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“ WANTED ” BY THE POLICE, REGINALD TALBOT FINDS HIS FRIENDS AT ST. JIM'S
READY TO BACK HIM UP IN HIS HOUR OF NEED!

CHAPTER 1.
A Visitor for Tom Merry !

6 ASTER MERRY !”
“ Hallo, Toby !”

.“’(’}ene]man to see you,
sir.

“Oh!” said Tom Merry.

It was really rather an awkward

moment for a ‘“genelman ”’ to see Tom
Merry, for a little celebration was
going on in Tom Merry’s study at St.
Jim’s. That famous apartment in the
Shell passage in the School House was
crowded—not to say crammed. It was
an important occasion.

It was Tom Merry’s birthday, and
naturally enough he and his chums
were celebrating the event. And natur-
ally the celebration took the form of
a feed, to which all their friends were
invited. And as the names of their
friends were legion, the capacity of
the study was taxed to its utmost.

The. Terrible Three were there—Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther. Blake,
Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy had come
along from Study No. 6. Figgins &
Co. had come from the New House.
Kangaroo, the Australian, had come
with his friends. Reilly of the Fourth

had brought several fellows. In fact,
Monty Lowther remarked that a
“Qtanding room only ” notice was
required.

There certainly - wasn’t much room;
but the feed was ample, and that com-
pensated for other deficiencies. Fellows
sat where they could—on the chairs or
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the table, or in the window, or on the
coal-locker. Those who could not sit,
stood up. There was an overflow meet-
ing, so to speak, in the passage.

And then Toby, the School House
page, put his shock-head in at the door-
way—with some difficulty, as it were—
and announced that a *genelman”
wished to see Tom Merry.

“Have him up,” said Monty Lowther

hospitably. “He’s come at the right
time, whoever he is. Make room,
somehow.”

“Yaas, wathah !”  said Arthur

Augustus D’Arey.

“Blessed if I see how he’s to get in!”
said Tom Merry, laughing, with a
glance over the crowded study. “Per-
haps I'd better go down.”

“Rats! We can’t spare the founder
of the feast!” said Blake. “ Who is it,
anyway ? Didn’t he give you a name,
Toby 7’

“’Bre’s ’is card, sir.”

“Hand it over, ass!”’

Toby grinned, and passed the card
to Tomn Merry.

“My only hat!” exclaimed
Merry, as he glanced at it.

“ Nothing wrong?” asked Lowther.

“N-no; but——"

“PBai Jove! I twust it isn’t a beast
with a bill at a time like this?” said
Arthur Augustus anxiously. “For-
tunately I have had a fivah fwom my
patah, deah boy, and if—"

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Thanks; it isn’t that! Look at it!
Blessed if I know what the man can
want with me !”

Tom
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« Hands off ! *’ roared the Scotland

Yard detective, struggling in the grasp

- of Manners and Lowther. ‘¢ You

young rascals ! Hands off!” ‘ Run

for it, Talbot!’” exclaimed Tom

Merry, thrusting the Toff away.
¢ Cut, you duffer!”’

The juniors all looked at the card.
It bore the inscription:

1. B ROX,

“C.ID., Scotland Yard.”

“Well, my only hat!” said Monty
Lowther, with a whistle. “A giddy
detective !”

“ Great Scott!”

“What have you been doing,
Tommy ?” asked Monty Lowther
solemnly. “This is a surprise—quite a
shock ! What have you been up to?”

“Ha, ba, hal’

“ Ags!” said Tom Merry warmly. “I
can’t imagine what the man wants.
Ave you.sure he asked for me, Toby ?”’

“Yessir 1”

“Have him up here,” said Manners.
“1 don’t care what Tommy has been
doing, we’ll stand by him! The minion
of the law is not going to collar the
founder of the feast.”

“Wathah not ”

“Just imagine Tommy going off like
Fugene Aram, with giddy gyves upon
his wrists I’ murmured Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha

“We’ll stand by you, Tommy !”

“Back up!”

“Fatheads !”” shouted Tom Merry

wrathfully. “It must be some mistake
or other. The man can’t possibly want
anything with me. Where 1is he,
Toby ?”

“Waiting in the passage, sir,” said
Toby, with a grin.
“Well, show him in. Make room for
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him to come in, you fellows, if you
can,” said Tom Merry. “You can all
hear what he’s got to say.”

“Keep your pecker up! We'll stand
by you!’ chuckled Blake. “All I
want to know is—what have you been
up to?” 3

“ Ha, ba, ha't"

“Here he comes!”

The juniors crowded back to give
Mr. Fox admission to the study. All
eyes were turned upon him as he came
in. He was a well-built man, quietly
dressed, with a very square jaw that
told of a very determined character.
He had grey eyes that looked like steel.
He seemed a little surprised to find the
study crammed with fellows, and it
was not very easy for him to get in.

“Master Merry?” he said inquir-
ingly. '
“Here I am,”” said Tom. “Give Mr.

Fox a seat, somebody.”

“Pway. accept my chair, Mr. Fox!”

“Thank you; I will stand !” said Mr.
Fox. “I am sorry. I seem to have
called at a somewhat awkward moment
—ahem !”

“Oh, don’t mensh!” said Tom
politely. “But I really can’t guess
what you want to see me for, Mr.
Fox.”

“If it is anythin’ pwivate, deah boy,
we will wetiah at once,” said Arthur
Augustus.

“Not at all,” said Mr.. Fox. “1
simply desire to ask Master Merry a

few questions, and if he is unable to -

answer them, perhaps some of you
other young gentlemen may be able to
do so0.”’

“Bai Jove |”

“Pile in "’ said Tom Merry.
old thing!”

“Of course, I am here simply in pur-
suance of my duty,” explained Mr.
Fox. ‘“Any assistance you can render
me you are bound to give to aid the
execution of the law. I have reason to
believe that you can help me in secur-
ing a notorious criminal.”’

“Wha-at 1”

“All  right, Tommy!” murmured
Blake. “He's not after you, after all ”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“A notorious

“Any

criminal I”  repeated
Tom Merry, puzzled. “I—I'm afraid I
can’t help you, Mr. Fox. We—we
haven’t any here, you know.”

Mr. Fox smiled.

“You have been very well acquainted
with the person I mean,” he said. “The
question is whether you know his
present whereabouts, and T think it pro-
bable that you do.”

“My hat!”

The study was in a buzz of excitement
now. Mr. Fox’s statement astounded
the juniors. Several fellows had come
along the passage to look in, among
them Levison of the Fourth, who was
Levison was always
keenly interested in everybody’s busi-
ness but his own, and anything up
against Tom Merry & Co. was especially
welcome to him.

The cad of the Fourth did not mean
to miss this.

“Oh, Tommy,” sighed Monty
Lowther, “what ever have you been
doing? What bad, wicked acquaint-
ances have you been making while your
kind uncles weren’t looking after you ?”

“Shut up, fathead !” said Tom Merry.

“Mr. Fox, you're making a mistake. I
haven’t any notorious criminals on my
visiting list, -really.*

“The person I refer to is a boy of
your own age,” explained Mr. Fox.
“He was once here, at this school—"

“What !”

“Where he was known by the name of
Talbot.”

" ()ll !)J

“Talbot 1

“My hat !

“And I ask youw,” said  .Mr. Fox
grimly, “whether you can give me any
information likely to help me to lay
hands upon that boy criminal, known
among his associates as the Toff, and
knewn in this school as Reginald
Talbot 77

Mr. Tox’s words were followed by a
dead silence,

CHAPTER 2.
The Toff in Per]l!

ALBOT!!
Well enough the juniors of

St. Jim’'s remembered the name.
Only a few months before, that
strange junior had been at St. Jim’s,
and since he had left there had been
no word from him.
A strange story was Talbot's.
During his short stay at the old school
he had won golden opinions from all.
He had chummed with Tom Merry &

HRTRITRRnnninnsnng

Having forsaken a life of crime
for one of honesty, Talbot would
give anything to be back among
his chums at St. Jim’s. But a
fugitive from justice, hunted and
harried by a Scotland Yard de-
tective, what chance has he of
redeeming the past and starting
afresh ?

TR LT TR

Co., and they had liked him immensely.
A splendid cricketer, a good all-round
sportsman, a splendid fellow in every
way, they had believed him—till the
crash came.

And they still remembered the crash
—how it had come out that Talbot,
whom they had believed the soul of
honour, was, in reality, a boy cracks-
man, the leader of a dangerous gang:
and how he had come to St. Jim’'s,
deceiving the Head, deceiving every-
body, to carry on his nefarious calling
there.

Yet their friendly feelings towards
Talbot had not changed. For the dis-
covery had been made that the unhappy
boy had repented of his many misdeeds.

Born and bred among criminals, he
had had no chance in his earlier days;
he had used his great talents in the
cause of crime, knowing no better.

At St. Jim's a change had come over
him. The influence of Tom Merry &
Co., the associations of the good old
school, had worked a complete change
in his character—had opened his eyes to
the reality of things.

Had he chosen to carry on his scheme,
he could have done so successfully, keep-
ing up the deception without danger to
himself. :

Bui he had repented and reformed,

with the result that his old associates,
baffled in their nefarious works, had
turned upon him and betrayed him.

It was because he had thrown aside
the evil past and determined to stand
or fall by honesty that he had suffered.

While Hookey Walker and the rest of
the rascally gang went to prison, Talbot
had disappeared.

But his old chums remembered him
with affection and regret. For he had
given proofs of his repentance; they
knew that his reform was sincere. By
turning to honesty, he had brought ruin
upon himself. Yet he had never faltered
for a moment in his new path, They
knew that he had gone abroad, there to
begin a new life; but that was all they
knew of him. No word of news came
from the fellow who had been the most
popular junior at St. Jim’s, and who
was now an outcast.

The discovery that the detective from
Scotland Yard was in search of old
Talbot was a big shock to the juniors.

They had supposed ‘that his repent-
ance, and his suffering for it, had
cleared up the past, and that he would
be given a chance in the future.” They
realised now that the law did not take
cognisance of such things.

Talbot had repented. He had made
restitution; thousands of pounds’ worth
of loot had been restored to the rightful
owners by his means, and he had gone
off into the world penniless. But what
he had done in the past remained to
be paid for. The law was not satisfied.

The silence in Tom Merry's study
lasted several minutes. The juniors
could not speak. Utter dismay had
fallen upon all of them.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was the first
to find his voice. He jammed his eye-
glass into his eye, and turned it upon
Mzr. Fox with burning indignation.

“Do you weally mean to say, sir, that
you are lookin’ for old Talbot?” he
asked heatedly.

“Exactly !”

“But it is wotten—uttahly wotten—
and—"

“It isn’t playing the game!” ex-
claimed Figgins warmly. “Why, don't
you know——"

“Look here, Mr. Fox——"

Mr. Fox raised his hand.

“Please remember that I am carrying
out the instructions of my superiors, and
that T have my duty to do!” he said.
“Now, Master Merry—

“But you don’t seem to understand,
Mr. Fox,” said Tom Merry, as calmly
as he could. “I know that Talbot was
brought up among criminals. I—I sup-
pose he wasn’t an honest chap before he
came here. But after he came here it
was all different. You must know all
about the matter. He handed back
everything that was taken in the rob-
beries in this district. Then he was
betrayed by his pals because he wouldn’t
help them to rob this school.”

“I am aware of it, Master Merry.”

“Well, then, when a chap has repented
and reformed, given proof of it, and
made restitution, what do the police
want with him?”’ Tom Merry asked
warmly.

Mr. Fox smiled.

“He has to stand his trial for many
things in_ his youthful career, Master
Merry. have no doubt that the
matters you mention will count in his
favour when he is tried, and he will be
dealt with mercifully. But he must
be arrested and tried. He will be sent
to a reformatory, in all probability.”

Tue GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,515.
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“What’s the use of a reformatory to
& chap who’s reformed—and proved it 77
Tom Merry demanded.

“Yaas, . wathah !”

“That is not for you or for me to
judge,” replied Mr. Fox. “You are old
enough to know that the law must be
administered. The boy disappeared
from this school before the police were
called in to take the burglars into
custody on the night when the discovery
was made. He has, naturally, been
searched for since, but in vain. Now,
however, that he is kmown to have
returned here—"

“Returned here!” ejaculated Tom

Merry.
" “Yes; now that is known, I have
come to take him into custody,” said
Mr. Fox. “I want you to tell me if
you have seen him, and where and
when, and you will kindly do so imme-
diately, Master Merry, as my time is
valuable.” :

Tom Merry’s eyes flashed. '

“I don’t know anything about him, or

- where he may be,” he replied; *“and

if I did, I wouldn’t say a word to hurt
him -

“Hear, hear I”

“I hadn’t any idea that he had come
back,” said Tom. “It’s news to me!
I've’ seen nothing of him; and heard
nothing: from him. But if I did, I
should treat him as a pal!”

“Yaas, wathah !”

Mr. Fox' looked searchingly at the
captain of the Shell.

“I do not like to doubt your word,
Master Merry,” he said dryly. ©But
there is proof that the Toff has come
back to this neighbourhood, if not to
this school. He has been scen and
recognised.” . X

“I know nothing at all about that.”

“The natural assumption is that he
has come here to communicate with
some ‘of you young gentlenien who still
have friendly feelings towatds him,”
said Mr. Fox. “He is probably in need
of assistance, especially if he is keep-
ing to honest paths. "It is very sur-
prising that no one here has heard
from him !”

Mr. Fox looked round with a keen
glance at the crowd of faces in the
study. ;

But there was only surprise and
dismay to be read in-them. Nobody
there knew anything about Talbot or
his return.

“Wo can’t tell you anything,” said
Blake shortly. - “I don’t know that we
would if we could; hut we can’t, and
that settles it !”

“No one here has seen anything of
him ?” asked Mr. Fox, looking keenly
from face to face.

“No one,” said Manners.

“ Wathah not !” ;

The detective looked disappointed.
Evidently- he had hoped to obtain in-
formation regarding Talbot from Tom
Merry or some of his friends.

“Very well, I accept your assurance,
of course,” he said. “Undoubtedly,
however, the hoy has come back hero
with some object, and perhaps the head-
master might be able to afford me some
help. Excuse me for having troubled
you »

And Mr. Fox left the study.

There was a_buzz in the room after
he had gone. Mr. Fox’s statement had
fallen like a bombshell into the merry
meeting. -

Old Talbot had come -back, and the
police were hunting for him. It seemed
too terrible to be true. Not only had
the unfortunate lad lost everything by
his steadfast ' adherence to * his new
resolutions, but he was to lose his
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liberty, too. For the law was not to_be
denied. Justice demanded a victim,
and repentance did not count. Repent-
ance, reform, were not sufficient to
destroy the wretched past; the debt to
justice had to be paid.

Before Mr. Fox’s arrival the meeting
in Tom Merry’s study had been very
cheery. But the cheeriness had de-
parted now. Mr. Fox’s mission ab St.
Jim’s had been quite sufficient to banish
it. Even Fatty Wynn, the Falstaff of
the New House, ceased to regard the
good things on the table with en-
thusiasm. All the fellows were think-
ing about Talbot, and all of them were
dismayed and anxious.

“How utterly rotten!” said Monty
Lowther. “Talbot turned out to be such
a thoroughly decent sort at the finish,
and even before that. We can’t forget
that he risked his life for young Wally.”

“Yaas, wathah !” said Arthur Augus-
tus. “He saved my minah’s life, and
wisked his own—and only a weally
decent fellow would have done it!”

“Yes, rather |” ]

“Somebody said once, that the law was
an ass,” Manners remarked. ““That
somebody was right. The law is an
awful ass!”

“And old Talbot’s come back here!”
said Tom Merry, in wonder. Queer
that we haven’t heard anything from
him! He must know that he’s got some
pals here who'd stand by him if he
wanted help.”

“Only he was proud as Lucifer, and
he would take no help,” said Blake, with
a shake of the head. “Old Fox ean
think he’s come back for help, but I
know him better than that. That isn’t
what he’s come back for.”

“All the same, he’s probably stony,”
remarked Figgins.

“I know we’d all jolly well help him
if we could, Fox or no Fox !” said Tom
Merry indignantly. “As for giving in-
formation against him—rats !

“Yaas, wathah—wats !”

The celebration was over.

Mr. Fox had quite spoiled that happy
occasion. In the circumstances, the
juniors felt that they could mnot
celebrate.

The meeting broke up much earlier
than they had intended.

Tom Merry was wearing a very
thoughtful and worried look. His
friendship for Talbot of the Shell was
deep and sincere; he had never for-
gotten him.

When the Terrible Three remained
alone in the study, Manners and Low-
ther fixed an inquiring look on their
chum. They could guess what was
coming.

“Well,” said Tom Merry, “you know
what I’'m thinking of. If old Talbot’s
come back to this quarter we want to
see him.  He was our pal, and we
agreed that we’d always look on him
as a pal, in spite of—of everything, I
don’t want to make light of what he has
done; I know how rotten it all was,
But we ought to remember that he was
the 'son of a cracksman, brought up to
the bisney, and the first time he found
himself among decent people he chucked
up the whole game, and suffered for it.
After that it would be mean to be down
on him. T know he’s a decent chap, and

know he’s my friend. And if I can
help him I'm going to.”

“Hear, hear !” murmured the Co.

“If he’s back in this neighbourhood,
he very likely wants to sece us,” said
Tom. “Well, he can’t come to the
school without giving "himself away.
But we may meet him' outside some-
where, and if we do—"> ;

“We’ll give him a. tip about Fox!”

chuckled Lowther.
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“Exactly ! Now, who says a walk 7

““Walk I” said Manners and Lowther
together.

And the Terrible Three sauntered out
of the School House and crossed the
quad and walked out of the gates of
St. Jim’s, From which it might easily
have been guessed that Mr. Fox was
not likely to receive much assistance
from the chums of the Shell.

—

‘CHAPTER 3.
Levison Offers His Help !

EVISON tapped Mr. Fox’s arm
as the gentleman from Scotland
Yard came away from Tom
Merry’s study.
l.l\Ir. Fox paused and looked down at
11m.

The thin face and cunning, greenish
eyes of Levison did not make a particu-
larly good impression upon Mr. Fox.
But that experienced gentleman was
ready to make use of any material that
came to hand. g

*“You wish to speak to me ?”’ he asked.
. “Yes, Mr. Fox,” said Levison. Sten
in here, will you? I don’t want the
fellows to see. " They would be down on
me at once.”

Mzr. Fox obligingly followed the cad
of the Fourth into an empty Form-
room,

“I heard all you had to say in Tom
Merry’s study,” Levison explained.

. “And you can give me some informa-
tion ?” the detective asked eagerly.
“You have seen something of the Toff—
I mean Talbot 7

“No, I haven’t so far. I thought he
was abroad,” said Levison, ““Is it quite
certain that he -has been seen in this
neighbourhood ?”

“Quite 1 -

“Then I think I may have some in-
formation to give you later. You see,
he can only have come back here to
have something to say to Tom Merry
and his friends. They were always very
thick, and finding out that Talbot was a
thief hasn’t made any difference to
them,” said Levison, with a bitter sneer.
“They’re not particular. I suspected
him all along, from the very beginning.
Long before it all came out I guessed
that he was a shady character, and
denounced him, and a{l the fellows sent
me to Coventry for my pains.”

Mr. Fox looked curiously at the cad
of the Fourth.

“You did not like Talbot 7 he asked.

“I hated him.” )

“Because he was a bad character

“Ye-es,” muttered Levison. As a
matter of fact, Levison had disliked
Talbot for his good qualities, not for
his bad ones, but he did not feel
inclined to confide that to Mr. Fox. But
the Scotland Yard detective was accus-
tomed to reading character, and in a
couple of minutes he understood Levison
very clearly.

F“And you suspected him 7” asked Mr.
ox.

“Yes, and denounced him, as I said;
but he was awfully deep; he knew how
to make himself popular. Even after it
all came out, and they had to admit that
I was right about him, they were more
down ‘on me than ever,” said Levison.
“It made them ratty to find that I was
in_the right, after all.”

Mr. Fox smiled. :

“But I hayen’t forgotten him,” said
Levison, gritting his teeth, If I get a
chance I'll make him pay for it. Now
he’s come back here, if he has come
back, he’s sure to get into communica-
tion with Tom Merry and the rest. And
you can reply upon it that they won’t

say a word to you about it.”

T Ny
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“It is their duty to help me,” said
Mr. Fox.

Levison sneered.

“Very likely; but that won’t make
any difference to them, you'll see. If
they came across him they’ll help him,
and keep it dark.”

The detective frowned.

“That would be a very serious step
for them to take,” he said. “It would
be against the law.” .

Levison snapped his fingers.

“That’s all they care about that,” he
said. “Look here, Mr. Fox, I'm quite
willing to help you if I can. I know
my-—my duty.”

“Exactly! It is everyone’s duty to
help in the execution of ‘the law,” said
Mr, Fox—not very warmly, however,
“If you can give me any information at
any time I shall be much obliged. What
1s your name?”

“Levison; I'm in the Fourth Form
here. If I find out anything else, whero
can I See you or write to you?” asked
the cad of the Fourth,

“I shall be staying for a few days in
Rylcombe, at the Rylcombe Arms.”

“Good! I'll keep my eyes open.”

Mr. Fox hesitated for a moment.
Levison was willing to help him, and
Tom Merry was unwilling, yet he could
not help liking Tom Merry and feeling
a vague dislike and - distrust towards
Levison. But he stified his natural
antipathy towards the cad of the Fourth
.and nodded. He reflected that detec-
tives of the Criminal - Investigation
Department could not afford to be too
particular as to the kind of tools they
used.

If Talbot did communicate with Tom
Merry & Co., as was very probable, a
spy in the school itself ‘would be the
surest means of making a discovery.
And here was a spy, apparently
designed by Nature for such business,
offering his services for nothing. Mr,
Fox felt that he could not afford to
throw away such a chance.

“Very well,” he said.
glad to hear from
thing to tell me.”

“Only, don’t let the fellows know,”
said Levison uneasily. “They'd be down
on me like a ton of bricks if they knew.”

“ I understand,” said Mr. Fox dryly.

And he left the Form-room. 5

Levison grinned, with a catlike gleam
in his eyes. It seemed that at last his
chanco had come for repaying, with
interest, all the slights and humiliations
he had suffered with regard to Talbot.
As for the contempt he had not failed
to read in Mr. ¥ox's eyes, that did not
worry him at all, so long as he served
his end.

" Levison was not unused to confempt.

