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CHAPTER 1.
A Startling Diseovery !
“F HERE'S Llanfellyn Towers!”
I' Jack Blake, the leader of the Fourth Form at
St. Jim’s, flung out a pointing hand.
Blake, with his three chums of the Fourth,
Herries, Dighy, and Arthur Augustus D’Arey, the swell
of 8t. Jim’s, were driving along thie snowy road in a big
closed car, at the wheel of- which sat -Eric Kildare, the
captain of the famous Sussex school.

On cither side of the road rose the snow-clad slopes of the
wild Welsh mountains. A little way behind them, a second
car was following, driven by Sir Napier Wynter, Kildare’s
uncle. Tu the second car were Tom Merry & Co. and
Talbot of the Shell, and Baggy Trimble of the Fourth.

St. Jim’s had broken-up for the Christmas vacation, and
the juniors had come to Wales at the invitation of Kildare’s
unele, to spend Christmas at Llanfellyn Towers, Sir Napier’s
home,

Driving slowly over the treacherous snow, the foremost
of the two cars had turned a corner of the winding mountain
road. Ahcad of them, standing in a sheltered hollow among
the great hills, a big house had come into view.

“Bai Jove! Heah we are at last, deah boys!” nodded
Arthur Augustus, staring eagerly ahead.

“Yeos, that’s the Towers,” muttered Eric Kildare, his
eyes fixed on the distant house with a queerly anxious look
in his handsome face.

There was good reason for Kildare's anxiety!

Sir Napier Wynter, his uncle, had only just returned
from Rioguay, a turbulent South American republic. In
that lawless country, Sir Napier had been instrumental in
putting down a revolution against President Crarcia, the
head of the Rioguayan Government. : 3

Though the revelution had been crushed, the identity of
saveral of the instigators of the rebellion was still a mystery.
Sir Napier had brought to England a paper which con-
tained their names, written in code that as yet he had, been
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unable to solve. As soon as he had succeeded in solving
it, he intended to inform the Rioguayan Government of the
names of the traitors centained in it—and their treachery
would then meet its just reward.

But the agents of El Lebo—the Wolf—as the chief of
the revelutionaries was called, had followed Sir Napier to
England in a desperate attempt to regain possession of the
fateful paper before Kildare’s uncle had succeeded in
solving its seerets.

Already the band of scoundrelly South Amerieans, who
possessed at least one English accomplice, had shown their
hand! For safety’s sake, Sir Napier had sent the fateful
paper to Llanfellyn Fowers, with instructions to his old
butler that it was to be hidden behind a secret panel which
the old man had discovered in the ancient mansion.

But the Rioguayans had discovered the baronet’s plans.
By a cunuing, yet simple ruse, they had succeeded in de-
laying Sir Napier and the St. Jim’s party from reaching
ILlanfellyn Towers on the night before, so that they.could
themselves be the first to reach the house; there it had been
their intention to ransack the place.in search of the coveted
paper.

How far they had succeeded in their object, the St. Jim’s
party did not yet know. But with two cars hired from the
Welsh village where  they had bredkfasted, after a night
lost in the mountains, they were now on their way to
Lianfellyn Towers—wondering grimly what they would find
when they arrived there.

A telephone call from the village, which was a good many
miles from the house, had failed to get through.

“My hat!” breathed Herries, with gleaming eyes, as the
car ran on over the snow towards the distant mansion, “if
the rotters are there when we turn up, there’ll be a pretty
good ald scrapi” ;

“¥Yaas, wathah, bai Jove!” nodded the swell of St. Jim’s
grimly. “X would like to get my hands on that scoundrel
who> called himself Garcia!”

“ Hear, hear!” muttered Dighy.

Kildare smiled grimly. X

Gareia, as he called himself, was a young South American
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whe paszed himself of for some time as the son of the
President of Rioguay. But he had been discovered to be
a traitor and an impostor, in league with Sir Napier’s
enemies. His real name was Charcas, as they now knew.
The road wound on, deep in glittering snow, climbing
}I:igher in long twisting stretches towards the lonely old
ouse.

Blake glanced back.

The car containing Sir Napier, Tom Merry & Co., Talbot,
and Baggy Trimble,-was following only twenty yards be-

marks were almost obliterated by recently fallen snow, it
was clear that a car had been to the house—and had driven
away again.

“Their car, for a cert!” breathed Talbot.

“And they've gone away again!” muttered Manners.

There was a gasp of cvident relief from the interior of
the second car. Baggy Trimble of the Fourth had not yet
descended into the road. Baggy was feeling—and locking—
distinctly nervous at the prospect of coming face to facs
with the gang of revolutionaries, now that they had arrived

hind, If, when they arrived at Llanfellyn Towers, they at Llanfellyn Towers!

But now that it looked as though the scoundrels had gone
away again, Baggy gave a gasp of relief.

“Oh, good!” he muttered to himself, and climbed out
of the car promptly.

“Half a minute, though,” put in Kildare quietly. “There
are two sets of car-tracks there, right enough. But suppose
it means, not that one car.has come and gone, but that
two cars have arrived here—and are still at the house 7

“Bai Jovel”

“My hat—that’s possible!” ejaculated Tom Merry.

“Oh lor’ 1”

There was a gasp of consternation from Baggy Trimbte.
The Falstaff of the Fourth dived back into the car again
with amazing alacrity.

“The sooner we find out what's happened, the better,”
said Sir Napier grimly. *“Come on.” s

His hand went to a pocket of his heavy overcoat, and it
came out holding something that glittered dully in the
wintry sunlight—a snub-nosed automatic.

“I took the precaution of bringing this with me,” said
the baronet coolly.

“I—I say!”

Baggy Trimble’s voice squeaked nervously from inside the
car. The sight of the blue-black automatic in Sir Napier's
hand had increased Baggy’s fears tenfold. He coughed.

“'Hem ! I—I don’t think I’ll come with you to the house !*
gasped Ba “I—I—I think someone ought to stay
here to see ich way they go, if they come bolting down

)four.-d the gang of Rioguayan revolutionaries in possession,
the scoundrels would certainly find that they were “up
against it.”  Though most of the party now on its way
to the house were only schoolboys, the chums of the Shell
and Fourth were wanting in neither pluck nor muscle!
Their enemies were likely to find them a stiff proposition
if they came to grips.

A sudden twist in the road brought them in view of the
great gates. Kildare drove in at the gateway and brought.
the car to a standstill in the drive, and jumped out. Blake
& Co. followed him. The second car ran up and stopped.
Tom Merry, Manners, Monty Lowther, and Talbot climbed
swittly out, followed by the tall figure of Sir Napier Wynter,

“Better not drive up to the house, I suppose?” muttered
i “If the scoundrels are there, we don’t want to
warn them of our arrival.”

“You're right, Fric,” nodded his uncle grimly. “We
had hest carry on on foot. If they are here—though I
doubt ip—"

There was a sudden exclamation from Tom Meary.

The captain of the Shell was pointing up the drive.

_ Two sets of cartracks could be seen there. Though the Tue Gex Lmrany.—No. 1,140,
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the drive and gebt away, you know! Though, of course, I'd
do my best to stop them,” added Baggy hastily, ¢ I—ahem
~I fancy the villains would find it pretty difficult to get
past me——"’ =

“You mean, your figure would block the gateway, old
chap?” queried Monty Lowther, with a chuckle.

“Oh, really, Lowther—" 3 .

The juniors grinned. The idea of Baggy trying to stop
the scoundrels from escaping if they came bolting down the
drive, struck them as funny.

But Trimble would not be much use to the party up ab
the house—in® fact, he would be more likely to be a
hindrance, ;

“Right-ho, Trimble,” nodded Kildare, “you wait here!”

l”Come along,” said Sir Napier quietly. “Let’s get
along.” 2

Sixg'- Napier turned and strede along the drive, _Kildare at
his side. The eight juniors followed them—leaving Baggy
blinking round nervously into the tall trees that flanked the
drive, as though half afraid that their enemies might be
hiding there, ready to pounce out on him the moment he
was alone. J

Llanfellyn Towers stood in the heart of a big estate of
more than twenty acres, and the drive led the party a long
way through snowbound meadows and plantations before at
last the house itself came into full view beyond a belt of
trees. '

“Here we are !” breathed Blake. :

They all halted, staring ahead at the great house in the
open space before them.

“Nobody about,” muttered Manners, $ 2

There was no sign of life anywhere. But in the glittering
snow before the great front door could be seen the marks
of where a car had turned. k

“They've gone!” ejaculated Kildare, pointing. ‘‘Look—
thet;e was only one car, after all—and they drove away in
it !’

“My hat!” breathed Herries. “If they've gone, do you
think it means they’ve found that paper, sir??

“Not necessarily,” answered Sir Napier grimly. “The
scoundrels would know that we should arrive soong and if
they had failed to locate the hiding-place of that paper, they
would probably clear off without it, rather than run the rigk
of being trapped here.. They would not know that we should
arrive without a posse of police—they wouldn’t know,
probably, that the nearest policeman is ten miles away!”

Slipping the automatic into his pocket, Kildare’s uncle
hurried forward across the snow, with the others following.
He ran up the steps to the front deor, produced a key, and
swung the door open.

He stepped into the lofty hall.

Kildare followed his uncle in, and the eight juniors
crowded over the threshold after them. They heard Sir
Napier give a startled gasp.

“Gweat Scott 1’ breathed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The hall was in chaos. "

Furniture was overturned, pictures had been taken down
and left lying on the floor, a suit of armour that had
evidently stood in a recess by the old fireplace had been
dragged out and was lying sprawled against the fender. It
was quite clear that the hall had been ransacked with
feverish haste—clear, too, that every roem in the house had
heen ransacked, judging from the glimpses of confusion
seen throngh the open doors of the rocms that gave on to
the hall.

In their search during the night for the precious paper
that meant so much to them, the agents of the Wolf had
apparently left no inch of Llanfellyn Towers unexamined.

But it was not the sight of the chaos the scoundrels had
left that had brought the startled cry from the lips of Sir
Napier Wynter.

He was staring across to the foot of the wide stairs that
ran down into the hall.

The juniors, too, were staring at the bottom stair with
tonse faces, : '
_The fignre of an old man was lying there. It was evi-
dently Broom, the butler. An ugly mark on his forehead
showed how the old servant had been struck down.

There was no sign of breathing, Old Broom’s face was
as white as death as he lay there on the bottom stair with
closed eyes—a motionless, silent form.

CHAPTER 2.
The Return of the Enemy !

¢ Q0D heavens!” breathed Kildare.
_ In a moment the captdin of St. Jim’s was kneel-
ing by the senseless man.

: % was quite clear that the blow that had felled
the cld meanservant had been a terrible one, It was lucky,
at least, that Broom was not dead. s
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“The scoundrels!” ejaculated Sir Napier, stooping over
the senseless figure, as Kildare raised the unconscious man
a little. “1I suppose he tried to put up some defence—and
they struck him down!”

“Poor old chap!” breathed Blake.

The faces of the juniors were as grim as Kildare’s and
Sir Napier’s as they gathered round the senseless figure.

“No wonder he couldn’t answer the telephone when we-

tried to phone through this morning,” said Kildare, with g
glance at his uncle. The captain’s eyes were gleaming,
“We'll have to get a doctor——"

“Yes.” Sir Napier nodded. “Some of you youngsters
help carry Broom upstairs, will you, while I telephone.”

Tom Merry and Talbot helped Kildare to bear the sense-
less figure up the broad staircase, while Sir Napier hurried
to the telephone, =

It did not take him long to get in touch with the
nearest doctor. But since the medical man lived seven miley
from Llanfellyn Towers—seven miles of snow-choked roads
among the mountains—it would be a considerable time before
he would arrive on the scene.

The old butler was put to bed, and Kildare bathed and
bandaged his wound, helped by Tom Merry and Talbot. As
they were finishing the task, Manners appeared at the door.

“There’s one good thing, anyway,” said Manners grimly,
“The hounds never found that secret paper!”

“How do you know ?” cried Tom Merry eagerly.

“We’ve found the women servants locked up in a room
downstairs,” .explained Manners. “They’ve had the fright
of their lives, and they’re leaving the house at once—won’t
stay any longer, after this! But from what they’ve told Sir
Napier, it’s clear that the scoundrels buzzed off without that
paper. They didn’t go till an hour or so after dawn, when
two others arrived here—evidently Charcas and that English
scoundrel, Jackson, who got us lost in the mountains last
night. When they drove away, the women heard them
wrangling, and from what they said, they knew the
scoundrels hadn’t found what they wanted——"

“Thank goodness for that!” muttered Kildare.

“But why did they clear off before they’d found it?%
queried Talbot, with a puzzled frown. »

“Afraid we might turn up with the police at any
moment, as Sir Napier guessed,” explained Manners quietly,

Broom, the butler, was breathing heavily in his senseless
state. There was no sign of returning consciousness.

A sound at the door caused the four within,.the room
to glance round. Sir Napier had appeared there, an anxious
frown upon his face.

“How is the poor chap?” he asked. ®

“ Still unconscious, sir,” muttered Tom Merry.

“He’s had a bad knock-out,” said Sir Napier, in a troubled
voice. “I’'ll be glad when the doctor arrives. In the mean-
time, till he recovers his senses, we’re in a bit of a fix our-
selves with regard to that hidden paper. As you know, I
am as ignorant as anyone of the whereabouts of the secret
He is the only
person in the world who knows where that paper is—and he
can’t tell us!” -

“Phew |” breathed Talbot. “I hadn’t thought of that.”

“That’'s awkward,” agreed XKildare, frowning. ‘“The
sooner that blessed paper is decoded, and sent to Rioguay,
the better! Until it is, those scoundrels won’t rest without
another attempt to get hold of it and destroy it

“That is just what I am afraid of,” nodded Sir Napier
grimly. “Let’s hope poor Broom recovers his senses soon,
and we can get the paper and set to work to unravel its
secret |

Leaving Talbot sitting with the injured man, the others
went downstairs,

That the three women servants, who had been engaged
only a few days before by Broom, under Sir Napier’s letter
of instruction, were determined in their resolve to leave the
house there and then was soon evident. The three white-
faced women appeared in the hall with their luggage within
ten minutes. Clearly their terrifying night in the locked
room, while the house had been ransacked by the gang of
scoundrels, had left them utterly unnerved.

Sir Napier did not try to persuade them to stay. To do
so would clearly have been useless. By that timé the two
cars, and Baggy Trimble, had been brought up to the house,
and in one of them Kildare drove the servants away to their
homes in the nearest village, while Sir Napier and the St.
Jim’s juniors set to work to put things straight in the ran-
sacked rooms

Kildare returned to the house at about the same time
that the doctor arrived. - S ¥

The medical man shook his head gravely after his swift
examination of the unconscious man upstairs. It might be
a long while before Bioom recovered consciousness, he told
them. In the meanwhile, there was nothing they could do

_ beyond what they had already done,

>



EVERY WEDNESDAY.

The departure of the medical man was followed by the
arrival at the house of a red-faced policeman,

Sir Napier had telephoned to the police from the village
where they had breakfasted, and the officer of the law had
come to investigate, He jotted down copious notes, with an
air of great importance.

“1 don’t think the scoundrels will dare to visit this
house again, sir,” he remarked finally. *Take it from me,
they've cleared off, that’s what they've done!”

“If Charcas & Co. knew therec was only one policeman for
miles round, and knew what a fathead he is, they wouldn’t
have cleared off at ally if you ask me,” muttered Monty
Lowther, as the juniors watched the man in blue cycle
stolidly away down the snowy drive.

“Yaas, the man is a feahful ass !’ sniffed Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.

Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders and shut the front door
as the policeman vanished at the point where the drive
disappeared into the trees, :

S

Bir Napisr Wynter
gave a startled ©ry.
iying motionless at
the foot of the stairs
was the figure of an
old man—eyes closad
® and %face as whiie as
: death.

—

“1 say, you chaps!” Baggy Trimble came rolling into

the hall from the kitchen guarters. There was a trace of
crumbs on Baggy’s waistcoat, and it was evident that the
~ Falstaff of the Fourth had been visiting the larder. “I say,
it's rotten being left without any servants, you know——"

“Can’t be helped,” said Tom Merry shortly. :

“We shall have to get our own grub!” grunted Baggy
peevishly,

B!“Eeems to me you've been doing that already!” growled
lake.

¢ Oh, really, Blake—"

“Byp-r-r!” ;

“Look here,” went on Baggy, in a complaining tone, “I
think Sir Napier jolly well ought to get hold of some more
sorvants somewhere ! I'm used to lots of servants at Trimble
Hall, you see—""

“Ring off, Baggy!”

“Oh, Teally, Manners! TIt’s rotten to ask chaps to spend
Christmas with you, then land ’em in a mess like this! I
wouldn’t say a word against Kildare’s uncle, of course, but
I think something ought to be done! I think—"

But Baggy did not finish telling them what he thought.
The other juniors had not patience enough to listen to
Baggy’'s grumbles over the unexpected state of things at

B

Llanfellyn Towers. They moved off towards the library,
leaving Baggy venting his feelings on the empty air !

Sir Napier was in the library with Erie Kildare. The
two of them were closely examining the old panelling of the
room. Sir Napier glanced round at the juniors’ entry, and
smiled rather wryly.

“I'm afraid I owe you youngsters an apology,” he said
abruptly. “I had certainly no idea, when I invited you all
to spend Christmas with me, that we should be landed in
this affair!”

“Oh, that’s all
quickly.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“If it wasn’t for poor old Broom getting knocked-out, it
would be jolly good fun,” put in Blake.

“Hear, hear!” grinned Herries.

“As soon as possible I shall get another staff of servants
here, of course,” said Sir Napier. “In the meantime, [ am
afraid we shall have to fend for ourselves!” He frowned. =
“The first thing I want to do, now we've got the place
straight again, 1s to search thoroughly for the secret panel
that poor Broom discovered. It may be a long time before
he recovers his senses, and I’'m anxious to lose no ‘time in
getting hold of the paper and decoding it—before those
villains make another
attempt to get hold of it,”
if they do try again—""

“Do you think they'il
come here again, sir?”
breathed Manners, hiz
eyes gleaming.

“1 wish they would!”
said Sir Napier. “We'd
give the scoundrels
something to remember
us by if they did{”

right, sir!” ezclaimed Tom Merry

“What-ho "’ grinned
Dighby.
Kildare was running

his hands over the wood-

panelling, pressing his fingers here and there in search of a
secret spring. Herries and Digby followed suit on the
opposite wall, and under Sir Napier’s direction a thorough
search was soon in progress throughout the big, rambling
house.

Even Baggy Trimble helped.

As dinner-time approached, Manners and Monty Lowther
went off to the kitchen as self-elected cooks, and by one
o’clock they served up an appetising meal in the big dining-
room—a meal at which even Baggy could not grumble!
Fortunately, the larder had been well stocked with food in
readiness for Sir Napier’s Christmas house-party a few
days before.

It was quite a cheery party that gathered round the
table to do justice to that repast.

But for the fact that the old manservant was still lying
unconscious in the house, there would have been nothing
to damp their spirits at all as far as Tom Merry & Co. and
Talbot and Blake & Co. were concerned—and even that fact
was no reason why they should be gloomy all the time.
Moping would do no one any good.

The juniors, at any rate, had come to feel that the South

- Americans, after their failure of the night before, would
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be unlikely to return to the house agagn.—-—though Baggy
was still decidedly nervous at that possibility.
“J fancay the wottahs will leave us in peace now, deah

boys, aftah all,”” observed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, adjust- -

ing his gleaming monocle to glance round the table. “Don’t
you think so, sir?” .-

“Let us hope so, D’Arcy,” answered Sir Napier quietly.
He glanced smilingly at Manners and Lowther. “I certainly
lift my hat to you youngsters as cooks! This beef is done
splendidly |7

“Rather |” grinned Blake.

“I say,” pub in Baggy eagerly, “you chaps must let me
help you with the cooking, you knew. I'm a dab at
cooking |”’

“J don’s think!” chuckled Lowther, who had the key of
the larder in his pocket. “You can keep clear of the grub
department, Baggy! Once you started sampling the cook-
_ ing, there’d be no blessed cooking left!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Oh, really, Lowther—"

Sir Napier laughed.

