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, SMILER! ,
HSMILEH " DURSTON, of Lancashire—le's a staunch

_ supporter of the GEM-—writes and tells me that he
possesses a smile that won't, to guote his own words,

“come off.” Now, strangely enough, this cheery
correspondent of mine is a bit worried about that smile.

| He tells me that he smiles at everything—at things where

smiles ought to be kept well in the background. He says
that smilmg is a habit of his, but all the same for that,
it's landed him in many uncomfortable situations. .For
instance, the other day he heard some bad news from a
friend. "Now * Smiler 7 states that he was genuinely sorry
to hear of this bad news, and yet, somchow or other, his
face broke into a smile. He could- have- kicked himsélf
afterwards, he says, I should zay that “Smiler” iz a
highly-strung  young fellow—there are many such—who
finds it hard to express his sympathy with anyone’s’ mijs-
fortune in words which he considers adequate. And.while
he's scarching his mind for the right thing to say, his
“nerves ? gor the upper hand of him, and bang comes that
smile.” But; don’t worry, *Smiler,” vou will grow out oi
that nervous smile, but for goodness’ sake stick to the
cheery smile: never let that come off. There are far too
many gloomy faces about these days as it is; and the
Smiler is good to meet; he’s the fellow who helps to.make
the world go round. Write me again, my chum, and next
time do me the favour of imcluding your address, then per-
haps we ¢an have a heart to heart talk throuwgh the post.

SHOULD HE SPEAK ?

“ Angious ¥ of —— writes me a long leiter in which e
says that a certain -schoolfellow of his has been accused of
theft, and " Anxious  knows for. a certainty that this
particular chap is not the guilty party. He tells me ihat
he has proof of this, and, moreover, he knows who the
guilty party is. “Should he spéak out to those in
authority 7 This is rather a difficult guestion to answer
withoiit knowing the full circumstances. But if my chum
is really positive that -he knows the identity of the real

| culprit i this matter, I strongly advise him fo take this

chap on one side and tell him so. If the chap has any
decency in him_ at all, he will put matters right of his own:
accord. If he doesn’t, then it is up to “Anxious ™ to speak
ont, rather rhan see an innocent boy suffer for someone
else’s sins, Let mo hear from you again, “ Anxious "—I'm
just as anxious as you to lear that rhis affair has heen,
cleared up satisfactorily.

NEXT WEDNESDAYS PROGRAMME :

*THE TOFF'S SACRIFICE!"
By Martin Clifford.

{his stovy is a partieularly diamatic one, wirh the Toff,
otherwise Reginald Talbot, doing what he considers to he

- the right thing, although such a course means the destrue-

tion of hig own good name. At this type of 'yarn, Martin,
Clifford has no equal. Vou'll enjoy every line of it, believk
me, and then, like Oliver Twist, you will he asking for
move.

H“WHITE EAGLE!" . z

Look ouf, too, for another instalment of this stivring

| adventure serial, also another jolly poem from the pen of
the St. Jim’s Rhymester, entitled: “'Fhe Trials of Taby 1™
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it would be qulte sxcusabls for Talbot to desert his blackguardly cousin in his hour ot -
meed, for Talbot has known nothing but eneers and bitter enmity from Qerald Crooke.

But tile * Toft 7 racalla tha'

he was once a sinner himself, and regardigss of the risk, decides to take Crooke’s burden on his own shoulders !

CHAPTER 1.
No Esecape!

6 ALBOTI”
Talbot, of the Shell,
was called.

He was strolling slowly along the gravel-path under
the Form-room windows at St. Jim’s, with his hand in
his pockets and a cloud of thought on his brow.

No other fellow was to be zeen near at hand.

On that Wednesday afternoon Tom Merry & Co.
gone over to Rylcombe to play the Grammar School,
and a crowd of other juniors had gone over with the
footballers, In the distance, a First Eleven game was
going on, on Big Side. A dozen fellows could he seen,
here and there, in the quad. But Talbot had the gravel
path to himself, and he was startled as Lis name was
called guite close at hand.

He stopped and looked about him.

“Talbot I -

It was the voice of his cousin, Gerald Crooke, of the
Shell, that called.

“Here '” went on Creoke’s voice.
you ass!

Talbot looked up.

Crooke was at one of the windows of the

stavted as his name

“At the window,

Shell Form-

room. The windows were high, and Crocke was well

above Talbot’s head.
Talbot stared up at him.

Crooke was looking out, but he was not leaning ont— -

he was keeping well back, as if afraid of being seen
from the guadrangle.
in expression, his eyes: furtive,
“Come nearer!” he called out.
shout
‘Talbot came nearer.
" “Are you detained 7’ he asked,
© “Yes. But I've got to get out.”
“Better not,” said Talbot. *“What's the good of ask.
ing for more trouble, Crooke? Mr. Lianton is down
on you already quite enongh » |
“T've got to. get out, I tell you,’ * muttered Crooke.
“It—it's important. I want you to help me.’
“How can I help you?” .
“I'm locked in,” said Crooke. “Iinton sent mie hiere
to do my lines, and—and he caught me le:wmg the
Form-room. = He’s locked the door.”

“I don’t want to

STANDING BY
A Smlzmcli'

| with Gerald Crooke and - Regmald_'.‘_
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had"

His face was pale and harassed’

—

“Then ynu can t get out,” said Talbot quxetlv, “and
it’s all the better for you, Crooke. Mr. Linton is fed-up:
with yOL already; and if you break detention vou will
be taken before the Head.”

“I don’t eare for that'!”

“You will care wlien you're taken to Dr. Holmes,”
said Talbot. *“For goodness’ sake, Crooke, don't play
the goatl. Aren't you in enough trouble already, without
askmg for more?”

“It means more trouble lf I don't get out this after-
1noon. 1ou—wu wonldn’t understand. But I've got to
get out,’ nmtteled Crooke.

‘I don’t see

“I tell you it's so, whether you see or not,” interrupted
Crooke impatiently. “The door’s locked, and I've got to
bunk by the window. I want you to help me.”

“Don’t be a fool, Crookc ! Our uncle, Colonel Lyndon,
is with Mr, Railton in his study now. He will want to
see both of us as soon as he's ﬁmshed his talk with
Mr. :Railton. I'm waiting for him now.”

“I'm not going to wait f61 him, I tell yon it's ire-
portant—meore important than you can understand,” seid
Crooke huskily. I want you to get my cap for me, and
get my bike out and take it iito the road. Wait for
me there with the bike—see?”

Talbot shook his head.

“I'll watch for a chnucc when the coast is clear and
drop from the window,” went on Crooke.

“You can’t do it,” said Talbot.

“I must do it! You fool, do you think I elmn]d Le

“A lot depends on it

.risking. .a Head’s flogging if it wasn’t lmpori‘aﬂte

breathed Crooke. “I've got to do it..
help me, I shall do it without your help

Talbot looked at him.

Crooke's face was white and stmmed there was an
almost feverish look in his eyes.

Whether it was important or not for the black sheep
of 8t. Jim’a to get out of the Form-room, there was ne
doubt that Gerald Crooke believed it to be 1mportant

“Any other fellow would help a chap,” said Crook:
bitterly. “Even Trimble would do it if he weve here.
You're my cousin—you offered to help me in any trouble,
and you refuse. You're afraid of a caning from Lintox,
you—you funk!” _ -

Talbot coloured.,

If you won't
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“It's not that, Crodke, and you know it. But you
kn(f{w that you're in Mr, Linton's black books already,
and—

“Hang Mr. Linton !” T

“And. Colonel Lyndén is here gnd may come out of
Mr. Railton's study any minute—>"

“Hang him, too!”

“Look here, Crooke—"

“Will you help me?” sgid Crooke. “You rotter, it
you wen't help me, I shall take my chance without your
help. You can’t stop me. If you lend a hand, it will
be safe. Anyhow, I'm going.” ~.

“For goodness’ sake——"

Crooke gritted his teeth. ¢

“Oh, shut up!” ke said. :

'And Crooke shoved head and shoulders through the
window, with the evident intention of climbing out and
dropping into the quad.

“ Stop I” breathed Talbot.

“Qh, let me aloune I B

“Mr. Lathom is walking under the elms—he may see
you—-"

“I don't care!” ; o B

“Stop, I tell you!” rapped out Talbot. “If you're
determined to play the fool, I'll help you. I’ll get your
cap ‘and take your bike out. “Wait till Mr. Lathom is
gone, at any rate.” ’

Crooke drew back at the window.

“Buck up, them! I sha’n’t wait long!” he said
sullenly.

“But if you've got any sense—" :

“You're wasting time, you dummy! I—"

Crooke broke off suddenly, as a’rather lean gentleman
came round a corner of the building. ¥t was Mr. Linton,
the master of tlie Shell. Talbot spun round at his foot-

steps, and the colour flushed into his face. Mpr. Linton -

c¢ame on, with a very -grim expresfion on his severe.
countenance, . i :

“Talbot, you are talking to a boy under detention in
the Form-room.” 2

“Yes, sir,” muttered Talbot. .

“I am surprised at this, Talbot. You are well aware
that stich a proceeding is against the rules.”

" Talbot did not answer. He was, of course, aware of
that, -

“You 'will take a hundred lines of Virgil, Talbot,” said
Mr. Lioton severely. “Go to yowr study this moment
and write them out!” v * s

Talbot glanced at Crooke. There was no help for it;
and he left the spot and went into the Schocl House.
Mr. Linton came nearcr to the window and looked up
‘grimly at Crooke’s pale, enraged face.

“ Have you written your lines, Crooke ??

“No!” snarled Crooke clisrespectfully,

“Take care, Crooke! You have very mearly reached
the limit of my patience !” said the master of the Shell.
“You have made an attempt to break detention, and I
Liave been compelled to lock you in the Form-room. Now
I find you speaking to another junior from the window
instead of performing your detention task. I cannot
lielp suspeeting, Crooke, that you were seeking assistance
to escape from the Form-room.” ;

Crooke drew a hissing breath. A savage and dis-
respectful answer was. on his lips, but the stern look
of his Form master checked it. Desperate as the

black sheep of St. Jim’s was at that moment, the Form '

master’s severe frown daunted him.

“You appear to have grown utterly reckless and
disregardful of authority,” went on Mr. Linton. “You
are seeking to drag a boy who is usually well hehaved
into your own reckless proceedings. A little more,
Crooke, and I warn you that you will be reported to Dr,
Holmes for a public flogging. Now go back to your
task.”

Gerald Crooke disappeared from the window.

But- he did not go back to his task, Whatever might
be the consequences of disobedience, Crocke was in mo
mood for transcribing Virgil then. .

Five minutes later he looked from the window again,
with gleaming eyes; but he backed promptly “at the
sight of Mr. Linton, N :

The master of the Shell was pacing up and down
the gravel path. Possibly he was metely taking a little
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exercise on that pleasant sunny afternoon. It was
more likely that he was keeping an eye on the Form-
room, in case the detained junior should make another
attempt to escape. At all events, there he was, and
theré was no chance for Crooke. .

Crooke got down from the window. and went to his

desk, and fell rather than sat down there. - He did

"not pick up his pen or turn a page of the Eneid.

He 'sat staring before him, at the blank wall of the
Form-room. ; =

— —

CHAPTER 2,
Not Trimble’s Lucky Day!
a cheery grin. S
Baggy had cause to grin, - ) '
. ’lI:!&e fattest fellow at St. Jim’s was emjoying his half-
holiday, . o

There were many and various ways of making the
best of a half-holiday. Baggy's way was peculiar to
himself. -

Tom Merry and his- comrades were playing foothall,
which was geir form of enjoyment. A crowd of other
fellows were watching the junior eleven play at the
Grammar School, finding entertainment therein. Cutts
of the Fifth was playing banker in his study with a
circle of scleet friends and the ‘door locked. Dr.
Holmes was digging deep into ZBschylus in the seclu-
sion. of his study, and discovering great joy in the
task., MY, Railton was chatting with his old comrade
of the War, Colonel Lynden, over a cigar, fighting
ancient battles over again. And Baggy Trimble had
found an occupation for the afternoon as- entertaining
as any—to Ba !

The School House was almost deserted, but- Baggy
did not pine for gompany. On the other hand, the
solitude of the studies pleased him vastly; for it enabled
him to carry out his peculiar form of entertainment—
which was dropping into one study after another, look-
ing for “tuck.® " '

Some of the: study cupboards were locked—much to
Baggy’s disgust. He had rather hard thoughts of
fellows who were so suspicious of their fellow-
creatures that théy Pocked their cupboards when they
went out. But some of them were not locked—and in
some of the unlocked omes Baggy found goods that
rewarded him for his trouble, ’

In Study No. 6, in the Fourth, he had quite a
harvest. Of the four jumiors who belonged to that
cclebrated study, Blake and D’Arcy were in the junior
eleven, and Herries and Digby had gone over to Ryl-
combe to watch them tike goals. In the cupboard
of No. 6 was a pile of good things, with which Blake
& Co. had intended to celebrate, on their return, their
victory over the Grammar School—taking the victory
for granted in advance. Victory or defeat, that cele-
bration was uot now likely to take place. Baggy had
already celebrated the absence of Blake & Co. with the
good things, and he left hardly a erumb.

Feeling considerably bucked, the fat Baggy rolled
on to Study No. 9 in the Fourth. Levison was in Tom
Merry’s team, Clive had gone with him to Rylccmbe,
and Cardew had gone out with Racke and Clampe of
the Shell. 8o there was nobody at home in Study No. 9
—till Baggy made himself at home there, which he did
thoroughly. He was feeling fat and fairly well filled
when ke rolled out of No. 9; but, like Alexander of old,
he was still prepared to conquer fresh worlds. © In
the passage e debated which study he should next
visit, and he decided on Tom Merry’s. But, alas '—the

B AGGY TRIMBLE, of the Fourth Form, grinned

-Terrible Three of the Shell had to e numbered among

the more suspicious members of the St. Jim’s com-
munity, for the cupboard was locked. - :

Baggy sniffed and rolled out again. He dropped into
the next study, which belonged to Talbot, gore. and
Skimpole. : :

His fat face beamed as he sawthat the cuphoard
door was unfastened. He had it open in a jiffy, and
then ho grinned—a grin of undiluted satisfaction. . In
the ‘L(l{pper half of the cupboard, which was wused as
a larder by the occupants of No. 9 in the Shell, reposed
a large .cake—a very large cake, stacked with plums,’
and with ice on top: -~ :
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“ Talbot ! " snapped Mr. Linton.
muttered Talbot.

-

e

o you are talking 1o a boy under detention in the Form-room !
| am surprised at this, Talbot. You are well aware that such a proceeding Is agalnst the rules !’
Talbot did not answer.

“ Yea, slr,”’ -

(See Chapter 1.)

Baggy Trimble beamed at that cake.

. He felt quite safe in the study. Gore. he knew,

had accompanied the footballers to Ryleombe Grammar

School. Skimpole had gone out into the woods on one
of his botanical expeditions. Talbot was walking up
and down the gravel path under the Form-room win-
dows, waiting for his uncle to come out of Mr.
Railton’s study—only a few minutes ago Baggy had
noticed him from a window. No thought of danger,

therefore, was in Baggy’s mind as he opened his.

pocket-knife and plunged it into the cake. Whether
ihe cake had belonged to Talbot, to George Gore,
or to Herbert Skimpole, Baggy did not know, and did
not care—he knew to whom it belonged mow! His
Lappy afternoon was a great success, and that ripping
cake was best of all.

A huge chunk disappeared into Baggy Trimble’s
capacious mouth. His jaws worked swiftly.

“He did not trouble to take the cake out of the
cupboard. He stood there and sliced it, and devoured
it chunk by chunk. i }

About a quarter of the huge cake had vanished, and
Baggy had unfastened a couple of waistcoat-buttons,
when there was a step in the deserted Shell passage.

Baggy Trimble started.

The footballers could not have pot back yet—he was
sure of that. But somebody was coming up the Shell
passage. Possibly Gore had come back early, without
waiting for the finish-—and Baggy turned a;uite cold
at the thoughi of being caught in- the study by the
bully of the Shell. e would have paid dearly for
that cake#®bhad Gore caught him devouring it. He
stood with palpitating heart, a chunk of cake on his
pocket-knife half-way to kis mouth.

“0Oh dear!”

There was mo reason to suppose that the mewcomer:
was bound for that study specially., But Baggy, owing
to the peculiar nature of his occupation, could not
afford to take risks.

He squeezed into the lower half of the cupboard,
which was the receptacle for boots, and boxing-gloves,
and other odds and ends, deciding to remain there
out of sight until the footsteps had passed. In the
peculiar circamstances Baggy considered, justly, that
a fellow couldn’t be too careful.

He drew the cupboard door almost shut and listened
intently, his fat heart thumping as the footsteps
came nearer.

They stopped at the door.

The handle turned, the door opened. Tlke newcomer,
whoever lLie was, had come into No. 9 in the Shell.
Baggy, as the door-handle turned, drew the cupboard
door silently quite shut and held it fast. He thanked
his good fortune that he had dodged out of sight. It
was a precaution well taken.

Whether it was Talbot, -or Gore, or Skimpole who
had come in, Baggy had no means of guessing. He
dared not open the cupboard door a fraction of an
inch. If it was Gore in the study, Baggy was booked
for the biggest biding of his life, if he was dis-
covered. He sat on the floor, leaning against the wall,
and holding the door shut with a fat paw, hoping
that the fellow would go, whoever he was. And he
groaned inwardly as-he heard the sound of a chair
being pulled to the table and of a fellow sitting down.
It must be Gore, he supposed. Tf it had been Bkim-
pole, he would have becp mumbling in his usual way,

_Tre Gem Lisnarr.—No. 989.
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and Ba'g?y would have heard him; and Talbot was.i

waiting for his uncle, and if he came to the study,
Colonel Lyndon would come with him. Baggy's fat:
heart quaked at the thought that only the cupboard:

‘door stood between him and the heavy-handed bully:
of the Shell. , = i

Had Baigy been able to see through the cuphoard.

. door—which, naturally, he could not do—he would have
known that it was. Talbot of the Shell who had sat’
“down to the table.

* All Baggy’s careful calculations were well founded,
but he had not counted on the chapter of accidents.
Talbot, assuredly, would have been still waiting for
his uncle to leave Mr. Railton but for the incident
at the Form-room window. Mr Linton had sent him
to his atudy to write a hundred lines, as a punish-
ment for speaking to the junior under detention; but
Trimble, of course, had no means of guessing anything
of the kind. Talbet was in a hurry to get his lines
done before the colonel was at liberty, and he lost
no time. Little dreaming of the fat and fatuous
Baggy curled up palpitating in_ the cupboard, Talboet
set up the Eneid against his inkstand and dipped his
pen in the ink, and began to write rapidly.

