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CHAPTER 1.
Glorious News.

o IPPIN’ news, deal
boys ™
Arthur Augustus

D'Arcy rushed excitedly into the
commaon-room in the School House
at Bt. Jim's.

His aristocratic face was Aushed,
Lis eve gleamed behind his evoglass,
and his manners were conspicuously
lacking in the repose which stamps
the caste of Vere de Vere, In fact,
he was almost trembling with ex-
citement.

Evidently  something  unpreee-
dented had ocourred to disturb in
this way the equanimity of the most
Lfegant junior at St, Jim's,

“Huwway "  chortled  Arthur
farustus, talung his eveglass from
hig eye and Wi aving it over his headd,
" }Im\ h&.rl']

very fellow in the common-room : : ! kit [ i : g AR
stared at Arthur Augustus D'Arey, —— = . == =Uh, Rt 1 Fon- Yo A ,

Such a dembonstration on his part - ! : 0 | .

wis simply amazing, Tom Morry
left off plaving chess with Manners,
Monty Lowther guitted the rippine

(Continued on the next puge.)
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joke he was compiling for the comie column in the * Weekly,™
Rlake ceased to oil his bat, and Talbot of the Shell looked up
from Latin composition.

And with one voice they inguired :

“What are you burbling about now "

“Huwway!”

“Have the Germans landed 7" demanded Blake, “And
are the St Jim’s Secouts called out to push them off the
earth 1%

“Wats | _

“Has the Kaiser swallowed some of his own poisoned
gae 1" inguired Monty Lowther. * Or has Von Tirpitz blown
himself up¥”

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Or are you off your rocker " demanded Tom Merry.

“That's it !" said Crooke of the Shell.

“Wats! Wubbish! It's glowious news!
Huwway !”

M Get it off vour chest, then, fathead!” shouted Blake,

“"1t's about Wailton !

* Oh, Railton "

There was keen interest on all sides at once. Everybody
wae interested in Mr. Railton. For had not oid Railton,
Housemaster of the Hchool Housze, enlisted in Kitchener's
Army as a private, and gone to Flanders to fight for his
King and Country? Mr. Railton, Master of Arts and House-
master, had become Private Railton, afterwards Sergeant
Railtori—and the last news St. Jim's had had of him, he was
in the thick of it, among the shells and the shrapnel and the
savage Huns.

“Roll it out, Gussy ! What's the news?"”

“Has he got the V.C. "

““ Has he captured the Kaiger 7"

' Spout. it out, you ass!”’

There were loud inguiries en all sides. Arthur Auvgustus
D'Arcy grinned with satisfaction, He had succeeded m
rousing general excitement to a piteh equal to his own.

“Tt's wippin' news, deah boys! I've just heard it fwom
Kildare. Huwway !”

“But what is it 1" shrieked Blake, :

“Kildare had it fwom Cawwington, Ii's twue, and it's
wippin'."

* But what—"

“Reel it off, you chump !”

The juniors surrounded Arthur Augustus, and he seemed
in danger of receiving a frontal attack in force. The 8t, Jim's
fellows were anxious to hear the news.

“It's all wight, deah boye! Wippin' news!
wounded o

" What !"

“Wounded "

“"Yaas, wathah!
Huns——"

“You frabjons dummy " yelled Tom Merry., * Have you
come in chirruping because old Railton’s wounded ?”

“You crass ass " shouted Dlalke.

“Weally, Blake—""

“Unfeeling cad ! said Crooke.

“Weally, Cwooke, you wottah—

“Bump him!” shouted Kangarco of the Skell, “ We'll
teach him to chortle about old Railton being wounded."”

“Lollar the silly ass!”

“You uttah duffahs!

“No, we don't,” agreed Talbot.
news in Railton being wounded by the Huns.
dence—"'

“ Bump him !™ . }

“Pway allow me to explain, deah boys. Wailton is
. wonunded—he’s been shot thwough the shouldah——"'

“Collar the silly idiot 1"

With a rush the exasperated juniors closed in on the swell
of the Fourth. Arthur Augustus was seized by excited hands
on all sides,

It was no wonder the juniors were exasperated. M.
Railton had always been very popular. Bince he had volun-
teered to fight in the ranks for his country, he had been

uite an idol, St. Jim's was proud of him, from the Head

own to the youngest fog.

As Jack Blake had observed, lots of scliools had masters who
had taken eommissions, but old Railton had roughed it dn the
ranks, and taken on all the privations of a common or garden
Tommy Atkins—and for that reason the old school had a
special right 1o be proud of him,

Arthur Augustus's gleeful announcement that he had been
wounded astonished the fellows, and it exasperated them, and
they procecded to lmpress upon Arthur Augustus their views
on the subject, His good news seemed to them very bad
news, and they 1.~;1t:m.]rli7 have been very glad to bump the
ILaiser, who was responstbie for old Railton getting wounded.
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As that truculent old gentleman was not at hard to L
bumped. they bumped Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy.

And they did it with a will, Arthur Augustus smote 1lo
floor of the common-room with a terrifio concussion,

“YVawooh !” he roared,

“Give him another 1

“Yow-ow! Help!”

Bump!

“"Ow! You are uttahly wuinin’ my twousahs!” howled
Arthur Augustus. “ You do not undahstand—"

Bump !

“Oh! Ow! ¥ah! Yooop!”

“There,” gasped Tom Merry. “Now, vou won't chortlo
w!;mu old Railton gets wounded again, you fathead!”

'Gwoooh-wooh ! groaned Arthur Augustus, sitting on the
Aoor in a breathless state, and blinking at the excited juniors,
“Youn uttah asses! I wegard you as sillay fatheads! Ow! I
considalied that you would be very glad to heah that old
Wailton was comin' home, Ow!"

::L‘v:u_nmg' hﬂll’lﬂ'!" exclaimed Talbot. |

“H;aﬂfun’s. coming home !” shouted Tom Merry.

Yaas, you ass! Didn’t I tell you there was wippin'
news?"” shrieked Arthur Augustus, * That's the wippin’
news, vou asses,”

“You said he was wounded ™

“He wouldn’t be comin’ home if he wasn’t wounded, would
he, you fathead? You intewwupted me before 1 ecould
finish,” wailed Arthur Augustus. “ Wailton has been
wounded, but he is gettin' on all wight, and he is comin’
home, with his arm in a sling, you know.”

“Hurrah '*

A cheer rang through the common-room. The good news
was understood at last. Arthur Augustus picked Himself up
izmpf;u'. He had been a little too long-winded in communieat-
ing the glorious news, and he had suffered in consequence,

“0Oh, deah! T have sevewal distinct pains, and my twousahs
are wuinéd! I wegard yon as a set of fwabjous chumps!
Wow !

“Serve vou Jjolly well right,” said Blake uns thetically,
“Why couldn’t you tell us Railton was coming ﬁnﬂ < &

“1 was twyin' to tell you—" '

* Bow-wow !

“1 say, this is ripping news!" exclaimed Tom Merry, his
eyes giistemng. “Good old Railten! It will be jolly to
have him back! We'll give him a good reception. When i3
he coming, Gussy "

“Yow-wow "

“When is he coming, fathond 1" roared the juniovs,

““1 wefuse to be called a fathead !

“Give him another bump ! shouted Herries,

“Weally, Hewwies—kcep off, you wottahs—he iz comin’
home to-mowwow,’ rald Arthur Augustus hastily, *“* Heo was
sent back, as soon as he could twavel, fwom the base, and
he has been in the militawy hospital. He is comin’ on to 8t
Jim's to-mewwow aftahnoon. It's a half-holiday to-mowwow,
deah bovs, and my ideah 15 to give old Wailton a wousin' we-
coption.”

“You bet!”

“1'Il mug up 'The Conquering Hero’ on my cornet,”
said ITerries cagerly.

“¥ou jolly well won't "’ said Blake warmly.
going to spring that cornet on o wounded man."™

“Look here, Blake——"

“No; that wounld be rough on rats!” said Tom Morry.
"Wait till he’s quite well and strong apain, Herries, Wo
don't want him to have a relapse.”

“¥You eilly ass—"

“Hurrah !" shouted the juniors
Hurrah !”

And 1n ten minutes the great news was carried into every
gtudy at St. Jim's, and the whole school rejoiced at it. The
Housemaster 1n khalki was coming home from the war, and
he was certain to reccive an cithusiastic reception from every
follow at Bt Jim's.

“You're not

“Railton’s coming back!

—.

CHAPTER 2,
Planning the Reception!

HERE was a meeting i Study No. 6 in the School
House after tea. .
It was a crowded meeting.

The objeet of that mnceting was important. It was to
discuss the reception that was to be given to the conquering
hero.

There was enthusiasn on all sides. DBlake and Herrvies and
Dighy and IV Arey, the owners of the famous study, were
there, and the Terrible Three and Talbot of the Shell
Figpging & Co. had come aver from the New House. As New
House fellows, they really had no direct concern in the
matter, Mr. Railton being master of the School IHouse. Bub

‘‘CHUCKLES,"” 10,

“THE PENNY POPULAR,"
Every Saturday, 2

Every Friday.



Every Wednesday. #THE GEM"” LIBRARY, One Penny. 3

4

MNiisiie
\ i

-.l".-".r.-:.r_.
e
. -
A e
v
g

T,
(3
r
il
T T

7
T

o
]
S
&

e
g

=7 ’ -:l#;_

1] enwnr =

Ak

=%

S
) B

2 == 4== I
e R |

\

=N

Arthur Augustus raised his topper to the conductor very politely as he greeted him, ““You are my band? he
inquired. ‘I am ze conductor, sare,” said the gentleman in bluc and gold braid, (See Chapter 6.)

they were almost as keen as the School House juniors.  All
8t. Jint's wore proud of the Housemaster in khali,

There was much diseussion on the subject of the reception.
Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy, whose ideas were grandiose, sug-
gested a trivmphal arch and a brass band., The triumphal
arch was generally sat upon, but the mecting consented to
couaider the guestion of a brass band,

“A brass band,” soid Tom Mcerry oracularly,
money,”’ :

“1 was not thinkin' of geitin' o bwass band for notlhun’,
denh boy," said Arthur Avgustns loftily.

“We could save something by leaving out the cornet,”
said Herries, “'I could take the cornet part.”

“Ratz!”

“Yans, wathah! Wats! You weally cannot be allowed
to muck up our bwass band, Hewwies”

“You fatheads!" exclaimed the exasperated Ilerries.

“We could dig up a band v Warluoud,” snid Maonty
Lowther. * I'vae heard that lots of muosiciang are down on
their luck owing to the war, and it would be domg them a
good turn, That's patriotic,”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Posides, it needn't be a brass band speeially,” said Blake.
“Any old band will dy, 50 long as 1l makes a row—excepling
a German band, of course.”

YIt's aoguestion of the oof,” remarled Dighy.

“That 1s wathah a slangy expwession, Dig-—"

“We ean have a whip rnujltli," said Tom Merry,  * Gussy
can o roupd with the hat, as it's his idea,”

“Hear, Lear!"

“1 have no objection whatevaly to goin® wound with the
Liat for & patwiotic purpose,” said Arthur Augusius loftily,

ik

costs

Next Wednesday's Number of the *Gem" will be the usual price,
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“It is agweed, then, that we get a bwass band if we can
waise tho tin?" .

“And we'll mect Railton at the station and play him
homa,"” said Mannpers, " That's sure to. please him.”™ ,

“Tt will show him what St. Jim's thinks of him,” said
Blake, “We'll make a regular trinmphal march of it."

'* Hear, hear!”

“And if we could have a twiumphal orch as well, deal
boya——"

““ Oh, blow the triumphal arch ! The Lrass band will fill the
Lill," gaid Tom Merry, 1 suppose Railton won’t mind."

“Mind ! said Blake warmly., I should think he would
feel jolly fAattered.  "Tain't every wounded soldier that's
plaved homo with a brass band.”

“What do vou think, Talbot "

Talbot of the Shell was looking very thoughtinl, The
juniors all regarded him inquiringly. The Shell fellow, who
had onee been known as 1]‘11.1. "%‘ﬂﬁ',” and whose past had
been so strange and shadowed, had an old head on young
shoulders, and his chums had great faith in his judgment.

“¥ou think Wailton would be pleased, I pwesume, deah
boy !" asked Arthur Avgustus anxiously,

Talbot smiled.

“Yery likely,” he sad, “Anyway, he would know wo
meant it a3 a compliment, Dut [ understand that he isn't
coming alone. ™

“No: o fwiend 13 eornim® with him," sawd Arthur Augustus
—*“a colonel of his wegiment—Colonel Lyndon.  YWhat
diffewence does that make 1V '

“(Colonel Lyndon mughtn't appreciate the brass band so
much as Railton.” said Talbot, smuling.

“Wats ! osaid Arthur Augustus. YT am suah he would

HE GEx LIBRARY.—No. 393.
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You see, we shall instwuet the bandsmen

think it wippin',
IHe is sure to

to play nulitawy tunes, axd that sort of thing.
enjoy 1t.”

* Anybody know anything about him ?" asked Tom Merry.
“What sort of a chap he 15, I mean. If it's some stiff old
martinet——""

““Nevah heard of him befoah Kildare mentioned that he
was comin® home with Wailton, deah boy.”

“He may have eome relatian here,”  saud
“unless he's simply coming to see Railton home.”

“1 don't know the name,” said Tom.

“*By Jove " exelaimed Lowther. * Crooke 1™

“Urooke 7

“¥Yoes, rather ! Croolke of ours. T remember now he has
been swanking about ks unele at the front, and he men-
tioncd that he was a colonel in the Loamshires, This must be
Crooke’s unele,™

"Oh!"” said all the moetirg, rather disconsolately.

The discovery that Mr. Railton’s companion was the uncle
of Crooke, the slacker and black sheep of the Shell, had the
cffeet of damping their spirvits somewhat, 1f the uncle was
anvthing hke the nephew, certainly he was not likely to be
a pleasant personage,

“Mayn't be the same,” said Blake at last.
and ask Crooke, He will know.”

“That's a good ideah, deah boy.™

There was an adjournment of the meeting. It adjourged
along the Shell passago to Crocke's study. )

Tom Merry opened the door, and some of the mecting
marched in, the rest gathering about the doorway.

Crooke of the Shell was alone in his study. He was sitting
at the table with a letter in his hand and a deep frown on
}lja fam_;. He looked up in surprise al the sudden invasion of
ns study,

g Hzl.ll:{r}! What do you fellows want ?7 he asked grufiy.

“Information,” said Tom Merry cheerfullv. ** Lowther
EAYS you've got an uncle in Railton’s regiment.’

Crocke nodded.

“Ts 1t Coloniel Lyndon by any chanece 2

£ YEH.!?

“Bai Jove !

“Then it's your uncle that's combig with Railion to-
morrow 1" exclaimed FPom Meorew,

“Yes!” growled Crooke. *1've just had it in this letter,
confound it 1"

“Eh? You don’t seem very pleased.'

“Why ehould I be pleased " grunted Crooke. T ought to
have had more notice of it. They shouldn’t spring him on
me like this, Why couldn’t he let me know that he was
conung "

“Well, he's only just baek from the front with Railton,”
gaid Blake, * What sort of a johnny is he ¢

“A blessed old ranrod ! said Crooke savagely. ** As stiff
ns & poker and as grim as a Hun., Looks at von with eyes
Like blessed gimlets. If he wasn't as rich as Creesus, I'd—"

trooke paused,

“Bai Jove! That doesn't sound hike the kind of chap
who would appweciate a bwass band!” murmuored Arthur
Aungustus, '

“A what!"” ejaenlated Crooke, with a stare.

“A bwass band, deah boy, We're goin’ to have o bwnass
band to play old Waildton home fwom the station.™

““1Ia, ha, ha!” yelled Crooke,

“What are you cacklic’ at, Cwooke 2"

“Ha, ha, ha! TIf you sprirg a brass band on my upele!
ITa. ha, ha! ITe isn’t the man to take a joke, T ean tell you,”

“But it asn't o joke " said Blake warmly., “It's a jolly
big compliment, ™

rooke chuckled,

“Woll, you try iv! Ia, ha, ha!”

“Oh, wata[ It appeabs to me, C'wooke, that vou do naot
wegard vour unele with pwopah affection. If vou do not like
yune unele, that is a point in his favah, and he may be a
viwy decent old chap aftah all.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, you stlly ass——"" began Crooke wrath{ully.

“1 wepeat, deah boye, that Cwooke's not Iikin' his uncle
shiows that there must be some good in him,” said Arihur
Aungustus firmly, “and wo wre stickin® to the bwass band.”

ITolmes or

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“Gussy works it out ke Shorlock
Locke,” grinued Blake. "1 nlump for Gussy!”

And the jumors retived, chuckling, from the study, leaving
Crooke scowling.  The mecting returned to Study No. 6,
wlhere the brass band was duly resolved upon—the chance
being taken of failing to please Mr, Railton's companion.

And that impertant peint being deeided, the guestion of
ways and means was discussed; and Arthur Aupostus wont,
round with the lhat—and he went vound with a topper, to
make sure of having room enough-for the contributions,
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CHAPTER 3.

Crooke's New Ambilion,

ROOKE of the Shell came into Tom Merry's sty

@ when the Terrible Three were doing theiy prepara-

tion, Owing to the amount of time expended on

plans for My, Railton's reception, the chums of the Rhell

wero a little late with their prep, and they were working

hard. But they politely suspended their labours to sce what
Urooke wanted.

Crooke wore a worried Jook, The three Shell fellows coulil
guess that he was worrled by the fortheoming visit Trom his
military uncle—though why that should worry him was a
nrystery. Any other fellow would have been proud of having
an uncle from the front—an uncle who was a colonel in a
fighting regiment, and had been ilirough the inferno in
Flanders with credit, Tom Merry or Mauners or Lowther
would have felt six inches taller if they had walked through
the old guad with such an uncle, '

'Eut evidently Crocke was not pleased. In many ways
Crooke’s tastes wero not like those of the Terrible Three.
Ho was a black sheep to the fingertips—a smoker and a
card-player and a slacker generally. e was never on good
terms with Tom Merry & Co., especially sinee Talbot had
come to St Jim's. For the cad of the Shell had taken a
special pride in being *“down  on Talbot, on account of his
imfortunate past. It was very odd for Crooke to drop into
Tom Merry's study at all.

Three inquiring glances were fixed upon him. For once
the chums of the Shell were prepared to make the best of
Lrooke—on aceount of his unele in khaki,

“ Busy ¥ said Crooke,

i 'H:r‘..,lsl:lf

“Well, you can spare a minute, 1 suppose:”
{C'rooke, '

“Two if you like,” said Tom Merry generonsly.

“You're playing a Form mateh to-morrow afterncon.”

Tomy Merry nodded, without concealing his surprise at the
remark. The slacker of the Bhell had never shown a sign
before of caring two ping about ericket, When Crocke
thought of cricket at all it was only to invent excuses for
dodging the compulsory practice,
~ "Yes,” said Tom. “We're going to make it a single-
Fnnings mateh, as the Railton reception will keep us busy
ﬁg;'lfﬂ:}ﬂ the afternoon. But we shall play it, all the same,

1y 7
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“No room for a pew man?"”

“Well, no. Bnt if any chap wha ean play specially wants
tn play, I dare say another chap would make room for him,”
said Tom, guite puzzled, It isn’t a House matel) or a school
match, as somebod ¥ asked you to speak to me about iti"

“Uh, nﬂl.”-

“"Then what are vou geftting at?" asked Tom,

“I'm speaking to you because you're junior
cuptain,’’ s

kil \"’T'F.I'”?T’

“1d like to play.”

Tom Merry stared al Crooke.  Manners stared at him.
AMaonty Lowther, who was of a hwmorous turn, pretended to
faint. and leaned heavily on Manners's shoulder for snpport.

*You'd like to play " repeated Tom Merry,

“Yea if 1 can.”™

“bBut you ean't!” primned Manners,
one end of a stump from the ather.”

“Water ! said Manty Lowther faintly,

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, don’t be a fonny ass!™
g seriously,

“Tan me!" said Lowlher,

“If you're speaking seriously, Crooke. I'll unswer serionsly

Or i m:vri::uuslljjr as I can,” said Tom Merry, laughing, 1
cil' b put you in the Shell team.”

“Why not?”

* Beeauso vou're no pood [ said Tom frankly.

“This must be an awfully deep joke of Crocke’s,” =il
Monty Lowther, recovering from his faint, “Ig this whera
v laugly, Crooke?”

“* Look here ”

“*Ha, ha, ha ! roared Lowthey,

“What are you cackling at, vou
gav apely.

“Your little joke! Ma, ha, ha!"

“T'm not joking ! roared Crooke,

“Oh, ves, vou are! You must be!
s sumply uncensctong hmmonr,"” assured Lowther. ol |
always lough at o fellow's jolkes, It's polite, Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 want specially to play to-morrow,” eaid Crooke, looking
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“Wever mind that funny idiot. Will you

gt Tom DMerry,
You will beat the Fourth,

put me in as a special favouy?
puyway.. It won't hurt vou."

“Sell, we're not so jolly certain about bearing the Fourth, ™
eaid Tom, “ Fatty Wynn's bowling i3 better than any we
have i the ‘Bhell, excepting perhaps Talbot's,  Still, we
expect to beat them. But it wouldn't be a sure thing if I
played o duffer like vou, Crooke—excuse me. Bub this is
rather sudden, you know. It wants some petiing used to—
you as a cricketer,”

“You've told me often enough that I ought to take up
cricket,” said Crooke.

“Thal's so; and so wvou ought, It would do vou more
rood than smoking faes behind the wood-shed, But thero
are ways of doing these things., 1f you want to become a
cricleter, you lave my best wishes, and I'll Lelp vou all I
L'ifrll. But you can’t expect to start as & member of the Form
eleven,

"“1t's only for this once.”

“I dare say we might win with vou in the team; but, vou
see, 1 should have to leave out o good man to make room for
vou, You ean see for yourself that it's an unreasonable thing
to ask,” said Tom good-naturedly,

“Oue of the chaps might agree to be left ont.”

“It's not likely; and, as captain, I couldn't very well agreo
to it. You see, vou've missad practice every time yvou could,
and you're bound to be in rotton form. What the deuce do
vou want to play for? You don't care for cricket.”

(rooke paused,

“Well, I'll tell you,” be said. “ You chaps have done a lot
of pussing about patriotism, and backing up the fellows in
khaki, and so on. Well, you know my wnele’s just homo
from the front,  I—I want to please him, He'd be jolly
pleased if he saw me playing for the Form. e belicves in
the stronuous life, and aif that rot. Ile would think me o
alackor 1f—if—"

“1f he knew you!" sugpgedited Lowther,

Crooke did not heed that remark,

" Constdering that he's fresh home from the front, and all
vou've talked about patriotism and so forth, I think vou
might be willing to help me do something to please him,™
said Crooke.

Tom Merry hesitated.

“"Well, if you put it like that, there's something in it," hin
satd. I suppose you mean that vou don't want Colonel
Lyndon to know what a blessed slacker and smoky beast you
are, ls that it? You want to moke him think that wvou
deservo to have a relation in khaki?"

“Well, put it like that, Anything that would please a man
Il'r?a!h home from the front- it's worth a bit of trouble, {sn't
it !

“Well, ves, but—="

“Suppose a fellow's willing to stand out for me.
Jet him do it asked Crooke.

“Well, yes, ') said Tom at last.
to give you lus place, T'll put vou in, and risk i,
beat tho Fouerth a wicket short,”

“Good!" said Chrooke, looking relieved. ' I'll ask somoe of
them. Of course, the request would come better from vou.
You might leave out Talbot, for instance.” i

“Yes, I'm likely to leave out our best bowler, to make
room for a slacking duffer,” said Tom Morry disdainfully,

“The fact 19, Talbot might as well keep in the background
while my unele's hiere,” said Crooke,

“And why " demanded Tom, his eyes beginning to gleam,
Talbot’s shadowy past wus a sore subject with his best eluns,

“You may know that Colonel Lyudon has been elected a
govornor of St Jim's—"

“T didn™t know 1t and I ean’t see that it matters to me or
to Tulbot, now that I do know it."

“Considering Tulbot’s pasl, the less o governor of the selinol
soes of him the better. If hie comes under my nnele's eye at
all, the colonel may want to know Low such a chap is allowed
ab S, Jim's at gll”

Tom Moerry rose to his feetd,

“Another word like that, Crooke, and yvou wo out of this
study on vour meck!" he said, “You'd better pet out,
ANy wuy,

“But——"

::Hinqt np and clear!™ said Tom Merry savagely,

I didn’t mean—"

“Oh, get out!"

Crooke got out. Tom Merry was within an ace of throwing
him bodily out of the study,

Tom sat down with a frowning brow as the deor elosed on
Crooke.

“1 can't stand that rotter 1" he muttored. *“What o rotten
end to be always harping on that—as if poor Talbat ean lielp
his past.  Even fellows like Levison and Mellish and Clampo

You'll

“Tf one of the team elioosea
We can
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“*Keep vour wool on, old son!" said Lowther.
mustn't greet his unele with a black eye to-morrow,
can't help being a worm '™

“After all, it's unusually decent of him to want to please
the old boy in khaki," remarked Manners. It rnust be
rathier a strain on Crooke to think of playing a decent game
for once, instead of the blackguard, as usual.”

Monty Lowther closed one eye,

“Bef you the bounder has an axe to grind,” he said.
“Ile’s more likely thinking of a tip from lis uncle than
anvthing else.”

“Blessed if I thought of that,” said Tom Merry. “I
suppose it's so—it's more like Crooke. T've a jolly good
mind " He paused, “Well, I've given him my word
now, and if one of the fellows stands out for him, he can
go into the team. After all, it may give him a taste for a
decent game."

And Tom Merry, with his brows somewhat kuitted, went
on with lis preparation. A few minutes later & loud voice
was heard in the passage.

“I'll see you hanged first, Crboke!”

It was the voice of Harry Noble of the Shell, otherwiss
known as Kangaroo. The Terrible Three grinned. They
vould guess that Crooke had preferred his modest reguest to
the Cornstalk junior. Kangaroo's reply was emphatic,

“Well, you needn't well!” eame Crooke's sulky veice in

“ Crooke
He

rﬂ-plgsf; I was only asking you a civil question, It
ron'|j—
’ “ Rats ™

That was all, and the Terrible Three chuckled ad they
went on with their prep. Crooke's quest of a place in the
T'orm team did not seem to be prospering, so far,

CHAPTER 4,

Siraight From the Shoulder.

ALBOT of the Shell was also at work at lis preparation
when Crooke came in. Talbot's study-mates—Gora
and Skimpole—were working at the sindy table with

him, There was a shade on Talbot's handsome brow—he had
been very thoughtful that afterncon and evening.

He gave Urooke a genial nod as he came in, Talbot was
always civil, though it cost him an effort to be civil to
Crooke, It was the cad of the Shell who was a perpetual
renunder to him of many things that he would have been
glad to forget. If Crooke could have helped it, Talbot would
never have been allowed to forget that he had once been tha
“Toff," and a member of Hookey Walker's gang, in the old
days that now seemoed so far belhind him,

Not that Talbet had ever done anything at all to incur
Crooke’s enmity. It was the natural dislike of a erooked,
carping nature for a frank and sunny one. Crooke, who had
plenty of money and rich relations, and wns mueh given to
swanking, resented the fact that Talbot, a nobody and a
scholorship chap, should be made so much fuss of by fellows
who regnrded Lim—Crooke—as of no account whatever.
Then Talbot had ehipped in sometimes when Crooke was
bullying little fags, and on one occasion had given him a
licking for carrving that amiable amusement too far. The two
natures were as unlike as chalk and cheese, and there could
never be good feeling between them.

But it suited Crooke to forget all differences just now,
now that he hiad a favour to ask of the scholarship junior. It
had uever oceurred to him that the time might come when
he would want to ask a favour of Talbot, Even now that he
liad eome to ask it, he could not quite dismiss the “swank ”
fromm hiz manner. He conld not possibly forget that he had
rs many sovereigns as Talbot had shillings.

“T'vio just come from Tom Merry,"” Crooke began,  “If
vou're finished, Talbot, I'd liko to spesk to vou.”
“T'm not Anished,” said Talbot; *I1I was

beginmng., But you can go ahead.”

“1 don’t know how I'm going to do my prep, if yon
[ellows are going to jaw ! growled Gore,

*1 sha'n’t be long.” said Crooke. “ It's about the match
to-morrow, Talbot., Tom Merry's offered mie a place in the
eleven, if a fellew will make room for me of hiz own accord.”

Talbot looked astonished, as he felt, So did Gore. Even
Skimpole blinked euriously at C'rooke through his spectacles.
Crooke lind succeeded in surprising the whole study,

“You want to play cricket 2" exclaimed Talbot,

“Why shouldn’t I¥" said Crooke, rather savagely.

“Oh, no reason why you shouldn't, if Tom Merey will put
vou into the team [ snid Talbot mildly. “I'm glad you're
taking up the game!"”

“It's on my uncle’s account—yon
to-morrow—Colonel Lyndon.”
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Talbot’s face clouded a little,

“¥es,” he said quietly, _

“He's an old martinet—as hard as nails, and down on
slackers, and so on. I've got to please him. o will start
asking questions about me. Ile” thinks every fellow ought
to go in for grmes and such rat. If he finds me playing in the
Form eleven it will please him; and—and that's what I want,
of course. He's just home from the front, and—ond naturally
I want to please him "

Talbot gave the cad of the Shell a keen lock. He did not
reguire telling that Crooke must have some perzonal motive
for wishing to keep in his unecle’s good books.

