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My Dear Chums,—

This week you have the opening instal-
ment of eur new serial story of Millford
Coltege, and 1 shall anxiously await your
letters to hear how you like it. The
authar of this splendid story has written
many pepular successes, and | have no
doubt that he will alse score with his
latest yarn. | hope all my leyal readers
will take this eppertunity of Introducing

the GEM to their friends whe are not
already readers. Next week’'s GEM
will contain another splendid instalment
of the serial, which you must not miss,
and alse another fine story of St. Jim’s
entitled ** Tom Merry & Co.’s Camp.”
This will he the first of a special series
of camping and caravanning stories, and
you are certain to appreciate them now
that the glerious spen-air days are here.

Don’t miss these magnificent stories of
the popular heroes of St. Jim's. They
are certainly some of the very finest
Martin Clifford has ever written, and yo#
will enjoy every line of them. Get néxt
week's issue of the GEM and the follow-
ing week’s number without fail, or you
will miss a good thing.

YOUR EDITOH.
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“ A Drxpeg ExTEUSIAST ” (Dundee).—- | Lawrence is not related to the other | chum, there is going to he another

< Brooke is_one of the most skilful
junior tennis ers at 8t. Jim’s, Lang-
ion of the Sixth is also o good hand .n
jt. Leslie Owen is the best jumior swim-
mer in the New House; Tom Merry,
Talbot, Blake, and Cardew, of the School
House, are all very hot stuff. Kildare,
Baker and Darrel are perhaps the three
best swimmers in the Sixth Form. I
can’t give you the name of any -boye
especially guud at diving. Mr. Railton
still continues to give encouragement and
instruction to the younger hoys. He
does not take such a leading part in the
games as he nsed to, but I den’t think
it is because his wound prevents him.

“A Yomesmme Peopise V. (York-
shire}.—I will think over your idea con-
Wildrake, Dane, and Buck Fiun.
It is certainly a one! 1 will
endeavour to publish shortly a list of
the Fourth Form studies.  The aye,
colour of hair, and eyes of Cousin Ethel,
Doris Levison and XMarie Rivers arc:
15, 2; 15, 5; 17. 10; black hair, brown
eves; blonde, with blue eves: and brown
with grey eyes. 1 heartily enjoyed

liberal ~ cowmpliments ahout  the
Cardew number, and am very glad to
inform you that an equally od special
Levison number will appcm in o week
or so,

“JAme Tox ” (Gravesend).—So you
like Cardew least? Most boys think him
one of the most interesting studies of
human nature. What was your opinion
of the last two stories dealing with him—
“(Chumming with Wildrake,” and “ His
Chums Against Him 7? T am afraid if
would hardly be possible to reprint the
old stories of 8t. Jim’'s again; at any
rate, not in the paper you mention. For
your questions: No. L. Joe Frayne and
Jimson aru still at St "Jim's; Vavasour
and Roland Ray are not. No. 2. Yes,
ibe boys still continue the St. Jim’s Par-
Jiament, but T think Tom Merry’s Legion
of Honour has been dropped. I am
afraid I cannot give you a full list of
all the double numbers which have ap-
peared. They would take up too much
dpace, there used to be two or three
ouble numbers every year before the
war.

Fren Hopasoy (Wealdstone).—Kil-
dare, Lefevre, Tom Merry, Noble, Tal-
bot, Blake, Figgins, and Wally D‘Arcy
are some of esd boxers at St. Fun's.
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character you inention. Neither is Dick
Redfern related to Barbara Redfern ot
Cliff Honse. Talbot has no velations
whatever at im's; his girl friend
is Marie Rivers. The vaults are generally
entered by the back staircase, but T
cannot give you the names of all the
other entrances. I will endeavour 1o
publish a plan soon, which will give
clearly all you wish to krow,

Percy Il (Iaslemere).—Here is the
full list of masters you want: Head-
master, Dr. Holmes; Sixih Form, Al
Railton; Fifth Form, Mr. Rateliff ; Bhell,
Teslie M. Linton; Fourth Form, Philip
G Lal.hom Third Form, Mr. Selby;

Second Form, Mr.

Peny Carringtots 3
German  Master,

Herr Otto Gottfried

Bchneider: French Master, Monsicur
Adolphe le Blanec Morny.
“WiLFreDp ¥ (Southsea).—Yes,

my

special number shortly.” It will deal with
Ernest Levison. You think “The Lad

From the Lower BDeck!” beats all
records?  Well, don't miss a single in-
stalment, old otherwise you'll have
to beat all re to get hold of your
copy. I hav o forgotten Racke's

sister; and wi + 1o publish a story
dealing  with cpole & Owen in a
swimming ineic. Your idea concern-
ing Bernard (. invention, Gussy,
and Gordon Gay nile good. T might
be able to use it ih.s summer.

“Miss Frosste T. (Andover).—Your
list of favourite clraracters was select and
well chosen. Almost every fellow at far_
Jim’s has one or more sisters, Racke h
a half-sister, named Gladys Sylvaine,
She went to America before her father

died, and her mother marri for a
second time, to “Anbrey 7 Racke's
father.

No. 558 —THE RIVAL CAPTAIN:

ing seiool yarn.

By JACK Wuum:

No. 559 —SPORTSMEN OF THE R.

A xmml lale of the river.

By HE \F‘Y T J(III\SO\'

RAJAH'S

HE
A nmnmg story of lrh'cnunv 1A Tndia:

B) ALFRED ARMITAGE.

No. 1.—THE LUCK DP THE ESTORS.

. 5@
A superb tale of the tur

No.176.—THE IRON CLAW.
A wondertal atory of detective work al&% thrllhn( aﬂ'en!url: m Enxianﬂi

amd Africa.

177.-THE CASE OF
i fascinating romapce of thrilling adventure
Tea and Tinker

eaturing Sextom Blake

By the author of *

THE DO!TBLE TAX LI
and detective work,
(the famous private detective and

clever young assistant).

h
No.178.—THE CASE FOR TH or,
!l{ ITSTEBY OF SYBIL FAIRTHOURNE.
A which Slexton Blake suceeeds im unravelling a
most intricate and dilcult provlem,

rand, long Ie in

No. 178.
author of

—THE CASE O
An absorbing romance of mystery,
“ The Case of the Cinema Star,’

PROSECUTION;

P THE MYSTERY MILLIONAIRE.
deduction, and adventure. By the

No. 49.—THE AMAZING ncxoom

A story of St.
HAVDI’OBT[!

o E
Frank's, introducim E, NIPPER & €O
& CO., and T['B’l‘ﬂ% T\YCKBI ’t’g“e

.ﬁmlng New Boy.

No. 50.—THE CASE OF THE TWO IMPOSTO.

FPRE's WAGER.

X
‘magnifieant novel of deteetive work, introduring NELSON LEE and
K[PI’BB v. PROFESSOR EEW and COUNT CARLAC.




START . THIS GREAT SERIAL TO-DAY! 3

A Magnificent Story of Life at Millford College, by IVOR HAYES.

Mrs. Mace laid down her son’s coat, and rubbed

her tired eyes wearily. She had been repairing the

garment by the light of a smoky oillamp which
stood on the small kitchen table.

* Yes, mother,” said Tom Mace.

The boy raised himself from the plain, wooden chair npon
which he had been seated, laid down his book, and crossed
the room. He picked up the coat, and eyed it carefully
where his mother had been industricusly#darning.

The coat was old and shabby. It had served Tom for a
long while, and was part of the only suit he possessed..

“Anyway,” said Mrs. Mace, “it will do, Tom, until your
clothes come down from London.”

he boy nodded silently, -

“It will do splendidly, mother,” he said.
clothes won't be long in coming.”

There was a troubled look in the boy's eyes a5 he replaced
the garment on the table.

*1I wish the cther clothes had arrived in time, though,” he
muttered. *“1 should have liked to start that grand school in
l;e\I\L clothes. It will be a new life for me, and I want to start

Mrs. Mace nodded her white head.

“Yes, Tom,” she assented, *“It will be a new life there in
the big scheol. You must make the best of it, though.
Chances do not come to everyone.”

“1 will make the most of it, mother,” said Tom earncstly.
“1 am going to make my way, and learn all I can, so that
when I am old enough I can earn money enough to take you
out of all this,”

His mother sighed wearily, and looked round the dingy
and the bare

QGTHERE, I think that will do now.”

“The other

room—looked sadly at the carpetless boards
table.

“ Don’t worry, mother,” said Tom, placing a hand on his
::'lothe‘l;‘s shoulder. I shall be honie for the holidays, you

now,

The woman wiped her eyes with the corner of her rough
apron. Already the tears had started to her ey

“I know you won’t forget your mother, Tom,” she mur-
mured, gripping his hand. “ You've been a good lad to me.
You're all T have in the world, You'll write often?”

The boy nodded silenily, not daring to speak, lest his voice
should betray his emotion,

“1 will write, mother dear,” he answered.
forget.” .

For a moment the pair remained thus, the boy by the side
of his mothér, his hand on her shoulder. e was a finely-
built lad, with clear-cut features and honest eyes that never
flinched. .

He was all his mother had, save—

Tap, tap! Bang!

As that insistent knocking came at the front door of what
these two had learned to call home, Tom Mace dropped his
ha:.d to his side.

The woman started.

~ Tom,” she said, it is your father! Quick! Go upstairs.
Tou must not see him. He is sure to be in a bad temper.”

Ir. great agitation she hustled Tom from the room, and,
heavy at heart, he went upstairs. He hated leaving his
gn.d-ne‘l; alone with Bill Mace, his father, a waster and ne’er-

o-well, < “ -

The man’s booming, harsh voice sounded in the downstairs
rocm, and Tom clenched his hands angrily. Dearly would he
like to take his father and punish himr as he deserved. But
he could not. For some reason that he could not fathom. his
mather loved that slacking, loafing mas whom he was com-
pelled to call father. i
- “He has never been a father,” muttered Tom, with set
testh. *‘Oh, why—why can't I hit him? Why can't I fling
him into the street?”

“I will not

Downstairs Bill Mace was shouting, and waving his arms
angriy.

‘g‘Tﬁnb all you got for my supper?” he roared at the un-
fortunate woman ﬁe had married. *“D'yo think that’s enough
to keep me alive, working—slaving dall day?"

DMrs. Mace shook her gimnd wearily. She had lonﬁ since
learned that with this tyrant of a man silence was the best
policy.

“1t’s more than Tom's had,” she murmured. .

“Tom [ roared Mr. Bill Mace. *“Tom! Shouldn’t think
that lazy young fool would want anything, stuffing his head
into_books ! Igjeft school when I was ten—ten—"

“Yes. dear.”

“Bah! Don't talk to me!
bim_baving won a schelarship to a big school ?

“Tom’s won a scholarship for Millford College,” said Mrs.
Mace proudly. “T'm sure you should praise the boy, for it's
very clever. He'll get a good education—""

“Bah!” snorted the man, his mouth full of ham, *Eddi-
Look at me! Never had an hour’s eddication in

And what's all l:i\'is rot about

cation !
me life

“Yes; but—"

“Ain't T as good &% 'im?”

“Very well, then!” said Bill Mace, resuming his mastica-
tion now that he had gained his point. He continued
silently for some moments, then, placing down his knife with
a sudden exclamation, he smacked his hands together.

My !" he shouted genially. * You didn’t say Millford 1"

‘The woman nodded.

*“Yes, Miliford College,” she replied dully.

“By gum! 1If that ain’t the Iuckiest thing ever!" chuckled

8imon Lundy stared almost through the new boy,
and: Tom drcgplli his head. Most of the boys were
grinnin 4.0h, my only aunt!" gasped Garnet.

Look what's comte to Miliford.™ - .- -
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4 Another Spvendid Long Instalment Next Week!

‘“ 1 call it too thick for words !’ sald Simon Lundy.

‘* Beastly awful " added Luke Bradshaw. ‘' What the

dickens we want with a schelarship chap | can’t

understand !'* ‘' Mear, hear!'’ shouted the juniors
standing around.

the man, "Fancy Tom at Millford! Luck! My stars?
Where is he?

* Upstairs.”

The man leaned back in hls Aha\r.

*“Tom !” he roared.

A ~voice sounded from upslaus then fool
Tom Mace, white-faced, stood in the door

Y Yes,” he.said quietly.

Bill Mace glowered at him.

Dont speak to me ltke that!” he roared.
Yeou ain’t at school now !

‘The boy made no rl-ply, but continued to gaze scornfully
on his father.

“This right about your going to Millford 2" asked Bill
Mace, wheeling round in his chair, and placing hiz grubby,
unshaven face on a still more grubby hand.

Iom nodded.

Jumpmg goals

“If you're going, say so.

eps.  Presently

“Bpeak up!

Ain’t dumb, are you ?”" hooted mp man,
I've gol a job for you ther

“Job?” Tom Mace raised his eyebrows in surprise. “1
don’t understand you,” he said.
y 'Dl‘l right, orl vight. Lét me get on. Lock ‘ere. You

ain't a dull sort o' d ap, and 1 can put you on to pick up a
bit o’ cash, and earn a bit for yore old dad.” Receiving no
reply from: the figure -in the doorway. the man resumed.
“Well, it’s like t}us ‘ere. Old Spikey—— You know
Fnlkey Meadows o” the Plume of Feathers’ Well, Spikey
got on to a crib the other day——"

l Yes! Ain't yon ‘eard the word ?" shoutml the
boy’s father scornfully. ™ You a scholard an’ all! Jumping
oats ! Crib means a job—a job like the one wot we cracked
ast Thursday at the Manor House.”

“Father ! You mean a burglary—a place to burgle
Mrs, Mace went red and white alternately.
*That's what I mean!” sneered the man, noting  the

disgust in the boy's face. “Call it_that. We ain’t doin’ no
‘nrm.  Just takin’ from the rvich. Now, you'd make a good
gize crib-cracker, you would |

“ What do you mean?”

The boy drew himself erect, and his eyes blazed.

*Orl right, orl right!” said the man, waving his fist irrit-
n't get on yer perch, me lad! Listen to yer old

dad. You're ﬁ to Millford, ain’t yer? Yes, 1 know you
are. Good! illford’s just about the best cribr to crack.
Now, nld Spikey Meadows lmous the place. But ‘e says we

st ’ave an inside u10mp!1m.

‘Anflm inside accomplice
“That’s it. You're geitin "the idea orl right. 'Now, you
ern be the inside accomplice, See?” .

“I see,” said Tom Mace grimly, “Oh, yes. I see all
right! You wani me. to come o dirty, im\-doun thief !
VYou want me_to rob the school where I am going to oblain
a good education frec !

“’Ere, ’old on! Not so fast, young shaver!
rose somewhat unsteadily. “You keep yer \\nol on !
#0 much of it "
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" Bill Mace
Not

Get ym:r “ Gem?” Early.

Tom advanced towards his father, an.i the man drew backs
'Mra Mace clutched her son by the sleeve.

Tom,” ehe pleaded, “don’t touch him, rlease

“Touch me !” laughed the man mockingly, in crescende.
“Touch me! That whelp, that gutter brat, that charity
schoolboy I

Tom Mace did not move, althcugh ine fare turned while
with rage.

o Why Ill—I'll smash every blinkin’ bo,,c in yer hody!
roared the man viciously.

He snatched up a chair and half-raised it above his head.

His wife, with a sharp cry, sprang between him and her
son.

“Don” l"‘ she pleaded, clutching the man’s arm.  * Oh,
don’t, Bill !

Wuh a curse, Bill ecc threw her as! ide, and raised the chair
above his head again. The woman clung round his knees,
ﬂnd dlnppmg the chmr, he clawed at her arms to free himeelf.

et go!” Tom \Iace‘ his cheeks buiring, and his eyes
blazing, strode for\\ard “Touch my mother, Jou brute,” he
said thmugh his teeth, “and I will smash you !

So surprised was tho man at this outburst that he released
the woman, and Tom helped her to her feet, and led Her to
a chair, where she sat sobbing.

The bny and the man faced one another, and neither moved.
There was hatred in the man’s eyes, but there was also fear—
fear of this unknown strength before him. had never
matched himself against Tom; but now, vedd the youth
upand down, he came to a quick dcmﬁl(mfﬂ'u decizion of &
coward,

With an oath and a savage kick at the cheir that lay on
the ground, he picked up his cap, and stamped out of the
room.

Tom waited until the final slam of the front door told
that, for a time at least, his father had gone

Mrs. Mace was sobbing bitter]

“Oh, Tom, Tom,” she said hu
what he says. 1 tried to keep his eriminal ways from you.
thought you would never know. But he has told you. It has
heen going on for months now, Tom.”

The bay took his mother in his arms and comforted her

“Don’t worry, mother,” he said. “1 shall never be a th
But 1 did not i»no\v of this. Mother, 1 can’t leave you in |
hands—T can’t!