Mr. Fox made his way to the Head's
house, and sent in his card, and was
admitted to the presence of Dr. Holmes.
The Head of St. Jim’s received him
with his usual courtesy. He had met
Mr. Fox. before, in connection with the
arrest and trial of the burglars who had
broken info the school on the night
Talbot had gone. The good old Head
looked very grave, however, when the
gentleman from Scotland Yard stated
his business.

“You—you are looking
happy boy, Mr. Fox?”

“I have orders
custody, sir ”

“But—but I should have thought the
authorities might have allowed this
matter to pass into oblivion,” said the
Head. “That boy, Mr. Fox, had really
a noble nature, in spite of the unhappy
results of his carly training. He was
brought up among infamous associates,
but at the first oppoitunity he turned

d. “I shall be
you if you have any-

for that un-

he asked.
him

to take into

.of Spanish

f
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Detective Fox know ! 7’

from wrong {o right. It was because of
his stubborn honesiy that  his old
associates betrayed him. You are aware
of that.”

“All that will count in his favour,
sir,” said Mr. Fox. “But he must
take his trial. 1 am certain that he will
be dealt with mercifully.”

Dr. Holmes nodded.

“But he is living an honest' life now,
Mr. Fox.”

“You are sure?”

“Perfectly.”

* “Then you are in
with him, sir?”

The kind old genileman did not see
the trap. But he shook his head.

“No; but I am convinced of it,” he
said. “I do not conceal from you, Mr.
Fox, that I helped him io leave the
country.”

Mr. Fox smiled grimly.

“I will take that as a confidence, sir,”
he said. “1 recommend you nof to
make that statement in public. You
were -taking the law into your own
hands. However, no harm ‘is done if
the boy is now arrested. You can tell
me where he is?”

“I cannot. I had one letter from him
after his arrival in Spain.”

“In Spain?” repeated Mr. Fox.

“Yes; he went there immediately.
It was rather a dangerous country to go
to, with war raging out there, but no
doubt he thought it the safest place.
I have not heavrd from him since. He
told me he had obtained work there in
a’ commercial house. His knowledge
ish was” very good. But he
would not tell me his address, in case I
should be asked guestions about him. I
suppose’ the poor lad foresaw some-
thing like this,” the Head added, with
a sigh.

“But he is not iu Spain now,” re-

communication

‘“ You’re hiding a criminal in the footer team,’’ said Levison.

¢ But I'll soon let
He strode towards the door of the dressing-room, but
he found Qlyn, Dane and Digby barring his exit !

marked Mr. Fox. “As a matter of fact,
sir, it 1s known that he is in England;
he has been scen in this neighbour-
hood. You were not aware of it?”

The Head started. -

“No, I was quite unaware of it, Mr.
Fox,” he said.

“Then you cannot
he ist?”

“Certainly not.”

“1t is very important that he should
be found as soon as possible,” said Mr.
Fox. “I am assured that he will be
dealt with leniently, in consideration of
the fact that he prevented a robbery at
this school.  But he must, of course,
stand his trial in the usual way, and it
is my duty to take him into custody.
I am sorry that you cannot give me any
hint as to where to look for him.”

Dr. Holmes looked deeply distressed.
He had a very affectionate remecm-
brance of Talbot. .

“1 cannot say I am sorry, Mr. Fox.’
said the Head frankly. I sincerely
trust that the unfortunate boy will not
be found. You will excuse my saying
so. I am sorry—deeply sorry—that he
has ventured back into danger. I know
you are only doing your duty, Mr. ¥ox,
but—but my sympathies are all with
that unfortunate boy, and I make no
secret of it.”

Mzr. Fox smiled slightly as he rose to
his feet. He was cvidently a good-
natured man, though hard as iron in
the pursuit of his professional duty.

“1 quite understand your feelings in
the matter, sir,” he said. “However,
I have my duty to do, and I trust I shall
be able to take the son of Captain Crow
back to London with me a prisoner.
Good-afternoon 1” :

And Mr. Fox took his leave, leaving
the Iead of St. Jim’s in a decidedly
worried frame of mind.
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“The unhappy boy !” murmured the
Head, when Mr. Fox was gone. “The
unfortunate, reckless lad! Why has
he come back? I—I suppose it would
be wrong, from the point of view of the
law, yet if I saw him, I—I really think
that I should feel bound to aid him.
Whatever he has been in the past, I am
convinced that a more honest and
upright lad does not exist, and I cannot
forget that he saved me from heavy
loss.” s

And it was some time before the
Head could settle down quietly again
even to the entrancing study of
Aschylus.

CHAPTER 4.
Chums Yet !

6 ALBOT 1”?
Tom Merry
name softly.

And Lowther and Manners
repeated it in a whisper.
.~ It was Talbot!

The Terrible Three had hoped to see
something of their old pal when they
left the school—they had hoped it, but
they had not expected it. And here he
was, in full view, ten minutes after they
had sauntered out of the gates of St.
Jim's

Talbot did not see them.

"The well-built, handsome lad looked
-his old self. There were some lines on
his boyish face that told of trouble,
that was all. In his early days no one
could have been more careless and
happy than the Toff, but he had
evidently found the path of honesty a
thorny one.

For with honesty came hard work

uttered the

“and wart, for the lad who had to begin

at the bittom of the ladder and fight
his way upwards.

The schoolboy cracksman who could
make a fortune in a single night by the
cracking of a safe had left St. Jim’s
almost penmniless, - grimly refusing to
keep a single shilling - that was not
honestly and justly his own. - He had
youth, strength, health, and determina-
tion, and he was determined to take his
chance. He was clever, too, and his
education was good. There was a place
in the world, surely, for such a lad.

But he had found the battle hard.
No more luxuries, no more idleness, no
more extravagance for the Toff. Hard
work and a clear conscience, instead.
And he knew that the change was for
1he better.

He stood on the hillside, looking down
at the old school.

The three chums of the Shell caught
sight of him there as they came along
the lane. |

But Talbot’s eyes were not turned
upen them; he was looking towards St.
Jim’s, the grey old building glowing in
the sunset. On the playing fields the
first eleven could be seen engaged in a
footer match with the team from
Abbotsford. In the quiet of the country-
side the shouts from the football ground
came faintly over the hills,

“Goal! Goal!”

“Well done, Kildare !”

“Bravo !”

There was a strange emotion in
Talbot’s handsome face as he looked
upon the old school, which had been the
only home he had ever known. Tom
Merry, as he looked at him from the
lane, thought he could understand the
emotions that were struggling in the

T T T TR AR AT R U THIS

The schoolboy who
is worth a quarter
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That’s the Hon.
Douglas Singleton,
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proceeds to waste
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1
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breast of the strange and wayward
youth.
“Poor old Talbot!” he muttered.

“What a rotten shame that he can’t
come back to St. Jim’s |”

“Rotten I”” muttered Lowther. “Let’s
speak to him, anyway ” .

“Talbot I’ called out Tom Merry.

Talbot started

He looked down the hillside and
caught sight of the Terrible Three. His
handsome face flushed crimson for a
moment, and then the colour fled, leav-
ing him deadly pale. He made a move-
ment as if to retreat as the Terrible
Three came quickly towards him.

“Talbot, old man, hold on!”

Talbot hesitated.

Tom Merry reached him first and
held out his hand. Talbot gave him a
strange look.

“'I“,?m Merry, I did not expect to see
you !

“Give us your fist, old chap 1”

“My fist! You know what I am—
“Yes, I know what you are—one of
the best and straightest fellows breath-
ing !” exclaimed Tom: Merry. “I know
that! Give us your fist |”

Talbot shook hands with him.

“You are jolly good to me,” he mut-
tered. “Now—now that you know my
history, I wonder that I’ve got the
cheek to look you in the face.”

“Oh, rot!” said Tom cheerily. “We
understand.” 3

“You bet !”” said Lowther, as he and
then Manners shook hands with the out-
cast. “Keep your pecker up, Talbot,
old man 1 ,

Talbot caught his breath, almost with
a sob. . :

“You speak like that to me, when—
when you know——" he murmured.

“Of course we do!” said Tom. “We
know you never had a chance at the
start, and we know that as soon as you
had a chance you jumped at it. That’s
all we want to know. Now, what have
you been doing with yourself all this
time? Sit down here and have a whack
in this toffee and tell us all about it.”

Talbot smiled, his face brightening
curiously under the influence of the
hearty cordiality of the chums of St.
Jim’s. He accepted the chunk of toffee;
he was once more a frank and cheery
schoolboy, if only for a moment. The
lines of care seemed to have faded from
his handsome face.

“Where have you been?” asked
Manners. “We heard that you had
gone abroad. You might have dropped
us a line, you bounder !”

“Better not!” said Talbot. * Better
for you to have forgotten all about me.
I’'m not the kind of fellow for a chap
like you to remember.”

“Are you looking for a thick ear?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“No, thanks!” said Talbot, laughing.

“Then don’t talk any more rot like
that. Now, tell us what you've been
doing.”’

“1 cleared out of England,” said
Talbot slowly. “The Head helped me,
like the brick he is. He believed in
ne. I—I couldn’t take any of the
money, you understand. I had plenty
of money, but—but it wasn’t mine. I
handed 1t all over, and I was stony. I
let the Head give me twenty quid for
a start. I got the express that night to
Newhaven and crossed to France. I
thought I wouldn’t be safe in France, so
I made my way through France and
got across the bordér into Spain. I
would be safe from the police there,
with the war going on.~ T had some
luck ‘after that. You know I’'m pretty
good at Spanish and French, and I got
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a job in a merchant’s oflice in Bate
celona. Next to nothing in the way of
pay, but 1t was a beginning, and I could
just live on it. I wanted to be in
England, but tha: was impossible, of
course, o I made up my mind to stick
it out in Barcelona. I should be there

£

still, only

“The war?” said Manners.

“Yes. I had to clear out when the
trouble in Spain became too dangerous.
I could have got a job.” Talbot’s lip
curled for a moment. “I had an offer;
all right so far as money went, but it
wasn’t the kind of job I could accept.”
He laughed a little harshly. *The Toff
was beginning to get particular, you
know, though even in my worst days I
don’t think I'd have taken on what
Gonzales offered me. You see, as I am
Fnglish, I could have been useful to
them. Gonzales had wormed out that
I had been in trouble in England, and
he thought T was the kind of fellow he
was looking for.”

“What did he want you for?” asked
Tom curiously.

“Spy work,” said Talbot. “I refused.
I wouldn’t become involved in that ter-
rible conflict, especially doing such
underhanded work Gonzales cut up
rusty when I refused.”

“What did you do?” asked Lowther.

“I punched his head,” said Talbot.
“I had to make my meaning clear.”

“Ha, ha, bha{’

“Then 1 cleared off. 1 got home
somehow.” Talbot shivered a little.
“I won’t tell you what I've seen in that
country ; it’s enough to keep you awake
at nights. I got back to England, and
I've been back a good time now. I—I
ought to have stayed in London, I sup-
vose, but I couldn’t resist coming to
have a look at the old place. You
fellows don’t understand all that St.
Jim’s means to me. I had to come and
see the place again 1 tramped it—and
here I am.”

The juniors looked
friendly commiseration.
manner,
knew so well; but he did not look
much like the Talbot who had been one
of the best-dressed fellows at St. Jim’s.

at _him with
In face, in

His clothes were shabby and worn, his

boots ragged and dusty. It was very
easy to see that he had been through
many hardships and privations.

“And now——" said Tom,
pause.

“Now I've got work with a farmer
near Wayland for a few days,” said
Talbot quietly. “Hard work; but, as
I said, I'm not afraid of that. I say,
T'm jolly glad I've seen you fellows. It
bucks me up.”

“I wish you could come back to St.
Jim’s,” said Tom wistfully.

Talbot compressed his lips.

“I wish I could,” he said. “But
vou forget, I'm wanted by the police.
But if I could come, T shouldn’t have
the cheek. And the fellows—what
would they think of the Toff as a school-
mate, now they know?”

“T know we'd all welcome you.”

“You're bricks, all of you,” said
Talbot. “1f I'd had better chances
when I was a kid, I should deserve this
more -now. But the past can’t be
helped. The only thing is to keep
straight in the future, and I'm keeping
straight now—straight as a die. You
believe that?”

“Of course we do!” said Tom
warmly. “We know it. Talbot, old
man, you're in danger down here.”

“Danger ?” said Talbot.

“Have you ever heard of a chap
named Fox, of Scotland Yard?”

“QOune of the keenest detectives in the

after a

he was the old Talbot they -
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C.I.D.,” said Talbot. “He was after
Captain Crow—my father—for years,
béfore the end came. Not a bad man;
but I shouldn’t like to meet him now.”

“He's down here,” said Tom.

Talbot started.

“Looking for me?”

““Yes. You've been seen, and it’s been
reported. He's come down to the
school to inquire after you. He's in
the ‘school now.”

“Then I'd better clear,” said Talbot,
with a sigh. “It’s a bit hard when a
fellow can't be left alone when he's
proved that he means to run straight;
but it’s not easy to shake off the past.
I've got to pay for that now—pay for it
with interest. Fox is only doing his
cduty. But he won’t nail me, if I can
help it. I—— What’s the matter?”

Monty Lowther uttered a sudden,
startled exclamation.

“Here he is!” .

Talbot set his teeth, as he started and
glanced round. ‘ r

In the lane, coming from the direc-
tion of St. Jim’s, was a figure in a
grey coat and a bowler-hat. It was
Mr. Fox. He caught sight of the group
of . juniors on the hillside at the same
moment. A gleam came into his stecly
eyes, and he broke into a run towards
them. "

CHAPTER 5.
- To Save a Pal!

desperately.

The detective was almost

upon them; the handcuffs were

already clinking in his hands. . There

was

He had found his quarry, and Talbot
was his prisoner.

The unhappy lad had reached the
end of his tether at last.

Talbot did not attempt to run,
Behind him was the steep hillside,
before him was the active, muscular
detective. © He had no chance. His
face paled a little, but there' was no
sign of fear in it. A bitter smile was
on his iips,  that was all. His fate was
upon him, and he was prepared to face
1t.

“Talbot,” Tom Merry almost choked
—“Talbot, old man, run for it!”

“Run !” panted Manners.

“ Useless,” said Talbot quietly.

‘T(m MERRY clenched his hands

“I've

no mistaking his determination. -
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got to go through with it. Here youn
are, Fox. You have me at last!”

“I'm sorry,” said Mr. Fox quietly.
“I've got my duty to do. It won't be
s0 hard on you, Toff—mot so hard as
it would have been, I mean. You will
get off lightly, considering what yon
have done. But I have orders to arrest
vou, and that’s what I'm going to do!”

“You're not!” shouted Tom Merry,
his eyes blazing. “Talbot, you ass, cut
off, I tell you! We'll help you!”

Mr. Fox frowned grimly.

“If you interfere, Master Merry, you
will be breaking the law, and you will
be taken into custody, too,” he said.
“Come on, Toff! If—"

He strode towards Talbot.

Monty Lowther’s foot came sud-
denly in the way, and the detective
stumbled and fell on his knees, with a
sharp exclamation. Tom Merry caught
Talbot by the shoulder and dragged
him away.

“Run for it!” he panted. “Are you
mad? Cut, you duffer—cut!”

“But you—"

“Never mind us—cut |”

“J.won’t get you into trouble !”

“Hands off I” roared Mr. Fox. He
struggled to his feet, but Manners and
Lowther grasped him and bore him to
earth again. “You young rascals!
Hands off 1”

“Cut, Talbot!”
Lowther. “Take your
idiot !

Tom Merry excitedly thrust Talbot

yelled Monty
chance, .you

away. The outcast did not hesitate
longer. The chums of St. Jim’s had
crossed the Rubicon now. They had

laid hands on Mr. Fox, and they had
to face the consequences. But liberty
was dear. It was all that the unhappy
lad had left.

“I'll go!” he muttered huskily. “I
shall never be able to thank you enough
for this, Tom Merry !”

With the speed of a
dashed down the hillside.

Mr. Fox uttered a yell of rage as he
saw him go, and made a desperate
effort to throw off Manners and
Lowther. The detective was muscular,
and he nearly succeeded. But Tom
Merry threw himself upon him, and the
man from Scotland Yard was crushed
to earth again.

With the three juniors sprawling over
him and eclinging to him, Mr. Fox was
helpless.

He struggled nnder the weight of the
Terrible Three, while Talbot dashed
away and .disappeared into the wood.

Not until Talbot was out of sight, and
there was no chance of the detective
running him down again, did the Shell
fellows release Mr. Fox.

Then . their grasp relaxed and they
rose.

Mr. Fox sat on the ground, utterly
out of breath, panting wildly, his face’
red with rage. 5

The Terrible Three were breathing
hard. Their faces were grave enough.
Talbot was gone. They had saved him.
But at what a price! What had they
done? He was their old pal, and they
had chipped in to save him. But that
was not how the law would look at if.
They had forcibly prevented a detective
from arresting. a law breaker for whose
arrvest a’ warrant had been issued; and
the thought of what they had done and
the probable consequences made them
feel almost giddy.® Yet they were not
sorry 1 :

Mr. Fox staggered to his feet. He
stared round fuviously for Talbot. :

But the .deep, dark woods had long
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swallowed the fleeing Toff. Then he
fixed his eyes upon the chums of St
Jim’s.

“You know what you've done?”’ said
Mr. Fox, breathing hard. “You know
that you’ll have to pay for it?”

“We know,” said Tom Merry quietly.

The thought of the scandal, the dis-
zrace, made him feel almost sick.

Manners set his teeth hard. Lowther
turned a little pale. They had acted
upon the impulse of the moment to save
their old pal. But what was to happen
now ? What would their people say?

Mr. Fox regarded them keenly, the
anger dying out of his face.

“What did you do it for?” he asked
grufly.

“To save him,” said Tom.

“To save a criminal—a cracksman?”’

“He isn’t that now. When he was ab
St. Jim’s he was our pal. He risked
his life to save a chum of ours. We—we
couldn’t leave him in the lurch.” Tom
Merry’s voice faltered. We know we’ve
broken the law, Mr. Fox. You can do as
you like. We shan’t resist.”

“You told me you knew nothing of
him only an hour ago.”

“We didn’t then. We came out hoping
to meet him, after what you told us,
and—and we met him here. He had
come back to have a look at the old
school. That’s all. Now, if you want
to take us, we’ll go!t” .

“You know what it means??

“I—I suppose s0.”

“We’ve broken the law, and we’ve got
to pay for it,” said Manners nervously.
“T suppose it’s only right in a way.
But if you knew what a splendid chap
Talbot is you’d understand. But you’ve
got your duty to do, I suppose, and you
must do it.”’

Mr. Fox picked up the handcuffs,
which had fallen into the grass in the
struggle. Tom Merry’s face went red
and white.

“Not that,” he muttered thickly. “We
—we’ll come quietly, Mr. Fox. You
needn’t rub it 1 like that.”

“I didn’t mean to,” said Mr. Fox. He
slipped the handcuffs into his pocket.
“You are three young rascals I’ he went
on deliberately. Tﬁree young fools, I
should say, rather. You deserve to be
» Mr. Fox
“Perhaps I can understand
Good-

paused.
things better than you think.
afternoon

He brushed his bowler hat, set it on
his head again, and turned away.

The Terrible Three could scarcely be-
lieve their ears.

“Mr. Fox!” burst out Tom Merry.
“You—you don’t mean—"

“You—you're going to look over it,”
stammered Lowther.

The detective smiled.

“You young asses,” he said. “I’'ll
leave it to your own conscience. I shall
get my prisoner, anyway, sooner or
don’t do anything of the
sort. again. I shan’t be so patient next
time.”

“I—T say, you're a brick,” stammered
Tom Merry. “I—I hope we didn’t hurt
you, Mr. Fox.”

“You did hurt me, as a matter of
fact,” grunted Mr. Fox. “But it’s all
in the day’s work. Be more careful
next time, that’s all. Good-afterncon!”

And the detective walked away. He
was smiling.

The Terrible Three looked at one
another in silence. For the moment their
relief was too deep for words

“Well,” said Tom Merry at last, with
a deep breath, “we’re well out of that
serape, you chaps. I think it’s about the
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worst we’ve ever heen in. And—and
that detective chap is a ripping good®
fellow 1”

“One of the best!” said Lowther. “I
was feeling pretty sick, I can tell you.
Let’s walk back to St Jim’s. An ex-
perience like that leaves rather an un-
pleasant taste in the mouth.”

The Terrible Three walked back to
the school in silence.
Talbot, and they were glad of that.
But—but for Mr. Fox’s generosity,
matters might have gone very badly
with them in consequence. And their
feelings were very kindly now towards
the detective from Scotland Yard.

CHAPTER 6.
The Letter From Talbot !

‘s ETTER for you, Tom!”

I Monty Lowther came jnto
the study with a letter in his
hand.

It was a couple of days after the meet-
ing with Talbot, and the St. Jim’s
fellows had heard nothing of him since,
and nothing of Mr. Fox. But in this
case no news was good news, for if
Talbot had been caught they would
certainly have heard of it.

Lowther closed the study door, and
tossed the letter on the table.

“I brought it up as soon as I spotted
it in the rack,’” he explained.  Levison
was nosing over the letters, and he had
his eye on it.” .

“No harm in Levison seeing Tom’s
letter, is there?” asked Manners.

“That depends. I think I know the
fist,” said Lowther.
~Tom Merry took up the letter quickly.
It was addressed to him, in a hand-
writing he did not remember to have
seen before. But as he scanned it, it
occurred to him that the hand was dis-
guised, and that there was something
familiar about it after all.

“Talbot |” he murmured.

“So I suspected,” said Lowther.
“And the less Levison knows about it
the better. You remember he was
always up against old Talbot, and he
would do him harm now if he had half
a chance. Let’s see what he says—if
it’s from Talbot.”

Tom Merry opened the letter. It was
from Talbot. Inside, the writing was
not disguised. It was only in the name
and address on the envelope that Talbot
had taken the trouble, in order not to
draw attention to the fact that Tom
Merry was receiving a letter from a
fellow who was “wanted” by the
police.

“Tt’s from Talbot,” said Tom quietly.
And the three juniors read it togefher.

“Pear Tom,—I want to thank you
and the other chaps for the way you
helped me the other day. I got clear
away, thanks to you. I hope you did
not have to suffer for it. I am very
anxious about that. What you did was
a jolly serious thing. If you are in
trouble over it I shall give myself up
to Mr. Fox, and get you clear that
way. I can’t let you suffer for my sake.
You have done quite enough for me.

