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MYSTIFYING THE CHUMS OF ST. JIM'S.

(An incident from the grand long complete story of the Boys of St, Jim’'s.)



EDITORIAL. ;5
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My Dear Readers,—

In this excellent number of the
“Gem * you will find the first issue of
the * St. Jim's News,” edited by Tom
Merry. Each week this feature will con-
tain many items about St. Jim's and the

THE GEM LIBRARY.

popular characters that are certain to
interest you all. 1 am sure the “ S$t. Jim’s
News” will appeal to old and new
readers alike, for the special information
and glimpses of history of the old school
which it will provide is bound to add con-
siderable Interest to the stories in the
“ Gem.” In addition te answering the
purpose of a guide-book, it will contain
contributions written by yeur favourite
characters. Next week there will be

another mtartstlng issue of Tom Hmy s
famous weekly, so look out for it} Many
readers have asked for another story
dealing with Glyn, the inventor, and 1 am
pleased to say that one will appear in our
next issue. This amusing story is un-
doubtedly one of the finest | have read
for a fong time, and | am~gure you will
all agree with me when you get the next
number of your favourite paper.
YOUR EDITOR.

ANSWERS TO
READERS,

AN AAANAP AN N Do NS

ERIC W. D. V. (Worthing).—The characters
you mention will all be sure to turn up in
time. But don't forget to keep your cyes
open for them. Missing even one week's
cGpy may mean you have missed the very
person you wanted to hear about,

H. ZECH (Annadale, Sydney). 1 feel quite
homoured to receive a letter from such an
old supporter as yourselfl. I very much
welcomed your reminder, and would like to
hear from you again. I think it is the custom
in most big public schools for the scholars
to address cach other by their surnames, and
8t. Jim's is no exception. Of course, mind
you, the occupants of one study, whea all

the

together, would coertainly converse in L
¥

Il‘run! mapner, and call each other
Christian or nicknames. G .

“MY CHUM BEAT"™ (Manchester).—Many
thanks for the short note, and aiso for the
hint you enclosed. No; Cardew cannot cdit
an lsauc of the suu::lcmmt you mention, #3

By this time I expect
ill be appearing in
Ulr “Gem,” and a stage-whisper to you in
advance will be unpecessary. Don’t forget,
though, that our crratic hero will sub-edit
any issue he feels inclined to.

MISS BARBARA R. (Redlands, Dorking).-~
Another Jover of Ralph Cardew! You stal
that we caunot have too much of the dandy
—that you are mever tired of reading about
him. Well, you can take it that I sha'n't
give you u chance to. “Cardew and the
Campers” ought to have met with all your
expectations of R. R. C. on holidays. What
did you think of it? The best™ advice T can

give you if you wish to become acquaiuted
with the glorious adventures of the boys of
8t. Jim's in bygone days is to rollow Cousin
Etbel's "History of St, Jim's,” in “The St
Jim's News,” which will appear every wee
The next ‘iper.-hzl Number will in all ?rubi-
blhlvlge?l with either Tom Merry, Arcy,
or ot.

GERALD 8. (Cardiff).—The average height
g‘thsuth Form boys is five feet eleven inches.

i is five feet nine. The following sre
the i dual  bheights and ages you
requestes Kildare: six feet, seventeen years
ten months. Baker: five feet ten, cighteen

years, two months. Darrel : Five feet ten and
a half, seventeen years nine months. Koox:
six feet one in socks, eighteen years seven
months. Cutts of the Fifth is five feet nine,
aud seventeen years six months. St. Leger:
six feet, seventeen years nine months.
Gilmore : five feet eight and a ilul! sixteen
years eleven months. feEt ten,
and seventeen years old. I thll.ﬂ. thm: is the
lot, my chum. *
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Another ngr_niﬁanl ‘Long Compfete Story Next Week ! 3

A Grand, Long Complete Story of the Chums of St. Jim’'s.
By Martin Clifford.

pump-handle. “You are as welcome as the fAowers in May.
Tommy, where's that threepence? If Blaggy has brought us

CHAPTER 1.
Astounding News !

(14 OW’S the money market !
g Tom Merry asked that question rather anxiously,

as the Terrible Three gathered in Study No. 10.
i Manners and Lowther looked decidedly glum.

“I'm stony !"” annoimced Manners.

“Haven't got a stiver to my name,"” said Monty Lowther,
“‘ynless & tuppenny stamp without any gum on the back of it
is of any use.” N

“Ha, ha! Not much!”-

As a City man would express it, there was a slate of
.insolvency in Study No. 10. Funds rose and fell with as many

fluctnations as in t{)a Stock market, Yesterday, Study No. 10
had been a land flowing with milkk and honey.  Just now

.there was a drought in the land, and the exchequer, like
Mother Hubbard’s famous eupboard, was bare.

. The chums of the Shell had intended visiting Rainbridge—
a town some eight miles distant—that aftermoon, which was
Wednesday and a half-holiday, to witness the great cricket
match between the county eleven and a touring teami, whose
name e a household word in the realm of sport.
The news of this match had come suddenly, and, as is usually
" the case, when funds were at their lowest ebb. These were
the lean days for the Terrible Three.

. ‘Tom Merry went through his pockets again, in the vain hope
that he might have overlookes snmetbini. Monty Lowther
unearthed a French halfpenny stuck to a chunk of foffee. All
Manners turned out of his pockets was a penknife, several
nibs, a piece of sealing-wax, and a whistle. It was a varied
and interesting collection, but there was no cash amongst it.

*Oh dear!” said Tom Merry. “Is that the lot? Here's a
giddy go and no mistake ! But perhaps Miss Priscilla has sent

.me something. There’s still a forlorn hope. Let's go down
and meet the postman. He's about due now,”

The Terrible Three left their study and went downstairs.

Blake, Herries, Digby, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, the .

chums of the Fourth, were standing on the School House
steps as the Shell fellows emerged from the door.

“Hallo!” said Blake. “Come to look for the postman?
We're on the same lay. You see, there's no money in the till,
and we'd made up our minds to go to Rainbridge to see the
match. Gussy, the burbling ass, didn’t receive a fiver this
“morning—'" .

“ Weally, Blake, I-wefuse to be weferred to as a burblin’
ass !” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, turning his monocle
indignantly upon Blake. “I have no contwol ovah my patah !
I w'ote to him on Monday, distinctly pwessin' for a fivah..

“Wealy, he is fwightfully unwesponsive !”

Janl{ Blake grunted,

“He may have sent it this morning,” he said. *Thal's
“why we're looking for thé postman. Gussy's fiver is our last
.bope. If it doesn’t come we’ll mop up the quad with him.”

“Bai Jove! Blake, you feahful boundah!” gasped the,
noble swell of 8t. Jim's, pushing back his cuffs in a warlike
manner. I wegard your wemark as oppwobwious in the
extweme.  Unless you apologise, as fwom one gentleman to
anothah, I shall wezard it as my painful dutay to administah:
a feahful thwashin' I” .

* Peace, my infants. peace!” said Tom Merry chidingly.
“Here comes Blaggy |”

Blasﬁ;a the village postman, came up, a sheaf of létters
in his hand. - -

“Hallo, Blaggy, old bun!™ exclaiimed Monty Towther
effusively, plying the postman's left hand as though it was a

Copyright in the United States of An>rica.

- By jingo!
%

any lullena we'll award him the threepence as a mark of our

esteem and blessing !”

Blagg managed to wrench his hand free at last, and gasped.

Next minute he was r.!uite surrounded by the eager juniors.

“ Letter for Master D’ Arcy,” he said.

“Oh, how wipping !I'"" exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “Twot
it out, deah boy ! &

: 'lk‘l:s Terrible Three regarded Blagg’s letters with anxious
ooks.

* Nothing for us?” demanded Tom Merry desperately.

*“Yes, Master Merry. There's one for you,”

“Cood egg!”

* Tom Merry took the letter and opened it eagerly.

“Hurrah ! roared Blake, smiting’ Tom on the shoulder
before that youth had time to withdraw the contents of his
own lelter. *Gussy’s fiver's arrived! Corn in Egypt! We
shall be able to go to Rainbridge, after all !

“ Yaas, wathuh!” said Arthur Augustus, beaming. * Tom
Mewwy, deah boy, you and Mannahs ard Lowthah will be
my guests, of course !” )

“Groooogh!” gasped Tom Merry, for Blake's effusive
thump on the back had nearly winded him.  *We shall be
pleased, of course, Gussy, if we can’t pay for purselves. Hallo!

A postal-order for a quid [
ree cheers!” suid Monty Lowther, beaming. “Who's
it from, Tommy 7"

The captain of the Shell was reading the letter which accom.
panied the postal-order.

“My hat!” he exclaimed suddenly.
whom'I thought was in India. He—he's returned to
and is now in London, atlached to the India Office.”

“Bai Jove! Is he comin’ here, Tom
Mewwy 1"

“No,” replied Tom, .shaking his head. “He is too busily
engaged upon diplomatic work. But—but I can’t make it
out, you fellows. Mr. Lathom goes away this afterncon for
a few waeks' rest, doesn’t he?”

“Yes, *The doctor ordered him a change of air and a
complete rest,” said Blake wonderingly.  “But what the
thump has that got to do with your uncle's letter, Tommy *"
“Heaps!"” replied Tom. *“My uncle writes to say that
Mr. Reginald Anderson, a friend of his, %hose acquamtance
he mad’e in India, is coming to St. Jim's to take Mr. Lathom's

ace .

“Wha-a-a-at!”
0 Tom Merry looked round to see that nobody else cou'd
ear, 2

“Blessed if I can quite make this out,” he said. “My
uncle says that he had. arranged with Dr. Holmes for Mr.
Anderson to come lo St. Jim’s as a temporary master, in
Mr. Lathom's place, for a very serious pui e. Enemies
have_followed Mr. Anderson from India, and have designs
on his life. The authorities are doing their best Lo get hold
of . the men, who belong to a powe:ﬁi secret society of the
Punjab,. and, meanwhile, for safety’s sake, Mr. Anderson is
coming to St. Jim's in the guise of a master. My uncle
wants me to keep an eye on Mr. Anderson, and see that no
harm befalls him while. at 8t. Jim's. - He trusts me, you see.
Rather an unusual sort of job, isn't it, you fellows? T've got
to l,’ﬁ the guardian angel of a giddy master I haven't seen
¥ H

"4 Bai Jove!”. 2 o Y
“It's the giddy limit I said Jack BRlake. “When does
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“It's from my uncle,
ngland,

How wippin™ !

Mr. Anderson atrive?



1

“This afternoon,” replied Tom Merry. “Uncle says that
as soon as I receive this I had better see the Head. I'll
go up now.” .

“Great pip 1™

Tom Merry thrust the letter into his Kmkeb and_ went
indoors, leaving his chums standing on the School House
steps open-mouthed with astonishment.

The captain of the Shell went up to the Head’s study and
tapped at the door.

“Come in!"” said the quiet, cultured voice of Dr. Hclmes.

Tom Merry entered, and found Mr. Railton, the School
Housemaster, with the Head. :

“Ah! Come in, Merry!” said Dr. Holmes, peering up
over the rims of his eyeglasses. *You have heard from your
uncle, I presume ™

*Yes, sir,” replied Tom. “He tells me that Mr. Lathom’s
place is being taken by a Mr. Anderson—-""

“Temporarily, my lad,” interposed the Head. “Your
uncle probably explained matters to you. It is a very
delicate subject, my lad, and I rely upon your discretion nct
to make it public property at this school.” Of course, I have
ne objection to your telling your friends, all of whom are
trustworthy lads. Mr. Anderson has in a certain way
incurred the wrath of a certain band of criminals of the
Punjab, who have followed him to England, intent on
taking his life. Your unele, whom I greatly esteem as a
[riend, sought my advice and help, which I have freely given
by allowing Mr, Anderson to come here as a temporary
master for the Fourth Form. He is capable of performing
the ordinary duties of a form-master, and I have received
excellent reports of him. His position here was offered him
purely as a safeguard against his foes. They are unlikely to
trace him te this school; but in case they do, your uncle,
Merry, was anxious that you should know, and thus hLe
prepared to ward off any attempts on Mr. Anderson’s life.
This seems an amazing and improbable affair, but there is a
fmw meaning at the back of it all. You understand per-

ectly well, Merry "
Tom Merry nodded.
“Vaes, sir.”

“Mr. Anderson will arrive this afternocon. Your uncle
has already mentioned you to him, and he will look forward
to meeting you at Rylcombe,” continued Dr. Holmes.
“Would it be a great inconvenience to you, my lad, to mcet
Mr. Anderson when he arrives?” :

Tom Merry's face fell a trifle, but it was only momentarily.

“Yes, that will be quite all right, sir,” he replied. “I'm

uite looking forward to meeting Mr. Anderson. I'll spend
?he afternoon in Rylcombe, and meet the trains as ‘hey
come in.”

Tom Merry left the Head and Mr. Railton to discuss
arrangements for the new Fourth-Form master, and rejoined
his chums in the guadrangle.

They greeted him with eager looks.

“Well,” demanded Menty Lowther, “what has the Head

ot to say, Tommy ?” e

& g : : ;
“It’s settled that Mr. Anderson is coming,” replied Tom

erry. “He will come this afterncon, the Head expects,
and I'm going to meet him.”

+ “Oh, crumbs !”

m“'l‘hen you wap't be coming to Rainbridge?” demanded
ake.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“I’'m afraid not,” he replied. “It's my duty te pay atten-
tion to my uncle’s friend, you know. Sorry, old sons! I'm
jolly keen to go, but under the circs it can’t be done.”

“Then Pl stay here with you, Tommy!” said Lowther.

“Same here ! declared Manners,

“That’s decent-of you fellows !” replied Tom Merry.
why not go over to Rainbridge and enjoy yourselves ?”

“We'll stick to you, Tommy,” said Mdnners quietly. “The
old firm always hangs together. Desides, we're rather
interested in fhis new master whom you've got to keep
under your wing--aren’t we, Monty 7" .

““What-ho !” grinned Monty Lowther. .

“All serene, then,” said Blake. “Sorry you fellows won’t
be able to come. . But we’ll tell you all ‘about the match
when we return. Well, we'd better get our things on and
start out. We ghall miss a good deal of the match as it is.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

The chums of Study No. 6 set out frem St. Jim's five

“But

minutes later, leaving the Terrible Three io their own -

devices,

CHAPTER- 2.

. Killing Time.

HE Terrible Three ambled across to Big Side and
oceupied half an hour watching the scratch cricket
match beiween the First Eleven, under Kildare of
the Bixth, and a team

the Shell. Then they took
Rylcombe.
THe GEM LiBRARY.—No. 705,

captained by Smith major of
a leisurely stroll down to

Another Splendid Art Portrait Next Week!

The High Street was, as usual, dull and sleepy. Tom
Merry & Co. strolled along to lfte railway-station, saw a

‘train arrive, and, having made sure that Mr. Anderson was

not among the passengers who alighted, they retraced their
footsteps into_the station yard. ;

They were just in time to see a party of fve Grammariana
drive ‘alon, ngﬁl Street on bicycles, and dismount outs
side the vil kbunshop. Gordon Gay, the Lero of Rylcombe
Grammar School, was there with his chums, Frank Monk,
the Woottons, and Tadpole. The Grammarians did not see
the Terrible Three. They leaned their machines against the

kerb, and crowded into the bunshop. Tom Meriy & Uo.
chuckled.
“Good egg !” said Tom. *“Now for a little joke on those

fun with ’em for

Grammarian wasters! We haven’t had any
loosen the back

quite a week, and I've got a wheeze. Let's
wheels of their jiggers!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That's a ripping wheeze, Tommy I* . .

The St. Jim’s juniors crept ulgu to their rivals" bicycles with
the stealth of Red Indians. Peering through the bunshop
window, they could see Gordon Gay & Co. regaling them-
selves with ginger-pop and pastries, blissfully igrnorant of
their enemies lurking outside.

It was the work of a few minutes to withdraw spannera
from the tool-bags of the machines and loosen the back
wheels. Having done the deed to their satisfaction, the
Terrible Three concealed themselves in a doorway opposite

and waited.
Ten minutes later, Gordon Ga; &h Co. emerged from the
reshed.
" gaid Gordon Gay,

tuckshop, looking cheerful and r

“ Now for a spin over the heath, cha
whealin%nhis bicycle into the road. * Hope we run across a
few of those 8t. Jim's wasters I feel just like a rag!”

‘““ Ha, ha! Rather!” - s

The five Grammarians mounted their cycles, and pedalled
along the High Street. The Terrible Three then came out of
concealment in the doorway, and, looking after their rivals,
chuckled. g

“ Things will begin to happen soon!"” grinned Tom Merry.
* Those nuts won’t last a fe'y minutes, and , ha, ha!
Tadpole’s off I”
Tadgole was having difficulty with his nrachine.

“Oh crumbs?’ he gasped suddenly, and almost cannoned
into Jack Wootton. * My beastly chain's off, and—-
Yarooooogh '

The chain became eulanilled with the wheel, which then
came out of its groove. Next minute, Tadpole’s machine
went over, and its rider smote the hard, unsympathetic cobble--
stones with a loud thud.

Yoooooop 1"
‘* Why, you silly chump!” exclaimed Gordon Gay, glaring
round. “ Couldn’t you— Why, wh-what the— Oh, my
hat! Yoooooogh!”

