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THE CALL OF THE PAST!

A Grand Long, Complete Story of Tom Merry & Co. and Talbot of St. Jim's.

By MARTIN

CLIFFORD.
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¥rom behind the edge came two squashy and muddy snowballs, with deadly aim.

Arthur

Whiz! Whiz!
Augustus gave a yell. One of them caught his silk hat, and sent it flying, and the other landed in his neck,
4 with rninous results to his beautiful collar. “Ow! Wow! You awful wettahs!—ow "  (See Chapler 4.)

CHAPTER 1.
Figgins ‘s Obstinate,
» LOW the rain!” said Figgios,
““ Besides, who's afraid of getting wet?"”

“ Nobody ; but—"

“1f you School House chaps are afraid of wetling your
tootsies, you can go in and wrap yourselves up in cotton-
wool I’ snorted Figgins. * And you can call it a win for the
J.\'l‘\\' IIﬂllSi‘ -

To which Tom Merry & Co. retorted with a gencral snort.

Certainly the weather was not promising. It was a half-
holiday at St. Jim's, and a junior House match was fixed for
that alternoon. But the rain, which had been threatening all
the morning, was coming down at last in earncst, There was

s

a steady drizzle in the old quad, and the leafless old ¢lms were
simply weeping. And the footer field was, as Monty Lowther
remarked, in an excellent state for making mud-pies, but not
much use for football,

Naturally, Tom Merry & Co, deemed it only advisable to
postpone the match. But Figgins, the junior skipper of the
New House, was intractable,

Figgins was not usually obstinate, but he could be very
=obstinate indeed when he liked. Apparentiy he liked now.

Figgins wanted to play that match, weather or no weather.
He had reason, In the last three matches the School House
had beaten their old rivals. Figgy wanted to change all that.
He had nigger-driven his team till they were at the top-noteh
of their form, and he anti ted victory. From the point ot
view of the New House team, all was calm and bright, so far
as the prospects of that match were concerned. Now ths
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weather had taken a hand in the game, and the ground really
wasn't fit for playing on, But, as Figgins declared warmly, it
was as fit for one side as the oth If the blessed match
were postponed, goodness only kne hen it could be played,
Most of the dates were taken up with regular matches, and
tho weather might play the same trick again any time,
TFiggins & Co. were keen to wipe out the galling record of
defeat, and they wanted to go ahead, and * blow the rain

Tom Merry, with the collar of his coat turned up, surveyad
the ground upon which the rain waa falling. It was not a
cheerful view. -

“Tt's all rzot!” said Tom, with a shake of the head,
*“ You're an ass, Figgy!”

Figgins grunted.

 Oh, chance it and play !’ he said.

“'Twouldn’t be footer—""

“Wubbizh I'? said Arthur Augustus D'Arev, the most
elegant member of the School House team. * Wats! Weo
should uttahly wuin our clobbah, Figgay.”

“1t's rather thick, pinfinﬁ‘ in this weather, Figey,” re-
marked Talbot of the Shell, Tom Merry's best winger.

Ansther grunt from Fi%gms.

;‘ Q]I, don’t be scared of a little wet,”” he said. * Don't bo
solt.

 8oft I'"* roared the School House juniors in an indignant
chorus, much incensed at that imputation.

* Weally, Figgins—"

“ Yes, soft I'” eniffed Figgins. * Look here, we don’t agree
to calling it off, and if you shirk it we shall count it as a win
for our House.”

‘“ Rats !
* Wubbish I"*

“ Bosh 1"

“ That, settles it,”” said Tom Merry, frowning. “ You're a
gilly, obstinate ass, Figgy, but if you're going to call us soft
we'll play, if«it is raining in cartloads! We'd play if it was
raining Prussian Uhlans. Come on, you chaps !

“ Bai Jove, we shall be wet thwough and smothahed with
mud, you know.,”

** Can’t be helped.”

“ Oh, play up!” said Talbot, laughing, * It’s as fair for
one side ag the other. And the rain may go off.”

“ Doesn't look like it,” said Blake of the Fourth, blinking
up at the lowering sky. * But we'd play in a dozen thunder-
storms at once rather than call it a win ?m the New House 1!

* Hear, hear!”

Figgins grinned.

“ That's right; buck up!” he said. “ Who cares for the
weather? Though you may as well call it a win for us, for
we're going to lick you out of your boots this time I 3

* Bow-wow " said Lowther,

Tom Merry made up his mind, Tt might have rained pitch-
forks and 4.7 guns, and Tom Merry would have played rather
than submit to the imputation of softness. The two teams
came out of the pavilion into the dropping rain.

*“ Where's the giddy referce 7’ asked Manners.

“ Bai Jove, he hasn't come I .

Tom Merry looked round for the referce. Lefevre of the
Fifth was to referee the match, but he was not to be seen,
Doubtless he concluded that his study was a more comfortable
place in that kind of weather, and certainly his conclusion wasg
& reasonable one.

“ Cut off and call Lefevre, somebody,” said Figgins.

‘Talbot of the Shell sped off towards the School House.
The juniors erowded bacl into shelter to wait for his return,
There was not a single soul near the field to see the match,
Nobody was likely to come out into that downpour to be a
spectator. The rain was simply splashing on the footer field,
and the goal-posts were running water. But Figgins's
obstinate face showed no signs of relenting, and Figgy's team
backed him up loyally. Redfern was overheard to whisper
that Figgy was a champion ass, but he backed his leader up
all the same, 3

Talbot was not long gone. He was soon seen speeding back
from the distant School House. But he came alone.

“ Well#” exclaimed Tom Merry, as the Shell fellow came
up dripping and panting., ‘“Is Lefevre coming I'*

Talbot gl-‘mned.

. “No. He says he's not a duck, and this weather is only
suitable for ducks to play footer. Ile says that if you're
going to play this afternoon you must be ducks, or else—""

“ Or else what, fathead 7’ said Blake.

“ (Geese " gaid Talbot.

« Ol 17

“ And he's right, too!” growled Kangaroo of the Shell.
“ You're an ass, Figgy. Where are we going to dig up o
referee, if Lefevre won't come?
to play without a referee ™’

A junior will do if we can't get a senior!” snapped
Figgins. “ You cut off, Kerr, and fetch oue of the fellows,”
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“ Right-ho 1"’ said Kerr. * You chaps agree?”

“ Oh, anything for a quiet life,”” said Merry resignedly.

Kerr rushed off to the New Iouse, and he did not come
back alone. He brought Thompson of the Shell with him.
Thompson had put on an overcoat, and a waterproof over
that, and a cap with flaps which he pulled down over his cars.
He looked more as if he had prepared to start on an aeroplane
journey than merely to referee a football match.

“ Ready !”” said Figgins,

“Well, you are a set of blessed duffers!” growled Thomp-
son. ** You'll all jolly well catch your death of cold I

“Well, you won't, with all that clobber on,” said Figgins
sarcastically, * Now, il you School House kids ain’t afraid of
a little rai *:v:x"J.I’ start.”
mae
4 eams went out into the field, Figgins and Tom
Merry tossed, and the kick-off fell to Figgins, against the
wind and rain. By the time the ball had started roiling, the
players were already wet through to the skin, S8till, Monty
Towther remarked that it was a comfort that they couldn’t
get any wetter, for what that was worth.

Thompson of the Shell blew the whistle, and the ball rolled,
and the rainy match began, amid an unaccustomed silence.
There was not a single spectator on the ground. The cheers
and shouts that usually accompanied a footer match were
conspicuons by their absence. But as the game proceeded,
and the fellows in the houses beeame aware that 1t was cn,
windows that gave view of the ground were crammed with
faces, to catch distant glimpses of them through the falling
rain. And the general opinion in both Houses at St. Jim's
was that twenty-two fellows were off their rockers.

CHAPTER 2.

o LAY up!’ gesped m

IP “Groh! On the bea

Splash! Squash!

* Bai Jove!” 4

The rain was coming down harder. It was coming down so
hard, in fact, that even Figgins thought that perhaps he had
been a little too obstinate. But Figgy would not have
admitted that for worlds. !

In a drenching downpour the two teams did their best.

The ground was muddy and slippery. Nearly every rush
led to falls and bumps. The ball might have been rubbed
with lard, from its slipperiness. ~ The two unhappy goal-
Jeepers rubbed the rain out of their eyes and peered at the
ficld. The players kept themselves warm_ by activity, and
they were soon steaming ; but Fatty Wynn in the New House
goal, and Herries in the School House goal, hadn't so much
exercise, and they were soon sneezing instead of steaming.

And the rain came down harder. £ _

The juniors ploughed their way aleng, and in ten minutes
they were so smothered with mud that it was difficuli to
recognise the colours of the opposing teams. It was difficuls
to_recognise the mud-be-spattered faces, which led to_some
mistakes, Arthur Augustus passing the ball to a New Houso
forward, and Kerr sending it to a School House man. But |
Jittle mistakes like that occurred on hoth sides, so it was as
good—or as bad—for one side as the other. >

Figgins & Co. made determined attacks. The New House
junior team was in unusually fine form, and in better weather
they would have had a good chance of wiping out the record
of defeat. But in that weather good play was at a discount.
It was now a game of kick.and rush and splash.

The wind droye the heavy rain in the faces of the New
House, and they simply hadn't a chance in the first half,
with all their determmed tushes. Tom Merry & Co. came
right down the field at last,. and Talbot, beating the be-
wildered backs, sent in a swerving shot for goal. If Fatty
Wynn had been as alert as usual, lixe would have saved thab
shot from the wing; but at that moment Fatty Wynn was
nearly doubled up with a Gargantuan sneeze.

“ Atchoo-choo-choo—echooo I

The ball whizzed over his shoulder and lodged in the
dripping net, There was & gasp of triumph from the School
Touse side.

5 cﬂl w

“ Bravo, Talbot !

“ Atchoo-choo-choo ! sneezed the fat goalkeeper.

“ Chuck out that ball, Fatty!” growled Figgins.

“ Atchoo-choo-choo 1’

“ Oh, my hat! Don't catch a silly cold in_the middle of &
game ! howled the exasperated Figgins, * You might have
u Httlc consideration for your side, Fatty, Chuck out that

e

Fatty Wynn pressed his handkerchief to bis nose with one

hand, and grabbed at the ball with the other.
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e ldccm'd helb gadging gold in this rain, yon fadded!” he
gasped.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
It fsn't n laughing madder,” gurgled Fatty Wynn. *T'bo
got a frighdful gold in my dose "
¢ Oh, blow your nose!” growled Figgins crossly.
“ That's what he's doing!” grinned Blake, .
“ Ha, ha, ha!"

* Atchoo-choo-choo I .

The teams lined up again. The first half was getting to its
end, and only that one goal had been taken. But the School
House piled in again, with the wind and the rain behind
them, when the whistle went. They brought the ball down,
and Talbot centred to Tom Merry, and Tom slammed it in.
Fatty Wynn could have stopped that goal, too, at any other
time. But at the critical moment he was blowing his nose.
The ball rolled over his head,

* Goal! Hurray !"

“ Buck up, Fa'ty, you ass!"” shricked Figgins.
come out goal-collecting ¥

“ 1 ean'd buck ub with this gold in by head!™ groaned the
unfortunate Fatty.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Atchoo-choo-choo 1"

£ Oh, don’t you begin sneezing, Blake!”

“ Atchoo-choo-choo I

“ Keep moving I gasped Lowther. ** We shall be laid up,
at this Tate. I hope Figgins will catch complicated pneu-
monia and pleurisy and lumbago and rheumatism 1"

Figgins opened his mouth to retort, but the retort did not
come forth, A tremendous sneeze came instead.

‘*Hallo! Figgy's got it! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Whad you gaggling at?” growled Figgins, “Blay ub."

They played up. iggins & Co, succeeded in getting
through this time, and En ut the ball in unresisted. For
Herries was in the throes o?mcczin 2

“ Thad's wud for us, anyway," sni«FFaggius, as they walked
back to the centre of the field. * We'll bead bounders yet.”

**My only hat!” exclaimed a sharp voice. * You silly
young asses, what are you doing down hmmﬁrain?"

Chompeon of the Shell was about o blow.the whistle for

ottt ildare’s voice was heard. Kildare, the
captain of St. Jim's, had just come in, maffled up, and with
an umbrella, and he had caught sight of the players in the
distance. and hurried down at once to the football-ground.

“Y:)‘u young sweeps!” shouted Kildare. *“ What are you
up to?” :

* Catching colds!” replied Monty Lowther humorously.

“ Blayig voodball,” said Figgins. “ Whad do you subbose
we doig?” ; o

“ Playing {ootballl  Playing the giddy ox, you mean!
(‘om‘t‘a l?f{&‘ at field at once!'”

“Whad "

“Have you

“ Get indgors, and rub yourselves dry instantly I shouted
Kildare angrily. *“ My only hat, the whole lot of you will
be laid up! Get o move on you! Do you hear?”

“Weally, Kildare,swe haven't finished the game "

* Get in, 1 tell you!”

The juniors looked at one another. The word of the cap-
tuin of the school was law, . As a matter of fact, most of the
players were mot sorry ‘that Kildaro had chipped in. The
moment they stood still they shivered, and it was pretty
certain that most of them were ed for bad colds.

They marched off the ficld sheepishl

‘iggins & Co. disappeared in the tions of the New
House, and Tom Merry & Co. followed Kildare, in a draggled
crowd, to the School House. 3 they came in, leaving mud
und pools of water as they trod, Mr. Railton met them. The
Housemaster gave quite a jump at the sight of them.

** Bless my soul! What—what is this, Kildare?”

“ The young duffers have been playing footer, sir, and I
fetched them in,” said the Sixth-Former.

“ Playing football in this dreadful downpour! Go to your
dormitories at once, and rub yourselves dry and get to bed.”

* To b-b-bed, sir!” stammered the juniors in dismay.

*¥es, at once. I will haye hot-water bottles sent to you,”
- “B-b-but we're all righd, sir,” said Blake. * We don'd
I?]e] |:_t_ all lige gatching golds, sir, nod at all. Atchoo-choo-
Phnod :

“Blake "

“ Atchoo-choo-chew-ew-ew 1"
quide all righd, sjr—atchoo!”

“Go to bed at once, all of you!”’

And the unfortunate footballers went to bed, B

Rubbed dry, and tucked in, with hot-water bottles at their
feet, they bad plenty of time to meditate on that disastrous
football-matoh. -Over in the New House, Figgins & Co, were
suffering a similar fate, with the addition of a hundred lines
each from Mr, Rateliff, their Housemaster, And among all
the herces of that footer-match, the principal ohservations
were ** Atchoo-choo-cheol” and ** Groocooogggh!”

eneczed Blake. * We're
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CHAPTER 3.
On the Sick List.
HE next day there wese vacancies in the Form-rooms of
|| the Fuurtl’; and the Shell.
All the twenty-two, fortunately, were not * down.”

But a large proportion of them had paid severely for
Figgins's tecklessness. Figgins himself had a glorious cold,
which the other fellows agreed was only just. Xerr had a
cold, too, and Fatty Wynn was in a pitiable state. Redfern
and Owen and Lawrence were all laid up.  In the School
House, Blake and Herries, Kangaroo and CliftonDane and
Bernard Glyn, Manners and Digby were sad sufferers, Of
all the 8chool House side, only Tom Merry, Lowther, D'Arcy,
and Talbot had escaped. Secven in the School House, and six
in the New House, made an_extremely unlucky thirteen.
And that day the dreadful word * influenza ** was whispered.

“Influenza?’ growled Tom Merry, when he heard Dr.
Short's report after visiting the unlucky juniors in the sana-
torium. * Lucky for them it isn't pneumonia. Of all the
duffers that ever duffed, I think Figgins takes the cake!”

* Thirteen blessed invalids!” said Talbot, with a whistle.
* Laid up for days—perhaps for weeks. Poor old Figgy!
And if it's influenza it may spread.” .

“Oh, don't be a horrid Jonah!” said Tom Merry, with a
shiver. “I've had influenza once. I don’t want any more."

“ Wathah not,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with a
shudder. *“Bai Jove! What's the mattah with you, young
Fwayne?”

* Atchoooooh !”” said young Frayne.

“Got a cold?”

Frayne of the Third blinked at them with watery eyes.

““1 feel as if Pve caught something,"” he said. ‘‘ Perhaps
I've got it from Wally. He's snuffling and gurgling liko
anything.” . e

* Bai Jove! is my minah goin’ to be H1¥" exclaimed Arthur
Augustus in distress. * Weally, you fellows, this is too bad
of Figgins.”

An hour later, D'Arcy minor and Joe Frayne were in the
sanatorium with the other sufferers. There was no doubt
that it was influenza, and that it was going the rounds. On
the following day, Reilly and. Hammond of the Fourth
followed the others, and then Mellish and Blenkinsop and
Laumley-Lumley. In the New House, oo, there were more
sufferers—Diggs and Clampe, and Thompson and. Koumi
Rao, the Indian, and Sefton and Baker and Monteith of the

ixth,

The St. Jim's fellows were in a decidedly uneasy state by
this time—ijust tho state to catch whatever was going, as a
matter of fact. Gore and Skimpole were the next to follow,
andeafter them went Cutts of 5101- Fifth, and St. Leger and
Gilmore. Rushden of the Sixth and Darrel went the same
way.
“It's going the rounds,” said Tom Merry  gloomily.
“ Whether it started in that blessed footermatch, or whether
it didn’t, it’s going round the giddy school”

“ Yaas, wathah!" said Arthur Augustus dismally, It's
wotten bein' in Studay No. 6 all on a chap’s lonely own, you
know. And they won't let me go and see Blake or, Hewwies
or Dig, in case 1 catch it, too.” x 3

“ And we can’t go and see poor old Mannérs!” daid
Lowther. % . Sy -

“1'd like to give Skimmy a look-in,” said Talbet; ' but

it isn’t allowed.” Talbot shared a study with Gore and
Skimpaole, both of whom were on the sick list.-
o 'f:u‘é better dig with Lowther and me while your study-
mates are away, Talbot,”” said Tom Mergy. * And you come,
100, Gussy. You don’t want to have a etudy to yourself.
We'll make it a foursome—until some more of us go.”

* Thank you, deah boy!".

It was not cheerful with influenza * goinge the” rounds.”
The school sanatorium was preity nearly full now. Two
nurses had come from the cottage hospital in Wayland, but
two were not enonugh. It was understood that the Head had
sent for more nurses; but there was a hitch somewhere,
probably owing fo the demand for nurses for the wounded
in the war. . g 5 3l
Tom._ M&? and Lowther were a little glum in thego d.

They missed their chum and study-mate Manners.. e
and D’ ed their study with them for the
Manners® Fortunately, none of the four

sign of cal it.

g it..
But one gvéning,- as -he came into the ats
pad st ;raipuit_n of the Shell was s
0]

with a'wrinkle in his n ¢

“You've got it?":gaipcd Tom, - :
“Eh? Got what?"’ et * b,
i K Tasrany.—No. 361
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“The flu!"

Talbot smiled.

“No, I've not got that! I'm as sound as a bell, thank
goodness !

Tom Merry drew a breath of relief.

“Jolly glad of that! You were looking so down in the
mouth-I was sure youw'd got it coming on. The only way
to dodge the flu is to keep cheerful, you know. Don’t worry!
‘What . the deuce are you worrying about? Thinking of the
footer maiches we sha’'n't be able to play this is overd
I've had to seratch with the Grammarians already.”

“No, 1 wasn't thinking of that. Levison has just given
me this paper. There's something in it that concerns me—
in a way 2L

Tom Merry looked uncasy. .

“ You semember thap man who came here as science
master?”’ said Talbot quietly. “ He called himself Mr. Pack-
ington here. - He came with forged testimonials to the Head.
He was really a cracksman; they called him the ‘ Professor?
in the gang.” Well, when I found him out I pave him the
chance to clear. “And he tried to rob the Head, as you know,
and was collared, He.said when they took him that the lock
wasn't made that could hold him, It scems it was true, He's
got away.” 1

“ Got away!” szid Tom,

Talbot nodded. #

* But—but if he has he can’t hurt you,”. said Tom Merry
uneasily. ‘It is a bit rotien, Talbot, old man,®that you
should be worried about what's long. past and done with,
But that man can’'t come back here, at all events.”

Talbot was silent.

Tom Merry sat on the edge of the table regarding his
chum, enxicusly. It was evident that the news of the Pro-
fessor’s escape from the police worried the Shell fellow.

““ What's the trouble, Talbot, old chapi™ said Tom.
can tell me, I suppose?™

*“You know my story,” said Talbot; in a low voice. “ But
—but 1 haven't talked to you much about it. It's not a
Elm.\ant subject, you know. But FIl tell you now. Y¥You

now I was a cracksman's son, brought up in the gang of
which my father was the leader. You know the life I led
befora I came here—a thief among thieves.” Talbot shivered
a little, ** It seems too horrible now to think of, but there
it i he Professor—his name is Rivers—was Capiain

“ro right-hand man in the gang—and Captain Crow was
my father, He knew me from my childhood, the Professor
did; and—and I was brought up with his daughter Marie,”

“ Ha had a daughter!” said Tom Merry slowly. “ The

'That ought to have been encugh to keep him

Talbot smiled fainily.

*Marie was one of the gang,” he said. ‘‘A better girl
never breathed, and I was very fond of her; she was just
my age. But she was brought n{n to help her father in his
work—and you know the kind of work it is—just as I was
brought up. I've thought about her very much since I've
been here, and wished I could get a chance of finding her
and hclﬁing her to do as I've done—throw the past behind,
and make a fresh start.’”

“ A girl—brought up to be a thief!"” said Tom.

. “Yes. And yet a better gitl never lived—except for that.
‘And how was ehe 1o learn better?’ said Talbot bitterly.
“ T've had my chance; but she never had a chance. And her
father is the biggest rascal in the swell mob—the chief of
the Thieves Club now. And she’s fond of him; he’s her
father,”

“It's rotten!” said Tom. . “ Rotten! But, old chap, all
that’s done with now, as far as you are concerned. Every-
body at St. Jim's knows your history, knows that you re-
formed, and suffered for it; and knows that you nearly lost
your life, 100, in stopping a German spy from blowing up a
troop-train, and got the King's pardon for it. Everybody
knows you're as straight as a die. They used to call you
the Tofi—and youw've proved yourself a toff, and no mistake!
The gang can’t hurt you now. They did their worst against
you when you chucked up the old life, and they can’t do
anything more.””

& sl

“ But—" 5

‘“The Professor isn't @ man to be beaten easily,” said
Talbot. “He wants meo back in the gang. Kid as I am, I
was the best cracksman in the three kingdoms, and he knows
it. I ehould be worth a fortune to them. When he was
here in disguise under a lying name I gave him a chance. to
EM out, for the sake of old times, and for Marie’s sake, Then

e was arrested—at my word! The Professor doesn’t forget!
1 have not heard the last of him, I know that!” 2 :

“ But the police want him still; and if he should trouble

Tue Gea Lisranry.—No. 361,
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iuu a word will be enough to get him sent o prison,” faid
"ont. ol S -
« Talbot's face was almost haggard.

