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My Dear Chums,—

We all knew what feuds will acconr
plish—on -the good side, of course, for
the really bitter feud, which, by the way,
is generally about ;ust nothing at all,
is one of the worst, and also the ulheut
things out. But the steady rivalry which
exists between the School House and the
Mew House at S8t. Jim’s, is distinguished
by real good feeling in the main, and not
a little romance. .

1 have some fine yarns coming in
which this subject is tackied with all
Mr. Martin Clifford’s piled-up tact and
skill. The guthor is the chronicler of it
all, and M.C., otherwise Martin Clifford
(the letters also stand for Master of
Ceremonies, and that fits in well), is a
positive conjurer at giving the real

scene, and making his tales hum with.

life.

Feuds at St, Jim’s are, broadly speak-
ing, as cheery affairs as the disputes in
the jolly old days-when Knights were
bold, and supped together afterwards
when the fighting was finished with for

0505005

the day. And then, there were many
sound, useful things born of feads
between good fellows, which come back
in later years, and leave a mighty plea-
sant spirit behind them, just because of
the friendship cemented through the
misunderstanding.

But all that is puiting the cart before
the horse. There are studies at St
Jim's which risk horrible conflagra-
tions just because of the smouldering
resentment entertained by the residents
against certain cads. For we have cads
at St. Jim's, as in everywhere else.
Luckily, also, we have Tom Merry, and
Tom Merry, & fellow who can win a

Jtenner at a profassinn:l boxing-show, is
not te be sneezed at.

To oblige me, keep vour eye open fnr
the new serial, ** The Valley of Surprise.”
The title fits' the yarn iike a glove.
know, from scores of letters | receive,
that a great numbur of my readers like
real adventure serials. Never listen to
people who take 4 ** fed-up " view about
exploration, and declare there is nothing

else wonderful te be explored in the
world. The more that is discovered, the
more there is left to be found out.

As you will observe, the usual strong
features are bodming along in the old
paper in great style. Under Tom
Merry’'s capable editorship, the * St.
Jim’s News ™ is steadily bringing in new
readers. Natuully, the supplement.can-
not do everytRing. When one gats
requests, a;iq}t" did this week, to supply
lists of all boys at tha school, one
feels one is up against a sheer impossiT
bility. We cannat have catalogues, and
so we must hang this matter up, as the
paperhanger says.

You will find this number right up tp
the knecker, as the saying is. 1f some of
my chums find that | have not so far
fallen in with their ideas as regards new
features, that is merely because of lack
of space. But keep your eyes on the
“ Gem,” and get next week's numbey
-early, before they ‘are all sold out!

YOUR EDITOR. &
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Tom Merry ¢

Trip!

A Grand Long Story of the Chums of St. Jim's, telling of their unexpected
visit to London. By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

CHAPTER 1.
Startling News !
“ AW-AW-AW! I'm tired!”
‘Thus Tom Morry, the captain of the Shell Form
at_St. Jim’s, Manners and Lowther his chums,

' blinked wearily at their leader.

“You're not the only ove, Tommy " said Manners. “I'm
feeling as drowsy as I can be.”

“Blessed if I know how to hang her !” said Monty
tmwthe'!;. “Give me a gentle knock, Tommy, just to liven
me up.

Biff {

Tom Merry obligingly raised his foot, and planted it
forcibly in the rear of Monty’s person.

“ Yaroooogh !’ howled Lowther, “I didn't tell you to do
that, you ass!” . -

“Well, %ou wanted livening, didn’t you?” chuckled Tom
Merry. ““Besides, we’re just going down to footer, and 1
thought_a little practice thrown “in wouldn’t do me- any
barm. Never mind. Monty. Let's go along and dig out
those Fourth Form asses.” . .

The Terrible Three went along the Fourth Form passage.
They were dressed in footer arb, and, despite a little
heaviness about their eyes, they looked the picture of healthy

bc»fhmd.
t was Wednesday afternoon, and the School House were
playing a House match with Figgins & Co., of the New
House. The time for kick-off was almost d'ua, and Tom
Merry, the skipper of his side, was collecting his men
together.

“Blake and the others ought to be ready,” he said, with a
frown. “Perl they’ve got that tired feeling we are
suffering from. But footer’s footer, and they mustn't slack.”

The Shell fellows kicked n the door of Study No. 6
without ceremony, and entered. Then _tlhey stood mx:l:l nt.ill

in amazement; for their-eyes a P

Jack Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy were sprawled
in various. attitudes all over the study. Their eyes were
closed, and their chests heaved with deep breathing.

Heavy snores echoed through the rcom. The chums of
Study No. 6 were all fast asleep. Tom Merry gasped.

“My only hat!” he ejaculated. “The—the lazy bounders!
Why, they aren’t even in footer togs! Here they .are,
snoozing | Snoozing, mind you, when they’re expec down
to footer 1"

“ It's the giddy limit!" said Monty Lowther.

Tom_Merry strode forward and stirred Blake, who was
lying in an ungraceful attitude in the armchair, with a
crésket stump. ‘ . .

roooooogh I" muttered Blake sleepily.
_“Wake up, slacker !” said Lowther, digging Herries in the

ribs.

Snor-rre!

;I‘he chums of Study No. 6 were certainly very much
asleep. g

Tom. Merry .ingerted the business end of a pin in Blake's
calf. Blake kicked out, and his foot caught Tom Merry in
the chest. . Then he leapt from the chair, and both collapsed
on the floor together.

“Yoooooop !” roared Tom Merry. .

“Yow-ow-ow!” moaned Blake, sitting up dazedly and
rubbing his calf. “Wh-what was that?’

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Manners and Lowther.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was awakemed by the simple
expedient of pouring water down the back of his neck.
The noble swell of St. Jim’s struggled up with a series of

asps. - .- - -
¥ “Gwoooogh! Lowthah, you howwid beast-——"
“ Get up, larybones!” said t .
ishing forefin, l'.'b D'Arey. “ This is footer-time, not bed-
r 1™ g

time, rememl

Lowther, wagging an admon- |

) Augusf

-astonishment.

“Bai Jove! I'm all wet and howwid!” gasped Arthur
ustus. “Lowthah, I shall have no othah wesource but
to give you a feahful thwashin’ I” .
“Oh, pax, Gussy—pax !" implored Lowther. “We're in a
fngilt ul hurry to get down to footer.”
““Gweat Scott! I had forgotten all about that, desh boy !
‘Tom Merry, with an exaspera snort, whirled Herriex
off the chair on to the floor. Herries woke up with a howl.

“The same treatment for Digby !” said Tom Merry grimly.
“We can’t allow this slacking in the ranks!”

& 1" wailed Robert Arthur Digby, as he smote
the study floor with a terrific jolt.

The chums of Btudy No. 6, now awake, stood up and
glared at the Terrible Three,

“VYou set of slackers!” said Tom Meﬂ'i severely. ‘ Had
you forgotten we’ve a footer match on with Figgins & Co.?"

“Great &ip'! So we have!” exclaimed Blake, rubbing his

es. “Well, I'm jiggered! - Fancy us all going off to

eeﬂellke that! Blessed if I can understand it! There's
no heat to make us drowsy—in fact, the weather is rather
chilly. It's jolly queer!”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D'Arcy, polishing his monocle.
“I’m afwaid we were all dwowsy, and forgot all else, Tom
Mewwy, deah boy.” ° 5 X

The Terrible Three glared.

“Well, buck up and get: into your footer rig-out, you lazy
cuckoos!” said the School House skipper. *‘ I expect Figgins
& Co. will be waiting for us.” 2 .

Within five minutes the heroes of the School House were
all descending the stairs together. They “rounded up"
Talbot, Cardew, Kangeroo, Clifton Dane, and a few others,
and went out into the quadrangle. .

They arrived on Little Side in time to see a weird proces-
sion come up. Figgins and Kerr, of the New House, were
carrying a stretcher between them. On that stretcher lay a
fat re in an attitude of repose.

Snore! Snore! Snore! i

Fatty Wynn—for it was he on the stretcher—was slumber-
ing noisily. His untuneful snores awoke the echoes. Red-
fern, Owen, and Lawrence followed behind, grinning.

“My only sainted aunt!” exclaimed Tom Merry,

What the merry dickens—"

“What's up with Fatty?” inquired Blake.

Figgins and Kerr stopped. *

“The fat bounder was tired, and refused to come down to
footer,” he said, “so we fetched out this giddy thing from

the Scouts’ store-room, shoved him on it, and fetched him

in

~down. -Just gaze '.nl:.e‘;;hn image! He's as fast asleep as

though. he were in "
Snorr-rrr-rre ! i o g
Figgins and Kerr upturned the stretcher, and pitched their
plump chum on to-the turf. Fatty kicked sleepily, gave a
grunt, rolled over, and then slumbered on ! : %
The other juniors gazed at the Falstsff of St. Jim's in
considerable amazement. 5 3 by
“Well, carry me home to die, somebody !"* gasped Figgins.
“He—he's actually asleep still I'
- Fatty Wynn, reclining on the
cordantly. The others chackled.
Redfern picked up a water-hose with which Taggles had
been watering the hedge near by. Monty Lowther oblig-
ingly turned on the water, and Redfern sent a strong
stream of wetness all over Fatty. ~
Sizz-zzz-zzz. !
“Yerrugh !
with amazing suddenness,

grass, snored away dis-

-¥ah! Oooooch!” howled Fatty, jumping up
“Wharrer you up to? Grooogh!

Keep that lunatic off I”

“}Ha, ha, ba!” L
« Are you awake now, Fatty?” inquired Redfern.
“VYooooh! Yes, you ass! Grooooogh!” -
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.in- mid-field. The School

noont” he exclaimed.

£ 3 Our Wondcffu! New Story, “ The

“Oh, good Mg |5

Mont er turned off the water. Fatty Wynn
mgppe at his wet hair, -and glared. at his grinning chums.

“You—you blitherers!” he shouted. “Can’t you let a
fellow rest? I'm tired out! But still, if T must play footer,
I suppose I’d better. Stop that silly ucklmg, you burbling
cuc]mo-. and let’s get on with the washing I

Haven’t you_ had enough of the washing, Fatty?”
inquired Monty Lowther sweetly.
“Oh, rats!” said Fatty Wynn crossly.
The juniors chuckled, and went on to the footer ground.
Soon both teams were assembled. .Tom Merry and ging
tossed for ends, and the New House Captain won. He

elected to play with the wind.
Ph 1

Nomg of the Sixth, who had consented to act as referee,
blew his whistle, and the match commenced.

Tom Merry and his fal]uw forwards attacked hotly, but
Figgins & Co. were equally game. arp struggle ensued
ouae fa!lows stmve hard to drive
the ball down into the New House territory. They found
it a more difficult task than they had expected. Canm-
quently the backs and the goalies had little, if nothing, to

0.

Suddenly, Tom captured the ball m a break-away,
and swept down the field wxd: it. “"I“’i: on% of leg and
fleet of foot, charged him, but too !ate. ] went over
t6 D’Arcy. Gussy saw en coming to him, and ed
the hll Talbot, who in his turn passed neatly to Tom

It was a splendid exhibition of n c.enm working in unison.

'om Merry, with the rwards beaten, took ﬂ
Iqu down the field in grand aty!e. He_slithered past
ks, and then Fij

ing gave a yell.
Reddf' Lawrence ! out !”

But the backs did not n.ppeu to hear. Dick Redfern lnd
BWIence were on the grass, and & to
pe !fu thy slumbering. Tom Merry whipped by them wsul

1:] 1]

“Fatt; o shrieked Figgins. “ Fatty—look out!”
But Fatty Wynn did not look out. The corpulent
seper was leaning the left post, his arms fol dad
his eyes closed, and there was a serene, plmld look on_ his
plump face. I“atf.y was slumbering agamn!
1&’ Tom Merry took an easy shot, and the ball ro]led
mtoGﬁhci ln.at. There wWas & roar.
“(oal I’ s .

g'lm rushed 'up to Redfern and sllrred him
jumped up, ruhhmg his eyes.,
ibean asleep ?” he

“ Asleep " howled rgins. *Of course you hnvel Aslee
on the footer field, mind youl Get up, Owen! I—T’
‘murder you » .

Owen jum; l.wmng and stretching himself.

“Yaw-aw- uwl"“‘ﬁe exclaimed. “Goodness knows what
possessed me go to sleep

ins stmde over to Fal.ty

Wynn, grasped that fat
;j snub _nose between forefinger and
it

th umb,

““Yaroooooog] ah I* ronrad Fatty, returning 10 the land of
harsh roal:t o by dose, you rodder !”

“T've half a mii to wrmg your neck !” howled Figgins,
shaking a brawny fist at the sleepy gootkeeper. “Do you
know ynu ve let. B pass whlle you Ve been snoozing 7™

d Fat

LY,

Figgins ll.rocre imci: to the centve line, breathing threats
of battle, murder, and sudden death to any of his team
found s]uznberlng again.

Play was mu.med and ﬂuu ume Figgins & Co. took the
offensive, - -

There was & Bparl,an atmggle after which the dogged

New House lenders broke through. Then it me applnm
that the School House defenders were looking sleep;
tired, Reilly came to attack Kerr, but his charge hag onl
half its ‘power.” Kerr slipped past easily. and Reilly was
left rubbing his eyes and yawning.

-'“Buck up, Lowther!” roared the School House feﬂowa
round the ropes.

Monty was running to capture the ball, but his move-
ments were slow and heavy. He lurched clumsil sily up to
Kerr, missed, an to the ground. There he lay,
and, r & fow prodigious went right off to sleep.

Next minute Kerr had ki e ball, and there came a
del: htad ’yeil from the New- Hause ]umom.

Tom Marry looked: desperate.
“What the dickens is t}m m‘.:tter \uth ;!l .]iE this_after-
*“I'm having a ard job. to
shake off my drowsiness. There mngl. belmiaﬂnng ,l‘l)h the |
Wake up, Monty! What's the matter?”
GEx LinraRy.—No. 712,
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Valley of Surprise,” Starts Soon!

“Yaw-aw-aw!” said Lowther, mmg slowly to his feef
and rubbing his eyes. “I feel tired out! Yawmw-nw L2
- Play was resumed but thoﬂgl‘lyen appeared to be all
suffering from drowsiness. As us D’Arcy, was
offside, and eur{.:ody noticed it. But referee’s whistle
did not sound. ey looked at North, and saw him sitting

on tGha bmlch-l:ae noddmg. i “The—thie gidd
“Great pip! 'gu;pod Tom erry. e—the y
referee’s going to It’s amazing !”
’I‘hu players all cm\vdad round the touch-line,

here,” said Figgins, “I reckon the best thing fo
do is to postpone ame. We're all suffering from tired-
mess, for some unearthly reason or other. Yaw-aw-aw! I
want to to sleep! E’mtt.y chilly weather, too! What-

ever can the matter?

“Goodness knows!” replied Tom Merry. “ Yaw-aw-aw!
My eyes do feel heavy. We'd better do as you suggest,
Figgy. Chaps, the match is off. We'd better all clear of
to_the swimming bath and have a di

But even a swim did not serve to Envs off their aieepl-

ness. Eva;ybody at 8t. Jim's seemed to be suffering from
the same drowsy feeling. When the. chums of the 1
House went mﬂyoorn for tea, with Figgi &; Co. as-their

guests, nd an mz:ng state of affairs there.

Percy Mnﬂlnh informed them that an outbreak of sleepy
sickness was rampant in Rylcombe, and that it had evidently
spread to 8t. Jim's, for Herr Schneider, the German master,
was down with it, and Mr. Lathom, the master of the B‘uurﬂ:
had_been asleep all the afternoon, and the combined efforts
of Mr. Railton, Kildare, Darrell, and Rushden had been
unavailing to rouse him.

A notice appeared on the board later on, saying tlmt all
boys would remain in Big Hall after call-over t evenin
Great was the excitement and curiosity when the Hens
an imposing figure in cap and gown, stood up and rapped
with hmmer for silence.

"Boys," he uld, m a $mat, grave vo:oe
sleepy sick in
fear, from various mduzhonx around me, tlut the trou
is hi{ely to spread to the boys of this school. I consider i
.f bounden duty to prevent any such calamity from be-
falling Jim’s, so, after consulting with the Governors,
I ha.ve ecided to close the School ‘until the danger of an
epidemic is past.” 2

There was :hbm of excitement.” Bt. Jim’s 15 be closed!