The woman looked up at hel son through tear-stained eyes.

“But, Tom,” she said—* Tom, my dnrfmg oy, you must!
For your own good vou must go to school. I can stay here.
T am used to it, and I have no future. But with you it is
different. You must get away from all this. If you do not,
your home will be against you all your life. Go away and
forget it 1"

*Yes, mother,” said the boy gently,

<hal never forget you—never

He stvoked his mother's glev head leqdm Iy, and there were
tears in his eyes, He hnh.d leaving he:

h, mother,” he said, “I wish lh.n 1 could take you away

with me
“ No, Tom,” she said gently.
all you' can, and frry to become
want you to be. It is all that
right, for right's sake, my boy.

She drew him closer, and looked into his eyes,

“Your father has bad a bard time, Tom dear,” she said
softly.  “Do not judge him too barshly. He was a better
mnan once.  And he may become a bel:er man again one day.
But forget him now. Good-night I

Rev. olently the boy stooped and kissed his mother. 1t was
the last time for many months that he would kiss her good-
night. To-morrow he would be in a new world,

hun

v, “never, never listen to

“1 will forget it, but I

“Go, dear, alone. TLearn
a gentleman, That is all T
atters. Be a gentleman. LUo

Off to College.

EXT morning dawned bright and sunny. The early-
morning sun streamed through the window in Tom
Mace’s -room, making even that dowdy, ill-
furnished room look bright and cheerful,

Through thé open window came the sound of singing birds,
and Tom, as he sat up in bed, felt almost happy.

It was going to be a new ‘world, He could not imagine
what life at a big school was like, for the only school he ha
ever known was a Council school. There, all the boys had
seen like himself, the sons of poor pnnuts, and. now he
wondered idly how hé would get on with the sons of rich
men.

There was Simon Lundy, the squire’s son—he went to
Millford.  Tom had often seen him in the ht[lc town_of
Darton, and had even seen him at the squire’s house. For
Tom, in his spare time, had delivered errands for the local
grocer.

Of course, Simon Lundy had not noticed Tom. or, if he
had, he had appeared not to. It was not for a squire’s son to

* revognise the son of a local lounger.

But now Tom was going to the same school as Simon,
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These thoughta ran through the boy's brain as he sat there
in the sunlight, and he did not hear his mother's first call.
At the second sound of her voice, however, he sprang out of

ed.
“Right-ho 1" he called. “I'm getting up, mother! T'll be
- down soon !” <

He hastily dressed and washed. When he had donned his
<ld roat, he eyed it reflectively. It did not look bad. Of
course, it was not the same cut or quality as Simon Lundy’s,
but it did not look so bad on. True, there were one ar tvo
rather prominent darns, and there was a hole—but Tom did

" not say anything about that.

When he went down to breakfast his mothor looked him
up and down proudly. Then she frowned anxiously,

- “ do hope that coat will lock all right, Tom,” she said.
“I did try to make it look decent.”

“Don’t worry, mother dear,”” he said, kissing. her cheel
affectionately. “It’Il be all right.”

He sat down to his breakfast, and soon forgot his coat in
talking happily of the life he was to lead.

M Mace looked at the clock once or twice during the
course of the meal, for she was anxious that Tom should not
miss his train.

. “It’s time to go, my boy,”
journey."

Toem rose, and packed his few things into a parcel, together
with a few sandwiches his mother had cut for him.  The
scholarship he had won provided him with a complete schoal
outfit; but, unfortunately, it had not arrived, and would not
arrive till the morrow, 8o, for the 4ime being, the boy had
to be content with the few things he had by him,

Af last it was time to go, and, parcel in hand, he stood in
the porch of the small #ottage. His mother, trying to smile
and keep back the tears that were forcing themselves to her
eyes, shook his hand, and kissed him with motherly affection.

“(Good-bye, dearest boy !" she said rather huskily. * Good-
bye, and do not forget me. I want you to be happy, Tom.”

Tom nodded and smiled, although there was a strange lump
in his throat at the parting.

The woman watched him as he strode down the street, the
brown-paper parcel under his arm. -

As he turned the corner of the street she waved her hand,
then disappeared. And now Tom Mace had set his feet on
the new road. His mother and his home were behind him,
His home he would forget, but not his mother. He did not
dream that, at that moment, his mother was weeping bitterly,
She had given her son, sent him out for his betterment, and
rendered herself lonely, and her life Joveless.

But Tom was feeling quite happy. He was an explorer on
a voyage to a new world—a world he had read of, heard of,
but never known

o wondered if he would meet 8imon Lundy? He looked
at the sky and smiled. The porter at the small but busy
station gave him a cheery good-day. All the people knew

om, and he wag respected.

“ Hear you be going to school.” said the porter.

“That’s right, S8am,” said Tom, nedding. “I'm going by
tho next train, too.”

she said. “You have a long

The old porter nodded, and stroked his grey Dbeard
reflectively,
“ Différent_from my days these be,” he mused.: *Well,

well, well. Fancy old Bill Mace’s son a scholard !

Tom smiled, and passed on, crossing the bridge fo the
down trains. Ie looked at the clock. There were five
miﬁutcs to spare, and he sat down on a seat by the station
wall, .

Save for a figure farther up the platform he was alone. On
the other side, where the up train was already due, there was
quite a crowd. .

The figure at the other end of the platform turned round
and walked down towards Tom, and i]})m boy eyed him with
idlo euriosity.

The man passed, looking ahead along the line, and swinging

cane behind him. He was tall, with a keen, clean-looking
fice. a small black moustache, and cold, stecl-grey eyes.

There was something impressive about the man, and Tem

~ild not help looking at him. The man glanced at him

, then turned his eyes away, as though there was

ing nbout Tom to interest him.

Tom watched the man he tock in details. The man was

more than an ordinary passer-by to Tom, but to-day

d was interested in everyone. He compared the man’s

with his own. Yes, in the cut there was a perceptible

ence.  But Tom would not have chosen that material—
for the man wore a sea-green suit.

. -Baut prezently the boy’s attention was deawn to an adver-
tisement that had been pasted on the station wall. It told
‘of the rize of a youth from a waif to a salaried official at some
few thousands a year, and the boy’'s eyes narrowed. Why
shouldni’'t he be such a man! Why should not he some day be
worth a few thousand pounds a year. Then he conld afford
to keep his mother in comfort, as she deserved to be kept;
thens-— "But the train, with a rush and roar, was coming into
the station, and Tom, parcel in hand, rose to his feet.

Tio walked along the third-class carriages; looking for am
ocoupied one, for he wanted company. ere was only one,
In it was seated an ill-clad man, with a thick muffier round
his neck. Tom eyed him cu\m.ily. Here was a failure, he
thought—one of tfvle many who never got beyond the bottom
rung. He wondered what the man might be, and what was
his business. And the man returned his look. Tom flushed,
and looked out of the window.

The guard’s whistle sounded shrilly, and the train began
to move, A -figure passed by the carriage, looked in, then
opened the door, ¢ . i

It was the man with the sea-green suit. le looked at
Tom, then crossed the carriage, and sat beside the mian with
the mufiler. %

It seemed queer {0 Tom that when there were. two vacant
corner seats this han should sit right next to the’ rough-
looking tremp. Bui the man's next action was even more
surprising. & s -

*Hallo, my old bird I"" he said, eyeing, the man with the
muffler. “I thought you'd be on this train.” 7

The man with the muffler started. .

“Why, bless me ‘eart,” he ejaculated, *if it ain’t Jim {*

Ile extended his hand, and the man in the sea-green suit
took it. and gave it a friendly shake.

“ Didn't recognise me?” he said.

“No, I'm blest if I did!” returned his companion, “Not
with that moustache !” i

The man with the sea-green suit glanced at Tom with a
quick, penetrating look, but Tom was not looking at the
moment, and the man was reassured,

But Tom was listening. He could not help it. - For the
man with the mufiler had startled him. With that moustache !
Was the man in the sea-green suit in disguise, then ?

“Thought you was lying low,” said the mufflered man
hoarsely.  He attempted to whisper, but his voice carried.
“The man in the sea-green suit nodded.

::?Eltlmb now,” he said. “I'm on the track of better fry !”

‘Oh!”

Tom was trembling with excitement. After his father's
statement of the night before, it was not surprising that the
boy was suspicious. Then instantly it sprung into the boy's
mind that this man was a detective.

The hoarse voice of the man with the muffler sounded
again, and Tom heard the words distinctly,

“Not on a good thing "’

“Yes, Spikey,” returned the man with the sea-green suit.

Tom started violently, then turned very red. Spikey—his
father’s friend !  Spikey. the man who was leading his father
into another rash venture! So that was Spikey Meadows—the
man with the muffler !

The lad could almost have shonted, As it was, he glanced
hurriedly at the men at the end of the carringe. But they
were whispering now, heedless of him.  Evidently they
thought him of no account.

But Tom had heard enough.

He sat in_the corner of the carriage silent, a prey to dark
thoughts, Supgaso his father, on some foolish venture in
company with Spike Meadows, were to be caught ? It w

" Why, bless me

He extended his hand.

“ Didn’'t recognise me, sh 77 ‘ No!'* returned his com-~
1" To

The man with the muffler started.
‘eart,”’ he said, ““if It ain’t Jim !

““Not with that
sagerly.
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break his mother’s heart, and—and it would ruin him, if it
were ever learnt ab the school. And how could it be kept
a secret ? .

The train raced on through the glorious scenery of sun-
goaked Kent; but the scenery meant nothing to Tom then.
He who had been so happy was now plunged into the depth of
gloom by the dark thoughts that had just entered his head,

He had not left his home behind him, then. He could not
live it down, His father would be arrested. In his mind's
eve, he could picture his mother’s grief and the outburst the
revelatipn would cause at the school.

'hey must never know about father! He would keep
that & secret. And he would write that pight to his mother,
to tell her to warn Bill Mace against this thief.

1f his mother could keep the foolish man from the tentacles
of Spikey Meadows, then all would be well.

But what if his father came to the school, burgled it, and
were arrested. Tom shivered. He saw for the first time
that his caveer was not to be a bed of roses e would have
te win his way at the school, and as vet he knew but one lad
Ihcrk{Simou Lundy. And he only knew Sion by sight and
repurie

The Conspiracy Against Tom.

é¢F CALL it too thick for wards!”

Simon Lundy sat on the lable in the Junior
Common-room at Millford Ccllege, and swung his

legs. There was a bored look on Simon's face, and

an almost vacant expression in his eves. He was not a hizhly-

wtelligent vouth, but as his father was wealthy and of zood

stock, Simon was regarded as one of the leading lights of the
IFourth Form. "

Two other juniors, as clegantly dressed as S8imon, and 2s
sapercilious, nodded appreciatively as their leader spoke.
They agreed with what he said, bub their looks seemed to
jmply that they were too lazy to put it into words.

* Beastly awful I said Luke Bradshaw. after a pause, Since
e was the younigest son of an earl’s brather, Luke felt he was
eslled upon to back up his leader’s remark,

The juniors who were standing round said nothing. Simen
usnally led the conversation, and retained it. His voice was
riot unpleasant, but it gave most pleasure to himself,

“What. the dickens we want with a scholarship chap I
can’t understand,” he said. **We've never had one before,
and T don't see why we should begin!”

** Hear, hear!”

Simon waxed warmer.

“T expect he’ll talk through his nose, and dro
and all that,” he went on scornful “ Blest i
the dad to take me away next t «

“ Hear, hear!” said a red-haired, freckle-faced youth in
the corner.

“Who asked you to speak, Pecl?” asked the lofty
Dradshaw. '

The freckled yonth smiled.

“No one,” he said. “But T felt called upon to support
the worthy Simon’s motion. But wish to add an
amendment.”

The freckled youth rose to his feet. He was not handsome,
and his features were inclined to be rugged, as though thrown
tagether hastily. Yet his face always wore a cheerful grin.
Ilis clgthes were in keeping with his face,.and it was not
surprising that he did not find favour with the Aristoerats of
the Fourth,

“Well, my cheery urchin, what is it ?” asked Lundy, with

his aitches,

h Tneer. Y
* Why, that you ask your father to take you away this term
—not next, dear man!” chuckled Bob Peel.

“What 1" )

Bradshaw raised his eyebrows. And severval juniors looked
shocked that anyone should dare to pull the august leg of
_their honoured chief. But Simon Lundy merely sneered.

“I don’t give a button—not a blessed bone button—for
what you think, Peel,” he said. “I'm rather annoyed that
the Head let you come here, you son of a pauper parson '™

Peel’s smile vanished at this veference to his father, but he
id nothing, and Lundy’'s sncer increased.

. “To get back to our mutton,” he murmured,
show this new rat what we think of him.

Teel the lesson he deserved when he came, and you can see
what a cheeky beast he is now !’

His companion nodded dutifully.

*That's the style!” chuckled Luke Bradshaw.

And Lionel Garnet nodded_assent.

“Just tell him what we think——""

“That won’t take half a minute!” interrupted Peel. .
“An’ chuck his jolly old baggage into the road—what "
went on the lofty Lundy, ignoring the interruption. -
“Hear, hear!” chuckled the others. “You do get the
ideas, Lundy, old man.”
mon Lundy fanned himself with a handkerchief.

Yaas,” murmured: I -poust pride myself that I
Tre Gem LiBrary.—No. 697, '

“T vote we
We didn't give

- Aristocrats of the

T don’t ask *

do get the ideas!
betrer come at once.

He slipped from the table, and drew a gold watch from
his pocket.

“ Just. about time for the kid to arrive,” he murmured.

He led the way from the Common-room, and his com-
panions followed. There were nine of ten in his following,
and Robert Peel glanced after them with an angry frown on
hig cheery freckled face.

Ile had a sirong and not unnatural dislike for the
%uurlh. When he arrived\ there had
been unpleasantness, and he was sorry for this new boy. But
he felt he eould do nothing. .

Lundy ambled leisurely down to the gates, his cap tilted
over his eyes; while, in equally lounging attitudes, his com-
panions followed. - .

They reached the gates. It was a splendid afternoon,
The sun shone down upon the guadrvangle, and the huge
elm-trees threw long shadows. J;E\'urywhere wae hot, and
the Aristocrats leaned against the ﬁat

e

“\’\'e!], if we're going to get him, we'd

Some fellows were playing on the ericket-feld.

“ Hope he won’t be long!” yawned Luke Bradshaw,

Simon peered out of the gate, then started, as his face
went red.

“My hat!” he exclaimed.

The others looked at him in amazement. Then turned their
glance towards the gateway. There stood Tom Mace, his
pareel under his arm. looking awlkwardly about him.

His face went rather red, as the Aristoerats turned cold
stares upon him. He realised at once, what he had_not
before—in every way these were fellows different from him.

He looked at their clothes. Then he glanced at his own
darned coat. The holes that his mother's loving hands had
darnéd the night before assumed a new prominence. Aud as
ihese realisations soaked into his brain, he turned a deeper
crimson.

Simon Lundy was eyeing him, mouth open. Simon had
never cennccted the new boy with Tom Mace—Tom, the
grocer’s assistant! The. name of the scholarship lad had
never interested him. But he knew.

“ Youn——" he guasped.

Tom Mace, with a rather forced smile on his face, advanced.

* You—rou remember me!” he stammerved. “I'm Tom
Mace. You—jyou're Simon Lundy, aren’r you:"

Rimon turned red, and stared at the outstretched hand.

“What do you mean?’” he gasped.

Luke Bradshaw, his mouth open, gave a gasp. The other
Arvistocrats stared in amazement at the new bey and their
leader. The contrast beween the two was remarkable and
obvious. Simon’s clothes, spotless, without crease, and of
serfect cut, made him the mould of fashion at Millford.

Fis trousers were alwayd well creased, and he was o known
faddist where dress was concerned.

Now he was faced with this new boy, with a darned coat
and baggy, shabby trousers. And the boy knew him by
name.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Luke Bradshaw, for the second
time. * A pal of yours, dear boy!”

“What—what do you mean?” stammmered Simon uncom-
fortably, *I don’t know him!"

He stared almost through the new boy, and Tom dropped
his hand. He looked from one to the other of the Aristocrats,
Most of them were grinning, and Lionel Garnet eniggered,
and pointed to a darned place in the gleeve of Tom's poor
coat,

“Oh, my only aunt!” gasped Lionel. “Look what's come
to Nllillfurii. *Oh, look al the darns!”

He looked at Simon again. He could not believe that
]Simon had cut him. Perhaps the fellow did not remember
him,

“T say,
Fourth
groceries——

*Wha

** said Tom, turning once more to the snob of the
‘LI(),!,J,I: you remember me? I used to bring the
shrieked Bradshaw.

And there was a perfect roar of mirth.
from the other Form had drifted up.

