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ﬁAGgY TRIMBLE'S AMAZING DISCOVERY !
hen Trimble hunted under the loose board in the box-room for a tin of pineapple he had hidden there, he little expected to
: i Y0 i 0 )

find fifty pounds in notes! Rend the ol Merry & Co.;
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A book-length
story featuring the
early adventures of
Harry Wharton
& Co. at Grey-
friars that will
make you split
your sides with
laughter.

DON'T MISS THIS MASTERPIECE FROM THE |
PEN OF FRANK RICHARDS, WHATEVER
- YOU DO! |

Ask for THE

SCHOOLBOYS' OWN
LIBRARY, Nos. 45 and 46._

MARTIN CLIFFORD IS SEEN AT  HIS |
BEST IN THIS TOPPING COMPANION
~ {LIBRARY, CHUMS!

‘A stirring tale of
rivalry at St
Jim’s between
Tom Merry &
Co. of the School
House, and Fig-
gins & Co, of the
New House; a -
scream from be-
ginning to end.

THESE HANDY VOLUMES ARE ON SALE .

Recommend the GEM to your Pals—Thanks !

E,djtor Chats
Vith HisReaders.

1

Address all letters: The Editor, The " Gem ** Libirary, .
The FI. anse, Farringdon Street, n, E.C.4.
Write me, you can be sure of an answer in return..
- CARDEW N LOVE ! ’
LOYAL reader from Willonghby writes me a very
A fine letter in praise of fhe GEM, and winds up with
a request for Martin Clifford to give us-& special
yarn with Cardew in love. Néw I wonder how the
complex charactor of Ralph Reckness would be affected
by feminine wiles? It opens up an interéstilllg train of
thought, you will agree. I'm_passing the notion on to
Martin Clifford, so my Willoughby chum may yet see Ralph
Reckness falling a victim to the fair sex, .In any ecase, I
will yefer tc t iz watter in a future chat—when I have
heard what our favourite author has to say about it.

HE'S POWN ! !

I'rem Gloucester comes a long letter telling of a hoy
who had entered. into an arrangement. to -fight another
fellow on a certain date. I don’t kunow the rights of the
quarrel, for a quarrel it was that led to this arrangement :
but one of the principals. tells me that his opponent got
the “sack ” [rom his job the day. before the scrap was due
to “come off.” Now my correspondent has a good heart,
for he says that the other chap 1is looking so down and
out, that he hasn’t the nerve to approach him and ask him
“what about it?” Meantime, certain boys  who know of
this “arrangement,” are making. a little unpleasantness for
my correspondent because he won’s go “through * with the
fight. As I said before, my correspondent has a good
heart; he hasn’t it in him to give this chap a “good
hiding ** when he’s down. There’s no question of funk, for

acoordini to a footnote to the leiter that reached me,
another Gemite remarks that “X " could lick “Y ” to a
frazzle. Apart from tha statenient, I think my corre- -

that arrangement
the bitterness of
These

spondent ought to postpone indefinitely
to fight. He says that he’s ‘forgotten
that led up to the quarrel. Then why fight ?

tbinﬁf
‘cold-bleoded arrangements only lead to more bitterness.

And if one of the parties is down and out, it isn’t very
sporty to add a black eye to his troubles. I think you're
right, *“X,” to let things slide, or, better still, go and have
a straight talk with “V¥ * and see if you can do him any
good, %f he's any sort of chap at all he will appreciate your
friendly avertures at a time when he feels that the world
is a rotten place to live in. Drop me a line and let me
know how things go, will you?

THE SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN LIERARY.

Just a mention of the two 4d. libravies on sale Frid
this weck, No. 45 is entitled: “Boss of the Study 1 “and
it foatures Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars, No. 46 is
entitled: *School House versus New House !” and it deals
with the state of friendly rivalry that exists between Tom
Merry & Co. and Ceorge Figgins & Co. Both these
volumes are well worth reading, c%:ums!‘ Nuff said |
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“TRUE AS STEEL!”

This story concludes the remarkable series of “Talbot *
yarns Martin Clifford has given us, I know you won't .
want any urging from me to read it. R

“WHITE EAGLE!"

Look out, too, for another instalment
sevial, also another “cameo” from the
ster, entitled: *“Tea With the Head!”
least, the result of =

BICYCLE JOKE COMPETITION NO. 4.

That £7 12s. 6d. * Mead ¥ Bicyele may be yours, chum, for
all you know. Order your Gex early. Chin, chin,

Pour Editor,

of this adventure
St. Jim’s Rhyme-
and last, but not
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BOUND BY HONOUR ! When Talbot promises to keep his cousin's shady secret he little realises at the time into what
depths of bitterness and misery that good-natured promise is to lead kim. But when the worst comes along the Toft
remembers that he has promised—that his lips are sealed ! *

e TOFFS - - -

CHAPTER 11
Tracking Trimble !

o OME on, Tom !” .
“Tea, you know !” :
Monty Lowther and Manners spoke together.

Tom Merry wore a rather worried look,

He had stopped at the foot of the staircase in the
School House; and his chums turned round on the stairs
to call to him, The Terrible Three Lad changed after a
football mateh: and Manners and Lowther, at least,
were thinking of tea. Foothall in the keen wintry air
had made them hungry.

“What's the trouble, Tom?” asked Monty.

“1t's jolly odd !’ said L'om Merry.

“Eh? What?”

“ About Talbot.”

“What about Talbot?”

“Kildare’s taken him to Mr. Railton’s study,” said
Tom, “Did you notice that he waited at the door f
the changing-room while we changed? Then he marched
Talbot off. There’s something up.”

“My dear man, fellows have been taken in to see their
giddy Housemaster before, and no bones broken,” said
Lowther. .

“Kildare looked jolly serious.”

“Casc of ‘bend over,” I suppose,” said Monty.
“Talbot has done that which he ought not to have done,
or else left undone that which he ought to have done.
But we sha’n’t help him by being late for tea. Come
on, old bean.”

“Qh, all right!”

. Tom Merry followed his comrades up the stairs,

He looked worried, and he felt troubled. Kildare of
the Sixth, the captain of St. Jim’s, had looked un-
commonly grave as he waited for Talbot of the Shell to

change after the House matel, and then walked him off -

to the Housemaster’s study. Talbot of the Shell, too, had
seemed strangely grave and gquiet. Tom Merry could
not help feeling that something. was “up ”; something
of more than usual seriousness. He was anxious to see
Talbot again, but the Housemaster’s door had closed
on -him, and it did not reopen. -

“Why worry?” said Monty Lowther cheerily, as the
three juniors went along the Shell passage to Study

ACRIFICE !
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A Powerful and ‘Dramatic ."
Long Complete Story of
Tom Merry & Co., thel
- Chums of St. Jim’s,

BY |

. Martin Clifford.

b ml‘ll‘l”r‘l”!”mmlﬂiﬂl%

No. 10. “Talbot’s all right. Even old Talbot isn’t a
perfect character, you know, and must expect to be
called over the coals sometimes. Hallo, somebody’s in

I our study.”

There was the sound of a movement in Study No. 10 in
::!he Shdll, as Monty Lowther turned the handle of tho

oor.

Lowther threw the door wide open and stepped in.
He glanced round the study, and was surprised to sce
that it was cmpty. : ;

“Blessed if I didn’t think I heard somebody in the
room,” -he said. “If that fat villain Trimble knew we
had a pineapple, it would be like him to drop in and
sample it.” .

“Just like !” agreed Manmners.

“You get the fire going, Tommy, while Manners fills
the kettle,” said Monty. “Get a move on! Famished,
old chaps !

“I wish I knew——" muttercd Tom Merry.

“How to get a fire going?” .

“No, ass—just what’s the row with old Talbat.”

“Bless old Talbet! Blow old Talbot!” said Monty
Lowther emphatically. “Don’t I keep on telling you
I'm hungry?”

“But it's jolly queer,” said Tom. “Talbot’s been a
bit—well, a bit unusual for a week past or more.
don’t like the way he seems to have chummed up with
that rank outsider Crooke———"

“Well, Crooke’s his cousin;” said Manners tolerantly.
“Perhaps he can see some good in him that other fellows
can’t sce.”

“There isn’t any in him'|” grunted Tom.

“That fire isn't going yet,” said Lowther. “Likewise,
the kettle isn’t filled. Where are the eggs? If you
fellows want to sée an old pal perish of hunger—"

“And then there’s that queer yarn that’s been going
round about Talbot,” said Tom, ruthlessly regardless of”
Monty. “Trimble of the Fourth started it—he heard
some talk between Talbot and his uncle, Colonel Lyndon,
when the coloncl came here.  The story was all over the
House that Talbot was hard up, and asked his uncle for

money.”

“But Talbot told us there was nothing in that.”

“Yes; but—-"

“T'11_tell you what, Tom;” said Monty Lowther sud-
denly, as if struck by a very bright idea. “I can make
a suggestion on the subject of Talbot.”

“What is it, Monty?”

“(tve him a rest.”

i Whﬂt ?u .
“@Give him a rest till after tea,” said Lowther cheerily.
» ' Tae Gea LiBrsry.—No. 980,
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“I've mentioned that I'm hungry—famished, in fact.
Look here, I can’t find the eggs. And where's the
cakep” - .

“Bother the eggs, and blow the cake,” said Tom.
"I tell you I'm jolly worried—there's something really
wrong somewhere——"

“There is!” roared Lowther,
apple P -

“Bother the pineapple !” o

Monty Lowther was staring into the study cupboard.
Thrée eggs, a cake, and a tin of pineapple should have
been there. Three egge, a cake, and a tin of pineapple
were 1ot to be seen there. There was no sign of any of
them. Monty breathed fury, d

“That villain Trimble 1”

“Oh, bother Trimble!” .

“You remember how he raided the studies when we
went over. to play the Grammar School I roared
Lowther. “Now Dbe’s been at it again! There’s nothing
for tea1”?

“Oh, my hat [” ejaculated Manners. )

“Oh, give Trimble a ckance!” said Tom Me‘rr}:,
laughing. “If he’s séofféd the tuck, I suppose he hasn E
devoured the tin as well as the pinea, ople.  Look again !

“I tell you it’s gone !” yelled Lowther, in great wrath,
“He’s scoffed the eggs and the cake, and put the tin in
his pocket; I suppose—taken it away to open somewhere
else—> . :

Lowther broke off suddenly. .

"I heard somebody moving in ihe room as we came
in,” he eaid. “Why, the fat burglar’s still here, and
he’s dodged out of sight. Trimble! Sheve the end of
the poker under the table, Manners !” " !

"‘%hat-ho 12 5 .

“Whete's the pine

“Yarooooh I’ came in a wild roar from under the-

study table. As Manners shoved the poker under it on
one eide, a fat junior rolled out from under it on the
other,

It was Trimble of the Fourth. - .

Evidently the prub-raider of tho School House had
heen in Study No. 10 when the Terrible Three arrived
there; and he had Qodged nnder the table as he heard
them coming: "

“Where’s our tuck, you fat villain ?” roared Lowther.

“I—I haven’t seem -it!” gasped Trimble. “I—I
haven’t touched it. I—I say, I came here to—to—*to ask
you fellows how the House match had gone, I—I never
—I mean I wasn’t—" :

Monty Lowther glared at the fat Fourth-Former as if
he would eat him, ‘ . )

“It’s too late for the eggs and cake,” ke said, “I
know where they are—inside that fat rascal. But he
can’t have swallowed ‘a tin of pineapple—he’s got that
in his pocket. Haxd it over, you podgy burglar !

“I—I haven’t——>

“Glve me that poker, Manners 1

“ Yarooooh }*

Baggy Trimble made a wild leap for the door, as
Lowther grasped the poker. He tore-the door o en and
fled, barely escaping 2 vengeful lunge of the poker.

“After him I shouted Manners.

Baggy of the Fourth was speeding down the passage
at a tervific rate, with Lowther on his track, brandishing
the poker. Four juniors of the Fourth Form appeared
ahead—Blake & Co., going to Study No. 6 to tea.

“Stop him ! yelled Lowther,

- “Bal Jove, what——" ejaculated Arthur Augustus
¥ Arcy.

“Btop thief I” .

Blake & Co. lined up across the passage, grinning, to
stop the fugitive. Baggy Trimble lialted in dismay.

“Now ! gasped Lowther. .

His  outstretched lLand was almost on Baggy's
shoulder, when Trimble turned from the passage and
holted up the box-room stairs. Fear lent the fat Baggy
wings, and ke fairly flew up the stairs.

“Stap ! yelled Lowther. )

But Baggy Trimble did not stop. He was not a bright
vouth, but he was much too bright to stop just then.
He raced up tho bos-room stairs, and holted into the
hox-room like a fat rabbit into. his burrow, Lowther
was_after him_ swiftly—hut not quite swiftly enough.
45 the Shell fellow eome breathlessly up to the Tanding

Tae Gem Lisrsny.—No, 989,

THE GEM LIBRARY.

" Price 2d.

the box-room door slammed and a key turned in the
lock. And: the next moment Monty Towther was
hammering on & locked door—while Baggy Trimble; safe
from vengeance and the poker, gasped with relief,

CHAPTER .2,
Not Guilty!

6 H dear ! gasped Bag y Trimble. )
- He sat on a box an§ gasped for breath, -
Thump! Thump ! Monty Lowther was at the

box-room dook, raging.
“You fat rotter I ronred Lowther,
“Oh dear!” - -
“Open this door !”
“ O ¢

“Are you going to let me in?” bawled Monty: .

Baggy Trimble gasped, -but he grinned while he
gasped. Really, he was not likely to let Lowther in just
then. He had no desire ‘whatever to come to close
quarters with the exasperated Shell fellow and the poker
from Study No. 10. E

There were more footsteps on the box-room stairs.
Tom Merry and .Manners %m_d followed Lowther, and
Blake and Herries and Digby and D’Arey had followed -
them. Two or three more juniors joined up. Outside
the box-room a dozen fellows pathered to deal with
Trimble. Half a dozen sets of Enubkles rapped on the
door, and as many voices called out to Baggy to show
up. Baggy sat on the box and asped. He had not the
remotest intention of showing up while the eneny were
at the gate, so to speak. 15, .

“Bai Jove, you know, it’s weally too thick,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Only the othah day that
fat wottah waided our studay cupboard, We kicked him
all v}vouu&. But kickin’ docsn’t seem to do Twimble any

ood.”

“I'll burst him P gasped Lowther,

“He's cleared us right out,” said Manners.
lutely nothing for tea in our study.” :

“What about tea in Hall ?” asked Tom Merry

“Not till we've slaughtered Trimble.”. - :

“Open the door, you fat brigand ! shouied Blake.

“I—1 say, listen fo me, you chaps !” quavered Trimble,
“I—I haven’t touched the grub, you know ! I wouldn’t:
I—I went to Study No. 10 to—to speak to Tom Merry
and—-"

“Why, you villain, you've got the in of pineapple
about you now 1 roared Lowther,

“Oh dear!”

Baggy had forgotten that for the moment. The tin
of pineapple was hidden under his jacket, He drew it
from its hiding-place and blinked ‘at it, Baggy had
looked forward with great satisfaction to opening that
tin and devouring the eontents thereof. Now he would
have been glad to be relieved of it. That pineapple was
proof positive that he had visited Study No. 10 in the
Shell on a “grub raid.” '

“I—I assure you, Lowther-—— he stuttered, v

“Have you got Lowthal’s pineapple, you fat wascal?”
demanded Arthur Augustus sternly.

“Certainly not I gasped Trimble. Truth and Trimble
were strangers, They were mnot even distant
acquaintances. :

“1 saw it bulging under his jacket I” hooted Lowther.

Y Oh dear I” o
ang ! Bang! Bang!

pen this door, you villain I?
“I—I—T say—>
“Oh, let him rip I said Tom Merry.

“ Abso-

]

“Let’s get down

‘to tea in Hall before it’s too late.”

“And let that fat villain get away with it?” snorted
Lowther. “No fear! I'm going to burst him !” .

“Yaas, wathah !”

“He won't open the door till we're gone,” said Tom,
langhing. :

“That's all right,” said Blake. “Fasten the door,
and youw'll find him here safe after tea.” -

“GFood egg 1 ; - )

“Anybody got a cord®” asked Towther. “I'll -tie the
handle of the door to the banisters here.” -

“Yaas, wathah |” ) =

“Oh dear |” gasped Trimble.

“I—T say, Lowther, ald
c¢hap—-" *
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* Why, the fat burglar’s still here ! '’ cried Monty Lowther.
ot the poker under the table, Manners!’ *“ What-ho!"

and as Manners shoved the poksr under it on one side, a fat junior rolled out from under it on the other ! (See Chapter 1.)

“ And he's dodged out of sight !
A wil

Trimble! Shovethe end

* Yarcoooh 17 roar came from under the table,

There was no answer from “Lowther, old chap,” only
8 chuckle from the juniors on the landing. Digby had
- started off to fetch a cord from Study No. 6. Baggy
was to be imprisoned in the box-room till after tea,
when the hungry juniors would have more leisure to
attend to him. ~

“I—I say, Lowther, if—if you think I've got your
pineapple—" '

“I know yon have, you fat rascal !”

“If you can't tgke my word, Lowther—"

" “I'm going to take the pineapple !”

“Bai Jove, you know, if Twimble hasn’t weally got
the pineapple, deah boy, this is wathah wuff on him,”
said Arthur Amgustus D’Arcy.- “Pewwaps, you are
makin’ a mistake, Lowthah.”

“Fathead !”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

¥ Ass 1” W

“I wefuse to be called an ass, Lowthah. Even that
fat wottah Twimble is entitled to faih play,” .said the
swell of St. Jim’s firmly. “He waided our studay the
othah day, but that is no pweoof that he went to your
studay to waid it. Twimble, if you haven’t got Low-
thah's pineapple youm can open the door in perfect
safebty. If you have got it, we shall wag you bald-
headed!” :

“Oh dear !” murmured -Trimble.

He blinked round the dusky box-room in search of a
hiding-place for the tin of pineapple. He blinked at
the window, but shook his head. at was one way of
getting rid of the proof of guilt, but it was rather too
risky. If it fell upon somecbody’s hedd outside the
Heuse it was certain to lead to trouble. He blinked at
the boxes in the room, but he realised that the juniors
would look in the boxes. He thought of the chimney,
but it was only too probable that they would cxamine
the chimney. There really ‘secemed no means of dis-
posing of the body, so to speak,

But terror sharpened Baggy’s obtuse wits. It occurred
to him %o prise up a board in the floor and hide the tell.
‘tale tin underneath. " He blinked over the box-room
floor, looking for a beard looser than the rest.

“Oh, good !” he ejaculated breathlessly.

