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CAUGHT AT THE SAFE!

l.(A s;emtlonal Incident from the gripping Long Complete School Story’called
: - “A Christmas Bombshell.”)
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The finest Hobby in|
the World for Boys|

IT is heaps be ffzer fun making real
els than playing with

toys that somebody else has made.
With Meccano you can build scwres of

" fine models—a new one every day if ;
Cranes, Towers, Motor-Cars, Fire
Escapes—you can build anything that works

working mo

you like.

with Meccano.

A Splendid New M

Choose Meccano for Your Chrisimas Present

MECCANO

ENGINEERING FOR BOYS.
FREE TO BOYS

of their play hours.

addresses with your own,. Put No,
for reference. Write to-day.

l§ This is-a beautiful new book which
| shows boys how to enjoy every minute
It explains in a
l}l simple way the joys of Meccano. It is
i beautifully illustrated and each page is
brimming with boy fun and happiness.

How to get a Free Copy

-Just show this page to three chums and send us their names
after your name

Meccano Limited, Binns Road, Liverpool.

Complete
Cutfits
-t0180/-

Working’
Model of

a. Crane,

Book.

e ¥

NICKEL

SILVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

2 /_ ONLY. YOU
\ HAVE WATCH
1\ WHILST PAYING FOR IT.

Gent's full-size Railway-timekeeping Keyless
Lever Watech. Stout Nickel Silver Damp and
. Dustproof cases, plain dial, perfectly balanced
superior Lever movement splendxd timekeeper.

\ S the dark), 2/- extra. Wrist, 2/- extra, Ladies’
\&" or Gent’s. il 2

WE vﬁﬁunﬂ either of these watches on receipt of P.0. for
- After receiving watch you send us a further 2/- and
pmmise o pay the remaining balance by weekly or monthly
instalments. For cash with order enclose 14/- only. Five years'
warranty given with every watch.
To avoid disappointment send.2/- and 6d. extra postage at once.
No unpleasant inquiries. All orders executed in rotation.

C. KAVANAGH & CO. (Dept. 20),

68, BISHOPSGATE, LONDON, E.C. 2.

- Price 15/- each. Luminous dial (see time in §

direct from factory at wholesale prices /%
and SAVE POUNDS. Wo:ld's finest /&

massive: Table Grands, Portable- N 2
Hornless and exquxsl(cly coloured = N

horn IVE ph - N 7
to select from. Grand bargains [F& g_‘

Columbia, Rega
in Columbia, tdi:::?ﬁen G%———\‘

and Daccas. Immediate delivery.
Sent on1o days’ trial, packed free, car-
riage paid. ~6 recurdq (52 tunes) and 400N
[ needles i
or money remnded. Send postcard now
for the biggest and most beautifully
illustrated art catalogue ever issued.

MEAD CO. (DEPT. G108),

Rudge Whnworth Lid.

Makers of
Bicycles, Motor Bicycles,
Steel Balls & Ball Bearings,
Detachable Motor Car Wheels, &
COVENTRY,BIRMINGHAM,LONDON |, Sty

Rudga it! Don’t Trudge it

‘““DARE-DEVIL” AIR GUN.

The Dandiest Air Gun Extant! It’s it! Will teach you to shoot
straight, train the eye, and cultivate the judgment of aim. Fine for
birds, rats, rabbits, etc. Grand sport shooting bottles. ~Splendid for
indoor taxgeb-practme competitions. = Just the thing for dull evenings:
Interesting, fascinating, amusing, and instructive. Comes to you com-
plete with a supply of shots, darts, targets, ete., securely packed, for
: A 7/9 and 6d. extra for part carriage, direct from 'PHE
SOUTHERN !RHOUBIBS (Dept. 32), 41, Newington

Butts. LONDOM. S.E.

j& BUY SAVINGS CERTIFICATESQ

PRESENIS THAT PLEASE—
AND LAST TO0O.

Punch Ball and Platform, complete, 59/6. Box-
ing Gloves, 8/6, 13/6. All leather, 16/6. Cham-
pionship Pdttem (worth 35/-), 25/-. Punch
Balls (ceiling and floor), 18/6, 22/6. Footballs
(Cowhide, full size), 10/6, 12/6, 15/8; 12 panel,
16/6; 18 panel (chrome), 21/6. Postage 9d.
SEND FOR FULL LIST.
TOM cAHPENTER 69, MORCAMBE STREFT,
LWORTH S.E. 17.

INCREASE YOUR HEIGHT S5iRaL il 2/6

Ross System never fails., Price 7/6, complete. Particulars 2d. stamp.
@&~ P. ROSS, 16, LANGDALE ROAD, SCARBOROUGH. B8
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= Tom Merry and Co. away for their Christmas Holiday.
CHAPTER 1. . “We'd simply love to come!” said
Breaking Up ! Tom Merry, his eyes sparkling.

[ REAT news, you fellows!”
- Talbot of the Shell made
that announcement from the

doorway of Tom Merry’s study.

There was a letter in Talbot’s hand,
and a healthy flush on his cheeks.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—
the Terrible Three—looked up inquir-
ingly. They were taking their ease in
their study, for there was no prep. to be
done that evening, owing to the fact that
St. Jim’s broke up on the morrow for the
Christmas vae.

The holiday spirit- prevailed every-
where. And discipline, on this last night
of the term, was'at a discount.

From the dusky quadrangle came the
shrill battle-cries of the snow-fighters, as
they bombarded the fortresses of their
rivals. =

In Tom Merry’s study the conditions
were cosy and cheerful. ~A log-fire blazed
and crackled in the grate, on the bars of
which a number of chestnuts were ranged
in a row. But the chestnuts were for-

< gotten now, and the eyes of the Terrible
Three were fixed upon Talbot.

“Trot oubt the joyful tidings, old
sport I”” said Monty Lowther, ;

‘“Have you fellows made your arrange-
ments-for the vac?” asked Talbot.

“ We’d arranged to go to Gussy’s place,
unless something else turned up,” said
Tom Merry. “ But we don’t like poach-

~ing on Lord Eastwood’s generosity too
much. We were there last Christmas,
and in the summer as well. And Lord
.. Eastwood will begin to get sick of the
.-sight of our chivvies.”
“Then what do you say to coming to
_my uncle’s place ?” said Talbot.
3 Eh?”
“He’s sent me an invitation, and he
“says I'm to bring as many friends as I
like.” -
“Oh, ripping !”” said Manners. _ “You
mean Colonel Lyndon, of course ?*
4 Yes.9) A =

“Good !” said Talbot. *“We'll call it
settled, then. T’ll arrange for a char-a-
banc to take us over to Lyndon House.”

“A  char-a-banc?” echoed Monty
Lowther. ““Why, you’re not taking the
whole giddy family of us, are you?”

“There will be a dozen, at least,” said
Talbot. ‘I shall invite Blake, and Gussy,
and Herriss, and Digby, and, of course, I
can’t leave Figgy & Co. out of the
picture. - Then there will be Bernard
Glyn, and Miss Marie, and Crooke.”

The Terrible Three made wry faces at
the mention of the last name.

“I know what you fellows are think-
ing, ”said Talbot. “You're not exactly
pining for the society of a black sheep.
But Crooke’s my cousin, and I'm bound
to count him in. Besides, it’s the time of
peace and goodwill, and all the rest of it;
and I've no doubt Crooke will behave
decently. If he doesn’t, we shall know
how to deal with him.”

“That’s s0,”” said Tom Merry.

At that moment the door of the study
opened, and Crooke of the Shell looked

in.

“Talk of angels, and you're bound to
hear the flapping of their giddy wings!”
said Monty Lowther, '

Crooke scowled.

“I’ve been hunting for you high and
low, Talbot " he said..

“Well, here T am,” said Taibot good-
naturedly. “What do you want?”

“TI hear that uncle’s mvited you to his
place for the vac.”

Talbot nodded.

“Well, why- didn’t he invite me?”
growled Crooke.

“I'm not good at conundrums,” said
Talbot. “I expect he thought that one
invitation covered both of us. Anyway,
you're welcome to come.” -

“Thanks !” said Crooke bitterly. “The
favourite nephew condescends to invite
the despised one. Such kindness is touch-
ing {”

“Don’t be a cad, Crooke!” said Tom
Merry sharply. “It's jolly decent of

)
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Talbot to invite you, and you ought to bes
grateful !”

“I am.” said Crooke. = “I'm simply
oozing with gratitude. But Talbot knows
as well ‘as I do that I shall have a jolly
thin time during the vac. When it comes
to currying favour with uncle, Talbot’s
an easy first, and I'm nowhere !”

“That’s enough, Crooke !”” said Talbot,
his eyes gleaming. “Don’t try my
patience too far, unless you want to leave
this study on your neck !”

Crooke was about to make an angry
retort, but he checked himself, and siroda
out of the study, closing the door with a
slam which echoed the length of the Shell
passage.

“*Charming polite sort of customer,
isn't- he 2’ said Monty Towther. “It's
not surptising that he isn’t the apple of
the colonel’s eye.”" y

“I hope, for his own sake, that he
plays- with a straight bat durihg the
vac,” said Talbot. “If he starts any of
his caddish tricks, he’ll’ find himself in
Queer Street !” =

After further conversation with the
Terrible Three, Talbot went along to
Study No. 6, in the Fourth Form
passage, and communicated the good
news to Jack Blake & Co., who wers
transported into the seventh heaven of
delight.

“This is weally wippin’ of Colonel
Lyndon !’ said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“I’m suah we shall have a toppin’ time !
Did ‘you say you were awwangin’ for a
ch‘ztr—a-b:/’mc, Talbot, deah boy ?”’

‘Yes.”- :

“Better make it a pantechnicon, old
chap,” said Jack Blake. *Gussy. will
have about a gross of hat-boxes to go on
board !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, weally, Blake——""

“You'd better start packing right
away, Gussy,” said Herries. “If you
begin now, and work steadily through
the night, you'll be almost ready by tea
o’clock to-morrow morning !”.

‘“Ha, ba, hat”
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4 Get this

“I take it you've no objection to my
bringing Towser along, Talbot ?”’ Herries
went on. 2

““Sorry, but I've a very rooted objec-
tion !”” was the reply.

“Heal, heah!” chimed in Arthur
Augusius.  “Towsah has no wespect
whatevah for a fellah’s twousahs!”

“Fa, ha, ha!”

“Why, that buildog of mine’s as harm-
less as a—a conscientious gbjector!”
shouted Herries.

“Then he’d better follow the example
of a conchy, and stay behind !’ chuckled
Jack Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was finally decided, by a majority of
four to one, that Towser should remain
at St. Jim’s, in the care of the house
dame. ¥

After soothing the ruffled feelings of
Herries, Talbot made his way to the
New House, and extended his invitation
to Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn.

That cheery trio was delighted beyond
measure. .

On his way back across the dusky quad,
Talbot spotted Bernard Glyn, whose in-
ventive genius was leading him to con-
struct a gigantic snow-man.

“T’ve been working on this for hours,”
he explained to Talbot. - ‘“And every
time I get the figure complete, a volley
of snowballs comes along and bheheads
it !1?

Talbot laughed.

“Made your arrangements for the vac
yet 77’ he asked.
© “I'm going to my.pater’s place. Tt
will be ripping, of course. All the same,
T’d rather be with a crowd.”

“T'm taking a big party to Lyndon
House,” said Talbot. * Care to come?”

“Rather !’ said Glyn joyfully.

“ All serene, then. Char-a-banc leaves
here at-ten o'clock in the morning.” -

Talbot passed on, leaving Bernard Glyn
to make yet another attempt to complete
his snow-man. He went up to the sana-
torium, where he found Marie Rivers, his
girl chum, seated before a blazing fire.
She had no patients to attend to—nobody
dreamt of falling ill on the eve of the
vac—and she was looking rather gloomy.
She had arranged to spend the vacation
in London, with her father, but John
Rivers had been summoned to take up a
case on behalf of Scotland Yard, and so
the arrangement was squashed.

“Wherefore  that ~ worried look,
Marie 7" asked Talbot, :

Marie looked up. .

“I've been brooding,” she said, with a
smile.  “I know it’s awfully selfish of
me, but Ive been thinking that my
Christmas will be what you would call a
wash-out.”

“Rats I’ said Talbot. ‘“You're com-
ing to Lyndon House with the rest of us.
My uncle told me to invite as many
friends as I like, and I'm not leaving
you -out, Marie. You'll come, of
course ?”’

Marie said she would be delighted.
And Talbot, his party complete, tele-
phoned to the garage at Wayland and
made arrangements for the char-a-banc to
be at St. Jim’s next morning.

The last evening of the term was a
very merry one. .

There was a concert in Big Hall, and |

when it was over there was plenty of
speechifying. ~ Even M. Ratcliff, the
nsually ‘sour, ill-tempered “master of the
New House, unbended to the extent of
wishing everybody a really good time.
Then Mr. Railton made a happy speech,
which was cheered to the echo.

But these scenes were as nothing to the
scenes which took place next morning.

The snow-covered guadrangle was
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thronged with an eager, jostling, good-
humoured crowd.

Trunks and bags and travelling-rugs
were in evidence; and when the station
hack arrived, to take the first batch of
holiday-makers away, there was a storm
of cheering.

The members of Talbot's party were
lined up under the old archway. They
were almost hidden from view by Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy’s enormous stack of
luggage.

Jack Blake’s estimate of a gross of hat-
boxes was an exaggerated one; but there
were at least half a dozen, to say nothing
of a tremendous trunk.

Arthur Augustus was not the only

junior who was well equipped with
luggage. .
In addition to his gladstone bag,

Bernard Glyn had a large hamper, which
excited the curiosity of his schoolfellows.

“What on earth have you got in that
hamper, Glyn ?”’ asked Figgins.

¢ Ask no questions, and you’ll be told
no whoppers !” was the reply.

“Surely your wardrobe isn’t so ex-
tensive as Gussy’s?” said Monty Low-
ther. “Not bringing a dozen suits with
you, are you?”’

“I'm bringing one. It’s in my bag.”

“Then what’s in the hamper 7"’ !

“T’ll give you six guesses,” said Glyn,
“and you must promise that if you’re not
successful you’ll ask no more questions.”

“Right you are! Is it clothes?”

“ No.il

“Grub of any sort?”

“No.”

“ A collection of oddments?”

“ No.)!

“Then I give it up.”

“I believe he’s smuggled Herries’
bulldog into the hamper !”’:said Manners.

“No, he hasn’t,” said Herries. ‘ Tow-
ser’s down in the kitchen.’”

The contents of Bernard Glyn’s hamper
remained a mystery. It was only too
obvious that the schoolboy inventor had
a secret of some sort. But he refused
to enlighten his school-fellows as to the
nature of it.

Just as ten began to chime from the
old clock tower, a large motor char-a-
banc swung in at the gateway of St.
Jim’s. 33

“Here we are!” said Talbot: “Every-
body's here, I take it?”

“All present, sergeant-major!” mur-
mured Monty Lowther.

The char-a-banc rumbled to a halt.
Marie Rivers. was assisted into the
vehicle, and the juniors followed. Will-
ing hands hoisted their luggage up after
them. ;

“Good luck, you fellows!” said Harry
Noble. “Mind you take care of Gussy!”
. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“I twust, Kangawoo,” said Arthur
Augustus severely, ‘“that I am quite
capable of lookin’ aftah myself!”

“Hallo! What does Tagzy want?”
said Tom Merry, as the schiool porter
came shuffling on the scene.

“A tip, you bet!” muttered Fatty
Wynn. ;

“Which I ’opes as ’ow you’ll ’ave a
good ’ollerday, young gents,” said
Taggles. “I should like to drink yer
’ealth on:Christmas Day.”

“That’s all right, Taggy,” said Monty
TLowther. ‘There’s plenty of water -in
the fountain !”’

Ha, ha, ha!”

“Which I've served you young gents
faithfully durin’ the term,” said Taggles.
“An’ it’s the custom to show some slight

rekkernition of my services.”

“Quite wight, deah boy!” said Arthur
Augustus.  “ Catch !”

And he tossed a two-shilling piece to
the porter.

- Taggles caught the coin on his nose,
and he emitted a yelp of anguish.

Other coins followed, and Taggles went
down on his hands and knees in the snow,
and scooped up the spoils.

“Thank you kindly, young gents !”” he
said, as the char-a-banc started off. “A
Merry Christmas, an’ many of ’em!” |

“Same to you, Mr. Pussyfoot!” said
Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The char-a-bane, with its cargo of
happy passengers, rumbled away towards
the school gates. And the St. Jim's
fellows who had not yet taken their
departure set up a ringing cheer, which
was answered by an even louder cheer
frém Tom Merry & Co.

