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A SPECIAL COMPLETE STORY OF TOM MERRY & CO. OF ST, JIM’S—

oes the

TRICK/

43/ MARTIN CLIFFORD

With the fTamous South African cricketers figuring in a match

not far from the school, all St. Jim’s is naturally anxious to

see the game. Both Tom Merry & Co. and Figgins & Co.

are determined to “"work the oracle,” but they are hardly

prepared Ffor the amazing situations that attend their
scheming! .

CHAPTER 1.

Not a Suceess !
“w "W?APS I had bettah go, deah boy.”

P As he mado that remark, Arthur Augustns D' Arey
favoured Tom Me:iry with the gleam of his polished
monocle and a portentous frown. The swell of 5t.

Jim's noble brow was often marred by a heavy frown; bug
as a rule, it came as the result of the mental turmoil involved
in the selection of a snitable tie to go with the right kind of
waistcoat, or some other important sartorial problem. As
the moment neither ties nor waistcoats had entored into the
discussion;, yet Arthur Augustus frowned. He had looked
into Study No. 10 in the Shell to give Tom Merry a litile
advice, and Tom Merry had hinted all too plainly that it
was more blessed to give than to receive.

Now, apparently, D'Arecy was suggesting going, and the
Terrible Three brightened. y

“Rather! Trot along, Gussy!™ said Tom Merry cheer-
fully, as he brushed his somewhat baggy trousers,

“Borry to lese you,” added Manners, and Monty Lowther
chuckled.

Arthur Augustus jammed his monoele more securely in his
eye and regarded Tom Merry & Co. witheringly.

“Weally, deah boys,” he protested, *“I meant that p’w’aps
it would be bettah if I went to Kildare instead of you, Tom
Mewwy. It would be best if the mattah were put by a
fellow with tact and judgment, you know. The wight phwasze
at the wight moment.” ;

“1t'd be a black moment. not white. when Kildare chucked
you out,” sugrested Monty Lowther. ‘

“Weally, Lowthah. I wegard you as an ass. I did not
mean white, but wight, you know. The wight word.”

“1 see.” nodded Lowther. “Well, nothing could be clearer
than that, Gussy. For lucid exposition, old chap, 1 don's
know anvone who could beat you. But Tommy 1s skipper,
and Tommy's going to put the whole thing in a nutshell.”

Tom" Merry brushed the sleeves of his jacket, while
Manners zave him a look over to see il he were really in a
fit condition to pay a visit to Kildare, the captain of St.
Jim's. On the rare occaszions when Tom Merry, or anyone
clse in the Shell, paid a visit to a prefeet; it was generally
to take lines, and then. of course, it was the condition of
the lines rather than the ttate of the junior’s clothes that
mattered most. But this was, in a sense, a social call, and it
might be as well to look as spick and span as possible. Not
that Kildare was particular in the matter of sartorial per-
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fection. but it was as well
to bo careful.

“Know what you're
going to =say? asked
Manners. “Waon't do to
stand there tongue-tied,
looking a silly ass.”

“Of course not,” said
Tem. “I'm going to put
it to Kildare as a sports-
man., and ‘a fellow
cricketer, that we ought to
be given permission to see
the Bouth Afrieans on
Thursday.”

“All day,” added
Lowther. “Its a one
day match, don't forget,
and we want to see the
thing through.”

“¥Yaas, wathah! Ttz a
pity, deah boys, that the
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—IN WHICH THE SOUTH AFRICAN CRICKETERS ARE FEATURED !

match doesn’t take place to-mowwow, Wednesday bein' «
half-holiday, you know—=""

“Good old Gussy! Always ready with the stop-press
news,” said Lowther. “Why not ask them to make the
mat-cil a day earlier so that wo can po?”

“Yaas, wathah! As a mattah of fact, I thought of that,”
said D’Arcy, shaking his head. “But I wathah fancy, you
know, that there might be difficulties.”

“Perhaps,” agreed Tom Merry, with a grin.
know, of course. Now I'm ready, you chaps.

“Fine!” said Manners.

“First rate 1 said Lowther.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey shuddered, In view of the pos-
sibility of interviewing the captain of 8i. Jim's on behalf of
the juniors, he had arrayed himself gorgeously, und the
sight of Tom Merry's “bags ” gave him a pain. i

“T am suah T had bettah go, you know,” he said. “You
are hardly a wepwesentative membah of the Lower School,
Tom Mewwy, Kildare might think it would not show the
Houth Afwicans the best side of ourselves.” And he shook
his head sagely.

The three juniors only grinned.

“If only my uncle were here in time,” said Monty Lowther,
“all would be well, - But you knew what these uncles are.
Never where they are wanted. It isn't every day I have
an ancle from South Africa, and the least that he could do
would be o arrive in time.”

“Can’t be relied on, though,” said Manners. “And any-
way, he couldn’t get all of us leave, Hurry up, Tom.”

_Tom Merry set out for Kildare's study, and in the cor-
ridor several other fellows gave him encouragement. The
fact was that on the following Thursday the South Africans
were playing a team raised by Mr. Graham Paine, and
since the match was to take place only ten miles from 5t.
Jim's, most of the juniors were anxious to see it.

What made the match even more execiting was the fact that
Kildare. of Si. Jim’s, had been selected to play for the
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amateur eleven, adding a local flavour to an international
game. That Kildare would give a good account of himself
went without saying; but St. Jim's wanted to see him
give it. :

It seemed to the juniors that, in the circomstances, tha
very least that Kildare could do would be to put in a good
word for them. Hence Tom Merry's “social call ” upon the
captain of the school, -

Jack Blake was on the stairs as Tom descended, and he
grinned.

*Bearding the lion in hiz den ?* he asked.

“More or less. T'm going to ask Kildare to do the proper
thing,” said Tom Merry gravely. . “Urge the Head on
bended knees that he ecan't play his best if we're not there.”

“Good egg!” siid Herries, coming 4ip with Digby.
“ Cussy was going fio do the same thing. Haven't seen him,
by the way?” :

“Yes; 1n our study,” said Tom, and went on Lis way.

It was tea-time, and Kildare would probably be in a
kindly mood. It was, on the whole, the best and most
suitable time to state the Junior School's proposition, and
Tom Merry's hopes were high. Al

Behind him walked Jack Blake, Herries, and Dighy;
Clive and Levison stood on the stairs, while Talbot and one
or two others of the Shell peered over the landings.

Tom Merry paused for a moment, made an heroie gesture,
and then disappeared down the Sixth Form corridor and
tapped on Kildare's door. The captain’s deep volce
answered him, and he entered. .

Kildare, in flannels and a blazer, fresh from practice, was
adjusting the strap of a pad, and he looked up with &
pleasant smile as Tom Merry entered.

“Hallo! What do you want, Merry ¥ y

“Ahem ! We're frightfully proud of your having been
picked to play in Mr. Graham Paine’s team, Kildare,” began
Tom Merry. “ Honour for the school, and—er—a leg-up for
the team, and. all that.”

“Thanks., Very decent of you to come and say thaf,
I hope 1 shan't let Bt. Jim’s down.” S
f course you won't, although—ahem !—it might
be a little lonely for yon there.” ;

Tom Merry eyed Kildare cautiously, and Kildare eyed
Tom Merry, puzzled.

“Lonely 7" he repeated.

“Yes; without any of the chaps to cheer you on,” Tom
explained. * Nothing like Junior 8Bchool cheers, and so on,
and—er—the encouragement of having faces about you that
vou know,” he ended lamely.

Kildare laughed outright.

“My dear kid, I'd like you all to come, but T'm not Head
here. I can't give permission.”
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4 Every Wednesday.

“Qh, no, of course not!” said Tom Merry eagerly; and
his face wore a sunny, cheery smile that was hard to resist,
“But supposs you dropped a hint to the Head ¥ Perhaps he's
forgotten,”

ildare shook his head decidedly.

“I can assure you, Dr. Holmes has thought about it
But- there's nothing doing. A few seniors are coming over,
and they’ll give all the atmosphere 1 shall want; but, of
course, I'll be glnd to know you are all thinking about me
during lessons.’

Tom Merry persisted.

“But, 1 say, Kildare, suppose vyou weni to the Head
and Eut it to him? Suppese you said how eager we were
and how we shouldn’t be able to work properly, anyway ¥

Kildare smiled good-mturedlf. _

“No go. The Head would refuse. If he gave permission
ts a few juniors it wouldn't be fair to the rest of the
Loyer School. I'm sorry, Merry; I'd like you all to see
the game, but there it is.”

Tomn Merey groaned and turmed to the door; but he
hesitased there and looked back.

“1 sappose a fellow's uncle might be able to gel per-
mission; especially if he’s coming from South Africa?
Lowther's uncle is, and he’s as keen as mustard on cricket.
If he asked the Head—"

“Well, what might be different, If Lowther's got an
uncle like that, tell him to be kind and gentle to him;
they're rare. And now trot along, there's a good kid.”

Tom Merry trotted along, and Lowther and Manners and
& crowd of feltows met him in the Hall,

“No go?” saié Manners, at sight of Tom’s gloomy face.

“No; abzolutel¥ off.”

“ Rotten "

Y Beastly !

“Yaas, wathah! feah you did not put the mattah
with pwopah tact, Ten Mewwy. Did you suggest that it
might be as well to halg some St. Jim’s fellows in weserve
in eage Kildare cwocked i*°

“Fathead |”

“Weally, deah boy! I fail to see any occasion for that
wemark. I wathah faney I eould knock spots off the South
Aff\}'icau bowlin® myself. I have been weadin’ the accounts
of it.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”?

“0Oh, Gussy, don’t!” pleaded Lowther. “ You're getting
mixed. You're thinking of wiping spots off fancy
waistcoats.”

“Wats! T shall go to Kildare and put the mattah in its
pwopah perspective,” said Arthur Augustus D"Arcy, sniffing
in disdain. *I have a wathah persuasive mannah, and I
wathah fancy, y'know, that Kildare will see weason.”

“Oh erumbs ! You're really going # asked Blake faintly.

“Yaas, wathah!?

“He'll be ratty I

“Wubbish ! I shall use my usual tact and judgment.’”

There was a chuckle in the Hall, but Arthur Augustus,
flicking dust from his immaculate jacket, walked down the
corridor to Kildare's study. The juniors, in breathless
silence, watched the door open and Arthur Augustus dis-
appear within.

“Talk of Daniel and the lion’s den,” said Lowther.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey had the heart of a lion, but his
persuasive manner seemed to have deserted him, or else
iildare was in @ most unreciprocative mood. At any
rate, the action did not go according to plan.  Arthur

- Aupgustus did not emerge like a sunbeam, but more like a
streak of lighining.

The door of Kiﬁ:la,re’s study opened, and something ecame
through it and landed on the carpet. Bump!

The juniors in the Hall gave a yell.

“Gussy 1Y

“Ow! Bai Jove!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey it was, and he sat on the carpet
blinking and groping for his monocle as Kildare’s door shut
with a resounding slam.

The swell of St. Jim’s rose to his feet and dusted himself,
staring haughtily at his chums through his monoele,

“Now have a go at the Head,” grinned Lowther. " Never
say die, Gussy.”

“Wats! I wegard Kildare as an uttah ass. I put the
mattah to him fairly and squarely. I offahed myself as
weserve, and gave him one or two tips on how to deal with
Quinn, the South Afwicen bowlah, yeu know.”

“*What 1" A

“QOh, my hat!”

The idea of Gussy giving advice to Kildare was ioo
much for the juniors—they howled, for Arthur Augustus,
although an elegant batsman on his day, was given to what
Lowther ealled duck’s ege collecting.

“No go,” said Tom Merry, shaking his head. “Tf Gussy’s
tact and judgment can’t sooths Kildare into agreement,
nothing can, and I'm afraid it's Latin instead of oricket.”
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“ Unless Lowther's nunky turns up,” said Manners,

“That won't be any good to us,” pointed out Blake,
“He can’t get permission for half the school—only for you
three™

And with that the
dispersed.

It was the general opinion that their only hope had
been shattered. 2

somewhat disappointed juniors

CHAPTER 2.

Telegrams !

OM MERRY was cutting bread-and-butter, Manners
was making the tea, and all was peace in Study
No. 10. But all was not in a state of bliss and
_ happiness. So long as no one had put the matter
to_Kildare there had been the faint hope that Dr. Holmea
might announce that, in his considered opinion, the junior
sehool would profit more by watching the ericket-match than
by swotting at Latin, history, and geography. But now
that hope was gone, and there were heavy sighs in

consequence,

“Monty, it's up to you. We rely on the Lowther family
to come up to the seratch,” said Tom Merry.

“1 suppose it is,”” Monty Lowther agreed.
know what unreliable things uncles are.”

“Tt's a pity,” remarked Manners.

“Here's what he says,” said Lowther, taking a letter
from his pocket: “*I shall be in England, then, on the
twenty-second, but shall not be able to see you until a week
from that date.”

g ’{dom Merry shot & look at the calendar and shook his
cad.

“No go, I'm afraid; no go at all.”

Monty Lowther folded the letter, and a most thoughtful
expression appeared on his face. He had taken a consider-
able pride in his South African uncle ever since he had
known that there was & ehance that he might take them
to see the cricket-match, and Tom Merry and Manners had
shared his enthusiasm.

“Couldn’'t you send him a wire or telephone him and
explain how important it is?” said Manners. “As it's to
see the South Africans I don’t see how he can refuse.”

Monty Lowther thought it over, and then decided that
there might be some chance of receiving a reply from a
telogram, although it would have to be judiciously worded
and carefully thought out.

So after tea the three set to work to compose a suitable

“But you

telegram. But their labours had hardly begun when they
were interrupted by & rap on the door, :
“Roll in!” 5
Jack Blake looked into the study, his face wearing a
frown.

“ Just come to tell yon about Figgins & Co. The fat-
heads are swanking about the place that they're going to
the match. Are we going to put up with that sort of thing
from the New House "

Tom Merry stared. ; :

“Figgy going to the match!” he repeated in surprise,
“But how!? %\"hy? Who gave them permission? Not
Ratty?” 3

“Fardly I”” said Blake, “I can't picture eld Ratty doing
anything decent: but Figgy’s strutting around, and Fatty
Wynn is planning a hamper basket they’ro going to take,
g0 they’ll [Ere there all day.”

Manners shook his head. :

“Bluff 1" he opined. *“They’ll ery off at the last minute.
Tow can they be going?’ :

“PDon’t know,” Blsia was forced to admit. “‘But we
can’t let them score like this, We'll have to manage it
somehow. Gussy's _ta!king of sending his pater a wire,
asking special permission.

“Phew! That's an outside chance!” chuckled Lowther,

“Dig’s doing the same thing, and so is Herries.”

Tom Merry and Lowther exchanged looks. It seemed
that there was to be quite a run on telegrams that day. In
consequence, tho sooner theirs was dispatched the better.

Tom Merry grinned. :

“Well, if all their paters say ‘ Yes’ the Head’s going to
have the shock of his life. It may be a ease, if he did, of
all or none,” he mused ; then added: “ Exeuse us, Blake, old
man; we've got to get a most urgent telegram off 1"

Lowther jumped up. -

“My hat, ves! First win, rest nowhere. If you seec any
New House fellows near the post office, Blake, or looking
as though they’re going to send telegrams wlear 'em off |

Jack Blake waved his hand ma.ssurmgl'y. :

“Teave it to me,” he said. “Gussy’s only sending a curt
little message of two hundred words, so 1 doubt if there'll be
time for them to send more than his before the post office
closes. I suggested jotting it down in exciting instalments;
but you know what our Gussy is—never listens to reason,”

Blake left the study, and Tom Merry scribbled down a
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basty message, which Lowther altered, and Manners cor-
rected, in order that there should be no fanlts in it.

#*Can’t have the New Houso crowing over us,” Tom Merry
;xplnined. “Your uncle has got to listen to the ecall,
Tonty.™

““He cortainly has!"” said Monty Lowther. *And he will.
I promise you he'll come. Leave 1t to me, you chaps |"”

Monty Lowther took the telegram and snitched up his
cap, while Tem Merry and Manners went to discover
whether Figgins & Co., of the New House, were bluffing or
not. Their keenness to witness the match was by this time
considerably increased. And although it would be bad
cnough not to have seen it, it would be ten times worse if

Figgins & Co. scored over them by being the only fcllows
who had managed to do =o.

pathetic ground, shaking his fist at the disappearing eyelist.

It seemed suddenly to have oceurred to ri:laif ft. Jim's
that there was a telegraph office in Rylecombe, and that fond
parents could be reached by wire. At any rate, there was
a good number of juniors cyeling towards the village, and
Monty Lowther put on his best speed.

He passed Herries and Digby, of the Fourth, Lawrence and
Owen, of the New House, and Noble, of the Shell. Others
were strung out along the road. Although one or two fellows
might be lucky, they would not all of them be allowed to go
to the match, even though their fathers and uncles agreed
to take them.

However, it was quite on the cards that most parents
would refuse. There were possibly one or two old 8t. Jim's
men, who might have a twinkle in their eyes on receiving

I e

““Hi! Stop !’ Taggles, the porter, jumped into the path and waved his arms at the oncoming Monty Lowther. Next moment,

as Lowther lowered his head and bore siraight down oz}him, 'I"aggles leapt aside, just in time to avoid being run down.
thapier 2.

“Just imagine Figgy describing every over and how the
runs were scored | said Tom Merry.

“Don't!” implored Manners.

Meanwhile, Monty Lowther ran as hard as he could for
the bieycle-shed. But there seemed to be quite a rush on
the bicyele-shed just then. Half 8t, Jim's seemed to be
gathered there

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, of the New House, were stand-
ing just outside, grinning broadly.

“Hallo, here’s Lowther |” said Figgins.
a wire to his uncle!”

“(io and eat coke |” retorted Lowther.
and talk.
Figgy 7'

“Thanks; T shall be able to tell you on Thursday!
need for us to wait for the papers!”

“*Bpecial permission,” added Kerr. *Perhaps you're not
the only one with a South African uncle. What do you feed
him on, Lowther?”

Lowtfner did not reply. He sorted hiz machine out from
the rest, brushed aside Clive, who was struggling to dis-
entangle his machine from Racke’s, and then, hecdless of
tules and regulations, mounted in the quadrangle,

Taggles, the porter, saw him coming, and jumped out into
his path, waving his arms; but Monty Lowther lowered his
hiead and trod hard on the pedals.

“Hi! Stop! Which I'll report you, yoeu young rip!”
roared Taggles. ;

Lowther %JOI‘E straight down on him, grinning, and
Taggles leapt aside just in time to avoid being run down.
Next moment the old porter subsided on the hard, unsym-

“Cioing to send

#No time to stop
I'll tell you all about the match on Friday,

No

(Se2

a telegram of appeal, and act generously; but there wera
many more who were merely Eusiness men, and had the
impression that they sent their sons to St. Jim's in order
to study. So in all probability there would be many stern
letters received at the school within the next few days, and
many groans -heard, :

Monty Lowther, however, was full of hope. and he reached
the post office in a gasping state, having done the last half-
mile at the speed of fifteen miles an hour. But when he saw
the post office his face fell.

Redfern, of the New House, was standing in the doorway,
grinning, and he bowed to Lowther.

“Telegram?” he asked. “Join at the end of the queue.”

“Queue ! gasped Lowther, and then locked at the line
of juniors in the shop. Oh, my giddy aunt!”

”]dedy unicle, don't you mean?” asked Redfern faceti-
ously.

“But, T say, this is all rot!"” protested Lowther indig-
nantly. “I've got an urgent telegram ”

“Faith, an’ we all have,” called Reilly. * And it's D’Arcy
who's sending the whele of the * Encyelopedia Britannica * at
a penny a word!"

Lowther marched into the small chop, and there was o
howl of protest from the other fellows. The shop was a
small one, and sold papers and writing neccssities apart from
stumpe; but the customers there were interested in the post
office side only, and they crowded out the shap,

Arthur Augustus D’Arey was at the counter, writing in
his clegant hand on a telegraph form and thinking over
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every word. He had already handed in one completed
form, and now was going strong on his second.

“‘Buck up, Gussy, you ass!” exclaimed Lowther. *I've
got an urgent telegram to send off 1
“Bai Jovel Pway don’t intewwupt, deah boy! This is

mest important.” The swell of St. Jim’s silk hat was ot
the back of his head, his noble brow was wrinkled in

thought. “How do you spell iwwepawable " :
“1 don't. But try i-r-epp-arr-i-b-u-l,” siid Lowther
humorously.

D’Arey tried it, and scratched hiz head.

“That doesn® look wight. T'll have to get another
form.”

And while Arthur Augustus moved away to get another
form, Lowther took his stance at the vacant place at the
counter.

From the others came a howl of proiest. Reilly grasped
Lowther round the neck, while Kerruish took him by the
ears, and Arthur Augustus clutehed his collar. .

“0Oh dear, please, young gentlemen, please !’
the postmistress. “No fighting.”

