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THE EXPLANATION:

. John was late, and the teacher asked
the reason. “I’ve bean sicl,” said John.
“*“You don't1ook it.” I am belter, but
I was sick.” “You go right home,” said
‘ the teacher, “and get a letter from your
“mother, or you will Dbe punished
bE\Clel‘ys Joln came back inside ten
minutes with a lettc?, which the teacher
did not seem to fancy was in the hand-
writing of John's mother.  John was
-bland snd innocent. The letter read:
© Please excuse John bein’ late ihis
mornin’, as he Dbroke his leg.—M=s,
Browx.”—0. Gratwick, 103, Dixons
Green, Dudley, Wores.

NAMING THE TWINS.

“And how are the twins?” asked the
vicar, when he met tlie cldev sister run-
ning errands in the village, “ Getting on
nicely. thank you. si‘:‘, sl’_\‘ Annie stam-
mered. A week old todey, ure l}lm
not? What are vou goiug to call them*
Ale clergvman went on. Y ,
answered the girl. more conl

4

ever.. S We roing 10 call theny Steak
and Kidnes.” The vicar was purzled,
hot that was all he could learn. A fort-

night later_he was asked to lLeslow the
names of Kate wned Sidney on the wites.

—Gordon " Hatten, 11. King's Square,
Bridgewater, Somerset.
THE ECHO:

“ Fellow-citizens,” shouted the orator,

“what, I ask, is our eountry coming to?
And uho unswers ¢ What? o Pmdon
ma, sir,” interrupted a mild- loolunrr n-
dividuwl in the body of the hall, “Dur did
I understand your question to be, * What
is our eountry coming to? And echo an-
swers “What¢” ' " “Yes, sir,”
the orator. “Then there is something
wrong with the agonustics of this hall.”
said the mild person, shaking his head in
perplexity, as he resumed his seat.—C
Hall, 2, Penshurst Road, E. 9.

AMBER,
"Amber was the first substance which
was known to possess ihe electric pro-
pertys—that is, when it was rubbed briskiy

replied

HISTORICAL HIGHQATE.
Highgate has several historical places.
Lauderdale House, now the vefreshment
house in Waterlow Park, was once the
residence of Nell G“ynne It is open
free to visitors,  Then there is Dick
Whittington’s Stone at the bottom of

Highgate Hill. and some way up the hill

is Cromwell House, where Oliver Crom-
well lived, On Parlinment Hill Fields
there is a large mound, which is said to
be the borial place of DBoadicea, the
Queen of ihe Ieeni in Ancient Bntmn,
whosc statue iz now on the Thames
Embaukment.—John Penn, 125, Dart-
mouth Park Hill, Highgate, N. 19.

AN EASY TRICK.

Get a slip of paper four m(he\ long
and three-gquarters of an inch wide, and
a tumbler. La¥ onc end of ithe paper on
the edue of the tumbler, and balance a
penuy on 1he paper and the edgc of the
toanbler. hen ask a chum to draw the
paper from heiween (lie penny on {he
edge of the tumbler withont moving
cither penny or tumbler. t is quite
eaxv. Hold the loose cud of the paper
in the left hand, then drop the first
finger of the richt hand on the middle
of the paper quickly, and the trick is
performed.  After a little practice you
will ind it simple enongh.— 3iss Jennic
Taxlor. 22, Third Strcet, Bensham;
Gateshead.

THE SMALLEST HOUSE IN BRITAIN.

When staying at Conway I went to
see the smallest house in Great Britain.
It is very small, and is built in the same
way as most houses, but it is coloured a
bright pink, and stands in the middle of
a row of other houses. Nobody lives in

it now. and a charge is made for ad-
mission.  The whole house consists of
two rooms. The downstairs room has

been used as a kitelten. the room up-
stairs as a hed-room. The stair is a short
ladder. and rather difficult to ascend.
The roof of both rooms is so low that one

it attracfed feathers and -other light | would think the house had been built by
lodies.—G. Gibbons, Glyn-y-Coed, Port | dwarfe.—W. A. Stewart. Elswick, Kil-
Tulbot. malcolm, Renfrewshire, N.B
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Contributions are invited from readers of the “ GEM " for publication on this page. Anything will
de, so long as it is interesting, short, and concise—a good joke, a description of a holiday, a brightidea
for increasing the popularity of the ¢ Gem,” a good anecdote,
hundred words long—the shorter the better,

should not be more than thrza
They can bz sent in on a postcard. Address all
contributions to The Editor, The “ Gem " Library, Fleetway House, FarringdoﬁStreet. London, E.C.2,

end mark them * Readers Own Corner.”

“Parsg"”

WHALES.

The wnate belongs to
There are two classes, toothed and
whalebone whales, The whalebone is
not bone, but baleen, very similar to
horn. The blae whale is rare. Tlhe
finner supplies a targe amount of oil, in
some cases as moch as a thou
gallons.  The sperm whale is rare ii
British waters. It is valued at akout
three hundred pounds. The whaie hus
ofttimes stood between men and starva-
tion. The modem method of killing
whales is by a harpoon-gun, which fires
a  harpoon-gun carrying an explosive
shel. —Andrew R. Inkster, Ingaville,
Scalloway, Shetland, N.B. .

the Cetacea.

What is the ganie we all adore?

(Tt makes us long for more and imore.)

What gives us joyful times galore?
Why, football!

What is the game for British men?

What tekes the place of football v hen

The sumnier weather comes again?
Why, cricket!

What sport stands cut among thﬂ best?

What sport expands your ‘ungs “aud

}l("st
Performed on back and side and breast?
vhy, swimming!

What always lets you take the lead,

As o'er the countryside you speed

TUpou a smooth, fast, winged steed?
Why, cycling!

What makes each boy so muscular?

What makes lum run both near and (ax,

Or jump clean o’er a five-foot bar?
Athletics!

What sport for everyone was made.

In which there's nought to be afraic?

What umkes you want a ‘emcm'v.de
Why, rambling!

What is that ripping indoor game,

Though outwardly it looks quite tame,

In \\hlch 'tis well to gam 2 name?
Why, chess, Boys!

_What paper is the first and best?

What makes your pleasure unsuppressed?
What’s crammed with joking, wit, anc
jest?
The Gem, boys!
—Ronald Royston, 19, Stafford Road,
Norfolk Park, SheflBeld.
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A Magnificent New

By

Synopsis of First Chapters.

JIMMY RENTON, an cxcellent fellow
and a foothaller of marked ability,
works for a time on the staff of a
provincial paper. He strikes up a
friendship with

BILLY DESMOND, a fellow-reporter,
a cheery, fun-loving youth; and he
incurs the enmity of a cad named

LUKE RAYNER, who brings about
Jimmy’s dismissal from the newspaper
office. '

Shortly afterwards the paper closes down,
and whilst Jimmy Renton is tramping
the country, seeking an engagement
as a League footballer, he is joined by
Billy Desmond, who undertakes to do
all he can to further his chum’s ambi-
tions.

Jirnmy and Billy are staying at the
Forest Arms, a fine old inn situated in
the King’s TForest; and there they
learn that Madge Trevor, the fifteen-
year-old daughter of one of the direc-
tors of the Belmont Rovers Foothall
Club, bas been kidnapped by gipsies.
They stumble across the kidnappers by
a lucky chance, and after a fierce fight
they succeed in rescuing the girl. Miss
Trevor, who bad been without food for
some time, is taken to a hotel by the
boys, and there they intrcduce them-

OF THE
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Football Serial.

PAUL MASTERS.

selves. Atfer a meal, they sit talking
until Jimmy Renton decides it is time
to make another move.

(Now go on with the story.)

Billy’s Suggestions.

¢ I’D better sce about getting
you home, Miss Trevor,” said
Jimmy Rentou. “Your

peopls be fearfully
anxious about you.”

“Jt's a long way to Beimont, where
I live,” said Madge.

“PBut the motor-bike will make short
work of it,” said Billy Desmond. “ Are
you ready?”

“T'm awfully grateful to you——’

“The pleasure’s ours, dcar girl.”

Billy Desmond produced a road-imap
from his pocket, and after studying ir
carefully for a moment he went outside,
and started up the engine of his machine.

The other two followed. Madge got
into the side-car, and Jimmy Renton
perched himself on the carrier.

The front and rear lamps were lighted,
and the machine was soon speeding away
through the darkness.

It was a glorious ride, and the littie
town of Belmont was reached all too
soon, so far as Jimmy and Billy were
concerned, at any rate; for they had

will

’

gieally enjoyed Madge Trevor's com-
pany.

Madge pointed out her father’s house.
stariding in its own grounds on the out:
skirts of the town; and Billy Desmond
turned the machine into the drive.

On the front steps stood My, Trevor,
chatting with a police-sergeant, who had
conule to report that there was no news
of the missing girl.

And then a voice rang out through
the darkness.

‘“Father !"”

Mr. Trevor turned, and came hurry-
ing down the steps with a cry of joy.

“Madge!™ he exclaimed, as the girl
alighted from the side-car and advanced
to meet him. ‘“Thank Heaven!”

“This is no place for us, Jimmy!”
murmured Billy Desmond, as Madge ran
forward to embrace her father, “Tet us
refreat in column of fours, as they say
in the Army.”

But before tha two chums could retire
from the scene, Madge Trevor called to
theru. In a few hurried sentences she
had described the rescue to her father:
and Mr. Trevor, a tall. distinguished-
looking  gentleman, shook the twa
chums warmly by the hand.

“Y am deeply grateful to you both.”
he said. “You have shown great pluck

Tur GEM LIBRARY.—NO. 566
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4 Let Your Friends

and resource, and you have relieved my
mind of terrible suspense and anxiety.
Will you come indoors?”

Jimmy and Billy hesitated.

*“ Do, please!” urged Madge.

‘“All serene,” said Billy Desmond.
“But there's nothing to fuss about, Mr,
Trevor, T assure you.”

“You have proved yourselves to be
very gallant lads,” said Mr. Trevor
warmby. ‘' You needn’t wait, sergeant,”
he added, addressing the gaping police-
officer. My daughter is safe and
sound.”

“If you want a job, sergeant,” said
Billy Desmond, “go and arrest those
Leastly Romanics. They're somewhere
in the King’s Forest. Sorry I can’t be
more explieit.”

The sergeant bade Mr. Trevor good-
right, and strode away, muttering tlo
himself.  And ihe little party passed into
the house.

“May T offer vou
Guired Mr. Trevor.

“No, thank you,” said Jimmy Ren-

ton, “Wea had some jusl before we
came away.”
. M. Trevor led the way to the draw-
ing-room. . Avrived there. he beckoned
fo the iwo chums to be seated, and prof-
fered his cigarette-case.

T%il[_v_ Desmond tack a cigarette, and
apologised on behalf of Jimmy Renton,

“Jimmy's 2 non-smoker and
teetotaler, sir,” ho said.  “P’r’aps he
wouldn't. say no to a stick of chewing-
gum-——->

“8hurrup,
Jimmy.

“Now,” said Mr, Trevor, with a smile.
“T should like vou 1o give me full details
of vour gallant action.”

But he found both Jimmy and Rilly
very relicont on the subject of 1their
heroism : and it remained for Madege
Trevor {o give her father a detailed
account of the adventure.

Mr. Trevor listened attentively to the

some food?” in-

you idiot!” growled

narrative. Then he turned (o Billy
Desmond. .
“T should Yike to be allowed to reward
you in some wav-—" he begen.
“Eh? What for, sir?”

“For rescuing my daughter from the
clutches of these rascally Romanies, of
conrse !

“But it was Jimmy Renton who did
ihe vescue work, sir, 1 merely looked on
from a safe distance and advised him.”

“You can hardly expect me to
believo that. Yeu are both brave lads,
and T should like to show my apprecia-
lion of your bravery in some tangible

form.  Would you bs offended if I
st_ligg:e-sled making you a monetary
gift 7" i

MWe don’t want, money, sir,”  caid
Jimmy Renton quickly. “Rut——"

“Well 777
4T know exactly what he wants to say.
fir; but he can’t.bring himself to sav
it. so I'll act as spokesman,” said Billv
Desmond.  “You happen to be a
director of Belmont Rovers—Jimmy’s
fi!\'Oh‘l_'lln team. Could vou possibly use
your infleence and get him a hillet as a
professional player in your cluly?”

Mr. Trevor looked astonished. IIe
l:esitated hefore replying, and Jimmv
Renton and Billy Desmond hung upen
his answer !

The Goal of His Ambition!
“ ITAT is rather an awkward

request, Desmond,” said Mr,

Trevor at length. ‘At least,

I find it rather awkward to
answer.  As a director of the Belmont
Rovors Club I certainly possess a good
deal of influence. At the same time, I
always make it a point never to exert
Tae GrM LiBRARY.—No. 666.
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that influence unfairly. In other weords,
I don’t believe in recommending any
young fellow, no matter how much of &
gentleman he may be, unless he is an
exceplionally fine foothaller.”

“Jimmy Renton comes in that cate-
gory, sir,” answered Billy Desmond
promplly.

AMr, Trevor smiled. .

‘Do not misunderstand me,” he said.
“Belmont Rovers is one of the finest
tcams in the eountry—""

“Hear, hcar,” said Jimmy Renion
heartily.

“And a player has to toueh the hall-
mark of excellence before he can hope
to get an engagement with the club.
You say that Rlenton is an exceptionally
fine footballer. I have heard that said
about others, and when they have come
to be given a trial they have shaped like
novices.” -

“There’s not much of {he novice about
Jimmy, str,” said Billy Desmond. “Ie
can keep his end up in any company.
He’s as fast as a streak of lightning, and
he can shoot and pass likc a giddy genius.
In fact, genius 1s just the word fov
Jimmy !”

Mr. Trevor did not seem to be con-
vinced. He turned to Jimmy Renton.

“You have rendered me a very great
service, my boy,” he said, “and it would
be churlish-of me not tp recognise and
reward your gallantry. But I would
prefer to do it in some other way than
that which your friend suggests. If you
stand in necd of employment: ’

“T do,” said Jimmy.

“Then I can offer you a remunerative
position on my cstate.”

“That's awfully decent of vou, sir.
But my heart’s in football, and I'm
afraid that nothing short of a League
footballer’s job would satisfly me.”

“He seems awfully enthusiastic, dad,”
chimed in Madge Trevor, who had been
listening with great interest to the con-
versation. “Why don’t you give him a
trial 77

“For whom have you played, my
boy ?” inquired Mr. Trevor.

*“For Burchester United, sir—-"

The director of Delmont Rovers

raised his eyebrows.

“And I'm on trial at the present time
with Bourne Athleticc.  But I'd much
prefer to get an engagement with your
club, if possible. You see, Belmont
Rovers has always Dbeen my favourite
team.”

Mr., Trevor nodded.

“If, as you say, you are on trial
with Bourne Athletie,” he said, “you
must be a player of unusual merit.”

“If you’ll get into louch with Mr.
Rcbinson, one of the Bourne directors,
he’'ll confirm that Jimmy's a tep-hole
man, sir,” said Billy Desmond. .

“I happen to know Mr. Robiyson inti-
mately,” said Mr. Trevor. “I will get
into communication witk him at once.”

And he crossed over to the telephone.

“Y doubt if you'll ind Mr. Robinson
at the football club, sir, at this time of
night,”” said Jimmy Renton.

“But I can get through to his private
house. Hallo! Give mc Bourne double-
two six, please.”

“That's a trunk call, sir,” said the
operalor. “TI'll ring you as soon as
Bourne comes through.”

“Thank you!” said Mr. Trevor.

And he hung up the recciver,

After an interval of twenty minutes,
during  which Mr. Trevor and his
daughter chatted pleasantly with Jimmy
Renton and Billy Desmond, the tele-
phone:bell rang.

“Your call td§ Bourne, sir,” said the
operator.

The next moment a
sounded over the wires.

languid voice

Mr. Robinson, who had just been on
the point of retiring for the night, was
not best pleased at being summoned to
the telephone. But wEen he became
aware that it was his friend Mr, Trevor
who had called him up his anneyance
vanished,

‘Hallo, Trevor!” he said genially. “Is
this a business call 7"

“¥Yes. I wish to speak to you wilh
reference to a young fellow called Ren-
ton. I understand you ave giving him
a trial ?”

“That's s0.”

““What is his form?”

“TIe's a top-notcher,” said Mr. Rebin-
son. ‘“He played in a practice match
only this afternoon, and he gave an ex-
cellent display.™

Mr. Trevor was impressed. He knew
that his friend was not in the habit of
giving praise unless praise was due.

‘““Then you regard Renton as a suit-
able eandidaic for League foothall?” he
said,

“Most certainly! But for the fact
that there are no vacancies in our first
team I should sccure Renton a place
right away.”