. Au you know,
and I

‘What about
“QOrder! Order! npped Kildare & Co., the g refocts;
The s of St. Jim's waited breathleuly for the Head's

next wo

“As mg-rda the disposal of the pupils,” snﬂ Dr. Holmea,
looking round over the rims of his spectacles, u'h;:mkms
arrangements with the headmasters of various schools near
or in don, for the accommodation of & certain numl
of boys each. The school will be closed as from Monda;
next. Boys will be not!ﬁec% as to whwh schools they wil

be_transferred to. Dis

8t. Jim's was astounded. Never before had such a course
been taken at the old school. They were all to leave St.
‘Jim’s for a little while, and live at other schools in London!

“Bai Jove!” exclaimy rthur Augustus D’Arcy, ad just-
-ing his monocle and regarding his chums seriously. is
has weally sent me into quite a fluttah! It's wathah ot'.en
havin’ to leave St. Jim’s, iet on the othah hand, it will be
Wﬂtlﬁ&!l wippin’ to have a holiday spent in London |”

“Hear, »

“¥Yes, there is that Eo it,” said Tom Merry ahoughtfully.
“But I wonder all be distributed? Jolly rotten
if w(e)bure aepmtodl

bs! Yes, rather”

The elmmq' of 8t. Jim’s was the sole topic of oonvemhon
at the school that night. Fellows discussed it in bed, and
did hot go to sleep until quite late.

Next morning everybody looked eagerly ut. the notice
board, but there was no fi er information. Scimm & Co.
arrived from the New House to inform the ool House
fellows that Mr. Ratcliff, their hated !Jeadmasber was
‘down » with sleepy sickness.

Figgina & Co. imparted that news wu'.lz considerable
cheerfulness. Fatty Wynn even went so far as to say that
he hoped Ratty would never wake up again. Mr. Railton,
t,he ousemaster of the School House, informed the chums

of the Lower School that the best would be done so that
they should be kept er. They would not, of course,
take plrt. in the work of the other ool.

The object of their transfer was just to give them a holi-
day, and allow them to enjoy the fresh, open air as much
as possible. Then the lists were pubhafaed and were read
vnt great excitement.

“Hurrah !” yelled Blake. * We're all right, Tommy!
Most of we Fourth and Shell fellows are staying together
_at Magdalen Sd:ool Edmonton. That's London, of course!”

P Ohﬁ :ﬁmﬂlnﬂy done h]n buﬂ :



Next Week's  Gem * Will Be Better Than Ever 5

Practically all the juniors of the Shell and Fourth were

oing to )gsgdaian échool. The fags were transferred in
Eslches to various grammar schools at Wimbledon, Brixton,
and Hammersmith. Kildare & Co., the mighty men of the

Sixth and the Fifth-Formers were staying at a college in

South Kensington. . A e
“Well, that's ripping !" said Tom Merry enthusiastically.
“We sha'n’t be separated, after all! "And we're going to
have a real good time in London, aren’t we, chaps?”
“ What hol"
Figgins & Co. were well pleased. " . 5
“8? course, it's pretty tough luck, having to dig with
you School House freaks,” said Figgins airily. “ But we
must grin and bear ib,- I suppose.” S =
“you'll have to bear something else in a tick, Figgy,
and T'll warrant-you won’t grin!” said Tom Merry darkly.
“Take this tip in time—if you New House wasters give us
any trouble, we'll turf you out of your lodgings and send
you to the casual ward!” .
* Look- here; you cheeky worm——"" began Figgins hotly.
“Pa¥, my infants—pax!” said Ralph Reckness Cardew

chidingly. ~ “Let not your sngry'Puuiom rise, y'know,
Might as well while away the fleetin’ hours by doin’ some
Necessar; kin’,"”

y packin’.’

“ Yaas, that's wathah a good ideah, deah buz;‘_"

“Thera are heaps of things we shall find to do in London,”
said Blake. . *We must visit the Zoo, and Madame
Tussaud’s, and the Tower, and. all sorts of places.”

“Not to mention Petticoat Lane on Bun
chuckled Lowther. , i

“Ha, ha t* )

Everybody looked forward eagerly for Monday fo arrive.
‘And most of them sent home urgent requests for money.
They aclil intended having a good time during their holiday
in London. ]

y m'oming!"

CHAPTER 2.

Nearly Left !

“ "EADY, deah boys?” - :

: Tom Merry & To. and Figgins & Co. were

congregated on the School House steps. 'Their

luggage had been taken on in advance l:fha motor-

lorry. They were travelling to London by train. e others
were following by a later train.

“Weady, deah boya?” inquired Arthur

‘Augustus.
.4 Ready—ay, ready!” said Tom Merry

cheerfully, “By jingo, Gussy, what a
gaudy wiintmas’you’ve' t on! It licks
all the others into the shade! dear!

I must look away! It hurts my eyes!”

“Weally, deah boy—"

“The chuckle-headed chump has taken
most part of the morning to dress him-
gelf I growled Blake. = *“What with
selecting ties to match the colour of his -
socks, and fancy waistcoats to give a good
colour blending, I'm getting fed up.
Gussy’'s tgl:in{ all his tailoring emporium
to London. suppose we shall see him
parading  down Street  to-
morrow {"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Weally, Blake, T must wequest you
to apologise!” said Arthur Augustus,
with asperity.

His chums cackled. They loved pulling
Gussy’s leg. . . Blake \mgged a’ warning
forefinger at his noble chum.

“ Wwill you promise not to mash any of
the London flappers, Gussy?” he sai
solemnly.  *‘ Remember we are going to
be responsible for you, and keep you
under our wing. We're not going to
allow you to get smitten with any fair
maidén’s charms. We know how sus-
ceptible you are.” Y -

“Good word that, Blake !” said Monty
Lov ther approvingly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘Arthur Augustus was looking quite
wrathy.

Regent

The headmaster of the Magdaien Schooi is sending a motor-
coach to meet you at Charing Cross, and you will arrive at
r:-ur new quarters in time for dinner. It 18 hardly necessary
or me to ask you to be on your behaviour, and leave
behind a favourable impression of Si. Jim's and its pupils.”

“Yes, rather, sir!” E

Mr. Railton smiled, and watched the juniors as they trooped

out through the gates.
A tall, lankg, bony fellow came dashing out of the House
just as the others passed through the gates. Tt was Herbert
Skimpole, the brainy man of the Shell. Skimpole had two
huge volumes under his arm. Skimpole was always delving
into huge volumes.  Weighty tomes were unto him bread
and meat for the brain.

“Stop !” cried Skimpole, sprinting across the guadrangle.
“ Wait for me, my dear fellows! I—gl am coming!” .

Tom Merry & Co. glanced round and saw Skimpole coming.
They grinned. .

“Here's Skimmy—late as usual !I” chuckled Tom Merry.
“Let's give him a run down to the village! It will do the
weedy uﬁd cuckoo a chunk of good !”

“Right-ho 1" .

L;l‘hs 8t, Jim's juniors started running along the Rylcombe
ne.

“Buck up, Skimmy!" roared Blake, over his shoulder.
“We don’t want to miss the train! Put & spurt on, man!”

“I—I can’t!" gurgled Skimpole, hugging his two volumea

him. “These—these books act as an impediment to any
swift locometion! There is no necessity to accelerate your
pace, my dear fellows! We have amplo time!” "

: But Tom Merry & Co. trotied onward. Skimpole, pufting
like & grampus, followed as quickly as he was abfu.

By this time they reached Rylcombe Station the luckless
genius of St. Jim's was quite hot and breathless.

*“Groooooogh !”” he gasped, dropping his weighty books to
the ground, and mopping his large forehead with a handker-
chief. “I—I told you there was no urgency as regards time,
my dear fellows!  The train is not due for another five
mtautes !”

“Go hon!"” grinned Tom Merry. “It’s always best to be
on the safe side, you know, Skimmy! What on earth have
you brought those two books for?™

“J intend further perusing them during our enforced

Mr. Railton, the popular Housemaster

“ Yarooh!* roared the gentleman,
Skimmy had let

leaping to his feet. My corn!

go Professor Bailmycrumpet’s volume

on Determiniam, and the nrginhly tome had crashed on the irate gem-
! Red dist a7 "

of the School House, came oui of the
xﬁgﬂr. He smiled good-naturedly at the Yow-ow-ow !
5.
‘j"Weil, my lads, you had better get optiaor’y ;u""":
id. “The he said. 1

along to Rylcombe,” he said.
01

. str . 6
lently express my regret at this unlnrzunak ogocurrence !
-agsure you it was purely an accident!’

lear, dear sir, |

London train is due in ten minutes. I
hope you all have an emjoyable time.
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‘Skimpole, blinking

i

'§  Every Boy Ought to Read the Splendid Stories in the * Boys® Herald !

holiday, m Metry said Bkimpole, blinking through his
hugs eyeg| i are works to wlm;n I attach a great

deal of importance. ’l'inn first volume is a dissertation on the
doctrines of Dmrmmum, written by the celebrated P!vlm

Balmycrumpet—""
“Ign, ha, ha !” roared Tom Merry & Co.
le blinked.
“Really, my dear fellows, I fail to gemewe anx;m
tion for ti:nu unneem!y lavnt,y, he said -mildly. !esmr
almycrumpet is an authority on this subject. The othel
book ‘ia on the fundamental Emclp]ﬂ of Bocmhxm, by D:r

“Kim hon !” said the guard. *““None o’ your old buck I”
“Yaroooogh!” roared Skimpole, struggling. ** Desist,
rough Id.lowl Kindly leave me alone, or— Yah! w
Wow-wow ["
Bump!
e:landed on all-fours on the platform and spraw!ed
thoro m a verf undignified position.
- Thud,
The wurh of Professor Balmycrumpet and Dr. Dryasdust
came out after him, and the carriage door shat.
“Gromu;hl” ,Elnped Skimpole, struggling to his feet and
“The—the unreasonable man! I shall

Dryasdust. It is a book whicl d for
your Eemsal my dear fellows.’””

Tom Me & Co. chuckled They showed the tickets at
the station barrier, and thes i.nmﬁmd on to the platform,
Skimpole walking with a la.rge boolk tucked under each arm.

The juniors whiled away the time sampling the confents
of the automatic machines.

The train came in ten minutes late.

“Hurry on thera, please I"” bawled the g‘erter.

*“'This way, chaps !"" said Figgins. "Wo ew House fellows

are to have a carriage on our own!
ﬁlanqt goodness for that!” said Tom Merry. *It would
be horrible to have to share the same compartment with you
New House wasters all the vuyl ,There qught to be some
cattle-trucks on. the train for you!”
“Why, you—you cheeky mtter*ﬁ gasped Figgins.,

Kerr t his sleev:
“Train’s pralty full, F:ggy ” he said. “We can’t afford
wasters. IM’

to waste time raggmg these School House
hop in here.”

nl mﬁemd hmuelf to _be led mto _the earnam
Tum d, and found carriages to

H.erbart Shmpule blinked round him, and climbed into the
that was directly o ite. Tt _happened to be a
ﬁrs compartment, A luxuriously dressed man was
soated in the corner, smnkmg a cigar, as Skimpole entered.
The geniue of the Shell tripped over that gentleman’s feet.
;l"hym was .Y lvurd .
onnp 'ou clumsy young rascal !"
My P g Bh‘;npole. “Y am ever 80 sorry,
m; dmr sir} Pray aa:ej)t my sincerest apologies, an:

"Yamoooo h 1" roared the gentleman, -ianpmg to his feet.
For Skimmy had let go Professor Bo}myn 's volume on
Dohmmum, and the weighty tome had cr: on the irate

T My oom ¥ Yow -ow-ow |” he wailed, hopping about in the

earriage on one leg.

Sk:xmpnle looked dmtrmued %

., dear sir, I cannot m!ﬁcnmtl
ab ﬂm unfortunate occurrence " he
was purely an accident I”

“Get out, you dmiemu little lun.wc 1 bellowed the
injured p-rty ““You have no right in this carriage! I'll
w r you've only a ‘third’ ticket!™

impole sat down and blinked at the man.
"You are our estimate that I am the p

my

regret
‘assure you it

qu-a to mmunstnte or write a severe letter to the company,
“’Urry on, there!” ronred the porter,
Pheeeep |
“The guard blew ‘hu whistle, and the train eommencod to

move out of the sta
“Buck up, Blnmmy I” yelled Figgina “Youll be left

behind I

*Oh dear !” gasped the bewildered Genius of the Shell.
He bounded for the ﬁrut cm!rla e that came along. Tom

ars

They did niot relish

Tom

erﬁ graaped Skxmpolle ; mder.
on, you ass!” he gasped.
pagh o "Dud-don’t nleau your

hold upon me, my dear fellow] I—I shall f-f-falll”

Bump!.
ma%ole was dragged bodily into the carria, ]uat a8 tho
train passed under the signal-cabin bridge at the end: of

platform. Monty Lowther kicked the books out of Slnmpole s
arms, and grinned with great satisfaction when he ll:w the
volumes tuinblo on to the line.

paole. books! They have

fallen out ! m train, nxmhmll I cannot précs:d
without p”

“Here, Skiromy "

ol.ve that, communication-cord" alone,
said ’I‘om Merry. “You prl..ib chump:h You ought to ‘be

do e e T el 1w
1t} ou
=, °._,'"' “nﬂ 5"’“‘ iy "m Auf';u-‘:’ﬂ Pany. “g

o

_your brains wera sufficiently

loped you derstand,” be m:d. ““ However, it i3

too much to expect, 1 iur, from such depraved and vulgar

minds such as yours—'

"wm::lm«qm cheeky scallywag!” guped Tom Merry
'ray do not allow your wrath to rise, my dear Mer:

said the brainy man of the Shell, raising his hand. * d

my books nob nn!ununntely fallen from the tum I should

have much pl g you a few h of Prﬂ!asmr

nycrumpet’s 3 i i ith  a

on Evoluti Howuver, as that is lmpmnbla

in
of a i.hmi-cim tic] "’Bald the genius of the Shell.
The other blinked at S8kimpole, astounded. The wordiness
o_f tl'!? waedy achoolbog was more Hnn‘be eould u:lrkam.- d,

key I

“How dare you, ulk like that Yo mel  Get out

ﬂ: mrzm e immediately I”
his cherislred volumes on his bony knees
a_ud st ﬁrm
“i am wrry, but m m incumbent upon me to refuse your
quest, ear he said mildly, but deasively.
u Althou but. a hulder of a third-class ticket, I have as much
right in Eem
"G 3 Guard I yelled the irate old gentleman, leaning
t of the window and waving his gold-knobbed walkmg-

nk

“8ir?” gaid the guard, mmmg up. o

“Kindly turn this foolish young rascal out of here! ,This
is a first-class carriage, and be’u a third-class passenger!”

"Oh 1”” gaid the guard, a beefy man,

He glared at Herbert Skimpole.

“Qut o' there, young man!” he said grimly.
aliowed in 'ere! You oughter know that!”

“I am fully aware that the mercenary principles of the
company who own this railway edict that certain passengers,
upon paying an excess of fare, shall be entitled to share a

certain class of eomtémrtment set aside from the rest,” eaid

ough hfs huge spectacles; * but I scorn
the practice as being quite contrary to the principle of Man’s
Equality_to. Mnn. erafore, I refuse to vacate my seat in

this ﬂmage. Ho dragged
e

“You ain't

rd wasted no further time on words.
D‘i: e door, strode into the compartment, and gra
mpale by the scruff of his neck.
® GeM Lisramy.—No. 712,
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pplemor

now-—

"'I‘h_mtk ess I said Monty Lowther fervently.

s ly, F—

“You are & silly ass, Skimmy I said Tom Merry. *'Now,
we'll warn yon, immy! The very next hme ou mention
Determinism, Socialism, or any other ism, we gil p you!”

lmsolé blink
- m{ dear Merry, you are most unreasonable,”
only you set your mind on an unbiased ntudy

“Blnnp him!"” roared Blake. .

Skimpole was grasped in many hands and whu'led off his
seat. The herces of the Sch ool'v House raised their learned
.cll?olfellow on high and proceeded to bump him well and
truly.

Skimpole roared. .

Bump, bump, bump!

“There!” said Tom Merry at last.
g-st whenever yon start gassing, Skimmy!

“That's what you'll
So let that be a

rning
"Yooogln Yowp! Oh dear! Yow-ow-ow | said Skimpole.
heé) onward, and Tom Merry & Co., having
auppressed ihe eloquence of Herbert Skimpole, whiled away
the time in *“jawing” abont on,
CHAPTER 3.
In London.
CHAV‘EDN' GWOSS 1" said Arthur Augusius D' Arcy.
The lnng tum clattered to a halt in the great
railway terminus in the West End of London, and.
the St. Jim’s boya jumped on to the platform. They looked
round thems wikh great interest.



