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CHAPTER 1.
Bad News !
HERE'S Reddy?”
George Figgins asked that
question impatiently.

On Little Side, at St. Jim's,

Tom Merry & Co. of the School Hounse
and Figgins & Co, of the New House
were waiting to commence a House footer
match. It was Wednesdad® afternoon—a
school half-holiday—and the players were

keen to enter the fray.
“Bai Jove, it's wathah celd, deah
boys!” remarked Arthur,  Augustus

W’Arcy. “ Aren’t you weady, Figgins,
on_boundah 1"
“No!"” “Redfern

growled Figgins.
isn't here!” .

obligingly looked
Tound i i for the missing
player, but coiid sce no signs of Dick
Redfern..

“Where the dickens¥s he2” exclainved
Figgins irritably. “Ile Kfws we are
starting now. Angbody sedf ass?”

“1 think Reddy went upsigss to his
study after dinner.” said Kerr. % Owen
and Laurence ought to know where he
js. T say, Lawrcnce!"

This shout was addressed to two youths
who had just strolled over .fmm the tuck-

_shop.
“ fawrence, Redfern's chum and study-
mate, looked round. .
“Where's Redfern®” bawled Figgins.

“\Why hasn't he come down to footer?”

«T Teft him wp in the study reading &
letfer,” said Lawrence. *Ho said he
wouldn't be a tick, 1 expeet he'll come
down if 2 minute.”

“He ought to be here now !"" snorted
the.New House skipper. “1'll'go up and
Font him out ! -

Figgins. frowning portentously, strode

away and eutered the New House,
" leaving the players on Little Side to punt

the bail abont until he reappeared with

Redfern. ) .

Dick Redfern, the scholarship lad, was
a valned asset to the New Hounse tealn,

. and TWiggins wanted him’ badly. Tom

Merry ©o. had been showing great

form lately, and Figgins realised that

he must put his best team into the field
in order to scove a victory cver the School

House fellows.

Ha.strode along the Fourth Form pas-
sage, and, not wailing io stand upon
ce,ig;ony. he flung open the door of Red*

feris study. ;

Redfern was standing by the window,

_ with his back to the door, as Figgins

canje in.
“%h, here voo are, you bl
chump 1" exclaimed TFiggins indiman

Redfern looked round, and Fige
noted, with considerable surprise, that his
face looked drawn and haggard.

“fWhy. what’s the matter, Reddy?”
asked Figgins, in real conceri,

Dick Redfern forced a smiln.
S Oh—or-nothing, Figgy,” he said,
2 trifle lamels. “I—] suppose you've
vome {o fc ie down 1o footer

“¥as T have!” said Figgins warmly.
“3What's detoined you, anyway, you
chum

.

X S :
ed cnviously at s chum,

Figgin:

ek

A Grand Long Story of the
of the Peri.ous Adventures of a Schoolboy Journalist.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

and as his glance wandered downward he
caught sight of a letter that Redfern was
holding.

“1 say, ﬂeddi.” exclaimed Tighios
seriously, “you haven’t had bad news
from home, I hope?"”

Dick Redfern gave o wry smile.

“Yes, I'm afraid it is rather bad
news,” he said, in a low voice. "It
means, Figgy, that unless o stroke of
good fortune comes my family’s way. I
shall have to forfeit my scholarship and
leave St. Jim's.”

“Don’t talk rot, Reddy !” said Figgins
awkwardly,

“I'm afraid it’s not rol. but the cold,
hard truth 1”7 said Redfern weavily, “ My
pater, who has always been a hard-work-
wg, thrifty man, invested his savings two
years ago in a motor busines:
vather wwell for a time, bul)
slump in the motor trade has ruined
His trade is all gone; he's lost every
‘penny he put into it, and—and my people
are as hard up as they can be.”

“Oh crumbs 1V gasped Figgins.
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He looked guite blaukly ai his Form-
fellow. -

Redfern folded the letier and placed
it in his potket. There were hard lin
round his mouth as he once mwore T
gurded Figgins.

T ean't stay here at St. Jin
ihe life of o gentleman, while
could do with me at home, working
_living and helping to kecp then
said Dick Redferii, in a low, subdued
voice. “ You undersiand, gy, don’t
vou? My people nced me, and—and
tmless anything turns up I shali huve
to leave St. Jim's and go home.”

Jeading
amily
for
5
)

“Reddy,
Surely

gripped his chum by the arm.
old chap, you can’t do thail
scmething ean be done—-""

Redfern gave a barsh laugh.

“T'm the only one who can do any-
1hing.” be said. My pater is ill now,
through the worry of everything. MMy
mother is nnfit to go to work, and Lhere’s
only my sister—two years younger than
1 —to help them. I'm awiunliy sorry,
Figeins, but I—1'm afraid——"

“f,o0k here, Reddy! You—yc
lesve St. Jim's!” pasped Fig 3
dismay., “Somethmg 1s sure Yo lua
up !

There was silence in -the room for.a
moment. Redfern, his foce dravn and

(Copyright in the Unitsd States of America)
g
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Chums of St. Jim'’s, telling

pza_le, stood locking wistiully eut of the

window, an ins - regarded _his chum

rather aheq)isrﬁy.

“Cheer up, Reddy!” hi aimaed at

cl!ygmg Redfer

#No need to wor

on down 1o foot
Redfern shook his head, .
“1'm afraid yvou'll ha

this afternoon, Figgips,

can quire undemtam{:

like fooler. I—I can

off my mind. Let me

school somewhere, and—and think."
Figgins stared blankly at his chum.
“Oh, 1sav!” he exclaim

on the shoulder.
Come

you. kmow !

yon know. Tom Merry's chaps are hot

stuff, and——"

“Figgy, you know I w to play,
tao, bnt }TI can’t 1 gfern des-
perately.  “1 should only maglk up the
gume if 1 did play. My t is are

all on-—on what T've heard from home.

I want to think things out.” = =~
Figgins looked ruefully ot Redfern, and

it his Lip.
“All righ

he said. “I'm
s has happenéd. I'll get
tuke vour plzre—he’s a good
sap, 13k for gooduess’ sake don't worry
1 over this affair! Let's see you
grin when the match is over!”

With thet, Tiggins left Redfern, still
ving moodily out of the window, and
own to the footer gronnd.
om Merry & Co. and the New Honse

Reddy. that {
Pratt io
sir 1

gins was alone,
“Where's Rediern?” asked Jack
jake ofthe School House Touwrth!
“Haven't vou fourd him " demar

Fatty W,
gins
+No,” be said shortly; “Redidy won't
Le able to play this sfternocon. Praii!
Pratt, I want vou to play in

said Pratt willinghy.
 Co. goodamturedly
i ¢ Co. As DMonty.
Lowther remark the delay made the
Bohool Honse on all the mora cager
i1 “get on with the washing,” awl
“mop up the ground with those cou-
ceited New Houss boundess.”

At last Figgins announced thai he was
vaady, the rival teawms ook their places
on the field, and the game commenced.

Tom M; & Co. attacked holy, and
Figgin: & Co., nothing loth, forestalled

waited for

- Reddy " Figgins strode forward Pd. them in a determined manner,

And soon the football-field was ye-
sounding with . merry shouis and the
thudding of leather mecting leather.

CHAPTER 2.
A Friend in Need!

ICK REDFERN pui ou hi
D and oat, and, te

later, went downstairs,
passed out of the gates of Bt
Jini's
A heavy elovd had settled on the
nsually stmnvabraw of the scholarship

Si. Jim's. so far, had been a happy
TrE GEv Lizkury.—No, 676.

Wi , in dismay. ©
“fa—we want yon in the team, Reddy, -

SOITY,»>

stared when they saw thal Fig- ~

boy of the New House. Dick’s life at



¥

»and

4

one, and he had not a-care in thesworld.
But now this bad news from home
seemved to have blighted all’ his hopes
rospects.
Dick clenched his' fists hard as he
ihought of these things. ~His parents
needed him ig their hour of frial and.
misfortune.- was a ‘strong, sturdy,
healthy lad,"and it was “up to him 7 to
set his shondder to the wheel and earn
some money, *

Farn money! - What could he do?
Dick asked himself dully. Laiim: verbs.

and Eu ere of no assistance.to bim
:;1 trugzle of earning a liveli
B d.

shirk

er torturing thoughts
js_mind as he walk

be Lane, and, unmind-
rection he took, walked
rh Ryleombe Wood.

CGloing, & k meant forfeiting his
scholarship ~ and  leaving _ 8t. Jim's.
That, to the New House junior, would’
be the hardest cut of all. He loved the
old school—every nook and corner of it,
Ail the decent. fellows there were his
¢hums, and lfe at St. Jim's had been
Aull of iness for him,

Tiel fern brooded deeply upon
those ems as he mado his way
throu, Rylcombe Wood.

He walked on and on, unconscious
that he was now out of the wood, and
was walking along o desolate path, one
side of which was {ree bordered and ihe
other side

“Hi, I say, young man!’

These words, uttered in a loud, strange
voico, broke in upon Dick’s reverio with

startling suddenness.

e looked round,
could see nobody.

“Hi, young man, I say!” ;
Redfern, now quite astonished, looked
in overy direction, but with the same
vesult.  Then. as the words were re-
peated, he realised that they came from
somewhere above, and, looking up, he
was.amazed 1o see a fat, red-faced little
man clinglng to “a bough. high up in 2

tull iree thai stood near by. - Y3

“My only hat!” exclaimed Diek Red-
fevi, blinking -up at the stranger whe

ful Tof . w
aléng th

but, to his surprise,

had hailed him.  “What the merry
dickens——"
“T1 say, young man,” gasped ¥the

stvanger in.the iree, in_an appealing
tone -of voice, “get a ladder, will you,
#o that T can-get down? I—T'm in an
awful fix?” -

Dick Redfern could not repress a grin.
“Yos, 30 it seems.” he remarked.
il_eeq‘if I can get a ladder, siv, if you

Ob, Tl wait all right ! responded

the an up the tree. “Confound the

Inck!  What clse can I do but wait?

Ti 1 jump, Pl break my neck! I may
5 fat. but T won't boimee!” .

Flalf a tick!” said Redfern, grin-

“T'll get you down, sir!” ~

.

““soine chimney-pots that showed above

some trees in the distance.  He knew
whero he was now. The sione wall en-
cloted the grounds of Moor Hall. a
yambling old house, sianding on the
f Wayland Moor. The chimney-
in the distance belenged to a little
farmhouser e gained the door of the
favmihouse, and kuocked. A wizened
ol rustic _answered  his knock, and
chuckled when he recegnised the. St
Jim’s junior.  The boys of St
often nsed to call at the cottage for tea
ritor a oycle spin or a ramnble over the

Binar.
Twe Gew Ligrary.—No. 676.
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skiried by a high stene wall. |

I made haste up the path, towards; B

“Ha, Master Redfesn!” exclaimed ihe

old fa 1 “Good-afterncon, sir!”

“ P me to borrow a ladder, if
don’t nd, ¥r. Inkpen,” said
fern. A friend of mine is up a iree

—in more senses than onc—and can't
get dowm'™” . 3

Farmer Inkpen willingly lent Red-
fern the ladder, and five minutes later
the St. Jim’s junior returned to the
scene of the stranger's predicament,

The man in the tree gave a gasp of
relief when he. saw Redfern reappear
with the ladder.

X ere you are, sir!” said the New

use junior cheerfully, setting the
ladder against the tree-trunk, and hold-
ing it. I haven’t been long, have 177

The fat little man clambered down
the ladder with alacrity. When he
reached solid earth again. he direw a
deep breath and mopped his brow.

“Whew!” he remarked. “Thank
gooduness I'm- down at last!”

Dick Redfern  chuckled, and took
stock of the man Le had rescued from
tho tree. Ho was a cheery-looking indi-
vidual, with brown, twinkling eyes.

LUMLEY-
LUMLEY.
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9 months.
Height 5it.
3in. Study
No. 1.

sandy hair, and a deep. xich voice that
seemed fo radiate good-humour.

His glance met that of Redfern’s, and
they both smiled together. -

“Properly up a tree
ad 7”7 said the stranger.
awfully for getting me dogin!
obliged, I'm sure!"

:ﬁ I, my
Thanks
Much

“Oh, don’t.mench, replied Red-
fern, with a™grin. ay I—ahem!—
inquire how you got up there?’

The eandy-headed gentleman secmed

to tle wi irer at onea,
“How did I g up  ther he de-
manded.  “Whr, 1 got up there by

means of a ladder at’s how I got up.
Then a funny joker named Parkinson,
of tho * Morming Wire.” came along and
stolo the ladder, leaving me up there
liko a-trapy kitten 17

“ 1" yoarved Dick Redfern,
immensely tickled.
is companion glowered,
Nothir to Jaugh abo he said
grufly.  “I've been done browh—dene
again by ihat skiuny * Morning Wire’
man! You see, my lad. I'm Mr. Edwin
-d, spocial reporter to the ‘ Daily
Recorder,” and T'm down here on the
look-ont for a seoop. That chap Parkin-
son also mnosed out the story, and has
conte down here on the same lay. Ile
hates me like poison, and P have ta be
preiiy slick, I can tell you, otherwise
he'd knock me out of the rmuing. He
properly put one over me,” added Mr.
Buzzard. rubbing hiz nose  ruefully,
“when he pinched my ladder this after-
nogn ! e %
Hedfern chuckled. The light of intense
terest had entered his eycs.
ik you are a journalist,. sir—yon
write for the papers! Ilow ripping!”
he -explaimed. - “I—Tmﬁ.uﬁﬂl} inter-

g

in

j¥ou, too! T like the look of you, and

Great .f\few Wild ‘West Mystery. Story staris in—

 insgowrnalisnig mdﬁpo to beconie.

yself ono day! & matter of
"—here Redfern becaing, serious
in—"I’'m thinking aboud leaving my
‘school, and taking up that work “foi ok
living.” T 0
© Mr. Buzzard was looking curi
the 8t. Jim's junior.

““Bo you're interested in joirrnal
eh, my lad?’ he exclaimed. W
you're only a school-kid! What co
you do? . .

“I've dowe heaps of things, si
replied Redfern cagerly. * Some time
ago 1 had a little experience. And 1
written plenty of yarmns for the ¢ Boys'
Herald’ wnd  other magazines. Tve
st‘ud!er{ shorthand, too, in my spare timel
There's nothing I like better than
journalism !” i

“ By gosh!” exclaimed Mr. Buzzard,
thumping his right fist into_the palm. of
his left hand. ** By gum! You are just
the sort of kid 1've been looking for! We
reporter chaps are busy, you kuow, and
ganon_:lly have an assistant-——a cub iwe
call him—to help us, My cub is a'l ,
young dog—I fired him yesterday wh :
he delayed sy copy, so that the * Mom-
ing Wire’ got the story first. - And I
want help on this job, teo! Look here,
my lad, you look game enough. Would
you care @ help me on this scoop ™

“Just give me a chauce, si
Redfern eagerlys §.. 2 :

“Well, Master-—-er——"" "
. “ Redipfz” prompted "the St. Jiwm's -
Junior. 700 = .

Wk Master Redfern, Tl just tefl
e Il if we getsthis scoop through, it
yill mean . big morey for me—and fo

-t
-

said

take vou on as my assistant.’

“0Oh, good!”  breathed
ecstatically.

* Now listen while I {ell you just what,
we've gol to do,” proceeded Mr. Buzzard.
“This old house here-——Moor Hall they
call it-—has been empty for some years,
hasw’t it r” B g

** Yes,” replied Redfern, nodding. * Tt~
used to be the old maner house, in. the
days of squires aixd barons. But it is
believed to be haunted, and to bring had
luck on whoever tenants it. So, ever
since I've been at 8t. Jim's, anyway, it
has been left empty.” 5

“Quite so—quite so!” said litile AIr.
Buzzard, nodding. “‘That’s just what
TU've been told. But, my lad, the remarck-
sble thing about that house is that, in
spite of the popular beliel that it is
empty, there are people very much alive
in it

Redfern looked at Mr.
astonishment. i

* But how can it be?" he said.  Eiin
great iron gates are always locked, and -
thé wall so high that nubud_& could
climb it-—" 9 z
P 1 tell you there are inhabitanis i
Moor ITall!” said the reporter of the
* Dafly Recorder ” impressively. * Last
week I passed over this place in the aero- .
eour paper uses for its quick new ser-
vice, and, looking through my glassed, dis-
tinctly saw people moving about in the
grounds. We were a bit out of our war,
und fiying Jow, and I could sce that the”
people it Moor Hall were Chingse !

“ My hai ! exclaimed Redfern breaih-
lessly.

 Chinese-—in that great place, believed
to be empty !’ said Mr, Buzzard.” “ As
soon as I saw those people in'the grounds
I scented o mystery! There's somethin,
very crooked going on in that place, g
may T cease to buzz! And, my lad, Uin
going to make it my business, o the star
reporter of the ‘ Daily Recorder,” to. find’
out justzwhat is taking place behind these.
stone walls! If the story is as sensational
as I expect it to be, the * Dnily.Bgnrdcr_’ 3

Redh\g;l

Buzzard 1 -




n'i'll have the bigest scoop of its whole
reer!’- -

career! s
*Ms. Buzzard finished this staienfh-
* with.en excited flourish of bhis hands
© Dick Redfern's eyes were glittering with
" the light of adventure. This was just the
sory_of thing that appealed to him-—get-
i scoop ” for a Esper, and solving
mystery! The ‘blood coursed
through his veins with excitement.
W' fmd out what's going on in
Aere, sic!” he exclaimed eagerly. * I—
1 believe I can suggest a way.'
The ‘ Daily Recordef’’ man looked

awiftly at Redfern.