“I am in Abbotsford now. I have a
job here. I think I am safe enough,
but ¥ must know whether you are in
trouble on my account. Will you write
to me—George Brown, at Slingsbhy's
Farm, Abbotsford ?—Always yours,

LSS, CTALBOTR

“Just like him!” said Tom Merry.
“He was always a decent chap, and
now he’s thinking about us-instead of
about himself. If he’s staying at

They had saved
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Abhotsford, we may be able to see him
again, though I wish he were in a
safer place. I believe the detective is
still hanging about looking for him
here. Still, it’s a good distance to
Abbotsford.”

“We shall be over there on Satur-
day afternoon for the footer match,”
Manners remarked. 5

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yes; and we might see him then,
perhaps. I want to see him again.
Anyway, I'll write to him_ at once and
tell him it’s all serene with us, and
relieve his mind. He’s got a job on a
farm under the name of George Brown,
it seems. I—"

Tom Merry broke off abruptly as the
study door opened. Levison looked in.
. Tom hastily crumpled Talbot’s letter
in his hand, and turned a flushed face
towards the cad of the Fourth.

“What do you want?” he said
angrily. “Why don’t you knock before
you come in, Levison?”

Levison’s eyes lingered wupon the
crumpled letter in the Shell fellow’s
hand.

“Sorry!” he remarked. “I jusi
looked in to speak to you fellows——

“Well, what is it?” growled Tom
Merry.

He put his hand in his pocket with
the letter in it. Levison smiled
slightly.

“It’s about the Abbotsford match
to-morrow,” he vemarked. “I was
wondering whether youw’d care to play
me in the team.”

“No, I wouldn’t!”

Levison laughed.

“Sure? You want a good half-back,
you know, and I—*

“I won’t beat about the bush with
you,” said Tom Merry abruptly. “You
didn’t come in here to ask me about
the footer team. You know jolly well
that I wouldn’t play you at any price.
You came in here to spy.”

“On what?” asked Levison, with a
smile.

Tom Merry did not answer that
question. It oceurred to him that he
was, in fact, giving the matter away to
Levison. Levison had noted the
similarity to Talbot’s hand in the
address on the letter, and he had come
there to make sure. And Tom Merry’s
angry words furnished him with ‘proof,
for if there had been nothing to
conceal, Tom would not have suspected
the Fourth Former of prying.

The Shell fellow bit his lip angrily.
It was not the first time that he had
realised that he was no match for
Levison in a contest of cunning.

He pointed to the door.

“Get out!” he said abruptly.

Levison shrugged his shoulders and
quitted the study. He had discovered
what he had come there to ascertain.
There was no doubt left in his mind
that the letter he had seen crumpled in
Tom Merryls hand was from Talbot.

Lowther slammed the door after the
cad of the Fourth.

“Hang his prying he growled.
“Better destroy that letter, Tommy.
The cad will get his eyes on it sconer
or later.”

“Right-ho! T11 answer it and then
burn 1t,” said Tom. And he sat down
at _once to reply to the letier.

It did not take long.

“Dear Talbot,—We are all- right.
Mr. Fox acted like a brick. No need
to worry about us. We're playing
Abbotsford to-morrow afternoon, and
the public are admitted to the ground.
If you can come along we might see
you, if you think it safe.”

122
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And the Terrible Three all signed the
letter.

Tom Merry promptly burnt Talbot’s
letter, thus satisfying himself that it
was safe from Levison’s prying eyes.
Then he walked down to the school
letter-box with his reply to it, and
slipped it into the box. He passed
Levison in the quadrangle, and the
ceves of the Fourth Former followed
Lim curiously. Tom Merry took no
notice of him. He returned to the
School House. :

“That's done!” he announced, as he
came back into the study. “The collec-
tion goes at six, and Talbot may get the
letter to-night—anyway, first thing in
the morning. Then he will know that
it's all right. Now for tea !”

And the chums of the Shell sat down
to tea, discussing the forthcoming
wmnatch with Abbotsford over that cheery
meal, not troubling to give a thought
to Levison.

They little guessed how Levison was
occupied at that moment.

CHAPTER 7.
Levison’s Trick !

LAGG, the postman, came along
from the direction of Rylcombe.
Outside the walls of St. Jim’s
a junior was lounging idly. It

was Levison. ;

He was leaning against the school
wall close by the letter-box. He smiled
to himself in his catlike way as he dis-
cerned the postman coming up the
lane. Mellish of the Fourth came out
of the school gates and locked round.

“Oh, here you are!” he exclaimed.

Levison nodded.

“Aren’t you coming in to tea
asked Mellish, looking at his studymate
in surprise.

“Presently.”

“What are you hanging about here
for 7 asked Mellish.

“I want to see the postman.”

“It isn’t a delivery now; it’s a collec-
tion,” said Mellish, puzzled.

“1 know that.”

“Then what the dickens——"

“Shurrup! Here comes Blagg !”

Blagg, the postman, touched his cap
as he came up to the letter-box. The
box was placed in the thickness of the
school wall. There was a slit for insert-
ing letters on the inside of the wall as
well as the outside. The one inside was
to save juniors going out after lock-
ing-up. Blagg stopped before the letter-
box to make his collection.

“Good-evening, Blagg ! said Levison
aﬁ‘ably. “I've been waiting for you.
There s.a letter in the box I want to
see

Blagg shook his head stolidly.
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_put in the box, Master Levison

“Can’t touch any letters wot "}}s once
“Oh, yes, I know! But I’ve forgotten
whether I put a stamp on my letter,”
Levison explained. “That’s all I want
to know. I want to look over the letters
and see if they're all stamped. No harm
in that, Blagg.”
“Not at all, Master Levison.”
“Thanks ! T’ll wait while you do it.”
Mellish looked at his chum in sur-
prise. He knew Levison better than
Blagg did, and he was quite certain that
his studymate was not speaking the
truth. But why Levison should wish to
look over the letters in the box was a
mystery to Mellish. Blagg was an un-
suspicious old fellow, but he knew his
duty, and he certainly. would not have
allowed Levison or anybody else to
meddle with the letters once posted.

Blagg opened the box and collected
the letters. He did not see any reason
why he should not oblige Levison by
looking over them to see whether they
were all stamped.

Levison made no attempt to touch
the letters. He simply looked over the
postman’s shoulder while he examined
them. A sudden gleam came into his
eyes.

What he was looking for was not an
unstamped letter, as a matter of fact,
but a letter addressed in Tom Merry's
handwriting.

And he had spotted it.

Blagg turned over among the rest an
envelope with Tom Merry’s well-known
writing on it, which Levison, of course,
recognised at once. The address upon it
was: “George Brown, Slingsby’s Farm,
near Abbotsford.”

That was enough for Levison.

That Tom Merry was not acquainted
with anybody named George Brown at
Slingsby’s Farm, near Abbotsford, he
was quite assured.

Tom Merry had posted only one letter
—there was only one dddressed in his
hand. . This, then, was the letter he had
posted immediately after receiving the
letter which Levison suspected had come
from Talbot.

The inference was clear.

Tom Merry was writing to Talbot
under the name of George Brown at
Slingsby’s Farm.

“Don’t seem to be no letters ’ere
E{thout a stamp, Master Levison,” said

agg.

“All serene!” s=aid Levison, with a
nod. “I suppose I stamped it all right,
after all. Much obliged, Blagg !”

“Don’t mention it, Master Levison !”

And Blagg went his way.

Levison grinned.

“What the dickens are you up to?”
atked the mystified Mellish. “You jolly
well knew you hadn’t put a letter in
there without a stamp on, you ass !”

“Quite so!”
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“Then what did you want to see the
letters for ¢”

“I wanted to see what name and
address Tom Merry was writing to,”
grinned Levison; “and I've seen it now.
You know that Talbot is hiding himself
somewhere in this neighbourhood ?”

“I know that detective chap said so0,”
replied Mellish.

“Fox is staying in Rylcombe to look
for him,” said Levison.

“How do you know ”

“He told me. I'm going to help him.
It’s a chap’s duty to help the police
to arrest a notorious criminal!” said
Levison virtuously.

““Oh, cheese it I’ said Mellish. “Don’t
give me that kind of thing! I know
you've got your knife into Talbot, and
you'd better not let the other fellows
know you're trying to harm him. It
won’t be nice for you if you do.”

“I don’t intend to let them know,”
said Levison coolly. “I knew that
Talbot "would write to Tom Merry
sooner or later, and I've been keeping
my eyes on the letters. I spotted a
letter this affernoon—in a disguised
fist, I know; but I thought I knew it,
all the same. I meant to know where
Tom Merry’s answer was addressed to,
and now I know.”

“Talbot?” asked Mellish, with a
whistle. ;

“George Brown, at Slingsby’s Farm,
near Abbotsford,” said Levison.

“Then you're on the wrong track,
after all.”

“Fathead !” said Levison. “You
don’t think Talbot would be 'living

there under his own name, do you?”

[ 01.1 !)J .

“Of course, he’s taken another name.
Easy enough for him to do so: he’s
used to it. I don’t suppose Talbot is
his real name, for that matter. Pro-
bably he doesn’t know what his real
name is, if he’s got one !” said Levison,
with a sneer. “ Anyway, I'm sure that
he’s staying at Slingsby’s Farm now,
under the name of George Brown.”

“My hat!” said Mellish. “If that
man Fox knew——"

“He's going to know! I'm
down to Rylcombe now !”

Mellish looked a bit uneasy.

“I say, it’s a bit rough on the poor
brute to set the police after him like
that !” he muttered. “And when the
fellows find out about it—"

“I've got my duty to do!”
Levison loftily. ¢ Coming with me?”

“No fear!” said Mellish promptly.
“I'm not going to be mixed up in it!”

“Go and eat coke, then!” growled
Levison.

He turned in the direction of the
village, and Mellish promptly went in
at the school gates again. Levison
grinned as he went down the road. He

(Continued on next page)
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was sure of his ground now, and he
felt that he held the fate of his old
enemy in the hollow of his hand. And
he would have no mercy. Before a
couple of hours had passed, Talbot,
once of St. Jim’s, would be the detec-
tive’s prisoner, with -handeuffs on his
wrists!  And Levison grinned with
delight at the anticipation.

But Levison’s little scheme was not
destined to be carried out quite so
casily. He had not coyered a dozen
yards from the gates when a sharp
voice called to him. .

Kiidare of the Sixth, the captain of
St. Jim’s, was coming up the road from
Rylcombe.

“Levison !”

The Fourth Former stopped.

“Yes, Kildare?”

“Where are you going?” asked the
Sixth Former, frowning. “It’s just
on locking-up. Have you a pass out of
gates?”

“N-no I

“Then get inside—and sharp!”

“I—1 say, Kildare, 1—I want par-
ticularly to go down to Rylcombe,”
stammered Levison. dismayed by this
unexpected check. **You can give me a
pass. Will you?”

Kildare eyed him grimly. He had a
very unfavourable opinion of the cad
of the Fourth. A

“And what do you Ryl-
combe?” he demanded.

“I—I want to go to the outfitter's.”

“Indeed! What are you going to
get at the outfitter’s?”

“My—my new footer boots.”

“Your new footer boots can wait till
to-morrow,” said Kildare dryly. *‘No
need for a special pass out to fetch a
pair of footer boots. Get in!”

Levison gritted his teeth. He had so
extensive a reputation for untruthful-
ness, that it was natural that the pre-
fect should not take his word. Indeed,
it was a lame enough excuse, for Levi-
son was known not fo he a footballer.
But it was useless to argue with
Kildare, and Levison went back
sullenly into the school.

A few minutes later, Taggles locked
the gates. - .

Levison went savagely‘into the School
House. He was baffied for the time.
It was too late to send Mr. Fox a letter
to reach him even on . the following
morning, as the last collection had been
made at the school Iletter-box. But
unless. Levison took the risk of bhreak-
ing bounds” after dark to wvisit Mr.
Fox, there was no other way of convey-
ing his valuable information to him.

Mellish looked at his chum as the
latter came sullenly into the study, and
grinned. .

“You haven't gone, after all?”’

“That rotter Kildare sent me back.”

“Never ° mind—leave the thing
alone,” said Mellish. “Very likely
you're after a mare's-nest all the time,
you know.” y

Levison grunted and sat down at the
table to write, a

“After all, he’'ll get this by midday
to-morrow,”” he said. ‘“The rotter will
still be at Slingsby’s Tarm, and the

want in

detective will catch him there. * It’s the
best I can do.”

“Better leave it alone!” advised
Mellish, -

“0Oh, ratsi? ;

In ten minutes Levison’s letter to M.
Fox was written and dropped into the
school letter-box, to wait there for the
morning collection. a . )

Meanwhile, the Terrible Three were
keeping Talbot’s secret. Not even to

the chums of Study No. 6 did they men-:
tion Talbot’s name and address. For.

his safety’s sake, the fewer in the secret,
THE GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,515.
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the better. Little did they dream that
Levison knew already as much as they
knew, and that the information, care-
fully written out, was lying in the
letter-box, to bhe delivered to My, Fox
on the morrow.

CHAPTER 8.
The Match at Abbotsford !

% ERE’S the motah-coach, deah
boys !

“Pile in!” said Tom
Merry.

The St. Jim’s junior eleven were all
veady to start for Abbotsford.

It was a keen afternoon. Tom Merry
& Co., muffled in coats and scarves,
took their places in the coach, and
started.

They were in great spirits. Tom
Merry had a thoughtful shade on his
brow, He was thinking of Talbot, and
wondering whether he would see any-
thing that day of his old friend; for,
in spite of all, Tom still regarded Talbot
as a {riend. Several fellows beside the
footer eleven had crowded into the
coach, and a good many juniors were
riding over on their bikes to see the
match.

Among them was Levison, and the
footballers noticed his presence there
with surprise.

Levison was not a footballer, and he
somewhat ostentatiously took no interest
whatever in the House and school
matches, ‘Why he should be following
the junior eleven to Abbotsford was not
easily to be understood.

“Where are you off to, Levison?”
TFiggins of the New House called out to
him, as he pedalled away behind the
motor-coach.

* Abbotsford !”7 replied Levison.

“What for?”

“To see the match, of course!”

‘“And what the dickens do you want
to see the match for?” asked Figgins,
in surprise. ‘“Have you been making
bets on it ?”

“Oh, rats!” said Levison. “Go and
cat coke!”

Levison soon dropped behind, and the
juniors scon forgot all about him. Sur-
prised as they were by his unaccus-
tomed interest in the footer match, they
did not think of suspecting that he had
any other object in visiting Abbotsford
that ‘afternoon.

By that time, as Levison knew, his
already in Mr. . TFox’s
hands. The detective was aware that
Talbot, under the name of George
Brown, was to be found at Slingsby’s
Farm, near  Abbotsford.

Levison wanted to be “in
death.” .

He surmised that it was quite possible
that Talbot would come to the Abbots-
ford ground if he could, to see the St.
Jim’s match. If he turned up there,
Levison intended to keep his eyes open
for him, and take measures accord-
ingly. The cad of the Fourth was
bitterly determined that his old enemy
should not elude the net that was spread
for him.

The coach arrived at Abbotsford
School in good time. There were a
good many people on the footer ground
already—Abbotsford fellows and
townspeople who had strolled in to see
the game. Tom Merry looked over the
crowd. but he did not see Talbot.

Yorke, the Abbotsford junior skipper,
greeted Tom Merry & Co. warmly. In
the last match with St. Jim’s {'uniors,
Abbotsford had been successful, Tom
Merry and several other members of the
team being away at the time. The St.
Jim’s eleven meant to avenge that
defeat, now that they were in full force.

at. the
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“We have got to give them the
kybosh, deah boys,” Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy remarked impressively, in the
dressing-room.  “They licked us last
time—or, wathah, they licked you
fellows; but now I am here, it will be
all wight, I twust.”

Kangaroo of the Shell gave an im-
pressive snort. o

“Weally, Kangy—" began Arthur
Angustus, turning his eyeglass upon the
Cornstalk.

But Monty Lowther interrupted.

“Gussy would be more useful if his
placz in the team was changed,” the

humorist of the - Shell remarked
thoughtfully. - g
“Yaas, I have wemarked several

times to Tom Mewwy that I should be
more useful as centah-forward than as
outside-left,” <aid Arthar Augustus.
“The duffab does not seem to see it,
howevah.” .

Tom Merry laughed.

“I don’t see it now, Gussy.” ~

“Still, I suggest a change,” said
Lowther solemnly. *It isn’t too late,
Tommy, and it may make all the dif-
ference in the game.”

“What are you driving at, ass?”
asked Tom Mecrry politely.

“You see, Gussy 1s outside-left—"

G '17es-’)

“Well, 1 suggest he should be left
outside, instead.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And then we shall really be a much
stronger team,” explained Lowther.

“You uttah ass!” said Arthur
Augustus witheringly. “I wegard you
as a howlin’ duffah, Lowthah. Pway
keep_ your wotten puns for the
* Weekly,” deah boy!”

“Well, I was only suggesting a
change tor the good of the team——"

“Oh wats!”

And Arthur Augustus walked out
with his aristocratic nose high in  the
air, followed by the rest of the team,
chuckling. R

Tom Merry won the toss.: and
Abbotsford kicked off. St.. Jim’s fol-
lowed up the kick-off with a hot attack
upon the Abbotsford goal, the whole
forward line—Kerr, -~ Figgins, Tom
Merry, Blake, and D’Arcy—combining
in fine style. The bail from a shot by
Tom Merry struck a goalpost and
glanced again into the field of play.

There was a sharp struggle before
the goal, and the Abbotsford backs
strove hard to clear, but the leather
went: in  again. The goalkeeper
punched it out, and Figgins’ head met
the ball and drove it in again before
the goalie could recover himself.

There was a shout as the
landed in the back of the net.

“Goal 1”

“Well done, St. Jim’s!”?

*“Hurrah 1”

It was first blood for Tom Merry &
Co. The crowd round the ropes cheered
loudly.

“Bravo, Figgins!”

Tom Merry looked round quickly; he
thought he knew the voice that shouted
“Bravo, Figgins!” =~ Close up to the
ropes stood a lad in shabby clothes and
gaiters, with a sunburnt facé and a cap
pulled down over his forehead. = Ile
looked like an ordinary farmer’s lad,
but Tom Merry knew the handsome
face at once. It was Talbot. He had
conme to see the match after all.

leather

. - As the footballers walked back to the

centre of the field, Tom Merry waved

his hand to him.
“Who’s that, deah boy?” asked

Arthur Augustus.

=
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“Talbot!” whispered Tom Merry.
“Keep it dark!”

“Bai Jove !”

The players lined up again. Talbot
was watching the match with keen

interest, longing to be in the ranks of
the St. Jim’s juniors. Had matters
gone well with him—had he been able
to remain at the old school—he would
have been in the junior -eleven, and
would have been lining up with the
rest that sunny afternoon. And his
Leart was with his old comrades yet.

He followed the game keenly, cheer-
ing every success of the St. Jim's
players, and - quite. forgetting, in his
kkeenness, that the shadow of danger
was over him. Not that he had much
fear of being recognised. The change
in his appearance was great, and it
needed a second look to know him as
Talbot, once of the Shell at St. Jim's.

But there were keen eyes there, and
not all friendly ones. Levison was in
the crowd, and he was scanning all the
onlookers in turn, in the hope of dis-
covering his old enemy. He knew the
keen interest Talbot took in the sports
of the school; remembered how keen
the outcast had been upon cricket and
football when he was at St. Jim’s.

If Talbot had come to sce the match,
he would have unconsciously eluded
Mr. Fox, who probably at that very

moment was seeking for him at
Slingsbhy’s Farm. And Levison was
sure that he would come there if he
could. And if he came, Levison in-

tended to spot him and take his own
measures. And, within a quarter of an
hour of the start, Levison’s keen and
stealthy eyes were upon the lad in
shabby clothes and gaiters, who was
taking so keen arn interest in the game.

Levison’s eyes glittered as he saw the
handsome profile, and he worked his
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A sudden flash of light cal:r.\e from the gloom, and the beam of a torch fell full upon Talbot’s face.
4 8oitisyoul!”

a voice with a Spanish accent.

way nearer to get a closer view of the
face.

Talbot, his eyes on the game, did not
notice him—did not think of him or any

other enemy. Levison came mnear
enough almost to touch him, and
Talbot did not observe him.

Satisfied that he had found his

quarry, Levison slipped quietly away
through the crowd. He did not intend
to put Talbot on his guard. The out-
cast could remain there, in a fool's
paradise till Levison had had time to
play his cunning game, and then the
blow would fall.

The cad of the Fourth wheeled out
his bicycle, mounted it, and rode away
at a scorching speed.

In ten minutes he jumped off his
machine at the gate of Slingsby’s Farm.
If the detective was there His eyes
gleamed as he caught sight of a figure
coming towards the gate from the direc-
tion of the farmhouse.

“Mr. Fox!” he called out.

The detective hurried towards him.

“You had my letter?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Fox dryly.

Levison was rendering him a service,
and yet he found it very difficult to
infuse anything like cordiality into his
manner. It was impossible to like
Levison, and Mr. Fox had a very
shrewd suspicion that the junior was
seeking to serve only his personal ends.

PR

“You haven't found him?

The detective looked sharply
Levison.

“I came over here at once,” he said.
“I am afraid your information is not
very well-founded, Master Levison.
There is certainly a boy employed here
named George Brown. He 1s absent at
present, Mr. Slingsby having given him
the afternoon off. But Mr. Slingsby
gives him an excellent character.”

at
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the torch. ‘‘ Gonzales!’ he muttered.
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Levison sneered. ;

“Talbot always had a way of making
friends,” he said. “He can twist any-
body round his finger he likes.”

“Not yourself, apparently,” said Mr.
Tox. ;

“I was too cute for him,” said Levi-
son loftily. “He couldn’t take me in
as he did the others. Why, some of
them would stick to him now, though
it was proved that he was a thief, and
a regular cracksman. But T've come
here to tell you where you can find
him. I've just seen him.”

“Where ?”’

“He’s watching the St. Jim’s eleven
play at Abbotsford ‘School.”

“You are sure?”

“I tell you I've seen him,’”” said
Levison. “I stood as close to him as
I am standing to you now. I could
have touched him.”

“Good !” said Mr. Fox. *Show me
the way there, and I'll soon put an end
to the tricks of our young gentleman.”