A similar thing occurred to Gay’s own machine. His chain
came off, and then the back wheel slipped back, precipitating
him sideways. Gordon Gay landed on top of Carboy, and the
two yelled simultaneousty.

*‘ Look out!” shrieked Frank Monk, as he found the chain
off his machine. “ What the merry dickens is the matter—
Yerrugh !

Monk simply whizzed off his machine, the back wheel of
which suddenly came out e twe Woolttens met with the
same disaster.  Soon, all five Grammarians lay sprawled in the
roadway, their mackines lying on the cobblestones, each with
the back wheel out of place.

“ Groooogh-hoo I

“Yah! Ow-ow-wow!”

* Wh-what the dickens—"

““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Terrible Three, looking on in
high amusement from a safe distance. * This is where we
smile! Ha, ha, ha!” =

“ Oh! The cads!” exclaimed Gordor Gay, struggling to his
feet and rubbing his bruises. * Do you see what they've done,
chaps? The nuts on the back wheeis of our machines have
been unfastened, and—and ve've all come a cropper!"

“ Yow! The awful rotters!’

The Grammarians picked themsulves up one by one, and
their machines also.

4 They could now see exactly what the Terrible Three had
jone.

As for those latter youths they made themselves scarce as
soon as they saw Gordon Gay & Co arise. They had no wish
to meet the Grammarians at close quarters. Gordon Gay and
his companions were in a homicidal frame of mind at that
moment, and if they could. have laid hands on the Terribla
Three, they would have committed instant battle, murder, .
and sudden death.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, chortling with
victory, retreutog into the railway-station, leaving 501-&011
Gay & Co. surrounded by a laughing crowd of village urchins

and grinning yokels.
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“ Yow! The unspeakable beasts!" groaned Gordon Gay.
“ We—we can easily fix the wheels again, of course, but——
Oh, clear off, you noisy littls brats!™ =~ ) :

““Haw, haw, haw!" chortled the village urchins, highly
amus

CGordog Gay & Co. set about fixing the back wheels to their
machines, and then they were only too glad to. pedal away
as swiftly as possible, .for the remarks the _ig.‘l_nge youths
were making were exasperating and humilfating in the
extreme. .

Tom Merry & Co. went inio the station just as a train from
Wayland arnived.

They scanned the faces of each passenger who descended,
but Mr. Reginald Anderson did nul:Iput in his appearance._

“ Next train four-thirty!” said Tom Merry. * We might
as well go over to the tackshop for a feed, you chaps!”

“ Hear, hear!” said Manners and Lowther, with much
heartiness.

So the Terrible Three went into the tuckshop, where Tom
Merry changed the postal-order his uncle had sent him.

They were soon regaling Ives with all of
luscious eatables.

The time passed quickly after that. r
chatted cricket, and the possibilities of the St. Jim's Junior
Eleven scoring a victory over Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rook-
wood next week._ .

¢ Half-past four!” said Tom Merry, as the village clock
chimed. * Time we went across to the station again, to see
whether His Nibs has arrived !” ,

4 Yes, rather!”

Quite a number of people descended from the train when
it did arrive—ten minutes late, as was usual with trains at
Rglco:nbe Station.

ut the new master was not to be seen, .

Tom Merry & Co. walked out of the station, looking gloomy
and disappointed.

* It's nearly five o'clock!” g;runted Monty Lowther. “1I
wonder if the {:eggul’ is coming? 1t's no joke, mouching about
here, when we might be writing our articles for the ‘St.
Jim's News * in the study.”

Tom Merry nodded . .

“This is a dashed nuisance, I agree,” he said. And then
heaved a sigh of philosophic resigration. * But, anyway,
we'll stick it a little longer. Let's buy the ‘ Boys' Herald *
and read about Stringer to while away the passing hour!"”

« “Good wheeze !” : .
CHAPTER 3.
No Joke for Blake & Co.
JACK BLAKE & CO., meanwhile,

had witnessed the great match at

Rainbridge. .

The county team had beaten their

opponents by the magnificent margin of

63 -runs. ut it had been a Spartan

struggle, and the spectators had been in-
terested and thrilled all the afternoon.

“Jollay “good .game!” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, as they walked with
the throng down the King's Road to-
wards the station. “I'm afwald theah’s
no time for tea, deah boys, before we we-
turn to the school. Bai Jove! We shall
mise the twain unless we huwwy!”

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Blake, looking
at his watch. “T had quite forgotten the
time! We dare not miss l-over, you
chumps—lines and lickings have been too
jolly plentiful this week. We shall have
to scoot 17 . .
Fourth Form juniors sprinted
along the King's odging the
pedeutrinns, who, like themselves, had
Jjust come awa; from the cricket ground.

“Train's in!” yelled Dighy, as they
pounded into the station.

“We'll manage it if we hurry !” gasped
Blake.

They simply tore through the barrier
and on to theﬂplalform just as the guard
blew his whistle.
“She's moving!” roared Blake.
“ Quick, chaps—here’s a carriage!” -

Blake jum on the footboard as the
train mov along the platform, and
wrenched open the carriage door that was

‘The Terrible Three

D'A
a spotless cambric handkerchief.
thing, deah boys!™

“Thank goodness we were in time!"” panted Blake. * By
Jove, this 1= a corridor train! 1 expect it's the express from

don. We change at Wayland for the village.””

The Fourth-Formers grinned at each other, and arranged
their neckties, which had become disarranged in the scufile
for the train.

“I wonder if the new master has arrived yet?” said Blake
thoughtfully. “I'm rather keen to see what Anderson is like.
Fancy old Tommy having the job of lcoking after him, too!™

A bit off, 1sn’t it?” grinned Digby. “What the merry
dickens has Anderson done, I wonder, to get into troubls
with those fellows? Things must be pretty serious, or else
he wouldn’t have to be smuggled into St. Jim’s as a mester.”

“Cave!” said Blake suddenly. * Here comes somebody!"

Next minute the door :éxeued, and a man strolled in,

Jack Blake & Co, looked at him in surprise.

“Hallo, yon kids!” the stranger greeted them. *Didn't
you know this carriage had been already occupied? Sorry
to have to disturb you, but my baggage is up on the rack!”

The 8t. Jim's juniors looked up, and saw a lcather bog
on the luggage.rack above them.

“Oh, we're awfully sorry, sir!” said Blake. “We—wo
didn’t know, of course. As a matter of fact, we nearly missed

train, and- simply jumped into the first carriage e
could, which happened to be this one. You see, we have
to get back at 8¢, Jim's by half an hour, otherwise we shall
miss call-over, and that means lines or a licking."”

“ All gerene !”” said the stranger, with a grin. “I'm feeling
rather lonely, and rather welcome your company, if you
have no objection to sharing the cage with me.”

“No objections at all,” said Blake, *“Really, we must
thank you, sir!”

“ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus graciously.

The ettanier flo) into a corner seat, and lit a cigaretie.
Then he looked at Jack Blake & Co., and gave such a cheery
grin that they, too, had to laugh.

He was quite 2 youthful man, with a face that was
extremely boyish, in ‘spite of its,tan and freckles. His eyes
seemed to be ever twinkling with the light of mischief and
fun. He had rather a snub nose, and a large mouth that
seemed to be always working into a grin, Jmie Blake & Co.
took kindly to fhis stranger, and voted him'a *“sport.”

, sinking into a seat, and mopping his"heated brow with
H;'i'hnt was wathah a close

nearest. e tumbled in, and was fol-

lowed by Herries, D'Arcy, and Digby ju .

quick Bl'zcoeu&on. &*
The door shut tight behind the chums

“ Qweat

* Excuse me ! ”_said the stranger suddenly. * Do you usually car

about’ with you 77 He put hi
little, wri !““T -white mouse. Arthur Aug
gﬂﬂﬂ " he

ur
acket, and withdesw &
back with a gasp.
in my pocket? ON

hand 'into_D'Arcy’s
ustus

ejacuiated. *W-was that
{See page 6.)

cwumbs ! "

»f Study No. 6.
*Gwoooogh |” gasped Arthur Augustus
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“You kids belong to St, Jim's?” inquired the siranger
pleasantly. *Let me see, that's near Wayland, isn’t i1

“Well, vather more near Rylcombe,” replied Jack Blake,
«Rylcombe is the next station to Wayland Junction. We
catch the local at the junction,” f

“What’s it like at St. Jim's?"" asked the other. ‘It seems
years and years since I was at a public school. Winchester

ace,”

“Qh, we don't have such a bad time, on the whole!”
grinned Blake, *“Lessons are rather a grind, but we manage
to get plenty of fun out of life.”

Tie stranger nodded. x

“Jf it wasn't for lessons, life would be all beer and skittles—
eh?” he said, with a chuckle, “T can quite sympathise with
you kids; those were my sentiments when I was at school and
mlleg.a'. Dashed if I remember much of what I learned
there. d

Jack Blake & Co. grinned. =~ .

* Anyway, let's have another diversion to while away the
time,"” continued the stranger. “That’s a nice watch you've
got there, young fellow!”

He addressed Blake, and, as he spoke those words, the
stranger leant forward, and withdrew a magnificent d
watch from Blake's ket, .

Jack Blake & Co. blinked at the watch in astonishment.

Then Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gave vent to a sudden
exclamation of amazement. .

““Bai Jove, that's my watch! Blake, you awful boundah,

how—' .

“Wh-what the merry dickens!” gurgled Blake be-
\viidere,c,lly. “How—how did your ticker get into my pocket,
Gussy?

“Gweat Scott!” . .

Herries and Digby looked at Blake in speechless wonder-
ment. %

“You don't mean to say that isn’t lyour watch!"” said the
.juniors’ companion to Blake. * Well, I never! I reckon
vou'll have to account for that, young feller-me-lad 1"

Blake went quite red. *

“J—I didn’t—I don’t know—I can’t understand it!” he

stammered. ““Gussy, ‘old chap, yon don’t think I'd pinch
your ticker, do you?"” . .
“ No, wal not! Don’t be a fwabjous ass, Blake!” said

D’Arcy warmly, *“I distinctly wemember havin’ my watch
in my pocket when we were comin’ along the King’'s Woad,
howevah. Pewwaps——"’
“Excuse me,” said .the stranger suddenly. “Do you
%s’ﬂy carry - vour pets » abeut  with you, Master—er—
14

Arthur Augustus looked at him without comprehending.

“Pets!” he exclaimed. “I—I don’t undahstand!”

*“Look here!” :

The stranger pat his hand in D'Arcy’s jacket, and withdrew
a little, wriggling white mouse. Arthur Augustus fell back
with a gasp.”

“Gweat Scott!” he ejaculated. * W-was that in my pocket?
Oh cwumbs!”

“There’s angther!”
sou're alive with ’em

“Gwooogh! Wheah are they comin’ fwom? Oh, the
howwid little beasts!” g i
_ “Keep still!1” exclaimed the stranger. *“There’s one crawl-
ing down the back of your neck!”

“Ugh! Take it away! Oh, bai Jove!” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake, Herries, and Digby.

“8Seven white mice!” said their companicn, patting the
wn{g]mg little animals into his hat, "R(mﬁ ,  Master
D’Arcy, that's an unususl way to carry your pets about!
Do you want them back?”

“Gwoocogh! They’re not mine!” exclaimed D'Arcy.
“Howevah did the little cweatures get into my pockets? "I
don’t keep white mice, bai Jove!"”

“ Perhaps young Wally planted them on yon,” remarked
Blake. “There’s no accounting for what your young minor
might do, Gussy !’ :

“‘Gweat Scott! Wally wouldn’t have the féahful nerve lo
put his white mice in my pockets!” exclaimed D’Arcy. “I
amin quite a fluttah, bai Jove!”

. “What's_that hanging out from underneath your cap?”
inguired the stranger, addressing Robert Arthur Digby.
“Hallo! It's a piece.of ribbon!"

Digby gave a jump as he found the stranger pulling a
long length of yellow ribbon from his cap.

“Gug-great pip!” he ejaculated.

“There seem to be yards and yards of it!” chuckled the
other, pulling out huge lengths of ribbon from Digby’s cap.

Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy almost fell down in amazement.

“Mum-my only sainted Aunt Maria!” gurgled Blake.
“Where’s it all coming from? Look! There are yards and
yards of it!” -

!y,s}lled Blake excitedly. “Why, Gussy,

said their companion in the

“Let's take your cap off,”
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carriage; and he grahbed Digby's cap. But still the ribbon

continued to come forth from that article of headgear. The

g:ilow-ribban changed to yards of blue, and then the colour
ame red.

Soon the floor of the carriage was completely covered with
ri!bbonu of many hues. There must have laecn scoresgof yards
of it!

“Gug-great. guns ! stuttered Digby in & faint voice.
all that come out of mﬂ cap? Well, I'm blest !”

“It’s uncelmi, deah boys!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
whose monocle had dropped from his eye in amazement.

“Here's the end of it at last!” chuckled the stranger,
handing. Digby. back his cap. ‘“My, what a lot of ribbon!
Pll kick it under the scat, so that you kids won't get your
legs entangled with it.” £

ack Blake & Co. were specchless with wonderment, Digby
looked at his cap as though it were a thing bewitched, but
there seemed to be nothing wrong with it. He repleced it
on his head rather gingerly.

“Well, ‘after all this excitement 1 think we might settle
down a bit,” said the, stranger. “Throe more stations to
Wayland. I say, you kids, I suppose you haven't any money
to lend & poor chap who's frightfully hard up and on his
beam ends?”

The St. Jim's juniors regarded their companion in astonish-
ment. -

“I'm sure you kids are simply rolling in wealth!” said
the stranger. *“ Why, look at the banknotes sticking out of °
that young fellow's pocket !” ‘ ] ¥

George Herries was the youn,

“Banknotes |” he cjaculated.
about? - F'm stony !” )

“Then you must have been robbing a bank!” replied
the other. *Look here!”

He thrust his hand into Herries’ pocket, and when it came
out he had a handful of rustling bankndtes. 3
Herries gave a yell of amazement. Blake, Digby, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stared at the monéy like boys in
a dream. here were about half a-dozen banknotes—wealth
beyond the dreams of avarice. ' 5

“ Mum-my only hat!" stuttered Herries. *Who put all
that money into my pocket?” .

There was no reply. Blake, Dighy, and D’Arcy were
giving him very peculiar looks. Herries went red.

“YWhat are you blinking at me like that for 7" he demanded.

“D’you think I've pinched this lot?” .
. “No, you chump !” replied Blake. ‘Bt it's a pretty potty
sort of joke, I must say. You'd bebter put those notes back
where you borrowed them from, Herries, or you may find
yuurselg in hot water !” .

“What the dickens do yon mean?" howled Herries. “I'
haven’t borrowed these notes! 1 haven't seen 'em before!”

“Bai Jove!”

Herries’ jaw dropped when their companion withdrew a
handful of banknotes from his other pocket.

*“More,_notes !” howled Blake. “What the merry blazes

-

vo—

“J—I—I—JF——" stuttered Herries.

Blake gave a sudden whoop and pounced upon the notes.

“Took here! They're false!” he shouted excitedly.

“ Wha-a-at |”

“These notes are all spoof!” yelled Blake, ““They're not
banknotes at all! Herries has been spoofing us !

Herries drew a deep, deep breath of relief.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he said. “I knew I hadn't—"

“You—you funny idiot!” roared Blake, glaring at him.
“1 suppose you call that a joke! Bump him!” - :

“Yaroooogh! Here, wharrer you at? Leggo! Yahl!
Ow-ow-wow !” howled Herries; and Blake, Digby, and D’ Arcy
grasped him and jerked him to the floor of the carriage.

“We'll knock the silly fatheadedhess out of him!” said
Blake grimly. “Bump him!”

Bump, bump, bump !

The windows in the carriage fairly rattled. -

“Here, cheese it, you kids!” exclaimed their new com-
panion, stepping forward. “Don’t hurt the pcor chap., It
wxﬁm"t i':is joke at all; it was mine!”

“Did

fellow referred to. .
“What are you gassing

“Don’t you tumble? T was working conjuring tricks on
you all the time!” chuckled the other, *That watch I
sneaked from Master D’Arcy and planted on you; and then
there were the white mice and the ribbons, and—"

“Gug-great Scott !

“Bai Jove I

Blake, Digby. and D'Arcy allowed Herries to fall with a
bump. Herries struggled to his feet. He shook his fist
under tha snub-nose {.:f the conjurer.

“1 suppose you thinMyou're beastly clever!” he hooted.
“Why, for two pins ’"d"mop up the carriage with you !”

“Pax, old chap!” said Blake pacifically. * There's no
harm done, really. Can’t you take a joke?”
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“Yes, 1 like that!” retorted Herries hotly. “Couldn't
you take a joke when you thought I was spoocfing ?” -

“Ahem ! That—that's different,” said Blake. *You
dught to be jolly interested in this gentleman's conjuring
tricks. However do you manage them, sir?”

“QOh, it's just a natural gift!” smiled the other, when
Herries had - subsided. *“I rather fancied conjuring as a
hobby when at school, so 1 studied the art, and am now more
or less an expert. Sorry to have frightened you fellows.
Would you care for me to give you a few more demonstra-
tions, just to while away the time?”

“Yes, rather!” said {ihﬂm and Digby enthusiastically.

