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EDITORIAL s

My Dear Chums,—

Amnmj a crowd of cnngratuiatu:y
leiters in my posthan about the * Gem
and the " St. Jim's News,”” there is a
cheery line from a keen supporter in Ire-
land who is wrging me to remember a
humper Christmas Number., As if | were
likely to forget it! There is some little
distance to cover yet before Christmas
comes, but it is not teo early to state,
onge for all, that ihe speeial issue of the
" Gem,” ts ba published December 21st.
and bearing date for the 24th, will be a
record.

This Christmas Number, with its splen-
did coloured cover, should come up to all
expectations. 1 am working to that end.
its stery of St. Jim’s will be even more
theroughty representative of the schoo!
than uswal, and Mr. Martin Clifford has |
been at pains tu introduce a few of the

GHEAT MUSIGAL DISCOVERY

A BHTT H INVENTION,
o

THE GEM LIBRARY.

popular characters whe, for same reasen
or another, have been on the shelf. But
before going on te refer to St. Jim's and
the supplement, and other subjects,
may as well, while this question
Special Numhers is on the carpet, just
drop in a tactful reminder that next
week's issue of the ** Boys' Herald 7" will
be a treat. Don’t forget it, please! 1am
looking to all Gemites to r‘ememtur the
Fifth uf November copy of the * Boys'
Herald " with all its special features.
There is the magnificent fong complete
story of the three joily chums of H.M.5,
Thunderclioud, the long complete footbafl
story of Stringer and the Norchester
Boys, the opening chapters of the great
sporting serial, ** The Sportsman and the
Slacker.”” and £200 in prizes. with the
magnificent sum of £100 as first prize.
You may win it!

The St. Jim's yarn this week is great!
There is a surprise in it, just as there
has boen in others, including the rattling
tate about Tom Merry & Co. at Madame

of

Tussaud’s. and the quaint trick of the
indiarubber chap. Timbernob, whe im-
n*rsmnte” the Sw il et 8t. Jim's, and

ttha | -L\M
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treatment has

got properiy ragged for his hase temarity.
It isn"t very often a party of $t, Jim's
fellows yet te Londen, and Mr. Martin
Clifford certainly did the sights well. To
my mind each story servés not only to
amuse, and raise a laugh, or stir a deeper
interest, but it also helps to impress tha
characters mere thoroughly on the mind.
The more you know them, the better you
like them. Fatty Wvynn, big, joliy,
generous, and gifted with a tremendous
appetite, which, however, he keeps under
better control than is the case of Baggy;
Wildrake, splendid spertsman, but fairly
modest and retiring, notwithstanding his
aimost uncanny powers: Cardew, mrock-
ing. yet sincere, and brave as a lion—he
showed courage, too, in his way, when
Mr. Sankey's tion was en the rampage;
Gussy, but there is ne need to sav any-
thing about the usually urbans and
serene aristocrat, who fights for principle!

Well, keep a sharp teok-out ahead for
the Specla] Mumbers, and don't forget
that there will be a sp?andld Guy Fawkes
story in next week’s * Gem,” entitied
* Grundy's Guapowder Piet.”

YOUR EDITOR.
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A Grand Long, Complete School Story of the Chums of St. Jim's.

CHAPTER 1.
“ Towsah ! ™

€ RRR-R-R-R-R!"
Jack Blake looked up in amazement as the weird

naise reached his ears.
“Grrr-r-rerr!”

Digby and Herries followed their leader's gaze across
study to where the Hon. Arthur Augustu
an armchair, his face fAushed and contorted
were choking.

Study No. 6 was—or should have been—fill
gtudious silence. Digby and Herries sat af t
engaged upon their prep, while Jack Blake,
pleted his, sat over by the open windew
of the *Boys’® Herald.” Arthur A
arently cared for none of these thi

the

with - o
s, busily
who had com-
reading a copy
ustus, however,

True, he had

glanced through a page of his English hnmry text-
but neither the subtleties of Henry VIIL's foreign
thought of Mr. Lathom’s possible catnclmm

d to lhu swel

book ;
policy nor the
n the following day had
s being worthy of much v He seemed
tn have something on his mind, und lmd reclined himself in
L!Je depths of the most comfortable chair in the study, with
his lsfm closed, as though he were thinking out some weighty
proble

And  thus
swotting, Jack
Jim Leader,
roelinir

1 of 8t. Jim's

had things eontinued—Dighy and Herries

lake deeply immersed in the adventures of
the boy who went to London, and Gussy
comfortably among the cushions—when the silence

of the study was, without warning, invaded by that
mysterious, gurgling grunt.

*“Grrrsgrerrrrenr 1

Tho sound unmistakably e ated from the aristocratic

ihroat of the Hon. Arthar Au

in_the armchair, with his eyes closec
Blake viewed ‘his noble chum with amazement,

arm.

fussy ! he exclaimed.

"l hie strained features of the scion of the house of Eastwood

rh he still sat

tus, althot
1.

not unmixed

taxed, and he assumed an expression of elaborate innocence.
thump is the matier with you?”
“With me, dei ah boy? Nothi ' responded D'Arcy

innocently.
en why_are you

rows?" asked Herries.

“T was not awah that I was makin’ any howwible gwoans
at all,” :pr)ndcd Guesy, with some degree of dignity.

i“T‘hr-n it's ahont time you saw a doctor ! grunted Blake

“Or a plumber!” suggested Digby.

“1 '-L{uw to tweat such widiculous
sewiously

“\\'e!l vrhat s the matter with you, anyway?" asked Blake.
L 'I"wr:v!

“Not in the least, deah boy!”

“Then what are you going to sleep r'm-" L

“] was not gein’ to sleep,” protested Gussy.
thinkin' 1"

““Oh, that explains it, then!”
relief.

“Explins what, pway?”
“The noise,” replied Blake.
like rusty machinery! Of course, if ('usw is trying to get
his mind to work, ‘thore'd naturally be a Iot of that kind
of noiss. Wa shall have to pub up with it, that's all!”
“You sillay ass!” said Arthur Augustus, in disdain.

Herries pretended alarm.

making those horrible, groaning

wemurks at all

“T am merely

said Blake, with an air of

“1 though it sounded a bit

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

¥ to be a serious matter, do

you?” he inquir ly. “I should hate to

sea Lhe poor old : bang, or anything like that!

Besides, look what a mess it m).ud make of the study, baving
Gussy strewed round in fragments!”

ewwies, you are an uttah idict!” Gussy almost shricked.

s im if it hurts at all!” counselied Dighy

“You don't thir

LIve got a jolly goed distemper cure that T used for
Towser. You're welcome to a dose if you'd like it, Gusay !’
proft 1 Herries generously.

sussy calmed himself with a visible effort. .
“You pwobably mean well, Hewwies,” he 1 patronis-
“But you are a periectly &5 numskull, all the

s:-mc vou knoiw, deah hoy!
Herrics tose from his chair.
“Look here, Gussy!” he began wrathfully. “If you
“0Oh, shut up‘ " “said Blake impatiently. “Let the ass
alone, Herries! Let him go to sleep again, for goodness’
1 Id thing for a quict life!”
till muttering {hreats, subsided into his chair
inved his prep. G , sniffiny disdainfully at
slosed his eyes 1in, and ence more silence
desconded upon the siudy.
Not for long, however.
came a further ™ eird noise:

In less than three minutes thero

“He's at & again 1"
“Tt'll pass over!”

id Hn rries wonderinaly.
“Take no notice " counselled Blake.
“Greeerreerere
Gussy opened his eyes, and g'\md thoughtfully round the

6t udv

“Hewwies, old man!" he &ai id.
s exchanged a quick glance with Digby, and then

n Arthur Augustus.

@ ' he said hmdl
“ Have you been bwingin’ 1r>\\~nh into the studay, deah

bov?" inquired Arthur Augvstus.

“He was hcre yesterday,” replied the mystified Herries.

“You saw him yourself, didn't you?”

“ Yans, deah boy. DBut I was wondewin’ if he'd been heah
since then. To-day, for instance. T was—I was wondewin’
if—if Towsah was in the studay now.”

“Towser in the sindy?” repeated ITerries. “Of course he
isn’t.  What on earth makes you think that®’

Juck Blake Jooked across at Digby and tapped his head
with a finger sig

“Poor old a
las

“Are you weally certain that Towsah isn't heah?” said
Arthur Avgustus thoughtfully, © Didn’t you heah a noise
wathah like him gwowlin® just now?"”

““M-my hat !"" said Herries blank

T should lic back in the cushions, il T we
suggesied the leader of Study No. 6. “You
few minutes. Tt's the heat, you know."

Gussy. ignoring the advice of his chum,
up.l;;‘\t in |

he murmured softly. “It's come =t

yon, Gussy
be better in a

jorked himself

! There was a noice in the
studa To zr\\nu‘m . I insist upon
ewiwics lookin' to see if Towsah is h. Towsah may he
a vewy fine bulldog, but he bas no “own ot whatevah for u
fellah's twousers, and T do not feel at all easy in my mm-i
when theah is any possibility of his bein’ nnv\i‘heﬂh awound !’

L u ever feal easy in your mind, Gussy?”" inquired Jack

A realisation of the inner meaning of Blake's remark only
elicited a disdainful sniff from Arthur Augustus.
Tue Gem Linrary.—No. 716.
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“Poweer's in his kennel all right!” growled Herrles. “I
-nt down and fed him about an hour ago.”
But pewwaps he's bwolen loose,” suggested Gussy.
1t strikes me it’s you who's breaking loose, Gussy,” said
v. *“Growling in your sleep, and then waking ui to
for bulldogs! Go to sleep again, there’s a good chap,
let Herries and X finish our prep!”

have not been to sleep at all, Digbay 1" avowed Gussy.
‘hen it's the best thing you can do” énapped Blake.
“ But Towsahe—"
“0Oh, blow Towser!”
“Hewwies, 1 insist that you shall look for that beastlay
dog of yours!” said Arthur Augustus.  © You must have
h 1 him gwowlin’ "
We heard you growling, if that’s what you mean
responded Herriea.

Arthnr Augustus looked ecrestfallen.

m

‘o
gwow!in’?” be inquired anxiously, -
Blake, Herries, and Digby stared at the swell of St. Jim’s
in dumbfounded amazement y
“My only aunt!” said Blake at length.  * Did—did you
really think we couldn't tell where the sound came from,

was hopin” you couldn’t,” coniessed Gussy, with an air
of cvident disappointment. “Howevah, it is obvious that 1
am not qnite such an expert as I had hoped. 1 must do
some more pwaclice, that is all.”

“Practice !” echoed Dighy. “Practice at what?”

“Ventwiloquism, deah boy replied Gusey calmly.
ventwiloguist, you know
“A thomping ass, you mean!” growled Blake.
‘1 have been pwactising for a lon time in scewet,'” con-
tinned Gusey, ignoring Blake's interruption.  “But it is
evident that T shall have to do come more before I am
foet. At pwesent T am concentwaitin’ upon two imitations
: gwowlin’ of a dog and & man up a chimnay."”
Why don’t you try zn imitation of a fatheaded idiot up
the pole?™ inquired -Blake. “That would come -more
naturally to wou!”

“Weally, Blake—"
*Oh, shut up!” growled T "Now T-cha’'n't be able
to vead the instalment of “The Lad From the Lower Deck’
bofore bed-time. 1 wanted to particularly. And iws all
ihrough Gussy I

“Y vote we bump the idiot!” suggested Blake.

3 shall welusa to be bumped 1 declered Arthur Auguetus.

“Veou ahvays do,” replied Blake. “But it mukes no
differenco in the end! Give a hand here. chaps!”

The ehums of Study No. 6 grasped the amateur ventrilo-
quist and dragged him out of the armchair. Three secands
fater the fAoor of the study~ resounded with the impact
of the person of the Hen. Arthur Augustus.  And then
Blake, Herries, and Digby tramped off to the dormitory,
leaving Augustus on the carpet, considerablv ruffled, but
firmly determined to conlipue concentrating on the growling
of dogs and the voices of men up chimneys!

Y

@

CHAPTER 2.
“ Mr, Rogers, of London.”

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY was very keen indeed
A wpon his new hobhy. Kor a long time the swell of
St. Jim’s bad cherished a secret desire to shine as a
ventriloquist, end he was determined that nothin:
should prevent. him from aequiring the art. He had
previously made an essay ot it, but on that oceasion a little
i~pa by some irreverent jofers of the Fourth Form had
discouraged him for a time. Me had advertised for instruction
in ventriloquism, ad an alteration that had been made in
the advertisement had resulted in the arrival at St. Jim's
of a whole army of professors eager to impart to Arthur
Augustus the rudiments of Greek, violin-playing, elocution,
banjo-strumming, dancing, and conjuring—in fact, anything

and everything but vetriloguism.

But the swell of 8t Jim's was made of sterner staff than
could be put off a purpose hy such means. He had lain
Jow for a short time, and had risen pheenix-like from the
sshes of his previcus faiture, with a prim determination to
comquer in his fresh attempt. He had invested largely, but
secrelly, in books of instruction on the subject, and he had
ed assiduously, also in secret, beforo he made his

effort in Séndy Na. 6. ITis non-success on that
ion had undoubtedly disappointed him, but it had most
Iv not discouraged him in the least. COne of his
< of instruoction had advised the youthful aspirant to
‘e his attention to one, or at most two, effects in
oquism, @il confine his endeavours and practice to them
it ke was perfect.  Affer that he could o on with others.
Gussy had taken this advice, with the result that he had
1 ed to devote his efforts to the acquirement of a dog’s

w! that vould be made to appear as if coming from any

Tue Gex Lisnary.—No. 716,

fomid you weally tell that it was I who was |

direction desived, and the ability to conduct a conversation
with a voice that emanated from a chimney.

Up to now he had not been very successful with either,
but he was none the less determined that he would be.
Three days after his failure to reproduce the voice of Towser
in Study No. 6, he tapped at the deor of Tom Merry’s study,
and waited politely outside.

“Come in ass!” said the voice of Tom Merry pleasantly.
And Arthur Augustus opened the door and stepped into
the study.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—-""

Monty Lowther looked up, and then across at Tom.
“Jolly rood ruess of yours, Tom!” he said.
h“ Weally ” said Arthur Augustus innocently. * What was

that?"”

“Guessing that you were outside,” replied Lowther.

“ ut Tom Mewwy did not know that it was 1, said Gussy,
in a puzzled fashion. P

“Ile must have done,” afirmed Lowther humorously. *“He
said ‘ass” didn't he?”

Artl Augusius put up his eyeglass and surveyed Monty
Lowther with a frignd glance.

“Lowthah, I feah *hat you bave a wemarkably cwude sense
of humah,” he =aid cuttingly *““If T were not heah on vewy
sewions bisnay, I should Teel compelied to administah a
stern webuke to you Howevah 2

“No, Gussy, not that! Anything but thet!” And the
humorously-inclited Lowther produced his pocket-handker-
chief and ralapsed into a pretended fit of bitter weeping.

“You—you uttah wattah 1

Arthur Augustus sarveyed him for a moment in silence,
and then turned away in hizh dudgeon as Tom Merry spoke.

“ Well, Gussy,’ said Tom Merry laughingly, “what can
we do for you?” 7

Arthur Augustus polished his monocle carefully, and
replaced it in his eye before replying.

“Well, as a mattah of fact, Tom Mewwy, 1 am heah, as
T told that ass Lowthah, on wathah a sewious mattah.”

Tom Merry and Manners looked up quickly, and even the
grief-stricken  Lowther put away his  handkerchief and
regarded 1Arcy attentively. It struok Tom Merry & Co.
that (lussy might he in some kind of difficulty, and in that
casa they would have been ready enough to de anything in
their power to help him out,

“Nothing wrong, 1 hope, Gussy "
gravely 4

“ Not at all, desh boy—I mean, yzas, wathah. You see—
well, the fact is. deab hoys—="
ake your time, old fruit!” murmured the irrepreesible
Lowther.

Arthur Aucustus certainly seemed to be experiencing some
degree of difficulty in explaining himself. Suddenly he walked
across to the door of the study, opened it, looked up and down
the corridor, and then, closing the door again, advanced
towards the chums in a very mysterious manner.