“He is very anxious to get an engage- .

ment with said Mr.
Trevor.

“Then I shall not stand in his way.
A player of his ability doesn't deseive to
be idle. T hope you'll give him a trial,
Trevor.  If yon do. he will amply bear
out what I have said of him.”

“He shall certainly be given a trial,”
suid Mr. Trevor. And Jimmy Renton
could not repress an exclamation of jov.
“{ am much obliged to you, Robinson,
for yeur informalion. Good-night!”

“Gooid-night ! said Mr. Rohinson.

And there the conversaticn ended.

Mr. Trevor replaced the receiver on
its hooks, and turned to Jinmy Renton.

“I must apologise for being so sceptical
just now, when your friend was telling
me of your footballing abilitics,” he said.
“Mr. Robinson has satisfied me that yon
are well worth a trial with Belmont
Rovers, and you shall have one—to-
morrow, if you like.”

“Hurrah !'" chortled Billy Desmond.
“Mr. Robiuson’s a sport. T knew he'd
turn up trumps. Do you mind if Jimmy
and 1 wallz round your drawing-reom,
Mi. Trevor?” We feel sort of elated.”

“You can be as elated as you please,
but not at the expense of my furniture !
said Mr. Trevor, laughing. * Will vou
turn out lo-morrow afternoon, Renton,
for a practice match?”

“Of course, sir!” said Jimmy. “ What
time ™

“Two o'clock.
the ground is %"

“No, sir.
out !”

The two chhums propared to take their
depurture. They shook hands with AIr.
Trevor, and then with Madge, who muir-
miured :

“T shall see you bdth to-morrow.”

“At our usual trysting-place, I sup-
pose—-the old rustic bridge by the mill 7
whispered Billy Desmond, wilh the air
of a lovelorn swain,

“Certainly not ! said Madge
haughtily. “I shall see you in the grand-
stand. on the ground.”

“We'll sit

“All screne,” said Billy.
and whisper sweet nothings to each
keep an eye on Jimmy

Belmont Rovers,”

Do you know where

Bat Tl jolly soon find

other, and
Renton, who will be engaged in chasing
the bounding leather, and banging it
into tlre net cvery time he gets wilhin
shooting  distance. Farewell, Miss
Trevor 7

* Good-night !” said Madge.

The two chums were soon epeeding
homewards.
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Jimmy Renton lay back contentedly in
the side-car, happy in the Lknowledge
that hisy long-cherished ambition was
practically attained.

If all went well on the morrow—-if he
play at the top of his form—he would
soon find himsell a playing member of
the Belmont Rovers Kootball Club, and
he would wear the colours of that famous
team, which he had admired ever sace
he had been old enough to take an
interest in football.

Billy Desmond was feeling very bucked
with life, too. In his unselfish way, he
rejoiced that his chum’s great opportu-
nity had arrived at last.

“You must play up to-morrow,
Jimmy,” ho said, *in a mauner that wiil
astonish the mnatives. You must go
through the opposing defence like a knife
through butter ™

“Trust me to play up all T know!”
replied Jimmy. ¢“1 say, wasn't it a
stroke of luck that we came across Madge
Trevor? II we hadn’t met her I shouid
never have got this gilt-edged chance
of plaving for Belmont Rovers!”

‘“It was providential, dear boy,” said
Biilly Desmond. “Dame Fortune has
not merely smiled- on us. She’s ahso-
lutely guffawed, if one may say so.

~ Madge Trevor’s father happened, by the
" luckiest

be a
If L

chance imaginable, to
director ‘of the Belmont Rovers,

" had been a pork butcher, or a chimney-

“the dressing-room ol the Belmont Rovers

sweep, or an itinerant vendor of old iron,
vou'd never have had this gilt-edged
chance, as you rightly termed 1t.”
~““That’s true enough,” said Jimmsy.
“And now that I've got the chance T
mean to make the most of it.”

The machinc raced on through the
shadows, and it was past midnight when
the two chums arrived at the Foresl
Arms.

They were fagged out after the strenu-
ous _exertions of the evening, and they
turned in al once, looking forward to the
morrow, when Jimmy Renton would be
given an opportunity of making good.

In the Limelight !

HE course of a would-be football
champion never did run smocth,
to misquote. Shakespeare: And
whern Jimmy. Renton arrived in

_club on the following afternoo.n there
" was a nasty shock in store for him.

. a clubmate.

Among the players who were preparing
to take part in the practice-match was
an individual whom Jimmy had neither
wished nor expected to see again.

It was the fellow who had wronged
him in the past—the fellow with whom

"he had been at daggers drawn—Luke

Rayner!

Jimmy gave a violent start.

What was Rayner doing here?

The only explanation that occurred to
him was that Rayner, like himself, was
being given a trial for Belmont Rovers.

Jimmy was furicus to think that such
a sporting club as the Rovers should be
contaminated by the presence of a rank
outsider like Rayner. He realised, too,
that his own prospects of success would
bo jeopardised by his having Rayner asz
The mischief-making cad
who had caused Jimmy to be sacked from
the staff. of the *Burchester Times”
would now do his utmost to make further
trouble. Jimmy felt sure of that.

Rayner, who was in the act of donning
a jersey, looked up. He, too, gave a
start. Jfor although he had vowed that

""he would cross Jimmy Renton’s path

sooner or later, he had not expected to
meet him under such conditions as these.
“You here!” snarled Rayner.
Jimmy nodded coolly. He had
regained his composure by this time.

“Are they giving you a trial for the
Rovers?” asked Rayner.

“Yes."

Rayner sneered.

“1 s’pose you've been curryin’ favour
with one of the directors?”” hs said.

“Steady on!” said Jimmy warningly.
“You ought to know fromn the past ex-
perience that I never allow arybody,
least of all you, to talk Lo me like that!
And what, might I ask, are you doing
here? Are they giving you a trial as
well ?”

“Yes. Not that.a trial’s necessary
in my case. I shall turn out for the
Rovers’' first team on Saturday for a
cery,”’

“You seem jolly conflidenf about

“I've got reason to be. You see,
pater happens to be a director of
club.”

“What!”

“ Gottin' deaf in your old age? My
pater’s here, an’' he means to- keep a
fatherly eye on my -welfare.”

Jimmy Renlon understood pow why
Rayner was being tried for Belmont
Rovers.

Mr. Rayner, the man who had swindled
Jimnmy's father in business, was now one
of the Rovers’ directors; and he had no
doubt been instrumental in securing a
trial for his unworthy son.

Jimmy felt very uneasy.

With Rayner senior a director of the
club, and Rayner junior a playing mem-
ber of it, there would be many obstacles
set in Jimmy’s path.

Before further conversation ocould
ensue the two elevens took the field.

In the grand stand Madge Trevor and
Billy Desmond sat side by side exchang-
ing cheerful bantes.

Several seats behind them sal Mr.
Trevor, Mr. Rayner. and anolher diree-
tor, a meek-and-mild .individual named
Dodds. :

Jimmy Renton was assigned to his
usual position—outside-left. He noticed
that Rayner occupied the same position
on the opposite side. It was unlikely
that they would come into direct contact
during the game, and Jimmy felt
relieved on this score.

The three directors seated in the stand
were not there merely as idle spectators.
They had a duty to perform.

Bob Hughes, the man who usually
fisured ab outside-left for Belmont
Rovers, had been badly crocked on the
previous Saturday. JL would therefore
be necessary for a deputy to take his
place for many weeks to come. That
deputy would be either Jimmy Renton
or Luke Rayner. The one who showed
up best in this practice-match would be
selected to play for the first team in its
next League engagement.

Rayner- knew that this was so, and
Jimmy Renten guessed it. And each was
determined to pub up the best game he
knew.

It was Jimmy who first came into the
picture. ’

Directly the ball was kicked off it was
sent out to him on the wing, and he pul
in one of his flectest runs, winding up
wilth a-scorching shot which the goalie
was lucky to divert round the post for a
corner.

“ Bravo,
man !

Jimmy recognised the voice as Billy
Desmond’s, and he smiled. Both Billy

R
my

the

Jimmy! Keep it up, old

‘and Madge Trevor returned his smile.

As for Luke Rayner, his face was
darkened by a sullen 5cowl. His rival
was in the lime-light already, whereas
he—Rayner—seemed to be unable to gel
a lock-in. And when, after ten minutes’

play, the ball did come to him, he
bungled the pass badly; and one of the
opposing half-backs easily cleared.

“My son,” remarked Mr. Rayner to
his fellow-directors, ““is somewhat off-
colour. He informed me before the game
commenced that he had a splitting head-
ache, and I trust, gentlemen, that you
will not attach too much immportance to
any minor blemishes he may make,”

“1 certainly don’t think much of his

form up to the present,” said M.
Trg_\'or bluntly.
Throughout the first half Jimmy

Renton enjoyed himself immensely. He
happened to be playing on the same side
as the captain of Belmont Rovers—a
dashing, bustling  inside-leflt name:l
Kennedy. He and Jimmy formed an
ideal left wing, and their side led by a
goal to nolhing at half-time. It was
from a pass by Jimmy Renton that the
solitary goal had been scored.

Rayner had bucked up as the game
proceeded, and he had put in one or two
useful sprints. But even at his best he
was no match for Jimmy Renton.

Kennedy clapped Jimmy on the
shoulder as” the teams came off at the
interval.

“You're a dead cert. for the firsl
team,” he said. “You're every bhit as
good as Bob Hughe§, owr usual oulside-
left; and praise can’t go higher than
that.”

“Oh, good!”

As Jiinmy passed into the dressing-
room with the others he was heartily
clapped by Billy Desmond and Madge
Trevor. And Madge's father called oul
to him, “Capital, my boy—capital!”
But Mr. Rayner was scowling even more
fiercely than his hopeful son.

In the second half of the game Jimmy
maintained his good form. :

There was one unpleasant incidenl
which escaped the referee’s notice.

Jimimny’s side was attacking holly, and
lhere was a melee in front of goal fol-
lowing a corner-kick.

Rayner had dropped back to assist the
defence, and by means of a sly trip he
sent Jimmy Renton sprawling.

Jimmy was badly shaken up, and he
knew who had fouled him; but he
refrained from making a scene.

As soon as he had scrambled to his
feet Jimmy received the ball from
Kennedy. He trapped it smartly, and
then, working his way through a solid
‘group of defenders, he sent the leather
crashing into the net.

“Goal t”

Jimmy's fellow-forwards sarged round
him to congratulate him. And Rayner,
who had hoped to put his rival out of
action, was alniost beside himself with
rage and chagrin.

In the grand stand, Billy Desmond
made a megaphone of his hands, and
shouted: “ Good work, Jimmy ! Keep the
pot boiling !” *

Towards the end of the game Jimmy
Renton came within an ace of scoring
another goal. But the goalie's out-
strefched hand clutched the ball just as
it was about to cross the line.

Then tlie final whistle rang out, and the
teams returned to the dressing-room.

“T think, gentlemen,” said Mr. Trevor,
turning to his colleagiies in the grand
stand, “that there is ro doubt as to
Renton’s suitability for a place in the
first eleven.”

“T protest! T protest most strongly
snapped Mr. Rayner.

{Another instaliment of this grand
football serial nexl tweek.)
Tue GEM LiBRART.—NO. 6G6.
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CHAPTER 1.
Missing from School !

“ NY news, Tom??

A Marie  Rivers  asked the
qiiestion  anxiously, as she
stepped  into Tom Merry’s

stidy in the Shell passage.

The junior looked up from the list of
football players he was compiling, and
shook his head.

“No news at all, Miss Marie,” he said.
“Nobody seems to have the slightest
itkling of old Talbot’s whercabouts.”

“A search-party was sent out
morning, I understand?”

“Yes; and they came back empty-
handed.  They didn’t pick up a single,
sofitary clue! It's awful!”

Tom Merry looked deeply distressed,
Lt not more so than his companion.

Two days had now elapsed since the
mysterious and startling disappearalice of
Talbot of the Shell. And no word had
reached St: Jim’s concerning the junior’s
whercalkouts,

Stiange, indeed. were the circum-
stances attending Talbot’s disappearance.
He had been travelling with the St
Jim’s teaim to CGreyfriars, where an im-
poviant nmiateh was to be played, und he
had failed to show up at his destination.

Tem Mewry & Co. had missed their
chum, and ihey had had the train
searched at the next station on the line.
But theve had been no sign of Talbot.
He had lailed to turn up during the
match; in fact, he had not been seen
since.

1t was with heavy hearts that the {oot-
hallers had retuwrned to St. Jim's, They
had defeated Greyfriars alter a strenvous
game, but the absence of Talbot had
taken the gilt off the gingerbread, so to
speak.

Talbot’'s ¢hums could not help sus-
veeting that there had been foul play.
iverything pointed to the fact ibat
Talbot had fallen among foes; for he
certainly would not have gone off of his
own accord, on the very eve of an
mportant football-match,

During the two days of anxiety and
enspense which had followed Taibot's dis-
THE G Lishary.—No. 666.
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appearance scarch-partics had scouved
the surrcunding countryside.

Tha police, also, had been instructed
by the Head to keep their eyes open.
But no news had come to hand—mnot a
single clue had been picked up—and Tom
Merry & Co. were well-nigh in despair of
ever sceing their chum again,

As for Marie Rivers, the girl had had
no rest since the fateful afternoon when
Talbol had vanished.  She, too, sus-
pected foul play.  And now, for the
first time, she put her suspicions into
words.

*I cannot help thinking, Tom,” she
said, “*that Pat Donovan is at the bottom
of this business.”

“Pal Donovan?” queried Tom Merry.

“Yes. Heis a wild Irishman—a mem-
ber of Jim Dawlish’s gang of cracks-
men,”’ ‘

“Aly hat! But — but 1 thought
Dawlish was dead. Wasn’t he thrown
from the parapet of Stormpoint Light-
house some time back?”

“He may have Dbeen rescued, or
possibly he was able to scramble ashore.
But whatever his [ate may have been.
Pat Donovan is still very much alive, 1
saw him myself, only a few days before
Tallhot disappeared.”

“You did?? exclaimed Tom
excitedly.

“Yeos; and T warned Talbot against

B}

AMerry

By Jove! If that precious scoundrel
was hanging around heve, you can safely
wager that he's connccted in some way
with Talbot's dicappearance!”

Marie nodded.

“T1 strongly suspect that he has kid-
napped Talboi.” she said.

“Bat why should he do that?”

““He may have acted from several
motives. But the chief one, I think,
would be to try and induce Talbot to join
the gang. You sec. Talbot’s brains and
skill  would be invaluable to the
scoundrels.”

Tom Merry was silent for a moment,

“Then you think, Miss Marie,” he said
presently, ‘“that Pat Donovan was on tha
train the other afternoon, and that he
got Talboi into his clutchest”

' MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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“That is exactly what T do thiuk.”

*And, assuming that he overpowared
Talbot, where would he be likely to take
him?”

““There you have me beaten. Tie
gung has a good many resorts, and
practically all of them are unknown io
nie.”

“In that case, it would be as easy {0
Gnd a needle in a haystack as to ind o'l
Talbot?”

“Im afraid so. But I’ve been hoping
that news would come.  This suspense
1s terrible!”

“I wish the Head would give a paity
of us permission to go away for a week
and make a thorough scarch,” said Tom
Merry. “But, of course, that's out of
the question.  All we can do is to eirn
still and wait. The police are on the
look-out, and I believe the Head's going
to engage a defeciive.”

“I do hape that no harm has come to
Tulbot!” said Marie. Her face paled cs
she spoke, and she clenched her hands
tightly.  “Donovan is an unscrupaleus
man, and

“We must hope for the best,
Marie,” said Tom Merry. “P’t’avs
Talbot will be able to send us a leiicr
soon; oi, better still, make his escape.

But the junior’s tone was not very
hopeful.  And after Marie Rivers had
left him, he sat for a long time wirh hig
head in his hands, ihinking of his
absent chum, * =

Tom Merry was voused from his
reverie by ihe sudden eniry of four
juniors. They were JManners and
Lowther—his two study-mates—and Jack
Blake and Arthur Augustus D’Avcy.

The faces of the quartette were glow-
ing  with excitement, and Tom Merry
looked up eagerly, hoping to hear tiding
of Talbot.

But he was disappointed.

“Heard the news, Tomm: 7 said Jak
Blake breathlessly.

Tom Merry shook his head.

Miss

“Is it about Talbot?” he asked
quickly.
‘“No, worse lack! It's abeui ih

[
[ooter competition for the Shirley Brigit
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" Cup. We're drawn against Roolkwood in
the serni-final,”

“An’ the match is to be played on our
own gwound, deah boy!” chimed in
Arthur Augustus,

“When?"

