SPARKLING WITH SPLENDID SCHOOL STORIES'

No. 1.234, Vol XL, EYERY WEDNESDAY, Octoher 10th, 1931,
AR
Published by Howard Baker Press Ltd, 27a Arterberry Road, Wimbledon, London, S. W. 20. :f'_B}}
W b








































DANGEROUS CONVICT AT LARGE NEAR ST. JiM’S! THE COUSIN OF A N

“Ah, I see! You have one like it72 _

“Yes. I had a green Ceylon twopenny, and D'Arcy said
it was worth only eix bob,” Curly e:g!umed tearfully.
“Baker's one was the same issue, but a different zhade of
green, and was worth thirty bob. | wantéd to compare them
and see where the difference came in.”

“Yaas, wathah |” said D'Arcy. " You sce, deah boys, the
sea-gween stamp was the cheap variety, but Bakah's stamp
was of the cmewald ﬂ;men colour, and that was worth thirty
shillings. If Curly knew anything about stamps, he ought
to know that, you know.” =

“1 know as much about stamps as you do!" said Curly,
with spirit,

“Wats 1 gaid D'Arcy,

“So you wanted to compare the stamps?” said Tom
Merry. " Why couldn't you do it here?”

"1 was afroid some of you would eatch me in the club-
room."

" = %ﬂr you took D'Arcy's stamp out of his album and carried
l ﬂ ¥l

“Ye-es, Then we hand to go to bed, and I hadn't the
chance to get at my locker in the Third Form room.”

“Oh, I seel” exclaimed Manners. *That was why you
came down early this morningi”

“Ye-es."

“Bo you see, kids,” said Tom Merry, “Curly didn’t steal
the stamp., It was like his nerve to take it out of Gussy's
album, but that's nothing. Have you got it about you
now, éurl;rTE

"“N-n-n-n-o0.Z

“Why hasn't he brought it back before this?” asked
Blake. “It looks suspicious. Look here, Curly. Did you
carry it off as you said, and then decide to keep it ans it
wasn't missed ¥

“N-n-no.”

“Well, where is it?” asked Tom. “We'll let vou off if
you bring it back at once. This will be & lesson 10 you
to have a little less cheek in future.”

Curly did not speak.

“Where is the stamp1”

The committee, growing more suspicious,
question with one voice,

Curly sobbed.

“Come, kid|” exclaimed Tom Merry.
the stamp is.”

“I—I've lost it|"

“You've lost it12

.'YE’":

askedl that

*“Tell us wlere

S o [ et

CHAPTER 7.
A Chance for Curly,

HE committee of the Merry Hobby Club locked at
each other very queerly as Curly Gibson made his
ahinnga statement. i

t was very peculiar, to say lhe least of it, that

Curly should bave lost the stamp which he lad Ili.urrulajr
titiously extracted from D’Arcy's album,

“You've lost it?"” repeated Tom Moerry.
Curly 12

"éﬂ*ﬂl-’. :

“Where did you lose it1"

P afcald,” soad Blaks quistly; *hat you'l

‘I'm afraid,” sai ake quietly, “that you'll have to find
out, Curly. %Im ut-q? mun‘!!.ln a lj_;tt!a bit too steep for me.”

':And or me,"” said Herries, with a nod.

“Yaas, wathah "

“It certainly does seem fishy,” Manners remarked.

“Let’'s hear him out,” said Tom Merry. *When was the

stamp last in your ion, Curly 7*
“This mam?ng, ﬁan_-:. I was Mkiﬂf at it in the Third
a

Form room this morning before breakfast, when Manners
Ry d

"“"Yes; and you moved just ns I was snapping wyou with
my camera |” growled Ha'lnnen. S ;

“I laid the stamp down,” said Curly. “Then I was afraid
Manners would see it, and I wae confused. I didn’t know
just what I was doing. Manners would stay, and he kept on
uhninqueatmm."

“I knew something was up,” said Manners, “but I didn't
exactly know what 1t was.”

“Then the breakfast Lell rang, and I had to buze off. 1
looked for the stamp, but couldn't find it.”

