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CHAPTER 1. I *“Yes, in a wa but the plot was Lowther and Manners nodded agree:

8 t, against the Form. It might be specially | ment.
P— Ta:bm tbRelll.:? Bett he !m:ﬂm=t vou and me; but that was nuly “You flllows know that I'm not a prig
i lr[d""g" “.lr‘}bﬁ L "j" } % | because we were most fancied for win- [ or a ' said ‘Talbot, flushing

they deserve, Talbot'™ said Tom | .. again ery hopeful ahmn.

Merry gravely.

“A heap
Manners. .

“ Anything shert of hanging is that!”
added Monty Lowther.

“T know it's a geod deal to ask of you
fellows; but I bave a reason for it, and
1 think it's a geod one,” Talbot replied.

*Not much_to nak for the matter of
that,” Tom said. “ Af least, as far as I'm
concerned. There aren’s many fellaws
who would have done what you did for
me—throwing away vour chance of win-
uing the Marathon to make sure that
my chance shouldn't be spoiled 1™

* Kerr did as much, And Kevr hadn't
as strong a motive as [ had,” said Talbot.

* It was no end decent of old Kerr, and
we sho'n’t forget i6!” answered Tom
“But when you talk about kecping this
bizney dark you surely forgct that it's
known over in the New House.”

“Only by those three—Kerr, Figgins,
and Wynn. Lbuv won't talle if we asic
them not to.

*They'd do a good deal for yon,
bot, any one of them, 1 know !
said.

“But Baggy ean’t be depended
not to talls,” objected Mauners.

“Trimble knows nothing more than
that the p]ot was laid. He doesn’t knaw
the attempt was made and defeated. T
don’t think he’ll blab; but if he does
o one will believe him.” said Talbot,

“H'm! That's possibl Lowther
admitted. * But there’'s Skimmy !

“Ican depend upon Skimmy,” Talbot

said qumt.v ‘Anyway, Skinmy has
i ulmb v forgotten all about it by now.

better 17 agreed

Tal-
Tom

upon

“Well, T feel that you ought to have
your . Talbot,” =aid Tom soberly,
*The Shell owes you a debt. But le

look at the m‘\tthr fairly and squarely
before we promise to keep it a secret,
v Ldon't fool so doad sure that we've
any right

The lmnbie Three—Tom Merry, Low-

{o

ther, and Manners—sat with Talhet in
their own stndy, No. 10 on the She
passage. It was the day after the
\[m.u.hun raee, which had given the

Shell vietory by the narcow margin of
two points n the great sports competi-
tion. Someshing had happened in the
course of that race which was known only
to a few fellows, and it was in conse-
quence of what had happened that Talbot

had come to Tom Merry & Co. with his
request.

“Go on, Tommy,” said Manners.

“ Be terse, and be lueid 7 added: Low-
Llw

“Don’t be an ass!” retorted Tom.
ere isn £ any real need to go over
it .|i} perhaps; but it won't do .nly har
This iz how it stands. Crooke and Rack
having betted heawils against their own
Form, tried by bEadunmnl[v trick to
speil the Shell's chances in the Mara-
thon.”

*Yours and Tom,”
Talhot.

mine, put  in

‘That's true enough.  Still, we were
chiefly coneerned.”

s 'l{lbu: got wind of it, and with
Kerr's help spoiled the dodge. The rascal
ther'd employed got away; but there
doesn’t seem much doubt that he was that
rotter of a man Racke's keeping some-
where near by to help his food-hogging
and betting games. Never mind ihat;
we'll deal with Mr. Secaife, or Claney,

or whatever his real name may be,
later.”
“‘We will 1" said Lowther, fervently.

old Talbot wants us to keep
about it, and let off Racke anc
went on Tom.

I Jdon'c care a scrap what you do to
Racke !” said Talbot. T wouldn's sur
a finger to save him!”

“But if we- lt.t up on fanc,
simply ean’t toucl e,” Tom re.
minded him. "We shall have to let the
whaole affair drop.”

“¥es, that's so!” admitted Talbot.

* They deserve a Form ragging at the
v e That would be h-umg them
But Talbot spoiled their

we

rhit]

game, and he wants them let off alto-
gether. He says he has o reason for it.
I'd be willing to do what he wants

without hearing his reason. T don’t know
how you fellows feel about that.”

"[ thiu\\ we ought to hear it,” said

Man . You won't mind my saying
!;]mt 'I‘n]bﬂt I know

Not a bn old man ! replied Taibot
heartily

“\.xuaml mqummem-u compels me

AManners,” said Lowth

majority of two tc one,
“I'd really rather tell you,” Talbnt
said. with a_flush manding his hand.

face. *I'mn not much in the way of
eping secrets from you fellows; and if
I ever do, it isn't beeause L don’t trust
you. You haven't forgotten that an'-m )

my cousin?”
“We haven't forgotten that,” answered
Tom.

“I should think youw'd be glad to for
oot it, though,” remarked Manners.

“Perhaps T would ; but it’s the sort of
of thing one can’t put aside wholly. 1
don’t like Crooke. [ know he’s a good
deal of a rotter. DBut there’s my uncle,
you know 17

“Coloncl Lyndon,
| Lowther.

“1 thought he’d
rood  and 41!
“Can't see
! mind for,”
© “He was very near death,” rep
[ Falboi simply. 1 suppose that ma e
anyane see diffevently. Anyway, he wrote
to me and asked me to have another
shot at helping Crooke to get into the
straight and keeping him there.”

‘o couldn’t very well say ‘No’ to
that, in the cires,” said Tom gravely.

you mean?” said
sacked Crooke for
growled Manners.
t he wanted to change his

doing anything effective, as a matter of
f But it's up to me to do my best.
affair has prevented my saying any-
thing to Crooke vet. If the plot had
come off it would have epoilt any chance
I had, as I see it. That's one reason why
I was so keen on [oiling it. But it’s
fuiled, and, as long as 1t isn’t made public

property, I think it mll give me a sort
of handle with Crool

“Don't  see ]\nw. said  Manners
bluntly.

“I faney I do,” Lowther s: “Tt
would be a sort of moral black It's

difficult to imagine old Talbot as uny sort
of a blackmailer—even a highly moral
ene—but that’s how it looks to me.”
Not quite that,” replied Talbat. “I
don’t mean to hold this over Crooke to
keep him straight; that wouldn’t work,
But 1 may be able to use it to separate
him from Racke, and to get him away
from Racke is his one chanee, in my
opinton, ™

“Nothing in i, said Manners.
“There ain’t a pin to choose bhetween
them. Of course, they're bigger rotters
together than they would be apart; but
Racke docen’t corrupt Crooke any more
than Crooke eorrupts Racke. Of the two,
T detest Racke most, but T can see that.’

“You may be right,” Talbot admitted.
“All the same, for my uncle’s sake, not
for Crooke’s, T want to try it.”

“Well, there you are, you fellows,
said Tom. “If you keep it dark, it's for
Talbot’s sake, and for Colonel Lyndon’s,
Talbot’s our chum, and the colonel is one
of the men who have heen risking death
every day over there for us all. It won't
really hirt the Form to miss giving
Racke and Crooke the ragging they’ve
envned. Thes’ll soon be qualifying for
another, you k i

“T agree !” said Lowther readily.

“ 8o do 1‘” Manners said, after ever
s0 brief a hesitation, Manners was
given to weighing up things carefully
when his temper was not rofifed

“Thanks, all of you!™ said Talbot

rtily. “1 think T can talk over

gy & Co.”

“ Needn't bother about that!" Tom
answered. Tl see them for you, How

am I to tell them, though?”

Fhat’s jolly good of you, Tom! Tell
them just what Ive told you—=that's what
1 should have done. T thought of asking
them to come and talk it over with us,
as I'd agreed that Kerr might let Figgy
antd Wynn know about the plot and how
we kyboshed it. But this was so much
more a Shell matter than a Fourth that
it ssamed b--wt to have it out with you

ain! I sha'n't

iy decent. gou’va all hean >
With that Talbot went.
“One of the bLest, but a regular old
)on Qunnw d Manners,

Trying to pull Crooke straight is
< profitable a job as ploughing




Every Wednesday.

the sands,” remarked Lowther caus
tically.

“Tean’t see any real hope myself,”
roitted  Tom.  “But, all the f-mtre.

Talbot’s right. Tt was up to him. And
if he parts Racke and Crooke for a time
e won't have done a bad stroke of

work.
Bat Racke and Crooke were to be
parted—for a time—w uhmm the interven-

tion of Reginald Talbot

L OT a dashed bob!™ snapped
€rooke.. “I'm hanged if I'm
going to shell out for a dnnhtd
fiasco like that! L\&‘n if vour

rotter’s telling the truth, an’ T don't be-

ieve he is.  He never trmd the game on

—that’s about the long an’ the short of

it

Racke and Crooke faced each other in
their study, No. 7 on the Shell passage.

Both were furious. Crooke’s face was
red with rage, Rac pale.

The failure of Scaife’s attempt to pre-
vent Tom Merry from winning the
Marathon, and the plucky last-minute

cfforts of Grundy and Dane, which had
wiven the Shell peints emough to enable
them to win the competition series, bad
put both Racke and Crocke in a tight
corner,

Even io-a fellow with his pockets so
well lined as were Racke's, it was to joke
to have to shell out something like sixty
pounds. Racke had pummd heavily on
the sports competition, giving longish
odds on the Fourth at a_time when that
‘orm stood well abead. Now the fellows
whom he had bet -Knox of the
. and Cutts & Co. of the Fifth—
were pressing him for ae!l.|em\-llt.

ey were  also essing  Crooke.
Crooke had not risked as mueh as Racke ;
but twenty pounds just now meant more
to him than five times the sum would
have meant to Racke.

Racke could pay t.nm.gh he might have
to hie about it to lus father, and though
he hated parting with so much.

Crooke saw no way of paying. It was
useless for him to write home, he kuew.

He was fecling desperate—even before
Racke demamlnd two pounds ten of him
as lis share of the sum due to Seaife for
the rascally attempt to trip up Tom
Merry, and disable hing.

That was the lust straw,
starrd no more !

“Yon'll have to pay, hang you!™
snarled  Racke. *“ You agreed to go
lul\(\q

“Yes, vou fool, if the rotter did it!
But he didn’t—we’ ve no proof that he

Crocke could

even trie Tis yarn's a dashed lie, an’
you know i

41 kno\\ u- What do ¥ou mean, you
ravin' maniac

“ Doesn’t it stnmi to reason that if two
of the fellows had piled in on him at the
critical moment an’ stopped him, as he
says they did, the tale would have been
all over the school in half an hour, you
womlsu sknlled idiot 277

“ Perhaps sour rlenh- beloved ronsm

is keepin’ it dark for your sake!
sneered Racke.
“My cousin?  Talbot, you mean?”

said Crooke, in amazement

“ He's the only cousin you have here,
lieve.”
lut“,—buﬁ

“Scaife didn’t know either of them,
But. from his description, one must have
been Talbot, and the othe! was most
likelv Kerr. Tt all fits in. Those two
didn’t finish in the race; they popped up
suddenly from no one kuows where.”
Crooke stared dazedly.
“Talbot!" he breathed. *Confound

he wasn’t—Secaife doesu’t
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the fellow ! 1f he's keeping it dark, it's
anly to come down on me like a thonsand
of hrwks just when I'm not expeetin’ it.”

“Oh, dash it all, you sil ump, how
can he koow vou were in it

o

“You_think he doesn't know! But
why—

“Fhey asked q‘l(‘stlDl}R of Scaife,
sa-he says. He reckons v had no idea

who he was. They most hL( ly took him
for a tramp—he was got up 1o look like
one "

“ But

why ded a tramp try on a

game like that
Racke
grinned.

shrug his  shoulders  and

bimself no end as a
“Let him find out

es
Lie said,

‘rooke, breathing more
5 = :md no longer in s\lch a
savage temper. ' Kerr's too cunnin’ by
half.” But if they haven't found out vef,
they aren't likely m now  that the
bizney’s two days I should think.”
“L'nlmu Scaife f?ts on!” said Racke

meaningly.

“ Wha Oh. rhmt talk rot! The
sweep wouldi't dare !"

‘8o 1 should have thonght.  Tr's
givin® himself awav.  But en T told
Him that we weren't goin’ to cash up, for
a dashed failure. he threatened to, an’ he
rieans it, [ am sure.

Crooke's brow darkened agait,

“It's .votten blackmail, by gad!”
he said moroseiv.

“ Something like that I agreo Racke,

“Well. I'm not goin’ to stand it

“Your mistake, Gerry! You've got
to. So rash up fiffy bob an’ look pleasant
about it

Crocks  pnsbed bis hawd  inte his |

trousens-vockets. and threst bis face for
\r\.srd till it glared right into lbn ]\e s.

*T won r.plv a sou
brought that sweep b
dashed ends, an’ now
matiler yon cau settle uuth him.

7 ackmail me !

““Yon
1o uit your own
3 turned black-
He's not

* you mean rvotter—you  low
cad

Crooke’s vight haud came out of }m
pocket, and Racke staggered bac th
a red wark upen his pallid el The
hlow bheen with  the open

hand, bat Crooke had put all his strength
into it

~*Say that again!”

Racke's reply was a pur
It got fairly hom
rorred with pain and fury.

Next_moment the two were engaged
in a wild and whirling confli

Stamp, stamp, stamp! They fonght
euch other round the room. They were
pretty  well matched  on the whole
Neither was a skilful boxer, but hoth
could hit hard enough to hurt, and both
W getting hurt now.

The door was flung open on a sudden,
catching Racke on the shoulder. At the
same moment Crooke hit him upon the
nose, and the ruby flowed.

hooted Crooke.
Ir at Crooke’s
and Crooke

“Yooop!” howied Racke, “* Stoppit !
Oh, I'H make you smart for that,
Crooke !
CHAPTER 3.
Parted Pals !
“ ERE, I sav, I'm not going to
stand you  know
boomed  the great (;.vurgc

Alfred Grundy from the door.
“Let them alone, Gruudy!” spoke
Monty Lowther behind him. * You dou't
really mind eitherof them getting huet,
do yout”
“I don't mind either of them getting
killed, as far as that goes,” _replied
randy generonsly, - ““But that ain’t the
thing.” I'in not going to put up with a

{quelled th

Three-haltpence, 3

row like this in a ‘nl:eli study. Why, wa
shall have Railton alos her-- it ‘these
silly maniacs aren't Laré

W hat’s it to do with you if he docs
come ! snorted Crooke.

The ecombat was suspended. Racke
mopped his nose with a fine cambric hand-
kerchief, and Crooke was gingerly feel-
ing bruises on various parts of his
1rrat0mv
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“The biggest duffer in it!” murmared
Lowther. **8till, Railton’s not going to
be rongh on you' for that, Grundy. He
st have got used to it by this time.

“You shut up, Lowther! What's the
matter with you is that you've got no
sense—none at all !” anapped Grundy,

}Ie\ turned to Racke and Crooke.

ow, what were you two silly asses
aquabbhn about?” he asked, with an
atr of authority. -

“Find out!" snarled Crooke,

“Go an’ eat coke!” Racke retorted,

“Very well.  You don't. care to tell
That means it’s something disgrace-

me.
ful, of course. 1 can't say that I'm sur-
prised.”

* Does bing ever surprise you,
Grnnd, ed Tom Merry blandly.

Quite d had gathered at the
door study by this time, the
Fourth as well as the Shell beiug la.rgcl;
represented.

“Not much. Merry. I'm not the sort
of chap that’s easily surprised.”

“Will it surprise you if I say you'ra
nclti wanted here?” Racke asked sardon-
call;

Nothing that youn could
uld «mpnm me. You're a
Racke! But as I've
silly disturbance T'm going.
P've got no more time to waste on you.
Tako cave you don't start it again, or I'll
come, down on vou heavily, I promise
you!

And with that Grundy stalked majesti-
cally away. He bad always had a vast
idea of his own importance in the Form :
and the fact that he had saved the situa-
tion for the Shell by turning out at the
last mowent for the Marathon had not
tended to make him more modest,

Without Grundy's help the Shell would
cortainly not have beaten the Fourth in
the sports competition. But for him
there would have been four of the Fourth
in the fir-t six home in the Marathon.
scoring peints for their side. as both Red.
fern and Figgins had run_in ahead of
Noble, the fourth Shell fellow to arriva
at the winning-post.

But Grundy was really plum
self a trifle teo much on his a

e scemed to imagine that he had dove
much more than Tom Merry, though
Tom had come in frst, well ahead of ali
rivals in the race.

Grundy had always fancied that he
could make a better skipper of the Shell
than Tom, and had never been backward
in saying so. During the last day or
two he had behaved more than ever as
if he were skipper.

