quite,” replied Harry., “You see I thought hoth
Captain Storm and Jack were dead, and I didn’t seem fo
care what happened. But now I believe they are alive.
T+ iz pretty rotten to think of old Jack going about with a
chain on his ankle, but still while there’s life there’s hope.
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The beasts who are Lelind this magic business are not
gut for murder, but for getting pcoplc to work for them.’

Harry stored ocut over the now deserted plain. e
kiew very well thar he must now take command, and he
tried hard to think what Jack Carter wou!d suggest if he
umc*‘j ore,

At iust he rose to his feet.
1.]~ aecision.

e will gei away fmm here anyway,” he said. “Mhis
scemt to be a danger spot and a favourite hunting ground
for the slave-hunting magic-workers. We will light a fire
and m}l\(- them think we arve still here and then we will
clear | off.”

Teddy heartily agrr-od with this proposal. The fire was
lit, and as the cohumn of smoke rose to the cloudless sky,
the two comrades turned their backs on it and fouht
their way down the hill-side through the thick and tangled
underg owth. ;

The . heat was terrific.

At the coast. before coming up country, Harry Frobisher
with bovish pride, had provided himself with a big Mexican
hlg:]'l-fk{}\\-lhﬁ hat.

This was o good protection from the direct rays of the
blazing - sun. Lut in the steaming heat of the forest it
served-hut little purpose except to malke him feel he was
in a Tllﬂush bath.

They reached the river ab las
down etream for some diztance.

Whien they hod A1 wiged for some two miles, however.
Weih hlu'nraiu to o halt by o stream which flowed
out of* thie_main river into the dense jungle, X

Teddv, in-his cigerness to get on, ‘was for plunging in
hmmmg across, hut }1.:11; abjectod,
ug follow ihr slream mlmnl a bit and cross it when
rrrower,” o said.
o 1.\ as pradent,
more than thice or four I m-.hm yards,
Jightls n  advance, stopped  abr uptly” and
l'\l]<lJTl-lJItlll of surprise. .

< Hallol* Lioak tat this!” be cried: :

Teddy hniried up and Loth peered down at the str

\Vil:ﬂ; thet suw was o canoe fastened by o rope of twis tod
wrass to,a stake driven in the ‘bank. : :

There were two n,d;!lch\ in the esnoe, and it Tookod
=~Il\l<"{‘:l}}lt.. but it had ebwiausly not been used for sonwe
llmt“, for er}nng slants from e river hank-had spread
it and wourd ! “Miemnselved roond  thes seat.
in. L¢§|rH” sotd 'L'«'-d.h':}.'. “That'll suit me all
veshad subont cnough ol this ‘ere- jungic. - Now

¢oofi-the oeean wave!”
it a4 Lk, Feplied ‘Hovry.
wot ‘an  ewner: - Let's have a look round.
<7 tliiek: here, i looks as thongle——="

“8¢pike e pink, Fou are right!? éried Teddy.
oneslnsvbenn bosy hfre.

Ho wenb. forward afew paces nml Harry fol im\ml liiwe:
ihey <tame: out. of the Juangle ante |,-11tt—n
cansifdeyahle. sizes .
The  next moment they J-md anotier ‘-H|‘u|-|‘ Car they
helield, standing“lack sows Gty yords from (he water
odpe, aowetlbuilt bungalow, : iy

1t was surrcunded by what had onee imn o weil-laid
ot garden, + The jungle badd invaded the place and loxur
e mv:l~'.x1:0n4.u]ud !:m distinct traces of the garden
nnull]"od i

A veranda (-xim:dud along  fhe whelo front of ihe
bungalew, awl the house i spite.of its deserted nvpu'r Huardl
it hnn cly. picturesque d”luliuul’l'

Na;, b2 el seo if anvone's lome,” suggested Teddy.
don’t look likie if, Liet 1160 \n;m in Jewving wrd”

l{‘n:\ nodded, A sodon feelinge had talen :'ro-. ;
Il.m fy the presvnee of (his dese rred and neglected home

teadd, :

.lll' word s
what had Decotne r:I

Right or wrong Le had made

and followed the I:J.'mk

they

atcd

for when they had procecde:d
Harry, who was
‘wite n-:l ’.”'

Sugge

« Porhaps tlic thing ha-
The iun'nl isn'k

”Uw)nn--

fiahng

 English seones,

They had evidently bved the place. He' conld see that -
by the ‘n_}j,ng gut of the garden, which had almost an

English 1osk heepite of tht. tropical blooms which now

sprawled over if.