“You said you laid it down.”

“8o0 I did—on the desk. But it wasn't there. I hunted on
the floor, and couldn't see it. Then I had to go into the
dining-hall, and old Selby hauled me over the coals for
h&ll‘_lg late.”

“Yes, I heard him,"” said Mannera.

c"{ Imkiid for t:l:u utamtp_ dbti:fnﬁn,“ went on Lli:ntugful
urly. mean put 1t this morning, w there
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“Are vou sure,

was nobody in the club-room, but I couldn’t find it. I've
bunted off and on everywhere for the beastly thing evex
gince, but 1 can’t find it.”

“That's a very strange story, Cur ;p.‘.‘

“I know it is, but I can’t help it.=

There was silence in the club-room. The members of tho
Merry Hobby Club hardly knew what to say or think.

It was hard to believe that the white-faced, weeping lad
was a thief and had told a string of falsehoods to enable
him to retain possession of a valuable stamp.

But it was harder still to swallow the strange tale he told.
It was very unfortunate, to say the least, that the stamp
should have been lost before he had s chance of restoring
it if he had not really meant to steal it .

; Curly looked round at their faces, and his tears flowed
aster,

Beated round the 'lrlqihhnl-ll Ourly ﬂlhlurlrI: a h:ﬂ;ﬁl‘l;ntlln

the hobby club committes sommenoed thel

tlen of the Third-Former who waa gulity of taking the mieeimg
stamp.

“I supposa this is all true,” said Tom Merrly. at last,
glancing round at his fellow-members. *1 should hato te
think tﬁnt Curly was telling us a pack of lies.”

“I'm not!” said Curly.

“Well, I don't want to be suspicious,"” said Dlake slowly,
“but it looks awfully queer,”

""Yaans, wathah|”

“1 didn’t steal the stamp,” said Curly. "I don’t know
what's become of it. I'll try to find it again: Don't tell
the Head.” : 2 )

“If the masters were let into this affair,” said Tom Merry,
“there's only one conclusion they would come to, I'm afraid,
anid that is that Curly stole tho stamp.™

“Well, ono can only judge by the facts of the case,” said
Manners. “I hate to believe that any chap would tell a
string of lies. But there's no doubt that Curly took away
the stamp, when he hadn't any right to meddle with jt,
end that he can't bring it back agoin—or won't.2
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“1 can’t,” nid_ﬂ'urli. “I'd bring it back if I could.”

“I'm blessed if I know what's to be done,” said Tom
Mnrrs. “When we started the inquiry I expected that we
should find out whether Curly had stolen the stamp or not,
nnd get it back again. Now it's all left unsettled. We
::l,'nwlmlﬁ the stamp, and we can't make up our minds about

urly.=
th"-} Idiﬂn't steal the stamp,” said poor Curly. “I'm not a

1of [»

“I ho ou're not, Curly.

“1'11 tlz';{u find the stamp.”

“Hml| You seem to have tried, without much success,”
snid Tom Hurrg;! ““I say, chaps, I can’t help thinking that
the poor little beggar is innocent."”

The rest of the committee wore silent.

“Anyway, it wouldn't be fair to jump on him without

But it looks very queer.”

' “"‘“’;i;;fj;”"i"llffff‘\”jﬂl[h'

“I1f the matter

absolute proof,” said Tom reflectively.
I'herc's not

comes out, Curly will have to lcave St. Jim's.
much doubt on that point.”
Curly sobbed. - .
“T'hat would be right and proper if he's a thie[—"
“I'm not a thief |” i
“But if he's innocent it would bo horrible.”

“Yes, by Jove!" said DBlake, with feeling. “1I hud an
experienco once. I've never forgotten it. It was before you
camo here, Merry. I was suspected of }‘E_lnc_lung' somo tin
out of a study in the New House. Old Figgins proved my
innocence in the end. I know what it feels ko to have the
chaps down on you when you're innocent all the time. Weo
won't say a word of this outsido tho club-rcom. The kid
ought to have tho henefit of the doubt.”