‘T Phere’s Matie,’” he said, in a low voice. .

“ His daughter?” = 5

“ Yes, and my old chum. I denounced him when he was
here because he had yobbed Glyn’s pater—and he was hero
to rob the Head. After what Dr. Holmes has done for me
I1—I couldn’t be silent, even for Marie’s sake. But so long
as he only tries to injure me I—I'm helpless, Whatever he
doés at me, 1 can’t hurt him without hurting Marie. And
she's fond of him. He's her father.”

. Tom Merry set his lips.

** And you expect to see him again?'” 3
o ST fear it?’ Talbot’s lips quivered, * He won't leave a
stone unturned to get me back into the old gang. . And he's
cunning —cunning as a fox! What he will do I don’t know—
try to disgrace me here somehow, perhs}ps, and make- it
necessary for me to give up my scholarship and get qut,
Then I shguld be without resources, and he would think F
should turn to the old life for bread.” : : i

“ But you wouldn’t,” said Tom rlu:'e(ly. 1 know you,
Talbot; you'd starve befors you would steal.” .

“ Yowre right there, Toni. I've seen the light now,” said
Talbot quictly. ‘** But I've never been afraid in my life
‘before; but now—— You don’t know that man’s cunning
and resource. Before I didn't fear him; he did not kuow
where I was—he had no suspicion that I was here, you see.
When he came here under a false name he knew me at once;
and he was us surprised to see ma as I was to see him wlen
L found ont his disguise and knew him. He knows where to
find me now; and he will lay his plans, and——"

Talbot broko off:

“What & cad I'am to bother you with all this, Tom!
You've had enough to put up with on my sccount already.”

“TI'm glad you've told me.” said Tom Merry, “ You know
you've rot a pal to stand by you through thick and thin,
anyway, Talbot. And if that scoundrel should try to trouble
you again he'll have two to deal with, instead of one.”

But the cloud did not leave Talbot's face.

It was o hard struggle the Toff had made to throw off the
influence of the dark days of the past and fate life afresh.
But he had made it, and he had won. But the shadow of
the past was still over his young Jife, In-the blackness of
the past, when he looked back upon it, there was one bright
spot. 1t was the face of his girl chum—a laughing face, with
clear eyes of blue—a face he knew that lie would never forget.

Marie—sweet, kind-lfearted Marie—was still in_the toils
the Toff had escaped from. Her devotion to her father
blinded her to everything else. And ber father was the
Professor—John Rivers, the cracksman and forger! To save
Marie, to lead her to tread a new path—as he had done—
that had been the Toff’s dream. And with the Professor
gafo behind prison bars it might have been possible. {

But the Professor was free. And could Talbot raiee his
hand against the father of his old chum—the girl who in those
old days had nursed him_through a dangerous illness, and
perhaps saved his life? He knew that he could not!

A wily and unserupulous foe, who would hesitate at no
cunning device, was already scheming against his honour
and his happiness. He knew that. And in the struggle with
that wily enemy the Toff was diswrmed.

[ ELE

CHAPTER 4.
The Polite Thing!

“ TT on your best bib and tuckah, deah boys!™
]:[P Thus Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

It was Saturday afterncon, and the weather, having
done its worst, had turned over a new leaf, and a keen winter
sun was shining down on St. Jim's. Football practice was
going on, but with so many members of the junior feam laid
up, the Grammarian match had been scratched for that after-
noon. But Arthur Augustus was not thinking about football.

The swell of St. Jim's was resplendent. Neyer had his
trousers been so beautifully creased—mever had his necktie
been quite so natty, or his silk hat so beautifully polished.
There was evidently something ‘“on.” y B

*“Hallo! What's the game?” asked Monty Lowther, with
ayawn. * Wherefore this splendour? Excuse me if 1 shade
my eyes; you dazzle me!”

“Weally, Lowthah—""

“Why this thusness?’ asked Tom Merry,
Ethel coming?” .

Arthur Augustus shook his head. | 2 "

“No, deah boy. But somebody ia comin’, and I wathah
thought it was up to us to do the polite thing, you know.

“Is Cousin
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Bl 1"‘ exelaimed Mr. Railton,
mrlca ﬂt uucL and rub yourselves dry and

“Playing football in this dreadful dunnpour'
get to bed! I will have hot-water bottles sent to you,” The juniors

ed with dlsmny

Go to your dormi-

(See Chapter

T've come for you fellows to twot along with me to the
station !

“Who's coming ¥’

“I have just heard it fwom Mr. Wailton,"” explained
Arthur Augustus. *‘He is sendin’ the twap for her, and T
thought it would be wathah a‘*good ideah to go in the twap,
and give her a gweetin’ in the name of the school. You
fellows and Talbot had bettah come along with me!”

“But who is it?” \(llrd Lm\thcr

¢ Miss March, deaki boy.’

“And who in the name of thunder is Miss March?”
demanded Tom Merry. *‘TI've never heard the name. One
of your blessed cousins?”

“Certainly not. Miss March is the new nurse.”

“(Qh, a nursey " grunted Lowther.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass severely upon Monty
Lowther.

“You are pu—cbablr awah, Lowthah, that there is a
shortage of nurses, owin’ to the wah. The Head has been
wathah bothahed to get _enough of them to look aftah the
(hzms in the sanatowium. There is a new one comin’ to-
institution of young lady nurses in London—
Ihm Little Sisters of the Poor, they are called. Wathah a
nohba} title, 1sn't it? Well, one of the Little Sisters is
comin’ heah to-day, and I considahed it would be wathah
decent for some chaps to meet her at the station. As they
don't take any pay for nursin® people, it's vewy decent of
them, and I wathah think we ought to testify some gwatitude
to the Little Sistah—what?'

“Hear, hear!” said Mony Lowther.
to the footer,

# Lowthah,

“I'm going do“n
but you can testify my gratitude for me!
you assg——-
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But Monty Lowther sauntered away, and D'Arey turned
his eyeglass upon Tom Merry and Talbot. He was full of
his new idea. i

“I twust you fellows are comin’,” he said, “Tt might
look wathah pushin’ if a chap went alone, And this nurse
is a wathah young one. 'Those who are alweady heah are
vewy good persons, of o rse, but wathah leathewy. But
the Little Sisters of the Poor are quite kids. \ov.v likely
she will be wathah nervous, and a kind gweetin' will buck
her up, you know. You are comin’, Tom Mewwy?’

“ Well, there's the footer, you know."”

“DBut the match is off "

“ Footer practice,” said Tom.
vou get back from the station
can safely leave it in your hands,
lmnuuri “for the whole school.
cour:

“I¢1l be dark by the tims
On reflection, 1 think
Gussy. You can do the
Tut in a word for me, of

ou uttah ass! P ay dom’t walk away while I'm
m!kin‘, you duffah! Talbot, deah boy, 1 twust yon are
comin’. I don’t want to go alone, you know. I have
bwibed and cowwupted Taggles to let me dwive the twap and
fetch Miss March, = It stands to weason she would wathah be
met by some mnice fellows like us than b; cwusty ol
boundah like Taggles. Come along, deah bo,

Talbot cast a glance in the direction of the football-ficld,
and then gave in.  He was always a good-natured fellow.

“ Right-ho 1

“Bettah put on o
:mxmuslv

‘i As many as you like, old chap,” said Talbot ..Fabl'..

“ Weally, Talbot

The Shell feliow. wettt in for his topper, and came ont looks
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ing quite satisfactory, from Arthur Augustug’s point of
view. They walked across the quad m great style, and
found Taggles with the trap at the gates. — Arthur ,-iuguzugs
was o first-class driver, and the trap was_o?u(tu safe ju his
hands; and Taggles, who disliked work any kind, and
was_quite impervious o the charms of any member of the
feminine gender, old or young, was gld to out of going
to the station. And “five shillings, which had former]
belonged to Arthur Avgustus, were now rsgosmg in Taggles's
ocket, and that had decided any doubts that he might have
o

Al wight, Taggy, deah boy!”

The twog j|;nio:-x climbed into the trap, and D'Arcy took
the reins, and they bowled away down the lane towards
Rylcombe. It was a bright, keen winter afterncon. Behind
tho hedges snow was ed up from a late snowfall. The
rida was most enjoyable. e

The two St. jim’s fellows were not destined to reach
the station without mishap. £ =

Half-way to Ryleombe three persons were si ted, sitting
in a row on a stile, They were Gordon Gay, Frank Monk,
and Wootton major, of the Fourth Form at Rylcombe
Grammar School, and at the sight of Arthur Augustus
driving the {rap they exchanged a merry grin. :

Gorgon Gay jumped down from the stile, and held up his
hand in the road to make Arthur Augustus halt, and at
the same time Wootton major and Frank Monk :sh[.liped down
on the other side of the stile, where the snow lay thick behind
the hedge. 3

Arthur Augustus had to pull in the horse, for Gay was in
the middle of the road in front of him L

“Halt!"” said Gordon Gay cheerfully. *“Fancy meeting
you, Gussy! What have you been seratching the match to-
day for—what?”’

* Most of the fellows laid up with influenza, deah boy.
Pway don’t delay me, as T am wathah in a_huwwy—"

“No larks, Gay,” said Talbot. “We're going to the

etation !” :
“Larks!” said Gay solemnly. ~ # Do T look as if ‘I were

larking? T want to inquire after the health of the poor
little mvalids. How are they getting on with their gruel,
Gussy 7?2

“Weally, Gay—""

Whiz! Whi

!

From hehinﬁ the hedge came two =quashy and muddy
enowballs, with deadly aim.

Arthur Augustus gava a yell, : 5

One of them caught his silk hat, and sent it ying towards
the road, and the other landed in his neck, with ruinous
results to his beaytiful collar.

“Ow! Ow! You awful wottahs! Owi”

Whiz! Squash! Squash! Squash! 2

Wootfon major and Monk were going strong. The sight
of Arthur Augustus, wit{: 2l his" war-paint on, was irre-
sistible.  They didn’t snowball Talbot; he did not look so
tempting, But muddy, watery snowballs squashed all over
Arthur Augustus.

5 ¥ roared Gordon Gay.
You look mu s

Arthur Augustus_dropped the reins and dabbed at his
face, which was streaming with half-melted snow. Talbot
caught the reins and drove on, to get out of the line of fire.
Gay jumped out of the way, and the trap went bowling on
down the lane, nowballs whizzed after it in vain, as it
ruzhed along at h’P speed.

My bat!” yelled Arthur Augusius,

“We're out of fire now!” gasped Talbot.

“But my hat—"

“ Your hat?”

““ Yaas, it's left behind. Pway halt !’

Talbot drew in the horse.  Arthur Augustus looked back
along the lane, '.Ein'eo festive Grammarians were playing
football with his silk topper in the distance. Arthur Augustus
shook an infuriated fist at

“Oh, the wottahs!
_ “Never mind;

“Gussy, you look

them. ; 3
The uttah beasts! Oh cwumbs!”
we've got through,” said Talbot consol-

¥,

E;xwd he drove on at a more moderate speed.

“Yaas; but look at me!” gasped I)'Arcy.

Talbot looked at him, and he could not help smiling.
Hatless, Arthur Augustus was simply smothered with snow
and mud, The half-melted snow that had been kueaded into
gnowballs had contained a good proportion of mud. The
state of the swell of St, Jim’s was deplorable.

“It’s howwid 1" groaned Arthur Augustus.
anythip’ at all to gwin at, Talbe
Miss Ji]arch i this shacki;
myself ‘befogh a
howwid mud?”?

“Oh, I dare spy she won't mind ! said Talbot, laughing.

“1 don’t see
ot. I can’t possibly meet
ekin® state.  How can I pwesent
dy without a hat, and smothahed with

“1 don’t see how it's to_be helped now, anyway ¥
Tie GeM LisraRy.—No, 36
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“Wats!
alone,” said Arthur Augustus,
to meet the lady, Talbot™

“ Yes, if you like.”

“1 will dwop in at Mr, Bunn’s, and get mysell cleaned,”
said Arthur Augustus, with a shudder.” ““I am in a most!
disgustin’ state, He may be able to lend me a hat—or a
cap, at any wate, 1 twust you will be able to meet Miss
Mareh without makin’ any blundab, deah boy!”

“Well, Il try,” said Talbot good-humouredly.
really be a very hard bizney.” e

“ Vaas; but a certain amount of tact is wequired in intwo-
ducin’ onesell to a young lady—a charmin’® young lady,™
said Arthur Augustus doubtfully.

 Perhaps she isn't charming,” suggested Talbot.

“All ladies are charmin’, deah boy, to a pwopahly-
constituted mind,” said Arthur Augustus severely.

“T stand corrected,” smiled Talbot, “However, I'll do
my best. I'll keep in mind exactly what you would de, and
do it!"” 3

“Yaas, that's the best thing you can do,”” agreed Arthur
Augustus unsuspiciously, Pwng stop at Mr, Bunn’s as you
come back, and if I look all wight by that time, I will join
you agnhlgsep B

“ Right-ho 1"

And Arthur Augustus descended from the trap at the shop
of the village tailor; and Talbot, smiling, drove on to the
station alone,

You must dwop me in the village, and go on
“1 suppose I can twust you

Tt won't

CHAPTER 5.
0!d Pals,

- ARIE I?
M Talbot panted out the name.

He had left the trap outside the station, and goné
upon the platform. The train was in, and the passengers
were coming fowards the exit. Talbot was there to mget
Miss March, the nurse. But all thought of Miss March, the
nurse, was suddenly driven from his mind at the sight of a
face he knew well—a face he had not seen for a very long
time, but which he was never likely to forget.

A girl of about his own age, with a charming, candid face,
and clear blue eyes. She wore a long raincoat, and carried &
bag in her hand. Talbot met her face to face as she came
down the platform.

He stopped dead. ;

Marie! What are you doing here?™

The girl stopped too.

Talbot did not even raise his hat. He stood dumbfounded.
His face had turned white, his hands clenched hard till the
nails dug into his palms. The cool, iron-nerved Toff seemed
to be completely * knocked over V' by the sight of that'fresh,
pretty face, with the clear blue eyes that had a mecking light
in their depths.

“ The Toff " murmured the girl

‘¢ Marie "'

The girl nodded, showing a glimpse of white, even teeth.

“ You came to meet me ?* she said.

“N-no! I—I did not know you were coming here.
to meet somebody .else " stammered Talbot.

“ But you are glad to see me?’ smiled Marie.
Talbot did not reply. He looked round among the
passengers for the nurse he hdd come there to meet. But -
there was no sign of her. All the other passengers, beside
Marie Rivers, were men. The nurse had evidently not come

by that train.

Talbot was glad of it.

“ Well ¥ said Marie, gazing at him with ber mocking eyes.
“Well, Toff 7 You look as if you were in a dream,”

“It scems like a dream, to see you again, Marie,” said
Talbot, in a low voice. ‘ What are you doing here?”

** Cannot you see? I have come by the train.”

‘* And the Professor?” panted Talbot. * Is he here?”

Marie laughed.

“ You did not see him 1

Talbot . started violently, and locked round. DBut the
passengers were gone from the station now; the two were left
alone on the platform.

““ He was there—among them " asked Talbot.

5 '\Im!’d'd not see him 1’

* No.
“Good !” said Marie calmly. *“He has more luck this
time than when he came to St. Jim's as Mr, Packington—
and you betrayed him.”

Talbot winced.

*“ Marie, what does this mean?
What is your father doing here? Tell me, Marie.

o wiﬁ tell you, if you like. Let us sit down—the porter is

alveady staring at us,” said Marie lightly.
“om »
!urym. im

I came

What are you doing here?
3

Friday,
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They went into a deserted waiting-room. Talbot seemed to
be dazed. The blow he had feared, as he had told Tom Merry,
had fallep! The Professor Itad come back! What did it
mean—for him? Wherever John Rivers went, evil dogged his
steps. He had come back, as he had threatened that he
wonld. Why? And why was Marie there? Talbot smiled
bitterly. Fle thought he knew! Marie was her father's
defence, While she was there, at least, Talbot could not
raise a_hand against his old associate. He must stand idly
by, while the Professor carried out his nefarious work—whai-
ever it was! A look of deep gloom settled over the Shell
fellow's handsome face.

Marie's mocking face softened, and she touched the Toff
lightly on the arm.

“ What is it?"" she said softly. “ Are you so sorry to see
me again, Tof? And we used to be such pals, you and I.”

* Marie! You knmow I'm glad to see you,” said Talbot
desperately. “ Even thongh it means harm to me, your
coming here, I'm glad to see you. But—but what is the
What is your father here for? He means harm to
me, I know that.””

Marie shook her head.

““It is you who have dene the harm, Toff. You have for-
gotten your old friends; you have betrayed an old pal. What
change has come over you? In the old days you were the
most reckless and daring of all; and now—now you have
changed—now you are not even true to your old friends, You
betrayed my father—""

“1 did not,” said Talbot.
I tell you I've given it up!
thrown-it all behind.
disguise, with forged papers to show the Iead: When I
knew at last who he was I gave him a chance to go. I
would have begged him on my knees to go rather than give
up your father to the police. But he would not. He trapped
me, and remained to carry out his scheme of robbing the
Head. You don’t know how much Dr. Holmes has done for
me, Marie. He has been like a father to me. If T had stoed
aside then, I should hdve been an ungrateful villain. T could
not. I gave the Professor a chance, and he would not take it.
Then I did what I had to do—my duty. And I am not sorry !
Though, for your sake, I was glad to learn afterwards that
he was free again. I knew what a blow it would be to you.”

“ You cared for that?”

“ 1 did care for that, Marie.”

“ Yot you gave him away !"”

“1 had no choice, I tell yon,” said Talbot huskily. *“I
could not let my benefactor be robbed. What sort of fellow
do you think I am?”

“] think you are a fool, Toff "’ said Marie, the mocking
light in her eyes again. * What are you wasting your life
at the school for? You who might be rich, as rich as you
could desire, working as.a schoolboy on a poor scholarship, in
want of money! Bah! What life is that, compared with the
old life? Toff I'"—Marie's voice became very earnest—** you
are playing a fool's game here; it cannot last. Sooner or
later you will grow sick of the dulness of it; you will grow
tired of poverty and hard work, Why not throw it up and
come back to your friends?’’

"albot shook his head without speaking.

“They would all welcome you,” said the girl eagerly.
# They miss you—they resent your deserting them. But
they'd forgive it all if you'd come back. Think of the life—
danger, excitement, wealth—compare it with what you lead

What does your present life offer you in comparison 7"

“ Honour ! said Talbot.

Marie laughed.

* Honesty !I'” said the Toff steadily. * A clear conscience,
Marie. Better poverty—yes, even hunger—and honesty with
it than wealth that is not mine, Marie. When I came to St.
Jim's it was like the scales falling from my eyes. I had
never seen things in their true light ﬁ(-[me. 1 was what I had
been taught to be. If yon knew the fellows—Tom Merry and
the rest—yon’d understand. They've been so decent. They
know what I have been, and it makes no difference to them,
because they have confidence in me; they know I am straight
mnow. I would die rather than betray their confidence—a
thousand deaths.”

“ And you are satisfied ?”

Talbot sighed.

“It isn't so easy to forget,” he said. *I don't keep any
secret from you, Marie; I do miss the old life sometimes—the
danger and E:e excitement—but—but I've made a right choice,
and I mean to stand by it.”

Marie's lip curled.

“ Then we are enemies?" she said.

# Never that,” said Talbot.

% My father's enemies are mine,” said Marie proudly.

#1 am not your father's enemy, T only ask him to let me

“ You don't understand, Marie.
I've done with the past! I've
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alone 1" exclaimed Talbot passionately. * Why cannot he

leave me in peace ?

“You are too valuable, Toff,
since you left us. You must come

#T cannot come back !”

“ Not even for my sake?" said the girl softly.

Talbot’s lips twitched.

“ Not that, even for your sake, Marie. I—I hoped—I
thought that I might have a chance of seeing you, to—to bring
you to my way o‘g thinking, Marie. It has gannt?d me—the
thought of you among those rascals; and the future, too.
Marie, it can only end one way—prison, disgrace, lower and
lower depths of crime! Marie, think of it! Throw it all
behind—you can do it—and—""

“ And desert my father ! said the girl contemptuously.

“ Your father has no claim on you if he persists in following
a life of crime. He is clever enough to make his way in the
world honestly—there is no excuse for him, And he has no
right to drag you down with him” said Talbot fiercely.
“Give him his choice of throwing up his way of life, or
parting with you.”

“ Never! Ie is my father,”

“ But—but for that, Marie, you would—""

Marie gave a shrug of her pretty shoulders,

S Perhaps! Who knows? But he is my father, and his
wish is law to me. I will never desert him, and I will never
disobey him. Fle has enough enemies and false friends with-
out his own child turning against him.”

Talbot gave a groan. What was he to say before that blind
devotion, a devotion noble in itself, though felt towards a
worthless and unscrupulous criminai? He knew that nothing
he could say would turn the girl from her purpose, Ier good
or ill, she was devoted to her father.

There was a long silence. The girl watched curiously the
working of the handsome face of the St. Jim's fellow.
Talbot %ruke the silence at last.

“ Why is he here?” he asked hoarsely.
for me "

Marie nodded.

“ He hopes to induce me to return, or to force me—

““We miss you so much, Toff."

It will never be. ¥You can remember, in the old daym
Marie, that I was always a fellow of my word.”

“Then "—the blue eyes gleamed—* then you are my
father’s enemy, "

‘* Not his enemy, for your sake, Marie. But I will not serve
Lis purpose. I will have nothing to do with him. Let him

o; the world is wide, and he need not cross my path. But if
Kc attempts to renew his game at 8t. Jim's, then I will de-
nounce him, come what may.”

“If he goes to prison, Toff, I go with him."”

* Marie I groaned Talbot

“ Potray him and betray me!” said the girl disdainfully.
“ Well, I 'am here, at your mercy, You have only to call the
police now—they will be glad of the chance. I am in your
hands." .

Talbot's face was deadly white.

“ You know I shall not do that, Marie,
turing me for?” he muttered.

Marie rose to her feet,

“Bah! It is useless to talk, you have lost your senses.”
She paused, a slight smile breaking out on her face. * What
did you come to the station for, Tolf ! You came to meet
someone ?7 ¢

* Yes—a nurse,” said Talbot, rising heavily.
not matter, she has not come——""

“ One of the Little Sisters of the Poor?"

“ Yes,” said Talbot, in surprise. * How did you know

Marie laughed, a clear, silvery laugh.

“ How good! Then you can take me to St. Jim's.””

“To St. Jim's!™ said Talbot.

“ Yes, as that is what you have come here for.”