Latin verse after verse raced from Talbot’s pen, while
Baggy Trimble, palpitating and perspiring in the

stuffy cupboard, wondered whether, after all, he had |

really made a wise choice in his methed of passing
a half-holiday. Even standing in a keen.wind on the

football ground at the Grammar School would have®

been better than this,

Talbot had written sixty or seventy lines, when thcre
was a heavy tread in the passage. . Trimble, shut up
in’the cupboard, did not lear it; but Talbot knew that.
his uncle was coming. : ]

He laid down his pen at once, and rose to his feet.:

He had opened the study deor before Colonel Lyndon
reached it. The-tall, bronze-visaged gentleman stopped
‘at the door, and his rather hard and grim features
relaxed into a kind smiile at the sight of Talbot. He
shook hands cordially with his nephew, and entered. ..

“Mr, Linton told me that I should find you kere,
my boy,” said the colonel, in lis deep, somewhat gruff
voice, which had a soft note in it, however, as it alwa;
had when he was speaking to Talbot. Gerald Crooke
had ncver heard that nate in his uncle’s voice.

The Shell study almost shook under the heavy tread
of Colonel Lyndon as he came in, g }

“Qh crikey ’ murmured Trimble, in the cupboard.

The. heavy tread,.and the deep, gruff voice, told. him
that there was a new arrival and who the mew arrival
‘was. It dawned now on Trimble’s fat brain that it
‘must have been Talbot who was in the study all the
time. Now Colonel Lyndon was there also., Trimble
quaked dismally. He would almost rather have faced
Gore of the Shell than the grim-visaged old soldier, who
was a governor of the school, too.  Trimble sat tight,
and hardly dared to breathe. His fat brain almost
gwam at the thought of being discoverced in his hiding-
place by the stern old colonel. - ; ’ -

“I'm glad to see you, my boy,” the colonel went on,
“T ghould have come up before, but I stopped talking
a little with Railton. Railton was with me in Flanders,
you know.”

Colonct Lyndon sat down in the chair Talbot placed
for him. He was not six feet from the fat junior
curled up in the bottom of the study cuphoard.

“I'm glad to sec you, uncle,” said Talbot. “It was
kind of you to come.”

“Not at all, my boy.” Colonel Lyndon glanced at the
unfinished impot on the table and smiled slightly.
“Lines, what?”

“Yes,” said Talbot, colouring a little.

“You are not often in your Form master’s black

.hooks, I think. Mr. Linton seems to have rather a
good opinion of you. I wish the same could be said for
your Cousin Gerald.” The colonel frowned a little. “I.
Tiear that Gerald is now under detention in his Form-
reom.” : :

“I—I think so—yes.” .

“And why this imposition?” asked the colonmel.
“Mind, I'm not catechising you, or finding fault. Don't
think that. But tell me, if you like.” . -

“It’s for breaking a rule of the House,” said Talbot. ;
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“Nethin% serious, I’'m sure?”
“Oh, nol1” _
Talbot hesitated. It was his nafure to be completely

frank, and frankness was due to his kind guardiam.

He did net want to mention Crooke, but he hated the
idea of seeming evasive -

. “1 spoke to Crooke at the Form-raom window,” he
said. “It's against the rules to speak to a fellow under
detention,” e = :

Colonel Lyndon smiled.

“Quite right that you should be pumished, Taibot—
discipline is discipline,” he said. “Between ourselves,
Lowever, it's not a fault that I should condemn you for,
my boy. Aid mow to business.” Colonel Lyndon’s face
became very serious mow “You wrote to me and asked
me for fifty pounds. You have never asked mec before
for anything, though I ehould have been glad if you
would have done so. PFifty pounds, or five hundred,
would be quite at your scrvice, if you needed it. I trust
Kuu_ so_completely, Talbot, that I should have had no

esitation whatever in .sending you a cheque for the
sum by return of post. But fnm your guardian, my
boy, and a guardian must take card. You are too
sensible a lad not to kmow that it is my duty to speak
to you about such a matter seriously.” -

“I—I know, ancle,” faltered Talbot.

“Well, then, now-——"

Coloncl Lyndon was interrupted. .

From the study cupboard there came-the sound of a
foud and prolonged eneeze. ) i

It was dusty in the bottom of the cupbeard, dusty
and stuffy. Baggy Trimble had felt that sneeze coming
on, and he had struggled agaiust it almost frantically.
There was dust in his fat little nose, and with all his
struggles he could not suppress the snecze. Like wine,
it improved with keeping. When at last it came out,
in spite of Baggy’s struggles, it was a terrific snecze—
it fairly rang and echoed.

* A tehoo-cho-choooooaoooh 1”

Colonel Lyndon started up.

“ What—what—" '

Talbot stared round towards the cupboard.

“ Atechoo—choo-choooooocch 1 came 319 prolonged and
agonised sncezing of-the hapless Trimble,

“Great gad! Do you kecp animals in your study
cupboard ?’ exclaimed the amazed colonel.

“No,” gasped Talbot.

“Then, what i . :

Talbot stepped to the cupboard door and dragged it

open. Baggy Trimble, curled up among the - lumber

t}xcrc, and still sneezing wildly, came into view.

-“Trimble !" exclaimed Talbot. ‘ '

Colonel Lyndon was on his feet now. He stared at
the fat junior with a black brow.

“What does this mean?” he thundered,

“Groogh! Atchoo-oooch !”

“It’s Trimble of the Fourth,” said Talbot. “Goodness
knows how he got here. Come on, you fat duffer.”

“Grooogh ! : :

The wretched Baggg
Colonel Lyndon stooped,
him to his feet. -

“You did not know he was there, I suppose, Talbot?”

“No 1" gasped Talbot. “And I've been in the study
a quarter of an hour or more. . Trimble, you duffer—"

rolled out of the cupboard,
grasped his collar, and jerked

“Qw! I—I havew’t touched the cake!” gasped
Trimble.

“The cake?” B
“I—I never—I didn’t—T wasn't—" spluttered

Trimble. . .

“What are you deing here, you young rascal?” ex-
claimed the colonel, shaking the hapless Baggy till his
tceth clattered. .

“Yaroooh 1’

Talbot’s face broke into a smile.

“He must have been raiding Gore's cake,” he said.
“A lot of it’s gone. I suppose he dodged out of sight
when he heard me coming.” - -

“I—Y thought it was that beast Gore,” groaned
Trimble. “I—I say- ! i
- «¥ think I had better take him to the Housemaster I”
growled the colonel, giving Trimble anether vigorous

Baggy yelped in alarm,
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;Ow! Wow! I—I eay, sir, I—I never touched the

cake—" :

“(Qome with me.”

“Yow-ow-ow! Let a fellow off 17 wailed Trimble. I
~—X won’t do it any more. I—I say, Talbot, old chap,
put in a word for me! Oh dear! Ow!’

“Let me kick him out, uncle,” said Talbot. “The
fat duffer can’t resist a cake. He's always playing
these tricks.” :

“He ought to be flogged,” grunted the colonel.

“Ow! Wow!” ;

“Well, kick him out!” snapped Colonel Lyndon.
“Kick him hard ! 2 .
~ “Certainly.”

" The colonel’s powerful arm swung Trimble to the
door, Talbot laughed, and landed his boot behind the
fat junior. Baggy fairly flew into the passage.

*Yaroooh !” iy :

Trimble went along the Shell passage as if he were

on the cinder-path. It was not, after all, Baggy's
lucky day. : .

CHAPTER 3. oS

. Talhot’s  Unelel :
ALBOT closed the study door and turned back to

his uncle.

% . Colonel Lyndon had sat down again.

Talbot was smiling; but the smile left. his face at

once a8 he sat down facing his uncle.

There was a painful interview bhefore him—a very
painful one to Talbot, of the Shell.

Stern and grim as the old gentleman was, his manner
to Talbot was kindness itself. But with his kindness

.there was firmness. He had been astonished by the
junior’s amazing request for such a sum as fifty pounds,
as was only to be anticipated. He was uneasy, too.
No schoolboy could possibly require such a sum for an
ordinary purpose; and the request indicated that some.
thing very unusual must have happened. It was omly
natural that the colonel should fear that his ward was
in trouble of some kind.

And Talbot could not speak out. .

He could not tell Colonel Lyndon that his other
nephew, Gerald Crocke, was paying the price for a long,
reckless conrse of shady blackguardism—that he owed
that swp of money to a bockmaker, and was in
.momentary fear of seeing Bill Lodgey arrive at St. Jim’s
to “show him up.” Talbot had promised to help his
cousin if he could; and he had promised that Crocke’s
disgracefil secret should be kept—that his name should
not be mentioned. For had the colonel known the facts
it would have been his duty to acquaint €rooke’s father
with the matter at oence; and the colonel most certainly
wonld have ‘done his duty. The crash would have come
then with a vengeance.

Talbot’s handsome face was flushed, and for once he
found it difficult to meet his uncle’s eyes.

“Well, my boy?” said the colonel kindly, though.the
flushed discomfort of the schoolboy’s face added to his
inward uneasiness. “What have you to tell me?”

“QOnly what I told you in my letter, sir,” said Talbot,
the crimson deepening in his cheeks. “I’'m ashamed to
have asked you.for money-utterly aghamed. I know
I have no right fo do so. All I can say is, that I never
would have asked for myself.”

“Stuff and nonsense!” said Colonel Lyndon gruffly.
“You have every right to ask me—I’ve given you the
right. I have been hurt by your. never asking for any-
thing—you know that I desire to do anything in my
power for you. I have sometimes thought, indeed, that
you have not wholly forgotten and forgiven the unhappy
trouble between your father and myself.”

“0Oh, no, sir!” exclaimed Talbot. “No, no! That is
all forgotten—quite forgotten. I—I—I know that my

poor father was chiefly to blame, though there was a |

time when I could not see it.”
“T was hard,” said the colonel moodily. #I meant only
to be just—and I was hard. If I had been kinder, many
_ things would have been different, and you, my hoy,
would never have spent your early boyhood among rogues
and vagabonds as you did. But what is past cannot
be altered—what is done-cannot be undone. IJ;Z';et us keep
to the present. I repeat that you have every right to:

ey, -

ask me for what you may need or want—and I am
glad that you should ask. My on]{ doubt is that you
may have got into trouble of some kind; and if that is
the case I want you to make a clean breast of it. You
must know by this time that you will be speaking to'a
friend.” : ¥

“Yes, yes,” said Talbot.

“Then what is the trouble?”

“I am in no trouble, sir. I am not in debt, and never
have been,” said Talbot, “As I said in my letter, I
want to help a certain person who is in money diffic
culties. If you would be kind enough to advance the
sum, I want you to stop it out of my allowance.”

“Nonsense ! Who is the person you speak of?”

Talbot breathed hard.

“I know I'm asking you to trust me a great deal,
sir,” he said. “I can’t give you any explanation. . I carf
tell you nothing about the matter. I can only say that
if you should hand me the money it will simply pass
through my hands—for a good object.” : !
i Colonel Lyndon eyed him from under his knitted
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“Understand me, Talbot,” he said crisply, “1 trust
you, and should never dream of doubting your word.
That is wunderstood. It is settled, therefore, that I
believe that you want the money for a good object—
s0 far as you are aware. But, sensible lad as you are—
and much more experienced than most schoolboys could
possibly be, owing to your early training—it is very
likely that you may have been imposed upon by some
charlatan., I cannot see why you should not tell me
the name of the person concerned, especially as it is
fairly certain that the person is unkrown to me.”

Talbot was silent. ’

“You have reasons, my hoy ?”

“Yes, uncle.” |

The colonel gnawed his underlip. ;

There was a short silence in the study.- The colonel
spoke again at last.

“One question you must answer, Talbot. More than
once, since you have been at-this school, you have come
into contact with associates of your former life—those
unhappy days when you were in the hands of a gang of
cracksmen, and were known by a peculiar nickname. It
has always been in my mind that some meémber of, that
gang might seek you out and attempt to blackmail you.
Is that what h&s happened ?”

“OL I” exclaimed Talbot, crimsoning again.

He had not thought of it; but he could see at once
that that was the most natural conclusion for the colonel
to arrive at. Obviously, Colonel Lyndon had suspected
at orice that some member of the Angel Alley gang had
found out the “Toff ” and was endeavouring to extract
money from him, < -
' Tae CGex Lisrary.—~No. 983,
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“Ts it that?” asked the colonel.

“No! No! Nothing of that kind !”

“You have not seen any of your former associates?”

“No.*
~ “Then this money is mot demanded from yor under
& threat?” :

Talbot shook his head. -

“If that were the case, uncle, I shouid not dream of
handing over a shilling,” Le said. “I am uot the kind
of fellow to be influenced by threats, I hope.”

“I think not; but the cirewmstances are peculiar,”
said Colonel Lyndon. “You tell me plainly, then, that
you are acting of your own free will in this matter,
and that it is totally dincomnected with any associate
of your former life?”

“On my word, sir.”

The colonel’s face cleared a good deal.

“You—you supposed it was that,
Talbot.

“What could I suppose, my boy?” said the colonel.
“At least, I fearcd that it was that. But your word,
of course, settles the matter for me.”

“You are very. kind, sir,” said Talbot, with a catch
in his voice. “Considering what I was—beforc I came
to St. Jim’s—I have no right to your faith.”

“I am no fool, my boy; I know whom I may trust,”
said Colonel Lyndon. “Now, your answer to that guestion
clears the air. To come down to facts, you want fifty
pounds to help a lame dog over a stile—in a matter that
does not concern you persenally?”

“That is how it stands, sir.”

“Very good. I still think it possible that you may
have been imposed upon by some rogue,” said the colonel.
“But that is a fault on the right side, if it is the case,
I would rather have you too trusting than too sus-
picions. Now that you have relieved my mind on the
point that troubled me, Talbot, I will ask you no more
questions.” :

Colonel Lyndon took a
and opened it. He counte
the study table.

Talbot felt a mist before his eyes for a moment. The
colonel had brought the money with him. If he had
hesitated to hand it over without question, it was only
for Talbot’s own sake, because he feared that the junior
might be in trouble. And this was the hard, stern
man who Crooke disliked and feared—whom all his
relatives looked on as a hard nut to crack.

“Take it, my boy!?

“Uncle! I—I don’t know how to thank you!”
muttered Talbot. “I'm ashamed to have asked you—"

“Nonsense I

“You must stop it out of my allowance, sir.
me more than I really need—"

“Stuff I

“But, sir—"

“That matter is ended,” said Colonel Lyndon, with a

esture of his hand. “Say no more about it. Now let us

ave a little chat, Time is going, and I must see your
cousin before I go.
the school—where are they?”

Talbot’s face was bright now.

“The fellows are gone over to the Grammar School
for a football match,” he explained.

“You generally play for your school, do you not?”

Talbot smiled.

“I had to sland out to-day,” he said.

“On my account? I'm sorry for that,” snid the
eolonel. “Gerald, I suppose, was not in the team?”

“N-no.”

“I need not have asked,” said the colonel dryly. “I
should be glad to see him taking up games; but 1
suppose it will never come to pass. However, that is
his father’s business, I suppose, not mine. I am not his
gua;glian. Do you get on better with Gerald than you
used ¥

“We've been quite friendly lately,” said Talbot.

He was glad to be able to say as much, ~

“Even to the -extent of speaking to him under
detention * said the colonel, with a smile. “I am glad
to hear. it.” :

For a quarter of an hour longer the colonel remained
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in the study, chatting with his nephew. - The matter of
the fifty pounds was not réferred to again;: Colonel
Lyndon had evidently dismissed it entirely from. his
mind. He rose to go at last.

“Thank you once more, uncle,” said Talbot, as the
colonel shook hands with him in the Shell passage.

“Stuff and nonsense! Good-bye, my boy—good-bye

The colonel’s heavy tread rang down the staircase,
and he made his way downstairs to see his other nephew,
his]bronzed old face unconsciously hardening once more
as lie went. 5

ik

CHAPTER 4.
Crooke’s Uncle!

ERALD CROOKE started to his feet as the door
of the Shell Form-room was unlocked from ' the
outside.

Mr. Linton looked in. - i

The master of the Shell gave Crooke a cold glance.
Crooke had written hardly a line of his imposition, but
at the moment the Form master paid no heed to that.

“Crooke! Your uncle, Colonel Lyndoen, is waiting for
you in the visitors’ room,” said the master of the Shell,
“You will go to him at once.”

- “Yes, sir,” muttered Crooke,

Mr. Linton walked away, and Gerald Crooke made his
way to the visitors’ room. ;

He had to see his uncle, but he was not looking for-
ward to the interview. It was a painful inflictior to him
—as possibly it was to the old colonel also.

Crooke wondered whether Talbot had yet asked the
colonel. for the fifty pounds. No doubt he had done
s0; hut that he had received it Crooke did not believe
for a moment. He had begged his cousin to try, know-
ing that there was a sporting chance, at least, that
Colonel Lyndon might accede to the request of his
favourite nephew. But when it was known that the
colonel intended to come to the school to sec Talbot
about it, Crooke’s hope had died away. He was guite
persuaded that all Talbot had to expect from his uncle
was a severe questioning and a severe lecture. If the
colonel had intended to part with the money, he would
have done so already.

Crooke was quite assured on that point; his only
doubt was whether Talbot might have let out something
concerning him, Crooke, in the interview. It would not
have been easy to keep the secret had Colonel Lyndon
questioned Talbot clesely; and Crooke, uneasy and sus-
picious by nature, doubted whether Talbot really-desired
to keep it. It would have been so easy for Talbot to
ruin him with his uncle that he hardly expected him to
resist the temptation to do so. That thought added to
his uneasiness as he made his way to the visitors’ room,

“Well, Gerald?”

Colonel Lyndon shook hands with Crooke kindly
enough,

It was a relief to the black sheep of St. Jim’'s. The
old gentleman’s manner would have been different had
he learned from Talbot of the young rascal’s present

| straits and difficulties. Talbot had not given him away,

at all events. Crooke even had the grace to feel a
momentary shame for his doubts of the fellow who
had tried to help him.

“I have only a few minutes,” said the colonel. “8it
down, Gerald, and let us make the most of them.”

Crooke sat down, his bitterness returning. ‘

Only a few minutes for him—in the visitors’ room!
With Talbot, the colonel had time for a chat in the
study. Crooke did not reflect that, if his uncle cared
less for him, he was really not the fellow to inspire
much affection. in a stern old- gentleman with a very
strict sense of rectitude.

“You were under detention, I think,” said the colonel.

“Yes, uncle,” muttered Crooke. “My Form master’s
rather down on me.”

“Why -

Crooke shrugged his shoulders.

“Bad temper, I suppose,” he answered.

“I hope there is no more serious reason than that,
Gerald,”" said the colenel dryly. “Do all the Shell find
Mr. Linton bad-tempered?” *

“They all think he’s rather a Tartar,” said Crooke
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About a quarter of the huge ¢cake had vanished when the
Trimble started. He stood thiere, with palpitatln'g heart,
“Oh dear !’ he

Baggy

re was a sudden step in the deserted Shell pnnag‘o.
18 mouth,

a chunk of cake on his pocket-knife, half-way to

sped. (See Chapter 2.)

sullenly, “He gave Talbot a hundred lines this after-
noon for nothing. I'm sure you don’t think Talbot
ever did anything wrong,” he added satirically.

