“THE BLACK HOUSE it MOOR.”

A Splendid, New, Long, Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co.at 8t. Jim’s, By Martin Clifford.
Also: “DEEP SEA GOLD.” By Reginald Wray.
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Figgins grasped the cricket-stump in

HE MYSTERY OF THE RED ROOM ! ffsincvamrn . hamtotier o

B reached out and touched D’Arcy on the

arm. ‘“Ready?” he whispered, “Yaas!”

muttered the swell of St. Jim’s, between his chattering teeth. “The light-qguick!” came the command, and

then Figgins leaped towards the bed, slashing madly with the cricket-stump. He rained blows on the

pillows, on the white coverlet, his face white and set, his eyes staring, his arm tireless. Crash, crash, crash?

The soft whispering sound changed now-—it became a foud, fierce hissing, and it was no longer possibie
to mistake it. It was the hissing. of a furious snake !
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A Splendid, New, Long Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's,
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CHAPTER 1. was a ql;Ii(‘t am} casy-going chap, and notbi\t #1l given rlto
5 : sudden bursts of excitement or unaccountable activns, To
- 'ALLO'lT"l’“ Terror of Cousin Ethel. see him break off and dash away in this manner wis simply
H T Bai Jove!” amazing. . ) )
“What the—why the——"t “My hat!” said Kerr. ‘ What the dickens——"
“Figgy's off his wockah!” ““ He's off his wockah!" repeated Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
“Why, what——"" with emphasis. . “ That is the only possible oxpl.ma(’vlon‘ I
Tom Merry & Co. uttered those startled exclamations in dlfflpp“'o"e of Figgy 3 conduct. I wegard it as wude. _
varying tones of amazement. They had cause to be But what the—— .. ’
surprised. Tom Merry & Co. starcd after Figgins. He was off the
They were standing outside the cricket pavilion, chatting cricket-ground already, and had passed the belt of clins, and
after a match. School House juniors had drawn with New disappeared. They could hear his flying footsteps in the
House juniors, and so each tcam was perfectly well satisfied distance, mmgk'{i with a sound of whnc:l’s. . o
~=,  with itself, each side being firmly convinced that only the Somebody’s just comc in in a trap,” said Kerr. * Figgy
\_ very worst of bad luck had prevented them from scoring the =~ ™2¥ have cayught sight of th(:,,m.
1 od'ii‘htun and lxckling the otlh\er side. ) i . ?ut thzx(ti SF?;? r:‘va:gnn—n_ass'"
ey were talking cricket on the best of . terins, an wegar ggay as B .
Figgins was holding forth on the subject of late cuts in Monty Lowther, of the Shell, tapped his forchead

general and his own special brand of late cut in particular,
“when suddenly he was guilty of the most cxtraordinary
conduct.

He left off in the middle of a remark, lcaving the remark
unfinished. He gave a little ejaculation, and rushed off the
cricket-ground as fast as his legs could carry him.

T};c junior crickoters stared after him in blank amaze-
ment.

Kerr and Wynn, his chums in the New House, were as
surprised as the School House fellows. Figgins, as a rule,
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significantly.
“1 always feared it was coming,” hc murmured. “It’s

come &t last. If you New House chaps get up a subscription =
for a strait-jacket, you can put me down for twopence. Il %
do that much for Figgins.”

“Yaas, wathah!” . 07

«“QOh, rats!”’ said Kerr. * Figgy must have caught sight of - &,
the trap before it went behind the trees,” 'é\
* «Perhaps he’s hungry,” said Fatty Wynn thoughtfully. -

“ What?" v T
, | A
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““I shouldn’t wonder,” said Fatty. ‘‘I’ve often come over
suddenly hungry mysclf, and felt that if I didn’t get a pork
pie or something quick I should collapse. And a fellow gets
specially hungry this time of the year.”

*“I’'m ‘going™ after Figgy,” said Tom Merry, * Either
somchody important has arrived, or elsc he's off his vocker.”

It might be Cousin Ethel.” :

D’Arcy shook his head.

““It isn’t Ethel,”” he said: “ Ethel's not able to come here
now. Since her mother went abwoad, she’s been in the
charge of Dr. Gadsby, and he doesn’t like St. Jim’s or the
St. Jim’s fellows. He’s had the astoundin’ check te tell me
so—me, you know! He doesn’t like me!”

** Extraordinary!” said Lowther.”

“Weally, Lowthah ”

“Let’s go and see what’s the matter with Figgy,” said
Tom Merry.

**Yaas, wathah)”

Tom Merry and Arthur  Augustus D’Arcy joined Fatty
Wymn and Keiv, who were hurrying after Figgins already.
The other fellows strolled more slowly in the direction of
the ‘School House.

Tom Merry was first through the clms, and he caught
sight of a trap on the drive, with a girl seated in it. The
_trap had halted, and Figgins was half-mounted on the step.
The girl was alone in the trap, and although her back was
to the juniors, they knew her at once.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, in
amazement. ‘It is Ethel! It’s my cousin! Somethin’ must

haye happened!”’

* Great Scott!”

The four juniors ran on their hardest. Cousin Lthel was
very popular with the chums of St. Jim’s. At one time the
zi¥l had been accustomed to visit the school very frequently;
but ,that had been stopped of late, and Tom Merry & Co.
had missed her a great deal—perhaps not, so much as
Piggins, though. Tiggins thought a very great deal of
Cousin Ethel, and, indeed, had someétimes- unconsciously
assumed . an air of proprietorship over her that excited the
wrath of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Arthur Augustus looked
upon his cousin as his own property, and cagt, a very dis-
approving eye upon other fellows who showeditco great a
regard for her company. b C g T

There. was no doubt that Figgins had - cavght sight of
Cousin Ethel as the trap passed the trees. It was really
afazing how Figgy seemed to know, by some mysterious
kind of instinet, when Cousin - Ethel was anywhere near.
Nobody else had seen the trap or Ethel, but Figgins had.
And he had reached the trap, and stopped it on the drive in
an amazingly short space of time.

**Cousin Ethel!”

The juniors all uttered the name together.
her head, and then they all exclaimed again.

For Cousin Bthel was not looking her usual self.

The charming face, which they had always scen rosy and
bright, was deadly pale. There were dark hollows under the
eycs, and in the eyes themselves there seemed to lurk a
strange cxpression of fear and apprehension which the
juniors had never scen there before. ) o

“What's the matter—what’s the matter, Ethel?” Figgins
was saying, and in his anxiety he had taken the girl’s hand,
and wis holding it tightly between his own. ** Ethel—Ethel
dear! Good heavens! What's the matter?” .

Lthel did not reply. Her lips moved, but she said nothing.
1t scemed as if the words would not _come.

The gir] tarned

“Tithel,” gasped Tom Merry, * what can it be? What's
the matter, Kthel?”’

< Oh, I—I——"

Ier voice broke away in a soh. )

The juniors looked at her in utter consternation. Ethel
was nof a girl with nerves; she was never hysterical.  And

when she was so disturbed as this it was certain that there
was some weighty reason for it.

“Rthel! Somethin’ happened to your niothah, deah?”
exclaimed D’Arcy.

The girl shook her head.

“ What is it, then, Xthel?”

«j—TI—I—oh, T am so terrifiecd!” The girl covered her
face with her hands, as if to shut out some fcarful sight.
“ Figgins, help me! Oh, I—1——"

Heor voice died away. A white, fixed Iook came over her
face, and Figgins had just time to catch her as she swayed
from her seat.  Piggins, his own face as white as chalk, held
the girl tenderly, with as much care os if she had been a
delicate picce of porcclain, liable to break at the slightest
rough touch.

“ood heavens!” exclaimed Kerr.

“Bai Jovel”

*She's fainted {7

Tue Gesm.Lisrary.—No. 185.
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CHAPTER 2.
The Horror of the Red Rcom.
OUSIN ETIIEL had fainted!
There was no doubt ebout it.  The white face was
cold and still; she lay inert, mdtionless, in Figgins's
*Oh!” muttered Figgins.

Oh,
lleavens!”

*“ Get her to the house—quick !” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Figgins nodded. Tom Merry ran to the pony’s head, and
led him quickly towards the New House; it was nearer than
the School House. In a few moments the trap was at the
deor, and the girl was lifted down.

“Ethel’s eyes opened as Kerr dashed cold water in her face.
The Scottish junior had filled his cap at the fountain. Her
gaze turned upon'the juniors, and rested upon Figgins.

*Save me!” she muttered.

** KEthel, what do you mean?

** Yes—oh, yes! Save me!”

Figgins sct his jaw squarely, and his fists clenched hard.
There was a gleam in his eyes that boded ill to anyone who
should threaten Cousin Ethel with danger.

“You're safc here, Ethel,” he whispered.
Lithel dear! You're safe here.”

The girl tried to calm herself. ‘ellows were coming
towards the spot from all directions, sceing that something
was wrong. The colour flushed into Ethel’s face as she
realised that all eyes were turning upon her.

* Take me in—quick!” she murmured.

* Can you walk?”’

*Yes, yes.”

And Cousin_Ethel, leaning heavily upon Figgins's arm,
entered the New House. 1t was almost deserted: all the
fellows were out of doors in the bright summer’s afternoon.
Figgins opened the door of the junior common-room, and led
Ethel in. There was no one else in the room.

© Shut the door!” said Figgins.

Fatty Wynn closed the door.

Iithel sank into & chair, her breath coming and going in
short gasps. The colour had faded from her face again,
leaving her deadly white. The juniors stood round her with
anxious faces, in wonder and alarm. Figgins fanned her
gently with ap exercise-book.

The girl tried to smile.
..+ I—F am afraid I have boen very foolish,™

©

arms,

“ Eth‘el'—Etvhcl dear!

Are vou in danger?”

“ Buck up,

she murmuied.

“I—1I thinkg ¥ must have fainted. Oh, I have becn so
frightened ' . N
* Drink seme of this!™" said Kerr. -
He placed o glass of water to Kthel's lips.  The girl

sipped it.

** Thank you! I—I am better now. It was feolish of me
to faint. But I—I have been through so much, I have been
<o frightened.”

Figging’s nails dug into the palms of his hands.

* Who has frightened you?” he asked hoarsely.

" Yaas, wathah! Tell us the wottah’s name, Ethel, and
we'll smash himn!”

The girl's lips quivered.

* You—you can’t protect me,” she whispered. *I—I was

foclish to come here. I—I1 knew it would only make you
anxious, but—but ch, I was so frightened! know that 1
am in danger.”

* Danger of what, Ethel?”

** Death !’

The girl shuddered as she spoke the word.

‘“Good heavens!” said Figgins hoarsely. ‘ Ethel! What
are you saying? ISthel, dear, what has happened? Who s
17

Dy, Gadshy 7

*Oh!

Tom Merry looked puzzled.

* Your great uncle?”

** Yes; my mother’s uncle.  Oh, hLe frightens me!
lie means that I shall never leave
oh!”

The girl sobbed.

“* The villain!”” said Figgins.
What has happened ?”’

“ T try to tell you,” said the givl. “* You cannot help
me, but—but I must tell you. As soon as 1 found that the
Black House was near St. Jim’s, I—1 determined to come
here and see Fig—and see you all, and tell you. T know vou
will save me if you can. I—I have stolen out {c-day. T
walked through the wood to Rylcombe, and hired the trap
there. Dr. Gadsby will know that I have come here—he
will follow—he may arrive at any moment. ITe will take me
away with him.”

Figgins clenchied his teeth.

* He can’t! Ile sha’n’t!

The girl moaned.

“L can’t prove it

MACNET ” LIBRARY. nloi®iiie.
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The door of the common-room opened,
the room. “Dr. Gadsby complains that

Ratcliff said, frowning.

and Mr. Ratcliff, followed by a thin, white-haired old man, strode into
his niece has left home and come here without his permission,” Mr,
“] see that is the case.”

i
;
(See Chapter 3.) !

suspicions! But—but there have been two others—they wars
in the Red Room—and they-—they died!”

“ Bthel!”

“Twy and calm yourself, deah gal!” said Arthur Augusius
D’Arcy, who was trembling with excitement himself. ** You
must tell us what has happened, in case the man comes. We
jnll};" well sha’n’t let him take you away if you don’t want i

o!

The girl made an effort to still the wild beating of her
heart. She drank the cool, clear water again, and collected
harself.

“7T must be quick!” she said, in a steadier voice. ** e
may come at any time, and as he has a car, he would reach
St. Jim's very quickly, when he discovered that I was gone.
VYou—you know that my mother has fallen ill again, and
has had to go to the South of France. Last time she wenti
was placed at school, at St. Freda’s; but this time Dr.
Gadsby persuaded my mother to leave me in his charge.
His wife was very kind to me; and he has very great influ-
ence over my mother. He is a clever man—a dreadfully
clever man! I fear him—oh, I fear him so much!”
She trembled violently. °

S5, “THERALLY OF THE RIVAL C0.S1”

“ Dr. Gadsby had a house in Eastbournc then, and I stayed
thore. But since then, he moved to the Black Iouse on the
moor—you know the house—it is on the moor on the north
side of the Wayland Road.”

“ T know it,” said Tom Merry.
{)i()d.”

“ Tt was unoccupied for a long time, till Dr. Gadsby came
to live there, but it always belonged to him,” caid Erhel
*“ Mrs. Gadsby came, too, but she became ill, and the doctor
sent her back to Eastbourne. Before she went—oh—"

Her voice trailed off again.

“Twy to be calm, deah gal!”

“ Before she went, I—I tried to persuade the doctor to
let me go with her, but le refused. He said she would return
to the Black House soon, but she has not returned. And—
and she told me—she told me that she was afraid for me,
that T must be careful, and advised me to write to my friends
to come and see me, and to leave the doctor if I could—:he
would not tell me why—she is terribly afraid of him, and—
and she was frightened at having told me so much. And she
told me ncver, never to live in the Red Room, even if Dr.
Gadsby ordered me to take that room.”

Tae Gem Liprary.—No. 185.
A New Tale of Tom Merry & Co., Jack Blake
& Co., and Figgins & Co.. By MARTIN CLIFEORD

“ Tt has never been occu-
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“The Red Room?’ . d :

* Yes. It is a room in the turret—there is a turret in the
corner of the house, with one room that is away from all
the rest—a room with thick, solid stone walls, and an old-
fashioned chimney—it -is painted in red, and is called the
Red Room. I did not know why I was not to have the Red
Room, unless because it was lonely ; but—but T was frightened
and curious. and I inquired about the Red Room. I-I
learned something about it from an old woman who lives in
Lower Wayland—she told me—and I heard it again from
others—that Dr. Gadsby’s first wife died in the Red Room
—and his uncle died there.”

* Oh, Ethel!”

*“ And—and both of them died in such a way that inquests
were held,” said the girl, shuddering. “ Bub the cause of
dvath was unknown—it was called hcart failure, but both of
them had been healthy enough up to a short time before
they died.” -

© Ethel I

‘And—and the day after Mrs. Gadsby went away, the

doctor said that he required my room to use as a laboratory,
and ordered Martha—he keeps only one maid, a deaf old
:an named Martha—he ordered her to take my things
the Red Room, and said that I was to occupy that rcom
i tature”?
‘the  juniors listened with pale faces. That anyone,
ccia'ly a velation, should intend harm to the girl, seemed
acvedible: but surely Cousin Ethel’s fearful terror could not
be without grounds!

“T was so frightened, that T could not help showing it in
riyv face,” went on Cousin Ethel, in low, broken tones, ‘‘ and
lie—he saw it! I think he never knew before then that I
suspected anything. His face became as black as a thunder-
cloud, and T thought for the moment that he would strike
we. He did not, however; he became calm again, and smiled
—suclt a terrible sraile,  He told me not to argue with him—
that T was to do as I was bidden. And I took the Red
oom. I—I wrote three letters that day, aad put them in
the hall to be posted as usual—and they disappeared. I know
that he took them—one was to you, Arthur—you did not
receive it?”?

“No, deah gal.”

“ Then I determined to post
was going out. I was stopped by Dr. Gadsby. ,He forbade
me to leave the house, and turned his bloodhonnd loose in
the grounds. and warned me that if T tried to leave, I .should
be torn in pieces.” .

*“Oh! The bwute—the bwute !

Figgins clenchied his teeth hard.

“I—I have occupied the Ked Room now wo days,”’
said thel. ““ Oh, T have been so terrified at night! Kach
of those who died there died m the night—without a sign to
show how they died.” 5

his hands.

“Oh!” muttered Figgins, clenching

*“To-day I—1 resolved that I would come here. I had an
opportunity—when the doctor went out—he often goes for
long rambles on the moor, and till lately he always took his
dog with him. When he went out to-day the dog followed
Lim, and he appeared to forget his new custong of leaving the
bloodhoand on guard. I saw him go, from the window
of the Red Room, and saw the dog follow, and he did not
send it back I stole down from the turret, and ran—and
ran—oh, dear!” .

* You did right to come here,” said Tom Merry. ““ But
—but what is the danger you fcar, Ethel? Why should he
want to kill you?”

The girl shuddered.

“I-I know that he doecs! Why should he put me into
the Red Room-—where others have died—so strangely, too?
Arnd why should Mrs. Gadsby have warned me never to enter
the Red Room! And—when his first wife died, Dr. Gadsby
had all her money, and there was very much of it—she wa$
-older than he was, and very rich—his second wife told me
that. And he is very extravagant in his scientific experi-
ments—he spends money like water, and he is in debt now—
many people know that, and that he is in danger of being
sold up. And his uncle, who dicd in that room, was a rich
old man and all his money was left to Dr. Gadsby—though
he has wasted it since.” )

“ But you, Ethel—if anything should happen to vou would
the man benefit in any way?”’ asked Kerr.

“ Yes, yes. yes! IHe would gain ten thousand pounds!”

““Good heavens!” )

1 am to have that, as you know, Arthur, under my
grandfather’s will, when I am of age. My grandfather on
iny mother’s side, you know—Dr. Gadsby’s brother. He left
it to me because I was his favourite grand-daughter, but—

- but in the event of my not living to the age of twenty-one, it
was to go to his brother, Dr. Gadsby. He was very fond of
his brother, and he left him a large sum of money, which the
doctor has spent along with all the rest in scientific research.

Tre Gem Lierary.—No. 185.
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Mus. Gadsby told me that he has spent more than fifty
thousand pounds in that way, and is now quite poor—and she
is supported in Eastbourne by her own people. But—but if
sll_)edw,ere rich I—1 believe that she would dic as his first wife
died.’

And Ethel sobbed.

** I know she thinks so, too—she knows him so well—she is
afraid of him, though now he has no motive to kill her, Ho
is utterly unscrupulous; in his experiments, he tortures
animals—I have heard their shrieks from the turret.”

* What is he experimenting in?’ asked Figgins.

The girl’s voice was hushed with horror as she veplied:

“‘ Poisons !””

CHAPTER 3.
The Whisper of Death.

OM MERRY & Ce. stood silent, their faces white as
chalk. They could no longer doubt that the peril was
real—that Ethel Cleveland was in terrible danger.

Iiggins had unconsciously taken her hand. He was holding
the little white fingers in his big brown palm, and Ethel
let them remain there unconsciously.  In Figgins's touch she
seemed to find strength and courage.

* Good heavens!” said Tom Mciry.
You m

<

. ““What can
not go Lack to the

we do—what can we do?
Black House, Ethei.”

*“ Wathah not!”

“1 must—I must! He will guess I liave come here—ha
will follow—he will take me away !’

“He can’t! He sha’n't!”

“He will! T can prove nothing. At cach of the inquests
he was exonerated from any blame—and that was years
ago. His name is high in his profession; it is known' that
he is a vivisectionist, but many people upheold that. They
don’t know that & man who is cruel to animals is quits
likely to be cruel to human beings, tao. He will take ma
away—he has the legal right—and the power. 1 cannct
stay here!”

The juniors clenched their hands.

It was true enough.

Dr. Gadsby had the right and the power to file ¢ cirl
away with him—the law was on his side—until he.had com-
mitted some crime, no one had a right to interfere. "And
when he had committed the crime he contemplated, Cousin
Ethel would ke dead.

Figgins gave a wild ery at the mere thought of it.

't Kthel, you can’t go—you sha'n’t go!”

*“Oh, I must—and he will be here scon! Ho will come
here instantly he knows I have gone from the Black iouse.
Oh, what shall T do—what shall § do?”

* Ethel dear! Has anything happened yet—anything to
show that—that he mcans you harm? Has he hurt you?”

The girl shuddered again.

** No. He is kind, in a strange way. I believe he is fond
of me—he always seemed to be—he first won my mother by
his regard for me. But—but he would let nothing stand in
the way of his experiments—he would sacrifice me as readily
as one of the poor little rabbits, or the dogs. He has cages
and cages of them—rabbits, and dogs, and snakes—especially
snakes. He makes experiments in serpents’ venom, and I
have seen the poor little animals all twisted out of shape by
the poison he has injected into their veins, in his hoirible
researches. Once a snake, a little black thing that was hor-
rible to look at, escaped into the house, and he said that if
it had bitten anybody, that person would have been dead in
three seconds—and he laughed when he said it, as if it wero
amusing.”’

** The horrible brute !’

“ And—and his uncle had been in the Red Room for four
days when he died: He was on a visit there. He was fond
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of Lis uvncle, I believe—people said so, anyway, and that
helped, I suppose, to prevent suspicion.  And—and Mrs.
Gadshy told me that on the third night the old gentleman
was in the room he heard something—he told her about it
on the following morning—a sound in the voom as of some-
one whispering. He got up and searched the room, but there
v:as no one there.”

““ Someone whispering!”” repeated Tom Merry. .

“Yos, a sound like whispering, but no words—just &
whisper. And when the first Mrs. Gadsby died, her husband
was away from home, and it was reported at the inquest
—1 have read it in an old Wayland paper—that the night
before her death, she had imagined that s&w heard a whisper-
ing in the room. She told old Martha so in the morning,
but she set it down to her imagination, But—but how could
it happen twice like that, if it was imagination? Both of
them who have dicd heard the same sound the night before
they dicd—and—and when I go to bed at night, [ fear to hear
it avery moment, and I cannot sleep.”

Zip-zip-hoot !

Tt was the sound of a car in the quad

¥thel sprang to her feet.

it is Dr. Gadsby! He has come for me!”

Tiggins still held her hand.

“Quiet!” he muttered. **He shall not take you away !
We'll stop him, somehow !

Tiegins spoke desperately. In his heart he knew that theve
was no stopping the doctor. He could call upon the police to

.aid him if he were resisted.

The girl was shuddering in every limb.

“But vou have not heard that sound in the Red Room
vot?” asked Tom Merry, in a low voice.

“Not yet; but I fear—I fear—""

Tt would seem that the danger does not arise till that
sound is heard, by the two cases that have happened. Tithel.
dear, if this man takes you away—lIithel. if vou should hear
ihat sound. let us know, and we shall know you are in
danger, and we will save vou, if we have to come and take
vou by force.” .