But Tom \‘[err\ had a good deal of
patience; and at heart he really liked
the masterful George Alfred, as did many
fellows who nevertheless considered that
worthy quite the biggest ass they knew.

at all !
- do

Tom nned as he me off with
Manners and Lowther. rest also
cleaved out. Racke shut the door,

“You meedu't do that!” snapped
Crooke, “T'm goiu’, by gad 1™

“Oh, don't be a silly ass! After all,

rou were mostly to blame for
“Rats! I've done with you,
Rax ke. I'm goin’ to change out !
“ Bit of a puzzlo where you're gom to
change into,” sueered Racke. *You
won't find eversbody openin’ their arme
1o vou, mv Ppippin
E GEM Lrsrarv.—No. 552,
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“1 could get along with the fellows all
serene if 1 stopped being pally with you,
an’ I've dashed well stopped now!"” re-
tor }(’d Lrooke sullenly.  “That’s at an
end

anyway.’
Racke shrugged hsf. ﬁhﬂlﬂd(ﬂl-
*“8o be it ! he said in it's you
that’s to change out, nul me ! I'm satis-

fied with this stud
“So am I
inhabit it 1
5\\(-:("1 bitter!
“Pity to call yourself names, Crooke,
by gad!”
Crooke disregarded that repartee.
“ Serope's about your mar he said,
* Perhaps you would like to have him, I
fancy I can stand Gibbons: .m he doesn’t
care about ‘kru[u, T know.
+ibbons can stand you,
though,” Rack replied.
“Do you want another punch on the
Because [l dashed soon

ily the vermin that
--ml stand !” Crooke an-

then !

B
e (‘ume on,
The combat rmght have been renewed,
in spite of Grundy's warning, but for
an interruption just then.

in!” howled Racke.
“We're entertainin’ all comers to-night,
Lno“ L
It was Talbat who appeared, and at the
sight of him Racke scow led more blackly
than ever, while Crooke’s face grew no
1:1. asanter.
bt \\ant a few
Crooke,” said Talbot,
tone.
“ Not with me, by any chance " asked
Racke, sneering.
' Not by an‘f’ chance !" replied Talbot
mntcmptuous y.
“Weil, I'm stayin’ here.
dashed gh.'mge out of that .
“Perhaps you wouldn’t mmd ﬁi;:nn;v

words with Fou,
n quiter a civil

Take your
£

lu my study, Crooke 7 a!ked
‘An’ perhaps I would!” returned
Crooke.
But he wavered. Somehow, his split

with Racke had made him feel for the
homent  better  disposed tu“ards his

There's no one else

there just now.

[‘al\;ot had strung himself up to be
patient. He knew that his task would
be no easy or pleasant one; but for his
uncle's sake he was prepared to go
through wnh ||:

“T'H come,” said Craoke, *though I
can’t think what the merry dickens you
have to-say to me!

* Better stay there!” sneered Racke,
as the two covsins went out together.

“Yon're booked for a change, you know,
an’ I'm dashed sure lhat would be de!
lighted to have you!
CHAPTER 4.
Blood is Thicker than Water !
T was not often, outside the hours
I of classes, that Study No. 9 on the
Shell passage was to be found
unaccupied,  Gore was frequently
absent, for Gore played games now,; but
Skimpole was not at all an outdoor kind
of person. IHe spent all his spare time
in abstruse studies or extraordinary ex-
periments, and mest of it in No. 9. But
that evening he had wandered out with
one of Professor Balmverumpet’s lightest
three or four

tomes, weighing only
pounds.

Talbot elosed and locked the door when
he and Croske were inside. Croocke

looked slightly alarmed, perhaps because
his conscience was uneasy.

“Look here, none of your larks:!”
muttered neryously,

“T'm not intending anything of the |
sort, Crooke. You've quarrelled with
Racke, 1 gather 77
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“¥es, T have, then [*

“T'm glad of "that.”

“1 don’t see what dashed concern it is
of yours!” snarled Croocke.

“Not much, perhaps. And yet, in a
way, it might be. You and I are cousins,
after all.”

“Worse luck I

“Well, I dare say it did seem to you
rather a misfortune that I should turn
out to be a relation of yours. But, after
all, I'm not exactly to blame for that.
And we needn’t be enemies unless you
choose.”

“1 don’t see how we're ever to pull
together !’ " growled Crooke,

‘Tl admit we haven't many tastes in
common. But that isn’t the only t,hmg
that matters, is it? Skimmy and T don’t
care about the same things, but we get
on all right.”

* Look here, what’s all this about?”

“Y can't tell you in three words; but
the upshot of it is that, if only for Uncle
Lyndon's sake, 1 doen't like seeing you
go the way you're going, Crooke.

“A dashed lot that old hunks cares
about me—T don’t think!”

“It would be more decent not to abuse
him,” said Talbot mildly, though he
found -the strain of ]u-cpmg his temper

o casy one. ‘‘I rather fancy, you kmm
}Jhut he cares more than you fancy.’
“He' 5, gut. a queer way of showin’ it,

l‘) fra

“That may be, from your peint of
view, 'd like to frel some pride in
you. You don't Hn\: him mwuch chance

of that Crooke !
“T'm not a plaster saint. hang it all ]

“Yon certainly are not!” repl;ed 'l‘al-
bot emphatically. *““You aren’t even at
present a tolerably decent fellow. But
1 think you might ‘be, if you'd only chuck
Racke for good and all. Just try it1"

“You can't talk me round by rakin’
up bygones!” Crooke said sullenly, “1
don’t see that T’ one anything so very
black just lately. .

“Well, personally, 1 should consider
that rnpc trick on the Marathon day
just a trifie thick,” Talbot said very
quictly.

“Wha-a-at?"” gasped Creoke “1—I
don’t know what the t]..ump you're talkin’
about! Are you potty?’

“Don’t le!” snapped Talbot. *I
know all about it. You may be pleased to
know that I helped”to upset the dirty
scheme.”

“T don’t believe it! You'd have let
the whole school know hefore this if you
could have proved that I did it

“I can prove up to the Inlt Crooke,
that you were in it; and I certainly
haven't let the whole school know, T'm
not so fond of showing up a relative as
all that. When have I ever done any-
thing of the kind?”

Crooke did not answer that. He knew
well enough that Talbot had more than

once done his best to clonk his trans
gressions, DBut the thought did not soften
him,

*1f vou don't mean to split, you mean
to hold it over me!” he snarle
“Not even that. The trick failed, and
I fancy it will be your own fdl!lt if you
hear nnythmg mare about
Who knows besides you?” demanded
Crooke.
“Nobody who is likely to talk.”
A brief silence followed that. Crooke,
his face very sullen, thought hard.
“Did you atk me to come here just
to tell me you knew ¢ he said at length.
“Mind, -1 don't admit anythin —not_a
dashed thing! T'm not exactly givin’
myself away like that to an \nemy 2
‘I'm not your enemy, Crooke. It was
partly to make you understand that T'm
not that 1 wanted a varn with you.”
“It will take a'lot to make me believe
it, Talbot !
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“8o I suppose. Tt's true, nevertheless,
I'm not going to pretend T'm fond of

you. But I wish you nothing but guud
and if {)ou re mllmg to bury the past I'm
IT]&H‘E

an willing !
hat's the returned
2 rﬂfﬁ(c m?]roseiy ” i
epends u; ou, as I see it, After
all, blood’s th??i?rg than water, and the
far( that we're cousins is one we can't
alt

“You' d like the credit of
me—eh®" sneered Crooke.

“1 shouldn’t care a scrap for the credit,
and I'm not keen on talking about re-
forming anyone. «But I'd like to see you
running str:ught, and on a decent fouting
with the Form.’

“T'm not sure that I'd mind it much
myself,” replied Crooke, with a sudden
burst of something i ition for
past misdeeds. ‘1 have rather mucked
things up, T know—chiefly Racke’s fault,
though—an’ I'm in the very dickens of a
hole at the present moment, if  that
happens to interest you.’

It did interest Talbot; but at the time
That could be left

use of it?”

reformin’

he did not reply to it.

till Iater,
“ 1 wouldn't puk it all on to Racke, if T
were you,” he said. *“But, all the same,

vour best chance is to cut that sweep.
There’s no good in him.”

;‘UI have cut him. Haven't I told you

SWHlL it Jast®”

“Oh, I don’t know
and bit his lip. fTakin’ a fresh start
ain’t so dashed easy. 1f Berope will pig
in with Racke, I thought about sharin
No. 5 with Gibbons. Can't say he's just
the chap I'd choose, though.”

In spite of Racke's w. ords Crooke still
seemed to think that there was no doubt
Gibbons would welcome

But Takot thought there was room for
considerable doubt,

ons was in every way a more
decenf fellow than Racke, Crooke, and
Scrope, He might be glad to get rid of
Scrope, but hnrdly at the cost of taking
n Crooke.

And Gibbons was not likely to have a
good influence on Crooke if he did agree
to partner him. He would have simply
no infleence at all. He was not decided
or strong enough for that. Crooke was
more likely to lead him wrong than he
was to lead Crooke right.

“T've a better notion than that,” said

Crooke scowled,

Talbot. * Come and join me here.”
“You don’t want me,"” gro\i]cd
Crooke.
“I've asked you,” replled Talbot.

‘Thut should be Rood enough.”

(rnrs' doesn't want me, I'm daehed
certain !

“I'm nat going to tell you he does.
But I don’t think he'll much mind chang-
ing out. e gets above a bit fed up with
Skimmy at times. He might co inta
o. 8, with Boulton and \\ alkley Ile
will if T ask him, T feel sure.

But Talbot did not feel guite sure that
Gore would quite like being asked, and
Crooke felt sure he would not. Talbot
would hate having Gore's feelings hurt,
but was prepared to risk that for his
uncle’s sake. Crooke would not in the
least mind-having Gore’s feelings hurt;
in fact, he rather enjoyed the idea.

“Well. if you can fix it up with Gore
to Lh.mqi’ out, I'll come. Mind, I'm not
comin’ if he's stayin’ on. I can make
Skimmy toe the line all right, but Gore
an’ 1 would be like a dashed dog an’ a
confou-sded cat
I speak t,o Gore. T think you can
take it for granted he will agree.” As for
Rkimmy, just you go easy with him.
Skimmy may be a potty old duffer, kut
he's a friend of mine.”

“Qh, all right! 1 dare say I can be
civil to the ass if T try. Let me know as
soon as you've fixed it up, will you?
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You'll find me
prep.
T

in the Common-room after

re was no word of thanks
eognition of Talbot’s generosity,

But Talbot hardly expected anything
of the sort,

o re-

likely to show gr
roduce grape

'n n wanit that rotter with
i]vd Gore, when Talbot

a  question of
T on.w another

|Mnt|sn~ are to

rnamy w'mh T can't explain.’
You m-(-dnt T think T can guess

¥ou, old man; you
: Y(-w I believe that, Talbot.
not zmm: to be too proud to come back
after you've kicked Crooke out,
jolly soon have to! This won't alter

between me and you. But T tell

straight that T don’t love Crooke a
!..( the better for it; and if it was any
other chap at St. Jim's but you, T'd see
(noul\e jolly well hanged before I'd do

\lu-! Gore went off, growling

Skimpole was !nc(lox pleased
th an Gore. But, . Skimmy did
tot know how to refuse Talbot anything
Tt was so seldom he asked a favour of
them,  Giving was more in Reginald
Talbot's Line than ree eiving.

Mr. Railton comsented; and that even-
ing, before bed-time, the move was made.
“ireat Scott!" saj \\h!’h he
card where Crooke was going. * ullmt
better look out for himself!

V't serve him some nhahnd
a week don’t know

Racke,

But Aubrey Racke k
well indeed,

CHAPTER 5.
Skimmy Remembers !
“ H, get out, and be hanged to
. von!”
It was Crooke who spoke,

and his polite words were ad-
dressed to Herbert Skimpole, the genins
of the Shell

two days Lad passed
i changed out of No.

and Gore out of No. 9 into
but already Skimmy, though he har
canse to be fond of George Ge
5 regretting him.

Gore had often been rough on Skimmy.
Tle considered Skimmy an ass, and often
told him so. But with it all there was a
sort of rough comradeship in Gore’s atti
tude towards his weaker study-mate, and
between them was alwars one bond —-that
Loth were fond of Talbot.

There was uo possibility of friendship
between Crooke and Skimpole, and no
such bond.  Crooke had changed inte
No. 9 to suit himself, and his feelings
vards his cousin were quite unrh.sngml

“But, my dear Crooke bhegan

I that! I kpow just how dear

1 am to vou, vou turnip-faced kite ! Get
out, I teil vou'! I've got a visitor comin’,

"t want you here!
I must protest both against

guage. which is violent and
nd your assumptions, which
lack both logic and courtesy. There is

no reason whatever why I should tem-
porar relinguish my occupancy of this
At ul\ to_oblige

u t the T show

, then? Fou

a l(‘:l%

And lmoke put his vight fist within
an_inch of 8kimme’s nose.

Skimmy blinked at it. Ile was by
nature pacific; but something of the
combative instinet stirred in him then
gled with some vagne memory
*h Crooke had a part.

I shall do that in Scropo’s study.” |

George Gerald Crooke was |
titude as |

And I'm |

as you'll |

w Crooke very |
i
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1 not allow van to
terTorise me, he said mildly,
“Better go. tlw‘n or I'll do a bit more
than terrorise ¥ou!” snarled Crooke.
Skimmy sighed, took up a velume of
Professor  Balmycrumpet, and went. It
was a fine day, and he could easi
a scchided place in the fresh a v
Skimmy cared much less abont fresh air
than about having his cherished scientific
tomes aronnd him
As he meandered across the quad the
ague mem which had stirred in him
n to grow more def
Dear me ™ heé murmured. “ It failed
to ocoeur to me, when Talbot ml”ntiou(-d
that Crooke was taking Gore’s place in
our study, that | had an un-«-u.h-ri quarrn!
with Crooke, Let me sec! ble,

Mellish, Chowle, Scrope, Iaunpx —tlml
is five, Oh, v of cour acke was
the sixth. [ have met them all and de-

foated them. thus establishing my theory
that & person with brains can always
learn easily and readily to hold his own
in the exercises which individuals of in-
ferior mental, but possibly superior phy-
sical, development pride themselves upon
being skilful in,

But for Talbot's coaching, Skimmy
would hardly have beaten any of the
seven against whom he had vowed ven.
geance. They were, it is true, for the

moat  part. funks and duoffers.  But
Skimmy, thongh never a funk, had pos
sibly n a ium't\r duffer than any of
them.

Talbot's Icssons had done him good,
however, and one bu o x of the seven
had gone under to him, ecach quite sur-
prised to find that S8kimmy's bony fists
could inflict pain_even when muffled in
br\tmg gloves.  Then, absorbgd in his

udies, Skimmy had furgnt!.un that
{ an(' swas still outstanding. Now that
Lo reeatled the fact, he felt let his vow
must be kept, and he really felt noe un-
willingness to meet Crooke in combat,

“T suppose that T am now one of the
most accomplished boxers in the Shell,™
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Talbot kntervenes!
(5es (iwupf(r 6.)

on. talking to himself, as he
* Possibly not the su]wrmr of
Tom Mer or Noble

he went

lhr\ l*‘nrm u ho 18 my equa] in
There is no doubt whatever that

I can overcome Crooke.”
“Good ogg spoke a (haer\ voice
behind him. Do it, old top ™

mmy dropped the volume he was
ng in his surprise.

Lowther!” he said. *I
was not aware that vou were in the
vicinity, It is extraordinary that you
should answer my unutttered thonghts
a <‘leur case of mental telepathy, T am
confident, though the mention of an egz
appears to indicate that the transmission

was imperfect, since eggs were not in
my mind.
“But !«m}.r was—eh, old bird 7™ said

Lowther, politely picking up the rlmp]’m(l
volume, and groaning in pretended
rmn at its weight as he replaced it \\ndu

Skimpole’s arm,

“That is correct. T must really n\\'rstn
gate further this vory remarkable —
ain't so very remarkable after all,
old chomp!  You were talking to your.
self, ar eard you say that you could
thrash Crooke. Not a fat lot of mental

telepathy about that—eh?
Dear me ! Skimmy looked and felt
intensely disappointed. ~** You are quite

sure that T was talking to myself, Low

ther? It is not, as far as I know, a habit
of mine
“Lota of llmwn you -don’t know,
mmy, old dear!
That is so, Lowther. Even a mind

constituted as is mine, with & hunger for
all rthy ]\nm\l(‘tlgl‘, cannot cover the
\\hun- ground of science —"'

“Just so. old top ! I feel the same way
lii\wif wnh my Little mind. But about

immy blinked again

Wy consider, Lowther, that it is my
duty to meet Crooke in pugilistic combag
'HE GEM LIBRARY.-No. 552
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and to overcome him, since he is one of
the seven against whom I re?mt.ercd a
vow of retribution,” he said sclemnly

“Bow-vow !" replied Lowther. ‘That
is to say, bow to your vow, by all
means. Ml second you: and if you like
1’1l go and see Crooke about it at once.”

liat is kind of yon, Lowther !