“He—he used to deliver the grocevies!” yelled Garnet,
amidst a roar of laughter.

‘'om Mace stared round him, scared ati this reception.

L“ﬁ did, “ he repeated. “Mr. Lundy—I mean, Simon

undy——"

“Mr. Lundy! He—he calls Bimon, * Mister 1" sobbed
Bradshaw, convulsed with.laughter.

The crowd began to see the joke, and laughed with him.

“Oh, you funny chap!” chuckled Garnet,

Simon Lundy, with a pink spot in either cheek, was gazing
wrathfully upon the unfortunate Tom.*

* What the dickens do you mean?” he demanded., *Sup-
pose you did deliver our grocerics. Do you think that
entitles you to my friendship?”

(This -Gripping - New Sevial aill -be. continued - in- Next
Week's Splendid Issue of the * Gem.” Order Early.)

Several fellows
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THE PLOT AGAINST

JTJIM'S

A Grand Long Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jim’s.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Tom Merry’s News [

RASH!
K was Tom Merry, captain of the Shell Faorm at St.
Jim's, who caused the troubla,

He came rushing into his study, where Manners
and Lowther, who shared the room with him, were cleaning
up after a fnemllv ' visit from George Figgins, Kerr, and
Fatly Wynn, their rivals of the New Ilouse.

The table was pushed nearer the door than was usual, and
upon the table rested many articles which Figgins & Co. had
strewn about the place. Books, ink-pots, fire-irons, jars, and
gmg\ar pop bottles had been mxrefnlh placed upon the table
Tanners and Lowther preparatory to their clean

But the fates decided that the articles upon the tabl
rot stop there, for Tom Merry, who had beeu ou
rushing inte the study. collided with the table, and sent it

ving with its contents to the floor.

Crash

“Ow! Yoop!" gasped the luckless hero of the Shell
“0Ow! You hurbhng dummies! What on earth do you want
te put a table in front of a giddy door for—you fatheaded
chumps !’

Manners and Lowther glared. Their feelings were too deep
ful words.

Now look what you've done!” roared Tom Mer “All
hlcsied ink's over the blessed carpet, you—yo
You—you—ass!" howled Manners, ““We didu't 1‘n it,

1g jabberwock! You did it!"”

“ By Jove, if that's not adding insult to injury "' exclaimed
the exasperated Lowther. * Collar the fathead, Manners

Manners did not speak—he act. The incensed juniors
at Tom Merry, and in a ummepl he was being whirled
1ound the study. Of course, they stumbled over books and
ink in the process, but that didn’t matter. Meonty Lowther's
foot banged upon a small puddle of ink, lifted, and then
crashed ujon Tom Merry's prep. That, a]so, front Monty
Lm\ ther's point of view, was of no account.

Leggo, you w ! roared Tom Mmrv

.emme-go I've got news!”

“ You’il want something new before we finish with vou!™
-antpr‘ Monty Lowther. * Bump him, Manuers!”

“ What-ho!"" gasped Manners.

-It was no easy matter to bump the stalwart feader of the
Shell, but Monty Lowther and Manners managed it at b
And b%\ the time they had bumped Tom Merry three times
upou the floor—-right in that same puddle of ink—Manners
«nd Lowther were -showing almost the same amount of

“You ehumps

distress as their leader.
Tom Merry, panting with wrath,
1rrd
* You xdmls “0Oh dear!
J-a‘mh ink!"
‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Cackle, you dummies—like blessed hyena
Tom Morry, as he leapt te his feet,  “Oh, my hat !

He felt that portion of his trousers stained by the ink, and
his hand came away black and wet. Monty Lowther and
seemed to think it funky, for they laughed until
ars rolled down their cheeks.

For a moment Tom Merry stood glaring at them fusiously,
then he. too, acted.

With a bound. his ink-stained hand shot out twice in rapid
successicn, and there came the sound of two distinet smacks,
followed unmedlate by twa still more distinct yel s.

Fou ch ump!"" howled Manners.
“ You fathead!" roared Monty Lowther.
It was Tom Merry's turn to langh, and he did so right

sat up on the floor aud

" he gasped. T'm sitting in the

growled-

heartily. He had just smacked the faces of his chums, and
their cheeks bore the imprint of his inky fingers.
“ Think yourself lucky I dida't biff your
dummies!” he said.
From the expressions on the jun‘mrs' faces, they would
much rather have suffered a “biff ” on the chin than have
tlnlolmmmformhle inky feeling on their cheeks.

5, vou

f all. the silly (Iumnm;, *“said Manners angrily, *com-
mend me to Tom Merr;
* Blessed if I can find words {o express mywlf’ panied

Manners. T wish Knox—— Oh,

Tom Merry chuckled.

# And now you fatheaded idiots have calmed down a bit.”
he said, “I'll go and {ell Jack Blake & Co. the news while
vou clear up.”

Monty Lowther ran quickly and
turned the key in the lock.

* You'll do nothing of the kind, ass!" he said |\a]sle!\'
“You'll stop and help clear up Figgy & Co.'s mess 1"

Tom Merry stared

you chump!”

to the door, closed it,

“Figgy & Co.” What the dickens are you talking abou ¢
he demanded.
“They wrecked the study ™ snorted Mmmea-:s. “ They

were_three to we two—-""

“Then why on earth
asked Tom Merry.

\Inlmers and Lm\thvr glared.

‘ You didn’t give us much chance, you faihead!
Monty Lowther. *‘ You come barging in here like— a
bull in a blessed china-shop—knock the blessed (able over -
upset all the clearing up we had done, and then-then usk
W] h\ we didn't tell you about Figgy & Co. when you came
in! Oh, i-uu re a_bigger chump than I thought you were!

“ Thanks ! said 'Tgunl Merry, with a laugh.

Then he became suddenly grave. His face, usnally cheerful
to look upon. assumed an eXpression of dismay.

:: ;\ngris, he said solemnly. ‘*I've rotten news!

“ Rotten news!" repeated Tom Mervry. * In fact, 1 think
we'd better get the siudy to rights, and lhon feteh in Blake
& Co. TIl give you the news then, Tt's about the most
serious thing I've heard, and I_might say there's a shock
in store for the \\hole school—juniors and seniors, Dr. Holies
and the masters!”

Manners.and Lowther forgot all about their rvesentment in
their curiosity to know the news. Tom Merry would not be
so serious unless something very much out of the way had
happened.

“Too long to tell us first?"” asked Manners quietly.

“ Much!”" answered Tom \I@zl briefly. * Let's get the
work done, you chaps, and we'll send for Blake & Co.

It took the juniors, who worked in absolute ql}encc nearly
half an hour to clean up the study. Figgins & Co. had done
their work well—from their point of view. In different cir-
cumstances, Tom Merry & Co. would probably have left their
study in its wrecked condition whilst they went ov er to the
New House to interview Figgins & Co.

But Tom Merry's suggestion of the serious news he had to
impart knocked all thoughts of retaliation out of their minds,
Their one object was to get the study in some kind of order.

t was done at last, and Manners left the study to fetch
Blake & C'o. Dluke, D’'Arcy, Herrvies and Digby were Fourth-
1=mmen at St. Jim' s, but th:—.—} were friendly rivals and firm
chums of the Shell Co. For that matter, there cxisted a
very warm friendship haluccn Figgins & Co. of the New
House ard Tom Merry & Co., despile the frequency of study
raids and rags.

It was not long before Manners returned with Blake.

 Hear you've got somel.hmg to tell us, Tommy!” said’
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i't you tell me when I came in?

" said
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B‘}iﬂ_ﬁe. “* Glad you know for whom to send when you want
aavice—— .

“ Don’t rot, there’s a d chap!” said Tom Merry seri-
ously. “The news won’t please you any miore than it 'did me.”

“ Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy! I sincerely hope that nothin’
has happened in the family, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustius
D’ Arcy quickly. *“I wegard family mattahs—"

“ We're all in the family here, Gussy,” said Tom Merry.
E‘ Iv.:]u Yn.”fa.rmly matter, sure enough—with St. Jim's as the
amily !

“ Bai Jove!”

“ My hat!” .

“ Get it off your chest, Tommy,"” said Blake, sea{inq him-
self ilrlll the most comfortable chair in the study. '* We're all
ears ! ‘

“ You look it!"” murmured Monty Lowther, who had some
reputation as & hnmorist.

But Tom Merry was not in a mood to listen to Lowther’s
humorous ‘sayings at that moment, and as Jack Blake rose
from his chair to discuss the niatter of ears with Lowther,
Tom gently pushed him back again,

“If we have any more of Monty’s rotten jokes, chaps,”
said Tom Merry, *“he’ll go out of the study on his neck !

“ Yaas, wathah, deah boy ! I guite agwee with that method
of pwocedure! Montay makes wotten jokes at the best of

times 7

“Look here, you Fourth Form chumps-——" began Lowther.
wiathfully. & Pl

“Youw'll shut up, ass!” roared Tom\Merry. *“This is a

serious meeting, not a giddy pantomime!”

And Monty Lowther, in the face of the numerous hostile
glances, shut up,

“Now, you chaps will know that T went to Wayland to buy
some new flannels this afternoon——"

“Don’t tell us you haven’t got them!” interrupted Digby.

“Shut up ! roared Tom Merry. “ Let me do zll the talk-
ing now. Gussy generally dees that, but for once I'm going
to do it.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, if you mean to—"

“Rats ! T .

“Bai Jove, if you ¢ wats ’ to me—"

“Bhut up ! roared the juniors in unison.

And IP Arcy, following the example set by Monly Lowther,
shut up. Bui his aristocratic nose was thrust very high in
the air, and his whole bearing was one of contemptuous
indignation as he sat back in his chair.

“Well, I called in the hotel for tea—I did my prep before
T went out—and whilst there I had to listen to a conversation
hetween two stuffy-looking fossils, They were talking about
St. Jim’s, law courts, barristers, K.C.’s, and all the rest of it,
and I don’t mind admitting that I was interested, To boil the
conversation down, chaps, I've learned that St. Jim's is'going
to be shut up !”

“Shut up "

**8-s-s-shut up 1
. For a moment there was silence jn the study—a deep,
impressive silence. Then Monty Lowther burst into a roar
of laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tem Merry turned round. his face flushed and angry,

“Laugh on, you dummy !” he said sareastically. = “I1 sup-
pose you don't care a suap of your fingers if 8t. Jim's closes
dowu.haml we all get sent to different schools?”

“Rh

* ¥ou heard what T said!” 5

* You're—you're jokirng, aren't you, Tommy?” demanded
Monty.

"Joking‘he jiggered!” snapped Tom Merry. “It's ouly
too true!”
again there was silence utter and complete in Tom
Merry’s study. . The juniors were too flabbergasted to do any-
thing but stare. .

CHAPTER 2.,
The News Spreads !

“* AT Jovel!” #

B Tt was Arthur Augustus ID’Avey who broke the
silence. He sat boli upright in his chair, his monocle
gleaming, and his mouth wide open in his

astonishment. >

“You ave not wottin®, Tom Mewwy ?” he demanded.

“Do I lock as if I was, fathead "

D' Arcy passed over the latter part of Tom Merry’s remark.
It was mot a lime for taking any notice of opprobrious
EXPressions.

“M-m-m-my hat exclaimed Jack Blake. Do you mean
to tell me, Tom Merry, that thrr::’s going to be a law action

I
for the possession of St. Jim's?’ 3

“Only if the proofs the two fossils are bringing here are
contested,” said Tom Merry. “1I take it that the two fat-
heads T saw are solicitors, and that théy are bringing proofs
. Tue GEx Lisrany.—XNo. 697. i

to the governors of St. Jim’s that this place belongs to some+
body of the name of Maurice-Egbert. He's selling it to a
conipany, and the place is
factory I”

“What !”
“That's—thal’s sacrilege ! gasped Herries.
turn Towser on to the rotters when they come!”

“And they’ll turn Towser into jam!” snorted Monty
Lowther, “ You keep your rotten mongrel away from the
jam-makers,” Herries, my son, or j‘ﬂu'ﬁ bo upsetting the
digestions of ha]’f Great Britain|” :

Q) 1

a, ha, ha!

“ Don't joke!” said Tom Merry, who had bad longer time
in which to let the full portent of the nows sink into his mind.

“1 suppose you haven't made a mistake, Tommy 7" asked
Manners. 2|

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ None at all,” he replied.

At that momeut there came the rapid l?]:atter of feet in the

assage, and the door of the study was Bung violently open.
%iggins & Co. stood in the doorway, their faces depicting
surprise, wrath, and incredulity.

“No rags!” said Figgins hastily.
news !"”

Tom Merry & Co. and Jack Blake & Co. exchanged glances.

* Come inside, Figgy ! said Tom Merry. 22

Figgins & Co came inside, and closed the doer behind

“My hat, Tl

“We've brought sou

them.

“St. Jim's is going to be shut up—"

“Going to be turned into a jam factory—" "

“We'll all have to go to some ather school—" .
Figgins & Co. all tried to speak at once, and as their voices
were exeited and loud, the noise was deafening.

“Shut up, Wynn! Let me speak !" said Figgins wrathfully.

“Yon needn’t trouble!” broke in Tom Merry. “ We know
all about it, In fact, we've talked it over.”

Figgins & Co. stared. .

“Well, I'm blessed !" said Figgy, *Why, it's only twe
minutes since Baggy Trimble heard the news!”

*Baggy Trimble was a Fourth-Former to whom ea\-es&m})-
ping was no crime against decency. He was thus generally
the first to know anytbing that was happening, or about to
happen, at St. Jim's,

“ He sold it to us for a piece of cake,” said Faity Wynn.
“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors. “So you've got to go

without supper, I suppose?"” .

“Not so bad as that !"* said Fatty Wynn, whose appetite was
of the never-satisfied variety. * We've got—" 5

“Neover mind what we've got, you cormorant ! inferrupted

Tiggy. “It's the news we've come to talk about! Baggy
swears it’s right, Tom Merry !

“Tt is!” said Tom, and he explained how he had fivst come
to hear of the matter. i -

When he had finished, the dismay depicted upon the faces
of the New Hounse Co. was as acute as that of ,the School
House juniors. " N

“Well, what are we gqn’ng to do about it 7" said Kerr, the
junior from Secotland, *'T suppose the Head won't take every-
thing for granted, will he?”

“(3oodness knows!” said Tom Merry.
have to wait and see what happens !
“ Couldn’t we kidnap the giddy solicitors?” said Blake.

“Bai Jove, Blake,” exclaimed D’Arcy approvingly, 1
wegard that as a wippin® ideah! Iold them to waneom, and
all that!” .

“Rot!” said Kerr. *Don't tallk out of the back of your
neck 1"

“And why shouldn't we?” demanded Blake warmly.
“We'd save—""

“You'd sive nothing!” said Kerr sharply. ‘ These

johnnies of whom Tom’s been telling us are only acting for
principals.  If we want to do anything in the kidnapping line,
we should have to kidnap tho entire crowd of people interested!
And how can we do that when we don't know who they
are?”

“There you are, Gussy !  Another of your floppy ideas gone
into empty air!” said Blake remonstratively.

“Pai Jove! You wottah! You suggested it !” said D’Arcy
indignantly,

“Well, don’t say anything more about it!"” growled Blake.

““So we ccme back to solid gropnd and sit tight ! said Tom
Merry practically. “Old Kerr's right! We'll have to wait
and see what turns up! Did you say you'd some grub in
stock, Figgy 7" "

“1didn't;” eaid Figgins, with a chuckle, *“But Fatty d:d!
Come over and have a vite?” =

“We will 1" said Tom Merry & Co. heartily.

“And, since we're stony, Figgy. we don’t mind accepting
vour kind invitation,” said Blake, rising from his chair.

Figgins & Co. grinned. They hadn’t invited Blake & Ce.,
but whilst there was a bun in the cupboard, the School House
chums were welcome to share in with it.

going' to he turned into a jam’

“I suppose we'll
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“Ii Fatty dossn'e mind being satisfied with half a dozen
803ses, {170 pies, four cakes, aix bananas, a-couple of jellies, and
a plum-, puchlmg there should he enough for all of us!™ said
Figa “(C'ome on over now

“Right ¥ou are!”

And the juniors lefr the study, and made their way down-
stairs, On the way they passed more than one group of
juniors who were excitedly discussing something of great
interest, and so it became evident that the news was spreading

uickly,
anns ons were hurled at the juniors from all sides.

Te the news?” asked Harry Noble,

“ Yes—milk's che-\pm " said Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha'

“It's serious news, vou fathead!™
|hn Fourth,

“We'va heard it ages ago—before Baggy got hold of it!”
aaid Tom Merry, “Come on, you fellows, or it'll be bui
time !