“ Anyway,” he observed, “I hope that you youngsters will
not be called upon to do the cook’s job much longer. T’l
phone up Cardiff and arrange for maids to be sent along.
In a day or two we ought to be fixed up all right. Till
the maids do arrive it’s evident we can look after ourselves
all right, anyway—and the new staff is sure to be here in
time for Christmas Day |®

“@Good egg!” grinned Herries

The heginning of their stay at Llanfellyn Towers was
certainly  amazingly different from anything they had
anticipated, But with the exception of Baggy the St. Jim’s
juniors looked upon it all as good fun—grim though
it might turn out to be. Their being left without servants
for a while, and.having to look after themselves, was
“rather a rag,” as Blake remarked when the meal was
finished, and he and Arthur Augustus and Digby under-
tock the task of washing-up. i

But there was a shock waiting for them.

Sir Napier had gone to the library to telephone; he
came out into the hall again with a queer look on his
face.

Kildare, Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther, Talbot, and
Baggy Trimble were gathered round the big fire that had
been lighted in the hall Herries was upstairs taking a
turn at sitting in the room where the unconscious man-
servant lay.

“Uncle 1 “What's
matter 7

Sir Napier Wynter smiled a grim smile.

“T can’t get through to the exchange on the telephone,”
he answered quietly. “The line is dead. I feel sure that
it has been cut.”

“Great pip i~ breathed Tom Merry.

“You mean—" began Kildare, staring at his uncle.

“I mean, Brie. that I am fecling pretty sure that our
enemies are at work again already—that they have cub
the wire because they mean to visit us here soon, and are
1£1ak113’g sure that we cannot telephone for assistance!

exclaimed Kildare sharply. the

Sir Napier Wynter broke off abruptly, his head turned

as though listening.

“Listén I he muttered. ‘““What’s that?” 7

In deathly silence Kildare and the juniors by the fire
listened. Through the partly-open window near them they
could hear a sound that brought a startled look to the
fages of all.

Faint and far-off though it still was, borne to them on
the still, cold air, there came the sound of a motor-car.
It wes drawing neaver, for the sound grew more distinet
as they listened with straining ears. -

?‘f‘here was & gasp of alarm from Baggy Trimble.

- M¥ hat ¥ breathed Talbos. “There’s a car coming up
from the gates all right——>" .

“Yes,” nodded Sir Napier, with gleaming eyes. “It can
oynly be”that gang of South American ruffians—back again
already.

CHAPTER 3.

The Woif !
lg ILDARE strode swiftly to the window and starea
out,

From among the trees that stood not far from
the house, across the dazzling white stretches of
snow-clad lawns, the hvm of the approaching car’s engine
could be heard very plainly now.
That it was the revolutionaries returning none of those
in the hall had a shadow of doubt. s
Probably the foreigners had come to realise that in these
lonely mountains they had little to fear from the police.
With the telephone-wire cut the qccupants of Llanfellyn
Trae Gex LirRiry.—No., I1,140.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Towers were as cut off from the world as though hundreds
of miles from anywhere. g

Sir Napier took from his hip-pocket the snub-nosed
automatic that he had been carrying since his arrival at
the lonely old house.

“Warn the others!” he snapped. .

Lowther darted off to the kitchen, to return with Blake,
Digby, and the swell of 8t. Jim’s—still with their sleeves
rolled up from their dish-washing.

“Bai Jove, is it twue that the scoundwels have come
back ?” gasped Arthur Augustus excitedly. . !

Even as he spoke there was a sharp ejaculation from
Eric Kildare

motor-car had appeared among the trees, turning
towards the house. .

Though it was still a couple of hundred yards or so
from the window of the hall Sir Napier, Kildare, an
the excited juniors zould make out plainly enough the fact
that the oncoming car was crowded with men. And the
face cf the man at the wheel was familiar enough to most
of them. .

It was the short, thin-faced little scoundrel with glittering
black eyes who had atiacked Sir Napier Wynter in the
train on their way to Wales from St. Jim’s, and who had
escaped by leaping from the train into a snow-drift. And
seated beside him was none other than Charcas, the hand-
some young South American who had passed as the son
cjf the President of Rioguay during his brief stay at,St.

im’s.

There was a yelp of terror from Baggy Trimble.

His face the colour of putty, the fat junior turned and
bolted up the stairs.

Sir Napier flung open the window.

“Stop where you are!” he shouted sternly, in a voice
that must have been heard plainly by the men in the car,

And the next moment Kildare’s uncle had levelled his
automatic and fired.

He had not ainfed at the occupants of the car—it was
simply a warning shot across the bows, so to speak. It
was certainly effective !

" The man at the wheel brought the car to an abrupt stand-
still—se abrupt that the car skidded round a yard or more
in the snow.

“Quick !’ breathed Sir Napier. “Eric, you konow where
the gun-room is. Get a Winchester—quick! And sporting-
rifles for these youngsters.
warm weleome.”

As he spoke he tossed his keys to Kildare.

Kildare nodded grimly and hurried off with the juniors
at his heels. Outside the car was turning. It vanished
back into the trees as quickly as its driver could swing
it round, and Sir Napier laughed softly.

“That shot was a nasty surprise for ’em!” he muitered,

It was clear enough that the revolutionaries had nof
expected resistance with firearms. Though, as Sir Napier
knew, they were all armed themselves, they had been so
taken aback by that warning bullet that they had evidently
considered discretion to be the better part of valour.

Risking a return bullet, Sir Napier peered out of the - :

window, his automatic raised and ready. He heard the
engine of the car stop somewhere among the trees. 5
minute went by. But there was no sign of movement
by the top of the drive. For the moment, at any rate, the,
scoundrels were keeping well hidden. .

Kildare and the juniors came hurrying back into the hall.

The captain of St. Jim’s was carrying a long, gleaming
Winchester. Tom Merry & Co., Talbot, Blake, Dighy, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy were also armed with businesslike-
looking rifles. Sir Napier was a big-game hunter, and the
gun-room at Llanfellyn Towers was stocked with a mag-
nificent collection of weapons. ;

It looked as though they were going to prove more than
useful now.

“Good lads!” exclaimed the baronet, with a grim smile.
“Found ammunition? Good! Eric, yowd better go into the
library. Take a couple of these youngsters with you. Stay
here with me, will you, Tom? The rest of you go to the
dining-room windows Don’t shoot unless I shout—and then
don’t shoot to hit. We don’t want their blood on our
hands, villains though they are! But we’ll drive them away
for good, with a little luck.”

“Good egg !” grinned Blake.

Kildare hurried to the library with
Lowther.

Talbot, Blake, Digby, and the swell of St. Jim’s ran into
the dining-room. The windows of both the dining-room and
the library overlooked the front of the house, and the
scoundrels” hiding in the trees would find themselves up
against a good deal more than they were likely to have °
bargained for if they attempted to rush the house.

“This looks like bein’ wathah excitin’, deah hoys!”
remarked Arthur Augustus, peering out of one of the tall
windows. I should like & pot at that wottah Charcas, don’t

Manners and

We'll give these scoundrels 3 .
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you know—not to kill the boundah, of course—just to make
him jump.” - ] X
And the swell of St. Jim’s chuckled with grim satisfaction
at the thought, and grasped his rifle in a businesslike way.
In the hall Tom Merry, his rifle in his hands, stood silently
beside Sir Napier, watching the snow-laden trees by the
head of the drive. :
= The eyes of the captain of the Shell were gleaming:
Tom Merry was an expert shot. He was one of the
fellows who possessed his Marksman’s Badge, in the Hagle
Patrol of Scouts at St. Jim’s, He felt quite at home with
; the glistening sporting-rifie ready in his hands. If it really

came to grim work—if, in self-defence, the St. Jim's party

were compelled to fire actually at their enemies, despite Sir

Napier’s present instructions—the agents of Bl Lobo would

ﬁﬁld that Tom Merry, and the others, too, knew how to

shoot !

“Here they come !” breathed Sir Napier.

Out from the shadow of the-snow-laden branches of tho
trees beyond the wide lawn half a dozen figures had
appeared, running towards the house.

Several of them Tom Merry recognised. Charcas  was
one, the man who had attacked Sir Napier in the train
was another. In addition. the men whom he and his chums
had seen near Rylcombe were there. And in the centre

S of the little group could be seen the Englishman, Jackson.

Sir Napier raised his automatic,

“Let ’em have it, lads!” he cried.

His voice rang out grimly, and was answered a moment
{gé:er by a ragtle of firing from the dining-room and the
ibrary.

- Tom Merry and Sir Napier fired together—firing, like the
others, above the heads of the advancing men.

The effect was instantaneous.

The scoundrels crossing the lawn were utterly staggered
at the volley of shots that had grested their appearance.
They had evidently been ready to risk one firearm against
them—but nearly a dozen shots was something they had
not reckoned for. N

They turned and bolted back into the trees like lightning,

= and vanished.

Sir Napier chuckled.

“They didn’t like the look of things, after all,” he mur-
mured laconically. :

Tom Merry grinned.

“T fancy they didn’t,” he agreed cheerfully.

— Running footsteps sounded on the stairs,
face amazed and startled, came into view.

Herries, upstairs in the room where old Broom lay, had
been taken utterly by surprise when the volley of shots
had sounded from the windows below. Tom caught sight of
him and swiftly explained.

“My giddy aunt!” breathed Herries.

There was a sudden exclamation from Sir Napier Wynter.

A tall figure had appeared from the trees on the far
side of the lawn—a figure carrying a handkerchief fastened
to a stick—a white flag!

_ The man bearing the flag of truce came striding towards
the house.

He was a broad-shouldered, splendidly-built man, with a
swarthy face and an aquiline nose. A rough black beard
hid his chin, his black eyes were fierce and ruthless. With
great strides he marched over the snow towards the window
from which Sir Napier, Tom Merry, and Herries were
staring. -

“Good heavens!”

The words broke from Sir Napier with strange intensity.

Tom Merry glanced at the baronet quickly. It seemed
queer to the captain of the Shell that Kildare’s uncle should
_be so amazed that the scoundrels should have sent one of
their number forward to parley‘under a flag of truce. But

= - the next moment Tom understood.
: Sir Napier’s eyes were riveted on the approaching figure
- of the man with the black beard. £
“Y never dreamt it,” he breathed. “He—in England!”
He gripped Tom’s arm,
“That man is El Lobo—the leader of the revolutionaries!
It is the Wolf himself {”

: CHAPTER 4.
The Wolf’s Ultimatum !
6 HE Wolf?”
> Tom echoed the words with a startled gasp.
That El Lobo himself, Sir Napier’s arch-enemy,
was in England was a thing of which none of
them had even dreamed.
- “My giddy aunt!” breathed Herries, staring at the
?um approaching across the snow, ubter amazement in his
ace.
Instinctively Sir Napier had raised his automatic. But
he lowered it again at once. The man, villain though he
- was, had come forward under a flag of truce. That flag had
t0 be respected. i

Herries, his

7

The swarthy scoundrel halted on the edge of tne snow-
covered lawn, immediately opposite the big window at whish
Sir Napier, Tom Merry, and Herries stood. " His black
eyes flashed, as he lowered the stick to which the white
handkerchief was tastened, and swept off his big black hat
with a low, mocking bow.

“Good-day, Senor Wynter.”

He spoke in English, with a marked foreign accent. His
voice was deep, and heid a menacing ring.

““So you are in England, eh?” returned Sir Napier coolly.
“Rioguay still too hot to hold you, I suppose?”

The man’s eyes glitcered. His lips twisted into a villaine
ous smile.

“ At present, yes!” he snarled. *But,” he went on, in a
voice that was very soft, “soon, senor, I hope to return there
—as President.”

Sir Napier laughed. Again the man’s eyes flashed evilly.

“You laugh, eh? One day you do not laugh, it may be.
In the mecanwhile, there is a certain paper———"~

“What of it?” smiled Sir Napier coolly.

“I want that paper.”

“I thought you did,” nodded the baronet laconicallys

“And I shall get it.”

“You think so?”

) Tlhe lips of the South American twisted into a sinister
smile

“Senor, if you are a wise man you will give me that
paper now. It is important for me to have it. I do nof
mind admitting to you—for I suppose you know it—that if
the code is solved. and the true names upon that paper are
sent to Rioguay, my plan: for a second, and this time a
successful revolution will be kadly upset. So. you will quite
understand, senor that I am determined to get that paper
in my possession at any cost. It will be wisest for you
not to force me into taking drastic steps. If you hand to
me that paper now—""

Sir Napier broke in with a scornful laugh. :

It was answer enough! The face of the huge scoundrel
standing in the snow darkened. His eyes went savage.

“So,” he said,” “you refuse?”

“Yes, I refuse.”

“You will be sorry,” snarled the South American.

Again Sir Napier laughed.

He was not going to admit to this man that he himself did
not at the moment know any more than his enemy where
the fateful paper was hidden. He shook his head.

“No, senor,”” he said quietly. “I am not surrendering
that paper. And I warn you that if you try what you call
drastic steps it will be the worse for you. ¥You have already
discovered that we are. not unarmed——"

The man made an angry, impatient gesture.

“You fool!” he cried. “What can you do? We know
that they are only boys. Carajo, what can boys do against
me and my friends? You will not stand a chance if we
attack this house in earnest. A handful ot boys—pah !”

He snapped his big fingers contemptuously.

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, Blake, and Digby had appeared
in the hall, their rifles in their hands, in time to hear the
South American’s contemptuous words. The swell of St.
Jim’s snorted “indignantly as he adjusted his gleaming
monocle and surveyed the giant figure in the garden through
the open window. ;

“Bai Jove! The cheekay wottah!”

Arthur Augustus leaned out of the window, and glared at
the scoundref with great indignation.

“You cheekay boundah!” he ejaculated, surveying the
big South American with aristocratic hauteur. “‘Pah”
to you, bai Jovel! I wefuse to be weferred to in that
contemptuous mannah! VYou will discovah that Bwitish
boys are a match for all the South Amewican wevolution-
awies in Wioguay, bai Jove! I considah—"

Tom Merry, Blake, Herries, and Dighy chuckled. They
could not help it. The sight of Arthur Augustus leaning
out of the window with his hand to his eyeglass and lectur-
ing the astonished scoundre! outside, struck them as being
decidedly funny—despite the real gravity of the situation.

“Weally, you chaps, this is no laughin’ mattah!” insisted
the swell of St. Jim’s. “I wefuse to have ‘pah’ said to me
in that contemptuous mannah——"

“Go outside and give the rotter a © feahful thwashin’{’ 2
grinned Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha

“Pway do not be an ass, Blake! T considah~——"

“Good old Gussy!” chuckled Tom Merry. “That’s the
spirit, anyway "

The man with the black beard had been listening in
evident astonishment. He snapped his fingers again with
an impatient gesture.

“Pah!” he exclaimed.

“Bai Jove!l The checkay wottah!” gasped Arthue
Augustus. “He said it again! I considah——"
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“You are fools!” snarled the Rioguayan. *You refuse to
give me that paper I demand?”

“Yes!” snapped Sir Napier.

“Then we shall attack the house!” thundered the Woli.
An evil smile appeared on his swarthy face. “You did not
know that we have had a spy watching the house all day?
He has cut the telephone wire, and we know that there are
no police for many miles—you are helpless, caught like rats
in a trap!” -

“Bai Jove! I wefuse to be weferred to as a wat———

“Vou will be sorry you have defied El Liobo!” snarled the
huge South American. “Senor Wynter, you are a big
fool 1

“Thanks!” smiled Sir Napier. ‘“And consider yourself
lucky that we are honourable enough to respect your flag
of truce. You relied upon that, I notice. It would be
easy enough for us to shoot you down mnow, in cold blood,
if we cared to do it.” g

An uneasy lock flashed for a moment oyer the man’s
face. Then s sneering smile appeared. He knew well
enough that Sir Napier would not do that.

With a shrug ot his massive. shoulders, the man turned
and strode back towards the trees.

“What a howwible wuffian |” sniffed Arthur Augustus.

“Yes, he is a ruffian all right,” nodded Sir Napier grimly.
“But we’'ve got to look out for trouble now. He means {0
get hold of that paper at any cost |”

it e

CHAPTER 5. °
Besieged !
ILDARE had appeared from the library with Manners
K and Lowther, and Talbot had joined them from the
dining-room.
nephew.
“Quick 1” he rapped out. “We've got to_ close all the
shutters downstairs—not 2 moment to waste, either!”
Even as he spoke, Sir Napier was turning towards the
front door. He shot home the big bolts with a crash.
Tom Merry hastily closed the open window, and dragged
the shutters across. As he did so, he saw the big figure of
the chief revolutionary vanish among the trees.

Sir Napier turned swiftly to his
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Blake and Herries darted into the library and closed the
window there, and fastened the heavy shutters. As they did
g0, they heard the sound of a. shot, and from the dining-
room across the hall there came the crash of broken glass
and an excited shout.

“Great pip!” breathed Herries. “What's that?” 5

With the shutters securely fastened, they raced back into

the hall. Talbot was emerging from the dining-reom
smiling rather queerly. =

“They beggars nearly got me!” he said quietly. “ Shot"
at the window as I was closing the shutters.” )

_ From room to room the juniors hurried, bolting the
windows and securing the big wooden shutters, and locking
the outer doors. Then, led by Sir Napier, they raced up the
stairs.

It was from the windows of the upper rooms that Sir
Napier intended thém to fepel the attack upon the house, if
that were possible.

On the landing he rapped out his orders.

The juniors rapidly scattered to take up the strategic
positions that he assigned them.

As they all realised, the attack would be made most likely
from the front and west sides of the house, for on those
sides the irees grew comparatively near the house, and
afforded plenty of cover for the attackers. At the back and
on the cast side, the land sloped away in flat lawns and
meadows, making it impossible for their ecnemies to
approach from that quarfer without exposing themselves

helplessly for a long while before they could hope to reaclk -

the house :

Nevertheless, it was necessary to have someone on guard
there, lest the attackers should discover that thosc sides of
the house were unwatched. Sir Napier sent Manners off to
the top room of the tower that stood at the south-cast corner -
of the old mansion. :

The rest were divided up among the four big bed-rooms -
that overlooked the front of the house and the west wing.
Baggy, who had been found quaking with terror on the
landing, was sent to the room at the back where old Broom
still lay unconscious, with instructions to inform Sir Napier
at once if the old manservant recovered his senses.

Baggy scuttled off, white-faced and trembling. —in

From the front of the house he could already hear the
sound of firing,

“Oh, lor’ 1’ gasped Baggy. “I—I wish I’d never come to
this rotien place I’* |

The firing he had heard had come from the long bed-room
overlooking the front door.

Kildare, Tom Merry, Monty Lowther, and Arthur Augus-
tus D’Arcy wers there, crouching by the three tall windows.

They had taken up their positions there, under Sir
Napier’s instructions—to find that the attackers were glready
emerging from the trees.

A sharp volley of rifle-fire had driven their enemies back
into cover very promptly. But from the trees had come
answering shots, Kildare, kneeling by the sill of one of
the end windows, felt a bullet sing in through the narrow =
opening of the lower sash, dangerously near his head. It
embedded itself in the wall behind him, and the captain
of St. Jim’s smiled grimly.

Tom Merry and Monty Lowther were at the big ceptre
window, with the swell of 8t. Jim’s at the third window,
his eyeglass jammed tightly in his eye, a long gleaming
Winchester levelled through the narrow opening.

A thin trail of smoke was curling from the barrel.

“I say, deah boys!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus eagerly,
“I wathah fancay I winged one of the wuffians, as he
bolted back into the twees! I saw him dwop his automatic,
don’t you know———" ® :

“Good man!”’ grunted Tom Merry.

“Keep down!” muttered Kildarve. “And shoot for their
legs. We've got to shoot to hit now, even if we don’t want
to kill. It's their fault if they get hurt——?

“What-ho !” grinned Monty Lowther.

Bven as he spoke there was a crash of falling glass.

Tom Merry and Lowther jumped back swiftly from the
big window as a bullet came smashing through it, pouring
a cascade of broken glass on to the floor within the room
and on to the narrow balcony outside.

