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“*Oh! " cried Cousin Ethel breathlessly. ' I'm furious!

—

By
artin Clifford

1 was hiding in a box-room at the top of the stairs ! Somebody

found me—I don’t know who it was ' yes 7 ' queried Tom Merry in bewilderment. ‘' In the dark, whoever it was,
he kissed me ! ** . . . . Suddenly and without warning a cloud of suspicion is thrown ever what had promised to be one of the

Jjotliest of house-parties !

CHAPTER 1.
Eaggy on the Prowl !

11 LL clear!”
A Bagley Trimble, of the Fourth Form at St

Jim’s, murmured those words with much satis-
faction.

Trimble—the fattest junior at St. Jim's—had stepped
cautiously into the Bhell passage from the stairs, and he
grinned when he found that the passage was empty. With
a fat waddle he rolled swiftly in the direction of the door
of Study No. 10

Study No. 10 was the room occupied by Tom Merry, the
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eaptain of the Shell, and his two chums, Harry Manners and
Monty Lowther. Three minutes ago, Baggy had seen Tom
Merry & Co. hurrying down to the river with their bathing
things, evidently intent upon a plunge into the Rhyl before
tea, so that he knew their study to be empty.

Baggy Trimble had a very particular reason for wishing
to visit Study No. 10 when it was empty.

That morning Baggy had seen a large hamper being
borne into Tom Merry & Co.’s study. Evidently the
Terrible Three were in funds, and had been laying in ‘a
supply of tuek from Dame Taggles’ little shop. %t Was
near the end of the term; in fact, in a few days Bt. Jim’'s
woutld be breaking up for the summer holidays. Tom
Merry & Co. were apparently intending to celebrate the
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end of the term with a cheery little feed to some friends,
since the amount of tuck that Baggy had seen being
,carhzed into their study was tfar too much for their own
needs. i

Baggy Trimble was about the last person whom Tom
Merry & Co. would invite to the feast, however. Never-
theless, the fat Fourth-Former meant to sample the con-
tents of that hamper, by hook or by crook!

Softly the Falstaff of the School House pushed open
the study door, slipped in with a gleeful chuckle, and closed
it noiselessly behind him.

The study was empty, as he had known it to be.

“Good!” chuckled Bagzy fo himself,

He rolled across the room to the cuiaboa.rd and opened
the door. It was a relief to find it unlocked. Mean, sus-
picious fellows had a habit of locking up tuck that Baggy
found most uncalled for. He stared in with greedily gleam-
ing eyes.

“"My hat!”

Bgag.gy‘s mouth fairly watered.

The tuck had been removed from the hamper, and was
faid out on the shelves. Pork-pies, brown and tasty, a
couple of big iced cakes, a tin of chocolate biseuits, jam-
tarts and buns galore, ham and tongue, and pickles and
ginger-beer. There was a collection in the cupboard that
even Baggy could not have improved upon!

A This is ripping!” muttered Baggy, licking his lips.

Oh, prime! The beasts- wen't be back from their bathe
for a while, either. Mean rotters! They'd never have
asked me to their spread, I know. Stingy beasts!”
Baggy rcached out o greedy hand for one of the pork-
pies.

Then he hesitated. Though Tom Merry & Co. were
unlikely to return to the studv for some time, there was
always the danger that someone else might look in to sce
them.  And Baggy knew what the results of discovery
would be.

“Better lock the door,” grinned Baggy to himself, and
turned to do so.

Dut as he was rolling across the study to accomplish his
purposs he halted suddenly, listening. .

Footsteps were approaching along the passage.

Baggy jumped. Ilis face went a sickly colour as the foot-
steps stopped outside the study door.

“0h lor'!” }

Baggy glanced round wildly.

A tall screen stood in one corner of the room, and it did
not take the fat junior more than two seconds to vanish
behind it as the door opened, after a brisk tap.

Crouching behind the screen, Baggy gasped as he heard
footsteps enter the room. He had hoped that the visitor,
whoever it was, would go away at once, on finding that
Tom Merry & Co. were not at home. But apparently the
fellow who had entered the study had no such intention.
Baggy heard the door close. o

“I may as well wait till Tom Mewwy weturns,” came a
murmuring voice that Baggy recognised without difficulty
as that of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy of the Fourth, the swell
of 8t. Jim's.

And, to Baggy's utter horror, Arthur Augustus could be
heard seating his elegant person in the armchair, to await
the return of the captain of the Shell.

Beads of perspiration stood out on Baggy's fat face.

“0h crumbs!”

Baggy hardly dared to breathe.

If the swell of St. Jim's discovered him there, he would
undoubtedly inform Tom Moerry & Co. of the fack! It
would not take the Terrible Three long to guess the true
reason for Baggy's presence in the study during their
absence, and the results would undoubtedly be painful for
that fat grub-hunter!

“Oh dear!” gasped Baggy. “What on
cfm rtT}’ docs that ass Gussy want to stay here

or?

He shifted his cramped position a trifle,
and groaned inwardly.

There was still the chance that Arthur
Augustus would get tired of waiting. But if
Baggy pinned his hopes to that possibility, he
was doomed to disappointment. Arthur
Augustus had picked up a magazine that had
been lying on ihe arm of his chair and “was
contentedly glancing through it.

The wild idea came to Baggy that it might
bo possible for him to steal out of the study
behind the back of the swell of 8t. Jim’s
without being noticed. DBut he dismissed it
with a despairing groan. Better to wait, even
though it meant waiting all the evening, till
the study was empty again, than risk discovery.

After what. secemed an eternity to Paggy,
footsteps were again to be hoard approaching
the study door.

The door swung back with a crash, and the cheery voice
of Tom Merry rang through the study.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's old Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet as Tom Merry, Manners,
and Lowther, looking very fit and healthy after their dip,
tramped into the study. L

‘“Hallo, Gussy!” grinned Monty Lowther. “What have
you parked yourself in here for? ave Blake & Co. kicked
vou out of their study at last? I wondered how much
longer they'd stand vour waistcoats.”

““Dai Jove! Weally, Lowthah—"

“Hallo!" ejaculated Manners, his eyes falling on the
open door of the cupboard. *You den’t mean to say
you've been raiding our tuck, Gussy?”

“Pway do not be widiculous, Mannahs!”

“No, 1t's all right,” grinned Manners, closing the door
of the cupboard, after a glance in. *“The grub’s all there.

Gussy's not guilty !
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“Weally, Mannahs!” Arthur Augustus polished his cele-
srated eyeglass and placed it in his eye, surveying Manners
wxith rather a frosty look. *I twust you do not sewiously
suggest that I wonld stoop to waidin’ anothah fellow’s
gwub 1"

“Well, what's the reason for the honour of your esteemed
visit, my lord?” inquired Monty Lowther, tossing a wet
tawel into the corner.

“I have had a lettah——""

“A letter 7 echoed Monty Lowther. “Not from the
young lady in the Rylecombe linendraper’s Gussy ?”

“Bai Jove!” « Arvthur Augustus went decidedly pink.
“Pway do not be an uttah ass, Lowthah! You know vewy
well that T am not even acquainted with the young lady
at the dwapah’s.” .

‘“Must be from his tailor, then,"” said Manners solemnly.
““An urgent message about the new cut in trousers—"

“The lettah is not fwom my tailor, Mannahs, you ass!
The let?}h is fwom my patah—-"

“Oht

“It appeahs that my patah has taken a house in Cornwall
for the holidays,” went on Arthur Augustus. “A place on
the cliffs at a vewy wild and lonely part of the coasi—"

“Sounds ripping I’ cut in Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, wathah! It does, doesn’t it! Well, my patah has
w'itten to suggest that I bwing along a few pals to spend
the vac there. Blake and Hewwics and Dig have alweady
agweed to come, and so have Levison and Clive. I unduh-
stand that my patah has himself w'itten to Ithel, and she
and”Dawis Levison and Lady Peggy will be in the partay,
too.

“ Lucky chap !” exclaimmed Tom Merry. :

Ethel Cleveland was D’A:‘cﬁ’s Ipretty cousin, who was a
pupil at Spaldingl-l Hall, a school for girls near Wayland.
With Ethel, and her great chums, Doris and Lady Peggy,
Gussy’s holiday house-party looked like being a very cheery
affair indeed.

“1 looked in to ask you thwee if you would join the ewowd,
t00,” finished Arthur Augustus, glancing from one io another
of the Terrible Three. .

Tom Merry & Co.’s faces lit up. :

Arthur Augustus chuclded. The looks upon their faces
were in themselves sufficieni answer to his question.

*You bet !” ecried Monty Lowther excitedly, and he broke
into a wild war-dance on the study carpet. “Rather!”

“Thanks awfully, Gussy ! gasped Manners. “I’ll come if
my people don’t objeet, and 1 know they won't!”

“Same here! Count mg in!” chuckled Tom Merry, and
he smacked the swell of St. Jim’s on the back so heartily
that Gussy's eyeglass shot from his eye, and he almost went
sprawling.

“Ow! Bai Jove!”® Arthur Augustus rubbed his back.
“Pway do not be so wuff, Tom Mewwy—"

“Sorry, old hoss I grinned Tom. ‘

‘here was a delighted gleam in the face of the captain of
the Shell.

The Terrible Three had been guests of Lord Eastwood’s—

ussy’'s father—on previous occasions, and they had always
had a splendid time, whether at Eastwood House, their
noble chum’s home, or elsewhore. The prospeet of a holiday
spent in a house on the Cornish cliffs, together with Blake &
Co. and Levison and Clive, and Ethe] & Co., from Spalding
Hall, was one that appealed more than anything else coul
have done to the chums of Study No. 10.

*“The place is called Penpewwo House,” went on the swell

of St. Jim’s. “It is a vewy old place, I undahstand.”

“Fenperro House ?” repeated Manners eagerly. “That
sounds a good old Cornish name—"

He broke off, with a jump.

Crash!

Baggy Trimble bad been listening to the conversation
from behind the screen, with an eager gleam in his eyes.
He had forgct.ten caution for a moment, and in venturing
to move his cramped limbs he had leaned against the
screen.

In the middle of Manners® words, the screen went crash-
ing over, to reveal the fat fizure of Baggy Trimble erouch-
ing, with dismayed face, in the corner of the room.

e —

CHAPTER 2.
Chucked Out !

i« WEAT SCOTT!”
G “M-my only aunt!*
The four juniors stared at the quaking figure of

the fat Fourth-Former in utter astonishment.
Baggg gas;}ed.
c:o : IOl‘ I:s
Then he gave a yelp as Tom Merry strode towards him
Tae Gem Lmrsey.—No. 1,120,
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and grasped him
“Ow! Leggo!l”

“What are you doing in here, you fat worm?” demanded
Tom angrily. 3

“Yow! N-nothing! I—I just looked in to—to borrow &
book——" panted Baggy wildly, wriggling like a hooked
fish in Tom's grasp. ]

'.‘Tlhat. why you hid behind the screen?” smiled Tom
grimly. . -

Ow! Yes! I meon, nunno! You see, I heard Gussy
come in, and I thought perhaps he’d come to raid your grub,
and so I t.huught it would be doing you a good turn td
watch him > :

“Bai Jovel”
“Of course, I didn’t come to raid the grub myself,” went
on Baggy hastily. “I hope yon don’t think that, you know®
1 wouldn’t do such a thing. We Trimbles are the soul of
honour, end to raid a chap’s grub is a thing T wouldn't
st?:alp ;c% Jnyseif. I only eame in to borrow some ink—-"
i 2

y the collar, jerking him to his feet.

“ I—I mean some paper——"

“It was a_book before!” said Tom grimly.

“Oh crumbs! Was it? T—I mean, of course! You ses,
I wanted to horrow a book, and some ink and paper as well.

‘ow ! Leggo, you beast !” o

“You fat fibber!” snorted Tom.
you came here to loot that tuck 1”*

“I didn’t!” hooted Trimble desperately. “T didn’t know
you'd got any tuck! I thought the cupboard was empty, as
a matter of ?act." R

“Then why did you think Gussy might have come to raid
the grub?” chucklod Monty Lowtﬂer. -

¥ blinked at him. .

“Abem! You sce—" :

% Oh, chuck that fat pirate out!” growled Manners, “Pass
him across [” :

“ Clertainly I grinned Tom.

Yaraoogh 1* :

Baggy gave a wild yell as Tom Merry sent him spinning
across to Lowther. Lowther, with a hefty shove, sent him
on to Manners. Manners had already opened the door, and
with & well-placed boot he propelled the yelling fat figure of
Baggy Trimble into the passage.

“Oh! Yow! Whooops!”

Baggy collapsed on the linoleum in a wild heap.

“And stay out!” growled Manners. “If we catch vou in
here again before the end of the term, you'll get flayed 12

“Hear, hear!”

“Oh! Groooch!”

Bagey gave o heart-rending groan.

“T'm injured |” moaned Baggy, rolling his eyes in a truly
awful way. “Oh! Yow! T think my back’s broken in
three places! A few ribs have gone, too, I think! Ow!?

“Oh, get up, you fat shammer I grunted Manners,

“1 can’'§!” groaned Baggy., “I—I'm dying! Every-
thing’s going ﬁarkl Oh! Manners, I forgive you!”

“Thanks!” grinned Manners, and slammed the door.

Baggy blinked at the closed door indignantly.

“Beasts [’ he gasped. “They jolly well don’t care if I
am dying! Heartless beasts!™

He was about to seramble to his feet and roll away when
he heard footsteps at the end of the passage. Talbot of the
Shell had appeared from the stairs. Ho starved at Baggy in
surprise. :

Baggy uttered a heart-rending groan. He always liked to
get a little sympathy if possible; though in his case it
was very seldom possible.

“Oh! Grooooaoh! ¥Yowl” ?

Talbot halted, staring down at Baggy’s rolling eyes in
astonishment, |

“What on earth’s the matter with you!” he demanded.

“I'm dying!” moaned Baggy feebly. “Manuers set on
me like a madman, for some reason. My spine’s broken in
five places, T think. Ow! The agony's awful!”

“Must be!” nodded Talbot iravely. “But perhaps you
areu'th ?ﬁ ill ag you think, old chap.”

“Eh?

“You know jolly wall

Baggy blinked at Talbot a trifle suspiciously. But Talbot’s
face was very grave and sympathetio, &
“If you ask me,”’ went on Talbot, shaking his head

solemnly, “ill though you are, a snack might pull you
round.”

“A snack ?” repeated Baggy. He sat up a trifle,

“Yes,” nodded Talbot. “What about some eold

chicken and ham, and a few pork pies?”

Baggy's eyes glinted. He happened to know that Talbot
was in funds. If he could only work on the Shell fellow’s
sympathy enough it looked to Baggy as though he would
be in luck! S}

He gave another heart-rending i;roa.n.

“I1—1 fancy a snack might pull me round!” he gasped.-
*“Ow!l Ves!|”?

“Then what about some sardines and some poached
eggsi” murmured Talbot sympathetically,
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SN hi o p!"™ There wasa terrific crash,
followed by two wild howls, as Arthur Augustus D'Arcy and
Baggy Trimble Ianded ina heap at the bottom of the School
House steps. With Trimble’s fat figure pinning him down,
D*Arcy spluttered and gasped faintly, " Ow! Dwag him oft ! *!
(See Chapter 3.)

“Ow! They'd do me o lot of good!” meaned Bagey.
“Might save my life, in fact.” = &

“ And perhaps a dozen or two of tarts—"

“Rather I

“And some mice cheese-cakes—

“ Yes * n9<i<icd Baggy, with an agonised groan, “Two-
Penny ones.”

“ And some cream buns, e¢h?”

'f‘s'es !u
h“Ym’x think they would be really good for you, oid
chap?’

“Sure of it!”

“Anything else you'd like?” asked Talbot gravely,

“Well, some sponge-cakes, perhaps, and cclairs.”

“ Anything else i

“Just a few bottles of ginger-pop,” moaned Baggy.

“That the lot? Mind you, you ought to be sure first that
all that would really do you good!”

“I know they would!”

“Then I sincerely hope you get ’em,” said Talbot
cheerily, and strolled on, grinning, leaving Baggy Trimble
to stare after him in speechless wrath,

“You—you—you—->="

But words failed Baggy as he vealised that Talbot had
been pulling his leg. He scrambled up and rolled off with
feelings too deep for words.

Apparently there was to be no feed for Beggy that day,
after all!

— .

'CHAPTER 8.

= Not Wanted |

1 SAY, old chap!”?
I Arthur Augustus D’Arcy furned his head. Te
i had been strolling ucross the Hall when he had

heard thet hail. “His expression was not particularly

friendly svhen he found that it was Bagey Trimble who
was rolling towards him.

“Yaas? I am in wathah a huwwy, Twimble——"

“Bhan’t keep you a jiff!® smirked Baggy, buttonholing
the swell of 8t. Jim's with a fat finger and thumb. “I—I
say, old chap, about your party for Cornwall »”

“Well 7™

“ Haven't
eagerly.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus frowned in thought. Then
he shook his head. “Not that1 am aware of, Twimble!”

you forgotten something?” inquired Baggy

“But you have, old chap!” smirked }_’;aggy.
“Weally¥ What have I forgotten, deah Loy ?”
“Why,"” chuckled Baggy, “you've forgotten to invite

P

me .

“Gweat Scott1”
“I'm nok
395

“But it's all right,” went on Baggr kindly.
offended. It only slipped your memory, I suppase?
*“Bai Jove !® :
“Anyway, thanks awfully for the invitation, old chap,”
smirked Baggy. “Jolly kind of you. Though, of course, the
presence of a chap like me will lend some tone to tha

parcty i

* M.y hat!”

“I mccept your kind invitation, old fellow,” continued
Baggy. <My people will be awfully cut up not having

me with them over the hols, but they'll have to lump ir,
Trimble Towers won't seem the same without me, of
course—-"

“Why, you—you cheekay wottah!”

“Ehf

“I have not invited you to join the partay, Twimble !”

hooted Arthur Augustus indignantly,
2

“Oh, really, Gussy

*“And I do not intend to do so, you fat wottah !*

“B-but I—i say 2
. “Wats 1™

Arthur Augustus eailed away with a very indignant look
uponmhis aristocratic face. Baggy Trimble stared after him
blankly, !

That a fellow could deliberately turn down the offer of
his_charming companionship for the summer holidays was
quite astonishing to Baggy Trimble. 1

He senttled attor Apthur Augustus and ecaught up with
him at the top of the steps leading down into the quad.
Baggy cluched the swell of St. Jim’s by the sleeve,

“ Gussy, old chap—"

“Wats!”

“But, I say—"

“Pway leave me alone, Twimble 1"
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“Look here,” hooted Baggy, with great indignation, * are
JC:?NEO;RF to listen to what I have io say or nobt?”
ot}

Arthur Augustus shook off Baggy’s fat hand and pro.
ceeded down the steps. Baggy jumped after him and
clutehed him by the tail of his coat.

“Look here, Gussy,"” he exclaimed in a wheedling voice,
“don’t be a beast, you know! I've had lots of offers from
various titled relations to spend the holidays with them,
but I'm willing to turn ’em all down in your favour. See?
I'll spend the vae with you in Cornwall instead, since you
preSs nlc—” = . 1

“1 don't pwess-you, deah boy !” sniffed Arthur Augustus.
. “Oh, rcally, Gussy! The girls will be disappointed if
'm not there. Ethel's frightfully keen on me——""

“B-bai Jove!”

“ And so's Lady Peggy! They’d be awiully cut up—"

“You—you impudent wottah!” gasped the swell of St.
Jim’s. “How dare you pwofess that Lady Peggay or my
cousin are even intewested in you, you fat boundah? I
feel compelled to administah a feahful thwashin’ [”

Yarooop I .

True to his threat, Arthur Augustus had planted a fist
upon Baggy’s fat little nose. aggy gave 8 howl, and
toppled backwards. He clutched frantically at Arthur
Augustus as he felt himself falling, and there was another
vell from the swell of St. Jim’'s as that aristoeratic youth
felt two fat arms clutching him round the neck.

“Gweat Scott ! Oh! Yarooooogh 1 3

With wildly waving arms Arthur Aungustus went flying
down the steps in Baggy's clutc_hmi embrace. There was a
terrific crash as the two landed in the quad at the bottom of
the steps.

“Oh! Gwoooh! Yawooop!?

It was unfortunate for Arthur Auvgustus that he was
underncath when he and the Falstaff of the School House
landed on the gravel! With his face in a puddle left by
the recent rain, pinned down by the fat figure of Baggy
Trimble seated on his back, the swell of St. Jim’s spluttered
and gasped and yelled.

“Ha, ha, hal”?

There wera soveral juniors near the fool of the steps, and
they shricked at the sight of the swell of Bt. Jim’s sprawling
in the puddle with Baggy Trimble reclining dazedly on top
of him, :

“Ha, ha, ha! Look at old Gussy!” chortled Clifton Dane,
the Cansdian junior. “What’s the idea, Gussy? Practising
an acrobatic turn with Baggy, or what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!® o

“Ow! Bai Jove! Dwag him off, deah boys!” panted
Arthur Augnstus faintly.

Clifton Dane and Bernard Glyn hauled Baggy up, and
the swell of St. Jim’s rose unsteadily to his feet.