In a corner of the room, in an alcové by the fireplace,
he found a short length of board ghat was obviously
loose to a close examination. He took out his pocket-
knife and prised it up with ease. Not a single nail held
it, and Baggy realised that somcbody must have raised
that boa on a previous occasion for some reason.
Possibly some of the black sheep of the House had
hidden a secret supply of cigarettes there—some fellow
like Crooke or Racke of the Shell. Anyhow, the board
was loose and easily lifted. Baggy lifted it and shoved
the tin of pineapple underneath and replaced the board
in position. Then, with great cunning, he shifted a
box into the corner, conccaling the loose board from
sight. Then he rolled back to the door.

“You fellows——" . ’

“Here’s the cord I” said the voice of Robert Arthur
Digby. .

“You fellows, give a chap a chance !” hooted Trimble.
“Don’t I keep on telling you that I—I didn't—"

“Let us in, then,- you- fat villain!” said Monty
Towther. “If you haven't got the pineapple, you're
all right??

- “I—I haven't, you know.”

“Then open the door!”

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“J—1 say, no rags, you know,” said Trimble.
T’ll trust you, you know!” L
And he unlocked the box-room door and threw it
ﬂl}(!l’l. :

“Bai Jove!” :

The juniors erowded into the room. Monby Lowther
gz-ippe(% the fat Fourth-Former by the collar.

“Now then, cough it up !” .

“I—I haven't—"

LS

“Weally, Lowthah, give Twimble a chance!” said
Arthur Augustus mildly, “If he is fellin’ the
twut! 5

“Ag if he could!” snorted Lowther.

“Yaroooh! Leggo!”

“VWell, we'll soon see if he’s got the giddy pine-

; Tre Gexm Lisrany.—No, 9%0.
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apple,” said Blake, “Turn out your pockets,
Trimble I” .

It was soon ascertained that the fat junior’s plunder
was not concealed about his fat person,

“He's - hidden it, of ~course!” snapped Lowther.

“Let’s look !” said 'Manners: ;

“Mind that fat villain doesn’t get away, then.”

“I—I don’t want to get away!” gasped Trimble.
“I—1 don’t know anything abouf your rotten pine-
apple. If you find a pineapple here I’ll eat if, tin
and all} T can’t say fairer than that!”

“QOh, cheese it1” ’ ’ ; ;

Monty Lewther proceeded to scarch the box-room,
with the help of the gther juniors, while Manners
kept watch. on Baggy to sce that he did not bolt.
Every box was looked into, the chimney was examined,
and it was ascertained that the window had mnot been
opened. And no sign was discovered of the missing
goods.

Lowther looked puzzled. . ’
He knew nothing about a loose board in the floor,
and it did not oceur to him to move the box that
stood in the alcove.; All the floor-boards that he
could see were obviously too firmly fixed to be prised
in a hurry. Baggy watched him, with a ghmmer
is little round eyes. He was feeling safe now.
“Well, it beats me!” said Lowther. “I know he
had it.” - :
-~ “Weally, Lowthah, if he had it, he would have it
now,” said Arthur Augustus. “I pwesume you do not
suspect Twimble of swallowin® the tin?” :
.“Ha, ha, ha!” b G )
“Blessed if I can make it out! Anyway, he had
the eggs and the cake,” said Lowther, with a wolfish
look at the fat Baggy. :
. “Wats] You have been pwoved w’ong about the
pineapple, Lowthah, and you are pwobably w’ong about
the west,” said Arthur Augustus. “Twimble is a

howwid ‘boundah, but he is entitled to faih play.”

“Y tell you—2" ) s

-“Oh, let him ¥ip!” said Tom Merry., “He hasn’t
got the loot, Monty, and it looks as if we've got the
wrong pig by the ear.’ Let's go down to tea before
it's too late!” s

Monty Lowther®gave a grunt. He was perplexed,
but he had to give it up. 'The Terrible Three left
the box-room, and Baggy Trimble grinned, Blake
& Co. followed them. %aggy Trimble gavwe a fat
ch{mk]a as the footsteps of the juniors died away
elow. -

‘He did not follow. Tom Merry & Co. were hurrying
down to tea, and they gavé no further thought to the
fat Bag, Trimble waited till the coast was quite
clear. Then he.closed the box-room door softly and
locked it again. Then he rolled to the'alcave, dragged
aside the box there, and proceeded to lift the loose
board. Having proved his innocence, the fat Baggy
was going to. emjoy the fruits of guilt. And he
chuckled a fat ‘chuckle ashe’kuelt beside thie opening
in the floor and groped for the tin of pineapple.

in

CHAPTER 38,
Under Suspicion !
&6 ALBOT; sir!” 4
: “Come in, Talbot!” '
- ‘Kildare of the Sixth stepped aside, and
Talbot of the Shell entered Mr, Railton's study.

The captain of St. Jim’s §ave him a curious look
as he went in. ° Then. he drew_the door shut, and
Talbot was left alone with his Housemaster. -

Mr. Railton rose from his chair and fizxed his eyes
upon the grave, guiet face of the Shell fellow.

Talbot of the Shell faced him calmly. .

His heart was beating painfully, his face was a
little pale. But he was cool and calm. Only too well
he knew that he needed all his coolness now. But from
of old the fellow who had once been known as the
“Toff ¥ had learned to face danger with a cool and
an_impassive face,

For 2 moment or two there was silence. Mr.
Railton’s glance ‘was "keen and pemetrating. Talbot
waited for him to speak. '

Tae Gem Librany.—No. 990,
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have sent for you—do you know why$” 5
“I am waiting for you to tell me, sir.” -
“Somethin, gas . oceurred—a  very strange -and

mysterious thing,” said Mr. Railtof. “Tt has not yet

“Talbot,” said the School House master at last, “I

- been made generally known, but it will sogn be known

to the whole school, Unless—" ¥e paused. “T will
come to the Amint. There has been a theft in this
study, Talbot.
“Indeed, sir.” B e
“Fifty gmmdﬁ in currency mnotes have heen . taken
from. my desk.” . .

° Talbot did not answer.

His face expressed nothing. L

“My desk is kept always locked,” said Mr. Railton
quietly. “The key is still in my possession; there is
ne trace of violemce on the desk—it has not heen
broken open. Obviously, it has been opened with a
key, yet there exists only ome. key to the desk and
that hes not, to my knowledge, been  out of my
I do not use the desk for papers. It is
where I keep the Housé money, as you are probably
aware.”

“Most fellows are aware of that, I think, sir.”

“ Quite so.”

There was another long pause. Talbot’s face was
etill impassive; but a flush was.coming into Mr.
Railton’s cheeks. It was elear that the Housemaster
had something to say which he found it very difficult
to utter. e coughed and dropped imte his- chair
again. Talbot remained standing, facing him across
the writing-table, : .

“Now, Talbot,” went on the Housemaster at last;
“you are aware, my boy, that T have alwayd had a
high - opimion of you, and that, in spite of your
unfortunate life before you eame to this school, I have
always regarded you as a credit to St. Jim's.”

“You are very kind, sir.” :

“You must not, therefore, take offlence at what I
am -about te say,” said Mr. Railton kindly.

A bitter' smile .for a second crossed the. handsome,
pale face of the junmior standing erect hefore him.

“I have mo right to take offence at -whatever ‘you
may say, Mr. Railton,” he answered. “I am mo fool,
sir—I know that I am called here under suspicion, I
do not take offence, because you have a right to suspect
me—if you choose. I have not forgotten what I once
was, and I cannot expect that you should forget it,
either.”

There was_a bitter accent in the junior’s voice, and
the colour deepened in Mr. Railton’s cheeks. -

“That is scarcely just, Talbot,” he said, kindly and
patiently. “That your early unfortunate life should
be forgotten is scarcely possible. But certainly it is
not remembered “against you, I hav€ remembered it,
to admire the steadfast courage with which you have
thrown it behind you, and there is no boy at St.
Jiml’ls in whom I have had a more complete frust and
faith.” . : % %

“And yet,” muttered Talbot, “there has been o
theft in your study, and you call me here, sir, to
tell me of it before it is made known in the school.”

. “The circumstances are so very peculiar, Talbot, that
I have no choice in the matter,” said Mr. Railton.
“Had it been pogsible for any boy in the school. to
pilfer from my desk, you are almost the last whom
I should have thought of in connection with such a
matter. But the money was taken from a locked desk
—and no trace was left, It may have been taken days
ago, for all I know to the contrary. I have not needed
the money until to-day, and when I unlocked my desk
to take it omt I was simply astounded to find that
fifty currency notes were missing. It seemed an im- -
possible oceurrence, I searched through my desk,

" thinking that I must have placed the bundle of notes

inadvertently in some othér recess. But they were
missing—they are missing. Ounly one key ezists, .and
that is in my keeping. I examinved the lock of the
desk—it shows no trace whatever of having. been forced
or tampered with. The desk wds o ened'%y a skeleton
key, or some such contrivance—that is the only
possible explanation.  Talbot! You cannot fail to be

. aware that you are the only hoy at St,. Jim's capable

P
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of opening a locked desk without leaving a trace of
having dgne *so.” ‘

“Y am dware of it, sir.”

“That is why I have sent for you,” said Mr. Railton
gravely. “I do not suspect you, Talbot—I cannot! My
faith in you has been founded as if upon a rock. I am
utterly perplexed and pnzzled. But the fact remains,
Talbot, that you could have done what has been done,
and that no one else within the walls -of the school
could possibly have done it. I myself, if I had lost the
key, should have been compelled to send for a locksmith |
to open the desk. To you it would, I think, have been
eagy.” <

“Quite easy, sir.”

Talbot spoke mow without bitterness.

He "could see the distress in the face of the House-
master; he understood the conflict of feelings in Mr. |
Railton’s breast—doubt struggling with faith. 3

A locked desk had been robbed. Whom could the
Housemaster suspect, if not the junior who had owce
Leen known as the Toff, the prince of cracksmen?

Of all who dwelt within the walls of St. Jim’s—
masters and boys and servants—only one was capable
of having done what had apparently been done. Only
the light fingers of the Toff could have picked the lock.
Whom vlse, in the name of common sense, was to be
suspected? . 2

Talbot no longer felt bitterness; but he felt a heavy,
dreary .sinking of the heart. 9

Once more his troubled past had risen against him.
Was that grim shadow never to be lifted? :

“You understand, therefore, why I have sent for you, °
Talbot,” said Mr. Railton, after another ‘long silence.
“In spite of what appears to be certain, in.spite of
what many would call overwhelming evidence that you |
must be guilty, I cannot believe ‘that you have done
this. And yet—and yet you cannot fail to see that
no one else can have c{me it.” -

Talbot drew a deep. breath.

“I understand, sir.” '

“It is impossible, of course, that the theft can have |
Leen perpetrated by anyone from outside the schoel.
The House has not been entered by any thief from
outside. Moreover, there was more than a hundred and |
fifty pounds in the desk, and only fifty currency notes
were taken. A common thief ‘would have taken all,” !

“I should think so, sir.”

“Whoever took the money, Talbot, belonged to this
school, and was in need of the sum of fifty pounds.”

“It would appear so, sir.”

“Now, Talbot, it is some time since T made this
discovery, and I have been making some inquiries,”
said Mr. Railton.- “I called Kildare, of the Sixth, and |
consulted with him. As head prefect of the House, I
considered that he might be able to throw some light
on the matter. I inguired of him whether he kmew, -

or had heard, of any boy in this House who was in
trouble for money.” '

“Oh!” muttered Talbot. )

“He answered: ¢None!” said Mr. Railton. “But
he told me, as he was bound to tell me, that for some
days there has been talk and tattle in the Lowe
Bchool in connection with you, Talbot. The story is
that you were in need of fifty pounds, and thats you
“asked your uncle, Colonel Lyndon, to give you that
sum, when he visited the school a few days azo. This
story has been repeated up and down both Houses, I
understand, ‘and it reached the ears ¢f the prefects
at last, and Kildare tells me that he spoke to you on
the subject only to-day.”

“That is correct, sir.”

“You denied, to Kildare, being in any money trouble,
and he was satisfied with your assurance.”

“Ho took my word, sir.”

“Quite so. But you will see, Talbot, that it is at
least a very extraordinary coincidence that there should
be 'a general rumour that you were in want of the
sum o% fifty pounds, while that is exactly the sum
that has been taken from my desk by an unknown hand
—in a manner possible only. to you among all the
hundreds of boys in, this school.” ;

“I see it, sir.” ;

“Talbot, I repeat that I do not suspect you—I
cannot!” said the distressed Housemaster. *If it
should prove that you have deceived me, I feel that I.

1

T

could never trust a human heing again, I have had
the completest faith in you, a faith shared by Dr.
Holmes, your headmaster; by Mr. Linton, your Form
master; by Kildare, your head prefect; by your friends
in the Lower School:; by your uncle, Colonel Lyndon;
by Lord Eastwoodl, a governor of the school—by all,
or nearly all, who have come info contact with you.
If that faith must be shattered, Talbot, the respomsi-
bility resting upon you is very heavy.” ’

"I know it, sir!”

“That you threw behind you your old lLife; that you
were scarcely to blame for the evil you learned in
childhood, brought up as you were among a gang of
cracksmen; that your reform at the first opportunity
was sincere and lasting, no one has doubteg. But,
Talbot, if it is possible that some strange temptation
has overcome you, that some longing for your old wild
way of life has becn too strong for you——"

!m-.-“-mnns’ﬁ.-v‘:w—.:mmu‘nmnm-&n?

“I SAY, YOU FELLOWS—"

1

IF YOU'RE LOOKING FOR ANOTHER
GOOD SCHOOL STORY, READ

| ;
Call of ‘the Rin—g! ?
' By YRANK RICHARDS,

IN THIS WEEK’S
P BUMPER NUMBER
!

! MAGNET.

NOW ON SALE EVERYWHERE.
| PRICE 2d.

Am‘.mlg"ImlgI”’ﬁimﬂulﬂlﬁlm

ja'-»-mmsqulqnnﬁcmo-——-.

Mr. Railton paunsed.

Talbot smiled faintly. . :

“My old way of life, sir, has no temptation for me,”
he said. “I try never to think of it—and when the
recollection forces itself into my mind, it sickens me.”

“80-1 have always believed. But—"

“1 have no morc to say, sir,” said Talbot heavily.
“In the circumstances, what can you do but suspect
me? T can only say that I am absclutely innocent;
that I would cut off my right hand rather than touch-
money that did rot belong to me—that I could lose my
tongue rather than tell you falsehoods. But it is usc-
less for me to say so—the word of the Toff iz worth
iothing, when suspicion is abroad.” :

“You are mistaken, Talbot,” said Mr. Railton quietly.
“At the present moment, I am absolutely perplexed.
But my faith in you and your word is still as great
as ever. Give me your word, therefore, that you krow
nothing of this, and I will take it.”

“Qh, sir!” 2 .

“I mean what I say!” said the Housemaster. “It

Tne Gem Liprary,.—~No. 990,
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you are innocent, Talbot, as I hope and hglieve, you
can have known nothing of this theft until I' spoke
to you. Give me your word of honour that you came
to my study knowing nothing of what I was about to
tell you, and I will trust you.”

Talbot did not speak. . .

“If I am foolishly confiding, I cannot help it,” said
Mr. Bailton. “I have trusted you too completely to
distrust you now, Give me your avord, Talbot, and all
is said.”

He waited.

The pale cheeks of the Shell fellow were suffused
with crimson now. His eyes dropped before the House-
master’s.

Mr. Railton waited—and a strange expression came
over his face, He waited, but there was no word from
the junior. Slowly the Housemaster’s look hardened.

““Talbot! X am waiting for your answer!” :

The crimson receded again, leaving Talbot’s face
deadly pale. He made an effort to speak, but the
words seemed to die upon his lips,

“Talbot! Answer me!”

“T have nothing to say, sir.” )

“What?” Mr. Railton’s brow was dark now—the
kindness was gone from his face. “Are you in your
senses, Talbot? I ask you to pgive me your word
that you knew nothing of the theft in my study.”

“I have nothing to say.”

“Do you understand, boy, what that reply means?”

A look ‘of suffering passed, for am instant, over
Talbot’s pale face. .E[i knew—he knew only too well.
But his tongue was tied.

“For the last time, Talbot?"

“I have notking to say, sir.”

“Very well.” ~ The Housemaster’s manner was as
hard as iron now. “There is only one conclusion to be
drawn from your silence, Talbot. You will now come
with me to your headmaster.”

And Talbot of the Shell, in silence, followed the
Housemaster to the study of Dr. Holmes.

—_—

CHAPTER 4.
Treasure Trove!

“ LOW it!”
Baggy Trimble was annoyed.
He was on his knees beside the orifice in the

box-room fioor, groping under the boards for the tin of
pineapple. *

He puffed and panted for breath, and his fat face
grew crimson as he groped and fumbled.

i But his fat fingers did not close on the pineapple-
in.

Hc had shoved it hastily under the loose board, ex-
pecting to retrieve it without difficulty. But it had
rolled away—rolled beyond the reach of his fingers,
Baggy had intended to conceal the tin from the eyes of
its owners; and he had ‘done so—rather too successfully.

“Oh dear! Blow it!” groaned Baggy.

He groped and groped again. It was dark under the
floor-boards ;_he could see little in the dusty, cobwebby

He fumbled in his pocket for a box of
matches, and struck a matech, and E?inked down into the
* opening again, The tin of pineapple was not to be seen;

but there was something else to be seen. Lying there
within easy reach of Trimble’s fat paw, was a little
bundle of papers. "

Trimble blinked at that little bundle in amazement.
He knew currency notes when he saw them. It was a
bundle of currency notes that lay there, under his
startled eyes. :

He was so amazed that he 'remained blinking at the
unexpected treasure, till the match burnt his fingers.
Then he gave a yelp.

“Qw

Hastily Baggy struck another match. Then he
clutched out the bundle of currency notes, with fingers
that trembled with eagerness. ?

Quite forgetful of the elusive tin of pineapple now,
Trimble carried his unexpected prize across to the ‘box-
room window, to examine it in-the failing light.

. His little round eyes were distended with amazement
- &8 he turned over the wad of notes in his hands,
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Thirty—~forty—fifty of them! Baggy Trimble, the
most impecunious fellow at St. Jim’s, the porrower of
twopences and sixpences, had the sum of fifty pounds in
hig hands.

It was so amazing, so utterly staggering, that Baggy
could scarcely believe his eyes. , .

He counted the notes, one by one, breathlessiy.

Fifty! Fifty pound nmotes! Fifty pounds hidden
away under the floor of the box-rcom. = And Baggy
Trimblé had found them!