“Hurrah!”

“’Au revoir, you fellows!”

“See you next term!”

The char-a-banc swung through the
gateway, and disappeared down the
snow-covered road. And the joyous
cheers of its schoolboy passengers rang
out over the mantled fields.

The Christmas vac had begun.

CHAPTER 2.
What Crooke Overheard !
YNDON HOUSE was a far cry
l from St. Jim’s, but the motor
char-a-banc - covered the miles
swiftly. .

When the fine old Georgian mansion
came in sight, the high spirits of the
juniors rose even higher.

There was an atmosphere of warmth
and welcome about the cheery old place,
and Colonel Lyndon’s tall, military figure
could be seen on the front steps.

But when the juniors clambered down
from the char-a-banc, and exchanged
greetings with the colonel, they were
rather startled to observe that he was
looking thin and wan. The last time
they had seen him his cheeks had been
bronzed, and he was the picture of
health.

Talbot commented on
changed appearance. ;
. “You aren’t looking fit, uncle,” he said
anxiously.

Colonel Liyndon smiled.

“I'm not growing younger,” he said.
“The years are beginning to tell, and
mine has been a strenuous life. But
don’t let us talk of morbid things. I
am delighted to see that you have
brought a big party, Reginald.”

And the colonel shook hands all round.

It was noticed that he greeted Crooke
rather coldly ; and that was hardly to be
wondered #t, for the colonel had made
inquiries from time to time concerning
the progress of his two nephews, and he
had learned from the Head that whereas
Talbot had done well and was an out-
standing figure in class and playing-
field, Crooke had been involved in more
than one shady escapade.

The colonel felt that there was a great
difference between the two boys—that
Talbot . was deserving of praise and

the colonel’s

L encouragement, but that Crooke was a

ne’er-do-well. -~ Crooke had had the
advantages of a good upbringing, and
Talbot hadn’t; and yet Talbot was far
and away the better fellow. of the two.

Crooke saw that he was not being
received with open arms, and his was
the only scowling face among the whole
party as Colonel Lyndon led the way ta
the dining-room, while the manservants
dealt with the juniors’ luggage.

Lunch was a merry meal.

Although far from -well, the colonel
threw himself heart and soul into the
task of entertaining his guests. And
within a few moments of their arrival
everybody felt at home.



_he wasn’t keen on outdoor

Next week’s

When the meéal was over the colonel
lighted a cigar.

“You must make your own plans for |-

this afternoen, my boys,” he said.
“Unfortunately, I shall not be able to
be with you, as my family lawyer Js
arriving for an important consultation.”

Crooke pricked up his ears.

What did this mean?

Did the important consultation men-
tioned by the colonel affect him—Crooke
~—m any way?

“I feel sure you will not be at 2 loss
as to how to enjoy yourselves,” said
Colonel Lyndon, with a smile.

“No jolly fear, sir!” said Mont
Lowther. “The lake's frozen over, §
believe?”

”

“Then we’ll go and teach Gussy how
to skate"’

&% H lm ')]

“\Veally, Lowthah, 1 wegard that as
bein’ the suggestion of a cwass ass !” said
Arthur Augustus. “ You know jollay well
that I can skate you off your feet!”

Shortly afterwards, Tom Merry & Co.
set out on their skating expedition.

Marie Rivers accompanied them, but
Crooke remained behind, partly because
sport, but
mainly because he wanted to find out
what his uncle wanted with the family
lawyer.

The latter gentleman arrived in due
course, and was shown into the library.

As soon as the butler had.ushered the
lawyer in, Crooke tiptoed along the
corridor, and took up his positicn outside
the door.

He heard the two men exchange a few
commonplaces. Then Colonel Lyndon
remarked : 3

“I proposc to draw up a new will,
Winfield. As you know, I am in failing
health, and although I may have another
ten years of life in front of me, it is as
well to be prepared for eventualities.”

“Then the present will—the one you
drew up a year ago—is not to stand?”
saldl\fhe lawyer.

The two men continued to converse,
but in so low a tone that Crooke could
not catch their conversation. He edged
closer to the door, and applied his ear
to the keyhole in true Baggy Trimble
style. He caught the murmur of voices,
but could not distinguish what was said.

Presently, however, he heard  the
colonel thump the table with his fist.

“No !” he exclaimed angrily. “I am
quite determined on that point, Winfield.
The young rascal shall not inherit a
single penny of mine!”

Crooke’s heart beat guickly. He could
not doubt that he was the object of the
colonel’s wrath.

The kindly
protest.

“Come, Lyndon, that is rather hard on
the boy ! It is true that his school career
has not been all that it should be. It is
true that he has played fast and loose,
and sown his wild oats. But that is
merely ‘a phase. . He will grow out of
it, as many othérs have done. Why,
you yourself, Lyndon, when you were at
Eton, could hardly be called a paragon
of all the virtues!”

. “That is true,” admitted the colonel.

"“Well, then, you should 'temper
justice with mercy. To cut the boy off
without a single penny will be the surest
way of sendmg him to the dogs.
character will not -be iniproved by your
taking such a step. Rather the reverse.’

There was an interval of silence. Then
the colonel said:
ﬁer‘l‘ Well what do you suggest,

‘Ciogke tried Lard to catch what

old lawyer began to

HISY

Win-

for the old lawyer spoke in a very low
tone.

But the junior’s curiosity was rouseu
to 1ts highest pitch.

He knew what was in the wind. ITe
knew that Colonel Liyndon contemplated
drawing up another will, and that, but
for the intervention of the lawyer Le

1 would have cut off his errant nephew

without a penny.

Even now the colonel might “adhere
to his original intention, and make no
provision’ whatever for Crooke.

The junior set his teeth. And he re-
solved, there and then, that he would
get a ghmpse of the will somehow, and
discover if he was to benefit thereby or
if all the colonel’s money and property
were to go to Talbot.

He heard the colonel ring the bell, and
presently the butler and another manser-
vant came on the scene.

Crooke managed to dodge into the
Toom opposite without being seen. He
could guess why the servants had been
summcned They were required to wit-
ness the signing of the will.

As soon as they passed into the library,
Crooke again took up his position outside
the door. But he could hear nothing of
what transpired. And preséntly he
walked away.

“I expect the will will be put in the
safe,” he muttered to himself. “I must
get hold of it somehow. But how?”

There was only one way. He must
go down to the library by night, w hen
the household was asleep.

But the key of the safe would have to
be obtained, and it was probably on
Colonel Lyndon’s person.

This meant that Crooke would have to
visit his uncle’s room, and go through the
pockets of his clothing.

It was a risky undertaking, but the cad
of the Shell was not altogether lacking m
nerve. And he was intensely curious to

know whether he would benefit under his |*
uncle’s will, or whether he would be cut
off without a penny.

“T’lIl do it—TI1l do it to-night!” he

“ Gem ” will -be better -than ever! : ]

muttered.  “Unecle’s 8 sound sleeper,
and once I get hold of the ¥ey of tho
safe the rest will be easy !”

Having formed this ‘resolve, Crooke
wandered round the grounds of "the man-
sion until his schoblfellows, flushed with
their exertions on the ice, came trooping
in to tea.

When It Was Dark !

HEN bed-time arrived, Crooke
found himself allotted to the
same bed-room as Bernard
Glyn. He was not best pleased -

at this, for Glyn was a very cute fellow,
and if he discovered his schoolfellow
getting up in the middle of the night, lre
would ask awkward questions.

Crooke had hoped to get a bed-room to
himself. But in this he was disappointed.

Glyn chatted quite cheerfully to the
cad of the Shell as they undressed; but
Crooke was not in a conversational mood.
He answered sullenly and in mono-
syllables.

“Cheerful sort of bounder, aren’t
you?” said Bernard Glyn, in tones of
exasperation. “‘You can’t even say a
civil word.”

i L you don’t like my company,”
Crooke, “you can clear out!”

He hoped that Glyn would take him at
his word, and decide to spend the night in
another bed-room, with a more amiable
companion.

But Bernard Glyn did not budge:

There were two beds in the room, and
Crooke bagged the one nearest the door.
He hoped to be able to slip out during
the night withont Glyn being any the
wiser.

“Ready for the-light to go out?” he
asked.

“Yesn.”

Crooke reached out for the switch, and
plunged the room into darkness. Then
he got into bed.

“Good-night, Crooke!”
Glyn.
<% Good-night !” growled Crooke.

Within five minutes the cad of the

said

said Bernard

was a figure mantlod in white,
junior.

Coming towards him—it was barely haif a dozen yards away— -
heading stranght for the wretched
{See page 7.)

followed, but ke could not llear a word,
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Shell pretended to be asleep. He gave
vent t¢ an unmusical snore, but when
Glyn thréatened ‘to hutl a boot at him Le
subsided, and contented himself with
breathing deeply. \ .

And presently, after he had been feign-
ing slumber for some time, he actually
did fall asleep. _ : 3

He awoke suddenly, and heard a dis-
tant clock chime out .the hour of mid-
night. Then he remembered his plans,
and sat up in bed. .

'The room was dark and still.

Tt was very warm and comfortable in
bed, but when Crooke was sufficiently
wide ~awake to turn out, he shivered
violently. For a chilling gust of wind
blew in from without, and a hard frost
had set'in. .

Crooke didn’t turn on the electric-light
for fear of waking Glyn. But he had a
torch in his pocket, and this he brought
into use, shading the rays with his hand.

Then he uttered an exclamation of
astonishment,

“My only aunt!”

For Glyn’s bed was empty !

The discovery dismayed Crooke, for he
eould not carry out his scheme while Glyn
was up and doing. :

He stepped to the door, and peercd
into the dark:corridor.
no sign of the fellow who shared lis
Foom.

“Hang him !” snarled Crooke. “He's
knocked my plans on the head! Wonder
where he is?”

It would be unsafe to venture forth in
the circumstances, so Crooke got back
into bed, ;

For upwards of half an hour he
remained awake, but Glyn did not return.
And finally Crooke fell asleep.

When he awoke a shaft of winter sun-
}ight came in at the window.

Bernard Glyn was sitting up. in hed,
yawning. Crooke regarded him
euriously.

“Where did you get to in the night?”
he inquired,

“Aind your own bizney !”

“T woke up at midnight and found
Your bed empty, What were you up

—*It’s no concern of yours,” said Glyn.
“Hallo, there goes the brekker-gong.
We shall have to put a jerk in it.”

And Crocke’s curiosity remained un-
eatisfied. s

All through the day Crooke’s thoughts
were centred upon ‘the will which his
uncle had drawn up. He was determined
to get hold of it and study its contents.
So eager was he that, had the coast been
elear, he would have visited-tle library
in the day-time. But Colonel Lyndon
remained in the library for the greater
part of the day, and Crooke had no
ehance,

Tom Merry & Co. saw very liitle of
Crooke that day. And they were glad
that he kept out of the way, for they had
nothing in common with the cad of the
Skell. .

* In the afternoon they got up a football-
match with the village team, and they
routed the rustics by five goals to uil.

‘Falbot had been in irrvesistible form, and”

he had bagged three goals.

In the evening the juniors went to a
eoncert at the village hall, while Crooke
remained indoors,

That night Crooke’'s opportunity
arvived. e stayed awake until mid-
wight, and then, after ascertaining that
&lyn was sleéping soundly, he put cn
gome clothes, and stole out of the room.

Out in the corridor he paused, with
chattering teeth.

It was very dark and very cold, and
the stillness of the great house was un-
eanny.

The Geyn Liepary. —No. 671,

But_there was

Crooke’s nerves were none too steady,

-and he was half-inclined to go back to

bed. °

But his desire to see the will proved
stronger than his fear. He crept noise-
lessly along the silent " corridor, and
halted at length outside the door of his
uncle’s room.

The door was slightly ajar, and the
sound of deep breathing came to Creoke’s
ears,

“He's asleep !” he muttered.

For some moments he could not muster
up sufficient nerve to act. And, after all,
it required a great deal of nerve to go
into his uncle’s room by stealth, and
purloin the key of the safe. :

© Supposing the colonel were to wake

-and find Crooke in the room?

Presently Crooke hit upon a good
excuse in the event of this happening.
He would tell his uncle that he fancied
he had heard burglars, and had’ there-
fore come to rouse him.

Finally, Crooke screwed his courage to
the sticking-point, and stepped into the
roomn. .

He did not meed to go far.

The colonel’s coat was hanging up
behind the door, and with feverish fingers
Crooke went through the pockets,

Fortune favoured him, for the second
pocket he explored contained a small
Yale key—the key of the safe!

- CHAPTER 4.
The Thief !

ROOKE’S heart was thumping

‘ furiously. He did not remain in

* his uncle’s room a second longer

than he could help. Having

obtained the key,- he hurriedly and

noiselessly withdrew, and made his way
down :the dark staircase.

Although the miost difficult part of his
undertaking—gaining possession of the
key—had been successfully accomplished,
Crooke hesitated quite a long time out-
side the door of the library.

His former nervousness had returned to
him.  He knew that there would be
nobody in the library at that hour of
the night, yet could not nerve himself
to enter.”

Before going to bed Crooke had
devoured a volume of ghost stories—
scarcely a fitting preparation for the task
which confronted him.

His imagination played him tricks as
he stood there in the darkness. He
fancied he heard the clanking of chains
and the swishing of ghostly garments.
A great fear laid hold of him, and the
perspiration stood out in beads on his
forehead.

Presently, however, he pulled himself
together.

“What a beastly funk T am!”’ he mut-
tered. “‘Ag if there could possibly be
such things as ghosts! Those yarns I
read were fictitious—absolutely! There
wasn’'t a single fact in them.”

Having reassured himself, Crooke
iurned the handle of the library door, and
entered. :

The room was in darkness, save for a
subdued, grey light from the window.

Crooke had his electric torch with him,
but he did not bring it into action yet.
He groped his way" towards the safe,
and with some difficulty inserted the key
in the lock.

A moment later the heavy door swung
oper.

Crooke had dropped on to one knee in
front of the safe, and he was delighted
at his success. :

Suddenly, however, he heard a sound
which utterly unnerved him.

It was a rustling sound, and it seemed
to come from the ivy outside the window.

It could not have been caused by tks
wind, for the atmosphere was still,

The rustling continued, and Crooke
fixed his -eyes upon the window. But
he could see nothing.

Nevertheless, he was scared beyond
measure.

His original intention had been to re-
main in the library and rcad the will.
But now his one desire was to get away
from the place as swiftly as possible.

He switched on his electric torch, and
itsf rays illuminated the contents of the
safe.

There was a black tin box, similar to a
cash-box, on one of the shelves. Crooke
promptly pounced upon it.

For a moment he feared that the box
might be locked. To his delight, how-
ever, the lid flew open at his touch.

An important-looking document was re-
vealed. Crooke unfolded it, and caught
sight of the words:

“THE LAST WILL AND TESTA-
MENT OF ARTHUR WILMSLOW
LYNDON!”

The rustling in the ivy continued, and
was louder than before.

Crooke did not dare to read any fur-
ther. He tucked the will into his pocket,
replaced .the tin box in the safe, and
closed the door. But he did not lock it.
He snatched the key, and hurried out of
the room.

His mission had proved successful, but
he was thoroughly terrified. And, in
spite of the darkmess, he went up the
stairs three at a time. He did not
breathe freely until he had gained the
sanctuary of his own roem.

Two minutes later he was in bed, wiih
the will clasped in one hand and his
electric torch in the other. He switched
on the light, and it showed that Bernard
Glyn was still asleep. .

Then, with fast-beating heart, Crooke
commenced to read the document which
had such an important bearing upon his
future.

‘He saw that the major portion of his
uncle’s money and property was be-
gueathed to Talbot, and he could not
repress a savage exclamation.

There were numerous bequests to ser-
vants and to charities, and then Crooke
came upon the following clause:

“ Should. my death occur whilst: my
nephew, Ger#ld Crooke, is still at scheol,
I bequeath to him a sum sufficient to
pay his term-fee, with an additional sum
of two hundred pounds to start him in
business when he leaves.” i

That was all. And but for the inter-
vention of the kindly old lawyer, Crooke
would have been cut off altogether. .:

Instead of being thankful for small
mercies, Grooke was furious. - ¥

Why should Talbot have all the plums?
Why should he inherit the best part of
the colonel's wealth, whilst his cousin
had next to nothing? It was unfair—
‘monstrously unfair! -

“T don’t profess tode a plaster saint,”
muttered Crooke. ‘‘I've sown my wild
oats prefty freely; but I den’t deserve
this!”