Talbot looked at her blankly. Marie laughed again.

41 am Miss March,” she said. * [ am the Little Sister I

We've fallen on bad days
ack,”

“He has come—

What are you {ore

“Tt does

CHAPTER 6.
The New Nurse.
ALBOT staggered back.
*f Marie I"he exclaimed hoarsely.
He had not dreamed of that. Miss March, the
Little Sister of the Poor, the nurse who was coming to St.
Jim's—it was Marie, the cracksman's daughter! It was a
stunning blow to the unhappy boy, That was the Professor's
game, then. Marie was to be placed in the school—for what,
he could guess only too easily. The Professor, lurking in the
village in his cunning disguise, would always be at hand, to
help her, to counsel her. That was the game,
Tre Gey Lisrary—No. 361
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Telbat could not speak. He could only gaze at the girl-in
anguish, That was the game, he knew it now, and there was
only one way of baffling it—to denounce the n—l who had been
his best chum, to hand over Marie to the police—and that, he
knew, he could never do. Never that!

His brain was in a whirl. What was he to do? That was
the question that hammered in his mind, To stand aside while
the Professor’s work was done and his benefactor plundered—
it was impossible! To denounce Marie—that was still more
impossible! To endeavour to persuade her to abandon her
worthless father—he knew that 11; was hopeless !

“Bai Jove! Heah you are!

An elegant figure loomed up in the doorway of the waiting-
room,

It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, resplendent as ever, \\'1th
a brand-new silk topper—a thmw of beauty and a joy for
ever, from the crown-of his Bhlll]ng hat to the tips of his
elegant boots.

Arthur Aungustus raised his shining silk topper to Miss

March, with the elegance that was all his own.

* I've been waitin® for you, Talbot, deah bay,

nd I came on

to the Etuhon," bhe said chr.crlly. “ So Miss March has
awwived ¥ g e
“ Yes,” stammered Talhot—* yes! This—this is

The words died on his tongue. The erisis had come un-
expectedly soon.

He had to present Marie Rivers to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
as Miss March, the new nurse, or he had to betray her as the
cracksman’s daughter. That was his choice, and {0 had only
an instant in which to make it.

Marie was <mllmg. She knew the struggle that was going
on in the Tofi's mind; she knew her danger. But not a sign
of it appeared in her smiling face.

Arthur Augustus looked a lmle surprised. He could not
help seeing that something was * on,” though he was net
pnrnt-ulnrly observant,

iss March,” stammered Talbot, at last, l]usflhiu is
bmsy—thls is D’Arcy, one of my pals at Sﬁ Jx
we've come to take you to the school, if you will allow us.

The die was cast!

**You are very kind,” said Marie s\\eelTy 1 thank you
wvery much. It is realiy kind of you.

““Not at all, my deah young lady,” said Arthur Augustus.
“Tt is an honah and a pleasuah. Thc twap is waitin’ out-
eide, Is there any thm I can do—'

* I think my trunk is on the platforrn, ’

*“ Wighto! I'll look aftah it at once.’

Arthur Augustus, glad to be useful, hun‘ied out on to the
platform. Marie looked at Talbot with her insouciant, mock-
mg smile.

“Well done, Toff! You have answered for me now—I
enter St. Jim's on your responsibility.”

Talbot gave a groan,

* Marie! It’s not too lnie—-hu\e niercy on me |
can 't go to the school—

“But I am going.”

“ Marie—""

Marie walked to the door. Talbot followed her with
heavy, stumbling foofsteps. All the light was gone out of
Lis handsome face.

*“You will go, Marie—you will go there as a nurse 7’

“I am a nurse,” said Marie calmly; “I am a member of
the Little Sisters of the Poor. They do not know my name;
but they know I am a good nurse, You should know that,
tun. Toff ; but you have a bad memory.’

I remember 1! Marie, and I have never ccased to be
grateful. But——

‘“ There was a time, when you told me that you would do
anything for me,” said Marie mockingly. * You told me I
hail saved your life, and that your iife belonged to me. You
told me that, Toff. You do not choose to remember it now.’

“ I remember it only too well, Inr:(', and you have just
had proof of it,” said Talbot huskily. ** But tell me, Marie,
yon will go to St. Jim's simply as a nurse—you will nutf;nu
will not—"

He broke off.

I shall do as my father directs me.”

* Then—then I al<o must think wh.zl I must do,” Talbot
s,nﬁ'l desperately. “ Come what may, my benefactor shall not
sulter.

“ Why did you not take your chance a few minutes ago,
then £ asknd Marie mockingly, “ You had only to tell this

oy I¥ Arcy My name, and tEe rest—""
* Marie I’

“ It isn’t too late. Tell him now—-

“ You know why I am silent "’ groaned Talbot.

Marie came back towards him and put her Im'n hands on
hl‘i shoulders, and looked him in tha face.

‘ Toff,” che whispered, ‘“you can't help it now. I am
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lere, and you must help me. You car’t betray me, and if T
come to the school, we must sink or swim together.
up your mind to it, and stand by your old friends. I’
sake, Toff I'*

It was hard to resist the sweet, earnest face, the winning
voice, For a moment, perhaps, Talbot’s rcsolut:cm wavered.
What was the use of the struggle? After all his efforts to free
himself from the past, the toils were closing round him again.
He was in a net from which there was no escape. What was
the use of the struggle? Marie saw the signs of weakness ie
his troubled face.

* For my sake, Toff ! she repeated.

Talbot pulled himself together.

“ No I

‘“ Not for my sake?"

* Not even for your sake, * said Talbot steadily.
the sake of life itsclf I'

The girl drew back, oﬂt_uded cold, disdainful.

‘* As you choose, then 1"

S8he walked out of the waiting-room.
slowly, miserably. The problem was hammering in the
unhappy boy's brain—what was he to do? To denounce
Marie or to allow her to carry out the Professor’s orders un-
hindered? The choice was terrible—yet it had to be made,
and delay only made matters worse, Yet delay was his only
resource; he must have time to think.

The little leather trunk had been placed in the trap, and
Arthur Augustus was waiting for them. e swell of St.
Jim's helped Marie into the trap with his inimitable grace.
He did not mnotice Talbot's harassed looks—Arthur was a
ladies’ man, and all his attention was bestowed upon Miss
March. Talbot stumbled into the trap, and sat silent and
troubled. D'Arcy gathered up the reins, and they bowled
away down the village street.

In the lane Gordon Gay & Co. spotted them again; but
thera were no snowballs this time. At that charming vision
beside the swell of St. Jim's the Grammarian juniors raised

¢ my

“ Not for

Talbot followed her

their caps with great respect and admiration. The trap
bowled on towards the school, Arthur Augustus driving
elegantly, and chatting with his fair companion.  Talbot

sat behind in grim silence.

A man passed them in the lane sauntering along carelessly
man with a dark-brown beard and moustaches, and an
eglass, well-dressed, debonair. He paused to look at them;
and Talhot’s eyes fell upon him, and he started. The man
swiled o little; Talbot turned his eyes to stare at him as the
bowled on.

1t was the Professor. No one recognised him now. But
Talbot's eyes had penetrated the disguise. The man
with the eyeglass sauntered on towards the village, humming
a tune. He knew that Talbot recognised him, but felt certain
he would not say anything. Marie was the security for that.

hey arrived at the sa]ma] and the trap was handed over to
TagglLs. and the two juniors cunductﬂd Miss March to the
Head's house. Tom B&ﬁrry and Lowther had come off the
football-field, and they spotted them in the quad, and raised
their caps. Munty Lowther exprc«awd the opinion to his chum
that the new nurse was * stunning.” Indced, he said that he
envied Manners now.

** Talbot scems to look down in the mouth,” said Tom
Merry. -

“ Catching the flu', perhaps,” said Lowther carclessly.
“By Jove! I've a jolly good mind to catch it too! Not half
a bad idea.”

Miss March disappeared into the Head's house. Talbot and
D'Arcy came back to the School House—the latter smiling
with great satisfaction, the fnrmer moody and silent.

“ Did Jou see her, deah boys?"

“Yes,”" said Tom N‘[erry “ Sorry we didn't come.”

“ Serve you wight,” said Arthur Augustus schrulv,
“ though of course 1 shnuld have gone just the same, even it
she had been a little bit leathewy like the othahs. Quite a
\uppm young lady. I've been thinkin—"

* Go hon !"" murmured Lowther.

“TI've been thinkin’,” repeated Arthur Augustus firmly,
‘“ that nurses have wathah a hore of a bizney, you know,
lookin’ aftah beastly invalids. They wequire a little o]mngn.
and excitement. All work and no play, you know, mikes
Jack a dull boy. I've been thinkin® that it's up to us, you
know, to see that Miss March has a litile amusement while
she is heah—what ?"”

““ Ha, ha, ha !"

«1 fail to see any weason for wibald laughtah,” said the
swell of St. .]lm s freezingly, “1 wegard it fwom a point ef
view of dutay.

“What about the other nurses?” grinnéd Lowther, * You
hnwn t bothered your mighty brain about them, so far.”’

‘ Ahem! They are oldah, you know—fwightfully uld some
of them—and—and of course they don’t need amusin’. But
Miss March isn’t much oldah than I am, and it stands to
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weason that she will be bored to death with beastly sneezin’,
coughin’ invalids in the beastly sanatowiu It's up to us o
see that she has a pleasant time, if poss., while she is at the
school. Besides, the Little Sistahs of the Prxn' do this kind of
thing for -nothin’, you knut\fﬂuv don’t have any fees. I
wegard that as \pwv wippin’ of them, considewin' that
invalids are such beastly bothahs. T twust we shall be
allowed to make things a lntlu bwightah for Miss March.
What do you think, Talbot

#Eh?" maid TalbOt cun[uscdly. “ Yes, certainly, Tea
ready, you fellows?’
“Tea!” said Arthur Augustus scornfully.  “ Bai Jove,

vou're thinkin' about tea!
nss, Talbot.”
a, ha, hat"
“ He was smm in the twap without speakin' a word all the
way back,” siid Arthur Augustus. *° Lookin’ like a boiled
owl, bai Jove! Anybody would think that Miss March was a

1 wegard you as an insensible

Gm‘gan, instead of bein’ vewy neahly as nice as my Cousin _

Ethel. I am surpwised at you, Talbot.”
Tablot smiled faintly, and went into the School House.
The four juniors were soon gathered at tea in Tom Merry's
study ; but in spite of Talbot's inquiry after that meal, it was
noticeable that he ate hardly anything.  And he spﬂke
scarcely a word. The Toff had one of his  black moods ™ on
sgain evidently,

CHAPTER 7.
Frayne's Trouble.
ANXNNERS blinked at Tom Merry with watery eyes.
It was the day after Miss March's atrival at St.

b Jim's, and Tom Merry had obtained permission to
visit his old chum in the sanatorium, with Lowther, for a fow
minutes,

Nearly all' the beds in the school hospital were occupied,
and the nurses had plenty to do. Manners was glad to see
“Lis chums again.

“How arve you getting on, old man?? asked Tom Merry
s;mpnthpncu.llyﬁkeeﬁ well away from the bed, as he had

Hbeen instracted by t mimd nurse.

“Rotten 1" spid Manuore

“ Poor old chap !’

“It's beasily. But I'in on the mend. I'm going to
mAassacre Flgglna when I get well. All that fathead's fault!
My head’s I.mzzmg like a beehive. Ow!"”

 Hard cheese |” said Lowther,

““ Why the dooee couldn’t vou catch it instead of me,
Monty " groaned Manners, * Ow! I'm fed-up with it! I
Eay, have you seen the new nurse ?”

* Miss March? Yes."”

“ She's a giddy angel,” said Manners. “ Makes it much
nicer for a chap when a nice girl comes and has a jaw with
him for 4 few minutes. I hope you haven't mucked up the
films I left in the study.”

Tom MPrrs sntiled.

“ They're all right, old son. I hope you'll scon be back.
Falbot and Gussy are digging in the study at present.”

“ Next week!” groaned Manners.

The nurse made a sign to the juniors, and they nodded to
poor old Manners, and passed on, to exchange a word or two
with the other invalids. They came ito Frayne's bed, and
found the Third-Former looking decidedly bad.  The licnd
nurse signed to them not to stop there,

¢ Is he very bad?” whupcrerl Tom Merry.

 He was Dest_of all at first,” said MLss Pinich, the head
nurse; ‘‘ but to-day he seems to be worse, for some reason I
cannot understand, Ile seems to be troubled in his mind.”

“ Troubled in his mind " repeated Tom.

“ Yes. He is rather an odd boy,” said Miss Pinch. .** Ie
spea.k: very differently from the of eré—quite an odd bor.”

* He's a splendid little chap,” said Tom Merry, “ He.had
hard luck before he came here, nurse. He was a waif in a
London slum, and bad ‘an awfully bad time, :md my ncle
sent him to St. Jim's. He's as good as gold.”

Miss Pinch nodded.

‘“He has been asking to sce somebod,
day.” she said. “1Is that a great frien

Tom Merry started.

 Talbot | That's a fellow in the Shell-my Form. He
knew Frayne in his bad days; a good time ago. They don't
sec much of each other here. Talbot nmlld come like a shot
if he knew that Joe wanted to see him.”

““He is in too feverish a state for seeing anybody,” said
Miss Pinch. “ He has been muml.vlmg most strangely about
somncone he speaks of as the Toff.”

% That's -a—a_ nickname for Talbot, #said" Tom Merry,
m}’unrmg He did not feel inclined to t\rthuu further on that
subjec

“Oh,

named Talbot to-
of his?

I sce. He has been repeating another name, too—a
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girl's name,” said Miss Pinch, * IIAs he a friend at the
school, or near by, named Marie?’

¢ Marie 7" said Tom. * Not t]mt T know of.” There's
nobody about St, Jim’s with that name that I've ever heard
of.” Then Tom gave a start, remembering Talbot’s confi-
dences. “‘ Yes, now I think of it, he knew aomebody of that
name long ago, when he was a kid in Angel Al Alle

+ He has repeated the name many times,”" said Mms Pinch,

“ quite feverishly. Indeed, he ca!lrd one of the nurses Marie
when she came to the bed to give him his medicine.”

“ Poor little kid !"

“ But what the deuce can be worrying him like that " said
Monty Lowther, in wonder. ““If you thmk he might seo
Tnlbot nurse, Talbot would come at once.’

ho_doctor’s instructions were that he was to see no
one,” said Miss Pinch. * But whep Dr. Short comes again I
will speak to him about it. I suppose Master Talbot could
come at any time?”

 Any mmme, " said Tom. * I'll tell him to be ready."”

“ Thank you ! s

The two Shell felicms left the ward, & litfle worried in their
minds. They were concerned about poor little Joe, He was
such a happy-go-lucky, eareless little scamp, as a rule, that it
seemed extraordinary that he should have any trouble on his
mind in addition to his illness.

They found Talbot in the study when they came back. He
noticed their ex ressmn at once,

“ None of t fellows worse, I hope?” he exclaimed
quickly.
18 On!y Frayne,” said Tom M

< Frayne of the Third. Poor Ind ] i said Falbot, with fw.hng.
“ I hope it's not going to be serious. I suppose his constitu-
tion isn't quite so fit ns the others—he must have had a lot
of under-feeding in the old days, That sort of thing tells
when you have to go through an illness.”

“ I don't know gﬂ: s that,” said Tom Merry thoughifully.
« Miss Pinch; the head nurse, says he got worse to-day—
either he’s fc\erzsh or there’s something on his mind. He
wants fo see scm. w

Talbot did not seem surpnzcd

I'm ready to go to him,” he said.

“ They're going to let you know if you tan go when the
doctor comes. He'll be here again this afternoon. You re-
member you mentioned a name to me the other day—a girl's
name——"

Talbot turned pale.

£ I—I remember,” he said, in a low voice. Murlc" It
doesn't matter if you speak before Lowther, Tom.”

“ Well, that kid knew Miss Marie, I suppose, as well as
you?” said Tom.

Talbot nodded.

“ Yes. She.did a lot for the poor—a lot more than ?cnp.]n
who would be horrified at a cracksman's daug‘hter, said
Talbot, with a slight curl of the lip. “ She was like an angel.
She looked after Frayne when he was knocked down by n
cab, and laid up. Goodness knows how he'd have lived if she
hadn't taken care of him!”

“ e scrms to have got her name on his w, th
nurse says,” said Tom Merry. 1 dare t's being ill
makes hlm think of her, if she nursed him'awhen he was ill
before. Miss Pinch says that he called one of the nurses Marie
when she came to do something for him."”

Tn'lbut started.

Vhich nurse 7"’ he exclaimed.

Ly Blemed if I know—I didn't ask—one of them,”
¥ It shows the poor kid is feverish.”

I—I think I ought to see him,” said Talbot uneasily.
¢ You know, I've got a lot of influence over him. He w
fo like'mé when I was the Toff, and he hasn't forgotten &
few trifling things I did for him then. 1'd like to sec him.”

“ It depends on the doctor.’

Arthur Augustus D' Arcy came into the study with a smiling

ind now, tho

said Tom.

o,
“Tea wendv"" he asked. “I sar, you chaps, she is
weally “Ippl ¥,

“Who is?” askpd Talbot.

4 Miss March,  She has just been takin’ her mnshtutmnnl
in the ¢uad,” Arthur Augustus exploined.  “4T took the
liberty of joinin’ her, I apologised for my n'haek but T
explained that I thought she might like to be shown wound
8t Jim’s, She iooks a beautiful picture in lzm uniform,
dnn t you think so

“Oh, yes!” said T.Albot absently. ~

“You haven' t an eye for beautay, you boundah, Bnt she
is weally wippin'—awf'ly intelligent for a gal, t06!” said
Arthur Augustus.  “ I have had quite a cheewy falk, and
T hope I have cheered her up a bit, e has been lookin'
aftah young Fwayne, my minah's oiunn, you know—lucky
little beggah! ie s awf'ly intewested in the school—asked
all sorts of questions about the place, you know. She
laughed like anythin’ when I told her about the way we ged
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out of the box-yoom window sometimes aftah lights out, and
made me take her wound the School House and point ong
the window, and how we climbed up to it ovah the ovthouse,
Bai Jove! What's the mattah with you, Talbot?*

* N-n-nothing 1" :

“You had quite a gueeah expwession on your face, old
scout. 1 twust you are not sickenin’ for the flul”

“¥it as a fiddle,” said Talbot.

“Well, you don't look vewy fit. Keep your peckah up,
deah boy, or you'll be in the sanatowium befoah you can say
* Jack Wobinsan!”  Not that it would be so vewy wuff to
be in the sanatowium just now, with that weally wippin’ Miss
March to look aftah you!” added Arthur Augustus thought-
fully. T should not have a vewy stwong objection to
havin’ flu in a vewy mild form at pwesent!”

And Arthur Augustus sat down cheerfully to tea. He
lvﬁ" up a chesry chat all the time, without noticing Talbot’s
silmee,

But Tom Merry noticed it, and wondered. Tt was not
like Talbot to be silent and downcast.  Did it mean that his
anticipations had been realised, and that his old enemy had
come back? Was the Professor already lurking in the
neighbourhood? Had, the Toff seen him? Tom Merry
would not attempt to force his chum’s confidence, but he feit
very troubled,

There was a tap at the door as they finished tca, and Toby

page. looked in,

** Master Talbot ! he said.

Palbot rose from the table at once.

"‘“Dr. Short says that you can see Master Frayne now,
sir,

“Thank you,” said Talbot,

He left tge study at once. Arthur Augustus accompanied
him as far as the school hospital, in the hope of catching
another glimpse of the charming Miss March. Tom Merry
and Monty Lowther were left alone in_the study.

“ Something’s up with Talbot?” said Lowther.

Tom nodded. .

. It isn’t a secret from you, Monty, though it's not to be
awed about, of course. - Talbot thinks that scoundrel the
Professor—you_remember the man who came hero ecallin
himself Mr. Packington—Talbot thinks he’s coming bac
to make some attempt to get him back into his old life!”

Monty Lowther gave a low whistle.

“Talbot’s only got to dot him in the eye, or hand him over
to Inspector Skeat,” he said. “Old Skeat would be glad to
bag him a second time!”

‘*His daughter—the girl we were speaking of—is Talbot’s
old chum. He can’t Eurt her father without hurting her.
He won’t do anything against the rotter, Look here, Monty,
Talbot's our ;mﬁ and it’s up to us!”

““ Any old thing,” said Lowther, “If 1 come across the
villain, T'll jolly soon put the bobbies on him, I know that.
His daughter isn’t my chum!”

“Nor mine,” said Tom. “I'm sorry for the poor girll
She seems to be a good sort, by Talbot's description, but
under the thumb of her rascally father. It’s hard to blame
[ il cing led where her own father leads her;

v villain he must be!”

“ Awful rotter!? agreed Lowther.

“ Talbot’s hands are tied, but ours are free,” said Tom
Merry quietly, “ Look here, Monty, if the fellow is hanging
about here, we ought to able to spot him. Strangers
are pretty quickly noticed in a quiet country place like this,
We'll find out if there's a stranger staying in ﬁ_ylmmbe, and
if there is—

“Bump him on suspicion!” grinned Lowther.

“No, ass; find out if he's the man.  And if he is, we'll
put Inspector Skeat on him, without saying a word to
Talbot.”

Monty Lowther regarded his chum admiringly.

“ Tommy, old man, you're a-giddy genius. I'm with you.
Let's got a pass out of gates from Kildare, and take our
bikes down to Rylcombe now. If there’s a stranger in the.
village, we shall find it out at the bunshep, and then we ean
investigate.”

“ Good egg!" said Tont.

““ And not a word to Talbot about it

“ Not 2 syllable.””

Ten minutes later the chums of thesShell were riding down
to the village. The Professor had only foes to deal with,
beside the junior who for Marie's sake he held in the hollow
of his hand. z
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CHAPTER 8. ¥
Honest Injun,
« OFF, you've come at last!”
t was a faint voice from Joe Frayne’s bed as
Talbot of the Shell halted by his side. .
The waif of the Third was very pale, save for a bright lsﬂot
{‘h'_athbumed in either cheek, and his eyes were feverishly
right. "
Talbot’s face was very kind as he bent beside him. He
knew what was in the mind of the one-time outcast of Angel

ey,
“{ came as soon as the doctor would let me, Joe,” he
said.
“ You've secn Marie?'?
* Hush 1"

“That is the name he has been multcl‘inE and repeating,
Master Talbot,” whispered Miss Pinch. *“Calm him if you

”

can,

* T will try,” said Talbot.

Joe's eyes wandered to the nurse. :

“Lemme alone with Master Talbot,” he said. I wanter
speak to the Toff, and 1 don’t want nobody else to ‘ear!”

“Joe, old chap!” murmured Talbot.

But Miss Pinch nodded and smiled, apd left them to them-
selves. Marie was not visible in the ward.