“T’'ll take you there,”” said Levison,
walking beside the detective, and
wheeling his bicycle. “But I won't
come in with you. I don’t want the
fellows to know that I put you on
Talbot’s track. They would rag me
bald-headed if they knew. A lot of
them still stand by Talbot, thief as he
is. Tom Merry and the rest would
make my life not worth living if they
knew I'd given him away. But you’ll
find him quite easily. He’s dressed in
old clothes and gaiters, and wearing a
cap. He’s very close up to the ropes,
watching the game.”

“Very good !”

At the gates of Abbotsford they
parted company. Levison eycled slowly
away, a triumphant grin on his face.

Mr. Fox strode away towards the
football ground. Levison felt that he

¢ Caramba !’ exclaimed
Well thc Toff knew the voice, knew the small swarthy-faced man behind

Tue Gex Lierary.—No. 1,515.
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had rcason to be satisfied. © The Toff
was fairly run down at last, and it was
only a matter of minutes before the de-
teetive’s hand would drop upon his
shoulder.

And Levison dismounted from his bike
at a short distance, and waited for
the pleasure of seeing the Toff led away
with the handcuffs on his wrists.

CHAPTER 9.
During the Interval !

6 OAL ! Well.  done,
ford !’
Pheep !

The whistle went for the
close of the first half.

Almost on the stroke of half-time,
Yorke, of Abbotsford, had scored a
goal, and the teams were level peg-
ging—one goal each.

It had been a gruelling half, and
the players on hoth sides were breath-
ing hard. Tom Merry sauntered to the
edge of the field of play. to exchange
a word or two with Talbot. The latter
nodded to him with a smile.

“I say, are you safe here, Talbot?”
Tom Merry asked, in a low voice.

“I think so. Why not?”’

Abbots-

“There are a good many St. Jim’s -

fellows in the crowd, and they might
recognise you.”

“They wouldn’t give me away if
they did.”

Tom Merry compressed his lips.

“There are some who would, old
chap—Levison, for instance, or Mellish
or Crooke.”

Talbot smiled.

“But those slackers won't be here,”
he remarked. “I remember they never
used to turn up for the matches when
I was at St. Jim’s. They wouldn’t
be likely to come over here to see a
footer match.”’

“Levison has come over, though.”

“Levison! What for?”

“To see the match,” said Tom.

Talbot looked a little uneasy.

“I remember Levison pretty well,”
he remarked. “He hasn’t come over
here to see the match, I know that.
And the match isn’t big enough for
him to have any bets on it, so that
can’t be his reason. I wonder what
he is doing here? He knows, of
course, about the detective having
come down here to look for me?”

“Yes. They all know that.”

Talbot gave a sharp look round.

“The rotter may suspect that I'm
here,” he said. “I dare say he can
guess that I would like to see a St.
Jim’s match. Perhaps I shouldn’t
have come here. But where is he? I
don’t see him. Great Scott——> He
broke off suddenly.

Tom Merry followed his glance, and
for a moment his heart seemed to
stand still. g

In the distance, but easily recognis-
able, was the figure of Mr. Fox, of
Scotland Yard. advancing towards th>
football ground. A movement of tne
crowd hid him from sight the next
moment, but both Tom Merry and
Talbot had seen him. -

Their eyes met in a startled glance.

“That’s Fox, the detective,” Talbot
muttered.

Tom Merry breathed hard.

“He’s here for you, Talbot. Levi-
son must have seen you and warned
him. He couldn’t possibly have come
here, otherwise.”

“The cad !”

i ;";l’albot, there's time yet!
i
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“He’s between me and the gates,”
said Talbot, with a bitter smile. ‘“No
good running; and I won’t make a
scenc here, and disgrace you before
the Abbotsford fellows. It’s all right,
Tom. T’ll go with him quietly.”

“You shan’t!” Tom Merry panted.
“We've saved you once. We'll do it
again! Come with me—quick !”

“But—__J)

“Come—quick !”’

Tom Merry grasped Talbot’s arm,
and hurried him into the St. Jim’s
dressing-room. It was done almost in
a few seconds, while the crowd still
hid Mr. Fox from sight.

“He hasn’t secen you yet!” panted
Tom.

“But I can’t hide here,” said Talbot
quietly. “Better let me alone, old
chap. I’'m bound to be found.”

Tom Merry pressed his hand to his
forehead.. He ftried to think it out.
Outside, in the crowd, the dectective
was scanning the faces for Talbot.
Sooner or later, if he did not find him,
he would look into the dressing-rooms.
How was Talbot to be saved? Flight
was impossible. If Levison had be-
trayed him, he would have described
him to the detective. The moment he
showed himself outside the dressing-
room he was lost.

“What’s the row, Tom?” asked
Lowther, following his captain in with
Manners. He had seen Tom Merry
rush- the lad in gaiters into the
pavilion, and he wondered what it
meant. He gave a jump as he recog-
nised the junior. “Talbot!”

“Shut the door!” said Tom hur-
riedly.

“It’s close on time for the whistle,”
said Manners.

“Shut the door—quick !”

Manners obeyed.

*Fox is out there looking for Talbot I”
breathed Tom Merry. “What's to be
done? Can youn fellows think of
anything ?”

*%*By Jovel” g

“Talbot’s got to be saved somehow,
He can't run for .it. What's to be
done?” said Tom Merry, almost in
despair, TRREE

The door  opened, and Blake and

3
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D’Arcy came in. Kerr followed them.
The Scots junior was sucking a lemon.

“Nearly time,” he remarked. “ What
the Hallo, Talbot 1”

“How .do you do, deah boy?”

“Shut the door, for goodness’ sake !”
groaned Tom Merry. “Fox is outside,
looking for him. What’s to be done?”

“Gweat Scott !” .

“He’s mnot going to have him!”
growled Blake. “We'll sling him out.if
he comes in here, confound him !”

“Yaas, wathah !”

Talbot smiled slightly.

“You can’t do that,” he said quietly.
“Better leave me alone, you fellows.
T’ve got to stand it, and I don’t want to
disgrace you.”

“Wats !

“Hold on!” said Xerr
“There’s a way, I think.”

“Oh, good!” said Tom Merry. He
had great faith in the sagacity of the
Scots junior. “Think of a way out of
this fix, Kerr, old man, and you can call
the New House Cock House of St. Jim's
as long as you like.”

“Talbot can’t bunk,” said Kerr
hurriedly, “and he can’t stay here. The
detective will look in here for him. He
knows already that we back up Talbot—
some of us, at any rate. But there’s a
way. Go and see Yorke !”

“Yorke ?”

“Yes. Tell him one of your men
wants to stand out, and ask permission
to play another man in his place.”

“But—but what—" began Tom
Merry dazedly.

“Don’t you see? Tl change clothes
with Talbot—footer rig—and he can go
on in my place,” said Kerr hurriedly.
“The detective won't think of looking
for him in the footer team. It’s aboub
the only place he won’t look !”

“My hat!”

“Oh, you—you giddy genius!” gasped
Lowther.

“Get your things off, Talbot—quick !
anted Kerr. *Shove them into a
ocker out of sight. I'll get into my own
clothes. You can have my jersey and
shorts—see? Get some mud on your
face, too. Some of the fellows have
muddy chivvies, and it won’t be notice-
able specially, and it will disguise you.
Quick 1?

Tom Merry clapped Kerr on the
shoulder, with a gasp of relief.

“Kerr, old man, you’re a genius! It’s
a chance—a good chance. Buck up,
Talbot, and get changed, while I go and
speak to Yorke.”

Talbot hesitated.

“It will get you into trouble !”

“Hang that 1?

“I can’t plant this on you.”

“Shut up, you ass, and get changed !”
said Tom Merry, almost fiercely. ' Be-
sides, it won’t get us into trouble. It
won’t be found out.”

“I'll whisper a word to the rest of the
team,” said Blake. “Every fellow in
the team will stand by you, Talbot, like
a giddy Trojan |

“Yaas, wathah }”

“I—I say, you are bricks, you
fellows,” said Talbot, with a break in
his voice. “Blessed if I know how I
deserve this !”

“Buck up!” breathed Kerr.
second to lose !”

“Right-ho |”

Talbot threw himself into the scheme
with all his heart. Liberty was dear to
him, and the daring venture, too, was
just after his own heart. He stripped
off his clothes,* and donned Kerr’s footer
rig, the Scots junior changing back into
his- Etons. Mud scraped from Kerr's

quietly.

“Not a

footer hoots was daubed on Talbot’s

face—only a few touches; but Talbot,
who had been an adepi in the art of

:
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make-up in the old days, knew how to
make these few touches effective.

Meanwhile, Tom Merry hurried out in
scarch of Yorke. To confide the matter
to Yorke was, of course, impossible.
But the Abbotsford skipper was a good
fellow and a sportsman, and Tom had
no doubt that he would agree to the
rather unusual arranrrement

He was not dlsappomted As soon as
Yorke heard that Kerr wanted to stand
out of the second half, he agreed at once
for another fellow to ta.ke his place. As
he remarked cheerfully, he intended to
beat St. Jim’s, and he wanted to beat
eleven; not ten of them !

Tom Merry thanked him with a
warmth which made Yorke conclude
that the St. Jim’s skipper already re-
garded a licking as highly probable.
He little guessed the thoughts that were
really in the Shell fellow’s mind.

Blake had “ whispered a word ” to the
other footballers of St. Jim’s. Startled
as they were, the whole team were all
ready to play up loyally. Every fellow
in the team had been on good terms

with Talbot when he was at St. Jim's,
and remembered him with kindness.
And they were all willing to do what
they could to help him.

Tom Merry hurried back to the dress-
ing-room. He had caught sight of the
detective again. Mr. Fox was strolling
among the crowd round the ropes,
qmetly but very keenly scanning all
onlookers. Tom Merry knew what he
was seeking. But it was doubtful now
if Mr. Fox would find what he sought.

“Time!” said Tom, as he came in

breathlessly. “The sooner-we're play-
ing the bettel now. Ready, Talbot?”
“QLute

Very handsome and fit Talbot looked
in footer rig. And the change in his
appearance was very effective. The
juniors were grinning with glee at the
trick that was to be played on the
gentleman from Scotland Yard. It was
hardly likely that Mr. Fox, keen as he
was, would think of looking among the
eleven players from St. Jim’s for the
outcast.
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of the match—at all events,
fervently hoped sc.

“Come on, deah boys!” said Arthur
Augustus.

In the midst of the St. Jim’s foot-
ballers, Talbot left the dressing-room.
It was more than time for the players to
line up for the second half. They lined
up, the whistle went, and the setend
half of the match commenced. And
Kerr, having generously sacrificed his
share in the match for the sake of an
old pal, sauntered out of the pavilion,
and passed the word among the- St.
Jim’s fellows in the crowd.

For it was highly necessary that the
St. Jim’s fellows should not make
audible remarks upon the change in the
team. Mr. Fox had very sharp ears.
Levison was not to be seen, and all the
other St. Jim’s fe]lo“s pr econt belonged
to Tom Merry’s “set,” and were quite
ready to back him up in the scheme to
save Talbot.

And having passed the word, Kerr
proceeded to keep his eyes very wide

they

Talbot was safe, at least, until the end
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open., ih case Levison should return;
for Levison was very likely to spot the
“wheecze,” and if he ‘spotted it, he
would seck to betray it at once.

And in that case, Kerr was prepared
to deal with him promptly and
effectively.

“Play up, St. Jim’s !”

“Go it, Abbotsford !

“On the ball 1”?

The second half was in full swing,
and the play was fast and furious.

CHAPTER 10.
No Exit!
R. FOX wore a baffled expres-

M sion.
Careless of the match that
was going on, unmoved even
by the shouts of “ Goal!” the detective
had made a round of the footer ground.

Not a single person in the crowd had
escaped his hawk-like eyes.

If there had been a lad who looked
like a farm-hand present, the gentle-
man from Scotland Yard would cer-
tainly have spotted him at once.

And if Talbot had been in the crowd
in any other guise, Mr. Fox would have
known him equally well—having a
photograph of the Toff as a guide.

But Talbot was not there.

Mr. Fox was puzzled and angry. He
had set his heart upon effecting that
capture, which he had been especially
dispatched from headquarters to effect.
The Terrible Three had baffled him
once, and now it seemed that he was to
be baffled again.. If Talbot had been
there, where was he now? There was
only one way out, and Mr. Fox had
had an eye upon that all the time.

A mere onlooker, a farmer’s boy, and
a stranger. to Abbotsford, could scarcely
have gone into the school buildings.. It
was 1mpossible to suppose that any
Abbotsford fellow was hiding him.
Then where was he?

Had the informer been mistaken?
Or—>Mr. Fox coloured with anger at
the thought—had Levison been pulling
his leg? Was the anxiety of that
junior to serve him simply a pretence,
and was he playing a practical joke at
the detective’s expense?

It was possible; but, upon the whole,
it was not likely. Mr. Fox was a good
judge of character, and he had read in

Levison’s face his bitter animosity
against the Toff. If Levison had given
him false information, he must have

been mistaken—it was not deliberately

done. ~ And how could he have been
mistaken, when he knew Talbot “so
well? It was scarcely possible.

No.  Talbot had been there. He

might have gone before the detective
arrived ; yet, if he had come to see the
football match, that was not probable.
Why should he leave after the first half,
instead of seeing the match through?

Mr. Fox, with a determined frown,
walked towards the pavilion. He
remembered how the Terrible Three
had stood by Talbot on a previous occa-
sion, It was not possible that any of
the Abbotsford fellows were hiding a
fugitive in the school buildings, but it
was quite possible that he had found
refuge in the St. Jim’s dressing-room.
And Mr. Fox meant to know.

Kerr and Bernard Glyn, and Clifton
Dane and-Digby were standing in a
group outside the pavilion, watching
the game. They looked at Mr, Fox as
he came up.

“I think I have seen you young
gentlemen before,” Mr. Fox remarked,
scanning them sharply.
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“Yes; we were in the tea-party when
you came to see Tom Merry,” said
Kerr affably.

“You remember what I came for?”
the detective asked.

“Something about a chap you were

looking for, wasn’t it?” remarked
Digby. : : 5
“Yes. I am still looking for him.”

“Not turned up yet?” asked Glyn.

“Not yet. But I have reason to
believe that he is here!” Mr, Fox said
cemphatically.

“Here? By Jove!”

“And I wish to look in your dress-
ing-room !” said Mr. Fox sourly. “Is
there any objection?” 5

“Not at all,” said Kerr, with an air
of wonder. “Look where you like,
Mr. Fox. You are quite welcome.”

“(Certainly, Mr. Fox!” s

“Very well, I will do so,” said Mr.
Fox, and he went into the pavilion.

The juniors smiled to one
another, and resumed
watching the game. M.
Fox was welcome to search
the pavilion from end to
end, if he liked, so far as
they were concerned.

The detective came out in
a few minutes. A tussle
was going on before the St.
Jim’s goal, and a player
was down on the ground.
He rose, smothered with
mud, and quite unrecognis-
able. Kerr chuckled softly
as he noted it. He knew
that that muddy player
was Talbot.

The detective walked
away without speaking to
the juniors again. He had
looked through the dress-
ing-rooms without finding

Talbot.

He was puzzled and
angry.

If he had known that
Kerr had been in the St.
Jim’s eleven for the first

half of the match, he would
have suspected something;
but he did not know that.

As it was, he never even
thought of looking at the
twenty-two players in the
field. They were outside
the scope of his investiga-
tions.

With a frowning brow,
and feeling savage and dis-
appointed, Mr. Fox walked
away to the school gates.
He had failed again.
Either Levison had mis-
informed him, or the boy
had gone before his arrival on the
scene. In that case, he had doubtless
returned to Slingsby’s Farm, and Mr.
Fox would seek him there once more—
unless he had got wind of the detective’s
proximity, as was possible.

Well Mr. Fox knew the astuteness
of the boy cracksman.

He strode away angrily from the
school gates. Levison was waiting a
little distance down the vroad, his
machine leaning against a wall. He

came hurriedly towards the detective,
his face blankly disappointed.

“Where is he?” he asked.
got him, surely?”

Mr. Fox halted and surveyed Levison
grimly.

“T have not got him 1 he snapped.

“But—but why not?” asked Levison
in bewilderment. “You haven't let
him go?”

“I have not seen him.”

“But he is there.” :

“You've
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“He is not there!

Levison’s eyes glittered with rage.
Was he to be disappointed after all,
when he had laid his’ plans so care-
fully ?

“He is there, I tell you!” he almost
yelled. “I left him there, and he
wouldn’t have gone away. He was
neck-deep in the match—watching it as
if he’d never seen a footer match
before. Why should he go away? I
tell you, he’s there! Perhaps he saw
you coming, and dodged out of sight
somewhere.” 7

“I have searched for him.”

“Those rotters are hiding him,
perhaps,” said Levison, gritting his
teeth.

“I have looked in their dressing-

room,” said Mr. Fox. “I suppose they
could not hide him in the school—a
school they don’t belong to? You must

¢ Caught ! ”’ came a sharp exclamation, as a torch shone on Ta
Scotland Yard was on his shoulder,

have been mistaken in thinking you
saw him there.”

“I wasn’t mistaken!
I don’t know him?” hissed Levison.
“They’ve diddled you somehow! It’s
Tom Merry at the bottom of it, I sup-
pose, You let them see you, and
they’ve worked it somehow.”

“I don’t want any. of your imper-
tinence, my lad !” said Mr. Fox sharply.
“Good-afternoon !”

“I—I say, you’re not going away and
leaving him free?” asked Levison in
dismay. “TI’ll swear he’s still there!”

“Nonsense !”

“1 know he is!” growled Levison.
“They’ve diddled you somehow. TLook
here, T'll go in and look for him if
you’ll wait here. Don’t clear off and
leave him to escape. I know he’s there.
They’ve hidden him somewhere, and
kept him out of sight. Wait here for
a few minutes, anyway, while I have
& look round.” 5

Do _you think
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albot.

The detective hesitated. He was very
anxious to effect his capture, and very
unwilling to admit defeat. He nodded
finally.

“T’ll wait here ten minutes,” he said.

“Right-ho! T'll bring you word.”

And Levison ran off towards the
school, leaving Mr. Fox in a very dis-
satisfied frame of mind.

In two minutes Levison was on the
football ground, scanning the crowd.
It did not need more than a minute or
two for him to ascertain that the lad
in gaiters had indeed vanished. Levi-
son hurried towards the pavilion. Levi-
son found Dane, Glyn, and Dighy out-
side the door. Kerr, who had seen him
in the distance, had slipped into the

building. They glanced at him care-
lessly.

“Hallo! What do you want?” asked
Digby.

Levison scowled. He did not care to

The Toff turned to run, but the hand of Mr. Fox of

, closing there in a grip of iron.

explain what he wanted. If possible,
he wished to keep his share in the
betrayal of Talbot a secret, though he
was willing to risk even a ragging
rather than allow his old enemy to
escape. He hurried into the building,
and the three juniors followed him.

They knew that Levison would guess
the truth as soon as he discovered that
Kerr was no longer in the team, while
St. Jim’s were still playing a full

. eleven. And as soon as Levison made
that. discovery, the chums of St. Jim’s
were fully prepared to deal with him,

Levison ran into the dressing-room.
He had a very strong suspicion that he
would find Talbot hidden there in spite
of Mr. Fox’s failure to find him. There
was certainly a junior in the dressing-
room, and Levison gave a cry as-he
saw him.

“Talbot ! I've
villain #* -

“ Hallo |

found you, you

Levison staggered back almost stupe-
fied. It was not Talbot.

“Kerr!” he gasped.

Kerr nodded with a cheerful smile.

“Yes. Anything wanted ?” he asked.

Levison’s glance wandered round the
room. Then it returned to Kerr.
There was a strong suspicion in his
look.

“Why aren’t you in the team now?”
ha demanded.

“0Oh, I'm standing out!” said Kerr
airily.

“You were playing in the first half.”

“True, O King!”

“And why aren’t you in the second
half? They're not playing a man
short.”

“Quite so.”

“Then who’s the other man?” asked
Levison. “Who's been put in the team
in your place? TI’ll jolly soon know. I
know alrcady. I can guess your rotten
trick. That’s where you’ve
hidden Talbot—in  the
eleven, by gum! You're
hiding a criminal from the
police in the footer eleven,
and that fool of a detec-
tive But T’ll soon let
him_ know!” He ran to-
wards the door, panting.

Three juniors stood in his
way. Bernard Glyn, Clifton
Dane, and Robert Arthur
Digby were lined up to
prevent the exit of the cad
of the Fourth. Levison
tried to shove past them,
and was promptly and un-
ceremoniously shoved back
into the room by Clifton
Dane. - The Canadian junior
administered a powerful
shove that sent him stagger-
ing.

“Let me pass!” shrieked
Levison,

“Not just now!”

“You—you hound !”’

“What?” said Clifton
Dane, advancing upon the
cad of the Fourth with his
hands up. “What did you
call me, Levison?”

Levison shrank back from
the Canadian junior.

“Let me pass, hang you!
Youre hiding Talbot—
hiding him among the
players in the eleven. You
know you are!”

“Go hon!”

“I'm going to fetch the
detective here.”

“Are you?” said Kerr
cheerfully. “My private
opinion 1s that youw’re not.
I rather think you're not going out of
this room, Levison. I may be wrong.
But that’s what I think.”

“Same  here!”  chuckled Glyn.
“MThere are four of us for you to walk
over first, Levison, old man, and some
more outside, too. It looks to me as if
yow've put your silly head
hornets’ nest, old chap.”

Levison made a sudden rush for the
door. Clifton Dane hit out without
hesitating, and Levison caught the
Canadian’s knuckles on the side of his
head. He went to the floor with a
crash, and lay there gasping.

into a

“Have some more?” asked Dane
sweetly. “There’s plenty more where
that came from, you know.

€« Ow ,J’

“Same here, too,” said Digby.

“You’re making me miss seeing the
match, you worm, and I'd like to give
you a thick ear. Come on!”
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Levison did not come on. He stag-
gered to his feet, his hand to his head,
and scowled savagely at the four
juniors. He was a helpless prisoner in
the dressing-room, and he realised it.
And the minutes were passing. Mr.
Fox had promised to wait ten minutes
for him to bring information if he
could. R

The ten minutes had already passed.
Levison ground his teecth with rage as
he realised that the detective would now
be on his way to Slingsby’s Farm again,
and the way of escape would be left
open for Talbot as soon as the match
was over. And he was helpless.

“Look here,” he muttered, between
his teeth, “you know you’re breaking
the law! You know this is illegal !

“What's illegal?” asked Kerr.
“Nothing illegal in keeping a cad shut
up in a dressing-room that I know of.”