© But—but how can T let you know?:”

Tom Merry knitted his brows.

< After this, I shall be closely watched. I shall not be
allowed to leave the house, or to send a letter or a telegram.
1 shall never see the world again—never! 1 am going to
my death!” sobbed Ethel.

Fizgins groaned aloud.

7T think I have it,”” said Kerr quictly.

Figgins turned to him quickly. In a time when hard think-
ing was rcquired, Figgins had a great faith in his Scottish
“hum.

“What’s your idea, Kerr?” he said.

% Wo must make a code,” said Kerr. “ Suppose, for in-
stance, you wired to us, ‘ The picnic must be postponed.” Dr.
(Gadsby would let that come.” -

“Yos; but—"

““The word ‘picnic’ means ‘danger,”” said Kerr quictly.”

“Tf you send us a letter or a wire, and the word ‘picnic’
occurs in it, we shall know that you are in danger. Make
up any innocent-sounding sentence, but if you are in danger
lot that word occur. Do you understand?”’

_Cousin Ethel's face brightencd.

“Oh, vos, ves, yes! He could never guess that.”

Figgins nodded.

< Oh, it’s ripping!” he said. “ Trust Kerr to think of a
way ont. Ethel, you could get a telegram like that through.
You could word it so that the old villain would think you
were putting us off from paying a visit.”

* Yes—yes.”

“Don’t forget,” said Kerr. “There seems to be no
danger till you hear that sound in your room, and as soon as
vou hear it, yow're to get that message through.  If we don’t
wet a wire of some sort, we shall know you vo been stopped,
and we’ll come scouting. But write or wire, if you can, and
any letter that doesn’t contain the word ‘picnic’ will be
taken to mean that you're ‘all right. Dr. Gadsby would
rather let you seem to be unrestrained, I should think, so
long as he reads your letters, and sees nothing suspicious in
them.”

“Yes, ves, yes.”

¢ Hark!”

The door of the common-room was pished open, and Mr.
Ratclilf, the sour House-master, came in with a frowning
brow. After him came a thin, white haired old man, with
o skin so wrinkled and puckered up that it looked like
ancient parchment. But from the parchment face, two bright
eves glittered and gleamed like diamonds.

Ethel trembled at the sight of him.

¢ Dy, Gadsby!” she murmuréd.

Mr. Ratcliff frowned.

“Dr. Gadsby complains that his niece has left her home,
and come here without his permission,’’ he cxclaimed. “I
see that it is the case.”

#THE GEM"” LIBRARY.
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“ Come, Ethel!” said the doctor, in a honeyed tone.

«“T—I will not come back I’ exclaimed Ethel. - )

“ My dear child,” said the old doctor softly, “ why should
you leave my house in this way? Really, you will givs
people reason to make unpleasant comments upon your com
duct. My dear child, you must come back immediately.”” -

The old gentleman’s voice was kindness itself, and, save for
the deep glitter in his eyes, his face expressed only bene-
volence. The juniors could hardly believe their eyes. Was
this the monster Cousin Ethel feared—this kind, queer old
gentleman, whe appeared to be a most affectionate uncle?
Arthur Augustus, who knew the doctor well, and had alway:
considered him a kind old fellow, looked dubiously at Ethel.
Was the girl allowing the loneliness and evil reputation of the
Black House on the moor to work on her imagination, and
give rise to groundless fears?

Even Ethel seemed to be moved. She gazed at the doctor,
in surprise mingled with horror, but the kind smile never
changed from his old face.

“(Come, Ethel dear; I cannot allow these wild escapades,”’
“If you do not wish to remain with me, you
shall go to your aunt’s in Eastbourne to-morrow. But you
must come home now, my dear child.”

“TLet me remain here with Mrs. Holmes, till I go to
Eastbourne!” exclaimed Ethel.

“Impossible! We could not trouble her in that way, and
besides, I cannot have my authority in my own house
flouted. You must come home, child.”

“1—TI will not!” ‘

“ Do not compel me to exert my authority,” said the doctor
gently. ““You must know that I am your legal guardian
during your mother’s absence, and I can call upon the law to
assist me, if you persist in defying my authority.”
h“Ym:’—you sha'n’t take her!” muttered Figgins. “ You
sha'n’t !’ -

——

CHAPTER 4.
Taken Away.
FIGGTNS clenched his hands hard.

He knew he was attempting the impossible. e

could not defy his House-master; he could not defy

the forces of the law. But to allow Cousin Ethel to be taken

back to the house she dreaded—to allow her to be placed

once more in the room of death—he could not consent to that.

His face was white and drawn, and he stood trembling” from
head to foot with excitement and- anger.

“She can’t go! She sha'n’t go!” he exclaimed.

“Figgins!” ’

“She doesn’t want to go back to that man’s house, sir.
She can stay with Mrs. Holmes. The Head and Mrs. Holmes
would be glad to have her!”

““Yes, ves?’ said Ethel.

“ Figgins,” said Mr. Ratcliff, with a brow like thunder—
“ Figgins, you are acting disgracefully—cncouraging a young
girl to treat her lawful guardian with disrespect. You will
take a thousand lines, Figgins, and if you say another word
I will eane you severely.’ .

“You can cane me, then, sir,”’ said TFiggins recklessly.
“ Cousin Ethel sha’n’t go back to that man’s house if I can
stop it. I’ll appeal to the Head.”

“T think you must have taken leave of your senses,
Figgins,”” said Mr. Ratcliff, in amazement. “ Miss Cleve-
land, your guardian has come for you. I will not give my
opinion upon the subject of this indecorous flight from his
house. But I must ask you to return with him at once.”

“1 must go,” said Ethel.

Tom Merry caught her hand.

“(Come to the School House,” he said.  Mr. Ratcliff is
master here, but not over the way. Come with us.”

T insist upon my niece coming with me,” said Dr. Gadsby.

Tom Merry’s eyes blazed at him.

““She sha’n’t come, so there!”

“She will be taken by force.”

“You’d better not try it.”

“Merry,” exclaimed Mr. Ratcliff, “are you mad? If you
do not let the young lady go at once, I will send a message
to your House-master.”

“You may send it, sir.”’

Ethel shook her head. '

“T must go,” she said. ‘“I—I knew I could not stay here.
If Mr. Railton or the Head came here, Tom, they coufd only
submit to the law—my guardian has the right to take me
away. I must go.” :

It was true enough. The juniors realised it. Ker: drew
the excited Figgins back, and held his arm. Figgins looked
as if he would rush upon the doctor, but that would only have
made matters worse.

“She can’t go!”" muttered Figgins.

“She must, old man! But we will look after her,” Kerr
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whispered. “We can’t keep her here. The Head would
have to let her go if we called him in.”

Figgins groaned. )

“Come, Ithel,” said Dr. Gadsby, in the same soft and
gentle tones. “Come! I am sorry you do not like staying
in my house, but this is not the way for a young girl to
act. To-morrow you shall join Mrs. Gadsby in Eastbourne.”

“ Vory well,” said Ethel dully.

The juniors stood in helpless rage while the girl foliowed
Dr. Gadsby from the house.  They could do nothing—
nothing ! ’

The car was waiting.  Dr. Gadshby handed the girl into it,
and mounted himself.” Tom Merry & Co. iccked on from the
doorway. They waved their hands to Cousin Ethel as the
car swung down the drive.

But the girl did not wave back.

She sat 1 her seat like a statue—white, motionless,
to_cverything but the tervor that was filling her

The car whizzed out of the scheol gates, and dis

Figgins gave a groun.

“Oh, Ithel—Ethel! And we had to let her go!

I feel quite in a fluttah,” said Arthur Augustus faintly.
“Tt’s howwid, you know.” '

Tom Merry set his teeth, .

“We shall look after her,” he said, “and

rhould happen, we can help to bring tl
But——"
M But isn’t it possible that—that Ethel has been a bit
frightencd because people have died in that rcom,” Blake
hazarded. ** The doctor certainly seems a kind old chap
cnough, to.judge by his manner.”’

“He has always been vewy nice to me,”
thoughtfully. ' .

Toin Merry looked dubiops. But Figg
Figgins’s faith in Cousin Ethel was firmly
rock,

““Ethel’s a sensible givl,”” he said.
things. 1If she thinks there’s danger, there's

And Kerr nodded.

** What do you think of the chap. Kerr?” azked Tom Merry.
Like all ‘the others, he had a grezt faith in the keenugss and
penetration of the Scottish junior. §5 )

“If he was acting, he was doing jt jolly well;?j said - Kerr.
‘““And, upon the whole, I believe ke wes acting.”’ .

“*But he could have taken Ethel zwav by force if he’d
hiked,” said Tom Merry. “* Why should he take the trouble
to put on kindness, if it wasn’t real?”’

*“To keep up appearances, so that it would be said after-
wards that at all events he appeared kind and considerate
enough,” said Kerr.” “ You see, questions may bn osked
ufterwards, at the inquest.”

The juniors shuddered.

Figgins pressed his hands to his temples.

“T shall go dotty, I think, if she remains with that villain,”
he muttered thickly. “ What can we do?”’

‘“ Nothing,” said Kdrr. *‘But it seems that the danger
doesn’t arise till that sound is heard in the room; that’s how
it was in two cases that happened there. Cousin Ethel hasn’t
heard that yet.”

““ What could the sound be?”’

‘“ Perhaps the opening of a secrct panel. Perhaps the sound
of a syringe spraying some poison into the room,” said Kery
quietly. ““You never know! That man is clever—vou can
see 1t in his face, and he is a specialist in poisons. If we get
that wire from Ethel we shall know.”

“But, to wait !” groancd Figgins.

‘“ Patience, old boy !’

“Come and have something to eat, Figgvy,” said Fatty
Wymn sympathetically. It will buck you up.”

Figgins shook his head.

“Some jam-tarts,” said Fatty Wynn, in his most persuasive
tones. ‘““Some of Dame Taggles’s fresh jamn-tarts—or what
do you say to cream-puffs?”’

“Oh, dry up!” said Figgins.

“H’'m! Look here, a pork-pie would——'

Figgins walked back into the house. Mr. Ratcliff met him
in the hall.  The House-master’s sour face was sourer than
ever.

“Tiggins,” he said, “you have acted disgracefully. T
shall expect that thousand lires from you.”

Figgins made no reply; he did - even hear. Tie was in
no mood for the henpecking of Mr. Ratcliff just then.

“Did you hear me, Figgins?”’ exclaimed Mr. Rateliff,
raising his voice.

Figgins started.

‘“Eh? No, sir.”

““ You have a thousand lines to do.”.

“Th? Yes, sir! All raght. Doun’t bother.”

Tae Gem LiBrary.—No. 185.
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Mr. Ratcliff jumped. He had never been told nct to
bother before, by a junior in the Fourth Form.

*“Figgins I”” he shouted. *This insolence——""

‘“Oh, can’t you let a chap alone?”” exclaimed Fizgins.

“Come into my study.”

And Mr. Rateliff led Figgins into his study, and caned him
there and then. Figgins endured it quietly; and Mr. Ratcliff
never knew how terribly near he was, just then, to getting a
terrific upper-cut from the sturdy junior.

CIZIAPTER 5.
The Prisoner of the Black House,
g@ OUSIN ETHEL sat quiet, without a word, i

as Dr. Gadsby drove it along the country ro:

doctor did not look at his niece.  All his
was given to driving the car. Through the
Rylcombes and by the bridge to the Wayland road, and then
by the road across the moor, the car whizzed at a rapid r
and finally the doctor turned it from the road upon 2 rov
path through the gorse. Against the blue sky a black
rose to view, silhouetted on the blue. It was the Black House
on the moor.

The house was very well known in the neighbourhood, and
the juniors of St. Jim’s had frequently passed 1t in their pap
chases, and indeed had ventured more than once into the wild,
ikept ground to gather fruit. A high wall surrounded the
grounds, and over the wall peered the top of the house, with
the high turret in the east corncr. Creepers grew over every
wall, and shrouded the turret. The woodwork of the houce
was painted black, and the old stones were almost black with
age and moss; which had doubtless given rise to its sombre
name.  Cousin Ethel raised her eyes as the hicuse came in
sight, and shuddered a little.

The doctor, though he was not lookis
feeling. He turned towards her with a kind

“ My dear Ethel, what are yeu afraid o

The girl did not reply.

Dr. Gudsby alighted and opencd the zate himself, and then
drove in the car. He closed the gate behind him, and locked
it, putting the key into his pocket. ° He.might have been
a warder takiwg back an escaped prisoner who had been
recaptured.  There was a deep bay, aud a huge dog came
bounding from the ragged bushes thav filled the unkept
gardens. It was a great bloodhound. Ethel shrank back in_
the car; but the dog did not notice her. He ruhbed his head
against the doctor as the latter rwrned from the gate. Dr.
Gadsby’s face lighted up as he fondled the huge head of the
bloodhound.  If there was affection in his nat it was

xpended upon the dog.

Ethel stepped from the car, and ran into the house. An
old woman, with the peculiarly stolid expression of cne who
has long been very deaf, met her at the doorwax.

‘““So you have come back, miss,” she said, in =
voice.

“Yes, Martha,” said Ethel.

The old woman shook her head.

“It wasn't any use, miss.” she whispered. “Fe's teo
clever. Tt wasn’t any use. Don’t you try it again.”

*“ Chattering, Martha ?”

It was Dr. Gadsby’s voice. His tone was quite pleasant,
but there scemed to be an under-current of something in it
that terrified the old woman.  She changed colour, and
hurried away, muttering, without replying to the doctor.

The doctor was left alone with Cousin Ethel.

The girl’s heart was beating wildly. His manner was kind,
his loock was gentle; but she had seen the seme kind expres-
sion upon his face when he was going into his laboratory to
torture heipless animals in his horrible experiments, and she
knew how much it was worth. Indeed, she had more than
once suspected that too much scientific rescarch had unhinged
the brain of the doctor, and that he was not wholly in his
right senses—though, with the cunning natural to the insane,
he contrived to conceal the fact from the outer world.

“Now, Iithel,” said the doctor, “tell me why veu ran
awav.” .

“I—I wanted to see my friends at St. Jim’s,” said the gicl.
“My mother always used to let me go theve. Why shou'd I
not go?”’

“But I had forbidden it, Ethel.”

“You had no right to forbid it.”’

“Your dear mother placed you in my charge; Ethel.”

“But my mother understood that Mrs. Gadsby would be
with us always,” said Ethel. “If she had known where ycu
were going to keep me, andgin what way, she would never
have placed me in your charge. You did not make this
change until after she was abroad, and until after my brother
had left England with his regiment. You krow you would
not be allowed to keep me here if they knew.” ®
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hands. “You here!” he hissed between his teeth, as he saw Figgins and D'Arcy. “ Y—You here I’ (See Chapter 16.)

‘ The door, no longer fastened, flew violently open. Dr. Gadsby staggered in_with a heavy stool in his ]

“ Nonsense, Ithel—nonsense !”” said the doctor, rubbing his
han’c}s together. I do not know why you should distrust

“T think you mean me harm,” said Ethel, in her fearless
way.

He clenched his hands.

“« \Vhy 92

.~~~ She was silent.

“T have always shown you affection, Ethel,” said the
doctor. “I have always been fond of you, my dear girl—
very fond. But if you do not wish to remain with me, you
shall go.”

¢ Let me go to-day.”

¢ That is impossible.
shall go—for good.”

T hope you will keep your word, sir,” said Ethel.
have not kept your word to my mother.”

“ What have you told the boys at St. Jim’s, Ethel 7"

The doctor’s tone was still quiet and calm; but there was
a trace of anxiety in it now. KEthel understood the reason.
If anything happened to her, the boys would certainly tell
what she had told them, and the result might be serious for
the' doctor, ; S v

But to-morrow, or the next day, vou

“You

“T told them I was afraid to remain here,” she replicd.
“Because I meant you harm?”

“Yes.”

His hands worked like the claws of a wild animal now.
Ethel shrank back against the wall with such terror in hev
face, that it recalled the doctor to himself. In an instant he
was quiet again, and calm, and the kind snmile was on his
[ace.

“Tithel, dear, you have wronged me very much,’” he said
gently. *This strange idea that has taken possession of your
mind—that is why I will not allow you te see your friends, or
to write to them. You have maligned me to the world—
your talk would have the effect of blackening my reputation,
and doing mo a great deal of harm—and I need not say how
it would distress your poor mother if it reached her cars.
While you are in this extraordinary mood, Ethel, I have no
resource but to keep you within doors—but that is my only
motive.”

Ethel did not speak.

“You must learn to think better of me, Ethel,” said the
doctor. “You must learn to trust me. Why do you distrust
me? Has Mrs. Gadsby been talking any nonsense to you——
before she_returned to Eastbourne, I mean?” .
Ti#e GeM LiBrAry.—No. 185.
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His cyes glittered as he put the question. )

““You need mnot ask me anything, uncle,” said Ethel
quietly. “I do not trust you—I cannot trust you. That is
enoug{m I do not wish to talk about it. But—but others
know now how I fear to remain in this house, and—and if
anything happens to me”—her voice broke for a moment—
“they will sce that justice is done.”

““ EBthel I

T belicve my life is not safe here!” cried Lthel. y
have I been put in the Red Room? Your uncle died in that
room, and your first wife. Why have I been put there ?”’

His face worked with fury. The kindness was gone now;
it had dropped away like a mask, as it was.

““8o you know that old story ! he exclaimed. ‘You have
heen spying—inquiring—ch ? You shall learn better, my dear.
Go to your room.”

“To the room in the turret 7”
“Yes.”

Ethel clenched her hands.

“1 will not go there,” she cried; “I_will not enter the
turret-room again! I will not go there—I will not!”

“Girl ’—he strode towards her, and grasped her wrist o
tightly that she cried out with pain—¢ come with me!”

“I will not—TI will not !”

“Will you make me drag yoa by force?” shouted the
doctor.

He drew her to the stair that led to the turret.  Ethel
fellowed ; her strength was nothing to his, and she could not
resist. The stair led out upon a flat, leaded roof, from which
a door opened into the square, black turret.

The doctor threw the door open.

“ Enter!” he said.

Ethel shrank into the room. The man stood in the door-
way, regarding her with eyes that gleamed and glistened.

The room did not look terrifying.” The afternoon sun
streamed in at the broad window opposite the door—the
window that cpened on a sheer wall of a hundred fect.
Iixcepting for the windew and the door, there was no means
of egress from the room, unless by the wide, old-fashioned
stone chimney. The sun gleamed upon the red painted wood-
work, upon the old oak furniture, upon the wide hearth, and
the brass fender: The room looked comfortable enough.
But in that room two inmates had died mysterionsly—in that
room, & sound had been heard that foretold a death to come
—in that room, suspicion and horror lurked in every shadow.

The girl stood trembling in the centre of the rcom. Dr.
Gadsby looked at her from the doorway, and his hands slowly
unclenched, his face relaxed. The old kind expression came
back ; Ethel could watch the effort by which he restored it.

“ Ethel, my dear, you should not anger me,” he said. He
glanced at her wrist; it was black with bruises where his
savage grasp had compressed it. “I don’t want to be cruel to
vou, Ethel. But you compel me to assert my authority.”

“You are cruel,” panted Ethel—“you are cruel to the
animals you torture—you are cruel to your wife—you have a
hard, wicked heart !”’

" ““You had better remain alone,”” he said harshly. ¢ To-
morrow, Ethel, or the day after, you will see me no more, so
be satisfied.”

He drew back, closing the door after him.

Ethel was alone.

Alone in the turret-room—the Red Room ! And the doctor’s
last words rang strangely in her cars. To-morrow—or tho
next day—she would see him no more! Did that mean that
she was to be sent away, or—— A cry broke from her as
sho realised what a fearful significance liis words might have.

The unhappy girl threw herself upon the bed .and sobbed
‘_mh sheer terror.

13 “Thy

CHAPTER 6. .
Poor OIld Figgy.
IGGY, old man, cheer up!”

It was Kerr who spolze.

Figgins was walking to and fro in the old quad.,
under the trees, his hands thrust deep into his trousers’
pockets. Kerr and Wynn were with him. They had becn
doing their best to cheer Figgy up, but without result.
Figgy scemed determined to have the blues, and the very
deepest dye of them.

 Cheer up, Figgy,” said Fatty Wynn dismally.
Fatty’s Wynn’s plump face usually quite sunny ‘and cheer-
ful, was overcast now; he felt his chum’s distress very
keenly. Fatty Wynn had a sympathetic nature, capable of
sacrifices. He was sticking to Figgins now Figgins was so
_ very much down in the mouth, though the spirit within him
was crying for the tuckshop. Fatty Wynn was hungry, but
he paced to and fro with Figgins undcr the elms, and said
not a word of it.
Figgins groaned. .
Tae GEM LiBrARY.—No. 185. .
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“I can’t cheer up,” he said. “I'm thinking of Ethel.
She’s in danger ! =

*“But it’s all right for the present,” said Kerr.

“You must have something to cat, Figgy,” said Fatiy
Wynn distressfully. “ You didn’t eat anything at tea. I
had hardly anything myself—only scmne hain and cggs, and a

few tomatoes, and some potatoes and bacon, and a
cucamber, and the pork-pies and a few sausages. I was
feeling too upset to eat much.” . ) .

* Better keep yeur pecker up, you know, Figgy,” said

Kerr.  ““If we have to do anything for Cousin Ethel, it’s no
-use getting out of condition. You’ll have to be fit.”

Figgins stopped in his weary pacing.

“Can’t we do anything ?” he exclaimed.

“ What can we do, Figgy ?” .

“Can’t we raid the Black House, or something ¥’ ¥Figgins
exclaimed desperately. “Tom Merry and Blake, and the
rest of them would join us—we could raid the place, and—
and carry off Cousin Ethel, and—and hide her somewhere in
sufety.””

Kerr shook his head sadly. .

It can’t be done, Figgy—vou know it can’t! If we wried
anything of the sort, it would only lead to the police being
called in, and we should be arrested, and most likely expelicd
from the school. That would worry Cousin Ethel, too. It's
no good going in for heroics, old chap.” L

“ Why can’t vou think of something ¥’ demanded Fizgins
wrathfully. **You're a blessed Scotchman—you vught 1o e
sble to think of things.”

“ Well, I've thought of the dodge for Cousin Etliel to !
know if she’s in danger,” said Kerr. “We can't do any:
else yet.”

“1—I know we can’t, Kerr. I'm an unrvcasonabl: beast.
groaned Figgins.  But you,don’t know how [ fue abe
3 ”

“Yes I do, old chap—we all know it, and T kel kuows i,
said Kerr. “She thinks more of you tran of apy ot
fellow at St. Jim’s.”

Figgins’s face brightened for a moment.

“ Do you really think so, Kerrr”

1 know 1t.”

The cioud descended upon Figgins's face again.

“But I cau:'t help her!” he groened. “I kncw <ho's in
danger, and I can’t help her. T fecl inclined to thuip iy
head againsg the wall.”