“Tom Mewwy.” he said, in a voice that was little above a
whisper, “should you be vewy surpwised to heah that there
is an unfortunate individual in your chimnay 7"’

The swell of St. Jim's paused to note the effedt of his
words, and he had no need to be disappointed at the result,
if he had Leen desirous of causing a sensation. The three
occupants of the study regarded him open-mouthed. Manners
dropped a couple of photographic prints that he hed becn
mounting on to the table, as if his fingers were incapable
of holding them. Tom Merry drew a deep breath, and stared
at Gussy as though hypnotised. Lowther seemed the least
moved, and deep down in his eyes a glimmer of amusement
wan to sparkle. Ho was not a humorist, he was fairly
shrewd, was Monty—perhaps the two characteristicn were to
some oxtent dependent upon each other—and it may have
been that he began to have some glimmering of the meaning
of D'Arcy’s remarkable query. And at any rate, his sense
of humeur was aroused by the discrepancy between the placid
expression of Arthur Angustus and his sensational suggestion.

“M.my aunt!” gasped Tom Merry, at length,

Monty Lowther regarded Tom solemnly,

“Then you knew,” he said. “Oh, Tommy!”

“Knew what?” asked Tom Merry, in o mystified manner.

“That your aunt was up the chimney.” replied Monty
Lowther, without the trace of a smile. *Poor old lady!”

“Lowthah, 1 wegard you ae a sillay ass!” said Arthur
Augustus reprovingly.  *You know perfectly well that it is
not Tom Mewwy's annt who is np the chimnay. This is
suahly no time for wetten jokin'. It is a vewy sewious mattah
indeed 17 .

“What the thump are you driving ab. you ass?” quericd
Manners, who was all at sea.  Arthur Augustus turned his
eyeglass upon Manners. That junior’s smazement was very
obvious. 'There was a look of alarm in his face, too, which
Arthur Avgustus noted, and which afforded him a great deal
of satisfaction. lently Manners was much disturbed in
his mind, and that wes the effect that Arthur Augustus
wished to produce. It formed such a splendid foundation

said Tom Merry rather
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for his ventriloguis

the mind of his aund

to the illusion.
Arthur Augustus, bowever, might not have heen so pl

if he had ywn that Manners’ alarm was not in con

of the p‘:-'hl of the supposed unrmb

chimney, but was evoked by a sn

of the swell of St. Jim's w
Monty Lowther took advan

att

“atmosphere,” becanse it prepared
, and made them more susceptible

:\II that mL sht lm dmnrmi
m\ of the distraction of D" Arcy's
n to wink across at Tom Merry, whese face imme-

diately lost a certnin expression of tenseness, :me relaxed
into a half-smile.  Arthur Augustus, hnwo\er, well
satisfied with the effect that he imagined his suggestion had

1 uponr Manners.
{ my suspicions are coww
likelthood of vouah heawir T
speakin' for himsel said Arthur A
fellahs have any oh;orrmn to my expev
my speakin’ to him?’
*‘Ha, ha!—I mean, no, not at all,
Merry. *“Go ahead lw all means !”
Arthuz Augustus walked acrass to the fireplace,
by the curious glances of the Shell juniors, and k

unfortunate man
“Would you
that is, to

old chap,” said Tom
followed
knalt down

in front of the open h(‘ar h. He locked up the ct and
(.ﬂ ed out in a very H
““Are you theah, deah boy
Aluiost at once he was answered by a very strained, gruf

voice.
“Yaas, wathah!”
“My only hat!” said Tom Merry.
The voice that had responded to the inquiry of Arthur
Augustus might or might not huve been supposed to have
emanated from the o mney. At any rate, it would have
rcf1u1rcri a very high degree of imagination to have conceived
that it had. But of one thing there could be no doubt, no
possible doubt whatever— the voice had responded in the
well-known and unmistakable accents of the Hon. Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy. Perhaps, as Monty Lowther suggested in
a whisper to Tormn \r{crry the gentleman in the chimney was
a relation of Gussy's. That would, of course, account for
Gussy's anxiety with regard to his welfare. But Monty gave
it as his opinion—still in a whisper—that it was very bad
form on the part of Arthur Augustus to leave his relations
lying about in other people’s chimneys,
“Have you been theah for long?” in
St Jim's,
“For hours and
replied the voice.
“Bai Jove! How fwightfully wotten !’
“T want to be let out!”
Arthur Augustus turned a
hcr on the chums of the Shell.
“You see, deah boy he said, not
without srmn trace of triumph. .
The effect of his revelation on his
aundicnce was most gratifying. Monty
Lowther had hidden his face in his imn(is
I ers had laid his head down on to
s on the table, and his shoulders
shaking under the stress of some
emotion. Augustus _did
ubt that it was grief. Even Tom
was having recourse to his hand-
Rnrrhmf—tn check a flow of tears, as
v supposed.

sired the swell of

hours, deah boy:"

very red

He was not, of course,
ware that the captain of the Shell was
siting on the corner of the ndkerchief
in order to prevent himself from bursting
into  uncontrelled  laughter. Arthur
astus had spent many ho
ating on ‘‘the man in the ¢
a l he felt far too cerfain of him:
e any su ions of the genuinen

sted by the chums

of the Shell,

* What goin' to do for the

o we

unfortunate man, Tom Mewwy?” he in-
qmr_ed artles .
‘Perhap: couli poke him doun

with a poke sugrested Lowther; “or
grab him round the ankle wit th the fire-
tongs, and then all pull.”

“ Weally, Lowthah, I considah that is
wathah a wotten ideah. We rmghv hurt
him most fwightfully, you know.”

* nuL who 15 the ziddy merchant, any-

and pokes people in
about them, and

to our chimney,
pan't even

and then forgets .all
remember who they are

said

¥

that he was there?” inguired

s ¢ tale won't wash,
thility for your crimes
the bodies of your
then repenting and

* Yeu uttah

no one

feetly well theah

Lawthah! You
I m there isn't any

n—ahem

Iy lowed, T a
prizoner wh
Lowther,

i to observe the confused state of the
i is made to his crime,” said Monty
that is suflicient indieation  of  guilt
That eonclud case for the prosecution.” 3

“]ov.lu-uh, do you wealise that all the time that you ate
wottin® theah is a poah man bein’ (lmkm' up that chim

“But we don't know who he is,” said Lowiher. }qu
can't expect us to be \Ll) concerned about a chap who won't
even tell us bis name. e might be a criminal flying fronv
SN net Jlbna to leave him
3 risk. (-) Il be able to get the bod
out \\h(n the (‘l’n[m(') s swept.’ g :

“ You uttahly callous wuffian, Lowthah!” gasped Arthur
Augustus. The idea that Monty might 1x>ail§'rp;.;c pulling
his leg did not suggest itself to the swell of St. Jim's. * Tom
Mewwy, I twust that you have more sense of humanity than
Lowthah, deah boy. T am suah that you would not agwes
to allowin’ the poah unfortunate man to choke in your
chimnay."”

“Ha, ha! I mean, no, not at all, old ('I'm[!
Merry, shaking his head decisively. “We
merchants chgking our chimney up, you know.”

1 said it was the poah man who was LII(JkIlI. not Lhe
(hxmnu_). Tom Mewwy, c

“Sorry ! All the same thing, timu;,h Gussy."

“I will speak to hi m again, deah boys,” announced Arthur
Augustus, drawing a deep hrvﬂlh, and cou"hmg several times
in order to clear his throat.

The Shell fellows watched him with great interest as he

" paid Tom
un’t have

inquired Tom Meyry,
r\Fthux Augustus looked rather con-
“Y'm afwaui I don't know,” he said, i
s at distressed fashion.

Arthur Augustus staggered to his feet in dismay.
soot his eyes shone startlingly white. The soot was in his hair, and was
fused. . trickling down his back,
menced to anesze vwmu.l,. * A-tich-o000 ! A-tich-oo00!" * Ha, ha, hal"

Through the mask of
1t was aiso in his nose, and suddenly he com-

ughed Tom Merry &

ow
fow, isn’t that like
Monty Lowther. o

Guasy !
e goes
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in knelt down earefally in front of the fireplace, and put
is head just under the chimney opening.

* Ave you still theah?” inquired Gussy hopefully,

“Yaae, deah boy!” came the reply. )

: weseue you. Have no feah,” promised Gussy.
“«1 wish you would huwwy up, deah boy!” spoke the
veice again, somewhat pathetically. *Theak is a fwightiul
amount of scot heah!”
“I shouldn’t wonder
Lowther.

The remark had given him an idea. T
generlly of a humorous nature, and this one was no excep-
fien to- the rule. Grasping the butt of a fishing-rod, he
tiptoed to the side of the unsuspecling D’ Arey, who was still
hutling inguiries into the open mouth of the chimney.

*What is youah name, deah boy 1"
d Wogers.”

"W do you come fwom?™”
*Fwom London.”

“ What are you?”

“T am a costah by twade.”

My aunt!” murmured Manners.
a giddy coster!” )

Gussv's imagination was beginniog to get in some good
work by new.  Unfortunetely for him, so was Monty
Lowther's. With a grin, be stepped forward, and pushed
the end of the fishing-rod past Gussy’s head and up into the
chimmey. . ‘

“Right you are, Gussy " he said.
out of it.”

“But, Lowthah »

“ All right, Gussy,” satd Monty, waggling the rod about
in the chimney. “ Here he comes!”

Lowther, however, was mistaken. It was not Mr. Rogers
who was coming down the chimney.
af soot. Whatever bad happened ta Mr. Rogers, he had
certainly been right about the soot. There was a lot of it.
Out from tha epening of the chimney it came, descending in
an avalanche that poured over the swell of St. Jim's and
smothered him. There must have been several pounds of it,
and Gussy got most of what there was. The humorous
Lowther stepped aside just time to escape it, as he had
intended to do. It was no part of Lowther's programme to
charve in the deluge.

“You—you utteh wottah !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus staggered to his feet in nay. At that
moment he certainly did not look like the Beaun Brummel
of the School House. He might, indeed, have passed muster
as the carner-man of a Christy Minstrel show, Through the

ask of scot his eyes shone 5(arthng1g white; the soot was

is hair, and was trickling down his back. It was also
in bis nose, and suddenly he commenced to sneeze violently.

“ Atch-oooo0! A tch-coooo!” sneezed Arthur Augustus.

“Ha, ha,.,ha!” laughed Tom Merry & Co. It was
impossible to avoid laughing at Gussy. All the morriment
that the chums had been repressing since he had commenced
his ventriloquial performance now found vent. As Monty
Lowther said, a rhincceros would have o sense of humour
awakened by ihe sight of Guesy, with his head in a chimuey,
conductiig a conversation with himself.

“Lowthah, T wegard you as an—a-tch-ooo0o 1"

“That’s a rotten thing to be regarded as, Gussy!" said
the irrepressible Monty.
“ You uttah beast!

Arthur Aungustus.

“TFaney Gussy guessing that!” said the humorist of the
Shell admiringly,  ~“The soot must be brightening his
intelleet.”

“I don’t believe you thoughi theah was a man in the
chimnay at all!” .

“Smarter ang smarter!” encouraged Monty Lowther,
“Keep it up, Gussy. You'll be a second Ferrers Locke
soon [

Arthur Augustus mede a sudden dash at Lowther, who
cluded himi, and slipped behind the study table. Realisin,
tho difficulty, in his present state, of coming to grips \\'itﬁ
the Shell fellow, Gussy put up his monoele, withered wther
with a look, and stalked out of the study with what dignity
he could mustar,

“Give my kindest regards to Mr.
Lowther. .

Arthur Augustus sniffed, but did not deign to reply, and,.
with his head in the air, made the best of his way to
bath-roem. When he had succeeded in removing all traces of
the soot, he produced a small volume, bearing the title
“Ventriloquism in Ten Easy Lessons,” and proceeded to
make a variety of peculiar noises in his throat, while carefully
following the instructions printed therein. The swell of St

im’'s was 2s determined as ever, -
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if that is so!” murmured Monty

Lowther's ideas were

“YWhat an aceent for

“We’ll soon have him

You did that on purpose!” accused

Rogers,” implored

- feeling that he was not progressing- as suti

Tt was simply a load 1

CHAPTER 3.
Gussy Seeks Advice ! .
IIERE was a marked {rait in the character of Arthur
I Auvgustus D’Arcy with regard to which he and the
rest of the occupents of Study Ne. 6 did not see eye

to eye.

Tt manifested itself in a tenacity of purpose, and a tendency
towards pursuing a fixed line of conduct, or the holding on to
an opinion in spite of everything that might be bronght to
bear against it.

Arthur Augnstus himself said that it indicated “ stwength
of chawacter ' and *a persevewin’ spiwit’; but Blake
called it *“stubbornness,” and, while Digby favoured the
word *obstinacy,” the more downright Herries contented
himself with alluding te- Gussy as a *‘blessed mule,” and
leaving the rest to inference.

But in spite of any difference of opinion that might exist
upon the subject, it was one that required to be taken into
serious consideration when dealing with the swell of St. Jim's,
and it was, indeed, this characteristic of his that led him to
persevere in  his determination to acquire ventriloguial
ability.

Yet, notwithstanding his optimism, Guss

had an uneasy
actarily as might
be desired. He had books of instruction in plenty, it is
true, but he would gladly have welcomed an opportunity
for pmefiting by a little personal tuition. That, however,
was just what Gussy did not see his way clear to obtaining
As far as he was aware, St. Jim's did not possess an_ exp
in the art of ventriloquism. Such a course of instruction w
certainly not provided in the curriculum of the college.

Gussy felt that this was a matter for regret.  He would
infinitely have preferred instruction in that subject than in,
say, Latin, which he regarded rather a waste of valuable
time.

Suddenly Arthur Augustus thought of Skimpole. He knew
that brainy youth had a wealth of information on diverse
subjects, and it was poessible that Ventriloquism might be
included among them. At any rate, he would see.

Foriunately, Skimpole was alone in his study when Arthur
Augustus knocked. The genius of the Shell sat at a table,
surrounded by ponderous tomes, writing busity. He looked
up, and blinked through his huge spectacles ue his visiter
entered.

“My dear DArcy,” he said, “T am pleased to see you.
I presume, however, that it is Gore whom you desire to—""

“Not at all, deah boy replied Gussy. ““As a mattah
of fact, I am desiwous of abtainin’ gome information—-""

“Ah, 1 understand,” interrupted the gratified Skimpole.
* Pray, sit down, D Arey.”

“*Thanks, deab boy! I 2

1 wiil not say that this visit is anything of a surprise
to mg, D’Arcy,” went on Skimpole. “The matter for
astonishment is that you have not been along ere this, and
that 1 have not been consulted by most of my confreres in
this scholastic estawlishment. T should like to impress upon
;ou, at the outset, the great importance of the subject you

ave taken vp.”

“Bai Joye!” excluimed Gussy. “1 am vewy glad that yeu
agwee with me, deah boy. 1 cannot get Blake und Hewwies
and Digbuy to see it, howevah.”

Skimpele smiled in a pitying manner.

“That is very feasible, my dear D"Arcy,” he said. “I fear
that their intelligence is not of the highest order, In my
opinion, thay devote far too much time to pursuits depending
upon mere athletic prowess, like cricket and football 2

“Bai Jove!” broke in Arthur Augustus. *Cwicket and
footah are jollay good games, Skimmay !”

“Everything is well in its place, D'Arcy,” said Skimpaole
gently, *“ But these games should not be allowed to interfere
with the progress of intellectual development. I, myself, do
not take amy active part in them, although I have often
considered that by deveting a little of my intellectual ability
in their direction, I should sueceed remarkably well. 1 am
certain that, with the aid of my superior brain-power, and a
thorough knowledge of the theory of gravitation, I should
ba enabled to score many more goals at a cricket match than
a player who depended upon his strength and skill at
athleties.”

t = Y:&S, deah boy,” suid Arthur Augustus pelitely. * But

“I quite understand,” said Skimpole indulgently. *You
are naturally anxious for me to expound to you the rudiments
of your subject. Well, to begin with, I want yeou Lo liberate
your mind from all notions you may have preconceived. You
havo been entirely upon an incorrect, even pernicious, thesis.”

“ Weally I'" gasped Arthur Avgustus dismeyed. “But my
book says—"

Skimpole shook his head decisively.

“ Wrong—all wrong!” he declared. *There is only one
book - worthy of ‘sericus consideration, and that is Professor
Balmyerumpet’s monumental work. You have not, 1 presume,
obtained a copy of that volume?” '

8
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“No, I'm afwaid not,
“Then you must do so without delay,” sai
gives the gist of the matter in the clearest and most lucid
maniter possible, so that it may be readily grasped by even
the meanest intellect—and that 1s exactly what you wanl,
wmy dear D'Arcy."”
Dt Jove!”
“To begin with,” conti

replied Gussy doubtiu

ved Skimpole, *you must und
stand that the law of relati as expounded by Einstein—
said Arthur Augw;tus "Llr I don't
about the law of welativity !
my dear 1'Arcy,” said the astonished \Lm‘pnlp,
1t that is what you came to consult me about.”
Jove! No feah! I came to see lf you um]d tell me
" shoul ventwiloguism. I'm goin’ in for i, you see,
and I thought that pewwaps you could give me
a ce, as I am not quite certain how the voice should
be pwoduced.”