How the notes had come there was an insoluble

| mystery to Baggy Had there been any news of a theft

in the House, he could have ‘understood—the thief had
hidden his plunder under the loose board in the box-
room. But Baggy had heard nothing of missing money.
He could see tﬁat the bundle had been there some little
time—probably days, for dust had gathered on it, and
a spider-web trailed on it. Days at least—weeks,
or months, or years, for all Baggy kmew to the contrary.

He was glad that he had locked the door of the box-
room, He had his discovery all to himself now.

To do Baggy justice, the first clear thought in his
astonished mind was to do what he knew ought to be
done—to take the strangely-discovered treasure to his
Housemaster

But that thought did not linger in Baggy’s fat mind,
Another much more furtive thought followed it.

“Findings keepings I he murmured.

Along with that thought came an uncomfortable thrill
of guilt. Bagiy was undoubtedly a fool; but he was
not fool enough to believe that findings were keepings
where valuables were concerned, If he kept the money
he had found, other fellows would find a much more un-
pleasant description for his conduct.

But Baggy’s fat fingers were tight on the bundle of
notes. It was the first time his greedy clutches had
ever closed on such a sum of money.

According to the airy talk of Baggy Trimble, such
sums were very small beer to him—Trimble Hall, that
very desirable residence, was a place that reeked of
tenners and fivers. But none of the wealth of Trimble
Hall ever found ite way as far as Trimble’s study in
the Fourth Form passage in the School House of St.
Jim’'s. In holiday-time, according to Trimble, he fairly
rolled in fivers. In term-time he had not enough two-
pences to roll in. But all the Doubting Thomases who
chortled at Trimble Hall, would chortle in quite a
different manner now—now that Trimble of the Fourth
could make good his airy swank: Certainly there was
no fellow at St. Jim's who walked about with fifty
pounds in his pockets, Even D’Arcy of the Fourth con-
sidered it rather a good thing to gct a fiver from home
—even Racke of the Shell, the heir of the profiteer Sir
Jonas Racke, whose pocket-money was abundant and
conspicuous, never had fifty pounds at once in his hands.
Baggy had heard that Crooke of the Shell had so much
pocket-money that his Housemaster had written to Mr.
Crooke on the subject, and caused the too-ample supply
to be stopped. But even Gerald Crooke would never
have sported a wad of notes like this,

Baggy grinned as he thought of it.

Fifty pounds!

Unlimited swank, and unlimited tuck, for the rest of
the term. He ‘would stand a feed in thé study-—
hitherto, he had been an unwelcome langer-on at other
fellows’ feeds. Generally he sponged for tea on his
study-mate, Wildrake—his other study-mate, Mellish,
being always ready 'with a cuff or a kick if Baggy’s fat
fingers strayed towards his property. Baggy would
show them now. .

And then, with a sinking of the heart, Baggy realised

‘what was likely to happen to a fellow who spent money

not his own.

At that unpleasant thought, the lure of the tuckshop
rather lost its attraction.

Better not be in a hurry to spend the money, Trimble
reflected. Better make sure first.

The temptation was strong; but Baggy realised that
he had better resist it. Still, even if he did not spend
it, the nfoney was there. He was a rich fellow now—in
his fat hands he had tangible proof of the splendours of
Trimble Hall, and the vast wealth of Trimble senior.

That was something! Tuck came first in Baggy's
estimation; but swank came a good second.
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him ! “BaiJove! What——'"" ejaculated D'Arcy.

' Stop thief ! *’ oried Lowther, brandishing tho poker, and following hard on the track of the flesing Trimble.
Ee Blake & Co. lined up across the passage, to stop the fugitive.
(See Chapter 1.)

i Stop

d the bundle of notes into an inside
pocket. He closed the loose board in the floor, and re-
placed the box over it. Then he unlocked the door of
the box-room and rolled away. He had forgotten the
purloined pineapple now. What did a pincapple matter
to a fellesy with fifty ponnds in his pocket?

Baggy rolled away to his study—No. 2 in the Fourth,
Mellish and Wildrake were at tea there.

Baggy Trimble’s mauner was much more important
than usual as he rolled into the study. He held his fat
little nose high, as beeame a fellow in possession of more
wealth than any cther St. Jim’s fellow had ever
possessed.

Heo gave the tea-table a disparaging look.

“Nothing decent for tea ?” he asked. *Sardines—and
a bob cake! Oh, my hat!”

His study-mates stared at him.

“The cake’s mine,” said Mellish acidly. “I'm whack-
ing it out with Wildrake—he whacks out with me. If
you touch it, you know what you'll get.”

Wildrake smiled.

“The sardines are mine,” he said. “I guess you.can
wire in if you like, fatty.”

“More duffer you!” said Mcllish, shrugging his
shoulders,

But Baggy did not wire in.

He sniffed contemptuously,

“Thanks—I’m not keen on sardines,” he said.
for your rotten cake, Mellish, you can keep it!”

“Did you bag a good feed in Tom. Merry’s stydy?”
chuckled Mellish.. “I heard that those chaps were after
your scalp.” :

“I hope )} can afford something decent for tea,” said

Baggy.

Baggy slip

“Aw

“Well, nobody’s stopping you,” said Mellish, with a
sneer.. “Have you touched that ass Gussy for a loan®”

“I’ve had a rather decent remittance from home.”

* Gammon !” i

“I guess youw'd better stop chewing the rag and pile
in, if you want any of these sardines, Trimble,” said
Wildrake good-humouredly.

“I don’t!” sniffed Baggy.

“Good ! All the more for me, then!” said Wildrake
imperturbably. “This is a bit of a change, I guess.”

“I’ve mentioned that I've had a good remittance from
Trimble Hall.” !

“You’'ve mentioned that lots of times, but I guess no
galoot has ever seen the remittance.” -

Baggy slid a fat hand into his pocket and paused.
He was powerfully tempted to display his new wealth,
but a remmnant of common-sense restrained him. He
had resolved to discover, if he could, how the mysterious
treasure had come into its hiding-place under the box-
room floor before he openly appropriated it as his own.
How it had come there was an utter mystery to Baggy;
but it was obvious, of course, that somebody must have
placed it there. The only explanation Bag%y could
think of was that it had been hidden there long ago
by somebqdy who had since left St. Jim’s and forgotten
it, or had been prevented somehow from recovering ii.
If there was no claimant for the fifty pounds, it was
Baggy’s. That it was stolen money, hidden recently
by tﬁe thief, did not occur to Baggy; and that, perhaps,
was natural enough, as there had been no taik of a
theft in the school—and the theft of such a sum as
fifty pounds would have caused endless talk and

sensation, :
THe GEM LiBrRARY.—No. 980,
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Baggy intended to make some cautious inquiries—to
ascertain, at least, that nobody at present in the school
knew anything about the hidden money. That was only
cautions. : “

Bat it was one matter to.make plans and another te
carry them out, The ecurrency notes were already
burning a hole in Trimble’s pocket.

His fat fingers closed on the wad of notes, and his
resolution facﬁed away under the temptation to astonmish
his studymates with a display of lis wealth. And
Baggy was hungry, tog!

Mellish wassrcgarding him very curiously. There was
something new about Trimble, and Mellish saw that
clearly. If he was by some miraculous chance in
possession of funds for once, Mcllish was quite prepared
to_be friendly. .

Baggy hesitated—and it is well said that he who
hesitates is lost!

. “IF you don’t belicve I've got a
Wildrake——" he began. : :

“I guess I don’t care a continental red cent whether
you have or not;” answered the Canadian junior. “No
business of mine.”

“Some fellows’ paters have plenty of moncy,” said
Trimble scornfully,

“Some " agreed Mcllish. “Not yours !”

“I want something decent for tea,” said Baggy. “A
arubby cake and sardines won’t do for me. Look here,
if T stand something decent, you feiloAys can cut down
to the shop and get it for me, what?”

“Rats 1 said Wildrake.

“0h, I don't mind,” said Mellish, with a grin.
you’ve touched some stramger for a loan, all right.”
“How could I touch a stranger for a loan, you ass?”
“Well, yon couldn’t touch anybody that knew you.”

“Fve said Pve had a big remittance from home !”
snorted Trimble, 1 ¢

“And I've said ‘ gammon *1”

“Don’t give me any cheek, Mellish,” said Baggy
loftily. “You eut down to the shop and get a pound’s
worth of tuck for tea. I'm payingé’ )

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Mellish.

But the laugh suddenly died on Percy Mellish’s lips,
as Baggy drew a wad of currency notes from his pocket,
detached a single pound note from the elastic band, and
thre,afv;‘ it on the table.

“There you are !” said Baggy.

“My only hat!* - _ .

Wildrake jumped up, his face very grave. .

“Trimble, you born idiot, where did you get all that
money ’

“Trimble Hall .

“Oh, don't give me that guff !” exelaimed Wildrake
impaticntly. “You’ve got a wad of greenbacks there.”
“Fifty Pounda,” said Trimble coolly.

““It can’t be your own moncy !” -
“Look here, Wildrake—"
“Been robbing a bank?” asked Mellish.

said Wildrake.

remittance,

«yf

“You silly ass—
“I guess this is jolly serious,”

“You're fool enough to get yourself into any kind ef -

trouble, Trimble. For goodness’ sake, tell me where you
got that money—for your own sake, you pesky duffer!”

Trimble gave him a glare of contempt.

“My pater's shelled out,” he answered. “T’ve told
you so, It’s a—a—a birthday present. I—I’'m to buy
it myself with the money. But I can spare a quid or
two from a whacking remittance like this.”

Wildrake eyed him very doubtfully.

“Well, if you keep to that, I guess it's no business of
mine,” he said. * I? your father’s sent you such a sum
of money, he ought to have morg sense.” :

“You go and eat coke I’ said Trimble. “Fifty pounds
is nothing to my pater. H¢ sperds ten times as much
on a single evening when he’s cntertaining Royalty at
Trimble Hall.”

“Oh, can it!” said Wildrake. And the Canadian
junior, having finished his tea, left the study.

Mellish eyed Trimble dubiously. But he was not so
particular upon such matters as Wildrake. Omne fact
was clear—Baggy Trimble was rolling in money. Any
fellow rolling in money was a fellow that Percy Mellish
delighted to honour, It was unlikely enough that he
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had Teceived such a remittance from lLis father. But
it was still more unlikely, so far as Mellish could see,

| that he had obtained the money from any other source.

Mecllish was all smiles now. The responsibility was not
his, anyhow.

“Are you going down to the shop?” demanded
Trimble..

“Yes, rather, old chap ! :

And Mellish picked up the pound nete and went.

There was a spread of unusual proportions. in Study
No. 2 when Mellish came back. Still more unusual, it
was Baggy Trimble.who was standing it. That evening
Mellish helped Baggy with his prep in the most friendly
and affectionate manier. “Sunday prep” was a great
baore to Trimble—he did not admire that great poct
John Milton, a section of whose work drad te be
prepared. . Mellish had never helped him with it before.
Now Le helped him in the most painstaking way. A
prophet is said to be without honour in his own country;
but Ba%g'y Trimble wae honoured.in his own study—at

y Mellish. And there were stilk forty-nine

CHAPTER 5.
‘ Where is Talbot?
HERE’S Talbot ?”

Crooke of the Shell asked that gquestion.

Gerald Crooke had"come in just in time for
ealling-over., Crooke looked ruddy and well—much more
fit than usual. The slacker of the Shell had been for
a long spin on his bicyele that afternoon, and certainly
it had dore him more good than hanging about the
studics, or sneaking in at the back door of the Green
Man with Racke and Clampe and Mellish. He looked
tired, but he looked well, and for once there was colour
in his cheeks and brightness in his eyes.

Crooke had been just in time fo amswer “adsum ”
when his name was called by Mr. Railton in Hall. He
had looked round the ranks of the Shell—looking for
his ecousin Talbot, But Talbot was not to be seen
there. : : :

Apparently Talbot of the Shell had cut cail-over,.a
very uncommon -proceeding on his part. Talbot was
generally very careful indeed inekeeping to the regula-
tions of his House. S

Crooke felt a vague sense of uneasiness in noting that
Talbot was, absent. He notiged, too, as all th¢ Shell
fellows did, that Mr. Railton did. not call Talbot’s name.
Apparently the Housemaster did not expect Talbot to

€

E be there. It was odd enough, and Crooke could seé that

Tom Merry & Co. were puzzled; indeed, he thought he
could read uneasiness in the face of Tom Merry. And
Crooke leaned towards tha Terrible Three and asked in
a whisper where Talbot was.

Tom looked round at him and shook his head.

“You don’t know?” asked Crooke.

© No-» . )

“He played in the foothall match?”

£ ch.-u y

“Well, why—" i

“Silence I called out Darrell of the Sixth, with a
frowning glance at the Shell.

And Gerald Crooke had to control his impatience till
Hall was cleared. He, stood biting his lip while the
School House master wert through the rest of the rell.

He was uneasy, unquiet. A fceling of fear was rising
within him. That afternoon, he knew, it was practically
certain that Mr. Railton would miss the money that had
been taken from his desk. He would require it for the
Housé accounts that Saturday. That bundle of notes

. which Gerald Crooke in a mad moment had taken, and
" which he had not been able to return to. the House-

master’s desk, in spite of his effort to do so—that bundle
of notes must be missed by this time. It was for that
reason that Crooke had gone out of gates all the after-
noon and stayed out till calling-over. He wanted to be
off tlre scene when the startling mews spread through
8t. Jim’s and both Houses buzzed with the excitement
of #t. Ile had expected to see the signs of excitement
when he came back. But there was nothing out of the
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normal to be noticed, excepting that Talbot was not
in his usual place in the Shell at roll-call.

Had ‘not 'Mf. Railton discoveréd his loss yet? If he
had he had not made it known to’ the school. No one
knew ~yet that fifty pounds in eurrency notes had
mysteriously disappeared from the Housemaster’s desk.
The thought came into Crooké’s mind that if only he
could get his hands on the Housemaster’s key once
more he might yet have a chance of replacing what le
had taken. -But wheve was Talbot?. Of all the St. Jim's
fellows only. Talbot knew his guilt, that act of frantic
folly, rather than guilt, which he had striven. in: vain
to retrieve. But nobody could know that Talbot knew.
Talbot’s absence could have nothing to do with that.
And yet Crooke felt terror rising within him.

Hall was cleared at last, and Crooke hurried up to
the Terrible Three at once in the corridor, Tom Merry’s
face was clouded .with thought. Manners and Lowther
looked a little perturbed. Other fellows were-remarking
on the absence of Talbot of the Shell in wonder.

“Tom Merry, is—is—is there anything wrong?” asked
Crooke, touching the captain of the Shcﬁ on the arm,

Tom looked at him steadily. .

“Tf there is; Crooke, you should know it,” he answered.

Crooke started back, paleness creeping over his face.

“What—what do you mean? What should I know?”

“T can't understand it,” said Tom. “Kildare of the
Sixth came down to the football ground and watched
the game all through the second half, He came with

us to the changing-room and waited at the door. He |
took Talbot away to the. Housemaster's study. It seems |

to. me that he was watching Talbot all the time.”
““That’s fairly clear,” sard Manners.

“It looked. like' it,” said Lowther. “But what rot!
Talbot can’t be suspected of anything, I suppose?”
'“0f course not!” said Tom, kmnitting his. brows.
“That’s %ot! But it's no good blinkin
Kildare was keeping an eye on ‘him.
why. Nobody’s seen him since he went to the House-
master. Again, nobody knows why.. Talbot had a look
on his face when Kildare walked him off.” The captain
of the Shell paused. “I'm feeling uneasy. I hardly
know why, I wish Talbot would come along.”

“Why was e taken to the Housemaster’s study?”
asked Crooke.

“Nobody knows.” .

“Didn’t Kildare say:”

“Not a syllable.”

“ Has—has anythin, happened?”' Then, as he caught ;

the surprised looks of the Shell fellows, Crooke realised
that he was betraying himseli.
keep his knowledge of the theft a secret, if it was not
already gencrally known, “I—I mean; anything—any-
thing that, would account for Talbot being called up
before the Housemaster?” ) ’

“Nothing,” said Tom.
But Fou— 2

“17” ejaculated Crooke. ¢ s

“You!” said Tom, eyeing him stéadily. “If some

“ Nothing ‘that we know of,

trouble’s dropped.on old Talbot, I can’t help thinking

it’s in connection with you, Crooke.”

Gerald Crooke scarcely breathed.

“Why? What do you mean?” he faltered.

“Talbot’s been very thick with you for a week or
more, and as a rule you never speak, though you're
cousins. In fact, you've always been Talbot’s enemy.
Everyhody knows that you've been in tromble lately.
You showed it in your face all over the House. You
serapped with Racke becaunse Le refused to lend you
money—quarrelled with all your friends. I knew jolly
well that you were playing on Talbot’s good-nature and
landing your troubles on him, T wasa't the only fellow
that knew that. It was like him to stand by a chaj
who'd never been his friend. - Now something’s happenes
-—goodness knows what. But I can’t help thinking
you're in it somehow.”

“TLooks like it,” said Manners, with a very curious
Yook at Crooke’s tormented face. ™

“T'm not, Talbot’s enemy,” said the black sheep of the
Shell in & low voice. “I'm his friend. He's been awfully
decetit to me, and I hope I know how to feel it a little.
He’s helped me a lot.” .

“I know he has,” said Tom, .

“ He—he told you—" (}')anted Crooke.

Tom Merry’s lips curled. '

the fact that |
oodness knows |

At all costs he must |

| «oors,” agreed Monty Lowther.
. Baggy Trimble eyed the Terrible Three warily:

“JIs Talbot the fellow to tell anybody? Of course he
hasn’t told me a word. But you've éﬂucked up goiny
ahout looking like s fellow who’s going to be hanged,
which means that you've %’ot out of your trouble, what-
ever it was. What I'm afraid of is that you've landed
it somehow on Talbot.” o
“Tom Mewwy, deah boy!™ Arthur Augusfus D'Arcy
joined the group, and his eyeglass gleamed disfavour at
Gerald Crooke: “Dodyou' know where old Talbot is®”
Tom shook his head, - : ]
“Fellows are sayin’ that there’'s somethin’ up,” said
Arthur Augustus. “Is old Talbot booked for a wow?”
“I hope not.” - . .
“He hasn’t been kickin’ ovah the twaces, whai®”
irquired ‘the swell of the Fourth., “You Shell fellows
are wathah wegkless youngstahs,” . :
Crocke drew a deep breath. ‘
“Talbot can’t be in frouble,” he said: “ Why should
he be? But I'm going to ask "the Housemaster what's
the matter. If my cousin’s in trouble, I've a right to
know.” N :

“Bai Jove! I should mevah have expected you to

A Magnificent |
METAL
. MODEL

of the

2nd Division

8
ES

is bemng
presented free -
with every -copy
of this week's
issue of .
THE BOYS'

REALM

Out on Wednesday. Price 2d:

| uttah & vewy pwopah sentiment like that, Cwooke!” said
| Arthur Augustus

D’Arcy, in- surprise. “I  quite
ap]gwove!” v g %

“After which there remains mothing .to be saidl”
remarked Monty Lowther.