“Conjuwin’ is vewy intewestin’, bai Jove !” said D'Arcy.

“Good !” said the amateur conjurer. “Suppose I work
the wonderful boot disappearing trick? If you kids will
take your boots off, I'll shove ’em outside and malke 'em
disappear. Then, as if by magic, you'll probably find them
.under the seat, or on the rack, or somewhere.” X

Jack Blake & Co. looked at each other rather dubiously.

“Don’t funk it!” chuckled the conjurer. give you
my word of honour that your boots shall be returned !”

“ Right-ho !” said Blake. “Let's do it, chaps!”

The chums of Study No. 6 took off their boots and handed
them to their companion. p

“Thanks!” he said, gathering them up. *“Now to work
the giddy oracle. Il just place them outside in- the corridor,
like 80, with all the laces tied together; and—"

Roar!

The train plunged into the tunnel half a mile from Abbots-
ford Station. o »

Deep, impenetrable gloom enveloped the juniors in the
earriage. 'lPlfey jumped - to their feet and groped their way
to the door leading to the corridor. .

“Where are you, sir?” shouted Blake, for the noise of the
train dasking tgrough the tunnel was denfening. “Yow! I
wish I had my.boots on—I've just kicked the doorway!
Where are you—"

“Daylight, bai Jove!” chirruped Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
in great relief. 5 .

The train emerged from the tunnel at last, and the St. Jim’s
juniors were able to see again. But, although they looiced
everywhere, they could not see the conjurer. He had com-
pletely disappeared—so had their ! »

" “Oh crumbs !”” gasped Blake. * Where is the silly ass? He
must be on the train somewhere! Come on, chaps!”

Walking gingerly in their socks, the
four juniors walked along the corridor,
peering into every compartment.

But, although they walked the whole
length of the train, they could see no
sign of the conjurer.

They returned to their own compart-
ment at last, gloomy and despondent,

“What shall we do, chaps?”’ moaned
Blake. “The awful rotter has conjured
himself away, as we'l as our boots.
Look! is suit-case is gone, too! Ch
dear! Here we are at Wayland!”

The four hn&)less juniors looked at each
other haggardly.

“We—we can’t walk out in our
socks!” howled Digby furiously.

“ No,” wathah not,” deah boys!” said

Arthur Augustus, almost tearfully.
“Bai Jove! What a héwwid pwedica-
ment to be in! I—I am all in a fluttah,
deah boys!”

4 Oh, wouldn't ¥ like to catch that
merry joker!” said Herries  viciously,
sparrmg Jn the air at an imaginary
vision of the genial sou! who had de-
camped with their boots. “I'd make him
see a few stars!”

A sandy-haired porter came up to the
door of the carriage and glared in,

“Har you coming hout, or har you
stoppin’ hin?” he demanded. “ This
tram's just going hoff1"”

Pheeeep! went the guard’s whistle,

“Oh dear!” groaned Blake, “We've
gotwto face the music, chaps. Come
on!

And just as the train moved forward
the four hapless schoolboys jumped out
upon the platform in their socks.

No sooner had he landed than Blake

tacle of four schoolboys minus their boots. “Wot a barney!

aw, haw, haw ! 8 .

Blake looked haggardly across to the local platform, and
saw the little train for Rylcombe steaming in. E

“Qur train's in!” he gasped. “Chaps, we dare not miss
that train! Bolt for it!"”

To the intense amusement of all beholders, the four schoal-
boys bolted along the platform.

“ Haw, haw, haw !” roared the country rustics.

Blake & Co. heeded not the laughter, nor the funny remarks
that were burled at them. They thudded along the local
platform and jumped into the local train, only just in time.

“Whew ! gasped Blake, sinking down into a seat. “This
is all right, and no.mistake! Here we are without our boots;
we've got to walk to St, Jim’s when we reach Rylcombe,
and there’s no chance of getting any new boots, because the
shops ure shut! Oh, it's terrible!”

“QOh deah! How evah can we walk back withount our boots,
deah boys?”

Three hollow groans answered the swell of St. Jim’s,

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye and
blinked out of the window. The chums of Study No. 6 Wwere
too utterly discoura%ed to discuss their horrible predicament.

And the train rattled on its way to Rylcombe, bearing with
it four distinctly unhappy and deluded youths.

CHAPTER 4.
The New Master Arrives.

&g M fed up!”

I Thus Montague Lowther of the Shell. His doleful,
weary countenance did not disprove that announce-
ment. Tom Merry and Meanners, his companions, were

also looking. gloomy, glum, and tired. It was six o’¢lock,
and they had waited all the afterncon for the mew master,
who had not yet turned up.

‘The Terrible Three were feeling rather exasperated,

“I wonder if the bounder is coming?” said Manners, as

they strolled out of the station-yard into the .High Street.
CRf 'I’m‘s not in the rext train we shall have to go, because

_Honk, honk, honk!

It was the fierce blasting of a motor-car horn. Looking

round, the Terrible Three saw a motor-car of ths well-known

gave a howl.

“Yarocoocop! I've trodden on a tin-
tack or sometging! Groooogh !

“ Haw, haw, haw!"" roared the porter,

Bang ! Taggles had driven the car head-on Into a stone buttrees of the
wall, and buckled the
axle, in a drastic manner.
land on the ground, roaring as though he had been murdered.

bonnet of the vehicls, also the front whesls and
Taggles was hurled headlong out LI the car to
(See page 8.)

immensely amused at the strange spec-
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and much slandered Ford type draw up to the pavement just
behind them. = b

Then they heard a_gruff veice addressing themn.

“1 say, you boys!” .

The Terrible Three turned, and found themselves gazing
into a face that was almost completely covered with whiskers.
Oniy the eyes were visible, blinking at them from behind a
pair of huge, hon-rimmed spectacles.

Tom Merry, Manters, and Lowther could not repress gasps
of astonishment. Then they grinned. The gentlemen with
the bushy whiskers and the horn-rimmed spectacles bore a
most remarkable resemblance to an owl

“Did you speak, sir?” asked Tom Merry respectfully.

“Yes, my boy. You belong to St. James’ Collegiate
School, I presumei”™

The Terrible Three assured the siranger that they did,

« Excellent ! said this bewhiskered worthy in a gruff voice.
*“Do you know who I am?”

The Terrible Three drew decp breaths as the same thought
struck them all at once.

“You—you're the new master?” said Tom Merry, in a faint
voice. %

“I am! My name is Mr. Reginald Anderson, B.A., the
new temporary master of the Fourth Form, And I do believe
1 recognise my old friend’s nephew. Are you Tom Merry!”

“Yes, sir,” replied the captain of the Shell, with a very
peculiar look at the new master.

“Glad to meet you, my boy!
Shake hands!”

He bounced out of the car, and plied Tom Merry’s hand
as though it were a pump-handle. en Tom Merry, gasping
after that hearty handshake, introduced Manners and Monty
Lowther. Lowther, with a twinkle in his eyes, returned Mr.
Anderson’s grip with interest, and the two stopd on the
pavement wrenching at each other's hand for quite thrce
minutes before Mr, Anderson chuckled and said:

“Let go, you young bounder! We'll call it quits!”

The Terrible Three grinned at Mr, Anderson. They took
an instant liking to him, in spite of his whiskers and his
horn-rimmed spectacles. He imbued with joviality
and boyish spirits, and those eyes of his, twinklin behind
the huge, lenses of e eyeglasses, had mischief in their very
depths.

“ Jump into the old bus!" said Mr. Anderson. “ This is
rather an unusual manner for a master to arrive at his new
_school, T suézpoge, but I'm used to doing things out of the
ordinary. rigmamy. and enterprise are great things, my
bofs_—great things, and you should cultivate both of them,
I'll just crank up, and then we'll hit the trail for St. Jum's.”
. The Terrible Three clambered into the Ford car, Tom

Merry seating himself in front, Lowther and Manners in the

tonneau, where Mr. Andersen hed placed twe leather bags,

which seemingly comprised his luggage.

Myr. Anderson started the motor at last, jnmlped in, and next
minute the car was moving along the cobbled High Street
atsquite a good pace.

Tom Merry chuckled.

“T reckon the chaps

tes!” he said to Mr. Anderson.
ap in a giddy Ford car.”

“«The Head knows I'm coming, I suppose?”’ said Mr.
Anderson, with a whiskery irin, ““ And you kids know all
ibout me, don't you—how I'm having to hide from those
iellows who are after my blood? Gee! But T never thought
I'd ever become. 2 schoolmaster But I'm not complaining—
as a matter of fact, I might -manage to have a good time at
3t. Jim’s, if all the boys are as lively as you three. You know,
F've been a reckless old seamp in my time. People tell me i
aaven't grown up yet, in spite of my-—er—whiskers.”

- '8t, Jim's was reached in record time. Taggles, the old and

ancient school-porter, gasped when the Ford car, "midst a

cloud of dust and blue smoke, whizzed in at the gates of St.

Jim's.

Honk, honk, honk!
. "My heye!” said Ta
ﬁntlemm who descend
Three. ** Wot the dicken

I've heard all about you!

will stare’ when we buez in at the
“ First time I've driven

les, blinking ai the bewhiskered
from the car wvith the Terrible

« Do you understand the mysteries of the Ford car, ny
man " ded Mr. Anderson of the amazed porter.
“ My heye! Which Hi don't see as ‘ow—"

sir! I'm Mr. Anderson, the new
rked somewhere—and I don’t want
it shoved in a rabbit-hutch, either. It may be a Ford, but I’ve
tought it-hew to keep its nuts. Now, then, take that boiled
sheep's-head look off- your face, and let's sec the wheels start
turning 1 .

Taggles was amazed. 8o were Kildare, and Darrell, and
Monteith, and a number of other seniors who gathered round.
Mr. Reginald Anderson was regaroed with as much curiosity
%:mﬂmgh he were a specimen of some rare animal from the

1

“ Look ’ere, sir!™ exclaimed Taggles.
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“ None of your cheek,
master| I want fy car

“Wot T says ia this

‘ere—I've never 'ad dealin’s with motor-cars—Ford or hother-
wise, and——""

““ Then I'll teach you!” said Mr Anderson briskly. * Get -
inside, my man. me on, n w—get inside!”

Taggles, more bewildered than willing, climbed into the
driver's seat of the car. Mr. Anderson set the engine going,
and told Tl:igglcu to take off the brake.

Taggles did so, and put his foot on the starting lever.
There was a bang and a cloud of smoke. Next minute the
Ford car was careering across the Close, with Taggles at the
steering-wheel, hanging on like grim death.

Kildare & Co., and the horde of fags under Wally D’Arcy-
of the Third, who had gathered, scattered like leaves before
the wind. g

+ Sfeer, man--steer!” yelled Mr. Anderson, sprinting afler
the car. * You'll be into those trees in a minute! Get back
to low gear! That's right! You're safe enongh!”

“¥a, ha, ha!" shrieked the spectators, immensely tickled at
the strange sight of Taggles the school-porter, driving a Ford
car round the qundrungﬁ .

The speed of the car was not excessive, but to Taggles, who
no more knew how to manage the car than a steam loce-
motive, the pace was like unto Erenssd lightning. i

He wrenched this way and that at the steering-wheel, and

pursued o very zig-zag career across to the School House steps.
“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked Tom Merry, heading a -crowd of
juniors who dashed in pursuit ‘‘ Go'it, Taggles! Put the

speed on! Mind you don't go into the fountain!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” )

Mr. Anderson, with an agility surpriainﬁlin one of his years,
chased the car on its chequered career, shouting instructions
to the hapless Taggles.

Mr. Horace Ratcliff, the master of the New House, hap-.
pened to be crossing the quadrangle. He walked right in the
way of the car. .

“ Good gracious!” he ejaculated, stopping and blinking in
horrified amazement. at the car. ** Taggles! Tngflen, 18 it
possible! In a car! Taggles! How dare you drive that
automobile in such a dangerous and reckless manner—in the
precincur(')‘f this school! I—- Yarccoogh! Oh dear! Yah!

Mr. Ratcliff yelled as the car whizzed up and, missing his
person by a mere foot, caught up his wﬁn]&ahc gown and
ripped it from his back. Mr Ratcliff was bowled completely
over, and he smote the hard, unsympathetic ground with a
dull thud and a lond yell.

““Ha, ha, ha!" howled the de!;ghted spectators.

* Yoooogh! What has happened 1" gurgled Mr. Ratcliff, as
Monteith, choking with laughter, assisted him to his feet.
“ Am I injured, Monteith? Groooogh!”

'“ Ha, ha! You—you're all night, sic!” stuttered Monteith,
repressing his laughter with difficulty. “Only your gown was
caught b;r the mudguard By Jove! The car's hit the
buttress I’

Bang1 .

That ominous sound came [rom not far away. It was just
beside the School House steps. Taggles had driven the car
head-on into a stone buttress of the wall, and buckled the
bonnet of the vehicle, also the front wheels and axle, in a
drastic manner. Taggles was hurled headlong out of the car.
He landed on the ground, roaring as though he had been
murdered. In reality, he only received a slight bump.

Mr. Anderson skip) up and stopped the motor. Then he
dragged Taggles to his feet

“You—you blankety ass!” he exclaimed. Couldn’t you
steer better than that? Now look at my car—it's ruined I

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the onlookers.

" G?od heavens! What does this unseemly disturbance
mean 1"’

Tt was the voice of Dr. Holmes. Next niinute, the Head

down the School House steps, the boys ‘making way
for him. He stood stock still in amazement, when he saw the
strange scene before him. .

“Rless my soul! A—a motor-car! There hae been an
accident! How came it here? And—and who are you, sir?”

“T am Mr. Reginald Andorson, the new master of the
Fourth? said the bewhiskered gentleman, bowing and
smiling bmudm ** Pray accept my deepest refm, _Dr.
‘Holmes, that this distressing affair has occurred. arrived,
you see, in this car, and was instructing the school-porter how
to drive it, when—when the car ran into this stone buttress.
I rejoice to say that the school hasn’t been damaged.
car, of course, hes suffered. but T can get a new one. Fm
afraid it would be impossible for me to purchase you a new
St. Jim’s.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

« Silence, boys!” rapped the Head sternly. “ Really, Mr.
Andersoni, this is a most—er—unusual vent- for a new
master. Taggles should not have been entrusted with the care
of your car. . However, the damage has been done, and the
cat must be removed as guickly as possible. T es, I leave
you to do that. Mr. Anderson, I shall be pl to have an

interview with you in my study immediately!”.’



Order Your ‘‘ Gem ”’ Now.

 With pleasure, sir!” gushed ‘the new master, Gathering
up his two bags, he followed Dr. Holmes indoors, leaving the
boys in the quadrangle gasping. - 3

“ Well, carry me home to die, somebody!"” said Monty
Lowther. * Did you ever see such a merchant? And—and
he's come to be a master at the school. My word, you chaps,
T reckon we're going to see some high old times!”

Kildare, and several other stalwart prefects of the Sixth,
came forward, and assisted Tni les in tﬁe task of hauling the
damaged car to the school stables, where it was housed and
left for Mr. Anderson to decide its ultimate fate.

Then the bell for call-over 1ang, and the boys went up to
Big Hall, chuckling over the queer manner of Mr. Reginald
Anderson’s arrival at 8t. Jim's.

CHAPTER 5.
Mr, Anderson Explains.

ONTY LOWTHER, Tom Merry, Manners, and Kit
‘Wildrake were crossing the quadrangle half an hour
later. They had been over to Figgins & Co.
of the New House a visit. Dusk was beginning to

creop over 8t. Jim's. The old elms and the cloisters were
shrouded in evenivg shadows,

Four figures had appeared in the school gateway, and it
was the sight of those four figures that caused Monty Lowther
to stop and stare at something. -

Tom Merry, Manners, and Wildrake looked. Then they

gasped.
< % Great Christ{‘ghsr Columbus !’ exclaimed Tom Merry.

% Blake & Co.! They've returned at last!”

The chums of the Bhell went over to the gates just as
_Tag%ea__wau opening them, grumbling the while.

“““Which the new master, Mr. Handerson, told me to tell

ou four to report yourselves hai once!” said Taggles surlily.
% 3

“ Wot I says is this 'ere, you young rips ought to drownded
—all boys ought to be dmwngnd. —"

% Oh, cheese it, Taggles!”’ snapped Blake bad-temperedly.

!* Let's get by, can’t you!”

. Blake, Herries, Digby, and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
entered the gatesa. And, to the utter nah:nij\mant of Tom
Merry & Co., the Fourth-Formers seemed to be walking with
difficulty. €
Clump, clun_n?, clump!

“Great pip!” gasped Tom Merry.

&

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Morty Lowther, with a sudden burst
:Emlt,ﬁ‘:?‘ “Look what they've got on their feet! Some

The boots that graced the feet of Jack Blake & Co. were
certainly sufficient to make anybody stare and wonder.

They were hug:, heavy, hob-nailed boots, of the type worn
by navvies and farm labourers Those boots did not even fit
the schoolboys who wore them. The elegant Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy looked a perfect picture, with a pair of huge farm
boots upon his feet, Jack Blake's pair of boots seemed to be
several sizes too large for him. Herries and Digby were
similarly discomfited. They all clumped horribly as they
walked.