“Not at all, old frump! When and
where shall the great combat take
place

“1 will leave such minor matters en-
tively to you, my dear Lowther. I shail
pow dismiss the subject from my mind,
and rely upen you te be good enough

to tell me when I am required. That
iz all.”
And Skimmey walked on hastily, feel-

ing that he ha
val uab!s- time,
y hat ! 1f he isn’t the giddy outside

already wasted too much

ndge"’ eaid Monty Lowther, gazing
after him.
CHAPTER 6.

Visitors to No. 9.
“" OME in!” snapped Crooke, as a
]mork sounded at the door of
No. 9.
But the fellew who came in
was not the one he had expected.

It was George Gore who entered, with
an expression on his fa which hardly
suggested that he was maling a friendly
e

“Where’ s Skimmy *
‘!‘)n you want hiin
e Qucnr taste, by gad!
WVhat I want or dnnt want s 1o
I;m)ev of yours,” answered Gore warmly.
“ Not in the least. So it’s ha rdly worth
while to bother me with it, is i
Faw] ned Crooke.
“I asked you
mpp(‘d out Gme
Well, he ain't in my pocket
can look’ under the dashed table
the dazhed cnpboard, if you like!
“See here, Crooke, I'm not going 1o
have Skimmy driven ont of his own
study by a rotter like you!®
“You don't say s Quite touchin’,

" he asked sharply.
retorted Crooke,

»

t

where Skimmy is!

Vou
an’ in

this fondness = for mmy ! sneered
Crooke. “Talbot has it, 100. I haven't
as vc&, aw’ 1 don't even feel it comin’
on.

“You leave Skimmy alone, or you'll |
have me on your back!"” roared Gore,
“1 hayen't touched

Av’, as I'm to leave him alone, 1 don's

think it’s fair to blame me for his leavin’ |

me alone. T wish you'd do the same,

Care.”

Gore left Crocke alone, slamming the |

door after him as he went. He had
given the warning he intended, and had
ved some of the anger he fol against
Crooke,

Cutts of the Fifth was Crocke's next
visitor, and apparently the one he was
cxpecting.

Cutts lounged in without tapping at
the door, and took a seat upon the table.

" Well?” he said.

“Well?” - returned Crooke,
very sullen.

“T1 trouble you to cash up,”
Cutts t,ersﬂl

"1 can’t.
oaterday
T told vou, my buck, that now
yo re in with Talbot you can get round
him for a loan to settle your debts of
honour. He has plenty of oof, though
]m doesn’t splash it about much.”

“Give me time, Cutts, there’s a decent
chap! It's all very well to talk, but a
thing like that ean’t be wor ed m an

looking
said

Hang it all, didn’t T tell you
£

hour, ~ Talbot shies at bett it
won't-help me Lhnb T was bettin’ against
my own Form.’

“Low thing to do, by ad 1 said Cutts, |
Tre GeM Lierary.—No. 552.

1 of this pap

the potty idiot, !

“ But you're rather a low chap, Crooke—
always were. I'll give you another
twenty-four hours, though, Not sure
that Gilmore will give you that. Debt
of honour, remember! ~ Dash it all, a
chiap must meet debts of honour, or
where are we?”

Crooke had the same notion of debts
of honour that Cuits professed. The

ambler never seems to realise that one’s

onour is at stake in the case of any
debt. He will let down a faithful friend
or a trusting tradesman without remorse ;

but he worries about what he owes to-a
fellow.gambler. Perhaps conscience has
less to do with it than the dread of get-
ting barred as one who fails to meet such
debts.

*That's so, of conrs
“T'm goin’ to cash up. But you needn't
be in such a dashed hurry. Why don’t
won dun Ra«.kef‘ He owes you more

than T do.’
“Wrong !.hare, my pippin.  Racke's
He knew

forked out!”

Craoke gritted his teeth.
that Racke could have provided, as a
loan, enough to settle up for him, too,
at a pinch. But Racke would not de
that, Instead, he had demanded two
pounds ten fram Crooks to ‘“help pay the
Esmugdrel]y Seaifg for a trick that had
aile

EWIW\NV\NV\I\,’\/\D
¢ DOES YOUR SOLDIER PAL §
WRITE TO YOU ?

Notepaper is “some ¥ price these
days, but none of us would grudge
Fommy all the paper he needs on
whsgln to write those cheery lekters -

replied Crooke.

to-day. . it's no use simply
“gassing " about it; it's up to each
one to do his bit to pay the piper.
It costs the Y.M.C.A., who supply
Tommy with iree stationery, no less
then £60000 a year. Sixpence will
supply your own or somehody else’s
pal with enough notepaper to write

one letter each week for a year.
Going to let him have it? Of course
you are!

Bo send sixpence along to-day to

Y.M.C.A. (Statiorery Fund), Totten-
ham Con Road, London, W.C., men-
tioning comes from a reader

| v AnananansnsAsnnnal

“Well, T'l fork out, too. Ouly, give
me time,” Crooke rowled,
“Rightho! Till Saturday, then—

that's two days, Can’t answer for Gil-
l more, though."”

Cutts departed, leaving in Crocke's
mind the seed of an idea.

Talbot had glenty af cash.

Crooke pondered sulkily over that. He
hated Reginald Talbot as bitterly as ever.
In accepting the invitation to take up his
quarters in No. 9 he had had a vague
notion that, somehow or other, he might
lum the move to his own .uh.mtngn and

Tnm definite idea that to put up \uth
ln bot—even in seeming—was a slap in
the face to Racke,

Talbot had plenty of cash,

Crooke writhed as he theught of what
that meant.

His cash!. 8o he reckoned it. Until

"albot has been discovered to be his
cousin, Crooke had been looked upon as
Colonel Lyndon’s heir. Talbot had sup-
planted him. He might pretend friend-
ship now, but he could not feel it. Tt
? sible he should, Crooke argued.

Such tRoughts as these are steps on the
road of tnmptarmu—-a familiar road to
Crooke.
Talbot was on the crickét-field. Skimmy
had been thrust out. It was not very
kely that anyone else wonld come in at
zlm hour.
I To lock the deor might arouse sus-

“the road !

picion.  Crooke peered out. The pas-
sage was empty, and silence reigned.

He went back, closed the door, and
jonened Talbot's desk, which was un-
ack

There were letters in the desk, and
among them one addressed in Colonel
Lrudon’s well-known fist,

‘Crooke had no scruples about veading
it. He had few strupfs about anything
that did not anear dangerous,

It was the letier in which the colonel
had asked Talbot to try once- more
whether he could influence his cousin for
good. Crocke’s teeth showed in a grin
as he read it.

To him the generosity of uncle and
cousin_meant nothing. It touched :m
chord in his selfish and mean nature,
held Colonel Lyndon a soft old fool, mul
Talbot a meddling prig.

But it excited him, nevertheless, Ha
thought he saw his chance of profit in it.

Hm eyes were still bent on the letter
when the handle of the door turned
softly, and Baggy Trimble entered.

Crooke looked up with a start, and
made a hasty movement to cover the
letters.

“He, he, ke ! Reading Talbot's letters
—¢h, Crooke?” chortled Baggy. “1I'm
not rised, T must say.”

*Falbot's letters be blessed! I'm nat
doin’ anythin® of the sort, you fat fool I
hissed Crooke savagely. —“This is my
own letter, of course.”

“He, hé, he! I' Il believe that if you
show me the envelape. - At least, I'm not
sure that T'd believe it then. 1 should
like to know what you've got Talbot’s
desk open for, Crooke. I know that's his
desk, T've been to it—I mean, T know it's
i9.  Of course, I shouldn's think of
going to a:r \other chap’s desk on any
account,”

“Get out, rou meddling fat toad!”
snarled Crooke.  *“If Talbot leaves his
desk open, it’s no concern of mine, or
yours,

84l a chap might have a look inside.
He shouldn’t be so careless; it's wrong to
be so careless,” said Baggy, with a
solemn shake of the head.

“Clear, or Tl slosh you!

**Oh, will you, ("mnke‘? T don’t think
you will, you know. at mmcthmg
up my sleeve about }ou_ ﬁ e,

Crooke advanced “upon ]nm thn’atcn-
ingly.

“Hands _ off !" squeaked f
“Hands off, Crooke, or T'll tell Tom
Merry and Talbot about you and Racke
and Racke’'s man, and that rope across

Oh, T know all about it; and
T don’t want lu tell, unless T have to; but
:E,hﬂ d be interested to know. He, he,

0!

Crooke dashed straight at Baggy, and
llntrhad Lim by the throat.

Cow-ow!" " yelled Baggy.
¢ Gurrrrg | he ‘gasped.

For Crooke was pressing hard and ruth-
lessly. There was a strain of savagery
in him that was apt to rise to the surface

Then :

when fear did not choke it down. And
now he was not much afraid. Bagg;

would get no change out of telling that
story to Tom Merry and Talbot. Talbot

knew more about it than Baggy did, and

what Talbot knew Tom Merry prufmh

kne\\
Tl

nk you're goin’ to blackmail me,
do you, you fat cad?” snarled Crooke,
pressing  Bagey backwards on to the
table in a manner that threatened
damage to his spinal column.

“Gurrrrg 17 gasped Baggy, the purple
of his face growing every second nearer
to black

“My hat!
chap, Crooke?
from the door.

Crooke relaxed his grip a little, but not

Are vou trying to kill the
" spoke the volee of Talbot

-er:ough to allow Baggy to speak.  An
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inspiration had come to (‘rooke—a lying
inapiration,

“The fat thief was at vour desk,
Talbot ! he said, with well-pretended in-
dignation. Then he loosed his hold.

Talbot did not doubt—at the moment,
Tt was just the sort of thing
Baggy did, as he well knew, and as
Crooke knew. And Baggy's denial
would carry no weight. Baggy always
was ready to deny his guilt, i

“Gurrrrg " gasped Baggy again.

w, yow!” He clutched at his collar,
aud his goggle eyes rolled. ““It's a lie,
Talbot! I neveér did anything of the
sort, T should scorn to do such a thing!
Crooke’s an unprineipled chap, and he'd
say anything about a fellow !

Talbot glanced round. His desk was
open, and a letter lay on the floor. Ir
was, as he saw at a glance, his uncle's
letter.

He had two liars to deal with; but he
hardly remembered that. It did not
oceur to him, either, that Crooke was
very unlikely to be so infuriated with
Baggy for tampering with the papers of
a feliow for whom Crooke had no liking.

anyway.

“Get out!” he suid sharply. *If
catch you here again—""
“But it's a [lie, Talbot! Crooke's

Iying, T tell you! I never touched your
desk. He was reading that letter on the
floor when I came in. I don't know who
it's from even; and I don’t know any-
thing about the remittance you had this
morning—how should 17 "Tain't in my
line to go opening other chaps’ desks and
medding with their private papers. I
hope I'm too high-minded for such
actions as that 1™

Crooke shrugged his shoulders, It was
not a difficult part he had to play, and
he carried it off very well.

“We know just how high-minded
Baggy is, don’t we, Talbot?" he said
coolly. “If you like to believe his yarn,
woll an’ good.  All I have to say is that
T came in an’ found him at your desk,”

“Get out!” snapped Talbot, swinging
round on Baggy—for once less guilty than
he seemed.

Whether the fat Fourth-Former had-
any designs on Talbot’s desk or not, he
had not touched it. He may have goue
to No. 9 to gladden his eves with a aight
of Talbot’s remittance; but all he had
done there was to attempt blackmail upon
Crooke.

He went, volubly protesting innocence.

“ You might have throttled the rotter,
Crooke, or broken his back !" said Talbot
reprovingly.

“Well, T felt mad when I caught him

at that game,” replied Crooke, “ Any-
body would, y'know
CHAPTER 7.
No Peace for Crooke !
[ ERE, T say, Crooke, T want a
word with  you!" bawled

Grundy down the passaie.
“Can’t stop jusi now. I'm
in a_hurry,” returned Crooke, quicken-
ing his steps.

“Your hurry can wait. Stop, 1 tell
you!"

“Do I hear the mellifluous voice of
George Alfred the Great®” inquired
Monty Lowther, turning the corner of
the passage, with Tom Merry and
Manners. “ And did that sweet whisper
Highness

you?"”
“Let me pass, can't you®’

gm?pped

“Not 80, Crooke—not so. For T also
yearn for converse with you!”

Crooke snorted.  The Terrible Three
barred his way in front, and behind him
sounded the heavy footsteps of Grundy

Hang it all, a chap’s not goin’ to
held u&:\ like this by you bounders!”
snappell Crocke. s
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The big -hand of George Alfred fell
upon his shoulder. He tried to shake it
off; but the grip of Grundy was not so
easy to shake n£

“I'm not going to put up with this
bullying, Crooke " growle Grundy.

“We're not bullying him, Grundy,”
said Tom Merr‘y cheertly. “Quite a mis-
take, old top!”

“Who said you were? Pm_ afraid
vou're not a very intelligent chap; Merzy
—more’s the pity. Tt's Crooke who's
been bullying.”

© That certa
said Tom.

“Who's the giddy +i
Manners,

“Trimble. Trimble's a worm, of
course, and he doesn’t tell the truth, as a
rule.  But he came to me jolly nearly
black in the face =

“I've noticed that Baggy is no verr
zealous washer,” put in Lowther.

“Rot! I mean, that’s quite correct, of
course. But that ain’t what T mean at
all.  Jolly nearly black in the face, he
was, and the marks of Crooke's fingers
were still on his throat.”

“Were they black, too?
irrepressible ~ Lawther,

‘fOOk?JS humls.

“Oh, dry up, you funny idiot! Nos,
then, Crooke, what have you o say for
yourself?"”

* Nothin', to you!” snapped Crooke,
“*What dashed bizney is it of yours what
I do to Baggy?!”

*It's my bizney, or it's nobody’s,”
said . Grundy firmly. “Merry's alto-

ether too lax.  As skipper of the Shell

&'z 110 better than a mere figurehea

“ Thanks, Grundy!" said Tom, with a
cheery smile, “T'm not exactly handing
over my job to vou yet; but I don't
object to your dealing with Crooke.
Come along, you fellows!”

“Half 2 mo,”” Lowther put in. “1 also
have affairs with Crocke.”

Iy sounds more likely,”

tim?”  inquired

inguired the
glancing  at

“1 don't see what,” said Crooke
morosely. * Anyway, T haven't any with
vou.”

“You're mistaken, old sport! I'm the
bearer of a challenge from the great
Skimmy. It has just dawned upon his
powerful mind that ho has not vet put
you through the mill, as he put vour dear
friends, Racke, Serope, & Co.”

*“Oh, rot!” replied Crocke uneasily.

Trouble seemed to be thickening fast
und Crooke. There was no peace for

“Not at- all,” said  Lowther,
“Skimmy's in earnest. and vour high
reputation for dare-devil courage won't
allow vou to back down."

“I don't want to fight the potty
idiot 1"

“So it appears. But the potty idiot
wants to fight you, dear boy.”

“Ob, all right! T suppose you think T
funk him, by gad? You're wrong there,
anyway 1" .

“Wha's your second?” asked Lowther.
“I need trouble you ne further if you

name him. Racke, I presume?”

“Then you presume dashed well
wrong ! Oh, I don't know! Mellish,
say,”

¥,
T will wait with all promptitude upon
the noble Percy,” replied Lowther. And
he passed on with his chums.

“Well, what have you got to say for
yourself. Crooke!” demanded Grundy,
in his severest tones.

“Nothin’. It's no concern of yours,
But if you maust know,” confinued
Crooke weakly, “T came into our study
ai’ caught that cad Trimble at Talbot’s
desk. o 1 gave him somethin’ az a
warnin'.

“*That's queer,” said Grundy thought-
fully, “Trimble says ho went in and
caught you at the same game.”

Three-halfpence. 7

“It's a dashed lie!” snapped Crooke.
“You know what a liar the chap is!"

“Ves, T know. You're another !” ro-
plied Grundy bluntly. “T believe you're
the liar this time, for I happen to know
that you were in No, 9 when Trimble
went in. [ saw Cutts come out, and
heard your voice, and I'm jolly sure you
hadv’t gone along the pussage before
Trimble came a few minutes later.”