]

cxpostulated

“No fighting,” said Lowther, shaking himsell free.
“ (Gussy, Igm surprised=- at you. Is that a blot on your
spats 7™

“Gweat Scott! Where?” ) : y

Lowther snatched up the pen and looked in trinmph at
the others. But .before he ecould write, the postmistress
called his attention.

“There's a telegram for you, Master Lowiher. It has
just come through.”

Lowther dropped the pen and loaked amazed.

“ For me 1
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“Thought of anything?” he asked.

The Scottish junior shook his head. When ideas were
obtained in the New House their usual source was George
J 1 ins had grown to rely upon him
as universal provider. Figgy was a first-class cricketer and
a useful man with his fists, but when it came to ideas he
was not among those competing.

But, alas, Kerr, for once, had failed !

“No, nothing,” he said gloomily. * Of course, T might
send a wire to a relation, but it wouldn’t be any good. Half
the school has thought of that.”

Figgins sighed.

. I've been thinking till my head’s gone fogy, but T can’t
think of anything. If nothing comes we'll have to cut,
that’s all.* :

Kerr looked serious, He had a level Scottish head, and
had learned that certain causes are invariably followed by
certain effects. Tt ‘was al very well to talk of breaking
bounds, therefore: but one had to remember that there was
punishment to follow; and it followed as surely as night
followed day, :

“It’ll mean a licking,” he said,
Raity.”

Figging was dogged.
= “Can’t be helped. We can’t lot ourselves down in front
of those School House men. We've told them we're going,
g0 go we blessed well must,”

Kerr shook his head.

“I said from the first it was a silly idea to brag until
we had an idea.” S \

“Well, that was up to you, old man. You're the idens

department, and I consider

“and a stiff one, from

There was a buzz in the ettt g e B yow've let ms down. You
post office as the polstmistrass ! :;xfll;:h_to hmreu tﬁltoqig;:hh hnf
i s
oandon 4 1o Mons Towiher. ¢ THIS ISSUE CONTAINS g
Lowth locked at it and : ¢ appeale to atty
as';:mc?; i r:jo?u-.(},:eula;t n;titlﬁqt;:. THE FIF TEENTH Wynn, ‘WEO, too, was plunged
The others held their in thought.

breaths as he opened the en-
velope and read the message

FREE Gift Picture Card.| |

“Eh?” said Fatty, looking

P-
“1 said Kerr ought to have

s il Add it to your collection, and make b domts of sastii
sure you get the last FREE picture peated Figgins,

“Will arrive Friday— card which will appear In  next > Oh, I sece,” said® Faity,

UnxcLe MonTy,” wieal’s CERL Yes, I suppose he ought.

Towther gave an inward

But it doesn’t matter, be-
cause I've got it all planned.

groan, but he grinned as e =
cheerfully as he could to hide : :
his chagrin. There was a chorus of questions from the other
juniors,
“From your uncle?”
“Any luck?”
“Is %e comin’, deah boyi™ ) =
“Coming ?” salid Lowther easily., “Yes,
course he's coming. Didn't T say he was?”
“My hat |”
“Of all the luck ** -
And Lowther received many envious glances as he secured
a telegraph form and seribbled on it:

oOf

rather.

“Delighted to 'see you Wednesday, to-morrow. South
Aiﬁ[imn m’ﬂ,mh here Thursday. One of our fellows playing,
—MoxT1.*

That was the message Lowther sent, and he flourished it
for all to see on the eounter. From that message it certainly
scemed thas Monty Lowther’s unele wonld arrive on the
morrow, and, of course, that would be just the day on
which to obtain permission to take Lowther to the match,

Only that wasn’t quite the case, as Lowther realised ; and
when he had shaken the dust and admiration of the post
office behind him, his face clouded over. .

“Well, anyway,” he said grimly, as he set out for St
Jim’s, “that’s finished it. Buf some kind of an uncle has
simply got to blow in to-morrow—by hook or by erook |—
even if it's only me.”

After which cryptie remark he abandoned himself to the
ride home.

. CHAPTER 3.
Kerr Comes up to Scratch !

ILENCE had reigned for some time in the study which
TFiggins, Kerr, and Wynn shared in the Fourth Form
corridor in the New House, for the Co. were plunged
in thought,

A Um 1" murmured Kerr at last.

Gteorga Figgins looked across the study at his study-
mate,

Tue Gex Lisrary.~No. 1,119

= % You ean always leave things
X like this safely to me, Figgy.”

T'iggins sat 'up in surprise. He had not looked upon
Fatty Wynn as a possible supplier of ideas. A trencherman
of the best, a vanisher of tarts and doughnuts, a scoffer of
ginger-beer—yes; but not a great schemer like Kerr. Yet
Fatty was beaming now in obvious triumph.

““Well, this is good news, Fatty!1”

f“gng:t" Tai:.:,id Kerr doubtfully. “What have you thoughs
oi, Fatiy

A seraphic smile dawned on Fatty Wynn's face.

:: EI}::&I‘,’ I thought we'd kiek off with cold chicken—"

" whnt ?u

“Cold chicken,” said Fatty Wynn firmly. *Always start
with something pretty solid, Figgy. And after that I
thonght perhaps we might have a few sandwiches to keep
goirr’l,g, pate de fois gras, yon know, and—— Here! Hold

n ! ]

-

Figgins certainly held on. He had shot out a long arm,
and now had Fatty Wynn fairly in his grasp.

“You fat gormandizer—yon blessed glutton!” he hooted,
“Do you mean you've been thinking about grub all this
time 77
Fatty Wynn struggled free.

“Of course I have!” he said indignantly. “What else
did you think I was thinking about?”

Kerr chuckled,

“Yes, what else? Use your brains, Figgy, do!”

“T’d like to know how we’d get on,” sniffed Fatty Wynn,
“if 1 didn't think out these things, Starve, I dare say.
Fine thing to get there and find that the buffet didn’t open
until one o'clock.”

“0h, dry up ! said Figgins irritably. “You'd be think-
ing of food if the school were on fire. There won't he any
need for a giddy hamper, you fat chump, if we don’t get
an idea:”

Fatty Wynn’s mouth fell open.

" N-no hamper, Figgy 7" he gasped. “Are you joking 2"

Fatty Wynn paled at the thought of losing that wonderful
hamper.

“No, you idiot! We can’t have a hamper in the Form-
room, can we? And how ean we go to the cricket match
if we haven’t an idea for wangling it?*

“Oh,” said Fatty Wynn in dismay, “but that's Kerr's
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jobl I say, this is pretty thick, you know. I've got the
whole thing planned perfectly.”

“Well, you can unplan it!"” snorted Figginz. “Pull
yourself together and think of an idea, for goodness’ sake!
Buppose Lowthar's uncle comes and takes those three to the
match, We shall look pretty silly duffers.”

Fatty Wynn rubbed his nose and chuckled.

“We could scoff their hamper, though,
that.””

Figeins picked up a book and hurled it with unerring aim
across the study. It took TFatty on the middle waisteoat
button, and the Falstaff of the New House subsided on
to the floor with a gasp.

But Kerr had heard a shout in the quadrangle below,
and he leapt to the window, ;

“Hallo—Reddy !” he exclaimed to Figgins. -

Dick Redfern was in the quadrangle below, and he waved

to Figgins,

Rather a rag

GIFT ISSUE to-day, boys! 7

“That means you haven't plotted a plot. Time you
resigned and left things to me, Figgy, How about asking
Ratty's permission? I can lend you an exercise book to stuff
in your bags.”
d.l'.":[g[:gins banged down ihe window and looked at Kerr

arkly.

“¥ou sce,” he snorted. “The School House scores again.
They’ll be crowing over us from morning to night, describing
every stroke in the game, and——"' Tigging' voice tailed
away, and a gleam came into his eyes. Then he took Kerr
by the shoulders and shoolk him.

“Here, let up!” said Kerr anxiously.
Figgy "

" He's potty!” gasped Falty from the floor,
winded !"*

“I've got an idea—a peach,” said Figgins exultantly.
“Buppose Lowther's uncle is kidnapped on the wav here,
and suppose a New House chap—a frightfully good actor,

“What's the idea,

“Oof—T'm

e .!:'IS_‘,“'[ , Figgy"'
Figgins joined Kerr at the window.

“Lowther’s uncls is coming fo-morrow,” said Redfern.

1 thought you'd like to know."”
“Ha

ng Lowther's uncle,” said Figgins irritably.

not interested in his silly relations,”
Redfern chuckled,

(TELRTEL LD INT [ LT TR LT

name of Kerr—_wcre to take his place, ch?”
Kerr waved his hand deprecatingly.

no good.”
“I'm

“My dear old Figgy, I thought of that ages ago.

Ii's

:‘ Why not?” demanded Figgins.
‘ Because, my dear old son,”’

said Kerr deliberately, “ib

(Continued on next page.)

3 HO has not heard of the thrilling
‘N." exploits of that famous daredevil
of the Wild West—Buffalo Bill ¥

William Cody was his real

npme, although he was always ecalled
Buffalo Bill because of his prowess ns a

buffalo hunter. It is recorded that he
killed -no less than 4,280 buffaloes in
eightesn months,

a was born in the State of Iowa, in

(TP I EP T T

-

Custer and his troops on the Little Biz
Horn by the famous chief, Sitting Bull,
and his Sioux warriors.

While engaged in a punitive expedition
for this outrage, Cody was involved in
gkirmish with a small band of Indians,
scouts attached to a large body of
Cheyennes hurrying to join Sitting Bull.

After a brizk battle, in which three of
the Indians were killed, the remainder fled

U.8.A,, in 1846, and answerad the call of- back to the main force, save one, a fins

the plains at & time when little was known
of tge rolling tracts of prairie ; when the
march of civilisation had not penetrated
into the Wild West, when the country was
infested with roving bands of fierce Indians,
road-agents, bad-men, %:m-me.n, robbers
and thieves, and when the only means of
travel was by horse or stage-coach.

Buffalo Bill was one of the first * Pony
Express ” riders. He served ps a Scout in
the American Civil War, and also in the
never-ceasing warfare between the white
men and the redski He was a
magnificent rider, a crack ghot, and
bacame famous as the greatest buffalo
hunter in the Wild West.

Nor were these the sum of his talents,
for in later life, when the three hundred
year's feud between the Indians and the
Americans at lagt came to a cloze, he
gtarted his great “ Wild West EBhow "
which waa the profoundest sensation, not
ong in the New World, but in the Old.

ody constantly carried his life in his
hands during those adventurous yoars on
the plaing of the Wild West. Skirmishes
with redskins were everyday occurrences,
and dozens of times Buffale Bill escaped
being scalped by averitable hair’s-breadth.

One of his narrowest ehaves occurred
soon after the terrible massacre of Goneral

figure of a man, adorned with all the
elgborate raiment of a chief, He recognised
Cody by his flowing locks, and eried out in
& loud voice :

“I know you, Pa-ho-has-ka!
and fight with me!"

Buffalo Bill know that the brave was
addressing him, because * Pa-ho-has-ka "
stood for * Long-Yellow-Hair.” Hea
necepted the challenge, and wheeling his
horss rode at full speed towards the
Indian.

On he thundered, erouching low in his
saddle, his rifle ready, his eyes keen and
merciless, peering from beneath the wide
sombrero he wora.

Forty yards from his adversary, Cody
fired, killing the Indian’'s horse and
pitching the rider head over heels to the
ground. At the same moment, Cody's
horse stumbled into a hole, and the Scout
crashed to the turf.

It was s tense moment! No time to
think about slight bruises and cuts from
his fall, Already the redskin was stagger-
ing to his feet, ten yards away,

oth fired their rifles simultaneously.
Cody’s luck held, The chief's bullet
skimmed past his ear, but he had woundad
the redskin mortally in the chest.

The Indian pitched to the ground

Come

_Daredovils
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As one of the greatest heroes that
sver lived, Buffalo Bill, the
famous Wild West Scout, has en~
deared himself to all boys® hearts,
Here is another tribute to ths
memory of this wonderful man !

without a sound, and just to make aure,
Cody siabbed him with his knife. But
Bufialo Bill was not out of the wood by
any means, for other Indians came riding
towards him, with flerce cries, eracking
rifles, and waving tomahawks, when they
saw the downfall of their champion,

Luckily General Merritt, who was in
command of the expedition, hurriedly sent
& detachment of troops to Cody's rescue,
and as the soldiers came up he waved the
feathered bonnet of the dead chisf in the
air and bellowed : :

** The first scalp for Custer ! "

Stirring tales of Bufialo Bill's exploits
are legion. The above is but one in a
thousand, but it servea to illustrate the
hazardous existence which Cody led in the
days when the West was really wild and
woolly.

Since then the relentless march of
civilisation has brought changes. Rail-
roads run where onge the eadwood
Coach rumbled along its rugged track.
The Indians are peaceful, law-abiding
people now. The bad-men and gun-men
no Jonger indulge in their nefarious
practices without let or hindrance.

The Wild West, as Cody knew it, is a
thing of the past! But the memory of
Buffalo Bill will live on through the ages,
not only because he was the groatest dare-
devil the Wild Weat ever saw, but becausa
he symbolises the Wild West that has gono
for ever. Someone has said that Buffalo
Bill was the man who put the Wild West
cn the map, There can be ‘no finer
epitaph than that! " "
- {Nexi week our special contribuior
deals with Jeclk Cormwell, V.C., the

Jero of Jdutland.)
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would take a heap of explaining why I was out of lessons
on Thursday.” ; :

“But you can arzange to take us instead of Tom Merry
and the others.” : .

“And do you think they'd take that lying down?
Wouldn't they smell a rat if I'd disappeared, an}ejl Lowther’'s
uncle wanted especially to take you and Iatty?

Tigeing' face fell, and he passed a weary hand across
his forehead. " ;

*1 suppose you're right, Kerr; you usually are. We're
done, of courséd.”

But Kerr apparently intended to be contrary. 52

“No we're not done, Figgins,” he said quietly. “The
first half of your idea is all right; the second is tripe.
Lision! We can kidnap Lowther’s uncle without force or
injury, or anything else. Ie hasn’t seen Lowther for years.

“No. But what about it7’ challenged Figgins, becoming
keenly critical. “Tt might stop their going, but that
wouldn’t be any good if we didn't go.” : o

“Yes, but we're going,” said Kerr, and grinned. Nunky
arrives to-morrow, you know, Tom Merry & Co. will be
out of the way.” y ¥

“ Will they?’ challenged Figgins, and Fatty Wynn gasped
and wheezed a similar inguiry from the floor, :

“Yes, they will. We'll see to that,” Kerr explained
meaningly. *Then I introduce myseclf as Morty Lowﬂ}e’r.
You can be my friends, Figgins and Wynn, savvy? We 11
wire Lowther’s uncle to meet us in a special place—and
keep Lowther well away.”

“Va.g-e-s,” said Figgins, who took his time to assimilate

ideas. “I'm beginning to get the hang of it n?’w.“

“Very well, We introduce him to Ratty—

“ What-at ¥ 2

“To Ratty,” ssid Kerr Grmly. “It’ll be daring, but all
the best ideas are. We introduce him to Ratty, and there
we are. DIl say “This is my uncle, sir.” Ratty will have
to give us permission to see the cricket; or we may appeal
to the Head,” added Kerr a little doubtfully. “But I think
Ratty will ecave in, if Lowther's uncle is the bluff, hearty
bloke I think he is.” -

Figgins eyes gleamed, and he clasped Kerr by the
neck.

“Kerr, you're a wizard, old man. You are really. It'sa
peach of an idea. Lowther will think his uncle hasn't
arrived, eh?” : . :

“Wos, He won't know him, anyway. Nor will Lowther’s
unele know I'm not Lowther. They haven't seen each
other for yvears. -Of course, we shall have to edge the old
boy away from the Head, unless I introduce him as my
uncle, and keep with him. Otherwize he may talk about
Monty, and that would put paid to our plan.”

“Tt can be worked all right,” said Figgins excitedly, "My
hat, yes! The Head won’t ask who is his nephew if you
roll up ’wi.th him and eall him uncle. I'm glad I thoughi
of this.’

“Glad you thought of it 7 inquired Eerr blankly.

“Of course,” said Figgins in gentle rebuke. “If was my
idea—the first half of mine, What do you say, Fatty?

Fatty Wynn clasped his waistcoat tenderly and gave
utterance,

“Qoooh I .

“ Fatty agrees,” said Figgins briskly. “Well, now to work
out details. You had better pump Monty for information
n}]ouf, his uncle—judiciously, you know—and then what
elsa?

Fatty Wynn spoke faintly,

“The hamper,”’ he said. :

This time Figgins gave him a benign grin.

“Hamper's right. We'll have a whacking good one,” he
beamed. ““This, my children, is going to be the outing of
our lives."”

“And let's hope,” Kerr added, “it’ll be the innings of
Kildare's life, It would need only that to complete a
perfect day.””

CHAPTER 4.
Lowther Plays a Lone Hand !

ONTY LOWTHER was in great demand that

M evening, and there were many callers at Study No.

10; but Lowther busied himself with preparation,

and kept a ruler handy for callers. Tt had occurred

to him that it might be just as well to be in his Form

master’s good books when the guestion of permission to Eo

to the match was raised, so he was keeping his nose to the
grindstone.

Tom Merry and Manners, having hopes as high as
Lowther's, also worked with a will.

“Rather a sell if your uncle shouldn’t want to take us
to the match,” said Tom Merry, looking up from a map
he was drawing. * All this good work for nothing.”

Lowther smiled urbanely.

Toe Gex Lisrapy.—No. 1,118
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“My dear man, den't worry on that score. ¥l promise

_for him, He'll have to tauke us and he will,”

“Whell, if you're sure,” said Tom Merry doubtfully, “that’s
O.K. But it’s hard to be quite certain of anything with
uncles, I've found.”*

Lowther smiled at the ceiling, and then went on writing
busily, He had not yet shown his uncle's telegram to his
chams, and he had not decided whether to or not, Having
allowed the whole school to take it for granted that his
uncle wonld arrive on the morrow, it was certain that some
kind of an uncle would have to arrive. So far as his uncle
was concerned, Friday would be the day, and by then the
mateh would have been settled one way or the other. Some-
thing clearly had to be done, and Lowther realised he was
the only one to do it. Consequently, he found it hard te
suppress o smile now and again when his mind turned to
the wheeze he had thought of,

“What are you sniggering about, Monty 7" asked Tom
Merry suspiciously.

“Was I sniggering 7"

“You were making a noize like a cheap American
alarum,” said Manners. “You've been making it on and
off for some time now.”

“Have I really?” said Lowther, rubbing his nose, his
eyes twinkling. “Well, the fact is, you men, I was thinking
of how amusing it will be when we roll up to the match
and the other poor little lads are being baked to death
in the Form-reom. Think,” he added eloquently, “of the
lovely green grass, the click of bat meeting ball, the pop
of a gn}ger-beer cork, and the rattle of stumps, Think—"

“I wish you'd shut up,” said Manners. “I'm drawing a
map, and if that noise yon make is when you think, make
your mind a blank, old chap; it's quieter.”

Lowther chuckled again and got on with his work, but
not in peace. Several times after that there were inter-
ruptions. Talbot locked in hopefully, and wondered if
Lowther's uncle could manage to take four. Levison had
wondered very much the same sort of thing, and so had
Clive, who being a South African himself, had an addi-
tional interest in the mateh. But it was an inspiration that
had seized half the junior school. Lowther found then that
he was a friend in need if not indeed.

But Monty had expressed doubts and regrets, although,
like a sporisman, he had promised to get as many of the
fellows permission as was possible,

Even Bagpy Trimble looked in for o moment, putting his
fat face round the door. He would have locked in for two,
only Monty Lowther had grown expert with the ruler; so
Bagpgy locked out again very quick?;.

By bed-time even Filth-Formers had takenm to being
affable to Lowther. Cutis had dropped his hand on Low-
ther’s shoulder in an affectionate manner, and Lefevre
chattily had asked him from what part of South Africa
his uncle came. Half s dozen others suddenly hecame
aware of the existence of a mere junior. But Lowther
became aloof in a maddening way.

“My hat!” he chuckled, when the Terrible Three were in
the dormitory. “I'm beginning to be sorry he's coming
to-morrow. If this lasts another day I shall have the whole
school on its knees. How much can I charpge fellows for
shaking my uncle’s hand, Tomi”

“Depends on whether he invites.them to the cricket
match,” said Tom Merry.

“I'll swop an unecle and an aunt for him,” offered Gore.

“ After the match,” said Lowther, “I'll consider it. Rich
unele? Niee aunt ?*

; “;l.hn.t-s! Before the mateh,” said Gore, and there was a
augh.

Lowther took his time undressing, as befitted a fellow
with a Colonial uncle; but Knox, of the Bixth, who came
to put out lights, had a different conception of things.

“Lowther, you slacker, why aren’t you undressed”

“Thinking of my uncle, Knox, and wondering who I can
take to the mateh.”

Knox scowled. As a prefect, he would be able to go if
he wished, and not being in any way a sportsman, he
resented the juniors having a chance to go at all.