Colonel Lyndon’s brow knitted.

“Talbot was punished justly for breaking a rule of the

school,” he said. “I fuliy agree with Mr. Linton in
maintaining discipline. But what were you punished
for, Gerald?”

“Leaving lines unwritten.” ’

“And w%at were the lines imposed for?”

“Cheek 1”

“Cheek 1”7 repeated the colonel. “You mean that you
were impertinent to your Form master?”

“Ye&”

“Well, you are frank, al all events,” said Colonel
Lyndon, with a rather puzzled look at his nephew. “The
last time I was here you had been punished for smoking
in your study, I am glad it is for something a little
less shady this time. You are not looking very well,
Gerald.” ‘

“I'm not feeling very well,” grunted Crooke. “Stick-
ing in a stuffy Form-room writing lines deesn’t buck a
fellow.”

“Y euppose mot. Are you playing football this
season P** -

“I play in the regular games practice.”

“The compulsory practice, you mean?”

“Yes,” muttered Crooke.

“Not on other. occasions?”

“I’ve a lot of things to do,” mumbled Crooke.

“Yor in the matches?”

“Tom Merry isn't likely to give me a chance in the
matches,” said Crocke bitterly. “He doesn't like me.”

“Come, come! That is not just to Merry,” said tlhe
colonel. “I am rather afraid that your tastes rum in
—other directions, Gerald. But I am not here to find
fault with you, my boy. I have been very giad to
Lear from your cousin that you are on more friendly
terms with him than you used to be.”

Crooke flushed. uncomfortably.

“Talbot isn’t a bad sort,” he said awkwardly. “We've
had a lot of differences at times, but he’s not a bad
chap. In—in fact, he’s been jolly decent to me.”
" Colonel Lyndon’s face softened considerably.

“I am glad you get on better with him, Gerald,” he
said. “I should like to see you sharing some of his
occupations—such as the school games, I saw your
father before I came, Gerald.”

“Yes?” said Crooke, vaguely apprehensive.

“He is a little uneasy by the way you have been
asking for extra remitfances of late. It seems that
your Housemaster spoke to him on the subject of your
having more pocket-money than was good for you. He
has decided to keep you within your allowance, Gerald,
and as your allowance is very ample, it should surely
be sufficient.”

Crooke’s face set doggedly.

THE
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“ At the same time, he has no objection to your uncle
h}l»pin you when he visits the-schdol,” added the

_eolonel, with. a smile, as he rose to his feet.

“Oh [ said Crooke, *You—yow're very kind, sir.”

Colonel Lyndon looked gt his watch.

“I must go to my train now,” he said. - “As you
are under detention, I cannot ask you to walk to the
station with me, Good-bye, Gerald.”

The colonel shook hands with his nephew, leaving
a f‘we-ﬂound note in Crooke’s hand.

* Crooke stared at the fiver when his uncle was gone.

. There was a bitter expression on his sallow face.

“Fat lot he wants me to walk to the station with
him 17 he muttered. "Any excuse is better than mone.
I know jolly well Talbot will go.”

Crooke was right on that point.

Five minutes later, from the window of the visitors’
room, he saw the colonel’s tall figure striding down
to the gates, Talbot of the Shell walking by his side.

Crooke watched them with hitter eyes till they
disappeared.

“Crooke 1

It was Mr. Linton’s voice. Gerald Crooke srl)un round
from the window, and stared sullenly at his Form
master. )

“Colonel Lyndon is gone, Crooke, and you will return
to. the Form-room,” said the master of the Shell. “I
tind that you have nob written half a dozen lines of
your task.” = ) ’ ’

LI R ) )

"% You will remain in the Form-room until the whole
task is completed,” said Mr, Linton ieily. “ Follow
me.” : : .

With deep rage in his breast, Crooke followed the
master of the Shell to the Form-room. :
There the door was locked on him again,

M. Linton left him to his task, and Crooke, with
a set and savage face, tackled it at last. He was to
be a prisoner until it was finished—and it was a
long task, There was no help for it, and the slacker
of the Shell set to work, grinding wearily through the
Jong imposition until the last li_ine was written.

CHAPTER 5.
Too Late!

“ QAL
- “Bravo, Tom Merry !”
“Well kicked, Tom !” - -

Tom Merry glanced round, recogmising that voice,
From the crowd looking on at the football mateh,
on the ground at Rylcombe Grammar School, Talbot
of the Sﬁeu waved a cheery hand to him.

Tom smiled back breathlessly.

He -was surprised to see Talbot there, as his chum
had stood out of the Grammar School match that
afterncon, to see his uncle at St. Jim's. But he
guessed that Talbot had walked to the station with
‘ the colonel after his visit, and so had found himself
near the Grammar School after his umcle’s train
was gone. -

The match was close on the finish now; there were

_only three or four minutes to go when Tom Merry
kicked the goal.

The sides lined up again, to play it out, and Talbot
_stood watching, his hands in the pockets of his over.
coat.

His handsome face was very cheery.

In an inside pocket reposed the fifty pounds the
colonel had given him—the sum that was required to
save Gerald Crooke from the results of his folly.
‘Against all hope, against all expectation, Talbot had

received the required sum from his uncle, and it made

his heart very light. He would have been glad to
give Crooke the happy news af once; but he comld
scarcely avoid walking to the station with his uncle,
and he -knew, too, that Crooke was still under deten-
tion for some time. He had seen the colonel off at
‘Rylcombe Station, and then, passing the gates of the
. irammar School on his way back to St. Jim’s, he had
dropped in to see how the footballers were getting
en. A lift in the St. Jim’s brake geing back meant
> gaving time, and he was anxious to see Crooke.
- Ter Gesm Lierary.—No. 989,
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He was in time to see Tom Merry take the winning
goal in the game, as it proved. It had been a slogging
game, and the merry men on both sides looked muddy
and dreathless; but no goals had materialised for
either team, until Tom Merry, almost at the finish,
put the leather into the net.

Yire game finished a few minutes later, and Talbol
of the Shell joined the St. Jim’s footballers as they
came off. Round the field a hundred St. Jim’s men,
who had followed the eleven, were cheering themselves
hoarse. School House and New House were both well
represented there, and they vied with one another in
making the welkin ring for the St. Jim’s victory.

“Bai Jove! It's old Talbet!” said Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. “Have you been heal long, old fellow:”

“Only a few minutes, Gussy.” . - "

“Then you did not sce the goal I vewy neahly had,”
said the swell of St. Jim’s.

Talbot smiled,

“I saw the one Tom quite had, though,” he said.

“Ha, ha,*ha!”

“Yaas, wathah !

That was a vewy good goal,” said
Arthur Augustus. “But the ome g neahly had was
weally a corkah. If it had come off, it would have
been & weal wippah! Unfortunately, it did not quite
come off.”. -

“That's the worst of Gussy’s goals,” remarked Monty
Lowther. “They never do quite come off.” e

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“A miss is as good as = mile—as bad, in Gussy’s
case,” observed Blake. *Still, we’ve beaten them.”

“Yaas, wathah! By the way, how did you get on
with your uncle, Talbot?” )

“First-rate, old chap.” : -

“Was le cwustay?”

“XNot at all.” ’

“Qood! He looks wathah a cwustay codgah,” said
Arthur Augustus, “But pwobably his bark is worse

than his bite.” :

“Room for one more in the brake going back?”
asked Talbot. “If so, you fellows can give me a
lift.” : . i '

“Yes, rather!” said Tom Merry.
colonel is’ gone mow?” =

“Yes, I went to the station, and dropped in here on
the way back. I want to get back to the school as .
quickly as possible, if you fellows can squeeze me
into the brake.” . =

“Of course,” said Tom.

“¥Yaas, wathah!”

And when the St. Jim's footballers rolled on their
homeward way in the brake, Talbot was packed in with
them, and as many other fellows as the vehicle would
hold. A crowd of - St. Jim’s fellows followed on
bicrcles, and a crowd more on foot—quite -an army
had gone over to Rylcombe to see the junior eleven
beat the Gramgmarians. Talbot chatted cheerily with
the juniors on the way to St. Jim’s, and more than
one of his friends looked at him rather curiously.

“Your uncle’s visit seems to have done you ‘good,”
remarked Manners. ’ :

“Does it?” smiled Talbot. .

“Yes, rather! Youw've been looking down in the
mouth for days past, ani now you seém guite merry
and bright.” :

“Yaas, wathah] I was goin’ to cut the footbail
match, to stay in and see Talbot thwough with his
jollay old uncle, you know, because he looked so vewy
down in the mouth ahout it,” said Arthur Augustue.
““But weally he seems quite bucked.” :

Talbot laughed, and coloured. . -

His comrades did not know that he had been looking
“down in the mouth” owing to Crooke and Iis
troubles, neither were they likely to guess why the
colonel’s visit had “bucked » him so much.

He was ilad when the brake reached St. Jim’s at

“I suppose the

last, and he went into the School House. Baggy
Trimble was there, and he gave the Shell fellow a very
curious blink. Talbot called to him. "

“S8een Crooke, Trimble?” .
“&till in the Form-room,” grinned Trimble. “Old
Linton shoved him back into detention as soon as
nunky was gone.” :

He eyed Talbot very curiously, Talbot had almost
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forgotten the incident in the study, but Baggy had
not forgotten the surprising words he had heardg Colonel

Lyndon utter, before that unfortunate fit of sneezing

seized - upon him and" prevented him from "hearing

more, ... . - = : ‘

. “Did -you get it, old chap?” he asked in a low voice.
“Eh, what?” : .
“I say, your uncle must be rolling in money, if

you've got the neck to ask him for fifty pounds in a

lump,” said Baggy. “He didn’t shell out, what?” '’

Talbot’s face grew stern. - ]

“So you were listening, you fat rascal?” s

“Ceitainly not!” gaid Trimble indignantly. “I sup-
pose I couldn’t help hearing what the old codger said,
_could I, when he was shouting only a few feet from
me? He said you'd written to him for fifty ponnds—
Yaroooh !”

Trimble roared as Talbot of the Shell took him by
the collar and tapped his bullet head on the banisters.

“Yow-ow ! Leggo!”

Talbot, with a grim brow, tapped Trimble’s head
again. Then he let go, and the fat junior sat down
with a roar. ;

“Mind your own business, Trimble,” said the Shell
fellow. i ’ . 7

And he went up the. Shell passage, leaving Baggy
rubbing his head and mumbling. Talbot was decply
annoyed. It had not ocenrred to him before that
Trimble had heard anything while he was shut up in
the study cupboard; but he” remembered mow that
Colonel Lyndon had mentioned the fifty pounds before
Baggy was discovered there. He was thankful that
Baggy had been discovered beforc he had overheard
the whole conversation; but it was bad enough as it
stood, for it was quite certain that Trimble would
tattle what he knew all over the House.

Tt was only a matter of time—a very short time—
before all’ the School House kmew that Talbot had
written to his uncle to ask him for fifty pounds, and
that Colomel Lyndon had come down to the school in
conseﬁuence. Certainly no onc was likely to guess
that his uncle had actually handed him such a sum..

In the Shell passage.Talbot was rounded up by the
Terrible Three and marched into ftudy No. 10 for a
rather late tea. Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
wore glad to find their friend in such good spirits,
though they were rather puzzled as to the cause.
A wvisit from Colonel Lyndon was not calculated—from
what they had seen of that gentleman—to put any
fellow in the highest of spirits. But Talbot evidently
wns more cheerful than he had been for a good many
days past. - : .

After tea in Study No. 10 Talbot ‘went downstairs,
to.see whether. Crooke was at liberty yet. Hec found
the door of the Shell Form-room still locked. ;

He compressed his lips a little.

He had good mews. for Crooke—the very best of newa.
1t was like the idle, foolish, reckless fellow to angers
his Form master,  and to be detained on an occasion
when there was no time to be lost. Now that Talbot
had the necessary sum, it only remained for Crooke
to pay his debt to Bill Lodgey, and recover the
paper he had given to the sharper, and eclear up the
wretched trouble that had made his life a burden for
more than a week past. Crooke was locked in the
Form-room, and in a very short time now the school
gates would be locked, and Crooke could mnot go out
without breaking bounds, and risking inquiry and
trouble. & :

Talbot loitered in the Form-room passage, waiting
for the black sheeE of the Shell to be released.

It was past lock-up when Mr. Linton came slong.

‘ He glanced at Talbot rather expressively, but did not
speak. He unloeked the Form-room door and went in,
and a few moments later Gerald Crooke emerged, look-
ing tired and worried; and doggedly ill-tempered. |

Talbot made a step towards him.

“ Crooke——" :

Gerald Crooke gave him a savage look.

“TLeave me alone !” he snarled. .

And Crooke: tramped -savagely away, leaving Talbot
of - the Shell staring after him blankly.

Crooke took his cap and went out of the House in-

a
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the falling dusk. There were still fellows in the guad,
though the school gates were ngw locked, and it was
impossible to go out—openly, at least. Talbot re-

| mained where Crooke had left him for a few moments;

puzzled and-almost confounded. After all the anxiety
of a week or more, Crooke did not scem even- to want
to know the result of the interview with Colonel
Lyndon. ' Certainly he lad little’ or no hope that
Talbot had been successful, but his indifferénce was
strange enough, all the same. v :

It was no time to be deterred by a rebuff from the
sulky .fellow, however. Talbot, nfter a few moments’

. thought, hurried after him into the dusky quadrangle.

Crooke was lounging away with his lands in his
pockets with an' ait of assumed carelessness. “If Mr.
Linton had obscrved him, he would have supposed that
the black sheep of the Shell was getting a little fresh
air after being shut up in the Form-room for the
greater part of the afternoon.” But Talbot conld see
that Crooke was lounging away in the direction of the
secluded spot by the school wall, where the old slanting
onk made it practicable to climb out unscen. It was
too late to go out of gates: but Creoke was going ouf
all the same. If he went, he would be missed at call-
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over, and it amazed Talbot that the reckless fellow
should be asking for more trouble like this. He hurried
after him. ;

Crooke had disappeared in the shadows under the
trees near the wall. When Talbot sighted him again *
he already had his hands on the slanting eak to climb.

“Crooke ! called out Talbot hurriedly.

The cad of the Shell spun round.

“Who—what—ol, it’s you! You fool, you startled
me! Can’t you leave me alone?” snarled Crooke. -

“You're not going out?”

“Mind your own business !” ;
_ “I can’t understand you, Crooke. You kmow that I
have seen Colonel Lyndon, and asked him——"

('rooke burst into a bitter, sneering laugh. .

“Yes, and I know nothing’s-come of it. I've found
another way, if you want to know. Let me alone!”

“But yow're mistaken, Crooke!” exclaimed Talbot.
“T've got the best of news for you. I've becen waiting
to tell you.” -t

Crooke started violently. .

He left the slanting-tree and came nearer to Talbot,
his ;zly%a shining strangely in the.gloom, his face white
as chalk. L

“You—you——" he mutto_réd thickly.: "You—ytﬁ_n
mean—— You're fooling me! Heaven! If I—if I—
I’ve done that for nothing—— Oh, heavens! Tell me

His voice trailed away in a.gasp.

the truth!”
oo Tue GEM Liprary.—No. 989,



12 Every Wednésday.

<T have the meney !” said Talbot quietly. .

st gifty pounds?” gasped Crooke. -

% es \:l) .

Crooke gave a strangled cry.

“You—yowve got it! Oh, heavens ky
licved for a minute yowd get it—never!
think I shall go mad!”

Heo reeled against the tree, covering his face with

- bis hands. A groan of utter migery came from him.

Talbot stepped nearer to him, his own face pale with
alarm, ;

“(Orooke! For mercy's sake, what does this mean ?
What have you done? Tell me. You can trust me.
What have you done?” )

Crooke’s answer came in a low whisper, a whisper
of utter misery and despair.

“It’s too late—too late! I'm a thief now! A thief!”

Talbot caught his breath.

“Are you mad, Crooke?” he muttered huskily.

Crooke only groaned. Talbot caught him by the arm.

“What have you done?”

“JI've taken the money
T’ve got it in my pocket now !
it to’Lodgey !

“@Good heavens!” said Talbot, aghast.

He stood rooted to the ground, overcome with horror
and dismay. Crooke leaned heavily on the trunk, his
face covered with his hands, and tears of utter misery
and despair trickling through his fingers.

Oh, I-1

from Mr. Railton’s desk!
I was going out to give

oy

CHAPTER 6.
Standing by Crooke! |
T'ALBOT of the Shell stood with his brain in a
whirl.

Crooke was crouched against the tree before
him, almost crumpled up. The wretched fellow seemed
to be half-fainting. . s

Talbot’s face was very pale,
steady, level-headed “‘Toff 7 was utterly dismayed and
beaten. &

He had succeeded, against all hope and expectation,
aud his success had come too late. Crooke had given
up hope, and had taken this desperate and irretrievable
step. 1t was almost a stunning blow to Talbot. Low
as his opinion of Crooke was, he had never dreamed
ihat the fellow could actually become a thicf. It seemed
incredible. Neither had he dreamed that an oppor-
tunity could be found, if Crooke had thought of sink-
ing so low, Oppertunity and desperation had somehow
coincided, and the poor wreteh had fallen to this. And
now-——— . : :

What was to be done now ?

“Pull yourself together, Crooke,” said Talbot at Jast.
«This isn’t a time for breaking down. You've got to
get out of this somehow. Thank goodness I stopped you
in time. What you have st—taken must be replaced-—-
at once!” ’

“Impossible.”

“Why impossible?

“T can’t put it back. The desk is locked now, and I—
I haven’t the key now.”

Talbot felt a chill.

“You had the key of Mr. Railton's desk ?”

“Yes,” muttered Crooke.

“ And—and now——"

“Now I haven’t.”

“Good heavens !” :

. Talbot had determined to helg the-wretched, cowardly
fellow, to save him if he could; for his own wrctehe}‘]
suke, for the sake of his people, for the sake of his
good name, for the gake of all who wotld be smirched
by, the black disgrace Crooke was bringing upon all
connected with

»

him, But at that moment ¥ is not to
be wondered at if the Shell fellow faltered—if he was
tempted to step out of the matter there and then; and
leave this wretched blackguard in his misery and shame.
Why should he be dragged into it—into -shame, into
disgrace, into baseness? What was the fellow to him?
—his cousin, bub always Lis enemy, always a carping,
sneering ememy. :
‘s Cem Lisrary.—No. 989,
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But that passed. -

Back into Talbot’s mind eame the recellection of the
past—his own past; the days when le had been the tool
of a gang of cracksmen—when ke had heen called the
.“Toff,” and sought hy officers of the law, Those days
were long past; long ago he had shaken off liis’ evil
associations, and thrown off the stain they had placed
on him. But he felt—he knew—that it was not for the
fellew who had been the prince of cracksmen to shrink
in horror from this wretch. ; —

A fellow like Tom Merry, or D’Arcy, or Figgins,
would be justified in avoidin such contamination. All -
their natural instinets would lead them to keep away
from a miserable rasecal who had sunk to actual dis-
honesty. But it was not for the Toff to abandon him.
What might he, himself, still have been, hiad he never
been able to escape from the evil associations of his
carly boyhood? It was not for the Toff to turn his
back on the sinner. It was for him ta Lelp..