«“E{n':" he said. * What's that !

T believe,” said Redfern eagerly—
. mind, I'm not sure, but I have an idea
that there’s an underground * connection
between the old manor house—Moor
Hall, as it is pow known—and the
shepherd’s hut in the w There is,
of. course. a secret. passage from the hut
to St. Jim's, and everybody believes
that the country round here s simply
Boneycombed with these passages, built
by the monks of St. James', so that they

nld easily escape from the armies of
&il persecutors, Au}rway, sir, if you
are game to Meet me after dark to-night,
we can explore the passages, and may
discover a way to the old manor house.
That would be much easier than trying
i¢ climb the wall. - Those ironfBpikes on
top ef it are not exactly comfy, @ire

word, it's a fine ideal T'll meet you to-
night, you bet! Where and wheh, that's
what I want to know!” b o).

“ Well,” said Redfern, considering,
#“T'll meet you by the tradesmen’s gate,
at_the school wall of 8t. Jim's, at eleven
to-night. I must leave it until the other
fellows arc asloep beforo I can sneak out
of the dormitory.”

# Good!” chuckled the dapper litile
journalist. * That will do me a treat!
Oid Parkinson of the * Wire ' is nosing
round my beels like a bloodhound, but
1 reckon he’'Hl be in his hotel bed-room
peacefully sleeping while we are on the
track—eh 1" X
e ‘“ Yes, rather!" said Redfern.  Then
it's all settled I

Mr. Edwin Buzzard chuckled.

“ Sure!” he said. “T'HW find my way
1o St. Jim's all right, young 'un! And
now I must be oﬁ to see what Mister
Nosey Parkinson of the * Morning Wire
is up. to. I went up that tree in order
to make a survey of the place. But if
_Parkinson has used that ladder to get
= over the wall, and into the grounds—
~well, I shouldn't like to be in his shoes if
those heathen Chinks caught him!”

- And, with an affable nod and a warm
handshake, the alert little journalist
hurried .on down the path,

Dick Redfern thrust his bands deep
jnto his irousers pockets, and retraced
his footsteps back to St. Jim’s, his state
of mind infinitely more cheerful than it

»

lhe{v?" 2 p
“You're right, my lad Mg said Me )
Buszard. drawing 3, deep b “ My

- beggars next!”

was before he had met Mr. Edwin

- Buzzard. ¥ 4

3 * A schoothoy !fonmaliat--my hat!" he
¥

muttered gleefully to himself, tramping
through the Rylcombe Woods. * What
ripping luck! T really to be engaged
on journalistic work-—helping to get a
scoop for a- great London datly!”

‘G
Those were the shouls ihat

yeele'(i Dick Redferni's ears as he enlered
the gates of 3t. Jim's.
There was a- crowd round the ropes

CHAPTER 3.
Redfern’s Story !
OAL!"
“ Bravo, Kerr!"”
* Played, old chap!™

—The * Boys’ Herald.” Get a Copy. To-day !

of Little Side, and Dick mede his way
over there. -

George Alfred Grundy and faith-
. disciples, Wilkins and ) were
fiding by the ropes whei Redfigs canie

up.

“ How's the match-
pleasantly. -
The great Grundy omiited a grant.
“ Kerr's just scored,” he said. ¥ That
brings the New House level with our
chaps, and there’s only five minutes more
to play. Blessed if I can understand
what's the matter with Tom Merry-
the others this afterncon. Why, if
captain of that team, I'd have go
New House fellows inta a fine pic
“ Really 7" murmured Redfern.
!]"Ya?!" mﬁd Grumrlx_ l?ltil_\'.
shuw ’'egx w to pl ooler.
Grundyf | I'd make %

wasters sit up!”

““ Oh, don’t be funny,
Dick Redfern.

v

going v asked Dick

o
I'm
you _ﬁ{e\v House

Grundy !’ said

“Don’t make yoursell Sut ko be ‘a
bigger ass than you really are, old chap!™
said Redfern sweetly. *You can't play
footer for toffee, you know !

“Why, you—you cheeky New House
waster " spluttered the high and mighty
Grundy indignantly. “I-PH—TlI——"

But Dick Redfern did not wait to hear
what Grundy would do. The referee's
whistle had” sounded, and the players
~were trooping off the field.

““Hallo, here’s Reddy !” came Figgins’
‘voice cheerily.  * Have you just come
in, old chap? We've drawn with t
School House this time. We'll lick
»
“Oh, will you, my pippin 7"’ said Tom

Meorry, coming up wirh Lowther, Man-
ners, Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’ Arcy.
“Wait and see, old son, as that political
jehany once remarked. Sufficient unto
the day is the evil thereof, you know.
t'n‘/'ilﬁl you chaps come up to our den for
ea "

** Yes, rather,

@ , Tom Merry ! said Fatty
with alac

Tity.

'a)“ l)*b along as well

Figgins grinned.

“Yes, Tommy, we'll come—and thanks
very much,” he said.. "I say, Reddy,
old son, you look rather bucked. Any- .
thing wonderful happened?” g

“No—uothing really wonderful,” re-
plied Redfern evasively. “I must be
going indoors, you fellows. I've got
something to ‘do.”

“Not - just vet, Reddyf: old scout,”
said Jack Blake, gripping Redfern by
the arm. “Guesy’s standifg a ripping
spread in our study, and % want you

* Don’t e,

. wathah !" replied onour-

jur Augustus 1’ Aﬁov_.l:_
a2y,

buck you up no end, Wel

e
a%] : g
feed wil

deah boy
* Dick Redfern demurred, and would,.

b

have escaped, but the Texrrible Three
grasped him, and yapk m along,
assisted by Figgins, Kes W_\;nn
from -the rear. <3 T
“That's wight—dwag g, deah
boys!” said Gussy. * We’ goin’ to

let you bwood in solitude, you know,
Wedday.”

“Oh, you asses!” gas] Redfern,
submitting with a grin.  *}-—I'll come!"”
And the heroes of the Ngw House and
thé Schaol House went 1 , and pro-
ceeded upstairs to Study N > in the

Fourth-Form passage.-

That fameus apariment ite
crowded by the time they alf in,
but as Jack Blake ohecrfu]ly'lglarked,
‘““the more the merrier.” kettle

was already boiling, the table laid with:.
a goodly supply of tuck, and they all”
settled down to a g tea. .

chiefly dealing with

Merry chatter,
football matters, avose, but Dick Red-
fern was silent and subdued. Iie scemed
to be deeply immersed in thought.

Several times Tom Merry noticed his
pre-occupation.  At- length he said
cheerfully : ?

“Penny for 'em, Reddy, old chap!™
“Eh?" Redfern exclaimed.
“Penny for ‘em!” chuckled Tom

Merry.

were amazod to see that one of the
in, leaving a large black hole.

Click! The seund came from below them, and,

(See page 8.}

ng down, they
stone flags in oIS, e ation
“Whew!"' whistled Redfern.
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‘one_of the magazines,

' Blake pacifically.

“QOh—er—I was thinking,” said Red- |

fern, going red.
“Go hon!” said Monty Lowther.
“y

7

. “Miud you don’t overdo it, Reddy!”

“Oh, don’t rot!” said Redfern.
suppose a chap can think if he liise:

** Cerlainly, old chap.” said Tom Merry.
“ But what wedghty subject occupied your
massive "

“Good -words, those, Tommy!"
chuckled Menty f.mwt_her. <

“Ring off, you ass! Arcn’t you going
lo confide in your old uncles, Reduy ?”

“Ahem!” coughed Redfern, .+*I—I
was thinking about writing a story for
i I can write

stories, you know.”

Tom Merry nodded. ¥

* Yes, you're.a clover old ass, Reddy,”
he said. 7 %ﬁﬂt's the story to be
about 1" *

0 < -

"ﬁzqﬁt} @1 up a tree—
, “A man up a tree—a detective,
wouldn't 'be a bad idea,” went on Red-
fern ruminatively. “Yes, a_detective,
trying to get a view over a high, spiked
wall, gets up a tree just by it, but while
he is up therc, his rival comes along gnd
pinches the ladder; and leaves him "up
there.” B

*“Ha, ha, ﬁa;’" roarcd the juniors in
Stud G

That’s not a4 bad plot,
said Arthur  Augustus
= “Are you weally gomn’ to
wite a:stowy, Weddy?” ;
“What-ho!” said Redfern. *I—I'm
rather in need of some cash, you know,
and somnre editers pay good prices for good
stories. I'll have a shot, anyway. M.
Lathom will lend me his typewriter, if
ask him njealy.” s o

* Bravo, Recfdy!" said Figgins proudly.
“I wish -you luck, old man. = You've
written jolly good stories before, and had
them published, and there’s no reason
why you shouldn't do it again. I can
tell you, Tom Merry, we've got same
brains over there in the New H 5

“Oh, bosh!” said Tomy Mer:
fully, “Reddy is ouly flash in ihe
pan, you knowr.  You New House fellows

are, & scatter-brained crew, really.”

here, Tom Merry,” began

Wiggins, rising wrathfully to his feet,

and pushing ick his cuffs, *if you're
»

asking for a row—"
*Pax, you chumps!” exclaimed Jack
“We asked you here

to tea—nol a dog-fight. 3Sit down and

finish  the grub, vow burbling idiots;
there’s plenty left.”
Figgins glared, and Tom Merry

grinned sweetly, and tea proceeded.
Dick Redfern was still thinking about
his story, whilst the others “jawed ™
footer. At length he rose, and asking
to be excused  because he wished to
commence writing his story, he with-
rew.
. Redfern went over to the New IHouse,
and settled down in 'his study to write.
Owoen and Lawrence, his chums and
study-mates, had been invited in to tea
by Pratt, so he was undisturbed,
‘Redfern worked diligently, and soon
bhad. his story completed, .
“Hawing read and corrected it, Redfern
was satisfied.  Then he went over to
Mr. Lathom, in the School House, and
requested the use of the Fourth-Fprm
raaster’s  typewriter. Mr., Lathom
ugreed readily, and, in the quict solitude
of the Fourth-Form room, Dick Red-
fern typed his story, and took a ewrbon
copy of it. Then he wrote a leiter ic
the editor of the *Leader Magazine,”
and, placing. the cover on the type-
writer, went -downstairs to post his
story. z
That having_been done, Redfern went.
up to his own #udy with the.carhon copy
Tre Gem Lisrsry.—No, 676, -
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Lawr were in there when he came
bin, d prep. They read their chum’s'
story #hilst Redfern took out his books

1]

! fully.

of his story in'his hand, This he placed
in the drawer of his desk. Owen and

for OWI prep.
“Topping !” said Lawrence.
“First rate!” remarked Owen. *Did
you think of that all yourself, Dicky "
“It reads almost as though it were
a personal experience of yours,” said
wrence,
Redfern smiled, and, folding. the copy,
placed it in his desk.
~i“It's the best plot I've hit on yet,”
1 said briefly. “And I hope to good-
ness the giddy editor of the ¢ Leader’
takes it! I could do with some cash !”
And the schoolboy jowrnalist _of St
Jim’s proceeded with his preparation, his

heart full -okhope for goed luck in the
future, T %

CHAPTER 4.

‘In the Vaulls !

¢ 8 that you, Redfern?”

I “Yes, rather, sir 1"
Those words were spoken iy low
tones, for it was night-time at St. ,
‘_Tin';’s‘,] and everybody was supposed to be

in bed.

Dick Redfern had stolen from his
dormitory, and gone down to the trades-

TAGGLES,
the School
porter.

—

men’s gate, in accordance to his arrange-
ment with Mr. Edwin Buzzard, of the
“Daily Recorder.”

Redfern threw a rope up ic Mr. Buz-
zard, who had clambered upon the wall.
Next minute - the joumaﬂ:ﬁ and his

schoolboy aggstam. were standing to-
g_eth}er withifi-the school walls of St.
im’s.

“* All serene, sir!" said Redfern cheer-
**Nobody knows T'm out of the
dormitory. This way 1o the vaults!”

The New- House junior led the way
across to the ald cloistersunderneath the
eln-trees.  Mr. Buzzard followed, looking
curiously round upon the massive pile of
St. Jim's standing gaunt and majestic
against the semi-gloom of’ the night sky.

Redfern and his companion entered the
ruined chapel. All was pilch black, and
silent as the grave.. With almost hal-
lowed steps they went over to where the
old slone in the floor gave access to the
vaults,  Redfern pulled up the stone,
and switching on an electric pocket-lamp
which he had thoughtfully brought with
him, directéd a heam of light into the
yawning gap beneath,

“Get down there, sir,” he said. “A
flight of stone steps takes you right
down into the voults.”

Mr. Buzzard went first, and Redfern
followed.

They could not repress their shudders
as the cold, earthy atmosphere of the|
vaults struck them. | .

Down' here, centuries. ago, the old
monks ofy St7 James” Monastery used to
hold secret conclaves, and hide, with all
tbe, . treasuxes . of .the. chapel,..when the
soldiers of the king attacked them. It

a Wonderful Paper! -

. s - ;
was still -believed that, secreled in the ;
xaplts~somewhere, lay the treasurc of-
Bt. James’ Monastery; but nobody yet
bad succeeded in discovering it. o

The underground darkness was pierted-
by the rays from the pocket-torcheg of
Redfern and Mr. Buzzard, showing’
the great stone arches and the m.
pillars, crusted with the dust of ag
_“This way,” said Redfern  guict
plunging into a long tunnel between the.
vaults, %

They procceded along, this dark tunnel
for some time, their footsteps echoing
hollowly. Redfern, sturdy as he was,
could not help conjuring up visiens of
ghosts down there in the black, mysteri-
ous depths of thé school vaults. ) J

At length Redfern halted before a large
oak door bourid with iron.

“This is the door that leads to the
vault heneath the shepherd’s hut in the
wood,” he said tensely. “We 8f. Jim’s
chaps often used to come down here for
a4 rag. The authorities believe that the
door is locked, but it isn’t—look !*

Redfern wrenched at’ the iron handle,
and thep applied his whole weight to t|

door. The great vak structure swuw
inwards easily and neisclessly. v
“By gum!” breathed Mr. Buzzard,

“That door has been oiled I
“Yes, grather!” chuckled Redfern.
“Our chaps have done that, you know.
Tom Merry and Blake and Figgins
somelimes pop down hero and oil the
hinges. One never knows when it may
be useful.” N .

* Ha, ha, ha !” chuckled the journalist,
“Yousyoung seamps ! L]
- They entered the vault beyond the
door, and examined it by means of their
clectric tarches, The stone walls were °
bare and crumbling with age. Not a
stick of furniture remained in the vault,
It was like an empty tomb, .

“Cheerful sort of. hole, I must say !*
remarked Mr, Buzzard critically. ** Now,
my lad, is ‘this where we've got to begin
searching for a passage to the old manor
house 7™

The St. Jim's junior nodded.

“Yes,” he said swiftly, “Ten to one.
there is a subterranean passage sonte-
where—the whole place is full of 'em®
Generally one of. the stone slabs in the
wall moves by means of a secret. spring.
Let's have a fonk,"

Redfern. examined the wall nearesé
hiim, whilst Mr. Buzzard went over to
the opposite wall and commenced to tap-
at the stone slabs.

Tap, tap, tap!

Not an_inch of the walls within veach
escaped (heir observation. Mr, Buzzard
came over to Redfern at last with a
despondent look,

“No luck " he said. *T've tapped the
wall all over, so far as 1 can reach.

Perhaps there is a seeret spring higher

up.”

“By Jove, sir, you may be right I ex-
claimed Redfern. *“Can I get on, your
shoulders ?** i

Myr. Buzzard agreed. Redfern mounted
his back, and then haluinced himself on
the stout little journalist’s shoulders, and
commenced to tap the wall above where
they had previously searched. H

SBuddenly Redfern discovered a gleam
of melal through the crumbling mortar
between the stone blocks,

“My hat! 1 believe I've got it now,
Sil' 134
He pressed upon ihe stone aud all
round it.

Click ! )

The sound came from below them, and,
logking down, they were amazed. fq-see
that one of the stone flags in tl r
had fallen in, leaving a large, black hole,

“Whew !"" whistled Redfern, jumping
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dbwit from My, Buzzard's back. *Tere’s
a giddy discovery, if you hke! Come on,
sir! We'll investigate this!”
-, Mr. Buzzard chuckled,
Jug light down the aperture. . y
puigent smell greéted their nostrils as
',#53', bent over,
%" There is a ledge below ug," said Mr.
Buzzard, divectd his light still lower.
© % And it looks like a well underseath
that.”
% Tet's get on the ledge, sir!’ ex-
: med Redfern. *T'll go_first, yon
on a1

ud switched
k

1) here while I test whether it
will hold us or not.”

“Redfern wuog  himsell  over, and
ilowed his whole weight lo rest wpon
the stone ledge.

“ Al

. sir!” he called. ‘It
as a rock!”

-3 joined him on the ledge
next minnt

There, * rounded
silence, they stood,
Below them yawned a deep well.
at the bottom they did not knov
around them loomed gaunt stone W
solemn and {owering and crumbling v
age.

Redfern switched his Jight towards
opposite wall, and geve vent té a sud
v of delight.

“Why, theve's a tunnel over there!
we could only gain the ledge oppe
this!”

Across the black hole of the well-mou
was another stone ledge, similar o i
one they were standing en. And behiud
the ledge was the gaping euntrance Lo
another tannel

£robably that tunael v
had been looking for.
they o cross the intervening gulf
order to reach the tunnel® .
» Redfern looked desperately round him,
but nothing of any use to themn could be
seen. If a ladder, or a board, had origin-
ally hoen theve, it had either heen taken
away by the monks who had used tius
secret retreat, ov it had fallen into the
Jepths of the well beneath.