He crumpled the will almost savagely
in his hand. And at that.moment
Bernard Glyn stirred in his bed, and
awoke,

“What are you up to, Crooke?” Hhe
asked drowsily.

“Reading,” was the sullen reply.

“Well, buck up and put that light out.
It woke me up.”

Croaoke slipped the will under the bed-
clothes, and switched “off the electiic
torch. He .was very anxious not to
arouse Glyn’s suspicions. For if it ‘was
discoverqd that* he had -gone downstairs
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in’ the night, and opened Colonel Lyn-
don’s safe, there would be ructions.
S What's the time?” inquired Bernard
Glyn. :
“Don’t know, and  don’t
growled Crooke. “I'm going tc
And he turned over, and drew
clothes about his head. :
But sleep was not destined to visit his
eyes that night!

care!”

sieep!”

the bed-

CHAPTER &,
Ghosts that Pass in the Night !
ROOKE waited "‘until he concluded
‘ that Bernard Giyn was asleep.
Then he sat up in bed.
“You awake, Glyn?” he asked
softly. i

There was no response. -

For the second time that night Crooke
slipped out of bed, and put on his clothes.

He had a difficult mission to perform—
equally difficult as the one he had
already accomplished.

The will had to be rsturned to the
safe, and the key of the safe had to be
replaced in Colonel Lyndon’s coat pocket.

Crooke didn’t relish the wprospect of
going down stairs again. But it had to
be done. He dared not leave if tiil the
morning, or Colonel Lyndon would find
that his safe had been opened, and awk-
ward -inquiries would follow.

Noiselessly the cad of the Shell groped
his way to the door, and stepped out into
the corridor.

No sooner had he left the room than
Bernard Glyn, who had been awalke when
Crooke questioned him, sprang out of
bed, and threw a dressing-gown over his
pyjamas.

“Wonder what Crooke's little game
is?”" he muttered. ‘““He’s up to some
shady dodge or other, that's certain. T'll
follow him, and give him a scare!”

Glyn chuckled softly, and went out into
the passage. Further along the corridor
he heard the faint shuffling of Crooke’s
slippered feet.

Opcning the door of a small lumber-
room opposite his bed-room, Glyn dodged
inside, and he was out again in a few
seconds, armed with a shrouded figure.

This was a new invention of his—a
clockwork ghost.

Unknown to his schoolfellows, Glyn had
been busy with the invention for some
time. In the small workshop at St. Jim’s
he had carried out his task undisturbed;
and the mechanical ghost, when practi-
cally -completed, had been packed in the
hamper which had excited so much
curiosity. - The head and limbs had been
unscrewed, thereby rendering the pack-
ing a simple matter.

On the previous night, when Crooke
had discovered Glyn’s absence from the
bed-room, the schoolboy inventor had
‘been perfecting his new device. He had
tested it, and had found that it worked
‘admirably. It made a metallic, clanking
noise while 1t was in motion ; but this was
no drawback, for ghosts were generally
reputed to drag clanking chains behind
them. g >

Bernard Glyn hurried down the stairs
da Crooke’s wake, and as he went he
swound. up the clockwork ghost.

At the foot of the stairs he halted.

;' ‘Faintly through the gloom he could dis-
scern the figure of his schoolfellow, going
itowards the library.

. Then, smiling grimly, he set the ghost
4N motion. ¥

The mechanical figure shot forward at
a_very unghostlike pace, in hot pursuit
.0f Crooke. =

When the cad of the Shell reached the
door of the library he stopped short.

Clank, clankety, clank!

Crooke’s heart almost ceased to beat.

What was that? e

He stood rooted to the floor in terror.
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jawed man—obviously a burglar.
Merry.

Kneeling on tha fioor at the foot of the bed was a thick-set, lantern-

(See page V)

‘“ Collar him !’ rapped out Tom

Events seemed to be conspiring to un-
nerve him. First there had been that
mysterious rustling in the ivy, outside
the library window; and now the silence
of the night was broken by a weird,
clanking noise.

The clanking drew nearer, and Crooke’s
hair seemed to rise on end.

At that moment he could have sworn
that ghosts actually existed, and that this
was a visitation of the family ghost of
Lyndon House.

He could see nothing as yet. But,
with a convulsive movement, he whipped
out his electric torch, and pressed the
switch. *

The next moment Crooke started back
in terror, and his cry of alarm echoed
along the corridor.

Coming towards him—it was barely
half a dozen yards away—was a figure
mantled in white. It was a tall, ghastly
figure, and it clanked along with
measured tread, heading straight for the
wretched junior!

For a few seconds Crooke was utterly
incapable of action. He stood as if
turned to stone. He was not capable of
thinking calml¥, or he would have
realised that this shrouded figure was
merely a toy, and .ot a phantom.

Those few seconds were a perfect night-
mare to Crooke.

The white-robed figure_ came steadily
on, with its incessant clank-elank, and
when it was almost upon him Crooke
uttered yet another startled cry, and then
he turned and fled.

He came to a flight of stairs which
descended to the domestic regions, and
he plunged down them as if all the furies
of the'underwérld were in pursuit. He
was scared out of his wits, and he dared
not look back over his shoulder.

He dashed into the kitchen and shut
the door. There was a key in the lock,
and he turned it. Then he dropped,
half-fainting, into a chair.

“Oh, 1t was awful—awful!” he
groaned. “I’ve never had suck a scare
m my life!” :

He strained his ears to listen. But the
clanking noise was no longer audible.

But at least half an hour elapsed before
Crooke dared venture out of the kitchen.

And during that interval, Bernard Glyn
had retrieved his -clockwork ghost and
restored it*to the lumber-room. - Then
he went back to bed, chuckling.! Hs
meant to stay awake until Crooke. re-
turned, and then question him on the
subject of his midnight prowl. But ha
was very drowsy, and he fell. asleep be-
fore Crooke got back.

As for the cad of the Shell, Le still
had the colonel’s will and the key of the
safe in his possession. But he hadu’t
the pluck to return them just then. He
surmised that the ghostly figure he had
seen had gone into the library, and he
would not have followed for a whole
term’s pocket-money. He rushed pasg
the library-door in frenzied haste, and
then bounded up the stairs and entered
his room.

To his relief he saw that Bernard Giyn
was asleep. He had been afraid that his
cries of terror might have aroused the
household ; but apparently Tom Merry &
Co. had not been disturbed, for the place
was hushed and silent.

Crooke turned in, but he didn't sleep
a wink.

“I can’t put the will back to-night,”
he muttered. ‘I simply can’t go wown-
stairs again! T might meet that—tha$
awful thing!” 4

The only thing to be done was to seek
an early opportunity, on the morrow, of
replacing the will. Bitterly he rvepented
ever having tampered with it. DBut it
was now too late for regrets.

The long hours dragged slowly by, and
at length the first grey gleam of dawn
dispersed the shadows.

Crooke stepped out of bed, and, cross-
ing to the window, he followed thas
example of Good King Wenceslaus, and
looked out.

A snowy landscape.greeted his gaze.
The broad park lands which stretched
away as far as tha eye could see wern
mantled in white. Icicles glittered upon
the. branches of the trees, and there was
frost on the window-panes. It was
seasonable weather, and Tom Merry &
Co., who had arranged a tobogganing
expedition, would fairly revel in it Bug
it had no delights for Gerald Crooke

. THE GeEM LiBRarY.—No. 67L.



8 -+ You will be sorry if you miss next week’s ‘ Gem.”.

He glanced at his watch, and the hour
was later than he thought. .

T must get a mave on !” he muttered.

Bernard Glyn was still asleep. ~And
Croake, who had passed a sleepless night,
and whose face was pale and haggard,
envied his schoelfellow.

As he stepped out into the corridor, he
knew that he was not the only fellow
astir. For he heard the shrill tones of
Arthur Augustus D’ Arey. ;

“Fve lost my collah-siud! Lowthah,
vou feahful wottah, I’ believe you've
bagged it !” ;

“*Go hon !” chuckled Monty Lowther.

¥ will administal a feahful thwashin®
—— gaid the swell of St. Jim's.

But Crooke didn’t wait to hear more.
He passed on down the stairs.

Now was his chance to return the will
to the safe. If he failed to take advan-
tage of it, he might not get another.

On reaching the foot of the stairs,
however, he found that his entrance .te
the library was barred. :

A servant was polishing the linoleum
outside the door, and she was taking her
time over it. Tt would be impossible for
Crooke to go into the library whilst she
was there.

Crooke’s brain worked swiftly. He
must overcome this obstacle somehow, he
reflected. - :

Presently ‘he advanced towards the
maid.

“Will you do me a favour, Janet?” he
said.

“Cert’'nly, Master Crooke.”

“Go ocut and see if you can see any
sign of the postman. I'm expecting an
important letter.” -

“ Postman won’t be ’ere for another

hour, sir,” said Janet.

“WWell, I wish youw’d go and look, just
to make sure.”

“Very well, Master Crooke.”

To the junior’s dismay, Janet did not
go to the front door, as lie had heped.
1nstead, she entered the library. and
crossed over to the window.

“You won't see him from there,’
Crocke. :

“I can get a clear view of the drive
from ’ere, Master Crooke,” was the reply.
“ An’ the postman ain’t comin’.”

Crooke could cheerfully have seized the
givl by the shoulders and shalken her. He
wanted to get her out of the way, but
his subterfuge had proved futile.

He was trying to think of another plan,
when Tom Merry & Co. came clattering
down the stairs.

They were a healthy, happy, good-
humoured crowd. And in their present
mood they felt favourably disposed even
to Crooke.

“(Come along, Crooke!” said Tom
Merry, taking the cad of the Shell by
the arm.

“Where 2” 2 :

“We're going to climb Steephill Down,
and put in some toboggaming before
brelker.”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus. who was perfectly happy now that
he had recovered his collar-stud. “You
simply must come along, Cwooke. You've

said

been moonin’ an’ mopin’ evah since we|

came heah, an’ we're goin'-to take you
out of yourself.” 2

“Hear, hear!” said Talbot. “Be a
sport, Crooke, and come along!”

*“He’s got no choice in the matter,”
said Jack Blake. “If he doesn’t come
willingly, we’ll bring him along by the
scruff of the neck!”

*I—I’m not coming !’ panted Croocke.

“ Your mistake. You are!” said Blake
cheerfully.

And Crooke was marched off, willy-
nilly, with the rest of the party.

e was .fuming and furious, for the
will was still in’ his poeket, likewise the
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- halfway down the

key of the safe.
to wait until after breakfasi before he
cauld return them. :

Meanwhile, supposing Colonel Lyndon
discovered that his safe had been opened
during the night, and the will taken?
Crocke shuddered at the thought.

A mile’s brisk walking brought the
juniors to the lofty eminence known as
Steephill Dewn.
 Arthur Augustus D’Arey was in charge
of the tobeggan, and he insisted on
making the first descent. He rather
regretted his insistence afterwards, for
the - tobeggan eoverturned before it was
slope, and the swell
of St. Jim’s volled the remainder of the
distance. =~ When he managed to sort

| himself out and scramble to his feet, he |

resembled a snowman.

A roar of laughter came from above.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“This reminds me of-that poemi we had
to learn the other day,” said Monty
Lowther.

“On Linden, when the sun was low,
All bloodless lay the untredden snow,
And dark as winter was the flow

Of Iser, rolling rapidly.”

“Why does it remind you of that,
fathead ?” asked Tom Merry.

Monty Lowther chuckled.

“Didn’t I hear Gussy say just now, |

“'Tis I, sir, rolling rapidly!’?

“Ha, ha, ha!” s

Arthur Augustus flourished his fist at
the hilarious juniors on the top of the
slope ; - then’ he commenced to climb,
hauling the toboggan up after him.

For upwards of an hour Tom Merry &
Co. enjoyed themselves to the fall.

But Crooke did not share their enjoy-
ment. He was suffering agonies of
mind. He almost feared to go back to
Lyndon House, for he felt certain that
Colonel Lyndon would have discovered,
by this time, the absence of the will.
And he felt that he could not face the in-
quiries which would surely follow.

However, he did go back. He had no
alternative, for Jack Blake took one of
his arms, and Digby the other.

“Buck up, Crooke!” said Blake.
“Let’s see you smile! Dash it all, any-
ecne would think you were staying at
a reformatory, instead of at a country
mansion !”

Crooke uttered no word all the way
back. He felt, as he walked between

Blake and Digby, like Eugene Aram must |

have felt when he walked between his
two warders, with gyves upon his wrists.

Something seemed to tell him that the
will had been missed; and his heart was
like lead when the gates of Lyndon House
came in sight.

—

CHAPTER 6.

Startling News !
HEN the juniers trooped in to
‘N/  breakfast, they found Colouel
Lyndon looking very pale and
worried. They could see at.a

glance that something was seriously

amiss, and although their host greeted
them cheerfully, he was unable te dis-

guise the fact that he was sorely troubled.

Tom Merry & Co. asked no questions.
They simply waited for the colonel to
unburden himself. And this he did,
directly the meal was over.

i "“Iy
made a most startling discovery!”

The juniors looked up inquiringly.
Crooke fidgeted uneasily in his seat.

“ During the night,”’ the colonel went
on, “the key of my safe was appropri-
ated from my coat pocket.”

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

And now he would have 1

boys,” he announced, “I have |

And the rest of the juniors looked
gravely alarmed. e g
_ “On entering the lLibrary this mem-
ing,”’ said Colopel Lyndon, I found the
door of the safe wide open, and I knew
at once that a nocturnal marauder had
been at work.”

“ My hat!”

“ On investigation,” the colonel went
on, “I found that a most important decu-
ment was missing "—Crooke’s fingers
nervously clutched the edge of the table—
‘“ and - also that a considerable quantity
of notes and bonds had been stolen.”

Crooke gaye a jump. . - ; o

He had been prepared for the first
part of the ecolonel’s statement, but not-
for the second. : )

Notes and bonds stolend . Then there
must have been another night marauder
besides himself. :

Crooke remembered the rustling he
had. heard in the ivy, outside the library
window. That couid have meant only
one thing. A burglar had been in the
act of breaking into the house!

‘“ 1 have been.the vietim of a whole-
sale robbery, my bays,”” Colonel Lyndon
went on. “ And I will not deny that the
affair has hit me very hard—very hard

indeed !’

. “Tt—it’s awful, sir!” said Tom Merry.
“ Appallin’, bai Jove!” said Arthur
Augustus, “Have you any ideah who
the thief was, sir?” :

Crooke hung upon the colonel’s repiy.
When it came, he drew a deep, almost a
sobbing breath of relief. ;

“T have not the faintest notion,
D’Arcy!” said the eolonel.

“ Tt wouldn’'t have been one of your
guests, uncle?” said Talbot.

“No, no! It is unthinkable that I have
been robbed by anybedy here. The only
conclusion one can come to is that a
burglar broke into the house.” S

Bernard Glyn darted a searching glance

at Crooke.

The cad of the Shell looked as if he
were going to faint. The colour had
ebbed from his cheeks, and his hands
were trembling.

Crooke was suffering 'all the agonies

 of an inferno at that moment.

Supposing suspicion fell upon him, and
he was searched? The will would be
discovered, likewise the key of the safe,
and it would be thought that he had also
taken the notes and bonds which the
colonel said were missing.

It was a terrible prospect. And if such
a search were made, disgrace and ruin

| would follow in its train. ~Crooke would

be hounded out of the house—perhaps

| sent to prison.

The cad of the Shell felt Glyn’s eyes
upon him, and he lowered his own. He
could net meet his schoolfellow’s search-
ing glance. 5 >

The rest of the juniors were ¢ondoling
with Colonel Lyndon on his misfortune.’

“T suggest, sir,” said Kerr, “ that you
engage a detective. The burglai’s had a
good start, but I think a cute ’tec woukl
goon run him to earth!”

¢ Hear, hear!” said Figgins. :

Crooke shivered. He didn’t relish the
ides, of a detective coming to Lyndon
House. 7

“1 am afraid I must do as you say,
Kerr,” said the colonel.

Then, turning to Marie Rivers, he
added :

¢ T understand, Marie, that your father
is a representative. of Scetland Yard 77

Marie nodded. .

“T'm afraid he will be unable to give
his services in this case,”’ she said. ‘“ He
has been called away to Cornwall, and I
expect he will be there until after Christ-
mas!”

“That is said the
colonel. ’ 4
“ What about Ferrers Locke, uncle 2’

unfortunate,”



will that was taken?

. Crooke, growing bolder.

Order your ‘ Gem’ now. There will be a huge demand. Sl

suggested Talbot. ¢ He's one of the
finest sleuths in the country!” -

“ Yes, rather!” said Tom Merry.
“ Ferrers Locke will clear up the affair
in a brace of shakes!”