“You haven't asked Mr, Railton®”
looking at the captain of the Shell.

“No. I was thinking of it, but—-"

“Well, I'm not going to think of it, I'm going to
do it !” snapped Crooke. And he ‘walked away towards
Mr. Railton’s study, leaving the juniors staring after
him in surprise. . ’

“Crooke scems mighty concerned about Talbot all’ of
a sudden,” said Manners. “He’s never becn before.” .

“It’s plain enough that Talbot’s lately got him out
of some awful scrape,” said Tom. I 'supposc cven
Crooke might feel grateful.” .

“Hem! MHe might!”

“Weally, Mannahs, 1 think that Cwooke is showin’ up

inguired Crooke,

" wathah well,” said Arthur Augustus. “I am vewy glad

to see him concerned about old Talbet. I am suah that
somethin’ has happened. Bai Jove, heah’s Twimble!
Twimble always knows evewythin’. Let’s ask him.”
“He always will so long as they make keyholes to
“Here, Trimble!”

“If you're going to make a fuss about that pine-

apple——" he began. ) ) . i

“Wats! Do you know where Talbot ist” asked D'Arcy.
i Tug Gem Lisrary.—No. 980,
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“Eh? No. Now I think of it, he cut call-over,” said
Baggy. “Stayed late out of gates, I suppose.”

“"He hasn’t been out of gates,” grunted Tom Merry.

“And he doesn’t seem to be in the House,” said
Manners. “Blessed if a fellow can guess what’s beconte
of him.” x: : ST

Trimble Considered. .

“Fve heard that he used to be mized up with a gang
of féarful characters before he came to St. Jim's,” he
said,. “Perhaps he’s gone back to them.”

“What?” roared Tom Merry.

" “Bai Jove!” U

“Likely enough, don't you think?” asked Baggy
Trimble brightly. “You sce—— Here! Wharrer you
at? Yaroooh! Whoooooop I

Bump ! . :

Baggy Trimble sat down on the floor, hard, and
roared. .Tom Merry & Co. walked away and left him
roaring. )

CHAPTER 6.
Crooke Does His Best!
ERALD CROOKE tapped at Mr. Railton’s door
with a shaking hand,

He was well aware that it was imprudent to
speak to the Housemaster; to betray that he had any
concern in what might have happened. Crooke’s game
was to lie low; to say nothing; to assume no more know-
ledge than the other fellows, when the news of the theft
was made public. If Talbot had somehow become mixed
up in the matter, as Crooke could not help fearing, it
was GeraldCrooke’s cue to keep quite clear, and not
to run the slightest risk of self-betrayal. He knew it,
and yet he went at once to the Housemaster’s study.
He felt that he had to know—that he must know! And
he was feeling, too, a trace of concern for Talbot—the
fellow who had generously helped him out of his terrible
serape, and who, it seemed, was now in trouble. How
his trouble could be connected with the missing moncy,
Crooke could not imagine. But some sure instinct
warned him that such was the case.

Mr. Railton’s voice bade him enter, and, Crocke
stepped into the .study. The Housemaster's face was
very grave.

“What is it, Crooke?"

Crooke breathed hard. . . _ .

“I—1 wanted to—to ask you, sir—"

He faltered.

“Well ?” !

“My cousin, sir—Talbot of the Shell,” said Crooke.
“Te cut call-over, and the fellows don’t seemi to know
where he is. His friends scem to think something has
ha‘ppe'ned to him.”

“No doubt,” assented the Housemaster.

“T'm rather anxious about him, sir,” said Crooke more
bholdly. “He’s my cousin, sir.” _

«Quite so,” assented Mr. Railton. “But more than
once, Crooke, it has been brought to my notice that you
were on bad terms with your cousin. Indeed, your
unele, Colonel Lyndon, has referred to it.”

“That’s all over, sir,” muttered Crooke.

«J am glad to hear it.” Mr. Railton glanced very
curiously at Gerald Crooke’s face, which plainly be-
trayed his distress of mind. “If you aré sincerely con-
cerned about your cousin, Crooke——"

“I am, indeed, sir!”

: «“Am I to undéerstand that you are now on friendly
terms with Talbot?” asked Mr. Railton thoughtfully.
“Certainly, sir.”

“It is possible, then, that you know something of

Talbet’s affairs, and may be able to cnlighten me a
little,” said the Housemastg.
heard what appears to have Deen the talk of the Lower
School for some days past—that Talbot was in want of
money—of a large sum of money.”

Crooke shivere%. '

“T—I’'ve heard the fellows speak of it, sir.  T—I think

it was a silly yarn started by Trimble of the Fourth.

He’s always telling some tale or other.” :
“Yeou think there was nothing in the story, Crooke?”
“I'm sure that Talbot was never in want of a large
sum_ of money, sir,” said Crooke, “I kmow he's very
THE Gex Lisrary.—No. 890
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careful with his money, and always has some in hand—
he always has something in the bank, too.”

“Yet, according to the story that has been going
about the -school, he asked Colonel Lyndon for fifty
pounds ihe day his uncle was here.” < s

€rooke repressed-his rising tervor. He had feared
that Trimble’s tattle would, sooner or later, reach the
ears of the masters. But neither Mr. Railton nor the
.Head was likély to guess that Talbot had asked Colonel
Lyndon for fifty ﬁou'nds, to help Crooke:to ‘settle a
gambling debt with Mr. Lodgey at the Green Man; to
get back the paper he had recklessly left in the hands
of the sharper. Neither was anyone likely to guess that
the colonel-had so great a faith and trust in Talbot of
the Shell, that he had handed him that large sum of
.money. Was it-simply on account of that rumour that
Talbot of the Shell had been taken before the House-
master? But if so, where was he now?  What had
happened? Talbot, at least, had not betrayed Crooke—
the wrgtched black sheep was sure of that. Whatever
had happened to the “Toff,” he had not mentioned
Crooke’s name. Indeed, the Housemastcr’s manner was
an assurance of that, = ~

Mr. Railton was watching Crooke’s face keenly.’

“Do you know anything of this, Crooke?”

“J—I know. what. the fellows have been saying, sir,”

faltered Crooke. “I—I think it’s all rot. Trimble was
eavesdropping while my uncle was talking to Talbot,
:tz]nﬂ khe _heard something,. and—and misunderstood, I
hink, sir.”

“That is ciuite probable,” assented Mr, Railten. "

+“You do not believe, then, that your cousin was in some
desliemte nced of moncy ?”

“I am sure not, eir.”
sure P . .

“I think so, sir. Talbot isn’t a fellow to have
secrets,” said Crooke. “Tom Merry would know—he's
Talbot’s best pal; and I'm certain he would say the
same if you asked him.” '

“You are- aware, Crooke, of the peculiar circum-
stances of Talbot’s life before he came to this school.
You are aware that on certain occasions he has been
approached by persons who knew him in his former life.
Are yau awarc whether anything of the kind has
occurred recently ?”

“I—I think not, sir.”

“QOn that su}:}position, it would be possible to account
for Talbot suddenly requiring a large sum of money,”
said Mr. Railton, “He may have been threatened by
some associate of former years.”

Crooke smiled involuntarily.

“It wouldn’t pay anybody to threaten Talbot, sir.
He's about the last fellow at St. Jim’s to take any notice
of a threat.” :

“Certainly that was my imi)r«essiou of him,” said Mr.

Railton  musingly. “Yet, otherwise; how te
account—"’
He broke off.

“But, sir,” Crooke went on as the Housemaster stood
silent—but, sir, surely Talbot isn’t in trouble because
of this talk about him—a silly yarn, sir.
he asked Uncle Lyndon for momey, that’s nothing
against him, is it, sir?”

“Something has_ occurred, " Crooke, which makes it
very -important,” said Mr. Railton.

Croolke’s - heart almost died within him., What had
oceurred ?

“May I—may I ask what it is, sir?”

The Housemaster did not reply.

“T*m his cousin, sir—his friend,” said Crooke. *I can
gpswer for it that Talbot of the Shell is straight as a

1e,
fellows who don’t like him. Why, sir, if he wanted
money, he would only have to ask. Even such a whack-
ing sum as fifty pounds, sir. Why, when thaf yarn got
round that he was hard up, the whole House rose to it,
sir—fcllows he hardly knew came and offered to help.
Fellows he never speaks to—even fellows he’s on ill
terms with—there wasn'é a man in the House who
wasn’t ready to help him through. Neéw .Housc men,
too, sir—all the school.”

«T am awarc that Talbot ig very popular,” said Mr.
Railton. , “But such a sum as fifty pounds is very large.

; ke
“Do you know enough of his private affairs to be so
2

Even—even if -

Any fellow in the House will say the same—even -

-
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*I'm paying I The fat Fourt|
from .it, and threw it on the table.
he orisd. ‘Where did you get all that money 7**

Wildraks jumped up, -
(See Chapter 4.)

i Just you cut down to the shop, Mellish, and get me a pound’s worth of tuck for tea,' said Baggy Trimble loftily.
ﬂ-anmnr drew & wad of currency notss from his pocket, detached a single pound note

his face very grave. * Trimble, you born idist1" l

And Talbot declines to make the lcast explanation as to
why he wanted it.” ; :

Crooke was already sure of that.

“I shall tell you what has occurred, Crooke, as you
are Talbot’s cousin, and apparently deeg}x concerned in
his fate,” edid Mr. Railton.” “The news has not yet been
-made generally known—and you will not speak of it out-
side this study, until the Head has decided. But it is
possible that you may be able to help, as you are re-
lated to the unfortunate boy. Fifty pounds in currency
notes has been taken from my desk,”

Crooke’s face whitened. ;

“Oh, sir!”

“The desk was locked, and it was opened without a
trace being left,” said Mr. Railton. = “The currency
notes are gone, and may have been gone for many days.
There is only one person in this Homse who could thus
open my desk without a key.- My faith in Talbot has
received a very severe shock. Even to.Dr. Holmes, he
refuses to make any explanation. He will not even give
his word that he knew nothing of the theft before I
spoke of it to him. That is practically a confession of
guilt; and yet—" :

Gerald Crooke trembled.

“You—you suspect Talbot!” he gasped. :

:I‘l;le iruth came like.s flood of illumination to Crooke’s
mind, -

He had not thought of it before—but he vealiscd it
now. Money taken from a locked desk, with mno sign
left of a forced lock!- Whom was the Hqusemaster fo
suspect, excepting Talbot—once known as the Toff, the
prince of cracksmen? ; .

" Crooke’s heart was sick within him. 4

. He had not thought of it—he had néver dreamed of
it. Yet now that he did think of it. he realised that
it had been inevitable. Mr. Railton was not aware
that the key had ever been out of his possession. What
was he to think?

“If Talbot is guilty, I shall feel it impossible ever
fo trust a boy again,” said Mm Railton, with a sombre
look. “But what am I to think? What is the Head
to think? Talbot clearly knew of the theft before it
was mentioned to him. Crooke, if you can say anything
to throw light on this matter, yon see that it is your
duty to do so.” . ’

“Talbot is innocent, sir!” panted Crooke. “Oh, ii’s
a shame—a shame ¥

“Crooke !”

“The best fellow in the school—the fellow whe. woulil
stand by any chap who was down on his luck, am}
never say a word about it. Ob, it's a shame—a rotten
shame !” 1

“I quite understand your feelings, Crooke,” said the
Housemaster quietly, “but you can see for yoursel f—."

“I know that Talbot would cut his hand off before
e would touch your mo‘ne{; or anyone else's, sir,” said
Crooke, “I don’t care what he was before le came
to 8t. Jim's—I know what he is now. All the fellows
know. Ask any chap in the House. He was a little
kid when those rotters got hold of him and turned him
inte  a'cracksman, He chucked it all up as seon as
he understood. I've never been his friend, until lately,
but I'd have trusted.him with anything. Anybody
would.” i i ; -
7 - Tre Gex Lisnary,~No. 880,
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“You speak very potively, Crooke. I am glad to see
your faith in Talbot. _But, after all, you are only
expressing an opinion, which I shared until this miser-
able occurrence, Can you tell me anything that will
help to clear Talbot, if he is innocent?”

(ﬁ-oukc suppressed a groan,

Certainly, ]l_:e could have done so—at the cost of con-
fissing Lis own guilt. But Crooke was not equal to
that. .

“Can you explain why he refuses to speak—why he
refuses to give his word that he kmew nothing of the
theft?” -

“I—I think—"

“What do you think, Crooke?” asked the Housemaster
quietly, “Believe me, I am only too anxious to-hear
even the slightest suggestion that may tell in Talbot's
favour.” >

“Suppose, sir, suppose—" Crooke’s voice trailed off,
but he went on with an effort: “Suppose somebody got
hold of your key, sir?”? g

“Impossible I” . .

“You—you might have dropped it somewhere, sir.”

“The key lLas not been out of my keeping, Crooke.
It is in my pocket at the present momens.”

“Suppose, sir—" Crooke knew that he was nearing
danger, but all that was good in him was to the fore
now. Talbot was to suffer for his crime—for his act
of madness—Talbot, who had saved him from becoming
a thief! At any cost, Talbot must be saved—except at
the cost of ‘Crooke taking his place as the accused.
Crooke could not face that. “Suppose, sir, suppose,”
he went on, with dry lips—*suppose you dropped the
key somewhere, and a—a—a fellow picked it up?”

“I repeat that it is now in my pocket.”

“Yes, sir, but the—the fellow, the—the thief, after
1ésin it, may have put it back, somehow!” stammered

rooke.

“You suggest that some boy, not Talbot, may have
found -my Eey—which I am certainly not aware of
having dropped—may have robbed my desk, dnd then

returned the key to me without my knowledge! Come,.

come !” 4

It was exactly what had happened; and yet it sounded
utterly improbable in the Housemaster’s words.

“I—-T don’t mean the key could have been put into
your pocket without you knowing it, sir!” stammered
Crooke.
for you to - find———

“T lLave never found my key lying about my study,
Crooke.” s

“It might have been slipped into the pocket of your
gown, when-you weren't wearing if, sir, or—or some
old jacket——"

Crooke’s eyes rested for a moment on the House-
master’s old Norfolk jacket, hanging on a peg in the
study. "Mr. Railton sometimes slipped on that com-
fortable, shabby old jacket to work in the evening.

The Housemaster started.

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed.

“You—you think it’s possible, sir—"
Crooke.

“It is possible,” said the Housemaster very slowly.
“T recall, Crocke, that although I mever keep that key
in the pocket of that old Norfolk jacket, I found it
there one evening this weck. I supposed that I had
slipped it into the pocket while wearing the jacket
without observing it. I gave no heed to the ineident.
But now, you suggest—-"

The Housemaster broke off, his face dark with

stammered

thought.
“It is possible-—possible—that the desk was opened
with the key, and not by an accomplished cracksman

exists, at all events.” ;

Crooke breathed hard and deep...

The “bare possihility ” was the truth, for it was
Crooke who had found the key, and, after using if,
hat}{' slipped it into the pocket of thé old ~Norfolk
jacket. ) .

“This opens a new line of investigation,” said Mr.
Railton, knitting his brows. “I am glad-—very glad—
that I spoke to, you @n the subject, Crooke. T con-
sidered it poseible that you might be able fo shed
gome light on this mysterious matter—and undoubtedly

Tue Gem Lmrary.—No. 990,

without a key,” he said slowly. “The bare possibility

“It might Ju‘we been left in your study, sir,

you liave done so. I shall certainly follow up this
new line.”

Crocke’s teeth almost chattered. What had he done?
That new line of investigation was to he followed up
—and if it led to anything at all it could only lead
to Gerald Crooke!

Yet he was not sorry that he had spoken. Crooke
was not a particular fellow, but to let the fellow who
bad saved him suffer for his crime was beyond
Crooke’s limit. . .

“Yet this docs not esplain, Talbot's silence,” said
Mr. Railton musingly. “Eveén if he is not guilty,
his silence would indicate that he knows the thief
and refuses to betray him. That, however, is a very
light matter in comparison with a theft. He may be
under some promise to respect a confidence; he may
have learned the facts by accident, and may have
a natural shrinking from uttering words that might

.‘J
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The life & -hoy must endure
Is not}:‘:%)?ed of roses ; E
Nor is his job a sinecure -
As many & chap supposes.
He rises earlier than the lark
Or other feathered beauties ;
And still he's slogging, after dark,.
At many menial duties |

He has a hundred pairs of boots
To blacken and to polish, *
Ere to the servents’ room he scoots,
His breakfast to demolish, 3
The bread of idleness is not E
A meal that he may swallow ;
A bost of duties he has got,
And further hosts to follow !

On divers errands, to and fro
He dashes helter-skelter ;
Whether the roads be deep in snow,
Or okt King Sol doth swelter. :
He dare not shirk his daily worl
To snatch an hour of pleasure ;
Nor in odd corners dure};m Turk
Reading THE GEx ab leisure !

ruin a school-fellow—even a thief, It may be the- -
.memory of his own unhappy past which makeg lim
resolved not to give assistance in detecting the guilty
party. So long as he is innocent of the theft all 2 ¥
‘else may be forgiven.”

“He is innocent, sir,” muttered Crooke.

“I hope so—I trust so. For the present, lowever,
it is the Head’s desire that he sliould not mingle with
the other boys until this matter is cleared up,” said
Mr. Railton. “He- will mot he seen again in the
House at present.” )

“PBut—but where is he, sir?”’ )

“In the Head's house, Crooke; and he will remain
;there for the present. You will say mothing of this
until Dr. Holmes makes some public announcement, of
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is

course. You may go, Crooke; I shall speak to Dr.
Holmes at once, and if Talbot’s imnocence should be
proved you may have the pleasure, my boy, of knowing
that you have helped.”

Crooke dragged himself from the study.

What had he done? Lo .

Could the proof of Talbot’s innocence comsist in any-
thing but the proof cf his own guilt? What had he
one? .

" S
- CHAPTER 7.

1 Gone!
TOM MERRY & CO. had troubled looks the next
day.
It was Sunday, and as a rule Talbot of the
Shell joined the Terrible Three on their usual “Sunday
walk.” On this especial Sunday they did not see
Talbot.
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1“1 press & button,” says the Head,
" Waell, if he came with erawling tread
" # 1 givo & shout,” says Gerald Knox,

. Or he would suffer painful shocks
| At everybody’s beck and eall

* He’s ranning errands all the day

*" For if he lingered by the way

"{ 80 let us thank our Jucky star

. Dispatched on errands, near and far,

“* And Toby comes like magic !
The outecome would he tragic !