«Well, here's a fing messup!” said
Redfern.  * It's too far to jump. Tf we
fell down into the well-—" He looked
down and shuddered.

The journalist had been looking in-
tently across at the tunnel. Suddenty he
gripped Rediern by the avm’and pointed.

“ Loo!

by inky black
watching ~ tensely
W

as the one they
But bow were
i in

k!" he exclaimed hoavsely. :
Tn thevdim light afforded by their
electric torches, Redfern looked, and saw
a figure standing in the tannel-mouth
that made him recoil with dismay.
. The face was evil and cadaverous, the
eyes glinting from between !\alf-(ln{sv]cli

“glits, the mouth open in a malev ,
leer. It was the faco of an old China-
man. The man was dressed in the flow-

ing garments of his race, his body bowed
and bent forward. Ie was regarding
Redfern and Mr. Buzzard with evil ey
“(ireat Scott!” ejaculated the
Jin's junior, when he-had recovered from
his amazement. < We-—we're:trapped!”
A low, cackling laugh rang out, break-
k tence like the

s fito the deep, gloothy si

crack of a whip.

: The journalist’s hand went instine-
* tively to his hip pocket, but again that

wocking laugh rang out, aud they saw

m

the €Chinaman's elaw-like

something in E
in the

hand that gleamed blue-black

light of the electric torches. -
Do not moved' came spitefully in

perfect English. T shall shoot yoy if

you do!” o )

* Redfern and his companion, faced by

tHat menacing revolver, had no alterna-

tive.

. Then other Chinesa figures appeared,

_ and a wooden plank was placed across H;.ﬁ

vgelf-mopth. The aged Chinaman, :

with the revolver raised, grinnedevilly at
hia two vietims. .

““ Come across this plank!” Me said.
“ Come over here now

Redfern and his companion looked at
cach other, and they grouwud their teeth
in helpless 1

“We—we can't refuse to do what the
yellow rascal 5, young ‘un,”  said
We are caught in a
Il go over first, and you
Alir v you gol'
e Il treet man stepped.on
to the plank. Redicen watched with
bated breath, fearful lest Buzzard should
fall.  But the dapper littie n went
When he r the

‘e

trap proy
follow,

oW
And tt

acl
. for if he

meless death s

g t horrible well.
When the St. Jim's junior arvived at
by the

» other side, he also was seized

tials, and his hands tied behin
b excluimed

1 Chinaman.

you doing here, and where

are you taking us?

No reply was given, but the Chinaman.

not where.
CHAPTER 5.
The Tragedy at St. Jim’s!
asked that

“W HATS unp. Figgy
guestion in a surprised tone

Tom  Mern)

of voice. The Terrible Three
of the Shell, and Jack Blake & Co. of the
Fourth were standing in the quadrangle
at St. Jim's next morning, chatting about
the forlhcoming football fixture with
tardon CGuy & Co., of Ryleombe Giram-
mar School, when Figgns, Kerr, and
Wynn of the New House came up.

7

They were looking extremely unhappy,
and seemed to be in the throes of great
anxiety. "

“ You chaps are looking jolly blue,”
remarked Jack PBlake. * Ratty been
regging you again®”’ s

*“No,”" said Figgins, hig voie
harsh, - “We can't find Reddy !

“ Wha-n-nt 7" 4

“ He wasn't in the dorm when rising-

a trifle

bell went this morning.” said Figgins

“ His bed has been slept in, and his

clobber is mnissing.

somewhere. §
5

So he must be ont
We've asked Taggles, and
o fellow has gone out of

‘here on earth
se you' chaps

Tom Merry & Co. and the chums of
the Fourih shook their heads.

* Bai Jove. I hope nothin' sewious has
ha‘n})uncul to Wedfern, deah boys!” sail
Arthur Augustus 1) g his
monocle firmly in his ¢
is in the school somewhe:
1 jolly well hope s said Figgin

iouslv. “ But I ean’t help thinking
ent out in the night, and—and
t come back!”

“ Great pip!”’

The chums of the Lower Sel

very grave. i

looked

They all liked Redfern..tho

$ p bov. and were really con-
« : the havd luck that had befallen
H pily,  There were several othee

fellows in the quadrangle,
anvious inquiries all round

But nobody had seen anything of"Diclk
Redfern that morni Figgins & Co.,
and Tom Merry abandoned their
search when breakiast-bell went.

“They hoped that Redfern would turn
up lo breakfast, but his place at the
Lreakfast-table was empty, and Mr, Ral-
cliff, the sour-faced Housemaster. glared
round upon the boys assembled there.
“Where is Redfern?”
obody answered.
“Figgins " exclaimed Mr. Raichiff
“Do you know where Redfern

and they made

;
testily.
eI

(!ndd nl
1
their electric torches, Redfern 1

denly Mr. Buzzard gripped Redfern by the arm and i
Look ! he exclaimed hulrtnlg.- in the dim light ln‘ﬂd
L] =

in thetunnel=mouth. it wasthat of an old'Chinaman; .

d, and saw a fig




M
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“No, sir,” replied Fig.gins Ingubri-

ously.
“Has he not descended from the
dormitory #' asked Mr. Ratcliff, be-

coming testisr than ever.

“ N-no, sir M said Figgins desperately.
“He—he wasn’t in heﬁ when we woke
up, and we haven't seen him at all this
morning.”

““Good heavens !

Mr. Rateliff hastily gulped dewn his
breakfast, and hurried away. The New
House juniors looked meaningly at each
other. They knew that Mr. R«wg{']iﬁ ha
gone to inform the Head of Redfern’s
diszppearance. =

After breakfast the boys assembled in
the quadrangle and in the corridore,
discussing the strange affair in animated
tones,

Figgins and Kerr, and Lawrence,
Redfern’s studymates, were called into
the Head's study; but neither of the
juniors could furnish any information.

Dr. Holmes' kind old face plainly
showed the anxiety he felt over the
mystertous disappearance of the Fourth-
Former,

“You may go, Figgins,” he said. “I

shall inf; the police authorities imme-
diaiely, eover, Mr. Ferrers Locke,
the cele London detective, whom

you already know is a great friend of
mine, will be in the neighbourhood of
Wayland this moming. I will telephone
him, and ask him to come here and
investigate this most distressing affair.”

Figgius, Kerr, and Lawrence went, full
of the news, N

Tom Merry, Manners, Lowther, Blake,
and D'Arcy met them in the passage
outside.

“Anything
eagerly.

* No—exeopt that the Head is going
to ask Forrors Locke to ceme over this
morning and investigate Reddy's dis-
appearance,” said the long-legged hero
of the New Houte. X

The School House juniors weve in-
terested at once.

“Ferrers Locke!” exclaimed Tom

enthusiastically. “'Oh, how rip-
ping ! If anything terrible has happened
to Heddy, yon may be sure Ferrers Locke
will Aind it out!” .

The St. Jim's juniors had hrightened
considerably at the news that Ferrers
Locke was i the vicinity and was coming
over, They had met the celebrated de-
tective several times before, and helped
him in various cases. Tom erry,
vspecially, was on friendly terms with
Ferrers Locke, who had enlisted Tom's
«ervices many limes in tho past.

The bell for lessons rang, and the boys
trooped into ihe Form-rooms still dis-
cussing the affair.

Great was the excitement thai had been
caused throughout the school, and the
masters had a very trying time with the

doing 7" ‘asked  Tom

* hoys that morning. They were as thank-

ful as the pupils themselves when at
last the bell rang and the Form-rooms
vmptied again. i

Tom Merry & Co. learned that Ferrers
Locke was expected any minuie, so they
walted at the gates for the great detec-
tive to arrive.

A large open motor-car drove through
the gatea, and a cheer arose as Ferrers
Y.ocke was recognised.

The ear stopped, and the dotective
stepped out. Inmedjately he was sur-
rounded by a throng of eager schoolboys,
in the forefront of whom were Tom
Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co.

“ Hallo, Tom!” esclaimed Ferrers
Locke, striding up fo Tom Merry and
shakimg him  warmly by the Ihﬁud,

g car

“Yes;5ir,” replied Tom Merry. “Red-
fern of-the New House—you remeniber
him?” °

“By Jove, of course!” said the de-
tective seriously. * 8o Redfern has dis-
appearcd 7"

Figgins then explained that Redfern
was not in the dormitory that morning,
and had not been seen since. The de-
tective listened with head lowered, and
then he looked up briskly.

“Well, my lads, I shall have to see
Dr. Helmes,” he said, * So-long!”

And with swift, swinging sirides he
walked across the quadrangle towards
the School House.

Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co.
went over io Mrs, Taggles' tuckshop
to discuss the affair over%loz cordial and
doughnuts, )

None of them could offer a salisfactory
explanation of Redfern’s absence from
school.  Fatty Wynn suggested ihat
Reddy had run away to go to work; but,
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“What 7" exclaimed Figgins faintly,
“Redfern’s 'dead i
“Ves!? howled Scrope, finding his
voice at last. “We've seen him—n the
ruined cha
Mellish & Co. shuddered.
* Bai Jove!”

The chums of the Lower School locked - -

at the black sheep of the Fourth in
speechless amazement. - It was evident
from their scaved looks that they had
sean sowething in the rumed chapel
that had frightened than,  Mellish &

| Co. often went secreily into the ruined

chapel fo indulge in the forbidden Juxury
of a cigarette.

“Look here, you fellows!” said Fig-
ging, turning with a white face to the
oihers. *There must be some ghastly
wistake! Reddy can’t be dead! Let's
go and have a look!™

“Wun like anyth deah boys ! said
Arthur Augustus I’ Arey, as they all ran
off together.

Mellish, Scrope, and Chowle did n‘éﬁ_‘__-
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as Toin Merry remarked, Redfern wauld
surely have left a note behind. Besides,
if he had intended running away, his
belongings would have been gome, too,
whereas the ihings in his etudy were left
just as usual. Not a thing had been
tounched. 4

Having refreshed {hemsslves at the
tuckshop, the ¢hums of the Lower
School walled together into the quad-
rangle. As they did so, three wildly-
excited and scared figures came dashing
out from bencath the old

Tom Merry & Co. sla;‘&zd and looked
in amazement at Percy¥ Mellish, Berope,
and Chowle, the black sheep of the
Fourth.

“FHore, slop a minute, yon idiots!™

bawled Monty Lowther. “What's the
matter? Have you seen a ghost?”
Mellish & Co. halted and came over

to the others. Upon their white, pasty
faces wero looke of indeseribable horror.
“ Redfern !” gasped Mellish, licking his
dry lipe. “We--we've seen him I
Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co.
brightened.
“Where?"” They exclaimed eagerly.
“In —in_the ruined chapel I stut-
tered Mellish, still gasping. “IIe—he
—o?

“Well, you chump? What is there to
be frightened at?”
“Redfern's dead )"’

Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co. |

gave convulsive start® .

ACCOME them. Those youths, 0-
roughly frightened, went indoors te
spread the news of their discovery,

In the cold, chilly glosm of the ruited
chapel Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins
& Co. halted. They hac ht Bight
of a still, huddled fizure lyinz on the
hard stone floor.

They approached it with bated breath,
fearful of what they might behold. The
sunlight filtering throngh the cld slained-
glass windows fell full upon the face of
the schoolboy who lay proue on the floor,
motionless and atill.

“Cood heavens!"
Merry,  “Tt’'s Redd

*“Is he—is he dead

They bent over the inert form of their
schoolfellow, and.- Tom Merry gently
raiscd the closed eyelids. They wers
quite limp in his fingers, and the eyes
did not flicker” the slightest. With a
face as white as that of the motionless
junior before him. Tom nndid the waist-
coat and felt for the beating of Redfern’s
heart, But no{ the remotest sign of
animation could he fiud. The body was
not even warm. He drew back with a
shudder.

“ He—he's dead !

“Redfern dead!”

The words came hoarsely from the
throats of all the juniors stauding there.
For a few tense momenis there was
silence. The St. Jim's juniors gazed with
horrified fascination at the body of Red-
fern stretched lifeless at their feet, Then
Figgins, with a great, dry sob, flung him-
self down beside his schoolfellow.

“Reddy !” he cried. “Reddy, cold
chap! Can’t you hear me?”

But the prone figure did not move.

Then there was a tramping of fect ont-
side, and next minute a large number of
juniors and seniors, at the head of whom
was Kildare, the captain of Bt Jim’s,
came into the ruined chapel, and gazed,
spellbound, at the huddled figure on the
oor, °

Lawrence and Owen, Redfern's study-
mates and fellow-scholarship lads, burst
their way forward, and kneli, with
Figgins, beside the prostrate body.

“Reddy!” cried Lawrence huekily.
“Reddy, you can't be dead!”

“He can’t bo dead!” echoed Owen, his’
face drawn and haggard. y

Kildare bent down, and examined the
figure. Iis face was grave as he stood

up- P

“He’s dead right cnough,” muitepoil
captain of St. Jim's, palid
“Oh, thank goodness; here
lead and Ferrers Locke!” -

Dr. Holmes’ face was pale 43 he Jooked
down upon Redfern, siretched lifeless

muticred  Tom

v

i
o

, Iying on his back—deat I
A
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“CGood heavens!” he exclaimed, in
horror. It is impossible for this

_enstrons calamity to have kefallen the

my dear sir, pray

s ilferrers Locke did so, and his face was
siern and set as he looked up.

“The boy, I am afraid, is past all
:human aid,” he said quietly.

“Good heavens!”
A hushed silence fell upon those stand-
inz round, and the boys who had beon
¥ ing caps revecenutly removed them.

Dr. Helines scemed to have aged

.during those tense minutes, He was
to0 overcome with emotion to speak at
first, but at last he spoke, gravely and
meisively.
Boys, pray depurt from here at once.
Kildare, we must fetch the ambulance
from the school sanatorium, and have
this poor lad removed there.”

The boys moved away in silence, and
1aok deep breaths of fresh aiv when they
were outside. The mark af tragedy was
wrilten across every face.

‘4% Poor old Reddy!” muitered Fack
Blake huskily. *I-—1 can’t believe it.”

** Neither can 1,” said Tom Merry, i
a giave voice.  “What will Redd
people say about this? Oh, it's awful I

“I am weally deeply gwieved, deah
boys,” said D’Arcy, furtively polishing
his monocle.

The boys stood in groups in the quad-
ranglo and watched. with awed intere
the ambulance, upon which was Redfern’s
lifeless body, being conveyed from ihe
ruined chapel (o the s i

The Head and Ferrers Lock
Kilflare was despurched to telephon
a doctor at once. 3

Not one.person at St Jim's could
throw off the air of tragedy that was in
the very atmosphere. Grim, white faces
were everywhero, and even the fellows
wha had an enemies of Redfern,
Liacguse he was a scholarship boy, were
husired and dismayed.

CHAPTER 8.
Ferrers Locke Investigates !

€ HIS iz a very serious matter,
Dr. Holmes.” -
Terrers Locke spoke in a

quiet, grave voice. e was
standing by the window in the Head's
shu Dr. Holmes was seated at his
desk, looking quilo aged and worn.
Seated in the- armchair weas the loeal
doctor, who had been summoned to
xamine Redfern.
_“You say, docior, that an injection
over the heart was the probable cause of

. the boy's death?” asked the detective.

% Vey” peplied the medical man. rub-
hing his chin in _evident perplexjty.
“Thero is the mark of 2 syringe just
over the heart. Yet the only thing I
can attribute death to -is heart failure.”

The doctor anj Fervers Locke looked

. signiicantly at the Head of St. Jim’a,

Dr. Holmes seeined extremely agitated.

**We must sift this tragedy to its very
liottom, Locke, even if only for the poor
lad's parents,” said tha Head, in a low
voice. ‘' You will take the matfer up,
and do all you can to clear the mystery I

Ferrers Locke nodded.

“Yes, Dr, Holmes, I promise yon that
_everything I can do shall be done,” re-
plied the detective.  *First of all, I
thinl: it will be necessary o question
~the boys. I am going along to eee
Merry.”

Ferrers Locke walked out of the Head's
study, and made his way along towards
‘the Shell passage. Ha tapted at the
door of the end study, and Monty
T.awther’s veice bade him entor. Usually,
Monty's voiee was cheery aud bright, hut
pow it had lost all that, and.was quite
1morasa.

(it Wil be interesting.”

Ferrers Locke found the Terrible Threo
seated dn iheir study round € re,
apparently doing nothing but brood over
the tragedy at the school.  They all
jumped up when the detective entered.

“Hallo, sir!” exclaimed Tom Merry, a
glad light leaping into his eyes. *¥You
are going fo stop at St. Jim's and find
out how Reddy died?”

“Ves, my lad," replied thi deteclive
gravely, ““And for that purpose I have
come to ask vou a few questions. You
and Rediern were on the best of terms,
1 believe " *

“Yos, rather, siv!” replied Tom rather
huskily. “Reddy was one of the best
and siraightesi fellows we've had at St.
Jim's. If he has been killed, we—we'll
find out who did it, and then—-"

Tom paused. Monty Lowther and
Manners were looking grim.  Ferrers
Locke sat on the end of the table, and
proceeded to ask the chums of the Shell
vavious questions concerning Redfern.

Tigyins happened to lock in soon after-
wards, and he steyed to answer the de-
tective's guestions.

The St. Jim's juniors told Ferrers
Locke of the misfortune that had over-
taken Iedfern’s people, and his conse-
quent _anxiety that he would have to
leave St. Jim's and work for them. They
recommted how vesterday Redfcrn had
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rcod. and came back in
its, and had writien a
ening, and sent it to

gone out to
move cheer!

e
it would be a d, and paid for.
Ferrars Locke listened weenly, his face
calm and immobile. When he had
learnt all that he could, he jumped off
the end of the table where he had been
seateql. g
“Are you going back lo ihe New
House, Tiggins?” asked the detective.
“If s, T will accompany you and make
an examination of Redfern’s stndy.
scover something of importance

may
there.”