. various platforms, bous

Get a Copy-of This Week's * Boys’ Herald,” You Will Like It! 1

Tt was & busy, bustling, noisy scene in the large station.
Several trains, their engines hissing ercely, were at the
for different parta of Kent and

urrey.
“By jingo!” said Blake. “I could spend the whole day
here, looking at the trains, couldn’t you? There's the
Newhaven-Dieppe Boat Express.,”
o Tickeu,‘_Fleuﬂ" said tﬂ:etollscﬁur at the barrier.
im'

u’l;ha St. ’s ‘juniors crowded out into the hali of the
Al 1on, . »
-“What a busy place, bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, j g his monocle, and looking round.
“Yawoooogh! Oh ewumbs!™”

“Come on, Gussy!” said Blake, whirling along his aristo-
cratio chum. **Remember what I said "

“Weally, Blake, I—I— Pway don’t wumple my coat!
I'll come, i "

deal ¥y !
hArthur Augustus walked out of the station with his amused
chums.

“ Well, here’s London—at least, a little bit of it!” breathed
Tom Merry, as they stood at the corner of Villiers Street and
jooked down the Strand. *‘Busy, noisy old village, isn't it?
Just a trifle differen Rylcombe, you know.”

“Ha, ha! Rather!”
tor charabanc was waiting in the station-yard, and a

A
young, brown-faced chauffeur came up to the schoolboy party.-

Ha touched his cap respectfully.
“ s me, young gents,” he said.
8t, Jim'st"”
. “Yaas, wathab, deah boy!" said Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy.
"y sgppooe you have come to take us to H:gdaalan School?™
“ Yes, sir,” said the chauffeur.

. Tom Mcmg & Co. looked approvingly at the charabane,
“Trim old bus, isn’t it?" said Blake. “] say, ch;g.l. 1
‘don't relish another long ride after the train Lourney. e've
Tioaps of time. Let’s have a walk round for half an hour.”
“Yes, that’s a ripping idea!” said Fatty Wynn eagerly.
. “There wasn't half enough grub in that hamper we fetchod
with us, and I’'m feeling jolly ish1 I vote we have a
feed somewhere. All I've had i3 a rabbit-pie, half a dozen
or 8o jam:tarts, thres bottles of ‘gmgerupo?, four cre-'pn-buns.
some meringues, two a] , and chocolate.
" only hat!” gasped Tom Merry, looking at the Fal:t'u.ﬁ
of 8t.” Jim’s in wonder. ‘‘ You don'{ mean to say you've
room for any more, you—you fat boa-constrictor ? .
of room!” said Fatty, patting his ample waist-

#Are you from

us under his wing,” said Tom Me sweetly,. *“We'd
much rather look after ourselves, wouldin’t we, chaps?

“ Yea, rather!” p

The great Grundy sniffed.

 All right,” he said indeffandently. “If you like to
roam about and lose yourselves, don't !Llsnm me. 1'm going

up the Strand towards the Temple Bar.
“Ha, o

, ha,

Grundy glared at Wilkins and Gunn, who were laughing.

“ are you silly jossers grinning like Cheshire cats for—
hsy‘i; lﬁa dumnndec(i}. e

“ Well, you see, Grundy, the Temple Bar happens to have
been puilod down about twenty years ugo,"puid Wilkins
respectfully.

« And they wouldn't allow you in any other bar, Grandy,”’

i lonty er. es, how horrid it would look!"”
said Monty Towther. —  Bosides, how horrid look

“.0Oh, rats!” growled Gr\md% Heo motioned to Wilkina
and Gunn, and those two faithful henchmen of his followed
Grundy through the crowded Strand. 3

Tom Eo%(}o chuckled and went the other way.

“ H,gilo_! re's Trafalgar Square, and Nelson's Monus
ment,” said Tom Merry, as th:&g:oued out of the Btrand.

“ T wondah how tall it is, d ys 7"’ said D' Arcy.

- “ Lot me see. ' said Monty Lowther, with a thoughtful look.

I'm not much of a judge, but I should say that that monu-
ment was a great deal under two feet!" ;

“ Ass!” said Blake witheringly. * You'd be just as sensible .
to sa‘y two miles!” .

Y said two feet, dear boy!” replied Monty Lowther, with
a grin. _*' I mean Nelson’s feet, of course! I;ﬂ, ha, ha!”

._ But Lowther laughed alone. Tom MsrrL;t Co. groaned.
Monvtg‘n littie jokes seemed to hurt them. wther sighed.

i hat’s the use of a chap being witt, 7" he said.

* Do you call that witty 7" said g‘om erry politely.

“It's a jolly good joke!" smid Lowther warmly, “I'm
gomg.to put that into my comic column in the next number
of “8t. Jim's Weekly.” Now, what is the difference botween
my comic column and Nelsons—"" z

* Shurrup!” howled Tom Melli‘rg

Monty Lowther subsided. ey crossed the road, and
strolled down Whitehall,

 The H o 3 ' gai .
"I“Jla:ss.'?}r:eihﬁ:l?’ s, byl jingo!" said Blake, halting.

e St. Jim’s juniors looked admirin, at the stalwart,
mounted Guards, in their picturesque i‘uliifomn, glam?ng’
swords, cuirasses, and helmets.

. ! Plent:

£ "Z fellow must lay a solid founda-
tion, you Lnow!” 5

Tom Merry turned to the chauffeur.

“You don’t mind waiting, do you?"” he
said.  “We're gninql to have a stroll
round for a little while.”

#Very good, sir!” said the chauffeur.

The party of St. Jim’s juniors went out
into the Strand. :

“You chafps had better follow me,” said
George Alfred Grundy. “I know my
way about London. and there'll be no
chance of your getting lost, so long as
you keep with me, Lemme seo; what's
that large building along there on the
left ?- h, I know! The Natio
Gallery 1™

“Go hon!” said Monty Lowther. *I
was under the impression it was the
Hotel ., Metropole—at least, that's the
name outside, in large letters, Of course,
they may have made a mistake, and
labelled the National Gallery the Hotel
Metropole. You know best, though,
Grundy, don't you?”

The others chuckled, and the greab
George Alfred went red. i

 Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
at,” he grumbled. *“I must bave made
a slight mistake. Ah! There’s the
National Gallery over there—with the
large arch in {ront.”

“You ass!” screeched Tom Merry.
“That's the Admiralty!”

“ Oh!"” said Grundy.

He looked rather stupidly at his guide-
book. The others chuckled. Grundy
was such a certain youth. Grundy
imagined himself to be a mighty man,
and thought that he knew l_zveryl‘I:Iiag.

He was very high-handed in his

too; but on the whole was quite -
amusing. . His two faithful disciples,

Wilkins and Gunn, were with him. They

were inseparable from the great George

was gone, and
with ripe

The juniors looked spelibound at Grundy. H
his jacket was split up the back.
ymatoes mixed with gravel and dugt. A juicy tomato was

d her Ci 15 elmculated Tom

poised on his head.
Merry.

was a sight! His ocollar
His elnths: were plastered

“ @reat Ch P

«Where have you been, Grundy ?

fred,
1 don’t think we'll lat Grundy take
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8 ' Don’t Miss * The Valley of Surprise” — .

“ 8o that’s the War Office in there!” said Manners. *I'll
take a snap of that. Jolly lucky I thought of bringing my
camera.

Manners, who was a keen amateur photo, , took a
picture of the Horse Guards. Monty Lowtl r humorously

ted to Arthur Augustus D'Arcy that he should offer to
axu: ange his topper with the busby of one of the Guards,
saying that Gussy would look rather nobby in that headgear.
Arthur Augustus treated Lowther's m{g ion with the con-
tempt it deserved. He walked along itehall with his nose
very high in the air.

The 8t. Jim’s juniors went over to the Cenotaph, and, with
heads respectfully bared, admired that fine Monument io the

Fallen.
passed on frem the Cenotaj h, and then Tom Mer:

dlwovz:ed Downing Street or. the r?ghl.h:md side of the roa:]y.

“ That's where ia Prime Minister and all the nobs of the
Government live,” said Blake. \Vonde.r whether I shall
ever have a house in Downmg Btreet. 7"

“ Ha, ha! Some hopes!” .

 Here, where are you ng, Bkimmy 7 exclaimed Tom
Merry, as Herbert Skimpole detached himself from the party
and made for the entrance te Downing Street.

‘The (..amus of-the Shell paused and blmked rmmd

“I am going to seize this op‘gortumty to call upon the
Prime Minister, my dear Me"hr he said mildly: I have
frequently addressed letters to Lloyd George on various
subjects, such as winning the war, and Waste, but bave not

Rdla u-mgle reply to any one of my letters. Neither have 1
been able to see any signs that the {)nma Minister has taken
nny of my advice. "So I will go in and see him, and have a

serious chlt
famat pip!”
Tom Merry & Co. gasped.

“ You—you're going to have a serious chat with—with tbo

Prime Minister 1’ gurg!ad the captain of the Shell.

8kimpole nodded

*“ I am sure to :mpuss Mr. Lioyd George with my views on
"'1:"3:: ma%ﬂ: Shmmy shrieking ch " cried T

you eking chump!” cri 'om

Merry, as Sku:npo!e turned away. * You can’t run in and see
the Prime Minister. You’ll get into trouble!”

Skimpole did not come back. He was determined to see
Mr, Lloyd George and give him some fatherly advice.

¢ After the lunatic!” said Blake.

'I‘hegr ell rushed at Sklmpole and draewed him back.

‘ ¥oooop! Le; me, my dear fellows!” gasped
Skimpole. "I acsure you I shall not seck to browbeat the
Prime Minister! I intend merely to point out to him the
{undamenta] principles of—""

You’ %get it in the neck, Skimmy, if you don't s‘hup phg-

ing the at !’ .said Tom Merry severely.

suppose t! nrna Minister is ab. home. ’I‘en to one hau )n
the - House of C. Come along,
Skimmy! You wouldn’t. ,gat at f..loyd George, if you tried

from now till Doomsda

Skimpole gasped, but he went along quite docilely.

He bhad forgotten that the Prime ﬁmlabﬂr was probably at
the House of Commons. And even Skimpole saw the futility
of attempting to have a long, serious chat with Mr. Lloyd
Gaﬂr in there!

ere’s ‘old Big Ben!" said Talbot, as they came to the
end of Wh:iaha]l md saw tshe magmﬂnent buildings of the
t.

Houses of and Wi
"Why, he’s just at.mlu.ngl Twelve

Abbey adjoining.
o'clock

Big Ben boomed out its message, and when the last throb of
the twelfth clang had spent itself, Tom Merry drew a deep

reath.

* Wonderful old clock, isn’t it 7" he eaid. °

* ¥ou're right, Tommy said Monty Lowther solemnly.
L B Ben’s been here ever since it was a watch, hasn’t it 7"

h, dty up, you burbling ass!”

" The St. Jim’s juniors strolled back along the Embankment,
past Cleopatra’s Needle. Monty Lowther, of course, could
not resist sayin, unmethm%| humorous about that, He said
he'd like to see i thread that needle touk, and observed that
if that was the best needle the ancient ians could turn
out, “ no wonder Cleopatra had the need T’l" To which his
chums sniffed, and threatened to hurl him over the Embank-
ment into the Thames if ke did not ** ring off I

Passing along Fleet Street, or the Street of Adventure, as
journalists call it, the home of newspapers, they found it
thronged with people, all of whom looked with great interest
at the party of St. Jim’s juniors.

Merry chuckled when he saw various boys reudmg
the qu and the “Boys’ Herald.” Blake said it wouldn't be
a bad idea to run in and look. up. the editor of the Gem, But,
as Levison pointed out, the editor would probably be at lunch,
Besudes. it would he rather a “tall order ” for that throng of

to invade Fleet Honge without an invitation !

So rJ‘.om Merry & Co. pmeesded on their way up Fleet
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Street, admiring the liuge, magnificent building that towered
on their right—the Law urts. Arthur Angustus was very
interes| to sce various learned and keen-faced lgentlemm’l.
dremd in Aowing black gowns and with wigs on their heads,

from the Law Courts and walk across the road into the

I'em eoppomta .

 Barristers,” ained Talbot, with & wry smile. In the
days of the past, w en he was known as the 'off, Talbot had
had one or two intimate meetings with these wmgcd lawyers.
He led the way into the quict squares of the Temple, where
the jifdges and counsel had their chambers. "It seerned mar-
vellous that such a quiet and peaceful place could exist within
a stone’s throw from the roar and bustle of London’s busy
streets.

Having admired th2 Temple and its surroundings, the St.
Jim’s bays went once more into Fleet Street, and from thence -
into the Strand. There, the first bu)ldmg which attracted
their attention was Australisa House, that majestic, imposing
structure on the corner of Aldwych.

__King’s Col.lea} Somerset House, and Marconi House were
close by, and I had an interest for Tom Merry & Co. They
looked with deep interest, too, at the Savoy and Hotel Cecil,
and at all the shops in Strand. In so short a time ihey

seen many of the most famous places in the eat City of
London. Tondon was a vast place, and they looked forward

to their stug wlth keener anticipation, having had a pre-
hmmary lool

“haring Cmu agnm, my sons!” said Tom Merry. “M
!mt' ‘We've been over an hour walking round. But stil
we've enjoyed it."”

The charabane was still in the station-yard. The chautfeu?
was lookmg tnther impatient.

“Sarry to have kept you waltmg, old top,”
Tl i wel bo off now.”

hat t that feed?” said Fatty Wynn anx:ously.
* We ve only hnd some chocolate, you know, and-

“ Never mind about stuffing, Fatty ! said Flggme severely,
“Dinner will be waiting for us at the Magdalen School when
we srrive there. Fow long will it take, driver?”

“ About an hour’s run, sir,” replied the young chauffeur.

“QOh, that’s ripping !"

“Tumble in sona 1” said Tom Me: erry.

They * tumi)lotf” into the roomy charabane, and then dis-
wvared that three seats were unoccupied.

a Hpj;}hﬂl'" said Figgins. “ Where's Grundy and his hro
silly pals?

'om Mertry looked worried.
“What chumps we were to allow Grundy to
he said. London s mch a hdgn?lwe, and if
Blake su
pointed to a weird figure t!mt emerged from a taxicab
t}wt had just drawn up.

They looked—and beheld ‘Grundy.

George Alfred Grundy was a sight for gods and men and
little fishes.

His collar was gone], and his jacket was split up the ‘back.
His hair was dishevelled, and seemed to be sticking together
in great tufts with some mysterious substance. On luukmy,r
closer at the Shell fellow, the others discovered that Grundy’s
clothes were plastered with ripe tomatoes mixed with gmvel
and dust. A juicy tomato was poised on Grundy’s head.
face was dirty, and bore signs of rough usage. George Alfrzd
lonked a sorry spectxc]s mdeed.

reat Ch Col lated Tom Mei’ry, in
astonishment. “Where have you been, Grundy?”

* Grooo-hooogh 1" raid Grundy, wiping hn face with w
handkerchief. »
Wilkins and Gunn, both lookmg rumpled and d.lahgvelled

eme ed from the taxicab.

e silly josser took us up to Covent Garden, and ‘started
cheeking some of the porters in the market when t}}ey told
him to get out of the way,” explained Wilkins, cnderly
rubbing a bump on his forehead. “ ¥You know whet the
Cuvent Garden Market fellows are—they don't like’ bezng
cheeked, so they went for Grundy, and gave him a hi
time. We had the dickens of a Job to rescue him, an then
the bounders started pelting us with rotten tomatoes.. I had
to shove him in a taxi to get him away. Otherwise, he.might
have landed in Bow Street police-station for creatmg a
disturbance.”

“Ila, ha, hal”

“Yow-yow-yow |” said Grundy.
why didn’t you lelve me alone! I'd have mopped up the
market with "em in a little while. The rotters! Called me a
perky i kid, mind you! Me, a perky school kid—me—

Grundy !” 2

The great G‘ueor Alfred gulped. He was overcome with
the enormlti 13 md:gnmea he had suffered at Covent
Garden Market.

Tom Merry chuckled.

“SBerves ht, Grundy, for chipping in where you had
no right 1" Ee unf Now, get into the charubm We shall
be late, as it isl”

said Tom Merry, .