“1 will get into communication with
him,” said the colonel, * and ask him to
come down as quickly as possible. If I
out through a trunk call to London, I
fna\'e no doubt he will arrive* this morn-
ing.”
Colonel Lyndon’s:- decision made Crooke
feel even more uneasy. He well knew the
penetrative powers of Ferrers Locke, and
Le dreaded the arrival of the great
detective. g

Searching questions would be asked,
and Crooke felt certain that suspicion
would rest upon him.-

And_what then? Why, he would Le
searched; and the will and the key of the
safe would be brought to light.

He must get rid of them, he.told him-
self. It was too late now to return them,
for the library would be oecupied all day.

But he could hide them. Yes, that was|

it. He would conceal them in some out-
of-the-way place where it was not likely
that they would be found.

- Colonel Lyndon left the dining-room in
order to telephone to Ferrers Liocke. And
the juniors dispersed, excitedly discuss-
ing the affair of the burglary.

As Crooke was passing through the
hall, a hand fell upon his shoulder. He
spun round with a start, and found him-
self confronted by Bernard Glyn.

A want to ask you a question,
Crooke,” said the schoolboy inventor.

““ G-go ahead!” said Crooke nervously.

“ What were you doing out of bed last
night 7"

The question startled the cad of the
Shell, for he had presumed that Bernard
Glyn knew nothing of his movements in
the night.

“I'm  waiting!” said Glyn grimly.
“You got up in the middle of the night
and went downstairs. It’s useless to deny
it, because I saw you. I want to know
what you were up to!”

Bernard Glyn spoke in low but insist-
ent tones. And Crooke knew that he
would have to frame some sort of an
answer, or Glyn would raise Cain about
the affair. :

¢ I—I had an attack of toothache!” he
stammered. ‘It was simply awful! I
woke up with it, and couldn’t get to sleep
again. So went downstairs to the
kitchen in the hope of finding some tooth-
ache balm.”

It was a feeble explanation, and Crooke
realised the lameless of it, even as he
spoke.

Bernard Glyn eyed him steadily.

‘“Are you telling me the truth,
Crooke 7

“ Of course!”

“ You're sure
library ?”’

‘¢ Quite sure!"’ said Crooke, with a fine
show of indignation. ¢ Why should I
want to go into the library? You don’t
suppose ‘I -should pinch the notes and
bonds and the will, do you?”

“The will?” echoed Bernard Glyn
sharply. “ How do you know it was a
Colonel Lyndon
merely said it was an important docu-
ment.”’

Crooke bit his lip. He realised that he
had said too much.

“T—I just guessed,” he stammered.

“ Will you assure me, honour bright,
that you know nothing of this business 7"’
. “1 know  npothing!”  ‘said Craoke
earnestly. 1T swear it!”

To his infinite relief, Bernard Glyn
accepted his assurance. :

“I think you ought to apologise for
ever hinting at such :a thing!” said
“ As if I should

you didn’t go into the

rob my uncle !’

“ Well, you must admit your actions
seemed jolly suspicious to a looker-on,”
replied Bernard Glyn.-

. And he walked away.

During the morning, Crooke en-
deavoured to carry out his intention of
hiding the will and the key.

Everywhere he went, however, he
seemed to be shadowed. Either accident-
ally or by design, Tom Merry & Co. did
not let him out of their sight.

Did they suspect anything? Crooke
thought. And his uneasiness incieased.

Shortly before midday, I'errers Locke
arrived, and was shown into the library.

Crooke was thoroughly alarmed by this
iime. For he well knew that the detec-
tive would move heaven and earth te dis-
cover what had happened during the
night. §

The cad of the Shell had had no oppor-
tunity of returning the will, nor of hiding
it. And if Ferrers Locke were to suspect
him and have him searched

The thought was terrible.

When lunch-time arrived, TFerrers
Locke sat down to table with the guecsts.
Indeed, Colonel Lyridon had insisted upon
treating him as a guest yhile he re-
mained at the house. s

“ Do you think you will be able to clear
the case up, Locke?"’ asked the colonel.

The detective looked dubious. ,

“It presents difficulties,” he said.
“ Owing to the heavy fall of snow in the
night, any footmarks which might have
been made beneath the library window
have been obliterated.”

“ But you think it was a burglar—
someone from outside - the house, T
mean ?”’ ;

“Yes, I do! Tt is inconceivable that
one of your guests should have robbed
you.”

“ Oh, quite! But I merely wanted
your assurance!’’

Crooke looked relieved. Evidently the
detective’s suspicions did not turn in his
direction. ¢

All the same, the cad of the Shell felt
very uncomfortable. The will and the
key seemed to be burning holes in his
pocket. He longed to get away to some
quiet place where he could bury them
in the earth. . He would then be easier
in his mind. He was running a grave
risk so long as they remained in- his
pocket, for if they were discovered, every-
body would jump to the conclusion that
he had not only purloined the will, but
the notes and bonds into the bargain.

There was further conversation between
Colonel Liyndon and Ferrers Locke. But
Crooke was seated .too far away from
them to hear what was said.

But he could tell. from the resolute
expression on Ferrers Locke’s face, that
the detective meant to do all in his power
to solve the mystery of the burglary.
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CHAPTER 7.
Talbot to the Rescue !
ROOKE'S opportunity for dispos-
ing of the will and the key
arrived after lunch.

He left the house when the
meal was over, and made his way with :
rapid strides across the estate.

Glancing back over. his shoulder, he
saw that for the first time that day
his movements were not under observa-
tion. Tom Merry & Co. had retired to
the drawing-room for a chess tourna-
ment, and Crooke was evidently far from
their thoughts. i

The junior halted at length by a
secluded lake. .

Here was an ideal spob, he rveflected,
for carrying out his design.

he lake was frozen over, but he could
soon puncture a hole in the ice. Then
he could wrap Colonel Lyndon’s will
round a stone, and drop_it into the aper-
ture. It would thus sink to the bottom
of the lake, and be lost for ever. The
same with the key of the safe.

It was a perfectly simple plan, and yet
Crooke hesitated for quite a long time
before he attempted to put it into opera-
tion. Perhaps he realised the gravity
of the proceedings, for it was no light
offence to deliberately dispose of a highly
important document.

“Still, it’'ll be out of the way,” he
muttered. “I can’t possibly cairy the
beastly thing about with me any longer!
They’d be certain to find out-I had it.”

After a great deal of deliberation, and
a struggle with his conscience—for even
Crooke possessed a conscience—he went
into the boathouse near by and obtained
a boathook, with which he intended to
make a cavity in the ice.

His fingers trembled as they grasped
the mmplement. ~ Simple thought the task
was, 1t was as much as he could do to
nerve himself to carry it out.

At last, however, atter a furtive glance
round, he stepped on to the ice and
walked out to the middle of the lake.
Then he proceeded to bore a hole by
means of the hook. ;

He struck the ice so recklessly that
it very nearly gave way close to where
he was standing.

He had made a much bigger hole than
he had intended to make. Still, it didn’t
matter.

“Now for a stone!” he muttered.

There was one lying on the ice, a few
yards away. Crooke picked it up; then
he drew out the will and unfolded it.

Before he could proceed further, a
voice hailed him from the bank.

““What are you up to, Crooke

The junior spun round with a guilty
start. - And then he saw Talbot coming
towards him acros the ice.

Had Crooke retained his presence of
mind, he would have hurled the will into
the lake before his schoolfellow could
prevent him. But he was thrown into
a state of utter confusion by the sudden
arrival of Talbot, whom he had supposed
to be playing chess at Lyndon House.

Crooke was too bewildered, in fact, to
slip the document inte his pocket. He
stood clutching it in his hand, and he
looked as guilty as anybody could
possibly look. ;

“T snw you make that hole in the ice,”
said Talbot breathlessly, as he came up.
“What’s the little game?”

“I—I—"" stammered
lessly.

“You wera going to chuck something
into the lake, weren's you?”

“Nunno!” ¢

“But  you were!” persistedr Talbot.
“What have vou got there?” . :

Crooke clutched the® will almost con-
vulsively.

91>
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“AMind your own-bizney!” he said
sullenly. :

“You're up to some shady trick or
other,” said Talbot. “And I mean to
#nd out what it is!”

So saying, he caught Crcoke’s wrist in
a crushmg grip.

“Leggo!” gasped the cad of the Shell.

But Talbot was: grimly determined.
He forced Crooke to relax his hold on
the will, and the next moment it was
in his possession.

He glanced curiously at the document.

“The last will and testament of Arthur
Wilmslow- Lyndon——""_he read,

And then he gave a violent start.

“Why—my hat! This is uncle’s will!
How did it come into your hands?”’

Crooke saw that the game was up, and
that denial ‘would be futile. So he
decided to tell Talbot the full facts of
the case, and urge him not to split.

“Come into the boathouse,” he said
hoarsely, “and Fll tell you everything!”

Taltbot followed wonderingly. And
when they were inside the little shanty,
Crooke told his story. He spoke freely,
and Talbot had no difficulty in seeing
that he also spoke the truth. ;

“You remember that on the first da
we were here, uncle said he was having
an important consultation with his
lawyer?” said Crooke.

Talbot nodded.

“Well, I was jolly curious to know
what, they were going to jaw about. So
1 stayed indoors while the rest of you
went skating, and listened outside the
library door. Oh, yes, I know it was
a rotten, mean thing to do, but my
curiosity got the better of me. I heard
uncle say he was going to draw up a
fresh will, and also that he intended to
cut me off without a penny. Then the
lawyer chipped in, and told him not to
be too hard on me, and uncle seemed to
relent. But I couldn’t hear much more
of their conversation, and I was simply
dying to know what was in the will.”

Crooke paused.

“Go on!” said Talbot quietly.

- “Well, T made up my mind to get hold
of the will, somehow. { couldn’t manage
it that night because Glyn was awake,
and I didn’t want to arouse his sus-
picions. -But the next night my chance
came. I went along to uncle’s bed-
room, and took the key of the safe from
his pecket. Then I went down to the
library, and—and

“You rifled the safe?” said Talbot,
looking very grave.

“No, no! I simply took the will out
of a tin-box. I didn’t touch anything
else, I swear! Surely you don’t think
that I made off with the—the notes and
bonds?”

Talbot looked long and searchingly at
Crooke. :

“No, I don’t,” he said at length.
“You're several sorts of a rotter, bub
you're not a thief!”

“Thanks!” muttered Crooke grate-
fuily. “1I'm glad you believe that, any-
way. How the notes and bonds came to
disappear, I don’t know. But while I
was at the safe, getting the will, T heard

a rustling in the ivy outside the
window.”

“The wind?” suggested Talbot.

“No, it couldn’t have been. Thero

wasn’t a breath of wind that night. It
sounded just as if somebody was climb-
ing up the ivy. I suppose it must have
been a giddy burglar!”

“More than likely,” said Talbot.
“Did you leave the door of the safe un-
locked?”

‘“ Ye ‘l'

“Well, it’s not difficult to see what
bhappened. After you had left the

_library, the burglar got in through the.
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window and looted the safe. He got
away with a good haul, too.”

“But the other fellows would never
believe it was a burglar,” said Crooke.
“If they knew that I'd taken the will,
they’d think that I stole the notes and
bonds at the same time. So you won’t tell
them, will you? Promise me you won’t
breathe a word of this to anybody !”

“But the facts ought to be made
known,’’ said Talbot. ** After all, you've
not committed theft. All you did was
to take the will,- with the intention of
putting it back.” ’

“Yes, but that in itself is quite enough
to get me kicked out of the house,”
said Crooke.
let me stay in the place a moment longer,
if he knew? Of course not! He'd send
me packing, and he’d think I was guilty
of stealing all his money! If you breathe
so much as a whisper about this, Talbot,
you’ll ruin me! Don’t tell them—don’t
tell a soul! Promise me-—promise me!”’

Crooke spoke in tones of passionate
pleading. His face was haggard, his
limbs were trembling. And Talbot knew
that the wretched fellow must have
suffered agonies of mind. He felt really
sorry for Crooke, for he could guess that
the cad of the Shell had been practically
cut off by his uncle, whilst he—Talbot—
would benefit enormously by the will.

“Promise !” repeated Crooke.

“All serene!” said Talbot slowly. “I
promise not to repeat this conversation
to a soul.”

“You—you're a brick!” said Crooke
huskily. “I know I deserve to be booted
out of the place. I know I oughtn’t to
have tampered with the will, but my
curiosity was altogether too strong. I
couldn’t curb it.”

“But why were you going to chuck
the will into the lake?” asked Talbot.

‘“Because there was no chance to put
it back in the safe. T tried to return it
in the night, but when I got to the
library door the—the family ghost
swooped down on me, and I scooted!”

Talbot stared at the speaker in blank
amazement.

“The family ghost?”
“What rot is this?”

“It isn’t rot! I distinetly saw a ghost
coming along the corridor. It was
making a horrible clanking row, and it
—it sent ccld shivers down my spine!
I tell you, it was ghastly!”

he -echoed.

And Crooke shuddered at the re-
collection.

Talbot langhed outright.

“Your imagination was playing you

tricks,” he said. 3

“No, it wasn’t. I know how absurd
my yarn must sound in the daytime, but
it’s true enough.” :

“So you scooted without replacing the
will 7

“Yes. ' I bunked down into the
kitchen, and stayed there for about half
an hour. Then I went to bed.4 I didn’t
have the nerve to go near the library
again. And this morning, when I might
hate had a chance to put the will back,
you fellows came along and insisted on
my going tobogganing with you.”

“Then you've carried the will about
with you all the titne?” 3

Crooke nodded.

“The will and the key of the safe,”
he said. “X knew that I daren’t carry
them about much longer, so I decided
to chuck them in the lake.”

“A mad thing to do!” said Talbot.

“But what else could I do? It’s hope-
less to think of putting them back now
—now that Ferrers Locke's in the
house.” :

“They shall be put back, I promise
you,” said Talbot.

Crooke looked up eagerly.

“How?” he exclaimed.

“Do you think uncle would.
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“You leave it to me. Hand over the
key of the safe!”

Crooke did so, and Talbot slipped it
into his pocket, together with the will.

“This—this is awfully decent of you!”
faltered Crooke. “But I don’t see hew
you're going to wangle it.”

“T shall return the will to the safe to-
night and the key to uncle’s room.
only wish I was in a position to return
the notes and bonds as well! This affair
has hit uncle jolly hard.”

“1 expect the burglar’s well away by
this time!” said Crooke. “It'll be
almest impossible to trace him, because
a fresh fall of snow covered up his
tracks. But look here, Talbot! Sup-
posing you're caught in the act of re-
placing those things? You won’t give
me away, will yeu?”

Talbot could not help feeling
temptuous towards the cad of the Shell,
whose one consideration seemed to be to
save his skin.

“I’ve given you my promise,” he said,

“and I shall keep it! If I'm caught
I sha'n’t implicate you in any way.”
- “You're a brick !”” said Crooke again.
“You're taking on a jolly risky job,
you know. Keep your eyes open for
Ferrers Locke—and the ghost !”

Talbot laughed.

“The ghost doesn’t worry me,” he
said.  “IPd rather meet a clanking
spectre than Ferrers Locke. He’s the
danger. But I sha’'n’t carry out the
job until three in the morning, and I
hope Locke will be in bed and asleep
then. Come along! We'd better be
getting back to the house.”

They walked back together. A great
load had been removed from Crooke’s
mind. The will and the key of the safe
had changed hands, ‘and nobody was
likely to suspect that they tvere in Tal-
bot’s possession. And if Talbot played
his cards carefully all would be well.

As for Tzlbot, he had promised to help
his wayward schoolfellow, and he had
also promised not to betray him.

But he little dreamed, as he tramped
back with Crooke through the snow, how
much those promises were to cost him.

CHAPTER 8.

Cast Out in Disgrace !
ERALD CROOKE slept soundly
‘ ;. that night.
He had implicit faith in Talbot,
and before he closed his eyes he
told himself that the will would be re-
placed in the safe before dawn, and that
no one would suspect that it had ever
been in his possession. - :

As for Talbot, he had a long vigil in
front of him. But the first part of it
passed pleasantly enough, for he shared
a large roem with the Terrible Three
and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and that
cheerful quartette didn’t go to sleep until
after midnight. They had been discuss-
ing all manner of things, but the main
topic of conversation was, of course, the
amazing burglary at Lyndon House.

“ Good-night, deah boys!” murmured
Arthur Augustus. oz s

And he promptly went to sleep. The
Terrible Three were not long in follow-
ing his example. : ’

Talbot propped himself up on the
pillows, and lay staring into the dark-
ness.