“ Right-ho, sic!” said Figgins, and he
and the detective departed, leaving Tom

Merry & Co. to discuss the matter be-
tween themselves,

In the New House, Ferrers Ldtke went
up fo the Fourth Form passage, and
Figgins showed hint Redfern’s study.
Lawrence and Owen were there, looking
dismal and gloomy. The loss of their
chnm had hit them very hard indeed.
They willingly agreed to Ferrers Locke's
reguest {o make an examination, and
assisted him when it was necessary. But
the search of Redfern’s belongings re-
voaled nothing, except two letters he
had received from his father, saying that
business was very bad. The detective
found the carbon copy of Redfern’s siory
in the desk, however, and {ook charge

of it.

#1 shonld like o read this storyi
fold Lawrence and Owen, as he wéab out
of the study. *Not that it will“be of
any use to ue in my investigations, but

. The dinuer-bell was ringing as Ferrers
Locke crossed the quadrangle, and the
boys were {rooping indoors, Toby, tha
school page, was standing at the foot of
the steps, with a sheaf of letters in his
hand, which the postman had just. de-
livered, Ferrers Locke stopped.

“Any letters for me?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” replied Toby, and he com-
menced to scan each letter, mumbling
the name of each as he passed i1
Terrers Locke's eyes gleamed when he
heard the name ° Master Richard Red-
fern.”

“(jive me that letter I'" he commanded.
_Toby hunded the letler to the deiec-
tive, together with the latters addressed
to him, and Ferrers Locke went vp to
his room. .

e opened the leiter addressed to Red-
fern, and found it to be from the edifor
of the “Leader Magazine,” accepting
the story, and offering five guineas for
it. When he had perused his own letters,
Ferrers Locke took the carbon copy of
Redfern’s story from his pocket, and pro-
ceeded to vead it. smoking his pipe mean-
while. .

It {eok the detective a guarter ‘of an
hour to read the story, and ‘whea he laid
it down, a gleam of intense excitement
had eniered his eyes.

“Pyr Jove!” muitered the defective,
drawing deeply at his pipe. “I wonda
Ts it possible that the story was founded
on fact—written by Redfern after having.
met with such an adventurs as described .
in his story, which impressed Bim.co
deeply that he set it down in words?
The story reads as though it were an
account of the author’s actual experience.
Creat Scofi! I wonder!” s

The dereciive folded sthe storv, and
placed it back in his_pockef. Then he
proceeded to eat his dinner, which Teby
brought up to

him. e

After dinner the defective put on his
hat and overccat, and wenf out. e met
th> Terrible Three and Jack Blake & Co.
in the Close.

“ Ah, my lads, just a few more q
tions ! said the defective, going ov
them. an you tell me if dgrre i
large empry manor house in the ne
bourhood here, whose large, tree-co

grounds are enclosed by a high, spiked

wall? The house is supposed - to le

hannt&d, and has been untenanted for-
some hime. 1 should say that the houso
stood on the outskiris of the wood, arvd
that trees were growing near ihe wall.”
The St. Jim's juniors looked in am,
ment at the detective.

“hy, you must refer to Moor Hall !”
exclaimed Jack Blake. *That place ju-t
abont fits your description. It standas
just on the outskirls of Ryleombe Wood
and Wayland Moor, and has a high,
spiked wall. By gum! B has
nothing to do with it, has he?"”

%7 don't know—yet,” replied Ferrers
Tocke; and, with a tlmltghtipul lock upon
his face, he walked away. =~

Tom Merry & Co. watched his tall,
stalwart figure pass through the gates,
and then they went up to prepave their
books for afternoon lessons. =

CHAPTER 7. ,
An Amaring Mystery !
1

BOOM

The last stroke of eleven tolled

from the school clock-tower at St.

Jim's. All was dark and still in

ihe Shell dormitory. The boys were

asleep, with one exception.

Tom Merry sat up in bed, and looked

round him.

“Yon fellows asleap?” he asked.

There was no reply to Tom’s question.

The capidin of the Shell could nob:
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_ manner, tortured him.

- over the events of the day.

‘Merry 7

5 " You've

10

slaep that nighf, Thoughts of Dick Red-
fern, lying lifeless in the ‘school sana-
torium, done to death in some mysterious
Try as he would,
he was unzble to banish those thoughts
from his mind and repose himself.
‘Pom had been lying in bed, thinking
Ferrers
Locke had come in just affer tea-time.
lgoking tired, but cheerful. Had the de-
tective discovered anything? Had the
grimi, dreary place knovwn as Moor Hall
anything to do with the tragedy that had
befallen Dick Redfern 7

The more Tom - Merry thonght, the
moreé he became couvineéd that, i some
way, Moor Hall hid the secret of fo-
day’s tragedy.

Tom Merry scrambled out of bed, and
hastily dressed himself. Taking his boots
in his hands, he left the Shell dermitory,
and made his way along the main cor-
ridor towards the room that had been
appointed for Ferrers Locke’s use.

Tom-knew that the detective would be
uF. A light was shining under the door
of the room when he approached. He
tapped, and the grawe voice of Ferrers
Locke answered.

“(ome in !

Tom Merry entered. The detective
was seated at the table, smoking heavily,

- A thick ‘haze of tobacco-smoke hung
ahout the room. Tom closed the door.

“Great Seott! Do you wani me,

Yea, sir,” rveplied the captain of the
Sheil.. “I—T can's go 1o sleep lo-uight,
T feel that somchow I mit be up an
doing something for Reddy. So I cam
along to ses you. Have jou discovered
anything #” ! N

ni?'exmrgs Locke nodded.
“¥es. Torn. There ate inhabi

Moor Hall, 1 found the place this after-

_ noon, and looked for a high trea over-
Jooking the wall. A neighbouring farmer
told me that Rediern had borrowed o
ladder from him on Wedue
noomn, to assist a friend i
{rom a tree. Whe Redfe was I
did not know, until I ran inte a fellow
named Parkinson, who turns cuu to be
a speciad correspondent of the * Murning
Wire.” It appears, from what Par
told me, that he had a rival on th
named Buzzard. wl he di

the tree on W
Tadder away.

.**So this Tellow, Buzzard, of the © Dail
Recarder,’ is the one Redlern helpes
down from tree. DBoth those news-
paper fellows are .afier gotting at the’
secret of Moor Hall! Undoubtedly, there
ia something mysterious going on in
there. Parkinson says they are China-
il in that case, there 1s something
very much wrong. Chinamen do ot iu- |
habit empty houses in England, and keep |
their presence secret, for nothing.

*It’s my belief that Redfern, whom we
know has a leaning towards journalism.
widertook to assist this man Buzzard, and
that they somehow managed io get into
Mooy Hall on Wednesday night, and
were captured. The Chinamen. in there

wiust have injected some poison in Red-
fern’s heart, and left his dead boiy IE
Tar

the ruined chapel of St. Jim's
< tha#, Tom—the Chinamen left R
. body ia the ruined chapel. Now,
“ does that suggest to you:”
“My hat!*” said Tom, who had heen
- thinking ewifily. It means thai there
Iust be some sort of communication be-
tween Moor Hail aund §t, Jim’s., They
surely wouldn’t have carried Redfern ail
the way through the wood from Moor
Hall, over the wall, and dumped him in
the chapel.  They muish have used an

undergrou *
b smiled the » detective.

F'ﬂs_cﬂn‘!{"
iiz on. the real explanation,
¥.~—No.. 676,
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Tom, in my opinion, There are innumer-
able secre passages underncath the
ground in this neighbourhaeod, ‘and it is
more than probable that a subterranean
communication exists between St. Jim's
and Moor Hall, which used to be the oid
manor houze. Tom, I'm going to see if
I can discover that secret passage.’”

“And—and get into Moor Hall—
among the Chinamen !” breathed Tom.

The detective nodded, afd looked
keenly ab the captain of the Shell.

“I might require some assistance,

om,” he said. “Wonld you cave to
take on the job?”

Tom Merry's eyes sparkled.

* Yes, rather, sir!” he
“When do we start—now 1"

The detective pursed his lips,

“Well, 1 intended starting to-night,
Tom,” he said. “I don’t know, though,
whether I ought to take you out at this
time at night. You must bear in mind
that we may enter into great danger. I
had better see Dr. Holmes, before 1 take
¥ou out with me, Wait here, Tom.
sha’'n’t be long.”

The detective was gone ten minutes.
When he returned Tom greeted him
eagerly.

“ Well, sir 7%

“I have ebtained the Head's pex:
to take you and Blake and Talbot,
Ferrers Locke, with a smile,

exclaimed.

said

“Let us

rouse them at’once, and proceed with oar
»

invesiigations.

*Oh, how rippiug !”

Tom Merry hastened back io the
Lourth Form dormitory. Sounds of
lumber greeted his cars as he entercd.
'he deep bass snore of Baggy Trimble
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strnck through the gll‘uum with rever-
berating intonation. Tom went cver to
Blake's bed, and shoolk the oceupant.

* Yaw-a 1" grunted Blake, stirring
sleepily.  “Gerraway! ‘Tain’t rising-
beli 17

“Wake up, old son!” said Tom Merry
swiftly. * Ferrers Locke wants you to
come with us, to find out things about
Reddy. CGet up!” L

Blake needed no second bidding. e
Jjumpad vist of bed, and serambled into his
clothes. Tom Merry hastily explained,
and then went to rouse Talbot.

The three juniors met Ferrevs Locke
on the stairs, and they went. along to
the box-room together, and climbed out
of rhe window. )

The moon was shiming in the quad-
rangle, shedding a eoft light over tha
sleeping school, =

“Over to the cloisters!”
Locke quietly.

Then,. all of a sudden, a burly form
dashed up from round a bultress of the
scheol buildings, Tom Merry and the
others mere amazed to see Gerald Knox,

y prefect of the 8ixth. Knox's
white as death in the moonlight,
and he stared, wild-e;

said Ferrvers

, before him.
Knox bad prebably been cut on one of
ons te

those secret midnigh

JAorinm, dead, they believed.
i

'Compeii-ﬁon -

which he was so addicted. Knox was a
profect, but he would not have retained
that position a_day after the Tiend knew.

of his rascally habita.

“Knox !" ~ exclaimed Tom Merrys'
“8top, you chump! What's  the
matter i

Kuox halted before them, panting for:
breath. !

“Don’t go over there!"” he gasped.
pointing back towards the clms n the
quadrangle. *Don’t go over there !”

“What ave you burhling about,
Knox 7" demanded Tom Merry wonder-
“What's wrong over there?”

host ! cried the prefect, in-
terror-stricken tones. * Redfern — his
whost! T've seen it walking across the
¢uad into the cloisters !”

* Great Scott !

Yvidently Knox was speaking the truth
—ov what he imagined to be the trath.
He scemed to be frightened out of his
wits,

“Redfern’s ghost! That is impos-
sible!” said Ferrers Locke. “Knox, are
you sure your imagination is not running
away with you?”

“I tell you I saw Redfern as clearly as
I can see you !” gasped Knox. * He was
walking steadily towards the cloistors, his
cyes glaring in front of him, like—like a
dead body. Redfern is dead! It can’t
Le him! 'It's a ghost ! Oh, it’s awful!"

Knox panted for breath,

Fervers Locke and the others regarded
the prefect in astounded silenea for o fow
minutes, Then the deteciive spoke
abruptly,

. " A ghost is impossible! Eiiher Knox
i labouring under a delusion, or- 2

“Or what, sir?” breathed Jack Blake,

“I—T don’t know. Come on, my lads1
We'll find ont.”

And the datective set off at a run to~
wards tho doisters, Tom Merry, Blake,
and Talbot followed. £

Gerald Knox, theroughly frightened,
went indcors,
he detective and his three schoolboy
assislanty dashed over to the cloisicrs at
top specd. Emerging from- beneath the
olms, they saw a ligure walking bencath
the stone arches of the cloisters that
made them pauso in awe,

* Redfern ! gasped Tom Merry, Blalke,
and Talbot together.

It was the figure of Redfern, evect, and .
fully dressed, walking with slow, bat
steady steps,  The schoolbors clenched
their teeth to prevent cries escaping from
iheir Jips, Redfern was in the sana-
Yet here he
¥ n the flesh, Or was it semething
supernataral?  Was it the ghoat of Red-
fern walking the school cloisters?

Ferrers Locke gripped Tom Merry by
the arm, -

“Let ns get in front of him,” whis-
pered the detcctive, in n hoarse voice.
* We shall then bo better able to judge.™

They sped swiftly among the arches,
until they had overtaken the slow, plod-
ding figure of the dead schoolboy. ~ Peer-
ing from behind a large stone arch, they
examined the appr ing figure closely.
The mctnlight foll across the white face,
revealine the pumistakable features of
Dick Redfern. His eyes were open. and
staring  unnaturally, his arms  hun
:Ll‘aiggﬁ down by ks side, lis hands
clenched. It was Dick Redfern right
enough.

Raﬁf@rn walked slowly past, leoking
neither to the right nor left, but staring
straight hefore lim, in the manner of u
sleep-walker,

When he had passed, . Ferrers Locke
li\]mtd to the white-fuced sehoolboys with
um. E e

“It. is Redfern,” he sid, in.a low
voice. i

“ Amazing as it may seem, he
cannet be dead: ere he is before ns
riow—as alive as'you or I, This affair is

e, i
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" of the stone's position,
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the mosi uncanny T have ever come across
i the whole course of my detective work,
'The hoy was dead yesterday—that 1 can
swear to! Yet a miracle has happened.
He-has come to life.”

Fom Mervy licked his dry lips.

“0Oh, T am glad—glad that Reddy ia
alive!I” ho breathed, “What are we
going to do now, sir?”

“Follow him!” veplied the detective
tersely. *“In my opinion, Redfern is in
the hypnotic state, and that means he is
making his way towards the man whose
will is controlling liim. These Chinese
devils are past-masters in the art of
wizardry and hypnotism.  Redfern is
going back to Mocr Hall—via the vaulfs
of this school.”

“Great Scott !

“I am going to follow him,” said
Ferrers Locke, taking a revolver from his
hip-pocket. * Are you lads game to risk
it with me %"

“I'm game 1" gaid Tom Merry.

‘480 am I, s said Blake.

* And I!” said Talbot,

“This way, then!” said Ferrers
Locke.

y y. 80 as not to disclose
their presence to the junior in front,
they followed him into the ruined chapel.

. Redforn made straight towards tho secrct

stome, raised it, and clambered through,
replacing the stone into tiom.

“That scttlon it 1 said Ferrvers Locke,

snap of the teeth. A ghost
aldn’t do that | Redforn is in a trance,
and i quite: oblivious to ng behind him.
Down iirto the vanlts, my lads!™

They removed the stone, and, ene by
ane, clamberad through, Ferrers Locke
had a pocket-torch, whicl he switched on.
In frout of them, walking like'n specire
rmong tho stone arches, was Redfern.
ile also had a light, It was the pocket-
“torch he had taken with bim the pre-
vions ovenng, and which had remained
in his pock -

They stalked Redfern throngh the
voults, moving -sitently among the arches,
Ag last the doer leading to the vault be-
neath the sheplierd's hut was reached.
Redfern. walked -through, closing the
door. Ferrevs Locke and the St Jim's
juniors were close behind.  They held

- the door half cpen, and watched Red-
fern teuscly.

Redfern, slill in a mechanical manper,
gave a jump upwards, and touched a
eertain stone in. the wall above him.
Forrers: Locke grimly made a mental note

i No sooner had
Redfern. touched ib. than a large stone
slab in the floor moved. inwards, display
ing a dark gap. Watched. in breathless
vileneo by those at the door, Redfern
climbed through the hele, aid the stone

moeved hack into position.
The vault was empty.
CHAPTER 8,
The House of Fear ! .
ERRERS LOCKE, Tem Merry,
F Blake, aud Talbot stood there mn
silence for sowme moments. Then
the detéctive spole briskly.
“ There's no iime to v
Are you going to follov
* Yes, sir!” said Ten Merry, gritting
his teath. .
They went into the vault, and Ferrers
Vocke switched on his electric light. He
mave a lithe jump. and pressed against

the stone that Redfern had’ touched. At}

krst he did not succeed in opening the
stone slah in the floor, but-his sccond
nttampt released: the sccret spring.  With
a faint, gﬁndinﬁ: noise, the stone slab
swung inwards, leaving the greal yawn-
ap for the-stalkers.of Pick Redfern.

Llis

; 1o climb through.

Verrars. Locks went firsb, "and dis-
covered the ledge over the well = He

' said grimly.

e, my lads! |

swang himseil down., and then Tom
Merry, Blake, and Talbot followed.

‘There was barely room for the four of
ithem on the small ledge. They looked
down into the dark depths of the weil,
and shuddered.

Redfern was gone—where? Not into
the well, surely. The detective’s flash-
lamp swept across the gulf. illuminaiing
the other ledge and the tunnel-mouth
opposite,

¥ By jingo!” mutiered Ferrers Locke.
“We'nre up against it now, my lads, and
no mistake! Rediern has presumably
crossed the gulf, and has gone down that
tunnel, which must lead to Moor Hail
But how did he get across? He could
not have jumped if!”

“There must have been somehody
there to shove a plank aeross, siv,” said
Tom Merry. *1—I hope to goodness
nobedy is watchiag us now!” .