OE alone!”
's lost—""

“You silly ass, Wilkina,
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Grundy i into the charabane, and was followed by
Wilkins and Gunn. = : .

“Wight away, dwiveh!" said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
4 Let her wip, desh boy!”

The chauffeur nodded and grinned.

The charabanc moved out into the dense traffic of the
Strand, and threaded its way through the throng.of motor-
ommibuses, taxicabs, and other vehicles. i

They passed up through Ludgate Hill, and by 5.‘: Paul’s
Cathedral, from thence up d tch a glimpse of
the Guildhall, to the Mansion House, the Bank of England,

Ro;

and the Royal Exchange.
Not until the cha::gcme was wEBrbE'“ Moorgate was the
driver able to put on speed. N London was quickly
reached, and then, to the delight of the St. Jim's juniors, they
fairly tore along to Edmonton.

CHAPTER
Queer Cuslomer.

[ ALLO, dear fellows !”
H - These words were an elegantly-dressed

spoken by
th at the head of a party of about fifteen
youth who, 3

schoolboys, came up to the banc from the large
gates of Magdalen School, < .

This youth wore a topper at rather a jaunty angle on his
head. He was the most good-looking boy Tom Merry & Co.
had ever seen. His hair was and curly, and of a nut
brown colour, his forchead lofty, bis eyes a deep sea blue, his
features chiselled as with the delicate art of a master sculptor.
Tom Merry & Co. looked at him, and could not repress their
admiration of this youthful Adonis. Feor, in spite of his hand-
some looks and his stylish dress, the boy's face showed strength
o et o Tom Morry cheerfully, jumping down from

“ Hallo 1" sa 'om Merry ¢l , jumpinig down
the vehicle, followed by ':hrsy others of’tha party. “We are
the visitors from 86. Jim's.” = A 7

“Yes, we had a faint suspicion that you might be,” replied
the other, with a merry twinkle in his eyes. * Allow me to
introduce myself, a3 I am sure we shall have quite a lot to do

ﬁﬂ.\- during the coming week. I am Hugh Valen-
tine, the—er—captain of the Upper Fourth Form here. These
others are my—er—iried and trusted dug:eglea. I will infro-
duce them one by one, Step forward, Micky O'Mally !"

A freckled-faced Irish boy, with daredevilry and fun written
all over his quaint features, came forward, and bowed low to
Tom Merry%, Co. s

“ P an’ it's deloighted to see yo that I am intoirely,”
he said. pringfield—our Fo ster—took me harrp away
this mornin’, h"'—‘,’.‘."‘"i"’-‘ Oi would have given ye a tune!"”

a

“Ha, ha, !

"O‘ﬁully is the possessor of a harp,” explained Hugh Valen-
tine, with & grin. * He is generally harping upon it—when
it’s not in quetantine. The masters and ects usually con-
fiscate it on the average three times a week. They can’t stand
_Mick{‘el harp. But here is Anthony Woodhead—Timbernob,
in other words!”

over, he bounces,. He may be dropped from a wall twenty
feot_high, and be’ll bounce like a tennis-ball.”

“Ye gods!”

Hugh Valentine smiled. .

T “Fnlt, my sons, having introduced ourselves, let us show

“Timbernob is the only freak we
possess, and I'm sure you'll get to like us. Hal dere comes
Mallet, the Housemaster ! i

A short, dapper little gentleman, with a mortar-board on
his bald head and a profusion of whiskers on his face, bustled
up to the Enles of the Close. There was a smile of welcome
on his kind old . )

“ Good-afternoon, bof»—gond-uftemnon.’” he said. “¥You
have arrived at last! I am very pleased to see you! I hops
you have had a pleasant journey?”

“ Very pleasant, sir, thank you!” said Tom Merng.

you our school,” he said.

reat pleasure for me to see
you, lade! I am an old boy of St. Jim's! And not such &
_vaﬁrold boy, either—ha, hal”
. Mallet beamed again, and rustled away.

Hugh Valentine & Co. chuckled. :
*Good old Tommy !" said the Umur Fourth Form captain.
“We love our old Housemaster. 's a queer old stick, but
the right sort. He likes boys, and will do all he can to make
you comfy. You can play him up, too, and pull his leg no
end—though, of course, we don’t take Mirantage of that, only
when it’s necessary.'”

“Y see!” said Tom Merry, smiling. .
Su'!ll'hal St. Jim's boys walked across the Close of Magdalen

ool - -
It was a fine old place, built in the Gothic style of architec-
ture, and looked guite as old as 8t. Jim's. A splendid foun-

‘tain played in_the Close, and, in the distance, they could vee

wide, green playing-fields and two pavilions.
Tom Merry smiled his approval.
“You go in for sports a lot here—eh ?” he said. %
“Rather1” said Valentine, his handsome face taking on
an eager look. “You chaps will give us a game of footer, of

course ?

“Only too delighted!” said Tom Merry.

The boys of St. Jim's and Hugh Valentine & Co. were soon
on the best of terms.

gdalen School contained much of interest. Not the least

interesting was the Head himself, Dr. Philpot Chamberlaine.
He was a_huge, big-toned man, with eyes that danced merrily,
and a grin Pergetw.lly flickering at 5:3 corners of his large
mouth. Valentine gave Tom Merry & Co. some interesting
data concerning their Head. Dr. Chamberlaine had once
rowed in a Cambridge eight, been a championh cricketer and
footballer for his college, and a boxer, too.' He was still an
athlete, and took more than a passing interest in the school

games.
“There’s only one drawback to the Head being such a
mast,” said Bobby Marlowe, one of Valentine's closest
ums. *“ When he licks a fellow ""—here Bobby rubbed the
p?lm Jof his h”nnd! rather ruefully—‘“he lays it on like a

“Bai Jove |” gasped Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, grabbing his
monocle and jﬂgmm%:: it tighter Eigto his eye, the betier to
yiew Timbernob. .

“ Great pip !’ e&aculated Figgins. 5 ; .

“Mum-my word |” said Tom Merry, in & faint voice.

For Anthony Woodhead, who at first appeared to be rather
a short fellow, had suddenly grown ialler—in fact, he grew
even as they looked. By the time Anthonﬁlmd stopped grow-
ing he was well over six feet in height. He grinned at them
with a comical face, and wriggled his ears. Then his little
snub nose began to grow, until 1t was twice its usual size.

The St. Jim's juniors gazed at this extrardinary fellow in

gpeechless amazement, g

“ How do?” said Timbernob, and his voice almost. knocked
Tom Merry & Co. off their feet, for.it was loug, deep, and
reverberating. :

Hugh Valentine chuckled.

“Don't be alarmed, my dear chaps,” he said. *“Let me
explain that our friend Timbernob is endowed with an elastic
body. He can stretoh any limb he wishes. Just shake hands
with Tom Merry, Anthony, old glove!”

Anthony seered to shrink to something just over five feet,
and held out his hand. He was far enough away from Tom
Merry to be out of arm’s reach; but, to the amazement of the
8t. Jim's boys, Woodhead’s arm stretched and stretched, until
it was cﬁim half as long again as the left arm.

Tom Merry took the proffered hand tatlmrlgingezly, and
then, as Timb:m-_mbﬁrippad him, he gasped. ¥or there was
immense power in Timbernob's [,

“ Mum-my only aunt !”_fg.mgled Monty Lowther, blinking
at the schoolboy freak with something akin to awe. * Are
there any more at home like you, old bean?”

“Rather !" This time Antgon]’u voice was a mere squeak.
“My father is now earninlﬁethomds of pounds a week in-
A i on th bber Man.

—he app t as the
My brother also these ing qualiti

, and, more-

Tom Merry & Co. chuckled. They quite believed Bobby
Marlowe’s statement.

After a good dinner they were free for the rest of the day.

“Lucky beggars!” eaid Hugh Valentine, ooming into the
hall with a bundle of books under his arm. *We've got to
grind Euclid and Homer while you take it easy. Wish we
were free for the day!” . s .

“But I am, old buns!"

It was the peculiar squeak of Timbernob., The rubber-
limbed junior. waddled into. the hall with a smile upon his
face that stretched absolutely from ear to ear.

“Have you got_the aft off, then, Timb b2 de-
manded Evans minor. .

““What-ho I”" chuckled Anthony Woodhead. “Tommy gave
me permission to accompany our distinguished visitors to
London, if they had no objection to my coming. You see, I
am havmg”axh‘n touting, and an afternoon off won’t .do me

an
‘J"By Jove !
Tom Merry & Co. did nof quite relish the idea of having the

: queer-looking Magdalen boy with them,_ but they could not

say 8o, of course.
Timbernob put on a clean collar, and sallied forth with

the St. Jim’'s boys. =

Jack Blake happened to see a ely wink pass between
Anthony and Hugh Valentine.

He confided this knowledge to Tom Merry and Figgins.

“We'll be on our guard, then, in case t{m chump tries to
trick us,” said Tom Me; grim.iy.

Timbernob_looked rou:s with a grin. :

“ Whither bound when you get to London?!” he inquired
pleasantly.

“We’ll have a look round the West End, and then have an
hour or so in Madame Tussaud’s,” replied Tom Merry.
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“ Ah! That's a_fine programme!”’ said the rubber-limbed

unior, wagging his ears. “L haven't been. to Madame

Jl‘wud’s since I wore knee-bi so I shall enjo;

much as you. This way! It’s ten minutes’ walk to
n :

us.’™ .
“Then lead on, McDuff I” said Monty Lowther. z
. And Anthony Waodhead Jed on—walking calmly out of the
school gates on his handa.

it is

CHAPTER 5.
Fun at the Waxworks,
“ URRY along there, please !”
- R “Tickets ready, please !’
“ No smoking allowed in the lifts 17

% < Those wete & few of the cries that rang out above

the hem of voices in the Tube station at Oxford Circus. -
Tom Merry & Co. had been for & walk down Oxford Btreet,

.and were about to take the Underground to Baker Street,

where Madame Tussaud's was situated.

The bustle and rush of London had impressed them deeply.
Fntty_MWyng joﬁ ﬁt t:]e ;:eiéemenft Plﬁzd
appetite, and it n_ o y dint of violent persuasion
Iglbh'w chums had mnd:ed{im out of the Corner House.
_ Tom Merry took the tickets, and the St Jim’s juniors,
‘with Anthony in their midst, crowded down into the Under-

i V’}d -hm&; by lift,” said Figgins enthusiasti
. e wn by » ]

*“This will be my first experience of the Underground.”

“Same here!” said Manty Lowther. *“ o! Here's a

lifet Don't push !
“Yawcoogh ! yelped Arthur A D’Arcy suddenly,
tread om oot, * Hewwies, you

as he felt a heavy his
clumsay boundah——"

" a move on, then, Gussy?” demanded
“Can’t you see the Iift's getting full,

*Q@woooogh! Oh dear!”

Arthur Augustus made a frantic grab at his
lady, wearing a broad-brimmed hat, swooped by and.knocked
Gussy’s headgear with her hat.

The topper slid through D’Arcy’s bands and went to the

Scrunch !

That sound came from Gussy’s iopper. Far it had been
trodden upon by & gentleman of the navvy profession who
seemed in rather a hurry to get into the lift. is large, hob-
nailed boots had not improved the looks of Gussy’s topper—
in fact, that article now resembled a concertind. -

Arthur Augustus turned a glimmering cyeglass upon the
DAvYy.

“Bai Joye! You wuff person!” excleimed the noble swell
of Bt, Jim's. “I distinctly saw you tweed on my toppah! I
Ernnwaﬂy congidah it infwa dig to stwike a person oldah

an myself ;- but, undah the circs—-"

“Crumbs! Is e all there?” inber&osed the horny-banded
_son ‘of toil, addressing the others in the lift.

::All. except 'h':s topper I’ said Monty Lowther.,

a, ha!”

D’A’_ ’s eyeglass glittered. The blood of all the D’Arcys
was boiling in his veins. He strode forward towards the
nayvy, pushing back his cuffs in a warlike manner,

I considah you s wuff, wude person !” he said, breathing
hard ‘through his nose. *“I must wequest you to put up
youah hands, unless you apologise, as fwom one gentleman to
anothah 1 - " 2 b iy

"Guss_vi' 1 gaid Blake gently. “Don't get on the high
horse, old man. Remember we're in London, in a lift,

nd——

“That only makes it all the more impewative that T should
weceive an apology I mid D'Arcy haughtily. *Now, my
man, would you wathah apologise, or—".

** Apologise - for. nothin’ I”” said the navvy, in_a truculent
mannér. A bloke of your age oughter be workin’, insfead
o’ gallivantin’ about inthem swell duds with a “igh ’at on.
‘Which T ’olds very great objections to them ’ere chimney-pot
. ’ats.- "Ere goes for a goal 1" - ) :

Crack! ” e

The navvy raised his heavy boot, and took a flying kick at
Ggmg’a. to) , which was lyin half in the lift. The topper
sailed in the air, and went whizzing into the veslibule of
the Tube station. . .

D’Arcy gave a-yell. T,

“Giweat Scott!. You feahful wuffian! I wefuse to accept
an apology now, for I do not considah you a gentleman. Put
up youah hands 1" .

gif” fi shed *

ussy’s fist crashed upon the navvy's snub nose. The
navvy staggered back, astounded.  Arthur Augustus had
heaps of pluck, and when his ire was roused he cared nought
but that he should be satisfied. He followed up that punch
on the nose.with a resounding thwack upon the chin. -

The pavvy gasped.
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pm—ﬁa..

“Come on, you wottah!” cried D’Arcy, brandishing his
“1 am goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’| I—""

- % (Guesy!  Chuck it, you ass!” roared Blake. “Look at
all the people laughms at you! Get out before he kills you !’

“Wais!” retorted 1Y’Arcy. “I considab—"" . -

“ Hore, get out of that, young man!"’ % '

The lift-attendant interposed. The lift was full, and ready
to descend. Just as the navvy was about to go for Guse;
the Lift-attendant gras the noble swell of St. Jim's mx
burled him from the lift.

D’Arcy whizzed into the vestibule, and sat down with &
thud next to where his damaged topper reposed. .

"He .
"Yuvroooogh'. Gwoooh! Oh deah!”

The attendant shut the gates, and the lift descended.
- “Bai Jove! Oh, cwumbs!” gasped Arthur Augustus,
g?n%{r’x‘meﬁ and his topper up. *1 shall miss the twainl
'ooon ¢

(et down the emergency stairs—quick, sirl” exclaimed &
grinning porter. “There's the way down!”
D e b batvosed topper.on is head, and.simp
’Arcy j is battes r on his and simply
tore hwai-dsﬂle emergency stairs. He went down t}m:paz
at _time, but by the time he had got half-way down the long

be was quite . i

“Gwooogh!” he sai “This is wotten! I—T feel dizzay,
bai Jove!l But I mustn’t miss the othahs| Gwooogh!”

So D’Arcy tore on down the emergen%shiu. He emerged
at last, and ran on to the orm. e train was in, and
Tom Merry & Co. Were aboard. Cates were slamming on
the train as Arthur Augustus pounded slong the platform,
his eyeglass ling on its cord behind him, his b;uernci
t.om:er Jtmmed own firmly on his head.

“Buck up, Gussy!” roared Blake.

“You'll only S’“ do it]” yelled Tom Merry. e

*“Stand clear there ! roared Ihﬁum:d. £y

But Arthur Augustus did it. He jumped on to the train
juet as the door was closing. Ho staggered into the carriage,
and sat down on & *s lap as the train jerked forward. I&
wae soon thundering through the tunnel. .

Tom Merry & Co., who were mmuyttmp-bnng-mﬁ, chuckled.

“ Poor ol(!v Gussy !” said Monty Lowther. “He's always
in the wars, isn’t he?” : !
e h1” gasped D’Arcy, rising from the lady’s lap and
raising his topper. ! - my sincewest apologies,
ma’am! I quite lost my balance, bai Jove 1 5
4 Don't mention it!” said the lady graciously, and smiled
behind her glove.

- For Arthur Augustus D’Arcy presented an a
fully justified her laugh. Everybody in the
train was lavghing at bim. e

Arthur Augustus was very relieved when they emerged
from the Dakerloo Tube at last, and came out into the sunny
fresh alr of Baker Street. a -

“There’s Madame - Tuseaud’'s!” exclaimed Figgins,
indicating an imposing building on a cormer, next to the
Metropolitan station.