“ And Toby stands before me !
And find the outlook stormy !” .

Poor Toby dashes dizzily ;
There’s Ratty, Railton, Knox and all
To keep him- toiling busily,

‘With swiftness and celerity ;

They'd cuff him with severity !

That we're not humble pages ;

And drawing modest wages,

Yo sometimes grumblo at our lot,
But let us smile lilke Robey,

And thank the gods that we arc not
In the same shoes as Toby !

But it was known now where the missing Shell
fellow was. It bad leaked out that he was in the
Head’s house—some fellows hgd seen him taking a walk
in the Head’s private garden. .

Talbot was in trouhle—that was clear.” He was under
a kind of detention; he was heing kept away from
the rest of the school. .

‘Why, his friends could not guess. y

They considered Lhat the matter could not be serious,
or Talbot would have been locked up in the punishment-
room. He was either suspected or accused of some-
thing—they could not imagine what. Yet the suspicion
or - accusation must be very doubtful, or certainly
Talbot would have been lockéd up in “Nobody’s Study.”

That was the ﬂpla.ce where undoubted delinguents were
placed in confinement.

But what conld it all mean?

Tom Merry cudgelled his brains i vain over that
problem. He had cven gone to the length of inquiring
of Mr. Railton: But the Housemaster had told him
that, for the present, there was nothing to be said.

With that very unsatisfactory reply the captain
of the Shell had to he satisfied.

It was a dismal Sunday to Tom. His thoughts were -
with his chum, now kmown by all the school to he
under some vague suspicion. What was it that they
had got against old Talbot? Tom asked himself and
his friends passionately. But there was no reply to
be had. Nobody knew—nobody could even gucss, . Tom
had a well-grounded suspicion that Gerald Creoke was
someliow mixed up in the trouble. Yet Crooke seemed
to be as concerncd about Talbot as his nearest and
dearest chums,  Crooke' was certainly uot a very
sincere fellow, but in this case his sincerity was not
to be doubted, If it was Crooke who lad, in some
mysterious way, landed this strange trouble on Talbot,
it was clear at least that he was sorry for it.

Nothing had scen said, so far, of a theft in the
House. But many of the fellows were aware.that some
sort of an inquiry was going on,

The Sixth-Form prefects were often seen talking
together in low voices, and they were asking all sorts
of questions up and down the House. No doubt they
supposed that they were proceeding very tactfully and
warily, but, as a matter of fact, all the House knew
that the prefects had heen instructed by the headmaster
to make some sort of an inquiry. Fellows wondered
whether it had anything to do with Talbot's deten-

.tion in the Head’s house.

But there seemed no. conpectiom, as far as the
fellows could sce. The inquiry, such as it was, seemed
chiefly concerned with a desire on the part of the
Head to know whether any School House fellow had
lately been in possession of unusual funds; whether
any fellow had been spending moneff in unusually large
amounts. That, so far as the juniors could see, could
bave no connection with Talbot of the Shell. Tt was
iimply a coincidence that it came along at the same
ime. :

Crooke of the Shell knew that it was nob a coin-
cidence, but Le kept his own counsel.

Mr. Railton was following up the new line of
investigation opened by Crooke’s own suggestion, Fifty
pounds had been taken, and it was natural to suppose
that the money had hbeen taken for spending. So far
as Crooké knew, the fifty currency notes were still
hidden wunder the loose hoard in the hox-room—he
had not dared go near the place since liding his
loot there. Obviously, therefore, the cautions inguiries
of the prefects could not elicit the information that
any School House man had been squandering the stolen
currency notes. But Crooke wondered, with deep dis-
quietude, whether the inquiry might proceed further
afield—whether Kildare, or Darrell, or Langton might
pick up the information that a certain Shell fellow
had had *dealings with Mr. Lodgey at the Green Man,
and had lately paid lhim a large sum of money.

Certainly the sum that Crooke had paid to M.
Lodgey was the sum that Talbot had obtained from
Colonel Lyndon for the® purpose. Talbot had handed
it to him in time to save the desperate fellow from
using the money he had taken from Mr. Railton's
desk. But any discovery of that sort would wmean
ruin for Gerald Crooke; his dealings with the sharper
were enough to cause his expulsion from the school,
even if he was held guiltless of theft,

Crooke tried to think that there was no danger in
thal direction; but he knew that there was danger.
Onece inquiry was started there was no telling what
might come to light. And it was by his own act that
investigation had been started. He had hrought this
danger vpon himself, and at tinies he reproached him-
self for an act of folly. And yet, somehow, he did not

‘regret what he had done.

That Sunday there were many fellows at 8t. Jim’s
whose: faces were much more serious than usual. In

_both Houses Talbot of the Shell had many friends.

(Continued on page 17.)
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IS YOUR NAME HERE?

RESULT OF SPECIAL *BICYCLE” JOKE COMPETITION - i/
. NN

NO. 3.

ISLINGTON READER WINS THIS &7 {=
WEEK'S SPECIAL PRIZE OF A ([lg's
"FAMOUS “MEAD” BICYCLE !

SEVEN OTHER READERS WIN CONSOLATION PRIZES!

THE GEM LIBRARY.

- P

THIS WINS A BICYCLE!
TERRIBLE!

man: “Not a player taken off ill?”

Englishman (at Scottish football match): “ Why don't they’,;
start? They ought to have kicked off. half an hour ago.
Scotsman : © Ay, something serious has happened.” _Engllsh- '
Scotsman : “ No, worse
5 than that! They canna find the penny they tossed up with 122
—The Special Prize of a “ Mead » Bieycle has been awarded
to Sydney Hancock, 22, Charlotte Terrace, Islington, N. L

ECONOMY ! .

Jiminy: “Father, I have saved ypu a pound to—d.&y..:'
Tather: “Oh, Jimmy, and how have you managed that "
Jimmy: “Well, father, I bought a guitea-pig for a
<hilling :"—A topping Table Football game hasbeen awarded
to Milton Eatough, 23, Wellgate, Clitheroe, Yorks, )

VERY STIRRING ! ' )

«1 say, Porey, do you know that the 8wiss Cafe does not
provide teaspoons?” Oh,” said Perey, “and why not?”
“Becanse they havé fecently engaged an orchestra,” said
Harold. < Pshaw! What has an:otchestra to do with tea-
spoons 7 Well,” answered Harold meekly, “they consider
the music so stirring that spoons are unnecessary {"—A
topping- Table Football game has been awarded. to John
Windle, 22, Elmswood Avenue, Moss Side, Manchester.,

A POSER FOR PAT! i
Pai was hard at work digging a post-hole when the “boss ”
strolled ups “Well, Pat,” he said, “do you think you will
he able to_get all that dirt back into the hole again?” -Pat
looked doubtfully at the heap of earth. then at the hole, and
scratched his head thoughtfully. “No, sir,” he replied.
“Sure, I don't think I've dug the hole decp enough yet e
A topping Table Football game has heen awarded to
J. Sheridan, Carlingford, Dundalk, I T, &,

_ EQUAL TO THE OCOCASBION!

Teacher: “Billy Brown, name me something impoutant
that was not known a hundred years ago.” Bi}ly {con-
fidently): “Me, sir!” Teacher: “M’'m! Now tell me the
differerice between a weasel and a stoat?” Billy: “Well,
one you can ‘ weasel-ly® recognise, and the other’s ‘stoat-
ally ” different !”—A topping Table Football game has been
awarded to F. L. Harris, 35, Osberne Road, Hounslow,
Middlesex.

. _EASILY OVERCOME ! .
. Patient: “My chief trouble, doctor, is with my breath-
ing.” Doctor (abruptly}: ¥ We'll scon put a stop to that 1”—
A topping Table Tootball:game has been awarded to Miss
E.vdnti Pinkney, 55, Wellington Road, Bridlington, East
orks, L

) RESULT OF
]
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b front row, “‘can you fell me?”
¥
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ANOTHER
VALUABLE
© #“GO-ANY-
"WHERE "
MOUNT
AWARDED
NEXT. WEEK,
CHUMS!

THE YOUNG IDEA AGAIN!

Reading lesson was in progress when an inspector entered
the Fourth Standard classroom of an elementary school.
“YWhat are the children reading about?” he inquired of the
teacher. ©American Indians,” came the answer. “Oh,”
said the inspector. “T'll just try them with a few questions,
then.” He turned to -the class.” “ What is an Indian’s wile
called ?” he asked. There was an immediate show of hands.
“1Well,” said the inspector, addressing a_youngster in the
“Yes, sir,” answered 'the
litsle one, with a beaming smile. “A squaw, sir.” The
inspector looked pleased. and ventured another question.
“ And what is an Indian’s baby called?” he asked. There
was a silence for a while, then a little hand suddenly shot
up. “Well, my boy,” said the inspector, “and what is an
Indian’s baby called?” “Please, sir,” said the youngster
eagerly, “a squawker |"—A topping Table Football game has

been awarded to Mas. R. Keen, 245, Manor Lane,
Lee, 8.E. 12,

PROOF POSITIVE!

Angry Customer: “I thought you said the coat you sold
me yesterday was rainproof?” Shopkeeper: “So I did,
sir.”  Angry Customer: “Then look at my suit—it is
drenched!” Shopkeeper: “ Well, is that not proof we have
had rain?”—A topping Table Football .game has been -
awarded to George Paterson, Cunningham Street, Tarbolton,
Ayrshire,

NEXT WEEK!
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(Continued from
page 15.)
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Figgins & ‘Go..qf the New House were dee bly concerned, '

almost as much as the Terrible Three an
in the School House. - ‘

But there was, at least, one bright face—the fat and
podgy countenance of

Study No. 6

air and a manner of great importance. His new wealth

had been in his possession for twemty-four hours, and

not a word—not a syllable—had Baggy heard on the
subject. He was quite satisfied now t%xat whoever had
hidden those currency notes under the box-room floor
was ‘no’ longer at ‘St.-Jim's; that it was some hidden
hoard belonging to a fellow who had left the school.

That was, to Baggy’s mind, the only way of accounting

for the notes having heen there at all, and for no
inquiry being made after them now that they had been
taken from their hiding-place. Baggy was satisfied
now that findings were keepings, ang a second pound
note had been detached from the bundle and expended
on refreshments, liquid and solid. And Baggy, with
forty-eight pound notes still in his possession, was
feeling like a millionaire. That evening, when Baggy
passed Crooke in the passage, his bright and cheery
countenance was a striking contrast to the gloomy,
troubled visage of the Shell fellow. Gerald Crooke did
not even glance at Baggy, however—he was too occupied
with his own black thoughts to pay any heed to so
unimportant a person as Trimble of the Fourth.

A thoughf -had come into Crooke’s mind during the
day. He had pondered over it, and that evening he
reached a decision. :

Talbot was practically a prisoner in the Head’s house.
What if the stolen notes were replaced in Mr. Railton’s
stndy—placed on his study table for him to find?

That would clear Talbot. )

It would be known, beyond doubt, that Talbot could
not have handled the notes. He was in the Head’s
house under observation.

He would be cleared, and the rccovery of the stolen
money, too, would take -the keen edge off the inguiry
for the thief. -

Crooke thought and thought till his brain was almost
in a whirl. He could clear Talbot by this device, but
what if he brought suspicion on himself? He might be
noticed groping about the box-room; he might be seen
stealing into the Housemaster’s study; there was risk—
terrible risk. But Crooke.was prepared to take risk
to save Talbot from utter ruin—the ruin the Shell fellow
had brought. uipon himself by helping Crooke.-

Tt was with fear and trembling that Crooke made up
his mind, but he made it up at last. .

He left it till a late hour in the evening, and then
quietly, stealthily, he sneaked away to the box-room.
He locked ihe door and turned on the light of a pocket
torch. .

There was a box standing on the loose board in the
corner—someone had shifted it there since Crooke had
last been in the room. He pulled it aside and raised
the loosc board. .

Kneeling by the opening, he groped for the bundle of
notes.

His heart almost failed him, as
come into contact with the bundle.

He turned the light into the opening, he scanued the
shadowy rccess, he groped the full length of his arm
in all @dircetions. But the bundle .of curremcy notes
was not there.

his grasp failed to

Don’t Forget to Order you;' “ GEM* REGULARLY!

Baggy Trimble of the Fourth. |
Baggy rolled-on- his fatuous way with his nose in the |
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Crooke rosc to his feet, sick at heart.

The plunder was gone—it had been taken. Somehow—
hie could not imagine how—=someone had found it there.
Someone .had taken it. His brain was almost reeling as
he tried to think it out. Who had done this? Into
whose hands had the bundle of notes fallen?

With shaking hands he replaced the loose board and-
the box. He unlocked the door and crept from the-box-
room, white as a sheet. <© - . '

There was 1o hope now of replacing the curreacy
notes where they might be found. That iacl to be given
up. He could do othing te help Talbot—he could only
let matters take their course, Who had taken that
bundle of notes? He could not evemn guess. Crooke
went to his study in the Shell passage with a face so
white that Tom Merry, who was in.the passage, stared
at him as he pasded and made a movement towards him.

“Anything the matter, Crooke?”

“Eh?” stammered Crooke. “No!”

He went into his study and closed ihe door.

Where were the currency hotes? Who had takem
them? What was he to do now? )

Nothing'! : : ' i

There was nothing that he could do—only await the
course of events and leave Talbot to take his chance!

CHAPTER 8.
Findings Not Keepings!
6 ND half a dozen jam-tarts!”
A “Yés, Master Trimble.”
“And six doughnuts.”

“Yes.” 1 L

Dame Taggles was unusunally respectful in her manner
to Trimble of the Fourth. -

It was Monday morning, and Baggy was doing a little
shopping after class.

Apparently Baggy felt the need of a spack before
dinner, and he was ordering quite a substantial snack.

Baggy would have been the very best customer af
Dame Taggles’ little shop at 8t. Jim’s, every day and
all dmys, had the,good dame been prepared to run her
business en a system of extended credit. Mrs. Taggles
wag not prepared to do so, however—and, as a rule.
Baggy feasted only his eyes on the good things dis-
played behind the little diamond panes of the tuckshop
window. But for ohce in a way Baggy was giving
extensive orders without requesting Mrs. Taggles to
leave the account over till he received a remittance from
Trimble Hall. Mrs, Taggles' very worst customer had
suddenly turned into her very best, and the dame's
manner had changed accordingly. Pound notes seemed,®
just at present, as common as blackberries with Baggy
Trimble. Dame Taggles had seen him take a whole
wad of them out of his pocket. And so long as Baggy
had pound notes to splash about; so long was he assured
of the very best attention of Dame Taggles—so long,
and no longer.

Several fellows in the tuckshop were interested in
Baggy. Tom Merry and Manners -and Lowther were
disposing of ginger-beer, and they could not help re-
garding Trimble with some surprise. Baggy in funds—
ample -funds—was quite a new Baggy. FPercy Mellish
was there, hanging on to Baggy Trimble with all the.
affection of a life-long pal. Racke of the Shell was
there, and he had condescended to give Baggy a. nod.
Baggy seemed worth taking notice of for once, Baggy
felt that all eyes were upon him, and he swelled witi
importance as he rapped out his orders.

“And a box of chocs, Mrs. Taggles.”

“Yes, Master Trimble.” :

“Qne of those ten-bob boxes,” said Baggy recklessly.

¢Oh! Yes, Master Trimble.”

Kildare of the Sixth had stepped into the school shop,
and lhe stood regarding Baggy Trimble with a very
curious expression on his face. Trimble noticed him
and grinned complacently. He was not unwilling to
allow the captain of the school to observe what a very
wealthy fellow hé was and how he could afford to splash
his money about. Bub as Dame Taggles was stacking
up the good things beforc Trimble, ‘Eildare ¢ame

forward and tapped Baggy on the shoulder.

Tue GEM Lisriry.—No, 980,



12 Every Wednesday,

“You're wanted, Trimble,” he said laconically.
“EhP - : i i
“Mr. Railton’s study.”” -~ .. - T
“Oh, I say!” e acuiated ‘Trimble. “I—I was just
going to have a little snick before dinner; Eildare.”
Kildare smiled, Fit : T

“Is that the snack?’ You wouldn’t want tauch dinner

after it, I should think. Anyhow, come along—I'm te
take you to Mr. Railton.” - 3
“Just a minute, Kildare—"
“Not a second.”
“Oh dear” .
Baggy Trimble was marched out of the school shop.

Kildare glanced at him several times &8 they crossed -

the quad togethier.  Baggy’s fat face was annoyed and
dismayed; but it'was obviously the:interruption of his
intended" feast -that annoyed and dismayed him. e
did not seem. alarmed by the summond to the House-
master’s study. . A o

“1 hear that you are in great funds lately, Trimble,”
XKildare remarked,

Trimble nodded, and grinned.

“Oh; quite!” he answered, . L

“That’s rather unusual with you, ien’t it:”

“Not at all. 1 get whacking remittances from home,
vou know,” said Trimble airily. “The pater has shelled
out, rather handsomely this time.” i

“Oh!” said Kildare.

He 'said no more, and” they entered ihe Schiool House,
and stopped at the door of Mr. Railton’s study. Kildare
tapped, and opened the door, and Trimble followed him

+ “Here is Trimble, sit!” said the captain of 8t. Jim's.

*“Thank you, ‘Kildare!” : .

The Sixth-Former, with another curious look at
Baggy, left the study. Mr. Railton fixed his eyes on
Trimble. ’

Baggy faced him, without feeling any great un-
ensiness. He could not imagine why he had been sent
for; and so far as he knew, there was no trouble
impending. Sometimes Ba%gy had found trouble as a
result of grub-raiding; but his last performance in that
line had been on Saturday, in Tom Merry’s study,.and
bhe was sure that Tom had not made any complaint
about it. 8o he was feeling easy in his fat mind.

“Trimble !* .- . .

“Yes, sir!” said Baggy cheerily, . :

“For certain reasons,” said Mr: Railton, “I have
caused inquiry to be made in my House, with a view
to ascertaining whether any member of the House was
in possession of unusually large supplies of money,”

1“0h™ ejaculated Trimble. Vi

‘The fat satisfaction faded from -his face, and he
blinked uneasily at the Housemaster. Bul- he reflected
that it was absolutely impossible that Mr. Railton had
hidden a roll of currency notes under a loose board in
the box-room. The Housemaster could not be referring
to his “find,”? | o 5 e ’

“I learn that you seem to be in possession of & con-
siderable amount of money, Trimble.” - «.

HD-d-do you, sirp” ) i ;

“You need not be alarmed, my boy,” said the House-
master kindly, “No doubt you have had a remittance
from your people-—you have only to explain. I require
to be satisfied on tge‘eub' ct, for certain reasons.”