“You're all wrong there, Grundy.
]-Eal]o, Gilmore! Want to sse me—
eh?” ;

Gilmore of the Fifth was not the
fellow Crooke really desired to see at
that moment: but the conversation with
Grundy had taken a turn far more awk-
ward than any question of bullying, and
just then Crooke felt that even Gilmors
was welcome, 3 -

“I do,” said “Gilmore. “You
sheer off, Grundy !”

“Well, I like that!”
George Alfred.

“Like it or lump it, you can clear!
Or you can come along with me, Crooke.”
“Look here, Gilmore i

can

gasped the great

“No, thanks, Grundy! Your face
hurts ! Come aleng, Crooke!”
“I'll see vou again, Crooke!™ said

Grundy darkly,

Crooke went downstairs and out into
the quad with the Fifth-Former.

“You're goin’ to dun me, I suppose?”
he said sulkily, when they were outside.
“Why can't you fellows give a chap
ti lig

“No, it's not exactly that, though T
should be glad of the oof, an” I mean to

have it! I've a message for you from
Banks. Says he can’t, an’ won't, wait
longer,  Sirikes  me, young  Crooke,

you've got yourself nicely tied up!”

“Oh T say, what rotten luck, Gil-
more !

Crooks was genuinly dismayed. Of all
his creditors Banks, the bookmaker, was
the one he feared and dreaded most.

Mr. Banks made quite a nice little
income out of the sporting youn, gentle-
men of St Jim's. He could well afford
to write off a bad debt now and then
rather than risk the loss of that income.
But it seldom occurred to any of his
dupes that it was really not to Mr.
Banks' interest to kill the goose that
laid the golden egg by giving them away
to Dr. Holmes.

Cutts might be capable of bluffing
when faced with a threat of that sort, and
Racke might have cunning enough o sea
its emptiness. But (‘ronia lncked both
the boldness of Cutts and the astuteness
of Racke.

“Well, it's

your funeral, Crooke!”
said Gilmore, "not altogether unsym-
patheticall: “1 can't help, even if T
would. " You'd better trot over an' see
the dear Banks. As everyone else has to
give vou time, p'r'aps he'll see his way
to doin’ so, too. But he talks as if he
were in a hurry.”

Crooke groaned as Gilmore strode off.
Crocke could sec no help an: where.
Cutts & Co, might allow him to hang on
to them. They would bet with him, But
they were not pals, ready to help at a
pinch.

Urooke had no such pal.  Racke,
Scrape, Clampe—all ‘were utterly selfish,
as selfish as he himself was!

The only fellow he could ask was
Talbot. But would Talbot help? His
face was set hard against the kind of
thing which had landed Crooke in this

ole. No one in the Shell despised tha
ways of the black sheep more than did
Reginald Talbot,

Why ask Talbot, expesing himself to
the chance of a rebuff?

Thero was an oasier way,
risks did not seem too heavy
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Cadet N Notes.

The .awmmmenm n:u»mh wade of
H.R.H. the Prince of Wales us Colonel-
in-Chief ©f the Cadet Corps in the
United Kitgdom helps to

on to the good work quieti
gratmitously ecarried on by
organisations for the good of the
ccambry. These Cadet Corps uidude
the Territorial Uadets, the
Brigade, the Churcn Lads'
Raval Cadofs,

not subject to 3
drawn from varions classes of mos
boys. They are carried i under
officers holding commissions granted
by the lords-li

of HM. the

E v command
ng, lhrrngb ihe Secre-
e for W

gTEll inrush of iads

new turps m the hs[. Year or so, steps
are now being taken to regulate the
estahiishment and organisation of suel
b 8 ue thomngh]v than they
e past. In Lomdon a
¢Dn|m\22m for the City and
Licen formed, and in fature
t Corps wiil be recognised

authorily e

no new
nl!h(\lll the

The War Offce gives nolice that
General Sir Maleolm Grover, K.C.5.,
has been H[!]K)lﬂtl'd as the War Ofiic
Inspector of recoguised Cndet units,
General Grover is a distinguished
officer, who is giving bis services volun-
tarily in the effor to promote and ex-
tend the efficiency of the Cadet unit
Undoahtedly, a visit from bim 1o
spect any al corps will be productive
of good 'Esnttx and Cadets should he
grateful to t!m general for his efforis
on their hel

The rn<|> (f “hoys ansions {o
Cadet Corps continues, and full ¢
and inforiation are being seut o all
who apply as rapidly us we can
manage, A little delay ocenrs some.
times when the rnsh is uu-pmm.‘\:i)
beavy; but every bhoy l\ho W

§
%
2

w.e 2,
the course of a few
receipt of his letfer,

duys

ppose he helped himself?

The money was probable in Talbot's
desk. Bat for Baggy it might have been
in Crooke’s And but for
Crooke it m Baggy's '

What had 1 No. §°
What, if not that remittance

And Talbot had believed Crooke's
yarn about catching Baggy at his desk
If the money went, Baggy would be the
first to be suspected. And it ought not
to be difficult to provide sontething in the
Env of circumstantial evidence aguinst

4|

;‘\ phn for

t have becn
ey been afte

doing that flashed into

Crooke's mind at once. Tt was not so
watertight a plan as Crooke . though it:
but. (r oke’s schemes usually had that

fault. He brought to his villainies brains
inferior to thoese of Aubrey Racke,
There was Grandy in the way. Grundy
seemed to have clected himself Baggy's
mpion, But it was not likely he wonld
persist long in llla[ role.  Aud no one
taok much notice of Grundy, anyway.

CHAPTER 8.

Baggy in Clover.

imble 1

3 tone was quite un-
friendly as he Jiziled
But, after what had hap-
ppncd in No, 9 the day before, Bagpy
'BE GEM Lipeary.—No. 552,
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was suspicious, HI-A goggle eves wan-
dered all round, seeking a rescuer in the
event of an attack, T ¥ was not really
at all fond of George Alfred Gruudy, but
be would kave been delighted to see him
just then,

Bat there was no one in sight along the
road. Crooke had dogged Baggy out of
gates and down Rylcorbe Lane.

‘ Look ]lg!‘ﬂ Csooke, none of your
bullying ! qnarm'ed “If you
touch me 1 shall tell (-n.md77um;d
that 1"

“Oh, rats!  You dou’t suppose I'm
afraid of that lout, do you? Besides, I'm
not goin’ to teuc h you, you ass! I uui_v
want a word or two with you,

" Right-ho! TPerhaps you've going to
be sensible, Crooke, 1 know a thing ov
two about you, vou know, and 1 might
tell, or T might o,
how yonu treat me,”

Baggy was regaining his confidence,

and hope renewed sprang up in his mind.
There might yet be a %mnu‘ for his
blackmailing ~ project  with (‘mulw

Racke had forked out a p«umd note only
t;mt morning to keep Baggy's umn!h
shut.

But that had more to do with the Scaife
affair than the Marathon plot.

Thus far, Baggy alone knew of Seaife’s
Presence at the Larches, aud Baggy could
be bribed to sil v the Murathon

That depends upon | v

“Oh, ||n\p & lhen] know betier, If
T told all T knew—-—

* But you're not goin’ to, oid chap, are
you?”’

“You can't soap me like that, Crooke
I don’t forget that you nearly choked me
yestorday.

“T'm sor Is'pose I was a bit rough
on you, Baggy.”

*1 shonld jolly well think vou were!
said mble, feeling his fat throat.

Tt was still sore from the savage grip
of Crooke's fingers.

“Bat T'll pul that right. Aun’, see
here, Baggy—how much do you reckon
yon kuow about that bizney ™

‘He, he! Al there is to kuow,’
chortled the fat Fourth-Former.

“What will you take to keep dark
about it—eh? You haven't told anyoue
von

Not likely, Crooke! T never give
l, s Baggy, waxing
3 ud \\l‘ ve always been ?nf)dj

pa] haven’ l \w" I'll take ten—
“Fen qlud eh? Ob, all serene!”

Crooke struck in.

Baggy gasped. He had bem going to
say ten shillings; though, of course, he
had_not mlemi\d that to be a first wid
final dividend, so to speak

His greed overpowered his suspicic
A thought did cross his mind that Cr
must have some deep scheme in view;

e > t leaked | but he dismissed it.  Here was ten
e i it e | pounds waiting to be handied ! Bagey's
X o b ] ﬁ!m s itched to handle it.
Crooke was also disposed 1o regard the P remittance to-das,’
foiled plot as n mere brgone—a trifle 10| y1iy Crooke. © “'Fhe lean times hate

e
his finanecial worries. If the plot bad
succeeded he would have won money at
St Jim's instead of losing it, and would
have been able to pyy B. ks, Tt had
failed, and he had Deen in sore straits
l.hrough its failure,

But now he thought he saw light ahead.

He could meet Banks without fear, and
ild pay off the money owing to the
th Form sportsmen, .Ie had | hf'\\

pounds i nd five-pound notes
breast-pocket, and he intended to transfer
ten pounds of that sum to Baggy!

It was worth ten pounds to avert sus-
picion from himself. Baggy had so often
done shady things that there should be
little culty in making him seem a
thief,

And even if the woret vame to the
worst—f Talbot discovered the tmllr =
there would be no exposure for Crooke.
Talbot would not give him away, he folt
sure.

Afuch pondering ever Colone! Lyndo
“letter had brought Crooke to that conv
tion. He saw now wh Talbot’s o
tares towards recone ureant.

What soft fools weve, his
and his cousin ali

"hat was how Crocke felt about it

He was utterly mnmhlu of apprecia
ting either the velenting of the colonel
towards him when under the shadow of
death or the generosity of Falbot.

But he was quite capable of making
bis profit out of both,

Talbot would not give him awav. For

Colonel Lyndon’s sake he would hide the
fml. that his cousin was a thief. But he
wag scarcely likely, in ! first surprise
and dismay at the loss of his remittance,
to conceal that.

So a scapegoat must be provided—
someone upon whom the theft could be
fix And Crooke had chosen Baggy
for the scapegoat’s part.

“T am willii' enough to  treat Fou
. Baggy.” he said ingratiatingly.

“You .lnhn treat me fairly vester.
d whined Trimble |

Well, vou see, u:u took me by st
prise. Never mind abaut that. What's
this varn about me an’ Racke 4

Racke's man  an’ the Murath
You seem to have xot hold of a

mare's-nest there!”

come to an end. I'm settling up wi
eve 1 owe anythin’ to, -r|
future I'm goin’ straight, by £
course, you know that Talbot an’
quite (]nmmn now,

1 are

He was taking a rubber band from
quite a wad of notes as he époke. Baggy’s
eyes glistened.

“He, he! I know you're pretending

to pal up with Talbot,” he said.

b prete about it at all,
replied Crooke.
apped in his finge
took two fivers from the wad
th»m into Baggy's eager (lulvl{
*Oh, if you say so, Crooke, of course,

We're

that's all ngi:t’ suid Bugpy, his eyes
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fhstemng st this unexpected stroke of
gl'ated at the notes in rapture. This
seened too good to be true.
He bad been roiling off in glee te spend
the pound extorted from Racke. Now
d a mere trifle.
e encugh to.keep him supplied
with too much tc eat for days a ays!
Bagey was in dover. He did not
thank for he considered that he
owed ihis small fortune to his own Sur-
passing cleverness. DBut as he rolled on
the lane he really felt quite a glow

dliness tawards the fellow, who,
being blac I.muh-d had played up in so
magnificent a mauner, It was really

one contemplate th

enough to m
iling as a vegular pro- |

adoption of
fession for the fu\u; i
And Crooke, watching him go, grinned |

cil grin, and muttered :

. u o won'r change them both,
fat tulip,

my

an’ findin’ one on you will be
good enough to prove where the rest
have rone!  You think vou're dashed |
smart with vou rotten blackmail, but|

vou've run up agaitst som (‘:nn‘\. smarter
than yourself this time "

CHAPTER 9.
Talbot’s Loss.
% NYTHING wrong, old Lhap
A asked Tom Merry anxiously, as
" Talbot, with I\mm\i by 5
strode into Study No. 10.
Maunners and Lowther locked up from
prep. ;
Yes, something’s very w
T've had money stolen from my
whack of
“ Not

th

Tom !
Jo—

ty. my lord 17 sand Lowther,
was given to jesting in season and
f season.

who

“Oh, don't vo Talbot.
“This is vonfoundedls
“Well, T dou't see what better you

von shunted Gore for
d Mauners.

could expect whe:

l'l’mlkz‘," remarke
*Rats! Crooke woukdn't steal.”
“Woulin't  he, thengh! T'd t

Crecke just as fa as I can throw
adl he's heavier than T am, svphul
Manners i
The faces of Tom '\l‘u‘v and \hml\
Lowther showed that they wei
ment with their chum.
could net really resent their
( -mkv though (
Tow much?
fty quid,” answered Talbot.
hpnt whistled Tom softly.
never had so much before, or
ear it. My uncle sent it to
ecial purpos explained

doubts of
voke was his kinsman,
asked Tom.

|||\\\'|ln|(‘

spec i

]h“]nl ﬁw:\‘l‘\m
It occurred to him now that his chums
~Tom, at least, who stood nearest to him
of all at 3t. Jim's—might wonder that he
bad not mentioned earlier such a remit-

inguired Manners,

desk wasn't locked, I sup-
As a matter of fact. T've lost the
doesn’t matter, because I can
1t (,..ue and Skimmy all the way ; and
v always in the study out

s above enspicion.” agreed
* And Gore's not ll)llﬁ"l]\\d. old
man. The question is, can you trust
Craoke all the way ¢
““He wouldn’t do a thing like this, I'm
sure—well, almost suve, e was as mad
a hatter with 'imub'e for poking into
nn desk yesterda
" Trimble tells a_different varn, Talbat,
And Grundy and Gore both bar]'. hun up,
more or less,” said Manuers, Lronm

| didn

says he came in and found Bagey at it
bnt there seems to be a doubt iwhether |

Three-halfpence,

Colonal Lyndon and His Nephews. J

| {See Chapter 14.)

out of the study after morn-

he was ever
ing lessons.
Talbot looked uneas;
believe in Crooke's i
knew th:n o

straits. ¢

wanted to
But he

He
1!.' nee.
us in desperate
thon p|u< had owed its
origin to that 1 Crooke had confessed
his pight to Talbot, who had not even
answered him at the time. But that was
w0t because be was unwilling to help.
t was because just then be was unable.
“Who could have boned it if Crooke
hed I

V.
d sard Tom.
rocke i (l-u‘. 3 I mean, T
don’t think Crooke umul do that.’
old son, dou’t pretend the
viper you've taken to your breast is an
innocent dove !” said Lowther.

“I don't. Crocke isn't as straight as
lm _might be, I kno but—but—

"It nng}t have been J‘..Lg; put in
Tom. He did not like to see Talbot so
distressed.  “We've really no-right to

take it for granted that 1t was Crooke
any more than Baggy. Might not ha

been either of them, come to that; might
have been somebody else.”

“Did those two_know about your
mittance !’ asked Manners,

t was plain to Talbot that the Terrible
Three were disposed to regard the guilt
as lying between Crooke and Trimble,
and that they all leaned to the theory
that C'rooke was the culprit.  Fis chance
of committing the theft had apparentiy
been the grenter.

Talbot's face brightened. e was as
fair-minded as any fellow m the Shell;
but guite naturally he would have pre-
ferred the thiwel's turning out to be the
despised Trimble rather than the cousin

re

for whom he was doing his best.
“Crooke didn't!" he said. “DBut
Trimble did He was there when T

opened the registered letter, and T heard
him gasp as T turned over the notes and

saw how many there were. T almost
gasped myself.”

“H’ Rather dangerous to keep
fifty quid in an unlocked desk when

Baggy knew you had it,” remarked
Manners. -
Talbot bit his lower lip. Manne

practical way of looking at things

noyed him just then. And he realisec

that he had been vrossly careless. If

Crooke turned out to be the thief he

would 1 \m himsclf heavily. Tt was as
h'nl lll!lb(l tely put temp

Yet no thir g
om his thoughts
almost

o did it in a_hurry,” he said,

hnmhh
ful. N

A fellow can’t always be care-
of fact,

1 thought 1 was
*. 1 changed into
n't ]:ut lim notes
and it didn't seem
the thing to leave them in the jacket
hanging on the wall, 80 I shoved them
into the desk right under everything else.