“If you're mot in bed in two seconds you'll be gated,
anyway,” he said. “CUet into bed, and no nonsense,
Lowther. If you kids think there’s a chance of your going
to the match, forget it.”

When the lights were cut, and the door closed, Monty
T.owther chuckled.

“Paor old Knox, he’ll have a shock when nunky comes,
T'll have to get nunky to give him a few tips on how to
deal with yorkers,” o

As Knox had a weakness for playing over yorkers, mo-
thing could give him greater displeasure than advice om
the subjeet with a crowd of juniors present. To Lowther
it *was a pleasing idea. But he dismissed Knox from his
mind a moment later and fell to planning what was to
happen - on the morrow, Tom Merry and Manners, in
adjoining beds, went to eleep with bliesful gmiles in. the
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The propristaor of the costume shop at Wayland, where Monty Lowther hired the '* props * for his great spoof, was an old actor,

full of useful hints and tips.

expectation of Mr. Montague Lowther genior's arrival
from South Africa and the joy it svould bring them. If
they had known the truth, sleep might not have come so
easily | y

Lowther was already fecling a little uneasy in mind. He
had let his chums believe that everythog in the garden
was lovely, so it was up to him to see that his scheme
worked successfully. Since some kind of an uncle would
have to appear, Monty's sole idea was that it wonld have
to be himself, Henee his chuckles during preparation.
Many another fellow would have been unnerved at the
bare idea of impersonating his own uncle, and_ certainly
only a few would have gone to the lengths of visiting St,
Jim's, For it was usual for uncles to pay a visit to Dr.
Holmes on arrival, and there was no guarantee that, if
Dr. Holmes discovercd the “uncle” to be a disguised
junior, he would see the joke. He might, on the contrary,
wtroduce a cane into the argument. 4

But Monty Lowther was prepared to take that risk, and
he lay in 'geﬁ in the darl‘:nesa working out his plan in
detail. He lay awake for an hour or more, and then fell
asleep. But before his eyes closed he vowed that he would
arise early on the following morning.

Somewhat to his surprise, he awoke before rising-bell
n'.'mI the next morning, when most of the other fellows wera
asleep,

Lowther had much to do before breakfast,
stretched himself and slipped quietly out of bed.
Merry and Manners, like the rest, were fast asleep.

With the greatest possible speed Lowther washed and
dressed, then stole from the dormitory down the deserted
gtaircase and across the guadrangle to the bicyele shed.

Taggles the porter was, of course, up and about at that
hour, but the junior saw no sign of him as he mounted
his machine.

Pedalling hard, Lowther reached Rylecombe in a few
minutes, and leaving his cycle at the small garage, caught
a bus to Wayland. It would be a race with time in any
case, but there was a frequent bus service, and if he were
quick he could get one back that would give him time to
stroll in easually to breakfast at St. Jim’s.

In Wayland there was a costume shop where wigs and all
requirements for theatrical make-up weve sold. Old suits
could be obtained, padding, and any impedimenta that

Tom

and he

Lowther secured an old suit, padding, and the rest of the impedimenta necessary for the
part he was going to play.

{See Chapter 1))

was considered essential to the well-being of a South
African uncle.

The proprietor, an old actor, was kindness itself, and full
of all manner of useful hints and tips. What Lowther
did not know about make-up the old actor told him, and
provided the right grade of grease-paint for the purpose.

Speed was the order of the day and the things wera
packed in a suitcase hired at a suitable fipure, and Lowther
left the shop beaming. The clock showed that he was in
good time for the bus.

Tom Merry and Manners were awaiting Lowther in the
gateway at St. Jim's, but Lowther arrived without the
suitease, which had been deposited at a suitably secluded
spot in the woods near the school. -

““Where have you been, duffer?” asked Tom
“We've been hunting for you everywhere!
some game !

““Is he?” asked Lowther indifferently,
will be boys, you know!"”

“Where have vou been?” insisted Manners.

“Out and about. Just seeing about my uncle.

“Oh, fnding the time of the trains, you mean," said
Tom Merry understandingly.

And Lowther left it at that.

On the way to the Bchool House Tom Merry explained
that Tiggins, Kerr, and Wynn were looking mysterious.
Fatty Wynn had been seen in the tuekshop ordering up
contents for a really spanking picnic hamper, and Kerr
had been making judicious inguiries about Loswther's uncle.

“It looks to me,” said Tom Merry, “as though they'ra
up to something. You know what those bounders are.”

“Poof!” said Lowther. * Nothing to worry about.”

“I'm not so sure, Blake thinks they mean to waylay
your uncle on the way here. I think we'd better arrange
some sort of esecort.” | :

“Bhouldn’t worry,” said Lowther easily. “Uncle can look
after himself.”

“H'm!” murmured Manners.
open, all the same.”

“Rather!” agreed Tom Merry.

Monty Lowther chuckled to himself. _

It would spoil a pood rag to tell even hizs chums hia
scheme, so he kept quiet abont it. Tom Merry and Manners

: Tre Gex Lisrany.—No. 1,119,
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might not-be so pleased afterwards, or they might; there
was no felling. But, provided the results were all right,
that wouldn't matter muech.

Lowther's opinion was that if fellows were in the secret
they might by their manner or their locks, give it away.
And no risk of that could be taken.

But Lowther would not have felt so easy in mind if he
had heard Tom Merry give a final word of warning to
Manners as they were about to enter the House.

“If an uncle arrives here for Monty while Monty’s away,
talke a good look at him—good and hard—and tug his
whiskers,”

Manners whistled.

“ You mean you think Kerr may try to impersonate him?
Hc's good enough actor to carry it off, I know,”

Tom Merry nodded seriously.

“I wouldn’t be at all surprised. But it’s worth watching.
They may kidnap both Monty and his uncle, you know;
they're up to something,”

“Right!” said Manners. “I'll pass round the word["

And he did!

CHAPTER 5.
Not According to Plan !

1] IGGINS!”
F Mr, Lathom, the master of the Fourth Form
at 8t. Jim's, fixed Figgins with a glittering eye
and called him by name, Mr. Lathom was a
paticnt little gentleman, but the Fourth-Formers were apt
to run his store of patience dry in a very short while. As a
rule, it was not the most attentive of Forms, and this morn-
ing more inattention had been shown than usual. The
subject of the lesson was the rainfall in the British Isles, and
it was interesting enough, yet the Fourth-Formers were
mattentive.

Jack Blake had been given fifty lines for rolling a
piece of paper into a ball and being found in illegal posses-
sion of a piece of elastic. Herries had been given fifty lines
for putting out his foot at a moment when Mr. Lathom was
passing ; while there had been so much whispering that lines
had fallen thick and fast.

And now, as a last straw, Figgins was staring out of
the window.

“Fipgins!” repeated Mr. Lathem.

George Fipggins continued to stare out of the window, so
Kerr, under cover of the desk, dealt him a shrewd blow
with a ruler.

“Ow! You silly fathead!” roared Figgins, clasping his
knee, :

Mr, Lathom adjusted his glasses.

“Am I to understand that you allude to me as a—a
silly fathead, Figgins?™ he asked quietly, and in a tone of
patient inguiry.

“Me? No, no, sir, not at all! I had a sudden stab of
pain on my knee!” he gasped.

“Indeed! Well, now that you have suceeeded, by dint of
great personal effort, in dragging your attention from the
grent outdoors, Figgins, perhaps you will tell me what was
my last remark?”

Figging seratched his head and groaned.

“¥._your last remark, sir—— Oh ecrumbs!”

“Ha, ha, bha!"

“Bilence!” thundered Mr. Lathom. “Figgins, how dare
you! Are you trying to be impertinent, boy?”

*N-no, sir.”

“Then, what was my last remark? I do not helieve
vou were listening, If you cannot give me the last remark
I made—" 3

‘“Ahem! You were talking about the rainfall in the
British TIsles, sir,” said Figgins brightly, * And you—er—
1.-'_01;1’-, last remark was—er—— What was your last remark,
gir

Mr. Lathom coughed. In the ensuing confusion he had
himself forgotten what his last remark was, and he snapped
hig fingers.

“Enough of this foolery, Figgins! You will write out
fifty lines—that is, from the texi-book here. And if there
is any further inattention you will be detained this after-
noon | E:]ow let us resume. The shaded portion on the
na

Mpr. Lathom droned on, and Figginsg leaned ever to Kerr.

“TLowther's gone,” he whispered.

Kerr started and frowned.

“Out already—quarter of an hour before time?™

Figgins nodded gloomily, and then, as Mr. Lathom turned,
his eyes hecame riveted on the hlackboard with a look of
rant attention.

‘*Bomeone was whispering,” said Mr. Lathom tartly. “If
there is any more of it, you will all be detained!”

Figgins sat bolt upright, and did not so much as open his
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mouth. The longlegged leader of the New House had
plana for that afternoon, and was, therefore, not at all
anxious to draw Mr. Lathom’s glittering eyes upon himself
again. Lowther had gone out, and that was rather serious
for Figgins' plans; but if he were kept in himself, the
result would be fatal to all their scheming.

Practically every fellow in the Form had plans for
that afternoon, despite the fact that there was no cricket.
Many of the fellows were expecting telegrams; some had
received them. The latter could easily be recognised by the
length of their faces. s

But Figgins, having sent no telegram, was not expecting
one. All the same, when the bell rang for the end of the
morning lessons, he was one of the first 1o reach the door,
and Kerr was by his side.

“Now, then, you rotters,’
going 1% :

“Going?” said Figgins, puzaled.
Kerr?”

“Wera we going, Fatty " asked Kerr.

*Oh, don't rot!” said Blake sharply. “You needn't think
you can work any stunts, because we're keeping a weather
eye on you!l®

“Thanks!” said Figgina. *“Thanks most awfully I

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn hurried off, while Blake turned
to Arthur Augustus.

“We've got to see what their game is,”” he said. “I heard
Figgy whisper to Kerr that Lowther had gone out. That
seemed to upset him.”

“Weally ! Pewwaps he wanted Lowthah to stay in, then,”
gaid D’Arcy sagely.

Y Ass M

“ Weally, Blake—" :

“He didn’t want Lowther to get ahead of them,” ex-
plained Blake. *“Can’t you see that that’s it? If you watch
you'll see thein go out DF gatea in a minute.” .

' Fatty won't—not before dinner ! grinned Herries.

Fatty Wynn was quite unlikely to do anything of that
sort, but 1% so happened that neither Figgins nor Kerr went
towards the gates either,

Kerr had interviewed Redfern, who had seen the telegram
which Lowther had sent his uncle and intentionally dis-
played, and had got the address of the hotel where Lowther's
uncle was staying. Consequently, Kerr's task had been easy.
He had sent another telegram to Lowther’s uncle, and had
requested him to meet them at a rendezvous in Wayland.
Lowther. of course, would be at the station, or so Kerr
thought. : - :

S0 rather to Blake’s surprise, Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn
acted in a perfectly normal manner until dinner-time,

Tom Merry and manners met the three New House juniors
near the School House, and bowed. . /

“Want us to phone the result of the match directly it's
over?” asked Tom Merry.

““No, thanks!” returned Figgins, and laughed.

EKerr laughed, too; and Fatty ‘lﬁua:mn gave a fat chuckle,
and the three walked on. If the intention of the New House
Co. was to cause uneasiness, they succeeded admirably, for
Tom Merry cast a worried look at Manners, who knitted his
brows in perplexity. i

“They're up to something,” said Tom Merry darkly. “ We
shall have to keep an eye on them.' >

Manners nodded in complete agreement.

“Mightn't be at all a bad idea, Tom, to lock them out of
harm's way this afterncon. In the coalshed, say. Taggles
won't be going there.”

Tom Merry stopped and his eyes gleamed.

“Something in that, Manners, Directly after dinner7”

“Directly after dinner,” nodded Manners, *“Get Blake
aind }:,is crowd to hide in the coal-shed, and lure Figgy
there.”

That scheme was ecasily arranged. Since Figgins, Kerr,
and Wynn seemed certain to be planning some kind of mis-
chief, they would indubitably be safer out of the way. And
the coal-shed was as good a place as any for hiding them,
since in summer-time 1t was rarely used.

Plans were quickly made, and Jack Blake, Herries, and
Digby apreed to hide in the coal-shed. D'Arcy thought a
cleaner place would be preferable,

‘; The coal-shed is wathah gwubby, deah boy,” he pointed
out.

“You can go in a bathing suit,” said Blake, “What’s a
little coal-dust, more or lessi®

“Wats! I wathah fancay I will ses to the organisin’ and
leave the donkay work to you fellows. I will see to twappin®
Figgay. I will luce him to the coal-shed on some fwightfully
clevah pwetexs ™

Blake regarded him witheringly.

. “If you stait any of your organising, Gussy, I'll roll you
in the coal-dust until you're as black as your hat.” i

The bell rang for dinner then, and the rival schemers

separated, There was, so far as could be secen, nothing

said Blake, “where are you

“Were wo geoing,

(Continued on page 12:)
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WHEN WE ALL FLY

there will be city air termini, as ther
railways of to-day. hese ¢ dm:n:oa":‘ vt?ll; “;:
constructed in the years to come to deal with the
enormous air traffic in all parts of England and, in
fact, the world, What these termini will be like
& {ou will see from the black and white reproduc-
jfon on the right, of next week's FREE
COLOURED PICTURE CARD. Be sure you get
thie card, for it.completes your sot!
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No. 16,—A City Air Terminus.

RAFFIC “cops” up among the clouds!

XNo, not an idea from the cinema, but some-

thing that is certainly coming to pass ono

day. Aerial scouts, invested with powers

of arrest and so on, whizzing through the air in

builet-like two-seaters, will have to be given a job

_if the swarming streams of sir-traffic of the future

are not to tie themselves up in knots and rain down

on the heads of people on the earth bits of mechanism

and flung-out passengers !

 For the greatest problem that will then have to

bo eolved will be the prevention of traffic jams—

when the usual method of getting about will be by
air-liners, aerial taxis, and family flying cars.

Great light-beacons, and wireless towers giving
constant orders, will help to prevent and clear-up
confusion—as will tho aerial scouts who direct the
stopping and starting of planes from the enormous
air termini that will then be as much a part of every
city as the dwelling-houses themselves.

‘ach air terminus will have to be well up in the
air, too. There isn't enough vacant ground to
accommodate the vast aerodromes down below. Then
where will they be built ¢ Above the big railway
stations ! Simple, isn't it ?

A eystem tremendously strong steel lattice-
work supports will straddle the actual railway station
lings and platforms, carrying a deck many acres in
extent. There's your air terminus. Planes will
be able to come down and start off egain, with no
hindrgnee to ordinary traffic. There will be no

question of the planes missing these over-
head termini, because the latter will be so
vast.

Even on the darkest and stormiest nights
the raised landing-ground will be visible
from a distance of several miles. The
boundaries will be
marked by im-
mensely powerful
light-beacons, the
streams of mnon-
glare lights being
thrown into the
eye of the wind,
for aeroplanes
have, of course,
to land into the
wind.

Enormous
globos of red glass
will marl ob-
structions on the
landing-way.
Greon ones will
point out to all

incoming pilots the line they are to' take in
“ making ** the air terminus. There will be other
powerful lights to show up the wind-cones (which
indicate to pilots an immensely important detail—
the way the wind is blowing). And other beams
of light will be flung strai,]zht up, 50 that the height
of any clonds above the 'drome can be calculated.

Down below, all the time there will be trains
arriving and leaving, so that passengers from the
incoming planes can proceed to their destination
inland by swift train; and so that train-passengers
can alight on the platform, take ths lift to the air-
terminus above, end with as little waiting as maybe
embark for the trip through the air.

Incoming planes carrying mails as part of their
cargo will drop their letters and parcels down a chute
through the floor of the overhead landing-ground
and the roof of the railway station, straight into a
waiting mail-van, and hours and hours ngn thus be
saved by His Majesty's Mails,

Which brings us to another possible development
in connection with the air termini of the future.
You know that an aeroplane has to ba moving at
somo speed—about sixty miles an hour—beiore it
can start to fly. To get up that speed it generally
neods quite a lengthy run-way. The natural out-
come of this will be that mighty catapults will be
provided io give departing acroplangs the necessary
push-off, so that the plane will not have to take a
run first.

That is already being done in the case of mail.
carrying planes leaving a liner, You can send a
lotter to-day by Catapult Air Mail, to America via
Plymouth, marking it to go by the s.s. Ile de France.
The liner carries its load of mail, with an aeroplane
aboard ready to take that mail the last few miles by
air. Long before the American port is reached, the
plane, ready on its massive run-way, is flung bodil
into the air by means of an ingenious cata uli
dovice ! And so the plane doesn’t meed an inch of
deck on which to get its initial
apeed.

When that scheme is adapted
to acrial passenger traflic
also, more p!la.nea still will be
able to crowd every city air
terminus.
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wrong with the School House plan at all. Figgins was to
be lured to the coal-shed in company with Kerr and Wynn,
and Blake, Herrids, and Dighy were to pounce or them, Tom
Merry and Manners making a certainty of it by weight of
cumbers. A little rope and a few handkerchiefs would then
kzep the New House Co. quiet until danger was past.

Blake, Herries, and Digby left the dining-hall promptly,
and went by a circuitous route to the coal-shed. Besides
coal-dust, wiieh was used for damping down the furnace,
wood was kept there, and it was not a cheice place to make
a rendezvous; but 1t had the advantage of being [airly
yuret, A

Meanwhile, Tom Merry and Manners sought out Figgins,
Kerr, and Wynn, but not too obviously. It had been
arranged that in their hearing, Manners was to say that
Monty was still in the coal-shed, and Tom Merry was to
whet the New House Co.’s appetite by making further men-
tion of the delectable resort.

Figgins and Kerr were standing together near the tuck-
shop when Tom Merry approached them, Fatty Wynn being
inside the shop making quite sure that the chicken was as
he had ordered it

“Right |” whispered Tom.

Then a girprising thing happened.

“Better make sure Blake’s not hanging about before we
go into the old pav,” said Figgins softly.

“Oh, Blake's gone out!” said Kerr. “I can pull it off
ull right, Figgy, il you keep the coast clear, I ean make-up
in a nft,”

Tom Merry came to a halt. Manners stopped dead, and
they exchanged stares,

“Hear that?” they said together.

Figgins and Kerr looked into the tuckshop and called for
Fatty Wynn; and Tom Merry, plucking Manners’ arm,
dodged aside behind an elm, °

"%&um’s the word,” he whispered. “Bee their game.
The old pavilion " S

“Rather. No one will be there this afternoon, No match,
exeept on Big Side.”

The two Shell fellows erouched behind the tree, and a
moment later, Figgins, looking cautiously right and left,
emerged from the shop. Kerr followed, and then, with a
nod to his chums, set off for the old pavilion.

Fatty Wynn, with a parcel under his arm, set out for the
New House, while Figgins lounged carelessly towards the
gates, looking right and left,

“Oh, my hat |” said Tom Merry gleefully. “Poor old New
House. They ought to have nurses. We'll give Kerr two
minutes start.”

They gave the Scottish junior rather more than that, and
then they crept out and made a detour of the playing-ficlds
so that they should arrive at the old pavilion from the rear.
The pavilion was situated at one corner of the playing-fields,
and behind it were shrubs and a few trees. As there was
no match, the pavilion was deserted, but Tom Merry caught
sight of the back of Kerr’s head through one small window.

Very cautiously the two Shell fellows erept up to a back
window, and Tom Merry opened it slowly, ineh by inch,
without a sound. That done, he chuckled softly and elimbed
in, followed by Manners.

“All elear!” hs whispered.
Leook out, Manners !’

“Trapped |” gasped Manners.

And trapped they were. For the room which had seemed
deserted suddenly proved to be full of New House juniors,
who had be-n ercuching under forms and hiding in the
curtained recesses,

" Got ’em | yelled Redfern.

. "Trapped you are,” chuckled Kerk, “Poor litile bunnies
in a trap. Decwn them, you men1®?

The New House juniors needed no urging. Fighting
lustily, Tom Merry and Manners went down under an army
of them, standing no chance at all, and Kerr stood back,
grinning broadly.

“Now ropé ‘em up. Can’t have these men at large [”

. Tom Merry struggled franfically.

“Kerr, you rotter: let us go. This isn't a joke |”

“Lemme gerrup ! hooted Manners. “Owl”

“Borry,” said Redfern. * That must have been my clbow!
P:‘t'si the gags, Kerr, Thanks!”

You—gugugnug—" gasped Tom Merry.

* Ooooh 1” spluttered Manners.

Struggle though they did, it was not many minutes before
Tom Merry and Manners were gagged and frussed securely.
Kerr, who was'a good general, ordered their removal to
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the loft, and then, blowing kisses, the New House ambushers
took their departure, closing the door firmly behind them.

Tom Merry looked at Manners; Manners looked at Tom
Merry. Their gags forbade speech, but their locks were
cloquent. And so would Jack Blake & Co. be eloquent
when they had waited for an hour or so in the dark and
gloomy coalshed! Someone’s wheeze had gone wrong; but
it was not Kerr's!