He dropped his hand on Crooke’s trembling arm.

“Come,” he said. : T

He led the shaking Crooke away under the elms to
a secluded bench. There he made him sit down. Far.
off, through the dusky evening, the lights of the School
House windows glimmered across the quadrangle; bub
the quad was deserted now—the fellows. were all in
their Houses. Under the leafless elms the two Skell
fellows were safe from observation, safe from listening
ears. And Talbof, crushing down his deep repugnance,
resolved to go through with the matter, still to help
‘this trembling wreteh, and save him 1if he could. -

“Pull yourself together, Crooke,” he said quietly.
“Toll me exactly what you have done. There may be
o chance yet. If I can help you out, I will help you.”

“T—T must have been mad, I think,” muttered Crooke
hoarsely. “I never believed you'd fet the money from
_Uncle Lyndon. You never believed so yourself.” ’

. 3 Ne,””sai:} Talbot. “I only hoped so. But tell me
how— : x e

“Tt was all Railton’s fault! He shouldn’t have been
carcless with his key,” said Civoke, in a miserable
atterapt at self-exoneration. “You know-—he mnoticed
gomething wrong—he’s had lis ¢ye en me. The—the
other day—he saw me here under the elms—looking
awfully down in the mouth, T dare say—and he made
me sit dowm, on this very bencb, and questioned me.
I nearly let the whole thing out I was so scared. Bub
~Dbut I foeled him! I to%d him T was worried over
;‘:\’mg money at the sehool shop. Luckily, that satisfied

im—-7>" C :

Talbot compressed his lips.

But he did not interrupt.
wretched fellow what he
shuffling. .

“He believed me,” went on Crooke. “He lent me two
pounds to pay Dame Taggles at the tuckshop. 1It’s to
be repaid ouf of my allowance, but—after he’d gone—
I saw the key. He must have had it in the same pocket
with his pocket-book. -He dro}fped it when he took out
the pocket-book to give me the money. It fell in the
dead leaves and made no sound. He didn’t see it—1
never saw it till he was gone. I picked it up, mtending
%o take it back to him. I swear I intended to ‘take it
back to him. But—but after that I—I thought—"

“Go on.”

“Well, I thought I—T would keep it as a last chance
if TUncle Lynfon didn't shell out,” said Crooke
miserably. “After that, Lodgey spoke to me near the
school—the next day—threatened me. He's hard up
for money, and getting desperate himself. You see,:
he put the money on the race for me, mever dreaming:-
that I was hard up and couldn't square—he’s always.-
known gme to be flush of money. He thinks I'm
swindling him, and—and I suppose he's right, in a way.
Anyhow, he’s furious. He spoke to me guite mear the
school, where anybody might have seen him—"

«T saw him,” said Talbot quietly. “Tom Merry saw
him, too. Luckily, no one else.”

«He threatened me,” groaned Crooke, “and—and I
hadn’t any real hoge that old Lyndon would shell out.
And—and I had the key in my pocket all the time.
Mr. Railton hadn’t missed it or inquired after it. He
doesn’t use that desk very often—only when he has to
handle the House funds. He mayn't go to it till

It was useless to tell the
thought of his lying and
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* Make it five hundred,’’ suggested Monty Lowther.

o | tall you | heard Golonel Lyndon say that Talbot had written to him for fitty pounds ! *! roared Baggy Trimble.
““No ! " yelled Baggy.
the juniors looked at Talbot, but he did not speak.

1t was fifty, wasa’t it, Taibot 2 AN
(See (“hapter 1.}

Saturday, very likely. Anyhow, I had the key. Then
to-day—-the chance came—everybody - was out—all the
fellows gone over to the Grammar School for the foot-
ball match—most of the seniors on Big Side, and—and
then Mr. Railton went in his car to fetch Colonel
Eyndon from Wayland Station. Ewven Mr. Linton went
out for a walk just—just as if it was all happening to
give me a chance.” .

“And you—"

Crooke shuddered.

Now that he was telling -another fellow what he had
done, his brain seemed to be clearer, and he realised
_in all its enormity what he had heen guilty of.

“J must-have been mad,” he said huskily.

“Tell me—" .

“I—1 went into Railton’s study.” I—I got the money
from the desk—only fifty pounds.
much there, at least. I—I ounly took exactly what I—I
needed. I—I'm not a thief—"

“@Go-on,” said Talbot quietly.

“Y locked the desk again and slipped the key into
a pocket of Mr. Railton’s old Norfolk jacket—you know,
the old coat he keeps hanging up in his study—"

I know.” .

“I—I thought he’d find it there soomer or later.
Anyhow, he was bound to fnd it there when it was
missed and looked for,” muttered Crooke. “That—that
saw me clear. i
the. thing, anyhow. He couldin’t prove that the key.
had ever been: out of his possession. Anyhow, he
couldn't connect me .with it when he missed the
currency notes from his desk. It—it scemed safe.”

There was twice as’

There was nothing to connect me with -

“And thent” ®

“Then I was going to cut down to Rylcombe on my
bike and pay Lodgey, and get my paper back,” groaned
Crooke. “I—I wanted to get rid of the notes as soon
as I could. Only—you know Linton’s down on me. I
was detained. I tried to dodge out of the Form-room
again, and he caught me and locked me in. That—that
was why I called to you from the window this after-
noon.” -

“I understand.”

“But for Mr. Lintéh I should have got rid of the
notes long ago,” mumbled Crooke.

“Then you may be thankful that Mr. Linton had his
eye on you,” said Talbot. “If you had parted with
Mr. Railton’s money you would be utterly ruined.
Now, at least, theve’s a chance of giving it back.”

“I can’t!”

“You know where you put the key,” said Talbot. “If.
you could get the key again and replace the money in
the desk all will be well. You have done an awful
thing, Crooke—but if you put the money back that is
all you can do now, and at least it will never be
known.” ) . ’

“I ean’t! T 'shouldn’t dare to go to his study again,”
said Crooke, with a shudder. -“I—I've mnot got your
nerve, Talbot. I—I've been brought up differentiy.”

Talbot’s lip curved bitterly. o ' )

. “I—T mean—I didn’t mean to hurt you, old chap,”
said .Crooke, peering at him in the gloom. “Goodness
knows, you've been a good friend to me in this, and
T've never deserved it from you. But it’s a fact—I've
Tae Gem LiBrary.—No. 989,
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got no nerve—my nefves ale in Tags. I should never
dare—" :

“It must be done,” said Talbot guietly.

“J—I know, But—" ) .

“T only hope there may.yet be time,” said Talbot.
“Tt is the only way to save yourself, Crooke, and to save
all your pecple from disgrace.”

“They couldn’t prove anything against me,” muttered

Crooke. “I tell you there’s nothing to show that I did
it. Colonel Lyndon will never know why I was in the
study—" ’ . :

*“Colonel Lyndon ?”

“He arrived just when T was going to leave Railton's
study,” mumbled Crooke. “I think Railton was putting
up the car. Anyhow, Uncle Lyndor came to Railton’s
study to wait there for him, and he came in and found
me. But I-T stuffed him—-~> .

“Crooke 1 ;

“Do you think I could have told him why I was
there " Enarled Crooke. “I made him believe I was
there for a jape on, the Housemaster, and he said he
wouldn't mention it. He's gone now, anyhow, and he
hardly ever comes to St. Jim's. Even if there's a row
about the money, he will never hear of if. They can
never connect me with it "

Talbot- gave him a pitying look. -

“Thaunk heavens I stopped you in time!” he said.
“T suppose you know that currency.notes are numbered
like banknotes, Crooke?” .

“Nobody ever takes the numbers of currency notes,
though.”

“We don’t,” said Talbot. “But Mr. Railten has his
money ‘sent from his bank, and if he misséd a bundle
of currency notes he would apply to the bank at once,
if he had not noted the numbers himself. He would

" kunow exactly which bundie of notes was missing., He
would be able to tell the bank exactly what date they
wore sent to him, or handed to him. His banker would
supply him—or the police—with the whole seb of numbers

at onee.,” : ’ .

Crooke stared at Talbot bLlankly.

“Do—yeun think so?” he stammered.

“I dow’t think so—I know !”

“Gaod heavens I” breathed Crooke. “And—and Lodgey
would have paid away some’ of the .notes here in
Ryleombe—he owes a bill to Joliffe at the Green Man
~‘and as soon as they were ia circulation—" -

He broke off, shuddering. -

“In two or three days they would be traced to Lodgey,
and he would state where he got them, unless he wished
to-face & charge of theft himself.”

Crooke trembled from head to foot.

“I—I never thought—" - ;

“There's un old proverh that honesty -is the hest
"policy, Crooke. You know what I've been throagh—
jong ago. I learned then, what every wrongdoer learns
in time, that in doing wrong it is impossible to cover

.. up ene’s tracks completely. - There iz always one point
‘lett unguarded by the mést cunning criminal—always
. gne flaw in the armour. . Even a.dishonest man would
: keép straight if he had emough common sense. TYou
thought you were hiding what you did, and all you
did -was ‘this—you made it- an absolute eertainty that
vou would be expelled for theft!”

“Oh, heavens !” breathed Crooke.

“Luckily, it is not too late, and you may thank Mr,
Linton and the detention for it,” said Talbot. “The
money must hie replaced.” :

“Tt—it would be safer to—to burn the notes—"

Talbot bit his lip hard.

“I'm trying to help you, Crocke. If you are deter-
mined to he =z thief, I eaunot help you. I drop the
matter here and mow. More than that! If Mr. Rail-
ton's money is not returned, it is my duty to teil
lim where to find it. Do you expect me tfo become
u party to robbing our Housemaster? Are you out of
your seyses " - .

“T-1 didn't mean that. I—I—I'm too scared to think
what I'm saying,” mumbled Crooke. “I—I'll give the
money back somehow. I'm not a thief. I never was
anything of the kind. I shoulde’t have touched - his
money, only—ouly I was frightered out of my wits.

‘I're Gex Lisrary,—No. 989.

I'll give it back somehow! For mercy’s sake, Talbot,
don’t turn me down now !*

Hig voice broke. : :

“T will stand by you if you do the best you can to .
undo what you've done,” said Talbot. “ The money must
he replaced before it is missed. TIt’s the only way to
save you.” : ’

“I'll do it—somehow. But—bui Lodgey—-" 3

“You will pay Lodgey with the money Colonel Lyndon
has given me,” said Talbot. “Here it is—five tenners.”

Crooke clutched the banknotes. }
. “God bless you, Talbot!” he muttered brokenly, “Ob,
if T get out of this safe, I'll never play the fool again!

keen,
And every prog
Sieezing terrific snoezes.
And-
Upen naughty missions,

Patients of all positions.

With influenza groaning ;
In bed he lies a-mosaning.

Thwre, *also, Bagg
He thinks that

Bemosaning his restriction ;

Because of his affliction,

T'll turn down that rotten gang—I’ll never spesk to
Racke or ClamPe agaie! I—1 eay, I'll cut out row and-
see Lodgey-—-—" o

“It's call-over in a few minutes now,” said Talbot.
“You will be missed at omce, and Mr. Linton already
suspeets you of something—-" :

“T'll risk that.” 9

“Teave it to me” said Talbot. “Pull yourself
together, and come into the House now. After call-
over, we’ll take a stroll in the quad, and you can cub”
out and get back in time for somwe prep. But you .
‘must show up at call-over, or questions will he asked

at once.” ; s

 Crooke nodded. - ;
© #T-Y believe you're-my- good ‘angel, old chap!”: he -

]'said huskily. “Stand by me till m through this— .

I'm net fit to-think out anything for mysell.”

i t freezes ;
When lots of fellows may be seen

hen the 'Flu-germ flies m'ﬂundE
H

Within the Sanny may be found

Trimble lies,
'ate is eruel ;
No longer can he gorge on pies;

- He's got to * teke his gruet!”

And thére is poor old Gussy, too,

There's one thing Gussy cannot do
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When wioter winds blow chill and:3
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For instance, there is Gerald Knox,

. g '
His system eannot stand s,u.ch shocks,} _

i

5',1
i1
i
f

The *fu has made him lose hid voice:: |
Xo tencr songs he's crosking ;

At which, we fervently rejoice,

And ean't refrain from joking !
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chiil and ; Miss Marie flutters togand fro,
Her bount;
allid cheeks begin to glow,
troubles seems less sinister,
For Marie has & wondrous way
With those who lie and languish ;
“She geems to charm all care away
And soothe her patients’ anguish,

s; i And
be seen ¢ Am

es around
found |}
| Kaox,

*h shocks,

Many a8 chap has cause to bless
Her gentle ministrations ;

And we esteem her none the less
For giving ua potations,.

Which seem to taste like blue-Dlack

. And make ug cough and splutter;
s, For they will do us good, we think :
e} ! 7 Weak words of thunks we mutter !

Happy the day when 1\.9 embark
H Upon our convalesconce ;
Enjoying many a lively lark
{¥ot in the Matron's presence ')
i voicr ; | Happy the day when we are free
rom the insidious ’'fu-germ ;
ee, And pahents heartily ogree
They won't collect a new germ!

“That's all right,” said lallmt
And a few minutes later Crooke, making an effort to
]mll himself together, went into the School House with
Talbot: They joined the crowd of Bchool House juniors
going into Hall for calling-over.

“Oh, heah you are, deah Dboy ! said Arthur Augustus
I¥Arcy, joining them with a cheery smile, “Bai Jove!
Ave you feelin’ 3ll, Cwooke?”

“l'm not well,” muttered Crooke.

“3owwy 1o see.you lookin’ so sick, deah boy,” said
A:lhur Augustus “Do you think it is the cigawettes?”

“What ¥ )
“1 wecommend you to give up smokin’, Cwooke. It's

to administer; .

along with Manners and Lowther “Come on, old -

scout, I x

And the juniors went into Hall. Mr, Railton, the*’
Housemaster, was calling the roll, and Mr, Linton -
was standm%d with him. When the name of Crooke
was called, Mr. Linton glanced round sharply at the”.
ranks of the Shell. :
“Adsum ” at once, i

After call-over, when tle Schoo] House fellows
marched out of Hall, Talbot joined his cousin. Tom
Merry called to him.

“Coming up to prep, Talbot?” .

“Not émt now, old man. I'm taking & st1olf‘1‘o\m<1
the quad with Crooke.”

“You're getting jolly pally with Crooke, aren’t you??

But ;'Crooke’s voice' answered

- said Manners.

. “No busmess of yours, is it #” snapped Crooke. *

“Dear man,” said Monty Lowther, “we're Talbol's
pals, you know, and it’s up to us to Leep Lim out of
bad company.”

“You silly idiot ! "

“L trust, .my young fmmd ” went on Lowther
solemnly—" I hope and trust, my dear young friend,
that you are not falling into bad ways as well as hud
company. If you are gomg to smoke cigarettes in the
woodshed with that bad charaeter—"

“Oh, don’t e an ass, old chap,” said Talbot good-
humomedly s

“Monty can’t help it,” said Tom Merry.

hLe poets—born, not made
“Why, you fathead—" began Lowther warmly.

Talbot nodded to the Terrible Three, and "walked
away with Crooke. ~They strolled on the path by the
hrrhted windows of the House for a few minutes, and
then quietly slipped away under the elms. They
reached the slanting oak by the school wall. Tt was a
new thiig for Talhot of ‘the Shell to be' helping a
young rascal to break bounds; and it was bitterly"
repugnant to him. But he had set Lis hand to the
plough, and would not draw back,

“Til wait here for you,” he whispered. “As quick
back as you can, Cmoke it's frigltfully risky, at °
the best.” . :

“I sha'n’t be long, you can het.”

Talbot helped him over the wall, and Crooke dlS-
appeared.

Then the Shell fello-w waited, pacing up and down
under the shadowy trees.

His face was dark and troubled.

He did not repent of having resclved to help Crooke
and to save him. But his whole nature shrank from
the miserable trickery and dishonesty and deception
with which he had been dragged into contact.

It was a long wait for bim.

His prep xemamed untouched in the stu&y—:t eould
not be helped. He knew that-the fellows would. miss
him from the House—but, that could not be helped
either. Crooke also would be missed; but if he was
seen_coming in,*it would be better: for him to be seen’
coming in with Talbot. Talbot’s reputatwn was gmél
enovgh to cover Crooke.

There was a sound at. the wall at last.

“Asses are

Gerald

= "|-Crocke, breathless, dropped from the wall, and Talbet

& wotten Dad habit, you know, as well as hein’ wutten
bad form.”

“You silly ass !

“Weally, Cwocke—-"

“Oh, go and eat eoke, you fathead |” growled Crooke,
and he went into Hall.

Arthur Augustus D'Arvey’ gazed after him, with the

muttered Crooke,

assistance of lis celebrated eveglass, and frowned

-v.-rathfully.

‘Bai Jove‘. Your ecousin’s mannals are weally
\uuﬂkmly he said. “Have you any objection to my
givin® your cousin'a feshful thwashin’, Talbot ?”

" “Lots !” said Talbot with a.smile.

“Then I will let him off,” -said Arthur A ustus
gracmus]y “But wcallv you know, his inannals are
shockin’,”

“Qh, here you-are, Talbot!” said Tpm Merly, eoming !

turned to lum eagerly.

*Well P

“It’s done " Crooke panted, but even in ‘rhe darkness
Talbot could see that his face was brighter. “I've
paid the brute! You should have seen his face when
I handed him the temners. He got jolly eivil all of a
sudden.” Crooke laughed sardonically. “He thinks
there’s a lot more to come, if I.can raise fifty pounds
in a lump, the rotter! I've done with him now.

“Thank Heaven for that!”

“I've got my paper back,” said Crooke. “I've
burned it—I set a match to it at once. I'm safe from
Lodgey now—safe! - The brute’s as civil as anything,
too; he expects to see me at the Green Man again ab
the old game. He jolly well won't! I've had emough
of that game. Let's ‘get in.”

“ Clone. on.”
The two_juniors wa]ked to ihe Scbol Hom

(C‘ontmuecl on page 17.)
Tre Gex LiBrary.—No. 989.
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ONE FOR MANCHESTER!

A READER WINS A HANDSOME

. “MEAD” BICYCLE COSTING

" RESULT OF “ BICYCLE® JOKE COMPETITION NO. 2.

AND FIVE

£7 12s. 6d.

"TABLE FOOTBALL GAME!

THE GEM LIBRARY.

OTHER READERS EACH WIN A TOPPING

" THIS WINS A BICYCLE!
- SOME FIND!

Two labourers were building a house when one of
them diséovered a'heap of empty condensed milk tins.
“Bill,” he shouted excitedly, *“come here, quick!
Blowed if I ain’t found a cows’ mest!"—The special
prize of a “Mead” Bicycle has been awarded to
Arnold Smethurst, 10, Briardene, New Moston, near

Price 2d.

Failsworth, Manchester.

. CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER FACES!