“ Ye gods!” ejaculated Kit Wildrake. “ What on earth are
zc!.'!_’ehapa wearing? Look at their clodhoppers! Ha, 5

“ Weally, deah boys—""

Jack Blake glared.

“ Blessed if I see anythmﬁ to cackle at!" he growled.
“ How the merry dickens woul ?ou like to be in our position 7
We've had to walk all the way from Rylcombe like this!"’

“ Excuse our laughter, but—but really it’s too rich!” gasped
Tom Merry. “ How did it hnpgﬂn, old son %"’ :

Blake explained how they had met the cheery young -
stranger in the railway carriage, how he had deluded them
with his clever conjuring tricks, and how he had disappeared
with their boots in the tunnel just before reaching Abbotsford.

The Terrible Three and Kit Wildrake grinned. ‘They could
see the funny side of the affair. -

“ Yes, it's all very weil for you burbling asses to laugh !
growled Blake. ‘“ We've had simply an awful time! hen
we got out at Rylcombe, we had to walk out into the High
Street, and had ‘all the village kids hu{ling at us! Then
Gordon Gay & Co. came along on their bikes, and made us
run up the High Street in socks. Yow-ow! I reckon my feet
are covered all over with blisters, We managed to bunk
into a large cottage at last, and the man there took pity on us
and provided us with these old boots—they were all he'd got.
8o we—we had to put these horrid things on, and make the
best of it. , Here we are—we’ve missed call-over, and Taggles™
says the new master is going to call us over the coals!”

_ "“Weally, deah boys, Mr. Andahson ought to see weason,
if.we point out to him the a avated circumstances—""

“ G expression that, Gussy!” said Monty Lowther
enthusiastically. * It’s worth a guinea a box!”

“ I wegard your wemarks with uttah contempt, Lowthah!"

“ What the dickens

1

I was sayin’, desh

There Will be a Huge Demand ! 9

returned the noble swell of 8t. Jim’s, with a frigid look. “ As

boys, the new mastah would pwobably let
us off, when we explain the aggwavated circumstances ogthe
case. As a fellah of tact and judgment, I pwopose to explain
to Mr. Andahson—"

“ Keep off the grass, Gussy!” snapped Blake. ‘' Thess
rotten boots will do a lot of explaining bizney for us, I reckon.
Let's up to the new master just as we are, and tell him
just what happened. Whati’s Anderson like, you fellows?”

“Oh, a regular coughdrop!” said Tom Merry, with a
chuckle

““Xe looks like an anarchist, but he's as lively as a younrg
chicken 1" said Kit Wildrake. . . &

“ Anderson's a gay old dog!” said Monty Lowther. * You
are bound to take him to your hearts at once!”

** Wish he was our Form-master!” said Manners.

Jack Blake & Co. brightened considerably. They clumped
across the quadrangle, much to the amusement of Tom Merry
& Co. and others who happened to be attracted by the heavy
sounds of their walking. g

“My only sainted Aunt Jane!” ejaculated Wally D’Arcy,
who came down the stairs with Curly Gibson and Jamesan,
as Jack Blake & Co. clumped indeors. * What in thunder—
Ha, ha, ha! Is that the latest style in boots? You do
look nobby, Gus, T must say!”

“Weally, Wally—" :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on!” said Blake hurriedly. “We don’t want to
attract the whole giddy school, Gussy, you chump!”-

The hapless chums of Study .No. 6 proceeded on their way
to their Form-master’s study. They tapped at the door, and
a deep voice bade them enter. They walked into the study
aud blinked when they saw the whis{ery Form-master seated
at the desk, regarding them intently through his horn-
rimmed eyeglasses. : :

“Come right in!"” said Mr Anderson cheerfully. “Are
you the young rascals, Blake, Herries, Digby and D'Arcy,
who did not answer at call-over?”

'c‘lYusb sir,” replied Blake. “We—we've been detained
and—

“ Goodness gracious!
your feet?"

The chums of the Fourth locked dismally at the huge
boots they were wearing,

Whatever are you boys wearing on

“ We—we've been spoofed, sir!” exclaimed Blake, “We
went over to see ‘the match at Rainbridge, and—"
*“ Pway let me explain, Blake,” said Arthur Augustus. “As

a fellah of tact and
My, Andahson with

nd—-'

udgment, I shall pwobably impwess
e aggwavation of the circumstances,

“Blake, I j.hlinl(, will explain matters, D’Arcy,” said Mr.

Anderson calmly.
Gussy subsided, and Blake explained

He “piled on the

" agony 7 when it came to describing their adventure in the

train.

“That awful spoofer took us in properly I” waid Blake
viciously. “My hat, if we had found him afterwards-—-—"

“What drastic vengeance would you have taken, my lad?”
inquired Mr. Andereon sweellg.

*I—I'd punch his nose! I'd mop up the floor with him!
I'd slaughter the bounder!” said BlnEe. “0Oh, wouldn't I
like to meet him again! I'd pay him out for japing us!™

“Really?” said Mr. Andorson, standing up.  * Pleasé
don’t carry your threats into ¢xecution, my dear Blake. T
should hate to have my nose punched, and I'm sure F'd
very much resent being used as a mop for the floor, alive
or as a’ cor 2 -

“What do you mean, sir?” demanded Blake.

Instead of makingz verbal seply, the new Form-master took
off his glasses, z'mc{‘ then, with a quick movement, whipped
off all his whiskers. e cheery young fellow, whose ac-
quaintance Blake & Co. had made in the train, stood
revealed.

“ Mum-my only hat!” said Blake faintly.

“Wh-what the dickens—"" gurgled Herries.

“Who the—what the—"" stuttered Digby. :

“Bai Jove !” ejaculated Arthur An]guatus D'Arcy, groping
for his monocle, that had fallen limply from his eye. “I—
I am in quite o fluttah! Gweat Scott! Bai Jove!"

r. Reginald Anderson chuckled. He took up one of
the leather bags he had brought to St. Jim’s with him,
opened it, and withdrew four pairs of boots. These he laid
upon the desk. Jack Blake & Co. locked first at their boots,
and then at the new Form-master, with eyes that almost
bu]%ﬂd from their heads in amazement.

“T'm go sorry to have given you lads such a fright,” said
Mr. Anderson with a chuckle. * Perhaps, before I call for
water to revive you, I had better do some explaining myself.
Just as you jumped into the train at Rainbridge I happened
to be hiding behind the door of the next compartment. One
of my enemies was on the train, and was looking for me. 1
heard what you said about Tom Merry having fo look after
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Mr. Anderson, who was being smuggled into St. Jim's as
a master, and realised that you knew all about mé. Se, of
course, I. had no compunction in playing my jokes on you.
As a matter of fact, you looked se japable that I simply
couldn't resist the temptation. Well, as you know, you
had your boots off when the train ‘entered the tunnel.

was outside in the corridor, when 1 heard Ramah Singh
approaching, He chased me down to one of the end
compartments, and.in there we two bad a terrific fight.

i § mnnagea to overcome him, by means of pressinﬁ_a
certain spot at the bgck of his neck, which rendered him
unconscious. That trick is a secret of the East. - Not many
Western people know of it, although many have been victims
of it in China and India. 1 learned that trick, and many
athers, during my dealings with these Eastern rascals, more
of which I'll tell you later. Well, having Lnocked out
Ramah Singh, 1 gagged and bound him, and shoved him as
far as possible under the seat Ie is a little man, and 1 got
most of him out of sight. In my bag I had various articles
of make-up, which I brought along with me, thinking they
would come in useful. 1 was very grateful I had thought
of them, as you may well su ;

“I placed these whiskers on my face, and wore a different

t.  You must have seen me when you came along in
socks a few minutes afterwards, looking for the fellow who
had taken your boots. I left the train at Abbotsford, and
hired a car at a local garage. You see, I was not taking
risks, Tt dismayed me to discover that Ramah Siogh was
on my track, for I was so confident I should be able to get
to St. Jim's, and stay there, unnoticed. cre is my ex-
planation, my lads, and now you understand why I declrnf‘)ed
with your boots. Here they are, and—er—of course, 1 shall
not punish you for being late.”

Jack Blake had listened, open-mouthed, in wonderment.
Mr. Anderson chuckled, and replaced his false whiskers and
eyeglasses, =

“Well, I'm jiggered!” was Blake’s first astounded com-
ment. “It—it sounds like @ cheap adventure story! What
bappened to this chap Ramah Singh, sir?”

*“Goodness knews ! chuckled Mr. Anderson. * Probably
he will be discovered when the train reaches Southampton—
unless anybody else goes into the carriage and finds him
under the seat. Let me tell {ou all my story, my lads. As
you know, I have been i India for the last three years,
stationed at an_out-of-the-way, fly-infested hole among the
hills of the Punjab; There, on a ramble one night, I barged
into a religious eeremony of the priests of Ra. These priests
were a_secret.sect, formed many years ago, at the time of
the Indian Mutiny, and had thousands of followers. -Their
creed is a weird and wonderful orgy of mysticism, and their
practices too horrible for me to explain to you,

“The British authorities managed to stamp out the sect,
but the high priests fled to the mountains, and continued
their strange woruhiJ). Well, I blundered into their moon-
light ceremony, and, having a good smattering of the
lang, 2 know quite a lot of what they were
talinnlga about, They were, for one thing, involding the
god to give success to & rising of the natives which
the priests had planned for the new moon. They intended
massacring the whole of the white population of the Punjab.
I was a silly ass, and managed to get discovered.

he priests seized me, and kept me in their secret temple
in the hills for upwards of three weeks. Goodness knows
what they intended doing with me; I should probably have
been mu d, but for & ruse of mine, which workes won-
derfully well. T shammed insanity, tore my clothes to pieces,
and raved like a thorough lunatic. They put this down to
the working of their god Ra, and their vigilance over me
relaxed.. I then had the opportunity of working some of
my mn]urini tricks, and I so amazed them that they thought
I was something of a god myself. - @0 I joined their creed,
and becgme a sort of minor priest,

"'One night I got loose and bolted. You may bet I soon
set the authorities on the tracks of those heathen worshippers
of . The temple was blown up, and many of the priests
arrested. But Ramah Singh and some others escaped over
the hills, and the next I heard of them, they were after
my blooé, secking revenge for the trick I had played them.
I tell you, things got so.dangerous that I had to clear out
of India for my life.  Ramah Singh and his confederates
followed, and T have had several very narrow escapes. t
last, at the recommendation of Tom Merry’s uncle, who is
a great friend of mine, I arranged to come to this school as
i But it seems the

guage, 1 got to

a master, hopm% thus to elude my foes.
ggars have still got me under observation. My disguise
may help me, and I'm going to be very careful. Meanwhile,

Ferrers ke, the detective, is after those heathen fellows,
and I shall remain here in hiding.”
‘“Bai Jove I .
Jack Blake drew a deep breath.
“Tt—it’s_marvellons, sir” he said. “My het! You've
had some jolly thrilling adventures, I must say. If we see
THE Ges LiBranr.—No. 705

Ramah Singh, or any other strange johnny prowling near
this_school, we'll jolly soon for him !

“Yaas wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy:  “You
n'tt):?y "wely on us, sir, to wendah all the assistance we are.
able.

‘‘Thanks very much, my lads,” smiled Mr. Anderson. “I
bave just had a long talk with Tom Merry, and told him -
all that you have just heard. I place perfect faith in all
you lads, and am looking forward to an interesting time
at 8t. Jim's. There is one drawback that worries me, and
that is my disguise. These whiskers tickle me horribly, and
I'd give anything to be able to leave them off. But most
of the boys of this school have already seen me, and I
must keep up appearances!”

Jack Blake & Co. grinned,” -

They quite forgot about the jape Mr. Anderson had played
upon them.  Really, it had been quite a funny joke—
especially for a Form-master to play! Mr. Reginald Ander-
son was something new in Form-masters, and of a type that-
the boys liked,

“You lads had better take your boots, and then do some
preparation,” said Mr. Anderson, “I chall be taking you
for Jessons in the morning1”

* Right-ho, sir!” L

The chums of Siudy No. 6 changed their boots, and de-

rted. They had some te in their study, bein extremely

ungry, and did some prep at the same time, The Terrible
Three looked in soon. afterwards, and they discussed the new
master and his strange story.

“Yes, he romps. off witﬁ the whole giddy bun.-factory,
doesn’t he?” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “He is a decent,
chap, and I like him !”*

“And so do we!” chuckled Jack Blake. “He's rather a
new line in new masters! We shall enjoy leoking after his
nibs, won’t we?”

“Yaas, wathah !’ :
. And the chums of the School House departed to bed, think.
ing deepl{ of Mr. Reginald Anderson and the strange story
he had told them. &

CHAPTER 6.
The Antles of Andy.

HE Fourth Form assembled in the Form-room next
morning eager to know how lessons would develop
under the guidance of Mr. Anderson.

The buzz of conversation ccased as ths whiskery-
master himself strolled into the Form-room, his gown. rustliug”
behind him.

The Fourth-Formers could not repress their grins, for
Mr. Anderson in cap and gown presented rather a curious
spectacle, The mortar-board was much’ too small for him,
and was perched upon his head at quite a jaunty angle.
And the gown he wore seemed to enve his body like a
shroud. gu Mr. Anderson walked he had to exercise great
care to prevent himself tripping over the gown,

“Now, thon, my lads, no laughter |” said Mr. Anderson,
taking his seat at desk recently vacated by Mr. Lathom.
*This gown wasn’'t—ahem !—made to measure, and I admit
it’s rather roomy. But there’s nothing to cackle at, Silence!
What is the lesson? History? Oh, good !” g

The Fourth-Formers waited expectantly whilst Mr. Ander- -
son opened the history reader. )

“We'll start at the invasion of Britain: in the Stone Age,™
he said, blinking up through the lenses of his huge spectacles.
' Now, boys, the Stone Age was rather a rotten period for
those poor Ancient Briton chaps. It was called the Stona
Age becngse there was no money about, and everybody was

Ity 2

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Fourth,

“Silence!” commanded Mr. Anderson severely. *This is
no laughing matter! Neither was it a laughing matter for
the Aneient Britons when Christopher Columbus sailed into
Dover Harbour and landed the Roman soldiers.”

“Wasn’t it Julius Cesar who landed the Roman soldiers,
sir?” inquired Blake sweetly. i

“* Julius Cesar 1" said Mr, Anderson, consulting the book,
“Oh, yes! So it was. My mistake. Go up one, Blake.
Now, boys, laughing isn’t allowed in a history lesson. To

roceed. Julius was a proper old war.dog. He had already
ought the battle of the Nile, and other places, and looking
round for fresh worlds to conguer, discovered Britain. So
he came, he saw, and he q d, and to celebrate the
victory he built the Tower of London and married Boadicea,
who was then Queen of the Britons.. Boadicea was a hot-
{empered lady, and led poor old Cemsar rather a dance,

“The Romans left in Briton performed all sorts of useful
works. They built a wall round London to keep the draught
out, and directly the war was over they started a housing
echeme by pulling down the mud huts the Britons were living
in'and teaching them to live in houses. The Romans were
excellent teachers, because the British have, more or less,
lived in houses ever tince—when they can get 'em. The
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Romans also invented a new sort of candle, which Guy Fawkes
used on the Fifth of November. Julius Cesar got it in the
neck at last, for his chum Brutus stabbed him where the
chicken gete the chopper, in the Capit8l one day during the
Tdes of March. Goodness knows when they are, but Shake:
speare tells you all abdut it in_his celebrated play called
¢ Julius Ceesar, or the Tale of a Lost Dog.’ Why, what are
you boys laughing at?” ’

“Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! roared the Fourth. Mr. Anderson’s
idea of English i-liaiory rather tickled them. Like Sam
Weller's knowledge of London, it was extensive and peculiar.
Jack Blake & Co. and Figgins & Co. howled.

“Silence }”* roared Mr. Anderson.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" shrieked’the Fourth hilariously.

Mr. Anderson scratched his head, and looked rourid him
in perplexity. The history lesson seemed to have developed
into a farce. Even more so when Figgins & Co., at the
N%w Huu&&l: end of the Fgrn];l—room, made ku:\tg themselﬂ:&
pellets of blotting-paper, whicl sotked in ink, they propel
at Jack Blake & Co. of the 8chool House,

Blake & Co., confused at first with the inked pellets, soon
retaliated in like manner. Within five minutes the air in
the -Form-room #eemed alive with whizing obiecu, which
smote the boys in their features and left vivid bl ack marks.

“Why. you young mﬂywn§: " roared Mr. Anderson. 1
won’t allow yeu to throw ink-pellets at each other! Stop
it this instant! Yow-ow!”

Mr. Anderson uttered that yell as an ink-pellet struck hin
forcibly upon the nose. The boy who threw that pellet must
have had a peculiar aim to have projected the missile at
Mr. Anderson, who was at the front of the class. It was,
perhaps, more bs design than accident that the ink-pellet
went its wayward course, The fact remains, however, that
it did strike Mr. Anderson upon the nose, and deposited a
liberal spattering of ink upon that organ.

“Grooogh 1" gasped Mr. Anderson, dabbin,
a handkerchief. “Who did that?
an Aunt Sally shy? I'll show you!” .

'And Mr. Anderson proceeded to make pellets himself, and
directed & vigorous fire upon the boys in the Form-room.

*“Ha, ha, ha!" roared- e, as a pellet from Mr. Anderson
caught Baggy Trimble in the ear. “Go it, sir! Give him a
volley, boys!” - .