“My hat!” breathed Tom. *Narrow squeak!” :

He gave an exclamation as he saw that his chum’s hand
was cut and bleeding.

“It’s nothing,” said Monty hastily. “Ounly a cut—a chunk
of glass fell on it :

He pulled out a hankerchief and knotted it round his
hand, and peered out into the snow-covered garden.

“No sign of ’em now,” he muttered.

For a moment, at any rate, the attackers were keeping well
within the shelter of the trees.

There was a sudden rattle of firing from the next room,
where Sir Napier was with Blake and Digby. Apparently
one of the South ericans had shown himself for a
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moment on- the west side of the houss, which one of the
windows of their room overlooked.

“This is going to be hot work,” muttered Tom Merry.

A door at the end of the room opened into another,
smaller bed-room. Talbot was posted there.

“ All right, Talbot?” sang out Kildare. )

““Pine, thanks!” came the answering shout of Talbot of

the Shell through the open door.

“Plenty of ammunition ?”

“Heaps,” answered Talbot cheerfully.

“Bai Jove! There’s one of the boundahs!” exclaimed
‘Arthur Augustus suddenly.

A furtive figure had crept into view, half-hidder by the
trunk of a big tree. The man held an automatic in his
haéld. in'd as peered towards the house he raised it carefully.

rack ! .

A bullet came whining, and there was a ery from Talbot’s
room. The next moment the swell of St. Jim’s fired, too,
and the man leapt back out of sight. Evidently Gussy’s
bullet had passed very close to him.

But that cry from Talbot had turned Tom Merry’s-face
He jumped to his feet,

“ Talbot——?

. “Pm all right!” shouted Talbot. “That blessed bullet
just whizzed past my giddy ear—-startled me, that's all!”

“Thank goodness for that!” muttered Kildare. -

A minute went by.

A deathly silence had fallen. Of the attackers there was
gn. They had not fired again.

-Grim-lipped, with gleaming eyes, the defenders of Llan-
fellyn Towers knelt in silence at their posts, peering out
into the glittering white garden.

Waiting !

CHAPTER 6.
After Dark !

USK was falling. s
For half an hour nothing had been seen of the

Wolf and his followers. No shots had come from tho
dark belt of trees. Not a sound had broken the un-

earthly stillness that reigned.

=

=
=

That the attackers were biding their time, waiting il
it was dark, was clear.

As soon as it was dark, without a doubt they would attack.

Already the dusk was deepening rapidly. It was piteh
black now m the shadow of the snow-laden trees. The
white stretches of snow around the house seemed strangely.
eerie and ghostly to the St. Jim's party, waiting at their
posts for the attack they knew would come.

Blake and Dighy had been downstairs making tea. The
cheerful rattle of crockery heralded their reburn upstairs at
last. In the long room above the porch Tom Merry glanced
round, from where he knelt by the window, as the two
Fourth-Formers entered the room carrying cups and saucers
and a big tea pot.

“Good men !”

“Nothin’ like a cup of ted for buckin’ a fellow up,” agreed
Arthur Augustus approvingly. “And we'll need all the
wefweshin’ we can get before the night’s out, deah boys!”

““We certainly shall,” nodded Kildare quietly’ :

It was very dark in the room. Had they it the lights,
their heads would have been outlined plainly to the men
outside, making easy marks to be fired ab:

Talbot joined them from the small-foom on the right.

“It’s a pity these clouds are rolling up,” he said, in &
troubled voice, glancing out at the sky. “We want all the
moonlight we can get to-night!”

Kildare was at the window, peering out towards the edge
of the trees. o

“By Jove!” hecried sharply.
come !”

Tven a3 he spoke, there was the report of a rifle from
the room where Sir Napier was on watch. Blake and Dighby
rushed to rejoin him, and there was a crash as Monty Low-
ther dropped his tea-cup and darted to the centre window.

Across the white lawn, through the gloom, half a dozen
shadowy figures could he seen racing.

Dim though the light was, as he waised his rifle to bis
shoulder, Tom Merry recognised the great figure of the
Wolf. He picked out, too, the lithe, panther-like form of
Charcas, and the Englishman, Jackson, and the little evil
: Twue Gew Lisnary.—No. 1,148,
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figure of the man who had attacked Sir Napier on the train
on the previous day.

Spreading out as they came,
towards the house through the
SNOW.

At the same time, ¢
stabbing spurt of an automatic—another,
Three men, at least were hidden in the trees,
advance of the others with their weapons. :

A bullet whined through the broken centre window of
the room where Kildare, Tom Merry, Lowther, and the
swell of St. Jim’s were kneeling with their rifles at their
shoulders. It struck the ceiling at the back of the room, and
there was a noisy shower of falling plaster. Another thudded
into the masonry beside the window where Kildare was
stationed. -

Tom Merry pressed the trigger of his Winchester.

He was aiming at the legs of the giant leader of the
attackers, and he saw the great scoundrel falter for a
moment, then run on. But the light was so faint now that
the bullet had only torn through the cloth of the man’s
trouser leg ; startling him for a moment, evidently, but doing
no damage.

Tom fired again,

From each window along the front of the house, on the
first floor, rifles were cracking in staccato fashion. Spurts
of flame stabbed the dark—and answering lurid daggers of
light pierced the gloom from the belt of trees opposite.
The bullets hummed towards the house with deadly intent,
and the crash of breaking glass mingled with the rifle-fire
of the defenders.

Around the legs of the running men, as they drew close
to the house, spurts of snow showed where the bullets of
the St. Jim’s party struck. But heavy clouds obscured the
moon, and the light in the garden was too faint for any
accuracy of aim.

One of the oncoming scoundrels gave a cry, and fell.

But he staggered to his feet the next moment and came
running on desperately. Another of the ruffians clapped a
hand to his shoulder as he came.

“Got him !” muttered Kildare grimly.

Arthur Augustus crammed another clip into his rifle, and
hastily adjusted his monocle.

The running figure of the man who had attacked Sir
Napier in the train was approaching the house immediately
opposite the window at which the sweil of St. Jim’s
crouched. The man was running fast, carrying something
in his hand that looked like an axe, though the light was
too dim for Arthur Augustus to be sure.

He levelled the sights and pressed the trigger.
lArthur Augustus was one of the School House ecrack
shots.

There was a wild shout from below. The sinister figure
of the man on the lawr went sprawling forward. Arthur
Augustus gave a muttered exclamation.

“Bai Jove! Got you, you wottah!”

The fallen man scrambled up and turned, staggering
back to the cover of the trees.

A whining bullet struck the stonework of the balcony out-
side the centre window, sending a little shower of stone
splinters spinning into the room past Tom Merry and
Lowther. Tom felt a sharp pain at his right temple, and
instinctively put a hand to his head.

There was blood on his fingers as he stared at them.

T(Tom___-’-'

“All right, Monty,” said Tom steadily. “Only a graze.”
Hastily he bound a handkerchief round his head.

Everything had been happening so quickly that it seemed
longer than it really was before the attackers had gained
the shelter of the house wall, where the long balcony that
an outside the first floor windows hid them from the

efenders.

Had the moon not been obscured by heavy clouds, and
had there been sufficient light for the St. Jim’s party to
take better aim. the band of scoundrels would never %a ®
reached the house at all. As it was, only five of the six
had gained the shelter of the wall. and of those two at least
were hurt. *

With the firing abruptly silenced, faint groans could be
heard below. ,

“One of ’em has got lead-poisoning, anyway,”
Kildare.
L’ll bet !?

“What are they up to now, I wonder?” breathed Monty
Lowther.

They were not kept long in doubt.

A loud crash rang out below.

“QGreat pip!” muttered Tom Merry.
an axel”

Another crash—and another, this time at the window of
tho library. There was the sound of broken glass.
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“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus.
axes, and they’re bweakin’ in!”

From below the heavy crashing of the axes on the thick
wooden shutters of the hall and the library echoed through
the silent house. >

“They’ve gob

CHAPTER 7.
In Grim Straits !
RASH! Crash!
A splintering sound from somewhere below told
the. defenders that the head of an axe had bitten
into the wood of one of the shutters. 2
Clearly it would not be long before the men outside had
succeeded in smashing their way in through the shutters,
thick and strongly built thotugh they were.
Crash! Crash!
The sound echoed through the house menacingly.
It was a startlingly unexpected turn of events. So dim
and shadowy had been the figures of the men running

across the lawn that the axes they carried had passed
unnoticed.

“They must have got them from the empty gardener’s
cottage in the grounds,” breathed Kildare.

A dark figure appeared in the shadowy doorway.
Sir Napier Wynter, his automatic in his hand.

“Eric—Merry! Quick! Come downstairs with me!
We'll stop these fellows:yet!” =

Ho turned and hurried along the passage outside towards
the stairs. The captain of St. Jim’s and Tom Merry fol-
lowed him swiftly. : <

At the top of the stairs Sir Napier touched an electric
light switch and flooded the hall below with light.

The three raced down into the hall.

The big window there was heavily shuttered, but the
woodwork of the shutters was quivering beneath the power-
ful blows of an axe from outside. Already a long slit
in the panels could be seen, and as they came down the
stairs the gleaming head of an axe bit through, splitting
the shutter for a yard or more with a splintered crack.

Sir Napier raised his automatic and fired.

The bullet drilled a clean hole through the shutter. ;

There was a sharp exclamation and a curse in Spanish
from the other side of the shutter. The axe was wrenched
out, and another shattering blow drove in a portion of the
shutter. A swarthy face glared in through the jagged gap.

Instinctively Tom raised his rifle.

But the captain of the Shell did not press the trigger.
He could not shoot the man! Desperate though their
plight was, to take a human life was a thing that Tom
Merry could not do, even in sclf-defence. :

He lowered his rifle and snatched up the unburnt end of &
lump of flaming wood from the log fire near him. With
unerring aim, he Aung the blazing brand at the face of the
man staring in through the splintered hole in the shutter.

The South American had raised a gleaming automatic to
fire in at them. But the next moment the burning end.
of the flying lump of wood had struck him on the jaw, and
with a scream he vanished from sight.

“Quick !” breathed Kildare. “The library—" g

He dashed in the direction of that room, and swung open
the door. *

Already the shutters of the library window were smashed
in at the centre, and a man’s arm was groping in, trying
to find the iron fastenings.®

Tom Merry, standing in the doorway, saw the captain

It was

of St. Jim’s lay down his rifle swiftly and picked up the -

poker from the fireplace. With a quick spring, Kildare
was at the window.

With all his strength, the stalwart skipper brought the
poker down across that groping arm There was a yell of
pain from outside, and the arm vanished,

A face appeared, glaring in—the bearded face of the

Wolf himself. =

“Carajo!”

The snarling lips of the South American were bared from
his teeth in an animal-like way.

Tom gave a gasp as he saw a levelled automatic thrust
in through the splintered opening, directed full at Eric -
Kildare.

“ Look out——"

Even as the warning shout broke from him Tom leapt
forward. :

His hand closed on the wrist that hetd the automatic,
thrusting it up. There was an echoing report and a spurt
of flame in the shadowy room The bullet sped harm-

lessly above Kildare’s head and buried itself in the plaster |

of the ceiling. Some of the plaster came showering down.
The next moment the powerful wrist was wrenched from

Tom’s hand. < =

(Continued on page 12.)
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- pinch. a few and sell them !

A FOOTBALL FEATURE THAT * SCORES " EVERY TIME! 1

play billiards, golf, and the piano—and GOOD FOOTBALL!

Sold up—ZLock, Stock and Barrel !

OR a few minutes we will listen-in

to Leeds United Football Club.

For this purpose you needn’t worry

if your three-valve set is not quite

up to the mark. You will be able to

hear even with an indifferent set, because

Leeds United are the * Big Noise ”’ of this
current football season.

Nobody expected them to get to the
top of the First Division, but they did
that in double-quick time, and though
they have since been deposed, as we say
on Sundays, the first thing we pick up
from Leeds is to the effect that they are
going to win the championship of the
First Division at the end of the present
season.

As the people who are broadcasting

_can’t hear any replies we make, we can,

without fear and trembling, say to the
good people at Leeds that it is high
time they won something. The cham-
pionship flag has never yet flown over
their ground, nor is the name of Leeds
United inscribed in letters of gold on the

- English Cup.

So whatever else we do we won't be-
grudge this lot from Leeds their hour of
glorious life. Rather®let us wish them
the best of luck, mainly because they
deserve it. The club has passed through
troublous times, as you know. There
was a time just after the War when the
old club—called Leeds City—was sold
up lock, stock and barrel by order of the
powsrs who rule football with an iron
hand. :

Fighting Against Luck !

OUT of the dead Leeds City sprang up
—» Leeds United, and there is one

~man on the staff at the present time who

has seen the club through ail its ups and
downs since it was reformed. This is
Ernest Hart, the centre-half who has

_a little competition of his own on with

Willis Edwards as a competitor. They
are in healthy rivalry as to which will get
the greatest number of caps as England
half-backs.

Russell Wainscoat told me this story
about the half-backs and their competition,
and then said that it was rather a pity
that the two lads weren’t collecting shoes
instead of caps, because then he could
From which
you may gather—and quite rightly, too—
that Russell is in the boot and shoe trade.
So the quicker the lads of Leeds kick
their shoes to bits the better he likes it.

1 told you that we were going to listen-
in to Leeds United. That idea came to
moe when I called at the ground on a
certain morning mnot long ago. The
gtrains of music were coming irom the

dressing-room, and after pushing the door
open just a little bit so that I could see
what was happening, I stayed there and
listened.

Gramophone—and Other Records!

SOME excellent turns were put on one

after the other. First we had a
few minutes of gramophone records. The
instrument obviously belonged to Bob
Turnbull, the outside-right. Anyway,
Bob was turning the handle—no “ pun ”
meant there—and some very delightful
music was coming forth. Bob knows
everything there is to know about gramo-
phones—as well as most other musical
instruments—and that may be one of the
reasons why he is so very good in the
“ needle "’ matches. 2

After the gramophone records came a
turn on the ukulele by John White. He
was the last big player the club secured
from Scotland, and I can tell you that he
cost them a bonny penny. But he has
been worth all the money, partly because
of what he does on the field, and partly
for the good cheer which he pours forth
to keep the lads alive when they are
travelling.

But, as a matter of fact, the impression
that I formed when peeping through the
partly open door into the Leeds dressing-
room wes that it was not so much keeping
alive that the Leeds players wanted as
keeping quiet. They do know how to
amuse themselves and no mistake. If
merriment is a real help to championship
winning, then that flag is as good as
flying over the ground at this very
moment.

Star Turns!

EORGE REED, the left half, for
instance, may not haveearned quite
so much fame on the field as his two half-
back colleagues who have played for
England, but George can beat them all
at singing a song. He is a very popular
character in Leeds, being in great demand

at local concerts, =

For a moment or two after Reed had
finished his song the whole place turned
very serious. Somebody happened” to
mention some trouble in the  industrial
world, whereupon Tom Jennings got on
to his hind legs and spoke like a real
orator until somebody threatened to
throw a boot at him if he kept on being
s0 serious.

Still, they have to allow Tom to be
serious sometimes, because he must try
his speeches “ on the dog,” to use a popu-
lar expression. You see, Tom is a leading
member of the Leeds Municipal Club, and
gets into the way of making nice speeches.

TO SEE
LEEDS UNITED.

They are a talented band of stalwarts'at Leeds, as Mr. Parker, our special ¢ footer *’ representative,
discovers when he pays the famous club in ths Midlands one of his surprise visits.

When Leeds United win

should say if and when
—Tom Jennings must
certainly be put up to
propose the chief toast
of the evening. - The
trouble is—so I am in-
formed—that when he
is interrupted at a club
meeting he has a very
hard task to keep himself
from shouting * Foul,
ref 1 7

The concert. party
being ended for the time
being, I went into the
centre-forward factory—
I think that is what they
ceall it—to get a few
more facts about what
the players do in their
spare time, if any.

A Good Hand

at—Golf?
They can si RAN up against Tom
Y Lt I Townsley, and bhs

: : told me that his- spare-
time job was keeping an account of the
number of goals the club centre-forwards
score, That was just like Tom—he is
the champion leg-puller of the club. But
actually there are centre-forwards at Leeds
who do need somebody to count when
they start the net-finding business. They
have a lad in the first team now named
David Mangnall. In a Northern mid-week
league match not so long ago David
only scored ten goals. After that exploit
they had to put him into the first eleven,
of course, because it was not fely wise
to heap up discouragement on the young
goalkeepers who play in that mid-week
league. ; :

After much persuasion, and when he
saw that I was not going to ““ buy ” any
of his leg-pulling stories, Townsley did
becomse serious enough to want to talk -
golf to me. It’s a funny thing, but goli
is one of the things which men don’s
joke about ; they’re always deadly serious.
After much chat about * birdies” and
*“ eagles ” which I didn’t understand, but
which sounded pretty flighty enyway,
Townsley did tell me enough to convince
me that he is to all intents and purposes
a “sgeratch > golfer. So I am not going
to play him at the wee ball game.

A Pleasant Fvening!

NEITHER am I going to take any of

tho Leeds lads on at the meny-ball
gamo known as snooker pool. They are
too good at the “ potting ” business for may
liking. And at billiards, on the fine table
which is in the recreation-room, there
are some adepts, too. Fifty and- sixty
breaks come from the cue of goalkeeper
Johnson, while the full-backs, Roberts and
Milburn, are about as good-at scoring on
the billiard-table as they are in stopping
other teams from scoring on the football
field. 2

A word with #Hie manager, Mr, ¢ Dick
Ray, and a shake of the hand of Arthur
Campey,~the trainer, and off I went.
They-were putting on another gramophone
| record, and my head was whirling round
already. In any case I couldn’s stand
Mitchell’s parting shot: “ Remember to
tell them that Leeds leads.”

They certainly have the right sort of
name and the right sort of epirit in the
side. But I can deny, officially, the
rumour that when the club wants new
players this clause is put in the adver.
tisement : * Oanly accomplished musicians
need apply.”

¢ Noszy.”
Tap Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,140.

the Cup—or perhaps we _
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Kildare snatched up his rifle again and fired out blindly
into the dark., The juniors could hear heavy footsteps
retreating along, by the wall, dying away in the snow. )

The captain of St. Jim’s wiped the moisture from his
forehead and smiled in a twisted way at Tom Merry.

“Thanks, young ‘un! He nearly got me.”

Tom grinned faintly. : : A b

“We've, driven the blighters off with a flea in their
ears, anyway,” he answered. :

As ab ‘the window of the library the scoundrels outside
the hall window had by now beaten a hasty retreat. A’s
‘Pom Merry and Kildare emerged into the hall Kildare’s
uncle came hurrying towards them.

_ “What happened?” he cried. “I heard you fire—
Kildare bricfly explained. Sir Napier smiled grimly.
“Well, I fancy they've discovered we're a fairly tough

nut to crack,” he muttered.

3}

He glanced frowningly at the splintered shutters. Sud-

denly he strode to the electvic-light switches and snapped
out the light, leaving the hall illuminated by the rosy glow
of the fire. -

“That’s safer now—they could see in a bit too clearly
before.”

He hroke off. 3

From upstairs a sudden crackle of rifle-fire had burst
out and died away again almost abruptly. The next moment
a cry was heard.

“What’s happened ?” breathed Tom, staring up the stairs,

“Go and see,” said Sir Napier quietly. “T’ll stay down
here to guard these broken shutters.” .

In a momen$ Tom was racing up the stairs, with Kildare

beside him. .
. The ery had come from the room at the north-west corner
of the building, where Blake and Digby had been stationed
with Sir Napier. Kildare thrust open the door and
stared in.

It was dark in the room, hut the faint light by the
window showed the eaptain and Tom Merry that Digby was
leaning against the wall with a hand to his shoulder.

“Great Scott! What's-happened?” cried the captain of
St. Jim’s anxiously, hurrying into the room with Tom at

~ his heels.

“Nothing muech!” gasped Digby. “The blighters bolted
for the trees, we fired after them, and one of ’em turned
and got into a lucky shot with his automatic. Plunked me
in the giddy shoulder.”