“Good egg!” y

The St. .‘_ﬁm’o juniors and Anthony entered the famous
waxwork exhibition, and passed through the turnstile one by

one.
“1 feel vewy uncomfortable, deah boys,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. “ I am all dustay. and my toppah wants a

“Pway a

rance that
nderground

bwushin’. That's all I can do for it, undah the circs. I
“wondah wheah I can a wash and bwush-up 7’
“Better ask somel ,7 said Monty Lowther. “Ask

Remember the old

”

that policeman over thers, Gussy.
s4yin, ‘When in doubt, ask a policeman.’

“ Yaas, that’s wathah a fod ideah, deah boy,"” said D'Arcy.
And he walked over to the policeman standing by the wall
with a sailor. .

“ Fxcuse fne, officah,” said D’Arcy, raising his hat, “but
could you diwect me to wheah I can secush a wash and
bwush-up” T ) i .

The policeman did not seem to hear. His atfention seemed
fixed upon the stairs on his right.

D’Arcy coughed.”

“Ahem! Can't you heah me, deah boy?” he said. -

The policeman could not have heard. for he siill gazed
intently at the stairs, as though watching who went up and

down.

““Bai Jove! This_is the first time T've encountahed a
deaf policeman!” said Augustus, adjusting his monocle and
going cloger to the constable. He stood on tiptoe, and shouted
in the policeman’s ear. )

“Can you tell me wheah I can get a wash and bwush-up,
officah?"" he bawled.

o D'Arcy’s surprise—and the high amusement of the
beholders—the policeman did not even flicker an eyelid. He
seemed totally oblivious to the presénce of Arthur Augustus.

The ewell of St. Jim’s went red. .

#Pai Jove! What an extwaordinawy man!” he exclaimed.
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“Pway don't laugh, deah boys. Do iy'tm think the conmsiable
is purposely i nowm me or is he deaf?”

. " Perhaps -t gﬁ suffering from a sudden attack
of sleepim; mckuess‘ ' said Monty Lowther. “It does affect
some people like that, you kaow. .

+ “Bat Jove! Pewwaps yow're wight,” said D’Arcy; and
he turned just in time not to see Mon Lowther give a queer

E:rxle, as if he were choking. " say, constable, deah

Ha prodded the uniformed figure, and was surpnsed to
beér & queer sound proceed Irnm it.

roan !

Tom Merry & Co. looked ntaztled too. ‘I”hey, of course,
knew that the policeman was ﬂn]y a waxwork. Monty
Lowt.her had been pulling the guileless Gussy's

me!” paid D'Atcy. “Theah is somef
w’ong with the poor chap

Tom Meriy & co. did nut reply. For another groan, more

and heartrending than had eome from the wax

in* weally

Kerr su ddmly nudged his chums.
“Ii's this blighter

Timberncb!” be said. *“Waich his
throat. He’s ventriloquising 1"
Anthony Woodhead placed a finger over er his lipa.

" he md, in a soft voice. “l am ventﬂloqmamg,
but not a word 1”

Tom Merry & Go- r.hurkled. ‘

Arthur Aug ithout a su
Jooked at the poli in dsep o

T feah, deah ‘boys, that theré is somethin’ wadically w” ong !
he said. “I—1 weally thmk we ought to wender first aid.
This henh twainin’ as scouts comes in useful, bai
Jove! 1 hsdhdhh]ooemthettgorchapaou&h!"

D’Arey set about undoin, dummy’s tunic, and would
have proceeded further in Ehat operation, but for the inter-
vention of one of the exhibition attendants.

“What are you \:);; to, ygﬁg fellow?” he demnndsd “Those
figures are not to be toue

!.:ﬂhur Augustus turned round, and surveyed the attendant
through his monocle.

“Pway what did you “{o

.in the wor]d

dsah 'bo;!” he asked.

“Leave that re ne!” attendant, half-
lau mgly "T!:;g:ubho aren’ al'lowed to touch the wax-
wor.

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus was quite hmp. "
* Waxworks !"” he gasped. “Is—is
that a ‘waxwork ?” .
“There’s as much life in' this con-
stable as there iz in an ordmury lamp-

post, sir!” grinned the attendant.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the others.
Art!mr Augustus looked bewildered.
“But—but the figure spoke! Tt
gwoaned !

'I‘he attendant winked at the desert

“Mnst ‘ave been your imagination,
sir,” he said. “These figures ain't

made to talk, you know, although we
claim that they are speakin’ likenesses
of w]lnever they’re supposed to repre-
sent.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” Toared Tom Merry
& Co.

“Bai Jove!" pgasped poor Gussy,
passing a hand dazedly over his brow.
“T could sweah——""

*“Hush, Gussy! Don't do that!” siid
Monty Lowthar, in a shocked voice.
"I‘h;member whera you are!”

C e

“Better go over to the buffet and
’ave sumcthmg cool to drink, sir,” sug-
gested the attendant kindly. “This
heat is overbearing, isn't it?”

*Gweat Scott! If you mean to in-
sinuate that I am sufferwin’ fwom
sunstwoke—""

“No; he means just a slight halluci-
nation, Gussy!” said Tom Merry,
taking his noble chum’s arm. ‘“Look!
The place for a wash and brush-up is

One, Try-This Week! 1

They. purchased. catalugues, and commenced to view the
wuwarks in Hall No. 1. The juniors were really aurpnsed
-they_entered and - saw -all- the waxwork- figures :ranged

side of the room.
ear me !” said Herbert Skimpale, blinking.

Having completed their survey of Hall No. 1, they all
trooped into the Grand Hall, where an imposing array of
wax figures met eye.

Celebrities of all times were there, including the famous
war generals and bers of the Gov:

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came up whilst the others were

maq::tlng the figures.
swell of St. Jim’s now looked as clean and spotless
as & new pin. He had managed to p his topper back
:ntg shape, and a great deal of runhmg had bmughs it back
to_something like its original a penr
“Hallo, deah bﬁ ” said D’ , adjusting his monoc!e.
“1 feel much fweshah now. Bm ove, what are you gwin-

nin’ at?

"You, Gussy, old chap!” chuckled Tom Mer: “Poor old
Gussy Mxmf you | don’p fall over that ntt-ndgt ﬂmre. By
Jove, lw s fast asleep !” 5

In a corner of the Grand Hall was the recumbent figure
of an attendant, reclining easily in a chair, his cap pushed
over. on one ear.

“Bai _Jove!” said D’A “What a neg]ectful fellah

“Shall I stick a pin in him 1" asked Ba, Trimble. “It .
will be fun to hear him yell out, and he dare not have us
turned out, for we caught him asleep &t his duty 1"

“Goa , Baggy !” said Bl‘;

Baggy ‘l‘rlmble extracted a pin from the lapel of his cout
and jnserted it in the leg of the slumbering attendant.
Baggy jabbed at the pm, but there wasn’t the slightest

movement from his’ victim.
, ha, ha!"” roared Blake. “You're the third victim,
Bu‘ggg It’a a wnxwork e
crumbs
Fy went red and the other peo) Tple in the room la !mnf
hearti It wu one of Madame Tussaud’s little Jokes
place st. effi ? of the slumbering attendant in_ the Grand
-Hall. rimble was not the only one, by any means,
who h.MI en deluded, though probal {}y he was the only

nlo

person who had dared to stick a pin into the waxwork,
Amhony Woodhead had accompanied the 8t. Jim’s juniors

i T
=

l“ Hl"

m'

just over there on the left, Go over

and have a spring clean, old chap!”
D’Arcy went,  still wondering

mightily coneerning the affair of the
policeman. The others chuckled, and

too wnll.
moments.

In the midst of a group of criminale, was a figurs the Juniors knew only
It was the figure of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
d rooted to the floor.

The face of D'Arcy was truly remarkable to behold. *¢
Jov. 1" he uupad.

Tom Merry &
They were incapable of speech for nuén‘
a
“Am I dw:.mh' deah boye 7 Heah is a figure .

went upstairs, attracted by the sound of
the orchestra.

Tue Gesm Lisrary.—No. 712
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quite docilely, since his ventriloguial trick on the wazwork
policeman. d
But when, having viewed the Hall of Kings and Hall
No. 4, the juniors, as a brief respite, went into the little
cinema ab the exhibition, Timbernch slipped away in the
darkness, He went out of the building, and was gone ten
minutes. When he passed again through the barrier. . he
carried a large bundle under his arm, and he wore 2 glisten-
ing topper on his head. He dived into the dressing-room
where, half an hour ago, D’Arcy had had a wash a brush
u When he emerged—well, nobody on earth would have
reamed that that person was Anthony Woodhead, of
Magdalen School, For he looked the living image of Arthur
Augustus D’Ami. ) : £
mbernob, whose rubber features mpx‘mgd instantly’ to
b

Good the *“ Gem ™ Is!

“It's really Gussy's living image !"" said Manners.
Tom Merry turned to the guide.
“mblot is this?” he demanded.
posed represent ?”
The guide shook his head.
“Couldn’t say, sir,” ho said.
about it. The figure ain't been here long. My eye! Ain't
it the spit of this young gent ’ere I
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who is this figure sup-

%] don't know anything

The usually solemn and .silent Chamber of Horrors rang
with laughter.

Arthur Augustus turned pink. .

“Wedlly, deah s, 1 see no weason for this wibald
mewwiment " he exclaimed heatedly, “I—IL wefuse to have
this fi heah! 1 considah it a gwoss insult! The

his will, had given his face a most
to the aristocratic features of Arthur Augustus.
and form were the same, too, and, clad in the immaculate
Bnmenu that the swell of St. Jim’s wore, Timbernob looked
"Arcy to the life. )
He saw Tom Merry & Co. emerge from the cinema and
gasto_f‘!:eauﬁe%fgrm; ef;e e kly, sped i assed
0 Timbernol ed away quickly, s upstairs, p:
through Hall No. I_fnto. the Grand l-y[l.l]. and thence passed
thmuﬁ the turnstile into the Napoleon Room and the
Chamber of Hi .

Orrors.
The St. Jim’s juniors were looking for Anthony.
__“Wonder where the ass got to?” said Blake, puckering
his brows. - “He must have slipped away in the cinema.
Hope he’s not up to an; g." )

“«He can't got up to anything in a place like this " gaid
Tom Merry. “Well, chaps, time is fett' g on, so We b

better bave a look at the Chamber of Horrors.”

“Grooh " said Baggy Trimble. “Wh-what's
you fellows?” :

“QOh, all sorts of horrid thi » said Levison, with a
laugh. - “Only those people with stropg nerves are advised
to go down there, Baggy. I should stop out if I were you.

We know what a f you_are, and shouldn't care to have

;lo ::qryn you back to  Edmonton suffering from fits or

ysteria. -

“Rats ! said Baggy, rather g;r . “I—T'm not afraid.

I'm gomﬁ down into the Chamber of Horrors I”

- " The others chuckled, and all went upsfairs.,
The Napoleon Rooms came before the Chamber of Horrors.
found much to interest them in the relics of the great
Napoleon. Then they descended the stone steps into the
famous Chamber of Igomra. . ;

“Bai Jove!” said D'Arcy, polishing his monocle. “I'm
beginnin’ to feel wathah cweepy, de vs. This is where
we see waxworks of all the famous cwiminals, isn’t it 77

“What-ho I” chuckled Montf! Lowther. “Well, here we
are in the giddy Chamber of Horrors, Gussy ! Just gaze at
these tableaux—the *Six Stages of Wrong.”
Baggy, se will interest you, too. Mark them well,
be warned in time !” o .

“QOh, really, Lowther, you beast—-"" expostulated Bu%fy.

“Have a look into this Coiner's Den, Baggy!” called
Ralph Reckness Cardew. #“Your chief ambition in life is to
meake money, jsn’t it?"”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

‘“The juniors found the tableaux highly interesting. Then a
guide came up, and told them barrowing stories of crime
and murder in connection with the arious exhibits in the
Chamber. There was a twinkle in the ol&i man’s eye” which
Tom Merry & Co. did not quite understand.

Suddenly Reilly made a discovery. In the midst of a
group of cold-blooded criminals, famous and notorious, was
a figure tl all knew only too well.

. Tt was s figure of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy!

Tom & Co. stood rooted to the floor.
momen!

down there,

They were inc:&lble of speech for some te.

The face of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was truly remarkable
to behold, The varying expressions upon it were a sight for
ﬁods. and men, and little fishes. He gasped and he gurgled, -

e gurgled and gasped. His monocle fluttered on its a'h'i:l;g
from his eye. Gussy groped bewilderedly for it, and jamms
it into his eye. .

“RBai Jove!" he said.

\ Tom Merry blinked dazedly at the figure.

#Wh-what—who is it?” he muttered.

«Jt'sit's Gussy’s waxwork !” said Blake, in a faint voice.

“Tn the Chamber of Horrors !” ga.aped Figgins.

“(Great Christopher Columbus !”

The St, Jim’s juniors were astounded.

As for Arthur A tus himself, it took him several
minutes to realise the full enormity of the affair.

. He gazed at the figure of himself. People came up from
all parts of the Chamber of Horrors, and chuckled when they
saw Gussy, and his counterpart with the criminals.

“Bai Jovel” gurgluz t.!uiino}‘:le_swell of 8t. Jim's. - “Am I

' ? egh is a

dweamin' . figure of me—it—it
looks like me! Gweat Scott!"
_Tar Gex LiBraRy.—No. TI2.

s

{ t ought to be ?wocaeutsd, bai Jave!”
., “Is it really a waxwork ?” said Kerr. “Perhaps somebody
is having a lark with us. T’ll soon see !

He took a pin from his jacket and jabbed it into the leg
of Gussy's double.

The ggure did not turn a hair.

“My only summer bonnet !” gasped Blake, “Then it is
really a waxwork! A waxwork of Gussy "

Arthur Au’guatul pushed back his cuffs.

“I'm goin’ to have that fi wemoved !I"" he exclaimed.
T absolutely and uttahly wefuse to allow it to wemain heah
for the public amusement! Pway step out of my way, sir!"

The guide planted himself “between Gussy and the
“waxwork.”

“Hands off, sir!” he said firmly. ‘“It's a rule of the.
exhibition that figures aren't to be touched.”

“I'm goin’ to smash that one up!” shrieked D'A
excitedly. *° Unless you wemove yourself fwom my path,
shall have mo alternative but o administah a feahful
thwashin’ ! 3 A

The guide grinned. . :

#“Guides mustn’t be touched either,

“Keep off the grass, Gussy, for
Merry. “It's a mystery how that
but—but it must represent somebo { ) R
Bl“{:rh the limit—the utter, absolute Llimit!”- said Jack

ake.

Arthur Avgustus’ eyeglass glimmered with wrath,

The laughter of the other people in the Chamber of
Horrors galled him. g X

“] demand to see the managah!” he said, in a voice that
trombled with indignation. “1 wefuse to leave hesh until
I have had an explanation fwom the ma h 1 .

“3'.ou can't see the manager, sir,” said the guide. “He's

ut 1" s

“Then I shall wemain heah until he weturns !"

“Topping wheeze that, Gussy!” said Monlg Lowther
enthusiastically. “S8tand right next to your giddy double,
and we'll get the visitors to guess which is the waxwork—pin-
stabbing not allowed !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” | :

But Arthur Augustus would not be appeased.

When the guide was not looking he made a terrific rush at
th‘e‘ waxwork, an: ,sumte it forcibly upon the nose.

Ar000000,
That yell d

#ir,” he gaid. .
ess’ sake !” said Tom
idgy waxwork got there,

1
not come from D'Arcy. It came from his
double. - Tom Merry & Co. almost fell down.

They blinked at the * waxwork,” and saw that the nose
had changed shape somewhat. It was now long and pointed,
and reminiscent of the nasal organ of their lost companion—
Timbernob. _ y

Tlll:et eyes of the “waxwork ” blinked, and its hands moved

ightly.

ack’Blnka gave a roar. %

“Tt’s not a waxwork at all! Tt's that bounder Woodhead 1™

“ Gweat Scott!”

Next minute, with the suddenness of a streak of lightning,
the effigy of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy gave a wild leap away
from the group of waxworks, and bounded down the centre .
towards the exit.

"¢ After him!” yelled Tom Merry, recovering from hig -
astonishment. *It's Timbernob! Catch the spoofer ”

“Come on, chaps1” roared Blake.

A wild chase was soon in progeess. Tho other visitora .
to the' Room of Horrors made way, shrieking with laughter,
for the deluded 8t. Jim's juniors. 5

Anthony,  chuckling at the success of his joke, simply
wrenched himself through the turnstile, and pounded along
the Hall of Tableaux at a terrific pace.

His legs went like clockwork, and his speed was amazing.