The detective’s jaw set grimly, and he
looked round him.in the gloomy silence
of the underground vault.

“Wa've got 1o cross this well!” he
“If we don’t, we might as
well give up ail hope of unravelling this
mystery !’

He kneit down and bent over the cud
of the ledge, flashing his torchlight round
the crumbling stone walls of the well
Then Fervers Locke gave a_sudden swifi
exclamation, :

““ T think I know how to manage it.
lade. Hold the light for me, Tom,
vou

Ther waitched the detective wonder-
ingly, as he swung himself ovor the end
of the ledge. Tom Merry bent down and
directed the beams of the torchlight upon
the wall of the well.

The wall of the well was crumbling
with age, and stones had become dis-
ledged and fallen. to the bottom, leving
holes in the wall that would enable the
deteetive to gain foot and hand held.
Ferrers Locke proceeded cautiously, and
grasped with his hands one of these
niches supplied by the mwissing buicks.

my
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His feet zought anoiker, and rested in
the hole. Then the detective bent side-
waysand grasped another of these niches,
swung himself over, and hung there,
balanced in the air.

The watching schoolboys on the ledge
above held their breath. Tom Merry
directed the light upon the wall, and
found another niche. This the detective
reached, using his strength and athletic
powers to their full advantage. Then
there were plenty of holes in the wall,
and, slowly but surely,. Ferrers Locke
worked himself half-way round the well;
until he wae underneath the ledge oppo-
site the cne on which the schoolboys were
standing. Then he raised an arm, pulled
himseli up, and at last clambered on to
the ledge.

Tom Merry & Co. drew deep breaths of
relief. 'The detective’s feat was accom-
plished, and he was now standing in the
tunnel mouth. Tom Merry had the torch,
which would have been broken had he
thrown it across to Ferrers Locke. . '

The
detective therefore had to grope his way
into the {winel. A swift exclamation of
satisfaction escaped his lips when he
barked his shins up against a hard sub-
stance which,. upon examination, .proved
to be a long wooden plank—evidently
used by the Chinamen for crossing ihe
well-month.  Redfern had probably
crossed by that, too, and taken it away
when he had reached the other side.
Ferrers Locke bore the plank back to
the ledge, and placed it across the inter-
vening gulf. 'Tom Merry crossed over
first, and then came Blake and Talbot
“Jolly good, sir!” said Tom Merry,
when they were all four congregaicd in
the tuniel-mouth. * Now we cau go
ght oy to Maor Hall. This tunnel must
lead there.
They trod warily, fearful of lur
enemies in the thick gloom ahe;
them. A usty, earthy smell was in tha.
atmosphere of the tannel. Where would
it lead them? .
Ferrers Locks's eleciric forch pierced

the. glass tube on his s

Ferrora tocke's wrist.

ap

arm.

ThosLhinaman ed a buttop, and & thin dart of blue light laapt
gtas W d focused itself dirast

Immediatoly a numb feeling came-over
(See page 12,
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the blacknesa. and at length they reached
a door that barred [urther progress along
the tunnel. They halted, and the delec-
tive examiped the lock. With a grunt
of satistaction, he puiled an oiled bolt and
swung the door open. With his revolver
gripped in readiness, he' went through.
There was a swift patter of feet, and a
gasping cry. Then, as Tom Merry, Blake,
Bid Talbot followed Ferrers Locke
through the door, they saw him standing
over u prone figurs. The man on the
floor was an ugly Chinaman.

“That's settled his hash!” said ihe
detective grimly. *“ A knock on the head
with the butt of my revolver soon put
him out of mischief. Come om, my lods.
it scems that we have now lo climb some
steps.”’ .

A long flight of crumbling stone steps
confronted them. Ferrers Locke went
{irst, his revolver poised in readiness. and
they ascended the stairs. It took them

* five minutes {o reach the top.

i We must be on the roof of the house
now, my lads,” said Ferrers ke, halt-
ing before a grating. ** Ah! This slides
back. Mind how wou step throngh !

They clambered through the graling,
and found themselves in  the dirty,

noisome depths of an old-fashioned chini-
ney. Niches in the walls of the chimuey
enablg one to climb up ot down, in the
yoauner of the chimney-sweeps Iv days
gone by, Ferrers Locke and the St
;‘/Jgnx'a juniors looked at cach other I

-2

mazement.

“ We're in Moor Hail- ide one of

the chimneys,” said the datective auietly.
the most perilous bart of

honee where it may lead ts. I'm goiiz
first, ‘Pom, will ¥ou come down oftor-
wards? 1 should like Dlake amid Taibot
to remain here on guard.” ]

The plucky juniors agread to this
aveapgrement, and Ferrers Locke pro-
eoeded to climb_dowi the chimney,
followed by Tom Merry.

Tom's blood coursed swilily theough
his veins. He did not kuow what danger
awaited him at the bottom, but this he
did know—Dick Redfern was there, and
in tho hands of euemies. “Tom set his
teeth hard. There could be 10 thoughts
of turping back 1 He would sn:ukll

Through. The pr o of Ferrers Locke,
ihe intrepid detective, gave him confi-
denca.

«Alind, Tom!" came the detective’s
voico in a whisper, “Weo {and here. I
dare not flash the light on.”

Tom climbed down cautiously, and felt
the detective's er. When e

should
jumped by Ferrors Locke's side he forind
hinself cramped in a small space, sione-
walled on either side. 2
Not a sound broke through the cerie
davkness,  Ferrers Locke stretched an
arm forward, and felt what sppeared to
be 2 door in front of him. Then, with
[t suddenness, a startling thing hap-
pered.

Tom Merry found-himself being turned
round slowly. The small chamber . in
which he stood was vevolving. Ferrers
T.ocke gripped Tom's armt and hissed for
_silence. There was a_sudden jolt and a
Visiou of eoft light, end then the two were
Trled forward, to crash upei a thic
carpeted flocr.

- click came from behind them, and a
onchling langh sounded in the room. The
dotective and the 8. Jim's hoy struggled

o their feet and stood uprigli, blinking
dazedly round them.

*They were in & sumptuonsly-furnished
room, draped in Kastern tapestries,
lighted with coloured hanging-lamps,
whichshed a mystic radiance round them.

: A sickly porfume was in the air, and they
Gy Linrisy,—No. 676,

n
We've got to get down, acd|

‘| an elecfrie hattery.

could see ihe smoke of incense rising
from a :pminlly-mel‘re(l pedestal bowl in
a corner of the room. Tom Merry and
Ferrers Locke drew deep breaths of awe.
All the mysterious luxuries of the Orient
was in this room, from the heavy carpet
on the floer to the gorgeous tapestries,
the cushions, and the screens, -

All this they took in hawildevediy, and
for a moment they were lost in wonder.
Then it flashed across them thar this was
the lair of the enemy, and that they were
Lin deadly peril,

That cackling lau
instinctively they tu
proceeded from. Their startled eyes be-
held an aged Chinaman, dressed in the
robes of a mandarin of his race, sguatting
among a cluster of cushions at the farther
end of the room. A fearsome-looking
wooden god loomed behind him, and
from three hanging thuribles the sickly
smoke of incense cast o blue haze among
the tapestri

Tom Merry was about to utfer a ery
of amazement, but Ferrers Lacke
checked him with a hard grip on his
arm.

“(bood-evening. gentlemen!” came ‘a
soft, purring voice from the Chinaman
squatting before the idol.  “You are
unexpected oT8.

He was looking at them with ev
beady cyes, a leer upon his yellow, fuv
rowed face. * Ferrers Locke, gripping the
revolyer he had thrust into his pocke
looked Iy at the aged Celostial
tefore him.

1 expected—yea.  And our enfrance
tather unceremonions, too, 1 think,”
hio said devle. Perhaps, before we go
any further, vou will enlighten me on a
faw points. Is thiz Moot Hallz™

“a0 g v, chuckled the
Chinaman, ve, I suppose, another
of these bothersome newspaper reporters.
who eannot mind his own business. And
vou, too, I see, have a schoolboy _pssis-
tant. Is that tie fashion among Press-
men. to take boys from their school-
masters and lead them into danger 7"

1 's Locke’s mrip on his revolver

h sounded again, and
red lo where it had

s

tightened.

" Danger!” be echoed, as though in
perfect self-composure. “What danger
is there here? Is this n_temple to Con-
fucius, ' eatablished in FEngland for the
Yellow Men? Rurely, danger would not
Tk in a temple?”

The Chinamezn before them chuckled,
and siruck a silver gong. Immediately
two evil-visaged Chinamen stepped noise-
lessly from Dbehind the tapestries and
howed before theie master. They re-
ceived terse orders, spoken in Chinesa,
and then moved away as noiselessly a3
they had entered.

Soon they returned, bearing a small
wooden box, and handed it to their
master. 'The aged Chinaman opened it,
displaying an apparatus that resembled
A small glass tube
was affixed to a serics of coiled wires.

There was an evil smile on the China-
man'’s faco as his long, talon-like fingers
affixed thése wires (o terminals. A grim
Jook crossed Ferrers Locke's brow. He
did not know what the Chbinaman®in-
tended doing, but he realised that he
mnst take immediate precautions. With
a swilt movement he whipped the reval-
ver from his pocket and covered the
Chinamar:.

“Ilands up!" rapped the deteciive.

The Chinaman looked up quickly, and
his small ‘eyes seemed to glint. He
tapped a button, and a thin dart of Llue
light, leapt from (he glass tube on his
apparatns.  Ferrers Locke was about to
fire. but the blue light focused . itself
divectly wpon his wrist, His face went

it The Terror of the Range ! appears in the Boys’ Hefald.”

grey, and his whole frame quivered. A
numb feeling came over his arm, and-the
revolver fell from his paralysed fingess
on the floor. 7

“Cioad heavens!” cried Tom Mepry.
dashing forward and pulling the deteo-
i yut of ihe radius of the blue ray.
ai have you done. you Chinese vil-
lain? I—" .

Tom broke off with & sharp ery, {or
the evil blue ray had sought his wrist,
making his whole arm numb and stiff.

“ITa, ha!” chuckled the Chinaman,
switching off the blue ray. “Thus you
soe the power of my paralytic ray, which
nets so swiftly npon the human nerve:
Your arms will be powerless uniit 1 will
that the paralysed nerves shall he re-
vived.”

Ferrers Locke and Tom Merry, theic
arms hanging limply by their sides,
looked in speechless horror at the
heathen miscreant before them. S

“Naw you shall sec the wondérs of my
house !” he said, with a hoarse chuckle:
“You came here seeking information.
and your wish shall be gratified. Bul
vou shell never divulge your information ™
o your fellow-creatures, for those who
interfere with Wi I'ang are doomed.”

He again struck the gong, and the
two Chinese servanis appeared. At
signals from their master they graspe
Forrers Locke and the St. Jim's junior.
and Ted them into a room adjoining.

Tinvoluntary gasps of amazement arosc
from the lips of the detective and Tor
Merry when they bebeld the wanders of
this room. Gigantic machines, whose
fiywheels towered high to the voof, stood
at the farther end. These huge wheels
were spinning round at thousands of
revolutions to the minute, yet not the
[piniest hum came from them.  Giant .
dsuamos, emitting blue sparks of electy
light, were working silenily, Th
machine-room was elaborately equipped
as o laboratory also, and huge glass ve-
torts and distillers, attached to a compli-
cated apparaius, stood upon the benches.

“Tlere you see my chief workshop.”.
chuckled Wu Fang, who had followed
them noiselessly into the room. “These
machines, when sufficient power is stored.
will control the wiraless waves of the
world. There will be no limit to the
power of Wu Fang; he will become ruler
of the world, and conqguer it ‘for  ihe
Vellow Nation. Here, also, you see my

laboratories. where T manufecturs
sirange unkrown to your greatest
men of nee.  These things cause

vour hearis to beat wirh wonder—eh 2™

Forrers Locke and Toh Merry locked
round them in specchless amazerent.
The wonders of the room faseiratcd
them. They had never seen such
marvels before.

“1 must congratulate you on your
clegerness, W Fang." said Ferrers
Locke, at length. ¢ Your inventions cev-
tainly excire my deepest admiration. T
see now why you have installed vourse.f
in this rambling old howse in secret.”
Your silent machinery, and the absence
of smoke, keep your secret extremely
well,™ ’

Wu Fang sueered.

“My secret shall ba kept until T bave
complete power of the world, and secrecy
is no longer necessary ! he said. # Sea
how I have dealt with Mr. Buxzard snd
his fearless schoolboy assistant!” .

He pulled a string, and a scrcen st the
farther end of the room fell back, reveal-
ing a small compariment Inxuriousiy
furnished.
Upon a _couch was stretched the inert
body of Mr. Edwin Buzzaxd, of the

“Daily Recorder.” . Heated in 8 _low
gh:kir was Dick Redfern. alive, but star-
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- ing stzaight hefore him, as though in a
Aranee,

" Dick !" exclainied Tom Merry, strid-
g forward, still with the grip of the
week Chinaman on hisshoulder. * Reddy,
old chap ™
! But Redfern made no reply.
looked at Tom vacantly,

“He is completely under my power!”
said Wu Fang, chuckling. “I control
his nerves, even as my silent machinery
controls the wireless waves of the world,”

He

ordered Blake

“QOb, you—you villain!” execlaimed
Tom, turning fiercely on Wa Fang, but
powerless to attack him because of his
numbed nerves. *You shall be punished
for this! You cannot remain here for
always, safe and sound, to carry on your
devilish work 1"

Even as Tom spoke a shrill shriek
sounded from the recom behind, from
which they had just come. This shrick
was followed by a thudding of feet and
a rousing cry in Jack Blake's vaice:

“We're coming, Tommy |*

CHAPTER 9.
The Tables Turned !

EXT minute Jack Blake dashed
into the room, followed by
Reginald Talhot.

= “My lti" ]@xf-lmmod ’Dtlnu
AMerry, a j s light leaping into his
e T e

Wu Fang stepped back, o look of livid
rige on his yellow face.

Ha had sean n woosden box in Talbot™s
hand. It was the box containing that
doadly blue ray which had paralysed the
nerves of Ferrers Locke and Tom Merry.
Ferrora Locke and_his sehaolbey com-
panion found the grip on their shoulders
relax. The Chinese servants darted bacic
to where their master stood.

“Davila 1" shrieked Wu Fang in a
voice pent with terror. “ Put dewn that
box !  Put it down !

“Hands up!? chuckled Blake, pre-
senting the revelver Ferreis Locke had

- dropped on the floor when his wrist had
been subjected to the blue ray.

Wu. Fang seemed to choke, but he
obeyed Blake's command and raised his
arms on high.

- “The three of you!l™
tersely.

Ho pointed th: revolver menacingly
at the two yellow servants, and they

* both elevated their hands the air.

“Got, that giddy ray \vcrkin%-, Tal-

bt asked B’Lke quite cheerfully.
- Talbot had the lid of the box open, aud
he pressed a button. There was a faint
buzz, and then from the glass tube that
penetrating blue dart shot forth. Tal-
bot directed the ray towards Wu Fang’s
wrist, and the yellow man seemed to
umble, and his arm fell limp to his
side. There was no longer any neces-
sity for Blake to menace him with the
revolvér. Kach of his two servanls were
subjected to the ray in turn. Within
the space of five minutes all three

Chinamen were powerless:

Then a mnarvellous thing happened.
Dick Redfern, who had been éttng in
ihe armchair staring vacantly at these
proceedings, sprang suddenly into active
life. At QErs,t ho seemed to jump, and

then ho rubbed his eyes. o looked at
the scene before him in amazement.

Great Neott!* was his first ejacula-
tioi), " Tom Merry—Blake—Talbot, and'
»—?ldkFﬁlrrﬁrs Lucke,."” 3 g e
- Jack Blake sprang forward and grippe
Radfern’s lxang.

*“Then you're really alive, Reddy !" he
exclaimed joyfully.  * We—we thought
you were dead I" 3

Redfern_looked round him, and swift
undetstanding entered his head, = 7.

“Isee it all now!” he said. Mgt

heathen rascal, Wu Fang, has had me
hypnotised. By paralysmg his nerves
with that blue ray. his influence over
me is destroyed, and I've just regained
conscionsness, I can tell you why you
thought T was dead. This villain has
discovered a liquid which, being injected
into the heart, will snspend animalion
for « period. and make it appear that
the person is dead. But as soon as the
effcet of the injection works off into the
blood, the heart commences ta beat again
and the person regains life. That’s what
Wu Fang has done to me—he explained
it all to me before he did it.” Redfern
shuddered, and went on: *“Ie caught
Mr. Buzzard and I when we were find-
ing our way through the secrct passage,
and we were both brought here. Wur
Fang explained to us all the mysteries
of this place, and then said we should
never tell another soul. My fate” was
to be buried alive. I was to receive the
injection, and be placed back at St.
Jiw’s and found there, They would
think me dead—as you all did think—
and I should eventually be buried before
the effects of the injection had worked

off.

“But Wu Fang made a mistake as to
the amount of the injection he gave me.
He didn't inject enough, and he knew
that if I-regained consciousness before
they buried me I-should give his whole
gune wway, So the devil czerted his
hypuotic pewers, so that when I came
pack fo life I should return to this place
at night-time. I can remember sll my
sensations during - the time that I was
hypnotised.

“When 1 awoke in the school sana-
torium it seomed that somebody was
telling me to lay there until the nurse

d retired, and then get up, dress my-
self, and return here by the way I had
come. I had to do it—you sce, T was
hypnotised. It all sounds uncanny, but
it's trne. _And I remained in that dazed
state until just mow. DBy killing his
nerve-power you have destroyed his
infinence over me.”