Aund the three C'o.’s made their way across the quad to the
New House, where they soon had the supper spread. And,
of course, thz-ra was buf one topic of conversation—the trans-
formi . Jim's into a jam factory.

Fatty Wynn, with his mouth full of pie. suygested thal
it was not 30 bad as it might have been. St. Jim's might
have been turned inter a private dwelling. A jam factory,
ke maintainad, was far more useful.

- A suggestion which nearly robbed
remaining shave of the feed!

CHAPTER 3.
Strange Visitors.
& AM al your service, gentlemen !
I Dr. Holmes, the headmaster of St. Jim's,
to hiz two visitors as he spoke, and they
They were both between thirty ov thirty-five years of
aga—which hardly justified Tom Merry's reference to them
a5 “old fossils.”” But there was ihat about them which made
them appoar older tlmn they were—there was a heavy air
of solemnity about their expressions.

Dir. Holmes conld see at a glance that his visitors belonged
to the legal profession, and, as they leisurely, sat down, he
wandered what they could be wanting®
Tha matter about which we have

unfortunately. not of a pleasant nature.
Oh!" said the Head, and raised his eyebrows slightly.
rhaps you would first of all tell me who you are?”

L am Mr. Sopton, and this gentleman is my partuer, Mr.
‘Arson,” was the replr, “We are solicitors acting for Mr.
M ce- E--bort

h i gaid the Head.

I trust none of my scholars hive beon up

said Lumley-Lumley of

Fatty Wynn of his

signed

come, sir,” said one,

*And now the reason for

your
to mischief*"

“TIt is a matter far more grave than thaf, sir,” said Mr,
Sopton, and his partner nodded. “In short. we have come

Lo tell you, sir, that th.s land and the ur‘honl is required by
the mul owner, Mr., Maurice-Egbert.”

ha .
The Head zﬂipéd out that one word. IHe was far toa
astonished to be polite,

“I repeat, sir——"" hegan \I Sopton.

*OF course, this is a joke. qupviml the Head sternly.
“I do not eara for jokes of ihls-— -
“Far from being a joke. sir. it is most serious. Mr.
Maurice-Egbeit has placed in our possession papers which
have just Leen found in an old cabinet, which prove, beyand
nil sh'uloi\ of doubt, that the land upon which St. James's
i-hon stands, arnd all that land surrounding it, belongs to

hira

utterly at
Soplon

b-bless my soul!” stammered Dr. Holmes,
1353 what to say in f-lm of such a statement as Mr.
i_made.

© My, Mawrice-Eibert has thevefore instructed us, sir, as
olicitors, to interview vou with a view to aﬂm\ta.mng
be before he can take pmaaeimn

ps became ser in one straight lin
course, I am not ite satisfied that tlm claim is
please do not nderstand me, gentlemen! I
Mr. Maurice-Eghert might—er— might be assuming

opton ard Anson shrmk their heads very solemnls,
. be xio doubt, sir,” said Mr, Anson gravely. “I
“taken_the trouble to find out how long this
=1 built—by whom—and for whom. The monks
eve hitherto given the cvedit for the building
Areant dwelling, “but, I will admit that the proofs
one building, whereas I distinetly saw two as T

“The New House,” murmured Dr. Holmes. “That is the
New Ilr\uso—- was built by the governors of the school.
You will please sxcuse me, zentlemen. ¥ should like the'
advice of one of my Housemasters.”

Messrs. Sopron and Anson nodded, and leaned back in

of Bt. Jame
of this rag
speak of b

There Will be a Huge Demand ! ‘g
their chairs as the Hlead pressed a bell-push on his desk. Tha
page answ ered the summons after a few moments’-silence.

 Tell Mr, Railton I should like him to come here, plesss,”
said the Head, in that well-modulated tone which had
endeared him to pupils and servants alike.

Toby disappeared, and neither of the men spoke until Mr,
Railton, the g(‘hnoi Iousemaster, knocked upon the docr and
uatvred the Hlead’s study.

“Yon sent for me, sir?"
quickly at the two solicitors.

“Yes, Mr. Railton,” replied the ¥ead, and, in a few terse
sentences, he made Known o the Housemaster the object of
the solicitor's v

Mr. Railton's face assumed an expression of incredulity
hefore the Head had got half-way through his narrative, but
before he had been told all, Mr. Railton’s incredulity had
given way to -1bsolute amuemsnt

Prepnslemus sir [ he said warmly.
to, uwflhen- is no private owner!”

!ou are surcly not dnuhtmg the sincerity of my visit,
siv?” demanded M. Sopton, half-rising fromy his cha

“N-n-no—not at all,” said Mr. Railton hestily. *But
what on_earth does a man want a place like this for ?”

I believe it ig the intention of Mr. Maurice-Egbert—our

said Mr. Railton, glancing

“8t. Jim's belongs

el mnt turn it into 2 jam factory !” said Mr, Sopton.
‘A m factory !" stuttered Mr. Railton. *‘These noble
walis—thi; magu:ﬁccnt ancient strueture to be furned from a

seat of learning into a jam factory ! Goodness ffmrmus me!l
I never heard of anything so absiard in all my fife 1’

Messrs. Sopton aud Anson frowned.

“Absurd or not, gentlemen,” said Mr. Sopton angrily, **
have come here to inform you that proof of our client's right
to this property will be laid, if disputed, before the highest.
court in the land! We require io know, sir, how soon you

“can evacuate the-premises—the work of converting the school
info a jam factory will necessarily bo = long job, and our
client wishes to get to work at the ecarliest possible moment. "

Far a moment the Head hesitated, and ir was to be noted
thai his face had grown visibly pale and haggard in the lmxb
five minutes.

“ You must give me time, gentlemen,”
\DIE‘P

“ I think it would be betier if T went back to fown with
these gentlemen, sir!” said Mr. Railton grav “I could
then examine the pnonfs myself, and, if they are all in order,
we shall at least save an enormous amount of money in law
costs.

‘An excellent suggestion, Mr. Railton.” said Dr. Holmes,
with a faiut smile of gra tion, “Please do as you
suggest.” F

Mr. Railton nodded, and signed to Messrs. Sopton and
Anson to follow him. The solicitors vose at once, and, bowing
to the Head, passed out of the study on the heels of the
Housemaster.

it was not unnatural that a crowd of ji
collected in the vicivity of the Ilead’s

he said, in a low

rs should have
dy, for they had

On the mat outside Dr. Holme:

Sopton & Anson, sollcitors. Railton’'s b

turned to them, and as Tom Merry locked -long ¢

corridor he saw the two qr-va—looldnq n o
each other’s hands in a

'ervent grip.




10 Everybody at St. Jim’s is Asking, *“ Where is Ernest Levison ?

heard thaﬁ two solicitors had gone into Dr. Holmes' room.
And, knowing as they did the meaning of the visit, the
aniors were probably just as anxious to know what was
Lappemng as the Head was himself.

Mr. Railton came out of the room first, and the juniors
darted away in all directions. Tom Merrv, Manners, an
Monty Lowther dodged into the nearest study as soon as
lhev heard the handle of the door being turne

Railton passed them, and they noticed that his face
was \\.hl'.(! and tense. Tom Merry poked his head round the
corner of the door to see if the ¢oast was clear, and was just
in time to witness an e‘ctracadmat}' ineident,

On the mat outside Dr. Holmes' study stood Messrs. Sopton
and Anson, the solicitors. Mr. Railton’s back was turned to
them, and as Tom Merry looked along the corridor he saw the
iwo grme-}ockmg gentfemen clasp each other’s hands in a
tervent grip.

“I‘w.r:el{ent' ' muttered Mr. Sopton.

Top-hole " murmured Mr. Anson; and thele was nething
grave about the manner in which he said that!

Then they, too, hurried down the corridor after Mr. Railton,
and Tom Merry dodged back into the study to allow them to
pass without noticing him,

CHAPTER 4.
Extraordinary !

[1] ELL, my hat!”
W Tom Merry gasped out the words 2s he stared

dully at his chums, Lowther and Manners. They
stared, too. in astonishment.

“What's the matter?” asked Manners quickl

“The blighters—they shook hands with all thc “buck one feels
when one gets an extra-fat remittance!” said Tom Merry
hotly. *““They’re gloating, my mlm‘"luulmg because St. Jim's
is going to be turned into a jam-factory !”

*The rotters!”

*The heathens !”

Manners and Lowther were as furious as their leader now
that they knew the reason for Tom Merry’s expression of
disgust. .

““We'll go after them and rag the lives out of "em!” said
Monty Lowther. “Tt docsn’t matter; if we've got to go, we
can do what we like !’

"Yas, rather!"” agreed Manners. * Come on, Tommy !”

*Hold on a minute, chaps ! said Tom Mervy hastily. ** Let's
go down and see Blake & Co. Perhaps they'll help vs think
of something !”

And the Co. hurried downstairs to Study No. 6, which was
oceupied by Blake, Herries, Digby, and Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. The Fourth Form Co. were there, and they looked
round fmm the fire as the chums of the Shell entered.

“Pax!" said Tom Merry, *Listen a minute, you chaps.
W © saw the solicitors just now—-

‘Nothing extraordinary in that!” eaid Blake quickly. "I
faw them myself, Just before they went into t'he Head's s‘\!dv

“ Asg!” snorted Tom Merry indignantly. * Shut up, and let
-a fellow speak !

“Yaas, wathah, Blake! T wega
intewwupt a fellah when he's speakin
D’Arcy remonstratively.

“You'll regard my fist in your a)e if you preach to me,
mmy ! said Blake darkly.

‘?v'eallv Blake, T shuuhynttnhly \\al’use—

“Shut up!” roared Lowther. “Can’t you keep that funny
ass under proper control, Jack Hlake?

‘“Bai Jove, Lowthah—

“Go it, ye eripples!” groaned Tom Merry, sinking down
into an armchair. “Tll wait wntil you've all finished
jabbering !

* What’s the trouble, any old how?” asked Blake. *If our
Pprize chump interrupts again, Tommy, we'll send for Towser !””
hat threat was quite sufficient to canse D’Arcy to ]npsg
into silence. Towser, Herries’ famous bulldog, had an un-
canny liking for trousers, and D’ m-r.ye in Parhcular, and as
the elegant Fourth-Former was *‘sporting ” a new suit_that
n;]m ning, he had no desire to see Towser in the study. So he
ehut up. 5

“Now, what I came to tell you wae this,” said Tom Merry.
“* Just now we were waiting outside the Head's stady, when
the door open

* And Railton came cut,” said Blake.
bunked I”

“ S0 did we,” went on Tom \!crh “But we only bunked
as far as the nearest room. When Railton passed, 1 looked
out of the study to tee if the coast was clear. What do vou
think I eaw?

“ Baggy Trlmblp listening at the kevhole?" asked Blake,

“Ha, lw, a! For once, he wasn't!” said Lowther.

“No I saw those two blessed goats of solicitors standin
on tho i?{em{ s doormat, shaking hands and bubbling over wi
jo3 Tom, his voice 1mn.g angnl as he went on.
Bai Jove!” ejaculated D’ Arcy.
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as wank bad form to
aid Arthur Augustus

“We eaw him, and

'he wank wottahs I

“The—the pigs!” eiclaimed Blake. “Here, I say, you
chaps, it's time we taught those johnnies a lesson!”

“Exactly!” said Tom Merry. *That's what Lowther and
Manners said.  Now, shall we g0 out and waylay the roiters,
nnd bumn em good and hard 7"’

hat-ho ! said the other juniors heartily.

““a}t a bit. though,” said Dighby. *If lhev were_joyful,
there’s reason to believe that it's a fact that St ‘Jim’s is going
to be turned into a jam-factory, isn’t there?”

“Well 7 zaid Tom Merry.

“Then, as we shall all be lemmg -1 expect only Falty
Wynn will stop to make jam here,” went on Dlgby— |l.
doesn’t m;l!fel very much what we do, as we can't be
expelled 1

“What on earth is the ass rumbling on about?” demanded
Lowther, mystified,

“TI've got a top-hole stunt, ass!” roared Digby. “1 mean,
if the chaps want to see tlus place turned into a jam-factery,
why not give them some jam to go on with?”

The juniors stared at Dighy as if they believed he had
taken leave of hie senses.

“If you think I'm gﬂmg to make n present of a pot of
jam to the dummies, ynu re talking through the back of your
neck ! growled Blake.

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy!” said D'Arcy warmly. =1
quite agwee with Blake, Digbay. You're talkin® wot !

“There’s more ways of giving a chap jam than inside a
pot, you blithering chumps!” howled Dighy indignantly.

* Plaster *em with it, you chumps! Bung it into their hair,
you blmblmg fatheads !”
1

The juniars understood at last, and grins spread over their

lips.

“XNot so bad for a Fourth-Former!” said Manners
approvingly.

“Let Figgy & Co..” said Tom Merry, *and everybody hunt

roum!’”for jam! W e’ll probably get it in the neck, but who
cares?

* Nobody !" reaved the juniors.

" What about classes, deah boys?” murmured D'Arcy.

The juniors started. They hadn't thought of ciasses tha
bell for which would soon be ringing.

“Oh, let the lessowg go hang!” mqppe:l Tom Merry reck-
leesly, **If St. Jim's 1¢ going to be turned into a jam-factory
in & few weeks, svhat's the good of swotting now 7"

“None!” said Blake cartily. “Hustle round,
cripples, and get hold of some jam!”

And, whilst Tom Merry went over to fetch Figgins & Co.,
the other juniors bustled hither and thither in their eflorts
to get & good supply of jam.

The result was seen a few minutes later. when, just as the
bell was ringing for classes, ten juniors hurried out of the
gates on to_the Wayland road, each one carrying at least
two pots of jam.

“It's a wicked waste of good stuff!” said Fatty Wynn

you

t]‘luu;{htillllv “But the cause is a good one, so I don’t mind "
**Ha, ha, ha !
“I suggest we jam it all over them'” said Lowther
humorously.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bai Jove, Lowthah! T wegard that as wathah funnay !

In five minutes Tom Merry called a halt. They had reached
a corner in the road, and they were hidden from the sight
of anybody coming from 8t, Jim’s.

“Tuck your caps in your pockets, chaps!” said Tom Merry
brisk “We needn’t make ourseives too conspicuous.

oy supposa the johnnies haven't gone, Tommy?” asked

£TT.

“No, they followed ald Railton do
expeet he's laliu'lg to 'em gen!lv'ft
to let St. Jlm s remain a school, p’'r'aps

“Hush !"

Juck Blake uttered a warning as he heard the sound of
footsteps coming along the roa

“F']mg the jam at them as (.he\ come round UIE corner,
chaps!” \\h}spercd Tom Merry. ‘“Here they come!”

The hidden juniors could hear the two eolicitors talking in
grave tones as they approached the bend in the road. They
waited in tense silence.

“ Now !I'?

Tom Merry gave a shout as he caught sight of the two men,
and in an instant the air was llteralf fullgof jam. Tt simply
rained jam—jam came down in torrents upon the clothes,
hats, and persons of Messrs. Sopton & Anson.

“What the——  Yow! Yoop!” howled Mr. Sopton.

“ Groooogh!” gurgled Mr. Anson, as he turned just in
}n’na to receive half a pound of best strawberry jam in his

ace,

h o Blees my soul!” came in far sterner tones.
ere !

“ Oh crumbs !’ >

“ R-r-railton I’ . %

“ B-b-bai Jovel’

tairs to his room. I
to_persuade them
replied Tom Merry.

“ Boys, come




What is the Reason for Ernest Levison’s Strange Disappearance ?

Twenty empty pots dropped to the ground with a clatter,
and ten flushed and astomshed juniors crept into the middle
of the road.

Mr. Railion’s expression was as black as thunder as he
surveyed the juniors, but a smile was forced to his lips as he
turned to look upon the jammy faces and clothes of the
solicitors. They looked like two naughty little boys who had
been busy at the larder!

““ What is the meaning of this?” demanded the House-
master severely.

“ Me-e-meaning, sir?”’ stuttered Tom Merry. .

“Yow! Gug-gug!” howled Mr. Sopton. *“‘The young
beasts! T'll break their blessed necks!”

“Groogh! The skunks!” hissed Mr. Anson. *“ 8ir, T'll
brin% an action for assault against these nnruly young black-

uards !
£ Mr. Railton frowned. He did not like to hear his pupils
addressed as blackguards.

“1 will settle this matter, gentlemen!”
turning upon Tom Merry. **
demand _an explanation !’

Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders.

“ They want to turn S8t. Jim’'s into a jam-factory, sir,” he
gaid. ““We've given 'em some jam to start 'em off I

“ Ahem!” coughed Mr. Railton. ‘“ A mwost extraordinary
proceeding. You ought to be in classes. as you are well
aware. Return at once to St. Jim's. 1 will deal with you
when I return!”