His face was splashed with dirty water, his waistcoat was
muddy, and his immaculate trousers were no longer a thing
of beauty and a joy for ever! With one speechless glare at
Baggy Trimble, Arthur Augustus turned and stamped up
the steps back into the School House, e :

Baggy blinked after him. He seuttled hastily in pursuit,
and his clutching fingers buttonholed Arthur Augustus at
the top of the steps. s - i

“QGussy, old chap! It's all right about Corjr’ma!l. eh?
gasped Bagry. “I'm in the party, of course?

Arthur Aungustus did not reply in words.

He hit out, and his fist landed on Baggy's eye. Bagey
went rolling down the steps again, with heavy bumps, to
land with a crash and a yell at the bottom. Arthur

Augustus turned and vanished into the House, breathing

ard.

“Oh! Yooop! Ow!” =

Baggy sat up and blinked at the grinning group of
juniors,

“Oh crumbs|” groancd Baggy. “The beast! He scems
quite waxy "

“Ha, ha, hal? - z

Baggy scrambled up painfully, and limped disconsolately
away, followed by the chuckles of the Elunicrs. &

Somehow his kind suggestion that he should join the
party that Lord Eastwood was to enfertain in Cornwail
during the helidays had not met with much suceess,

But even now Bapgy Trimble had by no means given up
his intention of joining the party. By fair means or foul,
i!lc was determined to enjoy the hospitality of Penperro

ouse, 2

CHAPTER 4.
Baggy, Too |
HE last days of the term secemed to fly by for most
of the fellows at St. Jim's.
With the exams at lakt over, and only a couple
more days to go befors the final breaking-up,
gcniors and juniors alile were in high spirits. Tnd-of-term
Tue Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,120
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rags and celebrations were the order of the day! Even
the masters went about with expectant smiles upon their
faces.  And on the final day of all, after the Head's
breaking-up speech in Big Hall, and the prize distribu-

tion, with nothing left for the fellows but to fGnish their.

packing and hurry away from thé school to their various
scatiered destinations, there was only one unhappy face to
be seen!

That was the fat face of Baggy Trimble.

Bagay was faced with the dismal prospect of a holiday
spent with his people, Trimblo senior by no nieans
approved of his fat son and heir's slacking habits, and was
wont to insist upon Baggy taking long walks and other
hc;al%h_;; exercise—a prospect which appalled Baggy beyond
wWordas

By now Baggy was not feeling quite so sure of his ability
to tack himself on to the cheery party destined for the
hospitality of Lord Eastwood in Cornwall,

In Baggy's opinion, Arthur Augustus D'Arey had a
heart of stone!

All Baggy's efforts to coax an invitation for himself
to Penperro House had been utterly wasted. In fact, he
had been bumdpcd by Blake & Co. on several occazions for
hanging round Study No. 6 in the Fourth in his attompts
to persuade the swell of 8f, Jim’s that the one fellow
who was essential for the success of a holiday house-party
was Baggy Trimble.

By the last morning Baggy was feeling just about
desperate,

He stood at the top of tho steps outside the School House
and watched noisy groups departing for the station, with
their luggage piled high in the station van, and scowled.

He was still wondering how he could successfully tack
?umelf on to Arthur Augustus’ party, but his hopes Werk
ow. ;

“Gussy’s a beast|”

“Th? Who's 2 beast

Baggy jumped. He had not rcalised that anyone was

within earshot when he had given vent to his feclings with
that angry remark. He turned, to find Jack Blake of the
Fourth standing beside him,

“Ahem!” Baggy coughed. Blake, as Arthur Augultns
best chum, was looking rather grim, and Baggy edged
aﬁ-a-_v ’I'mstll}'. “I—I said that Grundy's a beast, thai's
T :

“What?" roared an angry voice behind him.

“Oh, lor'!"” - -

Baggy jumped again. He had not noticed the rugged
fignre of George Alfred Grundy of the Shell coming up
behind him, with Wilkins and Gunn. '

“I—I meant (ore's a beast!” stammered Baggy, wvery
hastily, “1—*

“Oh, I'm a beast, am 1%”

Gore of the Shell appeared at the top of the steps at that
moment, with a suitcase in his hand, evidently bound for
the station. Baggy turned a very sickly hue.

“T—I meant—-"

But Gore did not wait to hear what Baggy had meant.
All he knew was that for some reason tffe fat Fourth-
Former had called him a beast, and he hit out, landing a
lar‘gc fist on Baggy's nose.

* Yaroooogh |

“I'll give you another mext term, Fatty I grinned Gore.
“Cheerio, you chaps!™

And Gore tramped down the steps and across towards
the gates, whistling. Baggy, tenderly rubbing his nose,
turned disconsolately into the House and rolled tup the
stairs,

At the end of the Fourth Form passage he hesitated.
Then he turned in the direction of gtudy No. 6.

There was no harm in asking Arthur Augusius yeb again
for the coveted invitation to Penperro House!

Bagzgy knocked at the door of the celebrated apartment,
but there was no reply from within, Baggv opened ‘the
door and blinked inte the room. .

It was empty. But as he was about to close the door
again and roll dejectedly away he paused.

His eyes were fastened on-a large trunk standing in
the middle of the floor, with the swell of St. Jim's initials
on it in big letters. Suddenly Bagry's eyes gleamed.

“My hat 1" >

A desperate idea bad come to Baggy Trimble.

He glanced up and down the passage. It was empty.
Rolling quickly into the room, he shut the door behind
him, and in another moment he was raising the lid of the
trunk, which was unlocked.

Tt was full to the brim with neatly folded clothes,
Arthur Au?ustus had evidently packed with great ecare,
The rest of the lugmage from Study No. 6 had gone to
the station in advance, but the swell of St. Jim's had not
finished his eareful packing till less than half an hour aga,
and so the trunk was left behind, and the jumniors would
have to take it with them to the station themsclves,

Baggy chuckled, and his eyes glinted.
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TNl do it!” he breathed.

He dragged open the door of the study cupboard, and
with feverish haste began to bundle the ‘elegant contents
of the frunk on to the empty shelves, Coats and trousers
and shirts and gorgeous ties and gleanming shoes were
thrown into the cupboard in a way that would have made
Gussy's blood boil had he been there to sép!

When at last the trunk was empty, Baggy shut the cup-
board, turned the key in the lock, and hid the key under
the carpet.

“He, he, he! They'll never guess—"/ s

Baggy broke off sharply. TFoolsteps were coming along
the passage. 3

It wags the work of a moment for Bagey to clamber into
the deep trunk and close the lid upon himself. Even as
thedlic! ell, the door opened, and tramping feet entered the
study,

“1 will lock the twunk, Taggles!” .

Tt was the voice of Arthur Augustus. Baggy, in the
‘trund, heard a key turned above his head. Then came the

T

With the aid of the swell of St. Jim's,
hoisted the trunk on to his back, and staggered” with it
from the study and down the stairs, followed by the elegant
figure of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.  Within the trunk
Begey lay curled-up comfortably, and grinned to himself,

He was bound for Penperro House, after alll

“He, he, he!”

Baggy gave vent to a soft,

Down the steps into the quad he was borne, and a little
later he felt himseli being hoisted on to the roof of a
waiting taxicab.

He could hear the voices of the juniors and the cheery
shouts and farewells that were going on by the gates.

number of taxis and ecabs were rolling off to Rylcomba
and Wayland, l:n'es.ring‘I grinning 8t. Jim’s fellows away for
the summer vae, 8t Jim's was emptying rapidly, Alfeady
most of the fellows had gone. Arthur Augustus and his
guests were among the last to leave.

“Evewybody heah, deah boys?”

“Rather!”

Taggles at lask

gleeful chuckle.

voice of old Taggles, the porter,
“Wot I

and Baggy held his breath.
“My heye!
D'Arcy ! grumbled Taggles.
“Allow me to help you.
is waitin' ¥

says is, it's werry thirsty work, Master I’ Arey.”
There followed the musical clink of moncy and a grati.
fied grunt from Ephraim Taggles. Then the trunk rocked,

Which it’s a werry heavy trunk, Master Ha,

We are wathah late—the taxi

men——*

“Off we go, Gussy!”
“Cheerio, Taggles!
“Wobt I says is,

: _Ser: vou next term!”
it's werry hot work, young gentle-

" Plenty of water in the fountain, Taggy!”

ha, ha!”
“My- heye!

Wot T says is—"
But already Gussy’s party were climbing into the waiting

(Continued on next page.)

/ questions

out blinking an cye.

Q. Who was Houdini ?

A. He was a performer who specialised
in “escapes” from handeufls, ropes,
boxes, and prisons, “ Webb,"” of Gerrard’s
Cross,  So expert did he become that ho
parned the nameo of the Hendeuff King.
One of his successors is Murray, the Escapo-
logist, who, a year or two ago, performed
the amazing feat of getting out of bonds
while suspended at a great height over
London traffie.

Q. Can a bearded man tell a bare-
faced lie 7

A. What do you think
logian ” ¢ TI'll bet it's &
him sometimes |

oursoli, * Col-
ose shave with

Q. Who is the best all-round sports-
man in the world 7

. A. Our sub-editor—or thinks he is!
Next to him comes the office boy—in his
own estimation !

Q. What is a Maliese cross 7

A. Bam Smiley, of Woking, wants to
know the shape of one, so I think I can
best show him by including the illustration
herewith, drawn by our special artist whose
picture “_Bluabe]lg in Bloomsbury " was
recently hung on the clothes-line to dry.

- What is the pons asinorum ?
Yes,  Laddie,” you certainly came

What is a Maltese Cross ? Weli
two answers to that query. b
choice; chums,

“ Why does the chicken
cross the road 7 '
io only one of ths many

wizard-wonder man, the
Ovracie, can answer with- i
Test him, and you'll be surpriged at the result!

here are
ake your

This

that our

unsgtuck in your Tatin
stating it was a * ponderous ass.”
you must not take your reproof to heart
too much ; Form-masters have the habit of
temporarily disliking chaps who do things
lilke that, ' Literally, pons asinorum {s the
“bridge of asses.””  But perhaps you will
soon ba tacl;linf the Gth proposition of the
1st book of Kueclid! This is also the
Er-ime example of something exiremoly

ifficult for beginners, and so the
termm pons asiporum has come to mean
anything thatis jargon or “* double Dutch ¥
to people,

Q. What are the doldrums ?

A, I beliove I have answered this ques-
tion before in these columns, “ Tommy
Dodd,” of Derby, It is a region of calm
or light winds near the Equator which used
to prove excecdingly trying to the numer-
ous sailing ships of the old days. Someo
luckless craft have been becalmed for
weeks ! The doldrums also means de-
pression, down in the durups.  Yoursecond
question as to how much money is needed
for emigrating to Canada is a more difficult
one, as it depends on so much. You
should writo to the Salvation Army,
Migration House, Upper Thames Strect,
London, X0.C.4, and the experts there
will be glad to mve you full particulars
about the Dominion,

Q. What is a fetish ?

A. Iinclude this question hocause
the word oceurs in a lettor which
I have received from an enthusiastic
coloured reader of the * Gem " who |
lives in someo place with a jaw-
eracking name on the Gold Coast
—West Africa, you know, Here is
his epistolatory effort: “So dear
Mister Oracle, May your shadow
never grow less or birds nest in your

beard. I am OIld-Time Reader of

your Mighty Papor and wish to
make communications with further
Subseriptionists to the illustriova
‘Gem." Toeach Chum who sends
to me (Post-Paid) specimens of
English helf-soveroigns, Fourtoons
Carrot rings or Gold Tooth-Fillings,
I will return one handsome
Lucky Pebbla from African boech,
Carriage-Paid on Delivery. Also,
Mister Orsele, I will sénd you
handsome fetish—a luck charm,
made of Solid Wood guaranteed.
In return for Same Iwish that first
you send me one big hamper of
fnglish tinned foods and other
edible Such-Likes. P.S, Please

translation by |elso put Top Hat and some Starched
But | Shirts in with tinned foeds when dispateh-

I

ing Same.” Well, thore's the lottar,
chums, just as it arrived from the
Gold Coast. I have not published my
optimistic coloured reader’s name and
address in cage you other fellows write and
send him—your personal opinions !

A perfoct saymbol of * dolce far niente,'

Q. What is doice far niente ?

A. Wo seem to be hot on Latin this weels,
chums ! Here's ** Lover of Groek "'asking
why he can't find it in his French dic.
tionary ! Probably because it's not there,
“ L., of G." The translation of it is
pleasant idleness, and I have bribed the
artist with a bag of monkey.nuts (without
which Tio ean never do his best work), to
depict a perfect symbol of it in the office
boy earning his living when the Editor has
been called out to talk over a new serial
with an author in the local bun-and-milly
shop !

Q. Where and what are the Manacles?
A. Rocks ofl tho Cornish coast, I, B,

Q. What does B.N.C. stand for?
A, Brasonose College, Oxford.
Tue Geu Lisrary.—No, 1,120,
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taxis that were to take them to Wayland Junction, locking
in_for Ethel & Co. at Spalding Hell on the way.

It was a big party. In addition to Blake & Co. and Tom
Merry & Co. and Levison and Clive, Talbot of the Shell
had been invited to spend his holidays at the big house in
Cornwall, and had accepted the invitation gladly And, by
the special request of Ethel Cleveland and Lady Peggy,
Figgins & Co. of the New House had been included in the
party, too.

George Figgips and his two chums, Kerr and Fatiy
Wynn, had beerr delighted to swell the number of Gussy's
guests, But Arthur Augustus himself was not, perhaps,
ve_rz enthusiastie over the prospect of having George Figgins
with them; Arthur Augustus by no means viewed with a
favourable eye the warm friendship that existed between
his pretty Cousin Ethel and Figgins!

In the same way, Jack Blake had not been particularly
joyful at the thought that Fatty Wynn would be with them
durin% the holiday in Cornwall! Jack Blake and David
Llewellyn Wynn wero the two especial chums of Lady
Peggy Brooke, and there was a distinct rivalry betwecn
them for the hononr of first placo in her regardl

But the wishes of the girls had had to be respected, and
s0 Figgins & Co. had been included in the party, to the
satisfaction of everyone but Blake and Arthur Augustus,

A number of juniors standing by the gates beside their

luggage, waiting for cabs, waved their caps and cheered -

lustily as the four taxis bearing the swell of St. Jim's and
his guests hummed out of the gates.

“Cheerio, you chaps!” yelled Kangaroo, the Australian
junior, who was off with Clifton Dane to spend the holi-
days with Bernard Glyn.

“Bye-bye, Gussy|” sang out Kerruish. *Don't forget to
change your socks sometimes!”

“Bai Jove! Weally, Kerruish—>

“G’-b{e. Figgy " shouted Redfern of the New House.
““Don’t let those School House wasters get toa cocky during
the hols!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l Rather not!” returned Figgy, waving his
cag as the taxi he was in sailed past. “Cheerio, chaps!”

hurning up the dust, the four taxis sped away along
the Wayland road, with the old gateway of 8t. Jim's
dwindling in the distance.

Gussy's guests were off to Cornwall at last, little dreaming
as yet of the strange adventures that were awaiting them
on that wild, desolate stretch of coast.

And on the tqp of the taxi, in the dark confines of the
big trunk, Baggy Trimble lay curled up comfortably, with
a cunning grin on his fat face.

As yet nobody knew it, but, so far, Baggy had succeeded,
in spite of all snubs and refusals, in tacking himself on to
the party that was to enjoy Lord Eastwood's hospitality in
the old house on the Cornish cliffs!

——

.CHAPTER 5.
! Startling Surprises !

“ HEW! ‘
W It wa¥ very hot in the big trunk.

Baggy mopped his brow and wriggled kLis

cramped limbs.

From the recent movements of the trunk and the muffled
sounds going on all around him, Baggy knew that he was
on the platform at Wayland, while the juniors waited for
their train.
® Baggy was boeginning to wish very heartily that he had
remembered to lay in a supply of grub for the journey!
But there had been scarcely time to think of that. Already,
however, the pangs of hunger were beginning to stir within
his podgy frame, and the prospect of travelling all the wa
to Cornwall in the trunk witgout so much as a sandwich
brought.rather & blank expression to Baggy's face in the
darkness!

“It’s rotten!” muttered Baggy. “Oh dear! I shall be
frightfully peckish! But it can't be helped. So long as I
geb to Gussy’s pater’s blessed place it doesn’t matter, Tl
et a really ripping feed when I get there to make up! And

ord Eastwood’ll never kick me out!” .

That Lord Eastwood was a kind-hearted individual Baggy
knew very well, and he was relying on his generous nature
to offer him the hospitality of Penperro House for the
holidays once Baggy Ead landed there.

The fact that there was anything to be ashamed of in
forcing his company upon the house-party when he had not
been invited never oecurred to Baggy for a moment!

“Whew! It's hot!” :

Again Baggy mopped his fat face with a handkerchiel.

While the taxi had been on the way to the station, Bagzy
had taken the opportunity of bBoring a few holes in the
trunk for air. He was beginning to feel now that he
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nceded still more ventilation, unless he was to suffocate?
He took from his pocket his pocket-knife, felt for the gimlet
with which it was provided, and fumbling fingers began to
bore another hole in the lid.

. - - [ L . "

“Hallo! It's dear old Knox!" ;

Tom Merry nodded down the platform. The tall figure
of Gerald Knox, the unpopular prefect, had appeared from
the booking office.

Knox ha caught sight of the grom,
Spalding Hall girls standing waiting ?
moment he hesitated.

There was warfare between Knox and Blake & Co. and
the other juniors; but Knox had a secret warm admiration
for the three Spalding Hall girls. At sight of them he
hastily eheeked the scowl that he had been about to bestow
upon the juniors, and smiled gallantly instead.

Oh, ruy hat!” grinned Bluke. ‘EKnox is going to be
friendly.” =

“Who said the age of miracles was past?” chuckled

of juniors and the
or the train. For a

. Talbot.

*““Ha, ha, ha!?

Knox halted before the group and raised his cap.

“Off for the hels—eh!"” he asked, in what was meant to
be %J ll:hu:i:-.r_y tm:eEi S Lowthe i

*“Oh, no,” sai ont; wither gravely; ““just comi
back to St Jimsl? ERTRhe iy e

The juniors chuckled. Ethel & Co. smiled. Knox went
decidedly pink, and glared at Lowther,

“Ha, ha!” he laughed feebly, “Well, T hope you will
look after these young scamps, gﬁsa Cleveland 1”

“Bai Jove!” snorted Arthur Augustus, “I must pwotest

at bein' wefewwed to as a scamp! I—"
The swell of St. Jim’s got no further.
Knox, to show how friendl

himself on the big trunk beside the party. It was at that

very moment that Bagey Trimble, within the trunk, was
getting busy with his gimlet,
“Yarooooogh 17
Enox gavo a wild howl, and leapt into the air, clasping
the seat of his trousers.
“Oh! Yow! Gerrooow
“My only aunt!”
“What the merry dickens

52

“Bai Jove! Whatevah is the mattah with Knox?”
. “Ow!” roared Knox, glaring at the amazed and grinning
juniors. “¥ow! I'm punctured! Your blessed trunk’s got

a nail in it! I believe you put it there on purpose, you
little cads!™

“Bai Jove! Pway wemembah there are ladies pwesent,
Knox!” snorted Arthur Augustus indignantly. 1 uttahly
fail to compwehend——"

But at that moment the train came roaring into the
station, and the rattle of the train drowned the roarin
of Gerald Knox! In the scramble for seats, Knox an
his mysterions behaviour were both complet.efy forgotten,
which was perhaps fortunate for Bagzy Trimble, or dis-
covery might have resulted. As it was, Bagey, in the trunk,
was placed carefully in the guard’s van by a porter, under
the watchful eye of Arthur Augustus, who imagined that
all his pet ties and waistcoats were within it. The swell
of 8t. Jim's hurried off to join the others in one of the
two compartments that his party had reserved for them-
selves, .the guard's whistle shrilled, and the train moved
off. leaving Gerald Knox, who was travelling by the next
train, glaring after it
. “Yow!” grunted Knox. “Owl
it, anyway? Something stuck right into me! Wow!”

The guard’s van at the end of the departing train van-
ished in the distance. Imside the trun;: on the floor of
the van Baggy Trimble chuckled.

e had heard Knox vell, and guessed what had hap-
pened. At first he had been in terror that he would be
discovered as a result. But his luck was evidently in |

“Ie, he, he!” sniggered Baggy. - “S8erve Knox right!”

He settled down into as comfortable a position as his
cramped quarters would allow, and listened to the clicking
of the wheels over the rails. He began to doze.

Baggy wolke with & jerk to feel the trunk swaying in
mid-air. All around him was a great din and clatter.

“Trubury Junction!” came the faint, mufled voice of
a porter.

“Careful with that twunk, portah!”

“Yessir!” answerad the porter who was drazging the
trunk containing Baggy from the van. “Cornish express,
sir? That's over the bridge at the other platform. T'll
bring it across for you, sir[”

“Wippin’! Pway be vewy careful, portah—that twunk
contains my best clobbah.”