“She's gone!” muttered Joe.

“Yes, kid.”

“ Nobody can ’ear me?”

“Only myself,” said Talbot, :

“That's orl right, then. You know as Marie's~ere;
Toff ¥

“Yes,™ said Talbot,

“ You'va seen ’er, then?”

“Yes, old chap. Don’t you worry about that. There's
nothmf to_worry about,”” said Talbot, with an effort,
“¥Yow'll make yourself worse if you worry, kid !’

“T ain’t got nothin’ agin Miss Marie—Miss March they .
call her ’ere,” whispered Joe. ““Which she was like an
angel when 1 knowed her in Angel Alley.  You remember
the time, p’'r'aps, when that bloke who called ‘isself my
father—which he never was my father at all—you remember
im bein’ drunk in the garret, and me lyin’ with my Icﬁs
"urt owin’ to that keb knockin’ of me over. Miss Marie, she
looked arter me like an angel; and you remember you used
to come in and give me money for the things I needed, Toff.
‘Which I know ’ow vou got the oof in them days, but I was
f;:\tc[nl all the same. And Marie was an angel, Toff,

ut—""

She was always good, Joe.” . =

“8o you understand T ain’t got nothin’ agin her,” said
Joe.  ““But—but wot's she doin’ ‘ere, Toff? ~ You remem-
ber when you first came, I told you if you was up to the old

ame, 1 wouldn’t stand it ’ere—not even arter all yon'd done
or me. It's the same now with Miss Marie, Wot's the
doin’ ’ere, Toff ¥? \

“She has come to help nurse,” said Talbot.

Joe smiled. z

“ Yes, 1 know; and T know that in them days she went fo
“elp nurse in other places, and I know wot *appened in them
places, Toff. You know too. ¥You was in the thick of it
i them days!”

Talbot shuddered. *Them days,” as poor Joe cxpressed
it, were not so very far behind him, but whole oceans of
time seemed to bave flowed between his old life and his
new,

But what he had been Marie still was, and the evident
suspicion of the little waif was well founded, and not all
his gratitude for old kindnesses would keep Joe Frayne
5i_lcr}t if he found that the “old game™ was afoot at St.

im’s.

The Professor, with all his cunning, had not counted upon
that. In the few.days he had n at St. Jim's in the
character of Mr. Packington, the science master, he had mot
come into contact with Frayne of the Third; he had never
noticad the little fag among a hundred others. Joe had
known nothing of him till the day he went away in charge of
the police.

But he knew Marie, and he suspected tho truth. Where
Marie was, her father would not be far distant, and it meant
that little Joe's benefactors were to be deceived and robbed.
No wonder the poor little chap had taken a change for the
worse since he had seen the new nurse in the school sana-
torium.

The feverishly bright eyes wera watching Talbot's face.
Joe seemed to be seo?ring to read his thoughts,

“Toff,” he went on, *you wouldn’t let them go for to do
jt—you wouldn’t, arter all that's been done for you ’ere.
T know as Marie was your pal; but you eouldn’t do it, Tofi—

you couldn’t let the Professor carry out his game ’ere. You
couldn’t ™,
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“ You can rely on that,” said Talbof quietly. “ Never!
“Ho won't be fur off—ihe Professor,” said Joo I know
what Miss Marie is "ero for—I ain't a fool! All ready for
the Professor to get his whack in, Toff. They'll get you
into their "ands if they can; but, anyway, the Head's safe is
thoir game. And it ain’t goi to “appen, Toff—not even if
1’ave to give Miss Marie away 1"
Talbot grew a quick, nlmost sobbing breath.
**Don't do that, Joe!"”
Wlnch T don’t want to,”

groaned Joe. “ But the game

ain't goin’ to bo played "ere, 'I‘nff Not while I'mm alive !
'igou can rely on me, Joe,” said Talbot, sinking his voice.

i ¢ lmnw it all, and I am on g\mld 1 promise you that what
you're afraid nf shall not happen. You know I'm a fellow of
my word. I'll Etn}w it, even if it rheans ruin to me—as it
may. On my word Jor‘, there’s nothing to be feared.”

< Honest In!un, Toff 1™

* Honest Injun!” said Talbot.

~Joe streteched a feeble hand over the coverlet, and Talbot
took it in his own strong palm.

“ Honest Injun!” he repented. “T know what I've got
to do, Joe. You can trust me. Don’t think anything more
abﬂut it.. Don't worry ; you "Il only make \nuholf ill. Leave
it in my ‘hands.”

everish face was already calmer.

"That s all I wanted to know, Toff. I know T can trust
you. But—but Miss Marie—I don’t want her to bo Turt,
neither,”

*“When she is no longer needed here. Joe, she will go;
and I promise you that until then I ehali sce that the Pro-
fessor does not carry out his plans.”

*“Good enough, Toff.”

Joe Frayne sank buck on his pillow, The nurse approached.

Talbot pressed Joe's hand and left him. He left him
reassured. . The faith of the little waif in Talbot was
complete,

Talbot left the ward. Marie was arranging a pillow for
Blake as he passed ont. She came away from Blake's bed and
r:a\'e Ta}bof a smile and a nod. e whispered a word in
jrass -

. "I n\us-e speak to '.'uu.”

““T leave at vight,"” she whispered, in ropl\ and ﬁhﬂt‘d on.

Talbot left the hmlﬂmz

It was dark in the guadrangle, and

| onse, He paced to

b did not return
“under the old

g “had introduced a fresh
factor into the problem—a newd@omplication. It was not all
in_the Toff's hands now. If there were a robbery at the
school there was another tongue to spesk—and that would
speak. Did Marie know hur? ger?  If she did not know,
he would tell her; and the sor, at least, would under-
stand that it would not do.

The intervention of the little might, indeed, solve the
problem—ent the Gordisn-knot that had baffled Talbot

Ho paced to and fro in % dn-k quad till eight o'olock
)‘;‘ng out from the tower, Then he hurried away to meet

rie.

The gid came away
on, glad to breathe the
warmth of the wards, W
towards the Head's gar
and their interview was

the sanatorinm with her coat
of the quadrangle after the
a word she followed Talbot
it was quiet and secluded,
¥ to be scen.

om' Toff,”” murmured Marie,

** I decided long ago; T hnc not changed my mind.”"

Marie smiled,

. Then why have you asked me to come hore?”

I have just seen Frayne.”

* Veos, he has been asking for you. Ho knew me.”

“He knew you at once, Marie; and if there is anything
here—you umi‘erstundkhc will speak. Even if I keep silent,
he will speak.”

It i3 a new mmp}uatmn emiled the givl. ¢ But Joe is
& good boy; he likes me. He will not hurt me if he can
help it. And it anything happens here he will not, know
until_too laté. No one is allowed o carry disturbing or
exciting news into the wards. You are aware of that. And
if he ﬁ]}l“i\k» a[tuu'an.i«_aftu I am gone—it will not matter,
wi!l it, Toff?
N Marie ! muttered Talbot wretchedly.
thnl- had risen in his breast died away again.

oe will know nothing until it is teo late,”

“1 have given him my word that I will see to it,” said
Falbot, in a choking voice. * I've given him my word of
honour that he may be easy hli mind-~that 1 will see that
tho Professor does no harm here.”

“ Keep i, then!" said Maric scornfully. “TI am here at
your:merey.  You have only to po to Dr. Holmes and speak
a word.” “She held up her pretty wrists. * You can place
the handeufis here wxdx one word, Toff.”

The new hope

smiled Marie,

weovesbav: * GAST OUT FROM THE SGHWI.! dhi

»
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“ Don't, Marie!”

“* You will not do itf"” 2

“ You know I cannot!" groancd Talbot. = But—but I
swear that—that I will keep my word to Joe, at any cost. I
know you have begun already—you have been gaining in-
formation for the Professor-—--

“ As I used to gain it for you, Toff.”

““T know it! No need to rub that in. But it won't do,
Marie—it won’t do. Promise me this, at least—see your
father and try to make h|m give up his design. You mlghﬁ
(lo ﬂ'ln.l; at least for me.”

“On one mndmon, Toff?"

““ And that?

“ That yon come with us."”

** Tmpossible I

“Then there is”nothing more to be said,” said the girl
She looked at her companion. A ray of starlight
fell upon his face and showed it white and strained with
misery. “ Toff, don’t Jook like that!” There was & quiyer
in her voice. “* I don’t mean to hurt you, Bat

“ There's nothing more to be said,” multered Talbot
drearily. * There's only one thing for me to do—to go. But
if I go I shall not go back to the old life. I will brealk
stones on the road for my bread before I do that.”

“You must, Toff! If you leave here you must come to
us. “Vou must live,”

““'The world is wide,” said Talbot bitterly. * Wide enough
to let me keep as a distance from the Thieves Club, There
is ‘ﬂh\ﬂ\'l \\OIE for honest hands to do.”

"an are honest now, and will always remain so. Do
your worst, Marie. You will see thu I can keep my word."”

“J_T want to do my best for you,” faltered Maric. * I—
T will see my father, Toff. I will go to him. On my word,
if T can make him give up this acheme I will do so. I promise

you! And I, too, can kecP my word.”
Bc‘forn '];n']bot could reply the girl turned and left him,
arie ! -
But she was gone.
The Toff drove his hands deep in his pockeis and

strode away towards
Marie would keep her word. But whak fluence -swould
she have upon the cold, hntd unscrupulous cricksman?
Talbot had little hope Before him was a dark and dreary
prospect ; which ever way he looked there was no light.

CHAPTER 9.
Marie’s Father.
OM MERRY and Monty Lowther wheeled their bieycles
up to the Rylcombe Arms and leaned them against
a tree and walked to the i inn.  The chums of the Shell
had- been busy; they had been investigating, and they had
learned at least a little.

In a villuge like Rylcombe a stranger who stayed more
than a day was certain to be remarked ang
If the Professor was there, whatever his
his presence, at all events, would ba a sab;
among the villagers. And the two juniers had set ﬂnmsehc
to discover whether there was a stranger staying in_the
village. They had rlro;\pml in at eeveral places—]
Murphy’s tuckshop and Mr. Bunn’s, and the confectioner’'s’
and the bunshop. But it was from their old acquaintance
Grimes, the grocer’s boy, that they had learned that thero
was a_gentleman etaying at the Rylcombe Arms, who had
arrived the previous day. A regular nob, according to
Grimes, with no end of beard and whiskers and a beyeglass.
His name was Judd, and he was a very gencrous gent with
his money, as the boots of the ll\lcpn\be Arms, whe was a
special friend of Grimes' s, had_testified.

As Mr, Judd, at the Rylcombo Arms, was the only stranger
in the village that the iwo umors conld hear of, they had
resolved to have a look atMr. Judd. Beard and whisker
suggested disguise, at all mmlf‘m They remembored that
Mr. Packington had been so adorned, and he had worn
spectacles. A different colour in hirsvite adornments, and
an eyeglass instead of spectacles, would make a very effective
change of appearance. It ua{ moro than probable, of course,
that Mr, Judd was a quite harmless person. A commercial
traveller was what Grimes supposed him to be. Fut as the
only_discoverable stranger in the village, he was the only
possible object of the juniors’ investigations, and they were
thera to investigate! 1

So they procecded to the Rylcombe Arms finally, though
it was gotting towards the time when their leave would ba
up.” They did not want the expedition to be wholly in vain,

They ¢éntered the old-fashioned inn, whero they knew the
proprictor. That plump and rubicund géntleman told them
that "\Ir Judd was in the reading-room.
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To the reading-room the two juniors immediately proceeded.

Mr. Judd was alone there.  He was seated in an armchair,
reading the latest war news in the latest paper obtainable
at-Rylcombe. He glanced up carelessly as the juniors cameo
in, and then resumed reading his paper.

Monty Lowther eyed his companion humorously. Mr.
Judd looked a perfectly ordinary, respectable fentlaman of
about forty. He bore not the slightest resemblance to Mr.
Packington, who had d as a science master at St. Jim's.
He looked a bigger man—though that might have been due
to the cut and make of his clothes. Certainly he locked at
least tiwenty years younger. It was even difficult to know
if his eyes were of the same colour; for at St. Jim's Mr.
Packington’s eyes had always been covered by his glasses,

and the juniors had never noted their colour.

The only thing against Mr. Judd was the fact that he was
a stranger in Rylcombe, and, of course, that was nothing at
all. The juniors were at liberty to observe him as much as
they liked, but all they could observe was that he did not
Jook in the least like a suspicious person.

Tom Merry sat down at the table opposite Mr. Judd, and
while affecting to look over an illustrated paper he eyed the

man.

Mr. Judd did nat appear to observe it. Ie read his paper
calmly and in the most commonplace manner. 34

The two juniors strolled away to the deep bay-window,
and stoed looking out into the lighted street. Monty
Lowther nudged iis companion.

“ Well?” he whispered.

“ Looks all serenes!” admitted Tom Merry. 3

“ Can’t very well ask him if he's a_giddy cracksman in
disguise,” murmured Lowther, “and 1 nup_Ew_u you can’t
pluck a perfect stranger by the beard to see if it’s genuine—
what "

“ Fathead ! 2 s

“ Hallo ' murmuved Lowther, with a nod towards the
street. ** There’s Miss March,” i :

Tom Merry looked down from the window. Miss March
had just appeared in sight, coming down the old High Strect
with” her light, graceful walk, To the astonishment of the
juniors, she turned into the porch of the Rylcombe Arms
and disappeared into the inn. It was no business of theirs,
of course, but the juniors could not help wondering what
the Little Sister would have to do in the village inn at that
hour in the evening.

They looked round as the door of the room opened.

Miss March came in, and, without noticing the two juniors
in the deep window, erossed at once to the man seated by
the table. Tk

“J am sorry I am late!” she said, in her clear, swect
voice.

Mr. Judd rose -to his feet,
girl turned towards the juniovs.
advanced at once. ¢

“ Top of the evening, Miss March!” said Monty Lowther
cheerfully. g 4 ;

“ You are late out of gates,” said the Little Sister, in
surprise. I thought juniors had to be indoors by locking-

& -

p“Wa‘m ot a pass out,” explained Tom
Merry. *“We've got to be in by half-past
eight, though, anﬁ it's close on that mow.
If you are gong back to the school—""

“ Hardly safe in the lane at night, you
know, Miss March,” said Lowther. ‘It
would be a real pleasure to see yon back.””

Miss March snffled.

“My uncle will
school;” she gaid.

“ Your—your uncle?”

The juniors felt inclined to kick one
another.  This brown-bearded gentleman
with the eyeglass, whom they had sus-
pected of being a.possible eriminal, was the
uncle of Miss March, the Little' Sister of
the Poor. His business in Rylcombe was
explained; he had come there to see his
nicce!

“ Yea.” The girl turned to Mr. Judd.
“These two young gentlemen belong to
the school, uncle.”

Mr. Judd bestowed a nod on the two
juniors, Tom Merry and Lowther beat a
rapid retreat from the reading-room.

Outside the inn they locked at one
another grimly before they mounted their
bicycles. Tom Merry was frowning, but
Y ﬁrm lurked about Lowther’s face. He
could see the humorous side of the matter.
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“ What a disgusting sell!” growled Tom.

“ Horrid!” said Lowther. “ We've spofted the only
stranger in the village, and he turns out to be nursey-nursey’s
tame uncle.” A

““Then the Professor can’t be in Rylcombe, at all exents,”
said Tom,

““If he's come here, he may have put up in Wayland,™
remarked Lowther. * It's farther off, but— em !
Rather a big order to spot and examine all the strangers in
Wayland—a market-town, And we've only got five minutes
left.”
bﬂ“lf)}"‘ don’t be an ass!” growled Tom Merry. * Let’s get

ck 1

And the chums of the Shell rode back to St. Jim's.

In the room they had left Miss March was in conversation
with the man she had called her uncle. Marie's quick wit had
not failed her, unexpected as the meeting with the juniors
waa to her.

Mr. Judd scowled as the door closed behind the boys.

“ What were they doing here, father?"" asked Marie.

Mr. Judd, alias the Professor, shrugged his shoulders.

“ Staring at me chiefly,” he replied. * Only interested in
me hecauso 1 am a stranger here, E suppose—they cannot sus-
pect anything. T don't loock mmuch like Mr. Packingtom
now, Marie, do 17"

Marie langhed.

“ No, dad. But—but it's odd that they should be here. all
the same I Her pretty brows wrinkled for a nioment. ** The
Toff cannot have told them anything.”

The. Professor made an impatient gesture.

“ Never mind them. Have you any news for me?'”

“¥es,” said Marie.

“ The Toff—what has he said?”

“ That will never ecome back under any circumstances:
And he méans it, father—he means every word of it. He is
in earnest,”

The man with the eyeglass sneered.

“ He will ehange his mind; 1 shall see to that.”

““ It is useless, father.” 2

“ Nonsense ! Don’t argue with me,” said the Professor
harshly. *““ Why has he not already given me up, then? He
knows I am here. It is for your suke, Marie. And for your
sake, too, he will come back. If he does not, there are ways
and means—ways and means.” The Professor smiled cruelly.
" We shall see.”

¢ Father, there is more news than that. Db you remember
a little fellow in Angel Alley—a boy with a drunken father,
named Frayne?”

“ What of him "’

“ He is at the school.”

'I.'hc Professor started, and knitted his brows.

I remember. Hookey Walker told me something of that.
I had forgotien. T did not notice the boy when I was there;
he had changed probably. Certainly he did not know me.
I had forgotten. What of him? He is there—he has recog.

f nirfrl you ! The Professor gritted his teoth. * Is that so bl

“ He has spoken '’ exclaimed the Professor.

“No. He is ill. I nurse the poor litils
fellow. You know he used to be devoted
to me—and-he has not forgotten. He has
spoken to the Toff, and to calm him Talbot
has promised him to see. that—that—yvou
understand. Joe knows why I am there.”

“If he is ill, then he mneed not be
reckoned with,” said the Professor coolly,
“and if he has left it all in the Toff's
hands, it will be safer still. The Toff will

1ot speak.”

5 B“'.—"

“You are seeking frouble!” exclaimed
the Professor, with a sharp look &t the
clouded face of the girl. * Comie! What
zs\m _vour]mind‘! Tell me!”

Marie's lips quivered.

Complete “ Father, I—I can’t bear thi The

tears rose to her eyes.
Toff now, you would pity him—you would
have merey on him, If Kn wishes to leave
our ways, father, why not let him go? Let
us leave him in peace. Let us 22

The girl paused as she saw the bitter

“1f you saw the

sneer on the hard face before her.
“T1 expected something of the sort,”
said the Professor grimly, ¢ First the

Toff, and then you, Marie. Ho has de-
serted his old frignds, and he is inducing
you to desert your father.” =
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The Professor stepped into the train in Ry h-amb: slalxon

and watched him go. ‘The baffled plottér shook a s
muttered, ‘'Igo, Toff, but I st
remember——

that. Youn have not heard the last of me!
** The shriek of the whistle drowned his voice,  (See Ghapter 14.)

hall return—don’t duubl

d Talbot, with a bag in his hnnd stood on the plstt’m‘m
fist at him from the train window, I go now1” he
You shall

“T will never desert you, father,” said Marie firmly.
“ Whatever your fate may be, T shall always share it. Bui—
but T beg you to give up this scheme—leave the school in
peace—there is plunder elsewhere. Leave the Toff to lead his
new life. If he chooses to come back to us, let him come;
if he does nof, leave him alone. Father!"

** Is that all you have to say "

% @hat is all 1" said Marie, with a sinking heart.

* Very well; now I will give you your instructions,’
the Professor coolly.
there’

s for Fr'n\nr since he is ill
8 Nno d'mgcr in that quarter. And since
3 ou can take cere that he does not get
well in e to interfere with our |
 Father ! Tt was a ery of horvor
“ What are you s
would i
“Bah! Leave him out of the dise
fessor contemptuously. “ I tell you the
quarter. As for the Toff, we shall see.’” The Professor set
his teeth for a moment. “TIi is between him and me—man
. and boy—and we shall see. ,But you have your work to do,
Maria, I :msuf have money."
faltered Marie.
said the Professor sarcastics
What else am T in my profe
in need of it. Have they ta tken any special precautions. at
the school since I was there? It is likely enough 1

your charge,

n the unhappy girl.
ng? Do you think could—that

ion,” said the Pro-
is no danger in that

e T)ncs that
sion for? T am

*“I—I do not know——"

*“You do mot }u.nu 1" exelaimed the Professor fiercelys
“ You have been in the school twenty-four hours, and you do
not know! Take care, Mari Has the Toff persuaded you
to follow his new path, to the extent of allowing your fathes
to fall into a trapt”

“ Father I

“¥ do not think so, Marie. But until yon can give me
information I cannot get to work at the school. But you

n, Marie; you are free to act, and every little helps.” The

ardened rascal grinned. 1 tell you I am in need of money.
Owing to the Toff, T have spent, and have gained nothing n
return. My stay at St. Jim's was a deadl loss to me. At this
moment 1 have not five pounds in my pocket.’”

“ What do you want me to do, father?” said the girl dully.

1 want you to do what you are there to do,” said the Pro-
fessor savagely. ‘‘ There are rich boys there—there is money
to be had—plenty of it. = You know what you are to do.
Encugh of this. fore you were five years old, I had taught
you your busnma, and you ecould puk a pocket with any
professional in London. You know what you are to do.
order you to do it!”

Marie stood silent,

“ What does this mean?’ said the Professor harshly.
“ Why do you not answer me.? Has the Toff influenced you
so much then in one day? At his word you will abandon
your father—"
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% Never ! sajd Marie; but her voice had lost all its sweet-
ness, and sounded dull, lifeless. I will do as you tell me.

T have told yon what to do. Now do not stay longer;
do not wish to cause remark and suspicion, I sunpiose?”” grt
the Professor.

Marie shivered, and drew her coal more closely about her.
Without another word she quitted her father.

The Professor threw himself into his chair again, and
lighted a cigar. Through the darkness the girl was hurrying
back to St. Jim's—alone.

CHAPTER 10.
The Watch That Weat.
- AT Jove! This is yewy wemarkable !

B Arthur Augustus D'Arey’s expression, also, was

remarkable, as he made (hat statement.

““What's the trouble ?"' vawned Levison of the Fourth.

It was Monday, and lessons were over. The rain was
falling in the quadrangle, and most of the School House
Juniors were in their studies or the common-room—those who
were not **down ™' with influenza.

1t was in the common-room that Arthur Augustus stated
that it was very remarkable,
their heads to look.

The swell of St, Jim's was examining the kets of his
beautiful waistcoat. llﬂ seemed to expeet to find something
th'\n which was missing,

= I‘:oct Bﬂmethmg u'ked. Smith minor,

Arthur Augustus went through his waistcoat pockets again.

“ Anybody seen a watch?”" he asked.