“That's mi idea,” said Tom. *“If ho stole the stamp,
and can put bis finger on it if he likes, we'll lcave it to his
conscience,”

16
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“Yaas, wathah| Locave it to his consh,” said D'Arcy.

“And if he's innocent, all this troublo will teach him not
to put lus finger in another party’s pie,” said Tom. " You
hear, Curly? Woc're going to say nothing. If the stamp's
really lost, you’vo got a chance to find it and bring it
Puk. ‘tH it's not lost—if you've been telling lics, we
eavo it—=

“To your consh,” snid D'Arcy. -

“And I'd rather loso everything I posscss than bo in your
slices in that case,” said 'I'om Morry. ‘' That's all.”

ngijf turned towards tho door. Tho tears wera elill
running down his chubby chceks, and his chest was shaken
E{ﬂiupprcued sobs. He oponcd tho door, and then turned

“1 didn’t steal the stamp,” ho said. “I'll try to find it.
I'm not o thicf |

And the door closed behind the unhappy Curly.

The hobbyists looked at ench other very uncomfortably.

“This is rottenI” said l'om Merry, voicing the gencral
sentiment.

“Beastly I" agreed Blake. )

“Weally wotton I said D'Arcy. “It is quite wolten to
think that there is a thief in the School House, and vew
:-;qttun indecd to lose a stamp for which I gave Baka

1r -

“Yes, we'll kcep mum and give Curly » chance,” said
Tom. *“That's all wa can do.”

“Yaas, wathah |* ) .

I hopo he's innocent, but it locks wery black against
him. I vote that this mceting of the hobby club do now
break up,” said l'em. “I dom't [cel inclinod lo discuss
hobbies afler what's happened.”

' grccd." said Blake. *Let's shift.* . )

And the hobbyists filed out of tho club-room with serious
faces. It had certainly been a very unpleasant happening,
and it marred the cheerful I'rm-n-:-mlmgu of tho hobby club.

Tom Merry wondered whether tho mystery would ever
he solved. Tt was not a ease in which the hero of the Shell
could bring to bear his instinet for detective work, It
all depended on the word of Curly. And if the stamp was
rcally lost, it was useless to hunt for so small an object
afler such a space of time,

The malter had to be left in a very unsalisfactory state,
and the members of the hobly ¢lub could only hope that it
would be cleared up in time.

— o —

CHAPTER 8.
Gullty or Innogent ?

OM MERRY started. It was the day ofter the
discovery of thn missing stamp and tho cross
examination by the hobby elub in the club-room.

After morning school I'om Merry was tnlking &
slroll in the quadrangle, and under tho shady lrees was
thinking of the occurrence of the rrnviuuu day. ‘l'omn Mecrry
was very worricd about it. 1le liked Curly, and the mcre
idea of a thief in tho School Jlouse, or at St. Juu's at all,
wias extremely unpleasant, ;

LEven when ho caught sight of Figgins & Co., the herocs
of the New Housoe, ho did not stop to chip thaun, The
mystery of the missing stainp engrossed his thoughts,

Il started as lLe heard the sound of a sob under the
trees.

“Ialle! Whal's that?"

"o sound was repeated.

Tom Merry walked quickly forward to discover the cause.
ITis face changed as he caught sight of Curly Gibson sitting
on the grass under a big clm. The youngster's faco was
buried in his hands, and ho was sobbing quictly.

Toin Merry tapped his shoulder. _

(‘urly gava ¢ ery and looked u ?lu:cklj'. turning a pale
and tear-staincd faco to the hero of the Shell. :

Ho shrank from Tomi Merry, and Tom felt a thrill of
commiseration as he looked at the unhappy lad.

“What aro you crying wbout, Curly?”

The Third-Former did not roply, but hLis tears flowed
fasler,

“Come, old fellow!” said Tom kindly. *“Don't take it
1lil_l-..r'»::r_ t?hnt. Aro you thinking over that miserable stamp
affair 7%

“Ye.es,” sobbed Curly. “I dido't take the stamp—I
meoan, I didn’t keep it.”

Tom was silent.