He would have liked to carry out his
mission there and then, but he dared not,
for he knew that Colonel Lyndon and
Ferrers Locke were ' sitting up, late,
smoking and chatting. ~ 5

Presently hé got out of bed, and,
quietly opening the window, he gianced
out.

coll= .
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_+ Overhead, myriads of stars shimmered
in the sky. It was a keen, frosty night.
The tall, snow-covered trees on the estate
stood like ghosily sentinels.

Talbot glanced downwards, and he saw
a beam of light stretching out across the
snow. He knew that the light came
from the library window.

“They haven’t gone to bed yet,” he
muttered. ‘Wish they’d buck up!”

He crept back to his own bed, and lay,
half-dozing, for an hour or more.

Then, rousing himself with an effort,
he again went over to the window and
glanced out.

All was dark down below, and Talbot
concluded .that the colonel and the detec-
tive had retired for the night.

““The coast is clear,” he murmured.
“Still, 'l wait another hour. One can’t
bs too careful when Ferrers Locke’s
about.” .

It was between two and three o’clock
when Talbot rose again. ;

The night was so intensely cold that
the junior donned all his clothes, and
his greatcoat in addition. The task he
had set himself to accomplish might
occupy him some time, and he didn’t
want to get his death of cold in the pro-
eess.

The .will was tucked in his breast-
pocket, and in the same pocket nestled
the key of the safe.

Talbot made sure that his schoolfellows
were fast asleep, then he made his way
cautiously into the ecorridor. !

The great house was as silent as th
grave.

Talbot paused for fully a minute, and
listened intently. But no sound came to
his ears.

He had his boots on, but they were
rubber-soled, and he made no noise as he
groped his way along the corridor to the
landing.

Talbot had an electric-torch, but he
didn’t intend to use it until he was in-
side the library.

It was dark as pitch on the staircase.
But Talbot had counted the number of
steps in the daytime, and he made no
false move. 4

On reaching the foot of the stairs he
again paused, and he fancied he heard
the sound of a door being opened up on
the first floor.

His heart beat quickly, and he ex-
pected to hear the sound of footsieps.
But all was silent.

“My imagination, I suppose?” he mut-

tered. “I’m getting as bad as Crooke!
Wonder if 1 shall meet the family
ghost 7’

Pulling himself together, he made his
way towards the library.

The scent of cigar smoke greeted his
nostrils as he entered. It seemed as if
the room had been occupied quite re-
cently. But Talbot knew that his uncle
and Ferrers Locke must have retired
over an hour since. ;

Closing the door carefully behind him,
he switched on his electric-torch, and
crossed over to the safe.

It was unlocked, and it was the work
of a second to swing the heavy door open.

Talbot took the will from his pocket.
Although the document had been in his
possession for some hours he had notread
it. For one thing, it would not have
been safe, and it would also seem like
prying.

But. now, as he fingered the will,
Talbot became possessed of a keen desire
to become acquainted with its. contents,
After all, the desire was natural, for was
not he the person most intimately con-
cerned?

He unfolded the document, and the
rays of his electrietorch illuminated
Colonel Lyndon’s bold, clear handwrit-
ing.

Kneeling before the
staxted to read.

He had barely perused-a couple of
paragraphs, however, when there came a
dramatic interruption.

The door opened suddenly, and a figure
in a dressing-gown came briskly into the
room.

It was Ferrers Locke!

FPalbot seemed too paralysed either io
move or speak. He stared helplessly at
the deteetive, who looked very grim.

It was Ferrers Locke who broke the
painful silence.

“Talbot, what are you doing here?”

The junior tried to speak, but his
tongue seemed to cleave to the roof of
his mouth.

“Perhaps my question 1was super-
fluous,” said the detective. ““It is only
too obvious what you are doing here.
You were reading your uncle’s will,
which you were about to return to the
safe. Am I right?”

Talbot nodded. He was still too dazed

safe, Talbot

to speak. s
““You doubtless have the key of the
safe in your possession, also?” said

Ferrers Locke.

Talbot again nodded.

‘“Ah! And where are the notes and
bonds?”

The junior was at last spurred to
action, as this last question was fired at
him. He sprang to his feet, his eyes
gleaming. 2

“1 don’t know! I don’t know any-
thing about them!” he exclaimed. “ Dash
it all, man, you surely don’t imagine
that I'nr a thief, that I robbed my
uncle?”

“There is no need to imagine anything
of the sort,” said the detective dryly. “It
is-a fact!” -

The colour mounted to Talbot’s cheeks..

He seemed to be fighting to keep himself
under control. 4

“You do not deny, I suppose, that you
came here last  might?” said Ferrers
Locke.

“I'do deny it!” said Talbot hotly.

“Then would you mind explaining
how the will came into your possession 7’

Talbot was silent. He had given his
word that he would not implicate Crooke
in any way. And Talbot’s word was his
bond.

Ferrers Locke took the junior's silence
to mean guilt.

“You stand self-condemned !” he said.,
“You have no explanation to offer.”

“I tell you I know nothing "of last
night’s robbery!” protested Talbat.

The detective shrugged his shoulders.

“I will summon Colonel Lyndon,” he
said. ““And if you are wise you will
make a clean breast of everything, and
throw yourself upon his mercy.”™

So saying, Ferrers- Locke pressed a
bell, which communicated with = ihe
colonel’s bed-room. B

Talbot heard its muffled peal overhead.

No further word passed between the
junior and the detective whilst they
awaited Colonel Lyndon’s arrival.

Talbot’s tongue was tied. Whatever
happened, he told himself, he must not
give Crooke away. - -

He cherished the hope that his uncle,
when he came on the scene, would scorn
the suggestion that his nephew was a
thief. Talbot did not fully realise how
black the case looked agiinst him.

The colonel arrived at length —a
startled figure in dressing-gown aud
slippers. He stared at Ferrers Locke,
and then at his nephew, in blank amaze-
ment. =

“What does this mean, Locke?’ he
exclaimed. e

“It means, sir, that my work here is
finished. = The matter of last night’s

your choice ! **
somebody answered for him.
tion in ringing tones.

The man seemed to mesn;erise Talbot as he spoke, and the junior’s

power of resistance grew feebler and feebisr,
Talbof was about to make his fateful reply, when
‘“ He will not !
And the head of Gerald Crooke bobbed up
over the partition.

‘“ Come, Toff ! Make
came an exclama-

(See page 1)
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mhbmy has now been brought to an
issue.”

“What!” .

“1 regret to state that your nephew—
B albot heve—was responsible for the out-
rage.

The colonel-reeled as if he had been
struek.

b 5
Talbot.

Cbolonel Lyndon recovered himself with
an effort, and turned to Ferrers Locke.

““Tell me the detalls, he said.

“Ten minutes ago,” said the detec-
tive, “I discovered Talbot in the act of
reading your will.. He admitted that he
had come here for the purpose of return-
ing it to the safe. Obviously, he muet
have taken the document last night. -
also has the key of the safe in lm
possession.  Whether the mnotes and
bonds arve on his person, or whether he
has disposed of them, I can’t say. But
if you wish, colonel, I will search him.”

Talbot had been w atching his uncle’s
face whilst the detective was speaking;
and, to his horror, he saw that the
colonel believed him guilty. There was
no mistaking the expression on the old
soldiér’s countenance.

“What have you to say?” asked the
colonel.

Talbot met his uncle’s stern gaze un-
fliuchingly.

“As I've already explained to Mr.
Tocke, I know nothing of last night's
rohbery!” he said.

“I cannot believe you,” was the cold
reply. “The key of the safe is in your
possession, and you could only have got
it by visiting my bed-room last might
and ransacking my pockets. Having
obtained the key, you came down here,
unlocked my safe, and carried out a
wholesale :xobbery, Come! It is futile
to deny it?”’

“But I do deny it,
Talbot earnestly.

The colonel, however, remained uncon-
vinced. He beckoned to Ferrers Locke.

“Kindly search him, Locke, and ascer-
tain if any of the notes or bonds are in
his possession.”

Talbot offered no
detective eame towards him.
mitted quietly to the search.

~Apart from the key of the safe, how-
ever, Ferrers Locke found nothing of im-
portance._

“The notes and bonds have doubtless
been ' disposed of, sir,” he said.
““Naturally, your nephew would be too
cute to keep them on his person.”

not true, ‘uncle!” exclaimed

uncle!” persisted

resistance as the

He sub-

Colonel Lyndon seemed scarcely to |

hear, He paced up and down in a state
of great agitation.

“This is a great blow to me!” he mut-
tered. ‘““A crushing blow! And yet,”
he added, looking at Talbot, “perhaps 1
ought not to be smpuscd bearing in
mind your early upbringing. You were
raised and reared among a gang of
cracksmen and lawbreakers, who had no
conception of honour. You reformed—
vou became a dewnt member of soo,ety—-
vou rose high in my estimation; but it
is evident that your reformation was
never meant to be permanent.  What
is bred in the bone cannot easily be
stamped out. You have descended to
the lowest depths to which it is possible

for anyone to sink. You have deceived |

and robbed me—your uncle! It is
shameful—it is monstrous!”

Talbot made no reply to the colonel’s
rehement outburst.  He realised that

tothing he could say \\ould shake his
uncle’s opinion.

Both these men thought him guilty;
both regarded him with loathing and
contempt. He could only clear himself
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at the expense of Crooke; ‘and this he
resolutely declined to do.

What was to happen now? He would
be given marching orders, he supposed.
His uncle might even go so far as to
have him arrested, and let the law deal
with him.

There was a long and painful silence in
the library of Lyndon House.

At length the colonel stopped short in
his stride.

“I have been debating whether or not
I should hand you over to the police,”
he said. “It would be no more than you
deserve. But I cannot bring myself to
take such a step. However, you shall
not remain another hour under my roof.
Pack your belongings, and go!”’

Talbot listened like a fellow in a
trance. He had expected this; he had
anticipated that his uncle would send
him packing. And yet it seemed hard—
terribly hard. ~ For all the time he was
innocent !

“Go!  And never
house by your presence again !
nothing movre to say to you!”

Talbot darted one wild glance at the
hard, relentless face of his uncle. Then
he gloped his way blindly from the
room. .

He did not go upstairs. He.had no
belongings worth  troubling about.
Besides, he could not bear the thought
of Tom Merry & Co. waking up and
asking him questions.

He stumbled along until he reached
the hall. Then he unbolted the front
door, and opened it.

- A chilling gust af air swept in from
without.

Talbot shivered, despite the fact that
he was wearing his greateoat. .

A moment later he stood outside in the
snow. IHe was stunned, and could
scarcely realise what had happened. It
all seemed like a hideous nightmare,

Boom !

Three o'clock was striking from the
church-tower in the near distance.

A shaft of light from the library
window stretched across the snow.

Talbot walked towards the window,
and glanced through.

Ferrers Locke had gone, but his uncle
remained. The colonel was seated at the
table, in an attitude of utter dejection,
with his head buried in his hands.

Talbot was possessed of a burning
desire to rush into the room—to assure
his uncle that he was not a thief, and
to convince him of his innocence. For
he knew that the colonel’s heart was
well-nigh broken by the thought that his

contaminate this
I have

favourite nephevx had deceived and
robbed him
But the gumor did not go in. He

could not. "He could only clear himself
by dragging Crooke’s name into the
business; and this he had promised not
to do. He would be true to his promise,
no matter what the cost.

A lump came into the junior’s throat.
A mist swam before his eyes. He could

figure of his uncle.
"So he turned, and stumbled blindly
away through the snow and the darkness.

CHAPTER 9.
Colonel Lyndon Tells His Story !
“ ALBOT'S up with the lark !

I It whs Monty Lowther who
made that observation. He
glanced in surprise at Talbot’s

vacant bed. .

“He’s stolen a march on us!” growled
Tom Merry. “Why didn’t he wake us
up, so t}nt we could all have gone out
together?’

“Tle's gone for a stwoll with Miss

not bear to look any longer at the bowed-

Do you Likz the ‘“ Gem * Portraits for your Den ?

Mawie, T expect,” said Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy, with a yawn.

Well it’s certainly a topping morn-
ing,” said Manners, crossing to the
window. ‘““Real Christmassy “eathel
I vote we go skating before brekker.’

‘““Hear, hear!”

The juniors dressed rapidly, and as
they clattered down the stairs they were
joined by Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, aud
Blake, Herries, and ngby

They did not. remain long on the ice,
but hurried back to the house for brealk-
fast. They hoped to find Talbot in the
dining-room, but they were disappointed.
They questioned the butler, but he knew
nothmg of Talbot's whereabouts.

The juniors were thoroughly ugltated
by this time.

Tom Merry made no further attempt
to disguise his thoughts.

“Somethmg s happened,” he said,
with conviction. “Talbot’s missing from
the house, and nobody seems to know
where he is.’

“Here’s Glyn!” said Jack Blake, as
the schoolboy inventor came into the
room. ‘‘Seen Talbot, Glyn?”

Bernard shook his head.

“Have you mislaid him 7’ he asked.

“He hasn’t been seen at all this morn-

ing.”
“ My hat !” .
The juniors exchanged dismayed
glances. ~ They didn’t feel like break-

fast until the mystery of Talbot's where-
abouts had been solved.

Then Colonel Lyndon-came into the
dining-room, and dropped a bombshell
on the assembled throng.

“I have grave news for you, my boys,”
he said.

His face was haggard, and he looked
more worn and ill than ever.

Marie Rivers darted forward, and
caught the colonel by the arm.

“What—what has happened?” she
gasped.

Colonel Lyndon told his story. He
described the events of the night, and

the juniors and Marie Rivers listened
spellbound.

“This distressing affair has thrown a
shadow over the Christmas celebrations,”
concluded the colonel. “I wish I could
believe that the wretched boy was inno-
cent. But he had no explanation to give.
He was practically self-condemned.”

“I don’t believe it !” -exclaimed Marie
Rivers, in ringing tones. *I can’t believe
it! Talbot a thief? Impossible!”

The others were silent. It was .the
silence of sheer stupefaction. :

Marie turned to Tom Merry, with a
wild look in her eyes.

“You do not believe this, Tom ? Surely
you don’t believe that he did this thing—
that he robbed one who has been such a
good friend to him ?”

Tom Merry lowered his eyes.

“I—T scarcely know what to think.”
he muttered. ‘This has knocked me all
of a heap.”

“But you know Talbot; you claim fo
be his ehum. Do you ‘think - for one:
moment that he could be so utterly base
—so heartlessly criminal 77

£ No, 7 said Tom Merry slo“lv it &
don’t

“ An’ neithah do 1!” chimed in Arthur
Augustus  D’Arcy. “’lheah Cis a
tewwible mistake somewheah.”

“There is no mlstake said . Colonel
Lyndon quietly. - -

“But Talbo(, is the soul of honah——"

“He was given every opportunity of
mal\mg an expianatlon but he remained
silent.”

“Then he must have been shielding
somebody !’ said Jack Blake. -

And Crooke, who was present, gave a
shiver.

“Nonsense !” -said * Colonel Tyndon.
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“Talbot is guilty, beyond all doubt or
dispute.”

“* Where
Rivers. :

“I cannot say. I spared him the
jgnominy of arrest, and- sent him from
my house.

“You turned him out, without money,
without shelter?”

“He left me no’alternative.”

Marie hroke down.

“1t is eruel—cruel I'” she said, sobbing.
“Talbot is innocent! There has been
a ghastly mistake !”

And again the colonel saxd, m tones
that were hard and cold:

“There is no mistake.”

Kerr of the New House was the next
to speak

‘ Excuse me, sir,” he said. “You have
proof that Talbot had the will in his
possession, also the key of your safe. But
there isn't a tittle”of evidence to show
that he robbed you of your notes and
bonds. Neither did he intend to steal
the will, for when Mr. Locke saw him he
was in the act of putting it back.” -

The colonel made a gesture of impa-
tience.

“T am not prepared to dlSCUSS the sub-
ject any further,” hesaid. ‘‘I am satis-
fied—quite satisfied—as to my nephew’s
gmlt We will now endeavour—though I
fear we shall meet with poor success—to
banish -this affair from our minds. A
dark cloud - hangs over the festival of
Christmas, We cannot disperse that
cloud, but we can at least try to. make the

is he now ?” cried Marie

: hohday as tolerable as posslble

“A happy Chnstmas is quite impos-
sible without Talbot,” q:ud Tom Merry.

“Quite  imposs!’ said Arthur
Augmstns :

The juniors felt half-inclined to leave
Lyndon House—to go to their own
homes.