*“Ha,ha; hal”

“It’s illegal to help a criminal
escape |’

“We’re keeping a criminal from es-
caping, you mean !’ grinned Glyn; and
the juniors laughed again.

Levison panted with rage.

“You—you rotters! You know very
well that Talbot is out there! You
know that the detective is hunting
him 1

“Let him hunt,” yawned Digby.

“It’s our duty to help him!?

“When did you first think of doing
your duty 7’ asked Kerr, with an air of
friendly interest. “Rather a new de-
parture for you, isn’t it 7

“Yes; don’t you set up as a humorist,
Levison,” said Glyn, with a shake of the
head.

Levison’s eyes blazed with fury.

“Will you let me out ?” he yelled.

“No jolly fear!”

“Then TI'll report you all to Dr.
Holmes for helping Talbot to escape
from the police.”

“I dare say you’ll act like a dirty
sneak,” agreed Kerr. “But you'll get
the ragging of your life for doing it.”

“Y don’t care! TI'll make you suffer
for this!”

“Go hon 1”?

“You’ll be flogged !” howled Levison.

“And what will you get afterwards?”
murmured Clifton Dane.

“I don’t care!”

“You'll care when the time comes, my
pippin !” said Clifton Dane, with a
gleam in his eyes. “You've been ragged
for sneaking before now. If you sneak
over this matter we’ll make your life
not worth living at St. Jim’s!”

“What-ho !”

to

“Let me pass, and—and T'll say
nothing about it !’
“Rats 1”

“You're not going to pass, and we're
not going to waste time looking after
you here,”” said Clifton Dane coolly.
“I'm going to lock you in this room.”

“T’ll yell for help!”

“And one of us will stay with you,”
said Dane. “One’s enough to watch a
worm like you! And if you give a
single yelp you'll be pulverised. -Toss
up which of us wastes half an hour
looking after the cad, you fellows.”

“Right-ho 1”

The juniors were keen to see the
finish of the match. They tossed up,
and Clifford Dane was odd man out.
Dighy and Kerr and Glyn walked out,
and the Canadian locked the door and
sat down near it and took a copy of
the “Magnet ” from his pocket.

Levison stood with clenched hands
and burning eyes. He did not dare to
attempt to pass the Canadian junior;
he knew how painful the result would
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be. He could only wait, with the know-
ledge that his scheme had failed; that
the detective. was passing farther away
every minute; that the way was clear
for Talbot to- escape. He writhed with
ta%e as he thought of it; but he was
helpless, and he remained, gritting his
teeth, till a loud shout from the football

ground anncunced that the match was,

over.

——

CHAPTER 11.
Looking After Levison !

OM MERRY. & CO. came crowd-
ing into their dressing-rcom
with cheerful faces.

The crowd cutside was still
shouting. )

“How goes it?” asked Clifton Dane
eagerly.

I “We've won, of course, deah boy,”
said Arthur Augustus loftily. “I vewy
ucahly had a goal.”

“Was that the winning goal—the one
you nearly had?”
¢ “Weally, Dane—""
~ “Three goals to one,” said Tom Merry
cheerily, “And I fancy our new recruit
would be a jolly valuable member of
the team if we could keep.him. I jolly
well wish we could.”

Talbot smiled.

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augus-
tus heartily. - “Hallo! Is that that
wottah Levison 7” :
| Levison was scowling at the victorious
footballers. w0

“Yes. Dane’s been keeping an eye on
him,” said Kerr.

“Will’ you let me pass now?” de-
manded. Levison fiercely.

“What’s - the hurry?”
Merry.

“You are hiding a criminal here.”

“Oh, shut up !’

“You are keeping that rascal here!”

“There’s only one rascal here at pre-
ent, and his name’s Levison,”” remarked
Blake; “and if he says another word
he'll get a whack across his beastly
!mouth I

“You rotter !”

Whack !
~ Levison uttered a yell and staggered
into a corner.: Jack Blake had suited
the action to the word.

“Want some more?” asked Blake
grimly. “Open your caddish mouth
again, and I'll wipe my boots on you!”
' “Yaas, wathah—and mine, too!”

Levison did not open his mouth again.
jHe regained his feef, scowling and
igasping, his eyes glittering like a
isnake’s, ¥ ¥ -

' "Talbot hardly glanced at him.

“Td better be getting off, you
fellows,” ‘he said. “I only hope you
.won't get into any_trouble over this!”
' “Oh, that’s all right!”

“That cad will make trouble for you
if he can,” said Talbot,” with evident
misgivings. “I—I'm afraid I oughtn’t
to have allowed you to help me.”

“Wats, deah boy {”’

“Yes, rats—and mdny of ’em!” said
Tom Merry. “You can’t get out in
vour own clothes, Talbot. Levison’s
friend, the detective, may be hanging
about. You can put on my clobber, and
Til take yours.”
| “But—but you can’t go back to St.
Jim’s in my .old clothes!” exclaimed
Talhot. e 5

Tom Merry laughed cheerily.

“Yes, I can. I'll button up my over-
coat over them, and they won't be seen.
You take my clobber, and buck  up.
Nou can borrow one of the fellow's
bikes——" ; :

Tue Gey Lisrary.—No. 1,515.

asked Tom

|
{
!
t
i

“Mine’s outside,” said Clifton Dane.
“T’ll lend it to you with pleasure,
Talbot.”

“But—but——" stammered Talbot.
The cordial friendliness of the St. Jim’s
juniors seemed almost to overcome the
outcast. -

“No buts,”” said the Canadian junior.
“You can have my bike. You can send

it back to the school by railway when.

you get a chance. Or you can leave it
at Brooke’s place. - You know Brooke,
the day boy; his place is on Wayland
Moor—’ :

“Yes. I—I don’t know how to thank
you {2 .

“Don’t try, old chap!”

“If the giddy Fox is nosing around
he won’t be likely to suspect a fellow
in Etons on a bike,” grinned Monty
Lowther. “You'll pass for one of our
fellows going home after the mateh,
Talbot. You’ll get clear.”

“Yaas, wathah! 2

“Thank you all!” said Talbot in a
voice full of emotion. “I—I can’t say
much, but I’'m grateful. I only wish [
deserved it more. I hope you won’t get
into any trouble on my account. Mind,
if you do I shall give myself up. I've
made up my mind about that.”’

“Oh, rot!”’said Tom -Merry. “If
there’s a row we can stand it. As for
Levison, we’ll find a way of making him
hold his rotten tongue.”

“Yes, rather !” said Manners. “We'll
give him a House ragging to begin
with,” :

“Mind the cad doesn’t get away,”
added Tom Merry. “He’s going home
with us.2

“I’'m not going home with you!”
snarled Levison. “I've got business in
Abbotsford.”’ .

“Then it can stand over for another
day. You're coming home with us in
the coach, and we’ll see that your sneak-
ing tongue is kept quiet for a bit, any-
way.” :

“My—my bike is out in the road.”

“Hang your bike!” -

“T’ll look after that!” grinned Clifton
Dane. “I'm lending my bike to Talbot,
so I can ride yours home for you,
Levison.”

* Ha, ha, hai2

“I tell you
furiously. ;

“Shut up!” said Blake threaten-
ingly.  “Do you want another one on
vour talk-trap? This is where you take
a back seat. You’re dead in this act!”

Talbot was soon dressed in Tom
Merry’s clothes. Kerr and Blake
scouted outside, and came in to report
that there was no sign of Mr. Fox in
the vicinity. Talbot shook hands with
his chums and left the pavilion quietly.

A minute later he was riding away on
the Canadian junior’s bike; and no one
who saw the junior in Etons, scorching
on a bicycle, could have suspected that
it was the farm-boy who had come there
to watch the St. Jim’s match.” And
Levison, who could have given informa-
tion, was in safe hands.

Tom Merry donned the rough attire
Talbot had worn and buttoned up his
coat to conceal it. Then the St. Jim’s
juniors prepared to leave. :

Blake and Monty Lowther took' an
arm each of Levison’s. They did not
intend to give him an opportunity . of
making his escape and taking further
information to Mr. Fox. The cad of
the Fourth ‘ground his teeth and sub-
mitted ; he had no choice but to submit.
At the first attempt to pull his arms
away Blake and Lowther twisted those
arms till he gasped with pain, and he
did not make more than one attempt.

Levison

" began

Tom Merry. & Co. took a cordial leave
of the Abbotsford fellows. The coach
came round, and the St. Jim’s juniors
mounted it, Blake and Lowther help-
ing Levison in without releasing him for
a moment. The vehicle drove off, pass-
ing a bunch of cyclists who had started
for St. Jim’s, among them Clifton Dane
mounted on Levison’s machine. . The
juniors drove home in high good
humour. They had won the match,
and their old pal Talbot had escaped.
His danger had been brought upon him
by the cad of the Fourth, and the other
fellows had saved him.

Levison sat with a sullen brow during
the drive to the school. If he had been
able to get away there might still have
been time for conveying information to
Mr. Fox and securing the arrest of the
outcast.

But he had no chance of getting away.
The grip upon his arms never relaxed
all the while the coach was driving
home to St. Jim’s.

When they reached the old school
Levison dismounted with the rest, Blake
and Lowther still holding him in a most
affectionate manner.

Levison gave them a look of hatred.

“Will you let me go now?” he said
thickly.

Blake shook his head.

“Not yet. We’ve got to talk to you
first ! Quite a lot of things to say to
you, my tulip !”

And Levison was marched into the
woodshed instead of into the School
House as he had anticipated. With a
crowd of juniors round him he had no
chance of bolting.

In the woodshed, with the door closed,
Levison was released, the juniors form-
ing a thick circle round him. Levison
glared round the circle with savage
eyes.

“Now,” said Tom Merry quietly,
“we're going to talk to you, Levison.”

“Talk away !” sneered Levison. “ That
won't prevent me from going directly to
the Head and then you can look out for
squalls. You've helped a criminal to
escape from the police, and you’ll have
to answer for it.”

“Whether we've broken the law or
not, I don’t quite know,” said Tom.
“I'm not well up in the law. What I do
know is that we’ve helped an old pal
who’s down on his luck, and who de-
serves to be helped as much as ever any
fellow did.”

“Hear, hear!”

“And I suspect that he wouldn’t have
been in danger but for you. I can’t
help thinking that you brought Fox
there somehow with your beastly spy-
ing——”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And now,” went on Tom .deter-
minedly, “you’re going to hold your
tongue, Levison !”

“You'll see soon !’ hissed Levison.

“We'll see now,” said Tom. “In the
first . place, if you sneak you'll be
ragged. Every fellow here will do his
level best to make you sorry for it.”

“What-ho 1”

“And if you want to fight twenty
fellows one after another—any one of
whom could knock you into ' a cocked
hat—you’ve only got to say the word!”
grinned Blake. : )

“I shall ask the Head for protection
after having done my duty,” said
Levison,

“Much good that will do!” growled
Herries. ’ i

“In the second place,” resumed Tom
Merry steadily, ““if you go to the Head,
Levison, I will go to the Head! Some

(Continued on page 18,
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Let the Editor be your pal,
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters:
The Editor, The GE M,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4.

The Editor’s Chair
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TR Y
ALLO, Chums! Well, you now

have the first great story of the

“Toff ¥ series in your hands,

and I should imagine that

e\ ery one of you was extra keen to read

As you will all readily agree,
\Iartm Clifford has certainly excelled
himself with this brilliant yarn. When
you have an odd moment just drop me
a line and let me have your opinions.

Having read the first story of the
Toff’s return, I expect you are eager to
see what happens in the next. This
yarn bears the title of

“THE TOFF’'S CHANCE !”

Pardoned for his past _crimes, Talbot
is now as free as air. But though the
Toff is thankful for his freedom there
is one thing he still desires, and that is
to be amongst his chums at St. Jim’s
again. In his present circumstances this
seems impossible.

But an unexpected opportunity
presents itself when a servant in the
New House is dismissed for insolence by
Mzr. Rateliff. Talbot seizes his chance,
and, thanks to the Head, he is engaged
by the New House master for the
position.

Mr. Ratcliff is very reluctant to take
on a servant who has been a cracksman,
but he cannot go against the wishes of
the Head. However, be makes things
extremely unconlfo‘tal)le for Talbot,
and forbids him to mix with his friends
at the school. But Tom Merry & Co.
are equal to “Ratty,” and they, in their
turn, make things extremely uncom-
fortable for the irascible Housemaster !

You will enjoy immensely every
moment of this exciting and humorous

yarn, and you will vote it every bit as
good as the one in this number

“THE REMOVE ON A DIET!™'

The position of the chums of the
Greyfriars Remove under their faddist
Form-master is steadily growing worse.
Not content with practically reducing
the Remove to a starvation diet, Mr.
Chesham’s next amazing innoyvation is
to make the juniors wear nightcaps!
The Remove naturally object strongly,
but it makes no difference to the
faddist. He is as determined as ever to
look after the health of his Form in his
own way. But the Remove will not
stand much more of the faddist, and
when he introduces skipping-ropes and
makes his Form skip in the Close,
before the grinning juniors of other
Forms, matters reach a head.

You will find Frank Richards at_ his
brightest and best in this sparkling
story. Make certain you don’t miss
next Wednesday’s GEM.

REPLIES TO READERS.

H. Barrett, Eastwood, Notts.—Glad
you liked “Gussy Goes to Work!” I
will pass on your compliments to
Martin Clifford. Thanks for your sug-
gestion. Probably you will hear more
of it latcr I'm ufxuld your joke was
1athe1 a ‘“‘chestnut.” Try again, old
chap

S Aumnerman, Leeds, 7.—Pleased to
hear you think that the GeEMm stories are
getting better and better. Johnny Bull

PEN PALS COUPON
27-2-37

doesn’'t make his advent at Greyfriars
for some time yet. I'm sorry, but your
joke was not quite suitable. llave
another shot.

L. Taylor, Liverpool 6.—Thanks for
your complimentary letter. Yes, you
can be sure the GEm will keep up its
high standard of st tories. Let me know
what you think of the “Toff 7 series.

Miss I'. Mcrvison, Fulham, S.W.6.—
Glad to hecar from you for the first
time. Your “Pen Pal” notice will be
published in dm, course. There’s still
a long w ﬂh ng-i I will get Martin
Lllﬁmd h for you. Do von
want it pm in mu album? The joke

you sent, though very good, has been
used in the Gra
x. Watson, Wi innipeg, szada—

Many thanks for vour interesting letter.
I have put your “Pen Pal” notice on
the waiting-list.

J. Danks, Birmingham 9.—Yes,
Martin Clifford has written GEM stories
since the old paper started in March,
1907. He invented the St. Jim’s
characters. Your joke didn’t quite
make the bell ring. A joke which lends
itself to a humorous illustration stands
the best chance of winning the sender
half-a-crown.

D. Vleeskruver, Amsterdam, Holland.
—Thanks for your congratulatory
letter. As you think the last “Toff ”
stories were the best that the GeEm has

published, you will greatly enjoy the
present  series. The Gem  and
“Magnet ” have readers all over the
world, but naturally most of their
rcaders are in Englishspeaking
countries,

“See ” you again next week, chums.
Chin, chin!

THE EDITOR.

PEN PALS

A free feature which brings together

readers all over the world for the

purpose of exchanging topics of interest

with each other. If you want a pen pal,

post your notice, together with the

coupon on this page, to the address
given above.

Miss Vivian Sternberg, Good Hope Seminary
Gardens, Cape Town ; girl correspondents;
agze 14-16; abroad. :

Peter H. Nye, 113, Clonmell Road, Philip
Lane, Tottenham, London, N.17 ; age 14-17;
pen pa'a abroad.

R. W. Quantick, 2, Church Cotts., West
Alvington, Kingsbridge, Devon ; lel pals ;
stamps, posteards, ete.

Miss Gloria Lambking, * Coo-ee Maraylya

Road, Oukville, via Rlvehtono, NS.W,,
ustraha, girl wrrnpondonts age 17-21;
sport, collectmfr photos of mymty
Douglas Tamwmn Glencog,” 98, Cum-
berland Road, Aulmrn N.3.W., Australia ;
stamps ; UsA Canada.

Leslie Syddall, 7, Malvern Avenue, Smithills,
Bolton, Lanes ; age 10-16 ; stamps.

John Launer, Netherby, via Nhill, Victoria,
Australia ; age 15-17; stamp collecting,
sports ; New Zcaland, India, Pacific Islands.

Miss Enid Hanson, *“ Arlyn,” Princes Road,
Bessacarr, near  Doncaster ;  girl  corre-
spondents ; age 15-17.

Miss J. Papa-Kittoe, ¢/o A. J. Akwangya-
Kittoe, Esq., Palm House (Mbeadzi) No. 32,
Winnebah, Gold Coast, British W. Africa ;
wants a West African girl for a pen friend.

Reginald Chinnery, 4, Ridgeway, Woodford
Green, Essex ; age 11-14; pen pals; China,
Japan, Brazil, S. Africa.

William Tha Lune, 15, Chanay Street,
Daingwunkwin, Moulmm, Burma ; age 11-15 ;
fretwork and correspondencc ;  England,
America.

Lim Tow Kuan, ¢/o Chop Tong Hong, 69,
Rodger Street, Kuala Lumpur, Malaya ; age
15-19 ; snaps, sports, films, stamps, views.

Lionel J. Remedxes, 29 Granville Road,
Kowloon, Hong Kong, China ; s pen pals; age
16 anfl upwards

Lee, 27, Meyrick Road, Battersea,
London. S.W.11; wants members for his
International Pen Pals Club. Magazine
monthly.

Leslie W. Partridge, P. O. Matopes, via
Bulawayo, S. Rhodesia, 8, Africa ; pen pals.

William D. H. Eoslo, 7, Lytham Road,
Fulwood, near Preston ; age 13-15; British
Navy and Mercantile Marine.

Miss Dorothy Potter, 33, Lindon Drive,
Alvaston, Derby ; girl correspondents ; pen
friend in Canada.

Miss Mary Carver, 1, North Milburn Street,
Sunderland, Durham ; girl correspondents ; .
age 16-18.

Jack Levine, 10, Jagersfontein Avenue,
Cape Town, South Africa ; age 15; stamp
collecting ; British Empire, 3

Mortimer Oliver, 1055, Bernardapt, 11,
Outremont, Quebec, Canada; age 9-10;
stamps ; 0:\111““.. River Colony, Gold Coast
Gibraltar.

Lambert Remedios, 2b, Aboo Sittee Lane,
Penang, Straits Settlements ; age 16-19;
snaps, sports,

Miss Doris Robinson, 219, Loftus Street,
Leederville, Perth, Australia ; girl corre-
spendents ; age 14 , swimming, reading, hiking,
movies,

Miss P. C. Lomax., ¢/o Hong Kong and
Shanghai Bank Corp., Foochow, China §,
girl correspondents ; stamps. -
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of us might be sacked or flogged for
helping Talbot get away—I don’t know.
But I do know that you'd be sacked if
the Head knew what we could tell him

about you—of breaking bounds at night

to play cards at the Green Man in
Rylcombe. We know your little games,
and we’ve held our tongues, because
we're not sneaks. But we could tell, if
we chose—and prove it, too! And if
vou say a word about this affair, I give
you my word that, besides the ragging
vouw’ll get, the Head shall know your
history for the past term. You'll be
sacked from St. Jim’s, and you know
it! Now let the cad go!”

The juniors stood aside for Levison
to pass, -

He went without a word.

But he did not go to the Iead’s

- study. He knew that Tom Merry would

keep his word; and he knew that if his
blackguardly way of life was revealed
to the Head, nothing was more certain
than that he would be expelled from St.
Jim’s.

Sneaking was not in Tom Merry &
Co.’s line; but it was, after all, a game
that two could play at, and Levison,

‘chafing with rage and disappointment

as he was, dared not risk it. And so
that visit to the Head’s study was never
paid, ‘and Dr. olmes remained in
blissful ignorance of the happenings at
Abbotsford that afternoomn.

CHAPTER 12.
The Tempter !

. ARAMBA! $So it is vou!”
Talbot started violently.

It was night upon Wayland

Moor—a dark, windy night,

wkith but a few stars glimmering in the
sky.

Talbot had been tramping wearily
over the moor. He had escaped from
the trap Levison had laid for him at
Abbotstord; but he could not return
to’ Slingsby’s Farm. There, he was
certain, the detective would be looking
for him. . He left. Clifton Dane’s
bicycle at Brooke’s house on the moor
and tramped on.

Brooke of the Fourth, the day-boy

‘at St. Jim’s, had been very friendly

with Talbot during the outcast’s stay at
the school. He had asked .Talbot to

'stay for the night, but the outcast had
‘thanked him and declined. He would

not run the risk of bringing trouble
upon‘Brooke. He left a note with the
day-boy for Tom Merry, and another
for Farmer ' Slingsby,” excusing his
sudden departure, and then went on his
lonely way. i

He had little money, and his heart
avas heavy. wcinis .

He knew that Mr. Fox was searching
for him, he knew that he was probably
watched for at the railway station. He

.was in danger, and he had to tramp his

way to safety—if safety was to be
found. - But it was not only that that
made the boy’s heart heavy. He had
had a.glimpse of St. Jim’s again, he
had experienced once more the hearty
friendship of his old comrades at St.

Jim’s, and it brought back keenly to

his mind all he had lost.

If only matters had gone differently !
If only he could have kept his place in
the old school !

But repentance and reform were not

enough.

The wretched past had to be paid for,
and he was paying for it now. FEven if
he won his way to safety, the old
school, and all he loved and prized, had
to be left behind—for ever.

He would never see Tom Merry &
Co. again—never look upon those frank
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and friendly faces, never hear those
hearty voices.

He had to face the world alone, to
keep on the struggle unaided by a
friendly voice or a cordial grasp of the
hand.

His thoughts were gloomy as he
tramped over the moor in the deepen-
in%:l night. The rain was beginning to
all.

He was tired and dispirited.

A shepherd’s hut, looming up blackly
from the gloom beside the footpath,
offered a shelter for the night, and
Talbot turned from the path and
approached the gloomy little building.
It was dark and deserted, and half in
ruins. There, at least, he could obtain
a night’s rest, and then start on his
tramp again at the first glimpse of
dawn.

But as he entered the tumbledown
cabin, there was a movement in the
darkness within, and he realised that
some other solitary wayfarer had taken
shelter in the hut. Talbot paused in
the entrance. He was not afraid of
mecting a tramp or a footpad. He had
little about him that was worth stealing.