“On Wednesday.” .

“Jove, thet's jolly short notice! Still,
I've mapped out the team in advance.”

“If Talbot doesn’t turn up by
Wednesday, you'll play Levison in his
place, I suppose?” said Manners.

“Yes. Levison put up a topping show
against Greyfriars—he won the match for
us, in fact—so I can’t drop him.”

“From what I hear of these Rook-
wood merchanls,” said Monty Lowther,
“they’re hot stuff. They fairly put it
across the Grammarians in the first
round of the competition,"”

“Yes; weo shall have all our work cut
out to lick them,” said Tom Merry.
“But lick them we shall and must. That

silver cup’s going to repese on the
mantslpiece in this study.”
‘““Hoar, hear!” said Manners. “I've

already cleared a space for jt, as a matter
of fact.” -

St.  Jim’s — particularly the junior
section of Lhe school—had the football
fever badly.

Mr. “Shirley Bright was an old boy,
and the editor of the * Athlete,” and
he promoted a great football tournament,
in which eight well-known schools had
taken part.

Four of the schools had already been
knocked out, and those still in the run-
ning- were St. Jim’s, Rookwood, High-
clife, and Courtfield County Council
School.

Talbot's disappearance had cast a
gloom over the St. Jim’s Eleven. But
they were no less keen on winning the
cup. And they were hoping against
hope that their absent schoolfellow would
turn up in time to take part in the semi-
final with Rookwood.

“Wec'll have a2 twemendous spwead to
celebwate our victowy, deah boys!™ said
Arthur Augustus, with enthusiasm.

“I suggest that we win the cup first,
and talk about the tremendous sprcad
afterwards,” szid Manners, “There’s
many a slip, you know.”

“ And even if we lick Rookwood, we
shall stil] have the final to tackle,” said
Jack Blake.

Tom Merry rose to his feel.

“Come along, kids,” he said. * Time’s
short, and we’ll gel in some practice
while we can.” '

And the juniors collected the other
members of the elever, and adjourned to

-the football-ground.

M had passed through some un-
- enviable experiences. He was

no stranger to adventure, but seldom had

he found himself in such sore straits as

he was now.

On the afternoon of the Greyfriars
match, Talbot had been followed into the
railway-carriage by Pat Donovan. He
had failed to recognise the man at first,
for Donovan was disguised as a bearded,
benevolent-looking gentleman of the
schoolmaster type.

The scoundrel had not found it a
difficult -matter to get Talbol into his
clutches. He had passed himself off as
a headmaster, engaged in tracking down
a runaway pupil. And the other people
in the compartment had believed his

story.
Talbot had not submitted without a
struggle.
en Donovan forced the junior to
alight from the train at one of the

CHAPTER 2.
A Bid for Freedom !
EANWHILE, what of Talbot?
The handsome Shell follow

.

intermediate stations Talbot had fought
like a tiger. But he was no match for
the hefty Irishman, who had hustled
him into a waiting taxi and rapped out
some instructions to the driver.

Talbot's brain was in a whirl as the
vehicle sped through the town of Way-
land and into the open country beyond.

He had little dreamed that Pat
Donovan would attempt to kidnap him
in so public a manner.

But the unexpected had happened.
The scoundrel had told a plausible story
to the other oocupants of the carriage,
and now he had the 8t Jim’s junior
in his power.

Where was he being taken?  What
was going to happen to him?

Was Jim Dawlish, the leader of . the
gang, still alive? And, if so, was he
going to make yet another attempt to
induce Talbot to join his party of law-
breakers?

These, and a hundred other cuestions
the junior asked himself as the taxi sped
on through the narrow lanes.

Escape was impossible—at the moment,
at any rate. For a leap from the
vehicle would have meant serious injury,
perhaps death. Besides, the presence of
Pat Donovan prevented such a leap from
being taken. ° '

Several miles had Ireen covered before
any word was spoken.

It was Talbot who opened the con-
versation.

“Where are you he
demanded.

Donovan chuckled.

“Is that a conundrum?” he asked.

“I want to know—I insist on knaw-
ing 1"

“You insist, do you? Well, I'm it
goin' to tell you.”

1 suppose .you realise the risk you're
running?” said Talbot. ““ You'll be sent
to prison for this. Kidnapping isn’t
looked upon as a light offence.”

Donovan shrugged his shoulders.

“Before a man can be sent to prison
he's got to be found out, begorrah!”
he said. “An’ how's anybody to know
about this stunt?”

‘I shall put the
directly I'm free.”

“Directly you're
Donovan laughed
though enjoying a rare jest.
an’ your freedom's a long
Toff,”" he added.

“I shall shout—I zhall raise an alarm.”

“ Better not try it on,” said Donovan,
“or I shall be under the painful necessity
of gaggin’ you.”

Talbot was silent. He knew that he
was in the man’s power—that if he
wished to escape he must bide his time.

Rain began to fall heavily. It splashe:l
against the closed windows of the taxi.

Telbot thought of the match at Grey-
friars. Fle wondered how his school-
fellows were getting on without him.
And his heart grew very Dbitter as he
reflected that it might be a long time
before ho could assist the St. Jim's
eloven again.

taking me?”

police on your track

free! Ho, ho, ho!”

uproariously, as
] “Taith,
way off,

Ie glanced once or twice through the |

window, down which the rain was
streaming. DBut he had no idea where
he was being taken. The taxi kept
turning corners and darting down side
roads. As for the driver of the vehicle,
Talbot concluded that he was a con-
foderate of Donovan’s, and a member cf
the gang. !

After a time Donovan spoke again.

“If you give no trouble, Toff,” he
said, “you'll be all right, an’ you won’t
be treated as a cominon or garden pri-

soner. But if you try to get away, shure,

an’ it’s mighty sorry youw'll be!”

“Where are you taking me?”

“That’s the second time you've asked
me that, an’ I'm not in s position to
satisfy your curiosily. But T'll tell you
this much. You're goin’ tg one of Jim
Dawlish's relreats.”

That conveyed nothing to Talbot, for
Dawlish had several places of resort
where he planned his nefarious schemes
and ooncealed his plunder.

“I don’t believe Dawlish is alive,"”
he said.

““He’s very much alive !” replied Dono-
van, with a chuckle.

“I sha'n’t believe it until I've met him
in the fesh.”

At that moment there
report.

One of the front tyres of the taxi was
punctured. .

The vehicle halted, and the driver,
uttering words which were not to be
found 1n the dictionary, started on the
necessary repair work.

Talbot was glad of the stoppage. He
hoped that somebody would come along
and ask questions,

But the mishap had oceurred in a very
lonely lane, and the puncture was re-
paired without any interruption.

“Fixed it up, Ned?” inquired Pat
Donovan, at length.

“Yes,” growled the driver.

“Off we go, then!”

Dusk was now beginning to fall.

Talbot knew that he must be many
miles from St. Jim’s, but he had no
clue as to his actual whereabouts.

Tt was quite dark by the time the
taxi halted again.

Donovan opened the door and
alighted. Ho signalled to Talbot to
follow. .

As ho stepped out of the vehiole, glad
of the opportunity of stretching his
cramped limbs, Talbot peered around
him in order to take stock of his sur-
roundings. '

Of two things he was certain—that h
stood on a great height, and that he
was near the sea, for the booming of
breakers sounded far below.

The taxi could proceed no further, for
it had come almost to the edge of a
cliff.

1t was a lonely, forsaken spot, and
Talbot knew that it would be futile to
shout for help. :

Besides, a storm was raging, and his
voice would have been drowned in the
roar of the sca and thke thunder of the
elements.

The junior felt cold and hungry and
dispirited. But he pulled himsel!f
together and resolved to make a bid
for freedom there and then. There could
bo no sense in waiting till he was
imprisoned within four walls.

“This way, Toll!” said I’at Donovan.
“Comeo!”

And Talbot came—much quicker than
the scoundrel had expected. e clenchied
his fists and rushed at his captor, hoping
to take him by surprise. )

He succeeded, too, for Donovan
staggered back under a rain of bhlows.

Had Donovan been his only foe, Tal-
bot’s bid-for frecdom might have proved

successful.

But thare was the driver to bhe
rockoned with. Ide was o big, power-
fully-built fellow, and when he saw what
was happening he promptly rushed to
Donovan's assistance.

The odds were heavy against him, but
Talbot fought with the strength of
desperation. He dealt Donovan a ter-
rific blow between the eyes, and the
scoundrel measured his length .in the
rain-soaked grass.
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Before the junior
instaut’s bu_a.thmg space, however, the
othor man wis upon him. He was
clasped’ réund the middle by a pair of
sinewy arms; and, try as he would, he
could not break free from that crushiug
grip.

The pressure became almost unbear-
able, and Talbot could not refrain from
crying out.

“Pat told you what to expect if you
gave any trouble!” said the driver.
“You've got men to deal with, my sou
—not weaklings !”

Talbot felt himself weakening beneath
that awful grip. The perspiration stood
out on his forehead; his strength was
fast “ebbing away. But he managed to
make one more desperate attempt to

could gain, an

break away. And this time he succeeded.

A deep, sobbing breath of relief
escaped him. Then he twned and
stumbled blindly away into the darkness.

But it was a case of out of the frying-
pan into the fire.

Talbot had gone only a few yards
when le pitched forward, as it seemed,
into nothingness. His"senses swam; he
had a vague notion that he was dmppmg
into an abyss. There was a great roar-
ing in his ears, and then all became a
blank, and he know no mare.

CHAPTER 3.

: Blank Despair !
N that terrible moment Talbot of St.
I Jinr's had given himself up for lost.
_He realised, in a vague sort of
way, that he had fallen over the
odge of the cliff, and it seemed to him

that he was going to a terrible [ate.

He was consequently surprised beyond
nmeasure when he a“oi{e to consciousness,
and found himself, not lying maimed
and bruised amnong "the rocks at the base
of the cliff, but in a bed.

With diﬁiculty he raised his bandaged
head and looked sbout him.

- He was in a small, not unpleasant
room. The walls were bare, but the
furniture was of the antlcxue order.

The bed was very oldfashioned and
was overhung with a canopy. On a
small deal table elose at hand a lamp was
burning. DBut this was unnecessary, for
the daylight streamed in at the solitary
window.

Talbot looked at the window curiously.
Through the glass he could discern a
number of iron bars, aud he shuddered
a little. There could be'no doubt that
he was a pris8ner—presumably in some
old manor house. .

The junior pressed his hand to his
throbbing temples. He was conscious of
feeling . very weak and ill. But he dis-
covered that he was sound in limb, and
for that, at any rate he was mnnensely
thankful.

He tried to piece torrethel it his mind
the events that had gone before. The
last thing he could remember was the
sensation of dropping into what secmed
unlinited space. But he hiad no idea
how lhe came to be in his present sur;
roundings.

He endeavoured to get out of bed, but
the effort proved too much for him, and
he sank back again on to the plllo“s
His bedclothing was cléaii; and he was
evidently being well ¢dred Tor,

“After all, thmfrs might -have been a
Jolly sight worse!” was his reflection.

And then he succumbed to the fecling
of drowsiness which assailed him, and
dropped off to sleep.

When Talbot awoke he was no longer
alone in the room.

A middle-aged man—a complete
stranger to Talbot—was bending over
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the table, and «meg something in a
basin, )
“Drink this,” he =a1d And his tone

was not unkind.

Talbot obeyed, and at once began
to feel beiter. He looked searchingly
at the man who had waited upon him.

“Who are you?” he atked

“Never mind who I am,’
reply.

“A member of Dawlish’s gang, I sup-
rose,"” thought Talbhot. 'Then he added
aloud :

“How long havc I been here?”

 Thirty-six hours.”

“Great . Scott! Have I been uncon-
sclons 2

“You hive been very il.”

“Iow did I come here? The last
vecollection I had was of falling over the
edge of the cliff, How is it I wasn’t
killed 7

“Yon were fortunate. At that part
of the cliff there is a ledge a little way
down, and you fell on that ledge. You
lay exposed to the elements for some
ll'nc before you were rescued.” /

“And who rescued me?”

“The two men with whom you had
been struggling.”

Talbot began to feel more kindly dis-
rosed to Pat Donovan aud to the taxi-
driver. He rvealised that but for them
he might have died.

But what was to happen to him now
that he had been saved? How long
was he to be kept a prisoner- in this
place?

Eagerly he quesiioned the man who
was apparently his warder. But he
could get no information as to the
plans concerning his future.

The man was cultured and well-
spoken, and there was nolhing villain-
ous about him. But I

was the

he was undoubt-

.edly a tool of Jim Dawlish, and he had

probably been instructed to dizclose no
information to the captured schoolboy.

“I will bring you sonie books to
read,” he said.

“Thanks

“I think you are well on the mend
now, but you have had a Dbad time.
You must hurry up aud get quite fit
again.”

‘““And what’s going to happen to me
when I'm fit 7" asked Talbot.

But the man went cut of the room
without replying.

Talbot sat up in bed and listened.

All was silent within the house; but
from without came the roar of the
breakers, and the junior knew that his
place of confinement was close to the
sea.

“As soon as I’'m a bit stronger,” he
murmured, “I’ll try and have a peep
cut of the window, and sce if I can
get my bearings.”

Talbot’s warder returned with some
books, and Talbot read solidly for a
couple of hours. Then a good meal was
brought in to him, after which he felt
morve like his old self again.

TIis. thoughts reverted to St. Jim's.

Were the fellows searching for lnm?_
he wondered.  Were they alarmed at
his protracted absence?

Marie Rwels,» hc knew,
very anxious oii his aceonnt. He wished
that He had s5me means of communiea-
ting with her. But when he asked his
warder if he might write a letter, the
men said ‘“No!”.in such a tone of
finality that Talbot dld not repeat_. his
request.

The day dragged slowly by.

Just before dusk fell Talbot got out
of bed and crossed over to the window.
It cost. him a big effort, but he was
determined to find out whero his prison
was rituated.

would De

He stood on a chm_r, and ' peered

!

“ Popular’’ ? -

through the apertuve. = And then his
senses seemed to swim, for he found
himgelf gazing into a cauldron of sceth-

ing waves.

The house in which he was impris-
oned stood on the .very edge of ihe
cliff.

Far below, the DUbreakers dadhed
tumultuously uvpon the rocky shere.

It was an impressive sceue, br |* ihe
St. Jim’s junior gave a groan as he
realised that there was no ccape for
him via ithe window. :

He crept back into his ‘bcd arul re-

viewed his posiiion. He tried to (hink
how he might effect his escape, and
the only plan which occurred to him
was this. He must  wait  untl  his
strength had fully retwyned to him, and
then overpcwer his warder.

But even if he were successful in this.
it did not follow that he would be able
to escape from the house. For there
might be other men in that lonely place,
in which® case his exit would be harred.

Another twenty-four hours jmssed.
At the end of that time, Taibot felt
capablo of making a supreme effort.

A golden opportunity soon presented
itself,

The warder came into the 1room with
some food. ITe set the tray down on
the table, and bent over it, with his
back to Talbot.

It would have been the easiest thing
for the junior, who was in bed with his
clothes on, io spring out and attack

the man. .
But at the crucial moment Talbot

drew Dback. He felt that there was

something mean and despicable in

attacking . a man from behind. More-
over, ho reflected thai this man had
been very good to him. So he hesi-
tated; and as be did so-he heard the
sonnd of men’s voices from the corridor
without.

That scttled it.

Talbot knew that it would be vank
folly to attempt to escape just then.
So he pulled the bedclothes over him
once nore, and pretended to be dozing.

His warder served him with food, and
spoke quite civilly. DBut he was very
guarded in his statements, and he gave
Talbat no information which was likel il
to prove of value to him.

The junior did not see the man again
until nightfall. And then he ncticed
that his warder’s face was flushed and
his hands unsteady. It was not difliculs
to see that he had heen drinking.

“Now’s uy chance,”  thought
Talbot. “Tll pump him for informa-
tion.”

And he did.

“Took here,” he said aloud, “I'm
fed-up with this everlasting secrecy!
For gooduess’ sake tell me something !
Who arranged [or me lo be Lrought
here?”.

Tha warder hesitated a moment. He
had had a good deal to .drink, but he
was far from being Mtoxicated. Iow-
‘ever, his tongne was loosed.

“IWho arranged for you to be
brought heie?” he echoed. “Why.
Jim Dawlish, of course!”

“Is it a fact that Dawlish is siill

alive ?”
“Ceitainly !”
“Then why doesn’t he come and see
me?”
‘“He’ s got more important matters to
attend to.’