““No geod doing that! 1allo, hese’s Tom Merry.”

Tom Merry was leoking very grave os he came up with
Manners and Lowther, and Blake and Arthus Augustus
D’Arcy. All of them, in fact, were lccking very serious.
A weight was upon the minds of all the juniois who knew
Cousin Ethel’s peril.

“ Not, heard anything, of course?” asked Tom Merry.

g 2

“ No. .

“We're all feeling rotten,” said Tom Merry.
bcen proposing to reid the Blaek House.”

*“Yaas, wathiah!”’

“ So has IFiggy,”
must wait.” ,

“But what might happen to-night?” mutteved Figgins
huskily.

The juniors were silent, every face was dark.
and they parted to go into their Houses.

Figging & Co. tramped up to their study. Figgins throw
himself into a chair, and stretched out his long legs, and
stared gloomily at the wall.

““You ought to get on with your prep., Figay,”
gently, .

‘“ Hang the prep.”

‘“ What about the thousand lines old Ratty gave you?”

‘“Hang the lines!”

“ But to-morrow Ratty will—-"

‘“Hang Ratty !” P

Kerr gave it up. He ploughed through his prep, and
Fatty Wynn did the same, while Figgins remained staring at
the wall, the picture of gloomy misery.

*“You fellows had better let me alone,” he exclaimed at
last. ““I shall give you all the blues. I can’t help it.”

“ We'll stick to you all the same,” said Kerr. * Look here,
you will have to show up some of those lines to-morrow.”

“ Blow the lines!”

“T’ll begin them, then,” said Kerr. “I can tuwn out a
fist just like yours, when I try. No good having old Ratty
down on you, in addition to your other troubles.”

“You're a good chap, Kerr.”

Kerr was a rapid writer. He had turned out four hundred
of the lines by bed-time, working steadily away, and never
saying a word. Fatty Wynn ate doughnuts and cake, but hLe
considerately keépt his back towards Figgirs as he did so.
He felt that perhaps he might not be gxpected to feel hungry
in a time of distress; but unfortunately there never had

“ Gussy has

said Kerr. “ Buat it can’t be done. We

A bell rang,

said Kerr

been any occurrence in Fatty Wynn’s life that affected his
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appetite. Iven a funeral did not diminish it—indeed, Monty
Lowther had declarcd that nothing short of Fatty Wynn's
own funeral would ever make a difference 1n that respect.

Figgins rose heavily at last when it was time to go to bed.
Ile went up to the Fourth-Form dormitory with the rest,
with a heavy heart end a slow step.

He did not speak a word while he was undressing. Figgins
was generally cheery and chatty, and the difference in him
excited great attenfion in the New House portion of the
Fourth Form. But to all inquiries Figgins replicd only with
a grunt, and the juniors gave it up at last

“ Youwll try to get to sleep, Figgy,” said Kerr, as Figgins
turned in.

“ Tl try,” said Figgins.

He did try, but without much success. Monteith turned
the lights out for the Fourth, and the juniors were left in
darkness. One by one they dropped off to slecp, but Figgins
remained with staring eyes.

He could not sleep.

Once he closed his eyes, and dozed for a few minutes—and
in that few minutes a fcarful dream was crowded, and he
woke up in a cold sweat. In his disturbed fancy he had seen
Cousin Ethel surrounded by poisonous reptiles and strange
beasts, in the Black House on the mocor, and the glittering
eves of the doctor looked out upon her from sombre shadows.

Figgins started up 'in bed as he awolke.

His cry awoke Kerr, who was a light slecper.
quickly 1n bed.

“Is that you, Figgy?” he called out.

“XKh? What?" muttered Figgins.

“Did you call out?”

“I—I think I did.”

¢ What's the matter?”

“Only & dream.”

Kerr lay down again.

“Oh, go te sleep again, old son!
tion table till it sends you off.”

Figgins' laid down his head upon the pillow, but he did
not try to slecp again. Waking was bad enough, but slecp
was worse. At least, while he was awake, he had only his
troubling thoughts and not the horrid visions of sleep

But the darkness of the dormitory was peopled with horrors
for the disturbed and unhappy junior.

e heard the clock strike, and strike again, hour after
hour. The terrified face of Cousin Ethel was always before
his eyes, and he fancied that he could hear her voice, raised
in terror, and calling for help. In the rustle of the branches
outside the dormitory window, he fancied he heard the
strange whisper which was the warning in th » turret-room of
the Black House.

Tt became intolerable at last, and Figgins rosc from hLis
bed and tramped up and down the dormitory in his pyjamas.
Pratt woke up.

“Toothache, 0id man?” he queried sympathetically.

“No!"" grunted Figgins.

“What’s the matter, tiren?”’

“Oh, nothing!”

Pratt vawned, and went to sleep again.  Figgins tramped
up and down. Midnight rang out from the clock tower, and
ha threw himself upon his Led again.

Midnight !

It was midnight, too, in the turret-room at the Black TTouse
—and what might be happening there?

Figgins buried his face in the pillow, and sobbed. Tiggins
was not the crying kind of fellow; it was many years since
his eyes had been wet with tears. But wet they were now,
and his pillow was wet. Figgins, the big, rugged, clumsy
Figgins, was crying like a girl.

Kerr sat up

Repeat the multiplica-

CHAPTER 7.
The Horror of the Night.

IDNIGHT!
M The hour that was full of anguish to the wakeful

junior at St. Jim's, was fraught with fear to the
girl who watched alone in the turret-room of the Black

Iithel was not sleeping.

She had retired to her room at the usual hour, but she did
not go there to sleep. She was woeary, but the greatest
fatigue would not have induced her to close her eyes in the
Red Roor.

She had not gone to bed.  The sense of danger had sharp-
ened the girl's faculties. While an occupant of the Red
Room, she had not slept in the bed, but on a couch near the
window, but she was careful to disturb the bed so that old
Martha, in the morping, would nct know that it had not
been slept in. Ethel was lving on the couch now, in the deep
gloom, wide awake, and fully dressed, all her nerves tense.

She was listening.

Her door was fastencd cn the inside, and could not be
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opened from the lcads without. - Ller window gave upon a
shecr wall.
was satisiicd that she was safe there. The chimney was quite
wide enough to allow anyone to pass, but there were 1ron
bars crossed inside it to prevent passage. No one could enter
the room. Yet she feared!

The walls wera of solid stone,wlere they were not wood,
and there could be no sceret panel. And many times she had
examined the walls, and there was no trace of a secret open-
ing. But in other parts ot the old, rambling house she knew

that therc were secret passages and hidden doors, and there

might be one in the turret-roony. But even enclosed by solid
walls, she feared the cleverness of the man she doubted—she
faared that his cu .ning—almost the cunning of a madman—
would overcome any chstacle that stood in his way.

That he would have killed her, or anyone who was an
obstacle to him, as easily as he killed the unhappy victims in
his laboratory, she feit assured. All that restrained him was
fear of the law—of public knowledge of his crime.

For that reason, if she perished, it was to be by some
subtle means that would defy detection—as the others had
perished in the turret-room.

The girl was awake and listening.

When the wind rustled the thick ivy that grew over the
turret walls, she shuddered. sceming to hear in it the
mysterious whisper she drcaded.

Suddenly she started.

A faint sound had come to her ears—a sound she couid not
define ; but it was a sound, barely audible in the silence of the
night.

What was it?

Ethel sat up in tho darkness on tho couch, her limbs quiver-
ing, her eyes staring into the gloom, her heart beating with
great thumps.

It was danger!

She knew it—sho was certain of it!
danger in the lone darkness of the night!
and whence?

She put her hand over her mouth to keep back the shriek
of horror that rose to her lips.

She would not betray herself—betray tho fact that sho
was awake, and that she was not in the bed.

The assassin must not know that sho was on her guard.

What was that sound from the stillness?

Fthel's heart beat almost to suffocation. From the
camo a soft, low sound—a sound like a sibilant whi
She shuddered, and an icy chill passed through her limbs

It had come at last!

Tt came, she thought, from the direction of the chimney.
A low, strange, lulling sound, a sound as of.a soft whispor
with no words—only a whisper.

A soft, lisping, wordless whisper.

“Oh, Heaven!” the girl murmured.
mercy on me!”’ ’

Whisper—whisper!

What was it?

She sat thrilling with terror, never moving from the couch.
The strange sound was audible almost continuously now—
the strange, hissing, whispering sound.

It was approaching the bed.

As she sat chained down with horror she realised that.
The sound was moving closer to the bed—the bed in which
sho was supposed to lie asleep.

1f sho had been in that bed—if she had been asleop——

She knew that she would never have awakened again.
What the horror was she did not know, but she knew that.

She sat dumb with terror.

Silence now ! But there was a motion on the bed—a sound
as of something passing softly over the pillow.

What was it? .

Ethel could beav it no longer.  She sprang to her feet with
a wild, ringing shriek that echoed through the turret-room.

Shriek upon shrick.

Whether there was any further sound sho did not know.
She shricked in swild, mortal terror till the turret rang again.

Knock! .

Tt was a sharp tap at the door of her chamber from the
leads outside. Then a harsh, angry volce was heard.

* Ethel !”

Tt was Dr. Gadsby’s voice.
The girl ceased to cry outf.
darkness, shaking in every limb.

¢ Rthel—Ethel! What is the matter?”

She could not answer.
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ol “Opcn the door, Ethel! What were you erying out for?
{ *1—T was frightened I’ stammered the girl at Jast.

** What wero you frightened for?”’

His voice came hmehly and strangely through the thick-
ness of tho oaken door. Ethel remembered with thankful-
ness how she had locked it and barred it. Ho could not cn*u

“I—I thought I hcard sox“etlun" uncle.”

“Nonsense | Open the door !’

Sho shivered.

“Open tho dom, Ethel 7

“1 cannot.’

‘““What do you mean,
once !”’

- I will not " shricked Ethel. *
wans to.murder me!

you cannoi? Open the door at

I am afraid—afraid! You

I will not open the door!”

* ool !” shouted the doctor. ** Are you mad?

“door! I command you to open the door!”

“ 1 will not—I will not !

. A savage hand struck on the door. He knocked again and
_a‘ram, and again he commanded the girl to open. But Ethel
-did not stir,

*Ethel, you will be sorry for this!” said the doctor
= sayagely. ‘I will punish you for your disobedience! Open
-the door!”

+ 4T will not !”

“**What are you afraid of 77

“T am afraid of you.

“Fool! Do you 1hmk that T would do you an injury?”’

** Yes—yes—yes !’ shrieked the girl.

“Fool!l” I will speak to vou about this in the morning,
‘Ethel! You shall not disobey me, child.”

She heard his footstens receding over the leads.

Silence !

Tho hissing, whispering
was alone in the room now.
with her now was gone.

What had it been?

_Nothing human, she knew that. But what—what was the
“horror that had penectrated the closed and barred room.
. Ethel fell upon her knees and clasped her hands and
_prayed. She was still unon her knees when the light of
dawn crept in at the curtained window of the turret-room.

Open the

sound was still—she knew that sho
Whatever had been in the room

CHAPTER 8.
2 The Warning Word.
: ]’:B THEL looked white and weary

“the morning.
She was very late that morning. After dawn she
had slept on the couch for some hours. After that sho had

" scarched through the rcom in the daylight, but nowhere in

the thick walls had she discovered any trace of an opening.
Yet that something had entered her room during the hours
of darkness she knew.

o Dr. Gadsby was out, as he usually was in the morning.
But the great bloodhound was in the grounds, and when
Tithel looked out of the door the animal bounded inio view.
IIo looked at her, and showed his great teeth, and the gir],
shuddering, drew back into tho house.

0Old Martha served her breakfast, Jooking at the girl with
strango eyes. Ethel ate nothing, and drank her tea in gulps.
She was utterly unnerved by the terrible experience of the
night.

“Martha,” she said—* Martha !”

The old woman looked at her, and pui her hand fo her

y when she came down in

“Yes, deary,”
louder.
‘I want to send a letter or a telegram, Martha.”
Martha shook her head
“The doctor has forbidden it, deary.’
“ But—but couldn’t you help me. \Ialtha"” pleaded E:i}
Help me, dear—"
A harsh voice broke in from the doorway.
“So you are trying to induce Martha to dischbey
master, Ethel?”
It was Dr. Gadsby. He had returned, and he was standing
“in the doorway looking at Ethel with angry, glittering eyes.
The doctor, too; had a worn look.
- 0Old Martha shrank from his gaze, and hobbled out of the
room. Ethel tried to control her cmotion as she met her
uncle’s ‘eyes.
“Yes, uncle, I want to qend a klegram,’
Dr. Gadsbv laughed unpleasantly.
“You will do nothmfr of tho sort, Ethel. I do nOL intend
“to allow you to spread mahrrnam reports about me.’
‘“ But—but, uncle, this—this message is—is about a picnie,’
_said Ethel. “If I 'do not send it they will come here fox
e’
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The doctor started.
*“Who will come here?”’ he exclaimed.

Fumms and the others.”

“CART?

‘‘Let me send them a message,”” said Ethel. I plomiscd
to do so. You shall read the message before it goes.

The doctor hesitated.

*“If they came here they would not be admitted,” he said;
“but I do not want any public disturbance at.my house,
and that boy Figgins was a most insolent young scoundrel.
What message do you want to send? Write xt down, and
I will read it, and if I approve of it, it shall go.”

“Very well, uncle.”

Ethel sat down at a writing-table and took up a pen.
doctm watched her with bmmn"" eyes as she wrote.

*“ Figgins, New House, St. J)m \——l am sorry I cannot
come to the picnic to-day.—ETHEL.

*That is the telegram, uncle.”

. Dr. Gadsby took it and read it, and his face cleared.
gaze was bent scarchingly upon the girl.

“Is that all, Ethel?”

““That is all, uncle.”

*“ That is what you intended to send by Martha?”

(%3 Yes‘Y}

“Very well,” said the doctor. ‘ You shall not send a
telegram; you shall write a letter, and you shall write it as
I dictate. The letter can be posred in Wayland immediately,
and will be delivered at the school by four o’clock, before
afternoon lessons are over, and so it will reach Fxnvins in
time.’

““Very well, uncle.” =a1d Ethel =ubrmssnely

““Take up your pen.’

Sho obeyed.

‘“Now write:

** “Dear Figgins
Figgins?”

“Yes, uncie.”

“Very well. Dem Figgins,—I am sorry I cannot come
to the picnic io-day.’

Ethel’s heart leaped. He had allowed her to use the code-
word—he suspected nothing. She wrote down the sentence
feverishly.

I am sorry, too, that I came ro St. Jim’s yesterday. 1
was feeling very nervous and upset, owing to having re-
ceived a letter from my mother, who is not well, and 1 was
not at all myself.””

“Uncle!”

*Write!” thundered the doctor.

“ But it is not true!”

* Write!”

“ Uncle

He strode towards her. The expression upon his parch-
ment face was terrible, and the girl shrank back in her chair
with a wild ery.

Don’t!”

“ Uncle—uncle ! )
dictate!  Will you obey me or not?”

The

His

I suppose you call him dear

“Write as I
shouted.

*“Oh, yes, ves, yes, uncle!”

“Then write every word I have dictated to you.’

Her pen scratched over the paper. Her hand was tlembling
so violently that the words were scarcely decipherable.

“Good !” said the doctor. ‘*Now go'on:

““You must not take any notice of what I said—it was
only because I was feeling upset and hysterical. I am going
to BEastbourne to-morrow, and so I cannot come to the picnic,
because I have to pack.’

“ Now sign it,” said the doctor.

Ethel signed 1it.

Gadsby took up the letter and reud it. His faco had
Clealed arr'un, he smiled in the o‘d benevolent wayv.

““That is right,” he said. **That’s my own dear niece.
Now, Ethel, make a better copy of this—your hand was
trembling.”

“Very well, uncle.”

She wrote out the letter more firmly. The doctor folded
it, and placed n: in an envelope, and sealed it.

“ Address it,”” he said.

Ethel oboyod The doctor blotted the letter, and placed
ilt in his pocket. Then his eyes glittered as they turned upon
1er.

“ Now, this will undo the impression you made upon those
foolish boys yesterday,” he said. “ And the letter will remain,
to prove that you did not mean a word of what you said to
them. I will post this letter in Wayland at once.’

He. strode away. IEthel watched him from the window.
The gate clanged ‘behind him; the great bloodhound prowled
in the bushes of the wild galdon

Ethel clasped her hands; her heart was beating.

“He will post it. He thinks to blind them, but he is
warning them of- my danger with his own hands. They will
understand they will save me if they can!”

“MACNET” LIBRARY, ro

he

” in_this week's

Now .on Sale.
issue of: the & Peuny,




-- Every Thursday.

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.

One Penny, 11

esperately to his bed. But it was useless.

bedclothes, “0w!

, e - ) - ]

! The juniors turned out to the task, They dragged on the ropes, and the Slacker clutched and clung
d

|

He was jerked cut of the bed, and rolled on the fioor in his
You asses—ycu fatheads!” he roared.

(dAn amusing ineident from the arand, long, coinplete gchool tale of Harry Wharton & Co., entitled “THE SLACKER,” by Frank
Richards, contained in this week's nunter of “THE MAGNET” Library.

“Qh, stop it!"”
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CHAPTER 9.
Danger!
¢ IGGINS!” =
Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth Forin at

St. Jim's, fixed his eyes upon Figgina.
The Fourth Form were at afternoon lessons. All day

Figgins had been most trying to his Form-master, and Mr.

Lathom’s patience had given way at last.

Figgins came out of a brown study.

“Yes, sir?”’ he stammered.

“What is the matter with you, Figgins?”

‘“ N-n-nothing, sir.”

““ Are you il1?”

“N-no, sir.”

“Then why do you not pay attention to your lessons?”
demanded the Fourth Form-master sharply. ‘ All day you
have been making mistakes. You have just told me that
(ieneral Wolseley commanded at the Battle of Hastings, and
that Shakespeare lived in the reign of Pharaoh. Pray what
is your authority for those statements?”

Some of the Fourth giggled. Certainly Figgins had been
very unreliable in every branch of knowledge that day; but
his answers in history had really passed the limit.

“1—I—I'm sorry, sir,” stammered Figgins., *I—I—"
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“Tf there is anything the matter with you, Figgins, T will

excuse you,”” said Mr, Lathom. ‘You are usually an atten-
tive pupil.”

“1—I—I1 feel rather rotten to-day, sir.”’

“Oh, vory well; I shall pass you over for the rest of the
lesson,” said Mr. Lathom. “You certainly do not scem
yourself.”

Figgins sat silent till the Fourth Form were dismissed.
When the signal was given to dismiss, he still sat in his place,
till Kerr shook him by the shoulder, and then he started.

“Come on, Figgy!” whispered Kerr.

“Ob, all right!”

The Fourth Form filed out. In the passage Fatty Wynn
laid an affectionate hand on Figgins’s broad shoulder.

“Now, Figgy old man. do come and have something to
cat P he said. ¢ You had no brekker, and hardly a mouthful
at dinner.”

“T’m not hungry.” ) y

“ But you must be,” said Fatty Wynn, in distress. “ You'll
be ill if you don’t eat, you know. It’s awful to miss a mecal.
Eating enough is a duty a chap owes to himself, you know.
Do come over to Dame Taggles’s!” i

“1 ecan’t!”

‘ Shut up, Fatty ! said Kerr.
off and feed.”

“Let him alone. You buzz
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“I—I wasn’t thinking of myself,”” said Fatty Wynn.

- “Goodness knows I feel as cut up about Ethel as_anybody !
~ But it’s a duty to cat; we owe it to ourselves.

Besides, if
we have to do anything, it’s best to lay a solid foundation.”

“Oh. buzz off I’ said Figgins.

“Well, if you'don’t mind, I'll go and have a snack.” 4

And Fatty Wynn went, and his snack occupied him quite
a long time. Figgins went slowly down the passage with
Kerr, his hands in his pockets. Blake and D’Arcy apd Tom
Merry joined him.

“There may be a tclegram,” Kerr suggested.

“Yaas, wathah!”’

“Let’s look I’ said Tom Merry.

There was no telegram, but there was a letter in the rack
It was in Cousin

- Ethel’s handwriting.

. Jim’s hurried

;- shoulder.

i‘, on the old

- quietly.

Figgins jumped as he saw it.

“From Kthel!” he exclaimed.
- “Good !’

“Bai Jove!”

Figgins clutched down the letter, and the chums of St.
to a quiet corner in the quad. where the
could read it undisturbed. Figgins sat down on an old bench
undér a leafy tree. His fingers trembled as he tore open
the envelope.

The other fellows gathered round him, reading over his

The/ letter from Cousin Ethel, under the circum-
stances, of 5721‘3(3 was common property among the juniors
who were in/the secret.

They all read it together.

“Dear Figgins,—I am sorry I cannot come to the picnic
to-day. I am sorry, too, that I came to St. Jim’s yesterday.
I was feeling very nervous and upset, owing to having
received a letter froin my mother, who is not well, and 1
was not at all myself. You must not take any notice of

¢ ‘what I said—it was only because I was feeling upset and

Lysterical. I am going to Eastbourne to-morrow, and so 1

' cannot come to the picnic because I have to pack.

“ ETHEL.”

Figgins stared blankly at the letter.

Kerr smiled grimly.

“Bai Jove!” raid Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with a per-
plexed look. “ That’s vewy queeah. Ethel seems to have
got ovah her fwight, you know.”

I couldn’t help thinking that perhaps she was a bit hard
man,” remarked Jack Blake.

* He was always vewy kind to me.”

“I can’t understand 1t!”’ burst out Figgins. “ Fthel uscs

"~ the code word; she must intend it for that, as we arranged.

The letter hasn’t any sensc otherwise, as we had not really

- grranged for any picnic.”

‘“Bai Jove, that’s wight enough !”
“It’s clear enough,” said Kerr, in his quiet toncs.
“Blessed if I can see it!” said Tom Merry. ¢ Make it

‘clear to us, Kerr.”

‘“Well, we know that Ethel isn’t allowed to write letters,
and so this letter must have passed through the doctor’s
hands, ard he wouldn’t have allowed it to be posted unless
he chose.” :

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

““ Ethel had to word it in a way not to excite his suspicions.
And he took advantage of the fact that she wanted to write
to us—about a picnic, as he supposed—to force her to write
1 letter unsaym% all that she said yesterday. Don’t you sece,
it’s a trick; he has forced her to write this.”

““The hound !”’

*‘Bai Jove! Yaas, it’s cleah enough now.”

“But he knows nothing about the code we arranged, and
he has allowed her to leave in the word which means danger.”

1 Yaas, wathah!”’

Figgins rose to his feet, the perspiration clotting on his
forehead. He was white as chalk.

‘“You remember what the arrangement was?”’ he said.
“If Ethel heard that sound in her room—the sound the otheis
heard before they died—she was to use the word picnic.”