Messrs Sopton & Anson, however, were not content to see
the juniors get away so easily.

“ Cane the young brutes!” snarled Mr. Anson.
that right, Sopton 7

“ Right and just!”’ said SBopton warmly. “ Mr. Aunson is
correct, Mr. Railton !’ %

““ Tt is neither usual nor necessary to cane juniors in the
middle of a public road!"” snapped Mr. Railton. ** Go back at
once, boys!"”’

“ Look here-———"" began Anson hotly.

“ Please do not dispute my authority!” interrupted Mr,
Railton.  * Hurry up, bove!” he commanded, pushing Tom
Merry gently.

“Y-y-yes, sir!”’

And Tom Merry & Co. and the other juniors turned and
walked off in the direction of St. Jim's, leaving Mr. Railton
to calm the ruffled feelings of the two solicitors. But Mr.
Railton could not remove the jam from their persons—a fact
for which there was general satisfaction amongst the juniors,
who would be locking forward none too keenly to the return
of Mr. Railton.

' he said sharply,
You—as senior boy present—I

“ Ten't

CHAPTER 5.
Kerr’s Idea !

& NYBODY at home?”
George Figgins, the leader of the New House

juniors, asked that question as he put his head
round the open door of Tom Merry's study the
evening of the same day.

‘Tom_Merry & Co. were daing their prep. but they looked
np as Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn came in. Tom Merry’s hand
sidled towards an ebony ruler, and Manners’ fingers closed
gently over the inkpot. Monty Lowther's hands grasped a
big lexicon.

And Figgins & Co. grinned.

“ Pax,” said Figgins. * We've come here to jaw !

The inkpot, ruler, and lexicon were released as if their
owners no longer needed them, and three chairs were pushed
back from the table.

“ Come in and make yourselyes at home, then!” said Tom
Merry hospitably.

In a few seconds the six juniors were commfortably seated,
ins turned to Tom Merry.

" he zaid seriously. ™ You know Kerr has a bit

and Figgin:
“ Tomm,

of a funny napper—-""
“Th: Look here, Figgy——"" began Kerr warmly.
“Rat:!' T mean, that the ass has a habit of taking two and

two, and making four out of "em!” said Figgy.

“ Yez; he's o bit touched that way!” said Tom Merry.

“ Look here. you funny asses—"

i W'ha’n-bm-k. Angeline! I'm doing all the talking, Kerr,
and—' .

“ And vou'll never get to business!’ snapped Kerr. * The
point is this, vou chaps. Did it strike you that the language
those johnnies used this morning, when we chucked the jam
at Llaem, was hardly the kind one would expect solicitors to
use "’

Tom Merry & Co. stared.

“ Come to think of it, Kerr, it wasn’t!” said Tom Merry
at last.

“ Rather not!” assented Lowther.
something equally as sweet !

*“ And unruly young blackguards!” added Manners.

“ And this morning,” went on Tommy excitedly, ** when

“ Called us skunks, or

a1

}I:ey wlerﬁ !?utsidc the door of the Head's study, they said
ophole ! -

“Which was hardly in keeping with their grave and
austere manner,” put m Kerr. ¢ %Vell, idea is that the
whole business is a big swindle—a huge swindle!”

“Oh, come off it!” said Manners. ¢ That's a litile hit
too thick!”

h“ Yes,,uhuuk it, Eerr. You surely don't ask us to believe
that—'

“1I ask you to believe nothing!” said Kerr. “ Figgy said
vou onght to know of my idea, as he seems to think Tom
Merry has got a little more sense than most juniors——"

*“ Thanks, Figgy!” laughed Tom Merry, and Figgy
grunted.

““ At the same time, it strikes me mighty hard that ii’s
dashed funny we should have two solicitors here, pretending
to be what they aven't—they wouldn't use the language they
did if they were old hands at the law game—and tellug the
beak that St. Jim’s belongs to soihe client of their

“ Well, Railton’s gﬁr\c to London with them!” said Tom
Merry. “1 heard Baggy Trimble say that be'd heard the
Head teil Mr. Lathom so.”

“Well, Railton’s evidently gone to see the proofs!” said
Kerr. “ We'll see what turns up!”

For that matter, the juniors had not {o wait long, for,
before they went to Ahat night, Bagay Trimble: had
secured information to the effect that Mr. Railton had wired
the Head that the proofs were indisputable.

St. Jim’s was going to be turned into a jam factory!

Once again the New Iouse juniors were summnoned to Tomi
Merry's study, and an invitation was also sent to Blake & Co.
to attend “a conference.” Needless to say, Blake & Co.
turned up.

“We've about four minutes before we get turned out for
bed,” said Tom Merry. as he closed the door behind the last
of his visitors. * Manners and Lowther agree with me that
old Kerr is right in saying there’s more in this business than
meels the eve. here's nothing funny in there being a claim-
ant to 8t. Jim's—but it’s funny when two fossil-eved, coarse-
speaking solicitors come along and start swearing because
they get a little jam chucked at them!”

““That's right enough!” said Kerr. )

“ Then I'm proposing that to-night Kerr and I do a bunk
to Lg;don and see what we can find out!” said Tom Merry.

@ o

“ You'll get sacked, man!"” .

“ Rats "’ said Kerr. * That’s a ripping stunt, Tommy! I'm
just the bean to help you, too!”

““ What-ho ! said Figgins and Fatty Wynn.

“ Bui=but, bai Jove, Tom Mewwy, you are fairly askin’
for twouble!” expostulated I Arcy. “* You’d bettah take me.
What you want is a fellah of tact and judgment!” -

“ That’s why I'm _taking Kerr!” said Tom Merry.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, if you mean to——""

“ Bx-rr-r!”

As the day wore on Tom Merry and Kerr took it in
turns to watch at ths door, so that they might know

when their chums were coming to their rescue. ud-
denly, whilst Tom was gazing out to sea, he spotted a
motor boat making for their direction. * Hera they .
come, Kerr [ '’ he shouted sagerly. (See page 15.)
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“ Begides,. it wa: Xsrr's idea ihat there was something
wrong in the fimA sizce!” shid Figgins. * You chaps haven’t
ot much to fear, at any rate. I the school is to be shut
guwn, you'll sacked in any case! May as well be hung for
a sheep as a lamb!”

“Or a chump as an ass!” said Lowther.

“Rats! To-night, then—"

“Bed, you kids !”

Kildare, the genial captain of St. Jim’s, opened the door
and made that remark. He looked suspiciously at the juniors
as he noticed the unusual number that was gathered there,
but they looked back at him the very picture of innocence.

“No larks, mind !” said Kildare.

“8ay, Kildare, what are you going to do when St. Jim's
ia turned into a jam factory ?” asked .Iont}y Lowther. **Are
you going to paste labels instead of fags?’

a, ha, ha!
“Get to bed ! laughed Kildare good-humouredly.
‘And the juniors trooped off fo %-ed‘ At the top of the
atairs, Tom Merry paused to whisper a few words o Kerr
before going up to the dormitory, and Figgins and Wyna
waited for their chum,

Then Tom Merry went up to the Shell dormiters, where
he proceeded to undress as usual. There was nothing about
Tom Merry to show that, in a few short minutes, he con-
templated running to London. -

Five minutes-after the juniors had entered the dormitery,
the door opened, and Arthur Augustus I’Arcy appeared.
For a_moment, by the number of pillows that were raised, it
looked as if Gussy was going to meet with a warm reception;
but he held up his hand.

“Excuse me, deah boys,” he sid quietly. “I want to
speak to Tom Mewwy for a_moment!”

“Coming, kid !” sang out Tom Merry.

He thought at once that D'Arcy had come to beg to be
taken to London; but he soon found out his mistake. For
when he reached the door, where D’Arcy was waiting, he was
gently but firmly pulled into the corridor,

“I thought, Tom Mewwy, that you might want a bit of
cash. deah boy,” said Gussy hurriedly. “1 had a fivah fwom
the patah this mornin’, and Blake and Hewwies and Digbay
agwee that we ought to put our whack towards your ex-
penses. Pway take this, deah boy!”

And, before Tom Merry could quite understand what
I'Arcy meant, he felt a crisp piece of paper thrust into his
hand, and D'Arcy was gone.

For a moment Tom ‘Merry staved after tha Fourth-
ll'j‘armer‘s vetreating form, then a faint grin overspread his
ips.

“Thanks!" he called out, and his heart warmed towards
tha kind-hearted and generous junior. en 3

Two minutes later, and Knex came in fo turn out the
lights, aud without a word of warning. he banged ‘down the
awitch, leaving Tom Meiry to get into bed in the darkness.

But Tom Merry did not get into ked. He got on to the
bed, covered himself with a single blanket, and waited.

Two dark f‘grms loomed up, and knuelt beside the bed.

“You'll let us know what happens?”

“Of course, Monty !”

" Qive us your fist, then, kid!"

And Tom Meiry shook hands with Manners and Monty
Lowther, i

“If we prove that Kerr's right, chaps. and we're up against
some dandy popgun merchants, we'll send a wire for you!”
vihispered Tom Merry., “We'll give ihe jam-makers some-
thing to think about !

“Come on, then I murmured Mauners.
8ee you out as far as the gates!” ¢

“Got to pack my bag yet!” said Tom Merry, in a low
voice. “We don’t know 'how long we'll be away! Gussy
brought mega. fiver from the Co. to help with the exes.”

“Good old Gussy!” whispered Lowther. “Jump up,

“We're going to

Tommy

Tom Merry crept out of bed, and the three juniors knelt
on the floor whilst they packed the bag. Five minutes later
they went on tiptoe from the dormitory, down the corridor,
and out of the window on the stairs by the quad.

Across the quad they caught a glimpse of three shadowy
figures, and they knew that Figgins and Wynn had come to
see Kerr off. They all met at the corncr of the quad farthest
from the gates, where a short pause was called in the pro-
ceedings, .

*“Mind, you chaps, one sign of the enemy being too much
for you, send for vs!" said Manners. *“We'll all come—and
ban%r what follows !”

“Right!” said Tom Merry and Kerr. .

Hands were shaken all round, ard the two emissaries from
8t. Jim's were *“bunked " up upon the top of the wall.

“Cheeria, and qood luek 1™

“*Cheerio, boys!”

And Tom Merry and Kerr dropped into the road, called
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a soft “good-bye ” lo the juniors.on the other side, and 1ot
out side by side along the road to the station. .

“We're in_for it now!” said Tom Merry lightly. .
‘f}&es; and what's going to be the end-of it ?" asked Kerr
quietly.

Ton{ Merry did not reply.
going to happen. i

And it was perhaps as well that that was denied them, or
they might have turned back to gather Manners, Lowther,
Blake & Co. and Figgins and Wynn into the quest.

He could not foretell what was

CHAPTER 6.
London!

L ONDOX ! .
A porter called the name sleepily, for it was still
carly morning. But if the porter was sleepy, Fom
Merry and Kerr, passengers on the slow night mail
from Wavland Junction, were far from being in that state. "’
Keeuness had kept them awake the whole night. Keen-
ness to go through with the quest they had set themselves—
finding out the meaning of the strange soligitors’ visit to St.
im’s. They had secured a compartment to themselves, and

so had been able to converse freely.
And while the train had rumbled slowly towards the great
terminus, they had disenssed their plans for the future. By

-the time the slecpy porter called the name of the greatest city

in the world, Tom Merry and Kerr had made up their minds
what to do.

Kerr had come on the journey with plenty of money—
Figgins and Wynn, back at St. Jim's, were in a state known
as “stony.” Tom Merry had Gussy's fiver and the small
change of Manners and Lowther. Between them they had
ovlr eleven pounds—sufficient to tide them over the first few

dn’{‘;

ey got out of the train, and made their way fo the
restaurant, where they set about an early but substantial
breakfast. They did not mention their business—as Kerr
said, the least said about it the better it would be for them.
Even walls had ears.

Brepkfast over, thev made for the nearest swimming-baths,
where they changed into clothes they had brought with them
-—well-fitting lounge suits borrowed %’rnm the “props " of tha
8t. Jim’s Junior Dramatic Society.

Once more out in the open streets, they found it was nearly
nine o'clock. And by that time London business life was i
fuil ewing. A policeman on point duty in Victoria ¥
directed them at their request to the nearest library.

And there they commenced the search for the address of
Messrs. Sopton & Anson. "It did not take them l:;n&v‘ for
under the heading of *“Solicitors ”’ they found an inked-in
name and address which they sought.

“Ahem!” muttered Tom Merry thonghtfully, “Evi.
dently Soppy and Ann are new to the game-—at least, as far
as London 15 concerned. The address is not even printed—
it's wrilten in.”

“Proves that the librarian here is_awake!"” said Kerr
approvingly. “Jot down the address, Tommy [ _

om Merry wrote the address in his pocket-book, and the
chums left the building to make their way to Gray's Ime
Road, where Messrs. Sopton & Anson had their offices, if the
directory could be believed.

It was half-past nine when they got off the omnibus at the
Holborn end of the road, and it took them just ten minutes
to find the offices of the solicitors. They pauséd outside, and
looked at one another.

“Now for the bi said Tom Merry. “I hope ths
beggars don't recognise me, Kerr!”

“They were covered with jam when they last saw you!"™
said Kerr, with a chuckle. *You look different now—jam
for eyeglasses is a bit deceiving, you know !”

Tom Merry laughed, and nodded.

“Well, here goes!” he said. “If I'ni not out in tweniv
tes, Kerr, you'll know I've got a job with Soppy Ann
oppy Ann ' was the name wiven to the firm Tom Merry
hoped to serve. Probably he would have still gone on hoping
had Messrs, Sopten aud Anson heard that reference to them-
selves,

Tom Merry mounted a short flight of stairs, and knecked
upon a door labelled with the name of the two solicitors, He
was commanded to enter, and he did so quickly, with his head
held high and his shoulders thrust back.

Mr. Sopton was seated at a desk in a far corner of a soma-
what dingy office, and by his side sat Mr. Anson. The office
furniture consisted of desk, three chairs, and a small
table upon which stood soiled and much-worn typewriter.
There was no carpet covering the floor, and no pictures on
the walls. In Tom Merry's estimation, the office was a3
dingy-looking as its occupants.

'om Merry removed his cap, and stood still, politely wait-
ing for one of the solicitors Lo speak. f
“iWhat do you want!” asked Anson grufly.
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“Do you require any help, sir 7" asked Tom briskly. “I'm
looking for a job in an office of this nature.”

Anson looked quickly at his partner, and Toni thought that
11:3_7 had probably been discussing the possibility of getting

"pW]u.t school were you at?" demanded Sopton.
Tom flushed slightly.

“*Ahem! i
Avpain glances passed between the two solicitors.

“You're honest?” asked Anson.

“guibe, sir,” said Tom Merry blandly.-

“(an you type?” asked Sopton.

““Yea, sir,” said Tom, but he did not think it necessary to
tell them that the onl tyirinu he ever did was in connection
with “Tom Merry's Weekly.”

“When could you start?” queried Septon. %

“Now, sir!” replied Tom.

““Wait outside—what's your name "

“Tom Merry.” "

Angon nodded, and Tom Merry turned on his heel and
left, the office. He ran quickly down the stairs, and found
Kerr waiting on the pavement.

“Good as got it!” he said hurriedly. *Told them I'd run
away from school—they liked it! So-long!”

Tom returned to the door of the office just in time to hear
his pame called, and he again entered into the presence of
the solicitors.

“You understand, of course, that ours is a business where
you must keep your mouth shut?” said Sopton.

“Of course, sirl”

“Can you keep your mouth shut?”

“Whenever it's necessary, sir, I'm as close as—as an
ofster ! said Tom ¢agerly.

“Well, you're engaged. Two pounds a week to start with,
and if we decide at any time to move our office, we'll probably
give you a small sum to tide you over until you find fresh
employment !” said Sopton.

“Thank you, sir!” said Tom Merry, and if Sopton thought
the gleam in his eycs was the sign of eagerness he was sadly
mistaken. ;

Tom Merry was certainly eager. DBut the gleam that came
into his eyes was satisfaction. He knew at once that Sopton
had as good as told him that, theirs was but a temporary
business. And since the profession is one which takes years
to build up, why had Sopton signified the likelihood of this
wone being moved before long?

Tom Merry knew the answer, and so did Kerr. But
Messrs. Sopton and Anson certainly did not suspect that he

Lnew.

““What shall I start on, sir " asked Tom briskly, as he took
off his coat and hung it over the chair by the typewriter.

“We're engaged upon a case of great magnitude,”
explained Sopton. “ All these written notes are to be typed
lo:»“t an;i sent to Mr. Maurice-Egbert, 142F, The Strand. Get

usy !