Mother: “What's that, Tommy—you’'ve been fight-
ing with Johnny Jimson? I thought he was a peace-
able child. He had such a nice face, too.” Tommy
kg}owing with pride): “Well, he ain’t got one now !"—

topping Football Game has been awarded to Miss
}Wel‘liy Scott, 27, Harrington Road, Aberdeen, Seot-
and.

HE TOOK THE BUN!

The train had just pulled up at the railway station
when one of the passengers popped his head out of a
carriage window and beckoned to a youngster who was
standing on the platform. “Would you be good enough
to run across to the refreshment-room and buy me
a bun?” he asked. “And here’s a penny fo buy one
for yourself, too,” he added generously. Within a
very short time the youngster returned, eating a bun.

. “They only had one bun left, so I've brought your
penny back,” he said, munching the while.. “You'll
have to wait until you get to the next station and
try there I"—A topping Football Game has been awarded
to Douglas Lewin, 52, Scotts Road, Leyton, E. 10.

HE S8CORED!

» Patjence and perseveramce will accomplish all
things,” was a favourite saying of an old miller. He
had just made this remark in a train one day, when
a pompous individual in a corner seat butted in.
“Nonseuse, sir!” he said irritably. “I can tell you
a great many things which neither patience nor perse-
verance can accomplish.” “Perhaps you can,” said the
miller, “but I have mever yet come across one.”
“Well, then, I’ll tell you ome. Will patience and
perseverance ever. enable you to carry water in a
sieve ?” “Certainly,” said the miller. “Pshaw i” grunted
the irritable one. “I would like to know how.”
“Simply by waiting patiently for the water to freeze!”
said the miller calmly.—A topping Football Game
has been awarded to Ernest Brain, 12, Denbigh Street,
City Road, Bristol. :

ANOTHER
VALUABLE
“GO-ANY.-
WHERE "
MOUNT
AWARDED
NEXT WEEK,
CHUMS !

‘THEN SHE RETIRED!

At o dinner-party the guests were discussing whether
women or men were the most trustworthy in business.
“No woman can keep a secret,” said one man scorn-
fully. “I don’t knmow so much about that,” retorted
the woman seated opposite him. “I’ve kept my. age
a secret ever since 1 was twenty-four.” “Oh,” replied
the man, “yowll let it out onme day, though, mark
my words !” “Never!” exclaimed the woman. “ When
a woman has kept a secret for twent{ years, she can
keep it for ever "—A topping Football Game has been
awarded to H. C. Southon, 40, Lavender Hill, Ton-
bridge, Eent. %

THE UNDAUNTED SERQEANT!

The bugle sounded the “Fall in!” and at cnce the
men rushed to toke their places. “Dress by the
right ! roaved the sergeant. The order was obeved, and
the men shufled into u straight line. But the non.-
com., an old soldier, was not satistied. “Step forward,
McGinty |” he ordered.
said a voice. The sergeant frowned, but wns un-
daunted. “Step forward, then, the man mext to him!”
he roared.—A topping Football Game has been awarded
to Alex Stewart, 141, Glenglmond Street, Tolleross,
Glasgow. ;

RESULT OF ;

|

- ““BICYCLE” JOKE COMPETITION NO. 3 .

4 355 e 5 # e § 3 1

NEXT WEEK!
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‘A PRINCE OF STORY-TELLERS—MARTIN CLIFFORD! ~

{ Co.ntinqed from
page 15.)

The House was not yet locked up, but it was past
the time when all juniors were su{)posed to be in their
Houses.” Crooke set 'his lips as he saw Mr. Linton’s
eyes on him the moment he came in. )

“You are late out of the House, Crooke,” said the
master of the Shell. J :

“I—I had a headache, sir,” said Crooke. “I—I was
indoors all the aftérncon, sir, and—and I took a stroll
round fthe quad with Talbot.”

“Very well, Crooke. You had bhetter go to your
preparation now.” .

“Yes, sir”

Onl
would not have been so easily satisfied had he net
been in Talbot’s company. It was strange enough
that Talbot—the “Toff  of old—was the fellow who was
above suspicion; while Crooke, the rich man’s son who
had had every advantage, was distrustéd and sus-

pected. But so it was,. The {wo juniors went up
the big staircase together to the Shell passage.
CHAPTER 7.

% Rally Round !’

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY detached himself
from the balustrade upon which he was grace-

- fully leaning, and stepped into the way.of the

two Shell fellows.” He did not deign to notice Crooke,
whose manners—or want of manners—got rather
severely on the moble nerves of the great Gussy. But
he bestowed his kindest smile on Talbot of the Shell.

“Waitin® for you, deah boy,” he said.

Talbot of the Shell stopped; Crooke
towards his study.

There was a very great difference in Crooke’s manner
and look now. |

The clearing off of his debt to Mr. Ledgey had lifted
an immense weight from his mind. -

It was true that still, in an inner pocket, he carried
ihé bundle of currency-notes he had taken from Mr.
Railton’s desk. But he had resolved to replace that
bundle of notes, and the resolve to a great extent
exonerated him in his own eyes. He was no longer
in fear of Mr. Lodgey—no longer dreading to see the
evil face of the sharper at the gates of St. Jim's—
no longer fearing a summons to the Head’s study
. to answer for his conduct. “The relief was' so great
that it seemed to give Crooke new. life, and for the
moment he was only thinking of the relief and his
fortunate escape.

His face was-unclouded now, his step was light, as
he went along the Shell passagé. Judging by appear-
ances, indeed, it would lLave seemed that Crooke had
passed his troubles over to Talbot’s shoulders—far
. Talbot was looking by no means so content. He was
glad that Crooke was out of danger from Mr. Lodgey,
but the thought of the stolen notes was like lead on
his mind.

That matter Talbot was feverishly anxious to clear
off without delay, but Crocke scemed in no such hurry.
Indeed, he did not seem sorry that Arthur Augustus
had taken possession of Talbot, He went on guickly
to his study, as if rolieved to be away from him.
'Talbot stopped, suppressing his impatience. It had
dawned upon him that Crooke was by no means eager
o take.the risk of returning thé abstracted notes. Left

loun ged on

too well Crooke knew that his Form master

Y

to himself, it was very likely that Crooke would have
burned them, thus saving hinidelf from danger without
farther risk, . ’

There was, indeed, no telling what the weak-natured,
cowardly fellow - might have done, and Talbot felt .
that there was no time to lose.” He had intervened
in the matter, and it was up to him to see that °
Crooke did not sink deeper than he had sunk already—
and there was also a new aspect to the position now.
If the notes were mot returned to Mr. Railton, Talbot
was a party to the theft—am accessory after the fact.
That was the situation jnto which he lhad been brought
by his desire to help the black sheep of the school,
and that Crooke should be careless of such a considera-
tion was rather bitter knowledge for Talbot. Yet it .
was clear that Crooke was glad to get away from him
now. :
* “Pway hold on, deah boy,” Arthur.Augustus D’Arcy
was saying. “I have been waitin’ for you.. You've .
been wathal a long time comin’ in, old bean, I twust,
Talbot, that you wegard me as a fwiend?”

“Yes, of course, old fellow,” said Talbot, his eyes
following Crooke. as the latter disappeared up the
passage. g )

“You will not wegard it as impertinent i I offal
to help you in the pwesent state of your affaiahs?Z

Talbot started.

“I—I don’t quite understand, Gussy. What's up?”

“It’s all wight, deah boy,” said Gussy, with a smile,
“I found a lettah waitin’ for me when I got back fwom
the Gwammah School this aftabnoon. There was a tip
in it fwom my patah.”

Talbot looked at him. ‘

“A fivah !” said Gussy impeessively. ’

“Congratters, old chap,” said the Shell fellow.

“It's come in wathah luckay—what?” said Arthur
Augustus. “That fivah, Talbot, is quite at your
service.” :

Talbot started again.

“My dear fellow ? he ejaculated.

“Not a word, deah boy,” said the gemerous Gussy.
“As soon as I heard about your hein’ hard up, old
fellow, I thought of it at once. Xive got the fivah
heah, Talbot.” - g .

“But—but I don’t catch on,” stammered Talbot.
“I'm not-hard up, Gussy.”

“Eh?” :

“Not at all. My uncle tipped me to-day, as a matter
of fact. Thanks all the same, of course.”

Arthur Augustus jammed his eyeglass into his noble
eye, and surveyed Talbot very carefully, He scemed
astonished. .

“You can twust me, Talbot,” he said, with dignity.
“I am speakin’ eutirely as a fwiend. I am not the
fellow to butt into anothah fellow’s affaiahs, you know.
4s a fwiend, I should like to help you in your pwesent
financial stwaits.”

“But I'm not in any financial straits, old lbean,”
said Talbot. “What put that idea into your head?”

“You are suah, deah boy{”

“Well, I ought to know, oughtn’t I?” said Talbot,

. with a’ smile,

“Yaas, wathah I*

“It’s all right, old bean,” said the Shell fellow.
“Youre an awfully good chap, Gussy; but really, I'm
quite well fixed in that line, Thanks no end, all the
same.”

And with a nod, Talbot of the Shell went on his way,
leaving Arthur Augustus looking very astonished.
Evidently the idea had been fixed in Gussy’s noble
mind that Talbot was "'Iép against it * financially.

Talbot paused outside Crooke’s study, but he did not
enter. Racke of the Shell would be there at prep, and
he could not speak before Racke. He had his own
prep to do, also—as much as there was time for. He
decided to leave Crooke till after prep, and went on
to his own study. His study-mates, Gore and Skimpole,
were at prep there, George Gore looked at him very
curiously as he came in, and Skimpole gave him a
solemn, serious blink through his big spectacles. Talhot
was conscious that his study-mates were regarding him
with curiosity as he sorted out lis books for prep.

“Quid any good, Talbot?” asked Gore suddenly.

Tue Gex Lisrary.—No. 989,
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* Wha-a-at !

Gore coloured a little. He was not a pleasant fellow,
and was not much liked in his Form. But somehow,
even the bully of the Shell respected Talbot, ‘and could
not help liking him. | ) :

“You heard what I said,” muttered Gore grufily.
«T've got & quid, and ‘if it's any good, here it is!”

“My dear Talbot,” said Skimpole, before the aston-
ished Shell. fellow could answer. “I was about to make
a remark on the same topic. It is unfortunately true
that my financial resources #re limited, but T have. at
fhe present moment the inconsiderable sum of eightecn-
pence in my possession, If that sum would be of any
‘use to you, my dear fellow, in your present pressing
circumstances, I beg you to accept it.” '

Talbot stared at them. - :

“Ts this a rag?” he asked at last.
 “¥ fail to comprehend that question, my dear Talbot,”
said the solemn Skimpole. “In your present difficulties
for money——" .

“I'm not in difficulties for money.”

“Y am extremely glad to hear you say so, my dear

Talbot, But I was assuredly Iabouring under the
impression—"

“You dom’t want the quid?” asked Gore, staring at
Talbot. )

“No: thanks all the same. But will you tell me
what this means?” asked Talbot. “I’Arcy’s just offered
me g fiver; and now you fellows seem to think that I'm
hard up. Is it a rag, or what?”"

“Blessed ‘if- I eatch on,” said
the House that you’re on your beam ends for cash.”

“What |? exclaimed Talbot. ’

“ According to what the
your uncle here to-day to ask him for momecy-—a ot of
money,” said Gore, “Of course he wouldn't hand ‘it
out—a crusty old codger like that!” : '

Talbot erimsoned, - . 5 .

“That fat idiot Trimble—" he exclaimed angrily.

“1 believe it came froin Trimble,” said Gore, with a
nod. “Never mind whom it came from, if it’s true.”

“It’s not trite !” snapped Talbot. =

Gore eyed him curiously. - -

“T know Trimble is an awful fibber,” he agreed, “but
it's odd if he made up a yarn like that. I dom’t see
what put it into his head. According to the varn I

“heard nmong the fellows, you asked your uncle for a
large sum of money. And fou say you didn't?”

Talbot did not answer that question. Certainly he
had asked Colonel Lyndon for a large sum of money,
_and he realised now that Baggy: Trimble had repeated
what he had overheard, all over the House. Evidently
the story had reached Study No. 6, and had been the
cause of D'Arcy’s generous offer of his fiver. Talbot
bit his lip with vexation. - .

“Well,” said Gore, rather surlily, “if you're not hard
up I'm glad. We're not exactly friends, but—well,
if you were up against it I'd be willing to help all I
could, No harm done, T suppose.” o

“Talbot’s face cleared.

“My dear chap,” be said, c.ar&ially,enoug!\, “I'm no |

end obliged to you, and to Skimmy, too. It’s awfully
decent of you. But that fat fool Trimble guite mis-
understood what he heard in this study; or, rather, he
doesn’t know what he's talking about. I'm net hard
up. It’s all right, Thanks all the same.”

“Oh, all serene,” said Gore, with a nod. *I've
noticed you've been jolly thick with Crooke lately, and
I know what that means—he wouldn’t have a civil
word for you if he wasn’t in low water. I figured it
out that hg had been stieking you for money to square
some shady debt or other.” =t :

" Talbot compressed his lips If Baggy Trimble had
been at hand just then, Baggy would probably lhave
bagged a more severe kicking than he had received in
the afternoon. s g, [

Talbot sat down to his prep. Gore .and Skimpole
were finished long before ’f‘albﬁt, and - they left the
study. Talbot was still at work when the door opened;

_and Tom Merry looked in. ="' 77 &

«gtill going it?” asked the captain of the ‘S8hell, with
a smile. . u

“Yes; sha’n’t be long now, though.”

.Tur GeM Lierary.—No. 989"
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- Talbot.
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“Drop into my study hefore you go down, will you?”

“Certainly.” .

Tom Merry withdrew, leaving Talbot to finish. For
once Talbot hurried through his prep, almost “scamp-
ing *it. He wonted to settle matters with Gerald
Crooke “before bedtime. But. he could not very well
neglec‘t Study No. 10, and when he ‘had finished work he
went in to see Tom Merry. The Terrible Three were
all in Study No. 10, though they had finished prep long
ago.

“Oh, here you are, old fellow,” said Tom. “Trot in,
and shut the door.” i ‘

Talbot guessed what was coming now. Study No.: 10
hiad heard the tale of Baggy Trimble.

He was feeling extremely anngyed and uncomfortable,
and yet there was something pleasant in this general
rallying of the School House fellows to help him in his
supposed dificulty. Even the surly and sulky Gore
had rallied round, which certainly Gore would not have
done for any other fellow at St. Jim’s. ’

“Now,; old fellow, don’t blush,” said Monty Lowther,
with a grin. “We’'ve all been there at times; and
we're all friends. here.” .

. “The fact is, Talbdt,” said Tom, coming to the point
in his frank, direct way, “there’s a lot of talk going
on about you up and down the passage. Somebody
seems to have got hold of the news that you are hard
up. I don’t know whether it’s true, but if it is, this
Study will shell ot to the last bean to see you through.”

“The last giddy haricot!” gaid Lowther solemnly?

_ “Jolly lucky I didn’t get those.new films this after-
noon; in the circumstances,” said Manners. “We're all
in funds, Talbot !” -

"Talbot coloured and smiled.

“You're awfully good,” he said, “but it’s all bunkum.
That fool Trimble was eavesdropping, snd, of course,
misunderstood. There’s really noti:ing the matter. T'm
all right in that line.” .

“Oh, good!” said Tom. “I didn't half believe what
I heard, but it's a regular yarn up and down -the
passage, so 1 thought' I'd mention it. We can raise
four pounds among us in this study, as-it happens.”

“No end obliged, old fellow—but il's all right.”

“Good 1” said Monty Lowther. “Sure you're not in
debt, old bean, with any bookies or publicams or
?iun]ors? You've been keeping some jolly bad company
ately.”

“Fathead "” said Talbot, laughing. "

“Let’s go and kick Trimble. if it started with
Trimble,” suggésted Manners. “It’s too thick, to spread
a yam like that about a chap. The story is that you
had -your Uncle Lyndon here to ask him for some
%igmxtjc sum of money—goodness knows how much!
've heard different estimates—from fifty to two
hundred and fifty.” E

“Ha, ha, ha!” - .

“Let's go snd kick Trimble, by all mcans” said

And the four Shell fellows left Study No. 10 and
proceeded to Trimble’s study in the Fourth Form pas-
sage. In that study Wildrake and Mellish were finish-
ing their prep, but Baggy Trimble was oot at prep.
Baggy was sprawling in the study armchair, groaning
dismally. ’

“Hallo! What’s the matter with that fat animal?”
asked Lowther. '

Wildrake looked up with a grin. i

“I guess Study No. 6 have heen slaughtering him,”
he sajd, “They found their tuck missing when they
came in. Trimble says he never tonched it—which, of
course, is proof that le did.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ) P

“Yow-ow-ow-ow ! groaned Trimble.

Tom Merry laughed. Co ;

“We came here to kick Trimble for spreading a yarn
about Talbot,” he said. “No objeetions, 1 suppose?”

“ My dear chap, kick him as much as you like,” sgaid
Wildrake. “No‘gxing in that yarn, Talbot?” T

“Nothing.” : )

“Then I guess I won’t offer you the Iittle loan T had
ready for you;,” chuckled Wildrake. “If there happened
to be anything in it, T guess I've got some guids at

your service.”
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‘" ¥ou promised to keep my secret,’” muttered Crooke.

Crooke, ' H—if you think the money ought to
. stung.

ft {—f—Talbot, | can't do it!"
* You will replace Mr. Rallton’s money where you took it from™!’’ "* | can’t do it-—1 ehall give myself away," panted
be put back, you—you do it! "’
(Sec Chapter £

5 You will,!’ said Talbot.
‘Talbot started as it he had been

“Thanks, old fellow,”
right.”-

Mellish looked round at him very curiously. Mellish
wag one of the pals of Gerald Crooke, and, like Crocke's
. other pals, he had let him down, with a very heavy
down, in_his trouble.

“Sure there’s nothing in it, Talbot?” he asked, with a
grin. .
“Yes,” said Talbot curtly.

Mellish laughed,

“You've been jolly pally with Crooke lately,” he said.
“(Crooke’s been dunning us all for -money—he had a
-fight with Racke last week because Aubrey wouldn’s
lend him anything. He called Clampe and Chowle all
the names he could think of—very pretty names, some
of them, Mean to say that Crooke hasn’t been sticking
you for money

“J don’t mean to say anything to you, Mellish.”

“Qh, keep your wool on!” said Percy Mellish cheer-
fully, “I ‘wouldn’t lend Crooke a red cent. But if
- you’re hard up, I've EOt ten bob you can have, though
yo;t t}’on’k like me, and wouldn’t tonch me with a barge-
hole.
‘Falbot stared at him.
“My hat!” he ejaculated.
“T mean it,” said Mellish, flushing.
“I'm sure i

said Talbot, “but it's all

you do,” eaid Talbot.-in a softer voice.
“It's awfully decent of you, too. But I don't waat it,
thanka.” .
“Too jolly lofty to. borrow from me, what?” said
Mellish, ‘with a sneer, “ Well, it docsn’t worry me.”
“Not at all,” said Talbot quickly. “I think it's

jolly decent of Yeou, Mellish, but it's all a mistake—that
fat fools Tiimble doesn’t know what he is talking
abeut .” . .

