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FOR ANOTHERS SAKE!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

} Heavily the big iron door swung op Talbot drew a deep breath, He felt in his pocket for the bundles of i
ed,
€

notes,  Snddenly his movements were arrest He stood 17 n, a gleam of light Lenetrau\l the darkness
¢ study.  (See Chapter

: of t .)
CHAPTER 1. little relaxations with Monsieur \'luu)v and sometimes
A Surprise for the Shell. with Herr Schneider: but mever with Mr., Lintou.

Twisting the lion's tail was too dangerous an enterprise
Linton, the master of the  where the master of the Shell was concerned.

was not loud, but deep. It But that Monday afiernoon Gore seemed to be hunting

A4 the rumble of distant thunder for {rouble, and he had succeeded in finding it at last.

iu fact.. thunder in the nir of the Shell ~ Tom Merry & Co. had noted the rising thundercloud on

their Form-master’s hrow, and they were very, very

1d when he came good. All the Shell, in f were very, very good, exs
Eht S ull fellows never  cepling Gore:

rag " in class c1l When his Form-master addressed him, Gore replied

v allowed themselves at random. Either he had some pressiug worry on hig
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mind or he was trying to get Mr. Linton into a “wax.”
If thie latter was his object, his euccess was complete.
Mr. Linton had developed a really alarming “wax.”
ow, as if to’ put the lid on, so to speak, Gore did not
avswer when his Form-master addvessed hiin. THe sat
with his eyes glued on his dezk, juet as if he didn’t hear
Mr. Linton’s voice at all.

* Gore !

Mr. Linton’s veice now resembled thunder which was
drawing near.

Talbot, who sat next to Gore, pudged hi
good-natured, and he wished to avert th
could.

“Gore,” he whispered, “wake up——"

“Talbot !” rapped out Mr. Linton.

“Ye-es, sir.”

" You need not speak to Gore.”

“ Nunno, sir!”

" You will take fifty lines for talking in class.”

Talbot sat silent. ~ He was one of Mr, Linton’s hest
pupils, and generally in the Form-master's good graces.
That imposition showed low much the Shell-master’s
temper had suffered.

Tom Merry, who had been abouf to give Gore a
friendly kick under the desk, to draw his attention, with-
drew his foot hastily, He did not want the vials of the
Form-master’s wrath to be poured on his head.

The Shell fellows were all staring at George Gore.
They were wondering what on earth was the matter with
Iiim, for he was still sitting silent, his eyes on his desk,
as if he was memersised. Mr, Linfon approached
nearer, his eyes glinting. , Never had he been treated with
such disrespect in his own Form-room, and he wae not
likely to bear it patiently, Paticnce was not his forte.

“Gore!” he thundered.

It was thunder quite close at hand now. Gore started
and looked up and blinked at the Form-master. MHis
face was strangely pale, and his eyes were burning.

" I—F—— Did yon epeak, sir?”’ stammered Gore, pass-
ing his hand across his brow,

“Did you hear me, Gore?”

* No, air.”

“Have you become suddenly deaf?” asked Mr. Linton
zarcastically.

" Yes—no—-no!” said Gore confusedly.

 Come here, Gore!” said Mr. Linton.

He stepped to his desk, and took up his cana.

Gore rose unsteadily to his fect.

“ What the dickens is the matter with the
muttered Monty Lowther, in amazement,

" He must be ill,” whispered Tom Merry. “He’s been
jolly queer lately.” .

Gore went out unsteadily before the class. Mr, Linton
fixed a frowning glance upon him. He was intensely
exasperated,

“You scem to be determined, Gore, to give me as much
trouble as possible. This morning your construing would
Lave disgraced a boy in the Third Form. This after-
noon you have assumed a stupidity greater than that
with which Nature has endowed you. I have no doubt
*that it due to a peculiar semse of humour, which T'II
teach you not to cultivate in the Form-room.”

Some of the Shell grinned. When Myr. Linton was
humorous it was the duty of his class to grin, and they
took this remark for a joke. Apparently, however, Mr,
Linton was not joking, for he swept the class with a
terrific frown.

! You are laughing, Lowther |” .

“1, sic 1"

“Yes, you. Take fifty lines!”

Monty Lowther did not grin any more. e registered
@ mental vow that, hewever humorous Mr. Linton might
be in the future, ke would never smile again.
not going to take chances like this.

Mr. Linton, having reduced his class fo gravity,
turned his attention to Gore again. The burly Shell
tellow stocd staring at him stupidly,

“ Now, Gore, T am about to punish you severely. ITeld
eut your hand !”

Gore made no movement. 3

Mr. Linton’s brow grew darker and darker, Talbot of

n Ty

EFasom o BT

Talhot was
storm if he

chap?

He was ~

the Shell rose in his place, His look was anxious and
concerned,

“If you please, sir

*“Bilence, Talbot !

" Certainly, eir,” said Talbot; but he continued all the
same, “1 think Gore is ill, sir,”

“If Gore is ill, Gore can say so, I presnme,” said Mr.
Linton harshly; “Gore has tongue, I believe. There
1s no need for you to speak. Take your place!”

Talbot sat down, erushed,

But the suggestion had given Mr. Linton food for
thought. He lowered the cane, and Jooked searchingly at
George Gore's pale, strained face.

“Is there anything the matter with you, Gore? This
conduct on your part certainly does not secm natural.”

Gore did not answer. He only stared at the Form-
master in a stupefied way. Mr. Linton compressed his
lips. The junior did not seem to be quite himself; but
Mr. Linton suspected that his leg was being pulled,

“ Will you answer me, Gore#”

Gore’s i%o.w moved, but no reﬁly came, The Shell fellows
were lensely silent now, watching Gore. What was the
matter with the fellow? If this was a joke on Mr. Linton
the joker would have to pay dearly for it.

You are trying my patience very severely, Gore,”
Mr. Linton, in'a rumbling voice, 1 repeat. Good
gracious |”

Mr. Linton gasped out that exclamation breathlessly,
for the junior standing before him suddenly swayed and
pitched headlong to the ficor at his feet.

Mr. Linton etarted back, aghast. From the juniors
came a buzz of excitement and alarm. Gore had fainted.

”»

CHAPTER 2,
Gore's Trouble.
OM MERRY & CO. were on their feet at once.
In that estraordinary emergency Mr. Linton
scemed quite overcome.” Nothing of the kind had
ever occurred before in the Shell Form-room at St. Jim’s.
The Form-master gazed, open-eyed, im surprise and
hotror, at the junior stretched at his feet. i

Talbol reached him first. Ile raised Gore’s head upon
his knee. The junior’s face was colourless, and his eyes
were elosed. It was evident that he was not shamming ;
it was decidedly not a *joke on Linton.” He was quite
unconsclous,

" Water!” said Talbol guickly.
~’-h‘( (;I-g‘-goodness gracious!” ejaculated the master of the
Shet

Tom Merry ran to the mantelpiece, where there was
a Hower-vase. He pitched out the flowers, and brought
the vase.

Talbot quickly sprinkled the cold water in Gore's face.
The Shell fellows were gathering round excitedly, and
Tom Merry pushed them back. George Gore’s eyes
opened, and he gazed round him wildly.

*Don’t,” he muttered—"don't let them take me! It
was all his fault! He told me—he advised me!”

“Hush " whispered Talbot.

Gore stared at him, and caught his wrist in a con-
vulsive grip that almost made Talbot utter a ery. 7=
pain. ;

“Stand by me,
yourself; I haven't!
me. You—-"

“Hush—hush !” muttered Talbot. “It’s all right,
Gore! We're looking after you, old chap. Dow't worry.”

Gore pulled himself together. He sat on the floor,
leaning on Talbot’s strong arm, his face white as chalk,
panting. Mr. Linton approached., His stern look was
gone now, It was only too clear that the boy was ill.

“Calm yourself, my hoy,” said the Form-master, in a
kindly fone. “You shouid have told me that you were
not well. I had no suspicion. Talbot, Merry, help him
to the dormitory. Remain with him there, Merry, and
you, Talbot, ask Miss Pinch to come and see him.”

“Yes, sir,”

Gore staggered to his feet, helped by his two Form
fellows, and, leaning heavily on them, he left the Forme
room.

albot!  You’ve been through it
You're the only chap who'd help

i
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“Tyke your places,” said Mr. Linton. “We will now
resume the lesson.”

The Shell fellows took their places, but it was not so
casy to resume the lesson. The whole Form was in a
husz of excitement. It was an unprecedented happening
4t St. Jim's, and it was not easy to dismiss it from their
minds

Tom Merry and Talbot helped. Gore up to the Shell
dormitory. The burly junior went blindly. In the
dnrmitory, he sat on his bed and stared at them, passing
his hand across his forehead.

“T Did T faint?” he stammered.

*Yes,” said Talbot quietly.

“\What's the matter with you, Gore?” demanded Tom
Merry. “Tain’t overwork in your case; I jolly well
know that. What made you faint?”

“You'd better turn in, Gore,” said Talbot.

Gore mdde an irritable gesture.

“1'm not going to turn in!”

“ Well, lie down, then.”

“T won't!”

“Stay with him,
whispered Talbot.

“You needn’t bring that old gargoyle to me!” said
Core. “I'm not ill!” %

Talbot made no reply to that. He quitted the dormi-
tory. Gore stared disagreeably at Tom Merry.

T suppose I surprised you all?” he growled.

“Well, you did a bit.”

“What did I say when I came-to® 1 said something.”

“1 didn’t hear you. You were mumbling.’

“ Did Linton hear?” '

“Hardly. He was further away from you.
it matter:"”

Gore looked relieved.

“A fellow might blab out anything when he's like
that,” he said.

Tom Merry smiled.

“1 suppose you haven’t got any deadly secrets you
might blabh ont?” he remarked.

Gore did not answer. He sat with a sullen expression
on his heavy face. He was evidently still far from being
himself. 5

Meanwhile, Talbot had hurried away towards the sana-
torium. Miss Pinch was the nurse in charge there, where
she had the assistamce of Marie Rivers, Talbot’s girl
chum. The Shell fellow was hurrying through the Head's
garden, when a sweet voice called to him:

“Toff, you are not at lessons:”

[t was Miss Marie.

The Toffi—Marie always called him by that old nick-
name—paused for a moment.

“T've come for Miss Pinch,” he said. “One of the
chaps has fainted in the Form-room. He's seedy.”

“Poor boy! Whe is it?”

“(ore. Where's Miss Pinch?”

“\With Mr. Selby. I'll tell her.”

Marie flitted away, and Talbot waited in the garden.
Mr. Selby, the master of the Third, was still laid up
with his cold in the sanatorium, which was_a sort of
holiday to the Third Form, who were taken by Miss Marie
in his ahsence. At the present moment the Third
ware enjoying—or otherwise—French instruction from
*Ionsieur Morny.

2 Pinch came out, and Talbot explained, and the
od lady hurried away to see Gore. Talbot lingered for
- tew moments in the garden. =

“You are not with the Third now, Marie?”

Miss Marie smiled.

: .it is French now. I am taking them again when
eur Morny has finished.” B
; are you getting en with Wally & Co.? “The

Tem, while T fetch the nurse,”

What does

“ First-rate—now. There was trouble at first, but they
ite like me now as Form-mistress. May you stay out
our Form-room now?”

“iWell, no; I mustn’t, as a matter of fact il

= Then run off at once, you young sweep!” said Miss
Marie demurely.

Talbot laughed, and ran off.

He returned to the Shell Form-room. Meanwhile, Miss

s iy A a
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Pinch had reached the dormitory. She found Tom Merry
with Gore, and the latter in a decidedly bad temper.

He declared emphatically that there was nothing the
matter with him, and Tom Merry was glad o leave him
to the nurse. Gore, out of sorts, was not an agreeable
fellow. He was never highly agreeable at any time

AMr, Linton locked inyuiringly at Tom Merry as he
came into the Form-room again.

“How is Gore?" he asked.

“ [fe seems all Tight, sir. Miss Pinch is with him."”

“Have you any idea, Merry, what has caused this
sudden attack? Gore is a very strong and healthy boy, 1
believe.”

«He's as hard as nails, as a rule, sir.
least idea.”

“You are Gore's study-mate, Talbot—perhaps you have
noticed——"

“T've noticed he's looked scedy the last few days, sir,”
said Talbot. “He hasn’t said anything to me about it,
though.”

“ Very well.”

Mr. Linton continued imparting instruction to the
Shell, but be was evidently a little troubled in his mind
about Gore. UGeorge Gore was a burly fellow, muscular
and hard as nails, as Tom Merr gaid; about the last
fellow at St. Jim’s who might have been expected to
faint from no apparent cause. It waa very puzzling—to
the Shell fellows as well as to their Form-master. Most
of them intended to swamp Gore with questions as soomn
as they were free from lessons.

When lessons were over, and the Shell dismissed, George
Gore was called inte his Form-master’s study. He was
still looking a littlg pale, but otherwise quite bimself.
Mr. Linton eyed him very narrowly.

“You do not seem to find vourself in your usnal health,
Gore?” .

“T'm all right, sir.”

“Tt is not usual to faint.”

#1—f was out in the snua, sir, this afternoon, before
lessons. 1 went out without my cap.. I suppose that
was it,"”

“T have had occcasion to speak to you. Ciore, on the
subject of smoking. You have been punished for that
Have you been smoking again?”

“No, s

“Very well; you may go.
and see you.”

“Thank you, sir!”

And Gore went.

T haven't the

I shall ask Dr. Short to call

CHAPTER 3.
D’Arcy Knows What To Do,

s EMARKABLE!"
That was the comment of Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy of the Fourth Form when he heard

about the curious happening in the Shell Form-room. A
group of juniors were discusiing it in the quadrangle—
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther and Talbot and
Kangaroo—when the chums of Study No. 6 in the Fourth
came up, and were duly apprised of the latest news.

« Wemarkable!” repeated Arthur Augustus,
emphasis.

“Tt's jolly queer!” said Jack Blake. “What did the
silly ass want to faint for? Catch me fainting !

«Never seen a chap faint in the Fourth.,” remarked
Dighy, a remark which made the Shell fellows sniff.
They took it as a reflection on their Form, .

1 know what's the matter with him, though,’ grunted
Herries. Herries did net like Gore, and did not approve
of him.

“Well¥" said half a dozen voices at once, in inguiry.

“You know the rotter smokes,” said Herries. " Smokes
like a Furnace. That's what it is. It's made him seedy.
Serve him right!”

“Might be that,” assented Tom Merry.

“Wats!”

“Hallo! What are you burbling about?” demanded
Blake, as Arthur Augustus put in that interjection.

“1 decline to have my wemarks chawactewised as

: : Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 377

with




"4 THE BEST 5% LIBRARY DS~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3% LIBRARY. 01"

Burblin’, Blake. ¥ don’t wish to be personal, but T must
observe that T wegard you chaps as duffahs.” 3 p

“ Praise from Gussy is praise indeed I murmured Monty
Lowther. !

“ Pway don’t wot, Lowthah! T have alweady wemarked
that I considab it wemarkable.”

“VWell, we all think it's remarkable,” said Talbot.
“ That isn’t really news, Gussy.”

“1 was not alludin’ to Geah’s peculiah faintin’ ft.
That is not wemarkable.”

“ Then what is remarkable?’ demanded Mouty Lowther,
“Are you alluding to your own beautiful accent? That
is certainly remarkable.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y was not alludin’ to anythin’ of the sort, Lowthah,
as you are vewy well awah, You are an ass, TLowchah.”

“ Praise from Gussy is—"

“Pway don’t intewwupt me. What I wegard as
wemarkable is this, that you fellows can’t see what’s the
mattah with Geah.”

“Then you can?’ demanded Tom Merry.

*Yaas, wathah!”

“Rats!” said Kangarco. “That's my opinion, and you
can ‘takc it for what it’s worth. Rats, and many of
‘em ! 3

“T wepeat, it is wemarkable. Howevah, as you cannot
see for-yourselves, T will pwoceed to enlighten you,” said
Arthur Augustus magnanimously. “In any mattah of
difficulty like this, you can always wely on a fellow of
tact and judgment fo get at the twuth, Goah has been
a wegulah bear with a sore head evah since last Wednes-
day. He has been gettin’ wottener and wottener all the
time. You wemembah 1 asked him“to tea on Saturday,
to buek him up—"

‘& “Ha, ha, ha!”

;

“ T see nothin’ to cackle at. He wefused wudely. Well,
my ideah is that Goah is in a fwightful fix,” said Arthur
Angustus impressively.

“Go hon!” -

“I'am speakin’ sewionsly. Have you fellows forgotten
—pway don't tip my hat {ehind. Lowthah; I wegard it
as a sillay joke—have you chaps forgotten that last
Wednesday we found Goah playin’ cards—gamblin’ in the
most disgustin’ marinah—with that waseal Tickey Tapp.”

Tom Merry started a little. .

*What about that? We ragged that rotten sharper,
and made him clear off. He's gone—gone for good.”

““Pewwaps he isn’t gome for good,” said Arthur
Augustus, “Now, we all know what a wottah he is. If
vou fellows weflect, you will notice that Goah has been
cawwyin’ on in this wemarkable way evah since he was
with Tickey Tapp that day. Now this aftahneon it has
come to a elimax; he is quite ill. I wegard it as certain
that that wascal is the cause of it. It is vewy pwob that
he has won all Goah’s money, and put him into
difficulties.”

“He's certainly won his money,” said Kangaroo.
“"Pickey Tapp isn’t in the card-sharping business for his
health. He plays to win.”

“Yaas. Goah may even owe him money.”

“But that wounldn’t account for all this,” said Tem
Merry, knitting his'brows. “ The rotter has cleared off, I
tell yon. Didn’t we hunt about for him on Saturday
afternoon, and find that he was gone, We even asked the
landlord of the Green Man, and he had hooked it from
there."”

* Yaas, quite so.”

“Well, ass—"

“I wefuse to be called an ass. T am suah that T am ont
the wight twack. There is one thing that has not stwneck
vou. Suppose Gloah owes that wascal money g

** That wouldn’t hurt him, as the man’s gone.”

“ But suppose he’s come back, duffah?”

“ He hasn’t come back.”

“1 wegard it as extwemely pwob that he has come
back, and that that sillay ass Goah is in a state of
fewwah.”

“Afy hat <7 said Manners, “Tt must be a really enjoy-
able experience to go the pace, and have a giddy time,
judging by Gore!” i
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“ Howeval, we shall soon know for suah,” said Arthur
Augustus, “I'm goin' to find out.” o
“How?" demanded Tom Merry.

“1 am goin’ to the Gween Man.” .

. “You're jolly well not!” said Blake warmly. “That
heastly pub’s out of bounds, and a prefect would be'sure
to spot you.”

“1 am goin’ to wisk that, Blake. Goal is a wottal,
but he is & 8t. Jim's chap, and we ave hound to stand by
him in this mattah. We wagged that wascal Tickey
Tapp once, as a warnin’, -If he has come back, we're
goin’ to wag him again, and cleah him off. Then Goah
will be all wight.” ‘

The chums of the School House looked very thoughtful.
Tt had been quite clear to them that Gore was troubled
in his mind the last few days. 1t was possible that
Arthur Augustus had hit on fhe explanation.

There was no doubt that Gore had gambled with the
cardsharper Tickey Tapp. the week before. Tom Merry
& Co. had found -them, and had ragged Tickey Tapp in
the most thoroughgoing manner, as a warning that his
presence was not required in the neighbourhood. It Was
a somewhat high-handed proceeding, hut it seemed to
have been effective, for the rascal had cextainly cleared
off.

Arthur Augustus walked away to the bike-shed, leaving
his chums discussing the matter. He came back wheeling
his bike. -

“Hold on!” called out Blake. *Haven't I told you
‘ve’ not going there, fathead? You can leave it to

“T wefuse to leave it to you, Blake. You would get
yourself into some twoble. In a mattah like this. &
Tellow of tact and judgment is wequired.”

“Look here—"

“Wats!” .

“ But suppose you find him—" began Tam Merry.

“In that case_ I shall give him a fealful thwashin’, a8

4 warnin—-
“Yon ass—"
“Wats !”

Blake made & rush after Arthur Augustus as he
wheeled the machine down the drive. D'Arey promptly
jumped into the saddle and pedalled away.

“Stop " roared Blake.