“Fhat’s it exactly, sir,” said Baggy eagerly.

“You have been spending a considerable amount at
the - school shop, I understand.” ;

“I—X generally do, sir.” -

“More than usual, I think:” o : y

“Perhaps a little more than usual, sir,” admitted
Baggy cautiously. “You see, sir, [—I've had rather a
good remittance.” .

“For what amount?” R . J

Baggy lesitated. It was all véry well to brag to
Mellish, and other fellows, that his father had sent him
ffty pounds. But a remnant of common sense warned
Baggy that this would not do for the Housemaster.

-“Kindly answer me at once,” Trimble!” said Mr.
Railton sharply.

“A—a—a few pounds, sir!” stammicred Trimble.

“How many- pounds?® = - vt :

“Fuf-fuf—five, sir.”

THE. Gem Lisrany.—No. 990,
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"nsked him if there was a letter

. tether. :
. sufficient to cause his edifice of falsehioods to topple over,

Price 2d,

“Very well,” said Mr. Railton. “There are certain

_reasons, Trimble, whz the matter should bo cleared up
- .beyond doubt. You
- eating with your father?”

ave no objection t¢ my communi.

“BR g

“No doubt he will confirm your statement,”

“Oh, lor*!” gasped. Trimble. .

Mr. Railton’s. face hardencd. -

“ What do you mean, Trimble?” he asked, “Am I lo
understand that Mr. Trimblé will uot confirm your state-
ment that he has sent you anm unusually lavge sum cf
recently ?” ¢ * s
e—the fact is, sir-—"

“Well#” rapped the Houscmaster.

“It—it wasn’t my—my pater, sir.” . =

“According to what the prefects Laye learned, you
have told several boys that your father had sent you
a large remittance. " If, however, the monoy did ot
co‘r:lle from Mr.”TrimbIe,_ from whem did-it come?”

s

*Answer me immediately.”
“From—from my uncle, sir!? stuttered Baggy.
‘“His name?” =
“His—his—his -mame,
Baggy. .
“Yes—and lhis address! I must communicate with
him.” . .
*“He—he’s gone abroad, sir.”

sit!” groaned the unhappy

3 “?hnt_p)l
“He—he sent me the fifty—F mean the five—just—just
before leaving England, sir!” stammered Baggy, “He—

Le went on—on Saturday.”

" Wher~ has lie gone, Trimbles”

“1—T don’t know, sir.”

“Then he cannot be communicated withi” ..

“No, sir!” gasped Baggy. “Quite impossible, sir!
He’s—lhe’s gone abroad without leaving an address, sir ™

“Do you expect me to believe that etatement,

Trimblez”

“Oh, yes, sir!” Fe® o

“It is perfectly evident to me, Trimble, that you are
uttterling falsehoods ¥ said the School Honse "master
sternly, . . ;

“Oh, lor’!” :

“1f, however, your statement is correct, doubtless Mr.
Trimble is acl?luainted with your uncle’s movements.”

Baggy hardly breathed, ™ - o e Tandd
“Oh, no, sir! They—they don’t speak, sirv!
speaking terms.” ’

Mr. Railton’s grim face grew grimmer.

“When did this remittance reach you, 1rimble:”

“On—on Saturday, sir.” #

“Id what form? Currency notes, 1 presume:”

“ Exactly, sir,” 7 B

“Was the letter registered:”

Trimble was about to reply in the afirmative, when
he remembered, in time, that receipts had to be signed
for registered letters. '

“No, sir!” he gasped.

“You state that you reccived a sum of money in an
unregistered letter?” :

“Yes, sir!” mumbled Trimble. ;
rather careless with money, sir. Being awfully rich——"

“Have you your uncle’s letter now:”

“I—I burnt it, sir.”

“Have you the envelope:”

“I—I threw it away, sir.” X

“On Saturday, all the letters for the Toys of _this
House gassed under my inspection, as usual, Trimble,
before being placed in the rack. I do not retall that
there was a letter for you. You must have taken the

Fot on

letter you speak of direct from the postman’”

“Yes, sir; just so.”

“That is against the rules of the House, Trimble.”

“I—I happened to—to see the postman, sir, and—and

for me, sc—so—"

“The postman, Mr. Blagg, will doubtless remember

the circumstance. He shall be questioned.” & .
Baggy Trimble almost fell down. His system was to

‘back up one untruth with another, like Pelion piled cn
:Ossa. It did not really seem @ very good zystem,
- judging b

results, }
- He stood stutbering with dismay, at the end of his
ne - question to Blagg, the postman, was

“My-—my :uncle's

-
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Former on the shoulder.
have a little snack, Kildare."

b,
Baggy Trimble was splashing his money about when Kildare stepped into the tuck shop and tapped the fat Fourth-

* You’re wanted, Trimble,” he said.
“Well, P’'m. going to take you to
(See Chapter 8,

* Mir. Railton’s study.” ‘" But I—I-wae Just going to
%uur Housemaster instead ! !'_gald the school captain.

Mr. Railton eyed him grimly. %

“I liave given you every chance, Trimble, and you
have involved yourself in a tissue of false statemeénts,”
he said, “Take from your pockets all the money in your,
possession and lay it on my table.”

“It—it’s mine, sir.”

“De as I tell you.” .

With shaking fat fingers Baggy fumbled in his. pocket
and produced the wad of currency notes. Mr. Railton
yicled up the wad and counted the notes quietly.

“There are forty-eight pound notes here, Trimble;” he
said. “You have disposeg of the other two.”

Trimble blinked at him blankly, How on earth did:
the Housemaster know that there had been fifty ?

“Oh, sir! I—I—T—>*

“Where are the other twé notes, Trimble?”

“I—1I spent them at the school shop,. sir,” groaned
Baggy. . : :

“The numbers could be ascertained at the bark from
which I received these notes, Trimble. It will be
scarcely necessary, however. I presume that you confess

- to the theft?”

Baggy jumped.

“Theft I he stuttered.

“These currency notes were taken from my desk one
day last week,” said Mr. Railton sternly. *Suspicion
has fallen upon &-boy who is obviously innocent, as
the stolen money is found in your possession. Obviously,
you obtained posscssion of the key of my desk without
my knowledge. You will now come with me to the
Head, Trimble, and Ie will deal with you.”

Trimble’s knees knocked together.

“Is—is—ig that mohey yours, sir?” he stuttered,

“What1?

“I—I thought YT—I could keep it, sir,” groaned
Baggy. “Findings keepings, you know, sir. I—I hope
you don’t think I’'m a thief, sir ! .

“Are you in your right senscs, Trimble?  You
abstracted these currency notes from my desk in this
rgom one day last week: H

“I didn’t ! yelled Trimble. .

“How dare you deny what i3 perfectly plain?”
exclaimed the Housemaster angrily. .

“I—I—-I  didn’t—I—%. wasn't—I—I
babbled Trimble. “I—I found them! Oh, dear! I
thought findings were keepings! Oh lor’! I—I never
knew they wef® stolen! Oh dear 1

Mr, Railton paused. 5

“You denyshaving robbed my desk, Trimblc?”

“Qw! Yes!”

“Then what is yeur explanation of the stolen notes
being in your possession ?” !

“I—I found them I%

“ Nonsense ¥ ;

“I~I did, sir!” stuttered the wretched Trimble.
“They—they were hidden under the loose hoard in the
box-room, sir! I-I ecan.show yon the place. I-=T
found them by accident! I—I thought they must have
been left there long ago by somehody who'd left. E-—
I never knew they'd been stolen! . Ol déor1?

“You can scarcely oxpect me to. believe such an

never . did!”

" ineredible ‘statement, Trimble?® '

Tor Gem Lipriany.—No. 990,
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“Oh dear! It’s true!”

“If you found such a sum as fifty pounds, as you
state, do you expect me to believe that you considered
yourself entitled to keep it?”

“Findings keepings, sir{” groaned Trimble,

Mr. Railton rose to his feet.

“You have stood in my presence, Trimble, and told
me falsehood after falschood,” he said. .“Now the
stolen money is found in your hands, and it is quite
clear that you are uttering more falschoods.
now come with me to Dr. Holmes, and the least you
have to expect for your dishonesty is expulsion from
the school.” .

“I—J—I—" babbled the hapless Trimble.

“Follow me !” rapped out the Housemaster.

And Mr, Railton strode from the study, and the
wretched Baggy trailed dismally in his wake,

CHAPTER 9.
: Mysterious!
& ALBOT 1? .
It was a general

table. v

The School House fellows had sat down to dinmer
when Talbot of the Shell walked quietly into the dining-
room. . 2

He dropped into his seat beside Tom Merry with a
smile. Mr. Linton, at the head of the table, gave him
8 kind nod. <

Tom’s face was very bright. )

"The trouble that had fallen on his chum had
apparently lifted, for here was Talbot of the Shell back
in%zib place in the Form. His handsome face was very

rave, but he did not look like a fellow in trouble or

isgrace,

.From the Fourth Form table Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
gave Talbot a cheery grin. Blake waved his fork in
greeting, and blushed as he canght Mr. Lathom’s eve.
St. Leger of the Fifth gave the returned junior a smile;
several of the prefects at the Sixth Form table glanced

exclamation at the Shell
<
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at him in greeting. Talbot’s detention in the Head’s
house clearly was over and done with—whatever the
“beaks ¥ had had against him seemed to be. dropved.
And there was no doubt that that state of affairs gave
general satisfaction.

Gerald Crooke looked across the table at his cousin
with a friendly grin. He was more surprised than
anyone else to see Talbot there, but he was greatly
pleased and relieved to see him, What had happened to
clear Talbot was a mystery to Crooke, but.it was

evident that somehow he was clearéd,. .
“Talbot, old chap " murmured Tom Merry. “Back
again?” . *

“Yes, old scout u

“We’ve been no end worried, old man.”

“It’s all right,” said Talbot. ”

“But what was the trouble?” asked Monty Lowllcr,

My, Linton -glanced along the table,

“Silence, if you please,” he said.

And the Shell fellows had to bottle np their curiosity
till after dinner. '

In the general interest excited Ly Talbot’s return
to the Shell, hardly anyone noticed that a place was
vacant at the Fourth Form table. Baggy Trimble's
absence excited no remark whatever, The fat and
fatuous Baggy was mot a person of any importance.
excepting in his own eyes. ¥e was mot therc—and
searcely an eye noted the circumstance!

Talbot went out with the-Shell after dinner, and the
Terrible Three went with him, and a score of fellows
gathered round-him in the guad. Everybody wanted
to know. ) )

“And now——" said Tom Merry.

“Now we want to know the history of ihe giddy -
mystery,” grinned Manners.

“Yaas, wathah ! i

“What was the trouble, Talbot®™ asked Kangaroo,

Talbot of the Shell coloured.

“Nothing much,” he answered. *“The-the fact is.
T'd rather not go into details, if you fellows don’t
mind.”

“Keeping séerets from your old pals®” asked Monty
Lowther, more in sorrow than, in anger, '

Talhot’s colour deépened.

“But what on earth's happened?” nsked Blake.
“You've practically been in chokey since the football
match on” Saturday-—-"

“Ha, ha, ha” :

“Not exactly that,” said Talbot, with a smile; tliongh
lLis cheeks were erimson,

“You haven’t been staying in the Head’s house simply
as a distinguished guest, what?" askcd Cardew of the
Fourth. :

“Not quite.” :

“The beaks had something mp against wvou® said
Levison.

“ Well, there was something,” said Talbot, “bul Mr.
Railton came over and told me that all was clear, and
told me to come back to the House to dinmer. TI’d
rather not say more—least said soonest mended, you
know. I’'ve nothing to complain of—but I'm jolly
glad it’s all over.”

“It's all over, then?” asked Crooke:

“Quite.”

“That's good 1”

“Jolly good,” said Tom Merry, “Never mind telling
us anything, old chap, if yow'd rather not. So long
as the trouble’s over, all serene, Blessed if T can make
it out, all the same.”

Nobody was able to “make it out,” and everybody was
surprised at Talbot’s reticence. But the satisfaction was
general that Talbot’s trouble, whatever it had becn, was
over. Fellows congratulated Lim on all sides, and
Crooke, who was very anxious to speak to his cousin in
private, found it difficult to do so. Tom Merry & Co.
naturally did not want to part with the chum who had
been taken away from them so strangely, and as
strangely restored, and Talbot of the Shell was given
hardly a minute to himself befere the hell rang for
classes. . . '

Crooke chafed with impatience ns Le went into the
Form-room that afternoon with the rest of the Sheli.
He ‘was glad and relieved, but he was intensely per-
plexed by Talbot’s release from detention, which seemed
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to indicate that the Toff was no Ionger under suspicion. |
So far as Gerald Crooke kmew, no discovery had beeir
made—indeed, how could any discovery have been made,
without Crooke heing the first to hear of it? ;

Crooke sat on thorns during afternoon class, and was
more than once reprimanded by Mr. Linton for in-
attention, It was not easy for the black sheep of the
Shell to give attention to Form work just them. He
was glad when the hour of dismissal came and the Shell
crowded out” He joined Talbot at once in the corridor,
and gave the Terrible Threc a rather black look as they
came 'llp.

“Look here, you fellows. I want to speak to my
cousin,” he said bluntly.

“And we mustn’t hear?” asked Monty Lowther. “Are
you geoing to give him a sure snip for the Swindlem
Handicap?”

* Oh, cheese it !” growled Crooke.

“@ive him 2 miss, Talbot, my boy,” said Monty
solemnly, “Evil communications corrupt good manners,
vou know.+ That’s a proverb.”’ .

Talbot smiled and walked away with his cousin. He
also was anxious to compare mnotes with Crooke. <

“What does it mean, Talbot?” asked Crooke, when
they were out of hearing of the other fellows. “Railton
told me why you were detained in the Head’s house.
They—they suspected—" He broke off. “But why
have they stcpped suspecting you?”

Talbot shook his head, :

“Mr. Railton told me nothing except that all was
ciear, and that he was sorry that he had doubted me.”

“1 can’t understand it!” muttered Crooke. ’

“You have heard nothing——" Talbot paused. -
_ “Nothing. They don’t suspect me,” said Crooke
bitterly. *That’s what beats me.”? -

‘Talbot knitted hisz brows.

*1 don’t.catch on to it,” he said, T Surely they can’t
he suspecling somiebody else—some innocent party? Any-
how, Crooke, it scems that there is not to be any public
announcement of the theft, so the money cannot be left
where it is to be found in a search. Somehow it must
he got back to Mr. Railton's study.”

“Y thought of that, but--it's gone!”

“ What?”

“Somebody’s taken it from where I hid it,” muttered
Crooke, “I—I've looked, It's gone!”

“Crooke !”

The black sheep of St. Jim’s flushed crimson under
Talbot’s quick, searching look. 4]

“You—you think I—JI——" he panted.

“No,” said Talbot, with a deep breath. “I can't
think that, Crooke. I can’t make it out. Who eould
have found it? Whe could have taken it? I—I'm getting
rather out of my depth in this business.”

“Still, it's all right,” muttered Crooke. “You’re
cleared, though goodness knows how, and I'm mot
suspected. We've only got to keep mum and try to
forget about the whole thing. I helped to get you off,
I know that. I jolly mearly gave myself away to
Railton on Saturday. They’ve got on to something new,
not connected with either of us. Let it rest.”

Talbot did not answer. He stood silent, plunged into_
deep thought. What could have happened to clear him
without involving Crooke? Had someone else fallen
under suspicion? That seemed to be the only explana-
tion, so far as Talbot of the Shell could see. If so, it
was someone who was' innocent, and the matter could
not, as Crooke suggested, rest where it was.

Crooke left him, and Talbot paced in the dusky quad
for some time, trying to think out this strange new
development. He weunt into the House at last, and was
collared at once by Tom Merry and Manners and
Lowther. :

“Tea in Study No. 6,” said Tom cheerily. “ Gussy
is standing a terrific spread in honour of the otcasion,
and you've the giddy guest of honour. Come on!”

Talbot smiled, and allowed the Terrible Three to
mareh him off to Study No. 6 in the Fourth. Blake
& Co. greeted the Shell fellows with hospitable grins.
A feast was toward in Study No. 8. Arthur Augustus
.D’Arcy was in funds, and he had explained to his chums
that this was the time for a rather special celebration,
and Blake and Herries and Dig fully agreed with him.

“Twot in, deah hoys!” said the swell of St. Jim's.
“All weady i” = )

‘Lowther.

_the fellows’.”

| said Arthur Augustus.

D'Arcy’s generous spread.

And the chums of the Shell trotted in.

“Heard the news?” asked Blake, as the juuiors sat
down to tea. )

Talbot gave him a quick: look. :

“News? No. What's the news?” He expected to hear
at last that the theft in the Houscmaster’s study had
been made Pubiic. e

“Trimble,” said Blake. )

“Oh! What about Trimble?” asked Talbot carelessly,
his interest in the “news” fading away at once.

“Backed ! said Blake.

“Trimble of the Fourth sacked?” exclaimed Talbot.

“Just that!” : ’

“I am wathah sowwy, you know,” said Arthur
Augustus. “It appeahs that Twimble is locked up in
the punishment-woom. I wemembah that he was missin’
‘at dinnah, you know. Twimble is & feahful wottah, but
Eh.am’ wathah sowwy to see him come a muckah like

js.”

“Bound to pget the chopper soomer or later,” said
“Trimble’s too thick altogether, you know,
Still, it's a surprise.” :

“Yaas, wathah 1”

“But what has he done?” asked Talbot, vaguely
uneasy,

“That’s not known,” said Blake. “May have made a

mistake and raided the Head’s study instead of one of
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Bai Jove, it’s not a Iaughin’ mattah for Twimble !’
“It is wathah odd for a fellow
to be sacked without the weason bein’ stated. It must
be somethin’ fwightfully disgwaceful to the school, I
suppose, and the Head has decided to keep it dark.”

“Well, we know -that Trimble’s been jiglly near the
limit a good many times,” said Herries. “ You remember
once he found Mr. Lathot’'s gold tiepin and fancied
that findings were keepings. He would have been
sacked then, I believe, only he was let off as a silly ass
who didn’t know enough te go in when it rained.
Something of that kind again, I expect.”

“Yaas, wathah!” :

Talbot- rose from the table. His face was white, It
wag not—he knew that it could not be—a coincidence.
He was cleared, and Crooke was not suspected, and on
the same day Trimble of the Fourth was expelled,
without any reason bheing stated to the school. The
reason would have to be given to Trimble's people, and
Talbot knew what it would be—what it must be. Some-
how or other the fatuous Bagﬁr had placed himself
under suspicion of the theft in Mr. Railton’s study.

. “Sit down, cld chap!” said D’Arey, turning his eye-
glass on Talbot of the Shell in surprise.