Dig grinned ruefully. ;

Blake was standing beside bis chum, anxiously examining
the wound. But the leader of the Fourth moved aside
as Kildare hurried up. The captain peeled off the wounded
j;mior’s sleeve with gentle fingers and ripped open the
shirt.

“Not touched the bone, thank goodness,” he muttered.
“Only a flesh wound, young 'un. Lucky for you!”
~ Ho turned to Tom Merry. :

“VYou'd better stay here with Blake. I'll see to Dighy.”

Tom nodded, and the captain led Digby from the room,
to attend to his wounded shoulder in the light of a back
bed-room, on the safe side of the house.

Though Dighy was not badly hurt it was clear that he
would not be able to take an active part in further pro-
ccedings that night.

There were two windows to the room in which Tom Merry
and Blake had been left, one overlooking the front of the
house, the other the side. It was across the lawn at the
side of the house that the men who had attempted to brealk
their way in through the shutters downstairs had retreated,
after being driven off by Sir Napier, Kildare, and the
captain of the Shell.

“This is a rum go, isn’t it?” muttered Blake, as he and
Tom Merry crouched one at each window, their rifles ready
for any reappearance on the part of the Rioguayans from
the shelter of the trees. “My hat! What a yarn it’ll be
to tell the chaps of St. Jim’s next term |

Tom nodded silently.

“What a game!” ‘went on Blake. “My giddy aunt! T
never guessed weé were in for a regular cinema stunt like
this when we set off to come here from St. Jim’s. It beats
the band. Anyone’d think we were in the middle of some
giddy revolution in South Amercia.”

“That’s s0,”” agreed Tom grimly. ‘““Miles from anywhere
in these blessed mountains, like we are, these beggars
can behave as if they’re at home in Rioguay—that’s the
trouble.” =

Tee Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,140.
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“Poor old Dig,” muttered Blake.
stopping one !”

“Lucky it’s only a flesh wound |” grewled Tom.

“Think they’ll attack again?” ‘ .

“Sure to.,”
-Blake grunted.

They had driven off the first attack in fine style, with
only one casualty.” But what would happen at Llanfellyn
Towers before that exciting night was out was a guestion
that none could answer.

“Rotten luck, hie

— e 2

CHAPTER 8.
The Figure in White !

OOM !

From the clock over the stables on the east side
of the house the last note of midnight died away:
on the cold night air. :

Herries yawned. ;

Ho was sitting by the window in the tower-room that
overlooked the south-east corner of the house, having relieved
Manners of that solitary task two hours before. His rifie
was across his knees, roady loaded. =

Not that Herries anticipated having to nse it. Though it
was safest to have someone watching that corner of the-
house, it seecmed very improbable that an attack would
come from that quarter. = T

To the south and east gleaming white streiches of snow
sloped away from._the house for a long distance. There
was no cover at all for the attackers. If they advanced over
those white meadows they would provide casy marks for
the defenders. -

A steaming cup of hot coffee stood on the window-siil at
Herries’ elbow. Dighy, though with one arm in a sling, had -
been making himself thoroughly useful. It was Digby who
had succeeded in providing a good ineal fer the others at
supper-time.

Since the first attack had been beaten off the, Rioguayans
had made two more determined assaults. But in each case
they had been driven off—on the second occasion with an
unconscious man borne between two of them—a man with
a bullet in his chest.

The St. Jim’s party had not gone unscathed. A fragment
of broken glass, kicked out of a window-frame by arspeeding
bullet, had gashed Kildare's arm, and a ricochet had bruised
Blake’s cheek and torn the skin in an ugly way. It scemed
a-miracle that nothing worse had happened. -

Herries sipped his coffee gratefully. :

*Good old Dig!” he muttered. ““This eofice’s fine—"

* He broke off, staring down from the little window.

Immediately below were the roofs of the old stables—now
converted into garages. The moonlight had broken through
the ragged clouds, revealing a white, ghostly shape moving
am?ng the old-fashioned jumble of gables of the stabling
roofs. =

Herries caught his breath.

. The figure vanished behind a snow-clad ridge of the roof-
ing, then reappeared again in the moonlight—a white, dim
shape, ccrie and ghostly, scarcely visible against the snow.

For a moment Herries felt a cold shiver. He knew that
Llanfellyn Towers was supposed to be hannted—Sir Napier
he told them the story of the ghost Crusader that was said
to haunt the ancient mansion at Christmas-time—a spectral
knight in chain-mail, bearing a battleaxe, with a ecrimson
cross upon his mailed chest. = -

So ghostly was the figure gliding aleng the snow-clad
roofs below that for a wild instant it seemed to Herries that
it could only be the legendary spectreof Llanfellyn Towers.

Then he shook that fanciful thought from his mind.

Herries did not believe in ghosts—he was far too hard-
headed a youngster. e

Besides, ghostly though it looked, the figure on the rocf
of the stables was certainly not clad in chain-mail. It
looked more like a white-clad monk, with a shimmering
hood drawn over its head.

“What the dickens——"

Herries stared down in startled amazement.

The shadowy white figure was stealing furtively along
between two high ridges of the roofing, towards the tower.

And suddenly Herries tumbled to the truth. = -

One of the attackers was making a daring bid to gain
entry to the house! His dark clothes covered in the white
sheet, obtained, doubtless, from the deserted gardener’s
cottage among the trees, the daring scoundrel had realised
that he would stand a very good chance of crossing the snow
on the east side of the house unseen. He had evidently
realised that even if a good watch were being kept on that
side of the building, the white sheet that covered him would
render him practically invisible against the snow. :

Had the moon not appeared just then, without a doubt
he would have succeeded in his purpose, tco. And, once in
the house, by silently opening an outer door on the side




EVERY WEDNESDAY.

towards the trees, where his companions weré waiting, the
scoundrel would have enabled the rest to gain the house
fairly easily by an unexpected rush. And, with the
besiegers once inside the house, the St. Jim’s party would
be hard put to it to defend themselves, L

Herries drew a deep breath.

It was evident, too, that the man in the white sheeb
realised that all the windows on the ground foor were
securely shuttered. e had gained the roofs of the stables
with the intention of climbing along to one of the first floor
windows at the back, ahd getting into the house that way.

Hven as Herries swung up the window, he saw the ghostly
figure below swing up on to the balcony of the room below

im.

At sound of that up-lung window, the white-clad shape on
the snowy balcony halted as if turned to stone. He stared
up with glittering eyes, and the next moment the cloth
had slipped back from his head, revealing in the bright
moonlight a face that Herries knew well. ;

Tt was Charcas, the South American who had called him-
solf Garcia at St, Jim’s, and had pretended to be the son
of the President of Rioguay.

- “Q@arcia !” breathed Herries, instinetively reverting to the

13

name by which

_they had always known the haundsome
scoundrel. =

Herries held his rifle in his hands.
motionless figure on the balcony below.

“Yes, youw're spotted!” rapped out Herries. “Vou'd

The glittering eyes of Charcas stared up at him, ﬁlléci
with vindictive hatred.

With a shrug, Charcas raised his arms, and the white
cloth fell from his lithe figure.

The glimmering blue-black barrel was directed full at ﬂ‘;a
better stand quite still—just where ‘you are !

“Stick up your hands!” commanded the St. Jim’s junior.

“Bo you're not a giddy ghost, after all. eh?” grinned

‘Hen_'les grimly. “Thought you'd sneak in, then let your

precious pals in, eh? But it won’t wash this time |”

“So I see'!” retorted Charcas coolly, in his soft, purring
voice. “But what do you do now, my friend Herries?”

Herries did not answer.

For the moment he scarcely knew what he had betier
do. In this lonely corner of the big house it was doubtful
whether the others would hear him even if he shouted.

But if he moved away from the window Charcas would be

{Continued on next page.)
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¢“The

Wizard. :

Questions ranging
from ‘““Where do flies go
in the winter-time 2’ to
best
make a jam-roll?’ are
answered without effort
and in fully authentic
terms by our wily Old
Scottish readers need no$ send half-crown postal-orders with their questions

way to

—the Oracle is only too pieased to supply them with answers free !

Q.—What is a Cashrmere goat ?
__A~—~—Now, you've come to the right
person for goats, L. A., of Notts! My
grandfather’s gardener had a boy whose
pal 8t school kept goats, and so I know
all about ’em. In fact, I was onece helped
over 8 stile by one of these amiable
creatures. But that wasn’t a Cashmere

mountains of Tibet.

one. It was a—well, well! Perhaps I'd
better not tell you what kind of goat I
called that one. But returning to the
question in hand. A Cashmere goat livesin
the mysterious country of
Tibet, and on the Himalaya
Mountains, Its undercoat of
downy greyish hair yields the
Cashmere wool that is turned
into cloth. So you see, this
fellow is useful. The one who
biffed me wasn’t !

Q.—How many raincoats
are worn per wet day in
London ?

A.~—Ask me ancther! Bub
if all the umbrellas were piled
up in one heap near the Nelson
nionument, a good many people *
‘would get jolly-well soaked.

Q.—What does a dandy of
the sixteenth century look like ?

: A dandy of 1530
“takes the air.”?

A,—One of my readers is

interested in modern and ancient cos-
tumes, and he has written and asked
me to get the GEmM artist to draw a
dandy of 1530, so that he can add it to
his collection. Well, the deed is done.
Below you will see what this
gentleman of bygone days looked and
dressed like. A bit different to our
clothes, what ? I can imagine the sensa-
tion & chap would cause if he went down
Oxford Street garbed in similar fashion.
He wouldn’t get far !

Q.—Are dogs and other mascots
allowed aboard warships ?

A.—Yes, in rcason, P. B, of Dorchester.
Many of the mascobs of the Fleet have
become famous, such as Brindle Boy, the
dog of H.M.S. Lion, the two black cats
that sailed in the Vindictive to raid
Zeebrugge, and poor Jacko, the monkey of
the Loyal, which was washed overboard and
drowned abt sea. At Jutland, H.M.S.
Valiant of the Fifth Battle Squadron had
on board a pedigree cockerel as mascot,
but the blast from a bursting shell flung
him down a ventilator shaft, where he
stuck all night. However, he fulfilled
his duty by crowing lustily for a British
victory until rescued on the followin,
morning, and no doubt receive
an extra whack of rations for
keeping his end up !

Q.—What is the difference
between twice fifty-three and
twice three and fifty ?

A —TFifty.
chums. _

Q.—What is the best corres-
pondence course of memory
training ? ¥

A.J never recommend any
particular brand of corres-
pondence course, Alfred Wake-
field, of Barnsley—at least,
mnot for my readers. Some
time ago I did so in the case
of our sub-editor, hoping
thereby that he might

Think " it out, "

member the half-dollar I lent him
several months previously., - He
got along very well—very weil,
mdeed; in fact, he actually
remembered that he had paid me
back and recommended that €
should try a course so that possibly
I might remember, too. The
correspondence school sent him &
very nice letter, too. They wrote:
“Dear Sir,—We feel deeply
gratiied by your unsolicited
testimonial as to the benefits
derived by you from our memory
course and thank you for calling
personally at our offices to express
this satisfaction. Trusting you
“will recommend to your friends
our course which has refreshed and
strengthoned: your own memory. Again
thanking you. Yours truly, ete. ‘
“P.S—Your walking-stick and gloves,
which you inadvertently left behind you
in our offices, have been forwarded to you
by parcel post.” G :

Q.—Who were the Ottomans ?

A.—They were the Turks who eaptured
Constantinople in the year 1453, Reggie P.
I don’t know what you mean by that
second question aboubt the snake thatb
swallowed its own tail and went on swallow-
ing.

Q.—How are carbines carried on
horseback ?

A.~—Certainly & mounted soldier can't
always be carrymg his carbine under his
arm when he is not using it, and neither
can he put it behind his ear, as the office-
boy puts his spare Woodbine. So attached
to the saddle is a stiff leathern socket,
called a carbine-thimble, and into this
the gun is slipped, just in the manner of &
revolver in @ holster. Our Gm3t artist
illustrates this  thimble 2 in-the little
diagram below,

Whan not in use a carbine is

Ie-

slipped in a leathern sogke$
called a ** thimble.™
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able to make his eseape. And he could not stand there
holging up his prisoner with his rifle for the rest of the
night.

Then a way out of the difficulty came into his mind.

A water-pipe ran up beside the window at which he stood,
passing the balcony below. He knew that the lithe South
Americen youngster would be quite capable of climbing
up 1t. ;

“You'd better climb up to this voom, Charcas,” said
Herries, with a grin. “Up the pipe! Come on, or you'll
get an ounce of lead that’ll surprise you ™

As a matter of fact, Herries knew very well that if his
prisoner refused to obey him, he would not shoot at Charcas.
It would have been too cold-blooded a business for a fellow
like Herries to do. But Charcas came from a country
where pcople were less particular in such matters, and it
probably did not occur to the Rioguayan for a moment that
Herries would be in the least reluctant to fire.

He evidently dared not disobey. He took hold of the
pipe sullenly and began to climb.

“T've got you covered!” exclaimed Herries warningly.

It did not take the agile South American long to reach
the window-sill of the upper room. The St. Jim’s youngster
drew back as his prisoner swung silently over the sill into
the room and stood facing him with smouldering eyes.

“Good for you !” muttered Herries. “1 fancy you'll be a
pretty useful hostage, Charcas!”

He nodded towards the open door.

“(Get along out there!” he commanded. ““I'll be behind
vou, with this giddy popgun, so I shouldn’s try any {un)ny

business. See? I'm taking you along to Sir Napier——’

5 =
There was # sudden, startled cry {rom the South
American.

Wide-eyed, he was staring past Herries at the dark
doorway.

Herries glanced round swiftly.

A moment later he realised that he had been fooled—and
by an old frick at that! But it was too late. Charcas had
leapt at him with the agility of a leopard, and dragged
the rifie from his hands. Herries saw the other’s black,
glittering eyes alight with triumph—then a lightning fist
crashed into his face.

He staggered back helplessly. )

Again that fist landed, this time on the point of the jaw,
with stunning force.

George Herries dropped to the floor in a senseless heap.

CHAPTER 9.
Within the House !

€ UENO
B The South American laughed softly, as he stood
staring down at the inert form of the St. Jim’s
junior sprawled motionless at his feet.

He stood listening. Not a sound broke the stillness.

It was clear that no one in the house had heard the
sound of Herries’ fall. Charcas gave a mutter of satisfac-
tion, and stole across towards the shadowy doorway. An
automatic was gleaming in his hand now.

He had gained entry to the house, after ‘all, as he had
set out to do! With a last glance back at the still figure
lymmg on the fioor, the Rioguayan stole out with catlike
stealth into the passage beyond.

Like a-shadow he crept along to the narrow stairway
that led down to the first floor. The mooulight, streaming
in through a passage window, showed him the head of
another flight of stairs, evidently a back staircase. He
moved quickly towards it,

But at the top of the stairs he halted, as if turned to
stone. 3

_He had heard footsteps crossing the floor of a room near
him.  The next moment a door opened, and a blaze of
yellow licht streamed out {rom the room beyond. Outlined
in the lighted doorway was the fat figure of Baggy
Trimble.

Baggy had become hungry again, after his long vigil by
the bedside of the unconscious butler. He had come out
now, intending to get hold of some more food, but at sight
of Charcas standing there by the top of the stairs, the face
of the Falstaff of the Fourth. showed that he had quite
suddenly forgotten all about food.

He stared at Charcas as though he could not believe his
eyes. =

“ Mum-mum-my hat!” stammered Baggy.

Then a look of terror leapt into his face. He opened
his mouth to yell, but already tho Soutk American had
sprung at him. A steely hand closed over Baggy’s mouth
and he was dragged into the lighted room. — -

The muzzlé of an automatic jabbed into his fat ribs.
“Quiet, you dog !” hissed the South American wenacingly.
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Baggy would nof have disobeyed at that moment for a >
thousand pounds.
Charcas glanced round swiftly. The old butler was lying
in the bed, his lips moving as he muttered in delirium.-
fI‘hege was a thin quilt on the bed, and Charcas snatched
it off. =
“QOne sound, and you die I” he muttered. ;
“Qh, lor’!” pgasped Baggy. “I—1 .won’t say any-
thing, old chap. I won’t even open my mouth, if you
don’t want me to.”
“Silence, you fat fool!” = '
“(Certainly !” gasped Baggy, quaking from head to foot.
“Oh, certainly! Anything to oblige an old pal—"
Baggy got no further. Charcas had torn off a cormer
of the quilt, and he thrust it into Bagey’s mouth, bringing

With unerring aim Tom Merry
flung the blazing wood at the
jagged gap in the shutier!

the Falstaff of the Fourth’s stammering protestations to
an abrupt end.

Swiftly the South American tied one corner of the quilt

round the fat Fourth-Former’s mouth, gagging Baggy
utterly. The rest of the quilt he wound tightly round his
trembling victim, fastening his arms to his sides, and
securing his fat, little Jegs. When Charcas had finished,
Baggy was lying on the floor in a helpléss, palpitating
heap, bound hand and foot, and staring up at Charcas
with dumb terror. = =

“So much for you,” muttered the South American.

He stepped swiftly out into - the passage again, and
listened. He could hear nothing. Closing the door be-
hind him, he turned again to the stairs, and crept down
them like a cat.

They led him to the kitchen quarters—dark and deserted.
Stealing like a shadow along a passage ab the back, he -
:'iame, with a mutter of satisfaction, to one of the outer

oors. c - =




the Wolf ! "—next week’s roustng long tale of the Chums of St. Jim's!#

Softly drawing back the bolts, the Rioguayan drew the
door open, and found himself gazing across a stretch of
glittering snow towards the trees on the west side of the
house. .

Even as he stared across towards the trees, a dark cloud
slid over the moon.

*Bueno !” muttered Charcas, with a soft laugh.

He took from his pocket a little electric torch, and sent
a stabbing point of light flashing out towards the trecs.

His signal did net go long unanswered. There was a
sudden rush of dark figures from the belt of trees, speeding
towards the open door across the dim, shadowy lawns.

There was a shout {rom somewhere above, and the sharp
report of a Winchester rang out. it was followed by a

raitle of firing from the windows of the house. Bub so
sudden and unexpected had the rush been that the attackers
were half-way across the open stretch before the watchers
above had had time to fire at all.

_ And in the dim light, accurate firing
impossible.

In a few moments the giant figure of the Wolf himself
had thundered in thibugh the doorway where Charcas
stood, his six followers at his heels. The scoundrels came
crowding into the passage, with echoing footsteps.

From somewhere upstairs came a startled shout, in the
voice of Tom Merry:

“They’ve got in! They’re in the house—" —

“Follow me !” roared the Wolf. “Carajo, we have them
now! We will show these gringos it is not wise to have
defied El Lobo !” S ;

With crashing footsteps the great bearded chief of the
revolutionaries thundered towards the front hall, his
“swarthy followers hot on his heels.

7
/
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CHAPTER 10,
The Fight on the Siairs!

g~ WEAT Scott!”
*“ Listen—"
“ My hat, they've got in——?

 The 8t. Jim’s party could hardly believe their
ears as the footsteps of the attackers echoed up to them

. from within the house.

That every door had heen securecly fastened, every win-
dow heavily shuttered, they knew. = Vet their enemies
were inside the house, a moment or two after their un-
expected dash across from the trees.

It was staggering!

But there was no time to waste in wondering how they
had managed it. With the Wolf and his followers in the
house, their comparatively safe position as defenders of
the besieged house was safe no more. In a few moments
they would be at grips—hand to hand.

“Follow me!” shouted Kildave.

With the juniors behind him, the captain of St. Jim's
raced for the top of the broad staircase. .

As they came to the top of the stairs, the attackers came
bursting into the hall below through the door that led
from the kitchen quarters. The Wolf was in frent, a huge,
bearded figure with glittering eyes, ‘a great, black revolver
in his hand. Behind him were Charcas and Jackson, the
renegade Englishman, and five other dim, villainous faces
as the revolutionaries swarmed through into the firelit hall
with trampling feet and excited shouts,

Sir Napier Wynter had been in the hall, having under-
taken the dangerous task of guarding the broken shuiters
of the hall and library. Now he was crouching on the
stairs, in the shelter of the heavy banisters, his automatic
ready in his hand.