“Very good, sir!” :

The porter was & big, burly man, but it was with diffi-
culty that he hoisted.the precious trunk on te his shoulders

he could be, had =eated

What the dickens was
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With an unusually pleasan
and the Bg&ldluu I-ralt girls.
gimlet.

and set off to climb the stairs of the bridge betwcen the
platforms.

“My heye! This is bloomin’ weighty, an’ no herror!”
grunted the porter to himself as he %abourcd up the stairs
in tho wake of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who was sailing
along gracefully at the side of Cousin Ethel, with the rest
of the party around them.

Bump!

" O‘Vl”

At the top of the stairs the porter planted the trunk
on the boards, to give himself a breathing spell. In the
trunk, Baggy gasped painfully.

“Feels as if 1t’s full o’ bloomin’ lead, this here trunk!”
the porter told himself as he swung it on to his shoulders
again, “His best clobber? Lumme, he must wear suits

_of armour, that young gent !”

He marched along to the stairs leading dowm to the
next platform. The St. Jim's juniors and the three girls
had already descended them, and were standing in a
group at the bottom.

The parter put out his foot for the top stair.

It was unlucky for the porter—and still more unlucky
for Baggy Trimble—that s small boy had heen ecating a
banana by that spot a little while before. The skin was
lying on the top stair, and the porter trod on it. His
foot slid from under him, and there was a bump and a
crash, and a wild yell. -

“Oh lor'l Varooaop!” gasped the' porter, as he sat
down on the stairs and stared dazedly at the big trunk
as it rolled away from him, bumping from stair to stair,
beunding faster and faster to the platform below.

And then the porter’s eyes went glassy. He stared at
the bounding trunk as though paralysed.

For wild yells were issuing from it as it carcered down
the bread stairs,

Bump, bump, bump! Crash, bump!

“Oh! Yerroough! Grooh! Help! Varocop!”

The trunk bumped faster apd faster from stair to stair,
and at every bump there was a yell from within, The
porter stared down at it dazedly as it went.

Vague memories of ghost stories containing haunted
trunks came to him. His jaw dropped and he passed 2
damp hand across his brow.

uddenly Knox gave a wild howl and leapt into the air.

]
1

t axpression on his face, Qerald Knox seated himself on the big trunk besldo the 8t. Jim’s parg

Yy
t was af that very moment that Baggy Trimble, Inside the trunk, was getting busy with hils

“ Yargoop ! " (See Chapler 5.)

“M-my heye!” gasped the porter. “Oh lor'l What's
in it? Them yells sound yooman!”

But the porter was not an atom more startled than the
pcc;ﬂol on the platform belpw—including the 3t. Jim's
party !

Arthur Augustus had given a startled ery as he had
first seen his precious trunk roiling down the stairs to-
wards him. But when the first yell issued from within it,
the swell of 8t. Jim’s jumped almost out of his skin.

“Bai Jovel”

Bump, bump, bump!

“Yow! Oh! Ococh!”

“Listen!” yelled Tom Merry.

With blank astonishment on their faces, the juniors
stared at the rolling trunk as it careered down towards
them. There was a wild seramble a moment later to
avoid it as it came hurtling into their midst with a final
crash and came to rest on tha platform.

There was a splintering sound on top of the final mighty
bang as the trunk landed, and the next moment it had
burst open.

A fat, dishevelled, rod-faced, gasping fizure came
sprawling out with & yell at the very feet of Arthur
Augustus D’ Arey.

“G-gweat Scott!” ejaculated the swell OF St. Jim’s
faintly. “Twimble!?”

e

CHAPTER 6.
Off to Cornwall !

13 RIMBLE " :
“Of—of all the—"

*Great pipl” ;
The juniors could hardly believe their eves.
Arthur Augustus stared down at the gasping ficure of
the Falstaff of the School House through his gleaming
monocle, and his face was a picture.
“Ow! Yow! I'm hurt!” ‘
Baggy Trimble sat up, rubbing his bruises, and eyeing
the juniors with a very doubtful expression. Now that
Tae Geix Lismanv.—No. 1,120.
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their faces were losing their first expressions of amaze-
ment, grim Jooks were to be seen on all sides.
Arthur Augustus found his voice again.
“Bai_ Jove! Twimble, you fat boundah!
uttah little toad! Oh, gweat Scott!” :
Words failed Arthur Augustus as he realised the whole
truth, His face went crimson with rage.
“ You--you have wemoved my clobbah fwom that twunk,

You—you

and let it be left behind at St. Jim's?” hooted Arthur-

Augustue, for the moment the loss of his precious articles
of apparel ousting all else from his mind, “You howwible
cad !” ;
fHe grasped Baggy by the ear and hauled him to his
ect.

“Ow! Leggo my ear, Gussy, you rotter—>"

““Wats! 1 am stwongly inelined to administah a feah-
ful thwashin’—>

““Not here, Gussy, old hoss,” grinned Tom Merry, step-
ping quickly forward. - 5

“Vewy well!” gasped the swell of St. Jim’s. “I must
apologise for speakin’ so stwongly, Ethel, deah gal,” he
went on turning to his cousin. “ But in the circumstances

7

“But what on earth’s the idea of getting in old Gussy's
trunk 1 cried Lady Peggy in bewilderment.

Fatty Wynn chuckled.

“Don’t you see?! Baggy wants to spend his hols down
in Cornwall with us! He asked Gussy lots of times, but
Gussy turned him down! So he's worked it like this!”

ﬁ;. hat!” gasped Lady Peggy, with a little gurgle
of Jaughter, g =

“Poor Trimble!” exclaimed Ethel sympathetically.
.‘.'th' not let him come with us, Arthur?”

“Oh cwumbs I” - Arthur Augustus stared at his pretty
cousin with very mixed feelings, “And have the howwid
littl(i boundah planted on us for all the vae? Bai Jove,
PR

X}

1, really, Gussy—" mumbled Baggy.
a'ts 1!)

“You'd betier go and buy yourself a ticket back to
Wayland, Baggy,” put in Tom Merry grimly.

“Hear, hear [?

“Yaas! Cleah off, Twimble!”

“But I haven’t got any money!” howled Baggy.

““Then you'll have to walk back to 8t, Jim’s,” said Figgins
cheerfully. *It's only about a hundred miles or so!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“‘Oh, really, Figgins—"

 Anyway, you're not comin’ with us, Twimble!” declared
Arthur Augustug indignantly, surveying the ruins of his
trunk in anger to which the good-natured swell of St. Jim's
was rarely roused. ‘If you are stwanded heah without
money, you have enly bwought it on yourself, you fat
fwaud!

“T say, Gussy, don’t be a beast, you know!" exclaimed
Baggy, in dismay, “I—I can’t go back now, Lemme come
with you. Be a sport. Between friends—="

“Bai Jove! You are no fwiend of mine, Twimble!”

“0Oh, really, Gussy, old chap—"

“Pway do not addwess me in
Twimble!” snapped Arthur Angustus wrathfully,
are nob in our partay, so please go away!”

Bagey's face took on a very sickly look indeed. It was
beginning to appear as if his desperate attempt to include
himself among Gussy’s guests was to end in a miserable
failure. The prospect of being stranded at Trubury Junction,
miles away from anywhere, filled him with dismazy. 5

He glanced round pleadingly. The faces of all the juniors
were grim—very grim! Not one of them wanted Baggy fo
be a member of Lord Eastwood’s house-party, it was very
cloar,

Baggy had brought his troubles on himseli. But now
that he had been bowled out he was not at all inclined to
faeo the music. He turned pleadingly to Tom Merry.

“Merry, ofi chap—"

i

iggins man—-—

"Bflgr!'; 2

L e, g say, Talbot—"

Talbot turned away.

“Oh erumbs1” proanod Baggy. '‘I—I say, don’t he heasts,
you fellows!” He turned desperately to the Spalding I-{::.II
girls, ““Miss Ethel, I—T wonder if you'd help a chap—"

Baggy bad at last found the weak spot in the armour!

“ 0Ok
LAY

that familiah mannah,
“You

i1

Cousin Ethel knew that Baggy was anything but popular .

ab 8t Jim’'s, and she by no means approved of hiz impudent
attempt to foree his company upon the party. But she had
a very kind heart, and she could not resist Baggy’s pleading
look, even though the juniors could. 'Bhe turned impulsively
to Arthur Augustus, 2

“ Arthur 1"

** ¥Y-yaas,” responded the swell of Bt. Jim’s uneasily.
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“Please let Trimble come with us. Tt seems a shame to
leave him here, For my sake!”

“Oh, deah

Arthur Augustus looked anything bu! happy. The resk
of the juniors looked thoroughly taken aback, and glanced
at one another in dismay. They did not want Baggy. DBug
if Fthel asked them to take Baggy with them, it would be
difficult—in fact, impossihle—to refuse,

“I don’t mind: lending Trimble the cash to get back to
Wayland with,” put in Tom Merry hastily, “But—"

Bus Ethel shook her head firmly. Her eves sparkled with
determination. Baggy's evident longing to be of the party
had suggested to her that ho had no prospeet of a happy
holiday otherwise, and her kind heart was touched,

“1 want him to come with us,” she said quietly. “T will
pay his fare myself,”

“Oh, wathah not, deah gal!” exclaimed Arthur Aupgustus
hastily. “I eannot allow you to ‘pay Twimble's fare! TIf you
weally insist on his comin’ with us, I will pay the fat
boundah’s fare myself, of course. But—" =

“Good!” said Ethel, with a bright smile. *Thank vou,
Arthur!”

“Oh deah!”

The swell of St. Jim's looked at Baggy Trimble with a
look that, if looks could kill, would have laid the Falstaff
of the School House lifeless on the platform! But there was
no escaping from Ethel's express wish. There was nothing
that Arthur Augustus would not have done for his pretiy
cousin, even.to the inclusion of Bagey Trimble in the cheery
party bound for Gornwall, ]

“Veowy well, deah gal,” said Arthur Augustus, with as
good a grace as he could muster. %I will go and get
Twimble a ticket.

The swell of St. Jim's turned away towards the booking
office with a- mixture of very odd expressions struggling in
his aristoeratic conntenance.

“Oh crumbs!” breathed Monty Lowiher.
rotten !”

“Fancy having that fat ass planted on us for the hols!?
agreed Manners, with a growl.

“It's the limit!” nodded Blake, “But Ethel—" s

“If she knew what a fat worm he is—"

*Bhe doesn't|”

If the faces of the juniors were anything but bright,
Baggy's own flabby festures had undergone a great change
during the laf Meif-iinute. In a moment Baggy was hold-
ing himself jauntily and smirking. He shot a triumphant
lock at the glaring juniors.

il say, that's jolly decent of you, Miss Ethel!” grinned
Baggy. * Of course, Cussy was only joking when he pre-
f.f;l!ied he didn’t want me! Wo're great pals really. He, he,

“Oh, shut up, you fat worm!” breathed Tom Merry dis-
gustedly, in a vdlce too low for Ethel to hear,

Baggy blinked at him.

‘“What did you say, Merry 1 he asked loudly.

Tom coloured as he caught Ethel's glancé, and turned
away. Baggy chuckled. J

His luck was in, after all!

But when the big express thundered in, Baggy was very
careful to select the carriage in which Ethel Cleveland seated
herself. He had no wish to be left alone with half a dozen
indignant juniors in the other-compartment occupied by the
St. Jim's party. ;
been in for a very warm time once the train had started.

But he need not have worried. Doris Levizon got into the
next carriage with her brother, and Clive, joining Tom
Merry & Co. and Talbot there, leaving Blake & Co.
and Figging & Co. to share with Ethel and Lady Peggy
the doubtful privilege of Baggy's companionship. = As the
train rolled from tie station, Baggy grunted and settled
himself in his seat with a fat sprawl.

“Don’t take up such a lot of room, Figgins!” complained
Baggy peevishly. :

My hat!” gasped Figgins faintly,

Baggy was already taking up far more than his fair share
of room ; bub it was impossible to tell him what he thought
of him, so Fiigins relapsed into a wrathful silence, with one
of Baggy's elbows in his ribs.

On the other side of the carriage, Arthur Augustus and
Blake, Herries and Dighy and Fatty Wynn, glared abt Baggy
Trimble with feelings too deep for words. Baggy returned
their glares with a look of cool impudence,

There was a triumphant gleam in his little eyes.

Baggy had won! There was no denying that.

He was not wanted, but he was there. IHe had nob even
been properly invited; buf, invited or not, Baggy Trimbla
was at last included in the party speeding westward o enjoy
the hospitality of Lord Eastwood at the old house on the
Cornish cliffs!

“This je

He was pretty certain that he would have .
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CHAPTER 7.

At Penperro House !

{1 ERE we are!”
** Huwwah "
“Ripping !”

he train had drawn up by a little wayside station
( The 8t. Jim's party alighted
eagerly. A man in a chauffeur's uniform, who was standing
on the platform, stepped forward and touched his hat to

in the heart of Cornwall.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Why, hello, Woberts!” grinned the swell of St. Jim’s, as
he recognised one of his father’s chauffeurs.

at last, bai Jove!”

On the heels of the smiling Roberts, the St. Jim’s party
followed to where three cars were waiting to bear them to

11

Penperre House, thirty miles away, on the wild northerm

coast,

abla 1"

“Gussy's pater knows how to

make his guests comfort-

uckled Levison, seated in one of the big ecars with

Tom Merry & Co. and Talbot and Clive, as the car rolled

away from the station
‘‘Rather!” grinned Tom Merry.
It did not take the cars long to cover the thirty miles of
country that separated the nearest station from
Houss. In considerably

over a wild moorland road.

Penperro
less than an hour they were speeding

along a high cliff road, with the foaming soa thundering on

their right.
“Heah we are

“My hat |

©ne of the most stirring epics of the World War was the Battie of vutland, in
great bravery and devotion, added his name to the roll

John Travers Cornwell, V.C.
L] I, we carried on all right!”

O Those wera the simple words
gpoken by John Travers Corn-
well, V.C.,, the brave young
British seaman, when he lay dying in
a Grimsby hospital, after his heroic
conduct on H.M.S. Chester during the

Battle of Jutland, May 31st, 1916.

A great daredevil in everly sense of
the word was John Cornwell, and itvis
only right that we should remember his
epic deed this week, for was not Corn-
well an ex-Becout of the Manor Park
Troop, and are mnot 50,000 Scouts

athered at Arrowe Park, near Birken-
wad, at this very moment to celebrate
the twenty-first birthday of the Boy
- Beouts’ movement in a World Jamboree ?

Picture fo yourselves the position of
the rival fleets, before the Battle of
Jutland, where Cornwell earned un-
dying fame for his courage in stu:kmr
to his post under heavy fire, when all
the men around him were dead, and he
himself mortally wounded.

Slim, grey shapes steal across the sur-
face of the sea, destroyers racing back-
wards and forwards on patrol, guarding
the great dreadnoughts, baftleships,
and cruisers, heaving through the
mighty billows of the North Sea like
n pack of bloodhounds on the ecent.

They are the British Grand Fleet,
under Admiral Sir John Jellicoe, racing
to join the battle cruniger Heet farther
south, with Vice-Admiral Bir David
Beatty.

* Bulldog Beatty ” has engaged the
whole German Battle Fleet, and is now
steaming back to join Jellicoe, with the
enemy 1n hot pursuit, hoping thus to
lead them into a trap.

Rear-Admiral Hood, in command of
the third battle cruiser squadron, is in
the wan of Jellicoe's fleet. He has
received instruections to steam as fast
as possible to Beatfy’s aid, and keep the
enemy in check until the remainder of
the British Fleet arrives.

When the sound of guns comes to the

cars of Hood's squadron and flashes of
fire limn ominously agninst the horizon,
H.M.S. Chester, Cornwell's ship, is
ordered fo scout ahead and report.

H.M.3. Chester steams rapidly, away.
It is five-thirty in the afternoon of
May 31st, 1916. A sea mist steals like
a curtain across the water, shrouding
the enemy ships, and at the same time
exposing the British wvessel to the
German gunfire,

Every member of the Chester’s crew
is grim-faced and tense. Officers and
men know that this is their great trial.
Their time has come. Now will be seen
the result of weeks and weeks of concen-
trated training and preparation.

Officers on the bridge gaze anxiously
through  their glasses, and bark out

clipped commands to engineers and
stokers down in the bowels of the
cruiser. The gun crews leap to their

appointed stations,

John Cornwell is stationed at the for-
ward six-inch gun. Over his head is
a telepad, & similar instrument to those
used by operators in. telephone ex-
changes, in order to leave their hands
free. From this apparatus a wire goes
to the gunnery officer, who issues rapid
instructions as to how each gun must be
fired.

Cornwell is the sight-setter for this
forward six-inch gun. By the speed
and accuracy of his movement in carry-
ing out the telephoned instructions de-
pends the percentage of hits or misses
registered by the weapon.

Boom !

The deck rocks beneath him as the first
shall is discharged. Shell after shell
thunders away through the air. Amid
the din of explosives and reek of burn-
ing cordite comes the woice of the
gunnery officer in Cornwell’s shattered
ear-drums, altering the position of the
gun as the enemy ships manceuvre out
of range. ;

The enemy reply! Missiles begin %o
rain about the Chester. Bhe is fighting
four enemy cruisers off her awn bat,

They

swept by s high, jutting rock round

which the road twisted, and Lady Peggy, in the foremost
car, gave a sudden exclamation,
Look 1"

(Continued on next page.)

which a young Scout, Jack Cornwell, by his
of national heroes !

Explosives slash, rip, tear, helow and
above, juddering against the thick
armour-plating covering the gun.
Missiles scream down upon Cornwell,
masses of metal travelling at 3,000 feet
per second, wreaking death and destrue-
tion on every hand. Men fall all around
upon the splintered deck.

8till Cornwell sticks to his post. The
ex-Scout remembers the Scout motto:
“Btick to it! Stick to it 1”

Then there is silence. No more in-
structions come through. Cornwell is
badly wounded. All his mates of the
gun crew are dead around him.

No one can blame him if he crawls
away to the comparative safety below
decks. But no! Cornwell grits his teath
and remembers that o, gun must be kept
firing 50 long as there is one man left
to carry on.

He stands tensely under the shelter
of the weapon, his ears straining for the
message which never comes. Waiting—
waiting, until the Chester steams back in
triumph to rejoin the rest of the
squadron and report. aiting with
“just his own brave heart and God's
help to support him,” as the captain of
the Chester afterwards wrote.

A few days later John Cornwell died
in hoepital at Grimeby from his wounds,
but he left to the world a great examplo
of the true Scouting spirit, a spirit
which made him fight on to the last
gasp, and stick to his post to the end
despite the stark terror of his situa-
tion.

That is why 8ir FRobert Baden-
Powell, the Chief Scouf, instituted the
“Cornwell Badge,” the highest honour
to- which any Scout ean hope to aspire.

That is why John Cornwell’s epic
deed will never be forgotten. Tt will
live on as a lasting tribute to the
memory of one of the greatost dare-
devils and the bravest Scout the world
has ever known.

{Next week our special contributor
deals with Piper David Laidlow, V.C.)
Tee Gen Lipmimv.—No. 1,120,
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High on the jagged clifis ahead of them the handfome
pile of a big mansion rose black against the evening sky.
'The road wound towards it along the clilf edge like a white
ribbon, and at the foot of the loity cliffs white-capped waves
crashed among the rocks. Opposite the bouse, across a
narrow channel where the sea thundered and churned in a
mad maelstrom, a small island of rock rose from the foam-
ing waters to an almost equal height with the opg)osite cliffs.
On its summit could be seen a gaunt broken arch—evidently
part of the remains of some ancient building that had once
stood upon it, torn down now for the most part by the stormy
winds of many years.

The chauffeur glanced back.

“That’s Penperro House,” he said, slowing down the car
to a crawl to give them a chance of appreciating the view of
it. “That bit of an island opposite is called Penperro
Rock.” He chuckled. *“His lordship was saying there's
supposed to be a big treasure hidden on that rock some-
where |”

“A treasure?” cried Lady Peggy.

“Yes, miss|” grinned the chaulfeur. “I expect you and
the young gentlemen will go exploring that rock, looking for
it, before you’ve been here long.” .

“You bet we will!” nodded Lady Peggy, and her brown
eyes were sparkling.

“Rather I” grinned Blake eagerly.
How ;p ing I’

And’ Iglerries and Digby and Fatty Wynn, who were
sharing the car with Blake and Lady Peggy, agreed heartily.

The car went on, climbing the winding aseent to the old
mansion still half a mile away. Before long they were all
descending before the great front door, and the handsome,
upright figure of an elderly man, with smiling face and
soldierly bearing, was coming down the steps to meet themn.
g,' Awa.s Lord Eastwood, the father of Arthur Augustus

Arey. ;

“ 8o here you all are 1" he exclaimed genially. “Splendid !
Delighted to see you !

They entered the house, and the juniors were shown to
their rooms. Soon afterwards a gong sounded, and they
gathered in the long dining-room for dinner. Through the
tall windows, the great Atlantic breakers could be seen as
they swept towards the cliffs. The faint booming of the
waves could be heard even in the room. And across the
channel separating it from the mainland, the gaunt shape
of Penperro Rock rose black and forbidding-locking from
the seething race of waters.