. With a certain timidity, Hmrv Ted-the way along the over-
gro“n path towards the house,

“When within a few paces of it he btoppicd '|bruprh and
seized his companion's arm.

“There's someone herel” he said, in‘a uln-po “'l.nnl-;

He pomtod as he'spoke, to a corner of the veranda 1\111 .
vas in heavy shadow, :

There, in a low hammock chair, reclined the ﬁgma. OI e
man ;Lppawnl!\ asleep, 4

He was wearing white ducks, unr.l his sun lmt was 1-u!hd
forward, concealing his face.

“3Adt we bettor "ook 61" whispered Teddy, 4!

“No, we can't go back now," replied Hdlr\, and advane-
ing, he stepped on to the veranda and approached nho
sleeping figure,

When still half a_dozen paces from it, however, he ato].'-pcd
again, and a cry of dismay cscaped his lips.

He had come near enough to sce that the figure in thc
hammoek chair waz a skeleton |

And it was evident thag “the two c‘nmmdev were, the ﬁrst
to visit the plece since this lonely dw L‘llCl ut the fclrLst had
brmthul iu‘- last.

“He must have died alone,”

voice. “How awful I jde g

“It mav be our luek any day, scems {0 me.” said Tedd
gloowmily. *Come on, sir, let’s hiev a 1LmL indoors, I don’t
lxlnvt'f he'lt mmd now a5 he can'e soe i1 reckon ]||~ d
hev made us welcome if he hod bin ativ

Harry made no reply, buot he followed his
throngh the open door of the bungalow,

o

rmmunrvd Harn m 4 low

x
friend in

w found themselves in g room meatly and ias stefully
fournishod, and quite startlingly ]_mzh-h i lis appeprane
- The pictures ou the walls were lmdscppes of | howicly
and. dven the books on-tho shelves were
mostly English, thoueh thord were a fow in Spamish 5. - -

Harry felt like an intruder, and stood awkwardly waich,
ing his Comj iion, who was }m-\ t‘\ﬂmmlh“ l‘\fi’\ EhlIJ“’ w l”‘
the keenest cupiosiy,

When Teddy went to explore the other rooms, "H'n*u tlls}.
not follow hin, but rewmained in ﬂ‘u FODIL ; they ad ﬂln-i

crite e, ; Y
There was a hook ﬂn_T!w__i.-rM-'- '-w.] ho pie kt(] i, np ‘mﬂ
operied i, It wae in- English, but Harey («‘nuid not_nii
ke |L af 1, for 11 svas a -llJllll d me wliend 1\01]\ QIJ 1{01-1 il
ihistars, e
O the fiv-leaf, however, was writter: ©To Dtu'iﬂl‘ I]l'lll‘.

‘~'|m(|* from Lis ofd feiend and eolleazne, Rmul]d Kerr 3
Hurry put down the book as his companion retuyned, »7 2
“Look Lere, Mr. Havey.” said the litile man, “Hhiis

half o bad erib. “ Ot dCI you say to m'ﬂ\mg this our }:r‘.

quariees for a bit? i
Harry, who had taken off his high ommmd hat as ~r|r11

as he had realized the najupe of thit 1!.111{10 figure on'_thy

veramnda, aud had been carrying it cver sinee, now put it
down on a small table in tmuf nl the windaw '1111! mnmd In

his [riend, e
Yoz, he smdid c.m\n— il docs not scem io l.JcIonﬂ' f:-
ansope ¢ s mow, does 15 y;

“Wlioever it |-| Jotigs o dae: 't qeetn to F: Ve 1“11(‘]1 nse
for i, anywavs® replied the Gocknes.. * Beerns 1o me ilis
made for us. 1t's cosy and it's gniet, -LIII] it's ]nrl away Mitee
andd snng. and T reckon we'll be as safe

He was interrupted by the shatp m?.nl. of vifl H:m 35
hat spun round nz Ilmugh it were alive, and then ltr|||s]m’] i
the floor, At the same nioment a I\uTILr bitried dtsell iu thoe
wall opposite.

(Youwll all agree that this yipping sevial is full of
gripping situations; but these eee nothing to compare
rith wehat is to cowme, No veader showld nriss o line
of Heis powerful advenfare sceial.)

’ : or direch
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