““ That’s right!” said Tom Merry.

“““And here’s the word,” said Figgins.

‘“Yaas, wathah!”’

‘“Ethel has heard the whispering in the room,” said Kerr
‘“That’s what that letter means. All the rest of
it was dictated by Dr. Gadsby.”

“QOh, the villain !’

‘“She’s heard it !” muttered Figgins wildly.

‘“We’ve got to save her!” said Tom Merry.

Figgins groaned.

“But how 7”7

““ We've got to do it !” said Tom Merry, between his teeth.

» “We promised her that if we were warned we’d rescue her,

and we’ll do it.”’
. “Yaas, wathah!”’ s
-TrEe. GEm LiBrary.—No. 185.
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‘“She heard the sound in the room last night,” said Kerw,
““ Each of the others died the next night after hearing it.”

*“It’s howwihle !’

‘“Cousin Ethel is alive and well now, or she couldn’t have
written that letter,”” said Kerr. “The danger won’i come
ncar her till to-night, when she goes to the Red Room to
sleep. Keep cool, Figgy.”

Figging’s hands were working, as if he were longing to
liave them upon the doctor. Perhaps he was.

““ Ethel goes to bed at half-past nine, I believe,” went on
Kerr, in his calm and calculating way. ‘“But if she is to
be harmed, it won’t be till later—till she’s had ample time
to go to sleep. That's pretty certain. Now, we go to bed
at half-past nine here, and my idea is that we should bunk
immediately after lights out. We can get to the Black Houssz
by ten o'clock if we buck up.”

“(ood 1’

“But when we get there?” said Tom Mervy.

“We've got to save Ethel,”” said Figgins, ““If necessavy,
\\r'o.’l(i ,takc ker away by force, and hide her, and defy thas
fiend.

*“Yaas, wathah! Bettah than leavin’ her to be killed,
even if we all get sacked fwom the school ovah the bizney.”

“I’ve got a better wheeze than that, if yeu fellows care to
hear it,”” said Kerr, in his modest way.

“Go ahead, Kerr, old man !’

“ My idea 1s to get into the Black House secretly, and get
into Kthel’s room—one or two of us—and keep watch. If
the sound is heard again, we turn on a light suddenly, and
find out what it is. That is the way to catch the doctor at
his tricks, and show him up as an intended murderer.”

Figgins clapped Kerr on the shoulder

*Of course,” he sajd; ‘‘that’s it.”

“The only way we can save Ethel is by showing her uncle
up, and making it clear that he means her harm,” said Keiv
quietly. ¢ And that seems to me to be the only way to do
i

“Yaas, wathah!”

“It will be a difficult biznay getting into the house,” Blake
remarked.

“We shall have to do it.”

“There's the bloodhound.”

Kerr nodded.

“If he’s loose, of course it will make the business diffi-
cult. But we shalk have to go prepared for that. I take iz
that we're not afraid of the dunger, anyway 7"’

“ Not much, Kerr!”

*“No feah!”

“Tf we have to deal with the dog, we must go prepared.”?
said Kerr. *““I think we shall be ready for the bloodhound.”

“Good !’

“Then we shall have to get into Ethel’s room withous
giving the alarm. Luckily, the old villain has put her at a
distance from the other rooms for his own reasoms—in the
turret. You fellows have seen the Black House; there’s &
flat roof outside the door of the Red Room in the turrct.
We might be able to climb up the ivy.”

“We'll try,” said Figgins.

“ We shall see better when we’re on the spot,” said Kewvr.
T think the five of us should go—we shall be quite enough.
and it’'s no good letting others into the secret. We don't
want the slightest danger of talk about it; we should jollv
soon be prevented from going if the prefects got a hint <n
the subject.”

* Yaas, wathah

“ Then it's settled,” said Kerr. ‘‘T'll get the stuff ready
for the bloodhound, iu case we need it—and we're all to ges
out of bed and be at the gates as quickly as possible aftes
lights out.”

CIEs settled.” -

“ Better take a cricket-stump apiece,” said Blake. *‘ We
may need them. The dog may cut up rusty—or the doctor.
And I think 1 should enjoy getting in a good whack &t Di.
Gadsby with a cricket-stump.”

*“Yaas, wathah! I would give a whole term’s pocket
money to give the feahful wascal a thwashin’.”’

‘“ He'll get worse than a thrashing—he’ll get prison, and
perhaps somecthing more, if we show him up,” said Kevr.
‘“When we bowl him out in this case, the police will get
on the scent of the other cases, and he may have those to
answer for.” 1D’Arcy looked troubled.

*“ Bai Jove! It will be a howwible disgwace to the family,”
he said. ‘It will be in all the wotten papahs!”

“I'm afraid we can’t think about that now, Gussy !’

““ Wathah not; but it will be howwid all the same.”

Figgins put the letter in Lis pocket.

“ It's settled,” he said. ‘‘ We're going to save Ethel—and
if T can’t d» the thing any other way, I’ll brain that oid
scoundrel with a cricket-stump. He deserves it, anyway. foe
tormenting animals as he does. It makes me sick to think of
him—and Ethel being in his power! It’s horrible!”

“We are going to save her,”’ said Kerr.
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CHAPTER 10.
The Night.

HE dusk of evening was stealing over the wide expanse
of Wayland Moor, and the Black House on the moor
grew blacker. From the windows the sun was re-

fleccted in a glint of gold, but it died away, and shadow
enveloped the old house. As the sombre night closed in
upon the house, so it scemed to close in upon Ethel. That
she had succeeded in communicating with the chums of St.
Jim's—that she hod warned Figgins & Co. of her peril—was
knowledge that had borne her up during the day. But when
night closed in upon the Black House, her terrors revived.

Darkness was upon the moor—from the windows could be
seen the distant twinkling lights of Wayland, far off; the
only sign of light in the blackness and loneliness. In the
wild, unkept gardens of the Black House, the bloodhound
was roaming loose. Within the lonely house, Dr. Gadsby
was shut up in his laboratory, from which he had not emerged
for hours. Ethel had tvied to read, but the effort was a
failure. She could not fix her attention upon her book. The
hours passed on leaden wings to her. That the chums of St.
Jim’s had received ber message was certain; but would they
understand—would they act upon it?  That part of the
letter, which Dr. Gadsby had dictated for the purpose of
deceiving them, would it have that effect? It was possible.
But even if they understood; if they tried to help her—could
they? What could they do? St. Jim’s lay far away beyond
the wood. Ethel was immured within the walls of the Black
Housa, at the merey of the grim and unscrupulous man whom
she suspected of being half mad.

Bedtime had conie, but Ethel did not go to bed.  She
dreaded the Red Room—she dreaded the solitude of the
turret. She renmained with her book, by the reading-lamp in
the dreary, great room below, till Dr. Gadsby came out of
his laboratory. The doctor came into the roon, rubbing his
hands together, with a satisfied smile upon his face. Ilis
experiments had evidently gone to his satisfaction.

Two or three letters lay upon his desk; one a large, legal-
looking envelope. The doctor picked that up first, with a
scowl replacing the smile upon his face, and looked at it, aund
opened it. He did not notice the girl sitting quietly in her
corner. A mutterad word escaped his lips as he read the
paper.

*“ One thousand pounds—and fifty guineas costs!” he mut-
tored. ““H'm! An execution in seven days—L'm! Ilang
them! Cannot they wait a little?”

Dithel could not help hearing what he said, and she shud-
dered. She knew that Dr. Gadsby was being hard pressed
by creditors, and had been so for months past, and that he
was in sore need of money. He had had more than one
fortune to spend, and it had flowed away like water in his
toxicological researches. She made a slight movement, and
the old man swung round towards her.

* Ethel! You there!”

His voice was hard and rasping.

“ Yes, uncle!” said the girl, in a trembling voice.

“ Why arc you not gone to bed?” the doctor exclaimed
ha}js}lly. “ Xou shiould have gone. It is nearly ten o’clock.”

¢ Go at once!”

The girl rose to her feet. Her face was deadly white, and
she was trembling. Her look might have melted a heart of
stone; but it had no effect upon the man before her. His
eyes were gleaming with anger

“ (o to bed at once!” he repeated.

“ Grood-night, uncle!”

She moved slowly out of the room. The doctor followed
her. Ethel ascended the stair to the upper leads. She passed
out into the open air under the stars; 1t was necessary to pass
over the open leads to veach the door of the room in the
turret. Outside the door of the rcom, she paused. She
looked round in the gloom: the ivy, thick upon the old walls
of the Black House, was rustling in the breeze.

The girl’s whole nature recoiled from the room before her
—the room of death! She coutd not enter it.

“ Are you gone, Ethel?”

¢ Good-night, Ethel!”

It was the doctor’s voice from the head of the stair. Ethel
shivered

“1 am here. uncle!”

““ Why do vow not go into your room?”’

“Oh, uncle!” She turned back towards him. ¢ Uncle!

I am afraid—I am afraid! Uncle! Don’t send me in there!”
He came towards her, his fingers working with anger.
His eyes gleamed at her in the gloom, like the eyes of a cat.
f:)‘"(}o in!” he said angrily. “ Go in! What are you afraid
of ?” .

I cannot go in, uncle! Don’t—don’t send me in there!”
Lthel cried, the tears running down her cheeks. ‘‘ How can
you wish to do me harm! Take the money—I don’t care
for that. I will sign anything you like., I don’t care; only—
only don’t do what you know you are planning to do!”
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The doctor stood petrified for a moment. :

“Ithel! So my wifc has been talking to you—I krow ij
now. The money! You know about that, too! I—I——
Bah! Why do I waste words upon you? Go into your room
at once, or I will fling you there! Do you hear me?”

Ethel, sobbing, ran into the room. The doctor drew the

door shut behind her, and she heard him fasten it upon the

outside.

She wa. a prsoner—a prisoner in the room of

She lighted her candle.

The glimmering light
Room—upon the old curtain at the windows, the
casement with drawn blinds.

The room scemed full of shadow and sombre mystery ta
the terrified girl. She took the candle in her hand, and
moved about the room, cxamining tho walls, the {loor, the
old chimney.

Tt secemed impossible that anythicg living could enter.

death.

fell upon the old walls of the Red
glimmering

Vet the room had been entered the previous night by - )

something—something horrible—something that meant death
if it had reached her.

Tthel pave a sudden start as she came near the window.
The couch had been removed. It was no longer in the room.
Had the doctor guessed that she slept there instead of upon
the bed—or had he merely suspected it ? The couch was gone.

Ethel’s lips sct.

She extinguished the candle.

But she did not go near the bed.  She sat in a chair near
the window and waited. 1t was to be another night of
terror and sleepless vigil—was it to be a night of doom?

CHAPTER 11.
Out of Bounds.

-4 OM MERRY half undressed himself when he went to

bed that night.

his chums, and they asked questions. But even to

Monty Lowther and Manners, Tom Merry had not explained.
The matter was so terribly serious that it was best not to
breathe a word to anyone. He turned in, leaving his clothes
ready, and concealing his boots under the bed, along with
the cricket-stump he intended to take with him.

“ What's the little game, Tomnmy?” asked Monty Lowther.

“ Tl tell you to-morrow, Monty.” g

“ Rats! Why can’t you tell me now?”’ demanded Monty
Lowther rather wrathfully. T suppose it's soniething fo da
with Ethel's visit here yesterday.”

“ Well, yes.”

* Then explain, you bounder!”

“7Td rather not, Monty—and we've agreed to tell no cre
Figgins is keeping it dark, and so is Blake, and so must L1

¢ Like your cheek !”” said Manners. “ You're going out after
lights, I suppose?”’

“Yes.”

“ And vou want to keep it dark?”

33 Y(\s‘?) .

“ Keep it dark, then, and be blowed !
“I'm going to sleep.”

Kildare saw lights out in the Shell dormitory. After ha
was gone, Tom Merry slipped out of bed, and put on bi:
clothes and his boots again.
hiin from the other beds, but he answered none of them.

«Blessed if this doesn’t look rather shady to me!” said
Crooke, of the Shell. ¢ Looks to me as if Tom Merry is
going on the razzle. Is it the Green Man this evening?”

¢ Oh, shut up!” said Tom Merry. .

« Blessed if I don’t follow on, and see what you're
said Crooke.

“ You jolly well won’t!”’ said Monty Lowticr.

“ Who'll stop me?” demanded Crooke fiercely.

“1 willt”

“Of course
with a yawi.

yawned Manners.

up to,”

I shouldn’t take the trouble,” said Criooke,
“ Tt doesn’t matter to me. Tom Merry can
@o to the Green Man, or to Jericho, for all T care!” .

Tom Merry quitted the Shell dormitory. He knew that he
could rely upon his chums to stop any fellow like Crocke who
was inclined to play the spy upon him. He closed the door
softly, and stepped away on tiptoe towards the Fourth Form

dormitory. Two figures were waiting for him in the dim
passage. -

“That you, Tom Merry?’ It was Blake’s voice.

“ Yes, I'm here.”

“ Good !’ i

“ Vaas, wathah I’ said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. T twus

P

you have not forgotten the cwicket-stump, Tom Mewwy

“ Noj; I have it here. Let’s get out!”

“ Wight-ho!” .

The juniors quitted the School Houso by the Iower. box-
room window. They dropped to the ground, and, keeping
closo in the shadow of the House, made their way to'the
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The fact did not escape the notice of °

Several inquiries were fired at’



“ of the wall,

: l)wmg a compass
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schiool "gates. Three juniors were waiting for them there;
¥iggins & Co. were already at the rendezvous. Figgins
carried a lantern, and Kerr had three cricket-stumps undes.
lm arini, and lﬁatty Wynn had a parcel ’ned with string.

* What have you got there?’ asked Tom Merry, looking
ub it

“ Sandwiches,” whispered Fatty \Vym‘.. “You never know
what ‘'may happen, you know-—and it’s just as well to be

pared fm anything. \o good spoiling a good job thre
‘getting mnnn is 167
" You ass!

“ Look here, you ]xuo\x——-"

1y

“ Shut up,” said Figgins. * Come on'!

The six juniors climbed the slanting oak in turn,
dropped on the outside of the school wall. Fatty Wyrnn »
the last. He pecred down anxiously at the juniews i
mad as he preparced to d rop.

* Catch my parcel, Kerr!

*Oh, all right!”

Fatty: Wynn slung down the parcel, and Kerr missed xt in
the dark, and it fell into the road, and rolled to the foct
Fatty Wynn dropped from the well, and there
was a sqnclch as he alighted, and he rolled over with a gasp.

“Ow! You asses! What's that?”

M \Vh'\L’c whatt”

1 fell on something.”

Kerr chuckled softly.

I think it must have been your parcel”

* What!” howled Fatty Wynn, Oh, vou fathead !’

He was on his kiees in a moment, groping for his pulL(l
He found it, and uttered an cxclamation of dismay.

“Ow! It's smashed! You chump!”

* Never n‘.ind It doesn’t hurt sandwiches to be squashed,”
said Blake. ** You can cat them, all the same, you know.
lhm I oily be a little mixed.” -

*B-b-but there were. hard-boiled eggs in it, tco, and some
Jxm ta]t‘, axm a jelly,”” groancd Fatty '\\31111

” he said.

‘HR, 1a, ha!”
W (‘Il, it will make a Qr’)c‘cxullv sod mixture, then,” M‘G
1. b 5
B! ak(‘ ‘You can't stop to sort ‘em out now. Coine o !

** Look here——""
“ Clome on, I‘ atty!”

* Oh, all right!”

And Ba n Wynn, reluctantly abandoning his squashed dnil
Lurst. parcel, tmmpod down the road with the other mruon

The mrrm was dark, only a few &uus leaming in t!
Licavens. ~The tall, thick trees cast heavy qlia(.')\\ over
road. The Jumo\s turned 1'113 the foot,mtl through R
combe Wood, end came out on the othar side in the W a\lm 4
Road, and tramped on towards the moor.

It was a good distance. Ten o'clock had rung out fmm
Rylcombe Church as they weunr into the wood, and half-puct
ten chimed from W ayland as they reached the broad exp
of the moor,

Black and grim the moor lay stretched before them

A rugged footpath led through the shadowy gorse in the
dircetion of the Black Housge. Of the house nothing was fc
be scen. In the daytime it could be seen from the road, the
top of the turret rising to
view in the distance; but now
it was swallowed up in the
darkness.

The juniors paused on the
footpath.

“You know the way best,

said Figgins quietly,

e
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NOW O
SME..

said D’Arcy
“1 don’t L‘m“

mawinahs steewing a course by the stals,’
thoughtfully, turning his ey eglass skywards,

how they do it, but pewwaps some of you fellow
Imow.”

‘Don't talk ’

T am o vah a way eut of the diffieulty, T2
Mewwy.’

“an there isu't any difficuity, Guossy. T know the woy
well,”
< bis head.
very well, deah boy, but I have a feelin® :

eht to beah to the wight, or dse to the lefr. T'm ne
sure which.”

*“Heve we are!”

A black mass loomed up against the less opaque ~‘ T

It was the Black House on the moor.

The juniors paused for a momeut, looking a
square mass of the walls, the oblong roof over,
square turret were unmistakable.

l‘zf_grm% trembled a little. In that shadowy,

at it

and

sombre 1+

img was Cousin Ethel, in danger—in danger of dentin
Perhaps already—— Flg’gms choked at the thought.

ur, cld man!” whispered Kerr.

')mt the Black House?” asked D'Arcy.

wathah wolten to get inte the yw'ong hosiso,

: A\L wwy, and cai’t lielo mml\m that we ough: i

Lave turned to “the wight or the left.”
K -

i)

A gtumﬁo low, musical sound came ringing
hvough the silenee of the night from the divectic
Black House.

The juniecrs shudderved.

They did not need telling what it vas
Lowi of a bloodhound,

CHADP
The DPzath

03I MERRVL& CD.
The souid came &
and died awey iu loy

T we
ilmr th ] o
“Ym “wathah ! muttered D’ Arvey.
“The hrate is locse of 2 mght We
<aid Jack Blake.
Kere??

“No.”

*You've got it ready?”
" Quite ready.”’

5 b‘ozﬂ' ihc silence.

shall have i pazs
“You didn’t forget to biin

LE

© Geod ! ) )
© Come on!” said Figg abruptly.
They tramped on  The huge ‘mass of the Black Hcuse

locmed up more distinctly.  The juniors avoided the gate,
and paused under the wall ot
rhe side of the house. It was
eight feet high, supported by
bucl\ buttresses at intervals.
‘ Not easy to climb,” said
Bla

e.

* We shall have to get on

EaBseRaRoc=EB=

Ton Merry,” said Blake. 66 one anothev s shoulders.” said
* Follow me !” TH E RA 2 “T' go first.”
Are you eure you are * Buck up, then!”
goin’ quite wight, Tom & Tom Merry stood against
alewwy, deah boy?’ asked ‘m 9 9 the wall, and Figgins
Arthur Augustus D Arcy, as B . & climbed actlvely upon his
they plunged on through the { shoulders, and placed his
darkness of the moor. B hands upon the top of the
¢ “Yes, "hﬂaid ]’loln Merry. » By }_‘ D walllI Iled<1rc\v himself 1}))
“ I wathah think we ought & 9 nimbly, and sat on the wa
t2 béah a little to the left, or s By MARTIN CLI FOR * his ]egn inside. [From the
clse to the v;lght I can't houslei x}rll the bdayhghlr, l;e
wemember w nch . s T would ave een clearly
“Try both,” suggested Being a Splendid, New, Long, Complete seen; but now he could

Kerr sarcastically.

* Weally, Kerr—-"

*This way!” said Tom
Merry.
“We ought to have FIGGINS &

bwought a compass, weally.
It was wathah thoughtless of
yvou, Blake, deah boy, not to

'n-t'nu-"l"n'n'nﬂmmm

‘“Oh, rats!”
~“I  have_ heard o f EF-‘n' ™ e e e e
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School Tale of
TOM MERRY & CO,,
JACK BLAKE & CO., and
20., of the New House.

hardly be seen by the fellows
standing outside the wall, so
deep was the gloom. There
was no danger of discovery,
so far—only from the dog.
But the bloodhound had to
be passed. It was the first
difficulty, and the greatest.

£ L~ e ™ T 3]
-nwm'nmma‘amu-n.m [ KE“D 14 m'm’egn-n'mnamm Eﬂ“ﬂ-[!.

CRDER EARLY. <

& As Figgins swung his legs
e down inside the wall and sat
Fa™u"n"a%xPl¢ there, there was a rustle in
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Y 1igure moved in the doorway of the turrct. Figgins, crouching low on the leads, knew the spare, somewhat

drooping figure of the scicntist, The New House junior held his breath,

(See Chapter 13.) 1

the ragged bushes of the garden, and a great dim body
came into view. Two fierce eyes gleamed uyp, wud Figgins
caught a glitter of white teeth,

It was the hound!

He drew his fecet up quickly. The dog stood below, looking
up, and growling in low tones. The gleaming cyes were
fixed upon Figgins.

Kerr came up sccond, on Tom Merry’s broad shoulders.
Ie put his chest on the wall, and looked over.

“The dog’s here!™ said Figgins, in a whisper.

“Yes; I know he i1s.”’

“Got the stuffi”

“Here it 1.7

Kerr drew the littic parcel from under his jacket, and
opened it. It had an odour appctising to the nose of a dog.
T'he bloodhound watched them from below, and it was
evidently his intention to fasten upon them if they dropped
into the garden. He was growling softly. Arthur Augustus
climbed lightly upon the wall.

Kerr tossed the poisoned meat into the gardem. The
bloodhound made a snatch at it as it fell beside him.

He turned his great nose towards it, and sniffed at it, and
then looked up suspiciously at the juniors on the wall. Tom
Merry and Blake Ead mounted now, and only Fatty Wynn

 remained at the foot of the wall outside.

** You fellows will have to pull me up,” he muttercd.
‘“Bai Jove!”
“It won’t be easy,’”’ said Blake.

o keep ¥ gy * You'd better stay there

Fatty Wyan snorted.

*“T’'m jolly well not going to do anythinf
replied.  ‘“ There’s no need to kecep watch
know of.”

*“ Hush !’ muttered Kerr.

The dog was turning over the meat with his nose.

**He won’t cat it while we’re in sight,” said Kerr softly.
**Jump down!”

" Yaas, wathah!”

The juniors dropped from the wall again, and joined
Fatty Wynn. They waited in tense anxiety.

If the hound did not touch the meat, they would have him
to deal with. To tackle the huge animal at close quarters
would be fearfully dangerous. But Figgins, at all events,
had no hesitation. He took a casc out of his jacket inside
p}?d(l('}(g' and opened it. It showed a large knife as he opened
the hid.

“ What have you gct there ?”” muttered Tom Merry.

““A knife.”

‘ What for?” .

“ For-the dog, if he doesn't touch the meat,” said Figgins
quictly.

. Figgy !!7 .