_¥ Yc-n " said Monty Lowther,

“Oh, good! Pway hand it over ! said Arthur Augustus,
mlh great relief. " “T was afraid it was lost.”

“ Hand it over 7" asked Lowther,

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ But “hy should I hand you my watch?” queried the
humorist of the Shell, in surprise.

“You uttah ass! You said

“1 said I'd scen a watch—so I have.

“1 wegard vou as a fathead, Lowthah.
my watch?
want it."

£ Oh, rot; you've left it somewhere !” said Kerruish.

1 have not le[; it anywhah, Kewwuish. Somebody has
taken it off me,” said Arthur Auguutus firmly. “ I suppose
this i3 one of your twicks, Levison."

Levison started.

“1! What do you mean, you silly ass?”

i & wcfusc to be called an ass, Levison. You are always
piayin’ some wotten conjuwin’ twick, and yon Jtook my watch
once and hid it in my hat, you know you du.|

“Well, that was a Clark,’” said Levison.
Four alliy face."”

 Yaas, and now pway haud ovah my watch—"

“* Rats )" said Levison, ** I've seen nothing of it.”

“ Then where has it gone?” demanded Arthur Augustus.

* How should I know, fathead?” said Levison irritably.

b ¢ pwesume it is one of your twicks. Anyway, I want my
watch."

“Go and find it where vou left it, lhon, vou duffer. You're
always leaving something somew here,” growled Levison.

<« bad it on an hour ago,” said D'Arey. 1 wemembah
when 1 went to the sanatowium to see old Blake, Miss March
asked me the time when I went 1 took ont my watch to
tell her. 8o I must have ha on, you sce. And I
haven't looked at it since I took it oift of my pocket on that
occasion. .Su somebody must have taken it for a silly joke, T
pwesume."

#1 don't see how anvhm}\‘ could take your watch, Gusw
aanl Monty Lowther. Imhnps vou've dropped it.’

“ How could 1 dwop it, you duffah? It was fu:ioncd on
the chain, of course, and the chain was fastened on my waist-
coat. It has been t!nhookot] and the watch and the chain are
gone. I keep a soveweign purse on the end of my chain—a
little metal purse with two or thwee soveweigns in it—and it
it all gone. Now, I couldu’t poaall)i\' dwop the whole bizney,
could [7" i

“ 1 guess :l wouldn't be easy,’
can )umor.
Gussy.”

‘,")nm wathah, and Levison is the only chap who could do
it,” said Arthur Augustus, turning his pvegIﬂ,cg severely upon
the black sheep of the Fourth, * Levison is the only beastly
conjuwah in the house. Where's my watch, Levison ¥

Levison jumped up, rml w nh mgcr
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Mine.”
i Has anybody seen
Some silly ass has taken my watch off me, and 1

“T did it to watch

* said Buck Finn, the Ameri-
“ Somebody has hooked it off you for a jape,

+ “THE MAGNET" LIBRARY,
Every Monday.

Two or three fellows turned .

“THE DREADNOUCHT,”
Every Thursday.

“1 tell you I don’t know anything about your silly watch,”
ke shouted.

L Oh wats !
goat

4t Lan t you take my werd, you dummy ?"”

“1 wefuse to be called a d\lmmay. And you can hardly
expect me to take your w ord, Levison, when you know what
an awful fibbah you are.’

 Hear, hear !” murmured Monty Lowther,

Pway band it ovah, and don’t play the gidday

“Hand it over, amd don't be an ass, Levison,” said
Kerruish,
A joke’s a joke, but enough® as gm(l as.a feast,” said

(urh Gibson of the Third.
as

Lc\ ison stared round at the juniors in the common-room.
Ilis face was , and his eyes were gleaming, Truly, he
could not blame the fellows for not taking his word, for his
disregard for the truth was well known. It was true that
Levison had shown much improvement of late, and seemed to
have dropped many of his old bad ways; but an evil repn-
tation was not easily lived down.

“T tell you I don’t know anything about it,” said Levi-
son sayagely. “ The silly ass has left it somewhere nnr'l for-
gottL{| all ubuut it,”

“ Give Gussy his walch, you

i Ha.\u vou changed your waistcoat laiely, asked
Monty Lowther, with a ‘magisterial air.

e borlasnly not !

“You hmo worn the same waisteoat for a space of an hour
nmi n half?

“ Yaas, you fathead!”

“Then I move that you are called upon to explain this
departure from your usual habits,”” said Monty Lowther
severely.

“Yla, ha, ha !

€ Oh, pway don’t-be an ass, Lowthah! I want my watch.
And I want my soveweign-purse—there are two or thwee
soveweigns in it.

“ Yon don’t know exactly how many 7" grinned Kerrnish.

g IIun should I know, Kewwnish, when I have not looked

Gusay 1"

in i

it “ Yell, T genornﬂy know how many qunﬂs 1 have,” said the
Manx junior. *1 can usually count ‘em quite easllv, and
remember the total in my head.”

“ If you want to keep a pursé snd a chain safs, Gussy.”
said Lowther, with the solemnity which ml'plmd that a joke
was coming, ** there's a really safe way. You should keép a
watch on it.”

“ Pway keep vour wotten puns for. the * Weckly,” Lowthah.
You can put that wot in the comie column,” said Arthur
Augustus crossiy.

“I'm doing the comie column now,” said Lm\‘thcr cheer-
fully. “ I'll read you out a bit, if you like

“Oh, wats! I want my watch."

Lowther had been lcn{:blmg with a pencil on a sheet of
impot. paper. There might be influenza in the school, and war
on the frontiers; but Muntv Lowther’s Comic Column for
Tom Merry’s “ Weekly ** was never failing. And the humorist
of the Shell was very pleased with his Intest effort,

“ Listen to this, you fellows,” unheeding Arthur
Auvgustus, £

he BEI
test War News, as pawcé by the Censor—'
# Weally, Lowthah-
But Monty Lowther went on cheerily,

“On_the of , the regiment arrived at—.
Towards o'clock in the evening, they were engaged 't
the battalion of the ——. The engagement lasted —

hours, when owing to the arrival of and —, the
were foreed to retire to —.  We regret to report the loss of

but on the other hand our gallant have gained
-— not to mention The general advance of the

, in the direction of ——, had been highly successfuli and
we report the capture of three hundred —, two hundred
, and a la.rgs‘ supply of
* Ha, ha, ha!’ .
e on}h, Lowthah—"
“1 have also been p(‘r‘pntu\llug a counndrum,”  said

Lowther, with great satisfaction.
drum. When is a censor not a ceusor?

* Lowthah, you silly ass—"

“When is a censor not a_ecensor ? #" repeated I.m\tlmr

“ Give it up!™ yawned Kerruish,

“ When he's no sense, sir,” mphm] Lowther.

“ Hlow do vou make that out?” asked Kerr
* Is that a conundrum ?"

““Of course it is, and a jolly good one,” said Lowther in-
dignantly. *“ Blessed if I oughtn’t to put footnotes to my
comie column to explain to silly’ asses. When is a censorgnot
a rnmarf\\lmu he’s no censor—when he’s no sense, sir—

n_

“ Take your word for it,”

A rather good comum-

piTs

sh, puzzled.

said Keérruish,
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“ Why, you thumpmg ass—""

“ Well, I can’t say fairer than that," eaid Kerrnish. “I'll
take your word for it, on condition that you don’t explain it
any more,”

1 wepeat that T want my watch. I want—

“ Oh, blow your watch!™ growled Lowther,
thigs—==rt

“ 1 wefuse to listen to your wot. My watch has gone—""

“ Well, wasn't it made to go?” demanded Lowther.

“ You uttah ass ! shrieked Arthur Augustus, ‘1 wefuse
to listen to your beastly old puns. Levison, will you hand me
my watch, or will you not 1"’

*Fathead I'"" was Levison's reply,

And he swung out of the common-reom with an angry brow.

“ Well, bai Jovel!”

»
* Listen to

i Per!an it~ wasn't Leuxon, suggestt.d Crooke of the
Shel[ with an ill-natured grin. *‘ Levison “uuldn i keep it
if he took it, anyway. Ask Talbot if he's seen it.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy strode towards the cad of the
Shell, his eye gleaming behind his monocle.

“Are you mukin’ a beastly, cowardly insinuation against
my (\ueuri Talbot ¥ he asked, in measured tones.

Crooke backed away a little.

“0Oh, I didn’t mean—TI only said—

“You said a wotten, bnnat!\y Lowarﬂlv thing, Cwooke !”
said Arthur Augustus disdainfully. “¥ou know that old
Talbot is as stwaight as a die! P

“Well, we all know what he was!” sneered Crooke.
“And if your watch is rrally missing, what's becomo of it?
Levison says he hasn't taken it. And 1 suppose nobody but
a professional thief or a conjurer like Levison could take
your watch and chain oﬂ" you without knowing it!"”

“That's rlght enough,” said Smith minor.

“QOh, wats! It must be one of Levison’s beastly jokes, of
course |

“ But he says— >

“ \Vubbmh' V\r'n nll know he tells lies!"”

And Arthur Augustus walked away with a frowning brow,
The loss of his watch, which had been a present from his
noble pater, worried h:m and the possibility that, if it were
unltl found, suspicion mij Lht fall upon Talbot, worried him
still morg

For (Jen.mkes remark was just. Tt was r[x&y matter
for a watch and chain to be detached from DFArey’s waist-
coat without his knowledge.

Levison, who was a clever conjurer, capld have done it
casily enough.  He had often played: such’ tricks. = But if
Levison had®not done it, it was evidently the work of a
professional pickpocket, and such a person, of course, was
hardly to be expected within the walls of St. Jim’s—for
which reason it was quite clear to Arthur Augustus's mind
that Levison of the’ i}uuﬂh had done it. He remembered
Levison's old enmity towards Talbot “too. He might have

¢ g‘mfl{? it with the intention of throwing suspicion upon the
off.

True, Levizon had backed up Talbot since then, and had
been friendly with him; but there was no reliance to be
placed on the black shecp of the Fourth, ' Whether with

ad intentions or h a mistaken idea of humour, it was
Levison -who had “hfted" {hu watch; Arthur Augustus was
convinced of that,

CHAPTER 11.
Not the Toff!

ILDARE, tho captain of 8t. Jim’s, looked into the
unior common-room a littie later. There was a
rown upon his usually good-natured face

“Wh:Lh of you young rascals has been larking in my

study?’ he demanded, addressing the remark to everybody
present.

¢ Larking 1"’ saml ,Monty Lowther, in a shocked tone.
“Us! Oh, Kild

‘“ None of your ehcek’ said Kildare, who was nv:dent]y
not in a humour for Munty Lowther's little jokes. * Some
young ass has been larkmg in my study—in o specially snlIy
way, too! Who was it#*

“Not guilty, my lord I said Lowther.

“But what’s happened?’ asked Buck Finn.

“\omebod\ has taken the silver Challenge Cup,” said
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“Yes; and his sovereign-purse along with it, with two er
three quld: in it. Mo says it was taken off him without his
knowing it 1"’

Kildare started,

“That's very odd. I suppose there’s some precious
practical joker at work. Tl jolly well find out who it is,
too, and stop his joking I said the St. Jim's captain angrily;
and he strode out of the room.

The juniors looked at one another curiously. The 1os9|
of the silver cup—a very valuable trophy, won by St. Jim's
First Elmcnfful]uwmg upon the loss of Arthur Augustus’s
famous go]d *“ticker,”” which was well known to have cost
twenty--tive guineas, impressed the juniors strangely. If it
was the worl of a practwnl joker, he was a fellow who dealt
in valuables, evidently.

Kildare strode away to Mr, Railten’s study. He found
the Housemaster with an unusually serions expression on his
face, Kildare did not notice it for a moment.

“What is the matter, Kildare?”’

“Somebody has taken the silver tropby from my study,

sir,” said Kildare. “ I can’t get at who has done it. If you
would order an inquiry, sir—"

The Housemaster started.

“Do you mean that it has been stolen, Kildare?#?

“QOh, no, sir! It must be a lark, of course. _But the
young rascal who has done it uught to be caned. He might

damage it or lose it!”

“T hope it is a lark, as you say, Kildare.
odd.
house?

Kildare looked surprised.

“Yes; Crooke of the Shell nnlmnod to me that D’Arcy
has lost his mnmh. I supposé it is the work of the same
practical joker.”

“The fact is, Kildare, T also have missed somuﬂnnf from
my study,” said Mr. Railton gmvel) had only just
made the discovery when you entered.”

“By dJove, sir!” sid Kildare,
serious?'?

“ A number of currency notes, amounting to ten pounds,”
said the Housemaster quietly.

** Phew |”

Kildare could not help locking surprised. It was nof like
Mr. Railton’s usually careful habits to leave money whero
it could be haundled: The Housemaster understood his

But it is very
Have you heard of anything else being missed in the
P

startled. - “ Anything

00K,

“1 am not usually careless with money, Kildare, as you are
aware. I was doing the House accounts, and bad taken
the money from my desk, where T keep it locked, when I
was called away to see the Head, who wished to speak fo
me. I put the notes, with my papers, in the table.drawer.
When I came back, a few minutes ago, they were gone. .
"The papers are Just‘ where T left them, but the notes have
been taken !

Kildare knitted hzs brows.

“That doesn’t look like a practical _]n'k(-, sir.
been a theft.”!

“T fear s0.” ol

“I—I say, sir] That's rotten—a thief in the house ! said
Kildare, with a worried look. L

“It is very serious. I am afraid it may cause some “of
the boys to think unpleasant things on the subject of peor
Talbot! In a matter like this, he is certain to_be thou; hﬁ
of in comnection with it. T am Ycrfcctly convinced of
honesty, of course.  Suspicion fell upon him once be!nre,
when Tresham of the Fifth was the guilty party. Tho
poor boy will always have that difficulty in connection with
his past. However, in this, case, probably the matter may
be cleared up as far as he is concerned. I was not absent
from my study more than a quarter of an hour—from seven
to a quarter past. I shall ascertain at once whﬂm Talbok
was at the time. Do yon know where he is now?’

Kildare shook his head.

*1 understand that he shares Tom Merry's. studv whﬂe
his study-mates are in the sanatorium,” he “said.
not in the’ common-room; l bave just come from there, He
may be in Meérry’s Ellldy

“1 will go there at onece.
return.”

* Certainly, siv.”’

Mr. Railton proceeded at once to the Shell passage. Ho
tapped on the door of Tom Merry’s study.

“(Come in!” sang out Tom’s cheery voice

The H entered, and lnlbnt and Tom Mer ry, who

It must have

Pray wait for me here #ill T

Kildare, T suppose it is an idjotic lurk and I'm going to
warm tho larky person when I ﬁw 5

at an inducement for hun tc o\m ap ed
Lowther.

*“1 say, that cup’s worth ten gumem,” said Kerruish.
“ Somebody has pinched it, Kildare !"
** Nonsense I’ said the cnpimn of St. Jim's sharply. *“It's
y ]akr.-, of course!"”
“*Gussy's just lost his watch, too,” said Crooke,
“D'Arcy! His watch?” exelaimed Kildare,

weohesbav: “‘GAST OUT FROM THE SCHOOL!™

were there, rose to their fe(,t at once.

The Housemaster’s expression showed them at once thak
he had come on a very unusual ecrrand, and they waited
uneasily for him to speak.

“T wish to speak to you, Talbot,” said Mr, Railton quietly,
“There has been a very unplnusant happening—soma
Tm.xsury notes have been taken from my study!”

Tre Gem LiBrary.—No. 361
A Magnificent New, Long. School Tale
= %%';» Merry & GO. B? MAH’T‘% CLIFFORD. o




Talbot turned white.

*Oh, sir!

“ Don’t imagine <that T su,spene you for one moment,
Talbot,” said Mr. Railton kindly, % My object is to ascertain
at once where you were at t I(mc, so that your name

cannot be dragged into the matter.”

*“You are very d, sir,” stammered Talbot.

“1 find you in this study,” pursued the Housemaster,
X Hon long have you been here, in company, with Merry 2

don’t know, sir—about half an hour.”

“* About that, sir,” said Tom Merry.

“Whoever went into my study must have done so between
seven and a quarter past,” said Mr. Railto. * During my
absence, vou understand. You: see the importance of the
matter, Merry. Can yon assure me that Talbot was with
you here before seven o'clock?”

¥ Yes, rather,” said Tom Merrﬁ‘ promptly, I heard
seven o' clock strike while T was tn to Tslhot, sir,"!

“Yery ood‘ heard seven o'elock strike before I left
my studv said Mr. Railton. * Talbot has been here ever
since?

“ Yes, sirgee=

“ He has. left the study?”

Tom paus

“ He went oub to get a map, sir—only into his study, It's
next door, sir.  Wao wero talking about the war in Flanders,
sir, and Talbot fetched his map to show me Dixmude. But
he only popped mto the next study and back again—two
minutes at the most.”

“ Yon are quite sure of that, Merry? He could not have
doacendcd to my study and returned in less than five
minutes.”

“Two minutes at the most, sic. I just sturcd the fire
wlulc he was gone, and then he was back again.

Ir. Railton nodded.

‘ That settles that pointgthen. T am very glad of this.
You must not suppose, Talbet, that suspicion regarding you
entered my mind for a_n nt. y desire simply was to
prevent suspicion enteung Other minds, and that is accom-

plished now. Mcrr\ s evidence is quite sufficient.’””

* Thank you,
l':]l\[r. lebon 5uve the jamiors a kind nod and left the
study.

Talbot, old man!” he
ont chaps would have said

““Not thal any of :
& word about you; but there are some of them—Crooke and
his set—who nrnght have tried to make capital out of it

It's lncky, isn’t it?"”

Talbot did not rep! He had sunk into his chair. His
face was white as death, and his eyes had a hunted look.

“Talbot, old man, what's the matter? You can’t think
that any! body would suspect you now!” exclaimed Tom
LrITY.

Ta.Ibot shook Lis head.
“Tt'snot that!”
4Then what's the matter?”
eaven help me ™. ed Talbot, “It's come at last!”
Merry risguded in amazement and alarm.
'I'a bot, what's come at last? What do you mean?”

Talbot did not reply.

Tom \ierr put his hand on his shoulder.

Sl say! What's the matter with you? It's a
beastly uupleasant thing to ha&pen but it needn’t v\'h‘n you.
!t’s nothing to do with you. here are you going?

"albot had risen to his feet.

* Don’t talk to me now, Tom.
want to think this over.

He quitted the study without another word.

Tom Merry did not follow him. He stood rooted to the
floor. It was impossible that the Toff could have done that—
impossible! But what was the causo of his strange emotion
—of the horror that Tom had read in his stricken face?

‘The captain of the Shell felt a chill at his heart. His faith
in his chum did not waver. But—but what was the matter
with Talbot?

he muttered. “I—I-—I

CHAPTER 12,
Levison on the War-path:

R. RAILTON returncd to his study with a thoughtiul
brow. Kildare gave him an anxious, inguiring
glance.

“ Talbot is quite cleared of possible suspicion,” said the
Housemaster quietly. *‘Ho has been with Tom Merry in
:_us stlul) since beforo seven o'clock. I have Merry’s word
or it."
¢ That quite clears him, then, sir.’

“¥es. It remains to find the g nll.y party. Thera is a
possibility that tho affair ma tum out to bo a foplish

Tre Gy LIsraRY,—No. 36.

OUR COMPANION PAPERS -

‘“THE, Mlﬂlll'l' " LIBRARY,
‘Every Monday.

‘inquiries at once,
In a very short time the School House was in a buzz withy

&

THE BEST 3o LIBRARY ©®~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3% LIBRARY. "$"

practical joke. In any case, it @ matter for mqiun and
severe punishment, The fact that the notes were taken from
here between seven o'clock and a quarter-past narrows down
the inquiry considerably. It must be ascertained who passed
along this passage in that timeg and cach person who can
be found to have done so must gﬁc an account of himself.”

ol saw no one, sirt’”

“ No one, excepting one of the nurses, who was with the
Head when I went to see him.. Miss March must have come
out this way. I saw no one in the passage, save Langton.
Of course, Langton is above suspicion—a prefect of the Sixth.
Still, I will speak to Langiun, as a matter of form; he may
have seen someone too.”

Kildare coloured a little. Langton of the Sixth was his
chum, and as amugllt a fellow as ever breathed; but there
had been a time when Langton had been :.(r:kless, and had
got himself into a scrape with a bookmaker. If the thief
were not discovered it might mean some unpleazantness for
Langton.

Mr. Railton did not waste time.

He procecded to make

the news.
There had been three distinct thefts, all within a shnrt
space of time—I’Arcy’s watch, the silver cup, and
Railton’s banknates, 1If it was indeed the work of a ﬂuzf
the rascal had made a haul of close upon fifty pounds.
the idea that there was a thief in the School

Talbot was clearly proved. Tom Meny's evidence proved
conclusively enough that it couldn't have been Talbot—

House wag ©
scouted by most of the fellows, especially when the alibi of s

though few of the fellows would have suspected him, in any |

case. The Toff had made an impression npon_ his school:
fellows that was not easily shaken; they believed that, what-
ever he had been in his unlucky eallv days, he was straight
as a die now.

Even Crooke-had nothing to say on that peint after hearing
of Talbot's alibi. The cad of the Shell did not venture to

cast doubt upon Tom Merry's word.

“It's not a thief at all!’”’ Arthur Augustus announced, in
the most decided manner. ‘I wefuse to ieve anythin’
of the kind. It's a wotten pwactical joke: and the beast
who has done it means to let the things hn found somewhah,
and laugh in his sleeve at us aftahwards.”

“I hopo it's s0,” said Tom Merry. “It's a jolly queer
sort of a joke |huugh' And if it's a joke, who's the joker?”

Arthur Aupgustus sniffed.

““ There's only one fellow who's cunnin’ mough to play
\rol.ten jokes like that! You all know him!”

Me, of course!"” exclaimed Levison furiously.
Arthur Augustus looked at him steadily.
* Yaas, you, of conrse!” he said.

““Nobody but you could 2

have whisked off my watch and chain without my BCB:II'I it

You've done it before, for a wotten joke; and vo“ ve done
it agfu\m for a wotten joke.”

¢ Why, you wottah—""

Look Tiero, Levison,” said Tom Merry seriously, © if this
is one of your queer jokes, the best thing you can do is
to own up before if goes any further!”

“ Make a clean breast of if, and an off with five hundred
lines,” urged Mouty Lowther. * I it goes on you'll be set
down as a thief.”

Levaaon panted.,

“ You—you fools!

# Oh, draw it mild!’

“ Bettah lauguaﬂ-e, you wottahs!”

“T tell you I know nothing about it!" shricked Levison.
“Of |course, you are all down on me! I expect that from
\uu'

dnnt want to be down on you,” said Tom Merry.
"B\st it's plain enough that you are the only chap who
could have got Gussy's watch without his knomng it. You
can play those beastly conjuring tricks, and you've done it
lots of times. Who else in the House could have done it?