“You don't mean to say you've got the cheek to ask Talbol
for his place in the Shell eleven?” exclaimed Gore, in
astonishment,

“1t's Talbot's business, not yours, Gore. I suppose he can
give me the place if he likes#™

* Silly ass if he does!”

“What do yvou say, Talbot?
ma,”’ said Crooke. **I shouldn't forgoet it.””

Talbot looked very thoughtful. He did not remark upon
the fact that a fellow who had always been his encemy, without
just canse, might have hesitated to come and ask a g faveour
of himt. He seemed to be thinking it ont.

“1 know what I'd say if you asked e for my place!”
grunted Gore.

“IT'm not asking you—T1"m asking Talbot [

“Because he's a good-naturcd duffer,” said Gore.
do it, Talbot! You will be a silly ass if you do!™

Talbot =miled.

“1 must ask Tom Merry firsl,” he said, ¥ Tom depends on
me for the bowling, vou know. 1L lie.can spare me g

Crooke’s lip curled.

“You're not so Jolly  indispensable as all that ! he
exclaimed., I can bowl, too—perhaps as well as you can "

“Tla, ha, ha!” chortled Gore

“ 1M1 ask Tom Merry,” said Talbot shorily,

Crooke’s manner of asking a favour would not have eansed
s request to prosper with most fellows, Bur there seemed
no end to Talbot’s good nature,

“Wait for me here,” added Talbot.

Heo left the study, and Crooke sat down in lits chair. Gore
gave him a glare. George Gore had been one of Talbot's
staunchest admirers sinee the Bhell fellow had extrieated
him from a very seriong serape some tune belore, into which
Gore had been hurricd by s own folly and recklessness,

“ T think it's like your blessed check,” said Gore. “You've
no rigliij; to ask Talbot faveoura! You've never been a friend
1?

of his!

“Bow-wow !"" sa1d Crocke., “['m not a friend of Lils now,
but I don't see why T shouldn’t have his place for once [

“You've always been down on him,”

“F don't like reformed cracksmen, a= a role !
Crooke.
yob 177

Gore frowned, and exlubited a formidalile set of knuckles
under Crooke's nose with sueh suddenness that the ead of the
Shell started back,

“ Hea that?" said Gore savapclr. “ You sav another word
against Talbot, you worm, and L'l smash you! See?”

“Oh, rats ! sand Crooke,

But he did not say another word, Gore growled, and went
o1t with his preparation, and Crooke wanted o silence for
Talbot's return.

Meanwhile, Talbot was inteiviewing  the  junior ericket
captain, He came into Tom Mervey's study rather hesitatingly,
and he was greeted with welcoming looks, Talbot was alwavs
welcome there, )

“Finished already " said Tom Merry cheerilv,  * Now vou
pile in! Sit down and tackle the chestnutz while we're gerfing
through 1"

“T'm not fmshed prep.

It would be a big favour to

“Don't

| yawned
“It's an acquired taste, and I haven't acquired it

Uve just seen Crocke,” Talbot

cxplained, _
Tom Merry jumped, .
“You don't mean to say he's asked vou——"
(1] ".I:I'LI‘H'!'I

“The cheeky cad! As if we're going to lose our ouly
bowler on Lis account !™

“Tle =ays yvou told him he could have a place, if a fellow
would stand out of his own accord,” explained Talbot, ' I'm
willing #

“Hold en! T did say that,"” agreed Tom Merry: “hbut I
wasn't thinking of you! T thought you understoad that you
couldn't be spared.  Dash it all, Talbot, T was relying an you,
and vou know it !"

Talbot eoloured a little,

“F odo know i, he agreed. T told Crooke T svould ask
you, [ sha'n't think of standing out i you need me.”

“We've pol Fatty Wynn bowling against us. You're the
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only fellow in the Shell who's a patel on him. We don'
want to be licked.”

Y Well, I—F " Talbot hesitatod.  “The fact is, Tom,
I—I'd rather stand out of the match to-morrow, if it were
all the same to you."

“ Because vou want to oblige Crocke, do you meani”

“¥Yes, and—and because I'd really rather, for once.”

“Do you mean yvou've got something else on?”

“I—1 should go eout on my bike.”

“You want to try your new bike?
cutting o Form mateh for that, i 167"

“Well, no, but——"

“¥You mean you're a good-natured ass, and Crocke has gof
round you with a yarn of wanting to please his uncle!”
suapped Tom Merry,

“Of course, 1t's in yvour hands,” said Talboet. “1T wouldn't
think of leaving yvou in e lurch, vou knew that, 'T'om."

“But it isn't in my hands,” said Tom. *“T've told Crooke
he can have a place, if any fellow offers to stand out for
him. But I naturally thought you wouldn’t offer, knowing
that we can't spare you.”

“That settles 1t,"" said Takbot. *T sha'n't offer.”

“Of course, you must please yourzelf” said Tom.
v back on what I've =nid to Crooke—confound him

“T shall please myself,” said Talbat, with a smile; "“and
T Ehal? stay in the feam. It wouldn't please me exactly to
leave you in the lurch.”

And, with a nod, Talbot quitted the study, and returned
to his awn. Croocke gave him an eager look.

“I'[s it settled?” he asked, before Talbot was faivly in the
sty

“Not iz you ward if, I'm afraid,” said Talbot,
stand out.’”

“Hurrah " sand Gore.

Crooke pritted his teeth,

“You mean you won t!" he exclatimed.

“1 mean 1 can't. Tom Merry depends on me to bowl,
and if I stood out, it would be leaving the team in the
lurch.  The Fourth are prefiy strong in bowlers, and the
Shell are not, Under the cireumstances, T can't do it. I'm
sorry.’’

Talbot sal down to finish his preparation. But Crooke did
not go. He remained in the study, biting hig lip, and he was
stlent for some minutes.

“ ook here,” he said at last, “T'm set on this. I’ve asked
the other fellows, and they won't agree. I think you might
oblige me in this, Talbot.”

“ 1 would if T conld.™

“You van if you choose. You're not a slave, ¥ suppose—
you can stand out of a cricket mateh if you like? I sup-
pose the world won't come to an end, even if the Shell are
beaten ! said Crooke, with a sneer. " Loole here, it’s no
rood beating about the bush, T'll make it worth your while
to stand out.”

“You needn't po on,” said Talbot,

Hardly worth while

“T ean't

rf:l'

““T can’t

“There's nothing more

to be sad,”

4T pan make 1t worth vour while. You're pretty hard u
—we all know that—and a quid's nothing to me. You catcﬁ
on?"

Talbot rose.

“Yea, T eateh on,’” he said, his eyos gleaming., “T sup-
pose you are too big a cad to know that what you've said is
an insult. But you'd better get out!”

“You'vre petting mighty particular I sneered Crocke, his
rage getting the vpper hand, as ho realised that the case
was hopeless. ' There was a time when you weren’t so jolly
particular how you got money, We haven™t quite forgotien
the Toff yet, you know.”

vl you go® said Talbot quietly, thougl lLis lips were
trembling,

#Naot t1]l I've finished. T can tell you that my uncle is a
governor of Bt. Jim's, and if he found eut what kind of
follow lhias been admitted here, there wauld be a row,
You've got round the Head, bul vou couldn’t get round my
nnele like that.  Suppose 1 tell him  your interesting

history o

“You ean tell him what vou Tike,” said Talbet. * But
vou'll leave iy study now, or I'll throw you into the
pitssage,

“T tell him fast enough! T'I1 tell him that the Toff—

that's your pame, =n't it?—if you've got a name at all—
I'll tell him that you're a thief i

Clrash !

Talbot had- been very patient, but his patience had its
limits, Before Crooke could go further, Talbot's fist was
planted full in his face, and the ead of the Bhell went fiving
through the doorway. He crashed down in the passage wilh
a wild yell.

Talbot looked down on him with gleaming eyes.
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As Talbot came necarer, a curlous cxpression came over the bronzed face of the ¢colonel, and his eyves scemed to

fasten themselves on the handsome, flushed face, as the Shell fellow stopped just inside the
By gad!" ¢xclaimed the colonel, * Boy, where have [ scen you before? Do you hear me?

ield of play.
Where have 1 seen

vou?" (See Chapter 10.)

pul =

“Are you coming in again?' he said,

Crooke stappgered to his feet. One of his eyez was closed,
and his nose was streaming red. Talbet’s blow had caughi
him between the eyes, and it hurt, He blinked furiously
at the Shell fellow.

“T'1 make you safier for that! I'1l—""

Talbot closed the door. Crooke, stuttering with rage and
dabbing his nose with his handkerchief, went down the
passage—he was not inclined to carry the affray any further
just then,

“Why didn't you mop up the fAoor with him, you azs?”
growled Gore, as Talbol dropped into his seat at the study
table again,

Talbot made no reply.
his brow deeply clouded.

He went on with his work with

CITAPTIER 5.
A Strange Mystery.

HE next morning there was o considerable amount of

“ suppressed exeiternent at Bt Jim's. All the fellows
wore looking forward to the afternoon, and the ripping
reception of the conguering hero.  Ilerries, in spite n% per-
suasion, gentle reasonings and deadly threats, had peraisted
in “mugging up " that well-known tune on his cornet, and
woird and fearsome blasts hiad been heard in out-of-the-way
corners where e had retired to practise. But all the other
follows assured Herries that if he brought that cornet into
public view when the reception was coming off, thevy would

Next Wednesday's Number of the "' Gem" will be the usual price,
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pitch it into the fountain, and Herries after it.  Arthur
Augustus declared that the *bwass band "' would make all
the row that was required.

The brass band had been suecessfully engaged, and was to
be at Rvlcombe Station early, before Mr. Railton’s train got
in. It came out that the Head was going in his car to meet
the returnine Housemupster and his companion at the station,
to brine them to 8t Jim's. A reception by Juniors on  the
platform, therefore, had to be abandoned—that had to be
loft to the HFlead,

Outside the station, with the brass band, was where Tom
Merry & Co. would eome in. Blares from the band, and
thunrﬂ-rmm cheers from an army of 8t, Jim's fellows, would
show Mr. Railtan liow highly the old school thought of him.
Though his car-drums might suffer, he could not fail to be
pleased.  Nearly every fellow, too, had provided himself with
& flag or a piece of bunting to wave on the great occasion.
1t was to be a celebration such ng Bt. Jim's had gever known
before. DBut the ocecasion was unigque—it was the first time
n 8t. Jim's Housemaster had been called away to fight the
Huns,

Crooke of the Shell, nsually a perzon of very litile account
in his Form or his House, found himself of gomoe consequence
just mow—entirely on account of the fact that his uncle was
voming down with Railten. Tt was ngreed that Crooke, if
he liked, should take a leading part in the preat reception.
But tn the Shell Formi-room that morning, Crocke did not
lock as if he would be in a it state to take part.in any
reception.

(rooke's nose was swollen, and there was a dark, bluish
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gnade round his left eye, approaching black, It was evident
that the cad of the Bhell had been in the wars. From Gore
it became known what had happened, and nobedy blamed
Talbot for having knocked Crooke down, but it was agreed
that it was unfortunate. Crooke's unele could not be favour-
ably impressed by that black eye,

Mr. Linton looked very severely at Crooke in the Form-
raonm. Crooke's eve and nose could not possibly escape notice,
and the Form-master was shocked. At such a time, he felt
justly that Crooke might lave taken care to avoid scrapping.

“What is the matter with your eye, Crooke?" asked Mr.
Linton, in his 1ciest tone, when he spotted the junior's new
adornment,

“1 had a knock, sir,” said Crooke sullenly.

“You have been fighting !" exclaimed Alr. Linton,

**Noa, sir,”’

“Indeed! Then what caused this damage to your face?"

"1 was attacked. sir,” sa1d Crooke, with o venomous glance
at Talbot. “T1 did not fight, because [ was anxious not to
have my face marked when my uncle was eoming to see
me, The fellow who attacked me knew that he was safe in
doing it, for that reason.”

A hot flush came over Talbot's face,
furious.

A very stern expression hardened e,
features,

“Crooke, I insist upon your telling me the name of the
boy who attacked you under these ecircumstances!” he
exelaimed,

“T'd rather not, sir."”

“1 order you to do so!"” snapped the Form-master,

“(3o it, you rotten sneak!" whispered Gore fiercely. “Go
it, and when you've told yvour lies, 1I'll get uwp and tell the
truth.”

“Da you hear me, Crooke?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Give me the name at once.”

“ It was Talbot, sir,” said Crooke, with apparent reluctance,

“ Btand up, Talbot!”

Talbot stood up.

“You struck Crooke, knowing that lus uncle, st home
from the front, was coming to see him to-day, Talbot!” ex-
claimed the master of the glnrll.

‘I had forgotten about his uncle, sir," said Talbot quictly,
“If T had remembered, T should have allowed Craoke to say
what he liked, without touching him,”

“You aeted very inconsiderately. Talbot, whalever vour
provocation may have been”

Talbot’'s flush deepened,

“1 feel that n*;@.'self, sir, and T am sorpy.”

" Colonel Lyndon will naturally he shecked and displeased
to sce his nephew in such a state.” My, Linton pursed his
lips. * However, as yon arve sorry for what vou have dane,
which I fully believe, I will say nothing more about the
matter. You may sit down."

Talbot sat down, feeling and looking very depressed, He
would have given a great deal to reeall the hasty blow which
had knocked Crooke out of his study, though' certainly it
hiad been {ully deserved. Punishment he would not have
I:&J_‘t:r:\ for, but he felt that he had lowered himself in the
opimion of the master of the Shell—and in his own., which
was worse.  Gore, who was looking very red, jumped to his
fect, as Mr. Linton turncd to his desk.

1t {qu please, sir——"" blurted out Gove,

Mr., Linton locked at him.

“Well, Gore ¥

“I was thera, sir,” exelaimed Gore.  Talbet kept lis
temper till Crooke fuirly forced him to knock him down,
If Talbot hadn't done it, I was poing to do it myself, sir,
It isn't fair ! J

Y That will do, Gore,”

“Crooke haso't told you how it happenod—"

“1 do not desire ta know the details of the matter." =aid
Mr. Linton ieily. “ Yoo will take your seat, Gore,”

Gore sat down, crimson and angry.

Nothing more was said on the subject, and the lessons
procecded.  Tom Merry gave his chum an anxious glanco
onee or twice during the morning. Talbot’s {ace was prave
and tnoughtful, and Tom knew that he was a prev to ane of
those attaclks of black despoudency to which the *“ Toff ' was
eometimes subjeet. Tom felt greatly inelined to give Crooke
another eye to mateh the ane he had alvéady, )
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He joined Taibot when thie Shell came out of their Form-
oo, _

" Don’t be down in the mouth about it, old chap,” he zaid.
“We all know that you weren't to blame., Geore lias told us
about it."

Talbot nodded.

"1 oughtn’t to have struck bhim,” lhe said, in a low voice,
“T'd forgotten about his uncle coming, just at that moment,
And--and I really didn’t mean to hit so hard. 1 suppose I
had lest my ten per.” '

““And no wonder,” said Tom Merry warmly. '"'I'd have
mopped up the floor with the cad. 1le asked for it."

“But it's rotten, all the same. 1 suppose he won't come
along to the station with th ot eve.”

“"He says he won't,” said Menty Lowther. ' Good rid-
dance, as far as that goes! But deon't worry over what can't
be helped, kid. You've got to look merry and bright at the
reception, you know.”

" 1I'm nol coming,” said Talbot quickly.

'""Rats! Of course you're coming !

“T'd rather not. I1—I don't fee! in the humour for it,
really,” said Talbat, his checks fushing, “ And, besides—"
He paused. z

“ Well 1

" You see, Crooke's uncle will be with Mv. Railten, and—
and I'd rather not meat him.”

“Because you've blackened
Merry,

Talbot was silent,

“He won't know it was vou. And, besides, vou won't have
to speak to him,” said Tom. * You'll only be one of the
cvowd, There'll be a hundred or more chaps there, and you
won't be noticed among the lot of us.”

W Noy hut—""

Talbot hesitated, and ecoloured still more deoply as the
cyes of the Terrible Three were turned curiously upon him.

“Do you mind if 1 ask you & question, Talbot?' asked
Tom Merry, after n pause.

** Not at alll"

“You've been a bit gueer—excouse me- -over since it was
known that Crooke's uncle was coming down with Railton.
1 couldn’t help noticing it. I suppose it isn't possible that—
that you know the man at all ¥

Talbot did not speak.

“I don't see how you could ever have known him, or had
any disagreement with him,”” said Tom. ‘' But that’s what
it looks ke, It just came in® my head, Of course, we don't
know much about you before vou eame to St Jim's, If
youw've got any reason for not wanting to see Colonel Lyndon,
vou've enly got to say so, yvou know,”

“I'd rather not see himy,” said Talbot, with an eort.

* That means that vou've seen him before #°

“ Mo I've never seen him before.” ¢

“Then why i

“I—1've heavd about hum, ' stammered Talbot, ©“I—I'
rather not go nto it, if you don't mind; but—but, Tom, it's
not pleasant for me to think about what happened before I
came tf St Jun's. It's a part ol my life that I want to
forget all abiout,”

AN gerenn,” sald Tom. ** You kaow I'm not inquisitive,
(1f course, I shouldn't have dreamed that vou could ever
Liave had anything to do with Crooke's uncle.™ '

“1 didn’t know that Colonel Lyndon was Croole's unelo
until yesterday,” said Talbot, I never supposed that hno
would come to St Jim's—I mean, T never thought about it
at all. I never expected to be brought into contaet with him
in any way. 1 needn’t be brought into contact with him,
cithev, for that matter, 1 supposc he won't stay long, and
during that time I needn't see him at all. I'd rather not.”

Tom Merry nodided. He was puzzlod and mystified, but,
as he had sand, he was not inquisitive,. He had u'I‘,-.'n;l.-'E. known
that there were passages in the Toll's lifo that were a sealed
book now, and he had never shown any curicsity as to
Talbot’s past. He knew more than enough already of that.

But it was puzzling. The Toff, the son of a eracksman,
reared 1n a thieves' den, had fought his way from those
black early surroundings; now he was Talbot of St. Jim's,
the soul of honour, and the hest pal a fellow could have,
How, in those strange carly days eould he have had any-
thing i eommon with a colonel i the Loamshive 1'1‘:gimenf?

Tom Merry started suddenly, as a dark and chilling
thought came into s mnd,  He lowerved his veice, though
there was no one at hand,

“Talbot, ald chap, I'm nat going to question you—you
know that—but—but ane thing——""

“Go on, Tom "' said Talbet, with a faint smile.

Tom Merry's face was crimson,

“1—1 mean, in—in any of yvour adventuves at that time—
you know what T mean—was it in that way that you came
it contact with Crooke’s unele ¥

Crooke's eye?” said Tom

“THE PEANY POPULAR,”

‘'CHUOKLES," |
Every Friday.

Every Saturday, 2



Every Wednesday.

A B

Tom Merry drew a deep breath of relief. The dark thouglt
lad come into lis mind that it might have been in a “ pro-
fessional ' way that the onetime prince of cracksmen had
come into contact with the colonel—that Crooke's uncle
mizht have been one of the vietims * visited " by the gun%
nfl.tmsmis who liad foregathered at the rookery in Ange
Alley,

4 Qt's nothing of the kind,” soid Talbet. “ I've never seen
him—never eome into contact with him at all. Not in any
wav., He is known to me by name only, and I don't hke
hioe, But for hum  Hea broke off, with a bitler look.
“I don't know, but it's possible that, but for him, I might
never have been what T was; I might have a record as clean
ag- yours, Tom "’

“¥ot vou have neveor seen him !" exclaimed Tom,

““Never. But I'd rather not talk about it. I shouldnt
have said a word, only—only, unless yvou understand, you
will be wonder-ng why T want to keep. out of his way,
could see that yvou were wondering already.”

“All right, old scout; vou sha'n't see him,” said Tom.
“And don't think I'm going to bother you with blessed
questions: I'm not. Not another word., You can stay in
and do some Lowling at the nets while we're gone, and get
inta topping form for the mateh.”

“Right-ho !

And not another word was said. ' Tom Merry and Manners
and Lowther could pot lLelp wonderving a little, but thex did
their best to dismiss the matter from their minds., And the
preparations for the reception of '"old Railton' soon pave
them plenty te think about.

- —

CHAPTER 6.
Ready For Railfon,

M ET ® his Niba' get off firat I"" said Jack Blake.
H It was by that term that Blake of the TFourih
irreverently alluded to De, Holmes, the reverend and
respected Head of 3t. Jim's.

The preat welcome-party were ready to start  There were
a lmndred fellows at least in the partyv. New House fellows
had rolled up in crowds to join the 8School House army, but
}Ir. was agrecd that * his Nibs "' should be allowed to get off
st

The juniors vere not quite sure what the Head would have
thought of the brass band and the reception. As Arthuy
Augustus sapiently remarked, “You know these Dblessed
headmastahs, dealh boys " Upon the whele, it was more
jndicions to let the Head clear off the scene in his car befure
the army started.

The big car had come round to the Head's house, and Dr.
ITolmes and BMr. Carrington appeared in sight, on the steps,
ar. Charoington had been Housemaster of the School House
during the absenee of Mr. Railton, Ile was a kindly gentle-
man from Australia, aud he was very popular in the House,
1le had filled Mr, Railtou's place welll, and Tom Merry &
Co. wero pleased to give him their hearty approval.

The Head amd the Housemaster pro tem. stepped into the
car, and the chauffeur *'tooled " away to the gates. The
juniors wera plad to see the angust personages go.  Tlhey
were now free to carey out their own little arrangement, now
that “lis Nibs " was safely oft the scene.

"Woendy, degh bovs " asked Arthur Aupustus 1 Arver.

Acthur  Augustus  had constivited  himselfl master of the
COrenIOnes, i
“Roeady —ay, readyv ! said Monly Lowther dramatically,

“Lowd on, Macdal¥ ! Up, Guards, aud at "om [

Y Pwaw don't Tie widienlons, Lowthoh ! Thiz is a sewious
peeasion.  Tom Mewwy, I weewet to see that you are wearin’
a stwaw hat, "

D0 vont expect to see me weaeing o Dby 27 oasked Tom
Moery politely.

L owenlly expecned
tndih the ciees.”

“Noo warm,” said Monty Lowiber. " A ¢lap can enthuse
o stenw bat, can't e Besides, o sleaw s ecasivr Lo wave
than a topper.”™

Yol owivih

cvew s Tollah pwoesent (o aport a toppal

Waoeallv, Blake T twust vou arve not gond

ol i that cap P _
1 ant:” said Blake, 197
Slat Ciossy wear bwoo foppers to o make up for ooge

deficiencies, Jike an ollelo’ man,” suggestod Monty Lowther,
“ Yl ean jam oue into the other, Gussy, sl —"
S Pyway don't be an ass, Lowthal, I you ave all weady we
will start, Where is Talbot ¥
“He's down on Little Side” sanl Dighy,
Mannels, koo, Can’t be conung.™
“Wubhish ! IHle must come,” _
“I1e's putting in some oxtra practice,’

“Jle's 1n

¥

explained Tom
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Werry., “He's not coming. You see, we've got to play
against your batting, Gussy, and we want our champion
bowler to be at the top of his form, naturally.”

“Yaas, powwaps that's quite wight—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, vou wottah, if you are wottin'—

““Is this a meeting to listen to speeches by Gussy Adolphus,
or are we going to mevt old Railton 7' Monty Lowther
inguired politely,

“T pm weady to lead vou, desh boys.”

The nrmy started. They marched out of the gates and
down the leafy lane towards Ryleombe on the track of the
Head's motor-car. The car was well out of sight now, Tom
Merry looked at his watch.

“ Railton's train gets in at half-past two,” he said. “"We've
got n quarter of an hour—heaps of time, Eaptr_'inllf:‘ as there
will be a bit of a jaw on the platform. Don't hurry and
make vourselveas dusty, I want you Fourth-Form kids to
lsok as respectable as possible on an oceasion like this,”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy ;

“If you want an eye like Crooke's to take alon
vou've only got to say so, you fat-headed
remarked Blale,

“Bow-wow " ;

“ Pway don’t let vour angwy passions wise at a time like
this, deah bovs. We do not want fo pwesent ourselves
befoanh Wailjon lookin' a sel of hooligans like Cwooke.
Lowthah, if you tip ray toppah ovah my eyes again I shall
give you a feahful thwashin'!"

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Arthur Augustus glowered at the humorist of the Shell,
and moved off to a safer distance from him. In guite an
orderly array the army marched down to Rylcombe—almost
as orderly as if they were taking a walk with a Form-master.

Thoy camo into the old High Street and marched on to the
station. Outside the little country station the Head's car
was halted, but the Head and Mr. Carrington were not to
be seen. They bhad gone in to greet the new arcivals when
the train eame in. The train was already signalled.

"

with you,
hell-fish 1™

“Now, where's that bwass band?” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus,
“Here they are ! -

" Bai Jove, they look wippin® ! _

The band were there—quite a numerous band, with fear-
some-looking brass instruments, and in uniform. They had
been refreshing themselves at the Red Cow, and thege was
a general odour of strong liguor about the band, and thE_Iﬂﬂﬂ
with the cornet scomod a little unsteady on his “ pins,
But it was hot weather, and doubtless the band had been
very thirsty, Bandsmen do get thirsty.

Arthur Augustus raised his topper to the conductor as he
greeted him.  Arthur Augustus was polite to everybody.

“You are my band?” he inguired. )

“T am zo conductor, sarc,” said the gentleman in blue and
gold braid.

Arthur Augustus started a little. \

“T twust that you are an Inglish band?” he exclaimed.
“T[ those uttah asses have seat me.a German band by mis-
take, I shall make a feahful wow about ir."

“Vo are all Engleesh, sarc, DBreetish to ze packbona,
sare,”’

“Pray, what is your name?”

Y Smeet.”

“Smeet is not an Fnglish name.”

“Yes, it 18" grinned Tom Merry.
nuneiation is Smith, fathead.” _

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, how car this man be an English-
man named Smith, if he dovs not know how to pwonounce
the word 7"

“There are lots of Englishmen in these days who can't
pronounce English,” grinned Monty Lowther. * This is only
one more,” _

“1 suppose the person means that he is natuwalised," said
Arthur Augustus, frowning. "I do not like ngtuﬁ'uhsf-d
Germang, | wegard them as wolyes in sheep's clothing.”

*Ilear, hiear !

“1 am Breetish " protested the conductor. ‘ All my men
are Drectish as much ns T am. We are the Fairts of Oak
Broetish Band., Ask dis man wiz der cornet. Are you not
wlso Brectish, Hans ¥

“Ja! Ja, wolil I" replied the other Briton.

“And vou, Karl—you are Breetish 77

“Jeh bin," replied Karl—a truly British answer,

Arthur Avgustus looked worried. That band to greet the
conquering hero was his own pet idea, and he had arranged
it with an agent in Wayland to send him that band, earcfully
specifyving o British band. Tt was o painful discovery that
.El]“ his 13eitish bandsmen were made mm Germany, and wero
only s British as ‘‘seraps of paper "' could make them. Tt
was well known how much value Germans attached to scraps
of paper,

“The native pro-
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. “I wegard this ag uttahly wotten ! said Arthur Augustus.
- {{ u;:ﬁldﬂ:h whethah therp is time to get anothah band, deah

Vs

“The train’s in, fathead ! said Tom Merry.

" Railton may come out any minute,” said Blake. *“ Belter
tell e what to play, and chapce it. They don’t play In
Gorman, you know,”

“Besides, the cornets and  things may
naturalized, too,” suggested Monty Lowther,

“Wats! DPway don’t be so funpay! TFaney old Wailton
comin’ home {wom killin' Huns, and being gweeted by a
band of Huns!™ said Arthur Augustus, in great distress,
”It“15|ﬂvm\'}? wotten that Huns arve allowed in this countwy
at all,’

“Can’t be bhelped now.” said Tom Merry. “You can rag
the agent for it.  Lots of British bandsmen have gone to the
war, vou know, and they may be scarce. We shall have to
make these Germans do.™

“1 am Breetish H

“Well, give 'em instructions, Gussy, as you're running this
show, Mind they don't start ' The Wateh on the Rhine ' or
* Deutschland uber Alles’ by mistake.”

“Hn. ha, hal”

Arthur Augustug made up his mind to it. It was very
exasperating, but 1t was too late to change the band, that
was evident.

“Vewy well. Pway wait for my signal, 8mith, and stwike
up the * Conquewin’ Iewo ' when I waise my hand, ™

“Yea, sare.”

“And mind you do not utter a single word. If you speak
in the pwesence of Mr, Wailton there will be twouble, He
will be vewy surpwised and shocked if he discovahs that he
is bein’ gweeted by o German band,™

“But 1 sm Breetish—DBreetish to ze packbone —7

“Yaas, yaas; that will do. Bat Jove, heah they rome,
deah boys IV

" Hurrab 17

have been

CHAPTER 7.
The Conquering Hero,
R. RAILTON stepped out of the station, ITe walked
M between the Head and Mr, Carrington,
There was a tremendous burst of cheering fraom the
Bt Jim’s erowd at the sight of the old Behool Mouse miaster,

Mr. Railton looked a httle older, a little thinner, and he
was deeply bronzed. IHis left armn was earricd inoa sling.
In his bronzed checks there was n shght pallor of recent
s, Dat his {omm was upright as ever, his streide full
of encrgy and spring.

He paused at the sight of the swarnung juniors, as the
thunderous cheer burst upon hig cara,

Kyvidently he had not expected that warm weleome,  Ile
looked surprised for o momoent, and then o snnle broke out
over his handsome face,

“Hip, hip [

hurrah !