“ We're not going back!" said Figgins. “I'll kill the dog
and the doctor, too, before I'll leave Ethel in danger}”’

** Listen!” said Kerr.

In the silence they heard a faint sound from the garden
within—a sound of worrying. The hound was devouring the

meat. ' .
Tae GeM LiBrary.—No. 185,

of the sort!” he
out here that I.




o REAB-“” Splinaid, Long, Couipiets

15

They walted.

There was a growl, another grow!, and a deep bay. Then
a stravge, unearthly howl from beyond the wall in the
darkness.

** He's caten it!” said Kerr.

“Poor brute!” muttered Tom Horry. *But it had to be
done.” ‘ .

“ Yaas, wathanh! It was a beastiy painful nccessity,” said
Arthur Augustus. ‘It weally couldn’t be helped, deah boy.”

They waited a few minutes longer. There was silence in
the garden Kerr climbed the wall at last, and looked over.
In the darkness he could sce nothing at first; but the
gleaming eyes had disappoared. He made out at last, as e
pcered down, a body that lay motionless in the bushes.

... He dropped down intc the garden. His heart beat as he
did so; it was possible that the hound was not dead. But
Le was soon reassurcd.

The great beast lay still upon the ground, his jaws open,
his eyes half-closed. He was quite dead. The poison had
acted quickly.

Figgins looked over the wall.

“Kerr! Is it all right?”

[ Yes‘})

- ““He’s dead 2>

“ Stona dead.” .

“Poor teast!” muitered Tiggins. ¢ 11's cnother rotten
%hxlng,_f(g that villain of a doctor to answer for! Wecouldn’t
:elp it

e joined Kerr Fatty Wynn climbed up next over Tom
Merry’s shoulders; he did not mean to remain till the last
agein. Tom Merry was sturdy, but Fatty’s weight was a
strain on him, till the fat Fourth-Former reached the top of
the wall, and climbed, panting, over. Arthur Augustus, who
v us slin, and weighed the least of all, was left till the last,
and Tom Merry hung on the wall with his hands, while the
1 of 8t. Jim’s climbed over him, and was helped from
sove by Jack BlaKe.

,‘AU the party dropped into the garden at last. ‘
. ‘' Bai Jove, we're hers, anyway,” said Arthur Augustus,

‘and the way’s cleah to the houss, deah boys.”

“Come on,” said Figgns. ’

They Joft the hound wiw o he Lad failea. lying stiil in the
r‘;.gg-ed bushes. Thewr hopes weare high now.
dangerous cnemy had been overcome. The “house was
tenanted, as they knew, only by Cousin Ethel, the doctor
himself, and old Martha, the servant; and Martha was deaf,
and was not likely to hear anything. Whatever happencd
during the night, Martna was not likely to awake—probably
the rcason why fthe doctor iept her in his service. The
juniors had Dr. Gadsby to deal with—alone!

They paused to consult when they rcachad the foot of the
wall above which rose the turret. They kacw that Ethel
was in the turret-room, but there was no light in her window.
The girl was sleeping. or watching in the darkness.

_ “There are cnough of us to knock the doctor sky-high, if
it comes to t¥WRt!” Jack Blake muttered. * Dut 7

‘“ But_that’s useless,” said Kerr. “If he found us here,
especially after we’ve killed the dog, ke would have the right
to treat us as burglars. He woulg simply put off his plans
for a day or two, and, of course, it would be impossible for
us to come again—and Cousin Ethel woull bo at his meres.”

“He’s got to be shown up!” said Fi 3 :

“ Yaas, wathah!”

““The question is, how are we io communicate with
and let her know we are here?”’ said Tom Merry.

“If we whistled——" .

“The doctor would Lear it.”

Figgins looked up at the high wall. At the summit of it
was the turret, in one corner, and hehind the turret, the flat
leaded roof, surrounded by a low parapet. The wall was thick
with old ivy.

“1 can climb this!” said Figgins quictly.

Tom Morry shuddered a little.

“ Figgins! You—you can’t! You'll brealt your neck.”

“Ts there any other way of getting up?”

“Blessed if T can sce any.”

“Then I'm going o do it!”

¢ Hold on a minute—let’s think !”

thel,

CHAPTER 13.
To the Rescue.

IGGINS waited.
The wall rose huge and abrupt, with masses of cling-
ing ivy. There was no other way to gain the leads—
no way to the turret-room excepting over the leads. But to
climb that dizzy height, even in the daytime, would have been
terribly dangerous. In the darkness, the danger was fearful.
“ Let’s look round {irst,” muttered Kerr.
“All right. You look round, and I’ll wait here. Only
don’t be long—you don’t know what may be happening.”
Tre GExM LiBrary.—No. 185.
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“Yaas, wethah! I'll stay here with you, Figgay. I know
jol}yGwcll the{e‘s no other way up, and I'm goin’, too!”

“Gussy ’ .

“I'm goin’,” said the swell of 8t. Jim’s quictly. “I'm
Ethel’s cousin, and I’ve a wight to go!”

*“ Look hLere, Gussy—""

““It’s no good talkin’, Blake.
to get into the Wed Woom,
Ethel, isn’t it?”

“That’s it.” )

“Well, 'm Ethel’s cousin, and her natuwal pwotcetan.
TI'm goin’. Figgins can come, too, but I uttahly decline to
be left cut.” )

And Arthur Augustus spoke in a tono there was no deny-
ing. There was reason in what he said. Ethel was in danger.

Now, lcok here, the ideah is
and keep watch with Cousin

*

At the same time, if any fellow was to be taken into hir - 4

room late at night, it was better for the fellow to be her
cousin. The juniors could not deny that D’Arcy was rignt to
that extent.

“Let’s all go,” said Fatty Wrynn

Tom Merry shook L head.

“Can’t be done! OUne or two would be quite cnough,” Le
said. ““And a crowd would only make it more risky. We
don’t want to alarm the doctor—tnat’s the chief thing. If he
takes the alarm, the whole thing’s spoiled, and we sha'n't
have a second chance. Hc will talke care of that. Ile mar
take Hthel away somewhere swhere we can’t get necar her.
Suppose he discovered us here, Lo might take her awas
first thing in the morning, to some place where we couldu’t
follow.”

“Yaas, wathal!”

“Two will ke more than enough,”” said Figgits. “One
would be enough. But fliere’s something in what Gussy says
—Ethel would prefer to have her cousin with her. After all,
Gussy is much the same as a brother to her.”

“Wats!” said Arthur Augustus, with unexpected warmth
1 wefuse to be wegarded as a bwothali of Etkel's. Don't
talk wot!”

“Well, no nted to arguc”
“Gussy and Figiins are goirg

“ Perbaps Figzy would like me to go
goasted,

Iiggins snorteq.

*“Oh, no!” said Tom Merry quickly. ¢ Ethel would li}
Iiggins to be the one—no good blinking that. She tuoug!
of I'iggy first of all.. Figgins must go.”

8 course,”” said Kerr.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy

“ But hold on a few minutes while we look round.”

Figgins and D’Arcy remained at the foot of the ivied wall,
while the other four scouted round the building. D’Arcy ant
the New House junior scanned the wall, and calculated tl::
climb while they were waiting for Tom Merry & Co. to retur:.

Tom Merry came back through the shadows.

‘“ Nothing else ?”’ asked Figgins.

¢ Nothing.” ’

“The windows arc all shuttered and padlocked,”” said Kerr.
“The upper windows are barred. There’s no getting 1n thal
way.”

“ We shall have to climb,” said Figgins.

““ Yaas, wathah.”

“I suppose there’s nothing elss to be dene,”” =ail Tom
Merry uncasily. “ But it’s frightfully risky.”

“T don’t care for the risk,” said Figgins, ¢ 1If I fall—"

“ Figgy, old man—"

“If T fall,” said Figgins quietly, I sha'n’t make a row!
If I fall, one of you others will take it on—Tom Merry, I
think. I don’t care much if I do break my neck, so long as
we have Ethel.” )

Kerr pressed Figgins's hand.

“Go 1t, old chap,” he said.

“ Pewwaps I ought to go first.”

‘“Hold on, Gussy ! Figgy goes first.”

“But weally—""

‘“Shut up, old son!”

“1 yvield to the wish of the majowity,” said tho swell of St.
Jim’s, with dignity. ° You can go first, Figgay.

“T’ll see if the coast is clcar when I get up there,” said
Figgins. ““If it is sale for Gussy to come up, I'll drop
something down—this matchbox. It won’t make a noize.
Until I give the signal, don’t let Gussy come.”

¢ All serene.” .

“T’'m going now.”

Figgins laid hold of the ivy. It rustled and whirred as the
sturdy junior swung himself up by the thick tendrils. )

He climbed actively, )

In a minute he had disappca.ed from the gazc of ghe
juniors below. They watched with keen, bitter anxiaty.
Only the slight swaying and rustling of -the ivy showed that
there was a_climber in it, in the gloom.

Figgins climbed slowly aad stendily.
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The ivy was ola and thick, and gre
found holds for his hands, and holds
fully felt his way up.

The ivy swayed; Here
weight, and came swoy, but
uwew hold in time.

The dust of the old ivy cheleed him as e went on, but le
hardly paused for a moment till he was balf up the wall

Then he held back a little to locok up.

Still high above him rose the wail. His arms w
rpow with the efforts he had mads, and he we
and the dust choked in his eyes end his nosc,

e climbed on again

Steadily, quictly, e won his way, till his L
last from the masses of tondrils and leave
himsclf with the stone parapet of the leads
He reached up, and caught the stone wund drew
higher, «nd looked over the leads.

A glezm of light struck upon his eyes.

The doorway of the stair, leading tc the leads from the
interior of the house, was open. TTheve was u ligut theve,
out upca the flat roofl
ins caugit his breath.
2d 12 the doorway—he knew tic gpave.
z figure of the scientist.

CGadeby
i+ breath. The doctor emerged from the
¥ He caae oul upon the leads with stealthy, noisciess
fooifalls.

Without a sour

close on the wall. He
» his knecg, as he care-

it vielded under his
vs raeuaged 1o sccure a

- found

A up
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. but with his figure casting a gigantic
‘0of as he moved in the light, the docter

The tuvret door was closed. The room had no window
Jooking over the leads—tite only window was or the other side
of the Red Room.

From the turret chamber the light and the doctor were
invisible, as the door was closed.

Figgins set his teeth hard.

What was the man doing there? Why that stealthy tread
—those cautious movements, unless Le meant harm to the
girl within the Red Rcom?

Fizgine held himseli in readiness. If the doctor entered
the turret-room, Figgins was veady to spring upon the roof
aad dash after him.

But the doctor did not encei.

He pauscd at the door of the turret, and bent his head to
listen.”. The lizhé from the staircase door, streaming over the
legds. showed him clearly. He was listening for a sound from
tie chamber of death.

Figging's heart was beating with dull, sick throbs. Had the
deadly work been done—was the horrible man listening for
a Jast cry from his vietim?

He listened for a full minute, while the junior, hanging
upon the wall, hidden in the thick ivy, watched him with
burning eves of rage and hatred

Thaen the man turned from the door, and with the same
stealthy tread, crossed the leads again to the doorway of the
stalr, '

He passed in, and closed the door sitently; the light was
shut off, and the leaded roof lay in deep blackness.

Figgins blinked in the sudden change.

The doctor was gone. All was silent and still - again.
Figgins dragged himself over the parapet, and stood upon the
leads. ‘There there was no concealment; if the doctor re-
turned, he would see him. Figgins had to take the risk of
that: but he did not imagine that the man would return.
e had evidently effected the purpose for which he had
come to the roof outside the turret door.

Figgins stood for a moment, breathing hard. His cfforts
in ¢limbing the ivy had told upon him. He took the match-
hox from his pocket. Then the ivy moved and swayed under
a2 new climber. .

CHAPTER 14,
A Terrible Vigil.

EEP darkness in the turret chamber!

D Cousin Ethel was not asleep.

She had been there—she did not know how long.
She dared not strike a light to see her watch, lest a gleam
of it chould escape, and warn the doctor that she was watch-
ing instead of slecping. If he knew that she was on her
Daard, that she was watching for the sccret danger, what
would he do? Would he not abandon his tactics, and perhaps
effect his purpose by more open and violent means? It was
only too probable, the girl thought, with a shudder. What
had he meant when, the previous night, he had demanded
that she should cpen her door?
The girl watched and waited.
She was sick with fear and apprehension—there was a
pain in her heart. What were her friends doing? Did they

({1
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understand—were they coming to help her?
did, what could they do?

She waited.

At cvery moment she expected to hear the sound she
dreaded—the sound of the low, hissing whisper in the dark-
ness—the warning of death!

But it did not cowe.

How long had she been there—an hour—two hours—six
or seven? She could not tell—she only knew that it seemed
iike centuries.

* Oh, they will never come—they cannot come!” the gir['
murmured. ' Even Figgins cannot help me! I—I must
die here alone, in the dark, as the others have done! Ob,
ieaven help me! Oh, mother!”

Her cheeks were wet with tears.

Suddenly from the gloom came a slight sound. It was not
the strange, soft whisper—it was not the sound she had heard
in the chimney: It was a light tap at the door of the turret
room—so light and faint that she scarcely heard it.

The girl started to her feet. Was it the doctor, come to
ascertain whether she slept, so thut he could proceed with his
deadly work?

Tap again!

Ethel stood quivering in every lunb.

She did not reply—she would not let himn know that she
was awake. She waited, with tensc nerves.

‘“ Ethel I

It was a soft whisper from
through the thickness of the door.

Ethel clasped her hands.  Were her semzes playing her
false, ov was it Figgins’s voice.

She listened.

¢ Ethelt!”

The whisper was louder this time.

Ethel ran towards the door in the dark.
from the inside, and whispered back.

“ Figgins! Is it you, Figgins!” -

“ Yes, Ethel!”

“ Heaven be praised!”

* Open the door!”

“Tt is fastened on the outside.”

T lave unfastened it; the key was in the lock.”

Ethel unbolted the door. Figgins pushed it gently cpen
from tl ide. FEthel gave a fow, soft cry. i

‘ Fig Figgins! Thank Heaven! Oh!”

Then she started as a seccond figure was visible behind
Figgins.

** Look—it is

“It’s only Gussy !

“ Yaas, wathah " murmured the swell of St. Jim’s.
only I, Ethel, desh gal. 1t's all wight—it's all sewene!”

“ Arthur!”

“ We're here to save you, deah gal!”

“ Come in, Gussy, quick I whispered Figgins.

Arthur Augustus stepped into the Red Room in the turret,
and Figgins closed the door noiselessly, and pushed back the
bolts into their place.

Then he breathed more freely. )

He had taken Ethel’s hand in the dark, and he still held it.
The girl leancd upon him, hardly conscious of what she
was deing.

“ Poor old gal!” said Arthur Augustus softly.
sce in the dark! Where are you, Ethel?”

“1 am here.”

“ Mustn’t show a light, you know,” said D’Arcy. *‘ e
would see it from the window. Where is the doctor, Ethel?”

““ He was in the laboratory when I came up to bed,” whis-
pered Ethel: ** that was at ten o’clock. He brought me lLere
and locked me in, and then I heard him go down to the
laboratory again. Ile always spends hours there cvery
night 1"’

1 have seen him,” said Figgins.

“ Seen him 17

“Yes. He came and listencd outside your door while
I was climbing up, and I saw him. I suppose he wanted tc
know if you were asleep.”

The girl caught her breath.

“You climbed up! Up the wall?”

“ Yes, on the ivy—and Gussy, too!”

“Oh. you might have been killed "’

“It’s ail vight. You haven’t been hurt yet, Ethel

““ NO.”

“You heard the sound in the room last night—that was
what you meant by vour letter?”’ Figgins whispered.

o

And if they

without, scarcely audible

She tapped on it

4]

9

It

“1 can't

09

cs.

“That’s why we came; we understood,” said Figgins.
“Oh! I am so glad you understood! Dr. Gadsby dictated
the rest of the letter to me, and made me write it, and I
feared that you might be misled.” ; :

“ Wathah not, deah gal!”
““ You have heard nothing yet, to-night?”’ asked Figgins.
» Tee Gem LiBrary.—No. 185.
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‘“ Nothing.”

‘“Good! We're in time.”

The conyersation had been carried on in the faintest of
whispers.  The blinds of the Red Room were drawn, and
there was no ray of light. The juniors and the girl could
not see each other. Perhaps that was why Figgins retaincd
hls“hold of Cousin Ethel’s hand.

“You're trembling, Ethel!” he muttered.

. I-I am so afraid.”

' We're here to look after you. I've got a dark lantern,”
whispered Figgins. “ We've got a cricket-stump apiece.
When we hear that sound-—if we hear it—we shall find out
what it is.”

:: Oh, YFiggins!”

We're going to watch all night. You don’t mind, Ethel
—T1 mean, you don’t mind us being here. It’s the only way.”

Oh, 1 feel so much safer since you have come!” mur-
ml‘l‘red the girl.  “ Are you alone here—you two?”

No; there are four chaps keeping watch down at the foot
of the wall—Tom Merry and Blake and Kerr and Fatty.
Two are enough to come up here—and less likely to make any
noise and att'ract attention,” Figgins explained.

es, yes!”

‘" Listen !” muttered D’Arcy.

But it was only a moan of the wind round the old turret.
It brought back the howl of the bloodhound to Ethel’s mind.

“The dog!” she whispered.

“That’s all right!”

“ But—but what—""

‘“ He's dead !”

Ethel shuddered. )

““Dead !”

““ We had to do it,”” whispered Figgins. ¢ Hark!”

The moan of the wind again.

Figgins groped to a chair, and Ethel sat down. She was
trembiing violently. The hour was approaching when the
warning sound must be heard, if it was to be heard at all
that night.

And surely it must be. The preparations the doctor had
mads could only be for that end. The removal of the couch
from the room—the locking of the door—the listening out-
side the door an hour after Ithel had retired.  All proved
this night was intended for the criine. SF +
. “You take the lantern, Gussy !’ Figgins muttéred, passing
it to D’Arcy. “ Mind you don’t turn the light on till I give
the word.”
¢ Wight-ho!” ) s

“I've got the stump ready!” Figgins went on. ““If any-
thing comes into this room to-night, it will be hurt. Ethel,

wltt‘at was it you heard last night?"’

A sound like a whisper—but without words—a sibilant
sound—""

‘“It's strange! And you saw nothing?”

. ‘“ Nothing. "I had no light—I dared not have one. Ifjthe
;ioctor——!l,f he knew that I watched instcad of sleeping, I—I
ear-—-— :

Figgins pressed her hand.

“1 understand. But when you heard it—"

“I forgot everything but my fear, and shrieked and
shrieked. I felt that I should go mad!” the girl murmured
huskily. ¢ Then the doctor came to the door, and asked me
what was the matter. He commanded me to open the door.”

“You did not?"”

“No; I was afraid.”

‘“ Oh, the villain!”

There was silence in the Red Room. D’Arcy found a chair

. and sat down; Figgins stood beside Cousin Ethel, leaning on

“. the back of her chair with his left hand, holding her hand in
his right. The girl seemed to derive comfort and courage
from his touch.

Her hcart was beating less wildly now.

The minutes flew by on leaden wings—they could not com-
pute the time. Figgins started as a faint sound came from
the lsads outside.

““ The doctor again!” he murmured.

_ There was no doubt of it. The doctor was listening out-
side the door, upon the flat leads. Figging's heart thumped;
would the man discover that the key had been turned back
in the lock? If so, discovery for the juniors was inevitable.
But why should he notice the key, as he found the door
closed just as he had left it, and had no suspicion that anyone
had climbed the wall. The doctor still believed that the
bloodhound was roaming the garden to watch for possible
intruders. i

The faint sound on the leads died away.

He was gone.

The two juniors and Cousin Ethel waited tensely.  They
felt that the crisis was coming now. It could not be long
delayed.

More weary minutes, that seemed hours.
Tne Geu Linrary.—No. 185,
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And then—

A faint sound from the chimney.

All three heard it. Figgins pressed Ethel’s hand, and she
returned the pressure. Arthur Augustus made a slight move-
ment. .

““Quiet I” whispered Figgins, barely audibly.

They listened in tense silence.

In the stillness of the room—so still that they felt they
could hear their hearts beating—there came to their ears a
faint, indescribable sound. Iiggins’s teeth came together

hard. =
It was the low, hissing sound—the whisper of death! —-
CHAPTER 15.
The Secret of the Red Room. .

OFT and strange and low—it came through the stiliness.
Ethel’s form seemed to become rigid. Her fingers
closed upon Figgins’s hand with a clasp like ice.

It seemed to {ler, for the moment, that her heart had ceased
to beat. Then it thumped again wildly. )

Figgins gently disengaged his hand. He had to be ready
now for action.  Horror, and something like fear, was creej
ing through his own veins. Arthur Augustus had set his own
teeth hard to keep back the cry that rose to his lips.

What was it? Whence was it?

They listened with straining ears.

Soft and low and hissing!

It was as if a soft voice were whispering and lisping withou*
words, and it came with curious distinctness at moments, ar:d K
then was low and scarcely to be heard. o

The sound was moving. From the broad chimney it glided
towards the bed, which was close beside the disused firej:lace.

“Oh, Heaven!” murmured Cousin Ethel, with frozen lips.

The juniors were silent. .

They had hard.work to keep their own nerves steady : but
they did it. They knew how much depended now upon their
courage.

Whisper, whisper, whisper!

The sound was on the bed nosw, and there wus a low rustling
sound with it, as of somcthing soft dragging over the coverlet
and pillows.

Figgins’s toeth came hard together.

Heo guessed!

““Oh, good heavens!” he breathed.

Ethel sat still, turned to stone. If that low, e .
had come near her at that moment, she would not have
the strength to move. R

Whisper—whisper ! o .

Figgins grasped the cricket stump in his right hand, with 2
firm grasp. He reached out and touchcd D’Arcy on the
arm.

D’Arcy started, with a shudder.

“ Ready ?”” whispered Figgins. )

“Vaas'” muttered the swell of St. Jim's, between his
chattering teeth.

“The hight—quick! .

A sudden gleam of light in the darkened room! Light
flashing through the gloom, dancing on the painted walls and o
the white bed. . ]

Figgins leaped towards the bed, slashing madly with the -
cricket-stump. o .

He rained blows on the pillows, on the white coverlet, his
face white and set, his cyes staring, his arm tireless. Crash,
crash, crash!

The soft whispering sound changed now—it became a loud,
fierce hissing, and it was no longer possible to mistake it.

It was the hissing now of a furious snake!

A snake! . .

It was a poisonous reptile that had been introduced into
the room by a secret interstice in the old chimney, and
Cousin Ethel understood at last! )

She gave a cry, and slid from the chair, and lay upon the
floor in a dead faint. But even for Cousin Ethel the juniors
had no eyes at that moment.

Figgins was slashing madly with the stump. .

The savage hiss was loud and continuous now, and in the
light of D’Arcy’s lantern the green eyes of the reptile
gleamed.