Latter
ok reful
my -blazer

in the po

No_one r-cn].l have scen them there by
\o one did. Whatever it was, thers
uu-km about it,” replicd

y drily. “ Have you the num-
bers, iulbot?"
Yes, I took thmn They're on a
paper in my desk.

ips—p'raps net I osald Lowther,

“The hmuty who iJazgnnl the notes
might have twigged the L too,
“1 never thought of llmt' ’!Z Aav,

come 'ﬂnv;: with me, you fellow s
old Skimmy in the stndy
as well Crocke shouldu't be
," whispered Manners to Lowther,
as they '\J”\'“i’d Talbot and Tom out
Not so sure! e soouver Crooke
tackled the bette: replied the humorist
of the Shell, serious now, and not
at dli disposed to jape.
wpale  looked np as  the femr
(-nu ed.  But if it occurred to him that
there'was anything at all unusudl in their
aspect, the impression was but a fleeting
one, e made a fresh dive into the
enthralling pages of Professor Belmy-
crumpet, and forgot ali about them.
Talbot opened his desk. His forebead
Tue Gewm Liemary,—No, 552,
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drew into a frown as he turned over its
rontents
“The paper's not there!” he said at

length.

“T'm not surprised ! Tom answered.

“ Looks more like Crooke than Baggy,”
whispered Manners to Lowther.

The four went back to No. 10.

“What's to be done?’” asked Talbot.
“1 don't fancy having this cried from the
lmmetups exactly, DBut-we can't let

est.

“I should jolly well think not!” sald
Manners,

“We might
whether DBaggy's
much money to-da; ,"
would show somet|

“ And Crooke. boo' "addgd Lowther.

Tom shook his head,

“That nnu!dn t really prme anything,”

find out, on the quiet,
een  getting nd of
Tom said. * That

he said.  “Crooke 1sn't the poverty-
stricken bl‘ggul Trimble is. Crooke has
money to burn often cﬁough And he
Jm.%ht have had a remittance.”

Why, he mentioned that he'd had a
rnmlstance this morning !” cried Talbot.

“Thia bizney has muddled my hmlus, 1
think. I didn't take rpuch notice of it at
the time.
as if it was a w

e spoke quite casually—not |
e

But the faces of the three told Talbot |

that Crooke's story of a re-mlu.anco
carried no weight with them. It was
just the kind of story Crooke would t<-1l
if he had been the thief.

Baggy might be the thief. But Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther did not
seem to believe that he was. And
Reginald Talbot felt a heavy cloud of
doubt oppressing him.

What would Colonel Lyndon say if
Crooke were proved guilty ?
CHAPTER 10.
Between Two Thieves.
0 ouU haven't reported it,
i Talbot 1" asked Tom Merry,
as Talbot ecame into No. 10

again, between twelve and one
next day.

Talbot shook his head. He was look-
ing worried and almost haggard. It was
not so much the loss of the money that
troubled him as the doubt as to whether
his cousin was the thief.

“Snid anything to Crooke?”
'\rlanners.

“How could I? 1 can't start in
acceusing a fellow without a scrap of
evidence, any more than T can start in
on Trimble.”

inquired

“You llﬂ\l—ll t told him about your
loss?” said Tom.
No. I haven't told anybody but you
fellows,”

The Terrible Three all had the same
thought. Talbot's reluctance to speak of
the loss to Crooke showed how little con-
fidence he had in his new study-mate,
Had Gore still been in No. 9 he would
have been tcld. In these days Talbot
trmted Gore.

* Yow-ow!
Grundy

The voice was the voice of Trimble,
and it came from the passage. Tom
arose, opened the door, and thrust out
his head.

“What's the row, Grundy?” he asked.

Baggy's outeries,; had ~ attracted  a
crowd.  Blake and 1 Aroy, Herries and
Digby, Cardew, Clive, Levison major,
\'nble, Dane, Gunn. Wilkins, Gore,
Reilly, and half a dozen others were on
the spot.

“Nothing that I can't attend t& my-
self, Merry!" snapped the great George
Alfred.

 Retire, Thomnu an’
of the humble !
ought to be aware by
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Yooop! Lemme  be,

sit in the seats

drawled Cardew. “You

this time that
552.

No.

gad !’ irundy's

h:r

oy. Grundy’s now
1ﬁmnl. of the '-:h(-li lxke Themistocles an’

o other joliy old Greeks, y know,
before the word meant just what it
means to-day.”

“So I'm out of it?”
cheerily.

“Quite out of it, dear boy!” returned
Cardew blandly. * Ask Grundy, if you

you're deposed,
depnsefl vou, dear

Tom said, smiling

doubt.”

“Grundy’s a silly idict!”™ snapped
Kangaroo.

“l{ear, hear!” said  Jack Blake
warm

“'l'hats all very well,” Grundy said
doggedly. Grondy had Trunbln by the
ear in a tenacious grip. on fellows
can't u.lt.er facts by calling me names.
That_isn'¢ argument.”

“Nobody wants to argue with you,
chump [ said Levison.

“I know that. And. why? Because
vou fellows blessed well know that I'm
more than a match for anybody here in
an argument! But my point’s this. Tom
Merry's supposed to be junior c'lptmn

“He's not supposed to be—he is!” put
in Talbot,

“You mean, he was!” snapped Grundy.

“I haven't heard that Railton or the
Head has taken the job from him,” re-
marked Roylance.

“That isn't it. I've settled all that
myself, Merry’s too shd. —that’s what's
the matter with him. As he won’t do his

duty, I'm taking on his _|uh That's why
I'm attending to Trimble.”

“Yow'ow! Lemme be! I haven't
done anything !I” squealed Baggy.

“Anyway, Trimble’'s Fourth, not

Shell 1" growkd Herrnes

“Thanks be!” said Monty Lowther
fervently.

“That's nothing to do with it. Tom
Merrs's junior captain—at least. be was.
1|\u Fourth hasu't a_captain. &

‘Well, what's Trimble done?”
Tom pacifically

He did not appear at all inclined to put
himself out about Grundy's absurd pre-
tensions. But that may have been partly
because his mind was busy with matters
of more importance.

““He's been chucking away any amount
of money on grub,” answered Grundy
sternly., “That's unpatriotic in  war-
time, for one thing. And it's blessed
suspicious, too, for we all know that

dakﬂd

Trimblo never has any cash of his own.”
W

a beastly crammer!” hooted
“My remittances from Trimble
Yarococh! Leggo my car,
you beast!”

“Your remittances from Trimble Hall
are all lies, and you know it!" hooted
Grundy. *That fiver you've been flash-
l}l{‘g” about never came from Trimble

hat

“Looka as if we were wrong, Man-
ners,” whispered Lowther. *“ Baggy's
bloated and greasy with high ioe&ing.
Baggy's been flashing a fiver about.
angq\" the thief. Ergo, Crooke can't
be 1"

“It does look rather that way,”
mitted Manners, half reluctantly,

“So Baggy's been flashing o fiver
xhﬂut.‘ " said Tom Merry.

“Yes. And I want to know whose
fiver it is!” snapped Grundy.

“Startin’ from the fair assumption
that it can’t possibly be Baggy's own,”
put in Cardew.

“Well, is that likely ®” growled Blake.

ad-

“Wathah -not! = Twimble, you mis-
cwccmt——
“8Bhut up, D'Arey! I'm attending to

Tnmble" runred (zruu v.  “Question
is, Who's lost.a fiver?”
“Or more?” putin- Dighy.

been gorging, too.”

s Baggy's

“NOW
wm

“Time to speak out, old man,” said
Tom, in low tones, to Talbol

“T’s no affair of Grundy’
Talbot.

“That’s true, in a way.
or less everybody’s bizney
can’t keep it dark any longer.”

Talbot saw that. He had been silent
about his loss, to all but the Terrible
Three, for close upon twenty-four hours.
But now the time had come to speak.

“I've lost money,” he said.

“Oh, have yo snapped Grundy.
“Then, why on earth didn't you report
it to me?

objectad

But it's more
now. You

“My hat! If that isn't the giddy
limit!” gasped Clifton Dane.
“¥Yaas, wathah! Gwunday weally

S

“Shut up, you asses!
a fiver, Talbot?”

“Yes. Not that it’s any bizney
vours, Grundy !

“I should hles-?ed well like to know
whose bizuey it is, then! Have you lost
more than a fiver?”

Have you lost

of

“As a matter of fact, I have. But—
ut—""
“I don't want any ‘buts *! Trimble's

gorged the rest, of course. Hand over
that fiver to Talbot! I shall have to
report you, vou know. This matter's a
little too serious for me to deal with
myself. But we may as well start by
l(‘ttmg Talbot have what belongs to
him.”

The whole crowd gasped.

George Alfred's autocratic assumptions
were not new to them. But this sum-.
mary method of settling an affair, in
which his concern was really no more
than that of any other fellow present, was
rsnily too hlgh handed, even for Grundy.

Yah ain't going to do anything
howled lrlmbh, wriggling
"YOOE Youwll puli
you rotter ! e note’s mine.

of the sort!”
in Grundy's grasp.
my ear o

“Tain’'t—"

“That sounds a little too steep,”
Clive,

“It was given to me,
shricked }!aggf

“Steeper still,” remarked Levison,

“Crooke gave it to me!” squealed tho
fat Fourth-Former.

“That's Alpine,”

“ Positively Himalayan,
capped him.

“Hu, ha, ha!” roared the crowd.

The notion of Crooke's giving Baggy
a fiver really did seem too absurd for any-
thing. The general opinion among those
who heard was that even the obtuse
Baggy might have been expected to think
out a more plausible lie than that.

“He did, then. You ask him.
gave me two fivers,”

Baggy seemed very much in earnest,
and he was sticking to his story.

““What for?” asked Manners bluntly.

“For keeping somothing dark, But
I'm not going to keep it dark any longer,
not if the oof’s to be taken away from
me'” bellowed Bagey.

“What was it you kept dark?”
quired Levison.

“Where's Crooke?” was Kangaroo's
query. “Crooke ought to answer this, 1
consider.  It's probably a lie, but he
ought to answer it.”

But no one knew where Crooke was.

George Gore pushed his way to the
front. .

“Baggy's a beastly liar!” he said. 1
haven’t a word to say for Baggy. DBut
if it's a matter of chucking oof abont,

said

you fathead!”

said Lowther.
" Cardew

He

in-

Baggy ain't the only ome wha's beei
dumg that,’

“What do you mean?” demanded Tom
Merry.

“Crooke paid Cuits a fiver last night,
and he changed a tenner to do it; and
cashed up two pound ten to {,ﬂmore
answered Gore.



Every Wednesday.

“But Crooke had a remittance yester-
dav " said Talbot.
“He jgays so, you mean” retorted
Gaore, “Can he prove it? Baggy said
he had a remittance, but no one wnu]d
believe him withont preof. Now he's
telling a different yarn. I dare say
Crooke could tell more than one yarn.
]}ut‘(I shouldn’t believe any of them!”

ou h.npnc. any right ta accuse
Crooke of:
“Rats, Talbot! You've lost maney,

and it would have been a jolly sight

easier for Crooke to bone it than for
Baggy. Isn’t that so, you fellows?”
“I didn’t bone ”laihoe s oof 1 wailed

Baggy., ' That fiver's min Crooke
gave it to me, 1 didn’t know l‘albot had
had a mrmtt-mcf o i
a lie, anyway!” snappe
“You did know, for you were
there when I opened the letter at the
rack.”

“*Between Two_ Thieves'!" mur-
mured Lowther to Manners, “Tt’s the
title of a novel, but Jit describes exactly
thu » present situation.”

There goes the dinner-bell!” said
Tom Merry. “We'll have to look into
t}m later on.'

Don’t tmnhlo vourself, Merry. T'l
do that!" replied Grandy loftily.
CHAPTER 11.
Crooke versus Skimpole.
. OME along, Skimmy!” said
Leowther, puumg his head in at
the door of No. 89,
“1 regret oxtreme]y, my
deax fellow, that T cannat possibly—"
* But you must, old thing! You have
to fight Chooke, you know. You're dead

niue in the gym at this precise moment.
“Dear me! 1 had completely forgot-
ten the circumstance, Lowther, I wil
come with all speed.”
Il escort vou, nld top, for fear you

might forget again, a‘nnwprc‘(i “the
hunvorist of the Sho!l, seizing Skimmy’s
arm

immy raised no objection. He

walked like ene in a dream, his mind
still busy with the train of thought it had
been pursuing when Lowther had popped
Inq head into No. 9,
allo! Here you are, then, Meontr,”

said Tom Merry, with whom were
Manners and Talbot. “ What are you
up ta with Skimmy ™

* Why, Thomas, you're as bad as ho
is! Both of you have Torgotten that he
lias  an engagement to put  Crooke
through it in the gym-at two o'clock

i

“That rot's hardly worth while,” he
said.  * Not just now, anyway. (‘rooln B
got to lm tackled on a much more serious
matter.

“Well, that can wait, can’t it?'’ re-
turned T nuther “We shall want plenty
of time if we're to decide whether Baggy
or Crooke is the biggest liar or the worst
thief. Better leave that until after
classes, and rl the dear Skimmy mop up
[ ronke now,

* What do you say Tﬂibut?"

“Oh, I don't kr vant the affair
('le'nre‘f up, of cours b but-
let § kmuny have his wav, as he is so keen
on it !

Skimpole did not appear particularly
keen. e was still in a state of abstrac-
tion. - But he woke up as he was piloted
into the gym,

Crooke was already there. e had

come in_late for dinner, and as yet he
had not heard what had hnppeued efore
the bell went. Some whisper that

L,nmdy had found Baggy Trimble in pos-
session: of a- fiver _that appeared to be

Talbot's property had reached him; but
he had not been forced to talk about it,
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and he preferred not to talk. His game
was to lie low as long as possible.

Because of that he rather welcomed
the conflict with Skimmy. His willing-
ness to figure in the public eye there
ought to tell in his favour, he fancied.

ut somehow, during the few minutes
le had had to wait, unensiness had seized
upon him.

There were whispers about, and they
concerned him, He began to be sure
of that.

Racke's sneering face told him some-
thing. Racke was talking to Clampe and
Scrope, and all three were sniggering.
But it struck Crooke, who knew Racke
so well, that his former pal was feeling
far from comfortable.

Baggy was not present. But Mellish,
who was to second Crocke, was there, of
course, and Mellish's manner was
chu mr

He looked sideiong at Crooke every
now and then, and glanced from him to
Racke and the other gay dogs. Mellish
had not chanced to he present in the
Shell passage before dinner, but he had
heard things. Mellish had a way of |
hearing things: there was not much |
going on that he missed. -

“What's the giddy row?” growled |
Crooke at length, when be had begun |
to feel that keeping silence longer might |
seem suspicious. |

“Oh, haven't wou heard Baggy's
Iatest"" asked Melfish. with a leer.
aven't heard anvi 1 came in,l
late to dinner, an’ haven't spoken to |
anyone since. What is it?7”
“ Baggy's been found with a fiver!”
“I'll bet vou it ain't his own!"

growled Crooke.
vell

to know! He saye

or two.
He had never dreamed of this! Any
contingency 8o unlikely as Baggy
Trimble’s telling the truth had not oe-
curred to him.  People nsually kept
silence about their success in extorting
blackmail. Crooke had forgotten that
to_the obtuse mind of Baggy blackmail |
might not seem a crime. or, at worst.
might seem a more venial crime than
theft.
But
covered himself,
he blul
* What, rct I he snnrlml
sec me givin’ Baggy
“Well, hardly,” rr-pher] '\{p\lmh
dumnr sound vnry likely !
“But paying through the nose to have

in another moment Crooke re
He had to bluff, and

“Can you

“Tt

vour dark deeds -kept dark is another
matter—eh, Crooke?”
It was Gore who spoke. Crocke

turned upon him fiercely.
“You ought to know somethin' about
|.}w\t kind of thing, Gore!” he snarled.
“You've done plenty of t.hmgs Tou
mmtod kept dark -in your time!”

“Here comes - old Skimmy!” cried
Jack Dlake.  “Where’s your cornet,
Herries? *The Lonqucrmg Hero ', iz
the correct card, T consider.”

“ But 9k1mr\xay has ,notyet pwoved

himself the conquewin’ hewo, Blake,”
objected Arthur Augustus,
“He's going to, though." said Dig.

**Crooke’s funkin® it! Look at his face.
[L! a beautiful lemon eolour !
‘He locks savage emough,
remarked Durrance. “T d
he’s exactly funking it."”
nd, in fact, Crooke was mot.

l:hmlgh,“

on’t fanew

He

\vliws hardly l]unk]ng‘ about Skimmy at
a

He had too many other thmgs to
v his mind, -and Gore's gibe had
im hard.
“Get your jacket off!”
Mellish in his ear.
Tom Merry and Manners and Talbot
took their stand close by Crocke and

breathed

! tween Skimmy and Crocke,

| Lowther?

Three-halfpence, 1

his second. As Crooke pulied off his
jacket, with an angry jerk, a crumpled
scrap of paper Ieﬁ out of his breast-
pocket at Talbot’s feet.