But  they eou]d not  openly affront
Colonel Lyndon in that way. After all,
he could hardly be blamed for thinking
as he did. What else was he to think?

CHAPTER 10.
Crooke’s Confession !

REAKFAST was far from a
B merry meal. - The only person
who did justice to it was Fatty
Wynn, and even Fatty’s appetite

Talbot’s departure had plunged the
juniors into gloom.

Up to this stage they had enjoyed their
holiday immensely. But there would be
no mere enjoyment until Talbot’s honour
was vindicated.

Everybody was- unbhappy. But tho
most unhappy fellow of all was Gerald
Crooke.

The cad of the Shell realised that Tal-
bot had made a tremendous sacrifice on
his behalf. Was he worth that sacrifice ?
No! He was a cad and an outsider. He
travelled by crooked ways, he deserved
to be ecut adrift from his uncle’s hospi-
tality, even as Talbot had been. «

What ought he to do now? Surely,
by all the rules of decency, he ought to
make a clean breast of everything to
Colonel Lyndon? He could not stand by
and see’ Talbot’s career and future pros-
pects ruined.

And then the voice of the tempter spoke
to Crooke.

“8it tight and say nothing! Talbot
has been cut off .and disinherited, and
your uncle will make yet another will,
and leave everything to you. Den’t be
a fool! " Don’t confess to the.colonel, or
you'll be hounded out of the houve, as
Talbot was. And why should t“o
suffer 27

But the voice of the tempter, persua-
sive though it was, could not drown the
voice of conscience,

. “Play the man! Go and confess to

your uncle!” urged the latter voice.
“You can’t let Talbot suffer. You can’t
let him face hardship and privation for
your sake.”

After a long mental struggle Crooke
determined to confess.

But it was not until late in the day
that he was able to nerve himself to go
and visit-the colonel in the library.

When he reached the door his ecourage
seemed to ooze out at his finger-tips. But
there was no retracting now, for at that
moment Colonel Lyndon opened the door.

“Well, Gerald,” he said, “ what is it?”

Crooke moistened his dry lips.

“I—I want to tell you something,
uncle,” he faltered.

The colonel. glanced curious]y at the
junior’s flushed face.

““Come inside and sit down,” he said.

Crooke followed his uncle into the
library, but he did not sit down. He
stood shuffling his feet, and his eyes
sought the carpet.

“I am waiting, Gerald!” said the
colonel, with a touch of impatience.

Crocke tried to speak, but for a
moment, words refused to come.

Then he thought of Talbot, cast out in
disgrace, and probably tmmpmg the
countryside.-  ‘And, in low, faltering
tones, he blurted out his confession.

“Tt—it was I 'who took the will from
your safe, uncle.”

The colonel started violently.

‘e "7

“Yes. I—I knew vou were drawing up
a fresh will. T overheard the conversa-
tion you had with the lawyer on the day
we came. And I was curious to know
what was in the will, and whether I
should benefit by it. So I got up in the
night, took the key of the safe from
your pocket, and went down to the
library. I didu’t read the will then—I
heard a rustling in the ivy, and I was
in a state of blue funk—but T took it
up to my -bed-room, and read it there.
I meant to put it back in the safe, but
I didn’t get a chance. Ferrers Locke
was here, and I was scared out of my
wits. Then in a fit of desperation, I
tried to get rid of the will. I went to
the lake, and made a hole in the ice.
But Talbot came along, and saw what
I was up to.
and he undertook- to replace the will
for me. 1 made him promise that, if
he was caught, he wouldn’t give me
away.”

Crooke paused. He had stammered out
the sentences almwost incoherently, and
Colonel Lyndon could scarcely grasp their
meaning.

“Am I to understand,” he gasped,
‘““that it was you who carried out that
dastardly robbery?”

“I had nothing to do-with the theft
of your notes and things, uncle!” said
Crooke quickly. “ All T did was to take
the key and the will, and I meant to put
them both back.”

“And you— you allowed Talbot to
suffer in your stead?”

Crooke hung his head.

‘“This morning, at the breakfast-table,
I branded Talbot as a thief. And yet
you said no word in his defence!”

Crooke was silent.

“I—I am almost overcome !’ muttered
the colonel. “I did not think that any
boy—least of all a nephew of mine—
could behave so basely. Do you realise
what this means? Do you, realise that
I have homlded an innocent lad out of
the house ?”

Still Crooke did not speak.

“You have acted abominably!” the
colonel went on. “But I am glad, at
all events, that you have at least ‘had
the manliness to come to me and confess
—~though T fear your confession may be
too late to save Talbot. I know nothing

I told him all about it..

of his movements,
possible to find hlm

Crooke looked up at: last. IIxs eyes
were shining with a new purpose.

“TI'll find him, uncle!” he said. “I'll
go this very mght 3

Colonel Lyndon waved hm hand to-
wards the door.

“Leave me now,” he said. “I want to
be alone—I want to think. Stay! You
know nothing of the notes aud bonds
that were taken from my safe?’

“ Absolutely nothing. uncle !”

To Crooke’s relief, the colonel seemed
to accept his assurance. But there was
no mistaking the fact that he was very
angry with his errant nephew.

“Go!” he said sternly.

And Crooke went.

CHAPTER 11.:

A Night of Surprises !

HEN Crooke had undertaken to
find Talbot, he had not spoken
idly. He meant to seek him
far and wide, if need be, and

bring him back to Lyndon Honse.

On leaving the library, he went up
to his- room and donned his greatcoat.
He crammed a few necessaries into his

and it may not be

pockets, and prepared to leave the house. .

Tom Merry & Co. met him on the
stairs, and they glanced curiously ab
Crooke’s pale, resolute face.

“Going out, Crooke?” asked Tom
Merry.
K&Y b2}

2 Whlther bound ?”

“I'm gomg to find Talbot. He’s inno-
cent, and ’'m going to fetch him.back.”

“My hat!”

“Every minute’s precious,” said
Crooke. “If Talbot s gone to London,
as I believe, T <hdll Ju\t be in time ta
catch the last tyain.”

“But— but what the merry- dickens
——* gasped the captain of the Shell.

“\Iy uncle will explain everything,”
said Crooke.

And he passed on down the stairs.

A few moments later he was striding
swiftly through the snow.

“Tll find him!” he muitered. “If
it hkes me weeks and weeks, I'll find
him !’

The signal was down when Crooke
reached the little station. Away in the
distance a puff of smoke heralded the
approach of the London train.

Crooke went up to one of the porters,
and caught him by the arm.

“Were you on duty here early this
morning ?” he asked.

““Yessir.

“Did you see anything of a fellow
about my own age and height?”

The porter nodded.

“’E caught the fuet train up to town,”
he said.

“Thanks !’

Crooke slipped a coin info the porter’s
palm, and then stepped towards the
train, which had rumbled to a standstill.
The next moment he was being whirled
away in the direction of the mighty city
to which Talbot -had gone many hours
previously. He did not realise then the
almost msurmountable difficulties which
confronted him. He had resolved to find
Talbot, and for_once in a way he was
thoroughly determined.

Back at Lyndon House, Tom Merry &
Co. were listening breathlessly to the
colonel’s story of glookeg confession.

They were amazed at the turn events
had taken, and they were glad to think
that they had not denounced Talbot as
guilty. =

Marie "Rivers, in particular, was ime
mensely relieved.  Nevertheless, she
looked anxious.

Talbot had left Lynddn ITouse many
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hours before. : Where was he now?
Perhaps in London, where, among the
- teeming millions, it would be next door
to impossible to find him.

Tom Merry voiced the thoughts that
were passing througu the girl’s mind.

“We must find him, and bring him
back,” he said. ;

- *Yaas, wathah!"”

The juniors wished to start off in quest
of Talbot there and theén. But Colonel
Lyndon’s next words showed them that
no uscful purpose could be served by
their leaving the house that night.

“The last train to London has gone,”
he said. ‘ Nothing can be done to-
night.”

*You think Talbot has gone to Lon-
don, sir?"” said Jack Blake.

= am praciically certain  of it.
Already 1 have taken steps to find him.
Ferrers Locke is searching, and I am
confident he will be successful.” :

HCrooke’s on the trail, too,”
Figgins. :

Colonel ‘Lyndon compressed his lips.

“Please do not mention the name of
that wretched boy!” he said. “It is
he who has been responsible for all the
trouble.”

“Still, he confessed, sir,” said Tom
Merry, “and that counts in his favour.
If he hadn’t owned up, goodness knows
what would have become of poor old
Talbot ! -

The colonel nodded. His anger to-
wards Crooke was gradually lessening.

“Well, we know who took the will, and
the key of the safe.” said Kerr. “But
sve're still in the dark about the notes and
bonds.”

““I am satisfied that Crooke did not
take them,” said Colonel Lyndon. “His
confession was frank enough. I am con-
vinced he avas keeping nothing back.”

““Thendhow do you adcount for the
theft of the notes an’ things, sir?”
asked D’Arcy.,

‘The colonel ‘shook his head helplessly.

“It is a puzzle,” he said. ‘‘Doubt-

less it will be solved some day.”
_ The high spirits of the St. Jim's
juniors had revived. Talbot’s name had
been cleared, and it would be only a
matter of time before Ferrers Locke
located his whereabouts, and brought him
back to Lyndon House.

The juniors had almost forgotten that
Crooke was searching, too. They had
very little faith in Crooke’s abilities as
a sleuth.

That night there was a swopping over
of rooms on the part of Bernard Glyn
and Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Glyn didu't relish sleeping in a room
by himself. He preferred to be with
the Terrible Threc.

The swell of St. Jim's, however, was
only too glad to have a room on his
own, where his extensive wardrobe would
not be tampered with by practical jokers
of the Monty Lowther type.

Tom Merry & Co. were much too
excited to sleep. They sat up in bed,
chatting with Bernard Glyn, until long
- past midnight.

First of all their couversation had dealt
solely with Talbot. But eventually, when
the rest of the household had retired,
and the house was hushed and silent,
talk drifted round to the topic of ghosts.

Then Glyn_described for the first time
how he had scared Crooke on the night
of the burglary.

“You fellows will recollect that I
brought a big hamper down here with
me,” he said. “You tried to guess
what was inside it. Lowther, but you
were off the wicket.” :

“ What was it 2" asked Monty Lowther
curiously. :

*A.ghost,” . -

Tae Gey Lisrary.—No. 671,

said

“Rh 7Y 3

“Jt was my clockwork ghost: And it
works like ‘a charm. I've kept it in the
lumber-room all the time, and Crooke’s
the only fellow who's seen it.”

“My hat!”

“1 should like to see it in action,” said
Tom Merry.

“Same here!” said Manners eagerly.
“Can’t we play a jape on somebody?’

“Gussy !” said Monty Lowther, with a
flash of inspiration.

“Ripping !” said Tom DMerry, with a
chuckle., “Can you arrange for the thing
to walk into Gussy’s room, Glyn?”

“Yes, rather!”

A muffled boom scunded through the
house.

“One o’clock!” said Manners.
will be fast asleep by now.”

The juniors proceeded to put their plan
into execution. They donuned dressing-
gowns over their pyjamas, and Bernard

“Gussy

Glyn led the way into the corridor. He
carried a lighted candle.
“Shush!” he whispered -~ warningly.

“Don’t make a row !”

The schoolboy inventor halted éutside
the door of the luniber-room. Then he
stepped inside the place, which was little
bigger than a cupboard, while the Terri-
ble Three waited in the corridor,
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Presently a clicking noise came to their
ears.

“What are you up te, Glyn?” whis-
pered Tom Merry, peering into the
recess. < ;

“ Winding the thing up!” ex%%
Bernard Glyn. “I daren’t do it in ti
corridor, or the row might wake Gussy.”

Tom Merry & Co. began to have their
doubts as to the merits of Glyn’s
mechanical ghost.

The youthful inventor took such a long
time to wind it up that they supposed

something had gone wrong with the
works.
The next moment, however, they

started violently.

There was a whirring sound, and a
shrouded figure emerged from the lum-
ber-room, and came towards them.

The Terrible Three jumped back in
alarm. But Bernard Glyn reassured
them. .

“It’s all right, you fellows,” he said.
“It won’t bite!”

With measured tread the ghost pro-
ceeded along the . corridor, and the

Buy the Greyfriars *‘ Boys’ Herald.” Every Week, Price 1id.

“This is Gussy’s room!”
Manners at length. “Don’t
thing go wandering on!”

Tom Merry opened the door very
softly, and Glyn wheeled the cléckwork
figure round, so that it would enter.

Then the four juniors stepped back
into the shadows.

“ Now for the giddy scare!” murmured
Monty Lowther.

“I say, there seems to be a light in
Gussy’s room ! whispered Bernard Gly:.

Tom Merry nodded.

“The silly -duffer must have left his
light burning !” he muttered.

Suddenly a wild yell of terror raug
out.

It was not the sort of yell which Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy might have been ex-
pected to utter. The voice was thal of
a man.

Instantly the Terrible Three and Bei-
nard Glyn rushed into the room.

An extraordinary scene met their gaze.

Kneeling on the floor, at the foot of
the bed, was a thick-set, lantern-jawed
man, obviously a burglar, for he had
been engaged in going through the
pockets of D’Arcy’s coat.

There was an expression of terror on
the man’s face. He was trembling in
every limb, and his eyes were fixed upon
the shrouded figure which was marking
time against the farther wall.

“It ain’t yewman! It ain't yewman!”
he was muttering.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey was sitiing
up in bed, blinking around the room in
astonishment and stupefaction.

“What evah is the mattah, deah
boys?” he inquired, in alarm. ]

But Tom Merry & Co. had neither eyes
nor ears for Arthur Augustus. Their
attention was riveted upon the burglar.

“Collar him !” rapped out Tom Merry.

And the juniors made a combined ruslis
at the man who was kneeling on the
floor.

The burglar made no resistance. He
was scared out of his wits by Bernard
Glyn’s clockwork ghost, and the four
juniors soon had him at their mercy.

“Better search him, I think,”
Manners, :

A search was accordingly made, and it
revealed the fact that the burglar had
transferred a leather wallet from
D’Arcy’s pocket to his own.

But an even more startling discovery
was forthcoming. 3

In the breast-pocket of the man’s coas
a bundle of bonds and notes were found.

“My only aunt!” ejaculated "Tom
Merry. ‘““This is the merchant who rifled
Colonel Lyndon’s safe!”

“Ow! Gerroff me chest!” panted the
burglar.

“Do you deny that you broke into this
house the night before last?”’ asked Tom.
> “ Of course I don’t deny it!” growle:
“the man. “I made a good ’aul, an’ T
wish I’d been content with it, instead of
turnin’ up ’ere again an’ gettin’ nailed.”

Tom Merry & Co. were tremendously
excited at having captured the burglar.
And Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy slipped out
of bed and put on his dressing-gown.

“I'm goin’ to fetch Colonel Lyndon.
deah boys !” he said.

“Good!” -

The colonel was fairly flabbergasted on
being awakened at half-past one in the
‘morning, and informed that a burglar
had been captured, and that the noctes
and bonds had been recovered. ;

“Where is the man now?” he asked.
scrambling out of bed.

“In ‘my woom, sir,” said Arthur
Augustus.

“In safe custody?”

“Yaas, wathah! Tom Mewwy & Co.

muttered
let the

said

juniors followed.

"

are sittin’ on him!
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Colonel Lyndon. hurried along the
corridor.  On reaching D’Arcy’s room,
he was astonished to see a ghostly figure
beating itself against the wall.

“ What—what is that?” he gasped.

“My ghost, sir!” said Bernard Glyn
proudly. “Ripping invention, don’t you
think so? We shouldn’t have collared
the burglar without it, anyway.”

The burglar himself was almost
obliterated from view, for Tom Merry
sat on his chest, and Manners a little
lower down, while Monty Lowther
pinioned the man’s legs.

“Let him get up, my boys!” said the
colonel. .

The burglar was allgwed to rise. Ile
stood blinking sheepishly at the colonel.

“So you are the scoundrel who carried
out the robbery in my library?” ex-
claimed Colonel Lyndon.

“Well, you fairly arsked for trouble,”
said the man sullenly. “You shouldn’t
‘ave left yer safe unlockeg.”

“An innocent lad was blamed for the
oufrage,” said the colonel. “You shall
pay dearly for this, my man!”

'The burglar’s defiance evaporated. He
began to whine.

“Don’t be ’ard on me, sir!” he
pleaded. “I don’t want to spend my
Christma$ in chokey.”

“I“fear you will have to, mneverthe-
less,” said Colonel Lyndon. ~ “Give an
eye to him, my boys, while I telephone
for the police.”