“Where iz Trimble now?”

“In the punishment-room,” said Dighy,

“Is it certain that he’s sacked?”

“It’s certain that he’s going., Darrell of the Sixth
is to take him home,” said Blake. *All the House
knows it.”

“You needn't worry, Talbot,” said Tom Merry. “It's
jolly certain that Trimble has asked for it. He’s gone
over the limif this time.”

“Yaas, watbah!”

Talbot did not answer. He crossed to the door and
left Study No 6 without & word, Tom Merry & Co.
stared at one another in blank astonishment, d

“What the thump—-" ejaculatéd Tom.

“Bai Jove! What's the mattah with Talbot? Weally,
you fellows, I am wathah surpwised at such mannahs in
old Talbot!” .

“Just like Talbot to bother his head over that fat
frog,” grunted Monty Lowther. “There will he Jots of
dry eyes in the House, I fancy, when Trimble goes. Is
this gorgeous spread off, Gussy, now that the guest of
honour has mizzled?”

“Certainly not, Lowthah! Pway pile in !

“Good 1"

And the tea-party in Study No. 6 “piled in.” They
were perplesed by Talbot’s peculiar proceedings, buf
their perplexity, fortunately, did not affect their healthy
appetites, and full justice was done to Arthur Aungustus
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CHAPTER 10.
To Save Another!
uT RIMBLE!” _ 7
“1—1 didn’t, sit—" .
“IWhat?"
«y_1 wasn't—L mean, I never did'” gasped Baggy

"f'rimble, his little round eyes almost bulging 'frc')‘m
his head with terror, as he blinked at Dr. Holmes. “I
wouldn't, sir. Oh, dear!”

Dr. Holmes raised his haand.

Baggy Trimble, of the Fourth, stood before the Head
of St, Jim's, in the hehdmaster’s study. Mr. Railton
was there, and his glance was stern as it was fixed
on the wretched Bagdy. - : . o

Not the slightest doubt of Trimble's guilt was
entertained by either of the masters.

The facts were clear—at all events, they seemed to

e clear. Crooke's suggestion to the Housemaster
been followed up—with this outcome. The stolen notes
liad been found in Baggy's possession, and Mr. Railton
was satisfied now that his key had been purloined by
the - thief-—that the theft was not the work of a
light-fingered cracksman, after ‘all, as he had been
driven at first to believe, . ; .

Baggy Trimble, certainly, could not have opened the
locked desk without a key. But Crooke’s suggestion
hiad let in light on that point. ’ .

And Trimble had the stolen mnotes. As for his
statement that he had “found ” them—that was
‘regarded with contemptuous disbelief. Eves if he had
“found ¥ thém, it was theft to keep them. But neither
of the masters had the slightest dispesition to believe
that the thief, after taking the notes, had hidden them
under the box-room floor and left them therc. The
money had been taken to spend—and Baggy had been
discovered spending it. That was miore than enough
to, convict. the wretched Baggy.

The fat. junior realised “that himself, and from the

bottom of his podgy heart he wished that he had -

never heard of that bad old saying, that findings are
keepings.

He had told so many falschoods to account for ihe
possession. of the moncy that he could scarcely expect
to be believed when he told what was actually the
truth, but sounded as improbable as the rest. That,
too, Baggy realised, and it was borne in upen his mind,

too late, that telling the truth was a rather better |

“gystem ” than unlimited prevaricption. Had Trimbie
been a fellow whose word could have been taken: on
any subject, the headmaster might have felt a doubt.
But the wretched Baggy's reputation was too well
kuown. He was so untruthful that he really seemed
to have a prefercnce for lying,- when the truth
would have served his purpose equally well. He was
paying the penalty now. y

He stood before the Head, his fat face white ag |

chalk, his fat knees knocking together. He had spent
hours and. hours in the punishment-room, in a slate
of palpitating terror, till he was called again before
the headmaster to receive his final sentence. He could
searcely believe that the “chopper ” really had come
down, But there was no doubt of it—he read his fate
in the cold, clear glance of Dr. Holmes,

The headmaster lifted his hand, and Baggy stuttered
into dismal silence,

?“You are guilty, Trimble! The evidence is absolutely
clear.
key and abstracted money from his desk. You are
found in possession of the money. TYou thave spent
some of the notes; the remainder have been identified
as Mr. Railton’s property. This afterncon a lis¢ of
the numbers “was obtained from the Ltank for the
purpose, For the sake of the good name of the school,
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and for the sake of your family, I shall not make this
_public. I have written a letter to your father, explain-
ing the matter to him. A Sixth Form prefect will take
. you home and hand the letter to M, Trimble. That
is alll”

“But, sir—" .

“You need say no more, Trimble, unless you desire
‘to express regret for your wicked conduct.”

“But I didn’t—"

“Are you persisting in denial of your guilt, Trimble?”
rapped out the Head.

“Yes, sir. You see—-"

“Silence t” )

“QOh, dear!?" groaned Trimble.

Dr. -Holmes turned to the Housemaster.

“You have spoken to a prefect, Mr, Railton?” .

“Certainly, sir. Darrell, of the Sixth Form, is in
readiness to take Trimble fo his home.”

“YVery good. You have packed your box, Trimble?”

“Oh, dear! Yes, sir!” groaned Trimble. *“Buf,
gir—-" . 5 .

“That will do. If you will call Darzell in, Mr.
Railton, I will give him his ipstructions.”

“Certainly.” :

Enock!

* Dr. Holmes frowned ns a knock came at his study
door. Mr. Railton was about to open it when the
doori' opened and Talbot of the Shell stepped into the
study. |

For a second Talbot’s glanog rested on the white,
frightened face of Baggy Trimble. Then he came
over towards the Head. .

“What is it, Talbot? exclaimed Dr. Holmes rather
sharply. ' ’

“Please excuse me, sir,” said the Shell fellow
quietly, “I had to come. I heard that Trimble was-
locked up in .the punishment-room—-—"

“I do mot sec how that concernt you, Talbot.”,

The Shell fellow coloured. " .

“I went to the punishment-room, sir, and found
that . Trimble had been brought here. The fellows
are saying that he is sacked—I mean, that he is to
be sent away from the school.” - ;

“That is correct; the matter is not a secret,” said
the Head coldly. “Kindly lcave my study, Talbot.” *

Talbot did not stir,

“I have something to say, sir,” he went on steadily.
“No one knows of what Trimble is accused—"

“The matter is not intended to become the talk of
the school,” said Dr. Holmes. “But I presume that
you have not come here to question your headmaster,
Talbot.” :

“I am bound to speak, sir. For two days I lay
under n suspicion—a terrible suspicion——" )

Dr. Holmes’ face softened.

“I regret it very much, Talbot. Mr, Railton regrets
it deeply. Circumstances certainly pointed to you,
and your refusal to speak out made it scarcely possible
for you to remain unsuspected. Fortunately, the truth
hag now been discovered. Even now your silence is
not explained, but as your innocence is clear I pass
that over. The guilt has now been fastened upon the
right person.” : :

“You refer to Trimble, sir?”

“Certainly.” .

“1 feared it,” said Talbot, in a low voice.
it, sir, as soon as I heard——" .
. “You will say nothing of this, Talbot. The school
is not to be disgraced by the story of a theft in
a master's stady,” said the Head. “The stolen notes
have been recovered; the thief is being sent away
from the school. For the rest, silence.” )

“Trimble is not the thief, sir.”
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s Talbot,’” said the Head mmly t glve me the name of the thief, since you know it.” I cannot, sir,"” answered the Shell
junior. * And why not 2" 8 hecluu he trusted, me, sir,’’ said Talbot caimly. ¢ He nf d to me what he had
done, under a promise of secrecy, and then left the notes to be found as soon as a seargh was ‘made-—and they would

H have bedn found, had not Trimble butted in ! **  (See Chapter 10.) J g

“ Nousense " . : room floor, did you know that they were there? Am I
“I can prove it, sir,” said Talbot quietly. to understand that you placed them there®”
Baggy Trimble’s round eyes opened wide. He blinked Talbot winced. :

at Talbot of the Shell, with dawning hope in his “No, sir.”

fat face. “But you know who placed them there, as you know
“YT've told the Head sb, Talbot!” lie gasped. “He | that they were there ¥ ¢ T :
won’t believe md. I never touched——" “Yes, sir.” ; :
“Silence 1’ exclaimed the Head; and Trimble gasped “Then you know the thief?”
into dilence. Dr, Holmes fixed his eyes on Talbot's “Yes, sir,” said Talbot, aimost in a whisper. .
steady face. : “His name?” : ;
“You have made an extraordinary statement, Talbot. No answer, 2 e
If you knew anything of this matter, speak out at | . “Talbot, you lave said too much, or too little,” said
onee.’ ) Mr. Railton quietly.. . “If your statement is correct,’

“I kuow that Trimble is not the thief, sir” said | that you knew the stolen nofes were hidden in the box-
:la!bot. “If the stolen notes have been found in his | poom, it bears out the explanation given by Frimble,
hands—he must have found them, sir. I kmow that | and clears him of the charge of actual theft.” ©  °

e did not take them from Mr. Railton’s study. I “That is why I came here, sir,” said Talbot steadily
know where he must have found them.’ “1f Trimble képt the notes when_ he found them, he is a

“And  where!” demanded Dr. Helmes, while Mr. | young rascal, certainly; but lic'did mot steal them from
Railton, in silence, watched Talbot’s face closely. your desk. T

hiey were hidden under the box-room floor

_“TUnder a loose hoard in the floor of the Box-room, | four.or five days ago, to my knowledge.” ~

air,” said Talbot., “They were hidden there, and “By whom?” . ’ ’ ’

Tr;mble can only have found them -there.” Talbot did not answer. e ges .o
“Bless my soul!” : ' “Wly did you come to my study, Talbot?” asked the
Dr. Holmes and Mr. Railton exchamged startled | Head, in an ominous voice,

glances. Trimble’s statement was known only “to the “Because I heard that Trimble was to be sent away,
two masters. Yet Talbot of the Shell.knew. The | sir, and guessed the reason,” said the Shell fellow,
obvious inference was that Trimble’s stafement was the “You came here fo clear himp”
trith’ and not a wild and unthinking falsehood, as “T was bound to do so, sir.” : .
the masters had supposed. “Quite so. And in dging so, you have admitted.your
“Did not Trimble tell you so, sir?” asked Talbot. knowledge of the theft, and confessed that.you were
“He did tell me so, Talbot, and I did not helieve either the thief yourself, or a party to the theft.”
him.” " ) - Talbot started, ~ -~ ~ 1
“He told you the truth, sir.” “ Neither, sir,” he anewered. “I knew the risk I was

“And how,” said the Head, in a rising voice— how, | taking in coming here, but I had to.come. Enowing
_Tftll)ot, if the stolen notes were hidden under the box- - ’ Tae Gru Lisrany.~No. 990
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what I do, 1 could not let Trimble be expelled from the
school on a charge 1 knew to be unfounded. If you
take that as a confession of guilt on my part, I cannot

“ help it. I should have despised myself for ever if T had
remained silent,”

“@ive me the name of the thief, since you know it.”

© 1 cannot,*sir.”
“And why not?”

“Because he trusted me, sir—he confossed to me what |
He acted

he had done,. under promise of sccrécy.
foolishly, unthinkingly, in taking Mr. Railton’s money—
hie regrotted it, repented it afterwards, and tried to put
the notes back, but he conld not. He never meant lo
use them—he left them there to be found as soon as a
search was made—and they would have been found
there, had not Trimble butted in.”

“His name?” ;

“I cannot give it, sir,” said Talbot respeetfully but
firmly. “I should have said nothing, sir, had not
Trimble heen accused. I was bound to say as much as
would clear him. But I am bound not to hetray the
fellow who trusted me.”

Dr. Holmes set his lips. ;

“Do you understand what you are driving me to

_ believe, Talbot? That you are, as Mr. Railton at first

supposed, the thief—that some rag of conscience has
compelled you to save this wretched boy from suffering
for your crime; but that it was by your hand that the
desk was robbed.”

Talbot drew a deep breath.
. He had known it—he had known what it must look
like, when he intervened to save the wretched Trimble,
Fven now he had only to speak, to save himself. “But it
did not eyen cross his loyal mind to betray Gerald
Crooke. The wretched black sheep of the Shell had
trusted him—his promise had been given. —And the
word of the “Toff * had always been his bond.

“Palbot,” said Mr. Railtor, in a deep voice, his face
distressed and troubled—"Talbot, every word you utter

. is n confession of guilt. I repeat that you have said

too much or too little. Having said so much, you must
tell Dr. Holmes all.” )

“1 can tell him no more, sir.”

“Because, I'fear, there is nothing more to tell,” said

+he Head, anger and sadness mingled in his look. “1
have' trusted you, Talbot, and you have betrayed my
trust.”

Talbot shivered.

“Tt is no so, sit. I can say no more.”

The Head made a gesture. )

. “Leave my study, Talbot! You have saved this
wretched boy—for that, at least, I thank you, I must
reflect upon your case—I must decide what to do. I
shall give you until to-morrow to consider. “If by then
vou can satisfy me, I shall be giad to know that my
faith in you was not misplaced. But unless you can

- give me the name .of the thief, and the matter is
established beyond doubt, you are adjndged guilty on
vour own confession. Now go!”

Talbot of the Shell left the study.
Dr. Holmes turned to Trimble. The fat and fatuous
Biiggy was quite himself again now. He was safe out

e
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of the wood—Talbot of the Shell had saved him.
%&ggy’a look was almost vaunting as he blinked at the

ead. :

“I told you so, sir! You wouldn’t believe me——"

“Bilence, Trimble! , I belicve now that you found
Ml_‘. Railton’s notes, as you stated, hidden where the
thief had placed them. I shall -not expel you from the
school. But T shall flog you with the greatest severity
forB your dlihonestx." .

aggy’s fat jaw dropped.

“Oh, sir! IlI—-——”pp .

“You found a large sum of money, and kept it,” said
the Head. “There 1s very little distinction between
such an action and actual stealing. Such distinetion as
there is, however, I will remember in your favour, I
shall not expel you; but I shall’ administer a severe
flogging, which I trust will be a warning to you. Mr.
Railton, will you kindly send Taggles here?”

“Oh, lor’ I gasped Baggy.

A few minutes later, loud sounds of anguish were
heard proceeding from the Head’s study.

‘Baggy Trimble was going through it _‘
He was getting off cheaply, as a matter of fact; bu
the Head certainly did not spare the rod. It was only
to bo hoped that that scvere application’ of the Head’s
birch would help Baggy to distinguish between “meum
and tuum’ on future occasions. Certainly, as the
wriggling, writhing Baggy limped and groaned his way
from the Head’s study when the flogging was over, he
was no longer prepared to maintain that findings were
keepings. s .

“You-—you foolI” .

Gerald Crooke panted out’the words. His eyes fairly
blazed at the cool, quiet face of Talbot of the Shell.

“Calm yourself, Crooke,” said Talbot guietly. I
shall not say a word—it is for you to decide whether: *

Crooke laughed savagely.

“Whether I confess—whether I ask for.the sack—
whether I beg the Head to. kick me out of the school in -
{llswrﬂ.gc! No jolly fear! What did-you want to butt
in for?”

“Trimble would have been expelled as a thief-—>

“So he was a thief, to keep the currency notes!”
snarled Crooke. “You should have let him take lis
chance. What would he have done for you?* :

“That is not the point. You—you will say nqthing ?”

“ Nothing ! ; SR

“Yery well.” T

Talbot of the Shell turned away.

Crooke made a stride after him, and caught him bjr

the shoulder. His face was almost livid with appreken-
sion. . e

“You—your promise, Taldot! You can't give me
away! You can’t # :

“T shall not give you away.” |

“What are you going to say, then?”

“Nothing !

“But—but: ”  Creoke stammered. “You've got to -
name the thief, or be taken as the thief yourself.”

“I know!”

“Then what—what are you going to do?” hreathed
Crooke. “Arc you going to be sacked as a thicf? Are
vou going to face that? Are you mad? Ob, you're a
fool—a fool—a fool-—" .

Talbol smiled—a rather bitter smile.

“Perhaps I am a fool, Crooke. At all events, you
have nothing to feap. Good-bye!”

Crooke stood staring after him as he went, With his
brain in a whirl, the black sheep of St. Jim's staggered
into his study, and threw himself into a chair. What
was Talbot going fo do? Not betray Crooke—the only
way of saving himself—Crooke was sure of that. But
what was he going to do? The Toff was at the end of
his resources now—at the very end of his tether! What
was he going-te do?

THE END,

(The Toff has only lo name the thief to save himself,
but he has given his word to Crooke that he will remain
silent—und the Toff is a fellow of his word. Don’t miss
the concluding story in this magnificent sevies, chums,
“ TRUE AS STEEL!"
& Gem ? carly.)
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BADGER MEAD COMES INTO THE OPEN!
Holt by virtue of his chieftainship.

25

The life of Solomaon Slack, a prisoner, lies in the hands of young Tom
But Badger Head, oruel and cunning as a fox, seeks to over-ride this law of the

_ Apache Nation and would kill both Tom and his captive—If he could !

B

War to the Knife!

HEN the warriors saw this figure a Jaugh went up

v‘} from the street which was like no other sound in

the world. It was not loud. It was not a shout,

nor & yell, nor a howl. It was just a happy,
purring whine, as if & zoo full of hungry young tigers had,
all seen their breakfast approaching at once.

No sooner did Mr. Solomon Slack hear that blood-
curdling ery, -and, lugged forward by Mush, and pricked’
behind by White Cat, came near enough to the open door
to see what was at the bottom of the steps, than he uttered
a shrill scream of terror and cast himself on his knees at
Tom’s feet, blubbering like a baby. ~Being half blind

- with frighs, the man ﬁad not distinguished Badger Head
from the rest, and was under the delusion, carefully in-
stilled into ‘his mind by Jeremiab, that he was entirely in
"Tom’'s power, . : i

“Oh, save me, Mr, Holt! I'll give—anythin’—jest
what you ask—s’help my soul I will! T'll give you & thou-
sand dollars in oidewyou shall have the store—any kind of
thing you want! Only keep their claws off me, Mr. Holt!
Oh, dear sir, help!” -

“Silence, you!” Tom roared, catching the wreiched man
firmly by his long black hair and whipping ‘cut his knife.
“Y am White Eagle of the Apache nation, Your life be-
longs to me!” !

He had actec on the spur of the moment. He had seen
Badger Head draw his knife, and remembering that Black
Hawk bad told him once that no Indian will interfere -with
another in the act of scalping an enemy, caught the wretched
agent's hair to.save his life. It was also vital that the
Apaches_should believe him to be in earnest. He was only
just in time. Badger Head, infuriated at the frustration of
his chief hope—that Tom had allowed the agent to escape
—had lost his self-control. He had sprung forward to deal
with Solomon Slack himself. Now, finding he was too late,
e turned on Tom, his face convulsed with passion.