No one but Talbot saw it. He
stooped quickly and picked it np.

For the life of him he could not have
helped glancing at it. As he did so he
started and his eyes gleamed. For upon
that paper he eaw figures in his own
handwriting ! It was hiz memorandum
of the numbers of the notes.

There was no longer any doubt in
Talbot’s mind as to who the thief had
been. He knew—as others did not—
that Baggy's story might be true, for
Baggy had a secret of Crooke's.

For the moment Talbot was tempted
to speak out. Words of accusation
trembled on his lips. He was very angry
with Crooke, and bitterly disdppointed.

Then he thrust the serap of paper into
his waistcoat-pocket, and made up his
mind to hold his peace—for the present,
at least !

He told himself that he was a fool to
be disappointed. - What better could be
expected of Crooke ?

Yet during the last few days there
had been times when Talbot had hoped
something hetter,

Crooke at his best was not a very
pleasant person; but, such as hizs best
was, he had been »homng it to Talbot.
He had not been near Rarku- he had
shunned Scrope and Clampe also; in a
sulk$, ill-tempered way he had seemed
to be making some effort to go straight.

Talbot knew now how much that

| seeming had been worth !

He hardly saw the first exchanges be-
But he did

not miss much worth seeing. Crooke
was nearer  to heinF a match for
_ Skimmy, even after Talbot’s coaching,

than was Scrope or Clampe or Chowle.

Neither combatant had taken much
damage when Kangarco called time at
the end of the roun

“You aren’t half gnmg it, old top!”
said Lowther to his principal.

“Is that your considered opinion,
Possibly you Curr[‘ct
find that I have difficulty in—er—' going
it ' to any marked extent until my com-
bative instincis have been thoroughly
aroused.”

“Tell you what, old freak. TLet Crooke
give you one really good, hefty punch
on the proboscis—Crooke can punch
pretty hard, though h(- [ not clever—and
you'll wake up no en

“Do you really cmmder that that
would be a p\'oﬁt.a'b]e device, L(n\-ther AL
returned Skimmy anxiously. *“It ap-
pears to my judgment that there might
b2 a modicum of pain, and even of risk,
associated with it. If Crooke’s blow
came to canse an effusion of blood from

ry— 7
“’I‘mu: P rapped out Harry Noble.
Skimmy, looking ti]oug?ﬂ,fui and
Crooke, looking savage, approached each

other again,

Crooke lunged out recklesly, and
Skimmy took a rattler on the jaw that,
as he might have expressed it, hardly
conduced to his comfort.

His eyes gleamed now, and he went for
Crooke as if he really meant it.

The blows he got in would not have
daunted any stout-hearted fellow.  Bug
Crooke had little more liking than Racke
for being hurt, and his heart was not in
this fight.

He gave ground before Skimmy.
made ﬁ'tﬂe atternpt at hitting back,
his guarding was clumsy and feeble.

The hononrs of the round were
dnuhtf""v Skimpole’ 5

“Did perform in a manner more
satnstadory to you, Lowther?” asked
ne Gem Lierary.—No, 552,

He
and

un-
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Skimmy, panting a little .as he rested on
“wwther's knee.

“ Rath-er, old dear!
hero I

Skimmy looked across at Talbot, and
Talbot gave him an encouraging smile.
But there was something sad in that
smile, too—or so it seemed to Skimmy.
He wondered whether Talbot quite liked
the prospect of seeing him defeat Crooke.

The third round had scarcely begun
vhen George Alfred Grundy rushed into
the gym, and pushed his way through the
ring of spactators.

* Here

Co it again, my

. stop  that rotl” he eried
anthoritatively.
b cheese it, Grundy!™ protested
Gunn.
“You can't buit in like that, you

know ! added Wilkins.

Grundy patd no heed to his chums.
But he found himsell obliged to pay heed
to othe Tom Merry, ﬁ[nmmrs, Dane,
Glyn, n, Clive, and Cardew barred
his path. He could not reach the ring.

He tried another way, and found him-
self being hustled and jostled by Jack
Blake and Herries and Digby, Figgins,
Kerr, and Fatty Wynn.

“ You silly asses ! he hooted. *That
fight ought not go on! Crooke's o

But at that moment Crooke toppled
kwards. By aceident or design—most

¥ by accident—Skimmy bad landed
iim one on the point of the jaw.

It was enough for Crooke. Possibly
hie could not get up. Anvwar. he did
not.  He lay there. and let Kangareo
count him ont,

The gym rang with cheers for Skim-
pole.  Some «:gceh:d in mockery, per-
haps. 1t really had not been much of a
fight, But nearly everyone was glad to
see Skimmy victorious, for all that.

=

h:

CHAPTER 12.
One Crime Brought Home !

LU OLD  that rotter!”  roared
Grundy.
Crooke had staggered to his

feet without aid from Mellish,
‘He doesn’t look to me to need much
holding,” said Kangaroo eritically.
1“ Urless it's holding up,” put in Low-
ther

er.

“Hold hin Hold Racke, too!”
hooted Grundy. “I've got something to
tell you fellows about those two scamps "

Racke turned, with a savage scowl,
and tried to push his way through.
Scrope and Clampe fell away from him
at once. But others closed round. Tt
was not the way of the Shell and Fourth
to take much notice of Grundy, as a rule.
Bt just now all could see that Grundy
was very mnch in earnest.

“You may consider yourself
arrest, Crooke !” said Kangaroo.

“Don’t be too modest, Racke !" gibed
Monty Lowther. *You appear to be one
of the leading figures in the. next act.
Don’t dodge the limelight !

“T've nothin’ to say to
snarled Racke,

“ But Grundy appears to have a good
deal to say to you, or about you,” said
Levison major,

“I've  been Trimble 1™
howled Groudy.

“Queer taste—dashed queer taste !
vawned Cardew. “Did you talk to him
in that tone, old sport? “Reminds me of
my dear old pal Shakespeare—Bottom the
Wea: you know, *Roarin” like any
suckin’-dove,” by gad!”

But no one paid any heed to Cardew’s
gibes.

“I've been talking to Trimble. T've
tade the fat rotter confess; he's let it
all ont | shouted Grundy. “Crooke did
bribe the podgy beast. 1 don't know
whare. Crooke got the money, though I
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under

Grundy 7

talking to

have my suspicions. And Racke bribed
him, too!”

“It's a dashed silly lie I Racke snarled,

*Go on, Grundy ! cried Roylance.

Grundy had gained the attention of the
crowd. The faces of Racke and Crooke
showed that there was something behind
his story.

“Where's Baggy 1" asked Julian.

“He's here somewhere. 1 'made him
long,” answered Grundy. * There

lurking miserably on the
fringes of the crowd, was collared by
Gore and Lumley-Tumley and thrust
forward,

“I—-I—I don't want to say anything
at all about it !” he wailed, moistening
his dry lips with his tongue,

“You needn't |” snapped Grundy. “I'il
tell it. T know all about it now. You
chaps may remember—youn can't be off
it, 1 should think—that Talbot brought
me up to the scratch at the last minute
for the Marathon, Why "

“Because he was silly ass enough to

think you'd make any difference!”
growled Blake,
“Rot!  Because he knew the Shell

hado’t a chance without me!” snorted
Grundy.  *“He wasn't really running
himself-—he only started to avoid talk, |
reckon—and he wanted me to take his
place.™

Fifty pairs of eyes were turned upon
Rz=giualcFT«1bui. He flushed under the
concentrated gaze. en he squared his
shoulders and faced the crowd.

“Yon're wrong. Blake.” he said
quietly, " Grundy did make a diffcrence
—all the difference, as= 1t happened. And
Grondy's right. I only started. 1 knew
that there wasn't any chance of my
being in at the finish, for I'd something
else to do. Perhaps I'd better tell the
story.”

“Shut up, Talbot !" snapped Grundy.
“I'm going to tell it! Seems to me that
if it was your job it ought to have been
done earlier.  Fact of the matter is the
Shell—yes, and the Fourth, too—would
just about go to rack and ruin if it wasn’t

for me ! What with Merry's slacking, and |

Talbot's keeping secret things he ought
to tefl—""
There came a murmur from the crowd.
The great George Alired was again

adopting somewhat too high-handed a!

tone.

Tom Moerry spoke out,

“T don’t know whether you fellows will
blanme Talbot,” he said. “I rather fancy
you will. But if yon do, some more of
us must share the blame. Manners and
Lowther and I, anyway.”

Kerr nudged Figgins, and then stepped
forward,

And Figgy and Fatty and 1, he
said. **We know all about it, and we
agreed to keep it dark.”

Skimpole blinked around him.
“Tf 1 correctly apprehend what is the

subject of th altercation,” he said
mildly, “and if Talbot is to be blamed,
then I also am guilty, for I knew the
circumstances, though I confess that the
whole concatenation of events had passed
into the dim recesses of my memory.”

“My hat! Some secret, with Tom
Merry & Co., and Talbot, and ¥ zgy &
Co., and Skimmy all knowing it!” re-
marked Ernest Levison.

“Don’t forget Baggy, dear man!" said
Cardew. “Skimmy forgot—he’s dashed
good at that! An" the other fellows
could keep a secret. But it’s a miracle
that Baggy should have kept it dark all
this time.”™

! Not a bit of it. when the rotter was
bribed to keep his mouth shut!” said
Kangaroo biuntly. ;

“Will you listen to me?" roared
Grundy. *If Talbot or any of the other

fellows mecant to speak, they onght to
have apoken before now.”

“You have the platform, Grundy!"
said Monty Lowther. “ But don't be ton
rough on us, old bean! We meant well.”

**Oh, I dare say ! Yoaw've no judgment
—that's the long and short of it, Low-
ther! 1 mean all of you. Eversbody
knows you're only & silly ass; but Talbot
and Tom Merry and Kerr and Manners
are supposed to have some sense!™

“Get on with the washing, Grundy,
do!” urged Clive.

“I'm going to. Racke and Crooke
plotted to_spoil the chances of thair
own Form in the Mamthon. Thay—"

“It’s a dashed lie!” panted Racke.
“I know nothin’ of what Crooke——"

“Shut up. Fou sweep!” howled
Grundy. “They had been betting
against their own Form, the dicty
hounds! So they made up their minds

that T shouldn't win-

“Taking a lot of unnecessary trouble,”
put in Blake. “Who ever thought you
'x\'OUId"h

o I meant that nono of wus
should win—I or Tom Merry or Talbot
or Noble or Dane. They fixed it with
some rotter to trip. up the leading run-
ner, if he was a Shell chap. Baggy
heard them plotting. and he told Talbot.

on’t know why, He'd much better
have come to me!”

“It was through me that Trimble laid
bare the plot to Talbot.” said Skimpole,
to the surprise of all who heard. *
also chanced upon same intelligence of
tha plot.”

“That's right!” put in Talbot. “ Mot
of the credit is due to old Skimmg."

“My dear Tal 3

“Oh, do shut up ! roared Grundyr. “1
can't get a giddy word in!™

*“ At present there really doesn't appear
to be much eredit knockin® around for
anyone,” remarked Cardew.

“Hear, hear!” said many voiees

Fellows in both Forms reser tha
matter having been kept dark, They
had a feeling that Talbot and those who
had shared the sceret with him were
more or less on trial, as well as Racks
and Crooke.

“I don’t know about that" said
Grundy deliberately.  “ Mind, I'm not
aying that Talbot did exactly the right
He onght to have come straight
But, all the same, he deserves
He fetched me out to

bot——

sa)
thing.
to me.
some  credit,
compete—-"

“Not much credit due to him for
that!™ snapped B_!ak-"

against Grundy's swank,
o You're wrong,” Tom Merry said.
“We should have been nowhere without

Grundy. e and Dane saved the situa
tion for ms.”

“Well, vou helped, Merrv.” said
Grundy graciously.” “I'll admit that

“Tom Merry had run first, and
scored thirty-five points, it was really not
very much for Grundy to admit.

“I think Talbot saved it!™ pui in
Kerr,
“Talbot and you, Kerr," Ceorgs

Figgins corrected him.
“How was that’" snapped Grondy.
“I didn’t know Kerr was in it; but there
were two fellows—I know that much
They ~stopped the game of the rotter
Racke and Crooke had turned on to tha
That how it happened that
hoin the race. And, to
my mind, there some credit dua to them,
though T still think they ought to have
put the whole bizney into my hands.”
“You would think.so!  murmured
Wilkins,
“Then the trick was tried on?" asked
Kangaroo, staring at Tom and Talbot.
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#Ves,” replied Tom.

“How?” demanded Levison and Blake
together.

“Rop‘_ across the road in Rylcombe
Lane.”

“The wottahs! The low w'etches!”

gasped Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy in-
dignantly.  “Weally, Wacke—weally,
Cwooke—"

“Shurrup, Gussy!” growled Blake.

“We'll attend to Racke and Crooke, you
bet! Did you twig the rope, Tommy?"
“Didn't twij blessed thing!”
answered Tom g‘ankly “1 couldn’t see
miuich just then. Tell you the truth, I'd
gone all out to get ahead of the rest of
vou, and my eyes were bunged up, and
1 was wondering whether T could held on
to the finish. It wasn’t such an easy

win for me as some of you fancied.”

“My hat! To think Talbet and Kerr
should have stopped the trick, and
Tommy never know ill afterwards!”
suid Digby in astonishment,

“Seems to me,” said Clifton Dane,

“that the Shell owes a vote of thanks
to t}m.w two, and especmlly to Kerr,
;\( rr’s Fourth, and it wasn’t up to him to

el

“E think it was,” Kerr said quietly.

“Figgy thinks so, too, and old Fatty.
So will all the Fourth, when they've
thought it over. We didn’t want to win
the race or the competition through a
rotten trick like that, did we? We
wanted a fair field and no favour.”

“Hear, hear!” came from nearly every
Fourth-Former present, and Dick Red-
fern clapped Kerr hard on the back,
crying :

“Bravo, the New House!”

“ But what made you ask Kerr to help,
Talbot?” inquired Kangaroo. “1'd have
come like a shot!”

“I know you would, old chap. I dida’t
ask Kerr; T didn’t mean to ask anyone.
It.was Skimmy who let on to Kerr.’

“Out of the two Forms the augunst
Skimmy chose me—me!” said Kerr
dramatically. *“Never ask me again,
What is fame? T know now!”

“Will you chaps let me get a word
in?” howled Grundy. “You're forget-
ting that we've to scttle with Racke and
Crooke. Of course, an explanation’s duc
from Talbot and the rest of them; but
that's a minor matter, after all. We
know now what those two rotters tried ta
do. And we know that they both bribed
Baggy to keep it dark. This is a case
for a Form trial, and I vote we start on
it thw moment! I'll be judge, of
course.”

But at that moment the bell for after-
noon classes clanged out, and the Form
trinl had to be deferred. — Shell and
Fourth trooped off to their respective
tlass-rooms, discussing the matter as they
went.

Baggy Trimble slunk in the rear of the
Fourth, in a very disconsolate frame of
mind. All his blackmailing schemes had
gone agley, and Grundy had impounded
his ill-gotten galns"

CHAPTEB 13.
Crooke Bolts !
OTH Mr. Linton and Mr. Lathom
B had trouble with their flocks that
afternoon.  Shell and Fourth
alike were plainly occupied with
gomethmg other than their lessons.
acke, Crooke, and Trimble were
avoided as if they were pariahs, Possibly
Pagey did not realise his posmon Ie
had no very heavy cenviction of gml[
Bat qguits certainly Racke and Crooke
realised theirs.

Lies would not serve them now. Part
of the truth had been brought to light;
the rest would follow.

Racke foresaw trouble in_the matter of
Scaife. He tmd had more than-one warmn-

| the letter, of course;
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ing as to what would happen if he did
not get rid of the fellow. Now Nemesis
was on his track.

Cracke’s worry was far greater
than Racke’s.

The Form would dea! with Racke. The
Form could not deal with Crooke’s crime.
Tt was too heavy for that.

In the eu‘lmment of Grundy's revela-
tions Talbot’s loss had been forgotten.
But it could not stay forgotten. The
zueslmn would arise as to whence

‘rocke had got the ten pounds with
which he had bribed Trimble; and
Crooke had Tittle hope that his story of a
remittance would carry any weight.

It would all come out, and he would be
expelled! And Talbot would rejoice, of
course,  There would be no hope that
Colonel Lyndon shonld ever own Crooke
as his nephew again.

The two hours of afternoon classes
dragged their slow length to an end at

Crocke had managed to get a seat near
the door, and he was first out. But as he
was stealing away he felt a firm grip on
his arm.

He turned, and saw his cousin,

“T want a word with you, Crooke,”
said Talbot quietly.