'i“?nm Merry got busy, and he worked unceasingly untit
one o'clock, when he suggested he might be allowed to go to
lunch, Permission was given him, and Tom hurried down
the stairs to the street.

He saw Kerr walling on the opposite side of the road,
but he did not cross over. He walked towards Holbern, and
Kerr followed him until the great thoroughfare was reached,
Then he joined Tom Merry, and they hwried to a small
restaurant and ordered lunch.

“Well 77 said Kerr, speaking for the fivst time.

“You were right,”” said Tom, in a low voice. “T've been
typing notes all day, and amongst them was a report of
Maurice-Egbert, of 142F, The Strand, telling him how things
are'going. Railton’s conversation is there, practically word
for word. Evidently one or the other of the two solicitors
was hidden, and took down all that was said, in shorthand.
Maurice-Egbert, T take it, is the principal-—the claimant to

£, Jim's.”

“Then I'll go and get a job with him, if I can!” said Kerr.
“If not. I'll watch the place all day until he leaves. I've
found apartments—clean and comfortable, but not luxurions—
in Gray’s Inn Road. I'll meet you when you've done to-day,
and take vou there. Here's lunch !”

During the meal, the chums talked of anything but the
business in_hand, for the shop filled up rapidly, and other
men shared their table. It was unsafe lo speak even in
whispers.

After lunch. they walked back to the corner of Gray's Inn
Road, where ther parted. Tom made his way to the office
of Messrs. Bopt-n and Anson, and Kerr stepped out quickly
for the Kingsway, down which he went to the Strand.

He found Mr. Maurice-Egbert had a small office at the
address Tom had en him, but it was the most luxuriously
furnished room Kerr had ever seen. The carpets alone must
have cost a small fortune, and Kerr knew as soon as he sank
into the soft fleecy material that his chance of a job there
was very remote,

Mr. Maurice-Egbert, a flashily-dressed man, with close-set,

T—I—T ran away from school, sir ! he admitted. -

steely eyes, thin face, and small
followed Kerr into the office almost before t
time to look round,

“Well, young man, and what can I do for you?" asked
Mr. Maurice-Egbert, as he seated himself at a desk.

“I'm looking for work, sir, and thought, perhaps’ you
might have some job for me!™ said Kerr,

“Oh! Excuse me a minute. I have to telephone my
solicitors I went on the man.

And Kerr could hardly restrain a start as he listened whilst
Alr. Maurice-Egbert peremptorily told Messrs. Sopton and
Anson to send round the reports by special messenger in a&
taxi forthwith. Tom Merry would bring them!

CHAPTER 7.
Trapped!

43 OW T can attend to you!”

v N Kerr was brought back to earth as Mr. Maurice-
Egbert banged down the telephone-receiver on its
hook and spoke. '

“Yes, sir|” he murmured. :

For the next ten minutes Kerr had questions hurled -ab
him in rapid succession by Mr. Maurice-Egbert.

Then suddenly the door opened, and Tom Merry appeared,
a big envelope in his hand. Kerr glanced towards his chum,
but Tom Merry stared back unﬂincﬁmgly. They might never
have met for all the recognition expressed in his face.

Mr. Maurice-Egbert smiled a little grimly, and held out
his hand for Tom’s envelope. Neither of the juniors saw him
press & small button on his desk, or heard the slight click
which came from the door. -

“Thank you!” said Mr. Maurice-Egbert politely. “Sit
down—and you, teo, please |” .

Kerr sat down upon one chair, and Tom selectedaone nearer
the door,

*You two fellows are dashed fine actors " went on the man
calmly. “ Anybody would think you had never met before !"

“M-my hat!”

“Oh crumbs !

Tom Merry and Kerr leapt to their feet, but Mr. Maurice-
Egbert never moved his fingers from the envelope which Tom
had brought.

“T saw you two boys in Holborn, chatting together. I had
been to Messrs. Soptory & Anson; I learned there of their
new employee,” he said calmlﬂ. “1 followed you "—he
indicated Kerr—‘here, so 1 thought I would bring you
together. Now, perhaps, you’ll be good enough to explain to
me this little game 7™

Tom Merry stared blankly at Kerr. Had they made a
mistake? Certainly, thero could be nobody more polite than

military monstache,

Juniof hid had

was Mr, Maurice-Egbert.

Gasping for breath, Kerr dragged himself to his feet
and staggered to the door of the burning hut. He
felt and found the handle, and turned it. Butthe door
did not open. It was locked on the outside. ‘‘Oh,
heavens ! '’ panted Kerr, choking with the fumes and
smoke. ‘“Tom!" Tom Merry did not reply. He

lay unconscious. (See page 16).

o e
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"
“We're from St. Jim's,” explained Tom Meriy, after a
moment’s hesitmbion.  *“We suspected that Sop Ann—F

mean, Sopton & Anson, were not genuine soll rs, .and
deduced that the claim being put forward for St. Jim's was a
bare-faced swindle. We came to see!” )

A shade of annoyance passed over Mr. Maurice-Egbert's
features.

“ And what made you suspect that Messrs. Sopton & Anszon
waore not genuine solicitors 7™ he asked quickly.

Tom told him, and regretted a moment afterwards that he
had. For Mr, Maurice-Egbert’s face assumed an expression
that was far from pleasant to see.

“ You fools!” he snarled. “Did you think that two asse
of schoolboys could beat a man of my experience?"”

- Tom Merry's lips tightened,

“We will yet!™ he said, and sprang for the door.
jumped after him, and crashed into his chum at the door.

For, though Tom Merry turned the handle and pulled, the

door held fast !
. “ Bigger fools still ! snapped the man, who had not budged
from gm chair, “I locked that door immediately Merry
entered. I don't go after promri{y worth half a million with-
out taking due precautions. You'd ba\e_dcme far more good
if you hag kept your noses out of this business !” K

Tom Merry and Kerr stood still. They could not think what
to do. They were prisoners. They had walked calmly into
the trap laid for them. And they bit their lips in rage and
helplessness, . 5 4

*“Now, I've got to keep you idiots until the business is
settled ™ said Maurice-Egbert angrily. * You fools! I've a
good mind to put you out altogether I

Kerr laughed grimly.

. * You won't—vyou daren’t !” he said.

“Why not?”

- “They hang men for that!" a2

Maurice-Egbert bit his lip at the coo! insolence in Kerr's
tones. ) .

“TI'll have you taken to a nice little spot in the country,
he said, as calmly as he could. *And there you will stop
until I have had time to turn your school into a jam factory
and sold it as & going concern.” I should say that would take
me at least four months, for your silly old fool of a head-
‘master and the governors might yet contest the proofs I have
forged for their benefit. In four months' time, I and Soppy
Ann, as you humorously called my partners, will be well out
of the country ! Bah! You're fools!”

“Perhaps not quite so big fools as we look!” said Kerr

Tom Merry started at the meaning in the Scotch junior’s
tones, and his heart beat high with hope. Kerr was pro-
bably the cutest junior at St. Jim’s, and Tem Merrv knew
that, like as not, he had even now mude some arrangements
to act in any emergency.

“You fellows have the option of giving me your word of
honour not to attempt to escape whilst being conveved to your
destination, or of being drugged into insensibility,” “smd
t;‘:emriee-ﬂgbeﬂ ignoring Ker’s remark. “Which is it to

3

Kerr

“We promise!” said Kerr. “If we're caught—well, T
suppose we're finished !

Maurice-Egbert nodded.

“ Bensible lad !™ he said. “T tell you straight out that T
don’t want to be rough. 1 was at a public school once mysel,
I was chucked out, and-have been spurned ever since. I'm

etling my own back now. I rdmire you for what you've

one—though you've done it dashed badly !

Iad the man known the two juniors, it is to be doubted if
he would have taken their acceptance of their defeat so lightly,
e was up against two of the sturdiest juniors at 8t. Jim's—
Tom Merry, the strong, resolute, fearless leader of the Shell,
and Kerr, the quielest, most cunning member of the New
Mouse. As a combination they were hard to bear—as
Maurice-Egbert was to find to his cost.

'om Merry and Kerr wero conducted to a small room at
the back of the office, and thiere they stopped nntil Messra.
Sopton & Anson came for them at eight o'clock. The
solicitors, as they called themselves, ne longer made effort to
assume the grave manner characteristic to the lawyer. p

“You wail until you get down at the cabin!” Znarled
Anson. “We'll give you chuck jam at us!”

“Ha. ha, ha!” laughed Kerr. “Y¥You did look ‘a pair of
guys, didn’t you?"

“What-ho!"” said Tom Merry, with a chuckle. “1 should
think you two have had enough jam to last you for months !”

** And you'll get enough of us to last you a lifetime [ said
Sopton darkly. “It's a jolly good job for you that you gave
your words of honour not to iry fo escape. I'd have given
something for a chance to biff you over the head I

“Thanks!” said Tom Merry. “With such nice, amiable
chaps for company. we're assured of a pleasant journey !™

“We are—we is!” chuckled Kerr. “But, mind yon, we're
not saying you won't get a chance to do the biffing stunt when
we get down at the cabin!  We might take it into our nappers
to do a_bunk, you know [
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Anson and Sopton laughed.

“Anybody is welcome to run away from Bigshott!” said
Ansgon, “It's an island, kids!”

“Oh, my hat!” cried Tom Merry, in dismay.
properly put<the lid on it, Ierr!"

“Get your hats on!” commanded Aunson.
train to_catch ™

Tom Merry and Kerr obeved, and half an hour later they
werg seated in a train which was to take them to Cornwail. It
was a long, tiring journey, and Anson and Sopton, not cun-
tent with the promises given them by the juniors, took it in
turns to sleep daring the journey. v

To refrain from nodding during a long journey is a very
difficult matter. Anson found it s0, and that was the cha;
for which Kerr was looking,
breast, the New IHouse junior snatched & picce of paper from
his packet, quickly wrofe a message, wrapped a few coins in
it, and tossed it out of the carriage-window just as Anson
woke with a jerk, o

Tic looked suspiciously at the junior, _

“What are you up t07” he demanded. ' 4
l“)-f)!ghlng V" answered Kerr. “1In fact, T am just going to
sleep ! :
And he closed his eyes, and composed himself for sleep.
Ansen watched him for a few minutes, evidently still half
suspicious, But Kerr was soon fast asleep, and, with a grunt,
Anson decided to follow suit.

“We've got a

CHAPTER 8.
The Rescue-Party !

L] NY news, Monty?” .
Manners asked that question in anxious tones as

Monty Lowther came into the study after breakfast
on the Saturday morning following Tom Merry's
departure for London,

Monty shook his head,

“No.,” he said glumly.
right 1"

“Trust Tommy !” said Manners hopefully.
after himself !”

* Any news, deah boys 7

Arthur Augustus D’Arey ontered the study as he asked
that question, and his chums, Blake, Herries, and Digby, fol-
lowed him a moment later,

“ None whatever,” answered Manners. “ Monty’s just been
down to the Hall to see if there are any letters,  I—J—I
suppose they've not been collared, or run over, or some-
thing 77

*Oh, you chump!” snorted Lowther. “You just told me
to trust Tommy, and new you go and cackle about accidents !"

“Yaeas, I wegard that as wathah widic, Mannahs!” sajd
D'Arcy. “If ’.gnm Mewwy had been killed, he would have
let us—ahem—-"

‘“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Good okl Gussy |
usual 1"

* Weally, Blake I said_Arthur Augustus angrily.
know perfeetly well what I was goin’ to say! Pway stop that
wibald laughtah, deah boys, nr% shall have no wésouree but
to administah a feahful thwashin' all wound 1"

“Rats! You couldn's thrash a paralysed aut!™ snoried
Monty Lowther.

“Oh, weally, Lowthah! Pway hold my cont. Blake, deah

MWl

“Do you usually quarrel with a chap in his ewn study,
Gussy 77 asked Manners slily.

“Oh! Bai Jove! I will postpone the feahful thwashin' I
intended to give you, Lowthah ! said I’ Arcy, with a fush of
embarrassiment. ‘I forgot myself for the moment !"

“I was going to suggest we went over and saw Figgy,”
said Blake. “Perhaps they have had news.”

“We'll go. but any news would have come here first," said
Manners.  “Tommy would have seen to that!"

Fatty Wynn and George Figgins would probably have said
that it_was more likely that they would have had the news
first.  Kerr, their chum, was with Tom Merry, and he would
naturally write them as soon as anything happened.

But as the juniors walked across the quad on the way to
the New House, they met Toby, the page.  And Toby'seves
were starting from his head in terror, and his hair was wildly
l’Iying in the wind.

“Don’t go aver there, young genis!” he gasped.
Figgins—he's gone off his dot! Don't go over, gents
lake grasped the page by the shoulder and shook hin.

“What's lﬂe matter, Toby?”" he demanded. * Have you
been getting at Taggy’s refreshment 77

< “%liuh ain’t seen Mr. Taggles with nothin’, sir,
Toby warmly. “Ie’s a teetotal, he is!” .

“Ves, but not a total tea drinker!” murmured Monty

“Ha, ha, ha!” -
1 What's fhe matter with Figgy, Toby?" asked Manmners,
“I took him a telegram, sir, and hé opens it and reads i,

“I hope the silly asses are all

“He can look

Talkirg oub of the back of his neck, as

said

“That’s

As Anson’s head sank upon his,

“ Master -
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Then he fair goes off his dot, calches hold of me, dances me
yound the room, and dots me on the boko!” said Toby, his
alarm returning, -
‘A telegram " said Blake.
got news!” L
And in a moment Toby was left standing in the quad alone.
The juniors had followed Blake at_top speed into the New
House. Toby watched them until they disappeared from
sight, then he hurried to tell Mr. Taggles, the school porter,
that half the [Fmiurs at St. Jim’s were stark, staring mad.

“Come on, you chaps, he's

Figgins and Fatty Wynn could be heard in their study
long before -the juniors got to them. They were shouting,
and, ancing.

by the sound of their feet, the?' were
But on opening the door, Blake found that they were not
dancing. They were both fighting imaginary enemies, and
Fatiy’s face was, to say the least of it, ferocious. His eyes
were glaring at nothing in particular, and his huge hands
were thrashing at-the empty air. Figgins was dancing as if
in the boxing-ring, his fists shooting out at imaginary figures
like streaks of lightning.

“Wh-wh-what on earth’s the matter, Figgy?” gasped

ake.

“1 think Tobay was wight !” said Arthur Augustus D'Arey.
“Have you gone off youah dots, deah boys?”

“Come inside!” said Figgy hastily. **We've just had a
wire from Kerr—" .

“From Kerr!”

The School House juniors crowded into the study, and
Digby closed the door behind them.

“&}ns‘ I'll read it,” said Fatty Wynn, and, taking a tele-
gram from his pocket, he straightened it out and vead:
Urs:

“Some island off Cornwall. Can’t write.

us.

“M-m-my hat!” exclaimed Blake. ‘“That means they’ve
been collared! Oh, the siily dummies!”

“Perhaps it wasn't their fault, deah boys." said D'Avcy.
“Tt takes a fellah of tact and judgment 1o keep ouvt of the
clutehes of the waseals in London !

““Yes, that's why we've been after you on two occasions!”
snofted Dighy.

* Ahem ! E[nwe\‘ah, of course, we'll go!” said D'Arcy
I~; “Shall we get permish from Dr. Holmes, deah

gins glared.
5011 prize ass ! he said witheringly. “ Do yon think the
Head would let us go after chaps right down in Cornwall,
and '10 ﬁon ,r.hink he’ll believe ihe yarn sbout the faked
2 of |
Yas, utter unadulterated lukewarm rot, Gussy!” said
Monty Lowther. “We'll have to bunk, like Tom Merry and
Kerr did !

“We were getting into “form for tackling Seppy and
Anson,” explained Fatty Wynn. *“No good going without
loosening our muscles a bit!”

“The question is, where and how are we going?” asked
Herries. “Off Cornwall, as Kerr puts it, is rather a big
order. And we shall want funds—railway fares are mighty
h\?h, you know !" 3

That was a puzezle for the juniors, and one which took some
time to solve. And it was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy who
offered the solution.

“I would say it would be a good ideah to ask Lumlay-
Lumlay to come with us, deah boys,” he said softly. *Hes
plentay of cash.”

Jerrold Lumley-Lumley, once known as the Outsider of St.
Jimr's, was the son of a millionaire, and generally had plenty
of funds, as D'Arcy said.

*Gussy's had his think-box ciled during the week-end !”
said Monty Lowther, with a wise shake of his head.
“Dlessed if T don’t agree with him for ance !”

* Weally, Lowthah ! said D*Arey. “You know perfectly
well that T always come to the top when a difficult pwoblem
is before us!" . .

“Yaas. wathah—I mean, yes, rather !” said Lowther, with
a.grin. “I'll go and ask Lumley-Lumley, chaps.”