Mr. Anderson was given a volley. He was simpl deluged
with inked pellets. The Form-rcom wall behind him soon
had the spotted rance of & plum-pudding. MF. Anderson
dived behind the blackboard, and yelled for a truce.

“Let this unseemly conduct cease, boys!” he said severely,
when the pelting had sbated. * What would Dr. Holmes
have said, I wonder, had he come in and found me—a poor,
defenceless Form-master—being pelted by my Form? Take
up your books and—ahem !—do same reading.”

The Fourth Form chuckled, and took up, their books. Mr.
Anderson was absent for five minutes, during which time he
washed bis face. When he returned to the Form-room he
sniffed suspiciously. " :

«“What a curious smell!” he remarked. “Who is eating
buliseyes I

T »diately a score of hands went up.

“What!” ejaculated the new Form-master. ‘Al you lads
cating bullseyes? Where did you get them from?”

o lg you please, sir,” said Fatty ‘Wynn, standing up and

inning at Mr. Anderson, “1 brought the bullseyes into the

orm-room. You know, sir, we've all got such delicate con-
stitutions, and need some stimulant to keep us up to the
scratch at lessons.”

“That so?” said Mr. Anderson, grinning.
me, you young rascals! But—er—it's not a bad idea, is it,
to have some refreshment during morning lessons? I am
beginning to feel rather Eeckish myself.  Wynn, take this
pound note, run over to the tuckshop, and spend it on pro-
visions, will you? Providing you lads behave, we'll have some
refreshmient during the lesson.”

“0h, how ripping !”

The Fourth-Formers were amazed, but delighted. Never
before had they been allowed to have tuck in the Form-room
—not even their own tuck, paid for out of their own pocket-
money. Certainly, in their wildest flights of imagination, they
had never thought it ible for a Form ter to “‘stand
treat " | -

Fatty Wynn_executed his mission with joy and’ alacrity.

Whilst the Falstaff of St. Jim's was gone, Mr. Anderson
lounged back in his chair, and lit a cigarette.

Jack Blake & Co. gasped.

A Form-master smoking in the Form-room duri
Tt was unheard of—unbelievable! Yet here was
son, the extraordinary Form-master who looked old, and
“yet behaved like a very spirited youth. reclining comfortabl:
n }“Bl: b‘e:hur, merrily " puffing awey at a scented Oriem{
cigarette.

e Fourth Form could only sit and stare.
Fatty Wynn returned with as much tuck as he could carry.

at his nose with
’you think I'm here as

*“ Don't spoof

lessonsa !

r, Ander- "

1.

He set it down before Mr. Anderson, who jumr~d up and
looked .at the assortment with an approving eye.

“Very good!” he said. “Now, boys, we .will. proceed.
to regale ourselves. Come out one by one!™

The members of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s obeyed
that order eagerly.

Within the space of ten minutes, there was a most unusual
scene in the Form-room., The boys were seated at their
desks, enjoying dough-nuts, ]l:m tarts, meringues, cake and
ginger-pop. Mr. Anderson himself sat at his desk, with
several bottles of ginger-pop before him, and a whole heap
of tuck. He was busily engaged sampling both! He seemed
to_be enjoying the feast as much as the boys.

. The popping of ginger-beer bottles and the champing of
jaws mingled with the merry chatler. This was the sor
of lesson the Fourth Form enjoyed!
_“These tarts are prime!” said Ba%Fy Trimble enthu-
siastically, “'I say, you fellows, let's al tition the Head
to let Mr. Anderson stay here permanently instead of Mr.
Lathom. ”Lathom never used to stand us feeds in the Form-

room

“Ha, ha, ha!” S B

“ Goodness gracious! Whatever is the meaning of this?”

The boys stopped eating, Mr. Anderson nearly fell off his
chair, and all stared towards the Form-room door, from
whence thiath sudden voice gmd ﬁr .

G-ga of horror arose when the tall, imposing figure of
Dr. Holmes, the Head of St. Jim’'s, was recognised.

“Bless my soul !” exclnimed the Head, advancing into the
Form-room and gazing upon the festive scene in horror and
amazement. * Do my eyes deceive me? Surely, Mr. Ander-
son, you have not sanctioned this—this disgusting orgy in
the Form-rcom ?”

Mr, Anderson blinked round upon the Form, and then
at_his_own table, where ginger-pop bottles and bags of
delicacies stood in grand array.

“ Ahem !”” coughed the new master. * As a matuter of fact,
a;_dg,{olmee, I—er—I did allow the boys to—er—have this

“My d ! Ts—is it ible, Mr. And that you
have been a party to—"* P
“Tt is entirely my fault, Dr, Holmes,” said }r. Anderson
coolly, “You see, I was cxperimenting on a new method
of tuition—that of combining business with pleasure, you
know. No doubt you have heard that certain engineering
compenies have inslalled gramophones in their workshops, to
encourage the men to work, and the experiment has proved
Ly s ful. This sch mine is almost similar
—though, instead of giving the boys some music, I have
allowed them to enjoy some refreshments. I must explain
that I paid for these refreshments. I'm sure the boys will
wo_rk”a’:] the better during the nexi lesson. Won't you,
a?

“Yes, rather, sir!” chirruped the Fourth, as one man—or,

rather. one boy. g

. Hohlmes was st & loss for words for several minutes.
Mr. Anderson’s neat explanation rather took his breath
away.
"%LI have never beforo had a master
methods—never, in the whole courze of m
Headmaster, Mr.  Anderson!” said . Holmes severely.
“Noed I hardly tell you that I disapprove of such methods?
Your—ahem —motives were no doubt good, but you must
never again allow the boys to partake of—er—eatables during.
lessons, Kindly have these things consigned to the cupboard
immediately, and let the lesson pro«-,ee!g."

The Head “swooshed majestically from the room. Mr.
Anderson grinned upon the Form.

“Y am afraid, my lads, that this feed must be postponed
sine die, us the lawver o say!” he remarked. " Oh,
well! We're here to work, I nupd)ose. Fetch out your
Latin. grammars, and we'll do a little syntax 1”

When the tuck had been cleared away, the lesson pro-
ceedod. The Fourth Form and Mr. Anderson were soon on
the boest of terms, and the lesson, though a trifle noisy, pro-
ceeded on the even tenor of its way.

Baggy Trimble was the only boy to receive a ‘caning. He
took ndvantage of the new Form-master’s merry ways, and
persisted in slacking. So. Mr. Anderson caned him on each
of his fat palms, rolled a sheet of cartridge paper into the
shape of a ‘‘dunce’s cap,” and placed it upon _Baggg
Trimble’s head. Baggy was then made to stand in the
corner, and loud howls of laughter greeted this humiliation
of the fat youth of the Fourth. p

When the bell rang, the Fourth-formers trooped out of the
Form-room joyfully.” .

“Well, isn’t he a scream, chaps!™ said Jack Blake, as he
and his chums strolled downstajrs. “I can t,ruthfuily say
that I've never enjoyed lessons so much before !” 3

“No; wathah not, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus
JD’Arcy. “] wegahd Mr. Anderson as wathah a sport, bai

ove 1™

resort to such
experience as:
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12 Tell All Your Chums How Good the *“ Gem ” Is!

The chums of Study No. 6 met the Terrible Three with
Clifton Dtue and Kangaroo on the stairs. .When the Shell
fellows heard of the doings in the Fourth Form room that
morning, they gasped. )

“ My only Sunday topper!” ejaculated Tom Merry. * Fancy
i ndy standing you a feed in the Form-rcom ! It's the giddy
it 1"

“Lucky beggars!” said Monty Lowther. “I think Tl
apply to the Head for a temporary transfer into the
Fourth!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of the School House fetched their bats, and
went down to the nets for some cricket. ey had not been
at practice long. before Mr. Anderson strolled up, beaming
all over his bewhiskered countenance.

“Hallo, boys! Let’s have a game!” he said.

“Bai Jove!”

Tom Merry & Co. were rather staggered at first, but,
seeing Mr. Anderson was in earnest, tﬁey gave him a bat.
Tom Merry bowled to him, and was surprised to find his
first ball, a splendid “yorker,” knocked sky-high.

“Great pip!” said Blake. * And¥y can play cricket !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Look at the beggar!”

Mr. Reginald Anderson was wielding the willow as to the
manner born. Tom Merry sent down every ball he knew,
and each was met by Andy's bat with a merry click. Quite
a crowd congregated round Little Side to watch the new
Fourth Form master play cricket. Kildare, Darrell, North,
Baker and Monteith of the Sixth looked on with approving
looks. Kildare was heard to remark to Darrell that he wished
he could get Andy to play for the First Eleven.

At length Mr. Anderson had had enough, and he strolled
}wa}r, chuekling; a hero in the sight of the boys of St.

im’s. 2

Tom _Marr{.e& Co. proceeded with their cricket practice
until dinner-bell rang.  Then they went indoors, animatedly
discussing the sporty ways of the new Fourth Form master.-

CHAPTER 7.
The End of Ramah Singh. L.
oM .hERRY woke suddenly in the Shell dermitory that

night.

No moon was visible. The dormitory was dark and
- gloomy. Outside, a heavy wind was blowing,
whistling round the old roofs and chimney-stacks of St. Jim’s,
rattling windows, and causing the trees in the quadrangle to
rustle noisily. Through the clamour of the wind, Tom Merry
heard the loud, sharp bark of a dog in the Close.

Heo started up in bed.

‘There was another sharp bark, and then silence, except for
the howling of the wind and the creaking of the windows,
Tom Merry shivered a little. Towser did not bark again,
although he listened for five minutés or more.. What did it
mean? Why ‘had Towser barked? Had he been disturbed
by some shadow, and then gone to sleep again? Or had a
marauder entered the Close, and silenced the dog by a cruel
blow? Had Ramah Singh come at last?

In the dead darkness and solemn eeriéness of midnight, it
seemed more than likely. Should he call the other fellows
because the dog had barked? Tom Merry did not hesitate
long. The thought that the villain might even now be
wreaking his bitter vengeance upon Mr. Anderson decided
him, ng jumped out of bed and hastily slipped on some
clothes. " He mounted a chair to look out of the window.
There was a solitary star gleaming in the heavy, black sky,
and he could see the dim outlines of the old elm-trees in the
Close, whose branches were swayed by the wind. .

But nothing else was stirring. Had Towser gone back to
his kennel? %Vns it nothing, after all?
but—

" Yaw-aw-aw !" came a sleepy grunt from Monty Lowther's
bred. '*Whassup? Who's that?”

“Wake up, Monty!” said Tom, leaving the window. “I
say, I can’t help thmkinﬁ there's something wrong. Totwser
was bn\-kmq. and he suddenly left off. - He hasn’t made a
sound since.”

Lowther yawned.

“It might have been the wind,” he said.. “Or perhaps
Knox startled him, returning from a night out.” =
. “Don’t be funny, Monty! Something might be wrong.”

“8arry, old chap,” said Lowther, scrambling out of bed.
“I1'll be ready in a jiffy. Wake old Manners up, end then
we’ll all go_down and see.”

The Terrible Three were soon dressed, and they crept out
of the dormitory, with their boots slung across their-
shoulders. They did not awake the other fellows. Proceed-
ing with great caution, they tiptoed downstairs. It was past
midnight, and the school was wra _in slumber. -

. “Hark!" said Manners suddenly, gripping Tom Merry's
arm. ‘'There’s somebody coming along the corridor!”-
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That was possible,

They listened, breathing tensely, and,- sure enough, fool-
steps were heard approaching. The Shell juniors concealed
themselves in an alcove, and waited. The stealthy footsteps
drew nearer, until.they reached the alcove. '_I?hen Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther drew deep breaths of relief.
Four shadowy figures came into view. ey recognised the.
midnight marauders as Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arey.

The Fourth-Formers were amazed to see Tom Merry
& Co.

““Then you heard Towser bark?” said Herries eaierly_
“Yes; that’s why we came down. Do you think there's
anything the matter?” said Tom Merry, in an undertone.

“There must be!” said Herries, with conviction. “ Towser
wouldn’t bark for nothing. Funny I haven't heard him bark
since. I—I hope to goodness he's all right!”

The juniors looked round them in the darkness. Not a
sound disturbed the solemn quietness of the night. The wind
was still howling round the old, ivy-clad school buildings.

**Herries woke us up,” said Blake. “He had been listen-
ing for Towser. It's guite likely that Ramah Singh has
come, and Towser disturbed him, or perhaps he gave the
dog a blow—"" - ¢

Look here, I'm going down!” said Herries das})ernbely.
He loved his dog, and was anxious on his pet’s behalf” “I'm
going to see what's the matter with Towser!”

“‘gou fellows go down into the quad and have a look
round,” said Tom Merry softly.. * We'll go along to Andy’s
room, and see if everything is all right there.”

*‘Right-ho !”

The Fourth-Formers left Tom Merry, Manners, and
Lowther at the foot of the stairs, and went to the lower box-
room, from the window of which they could reach the
quadrangle. e g

Tom Merry and_ his companions stole softly along the
dark, deserted corridor towards Mr. .Anderson’s room. e
very stillness of the night seemed to instil & nameless fear into
their souls. As they reached the Fourth Form-master’s door,
they thought they heard 2 sound. es, y was
moving in the Toom, there was no doubt about that. ~ They
could now distinctly hear somebody moving about. Then
came & gueer rattle. It might have been at the window.
Was it Mr. Anderson, up and sbout at this hour? Or—

Manners ceught Tom Merry's arm again.

“Listen!” he muttered. “Do you hear that—that
voice!"”

The juniors strained their ears to listen, and heard a low,
soft mumble, as of a human: voice king with a low
intonation. The mumble continued for a little while, and
then ceased altogether. X )

The juniors stood in the darkness of the corridor, staring
in a fascinated sort of way at the closed door of the master’s
room. What was taking place in there?

For some moments neither of them moved a muscle, but
stood with their ears: strained to listen. Then Tom Merry
crept forward, and tried the handle of the door. He turned
the knob, and the door came open with a faint noise.

In the same imstant there came another queer rattle from
inside the study, and a_hasty scuffle. Throwing caution to
the winds, Tom Metry flung the door open wide and rushed
in. Manners and Lowther were quick to follow.

All was dark and silent as the grave inside the room. Tom
Merry stumbled over a chair, and then struck a match. He
gave an ejaculation of astonishment when he saw the figure
of Mr. Anderson lying huddled on the bed.

“(Good heavens !” exclaimed Tom, lighting the gas. “Come
here, you fellows! He—he’s not dead? Mr. Anderson !”

For an awful minute they thought the master was dead.
But on Tom Merry shakinﬁ him he sat up, and passed a
hand dazedly across his forehead.

“ Wh-what's the matter, sir?"” asked Tom eagerly.

Mr. Anderson stared at him blankly for a moment.
his eyelids flickered.

“N-n-nothing,” he said.
Go back to bed.” »

Tom Merry, Manners, ‘and Lowther stood where they wero,
looking hard at the master. -

There was something in the way he spoke that caused Tom
to feel uneasy. Mr. Anderson's voice was low and toneless,

Then

“There is nothing the matter,

" and ho spoke with a certain fixed deliberation as though

repeating a phrase he had been taught. .

“There is something the matter, sir!” exclaimed Tom
Merry, looking into Mr. Andgrsou’s face. ‘“Hasn't anybody
been in here? We thought we heard——"

“ Nobody has been here. There is nothing the matter. Go
back to bed.” : i

Mr. Anderson spoke in the same toneless voice, looking
vacantly the while at Tom Merry without even the slightest
sign of recognition in his eyes.

Tom Merry & Co. looked uneasily at each other. Mr.
Anderson told them to go back to-bed—nothing was the
matter—nobody had. been here. Yet, looking at the master,
they could not banish that nameless fear from their minds.
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Tom Merry 'went over to the window, and saw that it was
partly open at the bottom. He looked out at the starless
sky, and into the darkness of the Close. There was nothing
to excite suspicion except the window, which had evideutly
been opened.

Mr. Anderson did not deter Tom in the least, but sat on
the bed looking at him still with the vacant stare.

Tom's teeth came together with a snap. i

i here's something horribly wrong here!” he said.
“ Ramah Singh has been in here—he got through the window
and out again. And he has hypnotised Mr. Anderson [

““Good heavens!”

Manners and Lowther fell back, and regarded Mr. Anderson
with something akin to horror. The vacant look in his eyes,
his listless mood, his toneless voice 2ll bore out Tom Merry's
swilt suspicion.

Mr. Anderson was under the spell of the hypnotist, Ramah
Singh had been there, and even now had {ns victim in his
power. R

“(Good heavens " muttered Manners, with & shiver. * This
iz horrible, Tom! Wh-what can we do—call the Head 7"

“No!" a1id Tom Merry abruptly. “From what 1 have
heard of this Eastern mysticism, no power can take a vietim
out of the grip of the hypnotist. Ramah Singh has hypnotised
wir. Anderson for & purpose. We shall see what that purpose

-is. We'll turn the gas out, and wait.”

Tom deliberately turned off the gas and plunged the study
into darkness once again. Standing there in the shadows,
they heard Mr. Anderson give a deep sigh and then climb
off Lhe bed. Next minute the master was fumbling for some
matches. He found them, and lit the gas. Then he procecded
to dress.