Tom M & Co. tore through the turnstile, and flung
themselves r the practical joker of Magdalen School.
mRigh_h through the tea-room he went, and made tracks for

e exit.

“gtop him!” roared Tom Merry. *Catch the awful
bounder !”

But everybody was too amazed to arrest the progress of
the astonishing Anthony. His face had resumed its normal
look, and his legs were stretched so that the trousers he wore
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seemed much too short for him. But that fact did not deter
hahprogrea!. s ; L B

e dashed out into Baker Street, with the-8t. Jim's juniors
quite twenty yards behind him. Tom Merry, Blake, Talbot,
Figgins, and 1’ Arey wefo_ lcading. ' The others were close
beﬁmd_ Only Skimpole and Baggy Trimble hung in the rear.

“He's making for a mofor-bus!” howled Blake. *For
goodness’ sake stop him!” 5

Anthony_was racing along after a motor-omnibus that had
just started from its stopping-place. His long legs fairly ate
up the space between him and the omnibus. He grasped the
rail and vaulted on to the platform. :Waving his hand to
the St. Jim’'s fellows, who came up just tco late, he climbed
on to the top of the bus. - s

“(Good-bye, Bluebells!” he squeaked. ' See you at
Magdalen anon !”

_“Oh, you—you rotter I” howled Tom Merry. * You—you
spoofer I

The 8t Jim’s fellows gave chase to the bus.
a hopeless task, however.

But George Figgins, the lanky-legged hero of the New
House, saved the situation. - .

A motor-lorry swerved from & side turning in front.of the
bus, which had to slacken speed. Figgins, running as though
on the cinder-track, pounded after the bus and jumped.on
to the platform. He tugged desperately at the bell.

Clang, clang, clang!

“Come on, boys !’ roared Figgins. * The bus is stopping !

The driver stopped the bus, and Tom Merry & Co. climbed
on one by one. .

Anthony, looking over the top rail, gave a gasp of dismay.

Tom Merry & Co. baundmr up the stairs, and caught
Timbernob just as he was about to vault off the deck on to
some flour-sacks in a’ passing vehicle.

“Got you, my beauty!” gasped Tom Merry, rolling over
on top of Anthony. ‘“Come on, boys! This is where we
get our own back !”

"Yaas, wathah! The feahful wottah !”

“VYarooogh !” howled Anthony. “Leggo! Hands off!
Can’t you chaps take a joke? m? P!

“Got his legs, Talbot? Good!- We'll soon have the beggar
trussed up !” said Tom Merry.

There were not many other passengers on top of the bus.

The conductor came up to see the cause of the disturbance.
He saw a writhing mass of schoolboys. . A minute later they
separated, and Tom Merry & Co. grinned down at the
trussed-up ﬁﬁ:rs of Timbernob. His belt and his necktie

It seemed

and several handkerchiefs made excellent bonds.
. '“All serene, conductor !” chuckled Tom Merry. “We've
just managed to catch a funny practical joker. Sct us down

at the nearest cab-rank, will you?”

Kerr paid the fares, and five minutes later the 8t Jim’s

-juniors alighted from the bus, with Anthony in their midst

a prisoner.
eople in the street stopped to laugh at poor Anthony.

He looked a curious figure trussed up, with his legs bound
half-way up his back.

“We'll take taxis back to Edmonton,” said Tom Merry.
“The fare won’t be a great deal if we whip round for it.
And we’ll make this beggar sit up! We'll take him back to
his schoolfellows on a wheelbarrow !

‘“ Bai Jove 1"

Tom Merry outlined his scheme, and all the others chuckled.

Anthony Woodhead gasped with dismay.-

“Look here!” he exclaimed. *“Don’t you dare take me
back on a barrow! I—I don’t see why you can’t take a
joke—"

“Jokes on St. Jim’s are distinctly out of taste—according
to our way of l.hink.ing.’" said Tom Merry severely. * ''hose
whe japa any of our fellows always suffer! Blake, old chap,
there's some mews ovet tHere. See if you c¢an hire a wheel-
ba‘lzmw £u!x; a'”few bob, will you?” :

{-ho !

Blake returned in ten minutes, trundling.z barrow and
smiling:

“Ten bob did the trick,” he said.
to-night.”

]

*This barrow’s due back
egg!” chuckled Tom Merry. *The taximan can
bring it baek.”

Anthony was dumped inte the wheelbarrow, and tied there
by means of some rope that Monty Lowther procured from
a store near by.

Then two taxis were summoned, and the: drivers, good-
natured fellows enough, were “let into ” the jape.

The wheelbarrow was tied to the back of the first taxi, and
Tom Merry & Co. climbed in. Those who could not find
accommodation inside the taxis climbed on to the roofs. The
drivers did not mind, for they entered into the “rag " whole-
heartedly.

“Right away, driver|” bawled Blake, from the roof of the
first. taxi.

. The taxis drove off, the first one pulling the wheelbarrow
in which lay poor Anthony.

A crowd collected to watch the * rag.”

Shouts of laughter rent the air as the strange procession
mov oll. -

The two taxis, alive with schoolboys, and the wh
in between, buzzed along the road, causing great fun and
excitement everywhere. i

Bump, bumg, bump ! went the wheelbarrow, - 5

“Yooop!” howled Anthony. “Lemme go, you rotters!

(Centinued on page-18.)

»

“The Valley
of Surprise.”

An Amazing Adventure
Story Coming Soon in
The

“GEM.”

Look Out For It!
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How Gussy Arnved at|,
St. Jim's,

AN HISTORIC OCCASION.
By ETHEL OLEVELAND.

Y mow Jack Blake had fairly umud
down in his position as leadet of tl
i‘our'.h Form. His own arrival at the

h been quite eventful, and

. many h resting scenes had happe

" sinee. lul.. from his first day at 3&
im'’s, Jnck had not experienced a

moment.

.But little did Blake dream, when Eric
Kildare euiled hm mw his study and told

im & be coming under the
name of Arthur Augumn D'Arcy, that every
single mmrmr.e which hld vionsly taken
plice was to insignificance com-
pned with the lqnntlon which the new boy

y ?mnglnad .all_sorts of things when
Kilﬂure said the new boy was a little out of
the common—that he had suffered from an
Endlu:raet training through the hands of a

umber of e(y articular aunts, Blake
gi;mred g}oomi¥ ow the New House would

sb.}g to -chip them, and make fun of their
ew

This ls a vsry fitting - description of
when, Iue istrsulted lcmu the 6"15

ta

# glove; he wore the silkiest of
3 ihe. fanciest of fancy waistcoats, the shlnlesi
. of patent leathers, and the most delicate of

lavender kid gloves. He also were an eye-
glass, which was screwed in his eye, laud he

Wis looklng round him with
interest.

The sight of him was too g-rrent. for Figgy
& Co. the New House. !ei upon

each other’s necks, and wept wi
Figgins, and ndd essed

D'Arey went up to
him in a languid tone.

“Is th 1001 Hmue? Wheah
is the—aw—p to take in .my twunks?”

“I am the porter’s boy,” said Figgins, in
& meek and humble voice. “What
name, sir?”

“Archur Augustns D'Arcy!” replied the

'.l‘]zen Figgins had a severe attack from
some internal pain whlch doubled him up in
& very curious manne

4% What uhmnely curlonl little boys!"
mused D'A

He sh'uthad “oft for the School House, and
his carriage was very lofty. Figgins, Eerr,
and Wynn fell in behind him in file, and
strutted along in the same manner.

The sight was so ridiculous that the
Jlousemaster, standing on the School House
'!tB s, could not ilelp bursting into a roar.

rey screwed his- monocle into hiseye three
llme« and. then mrveyeﬂ the Housemuster.
" he remarked, “I fail
see the cans your mewwiment.”
mzhn Kidd Infurmeﬂ DAIO}' that he was

“AwW— mally' Well, kindly have diwections

given for my twunka to

s your

like you to see that the bedcisthes. on my
bed are aired. Now, my man, wheah are my
quartahs?”

Toe Gem Liseary.—No. 712.

Edited By TOM MERRY.

Cnl wonder lhat Mr. Kidd could
&? e gave the new M,
mh the hands ack Blake, and stagge!

Hol to xiv- me_ 80 & W ut
my aunts told me I should have to submit

to a gweat many discomforts at - hn; pubhc
Now, you boys, what you
doin" in my woom? I 'anli’ c-n’t hase my

quartahs emded
Blake bravely held hll hand, remembering
his promise to Eric Kildare; but his two
chums eoutd not restrain their remarks.
“I shall slay him—I koow I aball!™ sald

Herries wildly.
wants killing very badly!”

“He
said Digby, nigﬂl

D'ARCY TAKES THE OAKE.
Just at that moment, however, a terrific
bumg[ng ‘was heard out in the cornrlor, and,
opening the door, Jack Blake observed the
porter md the pageboy drlg%lng some heavy

tmn'h Il they lud
prunks maonS In stady e 6. they ociupied
about mll the ﬁmumi space, and Blake, in
surprise, asked him what they contained.

“This is a small portion of my pwopahty.

He had tnken a L spoonful befors Mr.
Lathom co % bhand it back. Of

ns.

d  itself -down
Artlmrl beulnlhll wniatmat. while Percy
Mellish sat on of the table

ook ? lr of inn

Mellish didn’t escape, u:nug‘h, because my
cousin thought it only wise and pmr
polnt out to the master the person wl

caused al| the trouble. -

‘When Gussy arrived in Btudy No. 8, after -
tea, he found Blal ka d Her and Digby
were trying to

armed with choppe! n‘

erack up the lid o! oue of his trunks to get
some firewood. cousin made frantic ob-
jections, and at length his trunks were borune
away to the box-room. When Blake came
b:ck he gave D'Arcy a very serious tulimg

"Yaur lpoﬂ.y mannen and customs m-y be
a monke lullle.". he

.n!d "hut ther won‘v. do _for Bt.
Arthur as all of !on lnnw, is

The west is at bha station.’
D'Arcy. “Of course 1 had to bwing my
dwess clothes, and half a dozen -hats.

But I m-n-sed to limit myself to twenty-
five waistcoats. ien, ‘course,

E g-nrgled Blake, clutching to
the hnnistarn fnr support. “You nreu't going
to say ‘that you can play football?”

“No. I have never played yet,” A.d)tted
D'Arey, it’s such a fwi
wuff game. But I am told that football ll
a vewy gwelt !en&ehah at all public uhmls,
so I shall pwobably Plly for “the Arst
eleven.”

Before Blake & Co. could recover !wm
that _ bombshell, the t.elbeil rang.
cousin_asked Jack whether the tea he hld
ordered from the Housemaster would be
hroagM to the study.
lied by cat.chlng hold of Guasy
his ears. Herries grn?ed Ilis
neulsie. anﬂ Dlﬁb" his righh boo oge!. r
they bum;
plumped him into a acat in tlle d|nlng full

D'ARCY, MELLISH, AND SOME JAM,
Gussy was the object of a great deal of
talk and chatter during the me‘i‘ In fax:t,

the running commentary on him g s0 try:
lng that he jumped.up at last nmi Mdrmd

"You are extwemely wude little boys,” he
said. “I am to bein" iweated
v.:til gweab weapec

“Are you?” rmured Percy Mellish.
“Weil, how's Lhar, tor a start?”

He ierked a pellet of bread across the
table, and ecaught Qussy in the eye. This
caused a big commotion, and took five
minutes to settle.

At length Gussy turned his eye towards
his scampy bread-and-butter. ~He asked
Parcy Mellish to pans him the jam.

you know, the junmior
boy .some

as most
1l pm\ridus for ea

-butter, tea, and ome small ;z[eca
% But if a junior cares to buy him-
ull a po'. of jam, or some other littlo dainty,
he is at liberty to do so. This was what
Percy had™ dcme. nnd naturally Gussy's re-
quest to hand him his own jam, under the
circumstances, s thx cnul.

As Percy only xt:red
in no hurry to oblige, Arthur :tretehed hla

hand across the table and helped himself.

s
now the sole of honour, and lhu:rn hal
been ns far back as any of you
That was because the sh'l(ﬂl'. hlk
thh:h Blake gave him moved him_round,
nd he saw the errors of his ways. In f.wr.
when he found out that the jam he had
Iiberallleholped him to at tea-time h;d
persogal property of Mellish, he
immediately went -!unf and offered that
junior an apology. Mellish qmckly nmde it
being necessary for him to do so be-
lm Bis plan of ven eauee against the nwsll

of the school could t Into ration.

“T! aos qmt-o all rl{ 1" Mellish assured
Gussy. ad a tearﬂll licking,
bug, h:eu :u\l. I don’t. mind! I only hope

you will forgive my cheek in kicking so
Superior a person as yourself.”

¢ then went on to tell Arthur Aumutua
tbat. as he was wnm1nwdperlw he would

not have to sleep in_an ordinary dormitory
like the other boys. He would be allotted a
special bed-room all to himself. It was then
agreed that just before bed-time D'Arcy
would Ioo}. into Percy’'s study, and be shown
the wa, s room, On his way back
Arthur pnsed the junior common-room, and
glnm;ea n.
he sight which met his eyes made him
boll with indignation,

A number of the younger boys were amus- .
ing themselves at a new game. One of them
strutted up and” down -with-a huge t,up-hab

ulled down over his eyes, twirling a poker
n lieu of a cane, and keep(ng a shilling
secrewed in hia eye in place of a monocle.
The rest of the fags were screaming w:r.h
laughter, which was redoubled when D’Arcy
looked round the -door.

“Haw, haw!” sniffed the youngster, whose
performance was excitin the Third
Formers to such mirth, “Don't yer koow
‘o0 I ham? My name is—haw—Harthaw
Haugustus Juli-huss Sneasar De Haroy! Get
oﬂdthéa enrth all you beastly, common little
midgits?

D'Arcy beat a rapid retreat from the
room, and decided to go up to his study.
He soon grew tired of that, aand, donning
his silk _hat, went for a lbfull outside. As
be reached the stairs u senior passed by
and sent his hat flying of

Befors he had cqveted the length of
another corridor, another prefect passed,
and, with the werning not to do it again,

sent his hat to the floor.



be accosted Kildare, the captain of
the and Kildare him that be
vnsn’t alhwul to ‘wear a silk hat unless It
Was ‘Sunday, or a
maste
- 'I m—aw-—aewltn@ed
mattahs!” sa
"AM l nuli certainly tal
evah lal instwu , my fellah—"
. Byt the look in Kildare's e;:o mm Gnuy

decide that he woul
ot toko'the quadrangle with

n‘iu. and lulted

oft.

. Before he taken many steps he was
s & Cc..’illo were M

pleasin’ mysell

T rllnﬁ at
muﬂ wx.it until you get yonl' next Wednes-
o 'COUBIN ETHEL. -

Spending a Thousand
Pounds.
HOW I DID IT!
. By AUBREY RAOCKE.
old’ o 8

drop nm me to erally
picks upon ome of hh own dmue write
all hia’ stuff, whether they know anything
about the subject in hand or not!

However,
m bad

ever handled such a som, and uuordinal:r
to me t0 get the real goods, as it

Aﬂer 8 few minuies” thought I ¢
the decision that Rylcombe nr
e places in

me to

A wl!llﬂﬂ

weren't at all sult which_to
ndon I-B the place, -

must obtain a

spend one’s cash. Lo But

garden lon.l i Mmmw thj.nﬁ
e

& letter which { had received from my pater,
asking - home the week-end
to view some historical buildings which would
-pmva highly interestiig to a schoolboy who
is eager to kam th.nge. That's me to 2
“gr ¥ ree, the old scout
s pass for the week-
1 tucked the pass
pocket, and s!alkeﬂ away to

my bosom pal, Gerald Cutte, the Fifth.
“Cheerlo, old man!” I a0, “Can you

Ikndl;h?u your marnlng—nol

special walk with & |-

THE ST. JIM'S NEWS.

"All. f.hn‘a'eeliln ~
“Th 7" suggested the Fifth-

orh Levison!” 1 snorted. “What the
dlmnul”

Cum gava way to an explosive cho

much in your lin 1m¢-| "But
you mlght tell me. -ho sho is!” be persisted,
humln with curiosit;

hoys simu'dn't ask quwﬂnmt' 13
uid "Hh a reproving grim,

"Well, don’t forget to brini some
decent tuck and things suitable for um‘ elnb v
he advised, rather gruffly. “Now the dark
evenings are setting in, we can do vlth
extra gnnd smokes, and pome i

dri
Trust yonr llttle Aubrey)” I returned, and

Jeft the s
From be h Form passage, I made my
way to the Shell dorm. Here I cast off my
junior boy togs, and in their place
I.nmu:u! -creased
.you know. Then a
white lhirl. nml next 'ﬁ ‘waistcoat which

would have rommell. gasp for
water: Next ca eame & white, pointed collar
and a bow tie.