There was this about Herbert Skimpole—-he was always
ready to oblige where he could. He certainly preferred
expounding the philosophy of Professor B.xlm\‘.mmnet but
fe was at all times ready to deliver a dissertation upon most
other subjects. Conseguently, although he was disappointed
at discovering that Arth r Aungustus “D'Arcy was not, as he
had supposed, interested in his own favourite study, he set
himself out to be iiluminating on another

“Ventriloquism,” he commenced pedantically, “is a vocal
mimicry of sounds, by which an illusion is produced on the
hearer,” who supposes that the -mmd comes, not from the
n'slm:c, but from some other source.’

* Yaas, but—-"

*The word itself is d(-rl»cd from ¢
and * liquor,” that is, speak.’
on of the phwnm the form and size
be \‘Ell'l(‘d
But——"
nd each modification of Hvu
pc(-nlr\m-y of quality to the voice.

Yaas, I know, denh boy !” said Arthur Augustus faintly
“But 1 want to—"

“These are known as vocal or laryngeal sounds,” continued
the relentless \kunp{JEP “The essence of ventriloquism
cons in creating illusions as to Lhe distance and direction
whence a sound has tra d, and—

“Pway stop, Skimmay gasped ;\)‘Lhur Au
from his chair,

Skimpole looked at him in a mrprwsed manner,

“ My dear 1) Arcy,” he said, * surely
you are not going yet.”

“y wathah, deah _boy. I'm

“Gweat Scott!”
want o know anythin’
* Dut,

venter," meaning, ‘the
By dilation or con-
of the voeal tube

vocal tube confers a

rustus, rising

afwaid -

“But T had only just commenced, you
know !

The swell of St. Jim's shuddered
slightly

“Thank you vewy much, Skimmay,

but T think I will leave the west until
anothah time.”

skimpole regarded him thoughtfully.

“T am aware that it is the heirht of
unwisdom to cram the immature brain
with too much erudition at a time.” he
said, “but I should have thought, my
dear 1’Arcy, that even your very limited

mental  capacity would have been
enabled to—"

“Bai Jove!” said the Hon. Aug
Y Arey

Aroy
He polished Lis monacla carefully, and
.0 it upon Skimpole. But " (hat
expression  was quife  placid.
I'he genius of the Shell had a mind {hat
dwelt among the stars, and rarely, if
ever, came down to the (raffic of every-
day tence.  He could out-talk an
encyclopedia from A to Z, but of tact ha
know nothing. It was impossible to be
angry with him, and in consequence hoe
often put into words quite seriousl
without any suspicion of *leg-pulling,
thoughts which would have been both
bad form and bad policy for others to
» uttered.

Jove !”

repeated  Arthur

You Wil Like It! 7

“I had no inlention of hurting your feelings, my dear
D'Arcy,” he said. “When I made a reference te your low
state of mentality it was mevely with the intention of stating
an actual and indisputable fact, and not for the purpose of
arousing unseemly merriment. i

* Yaas, I know that, Skimmay,” replied Arthur Au-'uvhn
“T am quite awah that you cannot help being a sillay a
“It is a gieal pity, D"Arcy, that you are somewhat press oAi

for time.” said Skimpole regretfully. “I would willingly
have given you some insight into’ the truly remarkable
philosophy of-Professor Im’m)kl’ull:p(‘ After a short courso

of preliminary study—say about four hours a day every day
six months—you would be in a position Lo have some
1t idea of what 1 was talking about, and then that would
enable te to commicnce—

Next Week's ! Gem " will contain a splendid Guy
Fawkes story, entitled,

“GRUNDY’S GUNPOWDER PLOT.”

“But, you know, Skimmay, I don’t want to heah anythin’
;xb;ut P“ufpnor Balmyewumpet. I'm too busy at pwesent
iin’ ventwiloquism.”

ish method of toying with the great laws
my dear I)'Arcy,” said \kuupniu sorrowfully.
well adapted to your type of mind, but—-""

Skimmay, theah is a limit——

'I could have helped you, even to that unworthy

purpose, I should have becn leased to have done 80,” went

on Skimpole unheedingly. “I am certain that if 1 devoted

my outstanding intellectual gifts to the task 1 should speedily

become an expert. If ever I do so I will gladly undertako

your tuition, 1’Arcy.’
“Thank you vewy much,” said Gussy politely,

D’Arey was not, however, particulal {v altracted by the
pl()all( t of u.mwg for Skimpolo to acquire ventriloguial
ability in order that he might impart instruction to him.

“But if you should care at any time to be grounded.in
the philosophy of Professor Balmycrumpet, or to take up
the study of Socialism, Determinism, or Eugenics, I should
be very pleased to give you the benefit of my knowledgo
on the subject,” Skimpolo azl(ied generously.

“Thank you vewy much,” said Cussy again, and closed
the door of the siudy before Skimpole could commence
another harangue,

Evidently Gussy was net destined to gain much assistance
from that quarter.

.

; “You know, Skimmay, if
vou were not such a {wightful slnnmp——
and 1 twust that you will pardon iny
alludin’ to the fact, but nrul? ¥ you :re,
you know—I should feel compelled to
administah a most seveah th\\mllm for
that wemark of yours!”

Towser tried to get nearer fo Arthur Augustus, stretching his chain taut.

Unfortunately Herries had boen careless in snapping on his chain.
rate, as Towssr put the weight of his body on to it, the fastening gave way,
and he was free.

At any

The approach of Towser galvanised the swell of St.
im's into action.

Skimpole blinked at him.
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CHAPTER 4,
Studying from Nature,

& OWSAH, deah boy! Towsah!”
I . It was the voice of Arthur Augustus.

4 “owsah, deah boy! Good doggay! Weally,

1 hope that Hewwies has not neglecled to cham
the wotten bwute up, bai Jove!” . .

Arthur Augustus was approachin the keanel inhabited
by George Herries' pet.” His sudden desire to make the

oser acquaintance of the bulldog was not prompted by an
affection for the animal. As a matter of fact, the awell
of St. Jim's had no great love for Towser, who had upon
more than one occasion wrought sad havoe in Gussy's
immaculate wardrobe. . . o

The truth is, it was Gussy's ventriloguial aspirations that
had caused him to put his head into the lion’s month—and,
indeed, he would almost rather have pui both head and
shoulders into the mouth of the fiercest of lions than have
permitted Towser to come within reach of his nether
garments. ) .

But Gussy was so anxious to acquire the highest degree
of perfection in_his imitation of the growl of a dog that
other considerations paled beside it, And so he had come
back to Nature, as it were, to learn what he could from
Towser. But he was taking no chances, and as he cautiously

proached the kennel he was hoping most fervently that
:hpe chain which secured Towser {o it was as strong as it

t to be.
ally, the bulldog was the most amiable of animals unless
directly annoyed, ar in his master's defence; but the voice
of an oracle would not have succeeded in convincing the
swell of 8t. Jim's of that. )
“Q-rrrr-r]” said Towser sleepily, from the' depths of
his kennel. i
Arthur Augustus jumped, and retreated several steps in

What a savage bwute "

There was the rattling of & chain, and Towser came out
into the open, blinking his eyes. He stretched himself lazily.

Arthur Augustus put up his eyeglass and surveyed the
animal, with a slight shudder. .

Towser saw Arthur Augustus, and came towards him as
far as his chain permit : ’

“@G.r-r-r-r!” he said, wagging his

“1 wondah if 1 could imitate
then ?” murmured Gussy, in a thoughtful tone.
G-rrrrre 1

Towser regarded him in a puzzled manner.

“@rrrrr—— No, that's not quite wight! Gerrrrre !
Weally, I wish he would gwow! again.” %

Arthur Augustus had his wish.

“Gr-rr-r-rr!” said Towser.

Gussy moved back ancther couple of feet. .

“Good doggay—good Towsah!” he said placutingly.
“Qwowl again-—good doggay !’ -

“Grr-r-r-r 1 rumbled Towser obllgmgly.

“TRai Jove! 1 think I've got it! Grr-rrr! Yaas, that's
distinctly bettah !”

Porhaps Towser thought so, too. Perhaps he thought that
the amateur mimic deserved a little encouragement. At any
rate :

“@rrrrr!” he said. “Grrrrr!”

“Gweat Scott! I believe the feahful bwule is getting
"Bt To nly playful. Powsibly

But Tewser was not vicious; he was ol ayful.
he concluded, from his visitor's lxhuic{ul-a, 5::& this two-
leggod creaturs had come to play with him. Towser was
;;iM by any means an old dog, and he was always mady to

Q.

tail.
the gwowl he made
“ Ahem !

¥

But it was impossible to play with anyone who persisted
in keeping so far away. owser tried to get nearer to
Arthur Augustus, st ing his chaiu taut.

And then it happened ! X

1t is possible that when Herries, a short while before, had
fed his pet and allowed him a few minutes’ liberty he had
been careless in snapping on_ his chain. At any rate, as
?.‘owwr put the we:ghté :]]1{ his b?dy on to the chain the

va way, Aan e was free!

He xoorhu body to assure himself of the fact, growled
twice for joy, and advanced upon Arthur Augustus.

The approach of Towser galvaniged the swell of St. Jim’s
into action. As Towser tame nearer he backed away.

"Keep off, you uglay bwute!” he shrieked. “Gweat
Scott! This is fwightful 1" 2

“Grrrrr " said Towser playfully.

Arthur Augustus abandoned his dignity, turned on his
heel, and ran, as he thought, for his life, in the direction
of the School House.

‘The bulldog followed, barking joyously, and headed- him
off, so that the horrified Fourth-Former spun round in his
stride, and made for the woodshed. )

Towser was at once hard on his heels, but Gussy reached
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the structure with a second to spare, and sheer desperation
enabled him to scramble on to the roof, where he took reiuiq.

“Bai Jove!” he panted, wiping his forehead with his
handkerchief.

“Gr-r-r-rr 17 2 4 .

Arthur Augustus looked down, and shuddered. .

Towser was standing on his hind-legs, supporting himeelf
by the door of the woodshed, and to the frenzied imagination
of the g"u.nior it seemed that the bulldog was actually climbing
up to him. :

“Go down, you bwute!” he shricked. *“Good doggay—
nice old boy! You wotten cweature! My hat! Hewwics
ought to be shot for havin’ such a feabful bwute!”

Towser was beginning to a triffte bored, The game
that Arthur Augustus wae playing did not appeal to him. He
walked round the outside of the woodshed once or twice, and
then ambled off in search of something more exciting.

As soon as he was assured that the dog had really gone,
Arthur Augustus came down from the woodshed, and made
his way to Study No. 6. The rest of the Co. were there, and’
they sfared at their noble chum as he came in and sank down
into a chair and mopped his brow.

“Waally, T am quite in a fluttah,” he said faintly. “I—
Bai Jove!” i

Gussy sprang to life again, and sat up in his chair. It had-
suddenly struck him that with Towser at large the study was
not Lhe best of places to be in. Towser would probably seek
his master. Perhaps even now—

The swell of St. Jim’s stared fearfully round bim, 1f
Towser had already come to Study No. 6, it would be quite
like George Herries to hide his pet, rather thin take him back
to the kennel at ouce. .

The thought gave Arthur Augustus a queer feeling in the
pilt;dof his stomach. Ile peered apprehensively round the.
study.

“\What's the matter, dummy?” inquired Jack Blake
pleasantly. * Lost something?™ .

“N-.no, deah boy. I—er—I wae just wonderin’ whether
Towsah was in the studay ?”

The Fourth-Formers stared at Arthur
amazement.

Blake jumped to his feet, with a grim Jook in his eyes;
there was also a cushion in his hand, which he grasped as
if he had every intention of nsing. i

“0f all the nerve!" he eaid slowly. “Trying that moth-
eaten old wheeze on us again, Towser in the study, eh?
We'll teach you to be a funny merchant!” = :

“TLook at the ass!” said Herries indignantly.
ready to growl, I suppose.
looking for Towser under the table.

st 1

Augustus in

“Getting
Then he’ll want me to start
That’s right, Blake,

bumy 1
"Eou feahful wottahs! You sillay dummies!” roared

Arthur Augustus, “I am not wottin'! Towseh weally is
locse 1™

“Rot 1" said Hergies briefly.

“1 tell you—7"

Blake flourished the cushion warningly.

“Careful, Gussy!” he said. *One little growl, and—well,
you know what’}l happen "

“Y have no intention of gwowlin’, Blake !" declared the
swell of Bt. Jim's, with dignity. “I assuah you that Towsah
weally is at large. He has just chased me thwough the quad.”

* Great Scott ! gasped Herries in alarm. *It’s that beastly
fastening again. ‘The spring’s weak, and Towser must have
pulled at his chain, and it’s given way!”

In another moment Herries was out of the study, full of
concern for the safety of hia pet. It never occurred to him
that other people might suffer more in consequence of
Towser's liberation than Towser himself would.

Arthur Augustus rose from the floor 6f Study No. 6, and
regarded Biwke and Digby through his monocle in a scornful
e New, 3 » he observed crushingly, *

w, you asses,” he rved crushingly, “pewwzpe you
will #pologise for jumpin® to emmlmios.'g

“Horry, Gussy !” said Blake, with a grin. "I'm afraid we
can’t take back the bumping. Still, one mapo or less doesn’t
matter, dees it; and, anyway, you earn far more than you

et.” -

Arthur Augustus sniffed disdainfully, and sat down %o his
neglected prep.

n the meantime, Towser was enjoying his unwonted
liberty.

He prowled about among the elms, looking for bones and
someone else to play with. Suddenly he stiffened his body
and stood very still. Somebody was approaching.

Mr. Ratcliff, the sour, unpleasant Housemaster of the
New House, was taking an evening stroll in the quau.

The dinner of which he had partaken an hour or so ago
had disagreed with him. Mr. Ratcliff’s meals often did
disagree with him. In fact, it would be difficult to conceive
that ahyone or anything could help disagreeing with the
Housemaster. Ile had that kind of nature.
© “Grorrert® K
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Mr. Ratcliff stopped in his stride, and peered round him.

“Gr-r-rorr!” .

“(Great heavens! A dog—a savage dog!”

Towser lumbered forward in a playful manner. It was not
Towser's fault if it did not resemble a frolicsome movement,
He did the best he could,

Mr. Ratclif did not know much aboui bulldogs, except
that once they get & grip it is very difficult to make them let
go. He was quite willing to believe in the accuracy of that
contention without putting it to a personal test.

He gathered his gown around him, and ran as hard as he
could in the direction of the doctor’s garden. He arrived
thers about four yards in advance of the dog; but, to his
horror, the gate was locked.

Quickly he climbed the wall.

It was only a low wall—five feet at the most—it is true,
but Mr. Ratcliff was not used to climbing walls.

He would have droj over into Dr. Holmes' garden,
but immediately below him on that side of the wall was a
long line of glass forcing-frames; and he did mot sess
sufficient confidence in the power of his attenuated legs to
clear the obstacle with a leap from the top of the wall,

Towser placed his forepaws on the wall and stretched up
very near to the foot of the Housemaster.

" B{jr. Ratcliff, in his dread of the"animal, kicked at Towser's
ead.

Towser’s eyes ﬁ]mmed, and his teeth showed in a snarl.

. “Grrrrre!” he growled, jumping at the foot that was
just_above him. :

“Help!” cried Mr. Ratcliff. “Help!”

“Hallo!"” came an answering shout.

To his great relief the master perceived TFiggins, Kerr,
and Wynn of the New House hastening towards him.

“Figgins, remove this—this ferocious animal at once!”
commanded Mr. Ratcliff

Towser recognised Figgins and wagged his tsil as the
New House junior approached. Bubt come from the wall
he would not, and no amount of cajoling had the slightest
effect upon him.

“It's no use, I'm afraid, sir,” said Figgins at last. “He
won’t budge. I'd better go and tell Herries that he’s loose.”

“Well, be as quick as you can, then,” said Mr. Rateliff
ungraciously.

Figgins sped off and came across Herries sooner than be
had expected to do. The School House junior was in the
guad searching for his missing pet.

“ say, Herries!” said Figgins.
fook for you. Towser——"

“YWhat about Towser?” asked his owner.