Ho dressed without appearing to nolice the presence of
the three juniors in the room. Tom Merry and his two com-
panions watched the hypnotised master in silent awe and
wonderment. Mr. Anderson was going out. Where?

Taving dressed himself and put on a hat, Mr. Anderson
cautiously opened the window and clambeucf out. Manners
caught his breath in sudden horror.

“He's going to olimb down the ivy! He'll fall and be
killed—"

The boys dashed torthe window, but Mr. Anderson had
swung himself over, and, ‘leaning out, they could see him
climbing down easily and without the slightest trace of fear,
gripping the ivy with both hands, his teet digging among
the roots for hold. N

“ He won't fal,” said Tom Merry evenly. “We must get
down there at once. Come along, you feHows!”

They hastened away silently, and clambered through the
Lox-room window, 'They saw Mr, Anderson jump off the
ng, and walk across the quadrangle in the direction of the
side gate. = .

Tog?Merry & Co. drew on their boots. Next minute Blake,
Digby. and D'Arcy hastened up.

“Have you seen him—Anderson?” gasped Blake.  “He's
just_climbed out of his window, and is leaving the school I

“Didn’t you sec anybody else?” demanded Tom Merry

quickly. -
“No; but we thought we heard somebody in the clojsters,”
said Blake. *“We searched, but didn’t find anybody.”

“How about Towser 1"

«Herries is with him. The poor brute was lyin,
his kennel, stunned.- Some rotter has hit him on
Ramah Singh has been here to-night, Tom e

“Yes—and he's cleared off I” replied Tom Merry, hurrying
“Before he went he must have hypnotised Mr.
. Anderson, and told” him to follow. There goes Anderson;
he's opened the side gate with his key. We shall have to
climb over the wall by the tradesmen’s entrance !”

They ran over to where the school wall was lowest, and
one by one scrambled over, landing on their feet on the soft
turf of the Rylcombe Lane outside. In the light of a street
lamp they could see the well-knit figure of Mr. Anderson
waIEing towards the village with steady, deliberate steps.

The juniors kept well within the shadows, and followed.

Mr. Anderson turned into Rylcombe Wood af- the wicker
gate, and took the path that led to Wayland Moor.

Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. followed the hypnotised
master for half an hour. He walked steadily, evidently with
o fixety of purpose, towards the moor. He walked past the
chalk-pits, through a small wood, and at last reached the
old, tumbledown windmill that nestled among 2 cluster of
trees.

“ Y00k !" said Tom Merry, haltin

one right in! Somebody open

outside
e head.

forward.

among the trees. * He's
the door, and it's closed

dhind him! The windmill is supposed to be empty ! Ramah
Singh and his gang are in there! And' Andy is in their
midst ! :

“YWhat’s going to n now, I wonder?” muttered Blake.
Tom Merry acted with swift decision. .
#pyll up the wooden stakes on that fencel” he said.

. into that windmill

| stunned.

13

“Those are the only weapons we can use. We've got to get
and rescue Andy!”

*Yaas, wathah!”

Tb?i jn_n}i‘on'a mta,de hdaste lok tgarhdown the fence, and, thus
armed with stout wooden stakes, they crept up in the shadow
towards the tumbledown windmill, TOTERE AL R "
. Darkness deep and still enveloped the place. An owl hooted
in the trecs opposite, and that was the only sound that broke
the midnight silence. Nobody appeared to be in the wind-
mill, yet the boys knew that probably at that momént Mr.
Anderson was in deadly peril at the hands of the fiendish men
who had sworn revenge upon him,

“Don’t get in at the door,” said Tom sofily. “Look—we
can climb up the old sails and get in at one of the windows.
Come on !”

They made a detour round to the back. They climbed on
the roof of a shed, and then Tom Merry, going first, gripped
a ledge and swung himself upwards. Next minute he was
astride one of the large, rotted sails of the windmill

Fortunately, the sails were fixed—it might have been by

the rust of years. Tom crawled up cautiously, reached for
a window-ledge, and swung himself on to it. He then had
no difficulty in clambering in at the nearest window. Blake
came next, then Dighy and Manners. D’Arcy and Lowther
remained behind to keep *cave.”
. With their weapons gripped in their hands, the four plucky
juniors stood in the blackness of a deserted room. The air
was musty, and they could feel the floorboards sagging beneath
their fect.

“Hope to goodness we don’t give ourselves away!” mut.
tered Tom Merry, between his teeth. * Listen, you fellows!
I can hear voices I'

From somewhere below they heard the mumble of human
voices speaking in a foreign tongue. Tom Merry crept
forward and found a trapdoor. He bint down, andriowly—
ever so slowly—opened it. He could see a gleam of soft light,
and a ladder, below. =

“They're here!” muitered the Shell captain, turning to
the others. *We'll get down these steps, and perhaps take
the rotters by surprise. Careful1”

The boys caught their breath as the etairs creaked. They
heard the scampering of rats across the floor of the room
they were entering from the loft. At length they were down,
Th:-f stood, waiting, listening, with fast-beating hearts,
hardly daring to breathe. . g

A chink of light came from underneath a door near by.
The voices were more distinct, but gquite unintelligible. (fn
tip-toe_they crept forward. Tom Merry bent down and
applied his eye to the keyheole. What he saw caused him to
set his teeth hard. i .

e room was illuminated by candles, covered with ‘red
shades, which cast an eerie, mystic light on the scene. Two
swarthv-faced men, one wearing gold-rimmed eyeglasses, and
both dressed in European clothes, were standing before a
large wooden frame, in which the inert figure of a man was
fixed by means of thumbscrews. Tom Merry realised, with
a thrill of horror, that the frame was a crudely fashioned raclk,
such as the Spaniards used to torture their victims during
the Inquisition; and the man inside it was Mr. Anderson.
The Fourth Form master’s face was pallid, his eyes shut. He
could riot have been conscious as to what was taking place
around him.

Blake, Manners, and Digby crept up.

“8hush—sh ! whispered Tom Merry. ‘The cads are going
to torture Andy in that ghastly rack! It's time we
chipped in!"”

Next minute the St. Jim's juniors burst through the door,
and, with loud shouts, they Hung themselves upon the two
rascals. Both wheeled round, with eries of amazement and
dismay. Tom Merry & Co. simply piled upon them, using
their weapons to advantage. -

A grim, gruelling struggle ensued. The foreigners fought
like tigers, and Tom Merry & Co. realised that they had
men of unueyal strength to contend with. Sturdy though the
8¢, Jim's juniors were, they could not overcome Ramah
Singh and his confederate.

“Help!” roared Tom Merry, as Ramah Singh twisted him
over his knee. “Gussy! Lowther! Help—" His cry
ended in an incoherent gasp, for a set of fingers, hard, like
steel tentacles, gripped his throat.

Then came a crashing at the door, and it burst open, to
admit D'Arcy and Lowther. The two juniors flung them-
selves without hesitation into the fray. ¢

The man with the spectacles received a heavy jar from
Blake's weapon, and went reeling against the rack. His
head struck . the framework with a dull thud, and he fell
like a log, with just a sobbing cry, and lay on the floor

Ramah Singh tore himself away from the schoolboys' 0%ﬁp
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and rushed at the lights. Next minute the
into darkness.

“He's escaping!”
the motionléss figure of the other man on
the rasecal, boys! For goodness’
escape !” 5

They tore through the door, and heard
ing up the steps that led to the loft.
bottom,
from above.

“ Back—back, you
I will shoot! Get ba

Tom Merry
Singh’s dark form was just visible in the
his footsleps soon afterwards,
above. . 2

“The rotier’s climbing
Morry, setting his teeth hard. *Come
catch him as he climbs down!”

They rushed from the old windmill into the weed-grown
The moon had emerged from a dense bank of cloud,
mystic light they saw the figure of Ramah
Sinﬁlh climb out through the window and vault upon one

garden.
and in its soft,

of the windmill's sails.. at the

“He_he's climbing down!” said Blake hoaraely. ““Tom, “Towser's all right now,” he said
old chap, if only we dared— Oh, good heavens!”
- “Phe gails are turning ! now.”

With a loud, creaking noise the huge sails moved—at first “Good old Towser!"”

slowly, and then, with Ramah Singh’'s w

them, swung down with ﬁrenher speed.
He uttered a scroech of

woodwork. But it

the juniors waiting

the man hurtle downwards, and fall like

fingers clawed at the air. It was a drop of

Singh had been flung off the windmill's sail with more than

ordinary force. Merry & Co. heard

bogF struck the ground, a-moan,
' No
the spot. -

Ramah Singh lay on the ground in a huddled heap. Not

a movement, not a sound came from him.

down over the man, and raised him by

fell back again with an involuntary cry of
“His face is battered in! - Oh,
o %ood heavens ! muttered Blake thickly
“Yes.”

The St. Jim's juniors stood, with white faces, lookin;

the huddied figure of Ramak Singh in the
was a tense silence for some moments.
the horrible spell.

“Let's get back after the other man, and
he said.

Ramah Singh’s confederate was just staggering to his feet
as the juniors crowded back into the windmill. It was the

work of a few minutes to secure him.

shouted Tom Merry, stumbling over
sake don't let Ramah Singh
their quarry pound-
and tben a harsh, bitter voice came to their ears
c{lo":"ng dogs! I have a revolver, a{ni
& Co. halted in their tracks, aghast.
as he walked over the floor

out of the window!" said Tom

dismay, and tore at hhé rotten
ave way in his hands, and next minute
low were horrified to see the form of

and then an awful silence.
t a word was spui_&en as the schoolboye walked over to

it's horrible

Herald.” ‘On Sole’

room was plunged

v Trnesday. " Price 2d.

Mr. Anderson was conscious, struggling in the rack. Tom

Merry and Manners set him free. w RIS Sy
“Thank you, my lads! ¥ou have behaved lilendidiy—u
the floor. *Catch | magnificently. Had you not come I should have..been

Ramah Singh?”
Tom Merry in

They reached the | met his death.

Ramah

loom. They heard

take charge of

outside. We may

station.

eight upon one of

His long
Ramah

a stone,
forty feet.

a dull thud as his

not_remain at St.

Tom Merry bent
the shoulder. ‘He
£ hurl!-for.

. “Is he dead?”

of terms with
Fourth.

at
moonlight. There | Merry & Co.
Tom Merry broke

release Anderson,”

tortured in that fearsome apparatus,

by his own folly.
be safer in the hands of

“That, my lads,
his deat
catspaw. He'll

under Ramah Singh’s hypnotic
recovered consciousness.
sived. I need no longer go in fear of my life!"

The St. Jim's juniors and
and, finding a policeconstable on a moor road, sent him to
Ramah Singh’s
arrived. The other was given in charge at Rylcombe Police-

Tom Merry & Co.

Tom Merry & Co. reaped the
Mr. Anderson presented the St. Jim's Cricket Club with a
néw set of :nets, balls, bats, and othér equipment.
Jim's long after that.
in London sent for him, and he left St. Jim’s oh the best
the boys who
his brief reign as Fourth Form master.
return for another week, meanwhile, Mr.

Everybody talked of
after the tomporary master’s dej
why he had come, and the tr
kept their information
only too thankful to have rendered
man who had been more of a chum to them than a master.

(There will be another grand,
Tom Merry & Co. next week,
ful invention!™ by Martin Clifford: Be sure you order
your copy EARLY.)

and—— DBut where is

a low voice explained how the prieu‘t had
Mr. Anderson heaved a deep sigh of relief.

is a blessing. Thank Heaven he met
This other rascal is merely a .
the police. I was
oll until he died. Then 1
oW, l:ﬁan!ﬂ to you, lads, I am
their master left the windmill,

body until the ambulance

and Mr. Anderson returned to St. Jim’'s,

and entered via the side gate. 5
Herries met them and inquired anxiously what had
happened. He drew a deep breath when the amazing events

old windmill were told him.

“The chap was

poor
only ’stumled. T've left him in the kennel, and he's asleep

m:i.'il Blake. “We'll give him a -

regular old feed to-morrow!
ey all went indoors and returned to bed, feeling nona
the worse for that night of grim adventure.

The affair created a little sensation in the local newspapers,
but nobody connected i
the old windmill on Wayland Moor with Mr. Anderson, the
new temporary master at St. Jim’s. +

the death of a mysterious native in

benefit of their pluck, for

He did
The Foreign Office

had learned to like him during
Mr. Lathem did not
Railton took the

Mr. Anderson for quite a long time
rture, but few upderstood
gedy connected with him. Tom

ion to. themselves, being
a service to the young

THE END.
ecomplete story of

entitled : * Glgn's Wonder-
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THE INVISIBLE
HAND.

ST T

ETECTIVE JOHN SHARPE, Captain
' West, and the police Chief had
completely disguised themselves as
Mexicans, and not cven their

nearest relations would have recognised them
they waited patiently on_ board the
schooner for the return of Iron Hand & Co.

The real members of the crew, Sharpe and
his friends had imprisomed in the cabin
below, so that there was not likely to be
much trouble from them.

Presently the detective's eagle eye noticed
a boat muiking its way towards the schoouer.
A few minutes liter, and the outlaws had
reached their destination. Then the men
commenced to lift the gold aboard.

Neither Iron Hand or the others in his
party paid any attention to the three sup-
posed Mexicaus, who had their broad-brimmed
hats pulled well down oyer their eyes, thus
pletely hiding their

At the commaud of Iron -Hand the
members of the gaug started to carry the
gold down to the hold of the 5h\g.

Potsdam, Black Flag, and the leader
remained on deck, and they were gloating
1 her over their great success.

i Tre Gex Lirary.—No. 705.

At last they had succeeded in getting away
with a valuable haul, in spite of the ioter-
fering John Sharpe.

But the outlaws did not realise what Fate
had in store for them!

The detective was watching the movements
of all the gang very closely indeed.

Then suddenly he edged closer towards the
hateh of the eabin, and speedily kicked it,
with the result that it closed with a bang.

With the exception of the three leaders all
the gang were trapped below. At the same
time, Captain West-and the police chief drew.
their revolvers, and pointed them at the
important members of the band.

“ Hands up!" came the order.

And they were forced to obey. .

Everything had happened so sudden) that
Iron Hand received the surprise of his life,
and it was some time before the identity of
these three Mexican sailors -dawned upen

.

m.

Too late, he realised. that it was one more
little game of Detective Sharpe's.

The leader cnrsed himsell for mot taKing
greater precautions. He might have known
that the hated Sharpe would not leave him
alone for long.

The detective ordered Potsdam and Black
Flag to go below, at the point of the
revolver, and they could not do otherwize
than obey. s

There wns a stern look in Sharpe’s eye
that told them he would shoot, if necessary.

Iron Hand was left behind, and the detec-
tive went nearer to him. It was some time
since he had béem fuce to face with the
desperate villain.

Sharpe looked at the leader fiercely.

“ Where is Anne Crawford?™ he denianded
in ringing tones.

Iron Hand leered into the face of the
detective.

“That girl!
replied.

Sharpe was angered to the point of attack-
ing the vile man who stood before him, but
his old friend, Captain West, placed a
restraining hand upon his arm.

The detective recovered himsell immedi-
ately, and ordered the leader to go down the
cabin and join his noble comrades.

-John Sharpe looked thoughtful, and he
eventually decided to go back to the shore.

“ 1 must go and find Anuwe Crawford e
said to Captain West. ' Something see:
to tell me that she is in trouble. She oftcn
came to my assistance when I was in ti
corners. Perhaps she needs my assistane
now!™

Captain West and the police chief listened
to the detective's speech, but they did not,
however, quite agree with him for once. i

“QOur duty is to deliver these prisoners
without delay,” remarked West. ° Thers
are but three of us, and nearly a dozen of
them. You cannot be spared.”

This seemed very reasonable to the deteco-
tive, and he agreed to stay, althongh’ he
felt somewhat reluctant nbout his decision.

The trio suddenly realised that they stiil
had their Mexican disguises on, and they
prepared to remove their borrowed clothea
and rub off their make-up.

When this job was completed they started
to raise the sails of the vessel, so that they
conld take their cargo of prisoners back to

You'll mever find her!” he

e

arbour.
At last, after many weeks of hard work,
and at the risk of bis life, it seemed

Continued on page 19.
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A Magnificent Story of Life at Millford College. By IVOR HAYES.

NEW READERS START HERE.