Talbot was still unconvinced. He
believed Dawlish was dead, and that
for some reason the members of the
gang would not admit the fact. Ile
believed, also, that Pat Donovan was
now the leader of the cracksmen.

“Teoll me,” said Talbot ingistenily,

“how long I'm to remain here?”
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Blake was running full pelt, when he cannoned into one of the Rookwood backs and rolled over heavily.
game was immediately suspended, and a crowd gathered round the injured Junior.
: ] think my knee has given out!’’ he said.

(See page 10.)

The
Blake's face was pale,

“This will be vour last night in this
house, my friend.”

“And then—"

“You'll proceed to Southzmplow.™

“Southampton!” echoed Talbot, in
amazement. “What the thump——"

“You're going (o accompany Pat
Donovan and another member of owr
little band to America.”
- “My hat!” Talboi sal up in -bed.
his eyes gleaming, “Are you leliing
mo the truth?”

¢ Absolutely !

“But why are they taking me to
America ¥’
“There’s work to be done in  (he

States—difficult and delicate work—and
your skill and eraftsmanship will come
in very useful.”

‘“They’ll never gel tne across!™
Talbot passionately. “Thev'It
get me on board even! I'll exposc
them !

“You'll And ibat extremely diffi-
cult—impossible, in faci. Al arrange-
menlts have been made—every precau-
tion las been iaken.”

Talbot's heart sank.

said
never

e felt that he

was completely at the merey of the
gang.  Ie bhadn’'t the heart to ask
further questions of his warder; and

even if ho had, it would have been
futile, for the man realised that he had
already said too mwuch.

The prospect which lay before lhe un-

happy junior was anything but invitng.
This would be his last rnight in the
lonely house on Lhe cliff.

In the morning he wonid bo remove.d
to Southampton, and taken on board
one of the outgoing liners. ITo had no
doubt that Pat Donovan had all his
plans cut and dried, and that he would
tell a plausible story if any inguiries
wers made.

For hour after hour Talbot lay awake,
peering into the darkness.

IIe had failed to take wlvantage of
his one chance of escape, and he was
not likely to. got another.

The door of his room was a stout one.
and it was securcly lecked on the out-
side. And the barred window afforded
no oullet.

Black despair had Talbot in hiz grip.
And it was past midnight when he
everiually sank into a troubled slumber.

CHAPTER 4.
The Routing of Rookwood!
ALBOT had now been absenl for
some days from St, Jim's.
Search was still being made
for him,fand efforts were made
to gei on the track of Pat Donovan.
All inquiry and investigation, how-
ever, proved futile.
The day of the Rookwood malch
camo round, and Talbat was slill absent,
I

Ilis place in the junior eleven way
taken by Levison major, who had
played such a great game against Grey-
friars. -

Jimmy Silver & Co., of TRookwood,
arrived at St. Jum’s full of confidence.
And there was good reason for their
confidence. They had put Rylecombe
Grammar School to rout in the firsk
stage of the competition, and lhev
lu_)p(_\d to go one better by defeating St.
im's,

They fouud Tom Merry & Co. in a
subdued mood.

““¥You fellows look as if you're altend-
ing your own futerals,” remarked
Jirnmy Silver. “ What's the trouble?”

“Ono of our best players has disap
peared,” said Tom Merry. N

“What 7" )

The captain of the Shell explained
that Talbot had been missing from
school for some days. :

‘““And you've no news of him?” ejucn-
lated Jimmy Silver, in astonishment.

“None.”

“But do you mean to say he dis-
appeared on his own account ?”

“That's hardly likely. It's more pro-
bable that he was kidnapped.”

“My hat!”

“An' it will go hard with the kid-
napoah if evah we come acwoss him!™
said Avlhwr Augustus D’Avcy grimly,

~
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“There's a preity big * il * about ihat,”
satd Manuvers.  ‘“The fellow, whoever
ha is, must ke miles and miles away by
now.”

“Ilave the police been informed?”
asked Tommy Dodd, of Rookwood.

*“Yes,” said Tom \deny *There's a

lec on the track, too. But to far there's
nothing to 1ep01t.”

“How jolly uvotten!” said Jimmy
Silver. Ha\e you gob a good wan m
Talbot’s place 7"

Tom nodded.

“Tevison will (il the bili,” he said.
“He bagged the \\mmng goal for us
wamst Greyfriars,”

“Yaas, wathah!” said A\nhm
Augustus heartily. ‘'‘Levison's a \\1pp1 )
playah—hardly in the same class as
myself, of course, but—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

The swell of St. Jim's jammied his
monocle into his eye, and frowned zt the
footballers.

“T fail to see that I have said anythin’
" io excite your wisibility——"" he began.

But nobody heeded Arthur Au;_rustns,
and his threat to administer “‘a feabful
thwashin’ all wound ” was ignored.

The rival elevens wended their way to
the football-ground, whero a huge crowd
had foregathered.

It was observed that the Heid was
among the spectators. He was chatting
1o a tall, distinguished-looking young
man. This was Mr. Shirley Bright, the
editor of the ‘‘Athlete,” and the pro-
moter of the great football tournament,

Mr. Bright nodded and siniled as Toxn
Merry & Co. came on to the field in th
football garb. And he wished then well,
for he was an old boy of St. Jim’s, and
nothing would delight him more thun io
see his old school carry off the cup.

Maric Rivers had tulned out to watch
ihe match—though it nrust be confessed
that the girls thoughts strayed tar away
from the fooibail-field at that moment.
‘She was thinking of her absent chumn, and
wondering if he had gone out of her life
for ever.

Marie lLad not Leen idle. She bad
communicated with her father, Jokn
Rivers, now a detective in the employ of
Scotland Yard, and he had told her that
he would leave no stone uuturned in his
efforts to find Talbot.

Mat the days had passed, and no word
had come from Jochn Rivers. As a result
oi his silence, Marie had practically lost
hope.

Her friendship for Reginald Talbot was
deep and sincere.  She could nst bear the
'hought of anything happening to him.

And yet she feared that he must be in
dire peril, or surely he would have man-

aged to send her a communicaiion of
some’sort.
Whilst these thoughts were passing

through Marie's troubled mind, the two
teans lined up.

Tom Merry & Co. appeared to be less
ety and bright than usual, bui ihey
were  determined not to allow theiy
anxiety for their absent chum to spoil
théir game.

Rookwood had a very formidable tean,
and they played with rare dash from the
oulset

One of their speedy wingers, a fellow
called Mornington, was a constant thorn
in ihe side of the St. Jim's defence.

Morningion frequently beat Figgins for
pace, Lut he could not get the ball past
Fatty Wynn, who was exhibiting his
usual coolness and resource-in the St.
Jim's goal.

And then the homesters did a spell of
attacking. Their forwards combined with
perfeet harmony, and Levison went close
with a scarching drive. -

THE Gix LInRARY.—-No. 6€6.

Have This Copy When You’ve

After twenty minutes’ fast, keen play,
St. Jin's opened the scoring.

Dick Redfern fired -in a tremendons
volley from near the half-way line, and
the Rookwood goalie misjudged 1he flight
of the ball, which eluded his clutch and
dropped into the net.

[t G 1 !i'

“Well played, Reddy ”

‘“Keep it up, St. Jim’s !”

Rookwood strove hard for an equalising
goal, but their forwards did not exper:-
ence the best of luck.

Jimumy Silver hit the crossbar, with
Faity Wynn beaten. And a moment later
Mornington threaded his way through a
erowd of players, only to have the morti-
lication of sceing his shot go inches wide.

Rookwood continued to cxert pressure,
and tho St. Jim’s backs were greatly re-
lieved when the whistle went for half-
tl"ne

*1 fancy we've got 'em weighed up.’
remarked Monty Lowther, during the
interval, “We shall have the wind in
the sccond half.”

“1 think I had bettah pop wound to
the tuckshop, an’ ordah the gwub for to-
night’s celebwation,” said D’Arcy.

“You'll do nothing of the sort,
Gussy I’ interposed Tom Merry. ““ Wait
iill we're about four goals to the good
hefore you start thinking of celebrations. ™

Whilst this conversatibn was taking
place, Jimmy Silver & Co. were mapping
out a plan of campaign for the second
half. Tt was an excellent scheme, but
unfortunately it failed to come off.

The 8t. Jim's halves, vho had becn
rather ragged in the early stages, now
played a spoiling game, and all the Rook-
wood attacks were broken up.

Then came a period of thrilis.

Levison raced away, and showed ihe
Rookwood defenders a clean pair of heels.
He drew the Rookwood custodian out of
his goal, and then deftly touched the ball
back to Tom Merry, who came tearing
up behind. and who drove it into an un-
guurde(l net

) 0,11 tyr

“Pwo up !

“Bravo, Tommy!

Two minutes later another nail
driven into Rookwood’s coffin.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy cenired the
ball finely, and Tommy Dodd, in a
moment of thoughtlessness, put his hand
to it.

1
T

was

“Hands!” came a roar from ihe touch- :
And it was mstantly followed by a:

line.
roar of :
“Penalty !”

The referee bhad sounded his whisile, :

and pointed to the penalty-mark.

Figgins was entrusted with the kick
and he made no mjstaxe.
a fast, low shot, \\Llch gave the goalie no
chance.

It was now realised on all hands that
Rockwocd were o beaten side. They
verc thrce goals behind, - and only
by extraordinary play cculd they hope to
wipe off that deficit. ~To give them
credit, they never left off trying, and
after pervsistent pressure, Jimmy Silver
scored for them.

But that goal was merely an oasis in
the desert, so to speak. For St. Jim’s
took up the running again, and Levison
and Harry Noble scorved a goal apiece.

The crowd, by this time, was almost
delivious with enthusiasm.

“One—two—three—four—five !” they
kept shouting. And a score of voices
added : .

4 Malke it six, yon fellows!”

Only a few m?re minutes remained for

play.

Jack Blake dashed away on the wing
amid great excitement. He was running
full ])cli, when he eannoned into a Rook-
wood defender, and rolled over heavily.

He scored with |

Finished With It —

The. game was.immediately. suspended, *
and a crowd.gathered round.ihe m_]are(i
player.

.Blake’s face was very pale, but he
forced a grin.

“1 think my knee’ s given out,” he
said.

‘“Oh erumbs!”

“ What bad luck !”’

The leader of the Fourth could take no
further part in the game. A number of
spectators assisted him to the sanatorium,
and it afterwards transpired that his kice
would not be right again for 2 week or
more.  This meant that - Jack Blike
would be unable to take part in the final
when it came off.

‘“ More tronble ! “Frict
we lost Talbot, ‘ve lost
Blake.”

“And I doubt if we shall be able to
get another Levison to t.;lfe Jacky’ 8
place,” said Tom Merry. Never mind.
We've wiped up Lhe gxouncl with Reok-
wood !

They had. indeed! ¥For when the final
whistle rang out, St. Jim's were vie
torious hy five goals to one.

“Wonder who we shall have to meet
in the final ?”” said Dick Redfern.

“ Highcliﬁe most likely,” said Tom
Merry. “They're pretty certain to puh

? said -Manncle
and now we

paid to Courtfield County Council
School.” . ’
And so it proved.
A telephone message came .mo-‘ph

that evening to the effect that Highelif
had beaten Courtfield by two goals 10 nil,

This meant that nghcllﬂ’e and  St.
Jim’s were to meet in the final, which
was to be played on a neniral ground.

Mr. Shirlev Bright informed Tom
Merry & Co. laler in the evening ikat
the a,ll m)pmt.mt nateh would be played
at G.e» Tiars.

“On to-day’s form,” he added,

lick I-Ilghcllﬁ'c inio fits 1

“I don’t know so inuch,” replied Tom .
Merry. “You see, we shall be witho:t
Jack Blake, and he’s one of our best mez,
Still, we shall go all out. And if that
silver cup doesn’t repose on the mant
piece in my study, it won't be for wat
of effort on our part.”

“That's the spirit!” said Mr.
' approvingly.

“Will you stay dlld have tea with
sir?” asked Tom. IVArcy’s provi

“yoitil

Bright

the spread.”
“Delighted !
It was a very pleasant celebration

-which took place in the junior Common-
room. But Tom Merry & Co. were Joss
boisterous than usual, in spite of iheir
" handsome victory over Rookvcod.

,' And the reason for their suldied
" spirits was not far to seek.
I They missed Talbot. And ithey lelt

that life would never he the saie uniil he
i came back to the:.

CHAPTER 5.
The Escape from the Lonely House !

HEN Talbot awoke out of the
v‘/ troubled slumber inte which
he had [allul it was brozd day-

light.

For a moment the junior imagined lLe
was in the Shell dormitory at St. Jim's,
but.only for a moment,

Talbot gave a groan as the realisation
of his unhappy p]l"llt came Lo him.

He"had spent his last night -at
house on the cliff.

A new day dawned, and Pat Donovan
would soon come and take him away.

Talbot was much better in health, but
he was- far from being sirong. Lack of
exercise and fresh air had <apped his
vitality, and he was not physically cap-
able of putting up a strong resistance io
Donovay.  The scownirel would take

the
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Talbot drew out his penknife, inserted the blado in one of the cracks of the ‘rap-door, and prised it up.
Thea he peered through the aperture, and beheld a room very similar to the one in which he had heen

imprisoned. (Sec Page 12.}

him across to America, and none of lus
old chums at "8t Jim's would know
where he was or what was happening.

The thought was maddening.

Talbot got out of bed, and washed anl
dressed. Then he sat dowu on the el
and awaited developments.

Presently he heard footsteps in the car-
ridor, and kis heart beal faster than
usual.

They were coming to take him away.

A moment later the key grated in the

. lock and the door opened.

But it was not Pat Doncvan who ci-
tered. It was the man w lvo had guarded
Talbot during his r‘aptl\ ity

“Good-morning !’ he ‘said. “Tve
‘brought your breakfast. ]:at it, and
enjoy it, for I don’t know when yecu will
gnt vouz next meal.”

*Ts Donovan coming for me this morn-
i ]g 911
Y "

“\V:ll he be alone?”

“There will be another with him, "

Then, as if he had read the junicr’s
thoughts, the man adde:d:

“Take my a(l\ho, and make no resist-
anee, It will ke the worse far you if you

de.”

For a moment Talbot was silent. He
gazed eagerly into the cyes <of lils
warder,

“TLook here,” Le said presently. “I
den’t know your name—in fact, you

of a mystery man to
you're a member of
different from the
a ‘geutleman, and I
too. You've

geem pretty much
me—Dbut although
the gang yow're
athers. You're

fancy vou're a sportsman,

-done everything 1)0551ble for my comflort

while I've beeu here.”

“T merely 0be)cd orders.” was the
veply. *“My instructions were that you
were to be coufined to this room, but
that vou were to reccive decent treat-
ment.”

“1 want my [recdom,”
quietly but earnestly.

“1 dare say you do.”

“And you can make it pessible for
me.”

“PDoes that mean that you wish me to
aid vou to escape?”’

STt does!” g

Talbol’s tone was cager.  Dreakfast
was forgotten in his excitement.

But lhe warder shidok his h(n.(‘

“It is hmpessible, my [friend,”

IH

seid Telbot,

i

ie said,

“I must be loyal to my colloagucs. [
am sorry for you. I realise thai a
cracksman’s life doesn’t appeal itc you,
and that you have no wish to Lo o

America. But cannot help you.

#Ts that final 2 asked Taibot.

* Absolutely 1™

The junior sighed.  The dete -
tion in.the man's tone clearly ¢k
him that lhe could cxpcct o Jelp from
that quarter.

“I can’t undehtmul why a man Flke

you 1ould take to tlnq sort, of game
he said, at length.  “Youre in o
with  Donovan  and  the others,
course 77

KlY'E.?Y

“ And therefore a cracksinan ?

“¥es. And I'll tell you “11\ Refer
the war 1 held a responsible
under® Government. IFor that re
could easily have evaded military ser
vice, had I so chosen. Morcover, [ wan
beyond military age. Taere was ne call
upon me, but I felt that 1 ought to go.
And I \\(.nt backed up by the assurance
that if I came through all right I should

automatically return to my Job And
what happencd? 1 went to the war. I
Tue Gem LIBRARY.—NO. 6EG,
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saw service in France and Dgypt and
Mesopotamia; and then I \'o%unt-eered
to go to Russia. I was nobt demobilised
until nearly twelve months after the
signing of the armistice. I returned to
the place where I was, originally em-
ployed, and what did T find? ~ Why,
that another man—a precious little jack-
in-office, who didn’t know his job—had
heen engaged in my place! He had
successfully dodged military service, and
instead of making way for me, a re-
turned Army officer, he clung to his job
like a limpet!”

“But  the
Talbot.