Crack ! :

Sir Napier’s weapon spoke, and one of the shadowy
scoundrels gave a cry, and reeled sideways against the
wall, a hand to his shoulder.

In a moment therc was an answering, heavy shot from
the revolver of the great, bearded figure in the forefront
of the band of scoundrels. The lead sang within inches
of Sir Napier’s head, and crashed into the panelling of
the staircase wall. In another moment Sir Napier had
leapt up the stairs and joined the others.

To have stayed
on the stairs would have been madness, as the next instant
showed.

Half a dozen shots rang out, splintering the banisters,
and thudding into the woodwork behind. The stairs were
so shadowy that the scoundrels had not seen Sir Napier's
swift retreat.

The ruffians in the hall came thu
swarm towards the foot of ti

The Wolf, staring up with
pointing hand. >

“There they are!” he shouted in Spanish. “Up the
stairs, hombres -

“Tet ’em have it!” breathed Kildare. : :

Angd from the top of the stairs an echoing volley of rifle-
fire rang out. .

The St. Jim’s party, crouching ecoolly at the top of the
wide staircase, were hidden in dark shadows, invisible te
the men below. But the Wolf and his followers were
revealed by the glow of light from the big fireplace behind
them.

One of them collapsed with a groan, and from Charcas
there was a stifled cry, as a bullet from Talbot’s gleaming
Winchester grazed his forearm with a burning gash.
Another of the scoundrels clapped a hand to a torn ear.
Tt had been a wild shot from Lowther’s weapon that had
so nearly found his temple.

But even now the St. Jim’s juniors were net aiming to
kill. That was a thing that none of them could bring
himself to do. And against such utterly unscrupulous
villains as- these men, it was a bad. handicap for tho
defenders that they had such scruples, for they knew that
no quarter would be given to them. :

A ragged volley from the weapons of the men below
whistled up the dark stairs. ;

But the scoundrels weré firing blindly, unable to make
out the figures of the defenders in the gloom. A lucky
shot took Manners in the leg, searing the flesh like a red-
hot iron, and a bullet tore throngh Tom Merry’s slee‘:e,
ripping-it from wrist to elbow. But the majority af the
shobs” flew harmlessly by, to bury themselves in wall and
ceiling. :

“Bai Jove, heah they come!” gasped Arthur Augustus,
cramming another clip into his rifle.

Up the stairs the scoundrels were surging, the huge figure
of their leader in front, a dim and shadowy swarm of
cursing ruffians.

Suddenly Kildare leapt out before the others. :

By the top of the stairs was standing a glimmering suié
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of plate-armour—one of the many suits of mail that
ornamented ‘the hall-and staircase, : R i
_The captain of St.Jim’s seized it and swung it into the air,
exercising all his strength., Though his arm was bandaged
where it ‘had been gashed by broken glass from the window
of one of the bed-rooms, he lifted the suit of heavy mail
above his head as though it had been a sack of feathers.

With every ounce of strength in his muscular arms
Kildare flung the gleaming suit of burnished steel down
upon the scoundrels as they rushed up the staircase.

Crash! > ) .

Tull on the chest of the leader of the revolutionaries the
breastplate of the heavy mail fell, sweeping the great villain
backwards like a ninepin. He crashed back against those
behind him. end, with the suit of armour on top of them,
t}le lw}lalole swarm went hurtling in a wild mass into the
the hall.

“0h, good egg!” gasped Jack Blake.

“Hurrah!” Ay ;

The men in the hall staggered and scrambled to their
feet. One or two of them, clearly, had been hurt in_their
fall. But the Wolf swept a great arm forward, pointing
up the stairs. :

“Follow me!” he thundered in Spanish. “We will
rout the dogs out—-" ]

He got no further.

Sir Napier had raised his automatic and .pressed the
trigger. The bullet sang down the dark staircase, grazing
the huge Rioguayan’s swarthy temple..

1t was a knock-out blow! Xl Lobo reeled and crashed to
the floor, senseless. ;

Grasps of utter constcrmation rang out from his followers.
The sight of the fall of their leader filled them with
sudden panic.

They stood hesitating, Then with a yell and a cheer the
St. Jim’s party came racing down the stairs in a body.

It was a matter of bare hands now! In the dim-lit
hall, with the shadowy, reeling figures black against the
firelight, a bullet would have been likely to find friend or
foe. In a whirling battle of fists the St Jim’s juniors,
Tric Kildare, and Sir Napier Wynter hurled themselves ai
the suddenly panic-stricken scoundrels.

“Tet ‘em have it!”

“On the ball, 8t Jim’s!”

“Huwwah! On the ball,

“ What-ho!” .

With trampling fect the combatants reeled and staggered
together in the gloom.

Manners, clinging for support to the banisters above, for
his wounded leg was paining ‘him, stood at Digby’s side
and watched with gleaming eyes the desperate struggle.

3

deah boys—’

Digby, his arm in a sling, thanks to his damaged shoulder,.

was also out of things; but his face was as eagerly alight
as though he had been in the thick of the fight.

But if the two juniors could not help, they could shout
encouragement—and they did.

“Let ’em have it, St. Jim’s!”

Watching intently, they saw Tom Merry, his head
‘bandaged, his face like stone, deal one of the South
Americans a staggering blow on the chin that knocked the
man flying against the wall. They saw Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy side-step nimbly as a glittering knife that one of
the villains had dragged out flashed down at him—and the
next moment the man who held the knife had reeled back
from a stinging blow to the jaw from the swell of 8t
Jim’s businesslike fist. >

The others were doing good work, too, with Kildare
and his uncle a tower of strength in the thick of the
desperats struggle, 3 : *

It was not long before the South Americans had had
move than enough!

One of them dragged open the big front door, and almost
before the St. Jim’s party realised what they intended,
they were vetreating into the night, carrying with them
the genseless figure of their leader. Talbot rushed forward
with Tom Merry, Lowiher, Blake, and Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy at his heels; ‘but a bullet came whining in from
the darkness, and they halted unecertainly.

The next moment Sir Napier had slammed the door and
shot the bolts. B =

“TLet them go” he said grimly. “No good trying to
follow—they could shoot us down easily ! We've driven them
off, and that’s all that matters!” ;

QOnce again the defenders of Llanfellyn Towers were lefi
triumphant masters of the situation, and a breathless
cheer rang oub in the old firelit hall.

“Talk about an exciting night!” chuckled Talbot. My
hat—this beats the giddy band !” .

‘“Yes, it's exciting enough,” nodded Eric Kildare, with
a fain$, grim smile.
pight.
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As Talbot had said, it was certainly proving an excifing

But what was more, the St. Jim’s party were showing

- themselves a thorough match for the gang of desperadoea

from lawless Rioguay'!

o

CHAPTER 11,
-Out of the Blue!
6 ROOOOH! Oh! What is it, deah boy?” ;

G Arthur Augustus D’Arcy rolled over, opened

his eyes, and sat up sleepily, as Tom Merry shook
him by the shoulder. :

“Your spell at the window now, Gussy, old hoss!”

“Bai Jove! Alweady? Vewy well, deah boy!” -

And with a yawn and .a stretch, the swell of St Jim's
scrambled out of the blankets in which he had been sleeping
on the floor, and blinked around him. : :

The light of morning filled the long bed-room. =

Oufside, the sun was gleaming on the snowy lawns and
trees, and on the great white shapes of the mountains that
rose against the sky on all sides of the lonely house.

There had been no further attack since the occasion when
the Soutli Americans had gained entry to the house
and been driven away after the fall of their leader.

The St. Jim’s party knew well enough how the scoundrels
had succeeded in getting in. The discovery of the open
door downstairs made that clear, as soon as Herries,
looking pale and unsteady from his knock-out blow, had
appeared soon after the retreat of the Rioguayans and
told his story.

Though he had been senseless for more than ten minutes —
Herries pulled round wonderfully, and was now fit as
a fiddle again. :

Baggy's plight in the room where old Broom still lay
unconscious had not gone long undiscovered. He had
been released from the folds of the quilt, still in abject
terror—a terror that had remained until he had been
sent off duty to get some sleep, and his snores had started
to echo along the corridor from one of the bed-rooms!
Baggy’s distant snores «ould still be heard as Tom Merry
gathered Gussy’s discarded blankets around him preparatory
to snatching a well-earned nap. :

With the coming of dawn it had been vitally necessary
for the besieged garrison of Llanfellyn Towers to get some
sleep, if only a little. So while three of their number
kept watchat strategic points, and a fourth went to the
butler’s room, the others had turned in.

Rolled up in blankets, with their rifles beside them, the
School House juniors, Kildare, and his uncle had been
happy enough lying on the floor in the two long bed-rooms
that overlooked the north and west corners of the old
mansion—all ready to hand at a moment’s notice if an
attack should come. :

Baggy Trimble alone of the party had ac’éuaﬁy gone to
bed between sheets that night! =

In the room above the front porch, Arthur Augustus”
moved to the ‘window and stared out into the early
morning sunlight. -

Already Tom Merry was sleeping.

* Kildare, Manners, and Herries were also rolled up on
the floor, breathing steadily. Manners’ face looked worn
and pale in the morning light. His wounded leg had been
carefully treated by Sir Napier and bandaged; fortunately
tho” bullet had missed the bone, but Manners would walk
with ‘a limp for some days, it was certain, and he had lost
a good deal of blood.

Of the others, Talbot and Blake were sleeping in the
next room, where Sir Napier was on watch. Digbhy was
with the delirious old manservant, and Monty Lowther was
on watch in the south-east tower, S :

Arthur Augustus, staring across the lawns to the belt
o}f trees beyond, could see no sign of the desperadoes hidden
there. =

But that the Wolf and his followers were still ambushed
round the house was known well enough, for the noise of
their motor-car had not been heard during the night.

It seemed. likely that the band of South Americans,
Jknowing that the nearest other human habitation was miles
away, and that no one was likely to come near the house
for days, were intending now to bide their time, with the
grim intention of starving the defenders out.

It would be easy enough for therh to get food as they
required it from the neavest village.. But for the St. Jim’s’
party, trapped in the old mansion with the telephone wire:
cut, there was no chance of replenishing their stock of food
;vhile their enemies were enecamped in the trees by the
10US0,

Arthur Augustus glanced into the magazine of his dully-
gleaming rifle to make sure that it was loaded. He care-
fully polished his eyeglass with a silk handkerchief, jammed.
it into his eye, and sat down on a chair by the window,
“thongh keeping far enough back to be invisible to the men
among the opposite trees. :

(Continued on page 18.)
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Make Sure of One of These, Lads!

CHAMPION ANNUAL

A big budget of thrills, mystery and adventure—
that’s the CHAMPION ANNUAL. Here are stories
of hazardous exploits in all parts of the world.  True
to life stories of school and sport and many
thrilling tales that carry you en breathlessly

to the last word. Every boy will want ﬁ / o
this book. Net

The BRITISH BOY'S
ANRUAL

Here is a book for the boy who likes thrilling stories
—a wonder budget of exciting tales of school life,
sport, mystery and adventure that will thrill every
boy. It is lavishly illustrated with clever black-and-
white drawings, and also contains several beautiful,
coloured plates. The boy who has the
BRITISH BOY’S ANNUAL will have a book / =
that he will want to read again and again. ne

The REW HRATURE
BOOK

Here is a fascinating book that will appeal o every
boy who loves the great ““ Out Doors.”” It contains
a large number of remarkable * action ”’ photographs
showing birds and beasts in their natural surroundings
—how they live, hunt and make their home.
Famous naturalists and explorers contribute 6/ =
the letterpress to this original volume. Net

The POPULAR BOOK
of BOYS' STORIES

If you delight in lively stories of gripping action—
at sea and in the Wild West—you will enjoy every
page of the POPULAR BOOCK OF BOYS’ STORIES.
Scouting, flying, motor-cycling—in fact, every phase
of adventure is represented in-the budget of splendid
yarns in this grand new al<fiction gift book. z /6
And there are many fine illustrations, /

including a plate”in full colour. Net

: NOW ON SALE
At all Newsagents and Booksellers.
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The swell of St Jim’s hitched up his elegantly-creased
trousers, straightened his tie, and shivered slightly.

“Wotter business. havin’ to sleep in one’s clobbah, bai
Jove!” he muttered. ‘“They get so dustay!”

Which was the swell of St. Jim's sole comment on the
most exciting night he had probably ever spent.

3 ‘ B . . B . ° 8

f Look!™

Tom Merry, at the window of one of the big first-loor
rooms, flung out a pointing hand.

“Well, ’m blessed {”

“An asroplane!”’

It was midday. A hot dinner, cooked by Manners and
Monty Lowther, had just been enjoyed by all, efter an
uneventful morning. ~ Though once or twice they had
glimpsed movements among the trees, heard the motor-car
drive off and return, doubtless with food fetched by one
of the band, the scoundrels had not attempted to attack the
house again,

The sound of an aeroplane, so unexpected among these
lonely snow-clad mountains, had drawn them all to the
windows, though they were careful not to get too near,
lest the sight of them might tempt a shot from the distant
‘trees. :

_They were all wearing greatcoats. Though fires had been
lighted in the rooms which they ere occupying, overlook-
ing the points from which an attack might be expected, the
windows were all broken, and the cold, wintry air came
beating in, icy and chill.

_“A giddy aewoplane, bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur
‘Augustus, staring out at the sky through his gleaming
monocle; “Cuwious! Fancay seein’ an aewoplane in this
lonely cornah of the mountams!”

“My hat! Couldn’t we signal to it?” cried Herries
eagerly, staring up. at the shining silver plane that was
speeding over the mountains.

“1t's coming this way,” muttered Kildare.

Even as they had watched, the shining machine—a hand-
some monoplane—had turned, and was now heading straight
for the house.

*It's coming down!? yelled
eager excitement in his voice. !

_“Gad! It certainly looks like it!” muttered Sir Napier

Wynter,

_ Nearer and nearer the plane was skimming, dropping
down towards the old mansion in the hollow of the hills.
It was a good-sized machine. capable of carrying several
passengers.

“Must be a private plane,” muttered Herries.
be coming here, though.”

“ believe it jolly well is!” ejaculated Reginald Talbot
excitedly. “My hat! Look! Here she comes!”

_ There was no doubt about it. The aeroplane’s engines had
heen cut off. It was gliding down towards the house, cire-
linz as if to land in the spacious meadows at the back.

The St. Jim’s party stared at one another in utter amaze-
ment:

Who could be in the aeroplane was a mystery that bewil-
dered all.

“Creat pip!”® Tom Merry caught his breath, I suppose
it can’t bo something to do with the Wolf—pals of his?”

Blake sﬁddenly, a note of
‘lLook |5’

“It can’t

“There's that possibility,” nodded Sir Napier sharply..

¢ SHee here, some of you hurry along to the east tower and
see who lands from it. It’s evidently coming down in the
meadows. Merry, Talbet, Blake—you go!”

In another moment the ~three were hurrying from the
room.

In the tower, Monty Lowther was on guard. His face
was excited as the other three cams crowding into the
tower-room.

¢ Seen the plane ?” he shouted.

They ran to the window.

The big, silvery monoplane had touched the ground, its
wheels bumping along through the dry snow. It swung
round as it came to a standstill, and stopped with its nose
towards the house, only a few hundred yards away, and not
far from the end of the belt of trees that ran along the north
side of the building.

“It’s landing now!”

Whoever had been in that aeroplané, the four St Jim’s _

juniors watching from the tower had certainly mnever
expected to see the familiar figures that actually landed from

5.
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One, obviously the pilot, they did not know; but the other
four they knew well.

“Look !” yelled Blake,

For tho passengers who had landed, and were moving
towards the house, were Ernest Levison, of the Fourth Form
at St Jim’s, his sister Doris, Gussy’s pretty cousin, Ethel
Cleveland, and their great chum of Spalding Hall School,
Lady Peggy Brooke!l : ’ :

PR

CHAPTER 12.:
Captured !
4 EVISON and the girls!”
There was dumbfounded amazement in Tom
Merry’s voice as he stared down at the five figures
strolling towards the house, chatting and laughing
as they came. -

The St. Jim’s party at Llanfellyn Towers had known that
Doris Levison had invited Ethel and Lady Peggy, the tom-
boy of Spalding Hall, to stay with her at her parents’ home.
They had known, too, that the Levisons had an aviator
cousin who owned a private monoplane,

But it had not occurred to any of them for a moment
that Levison and his cousin and the three.Spalding Hall
girls would fly over to Wales one day to visit them.

In ordinary circumstances it would have been a very
pleasant surprise indeed. But now the juniors scarcely knew
what to think.

They certainly did not want the girls to be involved in
the “battle ” with the Wolf and his scoundrels. But, on the
other hand; the monoplane might prove the means of settling
with the desperadoes once and for all.

Tom Merry flung up the window.

“Quick!” he shouted. “Back to the plane! Bring the
police!” ;

At sound of the opening window, the three girls, Ernest
Levison, and his tall young airman cousin halted, staring up
eagerly. Upon seeing the faces of the juniors at'the window
in the tower, Lady Peggy waved her hat gaily, revealing her
gléaming, pretty red hair, and Kthel and Doris broke into
quick smiles. :

But Tom Merry’s words caused them to stare in astonish-
ment.

‘“‘Levison, the police—" - :

But apparently Levison of the Fourth had come to the
conclusion that Tom Merry was joking. They saw him
grin.

“What do you want the bobbies for?” he yelled back
cheerily. “Has Baggy been raiding the larder? And what
have you done to your napper, old chap?”

Tom Merry almost groaned. Every second was valuable.

“Hallo, Tom!” sang out Lady Peggy. *‘Hallo, Jack!
Hallo, everybody! Didn't expect to see us, did you?”

At a word from Tom Merry, Lowther had raced from
the room on his way downstairs to unlock one of the doors
at the back. But what Tom really wanted was to get the
unexpected visitors back to the aeroplane, with the under-
standing that they must bring the police to Llanfellyn Towers
without delay. - ) -

Not only would they then have checkmated the Wolf, but
the girls would be safe.

The five figures below were moving on towards the house
row, still looking up at the tower window.

“(ood heavens!” groaned Talbot. “Can’t we make them
understand ?”’ e

“The police!” shouted Tom again, in desperate tones.
“This isn't a joke!  We're being attacked here by—"

The captain of the Shell got no further.

Into view round the corner of the house a group of
running figures had appeared. The giant figure of the Wolf
himself, a bandage round his head, was among them, an
ovil, trivmphant grin upon his bearded face. In his fxa_nd
he held his big black revolver, and the four ruffians with
him were likewise armed. : >

Before the girls and their two companions realised their
danger they were surrounded by a ring of grinning
desperadoes and five levelled muzzles. :

The juniors in the tower heard Levison’s startled shout,
heard a cry from Cousin Ethel, and a bewildered exclama-
tion from Lady Peggy. : S

There was an incoherent exclamation from Tom Merry.

Tom’s face was white, as were the faces of Blake and
Talbot. : : -

Instinctively they snatched up their rifles. But the captain
of the Shell lowered his weapon with a groan, and the two
others followed suit. -

They could not fire at the scoundrels below, for they were
gathered so closely round the girls, and Levison and his
cousin, that a shot might easily have struck ome of the
Levisons’ party. . -

Before the menace of those levelled weapons Ernest
Levison and the young airman had been forced to raise
their arms helplessly. It would have been madness to
resist, ‘ = = 2

= Gl




_three startled girls.

-his cousin into the

- consternation’ and

_girls1?
Blake looked
dazed, stupefied.

~ zet. “Quick——

- big room overlooking the front dooz.
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‘Already they were
being hustled off
1ound the corner of
the house with the

As they vanished,
Levison flung a
startled, white-faced
glance up at the
tower window.s
Levison was no
coward; but the
fact that his sister
and FEthel and
Peggy had fallen as
well as himself and

hands of these mys-
terious ruffians had
filled him with utter

horror.

But Levison’s
horror was no more
than that of Tom
Merry, Talbot, and
Jack Blake. Their
faces had gone
white and set.