%t was at that moment that the door was cautiously opened,
and Toby appeared.

“Come in. my son!” said Blake. “We'll see that Master
Figgins doesn’t dot you on the boko again!”

"thiah there's another telegraph for Master Manners
young gents,” said Toby, holding out the buff-colonred
envelope at arm’s length, but not venturing inside the study.

Manners took the telegram with a word of thanks, and
opened it.

¢ St. Walton's. Tam,” " he read out.

_*“That’s settled that ! said Lowther briskly. *Look here,
Figgy, if I whistle three times down in the quad, yowll know
Lumley-Lumley is rendynio foot the bill. - Meet us at the

Haustle.

“Right!” said Figgy.- “No bags, of ceurse?™

“No,” answered Manners. “The Head and Railton havae
already got their sails ont on account of Tom and Kerr being
away. If they should spot us gomg out with bags, they'd
hike us back like one o'clock!”

*Yaas, wathah I said D’Arcy.

Three minutes later Figgins and Fatty Wynn heard ihree
shrill whistles down in the quad, and with grim faces they
put on their coats and hats and sauntered down to the gates.
There they were joined by Blake & Co., Manners, Lowther,
and Lumley-Lumley. .

**Say, Lumley-Lumley,” said Figgins, in his blant way,
“hope you don’t mind being asked just beeause you've got
some cash 7%’ .

**Not at all. Figgy,” said Lumley-Lumley, with a laugh.
“I'm glad to be asked at all!”

Thus the vescue party of nine set out from St. Jim’s

CHAPTER 9..
The Fight For St. Jim’s!
“ OSH ! This is lonely !”
Kebr made that remark in accents of deep disgust,
Tom Merry, who was sitting in the tiny hut on the
island of 8t. Walton with his chum, nodded.
“It's 2 go!" he admitted. “But the chaps will be here

“I hope so!"
clethes and a jolg
** Same heve !

the best !”

Tom Merry and Kerr had been bronght from the mainland
to the island in a smart little motor-boat by Anson an
Sopton, the psuedo solicitors, and they had found their sur-
roundings as lonely as they were picturesque.

The cabin contained a small cupboard, in which the juniors
had found a quantity of plain, wholesome food. Anson and
Sopton had warned them io go carefully with if, because
they would not get any further supplies for a few days.

And with that remark, the two conspirators had left the
juniors to look after themselves. That was a day ago, a
day after Tom Merry and Kerr had sent off wires to their
chums at St. Jim’s., Awaking whilst the others were nodding
in the train, Tom had done exactly the same as had Kerr—
he had written out his telegram, and dropped it out of the
train.

“Tf there’d only be a little excitement to while away the
" gaid Kerr moodily.

said Kerr. “T'm wanting a change of
good feed !V
ut we'll keep aur peckers up, and hope for

time!

“ There'll be some excitement when the boys arvive!” said
Tam Merry, with a, chuckle.

“ Then the sooner they come the better!” said Kerr.

For the rest of that day the juniors slept and dozed, or sat
by the door of their cabin and gazed out at sea. And as the
day wore on, they took it in turns to watch at the door so that
they might know when their chums were coming.

Tt was about four o'clock when a motor-boat was spotted
in the fast-gathering darkness. Tom Merry was at the door
of the cabin, and he gave a shout of delight.

2 He;’re they come, Kerr!” he roared. ¢ Hurrah for St.

it

r joined his chum, and they stood on the edge of the
island, }mmieally waving their handkerchiefs to the boat.
But as it drew near they turned to each other in dismay.

“ There are only four fellows there!” said Tow, in amaze-
ment, “ My hat! If we come up against Soppy Ann, we'll
have to fight hard to get away!”

The four fellows, however, were not from St. Jim's. One
was the engineer of the fast motor-boat that had brought Tom
and Kerr prisoners to the island, the second man was 2
Maurice-Eghert, the claimant to St. Jim's, and the other two
were Sopton and Anson.

“Oh, rotten!” said Tom. as the motor-boat disappeared
round the corner of the island. *“ I thought it was Manners
and Lowther!” .

K" And I thought it was Figgy and Fatty Wynn!"
err,

And the two juniors disconsolately retwined to their cabin
and lit tBe oil-lamp which had been provided them. It seemed
to them as if the juniors were never coming.

But they were soon proved wrong, for five minules after
the lamp {m(l been- lighted, the door of the cabin was flung
violently ‘open, and Maurice-Egbert, his face demoniacal in
its ferocious expression, burst into the little cabin. Anson
and Sopten followed their partner, looking none the less g

“.You—you—you little rats!” smarled Maurice-Eg
fiercely, # You've split on us!”

“ Why shouldn’t we?” asked Kerr, as calmly as he could.

“ Why shouldn’t you?"’ echoed Maurice-Egbert. * Do you
think you're going to get away with it, you young fools?"”

*We have hopes!” said Tom Merry, with an attempt at
bravado. '

“ Your hopes will follow you to the botiom of the seal™
snarled Maurice-Egbert, "f saw your cursed schoolfellows
down at the coast, offering pounds and pounds for a_boat and
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a dozen men to men ii! Their money spelt my rvin—and,
hang you, they're on the way here now!”

Tom Merry and Kerr_gave a shout of delight.

“ Hurrah for $t. Jim's!” they yelled. * Rescue, Sk
Jim’s!”

Anson and Sopton sprang forward and grasped the yelling

Jjuniors round their necks in a far from affectionate embrace,
the juniors, encouraged in the knowledge that their
chums were mmini. fought with the ferocity ugeﬁgprs.

Maurice-Egbert. his face ashen white, watched the struggle.

““ Down them!’ he cried.

“ Stick—1t—Kerr "’ gasped Tom Merry, as he lashed out
with his right and struck Anson on the point of the jaw.

“I—am !’ panted Kerr, but he was having "a harder
struggle with his opponent.

Anson yecoiled under the force of the blow Tom dealt him,
and the j¥nior, swinging round, lashed out straight and true
for Soptot. The scoundreily swindler had lifted his hand to
strike Kelit, but he diverted his arm in a frantic attempt to
ward off the blow that he saw coming from Tom Merry.

He failed utterly and completely, and a moment later ho
saw more gars and comets than have ever“bren discovered
by professars of astronomy.

* Good old Tommy!” panted Kerr. *I was nearly done!”

Tom did not speak; he saved his breath for the fight. He

- left Anson, who was struggling to his feet, to Kerr, and
tackled Sopton, now swearing and cursing with all the power
of his lungs.

“ You utter rotter!” said Tom, between his teeth.

He lashed out again, but this time the blow was pushed
aside, and Tom received one behind the ear which madoe his
head sing. He staggered to one side, and would have fallen
had he not stumbled against Maurice-Egbert.

Instinct told Tom that here was another enemy, and he
Iashed out again even as he stumbled to the floor. His fist
caught Maurice-Egbert a glancing blow in the face, and the
swindler winced.

“Ow! Yowow!” he howled. “ Take that, you little fiend,
and that!”’

“ That " was a heavy kick in the ribs, and Tom Merry
groaned and grunted. The next moment Maurice-Eghert was
sprawling over the tui of himn, for Kerr had seen the
cowardly kick, and had hit cut straight from the shoulder.

His fist caught the swindler full on the side of the chin, and
it was no glancing blow. Down went Maurice-Egbert, feeling
as if every tooth in his head had been knocked loose.

Anson and Sopton had now settled down to the fight in very
grim earnest, and Kerr soon had all his work ont out to keep
away from the powerful arms that would encircle him and
erush the breath from his body.

Tom Merry jumped to his feet, pumtin% for breath, his face
as white as a sheet from the pain of the kicks he had
received. Maurice-Egbert lay where he had fallen, the fight
completely *knocked out of his cowardly body.

Sopton’s fist shot out as Tom got to his feet, but Tom just
managed to dodge the blow, and his own fist banged between
the eyes of the swindler. Sopton staggered back, and again
Tom’s fist shot out, catching his enemy on the point of tho
jaw, and Sopton joined Maurice-Egbert on the floor of the
cabin, there 1o lie and groan.

But the fight was over in another second. Kerr had
received a knock-out blow at the same moment as Tom had
lashed out at Sopton, and the New House junior collapsed
to the floor. Then Anson snatched up an enamel jug from
tlm‘ f(.)nble, and struck at Tom Morry's unprotected head.

“ Ow !

Yau coward!” gasped Tom, and with his hands to

his head, he fell to the floor.
For a moment Anson stood staving down at the four
. huddled figures, panting and gasping for breath. He was
mad with pain and anger, and kicked out as his foot came in
contact with .something on the floor.

It happened to be Maurice-Egbert’s leg, and the kick roused
him more than a douch of cold water would have done. He
sat up, howling, to rub his injured leg.

Then came the climax. rate as had been the fight,
Tom and Kerr could not have Lo'pad to defeat the two flﬁly-
grown men. True, Tom Merry had accounted #or one—
Maurice-Egbert did not count, for he was too cowardly to
fight after one slight blow had been dealt him—but Kerr had
had too great a handful in Anson, and the swindier had turned
4o the aid of his partners in the very nick of time. Another
minute, and Tom would have been the aggressor.

Anson seized Maurice-Egbert by the legs, and dragged him,
still howling, from the cabin. He returned a moment later,
and assisted the groaning Sopton outsida,

Then he came back to the cabin, deliberately knocked over
the oil-lamp, and went out, shutting and locking the door
behind him ! :

Tom Merry and Keir were trapped again !

Kerr sat up, his head aching and his jaw as stiff as a piece

-of board, and glanced dully round the cabin. Tom Merry was
there, lying full length end silent. But of the others there
was no sign.- .
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Then - Kerr became aware of something clse- Smoke waa
filling the little room, and as his aching eyes became used to
:%:e ﬂlckering light in the cabin he saw the broken. lamp upon

e floor. ;

Around the smashed glass chimney of the lamp the fcor
avas stained with oil; and already the greedy flames had caught
the sodden wood. . .

“Tom! Tom!” gasped Kerr. “Wake up, man! The
cabin’s alight I’ e

And even as he spoke the lames burst out more fiercely than
before, and the smoke became thicker and thicker in the little
rcom.  Gaeping for breath, Kerr dragged himself to his feet
and staggered to the door. He felt and found the handle, and

tmln_eél %L But the door did not open. It was locked-on the
outside! ; o

“Oh, heavens!” panted Kezr, choking with the fumes and
emcke. “Tom!™

Tom Meiry did not reply. Ha was still unconscious from
the terrible blow he had received. And Kerr was too weak
to do move than stagger beside his churm and kneel down.

He iried to lift Tom Merzz, but he never even succeeded in
moving the uneonscious junior. Then Kerr dropped acroes
Tom Merry’s body, beaten to the world! 3

“Pul some heof into it, you chaps !

-
1

Manners shouted thet out to the men who were rowing

them from the mainland to the island of St. Walten

“ Ay, ay, sir " o

“We'll be there soon, sir!"

Lumley-Lumley uttered a ery of horror.

“Fire! There's something on fire there!” he shouted.
“Work, you chaps!” %

The men—there were four of them—worked ‘at the oars
of their boat as they had never worked before.

Lumley-Lumley was right. Flames were bursting across the
windows of the little cabin that stood on the very edge of the
little island, now only a few hundred vards away.

Silently the men worked at their oars, and slowly hut
surely thé boat drew near to the island.

Bump!

. The boat crunched into the rocky ““shore® of the little
island, and wine figures leaped out and dashed frantically up
the cliff io the hut.

“ Altogether I gas Figgins.

“The door's locked " exclaimed Lowther,

The next moment a body flew past him and banged against
the door, burst it from its hinges, and Manners toppled into
the cabin.

“Get "om ont!" he cried, even as he strnck the floor.

The juniors needed no bidding. They staggered throtigh the
smoke and flames, faking not the slightest notice of the
fact that the roof might collapse at any moment.

Tom Merry and Kerr were dragged onf inio the open
air not a moment too soon. For the roof collapsed in 4 roar
of flames and thousands of sparks before the juniors and
their burdens had proceeded ten vards frem the cabin.

Nobody spoke.  Their hearts were too full. They had
arrived only just in time to save Tom Merry and Kerr, and
more than one pair of eyes were moist from other reasons than
smoke as the flames devoured the roof and Hoor of the cabmn
in which their chums had been but a few seconds before.

The men in the boat took Tom Merry and Kerr from the
juniors and laid them gently an the floor of the boat.

“‘We're going to look for Soppy and Ann!” said Figgins
grimly. “Make our churas comfy!” E

But the juniors might have expected that Anson, Soptcn,
and Maurice-Egbert would have disappeared. And. althongh
they reported the affeir to the Cornish police as soon as they

zot back, the juniors never heard of either of the swindlers

again.

Tom Merry end Kerr were taken to a hospital, and the
juniors returned to the school. There they related the whole
story, and the mystery of Tom Merry and Kerr's disappear-
ance was cleared up, so far as the school was concerned. The
three Co."s had known from the beginning. , :

Needless to say, the claim for St. Jim’s was not proceeded
with, and, in his relief and his admiration for Tom Merry and
Kerr, Dr. Holmes ordered a whole holiday at St. Jim's on
the day the two came back from Cornwall, 2nd personally met
tliem at the station.

The drive to 8t. Jim's was one long procession, for every-
body—including Knox, the prefect, who would have given
almost anything to see Tom Merry in disgrace, made his
voice heard above the rest—shouted themselves hoarse. -

And even Fatty Wynn could find no complaint as to ‘the
quantity or quality of the food which was bought the heroes
by the admiring school ! s

! THE END, =

(The first of a grond series of camping yarns begins
in next week’s issue of the  Gem Library,"” entitled :
“TOM MERRY. & CO.'S CAMP,"” by Marfin Clifford.
Be surg you order your copy EARLY.)
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JOHN SHARPE.
New Readers Start Here.

John Sharpe, the great analylical
detective, is engaged by Chief Burpett,
of the Secret Service, to track down the
band of organised _an dangerous
criminals operating yunder the guidance
of Iron Hand, a fearless, clever man of
dominating personality. Marna Black,
one of the band of crooks, is captured,
and Burnett induces Anne Craw}]ord. a
woman agent of the Secret Service, to
assume Marna's identity and get into the
confidences of Iron Hand.

She is instructed to keep her real
identity a secret even to Sharpe; but she
often assists him and sends him informa-
tion concerning the motvements of the
gang, and he is puzzled to know just
where it comes from.

Iron Hand has a number of hiding-
places in different paris of the country,
which are referred to as * Nests,” the
most important of which is Eagle’s Nest,
siluated on a deserted <liff. The leader’s
chief assistants are Potsdamg and Black
Flag. John Sharpe has h#d many big
tussles with the gang, and has foiled
many of their deepest schemes. Iron
Hand has robbed Colonel Bledson, the
Cattle King, of a casket of valuable
jewels, and he takes them to his assistant
in Chinatown, Wong Li, to take care of.
. After a great struggle Sharpe succeeds
in getting them ba(‘i, and Kg deposits
them in a safe in Colonel Bledson’s room.

Iron Hand makes a determined effort
to secure them again, but he is foiled
repeatedly by Sharpe. The gang next
turn their atiention to a collection of
valuable Russian furs, and they decide
to hire a room in the building in which
they are stored in order to secure them,

(Now read on.)

| Anne's Message. |
HREE men were highly impatient
and worried over the failure of
the long-expected furs to arrive,
They were Iron Hand, Potsdam,
and Black Flag.

The fourth member of this little party
was . Anne Crawford, or, as she was
known to them, Marna Blackis the
woman crook.

Suddenly their attention was aroused
a sound of approaching footsteps.

“ Ah,” thought the three men, * ihe
furs at last: "

But they were doomed to disappoint-
ment again. The new arrival was Red
Sam, and it was at once apparent to the
nrhers when they saw the alarmed look
ou his face that there was something
wrong. ‘

“Detective - Shaipe arrived on the
scenre, and had the barrels driven to the

police-station !’ he stammered out be-
So

iween breaths,
. were the other two men, but Anne was

Iron Hand was filled with rage.

LR

Vitagraph |

really lhighly elated over Sharpe’s
success.
-Turning to the others, Tron Hand

said: *“There is not a minute to lose.
They'll find this place if one of that
gang who were captured squeals. We
must get away from here at once.
Curse that maus Sherpe! Ile is alwaye
iu_the way.” :

The men realised the truth of their
leader’s advice, and that it would be
dangerous for them to delay their de-
parture. They at once sprang into
action, and seizing theéir hats they made
their way to the hall. .

Anne rushed out also, purposely
Jeaving her hat on the table. The men
had already reached the door outside
when the girl stopped suddenly, calling
attention to the fact that ehe had for-
gotten her hat.