“The Government backed him up, and
informed me that they had no further
use for my scrvices. Think of it! For
five years 1 had served my counlry faith-
fully in many battle-areas, and on my
relurn I was calmly told that I wasn't
wanted. I was furtous beyond measure.
1 vesolved, there and then, that I would
never again trust the Government—that
1 would never again seck an honest live-
lihood. And I Dbecame a cracksman—a
looter, a plunderer.” .

The man spoke bitterly. IIe evidently
felt very strongly on the subject of his
grievance.

“You weren’t justified in taking that
step,'” said Talbot. ‘“‘Dash it all. you
couldn’t expect the Government to keep
vour job vacanl unlil you were de-
niobhed !

“No; but the very momnent I returned
they should have given me my rights.”

“Perhaps your deputy gave so much
satisfaction that they were unwilling to
let him go?”

“Thal's no reason why I should have
been cast off like a worn-out glove!”

“1 won't argue,” said Talbot. “ But,
peraonally, I should never sink my
honour and become a cracksman just
because the Government had treated me
unfairly. ‘That sort of thing’s awfully
fecble.”

“I have been scurvily and shabbily
treated, and I consider I am quite justi-
fied in Dbecoming a law-breaker,” was
the reply.  “But, there! It's not to be
expected that you will sce eye to eye with
me. I must be going now. I doubt if
I shall seec you again. Good-bye!”

The man shook hands with Talbot and
withdrew. He did not omit to lock the
door after him.

When he had gone Talbot turned to
his Dbreakfast. It was cold and un-

Covernment?”  queried
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“went down the slairs.
tion to make his exit from the house by

appetising by this time, but the. junior
ate as much as he could. He remem-
bered what the warder had said to him
about the uncertainty of his next meal.
He expected Donovan to come in at
any moment. But the hours passed, and

‘1o one came near his place of detention.

Talbot glanced at his watch, and saw
that it was midday. Then he stepped to
the door and examined it closely. Even
in -his despair he wondered if he could
possibly cffect his escape at the eleventh
hour.

But the door was stout and unyielding.

The junior thought of wrenching away
one, of the iron bars from the window,
and attempting to prise the door open.
But the noise of such a proceeding would
most certainly echo throvgh the house,
and Talbot abandoned the idea.

. He crossed to the window, and, mount-
ing a chair, he peered through.

Far below, the waves dashed

selves upon the shore.
_ Ever if the junior succeeded in remov-
ing the iron bars he would be unable to
escape, for there was a sheer drop of a
hundred feet or more.

Then, realising that he was in a very
old house, Talbot carefully examined
the walls, in the frail hope of discover-
ing a sliding-panel, or some similar
means of exit. . -

After carcfully tapping the walls all
round, however, he came to the conclu-
sion that there was no outlel of that
description.

But Talbot's investigaltions were not
yet finished.

““I'll take the carpet up,” he muttered.
“Not that it's ‘lil:c‘[y to reveal arsthing,
though.” .

Hp' shifted the carpet as noiselessly as
possible, and commenced to roll up the
thick carpet. e scarcely dared to hope
that he would find a means of egress in
the floor. =

But before Talbol hLad rolled the
carpet back a couple of yards he dis-
covered a couple of hinges, and he won-
dered vaguely why they were there.

And then he uttered a low cry of
exultation, )

The hinges belonged to a trap-door in
the floor!

Talbot could scarcely contain his
delight, He drew out his penknife,
insertecd the blade in one of the cracks
of the trap-door, and prised it up.
Then he pcered eagerly through the
aperture, and beheld a room very similar
to the one in which Le had been im-

them-

prisoned. '
‘Without  hesitation Talbot lowered
himself through the onening, and

dropped down on to the floor of the room
beneath. The floor being thickly carpeted
his descent was accotnplished without
noise.

Talbot realised that he was not yet out
of the wood. Indeed, this was but a pre-
liminary. He had merely got from one
apartment into another.

What if the door of
now in was locked ? -

The junior went towards it, and to his
delight he found that it opened readily,

the room he was

whereupon he stepped cautiously into the
| corridor,

_ The place appeared to be deserted.
" ‘Talbot stole along the corridor and
It was his inten-

the main door.

When he reached the
however, he halted.

Voices were audible. Scveral men
were in conversatidn in Lhe hall, and
Talbot recognised the voice of Pat
Donovan, :

It would be unsafe to kinger whero he
was. And ag it was now impossible for
him to make his way to the main doot,

!

ground foor,
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Talbot plunged down a flight of stons
steps which led to the cellar.

He found himself at length in a dark
and gloomy vault.

In one corner of the place slood a large
safe, which evidently conlained plunder.
In the opposite corner a numher of wine-
bottles had been stacked.

“Wonder if there's a way out of this

place?” muttered Talbot. -
_ He groped his way round the cellar,
but could find no outlet. Then he
cxamined the floor, and presently he
cspied an irvon grating. Heo stooped
down and tried to raise it, hut it refused
to budge.

Talbot put forth all his strenglh. and
presently the grating yielded.  Tallot
hoaved 1t up, and then, bending over the
dark aperture, he lighted a match.

An iron ladder was revealed to the
junior’s gaze. ) .

A descent into the bowels of iho earth,
as it were, was anything but invitiog.

But Talbot did nof hesitate. H»
squeezed himself through the cavity, and
went down the iron ladder.

e found himself in a dark, narrow
turinel, the fAoor of which was of sand.

By this time, the junior was neatly
exhausted. The effort required in order
lo raise the iron grating had taxed his
strength to the ulmost. And the excile-
ment of trying to escape had made him
dizzy.

Even now he doubled if he was any
better off than he was before.

Whero did this tunnel lead? He worlid
follow it, anyway, in the hope that it fed
to frecdom.

As he went, the tunncl narrowed con-
siderably. and it was only with difficulty
that Talbot was able lo make progress.

Once or twice he stopped and listei:ed.
as if expecting to hear the sound .of pi-
suers.

But all was silent. Dvidently (he
junior's escape had nob yet boen dis-
covered.

It was very cold in the undergrowid
passage. A chilling gust of wind swept
through il, and Talbot's teelh chatlered.
He was feeling ravenously huugry, too.
Many hours seemed to have elapsed since
he had eaten his breakfast.

However, he kept going somehow, ari:l
presenily, lo his delight, he saw a beam
of light far ahcad of him.

“The end of the lunnel !’ he muttered.
“Thank Heaven! A fow minules more,
and I shall be free!”

He staggered on. It was as much as
ho could do to drag oue fool after tha
other. But he knew thai lie dared not
pause. At any moment tho hue-and-cry
might be set up, and the thought of again
getting into the clutches of Pat Donovan
was unbearable.

Presently the tunnel widened,
Talbot found himself in 2 small cave.

The place had evidently been a resort
of sinugglers a century before, and it
would have been difficult to find & moro
convenient and out-of-the-way retreat.

Another tunnel led from this cave, but
it was so low and narrow that Talbot was
obliged to squirm his way through it cn
all fours. As he did so, there was a
roaring in his ears, and he knew that he
was close to the sca.

The beam of light which he had seen
a few minutes before was now much
stronger.

Fortunately. the tunnel through which
he was crawling was only a short one,
and Talbot soon emerged into the clear
light of day.

The junior found himself amid a group
of rocks. The tide was out, or the vocka
would have been covered.

“Iree!” exclaiuied Talbot.

lasi1”
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And he sank down upon one of the
rocks in a state of exhaustion.

Glancing around hini, he beheld & mag-
pificent bay, on the shore of which
several fishert®an’s cottages were dotted
about.

There was something familiar about the
scene.  Talbot felt that he lnew this
place. At somo time or other he had
been here before.

And presently it dawned upon him that |.

he was within a stone’s throw of the
little fishing-village of Pegg. A liltle
over a Iile away was Greyfriars School.

‘As for the lonely house in which he
had been imprisoned, Talbot saw no sign
of it. It was probably a good distance
away, for the underground tunnel
through which he had passed was a very
long and winding one.

Weary and spent though he
Talbot’s heart was light.

His period of captivity was over. And
never again would he fall such an easy
prey to Pat Donovan. He made up his
mind that he would expose the scoun-
drelly Irishman, and set the police on
his track. But that could be done later.
Meanwhile, ke must get to some place
where he could obtain & good square
meal.

For some moments he remained seated
on the rock. Then he rose to his fcet,
and with difficulty made his way from
the spot. A little later he was toiling
up the ciiff path, and. eventually he
reached the road which ran from Pegg
to Courtfield.

As he stumbled along his feet felt like
leaden weights, and his temples were
throbbing painfully.

IIe glanced down at his clothes, and
saw that they were in an appalling state
—covered with dirt and grime. He had
no doubt that his face was in the same
condition. Certainly his hands were.

“My hat! A nice sort of wreck I must
look I”” he muttered. ‘“Hallo! Who are
these fellows 27

Five schoolboys were walking along the
road towards him. When they drew
ncarer, Talbobt recognised them as Harry
Wharton and Co., of Greyfriars.

It 1s doubtful, however, if the Famous
TFive of the Greyfriars Rcmove would
have recognised Talbot had he not
revealed his identity. 'Then they halied,
and stared at the St. Jim's junior in
astonishmient and wonder.

“My only aunt!” cjaculated Bob
Cherry, at length. ‘“What are you doing
here, Tulbot? How did you come here?
What’s happened?”

Talbot smiled wearily.

“It’s a long story, you fellows.” he
said. *‘T’ll tell you all about it as we
go along.” .

“But—but where arc you going?”
asked Wharton.

“Somewhere where I can get some
grub.”

“ Dotter come with us into Courtficld,
then.”

“ All serene.”

And the six proceeded along the road,
the Greyfriars juniors gazing wondesr-
ingly at Talbot, as if he were a ghost
{from the past.

was,

CHAPTER 6.
The Cup Final !
1 E heard all about your dis-
W appearance, old man,” said
Harry Wharton. “Tom
Merry told ws. He’s up
at Greyfriars now.” .
Talbot stared.
“Merry—at Greyfriars 77
“Yes, with the rest of the St. Jim’s
team. The cup final comes off this after-

noon. .
Talbot loocked dazed.

“The—cup final?” he stammered.
“Yes. Oh, I forgot, you wouldn't
know anylhing about it. You’ve been
away, and you know nothing of how the
{ooter tournament had been progressing.”’
“From what you say, I gather that St.
Jim’s are in the final with Greyfriars?”

* No, not with us,” said Frank Nugent.
“With Higheliffe. Only the match is
being played on neutral ground, see?”

“1 should like to hear how St. Jim’s
reached the final,” said Talbot, his eyes
glistening.

“They licked us on our own ground,”
explained Bob Cherry. * After which
they mopped up Rookwood to the tune
of five goals to one. That brought them
to the final.”

“Good.” Talbot had forgolten his
weariness and discomfort in his excite-
ment. “I fancy owr fellows will lick
Highcliffe.”

“I’m not so sure,” said Johnny Bull.
“One of your best men is crocked, so
Tom Merry was telling us.”

“Who is that?”

““Jack Blake.”

Talbot gave a start. He knew that the
abscnce of a clever and spcedy player
like Blake would greatly weaken the St.
Jim's forward line. And he at once made
up his mind to get to Greyfriars with all
speed, and to take his place in the St.
Jim's eleven.

But he must get a good meal first, and
a bath, These things were essential.
Until he had them, he would be in no
fit condition to take part in a strenuous
football match.

“Let’s put the cup [inal on one side
for 2 moment,” said Harry Wharton.
“Tell us all about your adventures,
Talbot.”

¢ Misadventures is the more appropriate
word,” said Talbot, with a smile.

“You've had a rotten time?”

‘‘ Beastly !

“IIow did you come to disappear?” *

“Do you recollect a fellow called Pat
Donovan, who tried to kidnap me while
you chaps were staying at St. Jim’s 7”7

“Yes, rather !”” said Bob Cherry. “We
chipped in and overpowcred the rotter,
and handed him over to the police.”

“Well. he got away.”

“My hat!”

“1 thought he would, somchow. You
see, he wasn’t handeuffed, and it was the
easiest thing in the world for him to fool
old Crump, the Rylcombe bobby. Any-
way, he slipped through Crump’s fingers,
and when we went to Greyfriavs for the
replayed malch, he boarded the train,
and got into the same carriage as me.
Ile wore a false beard and a pair of spec-
tacles, and he looked for all the world
like a schoolmaster. He pretended to
the other pecople in the carriage that I
was a runaway pupil, and that he was
about to take mc back to my school.
They believed him, and he had no diffi-
culéy in bundling me out of the train,
at the next stopping-place, and hustling;
me into a taxi:" - :

“But surely.you didn’t subniit without:
a struggle?” ‘exclaimed Nugent. '

“It isn’t much use struggling with' a
man like Donovan. The fellow’s museles:
are made of steel. IIe got me away in
the taxi, and took me miles and miles
across country, until we came to a lonely.
clif on the coast. made anolher
attempt to get away, and just as I was
on the point of succeeding T tumbled o¥er
the edge of the cliff.”’ ’

“Great Scott!”

The Greyfriars funiors looked aghast.

“Luckily, though,” continued Talbot,
“1 didn’t drop far, for there was a ledge'
a litue way down. I was dragged up—

was unconsc¢ious at the time—and
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taken to a guaint old house that sfccd
practically on the edge of 1he clift.” -
_ '*What part of the coast was this?”
inquired Bob Cherry.

“I didn’t know at the time, but I've
found out since. It was Pogg—about a
nnle"to the west of the village, I should
say.

“My hat! Then it must have been the
haunted ‘'manor—a house ihai has stood
ecmpty for years!”

“Well, it’s empty no longer,” said
Talbot.  “It’s one of Donnvan's refrcats.
I was kept a prisoner there until this
morning, and then I got away.”

“How#” asked the Greylriars junicrs
breathlessly. )

Talbot explained the manner and
method of his escape. He also told Lis
hearers that it had been cffecied in the
nick of time, for Donovan had arrangcd
to take him to Southampton that very
day, and ship him across to the States.

“By Jove! You've had some jolly
thrilling experiences, Talbot, and no
mistake!” said Harry Wharton. *1If
ever you decide to write the stovy cf
your life, you won’t lack material.”

Talbot laughed.

“I've enough material to fill a dozen
books,” he said,

“Your chums will be awfully hucked
to see yon again,” said Johnny Bnll
“They've practically given you up, and
they’re very down in the dumps.”

““Is Miss Alarie Rivers at Crexfriavs
with them?” asked Talbot.

(lYes-7,

It was as much as Talbot could do-io
restrain himself from going to Greyfriars
there and then. He badly wanted to sec
Marie, and reassure her as to hia safety.
He also had an intense longing to rejoin
his old chums. .

But he realised that lhe -conld not
possibly present himself at the school in
his present plight.  Already the vouths
of Courtfield were suniggering at his un-
kempt and dishevelled appearance.

“Here we are!” said Bob Cherry, &t
length.

They passed into Chunkley's Stores.

Chunkley’s was a vast emporium which
attended to every public need. It con-
tained bath-rooms, dining-rooms, and a
hair-dressing saloon; in fact. it was
several establishments rolled into one.
Chunkley’s made it a boast that there
was nothing that they could not supply
at a moment’s notice.

Talbot spent exactly an hour at the
place.

By the end of that time he hadl
eflected a complete transformation. Ide
had had a bath and a change of clothing,
and he had partaken of a substantial and
nourishing meal. And the former fecl-
ing of weakness and exhaustion had left
him. Fe was the Talbot of old—zaclive,
alert, and full of energy.

As he guitted Chunkley’s, with Harry
Wharton & Co., he glanced at his waich.

*“ Half-past two,” ha remarked. " What
time does the match start, you fellows?”

“Three o'clock,” said Wharton. - ..

“Good! Then I shall be just in time.”

“You're going to ploy?”

“Yes, rathert? )

“The St. Jim’s fellows. will go mad
with, joy when you turn up,” said Bab
Cherry. ““Talk :about a dramatic
moment!  Why. they’ll tear rou limb
[rom limb in their giddy oxecitement >

“They’d . better not,” said Talbet,
laughing. ‘*I g¢hall néed to be all.in one
piece if I'm going lo bag goals.”

The juniors set out with swinging
strides for Greyfriars.

When they got there they found the
Close and the corridors -deserted.

Everybody was on the football-grouid.

TsE GEM LIiBRART.—No. 6€6.



14

“This wayi” said Harry Wharton.

And Talbot followed eagerly in the
wake of the Famous Five.

The first person to cately sight of him
when he arrived on the field was Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy.

The swell of St. Jim's gave vent to a
gasp of stupefied astonishment at first.
Then he found his voice.