Finally - I dosned patent boofs, white
spats, Cuits’ best. coat, my newm silk
hat. Gathered my gold watch and chain,

ing-stick. By this time I° looked such
a giddy , such a Bertie,
at when I left the school, I was obliged
to slip out throegh the nce to
pe iu a senior -and getting Kkicked
back into the dormitory again to take the
whole lot off! Nice state of aflairs tor l’-ha

son of a mulf.[ millionaire to be in, isn't it
soon as I got clear of the tl‘ldesmnus
elm'anee, I found Sloane, my chauffeur, had
out my instructions, and brought
rolznd my Rolls-Royce.
I dived into the tonneauw, and wu s00n
b borme away towards Wayland
Of course, this im’'t the first thounud
I've wa through, mot by long ehn ks.
Mt‘omﬁeulh d for valets, Scaife
cost mearly a thousand to kaq:
golns. 'mle that big Bhell versus Fourth
ition a few years back cost me two
hun and fifty in hetl. 1 paid seventy-six
pounds alone to Cutts, of the Fifth. So you
see, when I'm suddenly dropped u pon fo
spend so large a sum of money
thousand pounds, it doésn’t seem the l!m
bit strange.

MAKING THE MONEY FLY.

Arriving at a 1| address i the most
select part of Wayu I left car_and
dug out the young IUJJ' with whom 1 in-
;endmh up “u: :]n—-or ! to in-

uige in a mode chackle among ourselv
to view some hulldjnga ‘which 'onld
prove highly intuuting a sehnolbu

She ready for me,

1 soon
folmd uildqin a mulqnuh no;e llned with

Cutts.

“Your best Sunday swallow-tall morning-
coat!” was mfy cool requ
° "Wil.lt Mle dickens- for?” demanded Cutts,
In_amazemant.

“I'm going to spend another week-end In
‘Lam!on, you know, and I want to cut a
dash ! &eluned

Catts, after a few momeants’ thought, gave
way, and left the study. He knows I can
be exceedingly generous when 1 like. He
returned to the strjly in a few minutes with
his best eoat on bis a

“Here yon are, old ehap"’ he nid l!!lbiy
“lll ht I ask who you're going w!

aas; a nice young lady,” I Mplled. -

Cutts heaved a deep, long sigh, and
growled :

“Some chaps get all the Iuck!”

“Oh, this ia only a gadget of that young
idiot iurry," I explained. “He asked me to
whack off an article on the way I'd spend a
thousand quid. I wasn't going to fake all
the trouble to rake up bygone history, so I
thougbt the best plan would be write
on a fresh experience.”

“My only coloured shirt!” gasped Cnits.
“What the merry policeman are you going
to spend it on?”

. Fanen's. wven got the foggiest fdea,” 1
ulmrt&ed “Py the young lady will

Tally’ h e
whens- lelln-s got Ghe dibs on him'
“ W the nked Catta

young ]ld_ﬂ"

hgef,llrr with 2 few refreshments on board,
necessitated me saying good-bye-ce to a ten-
quidder.

Doreen Margot Roselle was the name of a
famous ‘cello player appearing at the
lrrlmm.y Thnm Wa:lmd, next week. It

also the of one of my nicest
onnnhu, and lnddanhllr. the person who I
invited to accompany me on my expensive

jaunt.

Doreen is eightecn and a half, and qnlbe
four inches shorter than i am, but on the
whole, she's a dinky little girl. In fact, I
don’t mind mitti that her
properly thrilled me.
through the mburhnn districts, Doreen grew
quite talkative.

“How much money have you brought with
you, Aubrey?” she a

“Fou rpenee!" I replled

out_of the window.

“Does

locking Imtently

that mean four hundred or four |

thou.?” she smiled knowingly.
“Neither,” 1 said, with polite sarcasm.
“It m:aua four hundred thousend.”
perfectly lovely!” murmured
dllnt Doreen, quite enraptured with the
very idea. *1 thought you would have some
money to spend, so I prepared quite a long
list_of things I really. wanf
“Let's have a Iuek-l'll said slmrtly, and
mlpped the scribbled list from her
it turmed out to be a list of l.lloae in-
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‘expensive articles, such as only a girl
'r.uf-. and ran something like as follows:
A nice muff, a piatmun rlng, wim a ‘:LE

-diamond in the eentl'e,

with and a;
jig; one dozen -sflk bandherchlets, in %
colours ,-nnerpah-ofgkweu,unleeen!’)-
of lnﬂhn cilk, a dozen boxes of soap, at
x a box; a two-p box of chocs,
at ten shillings a pound; one Japanese me
three-fifty 7ears old, in an ancient Egyptian
vessel; a nice bend bag, at forty pounds;
three bottles of Tndian perfume, a manicare
set, at fifteen pounds; an ermine stole and
hat- to ma.uh. & pair of dancing slippers with
d brocade, a new hat with ostrich feathers,
a gnld link purxe a new bicycle, at twenty-five
pounds; a new camera, at twenty-five pounds;
su.ﬂnrchhlre tea-service, a Wedgw rose-
buwl. with & gold wire frame; portable
typewriter, and a ladies’ dunhg -case ab

two hundred guineas—"

This was only half my cousin’s “lst,”™
which concluded with a. Tope of pearls; but
1 had to stop “digesting " it.because we had
reu!lwd Yic! bori

hat do you think of my list?” began
]’Jor'j;n. as soon as we had quitted the
“ Splendid !

with' u nod.

"Thmlgh you m[gi::t. hnve pnt down the

whole of London while you were nbont it -

Doreen gave vent to a girlish giggle, avd
then went on:

- “You've got plenty more money

ou've hlnvd. this lot, Invn.rn‘t you?"”

8, heaps heaps, piles
wlth ﬂslb :Iigh!, air,” which
W.l‘i!_ only h!t‘l!’ll with a fellow who really

“Well " suggested Doreen, with another

I comment

when

gigele, * Ive me the pile you've brought with

you, t me do a bit of the spending

iarh; chlam;e. I think you'd like the poﬂtlm:.
ul

l was fearfully obstinate at nm but soom

realised the drift of Doreen's statement.
After all, I hadn't got anything specially 1
wan to buy—except, that is, for n new
pipe in the place of one Pa Selby an
affection for, and some odds and ends 1nr
our Smart Set Club at St. Jim's—so0 1

wl.lder z

ength Doreen introduced b

wlsel'u! look, and her most. persyasive manner
into the nrgumnt. and thla qnick y “got
over * me.
I gave way, and handed over niné hundred

and fitty in a wad. The remaining forty I
had to mgmh!«rmomnur..

But id not seem vm delighted
with !ht tmonnt I .had given her.

“Do y ean to say this is ull you've
hmught with you?” she asked, nf dis-
;outeufedl at the notes I had vhced n ber

ands. .

(Fo see what Doreen dnel with tlxit
huge sum of money, and what
eonuq'lllma Aubrey Racke will have to flﬁ
when he returns to St. Jim’s, see your mext
week's “@Gem!”)

The arrival of Acthur Augustus )
D’Arcy at 8t. Jim' 8

(See article on' page 14-)
Tae Gem Lierary.—No. 712



16 Starting Soon, ' The Valley of Surprise.”

A Magnificent Story of Life at Millford College. By IVOR HAYES.

Tom Mace, the son of a eracksman, wins a scholarship for
Millford College. - The poor circumstances in which he has
lized earns for him the scorn of Simon Lundy & Co. Spikey
Meadows, a fellow cracksman of Mr. Bill Mace, Tom’s
Jather, tries to persuade the lad to leave a window open so
that he can enter the school at might. The following day
Tom meets Mr. Gale, whom he had seen in_ eonversation
with Meadows when journeying to the school. Mr. Gale,
warns Tom against this man. Ajfter lights-out one evening
Spikey Meadows meets Lundy, who readily falls into a
eunning seheme fo bring about the downfall of Mace, That
same night the Head's study is burgled. Tom, hearing the
noise, rushes below, and it is through this action that Re
Kimself iz aceused of the burglary by Mr, Gale, whom he
Learns is a privale detective. Wil Tom be expelled?
< . (Now read on.)

; Tom’s Visitor.
~ IMON LUNDY, his hands d d:{ly into his Eockats,
leaned against the wall by ool gates. und{::
face wore an extremely unpleasant smile, and i
chums, Bradshaw and Garnet, who were with him,
looked no mere amiable.

- ¢ At last that cad’s going!” said Lundf‘. “ Tom Mace, the
picture-book hero—the captain of the Form, you know, is
going to be expelled for burglary!”

“ He, he, he! Yes!"” sniggered Bradshaw. . g

'And Garnet grinned his apgmcistm:_x of Lundy’s sentiment.

 That means you'll get the captaincy again, Simon, old
bird I’ he ‘said.

“The cad deserves all he's getting,” sneered Lundy. *I—
I—— Hallo! Who's this?” :

Lundy turned his head in surprise, for a woman had entered
the school gates. She was small, and her clothes, which were
rather plain, showed signs of bard wear. B

“ My hat, I know that old gal!"” said Garnet disrespectfully.

% You don't meari—"' gasped Lundy. ° By George, it's
Mom Mace's mother!”

- “ Oh, by gad I’ murmured Bradshaw.

The school porter motioned with his hand, indicating the
School House, and the elderly woman, ber head bowed
slightly, moved across the quadrangle. =

% This is where we come in, my lads,” grinned Lundy.
& Follow auntie!””

And, in single file, the three cads followed the woman across
the quadrangle, imitating her walk. . Several fellows lounging
about grinned, and others frowned their displeasure at seeing
a Millford junior insulting a woman in this way. 1.4k

L]

is, as I explained in my letter to you—he left open a window
so that his fathey and some other man might enter. The affair
8o far utgour son is concerned, has not been put into the
hands of the police yet. The man Meadows has been traced,
I learn, and will, of course, be brought to justice.”

“But, Tom!” cried the woman. ~“ Oh, it is untrue aboul
him, sir! My Tom is not a thief! He would not steal—
Oh, do believe me, air!"

Dr. Mason shook his head.

“T should very much like to believe you, Mrs. Mace," he
said _sacc:lg. “ When your son first came to Millford; 1. was
convinced that he would turn out a credit to the school.”” He
shru, his shoulders meaningly.

“ But cannot I see him,” pleaded the little woman, holding
out !!:.er 'y‘votk-&cnrred hands, * just for one minute? I must
Bee him !

The headmaster eyed his blotting-pad reflectively for some
moments before replying. Then he looked up.

“ Very well, madam, just for a few minutes. I-cannot -
refuse you this small favour. I will ring for the pageboy—
No, I will accompany you myself.”” 2

He rose from his chair, an ‘:faned the door for- Mra. Mace

“ This way,”” he said, a on. -

When they reached the corridor leading to the punishment-
room, they found Bob Peel in argument with Stanson of the
Sixth, Stanson was on duty there to prevent Tom Mace

receiving visitors. -
* PeeE" said the headmaster sternly, ** you have no right
_, yo 4

be hei
“ Oh!" exclaimed Peel, whee[inE. “ Can’t I see Tom, just
-3

for one minute, please?” He spoke eagerly, and Mrs. Mace,
her eyes shining, stepped forward. .
“ You want to see Tom?" she cried. “ My son? You

believe him innocent? Oh, say you do!”

Bob Peel was staggered for a moment.

“ Of course I believe him innocent!” he replied.  But you
—you are his mother?" :

“ Yes, yes!” said the little woman proudly. * And you—
I can see that you are a friend of his!"

Dr. Mason blinked angrily. .

“Flem! I am afraid, madam, that I cannot consent to Peel
being in this corridor!’” he said sternly. “ A rule has been
mbaede that no boy is to be here, and that rule must bz
oheyed I :
Bob Peel turned to Mrs. Mace. L.

 Please tell Tom that 1 believe him innocent,” he said.
¢ ol him that it will come right in the end. I will try to find
the culprit.” >

Mirs. e—for Garnet had rightly
school building, and inquired her way to the headmaster’s
study. Bmythe of the Fourth, who was in the passage, acted
as her guide, and soon the woman was interviewing the head-
master. i

“ Dear me!"” said Dr. ‘Mason, rather surprised.at the visit.
47 am afraid I do not know your name—er—you have not
been_announced.” -

“ Oh, forgive me, sir, if I'm intruding !"* pleaded the woman.
*“I've come about my Tom—my boy, Tomr Mace. You
w:;nt&tn,nny he was being expelled."” i

< Oh!

Dr. Mason reseated himself at his desk, took off his apec-
tacles, and wiped them, and replaced them upon his nose.

< Hem|" he said, leaning back in his chair, and crossing
his hands in front of him. He regarded Mrs. Mace doubtfully,
and motioned her to a chair. .

¢ 1 am afraid nothing can be done,. madam,"” he said, with
raised eyebrows. * I may say, however, that, until this out-
break, your son's conduct was ezmmplary But—but the fact

Toe Geu Lisrary.—No, T12. - E

. hizlmnther's neck, and

of the Sixth caught the junior's arm, and dragged
him_away. Then Mra. M%ce followed the headmaster into
the small punishment-room.

On the small, narrow bed sat a boy, his head bowed in_ his
hands, motionless. -He did not appear to have heard the door
open, and Mrs. Mace moved forward softly. - ~

“Tom!" she whispered. f
hP" other!” cried Tom, starling in surprise. * Mother, you

re ! 3

The woman dropped to her knees beside the lad, and two
tears dropped on to Tom’s hands. He placed his arms round
. Mason turned away.

Tom,” whispered the woman. * You did not do it? Teli
me. I will believe you!™

I did not do it, mother,” whispered the lad. I don't
know how it happened. I—I thought Mr. Gale was the culprit.
but the Head says he is a detective.”

% But, haven’t you any idea who—who it was?" pleaded the
wornan, looking her son full in the eyes. i

“ The thief!” exclaimed Tom bitterly.
was, mother. - Everyone knows that—Spikey Meadows!

# 1 know whp he



Don*t Miss * The Valley of Surprise ™! 1

“8pikey Meadows!"” echoed the woman. *“Oh, Tom, that
man! Oh! Then your father—"

She did not finish her sentence, But stared at her son in
SOITOW.

Tom nodded his head lmsemb]y, knuwmg what his mother’s
lock had meant.

‘And he is not at home?” he whispered softly.

The woman shook her head. - She looked away, the tears
trickling down her worn cheeks,

“They have arrested him I” she ‘whispered.

“Arrested him!” cried Tom. *“Oh, mother”

“It was bound to come,” sighed the woman,
know—— They arrested him for this?”

“T suppose so,” mumbled Tom.
worry about me. I can bear this.”

“You sha’n’t, Tom!” gulped the woman. *Oh, that ke
should have done this! He must know you are innocent I”

“Go, mother dear!” whispered the lad. “The Head is
waiting,”

Tom kissed her tenderly, and she rose slowly to her feet.
She swayed rather; and the headmaster, fearing she would
faint, caught her in his arms.

“Good-bye, Tom!” she whis E'pered bending down and
kissing his head. Then, trembl g and crying softly, she
followed Dr. Mason from the small room.

And Tom Mace was left elone—alone with his thoughts.

“But now 1

“But, mother, don’t

Exit Two.
% Y aunt!” ejaculated Bob Peel, and he stared Imrd
J at the announcement that had been placed upon
the school notice-board. He and the rest of the
¥Form were on their way to the dormitory that
evening when the notice-board caught Bob’s attention.

Quite a crowd of juniors gathered round the board, and all
looked blankly surprised. For on the was a most
unusual notice.

Slowelly. so that all could hear, Smythe of the Fourth remi
it aloud:

¢ Owin ill-heatth, Mr. Mullins will be unable to con-
tinue his futy at the school. During bis absence Mr. Brown
will take charge of the Fourth Form.
L (SEQ-meiI ArTHUR MAaSON.
eadmaster).’

* Mullins gumg away !”" echnad Lundy.

“Blessed. if 1'd noticed any signs of il Iness ! said Hill.

* Weak head, perhaps,” sugg Bob Peel.

And there was a laugh; Bob's suggestion certainly did
seem to further matters. Mr. Mullins’ complaint was likely

Fl‘A_'NDlSB_
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No. 573 —~THE THREE MACS.