“Welcome home, sir [

“PBravo |”

“less my soul ! murmured the ITead.

Arthur  Augustus made fravtic signals to Smeet,
British band struck up with a crash of mstruments.

A tall, thin gentleman in khakt stepped from the station
after the Honsemaster, This was evidently Colonel Lyndon,

Tha colonel was as stiff nz a ramrod, his fare was like
unto mahogany in hue, and his white monstache contrasted
sharply with the colour of Lis <kin,  1le had i pair of glitter-
mg eyes looking oul sharply from under shagey grey brows.
Thogoe brows were sof oo sicrn oxpression, almost a pers
petual frown, That the colonel was a grim old martinet was
clear at the first glanee,

“Fah!” ho ejaculated, as the blare of the band filled the
strect with thunderous nose.  *lali! What is ts?"

“It appears to be a welcome home for Mr. Hailton,” said
Dr. Holmes, hardly knowing whether to smile or te frown,
“An wdea of the juniors, 1 zuppose.”

“Bovs will be bovs,” said Mr, Carvinglon, smiling, *and
they are very glad to see yon home, Mre. Railton.”

Mr. Railton lughed.

“Not more olad than T am to =ee them aguin,” he szaul
Uy Jove, b is more than worth while going out there, for
the pleasnre of homecoming again.  The young rascals!
What an idea!”

“Tah 1" snapped the colonel.
This is worse than the shells™

Blare, blave! Crazsh! Loud cheers mingled with the roar
of tho German band, and the juniors waved toppers, caps,
and straw hats enthusiastically.,  Arvthur Aucuostus, in his
enthusinsnt, was waving his topper with one hand and his
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eyeglass with the other. The village folk sathered to the
stramns of the band, and joined in the cheering,

It was such a reception as might have pleased any returning
hero, provided that his ear-drums vr':rui}i stand it,

“ Huwwah, howwah! Thwee more cheers for the con-
quewin’ hewe, deah boyg!™

“IMip, lup, hurraht”

“Down with the Kaizer! Hurrah!"
The four gentlemen  stepped  into  the car  somewhat
hastily. Before the chauffeur could get into motion, however,

Arthur Augustus stepped up to the car.

“Paway exense me, Dr. Holmes and My, Waillon——"

“ Please tell the boys to ¢lear the way,” said the Ilead.

“¥aas, sir. But we are heah to weleome Mr, Wailton,
At the wequest of the fellahs genewally, 1 have o few words
to say——""

'”uir ront of the band drowned Arthor Auvpgnaaus’s voice
and the Head's reply., But the car ¢ould not got on, for the
street was thick with the evowd, and the chaufTeny naturally
hositated to charge.

“Iuh " grunted the colonel.  “Cloar the
Huh!"

Arthur Augustus sioned to the British conductor to ring
off.  The band was zoing a little too strong. But Smith
apparently did not understand,  The instruments roaved away
with a deafening noise,

“Make that sillay nss wing off, Tom Mewwy ! shouted
Arthur Aupustus, shaking his Ost at the conducior,

“1la, ha, ha!"”

Tom Merry caught Smeet by the shoulder, and stopped his
conducting very suddenly,

“Shut "em up!” Tom roaved in his ear,
the speech comes i Silenee 1

“Ja walhl ! said the Briton,

And the band rmng off.

Silence descended like sweet dew alter the {errifie nproar.
Mever had silence seemed so sweet and blessed to the ears of
ull present.

“"Bm Jove, that's bettah " pasped Arthar Augustue,
“Dr. Holmes, 1 twust you have no objection to my speakin’
a fow words?"

“Prav lose
veontleman, after o
Hlsher,

“Thank vou, siv. Mr. Wailton, T have a fow words to say
i the name of the school, 5t Jim's welcomes vou back,
sir Arthae Auvgustos looked at his shirt-eafl, apparently
for inspiration, and scemed puzgeled,  owevor, he went on:
“We are all pwoud of you, sir, and we congwatulate you on
having helped to hek the wotten Pwussians, =i, Wo
think—"  ID’Awcy glanced at his enfl again,  *“ Bai Jove,
how uttahly wotten! 1 forgot when I changed my shirt,”

“What V"' ejaculated Mr. Railton,

Arthur Augustus crimsonod.

“I—1 had a few notes pencilled on my shivt-enff, sir,” ho
slammered, “and just befoah estavtin’ 1 ehanged my shirt,
awin’ to that ass DBlake spillin® some ink on my euff,
[Inwevah——"

"Yaou have made an excollent speech, TV Arvey,™ zaid Mr,
Railton, laughing,  * And now——="

*DBut T have nol finished, sie”

“And now 1 will =ay a few words in return.” said Mr,
Railton, apparvently deaf, My boys, 1 thank veu for the
voodwill you have shown in giving me this reception. [
ain very glad toe he back among vou agaim. Now, pleaso
cloar the way and let the chaulfeur proceed,”

"Vowy well, siee T was goin' to wemark—

Blake jerked Arvthur Augustus away from the ear, and
Arvthur Augustug’s vemarks were never made. The engine
wag throbbing, and the ear moved on slowly through the
Cronwi,

“Let go, Dlake, you asz! Dr. Ilalmes, will vou kindly
mztwuct the chaulleur to dwive slowly, as we ave goin’ to
accompany the eah to St Jim's with the band?"

“For morey’s sako " besan the eclonel.

“Ahom! Pray do nothing of the sovt, 1V Avey " said the
Head hastily,

“Puai weally, s

“Bhuvrup ! whisperod Blake,

“Weally, Blake H

“1ivive on, Williams

“(Oh, vowy well! Snuth,  Rule, Dwitannia ! next.”

Ja owoehl,” spud Bmith.

“TIub " ejacalated  the eolonel, in lis sharp. staceato
tones.  He leaned over the side of the car and beckoned to
the conductor, who approached with his gold-brauded cap in
his hand. *“TIuh! T.et mie have a look at von, ITah!"™

“Oh, bat Jove!" murmured ID'Aver, in di=smay,

wav, therel

“Thi=z 15 whora

Tkind ald

no  time, then, IV Arev,” said {he
Haouso

slanece atl the smiling Sehool

Ll |
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“What is vour name?" thundered the colonel,

“Smeet, sare."

“You are a German."

“Nein, mein Herr! I am Brectish to ze packbone.”

“Huh! A German band!" snupped the colonel. * Huh!
The country swarms with them still. A very left-handed
compliment to your master, boys, to preet him with a
German band. Huh!"

The car drove on, the juniors crowding back out of the
way, The grim colonel had cast a chill upon them. Hjs
won face had not relaxed into o smile for a single moment.
It was cvident that the grand veception had no pleasing effect
upon him whatever,

Arthur Augustus stood rooted to the ground, jamming his
eyezlass mechanically  into his eve. The ¢ar glided away
swiftly down the wvillaze street.  The conductor touched
Avthur Augustus on tho arm,

“Vat sall ve blay? he asked, in his truly DBritish
lanzuage. “ Ze 'Hufe, Pritapnia!" or z¢ " Golt Shave Der
Keepe ! "

“Dﬁ. wun away ! said  Arthur Augustus  dispiritedly,

“Wun away and play! Don't bothah! 1 sav, deah boye, I
werard Cwooke's uncle as bein' quite as gweat a wottah as
Cwooke. He has spoiled the whole thing, What did he
want to speak to the conductah for?"

“DBut ve are here to blay, isn't
puezled.

“Wun away, you German! Don’t wowwy ! Play anythin’
vou like—* The Watech On The Beastly Rhine,’ if you like.
I'm goin', deah boys”

And, leavinge the British band to their oW dovices, Arthur
Augustus walked off, and the rest of the party followed him.
They hardly knew whether to consider the grent reception
a success or a failure. But upon one peoint they were all
asreed—that they did not like Crooke's uncle,

it#" =said Mr. Smith,

CHAPTER B.
Uncle and Nephew.

. HERE'S the old johnny !
Mellish of the Fourth was locking out of the
window in Crooke's study, Crooke was in the arm-
chair, smoking a cigarette. Crooke’s face wore a worried
look, as well as a swollen nose and a darkened eve. e was
not feeling cheerful. It was very cvident that the coming
mterview with his anele worried him,

The Head's car had =wung in at the gates. Uroocke rose
from the chair and joined Mellish at the window, Ha
stared gloomily at the car as it ran up the drive towards the
Head's house, 1le hardly glanced at Mr. Railton. His eves
were lixed upon the stern, unbending man who sat beside
him,

“MThat's the merchant, 1sn't 117" asked Mellish.

Crooke nodded,

“That's my uncle,"

“Not gquite the uncle T'dd hke to show a black eve to,”
prinned  Mellish,  “I don't think I should carc to be a
Tommy in his regiment, either."

“Iis men are supposed to think an awful lot of him,”
said Crooke.  * Blessed if I know why., I don’t seo it
myself. I saw him last before he went away to the war.
He's had a long spell out there, und this 13 his frst leave
home, He was as ?m.nl as nails then. Simply jecred e, in
his beastly way., He thinks I'm a slacker. And he happened
to catech me smoking at home once. I'li bet vou he hasn't
forgotten that. I believe he never forgets anything."

“What do vou want to bother about him for, then®" said
Mellish euriously. “ You needn’t worry about a tip; you've
got lots of money."”

“It isn't the tip, though a fAver isn'i to be sneezed af,
all the same. Dut the pater 13 anxious for me to be in his
gpood grauces. He has simply tons of money, and it ought to
come to us”

“Lucky bargee satd Mellish enviously., “I'd chuelk
smoking, and take up ecricket and footer, or anyv old thing
to please an unele with tons of money, But they ain't
numerous in our family,”

¥ The pater's awfully particular abont it, and I shall get
rapged if 1 don't impress him all vight,” growled CUrooke.
“ Besides, a chap must have an eve to the future. Ie's not
married, and I'm his only nephew--s0 far as T know, at any
rate.”

“1 suppose vou know whether you've got any cousina or
not?” said Mellish, in astonishment. * Why, I've heard vou
speak of your cousins.”

“Yes, o my f[ather’s side. My mother is old Lyndon's
sister. He had two sisters, years yvounger than himself, and
they both disappointed him!" Crooke sneered bitterly.

|1-l
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f Cheeky old fossil, you know! I dare say they weren't
specially happy with him, if he always had a face like that.
He had the cheek to be ratty because his sister married a
City millionaire, as if my pater wasn't as good as any old
fossil on the Army List!”

“Your pater doesn't seem to owe him a grudge for it, from
what you've told me,’” said Mellish.

“Bet vou he does, inside,” said Crocke, with a grin. * But
outside, no—that wouldn't be business He's always as sweet
as sugar to the old boy—the colonel stands him for his sister's
sake, aud lie stands the colonel for his money’s sake. It's
give and take, vou see., The other sister's dead—she came an
awful mucker; married &8 man who went to the giddy bow-
wows. T'hat was when I was a mipper. Dut I used to lLiear
things said about him; I believe he finished up in prison, or
something. She was his favourite sister, and the puter says
it soured liim. Sometling must have soured him, that's a
He's as sour as an unripe lemon now. If he wasn't

Fl

cert,
rolling in tin——

Crooke grunted angrily, and lighted another cigarette,

“You'll be called down to see him,’ said Mellich. “ Better
not go down smelling of smoke, old man."”

“(h, he won't want to see me yet; he'll be jawing with
the Head,' said Crooke, * Very likely worming out of him
what kind of a ¢hap I am, and jawing to my Form-master,
too. He wants me to go into the Army when I grow up.
I'm jolly well not going into the Army. Too much like
work, 1I'm going to have plenty of tin, and why shouldn't
I have a good time about town?"

“T would " agreed Mellish,

“And I'm jolly well going to. DPerhaps a shell will drop
on him over there,” remarked Croole charitably. “He ia a
dashed worry, and no mistake. But the pater wants to keep
in with him, and I've got Lo pluy up, hang it. Blessed if I
wouldn't rather face a Prussian Hun than that old mer-
chant [

And Crooke puffed savagely at lLis cigarette.

There was o knock at the door, and the black sheep of the
Shell jumped up in alarm, and hurled the half-smoked
cigarette into the grate. The door opened, but to hus
immense relief it was not the grim face of the colonel that
appeared there. It was Tohy, the page.

“ Master Urooke——"

“Well, vou silly fool?”" snapped Crooke. Crooke could say
what he liked to Toby, and he took full advauntage of that
privilege, ;

“Please, vou're wanted downstairs, Master Crooke. Your
lwnele is in the visitors' room a-waitin’ for you," said Toby.

And Toby departed.

Crooke snapped his teeth.

“I've got to go,"” he muttered. “T didn't expect it so
soon. Does my eye look very bad, Mellish?"”

“WWell, it ain't quite black,” suid Mellish, scanning it with
a grin, ‘““Sort of art shade m purple.”

““Oh, don’t be a funny idiot. My nose

“That's all vight—only a little over-ripe, with a slight list
to starboard,” said Mellish.

“You rotter! Do vou notice any smell of smoke about
me?" hissed Crocke.

Mellish smiffed at him,

“Yez, T do. Wash oul vour mouth with eau-de-Cologne,
and put some on vour hanky,” he said. " If he spots that,
put it down to a lieadache. What yarn are your going to
pitels him about that eve? Accident with a punching-ball i3
the usnal thing.”

“N.G. I'd never dare lo tell him a whopper; he'd spol
it at once. DBesides, I'm going to make Talbot sorry for
giving me this eye, since I've got to go through with it,”
said CUrooke, na he dabbed away with the eau-de-Cologne, *1I
suppose that's all right now, L

LY

Hang him!

And with that dutiful and affectionate remark, Crooke
went down to meet his uncle. He went in great trepidation.

I'rom lis earliest boyhood Crooke had had a fear of lus
grim old uncle deeply mmplavted in his breast. The fact
that he had never made s pood impression on the colonel
added to his dislike and dread of him. Great as were his
expectations from his uncle, Crooke never saw him if he could
help it. Aun interview with the colonel was always a trying
ordeal.

('rooke’s hieart was beating as he entered the visitors’ room.
The colonel was there alone, He rose as Crooke came in, and
looked at his nephew. The grim frown of disapproval that
came over the mron face did uot escape Crooke’s nervous
glance, and it added to lus inward anger and uneasiness.

“Jlow good of you to come down to see me, uncle !”
Crooke, as cordially as he could.

“ Naturally, T have come to see you, as this is my first visit
home since the war broke out," said Coelonel Lyndon, 1
did not cxpect to see you in such a state, however. What

hiave you been doing?"
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Crooke passed one hand over his darkened eye,

“TIt wasn’t mny fault, uncle. My Form-master will tell you
g0 if you ask him. 1 was aitacked by a beastly cad, who hit
me without warning. I have not been fighting.”

“No; vou néver were of the fighting sort, Gerald!”
Crooke thought he detected'a tone of sarcasm in his uncle's
voice, and he bit his Lip savagely. .

“1 couldn't help it,” ha repeated. “I didn't want to see
you with a faece like this, and I'd have been careful to keep
out of o scrap when I knew you were coming, uncle. But
that hoolipan——"

“Huh!" grunted the colonel. I was not aware that
hooligans were admitted to this school, Gerald.”

“*He is o hooligan, all the same,"” said Crooke. " Perhaps
vou don't know the kind of fellows that are admitted here
niow, sir. No other school would have taken that rufian
i, considering his record.”

“YVou are casting a reflection upon your headmaster,
Gerald,” said the colonel sternly.

“T don’t want to do that, of course. But when a fellow
has been a well-known thief and a member of a gang of
cracksmen, I think 8t. Jim’s isn't the right place for him.”

The colonel stared at him.

“ Do you mean to tell me, Gerald, that there is such a boy
in this school ¥’ he exclaimed.

“Yes; everybody knows his record, and he's nhot ashamed
of it himself. Lots of the fellows have made friends with

Lim, but 1 haven't. 1 don't like cracksmen myself. That's
why he went for me yesterday.”
here was gilence in the room for some moments. Upen

the stern brow of the colonel the clouds were gathering; and
Crooke saw the signa of the coming storm with keen, inward
satisfaction. For it was upon the Toff—upon Talbot of the
Shell—that the storm was to burst.

CHAPTER 9.
Crooke Does His Worsl.

OLONEL LYNDON was silent, gnawing his white

@ moustache, Crooke waited for him to speak. Ie

was not so sorry now that he had that black eye to

show his uncle. It had brought up the subject of

Talbot in the best possible manner. That tﬁe colonel would
not let the matter rest there was quite clear.

U8t down, Gerald,” said the colonel, at last, “T must
know more about this. T can hardly believe that you are not
niistaken. What is this boy’s name?”

“Talbot—at least, he's called Talbot,” said Clrooke, with
a sneer. ‘' Nobody knows whether it's his name or not.  Ie
us:eld 1o be called the Toff by the eriminals he associated
with,

“How did he ecome here?”

"“The Head let him into the school for some reason, and
it came out afterwards that he belonged to a pang of eracks-
men who tried to rob the plare. One of the gang gave Lhim
away when he was taken by the police. Talbot's business
here, as I understand, was to let them in, but there wasg
gome fquarrel—about the plunder, I believe, ﬁnywuy, IHookey
Walker rounded on him and gave him away, and then Talbot
liad to run.”

“Yet he is here now "’

“He got back by a rotten trick—some theatrical dodge
about saving a troop-train from disaster. He got the King's
pardon for that, and so the police could not touch him after-
wirde. Then the Head persuaded the governors to let him
have a scholarship here—is a reward for his heroics, I sup-

os¢. He's an awfully clever chap, and he could talk any
Eﬂd}f round. He made the Head think a lot of him, some-
how. I suppose criminals are clever ot that kind of thing."

“The other boys know all this?"”

“"Yes, rather,”

“Was there no feeling against him when he was admitted
to the schooli”

“ Certainly there was," said Crooke at once. * The fellows
used to chip him, and lots of them talked about writing to
their people, and getting them to speak to the Head about
it. ]?:"t he has a smooth tongue, and he can soap anybedy
cyer.

“Neot you, apparently.”

“YWell, I know the kind of chap he is too well.
wouldn't like me to pal with a fellow like that, uncle,”

“Certainly not !" snapped the colonel,

Crooke felt that he was getting on.  He had given the worst
possible turn to Talbot’s miscrable story, and he could ses
what an impression he had made upon the colonel.

Colonel Lyndon's brow was like thunder.

““Home of us think he ought not to be allowed to stay here,”
went on Urooke. " A reformatory is the proper place for a
chap like that. We consider 1t a disgrace to the school, ™
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"Tf what vou have told me is correct, it 15 more than a
disgrace—it 18 an infamy !” burst out the colonel. "I cer-
tainly had no idea that my nephew was expected to associate
with such a rascal !”

He paused and tugged at his moustache.

“Yet there must be something decent about the boy if the
othors allow him to stay among them,” he said.

“They can’t help themselves, uncle !

The colonel shrugged his shoulders impatiently,

“They could make hig life among them unbearable if they
chose, and I am surprised that they have not done so. How
is 1t that he has suceceded in making friends with such a
record behind him ' -

“He's awfully clever.”

“ Has he any personal friends here?”

“0Oh, yes—fellows he’s got round with his tongue. He's
made them believe that he’s a reformed character, and that
he never had a chance, and all that. 1 never believed a
word of it myself, and he's alwayvs been up against me for that
reason, He gave me this black eye because he knew yon
were coming.”’

"“"Does he take part in the school games 7"

“¥Yes. He happens to be a good cricketer, and he plays
for the House. You see, the House is very keen to beat the
other House, and the fellows would forgive a chap almost
anything if he played a good game for his side, and gave the
other House the kybosh.”

“But in the other House, I suppose, he has no friends ?”

“Well, ves, he talks them round, you see. Besides, he
plays in the junior school matches, and both Houses are
keen on them. It was really through his being such a good
cricketer that he made his poace here,”

“I understand, Boys are thoughtless, and that would
naturally recommend him to them,” eaid Colonel Lyndon;
with a nod. * Yet it is curious that a boy with =uch assoeia-
tions should be a good ericketer at all.”

“Of eourse, he mugged all that up on purpese. He's been
educated, too, as & member of the swell mob,” said Crooke.
*His father was an awful character. He was called Captain
Crow, and was killed in a fight with the police. At least,
that's what I've heard, Talbot never talks abouf thaty
naturally.”

“The Head must believe that his reform 15 sineere 77

“The Head would believe anything Talbot teld him. He
has a regnlar gift for taking people tn. DBut even if he has
reformed, he oughtn’t to be here. §t. Jim's 1sn't a home for
reformed criminals [V

1 must think over this,"" said the colonel. after a pause.
“Yon have astonnded me, Gerald. I should never have
dreamed that anvthing of this kind was possible, As a
ravernor of the sehool, it 18 my duty to leok into the matter,
and 1 shall certainly do so. Bt the Head must have had the
consent of the goverming lLody in bestowing a scholarship
upon this boy,”™

“They don’t generally interfere with the Head, siv, They
wonld take what he told them as being all right.”

“Yes; that 18 so. I am very much surprised, however. I
must think over this matrer, and later 1 will speak to the
Head abent it. That the boy can be suffercd to remain at
this school 19 impossible ! T bhave too much regard for my old
gchool to allow such a thing! I shall go into the matter
very thoroughly. ™

“Tt would be a jolly good thing for 8t. Jim's if he conld
be pot rid of, sir!” sakd the delighted Crooke. *“ What I
think about most 15 his influence over the other fellows.
Who ean tell what harm he might do them? There was a
chap in the New House sacked the other day for robbing his
Housemaster.™

“ Hah !

“Of ecourse, I don't say {hat Talbet had anything to do
with it, but it’s queer that it should happen after Talbot was
here. My idea was ab tlie time that his influence had been at
work. OFf course, there wouldn't be any proof—the fellow's
too cunning for that!”

The eolonel clenched his hand hard.

“Tt locks only too likcely ! he exclaimed. ** 5t Jim's did
not produce thieves in iy time, I know. But I shall see the
Head about it.”” He vose to his feet. “Let us have a look
round the school now, Gerald. ™

They left the visitors' room, Crooke fOnding it hard work
to conceal his delight.  He had suceceded far better than
he had dared to hope. Talbot would yet have cause to
repent that hasty blow,

A crowd of fellows i flannels were going down to the
ericket ground. Colonel Lynden glaneed at them with a
somewhat kindly eye. An old Bt Jim’s boy himself, the
sight of the young cricketers awakened old associalions, and
the grim frown [aded from his hrow,

“Ta there a mateh on this afternoon, Gerald 77 he asked.
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erect, hls face pale but guite calm,

stagyered and i1ell against the wall,

aneked, “ilut'! 2 ﬁmnke of the Shell asked the jeering guestion, as Talbot came down the passage, his head
Tom Merry shoved the cad of the Shell aside, so forcibly that Crooke

{See Chapter 13.)

“Only a Form match—single innings," said Crooke
carclossly.

“Aro you playing?"”

That wns the guestion Crooke hnd dreaded. 1T Talbot had
gorved his turn he would have been able to reply in the
affirmative.

“ No, uncle.”

HYou don't play ericket ?" prowled his uncle.

“Yos, 1 do—rather 1" said Crooke, trying to infuse enthu-
sigam into his manner. *“I'm pretty keen on the game. Dut
kissing” goes by favour, you know. There's a place in the
team 1 ought to have, but Talbot's got it. He gets a show
every time. I don't say I'm as good a cricketer as he is; but
a chap ought to have a chanco sometimes,  But the cricket
captain has chummed with him, and Talbot can make him do
anything he likes.”

“Who is the ericket captain ?"

“That fellow yonder with a Dat
Merey.”

Colonel Tandon glaneed at Tom Merry. who was going out
of the Sclinol House with Manners and Lowther, Idis grim
face relaxed still more. Tom Merey, in his fannels, with a
hoalthy flush in his face, fit as o fiddle, upsianding as o
‘l.-'l.:lllll.g{h pine, was a specimen of British boyhood that it wns
rood to look upon.

A fine-looking lad ! said the colonel,

O, he's all nght!" said Crooke. *That fellow Talbot

undor lLis orm—"Tum

Next Wednesday's Number of the “Gem ' wiil be the nsual price,
Compicie Story, entitled;

1cl., and will contain a Spleudid, Long,

works on his good-nature. "He's too good-natured to say
‘No' to anybedy."

If Crooke hnn[F rast any reflections upon Tom Merry, a
single glance at the sunny face of the captain of the Shell
would have refuted them. DBut Tom certainly did look very
good-natured, and the eolonel nodded. It was casy enoug
to believe that that kind, good-natured schoolboy was im.
posed upon by a eunning character.

“Lot us see them play," said Colonel Lyndon, 1 shall be
glad to see o gamo on the old ground again.”

And Crooke dutifully piloted his uncle to Little Side,

CHAPTER 10,
A Strange Recognition.

D]IQGM MFRRY & CO. were in high spirits that afterncon,
“0ld Railton " was back again, and it was under-
stood that bhe was comung down to sce the Form
mateh. The heroes of the School IHouse feli that
they would play the game of their lives under the cyes of
their old llousemaster,  As Arthur Augustus remarked, they
would show him that they had not deteriorated while he was
away in Flanders fighting the Huns.
As it was a Form match, the fellows of both ITouses wore
mingled i both teams. Figgius, of the New llouse, cap-

taineod the Fourth Form side, and his team consisted of
Tur Gen LiInrary.—No. 393,
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Blake, Herries, Dighy, D'Arer, Reilly, Kerr, Fatty Wynn
Roediern, Owen, and Koumi Rao. & ’ : S

Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell, had selected Manners,
Lowther, Talbot, Gore, Kangaroo, Glyn, Dane, Thompson,
and two more New House fellows.

Figging had won the toss, and elected to bat, and Tom
Merry & Co. were going into the field when Mr. Railton
appeared,

“The School House master came down to the ground with a
cheery smile on his face, his left arm—shattered by a Hun
bullet—reposing in its sling. It was likely to be a long time
befare Mr. Railton had the use of that arm again—if, indeed,
it wos ever again what it had been. The Housemaster had
been a keen cricketer, but the Huns had stopped cricket for
himm. That was part of the price he paid for doing his duty
to King and country, and he did not grudge 1t.  * Dis-
charged incapacitated " was the last sentence in Sergeant
Railton’s military history., He was no longer a soldier. But
the 8t. Jim's fellows were prouder of him with that broken
arm than if he bad come home with a crowd of medals
gleaming on his breast.

Whether “old Railton ™ had killed any Huns was a deep
and interesting question among the juniors.  Imaginative

guths depicted him charging down on the shriuking bar-
Emrimu::, on o snorting wav-horse, with gabre waving hgh—a
really stirring picture, that was completely desiroved when it
was recalled that Mr Ratlton had been in the mfantry, e
had, in fact, just “blazed away ™ with the other gallant
Tonunies, and, as ho was known to be a erack shot, 16 was
fairly certain that he had accounted for some at least of the
eurly follawers of the Imperial Poisoncr.  DBut the juniors
would have dearly loved to hear all the details.

The whola ericket-field burst into a cheer as Mr. Railton
enme up and joined Colonel Lyndon by the ropes. Mr. Railton
nodded and smiled. Public demonstrations were not much to
his taste, but he could not help being moved by the genuine
patisfaction of the whole school at his return into their midst.

The ficld took their places, and Figgins and Blake went on
to open the innirgs for the TFourth. Arthur Augustus
D'Aroy stood resting his hand on his beautiful Dot as he
waited for his turn,

“woolke’s bwought his uncle heah, deah Loys ! the swell
of Bt. Jim's remarked to the other waiting batsmen. "The
old johnny appeahs to take an intewest in cewicket 1™

“ Not much ﬁikﬂ his nephew, then!" said Kerr,

“He can't be a bad sort, weally " said Arthur Augustus
thoughtfully.  *“He mucked up the weception a little by
epottin’ that it was a wotlen German band, DBut he can't
weally be a bad sort, considewin’.™

“Considering what 7" growled Herries. Ierries was not in
a good humour. The reception had been doubly mucked up,
in Herries's opinion, for somebady had hidden his celebrated
cornet just before the army started for the station, and
Herries had hunted high and low for it in vain. Herrics
was firmly of opinion that if he had had his cornet there the
reception would have been a marked success,

“Considewin® the way he chums up with Wailton, I mean,
Hewwirs,”

Herries glaredl.

“Why, you fathead! Isn't it an henonr to him, or to
anvbody, to know Railton!” he demanded,

“Yaas, wathah!?

“Then what the dence are you driving at?” asked Dighy
warmly,

“Fathead I said Reiliv. "“"Suare it’'s a duffer ve are,
Kitchener himself might be proud to know Railton.”

“Yaas, but .

“Oh, rats!”

“Pway allow me to finish my wemarks, deah boys! Wail-
ton was a non-commissioned officall in the Loamshires, add
the colonel 1s a eommissioned offical,  Therefore it wonld
be dmpossible for them to chum up while in the wanks, It
shows that the colonel cannot be a sneb, or he would not
have chummed with him,”

“I suppose a 3t Jim's Housemaster is as good as any
blessed colonel, or general either,” said Herriee,

“Yaas; bettal, dealh boy. But the colonel didn’t kneow
him as a Housemaetah, but as o pwivate soldiali, and if he
had been a snob i

“Well, he looks a tartar, bui not a snoh,” said Dighy,
“Not the kind of uncle to make you feel say when he conies
1o see you.  Crooke scems to look pretty chivpy, though,
Llack eye and all.” )

“Tip n prospect, perhaps,”  remaerked Fatly Wynn,
“They say the eolonel’s rolling in money, If (rooke stinds
a feed after his uncle's pone, 1 think we might be decent to
him,  After all, o flellow ean’t be all bad when lLe has
& relation at the front.”