Crocke had no courage to resist,
went, scowling and ashen-faced, to No.

e

ore, I sy ! bawled Grundy. " We
want (.‘mokc, you know, '[‘a]hut e
“Don’t butt in, Grundy,” said Tom

Merry.  *“There's more in this bizney
than you know of, old cim]k more than
you'll ever know, perl aps

Y Well, T like t-h1t h:mgcd if T don’t!”
roared hlund} “Wha's got a right to
know if I haven't? And what about the
Form trial? We're bound to hold that.”

* Better have u w‘m(ht in the dorm,
don’t you think!? Tom diplomati-
cally,

“'Well, ves; that’s an idea. Tt will
give me tme to mnrihal the evidence
and prepare my verdict,” r;phcd Grundy.
“T'm judge, you know.

Still diplomatic, J'nm did not contest
that. But it was really not at all likely
hh.’lt the Shell and Fourth would consent,

n the time came, to the assumption
by George Alfred Grundy of the office of
judge.

Racke fled to his study, and locked him-
sell in. He did not go altogether undis-
turbed; but no attempt was made to
foroe the door,

In No. 8 Talbot, stern-faced and pale,
fronted the Inzhhmed Crooke.,

‘The game's up, Crooke I
“Do you see this?’

He took from his pocket the erumpled
scrap of paper whick had dropped from
Crooke’s jacket. Crooke had meant to
destroy that; he did not know how he
had come to forget.

i see 1t,” he muttered. “What
about it?"”

“1t’s a bit of eudence you can’t get
round,” said Talbot, “Grondy holds
one of the notes vou paid Trimble. The
number of that note’s here. I've no
doubt you peurl zmay notes to others.
You were up ar ears in debt,

he said.

know. The numhew of those notes are
here, too!”
“1 may as well own up,” replied

Crooke, his eves unable to meet Talbot's.
“I co'hrcd your oof; that's all {houc
iy
There was sullen resentment in his
voice, He spoke almost as though Talbot
had done him a wrong. All his certainty
that his cousin would keep silent about
the th{‘ft fcr Colonel Lyndon’s sake oozed
out of He wondered how he could
ever ha\e drnamad that—could ever have
thought that Reginald Talbot was soft
enough to mean well by him. There was
{mt what did that
prove on Talbot's side? Asd yet, some-
how, rascal as he himself was, Crooke
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could not quite believe that his cousin
had meant to trap him.

Talbot, on his :1(]!., almost feit that he
had trapped Crooke, though unwittingly
and in & trap which a decent fellow would
have shunned.

It had been grossly careless of him to
leave the money where Crooke could get
at it; he felt that bitterly. But if Crooke
had_been honest——

“You must ha\e been in a desperate
hole, Crocke!"

Talbot's voice was harder than he
knew. It certainly expressed more hard-
ness than he really felt.  Even now he
wanted to shield his cousin.

But Crooke did not gue: ;h&t.

es, 1 was,” he ans d sullenly.

“You nm_ht have asked my help,
should think !

“Was it likely you'd give it?” snarled
Crooke. “Think I wanted to be turned
down by you—eh?”

You couldn’t be sure I should turn
you down.”

“011 couldn’t I,
ther

“You mlght have given me a chance,
Crooke.”

‘A chance to preach—to refuse me—io
tell old Lyndon the serape I'd got into!
Besides, I did give you a chance. I said
I was in a hole. You didn't even
answer.
I couldn’t help you—then.”

“But you could have done when that
whack of cash came along.”

““No, not at once. I me‘anb—
never mind that. It's too late now.’

Crooke stared at lum stupidly.

“Y¥hat are you goin’ to do nbout iti”

he snarled, at length.
“T don’t know, T don’t know what to
do,” replied Talbot, pacing restlessly up
and down the room. *Oh, go away,
Skimmy, de ™

Skimpole was trying the locked door.
But he went at Talbot's mquesh

“If you kept it dark-

“How can 17 Evm’ybmlv knows now
that I've lost money.

“You could say you'd found it again.”

Talbot’s eyes fAashed. Te walked to
the door, un ocked it, and flung it open.

“ (et out!” he snapped.  “ Do vou
think I'll lie for you*”

Crooke slunk out. To him all hope
seemed at an end.

“Here is a letter for you, my dear
Talbot,” said Skimpole, returning five
minutes later,

Talbot snatched it, and opened it
eagerly. Tt was from Colonel Eyndon,
and i answer to one he had wnitten a
eouple of days earlier, I‘ho tulmn-l was
now at home for a brief spell

It was n long letter. Tnlbo( s forehead
drew into a frown more than once as he
read it. But before he had reached the
end his face cleared.

“There was a chance for Crooke, after
allt

He waited for Crooke to reappear, But
the black sheep missed prep, or did it in
some other study. The latter alternative
was unlikely, however. Cronke was
hardly likely to find a weiromu in any
other stud

Crooke

by gad’ T was,

Bur

{m\\ ed up at supper, but thap‘

peared again directly afterw: ards, Talbot
did not search for him. After all, there
was no particular reason why Crocke

should know in advance what he meant
to do.

But Colonel Lyndon’s letter had made
the situation easier for Talbot. Nothing
could alter the fact that Geerge Gerald
Crooke was the thief; but that fact
might be concealed from the rest of St.
Jim's, even from Talbot’s best chums.
Tt was still up to him to do his best
for his worthless cousin, and still more
for his gallant old uncle. He would
hardly have lied for Crooke's sake; but

Tuk GeM-Lisrary.—No. 5



1+ THE BEST 49 LIBRARY D@~ TRE “BOYS FRIEND” 4P LIBRARY. "o1o°

For the colonel's sake he was ready to
play a part that would entail something
very like lying. )

When the Shell mustered in their dor-
mitory at bed-time one of their number
was missing. Racke was there. He was
i for a bad time, he knew; but he had
made up his mind to go through with it.
Crooke was the absentes,

Nobody remarked on his being away
until Kildare had been m and put out
the lights without noticing anything,
Bt as scon as the skipper hod closed the
door behind him the voice of Grundy

made itself heard.

Where's that rotter Crooke?” de-
manded Grondy.  “We'd better gei on
with the trial. ‘Shin out of bed, Racke!”

“ Better wait until Crooke turns up,
hadn't we ?"” said Gibbons. I guess he'll
slink in swhen he thinks we're all safely

¢ Fourth aren’t coming alonz for

half an hour,” Tom Merry said. - We
can give him that much before we
begin to worry about him, anywa

“It's my belief he’s bolted ™ said
Gore.

‘Oh. rats!  came  from  Wikins.
“Crooke and Racke have done worse
things than trying to trip up a runner
in 2 race. I'm not saying it wasn't o foul

Tom said nothing wntil Talbot had
stolen out of the door. Then he Zot out
of d and whispersd to Manners and
Lowther.

They siid out, too. But now
noticed what was going on.

“What are vou chaps afte
Grundy sharply.

“Going to look for Crooke,” replied

others

asked

om.

“Well, T don't see any particular objec-
tion to that. These , Fourth Farm
bounders will be along directly, and we
ought to be able to produce the sweep.
Tl come with vou, if vou like,”

“Oh, don't frouble,” old scout ! said

‘om,

Grundy didn’t treuble. Perhaps he
felt that the task was beneath his dignity.

“ Rather a wild-goose chase 1" grumbled
Manners, as the three stole downstairs.

“Can’t help it. Couldn’t let old Talbot
go alone,” Tom replied. “He's gone
after Crooke because he thinks Crooke’s
I'm inclined to think the same.”

balted.
And Talbot and Tom were right.
Crooke had bolted !
CHAPTER 14.

Out of the Jaws of Death
ROOKI had not daved to face the

t but they've done worse things
2 them out.” 7
it isn't all, though,”

said Core

v, what else is ther ashed
e, “Oh. I remember n ou
haven't found  your cash, 1 suppose.

Tulbot 7"

Just for one moment Reginald Talbot
hesitated.  His instinet wore all for open
cealing.  But he thought of his uncle's
pride, and the wound that would be in-
theted npon it were Crooke convicted of
theft. and he said:

“As a matter of fact. that trouble’s at
ai end. It was due to my own silly care-
lossiiess enrively. I'm glad it went no
her than it did.”

on mean you've found the oof 2"
asked Kangaroo bluntly,

“Yes," answered Talhot.

There was no way out of it for him
bit the direct lie that he hated telling.
e felt ashamed of it, but he must bear
the shame.  And, after all, it was not so
"7 black a lie. That letter from his
e had altered things. €recke's guilt
npaitered, But, in a sense,
wnership of the money was.

“Well, 1t's blessed queer how Crooke
2ot a tenver to buy Baggy off with!”
growled Grundy.

»He told Talbot he had a remittance,”
said Tom quietlv. * Crooke often do
have biggish remittances, wou know. And
there was need for him to write home
for cash, it seems.”

Racke laughed sneeringly, and Gore
muttered something ; but the rest seemed
eonvineed. Talbos wondered whetber Tom
did not suspect the truth, however, It
would he like Tom to help him ont, Aund
like Tom, too, to be reads to share the
burcden of deception with hi , a8 it were.
Tom would know hew he hated the lie,

en as Tom himsell wounld have hated
nt Tom would un
ing, he was doing his best,

Queer he doesn’t turn up,” remarked

- after a few minutes of silence,
albot slipped silently out of bed, Ho
had began to feel very anxious about
Crooke. Perhaps it would bave been
better had the fellow been told that he
might expect mercy.

Outside, a full moon shone high in
the sky; but the blinds were all down,
m:.l‘nn one but Tom saw Talbot's move.

4

th

tribunal in the dormitory.

The Marathon plot-—-tiie bribing
of Baggy to keep the guilts secrct
things were small compared with

feared. Jt would have been bad

C

-overtake him yet, not troubl

I
enongh to have had to answer for them ;
but the theft was a crime that could not
be expiated by a Form ragging.

Of what use to face the wrath of the
Form when the wrath of the Head and
expulsion were ceriain to follow ?

Yet he hung abe cking the resolir-
tion for {aking a decisive step. He lurked
in the shadaws of the moonlis quad, try-
ing to make up his mind.

When he did at last nerve himself to
it he was too Jate to get o ¥ undetected.
For Talbot was just in time to sece him
clamber over the wall.

Talbot followed ai once, e did not
shout. That would have beeu too risky
0 near the school buildings.

The Terrible Three saw from an upper
window” Talbot’ f.

Jolly risk: murimured Manners.
Anybody might have seen !

No time for thinking of risks,” re-
turned Tom, with a touch of impatience,
“There’s more in this affair than Fou
L think: ™
Come on, and heng the risk!" said
Lowther

Down the roud Creoke turned his head,
and  saw  someone in oa St Jim’s cap
behind him. He did not recognise Talbot :
but he knew that he was followed, and
be quickened his pace.

Dropping from the wall, Tem Menry,
Manners, and Lowther could just chs-
cern Talbot in the moonlight. They
could not see Crooke, but they guessed
that he was ahead,

“The chase is-up!” said Lowther,
ither  Tom  Merry  nor
answered.  But they held on,

It was for Wayland Moor that Crooke
mude.  He had broken into-a shambling
run now,

Talbot could have caught him up with-
out mhuch difficulty. But he did not put
on pice enough for that. There was no
cruelty in his nature; but he felt very
bitter  with Crooke. Let the fellow run
till he had run himself out. [t would be
time enough then to tell him that his
worst fears were vain,

while Crooke puffed and panted

Manners

laboured, spurred by his own craven

to heedless flight, Talbot jogged
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aloug in his tracks, not attempting o
ing even if

his lead increased, so that he remnained. in

the Terrible  Three followed
Talbot, but did not try to catch him up.

t was due to Tom Merry. Tom [eft.
somehow, sure that Talbot would be had
of a few words alone with Crooke firat,

'ross Wayland Moor Crooke held on
He had ceased to run now ; he
was stumbling and gasping. Fear and
doubt urged him on,  He knew not where
he was going; he had no plans ag all.

Talbot had little notion of the strait of
body and ruind in which his cousin was,
The run, which had almost exhausted
Crooke, had hardly breathed the fit and
inuscular Talbot,

Crooke struck off the rond across the
moor towards the higher ground beyond.
Falbot followed, and the Terrible Three
held on in Telbot's wake.

Now and then Crooke glanced round.
Talbot: never did.  All that he awaited
row was Crooke’s halting. He imagined
that Crooke had recognised him.

o3 Crooke did guess who it was

behind. ~ Perhaps his belief thot it was
Talbot helped to urge him forward.
‘- He crossed the road that ran from
Warland to Westwood, on the northern
side of the moor, and clambered breath-
lessly up the steep slope that rose above
it.

His figure showed clear against the skv
to all four of those who follewed, as he
went laltingly, painfully, along the top
of the ridge. He was mov g now almost
as a blind man moves, as if groping his
wary.

Now Lalbet ran—ran his hardest. For
on:a sudder he remembered danger.
Crooke nearing the quarry, Iy a
minute or two, if he held straixht on, he
would be treading its verge.

* Stop, Crooke—stop ™ shouted Talbot.

Crooke looked back, then began to run
stumblingly forward., His head was in a

whirl; he could neither think nor see
o

stop!  For  goodness’”  sake,
stop!™ velled Talbot again.
For now Crooke, swaying uncerta

was within a few"yards of the qua

e,

Talbot ran as he had never run in hiv
life before, and that sprint of his saved
Crooke’s life.

For Crooke stumbled and fell, and
rolled over the edge of the quarry  swith
& horrible shriek of fear. But even as he
rolled aver Talbot dashed up, threw hira-

self and somehow  gripped Lis
cousin’s right wrist,
The weight almost dragged Talbot

over. The shock came near to disloeating
his arm.  But he did net lose his nerve,
He reached down quickly and grabbed
Crooke's  other arm. Crooke's feet
scrabbled at the face of the quarry for
foothold; then they slipped, and he hung
limply, all his weight thrown upon
Talbot’s strong arms and straining body.
Aund Reginald Talbot gritted his teeth,
and tried to dig his tees into.the turf, and
held on desperately, feeling himself’ sli
ping inch by inch nearer the edge, sceing
no hope of ¢ ragging Crooke up, vet never
r a second thi

nking of letting him go.

“It’s no use!” panted Crooke. ““Aight
as well drop me! I'm not going back to
be sacked ! 1'd as soon be killed !

It
get a foothold.
won't be sacked,
Lyndon, He says
money to cles g 3
now, though you ftook it before it was.
Nobody will know.”

“It’s no good!” panted Crooke. “1

snapped Talbot. *“Try to

Don’t give in! You
I wrote to Uncle
Fou can have the
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can feel you comin’ over. Better let

go!”

Perhaps in that awful moment some
unselfish impulse moved Crooke—perhaps
he really felt that it was hardly fair
"Palbot should perish with him But

Talbot would not loose hi
is doubtfal

! whether, had Crook
, Crooke would have loosed

Inch by inch nearer! Teeth set hard,
arms racked with pain, body tense with
strain, . toes striving vainly, Talbot
struggled, despaired, yet would not let

o!

“We're coming !’ yelled a voice behind
him, and the Terrible Three rushed up—
not a second too soon !

Mnrmm'i and Lowther seized Talbot's
ey Tom Merry threw himself by his
chum’s side. Even yet, for all he had
done and suffered, Talbot had fight left
in him. Tom may have horne more than
haif the t of dragging Crooke into
safety, but it was not much more ; Talbot
did a manful share.

Then he fainted dead

away, and
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Craoke lay, moaning and gasping, by
side,

Before thz\v reached St, Jim’s, Crooke
carried on Tom Merry's sturdy back
Talbot propped up by Manners and
Lowther, they met a score or more of the
Shell and Fourth, under the leadership—
as Grundy imag: ned— of Grundy. And
when they went in it was by the gate.
Crooke’s condition rendered the affair
past hiding.

Talbot spent a couple of days in sanny.
(rooke was there over a_week. On the
day tmt lw came out Colonel Lyndan

visiber m's an saw his two
nephey What passed no one was ever
told; not even Tom Merry, who, with

Manners and Lowther, heard the rest of
the story. But Gore returned to No. §,
and Crooke went back to No. 7 and the
congenial companionship of Racke; and

from that it might be guessed that
Colenel Lyndon saw no further hape
from anything Talbot could do for
CUraoke.

He had heard the whole story, though,

hual:md he knew that

15

Talbot had done his

best, None could have done mere; few

| would have doue as much.

Somehow, in spite of Grundy, neither
Racke nor Crooke was ever brought to
that Form trial.  The excitement sim-
mered down while Crooke lay in sanny,
and it did not seem worth while to stir
in the matter when he came out. The
cash taken from Trimble by Grundy went
to the Red Cross funds, much to Baggy’s
disgust. But Baggy also got off more
easily than he deserved.