“He's *treed’ Ratty—on the top of a wall,” explained
Figgy. “You'd better come and see to him. I can’t get
him away.” p :

“What's Ratty been doing to him?” burst out Herries
wrathfully. “If he's been upsetting Towsy, I sha’'n’t call
him off. Ratty ean stop there all night.” &

“1 was just cowming to

“Don't be an ass, Herries,” said Figgins. * You know
what Ratty is.”
“Blow Ratty!" snapped Ierries. “ Towser wouldn’t

ggng on to him unless the blighter had interfered with
im.”

“Feorries!” ‘called out Mr, Ratcliff, as he saw the two
approaching, ““Call off this savage brute of yours."

“ Towser isn't a savage bruté, sir,” put in Herries indig-
nantly, “He's as gentle as a kitten,”

“ Ahem!” coughed Kerr, and winked at Falty Wynn.

Herries himself seemed to be baving somc difficulty in
controlling his pet, but eventually, with a hand in Towser's
collar, Mr, Ratchiff was enabled to descend.

He was in a mood to be savage with everyone, even the
juniors who had come to his assistance,

“Yow did that animal come to be loose?” he demanded
of Herries. T

] don’t know, sir,” replied the School House fellow.
examining Towser's callor, “He was chained up half an
hour ago. His fastening must have slipped.”

Mr. Ratcliff would greatly have enjoyed permitting him-
salf the luxury of dealing with the School House junior,
but Herries was beyond his jurisdiction, and he did not want
to report him to Mr. Railton, and make the affair too public.
Ho contented himself with the New House juniors who
were standing by.

“Riggins, Kerr, Wynn!” he snapped.
doing in the quadrangle at this time?” .

% Just taking a walk, sir,” replied Figgins quietly.

“Then you ought to have been in the use,” said the
infuriated Mr. Ratclif. “You will each take fifty lines for
being out.” >

Figgins & Co. gasped.

“Put, i :

“What are you

iy 8 ,
“Not another word,” snapped Mr. Ratcliff; and he strode

on towards the New House, his gown fluttering.
“M-my hat!” i
Hoerries was staring after him.

There Will be a Huge Demand ! -— 9

“And he called us to rescus bhim,” murmured Figgins.

“Shall I set Towser after him?”’suggasﬁed Hsm'glg.

It was obvious Towser was only too anxious to go.

Figgins & Co. laughed.

“No, thanks; there’d be more of a dust-up than ever.
We'll grin and bear it. It's not the first time Ratty's
dropped in us for nothing.”

CHAPTER 5,
Gussy s Unlucky.
[ OME along, Gussy! Time to get some practice in."”
* Yaas, deah boy!”
Jack Dlake was tyin,
boots in Study No. 6 as he spoke. Digby and Herries
were upstairs in the dormitory changing into their footer
rig. Arthur Augustus, still in bhis elegant clobber, with
fancy waistcoat and tie of many colours, was sitting by the
window, deeply immersed in the contents of a small paper-
bound volume. He did not look up when Blake addressed
kim, bul ahswered absently, his eyes still on the printed

the laces of his football

page.

“Well, come on, then, ass!
you know!” said Blake,

“I am perfectly well awah of that, deah boy!” replied
the swell of St. Jim's languidly. “I am goin' to start
pwactisin’ in a vewy few minutes.”

“Gooed!"” grunted Blake.

Herries and Digby came into the study.

“Ready?” said Digby. “Great pip! Look at that ass,
Gussy. He isn’t even dressed yet. Aren’t you going to
do any practice to-night, ¥athead?” -

“I have alweady told Blake that I am goin’ to commence
in & few minutes,” replied Arthur Augustus.

“When the light’s all gone, I suppose. ¥You're not even
changed yet. For goodnesst sake, burry up and do so, I
expect that'll take you the best part ot an hour?”

=1 fail to agwee with you, Hewwies. It will not take any
time at all. as I have no intention of changin’.”

“You fatheaded chump!” howled Blake, “How dc you
suppose that you're going to play footer in those log:!"

] haven't the faintest ideah of playin’ footer at all,” said
Arthur -Augustus calmly.

“You—you're not going to play?’ gasped Blake. *But
you just said you were going to practice.”

Arthur Augustus sniffed diadainfu]lg,

“When I said that, Blake, I alluded not to football prac-

We haven't got all night,

| tice, but to pwactice at ventwiloguism,” he explained.

“Ventriloquism !” The chums of Study No. 6 stared at
Gussy, with feelings too deep for words

“You blighted ass!” said Blake, at length, in disgust.
“Haven't you got that fool notion out of your head yet?”

“QOh, come along, Blake,” said Herries impatiently, *“We
can't wait any longer. Tom Merry went down to the
ground half an hour ago.”

Blake stood still, with an expression of grim determina.

tion.

“Wg'll bump Gussy, anyhow, before we go,” he vowed.
“We've got time for that, at least.” )

Arthur Augustus started to his feet in alarm as his chums
advanced upon him. He stru%fled, but vainly, and the
pext instant he was raised in the willing bands of Blake,
Herries, and_Digby.

“Dighay—Blake—you wottahs!” he velled. * Welease me
at_once. 1 shall wefuse to—ow! Ouch!” .

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“Ow! You beastlay boundahs!”

Bump!

“You fwightful wottahs!”

Arthur Augustus,®sitting dismally on_the floor of Study
No. 6 groped for his eyeglass, with whieh he fixed on the
test of the company as they filed through the door on their
way to the football ground. Gussy’s  wrathful glance, how-
ever, appeared to have no effect upon the broad backs of
the footballers. After they had gone Gussy scrambled to
his feet. and retrieved the little book on the subject of
ventriloquism, He placed the book in his pocket, and then
arranged his crumpled attire.

“I will go and pwactice out in Wylcombe Woods,” he
muttered, adjusting his tie. -

Puiting on his hat, D"Arcy left the study.

A few minutés later, the squirrels and wood-pigecns of
Rylcombe Woods were Bemg treated to an exposition of the
barking dog and the man in_the chimney. Gussy worl
hard at his seli-imposed task. He was determined to succeed,
oven at the risk of apoplaxy, which he seemed likely to
sustain as & result of the production of the strained, throaty
voice in which Gussy imagined that a man in the depths of
a chimney would spask. But, although-Gussy did not know
it. there was more abroad in Rylcembe W that evenin
than furry beast and feathered bird. Gordon Gay, Fran
Monk, and Carboy of -the Grammar School were
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{aking a stroll among the ffees, wher Monk paused and
held ap his hand.

“Listen!” he said.

Gay and Carboy stopped dead in their stride and cocked
attenlive ears.

“Grrrerrre-rir 1 ) )

“ What the dickens is it ?""_said Carboy in a whisper.

“Girr-ree-rer ! Weally, T don’t think it sounds quite
wight! I shall have to twy the man up the chimnay.’

Smiles spread over the faces of the Grammarians as they
stood there. It was impossible to mistake those well-known
accents.

“Gussy I grinned Gordon Gay.

*“For ‘a cert,” agreed Frank Monk. *“I wonder if the
ass is alone! He's somewhere across there, the other side
of those bushes. Lister; again!”

The voice of Arthur A
distance, fuint. but quite audi

* Are you heah, 1

He's calling someone,”” murmured Cerboy.

““’Sh ! hissed Monk.

There .was the sound of a gruff voice from the direction
of Gussy. It was impossible to distinguish any words. The
Grammar School trio looked at each other in perplexity.

“Sounds like a man!” pronounced Gay, with a puzzled
frown.

D’Arcy’s voice again became audible.

“ Have-you been thesh long, deah boy 7"

The reply wes an unintelligible growl.

“Queer!” said Gay. .

*“ Do you want me to wescue you?”’

Frank Monk turned a startled gaze u

“Do you hear that?” he asketl. ‘Guasy’s talling about
rescuing somebody. Wa must look into this.”

“Rather!” agreed his chums.

“Go slow,” counselled Monk.
up against,” @

The Grammarians advaneed slowly and cautiously. As they
approached, the voice of Arthur Augustus grew clearer and
clearer. time it was a question that he asked, and each
time he was answered in a prowling tone of voice. Frank
Monk reached the clump of bushes behind which the swell
of 8t. Jim's was hidden, and peered cautiously round.

“Who is it?” whispered Gorden Gay impatiently.

Monk turned a startied glance upon him.

“It's Gussy; and he’s talking to a tree.”

“To a what?” gasped Gay. t

“To a tree. I mean it! There's no one else there.”

“But the tree isn’t answering him, is it, fathead? Who's
the other johuny who's talking?”

“There's nobody else there, I tell yon. Gussy’s doing all
the talking. First he says something, and thea he growls

us came floating out of the

n his companions.

“We don’t know what we're

at_himself in another voice.”

My Lat!™

“1s it vewy stuffay up theah?” said Gussy, on the other
side of the bushes.

“ Most f\\'izlltfu.lly. deah boy! I wish you would huwwy
up and welease me!”

# Great Scott!” said Carboy.:

Suddenly, on tha other side of the bushes, Arthur Augustas
commenced to cough. He took out his handkerchief, and
wiped his face with it, The Grammarians lay low, wmld,ermg
greatly. They were frankly puzzled, and although they racked
their braios for some explanation of the mystery, it was not
forthcoming. The voice of Arthur Augusius again e
audible; but this time he waes speaking in a quite natural
voice. g .
“Weally, this ventwiloquism is dweadfully twyin’ to one's
throat!™

“Veniriloguism 1" said Gordon

( Gay,»as Gussy’'s words
revealed the mystery-to him, and fell into a

paroxysm of

silent laughter. - Monk and West followed-suit. 1t was really
a_very .ainf!Plc explanation to a baffling problem. Gussy and
kis ventriloq T thought it was

humorous, and in that they shared the opinion of the School
House of St. Jim's. BEvervbody, in fact, regarded it as
funny, with the exception of Arthur Augustus himself, and
he was particularly serious about it. He was so now as he
dabbed his handkerchief across his brow. -
“Ahem!

“I -think I shall twy the dog again,” he said.
Ahem! Gorrrrexee!  Grerrrr!  Grerrrouch!”
The exclamation was forced from Gussy’s lips. It was not

part of the imitation. In point of fact, it was due to a hand
gripping his collar with disconcerting suddenness, The hand
belonyed to Gordon Gay, and the helpless Gussy, who had
been too intent upon his ventriloquism to notice the approach
of enemies, turned his head to find himself in the grip of a
trio of Grammarians,

“Hallo, Gussy!” said Gordon Gay smilingly.
do we find you this pleasant evening?”

“ Bai Jove! Gwammah wottahs!”

‘Tue GEx Lisrary.—No. 716, -

*And how

“Gussy, Gussy! What awful manners!”" said Frank Monk
mpmringiy. .

“Pway welease me at once!” demanded Arthur Augustus.

He commenced to struggle for his fr ;3 but the odds
against him were far too great, and the unequal combat
finished with the swell of Bt. Jim’s spreadeagled on the
ground, Gordou Gay sitting on his chest, and ¥Frank Monk
and Carboy each on ¢ leg.

“The question is, what are we going to do with him?”
asked Monk. :

“Why, make an example of him,” retorted Gordon Gay,
with a grin.

*“ How ' queried Carboy laconically.

Gordon Geay looked thoughtiully at Gussy for a few
moments before replying.

“I was just wondering,” he said, “ what Guesy’s_ clobber
looks like on the other side. He's an elegant sort of blighter,
and he patronises a good tailor obviously. After all,” he
continued, * there are two sides to a suit—the outside and the
inside. Gussy apgears to pay about twice as much as other
chaps for his clobber, and it seems a pity he doesn't get
double wear out of it.”

Frank Monk chuckled.

“1 get you!” he said.

Arthur Augustus had not, however, gathered the gist of
Gordon Gay’s remarks. He anticipated, in the light of former
experiences, that something unpleasant was likely to ha
to him at the hands of the Grammarians. What it was to
be he could not surmise, but he feared that it would be of
a nature that should cause him to appear before the world
in an undignified manner. Gussy bad an almost exaggerated
respect for his ““dig,” and ho feared the fertile brans and

rﬁ[ane hands of tfe Philistines into whose clutches he had

en.

-“Look heah, you wottahs—""

“8it still, Gussy. You're dead in this act,” said Frank
Monk. *We're not going to hurt you, you know—only to
show you, as Gordon Gay says, that there are two sides to
a suit.”

In spite of his struggles, the raiders succeeded in divesting
their vieti mof his outer garments. His trousers and jacket,
turned inside-out, were put on him again. His legs were
thrust through the armholes of his fancy waistcoat, which
was then buttoned round his waist. Over hi oot was
drawn_his elegant topper, which had been i
briny in order; as Gay ined, to enable him to walk
more easily, and for which thenghtful action he ought to
be properly grateful. The topper, with Gussy's legs tfmugh‘
the crown, was pulled up to his knee. The brim was forced
down over his foreheed. His collar was put on upside-down
and backwards, so that Gussy was only just enabled to peer
over the edge of it. After they hnd tied his hands together
with his necktie, they led him out of Rylcombe Woods on
to the road, within half a mile of 8t. Jim’s, and bade him
' Good-night!”  When the chuckling Grammarians had gone,
Gussy spent several minutes in unavailing efforis to release
his hands, but finding the task beyond him, he turned, with
g BiJg_h ,ot resignation, and tramped off in the direction of

t. Jim's. ;

o

CHAPTER &,
Bernard Giyn Has an Idea.

L WONDER where Gussy is?” said Jack Blake.
© *“In the study, I expect, trying to make a neise like
a goldfish in a strawberry-basket!” said Digby.
Blake grunted.

“The si!l;frass! It’s just like Gussy to get some fool notion
like that. There's no holding him when he starts out on a
stunt of that kind !

“I should bave thought he’d have had enough of it by
this time!"” said Herries. - “It's got him into plenty of
trouble already I S

The juniors were making their way across the quadrangle,
en route for Study No. 6, after focter practice, It was a fine,
light evening, and Blake & Co. were pleasantly tired after
their exercise. They strolled along in a leieurely fashion,
chatting among themselves.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wherefore those furrowed brows?”
inquired a voice behind them, and they turned to encounter
the cheery features of Bernard thn.

“Oh, 1t's Gusdy again!’ explained Blake. * His latest
delusion is that he's a ventriloquist, and we have to put up
with his growling and talking to himself with his bead in a
chimney. If he'd only stick to his natural talents, and kecp
on braying like a donkey, it wouldn’t matter so much. We've
got used to that by now.”

_ Bernard Glyn laughed, but a thoughtful look had come
into his eyes at Blake’s words.

“Half a mo’ I’ he said. “Did you say that Gussy had been
trying te give an imitation of a man i a chimney1™

“¥es,” relied Blake, looking queerly at him, *He goes
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into other [Fla! studies, and tries to put the breeze
up them by yelling into their fireplaces.”

* Do you know,” md the 8t. Jim's inventor, “I 2hmk [
could help him & little.”

Blake & Co. stared at Glyn in amazement.

“What!"” roared Blake, "Help him? My hat, you must
be mad, Glyn. Gussy's quite capable of going off his rocker
without any belp from anyone. We don't want him helped;
we want him stopped I

Bernard Glyn chuckled.

“It’s all right, my infants,” he said. “I know! But 1
think I've got an idea that'll do both. Tuke my word for
it, the next time Gussy iries his ventriloguial stunts, he'll
succeed beiter than he expects to do. You leave it td me!”

““ What the—"" Herries was beginning, when he was
mteiru;;‘ted by a quick exclamation from Jack Blake. *

aol

The juniors followed the direction of Blake's gaze.
Entering the sehool gates was a forlori, dishevelled figure, its
clothes cn, apparentl Fy inside out. One of its legs was thrust
through the crown of & rimless silk hat, and the trousers
were turned up, revealing bare legs which terminated in
patent-leather shoes. Its hands were tied behind its back, and
1t was limping painfully across the quadrangle in the direction
of the School House. ly part of the [eatures were visible
over the edge of the inverted Eton collar, but there was
enough to enable Blake & Co. to identify the newcomer.

““Gussy !” they chorused.

Gussy it was, indeed. Fresh from the hands of the
Grammarians he came, hoping against hope that he might
be fortunate enough to gain the security of Study No. 6
without being observed. But it was not to be. Some fifty
or so juniors were in the quadrangle when he entered, and
almost as soon as Blake had spoken, peneral notice hegan
‘to be directed towards the swell of St. Jim’s, and a shout
of merriment went up on the evening air.

“Good eld Gussy!”?