“Watal” s

Blake put on a spurt. Arthur Augustus went sailing
cheerfully through the doorwary, and turned into the
road for Rylecombe. He looked back and waved his hand
gracefully to Blake, who shook his fist in response.

* Wait for us!" yelled Blake.

“Wubbish! Yoi can leave it to me.”

“Oh, you fathead—"

“ An wevoir, deah hoy !”

Blake made a rush in pursuit. Arthur Augustus
grinned, and his pedals whizzed round like lightning.
Blake was a good sprinter, but he had to give it up. He
stopped in the road, panting, and Arthur Augustus
vaniched ronnd a bend in the lane, towards the village.

“The silly ass!” growled Blake breathlessly, as he
yeturned to” the gates, where the rest of the Co. were
watching him with grinning faces. * If I'd reached him
T'd have mopped him off that bike and squashed him!
The howling ass! If he gets into a rag with those
blighters at the Green Man they'll make shavings of
him. Let's go after him.”

“May as well,” said Tom Merry. “Come on, Talbot !
Where's Talbot?”

Monty Lowther gave a chuckle. i .

“T gnw him talking to Miss Marie a few minutes
ago 2

“wOh, bow-wow!” said Tom Merry.
rest of you!”

And the juniors sauntered down the sunny lane towards
Rylcombe, to get the noble Gussy out of the trouble

“Come on, the

- hé was hunting for.
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¢ was a cla ng of bicye

“Yes,” said Talbot,

4 Quite a ‘appy meeting

CHAPTER 4.
A Fearful Thrashing!
L) AT Jove! Spotted, begad!”

Arthur Augustus jammed on his brake,

The swell of the I'curth had covered the dis-
tance from 8t. Jim’s in record time. He was determined
to carry out that little enterprise without delay. e
t that it was up to him. It was Arthur Augustus who
1 first spotted the presence of the sharper Tickey
s in his old haunts. It was Arthur Augustus’s
nt suggestion that the Boy Scouts of St. Jim's had
* .d down Tickey Tapp, and ducked him in the pound
¢ moor, as a dramatic warning. And Arthur
15 felt that it was best for the matter to remain
hands.
toy Tapp, after being warned off, had returned,
D Arcs the man to spot him and bring him to light,
fe was convinced of that, and Le had a fear that the
other fellows would bungle it somehow. They were not
so liberally endowed by Nature with the valuable gifts
of tact and jlagmexlzl. ;

2

= -~ e — - —

Ther 3 ing s outside the old hut, and Tickey Tap]p started to his fee
ppesred in the doorway. Tickey Tapp changed colour a litt'e as he saw Ta! '

* said Tickey Tapp, recovering himself. (See Chapter 11.)

Four juniors
he ejaculated. |

lbot, “Toff! You '™

Arthur Augustus expected to be successful, but his
success was, as a matter of fact, ridiculously easy; for as
he came in sight of the delectable inn called the Green
Man, the haunt of all the disreputable characters in the
neighbourhood, he caught sight of a fat and disagreeabla
countenance at an open window, and recognised Tickey
Tapp. The sharper was smoking a big black cigar by the
open window of the billiard-room, and commenting upon
a game that was going on within,

The swell of St. Jim's jumped off his bicyele. e
leaned the machine againet ihe horse-trongh outside the
inn, and approached the building. At that moment, and
with such an object in view, Arthur Augustus could nob
panse to consider that the inn was strictly ont of bounds
for all 8t Jim's fellows, and that if a master or prefect
chould sec him entering it, it would mean serious trouble
for him. Reckless of possible consequences, the elegant
Fourth-former marched in, and met Mr. Joliffe, the
landlord, inside.

My, Jolifie stared at him, He knew Arthur Augustus
very well by sight, but he had never expec to meeb

i The &rm Lisrapy.—No. 377,
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him as o visitor. D’Aréy did not share the tastes of
‘Levison of the Fourth or_Cutts of the Fifth, and he
neéver honoured that rendezvous of “ black sheep ” with a
wisit before. Y :

“ Arternoon 1" said Mr, Joliffe, in surprise. “ Glad to
seo you, Master D'Arcy. This is really kind of -you to
drop in like this ‘ere.”

“1 have not dropped in, Mr. Joliffe,” said A.rthl!r
Augustus stifly, “I have come in to see a person who is
here.”

“Friend of yours here?” asked Mr. Joliffe affably.

“ Certainly not. The wascal is no fwiend of mine. I
desiah to see a beastly wottah named Tickey Tapp.” )

“No such person ere,” said Mr. Joliffe, shaking his
head.

“I have just seen him at the window, Mr. Joliffe.

* 8o you can’'t take my word-—~wot?” said the landlord.
“There’s the door, Master D’Arcy. You can walk out or
you ean be put outl”

“I wefuse to walk out till T have seen that wottah, and
as for bein’ put out, if you twy anythin' of the sort, I
shall thwash you.”

“Haw, haw, haw!|” roared the innkeeper.

“Weally, Mr. Joliffe—"

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Oh, wats!” .

Arthur Augustus passed Mr. Joliffe and strode on
towards the billiard-room, leaving the stout innkeeper
roaring with laughter. The junior came into the billiard-
room, where two lorsey-looking men were playing and
Tickey Tapp was locking on. A greasy-locking marker
was watching the game, 3

All four men stared at the elegant junior, who certainly
looked very much out of place in that shady den. The
man who was making a break suspended his game, and
Tickey Tapp half-rose to his feet. Tickey Tapp had not
forgot that ducking on the moor, and there < no love
lost between him and the St. Jim's fellows.

“ My word!” said Tickey Tapp. “ Wot are you doin’
ere?”

“ I have come to see you, you wascal !”
“Wat ! .

“I wequiah a few words with you, Mr. 'I'npp,” sal_d
Arthur Augustus, jamming his famous monocle into his
eye, and fixing it upon the astonished sharper. 1 wathah
thought I should find you heah, and I was wight. Last
week my fwiends and myself ducked you, for your
fwightful cheek in hangin’ wound our school.”

0

“T ain’t forgotten,” said Tickey Tapp, making a sign.

to his companions.

The two players edged round, getting between Arthur
Augustus and the door. Arthur Augustus did not observe
that little manceuvre.

“You have had the nerve to come back heah?" pursued
D’Arcy.

“It’s a free country, ain't it?" asked Tickey Tapp. “I
suppose this 'ere isn't Prooshia, is it? Can't a man live
where he likes—wot?”

“Not a wascal like you!
anywhah neah our school I”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tickey Tapp. “Go on! Gents,
this ‘ere is the Tsar of Rooshia, and these 'ere are his
borders! Go on, Master D'Arcy! I like this 'ere!”

“You are a wascal! You have made a chap in our
school play cards with you!”

“He didn’t need much making!” grinned Tickey Tapp.
* Precious lot of young blackguards there are in your
school, Master D’Arcy ! Reg'ler den of young reprobates,
I call it! I’ve been thinkin' of sending some tracts
there !”

Arthur Augustus’s eyeglass almost glittered with rage.

“You uttah wottah ! You—you *

“Got it!”

We wefuse to have you

“ I did not come heah to banday words with you, you

feahful cad!
cleah off I”
“Haw, haw, haw!”
“And if you do mnot
feahful thwashin’!”
“7It a map your own size!” grinned Tickey Tapp.
¢ Don’t be ’ard on a little cove like me [
7 5

I came fo tell you that you heve got to

2o at once I shall give you a

Arthur Augustus dropped his eyeglass, and pushed back
his cuffs, ‘ i

“Are you goin'?"” he asked. s

“Am I going, palst” asked Tickey Tapp, appealing to
his friends. ; .

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Then put up your hands, you woltah !”

Tickey Tapp yelled with faughter. But he suddenly
ceased laughing as the swell of 8¢, Jim’s rushed upon him,
hitting ouy. He put up his hands then, and there was
a wild and whirling scrimmage for a few' moments.
Tickey Tapp had supposed that he. would be able to
“mop up " the floor with the schoolboy, but he dis-
covered that, man as he was against a boy, he was get-
ting the worst of it. The elegant Arthur Augustus was
a good boxer, and he was perfectly fit, and Tickey Tapp
was very flabby, and out of condition. A whirlwind
attack drove him, staggering, round the billiard-table,
and he velled with pain and wrath as he caught D'Arey’s
left wilﬁ his nose, and D*Arey’s right in his eye.

Had the two been by themselves, Tickey Tapp would
inevitably have received the “fearful thrashing " Arthur
Augustus designed for him. But before the scrap ” had
lasted a minute and a half Tickey Tapp’s friends came
fo the rescue. They rushed upon Arthur Augustus from
behind, and collared him.

D’Arcy struggled furiously in their grasp.

“’0ld ‘im!" yelled Tickey Tapp. “My word! I'll
make him wriggle for this "ere! ’Old 'im! We'll duck
him in the trough, by gum!”

“Welease me, you wottahs!
shouted Arthur Augustus,

“There was a dozen of you on to me last week !” grinned
Tickey Tapp, mopping his nose, which was streaming.
“The boot’s on the huther leg now, my young pippin !

“That was not a fight; that was a wag,” said Arthur
Augustus.

“Well, this ‘ere ain’t a fight; this 'ere is a rag, as
you call it!” grinmed Tickey Tapp. “ You ducked me.
One good turn deserves another! Haw, haw, haw!”

" Welease me, you disgustin’ wottahs! You are makin’
my jacket dirty with your howwid hands!”

“Haw, haw, haw|”

" Chuck *im out!” roared Mr. Joliffe from the doorway.
“I'll teach the young ’ooligan to come kickin’ up a row
in a respectable public-’ouse! T'll give 'im in charge!”

“Yes; ’ave him locked up!” said the billiard-marker.

Arthur Augustus gasped.” For the first time it occurred
to him that he had been taking the law very much into
his own hands in invading Mr. Joliffe’s premises in this
way. Not that Mr, Joliffe, as a matter of fact, intended
to call in the village policeman to his aid, Mr. Joliffe
did not like having any dealings whatever with the
pelice. The gentlemen in blue were his natural enemies.

“Qutside with "im!” said Tickey Tapp. “Chuck him
into the trough, and then call a policeman !”

“Oh, you wottahs!”

Arthur Augustus was whirled to the door, quite power-
less, with the three pairs of dirty hands grasping his
noble person.

In a struggling bunch, Arthur Augustus and Tickey
Tapn & Co. came whirling out of the doorway of the-
inn.

Arthur Augustus's hat was gone, and his collar had
been torn out in the tussle; his hair was rumpled, and
his waisteoat burst open. He looked very mearly as dis-
reputable as Tickey Tapp and his friends.  Still
struggling, he was rushed towards the horse-trough.

*“Oh, ewambs! You wottahs! Gweat Scott!”

“Duck 'im " yelled Mr. Joliffe,

Arthur Augustus resisted desperately. Two or three
carters and half a dozen village urchins gathered to look
on, in great excitement and enjoyment. A gentleman
who was coming down the High Street also paused to
see what was going on. It was Mr. Carrington, the
Housemaster of the School House at St. Jim's. Mr.
Carrington simply jumped at sight of a St. Jim’s junior
engaged in that disgraceful scuffic outside the lowest
pn%liu—]musc in the place. ’

Splash !

“ Yoooaooop ! 1 :

Arthur Augustus swamped into the flowing rough.” Ha

Faih play, you cads!?
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disappeared for a moment, and then sat up, splutiering
and gasping. Tickey Tapp & Co. howled with laughter.
Revenge is swoet, and Mr. Tapp had. not forgotten his
own ducking.

" rwooooeh I gasped Arthur Augustus,

~ Haw, haw, haw!”

Mr. Carrington came striding up.
as thunder.

“ D'Arey, what does this mean®
instantly, you disgraceful boy !
¥ou young reprobate®”

“ Cawwington, bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustns feebl¥

g

He scrambled out of the trough.

His brow was black

Get out of that trough
What does this mean.

e

CHAPTER 5,

) Fairly Caught!

B CARRINGTON stared angrily at the drenched,
dripping junior, :

Arthur Augustus stood hefore him, souked io
the skin, as untidy as it was possible to be, and gasping
for breath. 1V’Arcy’s appearance at that moment would
uot have dene credit to a reformatory. .

The sporting gentlemen: of the Green Man grinned at
cue another. = But for the arrival of Mr. Carrington.
D'Arcy would have been flung into the trough again.
But' they did not_venture to lay hands upen him in the
presence of the Housemaster of St. Jim's, And Mr.
Carrington’s expression showed that D’Arcy was booked
for worse trouble than Mr. Jolifie’s friends conld provide
him with,

Y What does this mean, D'Are
master,

*Gwooh I

“What are you doing here?
here®”

“Gwool I

* thundered the House-

How dare yon come

" You are well aware that this place is oul of bounds. .

You shall answer for this to the Head !”

“Oh cwumbs!”

" Young reprobate. sir,” said Mr. Joliffe, touching his
hat to Mr, Carrington with an air of mock respect, ~1'd
be obliged to you, sir, if you'd take him away guiet. I
does my best to keep my ‘ouse quiet and respectable, and
when a young gent comes into my hilliard-room kickin'
up & row-——" -

“You have no right to admit a schoolboy to your
place,” the Housemaster exclaimed angrily,

U Well, I like that!” said Mr. Joliffe, with righteous
indignation. “T appeal to these ‘eve gents, if that young
teller didn’t shove his way into my ‘ouse. without so
much as saying * By your leave,” and make a row all on
his own. I 'ad to arsk my friends ‘ere to put him outside,
he was that violent. Any gent as ‘behaves hisself is
welecome in my ‘ouse, but I can't ‘ave rowdies 'ere—1I've
got my licence to think of.”

Mr, Carrington was almost pale with anger. To be
read a lecture by the disreputabla landiord of the Green
Man was a little teo much.

" All T askas, sir,” pursued Mr. Joliffo victoriously, ** is
that yow'll keep your young gents in horder, and nof
let "em come kicking up a row in my public-'ouse. 1'm
o pore man, and I can’t afford to risk my licence. I'd
go a long way to oblige a ‘igh-sperrited young gent, hut
I dror the line at a vow in the billiard-room.”

“ Have you been In this man’s billiard-room, D'Arey:”

“Wow! Yaas.”

" Did you *nake a guarrel there#”

Yaas!”
" Disgraceful I” ecjaculated Mr. Cnrriug!{»}L “ Revolt-
: You shall suffer for this. My, Joliffe,” continned
semaster, with a visible effort, “ I apologise for
of this boy in your house.” T
+ waved las hand airily.
ion it, sir. It's jest wot I should ‘ave
1 oa gent like vou, sir. T don't want to
tt, but, you see, there's my leonce——"
—y -
my ‘euse gets.a rowdy name, through
the gbings-on of your voung gents, I might lose my
- licence,” said Mr, Jolifie, with great enjoyment,

.
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Mr. Carrington-almost -writhed with shame and rage.
A St. Jim’s junior to bring disgrace upon the lowest den
of blackguards in all Sussex—Mr. Joliffe to be afraid
of losing his licenco owing to the conduct of a St. Jim's
fellow—it was moro than intolerable. Mr. Carrington’s
furions glare simply burned the unfortunate Arthur
Augustus,

*Go back to the school at once, D’Arcy. T ghall take
you bgfore the Head immediately T return!” he suapped.

“Batl Jove! [—7

“Not a word—go!” thundered Mr. Carrington.

“Hallo! What the dence——" Tam Merry & Co. came
up with a run, They had just arrived—a little late on
the seenc. The sight of M. Carrington en the apot

struck them with dismay,

“ Merry, take this boy back to the school immediately 1”
snapped Mr. Carrington, and, with a final black frown
at Arthur Augustus, he walked away. . "

Tickey Tapp & Co. and Mr. Jolife wen! hack
chuckling into the Green man, to celebrate their triumph.
Certainly, Tickey Tapp’s assuilant seemed likely to suffer
severely for his warlike visit to the Green Man,

Tom Merry & Co. drew Arthur Augustus away,
EKangaroo wheeling his hike. The juniors were utterly
dismayed. o

“ What have you been doingt" gasped Blake.

“I've been doin’ my dutay.” said Arthar Angustus
firmly. “I have been thwashin’ Tickey Tapp.”

“In that place*” howled Tom Merry.

“Yaas. I saw him in the hilliatd-woom, and went in
for him."”

“ Oh, vou idiot !”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy: L

“ And Carriagton canght vou ! sald Dighy.

“Yaas. The wuffians wushed me out, and ducked me,
and then Cawwington came up. That was wathah un.
fortunate.”

" Rather unfortunate!” groaned Blake,
thundering ass, you ma¥ be sacked for this.
aunt.” 2

* Weally, Blake—"

“ Better get on your bike and scorch it,” said Kangaron.
“You're wet through-—you’ll be catching cold.”

“ Yaas, that's & good ideah.”

Arthur Angustus jumped on his machine, and pedalled
away. He was beginning to shiver, and Le was certainly
in .danger of catching cold. Tom Merry & Co. followed
him, in dismay and apprehension. What would happen
to Arthur Augustus werried them terribly. What excnse
could he offer for his conduct—for entering a disreputable
den that was strictly out of bounds, and getting into
al fight there with.a gang of hoolizans® It might mean
the sack!

They arrived at the school in gloomyy spirits. Talbot
of the Shell was in the gateway. aud he greeted them with
au inquiring look.

“What's the matter with Gussy®’ he asked. * He's
just gone in, looking as if he'd been through a mangle,
and wet to the skin.”

Tom Merry explained glumly.

Talbot's gleamed at the mention of the name
of Tickey Tapp.

“So that rascal is there®” he said.

“Yes—he seems to have come back.  Of course, we were

oing to rag the cad; but—but geing into that publie-
gul‘.c.e to tackle him—it was just like Gussy,” groaned
Tom Merry. “Goodness knows what will happen now.”

“If Gussy explains what he went for——"" began Blake,

“He 1must not mention Gore,” said Talbot quickly.

“Oh, mo! Tt's all Gore's fault, though,” said Biake
savagely. “The rotter deserves to get the loot.”

“ Well, Gore didn’t ask us to chip in,” said Tom Merry.
“Tn faet, T fancy hie’s got his back up about our chipping
in. We ean’t put it on Gore. But if Gussy blurts out
something to the Head—and vou know what an ass he
15— —

“ Let's go and see him,” said Talbot.

They found Arthur Aungustus in the Fourih-Form
dormitory. e had changed his clothes, and was brush-
ing his hair. The chums of the School House looked at
him, and Arthur Augustus looked at them, s
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#iVell, this fs a go!” said Monty Lowther. -

“ Yaas, it does seem wathah a gol” agreed D'Arcy
calmly. : T -

“ Carrington will take you to the Head!”

“ Yaas, he told mie so0.”

“What are you going to say:”

“The Head i entitled to an explanation,” said Arthur
Augustus, with dignity. 4T twast that he will appwove
of my conduct when I'explain to him.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ But if you mention Gore, that silly ass will be Lowled
out and sacked,” said Manners.

“ And the fellows will call it sneaking,” said Herries.

“1 twust, Hewwies, that you do not wegard me as
capable of sneakin’,” said Arthur Augustus, with chilling
dignity. .

‘I regard you as capable of making a howling ass of
vourself,” said Herries, with a grunt.

“Weally, Hewwies 4

Toby the page put his head in at the door.

“ Master D’Arey 'ere?”

“Yaas, deah boy.” .

“You are wanted in the *Ead’s study, Master D*Avey.”

“ Vewy well.” w i

“ Perhaps we'd better go with the duffer,” said Blake
looking doubtfully at his comrades.

“YWats! You would only put your foot in it, Blake, It
will be all wight. The Head is an old sport. and he will
undahstand perfectly.”

“We'll all go,” said Tom Merry resolutely.

“Wubbish I ¥ wefuse to take you.”

“Fathead! Come on,” growled Tom Merry.
see you through.” -

And, in spite of Arthur Augustus’s ob}eetiam—duc {on
fear that his chums would put their foot in it—the whole
party accompanied him to the Head's study, to “=ce him
throngh.” .- :

“We'll

CHAPTER 6.