“What a ripping place this is1” ejaculated Monty
Lowther.

“ Yaas, wathah |” exclaimed the swell of 8t. Jim’s cagerly.
*Is it twue there is a tweasure on Penpewwo Wock, patah?™

Lord Eastwood smiled.

“Well. there is supposed to be,” he said, with a shrug.
“The ruins on the rock arc those of some old monastic
building, and it is said that, when the monks were driven
out by Henry the Highth, they left a huge treasure hidden on

“A treazure—ch?

t{:e rock. According to the legend, the treasure is still
there.”
“Oh, good!” chimed in Wally D’Arcy, with his mouth

full—a little error of manners that cansed his major to
frown upon him severely. “YWe'll find the giddy treasure,
won’t we, you chapsi”

“Rather !” agreed Reggie Manners and Frank Levison.

The three Third-Formers had come by an earlier train
than Arthur Augustus and his friends. Wally & Co. already
bore signs of having been rambling along the cliffs. Wally
had sand in his ears, and Reggie Manners’ hair was sticky
with salt water, after a fall into a pool among the rocks! -

“That’ll be great fun, looking for the treasure!” laughed
Cousin Ethel brightly.

“Topping !” eried Lady Peggy.

e faces of all the juniors were eager.
eyecs were gleaming particularly brightly.
unearthing o vast treasure, and the wealth it would
appealed to Baggy tremendously.

But Lord Eastwood shook his head. ;

“I don’t want to be a wet blanket,” he said, with a smila,
“but T should not count upon finding any treasure on the
island, if I were you. I’'m afraid it is only a legend—nothing
more.”

“But it may be true, sir{” put in Blake.

“It may,” agreed Lord Eastwood. “But I think myself
it iz very improbable.” ;

“ Anyway, there will be no harm in having a jolly good
hunt for it !” grinned Tom Merry. 5

“TUnfortunately,” went on Lord Fastwood, *“that is easier
gaid than donel” L

“Why is that, sir?” inquired Figgins. £

“The island is inaccessible except in the very calmest
weather, you see,” explained his host. “No boat can
approach 1if the sea is at al' rough, and at this part of the
coast it is uvsually fairly rough. You may have to wait a
long while before yon get an opportunity of landing on
Penperro Rock.”
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The faces of the juniors showed their disappoiniment.-
But staring through the window at the leaping foam round
the base of the high, rocky island, they could well under-
stand that what Lord Eastwood had said was true enough.

“Well, we'll get a chance one day, with luek,” said Talbot =~

hopefully,

‘Wonder how much there would be for each of us, if we
found the giddy treasure !’ put in Manners, with a chuckle.

A few thousand each wounld be jolly useful pocket-money
for the next term|” :

4 Hﬂ, ha, ha | Rather!”

. "TI'm afraid,” smiled Lord Eastwood, that even SIPPOse
ing this treasure actually exists, and that it were found, it
would not be the property of the finders, but of the ownex
of this house. You see, Penperro Rock is art of the Pen-
perro House land. The owner, from whom l]\. am renting the
house, is a friend of mine, as a matter of fact. He is, un-
happily, an invalid, and is at present in the South of France
for his health, Ho was glad of the opportunity of letting
this place for the summer, for he is by no means a rich man,
Were it not for sentimental reasons, he would have sold this
house long ago. But the place has been in his family for
generations, and so he is Imnging on to it as long as he can.
1i the tressure were found, it wonld be his, and it would
be‘a wonderful boon to him, teo | :

‘It would be ripping to find it and hand it over to him 1”
exclaimed Blake eagerly.

:Ralher I”* chimed in some of the others.

1 agree,” nodded Lord Eastwood. “Poor Emerson! Tt
would be wonderful for him, if this legendary treasure
proved to exist, and came into his hands, It would not only
rid him of the haunting fear that he may have to sell this
house one day, but by I}):_Jtting the services of the best sur-
geons in the world at his disposal might even restore his
broken health |

But even as he spoke, it was clear to his listeners from
their host’s face that he had no real hope that the supposed
treasure of Penperro Rock even existed.

The juniors turned in early, intending to be up bright and
early in the morning for a swim in the sea before breakfast
with Ethel & Co.

Tom Merry stood at the window of the bed-room he was
sharing with Manners and Lowther, and gazed across at the
moonlit shape of the great rock, with its crown af ruins, with
a very thoughtful look on his face.

The thunder of the waves under the cliffs on which thoe big
old house stood could be heard plainly. He could see the
white foam dancing madly at the foot of the great rock
where the old monks' treasure was supposed to be hidden.
It was a wild, romantic scene, and Tom drew a sudden desp
breath. His cyes were shining. 2

Ien’t it all just ripping?" he exclaimed. Even if we
never find the giddy treasure, it looks to me as if we're in
for a top-hole holiday 1" .

“Rather P grinned Monty Lowther, slipping into his
pylamas. “Even though we've got Baggy with us!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

As the three chums of the Shell fell asleep, the roar of the
waves thundering at the foot of the eliffs and round the rock-
bound base of the mysterious island still filled ‘their ears,

CHAPTER 8.
In the Dark !

URING the next few days, Lord Eastwood’s youthful
guests spent their time 1n the delights of bathing,
and tramping annF the wild, rugged coast, explor-
ing the innumerable little sandy beaches under the

great cliffs, and revelling in the hot sunshine on the sands,

Despite the glorious sunny weather, the sea continued
rough, however. It made bathing good fun; but it pre-
vented any visit to Penporro Rock for the time being, and
the juniors and the three girls were beginning to look
forward with increasing eagerness to their proposed visit te
the rock when the sea turned calm.

Everyone was in a very good humour—even Arthur

JAugustus and Figgins hit it off splendidly, which was
partly due, _perhars. to the tact of Cousin Eihel! And
Blake and Fatty Wynn went about with Lady Peggy in
perfect harmony. Inter-House rivalry of any kind hadggeen
completely dropped upon arrival at Penperro House, and -
f:ggllils & Co. mixed in with their School House rivals very

appily.

Not till the third night did the sunny weather show an
signs of breaking. But in that evening banks of blac
clounds came drifting up unexpectedly across the blue, turn-
ing the sea to a sullen grey. :

It looked as though a storm were brewing, and at Lord
Eastwood's advice the party stayed indoors after dinmer,
though Gussy's father himself left the homse ecarly in the
evening to motor over to St. Ives. The juniors and Ethel &
Co. played games, and the great rambling house echoed
with cheerful laughter. S :




The GEM Attracts Readers All Over the World—and Keeps Them ! 13

It was Doris Lavison who kuggesl;ca a game of hide-and-
Beek. The others agreed readily enough.

181l be wathah good fun!” chuckled Arthur Augustus.
“I pwopose we turn out all the lights, except in this woom,
and the gals go and hide in diffewent places! We'll ses who
can find all thwee first.”

“Good egg | grinned Lady Peggy. *“Come onl”
_Together with Ethel and Doris, Pegzy hurried from the
Toom, i

“ We'll give you thwee minutes to hide !” Arthur Augustus
called after them. :

hils the juniors’ were waiting for the three minutes
to pass, Tom Merry went to the window and looked at
the sky. It was dark and ominous, but as yet there was
no sign of & storm breaking,

“Come on!” exclaimed Blake at last.
are up!”

_And the juniors hurried from the room in a body., The
lights had been turned out, and in the darkness of the hall
the searchers scattered cheerfully on their quest.

The last to be left in the half was Baggy Trimble,

here was a_cunning gleam in Bagey’s eyes.

Though he had eaten an oxcellent dinner, Baggy was
feeling that another little snack would not do any harm!
He turned and sneaked off in the direction of the kitchen,
with a fat chuckle. If he could find the larders while
the rest were searching for the girls, Baggy could have a
quiet tuck-in all on his own, unknown to anyone !

In a few minutes the juniors had scattered widely through
the rambling old building. Upstairs and downstairs hurry-
ing. eager figures moved and peered, bumping into one
another and meeting in all sorts of odd corners.

. Tom Merry was one of the first to have any success. He
discovered Daris Levison hidden in the library, and set off
to find the other two. -Drawing blank downsfairs, he went
up the broad staircase to the floor above,

At the ton of the stairs ho ran into Figgins.

“Any luck, old hoss ?” chuckled Figzins.

*I've bowled out Doris " grinned Tom.

The two separated, Figgins vanishing along a dark
corridor leading to the nmorth wing. Tom turned in the
opposite direction. :

¥or a long while he searched through the seuth wing
without result. He gave it up at last and turned in the
direction of the north wing.

He looked into several rooms and drew blank. Then he
came to the foot of a narrow flight of stairs, and hesitated.
It certainly looked the sort of place Lady Pezgy or Ethel
might well have chosen for a hiding-place, wherever it led.

“Here goes!” grinned Tom to himself.

He put a' foot on to the bottom stair. But as he was
about to ascend he heard footsteps hurrying down, The
lanky figure of Figgins appeared. He started when he
saw Tom,

“Hallo! Any luck up there 7 inguired Tom ched®fully.

Tiggins shook his head.

“ Nothing doing |” :

He was on the point of moving away along the corridor,
when sudden running footsteps on the stairs caused both
Figgins and Tom Merry to turn their heads quickly.

£ Who's that " muttered Figgins.

The next moment a slim figure had appeared in the dim
light that fell through a window near by, and the two
juniors saw that it was Ethel Cleveland. S E

The expression on her face caused each of them to give
& quick exclamation. =

“What's the matter, Ethel?” cried Tom, in a startled
voice.

Lithel gave a little angry sob, She reached out a hand
to an electric-light switch near her on the wall, and flooded
the corridor with a blaze of light. Tom Merry and Figgins
stared at her dumbly. :

Her face was crimson, and her eyes were sparkling in a
way thai showed her to be burning with anger.

“What on earth—" stammered Figgins.

* Ethel, what's happened #” eried Tom.

. She glanced from one to another of them with the high
~eolour still Haming in her checks.

“Oh!” she cried breathlessly, and there was vexation and
anger in her voice. “I’'m furious! Somebody's been so—so
rude and stupid—-"*

She broke off and stamped her foot.

“1 was hiding in a box-room at the top of these stairs!
Somebody found me—I don’t know who it was—"

“Yes?” queried Tom in bewilderment, with a quick
glance at Figgins.

“In the dark, whoever it was, he kissed me!*

“What 7" cried Tom hotly.

= Somebody kissed me and ran away!” said Ethel. Her
voice was calmer now, but she could not repress a little
sob of vexation.

# My hat{"” breathed Figginas. -

“Three minutes

CHAPTER 9.
The Shadow of Suspieion I -
THF}RE was & very peculiar expression onm Figgins'
ace., 2
“Who on earth can it have been?” he muttered.
Ile and Tom Merry looked at one another., Tom’s
face was very grim. Figgins glanced quickly up the stairs.

“Whoever it was, he may be up there stilll” ko
exclaimed, “I'm going up to see if I can find the cad !

But before he could turn to do so, there were footsteps
along the corridor. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, Blake, and
Talbot appeared, evidently surprised at finding the light
turned on. But as they caught sight of Ethel’s face they
looked thoroughly startled.

“Nothin’ w'ong, deah gal?” cried the swell of 8t, Jim's.

“¥es, there jolly well is!” said Tom Merry hotly.

“Why, what—" began Talhot.

Tom Merry interrupted him, Briefiy he explained. As
Blake and Talbot and Arthur Augustus listened their faces
went as grim as Tom Merry’s own. =

“The howling rotter!” roared Blake. “Who the dickens
can it be?”

“He ought to be seragged !”” said Talbot hotly.

“ Heah, heah!” '

“ Well, let’s see if we can find the chap,” eut in Figgins,
“1 was up there s moment or two ago myself, but I didn’s
see anybody. But maybe he's still there, hiding—"*

Leaving Talbot to take the thoroughly upset girl down.
stairs, Tom Merry, Blake, and Arthur Augustus hastened
up the little flight of steps after Figgins.

There were several box-rooms up there. But though they
searched thoroughly they found nothing. They returned to
the floor below with grim faces. : i

“Funny that you never saw the chap, Figey,” put in
Tom; os they stood in a baffled group. ¥ You came down
only a few moments before Ethel.”

(Continued on next page.)
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- Arthnr Augustoz adjusted his nionocle and locked at
Flﬂ;gms rather hard. Figging Aushed.
“Who are you staring at, Gussy 7" he demandead shortly.
“Youl” retorted the swell of 8Bt Jim’s. “It seems vewy
stwange to me that you were up there, and yet nevah saw
a sign of anyone else! I pwesume you found Ethel, at
any wate?”
~ “As i matter of fact, I didn’t,” answered Figgins., “I
didn't look very thoroughly, I suppese. I certainly never
saw her, till she came down the stairs after—after it had
happened.” 2
©  “And you never saw another chap up there ?" cried Blake,
in an almost incredulouns tone.
“w N’O 13

“Bai Jove! How
vewy stwange!”

Arthur Augustus
sniffed in a very signi-
cant way, The colour
flooded into Figgins'
checks.

“Look here, Gussy!
If yon think T'm the
chap who did it—"

“1 nevah said I
thonght so!” snapped

Arthur  Augustus.

“Howevah, it 18 cer-

tainly all vewy
- gbwange.”

“Took here—"

“Oh, chuck it
growled Tom, stepping ~
between the two. *I
don’t believe it was
Figgy for a moment, of

. course. The thing to
do is to get downstairs
and find out who's
missing 1”

“Come -ont” eox-
claimed Blake.

The colour had died
from Figging’ cheeks,
and he was rather pale
as he went down the
stairs to the hall with
the other three. His
eyes were gleaming in
a queer way. He did
not look at Arthur
Augustus,

In the hall, every-
body had gathered.
The turning up of the
lights ha.ﬁ brought
them there under the
impression that the
game Was OYVer
Ethel was not there,
having gone off with
Doris and Lady Peggy,
but all the St. Jim's
fellows were present,
including even Wally,
Reggie, and Levison
minor, who had been
laying snakes-and-
adders in the morning-

out to find what the
excitement was about.

Talbot’s account of what had happened had set the other
juniors agog. But at sight of Tom Merry, Blake, Arthur
Augustus, and Figgins descending the stairs they broke off
in their talk and watched the four with curious eyes.

“J say, this is a pretby rotten business!” said Manners
as the four joined the rest.

“Whoever did it ought to be jolly well made to feel sorry
for himself I” growled Herries.

“Rather!” -

“Come in heah, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus, with
a deep frown on his face, opening the door of the library
and switching on the light. : . :

The juniors followed the swell of St. Jim’s into the big
Toonl.

Their faces were angry and grim. 3

Whichever one of their number had been the silly ass who
had kissed Ethel in the darkness of the box-room, they all
felt that he should be made to feel sorry for his action.

Tom Merry, glancing round the group, saw that everyone
was present—even ineludln‘g ‘Bag%'y Trimble, who was
furtively wiping a trace of jam from his mouth as he

entered the library. Baggy had evidently been “tucking-’

Toe Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,120.

in,” but Tom Merry was too much troubled over the affair of
Cousin Ethel to take much notice, though it seemed fairly
clear that Baggy had taken the opportunity afforded him
by the game to raid his host’s larder.

?}}Z?ka c]osc!d tlhe- Idgor. dhe I

tvewybody heah?” inguire rthur Augustus grimly.,

“Yes, all o% us,” nodded Tom Merry. s o S

“Well, somehody here niust be the chap I” growled Blake,
staring round from face to face.

There was @ silence in the library. The juniors looked ab
one another. It was queer to know that one of them in that

room was the eulprit they were seckingl
“I cansidah that the silly fathead ought to make a clean

LA

bweast of i, and apologise to Ethel,” said Arthur Augustus
coldly at last. ;

“0f course ! cried Faitty Wynn.
= “Well”  Arthur Augustus %Ianced from face to face.

Is the chap goin’ to have the decency to own up?”

‘0 one moved. Arthur Augustus’ eyes gleamed.

“It's bad enough as it is!” he declared icily. “But by
wefusin’ to_own up, the chap, whoevah he is, i1s makin® it
far worse, I considah !

“Hear, hear!” nodded Tom Merry.

“I think the cad ought to be shown up, you fellows?!”
squeaked Bagey Trimble. “If you ask me——>

“8hut up, Trimble!”

“0Oh, really, Lowther—*

Arthur Augustus turned his gleaming eyeglass upon the
silent fizure of Figeins. Figgins met his gaze squarely, bus
his face was rather pale. He guessed what was coming.

“] considah, since no one has owned up to bein’ the
culpwit, that Figgins ought to offah an explanation of his
movements to-nigﬁt ¥ said the swell of Bt. Jim’s steadily.
“ Figgins was seen by Tom Mewwy comin’ down the stairs
fwom the box-woom just aftah Ithel had been insulted.
He declares thét he had not found Ethel, and had scen zo

Bump, bump, bump! “Yow! Oh! Ooccoch!’” Wild yells came from the big trunk as it rolled down ﬂt&

room, and had come gpg g splintering sound, the trunk landed, and the next moment it had burst open. A fat, dishevelled, md§:;
(

b o
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ors in the box:woom. Whidh is stwange, to say the “Wats! Figgins, I cannot vewy well thwash you in heah
least of it1” =y e andah this woof, since vou are my guest. But if you will

Thera was a hush in the big librady. Figgine faced comne out on to the cliffs, 1 will thwash you till you cannof
Arthur Augustws with gleaming eyes. His fists were stand I” gasped the swell of St. Jim's, with fiercely gleam-
clenched: ing eyes, R S

“I‘?Fre was a sudden furious snort from Fatty Wenn. ;OUL?IOLL[_HUEQId -E)!gglm grimly. “Come on! Kerr, be my

‘1If you're aceusing Figgy——" he began hotly, pushing  Second, Will you ! ;

b vy fifeara. *Blf;: E‘i'{%g‘ms e L :;‘Ratlf\?r iz grlowletd Kerr.dghtrmg at Arthur Augustus.
l'rIJea:-Ye thi 3 1(1 2 ,u Ll .9t!\' in a st 'ned - OI‘II ATrTy alimnost groaned. 2 =
Yoice: 3 10216, ol ohikp, ” he said quietly, in a stral “You asses! ¥ou can’t do it!” he burst out. “What

Fatty Wynn, and Kerr, who had also pushed his way ‘V?}‘l‘I,k“ﬁ' girls th*“}.‘?, For heaven's sake > =
forward, with Hushéd face, stood silent. Figgine turned to I insist upon gein thwough with this, answered the
Arthar Augustus D'Avey, ;m‘e!l }c-f h:.lJam‘s 'furt-ly. “Wa Ct‘.lfiil. go out by way of the

o : : - : weneh windows. Then no one will know.
bei I ifttére 1;, G‘;l,S’E}, that roudsre definitely accusing me of Ho swung open ona of the tall windows, and ﬂ?ped oub

9‘1'1:1[3 o diaps oo T on to the terrace. Figgins followed him, and Kerr and

: qone:;&ah that the evidence stwongly poists in that  RBioke went quickly after them.
diweetion,” answered the swell of Bt. Jim's, with a quiver of “Tf yow're really set on this, I’]l sccond you, Gussy.”
anger in his voice. “"Phank you, Blake ”

“Say yes or no!” Figgins”face flamed suddenly, and he The other juniors watched them go in consternation.
took & stop towards D’Arey as he spoke, the words seeming A fight between Figgins and Arthur Augustus! 1t was
to como from between his teeth. " Do you accuse me? Ye3  Jike n bolt from the blue to the cheery house-party of half
or no ¥ an hour ago. But there was no proventing it now. e

“Yaas! I do!” cricd the swell of St Jim's, his face “Come on!” muttered Tom Merry miserably. “This is

ale, rotten! But we'd better go with them, 1 suppose.*

*Then take that!” In silenize, the remaining juniors followed the first four

into the garden.
Across the lawn the;
hurried, and oun
through a small gate
on the grassy cliffs, o
a spot well out of sight
of the house.

Under the gathering
storm-clouds, in the
broken moonlight, with
the waves crashing at
the foot of the cliffg
below, the two an-
tagonists faced one
another in the centre
of the ring of silent
juniobrs.

Both had removed
their coats and rolle
up their sleeves. A
the face of emch was
set hard.

Bagey ‘Trimble was
the only fellow preseunt
who locked as though
he were enjoying the
situation. here was
a grin on Baggy's face.
- “(Go it, Gussy!” he

squeaked. “ Smash the
ead! He'’s the chap
that kissed Ethel all
right—— Oh! Yow!®

3agpgy yelled as
Clive cuffed him
angrily over the ear.

“Shut up, you fah
toad 1”

“Ow! Oh, really,
Clive—" ;

Baggy caressed his

and the St. Jim’s party on the platform below stared at it in blank astonishment. With a final crash gi:;t}?ni{%ilmdjﬁﬁgﬁ

i ‘Arcy. *f Q- Soott ! Gt :
nspbing figure came sprawling o_!ut at the feet of Arthur Augustus R'Arcy G-gweat Scott! Twimble But osen ke forgal Bid

; grievance the next
Tom Merry sprang forward. But he was too late. moment as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and George Figgins

Figging fisk had flashed out, straight from the shoulder. began their fight|

Before that smashing blow, Arthur Augustus D’Arey reeled Fiercely 1t waged. 5
snd dropped to the carpet in the centre of the ring of . By the end of a minute each had been down and risen
smazed and startled juniors. again. The light was too bad for much science fo be
—— brought into things—it was simply a question of hard hit-
ting.  With smushing fists, the two stood toe to toes

CHAPTER 10. Figging' nose was bleeding, and his enemy’s lip was cut.