Grand tale of lnhoﬂ'l'bg fun and adventurs. By JACK NORTH.

.o 574.—THRB

splendid story of ﬂlmm By WALTER EDWARDE. an in hand,

f.oumu.naaea‘pm . But mveporhapoL\md,noona
:eemeﬂndna pomMe news. %

rown?” camo a ienarll query..
“Third Form-master—as as nails,” uld Bob Peel
briefly. * That’s the only Brown in the school.”

It was evening-time, and too late then to test the matter.
So the juniors had' to ‘wait until next morning before tl
could pass any op:mons on the master's good or bad points.

Meanwhile, Mr. Mullins, in his study, was packing in
He had had no difficulty at all in convincing
Dr. Mason of his illness. His trembling hands, his absoluie
inability to control his nerves, were evidence of an approach-
ing break-down. As the Head quickly saw, Mr. Muiling had
to go.

It had been quite late in the evening before the master
broached the subject, and Peel had seen the notice as he and
the other Fourth-Formers were on their way to bed.

Where he was to go Mr. Mulhn: had not quite decided;
but he wanted to get away—rlg ht away—before there was
further trouble. And, although he had told Dr. Mason thet
he would return in the course a week or so, real
intention was to go abroad and h:de there.

He was a careful- hvmg man, .and had saved up quite a
large sum of money. With that and what he would be able
to earn he could live in comfort. e though he was, Mr.
Mullins was clever, and with the use of a little cunning he was
sure of getting some remunerative position as master or
private tutor, .

He did not go until it was dark. For some considerable
time he rummaged through his drawers and cupboards,
desttoying rs and letters. Not until he was quite sure
that ‘he had left nothing of a P nature did he -
make his escape.

But. even when he reached the school door \‘.'hat led into

qudmngle he did ‘not feel quite safe. There was still
ace, he reflected.

S;}z)om Mace were proved innocent. Would he be sus-
before he had time to get clear? He :mmblad with
ng;uhnn. Any minute Spikey Meadows might be arrested.
And from Me-dnw. the master expected no mercy. Meadows
would expose him.

There was only one way. Tom Mace must be freed——freéd
before the real truth came out. But how?

The master slowly wended his way back to his study. He
?ung himself into hls chair, deep in thought. Mace must be

He had a ke 5’ to the punishment-room on his school kej'-
chain, and it did not take him long to devise & scheme.
Drawing a sheet of notepaper towards him “he scrawled
upon it, in printed letters: :
“Eey to room. Tear this up.—Bop.”
He chuckled as he read this message through. He was too
clever to sign 1t “ Peel,” for he knew
what great friends the two lads were—
although, anyway, Mace was not likely
;n u.:iuspect that. the message was a

Silently and stealthily the master
crept a.ong the pumshment-room, and
slipped the key and mmg
under the door. He tapped 1gbt.]y, a.nd
heard Tom get u;

He waited & while to henr if Tom
had discovered the key, then, as a
match. struck and a light F’Ieamed under
the door, he fled quick

Mo, 188, —T LEOPARD MAN, i
A -m;y of q:mln: African adventure. By the author of ™ The Man
orgof

No. 189. m MYSTERY OF THE 100 C
_A tale of Chinese m&l.l! and Lo

m. John

LEY OF PEAR.
introducing Mdlle. Clalre Delislo, Nelsos Les,

Sexton Blake, and Tinker.
No.191.—THE PRIDE OF m S'I'ABW.

A rousing raclng stery.
No. 192.—THE SIGN_ OF THE

THE SERPENT.
A tals of mystery in London and adventure in India.

HESTS.
nnm adventure, introducing Sexton
Tawl

, NEW TRAINER.

he want through the

main door, !anvmg it ajar,
master ran across the quad-
rangle and out through the side gate,

to which he had obtained another key,
i{y he had lost his.  Spikey

ea owu still had that ongmal key,
he reflected. -

Out in the lane, the maaﬁer walked
hurriedly, beads of perspiration stand-
ing out on his foreheads Lest he should
arousé suspicion, he avoided the main
l'ndud and cut through the hedge at the
side.

ﬂn. 55.—THE ¥ ST. FR.
& Co., and of
No. 56.

introducing Nelson Lea

PET O ANK’S.
!nlucklns atory of nﬂmnl. ]i!xtinhod‘olnl Nipper, Eﬂﬂmlh. Full-

MESHES m
n amazing story n! ﬂ&lmll‘l wu'rk ll.llll sdventure in London and Dover,

Tt was a very dark night ,and Mr.
Mullins had to step carefully; for there
had been a heavy fall o rmn, and
puddlaa abounded.

was Tom Mace, but he
did nof. know that.

(To e concluded next week.)
Tee Gem Lisrasv.—No. TI2
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B ZALLMAAAAMAMMM“LL‘A
{  TOM MERRY & CO’S TRIP. }
<4 (Coniinued from page 13.)

T YV VYV VUV VY VYV YV VY YYvVYYyvry
Groooogh! Oh, won't Valentine and th& others pay you.out

You Simply Must Get This Week’s ** Boys' Herald ™!

It was Mr. Mallet, the Housemaster, or “Tommy,” as the
iuniors affectionately cailed him. The dapper little master
,tusﬂed through- the gates and smiled benignly upon Tom
Mérry & Co. .

Had he only known it, he had saved the situation. But
for the appedrance of Mr. ‘Mallet, the two parties of schoolboys
each other and proceeded to

for this!™
“Ha,
Hugh

They
they saw the: wh
o5 ‘only sainted aunt
tlil‘:)urtg,, 'u'taggann‘s out with
g

10
chums.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

Timbernob back to the fold, Valentine; old scout!
o g_lxyful. 80 we had to keep him under
ow:

too

-yow-yow !” moaned Anthony, bl

his schoolfellows from the wheelbarrow.
chaps! Wow! I—I'm aching all over !
Hugh Valentine & Co.

ha, ha !” roared Tom Merry & Co., in the taxis,
Valentine & Co. were all crowded outside the gates
. of Magdalen Bchool when the taxis drove up.

had to hold each other up in their amazement when
eelbarrow and Anthony inside it.

E;l:ped the ca%téain‘uf the Upper

subjection !"
linking dolefully at
“Lemme loose, you

grasped the wheelbarrow and

have a “rag.”

Tom Merry.. " *“ M

h-what the—whe | is ready for you in
“We've brought
He got | by Mr. Mallet.

They smiled

to break out into a

would have hurled themselves at

Tom Merry & Co.
“We’ve had a very interesting time,

grinned. . .
thank you, sir,” replied

me Tussaud’s is a grand place, and we

enjoyed all we saw there.” . s

“; 5 at is aml]dmﬂ'l’,w‘puhad “Tommy,” rubbing his hands.
nd now, my. dear

the Hall

“Thank you, sir!"™

Tom Merry & Co.

come in and have tea. The meal -

trooped away across the quadrangle, led

sweetly at Hugh Valentine & Co. as they

P 3 .
The Upper Fourih-Formers looked quite disappointed,
“Never mind I said Valentine, allowing his handsome face.

smile. I dare say you deserved all you

released their chum. : y got, Anthony! Have you had some fun with ’em?”
Tom Merry & Co. ‘f;ad the drivers, and then crowded into “Yow-ow 1” gasped the rubber-limbed junior. *“1 don't
the gateway of Magdalen School. know who had the most fun, they or 11"
ugh tine and his schoolmates looked grimly at the Tom Merry & Co., partaking of tea in the magnificent
8t, Jim’s fellows. - - Hall of Magdalen School, chuckled over the events of the
#“Chaps,” said Valentine, *“I know it's not quite the thing | afternoon.

to mop up, the quad with visitors, but under the circuin-

stances—"

“ My sons,” cried Tom Merry, “we all know that it's rather
manners to spiflicate people we are staying

a breach of good
ith, but in this case I think—""

W
“Ah, boys, you are back! You must be hungry! Have

you had an interesting afternoon?”

Figgl

been waiting for.

THE BND.

(NEXT WEEK.—Don't miss the wonderful story of the
chums of St. Jim's.

This deals with a fierce battle between

ins & Co. of the New House, and Tom Merry & Co.
of the School House. Just the thrilling sort of yarn you have
Extra speciall)

»<>0-0> <+ S S S H o e *>ee
UMM | TOKEXHOUSE Yarp.—So called from |gate, Aldersgate, Cripplegate, Moorgate,
= MY READERS' OWN the brass “tokens * that were made here | Bishopsgate and Aldgate, The Tower
E - COR in the time before pennies and half- [forming the gate on the east, and
= 2/61s paid for each paragra pennies were first made in 1672. Billingsgate the eighth, a gate on

= phmqphd.s
ST BRI
OLD LONDON NAMES.
Lotapury.—Named after the candle-
stick manufacture of this district because

of the loathsome noise made by these
workers in metal.

Look out for ANSWERS'
great new autumn serial story:
Two million people will read it.
L —

Fouspers’ Courr.—Named after the
brass founders’ industry that was carried
on here.

GrAcRCHURCH _ StREET, — Formerl
called Gracious Street, originally call
Grasschurch Street, from the adjoining
hay-market.

Hounpsprrce.—The ancient city moat,

FENcHURCH STREET.—Its  name Is
the fenny or marshy district.
C'Awmu.a—'.l.'hu Ald or Old Gate of the

ity.

Grurspur STREET.—So called from the
knights who in the olden days used to
ride this way to Smithfield for the
tournaments.

. SaiTEPIELD.—Formerly called Smooth-

old. 5

Harrox Gampex.—Called aiter Sir C.
Hatton, Queen Elizabeth’s favourite, who
lived at Ely Pace, near by.

Brackrriars.—Called after a convent
of Dominican Friars. 5
© Cuarivg Cross.—The ancient village
near London—Cherringe.

AN EXCELLENT REASON.
“Sir,” wrote an indignant parent {o a
Board School teacher, *I must strictly
forbid you to punish as again for
anything he does, as we never do so our-
selves, except in self-defence. Yours
truly —.""—Francis Graham, 43, Parade

Street, St. John's, Newoundland.

LONDON'S WALL.

At the time of the Roman occupation—

A.D.—409 A.p.—London's area was
380 acres, and around the —city the
Romans built London Wall. It was 3%
miles in length, and had several gates,
the names of which still survive to-day, as
does portions of the wall—Ludgate, New-

the river, During this period, and for
many centuries after, London Bridge was
the only means of crossing the river, save
for one or two ferries. The principle
buildings at this time in London-were
0ld St. Paul's, Royal Exchange,
Leadenhall, Baynard Castle, The Tower,
Allhallows’, Bnrking, Allhallows’, Stain~+
ing, Crossly Hall, St. Helen's. In 1685

rd Macaulay writes, ‘' Chelsea is a
peaceful village with one thousand inhabi-
tants, and Islington is almost a solitude,
and poets love to contrast ita silence with
the * Ground within London Wall." "—
I. 8. Brown, 15, Rannoch Road,
Hammersmith, W, 6.
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WONDERFUL LIQUID TONIC THAT MAKES

. YOUR HAIR GROW BEAUTIFUL.

. Etery

* Harlene-for-the-Hair,” “ Uzon™

Reader to enjoy Free “Harlene Hair-Drill,”
H Bnlhlnhne, and *

incluclmg Gratis
Cremex” Shampoo.

MUNIFICENT PUBLIC OFFER ' BY WORLD’S FOREMOST HAIR EXPERT.

’I!lE foremvst. Halr Speclalist of the Age wanta everybody to

that 'y can save thelr hmr NOW and commence to
Erow lb in the loveliest luxury and profusion free of charge, by means
of a wonderful liguid tenic that s.cts almcst like magic.

This sensational announcement is made by Mr. Edwards as part
of his great National Campaign against Hair Poverty; Baldness, and
Lack-Lustre. No one who wishes to get on by personality and eharm
can afford to neglect their hair nnd
tn lnok old or ll mompd. Beau-

ul hair Is almost everyt to

by
clean and hea!thy
scalp, you FEEL more energetic,
more confident, more impressive.
That Iy why 1 have decided to
tely free a full
Week's Tol}et Outfit for ‘this -
pu , including a bottle of

* Harlane "--the B

hair - grower
everybody is mlkl

WHAT THE POSTMAN WILL BRING

You. .

Résoive to have besutiful ".hblehhwhlir that
lusters caressingly in adoral ves and curls—the
Dimnmn hair that only “ Barlwe * can ensure and
maintain in all its patural glory.

If by the expenditure of a Httle time—just abont two minutes daily
—it is possible to acquire real hair health and beauty, surely it is
folly to refuse and: even to hesitate a single moment in taking the
first step to secure it.

The * Hariene Hair-Drill” Trial Outfit contains s

L A trisl bottle of * Harlens,™ the ideal liquid food and natural
growth-promoting fonic for the hair.

&Awmketﬁ"cum"shmmmda Thi!hmnﬁsenﬁc
wdﬂpolthehmlnﬂwalp. It takes away the musty odour of hair
that is out of order by clearing away all decaying scurf, ete.

8. A bottle of *“TUzon'
Brilliantine, which gives the
final touch -of beauty to the
hbair.

4. The “‘Hair-Drill”’ Manual,
giving tull ingtructions. -

; To obtain one of these pack-

write your mname and
ndd.:ulmdnnt.yon a reader
of the Ged on a sheet of
and post, together with

ppllca'.i to E 1Ii ds’ E“mr
8] on dwards’ Hir-
lene; Ltd, 20-26, Lamb's
Conduit Street, London, W.C. 1.
Any or all of Edwards'
Har| ons . hay - be
obtained - from  Chemlats
Btores all over the World.

SILVER
WATCHES

Yours to Wear Whilst
Paying For .

Gent.'s full size Keyless Lever Watch, stnn‘
Niekel Sitver duat and damp proof cases, clear
dial, genuine Lever Hovenent. perfect ruil-
way timekeeper, price 18/-; or cash with order,
‘t3/6 (similar watch, cheaper quality, 9/- eash).
Ladies’ or Gent.’s wristlet model (a beautiful
presemt), 4/= extra. Any of these splendid .
watclies seat on receipt of the first payment.
After receiving the wateh, you send ma
further 2/- and promise to pay the balance by
weekly Instalments

of 8. each or 2/ manthly.
'M} !of 10 Foars sent with r.-u;h ‘wateh,
Xo Don't

=i Sromdurial. 5
mm&" ‘with ou book
muﬁn( i hmmon]r Bd., post w&. nmluanﬂl

dotlghied —Puplisnors, 80, Oldoniren Road. Clevidon .
URSELF, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EN-
T OO ELE TERIAL. miu.ouua

, 8d.° ALSO OHEAP PHOTO

FULL-SIZED MEN. T m,',*‘,:':,.m T
drin., mh"u

.1’.. a7, EY% onm

“‘m m ¥ Woi oy o

m’ GRAND SET OF 5 ﬂ'm rial). and also China,
PERSIA, o !'l.lé:. lﬂ.%u’xlio'l’os.‘ mm IW%IYO;T“ [l“i xlinll;’lu..
TUGO- (Greatia), Travancors, LEVAN E.

will bo!mt to all who send 2d. for m m uality l(ounu. Td. per

b rm. 10 N,lll.l (New Ilm—?lchnll % lDd.,
VICTOR
DAYB.—:

A 1T
Totaiere For . BP), HULE

Pn-m'l!ﬂon.
MAN

HOME CIN EMATOGRAPHS A™® m:w..m Tiote
: FORI'S ( mare, Londom, W.O. 1.

ncpt..Al’).ll‘“

m
116 —B. Roauss

FUN FOR ALL l‘w. ! e paible.
sle. /- P.O. ( - Clewadae, Bom,
* The Cem." PEN m Nalue 2d. - |
Send 13 of these souposs 9 direct to Flest Pan
119, i‘lnt !trn:.mnﬂo qu Yuu w.u msu?:u Teturn a s»laeo

itish 14-ot. ‘Gold. 2-20/6 (Fins,
allomad"tor. sk 3 ire FoRRon ?pt m;g_ (Pmknr-tc'&ho d‘o:zl:r:';gl'i‘. P
“ade T n mﬁdw Fleet. qu' m GEM readera.

o uce famo €
uaranteed or'cash returned. Foreign pos
Self-Fllling thll. uﬂtll Ba!ely Gzp, !,‘- exira.

uE GEM LisRary.—Nao. TIZ.
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Splendid Football
Stories in the
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Another Splendid Art Portrait Next Week
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