“He’s heah, deah boys—he’s heah!”

“I‘.h" Who's here?” demanded Tom

Mer
“Old Talbot!
just in time
uwwah !”

The rest of the St. Jim's players
shared Gussy’s excitement. With one
accord, they sprinted up to Talbot, whcese
hands were seized and shaken like pump-
handles, and whose back was thumped
until it ached.

Bob Cherry’s prediction that Talbot
would be torn limh from limb by his ex-
cited schoolfellows looked like coming true.

“Talbot, old man—"

“¥What's happened to you all
limo?”’

‘‘Where have you becn?”

Talbot’s eyes were misty, and he had
some difficulty in controlling himself.
The great and whole-hearted reception
he had received had brought a lump to
his throat.

“I'm awfully glad to be with you
fellows agam e said.  “But don't you
think we’d better have the match first
and the explanations afterwards?”

“All serene, old chap,” said Tom
Merry.  “But we're simply dying to
know all about it.”

. Talbot glanced towards the dressing-
room. The Highcliffe cleven were 1n
the act of coming out.

“I take it you can find room for me
in the team, Tom?" he said.

“Find room for you? Why, my dear
old duffer, of course I can!
“to play Clive as eleventh man, but I'd
ten thousand times rather have you! We
shall be at full strength, except for
Blake.”

“What about togs?”

“Clive will lend you his.
dressing-room,”

Talbot made his way thither, and as.he
did so Marjie Rivers came quickly
towards him,

There was a glad light in the girl's

He’s turned up—an’
for the match, too!

this

He's in the

eyes, but her face wore an anxious
expression.
‘“Reginald ¥’ she murmured. It was

seldom that she addressed Talbot by his

Christian name, but she did so now.
“You are safe?”
afe and sound, Marie!” replied

Tnlbot cheerfully, as he clasped the hand
of hlq girl chum. -
“You look older and thinner.’

“That's hardly surprising. Ta.kmg it
all round, I've had a pretty rotten timec.
But it's all right now. Everything in
the garden is lovely!”

““You Jwere kidnapped?”

‘““By that scoundrel Donovan?®

Talbot nodded.

‘T tell you all about it after
match, Marigc,” he said.
must put a ]011\ in it !”

Talbot hurried into the dressing-room,
from which he cmerged just as the teams
were lining up.

The crowd was by way of being a
record one.

All Greyfriars had turned out, and
practically all Higheliffe had come over.
And, in addition, there was quite an
army of St. Jim’s fellows.

Mr. Shirley Bright was there, of
course, to witness the final contest for
the silver cup which he was presenting.
And his eyes lit up with pride as the St.
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I was going.

laces. Several
ad played in the
of St.

Jim’s players took their
years before, he himself
familiar red-and-white colours
Jim’s.

Lven though they had a sirong team,
however, the Saints had no easy lask.

Frank Courtenay & Co., of Highclifte,
looked footballers every inch. Both fore
and aft, o to speak, t ¥Ley were strongly
1epresented Their goalie—Smithson—
was almost as good as Fatty Wynn, and
that was saying a great deal. Their
backs—the brothers Benson—were strong
and rtesolute tacklers, Their half-back
line compared very favourably with the
St. Jim's middle line, But it was in the
forward line that their real strength lay.
Rupert de Courcy—nicknamed the Cater-
pillar—possessed & great Lurn of speed;
while Frank Courtcnay and Flip Derwent
were magnificent goal-getters.

What was more, Highcliffe had made
up their minds to a man that they would
carry ofl the cup. And when Frank
Courtenay & Co. made up their minds to
a thing, they were not to be turned from
their purpose.

Tom Merry had won the toss, though
there was little advantage to be gained
thereby. And then the whistle vang out,
and there were shouts of ;

“Now they're offI”

“Play up, St. Jim’s!"

“Go 1t, Higheliffa!"”

The tussle had begun.
F The Caterpillar broke away on
the Highcliffe left, and although
tackled in turn by Manners and Figgins,
he went right through, cheered on with
gleat gusto by the ng‘hchﬁ\ supporters,
“‘Shoot, man—shoot "

“Drive it through!”

The Caterpillar steadied himself, and
shot. It was a low, fast drive, and
Fatty Wynn threw himself full length to
save, He managed to push the ball
clear, but Frank Courtenay rushed up
full-pelt and sent the leather crashing
: mto the net

Goal!"”

“Hurrah!”
The Highclifle partisans werc almost

CHAPTER 7,
The Best Team Wins!
ROM the outlset it was a game of
thrills.

beside themsclves with excitement.
Their team had scored in the first
minute.

But even before the shouting had died
away, St. Jim’s had drawn level. Irom
the kick-off, their forwards had raced
away with the ball, and a wonderful bout
of passing led up to a great goal from
the foot of Tom Merry..

Smithson had come out from his goa!
in the hope of retricving the ball, and
Tom Merry had coolly lobbed it over his
head into the net.

It was now the turn of the St. Jim'’s
supporters to shout and clap and cheer;
and the noise they made might have
been heard a mile away.

Five minutes later the Highcliffe
defence got in a tangle. They were so
hard prossed that Benson major passed
the ball back to his goalie. In the ex-
citement of the moment, however, he
kicked it harder than he intended to, and
Smithson muffed it. There was a roar
as t-lé:a blall lodged in the ret,

*‘The Saints are on top.!”

Benson major was the most unhappy
fellow on the field at that moment., He
coloured to the réots of his hair as he
realised the enormity of what he had
done. He had scored a goal for the
opposing side!

After this amusing mmdent—amusmg,
that 1is,
clifians—play quieted down a littie.

to everybody but ‘the High-

Q.: Why Does Every Boy and Girl Read the ‘ Popular ¥ ? —

The ball remained, for the most part,
in midfield. nghohf’fe was trying har d
to get it away, but they found Dick Red-
fern a tower of strength at centre-half.

The crowd's appetite for goals’ had
been whetted. They had seen thres
scored, and they clamoured loudly for
more. -

But neither Si. Jim’s nor Higheliffo
obliged.  Ounce, from a sudden break-
away, the Cate'rplllm tested Fatty Wynn
with a dangerons crossshot, but Fatty
rose to the occasion, and pu.u‘hed the ball
clear before any of the other Higheliffe
forwards could get to it.

Half-time arrived ‘with St. Jim's lead-

ing by 2—1.

“I wathah think, deah boys, that
we're  winnin'!”  remarked = Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy.

“(o hon!”

“IF we pwess our advantage honie in
the second half, we shall lick Highclifle
by a twemendous margin. How do yon
feel, Talbot, deah boy?”

“'First-rate!” answered Talbot.

He had not been much in the lime-
light, so far. Perhaps the fact that he
had had no practice had something to do
with it.

When the game was resumed, hosw-
over, Talbot got fairly into his “stride.
His passing and shooting left nothing Lo
be desired; and within ten minutes of
the re-starl he scored a fine goal.

Frank Courtenay & Co. were looking
very grim now.

“We're a couple of goals behind,
Franky,” said the Caterpillar. “This s
a serious business, begad!”

“It is!” agreed the Highcliffe skipper.
‘Unless we can mako up the leeway,
we're done.”

And then Higheliffe at taoked as they
had never attacked before. Their for-
wards swarmed round the St. Jim's goal,
which was subjected to a ferce bori-
bardment.

It was extremely fortunate for Kt.
Jim’s that they had such a capable
goalie as Falty Wynn, or the Higheliffe
attack would have yielded goals galore.

As it was, HighelifTe scored twice. Flip
Derwent headed the ball into the net
from a corner-kick, and a few minutes
later the Caterpillar netted in great style.

Loud bursts of applause greeted the
scoring of these two goals.

Higheliffe were now level with their
opponents, and, what was more, they
were still going strongly.

But the St. Jim's defenders playe:l
heroically, and atlack after attack was
beaten oft.

At last relief came. Figgins punte:l
the ball well up the Geld, and it was
promptly fastened upon by Levison, wha
rushed goalwards.

““Come along, Levison!”

‘“Let’s have you!”

““ Shoot 1"

Out of the corner of his eye Levison
saw Arthur Augustus D’Arcy waiting for
a pass. He slipped the.ball across to the
swell of 8t. Jim's, who, standing un-
marked a fow valds from the goal, hal
no difficulty in scoring.

o Goal'll

“Four to three!” panted Monly
Lowther, who had been playing a ster-
ling game at right-half. ‘““Jove, what a
game !

“We shall have to go all ‘out,” mut-
tered Tom Merry. “ We can’t afford to
take things easy.”

But the 8t. Jim's players were begin-
ning to show signs of distress. The
defence had been overworked, and the
strenuous pace of the game was begin-
ning to tell.

Tho Highcliffe players: were far from



A.:

fresh, but they were in great trim by
comparison with their opponents. They
ser up another strong attack, and Fatty
\Vy‘m had his hands full. He was for
ever listing out shots, and once he was
nearly beaten by a close-range drive
from Frank Courtenay.

The time wore on, and fve minutes
from the end it looked as if St. Jim's
would cling to their lead and win.

But Highclilfe were not to be denied.
If they could not win the game they
told themselves they would at least save
1t.

The Cuterpillar worked his way
through the St. Jim’s defence, and a
goal appeared certain,

Fatty Wynn knew that he would have
no chance with the shot, if it came, for

the Caterpillar was close upon him. 3o
Fatty dived low, with the object of
taking the ball from the toes of the

would-be marksman.

But the Caterpillar was too quick for
him. With a quick jerk of his right foot
he sent the ball into the net. And the
applause which greeted his effort can
lie better imagined than described.

“A draw!” yelled the Highcliffians on
ihe touchline. “They’ve made a draw
of it! The Caterpillar’s saved the
game! Hurrah!”

So great was their enthusiasm that the
Higheliff supporters failed to realise thai
thice minutes still remained for play.

But the St. Jim’s players realised it.
and they meant to crowd all their effoit
and etiergy into those three minutes.

The ball was kicked off from the centre
-of the field, and Tom Merry passed it
to Harry Noble, who in turn passed it
to Talbot. And Talbot went away like
a hare.

The Highcliffe players packed their
moal. Tt was the only thing to do in the
circumastances.

Talbot must not be allowed to seore,
thev told themselves grimly.

Then followed a moment of tense
excitement.

Talbot shot hard and true for goal, but
Benszon major got his head in thc way,
and the ball came whizzing ont again.
It came to the feet of Arthur f\ugnstns
P’Arcy, who took a first-lime shot. Tut
cnce again Benson major headed out
from under the bar. . ’

Then Harry Noble sent in a truly
terrific shot, but the Highclife goalic
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leapt into the air and tipped the ball over
the bar.

‘Corner !” rose the cry.

The referee was already glancing at
his watch, and the St. Jim’s players did
not need telling that everything
depended upon that corner-kick. It was
tdken by Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy, and
the 8t. Jim’s supporters groaned as they
followed ihe flight of the ball. For it

3

seemed a ‘' dead cert.” that it would go
behind. .
But no!t Tt dropped just in front of

the goal, and Talbot and Smithson
sprang at it at the same time—Talbot in
an endeavour to get it in, and Smithson
in a frantic cffort to keep it out.

And Talbot won. He got his head io
the ball, and it went crashing into the
net.

Then a perfect pandemonium prevailed.

The veferec’s whistle rang out, bug it
was drowned by the delighted shouts of
the St. Jim’s supporters.

“Goal! Geal'! GOAL!NY

“V\'c ve won !’

*Thanks to Talbot !”

“Good old Tzlbot ™

“Hurrah!”

The scene on the Greyfriars football
ground almost beggared description.

Talbot was lifted shoulder-high and
catried in triumph from the field. And
the Highcliffe players, defeated but not
disgraced, joined in the cheering.

It was a scene that Talbot would net
coon forget.

He had scoved the winning goal for his
side. And, thanks mainly to him. St
Jim’s had won the Shirley Bright Cup.
By five goals to four,
keenest games on record. they had
defeated the staiwarts of Highcliffe.

And Talbot thanked his lucky stars
that he had been able to escape from
his place of caplivity, and bring about
this joyous consummation.

CHAPTER 8.
The Conquering Heroes !

FTER the great maich, a buwper
celebration took place in  the
junior Cominon-room at Giey-
friars,

And whilst the feed was in progress,
Talbal’s chums listened eagerly to his
deserintion of all the adventures he had
passed through since his disapnearance.

“My hat! Ti’s a jolly lucky thing
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that you came across that underground

- passage, old man!” said Tom Merry,

when Talbot had finished his nanatl\ e

“Yes,” said Talbot quieily, “if I
hadn't found it. I shouldn’t be here
now. I should be on the high seas, I
reckon.”

“But, Pat Donovan could never have
got you on loard a liner against your
wish !” protested Manners.

“¥You don't know Donovan, ITe's a
very plausible scoundrel, and he'd pitch
scme sort of a fale. L\nv“ay I man .mvd
to eccape, and thme s the end ot .

“The end? No jolly fear!
Dick Redfern. .“Ti's up to us to
thai old manor houss on the cliff,

aud

force Dono‘au and the others o
surrender.”’

“Yaas, wathah !’ said u'lh;:r
Augustus 1’ Arcy. “T agwee wiih

Weddy that that is the pwopah capah.
It isn’t safe for a scoundwel
Donovan to wemain at large,”
After further discussion, it was decided
ihat a large pariy of fellows, including
Havry Wharton & Co., of Grerirvim
should procced to the old maner house
in which ’1.Jlbof had been imprisoned.
“Iirst of all,” said Tom Mer “1

like

R
think I’ll ring up | St, Jim’s, and ¢l ihe
Head that you're safc Talbot. Tl¢'s
been fearfully anxious about you.”

Talbot assented, and a few monienis
later Tom \fnuy was in conversaticn
with Dr., Ilolmes.

Needless to say, the kindly old Head
was greatly relieved to learn that Taib
was safe.  Like many others, he
bogun to despair, and Tom Meir
assuring messaga removed a
of anxiety from his mind.

Dusk was descending as the mensl
of the expedition sct out from Crey-
friars.

It did not occur io the juniors that
they were running a grave. risk—that
Donovan & Co. would probably ko

+

greac

foad

armed, and would not stand uwpon cere-

fn.

mony. Filled with a keen desir
adventure, the juniors left those &
possibilities out of their caleulations

Marie Rivers had insisied on a i-
panying the party. Talbot had
tested, but his girl chum had made
her mind.

It was the intenlion of the juniors io
force an_ entry into the lonely house.
capture those members of the gang wha
happened to be there, and march iliem
off to the nearest police-station. 'hey
anticipated having about three mien in
deal with; and as their own party was
over twenty strong, no diffienliy was
likely to present itself. So the junims
thought, anyway.

As they drew near to their degiina-
tion, however, they became less conft
dent.

In the deopening dusk, the old maunsne
house, standing in solitary isclation,
presented a  gloomy aund forbiddine
appearance. Even ihe Dbravest meni-
lors of the party felt uneasy.

up

“Therc ave no lights at any of he
w mdmu ?  multered 'Iom Mey.
“The place seems unocciipicd.’

“Unoccupied by human beu‘;:~ poi-

haps, but not by _earisly. gruecome
speetres 1 said Moniv Lowther.

“Dry up, Monty!”

“Let's go round to the Thack
entrance,” suggested Harry Wharlon.

“There isn’t one,”’ said Talbot. ‘“The
back of the house overlooks ihe eclilf.
There’s only one entrance; ihat's in
front.” .

“Lead on, then.”

Somewhat to  iheir surprise,
juniors found the door unlocked.

The hall was in darkness, and there

(Continued on pege 19.)
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An Amazing Romance orf Mystery, Intrigue, and Adventure!

JASPER STANDISH plans to have
his revenge on his enemy, RICHARD
HARMER, by kidnapping his son DICK
and transporfing him to SLAVE
ISLAND. He nuakes a bargain with the
owner, HANS MEPPEL, to this effect,
and ths Dutchman succeeds in carrying
off Dick Harmer to the strange island
where he 15 made a slave. Here Dick
meets Elaine, a charming little slave.

When Standish returns home, he dis-
covers that this girl is noua other thaun
Lis long-lost daughter, who had been
missing for many years.

CAPTAIN DIRK KENTISH.R.N.R.,
a retired sea captain, is employed by
Dick’s father to search for him. The
captain visits Chinatown to tecruit a
cerew to sail with him on his strange
_quest. e mects some old friends.

Having completed his tour of the

Chinese quarters, he is threading his way
homewards when he sees an old enemy,
one Guiseppe Gaglietto, an Italian, who
is int the company of Peter Van Lardent,
a  Dutch acquaintance of DMeppel's.
Wentish [ollows the two to the former's
opium-den, and. through a successful
ruse, he gains admittance.