CHAPTER 6.
D*Arey Does If !

i OIN’ out, deah boys?’ asked Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy pleasantly, as he saw Figgins, Kerr, and
Wynn making for the gates a few minutes later,
%‘iggins shook his head.
. “No," he answered gravely. " We've gob our caps on to
go and write lines in the Form-room. That's why we're
coming down to the gates, Gussy.”
“Weally, Figgins, I wegard that as bein' merely wude.
I asked you a polite question,” )
Arthur Augustus D’Arey barred the way, It was evident
to him that something was wrong. Blake & Co., he knew,
were in the coalshed; but it was obvious that Figgins, Kerr,
and Wynn were not.

“Well, write it down,” said Kerr.
notice of these guestions.
answers right?”

“T wegard you as an ass, Kerr!” But Arthur Aungustus,
realising the need of diplomacy, ch d his tactics. “Er—
ahem! Have you seen Tom Mewwy 1

Kerr loocked at D'Arcy blankly.

“Tom Merry? Now, let me see, the name sounds
familiar,” he murmunred, knitting his brows, *“Tall chap
with glaszes and bow legs?”

“No, you azs. You know him quite well. I believe you
hLave seen him and he has failed.”

“Failed? What, faded away? Failed in health?” in-
qnired Figping, while Kerr gave D'Arcy a keen look.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy had a way of keeping secrets
which was extremely original and which was, in every sense
of the word, a revelation. If Kerr could not wheedle out
the truth in a few minutes he was not a Scotsman,

“Never mind what I mean, deah boy,” said D’Arcy
cantiously. “ Pewwaps I didn’t mean anythin’.”

“Perhaps not,” said Kerr ienially. “And if you did it
\\'mild teke too long to unfathom ib. I've got to meet my
uncle.”

“Your uncle?

. “We musg have
Is there a prize for getting the

Bai Jove! Have you an uncle, deah

% Oh, Ywo or three!” said Kerr.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy drew a breath. He was sure
now that something was amiss, and by hook or by crook
he had to get Fig{gms & Co. securely into the coalshed. He
was the lasi hope

“Pway don't huwwy, deah boy,” he said earnestly, and
toolke hold of Figging’ arm. “I was wonderin’' if—them—
if a New House fellow can chop wood.”

Figgins stared, and Kerr frowned, while Fatty Wynn
blinked.

“Why, want one of the School Houze men beheaded I
asked Figgins pleasantly.

“Wats! I was wondewin' if a New House fellow could
split & log of wood with one swipe. I'm wathah & dab
at wood-choppin’ myself, you know. One flick of tha
choppah and the log is split in half. Wathah a mighty
swipe i3 needed. Pwobably a weedy fellow like vyon,
Piggay—"

“ A what?” said Figgins.

“A weeday fellow,” said D’Arcy, making a judicious
rearward movement in readiness for strategic retreat in
view of the superior number of his opponents.

“ Look here,”” said Figgins darkly, " what are you &ettin
at? What's the idea? Do you really mean you think
can't split @ log of wood with one biff #*

“¥Yaas, wathah! I'm not a bettin’ man, but if I were I'd
'bctda. I_iv?.h. Why, it would take a good School House chap
to do it!"

“Why, you silly, blithering ass!” said Figgins. “Leggo
m% arm, Kerr. Leggo!” 7

ut Kerr held on. Figgins was sufficiently impetuous to
fall inte any trap, but Kerr was shrewd, and it struck him
that there was something more than a little unusual in
D' Arcy’s request, - _

“Don’t be a chump, Figey,” he said. “We're in a hurry.
Let Reddy chop for the old New House, if chop we must”
“Weddy won't do,” said D'Arcy hurriedly. “You ha
bettah come as a witness, Kerr, and you, Wynn."”

Then Figgins began to see daylight.

“YWell, bring me a log and axe here,” he said. Tt won’t
take a minute”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, feeling that his trap was work-
ing, ¢ould not repress a smile,
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“Wathah not! Taggles would not like it, you know.
Come into the coalshed—"

“*“Come into my parlour,’ said the spider to the fly.’
mured Kerr softly; but he added aloud. “Will ten minutes
time do, Gussy 7

“¥Yaas, wathah! But huwwy back, deah boys. If Figgay
can de it, I'll stand you a special spwead in the tuckshop.”

“ Done,” said Figgins. “1 must hurry back for this. This
mustn't be missed.”

Arthur Augustus, immensely pleased, ambled back into
the quadrangle far away from the coalshed, so that his
actions should not appear suspicious.

“0Oh, my hat! Poor old Gussy !’ chuckled Kerr.

“Looks as though there's an ambush for us in the coal-
shed,” grinned Figgins,

Kerr nodded his head sagely.

“¥es; and we ought to give them a little shoek.”

Taggfes was sitting not far away smoking his pipe, and
Kerr called to him.

“Taggles,” said Kerr, “are you surc there are no rats

! mur-

3

in the coalshed ™

Taggles stared.

“Rats! 'Course I'm sure!"” he grunted.

“Well, you go and listen,” advised Kerr. “You'll Lear
funny sorts of noizses going on. Let a little coal-dust down
out of the chute; that’ll give them something to think

about.”
Taggles gave Kerr a long, searching look. He had been
porter af St. Jim's for sufficiently long to be well aware

that behind a junior's apparent innocence much depth might
lie. He noticed the grin on Figgins’ face, and the queer
look on Fatty Wynn's.

“Huh!” said Taggles. “Someone larking in the coal-
shed, hey? TI'll give 'em something to lark about!”

“Do,” said Kerr, “Y¥ou have my permission.”

“And mine,” said Figgins, * Use the New House coal-
dust. Ratty has it damped so that it shall burn slower,
and it'll stick more.” 4

“Ho!"” said Taggles. “We'll see!"

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, feeling that they had done
their best to bring a little excitement into Jack Blake &
Co."s dull lives, passed out into the lane, and Taggles, with
a most determined look on his rugged face, made for the
coalshed !

Meanwhile, Jack Blake & Co., little dreaming of the
pleasures that were in store for them, waited patiently for
Figgins & Co.

“Long time coming,” muttered Blake, and shifted un.
comfortably. Tla wonld not, himself, have chosen the
coalshed as a place suitable to spend a sunny afternoon.
Provided Figging & Co. could arrive and be rolled in the
coal-dust he did not mind much. But time was passing, and
there was neither sound nor sign of the New House juniors,

*I'm getting tired of this said Herrics in muffled tones,
“I'm sitting on a chunl 2

“8hush I said Blake., *“Figgy!™

But he was wrong.

“Bai Jove !” came a well-known voice. “That you, Blake,
deah boy

“My hat!” said Blake in surprise. “Gussy! What are
you doing here, you duffer? You'll give the show away.”

“1 wathah fancy not,” said the swell of 8t, Jim's com-
placently. *“Tom Mewwy has disappeared, but T have seen
Figgay and let him into the twap nicely. Can't stay long,
y'know, in case I'm seen,”

Blake started and looked amxious. He knew Gussy of
old, and he had no faith in his noble chum’s tact and
judgment.

“You've let Figey inlo the trap ¥ he asked.
been doing any of your diplomacy, Gussy?”

“Yaas, wathah!” Arthur Augustus chuckled to himself.
“You'll have your hands full in a minute, deah boy. Don't
be surpwised if Figgay awwives with an axe——""

“Wha-a-at

“An axe?”

“Yaas, wathah!
pared, y' know.”

Arthur Augustus’ retreating steps could be heard, and
Jack Blake stared at the dim faces of Herries and Digby.

* Now what the dickens has that fathead been up to?  Why
is Figgins coming here with an axe? An axe!”

Herries, who did not believe in taking chances, snatched
at a chopper, and Dighy took up a heavy lump of wood.
But the attack came from the rear. It was, indeed, as
D’'Arey had promised—a surprise.

Above the three juniors, as they erouched beside the wood
pile in armed concealment, was the coal-chute, from which
measured supplies were a]lmav% for scuttle-filling purposes.

There were no seuftles to™fill now, but there was Jac
Blake & Co. And Taggles, with a most malevolent expres-
sion on his gnarled face, was outside operating the chain.

“Now,” whispered Blake tensely, hearing a sound.
“Ready--—-”

Bwoosh !

»

“Have you

Can't stop now, deah boy. Be pwe-

1ty

The attack had becn launched !

Coal-dust shot down the chute in mass, and Jack Blake,
with a wild vell, collapsed on his hands and knees, Herries
rolled over on his side, and Dighy, slashing at the air, went
down like a drowning man.

“Ugh! Gug Ooch !
“Groo Help !**

'[Xra,rﬂogh !'}

The door of the coalshed opened and Taggles looked in,
assuming a look of ridiculous surprise.

“My heye! What's this 'ere? Who's 'ere 7" he asked.

Jack Blake fought his way through the blackness—coal-
dust trickling down his neck, damp coal-dus sticking to his
face and hair—and blinked dazedly at Tapggles.

“Ow! Oh, crumbs! Wh-what w-was that ™ he demanded,
“An earthquake 1"

“No, Master Blake. It was coal. And I shall Tave to
reporf yer for being ’ere, I'm afraid. The hidea of coming
in 'ere to sneak bits of coal !”

If Taggles was in humorous mood, Blake was not. Shak-
ing his fist at the porter, he staggered out of the coalshed,
followed by Herries and Dighy, black but by no means
comely, threatening vengeance and coal-dust, .

Taggles looked at them and guffawed.

“Ho, ho, ho!*

Jack Blake shook himself like a dog, and Tageles' laughter
Ehanged to a cough as he was enveloped in a cloud of coal-

ust,

“Doch | he gasped. §

Then Blake blinked about him. .

In the quadrangle sauntered Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, skill
smiling, and feeling wvery pleased with himself, waiting fok
Figgins' return. At the same moment that he saw Blake,
Blake saw him.

Arthur Augustus leapt into the air and gazped.

“B-bai Jove! Gweat Bcott!”
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14 * WHO KISSED ETHEL?" What? Who has dared ? Was it Figgins or Tom Merry ?

“At him!” said Blake, through his feeth. “Gussy as
wsual I

“SBmother him1” roared Herries.

“Blake, you wottuh! Kecp away! You're all dusty and
dirty! Bai Jove! Pway stand back—"

But Blake did not stand back. He advanced menacingly.

* B0 this was your surprise, Gussy ™ he asked.

Arthur Augustos looked blank.

“Weally, deah boy, noi at all.
told Figgay——"

“Yes, and Fizgy told Taggles, you prize image |V

“¥You blithering jabberwock ! yelled Herries.

Blake made a leap and flung his arms round D'Arcy,
hugging him tightly and rubbing faces in a mest affectionate
manner, while the swell of St. Jim's wailed in horror.

“Welease me, you wottah! You are wuinin' my waisi-
coat! Help!” X .

Only when D'Arey’s face was as black as his own did
Blake release him, and then Herries took his place.. By the
time Herries and Dighy-had done their work, D'Arcy’s
fancy waistcoat was a sight for the gods, and his face would
have been the envy of any nigger.

“Ta, ha, ha!” Toared Blake, restored to humour. “My
hat, Gussy, you look a piciure! Let thisbe a lesson to you!
Never diplom. leave those things to your wisers and
elders!”

“Blake, you wottah, put vp your hands!
Dighy——" :

Arthur Angustus danced like a Dervish on tha j.rarputh.
brandishing his fists. But Blake, Herries, and Digby had
gone, and just then a 'augh floated across the quadrangle.
Gussy jammed his monoele tightly into his eye and stared at
& face that appeared over the school wall. -

“Bai Jovel” he cried. “Figzay! . Figgay, you uttah
wottah, 1 believe you told Taggles,  Wait! I ordah you to
wait, Figgay! T will give you a feahful thwashin’ 1™ —*

But George Figgins, with a joyful wave of the hand, dis
appeared. IYArcy, with warlike intentions, ran through the
gatoe just in time to see the New House trio dizappearing
down the road. Apparently Figgins did not consider his
offer of a fearful thrashing good enough, or perhaps he did
not want any of the coal-dust. c 3

At any rate, he disappeared, and Arthur Auﬁustus D' Arey,
breathing dire vengeance, returned to’ the Schoaol House to
join his chums in @ bath-room. But it was likely to be some
1ime before the swell of St. Jim's was restored to his former
pristine beauty.

1 fail to undahstand. I

Hewwies—

—_—

CHAPTER 1.
#“ [nele Monty !>’ :
ONTY LOWTHER chuckled softly and studied his
M reflection in a small mirror affixed to & eonvenient
troe-trunk. The spinny in the woods near the road
to Rylcombe concealed him well, and there was bug
a remote chatice of his being overlooked from the road, or of
his being observed by passers-by.

The mirror gave back the reflection of 2 tanned gentleman
a little past middle age; a man with a black beard, bushy
eyehrows, and a face that was strangely like Monty Lowther's
own in general outline, although that fact was not, in a rela-
tion, at all unseemly. :

The make-up was going on according to plan. =

The youth of Lowther’s face had been suitably disguised.
His eyes were surrounded with wrinkles, while his nose,
which might have suggested youth, was suitably pasted and
thickened. A large-brimmed hat, such as Colonials wear,
graced his head, a black wig peeping out coyly from under-
neath. :

No one at St. Jim's, looking at Lowther then, would have
recognised him. His waistline alone would have obviated
that; for it was a little on the portly side.

A iight grey suit, a spotted tie, and a pair of brown shoes,
completed the make-up. Uncle Monty might have considered
the attempt at likeness a little offensive, but provided the
8t. Jim’s fellows were satisfied, Uncle Monty's opinion could
be deferred. i

“Huh !” said Lowther to the mirror.
land. Huh!  Same old place! Huhl” :

Satisfied at last that all was correct, he buttoned the jacket
across his portly form, and stuffing his Etons into the suit-
case, fastened it and grabbed up the heavy stick.

“Now, Monty, my boy, I must see your old school. Dear
old school I he said to the unresponsive trees, “Good old
Monty ! Here's a fiver, my boy "

Swinging the stick gaily, Lowther took things easily. He
had but a little way to walk in order to reach Rylcombe,
and there he intended to have a meal and then get a ear
to the school. That short distance would give him a little
practice in adjusting his gait to the new waistline load, and
also give him his baptism of fire as regards looks from
passers-hy. - i
~He had “cut dPhner at St Jinm's in order to give Figging
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“B20 this is Eng-

. made for a restaurant in Rylcombe.

the slip, so. sinee the inner man needed to be satisfied, he
T 3. By that iime, he
udged, he would be ready for the journcy to Bt Jim’s;
ut, being a cautious youth, he decided to time his departure
to coineide with a train from Ryleombe, since if he arrived
in a Rylcombe cab at a time when there was known to be
nno train, suspicions might be aroused, and that was the very
last thing that he wanted.

He kept o close eye on the time while he had his meal
and then sauntered along to the garage.
not suspeeted that he was anything but a Colonial home on
o tour of inspection, a bronzed, well-sef-up member of the
Sritish Empire.
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Qerald Knox took a swift run and the ball shot downthe pitch Ii

The waitress had -

shert and shot up dangerously, and then the crowd gave a gas .-.-.ﬁ
ships with terrif

At the garage he told the proprietor how the South
Africans were going to walk thmugg the English team like
a knife through butter,

“Hal” said the man.

H £}

) “South African yourself, perhaps,
Bir

“That’s so,” said Monty Lowther, perking up. “Just
back from the Cape. Same sleepy old England. Going to
3t. Jim’s to see my nephew.”

“Be a treat for him, sir,” said the garage man.

Monty Lowther tossed his suitease lightly into_the eab,
and then stepped in, in sprightly fashion. “He dared not
smile, much thongh he wanted to, and rather regretted his
make-up on that account. He also had an uneasy feeling
that the strong sun might cause his make-up te run. But
there it was

Leaning back in the taxicab, he looked what he was pre-
tending to be—a prosperousiolonial taking a look at old
England once again; and it spoke well for Lowther’s his-
trionic ability that he felt the part that he was acting. He
togk an extra-keen look at the pleasant fields they passed,
at the woods, and at the hedges of the winding lane that
led 10 St Jim’s, s

On the way the car passed one or two St Jim's juniors,

s

i




laps it was Blake ? Who knows ? See Next Week’s Rousing and Unusual Tale of St. Jim’s! 15

and Lowther gave them each a steely glance, although he
was not easily seen in the shady interior of the vehicle.

- When 8t. Jim’s at last came into sight, and with it more
juniors, Lowther’s heart quickecned with excitement. The
fun was about to begin!

Ralph Reckness Cardew, lounging along in the company
of Clive and Levison, caught sight of the occupant as the
taxi slowed, and whispered to Clive. Clive gave a quick
look, and then all three turned back, for Sidney Clive, hail-

ing from South Africa, was  naturally interested in
Lowther's uncle. -
“Hang!” thought Lowther, in annoyance. “If Clive

starts questioning me—""
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But the taxi was now in the gquadrangle, and several
fellows came hopefully towards it, in the vain hope that
it was their own pater who had rushed down to the school
to make frantic arrangements for his son to be granted a
whole day’s holiday on Thursday. :

“Lowther’s uncle, by fhe looks of him,” said Reilly.

“Must be.”

As the pseudo Uncle Monty alighted from the taxi,
Blake and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stepped forward to be
of assistance, 7

“Ts my nephew anywhere about?” asked Lowther. “‘I'm
Mr. Lowther, his uncle.” \

“Your nephew went to the station to meet you, sir,”
said Blake. *'Apparently you have missed each other.”

“Tut, tut! Very careless of him!™ said Uncle Monty,
and met the ‘curious garzes' of the juniors quite cuc_}llf.
“Well,” he added, “I suppose I had better put in a Lit
sight-seeing until he comes.”

“Yaas, wathah, my deah =ir,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “‘Pway allow me to act as escort, you know. I

.am a fwiend of Lowthah’s. My name is D’Arey."

“0Oh, I don't like that!"” =aid Lowther, whose sense of

humour overeame diseretion.
bo;,I”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“B-bat Jove, weally! But—="

“Come, Bertie, my little man,” said TUnele Monty.
“De your stuff. On the left we have—and on the right—
Rattle it out. Speak clearly, and take that picce of toffee
out of yeur mouth.”

There were chuckles from the crowd, but Arthur Augustus
D’Arey came as near to glowering upon a stranger as he
had ever done in his life; but he swallowed his wrath. He
did not swallow the toffee, because he had none to swallow.
That was merely a most impolite aspersion Uncle Menty
had cast upon his beauntiful accent. However, Uncle Monty
was a stranger within the gates and a guest from a far
land, and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy remembered that, for
the moment, he was host.

“Pway walk this way, my deah eir,” he zaid.

“T1l call you Bertie, little

Pt

CHAPTER 8.
Knox and 4nocks!

ONTY LOWTHER'S sense of humour was a source
of danger to him It was always overcoming his

: judgment, . and now it prompted him to obey the

swell of 8t. Jim's instructions a little too literally.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy hed a most elegant saunter, and
Monty Lowther mimicked the saunter splendidly. IFArcy
had asked him to walk that way, and he was doing it, o
the immense amusement of the other fellows.

Fortunately, however, he overheard Blake whisper to
Herries that Lowther's uncle was a bit of a kid for his years,
and Lowther stiffened at once.

“By the way,” he said, turning to Blake, “where are the
lads Merry and Manners? I thought they were Montague's
friends.”

Blake, Herries, and Digby looked at one another. That
was just what they wanted to know, too. They bad an
account to settle with those two juniors when they found
them!

“I think they must have gone out, sir,” said Blake.

“Pity,” said Lowther, and a shade crossed his brow.

He had expected to find Manners and Tom Merry awaiting
him, and it struck him as decidedly gueer that they were
not on view

D'Arey was leading the way to the ecricket-field, and
Lowther indicated the nets where some seniors were prac-
tising

“1 see you play cricket here. Hard ball?”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Blake. * Yes, rather!”

Lowther, out of the corner of his eye, saw Clive, Cardew,
and Levison approaching. He tried to hurry, but in vain.
Clive was right in his path, and Blake introduced him, and
explained that he, too, was from South Africa.

“Splendid—splendid! I suppose, then, you taught these
lads ericket?” said Lowther.

Clive grinned.

“More or less,” he said.

“Wats!” said D’Arecy, overhearing the remark. “‘We
played cwicket here before South Afwica was thought of,
you know.” ,

“How's the old country looking, sir?” asked Clive, *'You
come from Natal, I hear?” -

“Bomething like that—I mean, rather,’” said Lowther
hurriedly. ‘“Rather! Looking well. Springhoks blooming,
vou know, and so on. Diamonds sparkling, and all :ﬁhat.

Clive stared; but as Lowther c?mckle he took it for a
joke; and the spoofer, nodding to him, hurried on. Clive
fmcl hoped for rather a chat with Mr Lowther, but he
Lowther was not at all keen on
much “local colour,” for fear of making howlers.

All that it was really necessary for him to do was to
soek out Dr, Holmes and put his proposition that his nephew
and two friends should be allowed a whole day's holiday.
And, with that end in view, there was no need for him to
make a tour of inspection of the school. But the fact was
that Lowther was feeling in rather fine fettle, and chucis;
ling to himself at having so successfully “put it across
the juniors, he could not resist the temptation to do =
little Ieg-puhing in_the capacity of an old gentleman.