“(ive him to me!” he snarled. .

Tom did not move, while the wretched Slack, at this last
harror, fell on his face in a dead faint.

“The prisoner is mine! Out, or I kill you, white trash!”

Badger Head spoke in English, and very few of the
Apaches understood the words; but their meaning was un-
mistakable, for as he spoke he pulled a tomahawk from
his belt and swung it threateningly over Tom’s head.

Tom bit his lip till it bled, trying to keep still. Al

TITE EAGLE/

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

% ‘ Told By n N
ARTHUR PATTERSON

the instinctive hatred he had felt for this man when lLe
had-seen him first with Sadlie took possession of his very
soul. The desire to drive his fingers into that red meck was
so great that it became uncontrollable. He knew that it
would ruin everything; he saw that Badger Head had put
himseli in the wrong, and that the warriors would now
be on his side; that even if he were knocked: on ihe head it
would be worth it. But human nature has its limits, and
Tom gave way. o

Dropping, his knife, and stepping across the body of the
fallen man, he caught Badger Head’s throat with _both
hands, and then, changing his original intention of throw-

" ing him down the steps, shook him' like a rat. -

'om’s muscles were hard as iron; he was fay¥ more power-
ful than the chief, and his rage was so great that he had
the strength of tivo. A blow Badger Head aimed with his
tomahawk fell harmlessly over Tom’s shoulder; the weapon
dropped from the Indian's hand, and his followers saw the
chief of their nation whirled to and fro like a wisp of straw,
and then dropped, without a breath left in his body, on
his back, ok )

This was a very lerrible spectacle to them. The person
of the head of the tribe is absolutely sacred. Nothing can
justify or excuse an Apache, in the eyes of his fellows, who

“lays a finger upon the father of the race.

A yell fierco and threatening came from the street, and a
dozen Indians sprang up the steps to deal with Tom. His

- life was in jmminent danger now, and all that his policy

had gained was lost to him. Black Hawk and several
members of the old hunting party followed the attackers
to do what-they could, but they saw they must be too late.
Badger Head’s warriors were picked men, whe would over-
power Tom-in an instant and strike without mercy. =

Tom ‘knew his own danger. He stepped , back and
dropped his hands. He was strangely calm, and could think
quite clearly. He would not resigt, Why should he kiil
men for doing what they felt was their duty? It was his
own fault, A swift, sharp remembrance of Sadie came o
kim, and he whispered her name, thon waited, crect and
quiet, for the end to come.

But someone eclse had scen” it all, and the warriers had
still to reckon with Hunks. The dog had gathered himself
for a spring when Badger Head had swung his tomahawk,
but held back when he saw Tom collar him.  Now it was hiz
responsibility alone, and with the swiftness and silence he
lm? learned in bhis many struggles with wild beasts, he
slipped throfigh the open door and threw himself in front

. of his mastor.

The Apaches did not come in & compact bedy. Two were
in front, running neck to neck, the rest leaping up the steps
in their wake. This Hunks had seen before he moved, and
he planned his attack accordingly.

WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY.
TOM HOLT, a sturdy young Britisher of seventeen who has lived for
a time amongst a tribe of Apache Indiang in New Mexico.
BADGER HEAD, suprveme chief of the nation,
BLACK HAWK, o trisal chisf, :
WHITE CAT, his son. :
SOLOMON SLACK, a Governwent official inv churge of the Re-
servalions.

ions.

JEREMIAH MUSH, a holel-keeper.

COLONEL C‘HAPIN: a wealthy rancher.

SADIE, kis daughter, =
HUNKS and MALINKA, Tom's dog and horse vespectively.

{‘{uf staying for @ time with Colonel Chapin and bis daughter
Sadie, 2 1o 2h

. and Solomon Slack are secretly encouraging the wild bloods to vevolt.

Redskin, and to save hig life offers to accompany the iribe to the
Resercations, for the winter. From Black Hawk, Tom then learns
that Badger Head is conteraplating @ raid on the White Settlements

in the coming spring, and thiz k:wwledgq makes Tom niore eager to

accompany e tribe.

Prowmoted fo the rank of chief and known as White Eagle, Tom
reaches the Reservations. Here, he soon realises that Badger Head

Having madea fruiticss attempt to vestore peace, Tom learns thraigh
Blark Howk that Dedger Head is about to march hig forces on the
storchouse. Anticipating the scoop the chief has planned, Toni reaches-
the place first, with the result that when Head and his mar
arrive they find the young Britisher in full conmand, with th: * boss,”

Tom learns the horrible news that White Cat 48

13
“ fire Jor disobeying Badger Head, ‘im chief. T'om slands by the -

Slack, secuvely trussed up, a prisoner.
(Now read on.)
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As the leading Apaches mounted the last step the dog
gathered himaal% together, and, springing into the air,
struck with his chest the neck of the Indian to the right, and
at the same time caught with sure and deadly grip the
shoulder of the othe_’?—man. The Apaches were ranning
their hardest, and Hinks, with careful art, brought the
whole of himself, a dead ieight, upon them from above.
Tho impact, therefore, was terrific; both men reeled under
the shock, fell against each other, and then rolled back-
wards with Hunks on the top of them, a struggling, writh-
ing mass, upon those who followed. .

This put four men out of action on the instant. Those
who escaped the fall only did so by rapid leaps to right
gnd left, and oven though they won clear their nerves were
severely jarred, for as Hunks sprang he gave the hoarse,

bulldog yell from the throat, which is a sound as menacing-

and fcrocious as a tiger's growl. The purpose of the
Apaches behind held, however, and they ran on. But they
never reached their goal. =

HMunks had braced every muscle to preserve his balance,
and he was as limber on his fect as any cat. Before the
Apaches he overthrew had touched the ground he had freed
himself from them, sprang up the steps aﬁa_nn in twg bounds,
and was ready for a second assault. This time his tactics
were different. - The Apachos approaching 'were further
apart, one a step before the®other, and Hunks, lm—'mdmg s
blow aimed at Eim b{ the first with a knife, dived at hus
legs, disabled him with a terrible bitg in the knee, and then
threw all his_weight against the second Apache, sending
Eu]u fiying batkwards down the steps like an india-rubber

There were six men left, and Bad%er Head had recovered
from his shaking, Hunks was fighting against long and
heavy odds; But he was not to fight alone. Above were
White Cat and Jeremiah Mush. The first struck an Indian
who had slipped round and made for Tom, a blow on the
Lead which stunned him; the second rammed the muzzle of
a Colt’s revolver info Badger Head with a gruff:

““Hold in, confound you, and behave!”

But it was from below that the tide of battle turned. Af

the sight of a dog thrusting back four fullv-armed men, a |

whistling cry of amazement went up from the warriors, and
as many of them recognised Hunks and remembered what
they had heard of him, a sudden dread and hesitation
seized upon them all. This was a*dovil, indeed, and no dog.
That alone, however, would have been of no avail, for
Badger Head was without any superstitions, and Hunks was
not bullet proof.

But yp the steps now swarmed the hunting party, and,
with Black Hawk leading, closed in a compact group be-
tween Tom and his ‘enemies; while Hunks, improving the
occasion, in full sight of the hundreds massed below, reared
joyously upon his hind feet and licked Long- Leg—the

_Apache with the scar upon his side—on both his cheeks.

This ended all action against Tom by force. But a new
struggle was to begin, The voice of Badger Head, heard
ahove all the eries and ejaculations of the excited Indians,
commanded silence, and there was 3 stridency in the call
which boded ill for his ehemy,

Before Badger Head could speak, another had raised his

hand and seized the attention of all—Black Hawlk.
_ He had called himself to Tom a small man; and certainly
in physique he could not compare with Badger Head. But
he was all Apache, whereas the head chief, from the pecu-
liarity of his featur@%—the big nose and narrow forehead—
was thought to have alien blood. -

Now, as Black Hawk advanced into the centre of the plat- |

form above the crowded street, his flat, wrinkled face, in-
scrutable and still as that of a Chinese idol, nothing moving
but his crafty, restless eyes, he was the embodiment of the
Apache nation. from his short bow legs to hjs square shoul-
ders and bristling black scalp lock.

“Warriors,” he said, in a tone so measured and so quiet
that & profound silence fell upon the crowd at once, “the
honour of a great chief is in danger. A hand has been
la:@ upon Badger Head, the leader of us all, the star and
guide and father of the nation. No blow has been struck
against him, but he has suffered wrong.”

He paused, and-a deep, approving hum passed through the
listeners, Badger Head alone made no sign of acknowledg-
ment. His face was tense and furious in expression,
though his features were hard and immobile,

“Why has this wrong been done?” The speaker's voice
vang high and clear through the silence which had settled
down again. “Let every warrior search his heart for this.

The man who wronged Badger Head was a brother chief,

elected in full council three moons back for great service to
the nation, This chief has lived with us. I say no- word

THE GEM LIBRARY.
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of him. There s not a warrior here, not one squaw within -
the tepees, not one child, who will not tell in future days
what our brother, White Eagle, has done this cruel winter
for us all > : -

Again Black Hawk paused, and again there was an
approving hum. and though it was lower in tone, and came .
from fewer men than the first, there was a force in it which
was not to be denied,

“Why has White Eagle wronged Badger Head ?” the

“You have al% seen this fat steer "—he
turned and kicked in the ribs the miserable Slack, whd, at
an unfortunate moment for himself, had just come- to and
sat up—" this lump of cow-flesh, is White Eagle’s most biiter
encmy. Two moons back he set a wa.l‘riog-—-after_ﬁilm him
with fire-water till he was mad—to kill White Hagle.
That I know. But White Eagle keep quiet iill to-day,
then seize the Big House and take Fat-face prisoner of
war, Badger Head called White Eagle bad name and go
to kitl him. Badger Head do wrong.” . ’

A third time the speaker paused. No answer came, but
an ureasy quiver went through the crowd. The point had
gone home. ;

“But. White Fagle,” the speaker continued, “do worse
wrong. No chief in all this nation may touch Badger Head.
What shall be done? I make this auswer as chief next in
rank to Badger Head. The council shall be called. Let
fhe council decide. Badger Head and White Eagle shall
accept its ruling. and so peace and honour in the nation
be established. I have sanen.” .

He drew back and stood by Tom, White Cat shoulder
to shoulder on the other side, Jeremiah Mush, whose pistol
had been quietly returned to sheath, behind them; while in
front of all, an cxpression of perfect amiability on his broad
face, sat Hunks leaning casily against his master’s knee.
Everyone locked at Badger Head.. He stepped forward.

“Warriors,” he said quietly, *the words of Black Hawk
are wise. I call members of the council into this house. I
have spoken.” S

There was a unanimous murmur of satisfaction, and
Jeremiah Mush heaved a great sigh of relief and turned
to White Cat. :

“I don’t reckon to know all your father said. But he’s
put the dead squazh on peaky-nose. Our lad is safe.”

Black Hawk, who had heard the words, turned quickly.

“Nothing safe,” he said in 2 low voice. “But we make
time. _Soldiers may come.” Then to Tom, who had thanked
him: “No, thank Hunks! No!”

The Nation Speaks!

rl.ﬂHERE was no delay in the meeting of the council.
It was known that within twenty-four hours the
troops Solomon Slack had wired for would be
there, and although carcful preparations had been
made for their reception—the railway placed under guard,
the telegraph operator already a prisoner, and all matters
so arranged by Badger Head that the soldiers would be
seized and disarmed as soon as their cars drew up at the
depot, the Apaches knew quite well that they were.taking
serious risks, and that time was of vital impoitance.
In a few minutes a room in the storehouse was cleared
and filled with a silent crowd of Indians. They sat on the
floor in a circle, in the centre of which, on three chairs,

-were Black Hawk, Badger Head, and Tom.

As soon as the assembly was complete Black Hawk rose.
He made no address, but called upon Badger Head to speak.
The chief began quietly enou‘gh.

““White Eagle,” he said, ‘“received an honour from the
council three moons ago. We gave him title of chief? Why ?

That he should be our servant. No paleface can be a real
chief in the nation. It is against our law. White Eagle
has broken this law.” i

He paused and looked slowly round, his mouth harden-
ing, and his eyes beginning to glare savagely, though he
kept his voice and manner quiet,

“I have read White Eagle's heart this long time. ¥e has
iven service, but for a bad purpose. Money has come from
1is hands to your- families, but it was blood-money. He
has given all of us soft words, but they are false. It -is
his desire to rob the nation of its freedomy by pretending
that white men love the red. The little God-man of the
church is his dog. Your squaws are his slaves. Your
children lick his feet. He tells us he would kill the fat-
face agent man. Why? Decause he would himself become
agent here and take the place of the fat one.. He is much
more clover than Fat-face, but his heart is more evil:
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Keep Smiling, Chums—Next Wednesday Will Soon be Here! 27

“Warriors! Knowing this many days since, T Jaid ‘my
p!:ms. But we have traitérs in our nation, They tell my
yians to White Eagle, so he takes Fat-face prisoner and defies
me. T tell you all1”

His voice rose to a harsh scream, and he pointed at Tom

with a gesture indescribahly menacing.
. " White Fagle iz a serpent. He crawled within our tepee
in winter, and we thought him grass-snake. While it was
cold he lay quiet; now spring has come, and you see the
rastles in his tail. What you would do to ratilesnake do now
to White Eagle—kill!”

He stamped his foot, and from the council came an omin:
ous murmur of agreemeni, It was plain now why Badger
Head had consented so quietly to the holding of this meeting,
and why Black Hawk had given warning. These Apaches
vere all disciples of Badger Head; Black Hawk had ne
ilowing among them. 'Tom, as he heard the sound and
-z several of the younger men draw their tomahawks, won-
for just one moment whether Black Hawk was really
1! after nll. He was very bitter over Badger llead’s
. aud had lost his faith in Indians.
ut the next instunt he feli ashamed of himself, for Black
Rawk's artitude he faced ihe restive crowd and rose
1v to his feet was unmistakable. Never had Tom seon
le man so roused. His face was full of bitterness;
eves, bright and keen, glanced scornfully about him
hose of a schoolmester upon a class of hopelessly stupid
His voice. when he spoke, rang through the room and
rond it. Jr was if

s

if he were addressing a eoncourse
ople instead of a greup. Tom wondered why.

Badger Head ha ven his mind, and you bave
irs, and White Eagle ie"
as a loud affirmative

ord came like the crack of a whip. L
have not spoken yet, You shail huve vour will, but
. hrst. It was I who brought W hite Iagle into
T had resolved on war wih white_men. but 1
‘heir strength. 1 said to myzelf, - 'This paleface
a dog. showing us the blood-irail.” I have hated
il my life. You know that? Answer!® )
an assenting hum. )
- hite wen cheat, oppress, then slay. So I sav
my hunting-party veach Servita. I find White
pledged his life that Apaches are his brothers.
i men take my son prisoner. He is 10 be hanged.
Eagle zave him, and then he make ranch-men
of Servila friends to Apache nation.
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«Ddeanse of this "—his voice grew deeper, and he spoke
slowly—* Apaches who know White Eagle love him and
trost him with their lives. Badger Head speaks in foolish
an.ger——-” There was a growl .of dissent, but Black Hawk
weént on, taking no ‘nétice. “Ile is ‘out a child, heating
another because a toy has been taken from his hands. You
arc children, too, and sheild be.whipped- until you bleed.”

At this insuli there was o furious cry, and every man
lrapt to his fect. Black Ilawk gave a.rough laugh.

“Now I have spoken. Open the door !

The ordor came as a surprise, and Badger Heud made a
motion to countermand it, but he was too late. Sceing this,
he said three words harshiy. with « stamp of his foot, which
brought a score of warviors up {o- him, to close in an uu-
broken ring round Tom. :

Tt Black Hawk stood fast. and placed a hand on Tom’s
shouldei. i

EStay !
the decision of the council.
Poucht him not until you bear the nation’s wil
way ! v k

e had drawn bis knife,-and, gripping Tom havd, urged
him towards ihe open door. There was no mernace in his
attitude; but so [rn a dignity and resolntion, and his own
standing in the council was so high, that the men fell back,
and Badger Head's threatening manuer changed. Beyond
the door he had secn a phalanx. of warriors, and in the fore-

Botore a chief shall die ihe nation must confirm
1 hold White Eagle mf prisoner.
. Make

_front White Cat, with a rifle held at the ready, his finger

on ihe trigger. .

An acute erisis had arisen in the nation; but Badger Head
was never to be seen at betrer advantige than in an
cmergeney.

“Piack Hawk must be obeyed.” he said.  “‘The sentence .
of death which has been pronounced against White Eagle
<ha!l be carried out before all. It is my order that Black
Hawk kill this white dog with his own hand. TForward,
wWarriors : . v s

The cowncil assented and smiled maliciously. This turn-
ing of the tables on Black fTawk was entively to their taste.
nitd he dare 1o ‘resist a demand from ihe head of the
nanan?

Black Hawk did not resist.

Iolding ‘I'om as belore, he

moved down the room without a word, the council follow-

ing. The nmen at the door fell back to let ihem pass, and

in complete silence all went to the platform outside the
{Continued on nexl page.)
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But b had no time for further thought. 1>adgu IIe'-td
taking thie lead, now stepped ix into the cenfre of the platform
anc b(-gan tH s.ycuk “1I¢ hiad apparently fully recovered his
temper, 4nd.there, was: 2l air, of- calm conﬁdvnm and’ pov
about hini im’.h ‘took away 1hé lasi shréd of hope [rom Tom’s
He wondered whit Blick Tawk was thinking as be
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qnirmn in~the copcil. .
: 2t his Leeth, two warriovs vie
i J\m\n- wnel ihie “rest umEcinl at one another,
Hawk Lad committed the erime unforgivable to. “authority. '
Jlo had appes lml at ibe last mimiie 10 the rank and file.
1le should T reckoned with preseutly for this, 'l%ut not 'y
AN woitld dey npon the answer of The nation. The eyes
Lof the comneil weré fixed upou the serried ranks hefore them,*
and Tor a moment eyven their knowledge of the 11011!(' failed -
¢ tell theln what the reply was going o be. . e F o
But Trom somewhere a corious nntie ring began. No one
had spoken, | The sotmd w like 1he low ml.omn;. of somic -
‘wordless song.  Where s was impoisible to say. . JE7
seemed {0 come from all sides—rom_ behind the lrouse, fmm .
the middle of ihe stecel, from the sleps, Trom the pl.;tfmm
YA was no louder than the sigh of o wind B
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struck harp. .shrill, wailing ory
. \\lule “ While }mgh ¥
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