“Aud when he stands a fecd,”
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“"Hallo! Talbot's sowling.”

All eyes were on Talbot as he went to the crease for the
second over. Glances generally turned on Talbot of tha
tﬁhhc-ll when he was on the cricket-feld, whatever he was doing

ere,

“"He won't sluft Blake in a huwwy, deah boys,™ eaid
Arthur Augustus.

But Arthur Augustns was mistaken. Jack Blake's luck
was out, and he had only taken 2 when Talbot had his
wicket,

Blake came out, locking a litile glum.

“Lock out for that bounder, Ihg,” he said. “He's in
topping form. He's taken my wicket, Nothing to grin ai,
you fathead !

Dighy went in, and his comrades watched him with some
anxiety. Talbot was certainly bowling in his best gtyle.
But Dig survived the over, and then the field crossed, and
Kangaroo was put on to bowl against Figgins,

It had leaked. out that Colonel Lyndon was an Old Boy of
St. Jim's, and that fact made the juniors feel more kindly
towards him, in spite of his unsympathetic attitude at the
great reception, Certainly the colonel seemed to be taking
a keen interest in the jumior cricketers.

He watched the ﬁﬂ!dl in silence for some time, scanuing onoe
fellow after another. The shout of “ Well bowled, Talbor !
f’.h"‘lt followed the fall of Blake's wicket had made him start a
1bLic.

“1s that Talhot,” he asked, turning to his nephew—* the
howler 77

““¥Yes, uncle,”

i H'l.l}l !ll

The colonel watched the Lowler after thal serutinisingly.
In epite of his prejudices he eould not help being favourably
mmpressed by his looks, |
_ The bhandsome, athletic lad, whose whole soul was evidently
m the game he was playing, and who was plaiuly a general
favourite, did not look mucl like the kind of boy Crooke had
deseriled.

Yet in his main facts Crooke must liave been right. ihe
colonel knew that, And if Talbot’s past had heen so black,
who could say that his present was not a cunning pretence—-
a contintiation of his past, in fact, under another guise?
Such a lad must have been accustomed to plaving many
parts. Who could say that he was not now playine another
cunning roie for his own ends?

“This boy was here in your time, Railton?” the coloncl
asked, turning to the School House master,

“Talbot? Oh, yes! I have not been away long, you
know,” said Mr. Railton, with a smile, * The Germans cut
short my usefulness very early.”

“Ha 13 in your House, T understand.”

“"Yes; and a credit to the House !”

"“A credit to the House!" repeated the colonel, “ 1 have
heare something concerning him which points to his being
anything but o credit to his House, or to the school, You
know lus story, of course ¥

My, Railton’s brow clouded.

“His story is known.to all ihe school,” ho replied.  “1
suppose some tattling tongue has acquainted you with i,
colonel,”

Crooke reddenced.

“I have heard about him,” sail Colonel Lyndon shortly.
“It was my npephew, sir, who acquainted me with the
history of that boy.”

“* Ahem 1”

“My nephew told me, naturally enough.
disgraceful appearance is due to an attac
of that boy Talbot."

“T was not here at the time, of course,” said Mr. Railion,
“But I ean say that Talbot i1s & most peaceful lad, and not
in the slightest degree quarrelsome.  Probably there was
provocation.  Boys will be boys, you knew, and a fight
between two jJumiors & not, after all, a serfous offence.”

“ According to my nephew, this boy Talbot attacked him
without provocation, and deiiberately disfigured him, as yoa
soc him, knowing that I was visiting him to-day.”

Crooke ehifted wuncomfortably, That story was good
enough for the colonel, a stranger to the school, but it would
hardly do for Mr. Railton. The Housemaster shot a quick
disapproving glance at the cad of the Shell

“T1 ams Muite certain that Creoke is mistaken in making
that assertion, eolonel,” said Mr. Railton quictly. 1 am
pssured that Talbot would do nothing of the kind, It would
not be at all like Lim."”

" "You appear 10 have a logh opinion of that unfortunate

[_I:rrr:lh

“That 14 true. The manly way in which he has fought
his way np, and euccecded o spite of his misfortunes, has
carncd him a high opmion from everyone who knows bini,”
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('olonel Lyndon was silent, and he resumied watching
Talbot., As an old cricketer lie could not help admiring the
bowler. Talbot was showing at his best, and there were
loud cheers when another wicket fell to him,

“A good ericketer, a% least,” shid the colonel grudgingly.
“T think 1 have scen that boy before somewhere, Mr. Rail-
ton. I should like to see him nearer.”

“T will eall him.”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was next man in, and he was
adjusting his gloves.  This alwavs took the Honourable
Arthur Augustus some little timne, during which the field had
to wait. Talbot was chatting with Tom Merry, while the
fieldsmen yawned. He had not once glanced towards Colonel
Lyndon—indeed, Tom wondered whether Talbot knew that
the old soldier was there.

“Railton's beckoning to you, Talbot!' called out Monty
Lowtler,

Talbot glaneed tound. Mr. Railton was signing to him
from the ropes. For a moment the Shell fellow hesitated.

st along ! said Tom Merry, *We've got to wait for
Gussy, anyway."

Talbot nodded and started for the spot where the House-
mastor stood with the grim, bronzed veteran. Colonel
Lyndon’s oyes were fixed upon him as he approached, though
Talbot «id not seem to see it, He appeared oblivicus of the
existenee of the colonel,

A curious expression came over the bronzed face as Talbot
came woarer. Hitherto the colonel had only seen him from a
distanee,

His oyes seemed to fasten themselves on the handsome,
Qusheid face as the Shell fellow stopped just inside the field
of play.

“By gad!"” cried the colonel,
you before? Do you hear me?

“ Boy, where have T seen
Whero have 1 scen you?"

CHAPTER 11.
Trouble for Talbot.

HERE was a slight buzz among the St. Jim's fellows
clese at hand, The erowd was thick round the roprs,
and & dozen or more fellows had heard the colonel’s

strange exclamation and noted the startled look upan fhe
hard, bronzed face.

Colonel Lyndon started towards the junior as he spoke,
seanning his face as if he would read his very goul,

Talbot looked at the colonel at last. He could not ignore
him further. But he scemed in no hurry to zeply.

“Vou know Talbot, sir?" eiclaimed Mr, Railton in
BUTPrIsC,

The eolonel compressed his fips.

#1 do not know his name,” he said. “but T know his face,
Do yon hear me, boy? Where have L seen you 7"

‘ Answer Colonel Lyndon, Talbot,” said Mr. Ratlton, a
little sharply.

“1 do not think Colonel-Lyndon has ever scen me before,
gir.” suid Talbot, speaking to the Housemaster. ‘I have
eertainly never scen lum.”

“ Nonsense ! rapped out the colonel.  * How could I know
your face perfectly well if T had never seen you?!"

Talbot did not answer that. Apparcntly he eould give the
colone]l no information, or else he did not choose to do ao,

“1 have seen vou before,” said Colonel Lyndon, still sean-
ning Talbot's fuce. “ You tell e you have neyer seen me $

4 Nevor, sir!” said Talbot, driven to speaking directly to
the colonel at last,

“Phon it 18 very curions—very curious indeed,” snapped the
coloncl.  ITis manner indicated that he did not believe
Talbot's staternent, and the junior understood thab wirll
enourh, and his eheeks burned.

Mr. Railton understood it, too, and his brows contracted.
e had a ereat regard and respeet for the colone]l, whose
good qualities he huﬁ renson to know, Bub there was a glint of
something like anger in his eyes now.

“Vou may rely absolutely upon Talbot’s statement, Colonel
Lyudon,” he aaid, & bone of sharpness=creeping into his voree,
“Tf Talbot had ever seen vou before, he would tell you so at
pnoe,

“Phat is 8o, sir,”’ said Talbot,

¢ Troubtless it is some resemblanee to another person

¢ have eecn that boy somewhere, though T cannot recall
where.” suid the eolonel icilv. 1 have not only secn him,
but 1 have known him—every [eature in his face 13 perfoctly
familiar to me, and evemw the tone of his voice. 1 have seen
him. amnd T have heard him speak,  How that can have
happened without his seeing me, I do not profess to under:

stand.”
Talbot's Mush deepened.

LR
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Arthur Augustus had arrived at the wicket at last, and was
ready for the over, The fieldemep were gathering nearer to
Talbot, however, sucprised by tho strange scene.  Talbot
could not very well be recalled while in talk with the House-
master and the distinguished visitor, and the game had to
wait, Tom Merry did not feel inclinéd to go on a fieldsman
E-hqr«t.d He glanced at Figgins, and Figging nodded.: They
walted,

Colonel Lyndon secmed to have completely forgotten that a
game of cricket was in progress at all.

" His last words had reached the ears of Tom Merry & Co.,
and Tom's ¢ves began to gleam. Crooke's uncle was deliber-
ately casting deubt upon "Talbot's word, and that was more
than enough to make Tom angry.

As for Crooke, he was listening in sheer amazemont.
Chance was turning in his favour in the oddest way. The
colonel’s extraordinary idea that he knew Talbot, and that
the Shell fellow was attempting to deceive him on the point,
was about the best thing that could have happencd—f{rom
C'rooke's peculiar point of view. Not that Crooke believed
that his unecle was right—for how could he had known, or
secn, the Toff, in the Toff's old days? Crooke's opinion—not
oxpressed, of conrse—was that the old duffer had made a
bloomer. Bui that “bloomer ” helped on his caze against
Talbot, by ndding to the colonel’s prejudice.

The silence that followed the -:*crimmll'a tvords was painful in
the extreme. Sympathotic glances tere cast towards Talbot
by his chums, and they looked very grimly at the old soldier.
What the deuce did he mean by calling Talbot a liar before
all 8t. Jim’s, Tom Merry wondered savagely. Respect for
the Head's puest, and for the khaki, prevented the juniors
from uttering thoughts — which would have gtartled the
colonel if they had been uttercd.

It was Talbot who broke the silence, IMe did not look to-
wards the colonel,

“May I return to the game, sir?” he asked Mr, Railton.
“The field i1s waiting.”

“ Remain where you are!” sgnapped out the colonel, and
Mr. Railton made the junior a sign to obey, angry and

uzzled as he was,

Talbot did not stir.

“ You must be mistaken, Colonel Lyndon,” said the House-
master. ““ It is 4 caso of some resemblance. At all events, it
iz a matter of no consequence, I suppose.” '

“Tt may be of the greatest consequence, Mr, Railton, 1
know this boy's history, and [ presume that he is admitted to
this school on the understanding that he is & reformed
character. Not that I, as a governor of the school, should
approve of his admission here in any case. But it does not
point to reform, eir, that he denics what 1 om positive must
have boon the case—the bov must have some niotive for
denying what is certainly the truth.”

Tom Merry's lips opened, but he closad them again, choking
back the hot words he would have uttered. -

Talbot's cheeks were burning.

“ Vou have cast doubt upon my ward, Colonel Lyndon,” he
said, a throb of passionate indignation in “ Mr

his voice, “* Mr.
Rauilton, may I go? I must not answer Colonel Lyndon as I

should like to answer him.” _

“You may return to your game, Talbot,” said Mr, Railton,

The colonel made a gesture, as if to detain Talbot. Tho
Shell fellow took not the slightest notice of it, e turned
hisi ]bm:l: upon the colonel, and walked to his place in the
fiedd,
 His cheeks were burning, but otherwise he was auite coal,
But his chums were hol with indignation. The insult to the
popular junior had been so open and unprovoked; though
(hey could surmise that Crooke had aleeady been polsoning
his unele's mind against Talbot,

0 The beate ! Tom Merry muttered to Lowther. *To go
Far olid Talbot like that—for nothing ! What has Talbot done
to him ¥

“ Musl be cranky,’” said Lowther. “I suppose Talbot looks
like somebody he's soen somewhere, that's all, Where does
the old duffer think he's seen him, and what doea 1t matter,
anyway '

“Tt's a rotten shame.™

“Rotten,” agreed Lowther.

Thompson had gone on to bowl, and the gafoe was resumed,
Many glances were turned on Talbot curionaly, as the game
proceeded —not so much to wateh his cricket now, as to note
what effect the colonel's talk had had en him,

Apparently there was no offeet. Talbot was in as good
form as over, ab all events, He appeared to have dizmissed
the colonel from his mind, and to be devoting his whole at-
tontion to his duties in the field, There was a loud shout as
Arthur Augustus, swiping the ball away in his well-known
style, swiped it into Talbot's palm, and it was held,

“ Well cpught, Talbot !

“Pravo!"”
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The St. Jim’s fellows gm-u Talbot a thundering cheer, less
on account of the catech than for the benefit of Colonel
Lyndon. The whole crowd were aware in & few minutes of
what had paesed, for twenty or fhore fellows had heard every
word, and the juniors wanted to show the colonel that, what-
ever he thought of Talbot, they regarded him as the right
gort. Thr:rc was a gencral feeling that they were “‘up
againet " the grim-faced man in khaki, backing up old Talbot
against an undeserved ‘attack.

. 8o the cheers rang out loud and long, and were repeated, ag
if that somewhat casy catch had been the catch of the season.

Talbot understood, and he smiled, Colonel Lyndon under-
stood, and he frowned. Tho mest remarkahle circumstance
was, that from the batsman who had been caught out there
came a ringng * Huwway !  Arthur Augustus had caught
what was on, and he was almost pleased {0 be caught out, in
order to have an opportunity of testifying publicly his high
opinion of old Talbot,

Colonel Lyndon tugged at his white moustache.

“That young fellow eccms to be generally popular, Mr,
Railton,” ho remarked.

“Deservedly so, in my opinion,” said Mr. Railton,

" Notwithstanding his past 1"

“ Because of his past, {lﬂﬁlmllhi sav-—that is to say, hecause
of the noble struggle he made in extricating himself from
such miscrable surroundings."

“Yes—if he has done s0,” said the colonel grimly. * But
ri:m.t:; evidence is there that he is not simply playing a part

ere?"

“His general conduct.”

“Which may be deceptive.”

‘“ Impossible, in my opinion.” /g _

“A leopard cannot change his spots, nor an Ethiopian Lis
ekin,"” said the colonel,

"_'i‘nlhut Is neither o leopard nor an Ethiopian," said Mr,
Railton. * He is just a decent British lad, who was brought
up amongst unscrupulous rascals, and turned to the right path
ot the first opportunity, Do you think, eir, that the King's
pardon would have been bestowed upon lnm for nnl.hmg?
He risked, and_almost lost his life, in saving a troop train
from disaster. Five hundred gallant fellows owed their lives
to what he did that night.”

“That proves nothing as to his character. I have been a
roldier for twenty voars and more, Mr. Railton, and I have
Irm}uenﬂy noticed that du;l:;oratq} deeds of bravery have becn
performed by men of bad character.” .

“1 do not deny it. But in Talbot's case I am convinced
that reform is complete—in fact, I am certain that in his evil
days he wae acting against his nature, and that he was never
really his true self until he had found the right path.”

“Yet ho has licd to me.”

*1 cannot think so.™

“* But I tell you, Mr. Railton, that T know the boy perfeet!
well, thﬂugh I cannot recall where 1 have seen him. But
can guess,"' added the colonel grimly. “He may have come
before me—as o magistrate. That would account for his dis.
inclination to ndmit that he has seen me before to-day.”

“Ilo has nothing to fear from telling the truth. The
pardon he received from the Government covers all the past."”

“True—yet he may have good reasons for wishing to con-
cenl some of the circumstances of his past—especially if his
present conduct is merely & trick, and designed to deceive.”

“If you knew him better, you would not think so, sir.”

“I intend to know him better,” said Colonel Lyndon.,

And with a nod to Mr. Railton, he walked away from the
cricket-ground. A shout rang in his ears as he went

“Well bowled, Talbot! DBrave!"

CIHAPTER 12,
Loyal Chums,

L Al Jove, a wathah surpwisin’ wesult.”
B That was Arthur Augustus’ comment upon the
result of the Form match. The Shell had won

hands down. . y

In the Shell innings Fatty Wynn's bowling had been as
deadly as usual, but the Fourth had not been able to kén}a
down the runs, Tulbot was buatting in his best style, well
backed up by Tom Merry and Kuangaroo and Lowther, and
the runs had piled up. The Shell had two wickets to spare at
tho fiuish, and they did not afrnn with Arthur Augustus that
the result was surprising at all. But Sfudy No. 6 and Figgins
& Co. agreed in regarding it as surprising.

Truth to tell, Tom Merry was thinking less of tho cricket
win than of other matters. As a vule, all other considerations
were banished from his mind when ericket reigned. But now
he had to think of Talbot—and Talbot's prospects. For it
had been driven into his mind that the colonel in khaki con-
stituted a danger for his chum,

Tue Gem Linpany.—XNo. 393

UR COMPANION “THE BOYS' FRIEND,” “THE MAGNET.,"
! PAPERS : Every Monday. Everv Humr:

MTHE BOYS' FR'ERD"
ad. COMFLETE LIBRARY.

Talbot understood it, too, though he said nothing. After
tho mateh Talbot disappeared quietly, probably wishing to
escape remarks upon the strange scene that had passed during
the match. The Terrible Three went into Study No. 6 to
tea, and also to talk over what had happened, and what
might follow,

They were anxious for Talbot.

The one-time Toff had weathered many storms, but all
the clouds had yolled by, and, excopting for a few carping
fellows like Crooke, he had won all hearts, Poor he certainly
was, but his scholarship and the .allowance attached to it
maintained him quito comfortably at 8t, Jim's. His position
had scemed unassailable. ]

Ono after another his enemies had been silenced. Levison
of the Fourth, once his bitter foe, was one of his most loyal
friends; Gore, his surly study-mate, was devated to him,
Fellows good, bad, and indiffcrent all Tiked Talbot, and pulled
weoll with him.

The old gang amid whom his early years had been passed
had vanished. The Professor was fighting in Flanders, a
corporal in Kitchener's Army. Iookey Walker was leading
a now life in a new land beyond tho sca. The rest of the
gang had been scattered far and wide—ihe rookery in Angel
Alley knew them no more.

It had seemed that the Toff was safe from the wayward-
ness of Fortune at last—so long as he was true to himself.

Yot another danger had arisen, and from a quarter he
could never have suspected, The colonel was a governor
of the school, and his influence was great. He scemed to
have taken a dislike to Talbot at first sight, or else he had
imbibed a bitter prejudice from his nephew,

Ho had stated, where twenty fellows could hear him, his
opinion that Talbot ought not to be at St. Jim's; and that
could only mean that ho intended to use his influence to have
him removed from the school. With such an opinion firmly
fixed in his mind, his grim sense of duty must lead him
further,

What would be tho result?

When the chums of the Sehool Honse came in to tea they
knew that the colonel was shut up with tho Head in his study.
They could guess casily enough what was the subject of hie
conversation with Dr. Holmes.

“He's wunnin’ down old "Unlbot to the Head," said Arthur
Augustus, more in sorrow than in anger. * 1 am surpwised at
him! If he had any sense, you know, he would know that
Talbot was all wight!”

5 "n‘l.-']n‘m going to back up Talboet,” remarked Blake rather
vaguely,

Tha :r:unium were all agreed that they were going to back
up Tulllmt-—thnugh what forin the backing-up was to take,
against a governgr of the school, was not clear.

“Suppose we give Crooke a jolly good raggmg?” suggested
Herries, whose ideas were always of an energetic variety.
“He mnst have told his unelo lies about Talbot.”

" The truth was bad enough, if he told it,” said Tom Merry
quictly, ““We know Talbot is all right, because we know
what o splendid chap lie is; but his history would have a
different effect on a stranger,” . )

“ But if the Head's satisfied, T don't sco that this old johnny
has any right to find fault,” said Blake.

“Wathah not!" said Arthur Augustus warmly. ** Besides,
my patah is a governah of the school, and he is satisfied
with Talbot. He wecommended him to the Board for his
mlaulalmhil'.r. If the colonel cuts up wusty I shall spwing my
atah on him."

5 “Yes, it would do some good if Lord Eastwood chipped
I don't quite seo what old Ramred
i He means to get

I;.'|'l

in,” said Tom Merry, :
ean do. DBut I know he means mischief.
Talbat shifted out of the school if he can.”

“ Blessed roiter!” growled Herries, )

“Lot us be just, deah boy,” said Arthur Aul‘:uﬂtuﬂ mildly.
“Ile is not & wottahi! No man is p wottah who has fought
the ITuns and stood up for the Empire. Ie is actin’ fwom
a mistaken sense of dutay.”

“Bit potty, T should say.” remarked Lowther. “ Perhaps
he rot sunstroke ot something out there. What can have put
it into his noddle that ho knows Talbot? Talbot wouldn't
deny it if it were true.”

*Of course he wouldu't,
Manners, |

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows.

“That's queer, too. Tulbot isn’t a chap that you sco the
like of every day; he's a bit out of the common,”™ ho re-
marked.

“That's so,” agreed Lowther.
dozens just like Gussy, [rinstance

“Wenlly, Lowthah—'" .

“ And heaps and heaps like Blake.™

“ You silly ass!”
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“But we're a bit more distinguished in the Shell,” said
anEImt' imperturbably. ** You don't see fellows like us every
day."’
" INot outside the Zoo!” prowled Blake.

"“Why, you fathead " boran Lowther.

“Ok, don't be funny!"” implored Dighy. * Keep it for the
t Weekly,” Lowther, old man! Hallo! Come in, fathead!”

This was addressed to the door, upon which a tap had
suunded. _

The juniors looked round, expecting to sea Talbot; but it
was Toby.

“Master Talbot 'ere?'’ asked Toby,
study, and he ain't there.”

“Is Talbot wanted?"

“Yeos: in the 'Ead’s study, Master Merry."

“1s Colonel Lyndon there?"

" Yeos, sir: and Mr. Railton, too, lookin' hawful worried,”
mid Toby confidentially. **Which I 'ope it ain’t a row for
Master Talbot. But he's wanted.” ; :

“Ho's striking the iron while it's hot,'” said Blake, with a
grimace. ‘TAll serene, Toby! Leave it to us; we'll find
Talbot, and tell him."

“Yes, Master Blake.” . ‘

Tea was unfinished in Study No. 6, but the juniors did not
think much about tea just then. They wanted to see Talbot
beforn he went in to tjm Head and assure him of their loyal

BUppPOTL, - :
The seven juniors quitted the study and proceeded to look

for Talbot. _

Talbot was not easy to find, but they ran him down at
last in the old tower. Ho was scated there on a mass of old
masonry, with a book on his knees, and a pencil in his hand—
“mugging up " Latin in the sunset. His handsome face
was very grave, but he looked up with a smile as they came
up.

p” Wo expected you to tea,” said Blake, " But never mind
toa now, You're wanted in the Head’s study.”

Talbot closed his ook and rose,

“1 pxpected it,” he said quietly.

“It looks like tromble, old man,” said Tom Merry, as they
walked towards the Sclhool House. “The old johnny has a
down on you,"

“T know." ' ) ‘

“You've got to stick to your guns,” said Tom anxiously.
“The whole school will back you up."

“Yapas, wathah!" .

“(‘slonel Lyndon is a governor of St. Jim’s," said Talbot,
in his quict voice. *'If ho makes a st agains! me it will be
hard. He seems satisfied thal T am a liar, and it will bo easy
enough for him to believe worse if he believes that.”

“ But can't you explain somchow?" asked Lowiher. " He
thinks, ho has seen you, and we know ho hasn’t, as you say
at, ~ He must have seen somebody like you—"

i Yna."‘r

“Your think that's the case?™

“1 know it is.”". _

“You know!™ exclaimed Tom Merry, * Then—then you
can expluin it all, and Lie will see that he has made a mistake.”

Talbot's jaw set squarcly,

“1 shull explain nothing to Colonel Lyndon, and ask no
favours at his hands,”™ lie said. “If T were sinking in the
com 1 would not takoe his hand to pull me out, Let him do as
ho chooses,"

“ But—but if he is mistaken—-
old mun, a lot may depend on this
influence.”

“Let him use it as lio likes. The first time he saw me he
inaulted mo before a crowd of fellows,” snid Talbot bitterly.
“Tt'y what T should have expected of him. If he drives me
from St. Jim’s, that's what I should havo expected, too.
But if my staying here depended on him, I would nob ask
him, "

Tom was silent. Tle remembered what Talbot had told
him before—of some stranpe connection between him and tha
colonel, though they had never met. It was a mystery he
could not comprehend, and wiich Talbot evidently was not
inclined to explain,  The bitterness in Talbot’s tone was a
surprise tn tho jumors, too, Ile had often had more than
enouaslt to try {li.'a temper, but they had never seen him
bitter before, It was clear that the colonel's feelings fowards
him were fully reciprocated by the Toff

Y But —but you won't go," satd Tom at last, as thoy reached
the School ouse, " Thut's what he wants,  You've a right
here, Talbot, and they can't make you po if you don't choose,
You've got to think of us, you know,'

Tulbot nodded,

“T know what my riglits are, and T shall stand up for
tHhiom,” he said, *'Thank wou for standing by me as you'ro
doing, 1 sha'n't go if I can help it,  ¥You ecan depend on
that,"

“I've looked in 'is

*

muttered Tom, * Talbot,
He's got a lot of
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“Stick to that, old chap.”

Crooke of the Shell was standing in the hall, and he smiled
as Talbot left his friends and hurried towards the Head's
study. It was -not a pleasant smile. 1t told of the triumph
which the cad of the Shell regarded now as secure,

Tom Merry clenched his hands, and unclenched them again.
1t was of little use to black Crooke's other eye. He turned
his back on the black sheep of the Shell, and waited.

CHAPTER 138.
Talbot Goea Through It.

ALBOT entered the Head's study with a firm step.
Dr. Holmes was seated at his table, with a troubled
frown on his brow. Mr, Railton stood by the window,
also looking very troubled. The Housemaster's homecomin
was not rturning out wholly pleasant, after all, Colone
Lyndon secmed destined to cast a shadow upon it from every
point of view,

The colonel's face was like iron. From under his shaggy
brows he shot a glance at Talbot of suspicion and dislike,

Talbot did not look at him, The colonel might have beon o
picee of furniture in the study so far as Talbot was concerned,
He looked at the Head, scemingly totally unconscious of the
colonel’s existence.

“You sent for me, sir?!” His voice was clear and calm,
There was trouble shead, and he-knew it. But trouble and
the Toff were old acguaintances,

“Yes, my boy,” said the Head kindly. - **I sent for you at
the request of Colonel Lyndon, You are probably aware that
Colonel Lyndon is a governor of the school. My dear boy,
you must not think for one moment that my dpinion of you
has changed in the slightest degree. But 1 have no choice
but to listen to what Colonel Lyndon tells me, and to satiafy
him, T hope that I shall be able to do. so, That this will be a
painful ordeal for you, Talbot, I am aware, and I am sorry.
But it is unavoidable,”

“T am at your orders, sic "

“Colonel Lyndon has become aequainied with your history,
Talbot, He is naturally surprised that a junior of ‘3t. Jim's
has such a history, but I have endeavaurad to acguaint him
with the extenuating circumstances, However, ho prefers to
hear your explanation from your own lips, As a governor of
the schoal he has a right to guestion you, and to satisfy him-
gelf, of course. You understand that?"

“*Certainly, sir!"

The Head's manner was kindness itself. Talbot could see
that it was much against his will that he was acceding to the
wishes of the grim old gentleman in khaki., But there was
little choiee in the matter for the Head. The circumstances
of the ease were unusual enough, and the colonel's surprise
and displeasure were not unnatural, stranger as he was to

Talbot and to all that teld in his favour. _
“You will therefore answe: all the questions the colonel

puts to you, Talbot,” said Dr. Holmes. *“ You will oblige me
in this way, my boy."
“1 will do anything you wish, sir,” said Talbot,
"Look me in the face, boy ! said the colonel harshly,
Talbot raised his eyes, and looked calmly and steadily at tho
grim, bronzed face. If the colonel had expected to find fear
or uncasiness in his look, he was disappointed,
Indeed, there was a gleam in the junior’s eyes that told
rather of scorn than of fear, The colonel’s jaw set harder.,
“ Your name i1s Talbot ¥
“¥oa, gir.”
“Is it your real namo "
There was o pause before Talbot replied,
““It is the name 1 bear,” he replied at last.
“Have you a right to it 7"
“] have a right to it !"
“YWhat I mean i3, was it vour father's nnme
“ 1t was his name, but not his surname.”
“What was his surname " _
“That name has been covered with disgrace,” said Talbot,
his voiee trembling a little for the first time. ' For that reason
I do not bear it, Neither do I wish it to be known., I have
the right to say noihing about it. I do not conceal any of
the facts of my history. They are as black ns anyone could
suppose them.  DBut my father’s name does not concern any-
one but mysclf.” .
1 nnderstand that he was konown as Captain Crow 1"
(1 Y[.ﬁ.”
“(Urow was not his name?”
“It was a nickname.”
“1le was not a captain ¥ .
“1le was eaptain of n gang of ecracksmen, thieves, and
forgers. "
Talbot's voice was quite steady now. Mr. Railton stared
Tue GeEm Lisrany.—No. 393,

“THE JEW OF ST. JIM'S!” iciciia'e

Martin

nre

lifford.



18 THE BEST 3° LIBRARY D®~ THE “BOYS’' FRIEND™ 3°. LIBRARY. g4

migcrably out of the window into the green quad, shimmering
in the red light of the sunset. Ie konew what Talbot was
suffering at that moment, as the Head knew, The colonel
geemed to know nothing.