Half an hour later a burly police-ser-
geant arrived at the house. He identified
the burglar as an old offender.

The precious scoundrel again appealed
to Colonel Liyndon, vowing that he would
go straight- and lead an honest life, if
only he were given a chance. But the
colonel, who was thinking of the boy
whom he had driven from the house in
disgraee, sh@wed no mercy. :

-+ The burglar was marched gway under
And Tom Merry Co. went
back to bed. :

But sleep did not visit the juniors’
eyes that night. They had far too much
to talk about.

The Thristmas vacation was certainly
. yielding its” full measure of adventure.
And all that now remained to complete
Tom Merry. & Co.’s happiness was the

return of Talbot.

CHAPTER 12.
‘Driven to the Wall !

ALBOT was in London.
| * He had come to the capital

with the vague idea of getting a

job. For after what had taken
place at Lyndon House he would never
be allowed to return to St. Jim’s.

It was a dark, murky December morn-
ing when Talbot stepped out at the
London terminus. He breakfasted at a
modest restaurant close by, and then
he set out on his quest for employment.

As he tramped along the gay
thoroughfares of the West End, he saw
that the Christmas shopping boom was
at its height, . 3 "

Christmas !

What did the word mean to him?
- Nothing ! - It was a-sham and a mockery.
He had -been branded as a thief, and
cast out from his uncle’s house. He was
now homeless and friendless, little better
than a wandering vagrant!

And he was enduring all this for the
sake of another, a far less worthy fellow
than he !

Was it not madness that he should
make such a sacrifice, that he should give
up everything in order to save an out-
sider like Crooke?

Yes, it-seemed a mad thing to do. Tt
was folly, but it was .a splendid folly.

Very few fellows would have cared or
dared to do as Talbot had done.

“I'll keep my promise !” he muttered,
as he tramped along. “I won’t give
Crooke away. But it’s hard, and it’s
going to be harder still. Oh, the fool !
Why did he ever want to meddle with
uncle’s will?”?

During the morning Talbot called at
some of the biggest and best-known es-
tablishments, and sought an engagement.

The people he interviewed, however,
eyed him askance. His schoolboy’s
clothes went against him. 1t was pre-
sumed that he had run away from school.

Besides, he had no references, no testi-
monials as to his character. What big
firm would be likely to give him em-
ployment, in such circumstances ?

Talbot’s heart grew heavy. Ile was
badly up against it. He had a pound or
so in his pocket—sufficient to tide him
over for a day or two.

But what then? Supposing he failed
to get employment? He would have no
roof to shelter him. To use a police-
court phrase, he would be without visible
means of support. He would join the
human stream of flotsam and jetsam that
drifted like derelicts through the London
streets, with nothing to live for, nothing
to strive for.

The hour was late now. And the
Strand, down which he passed, was
thronged with people on their way to
the theatres.

Nobody appeared to notice Talbot, as
he trudged along. Umbrellas were jerked
aside to allow him to pass, but no friendly
faces surveyed him from beneath those
umbrellas, y

Presently, however, a hand descended
upon the junior’s shoulder, and a voice,
which seemed strangely familiar, ex-

‘claimed :

“The Toff I” SEOSERE

That was the name by which Talbot
had been known in the early days—in the
days when he had belonged to a gang
of cracksmen in Angel Alley.

Turning quickly, the junior found him-
self confronted by a well-dressed man of
middle age. He was puzzled, at first, as
to the man’s identity, but presently he
recognised him as Tony Masters, who
had been one of the lesser lights of the

gang.

‘“Well, this is a surprise, Toff, an’ no
error! 1 thought you were away at
schoal, leadin’ a highly moral and re-
spectable life. What ave you doin’ in
London ?”?

Talbot told the man as much as he
thought necessary.

Tony Masters listened with interest.

“So you’re down an’ out, what?” he
said at length.

“Yes.?

“Well, T think I can soon fix you up
with a job—a very remunerative job,
too.”

“What sort of a job?” asked Talbot
doubtfully.

He was not sure whether Tony Masters
was a reformed character, like John
Rivers, Hookey Walker, and the rest, or
whether he was still pursuing his former
shady vocation.

“I think we’d better go to some quiet
place where we can jaw in comfort,”
said Tony.

And he led the way down a
turning. .

Talbot fellowed-with some misgivings.
He felt that he ought to have sent Tony
Masters about his business. But he was
in an exhausted state, and his vitality
was at a low ebb. His companion’s will
was stronger than his own. .

At length, Tony Masters cntered a
quiet-looking eating-house, the seats of

side

which were divided by.wooden partitions:
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The latter reminded Talbot of -ecatile-
pens. S :
'The place was none too clean. ' Still, it
afforded warmth and shelter, and Talbot
followed his companion without demur.
They sat down side by side at-one of

-the tables.

“ Hungry ?” inquired Tony Masters.
_“I haven’t long had a snack,” said
Talbot, “but I could do with another.
But tell me; Tony, what's been happen-
ing to you all this time? Are you still
following the old game?”

“Shush! We'll discuss supper first, an’
other things afterwards. I'm glad I had
the good fortune to meet you, Toff—
dooerd glad!”

But Talbot, noting the sinister smile
which played about his companion’s lips,
felt far from easy in his mind. He asked
no further questions just then, -but he
could guess ‘what the man’s intentions
were, s A

Tony Masters was going to tempt him
to return to the career of a cracksman.

Would Talbot. be proof against the
temptation, or would he, weak and ex-
hausted as he was, succumb to it?

That remained to be seen,
=5
Crooke of the Shell turned up
his coat-collar and stepped out
into the driving sleet.
He was feeling cold, hungry, and dis-
consolate. :
On setting out in quest of Talbot, his
hopes had been high. But now that he

CHAPTER 13.
A Dramatie Meeting!
AXI, sir?”
““No, thanks.”

had actually arrived in London, he
scarcely-knew which way to turn.
For the first time. he realised the

had set himse¥. He knew th#t Talbot
was in London; but of what use was
that knowledge? He might as well
have attempted to hunt for a needle in
a haystack.

Crooke’s determination did not waver. "
He must find Talbot at all costs, he told
himself. "But his hopes were not nearly
so high as when he had first set out. He
realised that it might be a matter of
days—weeks, perhaps—before he could
pick up any information which would
put him on the track of his school-
follow,

London was a big place, and its vast-
ness had never impressed Crooke so much
as now.

He had plenty of money, and his first
impulse was to book a room at one of
the hotels, and delay the start:of his
search until the morning. And then it
occurred to him that the longer he
delayed matters, the more remote would
his chances of finding Talbot become,

He crossed Waterloo Bridge, and

gigantic nature of the taskévhich he

plunged into the brightly-illuminated
Strand.  He kept his eyes open as he
went. * It was necessary, in order to

dodge the umbrellas of the theatre-goers.
A po)xceman was stationed close to a
refuge in the middle of the thoroughfare.

.Crooke thought of taking the man into

his confidence, -and asking his advice in
the matter of finding Talbot.
As he was about step off the kerb,

[0
-however, he gave a\riolent start,

A man and a boy had just brushed past
him. And the boy was Talbot!

Crooke could not be absolutely certain
-of this, but he would have staked a good
deal on it. s 5

. He gazed after the retreating figures,
and he thought he recognised Talbot’s
overcoat. 2

“Yes, it’s Talbot right enough!” he

muttered. ‘‘But—but  who's he with?”
THE GEM Liprary.—No. 671,
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- exaggeratin’!
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__Suddenly he lost sight of the two

gures_(fead.

“They’ve  gona down that  side-
_furning I’ he exclaimed. * Here goes!”

And he promptly followed.

he entered the side-street, however,

'ﬁe undered mto an old man who carried’
an umbrella.
-~ H-was a uolent colhsxon, and by afhe
tmmv(};ooke hagd =on »hlmself out, his

of ihe street, ar

»Ba‘.i, they had dls&ppe,

*Confound it !” gr :
 halted in dismay.

It was indeed tantalising, to ha,ve seen
Talbot, only to let 1 nﬁ;p through his
ﬁngem. : ?
= “I ought to

‘the nmb):ella,

‘And &ﬁnhe e

house elose to wher

w}}:labb 'Eo do next.
sight- o an eating-
- he | He _was |

ravenously h by u;;é, and he
made his way. ¢ Exther
The place appea: be dese:ted

But no sooneglhgﬂi’}r oke sested himself

at one of ther; eard vmces

Crooke’s heart ¢ gave a boimwd. - But he
did not immediately betray his presence.
He was fascinated by what was being
said,  Evidenily Talbot and his com-
_panion had been so deeply engrossed in-
converaatxon that. they had not heard him

17 Tony |

Jowy but persuasma

Sl you, frowill be to your
266 to close with my offer.  If you
“don’t, there s nothin’ for you hui starva-
tion an’ a nameless grave. . ~Oh, I’'m not
You  wi Idn’t’ be the

first young tell
hck of means.”
-~ “You are a
ci*acksman ag'nn—-
Life?”

“You've a mlght} unpleasant way of
puttin’ things, Toff Let’s put it this
way, I'm givin’ you a chance of wealth,
an’ happiness, an’ life!”

21 thoughb you had 1efotmed long
ago, Tony.”

*Reformed? Not me! T'll admit I
had a smack at it, but I found it couldn’t
be done, Toff. T got a clerkship in the
City, an’ I didn’t earn enough to keep
body an’ soul together. I was in as bad
a way as you are now.’’

“So you went back to the old life?”

“Yes. An’, what'’s more, I don’t
regret it.”

There was a pause.

Crooke fervently hoped that the pro-
prietor, who was dozing behind the
counter, would not stir, and come and
ask him what he wanted.

¢ Are you working for Jim Dawlish?”
inquirved Talbot.of Tony Masters.

“Dawlish? = No fear! I'm paddlm
my own cance. I'm on my own, an’
business is boomin’, But T could do with
a_partner, Toff, an’ it’s you I want.
You'll suit me down to the ground
'&ou ve got brains an’ education, an*
a u're up to all the tricks of the trade.

‘hrow in your lot with me, an’ you'll
never regret it!”’

Xulbot was silent.

great struggle was going on in the
§unior’s mind.
In normal circumstances he would have

to dead a dishonest

| any false notion of honesty.
‘| the best policy ’
 book maxim—a creed that’s worn thread-

“ine ﬂngmg tones. >

.| else. If I hadn’t owned up, I
have 1eploached myself to the end of
| my days. T've come to take you back to

rejected Tony Masters’ . offer thh scorn.
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But he was not himself. His powers -of
resistance were feeble. He realised that
if he went into partnership with the
‘eracksman, he wou{) d at least be able to
live. Whereas, if he "refused, there
would be nothing for him, as Tony had
said, but starvation and ‘a nameless
griue«‘ &b

b was
Talbot.
employt

an exaggerated  picture..
T ﬁ.ﬂhmg honest

mt school,
He was face to face with grim alter-
natives, In a nutshell, he counld either
‘becomé .2 cracksman, and ime, he:|
could remain honest and starve. .- :
-Tony Masters saw that -the junior, was’
wavering, and - he pressed home h!s
advantage. 4
“Yau'll never regret it; 'I‘oﬁ" he
repeated.  “You néedn’t 11e=xtate
Hdh@
is an out-of-date copy-

bare. = An honest man, nowadays, is a
fool! What of the great business houses
—the professions? Are they all run on.
strictly honest and honourable lines?
Not a bit of it! Business is merely
another name for sharp practice. The
maJontv of men live by their wits; an’

hat’s what you must do, Toff. You've
had ample time to make up your mind.

| For the last time—will you join me?”

The man seemed to mesmense Talbot
as he spoke. And the junior’s powers of
1esx=,ta.nc,e grew feebler and feebler,

“Come, Toff, make your choice! Is
it to be life an’ happiness, or starvation
an’ misery? Will you join me, or not?”

Talbot was about to make his fateful:
tepl when somebody answered for him

¢ will not!"” came exchma”tm

And the head of Gex al@“w ':
up over the top-of the partition.

CHAPTER 14.
“ A Merry Christmas !”

ALBOT sat spellbound.
As for Tony Masters,

he
goggled at Crooke as if the latter
were a spectre risen from the

floor.

“Who—who are you?"" he gasped.

“Talbot knows who I am,” said
Crooke. “I've come to take him
back !”

“Crooke! Crooke, old man

Talbot’s voice trailed off huskily.

“It’s all right, Talbot. 1It’s
serene. I’'ve told uncle everything.”

“You—you've confessed?”

“Yes. I couldn’t have done anything
should

all

Lyndon House.”

“ But—but how did you find me?”

I spotted you in the Strand, and saw
you come down this side-street.  Then
I lost sight of you, and gave it up. After
that I came in hcu., and stumbled across
you accidentally.”

“You've been here all the time?”

“Long enough to discover thaL this’
rotter was spreading a net for you.’

“Look here, young shaver,” said Tony
Masters aggre:snvley, ‘you’d better hop
it, or——"

Crooke caught Talbot by the arm.

“Come along, old chap,” he said
quietly.

Like a fellow in a dream, Talbot rose

to his feet.

“You——you re_not gom Toff?” gasped | T
Tony Masters.

Talbot nodded.

“Then you decline my offer?”

“Without thanks!” said Talbot curtly

: 4#:) re*turn to the old life
- They suggested that* he was a renegi!de' :

| effort-to. find her

S But—" .

“You had me at 2 dlsadvantage
‘Talbot went on.- *“I was down and out,
and you knew it, and tempted me for all
you were worth. I was on the point of
‘giving in to you, and I .can see now what
it would have meant, ° I should never
have forgiven myself—never!”. -

Tony %Iasters made a- last desperate
appeal to the junior. He “urged him,
with all the eloquence at his command,
“But he might

nst a5 &vell have. ad ssed the wooden

{ partifion, “for all e' tmpressmn -he
made; s :
“T'm going,’ sa1d Talbot £

And .he ~weat, leaung Tony lMastela
i

C fan't s ;‘*%%-mgh’ i
Cx ooke‘ “when they were ottt il the
“But wre’ll book a room at one: -of 3
hotels,~and catch the firsi train dn the
m| morning. My hat! I'm awfully glad
‘I ﬁund, | you! £ “hen I arrived in town it
seemed”as if Pd-come on a w:ld-goose
chas% But the Tufk’s been with me.’

““You saved my life, Crooke,”
Talbot quxetlx :

#RateP! comss

“But you did. TIf you hadn’t turned
up at that moment I should have sunk
my honour and gone to the dogs!”

“1\ot so_bad as that, surely?” :

“¥es, T wis on the point of yielding
to that scoundrel!”

“Well, it’s all -right now. Here we
are! This is a decent-lcoking hotel.”

They were in the Strand by this time,
and they had no difficulty in obtaining
a comfortable room at the hotel.

For hours they remained awake. re-
counting the dramatic events of the past.
few days. But they were up and away
early next mm'mng, bound o Lvndon :

House
Lw.ﬁ&
dark ~louds had rolled by. ﬂeﬁk&—- :
though hegdid his best not to sho“m"
was far from happy. He was thinking o e
the reception he would get at the hands
of his uncle. And he reflected that a
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year
would not be his portion.

“No news,”, said Colonel Lvndon in
response to Tom Merry & Co.’s inquiring
glances at the breakfast-table. I have
just received a communication from
Ferrers Locke. He has not yet been able *
to discover a single clue as to Talbot’s
whereabouts.”

And the faces of the juniors fell. They
were beginning to despair of ever eeemg
their chum again.

“Tt will be a wotten Chwistmas with-
out old Talbot!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy gloomily.

“A wash-out!” growled Manners.

“The question is, ought we to take up
the search?” said Tom Merry.

Colonel Lyndon shook his head.

- “I fear it would be useless,” he said.
“Where Ferrers Locke has failed, it is
hardly likely that you would succeed.”

“ Amateur detectives are |omet1me«
more successful than professional ones.
said Kerr.

- Y, at any rate, am going to search for-
Talbot!” said Marie Rivers. -

The girl was pale, but very determined.
She felt that she would go mad if she
remained at Lyndon House and made no
chum.

“1'd give a whole term’s pocket-money
to know where Talbot is!” exclaimed
Monty Lowther.

“He is here!” said a voice.

All eyes turned towards the doorway.

Then there was a great shout from the‘
assembled juniors:

“Talbot!”

- The wanderer had returned!

said

“ My boy—my dgar boy!"”
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Colonel Lyndon was on his feet,
advancing to greet his nephew.
“Forgive me, Reginald! I have

wronged ycu greatly! I have done you a
grave injustice. But it was not until
Crooke came to me and confessed that
my eyes were opened!”