S0 Lowther and Blake and a few other juniors sauntered
along to the nets, where Knox of the Sixth was standing up
to Kildare's bowling. : =

“That’s Kildare. Kildare is playing for Mr. Graham
Paine’s cleven,” said Blake. “Great chap. Sk:Pper of the
first eleven, you know, sir, and one of the best.”

“And who’s that boob batting ¥ asked Mr. Lowther.

Knox, conscious of ha\rinﬁoan_ audierice, including a dis-
tinguished stranger, was about to make an even prethier
late cut than usual, but Mr. Lowther's remark unnerved
him. The cut was too late altogether! 2

' Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,119,

was to be disappointed.
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Crash went the stumps with a clatter as the ball turned
alightly, and Mr. Lowther grunted.

“The bowling is too fast for him,” he said. “Why don’t
they bow! underarm?”’

Knox, bad-tempered at the best of {imes, gave him a
furious scowl, and sent the ball back to Kildare viciously.

“Who is this fellow?” asked Lowther in a penetrating
whisper.

* Knox,” said Blake,

“ Knocks what?” asked Lowther. “He didn’t knock that
one far.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !**

Knox, who was just taking his stance again, held up his
-htand as Darrell of the Sixth started to run to the bowling
E-1 ump.

“One moment,” ho said. “I can’t bat while this con-
fusion is going on behind me.”

Towther chuckled.

“Dh, is that what. it i?"" he asked. *Stand back, you
boys, and give the lad a chance. Ugly stance rather, hasn't
he '’ he commented in a low whisper.

Knox saw red as he took his stance at the wicket. The
remarks were hardly in the best of taste, and there is no
doubt at all that Lowther's uncle would have refraineds
from such personal comment; but Monty Lowiher had
several little scores to settle with the cad of the Sixth.

When the ball camne down Knox took a vicious swipe ab
it which should have been a drive through cover, but which
became & snick off the edgo of the bat in a direction which
would have given third slip an easy catch.. The ball rolled
up the net, and Mr. Lowther gave a sharp exclamation of
WARITLHL »

“Stand back, boys! Mind the splinters!”

“a, ha, hal"

Knox tossed down the ball, and then turned to the back
of the net.

“1 trush my comments are not annoying you, young man,"”
said Uncle Monty. “But I
am a South African, and we
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he had no wish to make an ass of himself. He rather
wished that he had not been so keenly eritical.

. “That's right. Go it, sir. Show 'em how we play in
South Africa,” said Clive. ;

“Wathah! An exhibition!” said Arthur Augustus in
approval,

Kildare held oub the bat, and Lowther sighed., Ile was
80 decply involved that he could scarcely withdraw new,
and he took the bat up a little anxiously.

¥ Rather like Monty in & way,” said Blake truthfully.
“They've very much alike in face, you know."”

“Yaas, wathah! But uncle and nephew are often alike,”
i.nd ]g’:‘xrt:y sagely. “I've noticed it with welations, you

LOW.

“Go hon!™ said Blake. ;

But he eyed Lowther keenly as that worthy lined up io
take the bowling.

“@Got the same sort of stance,” commented Clive.

Lowther heard those remarks, and did not feel happy.
He felt anything bub happy either as Kildare took the
ball and turned it in his hand; for Kildare knew more
about bowling than anyone at St. Jim’s, and if he did not
send the stumps flying first ball it would only be because
the ball was a little off the wicket.

Morecover, Lowther felt a little unusual with his portly
form preventing his getting a look at his fect, To be at a
greater advantage he turned half-left.

“Two-eyed stance,” said Blake.

< Pha,:,' :I’:

Kildare took a run, and down came the ball. Either
Kildare was bowling soft, or clse it was an unintentional
lopse ball. But the fact remained that it was a long hop
slightly to leg, and Monty Lowther felt that he was ak
home. He braced himself and let fiy.

Hmaclk!

The ball received what long hops deserve, and went
sailing away to the leg side loftily, far away across the
grass, and Monty Lowther,
with a sigh of relief, leaned

take cricket rather seriously, on lﬁs bat.
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of being coached as though he were a fag—and in front of
juniors—was too much for him.

P

*I’ve had enough,' he said
“VYou'd better take a turn,

through his teeth to Kildare.
You'll have to face South

Africans sooner or later; their barracking is worse than

their bowling.”

had

Lowther adjusted his “stomach,” which _ slipped
slightly, and Bteppcd over the ropes on to the playing-field.
“ Young man,” he said to Knox, “one word with you.”

“Oh, rats!” said Knox crossly, under his breath.

Kildare gave him a quick look. Illtemper had no place
in the cricket-field, whatever the provocatien. y

“It's Lowther's uncle, I think, Knox,” said Kildare
quickly, and added in an undertone: * Go easy

The juniors followed Lowther on to the grass, and they
wore broad grins. Knox was the most unpopular prefech
in the school, and nothing gave the juniors greater pleasure
than the sight of his being taken down a peg or two, or
preferably three.

Knox faced Lowther with a scowl.

“Well #” he said ungraciously.
_“Pray don't take it to heart,” said Lowther. A good
man never resents advice. Iis only the mugs who do
that. I mean well, so do not mistake my—er—bluff Colonial
manner. I was playing cricket when you were a babe in
arms, squawking n.ngl squalling and making night hideous.
T was playing ericket when you were an inky-fingered little
fag cooking kippers on a pen-nib.”

Knox moved restlessly, and his eyes %lleamed. A%,

“Then perliaps you'd like to show us how you play, sir, i
he supgested. “Kildare won't mind your baving a knock.”

Monty Lowther coughed. He was quite a useful member
of the junior eleven, but he did not fancy his chances
against Kildare's bowling or Knox's express deliveries, and
_Tme Gen Lrary.—Ne. 1,118,

farthah myself, you know.”

Monty Towther self-con-
: : . sciously adjusted the foremost
portion of his artificial stomach, which had a knack of
listing to starboard, and then Knox took up a ball

There was an ugly look in Knox's face, and he looked
most unpleasantly vicious Lowther quaked inwardly, He
was not a funk, but the pitch in the nets was a little worn,
and Knox's express deliverics would jump rather badly
on 1k

At any time Knox’s bowling was fiery, and he generally
did more damage to the batsman than to the stumps. At
the moment he looked as though putting the batsman in
hospital was his sole object.

“Steady, Knox,” warned Kildare softly. *“Don’t forget
he isn't very youuig." :

“Tll teach the old fool to give me advice!” snarled Knox.

He took a swift run, and the ball shot down the pitch
like a bullet.

There were warning shouts from the onlookers,

“ Look out!™

The ball pitehed short and shot up dangerously.

Monty Lowther stood no chance against the erratio
behaviour of that ball, and he was hil amidships with such
force that there was a gasp from the crowd. The speed of
the ball was terrific, ‘and being hit by it in the “engine-
room,” as Blake expressed it, was nobt a joke at all. But
Mr. Lowther seemed to be made of leather, or, at least, of
cotton wool, for although the ball buried itself in his waist-
coat and made him stagger, he gave no twinge of pain,

Naturally enough, the erowd had expected him to collapse,
At the very least tﬁey had expected to see him writhing in
agony, rolling over on the ground. Instead of that, Lowther
stooped and tossed back the ball.

“Arc you hurt, sir?” asked Kildare, in dismay and
wonder,

Lowther, suddenly conscious of the wonderment, gave a
look at the crowd, and saw blank surprise. Then he
remembered, and clasped his middle. Rolling up his eyes,
he then fell to the ground, gasping, a little late with his
agony, but doing the thing really well, :
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“QOoooh—ah—ugugng——" he gasped.

Kildare at once rushed to his side, while Knox went
rather white, and wondered if he had not gone a liitle too
ar,

Ralph Reckness Cardew, who was standing by the nets,
looked at Clive, and from Clive to Blake.

“Tough old fellow—what!” he said, in his amused,
eynical way. “They make 'em tough in Natal, 1 suppose.
Might have been cotton wool under his waistcoat, the way
the ball went in.”

The faintly cynical tone in Cardew’s veice did not go
unnoticed, and Blake gave a jump. He had thought it
strange that that terrilic blow had not knocked out Mr.
Lowther sooner, but Cardew’s mention of cotton wool gave
him a clue.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. “I wonder—"'

Then he caught D’Arcy by the sleeve and dragged him
away, motioning at the samo timo to Herries and Digby.
Lowther was still lying on the ground, but gasping less and
less, and pulling reund remarkably well, considering his
apparent age and the force of the blow.

“¥ou heard that?" asked Blake excitedly, when he had
dragged his friends out of earshot of the crowd. *Manners
warned us {o take a good look at any uncle that arrived
while Lowther was away!”

* Phew!” said Herries. “You mean it may be Kerr
made-up? But it's a jolly good make-up!”

“All the more reason,” said Blake, *No man could
have had that biff without feeling it; but he didn’t blink
an eyelid until he saw how surprised we were.”

s Uh !’?‘

“Bai Jove ! said D'Arcy. “*Then pewwaps—gweat Scoit |
—pewwaps he isn’t a man at alll Pewwaps he is a boy
dwessed up'! Kerr!” he shricked.

The erowd looked round, and Blake gave his noble chum
o sulphuric look.

“You can’t get a car,” he said loudly. “¥ou'll have to
walk. Take hold of him, Herries, ald man.”

And Herries, grinning, walked Arthur Augustus away,
Blake hoping that his pun npon Kerr's name had saved the
situation and that the Colonial gentleman had not heard
him. For, of course, if it were Kerr, then he had te be
given no watrning, but had to be unmasked in no uncertain
manner. 'That was Blake’s idea, and Blake had a score to
pay Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, which could now be nicely
settled! Or so he thought.

CHAPTER 9.
Unele Monty Sees the Joke !
HN OW,” said Figgins, “how do we look?”

The hour of trial had arrived, and Figgins,

Kerr, and Wynn stood outside the teashop in

W'a.;'la.nd, which Kerr had made the rendezvous

with Lowther's uncle. That assignation had been made at

the suggestion principally of Fatty Wynn. Fatty had

declared that there was no better way of telling a man's
worth than seeing how he could order tea.

True, half-past two was a little early in the day for tea,
g0 far as most people were concerned, but Fatty Wynn
always said that if he started then he would be able to
get into his stride nicely by the time half-past four struck.

At any rate, here was the place, and this was the time, so
Figging took o nervous look at himself and then at Kerr.
As Figgins was leader it had been decided, after an argu-
ment, that he should be Monty Lowther for the afternoon,
and, as such, he wanted to make a hit with Uncle Monty.

“You look fine, but don't forget that you're supposed
tKo have broken it off with Merry and Manners,” warned

err.

Figgina nodded, and took a look at himself in a shop
window.

“Bit of a shock for the old boy,” said Kerr, with a shake
of the head. ‘But he’s probably a strong man. The diffi-
culty is, we don’t know him, so Fatty and I had better keep
calling on you, Lowther, then he'll introduce himself.”

*“Yes, Lowther; here we are!l” said Fatty, as the three
juniors entered the teashop. “TFine show of tarts, Lowther,
old man!”

“Fathead !* warned Kerr. “You'll overdo it!"

- Figging braced himself, and assumed such e grim look
that the waitress standing near was quite startled. School-
boys with grim, set faces did sometimes arrive to make a
serious onslaught on the cakes, but they did not, as a rule,
look quite so fierce as George Figgins did at that moment.

“Lowther, old man—" began Korr, leisurely glancing
abont him.

As he spoke, a man af the far end of the room looked
up, and then rose to his feet, beaming,
“Cheery old hird!” whispered Kerr.

Fig—Lowther!”
(Continued on next page.)
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18 Every Wednesday.

Figgins advanced tentatively, and forced a smile as the
man approachied. Tho stranger was a -lecking man of
a little more than forty years of age. He was clean-shaven
and healthily tanned, and there was nothing at all to dis-
tinguish him by appearance from a man who had spent
most of his life in England.

He advanced, and took Figgins by the shoulder, and tho
New House leader gulped.

*Ah! Monty—eh?"” said the Colonial.

“Hallo, Uncle Monty!” said Figgins,

“Well, my boy, you have shot up!” said Uncle Monty,
looking the junior up and down. “Fine strapping lad!
Not much like your father—what? Like your mother,
perhaps—eh?" : g R

“Ahem! I think I t-take after my aunt,” said Figgins
unguardedly, :

“Aunt Millicent? Yes, you've certainly her long nose;
but 1 trust you haven't her long tongue, Mdhtague!”

“Ia, ha! No,” laughed Figgius, wondering what Aunt
Mil]iictg_nl.’s tongue was like. “Glad you came to-day,
unclae

“Yes. I arranged Friday; but when I received your two
telegrams, I stretched a point and came to-day. Besides,
I saw the mention of the match in the paper. Weo mustn't
miss that. I want you to see what Bouth Africa can do in
the way of cricket.” j

Figgins beamed and Kerr beamed. Fatty Wynn had been
beaming for some minutes chiefly owing to the proximity
of tarts, and his expression did not alter.

“Too early for tea,” said Uncle Monty. * I suppose wo
ought to be rolling back to the school—what?”

Fatty Wynn gave a groan, and eyed the tarts hungrily.

"Y-;es. uncle; but no hurry,” said Figgins. “We—
er——

“Well, well, how aboui some tarts and ginger-pop? 1
see your friend is eyeing the tarts!” Uncle Monty chuckled,

and Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn liked him at once, especially

Fatty Wynn,
“Say yes, Figgy,” urged Fatty Wynn :
Uncle Monty had turned to beckon a waitress, but he

heard that remark, and looked at Figgins with a broad

smile. ;

“Figgy? That a nickname?”™

“Er—ahem!” coughed Figgy, giving Fatty a concen-
trated glare.

But Kerr leapt inte the breach.

“Wo always call him Figgy, sir,” he said. *We always
have done.”

“And a pgood enough reason, I suppose. Jusg
fig-uratively,” said Uncle Monty, in the best Lowther
manner.

Kerr whispered fo Figgins, and Figginsg' eyes gleamed as
he repeated the remark to Uncle Monty.

“I don't give a fiz what they call me!” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha! Punning runs in the family—eh? Well,
come along, boys. 8it down; order what you like,”

They took their places at a table, and Figgins & Co.
looked as though life had never been so pleasant as this.
Fatty Wynn could have Hung his arm round Uncle Monty's
neck, and was beginning to wish that he had been playin
the part of Monty Lowther. It was a pity to waste such
an uncle as this! And Uncle Menty meant what he said,
too. Tarts and cakes of every kind that there was on display
were placed on the table, and Fatty Wynn's eyes shone.

“You haven't introduced your f{riends, Monty,” re-
minded Lowther's uncle. “Which is Tom Merry?”

Yiggins coughed. j

“The fact iz, Uncle, Merry and I have fallon out. We
don’t share a study. I share a study with these fellows.
This is Kerr, a Scotsman with a head worth two, and this
chap is Fatty Wynn."” ;

“Sounds like a motor race!™ chuckled Uncle Montvy.
“Kerr—Wynn. Your name does rhyme with car 7" he asked
the Scots junior.

“Yes, sir, not cur.”

“Figgy, Kerr, and Wynn,” said Uncle Monty, his eyes
twinkling. “H'm, a fine combination!"”

He said it slowly, and Kerr gave him a rather sharp
look, and wondered rather late in the day if Monty Lowther,
in letters home, had ever mentioned the rivalry with the
New House, and given names.

But that did not scem likely at all; for Uncle Monty was
affability itself.

“I trust you had a good crossing, sir?” Kerr asked, tact-
fully opening up a safe subject.

“ Oh, splendid,” said Uncle Monty. “ First rate—first rate.
I suppose you boys all want to go to the match?’ His
eyes twinkled, and the three jumiors nodded their hecads
eagorly.

“Yes, all of us, if you ecan work it, uncle,” said Figgins.
“Rathers Fatty Wynn's the best bowler in the House, and
he wante to improve his style if possible. Pick up one or
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iwio tiq;. and so on. Of course, Thursday is not a half
s ;

“No, no; it would mean my obtaining permission from
Dr, Holmes for all of you to Em'e a whole day’s holiday,
I suppose?” ;

“Well, it would rather,” said Kerr cautiously. “But I
think we might manage to lose one day’s lessons without
much harm, and if you spoke nicely to the Head, sir—""

*Yes, 1 do not doubt that it could be managed,” Uncle
Monty replied slowly. “1I must ask him how you have been
getting on with your work, Monty."”

Figgins put down hisz glass of ginger-beer, and tried to
appear cager.

“ Er—yes, uncle. T'll take you to him directly we arrive,
and then show you round.” ;

“Splendid, splendid [ would like to leok round.” Then
he chuckled. “I do look a bit round, I smppose? But
we don’t mind, do we, Wynn?i"”

“En?’ said Fatty Wynn, engrossed now in lemon-curd
tarts. “Ha, ha! No, sir, not a bit, I don’t mind. I
say, these tarts are pretty geod.”

“Tuck in,” said Uncle Monty pleasantly. “There arc a
few more trays over there.”

Figgins' doubts were essed. If Uncle Monty was such a

cheery, good sort, he would not make much of a fuss surely,
even if their deception were discovered; but his very
cheeriness, on the other hand, suggested that he had sus-
pected nothing.
- Figgins and Kerr ate one or two tarts, but Fatty Wyon's
jaws champed unceasingly, and his opinien of Colonials
roze to a high point. But Unecle Monty was wanting news
of the people at home.

“How is your Aunt Gertrude, Montaguo?"
F“'ﬁ_ut‘tb—ﬂunt Gertrude—er—pretty braced, thanks,” said

iggins, ;

‘gﬂeq,liy! Iz she not still bedridden?”

Figgins jumped. He began to wish that he had made a
habit of inquiring after the health of Lowther's relatives.
There seemed no lack of aunts in the Lowther family.

“ Well—er—she's pulling round a bit,”” said Figgins.

“What, walking now, is she?”

“Yes—just tottering around, as it were,” said Figgins
uncomfortably,

Uncle Monty sheok nis head.

“She ought not to be allowed to, my boy.  With her
artificial leg, and in her present state of health, and her
great age. At ninety-three it ought not to be allowed.”

Figgins' ljaw dropped. An old lady of ninety-three was
hardly likely to be *pretty braced.”” ~Apparently Gertrude
was a great-aunt of lp.mwther’s; and he Eeg’au to wish that
the cross-examination had ceased.

“1 suppose you've still got your old dog, Fido?’ asked
Unele Monty. i

“QOh, rather,” said Figgins enthusiastically.

“Splendidi He got over that bito the cow gave him?”’

There was a twinkle in Unele Monty’s eye, and Figgins’
reply froze on his lips. He had never ﬁeard of a dog
being bitten by a cow; but on the other hand, was thera
any reason why an infuriated cow might not hite a dog?
He realised that he was in deep water., But Kerr came to
the rescue.

“The fact is,” said Kerr, “during term-time news is a
bit scrappy, sit, We're not much better off being only a
hundred miles from home than you are being umptecn
thousand. It's being away that matters.”

“I suppose so, I suppose s0.” zaid Uncle Monty.

Even Fatty Wynn could not go on eating for ever, and
there were signs already that he was losing the first hectic
pose that he had set up. The speed of his champing was
diminished; the fire had gone from hiz eyes. He was
satisfied at last, and Uncle Monty nodded to the waitress
when she approached with her small order book.

“Y¥es, I think we may have the bill now. Wynn mustn’t
spoil his tea, eh?

“No, sir; wouldn't do,” agreed Fatty, breathing rather
heavily.

The bill was accepted, and Uncle Monty dived into his
breast pocket. Then he frowned, and searched in his other
breast pocket. He tapped his trouser pockets, and then
shook his head.

“H'm. Must be at the hotel. What a nuisance! Dear,
dear! This is & fine thing. I'm zfraid I shall have to
borrow from you, Monty, until we gef to the school.”

Figgins put his hand into his pocket and pulle% out five
shillings. Kerr produced half-a-crown, but Fatty Wynn had
no money. But seven-and-six was enough, and the bill
was paid. &

“You had better seftle with your friends, and I'll re-
member to settle with wyou, Monty, my boy, and perhaps
with a handsome surplus.”

“0h, thanks, uncle,” said Figgins, a little uncomfortably.
If he were tipped, he would, of eourse, have to pass the
tip on to Lowther; but that would soon be remedied.
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* And now for 8t. Jim's, what? And Dr. Holmes, Monty.”
“Yees, uncle,” said Figgins, wishing that he bad let
Kerr play the part of Monty Lowther, after all. *That’s
the idea, of course.” ’
. They were outside the shop now, and Uncle Monty con-
tinued to pat at his pockets.

“Wait here a moment, will you?” he asked.
about this money business.
telephone.”