"“Your father is dead 1"

““He is dead.”

" Lately, or long ago?"”

** A considerable I.i,%‘nn ago.”

“In what manneri”

“Colonel Lyndon !" murmured the Head. Tho Head had
seen tho moisture that started, in spite of himself, to Talbot's
oyes. Outcast and criminal as ** Captain Crow " had been, ho
had never lost the affection of hie son, and he was not for-

otten. . The Head's kind nature shrank from the torture

e colonel was inflicting upon the boy. But Colonel Lyndon
did not seem to hear the murmured protest.

““He received injuries in a struggle,” said Talbot, * He
died afterwards from them.”

A struggle with the police?”

ni YE!.Ij ) . .

“They were seeking, I suppose, to arrest him?

“Yes"

“You had been a member of the gang of which he was the
chief? You had helped him in his work against the law?
You were brought up to do so 7" :

“Yes,"

* And you di

Talbot paured. J

“1 cannot say that,” he replied. * I suppose every wrong-
docr knows that he is doing wrong. As soon as 1 was o d
enough to think for mysplt‘, kuew that it was wrong.

" Yot you never left it ¥ !
"“Fhil:‘:: my’ father lived T could not abandon him—at least,

1 never thought of doing 0. I suppose 1 ought to have done
go. But it is not easy to break with a training that com-
menced at chi!d_hoa?.“

" But afterwards?”

“ Afterwards, the gang made me their leader—boy as T was,
I was useful to them. ﬁut, though I was leader, T was really
in their hands, In truth, I was a tool, and fancied myself
leader. The Professor was the real leader.. But 1 conceal
nothing.: Many of the enterprises were planned by me, and
carried out under my dircetion. I was a skilled eracksman,
and I had o pleasurce in exercising my skill. Then the danger
and excitement of the life appealed to me, I bad been taught
to consider myself an Ishmacl, It had been peinted out to
me that the world is full of wrong and injustice. We robbed
the rich, but we often gave to the poor. Many of those we
robbed had made their money by ‘stock operations that were
little better than robbery, though not against the law. 1 do
not say this as an excuse. I only say that this kind of reason-
ing appealed to my very young mind, trained on the wron
Jines, and unaccustomed to distinguish between right an
wrong. When the truth came home to me, I realised how
wrong it was, That was when I came here. . When 1 cnine, 1
found myse!f among honest and honourable fellows, who
regarded a thief ns one of the vilest things i existence, and a
linr s little better, and it was ns if 1 had recovered my sight
after being a long time blind.”

There was a simple eloquence in Talbot's worde; he was
speaking from his heart, ‘The Head's kind eyes moistened,
The colonel's face was as grimi ns ever, His experience had
been a harder one than Dr. Holmes's.

“ And then you reformed®” he asked. :

“Not immediately. The new thoughts and feelings that
came to me conf uamlgmﬂ nt first: T was troubled and doubtfui,
In the gang, anythipg of that kind was only taken as a sign
of softness, of cowardice. Tt scemed to me that I was
weakening, that I was growing into a coward. I am ashamed
now to say that I struggled at fiest against the change. Dut
the change came, all the same.  When it eame it swept every-
thing else away, From that time I determined to do nothing,
to eny nothing, that could disgrace me in tho cyes of the
fellows who IiEml me here. 1 have kept to that.™

“Since then you have touched nothing that was not your
own ™

Talbot wineed.

“Nothing.”

“ And you have not, since then, lied, or pretended, or pluyed
a part?”

ﬁ-Nﬂt since the truth came out,
ns Irwna, my conscicnce is clear.
me,’

“My dear boy, what kindness 1T have shown you has been
maore than repaid,” said Dy. Holmes gently.

“You tell your story well,” said Uolonel Lyndon, with a
curl of the lip. “ But I have heard clever stories told before,
Have you anything in the naturc of a proof to offer, concern-
inj’[‘ this extraordinary reform®”

i

not know that it was wrong ?”

Sinee the Head knew mo
His kindness to me helped
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“I think so. At that time, 1 had loot in my hands to the
value of thousands of pounds, 1t was restored to the rightiul
owners, I should now be working for my bread, but for Dr,
Holmes's kindness in securing me a scholarship in the school,
Now I have nothing but my scholarship allowance. I night
eay, too, that the Héad’s safe is at my mevey. There is no
kafe in the United Kingdom that I could not open if T choge—
I have not touched it,”

“I have been a magistrate,” said the colonel drily, “I
have known of a criminal resioring his plunder, and yet
keeping in a sceret place plunder that was not known of by
the authorities.”

Talbot ¢crimsoned.

*“1 have only niy word to give you,” he said.

“The word of a boy who, on his own confession, wae
trained in erime, and obtained admission to this school in
the first place by false pretences.”

" ¥es,” gaid Tulbot, in a low voice,

“ And you expect that word to be taken 2™

" Dr. Holmes has taken it. But once—when my miserablo
history caused nuagi’niun to fall upon me unjusidly—I had to
leave 8t. Jim's. v friends found me afterwards, freezing
and starving, Il I had had concealed plunder to draw upon,
lI nl’luqldt:m.ti- have frozen und slarved in the streete of London
sk W TOr,:

“That is conclusive,” broke in Mr. Railton. “'T1 saw Talbot
when he was brought home as near to death as he could be,
and live.”

*Conclusive upon that Pqin!, perhaps,” esaid the colonel
gmdgmgly. " But upon all other pointe-the question remains
open. You are aware, boy, that in order to gain credit for
your reform your conduct is required to be above suspicion.
In any other boy a lic might be set down to a vicious nature,
a vicious inchination, or carelessness, or many other causcs.
But a lie from you is an indication that your supposed reform
I8 & mere pretence,”’

“I acknowledge that, sir.”

*You lied to me to-day.”

“1 did not lie to you, Colonel Lyndon.”

The colonel turned to Dr, Holmes,

“I have listened to this boy's story,” he said, “ All T can
say of it is, that all that tells against him is clearly proved,
even by his own admission ; and all that tells in his favour
rests upon supposition. Even upon his own etory, I cannat
consider him a suitable boy to remain in this school. But
1 have more to say than that. I accuse him of a deliberate
attempt to deccive me. It 18 true that I cannot at the
moment recall where I hav? seen him and known him.
think it was probably when I was on the Bench, and he
was doubtless brought before me as a ¢riminal,  Dut that I
have both seen him and heard him speak 1 am assured, His
looks and his voice are porfectly famuliar to me.”

"You have neither seen me neor heard me speak
Talbot coldly.

“ Do not interrupt me, boy., I have not the slightest doubt
that this boy has been brought before me on the Bench,
doubtless under some other name. Ile denies having seen
me, and he must have a powerful motive for such an attempt
at deccit. The only possible conclusion is that his reform
is a4 pretence, and that he dare not reeall to my mind the
circumetances under which I have scen him before.  Doubt.
lees if they were known they would let in an unpleasant
light upon his present conduct—would, i fact, prove that
his present conduct s humbug, sir—sheer humbug—and that
some of the statements he has made 1o vou are as falec ns
his denial of all knowledge of me.™

The colonel's voice was harsh, and his eyes gleamed under
his rough brows. ITis mind was evidently made up.

Dr. Holmes looked deeply distressed,

“I'nlbot,” he snid gently " try to recall, my boy, whether
yvou have met Colonel Lyndon: before, ™

“T have never met Fim before, sie,”

“Have vou ever, in your unfortunate carly days, been
brought before a magistrate at all?”

“ Never onee, sir.”

“You have never been arrceted or charged in any way?”

" Never, sir.”

“Naturally he would say so!” suapped the colonel. ' One
liz backing up another does not cost anything. Dr. Ilolmes,
vou know me, and T give you my word that this boy is
perfectly well known to me, and it can only be ns a erimmal
that he has ever come under my knowledge. My fixed
opimion is that he is playing a part here, and that his connee-
tion with the eriminal classes is very far from being severed.
I have my duty to do as n governor of the school. 1 am
thankful that T have found ont how you are being deceived,
and T trust that your eyes arc opencd now—and yours, Mr,
Railton.” _

“1 cannot agree with wyou, Celonel Lyndon,” said the
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Talbot put on his blazer, and followed the captain of St. Jim's.
dstop ! sald Marie Rivers,

guitting the ericket-ground.

Head firmly. T can only belicve that some chané¢e rezem-
Llanee has deceived yon.”

“Mhat is my opimon exactly, said Mr. Railton.

The colonel gnawed his underhip.

“Then 1 have my duty to do,'” he said. T eannol tamely
allew o boy whom I bebieve to be a confirmed criminal to
remuin in this school, where he may corrupt others. 1 shall
call n meeting of the governors, and put the case befare them
m tho strongest possible muoner.”

“You will do your duty, Celonel Leondon, and T shail do
mine,” said the Head, My duty, as I see it, 13 to trust this
boy until he shall give me some reason to regard him with
distenat,”

“Thank you, sir!'" snid Talbot,

“Yery well,” aakd Colone]l Lyndon, rising to lus feet, *“1
am sorry to find mysell in disagreement with vou, Dr.

Holmes—more sorry than 1 can say, 1 am sorry, oo, that
this unpleasant affarr oceurs on the day of your homecoming,
Railton. But T have my duty to do, howeyer unpleasant it
may be, and I have nevor yet shrunk from a disagrecable
duty.”

Tha Tlead made a sign to Talbot, and the junior quitted
bhe study.

¢ Qacked—what 1" _

Crooke of the Shell asked the jeering question as Talbot
enmo down the passag>, his head erect. his face pale but

quite calm.

Next Wednesday's Number of the “Gem " will be the usual price,
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A soft hand was laid on his arm, as he was |

(See Chapter 10.) ;

Tom Merry shoved the cad of the Shell aside so foreibly
hat Urooke staggered and foll against the wall,

AW hat's happened, Tuelbot?”

“Wo're all backin' yon up, deah boy—wemembah that.”

“Talbot, what has the Head donet”

“ Nothing," said Talbot, **U'elonel Lyndon is going to calls
g mieeting of the governors, and get me sent away from the
svhool if he can. 1 am going to stay—if T can. That 1a all.”

“Phe (Tead is backing you up?” asked Tom cagerly.

“¥eg. Heois a brick 1™

“And Ratlbon ™

T4 T

“ And vou and I and all of us?
“It's all 8t. Jim's agninst Urooke and Crooke’s uncle,
Crooke and bless his unele !

“You'll sing another tune soon!" said Crooke savagely.
Y Wart tll—"

“Hallo! Must you chip in?" growled Blake. “Shut up "

And as Blake arcompanicd the injunction with one of hiis
colebrated loft-handers, Crooke shut up promptly.

Colonel Lyndon came striding down the passage, his shaggy
Lrows drawn tight together, Respect for the khaki and for
the Head's guest kept the juuiors silent, bub never had they
folt sn inclined to give anyone a hearty groan. Tut tho
eolonel had black looks ns he strode away.

“T've got an ideah, deah boys,” said Arthur Augustus,
his noble eye glimmering behind his cyoglass, **It's 8t Jim's
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:ﬁnst the colonef, and T suggest that we show the colonel

what St. Jim’s thinke—"

“We can't rag the Head's guest, fathead !™ .

“1 welfuse to be called a fothead, Blake, and I am not
suggestin’ wagyin’ the Head's guest. I am suggestin® a
demonstwation. Get all the fellahs to turn out and give three
cheahs for Talbot as the coloncl dwives away,”

“Good egg!™

“Hear, hear!” |

“Don’t!" exclaimed Talbot quickly.
Better not—""

'* Bow-wow ["

“Come on!”

“Gathor up the clans!”

] H'- hﬂp a !l:-.

The idea caught on like wildfire. Shell and Fourth and
Third simply rose to Arthur Agliuatua*a valuable suggestion.
The word wae passed round with electric swiftness. A tre-
mendous erowd gathered in the quadrangle before the colonel
was in the car. And as the Head's car glided down to the

ates, with the grim old veteran sitting bolt-upright in 1,

€ré was & roar. .

T”Thrnu cheers for Railton and three for Talbot!" shouted
om Merry.
The old lir1.:aanu:5.lr4nmgl~~3 rnngh:ith the roar that followed. The

m:-hn; hurlﬁ it,hhmkhhl'ﬂm the ancient buildings.

" Hi ip, hurra :

Tuinpﬁ{erry jumped on an old caken bench under the elms

and waved his cap. -
" Gentlemen, wl:ilo’: the best cricketer at St. Jim's—Lower

Formsi”

“Talbot! Hurrab!"” e

“Who’s one of the best fellows breathing 7%

"“Talbot! Bravo, Talbot!™

“Who's going to be backed up by the whole school so
long as there's s shot in the locker?” .

“Talbot of the Bhell! Hurrah for Talbot !

Which was, perhaps, very pleasant for Colonel Lyndon to
hear as he drove away. IHis bronzed face gave no sign. But
in” tho Head's study Dr. Holmes frowned a little, and then
smiled, and Mr. Railton leughed heartily.

“The echool has given its opinion, sir,” he remarked. “I
don't think Talbat will be molested after this.™

“Please don’l!

CHAPTER 14.

Aa Expression cf Opinion,

L EEL fit, old chap?” ,

F TGIE; Me rsked the questipn rather hesitatingly.

Tom was in his flannels, and bad his bat under

his arm. Talbot of the Shell was also in flannels, and cer-

tainly he looked fit enough. His bandsome fuce was a little
graver than usual, that was all.

It was a sunny swomer's afternoon, and that afternoon the
Grammarians were eoming over to play St. Jim's Juniors.
Talbot of the Shell was & mighty man with both the willow
and the leather, and he was the player whom Tom Merry
cguld least have spared from the team.

But there was another event coming off that afternoon, as
well as the Grammar School match—an event which tran-
scended the cricket mateh in importance, even in the eyes
of Tom Merry & Co.

It was & meeting of the governors of the school.

Not that meetings of the governing board, as a rule,
troubled the juniors very much. Governors might come nnd
go, without even a glance from the heroes of the Fourth
Form and the Shell. .

But the meeting that day was of unusual importance, and
touched Tom Merry & Co. wery closely. For upon the resilt
of that mecting: dapended whether their chum, Talbot of the
Shell, remained at St. Jim's, or whather he quitted the old
school for ever.

Tom Merry, indeed, seemed more worried about it than
Talbot himmﬁf. He had been inclined to scratch the cricket
fixture, but that was scarcely feasible—other fellows had to
be vonsidered, to say nothing of the Grammarians. The
mateh had to be played, but for onca Tom Merry's heart was
not in the cricket.

Unwilling as he would have Lecen to lose Talbol's services,
pince the match had to be played, he was willing to excuse
the Shell fellow if he wanted to stand out. Ilence his anxious
question,

But Talbot anly smiled quietly,

“Fit as a fiddle,” he rﬂ;‘iml.

“¥You feel up to playing ?"" asked Monty Lowther.

“ Quite !"
“You know what's happening this afterncon?™ said
Manners. . ;

“Of course |
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"*And doesn't it worry you?" asked Tom, in wonder.
“You don't lock as if it does certainly.”

““What's the good of worrying?' said Talbot quietly.
““Whatever happens, I shall have to stasid it. If the governors
decide that I must go, I shall have to go. If they decide to
let me stay, I shall stay. Anyway, it won't make an
difference to tho cricket. If it's to be my last match here,
shall be glad to have played in it.”

Tom Merry nodded.

" Come on, old scout!” he said.

The four Shell fellows walked down to the cricket-ground.
The rest of the junior eleven were there, as well as a crowd
of other fellows, and they all looked o little curiously at
Talbot.

They could not help wondering how he was taking it, and
}shether the anxiety of his position had any effect on his
orn.

That day Talbot of the Shell was the cynosure of all eyes
at St. Jim's. -

In the Form-room that morning fellows had looked at him,
expecting to see some signs of inward trouble in his handsome
face. But, n&m‘t from his grave expression, there was no
other sign. Crooke, his old enemy, was grievously disap-

inted, He had fully expected to see Talbot loocking down-

rted, at least. He confided to his chum Mellish that the
fellow had plenty of nerve; but added with satisfaction that
that would soon be taken out of him.

Mr, Linton, the master of the Shell, had been markedly
kind and considerate to Talbot that morning. But Talbot
had gone through his lessons as usual. If a sense of trouble
was weighing on his mind, he did not allow it to make any
difference to his work.

At dinner, it was noted that he had not lost his appetite.
The prospect of being called before the meeting of governors
had not taken that away.

Now he was turning up to the ecricket just as if nothing
out of the common was to happen that aftéernoon. Certainly
he had plenty of nerve,

“Feelin' all wight, deali boy?" asked Arthur Augustus
D'Avey of the Fourth, as the Shell fellows joined the crowd
befora the pavilion.

" Yea—why noti"

“Isn't it wathah a wowwy?"

Talbot smiled.

“Yes, a little. But it can’t be helped.”

“Bai Jove! If T had to go thwough it, I should be off
my feed,” confessed Arthur Augustus. " But wemembah that
we are all backin’ you-up, deah boy!?

"“Thanks!"™

“And my patah is comin' to the governahs' meetin’, you
know, and he is goin' to back you up.”

“"He is very kind. "

“Of course, he couldn’t do anythin® else,” said Arthur
Augustus. “He s vewy indignant abont the meetin’ bhein'
called at all. Ile is vewy much down on Colonel Lyndon's
vewy inconsidewate action."

“]"];Mid the Head is going to back you up, Talbot," said Jack
uke,

“ And Railton !" added Di$b:¢*.

“Gool old Railton I said Tom Merry. * Lucky he's home
again. [Hallo, Kildare—you coming down to see the match?"

Kildare of the Sixth, the captain of St. Jim's, came up
with a very grave expression. Like nearly everybody at St
Jim's, Kildare liked Talbot, and waa concerned about him,

“I've a message for Talbot,” he said. *'The Head does
ot want you to go out of gates this afternoon, Talbot. You
may be wanted by the governors.”

“1 understand,” said Talbot. “I'm playing in the match.
I suppose I can do that.”

“1 suppose so,” assented Kildare. "Only be ready to
come into the governors' room as soon as you're wanted,”

“Right-ho !"

“1 hope it will turn out all right for you,” added Kildare
kindly, and with a nod, he walked away.

Talbot appeared plunged in thought for a few moments,

“1t’s rather uwk*wnn]’:" he remarked at last. "I may be
doing my innings when the governors want me, Tom. If I
have to go, it will mean a wicket down. Perhaps you'd
better leave me out.”

“Not unless you want to be left out,” said Tom Merry
quickly. *“We'll chunce that.”

“Yaas, wathah " said Arthor Angustus. . * We'll wisk that,
Talbot. We can't spare you fwom the team, deah boy.”

" Better play,"” rémarked Dlake.

“Bai Jove, lieah comes Cwooke's uncle!”

All eyes turned upon a motor-car that was gliding up the
drive from the "gates, towards the Tlead’s house. A grim-
faced, bronzed officer was sitting bolt upright in the car.
It was Colonel Lyndon, the uncle of Crooke of the Shell,
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recontly liome on leave from the [romt. Tle was the first
of the school governors to arrive for the meeting, and he
was early,

Dark glances were turned on the car by the crowd of St,
Jim's fallows. It was the colonel who had insisted upon that
meeting being ealled ; it was he who was to urge that Talbot
of the Shell should be compelled to leave St. Jim's, and that
his scholarship should be cancelled. It was he whose deep
and unaceountable dislike for the Shell fellow had caused
all the trouble that clouded so many fnees that afternoon.

“By Jove, it's my unecle!” exclaimed Crooke, * Now the
band's going to begin to play!”

“Shut up, you cad!” growled DBlake.

C'rooke grinned spitefully,

“You wait o little longer,” hie remarked. ' Wait tili your
bleszed favourite 13 called before the governors, and they go
into his recard. If Talbot’s at 5t. Jim's toanorrow, you can
usa my head for a footer!™
" “You utteah cad—"

“(ive the colonel a groan!" suggested Herriea of the
Fourth, “It'll show him what we think of bun and his
blessed meeting. "

“Yaas, wathali!"

“Hold on!" exclaimed Talbot quickly., * Don’t! You'll
get into a row. Remember, he's a governor of the school.™

“1 do not appwove of his bein' a governah of the school.
I wegard it as a wippin' ideah to give lum a gwoan.”

“You'll get it warm from the Head if vou wsult my
uncle ! said Crooke savagely,

“Hold on!" exelnimed Tom Mevry, ' Let the old johnny
alone, but let's show him what we think of his nephew. No
lnw against that.”

“Good egg!”

“Here, hands off 1" velled Crooke, as the juniors closed
roomd lini. “ Handa off, vou silly rotters—yow-ow.ow !

Hands clased on Crooke on overy side, Tom Merry & Co.
were fod up with Crooke. They knew that it was the cad of
the Shell who had, in the {rst place, poisoned the old colonel's
mind againat Talbot. And Crocke had not shown a sign of
repentance ; he hnd not troubled to conceal his aatisfuction ag
Talbot's approaching downfall,

Y Frog's-march |7 shouted Tom Merry,

“Thurcak i

“Reter not ! exelaimed Talbot nnxiously, Y Tom—Iiggy—
dan'e! It will only make trouble for you. I don’t mind
what he zays,  Let him alone.”

But Talbot's voice was not lieeded, To make an example of
Crooke, and show Colonel Lyndon exactly whei St Jim's
thought of his precious nephew, just jumped with the meli-
nations of the juniors

Crooke, struggling and selling frantically, was swept off his
feet i the grasp of o dozen hands.

With a rush, the juniors bore him off the ericker-ground,
and swept him, with arms and legs Hying wildly, into the
gquadrangle,

“ Bump him 1" shricked Arthur Augustus gleefully,  “The
colonel 18 looking this way ! Lo the wottah 17

“Yaroooh ! Help!”

Bump !

The sudden uproar caused the colonel to turn his glance
towards the crowd of juniors. A black frown came over his
face at the sight of his nephew struggling in their midst,
fle tapped out & word to the chauffeur, and the car halted

w the drive. : n
With a rush the excited juniors came up to the car.

Bump agaiil.

Crooke was deposited with a sounding conenssion upon the
drive under the eyes of his unele,  He sprawled there, dis-
hevelled and panting.  The crowd swept back to rhe erickets
rround, leaving Crooke sprawling under the stern cyes of
Colonel Lyndon,

—

CHAPTER 15.

Tom Merry Speaks Oul,

OM MERRY & CO, returned breathless to the pavilion,

They had shown in the wmost unnustakable manner

what they thought of CUolonel Lyndon's nephew—

and, incidentally, of the eolonel himself. And they

did not eare if trouble followed.  They wanted 1t to be

vlearly understood that all &+, Jim's were backing up old
Talhot.

b Tyai Jove, he looks watty, deah bovs ' chueckled Arthue
Augustus, turning his eelebrated monocle upon the car from
the safe distance of the cricket-ground,

t1le do—he does!" griuned Monty l.owther.

v lack s thunder [ chaortlid  Flggins  of the IFourth.

<ol him look as black as he likes ! He can't scare us with

his scowling !
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“Wathah not!"™
There was no doubt that the colonel looked black. Crooke

had picked himself up, gasping, and stood blinking at hia
uncle in the car. Colonel Lyndon was speaking to him,
though his words did not reach to the cricketers. Finallq‘.
Crooke limped away, and the car drove on to the Head's
house. The colonel, still with a black brow, disappeared into

the hu::lusn:'.
“ Bai Jove, there will be a wow!" murmured Arthur

Augustus, “If the Head cuts up wusty it will wathah muck
up the cwicket mateh '

That reflection came rather late into the mind of the
Honourable Arthur Augustus,

“By Jove, 1t will!" said Dlake,

Tom Merry set his hps,

“1 don't care, for one!"”

“ Here come the Grammar bounders !’ said Figgins.

The brake from the Grammar School arrived, and the vigit-
ing cricketers came on the ground. Gordon Gay, the junior
captain of Rylcombe Grammar School, looked rather curious
as he shook hauds with Tom Merry.

“ Anything wrong?" he asked.

“Tooks like it!" murmured Monty Lowther, as Mr.
Railton came from the direction of the Schoul House.

“ Your old Housemaster back ?" said Gay. “Jolly glad to
see him, though he has his fin in a sling.  We've heard about
him, "'

“(ive him a cheeah, deah boys!" murmured Arthur
Augustus. “Thar will put him in a good tempal, pewwaps "

Mr. Railton was looking very stern. The School House
master had his left arm in a sling—a souvenir of the battle-
fields of Ilanders, where he had faced the Huns with hia
comrades in khaki. Mr. Railton's return to the school had
evoked tremendous enthusinsm, though the ireat reception
the juniors had given him had been somewhat marred by
the grim-faced colenel who had come down with him.

But the cheer rang out spontaneously as the disabled House.
master came up., His coming evidently meant trouble for the
fellows who had ragged Colonel Lyndon's nephew, but nothing
could detract from Mr. Railton's popularity.

Dut the cheer did not make the Housemaster's brow relax.
Perhaps he guessed that it was intended to turn away wrath,

 All the bovs who took part in the outbreak a few minutea
ago are required in the Head's study |"" he said curtly.

“That's all of us, sir,” said Kerr.

“Yans, wathah!"

“{(nly those who actually laid hands upon Clolonel Lyndon's
uephew, please, They are to come with me at once.”

“Vory well, sir!"

(4 \Wa'd better all come if there is to be punishment, sir,"
anid Fatty Wynn, “I'd have laid hands on him if I could have
got near enough.” :

“Same here, sic! . . _
“You have heard what T said,” rephed Mr. Railton, frown-

ing. *The boys in question will follow me at once, and the
others will remain here.”

Tom Merey and Lowther, Figgins and Tlake, [} Arcy and
ITerrios and Reilly followed the Housemaster, Their hands
hiad been laid on Crooke of the Shell, though it was by sheer
chance, for there had been a goneral rush for him. More
hands would certainly have been laid on him if there had
Leen room for any more. .

But Mr. Railton's word was law, and the seven juniors
followed him, and the rest remained on the ericket-ground
with the nstonished Grammarians, Talbot, looking very
distressed. made a step forward, and then stopped. —He had
not tonehed Crooke. For ounce the calm ﬂE the handsomo
Sholl fellow was broken, It was on his account that his
friends were in trouble, and it moved lim as his own troublea
had failed to move him. _

“ Mind wniting a bit, Gay ?" asked Kerr, rather awkwardiy.
t There's half onr team gone to get the chopper!™

“Oh. don't mind us ! said the Grammarian skipper, ““We'll
wait. Only sorry there's trouble.”

Tom Merry & Co. followed their Housemaster into the
Sehool Tlonse. Their faces were grim,

It was not agreeable to be called away for punishment
just when the visiting team had arrived on the 'i{ill‘ﬂuﬂd. 3ut
they were not sorry that they had handled Crooke,

Mr. Railton led the way to the Head's study and opencd the
door. The seven juniors filed in.  'I'he Housemaster foliowed
thom. and closed the door after him. In the study Colonel
Lyndon was standing with a frowning brow, and the Head sat
at his table with a troubled expression. Crooke of the Shell
was there, still looking very Jdusty and rumpled, and with his
eves gleanong,

“Theae are the boyvs, Mre, Railton 7"

5 Y py, s

Dvr. ohines bent a stern glanee upon Tom Merry & Co.
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" Merry, yon are the head boy in the Bhell. 1 am surprised
at this conduet on your part. You should have known better,
You have been guilty of an net of gross disrespect towards
Colonel Lyndon, ona of the governcrs of the schoel.”

“Weally, - Dr. Holmes &

“Silence, D'Arcy ! Answer me, Merry! What have you
to say? You were aware that Colonel Lynden 15 a governor
of the school 17

“Yea, zir.”

“Yet you mmsulted him by treating his nephew as you did
under his very eyes”

“We idn’t wmean to insult Lim, sie,” said Tem Merry,
colouring, * We only meant to—to—to i

“To whap?”

“To show him, siv..whal all the school thinks of Crocke.
We all know that Crocke has told Colonel Lyndon things
about Talbot——"

“Crooke, it appears, was the means by which Colonel
Lyndon became aequainted with Talbot’s unfortunate his.
tory," said the Head, ' But that 1s no exense—-—" _

“ My nephew told me the facts, as he was quite right in
doing !" said Colonel Lyndon, in a grinding voice, 1 am
not surprised that it has led to his persecution bere, congider-
ing how popular that young reprobate Talbot seems to be!”

Tom Merry's eyes flashod.

“You have no right to ecall Talbot names, e=ir!” he
exclaimed,

“* What,

“Merry

“Talbot 19 one of the best fellows breathing ! exclaimed
Tom, lis anger and indignation breaking out in Hiim of

:

boy—-"

himself. “It's o shame that he should be picked on like this
—n shame [”
“Ynans, wnthah—a wotten shame!"” exelaimed Arthur

Augustus. * And we all say the same, sir, governah or no
governah 1"

“Qilence " exclaumed the Head.

A curicus look, came over the colonel’s iron face. Tom
Merry's outhirst might have been expeeted to anger him,
but 1t did not appear to do so. The flushed, handsome facn
of the captain of the Shell scemed to appeal to the bronzed
old veteran somebow,

It recalled to his mind, perhaps, the far-off days when he
had been a schoolboy ot St Jim's himself, the days when
he, too, had had faith and trust in human nature, before a
hard experience had soured his nature and searved his mind
with doubt. Tlis look was almost kindly as it dwelt upon
Tom Morry's fuce,

“One moment, air!” he saud.
Merry—your name is Merry?”

“Vos. "' said Tom, his eyes meeting the keen grey orbs
with dehance,

“You are a friend of this boy who is called Talbo

“-YEE,!J

“But vou know his history?”