“That’s all right, uncle!” said Talbot
cheerfully. “You couldn’t be blamed for
thinking as you did.”

The next moment Talbot’s hands were
being seized and shaken by his delighted
chums. .

“Who found you, old man?” panted
Tom Merry.

“Crooke.”

“My hat!”

“He found me just at
moment, too,” added Talbot.

And then he explained, breathlessly but
in detail, all that had happened. And he
spoke of Crooke’s part in the drama in
such glowing terms that Colonel Lyn-
don’s anger towards his errant nephew
evaporated, and everybody in the room
felt favourably disposed towards the cad
of the Shell.

“Where is Crooke now?”’ asked the
colonel suddenly.

the right

“ SLAVE ISLAND! "

Dick Harmer Explains !

HOSE below scattered wildly, and

_Hans Meppel crashed to the flags

of the courtyard, where he lay
motionless.

One . of the greatest criminals and

tyrants of modern times had met his end.

To save the overseers who still re-

mained hiding in the upper rooms of the

palace from sharing a similar fate at the

hands™ of their one-time victims, the-

sailors had to threaten
dvastic measures.

The sight of their rifles and the formid-
able-looking machine-guus, however, had
the desired effect, and, although there
were discontented mutterings, the mob
fell away from the palace entrance, and
the naval men entered and took some
fifty prisoners.

It was just as these overseers who
had escaped with their lives were being
marched, in charge of a strong force of
armed men, towards the seashore and
the cruiser, that Captain Kentish felt a
touch upon his arm, and, swinging round,
found the negro Joe beside him.

The slaves who had been in the prison,
under punishiment or awaiting sentence
for some real or supposed breach of
discipline, had just been released by a
party of their comrades, and were coming
that way. Among them was Dick
ITarmer, and the negro pointed to him.

“Dat’s de boy T tell you of, boss!”
Joe informed the skipper. *Him de lad
who.sabed the young missy, and him de
feller you want.”

Captain Kentish stepped up to Dick
as he stood staring about him.

“What's your name, my lad?” the
skipper asked, laying his hand upon the
boy’s shoulder.

‘“Harmer — Dick Harmer,” the

youngster returned, turning his head
sharply and meeting his glance.
. “I'm Dirk Kentish, skipper of the
steamer Albatross, and I am here to
take you back to your father at Beech
Marshes,” the captain told him, holding
out his hand. And, as Dick quickly tcok
it. he uttered an exclamation of joy.

‘“My father sent ypu here to find and
rescue mo? Then the dad is alive and
well 27 Dick cried. 3 >

to resort to

Talbot glanced into the hall,

“He went upstairs directly he came
in,” he said.

“Let’'s go an’ wout him out, deah
boys!” said Arthur Augustus.

At that moment Crooke came down
the stairs, with a suitcase in his hand.

He had been thinking a great deal on
the way down from London, and he had
come to the conclusion that he would
not be wanted any longer at Lyndon
House—that he would be driven forth in
disgrace, even as Talbot had been. And
he had decided not ta stand upon the
order of his going, but to go.at once.

Judge of Crooke’s surprise, therefore,
when his schoolfellows surged towards
him, and shook hands with him, and con-
gratulated him upon finding Talbot.

“Don’t mock me, you fellows!” he
said hoarsely. “I—I can’t bear it!*”

‘“ We're not mocking you, you duffer!”
said Tom Merry. ‘“What are you doing
with that suitcase.”

“I'm going! I'm not wanied here!
I'm a cad and an outsider, and I'm not
going to stay and spoil your Christmas!”

“Gerald,” said Colonel Lyndon,
placing his hand on the junior’s shoulder.

IAVA VeV VA VAV AN

“Sure, my lad!” Captain Kentish
answered cheerily. “And  mightily
pleased he’ll be to get you back, after
you being kidnapped and lost for all
these long months. Have you any notion
why you were spirited away like this
and brought here?”

Dick Harmer did not reply at once.
His eyes were fixed uvon - Jasper
Standish, of whom he had just caught
sight.  When he did speak, his voice
was unsteady with excitement.

“I have nol the least idea, Captain
Kentish,” he said. “ But ask that man!
Heo should be able to tell you! He was
For—the vessel—IHans Meppel’s vessel—
witen it brought me here! And I have
reason to believe that it was through him
that I was kidnapped in the first place
—through him, too, that I was brought
to this island and made a slave!”

If Dick Harmer had deliberately aimed
at creating a dramatic situation, he could
not have succeeded better.

Captain Kentish and O'Hara. who was
at his elbow, and also one of the officers
in charge of the naval men, turned and
regarded the millionaire in amazement

and askance. .

“What does this accusation mean,
sir?”? the naval officer asked. “Is it
true ?”

Jasper Standish shrugged his
shoulders. Now that his dnxiety for

his daughter’s safety had been appeased,
he was his old dispassionate self once
more. g

“It is perfectly true,” he answered
quietly.  “You know me -— you know
where 1 can be found in England. Be
good enough to inform the boy's father
of my identity, and say that I, and 1
alone, accept all responsibility for his
abduction and imprisonment upon 'this
island.”

He laughed softly, his cyes fixed upon
Dick and holding a hard light. S

“I shall be quite ready to face any
action he dares to take against me,” he
continued coldly. “But ”—and again he
laughed, with the trace of a sncer—
“Richard Iarmer senior will not dare
to proceed against me, you will find!”

Very coolly he  turned and walled
away with the men of his yacht, and
Captain Kentish and the others, in-

cluding Dick, .gazcd after him ‘with
puzzled expressions. %
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“Do not think of the past! I want vou
to stay—we all want you to stay. And
this shall be such a rousing, such a truly
merry Christmas, as has never been spent
before!”
“Hear,
chorus.
-Outside, in the snow, carol-singers were
chanting their joyous refrain:
p ““God rest you, merry gentlemen !
Let nothing you dismay.”
Crooke’s eyes brimmed with tears.
could scarcely credit his great good for-
tune.
He was to stay. The past didn’t count.
He was to look forward, net backward.
And it was to be a Merry Christmas,
after all—a time of peace and goodwill
for everybody. But especially for Gerald
Crooke. and for the fellow who, en
Crooke’s behalf, had made such a gallant
sacrifice | :

hear!” cried everybody, in

THE EXND,

(Do not miss next week’s won-
derful number of the GEM.
You will vote next wesk’s long

cymplete story ths best you
hive ever read.)
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Conelusion.

T was many months later. ere Dick
Harmer set eyes again upon the
man he eventually learned was
Jasper Standish, a powerful British

millionaire,

On the moming that his father's car
carried its owner and Dick down to
Jasper Standish’s country home it
wanted but a few days to Christmas, and
the roads and hedgerows were white with
a sprinkling of snow, though the fall had
ceased for some hours, and it was very
pleasant out of docrs.

Once again he fortunes af the
Hdxmeis were i the ascendaniThere
had been some 3§ﬂiculty in proving Mr.
Richard Harmer’s claim to the extensive
tract of land in the far Pacific, but it had.
been done unquestionably at length, and
now -a_company had been formed of
which Mr. Harmer was the chairman and.
heaviest shareholder, and the silver-mines
located by Dick were already being
worked and yielding splendid profifs.

In the library, Richard Harmer, senior,
was facing Jasper Standish, who had
risen from the chair he had been occupy-
ing near the fire, and bowed coldly.

“Well,” the millionaire sneered,
“have you brought with you a man from
Scotland Yard to arrest me for abduc-
tion, conspiracy, and the like?” _

Richard Harmer’s glance et his un-
flinchingly. P

“Why did you doit, Jasper?”’ he
asked, very quietly. :

“You ask me’that?”’ Tor a moment
Jasper Standish’s mask of eynical self-
control fell from him, and his voice was
raised in anger, his eyes blazing and his
attitude suggestive of flying at his visi-
tor’s throat. “ You dare to ask me that
-=you, who deliberately went back on
your pledged avord, and left my ivife to

He-

»

die and my child to starve and be lestdo .

me!” he thundered passicnately:=*“By
heavens, I—” :
“Stop!” As the millionaire advanced
upon him with upraised hand, Richard
Harmer raised his own.in a pleading ges-
ture. ‘“You wrong me—wrong me
deeply, Jasper!” he said steadily.  “Let
me explain, and do my besl to end this
enmily you bear me.” - rg
There was something so steadfast and
dignified about Dick Harmer's father
that Jasper Standish found himself silent
and listening in spite of himself. e
“No sooner. had you gone to prison
TeE GEM Li8rary.—No. 671.
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than T =u(cumbed to an attack of rheu-
matic- fe\'el Mr. Harmer went on
quickly. 03 Jay too ill to carry out my
promise for some time; but 1mmedx ately
I svas able I set afoot inquiries for your
wife and child, only to find that thm
had gone from the address you had given
e, and left no hint as to where th»}
might be found.”

“Heaven forgive me! Can this be
possible 7’ Standish muttered to himself.
«Bhen, aloud, with a catch in his voice:
“Richard, 1 see that I have indeed
wronged you bitterly. T—I ought to
have made sure that you had gone back
on your word before I robbed you of
your boy. Thank Heaven, he came to
no real harm, and that you have him
back!”

There came a long. straiied silence.

“It is near the time when all differ-

ces should be forgotien,” Jasper
Standish murmured at last, in a strangely
changed voice, “I wonder if you can
forgive me, and take my hand?"”

Slowly he extended it, and, after a
moment's hesitation, Richard Harmer’s
fingers met and clasped his, The eyes of
the two old friends met.

THE END.

(Next week our splendid new serial

Don’t Forget.’
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My Dear Chums,—

Last week 1 announced that this
number of the *‘ Gem " would contain
the opening chapters of our rattling new
school serial, ““ The Feud at St. Katie's”’;
but at the last moment | decided that |
would give vou an extra long complete
yarn, and postpone the other treat until
next week. In my opinien, ** The Christ-
mas. Bombshell ’ is one of the finest
stories the ““ Gem ”’ has .yet published,
and 1 am sure all my readers will agree
with my verdict. As 1 anticipated, our
art photograph of the Smiling Prince has
proved a huge success, and | feel confi-
dent that the splendid study of the great
“ B.-P.,”” which appears in this issue,
will also bhe welcomed by ali my readers.
Next week another national hero will
appear in our feature, * Pictures For
Your Den.”” There will also be a rattling
fong, complete school story, dealing with
the world-famous chums, and the first

A Grand New Serial Starls in—

By the way, the Editor . of. the
‘“ Magnet ”’ tells me that he has a big
surprise in store for his readers. 1In the
issue of that paper dated January 1st
there will appear a splendid four-page
supplement, entitled: *‘ Billy Bunter’s
Weekly.”” Billy is very proud of the fact
that he has edited a real paper, and he is
quite certain that it will prove a huge
success. That issue of the ‘‘-Magnet”
will also contain a long story, entitied:
‘“ Ponsonby’s Victim.”

Now, just a word about the Christmas
number  of the Greyfriars ¢ Boys’
Herald,” ‘which is on sale next week.
This will be a record number in every
way, and all boys who desire an extra
special Yuletide treat must obtain a
copy. It is packed with splendid stories
from cover to cover, and will be on sale
everywhere at the price of 13d.

Well, boys, before closing, 1 desire to
give you all my hearty wishes for a
Happy and Joyous Christmas, and 1 am
happy to feel that this is reciprocated by
all the large circle of ““ Gem " readers at
home or ahroad.

story, “THE FEUD AT ST.KATIE’S,”

ewill start. Order your GE}_H early.) ' at St, Katie’s."”

chapters of our new serial,
Do not miss it!

““ The Feud

BOYS, BE YOUR OWN PRINTERS

this Christmas by using The * Petit Plsex "
Duplicator. Prints pleasing Xmas Cards, Programmes,
Letter-headings, Scoring-cards, Plans, Maps, Music,
Carols, Notices, Bills, Drawings, etc., in a varisty of
pretty colours. Get one TO-DAY. Price 6/6, from all
Stationers, complete with all supplies; or, postage 9d.
extra (Foreign 1/6), direct from B. PODMORE &
Co., Ltd., Desk L., SOUTHPORT. And at
67-69, Chancery Lare, LONDD‘I W.C. 2

DUT o“,s 24 DUTTON’S SHORTHAND has only 8 rules
HOUR, and 29 characters, Compiete theory learned

in 24 Praciice quikiy" yres high speeds. Send 2 stamps for
r - booklet nta, 4 essons _ to DUTTONS
“{Desk 303). London Branch: 92 &

Great Russell Street, W.C. 1. s H o RTH AN D

5. 8, 9, Victoria Buildings,

Specimen
ECGNESS.

Manchester Branch :

St. Mary’s Gate,

A Packed FREE, Carrlage PAID, Direct from Works,
I.OWES‘I' cAsH PRIGES. EASY P¢ m&
| and Shop Soiled a:

dehvery
C dn. Accessorles a
1 isfaction guannteed or Monoys Ref;x;ded
YOLE cow?nw inoorpd,
M EAlswom. B 607, GIRMINGHAN,
FREE PN

1/+ for 70 Cu! te !7 5: Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Trtckt, 6 Catcl
5 Ounning Card Tricks, l(ylmyms Magic Tricks, 6 Jokers’ Comlul Cards,
Sens:tlonu Venmloquiam Secret, and 1,001 Stnp%nd?.l‘l’-eéﬁgrwtlom Thou-

The Latest Scuammgly!‘nnny Snrprllb Novelty,
causing roars of laughter, FREE to 3{;’;?&‘{"

The ““SCALA” 'ga" AGGORDEON

WITH A FREE MUSIC TEACHER.

: { Great Fun! Postal Address S, 15, Wood St.,
Edgbaston, Birmingham.  (Big box Demon Moustache Grower, 1/ 2 post frec.)

EARN MORE MONEY.
KNDW YOUR TRADE.

ENGINEERING.

ENGINEERING MOTOR-OAR sncmssmu
DRAUGHTBMARSHIP MATHEMATT!
ELECTRI AERO emss

Write and say which subject you wish to study, and we will

send you 2 FREE Book pointing out your chabees and explain-

ing our system. State age and scnd 24 siamps for postage,

THE TECENOLOGICAL INSTITUTE OF GT BRITAIN, I.TD
89, Thanet House, 231 & 232, Strand, Lendon, W.0.2

NERVO“S“ES is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. ¥t

you are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence,
will-power. mind concentration blush, or feel awkward inthe presence of others,
send 3 penny stamps for particulars "of tha Mento-Nerve Eﬁtengthenlng Treat-
ment, used in the Navy, from Vige- Admiu] to Seam

Colonel to Private, 1).8.0.’s. M.0.’s
SMITH, Ltd.,

an, and in the Army from
M.’s,and D.0.M."s—GODFRY E LLIOTT.

527, Imperml Buﬂdmgn. Tudgate Olrcus, Loundon, E.C

Films Galore.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS from £1.—Real Value.
.» DEAN CINEMA CO,,

Just the Present for Xmas. Lists Free.—Desk
94, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, London.
ete—Parcels 276, 65/6,

Illusions,
MAGIC TRICKS, :am‘(lis of;lc Sample triek, 1/-—

T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N, 1,

“CURLY HAIR!" < Minecurled at once,” writes Major.

‘Thousands of fes-

'......-...n.... Why not own_ one of these beautlful high-class Italian timonials, proof sent, ~Summers’ “Curlit” “curls straightest hair. 1/5,216
model Accordeons, and entertain your family with xhts (stamps accepted).—SUMMERS (Dept. G.M.), Upper Russell St,, Brighton.
delightful music? These wonderful instr
easy te play and easy to buy, and with the FREE
Tutgr we slend )i‘ou amii ta }‘mtle p;‘actlc!e hthe long N i
winter evenings change into ours of rea nppmeas - . »

The eharm of this sweet musical instrument is simply LI All applxcati_on: for Advertisement uuist
irresistible. The Cases are best piano polished, 10 slais S 3 bl.' - 1d juis|u|
Eoye, 2 Basses, Stesl Reods, Nickel Corner-Protestors. Space in this publication should be EI‘JEI
ry filne organ tone, fret-cut Palle overs, price I s
DEPOSIT. J% I on easy terms. *Send }0/:; now and proml?el;()/s LA | gddressed to the Advertisement EEE
mon after delivery. Batisfaction or de osit refunded.
v, B, Sttt | | | A | Depe, UNION JACK SERIES, uuﬁ
elivery by return of post if you sen 6/6, cash i
price—MASTERS, Ltd., 6, Hope Stores, RYE. non || The Fleetway House, Farringdon UEE
Catalogue Free. Foreign applications invited. CILIL] Street, E.C.4. ==t
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