" Oh, draw it mild!” grunted Trimble. “Mean to
make out that gon didn’t ask that crusty old colorel
for fifty pounds? Y heard you.”

“You lying worm I” exclaimgd Tom Merry indignantly.

“T tell you I heard it!” roared Trimble, “I tell you
‘I heard Colonel Lyndon say that Talbot had written
to him for fifty pounds, and that’s why he came down
to the school fo«r}]ay."

“ Make it five hundred !” suggested Lowther.

“Th was Afty—" ‘

“Not fifty thousand?” asked Mauners.

“Noi" yelled Trimhle. “Just fifty?
‘Falbot

All. the jumiors looked af Talbot of the Shell
Trimble wag well known to be a successful rival of the
celebrated Ananias in his own line, but there was a ring
of truth about Trimble now, somehow. Mellish grinned
vather maliciously; it was evident that le, at least,
fully believed Baggy’s story.

Talbot did not speak. Certainly he was not called
upon to deny Baggy's yarn. Yet the juniors could.not
help feeling that it wae odd, to say the least, that he
did not deny it, if it was untrue. '

There was an uncomfortable silence in the study for
a moment or two. Tom Merry broke it, . :

“Get up, Trimble.”

“Eh! 'What for?”

#To be kicked, old fat bean

Wasn't i,
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“Yow-ow-ow! All thosc beasts in Study No. 8 have
been kicking me,” groaned Trimble. “They make -out
1 bagged -their tuck, and I shomldn’t wonder if that
cad Gore makes out I helped myself to his eake. 1
told Blake that it was Mrs. Mimm’s cat—I told him I
actually saw the cat at Lis ‘study cupboard, and he
gave me another Kick, the beast, Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ) )

“Perhaps Trimble has been kicked enough,” said
Talbot, laughing. “But you should really mind your
own business, Trimble.” .

‘And Talbot left the study, and the Terrible Three
followed him, much to Trimble's relief. Baggy felt
that he had been kicked quite emough, if not & little
tod much.
raiding that afternoon, and he had a well-founded
appreheénsion that there was more to come.

om Merry & Co. went down the staircase. At the
faot of the stairs, St. Leger of the Fifth was lounging
He signed fo Talbot. ; :

The Terrible Throe walked on, rather wondering what
the dandy of the Fifth could have to say to a Shell
fellow. ‘Talbot wondercd, too, as- he stopped with the
Fiftli-Former. -

“ Excuse me, kid;” said St *Leger, “np bizney of mine,
but if you've landed yourself in trouble perhaps I can

lielp you.”
ﬁl%ot stared at him blankly.
“My only hat!” he murmured, -

Evidently the tale of Talbot’s supposed financial

difficultics” had reached the Fifth. With the- matter
talked of up and down the studies and passages, it was
not surprising, perhaps, that Fifth Form fellows had
hieard something of it, but it was really amazing that
« Fifth Form man should have troubled his head about
it, especially a member of the sporting cirele of Cutts &
Co.

Talbot’s face.

“T'ye been there myself, you know,” he murmured
lazily. “You're a good kid, Talbot, and accordin’ to
what T've heard some of the fags tsttlin’, you've got
vourself into pretty decp waters. If there’s anythin’ in
it, I’d be sorry to sce you down and out, You're a good
kid, and from what I've hrard you had a hard row to
Thoe before you eame to this school. T'm not- goin’ to
ask you any questions—no bizney of mine, If you're
u}}: against it, I'lL help you out, and keep my mouth
shut—what?” . .

“Youwre awfully good,” said Talbet,. “but there’s
riothing in it, St. Leger. Only a silly yarn.”

St. Leger gave him a rather searching look. -

Then he nodded. '

A1l serene—no harm done,” he murmured, and he
strolled away and joined Cutts of the Fifth. -

Talbot walked on with a flush on his face. Obviously

_the story that he had asked his uncle for fifty pounds
was going the rounds of the House—it was a rather
startling story, as he realised, and likely to excite
interest. A Shell junior who was in want of such a sum
as fifty pounds was remarkable enough to excite interest
anywhere. The Fifth had heard it—it might reach the
Gixth and the prefects next—even the masters, perhaps.

FREE METAL MODEL
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He had suficred severely for his grub- -

t, Leger smiled faintly at the astonishment 1n

‘willing to let matters rest,

) Price ad.

Taibot compressed his lips, rather regretting that he had
not kicked Trimble after all. The situation was
intensely anuoying. ’

At the same time, it had its agreeable side. The
merc rumour that Talbot of the Shell was up against
it had brought forth a demcnstration of how he wWas
liked in his House. The most unlikely fellows had
rallied ronnd—not only his own friends, but the surly,
sulky Gore, and the mean and malicious Mellish—and
now the sportsman of the Fifth. It was. intensely
annoying, but it was flattering in its way, and it was .
strange enovgh that the one-time “Toff” was the
fellow round whom- the whole House seemed eager to
rally in the hour of need.

CHAPTER 8. .
) Again Too Late! 5

ERALD CROOKE was loafing by the fire in the

. juunior Common-room when Talbot saw him

again. - It was close on bedtime now, and there

were a good many fellows in the room, chatting before

dorm. Crooke certainly saw Talbot come in, but he

affected not to see him, turning his back towards the

door and beginning to speak to Scrope of the Shell.

Talbot erossed over to him at once. He had a matter

to settle with Crooke that could not wait, though Crooke
apparently considered that it could wait indefinitely. '

“I wanf to speak to you, Crooke,” said Talbot qulietly.
“Will yon come up to the study?”

“It's just on dorm,” said Crooke.

“Come, will you?”

“No, I won't,” said Crooke. “I’ve got something to
say to Scrope.” A

Talbot drew a deep, deep breath. .

The terror of Lodgey and his threats was gone from
Crooke’s mind now. Talbot had expeeted that to make a
differonce. He had mnot quite foreseen how much
differenec it would make.

Crooke lgoked a new fellow already. The deep lines
of worry and anxiety seemed to have been erased
from his face: his manner was no longer furtive and
suspicious and apprehensive. Many of the juniors had
remarked on the change in Crooke that evening, so
striking was it. Indeed, his old pals, Racke & Co..
concluded that it meant that he was out of the
financial difficulties which had caused such a marked
coolness between them, and they were thinking of
being eivil to Gerald again.

Talbot felt a throb of deep anger s he looked at
the black sheep of the Shell.  Apparently, Crooke,
safe now from the terror that had haunted him, was
regardless of the fact
that fifty pounds was missing from Mr. Railton’s desk,
and that ns soon as the Housemaster discovered the
loss there would be a hue and cry and such a sensa-
tion as the School House of S¢. Jim’s had. never known
before.

But Talbot was not the fellow to be played with as
Crooke seemed to suppose. He grasped Crooke’s aTm as
the fellow was turning away.

“Come ! he said.

Crooke stared at him angrily.

“Let go my arm !”

Talbot looked him in the eyes.

“Will you come?”

“No.”

“Very well; I am going to Mr. Railten.”

With that, Talbot of the Shell turned and- walked out
of the Common-room.

He had not taken six steps down the corridor, wlien
Crooke was at his side, catching at his arm.

“Talbot! You don't mean—" Crooke’s face was
white as chalk,

“7 do !* said Talbot grimly.

“T'1l come to the study,” muttered Crooke sulleniy.

“(Come, then.” =

The two Shell fellows went up the staircase, Talbot
led the way into kis study, and closed the door whea
Crooke was inside. Gore and Skimpole were downstairs
now. They had the room to themselves.

Crooke's face was sullen and apprehensive. He
uvo:”d‘ed the clear, steady eyes that Talbot fixed sternly
on him. =
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“Let’s have this oub, Crooke,” said Talbot quietly.
“I've helped you out of your trouble, and I mecan to
help you out of the worse trouble you've landed
yourself in. I tell you plainly that I don’t feel at all
sure that I'm doing rig}it in shielding you; and, still
more plainly, that if Mr. Railton’s money is not
returned at once, I shall tell him where to look for
it. You shall not make me a party to a theft.”

Crooke sneered. :

“That from the Toff ¥ he said.
before you came to St. Jim’s?
stuff.”

Talbot’s lip trembled.

This was grooke’a kind of gratitude. Tt was what
ggﬂ might have expected, knowing the fellow as he

id. . .
Crooke flushed a little at the expression on his face.
He had the grace to Mel ashamed of his words the
moment they were uttered.

“Sorry, Talbot,” he stammered awkwardly. “I—I—
that was a beastly caddish thing to say, T kuow.
But—but don’t rag me—don't hound me down as youw're
doing. I’ve been through enough lately, I think.”

Talbot calmed himself with an effort.

“For goodness’ sake, Qrooke, have a liftle sense !
Surely you can see that if you're to cscape being
expelled as a thicf, Mr. Railton’s money mist be put
hack before he misses it.”

Crooke shifted uneasily.

“You know wbat will follow when he misses it—a
sensation all through the school, and a search. Do
you want to be found with the stolen curremey notes
in your poeket?”

“They’re not in my pocket now, you fool!” mut-
tered Crooke. “To you think I’'m idiot emough to carry
them about! I've hidden them.”

“YWhere?” asked. Talbot.

“Under a loose hoard in the hox-room. If they're
found, there’s nothing to couneet me with them.”

“You took them from Mr. Railton’s desk,” i

“Who's ta prove it? 1f they'd been passed, I krow;
you made that clear to me. Nobedy's going to pass
them. If there's a search, they will be found. Railton
will get his money back. I suppese you dew't think I'm
going to spend any of it. I'm not a thief.”

“The money must be returned.”

“What's the odds?” said Crooke sullenly. I tell
you it will be found if there is a scarch. XNot a
shilling will be missing. That's as goed as puttin(% it
back, and it saves the risk. Suppose 1 was spotted in
Railten’s study, fooling about with his desk. Do you
think he’d suppose I was putting -money there? e'd
think I was robbing him. What's the good of taking
that risk?” -

Talbot breathed hard.

“It will be kumown that Mr. Railton’s desk was
robbed if the money is missed,” he said.

“I know that.”

“TIt will be known that there is a thief in the House.”

Crooke winced. ’

“You needn’t use that word. I'm uot a thief—I
wouldn’t touch a shilling of the money!”

“The thief will be searched for, and the Head will
not et the matter drop until he is found,” said Talbot.
*The matter will be sifted to the very bottom. You
are not making yourself safe by this funking, Crooke;
you are renewing your danger and making it worse.”

Crooke’s face clouded. Evidently the wretched fellow
had persuaded himself that the matter would be
settled if the missing money was found soon after it
was missed. Like most weak characters, Crooke had

“What were you
Don’t give me that

a way of belicving, or half believing, what he wanted
But Talbot’s direct -words had the effect

to believe,

Rs

clearly to his mind what would follow—what must
follow—the discovery of a theft in the House, It was
absolutely certain that the headmaster would never allow
the matter to rest until the guilt had been traced
home to the culprit. Crooke saw the abyss opening
under his feet again.

“For your own sake, Crooke, you must do the right
thing, if for no other motive,” said Talbot patiently.

“I—I daren’t!” muttercd Crooke. “How can I get
tItled key back again? I daren't go into Railton’s
study——-> R

“You dared go there to steal the currency mnotes,”
said Talbot grimly. *“You must find at least as much
courage to put them back again.”

“I—I can't.” :
© “You must.”

“I—I won't, then!” panted Crooke.

Talbot set his teeth.

“You will!” he said. “Yow've dragged me into it,
Crooke, and you're not your own master now. You
will replace Mr. Railton’s money where you took it
from, before there is a scandal about a thief in the
House. If the money is not returned I shall be forced
to speak to 4he Housemaster.” ) .

“You promised to keep my secrct,” muttered Crooke.
“You gave me your word——"

He broke off. -

“Talbot, I can't do il! Don’t drive me to it, or
the game’s up. I tcll you my nerve isu’'t equal to it!
I shall give myself away first shot. Let the money be
found—or—or, if you think that it ought to be put
back, you—you do it!”

Talbot started as if he had:been stung.

“I!” he exclaimed, in a” voice that made Crooke
shirink back. -

“Eeep your temper ! panted Croocke.
good of ‘getting raity now? You've lelped me—you've
saved my neck. You don’t want me to ruin myself
after that, do you?” 5

“You think I will touch the money—stolen money !”
said Talbot between his teeth, his eyes blazing.

But the n2xt moment the blaze died out of his eyes, -
the anger from his face. Was it for the Toff to
speak in that strain—the strain in which Tom Merry
might have spoken? The black past came with a rush
into Talbot's mind. His face paled, and for the
moment it locked old—old and worn, He sank down
wearily on a chair,

‘Crooke looked at him, surprised by the sudden
change. .

“You could do it,” he muttered. “You've got the
nerve. I'm not taunting you, Talbot, goodness knows—
but you've done things in the past that no man at
St. Jim’s would ever have had the nerve to do. It's
nothing to you. If the key’s to be got, you can gct
it easier than I can. Youw've got the mnerve, the plueck.
Railton goes to the Head for a jaw every eveming; yoiu
can slip into his study, and—and, if the key’s there—"

Talbet recovered himsclf.

“I've asked for this,” le said bitterly. “No fellow
at St. Jim’s would have helped you but me—no fellow
but me wounld keep your vile secret. And now you ask
me to handle stolen moncy. There’s a limit, Crooke!
You're asking too much. I cannot.”

“Tet it alone, then,” muttered Crooke, “and let me
alone.” *

Talbot shook his head. :

“T helped you, 1 promised to keep your guilt a
secret, but that was on the understanding that you
did the right thing,” he answered. “Mr. Railton will
be gone to the Head ‘now. Now’s your chance, before
dorm. Crooke, if you've a rag of decency in you—"

Crooke was silent.

“Haven’t you asked enough of me?” exclaimed Talbot .
passionately. “Youve never been my friend, and I've
humiliated myself to ask for money for you—and saved
you. Now I only ask you to do what you ought te Le
eager and anxious to do, Crooke !

Crooke’s face was pale and red by turns.

«].I—— Youre right, Talbot,” he muttered. “I
—1I know! I'll do my %eat—l’ll try I

And, as if afraid that his courage would fail before
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he could carry out his resolve, Grerald Crocke hurried
from the study. His way led him to the box-room, and
Talbot ‘watched him go, with a doubting and clonded
face. Crooke had serewed up his eourage to the stick-
ing-point. Was the matter to end at 1ast? Was Talbot
to be able to shake himself free of it?

He waited in the study,

A guarter of an hour passed, every minufe dragging
slowly on wings of lead.

There was a step at last. -

The door opened and Crooke eame in.

His face was white. .
. “You've done it " breathed Talboti.

“Y've tried—believe me, I've tried!”
into a chair, with a groan. “Cn my word. Talbot—

“What's happened "

“The key—it’s not there!” Crooke panied for
breath, “I—I went to Railton’s study, but--but he
must have put on that old jacket this evening and
found the key in the pocket-—as I expected he would
when 1 shoved it there. I—I've been through the
jacket—it's still hanging on the peg—but the key isn't
;Ivhere 1 put it. I~ can't open the desk without the

ey.” .

Talbot pressed Lis hand to his forehead.

“7 can’t help it!" said Crooke im a shrill whisper.
“T’'ve done my best. D’ve risked being catight in the
study—fumbling with Railton's jacket on the peg,
with that wad of notes in my pocket, too I've taken
the risk. Uve done all T ean. Tell me anything more
1 cain do, and I'll do it.” :

But Talbot did not speak, ;
_Thers was nothing more that Crooke could do, and
he knew it. At long last the wretched fellow had tried,
and he had failed. Without the key he was helpless.

“What can I do$” breathed Crooke: His failure to
veplace the curremncy notes seemed to have brou ht the
seriousness of the situation clearly to his scared mind.
He was trembling. “Talbot! I'm in your hands! T
do anything you tell me,  What can T do?”

“Nothing " said Talbot dully.

“You know I can’t,” muttered Crooke. *@oodness
knows I would if I could. I’ll do anything you say.
Railton’s got the key on him now—he's n likely to
lose it agaim, or I to find it if he did. Is there any-
thing to “be done, Talbot?”

“Nothing,” repeated Talbot. .

He sat dqown heavily. Crooke gave him a glance and
crept from the study to conceal the bundle of cureency
notes once more in the hiding-place in the box-room,

Talbot remained alofie in black and bitter thought.
He believed that Crooke was willing to do all he could,
but the wretched fellow conld do mothing mow; the
rostoration of the currency notes was out of his power.
What was to come of it?

The study door opened and Tom Merry looked im

“You here, Talbot? Dorm, old chap!”

Then, as he saw the look on Talbot's face. the caplain
of the Shell stepped into the study.

“Talbot.! What's up?”

Talbot pulled himself together, and rose from the
chair. For the moment his face had betrayed him,
Vat he knew that he lLad ‘to be eareful—there was a
sccret to keep. There had been a time when the Toft
had had many secrets to keep, but Talbot of the Shell
liad done with that. Now it was another's secret that
burdened him. : .

“Dorm already?” he said. “I—I was just thinking
of—* He broke off and coleured, . “1t's all right,
Tom !

Tom Merry looked at him. ° .

“0ld chap, you look down and out.” he said. “Talbot,
vou said there was nothing in that yarn-—of course, I
know you wouldn’t have said so if 15 wasn’t so, bur—
but if there’s any trouble—-"

“It’s all right, Tom. I'm in no trouble,” said Talbot.

« Oh—QCrooke ! said Tom, a light breaking on his
mind. “That ontsider is bothering you. I understand!
Youw're an ass, Talbot! But I've told you that hefore,
o1d chap. Come on!” :

And they went wp to the Shell dormitory together,

Tt was late that night before Talbot slept.
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CHAPTER 9.
The Unexpected! ‘
ALBOT of the Shell was looking his usual self
“when he took his place in the Form-room with
the other fellows the following morning.
Inwardly he was feeling anything but his usnal self.
In chapel that morning he had "glanced at Mr.

Railton; at breakfast again e had observed the School

.Houscmaster.  Nothing in Mr, Railton’s manner
indicated that he had made any discovery.

It was a relief,; in a'way, but it prolonged the period
of anxiety and doubt. I

It was difficult for Talhot to keep his attention upon
the Form work that morning. But he contrived to do
g0, and Mr. Linton noticed nothing out of the common.
There is an old adage that he who has a secret to keep
should hide not only the secref buf the fact that he has
it to keep. From of old the™off had been accustomed
to self-command—to hiding his thoughts; and he did
not fail now, !

He looked at Crooke several times in class.