Qi it "]]']li'l‘” ilTII’I HI
I know that he never had a chanee,” smd lom.

know that when he did get a chanee he took 1t ul once, and
since then nobody has been able to say o word sgainst him—
nobody but & sfhanderer.” And Tomn’a
eyes shot a~guick lool of scornful disdain

at Gerald Crooke, .
“Vou are aware that he is the son of o

“Let me speak to this boy.

1

gl Tl ]
o]

“TUncle—"" began Crooke.

The colonel raised his hand.

“Let Movry answer me, [ am waiting for your answer,
1'!.-1';_1]:'1';:. ”Enlﬂs:a you intend to withdeaw what you have
s 1t]—

“Nothing of the kind, sir., We all konow why Crooke
hates him. It's because he's the most decent fellow in the
school, and a ead always dislikes a decent chap.”

Crooke’s sallow face Hushed erimson,

“You must not speak to Colonel Lyndon of hiz nephow
ke that, Merry,” said the Head.

“Colonel Lyndon asked me, sir.”

“Quite so; I asked him,” =aid the colonel, nmmaved. *1
am glad to have a frank answer. Tt shows me that [ was
not 1mstaken—that that boy Talbot has a  dangerous
miluence over better boye than himself, and that his presence
in tha school is a danger to every cther boy here."

Tom Merry's hps opened, but the Ilead made him a stern
mesture to be silont,

“That will do, Merry., Colonel Lyndon, these are the boys
who wers guilty of hsrespert towards you., You will sen
thut such conduct is not allowed kere.”  The IHead took up
his cane. * Merry "

“One moment!” said the eolonel egquietly, I think I
unilerstand this matter a little better now. It appears,
}II'I‘I'_‘_.;.Htll.:J.t you and your [riends sre enthusinstic in Tulbot's
cunse

"Yes, sir,” said Tom defiantly, * we are.™

“ Yaas, wathah! And my patah is backin' him up, too.”

“And you intended your action of a short time uro to he
& testimony of  your support of that unfortunate boy?”?
pursued the colamel,. taking no notice of Arthur Augustus
I¥ Avey's intorruption,

“We did,” said Tom.

“Very well. Your opinion of that boy is mistaken, but
T-van make allowances Yor thoughtless loyalty,” said Colonel
Lyndou.  “Dr. Holmes, may I request you to remit {he
!lntrur']unf-m of these boys? I excuse their action, so far as

ant concerned. ™

The juniors simply blinked at the bronzed old fuce, That
was about the last thing they had expected to hear Colonel
Lyndon say,

The grim-faced old soldier, whom they had agreed in
recarding as a tyrant and o persecutor, seemed (o havo a
heart within him after all,

Dr. Malmes laid down his cane,

“I shall do as you wish, Colunel Lyndon, of course. Boys,
you may go,"”

“Thank you, sir!" stammered Tom.

The juniors backed towards the door. Their resentment
towards the colonel lor his treatment of Talbot was .ng kean
a4 ever, but they felt that they owed him some thanbs too
and Blake voiced the general feeling. o

“Thank you, Colonel Lyndon '™ he siid.

Then the juniors backed out,

Colonel Lyndon pursed his lips when they wore gonn,
He made a gesture to hia nephew, who quitted (ho study,
gritting his teeth. Crooke's unhappy anticipation of u licking
all round for Tom Merry & Co, had been
disappointed,

A fine set of lads, sir,” said the colone
unexpoectedly, “Cheeky young rascals,

EASAT, AT
BV aT T

eriminal, who met his death in a struggle
with the police ?"”

“That 1s not Talbot's fault,”

“"You are awarc that he was trained
from his carliest boyhood among thieves
and outeasts, and that he became a cracks-
mean hinself, boy as he was, and that he
was hunted by the police 77

Tom Muerry winced, IHe knew 1t all—
knew it only too well, and it was bitter
enough to know it

“Talbot did not choose his upbringing,
gsir.” Tom Merry's voice trembled in
spite of himself. “1 Lknow all you say;
we all know it. DBul we know, too, that
Talbot risked his life (o save a troop-traimn
from disaster, and thaet he was given the
King's pardon for doing it. We know
that he threw over his old life when he
came here, and suffered for it, too. We
know that he's proved over and over again
that he's as true as steel. We know what
a good chum he i, ITe hasn't an enemy
in the school, excepting Crooke,  And we
all know why Croolee dislikes him.”

“Indeed! And why?"
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to treat a governor of the school in suel
a manner, bhut I like them. 8t Jim's i3
a5 sound at heart as ever it was, "

T am glad to hear you say o0, colonel,”
said the TTead, o little puzzled and con-
pderably relieved,

“It is like a Dritish boy to stand by a
friend when he is down,” said Colone
Lyndon. *“That is how they regurd this
matter, I can see,"

“Are they not right, =ir®" enid Mr,
Rl ta,

The colonel's shapgy brows eontractod,

“No, Mr. Railion, they are not rvight.
Their feclings do themn eredit, but they
are mistalen, This popularity of Tulbot
15 only another proof of the cunning and
craft of that wretched boy.  1lis influence
over his schoolfellows ean unly be danger-
ous.  Wha can tell what evil he may not
lead them into, inHuencing them as he
toes 77

“1f he were an evil boy, undoubiedly,”
gald the IHouscmaster. “"But all wha
know him arve eonvineed that he is nothing
of the lind. ™
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Colonel Lyndon stood in the doorway, and Crooke leaped wildly to his feet, the sporting paper still ¢lutched in
his hand and the ¢igarette still between his teeth.

e was dumbfounded! (2es Chapter 20) =|

—

“is record speaks for him, Mr, Railton. Not to mention
the fact that, of my own knowledeze, T know him to be & liar
and a pretender.”

“1 ecannot azree with vou.”

1 am aware of that,” said Colonel Lynden drily.  * You
have already told me 80 more than once, Railton. Dub I
vepeat to vou, as I shall vepeat befove the governing board,
that T have recognised that boy, that 1 know him perfectly
well, and vet he denies having ever boen in my presence.
That I cannot recall where and when T have seen him is
beside the point. The fact remains that he is quite well
known to me, vel ke denies all knowledge of me.”

“Tt i3 odd,” =il the Head, “but 1 can only conclude that
you have heen deceived by a chance resemblance, sir”

“Impossible ! He has denied what T know to bo the truth,
and that convinees me, if I needed it, that his reform 15 a
pretence and a sham. I should not be doing my duty to the
school of which T am n governor if I spared any cllorts to
have that bay excluded from 5t Jim's."

“You will do what vou consider your duiy, Colonel
Lyndon. 1 shall do mine, which is to mive that unfortunato
bov every support in my power,” said the Iead. * The
decision vests with the governors. I need hardly add that
if the decision 15 against my view I shall resign my position
13 headmaster of this school.”

“r. Holmes!” The colonel tugged at his white monstache,
U That, at all events, is unnecessary.’’

“nless I possess the confidence of the governing boavd,

Next Wednesday's Number of the ' Gem" will be the usual price,
id., and will contain a Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitled:

= i

calonel, T am out of place here,” said the Iead quictly,
“If my protection of that unhappy lad is condemned by the
soverning body, I shall have no alternative but to resign.
DBut T shall do my best for him.'

doand I for St Jim's.” said Colonel Lyndon,

—_———.

CHAPTER 16.

Playing the Game.

TﬂLHD'l"H face lighted up as Tom Merry & Co. camoa
back to the cvicket-ground. Their looks showed that
the oxpected trouble had not fallen upon them.

“ AN serene®” asked Talbot eagerly.

“Richt as vain,"” said Tom Merry, “ The chopper didn't
come down, after all. We can get on with the ericket.”

“That . old johmny is wathah a bwick,"” rvemarked Arthur
Augustus D'Arey thoughtfully. * He asked the Head to let
us off, for some weason, Pewwaps he isn't as black as he's
painted, vou know."

Talbot’s face set hard. The mere mention of the colonel
wis enoueh to bring that hard look on his face. Tom Merry
wondered again, as he had wondered before, what was tho
mysterious connection between his chum and Crooke's uncle.
The colonel had declared that he knew Talbot, and Talbot
had denied it; all the school kuew that, Yet there was some
connection, for Talbot's foelings had been bitter towards
Colonel Lyndon even before he had seen him.
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Tom remembered what Talbot had said once—that but for
Colonel Lyndon he might never have been what he was,
might never have been the “ Toff,” the associate of eriminals
and cracksmen. Yet they bad never met.

It was strange and perplexing enough, but Tom Merry
never thought of doubting Ei:-; chum. He would have doubted
himself saoner.

“IIe 18 a vewy queeah old fsh,” Arthur Augustus con-
cluded.  “Let's wet on with the ewicket. The Gwammah
boundahs are wartin'.”

The Grammarians had waited patiently. But now Tom
Merry tossed with Gordon ‘Gay, and the mateh began,
St. Jim’s batting first. The innings opencd for St, Jim's
with Talbot and Figgins at the wickots.

" T}:.;min Merry gave his chum an anxious glance as he went an
a bat,

With so much in suspense, with all his future depending
on the events of that afternocon, it was surprising that Talbot
of the Shell should be in his usual form for cricket, and that
he could put his mind into the matech. Vet ho showed no
change—he was cool, keen, and alert as ever.

In the old days, the Toff's nerves had been of iron, and kis
nerve was not failing him now. "It was perhaps his last
mmtch on Little Side at 8t. Jim’s. That was only too
possible, But if it was to be the last time that he played for
Tom Merry's eleven, Talbot was determined that his side
should have no fault to find with him.

And the first over showed that he was in all his old form,
Never had he wielded the willow with such deadly skill. Even
Gordon Gay's bowling failed to touch him. The Gram-
marian skipper sent down the best he knew, and Talbot
knocked it to the wide.

There were loud chears for Talhot when the over gave him
12. It was a good beginning for St. Jim's,

Round the ground the crowd of St. Jim's fellows was thick-
enmg. It was as much for Talbot as for the match that the
fellows came there. The sword of Damocles was over the
handsome junior’s head, and the fellows marvelled to see him
playing up as if black earc and he were stringers.

Arthur Augustus clapped every hit with great enthusiasm.
But the swell of Bt. Jim's ceased to clap ns & pew fizure
arrived at the pavilion.” It was that of Miss Marie, Talbot's
girl chum. She had come down to sce the mateh, n bright
smile npon her sweet face. Arthur Augustus rushed to place
a chair for her, and Marie thanked him smilingly, It was
easy to sec that the girl did not vet know of the shadow that
hung over her chum. Talbot had not teld her,

“Awlly pood of yon to come down to the mateh, deah
gal,™ saig Arthur Augustus, T hope vou are goin® to seo
me make a centuwy.”

“I hope so0,” assented Miss Mario,

“That is 1f Talbot gives me a chanece," added D'Arey. “ At
wesent it looks as if he will do most of the battin® wequired.
{e 18 1n gweat form."”

Miss Maric looked at Talbot. Tle was batline aenin, this
time to Frank Monk's bowling. He was hitting great hits,
and the 8t. Jun's crowd roared approval,

“"Wippin' ewicketah,” said Arthur Augustus.

“¥Yos, isn't he?"" paid Mies Marie.

“And we're jollay well roin’ to see him thwough,! said the
swell of 8t. Jim's, “ Bai Jove, pway excuse me—there's my
governah. ™

A hig ear had appeared on the distant drive, and Arthur
Augustus recognised the family motor-car. Lord Eastwood
saf in the car, and Arthur Avgustus rushed away dutifully to
rrect his *governah.” He dashed up, hat in hand, as his
ordship stepped from the car outside the ITead’s house.

“Awf'ly glad to seo you heah, patah,"” sald Auecustus, as
the carl shook hands with him. *It's quite a welief, you
know. I've been tellin' the fellows how you arve goin' to buck
up old Talbot,”

Lord Enstwood smiled.

“Certainly 1 am going to do that, Arthur, to the bhest of
my abilitr,” he emid. "1 have not forgotten that Talbot
saved Wally's life.”

“There's hardly o fellah in the House he hasn't done a
good turn to, father,” smid Arthur Augustus. “1t's simply
disgustin® the way Colonel Lyndon i3 down on him. Of
course, he doesn't know him. But I've told all the chaps
that you are goin’ to fwustwate his knavish twicks.”

“You should not have spoken of Colanel Lyndon like that,
The colonel is a gollant oflicer, and a distinguished soldier,™

“¥ans, I know; but he has no wight to be down on eld
Talbot.  We're all stickin' up for him, vou knew. He's
battin' now."

“Indeed !

“¥aas, wathuh—battin’ away like Gwace at hizs vowy hest.
He isn’t wowwvin® about the blessed governahs—ahem! T

mean——""

" You had better go back to the ericket, Arthur.”?
THe GeEM Liprary.—No. 393,
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“¥aas, dad.”

Arthur Augustus went back to the cricket. Another and
another car arrived, and several earriages, and thon a trap
from the station, The governing board were gathering for
the mesting.  Arthur Angustus kept one eye on tho cricket-
ground, and the other upon the arriving great personages.
He pointed them out for the henefit of Miss Marie—without
at first much interesting the girl, who was watching Talbot
at the wickets.. Talbot was still batting, Blake having joined
him now—Figging being eut to a smart catch by Gordon Gay.

“What is 1t—a meeting of the governors?” Miss Marle
asked at last.

" Yans, wathah.! Hasn't Talbot told you ?"

Miss Marie opened her eyes,

CTalbot! No. It has nothing to do with Talbot, surely?

“Bai Jove !

Arthur Augustus, realising that Marie was in ignorance of
what was impending, wished that he had not spoken. But it
was too late. The smile had faded from the girl's face, and
she looked anxious. Happy as Marie Rivers was nt St. Jim's,
she had never quite lost a lurking fear that some shadow from
the old life might yet fall upon her and her chum—from that
darke life when she and the Toff had been pals, and which
secemed now like a strange and evil dream to her. Always
that seeret fear lurked in the mind of the daughter of the
" Professor.””

“Is anything the matter 7" she asked quickly,

" The—the mattah !"” stammered Arthur Augustus,

“"Yes. What is it 7"

“Bai Jove! L-look at the ewicket !’ said D' Arcy. “ That's
a 4. How old Talbot is hittin' out, isn’t he?”

“'1s Talbot in trouble "

“Twouble !

"“Will you not tell me?"

"“Ahem ! I—I supposed you knew—all the schaal knows,™
stammered I Arcy, "I am sowwy I mentioned it——"

“1 am glad you mentioned it.  If Talbot is in trouble, T
ought to know. You know he was my friend before I ecame
here. Tell me what has happened,”

“It's Cwooke's uncle,” said Arthur Augustus reluctantly,
“Colonel Lyndon, you knew., He was in Mr, Wailton's
wegiment, and he came home with Wailton fwom the war.
Cwooke has been tellin’ him things about Talbot, and he is
n governah of the school, and he's insisted on a meetin’, to—
to—to——"*

"“He is against Talbot 7'

(L3 ?EEE‘!‘J

“Only beeause of what Crocke has told him #*

"“"N-no! He—heo saw Talbot the day he came heali with
Wailton, and snid that he wecognised him. He was certain
he had met him befoah, and Talbot denied it, Of course, we
all believe old Talbot. Colonel Lyndon was makin® a sillay
mistake. But he makes out that Talbot was lyin'—the sillay
mES,

Marie elasped her hands.

“ And Talbot did not explain ¥’

“You gee, he couldn't. The colonel must have seen some-
body like lnm, and fancies that it was Talbot.”

" ¥ed, yea ™

“But he thinks that Talbot must have come befoah him
whon he was a magistwate, vou know.” IDArey colouped.
“Befoah Talbet eame heah, of ecoursc—in those wotten old
times, you know, when he knew Hookay Walkah, Mo thinks
Talbot's got some motive for denvin® it—the duffah !—as if
cld Talbot wouldn't tell the twuth, ™

“But Talbot eould have explained——
broeath,  * Did he say nothing "7

“ Nothin'—only that he had nevah met Colonel Tyndon.”

The girl was stlent, but her face was pale now. The shadeow
she had feared, had fallen., The Toff, who had escaped so
many troubles and perils—was he to escape this one? Was his
pride to stand in his way—Lthat was the quoestion the girl was
neking hersell,  But Arthur Augustus did not know what was
passing in her mind. Miss Marie did not speak again—and
she was Llind to the ericket, and to the big score that Talbot
was piling up for 8t. Jim'’s. The sunshine of that summer's
afternoon had been blotted out for her, .

Tom Merry was at the wickets now with Talbaot, Wiclkets
woere falling, but Talbot's was still secure. There were 40
ring now to his eredit, out of a total of 60. So far as ap-
pearances went, he was good for his contury,

Tom Merry was not in his usual form. e was troubling
for his chum more than T{.‘H“"{ tronbiled for himseli. Hn
kncw that all the governors had arrived now—that in the
governors' room the meeting had begun,  In that stately
apartment the board was i session, The colonel was there, to
epeak in Talbot’s condemnution—ihe HMead was there, to
defend him, How would it end? How was it going?

Tom eould nol help thinking of it, and several times the
green cricket-field was a blur before his eyes,

¥

Marie eaught her
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What if the colonel, grim and determined and unpitying,
carried the dav?  What if Talbat of the Shell was contlemned
to go forth, an outeast, from the school that had become his
homo—from the chums to whom he had become so dear.
After all his stenggles, was this new and unexpected blow to
sirike him down?

Tom Moerry's heart was full of passionate anger as he
thought of it. It was so undeserved—so cruelly unjust.  In-
stead of the cricket-field, he seemed to seo the great room, the
white and bald heads gathered round the table—the tall, thin
form of the colonel towering, He seemed to hear the hadl
tones, rapping out the words that were to be Talbot's
doom-

C'ragh !

:‘Hnw’ﬂ that 7' ealled out Frank Monk, from the other end.

"Out 1"

Tom Merry went back to the pavilion. He had taken 4
runs—that was his total for the innings. He could not help
it Ho conld not have played o good game that afternoon to
snve s life,

“Hard cheese, deah boy ™ saul Arthur Augustus sympathe-
tically., * Howeval, T am goin' to get a centuwy if 1 can”

And the swell of %t. Jim's went on to take Tom Merry's
place. Tulbot was still batting in great form, and Tom looked
at him in wonder. He had lost his wicket through thinking
of his ¢hum: but Talbot was not thinking of himself.

Nid he not care? Tom Merry knew how much he cared.

“(Oh, it's a shamo—a rotten shame!” Tom Merry mitterod
yneonsciously aloud,

“You are thinking of Talbot?”

It was Miss Marie's voice at his side, and Tom looked round
with o start, and coloured, and raised his cap.

“Vou know?' he asked confusedly,

The gir]l nodded.
“Yes You think it will be serioua for the Tofi—I mean,

Talbot?” Her eyes dwelt anxiously on Tom's troubled face.

“1 don't know. 1 hope not. The Head is for Talbot, and
D'Arey's pater; but the rest—I don’t know. If they agree
with Colonel Lyndon——" Tom Merry clenched hiz hands,
“Oh, if o fellow only knew what was going on there now 7

His eyes turned towards the School House.

What was going on in the povernors’ room? Had thoy
reached any decision yet? And what decision?

Tom’s heart was throbbing, If he only knew!
would know soon enough !

“ Bravo, Talbot!™

The shouts were vinging round the cricket-fheld apain. It
was @ boundary-hit, and 4 more for Bt Jim's. Tualbot was
plaving the gume of his life.

“Will he bo ealled before the governors?™ asked Marie,

“1 think so."

“1 must speak to him before he goes—I must tell him—
&ho checked herself. Do you know why Colonel Lyndon
is his enemy "

“ Only beeause of Talbot’s past; and he thinks that Talbot
lied to him—some silly idea that he recognised Talbot—that
he'd known him beforo somewhere——"

“I1e had never met him," said Marie,

Tomes cyes sleamed,

“Ah' Yo know that, Miss Marie?™

4T know it Dut T know, too, why Colonel Lyndon believes
ihat he has seen him. 1 eould explain—Talbot could explain,
Why dees he nott”

“Talbot could explain?®

“He conll, But I understand: it is hig pride that will net
ot Lim. e will ask no favours from Colonel Lyndon.”

Tom prossed his hand to his brow, It was burmng.

wT_1 ecan't understand this!" he said. *“ Talbot knows
something of Colonel Lyndon—he's said so—yet they have
nevor met.® 1 he could explain how the colonel came to make
this mistake, that would almost settle the matter, If he ean,
why doesn’t hei”

“That is Talbot's seeret, not mine,” said Marie guictly.
“ Put-—bue if I ecould speak to him hefore hee caes  to the
governors’ room, 1I—I might induee him—"

Tom Merry's face hishted up.

w1 understand, 'l muke him gee you—TI'll see to that!
Make him tell anything he knows that would elear this up.
If it were proved that the colonel is mistaken, that Talbot
tald him the truth the other dax, that might seo lim clear,
I ean't understand why he should be silent if he can do that,
Heo -must speak !

“1 will do my best.™

They watehed the ervicket in silence after {hal.  As yet
tho summons had net come for Talbot, The meeting was
Lo, Last man was in for the 2t Jim's side—Arthur
Angustuz had not stayed in te make a ecentury, after all.
Morries was lust man in, and he was receiving ithe bowling
from Gordon Gagy,

But he

1%
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Kildare of the Sisth appeared in sight from the School
House. He was coming towards the ericket-ground.

S Kildare ! muttered Tom Merry,  “ Taibot’s
Kildure's coming for him!”

The captain of St Jim's came wp to the pavilion. Ha
hositated as he saw that Tolhot was standing at his wicket,

“albot's wanted [T he sadd.

ST eall him off,” said Tom Merry,

Chrash |-

Herries's wicket was down @ there was no nead to call Talbob
off now. St Jim's were all down for 100—amd of that 100,
60 were Talbot's. Talbat of the Shell had been frst in, and
linished not out!

Kildare signed to him as he eame off the pitch,

“You're wanted,” he sanl,

The batsman wos Busbied, amd breathing o little havd ; but
he did not seem tired,  TTe nodded gquictly.

“Shall T chanege?” he geked.

“No; they're waiting for you. Come as you are.”

“Very well.”

Talbot threw on his blizer,
=t Jim’s,

A soft hand was laid on lis arm as he quitted the erickets
pround,

“Stop " said Mavie Rivers

wanted.

and [ullowed the captain of

——— R,

CHAPTER 17.
Before the Governors,
ARIE RIVERS had burried from the pavilion. She
M wished to speak to Talbot, but not in the hearing
of tho crowd of ericketers.

Tulbot stopped as her light touch was laid on his arm,

Tho girl's face was pale and agitated.

Kildare looked at her curiously, He wondered what the
Little Sister of the Poor could have to say to Tulbot of the
Shell that moved her so deeply.

“Yeos, Marie?'? said Talbot quietly,

“1 must speak to yvou, Toff.”

“Tha Head has sent for mie, dear.™

“Tt is a meeting of the governors, Miss Marie,” =aid
Kildare. *“They are waiting to gee Talbot. ™

“Yea, yes! But one moment! ¥You can pive me ona
minute,” said Marie hurriedly. “ It may make all the diifer-
onee when Talbot i before the governors!™

Kildare hesitated, wondering all the more. But he nodded,
and stepped baek. A minute more or less would not make
much difference, thourh he had been asked to bring Talbot
to tho governors’ room ab onee,

“Toff,” whispered Marie, “TI know it all now; you did
not tell moe— "

ST was viseless to worry you, Marie.”

“ You should have told me. But new you are going hefore
the governors, Your future is at stuke now.”

Talbot nodded.

“ 1 know the mistake that Colonel Lyndon has made.
Merry told me. Toff, you can explain it if you choose.”

Tulbot was silent,

“T could explain it,” resumed Marie. * But what you have
tald mo is your secret, and not mine, Toffl. Buar you will
explain? If Colonel Lyndon knew the truth, surely his heart
would goften towards you,”

Talbot's Tace hardened.

“T do not want any kindness from him,” he suid. “T ask
nething at his hands. Lot him do his worsl. 1 have my rights
hore, which 1 shall defend us well as I can. But 1 will ask
nothing of him,"

W Rae—bul vou enuld explain; and if he knew——-

Talbot gave a bilter smile.

“You are wrong, Marvie,

Tom

If he knew all there 18 to know
i owould not soften his heart, as you suppose, It would mako
him more deteemined, il possible, to mjure me. He hated
my father, snd e would feel the same towards me if he
knew that I was my father’s son.™

“ PBut—hut the ties of blood—

oes-the man Jook as if he feels such ties strongly 77" said
Talbot: and bis lip curled. “ Besides, if it were my life that
wora at stake I would not utter one word that would seem
like making a claim upon him. IYd the ties of blood appeal
ta him when he might have saved my Tather {rom—yon
know what? If T am dviven from the school, ot it be so,
Botter that than making an appeal to him!l”

» But—Dbut—"

“ And it would be useless, Marie, e is hand az iron,
1 T made such an appeal he might not believe it; ho might
repard it as a falseliood to mave his pity.”  Talbot flushed
seavlet,  “His pity!  Would you lhave me ask for that?
Better disgrace, or death iself 1”7
Ty Guum Lisnany.—No. 383,
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Tho girl sichied desply,

I must o, Marie,” said Talbat, his voice Lecoming pontle
again., * Believe me, my dear, I am vight in this, Aod what-
ever comes, 1 shall bave the conrage to foee i, Afterwards
I will gee vou; 1 will tell you what has passed.”

- Kildare made a gesture, and Talbot followed him.

DMarie, with a clonded faee and dimmed eros, moved away
alowly towards the Head's garden, to wait for Talbot—to
wait till tiie ordeal should be over,

Talbot, with a firm step, followed tho paptain of 3t Jim's
into the Hchool House, From the ericket-ground many eves
wabtched him vntil he disappeared. Kildare led the way
without a word to the governors’ room,’

Outsido the old caken door, carved by hands that had bheon
dust for hundreds of years, Mr., Railton was waiting, Liis
face was clouded.

- “One word before vou pgo -in, Talbot," said the Seliaol
House master. " DMy boy, whatever happens, remember Lhiat
you have-not lost the Head's confidencs or mine. "

“Thauk you, sir!"

“It has oceurred to me that vou may be able to expluin
the mistake Colonel Lyuwdon lis made—for that it is o
migstalke I am convinced.”
© YTt 18 o mistake,” said Talbot,

“You are sure that he has never seen vou before he saw
vou here at 5t Jim'a?"”

“COunite sura " .

“Then it must be someone closely resombling voo that he
has seen, which gives him this strange nnpression?”

“Clertainly "

“But if he has seen such a person elosely resembling vou,
Talbal, surely that person must he a relation of yours, and
you must know somoething of him.  IF vou could say as much
that would be an adequate explanation.”

Talbot was silent,

“Search vour mind, Talbot, and if you ean make any
explanalion of the limd, rvemcember that it mav save the
gituation for you.”

Mr. Railton opened the door and led Talbot into the room,

The Toff eulered with a firm step.

The old osk-panelled room, lighted dimly through the
ancient stained windows, was very guiet. At the table eight
or aijue old gentlamen were seated with the Head of St Jim's.

here was a glimmering of bald heads and white moustaches,
HEvory face was grave—pgravest of all was that of Colonel
Lyndon of the Loamshire Regiment.

Every eye was turned upon Talbot., Lord Tastwood esave
him a kindly glance and a slight nod of recognition. Those
of the governors who had never seen him before glanced ut
him curiously, serutinisingly.

The boy ecould not fail to make a favourable impression
upon such as were not already prejudiced ngainst him,

Handsome and sturdy, hie well-built figure showing o
advantage in his ericketing garb, the flush of healthy exereise
in his cheeks, Talbot of the Shell made an attractive picturs
in the dusky old room. He came like a breath of the fresh
gir and the sunlight from without.

"“This 15 the boy?" asked one of the governors, peering
at the Shell fellow over his goldaimmed pineer-nes,

**This 1s Talbot, Sir William,” replied Mr, Railton.

And with an encouraging look at the junior the Honse-
master retired,

Talbot stood silent, facing the governing hoard. Tt was
the first time he had seen that august body in session. Such
an experience seldom fell to a junior of the school.

His manner was quiet and respectful, but he was not pwed,
His conscience was elear, and his courage was high. The
Toff had been through too many dangers and vicissitudes to
tremble at any ordeal now.

Colonel Lyndon was looking at him with eyes of steol,
perhaps expecting to see confusion or fear in his face. He
saw only calmness and constancy.

Dr. Holmes eleared his throat. The kind old face of the
doctor showed how distressed he felt.

“Talbot, Bir William Lacy wishss to ask you some ques-
fions." L

“Yes, sir,” said Talbot.

Sir William, the chairman of the governors, prered at him.
Colonel Lyndon had succeeded in impressing liis views upon
the chairman, yet the old gentleman could not help feeling
a kindly sentiment towards the handsome voung ericketer
ﬂ'_h:} stood crect and fearless, and yot o respeetfully, before

im,

“Ha! Hem "' began Sir William,  * This is—aliem '—not
exactly the kind of boy I had been expocting to see, Dr
Holmes, But appearances are sometiines decoptive—liem !
Talbot—I must call you Talbot, though it appears that it is
nol your name s

“1t 16 my name, sie !
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“Butb not your surname, as I understand.™

“ Mo, sip,*

“It appears thal you have soma ghijection o vour surnamo
becoming linown,"

et o T

“What are vour reasons?"

Tulbot's hp trembled.

“My father's name has been disgracad, There is no
reason why I should bear it. T have already explained that
to Colonel Lyndon.”