- “Good heavens !’
Talbot’s voice was
low and hoarse.
“They’'ve got the

Liady Peggy was a
particular chum of
his, and the thought
of the cheerful tom-
boy of Spalding
Hall being a
risoner in the
hands of the Wolf
and his fellow vil-
lains - had turned
Jack Blake’s heart
strangely cold. The
plight of the others
was terrible enough,
but it was of Peggy
that Blake was
thinking most.

“We must let Sir
Napier know!”
cried Tom Merry,
his face white gnti

He raced from the room, with Talbot and Blake at his
heels. '

CHAPTER 13.
Foreing Their Hands !

- 6 H, gweat Scott!” 3
The voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was

hoarse, and his face was deathly pale.
The news of the arrival of the three girls,
together with Levison and his airman cousin, and the
capture of them all bv the Wolf and his ruffians, had filled

the whole St. Jim’s party with utter consternation when

Tom had told the others of what had heppened on the
other side of the house.

“Good heavens!” breathed Sir “This is
terrible ;

“What can we do?” muttered Kildare, his face dark and
anxious. “Heavens! It’s awful to think of those girls
prisoners in the hands of those villains out there—-"

“We've got to rescus them somehow !” said Blake, between
his teeth. “If we made a rusk from the front door——"

“We should be shot down like rabbits,” said Sir Napier
quietly. “We should not help them that way.”

"In the excitement they had all gathered in one 1oom—the
Baggy Trimble alone
was absent; Bagey had been sent back to take another turn
at watching by the bedside of old Broom. For the moment
no one was keeping a look-out. It was a sudden shout from

Napier.

the g]g.rden that reminded them of the possibility of another
attack, : = :

" They all turned swiftly to the three tail windows and-

arared out—most of them with their rifles in their hands.

=
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With every ounce of strength in his muscular arms, Eric Kildare fiung the suit of armour down upon
the Wolf and his followers as they rushed up the staircase ‘I

4

A figure had appeared on the snow in front of the helt
of trees, and was approaching towards the house. It was
the Wolf himself—a wild-looking figure, with his bearded
fa,ced alight with triumph, and a dirty bandage round his,
head.

He was followed by three of his scoundrels. Charcas was
one, and Jackson, the renegade Englishman, was another.
And with them tfley were bringing Ethel Cleveland, Doris

Levison, and Lady Peggy.

The girls hands were tied behind them. Their faces were
white, but calm.

“Tthel '’ breathed the swell of St. Jim’s huskily. “Oh,
gweat Scott I’

Of Levison or his cousin there was no sign. They were
evidently considered less important prisoners, and were
being kept in the scoundrels’ eaeampment among the trees.

As the St. Jim’s party stared out of the broken windows
at the advancing figures the Wolf gave another shout,
evidently to draw_their attention.

Sir Napier, Kildare, and the juniors had kept back in the
shadow of the room as they stared out. Bub now Sir
Napier stepped to the centre of the big middle window.

“Tere 1 am!” he shouted grimly. ©Well?” 5

The Wolf and his companions halted with their prisoners,
staring up at the tall figure of Kildare’s uncle standing at
the window, with grins on their faces. Charcas caught sight
of Tom Merry behind Sir Napier, and his white teeth
Bashed in a silky smile ‘ :

The Wolf swept off his hat with a mocking bow.

“Qenor,” he cried, “I desire a word -with you!” =

The three girls were staring up at the windows with
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frightened eyes. They could now see the St. Jim’s juniors,
and their faces lit up. Ethel and Lady Poggy both smiled
pluckily.

Sir Napier s eyes met Doris Levison’s.

“Don't be frightened!” he oried. “We wan't let these
scoundrels hurt you (”

The Wolf laughed softly. 2

“No?” he murmured mockingly. ©Senor, you speak with
confidence. But how can you prevent us hurting these pretty
genoritas? Of course, we would not hurt a hair of their
heads if it could be aveided. But maybe we shall be forced
to do something wé should very much regret. It rests with
you, Senor Wynter !’

The South American laughed evilly. : y

“Let me warn you, by the way,” he went on, with a grin,
“that it would be useless for you now to try fo shoot me.
Were you to do so, my friends there "—he waved an arm
in the direction of the trees—they would then be reluct-
antly compelled, I fear, to shoot these charming ladies!
That would be sad, would it not ?”

“Well,” said Sir Napier quietly, ““what have you come
to say?”

Thg swarthy scoundrel’s eyes glittered triumphantly from
faco to face of the figures of his enmemies standing at the
windows above. .

“You would be sad if you never saw your charming
friendds, these pretty semoritas, again, would you not?” he
purred.

Tom Merry felt his heart go cold.

He stared at his companions almost dazedly; at the ashen
face of Jack Blake, his eyes on Lady Peggy, at the white
lips of Arthur Augustus D)’Arcy as he, too, stared down at
the girls—at the silent, set faces of the others. He saw
that Kildare’s hands were clenched so that the knuckles
showed white.

The face of Sir Napier Wynter was like stone.

““Well ?”” said the garonet, in the same quiet voice.

The Wolf chuckled. He stood with his great legs thrust
wide apart, staring insolently up at the window where Sir
Napier stood.

“This is what I have to say!” The voice of the South
American was harsh and threatening now. Unless you
all surrender to me, you will never see these girls again!”

Tom Merry almost groaned aloud.

lt was the ultimatum that all had oxpected; but now
that it had come it was no less a staggering blow.

For unless they were to sacrifice the safety of the three
girls, the St. Jim’s party had no choice but to accept the
bargain offered—the safety of Ethel, Doris, and Lady
Peggy against their own!

There were no two ways of choosing for them. The
safety of the girls had to be won at any cost. 3

8ir Napier glanced round at the set faces of the juniors
and the captain of St. Jim’s.

“We are all agreed?” he said in a low voice.

“Of course, sir,” multered Tom Merry swiftly.
must save the girls!”

“Yaas, we can’t do anythin’ else but give in now,” said
Arthur Augustus quietly.

“Of course not,” agreed Eric, Kildare.

There was a murmur of agreement from the rest.

S apier again turned to the window. He stared down
at the grinning, triumphant face of the chief of the revolu-
tionaries,

“Well, senor,” cried the Wolf harshly. “What is it to
be? Your surrender—or that you never see the pretty
senoritas alive again?”

There was a soft laugh from Charcas.

Sir Napier met the mocking looks from below with
steady, steely eyes. FHis voice was quist.

#'We surrender !”

“We

—— e

CHAPTER 14.
At the Merey of the Woll !

LOUD, raucous laugh rang out in the quist of the
A snow-bound garden, as the giant South American
threw back his head and laughed triumphantly.
“That is good!” he thundered. “This, then, is
what you shall do! You shall leave the house two by two,
and come to me, to be made my prisoners, walking with
your hands raised above your heads!”
Again he threw back his head and laughed uproaricusly.
“Very well,” said Sir Napier calmly. “We agree to
that, since we must.”
“You are wise, senor!”

: The Wolf swept off his hat
svith another mocking bow.

¢ And if there is any treachery

an tllxg part of any of you I shall shoot you down like
dogs !
Sir Napier’s lips curled. Y
“My word is my bond, as the Wolf knows!” he said
~ fontemptuously.
Tar Gem Lirarv.—No. 1,140 |
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With an evil grin on his bearded face, the leader of ths
revolutionaries gave a sign to his three companions. They
turned and-strode back towards the trees, taking the white-
faced girls with them.

In a clearing among the tress Ernest Levison, his hands
bound behind him ‘gave a low exclamation as he saw his
sister and her girl chums brought back.

“Doris !” he breathed.

His sister gave him a faint, reassuring smile.

“Ernest,” she said in a low voice, “they have surren-
dered—to save us.” : e

Levison caught his breath, and stared round at the grin-
ning faces of the band of Rioguayans with gleaming eyes.

“You hounds!” he cried fiercely.

He and his cousin, standing near him, also with his arms
tied, knew now the reason of the strange happenings at
Llanfellyn Towers inte which they had unwittingly stepped.
Charcas had told them, mockingly, of the siege of the
lonely house. and the reason for it.

Levison’s cousin, & young man in the early twenties,
with a good-looking face and the figure of an athlete.
glared at the leader of the revolutionaries with gleamine
eyes.

“You villain {” he cried hoarsely. ©You—7*

“Silence !” snarled the big South American. .-

With the back of his hand he struck the young airman
across the mouth. The young Englishman choked. But
be was helpless, with his arms bound, in the centre of nine
armed scoundrels.

“Look !” eried Levison.

Staring through the ‘rees, the five prisoners could seo
the big front door of the old mansion opening.

“Here they come!” muttered Jackson, the
Englishman.

“Bueno !” grinned one of the South Americans—the man
with the torn ear, a wound received in the last desperate
attack upon the besieged house.

There was a little despairing cry from Cousin Ethel.

The tall figure of Sir Napier Wynter and Eric Kildare
had appeared at the top of the steps leading up to the
front door.

With their arms raised above their heads. the captain of
St. Jim’s and his uncle were crossing towards the trees.

They reached the trees, and strode into the clearing,
Kildare gave Levison a grim, hopeless smile. The next
nﬁoment the two were seized, and their hands bound behind
them.

“Gad !” muttered Kellaway, Levison’s cousin.
have been better if we’d never come.”

“Can’t be helped,” raid Kildare, with a shrug.

Tom Merry -and Manners appeared next, crossing
towards the trees. They, in their turn, were ntade prisoners.
Manners was limping from his wounded leg. Tom Merry
gave Levison a faint smile, but said nothing.

Talbot and Monty Lowther followed, then Blake and
Arthur Augastus D’Arcy. Digby came alone, his arm still
in its sling. Last of all, Herries came trudging through
the snow, with the fat figure of Baggy Trimble floundering
at his side

Baggy gave a squeak of fright as he was seized by ons
of the South Americans, and felt his fat little arms being
la,shecl‘behind him,

“Ow! I—I say, you chaps, this is rotten! W-w-what did
you want to surrender for ?” gasped Baggy wildly. “I—="

“Oh, shut up!” growled Blake.

“Oh, really, Blake—?" g .

“Bring them to the house,” ordered the Wolf harshly;
and with their hands bound the gallant defenders and the
friends for whose sake they had surrendered, were hustled
across towards the house and into the big hall. ;

The Wolf staggered across to the fireplace, and stood
there with his legs thrust wide apart, his eyes gleaming
gloatingly at the tall figure of Kildare's uncle.

“And now, Senor Wynter!” he rasped harshly. “You
will reveal to me the whereabouts of this little paper that
I have been so anxious to obtain!”

A grim smile lit up the face of the baronet.

“Before we discuss the matter of that paper,” he said.
“rfemember that you have promised to let these girls go
safe!”

The Wolf made a gesture of impatience. .

“Bueno! I swear on my honour that they shall not be
harmed, if you tell me what you know of this paper——"

“Then release them now!”

The Wolf made a sign to his men. The cords binding
the wrists of the three girls were cut, and again the leader
of the scoundrels turned to Sir Napier.

“There, does that satisfy you?” he snarled.

“No,” said Sir Napier coolly. “First, they must be
allowed to leave this house.”

For a momeni the big Rioguayan hesitated. But he

renegade

“It would
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realised that it was impossible for the girls to bring their
friends help for a long while, in these lonely mountains,
with the roads choked with snow.

“Very well!” he said impatiently. “They can go!”

“There was a breathless cry from Cousin Ethel.

“We won't leave you—-"

“Ethel, deah gal! Pway be sensible and go!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy pleadingly. “You cannot help us
by stayin’ here~——" .

“That is so, I suppose,”’ nodded Ethel miserably. Very
well—we’ll go!”

Sir Napier stepped swittly towards her, and bent his head,
whispering in her ear. With an angry snarl, the Wolf
stepped between them, thrusting Ethel aside.
~ “Enough ¥’ he commanded harshly. “Let the girls go if
they {;w,ish, but I will have no secret plans hatched with

them

With pale faces, the three girls turned towards the door.
Then, after a last glance at the group of prisoners, they
vanished into the garden. Through the window, the Si.

© Jim’s party satw them hurry down the drive and disappear

among the trees.

“Now,” snarled the Wolf, “this paper, my friend! You
have promised to tell me—-"

“Y have promised to tell you what I know,” answered
Sir Napier quietly.

“Then where is the paper?”
thundered the South Ameriecan,
thrusting his grinning, trium-
phant face inte that of Kildare’s
uncle.

Sir Napier smiled.

“T will tell you what I know
of its whereabouts.”

“Yes, yes?” :

“Tt is hidden behind a secret
panel in this house,” went on the
baronet calmly.

“I know that! Caramba!
But where is this secret panel?”

There was _a soft laugh from
Sir Napier Wynter.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I
have not the faintest idea.”

For a moment the efro:)up of

swarthy ruffians stared at him
dumbly. Then there was a
snarling exclamation from
Charcas.

“He lies! He must know!”

_ “I tell you I know nothing,”
smiled Sir Napier coolly, “It
was hidden, as you know, by my
butler, and I never knew where
this secret panel was.”

“Carajo I’

The face of the Wolf was
fiendish with rage. His great
fists clenched as he took a step
towards Sir Napier.

“So you have been fooling me?

“That is one way of putting it,”” nodded the baronet.

“You dog!” The South American raised a shaking fist,
and his followers crowded round Sir Napier with glaring
faces. “You dog of an Englishman! 1 bélieve you are
lying to me!”

“Then you believe quite wrongly,” smiled Sir Napier,

5

_“On my honour, I-do not know the whereabouts of this

seoret panel. I don’t mind admitting I’ve searched for it
and failed to find it myself. So I do not think you are
likely to find it, either. But you can try. Yow've tried
once—try again !”

The Wolf swung round on one of his men.

“The butler I” he muttered in Spanish. “Find him”

“That won’t do you much good | broke in Sir Napier in
English. “The poor chap’s still delirious from that blow
you yourselves gave him when you ransacked this place.
Yes, you have yourselves to thank——"

“We shall see !”” snarled Charcas. ‘“Where is he?”

Sir Napier told him, and Charcas and another of the
Rioguayans hurried up the stairs. They returned in a shord
while, with savage faces.

“Tt is no good,” said Charcas to his leader. “The old
fool is still delirious! He is very bad. It will be a long
time before he recovers consgiousness.”

“What are you going to do about” it now?” asked Sir

Napier laconically. “You know as well as I do that you'll

never find this secret panel.”

The juniors chuckled. Despite the fact that they were
the helpless prisoners of these scoundrels, it looked as
~though the Wolf was not going to have things all his own
way, after all,

for sure!

2

But one of the Rioguayans pushed his way forward an@
flung out a furious hand at Kildare’s uncle, :

“He lies I” he shrieked.” “Of vourse he lies! He knows
where this paper is| Are you going to let him fool youl
Make him tell 1

“I c¢an tell you
impatiently.

The Wolf brought a great fist crashing down on a litile
table beside him.

“Ogramba | Santos, I believe you are right! He knows
Of course he knows! Well, we will make him
speak, I swear 1” i

His glittering eyes roaméd over the group of juniorsy

nothing 1” exclaimed Sir Napies

i H],'v
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Before the three Spalding Hall girls and their two companions veafised their danger
they were surrounded by a ring of armed desperadoes!

standing with their hands bound, with half a dozen swarthy,
ruffians on either side of them, automatics in their hands.

There was a squeak of terror from Baggy Trimble as the
South American’s eyes rested on him. Byt it was on Tom
Merry that the ruffian’s gaze finally fixed.

There was a big oak screen standing in the hall, and the
Wolf pointed to it. .

He was smiling cruelly.

“Tie him to that screen 1” he snarled.

Tom Merry was seized.

The cords binding his wrists were unfastened, and he was
dragged by a couple of big Rioguayans to the screen and
tied to it, with his arms and legs outstretched, cords attached
to his wrists and ankles, being fastened to the heavy, orna-
mental carvings that ran along the top and bottom of the
screen. .

“Vour knives, my f{riends!” pusred the Wolf. 2

Instantly the South Amerieans had taken knives from
inside their coats—cight gliftering streaks of steel.

There was a cry fzem Monty Lowther. He took a swiff
step forward, bui-his arms were seized, and he was dragged
back. With-his wrists tiéd behind him, Monty was powers
less to _resist.

Tha Wolf glanced at him,
~%Perhaps it wonld be better to tie the ankles of these
dogs as well I’ he grinned. “Then there will be no chance
of their interfering with our sport!”

Tt did not take long for his words to be put into action,
His followers bound the legs of their captives, and Six
Napier, Erie Kildare, Kellaway, the young airman, Levison,
and the rest were soon sitting helplessly with their backs
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%o the wall, bound nand and foot now, watching with
startled faces the figure of Tom Merry, tied to the screen.

“What are you going to do?” cried Kildare thickly.

The captain’s face was pale.

“You will see, my friend !” purred the Wolf. He turned
to Sir Napier. ‘Now, gringo, you shall tell me where
ihat seoret panel is which hides this -little paper, or this

oy—""

“7 swear I cannot tell you !”” eried Sir Napier hoarsely.

“You lie!”

“On my honour, I can tell you nothing—"

“You lie |” rgpeated the South American in a thunderous
voice.

He stepped back, facing the screen to which Tom Merry
was tied.

The captain of the Shell stared at him, white-faced and
silent. /The juniors saw Tom lick his lips. But not by so
much as the quiver of an eyelid did Tom Merry betray any
sign of fear. : -

The Wolf raised the knife in his hand. :

“Stop 1” cried Sir Napier. “You villain! I would tell
you if I knew !”

Even as the words broke from his lips the knife flashed
through the air; flung with unerring aim from the hand
of the South American, E

Tom Merry closed his eyes as he saw that glittering streak
ofﬁteel flying towards him, and for a moment his heart went
cold.

But the Wolf had not aimed to strike the helpless young-
ster, after all. o

The point of the knife bit into the wooden screen within
an inch of Tom Merry’s head, quivering.

The scoundrel laughed, and turned to Sir Napier.

“Vou see?” he hissed. “I aimed to place that knife
within one inch of the boy’s ear. I am skilful with the
knife—yes ?”

He took a second knife from one of his men.

“This time,” he grinned, “I shall strike within one inch

it in his hand.
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Tom’s sleeve, at his left waist, pinning the sleeve to the
wood behind.

“You see?” cried the Wolf harshly. “If I aim for his
heart, Senor Wynter, I shall not miss!”

He snatched another knife from those held out to him
by his grinning followers. :

With a boastful laugh the giant South American flung
the gleaming blade. It flashed through the air—and came
to rest, quivering and glittering, with its point pinning
the sleeve at Tom’s other wrist to the woodwork

It was a wonderful exhibition of knife-throwing, and
there were roars of applause from the other scoundrels.
The Wolf gave another boastful laugh.

“Now, let us hear where this paper is hidden, my
friend,” he cried. standing over Sir Napier with his black
eyes glaring down ferociously from beneath their heavy
brows. “Or would you have me torture this boy further?”

He flung out a.pointing hand to Tom Merry.

Tom’s face was white as death. E

When each of those knives had been flung, the captain
of the Shell had endured moments of agonising suspense.
For all Tom had known, any one of those gleaming streaks
of steel might have been aimed for his heart. The perspira-
tion was standing out on his brow.

He licked his dry lips. ; >

“What Sir Napier says is true; I know,”” he said in &
low, quiet voice. “He does not know where the secref
pane] isg—"

“You think we believe that?” sneered Charcas,

“Tt is true!” cried Kildare.

Charcas .snapped his fingers contemptuously.

“You cannot fool us 4]

“Carajo! No, they shall not fool us!” roared the Wolf,
snatching another knife from ons of his men. He raised
“Now. perhaps, this knife shall find a
home in this boy’s heart! Perhaps I shall simply play
with his fears by putting it an inch—or half an inch—
from his head! Ha, ha!”

He laughed cruelly.
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of your young friend’s other ear, senor!” .

The knife flashed through the air.

A second later it was quivering in the woodwork, the
point of it embedded on the other side of Tom’s head, so
that a glittering knife now stood out on either side of his
white face. 3

There was a murmur of applause from the South
‘Amoricans. . The Wolf grinned evilly, and took another
knife from one of his men, :

“You see how well I throw the knife, Senor Wynter?
Now, perhaps, you will tell me where that paper that I want
so much is hidden! For, unless you do, I may not aim
for one inch away from your young friend’s body again,
but at the boy himself |

And the leader of the Rioguayans laughed harshly as he
raised the third knife. .