TOM MACE, whose father is a professional cracksman, wine a
scholarskip for Millford College. His father is rather pleased, for
MR. BILL MACE has certain unlawful reasons-for wanting to see
the inside of the school. Mrs. Mace darns up her son's clothes,
and Tom sets off for school. Iw the train he overhears a conversa-
tion between a man in a uu-grrcm suit-and a mufflered ruffian. The
ruffian is addressed as SPIKEY MEADOWS, and there is some
uspicious talk that sets the lad thinking. At last he arrives at
the school, ‘'only to be jeered at by the other juniors. - Just as Lundy
& Co. are fooling with Tom's things, a new master appears on the
scene. He is Mr. GORDON GALE—the man in the rea-green auit,
wham Tom had seen in the train. Tom sees the headmaster, who is
kind to him, and sees also MR. MULLINS, the master of the Pourth
Form. He finds this man a snob, and he is feeling downhearted.
He goes to Study B—Lundy and Bradshaw's study—1to which he has
been allotted, but he is roughly handled. BOB }{EZL finds him, is
Jriendly, and stands him a feed at the tuckshop. Tom then comes
across SPIKEY MEADOWS, who tries to persuade him to leare
a window oper, 80 that he caen enter the school at night,
explaining the consequences if he fails to make up his wmind
within @ certain time. Tom returns to the school. Being late, ke
is questioned by his Form-master, Mr. Mullins, who is startled when

m mentions the name of Meadows. The mysterious Mr. Mullins,
who evidently knows thing of Meadows, dismi. Tom with a
slight punishment, Tom reaches the dormitory, to find that his
new clothes have been tampered with, His anger is aroused, and,
with Peel's assistance, he sails into the japers, but the odds soom
tell upon them. That night Tom is ejected from the dormitory
and made to sleep on the landing outside. The following morning
Mr. Gale requests Tom's presence in his study. There, in spite of
the threats made by Spikey Meadows, Tom promises Mr. Gale
never to speak to this man again. Tom goes to the class-room,
and proves that he is far from being backward in his studies.
Tom's mother comes to the school to see her son, and Lundy tak
this oppertunity of intulting her. Tom is very angry, and threaten.
to fight the snob, but his mather asks him to promise not to fight.
Lundy hears of this through Garnet. Knowing full well that Tom
will not retaliate, Lundy gives him the coward’s dlow. Tom mext
proves his skill on the cricket ground, for with his second ball ke
shatters the wicket of the mighty Lundy. Tom then takes Ris
stance at the wicket, and a ball from the cad of the Fourth,
Ppitching short, rises, and brings Tom to the ground, with a yell
©f pain. When the scholarship lad recorers he decides to thrash
the cad.

. (Now read on.)

- Spikey Meadows is Annoye .

EFORE the surprised and outraged Lundy quite knew
what bad bappened he was seized in Tom’s strong. arms
and—oh, the indiguity !—was lain across the scholarship
boy's knee. Tom’s right foot rested on the seat of the

armchair in which Bradshaw, open-mouthed, was sitting.
Across that right knee sprawled Lundy, and every now and
then Tom's right arm rose and fell.

Each

ch time it feil there was a cloud of dust, followed by a roar
of pain. "

““Oh, help! Rescue; Bradshaw, Garnet!” yelped Lundy in
one breath, ' Save me!”

But there was no rescue for him.

Smack, smack, smack !

With painful precision Tom's hands rose and fell, and
Lundy’s yells grew increasingly loud. His legs kicked ‘out
wildly, and his arms hit the unresisting air.

One foot caught Bradshaw’s head, and the “plucky ”
Bradshaw skipped out of the armchair in record time,

“Let him go!” shouted Garnet from the safety provided
by the table. *“Let him go!” .

But even these brave protésts availed Lundy nothing. Not
until Tom’s arm thoroughly ached and the tears were stream-
ing down Lundy’s face did the scholarship lad desist. Then he
flung Lundy on to the floor, where he lay whimpering with
pain and rage and humiliation,

There they left him to the mercy of his chums, while Tom,
and P;d’ who was laughing till his sides ached, rejoined Rider
next door.

& cheeky ear-to-ear
... “Fanny sorter tbnﬁ E; remarked the page.
(=1

“Tom has taught him a lesson,” said Peel between his
laughter.

But Lundy was a bad hand at learning lessons. Tom Mace
did not realise that, and, in his generous way, really hoped
that Lundy would see the error of his ways. But he might 1s
soon have expected a leopard to change Kis spots. That
Lundy had not learned a lesson was obvious by his conduct
the following morning. For in Form Lundy made himself
objectionable on several occasions.

He had noted that Rider was now on the opposition, and
it displeased him greatly. For Lundy did not know quite
how many others might follow Rider's lead. -

Most of the fellows had heard of the spanking he had
received, and Lundy's entrance into the Form-room was

reeted with lanughter. . But the laughter was subdued, rather,
?rcm fear of the leader’s fists. If Lundy could not cope with
Tom Mace, he could *“flay ” such fellows as Bradshaw and
Garnet.

There was great glee amongst his Yollowers, and much
whispering in Form that morning. 9

r. Mulline was far from pleased, and stated so in no
uncertain words. But he could not stop the whisnering.
There .were rumours that Lundy and Tom would fight, and
many boys had decided to back the scholarship lad’s chances.

“Magson!” rasped the Form-master. “You were
whispering 1"

“Eh?” murmured Magson, who had been intent on a scrap
of paper that lay before him.

“You were not listening to me!” hooted the master. “ Fifty
lines!” He stopped, and* glanced across at Tom Mace.
“‘Mace,” he said sourly, “did I not give you an imposition
to bring me?” )

“Yes, sir!” answered Tom, with a slight start at ihe
remembrance.

“Well, where are the lines? If I remember aright, 1 asked
you to let me have them by tea-time last night?”

T “Yﬁ)ufyon did, sir,” stammered Tom. “But I couldn’t—

The master rapped his deck with the pointer.

“Couldn’t!” he snorted. “What do you mean, couldn’t?
Am I to belicve that you have decided of your own accord
not to write those lines?” :

“No, sir,” replied Tom. “But I was in the sanny before
tea. And then I had preparation to do for to-day’s lesson: e

“Yes, yes; I know that! Why were you in the sanatorium?”

“1 was hit by a cricket-ball, sir.”

“Oh!” seid the master. “I will excuse you that much,
But you have done some of them?”

“I have done half—fifty—of them, sir.”

“Very well. Do the other fifty by tea-time to-day. You
can get some done after morning lessons.”

And the Form work proceeded. But it was not to go on un-
checked for long, however. Presently there came a tap at
the door, and the page-boy poked in his bullet head,

“Well?” snapped the master. *“What is it, my lad?”

“ Please, sir, there’s someone come. to see Master Mace.”

The master frowned heavily.

“ Mace,” he said sternly, it is not usual for juniors to have
visitors during lesson-time.” :

The page was grinning, and Tom Mace had a sheepish look
on his face. At a sign from the master, howevcr, he followed
the page-boy from the room. The page, as usual gave Tom
grin.

“How funny?” as Tom -shortlv. He did .not like the
lad for he had a feeling that he regarded him as being in every
way different from the other juniors. The page preferred a
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curt glance, followed by a sixpence, to any sort of democratic
fellow-feeling.

“You'll see soon,” said the pageboy cheekily. “’E's in
care.™

And Tom went into the waiting-room in which.on his first
day at Milliord he had waited for a summons from the head-

master. .
Then he drew back with a cry of surprise, for the visitor
was none of| than Meadows—Spikey Meadows. Tom ha
almost forgotten the existence of the rogue; but he was to
remember now with a vengeance. s
said , rising from an armchair.

“ Allg1”
80 you've come! ought you promiséd to see me last
night, eh?”

Tom Mace's lip curled scornfally.

“1 did not promise,” he said. “It is not likely that 1
should promise you anything! 1 said I would see you. Since
then I have promised not to see yon. I certainly do not want
to see you.”

Mr. Meadows" face took on a nasty expression.

“So that's the tone, is it?” he sneered. *Sounds all right,
that does, from the likes of you—yon, the son of Bill Mace,
the gaolbird!” He laughed, and plunged his hands deep into
his pockets.

“1 suppose you won't go home no more, eh? Tired o™ yer
dear ole mother, eh? - Done with yer dad! That's all right;
but it won’t wash with me!” He shook a dirty finger at Tom
aggressively. “T told you,”” he warned. *Don’t say I didn’t!
Al T want from vou, my lad, is a little ’elp—inside ‘elp!”

«

He winked. “You know what I mean all right. Dare
say you've el yer dear old dad afore now——=""
Tom’s eyes blazed angrily.

“I have never helped my father to steal! T am not a thief!
You will never make me a thief, so why try?”

“Steady!” snarled Meadows. “Steady! You're in a fine
schaol.” He looked round him. “Fine old school. But
suppose all your fine friends ’ere knew what your dear old
dad was—a burglar?” He grinned, and shrugg-es his shoulders
meaningly.

“Y¥You mean,” q“ped Tom~—* you mean that if I den’t do
ie:‘gm:“nsk, you'll tell all the fellows about my unfortunate

er? ”

““Unfortunate father! 'Oh, my, that's good, that is!
vou a clever chap!” He laughed.

Tom broke in quickly :

T will not do as you want!" His face was white, but his
tone was firm—painfiflly firm—and clear. “I regard you as a
mean hound, and 1 will have nothing more to do with you!”
He pointed to the door. * Get out!” 2

Meadows drew back with a start. This was indeed a surpriso
for the rogue. Like man* criminals, he had expected the lad
0 do what he himself would have done under the same circum
stances—given in. But Tom Mace was made of better stuff.

Ain't
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In his eye thers was no indecision, and his finger still pointed
ominously at the door.

“Now, don't be rash!” warned Meadows, hllf—ﬁieldingly.
“Weigh-it orl up. Just a little friendly action.” He lo
his voice. " An open window—accidensal-like, you know 1"’

Tom’s_reply was to n the door of the waiting-roomr.
Bpikey Meadows glanced at him searchingly, then, with a
muttered curse, he left the room, his hands pushed deep in
his pockets. -Tom followed him out. And the two walked
along the corridor in silence.

When they reached the door that led on to the quadrangle
Meadows halted, with one last fecble hope of turning Tom’s
refusal into ;cceptame.

“Now doft be "ard on & man!” he whined. “1I got to earn
living some’ow. I can't get echolarships, [ynu know!"
*Well, earn it !" said Tom Mace scornfully.

“Bat—"
“Go!” Tom pointed to the gates. “If you don’t go now,
I’ll call the porter, and you'll get thrown out!”

Mr. Meadows snarled like an angry dog, and strode off. A
few paces away he halted, and shook a grimy fist at the
scholarship lad.

“T'll pay you!” he choked. But Tom merely laughed.
Though he was much happier when at last he saw the man
disappear through the gates, he knew that he had not yet
finished with Spitkey Meadows.

He did not I.‘:;ow‘ however, that Meadows had been seen
by other eyes. The school gates could be seen from the
Fyourth Form-room, and, indeed, from most of the Form-
rooms.

At an open window of the Fourth Form-room peered a
head, and the eyes were curious as they watched the receding
figure of Spikey Meadows. The egea belonged to Simon
Lundy, and he was very anxious indeed to know what that
visit had meant, and what connection Tom had with the man.

He was not the only one who had seen the figure of Mr.
Meadows disappear through the school gates. At his study
window - sl & master. He had stop suddenly when
crossing to his bookcase, for he caught the sound of Spikey
Meadows' voice. He drew aside behind -the curtain, and took
up a position that enabled him, like an outpost sentry, to see
without being seen, and to hear without being heard.

And he had seen and heard much that had interested him.

For Mr. Gale, the sports master, knew Meadows, knew him
well, and he wondered what connection the man had with
Tom Mace, the scholarship lad. Mr. Gale had made Tom
promise not to see the man again, and now. Meadows had
como to the school ! It must indeed be something important,
and something into which he must look deeply.

Why should Tom Mace, a schoolboy, have any connection
with a rogue such as he knew Meadows to be? ¥t was a dis-
turbing reflection.

(Next tweek there will be a long instalment of this
splendid serial.)

-

No. 568, —THE CALL OF THE RING.

A superb story of the boxing ring. By ALAN DENE.

No. $67.—LOYAL TO NAFOLEON.
A thrilling story of adventure in Frarce,
No. 568.—CURTIS OF THE FIFTH
"A topping school yarn.
No. 569.—THE GOLDEN TRAIL,

A magnificent tale of the Wild West. By SIDNEY DREW.

By ALFRED ARMITAGE.

By ROBEET W. COMRADE.
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No. 184.—THE CITY OF APES.

A magnificent tale of adveniure and ﬂel’el:!tllﬁsnwork. featuring Sexton

Blake, Tinker. and the HON. JOHN LAW .

Mo.185—THH MAN WHO FORGOT.
Introducing Sexton Blako and DE. FERRARO.

No. 186.—WITHIN FOURTEEN DAYS; or,
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E LOST EXTEADITION PAPERS.
A tale of stirring adventure i England and France.

No. 187.—THE ARCHITECT'S SECEET.
A romance of fascinating detective adventure.
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EDITORIAL

By TOM MERRY.

Editorial Office, Study MNo, 10, Shell
Passage, St. James' College, Rylcombe.
—Address all letters to the *‘ St. Jim’s
News,’” the * Gem Library,” The Fleet-
way House, Farringdon Street, Londen,
E.C. 4
Managing Editor: * Your Editor,” the

**Gem Library.”
Acting Editor; Tom Merry, junior cap-
tain, St. Jim's.

Assistant and Cinema Notes Editor:
Ralph Reckness Cardew (when
inclined).

Staff Artists: Harry Noble and Dick
Brooke.

Fashion Plate and Fashion Editor:

Arthur Augustus DTArcy.

Special Representative: Richard Redfern
(also reporter).

Sporting News: Figains, Talbet, Blake,
and Noble.

Opinions, Jokes, and Jingles:
owther,

Wild West News: Kit Wildrake.

Montague

Colonial and Foreign Correspondents:
South  Africa, Sidney  Clive;
€Canada, Kit Wildrake; Australia,

Harry MNoble and Gordon Gay;
New Zealind, Richard Roylance:
India, Koumi Rao; United States,
BuckFinn; Italy,Contarini Giacomo;
France, Mossoo Morny; lreland,
Scotland, and Wales, Pat Reilly,
George Francis Kerr, and David
Llewellyn Wynn.

Lady Correspondents and Contributors:
Miss Levison, ' Joy,” Miss Cleve-
land, and Marie Rivers.

Special articles, newsy satires, sarcasm
and comment on any funny old
tapic when feeling energetic enough
to perpetrate them: Ralph Reck-
ness Carde

EDITORIAL NOTE.

No doubt you will be very much sur-
ed to_see such a feature as the ' St.
News appear, while “T
Weekly ” has not even yet acen
L. My explanation is that T simply
wanted to bring out something more
original than our predecessors are doing.
The whole success of the ““St. Jim's
News "—that is, if it is going to bae
successful—will be due to it gaining a
new personality, and striking a fresh
note.

Tt i
Ip

with a feeling of great pride that
ont, this unique edition of the ** St
Jin News ' to the readers of the
Genm. My great desire in so doing is to
bring us all a little closer together by
means of confidential chats and opinions
on various current tapics.

So many hundreds of leiters have

ured inte Mr. Editor’s office during the
ast six months that he decided to grant

Edited By TOM MERRY.

me a couple of pages each week to fill
just as I willed. The success or failure
of the “8t. Jim's News” now rests
entirely in your hands.

To those of you who might be inclined
to think that this is going to be another
budget of contributions run on exactly
the same lines as other supplements, T
will add one word. I shall not poach on
any of the preserves of my contem-
poraries, and will keep off the grass as
much as possible with regard to similarity
of articles.

Now, my chums, we've done our bit,
and the rest is up to you. Put your
shoulder to the wheel and see that the
af ' has come to stay

Jim's News ™’
Tell all your friends about it.

Above all, don’t forget to write and let
me know what your opinions ar It is
the only way in which I can fall
your desires and deliver the goods,

Au revoir until next week.

TOM MERRY

A Walk Along The
Shell Passage.
Racke & Co. at their 01d Games.

By Monty Lowther.

A that  will
il you as you look at this plan
is, where ‘s Study No. 1?  There

is a Study No. 1, of course. But as
it is unoceapied it has not heen placed
on the list.

The Shell passage contains ten studies, and
is only a short distance from the Fourth
Form passage  But the first of the num-

S1.J1ms S hell

Mo@
ey H)
Vibkem

:
OCCUPANTS |

A plan of the Shell showing studies and

occupants,

T

bered studiea in
apartment i

the Shell is a desolate
a small blind corridor, quite

4 long distance away from the Shell pas-
sage, containing all the Jeading lights at
8t. Jim’s.

“ Nobod Study * is8 No. 1, and one

quick glimpse inside it is quite sullicient
for even ihe most interested. Stone walls,
no furniture, and only one little window
high up in the wall are the most striking
features in this gaunt room. Nobody wants
it for their study; hence its name. The only
use the room has i 3
found guilty of an
to confinement.

spent a day and night in this perve-sh
ing punishment-room.

Study No. 2 contains two juniors.
Matthew Lueas, is a
and

One.,
large fellow,

rather
quite dilterent from  his study-mate,
Lueas is very fond of boxing, and has
up a emall punching-ball in  one
corner of the room. Frere goes in for
eycling in the summer, and fretwork in the
N « boys have very

©3, 30 we will pass

Study No. 3. Hark! What can we hear?
It sounds like the roaring of a lion. Shasss!
Tremble, reader, tremble! We entef,
find oursclves in  the 4 presence of
George Alfred Grundy! weird and won-

derful scene greets our s as
around. And some wonderful and
noises o o our ears, They ar
by William Cuothbert Gunn ~and

1kins. has apparently

dulging in bis_favourite pastime of <
out black eyes” and swollen noses. Gunn 1s
reclining in the corner mopping the claret
from his nasal organ, while Wilking seems to
be engaged in counting stars; no doubt the
outcome of a black eye.

Grundy, in of his famous N poiio:-!c

arks in
did §t!”
Here ‘we cxit, and ‘boutetime!