The Fight ! In grim silence the pair fought.

: s : A stinging blow in the ribs staggered the swell of St.
ITH blazing eyes, Figgins stood staring down at the  Jim’s, and l?:t: missed his footing on the grass and went
prone figure of his host. - down. Figgins stood back with lowered hands till he had
Arthur Augustus rose slowly to his feet, Tom  scrambled up.  Next moment he reeled back before a
Merry stepped between the two, his face dark. deadly left to ths jaw.

“TFiggins, you fool | he cried hoarsely. Panting and breathless, the two fought on.
‘,‘ Rats I” snapped F 1}ggms between his teeth. “T know Neither seemed to be getting much advantage over the
he’s my host, and all that sort of thing, but I'm hanged if other, though Arthur Augustus was beginning to look the

I'll stand here and let him accuse me of being the ca who  more battered of the pair. But he was fighting as hotly as
mfultcd Ethel 1 ; ever. Tom Merry, watching, realised thal Arthur Augustus
“Pway stand aside, Tom Mewwy!” panted Arthur was convinced that Figgins was the culprit regarding
Au ustus. “1 am goin’ to thwash the wottah! Stand Ethel, and was out to exert his last ounce of stremgth in
asi el - attempting to thrash the New House leader for it
“ Gussy, old man—" : . Tee Gem Lisrirv.—~No. 1,120.
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But it did not look as though the swell of 8t. Jim's was
gapable of thrashing Figgins!

What the final result would have been was never known,
‘A sudden footfall behind him caused Tom Merry to turn a
‘startled flsf’ce.

Ethel Cleveland had come upon the scene, and was
Etaring ot the fighters with wide-eyed consternation in her
pretey face.

Evidently the sudden absence of all the juniors from the
house had aroused her suspicions, end she had come out
&lone to investiate. At sight of her the juniors watching
the fight looked as though they wished the earth could
open and swallow them.

“Stop!” cried Ethel breathlessly, : < Hge

She pushed her way guickly through the ring of jumiors.
At sight of her Figgins' face went deadly white. His
hands drapped to his sides, and he fell hastily back. Arthur
Augustus gave a startled gasp,

“ Ethel 1”

The next moment Cousin Ethel was standing in the centre
of the ring of startied juniors, confroniing with blazing
eyes the dishevelled pair!

CHAPTER 11.

Figeins Goes !

E H, my hat!” muttered Blake in dizmay.

Figgins and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy faced

Fthe! with sheepish faces. The girl was breath-
ing hard. ¥

“What—what does this mean?” she demanded in a low
¥Yolce,

It was Figgins who answered. His tone was bitter.

“I’Arcy has accused moe of being the fellow who insulted
y()\._lo'lio-night.,” he explained. ““And so I—T1—"

SO

Ethel’s exclamation was one of startled amazement.

“Yout” she cried falteringly. I can’t believe it! I
don’t believe it!” :

Figgins smiled a twisted smila,

“Thank you, Ethel!” he answered guietly.
it, of course. It was some other fellow.
believe that, even if D'Arocy doesn’t.”

“Weally, Ethel, there is nobody else it can have been!”
exclaimed Arthur Awugustus, though wery unhappily,
“Natuwally, Figgins denies it—"

He broke off. IFiggins' eyes blazed. But he controlled
himself with an effort, and took his coat from Kerr, slip-
ping it on. 2

“I'm sorry you came on the scene, Lthel,” he zaid. “ You
were not meant to know about this fight, of course—"
“So I realise,” answered the girl, She stamped her foot.
“] think it is d:sgraccful. I won't believe it was Figgins.”
She turned upon Tom Merry. “Do you believe iti” she
cried hotly,

“T don't know what to believe,” Tom answered un-
comfortably. “You see, somebody did it, and it would be
as difficult to believe it of anyene!” y

“Ethel, deah gal,” put in Arthur Augustus pleadingly,
;‘wun't you go back to the honse? This is not a mattah
or you—-'

1 think it is very much a mabter for me!” she answered;
and her pretty face was grim,

“Oh deah! But—-"

“I'm not leaving this spot unless you all come back to
thé house with me,” said Ethel guictly. “This fight shall
not go on!”

. It was clear that she was determined. 'With sheepish
faces, the other juniors turned back to the house, follow-
ing Figgins and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy and Ethel,

The big fight had been effectively interrupted. But from
the looks on the faces of the swell of St. Jim’s and George
Figgins as they re-entered the house it was quite clear that
it would be impossible now to make peace between them,

“What the dickens is going to happen?” muttercd
Manners to Tom Merry, looking thoroughly miserable.

The answer to his question was soon forthcoming!

Back in the big library Figgins turned a set faco to
Arthur Augustus D’Arey. _

“You understand that I can’t possibly stay on in this
house now ?” said Figgins in a low voice.

Arthur Angustus did not answer.

“I believe there is a night train to London {rom
Withiel,” went on TFiggins. “I'll catch it. T'll go and
pack now.”

No one spoke. Even Ethel remained silent as Figgins

. turned quietly towards the door. It was only too clear
that Figgins was right. In the circumstances it was utterly
impossible for him to remain. a guest at Penperro House.

_But there was a sudden movement among the group of
gilent juniors.
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Faity Wynn had hurried to Tiggins' side as the leader
of the New House swung open the door. A momient later
Kerr had joined him, too.

“Half a minute, Figgy, old chap!” said Fatty Wynn
grimly. “I'm coming with you.”

“And II” said Kerr quietly.

“But—" bogan Figgins. :
5 ‘No Illx,uts about it!” growled Fatty Wynn. “We stand

yyout. et Pl = .

He gripped Figgins’ hand. Figgins smiled unsteadily.

“No,” he protested, “I can’t let you—"

“Rats!” snapped Kerr. “We go with you, old man!*

Tom Merry & Co., Blake & Co., Talbot, Levison, and
Clive and Baggy Trimble watched the three New House
fellows vanish from the room. With a sudden little cry
Ethel hurried out after the three. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
turned a miserable face to the others.

“I would have given anythin’ for this nof to have
happened, deah boys!” he exclaimed.

Tom Merry patted him on the shoulder.

“Don’t you wdiry, old hoss,” he said. “It’s not your
l'a}:lt-, anyway. You only acmci as you had to.”

“1 weally cannot_think that Figgins is innocent,”
on the swell of St. Jim's, dabbing at his cut lip with a silk
handkerchief. “It must have been he! The evidence is so
stwong against him, that I considah——"

“I'd never have thought it of Figgy,”’ broke out Levison.
“But, hang it all, it does look like 1t! It can’t have been
anybody else. He was seen coming down from the box-
rooms =

“0Oh, don’t let’s gas about it any more, for goodness’
sake I” exclaimed Blake impatiently. “Anyway, Figgy is
clearing off, and Fatty and Kerr. It's pretty rotten, but
seeing all that's happened it'll certainly clear the air a bit
when they've gone.” .

“I'll go and ordah a car to take them to Withiel,” said
the swell of 8t. Jim's, with & sigh.

Arthur Augustus left the room, looking anything but
happy.

He left very glum faces in the library.

Only an hour or so ago everything had been so cheery!
But now a dark shadow scemed to have fallen over
Penperro House. Figging was under a cloud, and was
zoing, together with his two chums, Kerr and Fatty Wynn.
What had started off by being such a pleasant party in the
house on the cliffs had ended after only a few days with a
bitter quarrel!

“Oh, it's rotten!” muttered Monty Lowther.

And Lowther expressed the feelings of all his chums,

went

CHAPTER 12.
In Deadly Peril !
EORGE FIGGINS glanced at his watch.
“ Plenty of time for the train,” he gaid gloomily.
He and his two chums were seated in the car
that was speeding them along the cliff-road on their
way to the distant railway station with their luggage.

Now that he had leit Penperro Iouse behind him
Figgins’ hot temper had died away. He felt only a great
regret that what had promised to he a happy holiday in
company with the other fellows, and, in parkticular, with

Cousin Ethel, had met so unexpectedly with disaster when_

only a few days old. .

He was troubled, too, by the fact that his chums had
insisted upon coming with him. He was more deepl
touched than he would have cared to say by the staune
way in which Kerr and Fatty Wynn had stood by him and
shaken the dust of Penperro Housd from their feet for his
sake. But he wished from the bottom of his heart that
he had been able to persuade them to stay there.

But both his chums had been adamant.

“My dear chap,” Kerr had said bluntly while packing, *I
shouldn’t enjoy staying on without you, anyway, so I might
as well clear off ! And I know Fatty feels the same.”

S0 the three of them were together in the big car as it
raced along the cliff-road in the broken moonlight.

The storm that had been threatening scemed ominously
near now. Far out over the sea, where masses of black
clond were piled, flickering lightning could be seen. The
roll of distant thunder came to their ears above the hum
of the car. ;

As the car sped on, the three chums sat in silence.
Figging had no desire for talk, and his chums did not
worry him with vain attempis to cheer him up. They knew
what a blow it was to Fiﬁgins to be driving away [rom the
house where Cousin Ethel was spending her holidays.

“Anyway, Ethel doesn’t believe it was me,” broke out
Figgins suddenly, and a faint smile lit up his face for the
first time during the journey.

“The puzzle is, who on earth did do it?” muttered Kerr,
*It must have been one of the fellows in that room to-

-
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night! I can hardly believe it of any of them—but it must 1
have been [* 1

“And when you think that the rotter, whichever it was
of them, kept mum and let Gussy think it was you, I feel
I'd jolly well like to have him to myself for five minutes!”
growled Fatty Wynn; and his hands clenched.

“1t can’t have been anyone of Tom Merry & Co., or
Blake & Co., surely!” said Figgins, with a worried frown.
*That leaves Levison and Clive and Talbot, but I can’s
think—*

His words went unfinished. .

A sudden blinding glare of blue lightning had seemed to
strike the very road in front of them, followed instantly by
a splitting crash of thunder immediately over their heads.
The chaui?eur. startled and blinded for the moment, swerved
the car. There was a sickening crash.

There was a startled cry from Fatly Wynn. He and
Figgins and Kerr were thrown in a heap on to the floor of
the car as it came to an abrupt standstiil.

“What the thump—" gasped Kerr, struggling up,

. The door swung open, and the face of the chauffeur stared
in, white and anxious. !

“You're not hurt?” he cried. Hs drew a deep breath
of relief when he saw that they were not. “The lightnin
blinded me for a momeni—we struck a rock beside the road,
and the slecring—gear‘s gone !

* Oh, my hat!”®

Figgins, Kerr, and Fatty Wynn tumbled out of the ear,
and with blank faces surveyed the buckled front wheel.
With the steering-gear gome, it was cobviously impossible
for the car to proceed even with a changed wheel,

“This is rotten!” exclaimed Fizgins. “We chall miss
the train!” :

“Don’t you worry, sir,” said the chauffeur quickly, “I'll
hli_i’l'}' baclk (tio thte house and bring another car along.”

¥ , zood!”

“Will you wait here, sir?¥ =

Figgins nodded. In the circumstances he and his chums
certainly did not wish to reiurn to Penperro House. They
preferred the not very cheerful prospect of waiting on the
cliffi-road by the damaged car, despiie the gathering storm,
that looked like breaking in all its fury at any moment
now.

“Very good, sir.”

The man hurried away into the gloom,

“ Just our luck!” grinned Figgins ruefully, seating himself
on ono of the scattered rocks that lined the road. g

Iis two chums followed his example, ’

A wind was whining over the cliffs, strengthening into
savage gusts from time fo time. It was: going to be a
stormy night, without a doubt. The * moon, appearing
fitfully among the racing clouds, shone down on wildl
lashing waves that rolled in from the Actlantic and hoome
upen the rocks at the foot of the cliffs and around the dark
base of Penperro Rock.

A glare of lightning came crackling over the sky, the
echoes of the thunder dying away sullenly among the cliffs.
The' next moment the sk;,r spemed to open. In a streaming

_torrent the rain came sweeping upon themy, and with a
rush the three juniors ran to the car and elimbed into the
shelter of its interior.

“My only aunt!” gasped Fatti'
of thunder followed another glare of lightning.
a night ” i ;

The rain beat upon the windows of the big ear, with
the wind rising to an ecrio howl. Again and again the
thunder crashed out deafeningly, and the #ickering
hightning played weirdly ovor the loaming sea.

“Phew!” breathed Figgins. “This is an A.1 storm all

Wynn, as a crashing peal
i “What

right ' He peered out rﬁrough the rain-swept w:r;agpw_at
his side. “Look at the waves! My hat, I wouldn’t like
to be out there on the water.” z

Tiven as he spoke, somothing caught his eyes that caused
the words to die on his lips.

Revealed by the fitful moonlight, that had streamed down
with sudden brightness through a gap in the storm-clouds,
o tiny yacht could be scen tossing perilously in the terrible
rock-bound waters that foamed and crashed about the base
of Penperro Rock!

“Look !” panted Figgins. :

Kerr and Falty Wynn stared out with slartled eyes
across tho intervening channel to the little helpless vessel
caught in the mad maelstrom by the mysterious island.
Even as they watched, they saw the last ragged shred of
sail torn away by the gale.

For a moment or two the yacht was lost to view among
~the giant waves that leapt around it.. Then it appeared
bigh on a foaming crest, whirled on towards the rocks.

Figging' face had gone strangely white.

“*Good heavens!”” he muttered hoarsely.
board that boat is done for!”

“ Looks like it!” breathed Fatty Wynn, in a voice oddly
unlike his own.

“Whoever is on

(Continued on next page.)
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The moon was swallowed up by the clouds azain, DBut a
gudden glare of lightning ever sea and land again revealed
to the straining eyes of the thres St. Jim's juniors the
little dark patch of the apparenfly doomned yacht among
the foaming whiteness of the wayes that had it in their

rip.

The flickering lightning glare was followed by a gloom
jmpenetrable to their eyes—a howling blackness of wind
and rain and the muffled erash of waves.

Then the moonlizght came again. For some moments
they could ses nothing of the storm-tossed little vessel. Iut
after a while it appeared again, nearer vet to the jagged
rocks at the base of the island, Figgins could not be sure,
bus he fancied he could make out a figure in the well of
the boat.

Suddenly he gripped Kerr’s arm.

“We can't stand by and watch that feilow drown!”
he cried. “We must do something! It's not too late yet!”

“But what can we do?” breathed Kerr.

“Why, there was a boat on the beach of that little cove
wo visited yesterday! Do you remember? That cove
must be just about underneath the cliffs where we are
now. If we could find a path down

For a moment neither Kerr nor Fatty Wynn answered
as Figgins broke off. The danger ol attempting to row out
to the distressed vessel at the foot of Penperro Rock was
80 terrible that they stared at Figgins, wondering if he
could really mean it, But the look on his face told them
that he did. .

- Already Figgins was opening the door.
into the driving rain.

“I'm going to try, anyway!” he cried eagerly.

That was enough for Kerr and Fatty Wynn. In another
moment they, too, had leapt out on to the road.

Side by side the three chums of the New House raced
with stumbling steps ‘across the grass to the clifi edge.
In the broken moonliﬁht they soon found the top of a
narrow path that vanished over the brink into the darkness,

With a last glance to where the little yacht was battling
vainly with the churning seas, Figgins & Co. plunged over
the edge of the cliff, down the dim wind-swept path that
led to the beach below!

CHAPTER 13.
Through the Storm!

T was not easy on the narrow, perilous path to keep

a footing in the teeth of the wind. But at last the

threo jumiors reached the beach, breethless and rain
soaked, .
«#This way!" eried Figgins.

‘Across the sand he raced, to a sheltered spot above the

He sprang out

level of tha tides where a big old rowing-boat was drawn °

up—evidently kept there by some fisherman.

It was o stoutly-built eraft, broad in the beam, and with
two pairs of strong oars lying in the bottom of it. But,
seaworthy though it looked, Kerr felt bis heart sink for
& moment as he glanced at the great waves that sweps
itto the cove from Penperro Rock.

But he banished the momentary qualm, and began, with
tl&e others, to drag the heavy boat down towards the water’s
edge.

fow thoy ever got it out past the breakers was a thing
that Figgins & Co. themselves neyer qguite knew. But after
a while they found themselves plunging amid the giant
waves beyond, stmEgl{ng to turn their craft in the direc-
tion of the gaunt shape of Ponperro Rock.

With Figgins at one pair of oars and Kerr with the
other, Fatty Wynn began baling desperaiely with a pail
that he had found under the stern seat. In getting the
boat out, a number of waves had broken over them, drench.
ing the juniors with sea-water and almost half filling their
heavy craft. Foaming wave-crosts lifted high about them
now, and at every moment more water was coming in.

Fatty Wynn baled desperately. Figgins and Kerr,
straining on the oars with every ounce of strength they
possessecl, were finding it -difficult enough to keep the boas
moving - against the waves. But they managed it some-
how; and, with the wind howling round them, stinging
their faces and hands with spray, Figgins & Co. moved out
from the shadow of the cliffs into the moonlit surge of
waters beyond.

Every wave seemed to threaten them with destruction,
But their stout old boat rode the waves gallantly, fighting
jts way out from the cove with desperate plunges. Once it
all but overturned, as it twisted sideways to a wave. Bub
the skill of Figgins at the oars, and his muscular arms,
saved them.

Fatty Wynn gave a sudden shout as he caught a glimpse
far ahead of the little yacht, driving in under the black
wall of the great rock.

“There she is!”
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Ho flung out a pointing hand, and Figgins and Kerr
turned the boat a little.

They were well out now, but nearing the perilous race
of surging waters that thundered among the rocks at the
base of the island.

They rose high on tho back of a giant wave, and again
Fatty Wynn glimpsed the battered little yacht caught in
the swirling seas in the lee of the rock. As he stared
across the intervening chaos of foam towards it, he saw it
flang high, and come down with a sickening blow with
ita stern splintered upon a jagged rock.

Fatty Wynn gave a breuthf:ss ery. i

“It can't last long now!” he muttered.

With its stern held on the rock that pierced if, the
yacht was receiving the full force of every wave that
battered its frail planks. As Faity Wynn %ad' said, it
could not be long before it broke up completely, and any-
ormi‘ on board flung to certain death emong the waves. and
TOCKS.

“Can you see anybody?” panted Figgins hoarsely.

Fatty Wynn peered ahead through the spray and rain,

he moon had been swallowed up for a moment among
clouds; but it appeared again, and Faity Wynn glimpsed
a dark figure clinging to the broken stump of mast on
the doomed yacht.

“Yes, there’s a chap there—"" .

The rest of his words were carried away from Figgins'
and Kerr's ears by the wind. But they had heard enough.
They dragged savagely at the oars, and the plunging boat
drew slowly nearer to the raging inferno of waters where
the little yacht lay broken on the rocks,

The boom of breaking waves was once more in their
ears. It grew louder.

“Look out!” screamed Fatty Wynn, half rising in his
seat. “You're nearly there! You'll have to turp, or
you'll never get out again!”

“Right!” answered Figgins, with set face. “We'll turn
her! Get ready to swim for it—we may go over!”

But in his heart, even as he spoke, Figgins knew well
enough that if once their boat were overturned they could
never hope to swim long in that mad sea,

For a moment his eyes went to the cliffs behind. High
upon them against the sky where the lightning played the
dark shape of Penperro IHouse could be seen, with lights
gleaming golden in some of the windows.

A great wave crashed upon them out of the dark, Tt sent the
boat spinning round like a cork, almost flinging the three
juniors out. But it righted itself, and Figgins, wiping the
sﬂraﬁ from his smarting eyes, saw the brokem shape of
the little vacht close alongside. He glimpsed a white,
staring face.

All around them the waves thundered amid the great
rocks. A thrust of an oar sent the boat in nearer.

“ Jump !” yelled Figgins.

The man hesitated. A wave swept the boat still closer
the next moment—dangerously close! Tiggins thrust ihe
blade of his oar against the hull of the yacht, straining
desperately to keep them from being Hunf against it.

“Jump ! he shouted again. “Quick, for Heaven's sake
jump——~

The man on the doomed vessel probably failed to hear,
with the thunder of the waves all around them. But he made
a spring, and the juniors heard his cty as he fell short. He
droppeg into the foaming water, but one clutching hand

ipped the side of the boat and clung on. Fatty Wynn and

err seized him and dragged him on board.

It was all like a nightmare to the three St. Jim’s juniors.
Whether they would ever be able to fight their way back
from the deadly currents among the rocks was a grim ques-
tion that might have any answer. The howling wind dazed
them—thiey had to fight for breath. But somehow, foot by
foot, they drew ont from the worst of the danger zone.
Figgins gave a sobbing gasp.