“Ha, ha, ha!” N

“D’Arcy’s been interviewing his tailor !”

Questiort and comment were hurled at the luckless Fourth-
Former, and the laughing crowd began to move in his
direction.  Beveral seniors who were in the guad smiled
broadly as they passed on. They pro-
bably gu the reason of D’Arcy's
{}lght and there were many in the

pper School at St. Jim’s who could re- -
member somewhat similar scenes of their
own_junier days, for the feud with Ryl-
com rammar School was an lncint
one, and it wn.! not to be supposed th
Gordon Gay & Co. had hit upon an
entirely new wheeze. Hwtoryhmnﬂ'lallv
of this kind—has a habit of repeaung it-
self, although it is doubtful whether it
bad ever had a betler subject than the

sup Arthur A
. Gussy came lo a dismayed halt 2 ﬂze
laughing crowd bore down upon

** Bai Jove!”

They were thronging around him, and
there was no escaping the shafts of their
raillery, Suddenly the broad shoulders
of Jack Blake became visible, elbowing
his way through the thi , closely fol-
lowed by Herries and Digby. He
mm—clm-i straight up to his study-mate.

“ Gussy, you hnwlmg ass!” he growled.
“ Cowe out of 1

He untied the hands of Arthur
Augustus, and taking him by the
shoulder, urged him towards the steps of
the School House. Digby and Herrics
made a way for them through the en-
circling mob of juniors. Gussy JmEizt be
4 champion idiot, but, after all,

nged to Study No. 6, and the dignity

I'FPI'ESUSQ of the atudy were at stake.

escorted to that retreat,

and thn loyal Cn sported their cak in the
face of some dozen of the more unruly
spirita who had followed them to the
very gate of their stronghold. These
thumped upon the closed door with vain

had poured forth the tale of his woes into his
leader’s ears. “I didn’t expect it was a little idea of
P.-c. Crump’s. Naturally, it was the Grammarians. But

what the ]mwlm
get cull.nen!"
all1”

ourself

thunder were you doing to let
‘oods at

What did you want in Rylcombe

“Pway do net speak so loudlay, Blake, and welease my
shouldah ! said the swell of 8t. Jim’s fumly “You .put
me into quite a futtah. As I was sayin’, deah boy, I just
rreri)t mlo the woods in ordah to pwactice my ventwiloquism a
ittle—""

“Ventriloquism !”  almost howled Blake *“Oh, you
frabjous jabberwock. You lobsided jay! You—)ou—

Words failed the !e.mer of Study No, 6.. Gusey had brought
disgrace upon the Co., had made them a by-word and a
laughing-stock, had run his head into a noose, and all for the
sake of m-ﬂunrr a neise like a dog and talking in a strangled
gurgle. It was more than exasperating—it was—— Blake
couldn’t express his thoughts. Dighy and Herries looked ‘a3
if they shared the feelings of their leader. Arthur Augustus,
looking round .at them, gained thie idea that the gencral
atmosphere of the study would not suffer if it were relieved
of his presence for a while.

“Blake, deah boy,” he said, rather apprchensively, “1
should wathah like to go and make mysef a little more
ntable, if you have no weal objection.”

“Oh, cut off I said BlaLe crossly.

“Thank you, deah boy!”

Less than a minute after Gussy had left the study there was
a tap at the door, and the handle commenced to turn. Blake
picked up a cushion with a grim look.

“If that’s some ass come to talk about Gussy,” he said,
“there’s going to be trouble.”

It was the face of Bernard Glyn that appeared in the
opening a second later, however, and Blako relaxed his hold
on the cushion.

*Grammarians 2" queried Glyn, I t}mnght s0,” as Blake
nodded gloomily. “How did it happen?

* Oh, Gussy went down into vammbﬂ Woods to pracma
xemrﬂoq , and Gordon Gay and Monk collared him.”

“Whe whistled Glyn. *“Then Gussy hasn't giveR it
E He's still a giddy what-you-may-call-it—ventrilogoist—
eh?”

entreaties for one more glimpse of

Arthur Auwgustus, but .the slout wood
defied ﬂmr eﬂ'orts at entrance, Amf the
a

and even dasd)unful silence.
“Of course it was Grammar cads!”

hidden, and peeroed cautiously round.
huk turned a Mlt‘a.d glance upon him., **

slowly and fousl

e . s th approac!
thu voice of Aﬂhur Augustus grcw clearer and' clnmv. , rank onk
reached uu olump of bushea behind which the swell ul Gl.. Jim’s was

“Who is it 7 " whispered Qordon
Gussy,” he said, ** .nd

's talking to a tree ! "

a8
enapped Blake, when Arthur Augustus

TrE Gem Linmary.—No. 7i6. .
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“He's soon going to give it up,” said Blake, in a

determined tope. ) :
" “Does he say so?" asked Glyn curiously.

“No; but I do!” replied Blake significantly. )

“Didn't you say that you'd got a scheme?” asked Digby.

Glyn advanced farther into the study.

“VYes!"” he said, * Where's Gussy 1"
o “Upstairs in the dormitory changing,"” replied Blake

riefly.. ¥

“Woell, look here, you chaps,” went on Glyn. “'I've just
completed a new idea of mine. It's a low -speaking tele-
phone, with a microphone attachment. I can’t stop to explain
it now, but it practically amounts to this. It's an arrange-
ment whereby I can fix a small instrument in a room, quite
inconspicuously, and by its means, hear everything that goes
on in that room—who is speaking and what they say and so
on, no matter in what part of the room they are. Then when
I speak into my own instrument at the other end of the wire,
my voice is magnified at this end, and carries all over the
room just as loudly as if it were myself speaking. You see
the ideat”

“T beliove so!"” said Blake enthusiastically. *You mean

b

“Exactly! I fix the instrument in your chimney, and the
next time D'Arcy tries to ventriloquise—"

“Ha, ha, ha!""

“I'll cut along mow and get the gear,” said Glyn. *“And
then I can rig it up to-night before Gussy comes back. It
won't take five minutes.”

Bernard Glyn was quite right in his estimate. In less than
that he had returned with a smal piece of apparatus, which
he wedged into the chimney of Study No. 6. The wires
which led to his study he concealed by bringing them down
under tho firegrate and beneath the carpet. He gave a glance
round, and then turned to Jack Plake.

“I'm going to test it now,” he said.

Blake & Co. waited curiously as Glyn returned to his

~study. Three minutes after he had gone, they were startled
by hearing his voice in the study again.

#1s that you, Blake?"

Jack Blake turned his head quickly in the direction of the
door, but it was closed. In spite of Glyn's explanation, he
had not realised that the device was capable of reproducing
the voice of the speaker-so clearly and loudly, and at most he
had expected a rather indistinct murmuring. So, in spite of
the fact that they were awaiting something of the kind, the

received a distinct shock when Glyn spoke at first, and
could hardly appreciate that the St. Jun's inventor had not
returned and was actually in the study. 5

“Yes!” said Jack Blake. “Can you hear me?”

There was the sound of a sofi chuckle from the direction
of tho chimney, followed by (ilyn’s voice.
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“Of course I can hear you! Is my voice plain?”

“ Rather !"” replied Blake. *“It’s absolutely uncanny !”

“ My hat!"” whispered Dighy to Herries. “It's a great
idea of Glyn's!”

“Thauks, Digby!” came Glyn's voice. “I'm glad you
think so."” £

Digby turned startled eyes to_the fireplace. His remark
had been passed in a very low voice, hardly audible to Blako,
who was standing within a few feet of him, and it seemed
incredible that Glyn, at the other end of the corridor, had
actually overheard him. a

“Groat Scott!” he gasped. * Did you really hear me?”

“Why not?” said Glyn. “I told you this instrument
magnified sound, didn't I? - If anything, Blake's voice is a
trifle too loud.”
“Well, Gussy'aﬂboukud. for a surprise, anyway|” chuckled

i

Blake. *Ring ol
“Right 1
And Glyn “rang off."”
—
CHAPTER 7.

The Man in the Chimney !
& g FEEL assuahed that I am within weasonable distance of
2 becomin’ a pwoficient ventwiloquist, Blake, and
distinetly wefuse to give up pwactisin’ "
*All right, you blighted
way, then!” grunted Blake.

Tt was the result of a final attempt to persuade Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy to abandon his venfriloguial efforts; and
it had been an unsuccessful attempt. His chums had talked
to Gussy like a Dutch uncle, as ke said, and all without
effect. It was a triumph of his “ persevewin’ spiwit,”- or else
of his obstinacy. At any rate, he was as firmly set on his
project as ever. He had, moreover, announced his intentiou
of cutting footer in order to do some more * pwactice ” that
verﬂ evening—the one immediately following his humiliation
at'the hands of the Grammarians, and the installation of Glyn's
invention in Study No. 6.

Blake & Co. realised that they would have to fall back
upon that device of Bernard Glyn’s for Gussy’s conversion.
']%Ey would have preferred a moral victory rather than that,
the more especially as it involved bringivg an outsider—and
a Shell fellow at that—into the affairs of their study.

But even a careful explanation of how ventriloguism was

ass! Have it your own

- responsible for the jape of the Grammarians on thefprevioun

evening had failed to influence the determination of Arthur
Augustus, Ho either could not, or would not, see that-his
hobby had caused him to be delivered into the hands of
the rival school. He argued that if he had been in the .
wood for any other purpose it would have been just the same;
and he.met Blake's inquiries as to what other purpose would .
be likely to take him into the wood with a disdainful sniff.

And so Blake & Co. left Gussy to his own devices in
Study No. 6, and went down to Little Side, stopping, bow-
ever, on their way, at Glyn's study in order to inform.that
scientifically-minded youth that the fun was likely to commence
at any time.

“Right you are!” said Glyn, who was sitling in an arm-
chair, reading; and, crossing over to the study table, he picked
up a length of insulated electric wire. -

When he fastened this over his head with a steel band a
small object rather like a black watch was nressed againet
his ear, and a small, trumpet-shaped projection was near to
his mouth.

“He's not started vet,” he announced, with a grin. “You
cut down to Little Side. Gussy's certain to start, I suppose?”
he added. 2

“Sure!” replied Blake positively. * He may kick off with
the dog first, and then he'll—"

“Half a mo’!” Glyn said, helding up his hand for silence.
“Yes, he's commencing now. I.can hear him. You cut
off now, so that he’ll be able to find you, if necessary.”

“Right-ho!” said Blake, and closed the door of Glyn's
study.

In the meantime, Gussy was rehearsing the doggie growl,
but after a few minutes of that he turned his attention to
the fireplace.

He knelt down, and, peering into the emptiness of the
grate, commenced work.

‘“Are you theah, deah boy?” he inquired, and was drawing
a breath in order to produce the answering voice, when he
unoxpectedly received a reply from the open mouth of the

chimney.
“Yes!”
Gussy jumped nearly a foot into the air, To say that be
waa startled is but & mild way of expressing the fact. He

tho;:fht he must be on the verge of insanity. Ho tried to
speak again, but the words would not come. Tnstoad, he
stangered back into the armchair and mopped his brow.

Hallo!"” came the voice again.
Arthur Augustus was incapable of making any reply.
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Help !’

“(weat heavens!” gasped the Fourth-Former.

“Help1” = 5
Arthur Augustus pulled himsclf together with a great offort,
and attempted to peer into the chimney. He could, however,
e ing of the owner of voice.

“(godness gwacious!” he said. * Tits.is twuly awful I”

There was the sound of a slight chuckle, instantly
suppressed. )

Arthur Augustus was far too agitated to notice it.

“I say, deah boy, is theah weally anyone up theah?"”

“Doesn’t it sound like it7” said the voice.

*“But weally, yon know—how did you come theah?”

**Oh—er—I was. bird-nesting, and fell in!” explained the
voice.

“Bird-nestin’! Gweat Scott!” ejaculated D’Arcy. “Can’t
you weally get out again?” £ .

“Do_you expect I am staying here for fun?” followed up
the voice.

“Bai Jove!
8t. Jim's. i .

“*Aren't you going to help me out?” the vaice inquired.

“Weally, I haven't the faintest idea—"" said Gussy, look-
ing around helplessly. I suppose 1 had better get Blake
and Hewwies.”

“Who are Blake and Herries?”

“ My chums, you know. They belong to this studay!”

*Then fetch them—and let's iupe they've got more sense
than you, leaving a bloke stuck half-way up a chimney!”

“Bai Jove!” said Guesy, somewhat indignantly. “I con-
sidah it is wathah ungwateful of you—"

“Oh, stop talking and get help, or I shall choke here, as
gure as my name's Haroi(f Rogers!”

Arthur Augustuas nearly dropped prone on to the floor.

“W-what did you say your name is?” he managed to gasp.

“Harold Rogers,” said the voice in the chimney. ‘“‘But
what does that—" i .

“And what is your twade?” eaid Gussy, speaking as if
ha were in a dream.

“T'm a coster,” said the voice. ;
me a nightmare. Arthur Augustus felt as
if his head was swimming. Was there really a Harold Rogers
who waas a coster by trade? Arthur Augustus was under
the impression that he had invented that gentleman himself.

He passed a hand across his brow. .

““One moment, deah boy!” he said faintly. “I will go and

po! I'm choking in this blessed chimney! Helpl

No, T suppose not!” conceded the swell of

" fetch Blake!”

He took the stairs three at a time, and established a record
for the journey between Study No. 6 and Little Side.

Curiously eriongh, neither Blake, Herries, nor Digby were
chasing the leather, and Arthur Augnstus reached them in
almost speechless condition.

“Blake! Hewwies!” he babbled.
our chimnay !"” B

“T know,” said Blake, in an unconcerned voice. *Oh, well
layed, Figgins!” he added, with his glance on the long-
crged New House leader. )

Arthur Augustus clutched him excitedly by the arm. X

“ Blake! ? insist upon your listenin” to me! Theah is
woally & man in our chimnay 1"

“Good!” said Jack Blake. “I don’t care, so long as he
doesn’t push soot down on to the carpet.”

“ But—but—weally, Blake! I tell you theah—" -

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Monty Lowther, etrolling up.
*What ails the noble Gussy?”

Arthur Augustus turned to him as a drowning man is said
to chutch at a straw. i

“Lo , theah is & man in our chimnay, and 1 cannot
get Blake to assist me to wescue him!” .

Monty Lowther caught a wink from Jack Blake.

“Horrible, Gussy !"* ho said solemnly. *His name’s Harold
Raogers, isn’t it 7" .

“Yaas, but—" .

“And he's a coster by trade, isn't he?” eontinued Monty
Lowther,

“Yaas, bu » . )

“} know the merchant,” said Monty Lowther, ehaking
his head wisely. *“He was in our chimney the other day.
Don't worry about him, Gussy. He lives in chimneys. He's

doing it for & bet I .

“ngsa!“ shrieked Gussy. “I tell you theah is weally 2 man
in the chimnay of our studay. ¥ou think it's my ventrilo-
quism, but it isn’t. If you don’t come with me, I shall have
to go to Mr. Wailton !"" :

“{Iold on, Gussy !’ said Blake quickly. *“ We'll come!”

The Terrible T‘I{ree accompanied Blake & Co. to Study
No. 6, and on the way Digby gave the Shell fellowa an idea of
Glyn's device. . -

As soon as they entered the study a voice ficated out from
the fireplace. :

“Havo you brought Blake and Herries?”

D’Arcy glanced triumphantly ‘at his companions,

“Theah is a man in

1l
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“Yaas, Mr, Wogers!” he sid.
wescue you !” .

“Then for goodness’ sake hurry up! I'm nearly choking !
said Mr, Rogers. +

*Do you believe me now, Blake?” asked Arthur Augustus.

“ Joliy good, Gussy !” said Digby heartily. .

The swell of St. Jim’s stared at him.

“What do you mean by that, Dighay 7" he said.

*“Your ventriloguism,” replied Digby. *“ You've improved
wonderfuily. I didp’t think you'd got it in you. Blessed if
it doesn’t sound as if there is really somebody in the chimney.”

“ Birt theah is!” shrieked Gussy, Ty
. “Aren’t some of you chumps going to help me down?™
inquired Mr. Rogers from the chimney,

“Theah! Now pewwa » )

' Better and better !” said Monty Lowther enthusiasticaily.
“¥You can’t even see his lips move ! I say, Gussy, can you do
it while you’re drinking ginger-beer, like the men on the
halls do?™

“Won't Gussy be able to liven up the House of Lords!”
sdid Blake, 2 i

* You uttah asses! You fwabjous dummays! ¥You—7

*“When you kids have done arguing, perhaps I shall stand
a chance of being helped I suggested the voice, cutting across
Gussy's frenzied shrieks.