Before the Head,

48 OLD on a minute, you chaps!”
Gore of the Shell was in the passage. He

stopped the juniors as they reached the stairs,

Giove's face was deadly pale, and there were beads of
perspiration on his brow. His eyes hae a wild look. In
~pite of themselves, the chums of the School House
paused. They were not feeling amiable towards Gore at
that moment, It was the wretched amateur blackguard

of the Shell whe was the cause of all the trouble. But
his ghastly look almost alarmed themw.
“What's the matter?” said Tom Merry. “We can’t

ctop mow; we've got to go to the Head. At least, ID'Arey
and we're going with him.”
“I—I must speak to you!” panted Gore — “There’s
ometbing up.  I—I saw Carrington speaking to the
1. They—they've found out something——"
“\What the dickens do you mean?”
I—L To the astenishment of the juniors, Gore
¢ into a sudden flood of tears. “Tt's all up with me,
suppose. I-—T'd better cut.”
“ Cut 1" said Talbet.
fiore made a movement to go, but Talbot caugh’ bim
5 the arm and stopped him.
“TDon't be an ass, Gore!

What's the matter with

o o thought you chaps might kuow what was up,”
tled“(‘rore‘ #I—T suppose—I know what it is, but—

- nothing to do with you,” said Blake.

ith 1\1(11 How do you kunow?”

"ok ussy !

~Drarev’ How could it he D’Arcy® Do you mean to
v suspeet D'Arey?’ Gore exclaimed, in a
ing voice.

him " said Blake, in wonder.
Carrington caught him.”

aght Bim " stuttered Gore.

fos. ke came wup just as those rotters chucked him

“They know

;-

"iost
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“Vhat! I don’t understand. What has D'Arey been
‘doing, thenf” .

- I went down to the Gween Man to give Tickey Tapp
a feahful thwashin',” said Arthur Auvgustus calmly.
“ Unfortunately, Cawwington awwived on the scene.”

Gore gave a sob of relief. .

“Then—then it isn’t—"

“Isn’t what?” asked Tom Merry, wondering if Gore was
losing his senses.

“ N-p-nothing,” stamnered Gore—" nothing.  M-my
aerves are a bit out of order, that’s all. Of course, you
won't mention anything about my meeting Tickey Tapp
the other day; you couldn’t ineak about me.”

“We're not likely to,” said Tom Merry drily.

“ You can wely on that, Goah. I wegard you as havin’
acted like a wottah, but we certainly do not intend to
betway you.” )

*Thanks !’
vou won't !

Gore hurried away, leaving the juniors wendering.

1 really believe that chap’s going off his vocket,” said
Tm‘w_x' Merry soberly, * He ought to be seen to,  Come
on!

They made their way to the Head's study. Tom Merry
kuocked, and the whole party marched in. Mr, Carring-
ton was in the study with the Head, and Mr. Lathom, the
master of the Fourth—D’Arey’s Form-master

Dr. Holmes's brow was stern. He did not seem
oratified by the invasion of eight juniors when he had
sent for only one.

“1 sent for D’Arey !” he rapped out.

“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry. * But we—"

“All but D’Arey leave the study at once.”

The Iead’s tone was final, and the juniors had to obey.
They retired from the study, ard closed the door, and
waited in the passage. That Arthur Angustus was the
soul of homour, they knew; but they knew, too, that he
might let Gore’s name slip without intending to do so.
And that meant mnothing short of expulsion for the
wretched black sheep of the Shell. — And they were
intensely anxious about I’Arcy himself. The fault he
had committed was serious, though he did not seem to
vealise how scrious it was. What view wonld the Head
take of it?

The Head seemed to be taking an extremely severe view.
His usnally kind face was like thunder as he fixed his eyes
upon Arthur Augustus,

D’Arcy stood before him quite evect and calm. He had
done nothing to be ashamed of, and there was no shame
on his noble countenance. He hoped that the Head would
regard the matter as a “sport.” But if the Head didn't,
the swell of the Fourth was quite prepared to face the
musie

* muttered Gorve.

“It's all right. I know

Arcy, you are aware that I have received a most
serious report from your Housemaster. You have visited
a disreputable place in Rylcombe which is strictly out of
bounds. There you entered into a disgraceful disturb-
ance with a party of low ruffians. The landlord of the
place complained to Mr. Carrington that he considered his
licence in danger, owing to the conduct of a boy belong-
ing to this school—yourself. I am prepared to hear WhHt-
ever explanation you bave to offer. But I warn you that X
unless vou =atisfy me, I shall have no alternative but to
<end vou away from the schoal.”

“Bai Jove " said Arthur Augustus involuntarily.

“Your Forfa-master speaks highly of yoar charvacter.
1¥'Arcy, and from my own observativn I have always
regarded you as a lad of high principles. T am, therefore,
prepared to listen to you with patience.”

“Thank you, sir! I twust that I shall nevah give Mr.
Tathom weason to change his opinion of me,” said
Arthur Angustus, with dignity. “I admit that appeaw-
ances are against e, sir, but I hope to be able to con-
vinee you that I have done nothin’ wong.”

“You went fo that public-house—"

“Yaas, sir.”

“ Knowing that it was out of bounds—"*

| had a vewy particulah weason, sir.”

“That is no excuse. But what was your reason? ., I
understand that you entered inte a quarrel in the billiatd-
room. Were you plaging billiards there?” Y
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Stop
\am:—a rott:n wh.\me 3in

“Gweat Scott!
place! Weally, sic
*#Then why did you go?”
“T went there to see Tickey Tapp.”

I’l:\yin‘ billiards at that

“Who is he?”
“ A wotten, low blackguard, sir—a fellow who plays
« r money, and vr-h sillay youngstahs to gamble
with him.”

The Head started.

“If this is your explanation, D'Arcy, you are hardly

improving matters. Is it possible, D*Arey, that you went
there to gamble with this man#”

“Certainly not, sir. I wegard gamblin® as bad form.
Iohave fwnquont]v spoken to my eldah bwothak, old
Conway, about playin’ bwidge.”

Never mind your elder brother now,” said the Head,
his face rcta\um a little, in spite of himself, “Why (11(‘
vou go to see this man, whmu ou deseribe yourself as
o most objectionable character?

“To thwash him, sir.,”

“ What!”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Lathom, blinking over his
spectacles at his hopeful pupil.

“To—to thrash him!” said the Head.

P

“Then Mr

T 7 T T .. O e S P P

I can't let you do i ‘[.llbot I can't let you
(S (,hapur ll )

Jolifle’s complaint is well founded, that you made a
(hihl[‘h ance in his house
('r-rf ainly not ! I had no intention whatevah of
makin' a disturban If Tickey Tapp had not acted like
a beast I should have thwashed him and came away
without makin’ the slightest disturbance. But all the
wottahs set on to me, and thwew me into the twough,
.w-ul uttahly wuined my clobbah—T mean, my clothes.”
‘Never mind that, D Arcy. It appears that you Wc‘!t
to this public-house to assault a bad character there.”
“That—that isn’t exactly how I looked at it,” said
Arthur Augustus, rather dismayed at this way of put-
ing it. I was goin’ te thwash the waseal, sir; and if
you knew the weason I am quite suah you would appwove
of it.”
“Very well; tell me the reason. How did you come
tn be acquainied with this character in the first placer”
“T d(‘til?“,‘ to admit that T am acquainted with him. I
know the cad by sight, that is all, becanse I have seen
him loafin’ about."”
“Then you have never had any dealings with kim:”
said the Head, evidently relieved.
“That would be quite imposs, sir. T twust you do not
suppose that T am that kind of a wottah?”
Tue Gnu L:smm
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“It is for you to prove that you are mot that kind
of boy, D’Arcy,” said the Head severely. “ Appearances
are very mmuch against you, and you have given no
explanation at all so far. T presume you did not go there
to assault this man Tapp because he is a bad character?”

“Qh, no, sir! I was wesolvell to stop his twicks.”

“His tricks! What tricks:”

“(ettin’ sillay youngstahs to play cards with him, and
gettin' them info twouble,” said Arthur Augustus, “We
atl agweed to do it, siv. We collahed the wascal on the
moor Jast week, and we ducked him, and warned him to
cleah out.”

*“ Bless my soul!” -

“I told him quite plainly that, if be evah came near
the school again, he would be thwashed. Now he has
come back, so I went down to the Gween Man to thwash

im.

The three old gentlemen looked at Arthur Augustus
in silence. It was so evident that the junior was telling
the truth that they could not doubt his explanation,
extraordinary as it was. It was equally evident that he
fully expected the master to approve of the line he had
token.

“ And what right bave you, D'Arcy, to take the law
into your own hands in this manner?” said the Head at
last. =

“ It weally secmed the only thing to be done, sir.”

“Am I to understand, D'Arcy, that this man Tapp
has dealings with some boy belonging to this school, and
that this was the reason of your interference?”

“OFf course, sir. Othahwise I should nevah have taken
any notice of the fellow.”

“Oh !’ said the Head.

“ 1 twust you are satisfied, sir? You see, that man
is a dangewous wascal, and he might be the wnin of
a sillay youngstah who got into his clutches,” said Arthur
Augustus, speaking as if he were seventy years old at
jeast. 1 wegarded is as my dutay to mip it in the
bud.”

“1 believe you, D'Arcy.”

“Thank you, sir! I expeet you to accept my word,
of course.”

The Head coughed.

“But you have acted in a foolish, hot-headed, and
reckless manner, with a complete disregard of the rules
of the school—"

“Oh deah!”

* And I require you to give me at once the name of the

Loy who has been dealing with this man Tapp.”

* Weally, Dr. Holmes——"

“1 am quite prepared to believe that you acted in a
quixotic manner in the interests of one of your school-
fellows, D’Arcy. But had you proof that you were not
mistaken—that you had not, in short, discovered a mare’'s-
nest?”

“1 could hardly be mistaken, sir, when I found them
together playin’ cards.”

“That certainly is proof pesitive. You found them
playing cards—this man Tapp and a 8t. Jim’s boy:”

“Yaas, sir.”’

* When was that®”

“ Last Wednesday, sir.”

“ Who was the boy?”

Arthur Augustus was silent.

“You heard gy question, D'Arcy " =aid
frowning.

“Yaas, sir.”

“Then why do you not answer me:”

<1t is quite imposs, siv, for me to give you the chap’s
name.”

“D’Avey !”

‘It would be sneakin’, sir. Aud, besides, I have given
him my word not to say anythin' abount it. If T should
bweak my word, I should be as big a waseal as Tickey
Tapp.” i 5

’li‘)tluern was a long silence. The doctor’s hand strayed
towards his cane, but he withdrew it again. Mr, Lathom
coughed. Mr. Carrington turned to the window, perhaps
to hide 2 smile. Arthur Augustus stood, with his head
erect, fearless of consequences. Dr. Holmes broke the
silence at last: - 3

“V ry well, D’Arey.  You should not have made such
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a promise, buf, since vou have made it, I will not
question you further upon that subject.”

“Thank you, sir, 1 was suah you would look at it
like that.”

The Head coughed again, He hardly knew whether
to smile or to give Arthur Augustus D’Arcy the licking
of his life. Fortunately, lie smiled.

“You will take a thousand lines, D'Arcy, and stay in
for the next two half-holidays, as a punishment for your
lawless conduct !” #

“Oh deah!”

“ But for my faith in your character, D'Arcy, I should
hesitate to believe the extraordinary explanation you have
given me. However, 1 believe you. You may go.”

“Thank you, sir I

Arthur Augustus quitted the study. The three masters
looked at one another,

“Ahem! A—a most extraordinary boy!” murmured
)t%r.ILuthmn. “But the soul of honour—I1 am convinced
of that.”

* My opinion exactly,” said Mr. Carrington. “But the
boy who has been guilty of a serious fault—doubtless a
boy in this House—must be discovered.”

“Undoubtedly,” said the Head. “I leave that in yvour
hands, Mr. Carrington.” -

Aud the Housemaster nodded, with a very grim look,

CHAPTER 7.
The Mystery of George Gore.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS I’ARCY rejeined his chums,
who were waiting anxiously in the passage.
" LT)!l‘O')’T greeted him with a volley of questions.
Y Sackedr

* Licke
* What's happened 5
“Wats!” said Arthur Augustus. “The Head is an

old sport. Howevah, he has given me a thonsand lines
and gated me for two half-holidays. I don’t exaetly
know why, but I didn’t argue the point with him——"

“Ha, ha! Not, really#”

“ No, degh boys; he did not look iuclined to weason it
o]ult: Pewwaps I am vewy well out of the sewape, after
all.” .

“ Perhaps you arve,” said Talbot, laughing.
whack out the lines.”

“Yes; that will only be a lundred or so each,” said
Blake., “Gussy’s got oft lighter than he deserved——"

“ Weally, Blake—-"

“And you dida’t let slip anything albout Gore:”
Talbot.

“Of course not, you duffah. I simply explained that I
thwashed Tickey Tapp for geltin’ a St. Jim's chap to
gamble with him. The Head was entit to know that,
But I wefused to mention names, and lie let the mattah
dwop, like an old sport.”

“There'll be an investigation,” said Tom Meriy
uncasily.  “Now they know that, theyll he on the
track.”

“That's all wight. Goah iy got to heldTiis |
tongue aud keep cleah of’such :hings in the future.”

“Yes, I suppose s0.”

~ And to-morrow, deah hovs, we'll go and. look for
Tickey Tapp again—-"

* What*”

“ And if he's still heah, we'll wag him,” said Artihur
Angustus firmly. .

“So you haven’t had enough yet?” growled Herries.

“ Not until that wascal is dwiven away,” said Artl
Augustus, "I am convinced that Goah’s wemarkable
conduct to-day is due to him. Goah is a wottah; but in
this mattah we are standin’ up for him.”

“You can leave Tickey Tapp to me,” =aid Talbot
quietly.

* Wats!” .

“There's no need for any more ragging, I mean,” eaid
Talbot, “1 have only to speak a werd to him, and he’ll
.

S pRe ) .
The juniors regarded Talbot in astonishment.

“We can
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face of the handsome Shell fellow flushed under their
gaze. .

“I'm not talking out of my hat,” he said; “I can do
it, and I will do it.. You remember I told you "—the
Tofi's flush deepened—"in the old days, when. they
called me the Toff—when I was what I'd like to forget
pvow—I knew that man. 1 know enough about him to
~=en_d him to prison for the next few years, and he knows

By Jove!” said Tom Merry.
I ghall see him to-morrow and warn him to go,” said

Talbot. *If he does not go, I shall see that the police
remove him. In either case, he won’t trouble us any
more.”

Tom Merry slapped his chum on the shoulder.

“Ripping | That will settle Tickey Tapp!”

“Yaas, wathah! TUnder the cires, T am willin' to
leave it to Talbot.”

“We'll jolly well scrag you if you don't!” growled
Blake.

“I should wefuse to be sewagged, Blake ig

“Oh, come and have tea, and dry up!” said Blake.
“I've a jolly good mind to bump you bald-headed for
nearly getting sacked and worrying your old pals till
their hair turns grey. Shut up, and come and have tea!”

And the juniors proceeded to Study No. 6, greatly
relieved by the way the matter had turned out. It was
quite a merry tea-party, and there was a buzz of
cheerful voices in the study when Gore’s pale and
harassed face looked in. .

“Come in, denh boy!” said Arthnr Augustus.

Gore shool his head.

“I haven’t come to tea.

“Wight as wain!”

“You—you didn’'t let my name slip®” faltered Gore.

“Wats ! Of course not. But the Head knows that
Tickey Tapp has been gamblin’ with a St. Jim's chap
now, You will have to be awf’ly decent aftah this, Gore.
I hope it will not be too gweat a stwain on yon.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's all right, Gore,” said Tom Merry. * You've only
ot to keep clear of the fellow and nothing e+ ~ome
ont.”

“ Keep clear of him,” muttered Gore, with a ghastly
look—" keep clear of him!”

Tom Merry rose to his feet. He drew Gore info the
study, and closed the door. Gore was trembling.

“Took here!” said Tom. “You've got to keep clear
of him or you're a goner. Carrington will be watchin
like a cat after this. Why can't you keep clear of him?”

Gore did not reply.

*“Does this mean that you owe him money?™

No answer,

“If it does,” said Tom Merry, “you can rely on us.
We've taken a hand in this without asking your
consent, and it’s up to us to see you through. If yon
owe the man money, we’ll raise it somehow, and you can
get vid of him. Now, then ”

“Yaas, wathah! I guite appwove.”

“Is it that, Gore?” demanded Blake,

No.”

Iz it right:"”

“Then, what is it?

“ Nothine.”

Gore opened the door and left the study withonb
another word. The chums looked at one another un-
comfortably.

“ Blessed -if T don't think the chap's mad,” said Blake
uneasily. “He can’t be in his right senses to look like
that. He gives me the creeps.”

The juniors finished their tea less cheerfully. After
tea Talbot went to his own study. Skimpole was there,
doeply immersed in a learned volume on the subject of
l.ntc.mcnlo‘lgl‘}y‘7which was the latest “ology” the brainy
man of the Shell had taken up.

“ Seen Gore?” asked Talbot.

Skimpole blinked up over his glasses,

“Yes, He was very rude to me,” he vemarked. “I
do not understand Gore at all lately, Talbot. His
manners are dreadful. Do you know, I should almost
think that Gore had something on hias mind.”

Talbot smiled slightly. That fact, which was be-
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ginning to be remarked upon by the whole House, was
dawning vpon Skimpole’s mighty brain at last.

“I asked him if he was going to do his prep, and he..
said, ‘Hang the prep!’ and called me several impolite
names,” said Skimpole. “ Seeing that his nerves were
out of order, I offered to calm him by reading out a
chapter of my book—a very interesting hook about
entomology. He pitched the book into the fender,
Talbot. I really thought for a moment he would pitch
me after it, and T was quite alarmed. Fortunately, he
went out. If this goes on, I shall have to think seriously
about changing into another study. = Gore is really
growing quite intolerable.”

And Skimpole shook his head solemnly and sorrowfully.

Talbot sat down to his preparation and waited for
Gore to come in. But Gore did not appear; neither was
ho-in the common-room when Talbot went downstairs,
He did not appear till bedtime, when he came in out of
the dusky gquadrangle, and went directly to his bed
without a word to anyone,

Talbot gave him an anxious look in the dormitory, but
Gare did not notice it. He was still very pale, and his
eyes wers feverish. All the Shell fellows were comment-
irg on it—his fainting-fit of the afternoon had not been
forgotten. The achool doctor had called to see Gore after
lessona, but it appeared that he was not ill. What was
the matter with him was a mystery; but it was becoming
a subject for general remark. The juniors were begin-
ning to think that George Gore was going “cff his
rocker,” as they expressed it.

Gore had {urned in, in silence. His eyes seemed to
be turning from his pillew with a strange, intent sus-
piciousness. 1f he caught an eye turned upon him, he
scowled savagely and threateningly.

Monty Lowther happened to rest his hand upon the
chair where Gore’s jacket was folded, for a moment.
There was a sudden exclamation from Gore.

“ Let my jacket alone!”

Lowther spun round in

“Eh? What's the row?

“Tlon't touch my jacket, hang you!” shouted Gore,
sitting up in bed. "¢ Let it alone!”

T.owther stared at him, and burst into a chuckle.

“T'm not after your smokes, Gore, old chap,” he said.
“T wouldn't touch ’em with a barge-pole—honour bright !
Gentlemen, anybody want a smake before g;oin%1 to bed?”
added Lowther, taking up Gore’s jacket, and holding it
aloft.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Giore made a single bound from his bed, and clutched
the jacket from Lowther with one hand, and dealt him
a savage blow with the other.

The blow was so unexpected that it strelched Lowther
on the floor of the dormitory. o gavo a yell of surprise
and

stonishment.

“Tet my thines alone,” hissed Gore.

Lowther sprang up furiously. He made a jump at
Gore, and the next moment they were hitting out
furiously. .

“(ave!” sang out Clifton Dane. Kildare of the Sixth
came into the dormitory to see lights out.

“What's that row? Stop it, you young sweeps,” ex-
claimed Kildare angrily. “Take a hundred lines each.”

The two combatants separated, panting.

«All serene, vour Highness!” said Lowther breath-
lessly.

“ (jet into bed—sharp!” said Kildare,

Tho Shell fellows turned in. Gore took a pocket-book
from his jacket, and placed it under his pillow, apparently
for safety. Lowther's eyes blazed as he saw the action.
e understood now the cause of Gore's sudden fury. .

Kildare put the light out and left the dormitery. Then
Monty Lowiher's voice was heard from his bed.

“({ore, you sneaking cad—" .

Gore did not answer.