“But why shoonld you not state what your name is—at
least to Dr. Holmes, who has always been vour friend and
protector. 1 undesstand from your headmaster that you
have told him nothing upon thiz point.”

“I have asked Talbot nething upon that point, Bir
Wililam,” said the Heml quickls.

“late so, quite so. Pat let the boy answer my question,
Doubtless, my lad, you have a real objection to boaring a
stained name. But there appears to me no reason why you
cannot state here what vour name actually is."

Talbot did not reply, b

“Come, come!™ sanl Bir Willilam, a liftle testily. “This
secretiveness tells pgainst you, my boy.  If vou definitely
refitse to let vour troe name be knowin, what can we eoneluds
bul rhat you have some unworthy motive for concealing it *"

::M}' motive is not unworthy,"” said Talbot, flushing

‘But xou have o motive "

“Yes, sir."

“Yery woll, What is it?"

Talhot was silent.

There was a pause, and some of the governors exchangod
glances. Even Lol Fastwowd looked VEI'Y grave.

) CAm I to understand,” Sir William rumbled at last,
that you refuse to tell the board of governor: your real
name, hoy?" i

*“1 do, noj desire to tell anyone, sir,”

Y Dr. Holnies, perbaps you will point out to Talbot that
he 15 prejudicing his easo prejudicing it very scriously "
stiapped Sie Willian.

U Talbot,” said the Head gontly, * please answer Sir Wil
liam's question,  Burely there is no reason why yvou should
not de go." H g

“You have nothing to fear from frankness, Talbot,” added
Lord Eastwood,

“1 know 1 have notlune to fear, sir.
to keep silent if T chouvse.” Talbot’s voice was clear and
steady, *Dre. Holmes never asked me that, He accepted
me heee in the name of Talbot, which is my nume, and was
my futher’s name, though not the surname, What name I
hore before 1 came here does not eoncern anvone but myself,
If 1 have done wrong since the governors pave mo my
scholarship, that scholarship can be taken away., If my
presence in the school is unwelcome, the governors can send
me away from St. Jim's, If you believe that T have lied ta
Colonel Lyndon, as Colonel Lyndon believes, you must con-
demn me. DBut my father's name is a matter that concerna
only myself, and I have a right on that subject to say
nothing."”

“You mean,” rapped out the chairman, *that vou will
not answer my guestion ¥

“I mean that I have good reason for not doing so, sir.”

“Will you do so—yves or no?"

““WNo, air!™

Talbot's tone was respeetful, bul it was final,
was another long, long pausé,

But T have a right

And there

———

CHAPTER 18.
The Decision.

R. HOLMES'S agitated cough broke the silence, The
Head was distressed. Sir William Lacy hemmed a
little savagely. Talbot's silence, which he regarded

s sheer obstinacy, if not worse, had an irritating effect upon
him. Colonel Lyndon's bronzed faee set more grimly than
evar,

Talbot could see that he had made a bad impression upon
the whole body.  Even Lord Fastwood losked dubious now,
though he had come there cspecially to act in Talbot's
favour. What did the boy's strange silence mean? the
earl was asking himself. The question that had been put to
him was not put eut of mere curiosity. The governars of
the school had a right to know the name of the boy whase
fate they were deciding. TFyen if it was not a material
matter, why should the boy not answer? What motive
could he have for conccalment, unless it was an unworthy
one

Talbor realised how moch he had injured his eause, but
he did not falter. He wuited, strong and ealm.
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Colonel Lyndon threw open the door of his car and sprahg our,
less form. The bright rays streamed upon a pale and handsome face, and the colonel set his teeth,

“'The lamp—quick !”. He bent over the motion- |
“Talbot."

he murmured, (Sce Chapter 24.)

“Well, well,” said Sir William at last, "' the boy refuses to
answer. Apparently he does not know that obedience and
respect are due to the governing body cof the echool, We

will pass on. I have other questions to put to you, Talbet,
which perhaps you may sce fit to suswer.”
“I will do my best, sir,” smid Talbot. colouring again

With Sir William,

under the ironical tone of the chairman,
at least, his cause was already lost,

“ Clolonel Lyndon informs me that he recognised you the
first time he saw you at this school—that you are perfectly
well known to him. He must, therefore, have seen you at
& time when you were a member of—ahem '—the craminal
clusses,”

Talbot wineed.

“As Colonel Lyndon cannof recali the precise time and
place of the meeting, he concludes that you must have come
before him when he was a magistrate, before the war,”
resumed’ Sir William. " But that von arc perfectly well
knowin to him he is assured. Is it not so, Colonel Lyndon ?"

 Absolutely assured " said the colonel drily.

“It appears that you have denied ever having come into
contact with Colonel Lyndon. 1 need not tell you that the
board places absolute reliance upon Colonel Lyndon's state-
moent. It rests with you, therefore, to explain the circum-
stance, When did you first see Clolonel Lymlom "

Next Wednesday's Number of the ''Gem” will be the usual price,

id., and will contain a Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitled:

“ Last week, sir—the day he came with Mr. Railton,'
“You state that you have never seen him before?”
“Never, sirl”

“You realise that your statement is in dircct conflict
with that of my colleague on the board ?”

ik -}_rE.E’_ Eir‘F!

“Have you any explanation to offer?”

“Ouly that Colonel Lyndon has made a mistake, sir."t

“Huh'” came from the colonel.

“('olonel Lyndon is quite positive that he has not made &
mistake. What kind of mistake do you suggest has been
male ¥’

“ Tt ig a cace of resemblance, sir.”

: “You speak positively, as ii you knew thut to be the
act.”

T certainly believe it to be the fact, sir.”

“I'm! Have you a hrother?"”

‘“ No, sir.”

(0 a relative whe closey resembles you 7

“Not that 1 am aware of.”

“You would imply then that some stranger, unconnected
wiltll you, resembles you so closely as to have deceived
Colonel Lyndon?"”

1 do not mean that at all.”

4 Then what do you mean?” asked Sir William testily.
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Talbot. paused before replying.  For the first time ‘he

seemed to falter & little unacr the gaze of so many searching
eyes, ;
3“1 have nothing more to say, sir,”" he rcflmd at last.
“Colonel Lyndon certainly neier met me before he came
home with g{r. Railton, at is all I can say. I think he
has been deceived by a resemblance —that is, indeed, the only
way of accounting for his mistake.”

“H'm, i'm!" was Sir William’s comment. “ Dr. Holmes,
I have finished with this boy. His answers are most un-
satisfactory.” _

Dr. Holmes made Talbot a gesture to retire.

No word was spoken till the big vak door had swung shut
after tho white-clad form of the young cricketer.

Then the chairman of the governors h'mmed agamn.

“]1 think there is little more to be said.” Sir William
glanced round at the grave faces of his colleagues. “ Gentle-
men, you have heard what Colonel Lyndon has told us, and
you have heard that boy’s replies, I think there is only one
conclusion to be drawn.”

There was a murmur of assent, _

Lord Eastwood seemed about to speak, but he remained
silent, He had expected full frankness from the unfortunate
boy he had come there to defend. DBut what could he say,
when Talbot refused to speak in his own defence?

Dr. Holmes (ook off his glasses and polished them, and
replaced them on his nose. The good old gentleman was

reatly agitated. It was a crisis for him, as well as for

albot.

“De. Holmes has been deceived by this boy,” resumed
Sir William. “In the kindness of his heart, he has been
imposed upon. That the boy acted very gallantly in the
troop-train incident, I frecly grant; and it must be admitred
that by his courago he earned the pardon that was bestowed
upon Eim for his carlier offences. At Dr. Holmes’s recom-
mendation, supported by Lord Eastwood, a founder’'s
acholarship was conferved on the boy, and he was admitted
to this school. It was a very scrious step to take--very
sorious indeed. DBut tho board has been accustomed to
placing implicit reliance upon Dr. Holmes's judgment.”

“With pood reason,” remarked one of the governors.

“With cxcellent reason!” said Sir William. “I take it
that no member of the board fecls the slightest failure of
confidenco in the gentleman who was selected unanimously
to fill the important post of headmaster of this school. Weo
all make mistakes. Dr. Holmes will allow me to say that
the admission of this boy to 3t. fim's was a mistake-~tho
mistake of a too kind and generous nature.”

A murmur of approval followed. :

The governors felt that the situation was delicate. To
dismiss Talbot from tho school, without implying censure
upon tha headmaster, was a little difficult. Sir William was
softoning the blow as much as he could.

“ It is agreed, however, that the boy must go "

There was a general nodding of bald heads. Lord East-
wood's head, however, did not nod. BSir William eyed him

gruuylly. . s

“ May I request your views, Lord Eastwood 2" he inquired.
“I prefer not to speak,” said Lord Eastwood. *The boy

has certainly failed to speak as I expected to hear him

speak. But I cannot forget that on a certain occasion he

risked his life to save that of my youngest son.”

“"That he is a courageous lad, with many good qualities,
appears well established,” said Sir William. ‘' Heaven for-
bid that he should be cast out into want, to be driven by
necessity into crtime! No one, [ believe, suggests such o
thing. Dut that his reform is not wholly sincere is quito
clear to me, since lio -refuses to answer perfectly reasonable
questions, and has undoubtedly spoken falsely in denying all
knowledge of Colonel Lyndon. Care must be taken of his
future, and he must be given every chance to redeem his

ast; but this school is no place for him. We have a very

eavy responsibility towards the other boys and their
parents. He must go.”

Anothor nodding of heads.

Dr. Holmes rose. _ .

“I am sure that Dr. ilolmes agrees with the board’:
added Sir William hastily.

Dr. Holmes shook his head.

“I do not agree,” he said; “ I cannot agree. My faith in
that boy is not to be shaken. He has proved his good faith
too well for thut. But it is not for me to oppose the wishes
of the board by which I was appointed to the Eﬂntlrnnatmshi P
of this school.”

”(smtn $0—quite so !
hoar
fidence—-'

“T thank wou. Sir William: but I cannot take it other-
wise,” said the Head steadily. “1I beg, therefore, to pluce
my resignation in the hands of the governing board.”
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CHAPTER 19.
The Last Match,

" ELL bowled, Wynn!"
W That slmut,} ringing from the cricket-ground,

greeted Talbot's cars as he came out of the School
House into the blaze of sunshine. :

In the governors' room he had forgotten the cricket-match,
but the cricket-match was going on. The Grammarians were
batting, and Tom Merry & Co. were in the field, a substitute
fielding in Talbot's place. Fatty Wynn was bowling now,
?ndda Grammarian wicket had just fallen to his deadly
rand.

Talbot strode away mechanically towards the cricket-
ground. Crooke was lounging idly by the door of the house,
and he gave him a sncering smile, but Talbot did not even
see him. He strode away, his brow clouded, his face very
grave.

That it was all over with him at St. Jim's seemed protty
clear., His appearance before the board of governors had
been the finish,

Colonel Lyndon had carried the day. .

From the battlefields of Flanders the grim old soldier had
come—to ruin Talbot of the Shell. Talbot, like the rest,
had locked forward keenly to Mr. Railton's homecoming,
Little had he dreamed of the misfortune it would bring to
him. With the returning Housemaster had come the colonel
of his regiment—the iron old soldier whose grim determina-
tion, taken upon his first meeting with Talbot, had now boen
carried out. That was what the Housemaster's homecoming
had meant to Talbot of the Shell—the darkening of his
future, the shattering of all his hopes.

Cricket was not much in his thoughts now, but he made
his way to the playing-fields. He was, after all, wanted
there. It was to be his last match -on the school ground, as
he had feared. He would do his best for his side, in spite of
the trouble that weighed like lead on his heart, Tom Merry
should remember him as having played the game to the last.

The glimmer of a white dress, a beckoning hand, drew his
glance towards the gate of the Head's garden, and ho
changed lhig direction. Miss Marie was waiting for him
there, anxious to know his fate, Ho reached the gate, and
the girl's eyes dwelt upon him in anxious inquiry,

“ What has happened, Toff 7"

Marie's voice was low and tremulous,

Talbot made a weary gesture,

“It's all over, Marie?"

:: You are to go?”

“They have said so0?"

“They have not told me so vet, but T could see it. I did
not answer their questions. I havee a right to be silent abont
my own affairs, I think,"” said Talbot, with a curl of the lip.
““What has my father's name to do with the matter "

““And you would not tell it?"

“1 would not,"

“‘ Because of Colonel Lyndon "'

Talbot nodded,

‘ Becauso of him."

Marie clasped her hands on the gate.

“Toff, if he knew-——""

“He will never know," said Talbot quietly--‘‘ never!
Don’t you see, my dear, he would take it as an appeal to his
compassion. He was my fatlier's enemy. But for.his hard
heart, I might never have known the rookery in Angel Alley
~—I might never have been called the prince of eracksmen.
My [ather'"—his voice trembled—'"might never have met
the fate that was his, I would not take his liand to save me
from death!” :

The girl sighed. She read the grim determination in
Tulbot's face. At that moment there was a strange likenoss
between the handsome young face and the grim, bronzed
face of Colonel Lyndon—a strange, fleeting fiknnﬂ'sﬁ. For
the moment. Telbot looked wvears older and harder, but his

brow cleared.
I can stand it. After all, this was

“Don’t worry, dear. ;
too good to laat, I had no right to expect it to last. I'vo

had a good tune nere, better than I ever deserved. I can
face the world again. I shall not go under. It's hard to
leave you, Marie—hard to leave the fellows. But it was

bound to come I supuose.
cricket.” .

“The ericket !" repeated Marie

Talbot smiled,

“They want me. T am going to lnish the match. I am

! . : )

not going to whine, Marie, becaun o 1 ve had a hard knock.
And that man shall not see me weaken.

“Tolf !"

ITe turned back. . _

“[ have seen him: T have studicd his face,” whis
girl,

Now I must get back to the

‘ 1 rod the
“He s hard; but hie 15 nov 50 hard as you think. Toff,
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He has & heart. After all, what you have alwaEE heard of
him came from one side enly. From him you have never
heard & word ; he might have a different story to tel -

“What I have heard of him, Marie, came from my fether.”

“T know—I know ! But he ‘was bitter, and perhaps he was
unjust; when men are bitter they are unjust without knowing
it. If the eolonel knew your name——"

“He will never know it !” §

Marie sighed, and did not speak again. Talbot, with a smile,
turned away, and strode to the cricket-ground. The Gram-
marian innings was at its finih. Gordon Gay and Wootton
MAjor Were iatting‘, and as Talbot arrived on the ground,
Wootton's wicket fell to a eutch from Figgins,

“ All down for 105, said Arthur Augustus D'Arey. " They
have b wuns on the innings, deah boys.” )

“You'll have to get that century in the second innings,
Gussy,” said Monty Lowther polemnly. *‘8t. Jim's relies on
you t”

“"Weally, Lowthah—— Hallo, heah’s Talbot !"

A crowd of eager fellows surrounded Talbot of the Shell
as he came up. It was diffierlt to read in his face what had
happened. HI; was quiet and calm.

“How has it gone, old chap 1" asked Tom Merry.

"What did they sav?”

“Is it the chopper 1”

“Talbot, old man, you know we're anxious.
giddy verdiet?"

“The board are consulting,” said Talbot. That he felt what
the result of the consultation would be, there was no need to
say. After nll, there was a chance yet—the shadow of a
chance, at least. I dare say they'll let us know later. How
are you fellows getting on 1"

“Thev're 5 uﬁeml on the innings,’" said Figgins. * Are
you going to bat in our second innings?”

“Certainly.”

“You feel fit, deah boy 7" said Arthur Augustus,

“"Why not ?"

Talbot evidently did not wish to talk about himself,. and
nothing more was eaid on the subject just then. The
cricketeras prepared for the second home innings, and when
it opened, Talbot went on to opea it as before, this time
having Tom Merry as his partoer, z

The St. Jim's fcllows watched hini in admiration mingled
with wonder,

The ordeal he had been through, and'the uncertainty before
him, might have tried any fellow’s nerves; but Talbot did not
seem to have turned a hair. So far as could be seen, his
thouphta were wholly in the game.

Certainly he was batting in great form.

Gordon Gay and the Woolttons, major and minor, tested
him with their deadliest bowling, and did not find him
waniing.

“ Bai Jove, he's made of iron, deah boys 1" Arthur Augustus
remarked, as he watched the sturdy figure crossing the pitch.
“1 should be feahfully wowwied, you know, if those cld
johnnies were debatin’ about me, And there 18 old Talbat
malin' 41"

“ Bravo, Talbot "

“Well run !”

“One thing ia jollay certain, ' continued Arthur Augustus,
“and that is, that we're not goin’ to allow old Talbet to he
turned out. If the governahs decide to send him away, the
Lowah School will make its voice he~rd. I shall pwotest I

“And the governors will be brought to their knees at
once,” remarked Lowther,

“"Weally, Lowthah 3

“Man in!"

Tom Merry's wicket was down, for 15 this time, The
captain of the Sheil was decidedly not at his best that after-
noon. Blake joined Talbot at the wickets, and the runs con-
tinued to pile up. _

From a window in the Schocl House, a bronzed face and a
pair of keen grey eyea looked towards the distant ericket-
ground. Colonel Lyndon's gaze was fixed on the green
expanse, the white ﬁyg'ures, the shouting erowd. Acrosz the
quad, thé name of Talbot was Dorne to his ears again and
again, amid cheers,

The colonel gnawed his lip.

He had succeeded in what he regarded as his duty. Talbot
was to go, antl he knew that the boy must have realised it.
Yot he could play ericket—could keép his wicket up, and
ake the running, as though no trouble impended.

Was it. only courage. the courage of a high and ngble
nature ? Whas it the hardihood and effrontery of the eriminal ?
Those questions had to be answered according to his opinion
of Talbat,

[His brow grew grimmer as he watched. In the coolness,
the eourage, and the self-possession of the persccuted junior,
(‘olonel Lyndon read defiance and reckless scorn.

What's the
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He turned away from the window, gnawing his lip. TIb
was the last time the outcast would shew defiance for nuthority
—the last time his name would ring amid cheers across the
pEa:.rm’f-ﬁalda of 8t. Jim's. The sun would not rise again
upon Talbot intthe old school, :

—_—

CHAPTER 20,
Fairly Caught!
ROOKE of the Shell came into the visitors’ room
hesitatingly.

His uncle wished to see him before he left; it was
natural enough, but the cad of the Shell shrank from the inter-
view, as he always shrank from his uncle. He had always a
lurking®fear that those keen, grey eyes would read to his
heart, read through his mean and despicable charactgr, But
for his expectations from his rich relative, and his father’s
commands, Gerald Crooke wcru{d never have endured these
interviews with the grim old soldier. But as it was, he had
no choiee in the matter, and he had to do his best to please
the cclonel. _

Colonel Lyndon's manner was not reassuring as his nephew
came in. Never had the brown ¢ld face locked so grim.

Crooke stole a look at him, fearing to meet hie eyes. He

qever liked catching those kecn eyes,

‘* I—I suppose it 1s*all right, uncle 7" he said,

“What do you refer to, Gerald 1"

““ About Talbot.”

Colonel Lyndon nodded.

“The governors have decided to send him away,” said-the
colonel.

Crooke's eves lighted up; it was worth while enduring the
old eolonel for a time, for this result. His enemy was down,
and Crooke had no compassion for a fellow who was dowm
He rejoiced. , o

“It's a jolly good thing for the schaool, uncle,”-he remarked.

“1f T had not believed it to be a good thing for the school,
I ehould not have acted in the matter,” said the colonel coldly,
“However, 1 do not wish to speak to you about Talbot, but
about yourself.” '

“ Yes, uncle,” eaid Crocke uneasily.

Y &it down, Gerald!”

The black sheep of the Shell sat down, with an inward
groan. This meant that he was'not to get off with a few
minutes. What on earth had the old duffer to say to him,
to Le so solemn about? 'That was Crooke’s thought. The
colonel was undoubtedly more solemn than usual. Perh
the scene in the governors' room had pot been without its
effect upon him; perhaps his success had left a bitter taste
in his mouth after all, .
" There was a short silence in the room, and Crooke wondered
uneasily what was coming. Had any of his little peccadilloes
resched the grim ears of the colonel? Could his uncle have
learned about the smoking and the cards, and go forth?  Had
somecbody sneaked? Crooke wae on tenterhooks. ;

But when the colonel broke silence at last, his voice was
unusually kind, and the junior started .as he heard it.

“Gernld, 1 am going to speak serionsly to you. I may not
have time to see you again before I return to France—my
leave is short. You know, of course;, that that means that
it is possible that T may never see you again.”

“I—I hepe not, uncle !” _

“You are my ncphew, Gerald—my only near relation, sp
far as I know, excepting vour mother. ou have not been
aware, perhaps, that T have always taken an affectionate
intercst in you, my sister’'s son, I am not a man of many
words, and perhaps ucthing of the kind.has occurred to youp
thoughts,”

“You—you have always been kind to me, pir,"’  stammered
Crooke, mstounded.  What this sudden tenderness could
possibly mean, he could not guess, Certainly he had never
suspeeted his grim old uncle of affectionate IEefinga before,

“Vou do not know, perhaps, that I am a disappointed man,
Gerald.” The colonel was speaking half to himself. *If my
temiper has been soured, it was not without reason., Your
nthFr is my sister, and for her sake I have wished to take
a pride in you. I had another esister, now dead, whom you
have nover seed. But you have heard something of her.”

“ I've heard my fatlier speak of her, sir,” said Crooke, lost
in-wonder., " Her husband was a rotter, and went to prison or
something, and disgraced all his connections. My fathier’s
told me never to speak of him or mention his-name. I don’t
kitow whether he's still Living.”

“ Neither do I,” said the colonel. *“If living, he iz probably
in a conviet prizon now. He was a seoundrel, and my younger
sister’s early death is upon his eonscience, if he has or had
a conscence.  And his son, my sister’'s son—whether that boy

ig alive or dead T do not know; but if living, he is doubtless
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p criminal like his father.” The colonel checked himself.
“Enough of that. Gerald, my experience has been a bitter
one, and it has hardened and soured my temper. But——"
He paused, and Crooke waited in ailence, with the colonel's
eyes upon his face. * Gerald, 3uch hopes as are left to me
are bound up in you. I3 it not worth while to try and be
worthy of an old man’s affection, and to give him cause for
pride in you?"

Crooke drew a deep’ breath. He understood now—the
colonel must have learned something about him.

It was a relief that his uncle was kind, instead of stern and
accusing, as Crooke would have expected. It might be pos-
gible to talk him round yet. That was the only thought in
Crooke’s mind. Any responsive throb to the grim old man's
kindness never came to his hard heart,

“I—I hope you haven't any fault to find with me, uncle,”
faltered Crooke,

" The colonel sighed,

““Naturally, T have asked your Housemaster and wour
Form-master about you, Gerald. They do net seem to have
a high opinion of you.”

*1 don't see why not, sir,” said Crooke boldly, I don't
know that I've done anything wrong."

“And, to judge by this afternvon’s sceme, your school-
fellows do not have much regard for you.”

“I've got my own friends,” said Crooke sullenly, *1It's
that fellow Talbot who's influenced the others against me.”

“Yes, yes, that is probable—a dangerous boy," said Colanel
Lyndon, with a nod. *“1It is very probable, But it does not
appear that you take part in the school games, Gerald. A
nephew of mine should not be a slacker.”

“I'm not a slacker, sir. I should .be in the House team
now, and playing cricket to-day, but——""'

“But what?"

“Talbot's got the place I ought to have. He can twist
Tom Merry round his finger, and Merry i3 cricket captain.”

“Then it is not by your own wish that you stand out of
the games?"

“Not at all, sir. I'm a keen cricketer. But ever since
Talbot's been at the school, I haven't had a chance. You'd
hardly believe the influence he has over the fellows—and
he's up against me, becauss I won't pal with him."

“Yon have been punished for smoking, Gerald."

Crooke bit his lip.

“A—a fellow gave me a cigarette one day, and my Form-
master happened to spot me trying it,"” he stammered.

“It was not only one occasion, from what I have learned.
(ierald. What you say of Talbot and his influence is doubt-
less quite correct, but it does not alter the fact that you ara
unpopular among the boys—a very fine set of lads, so far as

can sce—and that your masters have punished you for
vicious conduct. I do not wish to be hard on you. But I
expect that when I visit you again, there will be a change.”

“I'll do my best, uncle. When Talbot's gone—"

“Yes, yes. If you see your faults, and endeavonr to
correct them, that is all that 1 ask. Remember, Gerald, that
you will be a very rich man some day, and riches bring re-
sponsibilities. If a German bullet should reacl me out there,
you will have a large fortune when you come of age. I
should not like to think that my nephew would grow up inte
a vicious idler, with no thought but for pleasure.”

“0Oh, no, sir!" said Crooke, with an inward chuckle,
Crooke’s idea was that when he was rich, he would have
what he called a * good time " ; but it was evidently injudi-
cious to let his uncle become aware of that. _

! Remember what I have said, (ierald, and remember my
wishes,' said the colongl. *“You are a Lyndon on your
mother's side, and you should seek to be worthy of the blood
that flows in your veins, That is all, my boy!”

Tho colonel rose to his feet, his bronzed face grim again,
The boy had vaguelr disappointed him. Croolke shook hands
with his uncle, and quitted the room, leaving the colonel
staring from the window.

Crooke returned to his study, wondering.

“Blessed if I can make him out!” he muttered. A quect
old johnny, by gad! He's heard things about me—I suppose
I might havo expected that. And he's forgotten to tip me
—he might have squeozed out a fiver, at least. Tamily
affection instead of a tip—it comes cheaper!” Crooke sneered
savagely. “1 wish he'd go—and take his dashed sermons
with him!"

Crooke opened the table drawer, and took out a cigar-
ette, and lighted it with great satisaction. Then he threw
himself into the armechair, and opened a pink paper, and was
soon deeply immersed in the contents. It was a relief after
his interview with the colonel. :

“Blue Bird—three to one against!” murmured Crooke,
“Now, if T see Banks this evening, I'll certainly have a half-
sov. on Blue Bird at Newmarket. He's dead certain to romp
home, I should say."
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There was a knock at the door, and it opened.

“This 13 my nephew's study? ~Thank you;
Crerald—"" 1

Crocke leaped wildly to his feet.

Colonel Lyndon stood in the doorway.

Tha sporting paper was clutched in the junior's hand, the
cigarette still smoked between lLis teeth. - He was dumb-
founded.

Colonel Lyndon started as he saw him, and his face set
hard as iron. - He stepped into the study.

The cigarctte dropped to the floor.” Crooke threw the
l‘mﬂc paper under the table. But he knew that it was too
ate, His uncle had seen both.

“Unele,"” stammercd Crooke, in utter confusion, *I—I

didn't know. I—]—"
- “¥You did not expect me in vour study," aaid the colonel,
“I can gues: that. 1 forgot something I intended to give
you, and 1 came here—— I have a ten-pound note for you,
(rerald. It ia here.”

The colonel laid a crisp banknote on the table.

“Thank you, uncle. I—I The fact is—""

Crooke’s voice died away., What on earth could he say, he
wondered. . After that serious talk downstairs, the colonel
had found him with a cigarette in his mouth, a racing paper
in his hand. There was nothing he could say. Lies could

my boy,

-nob sorve him in that emergency,

“{rood-bye, Gerald!" The colonel's voice was calm, bul
hard as steel.  “Fortunately, T have been favoured by
chance. 1 am aware now of the frue character of my
nephew, Only ten minutes ago——"" He paused. “I lave
no right to lecture you, Gerald. T am only vour uncle, after
all, not your father. You owe me no duty. unless you choose
and evidently you do not choose. You will not be trouble
by any further sermous from me, Gerald.”

Colonel Lyndon stepped from the study.

Crooke made a step forward.

“Unele 1"

The door closed. The firm steps of the old soldier died
away down, the passage. . Crooke stood rooted to the foor.

“By gad!” he muttered at last. *“That's done it—that's
really done it!" His eyes fell on the banknote, and he picked
1t up, erisp and rustling in his fingers. * Well, there's the
tenner. The mater will talk him round—the mater can do
anything with him. Anyway, there's the tenner, and Tl
have two quid on Blue Bird!”

And Crooke lightod another cigarette,

CHAPTER 21.
The Heaviest Blow,

’ CENTUWY, bal Jove!”

H “Hundred up! Hurcah ™

“ Bravo, Talbot !

The Grammarian match was going strong. Leather-hunting
was the principal occupation of Gordon Gay & Co. Talbot,
at the wickets, had made his century for the second innings,

Tlie bowlers and the field had accounted for most of the
other wickets. But Talbot of the Shell was like a rock,

The crowd was simmering with enthusiasm. Talbot’s namsé
was shouted far and wide. Colonel Lyndon, the last of the
governors to leave after the meeting, heard the roar from the
cricket-ground as he departed. Talbot, under sentence, was
winning the mateh for his side.

If his nephew had been more like that boy—like that out-

cast| was the involuntary thought that rose in the old
soldier's mind. He sighed, and turned his back on the gates
of -Bt. Jim's. His work was dons there. He went with a

heoavy heart,

*Last man in!" was the word on Littls Side.

A fow minutes later, Talbot fell to Gordon Gay's bowling
—he had very nearly been not out again. But he had com-
pleted the 100 for his innings. The 8t. Jim's figure for the
innings was 140, It was Talbot’s game.

Tom Merry slapped him on the shoulder as he camo off,
}lulshﬂd and breathing hard, Hia batting had been wonder
ul.

“Bafe as louses for the mateh!” said Tom.  “Tt was
ripping, old chap!"
“Simply wippin'!" chortled Arthur Augustus D'Arey.