“He can even interrupt himself!”
Lowther admiringly.

‘‘ Lowthah—Blake—Tom Mewwy,” howled Gussy, “I am
not wottin’! Theah weally is a man theah. - I will provedt!”
_ The swell of 8t. Jim’s knelt down, and. thrust his head
into the fireplace. Flis shoulder followed. The six junicrs
watched him, almost helpless with laughter.

Gussy wriggled his way into the chimney, and then stuck
fast, with his shoulders wedged in the chimney opening.

“Help, Blake, deah boy !" he gasped. *“I cannot extwicate
myself | Wescue ! -

. 8o there really is 2 man in the chimney at last I said the
irrepressible Lowther.

“ A silly ass, you mean!” corrected Herries.

Blake slipped to the side of Gussy. 8

*“ Will you promise to stop acting the goat*if- we pull you
out, Gussy ?" he inquired, e

“But Mr. Wogers—"' began the hagless swell of 8t. Jim's,
as well as he could speak.

“We'll rescue Mr. Rogers—if he's there—and you, too, if
you promise to give up ventriloquism,” replied Blake. -

“Is that a pwomise, Blake?” inquired Gussy.

“Yes”

“Vewy well, then, undah pwotest—"

lake disregarded the rest of the sentence.

“Right I he said. * Catch hold of his other leg, Dig!”

Tozether they dragged Arthur Augustus free and on to
tho hearthrug.

“Thanks, deah bovs!” he said, rising and dusting himself
down. ““And now Mr, Wogers—"

But Blake had already put his hand into the chimney and
fetched forth “Mr. Rogers.”

The swell of St. Jim's started in a puzzded fashion at the
handful of vulcanite and. polished metal, with a tong wire
attached, which Blake was holding.

_“ Weall, ”* he was beginning, when suddenlysfrom the
little device came the voice of Pernard Glyn no longer
disguised, N

““Hallo, Gussy ! it said.

Arthur Augustus received the second shock of that evening.

“Bai Jove !

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The study rang with peals of laughter.

The face of Arthur Augustus was a study.

“Then—then that beastlay thing—"

Monty Lowther drew forth his handkerchief and passed it

“Have no feah, we will

commented Monty

" across his eyes.

*“That,” he sobbed, “is all that is left of Mr. Rogers !”

“You spoofin’ wottahs !" .

%ﬂhur Augustus marched im a dignified fashion out of the
study. E

. . . . . .

Later they explained to him the details of Bernard Glyn's

invention, and reminded him of his promise.

here was too much good-nature imn Arthbur Augustus to
allow him to resent the jokes at his expense, e next
evening he was down at football practice, instead of learning
to growl and talk out of chimneys. And the end of Gusey’s
ventriloquism was the commencement of another period of
peace and quietness in Study No. 6.

THE END.

(Look out for mext week's grand lomg story ef Tomn
Merry & Co., the chums of St. Jim's, entitled:
“ GRUNDY’S GUNPOWDE:!“ M) 1" By Martin
Clifford. It will be a real one.

e Tne Gem Liseany.—No. T16.
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This Week’'s Football
at a Glance.

RAIN PREVENTS MANY
MATCHES. g

By HARRY NOBLE. (Special Football
Correapondent.}

Exclusive to the “ 8. Jim's News.”

Qrundy’'s Qrowlers Moet Bolsover's
Bashers for the first iime — Bolsover
and the fags quite unafraid of the rain—

~ High jinks at 8t. Jim's.

SENIOR.

8t. Jim's v. Abbotsford ..
(At Abbotsford.)

JUNIOR.
Courtfield v. Redcliffe »s . FI
(Heavy rain prevented the playing of the
junior and senior elevens from the other
eight colleges.)

INTER.-HOUSE MATCHES.
Bolsover's Bashers v. Grundy’s Growlers 8 @
(At Greylriars.)
OTHER MATCHES (Unofficial).

Bunter Mivor’s XI. v, 8t. Jim's 2nd. .. 3 §
(This mateh was played on Big Side at
t. Jim's—the first eleven ground.)

Result.
.83

NOTES.

Dolsover was heard to reply when asked
whether he didn't consider it too wet for
play: “If it bailed, rained, blew, and freezed,
we wouldn't be afraid to meet ihe foe!” The
first eleven at St. Jim's went to Abbotsford
to play. as the rain was not so bad there.
I was indoors, and could get no report of the
Bolsover—Grundy scrap. I think, of the two,
Grundy's menagerie were the stronger, and,
wnyway, they slammed the ball into the net
ou nine ocoasions, and their rivala only
nanaged eight.

Spending a Thousand
. Pounds.

AN UNFORTUNATE ‘ENDING,
By AUBREY RACKE.

(Continued from a previous issue.)

& HAT do you suggest we shall do
to while away the hours before
the theatre opens?’ I asked
Doreen

"‘l don't suggest apything,” she replied.
“ My plans are all cat and dried. I'm going
to buy some new hats and dresses and things.
You can’'t come, of course. Go to some
cinema show, and sce what that’s like for
a couple of hours. I'll meet you here again
at_five o'clock.”

Before I could make a statement either
way Doreen hailed a passing taxi, and was
rushed away in the direction of shop-land.

Taee Gem Liprary.—No. T16.
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Edited By TOM

As for myself, I, of course, didn't go to
any jolly cipema. 1 pondered awhile, and
then steered for a manicure establishment.

1 still had half an hour to spare when
1 left, so I took a saunter down New Bon
Street to have a look at some pipes abd
fancy socks and the latest neckwear and
suchlike. )

At last 1 lounged inoto & stylish
tobacconist's, aud, after disarranging a
few dozen pipes and cigarette-holders, pur-
chased a three-guinea affair which looked
a positive dream.

Glancing at my watch, I discovered it was
about time to get back to my appointed
spot. I arrived three minutes late, and had
"just thought out an elaborate apology, when
1 discovered Doreen wasn't there.

“Trust her to be late!” 1 growled.

Altogether, 1 had to idle away twenty-five
minutes before she turned up. The astonish-
ing manner in which she arrived took the
whole giddy Huntley & Palmer. 1 was just
looking in the fromt window of a jeweller's
shop, when a spaaking Rolls-Royce drew up
ugainst the pavement, and from the tonneau
alighted my cousin, Doreen Margot Roselle.

“ Hallo, Aubrey, old bean!” was her
“I'm awfully sorry to have kept
you waiting a few moments! The shops
were terribly crowded, you kpow!"

The jeweller's into which I had been
looking happened to be one of the places
at which Doreen wanted to make a purchase.
Asking me to - just wait another few
moments, ghe disappeared inside. As I st
there cooling my heels, my eyes wandered
towards the ear, and. with a little start, I
recognised it as being mine.

But the pext second I had even a bigger
shock. I gazed at the tonpeau, and rubbed
my eyes. For some minutes I thought I was
suffering from delusions.

“ Sloane!” 1 gasped.
this mean?”

As 1 spoke I indicated the tonneau of the
car, which bore the appearance of the most
untidy box-room in the whole of London.

Sloane removed his pipe from his mouth,

and grinned before replying.
s * It's like this, sir,” he said. ‘1 met her
ladyship abt the bottom of Regent Street.
She pulled me up, and asked me io proceed
slowly to Madame This and along to Madame
That—about two dozen madames in all—
and from each dressmaking salon some
young person brings, out half a dozen card-
board boxes, and dumps 'em in behind. Then
she scrambled in among it all, and 1 brought
her along here.”

3 . . . . - .

+ How much have you spent?’ I asked
Doreen, when we were both seated in a
sumptuous cafe at a table for two.

There were great palms all round us, and
an orchestra giving one the impression that
a dbzen cats and dogs were |xa‘.'il1}.; a minia-
ture edition of the Great War with Germany
all on their own.

When it rang off
answered,

“ Only what was absolutely essential,” she
assured me. X at

“ What ever does

for a while Doreen

“1 weut and booked a bo:

the Hippodrome, and arranged for a supper
at the Troc. You won't have to do
anything.”

After I had settled the bill for tea—a
trivial teancr—I asked Doreen whether she
would care to accompany me on a sbroll
o buy a few odds-and-ends for my club at
St. Jim's. My cousin promptly agreed.

We took half an hour to stroll down the
first fifty yards of Regent Street; reen
. had a peculiar di to look at every item
displayed in the shop windows. Then we

S NEWS,
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came to a shop which sold roulette-bowls,
and in L marched.

1 got quite a decent little aflair for a
fiver, and also a few packs of cards, some
marking-boards, and a few other nice games
which make dull evenings in the study of
a person like mysell quite enjoyable. 1 also
bought several boxes of choice cigars and
fags. All this truckle T stacked away under
the seat of my motor.

That night, when we entered our box ab
the * show,” and Doreen rustled her pur-

chased-this-afternoon gown, news -to the
effect that Lord and Lady Fiftybillions had
arrived reached our ears. , of course, we

both scraped our chairs about, and coughed
and sneezed and yawned, and soon . had
everybody looking our way. And I've oo
doubt many of the glances were of envy. and
many of admiration. (Don't laugh, please,
reader—don’t laugh!—T. M.) i %
Then, it you please, an attendant entered
our box from the rear, and asked us to
switch off the light, as the curtain had
been up some time, and all the audience
were gazing at us instead of at: the show.
‘hen I had set & whacking big cigar
going, 1 turned my eyes towards the show.
On the whole, it was quite good, and Do
doubt awfully interesting for those who
watched it all. When the show was over
the stars had already begun . My
thoughts had just started returning to
beastly St. Jim's, and all the horrors con-
tained thereis, when I remembered we still
had supper before us at the Tro
We both epjoyed ourselves

e,
immensely

there.
When 1 got to st.” Jim's 1 cm;ght sight
of Crooke lounging near the gateway.

After listening to my story, he informed me
that the Head wanted to see me aboub
something. As you can well guess, it was
with rather mixed feelings that I entered
that apartment.

The sight which first met my eyes made
my heart fairly leap into my_ mouth. In
the headmaster's chair sat the Head; in the
chair the Head reserved for visitors sat my
pater! By the table, with a ‘business expres-
sion upon his well-known features, stood
Taggles.

T must now confess to yon that the letter
which I had shown the Head, begging him
give me leave to view some historical build-
ings which would prove highly interesting to
schoolboys, had not been written by my
father at all. I was the guilty child. My
pater had dropped in an 80
previously and asked for me; and, to Dr.
Holmes' surprise, my pater koew nothing
abont such a letter, and my little trick for
scrounging a nice week-end was fairly laid
at_the heels. $

To make matters worse, the Head, in the
beastly way he usually has, asked my pater
how often he had Wwritten letters before
asking for a week-end off for your humble.
My pater said twice. Yet I had shown the
Head about two dozen letters, and always
met with instant success!

Taggles, at a gesture from the Head,
stepped forward, and grabbed hold of my
wrists, and 1 felt a swish from the Head's
carpet-beater !

1 can't think of anything more to say
about spending a thousand pounds, except
that if Tomn Merry comes to me with any
more requests or suggestions, there will be
trouble? AUBREY RACKE.

(1 am not likely to ask Racke to write
anything more yet awhile; he's taken up
quite enough space already, and has been
terribly-slack in sending in the conclusion of
his article—T. M.)



Story Supplement of “ The St. Jim’s News!

15

-An Unsolved Mystery,
{Continved from lait week.)
. - There were. many thiogs which puzzled Dr.
Brutell of late. St , this was mo time for
m‘u was important work

moodv n:ler.‘hnn
fo be done. - 'i
*  The doc! out at onee an
brlng the pl:lll:e -o tmﬂum
d committed this dastardly crime ﬂwﬂd
Im cap!nre

hen he returled abdut an hour later In
compls_r with- a couple of police-officers, he
nwnd - Mr. Stanton's davghter Madeleine
sitting beside her unconscious father. The
poor girl's eyu were tear-stained, and she was
defighted to see her father's friend again,
Except for the servants, the two lived alome
- in the house.
Onc ol the manservants, was seat for a
he arrived the millionaire
m,

satisfaction Mr. Stanton's
injuries were serious emough, they were not
likely to prove fatal.
eanwhile, the mlme _had already bepuu
their inquiry into the of the

fhe handled it with the greatest of care
that she should not interfere with the
finger-prints which would almost certainly be
leit wpon the handle.
Plaging it in a cabinet on the wall, her
was attracted by an extraordinary
apparatus i !‘mnt of her.
Mm ¢ hiave somythig to r“, with the
d. powerful deuble which
‘Pr. Brutell tnld father about,” she
3 the &

pieked the up, for-
t.ing the advice given to ber by the doc-

’s secretary.
E'nmu.ingl:, the mofortunate girl touched
a switch that controlled the double X-ray

ming rays hurnt and destroyed
E:cr:thmg with whwh they came into con-

. With everl second that passed the ragn

Written By Professor Hector Gerden, Science Master of St. Jim’s.

destroyed and dai , buod Dr. Brote'l
would be able to ace them all in good
time. The mmed him most

of all pow was the safety and comfort of
Madeleine, and he felt m{nl that he had
arrived in time to save her life.

When his task in the laboratory was eom-
pleted he returned to her, and carried her
down to the summer-house in the garden. 1t
was ot loag before conscionsmess returned.

Madeleine smiled as she opened her cyes
:cl'ldhilw the kindly doctor who bad attended

leT.

pened came .back to hew, sud-she

Then thoughts of what had hap-
~swid how

sorry she was that she had caused so mueh

trouble and damage.

. Bratell was pot in the least angry
with her, and Le listened attentively as the
girl explained her mumun

Madeleine showed him the hammer wlr!ch
had been left behind by the person whe
atiempied to murder ber father in hi stu y
lust might,

“1 found this,"” explained the girl, "and
hmul;h', it along to you, hnplwmthnt the

, and they
spread wﬂ.h great l.peed nruund the room,
Madeleine, horror-stricken, drew as far away
as possible from the table, but too late she
realised that her means of escape from the
room had already been cut off by the rays.
Hideous death had the unfortunate girl in its

grasp.
She was held powerless with fear as the
deadly tongues of mysterions foree stretched
out towards her. The rays were stronger and
more destructive than the hottest flames, and
as they spread around the room they ate
up the furniture, carpets, and melted all the
glass and metal which stood in their path.

attacks and there were severa! points which
perplexed them. _Although they did not
state their suspicions openly, i was quite
obvious to the distracted Madeleine that the
police betieved Dr. Bruotell knew something
E tha cnnzel
plain to the girl h{ the nnutwn.!

which thuy pur. to her.
quite annoyed at what seemed m her to
un unjust and ridiculous suggestion,

i wnuld as soon suspect myself. of the
crime as Brutell!” she declared angrily.
~Why, n. was only this morping that he
sived the life of my father and his friend!””

Zo far as the police were concerned, there
scemed no more to be said at the present.
But they were by no means convinced that
the repowned scicntist was as innocent
of the affair as Mr. Stanton’s daughter would
haye them beligve.

The next morniog Madclemz took charpe of
her father’s affairs, and it was in the course
of her duties that she discovered what she
considered to be an important clue connected
with_the attack upon her father. It was the
hammer with which the desperadoes had
tiruck him down.
A Rarrow Escape.
Hl morning after the eruel assault on
her father, Madeleine set -out on
her journey to see Dr. Brutell. Whea
she arrived at the house the doctor
was taking a stroll over the grounds of his
estate.

His secretary. however, learning of the girl's
identity, admitted her to the laboratory. He
knew that she was interested in the doctor’s
scientific experiments, and he rightly came
to the conclusion that she would find a great
deal there that would interest her wntil the
relurn of her father’s friend.

t the same time, he imparted the advice
thnt there were many dangerous things in the
mom. and, consequently, it would be safer
for ber not to interfere with anything the
nature of which sbe did not perfectly under-
stand.

Maudeleine had brought with her the
hammer which bad been used by the assailant
of her father, amd she sincerely hoped that
it would provide a useful clue for the police.

Adapted -from incidents in the Vitagraph
serial, ** Hidden Dangers.”

erouched in the far cormer of
the room, froren with horror at the dreadiul
predieament she was in. re seemed to he
no way out for her, and lhe felt. that she
was doomed to die a horrible death. What
could she do?