“Did you think I was going to touch your
vou skulking worm?” shouted TLowiher.
Tl :

“0Oh, go to sleep,” said Tom Merry. "

“Did you see what the cad did?” howled Lowther.
“Putting his pocket-book under his pillow, beecause
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picked up his jacket? Does he think 1 was going to
steal it? The rotten, gambling cad! If youw're not a
iu]:lk as well as a sneaking cad, Gore, get up, and

No word came from George Gore.
yoice rang through the dormitory.
§ “Chuck it, Lowther,” murmured Talbot, “the chap
i=n't well—"

“ Must he mad, T think,” said Lowther, with a snort.
“ The sooner they take the silly lunatic away to an asylum
the better.”

And as Gore refused to be drawn, Lowther snorled
again with indignation, and seitled down to sleep. The
Shell fellows dropped into slumber one by one, but there
was one fellow who did not sleep. Through the long,
weary hours of the night, George Gore’s sleepless, burning
eyes Jooked dully into the darkness.

Lowther's indignant

CHAPTER 8,
Under a Suspicion!
EORGE GORE turned up at classes as usunal the
next day.

Some of the fellows had expected that he would
be sent into the sanatorium. It was plain to all eyes
that he was vot himself; th h what could be the
matter with him was a puzzle. e was not ill in body—
1)r. Short had found nothing the matter with him. He
seemed in a run-down state, that was all. If Gore had
been “swotting ” hard for an examination, it would not
have caused surprise, but Gore was doing nothing of
the sort. It was not in his line to “ swot " by any means.
That he had some trouble on his mind seemed clear; but
Mr. Linton had questioned him, kindly enough, and
Gore had stated sullenly that he was just the same as
usual, only feeling a bit run-down. Tt did not seem clear
what trouble the junior could have on his mind—and Gore
flatly denied the suggestion, when his Form-master ques-
tioned him. During the morning Mr. Linton glanced
scveral times at Gore a little oddly, but spared him the
Form work, Gore did scarcely anything all day. It was a
relief ‘he was thankful for, for he eould not put Lis mind
into Fessons.

After morning lessons, when the Shell fellows were dis-
smissed, Mr. Linton made a sign to Gore to remain behind
when the rest of the Form filed out. Gore stopped at
‘the Form-master’s desk sullenly.

“T hope you are feeling better to-day, Gore,” said Mr.
Linton, in a tone of unaccustomed kindliness.

“I'm all right, sir.”

“Now, I am gniu% to speak plainly to vou, Gore,”
satd Mr. Linton.  “ When I spoke to yout before I asked
you whether you had anything weighing on your mind.”

“What could I have, sir?” said Gore.

“1I do not guite see, h‘ut I am aware that a Form-
master does not see everything,” replied Mr. Linton. T
should like my boys to regard me as a friend as well
as a master. Yon have perhaps some little mouey
troubles. T advanced you fifteen shillings to pay for your
new bat last week——""

“I—I shall have that next Saturday, sir.”

“That is of little moment, Geore. You may have con-
iracted some small debt carelessly and thoughtlessly, in a
similar way. It would be foolish te do so, but it is not
a crime. If that is the case, tell me the whole matter,
and we will see what is to be done.”

Gore looked at Mr. Linton in surprise. He had never
expected kindness from the eomewhat cold and severe
master of the Shell.

“You are very kind, sir,” the limlim' faltered, “I--1'd
tell you at once, sir, but it's all right. 1 don’'t want
money.” .

“Very well! It is not that. Now, Gore, I will mention
another matter. [t appears that a boy in this school, at
present unknown, has had dealings with a certain rescally
sharper named Tapp—"

Gore zet his teeth hard together.

“ The Ifousemaster has acquainted all the masters and
prefects witk the matter, in the hope of discovering the
foolish and reckless lad. T think I may say more, Gore,
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that if the boy ifi question should make a frank confession
to the Head, he would find Dr. Holmes lenient, Need I
say morer”

“I—I don’t understand you, sir.”

“I will make my meaning clearer. You have been in a
etate that has attracted gencral attention for some days,
thout any apparent cause. It appears to be due to
some matter weighing on your mind. If you have been
gnilty of foolish conduct, I can well believe that remorse
would troubles you, If you have dome wrong, I am
quite prepaved to believe that yeu have repented, and I
can answer for it that the Head would take a lenient view;
upon the representations 1 should make to him. 1T ask
rou to answer me frankly, Gore, for your own peace of
mind.”

“T've nothing to tell you, sir

“To be quite plain, are you the boy who is known
to have had dealings with this man Tapp#”

" No, sir.”

Mr. Linton eyed him narrowly. Gore was looking palé
and harassed, but he had been looking like that for days
past, especially since the fainting scene in the Form-room
the previous afternoon. A

“If l‘fnu have anything on your mind, Gore, that if
would be better to confess, you had better speak out.”

“I have nothing, sir.?

“Very well,” said Mr. Linton. “I must accept your
assurance, Gore. 1 must attribute your very peculiar
conduet to your personal health, I suppose. Youn are
cerfainly not-in a fit state fo attend to your lessons. If
vou like, it could be arranged for you to go home for a
few days for a change,”

“T should like that, sir,” said Gore, brightening up a
little.

“Very well. I will speak to the Head, and you may
take the afternoon train.”

Gore started. :

*This afternoan!

“ What do you mean?
to go.”

“I—1I thought you meant to-morrow, sir,” stammered
Gore.

“You would rather wait till to-morrow:” said the
Form-master, puzzled. I understand you less than ever,
Gore. You are certainly a very strange boy!”

“I-—1'd rather not go, now I think of it,” said Gore,
his face flushing. #My-—my pater doesn’t care much
about me at home, and—and he won’t be very glad to
sce me in the middle of the term. I—I'd rather not go,
thank you, sir.”

“Very well, Gore,” said Mr. Linton.

And Gore left the Form-room.

Gore's last words, concerning his pater, had moved
the Form-master. Ie had seen Mr. Glore, and he under-
stood that the junior might not be keen to face that
exceedingly grim hnd hard-fisted old gentleman if he
could help it. Mr. Gore was a Roman parent, and a
devoted believer in the ancient barbarous maxim about
sparing the ¥od. My, Gore had never run any risk of
spoiling his child by sparing the rod—rather the reverse.
It was just possible that some of George Gore’s unpleasant
traits were due to the grim severity of the Roman

Mr. Linton remained for some time in thought. As
soon as he had heard of the unknown St. Jim's fellow
who had been in diffieulties with Tickey Tapp, he had
thought of Gore, Remorse for wrong-doing and fear of
the consequences would have caused the strange change
in the Shell fellow undoubtedly. And Mr. Linten was
not wholly satisfied by Gore's denial. Yet, if the boy
Liad a fault to confess, mere prudence should have made
him confess it at 4 moment when he was secure of being
dealt with leniently; he must have seen that that woula
be better for him than risking discovery and condign
punishment. Mr. Linton could not make it out, but he
resolved to keep a very keen eye on George Gore.

Gore “mooched >’ off by himself when he escaped from
the Form-room, He was not seen again till dinner-time,
and immediately after dinmer he disappeared once more.
He had fallen into the habit of taking solitary walks,
apparently brooding over his secret trouble, whatever it
was.

He came in to afternoon classqs a minute or two after

e
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the rest, and took his place without any remark frem
Mr. Linton on his unpunctuality. He was spared lessons,
for the most part, the Form-master showing him every
consideration. The Shell fellows were surprised at seeing
Mr. Linton in this new light. They had never supposed
that there were kindly human feélings under that cold
and severe exterior.

During the afternoon the Head came in for o few
minutes to speak to Mr. Linton. Several of the fellows
who were near Gore noticed that his face became white,
and a hunted look came into his eyes. He sat with his
eyes fixed upon the Head, with terror in his look, as the

old gentleman chatted with the Form-master. Tom
Merry tapped him on the arm.
“What’s the matter, Gore?” he whispered. ** Buck

up, for goodness’ sake!' The Head will spot you!”

Gore looked at him stupidly, and made a visible effort
to pull himself together. A feverish shudder ran through
him from head to foot.

He gave almost a sob of relief when the Head left
the Form-room, The Terrible Three exchanged glances.
Why had the sight of Dr. Holmes filled Gore with that
sudden, unmistakahble fear? He muist have supposed, for
the moment, that the Head's visit was in connection with
him. But why? And why should it scare him to that
extent? .

The juniors realised that Gore was in deeper waters
than they had dreamed, though the mystery bafiled them.
But even Monty Lowther, who had not forgotten the
incident in the dermitory, and naturally resented it, felt
his resentment die away now. What had Gore done?

Lessons ended at last, and Gore went to his study.
;ll:;qllbot paused in the passage to speak to the Terrible

ree.

“Will you fellows ask Skimmy something about
entomology " he asked:
“What the dickens for?” demanded Lowther. “If we

start him he’ll never stop.”

Talbot smiled.

“I want him kept out of the study for a bit. I'm going
to speak to Gore.” i

“Oh, all serene!”

“Bomething ought to be done for that chap,” said Tom
Merry. “I can't say I like him very much, personally,
but he's in a rotten state. I can’t help thinking that
he's done something—something awfully serious. He was
like a sheet when the Head came in.”

“1 noticed it,” said Talbot quietly.

“.We've all asked him, and offered to help him out,”
said Manners, *“He won’t say a word. I'd be glad to
lend a hand, if we could do anything. Dlessed if I don't
believe his brain’s turning !

“I should not be surprised if it were,” said Talbot.
“DBut he’'s not a bad chap, in the main, and I want to
see him through, if it can be domne.”

“He’s been more decent since you came here,” said
Tom. “ You geem to have a good influence, Talbot, old
chap. It’s the same with Levison.”

“ Rather a compliment for the Toff " said Talbet. with
a grim smile.

*Talbot—"

“DBut it’s because of that that I think he may speak
to me, when he wouldn't to anybody else,” said Talbot
quickly, “ I’ve been through things that you fellows
haven’t, and—and, if Gore's made some awful bloomer,
he may tell me; he may know that I should understand
him better, Whatever he’s done, it can't be worse than
what I’ve done in the old days.”

“Don’t speak of that.”

“1 wouldn't, Tom, only I meant to explain why Gore
may have confidence in me. He won't expect me to be
shocked and disgusted as you fellows would be, rightly
enough. Keep Skimpole on entomology for a bit.”

“Right-ho !

During the next half-hour Skimpole of the Shell had
the time of his life. Three fellows, who had never
betrayed the slightest interest before in his scientifio
pursuits, listened to Skimpole on entomology with grave
and devoted attention, hanging to the words that flowed,
polysyliabically, from Skimpole’s learned lips. '
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CHAPTER 9.

Gore's Secret.
ALBOT entered the study, and closed the door

behind him
Gore was seated, or, rather, huddled, in the
armchair, his gaze lixed before him, dully and unsee-
ingly, He glanced at Talbot as he came in without
interest. There were thick beads of perspiration on the
junior’s brow.

Talbot sat on the corner of the table, and regarded him.
Gore’s look would have touched a harder heart than
Talbot's. And Talbot had an understanding of the
wretched boy which his chums could not be expected to
have. The Toff, trained up from early youth among
inals, a cracksman himself until the awakening came
in his life, was not likely to be hard in his judgments upon
anybody. Since the day when the light had come to
him, when ke had thrown his old life behind for ever, the
Toft had been as straight as a die. The past seemed to
him like some black and evil dream. But 1t had left him
with a sympathy and understanding for weaker natures.

“Gore, old chap "—Talbot’s voice was very quiet,
almost affectionate—" Gore, this won't do. Won't you
let me help you out?

“You can’t help me,” said Gore dully.

“This can’t go on,” said Talbot. “You're getting the
attention of the whole House fixed on you. Even some
of the New House chaps have noticed it.”

Gore gave a hard laugh.

“I know. It's my Inck.

I meant to keep up a good
face on it; met to show a sign. And~I couldn’t. I can
see now that the game’s up. Everybody’s wondering
what’s the matter with me. ~ When it’s found out, they'll
think of me at once. They're sure to.”

“When what’s found out?"”

“I dare say youw’ll know soon enough. T wish J was
dead ! groaned Gore, letting his face fall into his

ds.

“I think I can help vou,” said Talbot.

“You can't! Nobody can help me.”

“I'll tell you something, Gore. Of course, I can guess
all this is in connection with that scoundrei Tickey
Tapp.”

"I dare say the whole House kmows that, or guesses
it,” said Gore bitterly. “ Oh, what a fool I've been!”

“You know something about my past, Gore; all the
fellows do,” went on Talbot quietly. “You know that Iz
was brought up among a gang of thieves, and never
chucked it over till I came to this schoel. That I should
be hunted now, if I had not been granted the King's
pardon. You know that, Gere.” .

“1 know,” said Gore. “You're different from me. - You
never had a chance, and you made one for yourself, I've
every chance, and I've ended where you began,”

““ S0 bad as that?” said Talbot.

“Yes!” said Gore desperately; “so bad as that! T
know you'd help me if you could, Talbot, though deuce
knows why. We've never been specially friendly. Still,
T never was down on yon as some of the chaps were at
first.”

“And I haven't forgotten that, Gore. T want to help
you. And I think I can. I was going to tell you in the
den where I used to meet the gang, the rookery in Angel
Alley, Tickey Tapp used to come sometimes. I knew him
then, a little.”

“You knew him?" .

“Yes. And I know enough about him to send him to
prison, if I choosé. Tast week I met him near the school,
and knew what his game was here. I warned him that
he had to go, or else I would see that the law had- its
due. He went; but he has come back. I am going to
see him again to-day, and finish with him. Now, I've
guessed what’s the matter, Gore. You lost your mouney
to h}im the other day &

“Yes”

“And gave him I 0 U’s for more?”

Gore nodded.

“I've been thinking it ont,” said Talbot, “and T con-
cluded that it was that. You are afraid of the use he
may make of your paper. Well, I can get it back for
you. No meed for you to pay him whit he’s swindled
Tae GEM Lisrary.—No. 377.
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you out of,© A good sum, I dare say. I can make him
give me your paper, and leave this neizhbourhood for
goid.” - 7

“You can do that?”
, MEE quite easily.  You have only to give me a
description of 1he paper, and I will sce that he hands it
over. He will choose that or arrest. . And I know him
well enough to know which he will choose,” said Talbot.
“You needn’t. have any-scruples about not’paying him.
He has cheated you.” .,

“Well, he couldn’t have,” said Gore. “You sce, I
didn’t wholly trust him, and I took my own cards, a new
pack; not marked, you know.”

Talbot laughed. 5

“ Paor old chap! You're not quite up to the form of a
yaseal like that. Before the cards had been in his hands
ten minutes he had marked all the court cards.”

“ How could he do that?”

“IWith his thumbnail. It’s an old trick.”

“T—I never thought of anything like that. I—I never
heard of such a thing.  How do you know. o

“f know a good many things, Gore, that you're jolly
lucky nob fo know,” said the Toff quietly: " and that you
may pray that you never will know.  As for this special
trick with cards, I've caught Tickey Tapp playing it
when I played with him myself, in the old days.”

“The villain ¥’ said Gore. *“Oh, the awful rascall
He—he made out that I was swindling him, because—
becanse I hadn’t the money to pay on my paper. And—
and T suppose he was swindling me all the time.” i

“He plays to win,” said Talbot. *That’s his business.
And he could hardly live upen. losses, could he? You
needn’t ‘pay him a- cent. Let him keep the cash he got
out of you if you like. But if yon paid him anythmg
vou would be-an_idiot. . Leave it to me to get the papers
haclk, "and see you elear. And I guarantee that you shall
never sce the rotter again. He'll go after T've talked to
him.” gt

Gore groaned. ;

* “ Doesn’t-that see you clear?” execlaimed Talbot.

“No.™ ..

3

r A
. got- to see him to-day, to take him fifteen
pounds- - '

“Where?"”

“ At the old hut en the moor, at six.”

Talbot’s brow grew stern.

“T will go instead of you, Gore. And I promise you
that I will bring your paper back, and that Tickey Tapp
will never trouble you again. Surely that will see you

clear.”: -

“It’s too late.”

“T don’t eateh on. If vou mean you haven't the mcney,
that doesn’t matter. There's no money
needed.”

“T've got the money,” faltered Gore.

“You've got fiftcen pounds:”

“Yes,” groaned Gore.

Talbot drew a deep, deep breath. He
understood it all at last. It was clear
to him new, the position in which the
wretched junior was placed

“The money isn’'t your own, then.
Gore?”

Gore nodded wretchedly.

“Then, thank Heaven, I've spoken to
you in time!” said Talbot fervently.
“You were mad to take it, Gere. But
you've been half opt of your sen

if you put it back again you needn’t re-
proach yourself too much. Put it back
at once where you took it from.”

“I E‘Al?\!t—.‘

“Qh, yes, you can. It can't have
been missed yet, or there would have
been a row about if - It’s mot been
missed.”
“Not yet,” said Gore. “Oh, T've
been in fear of it every hour—every
“ mimite. When the Head came into the
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Form-room, I thought——" - He shuddered. * When
Lowther touched my jacket last might “You under-
stand? Suppose he'd seen it? Suppose anybedy knew 1
had it; % v

“ I understand,”” said Talbot, gently enough.

“T've hidden it a lot of times,” said Gore wretchedly;
“stuck it info corners for safety, and then it haunted
me. I—I was afraid somebody might find it, and them
I shouldn’t have the money to pay Tickey Tapp, after
making myself a fhief to get it. So I always went and
fetched. it again. I've got it in my pocket now. Eightéen
pounds ! Ft's more than I needed, but T just wgrabbed it,
you know. He—he said—Tickey Tapp, you know—he said
I could get the money somehow. He said there were
a lot of fellows here with money, and I could——"

“The villain!” said Talbot.

“But—but I mever meant to—I swear I didn’t! 1
couldn’t! I'm not a thief!” said Gore, in a husky
whisper. “I'm not; I never meant to be. But there
was the money under my very eyes all of a sudden. I—1
think I must have gone dotty for a minute. I whipped
away with it, and after that it was too late. But I swear
I never really meant to steal.” :

“Of course you didn't,” said Talbot, touched to the
heart by the misery and remorse in the unhappy boy’s
f 1 know how you feel, Gore, because I've been
through it. There are things in my life T'd give my
right hand to undo. But if T get you out of this fix,
that’s something towards making up. All you've got to
do is to put it back.”

“T can’t, I tell you."” :

“Why not#” ) w 3 N

“1It can’t be put back. It's impossible ” :

iy s

CHAPTER 10.
Too Late!
: HERE was a long silence in the study. . :

©  Gore’s face had fallen into his hands, and hé
was sobbing, with dry sobs that shook him from
head to foot. If ever a-foolish tramsgressor repented of
his wrong-doing, George: Gore repented now. The suffefZ
ing he had gone through for the past few days had been
a punishment as great as his crime. And new that help
had come—when he was offered a way out—it was tog
late! &

Too late!

Talbot’s face was very grave now, He had undertaken
to help the wretched jumior, and he realised for the first
time the extent of his self-imposed task. But he would
not give u}s;

In the old days the Toff, the prince of cracksmen, had
never wanted for courage and deter-
mination. And he had not lost those
those qualities in his new life. :

“Tell me all about it, Gore,” he said

at last, *You're not in a state to think
it out. You're up-,elug‘olly near in a
fever. I dare say I could manage it for

vou. I'd do anvthing I ecould.”

“1It can't be done.”

“Whose is the money?”

“The Head’s. I got it last Thurs-
day. It's nerrly driven me mad since
then,” said Gore hoarsely. “I'd have
made up my mind to r]}l;mco it with
Ticky Tapp if T could have put the
money back, but I couldn’t.”

“Where did you get it, then®”

“From the safe.”

Talbot started.

“You must be dreaming, Gore.
could not have epened the safe.”

“Of course I couldn’t,” said Gore.
“It was open. Don't you remember—
last Thursday—I cheeked Linton, and
he sent me with a note to the Head for
licking? T—I came - back and

You
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(See Chapter 4.)

«“T remember,” said Talbot. “ Do you mean to say that
you did go to his study, after all?”