The horrible thing had writhed off the bed, and was secking
to escape back to the chimney where it had entered; but the
blows rained upon it, and it turned upon Figgins with savage
hissing. .

Crash, crash, crash! . ) )

Figgins, in his haste and fury, missed again and again, but
many of his blows took effect, and the reptile writhed away
from him.

Crash, crash!

In the midst of the din there came a furious knocking-at
the door of the turret-chamber; a furious voice cutside.

¢ Ethel—Ethel! Open the door!”

LBRARY, 37

in this weeK's

‘issu of the . W‘GNH




©Brery Thestay.  © © “THE GEM” LIBRARY.” ' Ode Pamy'.® 10

The juniors hardly heard it. upon the door of the turret-room. The doctor was evidently =
"D’Arcy kept the light of the lantern upon the snake, follow-  wielding something hard and heavy,.to smash in the door - :
ing its every writhe, and Figgins rained blows upon the flat, from the bolts. In attempting to unlock it, he had discovered
cruel-looking head. The horrible thing was still at last. that it was already unlocked on the outside. The bolts held

The head was crushed almost out of semblance to its shape;  the door fast, and the rain of blows on the outside did little =
the glinting eyes were dark; the horrible hissing ceased. more than shake it, so far. But there was no doubt that -

Strong shudders still ran through the sinuous body, but the door would give way if the attack were continued.
the snake was dead. Figgins paused, gasping for breath. ‘“We’ve got to tackle him, anyway!” Figgins muttered.

“My Heaven!” he panted. *‘My Heaven!” - ‘“ Yaas, wathah!”

“It’s dead !”” gasped Arthur Augustus. ¢ Ethel, dear—" >

‘‘Yes, thank Heaven!” The girl shivered and trembled.

Figgins dropped the stump, and ran to Cousin Ethel. He ‘Do not open the door!’ she whispered. ‘“Do not open
raised her up in his arms. The furious knocking at the door it! You do not know him—he is desperate now, now that
still continued. he knows he is discovered. He will murder you as well as

“Ethel! Dear Ethel!” . me.” )

‘“Bal Jove! She’s fainted?!” Figgins smiled grimly. .

‘“No wonder.” *“He won’t find it so easy to murder us,” he said. “We

Hammer, hammer, hammer at the door. are more than a match for him, Ethel. But he will have the -

The man outside was frantic with rage and terror. He  door open soon, if we don’t open it.”
could hear strange voices in the turret-room. He knew that *“Heaven help us!”

. strangers must be there. He was bewildered, terrified with ‘“ We shall manage him, Ethel.”
the knowledge that his crime must be known. The girl tried to pull herself together. The reptile was oul

What did he intend if the door were opened? What mad, of her sight now, and no longer thrilled her nerves with
murderous thoughts were in his unhinged mind? horror.

The juniors did not heed him.. Figgins supported Cousin “Try to be calm, Ethel.”

Ethel in his arms, and D’Arcy laid down the lantern, and “Yes, yes. I am calm now.’”
ran to the water-jug. He threw water over the girl’s rigid ‘ Remain here while——"
face, and Ethel’s eycs opened at last. Ethel caught his arm.

She turned them with a wild stare of terror upon the ‘“ No, no—do not leave me. Do not go out.”’
dead reptile, and shuddered and moaned. ‘“He will be in in a minute,”” whispered Figgins. ‘‘ Courage,

Figgins promptly placed himself to shut of the horrible  Ethel, dear; be a brave girl.”

- thing from her view. His arm supported her throbbing head. “I—I will! Do as you think best, Figgins.”

L -*Ethel, it’s all right now—the
“thing’s dead. It's all right, dear
Ethel I” he muttered.

“*“Oh—oh, heavens!”’

‘* Ethel, don’t be afraid now.”

“It’s all wight, deah gal,” said
Arthur Augustus, ““ It was howwible,
but ‘it’s ovah now. There's nothin’
to be fwightened about now, Ethel.”
© ¢ O0h, T am afraid—I am afraid !”
“moaned the girl.

Crash!

It was a terrific blow upon the
dger. The man outside was -growing
desperate !

“That’s wight, Ethel, deah gal!”

Crash!

Figgins stepped to the door and
drew back the bolts. The lantern wasg -
placed with its light fallimg upon the .= -
door. D’Arcy and Figgins grasped -
their stumps; they were pale, but
cool and determined.

The door, no longer fastened, flew
viclently open, Dr..Gadsby staggered
in, 'with a heavy stool in his ands.”™

he unexpected yielding of the.’
door had taken him by surprise. As
he staggered into the Red Room,
Figgins leaped ‘forward, and struck:
The blow fell upon the desperate
man’s right arm, and the stool
crashed upon the floor. -

The doctor sprang back, with flam- _

\By MARTIN GIJFFGRD./ ing 'eyos.  His eyt glared in ihe
\ ight, and there was Ilittle doubt, at .~
\ ORDER EARLY! that moment, th‘atS the ‘man -was

partly insane. Tyaw s SR

: » He stood glaring at the juniogh,

but there was no time to pause.

/7 NEXT WEEK! X

/ “THE RALLY OF
THE RIVAL C0.S.”

Tom Merry & Co., Jack Blckz & Co.,
and Figgins & Co. /

CHAPTER 16.
‘Rough Justice.
OUSIN ETHEL staggered to
her feet, supported by
=7 Figgins’s strong arm.
. "Phe girl was still moaning with
fear. The horror of the night had

Leen toe much for her. advanced upon him rapidly. 7"
. ““The—the snake!” she murmured. *“Surrender, you scoundrel!” exclaimed Figgins. “Do - -
“1t’s dead, Ethel!”’ you hear? Surrender!” . %l .
“ You—you have killed it—you’re sure?” The doctor sprang back upon the leads. His hand was
“ Yes, yes—quite sure!” groping wildly 1n his coat, and the juniors knew that he was
Ethel pressed her hands to her temples. groping for a weapon—a revolver. But no weapon -was .
“It was a snake—it was a snake hissing that I heard last  there.
night, then. It was that that the othcrs heard—those that " You—you here!” he hissed, between his teeth. “ You
sdied! Oh, heavens!” here! A thousand curses! 1 will kill you—I will kill you! . -
“1t was that, Ethel.” You shall carry away no tales from this house! Wait! My
h “ Last night.” moaned the girl, “ I was here alone, with a  revolver! Fool to leave it—— Ah, you shall not leave the -
p poisonous reptile, sent into the room to kill me ! Oh, Figgins!”  Black House alive!” g
“It’sall over now,” said Figgins, holding Ethel in his arms, He muttered the words disjointedly as he retreated from
scarcely knowing what he did in his anxiety to reassure and the juniors. He made g motion once to spring upon them =

comfort her. ‘“Dear, dear Ethel, you are safe now—quite  with his bare hands, and they struck at him; but he leaped -

safe.” - back, and avoided the blows. Figgins and D’Arcy rusged -
‘‘ Yaas, wathah, Ethel,” said Arthur Augustus. “It’s all  forward desperately. The doctor was making for the stair- =

wight—weally all wight.” way, and if he reached his room below, if he reached his

“Put it out of sight!” muttered Figgins. revolver, they knew what to expect. It was death—death for -
““ Good ideah ! . them in the Black House, death for Cousin Ethel after all!
_ Arthur Augustus approached the reptile gingerly. It was They rushed upon him. The doctor backed away, his

a hideous thing, with a black, sinuous body, with green cyes glittering, and made a sudden, fierce leap to gain the 5
marks upon it. The body was still writhing. The flat, cruel  stair, just escaping the crash of a ecricket-stump.

E head had been beaten shapeless by Figgins’s frantic blows. He gained the top of the stairs, and missed his footing
g I’Arcy pushed it under the bed with a cricket-stump, not  there in his wild haste and the darkness. There was s loud -
caring to touch the horrible carcase with his hands. cry as ho fell. ’
Then he took the lantern, and looked into the chimney. Figgins echoed it.
One of the square stone blocks that composed the wall of the “He’s down!”’
ehimney. towards the leads, was removed, and a dark orifice ‘“ Bai Jove, he’s fallen!”
- was seen. - Crash!
-_“Through the little opening the reptile had been introduced A faint cry, and then silence. -
o_the room. The scientist handled the thing with safety The two juniors stood motionless, pale with horror.  The ;

touch. man had been a murderer in intention; would have been

h it was death.to anyone else to i
5. hound "’ muttered D’Arcy. - “ The awful villain !”’ murderer in deed if he had reached his weapon in ti
GeM Lispary.—N

“clung to Figgins as there came a{xother terrific crash ~ But what had happened to him?
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Figgins and D’Arcy looked at one another in silence.
“We—we’d better go and sce him,” muttered Figgins.
D’Arcy nodded. ) :

“ Yaas, wathah!”

Figgins stepped quietly to the top of the stair,and peered

down. Therg was no light on the stairway.
*“ Get the Bntern, Gussy!"”
“All wight!” :
Arthur Augustus hurried back into the Red Room for
the lantern. Cousin Ethel ran to him, with a cry. *
¢ Arthur, what has happened?”
“'The doctor is hurt, Ethel deah.”
‘“ Not—not Figgins, or—or you?"
“No; we're all wight.”
‘“Thank Heaven!”
“ Bettah wemain here, deah gal,” said D’Arey.
{o take the light for a minute.”
I will come with you.”
“Bettah not.” You see——'
“1 cannot remain here in the dark,”
shudder.
“Vewy well, deah gal! .
D’Arcy crossed the leads with the lantern in his hand,
Cousin Ethel keeping close by his side. Figgins was still
at the top of the stair.
- “Keep back, Ethel!” he said.
““ What has happened, Figgins?”
“He fell down the stairs.”
“And he is—is——"
“I'm afraid so. He hasn’'t moved.”

“I want

said Ethel, with a

”

. ““Oh!” The girl caught her breath. Figgins, you did
not—did not—-""
gtggms shook his head.

No. I tell you he fell down the stairs. We were not
even close to him at the time. He missed his footing, and
fell. He was going for his revolver, and it was jolly lucky
for us he fell, I think.”
 Figgins took the lantern, and descended the stairs. A
-huddled body lay at the bottom, and it did not move as
Fl%gln?, shuddering, bent over it.

iggins came up 1n a moment or two.

“Well!” said D’Arcy breathlessly.

“Dead!” said Figgins. * 1 think his neck is-broken.”

“«OL1” :

‘“Come back into the room, Ethel!”

The.: half-fainting girl was led into the room. Figgins
16ft D’Arcy with her, while he went to the parapet of the
leads to call down to the juniors below.

CHAPTER 17.

\ Ali's Well That Ends Well.

OM MERRY & CO. had waited in tense anxiety.
For a long time there had been silence; and when
the silence was broken, it was by indefinable sounds
they could not understand.

They heard the crashing of the doctor beating upon the
door of the turret-room; but they had agreed not to climb
unless Figgins or D’Arcy should “whistle for help, and they
waited, though sorcly against the grain.

But they bad not long to wait after that.
soon after that sound had died away that o
from above:

‘““ Hallo !”

It was Figgins’s voice.

“ Hallo!” callod back Tom Merry.

“I'm coming down to let you fellows in,”
-4 No need for you to got up this way, now.”

His voice sounded strange and far off from the top of the
high wall. The juniors could dimly see his head againat the
sky as he looked over the parapet.

# What has happened ?” called out Tom Merry.

“The doctor’s dead!”

“ Good heavens!”

“He fell downstairs.
safe.”

“ Bnake ?” repeated Kerr. .

“Ti tell you presently. Fthel's safe: that's the chief
thing, and sgc\won’t be in danger again. You fellows go
rcund to the door; we're going to bring Ethel down now.”

“Right you arc!”

-~ Tom Merry &

..the building. .
*"" Moanwhile, Figgins rcturned to the Red Room. Cousin
Ethel was more herself now. The death of her uncle ‘had
given her a shock, but she could not help feecling a great
~gense of relief to know that her danger was over for ever.
‘the cunning, scheming brain could devise no more plots
‘against her safety mow. . ~
‘Tz Gem Lispary.—No. 185. “
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It was very
voice called

said Figgins.

%, .
The snake's dead, too. IKthel is

Co. made their way round to the front of
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“Put your coat on, Ethel,” said Figgins. * We're ready
to go, I think.” .

The girl started.

“To go!” .

“Xes. You can’t stay here, after what’s happened, can

ou?

Ethel shuddered.

“No, no; I could not.”

. “You must come to St. Jim’s. Mrs. Holmes will take you
in, Ethel. She’s very fond of you. And when we cxplain
what you've been through——"

The girl looked round the Red Room, with a shiver. »

“Yes. I must go,” she said. I would rather pass the
rest of the night on the open moor than remain:in the
Black House.” L

“ Then get ready,” said Figgins. “You can wait on the
leads while I—while I clear the way.”

Ethel shivered. She knew what that meant. She put her
coat on, and D’Arcy waited with her on the leads ‘while
Figgins descended the stair with the lantern.

Figgins bent over the body again. He was sick with
repulsion, but it had to be done. He could not let Ethel
pass such a thing. He lifted the old, withered” man, and
Lore him into the nearest room, and came out quickiy,
closing the door after him.

Then he looked up the stairs.

“ Come on!” he said.

D’Arcy brought Ethel down the stairway from the leads.

“The sooner we're off, the better,” said Figgins, in a
shaking whisper. ¢ This place is horrible.”

‘“ But Martha,” said Etxhcl.

“ What about her?”

“I must wake her up. It would be too terrible if she
found—that—in the morning. She has. relations in Way-
land. She can go there.”

“Very well, Kthel. It’s just like you to think of her.”

Ethel showed the way to Martha’s room, and the juniors |
waited in the passage while the girl awoke the old woman.
When they went down to leave the house, Martha followed

“them; she had no wish to remain alone in the house of death.

Figgins undid the fastenings of the door, and threw it
open. Tom Merry & Co. were already waiting in the porch
outside. ,

“Ethel!” they exclaimed together.

“ Yaas, wathah! Ethel’s all wight,”” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.. “ Figgins has helped me wippin'ly.”

Figgins only smiled. He had an idea that it was D’Arecy
who had helped him, and not particularly ripping, either,
but he did not say so. He was too happy, with Cousin Ethel
quite safe, and leaning on his arm, to want to argue with
anybody.

“ (Come on!” said Jack Blake.

They crossed the wild, dark gardens to the gates, and Tom
Merry unfastencd them. A iminute more, and they stood
on the path on the moor. Cousin Ethel scen:ed 15 grow
stronger at cvery step in the keen, fresh air of the moor,
and now that the house of death was left behind.

In the slecping town of Wayland old Martha left them.
The juniors and Cousin Ethel tramped on by the footpath
to St. Jim’s.

“You're not tired, Ethel?” asked Figgins anxiously. “* We
could knock up some inn, you know, and get a trap—""

Tithel «hook her head and smiled. She could smile now.

“Oh, no!" she exclaimed. * This is lovely!”

And Figgins walked on, with Cousin Ethel’s hand on hisg
arm, as ‘happy as a fellow in a very pleasant drcam, and
feeling, indeed, as if he were dreaming. d

St. Jin’s was reached too soon to please Figgins.

Tom Merry rang a loud peal on the bell. The first glimmer
of dawn was appearing in the sky, and tinting tho elm tops
with palo silver. . -

Jack Blake rubbed his eyes.

“[t’s been a night out, and no mistake!” he remarked.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

Tom Meiry rang again and again. . Taggles, the porter,
had probably ndver been disturbed at that hour in his life
before. but he had to turn out at last.
a muffler round his neck and a lantern in his hand, Taggles
appeared at last, grumbling audibly.

He almost dropped on the ground as he saw
juniors through the bars of the gate.

“ My heye! This is nice goings hon{” he gasped.

Tom Merry laughed. :

“Open the gate, Taggles, old soul!”

“ Which T says—"" .

“Qay it all afterwards,” said Blake. ““Open the gate,
and then go back to bed. You can have a nip of gin-and
water if you're a good boy.”

Taggles did not reply. He opened the gate,
of the greatest astonishment, and the juniors. entered. ]
took Cousin Ethel direct to the. Head’s: house, and Tom

the group of

still in a state

In an old coat, with _

-

5 ,

—

They -




‘Merry rang.
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He had. to ring there more than at the gate
before a sleepy maidservant came down and opencd the
door, looking extremely drowsy and indignant, but at the
sight of Cousin Ethel’s pale face the maid’s expression
changed. Cousin Ethel had frequently stayed with Mus.
Holmes, and she was liked by everyone in the house, from
the Head himself to the boots.

Dr. Holmes himself, amazed by the ringing at such an hoan,
looked down the stairs in his dressing-gown and slippers.

“ Merry !’ he exclaimed, catching sight of the hero of the
Shell.  “What is it? And Miss Cleveland too! Good
heavens! What has happened 7"

* May we come in and explain, sir?”

“Yes, yes! Certainly”

Five minutes later Cousin Ethel was in ‘bed, with the
motherly Mrs. Holimes hovering about her, while the amazed
Head listened to what the juniors had to tell him. When
Tom Merry had finished the Head sent thiem to bed, and
wrote -a note, which he despatched by Toby, the page, to
the police-station in Rylcombe.

The juniors were glad enough to get to bed. They were
sleepy and tired, now that the excitemont of the Wild night
had passed away. :

But Figgins was in a very cheerful frame of mind. Figgins
& Co. turned in, and Kerr and Fatty Wynn closed their
eyes at once. Fatty Wynn ‘was too sleepy even to remeniber
that there was a cold chicken in the cupboard in the study.

Figgins, however, did not seem inclined for sleep.

*“Kerr, old man!” he called out.

“ Eh?l?

‘ Kthel looked a lot better when she get in, didn't ¢l

“Groo!”

=2
o
-2

Snore ! .
The snore might have been real o simulated.
grunted, and called out to Fatty Wynn.

Figzins
oottt
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though. What do you think, Fatty?

* Cne Penny,

“TFaity! I say, Fatty, old man!”
“Groo!t”’ . o
“Fatty! T say, Fatty! You're not asleep yet, surely T
Did you think that Ethel still looked rather pale when we.
said good-night to her?” ‘ ‘ :
*“ Grooh !
1 suppose she will be feeling pretty it by the morning, |

* Grooh !’

‘“ What do you think, Kerr?”’
*“Grooh !I”

‘. Now, lock here, you chaps—'
Snore—snore! g
Figgins gave it up, and went to sleep himself.

1

Cousin Ethel scemed aimost her old self in the morning,
and the juniors of St. Jim’s were very glad to sce it. The
death of Dr. Gadsby, and the story of the poisonous reptile
introduced into the Red Rcom created quite a sensation on
the country-side. The whole story had to be told at the.
inquest, and the juniors told it frankly. The verdict was:
one of accidental death—Dr. Gadsby had escaped punigh-
ment. His death had been accidental, but it had come
about through his own wickedness, and there were few, i
any, to pity him. Cousin Ethel remained for some days’ a
St. Jim’s, and they were happy days for Figgins, who was
her chief escort on all occasions, but in all her many rambles
round the old school Cousin Ethel never went in the direction
of the Black House on the moor. ;

THE END. :

(¢ The Rally of the Rival Co.’s,” is the title of nex
week’s grand long, complete School Tale of Tom
Merry & Co. at St. Jim's, by Martin Clifford. AlSo a
spiendid long instalment of ‘“Deep Sea Gold,” by
Reginald Wray, Order your copy of The ‘‘Gem*
Library Now. Price Gne Penny.) g o
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JOKES - FOR THE
 HOLIDAYS.

Moving, Very.

When the man with decided tendencies towards looking
after everybody’s business but his own_ saw a furniture
removal van being loaded near his house, he salicd forth on

" investigation bent.

“T say, carter,” he began bumptiously, ‘‘arc the people
upstairs moving ?”’

The carter looked at him scornfully. Then he wiped the
perspiration from his manly brow.

“No, sir,” he retorted grimly; ‘“wc're just taking the
furniture for a drive!”

Answered.

With the boundless enthusiasm of his kind, the food faddist
harangued the mob on the marvellous results to be obtained
from chewing soap and eating nut butter.

““Friends,” he cried, swelling and slapping his chest,
“two years ago 1 was a walking skeleton—a miscrable,
haggard wreck. What do you suppose brought about- this
great change in me?”

He paused to let his words sink in. Then a voice rose
from the crowd:

* Wot change?”’

Hustling Without the Hustle.

The hustling boss and two of his men met in the yard.

“Now then—now then!” said the bustling boss briskly.
“ Where are you going?”’

< Please, sir,”’ said one, ‘‘we're taking this 'cre plank to
the sawmill I . e
_“Plank! What pkaink?” snapped the bess. “1I don’t see

nk!”

The man locked down at his hand, and over his shoulder, -~
and then turned blandly to his mate. .

““Why, bless me, Bill,”” he exclaimed, “if we ain’t been
and forgot the plank !” i :

® Automatic Profit. =

“I have often wondered,” remarked Greenleigh, as her)
dropped a peuny in the slot, * where the profit of these’
machines o i

He grasped the handle.

““ Where the profit on these mackines——'

He gave it a shake.

“T have often wondered, I say, where the profit—-""
' Another shake. by

“Where the profit comes in. Where the— Why, the
thing’s out of order! It won’t work!” ey

“Ah!” grinned an interested porter. ¢ Now do you begin
to see where the profit comes in?”’ :

’

{ Looking Forward.

“’Allo, Bill! You do look pale and thin, Bill! Wot’s
wrong, Bill? Been ill, Bill 7’ . .
Thus cried one jovial frequenter of the gutter to one he
had not seen for three weeks. ¥
Bill passed a horny hand across his weary brow.

) =3
“No,” he answered; “I ain’t been ill—it’'s work—work - %

from ten in the morning till ten at night, and only oneé
hour’s rest! Think of it, mate—jest think of it !” o

‘““Scotty I replied Bill's mate.  ‘“And where are yer
working ? ’Ow long ’ave yer been there ?”

“Y ain’t been there yet,” retorted Bill, with a groan; “I
begin ter-morrer !”’

Gave It to Unele. -

“Doctor,”” said the young man with the fur coat,and the -
jingling pockets,  ““I've come to thank you for your
mediecine !”’

“So it helped you, did it?” replied the doctor, smiling.
“1 am so glad!”

The young man nodded.

““It helped me wonderfully,” he said. -

“And how many bottles did you find it necessary to

" talee 2’ inquired the medico.

“Oh, I didn’t take any of it!” replied young Fur Coat.

- “But I induced my uncle to take one bottle, and I'm his

sole heir !”

Tre Gen Lizea YV,~—~N02-:‘185
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Alone on the Ocean Bed.

Awaiting no second order, Dick Dauntless clambered
rough the opening and followed Captain Flame along the
yrridor.

Presently they stopped bencath a door marked * Water
‘Dock.”

“ It was the same by which the two boys had entered the
ubmarine caravan.

“Then it was on a level with the ground, now it lay length-
vays immediately above their heads.