A sudden flash of light came from
the gloom. It was a small electric
lamp suddenly turned on. The full
light fell upon Talbot’s face. Then he
heard a voice with a Spanish accent
exclaiming in surprise,

Talbot clenched his hands.

Well he knew that voice. He looked
at the man who held the electric lamp,
dimly visible behind the beam of light—
a small, swarthy-faced man, with cun-
ning, narrow eyes, his face half-hidden
by a slouched hat.

“Gonzales I” muttered Talbot.

The Spaniard grinned.

“What an unexpected meeting !” he
said.

Talbot made a movement as if to
quit the cabin. Gonzales quickly
stepped between him and the doorway.

“Not so fast!” he said. “Are you
not glad to see an old friend ?”

“You are no friend of mine,” said
Talbot coldly. “What are you doing
in England?” .

Gonzales laughed.

“1 have important business to attend
to here.”

“Some treacherous business, I’'ll be
bound,” said Talbot. “You were a spy
in Barcelona. You are not afraid of
being denounced by the police ?”

“Not by you!” Y

“And why not?”

“I might do some denouncing in my
turn,” said Gonzales, with a hard
laugh. “You see, I know you, my
young friend. Did I not make dis-
coveries in Barcelona about you? Did
I not know that you are wanted by the
police of your own country? You can-
not afford to quarrel with me.”

Talbot bit his lip. g

It was true enough, and he knew it.

What was the Spaniard.doing there,
skulking in that lonely place? -What-
ever he was doing, whatever his
treacherous object might be, the Toff
could not denounce him, for he had as
much reason to fear the police as the
Spanish spy had.
. He reflected bitterly that he had
been an enemy of society himself in his
earlier evil days. He had repented, and
since his days at St. Jim’s, he had
been as straight as a die. But he had
not earned the right %o feel and to act
as any other Englishman. He was an
outcast. If he denounced this scoundrel,
one inevitable result would be his own
arrest, his own imprisonment !

Gonzales watched the struggles in the
boy’s face in the light of the electric
lamp. He smiled grimly. .
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“You understand that you cannot
afford to be my enemy ?” he said.

“I understand,” said Talbot dully.

“What reward would they give you if
you denounced me?” jeered Gonzales.
“Prison—prison, to eat away all the
young years of your life—"

“Yes.

“Bah!” said the Spaniard. .“You
know where your own interest is. My
young friend, it will pay you not to
quarrel with me. I made you an offer
in Barcelona.”

“And I refused it,” said Talbot, be-
tween his teeth. “I don’t want to get
mixed up in your country’s troubles.”

“Do not let,us mince words!” said
the Spaniard, still with his narrow,
cunning eyes upon Talbot’s face. “You
are a criminal. You belong to the
class that is wanted by the police. You
are—or were—a gentleman crook. You
do not deny that?”

Talbot made no reply.

“I repeat my offer to you,” resumed
Gonzales. “I can make it worth your
while to serve our canse in Spain.
You are valuable. You are keen,
sensible. You are an English boy, and,
as such, not liable to suspicion among
our enemies; but you have the experi-
ence and resource of a man. I tell you,
you are worth very much to us.”

“You can keep your offer !” muttered
Talbot. “I refuse to become one of
your spies!”

“Listen !” said Gonzales. “I am not
here to spy. I have work to do in
England—great work for my cause in
Spain. You can help me.”

“I?” said Talbot.

“You have more knowledge of the
country than I,” said Gonzales eagerly.

“What is your work?”

“We had secret information in Barce-
lona that the British Government were
intending to send troops to Spain,” said
Gonzales.

“ Nonsense !” exclaimed Talbot

“What can you, a criminal, know of
your country’s intentions?”

“More than a dirty spy!” retorted
Talbot “Now let me pass, Gonzales.
I have nothing more to say to you—
and the open moor is better than
sharing a shelter with a spy.”

The Spaniard gritted his teeth.

“You will go? Yet you are poor?
And I offer you what you choosé to
name—"

“Hold your tongue, I tell you, and
let me pass!” Talbot clenched his
hands. “If you do not stand out of my
way, take care!”

The Spaniard muttered a curse and
stood aside. Talbot strode from the
cabin. The light went out in the lonely
hut. The Spaniard remained alone in
the darkness. Talbot, with bitterness
in his heart, was tramping away over
the dark, windy moor.

CHAPTER 13.
To Redeem the Past!
T OM MERRY & CO. were in their

warm beds in the dormitories at
St. Jim’s.
Talbot thought of them as he
tramped gloomily on.

He wondered whether
thinking of him.

He had looked his last on St. Jim’s.
He had seen the last of his old friends.
He was an outcast and a fugitive But
never had he felt the humiliation of it
so keenly as now. The Spamard had
taken it for granted that he would ‘be
willing to play the spy, and Talbot had
bitterly reflected that he had a right to
take it for granted. Why should he

they were
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u,x)cnt to find honourable scruples in
one who was outlawed by the laws of
his own country ?

What was the work that Gonzales was
skulking there to do? That he was
there in secret Talbot was assured, and
it was his duty to reveal the man’s
presence to the police. His duty! But
he could not do his duty without giving
himself up to’punishment which doubt-
less he had deserved once, but which he
1o longer deserved. He must hold his
mngm, and allow the Spaniard to carry
out his schemes, whatever they were, or
lose his liberty. That was the alterna-
tive.

He came out into the road over the
moor again, heedless of the cold wind,
thinking—thinking hard.

After all, what if he gave up his
liberty ? What was the Spaniard
scheming? He had said he was not
there as a spy—his work was of
another kind. 'Was it in connection
with the secret information he had
had that British troops were being sent
to Spain?

Talbot remembered Gonzales in Barce-
lona. The man had been secretly en-
gaged in chemical work—the manu-
facture of explosives. Was it some-
thing of that sort that brought him
here—here, within easy distance of the
main line to Southampton—the line
upon which troop tramns sometimes
passed.

Talbot halted, with a gasp, as the
thought flashed through his mind.

Was that it? Was a troop train due
to pass on that line tonight? Talbot
knew it was unlikely, to say the least,
that British troops were to be sent to
either side in the Spanish Civil War.
But suppose Gonzales thought they
were? Might he not attempt some-
thing desperate to stop them?

If that was the plan, Gonzales was
the man for the task. He was a man

without scruple, daring in his own
cunning way, and with an intimate
knowledge of high explosives.

And Talbot, remembering his old
acquaintance with the surrounding
country when he had been a junior at
St. Jim’s, remembered the railway

viaduct where the railway crossed a
deep gully, within half a mile of the
spot where the old shepherd’s hut
stood. Was that Gonzales’ business?
And was he biding his time in the
old hut, where Talbot had discovered
him—waiting for the right moment to
do his fiendish work?

“Great Scott I’ muttered Talbot.

The suspicion was terrible, but it
might be true. If it was true—if the
scoundrel was there to do such deadly
work—there was no choice left to
Talbot. At any cost to himself he
must stop the Spaniard. His liberty,
his life, weighed little in the balance.

Talbot set his teeth hard. He stood
thinking it over. The railway viaduct
was not far away. Under it he could
hide and watch. And if the Spaniard
came there——

A form loomed up in the shadows,
and the bright light of an electric
torch shone on Talbot’'s face. There
was an exclamation:

“Caught 1”

Talbot sprang back.

The hand of Mr. Fox, of Scotland

Yard, was on his shoulder, closing
there in a grip of iron.

“Caught -at last!”

Talbot gritted his teeth. With an

upward ‘sweep of his arm he knocked
Mr. Fox's grip from his shoulder, and
darted away in the darkness.

The detective sprang after him.

. had brought no luck to Mur.

But the night had swallowed up the
fleeing outcast, and after a short while
the detective paused, his face . dark
with anger and disappointment. The
Toif had slipped through his fingers
once again—slipped through his fingers
when his grasp had heen fairly upon
him.

£ Hmm the luck ¥V’ growled the detec-
tive.  “To meet him like this, and
let him go again! But I'll have him
ng"

He switched off the light of his torch
ca\ano]\ The fu"m\n had vanished
in the ‘darkness. The chance meeting
Fox:; -1t
had only added to his list another
disappeintment.

Talbot ran on in the darkness.

But he soon slackened down. There
was no sound of pursuit behind him.
The night had favoured him—pursuit
was well-nigh impossible.

He changed his direction, and made
for the railway bridge. He remem-
bered the lie of the land; he had
learned it well when he was a junior at
St. Jim’s.  He tramped on steadily
through the wet grass and gorse.

Once or twice he stopped to listen.

It seemed to him that he heard faint
footfalls, like an echo of his own, in
the windy night.

Was the detective
after all? Or was i
or fancy? In the moan of the wind,
the rustle of the gorse, he could’ not
be certain.

He tramped doggedly on.

He knew his duty. If the Spaniard
had the designs he suspected, it would
be his business to baffle them at what-
ever cost to himself. And that he
would do. It would be an atonement
for all his wrong doing in the past.

following him,

QGonzales thrust his hand into his pocket.
gleam of steel, and the next instant a sharp report! !
‘“ You scoundrel !’

dropped to the ground.
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The more he thought about it, the more
certain he felt of the Spaniar d’s design.

Gonzales could not be skulking in
that lonely hut at night for nothmq
He had a purpose thme, and what
other . purpose could he have?

He caught sight of the railway
embankment at -last, looming up,
dimly. Deep below in the gully
flowed the stream, with a heavy,
sullen murmur in the night. Dimly
through the night twinkled the lights
on the railway line.

Again that sound of footsteps.
But Talbot was not listening.
clambered over the embankment,

reached the railway track.

Standing on the track he looked
along the line. On the high bridge
there was a glimmer of light.

A man was bending down there,
and Talbot knew that the light came
from an electric lamp.

It was the bpamald!

He was at his work there-—and
Talbot knew what his work was. He
did not know if a train was due, but
he guessed that thé Spaniard would
know. The man was undoubtedly tim-
ing his villainous deed to take place
~hmtly before the train passed—pos-
sibly a troop train.

Then there would be no time, no
possibility, for the destruction of the
bridge to become known. The train
would rush on to a yawning gap—to
horrible destruction—and hundreds of
lives would be lost.

Talbot’s heart beat hard. He heard
the footsteps again by the railway em-
bankment. He smited grimly as he’
realised how elose Mr. Fox was. The
detective was close behind him, with the
pertinacity of a bloodhound. It would
have been easy for Talbot to dodge him

He
and

it came out suddenly; there was a

Talbot gave a faint cry and
panted thc detective, and his

clenched fist crashed into the Spaniard’s face.
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in the shadows; his escape would have
been simple. But he was not thinking
now of escape.

He turned back and clambered down.
Then he called out softly:

“Y am here!”

There was a startled exclamation in
the darkness:

“The Toff.1”

“Yes; I am here! Come quickly !”

Talbot groped forward in the darkness
in the direction of the detective’s voice,
and his hands came in contact with Mr.
Fox’s coat. An iron grip closed on his
shoulder.

“So yow've decided to give yourself
up? You will not get away again!”

There was a clink of metal in the
darkness.

“There is no time to handcuff me
now, Mr. Fox.” Talbot’s voice was low
and steady. “Listen to me! I will not
I will give myself up, if
vou choose. - Only help me now—help
me !”

“What do you mean ?”

“There is a man on the bridge,” mut-
tered Talbot hoarsely—“a Spaniard!
He is going to destroy the bridge! He
thinks British troops are being des-
patched to Spain !”

“What !”

“ And then—the train—"

“Great Scott! Troops going to the
Near East were to leave London for
Southa,mpton to-night. It was reported
in to-day’s paper. The train will travel
over this line!” The detective's grip

. closed tighter on the Toff's shoulder.

“Are you telling me the truth? Is this

.a trick 7”

“Look !” muttered Talbot.

The detective, still with a grip on the
boy’s shoulder, clambered up the em-
bankment. On the bridge the glimmer
of light was still shining.

CHAPTER 14.
In the Shadow of Death!
TALBOT gripped the detective’s
arm.

“You see him ?” His voice was
a barely audible whisper.

(3 Yes.’J

“You see what he is doing ?”

“Who is he ?” muttered the detective,
standing motionless, his eyes on the
figure that crouched on the rails, hardly
visible in the glimmer of the light.
“What do you know of this? Who is
this man?”

“His name is Gonzales; he is a
Spaniard. You can see what he is here
for !” Talbot muttered hoarsely. “You
needn’t fear that I shall run. I am your
prisoner, if you choose. I could have
escaped if I'd liked—you know that!”

The detective nodded; he knew that.
He had wondered why Talbot had
deliberately run into him instead of
escaping in the darkness.

“Ie must be stopped; he must be
taken!” said Talbot. “I will help you.
But be on your guard; I am certain that
he is armed, and it is a bomb that he is
fixing there. There’s no time to lose!
Come on !”

Mr. Fox drew a deep breath.

He was out that wild night to capture
the Toff—the boy who was now in his
grasp. -But he realised that there was
more important business on hand now.
There was a bigger and more important
capture before him—if he could effect
1f.

He knew more than Talbot; he knew

- that a troop-train was to pass over the

bridge that night. He knew that if
Gonzales were left to carry out his
THE GEM LiBrARY.—NO. 1,515.

nefarious work, the train would go
plunging into the gully, carrying its
human cargo to sudden and terrible
death.

Mr. Fox drew his breath hard.

““Stand by me, Toff |” he said quickly.
“This may mean a pardon for you if
we sécure him and prevent an accident.
It may mean death for both of us.
But—"

“J am not afraid!”

“No; vou were always a cool hand,”
said Mr. Fox. “Come on, then!”

He had released Talbot.

The detective and the Toff crept along
the lines, cautiously and silently; what
slight sounds they made being drowned
by the moan of the wind.

They were behind the Spaniard as he
crouched over the track.

What he was doing they could only
partly see; but they could see that he
was fixing some object there by one of
the rails.

With his back to them, the Spaniard
could not see them; and in that lonely
place he had mno suspicion of being
observed in the darkness.

Only the barest glimmer of his lamp
lighted his rascally work.

Closer and closer came the two strange
comrades—the Scotland Yard detective
and the cracksman he had been hunting
—comrades now in peril of their lives!

For they knew their peril. The ex-
plosion that was intended to wreck the
railway bridge might come while they
were close to the spot, and hurl them
into eternity.

They were within six feet of the
Spaniard, still unseen and unsuspected,
when Gonzales suddenly rose to his feet,
with a low exclamation of satisfaction,
and the glimmer of light was shut off.

His work was finished.

He turned to come back along the
track, evidently anxious to get away at
once—for good reasons. But he halted
suddenly, as the two figures loomed
before him, touching him.

They sprang upon him the next
moment.

Gonzales uttered a sharp cry,” and
grappled with them fiercely. But he
went down heavily on the lines, with
two pairs of hands grasping him. The
detective’s knee was planted on his

chest, pinning him down. Gonzales
struggled savagely. He was not a big
man, but he was muscular, and the

detective had his hands full.

“Let me go!” shrieked Gonzales.
“Run—run, fools! In one minute more
you will be blown to atoms! Run!”

The detective’s grip tightened.

“Can you hold him ?” panted Talbot.
“I will look—"
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“T've got the villain}”

“Good 1”

Talbot sprang up, and ran to the spot
where Gonzales had been kneeling. The
Spaniard was still struggling furiously
with the detective. It was not only
arrest he feared, it was the explosion of
the infernal machine he had fastened to
the track—the bomb that was to shatter
the bridge and leave a yawning gulf
for the oncoming train. If that
explosion came while he was still

struggling on the bridge, Gonzalesgv
He was™

knew what his fate would be.
fighting for his life !

Mr. Fox understood well enough, but
he did not relax his grip. And he was
keeping the Spaniard pinned down.
though he could not get the handcufis

n him.

Talbot stopped, peering at the dark
track before him. In the gloom he could
see nothing; he struck a match, but the
wind extinguished it instantly. His
heart was thumping; he knew how
precious the minutes were—the seconds
even! He knew that at any moment
might come *a frightful explosion, and
death in the midst of destruction !

But if he could not use his eyes, he
could use his ears. A faint tick, tick,
tick ! came to his strained hearing, and
he knelt and bent over a dark object
that was placed between the metals.
He comprehended. It was an infernal
machine worked by some mechanism,
timed to explode when the Spaniard
had gained a safe distance. Gonzales
had not expected that he would be
stopped on the bridge! How long had
he allowed for the interval before the
explosion? Nearly a minute had already
passed! The frantic fear of the
Spaniard showed that the explosion
must be close at hand.

Talbot felt an icy thrill run through
his body for a second as his hand
touched the dark object from which the
faint ticking came.

In an instant it flashed through his
mind like a picture of fire. What if it
exploded even as he touched it ?

Yet the Toff did not hesitate.

With steady hands that did not
tremble he grasped the horrible con-
trivance and lifted it from the track!

Then he groped his way towards the
parapet of the railway bridge.

He stumbled on the lines, but he did
not fall. The ticking of the infernal
machine, it seemed to his throbbing
ears, had grown louder and faster. The
impulse to drop it and run was strong.
But he stumbled on—he reached the
parapet—he lifted the bomb over it with
steady hands and dropped it into space.

The bomb whizzed downwards into
the deep gully, and Talbot listened,
with fast-beating heart.

A sudden, fearful roar came from the
darkness below—a terrific explosion that
awoke the echo of the moor for miles.

The bomb had exploded before it
reached the bottom of the gully. But
it was too far off to cause damage to the
bridge. He heard a rattle of falling
stones, he felt the bridge shiver, that
was all. The thunderous echoes died
away. Only the moan of the wind was
heard on the lonely moor. The danger
was past.

Talbot stumbled back towards the
detective and his prisoner. Mr. Fox was
standing up now, with the Spaniard in
his firm grip.

“Safe now!” muttered Talbot
through his white lips. “I threw it
over just in time.”

“I know!” The detective was
shuddering. ‘A narrow escape for both
of us! iend me a hand with this
scoundrel while I put the bracelets on.”

<
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Talbot’s grip fastened on the
Spaniard.  Next moment Gonzales
suddenly released his right hand by a
tremendous effort from the detective’s
grasp, and thrust it into his coat.

It came out suddenly, there was a
gleam of steel, the next instant a sharp
report—a cry, and a heavy fall!

“You  scoundrel!” panted the
detective.

His clenched fist ecrashed into the
Spaniard’s face; Gonzales went down as
if he had been pole-axed. His head
crashed on the metals, and he gave a
groan and lost his senses. He was
handcuffed the next moment. The
detective sprang to his feet and bent
over Talbot. The boy had raised him-
self on his elbow.

" “Toff, you are hit!”

“Yes,” muttered Talbot thickly.
“Never mind, we’ve saved the train!”

There was the shriek of an engine
down the line. The detective dragged
Talbot clear, and then dragged
Gonzales, still unconscious, from the
line. He stood aside, with panting
breath, while the train roared by,
glimmering with lights, through the
dark night, and with a loud, cheery
chorus coming from the ecrowded
carriages.

The troop train had been saved.

‘Talbot had saved it, and there he lay

with the pallor of death on his face and
a bullet in his body. Truly the Toff
had atoned fully for the past.

CHAPTER 15.
The King’s Pardon !
TOM MERRY & CO. heard the

news the next day.
The whole school was soon
* buzzing with it.

At first all they knew was that an
attempt had been made to wreck the
troop train, and that a Spaniard had
been arrested by Mr. Fox, of Scotland
Yard. They knew, too, that a lad who
had hurled the bomb from the bridge,
and saved five hundred soldiers bound
for the Near East, lay in Wayland
Hospital with a bullet in his body,
between life and death.

It was a story to thrill the hearts of
the St. Jim’s fellows; but when they
learned more their hearts beat with
pride in their old chum, who had so
nobly redeemed the sins and mistakes of
his unhappy past.

For on Monday they had fuller news
—news that the boy who had saved the
troop train was a fellow who was
“wanted” by the police, known as the
Toff—and then they knew that it was
Talbet.

“Talbot !” Tom Merry said, almost
dazedly. “Old Talbot! Who will say a
word against him after this?”

“Bai Jove! I’d like to hear anybody
say a word against him !” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy truculently.

But nobody did. Even Levison was
silent and ashamed. He realised that
if his trap for Talbot at Abbotsford had
been a success the troop train would
have been destroyed—Taﬁoo’c would not
have been there to save it.

Five hundred lives would have been
lost, and the Spaniard, Gonzales, would
have got away. And so even Levison
was glad that his scheme had failed
and that Talbot had escaped to render
his country that service.

And Talbot was lying wounded—in
danger of his life. The knowledge of
that tempered the pride and satisfaction
of his old chums.

Tom Merry & Co. cycled over to
Wayland to inquire for him as early as
they could.

Liner Passenger: ‘‘ Ahoy, there !
Have you seen a table tennis ball
anywhere around here 7 *?

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to T. Howell, 146, Barnsley Street,
Holderness Road, E. Yorks.

At the hospital they were refused
admission to Talbot—his state was too
serious.  But they learned that the
bullet had been extracted, and that he
was going on well. His splendid con-
stitution was saving him, and the
danger was almost past. And as they
came away they met Mr. Fox, who had
also been there to inquire after the
Toff.

The juniors looked grimly at the
detective, whose face was very grave.

“So you've got your prisoner, Mr.
Fox,” said Tom Merry, with a bitter-
ness he could not repress.

Mr. Fox nodded gravely.

“Yes, Master Merry. He will re-
cover; there is no doubt about that now,
and it will be the best thing he has ever
done for himself.”

“How is that?” asked Figgins. “I
suppose he will be arvested when he
leaves the hospital, though it’s a rotten
shame.”

The detective shook his head.

“He has earned his pardon,” he
answered. “As I told you when I saw
you at the school, he would have been
dealt with leniently, in any case.
have made my report to the authorities,
and there is not the slightest doubt that
the Toff will receive the King's
pardon.”

Tom Merry’s face lighted up.

“The  King’s pardon! DNy
That’s ripping !”

“Wippin’, bai Jove! I nevah thought
of that, you know!” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

Myr. Fox smiled. -

It was good news for the chums of
St. Jim’s. They returned joyfully to
the school with the news for the other
fellows that Talbot was out of danger,
and that his liberty as well as his life
was safe. And the whole school re-
joiced. * From Dr. Holmes, the reverend
and respected .Head, down to the
smallest and inkiest fag, St. Jim’s was
proud of Talbot—proud that he had
once been sheltered by those ancient
walls.