“Yes. 1 lied,” said Gore, with desperate frankness.
“Ties come pretty casy when a fellow’s done worse. I
had been in the study. The Head wasn't there. He
must have opened his safe to put something in—there
was a registered letter lying on his desk that he'd just
opened—then I suppose he was called suddenly out of
the stu Anyway, he wasn't there, and the safe door
was wnlocked. It was rotien careless of him. He had
no right to be careless like that,” muttered Gore, with
2 miserable attempt at self-justification, “He'd no right
to tempt a chap——" IHe broke oft n. “ But it's no
good talking. I oughtn't to have louched the safe. I
shouldn’t have thought of d it, vou know: only just
then, while I was waiting the Head never came
back, it came into my mind what Tickey Tapp had said;
and then he was gomg to show my to the Head
if I didn’t pay up, and get me sacked out of revenge,
the beast! I—I thought there was lots of money in the
safe. I just had a look. I—T think I was mad then.
I—1 saw the bundles of currency notes. I—I—" Gore
staminered incoheremntly., “Oh, what a beast I was
what a benst! But I was nearly mad with fear of what
that villain would do if 1 dida’t pay bhim. T collared
the notes, and -¢eleared out.”

Talbot was silent.

u going?’* he asked., “ Am 1 goil
i “‘Then put up your hands, you

o

aw, haw,

““Then I seemed to get calm,” said Gore. “I don’t
lnow how--a sort of coolness. I felt that I was such a
villain, it didn’t matter any more. I went into the quad
for a bit, and then came back and buttered up Linton,
and nobody knew I'd been in the Head’s study at all.
ad to keep a good face on it, and T thought I
: enough. " But I couldn’t keep a good face on
it, you know. It's nearly driven me mad. All the
fellows have noticed there’s something up with me. I
can't help it.”

He broke off with a sob.

“You see, I-—I ain’t really a thief. I can't stand it.
Every time a chap locks at me I think he’s spotted me.
T haven’t been able to sleep at night. If I could have
put it back, I'd have done it and chanced it; but, you
see, I couldn’t. I can’t open the safe. The Head wouldn’t
be likely ta leave it open another time, you know. I—
I'v :d into his study two or three times to sce
i 1, but it was no go. Of course he wouldn't.”"
bot's face was grim. His heart ached for the
vretched junior. Ie understood the sufferings that had
followed that moment of madness.

The matter was worse than he had dreamed The
junior had taken money that did not belong to him
under the threats of the eard-sharper, and he had taken
it from a place where it could not be returned. He had
repented, but his repentance came too late—not because
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he had kept or used the stolen money, but simply because
the iron door of the safe barred the way,

“The Head hasn’t missed it yet,” went on Gore huskily,
“hut it may come any day. When he does, of course
there’ll be 2 row, and every fellow in the House will
guess what’s the matter with me. They’ll know. T ain’t
a criminal. I can’t keep it up. If I’d been able to put
a good face on it T might have been safe enough. But
I couldn’t. I've felt as if my brain would turn thinking
of it. That's why I went off into a faint yesterday. I'm
not the fainting sort—you know that. But it's driven
me wild,” )

Talbot pressed his hand to his brow.

What could be done?

There seemed no way out. Lven the Toff, cool and
clear-headed and resourceful, was beaten.

Gore looked at him, with a haggard face. He read
the hopeless perplexity in Talbot’s Jooks.

“You can’t help me,” he said. “I told you you
couldn’t. It wasn’t any good telling you about it,

though it does make me feel easier to tell somecbody. -

I wonder the Head hasn’t missed the money. T suppose
he had set it aside for some account, and it’s not due
yet or something. But he may miss it any day. And
I can’t put it back—I can’t put it back!”

He broke off, with a groan.

*“I knew you couldn’t help me. I'm past help—T told
vou that when I spoke to you hefore. It must come out,
and they’ll know it was me. And I daren’t go home—my
father’s as hard as ivon. If I disgraced him, he wouldn’t
take me im very likely, I shall have to run away. I
wish I'd gome before. T'd better go before it comes
out. Don't you think so?”

Talbot shook his head. .

* What's the good of staying, to be arrested perhaps:”
said Gore. “I tell you, they'll know it was me. Don’t
you think they will#”

“Well, yes. You've given yourself away plainly
enough,” said Talbot.  * Besides, they might suspect
somebody else—and they-—I think you’d own up.”

“T—I thought of that, too,” said Gore miserably. “I
thought they might suspect you, Talbot——""

12" exclaimed Talbot, with a start.

“ Because you can open safes, you know, and all
that. But—if you'd been suspected, T would have owned
up. I—T think I would.”

Talbot leoked at him very curiously.

“This will want thinking out, Gore,” he said abruptly.
“I'll get off now and see Tickey Tapp, and settle with
him, or I shall miss him—the time’s getting on. I'll see
you when I comesback.”

“Do you know what came into my head yesterday—
when I was queer in the Form-room?” said Gore huskily.

“What?" asked Talbot. h

“The pond—that pond on the moor where the fello
ducked Tickey Tapp. I—T thought of that—as the
out.”

“Don’t think of anything of the sort,” said Talbot
sharply. .

“1t’s that, or running for it.”

“There may be some way out,” said Talbot. “Wait
till T come back—1I may be able to think of a way., I've
been in tight corners before, and I've always come out
of them. Leave it to me, and pull yourself together.”

“You can’t help me.”

“I'm going to try.”
#Wait till I come back.”

“ Hold on!” said Gore hurriedly, “I—I say, you won't
say a word? I've trusted you—you made me fell vou. pr

“Of course I sha’n’t say a word.” =

“You promise? I know you'll keep your word.”

“You could ,trust me without that, Gore—but I
promise.”

“You see, I mightn’t be suapected after all; or—or the
Head might leave his safe open one day, and I might have
a chance of putting it back—vou never know.”

“No one shall know anything from me, Gore.”

Gore nodded ; he knew that Talbot's word was sacred.

“ Keep your pecker up,” said Talbot. “You’ll bo rid
of Tickey Tapp, anyway, and have your paper back. And
I‘Jll‘ !il:dta way out for yu&l—snmphnw."

Talbot quitted the etudy, leaving a ra i
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breast of the wretched Gore. The Toff hurried down the
stairs. The Terrible Three met him in the hall,

“ Wellz”

“I've got to go out,” said Talbot. * You fellows can
come if you like, I'm going to finish with Tickey Tapp.”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

The chums hurried “for the bicycles, and in a few
minutes they were speeding away to the moor, to keep the
;{)pﬁintment Tickey Tapp had made with Gore of the

rell. !

i i

CHAPTER 11,
The Only Way!

ICKEY TAPP was smoking a big black cigar in the
old shepherd’s hut on the moor, and waiting. It
was close on six, the hour of his appointment.

At that hour, George Gore was to arrive with fifteen
pounds for the cardsharper, or take the consequences.
Tickey Tapp had very little doubt that his victim would
bring the moeney.

There was a clattering of bieycles outside the old hut.
and Tickey 'Tapp started to his feet. Four juniors
appeared in the doorway.

Tickey Tapp changed colour a little as he saw Talbot.
“Toff ! You!" he ejaculated.

“Yes,” gaid Talbot.

“Quite a "appy meeting,” said Tickey Tapp, recovering
himself a little.” “ We’ll 'ave to talk over old times, and
these young gents can ’ear.”

“I haven't come to talk to you,” said Talbot. “IL've
come here instead of Gore.”

Tickey Tapp looked very unpleasant. :

“So the young ‘ound has told you about it?"

“Yes; I made him."”

“ He'll be sorry fer it, Toff.”

“He will not be sorry for it,”” said Talbot. “ You

swindled him the other day of all his money, and made
him  si, I O Us. You've threatened to send them
to Dr. ﬁilulmcs. and get him expelled, unless he pays vou
fifteen pounds to-day.”

The Terrible Three understood.

“&o that’s what was the matter with Gore?” exclaimed
Tom Merry. &

“Poor beast!” said Manners, “ where wag he to get
fifteen pounds from?”

“This sconndrel advised him to steal it,” =aid Talbot.

“The hound!”

“No wonder Gore has been looking pretiy sick.” said
Monty Lowther; “we really ought to have guessed it
was semething of the kind.”

“ Luekily, we know now,” said Talbgt. * Tickey Tapp,
I've come here for the papers Gore gave you.

“ Got the meney?” sneered Tickey Tapp.

“Not a farthing.”

“Then you don’t ’andle my property. Tel me pass

The Terrible Three drew together in the doorway.
Tickey Tapp was not to pass just yet. They had not
done with him.

“You'll hand me those papers, and youwll get out of
this neighbourhood to-night. Tickey Tapp,” said Talbot
calmly.

“And if T don’t?”

“1f you don’t, we will collar you now, and march you
straight to the nearest police-station, where T shall lodge
information against you.”

The card-sharper gritted his teeth,

“ And that’s my old pal the Toff ! he said. *That's
the Toff, the prince of cracksmen—the young thief who
was cracking cribs for thousands, while 1 was making
a pound at a time with the cards.”

Tom Merry clenched his hands.
sign to keep back.

* Are you giving me those papers, Tickey Tapp®’ he
asked. i

Tickey Tapp spat out an oath., L

“You know I've got to. You kmow. vou've got me
b;y the short hairs. But if my chance comes some day,’
I’1l make you sorry for this, Toff.”

“Give me the papers.”

Tickey Tapp sullenly produced the I O TU's, and

* 1p,
05 o

Talbot made him a
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Talbot examined them ecarefully: he
He handed them to

handed them over.
was on his guard against trickery.
the Terrible Three, to make sure.

“That’s Gore’s fist, right evough,” said Tom Merry.
“No mistake about that.”

Talbot nodded, and took the tweo papers again, and
slipped them into his pocket,

“(iore wonld like to destroy these with his own hands,”
he remarked. “It would make him feel safer. Tickey
Tapp, you're leaving Rylcombe by the train this evening.
You understand?”

“ know what T've got to do,” said Tickey Tapp; * bub

Y1l remember this, Toff, You got the King’s pardon,
did yon? Yes, that was a move just like you, Toff—just
like you in the old days. Always an artful card, the
Toff.” There'll be a surprise at the school some day—
woti—when the Toff clears off with what's in the safe.
What are you waiting for, Toff? Why haven't you done
it yet”

4¥ou had better go,” said Talbot.

“Yes, I'll, go,” said Tickey Tapp venomously, *“But
T'll remember this when you've cleared out the old
gent’s safe and mizzled, Toff. T'll "ave you then, like
you've got me now, and I'll 'ave no mercy on you.”

“Will you go:”

“T'm going.”

“Yowre mot goigg till yow've had a hiding, you
rotten scoundrel I said Tom Merry, his eyes blazing with
rage. “ Don’t stop me, Talbot; I tell you T'll smash him!
Put up your hands, Tickey Tapp You fellows keep
back! ] jsn't a rag; this is a fight, and I'm going
to lick him.

Tom Merry rushed
Tickey Tapp put up his
they did not serve him very much.
quivering with indignation and anger
}_he- flabby rascal. Tickey Tapp was
eft.

After a couple of minutes,
hurled him into the cornmer of the hut,
gasping.

“That's enough,” said Talbot.

Tom Merry panted,

“The beast! He isn't half licked yet.
out of this, he makes me sick "

Talbot gave the groaning rascal a last look.

“T ghall make inquiries to-morrow, Tickey Tapp. If

ou are in Rylcombe, or anywhere in this district, you
inow what to expect.”

Tickey Tapp replied with a curse. i

Talbat followed the Terrible Three from the hut, The
four juniors remounted their bicycles and bumped over
the rough track across the moor. s

“That eettles him, I think,”
“He’ll be gone to-morrow.”

“1 am quite sure of it,” said Talbot. ) .

“ And Gore will be a bit easier in his mind.” said Tom
Merry. It was his own fault, but a chap can’t help feeling
sorry for the poor beast. 1'm glad it’s all over.”

Talbot did net reply.

The Terrible Three d

at the card-sharper, hitting out,
hands promptly enough; but
The sturdy junior,
, was too much for
knocked right and

a sweeping right-hander
where he lay

“Come on!

But let's get

a
said Monty Lowther.

cemed the matter at an end now,
and they were glad it was all over. But it was very
far from being all over. But Talbot could not tell even
his best chums the terrible secret Gore had confided to
him. That hed to remain locked up in his own hreast.
1f a way out was found no one but Talbot would ever
know: and if a way was not found, there was no need
for Talbot to speak—all St. Jim's would know soon
enough. i
The juniors vode back to &t, Jim's, three of them at
least feeling guite eatisfied in their minds. The Terrible
Three wheeled the bicycles away, and Talbot hurried
into the School House.
He found Gore hudd
left him. The amiable Skimpole was there,
Gore. He was trying to cheer him up a little.
did not hear a word. .
“Skimmy, old man, will you do the shopping for
teat” asked Talbot.
“Certainly, my dear Talbot.”
Here's a bob; put another to
“ Unfortunately, I gave my

led in the armchair, as he had
talking to
Gore

ot
last coin to an unfor-

. -
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tunate tramp this aftercoon, The péor man complained
dreadfully of thirst,” said Skimpole. *T offered him a
healthy draught of ‘water, but he told me his medical
man had spebially ovdered him never to touch water.
So I gave him a shilling to pirchase milk.”

“Well, here’s another,” said Talbot. * Buzz off, there’s
a good chap!”

“Certainly. Do you kuow, Talbot, Levison declared
that the poor man would not purchase milk, but some
intoxicating liguor with my shilling. 1 thought that
was very suspicious of Levison; don’t you?”

“ Awfully ! said Talbot, “Cut off!”

The good Skimmy cut off at last. Talbot closed the
door after him. Gore gave him a hopeless look.

Talbot placed the two I O U’s in his hand.

“ Tickey Tapp is gone,” he said; “ you're hear nothing
more of him. Better burn those papers at once.”

e lighted a match. Gore held the two papers in the
flame, and they were ehrivelled up. But the destruction
of the fatal paper did not bring a ray of light to Gore’s

# face. He was rid of the card-sharper. Tickey Tapp's
power over him was gone; but his own act bharred off all
hope.

“Thank you, Talbot!” he said dully. “If that had
happened last Wednesday I should be out of it. If T'd
had sense enough to teil you then! But how could E
know you'd be able to chip in like this? T couldn’t
know. = It’s too late mow. And—and I can’t stand it
any longer, Talbot. T'm going.”

“ Home?" asked Talhot.

Gore shuddered.

* And face my father? No fear!”

“Where, then:" asked Talbot quietly.

Gore made a restless gesturc.

“ Anywhere, to get out of this. T don’t cave if I starve
on tl‘le road. I must get out of this, if I'm not fo go
mad !

Talbot set his lips.

“There’s a chance, Gore,” he said. “T told you I'd
think it over. I've thought it over. The money mush
be put hack.”

“TIt can’t be
you -

“You forget,” said Talbot, with a somewhat bitter
smile, “I can do things that you ean’t do, Gore. You're
talking to a fellow who used to be called the prince of
cracksmen.”

Gore gave a violent start.

“Talbot! You—you could: yon wouldr”

“To save you, yes,” said Talbot steadily. “I can open
the safe, without leaving a trace to show it; and T must

find _an opportunity.”

“But the risk!” panted Gore. * Suppose they spotted
y;}}t 1:.1})e1ru'r:tg the Head's safe? Talbot—Talbot, they'd
think 2

Talbot’s lips twitched for a_moment,

“They’d think the Toff had broken out willk a
vengeance,” he said. “I've got to run that risk, Gore.”

“Von'll do that for me?” muttered Gore brokenly. But
there was a flush in his white face now; a new light in his
eyes. There wus hope in his heart.

“fen't it the only way?” y

“Yes, I know; but the fearful riek!”

«¥ shall take care; I shall slip out of dorm after mid-
night.”

“ But showing a light in the Head’s study.”

The Toff smiled.

“I sha'n't need a light.”

“You're a wonderful chap, Talbot, You—you think
you can do it¥”

“1 know I can.”

“1 won't forget this,” said Gore.
I've never deserved to have you do this for me.
it goes all right, Talbot, I sha’n’t forget it.”

“Keep out of such a scrape another time,” said Talbot,
“that's all I ask. I should think you wouldn’t forget
this lesson.™

“T’m not likely to forget,” shuddered Gore; “I sha'n’t
forget this all my life. But it seems too good to be true,
Talbet.”

“ Give me the notes.”

; the safe is always kept locked, TI've told

“Goodness kuows
If—if
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(vore took out his pocket-book, and passed two bundles
of currency notes to the Toff. Talbot counted them,

“ Twelve for a pound, twelve for ten shillings,” he said,
“That’s right "

“That’s right,”
thing happened?
evening? Suppose they were found on you?’

“I'm not going to keep them on me, fathead,” said
Talbot. “I shall slip Lhem into a safe place, and take
them out again to-night.” .

“ Suppose—suppose they're found?”

“ Leave that to me,” said Talbot, with a pitying glance
at the wretched Shell fellow. Gore’s nerves were in Tags.

Talbot .moved towards the door. Then Gore gave a

said Gore, “Oh, Talbot, suppose a
Suppose the Iead missed them th

cr

Stop!- I can’t let-you do it, Talbot! I can’t let you
take the risk. It’s a shame—a rotten shame !”

Talbot’s handsome face softened very much. If he had
needed anything to decide him to take that ferrible risk

for Gore's sake, it would have been that ery from the
unhappy junior. The fellow whe was willing to throw
away his last chance of safety could not be all bad.

and

*Give them to me,” said Gore.
chance it.”

“It isn't a chance, old chap, it’s a certaint
Talbot. *“The minute the Head knows that h
robbed, it will come out about what everybody's seen
about you the past week. He’ll remember leaving his
safe unlocked that moruing; and it will come out that
vou were out of the Form-room at the same time. Mr.
Linton will remember sending you to the study.”

(:?m'e leaned heavily on the table.

“I—1—— Then I suppose I was booked to be found
out all the time, even 1f I hadn’t given myself away, ' he
[nnted

“T think you were, Gore. Yeu'd make about the worst
criminal I know,” said Talbot, with a slight smile
“You're not built for it, you duffer. You were bonl\cd
to be found out the minute the Head missed the notes.

“I'll burn them,

~ “What a fool I've been—what a silly foolI” muttered
Clore “But you—you are willing to take the risk,
T o

T ou'rhtn t to let vou,” said Gore miserably. “I Lno-\

1 oughin’t. But it means so much to me, Talbot

“It's settled,” said Taibet, “Don’t think anything
more about it.”

He left the study before Gove could reply.

That evening, while Rkimpole babbled cheerful:y at the
study tea- ta.hle Talbot was very silent. He knew the
risk he was going to run; and though he did not shrink
from if, it made him grave and preoccupied. He knew
what he was ing. All he had fought for and struggled
for so long—his good name, his honour—the honour so
hardly won, and grown so dear to the one-time Toff. Was
he called upon to do it? Gore was not even a chum of
him. Why should he do this? Yet he did not falter for
one moment. He had promised to help the wretched
enlprit, and he had his word to keep. And he felt, too,
that he was called upon to do it. To save Gore from
being a thief, as he himself might have been saved if he
had found a helping hand in his early years. He knew
what was at stake with a terrible clearness, But he did
not repent of his resolution.

Gore was very silent, too. There was hope in his heart
But he was haunted by the fear that the Head's discovery
that the notes were missing, long delayed, might take
place that very evening, before the Toff had had time to
save him. At the very last moment the cup might be
dashed from his lips.

But the evening passed, and -the Shell went to their
doimitory. The hour was near now—very near. Gore did
not sleep, but he was calmer. If it were still possible

that he mwllt be saved, he knew that he could rely upon -

the Toft,
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CHAPTER 12.
The Last Crib,
IDNIGHT had boomed out dully from the clock-
M tower. The hours of darknéss were wearing
slowly by.

One!

Save for the whisper of the wind in the old elm-trees in
the quad, there was no sound in the silent night.

School House and New House were buried in slumber.

But in the School House there were some who were
walkeful. In the Shell dormitory there was one whose
sleepless eyés burned with feverish anxiety, and one who,
though slecpless, was calm and collected. As the stroke

of “One!” boomed faintly through the night, Talbot of
the Shell slipped quietly from his bed.

George Gore sat up, his eyes burning through the
gloom.

Faint as the
feverish hearing did not lose it.
twitter.

He Whlspﬁrnrl softly, tremulously:

“Talbot !"

“Yes. Hush!”