Ferrers Locke and ihe other 8t. Jim's
juniors had listened to Redfern’s story
with bated breath. Tt all seemed so
unreal, so much like a horrible detec-
tive story, and yet it was all trae. “Tom
Merry gave vet to a deep exclamation
of wonder. R
“It's all like a dream, Reddy!” he
said. And then he looked down ot his
powerless right arm. * Ferrers Locke
and 1 have been treated to that beastly
blue ray ! Look at my axm!" .

Dick Redfern smiled.

“0h, that will be all right! There is
a little apparatus over there that absorbs
the power and brings your nerves back
10 their normal state. Jolly lucky old
Wu Fang itold me cverything, isn't it?”

Wu Fang, standing there powerless
with his two servants, scowled. Dearly
did he regret his self confidence and pride
in his inventions that had prompted him
to reveal their secrets to his two victims
the previous night, when he thought he
was taunting them and that they would

L never bo able to reveal his secrets.

Dick Redfern went over to a cupboard
underneath one of the benches, and with-

.drew a small apparatus ihat resembled

the ono that ovolved the blue ray.
Instead of the blue glass there was
atfached to tho coils a thin wire plunger.
Redfern carried the box over to where
Ferrers Locke was standing, inserted the
wire pluuger into the skin, and turned
a small switch. There came a faint buzz

L from the intevior of the box, and the

detective gave an involuntary gasp, for
the pain im his arm, a&s the batterits
absorbed the.power that had paralysed
it, was severe. But. the ordeal lasted
only two. minutés, and Ferrers Locke’s
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arm was quile free again and strong as
ever, Then 'Tom Merry's arm was
ireated in a similar way, and soon his
arm, too, was released from the. rumbiug
influence the blue ray had produced,

Wu Fang and his servauls looked on
scowlingly. The Chinese inventor had+
other men in the place, but they were
oui in the grounds, or engaged in the
various workshops, unconscious of their

emploser’s dilemma. )
i ks, Redfern!"” said Ferrers
Locke gratefully. *We have turned the

tables on this rascal properly! Who is

that man !ving sepsaless on the couch—

your friend Buzzard 17 .

“Yes, poor chap!” said Redfern.
*He has been ireated with the in-
jection. Wu Fang intended keeping
him to experiment upon. . But hed
return to life soon. I expect.. Mr. Buz-
zard is on the staff 'of the ‘Daily Re-
corder,” you know, and I am helping him
get the story of ihis pldce as n scoop
for his paper. I reckon we've got a fine
scoon now--¢h 77 .

Ferrers Locke chuckled.

“That's a’ fact, my lad! When ihe
story gats info the paper, it will provide
startling reading.  Well, the question
now is: How did Blake and Talbot
get down here and interfere at such
an opporlune moment? You must have
followed us down the clfimney, Blake.”

“Yes, rather, sir ! said Blake. * Yon
sce, we heard Tom yell out, and climbed
down the chinmey at once. You .and
Tom had disappeared, so we wero ab &
loss what to do.
discovered a peepliole, aud we saw every-
thing that took place betweei you and
Wu Fang. We did not chip in before
for the simple reason we didn’t know
how the dickens to get into the room.
But when you and Wu Fang came in
here, we tiddled abont; and suddenly
found ourselves going ronnd and pitched
on our necks into tﬁe roour. I reckon
we touched the secret ‘spring’ that
operates that revolving fireplace. Any-
how, wo caught one of the yellow chaps
by surprise, and knocked lum out with
the revolver which we found on the floor.
Then Talbot took charge of the giddy
mystery-box, and we came in.  You know
the rest.”

“Good old Blake!” suid “Tom Merry
gratefully.

Ferrers Locke was smiling broadly.

“1 can't say how glad I am that you
lads eame with me tonight,” he said.
“You have given me invaluable service.
Now we've gob ta get out of this place,
and send the police herc to round sp
the occupants. I expect there a:e
swarms of yellow men in here. We ara
fortunate in being comparatively alone.
Do you know where the others are,
Redfern "

“¥es, rather, sir!” replied the New_

. Al the rooms in
eonverted into work-
shops, the windows harred, and the doots
‘strengthened, in case of attack. Well,
Wu Fang has got the keys of all those
rooms on him, and I reckon if we sneak
along and lock the yellow Dlighters i,

we—-"" - -
“By Jove! That's an excelleni sug-
gostion, Redfern!” cxclaimed Ierrers
Locke. *“We'll have ithe whole bunch of
them prisoners, ready for when the police
arrive,  Wu Fang, my friend, I musé
relieve you of your keys.”
The look upon Wu Fang's face, 2s the
detective stepped up to him and un-
hooked the chain of keys from the igner
. folds of his silk gows, was murderous.
Bur the Chinese arch-fiend was powerless
to resist, Leaving Blake and Talbot and
Tom Merry to bige: the prisoners with
- THE.GEM -Lisrary.—No. 676, -
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rope, Ferrers Locke and Redfern went
awiy to complete their task.

Ten minutes later they returned, with
five cowering - Chinamen before them.
Ferrers Locke was menacing them with
tha revolver.

“We've locked the doors, and the other
ow sney are prisoners ! chuckled the
*“We rounded up these chaps

There's plenty of rope
You might truss these

ou?”

ol
detective.
in the passages.
laft. my lads.
fellows up, will

**Yes, rather

Soon there were seven Chinese servants
ani their scowling master prisoners in
the room of silent aachinery. in the
hands of Ferrers Locke and the St. Jim's
juniors.

‘Flien Mr. Buzzard, with a loud gasp,
sat up and rubbed his head. He blinked
rount him in stupid wonderment.

“Why, what the blazes-——"" he began.

“1t%s all right, sir!” laughed Redfern
hap! “We've rounded up the lot of
thern, and th?® place is i our hands.
We'll have & fine story “for the
* Recorder ' now !’

tle then proceeded to explain every-
thing to the plump litile joifrnatist,  Mr,
Buzzard kept scratching his head, and

miving low exelamations of amazement,

and wonder from time to time.

“Well, I'm blowed ! was his remark,
as he jumped from the couch. “So I've
just come back to lie, have 17
Fuug. vou yellow devil, wo've top dogs
now ! This has nipped your little game
1 the bud, of becoming the man who
veill rule the waorld 1™

Wu Fang did not reply in English,
ot to judee from hiz volubility in
Chincse, his remarks were extremely ex-
prossive of the rage and chagrin he felt.

Ferrers Locke then had the feet of their
prizoucrs released, so that they could
walk. .

“Wa are _going to take vou out via
the tunnel,” he said. “The first who
attempts to disobey my crders 1 shall
shoot. Now, then-—quick marech !

Tom Merry and Redfern procured oil:
lamps from the adjoining room, and they
all armed themselves with swords, plenty

of which hung on_the walls. Not that

intendad using -them, but they
inspired confidenze, as ack Blake
remarked.

The revolving fireplace was switched
round, leaving the chimney open for
them to climb up. Ferrers Locke went
first, and bade Wu Fang follow him.
Then came the rest of the Chinamen, and
My Buzzard .and the St. Jim’s juniors
brought up the rear.

In this fashion they reached the tunnel,
and eventually they reached the vault
where the well yawned beneath them.

Tom Merry and Talbot placed the

~wooden plank across, and Ferrers Locke
ordered Wu. Fang to go first.

The Chinese inventor did so, and
Farrers Locke followed him eclosely, the
revolver poised. ‘Wu Fang's eyes. were
gleaming with the light of treachery.
Suddenly, with a yell, he gave a leap
from the plank, evidently with the in-
tention of reaching the ledge. opposite
and pulling the plank away, thus hurling

. Ferrers Locke to his death.

Buat Wu Fang missed his mark. . He
olawed wildly towards. the lodge. in. o
vain endeavour to veach it. His long,
talon-like hands only grazed the stone-
worl, and then Wu Fang fell headlong
into space,  Hiy wild, shrieking cry
gchaed'traglca“y in the vault, and then
1t was swallowed 'up by the dreadful con-
fines of that underground well.
Locke looked down, bu
: dishppeared for ever. ¥
~ “Perhaps it's ag well,” said Ferrers
Locke in a quiet voi¢e.” ** That rascal }38
e

Ferrers
t Wu Fang had
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will engineer no more mischief in this
world, which he sought to become ruler
of. The secrets of his inventions go with
him te deaih, and 1 think that also is as
well.  Boys, “send thosa other prisoners
over. We shall give the local police-
inspector guite a sheek when we aFE visit
him !

They all crossed over, and then entered
the vault above. 'This gave arcess to the
shepherd's but in Rylcombe Wood, and
the bors breathed ¢ of the cool,
fresh air of the woods.  Piloting their
prisoners, they tramped through l'r;e‘
wood towards the village, listening tc|
the parizh church clock as it struek bwe.

CHAPTER 10.
. All Serene !
3 LEZS my soul!™
B Dr. Holnes, the venerable
Head of 3t. Jim's, gave vent to
that exclamation in tones af
considerable surprize.

The gas was alicht in his study, and
the clock showed -hat it was five minutes
to three in the mor . It was three
and a half hour o vers Locke had
ed from the zchool, taking with
1 Tom Merry, Blake, and Talbet.
The Head had received a shock when
Knox. of the Sixth had dashed into his
rooin aud informed him that the ghost of
Dick Redfern was walking in the quad-

nox had sppeared so convinced
Hoalmes had gone down to the
sanctoriam, and there made the startling
disco that the body of Redfern yas
missing -also the dead junior’s clothes
and boots. This had alarmed the Head,
ani he had rung up the police at once.
Then he had waited in his study, pacing
up and down, for further news and the
return of Ferrers Locke and the boys.

“Bless my soul !”

The door of -the HMead's study had
opened, and Ferrers Locke entered.
Behind him came Dick Redfern, and
Tom Merry, Blake, and Talbot brought
up the rear, smiling.

“Rather late for a visit, Dr. Holmes,
bat I thought vou'd rather be acquainted
with the facts at once,” said Ferrers
Locke, withe a chuckle.

‘The Head was looking at Redfern like
one in a dream.

* Redfern! Good heavens!
alive and well 1.

“I'm as right as rain, si
Redfern cheerfully

“ Bless my soul I” said the Head again.

“To relieve -the worthy doctor of -his
‘wondegment, Ferrers Locke then pro-
ceeded to outline the facts, and he told of
the amazing events of the evening. Dr,
Holmes listened with intense interest. He
drew a deep breath when the detective
had finished.

“Dear me! This is-a most amazing
affair! Really, it seems impossible to be-
lieve that such things could happen in
the neighbourhood of the sehool! Red-
fern, my lad, are you sure you feel no ill-
effects of vour dreadful experiences?”

“None whatever, sir!” replied
New House junior cheerfully. “As a
matter of fact, sir, 1 feel awfully bucked.
because Mr. Buzzard has gone straight
back to his_hotel to write up the story
for tho ¢ Daily Recorder,” and he reckons
it will be the greatest sensation in modern
journalism. And I am going tg reap
some profits, tqo.” g

*Dear me!"™ gasped the Head. “You
are to be congratulated, Rodfern. s0,
iou will be glad to hear that your story

3s been accepled by the editor of the
* Leader Magazine,” and he off

You are

replied

ers. you five
guineass for it. Had yon not written that
story, my friend, Ferrers Locke, would

Another Rattling Good School Yarn in Next Week’s  Gem.”

not have been able to reach you at Meor
Hall to-night.” :

“Yes; he has told me how that sel him
on the track, sir,”” replied Redfern. a glad
liFhl shining in his eyes.  “TI'm jolly
pleased, T can assure yon. This stroke of
luck will enable my pater to carry on

“ Your father has a son to be preud of.

my lad,” said the Head gently. 1 shail
follow with great imterest vour fut
into 1 ]

Although, my boy, x W
your enthusiasm to impair your schcel
work,”

“No, rather not. sir!” said Redfern.
d is the place for me—fcr
anshow {7
1 to your dormiteries,
id the Head. *“I shall ai
this matter furiher in the morning.”

o

“ Here ho ?
Dick Red

looking radiantly
“Reddy, by !
Redfern was soon surrounded by scores
of excited fellows, who locked at Lim as
though he were o ghost.
“I-—TI say. Reddy, arve you really alive,
onow 177 said Cardew.,  ** Let’s pind]

rooogh |7 rvoared Redfern, as Ca
dew pinched him. *Shurrap, you ass!
I'm alive all vighs !
“By Jove! So you are'™ said Car-
dew, with a grin,’ :
Redfern was the eynosure of 2l eves at
St Jimn's that morning. But he did not
mind. He was radiantly happy, especi-
ally when he veturned to St, Jim's, after
having visited Mr. Buzzard at his hotel.
The alert litile journalist had got his
“scoop,” and was very proud of it. Par-
kinson, his rival, was, to use his own
words, “serounging round Moor Hall for
the leavings” of the story. It was the
“Daily Recorder ™ that got the < seocp,” |
and they paid well for it, too,
. Redfern wote to his people that even-
ing. and the letter contained news that
gladdened their hearts. The money he
received he seut home, besides other
choques he received from the editor of
the “Leader Magazine,” who wantel
Redfern to write regularly for him.
As-for the denizens of Moor Hali, thex
were rounded up by the police. under the
direction of Ferrers Locke, and deported.
Tha machinery was confiscated, but the
secrets of its construction were never
made known, because Chi Kang, the
deomed Wu  Fang's chief assstant,
managed to destroy the vital mechanisms
before the Gdvernment experts arrived.
The house by the moor was soon emp-
tied, and Ferrers Locke regarded the case
of Moor Hall as one of the most thrilling
and successful in his career. S
Tom Merry & Co., of course, thrilled at
the newspaper accounts—especially as Mr.
Buzzard had taken care to mention the
names of Tom Merry, Blake, and Talbot.’
besides Redfern, in his story. - The School
House fellows regarded it as a great vic-
tory for them; but Figgins indignantly
claimed the highest honours for the New
House, which was proud of Dick Redfern,
who had played his part so well in the
temporary” role of the Schoolboy
Journalist ! g i

THE END. .

(Another grand long stery of the
Chums ~of - St. Jim’s mext weckh.
“ THE BOY FROM THE
WILD WEST,” by Martin Clifford.
Order your copy-early. Do nol miss
next week's wonderful story, it is just
one long gloriows adventure. that il
thrill and entertain you from begin-
ui” to end.) . 5
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The Globe of Death.

ATTACKED BY THE GANG.

John Sharpe, the great anulytxcnl de-
tective, is engaged by Chiel Burneit of
the Secret Service in Chicago, to track
down the band of organised criminals
ulwralmg in the West under the guidance
of Iron Hand. Red, Burnett's assistant,
overhears the plam and informs Iron
Hand in the latter's lair in San Francisco.

ed is discovered by Sharpe, who dis-

guises as a telegraph operator, and he

. s traced to the home of his sister, Marna

Black, one of the band of crooks. Marna
i (aptured Burnett mduces Amne
2 ford, a weoman agent of the Secret
. Servive, to assume Marna's identity and
get into the confidences of Iron J_Hand.
Anne leaves for the West. She iz not

wn to Sharpe. The detective starls
off for Iron Hand's lair, and engages a
\I!l})pﬂl‘tl’l‘lenb on the express. Discover-
ing. however, that the crooks have
hooked the compartment mnext to his,
Sharpe engages yet another one so that
<he il have uieans of escape  when
i’.“‘d(‘ked by the gang.

ture of the train John Sharpe

R 3 T thp apimmtcd time for the depar-

3

entered the great overland

express, and made his way to his
compariment. "As he dld s0 he was col-
seious that someone was watching his
cmovements intently.

He closed the dom‘ of his carriage,
locked it. and, stuffing a cloth in the key-
hole, he hung a towel over the knob, and
made his Way towavds his sleepmg-bunk.

Soon after the train started one of the
members of the gang in the next com-
partment crept quietly into the corridor

, and peered through the keyhole. He had

to inform his friends, however, that he
was not able to_see anything. Sharpe
dislinctly heard them manceeuvring about,
sand bastily constructed a dummy of
m}la\\a.and blarikets. . These he carefully
placed in his sleeping-bunk.

Sharpe then unlocked the door of Com-
partment B, which he had also engaged,
and went thmugh to it

In Compartment D there was a con-
siderable amount of activity. One of
the crooks took from his hamper a small
box. which he handled very carefully.

Tho box was slowly opened, and a
smiall globe of glass ahuul the size of an
.tpulc was extracted frowm it.

Musturd gas ! That will settle him !
‘m\\lod one man to the others. )
handed it to one of the crooks, and the
two others followed him out into the
eoiridor.

* The expre.ss was dashing along af great
#¥eed now. and the task in front of the
1H#mbers of the gang was a very perilous
one indeed. - Very carefully. two of thenr
(umbed to the. roof of the train, and

This wonderful story has also been Ffilmed by
the popular VITAGRAPH Film Company, and
readers of the " GEM ' should make a point
of seeing the picture week by week at their

favourite cinemas.
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the third gingerly handed the globe of
death up to them.

Creeping along the roof, .they made
for the ventilator over Compurhueut C.
The men produced a folding steel saw,
which they rapidly fixed together,
m]medmlelv started to cut a hole thr h
the wire ventilator..

A hole large enough to admit a man’s
hand was soon .made. and through this
one of the villuins pushed the small globe.
For an instant he held it, and then he
let it fall with a crash to the ground.
Soon the compartment was covered with
a thick vapour.

Sharpe, from Compartmens B, heard
the globe fall to the floor. Srealthily he
memd the door leading to Compartment

. aud some of the vapour at’once drifted
in. Linmediately sensing his guut
dungon the, "detective hastily clozed the
doo

Hnldmg his breath, he rushed into the
eorridor, and started to climb up 10 the
roof of the train.