It conld not be many seconds now hefore
the consuming rays reached her and set fire
to her clothing. = Then the end would he
swift indced! But the terrified girl's train
of thought was suddenly cut short. Bome-
thing seemed to enap within her brain, and,
with a cry of anguish, she fell to the floar
in_a dead fain

Dr. Brutell, who was returning to the house
after his walk, was am to see-a clomd
of smoke. issuing - from the epen window -of
his laboratory. His immediate thoughts were
connec wi the valnable  instruments
which were in the room, and the possibility
of there being snybody within in imminent
danger of thdt lives did not occur at that
moment learaed scientist.

Brutell rushed to the spot where he had
left a sroclntly prepared ashestes shield in

tion for an emergency of this nature.
was the only thing which would
cmhu:!y resist the double X-rays

Armed with his shield, Dr. Brnlell opened
the door of his laboratory’ and en the
room. The scientist was qutollshed to see
the figure of Madeleine, the daughter of his
frimd Sl.mhn. lying unconse

ahe ready the de-dly flames
ha:( canght hn[d n[ her clothin;
icked the girl up and carried
her out of the room, where it was a fairly
easy matter for hi fo extinguish I.hr
fHames. But he was only just in time.

few seconds later and the wnfortunute 1!1de
leine would have been past all human aid.
Dr. BruteH then retorned to the burming
lnbura!nr;, and set about extinguvishing the

[t was a difficult Job, and a dangerous one,

but he was able to employ various aids
d him considerably in his task.
Although l)r Brutell did not weclcome any
catastrophe of this mature, he was fully
aware of its possibility, and !Dr this reason
he decided to be prepared, It would have
been olly indeed for a man. “played with

too,
which helpe

fire ¥ as be to have the means ready
at lumi to put it out when necésdary.
©f course, there were a.good many things

nar upon the handle will enable
you to track dowr the eriminal.”

Brutelt took the bammer in his hands
and examined it. Little-did, he realise that
the Tnger-prints on it were his own, and that
he Filértmelf had. used- this unusczt weapen in
an attack wvpon his friend and weighbour,
Rohert Stanton. ERb0

it is more than likely that this will prove
useful in our investigations,” repl the
doctor, “and 1 am very glad you brought
it along for me to see. I will hand it over
to the police at once. Now I will take yon
bome again in my ecar, for I know you must
he tired after your recent experience, and
uo daubt your father will be waiting for
your return.”

Dr. Brutell'’s motor-car had reached the
home of Mr. Stanton, the millionaire rane-
owner, and they were about to get out of
the car when an amazing sight met their
#aze. A short distance to the left of the
Stanton residence there was another motor-
car io full flight.

The astonishing thing about this was that’

it contained a nuwber of men, dressed in
black, Nowing robes, and hocds over their
Deads.

“The Black Cirele " muttered Madeleine to
her. companion. “What ean they have been
up i;t;, this time? [ do bope father is quite
sa

sinister figures had upsew
and che was gquite pale Her
thoughts went back to those threateniog
;Ptt.frs which her father “had been receiving
ately.

The motor-car containing the “gang was
rapidly gaining speed, and it would be useless
for Dr. Brutell to set off in pursuit. The
doctor, followed by Madeleine, left the
vehicle and hurried into the house. He knew
that the vizit of the Black Circle gang could
only. be for an evil purpose, and al um:glr
the doctor did mot commuaicate his fears
the girl, he was prepared for the worul

Mr. Stanton had showed him one of the
wotes which threatened him with death
he did not immomamx pay over a.cersain
sum of mone ‘ch - was demanded, and
they had umurenz[y kept their word. is
was the cooclusion DBrutel to as he
walked up the ps° of the mansion.

The next minnte the two had entered the
building, and the first thing which met their
gaze was the wnwelcome sight of the police-

an who had been left on guard in the

all, hound hand and fool

This treatment had heen meted ont to all
the servanta also. They were ail bound and
pagped, and deposited in various rooms in
the house. The gang had evidently done
their work well?!

Brutell and Madeleine burried upstairs to

reom where they had placed her imjured

father the might - heﬂr:hl cry of dismay .

left. the girl’s lps as realised that he
‘was no longer i

"To b tinued.
TG ) . Té:
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16 7 Another Splendid Long Complete School Story in Next Week’s “ Gem.”

€ Read this magnificent story
@ dealing with the adventures of

three chums in a strange

country.
By REID WHITLEY.
L
THE OPENING CHAPTERS. " human beings inhabited this wild, each acted “We couldn't have had much worse than

we have had!” grunted Tony. “But there’s

the lake. I can see the glint of water

through the trees. We had better choose

a pl.:icc and get aloft. The brush is thick
ead.”

according - to his manner. Billy Kettle
‘Hobby Tarrant and Tony Matthers, with | proaned out something about an obeah man.
Billy Kettle, a trusted negro servant, are on | Johby Tarrant staréd eagerly, trying to
an expedition in the Andes. On the journey | make'out what sort of man the late owner
their guides turn traitors, and steal away | had been by the contour of the dome and st
with most of their baggage. Without the | the size of ihe teeth. Tomy brought his rifie [ There was mo lack of choice in the matter
guides, tirey are lost in this strange country, | t5 the ready as he scanned the branches in | of ladders. Though the trunks of the trees
?g;l::e{m;é‘lﬁngn l.irﬂhtell ;:r;{:rfﬁi;“ed:laon;:; scarch of a possible foe. wer{e smooth and quite unnlimhﬂhlc&. a D‘?:-
. ead, P i " i fusion of lianas or creepers hung from the
alongside the hut is his canoe, which they Hol}l&v’ a .‘Zig f‘::";‘;s"f"%agk'g'(;kee:ﬁ; houghs, tough as cables, and so twisted

make use of. Presently there is an ominous | JOUN 0 0T AT thangh 1 don't think [ ogcther that they offered an easy ascent.
noise, and, with & roar, a mile of steeply- it belonged to an ahE Tt's betwixt and nging their packs on their backs to
sloping lava and rock ns to move down | 0 LT T'd like to get it down.” Jeave their hands free, they began, to climb.
to the waters below. This voleanic eruption . G g get T = “It b Thirty fe Hobby began to pasp, but
causes a tremendous tidal wave, and the . Le‘l:ve rtb alone,’ ldvuhed imﬂ- objest :: Billy, despite the handicap of the flat stones
seething waters carry the canoe and its lg!!! “':"‘sif 'ﬂ?'deﬂﬂf" " "!'mﬂ \animark, | ¥hich he had brought to use as a hearth,
occupants along at a terrific speed until [ having ILh' rz'urf iy m‘:;l' "a an T | went cheerily aloft. - He had reached the:
they come to a narrow gorge through the | of _501“"“‘ ;’"L o a éw'rt'h L ‘I'Je ert' © | hranches and cleared a epace amongst ihe
heart of the mountains. - The progress of the Iil:n_e nfell,rl ours, we mustn egin by hurting | {00 Sitn his hatchet before the two lads
mad journey in their frail camoe is arrested | their feelings. Come onl were much more than half-way.
by a gigantic tree almost submerged. After He had to drag Hobbhy away from the “Dis here a fine place, Marse Touy!" he

i llen waters subside, and they | fascinating object, though Billy was glad to 5 £ R el “Plenty

a while the swolle Pl 1 Y | fascinating ¢ said, as they arrived, panting. “Plenty birds
see dry land again. That night they explore | leave it behind. for to eat. I show you how to make Spares.
the valley. and meet many weird and won: Dat dere sure means bad luck, Bamse | yenbe ns can fisb, too, and dere aig't no

derful animals, which _forces them to take | Tony!" he said solemnly. lack of firewood. Plenty dead branches.”

refuge o a forest of giant trees. : Tony and Hobby looked about them.. Th
* * * k z jseemed to have come into another -world.
A Bi They were in a fotest above a forest. For
Simose Blsosviry. 3 Mzround they had the innumerable branches of
OTHING moved among the big trees, the great trees, . crisscrossed apd twisted
either on the ground or aloft, so together so that in many places they éffered

far as they couwld see, so they laid
down their burdens and seated

a solid, though umeven platform.
g D d vegetation covered this with
themselves, They had hardiy had a moment ey bRy gl }:ﬁg Sl snsh X
to think since leaving their reost across the flowers, all manner of plants, had found
wVEE: p 3 root and strength ewough to.thrive. Birda
You're right smart with de torch and de ldarted through the tangle—and there were
gun, Marse Tony!" said Billy admiringly. 2% other lezs azreeable inbabitants.
“You done thut bear a treat. He'd huve g “Loramussy! Look out!” yelled - Billy,
Tl ML LR fl aimoct, before thie two lads had ‘seated them:
That's the idea, Billy,” agreed Tony. 3 @l sclves; and, as be spoke, struck out at some-
“Then, icok here, Marse Tony., Us might :hhj“g gliding along a branch almost above
go furder along till we gets closer to dat

heads. f
dere lake. Then us can go up and live in. o i There was a hiss, a wriggle, then Billy
er it. Then us cap get

o struck again, and a large yellow. snake
% : = ithed- itself over the. branch that had
water by letting down a pot on a line. Too bt Lo o

mapy 'gators about for dis chile, mot count served as threshold to this mew world, and
ing dem bron-toe-sores!™

fell to the ground.

ur words sre the words of wisdom,” B9 V) “You gotter keep your eyes skinned,
ny. *“We'll move on a bit.” o X ” gemmen!” said Billy. “Dere will be snaked
Kecpiug a sharp look-out on all sides, they and spiders, and all sorter things that stings

marched forward. The huge trecs stood well 3 and bites. You gotter bé smart!

aparf, and there was but little undergrowth, &8 3 11 Z “] think the first thing we had better do

80 they could see for some nee.  Butf f 9 is to fix on a place to camp, and then start

nothing sticred. It was almost as though a fire. You seem to have forgotten it, Tony,

they had come into a sanctuary. i - 1§ but surely it's near dioner-time. I'm feeling
“What's that?” said Hobby, after they [ | i uncomnionly peckis i

by.
had travelled near a mile and were approach-’ 9 ' \ The hinot was epough to start them on
ing the shore of the lake. ¥ “ W L ) § their way. With Billy abead to clear 'a path
He pointed to something ded by a 2 sl : aili with his hatchet and wam thém of

Rug l;lneézf nrleepe;. some tué:nty feet ;lbuve dangerous plﬁcei,i they néadr, _lniﬁ timslz". Half
eir heads, gleaming in a siray ray of sun- - an hour’s backing and crawling brought
Tight that had fltered through the roof of | [ What’s that 2 said Hobby,sMer | |them to a tree whose outermost branches
matted boughs and thick foliage high over- they had travelled a mllt', and were stretched well over the waters of the lake on
head. - -'Ppmﬂﬁm"gn‘ shore of the lak one side, while a singlé mighty bough com-

The thing hung motionless. They moved a He nected it with Its neighbours on the other.
little pearer, and halted. There was no by a long ':"" of creeper above Thus it was almost a tree fortress, -for It
mistaking the object. It was.a human skull. their héads, they hauled up or cut away the dangling
At sight of this, the first that - lianas, nothing could come at them excep®
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n'long that onf branch, which might easily
. n addition, it was tallér than
any etfher tree near it, and its upper boaghs

wnuId. make a splendid look-out.
We covida't have bad a better place i
had arranged for it!" gsaid Hobby
enthusiasmally. “We can get to the ground
ide, and un the other we can hang

ahove the lake and fi

“Den, Marse Hobby, dat: just what you
and Marse Tony had do,” said Billy,

“'cos we got precious hme n! dat guanaco
left. You catch de fish while I make de
place for de fire.”

They took the limes and a few bits of
meat for bait, and each selecting & natural
Indder of lianas, descended to within a dozen
m os s0 of the placid surface of the

The fish_ welcomed their coming, or, at
least, so it seemed, for they had barely
wetted their lines l"hen each had a bite.
Tony havled in his extch easily enough, bus
Hobby had trouble.

“]—I think itgmust be a young whale at
least!” he gasped, twisting the line abomé his
arm, while the liana laddér swayed to the
tugghg of !.he unseen mWDster. “Wow!
Here he comes!”

Up flashed a yard of silver, turned a double

- somersault m the air, and disappeared, leav-
ing a boil of foam. Eobhj' paid out Hue,
* then, as ‘the fish’s speed slacke gan Lo
haul in. Again there was a break and a
ruﬂ:l but ihls time the fish did not go so far,
for |t was weakening, and presently Hobhy

marnaged to pget its head oot of water.
gnutner minute, and it hung suepended beside
i,

~Jee-rusalem!” he shouted. “Look at it!
It's plated! Plates instead of scales! 1t's
as old as the bronto, and—"

“Ten times as toothsome, I bope!” put

io’ Topy. ~But hurry up. .I'm afraid some-
thing will turn up to scare the fish away.
Let's get all we can while the getting’s
good.”

They contipued with exeellent fortune for
ancther gquarter of an hour, then their Juck
turped abruptly. The lines darvgled in the
water, but pothing approached them. Either
the fish had moved on, or— o

“Higher up!"” cried Tony, of a sudden.
“There's somebhing rising over there!”

They hoth grabbed their catch, and began
to climb. After their expericnces of the
morning they each felt that the upper air
was healthier than that close to the water.
They did not linger, yet they were only a
few I'ed. farther from danger when, with a
swirl sent waves lapping against the
shore, a ﬁnng like: u enurmenu lance-head
stabbed up from the di

Two evil eyes set at the r.ml of stalks pro-
truding from either side of the head,
swivelled ronnd and fixed upon the climbers
as though deciding whether they were good
to eat or mo. A moment the head swayed
to and fro upon its long neck then disap-
peured as swiftly as it had ¢

e, Man i eried Tony to Hobby, who
had ?mgere& to gaze fondly on this latest
novelty. “He's going to come up under you.™

Hobby made a frantic spurt, Again the
water boiled, this time dlmtl]' banenth him.
Tony saw a black mass in the mi the
heaving water. He had brought his rlﬂe with
him, slung at his back, even'thongh it had
been a hindrance, and now he biessed his
foresight. Unslingiog it, be blazed off at the
dark body of the thing, even as its head shot

. Perhaps the long jaws that suddenly
anenerl to display a double Tow of saw-like
teeth might not bave reached Hobby, but
:nrtunau y the matter wasn't decided. Even

it appeared the bullet must have 'tnmk
Iwme for the head drew back. There was a
violent concussion under water, and a long
wave rose and travelled across the lake at
great speed. The enemy had beat a retreat.

Hobby turned a pale face to his friend.

“Thanks, old man! 1 think you saved me
that time. He would have had me if- you
hado’t ﬂred ‘What a beastly brute!”
to me they're all that,” replied

“What was that r.hnag. 'you

inl
“It looked like what lhey call a plesio-
saurus,” said Hobby; “but I don't know cer-
tainty. Anyhow, the name doesn't matter. The
thing was qu enough. 1 don’t want to see
it again nt such short range. 1I'm jolly glad
they can’t Ay!” And, with a sigh of heart-
felt relief, he hauled himself upen the branch,

Ton; |Ir| y.
i?
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and made his way towards Billy, bearing his
trophies,

Billy had not been idle. He had hacked
away Inconvenient branches, and used them
t0 make a small platform where the three
could sit or lie. This he had surrounded by
a network of lianae that it was_next to im-
possible to fall overboard. - And, having
wedged his flat stonee securely in a fork of
three great branches, he had collected a pie
of dried wood and lit a fire.

long as this was carefully controlfed
there was no danger of setting the tree-top
in a .blaze, - all the branches about them
being sheathed in thick bark.

*“You sure has done mighty well, gemmen !"”
he exclaimed, as he saw the fish. '~ Yeu ain't
seen no more brown-toes, hm you? 1 kinder
t'ought 1 heard a bit of splasl -

“That was 2 piesmmurus." said Hobby-

!t nearly go(‘, me.”

“Den I dunpo why you calls it dat,” re-
plied Billy. "’Cos sorter reckons  you
weren't pemd you saw it.” With which
fearful, though unconscious pun, the darkey
got to work on the fish.

Soon an appetising odour floated sway
through the tree tops, and they began !hmr
meal. Afterwards Billy set to the making of
snares which he proposed to set for a variety
of lar, pigeon that seemed very plentiful,
while Tony and Hobby climbed zloft to get
a view of the country.

*“8imce we are stuck herg till we can !Ind
a way out, we may as well learn all we can,”
said Tony, as they started up the liana ladder
hanging from an upper branch. "T:ke care
of yourself, Billy! Fire a shot if you're in
danger, bul not otherwise.”

“Sure not!" promised
gemmen look out for snakes.
bad medicine.”

But neither snakes, spiders, nor amy ether
poisonous creature appc.l}‘ed as they climbed

aloft, and scon they were ensconced in a high
crook, which allowed a clear view all round

rizon. Th looked in vain for any

break in the ferrible rock wall that encoro-

them. As far as they could éee the

clifa rose to a great height, and in the

distance a towering mountain closed the
prospect.