(Now go on with the story.)

Captain Kentish Hits Out !

EVER for a moment did Caplain
N Kenti:h lese the character he

had assumed, and he stwmnbled
to the stairs and up them, At

the door across the landing, he again
gave the signal that had gained him
admittonce below, and, after a similar
spy-hole” had been opened and he had
been cauliously scrutinised by yet
another Chinaman, Le was allowed to
cnter.

“You wantee allee play fan-lan, sailol-
man? ” the doorkeeper suggested, his
slit-like eyes still fixed upon the captain
half-suspiciounsly. )

“No; pipe,” Kentish responded, speak-
ing thickly. “I've been on a lonm
voyage, and run out of the stuff, and
I'm nearly dying for the want of it.”

As he spoke, he kept his eyelids lowered,
heing aware thal the Chinaman would
know in an instant ihat he was no
opinm-slave if he could look fully into
his eyes. The man scemed no longer
to have any doubts concerning him, how-
ever, for he beckoned the captzin to
follow and led the way through the rows
of Chinamen who squatted on the foor.
gamiding at fan-tan and other games of
chance.

The Chinee flung oper the door of
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the adjoining room, and tho acrid fumes
of tho loathsome drug came out in &
gust, sickening the skipper and makine
him waut to cough.

His keen eyes pecred through the haze
and into the room, taking in all it con-
tained in a glance.

He saw the double row of frowsy
mattresses running down either side of
the long room, which was illuminated by
a single oil-lamp swinging from the
blackened ceiling—saw  the indistinct
forms of the smokers lving on their
couches in varying stages of Lheir vice,
and the stcut old Chinaman who sat at
a table cooking tho little pellets of opium
over a tiny lamp.

At a second table at the far end of the
den were five men.  Dim though the
light, Captain Kentish quickly picked out
both Gaglietto and his dupe, and recog-
nised two of the others—they were China-
men—as the Italian’s hirelings.

Hearing him enter, Guiseppe Gaglietto
casually turned his head, and the skipper
only avoided being rocogrised by siag-
gering quickly to the nearest unoccupied
mattress and prostrating himself in the
gloom.

Thie Chinese attendant came from his
table, a charged pipe in his podgy hands,
which ho handed (o the captain, with a
half-bow. XKenlish made a pretence of
inhaling the drng, but in reality the bam-
boo stem of the curiously-shaped pipe was
merely pressed against his check, and his
eyes were upon a skylight situated
directly above the table, at which Deter
Van Lardent and the others were
grouped. It was open no doubt, with
the idea of letting oul some of the over-
powering fumes,

Kentish knew that, now he was fairly
in tho place, he carried his lifo in his
hands, and, in the skylight, he saw a
chance of making a swift Lid for freedom
if it became nececssary.

Coolly, yet alertly. he watched the men
at the table. Van Lardent had
apparently been given a generous supply
of the whisly that stood 1 a bottle in its
centre. Ile was nodding drowsily, and
now, as Captain Kentish continued to
watch, he saw the Italian lean forward
and slip something into the sailor’s glass.

“Come, my friend,” Gaglietto said,
rousing Van Lardent, ““finish your drink
and have another. Then, if you like, you
can have n game of cards.”

Van Lardent stregched out his'hand for
the glaes and hali-raised it to his lips.
But he was not destined to drink. Quick
as thoucht, the skinper: tassed aside s
opium-pipe and came to his fect.

+

“Stop, you fcol!" he thundered. “1It's
drugged! Tley mean Lo rob you!”

The glass dropped {rom the surprised
Van Lardent’s hand, and almest simul-
taneously Gaglietto’s chair went over
with a crash, as he bounded up and spun
round on his heels,

“Captain Kentish—you!” hLe gasped.
Then, as he whipped a lnife from his
hip: ““ At last, signore, we meet again !
At him, Samm! At him, Ah Sing! This
time he shall not leave lere alive!”

One of the Chinamen had picked up a
sandbag from bencath his clair, and
Lefore Captain Kentish could move a
hand to prevent him, the yellow man had
brought it down upon the Dutch sailor's
tempie and sent him, stunncd end sense
less, to the Aoor.

Their knives flashing from the bagzy
sleeves of their blousos, the three China-
men, with the Italian and Gaglietto Lim-
self, made a combined rush for the in-
trepid skipper. But they recotled for a
moment as they found him levelling his
revolver at them.

“Keep back ! he ordered through his
teeth. ““I'll shoot to kill if a man of yvou
moves!  You, too!” he rapped out,
shooting a glance out of the corner of his
eyes at the Chinese attendant, who had
risen and dvawn a knife, “That man
yonder leaves here right now with me !

““Does he, signore 2" Gaglietto sneered,
with a snarling laugh. “Wae shall see!”

“We sghall!” the fre-cating little
skipper retorled; and acted like light-
ning.

With a bound he clutched at the swing-
ing oillamp and tore it down. Then,
blazing like a comet, he hurled it full
amougst the group by the table.

Through the now almost total darkness
the captain rushed. Before his cnemies
could beat out the flaring oil that had
sprinkled their clothes, before thev quite
realised at all what was happening,
Captain Kentish was in their midst.

He sent the Italian flying with a ewing-
ing left to the point of the jaw, and,
stooping swiftly, heaved the heavy body
of Van Lardent up in his arms,

Witlr an agility that only equalled his
amazing strength, the skipper leapt from
a chair on to the table, and, putting forth
an almost superhuman effert, he hurled
the inert figure of the Dutchman clean
through the skylight on to the roof.

As two of the Chinamen recovered
themsclves sufficiently to jump at him. he
gave a spring. and clutched at the frame-
work of the skylizht, with the intention
of drawing himself up and scrambling
through the cpening




——Anci

Captain Kentish’s Clue—Gff to Slave
Island.

HE skipper’s powerful fingers had
closed firmly ebout the framework
of the skylight, and, with the
agility of a trained athlete, he

drew himself swiftly upwards.

One of the Chinamen struck viciously
at his swinging legs with a knife, and,
ripping through his trouser-leg, the razor-
lilke blade missed Captain Kentish’s calf
only by a fraction of an inch. .

Another of the yellow men grabbed
quickly at his ankle, and clutched it
tightly in his skinny fingers; but the next
moment he received a kick in the mouth
from the Britisher’s other foot that sent
him flying, and then, with one swift
effort, the skipper was through the open-
ing and scrambling on to the flat roof.

He saw a pair of yellow hands grab at
the odge of the aperture, and kicked the
skylight shut upon them. He smiled
very grimly as he heard the howl of pain
that came from the owner.

But it was no time as yet to [ecl
triumphant,

Captain Kentish knew that be was far
from being out of danger. He had yet to
get away with Gaglietto’s intended dupe,
and it would be no easy matter.

The neighbourhood would abound with

. cther Chinamen who would be only too
rcudy to come to the assistance of those
{mlow, and scour the vicinity to capture
him.

The skipper lost no time in picking up
the unconscious Van Lardent. With a
licave he had his inert body lying over
his shoulder, and, eeeming scarcely 1o
rotice its weight, he ran to the edge of
the roof, and peered down into the yard
of the disused factory.

The corrugated-iron roof of some sort
of work-shed lay directly beneath him,
and, transferring the Duteh sailor to his
arme, Captain Kentish took the twelve-
fcot leap that divided him from it.

Even as he jumped he heard a shrill
cry from behind him, and set his teeth
hard. Evidently one of his pursuers haidl
Lieen climbing through the skylight, and
had seen the direction in which he had

one.

The little skipper landed upon the roof
of the shed, stumbled because of his
burden, but just managed to keep his
l:alance.

In a trice he was &t its brink, and yet
again he jumped, clinging tightly to Van
Lardeut.

This time it was an even greater leap—-
quite sixteen feet—and the captain fell
and rolled over with the Dutchman in the
mud. He was unhurt, however, if a litte
<haken, and he was quiekly on his legs
cnee more,

Crack!

A bullet whistled past the skipper's
head, and for a moment he left Van
l.ardent lying .ipon the ground, and
iurned swiftly, at the same time whipping
out his revolver.

'The moon had shone out suddenly, as
a cluster of clouds had drifted from be-
fore its face, and, silhouetted against its
pale radiance, a Chinaman stood at the
edge of the roof of the opium-den. Ile
was in the act of firing for the sccond
time: but Captain Kentish was too quick
[or him.

The skipper’s arm went up like light-
ring, and he took a pot shot at the yellaw
man., The Chinaman coughed oddly,
Aung up his arms, and spun round on his
heels, then pitched from the voof of the

_house, and crashed on to that of the.shed-

l;eneath.

For a fleeting second the skipper waited,
but there was no movement from him.
liven as Kentish stooped to pick up Van
Lardent, however, more figures rushed
into view on the house-top.

Secure Another Considnt Reader!

Excited cries told the captain that he
had been seen, and next instant a perfect
fusillade of lead hissed about him and
the unconscious man he now held in his
arms.

He wheeled about, and took to his
heels, It almost seemed that he must
possess a charmed life.  The bullets
whizzed about his very cars, yet not onc
as much as grazed him; and before a
second volley could be sent hurtling afier
him, Captain Kentish had mingled with
the shadows thrown by a row of what
had once been workshops.

Trembling with suppressed excitement,
the dare-devil seaman clung to Van

 Lardent, and dashed along under their

projecting  roofs. His  bulldog-like
strength cnabled him to carry the none-
too-light Dutchman as if he had been a
child, and, in spite of his burden, hc ran
with the rapidity of a deer.

As he went, he heard a clanging thud,
followed almost imnmediately by another,
and he knew that at least two of his
foes had taken the leap to the corrugated
iron roof of the shed lying below the
house-top.

In the open doorway of one of the dis-
used and now half-ruined work buildings
the captain pulled up.

He listened, straining his ears to their
utmost capacity. He could hear the
patter of running feet; but there came
no further sounds to indicate that any
more of his enemies had dared to take
the two formidable jumps necessary to
gain the factory yard.

The captain again placed Van Lardent's
limp form upon the ground. The sounds
of running footfalls had been abruptly
silenniced, and he knew that his pursuers
were creeping warily towards him
through the shadows, He swung up his
weapon, and suddenly sprang from his
refuge.

The Italian, Gaglietto, and the stoub
Chinese attendant who had waited on the
smokers in the opium-den stood not ten
vards away from him.

They tried to leap into cover, but the
skipper was like a “ bad man 7 of the Far
West when it came to being quick with
a revolver, and, seeming on neither
occasion to take any particular aim, he
fired twice in rapid succession.

The right arm eof Gaglietto fell use-
lessly at his side. He had raised it to
fire, but ihe skinper’s bullet had
“winged ” him before he had had time
to pull the trigger; whilsi, as for the
Chinaman, he reeled Dback, screeching
with pain and clutching at his shoulder,
where the seaman’s second shot had
lodged.

Again Captain Kentish snatched up the
bulky figure of Van Lardent, and yet
again he was off. He had disappeared
into the gloom long cre the Italian
scoundrel and his hireling had recovered
from their pain and discomfiture.

Keeping under cover of the several
buildings and stacks of rubbish dotted
about the yard, the captain hurried right
across it to the farther wall.

In this was an opening where some high
gates had originally stood, and, beyond,
a wharf and the river.

Captain Kentish heard the wounded
Gaglietto and the Chinaman stumbling
after him over the debris that littered
almost every part of the yard, which
scemed to have been used as a dumiping-
ground for lumber and unwanted articles
of all kinds.

More—many more of the gang the
Italian had at his beck and c:ﬁl—miqht
also be taking up the pnrsuit by this time,
and there was only one safe way of
eluding themy

That was to take to the water, but, as
the little skipper could swim like the
proverbial duck, that did not greatly
t-ouble him, ’
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Running with his harden to the edge
of the wharf, he slipped into the black
waters as quietly as possible, and by iho
time Gaglietto and his companion had
founid their way on to the wharf the
skipper had swum with Van Lardent be-
hind some barges wlich were moored
near.

To his ears fainily foated the excited
voices of his enemics, but he felt almost
certain that he had cluded them now for
goed, and, as he turncd over on his back,
holding the moutl and nostrils of the
Dutc_h sailor clear of the water, he was
convinced he had given them the dip.

Whether the two, or any ol their un-
wounded confederates secured a boat or
boats, and scoured the river for him, the
skipper never knew. B

Without heariug or seeing any signs of
further pursuit, he reached a flight of
slimy steps which led up to an alley-way
at no great distance from the marine
store of liis friend and one-fime first-mate,
Patrick O’Hara; and it was only a few
sceonds later that lie had carried Van
Lardent ashore.

The alley was deserted, and, getting the
sodden and still-uncouscions sailor over
his shoulder, the captain hurried through
it, and made his way as speedily as pos-
sible to O’Hara’s residence.

e passed a few women and some men
of the loafer type, who hung about the
doorsteps of the (umbledown louses;
but, although they stared after Lim
curtously, they made no open comment or
any attempt to melest him.

He found O’Hara’s shop shuttered z:d
in darkness; but, in vesponse o his lusty
kicking and Lnocking upon the decor, oiic
of the upper windows was flung up, and
the tousled head of the son of the Green
Isle was thrust out.

“Go away, ye spalpeen! Phwhat do
vou want at this iime o’ nighi—Oi
moight say mornin’! Bejabbers——"’

“Let me in, O'Hara! It’s [—Kentish!”
the skinper shouted back.

An exclamation of astonishment came
from O’Hara.

“Beg pardon. cap’n!” he apologised.
“OFll be down in half a jiffy I

He was as good as his word. Clad in
shirt and trousers, with a candle in his
hand, he opened the door of the shop,
and Captain Kentish entered with the
man he had rescued.

“TFaith! Phwhat have you got there,
cap’n?” O'Hava gasped.

Captain Kentish carried the unconscions
Dutchman through into the living-roon,
where O'FHlara lit the gas. The skipper
placed Van Lardent on a sofa standing
over against the farther wall, then he
poured his story into his old friend’s
astonished cars.

“Begorra! Phwhat a man for adven-
tures you are!” O'Hara exclaimed.
“Phwhat’ll you do—go to the police, an’
have that Italian spalpeen’s den raided
this time, I suppase?”

Captain  Kentish  thought for a
moment, then shook his head.
“Why, no, Pat,”) he answered. “The

police, we’ll suppose, would raid the place
and perhaps capture a few of them.
They’d probably be remanded by some
long-winded old magzistrate, and that
would mean that we should have to har.s
about for days—even a weck or longer—
before we could start our voyage to try {o
find this island.”

“The island—Slave Island! Jah! I
yorr tell how to find the man who owns it,
mynheer, for the von tousand pounds
you bromised me in Bleakmoor Brison!
Slaves—all are slaves who vork under
the lash of the overseers und Meppel—
Meppel——" ’

The skipper and Patrick O’Hara spun
rvound on their heels, and stared in amaze-
ment at the man on the eouch ; for it was
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from him that the startling words had
come.

They saw that his eyes were open,
though dazed, but as his voice—it was
terribly weak end low—trailed off into
silence, his iids drooped, and he seemed
once again to lapse into unconsciousness,

“Holy smoke! gasped Kentish.
“You heard, Pat—you heard!”

“Shure, cap’'n!” O’Hara cried. ‘“‘DBe-
jabbers, phwhat's ut mane? You -didn’t
say anything about slaves or slavery, and
vet this man here——"

‘“Spoke of an island
existed!” Captain Kentish cried, his
voice unsteady with excilement. By
James, O'Hara, the fellow might almost
have been to the island we are going in
search of, and know where it is!”

“ Faith, yis! Yet, can it be possible?
Ut’s almost too great a coincidence!”

The skipper strode to Van Lardent’s
side, -and gently shook his shoulder; but
he did not stir, His recovery had been
‘but temporary, and he had once more
lost his scnses. S

“Coincidence or not!” “the skipper
said, still staring at the Dutchman. ‘“ We
have got to bring him roiind and guestion
him. Have you any sort of stimulant—
brandy for preference?”

“Shure, Oi have a little Oi bought
when Oi’d the dickens of a toothache!”
answered O'Hara, who was a strictly ab-
stemious man, for all the many years he
had followed the sea and mixed with
heavy drinkers.

He brought the spirit to the skipper.
Kentish did not administer it to Van
Lardent immediately; but first, with the
Irishman’s assistance, undressed him and
gave his cold limbs a vigorous towelling.

Ilavinig rolled him in some blankets,
it a fire, and drawn his couch near its
blaze, the skipper took up the bottle.
He poured a little of the brandy between
the Dutch sailor’s lips; but the experi-
ment had to be repeated several times
}gcfzforo he showed any signs of returning
ife.