Grasping Dick benedth the arms, Captain Flame raised
im towards the door.

#* Throw it back, enter, then help me up !” he ordered.
Dick obeyed, and a few minutes later found himself by
ptain Flame’s side. On the floor, hurled by the
verturning of the Octopus, lay several indiarubber suits,
ach surmounted by a strangely-shaped helmet.

“This should fit you.. Get into it!” ordered Captain
lame.

Dick took the strangely-shaped garment from the inventor,
and found it consisted of rubber trousers and jacket in one,
.an opening at the shoulders Lhrough which to enter.
Following Captain Flame's every- action, he arrayed him-
olf in one of these strangely-shaped diving-dresses, and
oon found himself encased from head to foot in indiarubber.
"olding the front flap over his shoulders, he drew the back

ne with the helmet attached over his head.

The whole formed the strangest diving suit Dick Dauntless

d éver scen. i

The rubber fitted close to his frame, the helmet was so

ht that: after a little while, he scarcely knew he had

h: ) é

Diek founa that he could breathe as freely as though in the

peh air. Yet no clanging of an air-pump fell upon his ears

—indeed, -had such machine been present, there was no

be through which the air could have been conveyed to his
t.

et.
Tho only difference of which the boy was sensible was a
harp, not unpleasant odour, which seemed to come from two -
—one encircling his neck, the other his head. - °
ancing through the glass mask which covered his face,
ick - Dauntless. saw that Captain -Flame -was -similarly
rrayed, and_noticed that on either side of his head were’
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" A Wonderful New Story of Amazing Adventure.

By REGINALD WRAY,

= =

Last Thursday’s Opening Instalment Explained Briefly.
Dick Dauntless and Jack Orde, chums at Weltsea College,
are having a before-breakfast dip in the sea, when loug
flexible steel arms, like the tentacles of some huge octopus,
appear suddenly and mysteriously from the depths of the sea,
and, seizing upon the chums, swiftly drag them down be-
neath the waves. Dick and Jack think their last moments
have come as they are rushed down into the dark depths,
when suddenly a trapdoor opens to reccive them, and clcses
after them with a snap. Dick Dauntless and Jack Orde are
in the power of Captain Flame, the Lord of the Underseca
World, which he rules from his wonderful submarine motor-
car, the Octopus. This amazing vehicle is Captain Flame's
own invention, and enables him and his crew, which consis::
entirely of boys whom he has captured, just as he capturcd
the chums of Weltsca College, to traverse the bed of the ocea::
as easily and rapidly as an ordinary mctor-car travels over
dry land. .
The prospect of amazing adventures beneath the waves soen
reconciﬁ)e Dick and Jack to their novel position, and w
they learn that the Octopus is bound for the Pacific Ocezn.
where the overdue yacht belonging to Dick’s millionaire
father was last seen, the chums become quite willing to seive
under Captain Flame. While they are Leing instructed in
their new duties on board the mysterious car by Mopsa, a
diminutive Chinese boy, the Octopus collides with a huge
whale, which, after knocking the submarine car over or its
side, finally comes. to rest right on top of its steel clad foc.
Ordering Dick Dauntless to follow him, Captain Flame an-
nounces his intentien of going out to see hcw matters stand.
(Now read the spéond instalment<of this story of breathless
adventure beneath the waves.) N B

circular discs, like to the receiver of a gramophone, though
about half the size. -

‘“Ready, Dick?”’ asked Captain Flame, and the bov was
surprised to find that he could hear as plainly as though his
head was not enclosed in an air-tight helmet.

“Yes, sir. But is my helmet on right? I can Lear and
breathe qaite freely.

“You have to thank Mr. Richards for the breathing,”
laughed Captain Flame. ‘It is due to the acid with which
the pads within your helmet are sprinkled. It purifies your
breath and renews the oxygen, so that you can breathe it
over and over again. But this is no time for scientific
explanations. We have to find out what has happened to
the Octopus first.”

As he spoke, Captain. Flame removed two belts, to which
was attached a short, serviceable cutlass, balanced on the
opposite side with a fireman’s tomahawlk, from the floor.

“Put it on, my lad,” he.said, handing Dick one. *“We
may not need them, but there’s never any telling what may
happen at the bottom of the.sea. It’s as well to be prepared
for all emergencies.”

Dick obeyed,, little realising what good service the sword
and tomahawk would do him ere he returned to the Octopus.

It was no siight task to clamber from the dressing-room
into the Octopus’s water dock, which now lay immediately
above their heads.

But at length the feat was accomplished, the door was
closed, and the water admitted into the dock through a secre
of huge water-cocks. -When the eompartment would hold no
more, Captain Flame touched a lever, a sliding-panel moved
aside, and Dick Dauntless stood for the first time erect
amidst the ‘still waters at the bottom of the sea. -

At first he was conscious of an unpleasant cramned feeling.
as though in the grasp of some mighty press; but he socon
got accustomed to this. Indeed, so strange and startling
was everything around him that there is no telling how lonz
he would have stood feasting his eyes upon the wonders
displayed on_every side, had not Captain Flame placed
a hand on his shoulder and-laid the other on a hugs
rounding mass looming high above their heads. 5

“It’s worse than I expected, my lads,” said Captain Flame,
after a few minutes’ silence. ~* The whale_attacked ‘the
submariie-car ‘with such. fury that it knocked rts brains on
against her iron sides.” < L
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“Then it’s dead, sir?” replied Dick.

Captain Flame nodded.

“Yes, and could find no better place to lie down and die

exc:pt immediately over the Octopus.
charnce there is of moving its huge bo

As he spoke, Captain Flame™ jum
Octopus.

.Though the distance was considerable, Dick Dauntless

followed without a moment’s hesitat

To his surprise, he found himself
forgotten that the density of the w
descending at sufficient speed to h
from what height he fell.

It was a strange experience, but one to which ' Dick
Dauntless was soon to grow accustomed, this moving, un-
hampered by life-line or air-tube, over the bottom of the sea.

At first the beating of his heart quickened now and again

as some huge fish, hideous reptile,
tected creature, would swim past, s
men, then make as though about to

But he soon found that the creatu

the most part as much afraid of men as the animals on dry

land, and he soon came to regard e

an enormous dogfish without a tremor. .
It is true he was compelled to draw his sword to protect
attack of onc of these

himself against the
creatures; but at the first touch of
swam swiftly away, followed by a

comrades eager to devour their wounded companion.

To Dick Dauntless’s alarm, they found the Octopus entirely
hidden from view by the huge whale.

It was a wonder that, strongly made though she was, she

had not been crushed like an e
whelming weight.

Such, indeed, would have been he
that the whale’s enormous head and
the rock;
car had been moving.

For some minutes Captain Flame

g8-s

regarding the enormous animal, then turned to Dick and

said :

“Our only chance is to dig the
here. I will summon the whole cr

axes and.spades,”’ ordered Captain Flame. ~
The next moment he had gone, leaving Dick alone
amidst the swarming .dangers of the deep at the bottom of

the sea.

A Strange Ste

Left alone in the depths of the ocean, Dick Dauntless could

not quite repress a feeling of nervous

upon the dim forms gliding by on every side.

TImmediately behind him arose a
large, writhing fronds wavin
of a tree in the wind.

Again and again he glanced fearfully into this weedy fores't..
It was teeming with life, and once he could have sworn he

saw a pair of huge, saucer-
shaped, lifeless eyes gazing at
him from among the weeds.

At length he could stand it
no longer. Eager for move-
ment and occupation, he clam-
bered up the shell-studded rock
on which the whale’s huge tail
rested. .

One of the flukes was turned
sideways, and after a moment’s
hesitation Dick clambered on to
it, then walked idly along the
enormous creature’s back.

The whale was thickly en-
crusted with shellfish of all de-
scriptions, while here and there
liung countless whiplike crea-
tures, their mouths buried
deeply into the flesh of their
huge victim.

Presently he was -astounded
to see something that looked
like & Hagstaff sticking out
from the centre of the whale’s
broad back.

Quickening  his_.steps, he
hastened towards it, and was
even more puzzled to find that
it was of wood, and that from
its summit hung a-dozen feet
of rope.abtached te an iron ring.

walls of the mparrow gorge through which the

g in the water like the boughs
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Tlhe truth flashed upon him. )

It was_a harpoon which some North Sea :whaler had
plunged into the monster’s back without striking a vital
part. X

He pushed against it; it yielded to his weight. Eager to
carry the weapon back to the Octopus as a trophy, he graspec
the }shaft in both hands, and pulled it upward with all kis
might.

It yielded just sufficiently to induce him to persevere, and ~
he commenced working it rapidly backwards-and forwards.
Suddenly he clung to the harpoon with a tighter grip, for
a shudder had passed through the huge body on: which he "~
stood. ~ Then the whole enormous bulk reeled from side to :
side, there was a wild scurry in the water around the tail,. <
the mass of flesh quivered beneath his feet, and the next
moment he was clinging to the harpoon for dear life, as he
was being borné through the water at the speed of an express

train.

Dick Dauntless’s first impulse was to let go his hold and
slide off that moving mountain of flesh.

But a .glance over his shoulder showed him the enormous
flukes which were thrusting the whale through the water, and,
realising that the slightest touch from those enormous living:
propellors would send him a mangled mass of humanity to-
the bottom, he determined to remain ‘where he was. .

Suddenly he felt the pressure: of water around growing
less, and a moment later involuntarily closed his eyes. :

A brilliant white light surrounded him on every side. At <.
first he was at a loss to account -for the phenomenon. Then, i
with a wild, almost unbearable thrill of joy,:he recoanised the =
fact that the whale had risen to the surface, and the sunlit -
sea surrounded him on every side. s . .

Cautiously Dick Dauntless stood erect to gaze arcund him.

Sea, sea everywhere! Not 50 much as a cloud of smoke on
the horizon from a passing stezmer gave promise of possible.” £
rescye.

The boy gave himself up for lost. ;

Even if a ship hove in sight it was unlikely that the whale ?
would allow it to approach near encugh for him to be seen.

He knew that Captain Flame’s wondrous diving apparatus’
would save him from drewning. But what of that? Better
so quick and ‘painless a’death, than to wauder lost amidet the

Come, let us
dy aside.”
ped off the side of the

see what

ion

falling slowly. He had
ater would prevent his
urt himself, no matter

or enormous shell-pro-
top to gaze at the two
attack them.

res of the sea were for

ven the gaping jaws of

shark-like
the cold steel the fish
countless swarm of its

hell beneath that over-

v fate, but for the fact
fluked tail rested upon

stood with folded arms

rocks and weed-forests of the trackless ocean-bed. .
Evidently the whale had not quite shaken off the cffects of
its collision with the Octopus, for it moved sluggishly thrope!
the water, until at last ils movements ceased altogether, an
it rolled slowly to the motion of the waves. ’ TR
Twining his arm round the harpoon, Dick sank down on I
the monster’s rough skin, and began groping about his neck,
with the intention of removing his helmet and enjoying a

Octopus out.
ew: to

Remain
vork’ with' pick:

ed. few deep breaths of the pure sea-air.
Fortunately for him, the fastenings were too complicated
to be mastered at a single attempt, but his groping fingers
touched a smzll brass button that protruded from the forehead. | -
This he turned aimlessly backwards and forwards. ' )
Immediately a. portion of the glass that protected his face.
slid aside, and he could have shouted with joy when ke felt
the cool sea-breeze fanning his heated brow. .
Then the thought struck him—what if the whale dived? -
He was reassured by finding-. "
that the glass slid easily back,’ >
being held tightly in place hy/

ness as he gazed around

forest of seaweced, the

a strong spring.
After moving the shutter back-
wards and forwards until he -
had thoroughly mastered :its -
secret, Dick Dauntless threw it :
# open; then, with one arm flung
_round the harpéon, leant his
chin on his hdand, and, elbow on.
knee, gazed reflectively towanrds
where the sun was sinking te
res’. y
Thus seated, he dozed off:-
Suddenly he. awoke, to {ind.
that he was being borne through .

Do not miss Reading
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the darkness by the swiftly- . -
moving whale. .
Realising  that, had: the .

monster dived whilst he slept
his helmet would have  been
filled with water ere he cou
have closed it, Dick slid the -
glass shutter back in place.

As he did so his hand en-:
countered a second small bragss
nob. Wendering. for what_this-
might be intended,  Dick hesi
tated . a few moments, then
turned- it- from -right : to- .le:f
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the only direction in which it would go. The result was
startling. ;

¥rom a slight protuberance above his head ‘proceeded a
small, but intense, ray of light, which shed a silvery path over
the waves for several yards before him. ;
~ "Phig further proof of the inventor’s thoroughness and skill
filled Dick Dauntless with admiration. Surcly never before

ad.so perfect and ingeniously contrived a diving apparatus
-been invented. 4

Unable to tell how long the light would last, Dick Dauntless
witched it off, and, resuming his former position near the
ha#pobn-shaft, awaited what might next betide.

- Tt-was well he was prepared for all emergencies. Sud-
denly he felt the head of his strange steed lowered, and had
barely-tite to close his helmet, ere he was drawn beneath the
-ater once more. .
rfortuhately the whale contented itself with moving at
slower speed, and Dick experienced no difficulty in maintain-
ng' his position on its broad back. - As the hours dragged
slowly away an intense weariness crept over his tired frame.
He knew he might “easily have slid from off his enormous
steed, and dropped gently to the bottom of the sea, but he
lung tightly to the harpoon-shaft, overwhelmed with terror
%t'fjge thought of finding himself hopelessly lost on that waste
A faint hope had arisen in his heart that the whale might
earry him within sight of land, when he could slide into the
water, and, following the upward trend of the battom, walk
ashore, .

Presently he felt the whale rising. - A few minutes later he
could see the stars shining brightly overhead. Cautiously he
rose to his feet. A loud shout of joy burst from his lips.

The' whale had come to the surface between two lines of

‘colotired- lanterns, while the lights from the portholes made
it seem as though he had come to the surface in a moving,
brilliantly-lighted street.
Realising that none but naval ships could keep such perfect
distance, and move with such machinelike precision, Dick
uttered a loud hail, then, eager to show his position to men
“whom he thought would surely hasten to his rescue, he turned
g‘d}(g’smaﬂ, but powerful,- searchlight that surmounted his
rtet. e B :
-~ A pandemonium of sound burst from the vessels. Hoarse,
S muttyral orders were hurled in a foreign language from the
? bridge, <bugles blared, drums beat < To arms.”

_-An a moment ‘the regular doublé lines were broken.as the

ships' swerved aside like frightened birds. A dozen search-

‘Hghts were thrown upon the whale, then a shot rang out, and

g"s}aell from a quick-firer passed within a few feet of Dick’s

ead. :
- “Don’t shoot !” yelled Dick at the top of his voice.

But his cry was drowned in the roar of cannon, the spiteful
crackling of _machme_—guns, and the sharp report of rifles, as
the ﬁamc-strlcken sailors poured a wild and ill-directed fire

-ab what they had evidently taken to be a hostile submarine.

-~ For some fifteen seconds Dick stood, the centre of a perfect
avalanche of shot and shell, then the whale dived, and it was
with a feeling of intense relief Dick found himself carried
béncath the surface once more.

Dick’s Fight for Life!

His light was still shining brightly, and by its beams, Dick
--Dauntless found the witer streaked with biood issuing from
~where a quick-firer’s shell had torn a gaping wound in tho
.whale’s side.
. Maddencd with pain, the huge animal dashed at a tremen:
- dous speed through the waves.- It was only by laying flat
upon its back, his arms clasped round the harpoon, that Dick
. nianaged to retain, his precarious position.’
., For some ten minutes this mad rush through the water
<ontinued. oo
. Suddenly the maddened brute raised its head until its hage
body was. almost perpendicular; then it shot upwards, like
some .enormous projectile hurled from the mouth of a
ggqtm gun.
“‘Swiftly the pressure of water around the clinging boy
lessencd, and a minute later he was being carried swiftly
through the air as the pain-maddened whale shot from out
the sea like a hooked salmon.
For an apprecianle sgace of time it remained poised in
id-air, then plunged back on to the waves with a splash
hich roared like thunder in Dick’s ears. ) .
own, down, down it sank, dragging the bewildered,
kén, end half-fainting boy with. it.
ight to the bottom it sped;. then up, until within a fathem
urface, when it commenced darting hither and thither,-
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“swiftly-moving ships, from the masthead of which shone vari--

‘its huge body trem»bliné and throbbing in i:he')feﬁ‘rﬂzj agony

which convulsed its huge frame, B .

Presently the whale quieted down, and Dick, feeling as
though he had been subjected to an unmerciful pummelling,
gazed about him. e .

The sea above, below, to right and lefs, before and behind.
scemed a solid maes of fish of all descriptions, as thew
hovered round the stricken monster, waiting to feast upon
its body when the last expiring sparks of life were gone. e

Probably already they would have closed upon their
prey, but were kept at a respectful distance by the flashing
beams of Dick’s searchlight. . .

Suddenly Dauntless saw the surrounding fish scatter in all
directions, then shuddered as two lonz writhiag forms glided
into the circle cast by his searchlight. .

So ominotds was tho stealthy approach of these srakelike

creatures that Dick Dauntless was unable to take his eyes
from their writhing forms.
- At first he took them to be huge water snakes; then, as he
noted their gaping mouths set with -swordlike testh., lLe
rﬁco;gnised them as the whale’s deadliest enemy, the thresher-
sharks. :

Another, and anotuer, of the voracious creatures swam
within the circle of light, then Dick Dauntless felt the moun
tain of flesh on which he stood, quiver with fear, ere, with
a jerk, the huge creature hurled itself through the water.

The whale had recognised a foe against which its mighiy
strength was useless.

Blood running from its rounded sides, the whale shot up-
wards to swim at almost incredible speed along the surface.
Two huge streams of water spurted like fountains from iis
breathing-holes as it found its way through the water. The
smaller fry were left far behind, but the thresher-sharks haid
no difficulty in keeping up with the whale, their cold, evil-
looking eyes fixed wifh fearful intensity upon their prey.

Suddenly the Foremost shark shot ahead, then, flingirz
itself out of the water, fell with fearful force across the
whale’s head, its long, writhing tail curling like a whip-lanne:r
about the huge form. :

Then the others darted forward, and repeated the tactic:
of their leader.

The air was filled with the fearful thud of their falling
bodies, whilst the splashing of the tortured whale sounded in
Pick’s ears like the roaring of an envrmous.waterfafl.

Each time the thresher-sharks renewed the attack. Dick
felt the huge mass of flesh beneath his feet quivering bencata
the deadly blow. ’

Suddenly he started back with & cry of horror. One of the
sharks had fallen almost at his fcet. Its huge, evil-lcoking
head was within twelve inches of where he stood.

With a cry of horror the boy sprang back. Ibstinctively
he drew his sword, and as the shark wriggled towards him,
lunged at it with all his strength. '

He felt the blade pierce, thea it glanced off the huge
frontal bone. Losing his balance, Dick Dauntless sprawled

. over the writhing body. With a vicious snap, thc shark's

testh met within half an inch of his 1.g: )

The next moment he felt himseif hurled through the air,
and, whirling over and over as he fell, he was plunged into
the sea. )

Down he went, whirling round and round as he sought to
gain an upright position in the water.

Suddenly a snapping sound, like the clicking of a mighty
lock, pierced his ears. Th2 next moment he saw the descend-
ing form of his enemy glide past

Again it attempted to seize him, again it missed its merk
by the hundredth part of an inch.

Swiftly the thresher-shark wheeled round, its sma!l cyes
fixed with fiendish inténsity upon the boy.

But by this time Dick had regained a perpendicular posi-
tion in the water. - N

Then commenced a strange fight beneath the waves—man
against fish—boy against thresher-shark.

The vigour of its assault checked by fear of Dick’s search-
light, the shark shot forward; but, striking out with both legs
and his left arm, Dick not only managed to avoid his blood-
thirsty foe’s charge, but succeeded in plunging his sword to
the Hils in its body

With a convulsive movement that almost snatched the
blade from the boy’s hand, the shark twisted itsslf free, leav-
ing Dick for the moment master of the field. T

Down he sank, glancing fearfully in the direction in which
the monster had fled.

A sigh of reliet escaped his lips when he stood at last on
the rocky bed of the ocean. . . -

But the next moment his relief was swamped with dismay
as he saw his late opponent, snapping its huge jaws with
bafled rage, stealthily drawing its thirty feet of flesh and
sinew towards him. :
Planting his feet firmly apart, Dic

A cry of dismay escaped his. lips.

k awaited the onslanght:-
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As Dick Dauntless reached the brow of a steep hill, on which the weed forest terminated, he saw, dim and -
indistinct in the distance, the slow-moving form or Captain Flame’s wondrous construction. As fire is queneche:l
by water, so Dick’s hopes were extinguished ashe saw the motor-car drawing each moment further and further

9 away. In vain he shouted! (See page 26.)

S ;@nother;.and‘awthet,/until' at lengthr its struggles ceased.

ITis left ankle had bceen scized-in a vicelike zrip. .

Looking down, he found, to his horror, that the claw of a
huze crab had closed over his leg. .

As though conscious that its foe could not escape, the
thresher-shark came to a halt just ous of reach of Dick’s
> gleaming blade. . .

There it lay, horrible, repulsive, opening and shutting its
fearful mouth, as though gloating over its anticipated meal.

In vain Dick strove to drag his ankle free from the crab’s
remorseless grip. .

Hampered as he was, there could be no doubt as to what
the issue of the fight would be. -+

Paralysed with terror, Dick watched the long, thin bedy
‘trailing out beyond reach of his searchlight’s furthermost
beams; he saw the mighty muscles—probably stronger than
those possessed by any other inhabitant of the sea—contract-
ing beneath its dull grey skin.- - '

A scarce-formed prayer escaped his lips.

*'ii‘ightoning his grasp on his sword, he bravely avweited .the
end.

As though bent upon prolonging its victim’s agony to the
utmost, the shark remained for nearly half a.minute poised
for the spring; then a sharp pang of despair shot through
Dick’s heart as he saw it rise from the ground.

Even as he did so, Dick’s prayer was answered.

A long, tapering arm shot from beneath what Dick had
taken to be a mass of seaweed close at hand, and ere the shark
could escape, a cablelike tentacle, armed with a double row of
saucerlize suckers, closed around its writhing body. :

Vain was the shark’s enormous strength,

It had met the only. enemy it feared. ¢ .

Soon .nother feeler shot out ard joined the first, the

Fascinated with a horror that for +he moment robbed him of
all other sensations, Dick saw the weeds gradually turn into

a huge, rounded bedy, in the centre of which appeared a’
large, horned parrotlike beak, set between two enormous:

saucer eyes.

He saw the octopus’s cruel beak plunged into the shark’s

Lide, he heard the bones crunched; then, wwakening, as it
were, from the terror-maddened trance that paralysed his
frame, he drew his axe, and aimed a frenzied blow at the
huge claw which held his ankle prisoner.