Gore slipped out. There were several beds between
his and Talbot’s, and he was fearful of a sleeper awaken-
ing and heurmg even the faintest whisper. He groped
silently towards Talbot in the darkmess. The Toff was
dressing quickly.

“You' re going, Talbot?

“Yes.’

“Shall T come with you?"

“It would be no use. You couldn’t help.”

“But—but the risk * breathed Gore.

“You'd make it greater,” said Talbot.
bed, old man. Your nerves are out of order.
trembling now.”

“ I—T shall feel 'mfu! till you get back, Talbot.”

£ 1 shall not be long.

—I oughtn't o let you go
shivered Gore,

“No good supposing anything. Get back to bed, and
don’t make a sound. If one of the fellows should wake
there’d be guestions asked. Don’t give yourself away -at

sound was that Talbot made, Gore's
All his nerves were in a

" he whispered.

“Get back to
You are

Suppose—suppose

the last minute, Gore.” -
“ Yes—yes, But 1 shall—T shall Ev'-l rotten till you get
baek s

Gore crept away to his bed again.” His nerves were
twittering, his heart beating irregularly. The angnish
of that lnn}\t. was almost too much for Gore. e felt, he
knew, that he was on the verge of hysteria, and he had
a terrible dread that his —control would give way.

Talbot finished dressing, and put on the rubber shoes
he had placed in readiness. He left the dormitery with-
out a sound. A task that would have shaken any other
fellow’s nerves was child’s play to the Tofi. He refiected
bitterly that it was lile old time: as he moved silently
down the dark passage. 'lhe prince of cracksmen was on
the “old lay " once more—" cracking a crib ” in the dead
of night. Not for the same motive as of old, however. °
Not for tite plunder of the safe, but to replace the plunder
that had been taken in a moment of madness by another ;
to save a wretched and conscience-stricken hoy from the
horror of becoming a thief. What would the Toff in the
old days have thought if he had been told that he would
crack his last crib for such a purpose?

In the midst of his happy, careless life as a srhnnlhq

at St. Jim’s, while the memory of those black old days
was fading from his mind, there sometimes came a bitter
pang inte Talbot’s heart as he thought of the time when
he had been the comrade of 'l‘(nnkev Walker and the
Professor; when he was an Ishmael, his hand against
evcrv man's and every man's hand against him.
1 over—all past and done with. And now—now
he wa risking the loss of all that he had won~wow that
s ring the eracksman again to save another fmm‘
a'hdme and erime.

e paused in the dark staircase to listen, and his hmxt
for a moment was bitter.

More clearly than before, at that mement he reahacd
the terrible risk he was run_mng 3 S

R AATME DEMMY DADTHAG Y. sAMAAKERS ¥ iD -




Beery Wednesday,

For danger to life and limb the Toff ¢ared nothing;
but the dadger of disgrace, of condemmnation, of the
horror and pain of his chums, the grief, the scorn of
the kind old Head—that thrilled even the iron nerves of
the Toff.

Had he a right to run that risk?

For, if by any untoward chance his action should be
discovered, he knew that he must be condemned.

He would not be able to explain.

Giore's secret was entrusted to his honour. Even if
he was caught in the act at the safe, and supposed—as
he certainly would be supposed—to be engaged in an
act of robbery, he could not betray Gore. He could not
sacrifice his word and his sclf-respect to save his good
name. He could not betray the fellow who trusted to
his pledge.

Gore should speak out if that happened,. but Talbot
smiled bitterly at that thought. Gore would not speak.

He was not a coward, he was mnot a, villain, but he
had not the courage to face condemnation and shame.
If mattefs went badly for the Toff that night, who was
risking so mueh for the wretched culprit, he knew that
he hatt no confession to expect from Gore to clear kim.

Gore's better nature would drive him to confess, but
terror would hold him silent. He would suffer, he would
Le torn with remorse, but he would be silent.

Talbot knew it.

Had he a right to run the visk? There was yet time.
Perhaps, in that dark moment, the Toff faltered.

But it was only for a moment. To return, to tell the
wretched boy, who clung to him as to a last straw of
hope, that his courage had failed him, that he must
take his chance—that was impossible. The time for
reflection, for hesitation, had gone by. He had set his
hand to the plough, and he could not withdraw it. He
could not-break faith at the last moment. In common
honesty he must fulfil his pledge to Gore.

After all, what was the risk? The House was silent
and sleeping., It would not take him a quarter of an
hour to accomplish his task. In his first days in the
school, when he had come there as thé confederate of
Hookey Walker, he had made an examination of the
Tlead’s safe, and he knew that it would open easily to
his hand. The prince of cracksmen had the hand of a
magician for such work. To open the safe, to slip back
{he stolen notes and close the iron door, to hurry back
to the dormitory—his work well done—fifteen minutes
would cover it all. The Toff did not even require a light
for the work; all would be done under the cover of
darkness., Where was the risk?

Risk or no rick, he had his work to do, and his
hesitation did not last for more than a few seconds.

With noiseless steps, he descended the stairs,

In the dormitory Gore was waiting, huddled in bed,
with burning eyes and throhbing heart, choking back
the hysteria that was gaining on him. Gore was very
near the end of his tether.

And the fellow who was taking the —cool, deter-
mined, and alert—moved silently in the darkness, unhesi-
tating. Talbot reached the lower passage, and listened
once more. Deep silence surrounded him. A creak of

the wainscot, a whine of the wind in the quad, that-

was.all.

He reached the door of the Head’s study. The door
was locked, and there was mo key. But in a couple of
minutes the door swung silently open.

Talbot entered the study, and closed the door softly
behind him., He stood in intense darkness.

The ‘blinds were drawn, and not a glimmer of star--

light came into the room. The blackness was impene-
trable, But it did pot trouble the Toff. From of old
~ he was accustomed to work in darkness, and he seemed
almost to possess the peculiar, cat-like gift of seeing in
the dark. :
Without ausound, without displacing any article of
* furniture, he groped his way to'the iron safe let in the
wall,
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Five minutes elapsed—five long minutes. Heas
big iron door swung opei, Talbot drew a deep
He felt in his pocket for the bundles of notes.

Suddenly his movements were arrested.

He stood frozen, as a gleam of light penetraf
darkness of the study. It came wider the door.

Someone was in the passage with a‘light.

“Who—wbat——-"

_Talbot’s eyes fixed themselves upon that glim
light with a stony look. He had no time te thin]
next moment the study door opened,

A lamp gleamed into the room.

Talbot stood dazed, in despair. Dr; Holmes ca
the study, lamp in hand, not seeing for the mom
Loy as he stood there, silent, motionless. Wh
brought the Head there at that hour?  Fortu
played the Toff a scurvy trick. His face was w
death as he stood, waiting for the Head to see him.

It was only a moment before the doctor’s glas
upon him,

He started violently.

The hand that held the lamp trembled; the k
face paled as the doctor took in the scene—the
faced junior, standing transfixed, the open doer
safe, the bhundle of notes elutched in the convulsivi

The doctor’s face seemed to grow old and worn
moment. For several seconds there was a terrible
and Talbot could hear his heart beating. Then th
spoke, in a low, shaking voice:

“Talhot, what are you doing here?”

—

CHAPTER 13.
For Another’s Sake!

; ALBOT was silent.
What was he to say?

Dr. Holmes set down the lamp upon hi
and stood looking at him. There was a dazed exj
on his face. The kind old gentleman, who had |
good a friend to the Toff, had a strong aficet:
his protege. It had happened that suspicion had
upon the Toff more than once, owing to his pas
he had heen cleared, triumphantly vindicated, a
Holmes had said to himself that never again sho
faith in Talbot waver—mever, whatsoever might
apparent ground for suspicion. From the how
the Toff, cleared of suspicion, had returned to the
the Head had felt that nothing again could sh:
faith.

But he had not counted upon this.

The silence in the study lasted a few minute
seemed centuries long to Talbot, Dr. Holmes wai
him to speak. He did not speak.

It was the Head who broke the silence. His vo
tremulous, and Talbot’s heart ached as he realise
a blow this was to the kind old man.

“Talbot, unhappy boy, have you nothing to
me?.
“ Nothing,” muttered Talbot; “only—only——"
“Speak, my boy!”

“ It is net as you think, that is all. But I can’t
vou to believe that, sir, I am not a thief.”
* The Head smiled sadly.

“You opened that safe, Talbet?”

“Yes.”

“ Those notesin your hand—they belong to me”

“Yes.”

 Replace them in the eafe.”

Talbot obeyed.

“ Close the safe, Talbot.”

The Toff mechanically did as he was told.

The work he had come there to do was donc now
now he had to pay the price of a too generous acti

“Why did you do this?” said the Head, still ges

Talbot did not reply.

“You came hgl‘-e"t‘n”rob me i
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Talbot shivered.
He knew that he must be condemned, of course. There

was only one way to save himself-»to betray the wretched-

boy who at that moment was gquivering with fear and
anxiety in the dormitory. ¥or a moment the confession
trembied on Talbot’s lips. Why ehould he be condemned,
he, the innocent, t6 save the guilty? Had he a right to
let the good old man’s faith in him crumble to ashes?
There were others to suffer as well as himself—for he
saw that the Doctor was suffering—and his chums, on the
morrow—what would they think—what would they feel?

The tears started to the boy's eyes. It was all over
mow. What his enemies had heen unable to accomplish
he had done with his own hand, for arother’s sake.

But the confession, thought it rose to his lips, remained
unuttered. He knew that he could not betray the fellow
who trusted to his honour. Whatever should happen, he
could not do that.

“Talbot, this is a blow to me. I trusted you! Once
wy faith in you was shaken, and I repented of my
doubts.  But how can I doubt now?"”

“1—1 know, sir! But—but—I don’t expect you to
helieve me, but—but it is not as you think, I did not
come here to rob you.”

“Then why did you come?”

“T cannot tell you, sir.”

The Head made a weary gesture, dismissing the subject.
He could not believe that statement, absurd on the face
of it. How could he believe it?

That was impnossible. ~

And the Head thought that he understood. TIn spite of
Talbot’s long and reselute struggle to throw behind him
the wretched past, his early training had been too much
for him. The old instinets of the Toff had broken out.
Once a thief, always a thief! The old confederate of
Hookay Walker and the Professor, try as he might, could
not change. His fate was fixed.” That was the Head’s
tliought, and his feeling now was not anger, it was not
ecorn, it was grief and compassion. i

Do not say any more, Talbot,” he said quietly, * you
know that I cannot believe you. I find yon here with my
safe opeu, past midnight, with my money in your bands.
My boy, I will not ask you why you have done this;
I know only too well. Unhappy lad!” The Head's voice
trembled a little. “ This is 2 harder blow to me than you
could have believed, Talbot. I had every faith in yon.
1 had resolved that nothing should induce me to doubt

again, But I cannot doubt the evidence of my own

¥
€eves.
Talbot wae grimly silent.

“1 am not even angry with vou,” went on the Head;
“for 1 believe—I still believe—-that you have struggled
hard against this, I cannot think that it was all
hypoerisy—I am assured that you meant well, that you
have fought hard to keep to the right path, that you
have done your best. You have failed, and the fault lies
with those who trained you in your early- years—far
more than with you. After this, you cannot remain at
the school—"

Talbot quivered, .

v He had expected it-—-he had known that it was coming,
but it struck him like a blow in the face.

e was to ga!

“You cannot remain here.” resumed the Head. “But
1 shall remain your friend, Talbot. No effort on my part
shall be wanting to save you from falling back into what
vou once were. You must go, but you must keep me
informed of your movements. You must let me help you,
and you must promise me that you will try to do right.”

Talbot almost choled.

The kindness of the man who believed that he had come
there to rob him went like a dagger to lLis heart. He
was innocent; but the Head could only believe him guilty,
and he could not defend himself. And the Head, heliev-
ing him guilty, could make such allowances for him—
could still be kind to him.

“When you were eent away before,” said the Head,
“you were innocent. I believed that you had been guilty
of dishonesty and ingratitutle—that your life here had
been a lie, a hypoerisy from beginning to end. Then
I condemned you. But now I understand you better. I
know that you have siriven to do right. I know that
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this—this bas happened in spito of your better nature.
And knowing this, Talbot, I shall still have faith in you,
and hope that you will try to deserve it.”

“I can’t explain, sir,’” said Talbot hoarsely, “but it's
not as you think. But [ won't say any more—you cannot
believe me. I cannot expect il. I can only thank youn
for your kindness, knowing how this must appear to
vou. Before I go, I—I want to ask a last favour.”

“ You may ask anything, my dear boy. Heaven knows
1 would do anything to help you, after the struggle you
have made to break with your unhappy past, for I know
how bitter that struggle has been.”

“Then let me go quietly. Don’t let Tom Merry and the
rest know what you have seen to-night,” muttered Talbot.
“ Don’t let them think me a thief.”

Dr. Holmes nodded.

“The matter shall not even be mentioned, Talbot.
\When you leave here you shall have a chance to be
honest. You shall not be dragged down by the burden
nf‘d\v‘i_mt has bappened to-night. Not a word shall be
sald.

Y Tom—will ask—he will be eurious—he will miss——"
Talhot’s voice broke, as he thought how much his chum
would miss him, and how he would miss Tom Merry.
But it was too late to think of that.

“ It shall be said that you have left, and no explanation
shall be given,” said the Head quietly.

Talbot drew a deep breath of relief. At least, he
would escape the worst—his chums would not think ill
of him. They would be puzzled, perplexed; buf they
would not think that he had been turned out of the
school as a thief.

“Thank you, sir! That is all 1 ask.”

“ You may rely upon me, Talbot. Your regard for your
friends’ opinion shows me that there is much more good
than evil in your nature. Do your best, my poor boy,
and Heaven will give you strength to win.”

“I—I will go,” said Talbot. “I—I dou’t want to see
any of the fellows first—they will ask questions. Let
me go before morning.”

“ It shall be so. It will be best., You shall have money
for your needs——"

Talbot shook his head.

“I do not want that, sir.”

“ Nonsense, Talbot. I shall not let you starve.
must have money.”

“I cannot take it from you, sir.”

The Head made an impatient gesture

“Talbot, you were taking money from my safe, yet yon
will not accept money from me as a gift. I cannct let
you go from here penniless. It would be plunging you
into what I want to save you from.”

“1 cannot take anything from you, sir,” said Talbot -

You

fiernly.  “I am not penniless. I have something left of
my scholarship allowance—a few pounds. That will
suffice until I can get work.”

“You must be guided by me in this, Talbot. You are

the helder of a founder’s scholarship, and the allowance
attached to it is your property. I am afraid it must be
forfeited now. But at present. I will give you a sum
equal to your next allowance, ot least. 1 will not allow
you to refuse.”

“ But——

“You must do as I say, Talbet. When you leave here
vou will have tweniy pounds, and that will keep you from
want, and from worse than want.”

Talbot raised his head proudly.

“You need not fear that, sir. T shall not steal.”

“1 hope not, Talbot,” said the Head, with a sigh. “As
T have said, T trust you to do your hest. If I should hear
that vou have failed it would be a great blow to me i
shall hope for the best. And remember that when you ave
in dificulties you have always u friend in me. And the
money.you are entitled to you will take.”

“ [—T will do as you wish, sir,” said Talbet dully. “Let
me go at once.  I—I could not face them in the morning.”

“ As you wish, Talbot.”

The thought of George Gore came inte Talbot's mind.
He was waiting in the dormitory—sleepless, feverish. He
must have a word with Gore before he left St. Jim’s. And
there was one ray of hope in his heart, faint and feeble,
but it was theré. Gore might speak. Would he be

L e
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Our artist depicts above a naval engagement in the Dardanelles,
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coward enouzh to let Talbot suffer for his sake? But as
he thought of the trembling, shivering boy, Talbot felt
that the hope a delusion ; Gore would not sp )

The Head had sunk into a chair. Talbot passed him,
and left the studv. The Head did not move. His heart
was hea Almost he wished that he had not made the
discovery; that he had been left his faith in the boy he
had befriended, even if his f i was a mistake. It
scemed like fate; as if be had had a premenition of this.
Chanee had revealed this miserable truth to him. He
had been sleepless. He had come down, perturbed and
uneasy, for a book, that was all. When he could not
sleep, the Head was aceustomed to poring over his
beloved Aischylus, and that night he had left the volume
in his study. ' It was the blindest chance that had led him
But it seemed to him now that he had had some
presentiment ; that Fate had led him to the spot where
the boy ke had trusted was robbing him. The book lay
now, unheeded, on his desk. The Head had forgotten if.
The. discovery of the Toff’s perfidy had dazed him. He
sat silent, heedless, his heart heavy with pain, and
meisture glistening in his kind eyes

A

CHAPTER 14.

*“ Good-bye, 5t. Jim's!

HURRIED whisper greeted Talbof as he came back
silently into the dormitory.

Gore was sitting up in bed. his ecyes strangely

hright He did not hear the deor open, but he knew
that Talbot had come in.  The Toff glided silently towards
his bed

“Talbot! You urve safe?”

“Tam here.” .
“ Tt—it is all right*" breathed Gore
He was shaking as he sat. The Toff, heavy as his own
licart was with bitter trouble, looked at him compassion-
ately. After all, he was stronger to bear a burden than
s wretched boy, whose courage was gone, whose terrors
had driven him to the verge of insanity

“ You are safe,” said Talbot, in a low voice.

Gove panted.

“Hush! Don't waken them,
v groan.

Tom Merry, his old chum, was sleeping, the sound sleep

[ . by .y, e

said Talbot, with almost

e s
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of healthy youth, and he had to go without a word of
farewell, without a word of explanation

“You put the notes back®” breathed Gore.

*Yes."

'hen T—1'm safe?”

“Yes.’

“ Thank Heaven !” Gore sobbed silentiy.
almost too much for him.

Talbot stood silent, looking at him in the gloom. Should
he tell Gore what had happened in the Head’s study?
‘The wretched boy had enough to bear—what was the use
of adding to his torments? For that he would never find
the courage to admit his own guilt was a certainty. To
ask Gore to go to the Head now, to tell him the truth—
that was as good as breaking his pledge. And Gore would
not go. Indeed, the boy was in so hysterical a state that
the mere suggestion might be too much for him Let
him, at least, have peace for that night.

Tu the morning Gore would know that Talbot had gone.
He would know why; he could not fail to know way.
Then, if he chose, he could speak.

But Talbot had no hope that he would speak. What-
ever remorse he suffered for his silence, he wonld not
speak; he had not the courage for that

“Gogo sleep now, Gore,” said Talbot quietly

The relief was

“Get to

sleep.  You']l be like a limp rag in the morning. You're
safe—quite safe.”
“God bless yon, Talbot! You've saved me; aad T'll

never forget this. I—I don't know what wounld have
become of me. If I'd been kicked out, I shouldn't have
dared to go home. God bless you!”

* Go to sleep,” said Talbot miserably.
chap !

‘ (tood-night, Talbot !” breathed Gore.

He settled his weary head on the pillow. His heart was
light, his nerves were calming. He could sleep now.

He did not hear Talbot leave the dormitory again. He
supposed that the Toff had gome back to bed. Talbot
st(_'ppc\d out of the room, and drew the door silently shut
His heart ached at leaving his old friends thus, but there
was no other way. What would Tom Merry think in the
morning, finding him gone—gone for ever, without a
word? What could he think?

And it could not he helped. Better that Tom should
he puzzled, angry and resentful perhiaps, than that he
should know the reason why Talbot was going, The
happenings of that night, at least, Tom Merry would
never know. ’

Talbot moved away from the dormitory with a heavy
heart. He found his coat, his cap; from his study in the
Shell passage he took a few things he prized, and that he
could carry with him. He looked vound the study with
dim eyes; there was Gore’s old bat in the corner, Skim-
pole’s volume of entomology on the table—he would
never see old Skimmy again! The tears rose to his eyes;
he forced them back., He was leaving it all for good—
leaving all that made life worth living te him.

And Marie, too, his girl-chum—without a word of fare-
well to her. That thought made him falter as he stood
ju the dark passage. He could write to Marie; e could
tell her enough to know that she would believe in him.

tood-night, old

But'never to see her again—io go out into the lonely
world without a word!

But it had to be!