He went across the

“1 must see
I have some coppers. Tl

road to a telephone-bex, leaving

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn a little uneasy in mind, Kerr
looked even more anxious than Figgins, : :
“He's smelling a raf,” said Kerp uneasily. “I think

il
AL

4 g% E'|__,' 1l

out of tho ordinar ]
8t. Jim's sat up and took notice.
Taggles had just delivered a parcel at the Head’s private
house, and Dr. Holmes called him,
“Taggles, is that groaning I can hear? Is one of the
boys hurt, do you think ¥’
Taggles shook his head.
“Takes a lot to reely 'urt a boy,” he said gloomily. *And
they ‘oller for nothin', sir.”
“Taggles, kindly go and sce what is wrong.
perhaps a boy. has been hurt by a cricket ball.”
Dr. Holmes, for comfort’s sake, was in a light flannel
suit, and wore a paii of old shoes that were more akin to
slippers. Before going to investigate the matter himself,

run of evenis that the headmaster of

I think

it would be neecssary to change at least his foot-gear, and
that he hastened to do while Taggles, grumbling to him-
gelf, lumbered off to the cricket pitch.

Taggles felt that it waa carrying sentimentality too far
to worry whether nne

of the boys had been hurt. The

With his beard in one hand and his bag in the other, Monty Lowther reached the safety of the cricket pavilion and ascended to
the loft. There he halted in amazement; and stared at the two juniors who blinked back ai him and made grunting noises

through their gags!

he was l}:umping you about the family, Figey. I don't
believe there is an Aunt Gertrude.”

“0h, erumbs |’ ; :

“Or a dog Litten by a cow. His eyes were twinkling like
anything.””

Figgins groaned. :

“(?h, crumbs! Jolly lucky we didn't try to pull it off
at St. Jim’s. I said it was a rotten idea -all along.”

“Well, my hat,” gasped Kerr. “ You claimed it as yours—
didn’t he, Fatty!”

“That’s right,”’ said Fatty. *“Jolly good idea, too.
enjoyed myseli fine, kaven't you? Great chap!” ;

Tnele Monty, from the other side of the road, smiled
and nodded at them through the glass-fronted door of the
telephone-box, what time he got busy on the telephone.

“QOh, I think it’s all right,” said Figgins. * Anyway,
we've got to go through with it now, as far as I can see,
Kerr.'

“Maybe,” said Kerr. “But I have my doubis.”

I've

CHAPTER. 10.
Getting Suspicious !

R. HOLMES was sitting in a deck-chair, in his garden,
D reading, while ‘Uncle Monty" was gtymg his
demonstration of batting at the nets. Being used

to the sounds of bat mcetinF ball, and the faint
murmur of veoices floating distantly from the cricket fleld,
ke had not been disturbed. But the groans that Monty
Lowther gave to add realism to his injury were so mq_ch

{See Chapter 11.)

porter held the firm and oft-repeated conviction that all
boys ought to have been “drownded at birth.”

Consequently, when he reached the playing-fields, and
saw that it was an old gentleman, he was rather disap-
pointed.

“Ain't no hoy Jurt?"’ he asked.

““No, Taggles. It’s Lowther’s uncle. He's all right now,
1 think,” said Kildare worriedly., “But the ball gave him
rather a hard knock.”

“Ho1” said Taggles. “Well, I'll go and tell the doctor.™

“Here—I don't want a doctor,” said Lowther anxiously.
,“He. means the Head,” smiled Kildare, “Dr, Holmes,
BIT. '

Dr. Holmes, appearing on the scene almost at once,
needed no calling, having followed soon after Taggles.

“OTain’t a boy at all, sir,’”” said Taggles lugubriously.
“It's an old gent—DMaster Lowther’s uncle.”

Dr. Holmes gave a start of surprise. He had heard
rumours about Lowther's uncle, but he had not seen him
arrive, and he wasz considerably perturbed, therefore, to
hear of this coniretemps, The hea.dmastar'approacﬁed.
and the juniors cleared back from the net. Monty Lowther
staggered to his feet and forced a faint smile. -

“My dear sir,” said Dr, Holmes, in great concern, as he
advanced, a hand outstretched, “ T &rust that you have not
been seripusly hurt.” T T

“Ma? Oh, no,” said Lowther., “Not a hit, sir—er—Dr.
Holmes. Just a bit of & biff on the waistcoat.”

“An extra-fast one,” explained Kildare.  “Mr. Lowiher
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was batting. He lifted the one I sent down over to the
boundary—" )

“And stopped the next one with my lunch,” said Low-
ther. “I suppose that was leg before wicket?”

Dr. Holmes smiled a little dryly. X

“T1 {hink perhaps the ground iz a little too rough for
really fast bowling, Mr. Lewther.”

“Oh, I was just showing the boy Knox how to play”
said Lowther jovially, as he turned away with Dr. Holmes.
“ e wanted a few ips.”” At which remark Knox scowled
darkly and the juniors roared with laughter. ;

“My word, the old boy's been pulling his leg,” eaid
Owen of the New House, when the Head and Lowther had
departed. h

“Looks like it,” mused Redfern, who kept looking round
for Figgins & Co. “And looks as though Figgy has failed,
t_ ”»

““And Lowther,” eaid Owen quickly, “He's missed his
uncle,” sugrested Lawrence.

Redfern looked extremely thoughtful. He knew well
enough that Tom Merry and Manners were prisoners in
the pavilion, and if Lowther were out of the way, too,
then “*Mr. Lowther ” would have a lonely afternoon.

But where was I'iggins? 3 .

Jack Blake & Co. were wondering that, too; but their
suspicions regarding the identity of Mr. Lowther were
scemingly confirmed by a ecloser observation. :

“He's disguised, and it's Kerr all right,” said Blake.
“No doubt at all about that, in faet. But the thing is
what are we going to do?"” ; : B

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy! That is the gquestion, We've
got to bow! out Kerr in some way, what?”

“8hush ! warned Herries, “Here’s Reddy and the
others.” g

Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence, arm in arm, 'strollcfll
casually near Blake & Co., and the two Co.'s ‘fdrmd up.

“This is gettin’ interestin’, my friends,” chuckled
Cardew, who was standing by.  “They're all smelling a rat.
That black beard is coming off in a moment.”

It was indeed getting interesting; for Redfern had over-
heard D'Arey's remark, and his eyes gleamed az he looked
at Owen and Lawrence, They were now out of ecarshot
of Blake & Co., and Redfern spoke excitedly.

“My hat! You heard what Gussy said?” -

“ About Kerr,” nodded Owen, “But that's rot. It can’t
be Kerr, surely. He'd have tipped us the wink.” fer

“He may not have seen us, But come to think of it
mused Redfern, “it wouldn't surprise me a little bit if
that chap were made-up.” %

“My hat! But he's gone into the Head's house.”

“T know. But it was rather queer, don’t you thl:.ﬂt. the
way he didn’t seem to notice that biff in the tummy?"

It was queer! Owen and Lawrence saw that now. s
% And his voice changed a bit when he spoke to Taggles,
cut in Lawrence. “My hat! T believe it is Kerr. Those
lads have kidnapped the real nunky, and Figgy and Fatty

are looking after him."” -

That seemed, in fact, & most reasonable hypothesis, and
met with Redfern and Owen's eptire approval. But there
remained now for them to decide what to do. Blake & Co.
were mouching about with felonious intent of some kind,
and casting looks towards the Head's house.

CHAPTER 11
A Hurried Departure !

ONTY LOWTHER, standing in the gateway of
W Dr. Holmes' garden, sniffing the roses and dis-
creetly adjusting his wig, which had taken =
slichtly rakish ¢ilt to starboard, looked across
warily at Blake & Co. and Redfern & Co., realising that

trouble of some kind was abroad.
“You must have tea with me, my dear sir,” said Dr.
Holmes, “It will be served in the garden in a few
minutes. The garden is shady and most delightful at this

time of the year, and I do not doubt we shall find many.

topics of mutual interest,”

“Rather. I mean, of course—certainly—thanks” said
Lowther. “Nothing I would like—er—better, Dr. Holmes,
Then you must tell me how that young rascal Monty is
getting on.”

“Lowther, T believe, is working quite hard, and certainly
pIa;;mg quite hard,” said Dr. Holmes, with one of his dry
smiles.

“Good! Excellent! I want to take the lad to see the

match the South Africans are playing near here, Probably
you have heard of it!” said Lowther artlessly,

Dr. Holmes, it proved, had heard of the match.

“Yes, Kildare is a member of Mr. Graham Paine's
eleven. Tt will be = match worth seeing. But a whole-
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day affair, and I am not quile sure about granting leave
of absence——"

Monty Lowther fingered hLis collar at the throat. This
was really where his effort began. He had rather thought
that Dr. Holmes was in the habit of rubbing his hands with
delight at the idea of falling in with any suggestion made b
relations of juniors. At the very least Lowther had expecte
a bow and immediaté compliance with his desires,

But, alas! Dr, Holmes was shaking his head, and Lowther
began to wonder what line he ought to take now. Were
uncles high and mighty with headmasters?  Should he
H]n'n:;' his weight about? Ought he to insist, or should he
plead ¥

It was a difficult point. Lowther began to see that it was
rather an oversight op his part never having been an
uncle, He was really rather in the dark as to the mental
processes of those strange people, and he could not quite
bring himself to forget that he was a Fourth Form junior
and Dr. Holmes was the headmaster of 8t. Jim's |

But at that moment tea was served, and Lowther was
momentarily saved.

““Perhaps you had better stay the night here?” suggested
Dr. Holmes, over tea. “T'm afraid you will feel the effects
of your injury later. Is there much of a bruise?”

Lowther coughed. The only bruise was on the cotton-
wool padding.

“You are no longer 2 young man,” pointed out Dr.
Holmes, adjusting his glasses, with the object perhaps of
determining more exactly his companion’s age., But Lowther
dabbed his face cauntiously with a large handkerchief, so
concealing 1t from view.

“Well—er——" he mumbled.

“I can easily put you up here,” said Dr. Holmes kindly.
““And if you are going to the match, this would be a con-
venient starting-place. I am rather a sociable man, and
the prospect of aving a companion this evening appeals
to me.”

Lowther blinked. If he stayed the night, what of Monty
Lowther of the Fourth? But could he refuse?

*“Well—er—I'm afraid I have an appointment,” he eaid.
**Otherwise——"

“But you will presumably have to call here in the morn-
ing for your mnephew, if you wish to take him to the
match,” said Dr. Holmes, who apparently was very keen
to have & eompanion that evening.

“Yeo-os"

“When is your appointment?"

Monty Lowther shifted uncomfortably. He 'bes's.rl_to o8
that there were breakers ahead, and that everything in
the garden was not lovely.

“You can come back tonight. I will instruet a maid to
prepare a room,” said Dr. Holmes, who had wn into the
habit of expecting complete obedience and invarianble con-
currence with his wishes. *“That will be the best thing.
Your bag you left by the nets.”

“N-no; I've gob that here,” said Lowther. *But—but, 1
say, you 4

“Oh, 1 assure you it will be a pleasure,” said the head-
master, ‘“And I will telephone for a doctor now. I shall
not. listen to a refusal to that. By all accounts, the knock
was o very hard one. You had better see a doctor. Excuse
me & moment.”

And before Lowther could protest, the headmaster
vanished into his house. Monty Lowther's face had gone
guite pale under his make-up. He felt no ill effects from
that ball, but he wondered how he was going to get out
of his scrape. ?

To stay the night was clearly impossible, but how was
he going to escape? Could he run away? Could he make
some ingenuous excuse? The longer he stayed the more
chance there was of his being found out.

And then another fear assailed him. Monty Lowther
would have to be in to calling-over, and Monty Lowther's
things were in the suitease!

Lowther jumped up and looked at the spot on the garden
path where he had put the suitcase, It was not there! One
of the servants had taken it in. Perhaps one of the servants
was now kindly unpacking it for him, revealing only Etons
and a school cap!

Monty Lowther groaned within and trembled. An
thought of escape would be hopeless now, until he ha
regained possession of that bag. For could any evidence
be more incriminating than that? Lowther seemed to hear
the whistle of cane in the air. Worse still, gone would be
all chance of visiting the match—seeing any match, perhaps,
for weeks.

“0h, my giddy aunt—I mean, my giddy uncle!” he
groaned hollowly. i

And then, looking towards 'the hedge that bordered the
garden, he saw a head peer over. 1t was Redfern’s, and
Redfern gave a penetrating whisper:

“The game's up!”’
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Monty Lowther jumped, and his dismay as he locked at
Redfern was evident.

“Bowled you out, you clever
Redfern.

“What ?” gasped Lowther, and then dropped back into
the chair, Kerr? Redfern thought he was Kerr!

“It's all right,” said Redfern. “No one else has spotted

dog, Kerr!” went on

ow.™
“Good!” said Lowther. :
“Mind you get us permission,” warned Redfern, “or look

out for yoursclf, Kerr! You've taken everyone else in, but
I think Blake’s a bit suspicious, and Shush [**

Redfern dropped from view, and Lowther jumped up.
It was news to him that he had been bowled out. It was
even still more surprising that he had been taken for Kerr.
But that was better, surely, than being taken for Lowther!
At least, he had Reddy on his side.

It was the approach of a parlonrmaid which had caused
Redfern’s flight, and Lowther eyed her warily.

“I have taken your suitcase to your room, sir. May I
show vou the wav?™ she said. .

“Me?" said Lowther. **Oh—er—right-ho! Thanks! Yes,
please! Oh crumbs!™

He {followed the girl inte the house, and then up the
stairs to the sunny room which he had been allotted. 1t
was a very pleasant room, and he noticed with distinet

pleasure that it gave out on to the back of the house. If
need be, there was a way of escape there. .

“'Fhe doctor will arrive in a few minutes,” said the
parlourmaid sweetly as she went out of the room.

Lowther swung round in dismay.

“The d-doctor! Oh, my hat! Here, I say—"2

Click !

The door was closed, and now it would only he @
very short time before the arrival of the doctor! Monty
Lowther hecame frantic. Kseape! That was the only thing
to do! He snatched up his suitcase and tossed it out of the
window into the garden below, aiming it at the hedge,
for the snitcase contained ineriminating evidence.

Alas! The suitcase was heavier thanghe had thought, and
dropped short. In horror, Lowther watched it deseend on a
cucumber frame.

Crash!

Instantly the gardener appeared in view, and threw up
his hands, glaring from Lowther at the window to the suit-
case.

“'Bre! Hi!” the gardener cried in wrath.

“Ahem!” said Lowther. “Would you be good enough to
return me my suitcase, please?”

“Broke this frame, it 'as,” said the gardener wrathfully.
“What for did you throw thdit, sir?”

(Continued on next page.)
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A few minutes with our
wonder man,;the Oracle,
is the best tonic for the
blues and gloom.
has cured S0 many
readers that a special 3
festimonial six miles long has been drawn up, ready to be signed by all those who have

He

benefited.

Q. What is a cabriolet ?

A, It is charming of you, Rudolph
Clutterbuck of Shoreditch, to send me a
frea ticket for the social of the Smithkin
Road Vegetarian Debating Society, in
which you hold the office of chief chucker-
out. 1 note, too, that refreshments are
on the card—but I fear that I can ne
longer crack nuts with my teeth, and I
always wear rubber-soled boots. How-
ever, I am delighted to answer your gues-
tion here about the esbriolet, which is not,
as you seem to suppose, & new kind of
gambling game which might be introduced
‘with advantafe (to yourgelf) in the de-
bating society. It was @& gort of hooded
earriage introduced into FEngland from
Paria in the year 1820, and very popular
among some of the smart young men-about-
town. It was the forerunner of the Han-
gom cab, invented by an architect named
Mr. Hangom in 1834, 1 hope, Rurlﬂi_ph,
your social evening at the debating society
will go off without your official services
being called into use many times. So
long%

How would you like a ride in one of
these 7 Not quite up to a Rolls or a

Ford, but a bit cheaper on petrol.
vehicle is called a cabriolet.

This

#

Our Oracle informed the Editor that o
reader sent in the following query :
A tutor who tooted the flute
Tried to tutor (wo tutors to loat,
Said the twa to the tulor,
¢ Is it easier to toot or
To tutor two tootors te toot’ P
After saying iwhich the old man was
emoved to the dentist's to have a fow new
rivels soldered into his dental plate. Now
try the above on your chums, but take a deep
breath first !

Q. What is a sucker 7

A. A chum who signs himself * Angler
has gsent in the above question, and I am
left to presume that it a fishy applica-
tion. Fish known as suckers live in many
waters of the world, especially in muddy
rivers, and they get their living by sucking
small creatures and other food from the
sea or river-bed. In addition, there is a
great family known aa the sucking-fishes,
so named becauge they attach themselves
to other fishes or moving objecta by means
of a rubber-like pad. 'This variety,
“ Angler,” hes a fondnese for fixing itself
to the body of a shark and so being carried
about in the sea without effort. Some-
times this species also attaches itself to a
ship, turtle, or something else with a
definite power of moving at a much faster
spood through the swater than itself. In
Great Britain the word * sucker” is
gometimes uged as a slang term for a
sweetmeat ; in tha United States ** sucker ”
is slang for a fool or * mug.”

Q. What is a patio 7

A. This, G. €. B., is the Spanish name
for an inner court, open to the sky, of a
house, and which is the usual feature of
dwellings in Spain and Spanish America.
Thanks for sending the ussd ha'penny
stamp issued to commemorate the Postal
Union Congress in London held this year.
I am t-hin%xing of bequeathing it to the
office boy in my will. j

Q, What is the difference In
rank betwien a captain in the
Royal Navy and a captain in the
Army 7

A, This interesting query has
been sent in by a Manchester lad
who, like a few hundred other
eaper readers, demands that 1 ghall
put the answer in next week's
* Gem," Will the Manchester
chum and others pleass take note
again that the " Gem ™ goes to
press three weeks before publica-
tion ; also that owing to the hun.
dreds of letters sent in, questions
have to be dealt with in strict
rotation end eonly the most
interesting can be used in these
columns. The rest are answered by a
learned staff specially employed under the
Oracle’s own supervision. And now about
the Navy and ArmyJ There is a dickens

CAPTAIN

N
fRAVY) CAPTAL

(ARMY)

The badges of rank worn on the sleeves
of %hwy and Army captains.

of a lot of difference in rank between a
captain in one and the other. A naval
lieutenant—a ** two-ringer "—is equal in
rank to a captain of the Army. A cap-
tain in the Navy, however, is equal in rank
to a colonel, ‘1?;19 artist has drawn for you
the badges of rank worn on the sleeves of
the Navy and Army captains respectively.

Q. Who was Fray Bentos 7

A, To be frank, the only thing of this
name I ever heard of, BMorrish Lee of
Hampstead, was bully beef—and jolly
good stuff, too! One of my pgrandsons
has informed me that this brand was

frequently issued to him in France during

the War.

Q. What is parquetry 7

A. The term, W. H. A., of Bath, refers
to a kind of mosaic in wood used for
ornamental ﬂooring. To make patterns,
the colour and of oak, walnut, lime;
cherry, pine, ete., are employed in contrast,
and goometrical designs, mainly consigting
of squares and tri 8, are carried out.
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“D-did I throw it?"

“1 gee you done it,"” said the pardener.

Lowther frantically tried to think of some excuze. To say
that the bag had fallen was clearly impossible. But, to
nmke matters worse, Dr. Holmes, attracted by _the noise,
appeared on the scene, and the gardener explained what
hud happened.

Dr. Holmes looked u

“Dear me! Can it
threw down this bag?” :

T must have,” said Lowther. #I—er—I'm rather absent-
minded. The accident has rather upset me, too. I'll.come
down and fetch the: bag," he concluded, anxious to recover
that important article. 3 : e I ;

“Don’t trouble,” said the Head, evidently satisfed with
the explanation. “The gardener will bring it up to you.”

Dr. Holmes turned to the gardener. :

“Take thé bag-to Mr. Lowther,” he said, now somewhat
worried. “1 fear,” he added in an undertone, “that the
mishap this afternoon has affected his mind. He seems very
strange in manner.” - . : ;

L“]{;cs,' sir,” said the gardener, and entered the house with
the bag, % - -

But at that moment Lowther heard a car purr into the
quadrangle. The doctor! He dashed from the room and
down the stairs, (He met the gardener in the hall, and
snatched his suitcase from him. -

Realising that he was nearing the end of his tether now
the doctor had arrived, Lowther made a bolt for the
back passage that led down to the kitchen guarters.

“ Stop—stop !” cried the Head.

But Lowther had decided that he had better clear, and for
once he ventured to disobey the Head's commands. Straight
through the kitchen he ran, out into the gardens, and then
over the fence into the playing-fields. Fast as he could, he
ran across these, while juniors and seniors stared at the
strange sight. s

Then, realising that he was not pursued, and finding
running not so casy with his make-up, he eased up slightly.
That was his downfall, for Jack Blake & Co,, coming from
behind the elms, hurried towards him.

“Look out!” called Redfern. 2%

Lowther looked and made a bolt for the old pav_lhon, the
nearest refuge where he might be able to change his clothes,

Blake & Co. were too near for that, and he leapt over
the hedge, cnly to stumble, however, on landing. In a
moment Blake was on top of him, Herries had rolled him
over, and was sitting on his chest, while Arthur Augustus
tugged at his beard.