From Harry Manners there broke a scbbing cry.

CHAPTER 15,
The Ghost Crusader !

& OU villain!”
Sir Napier Wynter’s voice was hoarse. He
struggled for a: moment to free his arms from

3 their bonds, but tla attempt was utterly vain.

Sir Napier, like the others, had been very securely bound
when they had surrendered in the garden to their enemies.
it was impossible to escape.

“J -swear I do not know the whereabouts of that paper,”
he said in a tone that held a ring of desperation. “ What-
ever you do to that boy, I shall not be able to tell you
more than I have. I swear it—"

“Pah!” The Wolf snapped his fingers. “ I do not believe
it. You can tell me, and tell me yoi shalll See—7

He raised the hand that held the knife, and sent it
fying through the air towacds ths screen to which the
captain of the Shell was flastened. s

Ths g:littering blade cut through the loose cloth of
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“Shall I throw this knife?” he purred. “Or will my
English friends tell me what I wish to know?”

“We cannot tell you!” groaned Sir Napier. “If you
harm that boy 2

The knife hissed through the air

.Tom Merry shut his eyes. It seemed to him that the
silvery streak was fiying straight for his face. But again
the point bit into the woodwork, this time so close above
his head that he felt the steel touching his hair.

. Again the Wolf had been playing with his fears, tortur-
%ngfhim. And already the villain was gripping another
knife.

“Now !” he thundered fiercely. “ Enough! This knife, I
swear, shall be aimed for the boy’s heart—unless you tell
me where that paper is hidden!”

Sir Napier’s face was as white as that of the captain
of the Shell. .

Unable as he was to. tell the leader of *he revolutionaries
where the coveted paper -was hidden, Kildare’s uncle was
powerless to help Tom Merry., For he knew that nothing
he said would convince the scoundrels of his ignorance
of its whereabouts. 2

A cold horror gripped his heart, as it did the hearts
of the other bound and helpless watchers. =

Tom Merry gave a faint smile.

“Don’t worry about me, sir,” he said in steady tones.
“The fools won't. believe you don’t- know where that
paper is, apparently. Anyway, the girls are safe. That’s
all that matters.” <

Tom broke off suddenly. -

His eyes had gone past the figure of the Wolf to the
broad staircase, =

A faint, odd sound had come from the top of the stairs.
Tom Merry, staring. up them, caught sight of a dim figure
moving in the gloom. ; e

With the sky covered in heavy clouds, the winter after
noon was already darkening into night with wintry sudden-
ness. The firelight relieved the deepening gloom of tne
hall with a ruddy glow; but the stairs were dark and
shadowy. &
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“What is that?”
_The Wolf swung round with a sudden startled exclama-
tion in Spanish, and stared up the staircase, as.he, tco,
caught that faint sound from the darkness above.

“Gweat Scott!” -

From Arthur Augustus D’Arcy there broke a
breathless shout.

“Look !I” yelled Blake.

_ A weird, ghostly figure had appeared among the deepen-
ing shadows on the stairs! ‘

It was a figure in glittering chain armour,
surcoat marked with a blood-red cross.

Its visor was lowered, and in one hand it held a great
shining battleaxe.

In deathly silence those in the hall below gazed up at
that eerio shape ab the head of the dark stairs, The
dancing firelight from the hall touched the mailed limbs
of the apparition with a fiery light, so that the steel
seemed to glow with an unearthly light of its own. The
dark eyeholes of the visor seemed to stare down broodingly
at those below. i

From Baggy Trimble there came a shaking ery of terror.

“The ghost!” he panted, struggling in panic-stricken
fear to free his bound limbs, “It’s the ghost Crusader!
Help! Help—”

There was a breathless ery from Chareas.

Charcas knew the story of the ghost Crusader of Llan-
fellyn Towers as well.as anyone, for Sir Napier had told
the juniors of the legendary spectre of the old house when
Charcas had been masquerading as Garcia; the son of the
President of Rioguay.

And the swarthy face of the South American youngster
turned a strange colour as he stared with startled eyes at
t{le ghostly figure with the blood-red cross upon its mailed
chest.

“Caramba !” gasped the Wolf. “ What is it? In Heaven’s
name——"

The ghostly figure of the Crusader was still standing
motionless at the top of the stairs, as if watching those
below with strange, brooding intensity. But suddenly there
';yasba clanking movement from those eerily gleaming mailed

imbs.

With slow, heavy tread, the spectral figure was coming
down the shadowy stairs!

From Charcas there broke a breathless, terror-stricken

sudden

with a white

cry.
The South American Aung out a pointing, shaking hand,
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“ Look }” hie screamed. *It’s coming! It is the ghost—the
ghost of Llanfellyn Towers!”

Charcas seemed rooted to the spot, though it was elear
that his every instinet urged him to turn and flee,

Faintly clanking, the great shining battleaxe glowing
weirdly in the firelight, the figure of the tall Crusader
moved on down the stairs.

The St. Jim’s juniors watched it with dumb amazement.

Again there was a cry of panic-fear from Baggy Trimble.

“Help!” moaned Baggy. “Help! It’s the ghost i

The spectral shape was half-way down the stairs now,
more weird than ever as the full firelight fell upon it
turning the shining -steel te glowing metal.

With steady, slow, clanking steps, the Crusader marched
on down towards the hall.

From Baggy there was a faint sigh. Talbot, beside him,
glanced at him swiftly. -

Baggy’s cyes were closed. He had fainted.

“Gweat Scott! What is it?” breathed Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy in a hoarse whisper.

One of the South Americans gave a choking cry.

Phe sound seemed to break the spell that had gripped
his companions, rocting them to the spof. -In a momeng
panic had broken out. :

All the superstitious fears of their breed uppermost, the
South Americans turned blindly, fighting like animals to be
first out through the big front door. One of them swung i
open and dashed through, his face as white as paper, breath-
less with fear. The others tore through the doorway alter
him in a fighting mass, and vanished down the steps inta
the dusk without, the tall figure of the Wolf thrusting his
followérs aside as he fled. -

Their footsteps could be heard dying away in the snow.

Still the weird apparition was clanking slowly down the
stairs, looking neither to right nor left. It reached the
hall—and as it did so, through the open doorway came the
sound of a motor-car.

The Wolf and his men were driving away from Llanfellyn
Towers as fast as they could go!

The sight of the ghost Crusader had been too much for
them altogether. Their one thought was to get away
from this haunted place where the spirits of long-dead men
walked in unearthly glowing armour.

The sound of the car died away down the drive.

And then from the figure of the Crusader there came g
low laugh. :

(Continued on page 28.)

FINE FUN ON THE LINE

NEW HORNBY TRAINS—GREATER REALITY

Millions of pounds are being spent by the big railway ceri-~.
panies on improvements and additions—new locomotiyes and
rolling stock—better passenger and goods services,

The Hornby Railway, too, is keeping up to date—new
“ better-than-ever ** ith

models this year, with double power.

mechanisms giving longer journeys and bigger loads! Then
there are new accessories and rolling stock of the latest types—
all built in perfect proportion and beautifully coloured.

When you have a Hornby Train you can carry out all kinds
of operations exactly as in modern railway practice. You'simply
must have a Hornby Train this year. )

Take Dad to the shop. Show him the special display:
He'll be a Hornby Train enthusiast, too !

Prices of Hornby Trains from 6/- to 95/-.
BOYS—GET THE NEW HORNBY BOOK OF TRAINS

The new Hornby Book of Trains is the best
ever issued, It tells a wonderful story of our
railways, and contains a complete catalogue of
Hornby Trains and Accessories.

%
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&

Get a copy to~day from your dealer, price 3ds
or send 43d. in stamps direct to us and we will
send you a copy, post free. I you osder direct,
mention the names and addressesof two or three
of your chums and we will send them some
interesting Hornby litersture. Write clearly and
be sure to put thedefter W after your own name
tor references

BRITISH T
AND :
GUARANTEED Y

Manufactured by MECCANO LTD, (Dept. W), OLD SWAN LIVERPOOL,
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THE

By DAVID GOODWIN.

(Opening Chapters retold on page 285.)

»

of their mysterious

The Booty !

HE chums made a thorough search of the arch and the
ground, but with no success. There was not a sign of
digging anywhere, either. The time was slipping
away; but the waiting motor-car was forgotten, so

engrossed were the boys in the search.

Thers was evidently no hiding-place except the empty
sluice, however, and they had to own themselves baffled.

“It’s a cert those beggars had got rid &f the bags, though,
when we saw them appear again by the hedge there,” said
Dereker, stirring up the floor of the little cavity thought-
fully with a long stick. “ And yet—— Hallo! There’s wood
or something under this stuff 1”

Taffy lay down quickly, and reached to the flsor of the>

hole. He scooped away the pebbles and earth with his
hand, and, sure enough, there was a flat board there. The
earth had been scooped in over it to conceal it. He got his
fingers under the side of the board and pulled it up. Then
both boys uttered an exclamation as they saw another hole
underneath, completely filled up by two green-baize bags.

“Here they are !” ejaculated Taffy. “By Jove, we nearly
missed ‘em !”

“Good! At the worst we shall get some hare-soup out of
the job!” said Dereker.

“Precious heavy for hares!” said Taffy, heaving one of
the bags up.

It clanked harshly as it was dropped on the pebbly
ground; and Taffy, his fingers trembling with eagerness,
whipped out his pocket-knife and cuf the cord that bound
the neck of the bag. He thrust his hand in, and drew out a
small solid gold salver.

Dereker and Taffy gave a whoop of triumph. They
capered with delight on the door of the river-bed.
Dereker pulied out anothsr piece of plate—a chased

golden goblet with Sir Harry Beckford’s coat of arms on it.
“Tafly, T swear you're a great man !” exclaimed Dereker.
“You were right all the way! This is the biggest scoop
we've ever made, Out with the other bag !”
They hoisted it up from the hole, and it was crammed
with the famous Roydon Hall plate, just like the first.
The boys only glanced at it to satisfy themselves, and
then Taffy quickly tied up the bags again.
“We've done 'em!” he said triumphantly. - “ They won’t
grow fat on this burglary—and they’ll be nabbed, too! "All
Tae Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,140.

In which Taffy & Co. learn the true identity

Form-master, ths

Weoolly Lambe, and, as a result, receive the
surprise of their lives!

the police need to do is to watch the place on the quiet #ill
the thieves turn up again to look for the stuff. Up with
that bag, and let’s get back to——"

“I say,” said Dereker, under his breath, “there’s some-
body coming already! I wonder if he’s making for this
place?”

Taffy glanced through the arch, and saw a tall figure
moving rapidly along towards the watercourse. He was a
good distance off yet, and was keeping very close to a tali
hedge on his left.

“VYes, he’s coming here,” said Taify, pausing. “He
wouldn’t be sidling along like that for anything else.
Funny thing—I seem to know the shape of him!”

He stopped abruptly; and Dereker clutched him by the
arm.

“It’s Lambe !” said Dereker, in a horrified whisper, “I'd
know him in a hundred!”

Taffy gave a gasp. Yes, it was thg Woolly Lambe, sure
cnough. He could be seen more plainly as he came round
the angle of the hedge. Glancing to left and right, he was
making quickly and quietly straight for the bridge.

£

“This is awful |’ muttered Dercker. * He's the thief, sure
enough, and he’s coming back to get the swag! What shall
we do?”

Taffy seemed incapable of speech for a moment. Then he
seized the nearest bag of plate.

“Quick 1" he said. “Get these to the car, and let’s clear
out before he sees us!”

“Qughtn’t we to stay, and—and—""

“You can if you like; I'm off !” said Taffy, swinging ihe
bag on to his back and decamping through the cther end
of the bridge.

“I’'m with you!” said Dereker, taking the other bag and
doing the same.

It was too gloomy under the bridge for anyone to have
scen them from outside at a-distance. Once clear, the bridge
itself sheltered them, and the banks of the watercourse pre-

wvented their being seen by the approaching master. They

followed it for a hundred yards, and then, doubling round
the enddof a hedge, ran along the other side of it and gained
the road, B
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“ After all, he saved my life,” muttered Taffy. “And I'll
have no hand in giving him up; others can do as they like.
We've got the stuff I

The bags of plate were heavy, as much as the boys could
carry at any speed, and their anxiety to get away without
being seen made them all the heavier burdens.

Dereker wondered what Mr. Lambe would do if he saw
and caught them. It would be an ugly situation to face a
desperate man in such a case. But once on the road they
felt safe, and quite out of breath and exhausted they reached
the motor-car. »

“Heave these inside !” panted Taffy, calling on the other
two to help.

“By gum, you've got it, then !’ said Birne.
game ?”

“Can’t you feel what it is, you chump! Go ahead, driver,
as fast as you like !” said Dereker, slamming the door of the
tonneau.

The chauffeur looked curiously at the boys and their
burden as they came up; but he started the car and drove
on at a rapid pace. Taffy got up on the seat to pecr over
the hedge as they went, in the hope of seeing something of
Mr., Lambe; but they were out of sight of the bridge
a.Irleady, and he sat down again, looking very glum and
pale. -

“What is it—

Birne had fingered the bags, and was about to raise a

howl of glee, when Dereker checked him and nodded towards
the driver’s back.

“A veritable triumph ! murmured Jellicoe. ‘‘Accept my
congratulations |’

“We’ll shove these bags somewhere till we see how the
land lies,” said Taffy, in a decisive tone.

The car drove into Roydon Park and up to the Hall.
There seemed scarcely anybody about, and a solitary foot-
man opened the doors. .

“Where’s Canon Wyndham?” asked Taffy.

“With Sir Harry in the library, sir. I was to take you up
at once when you came.”

“ Anybody else with them?”

““*Inspector Browning, sir, of the police force.”

Taffy_drew a breath of relief.

“We’ll come up,” he said, “only we’ve got some baggage
here we want to have locked in a safe place. Is there a
room where——"

“The butler’s pantry, sir, if that’ll do?” said the foot-
man, showing the way to a small room lit by a little high
window that was not made to open.

The boys put the baize bags gently inside, and Taffy coolly
double-locked the door and put the key in his pocket.

“Now we’re ready !” he said.

And the footman led them upstairs to the library and
ushered them in.

Sir Harry was standing with his back to the fireplace,
looking harassed and worried. The Head looked no less
so, and was paler than usual. The third person was a big,
smart-looking police-inspector. The baronet came forward
and shook hands sadly with the boys.

“I’'m sorry to drag you over here like this, my lads,” he
said, “but there’s no help for it, and we must give the
police all the assistance we can. I'd almost sooner lose the
plate altogether, heirloom though it is, than have any of my
guests worried like this after offering them hospitality.”

““Oh, no, sir!” said Dercker, anxious to reassure him,
“It’s—it’s a holiday for us; only we’re awfully distressed
about this loss of yours. Is there—have they caught the
thieves 2
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“I am confident, sir. I’'m an old hand, but I know my
betters,” said the inspector. “I’d be sorry to be the thiei
who stole your plate, Sir Harry, with Mr. Methuen after
me, and knowing what he does know about the case alrcady.
He'll have the thief. The thing I’'m worried about is your
gold ”plate, which may have gone into the melting-pot by
naw.

“That would be a disaster,” said the Head.

The boys glanced at each other at the mention of the
gold plate; but the inspector’s words fell on them like cold
water. Each in his heart still hoped that the Woolly Lambe
would get safely away. The gold was found.

“If I could get a word with Sir Harry apart,” whispered
Taffy to Dereker, “I believe he'd chuck the case and not
prosecute, when he knows the plate’s safe.””

“If I'd had this telegram a bit earlier,” said the
inspector, ‘‘there wouldn’t have been much need to send for
these young gentlemen at all. But as they’re here, T'll ask
them a few questions.”

“Answer everything the inspector asks you, boys,” said
the Head. ‘“‘Tell him all you know.”

Taffy, in an agony of doubt as to what
going to be put, faced the inspector.

‘“¥You were alone together in the dining-room,” he said
to the boys, “for some time before you joined Sir Harry at
the shooting-range?”

The four nodded. i

“Did Purvis, the butler, come in during that time 1

“No; nobody came at all till Sir Harry fetched us,” said
Taffy.

“You're sure?”

“ Quite.”

“One of you young gentlemen was hidden under a dish-
cover in the room by the kitchen stairs, I think, before
dinner ?” said the inspector, looking at his notchoolk.

In spite of themselves, the boys grinned.

“Yes; 1t was I,” observed Jellicoe.

f‘gid ’t,'he butler come in during that time?”

“Yes,

“Did you hear him say anything to the other servants ™
» “Yes. He said: ‘Don’t forget we lock up earlier tfo-
night,” » replied Jellicoe, “to the second footman, who
replied: ‘Somebody’s put the hall clock on nearly half an
hour.’ And the butler answered: ‘No, they haven’t; it’s
the right time.” That’s all.”

“Ah,” said the inspector, jotting down some notes,
“yow're a very intelligent young man! I wish there were
more like you! Where was Mr. Methuen about that time 7

“ Mr.—who ?” said Jellicoe, puzzled.

““He means Mr. Lambe,” said Sir Harry.

“He’d gone to dinner, sir,” said Jellicoe.

“Ah |” said the inspector. “Well, Sir Harry, there’s only
one thing. I wish you’d kept that anonymous letter you
received instead of burning it |”

. “The thing annoyed me so much at the time that T threw
it into the fire,” said Sir Harry. “I’'m sorry now. But
de you suppose that had any bearing on the case 7’

“X don’t .know, sir; but it’s very suspicious, coming jusé
before the occurrence like that: If youw'd got it, I’'d soon
tra;c:e; it to the writer. I think I might manage to do it
yet. ;

Dercker glanced meaningly at Tafly, and the quartet
nodded to each other.’ It looked as if Kent-Williams were
baving a narrow shave of becoming more public than was
good_for him, ;

“1say,” said Dereker, under his breath, to Taffy, “hadn’t

questions were

“You can rely on it they’ll

very soon be in custody,

* sir,” said the inspector, as a

‘man who states a fact and is
quite sure of.

s hope s0,” said the

ead.

“With the case in such
able hands as it is now,”
added the inspector, “and
after- what we’ve heard, you
can look on it as a certainty.
I gave the thieves till to-
night. But after this wire ”—
he held wup a flimsy
telegram—“1  shouldn’t be
surprised to see them
brought here in custody at
any moment,”

“You seem very confi-
dent,”  said the Head
~moodily.

3 SN,
O Lo, Corter, tell Jem we've gob
WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE 5

Convinced that Mr. TWollastor, Lombe, - their new Forin master, i3 an
escaped convict, Toffy Wynne & Co. and Ferguson & Co., rival factions
in the Remove, the most unruly form at Codrington, detcimine to bring
pressure to bear to vid the school of the new master. Thelr efforts prove
of little avail, however, for the Woolly Lambe not only shows that ke is
capable of taking care of kimself ond his Form, but startles the school by
catching a cracksman in the act of looting the school’s strong room. Al-
though Wynne & Co. are now ready to back up the Waoolly Lambe, Ferguson
and kis cronies are still determined to expose kim. Later, Taffy Waynne
and his chumns, together with Canon Wyndham, the hcadmaster of Cod-
rington, and Mr. Wollaston Lambe are invited to dine at Royden Hall, the
home of Sir Harry Beckford, a governor of the school=" Kent-Willigmsi
at the instigation of Ferguson, expresses an anonymous letter to Sir Harry
wairning the wealthy baronet that the Form-master s a thief. Sir Harry
promptly ignores the incriminating misetve. Next morning, however,
news 18 received to the effect that a robbery has taken place at Royden Hall
and Taffy & Co. are requested to return there v diotely. bert
two suspicious characters they kad scen the vrevious night, whom they had

taken to be poochers hiding their gome in @ culvert under an old bridge,’

Taffy and kig cronies decide to make investigations in that quarter first.
A closs examinetion of the spob so6m revenls two distinet sets of footprints.
“ Keep your eyes open, Taffy,” 1§§zspe.rs Dercker excitedly, ** The

stujf they hid must be here somewhere !