Iron Hand told her to hurry and get
it, and Anne hurried back again. She
soon reached the room. and seized her
hat, then pausing an instant she lifted
the newspaper from the table, and with
a stealthy glance towards the door, she
wrote a message in the dust with her
finger. Then she replaced the news-
paper, and, coolly putting on her hat
made her way to the doar again.

Iron Hand and the others were wait-
inz impatiently at the door for her.
Then when she joined them they hwried
away.

In accordance with his promise after
lunch, Sharpe paid another visit to the
police headquarters.

“YWhat success have you had?”
asked the Chief.

The officer handed a paper to Sharpe.

“One of them was very useful,” he

said; *there’s the address where Iron
Hand and his party are staying, and
where they were to return to him with
the furs.”
Sharpe glanced eagerly at the paper.
“TIl get a number of good men to
accompany you there if you wish,” said
the Chief.

But the deiective shook his head.

“No, I'll go alone,” he said; *but
you might have some men within call,
in case I want their assistance.”

Sharpe then hurried away, and the
Chief gave instructions to his assistant
to have some men ready for an emer-
geney. :

The detective hastened to the house
which had been temporarily oecupied by
Iron Hand, and with his revolver
drawn he entered the room in which the
gang had been sitting but a short time
previously. He enteved very cautiously,
expecting to find the gang present, but he
soon came to the conclusion that there
was no one inside, and after a complete
search of theé room his attention was
finally directed towards the paper on the
table, .

Sharpe casually moved this, and much
to his astonishment he saw a message
traced in the dust. He looked closely at
it, and made out the letters 5 T R.
LOS8 A

Its significance soon came to him, and
he smiled to himself, for he believed that
the same mysterious helper must be re-
sponsible for this information, He
tubbed out the message, and hurriedly
left the room.

he

17

IRON HAND.

| The Plot Succeeds. I

N Los Angeles harbour a large
steamer was preparing to cast off,
and start on her voyage, The crew
were already removing the gang

plank, across which the passengers
walked in order to board the vessel.

Standing in an inconspicuous place in
the stern of the vessel were Iron Hand,
Potsdam, Black Flag, and Anne. They
were evidently watching to see who else
got on the boat, and it was a great velief
to them when they knew it was too late
for Sharpe to get aboard.

Just at that moment, however, when
the boat was finally ready for depariure,
a figure came dashing along the wharf,
hurrying to catch the boat. As the gang
plank was being raised the man rushed
towards it.

One end had already been raised from
the edge of the wharf, but the man,
greatly daring, leaped on to it, and
eatching hold of the side drew himself on
board the steamer. It was a viky
thing to do. But then this man had
done many othér risky things in his
life, It was na other than John Sharpe,

There was great consternation when
Tron Hand and the others noticed that
the detective had got on board,

The leader was enraged beyond words,
and he ordered the others to hide them-
selves from view at once, and the whole
party made their exit slily towards themr
cabin,

John Sharpe at once asked for the cap-
tain of the ship, and he stated his
mission to hini.

The captain sent for an assistant, and
he presently appeared, carrying with him
a list of passengers who were on the
ship.

Sharpe eagerly examined them, but
failing to sce anything of importance
there, he said, addressing the captain:

“Well, T suppose my enemies would
naturally register under faked names.
All T can do is to watch carefully the
dining-room to-night.”

The capfain agreed that this would Le
the best thing to.do.

In the cabin, Iron HMand and his assis-
tants were already discussing ways of
getting rid of the hated Sharpe.

“Ile’ll stick close to our cabin,
doubt,” said the leader.

Then the vindictive chief of the gang
outlined a scheme to Black Flag to
assassinate Sharpe in his sleeping bunk.
Black Flag nodded in acquiescence. He
was prepared to do the worst.

That night at eight bells, when the

no

ship was. wrapped in slumber, Black
Flag, ~with knife in hand, walked
stealthily towards Sharpe’'s cabin, He

quietly tmrned the handle of the door
Tae GeEM LIBRARY.—No. 697:
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and found that it was unlocked. Then
lie pushed open'the doer and entered.

Inside there was a dim light, and
TBlack Flag at once made his way to the
bunk, where he could just discern the
alm\pmg man. Black Flag paused a
woment, nerving himself for the foul
deed e was about to perform. Then he
npx[oﬂd to the bunk again and raised the
knife.

Once more he paused an instant while
ha gazed nervously at the sleeping form.
Then the mmurderous villain fulfilled his
task, aund swiftly departed, closing the
door after him.

Next Week's

“Gee, that was a -np,rrcw Escape for
me!’ declared John arpe,
smilingly climbed from under ti’xe bevrh
in his cabin. He looked around the
room, then walked over to his bunk.

He picked up the dummy, which he
had placed there, and withdrew the knife
which Black F]ng had plunged into it.

““Well, I don’t suppose the 3nntlomau
will pay me another visit to-night!” he
muttered, as he went over to the cabin
door, locked it and placed a chair
against the handle, in order to make_it
doubly secure.

Then he crawled into his bunk in order

“Gem * Will be Betiter than Ever!

to securd. & much-needed night's sleep.
He had had a very busy day, and there
was a great deal of work for him to do
in the morning. But, as he laid his head
down, he felt that at last the met was
bemg drawn around the villainous gang,
and he hoped that in a very short
time he would have Iron Huud and the
rest of his crew in captivity. A mpment
later the detective fell off into-a pro-
found slumber,

What had to-morrow in store for !Izim!

(To be conlinued.)

MY READERS’

OWN

CORNER.

Half-a-crown is paid for ell contributions printed on this page.

A WAY OUT,
The new porter at a station in North
Wales could not possibly get the name
off by heart. The fist day or two he

shouted a hopeless jumble of syllables as
the train steamed in. He gave this up
on the third day. He was heard yelling
to the passengers:
“All you that's in ‘ere for ‘ere,
orout !"—A. R. Denne, 49, High Street,
alby, Doneaster.

WHAT HE WANTED,
The excited s ker was shouting and
gestmuhtmg wi
‘I want land ml’orm,” he said, “I
want—I

want house reform, and I
o ik

“Chloroform !"" came a voice from the
crowd.—Miss Janey Pilling, 26, Hamilton
Street, Bury, Lanes.

PO

THE MISSING HENS.

" Lizzie went to London fronr the farm,
angd her mother told her to be sure to buy
some fowls and send them home. Lizzie
did so, but later received a letter from
her mother which ran:

““If you send any more hens have them
packed in a more secure crate, as the
ones you sent got away, and, though T've
scoured the country, I've only found
eleven.”

“Phew I” muttered Lizzie, *And 1
only sent six 17— . Franklin, 141,
Antill Road, Bow, E.3

SOCIABLE,

1t Aotorist: “I say, I thought you
eaid _that if I were ‘sociable wlth the
magistrate I should get off light

2nd Motorist: “So I did. What hap-
pened?”

1st Motorist: *“Well, T went into the
«court, and, remamhe!'lng your tip, said,
* Good-morning, your worship! How
are you geumg on? The magistrate
answered, * Fine—#£5.' ” — E. Maddock,
40, Talworth Street, Cardiff.

SEAFARING ADV[O..

How many fellows say, “Ob, T wish T
was a sailor!” ~Speaking from my ex-
perience, 1 would advise all boys who
want to try the life to get a job on a
river tug or small coasting-vessel as
cabin-boy. There one is among sailors,
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and can pick up valuable hints. Wou
can chum up with one of the crew, and
get him 1o teach you how to box the
compass, steer, tie knots, splice roj
ete. Should you show that you are will-
ing to work you may be sure the skipper
will take notice of you. e will very
likely try to get you rated as an ordinary
seaman before vou are of age.—Philip
Kitto, Toledo_ Paddock, Balmoral
Road, Gjlimg‘ham, Kent.

A SLASHING CATCH.

Smart: “I see one of the window-
slashers has been caught.”

Slow: “Go on! Who was he?”

Smart: ““Well, they only know he’s a
Scotsman. When he was asked why he
did it, he explained that he want to see
Glasgow (glass go).”—L. White, 12,
Priory Place, Well Street, ankney,

IT MIGHT HAVE BEtN-

A man who was charged with -shooting

a _gun in the street was fined one pound
and costs.
“But, your worship,” exclaimed the
de{endsnt “I fired the gun in the air!"”
“Two pounds and costs!” eaid the
It might
Midgley, 3,

Bench, l‘msmg the penalty.
have been an angel!"—W.
Dudley Street, Colne, Lanca.

TAKING THE CHAIR.

Servant: “‘Please, there’s a gentleman
wants to see you on business.”

The master: “Well, ask him {o take a
chair.”

Servant: “He's taking 'em zl!, and the
table, too! He comes from the furniture
shop.”—Miss F. Hall, 99, Tonna Road,
Caerdu, South Wales.

QONE TO SEED.

Someone weni into a sced store, and
asked the new clerk for some sweet potato
seeds. The clerk hunted all over the
shop, ahd finally appealed to the boss,
who replied that he ywas being made fun
of. " A few days later a lady popped in
and asked for bird seed.

Aw go on,” said the clerk, wllh a

rin, 3nu can’t fool me! Bi
atched - from eggs!”—Frank le Bouhl-
lier, 257, Bleury Street, Montreal,
nada.
ARITHMETIC.

Farmer to passer-by: “‘ How many cows
ibogid you imagine there are in that

Passer-by : “Oh 1201
Farmer: “Just the mlmbcr

Now,
]mw did you reckon that

Passer-by: “Easily. 1 counted the
legs, and divided hy Tour."—A. Mayler,
92, Thorneycroft Road, Sefton Park
Lnerpool

THE SUSSTITUTE.

An old country dame was recommended
to use marmalade as a substitute for
butter, but on her next visit to the village
stores she complained to the shopman
that the experiment was an utter failure.

e gl o}mmn asked for a reason,

“Well,” said the customer, “‘the”first
time I tr:e& marmalade to Ery the fish
in for breakfast it resulted in _an awful
mess !”"—Harold Lock, 15, Hmtmgton
Place, Eastbourne.

DIOK TURPIN. '
Richard Turpin was a gentleman high-
wayman and adventurer, and was born
at Hempstead, in Essex, in 1706. He.
started as apprentice to a butcher, but-
robbed his master, and went to London
in quest of excitement. He fell in with
Tom King, the highwayman, whom he
afterwards accidentall ot. Dick owned
Black Bess, whose scendant recently
performed in London, Turpin would
often ply his “trdde ” as near fown as
Islington, He was captured at York, in
1739, and hanged.—F. Short, §7, Gamm
Stmet Brighouse.

The funniest character that has

ever played on the cricket fiold,

Don't miss the long complete

story which appears every week
in the

" Piinted and published ¢ rr “Wed!

Abroad, l-md.nzrmnu.- ua:‘n’xnxmanm
Zealand ; Medsrs. Gordon & Gotol

‘lldﬂll Btreet, hndan E.0.4.

Fropristors. The A ted Prem, Limited, The Flsstway Houss, Farri
w Bt E.0.4. uuuannu?n"m- m: llm apnum; Se. 6d. for a!: nontu.
ule nunn or sonm.m : The Central News Agents for nan:.l.h
Ltd.; ud for Canads, The Imperial News Qo., L:‘,—aammr. Jume 18th, 1921.



~A've ever read.

.a series of fine campin
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P 08D 8T8 -1 0. o0 i
: Cﬁ BBUT T g D E A :
: AT A ST. JIM'S AND G YF l RS. :
B & Se-e i 5
" Havi ing been unfortunate enough to be | saying that one goad h\rn deserves Larest news from the guack’s guarters
stranded in a tramear which was held up | another, but T Jeave it entirely to t. Jim's says that Baggley Trimble,
by a breakdown on the road, I could |introduce this most appealing of stories to ul Pry o[ St. Jim's, is saffering
!ul't”} help heaving the fnl]o\nn" con- | your many pals., hey will ook upen it tmm buzzing noises in the ear, 1 have
versaiion, which took place between a as a real good actic yours. heard that this is a common mmplmm of
yonng boy and gitl whe were seated in — s those who *add-ear ” tq key-holes.
th: opposite seats to me. “ What did vou 1 am repeatedly asked if William ——

week's story in the GEN?”
owner of the large
came the answer

think of thi
asked the diminutiv
straw hat. *Topping !
of her eompanion, s the finest stery
And, what's move, the
Editor says that there iz an even better
story to come next week.” Sure, and ’tis
trae, too! Next week appears the ﬁrst. of
yarns.

vou know well Yenough the delx-gl t» nf
camp life, so will anxiously await these
1||.1p;mh:'(-n!. stories.

but,
an_inventor he
ifted in the art of

go on this way

a failure,
eve long,

At last I am able to present to_yon
our grand new serial entitled: * What
Have You Against Me?” Now, I'm not

though,

Georze Bunter will ever
order he speaks so mnch
feel 1 ought to question the fat fr
there. you know well enongh uhul

e wonldn't even believe his own word.

““What will become of Levison if things

able to solve thn problem this week, hut
1 fear 1 have again drawn blenk.
teack we thought we were on has proved
Our troubles will be rewarded

Where can Ernest Levison be?

The
happens this month. I hear that Billy
Bunter has already baited his line in the

the postal- opening of the hshing season
hout, Wel

hopes of catching a few more small fry.
In fect, he is so s

“falsehoods that really

A large number of readers write
asking me for full particulars of entry
into the Merchant Service. All these and
others who are interested in a life on the
ocean wave should make a spe('ml effort
to get a copy of this week's * Boys®
Herald ” and read the op
of the rollicking
“The Lad From
This is ouly one of the many splen
atiractions in the best of all boys’ papers.

1 thought I should be

The

T feel sure of that.

Boys—here s the Automatic for YOU
Fires T00 rounds without re-loading. ﬂdms a big bang, but
is perfectly barmless.

Price only 1/3

(Post Free).

in your name an
dress very plainly here
Name.......

AQATEES ccveivianrianissninsannaan.

then mt nnl this Advr

-nd post with

P.O.1
F. GILMAN 8. €range Road,
(Gem) s-onwrick Birmingham.
SHOCKING COIL! —m¢ ‘?:‘;".;.n';‘?;'z’
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post
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Hatder, Retiector, Tnstruotions, etc., /6 postage 62, Lavger Size 81
pasta
RNE SMALL POWER (CO.
38 €A.P.), QUEEN'S ROAD, ASTON, BIRMINGHAM.
SKATES & e 20
ABLE SKATES, with Key,
3/11 pair. PDostage 9d. Wonderful Value,

B. M., 141, HIGH ST., PECKHAM, S.E.15.

\' PAYMENT TERMS.
Bargains la Shop Soled and
res and_Accessories at

1 Speciat Oy of Sample Hicycle

CYCLE COMPANY, lnnorld.
MEAD i, s s
BIG AND SUGCCESSFUL. [niuiy oo i

ess. It iu
asy to Increase your height by Ou: Gi 'BJ’I Beientific 'l'l'?-\tlnllll which s
Caryiod out Im_ your own from 2 t inches:

0
posteard for particulars

ude
'y ithh t hepefit 5\'["(‘
T me E100 piatantes to 17, BIROUD GREEN

ome,
inc: L2 h.
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ROAD, LONDON, N. 4.°

TRLY HAIR!— ]l. wanderful,” writes E. Testimonials re-

l-cll:( ddaily. Copiessent. \VAVB]T' CIIRLS stml hml n1|r 1/3,2/5
(stamps accepted).—ROSS st 0. | 173, New Nort London, N, 1.
etc.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloguist's

Instrumen!. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Harrison, 238, Pentonvyille Rd., London, N 1.

MAGIC TRICKS,
SER 28 char

t’rmlrc quickly gives high speeds. mps Ioé
gregs Tumell trect, W.C, Manotester Hranth
is the zre"\tesh dr'\\vllark in life to any man or woman. If you
uthcrn send three penny stnrnps far ‘particutars of the ‘Mento-Nerva

rengthen| by

M.M.s, and B.CM.'s. — GODFRY Ltd., m.

!
3

HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /- Complete |

IN 50 DAYS.
No Appliances, No_Diocting. 'tm lmvln sn
Sreien NRYER FATLS. Full parming and Tortimonlats 5
sfamp.—Melvin ammg Lid. (Dept. 8.), 24, Southwark B
POSTOAR! wldd o 12
TARGER TS, 8 LB(! ghu' t-len;ya ATERIAL. | CATALOGUS |
AND SAMPLER n EOGAD, L1VERPOOL.
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PATTER [A- T
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4 Oomed Amal
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containing &) ||nnn
, SEE
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booklet
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read
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A Gra=d New Serial
Starts in this Issue.
You thould read

(An cexcellent. swimi
“of * the "New - Hodse.

Another Splendid--Portrait Study Next Week,