“Kerr, you wottah!
JOVB !))

D’ Arcy waved the beard in his hand, and from the others
there eame a chorus,

* Lowther 1

“My giddy aunt—Lowther "

Lowther sat up.

“You howling idiot!” he roared. “You've spoiled every-
thing Oh, you fatheads! They're after me!”

Jack Blake looked from Lowther to the advancing crowd,
and made up his mind.

“Qneak into the old pav!? he exclaimed. “Go up into
the loft and change. T'll lead them on to a false scent.”

Lowther, grasping his beard and his bag, crept along the
hedge, while Jack Blake went in the opposite direction,
and the Co. followed him. The crowd veered with them,
and a moment later Lowther was safe—safe in the loft
where two juniors blinked at him and made grunting noises
through their gags!

at the window in surprise.
possible, Mr, Lowther, that you

You are bowled out, you— Bai

CHAPTER 12.
The Last Laugh!
IGGINS, Kerr, and Wynn were not in the best of

F

even a good sort might object to being hoaxed, and they
rather funked telling him the truth. What they funked
still more was his finding it out, and already they had
gra;-e doubts about his having done so. Mr. Lowther was
no fool.

Flight seemed one way out, but Mr. Lowther had Figgins
v the arm, and he halted before a barber's shop.

“Here's the very place. Your hair is much too long at
the back of the neck, Monty., In you go, my boy. And
gou two had better roll in, too.” =1

Rather surprised and a little perturbed by the look in
his eye, Figpins entered the barber’s shop, fellowed by
Kerr and Wynn, The assistant, who was sitting reading,
rose to meet them, and Mr Lawther nodded at Flggin 5

“This 1s my nephew, Monty. Fine strapping lad. Take
the chair, Monty my hoy.”

Tae Genm Lisnart.—No. 1,119,
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were not really so optimistic as before phout the
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Figgins groaned and took the chair, suffering the sheot
to be wrapped round him.

- “ Haireut, sir?” asked the barber. :

_“No; waved. A long flowing wave in front, and short,
tight eurls behind,” said Mr. Lowther.

George Figgins gave a violent start and shot up in the
choalr,

*What!
shrieked.

“Certainly, Monty,” said Mr. Lowther firmly.
obedience, my hoy.
trust I i

Figgins went pale and sat back in the chair. A Marcel
wave—curly hair! His mind swam; he recoiled from the
horrible thought. Why, he would be the laughing stock
of the school for weeks! It was incrr_\dibic—impossilﬁel

“Permanent wave,” said Mr. Lowther, sitting down and
selecting a cigar, while Kerr and Wynn sat very near to
the entrance, ready to bolt. L

“Yes, sir,” said the assistant. “Certainly, sir. Special
apparatus of our own for waving ladies’ hair, sir.”

A fearsome-looking apparatus was fized over Figgins'
head while he quaked. Dare he own up? Dare he resisi?
Before he had decided his fate was sealed.

“Don’t move, sir. It would be danrerous,” said the
assistant, * You might set your head alight1”

Tiggins =at guite =till, and Mr, Lowther beamed.

“Good!” he said. “T'll be back in a minute. Must gef
spme cigars, And don't forget o use that purple-looking
brilliantine on hizs bair.”

Mr. Lowther went out of the hairdressing saleon hum-
ming, watched warily by Kerr and Wynn. It suddenly
etruck Kerr as strange that he now had money to buy cigars.
More than ever now the Seotch lad realised that Mr.
Lowther had been pulling their legs.

B8miling to himself, E\?r. Lowther crossed the road and
entered the telephone-box again. He had been unable to
get through previously to St. Jim's, and he badly wanted
a word with his real nephew! :

“ Lowther cannot be found, sir,” came the reply in
Darrell's voice, when Mr. Lowther got through. ©Who is
that speaking 1 :

“1 am hizs unele.”

“YWhat? His unele is here.
a cricket-balll"’

Mr. Lowther jumped.

“ What's that? Describe. him, please.”

“0Oh, a tanned-looking man, with a black beard,
portly, Very nice man,” said Darrell hurriedly.

Mr. Lowther puckered his brow, and then grinned
broadly. Finally he chuckled.

“The young imps!” he said.

“What did you say, sir?”

“That man is an escaped lunatic,” said Mr. Lowther.
“You will ind he scts very queerly indeed. Fr—he is not
responsible for his actions at all. He hasn’t obtained credit
under my name ™

“0Oh, no! .Not yet, anyway! Are you sure about this?"
asked Darrell anxiously.” 1 must say he has been acting
a little queerly. I hear he has broken a frame in the
Head's garden.”

“He may do worse than that.
from him. Humour him.”

“What ¥

“T'm coming there at onee,” said Mr. Lowiher, © And
possibly an ambulance may arrive. I want to have a word
with him ir private, if possible. Poor fellow! I know how
to handle him.”

My, Lowther twiddled his cane thoughtfully, and then hung
up the receiver.

“So that's the game, hey?” he murmured. “Someons
dressed up as me. Some Iriend of these lads, Well, 1 hopa
Figgy likes his hair, that's all. A life with a permanent
wave will be worse than going to sea, Ha, ha! Now for
Bt. Jim's!™

He hailed a taxicab and, leaving Figgins to finish his
coiffure and pay the bill for it, he drove to Bt. Jim's, quite
looking forward to meeting his impersonator face to face
and having a word with him in private,

He did not intend to make o report to Dr. Holmes, for
in his day, it must be confessed, Uncle Monty had been a
“young rip.” : ;

gt. Jim's, when he arrived, did not disappoint him at
all. Darrell had taken the news to Dr. Holmes, and tha
quadrangle was filled with juniors and seniors on the look-
out for the supposed lunatic. There were fellows with
ericket-hats, feﬁows with stumps, pokers, hockey-sticks,
garden forks, and each and every kind of implement.

Well to the fore was Tom Merry, stretching his cramped
arms, after his release by Lowther, and swinging a stump.
Manners wielded a bat, and Monty Lowther, freshly washed
and tidy in his Etons again, was looking fieree, with o
cricket-ball in his hand ready to throw.

Wave my hair! Curl it like a girl's!” he

“No dis-
You would not defy your uncle, I

He has just been struck by

Rather

He's dippy. Keep away

-



Another Dandy Free Gift in Next Week’s GEM! 23

g (1)

s i i _J___:___ :
T R R

i

Tamad s
imm'-i""

“Haircut, sir 7 '’ asked the barber’s assistant as Figgins, Kerr, Wynn, and Mr. Lowther antered the shop. ** No, permanent

wave,'! said Mr. Lowther, as Figgins took the chair.
tainly,"” said Mr. Lowther. * No disobedience, my boy."

The car passed in at the entrance, and was foreed to halt
on account of the crowd. Amidst much comment Mr., Lowther
alighted, and Dr, Holmes hurried forward, looking agitated
and ill-at-eaze.

“Mr. Lowther?” he asked.

“Yes, yos. - Dr. Holmes? This is all very terrible for
yon!" sard Mr. Lowther, trying to keep the gleam from
his eyes as he looked round the crowded quadrangle. “ You
have locked the fellow in?”

“No. He has escaped.”

“Hscaped ! Mr, Lowther's face fell. “That is bad! But,
still, he will go back home, I dare say.”

“You know him1* asked Dr. Holmes,

“Harmless, really. But a pity he got away. I would
have liked a word with him. However, all is well, no
doubt.”

“If you say this man is harmless and has probably
returned home, all is well,” agreed Dr. Holmes, “He cer-
tainly acted in a most peculiar manner—most. Threw his
bag out of the window. And yet,” mused the Head, “heo
seemed to know your nephew, and asked that he should have
the day off to-morrow.”

“Did he?” said Mr. Lowther, and just managed to
chuckle. *“I see. Well, of course he knew all about the
mateh, and all about my nephew, too. He carries off these
things up to a point, and then—well, goes batty !

“Precisaly what he—er—did do, although the word is new
to me. But if you are sure there is no danger, I will
disperse the boys. Ah,” he added, as Lowther come for-
“Here is your nephew!”

Monty Lowther advanced a little shame-faced and con-
siderably surprised, and his unele took him aside. After a
few remarks abouf the people at home, he broached the
subject of the New House Coa.

“Did you ask me to meet you
Monty 1" .

“Th? No. In my telegram I didn’t make any arrange-
ment a5 to where I should meet you, because I thought you
wouldn’t arrive until Friday.”™

in Wayland to-day,

i What ? ' shrieked Figgins.
{See Chapter 12.)

* Curl my hair like a girl’s !  Cer=-

“Ah!.I thought it strange receiving two telegrams from
you. Know three boys named Figgy, Kerr, and Wynn i

Lowther jumped.

“My hat! Two telegrams! The New House rotters!
Have they heen up to tricks, uncle?”

Mr. Lowther chuckled.

“They have.
1 spotted.”

“I've had fun with them, Monty, pulling their legs.
Nice boys. But that boy Figgins' hair is too straight!” he
langhed. “However, it will look better waved!"

“Waved 7" ejaculated Lowther.

“Y¥Yes. He mtroduced himself to me as my nephew,”
said Mr. Lowther, shaking his head. “Naturally, such a
thing could not go unpunished. However, my better nature
triumphed, and, instead of doing the lad an injury, I
arrgnged for him to have his hair permanently waved. He's
at the hairdresser’s now.”

Monty Lowther blinked; then he roared with laughter,
and Tom Merry & Co. joined in. Mr. Lowther laughed as
merrily as any, and when he shook Tom Merry & Co. by
the hand, he was fairly bubbling with mirth.

“Oh, my hat! Poor old Figgy!” said Lowther.

“Well done, sir!” said Tom Merrly.

“I've dished those New House fellows for you!” laughed
Mr. Lowther. “And I suppose it was one of them who
came here as me—what? Cheeky young rascal!
that fellow, whoever he is, a taste of my stick!
approve of that!"

wther coughed and looked at the stick.

“0Oh! Ah—hum—" he mumbled.

“Pity he got away,” mused Uncle Monty, in disappoint-
ment—" great pity! 1 saved his skin for him by telling
the headmaster that he was a dotty chap. Don't want to
get t,]’m kid expelled; but I mean to punish him in my own
way.

““About the matech, uncle,” said Lowther, turning the

subject.
, Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,119,
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“I'll got you permussion on one condition,” said Uncle
Monty thoughtfully. “I can work it with your headmaster.
But on one condition, Montague—one condition. You musg
bag the impostor.” :

Tom Merry and Manners igmaned, and Lowther gave a
blink of dismay. If his uncle knew the truth, gone would
be their chance of seeing the match, And yet hus uncle was
& good sport. Was there no way out? .

“If 1 bag the spoof. Uncle Monty?" asked Monty, his
eyes gleaming.

Yes.”

Monty Lowther brightened considerably. -

“Then come this way, uncle,” he said. *¥You promise,
though, that I shan’t be made to suffer in any way for
it

“Oh, yes! I won't give you away!
punished !'" said Uncle Monty, all eagerness.

Tom Merry and Manners, rather puzzled, followed
Lowther and his uncle to the old pavilion, waiting below
while Lowther went upstdirs. He then returned bearing the
suitease. Uncle Monty frowned in surprise as Lowther
opened it and struck an attitude of triumph.

“Thore you are,’”’ said Lowther., “There's the falso
Uncle Monty ! Bagged! All complete in & bag—beard, wig,
and everything, uncle!”

Uncle Monty stared, frowned for a moment, and then
burst out laughing.

“Then—then it was you, Monty, you young scamp!?
Tricked me—eh? You young rascal! Dut you've certainly
“bagged® him! Good pun, Monty!" He patted hEs
nephew on the shoulder and roared again. “Now there's
another bag T want to see.”

* Another " g :

“Ves,” said Uncle Monty. “I want to see Figgy bag—
bag home again!”

““Ha, ha, hal” et

And so did all the School House! So when Figgins, Kerr,
and Wynn arrived, looking very sheepish, they found an
eager crowd awaiting them. =

Jack Blake snatched off Figgins' cap, and as the New
House junior’s head was revealed, with a crop of delightful
crinkly hair, beautifully waved—despite the number of
times he had plunged it inte water—a roar went up:

“(0Oh, girlie!”

“Tsn't she sweet?”

Tiggins, Kerr, and Wynn, with downeast heads and
scarlet cheeks, made a dash for the New House, followed
by shouts of laughter, The School House had won!

You shan't bo

CHAPTER 13.
. All’'s Well that Ends Well ! _
L] Y hat!” said Figgins, “The old chap’s a brick!
T can forgive him my hair! Is it really true,

Kerr?" ;

“ Absolutely true! I don't know how he

wangled it, but we're to draw lots. One of us can go to
the match. What do you think of it? Rather a sport?”
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“One of the best!” said Figgins. :

And Tom Merry & Co. agreed that that was a just and
fair decision of Uncle Monty, who had stood a splendid

* spread in the tuckshop, and acted in the manner of an ideal

uncle. Thanks to his influence with Dr. Holmes, and his
pleasant manner, which had put the Head into his best
temper, Uncle Monty was allowed to take five juniors to
the match—Tom Merry & Co., one of the Fourth, and a
New House fellow. ;

In the end, Figgins, as compensation for his hair, was
the elect of the New House Co., Kerr and Wynn refusing to
draw lots. Jack Blake went as Fourth Form representative;
so all was fair.

And what a match it was, too. Figgins even managed to
forget his hair in the excitement of the game; and when
Kildare sent his fifty up, the juniors nearly split the sky
with their cheers. Kildare carricd his bat for a well-hit
63, and, put en to bowl at the very end, took the last two
wickets at the expense of 8 runs.

It was a match worth secing, even though it ended with
a draw, and there were fierco arguments on what would
have happened if there had been another day's play. But
the chief thing was that it had been a great game, and
that there was great news to take back to St. Jim’s.

The envy of the whole school, the five returned to give
detailed accounts that no newspaper could hope to better.

The truth about the “lunatic” did gradually filter out, and
perhaps it even reached Dr. Holmes' ears, but he gave no
sign of knowledge, even if it did. Knox, howover, had his
knife in Monty Lowther for weoks after; but so far as the
junior school was concerned there was only joy.

After a three days’ stay at St. Jim's, Uncle Monty
departed, to the accompauiment of rousing cheers. The -
juniors were guite sorry to lose him; and he was sorry to
go, although, as ho said, he had certainly left his mark =
if only on Figgins' hair,

But even in that Mr, Lowther proved & good sort, for
before his departure he whispered in Figping' ear a sure
way of removing the curls, and Figging' cheers were louder
than all the rest!

“A preat fellow!” was the general verdict; and Monty
Lowther was heard to remark that his effection for his uncle
was quite touching. There was evidently something in that,
for Monty Lowther wus richer by a five-pound note when 3t
Jim's saw the last of Uncle Monty.

THE EXD.

(There will be another grand long story of Tom
Merry & Co. in next weck’s GEM, entitled: * WHO
KISSED ETHEL ?  Make sure you read it, chums !)
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A WONDERFUL ACHIEVEMENT!

Next week, chums, with the last of the Gpa’s Free Gifts
in vour hands, you will be able to sit back and contemplate
with expressions of pride and satisfaction on your faces the
voplete set of sixteen picture cards you've been collecting
week by week. Looking through my own private set just
now, I couldn’t resist the temptation to give myself o pat on
tiie back for a job well done, though, of course, most of the
ercdit belongs to the little band of artists who put their
finest work into the fascinating series of pictures that my
readers have looked forward to so eagerly every Wednesday.
Take another look at your collections, chums, and then
answer this question: Hasn't the good old Gex an achieve-
ment to be proud of ! I venture to think so, and I feel sure
that vou're ready to add a hearty “ Hear, hear!”
THE GEM Lmragy,—No, 1,118,

“ WHO KISSED ETHEL ? "
“What on earth * I can hear you ejaculate. Thought

There you have the title for next week's story of the chums
of 3t, Jim's, the first of a grand series of holiday yarns. An
“unusual,” intriguing title, isn’t it? Tom Merry & Co. are
looking forward to having the time of their lives during this
summer vac., for, together with Xthel Cleveland & Co., of
Spalding Hall, they are invited by Arthur Augustus D’Arey
to spend the holiday at a lonely old house on the coast of
Cornwall. On top of this there is the prospect of a thrilling
hunt for a long-lost treasure! Everything is merry and
bright among Gussy's house-party until What happens
then? You'll find out for yourself when you read:

“ WHO HKISSED ETHEL ? "

Next week's article in the series that deals so grippingly
with FAMOUS DAREDEVILS- will be of special interest
to every boy. It tells an undying story—that of Jack Corn-
well, V.C. This brave young seaman was an ex-Scout who
remembered the Scout motto: “Stick to it!” even when
mortally wounded, and the story of his heroism will grip
every young fellow who reads it. Doy Beouts especially, who
know that the *Cornwell Badge ™ is the highest honour to
which they can aspire) will welcome this artiele, which, ineci-
dentally, appears during the cclebrations of the Scout Move-
ment’s 21st birthday at Arrowe Park, Birkenhead.

Other splendid atfractions in next Wednesday’s bumper
number of the GEM are a further thrilling instalment of our
serial THE ROBOT MAN. and another bateh of rib-tickling
replies from the ORACLE. Don't hesitate ta sling your
posers at him !

So-long, chums!

;f,:‘-’#o?r.. e i Seh asti
,yg/“/fg :‘_;, you'd be surprised when you caught snght of that question.

- THE EDITOR
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HERE’S A REMARKABLE TALE OF ADVENTURE UP THE RIVER AMAZON! 2

To be master of the world; to hold
in hia hand the destinies of man-
kind, is the ambition of a mad
scientist. And thera is only one
person who can prevent this ter=
rible catastrophe from coming to
pass. That ie young Jack Carter,
of the Rollins Relief Expedition!

The Doctor’s Diary!
1 UCK !” eried Teddy White, dropping to the floor.

D But Harry Frobisher was too astonished at that

shot through the window, and too curious to know
where it came from, to think of his own safety,
and dashing to the door he flung it open and peered out.

He was just in time to see a crouching figure, carrylng
a still.smoking rifle, plunge into the bush and disappear.

It was only a momentary glimpse, but it cansed Harry to
give an exclamation of astonishment, and when he returned
to the room his face wore a dazed expression.

“Sop him?” gasped Teddy from the floor.

*“Yes; he's gone. You can get up,” replied Harry, speak-
ing in a half-stupefied way.

**Did you see him.g"

“Ves.”

“Wot was he like?”

“That's what's worrying me,” replied Harry. “0f coursa
it ean't be, but—well, it was awfully like him. As he
ducked under the palms at the edge of the clearing 1 caught
a glimpse of his face, and I could have sworn But, of
course, it is all rot. He is half-way to the coast by this
time.”

TE%V'IO is yer talking about? Who was it you fort you
saw 7’ demanded Teddy, with pardonable impatience.

“His figure, too, and the way he crouched as”he ran. It
was just lilke— Hanged if T can make it out!

“Who was it?” shouted Teddy as he rose from the floor,
at the same time taking care not to stand in front of the
window. : e

“T tell you I don't know,” replied Harry, *but it looked
just like Paul Tench,” .

“fPanch 1" exclaimed Teddy excitedly. “You bet it was
him! I never liked the white-livered t?’ad, nor did Mr.
Jack. We knowed he was up to no good.

“But he left us to go back to the coast with the others.
Why should he be hanging about here?™

-oxplored the bungalow.

“That's his business, aud you bet your
lifo it's a precious ugly business, too!”

“8iill, T don't understand,” protested
Harry, “Why should he iake a pot-
shot at my hat1”

“ Because he thought your "ead was in
it, Mr. Harry—that's why | replicd the
Clockney, with conviction.

“PBut I haven't done Paul Tench any
harm,” objected Harry, still uncon-
vinced.

“That don’t matter,” retorted Teddy.
“He's allers wanted a accident to "appen
to yow. Didn't he go off with you
alone, time after time, on the way
down, and didn't you hev some close
And wasn't he mad when you wouldn’t go back

shaves?
with him to the coast? Wot was that for? You mark my

words, he's out to do you in. He daren't try that game
when we was all together, but now he finks he’s got his
chance. You may laugh, but I knows# wot I'm saying, and
wot I says to you is—keep your eyes skinned.”

“I will,” replied Harry. “All the same, I can’t believe
Paul Tench would murder me. Why, he was my uncle's
favourite servant down in Sussex.” .

A P’r’a}qs thet’s the reason,” replied Teddy mysteriously;
but he did not pursue the subject. “The question now is
do we stay on here, bearing in mind wot's 'appened ™
was his next remark. “With that there ‘ole in the winder,
it don’t seem quite the snug little "iding-place I fort it was.”

Harry looked thoughtful.

“I think we will stay,” he said, after a pause. “If
anyone is really after us with a gun, we shall be safer in
here than roaming about the forest, Let us have a look
over the honse.™

“It's not ’arf a bad erib,” said Teddy, whe had already
““The pore ole josser outside knew
'ow t0 make hisself comfortable.”