Mare than one fellow suspected—threa
knew-—that there was more behind
Crooke Ell ht than was ever told. But,
thoogh Creoke could bardly be more

despised, Talbot was even more highly
honoured because of the happenings of
that moonlight night in July.

THE END.
(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim's — “TOM MERRY & CO’S
TRIUMPH ! "—by Martin Clifford.)

i THE TWINS FROM TASMANIA. i

The twing are Philip De:
until Terently with Flip (Phil
him with Vavasour,
eyes in a fight with Ponsonby.
at the outset, takes to gambling.
the warning ** Police ' Is heard,
that the only thing for hin
has run away from Greyir

Gog;

on the edge of a steep downfall.
are found in an exhausted state by Si

im’s fello
Ton before the girls and several Iianclife amd GresTrisrs JEniOrs,

Trouble in the Form-room.

0 OME in!" rapped cut Mr. Mobbs,
The door opened, and a figure in
khaki appeared.

Fot a mofient o one recognised thie
mew-comer. Then Gadshy gave a ga
Tt was Mr. Bert Chi fo'be quite up

to date, Private Cl Ilﬂ\u uf the Kentish
Fu-mers
By Jove!” hreathed Ponsonby, also recog-

nising him,  “ What's that dashed lout want
here, Gaddy ?*

Chiker groulcd something in Mr.
car. No one else heard what be said.
not appear 1o please Mr. Mobbs,

“1 say, Goggs,” whispered Tmuu}! “Cocky
)w\.er did all that talkin’, did he
did no talking at-all until the
n.mb cage. 1 wnderstand
that be ' »eir}um talks in the dark.”

“Then—

%1 did it with my little voice, Tunstal

“ By Jupiter! What & chap you lre'
Smithson an’ the r of them ought to be
sutisfied. They wanted Mobhy ragged,an’ you
fairly ragged him, old top

“1 rather fancy, Tun»tal! that they will he
hml thpu‘: before the Jl[!rﬂﬂ&)n finishes. 1
know the—er—gentleman in khaki. He and
me- ucar Mr. Mobhs do not appear, to be hit-
ting it off too well. And when the gentleman
in kbaki disagrees with anyone he Lo
judge by my shght previous acquaintance with
himm—a tendency to be vielent. I do hope "and
trust be will not be violent with the dear

Mobhs®
It did

]

K
\’\ ell,

e will, by Jupiter!® answered
But possibly what Goggs meant was not 5o
chat Tunstall meant.
Thc‘c were signs about Private Chiker of
possible violence if he did not get
His fuce was almost purple with anger.
of Mr. Mobls was scarlet. They were plainly
not of the same mind about the matter under
|LN spon.
eyes were upon them. Cocky was quite
lurgnm n for the time being. As the Cater-
pillar rcmurlofl to Frank Courtenay, a new
turn had begl
& (,atur;ullar had now tumbled to Chiker's
identity, though he only remembered the
fellow frem his encounters with him on the
Iooter-fleld. He could kardly be said to have

way
That

ent, of Higheliffe, and his sister Philippa,of

p) at Higheliffe, but is now at Cliff Honse. 'l

His best chums, Merton and Tunstall, arc away from the school for a ti

In their absence Flip gets too friendly with Pon and the rest of the nuts, a
He goes with the nuts to a gambling den at Courtfiekd, qua
Flip comes to himsell in a cellar, bound hand and foot.

to do Is to run away, as returning to Higheliffe means certain k\]wulcmn

: nklingham comes to
tramp for some time, and eventuallty inr- their way.
By a trick Pon,
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has

Higheliffe. Flip and Hazel
iazel disappears from view,

Sndde:
wlshy,

and \ avas

!‘u an
Fliy

seen him on the dark night when Chiker had
lvame\i something of Goggs' skill at ju-jitsu.
Vavasour knew him also, and felt quile
as upcomfortable as Pon or Gadsby. Trouble
seemed to Vav to have made a pumwr target
of him recently—and to have got in acum
very good shooting, too. Pon and ad
ag least i but both
of them were down upon
Now Chiker spoke oul. The wonder w

s Flap and Marjorie,

u;nm

he had not done so earlier. Persw
very little in Lis way. But il see rml that he
jon vainly upon Mr. Mcbb,

 roared the barly fetlow, "

d the Fourth.
~How rure ye Ik to me like that, you
low fellon ~mimku1 Mr. Mobl
ere, cheese that! The man’s in K

We mm t ‘eall chaps in khaki names "
voice which sounded like Smithson
it when a man in khaki calls us *

“n * sparrer-
legs,” yknow!® murmured th (..ltl‘rpﬂlur
with a_grin of complete enjoyuw

ain't goin' to pick an’ choose my bl

-
in’ words to & thing like you!” retorted r
hotly, “Matter of that, I never come ere to
‘arf nothink,

talk to you at all.
T rec!

¥ not be a great
; he would appear to
sad judge of character, Goggs, by gad
said the Caterpillar, leaning forward to :p"dk
to the Franklingham junior.

The move drew Chiker's attention to them.

“'Allo! The glass-eyed curate !™ he roared,
almost nurct.unate in his greeting of Goggs.

“ Come Um, ere, my bucko! A m with the
yeller ‘air—that's the lord as talks
through ‘is ‘at all the time! il you he
good enough to step forward dlso, me lord

duke ?*

Shall we go, Goggs?” inquired the Cater-
pillar languidly, ©It will antoy Mobby, at
that.'1 take it, is the programme for
this delightful afternoon.

“Oughi we not to ask \{r Mobhs' permis-
sion, i)? Courey?” returned Goggs mildly.

1 think pot, dear_boy! rather fancy,
y |.nn\\ that he wouldn't give I have my
suspicions that the dear Mobbs ot pleased. ™

Are you coming, you two?? roared Chiker.

“0h, certain} replied the Cate;
arising. “ We could not refuse a request madé

irre
He

and Flip pull
i are sent to the Head, and Yavasour cunresses

< gr idaally recovering,

. They have a aockaton named Cocky, which has been
de an enemy of dsby,
ime, owing to a wnoua acﬂdcnt. to one of Merton’s

who i3 plotting against

t, without any real taste for it
with Pon, and is knocked senseless just as
is let out, however, He makes up his mind

Then he meets Peter Hazeldene, who
go to London, and make for Wayland, They
himself up in the nick of time
Flip and Hazel
and is insulting. Goggs Sghts and thrashes
though at oe time it was thongit he would die.

with h charmin’
ne:
Goggs also arose.
+ 8it dawn!”
But the bull-belld

and distinguished polite-

pped Mr. Mabhs,

¢ of Chiker drowned hiz
voice, and possi eps and De Courey failed
to hear the order. Anyway, they did not it
down. They moved forward.

“There's three more of you as I'm wantin’
roared IuLI‘r s gallows young swell wl mn.
they o Pon—th e is! An’ cunnin’
young mmd by the name of Gadsby—I see ‘im,

! AN a white nvm—.-:l
iV

Fome ot
‘ere, the three of you'!”
“You be hanged, you low cad!” snapped

Cecil Lu “-uhh\
Gads our did not speak. But
mey ~(uck 10
you (l:)n( come, 'l]'\ feteh you--an’ I
1|l ‘urt you!® bellowed Chiker.
“Really, my man, really, 1 cannct
allow this!* fumed Mr. Mobbs,

blazes do you think cares
roared the intruder.
n

“You? 'Oc the
what you allow

5 1 too much bloomin® politeness,
funny face! I took you for some sort of & man
instead of = biessed stuffed monkey ! -
ha " chorused 1he
rtenw frowned.

liked 3fr. Mobbs less than he did; by
seemed to him to be ..‘lr.\mg bhsm,s wor
@ got up.

“Excuse my interference, sir-
“1 shall not exeuse it, Courtenay!
out the master.
for that. But I feel bound to
This man appears to have something
that concerns the Form.»

* rapped

to sy

“He bas nothing whatever to say that I
shall

ullow to be said here!” snapped Mr.

ke umr error, codfish-

“Kiss me, and cail be Rinert:* murmured
Cocky.

“1 would s|=gg{'st. that you might allow him
tong as he refrains from in-
is or wulemr,” id Courtenay. “We wil
cw that Derwent wasn't given fair play ; but




v

Every Wednesday.

If this

wo don't hnos e whole story
wan has anything 1o tell ns—
refuse to allow him to
¥ou to be silent, Courtenay !
“Cheerio, comrade ! shouted Chiker,
i the bac vith a foree ti
uq'h. in his approval of Fr.
1 mwle, - = You're a man,
—ten e lr}m this bezuty
“might b
A )
i you
inens el
spindle- hy
. Foxy-1s

peak, and I order

on

You
* roarsd Llllkr‘r I'\IYI-
Fd

‘old your

Come to that, T ain’t hein’
ll—[ 'm only tellin’ Uil.- lantern.
te the truth, an’ where's the

“ Courtenay, go at once to the Sixih Form
room, Tequest the presenc
v Togram I commanded
sentl for a dozen or -
said Chiker ’rumﬂl nti
\l r =hift 10
ourtenay did not moy
iman shoulid he heare

I ihink 1!|z
<1

it JJU“eY\
“HL“\ through u.u treachery of mm. - here,
o that they have. heen
want to heur th ¥

¥You, Courtenay! Whis is flat

sir.

Hiai iwr it
o it

Hear, I
There W us
the major
P

5 15 l.uurhﬂ.n refuses abedicn
] do tie the favour of taking my
asked Mr. Mobbs, almost plea

= By pad, T can’t m::to see “Franky
nnlﬁr n' Pon bheiu’ paolitely uquvsl ol
Cuterpillar quite audibly
Hm r:-mu way rotter always
si) " howled Smitlizon, almost Loside

“adays that
bid 0

loor
n’ a

1
fi

30
his

tell s otld ain. t i
But they ¢ J*lrl\ r= i !]I-ll’ ou  the whole
Chik 5t likely to be even more
Tabbs waz In 8 verr diflientt po r:f.n,

|||n not re \II\ it H t k

]i‘

L aal i
) :lm i thiuight of scding
and the other big fello
aded the Head's Knowi
do much with Dr. Voys:
last few
. everything., He
difficulty.
el 1l

thing

perati
L(m;.lk\
But be fairly
Mr, Mabbs could
bt he' had redli
he
0

For Next Wednesday :
' TOM MERRY & CO'S TRIUMPH "
By Martin Clifiord.
a siory of the old; rollicking, japinz
I know some of my readers pre ferto
t? 1 1 think they would g?t Lired
I they had it at every meal. The
ting 'nn\r» ‘tween St -Jim's and the
mar School i< an old theme which never
i and this partie
of its predeves: of ‘that
That the title indicates who comes
olit on top in the end does not matter much’;
there is a great deal to read of before the end
comes, and. Tom Merry & Co. are not on top
aiite all the time, Tmp: nations play their
part in the yarn; and paint is applied to faces s
and Dr. Monk, of llm Grammar School, s
shocked by the guise in which some of bis
return to the home fold after Lhings
e lnpprnml to them; and Lacy comes in
and Cardew and Lowther are promi-
tut 1 think that is cnough,

m‘nl and——

The

THE GEM LIBRARY

The feeling of the Form was d ul Azl

him. He could on Do on
Gaddy and Vav, whom he had ih ta
suve, webe useless in this crisis. Th mq of
the nu ul || one, h-\ri fallen uw:

e,

Monson m:!\nr alone was Im;li in this
He had
K

a pal, had done
of backing up Pan than Pot
done for him.

But as for Drury and Pelham and the
of the nnts, went  with

After all, they had never profited by Mohi
sycophancy as had Pon and these other thrie
For & bricl time. at least, they th;

a vmrl!ﬂer lea
even far
understood that

fumed Mr.

FILL IN THIS FORM
ORDER FORM FOR THE "GEM.ﬂ

Frank Courte
Cecil
" sport *
div

inferior
word of

l’uaiun!: .

ToMe. . . Newsagent

(il in name)

Will vou he good enongh to order and
keep for me each week wuntil further
notice a copy of THE GEM LIBRARY,
at13d., which T undertake to accept ?

Stuned
AP wuiewimewnirsini i 5 veas
Dt voans e

AND HAND IT TO YOUR NEWSAGENT !
B Y VoV

\[r.tm fairly chok
ot will suffer this later
Nu one there _m;n ared greatly .'\l'lru'“:l at
L dire threat. For some’ time after this
“Mobbs - was likely o be rat er an in-
:.mctnc tyrant. -
then, you there 1
Step up in [mm. and look cheerful,
Kled Smithson
e Yo comin',  or
Hu oian in khaki
\ Courtenay

roared Chiker.
Pon !+
ain’t you  nof

me. Ponso
Fourth

appeating to
smppm the :mpcr of the:
I sught this

-
“You

. Mohhs
6eInE, arul U'm dertainly

t oh et you,
ot woink to ir

IN A GOOD CAUSE.
You may have heard before that the Govern-
ment  wint fruit-stones and hard nutshells
o,

“The \Mr has taught ns a good deal about
the va of what have in the past been
looked ulmn as waste substances. Here |z
one more instance of t|

That you will all be glad to do what you can
to lielp in the collection ncked for when you
kiow }o! what purpose the shells and stones
are needed, I am sure. For it iz one that must
appeal to us all

They will be converted into charcoal, to
be nsed in re pirators for the wnluuou of
our troops against poison-gas assaults,
£ It has heen discovered that the charcoal
made from these things has quite an unusual
power of absorpti

Fruit is scarce this year,
hardly be so plentiful as usual,
the more reason ‘for taking care that-mone
shall he wasted—not a stone or a shell. w1t
a muddlesome sort ot ;ob the collecting nem.

and_nuts ean
But that is all

Three-haltpence,

the evil im’ik Cru |n~ face told the wrath that
hin

burned within
Long past now

|L11Iul (In days when he

had lorded it over the form, when
such as Smithson and H nooan Vates
had trembled at bis nod.

Now he was in a tight corner,
were ready to bay him,
stag who turns af the

and they
as hounds bay the
at m mc»t them.

, Therc was some dignity about Poj . see-
ing no hetter might be, he I-n his p] ¢ ane
ent forward. ° Fals¢ pride upheid him.

Bie bhardly felt shame for what
done.  He was a law untp himselr,
even thoigh his fac hore th c:ularlp

3 = cabsurd in

n
\ which he held Lis head hj
Caterpillar approved his hm”‘llll., It
not often  Ceeill  Ponsonby collapsed
and when he did Rupert de Conrey
fecling “of  disappoint-

was

utterly,

always bad a quecr
ent,

a turn-up

by gad!"
: ear of (.mva=

ad little shame in him. He had

wided pride. but less than Pon

1. but it could servo

and pride

hc—';\')ﬁ_.
the

m‘th a
reat

. zc hiliehs
Lnura<' he had ped him now,

and thougk b MJ\ cheeks fia ll|‘.ul !lr‘ did Dm ir\nk
whally
H\lt

Gur, white-faced, ah:ftyn,;hl
-m‘i {mdd\ like a ulum]ed Tiowind.
guilty of the three, perhaps—thouglh
guilt was black enough—he looked. the

(hn}.\r crooked a finger at Frank Cour-
tenay N

I zood as to come out ere.
=i stand close up to me, ml

i me. a oner in the ribs whene
1 “rdwords at that eathien imag.
there -

The rc

Fle nodded towards Mr, Mabbs,
which he treat Courten
vontrast’ to his contempt fnrk the
wster. . But Chiker, even at his »rrat
had had some dim notion of tlw
that make up manhood. And he ot at
llli worst now. - He had donmed Llw King's
and b had come @ m gheliffe, oy of
used notion of seeing justice done.
; nrly hrutn leU. rough and
. but he looked & man

wlillng, came out. il
tor. He took uo notice of

“heauties, you l!\rl:'(‘ ain’t.

pointing a finger at Pou

Oh, 1 amn’t much “better
ain't L

hut your

chnnces--'n L rew?

ed it low down on voung Derwent; an’

timu It nothin® much of it at the time.
i =n't no pal of mine, an’ T was gume ta
u ]hll though I never got ;m:! \Imt

LI :'H.\I s your grievance-——" sno. Lr:d Pon

sonby.
“It ain‘t—not now
me any of yvour JA[L\

that, T should say
15 Tancud, honid,no bit b

(To be continued.)

. one has pockets, g
ks w in many shops with
,.nmm- showing that they are for the collee-
and notshell Stone-and
being formed. No doubt
¢ able to join one of thes
will Vhien are they not ready

to hrl{x" ¢ Scouts, of conrs
Here is your chance aolboy
girls will also give their aid
many “of you rcn;vc in

I know ; hat,