“We've done it!” His voice was a whisper. -

But their danger was not over yet.  They still had to fight
their way back to the land across the seething channel that
separated the cliffs from Penperro Rock. With every giant
wave seeming to strive to bring doom upon them all, and
with the extra weight of the man now lying in the bottom of
the boat, apparently in a faint, their chances of winning
through to safety scemed small.

But they came at last to the breakers by the edge of the
sand. A great wave lifted them, flu em forward. The
next moment the juniors found themselves struggling in the
water, Figgins with a hand clutched fiercely at the'collar of
the man ﬁley had rescued from the Ea,ws of death. k

Like fellows waking from a horrible dream, Figgins & Co.
dragged themselves and the unconscious man through the
foam to the sand beyond. They laid him down, and went
iac&.k wearily for the boat, dragging it to safety. The oars

ad gone.

“Xes, we've done it !” muttered Figgins,



North, South, Easi and West—Everyone’s Agreed the GEM’S the Best! |

Cousin Ethel stamped her foot with vexation, * Oh!" she cried breathiessly.
Somebody found me—I don’t know who it was——"'

at the top ofthese stairs !

He passed a hana across his eyes. He sat down heavily
beside the still figure of the man they had rescued, and
buried his head inh his hands.

CHAPTER 14,
Figgins Comes Back !

1 HAT about bed, deah boys?”
It was Arthur Augustus D'Arey who spoke.

The swell of- St Jim's, Blake & Co., Tem

Merry & Co., Levison and Clive and Reginald

Talbot, were in the library at Penperro House. It was late.

The girls had gono to bed long agoe, as had Baggy Trimble,

who bad turred in early complaining of pains under the

waistcoat—a not infrequent complaint of Daggy’s after a

gorge! And ever since his arrival at Penperro House,
Bagey had been gorging steadily.

The othe: juniors had sat up late, expecting the return
of Lord Eastwood from St. Ives at any time. But Gussy's
father had not returned, and it was past eleven o'clock. Tom
Merry, glancing at the grandfather clock in the corner, gave
an exclamation when he saw what Lthe time was.

“Great pip! Yes, it's bed-timo all right, Gussy !”

Most of the juniors rose to their feet, except Talbot and
Manners, who were finishing a game of chess, and Dighy,
who was busy with a crossword puzzle.

“Time for shut-eye, you chaps ! sang out Monty Lowther
in what was meant to Ee a cheery tone, but which somehow
failed to sound natural. :

For Monty Lowther, like the rest of the juniors, was not
feoling cheery thas night! 3

The departure of Figgins & Co. after that stormy scene in
the library and the fight on ihe cliffs, had east a deep
shadow over Gussy's house-party. -

Arthur Augustus himself had been very quiet for the rest
of the evening. And though his guests tried hard to conceal
their glum spirits. it had been impossible to do so with much
suecess. There had been a very strained atmosphere in the
Lansge, and everyono had been relieved when the girls had

“ ’'m furious !
t yas 7 " queried Tom Merry in bewilderment,
“ §n the dark,’” panted the girl, ** whoever it was, he kissed me 1" (8w Chapter 3.)

1 was hiding in a box-room

gone to bed early—Ethel with a face that seemed to show she
liad been eryiog a little,

Though she iad not referred to the incident again, the
departure of Figgins from Penperro House had been a great
shock to Cousin Ethel. ) : :
_ Thongh he still believed in Figgins' guilt, since it scemed
impossible for anyone else to have been the culprit, Arthur
Auvgustus D’Arcy was wishing very sincerely that he bad
been a liitle more tactful in dealing with George Figgins!
It was clear that his cheery house-party would noft be the
same with the shadow of that miserable affair hanging
aver 1L,

Y Cheekmate | said Manners,

He rose to his feet, and Talbot did the same. Their game
was over. Digby, with a grunt, tossed aside the erossword
puzzle unfinished—he had been thinking far more about
Figgins & Co. than about clues and words of five letters!

“Well, I'm ready to turn in!” he announced,

With Arthur Augustus leading the way, the group of Et.
Jim's juniors s.fralﬁ:d from the room.

As a rule, there was a good deal of cheery talk and chaff
among {hem when they went up to bed. But to-night they
erossed the hall towards the big stairs in silence.

Knock !

A loud knock on the front door ecaused them all to turn
their heads. Arihur Angustus gave an exclamation.

“Bai Jove! Who on earth cgn that be at this time of
the night 7™

“Your pater back 7" suggested Tom Merry.

“No; the patah bas his own key, deah boy!”

Knock ! z

“Bai Jove! How vewy queeah!” murmured Arthur.
Aungustus, staring across at the front door in great per-
plexity. “I wongah who that can be?”

“What about opening the door and finding out?” sug-
gested Blake, with sarcasm, *There’s an original idea for
you, Gussy!”

“Weally, Blake, T was just about to do so !
The =well of St. Jim's hurried to the door. A young
: Tue Gen Lisrarr.—No. 1120, ~
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footman had appeared in the ball, but Arthur Augustus
waved him back. .

“1t's all wight, George

The swell of St. Jim's threw open the big door. An
exclamation of utter astonishment escaped him,

“ G-gweat Seott!”

The juniors, in a group by the foot of the stairs, stared
past Arthur Augustus at the fizures on the steps outside,
and their faces took on looks of equal amazement.

“My hat!” breathed Tom Merry.

“Figgins|” ejaculated Blake. “What on earth—"

“Figgy!” gasped Levison. :

Figgins, Eerr, and David Llewellyn Wynn were standing
there in the light of the porch, supporting between them a
limp figure. Their own faces looked drawn and white, and
though the rain had ceased they were soaked. Their caps
had gone, their wet hair was clearly sticky with sea-water.
All three looked just about at their last gasp.

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus stared out at them as though he could
scarcely believe his eyes.

“We've not come back on our own account!” There
wa3 a faint note of defiance in Fig?;ins' voice, husky and
tired though it was. “This chap’s all—in—we had to
bring him somewhere, and this is the only place near.
He's in a bad way. May we bring him in?”

Tom Merry and Talbot, their first astonishment over,
grasped the sitnation in a moment.
the dazed swell of St. Jim’s and took the limp figure of
the young man from the supporting, weary arms of
T'iggins & Co. Carefully they carried him into the hall,
and laid him on a couch.

He was conscious, but seemed utterly unable to support
himself as they carried him in. He sank down on the
couch with a little groan, and closed his eyes. His dark,
thin face was deathly pale, and there was an ugly cut
across one temple, His clothes were soaked with salt-
water.

“But who is he?” cried Tom Merry.

Figging, in the doorway, shook his head.

5 I%-unno !

“But where did you find him *

“He was in a little yacht, on the rocks,” cut in Kerr
quietly. “We saw him from the cliffs, and Figgins insisted
on us going out to try to rescue the poor chap, in a boat
we found on the beach. It was touch and go—but thanks
to old TFiggy we did it!”

“My hatl”

“Bai Jove! That—that sounds amazin’ly bwave of you
chaps!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, admiration
shining in his face. “You mean to say you went out in a
wowing-boat to a wecked yachi, thwough that tewwible
storm !

“Wea had to!”

1

rowled Figgins.

“You bwought him back in the car, I suppose?” added
Arthur Augustus. “But where is the chauffah?”

Figgins stared at him.

* %mt‘a what wo want to know! We thought you
would. After the smash on the cliff road, he went off fo
get another car, but never came back!”

“What smash?” asked Arthur Augustus in bewilderment.

“Hasn't the man come back then?” cried Fatty Wynn.

“Wathah not!"

Hastily Fatty Wynn explained what had happened, to
the astonishment of the listening juniors. Arthur Augus-
tus gave a gasp.

“Gweat pip! I fancay I can guess what has happened!
The poor chap must have twied the short cut ovah the
downs. It is full of sand-pits, and in the dark he must
have fallen into one and hurt himself I’ He turned quickly
ts the footman, who was waiting in the background.
“George! You and Henwy had bettah go and look for
him at once!”

The footman hurried away.
turned again to Figgins,

“Er-—won’t you three chaps come in?”

A dogged look came into Figgins' eyes. Though cir-
cumstances had forced Figgins g Co. to swallow their

ride and return to Penperro House for the sake of the un-
gnown man from the yacht, it looked as though they had
made up their minds not to enter it after they had handed
over their charge to safe hands to be looked after.

But before Figgins could speak, there came the purr of
a motor-car in the drive. A few moments later the tall
fizure of Lord Eastwood was ascending the steps, staring
in some astonishment at the three soaked figures in the
light of the porch, and the grave faces of the juniors.

*Gad!” ejaculated Lord Eastwood. “ You three look
soaked to the skin! What on earth has happened?”

Figgins went scarlet and -did not answer. Arthur
Augustus, too, looked thoroughly uncomiortable, and
failed to reply. Tom Merry stepped quickly forweard.
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Somlebody had to explain, unpleasant though the task
was!

He briefly told Lord Eastwood the whole facts of the
case. When he had fnished, Gussy's father, bending over
the figure on the couch, straightened himself with frown-
ing face. He turned to Figgins.

“This is very unfortunate,” he said quietly.

“Very, sir,” nodded Figgins uncomfortably. But—"

“This poor fellow must be put to bed at once,” cut in
Lord Eestwood. “Tom Merry—Talbot; will you carry him
upstairs?” He laid a kindly hand on Figgins' shoulder,
‘Now, my boy, I am not going to allow any refusal. I
can understand your feelings in the matter, but in any
case it is too late mow for you to catch the night train.
I insist upon you three staying here for to-night at least.
If you are determined to leave us, you will be at perfect
liberty to do so in the morning. I hope, however, that you
will reconsider your decision in that respect. But in any
case, to-night you must stay here.”

“That is very kind of you, sir,” mumbled Figgins. “If
you insist. we can't refuse, of course. But I am afraid
that in the morning I should prefer to go.”

“We can discuss that when the time comes,” said Lord
Eastwood quietly. He turned to his own son. * Arthur,
see that these three are Emvided with dry clothes, and
send” somebody to fetch their luggage from the stranded
car.

“Yaas, patah!” i

Lord Eastwood hurried up the stairs after Tom Merry
and Talbot, who had borne away the unknown man from
the wrecked yacht. Arthur Awngustus turned to Figgins
and held out his hand.

“TFiggay, 1 should like to say how sowwy I am there
has been this twouble,” said the swell of St, Jim's frankly.
“ Aftah your bwavewy to-night, I should like to considah
the whole thing forgotten, and I twust that you will stay
on here, as my patah says.”

Fi]ggms did not take the proffered hand. He eyed the
swell of St. Jim's steadily. r
“Do you take back your accusetion against me?” he
azked in a low voice.

A look of great distress came into the swell of St. Jim'a
faﬁe. He (x:‘loured.

*You don’t,” nodded Figgins, *Then I am afraid I
can't stay after to-night!”

Blake touched Figgins on the arm.

“(lome on,” he said. *“We'll lend you some dry togs.

Blake, Herries and Digby turned to the stairs, and
Figgins & Co. followed them. Manners and Lowther,
Levison and Clive watched them go with puzzled faces.

Figging’ hehaviour did not strike them as that of a
guilty individual. And yet who could have been the
culprit concerning Ethel if not tho leader of the New
House trio?

The same worrying thought was in the mind of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy as he slowly closed the door.

He had been too honest fo pretend for the sake of peace
that he did not believe in Figgins' guilt. But somehow
he was fooling less convinced of it mow, after that look in
Figgins' eyes. »

Yet which of them, if not Figegins, could have been the
cad ?'ho had kissed Ethel in the darkness of the box-
room ?

a»

CHAPTER 15.
In the Night !

RNEST LEVISON turned over restlessly in bed.
QOutside, the last rumbles of the storm were dying
away., The wind had dropped. But still the
booming of the waves round the base of the great
rock, where the old monks' treasure was said to lie, could
be heard like muffled guns,

In the big room, the quiet breathing of Sidney Clive
and the heavy snores of Baggy- Trimble, with whom he
and Clive shared their bed-rocom, came to his ears, show-
ing that they, at any rate, were sleeping.

But Levison could not si&ep'

The problem of Figgins was occupying his thoughts,
keeping him awake and restless. ;

Figgins & Co. were sleeping in their own room that
night after all! But in the morning they would go, with-
out & doubt, leaving the dark shadow still hanging over
what might have been such a cheery house-party, but
which would be spoiled” now for the rest of the St. Jim's
party's stay. A

Before the juniors had turned in finally, the missing
chauffeur had been brought back to the house by the two
footmen. As Arthur Augustus had surmised, the man had
fallen into one of the deep sand-pits while taking a short
cut on his way back to the house, and had strained his
ankle.’ He was not badly hurt, but the damaged ankle



Cheer up,

had been sufficiens
to prevent him
from climbing the
treacherous sides of
the pit into which
he had fallen, and
he had been forced
to wait there,
fairly well shel-
tered from the
storny, till his disap-
pearance was
noticed and help
should come.

A doctor, brought
from his distant
bed by telephone,
nad announced that
ithe man from the
wreck was only ex-
hausted, and dazed-
from the blow on
" the head he had re-
ceived when jump-
ing from the boat
from which Iiggins

Co. had rescued

him. The stranger
had fallen into a
deep sleep imme-

diately upon being
put to bed, and so
us yet, the juniors
did not even Lknow
his name,

“About the
bravest thing I've
struck for a long
whale, the way
‘Figgy & Co. wens
out to him in that
boat,” Levison
told himsclf. *'Poor old Figgins! Hang it, there must be
a mistake somewhere!” i

A sudden muttered exclamation from Bagey Trimble’s
bed caused Levison to turn his head, thinking for a moment
that the Falstaff of the School House was awake. But he
realised then that Baggy was simply walking in his sleep.

‘‘The fat guzzler!” grunted Levison. “I don’t wonder
he’s restless affer the way he's been gorging. I helieve he
sneaked off to the larder to-night—"

“And a rabbit-pie!”

Baggy's incoherent mutterings became suddenly more
audible. In his sleep, Baggy was appavently living through
past feeds again.

“And those tarte—I'll take them, too,” mumbled Baggy

~wmuite loudly. “PBut I can't cat ‘em here, The butler
might canr» along—" : :

"Fhe &vords trailed off into inaudible mutterings. Levison
grinned.

It was quite evident that he was right in thinking thab
Baggy had raided his host's larder that night. From
Baggy’s words, spoken in his sleep, the whols story was clear.
Baggy had evidently found what he had sought, but, for
fear of discovery, had smuggled his loot to some safe place
where he could gorge undisturbed.

For a while Baggy's restless mutterings continued
inaudibly, with only an occasional word that was recog-
nisable. - Levison meditated heaving something at the fat
junio® to shut him up, but was feeling too drowsy now
to exert himself,

“The box-room’s the place!”

Baggy's_words were quite clear that time. Levison
opened his eyes, staring across curiously in the direction
of Trimble's hed. In the dim light, he could see the fad
figure under the blankets, and Baggy's face hali-turned
towards him.

“Funny, Ethel choosing the same place to hide in!” went
on Bagey's mutterings. ~ *““She must have changed from
some other hiding-place, I s’pose, or she’d have been there
when I got therel”

Tevison's face took on a strangely intent expression in
ihe darkness. He was listening with keen attention now.

“Tucky you chaps never found that pie-dish where I hid
it in that bos,” came from Baggy’s bed. “They'd have
known 1'd been up there then.”

My hat!” breathed Levisom.

Ho slipped softly out of bed, and crossed
Clive's. Clive grunted and sat up in answer to
shake.

“What on earth—"

“Quict!” whispered Levison.

" Jump ! P yelled Figgins.

uickly to
ris chum’s

The man on the yacht hesitated,

His face was grim, and’

Chums! Wednesday will soon be here again! 21

L A wave swept the New
juniors' boat dangerously close, and Figains thrust the blade of his oar ageains:utrl’w hull 0‘?&.110 :!::hsf:
. straining desperately to keep them from being flung against it. (Sec Chapler 13.)

Clive stared at him in astonishment,
talking in his sleep!”

“He's been over-eating, that's all,”

“Of course. But listen!”?

Baggy was at it again, after a brief period of grunts and
groans. :

“Tha chaps think it was Figgins!” Something like &
sleepy chuckle came from Baggy’s bed. “Lucky they never
twigged the fire-escape outside the box-room window! They
might have smelt a rat then, if they'd seen me come in oub
of the garden. But they think it was Figgy who kissed
Ethel. He, he, he!”

“My hat!” gasped Clive.

Ho was wide awake now with a vengeance!

“36 it was Baggy!” breathed Levison. *It was Baggy
all the time!” ;

“Listen! DBaggy's

CHAPTER 18.
All Serene !

i RODOOOH! Wharrisit?”

G Baggy Trimble opened his eyes sleepily and sat
up, to find Tom Merry’s hand on his shoulder,
shaking him roughly. DBut, to his surprise, Baggy

found that it was not morning. The room was lit by
electric light, and it was pitch dark outside the window.

Baggy stared round in great astonishment.

A number of pyjama-clad figures were standing round
his bed. Tom Merry & Co. were there, and Blake & Co.,
and Reginald Talbot, as well as his own room-mates,
Levison and Clive. Arthur Augustus alone was missing.

“I—1 say, what's up?’” gasped Baggy. *Th-the h-house
isn't on f-f-fire?” =

“No!” snapped Blake.

“Jg it b-b-burglars?” panied Baggy Trimble, his hair
standing on end at the very thought.

“No, it’s not!” growled Tom Merry.

A look of relief came into Baggy's face.

““ A midnight spread, then?” he inquired eagerly.
egg! Count me in!” s

“Not exactly that, either,” answered Tom Merry, with a
grim smile “If’s simply that we want to talk to you,
Baggy, about what happened in the box-room this even-
ing 1

“Oh crumbs!” g 2

The look of sudden-gonsternation on Bazegy's fa,ce was

roof enough for the juniors that the words Levison and

“live had heard had been an admission of the truth, and not

merely some fiction of Bagey’s e.lee%irlg brain, <
Tng Gex Lisrary.—No.. 1,120.
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“Ye-eest” stamnmered Baggy., “Y-yes? What about
it? I don’t know anything about it.” =

“Vou deny being in the box-room this evening?” asked
Tom Merry contemptuously.

“Rather—I mean, yes, of course!” gasped Baggr.

“Do you intend to persist in-that votten lie?"”

“Yes, rather—at least, it—it isn't a lie!”
Baggy feebly.

“You fat little toad!”

““Oh, really, Lowther—" -

“Hualf a sed, yon vchaps,” cut in Tom Merry.
“ Apparently Trimble denics having been in the box-room.
Perhaps Levison and Clive will tell him what he s=aid in
his sleep.”

“What?"” howled Baggy. e

His fat face took on a very sickly expressicn indeed. But
he tried to put on a careless grin.

“I—I may have talked any rot in my sleep, of course,”
he mumbled. *That’s not evidence.” 3

“Perhaps not,” said Levison grimiy. “‘But according to
what you said, you raided the larder i@v}’:lgh_t, took your
stolen grub. to the box-room, and were eating it there when
Ethel came in. You hid a pie-dish in a box when you
hoard her coming, and you were the silly little ead aho
kissed her! Then, unseen by her, you got away by the fire.
escape, and let us think it must have been old Figgins!”

_ “It's not true!” hooted Daggy desperately. I swear
it's not !’

“Sure of that?"” snapped Levison. :
h“;’xbsoiuielyl I was dreaming, that's all,” cried Bagoy

otly.

The juniors looked at one another. Baggy's bold front,
now that he had recovered from the shock of being accused,
was 50 daringly brazen that for the moment some of them
began to doubt his guilt. e 3

“You deny the whole thing?” Levison inquired, in a
quict voice,

" “I do,” nodded Baggy.
and talled nonsense.
there!™” -

Levison smiled. T was a very grim smile indeed.

““In that case, Trimble,” he murmured, “perhaps you
can explain how it is that before we woke the others, to
tell om about this, Clive and I, when we went to the box-
room, found this in a box there?”

stuttered

“I was dreaming, I suppose,
I was never pear (he box-room, so

And Levison produced from bencath the dressing-gown

that he was wearing a dish in which clung the remains of
a rabbit-pie.

Baggy Trimble goggled at it.
on a sickly hue.

“You still deny you were in the box-room, Trimble?”

“"Hem? Nunno! As a matter of fact, I did go there,
but I never saw Ethel, T jolly well saw Figgins, though,
so it must have been him! He was hurrying down the
stairs to the eerridor like anything, as if he wanfed to
escape before Ethel saw who 1t was”

“In that case, since Figging met Tom Meriy at the
foot of the stairs, and no one else came down them. how
did you vanish from the boxroom?” cut in Levizon
remorsolossly. : :

“Oh dear!” Baggy jumped. “T—T used the fire-escape!”

“You did, eh?” murmured Levison dryly, “Why?”

Daggy stared at Levison, with fallen jaw. =

It had not cecurred to him that he would need a good
reason for having left the box-room by the#fire-cscape
instead of coming down the stairs, if he were innocent,

Onee agnin his face tock

“I—I was afraid of getting mixed up in that bizney of

Figgy and Ethel—

“You guessed what had happened, thent” . 3

“Ye-e-e3. I rather thought there might be something like
that, knowing what a cadgFiggins is—" y

“Just now wou said you never saw [thel at all!” said
Levison. “8o how did you suspect anything at all?”