Study No. 4. In this room the Yankee

yoice of Buck Finn, the gentleman from
“over - the herring-pond,” cap be clearly
heard without, the aid of an®ear-trumpet.

James Lennox,  the other two-legged cr
ture in this rooin, refuses to” lie communi-

cative, so we will pass.along to «the next
apartment.

Study No. 5 Aha! What do we espy?
1t looks something like Stringer, the famous
walking lamppost of the ~Boys' Herald,”

sitting on  the window sill, smoking cheap
cigarettes, and scems deeply absorbed in a
sporting paper. It hasu't seen us enter, so
we quit the room and shut the deor with
@ bang. 1 bet the soapy individual—who by
he wiy -was Luke Scrope—altered his posi-
tion somewhat whel he heard it. The other
fellow who shares this room, Hugh Gibbons,
is out at cricket.
_ Study No. 6. I

ard Renault, a French
!, an American, ihe
affected, effeminate
a cunning-looking
twister, are the quartet who cceupy No. 6.
They are all new fellow arrived
this’ term. znd the ab is the only in
forination concerni them.

Study No, 7. Half a moment, pleasc!
Before we enter this miniature Monte Carlo
we had better don gas-masks. As we enter,
a vapour thicker by than petrol exhaust
1t is cansed chiefly by cigars

rettes, hair-oil, champagne, and
ean-de-Cologne Even with the gas-masks
on, our hends seem to be revolving like
gyroscopes. the inside of a

_Id_ prefer
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gasometer any day. At the table are
seated balf & dozeo fellows. There is Money-
bags Racke, and crooked Crpoke, his pal,
and accomplice. There is mean Mellish, and
cunning Clampg  add Chowle.  They all
seem to be going great gins, so we will let
them geb on with it.

Study No. 8. Walkefey and Boulten simul-
taneonsly rise to greét us as we enter.
Both wear huge grins, and make their best
bows without even being asked to. Methinks
they must be in the condition known as
“stony,” and, are wailing for somebody to
ask them in to tea. There is nothing doing
in this direction, however, us we are not
universal providers. So Walkeley and Boul-
ton will have to partake of a frugal tea in
Hall, I am afraid,

Study No. 0. 3lere we bave a few rather
interesting felléws, Reginald Talbot is, of
course, too well known to reguire much in-
troduction. The Tofl of the old days, and
an exceedingly clever cracksman, be is now
a real good fellow, and a pal of all of us.
As for George Gore, he seems to be very
busy in constructing a double-strength cata-
pult.  For what purpose he is going to
use it we will not venture to ask. Then
there is Herbert Skimpole, a weedy-looking
individual, who at this moment is poring
over porténtouslooking volumes on all sorts
of linpossible suhgecca As  we watch,
8Kimmy mumbles something, and Gore slily
fhicks- him on his arm  with his catapult.

pole looks up and thinks Talbot did il.
and starts to give him a ninety-thousand-
word lecbure on good manners. We bunk!

Study No. 16. We have now reached the
most  important apartment in the whole
scheol, bar none! This is my study, allow
me t{\ inform you. In it, on the sofa, re-
clines Tom Merry, the ideal youth, a
modern Adonis, and the hero of the f
I don't think! As you well know, he is
the junior skipper, the modern prince of
sportsmen, and the cock of the walk in
anything worth catling important, Dy the
table is Manners; christened
called Marry for prefercnce. He
w roll of film into six ions.
to him: “Does that last phot:
t. of me do your humbie eredit?

The zoswer’s in the negative!”o<he re-
plies with a smile.

Study No. 11. Phew! I'm so glad this is
th» ast ome. A stroll along the Shell
studies  takes A ll(llh longer than  you'd
I.I|inL “You're in time!” are the sur-
prising words which greet me. Although
it had quite slipped my memory, it was
Harry Noble's sixteentli birthday, and the
study table looked fit for a king. ernard
Glyn and Clifton Dane are the other couple
who share this study, and their smiles c(temi
almost from ear to car. There are quite 2
dozen chairs arranged around the Lahlr-, and
by the sound of it the guests are coming
down the passage. With a quick glanee
round the table, T select the chair nearest
the pot of strawbe erry-iam, and will, of
course, see that none of the children invited
have more tgan their share.

Problems which Puzz'e,
(Being a series of unfathomable mysteries
which puzzle the vouthful children at St
i inthered together by Montagonio
the well-known author of “ Lady
“The Bird,” and “0ld Nick's
ete., ete)

Henry, but
is cotting
I remark

ez

Collar-stud,’

1 once had a ra. .ish, and after keeping it
for three weeks | was amazed to discover it
had gone soft that a
marvel ?Z—HERBERT LE,  SHELL
FORM, ST. JIM'S. think ycu
suffered the fate of the rar Lish in a less time
that that!—M. L)

Ernest Levison. still manages to make peaple
believed that he has reformed. 1 simply can't
understand what his game is in keeping up
this tomfoolery so long. Idiots who believe in
his reformation must he gullible enough to
swallow anything. Tt heats me _umne
GERALD CROOKE. SH] F = 4
see Levisou's fists beating you, too, nr yon
don’t xﬁo)ml put on a fresh m.-ord old chap!

Il'uw op earth my minub, Wally, can
‘Possibly walk about this mewwy old roll.
with a ._collah—pway excuse my wotten
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pun, deah boy '—which ia plastalied with dirt
and ink and kippah fat and geodness' knows
what! I know 1 should expiah before a day
had passed if T twied tn weah a thing of
that desewiption wound my neck. Gwooooh!
—ARTHUR AUVGUSTUS 1)'\1{(,& FOURTH
FORM. (Nevertheless, your young lopeful,
Iter Adolphus, is still. very much alive and
kmf:'. in spite of his unwashed neckwenr!

=) )

Why 8t. Jim's hasn't been razed to the
ground by some of Herbert Skimpole's potty
inventions. Explosions cceur galore when fhe
chem! s come into contact, and I'm sure our
study and everybody in it will be blown to
smithereens one of these doys i the wad
idiot isn't stopped GEORGE GORE, SHELL
FORM. (If Skimmy hasn't razed St. Jim's
to the ground, he has raised a considerable
number of thick ears for some of his tricks,
wiieh is a slight consolation.—M.

T think the most unfathomable thing I have
ever heard concerns myseli! How i3 it 1
haven't yet beenm made kaptin of St. Jim's?
t I heen promonted to hed prefect

I)(AG ]
editter, and—and en ! Permm
won of these dsfa Bt Jlma will dropp its
jellus attittiewd towords it's hest man in
1EORGE

koow about 8t. Jim's giving you their “dew,”
but I kpow somebody who'll jolly soon give
you their boot!—M. L.)

Cousin Ethel Tells
“Gem’s"” Hlstory

JACK BLAK]: S FIRST TERM,
A summary of the First 8t. Jim's Story
aver written.

I go right back to when the first story

appearﬂ! This was not in No. 1 of
the “Gem" Library. The “Gem ™ had not
yet commenced. The first yarn was merely
one of many of its kind in a popular serial
paper in 1906,

'Ihf- first \tnr) was mhtEe:] “Jack Blake
and was ale in the old

3 November 10th,

As Blake came along the lane—
introduced into the stories as a m-u hny
and Vynn, of the New
This famons trio were
strongly from the very -first
words which left Mr. Martin Clifford’s pen.

Figpins strode forward and looked the new
hoy up and down. Then he addressed Biake
in the authentic Figgian manner.

“Hallo!” he said. "And who are you,
young shaver?”

Figgins is only about a month older than
Blake, but, of course, that didn't matter.

“I'm Blake—Jack Blake!" was the reply
ggins receive
“How frightiully interesting
languidly turning to hiz chams,
is Bluke—Jack Blake!
Juck Blake!"

And the stupid three continued to tor-
mont the new boy on this feeble score until
George Herrles, the captain of the Fourth,
and his army arrived and pot the Rats to
route.

‘The New House master at this time was

Mr. Rateliff, and, as you know, he still
holds his appoinjment, but the School House
was under the charge of a Mr. Kidd; Mr,
Railton not having taken command until
Clavering was closed down, and he had his
scholars transferred to 8t. Jim’s. Thus the
New House boys were nicknamed the “ Rats,”
nd the School House boys were accordingly
own as the “Kids.
The #reatment Jack Blake received after
he had been at St. Jim’s about five minntes
was very similar to what a young Britisher
would receive if he cmigratéd to the back-
wooids of America, among the “b’hoys."”

Tlerries, Digby & Co. felt rather pleased
with the fellow who stood up o boldly for
the side he had hardly joined,
got along _excellently

X commencing this sma'l column serial
of the history of St. Jim's, I shall

'I.iﬂli

said Figging,
“His name
Mind you, Blake—

tr:
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arose over a little histery matier. Herries
insisted that it was King Henry the Fifth
who “dissected ” the monasteries.  Blake

said he had always been under the impres-
sion that it was Henry the Eighth.

For being so “obstinate ™ and “clever,”
Blake was painfully ragged. As he showed
no sign of agreeing with Herries' opinion,
the captain of the Fourth said he would
give “the obstinate pew kid” a licking.

When they were just ““getting down to
business "—anether Jack Blake expression—
the unpleasant voice of Monteith broke im.

James Monteith is the head prefect in the
New se, and his anthority is limited to
llm oeeups its of that side.

Herries did not welcome his intrusion, and
shook his clenched fist in the air, when Mon-
teith turned away. He was jursb a trifle too
auick, and the senior planced round. He
awarded the confused junior Qfty hncs—tn
take to the Housemaster that night!
I am sorry to say George Herrica w et
ing very vicious towards the new buy in
consequence,

Not many minutes afierwards an oppor-
tunity presenled tself for Herries to “get
his own back.” Blake wanted somebody to
show him the way to a room where he coukl
obtain a wash and a brush up. Herries lod
him to a smart little room with one bed
in it. He told Blake it belonged to the
porter, and that anybody could acquire its
unse. When Jack Blake was fairly satisfied
with the inprovement in his appearance, a
big, powertully-built fellow burst into ihe
room.

He was amared to see Jack Blake there,
.,uu‘l asked him what be was doing.

“Cleaning up. a bit!” said }il.aln cheer-
fully.  “Anyone can use tha old room if
they want to. don't mind!”

TIIB big fellow thep enlightened the jumior
that his name was Eric Kildare, the cap-
in of 8t. Jim's
“Pleazed to meet you, I'm smre.”
Blake, with his best bow.
your hair off, though!”

The mext thing Biah became the wiser
for was that this fellow chanced to own the
room.  But Kildare i a  good-natured
fellow, and he quickly grasped that the new
boy had been the vietim of a practical
joke.

That evening Blake found himeelf in the
wars again; Herries wanted to pat him in
his place with the gloves. With a large
crowd aronnd them, the two commenced to
fight. In two minntes George Herries was
stretehed out on his baek. Figgins, Kerr,

said
“But don't get

and Wynn realised it was a good oppor-
t":x"” to jeer at their rival.  And they
]Ic‘s sleepy

"He's tired!" said Figgins.
give the poor little kid a rest!"
The taust hurt Herries more than Blake's
fiste had dome, and be hopped up in a
twinkling.

Blake, the Tnvincible,
back to the floor agai
“He's sleepy 1 d Figgins. “Let
him have a nap! Hu!hdb)ﬂ. baby, on the
i ;tg)p when the wind blows, down you
w op 1"

promptly sent him

“He imagines he's in bed, and rising-bell’s
not  gone. Don't  disturb  his  ‘ickle
slumbers!™ said Kerr.

Herries was dragged slowly to his feet by
Dighy, and the first thing he did was to
kit Figgins biff on the nose. He punched
#0 hard that it brought a rush of water to
his cyes. The next minute School House
and New House inmiors were loeked together
in & deadly scrimmage It was again
quelled by Monteith and Kildare. Next
day ])Lzlu- accigently kicked a football faidy
ith's face.  Blake

which to

t incident
Blake during his frst week was when he

happened

was in  Monteith's study, wai
chance to pay the senior out. He overheard
a plot between Monteith and Sleath to make
Kildare lose o

eyes to the true state of affairs, and with
<he result that it meant a plorious win for
the House Jack Hlake had been fated to
enter when he first came to 8t. Jim's.
COUSIN ETH

{To be continued in next weel’s St.
Jim's New
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fHaE“ I'N_VISIBLE HAND

though John Sharpe's mission would ke
crowned with success.
But even now the resourceful and desperate

Iron Hand was not beaten.

He bad still another card to play.

. In the hold of the ship where the gang
had been imprisoned was a large box of
earpenter’s tools, and the sight of these at

suggested an in the [fertile
imagination of the leader.
t his orders a nm-nber of th
d to bore holes in the ﬂonr u! the

.

** What's the idea?” asked Potsdam, who
had oot yet grasped the reason for this
strange procedure.

Tron Hand gave his second-in-command a
glamce which seemed full of plt} for such a
I.mt of intelligence on his part
z “ The ~sh|p will start to 5ink“ he replied,

and I'm gambling on the chance that
Sharpe will ha\re sufficient humanity to invite
us on deck. It's every -man for mimself, you
know—that’s the law of the sea on a smhng
ship—and we're about a dozen men to threc

Most of the gamg agreed that this was
a brilliant idea on the part of their leader.

ut the cringing, cowardly Potsdam was
nervous.

A What if they leave us to drown like
rats?” he asked, white with sheer funk.

!ron Hand Iaughed confidently.
They won't!” he replied. * Sharpe‘s
British I

This was sufficient to restore cc
even in Potgdam. He knew it was not the
British way to let even criminals, such as
they were, to drown wlthouc putting forth a
. hand to save them. this the  gang
went on with their job with mcreased vigour.

| His Last Triek. |
HILE Iron Hand and company were
Wrbuay trying to sink the ship in

which they had been imprisoned,
i hope  that,

the Sharpe’s

humamly would cause him to release them,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

poor Anne Crawford was-in great peril.

‘There was an agonised expression on the
face of the victim of Iron Hand. Her feet
were already banging in the water, and in
a short time now the barrel would be
empty, and the unfortunate. girl would be
drowned. Thus would the revenge of the
w]Tlnmcus ln:ader ot the iang\ be eomplcte

Sharpe was now bhe capta}n &od his ineada,
Captain West and the police Chicf the crew,
bad put to sca..

Unknown to the detective, Mr. Burnett,
the head of the Secrct Service, was hasten-
ing towards them in Jthe cutter, manned by
Marines.

Burnett had scanned the borizon in an
effort to locate the vessel which he had good
reason to believe Iron Hand was employing,
and his- glasses had only just shceecderl n
picking her up,

But he did not know that wily John
Sharpe had forestalled him, and had already
bagged the whole gang.

BSharpe, on deck, would neot be taking
things so easily had he known what was
going on with such feverish energy below.

The cirele of holes was complete, and Iron
Haund s back and surveyed his bandi-
work. Already the water was gushmg in.

‘The leader looked ahout for a heavy
bamier, and then koocked out one of the
planks at the bottom of the vessel, and a

big columm of water rushed in. All was
now ready.
There was ne time for delay. It would

not he long before the
serious condition, and Iron
wish to go dowa with her.
first time the full consequences of bis
action dawncd upon him.

What if bis judgment of John Sharpe
proved incorrect, and the detective refused
to save him and Lis yang? Sharpe had no
reason to show any sympathy towards him.
He quH.e realised that; nevertheless, he
bhad a fecling that his sumrmng up of the
detective’s character would prove the right
one.

He rarcly failed in his judgment of men.
It was one of his greatest assets

vessel was in a
Hand had no
Then for the

19

The men on deck. paused in their convers
ion.

sai

“What is that noise?” asked Shiirpe.

Captain West and the police Chief lis
tened intently. A loud knocking at the
batchway of the cabin could be distinetly
heard.

Sharpe at once walked over to the place
where the noise came from.

“What is it you want?” he demanded.

The detev:tn‘e had. vls:ona of a ruse. He

th on the
part of lrun Hand to rcglln his freedom,
and he did not lutend to run into any un-
necessary ri risk.
*The vessel’s epruug a leak and is nlllng
with water fast!” the leader shouted out.

He was now feeling distinctly  mervous,
and he was wondering whether he would be
released in time. 'he rest of the ga:lg
ecrowded around the hatchway. They
wmled eagerly for the detective's reply.

“The_boat will siuk in less than half an
hour. Let us out, for Heaven's sake!” was
Iron Haud's piteous a R

As he spcke he could wvot refrain from
glancing towards his second in command,

otsdam, in order to see what he thought
of his chief’s clever ruse.

But Potsdam was too alarmed to pay
any compliments just then.

Sharpe and the others were very much
surprised when they heard this news.

The detective immediately ran to the side
of the vessel, and. looked over. He could
eoon see that therc was something wrong
with her. She was much lower in the water
t.hau was right, and the boat listed to one

Nm Hand s correct!” muttered Sharpe.
"“e shall bave to lct them out. It will be
cold-blooded murder to lvave them below
to drown!

The othera agreed with ihe proposal.

It was unfortunate, bui it was the only
thing to be done under the circumstances.
1f the ship were going down, and ere
seened to be nothing else. for it, then. the
prisoners must be given their chance What-
ever suspicion there was agaiust them, they
were still unconvicted.

- To Le continued.
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Read the # St. Jim’s
News?* which ap-
pears in this issue.
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Another Splendid Portrait Study Next Week,