Billy. "And you
E!ey is sure de
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«1 expected nuthin:g else,” said Tony. “If
there had been any way out these strange
creatures would surely have found it long

Ago.

“Why? Why should they wish to leave 2
place where everything suits ‘em? Even if
we find men here that wouldn't prove that
there is no way out, but that they don’t
want to go.”

“] can't imagine them wanting to stay!”
growled Tony. “But look over there!”

He pointed to a peninsula jutting into the
lake a mile or more away. The trees there
grew almost in the water, and appeared
higher than their neighbours. From this
peninsula ascended long, thin columns of
smoke.

“A  village exclaimed Hebby. “Why,
there are seven or eight fires, at least. That's
good! We will go to see them, and they will

help us.”
“Try to make a meal of us most likely,”
said Tony. “You said that skull belonged

to a creature which was scarcely human.
I guess we'd better leave that village alone.”

“My dear chap, creatures with that sert of
skull would not know cnough to make a fire,”
replicd Hobby blandly. “Those fellows over
there must be altogether a bigber race.. Very
ikely there are two races, or perhaps those
are the fires of Indiana who come here to
hunt.”

“They can't complain of any scarcity of
game, then,” sfid Tooy.

When they had gazed their fill on the far-
flung landscape, they descended and spent the
remainder of the day in making their camp
more comfortable and safe. By sunset they
had finished a quite respectable hut, floored
with branches, and roofed with hroad leaves
fastened together with liana string.

Billy had contrived to hang a great bundle
of thorns above the single bough which
formed a bridge to the nearest tree, so that
nothing with a tearable skin could possibly
pass without severe damage. All the liana
indders on the land side were hauled out of
reach of the ground.

Thus secured, it seemed unlikely that any-
m. None the less,

turn of duty. Then, with the beglinning of

the nightly concert of wild beast noises, he

snd Hobby rolled themselves in their blankets
and were quickly asleep.

A Night Alamm.

awoke. fire had burned down to

mere heap of dying ashes. Billy,

faithless to his trust, snored beside

splashings in the lake, and farther away,

beyond the belt of tall trees, the roaring of

EVERAL hours had passed when Tony
it. The night was full of noises. There were

the tigers reverberated from the cliffa. On
the ground beneath some heavy- creature
passed with thudding feet.

It was not these moises that riveted Tony's
attention, but an odd sort of whispering
or murmur close at hand. ‘There was no
wind, Not a leaf rustled, or he would have
thought the sound was made by the stirring
of the foliage.

For a minute he lay still, listening. The
sound scemed to come nearer. He located
it presently. Whatever made it, lurked
amongst the branches of the tree nearest o
the camp. What could it be?

He stretched out a hand to rouse Hobby,
tonched one of the cocking-pots, and knocked
it over with a clatter. At once the sounds

ceased. Hobby stirred and grunted. Tony
shook him.
“Rouse¢ up, old fellow,” he whispered.

“Thcrs’s something watching us from over

-
&

ere.

“En? Oh, bother you! T was in the
middle of a beautiful dre 1 was in the
dear oid bun shop. Mother Hodges had just
set a plateful of cream buns before me,

and—
“Shut up! Wake Billy!” commanded Tony,
in_an imperious whisper.
Hobby grunted again and cbeyed. Billy
“Whasser masser?

woke to his prod.
“Wo-ow!” he yawned.
1 just shut my eyes to keep de smoke outer
'em, Marse Tony. I not aslcep.”
Tony let the conversation puss. He pointed
to the shadowy mass of the neighbouring

tree. ’
“Something there. Be guiet!” he mur-
e ready, but don't shoot unless I

‘und expectant they waited for what
For several minutes nothing

Rigid
should happen.
stirred. Tony began to snore softly, though
his eyes never left the dim outline of the
branch that bridged the gap between them
and the suspected tree.

At that the murmuring began again.
Something chattered in a high-pitched voice.
Another, much deeper, growled. There was
a suppressed how!, then silence once more.
And then a blur moved out upon the branch
and ran swiftly to the barrier of thorns
barring the way. Another dimly seen form
followed, then several more.

Billy breathed hard through his mose, his
hand moved towards his pistol butt. Tony
gripped his wrm restrainingly while he
stealthily lifted one of the torches which he
had prepared for an emergency like this.

“Don't shoot!" he murmured very softly,
and slid the torch into the fire.

A frizzle, a hiss, and the thing flared up.
Tony whirled it once and sent it flying on to
the bundle of thorns, where it hung blazing
to the grcatr discomfiture of the things that
erouched on the further side.

They velled in half a dozen different keys,
as they raced back to the friendly darkness.
Only for a moment could the three get a
good view of them, but that moment sufficed.

Were they men? Short of stature,
jmmensely broad of shoulder, long of arm,
covered with thick, reddish hair, they looked
scarcely human. Yet they did not ron on
all fours like apes, and the noises they made
were certainly speech of a sort.

As they disappeared the last of the gang
paused, turned, and swinging a heavy club
round his head, roared out a bellow of defl-
ance. The three had a clear sight of his
face. It was the face of a man, though one
very far down in the scale of humanity. A
great red beard hung on his broad chest,
while the big moustache was twisted intc
the semblance of horns.

Prancing for an instant as though mad
with rage, he hopped back and was lost to

Then followed a smashiny of twigs,
a howl of pain, a great crash among the
boughs, which swiftly died away in the
distance. s

“Primiti

“Hush
intently, t
i the hairy men bad go

ve men!” hreathed Hobby.
snapped Tony. He was listening
ing to make out in which direc-

tion ne.
Were they the people who lived In the
trees on the lake shore? He thought not,
for the sounds seemed_to come from quite
another way, over towards the mearer cliffs.
As they ceased. he turned fo-ihe others.
“Pretty people, weren't they? And it was
lucky I woke up. They would have made
short ‘work of that thorn bundle. Billy, you
must never go to sleep when you are on
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wateh ogain. In war time, sentries who
sleep on duty are shot. That's what you
deserve. We are at war with everything, and
we can only hope to save our lives by being
constantly on the look-out!”

“T'se mortal sorry, Marse Tony,” mumbled
the penitent. Billy.” “I mever do it no more.
Lemme take a turn now.”

But Tony bade him go to sleep again and
turn ont early, while he and Hobby divided
the rest of the ni Billy showed his
gratitude for this Dy arising before dawn
and_catching a supply of fish for breakfast.

“] propose that we make certain about
the people along there,” said Tony, when
the meal was eaten. “I don't think they
will turn out to be our red-haired visitors.
The reds seemed to be afraid of fire, or at
least, unused to it. But il we leave the
camp they may raid it while we are gone.
What if we cut away that bramch?”-

“Then how are we-to get across the gap?”
asked Hobby.

“Dat's easy,” put in Billy. “I'se first clasa
wid de rope. Us'll fix one wp dere.” He
pointed to a bough overhead. *“And swing
across, When we wants to come back, I'll
just throw another, and we gets back same
way.”

“That solves it. But perhaps the reds will
do the same”

“Not they,” snorted Hobby. “They're low-
htro\:s. They don't understand ropes. Let's
start.” .

Billy set to work with his hatchet, and
after an hour’s hard work, had so weakened
the bough that its weight did the rest, With
a mighty rending of fibres, it broke awuay
and fell’ to the ground.

The tree-top camp was now a fortress in
truth. With the liana ladders drawn up
there was no getting at it except by a
thirty foot leap, And since the reds could
searcely accoraplish such a feat, Tony felt
that the pots, the ammunition, and their
few other belongings might safely be left
while they went to spy out their neighbaura.

“There’s one thing I forgot, though,” he
said, as Billy adjusted a rope preparatory to
to making a start. “I suppose that these
Feo le, whatever they happen to be, are
fond of presents. And we haven't got any-
thing to spare, except an empty cartridge
case or two.”

“Fh? Hold on!" muttered Mobby, and
dived into his pockets.
Hobby’s pockets had been the standing

joke of St. Jude's, the school at which he
and Tony had spent several happy years.
They always contained an amazing cfllettion
of oddments. Even in the wild it dppeared
that they would sustain their old reputation.

He turned them out and pawed over the

pile lovingly. . A pocket magnifier, a packet
of photographic printing paper, several ndte-
hooks, and many stumps of pencils, a foun-
tain pen with gold mounts, but without ink,
a_ pocket case of scalpels and tweezers,
pieces of cork, a small ¢oil of wire, and many
other things made up the heap, which was
topped by the catalogue of a scientific instru-
ment maker.
. The cover of this was adorned by a picture
in colours of a man peering into a micro-
scope. Tony cut this off, and also appro-
priated the fountain pen,

“With two or three brass cartridge cases,
these things ought to serve. It's a certainty
these savages have mever seen amythin,
them hefore, and that’s all that matters,
he said. “Now let's get on.”

One by one, they swung themselves across
the gap to the tree where the reds had con-
cealed themselves. They verified the direc
tion in which they had retreated. It wns
thought.  Their tracks led away
from the lake shore.

Billy suggested that, since it would be hard
work chopping & way rough the thick
tangle of creepers that twisted about
amongst the boughs, they should descend to
the gronnd and climb again when they
neared their destination.

Tony agreed to this, but they had not
descended more than a few feet when Hobby.
who was in the rear, called out and pointed
to a patch of brushwood. There, crouched
close to the ground, their eyes fixed expect-
antly on the three, were & number of large
grey wolves..

(Another instalment of this Splendid
Adventure Story in next Wednesday's
“ Gem.” Don't miss. it.)
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INSTANTLY
KILLS PAIN

Everyone suffering pafn should
try the quickest, surest, and
safest way of obtaining
immediate ease. This is the
VIEWIK way. No matter
how the pain 18 caused,
whether by Rheumatism, Unﬁt
Sciatica, Lumbago, Nenrltis,
Neuralgia, Synovitis, Cramp,
Sprains, Bruises, and for
every kind of muscular pain,

WORLD'S CHAMPION VIKEWIK is the finest pain-
RUNNER, Mr. A. SHRUHNE, killing, eurative liniment
CURED BY VIEWIK, known, vu{wm stops irri-
ELx TRES HOTEL, ation emarkable

OXFORD, manner. C]:llblalns and Burns

November 17th, 1919, yield to its soothing eflects
Sirs,—Rheumatism in my knee at onece. VIKWIK is some-
caused me great agony, and after thing  diflerent, something
Yion sevevatikinds of ‘oila e better than anything else. It
aiigised by @ Jriend o ube VKWK succeeds where everything

else has disappointed.
It you suffer from any Knd
of paim, go to your Chemist

I did so. with ths result that the |
jone. Now I VIEWIK

pain o
at the least sign of oversirain
and as

general linimenst duris
Training, wenich 1 can' neartity | and get'a bottle to try.
vecommend.—Yours truly, }J'l'l ;jd.“ and ‘Iu.,mfrom all
ALFRED SHRURB, AL e
World's Champion Runner direct, post free, Y’U;‘“ ";‘ﬁ
and Record-Holder. \IEV‘W IK €O es! 2,
7, Store St., London, W.C. 1.

VIS

LINIMENT

IHHTANTLY HILLS PAIN OF
Lu

sm Dhil\:hi mmbago Neuritis
Sciatica erve Pains
Soru Throat Rhbeumatoid Nesuralgia
Stiff Neck Arthritis

In 1/3 bottles, large size 3/-.

From EOOTS'. TAYLOR'

d. POST FREE
7rmnm p -

OCKET
IGTURE

k.
- sent with zbove, or Post !’ree s
Jevvetlvu. enamtoiy on requast,

direct from factory at wholesale pri
and SAVE POUNDS. Wold's fincst
massive Tabie -Graids, Pormable:

fate delivery.
pucked free, car-

Sent on o day
s pard.

es 1) Hdcd. ‘:\H; acl».ﬂ

money refunded. Sond postcard now
for the * higwe.t. and most ceautitully
ilustrated art catalogue ever msved.
MEAD CO. (DEPT, G105),
BALSALL HEATH,
SIRMINGIAN.

id. per 100 &3 to introduce C:
logne, Real Kinema
Film  Pictures,

ALACE i
Bargain Watches, Clocks,
dy, Toye ]

AE:ordmn.I E!e‘ '(owlu 2, Ymn Cl ds,
o e

NERVOUSNESS

ie the greatest dm.ﬂnmk in life to any man or woman. If you
are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self- confidenee, will power,
mind concentration, bln-h or feel ‘awkward in_the presence of
rthers. send three penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nervs
Srengtl Treatment, nzed in the Nav !mm’ Vlce-Admrral to

8 uminthem-m tmm(,'o!ane to ate, D.8.0's, M.C."s,
M_M."s, and D.C.M.'s. — GODFRY ELLIOTT SMITH, Lid, 17,
L Buitdings, Ludgate Circus, Lendon, . 4

HOME GINEMAS | FILMS S5z

STOP STAMMERING!

yourself as ¥ _ did.
articulars FEEB.—
ow, London, W.0. 1.

gure
ull
FREANE BEUQHES, Ld., 7, Bouthampton
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Home Handiness

means Reduced Expenses

Mr. I, FLYNN, Dundes, wriies: —

“‘T'find ‘The Amateur Mechanic’' excellant, instructive, and
profitabls. Tt should be in cvery home, as there ars so many things
a working man req to be done nhwh hu Eoulﬂ do himself if he ]md
these books, thereby saving many a shilling,

This is one opinion out of thousands that
have been received in connection with

Amateur“le\lechanic

THE COMPLETE SELF-INSTRUCTOR
IN HOME HANDINESS,

containing 4,000 Money-Saving Recipes,
with 6,000 “ How-To-Do-It” Illustrations.

IT TEACHES YOU HOW

“Tn sole and heel and patch boots and shoer—
restore colonr to old brown
scat chairs—To uphalster

To paint and paper a room-
To tnake 2 pair of kandsewn booti—To
T make hﬂuuﬁold fursiture—To _ro-

s.a, —To instail & speaking-tube—To clean a Primus or other
smn\—'tn rr'alr M:ﬁ-leqv]'o overhaul a motor-car—To remlr mutar—
Y?"‘Pes—'l'o work in metal--To colour metal mako & garden
0 repair water- l.npﬁ—'l'n varmd
rtlm!r thr nlano— ma a
apimals—=To dress

1

5 wake garden

a (Ir —Tu use metal-drilling in—

ro holster ©In"leather cloth—To mend broken hine
co lrelwurlvira b\lild a hﬂtvf maka a canoe, etc.—To lime-

white poultry-houses—To do gold-plating and sitver-plaling—To clean a

tables,

eh—To mend keyle: walches and ordibary walte distemper

s and walle—To make picture-frames and frame pictures—All about

iings—To metal castinga—To ciean paint off glass—To it

rs—To fix an anthracife stove—To

re How to use spanners-To make doors
3pd_ windaws draoght proof-'l'n paint was!.. To' miako 2, arden path—

n ho r pipes—India and
Tocka—dil Bbout plilller casts,

o do nickel-plating—To cn
lue varnishes-To ciean and repair
ete., et

THIS IS SOUND MONEY - SAVING
KNOWLEDGE.

Over 85,000
Citizens are
mow using "*The
Amateur
Mectanic.”

“AND THEN ACAIN IT3
50 DIFFICULT TO CET
MEN TO LAY IT TO
— SAY NOTHING OF
T THE COST - WHEREAS
WHEN YOU RNOW

r MAXWELL,

able' T have found
the buoks, not UYI"
as n great saving

The work 13 30 casy
to umderatand.
Everything ecomes

Mechanic has
fet me in for,***

SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET TO-DAY .

To THE WAVERLEY IOOK €0., Lid. (Ud.L. Dept.),
Farringdon Street,

y enlist the upholsterer's aid
W}u‘n lino is so simply laid?

London, E.G.4.

or obligation to order, your

send me, without :hlrﬂ! Free
rllrul'\rl as o comtents, altlmn_

Pleaze
Inunrned Booklet, :orulnj
‘' THE AMATE

HANLO, alio imforma
your oﬂn‘ to wemd the on.-;;amv:art for & merdly Sominal Era ;unt
R St tlreey of T ¥ IATHARS RAE
Kame.

(Send Ehis Form or a Posfonrd. )
Address
U3, 1921
Tug Gem Liprary,—No. T16.
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Complete Stories of
errers Locke,
each week in the

“Boys’” Herald."
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Another Magnificent Art Portrait Study Next Week,