Forture guided his aim. ’

The keen edge of the axe, alighting between the jeints of
the crab’s armour, eut deep into the fiesh. - :

With a hissing cry, the crab released its hold, and; springing
forward, Dick Dauntless ran with panic-stricken haste over
the rocky seabed. : R

On he dashed, stumbling over outcropping rocks, serambling
thrcugh patches of clinging scaweed. Endowed.with more
than ordinary strength by the horror which surged through
his whole frame, he burst headlong through every obstacle.

On he dashed, runnivg, running, running, whither he cared
not, so long as he placed as long a distance as possible be-

tween himself and that awfu! beaklike mouth, and the fearful’
dead eyes which haunted him in his sleep for many a long

day. .

. Gradually he slowed down; then, looking wildly around
him, saw a small cave holf hidden beneath a curtain of
waving scaweed immediately before him. *

It might be the lair of some marine monster more terrible -+
than any he bad yet encountered; but it offéred shelter from.

the terrors that surrounded him. Dropping on_hands and
kuoees, he crept through the narrow mouth, and; throwing

himself down con the soft sand with which the cave: was .

carpeted, fell into the deep slumber of utter exhaustion,
: e " Tge Gex Lisrary.—No. 185.
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The Perils of the Sea,

The bottom of the sea was brightened by the reflected light
of the sun wheu Dick Dauntless awoke and crawled hope-
lessly from the cave that had sheltered him.
" But with his awakening, ncw horrors crowded around him.
Barely had he surveyed the strarige and wondrous scene,
%hich, under cther circumstances, would have been a source
_of keen delight to him, ere a slivering; creeping sound caused
~him-to turn round, and he saw- a huge, grotesquely-horrible
creature, like nothing so much as a caterpillar with a body
-as big round as that of a full-grown ox, creeping towards him.
“Here was a foe against which his puny sword would avail
nothing. .
_~ Turning, he strode along a chasm between two rocky walls.

_A few hundred yards’ headlong flight with the caterpillar
selose on his heels, and the chasm narrowed, until at length
hé could scarcely thrust his way between the rocky sides.

. ~But Dick cared little for that, for a glance over his
- -shoulder had shown him- the horror from which he had so
narrowly escaped, standing, baffled; at the entrance to the
gorge.

~- _Presently the path widened once more, and Dick saw,
- spread out before him, a forest of enormous seaweed borne
- on:gtems in some cascs as big round as the largest terrestrial

tregs, its wide fronds floating high above his head.

For a moment ho hesitated.

What new horror might not-that gloomy forest contain?

. Bnt retreat was unthinkable. It would be but to throw
Himself into the power of the loathsome, caterpillar-like
creature from which he had but just escaped.

-"There was nothing for it but to risk what the forest might
contain. ’
Sword in hand, Dick Dauntless strode into the deepening
shadows cast by the extended branches of the seaweed trees.

‘He, was sick” with horror, faint through lack of food, and
- his brain was oppressed with the certainty that unless he

was rescued, or could reach land, he would but have escaped

the terrors through which he had passed to meet a sloy,

lingering death by starvation.
ot determined not to give in whilst he had strength
to struggle against fate, Dick Dauntless penetrated deeper
ito the, forest.
Rescue!
Fhe very word seemed mockery.
hat help could reach him in those untrodden depths?
- =As though to answer to the thought, a long-sustained,
- mournful, groaning cry reverberated through the trees.
“:.He started forward, the blood coursing swiftly through his
eins, his flickering hopes bursting into renewed life.
=~ For -a moment his thoughts flew back to the dormitory at
the college.
~ Before his mind’s eye arose the long, double line of beds,
‘with Jack Orde and himself sitting up listening to that call
.which had drawn them to the sea.
He knew it now as the Octopus’s cry. ’
 Again the mournful summons rang out, so close at hand
that, with a responding shout, Dick forced his way through
_an undergrowth of weeds.
. “Presently he reached the brow of a steep hill, on which the
woed forest terminated, and saw, dim and indistinet in the
distance, the slow-moving form of Captain Flame’s wondrous
. construetion. 4
As fire is quonched by water, so Dick’s hopes were extin-
_ guished as he saw the vessél drawing each moment further
and further away.

In vain he shouted. )

Those within the Octopus heard him not, and, all uncon-
“scious that the one they sought was so.near, continued on
“thelr way. .

- For the first time Dick Dauntless gave way to despair.

Flinging himself down on the shell-strewn ocean bed, he
‘burst into a flood of hot, scalding tears.

: Why try to prolong an existence which was already
.- forfeited?

~ His. friends had already passed the weed-forest.
unlikely that they would seek him there again.

~ A fearful temptation assailed the sorely-tricd boy.

“He had but to slide back the glass which kept the water
“from his face, and all his trials, all his terrors would be over.

Slowly he raised his hand to his head.

Almost unconsciously his hand rested upon the brass knob
which worked the slide.

Suddenly sis moving fingers were arrested.

‘Someone had touched him lightly on the shoulder.

“With a wild sob of intense delight he turned.

“Then the cry of joy died away in a moan of terror.

(This grand adventure serial will be continuéd in
“next week's Issue of the ‘“Gem ’’ Library. Order
JOur copy now. Price One Penny.)
IBRARY .~ 70. 18,5
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Concluding Chapters. i =

- bad now; but I

N A splendid tale dealing

5 with the thrilling_ad-

“ventures of a tric of
Britishers

——t P —

The Last of the Venebia.

Both Bob and Ralph were puzzling about the hole
occurrence. The man who had stabbed Tom was undoubtedly
the Arab; yet it scemed absurd to suppose he had followed
the young men to South America for the sole purpose of
vengeance. Bob Harding was the man he had marked down;
there was no doubt on that point. Neither of the threc
knew the Arab’s character well enough to understand. Hali
Ahmed was a revengeful scoundrel; and although he l:zd
left Egypt because he was in danger of being arrested for
murder, he had followed the comrades for the express pur-
pose of dealing with Bob. .

He had learnt their destination at Cairo, and, beirg
ignorant, had not realised the extent of their journey.
But with stubborn tenacity he had followed them right to
Tecsaguay. He had plenty of moncy—stolen money—to
pay his expenses, and it mattered little to him what part
of the world he went to.

Thirty seconds after Bob had spokén the motor-boat
reached the quay, and the civil engineer leapt to the shore.
Ralph remaining in the boat with the intention of helping
Tom to leave the boat. Bob had scarcely secured the painter,
however; when. both he and Bob were startled by a shat-
tering roar from their rear.

They turned -abruptly, and were just in time to see a °
brilliant flash of red flame shoot upwards, apparently, ont
of the water. For a second the whole outline of the Venebia
could be seen, her funnels, bridge, and upper works being
conspicuous by their absence. The next second all was dark-
ness, and the echo of the roar reverberated loudly across
the water. The silencé then seemed trebly as intense as
before.

“She's gone,” exclaimed Ralph, in a subdued voice.
“By Jove, Bob, it was soon over, eh?”

“T was sure it would be,” replied the other. “ With

arted asunder, as a brilliant

all that Look !

The heavens had suddenly
lightning flash blazed out, and for a moment the two could
see the outline of the battleship, as it heeled over at the
last gasp. That one glimpse made them think—made them
realise the cxtent of what had just been accomplished.

Had they not known the character of the ship—the-
massacres it had committed, and the wanton destruction it
would have becn responsible for—they would have felt a
pang of sorrow at seeing the monster, in one second, dive
to cternity. But there was nothing in their hearts but
gladness to see the last of it. The wounding of their
comrade had steeled their hearts to some extent, and now
that the work was over, there was nothing to do but make
themselves scarce.

The helpless figure of poor Tom was gently lifted out
of the launch, and transferred- with great care into the
tonneau of the motor-car. He was conscious now, having
been awakened by the roar of the explosion.

“Is it all over?” he whispered faintly.

“Yes, Tom,” replied Bob gently, ‘“the Venebia's lying
at the bottom of the bay by this time. Hark, you can hear
the wash against the quay!"” .

Large waves had commenced breaking against the stone-
work, and they sounded noisy after the silence which had
prevailed beforehand. Tom tried to grin.

“Good egg!’ he murmured. “I knew you’d bring it
off properly. We're going to start right away, now, I
suppose?”’ = .

“Yes, Tom. We think it best to make straight for Rio.
Provided the motor goes all right, we ought to do _the
journey in three ar four hours. You can.get proper medical
attention there, if you can last out till thén. Do you think

you can? : )
1 shall be all riaht.r_ old chap. The p
eling beastly thirst
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In a mfment Bob had produced a flask and gave his  owing to the brilliant lights. = Those bebind had but an
friend a good pull of brandy. It seemed to put new life  imperfect view. Nevertheless. it scemed as though escape
into him almost immediately, but it was very evident he  was absolutely hopeless.
was suffering greatly. Then, at the critical moment, the whole earth shock with
The rain still held off, although the thunder was now  the reverberating roar of a mighty thunderclap, which had
becoming louder and more continuous, Bob had a pretty been preceded a second before by a blinding flash of
good motion as to which way to drive, and lheaded the lightning. The sudden interruption caused the men to pause
car straight for the centre of the town. There he would for a minute, and in that mmute the rain commenced to
join the main road, and set out for the Brazilian capital. fall. But it could hardly be called rain, for it descended
The narrow street leading upwards from the quay was as though the very clouds above them lad burst asuuder.

i dark and deserted, the two brilliant acetylene lights showing It was one blinding sheet, aud Bob and Ralph gasped as
the road before them distinctly. They had been forced to  they felt themselves pressed down by the force of the down-
illuminate these owing to the sudden darkness which had pour. It was a truc tropical sterm, and it had burst at
come over the sky. Bob and Ralph sat in _the two front  the precise mouient.
seats, both of them feeling pleased with their success, and Ralph placed his ears close to Bob’s.
elated at the thought of leaving the Republic for ever. “Now then,” he roared. “They can't do anyihing ia

— Their high spirits, however, were greatly dampened when  this.” ’
their thoughts reverted continuously to the still form so The civil engineer set his tecth frmly. and jam
close behind them. clutch in once agnin. The large car jerked forw:

“TLooks as if we're going to get clear of the town without  sively., then rapidly gathered speed. Before it a v [
mecting anyone,” remarked Ralph, as they turncd into the  crowd of people were standing, half-dazed by thé briilians
wain street. ‘I expect the skunks are rushing back now; light and the soaking rain. Of these, however, Bob tock 1o
that explosion wouldn’t make them any the slower, either !” notice; it was no time for haif measures, and he realized

1 suppose not,” returned the civil engincer, bending  that if they werc to escape it must be now or never,
down for a second, as he slipped his high speed in. " Jove! The Tecsaguayans scattered like chaff as the motor bore
but this car can move allo!” down upon them, and for a cccond it looked as though the

- He uttered the last word as they swept round a gradual hums were to escape withcut another shot being firel.
bend in the roadway. Expecting to see a descrted street  Then the enemy realised what was happening, and awoke to
before them they were taken aback to behold. not two  the fact that they were being cheated of their prey
hundred yards distant, a whole multitude of soldicrs and The car now had passed clean through the crowd, leaving
civilians. - They were rushing along the street, jabbering — one or two behind it bruised and battered. The crowd were
and shouting excitedly. Some of them carried torches, suting excitedly, and in the terrific downpour the cut-
and they paused irresolutely as they saw the oncoining car. line of the motor could be faintly seen. [t was traveiling
"The chums had failed to hear them because of the lond ot a good speed now, and with a deafening crackle. o score
hum of the motor, and they were somewhat starticd to find  of rifles sent their deadly m es on ibeir way after the

‘ their path blocked so effectively. Ralph bent closer to  fast-disappearing automobile.

Bob as the latter bent over the steering wheel. Another volley rang out, and the chums thanked Provi-
““Rush thom !’ he cried. ** We shall Le through befare  dence that the marksmen were very inferior. Bob had all
they koow 1t!” ) his work cut out to contral thw car, and wondered how loing

Bob nodded, and crouched lower behind the stecring it would be before a turn in the road revealed itself.
colunmm. “I'm going to have a t-bot,” cried Ralph suddeuly.

Suddenly o mutfered exclamation escaped his lips. They “No, " excleimed Beb, 2't! You might get potted
were alinost upon the crowd of Teesaguayens, and, right yourseif !

 in the middle of the road, stood Halil Ahscd, his right “Rats 17 4 ’

T % arm roughly bound up to the elbow. The briftiant light The Army man was in his clement. and he turned reund
rom the headlamps had revealed his figure, as d it eonld  and levelled his revolver. They were nearly out of ‘range

‘be seen he was gesticulating wildly, and pointing to the Ly now, however. Four times he pulled the trigger, and
ohconiing car. . zs the last report rang out a dezen points of flame showed

“(3reat Scott!” muttered Ralph excitedly. *‘Ile’s teiling themselves in the darkress as the enemny made-a last des-
the brutes what we've done! It looks s if we're going to  perate attempt to stop their ey
have a stiff time of it—" As luck would have it. they succceded in their object at

Ralph broke off as Bob suddenly januned the brakes on. the final moment. Ralph weas in the acr of tipping thoe
Ile was forced to do this because the peeple were stand spent cartridges from his revolver, when he suddenly artered
in the middle of the road. and it wus impossible to dash a cry of pain. .
through them without risking damage to the car. He did For 2 second he swaved unsteadily, then topjled heed-
not stop, however, but continued onwards at about half long from the car-to the ground! Bob looked up as he
his former specd. ' heard the ery, and was just in time to jamb the brakes on

“Stop!” cried a pompous-looking officer in Spanish. as hard as they would go when his comrade disappeared
© Unless you do so immediately we shall not hesitate to over th le.

o " fire !” He bit the ground with a thid and lay perfectly still

“Let her rip. Bob!” shouted the Army officer, standiag Bob Harding jumped out of the cax ard bent ov r the still
upright, and drawing his revelver. “If we dou't get through — Torm of his chum, upon wi forchead a terrible wound

p & - could be seen. : -
now it’s all up! s 1 s Lo 1 he'

“Tt's a ten to one chance we get clear!” ; Ralpu—!}a.ph. speak to me! Good beavens, he's uncon-

“That's better than no chance at all,” replied Ralph, — S¢10US, and those demons behind—-" 3
flourishing his revolver. ‘‘Now, then,” he continued, in the Bob’s face was haggard and deathly pale, and the car
best Spanish he could muster, “clear the path there—this a3 standing close by, pulsating softly. Behind,
revolver’s fylly loaded, and I'll shoot down the first man—7 closer every second, were the Tecsaguayan soldiers.

-~ (‘rack—crack—crack ! were shouting triumphantly, for they thought they had dis-

sled the mwotor.
. The rain was still d
£ was a mass of deep
v—this Jast tragi

Three sharp reports rang out. They had emanated fro.n

the fircarms of three soldiers on the outskirts of the crowd

and Ralph bit his lip, as he felt a pain like the scar o

o a red-hot iron dart across his arm. The car was still movi
slowly, for the soldiers refused to clear the roadway.

bucketfuls and the ground
e englneer was desperate
had completely unnerved
‘s e moved immediately

fid
B
OO
ot

Tt will/mean death if vou continue.” began the officer, ¢ hare the e.as his two (:Q:np'ani{w
who took care that he stood behind three or four of his So he grasped Ralph's fo: d carried him to the car.

subordinates. ) :\?\;itllo'.xr ceremony }‘:o bundled him in. v was a miatter o

“Be hanged to you!” cricd Ralph furionsly. *“Now then life and death for ail of the o he conld not afford to be
! Bob, let her go for all she's worth.  They’ll jolly ~scon gentle. Then. as the Tec comnieneed firing again,
rd clear the path when they sce we mean it!” he vestarted the autemch "
As he spoke he pulled the trigger of his revolver, and the Again the storm red him,

hullet sped true to its mark. One of the men immediately Hading flash ol u i d
in frout grabbed his left wrist with a howl of agony, and -adden hubbub behi: ini that more than one soldier
for a second his companions were a liitle confused. 4 been stivek. Th < all he conld distinguish, for close

“ Fire on them ! roared the officer. " On no account——— cllowing the fash canie the 1ol of the thunder.

Ralph turned like lightning, and the next second the Tees - S‘a;n i ‘ . .
guayan officer cursed in fury, for a bullet from Ralph's Bob gasped ont the word afier he had been rushina
revolver had run clean through his shoulder. A moment “ugh I_he nicht for a matter of ten minutes. He look
: later a dozen rifles were levelled at the two figures in the hehind him, und saw nothing- but the b 3 Elvasec
) car. i had been Jeft behipd, and ke was new on tho open maic
& They scemed indistinet, for the night was pitchy dark, road to Rio de Janeiro,
= - and those’in front of the.car could sce nothing of the enemy (To be ecincluded next week.) Y
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OUR NEW WEEKLY FEATURE

“THE GEM?” LIBRARY.

One Penny,

Tom Merry & Co. Going Strong Next Week.

The grand, complete school tale in store for all GEM
readers next Thursday is czlled

“THE RALLY OF THE RIVAL CO.’S,”

wherein it is related how the ancient rivalry between School
House and New House is left in abeyance while a grand
conspiracy is formed against the common enemy which, for
the nonce, is none other than the Sixth Form at St. Jim’s.
There is lots of fun and excitement in

“THE RALLY OF THE RIVAL co.’s.”

““Deep Sea Gold.”

The next item on our programme for next Thursday is,
of course, a good long instalment of our rousing serial,

“DEEP SEA GOLD.”

This original story has aroused an extraordinary amount
of interest and enthusiasm among GEM readers in ecvery
corner of the British Isles, and T am glad to be able to
assure my chums that their interest in Reginald Wrayv's
masterpiece will not be allowed to wane for a moment—

. in fact, the thrilling developments in next Thursday’s long
instalment will prove nothing short of amazing.

There will be a run on next week's GEM Library, too,

" so please don’t forget to

Order In Advance.

., From an Old Reader.

Below is printed a brief note, but one calculated to rejoice
the heart-of any editor, and 1 heartily thank the sender
of it for his loyalty. As for- his suggestion. I will with
Eleasure add it to the long list of such suggestions which I

ave promised to bear in mind:

¢ East Ham.
“ Dear Editor,—I wonder how many of your readers can

_ say that they have read every onc of the 229 GEMS that
have been published. Considering the brightness, healthi-
ness, and cleanliness of f‘our paper, these should number a
good few. I am very pleased to say that I should number

. among ‘them, and am likely to go on purchasing the Gry
for a good few years yet.
the famous detective, Ferrers Locke, be introduced into your

" “future tales a little oftener.—Yours faithfully, -

“K. W. H.”

I wonder how many of my readers can claim & record
similar to K. W. H.’s?

-Back Numbers Wanted.

-~ In case any of my readers may be willing to oblize hj

o In 3 3 3 ge him, T
publish below a short note from a Gemit g ig
‘himself H. E. F.: * emite, Rio g
. . 293, High Road, Iiford.

“Dear Editor,—Just a few lines, asking you if you know

of any Gemite who wishes to dispose of a complete ‘set of the
halfpenny edition of the GEM? I have read all the penny
ones, and would like to get a set of halfpenny GEMS, as
th?y afford such jolly good reading.

© “Wishing you and your paper every success,—I remain

_yours truly, H. E. FrexcH.”

.\‘ Many thanks for your good wishes, H. E. ¥. I will leave
-1t to your fellow-readers to supply your requirements.

I would suggest, however, that

A Careful Reader, -

Here is another item from my postbag which speaks for
itself : .

“ Dear Editor,—I consider the new feature—* This Weel:'s
Chat’—very interesting, especially the short articles
The GEM should be read by all British boys and girls.

“As I am now off for my holidays, I shail take jolly goot
care to sce that iy GEM is posted to me every week by 1+
newsagents.—Yours truly,

“A Gevite.”?

This Week's Article.

HOW TO RUN A FOOTBALL
- SUCCESSFULLY.

As the football season proper opens within a weck o tws
enthusiasts desiving to form a club must set to work at on
Likely members will have been approzched bef
and we will take it that the club-to-he ¢
upon a membership of at least twenty-f
A general meeting must be called, wrl rh
committee and officers elected.

There should be a seceretary, a treasuver. a captain and <
vice-captain, ard three other members to help with the wok
at committec meetings.

Finance, of course, will be the first subject under discus-
sion, and the meceting must decide upon the rate of sub- i
scription for playing members and for honovary members.

The expenditure during the first scason wwill naturally be
a heavy one, as goalposts, balls, and flugs will have to le
purchased. The vent of the pitch is also a heavy considera-
tion.

If the club is a country -one, and not in a biz town. the
rent of the ground should not be an expensive item. In
towns a large number of clubs take advantage of the public
recreation grounds, and if the membeis of the (lub-ta-be
decide to do this they must approach the town clerk for
full particulars. In most cases there is a

small fee required

even for pitches in public recreation grounds.

It will be found that quite a handsome sum of moncr is
required to run a club successfully, and members nust make
every cffort they can to enlist the sympathy of their friends,

Each member should ask his father to become a vice-
president to the club, and for this privilege the parent shou'd
be “dubbed” for a subscription. '

A prominent public man in the locality should be invited
to.become the president of the club, and if he is a wealthy
man—and a generous one!—he will, no doubt, come down
“ handsome-like.”

As long as every member takes

an active interest

in the affairs of the club the sccrotary and treasuver will not
be obliged to worry their heads off because of lack of funds.

The secretary must mow write to all the local footbuli )
clubs and arrange a list of fixtures. If the club boasts of a
good membership two elevens can be run. When the first ‘
team is playing away the second team can entertain visitors
on their own ground—and vice versa.

Club colours must be chosen, and every plaver should
make a great effort to turn out at each match in unifoim ~

CLUB

nhecrihei -

colours.
Nothing looks worse
or gives a club a more unenviable reputation than when its
players ‘ turn out’’ arrayed in a variety of outfits. .
Next Thursday I will explain in my second article how

_the football-pitch should be. marked out, and how the esscu-

tial rules of the game must be observed. ] .
. THE EDITOR. -

ydmx. Ad(;lmenglhm, Wellington, N.Z.; Sou
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READ IN
S e
\. HOLIDAYS /

o

-

NEW NUMBERS e
NOW ON SALE. : :f

No.163. THE REBEL CHIEFTAIN,
A Splendid, New, Long, Complete Tale, dealing
with the Thrilling Adventures of Jack, Sam,
and Pete. By S. CLARKE HOOK.

No. 184, SMYTHE THE CORTONIAN.
A Grand Tale of School Life. By DAVID
GOODWIN.

No.165. SEXTON BLAKE'S QUEST,
A Wonderful, Complete Tale of a Great and: !
Terrible Wrong and a Merciless Vengeance, : e

Ask always fer el 15
“THE BOYS FRIEND” g {0
3¢ LIBRARY.

/ CTHE
BOYS' FRIEND ”

( LIBRARY BOOKS |}
L 30-
\@e each.
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