Crooke did not look like a fellow with a guilty secret,
and that was all to the good, in ome way. But there
was gomething bitter in the knowledge that the secret
did not weigsix on Crooke's mind as it weighed on
Talbot’s, It was, after all, Crooke’s affair. Talbot
had nothing to do with it, excepting from his desire
to help the wretched fellow out of his troubl and to
save a family disgrace. But the thought of the missing
money haunted Talbot, as obviously it did not haunt
Crooke. ‘ ]

His immediate danger was over, and that sufficed
for the black sheep of St. Jim’s. He had nothing to
fear. There would be a sensation when it was learned
that money was missing from Mr. Railton’s desk. But
the money would be found. Every pound note would
be recovered. Crooke was mot s thief—in his own
estimation, at least. His danger once over, mnothing
would have induced him to touci the money. That was
enough for his conscience. That there would be a
terrible scandal, that 8t. Jim’s would ring with it,
could not be helped—Crooke was safe.

The matter would die away in time—all the sooner
because the missing mouey would be found intact. Tt
would be an insoluble mystery; but, after all, no harm
would be done. Mr, Railton would never evem know
that his key had been out of his possession at all, so
lie would be absolutely puzzled and beaten. What did
it matter? Anyhow, nothing could be done, and it was
easiest and simplest to dismiss the thing from one’s
mind and think gbout something less disagreeable.
That was the reasoning by which Gerald Crooke satis-
fied himself. ;

Indced, Talbot, who read the black sheep's thoughts
easily cnough, wondered whether Crooke was not right.

Nothing could be dome—why worry? But Talbot
eould not help feeling deeply troubled by the thought
of what must happen. It would be known that there
was a thicf in the House. If the thief was not found,
a sbadow of disgrace would hang over the House—a
shadow of doubt and suspicion. It was intolerable to
think of—to Talbot; though Crooke seemed to reconcile
himself to the situation easily emough. 3

After class Crooke walked away from the Form-room
rather quickly, and Talbot smiled bitterly as he noticerd
it. Crooke evidently supposed that Talbot was going io
speak again on the subject he wanted to forget, and he
desired to avoid him.

But he need not have taken the trouble; Talbot had
him. So long as it had seemed
money, he would have kept the
wretehed fellow up to the mark. But Crooke had done
his best—Talbot knew that. He could do no more,
“Nothing could be done mow but to wait for the crash
to come, and if Crooke could forget it was all the
better for him. ) ;

Talbot tried to drive the matter from his own mind.
He told himself that it was mot his affair; he had done
all that could be dome. Had there been sny doubt
about the money ,being found intact, it would have
been & different matter, but he knew . that “he could
trust Crooke on that point. Only dire terror had
driven the, wretched jumior to take the curremey motes
from the Housemaster’s desk, and his fear was now a

possible to replace the

v
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- for the Sixth, what ? ** asked Monty Lowther.
. wanted,”” he said quietly,

As the footballers came off the field, Kildare of the Sixth moved to intercept them. -#¢ Pickin ‘up some tips about footer
And the juniors chuckled. But Kildare did not smile,
s Here | am,*” said Talbot, and hia heart beat fast.

 Talbot is
(.Sec Chapter 9.)

thing of the past. Mr. Railton would lese nothing, and
the scandal and the mystery would be forgotten in
time. Talbat had, at least, saved lis cousin from
becoming actually a thief, and he found solace in that
knowledge, - .

With an effort of will Talbot ceased to think about
the matter, Only at intervals it would recur to his
mind; he could not forget it, knowing that at any hour
the discovery might come. -

But the day passed as usual, and the next day came.
It was most likely that Mr. Railton would make the
discovery on Saturday, when he was accustomed o
making “up his House accounts, and would doubtless
require the money in his desk. Unaware that the key
had ever been out of his own keeping, the Housemasler
might open the desk half 2 dozen times without noticing
that a wad of currency mnotes was missing from its
receptacle. When he eame to use the money, however,
he could not fail to observe what liad happened. )

Friday passed, and although Talbot had not forgotten,
he had ceased to think incessantly of the matter.
‘Craoke, to all appearance, had-ceased to think of it at
alk

The change in Crooke from the furtive, frightened
fellow of -a few days ago was really amazing.
all his old.confidence now, all his old careless ingolence.
He svas on chummy terms with Serope again, and
friendly with Clampe and Chowle of the New House.

e had’

He had not yet made it up with Aubrey Racke; but
that, probably, was coming. With the danger, the fear
had passed, and the black sheep was sliding back into
his old ways. Talbot had more than half expeected fo
eee that; but he felt fairly cortain that Crooke would
never land himself again into such a scrape with M.
Lodgey—and that was something, !

On Saturday Tom Merry & Co. were thinking chiefiy
about a House match- that was to take placc in the
afternoon. Talbot, of course, was to play for his House,
and football was in his thoughts, too. But he could not
help thinking also of the discovery that was likely fo
be made that day, and, rather to his surprise, e found
that Crooke was thinking of it, too. After dinmer,
Crooke joined Talbot of the Shell as the juniors weut
out, and Tom Merry sheered off, with a slight grimace.
He wanted Talbot’s company; but most certainly he
did not want Crooke’s.

“Kick off at two.thirty, Talbot,” he said, and le
walked away with Manners and Lowther.

Crooke. scowled after him, and then spoke fo Talbot
i a low voice. . :

“Railton will spot it to-day,” he muttered.

Talbot nodded. 2w s

“He will be busy with the House accounts—he's
bound to spot-it. There’s nothing to be done?”

“ Nothing.” . vg .
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“You’ll keep mum, of course.”

“Of course.” . : i

“Well, I knew you would,” said Crooke, with a relief
which showed that he had had a lingering doubt. “You
know that I did everything I could.” 2

“Yes,” said Talbot.

“Tt isn't as if there’d really been a theft,” muttered
Crooke uneasily. - “The money’s there, waiting to be

icked up. It only means a bit of a noise before it~
Elows’ over—the money’s tlie chief thing, Nobody will

be a genny the worse.”

Talbot nodded again. 5

“I’'m going out this afternoon,” went on Crooke, “It’s
all safe, but I'd rather be off the scene when the row
comes. I—I suppose there’ll be a bit of a stir.”

Talbot smiled faintly.

“More than a bit,” he sfid. -

“Well, it can’t be helped now. I eay, come out with
me, and—and be off the scene when it happens, too.”

“I'm playing footer.” - = g

“Qh, all right! So long as we keeE mum they simﬁly
can't guess anything. . I—I haven't forgotten what
you've done for me, Talbot—believe me.
grateful. I--I dare say you think I've been playing the
fool again—speaking to Scrope and Clampe, and all
that. A fellow must speak to somebody. But I'm
keeping clear of the Green Man and that lot. You can
take my word for that, Talbot.” Crooke shivered. “I'm
not likely to go through anything of that kind again.
T've had a lesson. Clampe’s going there this aftermoon,
and lhe’s asked me. I've refused.” |
. “8tick to that,” said Talbot. = ...
© “1 mean to. Mind, mum’s.the word.” i

“Not a syllable,” said Talbot. ; ;
_And Crooke, evidently relieved, left him. A little
Jlater Talbot saw him wheeling outshis bicycle. ~For
once, at least, Gerald Crooke was going to spend a half-
holiday in a way that was not shady. '

Talbot was going
wards, when Kildare.of the Sixth called to him,

“Step into my study a minute, Talbot.” -

. “Yes, Kildare.” .

Talbot wondered what was wanted, and he noticed
that the captain of St. Jim's eyed him very ‘curiously
and keenly. ;

“It scemd to be the talk of the juniors-that you have
got yourself into money troubles,” said Kildare. *I
know it’s a way of the juniors to get into these little
troubles occasionally, but in your case a large sum
of money is mentioned.”

“I know!” said Talbot, smiling faintly. “I've had
2 lot of offers of help, Kildare,but there’s nothing in

. g0

“Fifty pounds is the sum mentioned.”

“I know. It's a mistake and a silly yarn; I'm not-in
any want of money.”

#1 thought there was nothing in it,” assented the
captain of St. Jim’s. “Of course, if a junior wanted
such a sum as fifty lgoun(ls- it would be proof positive
that he had been kicking over the traces pretty
seriously, I know you're not that sort. Still, I was
bound fo speak. Youm give me your word that there's
nothing in it?”

“Yes

‘;'fEhat’s all right, then,” said Kildare. “You con

Talbot left Kildarc’s study. Trimblels story was
evidently still going strong, and it had reached the
refects now. Talbot resisted a temptation o look

or the fat Baggy and kick him, and wenf to the.

ehanﬁing—room. Tom Merry & Co. were there, changing
for the House match.

“Oh, here you are, Talbot !” said Tom. “Seen that ass
Gussy ?¥ ¢

“No,” said Talbot. -

“The fathead had lines to take in to Mr. Railton,”
gaid Blake, “Just like the ass to be late.”

“Weally, Blake——" e

“QOh, here he is!” said Blake. “Get. a move on,
Gussy ! . You can’t take two hours to change as usual—
youw're late.” ' - : w4

“Wats!- I say, somethin’s up, you fellows!” said
Arthur Augustus. . ;
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“T know,” said Blake. “Time’s up! Get a move cnl”

“Somethin’s up with old Wailton,” said Arthur

Augustus, unheeding,  “I took in my lines, you know,
»

and—-" .

Talbot started.

“What’s up, D’Arey?” he asked quickly. £ o
T weally do not know, deah boy; but somethin’s up—
somethin wathah sewious, I think,” said Arthur Augus-
tus. - “Wailton looked feahfully upset. He weally
snapped at me when I said T had bwought my lines,
and told me to put ‘them on the table and cut. I
wathah think he had forgotten them. If I had known
that before, I need pot have w’itten them out, you
know; it was wathah unfortunate.” v 5 2
. “What’s the matter with old Railton?” asked Tom
Merry. : )

“Perhaps he is wowwied ovah his accounts,” said
Arthur ‘Augustus thonghtfully. - He had his account- .

 books and things on the studay-table and his desk open.

He was standin’ at the desk, you kmow, and the ex-
pwession on his face was quite extwaordinawy.”

* “Perhaps he’d had a shock,” suggested Monty Tow-
ther solemnly.

“As a mattah of fact, Lowthah, he looked as if
Le had had a vewy gweat shoek; but what sheck could
he have had?”

“Your face, old hean.”

“You uttah ass!” . .

“Well, your features appearing at his door all of a
sudden,” argued Monty Lowthér. - il Lo

“I wegdrd your wemark as uttahly asining, Low-
thah! T ‘considab——" Sy

“Do you comsider that it’s time to geét changed for
the match?” asked Tom Merry, laughing.  “If not, I
consider that I shall have to play another man,
Gussy.”

“Wats I 3 . )

Arthur Augustus changed, and the footballers went
down to Little Side. Figgins & Co. of the New House
were there, with Darrell of the Sixth, who was to
referee the House match. The two skippers tossed for
choice of ends, and the game began.

Talbot lined up with his comrades, his handsome face
a little pale. The other fellows had giver no special
heed to D’Arcy’s remdrks in the changing-reom, but
Talbot of the Shell knew what the news meant. Mr.
Railton had made the discovery. >

The cheery footballers had no suspicion, but Talbet
knew what must be going on in tgose very minutes
as the sides lined up for the House matclk, The money
had been missed, the trouble was beginning. In spite
of himself the Shell fellow could not help thinking
of it, and of what was to follow—of the sensation that
was to thrill the House from end to end—and he could
not give his thoughts to the football, - Tom Merry had
been forced to leave his best winger out of the match
with the Grammar School, but he had expected Talbot
to show up well in the House match. "He was sur-
priséd and disappointed. For once Talbot was fumbling
n a manner almost worthy of Grundy of the Shell.

New House scored the first gcal, and Tom spoke to
Talbot as the sides lined up again.

“Not feeling fit, old chap?”

“No—yes! Sorry, old man; I'm a bit off colour,.
I think,” stammered Talbot. “I’ll do hetter, though.”

And after the restart he played harder, with a grim
determination. At half-time Figgins & Co. were still
one to the good. In the interval Talbot noticed that
Kildare of the Sixth had come down to the junior
ground, and was looking on at the game. It seemed
to Talhet that the captain of 8. Jim’s was singling
him out for special observation, and he wondered why.
Certainly his play was not calculated to draw Kildare's
special attention. .

All through the second half Kildare remained on the
junior ground, locking om. The juniors noticed him,
and, ratﬁler flattered by that unusual attention from the
captain of the school, both sides played up their
hardest. It was a great game, and in the second half
Talbet pulled himself together and played his best.
When the final whistle blew School House were two
goalg to ope; and Talbot of the Shell had kicked the
winning goal. .

(Continued on page 28.)
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THE MAN IN CHARGE! Fat Solomon 8lack, the **man in 'chm;?a ' of the Indian Reservations, has lined his pockets

at the expense of the starving Redskins for years past.

But it

le does he dream that his tame Indians contemplate

pillaging the store and taking his scalp '

A Timely Warning!

OM grinned. He knew Jeremiah tried to Jive up to
his name when he had a chance, and, indeed, there
was -2 betraying twinkle now in the sombre grey
eyes. . Then they grew grave again and hard.

“Them cowboys,” Miah said abruptly, lowering his
voice, “when are they coming? I tell you, Tom, P
figurin’ upon a bust in several kinds of ways. An’ if it’s to
be, I sez to yvou bust fivst—when them bull-whackers come
along 1 ;

The advice was good. and Tom would have acied upen
it if he could, but that was out of the question.

Winter had come with a vengeance. After the blizzard,
snow,; and after that came frost, then more snow, another
hlizzard, and so it went on. How eould it be expected
that men would come down a lundred miles through
weather such as this, for any cawse? 8o, though he wrote
& full account of it all 1o Old Billie—making certain offers
as to payment of expenses which would have struck the
heart of the thrifty Jeremiah Mush stone cold, he had no
expectation of results unril spring came, and then it would
be too late. !

For the “Orders ” from Washington were cheyed to the
letter by Solomon Slack. Week by week, as the winter
raged, and more warmth and more food were needed, the
supplies given out grew less and less. It was done very
gradually, and, as it seemed to Tom, with a fiendish, cold-
blooded cruelty; for while, at first, the amount of food
given did not vary, all clothing was stopped. and fuel for
fires was dropped to a minimum when needed the most,

Day after day, Tom and ihe missionarr, 0, 10 Jere-
miakh’s surprise, showed imnuch courage and resource, and
even coaxed out of Mr. Black many alleviations which Tom
had been refused—rode or sleighed. and often tramped on
foot everywhere, doing all that could be done to keep
matters from becoming desperate. Tom, indeed, drew reck-
lessly from his own little -capital, and it seemed very un-
likely that much would remain of the seven thousand
dollars at the Servita Bank by the time he returned to
Calumet, s

But it was not a question of money ounly.
and neglect and squalor everywhere. The Indians crowded
together to keep warm; sanitation was unknown, and but
for the dryness of the air, that the soil of the Reservation
was mostly sand and gravel, and that, thanks to what Tom
had done, backed by the chiefs who loved him, to make

all take exercise and keep fit for the Rodeo, there would:

There was dirt

A Grand Story of a young Britisher's
Adventures with a Tribe of Apache Indians
in New Mexico.

Told By

ARTHUR PATTERSON.

certainly have been an epidemic of dysentery, and perhaps
of cholera.

As it was, the scourge of disease was avoided this winter,
and only the dead-weight of privation and the bitterness
of soul arising from it fell upon the Nation., But this was
bad enough, and as the dark days passed, a dull, increasing
écaeolkmg_t of despair oppressed Tom’s heart and nearly

roke it.

Ho heard nothing from Servita, and, worse than that,

“he received no reply to a long letter he had written to

Colonel Chapin. In this he had neither spared the Govern--
ment nor the Indian Bureau: and as for Mr. Slack, as
Jeremiah expressed it when Tom told Lim what he had
said, he had “cat up his jints with a sharp knife, and
salted the rest of him raw.” Tom had even begged Chapin-
to do somerthing vthing—but in any case to let Tom
know what Le felr abour the matter,

This letter was written the first week in -January. It
was now the second week in February, and not a word had
come through. Trantville was snowbound. The Reservation
lay a waste of weary miles of human misery. .

Outwardly there was little sign of what was going on.
The patient stoicism of the Apache race came out now in
all its strength. Tom often marvelled at the silence and
even apparent apathy with which the men and women sat
hungry in their tepees, or trudged aimlessly hither and
thither in the snow. All seemed waiting, just waiting—
for what?

As time went on Tom asked himszii this question with

i hich grew feverish. He knew what answer
Hawk would give. White Cat had already whispered
it. It was piacinly 1o be seen in Badger Head's catlike cyes.
It lay smouldering in the set. blank faces of the warriors.
These Apacles would bear all vhat came without a groan,
as they bore torture at the stake. " They would say nothing,
do nothing, until the winter had gone. Then, when they
starved no longer and their strength came back—then, as
Black Hawk had said that evening at the camp fire “the
Nation"Wwill be all one picce,” thirsting for ‘the blood of
white men, .

Already the Rodeo plans had broken up. No onc cared.

~ Every man’s interest, Tom knew, was centred in plans for

war~war to the knife, war to the death, upon the Settle-
ments.
And all this time. though Tom did not know, Badger
Head and Solomon Slack held conference together.
Gradually the weather changed—completely and entirely
changed. %l‘ho sun began to shine warmly; the snow sank
into the ground and melted with magical rapidity. Animals

and birds appeared from everywhere and nowhere, Spring
had come and laid her fingers on the land. .
The new life brought no comfort to Tom. Now, he

realised, was the moment of danger. e saw a change in

WHO’S WHO IN THE STORY.
TOM HOLT, a sturdy young Britisher of seventeen who has lived for
a time amongst a tribe of A paehe Indians in New Mezico,

BADQER HEAD, supreme chicf of the nation,
BLACK HAWK, « tribal chicf,
WHITE CAT, his son. 8 5 e
COLONEL C!fAPIN,-a. wealthy rancher,
-SADIE, kis daughter. 2 .
HUNES and MALINKA,~Tom's. dog and horse respeclively. .

After_staying for a time with Coloiel Chapin and his dauglter
Sadve, Tom learns the horrible news that White Cat is sentenced 1o the
““fire.” for disobeying Badger Head, his chief. - Tom stands by the
Redskin, and tc save hiz life offers to accompany the tribe fo the
Reservations for the winter, From Black Hawk, Tow then learns

= all the blame of the growing

that Badger Head 8 contemplating « raid on the White Settlements '
in the coming spring, and this knowledge makes Tom more eager to
aceonpany the lribe,

Promoted to the rank of chief and known as White Eagle, Tom
reaches the Reservalions. Here, he soon realises that B Head
ie secretly ensourging the wild> bloods to revolt. Tom, however,
exerts his inflience to the full, but his efforls to 7un @& Rodeo in the hopes
of promoting happiness anongst the tribe, only enrages the unscripul-
ous SOLOMOYN SLACK, a Gorernment officicl in chaige of the
Reservations, who schemes to ye!_ rid a_f !k‘e young B_ritiikm" bv patting

on to his i " 4
Jrom Jevemiah Mush T'om learns of the charitable infentions of Solomon
Slack and is thus put on his guard. - &
{Now read on.)
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There hove Iin sight an enormous bundle of fat in striped. pyjamas and bare feet—the terrified ﬂgurozo!'} Solomon.
8

tack ! Jeremiah hauled the wretched man along with a rope tied round his middls..