There are no professional pickpockets here.”

Levison sneered bitterly.

“ Are you trying to make me say something agamst
i know that it wasn’t Talbot any more than it was

You idiots!™ he shouted,

G \\a all know that it wasn's Talbot,™
“That's been proved, if it wanted provi But it hasn't
been proved that it wasn’t you. Nobody “suspects you of
being a thief; but. this is just the kind of rotten joke you've
plnved beinrc

1 give you my word!” said Levison.

* Tom Mcnv was silent. It went against the grain to donbt
anybody’s word, with him.

But Arthtr Augustus broke out wrathfully:

% You gave e your word lash time when you took my

™

said Tom hotly.
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tickah and hid it in my toppah.
whoppahs!”
3 {‘m h.llmsr the truth now,” said Levison desperately.
“ You don t behue me?* demanded Levizon fiercely.
** No, ¥ don’
Lc\:soll advancm! upon him
a’hifn put up your lumd.s, you rotter "
*“Oh, cheese it, Levison!” said Tom Merry.
a mauer for ﬂghtlng. Chuck it 1"
The juniors all Jooked at Levison in surprise. He wae not
a fighting-man as a rule; but he was_fairly on the war-path
il

And you were telling

4 This isn’t

W,

D Arcy will take back what he's aid, or he's going to
ﬁrvh: me liere and now ! said Levison between his tecth.
wefuse to take back a slnj,le word.”

Then take that!”
Ow—wow I > Y
“That " was a dot on Arthur Augustus’s aristocratic nose,
which brought the water to his eyes.
e staggered back; but only for a moment. The next
tant he dnoppod}ﬁ nyeg]us, ‘rushed back his cuffs, and
t for Levison like a whitlwin
= 8 Hhut the door,” grinned Lowther; *“ we don’t want any
‘profects hopping in. Go it, Gussy! One for his nob!”
erruish hastily closed the

loor of the common-room.
Arthur Augustus and Levison were ** going it ” hammer and
tongs, The jumiors gathered round in a ring, cheering on
the snell of St. Jim’s.
it, Gussy!"

: Eﬂ]:i‘“m benns“’

Ve your tie!

“ Ha, ha, ha!

rrampmg to and fro, panting, glaring, the two juniors

hmnmemd another. Levison soon had * bellows to
mend "—eigi s m the study were not good for the wind:
But he up an unexpmt,edly fight.

Arthur Augustus's Greek nose beg-n to mmmble 'Y Roman
one; it was, as Lowther h eclar d into
a Romo-Greeo boko. His left eye blmkml ]mmfulﬁ' But
Levison was getting very severe punishment. At the end

of six or seven minutes a terrific right-hander ewept the black
sheep of the Fourth off his feet, and he bumped heavily on
the floor.
“ Well done, Guuy'
“ Buck up, Levison !
chxson lay panting. He was evidently ‘‘ done.”
* Get up, you wottah"’ ehouted Aﬂhur Augustus, whose
noble blood was up. I am goin’ to give you a feahful
thwashin’ 1"
“ Ow!"” groaned Levison,
TOw !
“ Time!" chirped Korru
“TI'm done!” growled Levison savagely.
Arthur Augustus unclenched his warlike firsts.
“Vewy well, Levison; if Yyou are done, that's all wight.
But I expect you to own up.”
** You rotter !'* groaned Levison, “T don't know anything
uﬁout your beastly vtatch. T hope you won't find it, that's

Right on the wicket I

“Ow! Ow! Hang you!

“Weally, you waseal—'" Arthur Augustus seemed  in-

clmml to begin again, but Tom Merry yanked him back,

“'Nuff's as good as a feast, Gussy. Besides'—he hesi-
""?ﬂ"”l_l cant help thinking that Levison is telling the
tru

*“ For onct ! murmured Lowther.

“Oh, wats!” said Arthur Augustus. “I pwesume that
you are not duffer mough to suppose that I have made a mis-
take, Tom Mewwy ?

“Impossible, of course I remarked Lowther blandly.

“I give you my word I don’t know anything about it,”
said Levison. *If that’s not good enough for you, you can
go and eat coke !

And Levison limped away to bathe his eye, which needed
it badly. Even Arthur Augustus was a little impressed by
the way he spoke

“ But—but it must have been him, deah boys!” he ex-
claimed.  “If it wasn’t Levison, Tom Mewwy, who was it "

“Oh, don’t ask me!” said Tom

The captain of the Shell was puzzled and perplexed. He
did not believe that Levison was the culprit. But il it was
not Levison, who was it?
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CHAPTER 13.
The Toff's Resolve.
= ARIE "

The girl started.

Marie had come out of the school hospital, loolk-
ing a little pale and tired. The rain had ceased, and the
stars glimmered in the dark sky. As the girl came down
the path towards the qundmnge a dark figure detached
itself from the blackness of the trees, and stood before her.

“You startled me, Toff,” said Marie, with a catch in her
hrnnrh,

I have been hamng an hour for you,” said Talbot,

“You want to seec me ¥’

“Yes. You know why

Marie peered at him in the dark. She could see thab
Talbot's face was deadly white. Her own lock was uneasy.

““ Why, Toff ¥’ she asked, in a low vai

“1 know what you have done, Marie,”

“ What have I done?"”

Talbot made a weary gesture,

“It has come at last, Marie. You have done what tho
Professor ordered you to do. I am not condemning you.
Heaven knows that six months ago I should have acted as -
you have acted, I have no right to judge you, to condemn
you, But I know what I must do, Marie, and I am geing
to do it.””

The girl’s face hardened.

¢ What are you going to do?"’ she asked quief Iy

I am going to keep my word to Joe Frayne, smd Talbo
steadily. *I am going to do my duty by the Head.

“¥You are gum]g to betray me?

Talbot shiver

“No. Never that! T am going to see the Professor, :md
unless he goes I am gnmrr to denounce him to the police.”

“You will never—="

“1 shall I

There was a short silence.
determination.

“He has left me no nﬂ.el resouree,” he said.
your sake, Marie, not keep silence now.
what has been stolen llllhﬁ be returned, Marie,
must leave the schm)

“You are too late’

“Too late ?” said Talbot, with a start.

Marie gave a little mmkmg TUg.

“ Did Fou think that I should carry the loot about with
;ne. or place it in my room? It is already in the Professor's
hands,”

“ But—but—— So soon? How---how——

“Oh, you are dull!” said the girl.
hecn here—""

“ Within the gates? Impossible! The gates are locked at
dark, and the thefts were not committed till after dark.’

“Not within the Wﬂl]b, said Marie.

“You mean that——"

“1 mean that I have done what I was commanded to do—
as you would have done before you deserted us,” said Marie
scornfully. “ The Professor was in waiting ontside the walls
after dark—-wmtmg for my signal. An hour ago I gave the
signal, and he arswered it, and a bag was tossed over the
wall. Do you understand now ¢’

“ Then—then the Plunder what you have takon—ig 1o
longer i in the school 2 said Talbot, drawing & long breath.

# No.”

“I—I did not expect that.”
gloomily. * But it is all one.

“ He.will not!'”

“Then he shall take his choice between that and arrest !
said Talbot, between his teeth.

“ And 17" said Marie bitterly. *“Is that your fu(-rldqlup,
Toff 7 Where my father goes, I go. You know that?”

*“You can leave in safety.”

“T cannot. When he is arrested, it will be known that ¥
am his daughter. Two of your friends already have seen
me with him, and T ealled him my uncle, to deceive them.
Even if I keep silent, it will known. And the stolem
things—it will be known that they were stolen by someona
inside the schc-o?. You will send me to prison, Toff, as well
as my father.”

Talbot gave a groan.

::{rcannut do tl at, Mﬂr]x(e e

oumin nless yon keep sien

“ Marie !”‘gg e

“ T—I could not face that, Toff,”’ whispered the gul 2
—T could not! Toff, you won't bring that on me?

“T must keep my word to Frayne. I must do my duty
lmie, or feel myself an ungrateful villain!” said Talbok

ul

Mnrie's eyes flashed.

Talbot's tone rang with grim

“ Even for
And—and
And you

“ How too late #”

”
“The Professor has

=

Talbot knitted his brows
He shall return it.”
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* You will send me to prison?” 3

“No, no, no!" gasped Talbot. * Never t‘har!_
some wa, sftllore must be some I will

% There is no way. What T have taken—I make no secret
of it to you—let it be found upon my father, and my guilt
is proved. Fven you could not save me then from dnsv‘ruee,
Tuin, prlsnu' t

“Marie!” groancd Talbot.

“What is lhc use of fighting against your fate?” said the
girl softly.  Break with it all, Toff, and come back to us.’

“ Never !

4 fh(‘u do your worst !

rst, Marie—to you!" said Talbot bitterly. He
pressed hand to his throbbing brows **There must be
some way to save my honour, and yet to save you—there
must !

“ There is no way but silence.”

“Marie! You don’t understand—youn can't understand !
The House is full of it now—the thefts ! Someone may be
suspected—someone who is innocent! I cannot keep silent
—1 cannot !

“Then betray me!" said the girl,

“And that 1 cannot do.”
arie laughed softly.

“But one or the other you must do, Toff—and you must
not betray me. That I know !

“You know it only too well, Marie!” said Talhot
wretchedly. © You know I would "die to save you, if need
were. 1 must save you—and I must do my duty. Ah!

Marie looked at him curiously, peering at the white face
in the dark. A sudden light had come into Talbot's eyes.

“What are you thinking of, Toff?” muttered the girl,
vaguely uneasy.

“There is one way—the only way.

““ And that?’

“I am going to the village now. TUnless the Professor
veturns the stolen things to me, and leaves by the evening
train, I shall denounce him. That I have resolved upon.
Nothing shall alter that. But as for what has bepn stolen,
it shall never be known that it was by your hand,”

“It must be known—-""

“No! The innocent will suffer for the guilty,” said
Talbot quietly, “It will not be difficult to make them
believe that the Toff has broken out again, and resumed his
old ways—that it was I who conveyed the plunder to the
I’nu[esaor‘ It is ruin for me; but I ghall save you.

“You

There is

"Elmugh said, Marie. Good-bye! You will not see me
again.”

“Tho gnrl caught him by the arm as he wi

““Toff You don’t mean that! You
foss—'"

“I shall confess.’

“Tt will be mm o

“I know it.”

#They will send you to prison—

Y Botter send me than you, Maric

_ Her grasp upon his arm tightened.
his-—wet now with tears.

“Toff I You vmuld do that? You care so much as that?”

“¥ou shall soe.’

“But—but it is madness!" panted Marie. “ Toff! They
will send vou to prison—what of your new life—vour good
[mme" Have you forgotten all that ?"”

“ I have not forgotten,” said Talbot dully. * Better keep
my honour than my good name, if T cannot kecp both. Let
me go, Marie,”

“ But—but—""

“ There's nothing more to be said. You shall not suffer;
that I promise you. After all, perhaps the end was bound to
come—the fight's been too huré’ for me. You shall be safe,
Marie. Your father will be silent—he will be glad enough to
see mo suffer i in your place,” said Talbot, with a bitter smile.
“ Let me go?

& But—but—"" moaned Marie,

Talbot drew himself away. Marie stood unsteadily, looking
after him in the darkness, panting. She reeled against a tree,
wet with rain, her brain in a whirl. . Her father would never
yield—she felt sure of that. And—and Talbot was to suffer
in her place—to save-her. That was his retusn for her share
in lho plot against him. The girl’ s hemt achéd with misery.

““ Toff " she called out. * Toff I'

But lh?re came no reply. The Toff, the sport of the strange
Tate, whose struggle for right and “honour had comte ko a
tragic end at last, was gone. The black night had swallowed
up the hurrying ﬁgure, and Marie was alone—alone in the

darkness, weeping.
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turning away.
~you will con-

Hgr eyes looked into

& T'll DREADI QUCHT,"”
ry Th

CHAPTER 14.
Beaten at the Finish,
» ELCOME !
Mr. Judd, alias John Rivers, alias the Pro-
fessor, spoke the'word with a sarcastic smile. Mr.
Judd, the only guest in the Rylcombe Arms, had the reading-
room to himself that evening. He had been using the tele-
phone in the corner, and as he laid down the receiver the
door opened, and Talbot strode in,

The Shell fellow of St. Jim's closed the door behind him,
and came directly towards thc Praf\ ss0r.

 They told me you were in here,” he said.

“ Yes—and glad to see you, Toff,” said the Prﬂff‘asﬂl‘
“ Welcome! You have. decided at last ¢

The Professor rubbed his hands.

“ Good!" he said. * Good, my boy! I knew how it must
end—you were bound to come back, Toff ! You'll
welcome—all bygones will be furgﬂtten. what? They won't
bear any malice for your desertion, TDII—-t,hey will hn too glad
to have you back, But I'm glad you've decided.”

Talbot laughed harshly.

“ T have dl‘cld?d, " he said.
my decision.”

Juh'n Rivers looked at him sharply.

‘: What do you mean? You are coming back?'’
“No 1"

“ But I have not yet told you

“ Then why are you here?” demanded the Professor
savagely. * Ias anything gone wrong at the school? Has
M B g g

nr\e—u

“ Marie is safe—and will lr‘maln safe, She has carried out
your orders, and you have the stolen property. That is what
I have come for.”

The Professor laughed.

““ You are joking, of course.”

* You \ulE find %mt T am not joking.” Talbot looked at his
wafch. ** 1 have broken bounds to come here. It is a quarter
to nine. There is a train that leaves Rylcombe at nine-five.
You are going to take that train, and I am going to see you
take it."

“ Really 2"

“And befm'e you go, you are going to haml me the things
that Marie took from the schooi at vour orders.”

“ You are quite amusinj yaw ned the Professor,

o Or else,” said Talbot, %ns voice deepening, his eyes gleam-
1ng— or else you will be handed over to the police now—at
once,

The Professor yawned,

“ 1 am in carnest!” said Talbot.

“ And Marie 7 said the Professor, watching him narrowly,
in spite of his assumption of indifference.
have overlocked, my friend, that it was Matle v
me these trifles—now m my possession. Are you prepnred ta
smd Marie to prison?

¢ Marie need not suffer, unless yon choose to betray her,”
said-Talbot, with white lips. * Villain as you are, you will
not do that."”

“Tt will not rest with me. It will be known that those
articles were stolen inside the school, and that T cannot have
done it. Tt will be known that the thief was in St. Jim's.’

““That is true,”

¥ Vet you say that Marie will not suffer.”

! 8he will not suffer—for I shall confess to the theft,” said
Talbot huskily. ** Now do you undersiand 2™

 You!l” gasped Hm Professor. * You are fooling me.”

“I am in earnest.’

“ You lie!” said the Professor ficrcely. * You think you
can deceive me—an old hand! You will go to prison—you
will lose your liberty—lose everything—for the sake of re-
stunng these wretched trifles, worth Afty pounds at the

Gat—*!

e I shall suffer to save Marie.
my terms. Will you go?”’

* I will not g

“ You do not belmc that T am in earnest 7"

¢ Hardly."”

“ Very well,” said Talbot,
refuse "

T refuse.”

‘ Then all is said.”

Talbot crossed the room, and took up the telephone-receiver.
The ‘Professor watched him with ,burning eyes. Was it
possible that the boy was in earnest after all, he wondered
savagely. Talbot spoke into the rcpo\\ et

* Number one-nought-one, please !”

“ What number is that?” asked the Professor, with a
mocking smile, as Talbot stood like a statue, receiver in hand,
waiting for his number, 3

“ The police-station,” said Talbot quietly.

John Rivérs clenched his hands.

That is, unless yon come to

with a deep breath. “ You
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nd he

“ You are bluffing me,” he said, between his teeth.
dare not call up the police!”

Talbot did not answer. IHis resolve was taken;
was past argument now. Ife waited in grim silence.

he bell rang.

Talbot spoke again, clearly and calmly, the Professor
watching him with clenched hands and burning eyes,

Ty tgat Rylcombe Police-station 7 asked Talbot clearly.

% Yag1?

1 wish to speak to Inspector Skeat 1™ 2y

“ 1 am Inspector Skeat! . What is wanted?”

The Professor had np[laroachgd—he strained his cars to
listen, and caught the reply. His face went white. i
*Toff 1" he muttered thickly. * You—you dare not—

And Talbot replied:

ill you go?”
No ! snarled the Professor.

Talbot gave a shrug of the shoulders. " )

* What's wanted #’” came the inspector’s sharp voice again.

And Talbot replied: 3

“1 have information to give. The cracksman, John
Rivers, alias the Professor, is now in Rylcombe :
A savage curse dropped from the Professor’s lips. He

ed Talbot's arm, and dragged the receiver away.
Enou h! A thousand curses! I will go!” 3

“ You have decided only just in time ! said Talbot grimly.

“T will make you repent this!” hissed the cracksman.
* You shall suffer for it—you shall suffer—""* .

“ You have none too much time to catch the train, and
Inspector Skeat knows now that you are in Rylcombe,” said
Falbot quictly. ** You have no time to lose.”

The professor realised that. He made a movement towards
the door.

* Where is what T have come for?” asked Talbot calmly. .

*“Tn my room, curse you, Toff I

“T will come with you.” 3 T

Two minutes later the Professor ““%i’d."ﬂ"? the train in
Rylcombe Station, and Talbot, with a bag in his hand, stood
on the platform, and watched him ‘The baffled plotter
shook a savage fist at him from the t vindow.

“T go now !’ he muttered. * I go, Toff; but I shall return
—don't doubt that. You have not heard the last of me! You
shall remember—" > 3 3

The shriek of the whistle drowned his voice. The train
plided out of the station, and the Professor disappeared from

albot's sight. Quietiy the junior turned and left the station.

4

“Toff ¥* The whispered voice in the dark guadrangle
made Talbot start. He had climbed in over the school wall.
Marie, her white face wet with rain, caught him by the arm.
Marie! You bere!” 3 ;

“] have been waiting—waiting and watching for you!”

anted the girl breathlessly., * Toff, you have scen him? I
Enn\\' he will not go! Toif, T shall confess everything. You
shall not suffer for me! If he will not go, Toff, you shall not
suffer '

Talbot smiled gently. .

It is finished, Marie. He is gone,” $

“ Gone!” murmured Marie. e recled; the reaction was
too much for her. Talbot caught her in his strong arm.

** Yes, Marie. He has gone, and in this bag I have all that
was—was taken. I shall leave it where it can be found in the
morning. It will be supposed. that it was taken for a joke,
and it will be forgotten. There is nothing to fear, Marie.
Dear Marie, calm vourself. The danger is over now.”

A long shudder ran through the girl. <

“J—1I have been waiting—so long—for you to come back,’”
she whispered. I would not have let you suffer, Toff. And
—and he is really gone?”’

“ T watched him into the train.”

Marie gave & sob,

* And you are saved, Toff, and I am safe—safe! But they
will miss me in the ward. T must go back. But before I go,
Toff, you have my word, so long as I am here, there shall be
nothing more—nothing more of that, You understand?”

Talbot drew a deep breath, and his face grew very bright.
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** Whatever my father says, there shall be nothing more of
it here! Nothing. I—I am ashamed, Toff, and yet that
has never come to me bef: I have never cared. It is you
who have made the difference, Toff.™

Talbot pressed her hand silently.

Marie Igittpd away into the darkness. A quarter of an
hour later Talbot entered his study in the School House.
Tom Merry and D’Arcy were there finishing their prepara-
tion, and Monty Lowther was busy upon his Comic LTuFumn
for the * Weekly.” They all locked inquiringly at Talbot.

“Where have you been, you boundah?’ asked Arthur
Augustus, “ You haven't done your pwep. You will get
into a wow in the mornin’.”

Talbot smiled. He could smile now.

“ What about supper?” he said cheerily. *‘I've had a walk,
and I'm hungry. Never mind prep. for once. T'll chance it
with Linton.”

Tom Merry gave him a silent look, The Toff met his eyes
with a smile. And Tom Mnrr‘y understood that the trouble,
whatever it was, that had weighed like a_ black cloud upon
his chum, was lifted. He asked no questions; he was only
too glad to see Talbot his old sclf again, And supper in Tom
Merry’s study was a merry meal that evening.

e

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made a surprising discovery the
next morning.

He went into Study No. 6, so long deserted, for a book to
lend Talbot, and there, upon the table, he beheld a startlin
sight—nothing less than Kildare's silver cup, his own wat
and chain and sovercign-purse, and ten banknotes for one
pound each, set out in surprising array.

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Aungustus,
fellows 1"

My hat{? =

“ The. giddy plunder !’

“ And a mpote with it, bai Jove !  exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, taking up a slip of paper that was pinned round
his watch-chain. On the paper was written, in block-letters,
evidently for the purpose of leaving no clue in handwriting,
“RETURNED WITH THANKS!”

*“ Then it was a silly, practical joker after all,” said Tom
MorQ', with a deep breath of relicf.

“ Yaas, wathah! You fellows will wemembah that I told
you so all along !’ said Arthur Augustus triumphantly.

*“ Wonders will never cease,”” remarked Lowther. ** Gentle-
men, Lcall upon you all to witness the fact that the one and
only Gussy Adolphus has been right for once I

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Lowthah

* Beiter call Mr. Railton to take those things,” said Tom
Merry. “T'm jolly glad it’s turned out to be only a rotten
fo ”though I don't envy the joker if Railton gets hold of
him.

“TLook heah, ¥ ot

i

Mr. Railton, too, was very glad to discover that the purs
loining affair was evidently only a practical joke. he
Housemaster made some efforts to discover the unknown
practical joker, but in vain. However, the missing property
was restored to its owners, and there was no harm done, so
the matter sgon dropped. The fellow who remembered it
longest was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. The swell of St. Jim's,
in fact, was never quite tired of reminding his chums that he
had said all along that it was simply a practical joke.

Arthur Augustus was very satisfied with the perspicacity
he had shown on that poi There was another point, hows=
ever, upon which he was not quite so satisfied. And that
was the fact that Miss March, who was s on duty in the
sanatorium, and very popular there, especially with Joe
Frayne, and who had now made a good many acquaintances
among the juniors, seemed to like Talbot the best of all, OF
course, as Gussy admitted freely, old Talbot was a splendid
chap; but he would really have expected the Little Sister to
show a little more favour in another direction—wenlly !

*Thank you, Marie. Heaven bless you!” THE END
'g a Ll bl b e L <> @8- 8- 1 8- @ '.
i NOTE ! i
i There is a Magnificent Extra-Long Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co., 2
§ "~ the Chums of St. Jim’s, by MARTIN CLIFFORD, in the issue of §
3 THE PENNY POPULAR §
: NOW ON SALE EVERYWHERE. i 1
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THE FIiRST CHAPTERS OF OUR GRAND NEW SERIAL STORY.

An Enthralling New
Story of Life in the

British Army.