He paused outside Tom Merry’s study, thinking hard.
He conld not epeak to.his chum before he went, but he
conld leave a word—one word to let Tom know that he
had not forgotten him when he went. He entered the
study and struck a match. In the glimmer of the gas—
half turpned on—he wrote a few lines upon a fragment of
impot paper, and slipped it into Tom Merry’'s Latin

grammar—Tom was certain to find it there on the
following day.
He turned out the light and left the study. He moved

like a fellow in a dream; it almost seemed to him that
this was some evil dream, from which he must awaken
when the rising-bell clanged out over St. Jim’'s.

The Head was waiting for him,

He placed a little packet in the junior’s haund; Talbot
slipped it into his pocket.. He could not refuse that last
kindness from the kind old man who had trusted him
and who believed that his trust was betrayed. The
trouble only too visible in the old gentleman's face went
to his heart. The Head believed him guilty, yet he could
find excuses for him, could still be kind. Talbot’s heart
was too full for words: it was all he could do to keep back
his tears.

In sitence the Head opened the great door. In-the
guadrangle the stars were glimmering. The fresh breeze
blew coldly on Talbot’s face, :

“ Good-bye, my boy! You will write; you will not
leave me in ignorance of what you do and what happens
to you. And—and you will try to justify the faith I still
feel in you,” said the Head, in a faltering voice.

“You shall never need to repent your kindness to me,
sir,” said Talbot.

Dr. Holmes shook hands with the Toff, and the boy
descended the steps into the quadrangle. The doctor
gazed after him—at the stalwart figure in the overcoat,
with the wallet over his shoulder. Talbot walked erect;
he did not look like one with a burden of guilt upon his
soul. If there had been room for doubt the doctor would
have doubted, but there was none, He could not doubt
what he had seen with his own eyes.

The door closed.

Talbot swung Limself

lightly over the gate and
dropped into the road. Stars glimmered over his head.
the night was fine and soft. Often of old the Toff had
known such a might, he had been abroad at such an
hour. But the thrill of adventure of the old life was
gone, his heart was heavy in his breast.

e paused at the turning of the lane to look back. 1In
the starlight the grey, old tower of St. Jim’s rose above
the trees, the stars gleamed in glimmering old windows.

For several minutes the boy stood looking back—Ilook-
ing his last upon the old school he loved so well,

He stirred at last,

“ Good-bye,” he whispered—* good-bye, St. Jim’s!”

He turned and strode away into the night.

In the School House Tom Merry was sleeping, dream-
ing, perhaps, but never dreaming that his chum was
faring alone into the night—an onteast for another's
eake !

THE END.
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A CATCH SOMEWHERE
McTavish (reading a :umphm nt
}gnu him by a friend): The h
i expected to buv a programii
l there was some catch in it
| Canada,
H

>t for a concert
_this ticket is
lkenned
conver,

THE \\‘AR‘S INFLUENCI.

Brigson was an ardent chess- gluyel but reading so muck
Twar n has gnwh influenced his style of describing the
ilatuu of his favourite pastime.

“If.” he said lately, I advance
ins

to lat. ddej

N., long.
I

5dng W., to torpedo queen, she'll wreek my bishop w
{a long-range shat from her 13.5's. If T open fi on
knight, ho'll mino my rook. It 1 engage his rook, he'll
bombard my king. Tf I cxecute 3 0y

. bishop will have vin- full benefit of L

. anything else, he'll torpedo my gue

what to do, way I"—Sent in by
+Green, N,
i

Pm 1I~- ed if I see
Appelbee, Golder's

NO WARNING TO THE ENEMY.

For the benelit of English, French, and German passen
who travel between the coast and Lendon on the
Tastern Railv the following motice is prominentl;
played in the 2
: “Do Not Lean Out of the Window.

“Ne pas se pencher au de Hors”

* Nicht Hinauslehnen.”
At Now Ciross Station, where two boys got into a compart-
mient, one of them p.udueed a strip of stamp-edging and
stuck it over the * Nicht Hinsuslehnen.”

* Why have you done that"’ asked an elderly passenger.

“ Because,” said the boy, “if any German wants to lean
out of the window and get his napper knocked off —why, et
him ”—Sent in by Miss M. Jones, Liverpool

SLIGHTLY MIXED.
. The following is an extract frora a schoolboy’s cssay on
“A Country Holid 3
T would like to live in the country always
all the houses are cottages, ard you need not wear gluvs not
even when you have not washed vour hands.  In the country
you do mot get your milk from tin cans, you et it from
ws. Some cows are white, and some cows are bluck, but

In thie country
1

London school, when the
teacher was instructing  the
boys in the art of protecting
plants from the frost.

Jones was observed to be
paying mo attention to the
master’s remarks, so the in-
structor asked him sharply -
“Now then, Jones, which
 is the best way to Lcop tm.
M-y frosts from the plants?’
Plant them in June, s
as Jones. ready reply.—
%:;m in by A, 8. Evans; Lower
ﬁnunton, N.
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JONOMY.

n, to passenger on his lefi): “Hae

“XNo. Idon’t smoke.”
o passenger on right): “Hae ye got a motch,
No. I'm sorey, T haven't. i
h well. AWl hae tae use me ain, thin !"—Seng

in In B. &u-u]g. Belfast, Treland.

THE MBEANING.
The mavor of o small town had consented to examine the
of a preparatory school in general knowledge.
ttained his present position from the humble calling
uf pork-butcher, ho was very vain of the fact.

He drew himself proudly up to his full beight in frout of
the admiring class, an smiled a smile of conscious
suporlorlt\'

‘What,” he asked,
after my name

“is the meaning of the letters J.P.

a painful -pause, a small hand went up, and
“1\1:1] [ranhr'ﬂ!) about at the rear of ti

“Well, my little man, what does it mea
2 *Judge of Pork’!"—

"l-‘lc.ﬁ(‘ s <aid the bright boy,
Sent in by Miss . O’Beirne, Rochiester,

MISUNDERSTOOD.

A man named Harvard, who had the misfortune of being
afflicted with a very bad stutter, was being tried in court for
a minor offence.

“Prisoner,” said the judge, *what is your name?

“Har- Har Har. " he began.

“If you're not ecaveful,” roared the judge, “Tll give von
an extra month for h:lghmw in court ! —Sent in by M. Read,
Toronto, Canada.

ALL REPRES

A famous member of Parliament w.
rish club-dinner,
fo]lmn 1 effect
He was once passing the new War Office, when his coin-

panion, a Seotchman, pointing to the emblematic devices
engraved over the door, indicated the Scoich thistle, the

AN

to the

once a gues
where he told a rather good story,

‘éﬁc milk is always white, and i English lon, and the Irich

the black cows arc TICAIIY © momm  E UTD 4

always bulls. Sent _in by Where is the emblem of

Harry Clarke, St Helens, 5 As the “GEM"” Storyette Competition has Wales?? sked.

Lancs. w proved so popular, it has been decided to run “Oh" replied the member

— :l this nove! feature in coujunctiﬂn with our ff" mP“WI‘“‘L“f“ i 1 "}P“‘“
A WAY CUT. o TEw Companion Paper, Sent' n by W, Bettams
1t was during the practi [ 1 Beckenham, K
gardening lasson; i a latge gf THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1d,

A SMART REPLY.
Among the members of a
working geang on a certain
l.n‘ road was an Irishman, who
claimed -to_be very good at
figures. The ho
that he would have
(.I(hmg Pat, said:
‘Say, Pat, how many
can you get out of a r
“That dopends," suid
]’mhmru:, on who's yard yon
get into.”-—Sent in by RT K.
Kelly, Scarborough, Yarks.
Ty G LigRapy.—Na. 377.
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NOW ON
SALE.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF OUR GRAND NEW SERIAL STORY.
—__

An Enthralling New
-Story of Life in the

British Army.

Specially Published for
Patriotic British Boys.

By

BEVERLEY KENT.

SUMMARY OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS. |

Bob Hall, a fine, strapping young fellow, succeeds in join-
ing a famous Hussar regiment, known as the Die Harda.
Aftor Bob has been in the regiment for some time his ne'er-
‘do-well cousin, Captain Lascclles, joins alse. - Bob finds that,
so far from being friendly, Lascelles is constantly endeavour-
ing to get him into trouble, with the object of baving him
dismissed from the Service in disgrace. Bob, however, with
the help of his many friends, is successful in defenting the
-villain’s schemes. . Bob comes into contact with the Earl
of Dalkey, who finds that Bob is some connection of
-his family, and’promises to havo investigations made. I
transpires that Bob is heir to a large fortune, v hich Lascel es,
in default of Bob being ablo to prove that he is the son of his
father, intends to claim. After plotting the downfall of 1wo
other officcrs in the regiment, Laseol compelled to send
in his pupers and resign his commission. Some time after,
Bob is- greatly astonished af being told. that his father,
whom everyone had believed to be dead, is still alive,
and, later, in company with an old friend of his father’s,
sees him in the street. He is sezted in a runaway motor-
car, at the wheel of which Lascelles is sitiing. Bob proceeds
10 seelles’ old haunt in the East End for the purposé of
tracing his villainons cousin, but is surprised and overpowered
b two of the ex-officer’s confederates. In the meantime,
Lascelles has ‘decoyed Bob's father fo Winchester, where the
old man is imprisoned in a room, where he almost loses hope,
for the long night drags its slow length without bringing any
sign of 1elief.

(Now go on with the Story.)

Justice or Vengeance?

Moining came at last, and Lascelles’ ruffians re-entered
the room. Alec Hall would have nothing to s to
them. Throughout the day he preserved a dignified silence,
and the evening was closing in when the hoot of a motor
warned him that Lascelles was returning.

The keepers retired, to be replaced ten minutes later by
their employer, and Alec Hall rose and faced his captor.
Lascelles, too, was grim and resolute. He had come with a
firm resolve to force submission from his prisoner. As the
old gentleman was about to demand an explanation the
scoundrel forestalled him. Drawing a legallooking document
from his pocket, he laid it on the table, and then he spoke.

“There’s a deed,” he began hurriedly; *“if syou sien it
vou can leave the house, If you refuse, I'll stop at nothing.
You thought you were coming here to see your son, that
was interested in him and his friend. I'm net. I hate the

young cub, and if T could lay my hands on him I'd—— But
rhere, there’s no time for talk. Accidentally I discovered
thar you were alive, and so I have to deal wi cell as

with him, for you both stand in my way. Sign that paper.
Tf vou don’t—"
*You cur!” the old soldier shouted, trembling with passion,
You dare to threaten me! You've had the impudence to
decoy me hore under false pretences, and now——"
Sy 1 did decoy you here, What's more, you'll never
g0 b to London if you decline to do as I order. I'm a
desperate man, and it’s your son who has made me so. Do
vou think I'll spare the father when the son has caused my
misery? But for him I'd be rich and respected. As it is,
I'm on the threshold of a fortune: it is almost in my grasp.
Tue GEM ¢
oy

‘

— ‘
If you and he were out of the way—ay, even if T had him in
my clutches, I'd be Do not hesitate; 1 warn you. 1f
you do—"'

“What if T do?" Alec Hall scoffed. “ You can wipe ma
out if you like, but my boy will be safe. I know of no
property which is due to me; yet there must be some hidden
reason why you want the signature to that document.: T
|min’t sign it; 1 wen't even read it. You can do your worst,
and—-"" -

The door was flung open, and one of the scoundrels rushed
in. His face was blanched with terror. !

Fly, captain—fly1" he velled. *“The police are on ouf

! They're coming down the lane. They'll be here—"
ascelles gazed wildly around; then he dashed for the
door. ~A few seconds later the motor glided off, and even as
old Alec Hall stumbled ont into the open air Dr. O'RafTerty
camo rushing up the path.

“In time, thank oodness!” the dector shouted, “T've had
no end of a race! How do, Alec? Don’t you remember me?"

Putting the motor-car at top speed, Lascelles dashed awny,
and raced back to London. His mind was in a whirl. His
deep-laid plans had failed—nay, more. In the very moment
of triumph he had been detected; how, he did not know, and
tho very. mystery enshrouding the rescue of the old soldier
added to the terror with which the villain now. was seized:
The polico were on his track; the strong arm of the aw,
which he had evaded with fiendish ingenuity for so long, was
&t last stretched forth to seize him. Ile almost fancied ha
could hear the hue-and-cry. *Oh, for one brief night's respite |
he groaned! Then, with the money which rightly belonged
to the Halls he could shake the dust of England off his feet
for ever. .

That mad drive to London was like a nightmare. Tle
dashed on and on, risking life and limb continually, ignoring
the yells and imprecations his wild rush through the town
and village evoked; only dimly conscious of his surroundings,
and guiding the pulsating car more by instinet than by skill.
When at last he drew up cutside his rooms in Curzon Street
he could have given no account of the journey if suc ad
been demanded. He was too haunted with the dread of the
immediate future. !

He got out and gazed long and fearlessly at the house;
it was shrouded in darkness. The street, as always, was quiet
and still; down towards Piceadilly, where the sullen roar and
whirl, which, in the old times, had quickened his pulse and
stirred his blood, -when, like the thousands in the West End,
he spent his days and evenings in a round of gaiety and
pleasure, Now he longed to fly from it all; yet, before
attempting this, he knew he must enter the house and chance
what Fate might hold for him there. Did freedom or penal
servitude await himf The next few moments would decide.

Slowly he extracted his latchkey and opened the door. A
cold gust of wind greeted him, and his footfall re-echoed as he
crossed the hall. ~ He lit & candle and mounted the stairs,
Outside the sitting-room he paused and listened. All was
silent inside, and with a light hand he turned the handle and
gazed in. A man, broad-shouldered and heavy was seated in
an armchair, his feet on the fender. Ie was wearing his
overcoat. and his bat lay on the table.

The ;

afe

Lascelles gasped, Was this a myrmidon of the law?
man had fallen asleep. There was still timesto escape. The
conscious-stricken coward turned on the threshold, and began i
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noiselessly io retrace his slegs. A board creaked, his foot
slipped, he staggered forward in a desperate effort to save
himself, and, awakened by the noise, the man lying back in
the armchair jumped to his feet, dashed across the reom with
the tramp of a charging elephant, and gazed cagerly down the
stairs.

““Hallo, Lascelles! Ts that you? What mad pranks are

you trying to play? I’ve been waiting here for a couple of
iours, and when at last you do turn up, you bolt down the
stairs again, as if terrified by a ghost!”
- The gruff, coarse voice was like music to the hunted
eriminal. He furned, a sickly smile carving hard lines on
his greemsh, callous face. Mounting to the landing, and
stumbling past his visitor with_a grunt of recognition, he
laid the candle on the table, and went to an escritoire.

Extracting a decanter and tumbler, he poured a glass of
fliquid into the latter, added water, and drank off the con-
tents, his hand trembling and his teeth chattering as he
swallowed the dose,

“You always were a brute, Rutter!” he snarled. *“Why
couldn’t you light the gas, or let a fellow know somehow
that a chap was here

“Thought ¥'d give you a surprise,’” the other scoffed.
“What's up, though? You look mortal ill. Any bad news
—ch 77

“I'm cold, ihat’s all!” Lascelles growled. * Driving in
a motor-car at sixty miles an hour isn’t apt to warm a fellow.
Why have you come here? Have you any news from
Froland ¥

“Rather !
siderably. ‘The Court has decided in your favour, so ther
Old Aleo Hall has been legally presumed to be dead, he
been missing for so long, and as that young Hall of the Die
Hards had been unable to prove his elaim through his friends
to the satisfaction of the judge. an order has been made that
the money is yours !'?

* How soon can I get it7”?

““Ab. that’'s another guesiion!
out T dare say you'll have it in & week from now.

A week ! Tcan't waitsd tell you, T can’t wait, Rutter I
[Lascellos exied hoarsely. T must have the money or its

quivalent  to-night. T'm  leaving England—I'm going
abroad, so——-"

“Rot! The money is in Chancery, and there are any
amount. of formalities to be complied with. Influence helps
to shove a thing through, and so, with luck, you may have
it in @ week, though you may have to wait.for two or three,
What's the hurry ¥ You've won the case, and——"'

Lascelles strode fiercely up and down the room. He
stopped abruptly, wheeled round, stalked back till he stood
Hacing his companion with but a foot of space between them,
land  glaved like a baited animal. -

«*This is no time for secreey ! he hissed.-  YVou know me
1{01- what 1 am, ‘and I know you, We can’t quarrel, for a

Something that will liven you up pretty con-

These things take time;

i

word from either of us could land the other in gaol. You
want this money as much as I do, end if T could handle it
you'd have your whack; but neither you nor T can ever
touch it! We can only close on what we're able to raise
to-night, by giving it as my security to the moneylenders.
©o, find out one of them! Prove that the Court has decided
in my-favour, and he’ll advance you ten thousand pounds
like a shot. Before the bubble bursts we'll have cashed his
cheque, and bolted with the hoodle! That is the most we
can now do.”’

Rutter sat down heavily on a chair.

“Twon't do!™ he growled. ** You take a deal of watching,
Lascelles, and you've =old me more’n once already! What's
your game now? VYou'd better run straight, and tell me
evervthing, or else I'll turn nasty!”

The miserable coward looked pitcously at his more stolid
companion in_crime, and his wild eyes searched the room
nervously, as if in fear that the conversation might be over-

heard.
1 must clear out of this

r i he whispered, advancing and
,l;¢~qd1ng down over Rutter's cha At -any moment the
police may call and arrest me! 1 came here to-night to get
- the few pounds 1 own, which will take me out of danger. I
hoped also that there’d be a telegram telling me how the case
had gone in Dublin, but you were here instead of a letter
or telegram. Any moment there may be a knock at the door,
Hark! What's that?’ .
A heavy, measured footfall had sounded in the street below,
and then the step had paused. Rutter could hear the henrt.
beats in Lascelles’ bosom. as the latter bent over him, He,
too, -was scared, and sat still and rigid. The man on the
pavement moved on again, and Lasce‘}’lcs, rising to his usual

heighr. wiped the moisture from his brow.

“ What have
¢ I kidnappe,

ou done?”’ Rutter gasped.
old Alec Hall!"”

s
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““ What! Ishe alive?” bl e ~

* Yes, worse luck! I took him down to Winchester, and
the police nearly caught me there! I just managed to escape
some hours ago, -but by this time they've wired to Scotland
Yard.: Any moment- e

Rutter seized his hat.

“You.mug! Why didn't you tell me this at once?” he
snarled. *“1f they came here ‘and found me with you, they'd
cancel my_ticket-of-leave, for certdin! I'll get the money,
or some of it, anyhow! Geét away out of this, and down to
Raotherhithe at once! There you ¢en hide in Baker’s shanty,
and I'll come down to you in the morning. Once clear of
the place, yow're safe enough. Take care you're not watched
and followed, though. If you manage to re: the East
Xnd undiscovered, you're safe for a week or mare

Rutter rushed to the door, stumbled down the stairs, acrois
the hall, and then cautiously opened the door. Giving one
swift glance to the right and left, and satisfying himself that
no one was about, he pulled his hat well down over his head,
turned up the collar of his overcoat, buried his hands in his
pockets, and, with head bent, hurried away. But even before
he had turned the far corner, a figure glided out of a laneway
almost opposite the house where Lascelles still remained.

The watcher quickly crossed the road, mounted the steps,
pushed back the hall door, which Rutter had forgotten to
close, and, crossing the hall, he mounted the stairs three at
a time,

Meanwhile Lascelles had hurried into his bed-room. Light-
ing the gas, he pulled n a drawer, grasped a small bag
of sovereigns, and shoved it into his pocket. Then he made
a hurried search for all the articles of jewellery on which he
could lay his hands-—diamond pins, gold studs, a couple of
watches, rings of various sorts. 1le put them into his pockets
with feverish haste, muttering as he did so that they might
all come in handy, if Rutter was unable to hoodwink the
moneylender,

At last he had pocketed all that he thought could be of
use to aid his flight. One last swift glance round the room,
and he turned off the gas. Hurrying back to the sitting-
room, he seized his hat, enveloped himself in a long coar,
grasped a stick, and strode towards the deor. Suddenly he
paused and almost swooned. =

For standing on the threshold was a young man, his clothes
torn and dusty, his face pallid and stained, his eyes blazing
like glow-worms, his body tenge and rigid, his fists clenched,
ready to bar all exit, ready at a moment’s notice to spring
forward and fasten his fingers on the villain’s throat.

It was Bob. He had broken through his prison bonds,
and had come to claim his own.

‘ Lascelles!”” he thundered.
my father?”