“QOh crumbs !

Baggy Trimble's jaw fell.

Under Levison’s cross-examination Baggr had become so
twisted-up that he scarcely knew what he had said and
what he had not. He gave a gasp.

#T—]—I— Yon sco—>" :

“Did you sce Ethel in the box-room, or not*™

“No! I mean, yes! I—I mean, no! The truth is

“The truth is,” said Levison grimly, “that you're so mixed
up with your various rotten fibs that you've given yourself
away about a dozen times!”

“Qh, really, Levison! Surely you know me better than
to imagine I could possibly stoop to telling such a thing as
a whopper ” spluttered Trimble, blinking at Ernest Levison
very nervously.

*Oh, cut out trying to bluff s, you fat worm !” broke in
Tom Merry contemptuously. “It's proved that it was
Trimble who insulted Ethel, as plain as daylight !”

“Rather!”

“Scrag him !”

Tae Gex Lizrany.—No. 1,120.
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Buggy gave a wild howl as a dozen hands seized him and
dragged him out from the blankets. He met the floor with a
terrific concussion.

Bump X

“Oh! Yow! Leggo, you rotters! It wasn’t me, and if
it was, I didn’t mean to do it!” Z :

But no one was listening to Bngdgy's frantic protestations.

The room was a remote one, and it was far from the side
of the house occupied by the girls or Lord Eastwood, and
the juniors could punish Baggy in their own way for his
misdoings without risk of his vells reaching other ears.

He was seized and whirled high inte the air, and dropped.
He yelled. Then he was liftocF again, and dropped a%mn,
and then again, and again, till he was almost too breathless
to squeal further.

“Now make the
Tom Merry grimiy.

“Good wheeze |” 5 : ;

“Ow! Oh dear! You rotien bullies! Don't be beasts!
Help " squealed Daggy. : e

Dut there was no one to heed his yells. The fumors were
determined to give the Falstaff of the School House the
jesson of his life. When they had finished with Baggy they
meani it to be quite clear to him that there were some
things that he had better nover dare to do, and that treat-
ing Cousin Ethel with anything but deep respect was on2
of them! 1 b

Baggy was dragged to his feet. He did not want to run
down the length of the room between the two lines of grim-
faced juniors, each of whom was armed with a knotted
towel or a slipper by this time. But a shove from Talbot's
foot set him going, and once he was under fira Bapgy
found that the best thing was to run for all he was worth
io get it over!

Whack, whack, whack! : >

Bagey velled and howled as the slippers and towels cut
across his tight pviamas. He reached ihe end at last, and
was spun round by Manners and made to run all the way
back ngain. When he was at last through, Baggy QD“:&DS(’.d
on'the floor in a palpitabing heap, groaning and gasping.

“Weow! Oh! Grooooh! I'm dying! My ribs are al,i

broken, and I've ot a componnd fracture of the shoulder!
groaned Baggy, “Oh—"
“8hut up, vou fat toad!” snapped Tom Merry. “You've
behaved like a little cad. and you've only got what you
deserved! I hope Gussy kicks you out of the house to-:
morrow {7

Make glanced at the clock on the chimneypiece. It was
after midnight.

“2¢ill, T think we ought to wake old Figgins up and tell
him about this,” said Blake. *And let's tell Gussy, too. He
and Gussy ought to know ab once, don’t you think?”

*“Hear, hear I”

“Rather!”

¥ (Come on, then!” :

The juniors trooped from the room in a body, leaving
Bagley Trimble still sprawling on the floor. As the door
closed behind them, the unha?py victim of their righteous
wrath drageed himself painfully to his feet.

He was aching in every limb, sore and bruised and pant-
ing. He crawled miserably across to his bed and flopped
on to it. ;

“0Ow! Oh dear! I'm hurt! Groooooh!”

It was & sadder, but perhaps a wiser Baggy that sat on
the bed nursing his aches and pains than the Baggy who
had gone to bed that night with the gleeful knowled%e that
George Figgins was suffering for a caddish act that he had
not commitied.

little beast run the gauntlet!” exclaimed

When Baggy crawled downstairs nest morning, with very
dismal forebodings as to his fate, he found Figgins & Co.
and Arthur Augustus on splendid good terms once again.

Evidently, now that the truth was ount, all was well again
betwesn them. Figgins was the last fellow in the world to
bear malice, and there was no thought now of his leaving
Penperro House !

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was in very high spirits again,
It was a wonderful relief to the swell of St. Jim’s to Enow
that he had misjudged Figgins. But when Arthur Augustus
faced the quaking Baggy in the library before the assembled
f’umors, there was a gleam in his eyes that showed that in
1is pleasure over the clearing of Figgins, Gussy had by no
means forgotten his hot indignation against the true culprit.

He told Bagegy what he thought of him in terms that
bronght o shamed flush even to the cheeks of Bagpy
Trimble.

“I had evewy intention of kickin' you out of the house,
you howwid little wottah!” finished the swell of Bt. Jim’s
cuu-mily. “But Ethel has been kind-hearted and forgivin®
enongh to wequest that you are allowed fo stay heah on
condition that you behave vourzelf in futuah!?

Baggy drew a decp breath of relief,
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“Howevah, you will have to g6 and apologise to Ithel
vewy humbly,” added Arthur Augustus in grim tones.
*“And when you have done that, I fancay Figgay will want
to ses you l”

Fihel Cleveland accepted Baggy's glmast tearful apology
quietly, but there was a look in her eyes that made Baggy
feel smaller than he had ever felt in his life before. He left
her presence feeling really humbled for once.

His interview with Figgins was less painful mentally, but
considerably more painful physically. In the privacy of
a summer-house in the garden, George Flﬁlgins took the
struggling figure of Bagley Trimble over his knees and
thrashed him with a slipper till there was not the slightest
doubt that Baggy had thoroughly repented of his misdeeds.

But as Tom Merry pointed out, there was one good result
from it all.

1t had taken Figgins & Co. out on to the cliff road that
night. But for which fact, the young yachisman woul
undoubtedly have perished in the foaming waters at the
foot of Penperro Rock.

And there was a big surprize awaiting the juniors con-
cerning the stranger whose life Figgins & Co. had so
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Lord Eastwood told them soon after breakfast that the
young man proved to be none other than the son of an old
friend of his, named Renfrew, who was abroad, and that
voung Renfrew, already speedily recovering from his
terrible ordeal, would remain for a while as a guest at
Penperro House, and would doubtless form a very pleasant
addition to the cheery little paxty.

“Wippin’, bai Jove1” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
when he heard tho news:

“Rather |” agreed Figgins and Tom Merry together,

They might have agreed less readily had they been able to
read the future, however.

For strange things were destined to take placo ab’
Penperro Hoyse during the stay of Eihel & Co. and the
St. Jim’s juniors, as a result of the addition to the house-
party of the stranger from the seal

THE END.

{Don’t miss the next yarn in this grand holiday series,
entitled: * THE SECRET OF THE CAVE!" Yow'll

heroically saved.

enjoy cvery line of it, chwms,)

Editor,
The
Lid.,

ON TOP AND BELOW THE SURFACE!
LWAYS on top is the slogan of
A_ the Companion Papers. Yet,
on occasion, they know what
it is to sink a bit, as witness a letter
from Devonport. The writer says he
wes serving on a submarine in China
a couple of years ago and that was
how he came to read his first
“Magnet ” Library. “It happened
like this,” he writes. “We were at
sca doing exercise at the time and I
found a copy of the “Maguet ” when
we submerged 80 ft. below the sur-
face. I saw a copy of the paper
between two pipes, tucked away., I
took it out and read it later on. Qut
of our crew of twenty-seven there
were twenty who read it, and we all
liked it.” ~From then onwards this
reader became a loyal supporter of
the “Magnet,” and, of course, the
good old GexM. Now you other
fellows let me advise you to read the
“Magnet ” as well as the Gex. This
weelk’s issue, in particular, contains
a strong programme and some very
interesting information concerning a
stupendous Free Gift! 'Nuff said!

HOLIDAYS!

They’re here, and the holiday spirit
is in the air! My post-bag is full of
cheery letters and posteards from
lucky chaps who are having the time

_ of their }ivcs by the briny, or else
hiking it in the country—“far from
the madding crowd ” as the poet has
it. Those messages, short though
they were for the most part—" Cheerio,
Ed! Having a grand time here!”"—
were very welcome. They helped to
chase some of the stuffincss out of the
Editorial sanctum, besides reviving in
a hard-worked editor the feeling that
his lot was not such a hard one after

When writing to me, chums,
address your letters :
e Gem'* Library,
Amalgamated Press,

Fleetway House,
Farrin, gdonrférget. London,

The

all, In short, my holiday-making
correspondents provided me with a

real tomie, and T'm taking this
oi)portunity to say to everyone of
them here and now: “Thank you,
chums "

A NEAR THING!

One rather long letter from my
holiday mail interested me comsider-
ably, inasmuch as it had a bearing
on next week's story of the chums of
St. Jim’s. It was from a reader who
is epending his annnal fortnight with
some pals in Wales, telling me of a
very mnarrow escape they had had
from being cut off by the tide without
hope of rescue. “We'd gone for a
long walk along the beach,” he goes
on, “thinking that when the tide
came up all we should have to do
would be to find some path up the
cliffs. This would have been all right
if we hadn’t found our way barred by
a sort of miniature landslide that
stuck out into the seca and which
forced us to turn back. The ncarest
clifi path was a good distance away
and you can imagine what my chums
and I felt like when we saw that the
tide had come right up to it and cut
us off. Luckily the water was onlﬁ a
foot or two deep and we dashed
through it to safety without wasting
a second, I can tell you.” That was
a jolly near thing, and no mistake.
A ‘few minutes more and the proba-
bility is that that letter would never
have heen written.  Still, all’'s well
that ends well, and my chum’s narrow
escape will have cne good effect in
making him more careful in the
future. It’s connection with next
week’s St. Jim’e story, however, lies
in the fact that a similar adventure,
nearly ending in tragedy, befalls Tom

.
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Merry & Co. It's amazing sequel
forms the main plot of

¥ THE SECRET OF THE CAVE!?

—the second of the Gru’s splendid
ceries of holiday yarns. What that
sequel is, and low it affects the
members of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s
house-party in Cornwall, T'll leave
you to discover for yourselves, With-
out spoiling a good thing, it can be
said that as a result of a startling
discovery Penperro Rock and the
legend of ite hidden trcasure looms
more largely than ever in the minds
of the juniore and their girl chums.
when you've read

“ THE SECRET OF THE CAVE!”

you'lk agree with me that it is one of
Martin Clifford’s best yarns.

The Gex has a rveputation for
gef:ting hold of the hest in the way
of serial stories, and, judging from
the enthusiastic comments in a lot of
my readers' letfers, I need have no
misgivings about its latest. Thrills
and still more thrills would be a good
description of THE ROBOT MAN, so
that it's spilling a mouthful, as our
American cousing would deseribe it, to
say that mext week's instalment is
one of the best we've had yet.

NOW THEN, CHUMS!

And then there's our old friend the
ORACLE. Frankly, something will
have to be done for the poor chap.
Thirty bob a week is his remunera-
tion for acting in the capacity of
walking encyelopmdia to readers of
the GexM, and heaven knows what he’d
do without it. Apparently, however,
no one seems to care whether he goes
on the dole or what becomes of him.
Tlis job is to answer questions, and
if there aren't any for him to answer
he loses his thirty bob a week, to say
nothing of his Rolle-Ford ecar, the
mansion at Mudville-on-Sea and the
rest of his small possessions. So it's
up to you, chums, to rally round in a
good cause,

Seriously enough, if you have any,
questions that are troubling you,
don’t hesitate to drop a line to the
“QOracle,” c/o The Gem, and you'll
have them settled in our answer
man’s very best style.

Checrio till next Wednesday!

YOUR EDITOR,
Tse Gem Lmearv.—No. 1,120,



* Throw in your lot with me and 1
will make you master of ths world—
dofy me, and i will crush you as
eazily as | do my insect specimens! "
This is the amazing proposal with
which young Jack Carter is faced
this week. What doos ho do 7

1The Warning !

ACK CARTER found himsell in a welllighted passage,
J and as he strode along it he could hear the soft tread
of the mad scientist behind him,

It was an uncomforteble experience, for he could not
got the thought out of his mind, but he knew that his only
chance was to botray no sign of fear or anger.

Therefore he wali‘ccl along the lighted passage
almost exaggerated carelessnoss. <

“Now to’ your right,” came the professor’s smooth voice
behind him. .

Jack obeyed, and a moment later found himself, to
surprise, once mors in the Round Tower, the scena of
reeont act of violonco on the professor.

He gave a swift, eager glance at the illuminated table
with its marvellously clear picture of the scene outside,

To his surprise, the thing he looked for was not there.
The rolling plain, the clump of trees, the distant forest, the
rocky ledge—all were clearly visible, but the remains of
the fallen Robot were nowhere to be seen. Evary scrap
of wreckage had been cleared away.

A momentary feeling of despair took possession of the
boy as he considered the eamazing uncanny power of the
man into whose hands he had fallen,

The professor moved to his side.

“You are looking for my Robot!” he said, with n smile.
¥He 48 being zepaired. You did more mischiof than you
dreamed of, young man. I rely on my Robot to keep the
whole of the country within a ten-mile radius free from
intruders. News travels very fast among the natives, and
if it becomes known that the Devil Monster, as they call
my poor toy, is dead, the people will come streaming back
to reclaim their lands, and that would be very serious.
H#lowever, my men are working hard, and in a week’s time
tlim Robot will walk again. Now T will show you something
¢l5e.

_ During the hours which followed, Jack Carter almost
forgot he was a prisoner or that his companion was &
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{Introduction on
page 25,)

creature to he foared, so marvellous
were the wonders which the professor
revealed to him.

From time to time brown-skinned
gorvants brought them food, consisting
mainly of fruits. The professor would
not stop for meals.

He was aa®keen and eager as a young
student, and he seemed delighted to
explain everything to Jack. ;

Night came, and the picture on the
table became blurred, and then faded
away.

Still Professor Rolling continued to
instruct his now pupil.

By the light of a small, movable eleciric lamp they swere
examining some diagrams, when one of the servants reminded
the professor that he had something to do in another part of
his many-chambered factory. - :

Exeusing himself and declaring he would be back in five
minutes, he went off.

Jack sat down and waited. - :

He waited for half-an hour, and still the professor did
not rewurn, 2 mI 1

“No doubt he hias become absorbed in something and has
forgotten all about me,” thought Jack. Eeis ¥

e rose and walked round the rcom, peering into the
dark cormers, and wondering whether those invisible eyes
and that death ray the prolessor had spoken of were still
directed at him. 1

He paused in front of the swischboard, and then his eyes
turned to something standing on a small table near by.

Iere hiz gaze became fixed, and at the same time an
idea flashed across his mind that made his heart thump
against his ribs,

The thing he was looking at was that queer telephone, by
speaking into which the profcssor had made the voice of
the Robot thunder across tne hills.

“1 wonder!"” muttered Jack to himself. “I wonder !

He moved to the door of the room and listened. Far
down below in the bowels of the earth he seemed to hean
the dull rumble of machinery, but there was no other sound.

In this isolated Round Tower he seemed quite alone.

Swiftly he came to 2 decision. Darting back across the
room he bent over the telephone.

There was a rubber eap over the mounth. He tore this
off, and then, in a wvoice thrilling with excitement and
yet scarcely above a whisper, he spoke.

Far away in the valley on the other side of the hill
Harry Frobisher and Teddy White were asleep in the old
doctor’s bungalow. o

H:u'r_}‘ was restless, and tossing ebout under the mosquito-
net, Suddenly he awoke from a very vivid dream in

which ha had scen his chum Jack Carter and heard his
VOico.

.
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He sat &9 in bed with a start, and then, realising that he
. had been dreaming, he was about to lie down again, when
he wdk-s startled out of his wits by an awful and mysterious
sound. 5

It was indescribable, and it seemed to come rumbling
across the forest like a wave.

Harry scrambled out of bed and rushed to the window,
and then he stood petrified with amazement, for out of
the semi-darkness of the tropic night the sound came again,
but this time it was no indistinct rumble. It had, so to
speak, taken shape and formed into words. g

“Harry! Harry Frobisher! Jack Carter speaking.
Prisoner, but safe. Get back coast. Within a week Robot
vw:;ﬂ]l::s1 agam. Look out. Beware Rollins. Mad! Means
to kill—"

The words ended abruptly, with a shattering noise w hich
:}lumlad like a giant's angry snarl. And then there was

ence,

“Q0ld Jack will see us through ! ”’

T the sound of that awful snarling roar, that was
like the enraged yelp of a wild beast magnified
a thousand times, Harry Frobisher fell back from
the window in a shuddering {error.

As he staggered back he fell into” the arms of Teddy
White, who, aroused by the noise, had just come into the
room.

For several moments they stood spcechless, clinging to
one another, sick with fear.

It was Teddy who at lengith broke the silence.

“7T can’t stand no more, Mr, Harry; I'm done! I can't
stand no more!” he whispered, and at the same time bLe
collapsed en the bed in a quaking heap.

The helplessness of his friend acted as a tonic on Harry
Frobisher. He had a sudden feelm%rl that now everythin
depended upon him and that at all costs he must pu
himself together.

g The sense of responsibility brought back his courage and
115 wits.

e seated himself on the side of the bed, and when Le
spoke his voice was almost steady.

“1t is all over now,” he said. * Listen!
a sound!”

'I‘-zc!dg,r put out g_hand, wet and clammy, and gripped
Harr s arm in the darkness.

ou won't leave me, chummie?
he _implored hysmncall{

f course not!” replicd Harry soothingly.
tog'et.bm
of this.”

“There ain't no way out, chummie—no way at all!
We're cornered like rats in a ’ole!”

“Rot! Someone is trying to frighten us, that’s all.
if the;v wanted to kill us they could have done it long
agod

“It's magie!” said Teddy, in a scared voice.
-thinking of Mr. Jack and the ecap’n?
a cha.nco of them coming back?
that 7 e think there’s a ghosi. of a ¢hance of us all
getting sa? and sound out o' this ornb[e country? If 1
r»cuid only believe that, if 1 eould only ‘ope, T could bear
u

“I am pretty sure of it,” replied Harry confidently. “I
am more sure of it now than I was before—before that

You can’t hear

You won't leave me?”

“We stick
I am depending on you, old chap, to help us cut

“ Are you
D'ye, think there’s
Honour bright, d’ye think

-awful row scared me. I'll tell you why, Did you hear
the voice? Did you hear what it said—the words, I mean?
It ecalled me by name, and, what's more, it was Jack's
voice [

“Jack? Mr. Carter?”

There was now no incredu-
hb}lj in Teddy White's voice,
only an intense, eager curio-
sity.

Captain Storm, a

danger.
i

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

[ 8 broad-shouldered man, in company with Feddy
White, a middle-aged Cockney, and two youngeters named Jack Carlor
and Harry Frobisher, set off in search of

he's a pri;oneh-——- By Jove, that reminds me! ¢ Prisoner,
but safe!” That is \$hut he said, and then—and then somes
thing about Rollins.”
“ Professor Rollins?
this_giddy adventurei”
“Yes. It seems queer, but that what I heard Just before
that frightful howl blotted e\erythmg out—* Beware
Rollins”  TI’'m sure it was that!”
“But why "
“Goodness knows!”
“Do you think this chap Professor Rollins is working .
tho magic?” asked Teddy.
f course not, you idiot!” laughed Harry.

The chap wobt brought us out on

“Why, the
professor is a fre.nr English scientist. He wouldn't -play
monkey-tricks like this, even if he knew how. Besides, we

came out here to rescue him.”
T"dild‘hen why have we got to beware of him?"” persisted,

e

“Perhaps the natives with their magic have driven the
poor chap out of his wits, and he may be roaming round
with & gun. Perhaps he is the chap who fired thatfshot
at my hat,” said Harry, uIm could usually find an explana-
tion for un}llxmg if you only gave him time.

“Well, we've got enough to ﬁeep us lively, one way and
Teddy. “Wot with elockwork
earthguakes in the night, and a potty professor
roaming around with a gun we shun’t be dull!”

“And it's my opinion 51-3 professor is the most dangerous.
of the lot,” said Harry, after a pause, “‘That is, if he
is really mad, All this other stuff is just play-acting
only meant to put. the wind up us. ut an armed
madman loose in the forest is more serious.  We must
lock out for him. Jack knows what he is about, a,mi le
wouldn’t have given us that warning if there wasn't some
I wish I could remember what else he said,”

“You really think Jack Carter is safe?”

“You bet he ie. Thé native magic workers havo got
hold of him; but he is learning their tricks, and when
the time comes he’ll boss the show. I know Jack. There's
not a Chaﬁ' like him in the world!” said Harry
enthusiastically.

“You're comforting, Master Harr —werry comfortmg"’
said Teddy, with a.sigh. “And I only 'opes as ’ow you are
right. And now, as the show seems fto be over for the
night, wot about getting-forty winks? But, if it's all
the same to you, I'll stay hera right by your side. I don't,
somehow, fancy sleeping by myself.”