(See page 27.

the hebits of the Indians. For the first time there were
no loafers round the storehouse. Trantville was empty.
Many were away hunting animals and birds which had been
tempted out by the sun and the thaw to get food. But
the ‘majority were otherwise engaged.

One night, a week after the warm weather_came, ’];'om
slept badly. .This was no new thing, for the bitter anxiety
of his position, his helplessness, and a growing look of
satisfaction observable on the countenance of Mr. Solomon
Slack, had tortured him for many nights. He looked years
older. Sadie would not have known him. This night, about
two in the morning, Hunks growled very softly and went
on tiptoe to the window. Tom was there almost as soon as
the dog.

It was still, moonlight, and a figure was clearly visible
in the street outside. It waved a hand; Tom went softly
down the stairs and let it in, and a minute latdr White
Cat_was sitting, cross-legged, on hiz bed.

“Black Hawk send me,” he said. “In one hour Big
House "—jerking his thumb in the direction of the store
depot—"taken by the warriors. In two, the boss-man’s scalp
hang from Badger Head's belt, and his fat Lody will be
melting into oil over & fire. Then goods taken; store burn
up, and the nation go to war. Huh!”

White Cat uttered all this in a breath, in quiet, emotion-
less tones, like o child reciting a prize poem at school.
Tom found himself affected very little by the news, It
was the worst possible, worse than he had expeeted in his
most desperate moments, but it lifted the cloud of suspense
and ended all inaction. He had something to do now, and
so alert had his mind become, so hard were his nerves, that
before White Cat had finished he had decided what he was _
going to do. But Hunks growled again; there was a sound
in the passage outside, and White Cat was crouching for a
spring. Tom touched his shoulder lightly.

“Kitten—am I & chicf in the nation?”

The boy slipped to his feet.

“You are my chief—always.”

“Then listen! The man outside the door is a friend. T
tell ’l};im all; and he will come with us. Is that good or

A

White Cat shrugg‘edrhis shoulders indifferently. ®

.safely under the shadow of the back nremises,

“Huh! You give orders. I obey—chicf!"

Tom went to the door,

“That Miah "

“Yop ¥

He stood in the doorway.
boots. But he held a revo!
significantly at White Car.

Tom smiled.

“Get clothes, and be back in five winuics. There's news.”

The hotel-keeper nodded, and vanished like a ghost in
his stockinged feet, Then Tom, without speaking again to
White Cat, threw up the lid of a trunk, and when Jeremiah
returned he was confronted with two Apache Indians in full
diess. He had never seen Tom in this guise, and had the
shock of his life, but all he did was to give a grim little nod.

“So ye're White Eagle now, Makes me feel a mite lonely.
But I'm with ye jest the same.” .

Tom gripped his hand and looked at -White Cat.
Indian understood and stepped forward,

“Me White Eagle’s man, Shake!” *
- The American fairly startedsai such a probosal, but he
did not hesitate,

“Then you and me’s pards, sonny.” And he gave the red
fingers a squeeze which nearly broke them.

“There’s no time to waste,” Tom said.
storehouse, T'll tell you as we go.”

All this time he had said no word of his intentions, arnd
White Cat wondered what they were to do. Buj he was

Jevewdah was without coat or
v in his hand, and he looked

The

“We're for the

‘more than content. Tom’s silence sent up his reputasion for

leadership in the Apache's estimation—and it was already
high enough—a hundred per cent, It is an Indian proverb
that a leader who tells his plaus has no followers,

They rcached the store depot in ten minutes. without
seeing anyone. White Cat was ordered by Tom to find-n
way of doing this, and succeeded, though with some
difficulty. .

“We must get in” Tom whispered when they were
“Know any |
way, Miah . .

In reply the hotel-keeper drew a key from one of his
pockets. .
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. his despair.

it owit

Another Thrilling Instalment of this Grand Adventure Yarn Next Week,

“T'd & hunch we might got to this,” he whispered back.
" 2o I made a little deal on my own. Will you rouse Sol?”

Lom shook his head, and they stepped in with Hunks,
mal 09 sound, finding their way to the room eccupied
by ok’s assistant. ' ;

Now,” Tom -said, closing the door sofiiy, “no oue

2an hear, and there will he no business done for half an
honr; your ideas, Miahf” pE

Jeremiah Mush yawned; feli in anoiher pocket, produced
a large plig of tobacco, and after vainly offering it to his
vompanions, bit off a gencrous portion, and leisurely and
began to enjoy himself, - But thero was nothing
leisurely ahout his reply, ¥

“lieas? They dow’'t amount to two red cents, chee-eff.”
He. mouthed the word with relish, “We're just skinned
an’ irussed for a roastin’ bee. Badger Head's more sniart
ihan I'd have helieved. He’s dished Sol with his own
spoon, after all their foregatherin’.”

“What's that?” :

Jeremiah puc up his fect lazily on a window-ledge.

. They've been pow-wowing for weeks past, chee-eff. All
against yvou. That litile rat of a clerk told me late last
fight. 'Troops is expected to-morrow. Badger Head told
Bol & week hack he could not hold the Bucks longer, and
Sol wired. But ye know what troops is. Maybe they will
be here next week. Anyway, if White Cat here speaks
truth, By the time the boys arrive they'll find nothing left
of Hol but_his boots. Badger Head’s slick, Tl allow, most
aimighty slick, But tell me”—turning to the Indian—
“how’ does your boss cxpect to gei away with the goods
Lefore the soldiers get him *”

White Cat grinned. -

“Huh! XNo get away. Tuke soldier-Loys prisoner.” .

Mial's legs left the window-sill swifily and he gasped.

“You really mean that? United States troops to- be
corvailed 1 .

“P-f!” White Cat made a face. “Sol, he tell Badger
Head ithat soldiers he ’houvt fifty men., Apache warriors

herve, full-armed, five hundred.”

‘Fhe boy was clearly pleased at the prospect. The war-
fever had teken him again. Tom could have cried out in
But that was no use. Hunks was already on
iy {eet, hrist)ing all-over, though he uttered no sound. The

Yans were coming. " Fn a few minures the awack would
Tom laid & hard on Jeremiah's shoulder
5 going 10 open the frent door,” he :a nd hold

3 1

Hunks and White Car. I want you to haul Slack
sut of hed and bring him down. Tie him up, all but his
ieet., Tell him his life is in my hands. Will you 27
]' C]znc-e{‘f,” said Jeremiah slowly, “I will.
plan?”
; Tom nodded, without speaking.

“ White Cat,” he said in Indien, “open, then, and stand

Behind me”
T and White Cat could distinguish figures gathering

aeross the street; eclustering about the houses,
slowly, stealthily, without a sound.

The opening of the great front doors of the house—and
Tom made as much noise as he could in the process — sent
those figures to cover as a gunshot sends rabbits to their
holes, and when the boys looked out from the top of a
broad flight of steps the street was without life or move-
ment ] but as Tom was recognised a chorus of grunts, some

—

The Prisoner! '

HE air was very still, Dawn was just breaking, and
a faint light rimmed the horizon in the east. Tom

| with the chief in

" words. was immense.

- the nation.

" and his harsh-featured face did not express

" patience of rhe Indians would be exhausted,

You hev a

27

of amusement, the majorily - ¢ surprise, went up from the
Indians, and they gathered afuin, :

Then a sharp voice gave o command; a number of Indians
who were about {o yun \JF the steps fell back, and formed -
themselves into a close throng in the street below, and a
man came forward. i

Tt was Badger Head, and Tom gave a sigh of relief. The
plan he had in hizs head largely depended on a meeting
t sight of ths y-arriors, before any of them
got out of hand, .

“Creeting, chief!” Tom said, is & voice whichin the
still morning air carried far, “'The Big House is in my
hands.  The boss, Solomon Slack, is my prisoner,- I have
spoken 1 x s 5

Thero way a deep silence. The significance of Tom’s
It is & tribal-law which is never
broken that the Apache who seizes a prisoner has sole
rights over him; equally, that booty or plander found by
act of war belongs, in the first instance, to the finder,
though, if it is of great value, it must be divided among
the party by a tribunal appointed for the purpese.

Badger Head, thevefore, was confronted with the fact that
the scoop he ‘had planned had been anticipated, by Tom,
and that the life of the: white. agent and the.whole con-
tents of the sierehouse were, -for the time, ab Jeast, the
property of this white boy in right of his chieftainship in
It was & stunning blow, not rendered less pain-
ful by a ‘spontaneous and appreciative murmur of applause

which came from the cmwf.lp and spredd vapidly.

. -But Badger Head had “not won his high place~in the

nation by nothing. His keen wits explored the situation
) by thé quiver

of ‘an eyelid the fury that was in his heart. Con

"I hear the words of White Eagle,” he replied at last.

“But where is his prisoner 7

Tom smiled, turning his face well to the light, so_that
everyone might see that he was taking the chief's words as
a quiet joke.

“White Cat,” he said sho
relieve the anxiety of the chief

White Cat promptly dizappeared into the siore, and silence
reigned again,

The seconds passed slowly.

. “bring the fat pig and

In two minures, or less, the
and Badger
Head would be able to take full command., Now the chief's
head turned slowly towards the erowd., Tom knew he was
about to burst into scathing denunciation, call wupon the

| men to attack and sweep all who opposed them to one side.

But a harsh clang within the store bfoke upon the care
of all, and Badger Head kept still. It was the opeiing and
shutting of a door in the back of the house,” followed by
the tramp and shuffle of feet. Then came the sound of &
voice and a volume of imprecations and groans,

“You’ll be hanged for this, you *Miah Mush! I’ll sce

you done for— Oh, my poor wrist! You shall swing in
that cotton-tree! Say, fur mercy’s sake alive hold that
Buck! He's stabbin’ me! FPm comin’ fast as I can. Tell
him Badger Head will put_him on a burnin’ grid! Ow!
Stop that! I'm bleedin'! I'm dyin’!t Merey! Oh—-7"
- There hove in sight now an enormous bundle of fat in
striped pyjamas, and bare feet.” Its hands were secuved
behind its body, und Jeremiah was hauling it along in
front with a rope tied round the middle. White Caf, mean-
time, was applying the point of his bhunting-knife with
penetrating skill in certain tender, fleshy parts,

(Look oul for next week's grand instalmend of this
powerful adventure yarn—every line's @ theilll) -
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STANDING BY. A
S

¢ As the foatbnl!e:s came off Klldare of the ‘Sigth

moved’ to mtcrccpt them. Tom Mcr gave him a cheery

grin.

e Ak 1y good of you to %o ve us A look in, Kildare.”

“Picking up some tips about footer for the Sixth—
what?” ,"aske Mcnty Lowthér. = . And the Jumors
chuckled.

But: I‘h]dare did not’ smile.
face was, ¥ery grave.:

- “Falbot>is wanted,” he said.
“Here I 'am,” said Talbét.
Hig' heart "béat,

Kildare ‘had’ watchecl thc game thmugh and ‘it was
borne'in upen, Talbot's'mind that he had not been watch-
‘ing “only the game. ~Hé had bheen wntchmg TalboL~—-
waiting for, him, What did it mean? -

“Mr. Railton wants' fo sce you as soon a§ you've
(han ed,” Baid- thc capfﬂln of- 8t. Jim’s.

ery well.” :

! Kildare of the Slxt]: walked with the _[umots to
1]12, _¢hanging-room. - He waited at the door, still with

w-grave face, while tLL} changed. * Some of the fellows

Jopked' at him "in surprise,. Why the captain of -the

school was bestowing so much of his company on

Ex%g tlmt aftcmoon vms a mystery to ’J.om Merrv‘
It WwaS 10 mystc,ry f:o T':lbot.

’1‘1:0 e\pt'essmn of his

' Kildare was keeping him under l'us eye He knrew it.
The kEBl itted Toff did not need telling that.  Kildare |
was - wai ng for him and watching lnm Talbot’s

Eace expréssed nothing—the Toff of old had learncd
never to let. his face betrav him. But there was a
lumult of tlzoup:ht.a in his “mind.  The theft in Mr.

" of the Sixth Form prefect echoed his own.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

leton s stud\v had been discovered, and K:Idara had
- watched lalbot through -the foqtball match, ‘and wag’
watching him tow while” he “waited 'to take. hnn to the
Housemaster, - Tike a blinding flash of lightnifg, the
revelation’ camic “to_ Talbota mind. There. had" beer
a theft, there was 1o’ clue to the -thief;. money had.
been taken from a ‘desk apparently locked and upon
whom could suapmxon turn if not upon -the Toff, the
one-time prince of cracksmen?

“Talbot, old chap,”, exclaimed Tom Merry, “whab—-——
He sprang towards ’lalbut, whose face for the moment
had gone white.

“All screne,

“You  weren’t fit, old chap;
played,” said Tom.
otd follow.”

Talbot foreed a smile. Trom the doorway -he knew
that Kildare's eyes were ﬁsed on 111 ,Klldurc had
scen and heard, -

you shouldn’t have
“You looked "enlly ill for a mmute,

“Tt's all right, Tom.” ‘; ‘ * e

He finighed c]mw'mg and Was l:he ﬁs.st ot
LShall>1 go to Mr- Rallton 1

very quietly.: - - 7=
“Y

es.” f

'I‘albot btdl’i&a ’l‘or ‘hc Hoursemaster 8 study Kildare
followed him. < In ordinary circumstances he would, of
course, have heen left to go alone. Now the footsteps
A Dbitter

smile came on ‘Talbot’s” face. .. Before ho reached Mr.'

- Railton's study he knew “what 110 ‘had to face when
- he stc-od before My, leton.

’PHE END. o

(l!’lmferer ﬂre mnsequences, the Toff has given ht.e wmt
to his rascally cousin that he will not ** let him down.’
But the conscquences ave imore teyrible than the Toff
imagines. Mind you read : ‘‘The Toff’s Sﬂﬂ'fﬂce! e
next week’s gwmﬂ 301100! s!ory. c!mms.)
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20-Shot Rapid- Ecpeater Actlon Pea
'Pistol. ™ Fires a Pen 25 feet at the g
yate. of 100 & minute, - A Regular =2
‘Pocket Lewis Gual - Brighh mukel .

finish; each in box with ammuuition. A better
ehnotc. than you have ever had beforel Send 1/8
and don't miss our Iatest quick-firer! Colonial

- postage-od. extra, Send posteard for l|°t..
.J. BISHOP & CO., 41, Finshury 8q.,

SB!{%‘%TIONAL BTAME DPF#SI

T
it CATE STAMP .M.nu‘ FR E E
i DIFFERENT STAM
| 14 AUSTRALIA
Alt tbo ebave xenl. abaolutely freo. Iu:u mquelt om' {amous

i = posteard will do. = -
[LISBURN - & TOWNASND, LONDON ROAD, GLIVERPOOL.
‘.HEIGHT INCREASED 5 / Complete "

©« IN 30 DAYS. * Course, =

-No Appliances. No Drigs. No Dieting. The Melvin Strong Bntu;:
{NEVER FALLY, Full muwulara and Testimonials, stamp.— g
JMe,h'in Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8., 10, Ludgate Hill, Lendon, Eng. d

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE ?

‘Seml a'stamp to ay poatage, nnd you will learn how to rid ;rourseu
o a sush‘ a }::r ble na iction renp of c;hﬁ-gé: gznﬁoseﬂstamp
ecialist, “Palace GULSe,
d Jrexs ¥ cggn. %cﬁnitnbury Avemle?!.ﬂlﬂ? » W.l.
" gure -yourself as I did.

‘STOP sTAMMEH'NGI tienlars Free. — FEAN

KU‘GII'ES 7. SOUTHAMPTON ROW,. LONDON, W.C.1.

ROSPERITY calling
'} to BOYS (14 to 19)

AUs'm' :..m. NEW ZEALAND, CANADA.:

. Prefimina; -Training, . Generous financial assistance
rdd" passage and nut,ﬁt., repayable by easy instalments

in"work” oversetis, - Apply : The Salvation Army
rmlon Dopt., 3, Upr, Thames St., London, E.C4.

uT Tl_-llS OUT'

“GEM' PEN BDUPDN._ VALVE 3d,
lermi 5"?? ﬂmc(‘fao
a-chandsome.

(Bc“ﬂge or carringo paid) for a short time

"JOIN THE ROYAL_ NAVY
AND SEE :TH '

P —
Boys ‘are “az:ted for the Seaman Class (fmm which |-
selections . are -mdade s for ' the ,Wireless . Telegraphy
and Bignaliing Branches). Age 151 to 163 years.

MEN also are required for

SEAMEN (Spemnl bwuitwi - =

STOKERS - ol

ROYAL HJRI\E PORCES - . -

Age 18 lo 25
Age 18 to 25
Age 17 to 28

OUND
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

km)i.'i by letter to the Recruit. g Stafl Officer, LY. an
8, Suffolk- Strcot, - Birmingham; 121, Vietorid Street, Brml
vn " Terrace, Dowanhill, Glasgow 30, Cannfug Placs,
Liverpool; . 55, Whiteball, Lon B.W.1; 280, Deansgate,
Manchester; ua Yo HL Nowonstle-on rs ne. or 6, Washington
Terrace, Qunens Park, Southampton.

DON’T BE BULLH:.D.

Beru! Fnuv?enny Sf.a .&e for '.EWD SPLENDID LESSONS
n JUJITSU

uut WeRpons, - t:er than gny other science invented. :
b to take l,are of yourself under ALL clrcumatances, foar m) .
L ou  can have MONST! la Illun:mm!l
;m Portion ~for B.0. 3] NOW
= bz “YAWARAY (Dept. A.P.), 1o. Qneenlwaf
anworth, Peltham, DX. : New Schoolin
London, W.4, now open, Class and Frivate Tuition 'Daily. Free Trial Lesson, -

b ol
300 STAMPS FOR 6% (i ol e 1ot s.,%:‘n_
Weles, Gold Coast, eto.~W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane. LYE, Stourbridge.:

£1 ‘Lucky Jmnble’ Parcels 2 / 6

To advertiss our goods we offer “Lucky Jumble’ " Fmrne!s tor 2;3 aue

o]

oofls to the value of £1 and D\FOMBWBHB!‘ , Outl N
‘atches, Clocks, Opera Glasns Cameras, Grame yn 0 Jisglcalv{::tfﬂ

mzhngs& Jazz Outﬂh!, Attaché Cases, eto., alo.’” VALU'

P, one parcel to one.person; sent only to re:
Money 'el’undcﬂ {t _not satisfied. No favouriti sm'? n‘ﬁﬁdg:(;g;seonly.

J’AMES & Co., 79/81, London Road.. Ltverpoo!.

&mm%%%éﬁm@

Al apphcm:o ]
publgcauon should be; addresged to the Adverusemem
3 Manager, UNION "JACK -SERIES, Thel
FEcerway House, Farrlngcfon Street, Lnndon E.CA.
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ul Japanese Self-Defence withs . -
Learn