“I knew that I was not mistaken in
the boy,” the Head said to Mr. Rail-

hat !
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ton, with great satisfaction. “I was
certain of it. He has more than re-
deemed his past now. I only hope it
will be possible for him to come back to
the school. After what he has done, I
am sure that the governors will raise
no objection, in spite of his past, and
I think the boys will give him a rousing
welcome.” -

“And the masters, too!” said Mr.
Railton heartily.

There was no doubt about that. And
the same thought was in the minds of
Tom Merry & Co.

Talbot was pardoned, Talbot was
free, and he must come back to St
Jim’s,

A week later they were allowed ta
visit him in the hospital. They found
him pale, but calm and cheerful, and
mending rapidly. He was glad io see
them, and he listened, with a smile, to
their congratulations; but he shook his
head when Tom Merry told him that he
must come back to St. Jim’s,

“Impossible, old chap !

“Rats!” said Tom warmly,
got to come !

“Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur
Augustus.  “What possible objection
can _you have, Talbot, deah boy

“You can be jolly certain of a
welcome on all sides,” said Figgins. “T
can assure you we’d be jolly glad to
have you in the New House.”

“No fear!” said Tom Merry
promptly. “He’s coming back into the
School House. We can’t spare him !

Talbot smiled faintly.

“It’s impossible,” he said. “I’d like
to come, you know that, but—but I
can’t. You forget that I've got no
money. I have to work for my bread.”

“You've

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of
that 1’

“Neither did I,” confessed Tom
Merry. “I suppose that’s rather an im-

portant point. But we will work it some-
how. We’ll have a whip round to raise
the tin—"

“Hear, hear!”

Talbot shook his head.

“I couldn’t come on those terms,” he
said. “I thank you all—you know I'm
grateful—but I couldn’t! It’s im-
possible!  I’d give anything to come
back to St. Jim’s, but I couldn’t come
on charity, and that’s what it would be.
You’re bricks, all of you, but it can’t
be done !”

“It’'s going to be done!” said Tom
Merry firmly. “If that won’t do, we’ll
find some other way; but you’re coming
back to St. Jim’s, that’s settled.”

And when they left Talbot, it was
with that determination fixed in their
minds; and at St. Jim’s they discussed
it, turning the matter over in every
way, determined that a solution of the
difficulty should be found.

Talbot had received the King’s
pardon. He was free as air. In a few
days more he would be discharged from
the hospital. A way must be found. It
simply had to be found. But it had
not been found by the time Talbot left
the hospital, and Tom Merry & Co.
learned that he had gone back to work
on Slingby’s Farm.

But the heroes of St. Jim’s were not
easily to be beaten, and, difficult as the
matter seemed, the juniors were deter-
mined that before long Talbot of the
Shell, no longer an outcast, would
resume his old place at St. Jim’s,

(Next Wednesday : *“ THE TOFF’S
CHANCE !’ FLook out for ihe next
great yarn in this gripping series,
teflling how Talbot came back to St.
Jim’s—as a boot-boy ! Don’t forget
to order your GEM early.)
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SHORT RATIONS —STUDY FEEDS FORBIDDEN — THE TUCKSHOP - BARRED! THE
S REMOVE GO HUNGRY UNDER FADDIST RULE!

The Faddist Again!
6 HERE'S Quelch 7”
%}‘/ It was Harry Wharton of

the Greyfriars Remove who

spoke, in a tone of surprise.
The Remove—th.: Lower Fourth Form
at Greyfriars—were in their class-room,
ready for the morning lesson. But the
.big hand of the clock had crept on from
nine-fifteen to nine-twenty, and the
Form-master had not yet appeared.

“TFive minutes late, by Jove!”
claimed Bob Cherry. “What'’s
matter with Quelch?”

There was a buzz of voices in the
Remove-room. The class were taking
advantage of the absence of the Form-
master. Most of them were talking, and
several were hammering on their desks,
or throwing paper pellets at one

ex-
the

aunother. Morning work should have
commenced five minutes ago, and the
Remove enjoyed their unexpected
liberty.

The tardiness of Mr. Quelch was un-
precedented. The master of the Remove
was usually punctuality itself.

“ Where’s Quelch, I wonder?”
peated Harry Wharton.

“What does it matter?” asked Billy
Bunter, who was extracting a tart from
a paper bag hidden under his jacket.
“I'm blessed if I can see what you want
to worry about him for, Wharton! We
are much more comfy without a master
in the room !” 3

“I hope there’s nothing wrong with
Quelch, anyhow.” said Harry, in a low
voice. “You know he went away for
his health and came back earlier than
he intended, because we got on so badly
with his substitute. He may have
broken down again !”

“My hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
with a whistle of dismay. “I hope not.
Of course, I should be sorry for Quelch,
but I think I should be sorrier for us.
We don’t want to be under that ass
Chesham again !”

“The assfulness of the honourable
Chesham  is  terrific!” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, the Hindu junior,
in the quaint English he had not learned
at Greyfriars. “It was impossible to
stand his esteemed fadfulness !

“We shall have to stand it, though,
if Quelch is ill!” said Bob Cherry
glumly. “Chesham isn’t gone yet, you
know. He was going by the ten o’clock
train this morning, I heard, so he won’t
have started for the station yet.”

“Ilallo, here’s Quelch !”

The door of the class-room opened and
the master of the Remove came in. The
noise ccased as if by magic. During
their short term under the new master,
Mzr. Chesham, the Remove had been
riotous—and not without reason—but
they never “ragged ” their own master,
My. Quelch. He was a. man to inspire
respect, and he was, moreover, a
dangerous customer to “rag.”

“He looks pretty rotten !”. murmured
Bob Cherry.

Every eye was fixed on the Remove
master as he crossed from the door to
his desk. Mr. Quelch’s face was very
pale, and- it was evidently only by an
effort that he made his way across the
class-room. At the desk he paused, and

Tre Gem LiBrarv.—No. 1,515,

re-

By Frank Richards.

(Author of the grand long yarns

of Greyfriars appearing every

Saturday in our companion paper,
the “ Magnet.”’)

TR H T

looked at the Remove, leaning his hand
heavily on the back of a chair.

“I am sorry I am late, my boys,” he
said quietly. “We will now proceed
with the lesson !”

A shiver ran through the Form-master
as he spoke, and he was seen to grip
the back of the chair tighter. His pale
face became like chalk. Harry Wharton
sprang from his seat and ran quickly
forward and caught the Remove master
as he reeled unsteadily.

“You are ill, sir!”’

Mr. Quelch sank into his seat, looking

‘sick and giddy.

“I—1I am afraid I am,” he murmured.
“Thank you, Wharton. But—"

He did not finish. It was plain that
the effort of reaching the class-room had
been too much for the Remove master
in his weak state. He had been deter-
mined to go through with his duties;

HHIE i s

With the return of Mr. Quelch,

the Remove are only too pleased

to see the back of their temporary

Form - master. But, as matters

turn out, they have not yet seen

the last of Mr. Chesham and his
faddism !

T BT BT HIHE

the spirit was willing, but the flesh was
weak.

The half-open door of the class-room
was pushed wider open, and an impos-
ing figure in cap and gown entered.
The class were all attention at once.
It was the Head.

Dr. Locke uttered a sharp exclama-

on.
“Mr. Quelch!”

The Remove master made an effort
to rise. The Head came quickly for-
ward.

“Do not move !” he exclaimed. “You
are too ill to take your class, Mr.
Quelch. I thought you looked very ill
when I saw you in the corridor, and I
came to speak to you about it. You
must not think of going on!”

“I—I am sorry——"

“Fortunately, Mr. Chesham has not
yet left. I will speak to him, and he
will be pleased, I know, to retain
charge of the Remove until you are fit
to resume your duties.”

“But—"’

“Not a word. You must go to your
room immediately,” said the Head, with
kindly firmness: “You are not fit for
work 1”

The Remove listened with glum faces.
They were sorry for Mr. Quelch, whom
they liked and respected; but their
glum looks were chiefly, caused by the

ti

IE REMOVE ON A DIET!

thought of again coming under the
authority of Mr. Chesham.

“There’'ll be trquble !” muttered Bul-
strode.

“Heaps of it!” grunted Billy Bunter.
“Let ‘him try to cut down my meals
again, that’s all |”

There was a step in the passage with-
out. A gentleman in an overcoat, with
a bag in his hand, passed the open
doorway. The Head looked round
quickly.

. “Wharton, ask Mr. Chesham to step
in here, please !”

“Certainly, sir!”

Harry went quickly to the door.

“If you please, Mr. Chesham——"’

The new master turned round. Mr.
Chesham’s face was a dreamy one. He
looked like a man who lived more in
his thoughts than in the world. He
nodded to Harry.

“What is it, Wharton ?¥

“Mr. Quelch is ill. ‘The Head is here
and he wishes to speak to you.”

“Certainly 1 :

Mr. Chesham came into the room.
The Remove master had risen and was
leaning heavily on the Head's arm.

“I am sorry for this; Mr. Quelch,”
said the new master, looking genuinely
concerned. “I am afraid you returned
to take up your duties before you were
really fit!”

The Form-master smiled faintly. He
had returned suddenly to Greyfriars
because he had received a letter from
Wingate of the Sixth explaining the
terms Mr. Chesham was upon with the
Remove. But of that fact Mr. Chesham
was blissfully ignorant. »

“I am afraid so,” he replied. “I
fear I shall have to ask you to under-
take my duties once more, Mr.
Chesham, for a short time.”

“I shall be delighted. I am only
glad that I was not already gone from

the school,” said Mr. Chesham. “You
may rely upon me, of course.”
“Quite so,” said the Head. “Come,

Mr. Quelch, let me help you to your
room {”

“One moment, sir. I should like to
speak to the class.”, Mr. Quelch looked
over the silent Remove. ‘Boys, I am
compelled to leave you for a time—I
hope for a very short time. Mr.
Chesham will take charge of the class
while I am gone. Will you do your
best while I am away and accord to
Mr. Chesham the attention and respect
you have always given me? If I feel
that I can rely upon you, it will be a
weight off my mind while I am away.”

Harry Wharton had resumed his
place. As captain cf the Remove he
felt called upon to reply, but the
situation was a difficult one. It was
impossible to refuse a IForm-master’s
request, and would have been unfeel-
ing. - But the promise, if it were made,
to respect the new master and obey him
in all things  would probably prove
very irksome to the Remove.

“We will do our best, sir,” said Harry
Wharton quietly.

“T rely upon you, my boys.”

And Mr. Quelch left the room, lean-
ing upon the Head’s arm. The Remove
drew a deep breath. They were under
Mr. Chesham’s orders again now, and
there was no help for it. That Chesham
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HARRY WHARTON & CO., IN THiS LIVELY YARN OF THEIR EARLY SCHOOLDAYS,
FIND THEIR FORM-MASTER ONE TOO MANY FOR THEM!
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‘ What does this mean ? **
juniors looked round in dismay.

It was a sudden voice at the door of the study.

Mpr. Chesham stood in the doorway.

7l
/

7

/ 7

The
1 fully

expected my regulations as to moderation in eating and drinking to be followed
by an outburst of greed and gorging in the studies !’ he exclaimed.

B

was a kindly man made no difference.
He was a faddist who insisted upon
imposing his fads on others. How
would the Remove be able to stand him ?

“We will now take the first lesson,”
said Mr. Chesham quetly

He removed his coat.and hat and laid
down his bag. The lesson was already
nearly a quarter of an hour late.
There was a movement of attention.

“ Bunter {”’

“Yes, sir!” piped Billy Bunter, blink-
ing nervously through his big spectacles.
“Did you speak to me, sir?”

“How dare you come into the class-
room with a smudge of jam on your
face 7”

Billy Bunter turned red. He had not
come 1nto the class-room like that. The
smudge had been made while he was
eating jam tarts at his desk during the
absence of Mr. Quelch.

“I—I'm sorry, sir!”

“What is making your jacket bulge
out like that, Bunter ?”

““N-n-nothing, sir!”

“ Unbutton it immediately !”

Billy Bunter made a desperate effort
to slide the bag of tarts from under his
jacket to the desk. There was a thud
on the floor as a couple of tarts slipped
out of the bag. Mr. Chesham came to-
wards the desk.

“ Bunter }”

“Y-e-es, sir?”

“You have brought these horrible,
sticky articles of diet into the class-
room—>

“They’re not horrible, sir said
Bunter, with some spirit. ‘‘They’re
jolly gaod tarts, sir—the best that Mrs.
Mimble makes.”

1

“They are an unhealthy food.”

“I get so hungry, sir—"

“This is merely habit-hunger, which
can be cured by an effort of the will. In
any case, this unwholesome pastry could
only do you harm. Take those tarts out
of the class-room immediately and throw
them away.”

“Throw them away ?” gasped Bunter.

“Yes, and at once !”

Bunter rose. He picked up the two
tarts that had fallen to the ground, and
returned them to the bag; then he
walked slowly out of the class-room.

‘“ Make haste, Bunter!”

“Yes, sir.”

Bunter was not gone two minutes.
When he came in there was a fat
twinkle in his eye and a fresh smudge of
jam on his face. It was pretty clear to
the Remove how he had disposed of the
tarts: Fortunately, Mr. Chesham was
not so observant.

“We will now commence,” he said.

And morning lessons commenced.
Before the Remove were dismissed, they
heard the sound of wheels in the Close
and knew that Mr. Quelch was gone
again.

The Faddist on the Warpath !

ARRY WHARTON, Bob Cherry,
H Nugent, and Hurree Singh, the
chums of the Remove, strolled
out into the Close after morn-
ing school. They were all looking very
thoughtful. .
“Well, we’ve got him again,” said
Bob Cherry. g ;
“The gotfulness is terrific!” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“He hasn’t shown the eloven hoof
yet,” Nugent remarked. ““He may be
going to turn over a new leaf, you know.
Perhaps the experience he’s had of tlie
Remove will be a lesson to him.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“You don’t think so, Harry 2”

“No, I don’t,” said Wharton. “Ie
means business. He hasn’t started yeb
because he hasn’t had time—that’s all.”

“The rotter |”

“Well, ke isn’t exactly a rotter,” said
Harry, laughing. “He’s doing it from
a mistaken sense of duty.”

“When a chap starts making other
people uncomfortable from a sense of
duty, he wants jumping on!” said Bob
Cherry oracularly.

“And the jumpfulness
terrific !’

“He will get jumped on if he starts
his fads again!” said Nugent rather
excitedly. *‘Theré were those sandals,
you know. We never wore them, and
Quelch sent them away yesterday. That
was lucky. If they had been still here
we might be going around in sandals
now, like a lot of giddy Arabs!”

“He means business !” Wharton re-
peated. “I only wonder what the next
wheeze will be. He’s started taking
care of our precious health and he will
keep it up. He 2

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is!”

Mr. Chesham came out of the house.
He observed the four juniors, came to-
wards them, and stopped.

“Ah, I wish to speak to you!” he
said. *“T am afraid that you misunder-
stood me at our first acquaintance, my
lads. You thought I was interfering
with your liberty

“Yes, sir,” said Harry Wharton.

Mr, Chesham coloured a little. Ile
had not exactly expected that reply.

“Well, it was quite a mistake,” he
said. “My intention was to take carc
of your health, which. I am afraid has
been somewhat neglected. Upon the
whole, Wharton, you may continue your
cricket practice—"

“Thank you, sir,” said Harry, with a
breath of relief.

‘‘But only on condition that you take
proper precautions. You must not run
too fast or strike the ball with too great
violence, or the strain may have a
serious effect upon your lungs.”

“But my lungs are not weak, sir!”

“I hope you do not intend to set your
judgment up in opposition to mine,
Wharton !”  said the Form-master
sternly.

Harry Wharton was silent.

“It will be necessary for you, also, ta
be careful in your diet,” said Mr.
Chesham. *‘This can only be ensured by
your taking meals always in my sight.”

“We always do, sir, except—"

“Except for the tea in the study.”

“Yes, sir,” said Wharton, with a sink-
ing heart.

“Y¥ am afraid that will have to be dis-
continued,” said Mr. Chesham. “TI will,
however, consider that very carefully
before making a change. Dear me, I

>

should be

believe you are wearing a belt,
Cherry !”

% Yeas, sir:*

“Take it off immediately. You must

not wear a belt. The effect of com-
pression upon the interior organs is apt
to set up irritation, which may lead to
appendiecitis.”

“But: e

“Pake it off 1

“I've worn a belt ever since I was a
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kid, sir, but I don’t remember ever
having had appendicitis,” said Bob
Cherry rebelliously.

“Give me that belt!”

Bob -Cherry - reluctantly handed it
over. It was, perhaps, fortunate that
he was wearing braces as well.

“All the belts in the possession of
Remove boys must be brought to my
study before afternoon lessons,” said
Mr. Chesham. “Will you, Wharton, as
head boy of the Form, see that my order
is carried out?”

“1I suppose so, sir.”

“That is not the way to reply to me,
Wharton. It hints, as it were, an un-
willingness to obey my orders.”

Wharton was silent.

“I am afraid you will not remain
head boy if you take up an attitude of
opposition to your Form-master !” said
My, Chesham severely.: “You will make
it a point, please, to see that all belts
belonging to Remove boys are brought

ry well, sir,”

“But how are we to play cricket with-
out belts ?” asked Nugent.

“You must wear braces instead.”

“Dut 2

“I must insist on the disuse of belts
as dangerous to the health. Possibly
you could fasten your trousers to your
cricket shirts by means of safety-pins.”

“My hat!”. murmured Nugent.

“Upon further subjects—such as
morning baths and regulations in your

diet—I will speak to you later,” said "

Mr. Chesham. “It is impossible to settle
every point at once, and I-am afraid
there will be some foolish discontent in
the Form. I look to you, Wharton, as
head boy, to see all my directions
carried out.” And Mr. Chesham walked
AWaT. . :
The chums of the Remove looked at
one another.

“What did T tell you?” said Harry,
with a half-laugh. ‘“He means business,
and he has started early. Hallo,
Bulstrode ! What's ihe trouble 7

The bully of the Remove was striding
up, with a face like thunder. He
stopped and scowled at the chums of
Study No. 1. ;

“Trouble enough !” he growled. “If
that ass Cheshamn stays here much
longer, he will get slain!” - {

“Ias he started on you ?”-

“Yes, he has. He says I'm lethargic,
and I've got to walk quickly round the
Close three times every day between
morning and afternoon school.” =~

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's all very well for you rotters to
cackle! T was just leaning back in
class, that’s all, and that demon spoke
to moe about it as I was coming out.
He said he would not accuse me of
being lazy, and that he set it down to
lethargy.”

“FHa, ha, ha

“T'm not going to stand it !” growled
Bulstrode. “Nice ass I shall look walk-
ing round the Close three times a day!
I shall be chipped by every fellow in
the school I ’

“Why mnot declinefully rvefuse to
perform the thrice walkfulness?” asked
the nabob.

“That’s all very well, but he’s in
earncst over it. I don’t want to be
detained for a half-holiday or given five
hundred lines.”

“Well, the walk will do you good,”
said Bob Cherry. “As a matter of fact,
you know, you are rather lazy, Bul-
strode.”

The Remove bully growled, and
strode on. The chums:of the Remove
could not help laughing. -
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“Chesham is coming it strong,” said
Harry Wharton. “The walk won’t do
Bulstrode any harm; but when the fags
of the Third Form get to know about
it, they'll lic in wait for him and chip
him. He’s not popular, and they’ll be
glad of the chance.” .

“The chipfulness will be great !”
“1 say, you fellows ks

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Bunty! What
did you do with those jam starts?”

“Ate them !” said Billy Bunter, blink-
ing at the chums. “Fancy the chap
being ass enough to think that anybody
would throw jam tarts away! You
could have knocked me down with a
flat-iron when he told me to throw
them away, you know. But it occurred
to me that I could bolt them instead.”

“And you bolted them ?”

“Yes. But, T say, you fellows, it’s
getting near dinner-time.”

“That’s nothing to worry about,
Bunty. You generally look happy when
it’s getting near meal-time.”

“Yes; but that was before this awful
Chesham came,” said Billy Bunter, who
was looking the reverse of happy now.
“You know how he ¢ut down the meals.
I don't know what to do about it. My
constitution isn’t very strong, you know,
and I'm afraid I shall be 1ll if I don’t
get enough to eat. I never get really
enough at the best of times, you know.”

“Why not have a good tuck-in at Mrs.
Mimble's shop before going in to
dinner 7 Nugent suggested.

“Thank you very much,
Come on !”

* “Come on—where ¢”

“To Mrs. Mimble’s. Weren't you
suggesting treating me to a feed, in case
there isn't enough for dinner?”

“No, I wasn’t!” said Nugent em-
phatically. “I suggested your feeding
there, Bunty. But I'm not filling up
any'cormorants this afternoon, thank
you !

“Don’t be selfish, Nugent! I was
thinking of having a feed at the tuck-
shop, in case of accidents.”

“But. suppose it turned out to be a
good dinner, after all, and you had just
had a feed?” said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, that's all right! T can always
stand two feeds!” said Billy Bunter.
“I've got a healthy appetite, you
knoyw.”

“Yes; I've noticed that.”

“I was thinking of having a feed. but
I happen to be broke. I'm expecting a
postal order this evening, but I may be
seriously ill by that time if I don't have
my proper amount of sustenance.
was thinking that you fellows might like
to stand me a feed now, and I'll refund
when my postal order comes.”

“Can’t be did, Bunty! We know all
about that postal order !”

“Well, you see, 'm hungry, and T
know yeu wouldn't like me to be ill.
As for the postal order, I don’t.really
like the flippant way you speak about
it, Cherry. It's really almost as if you
doubted my word. It’s bound to come
this evening. 1 really expected it
yesterday, but there has been some
delay. You wouldn't like to see me ill
and moping about the study, would
you ?” said Billy Bunter pathetically.

“Oh, that’s all right!” said Bob
Cherry  cheerfully. “If you start
moping about the study. we can casily
turn you out, you know.” :

“Really, Cherry >

Harry Wharton extracted a shilling
from his waistcoat pocket. Bunter's
eyes plistened at the sight of silver.

“Thauk you very much, Wharton !”
he said, as Harry tossed it to him. “Of
course, this is only a loan?”

“That's all right, Bunty !”

“I'r afraid 1 ' can't

Nugent !

accept it,

THE GEM LIBRARY

Wharton, unless it is regarded. strictly
as a loan,” said Billy Bunter, slipping
the shilling into his trousers pocket.

“ Whether it is regarded loanfully or
giftfully, the resultfulness will be
exactly the sameful,” murmured the
nabob.