(Now read on.)

the stuff here ?”

Taffy nodded. He had
been hanging on as long as
possible, hoping to learn

something before he sprang
his surprise on the company.

‘But_he could not make head

or tail of the proceedings,
and it seemed useless to keep
their news back any longer.
He was just going to speak
when the inspector broke in:

“There’s nothing for it
now, gentlemen, bub to wait
as patiently as we can #ill
the rosult of this telegram
turns up. As I said, it may
be——- . Hallo! There's
motor, ¢oming up the
now 17’

The hoot of a horn was
heard outside as a rapid car

a

drive



26 THE GEM L1BRARY.

buzzed up to the doors, so quickly that it was hidden by
the porch, from where the inspector stood at the library
window, before he could see much of it. Almost at once
footsteps were heard on the stairs.

“T’m not a betting man,” murmured the inspector; “but,
’if I!’x,vere, T'd lay long odds that's him, and that he’s got
em

The door was opened, and in walked Mr. Lambe himself.
And with him was Purvis, Sir Harry’s butler, with handcuffs
on his wrists—a prisoner.

The boys were absolutely dumbfounded. That the butler
should be the culprit, and the Remove master, of all people,
should be his captor, astounded them,

Behind Mr. Lambe came a plain-clothes police officer
with a second prisoner, also handcuffed. This man was a
;;oulgh-looking customer, quite unlike the suave, bald-headed

utler. :

“Well done, sir | cried the inspector. “I was just saying
1 knew you'd make a cert of it 1” :

“My dear sir,” exclaimed Sir Harry, striding forward
eagerly to greet Mr. Lambe, “this is really wonderful ! My
best congratulations!” His brow clouded over as he turned
to the butler. ‘‘You scoundrel, Purvis! To think that you,
whome I've trusted and treated well so long, should serve
me like this!”

The butler maintained a glum silence, and did not open
his lips. Mr. Lambe, though cool as ever, and correctly
eyeglassed, did not look at all pleased over his capture.

“Here are the thieves, inspector,” he said. “The other
man is Tke Raynes, whom you probably know of. He’
Purvis’ accomplice. But what is troubling me is the loss
of the plate.”

“You didn’t overtake them with it, then, sir?”’ asked the
inspector eagerly.

“No. They had hidden it in a certain spot which, with
the clues I had, I was able to trace,” said Mr. Lambe. “It
is in the open fields not far from here. I left the two
prisoners in the car in charge of Police-constable Gray here
and went to the spot. I found the hiding-place, but the
loot has already been removed.”

“Removed ?” cried the baroret. :

“Yes, Sir Harry. I had hoped to restore to you your
gold plate as well as the prisoners; but the hiding-place
l{zsﬁlﬁeen rifled, and they have got clean away with the
stuff,

“What a pity |” exclaimed the Head.

“It is a pity, canon! It will be doubly difficult to dis-
g{over where the gold plate has gone now. But I shall

o it 12

“If it isn't already in the melting-pot!” put in the
inspector in a melancholy voice.

Taffy stepped forward as Dereker nudged him violently
in the ribs. :

“ It isn’t melted, sir!” he said to Sir Harry.

“Eh—what? How d'you know 7"

“Your gold plate is all right, sir. We’ve got it here 1”

A thunderbolt could not have made more sensation. They
all stared at Tuffy as if they thought he had gone mad.

“If you'll excuse me and Dercker a minute,” said Taffy,
“we’ll bring it.”

The two chums promptly disappeared before anybody
could reply, leaving even ‘the inspector scratching his head
in bewilderment. In & couple of minutes Taffy and Dereker
were back, panting under the-weight of the baize sacks.
Then, lowering them to the floor; they cut the strings and
iet a stream of solid gold plate rattle out on to the carpet..
};_“Good heavens!” said Sir Harry, and then words failed

im.
~ Mr, Lambe put up his eyveglass in amazement, and the
inspector nearly scratched all his hair off. The Head, in his
surprise, blew his nose like a motor-horn.

“ Where on earth did you find this?” said My. Lambe.

“In the secret hiding-place where the thieves left i, sir,
under the ‘old sluice-gate, beneath the little bridge in Fenn’s
Meadows.”

“This beats cock-fighting "’ said the Woolly Lambe. “Iow
did you know it was there?”

“We saw the thieves put it there last night, sir, when we
were waiting for the motor-car to be mended. We supposed
they were poachers at first, and didn’t take any more trouble
about it. But, hearing Roydon Hall was burgled, we
thought we might as well go and see, and we found the
stuff,” said Taffy. “We brought it in the car, and it isu’t
Sir Harry’s chauffeur’s fauls that he was late; 1t’s ours.”

The Woolly Lambe broke into a peal of hearty lauglter.

w

“Well done, lads!” he said. “You gave me a pretiy-

fright, too! You see, Sir Harry, I'd traced this hiding-
place by means of the clues I had, and it was a bit of a
shock to find the gold gome. - I knew you two young rips

‘will you, constable?

had been there as soon as I entered the room,”’ he added,

with a glance at Taffy’s boots, to which a few grains of
the river-bed sand still clung; “but I didn’t guess you'd got
the swag yourselves. [ was just going to motor back and
investigate, after getting rid of my prisoners.”

“By Jove!” exclaimed Sir Harry, shaking hands heartily
with Mr. Lambe and the boys. “This is a record! I don't
know how to thank you, gentlemen! Tgad, if Codrington
School were given a free hand, it seems to me there
wouldn’t be a criminal left in the country !”

“What we did was ouly a slice of luck, sir,” said the

bewildered Taffy, “But it really was wonderful how the »

Wool—how Mr. Lambe managed to track the burglars dowa
and find the hiding-place of the loot in a few hours.”

“It was simple enough,” said Mr. Lambe. “I knew the
attempt was going to be made, and that it would probably
be made directly we left the house last night. The butler’s
accomplice, Raynes, is well known to me. I left Canon
\V};ngham and the brougham soon after we started and kept
wateh. .

“The burglary-was very cleverly done, and I was thrown
off the track of the real malefactors, who got away with
the plunder. With the clues I had, however, I was able to
run the men to earth near Fordhaven early this morning.
They did not dare try to get the gold plate away across
country whil2 the hue-and-cry lasted, and I knew they had
hidden it. To find the hiding-place was a little more
difficult, but I had a couple of good clues. There is no need
to give you all the small details of a criminal case. I
managed to trace it to the old bridge, and the rest you
know. Just make t:qe prisoners show the soles of their feet,

The plain-clothes man did so. The butler, who was, of
course, no longer in his dress uniform, wore leather boots,
with patent rubber heels. His accomplice had on rib-soled
tennis shoes.

“The capture was made only just in time,” concluded the
Woolly Lambe, “for Purvis would have got out of the
country by steamer in another half-hour, leaving his partner
to negotiate the gold plate at leisure. By the way,” he
added, turning to the boys, “what time was it when you
took away the stuff? About eleven o’clock, I think.”

“Yos, sir. just a fow minutes before,” said Dereker. “%
looked at my watch.”

“ And vou saw me coming—eh?” said Mr. Lambe, smiling.
“Deon’t deny it! You must have. Why did you scuttle out
with the stuff in such a hurry 7’

“We thought——"" began Taffy, and then he checked
himself.

The Woolly Lambe laughed heartily.

“Yes; you thought I was the thief !’ he said, chuckling.
“Don’t deny it! You did!” : ¥

The boys blushed scarlet, and the remorseless Woolly
Tambe enjoyed their embarrassment.

“You thought I was coming back for my own plunder—
eh? Ha, hat”

“Thought he was the thief?” exclaimed the inspector,
staring., “Thought the finest detective in the South of
oland was a thief? What d’ye mean?”

detective 7’ echoed Taffy, in a dazed voice.

3

“Yes; an’ beggin’ Canon Wyndham's pardon, it’s a

thousand pities Mr. Methuen ever took to schoolmastering,”
said the inspector, with a sigh.

“I wish I could understand half of what’s being said.!”
returned Taffy, in bewilderment.  “ Who’s Mr. Methuen ?”

“Have you never heard of Slade Methuen, young sir?”

“T_T scem to know the name,” said Taffiy, “somehow.”

“You don’t know much if you haven’t,” said the inspector
contemptuously. “But-beg pa:don, sir, perhaps I'm talking
too much.” : :

“Well, you'd better go on now,” said Mr. Lambe, “for
we’ve got too far to keep it to ourscives any longer. You
can give the plain facts if you like, inspector.”

A Cloud Lifts.

6¢ ELL, gentlemen,” continued the inspector, ¢ Mr.
Lambe. under the name of Mr. Slade Methuen,
was for six years one of the cleverest crime
investigators in England. There were few
detectives to beat him that I've met!”
“Whew !” muttered Dereker. “I’'m beginning to see a
glimmering light!” =
“Sometimes,”’ said the inspector, “ when a case had fairly
baffled Scotland Yard, one of our best men would go to
Mr. Methuen—Mr. Lambe, that is—and he’d take the field
all on his own, and solve the knottiest problem you please.
I never knew him to——"
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it mild, inspector!” said the Woolly
Lambe impatiently. “That will do! They don’t want to hear
you pouring melted butter over me. The plain facts are
all that are wanted to save me the trouble!”

“YWell, sirs, Mr. Lambe only did this for a hobby, so to
-speak, and spent most of his time in study, and a good deal
in athleties. He’s on old Oxford Blue, which I dare say
you know.”

“ All right, inspector; thank you!” said Mr. Lambe,
breaking in. “That’s enough to set things straight.”

“I won't say any more, sir. 1I'm afraid we’ve given you
a lot of trouble, even at Codrington. We were always
coming to you for help, for it means a lot, especially to a
eountry policeman, to handle a good . case successfully.
Why, I remember, gentlemen,” added the inspector, laugh-
ing, “the very first day Mr. Methuen—Mr. Lambe, I mean
—went to Codrington, me and an officer from Fordhaven
were fairly chasing him after he left the train to get his
advice over a coining case that was beating us; but he
hid somewhere down by the river, and dodged us till we
went by, and fairly gave us the slip. He'd decided to cut
himself adrift from detective work, and have nothing
more to do with it, d’ye see?” '

“By gum! That day when you hid under the bush, sir I
blurted out Dereker. )
~ And Mr. Lambe roared with laughter, the Head joining

“Come, draw

3

n.

“Well, this isn’t exactly a time for mirth,” said the
Woolly Lambe, “as we've got these prisoners here.
Inspector, I think the sooner you take them to the cells
the better.”

“And P11 come to the police-court in the afternoon,
then,” said Sir Harry. * Thank you, inspector!”

The prisoners, who had remained sullenly where they
were placed. and said no word, were removed, and soon
were spinning towards Fordhaven in the motor-car with the
two police-officers.

“You enterprising youngsters seem rather astonished,”
said the Woolly Lambe.

« Astonished isn’t the word, sir,” replied Taffy. “We—
we always knew you were a brick, if we may say so. But
a detective as well-—did anybody know it?”

“1 only learned it this morning,” said Sir Harry,
T'm all the prouder of my guest, you can depend.”

The boys glanced at the Ilead.

“Ves,” said Canon Wyndham, with a slight smile; “1
knew it from the first.”

“and

27

“Do you mind my having a short talk with these young-
sters alone, canen?’’ asked the Weooly Lambe. “Just to
put things straight, for the-sake of the school?”

“By all means,” said the Head.

“You don’t object, Sir Harry?” :

“Take ’em into the next reom, my dear fellow,” said
the baronet genially. “Heow could I ebject?” a

The Woolly Lambe told the boys to follow him, and as
soon as they were by themselves he began.

“Sit down,” he said. “I want to give you a few words
of explanation, and to ask you to give me a promise.
You're very straight, loyal youngsters, all four of you, and
what I’m going to say is for the good of Codrington. I
want you to understand just what has happened.”

The boys were all attention.

“Youve heard enough to put you on the right
said the Woelly Lambe, smiling.
first day hiding from the police,
such eonfounded nuisances.
reason.

The Woolly Lambe’s eyes twinkled behind his eyeglass.

“Then there was the worthy gentleman who climbed the
ivy to my study. He was plain-clothes officer, and took
that method to geb at me and pester me for advice. I had
forbidden the police to call at the school for me.

“There was also the School House burglar., T heard him
breaking in, and secrcted myself in the room where the
coins were, knowing he would go there. I caught him in
the act, and he seemed to suspect me of having been there
for the same purpose as himself.” Mpr. Lambe smiled.
“ Again there was a gentleman from Scotland Yard—an
old friend of mine—whom I was glad to see. He con-
sulted with me. One of your—er—friends——"

“Not friends, sir!” said Taffy warmly.
but——" ;

“Well, never mind. The youth I mean received a little
wholesome chastisement from my {riend.- Then there was
Wynne's own exploit as a peoheeman. Taffy groaned.:
“Tm afraid I nearly shook the life out ‘of you over that
Wynne, I really thought at first yon were a policeman who
had come to badger me about some case or other. Never
mind; it is forgotten.”

“ Anything

(To say that Taffy Wynne & Co.are flabbergasted is
only to put it mildly. JAnyway, chums, yow’ll thoroughly
enjoy next week’s gripping instubment. Bon’t miss i,
whatever youw do !) i

BOYHOODS BEST DAYS ~
BUILDING WITH MECCANO

1f you want to have the happiest possible boyhood

- —be a Meccano boy. If you want to be imaginative
and resourceful—if you want your days to be full of
fun and thrills—be a Meccano boy. There is ne
other hobby in the world so wonderful or so
fascinating. You will be able to build hundreds of
working models with your Meccano Outfit—Cranes,
Bridges, Conveyers, Aereplanes, Cars, Locomotives
—and you will gain practical engineering experience
that will be of inestimable value in later life. The
Meccano boys of to-day will be the famous engineers

and inventors of to~-morrow.

Meccano, the most thrilling hobby in the world,
becomes more fascinating every day. This year the
scope of the Qutfits is greater than ever, for never
before have so many models been shown in the
Manuals of Instructions.

Ask your dealer to show you the 1929 Meccano
Uuthts.
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§ PRICES OF MECCANO SETS FROM
g‘ 3/6 to 365/~
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SE.ND FOR THE NEW MECCANC BOOK—FREE

This book is brimful of illustraticiis sheWing the
engineering models that can be built with Meccano, All the M
Outhts are {ully described

wonderful hobby are given: 5

marvellous
3 2 eccano
er interesting details of this

b

See the Wonderful Meccano Scene
im the Drury Lane Pantomime.

We will send you & free cony of this new Meccane Book in exchange
for the names and addresses of three of your chums.

Write clearly ;pd’put N© 36 after your own name for reference;

ECCANO

JMECCANG LTD. (DEPT. 36), GLD SWAN LIVERPOGOL
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THE HOUSE ON THE MOUNTAINS !

(Continued from page 23.)

to ‘the visor, raising it. The next
moment a human was stdrmﬂ out of the gleaming
‘helmet, watching the bound figures againsi the wall.

From: Tom Merry there broke a breathless cry.

Tom did not believe in ghosts. Never for one moment
had" he really imagined that thie weird figure, despite its
verie ghostlinegs, could really be that of a spirit from
‘another world. For a momens, when ke had first- caught
sight of that spectral shape at the top of the stairs, there
had been a tug at his nerves; bub it was the uncspectcdnc S
of the apparition that had so “startled him.

But,~thowgh: he..had believed all the time that there was
a human beingwithin that apparently ghostly figure, never
for one moment hqd T'om suspected: who it really was.

dJe bhad been - mumw his . 'brains o solve. tho problenL
even as tho ghost lmd been striding down tlu, ~hxn. But

e

“hiehad never gadssed: -the troth. .

FYoul

he cu\pod in ufter hc\\ ilderment.

l'or the fﬂC(, that_was looking out’ from the helmet of

Hr by usader ~was- that of Ja(k«m. .lm renegade: Fnrrl)shm'm
Y haps.voung "un,”’ssaid the man qmctlv
lie ]wlmot
v tow 11d- Tou, ])mggmg out one
of, the “knives that formed. a pattern around Tom on the

, he ~h\hod rhmugh the cords that lield the j ’

o

Thore:was an exclamation of hm\x]dumen'
from Arvihur Augustus. "Hm\ vewy extwaordinawy =

“What did vou do-it for?’ asked Sir-Napier guietly, as
Jackson ~{(zopml over him and severed his bonds,
Merry frecd Kifdare.

It did. not take long to froc. iho whole, of .the .5t. J]DlS‘
Then only - did Jaclmon answer Sir Napier’s be- -

party.
Avildéred question. : :
“I may have been a wrong ‘un,’”? said the man g‘mm]y,
“but lm not SO bdd th‘xi, I hayen't any gratitude in me.
Tha Ided fowards Tom Merry—“saved
you remember; he went down
fo e \\hon rd ia‘len over that precipice, I hadw't for-
roften. that,) - :
anced mnnd the ring of listening faces,

with a wry

st
e ]’ lep\ T a coward,” he went on. slowly, “But I
let_the Wolf and the others know I wanted to
chuck in ve been with them in South America
—helped i1 ; hmon. for what I could get out of. it.
1 ¢y thought. 1" was tinning on ‘em they'd have killed
Ho I caxd noHunrr Bu( ] ve beer on your side in
,ou 1 took

»'Iom \Im\ L,umwl the man’s hand.
“Thanks ! he breathed. ““You
That ~comulm‘l meant to chuck the next knife at my heart.”

“‘climbed out of the gleaming’

UIIIOI S

while Tom

saved my giddy bacon!

“1t was luch they never ‘sew you clip away upstairs
“I saw you go, and I

when you did,” grinned Talbot.
wondered what your game was. But I never dreamt you'd
planned to get into one of thosze suits of armour and play
tha ghost Crusader of Llanfellyn Towers!”

Sir \hpiel held out his hand.  Jackson took it after a
moment’s hesitation.

“1 feel ashamed of myself, and that's a fact !’
awkwardly. ~ “I—I’ve been a renegade, a traitor to my
own people. Tt was pl‘ctt;, dnh my jolning in w 1[11 them
against Englishmen. But——" “

“That’s all right,” said Sir Napie:r, with a smiling face.
*You've made up for all that!” s .

. . B e . - . . . .

There \\010 high spirits in Llanfellyn Towers that night.

The girvls had been fetched from the cmpty cottage by
the gates to which Sir Napier had told them to go for
safuf,\‘ when he had whispered to Ethel. And thc three

chums of Spalding Hall were very Lrloht and gay’at find-

irig themselves among their chums of St. Jim's—all safe

and sound ! S
Jim Kellaway memn cousin, who was an old 8t. Jim's -

boy, flew over to the nearest town with Sir demr aind
rhoro the police were infor med of all that had taken- place
in the lonely house “among the mountains. - They returncd
with several police-officers, who stayved at the housc §
night. Thus the St. Jim’s party were free of the.nece
of l\nupmu a watch for a possible return of the Rioguayans;
and were able to spend the evening cnjoying t]:om~el\u

with their girl chums, i
Not that Lmvont"C\pO(‘[gd thb W olt and his followers tcr

return to attack the house, even when they had got over
their frmhu. :

‘At Sir ‘Napier's invitation. the thrce girls, L(\wson. am]
his cousin agreed vory réadily to staying on at the Towers
“to spend Christmas there, And when, next day, a, ctaff of:
servants duly ar¥ived “cverything in the gardenm,’’
Monty Lowther remarked, “was lovely 1

There was on
party at the Towe s,

]31'001»1 the old but

r, was still delivious—and the
which he alone knew was locked in his unconscious bré
Until he reeovered, t.;- whereabouts of the precious paper
that the Wolf. had siriven so hard to obtain would be still
as much a mystery as cver to Sir Napicr and the St Jim's
palt\'
“And until that paper was found, and its contenis decoded
and cabled to_the Govermment of Rioguay, even the St
S Jims pmr\ could not feel quite sure that their struggle with
the Wolf and Lis vuffians swas really over,

THE EXND.

(Look out for the thrilling wind up te this dramatic
Christinas sevies : * THF; RETURN OF THE WOLF!”
which will appear in nexi weel's bumper Christinas-
weel: issue of the GEM.)
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