They went over the house together. There were two bed-
rooms, each with a single bed in it, covered by a mosguito-
net. The rooms were both simply but adequately furnished,
and the only difference between them was that one had a
shelf containing books, and a reading-lamp on a small table
beside the bed.

The next room they visited had the appearance of a
surgery. The walls were covered with shelves containing
bottles and drugs of various kinds. There was also a con-
trivance for making distilled water, and in one corner was
a sink with a pump over it

In front of the window, which overlooked the now
neglected garden at the back of the house, was a writing-
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desk, on which were writing materials and a big book which
looked like a ledger.

Harry opened this, and found it nearly full of writing in
a neat, scﬁolariy hand.

As he examined it he uttered an exclamation.

“1 say, Feddy, come here."

“Wot’s up? Found anyfink ?” asked the Cockney.

“Yes. Look at this.”

*Wot is it 7

“The diary of the man who used to live here,” replied
Harry, almost in a tone of awe. ‘What's the date to-
day " v

“T dunno. TI've lost count of time.
end of July, I reckon.” : "

Harry turned to the last entry in the book before him.

*Bunday, July Tth,” he read. "He wrote this not more
than three weeks ago!”

It gave the boy a curious feeling to think that so recently
that poor skeleton on the veranda outside had been a living,
breathing, human being.

“Wot's he say?” demanded Teddy, leaning forward.

Harry read aloud the linal entry.

Somoewheres near the

“‘No change. Every day is now the same. How much
longer will it last? For thirty years I laboured here among
a simple, happy, gay, and industrious people. By my poor
gkill 1 won their gratitude and affection. Under my
guidance they tilled the land and fought the forest, and
sickniess was rare among them. We were a happy fa.rp:l;,.'
altogether. And then a year ago a strange and mysterious
terror fell upon the land. What is this secret horror that
has cast a blight upon us all? 1 pay but little attention to
the wild tales told me by the poor, frightened natives. Their
stories are absurd, r souls! But there is something real—
something evil—behind their crazy, fantastic imaginings.
What is 1t?7 I bave asked myself that question a thousand
times, and now I know I shall never get an answer. The
people have fled, leaving their erops ungarnered, their fields
untilled. The ravenous forest is creeping once more over
the land, and regaining what has been won from it by so
much toil My own servants left me one by one; and yester-
day even my faithful Jose told me, with terror in his eyes,
that he must go. Now I am alone. What am I to do?
I am too old and too tired to wander. I must rest and I
must think, To-morrow perhaps my head will be clearer.
To-night I feel strangely dull and weak and tired.

% And that is all,” said Harry, in a low voice, as he turned
over the blank pages. “He never wrote any more after
that.”

“Pore old chappie!” said Teddy, with r:aai sympathy.
“Fancy doing his job for thirty year in_a ’ole like this,
and then being left to die all by hisself. He was a doctor,
1 reckon.” j

“Ves,” said Harry, “it looks like it. That must be his
name in the book in the other room, Dr. Henry Slater. I
suppose it was that mechanical man that frightened all the
people away.” b . :

«T don't blame ’em, for ona!” said Teddy, with a shwe}-,
#\Wot do vou say, chummie, if we do a bolt, too? ¥ ’,I‘here ]
that littlo boat all neat and handy. As soon as it's dark
we could slip away in that, and be miles down the river by
the morning."

Harry shook his head.

“T'm not leaving this neighbourhood till I know what has
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In the Cell of 'Carkness ! -

HEN Jack Carter was seized by the two powerful

W natives he thought his last hour had come, and

there was something hysterical in the wild laugh

which escaped his lips as he saw in the pictured

scena on the table the giant Robet dancing like the figura

in_a puppet-show, and then go crashing to the ground a
ruined mass,

Believing he was to die, he nevertheless experienced a
fierce joy at having with his last act smashed that hideous
monster. )

His captors, however, though they held him in a grip
of steel, did not subject him to any rough treatment.

He felt himself being borne along swiitly and almost
silently through the darkness.

It was pitch dark and he could see nothing, but he had
the impression they were passing along a narrow passage.

He also had the horrible feeling that the creatures who
held him were hardly human. They displayed no anger
or any emotion of any kind, but handled him as though
he had beer a bale of roods. :

Suddenly he heard a slight noise just in front of them
as though a sliding door had moved open on well-greased
wheels.

The next moment v was put down on his feet, the hands
which held him were relaxed, and then vanished, and he
stood alone in the darkness.

Again he heard that sound of a sliding door. Then sall
was still,

He stretched out hiz arms, and the fingers of one hand
touched a wall.

He approached it and began to feel his way along it
eantiously.

He had gone three paces, however, when he pulled up
short with %is heart in his mouth, for he distinctly heard
guite near to him the sound of someone breathing.

His first impulse was to fling a challenge out into the
darkness, but something checked  him, and he kept quite
still, making no sound and straining his ears.

He heard the breathing again, and then the faint sound
of padding footsteps moving away from him.,

A horrible thought flashed across his mind. Was it
possible that he was penned up in this dark cell with some
wild animal? The cold-blooded, diabolical cruelty of that
crazy professor might easily have conceived such a scheme
of revenge.

A thrill of fear like a2 frickle of ice-cold water passed
down Jack’s spine x

He leaned against the wall, hardly daring to breathe,
and with wide open eoyes stared in front of him, striving
in vain to pierce the inky blackness. -

The minutes passed, and to Jack with his strained nerves
they seemed like hours.

He felt sick and giddy, and he wondered how much
Icingsr he would be ahle to restrain the impulse to scream
aloud.

And then just as the strain was becoming unendurable
a startling thing happened.

Without warning and without 2 sound there came a
blinding flash, and the prison-cell was flooded with the glare
of eleetric light.

At first Jack’s eyes were dazzled, and then as he blinked
helplessly he heard a kind of grunt.

Looking in the direction of the sound he saw to kis

astonishment on the opposite side of the cell, searcely ten
feet away from him, the figure of a man. :
The man was scated on the

become of Jack and the cap-
tain. You can go if you like.
I don’t want the cance.”

“That ain't friendly. Mr.
Harry,” said the little man,
m an injured tone. *Magic
or no magie, I sticks by you
to the deff. All the same. I
ain’t 'appy.”

They dug a grave in the
garden behind the bungalow
and buried the remains of
the brave old English doctor
who had done his work so
well among this alien people
and then died at his post

Then for a long time they
gat talking and trying with-
out much
plans for the future.

Boon after sundown they
rotired to rest.

success to  male .

THE OPENINQ CHAPTERS.

FReports having been received that Professor Rollins, wiw went lo South
America to explore the unknown regions through which the wmighly Amazon
flows, is held in coptivity. Captein Storm, a broad-shouldered man,
in company with Teddy White, a middie-oged Cockney, and hwo youngsters
anmed Jack Corter and Horry Frobisher, set off in search of the missing
seientist, Heedless of the dangers ahead, the four plucky adventurers
push on into the unknoirn regions until they reach o cove n the hillside
where they make camp, Before very long, however, a huge steel monster,
formed like a man, suddenly appears, seizes Captain Storm by the waist,
and carries him away, Almost immediately following this, Jack Carler
comes face to foce with Pro{?sor Rollins, the inventor of the strange
monstrosity known as the Ro The profeseor insists on the youngsier
accompanying him to fis arters in the rocks. Contineed that the
professor must be mad, Jack deems it wise to_hwmour him. Unhappy

al the mysferious disappearance of Carter. White and Frebisher are
eollecting gome Brushwood to make a fire when they see the Robol appear.
Suddenly the monster collapses.  Before the two ehums can pull themselves
together, however, o Lorry appears on the scene fnden with slaves, who pile up
the shatiered machinery into the lorry and then move off.  Realising it wise fo
make themselves scarce, While and Frobisher make for the viver where they
diseorer o bungalow, in the shadow of which they see a skelefon reclining ina
hammock chatr. Their explorations in the inferior of the bungalow are
suddenly interrupted bythe sharp crack of @ vifle, and abullet whistlesthrough
the wa?nd%w.sends Harry's hat.wpim{mg,mm iries ibself in the well opposite.

(Now read on.)

floor with his back to the
wall, his arms round his
knees, and his head bent for-
ward as though he was asleep.

And then as Jack stared, the
man slowly raised his head
and revealed his drawn and
hazgard face.

It was the face of Captain
Storm.

For some seconds the two
stared at one another, un-
able tc speak or move.

Then suddenly the man
staggered to hiz feet and
came forward

“Tad, I'm sorry,” he said

tremulously. “I had hoped
you had escaped these fiends
and that I was the only
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Without warning or sound
there came a blinding flash,
and the prison-cell was flooded 7
with a glare of electric light, /
And then Jack was able to
make out his companion, a
man of middle age, who sat
huddied in a ﬁopnhss position
in the corner. It wasz Captair
Storm ! (Se2 page 206.)

.

=g

They gripped hands as he spoke, and into Jack Carter’s
face there came a brave smile .

“1 thank Heaven you are alive, sir, and I am glad to be
with you,” he said’ earnestly.

His voice was so sincere, and the look in his clear young
eyes 50 full of courage that the man was deeply moved.

“Do you know what you are saying, lad?’ he said un-
steadily. ““This means a living death for us both. I am
no longer young. It dees not matter much. But you, a&
boy with all your life before you—it is cruel, it is infamous.™

“While there's life there’s hope, captain,” said Jack
cheerfully, " Wo will get away. Don't lose heart. It is
a groat thing that we have found one another. If we put
our heads together we shall think of something.”

The man gazed at the boy wonderingly, and as he looked
into those bright, fearless eyes, a faint new hope rose
within him.

“ Jack,” he said with emotion, “it iz good to have you
here. It is good! Although beaven knows I am sorry to
see you and wish you were safe out of it and on your way
te the coast.™

“When we go to the coast, captain, we will go together,”
repiled Jack confidently., “ But where did this light come
from? Did you switch it on?”’

“Oh, no! They switch it on every now and again, to see
what T am doing, I suppose.”

Jack looked round the cell in surprise. It was a square

lofty chamber, with walls apparently ot =olid rock., There
\ pp ¥

were no windows, and as far as one could see there was
no door. Nor was there any indication as to where the
light came from. It descended wpon them in a blinding
flood from ahove.

“Can they zee us here? asked Jack, and unconsciously
he lowered his voice.

“I think so0," said Captain Storm. “Tt is one of that
fiend’s inventions. Have you scen him? Rellins, I mean.”

Jack nodded, and gave a rapid account of how he had
failen into the professor’s hands.

Captain Storm Hstened intently, and when the final scene
in the story was reached, his eves opened wide, and in spitd
of his weakness, and all he had endured, a broad =mila
spread over his rugged face,

“You kicked him?” he said-in an excited whisper. “ Yon
kicked Rollinst"? ;
“In the ribs,” Jack said. “Pretiy hard, too. You sce T

was angry.”

“Lad,” said the captain, with tears in his eves, “now I
can die happy.” I thought that monster was beyond the
reach of any kind of human vengeance. And you kicked
him! Kicked him in the ribs. Jack, my son, you den’t
know hew you've checred me up.”

Jack smiled, delighted to note that the look of hopeless
despair had passed out of those pale blue oyes.

Captain Btorm then told his own story.

When he found that the mechanical monster had no
intention of erushing him to death, he eccased to stroggle,
and resigned himeelf to what might happen.

“I felt T was a lad again, up aloft in a rough sea, and T
thought the bhest thing T could do was te hold on,” he
explained.

The monster had carried him across the plain and then
deposited him unharmed, save for a fow bruises, in a kind
of pit or hollow in the hill-side,

Here, before he could recover his wits, he was surrounded
By a number of powerful bronze-colourcd natives who af
once seized and bore him &ff to the presence of
Professor Rollins,

Captain Starm could hardly keep calm while he recorded
to Jack the story of his interview with the professor.

“Treated me as so wmuch dirt,” declared the eaptain.
“ Wonldn’t listen to a word T had to say. Said he eould seo
I was only fit for manual labour and ordered me to be
taken away and put to work with a gang of navvies, They
dragged me away and tried to make me work. I put
a stop to that anyway.” i

“You refused to work? asked Jack quietly.

“I did!” replied the captain grimly, his square jaw
looking more resolute than ever. *I told them they eould
kill me if they liked, but I wouldn’t do a stroke. So they
shoved me in here, and hore I've been ever sinece.”

Jack Carter’s face beocame serious, his brow was knitted
in_thought and he did pot speak,

The captain gave him a swift look.

“Do you hlame me?? he said.

Jack nodded and then smiled. .

“T rather do, sir,” he said. “Though, of course, T quito
understand your feelings. But, after all, the chief thing
is to get out of the hands of this seientific lunatic, isn’t it ¥7

“Not much chance of that, I fear,” said Captain Storm
gloomily, ¥
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“We shan't do it by force aigd we shan't do’ it by refusing
to obey "the man who for the-time !Jf'ﬂl,g 1s pur master,”
returned Jacts

“Rollins ¢’

“Yes, for ths mowent our lives ave in his hands. Tor

spme ‘teason he has decided nbb to kil us—at any” rates
not yet. hat gives us @ chance,” i

“\Mhat is your ideaf” asked Btorm, and in his yoice
tlm-c.. as o note of ecager intercet,

“ Li=thinl: we ought to try to ]IIJ.LEE‘ friends. with ]uL‘n
iv;al!cd Jacl simplys
In -:plic of himself, f, 4])}_;1111 ‘3{'r11:~1

iiled again knmulx

AR you *hug]L_q. kick in the ribs a- zood way of
o[u‘nq:;{ fricodly “relatiens ™ he suggested. ’
“No, e said Jack, still very seriously, “that was an
Forfufiate necessity, - If tho professop gives mo the op por
runm«' 1 -;im]l apologise and  meckly acecpt any punish-
5. Then I shail offce to- serve him an any

You must do thy sume. Cheerfully

and . with all our might we most do any \\On. b gives 0z

So we must. gain his conlidence nml then when our chance
GO'I'IIF‘S_'-——-
“Well, what then 1" said LI ¢ caplain, as the boy paszed.

g heu we must kill-hin,” said Jack simply.
Captain Storm blnked and stared at the speaker,
pll‘Tl‘L faken |n SUTPrise.

Jack Carter’s hapdsome face was so fr:ml;, so lonost,
indicating a nature utterly free from any kind of bascness
or eruelty, that his eold-blooded yemark startled the older
man and gave him something of a <hock. .

But Jde]c wont onIn !iu,- samio cdlm, vnemotional voiee,

“You must not leok upon Professor Rodlinis as a homan
being; but rather as a poisonous v dangerans
Jopljie. AWith my own eyes I saw him.tey to murder my
¢l Harry Frobisher
our chance eva T comes thiere must be o mercy, 1o M"llkl'(‘*h
110 hg-:;t.'ltmn h n
he éoneluded there vas imrd elitter in is :[:\m

ch [,‘lptam Htm‘m had pever secn before,:
timm mea world of moad.
i

Corn:

fad, sm{l-tlu-
You've goi a |0!i<rr: hoa(l than
[l [|||

8 0|1

1'i]

on't ""F E}t,.m

1,‘. vour plan

% o 5t Jack.
135I’J|“.:\!:'l':\-'l‘ri|l'li']' il uf the
5 tlmr he never iluuu- AT i it 1s hrok on
worn ¢ Of course: he mayshasedd ‘9.01!'-.':_ all abouit
&, £ - =i gl s o £ "
Te “stappoed ,lnuplls. for ot 1]1‘5* pomr‘n[ the brilliant
clectrie light.vanished and the cell v }_‘;ilungoel once more

uito Mnpene rabla darkness, « & oy ¢

Defare either eould speak anothor \mﬁ wiis heard in a

iy forpipn dccent. .
i Uutplam John Sterm, be gor:r!.a-:'l{ ‘to step this w
“L. anrmnred .Lu-\ unider i.i.,- cath, “and v

‘1"1‘

-

t.m(l of ~]u|ﬂ..'||g fontste and then s=tlonce.
ft-'al' tliit veiee again, bot it <]|| Lot

(It'l enly’ Lim electric light was flasked on again,

'[hh boy Jooked eagerly about him. He was in the ecll
.i]Di!(’ "ﬁ! y ek ’
"_ L “ . -

3 The Prn[e:,,nr Beam No Ydallce e

K ‘-‘\.]'Il\i‘1f.d : :!i\t‘nlnm.JHh There was someihing

1n(~11m3 in: the silen ce. and swifiness of Cantain

) But before he had ftime to

o this, he heard a slight sound
ring round he perecived that a por-
* other enid of the ce 1 slid away,
--ulhlc rm*c.‘:m'

[mhmd _lu‘m i
tion DE thla_. uﬂ{

r!lr‘ pr somer out of
[hvn he cpol\rn- o
Y he said

'mog;ncn; '1915K

"“_5
sacl by

he held’ in }‘1~ soft, whuo lwn

and poor little ‘Teddy White, 1

ot
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aek looked ot it, ghad to turn his gaze away from those
ng whieh e [fld hi,

e e o tov .oft miy own ulrenhmu went on I-im
_profes “lt is the R.D.R—the Rollins death-ray. T have
but“to ‘diréct it thus against any living creature L izl fo
“destroy. lﬁcu I pr s tlm lltlle knob and Lll-ﬂlh enses
uhfunfl\' Yo wrderstand 17 :

“1 have no doubt yon ean kill ma it sou wish, siy, bot T3
do not believe that is vour intenfisn,” b said in oo tone
that was astonishingly ealn and lowel, = & -

An odd, Jl1l!n‘-—(' Jh ibfo cxpression rested for o moment
anr tho facn. *

1;1*;1

bt o kind

her suiprise nor aﬂmmumn
earigsity. - The man might have beo
2 of the animal or inscel workld
that had heen bror 12hi to J|1- not d

he sard

"11'(.1 wre qH]n* Hhhl art at ]--n-\'ﬂ] ot o
batve no intention of kl!img rai anless you again attempt
vielence.  Fov what oeciveed in the Bound Tovwer T Dlas

no one but myself, A man of my attainnients should neve
be taken by surprise.  You surptfised moe. That is to your
credit and has made nie mors than ever resolved to make
vau lny {‘Dnr-ugm- and my siceessor.’

He did not speik. how cver, and the professor went om,
“Yon will \\01‘f\ Ly may sido and Liftle Ly Jitgle T will
“teach wou all.” lnow, ‘Buf ] mist tell yon of ous
precantion T am tukl:lﬂ' When T am engaged on an iin-
po ni or interesting t\pl'l‘unn‘n' 1 ofien hrw- e very mtieh
‘ S 0m T such ocoas inns: you ll!"’"ll' easily do me an

¥ 1} you were {aolish cnough .o (le-;l.u to do g0, Lhore-—-3
i I *have made arrangengiiis” for my profes tion. ‘When'.:
Y npany yon will in futtire always he watched by
ST r-sln-- eves. o 1 naben by YOu an imhunmnt similar to this

will always®be divectéd ~at “vou I you raise your hand
againat me or so mich as make an impulsive mmemont in
tny- divection you will bie' ipstantly destioyed. So you \ul[
b very careinl>will ‘o nof W
ST Will remember uhat vou have said,” r<-‘pln-d .Tn.ch
gravely, = o :
“Fhat's vight. II,'.mnhI distress me m‘uhv if I were
deprived of ‘vour services just as they wera hummmg useful,
Now, will voun™ toll e uin vou attacked mre in the R:’mmi‘n—
b e |‘|4ll’ ]m,;[ me,” . ; :
Lhis astonishing Jstatenmient nearly teok Jack's breath
away, bit he ma replys O :
i ; |\j: 1y |'1||-m1 " he csaidl
-~|'1-|-|| B
e Coe r\Ill‘).
% ;
v el i
£ 4Ty,
youl fric mfﬂ.’ » Jnnr.-
critils for rhe;r ‘minbial P Benchit.
; companions are 1o lapgor inyourlsorld, “¥oh
¢ <htm again, .‘Fhm' afe “rothine te vou.
m;mt of all moh NONECISE, 1am your .
= 1 a. (’DI)‘}I'!'I{)H
s woapons of gdience in O “hands
and make one urics lmmmf.l
" hotw ledn un 5
_ - ip trivials
Linngs Upod - wihied

¥ ! waste 1!:
timme ¥ B
Ho bogan c|lmu[~.
8 in h 1 Lnr m‘n‘.’:\u
iig cold. grey  cyves fhiere came
v had so starelod Jack on hiz fi
bie cman; SEr e g Bt e
Jack now kept hiz=-hoad.

“Nou 'must-teach me, sie,” ho snld 1‘;:1101]'.*. 'I J«r{- T
have much to learn® 5 i h

The professor nodided appraoval. y

“¥You ¥ill miake an’ apt pupil.” ha said. 9T st moest
fartunate to have fonnd vou. Now come ‘.‘.'iHr e, But

vou had better @5 in frong.”
= He stoad aside. and Jack' paszed oyt {Inrou_arh L]m ﬁporn ng
in tha wall, °
(dacl Carler vealises {oo wwell #hal Me mary chance u,!
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