“What have you done with

Bob Meets His Father,

Bob stood at the threshold. Lascelles, in the cenire.of
the room, clung to the table for support. Again the stern
voice resounded through the silent roomn:

“‘ Lascelles, you cur, what have you done with my father?”

The coward gasped for breath. The hunted look came
with feverish intensity back to his eyes. Bob’s voice was
so deep and resonant, the street wag so silent, that the ery
might easily be wafted to the hearing of a chance pedestrian’;
and to escape at once from Curzon Street was vital if Las-
celles was to avoid the consequences of his crime-stained life.
Yet the young sergeant blocked the way.

“8peak!” Bob thundered. * Where is he?
your life, tell me the.truth at once!™

The lad advanced, his fists clenched, his muscles taut, his
eyes blazing. Lascelles shrank back before the terrible look
that Bob wore. Tt was as if an avenging angel had come to
demand retribution.

“Your father is safe!” Lascelles gpasped. “Ie is at Win-
chn?‘ter. O'Rafferty is there, too, Let me pass; 1 must be

As you value

Bob still barred the way

“How do I know that you speak the truth?” he scoffed.
“I came here to-night, having broken loose from a gang of
viilains in your pay, in order that I might rescue my father
from your clutches; and if that was too late, then so that I
might avenge him to the bitter end. What proof can you
give me that what you say is true?”

“None—none! I can give you mno proof!” Lascelles
groaned. “Search the house if you like, you will not find
him here. I am going away ing England for ever. For
Heaven's sake do not baulk The police are on my
track; all my misdeeds have risen up in my eondemnation;
at any moment I may be seized and flung inte gaol. Let
me fAy!"

Thgru was such abject terror in the coward’s pallid face as
he thus pleaded, that Bob, regarding him sternly, had no
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doubt but that %is enemy had told him the truth for once.
No great zotor could have assumed sueh fear as Lascelles
disjdsyed. The man was incapable of mischief; his one con-
suming thought was to conceal himself from his pursuers.

“I meant to thrash you within an inch of your life!” Bob
-replied, with icy coldness. “Y came here with that object;
but already you are so punished that I'd scorn to add to
3 ¥ believe you, though, so far, T have never once
known you to do otherwise than lie. Yet you are my cousin,
and my father's nephew. You can go.”

e stood to one side. Clutching his hat and gasping as if
half stifled, Lascelles staggered from the room, and stumbled
heavily down the stairs, The lad heard the door closed with
a bang, and he gave a sigh of relief.

The candle was still Aickering on the table, and Bob crossed
to blow it out. At that moment a thundering knock re-
echoed through the silent house. The lad went to the
window, and looked down. Three men were standing on the
pavement,

He descended the staivs, erossod the hall, and flung the
door open. Instantly one of the men stepped quickly into
the lml(i, grasping the door so that the lad could not close it
had he so_wished,

sk

™ the stranger rasped out grufily.

“Who, then, are you?"

“My name is Robert Hall.™

*I'm Inspector Kernard, 1've got a search-warrant in my
pocket, Come along upstairs and explain how it is that you're
on these premises, Now, men, look sharp, and make a
thorough seaveh.?

So saying, the inspeetor lit the lamp in the hall, and, nod-
ding to Bob to follow him, he strode up the stairs and into
Lascelles’ sitting-room. He lit the gas there, too, blew out
tho candle, and then turned and faced Bob.

“Are you a friend of Captain Luscelles?

“* I'm his cousin.!”

“Has he been here lately?”

“Yes, he has”

“ When is he expected back "

“He'll never come back,” Bob replied,
were on his track, and he’s bolied. If you want to catch
him youw'll have to go after him.”

s {I‘And you let him go!" the inspector spluttered wrath-
ully.

“It wasn't my business to hold him, nor had T any power
that way,l' Bob explained. * Besides, he's my cousin, as I
said, and_though ¥ know him for a scoundrel, vet it’s not for
me to bring disgrace on my own family !”

“Your cousin!  Ah, that rewmninds me!’
grunted. diving his hand into his pocket.
can read this!”’

He held out a telegram, and Bob took it.

“That came to us an hour ago,” the man explained,
“You're evidently the chap we were told to hunt up. Well,
we've found yon safe and sound, anyhow, even if that heauty
has slipped through our fingers for the time!"”

he demanded.

' the inspector

““See here, you

-
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The telegram ran as follows:

“Am returning to London with Colonel Alec Hall,  His
son, Robert Hall, was captured by villains in Gwalior Street.
Do all that’s possible to rescue him,  Will be at Waterloo
Station at eleven o'clock. O'RaFFERTY.”

“You know the man that sent that wire?” the inspector
conlinued,

“Yes; he's a friend of mine. What he says iz quite true.
T was overpowered by a couple of ruffians, and they wera
taking me out of London, when by a bit of luck 1 managed
to get away. = This is good news, anyhow, 1 must scoot off

L about this rogue Lascelles?”

“T can’t help you there, inspector,” Bob replied. “If
you can reach him, you'll know what to do. ~ I've other
things to think about now. Ta-ta! Tl look you up pre-
sently at Scotland Yard!”

Bob hurried away. He had an hour in which to reach
Waterloo before the train from Winchester wonld be due, so
ke strolled down Piccadilly, across Leicester Square, down
into Wellington Street, and so across the bridge to the
stafron.

His sensations were strange, and he tried to keep himsell
in hand. ~ To meet one for the first time who claims to be
vour father. and whom you have never known, is an
experience happily given to few.  Yet all can easily pictura
what their feelings would be if they were placed in the same
position as Bob,

He stood on the plaiform, and saw the train ervoss the
points, and glide slowly under the glass roof.  Passengers

jumped out and hurried away. None knew the strange
meeting that was about to take place. Had they done so
they would bave stopped to witness it, in spite of the
pressure of business, so great is human sympathy, whatever
¢xnics may say.

Bob's heart was thumping against his ribs. He glanced
eagerly up and down. At last, in the distance; he saw
’Raflerty’s stout figure emerging from a carriage, and us
the lad walked forward the doctor turned and held ouf his
hand to assist his companion from the train,

“Hallo! Here’s Bob !

O'Rafferty had seen the young sergeant, and now father
amd son stood and gazed at one another,

Bob’s heart gave a jump. He saw the soldierly frame,
the fine, dignified face, the kindly oyes, in which a sparkle
of pride shone as the old man gazed on his boy. He stepped

. forward, his feelings shining in hiz own manly young features,

and O'Rafferty whisked round and walked away.

“I'm going to engage a cab, chaps, before they're all
snapped up ! he-cried,

And, joining in the throng. e hurried down the plat.
form,

Five minutes later, as the platform was almost deserted,
O'Rafferty, standing by the cab he had secured, saw Bob and
his father approaching, They were both silent, and the old
man was leaning on the sergeant’s arm,

“ Bustle in, the pair of you!” the doector cried. “We'd
better drive to an hotel and get some grub. I'm as hungry
as a hawk!”

They took their seats, the cab pulled ont from the station,
and they drove across London to the quiet hotel the doctor
frequented when in London.

“1 don’t know that I've got much appetite, but still Pl
try to do justice to the meal,” the old soldier grinned. “I
can’t take my eyes off Bob, though, and that's a fact. He's
grown up and filled out into a fine figure of a man. Well,
we'll have our talks later on, and there’ll be plenty for us
both to tell, T guess. But there’s a bit of business we must
‘get through frst, not for my sake, Bob, my lad, but for
yours, for I'm an old man now, and I don’t want much more
than I have at present to make the rest of my life run smooth
and comfortable.”

“Then what's on your mind, father?” Bob inguired.

“Why, about this mone; O'Rafferty tells me I'm
entitled to five thougand a 3 ! I never knew that! Tt
came to me after I was captured by those scoundrels of
Afridis out in India, and on my ecscape and return here I
went in the way of hearing about it. I;was hard up,

I had to work for a pittance, old man that T am, and
n't like, therefore, to meet such of my old chums as are
still alive.”

“Well, you can_ obtain the money now, anyhow,” Bob
grinned. * Dor’t talk about the rough time you had, guv'nor;
I don’t like to think about it.”

Old Alec shot a swift glance at O'Rafferty, and shuffled
uncomfortably.
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“And T don’t like to think of all you must have gone
through, either,” he replied. “I left you in good hands
when T went abroad, for I left you with your mother.” The
old soldier sighed. *But she died, and those who should
have looked after you then betrayed their trust. You were
put amongst strangers, and you had to grow up amongst
them, and plenty of kicks and cuffs you got, I'm sure. 1
wouldn’t mind so much, but the man who said you were an
orphan, and gave you to rough people to rear, did so for
his own ends. That man was Lascelles.”

Bob gave a dry laugh. .

“We'll forget it all and look forward instead,” he remarked
pluckily. *I'm none the worse for the kicks and cuffs. I've
learnt from experience how to treat chaps properly, and I'm
not a conceited ass. Lascelles is in a bad way now, and
though I can’t forgive him guite, yet I bear him no malice.
He's ruined and disgraced. Wo'll nover see him again.”

Alec Hall and O'Rafferty started.

. “But we must see him!” the old soldier cried. “That's
just what T was going to explain. You're my son, Dob, as
I know well; but we must have proofs of that. What's more,
I can’t get the property without certain deeds and documents
that Lascelles possesses. We must force him to hand "em
dver, Otherwise, we lose everything.”

Bob went pale,

“Good heavens!” he pgasped, “I had my hands on
Tascelles a couple of liours ago, and I tock pity on him, and
let him escape. If he gets out of the eountry, as he's trying
to do, you'll be ruined, father, and all through me! What 4
fool I've been! If it should happen ihat through my
fault——"'

“ Whers did yon meet him 7’ (’Rafferty cried.

“*In lis rooms in Curzon Street. The police were hard on
his heels, and he’d only time to bolt before they were
hammering at the door. I don’t know where he's gone fo.
I haven't the slightest idea how we can track him down.
By this time he may be out of London.”

“No fear!” the doctor rejoined, rising from the table.
“Lascelles knows well that it’s easier to hide in London than
anywhere else, and he’s not likely to make a bolt until he can

oot on a ship., He's hiding in some low quarter—that is, if
the police haven’t nabbed him already. Come on, we'll go
after him ! There's a man, Bob, that you and T know wha'll
give us a clue. I fair scared him the other night,”

i ‘The Last Chase.

Bob and O Rafferty hurriedly left the hotel together. Alec
Hall would have liked to accompany thém, but they persuaded
him to stay whero he was, pninting out that probably they
would have a prolonged seerch; and that perbaps even their
movements might be retarded at a eritical moment if he was
with them. After some troubls they convinced the stout old
soldier that their view was right, but he went with them to
the door, and saw them off, being reluctant to lose sight of his
son after such a long absence.

-~ And now, O'Rafferty, who's tho man you think may help
us 7 the lad inquired cagerly, ag they moved away,

“Why, that chap down in Gwalior Street!” the doctor

. grinned, “The fellow who opened the door there—his name
is Rudyard. A prime seoundrel if ever there was one! But
1 scared the life out of him, I can tell you. Ie won't hide
much from us, I'll go bail, and there's not a thieves' den in
. London he doesn’t know if half that he told me is true.”

Exchanging experiences since they had parted under such

‘mysterious circumstances some nights before, the two friends

journeyed down_ to Guwalior Street and reached the house.

where Rudyard lived. The doctor had ascertained the secret
code of knocks by which the villain’s accomplices were wont to
clain admission when they had stolen goods to sell, for
Rudyard was a receiver of such ill-.gotten property, and did
a large trade with all the swell mobsmen in the City. It was
not long before they had gained admittance, and this time the
ruffian made no pretence of being otherwise than a rogue.
“See here, Rudyard, we ain’t come to pay you out for your
past villainy if you ran straight,” the blaff Irish doctor began
coolly. “ My friend here owes you one for the way you've
behaved, but he'll wipe all that off the slate if you act now
like 2 man. We're after Lascelles. The police are after him,
“too, for that matter, a s
“The police!” the scoundrel gasped. * They're after the
captainl I never reckoned on that! Tf he's caught, he'll
lab, as sure as fate. e knows more about us coves than
anyone else, and we always thought he’d keep his head up,
and that we could use him safely. DBut if it’s a case with him
of turning informer or going to quod—""
- “He seems to be an extra particular sort of cur!”
O'Rafferty interjected. “We know him for a scoundrel in
nafy ways, but from what you've let fall, 1t seems as if ha
was a partner in 2 good many erimes outside his own affairs.””
T e i e L P

nd-——

« THE GEM"” LIBRARY,

One Penny. - 27

“He's no hetter nor any of us!” Rudyard assented grufily.
"Buf. ¥ don't wani the police to mab him, anyhow, and so

“Quite so! Well, where do you think we're likely to find
him 7" Bob cut in. *“I could have han him over to justice
some hours ago, but he's my relation; worse luck, so T didn’t
care to do that. He left his rooms in Curzon Street, and
bolied away. He's in London still! Now, where do you
think he'd go?” ’

Rudyard for answer fook his hat from a table, and got into
an overcoat,

“1 dunne!” he replied. “There's half a dozen ]Fﬂan-q
where he could lie low for a spell, but he wouldn't be welcome
at all of em. If the boys hear that he’s broke, and that le
means to bolt, they'll get round him like a shot. He owes
tidy bit of money to most of 'em, and they're not the sc
to spare him.”

“He has dragged himself low " Bob remarked scornfuliy.
“Spurned by his friends, and flying from the law, he has
even to avoid hiz own confederates in crime, for he wasu't
able to be straightforward even to them. Well, Rudvard,
you’d better come along !

“Tl go!” the man assented shamefacedly, Bob's words
had scorched his soul like fire. *Yes, mister, I'll help you,
and I don’t deny as I'm looking after myself in doing that, for
T'm afraid what the captain might tell if he was canght.
But I'm doing it a bit for your sake, too! I'm not as bad
as vou may think, and it's starvation and temptation as has
brought me to what you see.”

“Well, you've a chance to reform still,” O’Rafferty replied.
“T told you the other night that I'd help you to run straight
if you cared to try, and my friend here will do the same.
However, we must get hold of Lascelles before we can talk
about anythiug else.  Where do you méan to try first ¥

“Come along, and T'll show you; you're safe with me,”
Rudyard replied. *“We have our own ’tecs, though you
mightn’t think it, and like a¢ not word has gone round
ulready thai the captain is wanted at Scotland Yard. If so,
I'll soon find out his whereabouts.”

The three left the house, and, crossing the river, Rudyard
slunk along dewn strange, malodorous side-streets till he came
to a place that had the outward appearance of & greengrocer’s
shop.

The proprietor, an evil-looking individual, with only one
eye, glanced at the scoundrel carelessly and allowed him to
pass without comment as he marched through the shop.and
descended to a lower region, followed by Bob and the doctor.

The two friends stumbled after their guide along a dark
passage till, pushing open a door, he entered a long cellar
erowded with men of all nationalities and of every class, half-
hidden in the smoke from dozens of pipes. All scemed to be
smoking, and all were chatting freely.

“Halio! Here’s the blind !” ane of them scoffed raucously.
“I g'pose he thinks business is bad, so he won't wait for ns
coves to welk into his trap. Ne work being done to-night,
matey. The lads are holdin’ a council!”

Rudyard winked, and led the speaker to one side.

“Pon’'t mind these blokes; they ain't traps ! he mutlered,
as the stranger eyed Bob and O’Rafferty suspiciously., * They
won't split. Say, have you any notion where the captain
may be? One of these gents is a relative or summat of his,
nmf}m wants to come up with him.”

The man stared at Bob, and then he eyed Rudyard
curiously.

“Haven’'t ye heard?” he growled. “Why, the captain’s
gone under ! It's about him the blokes arc talking. Dandy
Smooteh came along an hour ago, and said as how the bobbies
were hot on the captain’s tracks. He’s done a ‘guy—thrown
up the sponge! Made his way down here to Rotherhithe, so
hie did, and implored of old Barber to hide him. 'Tain’t safe
for us, though. He’s just the sort to peach on—-"

“1 know,”’ Rudyard agreed gruffly. “Ye might find ouf
what they mean to do, and let me know in half an hour's
time when T call back. Don’t say nothin’. These gents will
lock after you the same as me.”

Rudyard winked to his accomplice, who nodded in reply,
and then the former sauntered towards the door and slipped
out without being noticed. Bob and O’Rafferty followed him,

“Not a moment to lose!” Rudyard whispered, as- they
mounted the stairs again. “Those blokes will be hot on
our heels, or else 1 know nothing of them. If ye want the
captain ye must bustle all ye can, for if once they lay their
hands on him they'll take care he’ll never be able to blab.”

“And yet they didn’t mind us going in there amongst
them !” Bob cried, in amazement,

(Another grand instalment of this fino military
serial wili be nublished In next week’'s ** GEM.")
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For Next Wednesday—

“THE HERO OF THE HOUR!"
By Martin Clifford.

In next week's magnificent story of Tom Merry & Co..
Talbot, and Marie Rivers, the popular *“Gem " author 2
exeels himself. Talbot, having taken the guilt of anot
upon his own shoulders, has been sent out into the world.
seemingly cut off for ever from the scliool to which he ‘was
so-deeply attached.. But ©truth will out,” a3 the old proverh
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ANOTHER NOTEWORTHY SUCCESS.

That many “Gem"” readers are fellows of r:\cr-ptmnal
talent and genius 15 proved by the fact that I Lave lately
been re Qulllu details of some of my chums’ lunﬁu!mh]«;
SuCPesses.

This. weck 1 am pleased to record the prowess of Master
Eric Bwoka a staunch Gemite, and one of the leading boy
soloists in the Dritish Kmpire. This young singer, who has
rapidly come to the front in the musieal world, has indecd
acquitted himself well, for although he has been before the
public little’ more thatt o year, there are many places where
e announcement of hl‘o appearance is sufficient fo fill a large
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A CORRECTION.
IFred Burton, the Gemite whose nota
arec Post Office Exmaination was recorde
a short time ago, has sent me the followi

Ih ar Editor,—I must apol for a e mistake I
made when 1 last wrote to you. I was fifth in the examina-
tio ntioned, not fourth,

exror was not altogether my faylt, On the mornit
Its came fo hand our headmaster weni thro
old me I was fourth: but it transpired la
e a mistake,
y iE this will cause you any 1g~[,u},]p~,
omri the matter in the *Gem,
iber, as I do not wish to rob the bay w]
aurels*—Believe e, sincerely yc
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Norwood, 8. Eu, as 1 hardly like to be left out in the cold
when' there are so many leagues forming now. Of course, 1
shall not be able to devote much time to the organi n,
but will back ‘it up as well as T can.”

I consider it

Thank you for your noh, Master Burton.

is very sportsmanlike nf n m see that the candidare who
was placed fourth on > s none of the honour.
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REPLIES IN BRIEF,

“A ‘Gem’ Readnr " (London, W.C.).—"The Shanghaied
g(hoo“!o\s " was in “The Gem ” No. 326.

“An English Boy ” (Blackburn).—The character you men-
tion belongs to Greyiriars, and will return there shorily.

W. Cartrite.—You need have had no fear that your leum
would remain unanswered; but three weeks at least must
elapse before replies can be printed on this p;wfs, and my
rveaders would do well to bear this in mind.

L I}om!hv (Sydney).—Thank_you.very much for. your
\\z-lm)m\ letter, I am always doln.,hted to heat Trom my
friends “ down under.” -

Bedwin (Clapham),
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N. Roberts-Sutton (Darlaston).—Thanks very much for your
letter and loyal sentimer
“A Newecastle Chum.
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“Two Grammar School Chums
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Montague R. Wentworth (Toronto).—Will see wliai T can
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EVERYBODY’S FAVOURITE
CHARACTERS IN ONE
STORY - BOOK!

SEXTON BLAKE, “ JACK, SAM, “ TOM MERRY & CO.
DETECTIVE. AND PETE. OF ST. JIN'S.

1

= NOW ON SALE! |

THREE GRAND NEW ADDITIONS TO

The “Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library.

No. 295.

. “THE MAILED FIST!”

A great war story. By JOHN TREGELLIS.
No. 296.

“THE TENDERFOOT!”

A splendid adventure story. By CECIL HAYTER.
No. 297.

“HE WOULD GO TO SCHOOL!”|
A magnificent story of schcol lile. By ROBERT MURRAY. | .
STILL OBTAINABLE A1 ALL NEWSAGENTS'.