They cropt in under the mosquito-net and lay down
gide by side on the narrow hed.

Teddy was soon asleep, but Harry lay awake for a long
time, thmkmg

“0ld Jack will see us through!” was the last thought in
bis mind before he, too, fell agleep.

anuvver, ain't we!” said T
giants,

“You are just the man I want ! *

EANWHILE exciting things were happening in the
Round 1ow{‘r which Professor Rollins had built
in the rocky heights of the mountain which over-
looked both forest and plain.

When Jack spoke into that queor-shaped telephone ho
came to a quiclk deecision. He would not say mucil?l but he
would repeat the words again and again. He knew he was
taking a desperate chance. The instrument might not he in
working order, or again, for the voice to be magnified and
heard out there in the plam it might be necessary for the

Robot man to be in action.

Again  Harry Frobisher
and Teddy White might be
out of e:lrshoi. or fast mlcep

There were a hundred
chances against Jack’s warn-

Professor Rolling, a missing ing bemg heard by those for

Affex; what ‘had happened

he was prepared to believe
-anything.
“Yes,"” said Harry
solemnly, “it was Jack’s
voice. swear to that,

too. I have been trying to
think what it was saying,
but that awful howl that
finished it has put: every-
thing out of my head. But
Jack was talking to me and
trving to tell me something ;
I know that. Don’t you sce
how frightfully important
that is? Tt means that
Jack is not only alive, but
that he is able to work the
magic just the same as the
natives themselves. Perhaps

seientist who iz reputed to be held in captivity somewhere within the vicinily
of the regions through which the mighty Amazon flows. Heedless of the
ingers ahead, the four plucky adrventurcrs push on into the unknoirn
regrions wunlil i'key reach @-cave in the hillside where they maks camp.
Before very long, however, a huge steel monster, formed like a man,
suddendy appears, seizes Captain Storm by the waist, and carries him
away, Almost 1mmm‘m-tdy ollowing: hig, Jack Carter comes face to
fmx with Professor Rollins, inventor of the strange monstrosity known
Me Ioba!. The pmfuac-r insists on the youngster accompanying
carters in the rocks. Convinced that the professor must
bs mad Jac c?eems it tms to Rumour Mim, and enters a brilliontly-Tit
chamber filted el electricad plant in the world,  Guce inside
this mme apwtmcﬂt [/ merufal injfornes Jack that e is about to destroy
his companions by means of the Rebol. Before le cam carry out his
murderous intentions, kowever, sUCCEods ecking the huge
monster, and in consequence, 18 seized by natives a—:ccieptwed ina cell
where ke again meete Captain Storm. Much to § astonizhnent,
Mmucr, the mad scientist informs him t.’ial he .m resolved to make him
his colleague and successor.

“I am most for&um&c fo have found such an apt pupil,” he saps.
' Clome with me”
(Now read om)

whom it was intended; but
there was just one cha,ncc,
and Jack seized upon it.

Carefully  selecting  his
words so that the “armng
would be plain and unmis-
takable, he repeated them
ctmi.inuous]y in clear, de-
Itberate tones.

He could hear nothing but
his own quiet voice, but the
mere thought that his words

ht at this moment be
rol‘%mg over the forest far
below in a voice of thunder
gave him a eurious thrill of
exultation and hope.

He was repeating the warn-
ing for perhaps the twentieth
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time when thero csme a sudden and viclent end to the
performanen, 2 3 :

He heard behind a snarl like that of an infuriated wild
beast, and at the same instant he received a blow on the
side of his head that sent him flying. :

He rolled over on the floor and sat up blinking, to find
Professor Rollins glaring down at him. ] 5

The man’s face wore an expression of é_.labollcal rage,
but in spite of this and in spite of his aching hend, Jack
could not restrain a grin of triumph.

%80 the thing is in working order!” he said pleasantly,

@s he rubbed the side of his face where the other's fist
had struck him., 5
"The professor zave a curious grunt, and in a flash his
expression changed. 2 : :

The rage vanished frem his face, and into his strange
eyes there came that peneirating look of scientific curtosify-

“Why do you say that?” he asked quietly. e

“If 1t was not working you would not be so excited,
would you?” said Jack. “¥You would be laughing at mec.
And yvou are not laughing now, you know. You are
frightfully angry.” .

Jack's tone was calm, almost argumentative, and the
lock of curiesity deepened in the man’s eyes.

“Boy, do you know I could kill you with a movement
of my hand " he said =oftly. i

A dreamy look came into Jack's strong, intelligent face
as he replied. =

“It must be wonderful to have such power!” he said
thoughtfully, > :

The professor gave a quick, jerky movement of his head,
but wheiber it was due to surprise or impatience 1t was
kard to say.

“ And that power could be yours,” he said, with sudden
impetuosity. “I have offered to make wvou as great as
myself—greater than myself. For what conld not a man
achieve with your years and my knowledge? 1 have
offered you this priceless gift, and you flung it away lile
a child playing with broken toys. Are you guite mad?”

Jack, still sitting on the floor, looked up at the stern
face above him and wondered what would be the best way
to tackle this surprising old gentleman. A

Jack's brain always worked best in a cnt
?uickly decided to answer the professor accor
olly

placidly,
“Don't you think every genius has a touck of madness in

yi
“You ask me if I am mad, sir,” he said
him? 1 were quite sane—quite ordinary, I mean—
should I be of any use to you?”

A curions expression passed over the professor’s bronzed
face. It eould scarcely Eo called a smile, and yet it wiped
out every trace of anger and impatience that had been
there before. .

“You are not a genius,” he said coldly, *but simply a
healthy, intelligent youth who has the kind of brain that
I think I eould train to be of service to me in my work,
But if you will nat obey me you are more trouble than
you are worth and I shall destroy you.”

Jack nodded thoughtfully.

“1 see that, of course,” he said coolly, “and I would
rather not be destroyed. Can’t we come to terms?”

“Torms?” The man's face darkened again. “You talk
to mo of terms?” 3

Jack was sitbing with his knees drawn up and his arms
locked round them. He leaned forward,

“That's it exactly,” he replied simply. “T will work for
you and obey vou on certain conditions.”

Professor Rollins locked into the frank, fearless faee of
the boy in silence for two or threo seconds, and then he
laughed, :

It was the first time Jack had heard him laugh, and it
was not a pleasant sound. ! ’

“You have much to learn, boy,” he said; and now his
voice was calm and icily cold. “Tirst of all learn this.
You are of no more importance to me than any other
creature on which I may have occasion to experiment from
time to time—a bird, a rat, a lizard! I should as soon
think of making conditions with you as with a mosquito
with a broken wing. You are just as helpless, just as
insignificant as that!” 5 !

“Pardon me, sir, but this is nonsense!” said Jack, with
his engaging smile. “Why have you taken all this trouble

with me? Why are you talking to me now? You would
not do that if I were a lizard or a mosquito with a broken
wing. Let us be serious.”

The professor showed no resentment at this boldness,
but when he spoke his voice remained cold with that under-
tone of cruelty in it.

“Perhaps I talk to

you because it amuses me.”
“No.”it is not that.
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“Why then?”

“Because wou want me,” teplied Jack coolly.
want me badly.”

“Why should I want you?”

“I don’t know, but you do. I have found out that
much, If you did not want me you would have killed me
long ago. Consider what you did just now. You were in
an awful rage, and yet you only struck me with your fist.
The fist is not a weapon you are in the habit of using, I
fancy. Why did you do that? Why didn't you blot me
out_or shrivel me up? Tho answer is plain. VYou are
saving me for something big.”

Jack concluded with the triumpbant nofe of one wlo
has made 2 convincing argumentative point in a school
debating society.

“Your childish fancics mmnuse me;
professor. “What i
saving you?”

Jack knitted his brow like one who wrestles with a pro-
found mental problem. ;

‘I can’t be sure,” he said slowly; “but T fancy you are
engaged npon some new and perhaps dangerous experi-
ment. You require someone to help you and undertake
the risky part of the job. Your ordinary servants or
slaves, or whatever you call them, are no good. Bui you
think T am just the chap for your purpose. Now, honesily,
as man to man, isn’t that pretty near the truth?”

Again ‘the look of cold, scientific curicsity came into the
professor’s picreing grey eyes. It was eclear that never
had he examined & living specimen, human or animal,
with keener interest,

“And if it were the truth,” he said, “why should I
parley with you? You are in my power. I can make
what use of you I choose. If I command you must obey,

ou have no option. Isn't that so?” '
> “Not on your life, professor,” replied Jack bluntly.

You can kill me by torture, but you can’t make me work.
If 1 play the passive-resister stunt you are done. 1 am
willing to work for you. I will undertake ‘any job however
risky; 1 will de anything you want me to do short of
murder; but only on conditions. If you will agree to those
conditions we can get to business. If you won't, Fou may
as well turn that Death Rayr on to me right away, for you
won't get anything out of me!™

Then it was that Jack Carter rose to his feet and looked
squarely into those cold, pitiless eyes that had been wateh-
ing him so attentively.

Professor Rollin§ replied at once, and what he said was
surprising,

“In one thing you are right, Carter. Yon
man I want, and I will hear your conditions.”

Jack expressed no surprise at this sudden change of
attitnde, for the simple reason that he felt none. It seemed
to him quite natural that the professor should yield to such
sensible arguments,

_“In the first place, I want ‘a private interview with my
fricnd, Captain Storm, who is a prisoner here,” he Legan,

*And then?” said the professor dryly,

‘Then you must give Captain Storm his liberty, after
apologising to him for the way you have treated him.”

“Anything else?”

“Yes. Finally, you must undertake not to injure any of
my friends in any way, or prevent them from returning to
the Icoa.lit. 4 !

“Is that all?” inquired the fessor.

“That is all.” g i eiis

“And if T agres to your conditions, you will serve ma
faithfully, and perform any task I demand of you i”

“1 will”

“Even at the risk of your life.”

“Even at the risk of my life.” :

For some seconds Professor Rollins stodd gazing at the
boy in moody silence.

He was angry, not with Jack, but with himself, He was
angry because he had come up against something which
he could not understand. Searchingly as he peered inio
the boy's face, he could see no plint of fear, no sign of
wavering in those clear grey eves. Suddenly he made a
sound that was almost a sigh.

“Very well,” he said abruptly, “I will think it over
and give you my decision to-morrow. Now you had better
get some rest.”

He put out his right hand in the direction of the wall
behind him. Jack did not see the hand touch anything,
but almost instantly a tall, dark-complexioned man, wear=
ng & blouse, was standing by the professor’s side.

‘Tako this gentleman to my own bed-room, Gonzales,”
said the professor. “Treat him well; he is my guest. Then
return to me here.”

“You

> ; go on,” said the
is this something big for which I am

are just the
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The man bowed, and then pushed open a sliding door
which until then had been invisible.

“Good-night, professor!”’ said Jack, secing that he was
expected to follow the man.

“Good-night!” replied the professor curtly.

His head was bowed, and he did not look up as he spoke.

Jack was conducted to a small but astonishingly up-te-
date bedroom, plainly but comfortably furnished. £

Everything was spotlessly clean, and Gonzales supplied
him with a suit of pyjamas only a trifie too small for him.

A real bed was a luxury which Jack had not enjoyed for
months, and he was hardly between the sheets before he
was fast asleep. * -

Professor Rollins was still sitting motionless in the Round
Tower, with bowed head, when Gonzales returned to him.

He locked up as the man entered.

“He is resting 7’ he asked,

*“Yes, master.”

“Will he sleep, do you think 2

“He sleeps now.”

“ Already 1°

“Yes, master.”

The professor frowned, as
vexed by his own thoughts.

Then suddenly he rose to his feet, and
put his hand on the man's shoulder,
which was about as high as his own
head.

“Gonzales,” he said, “what is the
greatest power in the world

“Electricity, my master, when guided
and conirolled by you. By its means
you have torn treasures from the bowels
of the earth; you have rid the land of
your enemies; you have made the Robot

though

walk; and you have made me, the
roud Gonzales, your willing slave.
here is no greater power than

electricity.”

“This day I have found a greater,”
said the prefessor guietly.

The dark eyes of the other flashed
with excitement.

“A new power, master?” he cried
ragerly.

“No, my good Gonzales, not mnew,”
said the professor gloomily, “As old
as mankind, but I had forgotten it. Tt *
is a cursed power, for it cannot be con-
trolled or destroyed. It is irrational, -2
and cannot be measured or dealt with
by any scientific process. It is evil, for
it conquers fear in the heart of muan,
and so it conquers me—even me! For
if I cannot imspire fear, how can I

come master of the world?”

He was silent, staring in front of him
at the complicated and intricate
machinery in the room with thast
dreamy, mystic look
came into his keen, alert grey eyes.

Gonzales leaned towards iim deferenti-

.

“"'What is the name of this strange power, master ?” said
the man, in an awestruck voice.

‘T'he professor turned his head and looked at his servant.

“ Friendship,” he said simply. “It appears that men are
still pr(’apare{l to die for their friends, and that makes me
afraid.”

The Bargain !
ACK awoke greatly refreshed, and was surprised to
J find himself in darkness. °
He had a feeling that he had slept well, and that
it must now surely be day. :

He slid out of bed to investigate, but as soon as his feet
touched the thick carpet on the floor the room was flooded
with light.

He then perceived that there were no windows in the
room, and that the light was artificial. In a cormer he
perceived a doorless archway leading into another apart-
ment, which was in darkness. As soon as he entered, how-
ever, this also was lighted up, and he discovered it to be
a well-appointed bath-room.

There was a good bath, hot and cold water, warm towels
hanging on heated metal rails, and every convenience.

“Well,” muttered Jack, as he looked about him, “ the old
scoundrel may be mad, but he knows how to make himself
comfortable.

A plunge in the river had been the nearest approach
to a bath Jack had had for a long time, and he revelled
in the opportunity now afforded him:
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which sometimes Jack was repeating the warning through the phone-piece for the twaentieth time
when there came a sudden and violent end to the performance.

a snarl like that of an infuriated wild beast, and at the same instant he received a
blow on the side of the head that sent him fiying!

He heard behind
(See poge 25.)

When he had rubbed himsell down he returned to the
bed-room. Here he found that his dusty, travel-stained
clothes had been taken away. In their place, however, was
anlfxceltcut suit of white ducks which fitted him tolerably
well.

He had scarcely finished dressing
appeared,

“The master will be glad of your company at breakfast,
if you are ready, sir,” said the man respectiully.

Jack conld not restrain a grin. This excessive politeness
struck him somchow as comie, and he wondered how long
it would last.

"é am quite ready,” he said cheerfully, and followed his
gnide. 3

He was conducted to a large room cut out of the moun-
tain-side. It had one window, from which could be seen
the plain far below. 3 f

In the centre of the room was a table laden with fruits
of every kind, and hread, biscuits, and cakes made from
various sorts of grain.

Jack had enly just time to netice these particulars when
Professor Rollins made his appearance. :

He greecied the boy im friendly, familiar fashion, and
they sat down to breakfast.

Gonzales served them with coffee, and then withdrew.
Jack ate heartily, and Httle was said until he had satisfied
his hunger. Then the professor came promptly to
business. :
“1 have been thinking over what you said.”
Tieg Geyw Lismany.—No.

when Gonzales
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“ Yoz, siri”

“And I agree to your rerms.” S 0 il

" That s splendid, siv!” etcl.nmml Jack his face lighting
“I’

“With one modification,” added the p-lofc sor quietly.
“Oh ! said Jack, and waited.
“You can have volir privafe

Storm.”
Vs
“And then I will ~et him at
your other—er—friends.” - ’
The professor boggled over the last word, bul he got it
oub without oo vhvious a sneer.

“Yes, sir,”

“ [t iz your final condition that rust be modified.” went
ont the professor. “On consideration, I think you will see
i rizk of the

e A ]

interview \\'1“1 thc man

liberty and he can rejoin

in

that I cannot run any information you have
aequired ‘being convered to ihe outside world just at
present. At all costs I must guard the secrecy of my

ave completed and 1 am ready to
make them public. This is what 1 propose. For one month
“you will work for me, obeying any instructions I may give
you, During that per:od your three [‘Ompﬂmons will be
safe. I will not injure them in any way., Durthermore, 1
mll protect “thern. Tor that mom]: however, they musi
rémain within a five-mile radius of _this spot. Within that
radius they will ba at perfect liberty to go “}wlc ..hc'\
like, and to spend their fime in whatever way they please.”

® And at the end of the month, what is to happen then®”
asked Jack.

“ At the end of the month we can
situation afresh,” replied the profesor coolly.

For several scconds Jack remaimed silent, thinki
Something told him that he would get no better ter
this terrible, -cold-blooded creature. And, after all,'it was
a great thing to secure Captain Stopm's immediaie :tlnnce

One doubb assailed him. Wanld Hha professor play fair?
Would he keep his word?

With this thonght inhis mind he spole.

Y Exeuse me, sir, but 1’E I agree ho\. do I know you will
play the game =[ra|vhi o

The professor raised his ayebrows in surprise.

“*You don't know,”.he said calmly, “and }on WO
very foolish to trust me. Of cour yoll wi
cautions, T shall certainly have no h i z
to treachery if it suits my purpose. Why should 17 1t is
»cjm}' 1111‘1110»% to render that impossible or not worth my
while.

“You wicked old blighterI” said Jack to himself; bud
when he spoke aloud he was les s frank.

“Then I don't see what I can do, sir, T T can'l rely on
von to keep your word, how can we malce a bargain? I
am in your power, and Y am helpless.”

“0On the contrary, Carter, you are in a very strong
position,” said thé pmﬂwacr leaning acrose the fable and
fixing his strange eyes upon the Emv

ﬁow do you mal.e that out, sir?”

”le have no fear.”

“Well #* "

*And I want [to use you.”

% Yen, but——

“Tisten! = It is ‘gquite simple,” interrupted the man,
*Presently you will see the man Storm. Then he will go,

investigations until they

discnszs the

asked Jack.
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and you, standing at this window, will see ium passing over

the plain till he disappears behind that clump of trees-

vorider. In less than an hour he will-join the other two
members of vour party. As soon as im meets them let
them give you a signal that they are safe. Every day for
. & month, et them give you a similar signal, If any harm
comes to eny of them et the survivors give you a (lnfforcm

signal. Then vou mII know that 1 have betrayed von.”
¥ What s.grm] asked Jack, rvather Im“ﬁ‘t‘i@d by tha
other's ingenuity.

The professor.gave a winlry smile.
Rl | Ir'r.(l betier not know that, had I¥
with the man Storme”
“When can I see him " asked Jack.
“Now,” replied the professor; and at
rose from the t .:l\‘r
“¥ery well, sir.’ said Jack.
When Professor Ru]n.\ passed out of the room he mads
his way to the Round Fower., Arrived there, he waited a
“moment, and then pressed a knob on the floor with his foot.
Almost instantly Gonzales appeared,
The professor glanced at him.
= “VYou have 1!1]-\1'"] the man Storm in to the boy ¥’
“Yes, master,’
“Vervy well, we have twenty minutes, Sit down, T waunb
to talk.” :
The Rpaniard seated himself.
“What of the Radium Tunnel ¥ gaid the }1I'n!'r\-‘$01‘ clirtly.
'\ lack Oi' real distress came into the Ol}f“ s face.
L | J.|.| lore you, master, to turn your Tll!gnr\ mind away
from that evil thing, and d it to more profitable
atters.” he sai d bombly, hut very cal:n('aiiv
“(ionzales,” said the professol gravely, “don’t you under-
stand that for the earrying out of my work T must have
monev—much money ! Daon't you know that beneath our
feet there lies a dvprmt of :.ldllim worth uvntold millions?
With these eyes I have seen it!”
“What of that, moster,if we cannot reach ib?
“Have T not bored a tunnel into the very heart of it1”
“That e true, sy master; and wonderful is your power
and your knowledge, Bub an evil gas has now flooded the

You can arrange it
. Y

the same time he

Per)

tunnel, and the more we pump cut the more comes in, At
times 1 think some evil monster is ihere guarding the
treasnpe.” X

1 be faolish, my mood Gonzales.,” said the professor
patiently. “Hemeinber, I do not need n;nrh. -Kluat one
skepful of the pubbish which lies at the end of that tunnel
will be encugh. From that I can extraet radiom which,
when sent down to the eoast and sold, will Lrw me going

for a year. Just one skepinl ™

“ And von cannpt get it, master. Not while the gas is
there, Eight men have 'nndc the attempt. nnd eight dead
bodies have been dr agged out of that vile hele.”

Professor Rollins smiled his wintry smile.

“Those mg'ljt men, Gonzales, who Tailed so miserably were
half-hreeds.” he said quietly. “For a job like this a white
man I8 }N]ll:lmd—v.hltc all’ throngh-—a man of courage, w
man w ithout fear. Buch a man T have found! When vo
drag him ont of Ehi' tunnel he may be dead, but his hands
will nat be empty.”

{How avonld you like to De in Ja('k Carter’s sheos,
clanms 2 Nothing doing, eh? Ampeay, gor’ll thovonghily
enjoy veading oll about this youngsterv’s Mhwvilling ex-
peviences in neet weelk s instalment of this powcevful serial. )
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