“You don’t beliove me,"” said Curly bitterly.
of you believo mo. I didn't mean to steal it
D'Arcy the thirty bob, only I—]—"

“Only what

“I haven't it,” said Curly, *“I qnlﬁ
weck pocket-monoy, and I owe three bo

and—"
Tex Crx Lisrany.—No, 1,2M,

*“None
I'd give

have a shilling &
at the school shop,
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“Ah, I see]! You have one like it1% _

“Yes. 1 had a green Ceylon twopenny, and D'Arcy said
it was worth only six bob,” Curly E:g!umed tearfully.
“Baker's one was the same issue, but a different shade of
green, and was worth thirty bob. I wantéd to compare them
and see where the difference came in.”

“Yaas, wathah |” said D'Arcy. " You sce, deah boys, the
sea-gween stamp was the cheap variety, but Bakah's stamp
was of the emewald gween colour, and that was worth thirty
shillings. If Curly knew anything about stamps, he ought
to know that, you know." .

“1 know as much about stamps as you do!” said Curly,
with spirit,

“Wata !” gaid D'Arcy,

“Bo you wanted to compare the stamps?” said Tom
Merry. " Why couldn't you do it here?”

“I was afraid some of you would catch me in the club-
rmm‘l'l
' - Eﬂ'ﬂ‘! you took D'Arcy's stamp out of his album and carried
I ﬂ B

“Ye-es, Then we had to go to bed, and I hadn't the
chance to get at my locker in the Third Form room.”

“Ohb, I seel!” exclsimed Manners, *That was why you
came down early this morning?”

"“Ye-gu.2 )

“Bo you see, kids,” said Tom Merry, “Curly didn’t steal
the stamp. It was like his nerve to take it out of Gussy's
album, but that's nothing. Have you got it about you
Bow, ('}url;rTE

"N-n-n-n-o.2

“Why hasn't he brought it back before this?” asked
Blake. “It looks suspicious. Look here, Curly. Did you
carry i1t off as you said, and then decide to keep it as it
wasn't missed ¥

il N-I].-ﬂn."

“Well, where is it?” asked Tom. “We'll let you off if
you bring it back at once. This will be a lesson 10 you
to have a little less cheek in future.”

Curly did not spealk.

“Where is the stamp?”

]ZIB. committee, grnwing more suspiciousg, askedl Lot
question with ono voice,

Eurlr sobbed, .

Come, kid!" exclaimed Tom Merry. *'1cll us where
the stamp ia.”

“I—=I've lost itI"

‘: You've lost it1=

LL YE"’:

NI T—

CHAPTER 1.
A Chanes for Curly.

HE committes of the Merry Hobby Club looked at
each other very queerly as Curly Gibson made his
ltlﬂnga statement. liar. ¢ bo 3
was very peculiar, to say (he least of it, that
Curly should bave lost the stamp which he had %urrep
titiously extracted from D'Arcy's album.
“You've lost it?" repeated Tom Merry. " Are you sure,
Curly 12
.'éﬂ'ﬂl"
“Where did you lose it1™
“Im afonid,” sord Blak ly, “th 1
‘I'm afraid,” sai ake quietly, “that you'll have to find
out, Curly. %hlﬂ utu? mun‘_ﬁ: a ﬂ;tt!a bit too steep for me.”
‘:And or me,” said Herries, with a nod.
“Yaas, wathah "
g | ﬂartainliduan seemn fishy,” Manners remarked.
“Let’s hear him out,” said Tom Merry. * When was the

stamp last in your Eanumn, Curly 7*

“This morning, Merry, I was looking at it in the Third
Form room this morning before hrenkfut, when Manners
Ry sl od

"Yes; and you moved just ns I was snapping vou with
my camera [” growled Mauners, PRINE 3 )

“I laid the stamp down,” said Curly. “Then I was afraid
Manners would see it, and I was confused. I didn’t know
just what I was doing. Manners would stay, and he kept on
asking questions.”

“I knew something was up,” said Manners, “but I didn’t
exactly know what 1t was.”"

“Then the breakfast bell rang, and I had to buzz off. 1
looked for the stamp, but couldn't find it.”

“You said you laid it down.”