SUMMARY OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS,
..Bob Hall, u fine, strapping young fellow, succeeds in
joining u Hussar regiment known as the ¢ Die-Hards.” Bob
accidentally overhears some officers ploiting to ““rag”
another officer’s rooms. He informs Licutenant Groves, the
intended im, and the scheme is frustrated, but as a result
Bob is given a heavy punishment. His comrades resent
this, and become mutinous.  Just then General French
appears on the scenc.  An inquiry is held, and Bob is
acquitted, while the officer who eaused all the trouble is
turned out of the regiment. During riding-drill Private
Cole, a bitter enemy of Bob’s, unseats him while his horse
is taking a difficult jump, and Bob is flung heavily to the
ground, where he loses consciousness.

(Now go on with the story.)

A Terrible Revenge.

Cole gave one malicious glance at his enemy, and then,
with his thin lips parted in a cruel smile, he leisurely dis-
mounted and bent over the lad.

* Guess I've about done for you this time,” he muttered
savagely. ““ A good job, too, that you're out of my way.”

As he bent his wicked face skill closer, the lad opened his
eyes, and the coward started back. Bob’s expression was
full of meaning, He said nothing, but struggled to rise, and
Cole involuntarily held out his hand to help him. The lad
ignored the proffered assistance, managed slowly and painfully
to rise to his feet, moved both his arms to see if they were
sound, and then stumbled off after his horse. He climbed
into the saddle with a big effort, and, mthout,as much as
a look at his enemy, but with a face pale and terribly stern,
i;u])log]ge:l back towards the squadron. Cole followed slowly
chind.

The drill was over, and the squadron was forming up as
Bob rode up, so without delay he took his place in his troep.
In silence he rode back to barracks, and when he reached the
stables he groomed down his horse, keeping an eve on Cole all
the while. Having attended to the wants of his mount, he
crossed the yard and entered the stall where Cole was still
busy. No one else was there. Cole looked curiously at the
lad, but held his tongue.

“You tried to do for me,” Bob began sternly.
Cole, I give you your choice. Which ghall it be, a stand-up
fight, or a ragging? You can bully and bluster as much as
En“ like, but you know well that none of the chaps wounld

elieve your solemn oath against my word. I've only to
speak, and every man in D Squadron will be against you.”

Cole was a good soldier, in the sense that he was a perfect
horseman, an accomplished swordsman, and that he knew
his drill better than nine-tenths of the troopers; but he had
no taste for hard knocks, and he went deadly pale as Bob
spoke.  Still, like all bullies, he tried to bluster.

“Garn! I was only having a game!” he growled, with an
nllntietmp( at a grin, as ¥m wiped his horse’s heels. ““I thought

ot

“ywell,

* That's a lie!” Bob interjected, in a matter-of-fact tone,
 What's more, I'm not going to bother arguing with you.
If you don’t consent to stand up to me, I'll tell the chaps what
¥you did. If you haven't the pluck to—""
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¢ I'l meet you to-night,”" Cole muttered.

“ All right. © If you fail T'll tell Deat and Hosty. T'd
sooner have the handling of you alone, and—well, I won't
spare you, if I'm fit to give you a hiding, that's all; and you
may take all the change you like out of me, if you know how,
It's a fight to a finish, mind that!”

Bob strode away, and e, chewing a straw, stood in the
stall, sulkily scowling after him.

“ Private Cole—Private Cole !

As the trooper heard the call he stepped out of the stall and
into the yard, in surprise. Lieutenant Hainés was gazing
eagerly around,

“ Here, sir |7 Cole cried, saluting.

“ Ah, that you? I've just heard some bad news. Ser-
geant Davenport has gone sick, and has been carted off to
hospital, That knocks our play out to-night. He was ta
appear with you in the last scene, you know, and have that
duel with the foils. You're both well-matohed, and I cal-
culated on that ¢ business ’ bringing down the house, Nothing
like a clever bit of fencing or boxing for a military audience,
but now——" Haines stopped abruptly, and his boyish face
was troubled.

“ It's hard lines on you, sir, who've gone to no end of work
to make a_ success of the entertainment,” Cole suggested
commiseratingly, for he was a toady by nature, and never lost
an attempt to ingratiate himself with the officers. “ I don’t
suppose, though, it will matter so much if we're left out,
u}iler all,” he continued; *you act so well yourself, sir,
that—""

“Rot!” Haines cut in disgustedly. “ We were fo have a
sparring match in the first act, and a clever bit of trick-riding
as the curtain goes down on the second act, just as the villain
is bolting off. Oh, hang! I thought the piece was going to
end up fine, but now—— Tell you what, Cole, I'm not licked
vet. We'll have that last scene, and we'll have to find som
one to stand up to you. It won't, of course, be as real
as if Sergeant Davenport could take the part, for both you
men know one another’s play so well that i

*“ Have you thought of anyone, then, sir?"” Cole suggested.

“ No; the chap, who ever he is, won't have much time to
pick up his part, and most of the fellows——""

“ There's Private Hall, sir. He’s smart, and he’s not at
all bad with the foils.”

Cole spoke meditatively, and an odd look had come into his

face. He was staring up at the sky, and his face was soft,

“Hall'? I didn’t know he was‘any good !"" Haines cried in
surprise.  ** What made you think of him? I never
heard 2

“He's in the gym whenever he gets the chance, and he's

awfully keen on sword and foil practice le continued dis-
passionately,  “ I've bhad some bouts v him, and T've
tanght him a good deal’of what I know. Yes, he's about the
mark, sir, and he knows'my play. T'd have him if I were you
7}thnt is, of course, if yolt don't think well of getting someonc
else.”

¢ I'm at my wits" end, and I know of no one !"" Haines cried
excitedly. “ I'm much obliged to. you, Ci or your sug-
gestion. . I'll see Hall at once, and coach him up. Hurrah!
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We'll make a success of the play yet, and thank goo(tfnnss for

that, for all Aldershot is coming to see it! The C.-O. has
been sending out invitations wholesale,” -

The young lieutenant hurried off, and the private turned
back into the stall. His hands trembled slightly as he threw
the rug over his charger and slmpﬂed it; but the cruel smile
on his coarse lips told of ‘the evil thought that had prompted
his suggestion to Haines.

“ There’ll be no sli
¢ He's been handed right over to me, and he can’t escape! I
hate him that bad that I'd take any risks soomer than bo
baulked ; but risks won't be necessary. No; you knocked up
against the wrong man, Mister Private Hall, when you dared
me, and now I'll pay you out! Yes, I'll go through with this,
and finish you once and for all 1"

Leaving the stables, Cole went over to the gym and took
down a foil, Casting a hasty glance over his sionlder to see
that none of the men noticed his action, he slipped into a small
workshop and closed the door. In five minutes’ time he
returned, availed himself of the general hubbub to replace the
foil unobserved, and then he wenp away as unnoticed as he
had entered.

It was now dark, and he grinned malevolently, and rubbed
his hands together gleefully, as, ecrossing the square, he
mounted the stairs, entered the barrack-room, flung himself on
his cot, and began to read a hook. And for the rest of the
afternoon he was silent, ¥

The hour for the theatricals approached, and from all parts
of Aldershot a fashionable throng crowded to the barracks,
Carriages, traps, and motor-cars rolled up in ceaseless succes-
sion; officers of high rank, ladies dressed in shimmering
toilettes, subalterns, civilians, non-coms, and privates, all
erowded into the theatre: in one happy, laughing, and
expectant audience.

Bob, peeping out from the drop-scene on the stage, was
amazed at the mighty concourse, the rows and rows of faces,
the dazzling uniforms of countless colours, the brilliant scene
of rank and fashion and enjoyment. = His kneea almost
knocked together as he realised. that he was to appear on the
stage, and for the first time in his life, too, before such a
stupendous gathering.

Haines was rushing about Fi\'ing his final instructions,
seeing that the stage was properly arranged for the first scene,
hurrying up the actors, coaching the scene-shifters, directing
everything and everyone, All those behind the curtain hnd in
the wings were in a state of suppressed excitement, and as the
band of the Die-Hards struck up the overture a flutter of
exnmlaucﬂl swept over the theatre, and the laughter and
chatter which had continued intermittently became suddenly
hushed. Then the curtain went up, and the play began.

It was & stirring military melodrama, and from the first its
success was assured, Haines played the part of a misjudged
officer, and his splendid acting quickly won the approval of
ihe audience. From the first ho had their goodwiﬂ. As the
play went on loud cheers greeted him whenever he entered
the stage, and in the middle of the piece, when he successfully
turned the tables on the villain who had ploited against his
honour, a storm of applause broke forth again and again.

He was ably seconded by the other actors, and as the curtain
went up on the third and last act, the huge audience settled
down in a state of rapt silence to witness the culmination of
the drama.

So far Bob had not appeared; but his turn was now to
come, and much depended upon the way he played his part.
He represented a faithful servant, and he was to make his
entrance through an open window, as Cole, who played tha
part of tho villain’s confederate, was about to destroy the
proofa: of the hero’s innocence. Bob had not many words
allotted to him, but on the vigour with which he acted and
overcame Cole the swing of the last act largely depended.

Haines had explained this, and had urged him to engage
Cole with the foils as strenuously as if in reality he was
fighting for his life.

b stood by the window, waiting for his “cue,” and as
Cole, amidst a breathless sience, searched in an escritoire
for the document he sought, the lad could almost feel the
tense excitement of the audience, With a ery of evil joy,
Cole sprang to his feet with the papers in his hand, gazed at
them for a moment, and then dashed across the stage to fling
them on the fire,

One bound, and Bob was through the window with rapier
drawn, and he stood, calm, stern, pitiless-looking, between
the villain and the fireplace. The lad’s was splendid,
and from boxes and circles, from pit and gallery, went up
such a wild cheer as had never been heard even at Aldershot

ore. £

Like a flash Cole had drawn his rapier, and steel clashed
on steel, The audicnce swayed from side to side, carried away
by the reality of the contest. Once a woman's startled cry
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broke forth as the seconds fled, that was all; otherwise, one
could have heard a pin fall.

Up and down, backwards and forwards, the antagonists

stamped, their faces set, their muscles taut, a strange gleam
in their eyes. And all the time the crowd of onlookers gazed
spellbound, enraptured by what they thought was a perfect
semblance of reality, and little realising that a veritable
tragedy was being enacted before them, for one of the players
was fighting desperately for his life.
_ It was as Cole drew his rapier that Bob realised that his
own life was in danger. The sneer on Cole’s face was not
assumed ; no actor could possibly express so much, only bitter
hatred could create the depth of passion in bis small eyes, and
the suppressed grunt with which he made his firstlunge told
better than words could of the deadly manner in which he
sought for vengeance.

The quick thrust: from Cole’s wrist was quickly parried
by Bob, and as they disengaged and again closed Jike light-
nmg, a metallic c'EiniZ caused the lad to start. The tiny button
had fallen from Cole’s rapier, as Bob convinced himself next
second in tierce,

Cole, a splendid fencer, flung all the science he knew into
his attack, lunging and returning, feinting, now over the
arm, and again culting and disengaging, bringing his
wrist into play in riposte, dazzling the lad by the quickness
of his-attack and the catltke nimbleness with which he sought
for and found an unexpected opening.

To those who have not learnt the foil, it is difficult to
convey the deadly peril to which the slightest laxity of the
muscles exposes a combatant. A hesitating lunge, an
awkward parry, an irresolute foothold, and one antagonist
is at the merey of the other.

ortunately, Bob had learned already that the foils demand
the utmost nerve and the most audaeious play, and €0, almost
without thought, he flung himself from an attitude of defence
into one of attack, and fought as strenuously as if he was the
equal of his villainous opponent. Therein lay his only hope
of saving his life.

Taken aback, Colo instinctively got on-his defence, ve-
treating slowly and steadily, whilst the pent-up audience broke
spontaneously into round after round ol;:ppiausu. Somehow,
the acclamations steadied Bob. He fought even more fiercely
his one aim and object was to disarm the scoundrel, and huxl
the naked rvapier away.

Little did the cheering crowd know that every lunge Cole
made was meant as a death-stroke; little did they guess the
lad’s sensations as time after time he successfully parvied
those venomous thrusts. Now, however, he was tiving. Cole’s
wrist seemed like a band of steel. Do all he could, Bob was
unable to twist the rapier from his clutch.

The lad’s eyes began to swim, his feet began to falier, the
applause seemed to come from afar, the lights around him
flickered through black streaks of space. And still—still, like
the venomous tongue of a snake, that deadly point of steel
thrust itself forward, ever seeking to enter his chest.

Back across the stage Cole pressed Bob again, whilst the
audience rocked in the seats deliriously. a villain had
now the upper hand, but the moment had not yet arrived
when he meant to strike. Slowly the lad retreated, his chess
heaving, his breath coming in great ;?aaps', his eyes almost
fascinated by the baleful look on the villain's face.” Still Bob

parried, but the tension behind Cole’s sword-arm had lessened,
and the lad knew well that the thrusts were not meant to get

ome.

Back, back, step by step, Bob retreated, and Cole followed.
There was a harsh wrench of steel on steel, wild thrusting
and wild parrying, a red rush of sparks, a pause, a tumble,
and a groan, and Bob fell, whilst the audience, rising to its
feet, yelled itself hoarse with delight.

* Encore—encore I

For answer Haines, pallid and terror-struck, rushed from the
wings across the stage; and the curtain fell with a thud.

In Which a Villain Appears.

The performance stopped abruptly when Bob fell, and the
curtain_dropped. For some moments the audience sat in
tense silence ; then an ominous whisper ran round the packed
circles and the people rose in their seats, - : =

Haines quickly stepped before the footlights, and raised his
hand in a command for order.

** Ladies and gentlemen, T regret to say that there has been
an unfortunate accident,” he began. ‘“ Trooper Hall has
been wounded, but we hope not dangerously. A doctor is
already in attendance. It-will ba impossible to conclude the
play, and I must beg of you, therefore, to leave the theatre
without any excitement, and thank you heartily for the
cordial reception_yon have given our performance.”

““ Quite right, Haines; of course, the play can’t go on,” &
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large boxes cried out heartily. * I'm

general in one of the t
night later on we’ll have the per-

oing home, and some
ormance again.” . 2 ;

The general left the box, and the audience, following his
example, flocked out of the theatre without panic. %

Meantime all was confusion and alarm behind the curtain.
Bob lay pallid and unconscious; Cole, pale and trembling,
stood gazing down at him, and a doctor, bending over the
lad, made a hurried examination.

“ Badly hit, but not dangerous,”
“(Get bandages and a stretcher!
hospital as soon as possible ! 5

Co e a gasp. It might have been taken for a sigh
of reli

“ Il pever use a foil again!” he eried. * If Hall died I
could never forgive myself, I—" :

He raised the foil he held, and, as if in a paroxysm of
remorse, he stabbed the boards again and again. The point
broke, and remained embedded in the wood. S8till Cole
funged at the stage, and the other actors, who had been
crowding around Bob, turned and tried to soothe him.

<« Don't lose your head; take a pult on yourself, man,’” one
of them cried.” * It wasn't your fault!  Accidents can’t be
helped, and it might have been a great deal worse. Just

ou—"

Lo He's in my squadron, and he's a pal of mine ! Cole
asped again, “1f anything happened to poor old Bob

e

“ Ah, he's coming round. Stand back there, and give him
room!” the doctor commanded. * Don’t be startled, my
lad; it's hing very serious. You've had a faint, but in
& few days you'll be as fit as a fiddle again.”

Cole hastily moved away a few paces ns the doctor spoke,
and Bob opened his eyes. The lad loocked with surprise at
the crowd of faces, all gazing down at him sympathetically.

© What's the matter?” he murmured.  *“ Ah, T know!"
He tried to rise; but the doctor firmly but gently held him
prostrate. * My shoulder; it's scorching ! Bob groaned.

“ Lie still. T've bandaged you up, and for some days you
mustn't move. You'll be out and about again in less than
n fortnight, though, if you take care of yourself, and follow
my instructions. Here comes the ambulance. Steady there,
steady! Lift him up without shaking him. All together!
Thats right! Now, quick march, off you go!”

As Bob was lifted up, a man in civilian attire, who during
the performance, had been chatting with Haines, pushed his
way throngh the throng, and gazed long and steadily at the
wounded trooper. When Bob was carefully carried off the
stage, the stranger turned and gazed at Cole in the same
steadfast way, but now, as ke tugged at his moustache, a
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said the doctor quietly.
He must be taken to

cruel, cynical smile fluttered for a moment around his_thin
lips. Haines hurriedly returned from addressing the audience
at this moment.

“YWhat does the doctor say, Lascelles?” he asked eagerly.

“ Oh, the chap's all right,” the other answered carelessly.
¢ He's been run through the shoulder, that's alll”

€ Lucky job it wasn't lower down.”

“ Yes, I s'pose s ; a7

“ Rather an awkward incident on the first night you joined
us,” Haines remarked, in his kindly way.  It's an upset
all round, but worse for poor Hall, of course, than any of us,”

“Ts he in my squadron?”

% No,”

“Oh 1"

Tascelles was still tugging at his moustache and eyeing
Cole curiously. %

“Well, T must be off to the hospital to see if T can do
anything for Hall's comfort,” Haines stated, as he bustled
goad-heartedly away. '*I like the chap; he's a keen goldier
and a decent sort!” : .

The actors were now hurrying to their dressing-rooms, and
the lights were being lowered. Lascelles hastily bent down,
and with some difficulty pulled the point of Cole’s rapier out
of the stage. He looked at the piece of steel carefully in the
darkened %ighl-; then he, too, stood away, and came up with
Cole, as the latter was disappearing through a doorway.

“'m Captain Lascelles, of B Squadron, Die-Hards,” he
said brusquely. I joined the regiment to-night. Change
your togs, and then come at once to my rooms. You'll find
em casily; they're the set L'aFtaiu Meadow occupied last,
T'm told. Don’t delay, and hold your tongue, or you'll be
sorry before the night is over!”

Cole had gone ghastly white. e locked at fhe hard, stern
face, the cynical mouth, the dark eyes, full of a sinister
meaning.

. " Yes; you're right, I saw all
ing the willain’s thought. * Yo
out. If you do, T'll act at once

“T’ll come, sir,” Cole mumbled, holding on to the door
handle I{Or support. ** Don't be too hard"®n me! I'm sorry

» Tascelles continued, read-
'd better not try to shuffle

(V)

“Tll hear what you have fo say, at all events, before I

take action,” Lasc(-fin,-a interjected. *‘ Don't fail me, o !
e shrugged his shoulders, and, disdaining a second glance

at the terror-stricken scoundrel, he walked nonchalant y out

of the theatre, and sauntered back to his rooms.

Cole was shaking so much, that it was only with great
difficulty he managed to fumble out of his stage dress and
don his uniform sgain. Quaking with fear, and with his
knees knocking together, he stumbled across the square, up
the stairs, and tapped timidly at the rooms Captain Meadow
used to occupy.

“ Come in!” a harsh voice commanded, and, crossing the
threshold, Cole saw the new squadron commander standing
with his back to the fire, his face hard and determined.
“ Close the door I Laseelles mﬁped out. %

Cole obeyed the order, and then turned again.

“ Coma over here!” Lascelles pointed to the edge of the
hearthrng as he spoke, and Cole advanced timorously.
“ Now, what have yon to say for yourself?"

“ Tt was an accident, sir,” stammered Cole.

“Don't lie to me!” Lascelles thundered. © Far from being

s
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an , it was a deliberate plan on your part to do for
that other trooper. I watched the whole fight; there was
nothing of a stage trick about it. From the start he was
battling for his life. I never saw a man in more deadly
earnest than you were, and the wonder to me was that he
was nble to stave you off as long as he did.,”

“We both got hot as we went along, sir,” Cole pleaded.
& Hall and I are chums, but we're quick-tempered. We'va
often: fenced together before, and it's always ended the came
way—in hoth of us losing our tempers,” = -

“ Liar " Lascelles retorted contemptuously. - © That rot
won't do for me! You took the lad unawares, and 1 noticed
the surprise that came into his face when he saw the way
you began. I tell you, man, that you looked like a fiend.
Are you going to own up or not? If you don't I'll report
the matter at once to the eolonel I

Cole was completely baffled, as well he might ba.  Lascelles
spoke as if full of indignation, and yet the expression on
his face, and every inflection in his utterance was at varianoce
with his apparent scorn. Instinctively Cole felt that he was
slipping into a morass, out of which it would be impossible
for him to extricate himself later on. Lascelles was not

~

sincere, Cole felt sure of that, and yet he could not for the =

life of him understand what object the officer could have,
except to see that justice was done.
“ Will you ewn up?” Lascelles repeated harshly.
“TI've nothing to conf * Cole repeated doggedly.
stick to what I say, and what you fancy about the business

Euiry Sacurdey, 3"
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ain’t proof, anyhow! ¥You thought I looked vi
perhaps I did. I can’t help my face. But I did
harm, and it was an accident that I injured Hall

Lascelles smiled grimly. ‘He puffed {nﬁ cigarette for some

ious; well,
mean any

doconds, never taking his glittering eyes off Cole’s for the
while. Then he, laug! ml mirthlessly.
* Proofs ! \“ou want ‘em 2’ he chuekled. “ You're a cool
- hnusl. ivhow I
“Yes, sir, I say T didn’t mean mischief, an' there's no

cne who .,m prove that I dic Cole continued, as he gre
bolder. *If that's what you wanted to see mo about—
* You'ré a fool I Lascelles rapped out angrily. * It's not
likely I'd tell you to come here if T wasn't certain I could
prove what I said. Well, I've played with you long ugh,
‘and now I'll erush you! Look at this, and then persist in
your innovence, if you darel”
As he spoke, he dived his fingers into his vest pocket, and
drew out the top of the rapier. IHe held the inch of metal
between his fing: ingerly.
arp as a dagger he eried.
1 dov Why did yon do that?”

“ The button broke off Cole_gasped.

“No; the button dropped off! It was carefully glued
to the top of the foil, that's all! TIf the button had broken
off, there would be a jagged end; but this is bright and
pointed. It’s been sharpened mw{ulh—, there’s not a doubt
about it! Now, come along to the adjutant!”

Cole was shaking, his face had turned a dusky grey, beads
of terror had broken out on his forehead. IHe put out his
hiand involuntarily, and clutched Lascelles by the coat-sleeve.

* Spare 1 ir—spare me!"” he groaned. “ I own up—I
admit all! I did try to wound Hall, but I was mad—mad!
e riled me time and again, so mu ich that flesh and blood
couldn't stand it any ]m]gcr‘ But I'm sorry, and if only
you let me off, I'll—

** What wouldiyou do" hissed Lascelles:

“T'd do anything you asked! I'd slave for you all n
life; there’s néthing yow wanted I wouldn’t get for you!

I

Lascollos canght Gio by the tanic col

s-length.