Then, when he did open his eyes, it
was to glare wildly up at the two men,
and to mutter deliriously. The blow he
had received had been a severe one, and
he was rapidly developing a temperature.

He rolled over on his side, and after
Captain Kentish had changed into a dry
suit, loaned him by his friend, he and
()’ITara seated themselves near, and heard
him babble of things that interested them
greatly.

Van Lardent spoke again and again of
Slave Island, and the thousand pounds
given him by Jasper Standish. Then,
just as Captain Kentish was wondering
whether he ought not to go for a doctor,
words fell from the Dutchman’s mutter-
ing lips that arrested his departurc.

“Far South,” Van Lardent babbled,
and in his fevered mind he was back in
the day months ago when he had agreed
to take Jasper Standish to Hans
Meppel—* far South, out of the course of
ships, uncharted, and shut in by great
black towering rocks von hundredt feet
high! Who knows of the island dot lies
behind t'em? The poy vill nefer pe
heard of again, mynhecr, nefer again!”

He laughed in a manner that was not
pleasant to hear. and the cyes of the
Irishman and the skipper were alight
with excitement as they met.

“Pat, it’s the hand of Fate!” Captain
Kentish declared. “It was Fate—pure
I"ate—thal prompted me to go after and
rescue this man to-night. He not only
kiows of this Slave Island, Lub of the
lad, young Harmer, who has been taken
_TuE GEM Lisrary.—No. 666.
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there. In fact, it seems on the cards that
this fellow was bribed to help get the
poor kid banished into slavery !’

“TUt's almost too wonderful, cap’n, but
Oi'll be hanged if Oi don’t think you're

roight!” the ex-first-mate answered,
nodding.
The Dutchman grew quieter, and

presently fell into a sound slecp. Know-
ing that he would probably awaken from
it vastlx refreshed and with his delirium
gone, Captain Kentish put off seeking
medical aid, and sat for a long time with
a deep furrow of thought Dbetween his
dark brows.

Suddenly he uttercd ar exclamation
that caused O’Hara to start, and the
Dutch sailor to stir and moan a little in
his sleep.

“ Great black towering rocks a hundred
feet high !” Captain Kentish murmured.
“Great rocks that hide an island far
south—in the South Pacific, of course !”

Hoe slapped his knee.

““Pat, I'vo fixed that island ! he cried,
with sudden triumph.

“You mane you know where ut is
exactly—can go and find ut?” O'Hara
demanded eagerly.

“Yes,” Captain Kentish answered,
with conviction. *The mention of the
rocks—the great black towcring rocks
that rise a hundred feet out ‘of the sea—
has stirred a chord of memory. I can
recall how many, many years ago, when
I was & ship's boy on an old tub of a
schooner, we got blown far out of our
course, and almost camne to grief against
them! By James, though, no one
aboard dreamed an island lay behind
‘em !

“¥You think they’re the same rocks—
that the oisland exists, and loies behind
'em, and that ut wasn't just the talk av
delirium, cap’n?”’

“T do think they are the same. I feel
surc of it, Pat! Man and boy I've sailed
the South Seas, and I've never scen or
heard of any others like 'em. And, well,
from what we know ourselves, I don't
think it was empty talk this fellow
babbled, though he was mightily fevered.”

The captain sat watching Van Lardent
for some moments, then he rose to his
feet.

“I reckon we'll turn in together, if
your bed is large enough, Pat,”’ he sug-
gested.  “ He seems to be sleeping peace-
fully and he may be O.K. in the upper
storey in the morning. If he is we'll not
let the lubber go until we've got the
whole truth out of him !”

But the morning brought a surprise.

When Pat and the skipper came down-
stairs they found Van Lardent gone.

It was evident that he had been
stronger and more normal when heawoke,
and, probably finding thal his bank-
notes were still in his clothes, he had
donned the latter, and whilst his money
and life were still his, slipped out of what
he probably took to be some den belong-
ing to those who had felled him on the
previous night,

The skipper was more than disap-
pointed at not being able to guestion the
man, but, as he was so sure in his own
mind that he could now find Slave Island,
he was not down-hearted.

Forty-eight hours later, Captain Ken-
tish's tramp steamer loft Salcombe
ITarbour, bound on her long voyage to
the South Pacific.

Smoking a long, strong cigar, and with
his pet monkey on his shoulder, the
skipper himself stood at the wheel;
his wooden-legged servant and (O'Hara,

now installed as first-mate, were by the
rails, taking a long farewell of Old Eng-
land.

“Bravo for Slave Island and any
adventures we run into, bejabbers!” the
Irishman said, as tho vessel steamed into
the open sea. * Pathrick, me bhoy, thia
is life again!”

The Escape !
ICK HARMER, cut listlessly at a
D buneh of the yellow fruit the
sight of which he had grown so
tired of seeing. .

Near him worked Elaine, who had been
spared from further punishment after her
terrible experience in Hans Meppel's
arena; and the boy and the girl presented
this evening a striking contrast to one
another.

Tor many weeks Dick had continued {o
be indignant at his treatment, and, in
consequence, rebellious; but on Save
Island might was right, and eventually ke
found it impossible to do anything save
submit to the tyranny of ¥ans Meppel.

The boy had grown haggard, and there
was a hint of despair in his eyes to-day
as he worked in the banana plantation
near the waler-way which, when the
swinging rock was opened, led inlo the
sea. :

On the other hand, Elaine’s preity,
girlish face was flushed and al times so
curiously eager that Dick wondered.
There were twenty or more other slaves
in sight, but none of them working very
near the boy and girl, and, as the over-
seer in charge of the party moved away,
Elaine edged closer to the lad. .

“Dick !’ she breathed.

“Yes, Elaine?”

Ho went on cutting the fruit and did
not look round as he answered. . Months
had passed since he and the girl had
made their bid for freedom, and in that
period Dick had learned caution and
discretion.

“The steamer is leaving to-night,’" sha
whispered, with a significant note in her
voice. “1 heard one of the overscers
tell another, and I have no reason lo
think it was not correct.”

Dick Harmer glanced towards the
waterway. Hans Meppel's ugly and dirly
steamboat, which had recently brought
in a load of supplies, was anchored there,
and at the moment apparently deserted.

‘““What’s in your mind, Elaine?”’ the
boy asked quickly; though already he
half guessed, and a thrill of mingled
excilement and hope had shot through
his breast.

“Can’t you guess, Dick?” Elaina
asked, still speaking softly. “In hulf
an hour the short twilight will be
here! We are usually kept working

until it is dark. What is to stop us
slipping away through the banana treos,
swimming to the vessel, and stowing our-
sclves away I

As she finished her suggeslion her
voice was shaking with' eagerness, and,
fired by her enthusiasm, Dick gave a
quiet whistle,

“ My hat ! It might work !’ he breathed

back. “There's every possibility we
shouldn’t be missed - when the other
slaves are marched to their sleeping

quarters, and, if we get aboard and hide,
we should at least be carried past those
horrible rocks, whatever happened after-
wards.”

“Yes,” she agrced.

“Dut if we were caught and brougl!
back”—he shuddered as he thought of
her—*“it would probably mean death!”

“Isn’t death 1n the way of being
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preferable to life-long stuvery bere?”’ the:
givl asked, almost passionately: * Ihick. i,
yon will come with me, I 2 going to
take the chance!”

“Of course, I'll come, Klaine,” he
replied, without hesitation. “ Yes, I am
almost inclined (o think you are right.
To remain here for always, toiling under
the blows and iusults of these brutes who
are over us, doesn’t bewr thinking “of.
Yes. we'll do it, little girl, and risk the
consequence if we fail'1”

They fell into silence as the ovetrseer
strolled near.

The boy and the girl worked on
sleadily, though they were inwardly
racked with suspense.  Would the man
never change his position? Dboth were
asking ‘themselves. In a few minutes
the twilight would come, soon afterwards
the darkness of the tropical night and—

Ah! At last! Swishing his whip, the
overseeir had strode off to bully some of
“the slaves working at a distanl tree,
whom he had uoticed slackening in their
_efforts. .

The suh sank lower and lower until it
had dipped like a glowing ball of red fire
behind the towering rocks that shut in

. Slave Island and made it invisible from
the sea.

It disappeared altogcther,at length, and
its afterglow was replaced by the glorious
purple of the half-light of late evening.
\Vith the guickness peculiar to the tropics,
that, iu turn, was Dblotted out by the
blackness of night.

Dick and Elaine heard the overseer
shouting to the slaves to cease work and
fall in to march to lheir slecping quar-
ters, and the lad’s hand shot out and
clagped hers, ’

“Now ! he said, through his teeth;
and in another sccond they were
stzaling away through the trees.

Dick Harmer aud Elaine went onwards
through the tall, grotesque-looking
banana-trees. -

The boy still held the hand of the girl,
and the hearts of both were beating hard.

Every moment they cxpected to hear
signs of pursuit; for they had taken a
slender chance when they had relied
upon not being missed. The scconds
llew by, and they went farther into the
plantation, however, without any alarm-
ing sounds reaching them from the rear;
and now, through the trees, they could
“see the water gleaming ahead.

It was caressed by the soft light of the
moon. It had been quite dark when
they had stolen away from the spol
where the olher slaves had been listlessly
preparing to march to, their sleeping
quarters; but now the moon had peeped
out from behind a cluster of clouds.

By the last of the banana-trees Dick
halted, and held up his hand for silence.

They listened, straining their ears. A
second or two elapsed, then both sighed
with relief. All was as still as the grave
from the direction whence they had
come. .

“The steamer lies this way—to the
left,” Dick said. “Come! The sooner
we are aboard and hidden away, the
better, Even if we are eventually
missed. no one may think of searching 1t
for us.”

The girl followed him, as, just over
tha fringe of the plantation, he crept
along.  They came abreast of where
Hans Meppel's dirty tramg-stcamer lay
in the waterway, and for the timc being
taking -care to remain hidden by the
foliage, they studied it anxiously.

(Another instalment of this grand
pdventure serial in nert weék’s issue
of the GEM. Loaok out for itl)

‘it was time for them to stavt back

Secure a Copy

|FOR FREEDOM & THE CUP.

Continued from page 15.

was no sign that the house was
tenanted.
Several of the juniors had electric-

torclhies, and these were [ashed into ail
the rooms. -

OFf Donovan and his accomplices, how-
ever, there was no trace.

“They’ve sloped off, it seems,” said
Talbot. “Let's go down into the
cellars,”

“Groo !”

A good many of the scarchers did not
relish the prospect of descending to the
lower regions, They remained on tle
ground floor. while "albot, - together
with Tom Merry and Harry Whéarton,
went down the fight of stone steps.

When they reached the cellar, Talbol
uttered a sharp exclamation.

“This morming, when I made my
escape, there was a safe here, appar-
ently full of plunder,” he said. “It’s
gone now."”

“My hat!” 3

“So there can be little doubt that
DonSvan has cleared out,” said Harry
Wharton, “Ile found that you had
escaped. and he was funky that you'd

put the policc on his track, so he
lhooked it.”
“That’s about it!” said Tom Merry.

The voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
scunded from above.

“Found anythin’, deah Dboys?”

““Nothing,” answered Tom Merry.
“The rotters have gone, and taken their
plunder with them.” . .

The wvews mnaturally came as a big

disappointment. At the same time, the
juniors were nect sorry to quit that
gloomy place.

“We’ve had  our  journey for
nothing,” said Figgins, as ihc party
started back to Greyfriars
“Donovan’s ecicaped. and  you won't

have the pleasure of giving <evidenco
agaiust him at the next Assizes, Talbot.”

Marie Rivers was lookihg grave.

“This - means,” she said, addressing
Talbot, ‘that you are still in danger.
Donovan will do his best (o get you
into his eclutches again.”

Talbot langhed lightly.

“Then all “T can say is, Marie, that
he’ll be jolly unlucky!” was his com-
ment. “I sha’n’t be caught napping a
second time.”

When the party arrived at Grey-
friars, the St. Jim’s fellows found thal
to
their own school. So they bade their
Greyfriars friends- a hurried farewell.
and procecded to the station, to catch
the last train to-Rylcombe.

Next day there was an
scene at St. Jim's.

Mvr. Shirley Bright, in the presence of
the whole school, presented the silver
cup to Tom Marry.

In addition. there was a medal for
each member of the victorious eleven.
And as the juniors walked up te the
raised platform, in lurn, to receive
their just reward, cheers rang out.

And the heartiest cheer of all wag
given when the mname of Reginald
Talbot was called. For . cveryhody
realised what o sterling fellow Talbot
was. and cvervbody was eager to pav

impressive

homage to the junior who had passad |

throueh so many grim adventures. and
who had _proved successful in his great

fight for Freedpm and the Cup!
THE END.
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Attractions for Next Wednesd;y.

There will be another lot of splendid
now stories for next week’s number of
the Gem Library which will appeal to
all my loyal chums. The first story will
be a long complete school tale dealing
with the adventures of Tom Merry and
Co. and tlic Chums of &t. Jim’s, undér
tho title of

ol

!
|
£

A
 THE SACRED IDOL !
By Martin Clifford.

Excitement is the keynote all the way
through, and Koumi Rao has the narrow-
est possible escape from the terrible
danger which threcatens him at the hands
of several mysterions ITindus. His chums
help to guard him day and night,
although “Jamuiy ” ihinks it quite un-
necessary. “and ‘they come in for their
share of the adventures.  Altogether

“ THE SACRED IDOL ! »

is sure to prove an extra popular story.
and my readers will be very well advised
to order their copy of next week’'s number
well in advance.

Our two splendid sciials,

*t RENTON OF THE ROVERS!"
. By Paul Masters,

and

M SLAVE ISLAND !
By Wlatilew Ironside,

a [oolball ard adveninre story Yrespec-
ively, will be-as thrilling as usual. * Both
these talented authors tell me they are
working up to-a finc climax, which they
will be revealing to my readers in a very
short time. i

Thero will also be a coiner devoted to
contributions seni in by keen Gemiles,
and paid for at the rate of Half-a-Crown
for each paragraph published, under the
title of

“ MY READERS’ OWN CORNER.”.

And, lastly, there will ie a small corner
for my little contribution,

% THE EDITORIAL CHAT.”

A FINE QUALITY.

It is good to be popalar. The hesl type
of popularity is that of the man who does
not even kuow (hat Le is popular—docs
not trouble to think zbout (e matter at
all. There was a fellow who occupicd an
important position at an establishinent
where cducation wasg dealt in wholesale
and retail, und he never hardly went out
and mixed with his conlemporaries as his
colleagues did. He was loo busy. But if
anybcds wanted to sce him the door to
his sanctum was open.  Lie never shnt
“himself up. His room was piled high
with books and papers. It wds a hard
t job to find a perch. but the owner of the

den was wise. and he was cheery and
i generous, and lie liked helping olhers.

(Another grand, long story of the | He knew the right word to say. There

chumns of St. Jim’s next weck, entitlied
“ THE SACRED IDOL !’ Order your
copy EARLY .) .

!

were not many compliments, This was
something a sight better.

Tuw Gev Liseany.—No. 666.
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Going Ahead. | bout the chap who hus angereds ekpcriﬂé mtddlé

We do 1ot get on by quarrclling about ow, disputes, whicl are generally | pose llleLQ»' L,f\u_leqd .ho h4..
thisgs.  Llat is a dead coertainty—-or, | teivial, whether they ocenr in a \'1lla"c or-la cert'qqm' e;w&o doeg not widh
rathre, a live cue. You want to.leave [a town, or voncern u-duldu als or ll'ltl()n:, at, timey' he Q’ou'i bAck and pui his
the gale open, as it were, on disagreo- |are’ Jusb ¢he things which prevent pro- mnstal\e}‘qlghff? QlE . gan, tuke a lesacie ..
mes u Sowme lollo\\s are mnch given to|gress. We arc all. wanted for something, | from (h‘e a ma, ;g y half;
the abused word, ““Never.” 1\9\01‘ $ and that something is certainly not | as ma.nyue s °t-l§ev‘dld .fﬂmb 3 ot
loue- Ume,  Some llqu\e ay (here is | quarrelling. of the m‘un n\dvawnwof being voadi:
ne_such {hing at all. < Whichever way | The fellow who is out to do his dutv .
it i« what ix ile good of declaving that | must Lring something in his kitbag. Out
the pute vou have had with Brown, | of nr.llnng—notlunw The man who is
or Si'th, ¥ tinal avd will never be ma-le | eexdy with some extra bit of knowledge,
Yip ¥ some heery way of acting to his fellows,

You know this is not tvue.  You know, | come litile kuack of solving a problem,
‘00, that you don’t mean half the things ! will succced. You can all profit by the
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