The two crooks who had thrown
bomb into the comparument. thus hopi
to zeal the fate of the young detecnw

the

were peering down through the venti-.

lator to see the result of their work. As
John Sharpe silently approached he heard
one of the men say to the other:

* Marwitz will tell us when he's done

for, then he'll come np the way we
did 1
i‘hem was 1o tHine ln be lost. Sharpe

immediately drew his pistel, and ordered
the men to hold up their hands.

Startled by the sound of Sharpe’s voice,
the crooks turned round and did as they
were bid. It was then they noted the
form of Marwitz creeping along the foof
of the train towards John Sharpe.

He took from his pocket a heavy knife.
and the next moment pounced upon the
detective, and delivered a hard blow with
this veapon upon John's head. The force
of it knocked him senseless.

The express train was now passing
along the banks of the swift-flowing
river. The erooks saw their opportunity,
and chuckled with delight as they thought
of the terrible fate which awaited the
plucky young detective.

The three men seiged him, and, lifiing
him bodily from the roof of the train.

they threw him well over mtu the
tm‘ronis below.

“Relieve me, he'll be a uomlu if he
wakes up from that dose!" grinned
Marwitz.

The cool water had the effect, howevpr.
of reviving Sharpe immediately, and.
consojous but very weak, ho rose again
to the surface, and batiled gallantly for
his life with the water.

Before the arrival of the express at the
next station the three crooks on the roof,
taking a risk, jumped as the train com-
menced to slow down. .

Iron Hand’s three assistants then made
their way 'to a livery stable in the dis-

tron Hand, the leader of the
powerful Crime Trust.
trict, and as it was still dark, and there
was no one about, they helped smsel ves
to three horses, It was their mtentuu\ .
to make their way back to Eagle's Nest,
the headquarters of Potsdan:.

With difficalty John Sharpe managed
to swim to the far bank of the river.
He was a strong swimmer and a good
athlete, and he was considerably aided
by the flow of the watet. A wood lay
on the river bank, and John Sharpe
decided to rest here a bit before he con-
tinued on his way,

He was abouf to resume, when he dis-
tinetly heard the sound of horses’ hoofs,
and he paused and listened. -

He was soon able to make out in the
dim light that there were three men on

horseback, and he hurriedly sought
shelter behind some bushes, until he
became aware who they were. As the

men passed by Sharpe discovered that
they were the three crooks who had made
such a determined attempt to kill him en
the night express.

Near the place where the detective was
hiding one of the men pulled up his
horse suddenly.

Sh.),rpc listened intently, and heard him

ay

“Mg horse i{lame. You goon, as )'ou
may be wanted by Potsdam. Tl go
back to the town and follow on in the
morning."

The two other crooks bade him good-
bye, and John Sharpe could sce Marwitz
examining the hoofs of the horse. Pre-
sently, he decided to make ihe best of a
bad job, and he started {o walk back to
the village. As he led the horse past the
spot where Sharpe was hiding, the de-
tective leaped out of the thicket upon the
villainous Marwitz.

There was a short but terrific siruggle,
which ended in a vietory for John Sharpe,
and Marwitz lay Ile a log, 1n5en51ble on
the ground.

John Sharpe took the man’s revolver
from his pocket. Then, afier catching
the horse, he examined the hoof of the
animal He knew a good deal about
them, and he quickly discovered that the
only trouble was a stone in the shoe.
After removing this_he mounted the
horse, and followed the ‘dlmcilon taken
by the two crooks.

Meanwhile, the twe él'mnls of Iron
Hand had arrived at the spot where it
was necessary for them to dismount and”
lead their horses along the side of the

The trail throuch the wood was very
difficult here as they approached Elgleq
Nest, and they also knew that there was
a death-trap in the way, over which they
must not ride.

Once past it safely they monnted again,
and continued their ride.

In tl distance lay Eagle’s Nest. a
small house built on the edge of a cliff.

b4t was quite isolated.and secluded. - The
; THE Gr¥ LipRart.—No. 676,

e )



-

‘16 THIS AMAZING STORY GETS MORE THRILLING EACH WEEK.

back of ghe house led right to the edge
of the cliff. When they arrived there
the two men dismounted, and turned
their horses loose in the field which sur
rounded the house.

Inside. the houwse was voughly fur-
nished, and there was a strange assembly
of people in the main room. First and
foreniost +was Potsdamn, Iron Hand's
chief lieutenant in the great organisation
of crime which he had built up, dnd four

or five crooks, régular rough iypes of
gunmen. The remaining person was

Anne Crawford.

This. then. was Eagle's
quarters of Potsdam.

Anne Crawford .was
willainons-looking man.

“Tron Hand was most particular.” she
sajd, “to ‘warn you to loek out for

Sharpe. He tried to intercept him, but:

he is a hard man to T :

Potsdam held up a2 hand io silence

. 'Anne, as the sound of footsteps outside
~.eame to them. Every man’s hand fléw
to his gun. and one of the men carefully
unlodked the door. There was no cause
for alarm, however. The two newcomers
were the crooks who had, as they fondly
imagined, seitled the fate of John Sharpe

for good. .

They were almosi exhausted after their
long ride, und they looked at Anne

strangely. .

Potsdam noticed it. and commenced to
introduce. the girl to them. - ;

“This i« Marna Black,” he said,
“whom Tron Hand has sent to warn us
about a dercelive named Sharpe.”

Potadam's speach iwas a signal for an
outburst of laughter on the part of the

{wo neweomers. .

“Ha won't bother you!" one of them

said. " When we failed 10 gas him we

eracked his skull and threw him into the
Tapids of the San Animas Kiverl

Then the man briefly informed Potsdam
what had happened.

Poor Anne Crawford found it diffienit
to conceal her concern when she heard o
the dreadful death which had been dealt
“out Sharpe. ut Polzdam  smiled
with great satisfaction.

Looking around, he asked:

“Where’s Marwifz?"” :

“His horse went laume. and he wan't

Nest, the head-

addressing  the

be here iill the morning,” wa< the
response. ¥ 5

Potsdum  nodded.  and then  asked
grufily :

“Is everybody in®" - 55
Llie's on walch,”

“AH bul Arvin,
came the answer.

The man indicated that the man
Arnim was statiomed on the doorway

oatside,

Potsdam then walked over io one
corner of .the room. Hert there was
a lever on the wall.- .

He took hold of it, murmuring :

“Well, I may as well set the trap.
One never knows."” .

He pulled down the lover, and smiled
guimly.

Anne waliched his movements  with
wonderment, but she dared not ask
guestions.

- After pulling” down the lever, Pois-
dam chucklgd to himself with great
satisfaction.  And then he went over
10 'a table, and from a drawer he
extracted a pack of cards. The other
men cimmediately © drew their chairs
round iho table, and prepared to play.
Fhia was their nightly form of amuse.

wment.
Meanwhile Anne Crawford, who felt
she had rcally started on her great
+ sdventure, left the main room and
retired {o her bedroom. This was a
plain but well-furnished apartment, and
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Anne was in such a m, that she didy
6’ 3

not mind putting uwp with a few dis-
comforts,

Potsdain and his party at once slarted
to ‘play; and on the.iable were a number
of hottles of whisky, from which the men
helped themselves continually to generous
swigs. -

Most of the men were experienced
gamblers, and there was soon an air
of feverish excitement about the smoke-
lrden room.

Suddenly there was a pause, and every-
one looked instinctively across to the wall_
to a spet just above the lever, where a
little bell was ringing. Then the lever
which Potsdam had previonsly set shot
up again. i

The men stared at one another with
tense expressions on their grim faces.
Potsdam . was the first to break the
silence. - . G

“We've got someone. sure!
a man in the trap!"”

4Iusxtam]y there was great activity.
FEveryone rmshed to the corner of the
room where their weapons were piled,
and they seized and loaded them.

The trap referred to by Potsdam was

There's

A large packet of
this delicious sweet-
meat iz given loose
inzide every copy of

! “ToMIC

" Do mot miss
"1 this grand free gift.
Buy vour copy now!
"(—/q Ask for
Cj* :CELE 0 COLOURED COMIC |

Qi Sale Everywhe

the one which the.two crooks took great
care to avoid on their return to Eagle's
Nest  after their attack upon John
Sharpe on the express.

The trap consisted of a, deep pit dug
in” the roadway, and skilfully covered
over with tuxf and undergrowth. #ny-
one could pass over it harmlessly unfil
the lever wis set.

Anne, in the next room, was. startled.
when she heard the bell ring. She got
up immediately, and applied her ear to
the door,

By this time Potsdam and hig vil-
lainous erew had rushed out of the house,
with weapons ready.” They made for the
pit, which was quite ten feet deep. One
of the wgen peered over, an(l[’?lu saw
below n,‘;xorse Iying dewn, either dead
or terribly injured, and standing up was

‘the figure ¢f John Sharpe.

Instantly three or four of .the gang
aobered him with their ‘weapons,

The wvoung detective at once realised
the helplessness of his ition in the
face of such odds, and he surrendered,
tossing aside his pistol and halding up his
hands. -

“We've got you, my beauly !” snarled
tho loader. .

One of Potsdam's men threw. Sharpe
the end of a laviat, and by means of

.bound,. he was_made to march back

this he dimbed io the top. The men
immediately seized him; and, with hands.
10+,
wards Eagle’s Nest. 5

On the return of the party, Anne, ‘in.
wonder and alarm, unlocked
and, enterin,
Potsdam an

the main room, she saw
his gang drag in Sharpei;

her doox,,.

The men then took the precaution: o _

bind his fect as well as his hands. . .

An exclumation_of surprise came from.i
one of the men who had previously heen'
concerned in the attack wpon John Sharpe :
on the train. & 4

“Sharpe I he exclaimed, in amaze-
ment.  “How on earth did he escape
death when we threw him into- thex

1

river #" -

A look of hatred passed over Pols-:
dam’s face. ‘He knew what a slippery:
customer the young detective was, and;
drawing his revolver and pointing it in
a threatening manner at Sharpe’s head,:
he decided to kill him instantly.

Anne immediately realised ifw danger;. .
and she wondered how she could save
Sharpe; and in her nimble brain a plan
quickly formed. B

“Wait ! she ordered, clutching the
arm of Potsdam. “I think I know what
Iron Hand would have us do with him!”

Sharpe looked at the girl in surprise,
He did not know she was & member of
the gang, and he wondered how a ginl
of her beauty could be associated with.
such a villainous gang. Little did he
realise that she was playing the same
game as he was, and that her object was
10 assist in bringing .the whole of the
Crime-Trust to justice.

The other men looked at Anne with
puzzled resentment. 5

Why did she want to prevent their
leader from killing the hated detective
there and then?

“ What's your idea *"" growled Potsdam
grofily.

“Iron Hand would net have him killed
yet,” she persisted. ** Hold him prisoner, _
and send word to Iron Hand ‘asking his
orders. This man is far more valuable
to us alive than dead.™

Potsdam thonght there was something
in the idea. And after ordering” that
Sharpe’s hands and feet be again bound,
Ke had him cafried to the rooni-adjoin-
ing that of Anne. 4

This was very barely furnished, and.
was probably us as a
There were cans of oil, coils of rope,
and many other things in the room such
as the men might make use of.

Sharpe was carried in and ronghly
thrown to the floor. Potsdam super-
intended the affair, and when-it was
completed to his satisfaction he strolled
to the window, and, looking out, mul-
tered : .

“ Almost daybreak. No use turning in
now. We'll continne the game. I can
send word to Iron Hand first thing in
the morning.” :

The gang then left Sharpe alone in
his unhappy plight, and returned to the
main room, taking the precaution to
lock securely the room i which  the
detective was placed before resuming
their game. -

When Aunne. returned to her own room,
she went straigh} over to the partition.
Tt was made of planks, and in some
places the wood was warped, leaving
cracks between. Anne listened for a
moment, and then took out a long, thin
knife from her bag.

The game in the main room was agaf
in full swing, and the noise and clinking
of glasses effectually drowned the sound’
of Anne’s movementa, A

Although Sharpe was in a desperate
plight, he was not & man to givein easily,
and he was straining at his bonds, hoping

store-réom, ™~
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against hope that he would be able to

t loose; but the cruel #epes were tied
so tightly that they bit through his flesh,
and the more he siruggled, the more
painful it was,

‘Suddenly he heard a slight tapping at
the. partition.

John Sharpe looked up and listened; a
moment_later he noticed the blade of a
long, thin knife being inserted in one of
tha eracks. He could not understand the
meaning of this incident at all, but there
was the knife, and he decided to make
use of it, if he possibly could.

With difficulty he wormed his way
across the floor towards it. At last he
got near enough, and, raicing his legs
from the ground, he was able to place
ilie ropes around his aukles against the
knife, and thus gradually saw through
the lashing, all the time wondering who
it- was hel pmg- bim in this unexpected
manner.  When Sharpe had finished, he

-pushed the blade back into the room, "und

as soon as Anne secured it again, she got
bock into her bed, and, drawing the
covers over her, pretended to sleep.

John Sharpe’s limbswere now quite free,

He listened intently at the door of the
rgom, aud then glanced at the window
and noticed that it was dawn. But,
although, he was no longer securely tied
un, he received a bitter disappoiniment.
His window overlooked the cliff where
here was o sheer drop of many hundreds
of feet. i R

He kuew it would be playing inio the
hands of death to attemipt Lo escape that
way. Could this be one of Potedam's
cruel, but misplaced’ jokes he wondered ?
To ailow him to get free, only to be
baulked again!

Sharpe began to leel desperate. Several
times he looked despondently up to the
window, but upfdrtunately there was no
means of asoapa that way. Ile was just
giving up all hope, when a brilliant :dea
entered his brain.

In the corner of the room was a’ coil
of rope. It wonld be foolhardy of him
1o attempt Lo escape l)y means of tlis, for
be would most certainly be seen by the
gang and caught in the act.

Noj there was a better way than that!

He. tied one end of the rope round a
llean) wooden iable in the room, and
then dropped the other end out of tho
window. His next move was to close
the window, and then be picked up a
sngll can of oil and a heavy iron stake,
which was also lyng about.

With a smile on his face, John Sharpe

.then went close to the door, and placed

himsell right behind it against the wall,
so that lie would be concezled when the
door was opened. e lifted the can of
and, and threw it deliberately at the ¢l
‘indow, smashing the glass 10 a thousaud
pieces. There was a resounding erash.
The noise was the signal for Iuh(qnt
wction-on the part of Potsdam and his
man. They leaped 1o !han feot and
rushed to tie door of Sharpe’s roomn.

Potsdam unloe it wide
open.  He jhmme:
tha open window which wa
the doer. Then lho ll ader of lhe
gang yelled oul excitedly :

“He's gone out of ihal window into
ihe canvon! Thera's the rope which he
elimbed down!’

Xl the members of the gang immedi-
ately crowdel into the yoom, (1 atien-
and
they ull endeavoured to look out at the
in their anxiely {o see the
broken reiains of the deiective far below,
for.they knew it was impossible for any-
one to escape this way.

Qthers had tried ami failed, but their

jnterest in the broken . window gave
Sharpe a great opportunity. ) -
’\mselea_!) he * darted swiilly from

biehind the door, and weul out (hmugh
the opening without anyone seeing or
hearing him.

Then he rapidly pulled the door after
him, and the next moment had turned
the key in the lock, leaving the astonished
gang cursing with anger, But he had
not vet regained his liberty.

The man ou guard outside, hearing ihe
commotion, rushed in the direction of
the main room. He spw Sharpe, and his
hand immediately flew to his pistol. The
detective was ready for him, and, lifiin
the hoavy iron stake which he still hel
high above his head, he brought it down
with crushing force on the man's skull.
He fell to the ground like a log.

The fury of Potsdamn and his men was
terrible when they realised the trick
which Sharpe had plaved upon them!

In a body they hurled themselves upon
the locked door, but fortunately it with-
stood all their eﬂcrls, and held ﬂnuﬂ\'

By this time John Sharpe had seized
one of the horses tethered outside, and,
mounting it, he galloped off, not stnppmg
for either saddle or bridle.

Potsdam’s gang had now succeeded in
breaking down the .door, and they
swarmed into the n room only 1o see
Arnim, the watchman, lying on the floor
in an insensible condition.

One of the men rushed to the window,
aud lockmg oul, cried excitedly:

“He's got a horsc- look: There
goes!”

Some of themn wanted to run (m( inme-
diatedy and pursue Sharpe, but Potsdam
ardored them to

* Don't worry !
woi't get away !

The other men stupped and luul\cd in
wonder.

What eard had their ummug leader
sLill to play?

he

he grgwled. ** Sharpe

Tgnoring their questioning g ices,
Potsdam went to e emall cabnet on the
wall. Ile opened the door, and there
was disclosed about a dozen small electric
switches. The members of the gang
looked eagerly at them. They had wou
seen this thing before.

Potsdam ordered two of the men to
station themselves at the window, and
report. Sharpe’s ition te him. ‘The
district was thickly-wi here, and in
order to get awn.y mpld]y Sharpé would
have to stick closely to dm pat‘h, which
was fairly clear of undergrowth.

Soon the detective's horse approached
the man-trap from which he had only
recently escaped.

With a bound the horee cleared it, and
John 8harpe, in devilment, turned round

and waved his hand in the faces of ihe ..

ang. But there were bigger perils ahead
or m, At that moment Potsdam
pulled down one of the first switches in
his cabinet, and instautly there was a
terrific exp]osmu a few yards behind
Bharpe’s horse, which was covering the
ground at a rapid pace. It uprooted
gigantic trees as though they were tufts
of grass.