“8o I did—on the deak. But it wasn't there. I hunted on
the floor, and couldn't see it. Then I had to go into the
dining-hall, and old Selby hauled me over the coals for
being late.”

“Yes, I heard him," said Manners.

E"ll! lmhfid for til:l:u :tun:p_ ﬂbt::ivnzgl_u," went on tll:]:ntafful
urly. mean put it this morning, w there
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was nobody in the club-room, but I couldn’t find it. I've
bunted off and on everywhere for the beastly thing evex
gince, but 1 can’t find it."”

“That’s a very strange story, Gurl;r.‘i

“T1 know it is, but I can't halp it.2

There was eilenco in the club-room. The members of tho
Merry Hobby Club hardly knew what to say or think.

It was hard to believe that the white-faced, weeping lac
was a thief and had told a string of falsehoods to enable
him to retain possession of a valuable stamp.

But it was harder still to swallow the strange tale he told.
It was very unfortunate, to say the least, that the stamp
should have been lost before he had & chance of restoring
it if he had not really meant to steal it .

; Curly loocked round at their faces, and his tears flowed
aster,

Beated round the frightened Ourly Gibson In a hall-dircile,

tha hobby club committes éommenoced thelr crose-sxaminii=

tion of the Third-Former who was gulity of taking the missimg
stamp

S |

“] supposa this is all true,” said Tom Merry, at last,
glancing round at his fellow-members. "1 should hato to
think that Curly was telling us a pack of lies.”

“I'm not!|” said Curly.

“Well, I don't want to be suspicious,” said Dlake slowly,
“but it looks awfully gqueer,”

""Yoas, wathah|”

“1 didn’t steal the stamp,” said Curly. “I don’t know
what’s become of it. I'll try to find it again. Don’t tell
the Head.” . ) )

“If the masters were let into this affair,” said Tom Merry,
“there's only one conclusion they would come to, I'm afraid,
and that is that Curly stole tho stamp."

“Well, ono can only judge by the facts of the case,” said
Manners. “I hate to belicve that any chap would tell a
string of lies. But there's no doubt that Curly took away
the stamp, when he hadn't any right to meddle with jt,
end that he can’t bring it back again—or won't.”

L

“1 can't,” said G"ﬂi' “I'd bring it back if I could.”
“I'm blessed if I kno

shou

Curly.2

“1 didn't steal the stamp,” said poor Curly. “I'm not a

thief |»
“I ho ou're not, Curly. But it looks very queer,”
“1'11 ﬁ; Yo find the stamp.” e

H'm| You seem to have tried, without much success,”
said Tom Hurra “I say, chaps, I can’t help thinking that
g

the poor little beggar is innocent.”
The rest of the committee wore silent.

PR
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absolute proof,” said Tom rcflectively. “If the matter
comes out, Curly will have to leave St. Jim's. I'here's not
much doubt on that point.”

Curly sobbed. . .

“'I'hat would be right and proper if he's a thie[—"

“I'm not a thief|” ]

“But if he's innocent it would bo horrible.”

“Yes, by Jove!"” said Blake, with feeling. “I had an
experienco once. I've never forgotten it. 1t was before you
camo here, Merry. I was suspected of }?_mc!ung somo tin
out of a study in the New House. Old Figgins proved my
innocence in tho end. I know what it fecls liko to have the
chaps down on you when you're innocent all the time. We
won't say a word of this outsido thoe club-room. The kid
ought to have tho benefit of the doubt.”

“That's mi idea,” said Tom. *“If ho stole the stamp,
and can put his finger on it if he likes, we'll lcave it to his
conscience,"

w what's to bo done,” said Tom
Mnrrs. “When we started the inquiry I expected that we

ld find out whether Curly had stolen the stamp or not,
nnd get it back again. Now it’s all left unsettled. We
haven’t the stamp, and we can’t make up our minds about

“Anyway, it wouldn't be fair to jump on him without

“Yaas, wathah| Leave it to his consh,” egaid D'Arcy.