“1 want man to ohey my instructions mlp ieitly, and to
ask no questions,” he'said, in a hollow v “ He must go
and come like a shadow; he must see mor_v,-bmg and yet
remain unseen himself; he must be my slave, my dog; and,
whilst T will pay him_well, I will hound him to gaol if he
dares to turn on me. Do you understand ? T have you in the
hollow of my hand. Will you be that man, or now will
you suffer for your crime?”

‘Il do whatever you ask, sir,”
£ iil be your servant—:

Lascel

“The point carefully

lar and leld Lim at

Cole muitered hoarsely.
»a, your slave, if you want!”
s dropped his hand and grinned.  Lighting a fresh
,f_rﬂh' _he returned close to the fire, and, with both hands
behind his back, he nodded his head uppruringly, end
chuckled softly.
*T thought I'd bring you to your senses,”
“\Woll, that’s all sottled; so you needn't fear any punish-
ment any longer. Bah! Why do you think I qpulm as
I did? What is young Hall to me that I should care whether
you did for him or not? But you bungled the job when you
tock it on, and lhrlts what disgusted me so rsich.”
¥ lls«gmlml you?
“ Ask me no questions, but listen to what

" he remarked.

I say,” Lascelles

Hojotoioioteiotoietotototcttotsicivteted oboded

“THE GEM” LIBRARY-

One Pennvya o3

hissed. 41 hate young Hail, and I mean you io be the
instrument by which I get quit of him for ever! Go, now,
and remember every hour of your life that I keep that
rapicr point my possession, and that at the least sign of
disobedience T \\l" seo that you ave sent to penal servitude I

Glad to get back to his chu ns, Bob hurried away, when he
got his discharge from hos) = ﬂul ﬂml"‘ open the door o
Barrack-room 10 with a gr
Hallo, chaps! How g
out of hospital, and jolly glad to sce ;,:)u
The troopers welcomed him with a hearty Lh(‘\.l Dent

ty jumped to their feet, and were the first to war
grasp his hand; nor was he allowed to take hl‘» seat tall he
had exchanged a hearty grip with all his other messmates.,
Then he looked round the room.

¢ Where's Cole?” he asked.

“ Haven't you heard?” Dent cried. * He's
ferred to B Squadron.”

“ Yos,

I'm

r‘t‘iid.

been trans-

s've a.new squadron commander, a Captain Lascelles,
gone as his servant.””

Bob frowned; then he laughed.
*1 knoew a chap called Lascelles, but'I don’t think it's
v lie’s the new captain of B Squadron,” he remarked.
It's many years since t saw the man T mean, and I
er heard what happened to him. T was only a nipper at
t time."”

c-room were dispersing as

, and now he w ily with Dent and Ho
3- he's the cove as you knew,” Hosty asse

‘ro alone, though, and Dent and T wan
ion. that fight on the stage a bit of
e mean mischief ¥
, lad's face grew grave as Hosty spoke.
'hy do you ask?” he inquired.
Imocked the ashes out of Iu«. ;np
“'Cos we have our suspicions.
whilst you've been in hospital, and Lulr ain’t over popn!
Mo nover was much liked, but the chaps think he had
another object in exchanging besides just getting made
Lascelles” servant, and they're all death on him now.”

“ You rhnp! mustn’t mind if T keep my own counsel,”
Bob replie teg a long pause. “ T've had plenty
of time to think things over whilst I was laid up, and I've
decided how I'm going to act. I owe Cole a big xru:lm and
he may be spitefully inclined towards me; but I don’t need
nee, and I'm c in that I'm more than a match
OF cum.-o you n form your own opinions,
t help that. But icion is not proof; and, Hosty
man, I won't answer your question one way or the othe

i means that Cole meant mischief '” Dent rapped
out. All right, Bob; we'll keep an eye on him. * Don’t
speak unless yon want to; but v e your particular chums,
and I think we're entitled to know if—"

* Hall, you're wanted !

The three troopers sitting over the five turned their heads
simultaneously. Cole, of all men, was standing in the middle
of the room, an evil grin on his face. The same thought
oceurred to the three friends—how much of the conversation
Liad he heard?

(Another grand instalment of this story will appear
next Wednesday. ORDER IN ADVANCE!)

Most of the men in the bar
Bob had u::l
Tain’t
Now,

l!nh‘

been a lot of

him.

old

Father thinks a pud
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FROM
THE FIRING-LINE !

A Series of Letters of Enthralling Interest
received direct from Corporal Charles, of his
Majesty’s —th Dragoons, who is an old reader
of “The Gem" Library, and is now on active
service on the Continent with the British

Expeditionary Force.
(Exclusive to *The Gem*™ Library.)

No. 14.—
A NICHT WITH THE GURKHAS!

I wish you could see me writing these few lines to you;
yowd say at once it was a finer sight than ever you'd seen
in a pantomime,

I feel like Robinson Crusoe himself, now that they’ve served
us out goat- skm jackets to wear over our tunics durmg the
cold snap we're having just now. I'm not the only picture

on the wall. There are dreds of Robinson s in
the dug-outs and trenches and parading the rear the
British firing-line.

How our lads haye langhed and joked over this mew

equipment! 1§ takes little to make Tommy laugh when
potting Germans is the game. But if the authorities had
ordered the goat-skins just merely to put heart instead of
warmth into us, they could not have hit upon a better
device,

Don't misunderstand me. We need those goat-skins out
here. They're jolly fine! I wouldn’t part with mine for a
mansion and a thousand a year. Bravo, the War Office, not
forgetting our great chiefs, General French and Lord
Kitchener! T salute 'em both.

Very well. T'm like Robinson Crusoe in general appear-

ance. The Tipperary Hotel in which I am ** putting up ™ for
the night has been dug in the wall of t nr-mln(-s and
though old Robinson soe probably had a more spacious

and Jofty apartment for his home on the desertes ll island, I'll
warrant he didn’t have such warmth, such smells, and such
jollity as we of the .‘mml s Dragoons.

I'm writing on a box in the light of a candle, “luic near
is our cook frying somo uncarthed eggs—deposited under-
ground by some careful hen certainly before the war started
—in a pan with some portions of pork that was only two or
three days before squealing in my arms, in the shape of a
plump pig we were fortunately able to buy from a Belgian
peasant,

This, with some onions strong enough to lift the roof off,
with half a dozen troopers pufling out clouds of shag-smoke
in the mistaken cffort of trying to suffocate me her‘u e I'm
the only one present not smoking—this despatch requiring all
my auuntmn—mil give you somic idea of the flavours and of
what life is like in a dug-out.
sately there has been more snowball battles than actual
fr'hhng The cmuhy, of course, can’'t do much \ur the
snow inches deep in the reads. We take our turns in the
trenches, relieving the infantry, and in our moments of rest
:a snowball each other as merrily as a crowd of school

ids.

You ought to see about thirty stalwart chaps going along
an ice-slide, one after the other, langhing and shouting, as
if the German squareheads were not within a thousand miles
of them, and then hear the foar that goes up when some
flier from the rear shogls into the line and sends the sliders
into a struggling heap in the snow!

We hear tgat the Kaiser has got a very bad hump through
all his plans going wro; but T'll wager he’d split his tunic
with laughing if he saw bmmy Atkins & Co. at pl

Still, we're not . We let the Germans have some
of our fun. The other day we were ordered to leave o trench
that was of no further fighting value. The lager-swillers had
had {frightful losses trying to get it, and only that day had
made two assaults upon us. Our l}npa were loth to go, Tt
seemed as if we were retiring becanse we couldn’t hold them

“Let's muke some snow figures, and prop ’em up in the
trenches, with a few old caps on their heads.”

The idea was taken up at once. A dozen of us left the
trenches, and came back rolling huge snowballs. In a short
timo we had rigged up about twenty snow ¢ Tommies,” all
leaning forward with their snow rifles at the ready, as life-
like as you please.

We thought we should have given the game away to the
Germans by the laughter we had got out of it. - Well, we
eleaved out of the trenches after a time in dead silence, Our
new position enabled us to watch the trenches we had left.

The next morning opened with bright fmlhlnm- though it
was bitterly cold. A couple of enem, oplanes were ouk
almost immediately. They hovered ov{ﬁm trenches we had
left overnight, and retived to their own hines.

Then the German band soon began to play. How we
grinned when weo saw thc shells bursting in the neighbour-
hood of our snow figures! All day long they kept it up,
wasting scores of \]‘tt]la, oc >na|oml]v “sending infantry volleys,
and wondering, I dare say, at the dogged British pluck that
remained unmoved under this terrifio assault.

Darkness fell aj rain, and then our colonel came to me with
our lieutenant, The laiter is quite a youngster, only just out
of his teens, but as fearless a horseman as £v jumped a’
fence. Next to the colonel, our lads would do umlhmg for
him.

“ The colonel has been very amused about the troopers wo
left behind in the trenches,”” smiled the lientenant. @ There's
no doubt that the enemy will follow up their bombardment
with a night attack. We've taken them in splendidly, and
I'\n been wondering if we couldn’t prepare another surprise
for ’em. Would you help me?”

“ Rather ! I agreed at once.
myself.

“(ood lad!” said the colonel. * But it's very risky.”

“So much the better, sir,” was my answer.

Still, I felt like whistling when T heard the scheme. Tt
was to take as much gun-cotton and high explosive as we
conld carry into the trenches which the snow figures were
guarding. - There would be a nice old mess if we got hit on
the way, or stumbled and fell on some of the stuffil

“ We'll start at onee, corporal,” said the licutenant:
got all the material ready.

1 shall never forget that litile job. Both of us were loaded
with as much explosive as we could carry. We had to cross
about half a mile of flat, open country, where our figures,
stood out in black outline against the snowy ground. The
night was fairly light, too.

The wind, blowing into our faces, carried the noise of
movement in the German trenches. Evidently they were
getting ready for a night atmek—perhaps were alrcady on
the way.

The tramp of feet grew more distinet as we eautiously
crept out into the open and made our way back to the
safety of onr own lines.

‘-mmcvh were we in ~I:(-Itm than we knew the fun was
commencing. A horde of dark shapes could be seen rushin;
the old trenches. Torches and firc-balls suddenly ﬂ]uminoﬁ
the blackness. With hoarse shouts, the sausage-caters rushed
to the attack. .

Suddenly there was a strange silence.  The
fignres disappeared into the trenches.

“They've twigged the joke!” ecried a trooper near me.

(conn‘nuod on Pcye iii of Cover,)

“ Certainly, sir!’ I corrected

“T've
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. explosions from the old trenches,

No. 36i.

“ They've just found out they've been hombarding snow
%

he best part of the joke's got to come,"
* Tisten |

Our boys checked theit Jaughter. A minute, two minntes,
passed. d the lieatenant’s plan failed? T thonght. W
ied our eyes as well as our cars: We could see and hear
nothing,

oom ! Boom! Boom!
Just as if b battery had got to wi

I grinned.

k, there was a series of
The darkrn was split up
Ly flashes of light. After the explosions died away there
W as a storm of g-mnnmg and yelling.

A platoon of us went over there the following morning.
e mousetrap we had set had been :-umpleto]v suceessful.
Diractly the Germans had started to move abont in the
hes the gun-cotton we had lightly buried had exploded,

snding scores of the squarcheads in mt]v to kingdom come,

hey webe lying in’ h But T won't sicken
vou with a_description. v well imagine it all.

“* Jt was a ripping, tip-top wheeze ! grinned our li
“Im was not long ago a Sixth-Former at a big pub

* Corporal, we'll tey that biz on again one
What a giddy sell for the Germans
you'll permait me, Pl tell you abonk an experience
the Gurkhas,

T'm sorry that I have to use so much of the capital ** 1,77
being a madest chap—so they used to tell me—but 1 do

1y tiove of a hero than the thousands
Each and every one of them could
tell you stories s 1 1\uw written hmuu to you. We're
“only doeing our lmln bit,”" and doing ii well as we can,
fortho safety nnri future \wle» of our « ones at home.

Having got that off my chest, let me say that T was engaged
£ |Iuw ago iu cony ¢ and guiding a baitolion of
¢ trenches, as.we I as batches u[ their officers
wd their transport.

As it was over & tricky toute of five miles, in |n.:h daikness
—we having started at about 7.30-p.m, and the whole business
rompleted by about 3 au
iy moment tlu- Germins might be getting to work
“heir spuw and-harling Jack Tatiisons at us
that it was anmpﬁuug of a responsibilit

However, I did't take a single wrong turning, no blunder
pecurved  anywhere, and our fire-cating, brave pals from
India got safely info the trenches. When the job was over,
I snuggled down to get a fow winks before dawn; but slecp
was ont of the qnu:

T I

itenant,
)

of my comrades

 through

you Wil realise

ng o get to business,
their e conse: !‘lmi to about n score of th
That's the trouble with these plucky chaps.
holding them back while there's any of the Kai
within reach.

I can undeistand why the Germ
Chey gave me an cerie feeling as they left
i skin and garb making them ~practically
ided forward with lithe movements towards

15 held them in

holy

They thmm ared behind a thin line of lm-a
with bated breath, For five or ten min
lute silence. Tt was only when I d o
bady of the Gurkhas had followed t-In_-lr score of scout
there came the sound of a few shots, a splutter of
mt(-nnmcr!ud with cries and groans fmm the enem

oo four light balls were flang into the air.
their mmnnm- of illumination a grim scene was dw'lm(d
Home six hundred yards from our front there was
wild and str gg,lm;{ men, the gleam of steel, and the whirling
ciish of theé rifie-butt.

It was the Gurkh eadly work. For about a
anarter of an honr they hacked and slew amongst the half-
swake und bewilderad squar who, it appeared, wore
resting. before  making a assault on the i

We waited
ul)m

night

guess what a slaughter there was.

a grand bit of daving, splendidly
\' (\mlu(l when the Kaiser anties
bolted and van for their lives, le

It was te >
ied out. It
sared out of their
1z dozens of sfain

m-}uml tiwm,

ntly as thoy had left, the Gurkhas o arme
» trenches. Only three of them s
wounds. “There was not # single one of them |
moved back into the trenches as calm and passi
luul ;\: been for a walk round a suppel
mans tried to get their own back as soon as it was
Iuhgi)r They poured out a hail of shell end shrapnel into
the Gurlha's frenches. It was a poor attempt at revenge.
The Indians only nodded in their direction, as much as to
say, *“ Just you wait till we meet again !

tell you honesily there’s no fiercer or more foa
ng than the Gurkha. T'm jolly thankful

1
led. They
e as if they

s soldier
on our

(Next week's GEM Library will contain another
_ Btirring despatch from our chum at the front.
' Ordet your copy in advance.)
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THIS WEEK'S CHAT.

The Editor’s Personal Column.

For Next Wednesday—

“CAST OUT FROM THE SCHOOL!'" -
By Martin Clifford.
Next Wednesday's magnificent, long, complete schook talp

is packed with incidents of a most th ing character. —John
R s, the cultured cracksman, realising ~that Talbot will
never be persuaded to rejoin his former associates, proceeds

J

to kidnap the Shell fellow, who is taken to London and kept
under strict watch and ward,  Great consternation prevails -
at 8t. Jim's, and in the days that follow Talbot’s disappear-
anee several lmrglnrwq nf a daring nature are 11m]:|0i.mh'd.
The general assumption is that Talbot, hiding in the distriet,

is the thief, and when st length the nnhapp\ boy break his
bonds and hastens back to.St. Jim's, it is ouly to find him-
self ¥

**CAST OUT FROM THE SCHOOL!*

n and derision of his former comvades. Tom Mqrry
s lovally by his old chum, and Tom's friendship

v rerd upon which the expelled junior can lean.

is a masterpioce, and is written in so pm\orfu]

and irresistible acstyle as to rivet the readoer’s attention Imm

start to finish.

OUR NEW COMPANION PAPER.
The lgtest addition to our select little circle of jonrnals has
indi-

sprung into immediate popularity, and there is ever)
cation that ere long

“THE DREADNOUGHT"

will be® firmly established in the front rank of Bii
periadical Perhaps th? most valuable asset to its stri
poplir is the inclusion of the Harry Wharton stories each

\wnk These tales set forth in characteristic fashion the
arly adventures his chums at Greyfriars
‘at‘hnnl and in_publishing |h2-m Tam mr-:‘lmg the demands of
many thousands of * Gem " and * Magnet” readers..
The next number of **The Dreadnought™ will be on sala
at all newsagents’ to-morrow—Thursday—and the fine Grey-
friurs story it contains is entitled

“HAZELDENE'S TREACHERY!"
i

A powerfally-v
its way into ever

And now 1 ask you, . without reserve, to devote
nterests to the ad of ]omnal that it
alate in every quarter, of the l::rl\e1=e in the same
£ er-famous companions,

Your Editor will be pleased to v
relative to the welfare of the paper
may know exaetly
append a his

this, and one which should find

my chua

lcome any suggesti
nd, so that my reade
what journals come under my control, 1
of them, together with the day of pub]lmtun

THE MAGNET L IBR ARY
n Sale Mouday.
THE GEM LiBR.\I{Y
On Sale Wednesday,
THE DREADNOUGHT
On Sale Thursday,

THE PENNY POPULAR
On Sale Friday.
CHUCKLES

On Sale Saturday.
THE BOYS' FRIE ND 3d. LIBRARY
First Friday in Every Menth.

T thank you, one and all, for your whole-b ' support in
the past, and, if 1 may still rely upon MEWANEring
loyalty, the future holds very high promise indecd.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

¢ Dolly.”—Thanks for your card of apprec
imaiter you mention is one for your own disere
Osmund Nicholson.—The senior boys of St
ars are Kildare and Wingate respectively.

Miss Evelyn Danwood.—Very many thanks fm your letter.
Figeins & Co. are all about fifteen, and Cousin XKthel 1s tho
same age. Best wishes to yourself and brothers

. Neuman (London, E.C.).—Your sugges
under consideration,

Jim's and

n is already

THE EDITOR.




iv “THE GEM™ LIBRARY.

A Cash Prize for Every Contributor to this Page.

LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE

NO ENCOURAGEMENT. :

The following nnluv is posted up in a public-house in the First Neighbour

nmglibmulumd of Denver, America: from the front):

TICE. A man is engaged in the backyard to do.all  telegraphs

the unmg and bad language required at this establishment ; Becond
i dog is képt £ do nll the bark i our potman {or ch 2 —all those m And so qu o0 !

out) has .won ‘seventy-five priz ¢, and ds an e nt . First Neighb in't. the word for it! W

revolver-shot. An indertaler calls eyer sening for orders,”  when I got it, the gum wasn't (h\ on the envelope, even! ' —

sent hier a-felege
they be wonderful things. t

ghbour: “ Just faney, all ﬂn\ way from Belginm

¥

—Spnr in by’ J. Henshall; -xllm,c:l'mm Kent, Sent in by J. Harris, C lu.mt-mn. nenr Walsall:
QUITE ELIGIBLE. % SAVI TIH T 3 PJ WRITE R.
: 1 want o join a Highlanc City Man (d g a. letter): * My dear

“ Were you born i hausenhei X

oY —
‘How ¢

g Typist: you spell that name P
Sergeant your parent City Man: —  Oh, by the un;, T think vou had
Reerui 2 better begin © and save tho weay and tear of
> you any peoperty in Seotland?” 3 %‘,‘l machine Isracl, \('\\hndgl» South
£ akes, 3

prope
¢ of trousers, sir, being cle
“—Sent in by J. W. Heeps, Chehnsf,

NO WORDS WAS
The following sto
1, who, 3

.
theys in the wilds of
result of their lonely life, had a habit of

NO NEED THEN! - g ‘as. few- words as possible. " They met on horseback

A fourist was on haliday. in Treland, and ns he was travel- ‘“" day at the river, and the following dialogne rook place:

ling along the road noticed a dilapidated house, with many fornin’, Zeb

holes in the roof. ng a manJdeaning against the doorway,

and  being surpri at such a tumble-down house  being

oceupiced, he strolled up to the man and inguired
‘1 say. why don’t you mend those great holes

give ey horse when he's

the roof,

& me go ant in the rain

t time t]u\ et His
“ Mornin’, Zeb !
o, what's the good? Mheve's 1o need hent™—Ren( - - Mornins, Zy
in by . Harvey, Bayswater, W, : “Tu:g:wjr]l‘mi‘
: i '.l’s.lllt't} min

ine.”

ou needn’t go onf in the rainj you could do it is what they said:

give yer horse when he jgas sick??

HE SHOULD WORRY.

Tsvo prisoners had just, stepped into the I
conveyed fo prisan. “Onie was a bigainit,
thicf. i
“ Wot are \er

thief, who wis

k Mariu. to be
and the other a

—Sent in by F. Dennis, Caumberwell, a5 O

relling about

g pititull

T was thinking of my )
sobbed the t - g gaWw suspicious signs
4 0h, rhuel. it retorted the 1 mist. ,"I".‘ not - guddenly spotted. submarine. sent shell sailing
snivelling, and T'm leaving four of "em!”"—Sent iu by J.  <ubmarine-wards. Submarine somehow ’scaped. Submarine

. Stow, Blackfriars, S.E. mb\oquaml Lot ship-wards, successfully striking ship.

RUNNING DOWN KING . JOHN.
Papa was putting his little danghter through her paces. It Suce

first_term at day school. p 8. Roscoe, Manchester.

Alice,” he asked, ** who was the wickedest King of e

ingland 2 QUITE SAFE. ;
©Oh, King John !} was {he prompt reply.. * He was a 1 \In-uhml T say, Pre i, T want to insure my E.

rrid man! He nsed to yun pecple over with his motor- What's the cost of a policy for =

isked the bigamist of the SUBMARE
5 Submarine stealthily st
sighted ship. . Shi

Sude lenly subma
¢ slow. Subma
¢ submerged. Ship

e, and having to leave her!”

ba_smooth, so ship's suilors swam shorewards - safely.
ful submarine stealthily steered south.—Sent in by

i £10,0007
My de exclaimed her parent, ““surely you wer¢ never Insurance Agent: “ What kind of coal is it—the same as
tnnwht t you seni ‘me last tim
‘(lh_ She said King John ground dm‘-n the Coal Merchant: * Yes, kitchen knuts.”
prople w AXiS. nt in by Donald Chisholn, Nairn, Insurance Agent: * Oh, then the o nesd to insuie it;
Scotland, it won't burn "—Sent in by H. Lyons, Edinburgl

MONEY PRIZES OFFERED.

Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD Storyettes or Short Interesting Paragraphs for thlsa N
page. For every contribution used the sender will receive a Money Prize. 3
ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED—The Editor, “The Gem" Library, Gough House,
Gough Square, Fleet Street, London, E.C.
THIS OFFER IS OPEN TO READERS IN ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD,

No correspondence can be entered {nto with regard o this competition, and all crptributions enclosed i letters, or sent in.other-
Jwise than on posteards, will be disregarded.
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