The significanice of this great explosion,
which sent-great clods of earth and trees
high into the air, soon came to Sharpe.
He guessed Totsdam had mined the road,
but even this would not deter him, and
he determined to continue and take his
chanee. X

Sharpe had progressed a liitle farther
along the road, when -there was another
resounding crash.  ‘This time the ex-
plosion was just a few feet in front.

The horse began {o jump and rear
wildly with fright, and more than once
sitempted to throw Sharpe, but tur-

(Continucd on the next page.)

completely enveloping his head.

iron Hand presked a emall button secreted on his desk, and before Sharpe

realisad what was happening the poison gas chamber descended upon him,

The detective strugglod vainty for his
breath, and he felt that he was rapidiy losing consciousness.”

(A sensational {ncident from a coming <instalment of * The Inrieibie Hand.')

THE GEM Lisrahy.—No, 676.



18

fun; tghe managed to keep conivol of
the gnimal. The faces of the gaug grew
biacker in expression. o fax, Slml‘pe had
ezcaped in safety.

One of the men held up his haud as a
signal to Potsdam to wait until the detec-
tive reached a-certain point. Then sud-
denly he dropped his arm excitedly.
‘Theve was a short flash, and Anre, who

bix now had entered the main room, put
ller hand to I ehead i
mﬁ‘ for Sha afely.

he villainows Potsdam had pu’lod the
third switch, and his face was wreaihed in
smiling vindictiveness and  trinmph,
Sharpe was canght in the murderous
Dlast! The mighty explosion had b\o“n
the rider and his horse high into the air!

OTSDAM was preparing to_pull

P

Gunpowder 1

was stayed by a member of the

gang w h o ojumphantly
announced the success of the  last
explosion.

The road along which Jchn Sharpe had
been rviding was situated quite close to
the cliff, the same one, of eourse, upon
which the Ragle’s Nest sas located.

When tho smoke caused by the
explosion had cleaved away, the detective
andt Niis horse had completely duammxed
| the gang cheerad wildly, Ton it was
evident that Ih(‘\ had been Llowu over
the edee of the cliff.

Anne Crawford twrnad towas

is Pots-

damr, and hiding her true

much as possible. she asked h:m if the
detective had mavaged to make good his
escape.

Tign Hand's sezond v cominand looked

at her with a cruel smile.

“Lady,” ho rephed, “the vultures
wiil -soon be having breakf (m And
Putsdam peinted to a Bovk of the grue

some, flesh-eating birds who were hover-
ing in the air above the place where the
oxwlo)mn hod taken place in anticipation
of a meal.

Bat the destruetion had ol been quite
2o complets as Potsdam believed. About
hali-way down the cliff there was a ledge,
and vipon this Sharpe and his horss had
falion.

Breised and dazed, but otherwize un-
injured, Sharpe elnwly sat up and rubbed
his cyes. Tn an instamt the truth of the
sitnation dawned opeh him. He looked
over o the poor nnma'l which was, un-
fortunately, quite

Shorpe thought im » moment, then,
realising ‘that 1§re gong would try to see

is dead Lody, be hastily took off his coat
and hat, and aﬂ'.mge\d a dunany along-
side the horse, so that from above it
would appesr 1o be the deteczive him-
self. e skilfidly placed the dummy o
{hm iha howse presomably rovered 1=us.
ers

ihis precaution, for at Faglh's Nest, Pots-
dam ordeved the gang oul to make quite
suroe of his death. From bis position it
was possible for him to see.the xm!:ﬁ
emerging and heading along the cdge

the chiff towards him.

It was evident to the deteciive that
thﬂ'(‘, and

Porsdam’s men would seon
b wosld havo 4o sl sps
mrdiately rushed to the &h
WAS LTOWn on tho ledge. and then
threw himself down with his face to the
¢iiff, which ‘he pressed as clesely to as he
was able,-in order to escape delection.
Suddenly Sharpe noticed, a litile way
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the fourth switch, when his lmnd‘

1t was a good thing that Sharpe mok'

|

Dc"doﬂ & (aolch L

ahead, what appeared to him {o be the
entrance of au abandoned mine, almost
choked up with midergronth and other
debris. He saw in this a possible hiding-
place, and decided to take a visk and
ingke an investigation.

The detective was soon able Lo push
away the obstructions and force an eutry,
and ihe next moment he had disappeared
inte the mouth of the tunnel. From his
pocket he produced his flash-light in
order to see what kind of a place he was
in. Fortunately it had not broken. To
his amazement, the detective found that
he was at the hegmnmg of a long tunnel
which obviously led to Fagle's Nest.

By this u:na the garg had arrived at
the scene of the explosion, and they
noted with glee the l{“lf,’i‘ hole and the

| destruction wrought by the force of the

guapowder. After a brief examination
of this, they walked to the edge of Lhe
cliff and carefully peered over.

There, sure enough. half-hidden by
folinge and shrubbery, were the mangled
remains of John Sharpe and his horse,
So that was the end of the Needle, they
thought.

One of the men pointed up to the'ever.
increasing flock vultures which irere
circling around waiting their time to
pounce npon and devour the flesh of the
dead horse. The air was filled with the
noize of their ierrible screeching.

As they strolled back to Eagle's Nest, |

e

Totsdam made a grim joke about th
vultures, which, aceording to him, woul
very soon pick clean the bones of the)

de

1. kll'@ Lhd the band of villains imagine
that the hated John Sharpe was cven
now making his way back to Tagle's,
Nest, and that he was very [ar from]
bcmg the dead man they imagined.

Aboul half way through the tunnel, ai
the emd of a steep npgha:la lhem \»aa a
vertical shaft, in whe ® ladd
aud up this lm dauntless detective com-.
ctuved to elistb,

At the tap, John Sharpe found himself

in a celtar, which was dimly Mt from a

small window.
see the outlines of a numbe;" of harrels

In the gloom he could]

and boxes and other rubbis At one
side wer, fight of stairs evident!y lead-
ing 1o a room above.
Jm 1 arps paused for a moment
d listened intently, awd then, fally]

aware of the great risk be was 'tnL.mg,
he decided to mount the stairs.

Stealihily he crept up them one by ore,
pausing after every movement in order
to disten in case he had gue\n h\msolf
away. Seon he had renched the top. and
he congratulated ]umss‘f that, so far,
there was no cause for alarm,

Through a crack in the deor, John
Sharpe was able to make out the form of
Potsdam, and he at ance recognised the

place as thut of the main room at Eagle's |
Standing opposite to the leader’

West.
was Anne Crawiord. They were engaged
in earvest conversalion.

“ I should like to know how thal cursed

himse!

managed to free
rled Potsds
dou n the room.

The detective could plainly overhear
every word that was being witered.

H1"
, #s he paced wp and,

Avme lislened with pretended aslonish-]

ment.

“ 8o he is guiie dead ¥ the girl asked,
and Sharpe thought that there was just
a trase of vegret in her voice.

“The m!tu_m'i will be picking
bones by nos ! grunted the leader,
there was an~expression of o il [siﬂq
on his face.

his
and
Lre.

bacri
‘The Cel

C.4q.
Sole A lnts I'or Euu‘h Alrica:

J of the GEM,

{NEXT WEEBK!

; Jniund, 14
ni & Agency,
and for Caada. The Imperial News Co., Ltd.

The Story of a Thousandl Thrilis—* The' Invisible Hand!”

On the stairs Lelow, Jehn !lar\"c
smiled grim!
Alth (mg,h in.w pretended hapmol

over John Sharpe’s death, she was i‘eaﬂ';
bitterly sorry.

“ Now that' s over, T must_get bac‘;’ﬂn,

headquarters,” she said. 1T
your success to Ircu Hand!”
Potadarn nod
“‘ Beiter have a bite to eat. Then you
can vide down to the-ranch, aid ‘ihe
r will take you where you wyish ls

will vepprt

£o
Jobn Sharpe had heard quite enough,
and he again descended the stairs; at the
ho< tom he flashed his light round and
dizcovered a coil of rope. After a furlher
search, he came across an axe and a
long, thin file, and taking these usefiit
aruicles with him, John Siarpe climbed
‘back through, the hole and found drimself
‘'once more in the tunnel. Groping his
way through the dim, evil-smellin
passage-way, the deteclive at leng
reached the ledge on the cliff.

Several vultoves flew wear him, and

ter fng]nu.umg them away, be tied one
end of his rope fiumly avound a strong

‘bush, and then, dropping the other eind-

out, lze commenced to. descend.

It was a eomewhat perilous task, but
eventually he succeeded in reaching The
fleor of the prairie far below. On more
thau one occasion as he climbed dow
hand over hand, swaving about danger-
mlbig he felt he would have to leave go
of tni rope, but h1‘ good tuck remnained
with hin.

. . . . -
Anne Crawford mounted the horse

which was brought to her, and at once

vode off in the direction -of the ranch,

“lwom ‘-im -as informed that she would
d :

ready to take her to het

ination.
The gang, anxious Lo keep in her gootl

i favour. gave her a rouwsing cheer as she
moved off.

Potsdam walched her for a momment,
then turited to one of the men, whom he
addressed as Baumann,

“Go up o the ohser\'n.tot\' ' he
ovdored, “* and ep a watch seaward.
According 1o my information frem
Bexico, that subiwarine which we seized
will be nlu e soon.  We muost be ready
for her! -

‘The gang crowded around their chief,
anxious to hear all abeul Lhe submarine.

They wera very enthusiastic over the
poszibili of crime with it,

Baum nodded to the chief apd
made his way to the observation tower.

s was a construction built hy the
gang near an old.shack ever- ing the
sea. It wos completely furn <1 with
the most scientific outfits, and included
a heliogrs
at pea mn'ld be signalled.

Baumann entered the tower, and, fail-
ing to see am-ﬂmlg of the auhmnhne,
took up a position where he could make
himself comfortable, and alzo keep a good
loolc-out.

Baumann tock out his cigarette-case,
and prepuced to strike a match, bat

s

4 pavsed suddenly, and his attention was

ph, so arranged that ships out

viveted ou a small objctt a short distquee "

awar.

will be continued in the next nembey

visit fo Iron Hand. Order your GE’.M
carly, boys !)
in , 1.
e
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Saiurday, January 22nd, 1921, :

Bo not miss the thrilling
wccount cf Johm Sharpe's aemazing

This miﬂg story -
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£ WHO'S WHO IN THIS WEEK’S ““GEM ” STORY.

(For the Bonefit of New Readers.)

‘ﬂH:HARD REDFERN, =z ncbolnmhﬁ
boy of tlua New House, and a staun
backer of Figgins, their leader. Takes
part in all kmds of sport, and has the
inekings of a fine journalist. A fellow
of character and marked ability. Takes
part in all japes upon the School House.
‘Is a staunch chum of all the decent
-foflows at 8t. Jim's. Has a sister two
years younger than himself.
EPHRAIM TAGGLES, the porter of
&.. Jim's. Not very alert in the execu-
tjon of his dnties. His usual g to
the fellows-of 8t. Jim's is either, * Wot
},nyl ie thig ’ere!”” and * You young

rips!"” A great lover of the “ boitle.”
Very polite and affable when he thinks
there i3 & tip forthcoming.

GEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY, a big,
barly, robust fellow, with altogether too
eXalted an opinion of his own brains and
capul;nhhcs generally. ' Imagines himself

great detective. uffer st games,
thnugh keen, but can box, and in a fight
would knock out any of the

exeept Tom Merry,
Talbot, and Noble,  With il his frails
he has many
the bravest,

rare sticker.. Has o rick uncle, and is

lities. Brave as-
Lm;ry homest, and a

19

generous  with the frequent he
receives. %
GEORGE WILKINS, a faithful hench-
man of the great George Alfred Grundy
of the Shell. A thoroughly decent fellow,
with no enemies, except the cads of the
Form. A steady worker and a good
scholar, and a fair sportsman. Shares
Study No. 3 with Grundy and Gunn, the
other member of the tric of chums, The
names of Grundy, Wi , and Gunn
invariably oceur together,

WILLIAM GURN, chiefly renowned
as a staunch supporter of Grundy.
Follows him in all his schemes much
more closely than Wilkins, the olher
member of the trio of chums. A some-
what quret fellow who has read a great ~
deal; has supplied Grundy with many of
his great ideas. Quite one of the best of
the Shell jumiors in every way. Shares
Study No. 3-with Grundy and Wilkins.
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-CHAT. !
Address: Editor, The QGEM, The
Flestway House, Farringdon Slrnt, l
=4 Londen, E.CA4.
At - —_

My Doar Chums,—

The large number of letters, full of
praise, which | am mow rescoiving from
my :readers are very pleasing to me in-
deed. According te the majority of my
. oo pondents, tho goad old “ Gam " is
new better than it has ever been before.
But | am not going to rest en my laurels
“yot, and before very lemg | am sure you
wili _be still mere delighted with yeur

+ Tavourite paper. There are many goed
thinge in stors for you aH_

Many readers want to know if it is
presible for tham to da ma ad turn.
Well, this is the kind of spirit which 1
appruciate very much, and te all thesc
readers whe desire to assist me 1 say,
o Recommend the .‘ Gem' to your

friends!” This is the good turn which
will delight me mest of all.

If you find enjeyment in our rollicking
school yarns, and in our splendid serial,
“ The Invisible Hand,” your friends will
be sure to, also, so shout out the good
news, bays!

In next week’s * Gem" there will un-
doubtedly be one of the finest yarns we
have ever published, and it is so interest-
ing that you will find it difficuit to leave
off reading, even for a few minutes. This
gripping long, complete yarn wil be
called, ** The Boy From the Wiid West,”
and it brings to your notice a splendid
new character in the person of Kit
Wildrake, from the Land of the Golden
West. This yarn is one leng, glorious
adventure, and yeu must net miss it.

There will alsa be another splendid
powtrait in next week's number, and a
iang, exciting instalment of ‘' The In-
visible Hand.”

1880000809000 08080 8"
ANSWERS TO R:ADERS. (o
PO EEEETSEEITERTETTTEEY

= PreTTY Porpy " (Bonnie Dundee)
Yes, cld Horatio Curll is very
known. At present he is still the pxmmb
at a cinema in Waylaud. The stage com-
pany to which he belonged is-not likely
to ever start again, I wili, by all means,
speaic o Mr. Martin Clifford the next
time he gives me a look in, and suggess
that friend Curll ehould be brought into
a story or two sometimes. Yes, Racke
has a sister. You may robably hear
something of this interesting young lady
$00i1.

“A Gmu Lover oF Tou MERRY’
(Richmond).—It is quite impossible [or
Aubrey Racke to do anythimg. decent, let
alons think  of reforming! The very
reason that ke is at 8t Jim'e i8 due to
the money which his father wrung from
his fellow-countrymen. He is by far the
wealthiest. scholer at the school now. In
fact, he often boasts that his father could
buy up the whole of 8t. Jim's without
pansing to think twice.

"
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It is rumoured :—

That George Herries carelessly threw
a ball through the window of his study.
We are glad to state that Arthur
Augustus D'Arey’s monocle has come in
extremely useful for keeping out the
offending dranght

That the above-mentioned Arthur
Augustus D" Arcy is extn:muly “pained
at the loss of s *‘pane.

+  That Wallmm George Bunter of Grey-
fmrs Hchool wus rather dubious about
an invitation frnm Wun Lung
foa f;g in that junior’s study, “What
- menut” asked the fatted calf of the
Remove, remembering fuil well the kind
of feeds Wun Lung had previcusly laid
for him,
i - - -
mt Daud Llewellyn Wyon is to
dévote an” occasional half-holiday to
amet Mrs. Taggles, of *tuckshop”
fame. We fear the business will no

! e to be a-paying concern.
3 ; ﬁl‘mam{ 7'\1{» 676.
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Just ono word—erder your “ Gem ™
L

early, fer there will be a big demand.
YOUR EDITOR.
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That Patrick Wynne, the prefect, un-
fortunately broke his ashplant in a
recent scrimmage among the Second
Form facs. He appealed in the hour of
need to Eusebius Twigg, B.A.

That Lord Mauleverer has never been
known io be the recipient of a cold.
Surely he must be too lazy to catch one!

That Robert Cherry still tops the list
of the Remove's best fighters. We
regret it is a “fruitless ” propesition to
try and uuseat that worthy.

T'hnt. mﬂu%ext De Courcy, the Cater-

pnlm, do well to take a leal out

mlue Howell's book. Tt would only

be with & “crawl,” and he wonld stay
thereon,

. L . . . N

That William George Bunter, the Owl

of the Remove, has at last enlisted the

friendship of George Tubb. (We hear

from good authority that the said por-

poise has already feund himself in hot
water !)

That Arthur Augustus D'Arcy has
ordered a goodly supply of stiff shirts.
He has openly confessed to the staff hera .
that he very much fancies himself n
“ Fisti-c

. . . . .

That Baggy Trimble, caught “pry-
ing ” outside the Fifth Form studies,
received a prize thick ear from Herbert
Prye, a worthy of that Form.

- - . - -

That Monty Lowther was awarded five
hundred lines for disobedience in_the
Form-roon. When havin, written
“Spare the red and spoil the child ”
four hundred and ninety-nine tzmo& he
dropped his pen in disgu What's

up *” asked Tom Merry, “lool g over his
chum’s shoulder. “Can’t you finish the

last line?” “I'm afraid not,” re| Iled
the humorous Mumy “It's a ‘line’
that * baits * mel”

. - . . .

That David Llewellyn Wynn has mada
a_New Year's resolution, and that is:
Not to eat.more than thirty dough-
suts, ¥wenty jam-puffs, and five of Mrs.
Taggles’ prime pork-pies per diem. We
have no hesitation in saying that the said
resolation is likely to be carried out.
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