“And if he's innocent, all this troublo will teach himm not
to put lus finger in another party’s pie,” said Tom. ' You
hear, Curly? Woe're going to say nothing. If the stamp's
really lost, you'vo got a chanco to find it and bring it
i:mk. 'tH it's not lost—if you've been telling lics, we
eavo it—=2

“To your consh,” said D'Arcy.

“And I'd rather lose everything I than bo in your
slioes in that case,” said 'I'om Morry. ‘' That's all.”

CHFEF turned towards tho door. Tho lears wero elill
running down his chubby chceks, and his chest was shaken
E{ﬂiupprcauud sobs. He oponcd tho door, and then turned

“I didn’t steal the stamp,” ho said. “I'll try to find it.
I'm not a thicf I

And the door closed behind the unhappy Curly.

The hobbyists looked at ench other very uncomfortably.

“This is rotten!” said l'om Merry, voicing the gencral
sentiment.

“Beastly I" agreced Blake. )

“Weally wotton I said D'Arcy. “It is quite wolten to
think that there is a thief in the School House, and vew
ﬁqttnn indecd to lose o stamp for which I gave Bak

1r -

“Yes, we'll keep mum and give Curly & chance,” said
Tom. *“That's all wa can do.”

“Yaas, wathah |* . g

I hopo he's innocent, but it loocks wery black against
him. I vote that this mceting of the hobby club do now
break up,” said l'om. “I don’t [cel inclinoed to discuss
hobbies afler what's happened.”

' grccd." said Blake. “Let's shift.” . )

And tho hobbyists filed out of tho club-room with serious
faces. It had certainly been a very unpleasant happening,
and it mnarred the cheerful proceedings of tho hobby club.

Tom Merry wondered whetlier tho mystery would ever
he solved. It was not n case in which the hero of the Shell
could bring to bear his instinet for detective work, It
all depended on the word of Curly. And if tho stamp was
rcally lost, it was useless lo hunt for so small an object
afler such a space of time,

The maltter had to be lcft in a very unsalislactory state,
and the members of the hobliy ¢lub could only hopo that it
would be cleared up in time.

— e —

CHAPTER 8.
Gullty or Innocent ?

OM MERRY started. It was the day ofter the
discovery of thn missing stamp and tho cross-
examination by the hebby elub in the club-room.

After morning school I'om Merry was inlking &
slroll in the quadrangle, and under tho shady (rees was
thinking of the oceurrence of the rrn?imm day. ‘l'om Merry
was very worried about it. 1le hiked Curly, Infl the mere
idea of a thief in the School Jlonse, or ot St. Jim's at all,
wis extremely unpleasant, ;

Lven when ho caught sight of Figgins & Co., the herocs
of the New Houso, ho did not stop to chip them. The
mystery of the missing stamp engrossed his thoughts,

Il started as lhe heard the sound of a sob under the
trees.

“Iallo! Whal's that?"”

T"ho sound was repeated.

Tom Merry walked quickly forward to discover the cause.
Ilizs fuce changed as he caught sight of Curly Gibson sitting
on the grass under n hiH clm. Tho youngster's faco was
buried in his hands, and ho was sobbing quictly.

Ton Merry tapped his shoulder. _

(‘urly gava ¢ cry amd looked u ?lmckl]r. turning a pale
and tear-stained [aca to the hero of the Shell. 3

Ho shirank from Tom Merry, and Tom folt a (hrill of
commiseration uas ho looked at the unhappy lad.

“What aro you crying wbout, Curly?”

The Third-Former did not roply, but hLis tears flowed
fasler,

“Come, old fellow!” said Tom kindly. “Don't take it
Iil[i.:a_ t?nt. Aro you thinking over that miserable stamp
affare?%

“Ye-s,” sobbed Curly, “I dido't take the stamp—I
mean, I didn’t keep it.”

Tom was silent. ) ’

“You don't beliove me,” said Curly bitterly. *None
of you belicvo mo. I didn’t mean to steal it. I'd givo
D'Arcy the thirty bob, only I—]—"

“Only what1t L.

“T haven't it,” said Curly, “I unlg have a shilling &
weck pocket-monoy, and I owe thrce bob at the school shop,

And=—!
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