“I'll settle up for this directly my
postal order comes, Wharton,” said
Billy Bunter. “I expect it to be for a
considerable amount, and then I.will

settle up some other little accounts 4o

when thé order comes. Did you say y

wanted to lend me a shilling, Nugent 7?28
“No.”

“Did you, Cherry ?”
“Did y 3
*NoZ

“H'm! Well, I can get a snack for
this. Upon the whole, Wharton, as my
postal order is certain to be for at least
ten shillings, you may as well give me
the other nine shillings now, and have
the whole of it when it comes——"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm afraid it can’t be done, Bunty.

Go and blow that shilling, and don't
leave any jam on your face this time !
Come on, you chaps! ”
- The chums of the Remove walked
away. Billy Bunter looked after them
with a far from satisfied expression on
his face.

“Wharton is rather selfish,” he mus-
mured. “They're all rather selfish, as
a matter of fact. A generous fellow
like me is rather out of place in the
Remove, I am afraid. I suppose I had
better get what I can for this shilling.”

And Billy Bunter made a direct line
for the school tuckshop.

Bulstrode’s Walk !

R. CHESHAM was at the head
of the Remove table at the
midday dinner of the juniors.
The Remove watched him with

anxious eyes.”” He had signalised his
first assumption of authority over the
Remove by cutting down their ‘meals.
Whether he meant to continue in the
same way was the burning question.

He soon showed that he did intend it.

The plates that were passed down the
table to the hungry juniors contained
thin slices of beef—so thin as to show
almost the pattern of the plate through.
There were no potatoes on the table at
all. Mr. Chesham had abolished pota-
toes as indigestible, forgetting that whar
might affect him in middle life might
be quite harmless to the hungry juniors.

There was bread, and it was of a
wholemeal variety, undoubtedly much
superior as an article of diet to white
bread, but hardly a satisfactory substi-
tute for beef and potatoes.

The Removites glared at their plates,
and ate sulkily. The plates were cleared
in record time, and there was a pausc.
It was pecfeetly certain  that M.
Chesham did not intend them to have
a second helping. But the Removites
were hungry.

“1f vou please, sir, may I have some
more beef ?” said Levison.

Mr. Chesham shook his head.

“I think not, Levison.”

“I'm hungry, sir!”

“Merely a habit-hunger, the result of
overeating in the past,” said M.
Chesham kindly. “It will soon pass off,
Levison.”

Levison grunted.

“I'm hungry!” said
sulkily. i

-““Have you walked round the Close
three times since morning school,
Bulstrode 77
L “I've done it twice, sir.”

" “You will not forget the third time
bhefore afterncon lessons,” said Mr.
Chesham, gently but firmly.

Bulstrode

i

<




EVERY WEDNESDAY

‘And Bulstrode snorted as loudly as he
dared.

“I—I should like some more beef,
sir,” faltered Billy Bunter.

“Yes, I think you probably would,”
assented the Form-master? “Your
case, Bunter, is the most striking I have
ever come across of the deplorable
effects of gluttony.”

“Oh, sir ™

“Indeed, I think it is extremely prob-

b able that your stupidity in class is
& largely due to your gluttony,”” said Mor.
Chesham,

A giggle ran down the Remove table,
and Billy Bunter turned red.

“Oh, really, sir! I never get enough
to eat—"

“I shall speak to you again on this
subject, Bunter. It is an important
one. 1 cannot help thinking that you
are suffering from a state of fatty
degeneration. You may leave the table,
boys.”

pathetically. “My hat! They’ll be
ordered to wear clean collars next.”

“Oh, they'd go on strike rather than
that !” said Temple confidently.
 “Yes; I suppose a worm will turn in
time.”

“Certainly; and the endurance even
of the Remove has its limits. A washed
neck and a clean eollar coming at the
same time would make them absolutely
ill.  Somebody really ought to warn
Mr. Chesham to start these things
gradually.”

The chums of the Remove swung
away with heightened colour, followed
by the chuckles of Temple, Dabney &
Co,

“It isn't only the faddishness of the
Cheshamn ass,” growled Bob Cherry.
“But to be cackled at by those duffers in
the Upper Fourth 2

“The fadfulness is great,” said the
Nabob of Bhanipur ruefully; “but the

cacklefulness is terrific !”
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shall have to get our backs up at the
finish, you know. He will keep on if
we don’t stop him.”

*“That is true, I suppose. But we can.
rag him in our own way, without trying
such a serious step again as a revolt,”
said Wharton. “Of course, we’re not
going to put up with it patiently.”

“Rather not |” said Nugent emphatie-
ally.

“The ratherfulness is terrific!”

“I’'d better go and get those belis
now ” :

’fSupiJoso you don’t do it?” 1

“Well, as head boy I'm bound to do
as he tells me, T suppose,” said Whar-
ton, wrinkling his brow. “It's all rof,
of course, but orders have to be
obeyed.” ¢

“Well, we’'ll ecome and help you,”
said Nugent.

The chums of the Remove were soon
busy collecting up the cricket and other
belts belonging to fellows in the Form.

As Bulstrode strode savagely round the Close on his enforced walk, a dozen fags formed up and marched round behind him,
imitating his angry stride, while everyone in the Close roared with laughter.

The Removites went out with dark
faces. :

The Upper Fourth were grinning ab
them, and in the Close they chipped
the Removites unmercifully on the sub-
ject of the new master and his new
regulations.

“I hear you’re going to be put to bed
at seven o’clock and tucked in by the

matron,” Temple remarked to Harry
Wharton, “Is it a fact? Dabney told
me so.”

“My dear chap, surely you don’t
regard anything that Dabney says as
a fact!” said Harry Wharton.

Dabney turned red.

“Look here, Wharton—"

““Oh, don’t be annoyed with the little
fellow, Dab I”” said Temple. “He’s feel-
ing rather worried, you know. I hear
that the order has gone forth that the
Remove will have to wash their necks
regularly now under the new regime,
and, of course, it weighs on their minds

a good deal.’

““Oh, rather!” said Dabney.
&1 suppose it would,” said Fry sym-

“Something’s got to be done,” said
Nugent.

“T’ve got to see about those belts,”
said Harry Wharton grimly. *There
will be a row if they're not in the
dummy’s room before afternoon school.””

“Look here, why not have a revolt?”
said Bob Cherry excitedly. *““We tried
it before, and made him climb down.”

Wharton shook his head.

“It won’t do, Bob. It was the rows
in the Remove that brought poor old
Quelch back before he recovered from
his illness. Now he’s broken down
again. It’s rough on him, you know.
We shall have to put up with Chesham
without any open row this time, for his
sake. He can’t help the man being a
howling ass!”

“T suppose not, but—"

“We said we’d do our best. Well, I
think a revolt’ of the Form would be
doing about our worst. If we brought
the Head into it, we den’t know where
or how it would end.. We shall have to
grin and bear it:”

“Human nature can’t stand too heavy
a strain,’” said Bob Cherry sagely. “We

There was growling on all sides, but the
juniors realised that Harry was help-
less in the matter, and the growling was
directed against the faddist Form-
master.

Bulstrode, of course, ventured upon
a sneer on the occasion. Bulstrode had
never forgiven Harry Wharton for
taking his place as head of the Form.-

“Jolly good sort of Form captain, you'
are!” he remarked. “Why don't you
stand up for the Form against that con-
founded ass?”

“Bosh 1” said Harry.

“If I were Form captain I'd jolly
soon show him that he couldn’t have
things all his own way with the
Remove.”

“You can take the lead, if you like,”’
said Wharton. “If you have any plan
for putting the Chesham ass 1n his
plag,e, carry it out, and we’ll back you
up.

1“I’m not Form eaptain——"" 3

“No; you're a windbag !” said Harry
Wharton contemptuously. “You talk
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big because you won't be put to the test.
Hand me over that belt.”

“Take it, and be hanged !”

‘A heap of belts of various colours and
sizes was deposited in the Form-master’s
study. Harry piled them on the table
and left them there.

It was near school-time when the
chums of the Remove finished their task
and came out into the Close. The sound
of loud laughter attracted their atten-
tion at once.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” exclaimed Bob

Cherry. “What’s on?”

“It’s Bulstrode !”

“The honourable and esteemed Bul-
strode is taking his worthy constitu-

tional,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur,
grinning.

The chums of the Remove could not
help laughing as they looked . on.

Balstrode was walking savagely round
the Close, and the news of his enforced

edestrianism had evidently spread, for
{) ttle fags out of the Third and Second
Torms had gathered to watch and follow
in his footsteps.

Bulstrode had always been a bully,
and he was extremely unpopular with
the small boys of G:e)fnan and they
were not slow to seize the opponumt\
of ridiculing the bully of the Remove.

A dozen diminutive fags had formed
up and were marching round the Close
after Bulstrode, grinning like monkeys.
The Removite had not been conscious
at first of their impertinence, till the
loud laughter of the spectators drew his
attention to it. Then he glared round
and made a rush at the fags, and they
scattered and escaped.

When he strode on again they fol-
lowed on_in single file, at a safe dis-
tance, imitating his angry stride, while
everyone in the Close roared with
laughter.

Two or three times Bulstrode rushed
at the tormentors, and they scattered;
but every time they formed up again
and followed him, and the bully of the
Remove was crimson with rage and
humiliation when his walk was over.
Mr. Chesham met him at the door and
smiled blandly. -

“Dear me, you have qmte a colour,
Bulsttode" hc said. “You see, your
exercise is uomo- vou a great amount of
good already.’

Bulstrode did not reply.
were too deep for words.

The Iron Hand!
THL Remove came in to afternoon

school in an expectant mood, and

not a very good-humoured one.

A word from Harry Wharton,
their recognised leader, and they would
have stayed out in the Close and not
come in to lessons gt all. But Harry
had good reasons for mot allowing a
revolt to take place under his lead.

After all, the matter was one between
the Form and the Form-master. It was
not in the game to take steps which
would lead the Head to interfere on
either side. The Remove could fight
its own battles.

Mpr. Chesham was at his desk, and he
blinked pleasautly at the Remove with
his dreamy eyes. The boys took their
places, and afternoon lessons com-
menced.

In spite of Mr. Chesham’s fads, he was
a man of considerable scholastic attain-
ments and quite fitted for his task. He
was not so strict as Mr. Quelch, how-
ever, in the matter of getting through
work.

As the lessons proceeded Billy
Bunter's expression was seen to grow
more and more mutinous.

Bunter was not the fellow to stand up
for a principle, but anything - like
hunger touched him in his tenderest
spot. He was hungry now. The snack
at the tuckshop before dinner and the
few thin slices of beef had not made
much difference to him. And hunger
made Bunter desperate.

“Bunter !”

Mr. Chesham rapped out the name,
and every eye turned towards Billy.

The fat junior was leaning forward on
his desk, with an expression upon his
face which Bob Cherry aftervsalds
described as resembling that of a dying
codfish.
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“Yes, sir,” said Bunter
“Sit up mlmedmtely 1
“I—I can’t, sir.

“Are vou ill1?”

“Well, not exactly ill, sir, but very
faint,”

“Faint? You feel faint?” -

“Yes, sir; from want of food.”

Mr, Chesham’s brow darkened.

“Is this intended for impertinence,
Bunter ?”

“Oh, no, sir! I should be sorry to bi
1mpe1tment, sir, while you are preseni
T am very hungn, sir.” $

“I have explained to you that this is
merely an illusion, Bunfer. It is what
is known as habit- hungor, and is an &
effect of the imagination.”

“T know I feel jolly empty, sir.

“You are not really empty, Bumcx
Sit up 1”

“I haven’t the strength, sir.”

“Do you want me to cane you ?

“I'd rather be caned than starve to
death any day, sir,” said Bunter ch\-
lessly. “T feel that I'm going to die.”

“Sit up immediately 1

“I haven't the strength to move a
limb, sir.”

“We will see,” said Mr. Chesham
grimly, and he plckcd up a cane from
his desk and came towards Bunter.
“Now sit up, Bunter.”

Bunter looked at the cane and looked
at the gleam in Mr. Chesham’s eye, and
found strength to sit up with surprising
alacrity

A Ho?d out your hand, Bunter.”

“My—my hand, sir?”

“Yes; I'm gomg to cane you for your
xmpIernInence

faintly.

<3

Really, sir, 'm sorry. 1
didn’t meant to be 1mpe1tment I was
only overcome by \\Lakx‘e:: due to want
of sufficient nourishment.

“Hold out your hand!?
Mr. Chesham.

Bunter reluctantly held out his fat
hand, and Mr. Chesham brought the
cane down with a sharp blow. Bunter
roared.

“Ow, ow, ow |”

“Stop that ridiculous noise, Bunter !”

“Ow! It hurts!”

“It was a very slight cut. I shall give
you something more severe than that if
you are impertinent again,” said M.
Chesham. “You will sit upright.”

“Y-e-e-es, sir.”

Bunter found strength to sit upright
when he discovered that the master was
not to be trifled with. But he had given
a cue which another member of the
Remove followed. It was Levison, the
new boy in the Form, who was in a
sulky and discontented 'mood and ready
for mischief,

“ Levison, you will construe,” said Mr.
Chesham in the Latin lesson. ©You will
go on from ‘insula portum efficit objectu
leterum——" »

“Quibus,” said Levison sullenly.

‘“Construe !”

“I don’t feel equal to it, sir.”

“Rh

“I’'m not up to construmg, sir, after
havmg missed my dinner.”

Chesham did not argue with
Lva':on He picked up the cane which
had enabled Bunter to recover his lost
strength so suddenly.

“Come out here, Levison !”

Levison went out before the class.

“You have disobeyed me,” said Mr.
Chesham. “Hold out your hand !”

Levison set, his lips hard.

“Hold out your hand, Levison !”

The hand came slowly out. The cane
swished down, and Levison jerked his
hand away. Mr. Chesham gave a gasp
of anguish as it smote upon his own leg.
The Remove burst into an irresistible
chuckle, Levison grinned, too, but the

thundered
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grin was only momentary. The angry
Form-master seized him by the collar,
swung him round, and brought the cane
into play again actively.

Levison roared and wriggled, but the
blows descended until he had had eight
or nine, and then the master released
him.

“Now go back to your place, Levison,
2nd let that be a lesson to you.”

And Levison went back, scowling.

It was an unexpected sight of the iron

hand, and the Remove was certainly
nore respectful and attentive after that
esson to Levison.
The afternoon was not a pleasant one.
The Form were discontented, and in
somé cases the hunger was very real.
All were glad when the hands of the
clock indicated half-past four and the
class was dismissed.

““One moment,” said Mr. Chesham, as
the juniors rose to their feet. “I have
a few words to say to you. The curtail-
ment of your breakfasts will probably,
at first, make you feel the habit-hunger
of which Bunter complains. To obviate
this, and to increase your allowance of
sustenance, I shall arrange for some
refreshment in the class-room midway
between breakfast and dinner to-
morrow.”

The faces of the Remove brightened
up considerably. They were dismissed,
and they poured out into the Close, dis-
cussing the happenings of the afternoon.

“T say, you fellows—"

Billy Bunter hurried after Harry
Wharton and Bob Cherry and caught
them up. The Falstaff of the Remove
was looking anxious and distressed.

“What’s the matter, Bunty ?”

“T'm famished. I suppose we’re going
to have tea in the study the same as
usual to-day 7

“Yes, I suppose so.
forbidden it yet.”

“Don’t you think we had better have
an extra good feed this time in case he
forbids it 7” suggested Bunter.

Harry Wharton laughed.

““Well, it’s not a bad wheeze.”

“It is a wheezy good idea,” said
Hurree Singh. “Let us have the whip-
ful roundness and have a jolly feedful
feast in the study.”

“That’'s what I was thinking,” said
Bunter. “I am famishéd. I suppose
that chap is mad and won’t come to his
senses till some of us are dying. I felt
like dying this afternoon.”

“I thought the cane revived you

wonderfully,” remarked Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, don’t be funny, Cherry! This is
too serious a matter for jokes. A
faddist like that ought to be suffocated
at birth, you know. I wouldn’t mind
cold baths or walks round the Close, but

to cut short a fellow’s grub——"

“Unspeakable !”

“The unspeakableness is terrific I

“Tt’s not a bad idea about the feed,”
said Nugent thoughtfully. “I feel too
jolly empty myself to go in for cricket
«#ill after tea. Get tea as quickly as you
cz;n, Bunty, and mind there’s plenty
of 46
““Hand over the tin and I’ll jolly soon
get the tea.” said Bunter.

‘The chums of the Remove pooled a
little heap of silver. As it happened,
they were in funds. Billy Bunter
hurried off to the tuckshop, with the
money jingling in his pocket and satis-
faction beaming in his face.

“] wonder what the refreshment in
the morning is going to be?” Nugent
remarked thoughtfully. “That looks
like a glimmer of common sense on the
part of the Chesham ass }”

Harry laughed.

“Some humbug, I expect—nothing fit
to eat.”

Chesham hasn’t

“T feel ready for a good feed,” said
Bob Cherry. “I'm beginning to under-
stand now how chaps become cannibals.
I Hope Billy Bunter won’t be long with
that grub.”

“May as well get along to the study
and help,” suggested Nugent. “The fire
will have to be lighted and the kettle
boiled.”

“Right-ho! Come along !”

The Removites went up to Study
No. 1. Hazeldene was in the passage
}?oking very blue. Harry nodded to

AR

“Coming in to tea, Hazeldene?” he
asked.
“Rather ”

said Hazeldene with

alacrity. “I’'m stony, or I should have
got something at the tuckshop. This
new regime is rotten.”

“Rotten isn’t the word for it. We're

going to have a bit of a feed now,
though. I dare say the horror will
abolish supper next.”

A Study Feed !

OB CHERRY soon had the fire

B going in the study. Nugent

filled the kettle, and Hazeldene

laid the cloth. Hurree Jamset

Ram Singh looked intc the cupboard

and brought out cups and saucers and
plates and knives.

“Better get out what grub there is,”
said Harry. “We shall want it all, you
know, as well as what Bunter brings in.”

“But there isn’t any esteemed grub,
my worthy chum.” £

“Oh, yess There’s the cold rabbit

ie.”

. “I think I saw the honourable Bunter
eating that this morning, my worthy
friend.”

“H’m! The steak pudding, then.”

“The honourable dish is here, but the
steak pudding has performed the vanish-
ing trickfulness.” c

“Bunter again, I suppose.
roll——"

“Tt has performed the disappearful-
ness.”

“The cake—"

“The cake is also of the departed.”

“The young cormorant!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton wrathfully. “Hasn’t he
left anything? By Jove, he’s cleared
out the whole show !”

“Yes; the esteemed cupboard presents
the aspect of that of the honourable
Mother Hubbard,” said the nabob.

“Kettle’s boiling!” said Nugent.
“How long is that young cormorant
going to be?”

“Warm the teapot ready.”

“T’ve done that.”

“Perhaps he’s stopping to boltfully
devour some of the esteemed provender,”
the nabob suggested.

“T shouldn’t wonder. He’s bound to
have what he calls a snack. Ob,” here
he is! What have you been so long
about, Bunter, you villain?”

“T'm sorry, Wharton—"

“And how did you get that gravy on
your face?” demanded Bob Cherry.

Bunter hastily wiped his mouth with
the back of his hand.

“Well, I thought I’d better sample
some new veal-and-ham pies Mrs.
Mimble had. ¥t was no good getting
them ‘if they weren’t any good, you
know.. So I had a couple—"

“Thank goodness you haven’t bolted
the whole shoot!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “We were asses to trust you
with the tin without watching you.”

“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“Where's the bacon?. I've greased
the”pan.” said Bob Cherry. “Shove-it
int : : .

The janr
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“Oh, let me do it !” said Billy Bunter.
“You fellows can’t cook! You have to
cut the rind off first. Gimme a knife.”

There was soon a savoury smell of
frying bacon in the study—very grateful
to the nostrils of six hungry juniors.
Micky Desmond of the Remeve came
along the passage and sniffed, and
stopped at the door of Study No. 1.

“Faith, and is it a feed ye’re having 7"
he asked. “Sure, and it’s not meself
that will refuse to have a snack wid ye !”

“Come in!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. ““There’s heaps. I wish we
could have in the whole Remove, but
we're pretty crowded now. Lend a
hand.” :

And Micky Desmond started sugaring
the cups. Bunter, with a glowing face,
was busy frying bacon.

“Nearly done, Bunty?”

“Close on,” said Bunter, beaming.
“Get the plates on the table, will you,
Nugent? They're warm enough.”

“Right you are!”

The bacon was soon finished and the
eggs cooked. The tea-table looked in-
viting. * Nugent poured out the tea, and
the fragrance of the cheering beverage
was added to that of the bacon, and
Billy Bunter added fried eggs.

“My hat!” said Hazeldene.
ripping !”

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“Yes, this is about as good a feed as
any we've had,” said Bunter. “We had
a jolly good one that time—it was just
after the exam, when you swindled
Wharton, Vaseline——"

Hazeldene turned scarlet.

Bob Cherry gave Bunter a kick under
the table. Bunter was always referring
to tabooed subjects in the most out-
rageously tactless manner, and the kick
was deserved. But it came at an unfor-
tunate moment

Billy Bunter was serving fried eggs
direct from the frying-pan, and the kick
made him jump. There was a surge of
grease and eggs from the pan, and there
was a fiendish yell from Micky Desmond
as the hot and steaming mess went over
his legs.

“Arrah! Tare an’ 'ounds!”

Micky Desmond sprang up, kicking
his chair over backwards.

Billy Bunter blinked at Bob Cherry
indignantly thiough his big spectacles.

“What did you kick me for, Cherry ?”
he asked. “Now there’s two or three
eggs wasted.”

“What abott my trousers?” yelled
Micky Desmond.

“Well, they’re spoiled, I suppose.
But I'm thinking about the eggs—"

“Faith, and I’ll ram yere head in the
grate, ye blithering spalpeen !”

“T'm sorry, Desmond, especially as
the eggs are wasted, but it’s Cherry’s
fault—not mine.: He gave me a kick
all of a sudden, without any reason
whatever, and I wasn’t expeé¢ting any-
thing of the sort.” :

“Sure, if I wasn’t a guest in the study.
I'd wipe up the flure wid ye,” said
Micky Desmond, rubbing his trousers
down with his handkerchief.

“It’s Cherry’s fault—"

“Oh, shut up!” said Bob Cherry.
“Let’s have tea. All of you served?
Good! Go ahead!”

“ What-ho !”

“What does this mean ?”

It was a sudden voice at the door of
the study. .

The juniors looked up with a general
gasp of dismay. Mr. Chesham stood in
the doorway !
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