“And the Grammah boundahs won't have a beastly look-n,
you know. "

Gordon Gay & Co. felt the same about it. In their last
inntngs they fought lhard to a finish, but they were still
30 runas short when the end came. The shadows wers
lengthening on the old guadrangle when the last CGram-
marian wicket fell. 8t. Jim’s were winners by 30 runs.

There was a chorus of triumph among the Saints. Talbot
w:i.s tlie hero of the hour; he had won the mateh for hig
side ™
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Gorden (ray & Co. departed in their brake in the gathering
dusk, The match had been a long one, and the sun was
setting. School House and New House juniors were rejoic-
ing. But there were some clouded faces among them, Tom
Merry & Co. were thinking more of their chum than of the
victory over the Grammarians,

What had been the result of the governors” meeting ?

As yet it had not been made known.

It was noted and commented upon that Mr, Railton looked
unusually grave. Fellows who had had a glimpse of the Head
declared that he looked cut np. That wae not very promising
for Talbot,

The verdict must, of course, bo communicated to Talbot eére
long, but the Head seemed in no hurry to tell him the result.
Talbot knew what that meant, and his chanms guessed. Good
news would have been told at onee, The kind old man shrank
from dealing him the blow.

The Terrible Three were 1 their study with Talbot, when
Toby came to call the latter to Dr, Holmes's study, Tom
Merry's face was glum,

“Let's know as soon ag you can, old chap,” Lie =aid.

Talbot nedded, and followed the page.

Tom moved restlessly about the study. He could not keep
still. Lowther and Mavners sat gilent and morose.

An eveglass ghmmered in at the door, with Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy's distresaed face behind it

“Talbot's gone to the Head, deah boye!"

“1 know, ™ _
“I'm afwaid the choppah’s comin’ down.”  Arthur
Augustus seemed dangerously near to blubbering, “It's a

(R

wotten shame—a beastly shame ! _
“Rotlen!" said Tom Merry between hie teeth,

fellow breathing—the very best!™ |
“1f they want to turn bin out, Tom Mewwyr, somethin's

got to be done. My patah’s gone, without sayin' a word to
me.” D’Arey wrinkled his brows. 1 wondah what that
means? I'm suah be's dane his best for Talbot.™

“(olonel Lyndon's led the governors by the nose,” said
Manners bitterly. “"Hang him! What did he want to come
here with old Railton at all for? He spoiled everything from
start to finish.™

“T1t's aswhaek in the eye for the Head, too,” said Lowther.

“1'd wesign if 1 were the Head,” said Arthur Augustus.
“T wouldn’t stand it. They have noe wight to ovahwule him
like this.’>

Tam clenched his haids, _

“1t was all Crocke's fault at the beginmng.  1f
has to go, we'll make that cad sorry for himself 1™
“Yaas, wathah!” _
There was some eonsolation in the idea of ragging Crooke,
but not much. Talbot's going was a heavy blow. What would
the place be like without Talbot. The juniors waited with
heavy hearts for their chum to return to the study.  The

minutes scemed to drag.

Meanwhile, Talbot of the Shell was in the Head's etudy.
1{e found Dr. Holmes with a sombre brow,

But the Head's glance was very kind as it rested on the

Junior, ]
“T am afraid I have bad news for you, Talbol,” he said.

“T expected it, sir.” _ |

“The povernors have decided that it wonld be better for
vou to leave the school. I need not tell you that I do not
approve of their decigion.™

“Thank you, sir!”
“My fait

“The best

Talbot

in vou is nol shalen in the least,” sail the Head,
“1 hope, Talbot, that you will always ‘et me be your friend
and that you will not let me lose sight of you in the future.’

“1 should be very ungrateful if I eould forget your hind-
ness to me, sir,” eaid Talbot, “1T shall do everything you
wigh,"

“ As for vour future, that will be taken care of. You are
aware that it 18 in the power of the governors to cancel a
echolarship for good reason, and that step they have decidod
upon. But it has been decided, also, to make you full com-
pensation for its value,”

Talbot's lip curled shightly.

“T shall not accept 1t, sir. T cannot, I shal! leave St
Jim'a as I entered it. I cannot accept anything from thosc
who have treated me unjustiy,”

“You must think of your future, my boy."

“1 have health and strength, sir, and I ean work. I cannot
accept anything from the governors of the school,™

The Head sighed.

“You must have your way, Talbot. I have no right to
give you orders now., I am no longer your headmaster, I
am, indeed, no longer the headmaster of this school at all,”

Talbot started violently.

“Dr. Holmea! You have not——""

The Head emiled faintly. _

“Yea, I have reaignecf my posttion here, Talbot. The
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deciston of the governors left no other course -‘Trn to me, 1
alml'lai;c-nm,i:: juutil a new headmaster 18 appointed, that is all.”™

2 T

Talbot's handsome face was pale now. It was not only his
own ruin, then, but he had brought something lilke ruin upon
the kind old man who had befriended him. For he knew
how all. the Head’s thoughts and feelings were bound up with
the ald school., He knew only too well how that kind heart
would ache when it was torn from the familiar surroundings—
the grey old walls, the dusky old libravy, the familiar study
where 60 many vears of kindness and usefulness had been

assed. And it was upon hia account that the Head was to
ose it all.

It was true, as the doctor snid, that there was no other
course apen to him. He had his digpity to consider. In
disagreement with the governing body, he had no course
open but to resign, The governors' decislon was, in point of
fact, o condemnation of his action in befriending the outeast,
and, as the Head’s opinion remained fixed and unchangeable,
he could searcely continue in hia position,

“And—and it is for my sake!" exclaimed the boy, the
tears starting to his eyes. 1 have brought this upon you,
sir! If only I had never come to 8t. Jim's !”

“T am glad that vou came, Talbot,” said the Head
quictly, *“It has given you a chance in your life, which you
have taken, and for that, at least, T am glad, Will you beo
ready to leave the school to-morrow, my boy 7'

“To-night if necessary, sir.”

“To-morrow will be soon enough,” seid Dr. Holmes,
vour plang?”

“J have made none, so far, eir. 1 shall find something to
do. I am used to looking after myself,” added Talbot, "I
shall never forget your kindness, sir, 1 hope some day I may
be able to repay it,™

“¥ou can repay it, Talbot, by keeping to your good resolu-
tions, and leading o life worthy of you. But that, T am sure,
vou will do.”

“You may be quite sure of that, sir.’

“1 shall see you again, to-morrow, before vou leave,”

Talbot left the study, His steps were unsteady as he mado
his way back to the junior guarters. His face was pale, and
his eves were moist. His look struck the juniors as he camo
into Tom Merry’s study.

“Ti'e all up?” asked Tom, with a cateh in his voice.

Talbot nodded.

“All up with me,” he said.
nothing, It's worse than that,
if only—" He groaned aloud.
with me! The Head's resigned.”™

“The Head 17

“Bai Jove!”

“I'm the cause of it, of course,
to the school,” said Talbot miserably.
But what's the good of wishing now?
late !

“ And

L

“But I expected that. That’s
T could atand it for myself,
"I seem to bring bad luck

I wish I had never come
“I wish—I wieh——
It'e too late—too

CHAPTER 22.
Rough Justice.

" EAII is the wottah !” )

H Crooke of the Bhell looked startled and terrified,

A crowd of juniors had come into the common-room,
and they had found him.

The cad of the Shell hud reason to be scared. The look on
Tom Merry's face was quite enough to terrify him,

“Hande off !" he exclaimed, backing behind the table.
“1t's not my fault that Talbot’'s got to go! Hands off '

“You uttah cad "

“Collar him !”

‘““Rag the cad " o

“Hold on!" said Tom Merry, as the juniors closed round
the wretched Crooke. “ 'We've got to talk to the cad. Mind
he doesn't get away!”

Crooke stood panting, with the ring of juniors round him,
There was anger, scorn, contempt in every face.

Tom Moerry raised his hand.

“We know what you've done. Crooke. Your uncle has
made the governors come down on Talbot—for nothing, You
did it in the first place. I won't say anything about your
unele, but I'll tell you what I think of you, You planned
from the first to use his influence againet Talbot, and you

succeeded, ™
" —I "
“Talbot's

got to go. He's got to leave St. Jim's, You

fancy that vou'll be rid of him—a fellow you've alwaye dise
liked beenuse he's decent, and you're a crawling cad. Well,
you're going, too.”

"“What !" gasped Crooke,

“You're going, too!” repeated Tom Merry grimly. ‘“‘We
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You've got Talbot turned out.

“Dao

won't stand vou at St. Jim's,
We're going to turn you, out!”

“ You—you silly fathead, you can'’t!” yelled Crooke,
vou think the Head will listen to you?"

“We're not bothering about the Head,  You've got Talbet
senit away—a chap whoss boots you're not fit to blacken,
We're going lo muED St. Jim's too hot to hold you!”

Y ans, wathah!'

“We won't stand you any longer, ('rooke,” said Blake.
“ And you can take your choice—either you clear off yourself,
or you'll be mnade to go!”

Crooke sneercd.

“ And how will you make me go if I won't go?"

“We'll rag you till you're glad to go,” said Tom Merry.
“ And unless vou go at once to the Head, and ask for per-
mission to go homaz, we'll begin now ™

“You—you idiot! My prople—"

“*Hang vous people! If your father wants to know why
vouw've come home, tell him wo don't want & sneak and a
cad at St. Jim's, and that we won!t stand one. He can put
vou into his office, and teach you to be a swindler; that will
suit you "

“My father——" )
¢ 0Oh, we know all about your father!" said Tom Merry
bitterly. ““We know he madr 4 fortune out of the specula-
tion where my old governess, Miss Fawcett, lost all her
money. Don't talk to us about your father. As for your
uncle, we've shown him what we think of him, What wa
think of vou, we'll make vou understand. Now, are you
going to the Head?”

“Nol!" yelled Crooke, erimson with rage and terror. “1
won't ! f vou think you're going to make me lcave the
achool—"'

“We do!”

“ And we mean bizney, deah boy'"
“You've got to go as well as old Talbot:"
“1 won't!” shricked Crooke. _
“Then this is where the ragging begina.
said Tom Merry.
The juniors closed on Crooke. The cad of the Shell made
a wild rush for the deor, but a dozen pairs of hands dragged
him back. . _
) ]:!.[f.m:riﬂ of the Fourth produced a dog-whip from under his
acket.
: “Shove him across the table!” he said.

“ Face down!" said Blake,

Bump! -

E'm-uEe was whirled into the air, and brought down across
the table, quivering with rago and apprehension. The
determination of the juniors astounded him. In all that
crowd he had no friend: no ono was there to faise a finger
to help him.

The whip lashed 1n the air.

“{dive him a dozen to begin with,” said Tom Merry.
“We'll show him what the Sehoo!l House thinks of a glunderer
and a backbiter!™

*“Yaas, watuoah!"'

Lash !

“Help!” welled Crooke Frantically.

Collar him!"

“Go it, Hewwies, old man! Pile in! Give him
ahothah |” |

“Yaroooh ! Let gol!"™  screamed Crooke. “Help!
Kildare—Darrel—Mr. Railton! Help !

“ Pile in, Herriea "

Lash! Lash! Lash!

It was only too clear to the rascal of the Shell that the
Hchool House fellows meant business, He had trivmphed
over Talbot, and now his turn had come, He had never
dreamed of this—that Tom Merry & Co. would take the law
into their own hands in this way.

It was a thing he could not have foreseen. In his cunning
he had overreached himself. Ile writhed and welled under
his punishment.

There was a quick step in the passage.

“Cave!" velled Hammond. “ Here comes Kildare !

“Lock the door!” ecalled out Toin Merry,

“You—you can't keep Kildare out !

“ Lock the door, T tell you!"

The door slammed; the key turned. A moment later
there was a thundering knock outside, and Kildare's angry
voico was heard s

“Open this door at onee, vou young rascals!”

“Bai Jove! Kildare iz awf'ly watty )" murmured Arcthur
Augustus I Arcy.

“ (o on, Herries!"

“You bet!" said Herries,

And the dog-whip des¢ended again upon
yelling Crooke.

“Yow!" roared Crooke. ‘“"Kildare! Help!"”
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The captain of St. Jim's shook the door-handle furiously
outside. Never before had the authority of the head prefect
of the School House been contemned in this way., But for
once the Lower School was out of hand.

“Will you open this door?!" roared Kildare, from the
passage,

There was no answer from within., Nobody wanted to
cheek Kildare, but nobody intended to admit him to the
common-room,

“You'll get Aogged for this!"" yelled Crooke. * You'll get
sacked. Yarooh! Leave off, Herrics, you rotter! I—1'll
go to the Head if you like!" .

Tom Merry made Herries a sign to cease.  Herries, who
was just getting his hand in, ceased reluctantly.

“You'll go to the Head, Crooke, and ask him to send you

away " _ )
“Ow!  Yes," mumbled Crooke, almost weeping with rage
and pain.  ** Anything you like, you beast! Ow!"”

l!‘l

“Open the door |” said Tom. <

The door was unlocked, and thrown open; and Kildare of
the Sixth strode in, his face in a Hame,

“How daro you lock me out, you young rascals? What
have you been doing to Crooke?”

“Waggin’ him, deah boy!" . _

“Borry, Kildare,” said ﬁ‘{}m Merry. * You can lick us if
vou like, but we've got to see that Crooke does as he's agreed.
He's going to leave St Jim's." o

“Tﬁe ordah of the boot, fwom the juniahs!" explained
Arthur Augustus D'Arey.

Kildare gasped.

“You cheeky young swee

“ Are you going to the Head, Crooke?" _ i

“No, I'm not!" velled Crooke furiously, dodging behind
the stalwart form of the captain of the school. ' Kildare,
keep them off ! o

“Stand back!" shouted Kildare, as the juniors made a
forward movement,

“Let us get hold of that cad, then!"” _ '

“Merry, how dara you speak to a prefect like that?

“(Crooke's going to be kicked out, Kildare. He's got
Talbot turned out, and he's going, too. You can’t protect
him 1"

“1 pan't?" exclaimed Kildare, in angry amazement.

“No. You enn do as you like afterwards, but just now
we're dealing with Crooke!”

*Hear, hear!”

“Bwavo!"” 3 ¥

“Merry, do you want to be reported for a flogging?”
shouted Kildare.

*1 don't care!

Cellar that cad, you fellows!"”

Tom Merry led the rush. Kildare, much to his amaze-
ment, was swept aside by the tide of juniors, and Crooke,
shricking with terror, -was once moro in the hands of Tom

Mecrry & Co.

CHAPTER 23.
Saving His Enemy.

A ELP "
H “ Bring bim along!"
“(Carry him to the Head!"

**Yaas, wathuh! Huwway!" .
With & rush the erowd swept out of the common-room, with

Gerald Crooke struggling and writhing in  their midst.
Kildare, breathless, astounded, staggercd to his feet, _
“ (ireat Scott!" he gasped. “Great Beott! How is this

going to end?"

Ha rushed after the juniors. His thought was to kee
the mutineers, at least, from that reckless visit to the Head's
siudy,  But he was not heeded; his voice fell npon deat
pars, The juniors he collared did not resist, but he could not
collar them all. Crooke was rushed away,

Kildare. almost at his wits’ end, dashed away to Mr,
Railton's studv. The Housemaster had already heard tho
uprour, and the captain of the school met him in his door-
way,

“ What is it, Kildare?"

“Bomething like mutiny, sir.  The juniors are all piling
on ('rooke ; they think he's the cause of Talbot's being turned
out. They're taking him to the Head's study!™

“(Good heavens!™

“They won't listen to me, sir,
theni [

Mr. Railton nodded, and strode away gquickly, with the
Rixth-Former ot his heels.

The crowd of ecscited juniors was swarming down the wide,
flagged passage that led to the Head's study. They had
almost reached the door of that sacred apartment, Crpoko
still velling aud kicking and struggling.
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“Boys, stop this instantly

“Bai Jove! Wailton ™ .

There was a sudden pause, The popular Housemaster's
voice quelled the tumult for the moment, Mr. Railton,
indeed, was not in a position to deal forcibly with the rebels,
with his once strong arm, shattered in batile, hanging help-
Jess in a sling.

But that helplesa arm appealed more to the juniors than
anything else could have done. The disabled Housemaster's
suthority was more unquestionable than it had ever been.

“What does this mean?'’ exclaimed Mr. Railton, frowning.
“Release Crooke at once!”

There was 4 moment's hegitation, and then the gripping
hands fell away from Crooke. The rad of the Shell sprawled
en the floor, and then serambled up. He loocked dishevelled
snd furious.

“Now, Merry, you appear to be the ringleader, kindly
explain this,” said the master of the School House gternly.

“We're all in it, sir,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah, sir.”

“I am speaking to Merry. Answer nie,” said Mr. Railton.
LThis i the second time you have led a disturbance to-day,

erry !

Tom Merry faced the Housemaster, flushed but fearless,

“I don't know that I'm the leader, sir; but I should be if
the chaps wanted leading. But they don’t. We're all deter-
mined about this.”

" About whati"

“Crooke and Crocke’s uncle have got Talbot sent away
from 8t. Jim's, sir. We want Crooke to follow.”

*Yes, rather!” '

“What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the gandah!”
murmured Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“(Crooke is not answerable to you, Merry, but to the Head.
As for Colonel Lyndon, what he has-done does not concern
ou boys. I can make allowances for you, as you naturally
eel the parting with your friend. But there must be no
more of this. ¥You hear me?” ]

The juniors were silent.

“1f there is any repetition of this, ever
it will be reported for a flogging,” eaid
disperse | )

The juniors looked at one another. Any other master they

ould Jhm*ﬂ perhaps resisted. But they could not resist the

ousemaster of whom they were so proud, and whose arm
lay helpless in its sling. In silence, with gleomy and moody
faces, the crowd broke up.

Mr. Ruilton had pnot punished them. They would not have
cared if he had, Their feelings were stirred to the depths.

Talbot, stainless in their eyes, was under sentence; on the
morrow he was to go, Their resentment was bitter. They
dispersed at Mr. Railton’s command.  But they did not
change their determination. it was only postponed.

“We can't back up against Railton,” said Tom Merry, in
the common-room. **We must be decent to old Railton.
But Crooke doesn't get off. He seems to be able to talk his
precious uncle over—let him talk him into letting Talbot
alone, and then we'll let Crocke alone. But if Talbot goes,
he goes—or he'll get a dog’s life if he stays here.”

“That's settled,” said Kangaroo of the Shell. ‘' Railton's
with us, only he can't say so. So is the Head. Both of them
think Talbot ought to stay—the Mead's resigned over it
That shows what he thinks. We're losing Talbot, and we've
got to lose the Head—all through Crooke and his beastly back-
iting ™
¥ “ Tguﬂﬁ, wathah ! Cwooke's going if Talbot does.™

The minds of the juniors were made up.

Crocke, almost in fear and trembling, returned to his study.
He deemed it best to keep out of the public view for a
time., His few friends—Mellish, Piggott, and the other black
sheep—were leaving him severely alone. If the school had
genit him to Coventry, he would not have felt 1t very keenly—
that could only have lasted for o time. But with active rag-
ging he could not deal; and he felt that there was more to
come.

He began to wish that he had never spoken of Talbot to
his uncle. Yet the opportunity of revenge upon the boy he
had always disliked had seemed too good to be lost. And it
was not all his work—the colonel had aected, too, upon his
own initiative. But Tom Merry & Co. could not reach the
colonel, and they could reach Croocke. The cad of the Shell
had to pay for both.

He had not been half an hour in his study, when there was
a tramp of many [eet in the passage. He sprang to the door
—the key was gone, It had heen taken away.

ITe slammed the door, and glanced wildly round the raom,
thinking of o barricade. But there was no time. The door
wvas flung open from without.

“Here he jg!”

boy concerned in
r. Railton, * Now
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The raggers had come. Crocke gazed in terror at the
swarnl of grim and unrelenting faces in the passage.

" Will you let me alone?” he shrieked.

“ When you leave 8t. Jim’s—not before,” said Tom Merry.

“I can’t] I tell vou—I—"

“We'll make you!"

“Help I yelled Crooke.

"“"Hold on, ﬁﬂu fellows 1"

Talbot of the Shell came shoving through the crowd in
the passage., His face was pale and harassed, Way was
made for him at once; he sprang into the study and waved
the raggers back. -

*"Hands off Crooke, you chaps!” he exclaimed. " Don’t
let there be any ragging nwow. Chuck it!"

“‘Wats !”

“ Bash !

“¥You clear off, Talbot, old chap!” said Tom Merry. “We

don't want you to have a hand in it. But we're not letting
Crooke off.”

‘' Nevah, deah boy!" .

There was a forward movement, and Crocke sprang behind
Talbot. Talbot, the fellow he had maligned and injured, was
his only defence now. Talbot, erect, stood before Elim;

"'Stand back!” he said. “Tom—all of you—don't let there
be anything of this. You can’t help me by it. It will onl
distress the Head and Mr. Railton, They stood by me nﬁ
they could. It isn't fair on them. Tom—I don't want to
go away leaving bad trouble behind me!"

Tom Merry paused.

*' Look here, Talbot——"

" Besides, Crooke i1sn't so much to blame,” said Talbot
hurriedly. * Let the fellow alone. Don't let there be trouble
on my account. It makes it all the more rotten for me.”

“That’s all vewy well—"

“Ob, you're too good to live!” gaid Blake, in disgust.
“We're not going to have that cad here after you're gone. We
can meake him go.” '

“We'll wag him till he goes, and if the pwefects chip in,
we'll waF them, t0o0,” said Arthur Augustus truculently.

“Oh, let Talbot have his way!"” said Tom Merry. "“It’s
the last thing we can do for him. Let that rotter alone.
Come on |" '

Tom strode from the study. The raggers hesitated, with
dark looks at Crooke, but they followed himn. The ragging
was over. Talbot and his enemy remained alone in the study.
Then the Toff moved to the door

“You're all right now,"” he aaid.

Crooke gasped.

*1—1—— Thank you for chipping in,” he said. *I—I
wasn't so much to blame, Talbot, and—and I'm sorry 1 ever
sai] anything against you !

Talbot turned back from the doorway.

“1 dare say you didn't say much more than the truth,’” he
said. * That was bad enough. I'm going to-morrow, Crooke.
]I'm sorry we haven't been better friends while I've been
ere,

Then he was gone.

Crooke sat down, gasping for breath, his heart throbbing.
He was safe from the resentment of the School House
rfeill{:w.-rﬂr, and it was Talbot who had saved him; it was the
I'ofl's influence that stood between him and vengeance. And
this wag the boy he had helped to drive in disgrace from the
school. What did he deserve at Talbot's hands—and what
had he received?
~ “I—I wish I'd let him alone!” muttered Crooke,
it all! T wish I'd let him alone!"

There was a trace of remorse in his hard heart for the
harm he had done., Buf it came too late. What he had
done he could not undo. The fiat had gone forth—and that
night was to be Talbot's last at St. Jim's.

"“Hang

CHAPTER 24,
At the Eleventh Hour,

v O-MORROW 1"
Talbot multered the word aloud, in a tone of

7 hopeless misery. He had gone out—by himself—he
wanted to be alone to think. The last rays of the sun were
disappearing in the west; night was falling on the fields and
the river.

The Toff had halted on the little stone bridge that spanned
the Ryll, and leaned on the rough old parapet, looking back
towards the school.

Over thé trees rose the grey old tower, catching the last
golden glimmer of the sinking sun.

To-morrow !

A few hours more, and he was to turn his back upon the
old school—that happy span in his troubled life was to end ;
and lie was to face the world once more—alone.

Alone !
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The friends lie had- made—Tom Merry and his ‘cliums—
would he ever sge, them again? And Marie, the chum of his
earliest boyhood—slie, too, was to say good-bye on the morrow
==perhaps for the last time. .

The end.of the long strugglo had come at last—the very
end—uhexpectedly, like a'bolr from the blue.

n the midst of happy carelessniess the blow had fallen, and
t,ha lad, whose youiig life had been so full of shadow, was to
go forth once more; a wanderer on the face of the earth,

“Now, that he was. alone the calmness was gone from his
handsome' face. The -misery that gnawed his heart was only
too clearly reflected there,

What. had ke done to deserve this? The past—he. had
atoned for that, if.Ion'aI faith and rectityde could atone for it.

And it was not only his own ruin. He bad dragged others
down with him. The kind old Head. He also was to look 'his
last’ uporr the school he loved, within whose grey old walls
he had passed so many gears. If only that last and most bitter
blow had not fallen, Talbot felt that he could have borme
it’ better, o

If only hercould have prevented that!

..Could be have prevented it? That thought was tormenting
him now. For:the sake of his pride he had been silent, when
apoaking might have saved him. For his own sake he would
not speak, but for his kind old friend’s sake, if by humbling
himself he could bave prevented that misfortune, what right
hed he to think of his pride?

But it was too late. Hig enemy was gone. To seek him,
to appeal to him. The proud blood boiled in his veins at the
thought. Yet if it world save that blow from falling upon
his o, kind' friend—but would it? What if he humbled him-
self for nothing? For he could ask nothing for the Head
without asking for himself. If he stayed, if the governors
rescinded their decision, the Iead's resignation would be
‘withdrawn, but not otherwisd, Unexpoctedly, unhappily, the
dogtor’s fate was bound up in his own.

Was it too late? He knew that Colonel Lyndon had not
yot left Rylcombe. He bad seen his car there as he passed
the inn in the village. -What if he sought him, if he humbled
himself before that hard, stern man, not for his own sake,
but for the sake of his kind and generons friend ? :

There was a bitter struggle in the boy's harassed mind.

In what'mood would he find the colonel 7 Certainly not in
a kind one, for, hard as he was, Colonel Lyndon could not
fail to feel keenly the happenings of the day. But for the
disagreement with the [Head which the question of Telbot
had caused, the colonel ‘would doubtless have stayed at :the
school that night, and spent the evemng fighting over old
battles with Mr. Railton. But this dispute had divided him
from his cowtade-in-arms, the Iouscmaster sergeant. And
that, too, he would put down to Talbot’s account.

To humble himself before that man—perhaps for nothing
after all! The proud lad guivered and shrenk at the thought.

And yet—for the doctor's sake !

The darkucss thickened on field and river as the time passed
unhéeded. The gates had long been closed at St. Jim's, but
Talbot had long iizl.m‘gms’cen the passage of time. In that hour
of déubt and difficulty be eonld not decide. His duty was
not clear. "

There was the buzz of a motor-car on the road leading to
the bridge, and two lights gleamed from the darkness. But
the junior did not hear; he did not see. His brow was
wrinkled ; his thoughts were far away. Suddenly he stepped
back from the parapet and turned ‘in the direction of the
village.

His mind was made up. ITe wouid go to the colonel, if
indeed it was not too late. If Colonel Lyndon was still at
the inn he would find bim and speak to him, and humble
his pride for duty's sake and the sake of gratitude to his
benefactor.

‘There was o shout from ihe road—a shout of alarm. Two
bright lights glared under his eyes, He started back., For
onde the cool and ironmerved Toff was not himself; that
long mental struggle had told on him, and it had left him
dazed and confused.

There was a whir of jamming brakes, Like the eyes of
some wild animal, the bright lights had rushed down on him.
Talbot sprang back from the road on the narrow bridge.
He felt a heavy shock, and fell——

Through his dizzy mind at that fearful moment a thought
passed like a flash. Was that the solution of the problem!?
Was that the end? Then darkness closed upon eyeés and
brain, and he knew no more.

The car had stopped—buzzing, whircing. The chauffeur
locked with straining eyes at the figure that lay beside it
in the dust, motionless. A hard, bronzed face looked from
the car window.

“What is it?”

€ Ay aceident, siv: a boy in the road—

“ (Good heavens!” :
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] Uqlonol Lyndon—for it was he—threw open the door and
sprang ont,

“The lamp—quick "’

He bent over the motionless form. The bright rays
streamed- upon a pale and handsome face, ard the colonel
set his teeth,

“Talbot!"

He knelt without a movement, his eyes fixed on that colour-
less face.: Tt was Talbot who lay insensible before him, the
boy he had driven from school—Talbot of the Shell. What
had brought ‘the boy thero in the path of his car? That
cool, self-possessed lad, whose hardihood that day had amazed
him—what had been the matter with him then? Had he
been deaf and blind, that he had blundered there, to be
knocked down by the car?

“Not killed, sir?" The chauffeur’s voice trembled,

“No." The colonel roused himself with a start.
Only stunned, I think. Hold the light here.”

There was a stain of erimson on the white forchead.
Talbot lay without sound or movement. He secmed scarcely
to ‘breathe. The colonel had recovercd his self-possession.

“No

‘His -brown hands were quickly at work., He tore open the

collar and the vest to give the insensible lad air. He sup-
ported the heavy head upon his strong arm. A thin wisp of
ribbon caught on his fingers. It held a locket—a plain stecl
locket. Even at that moment it struck the colonél as strange
that the boy should be wearing a locket upon a ribbon about
his neck.  In the shock it had snapped open.

“Ta he—is he badly hurt, sit ?” The chauffeur was staring
at the colonel in wonder.

Colonel Lyndon did not veply. e did not hear.

Iis eyes were fastemed upon th2 pictured face in the
locket, riveted there as if he were mesmerised.

It was a woman’s face, a sweet, kind face, the face of
one who had known a troubled life, but kind and sweet and
Fatier}t. With a 1;r0mi‘:|irq§I hand the colonel raised it and
1eld it closer to the light, his eyes growing dim as he gazed
at it. He had forgotten the boy He had forgotten every-
thing—everything but that pictured face.

There was & faint moan from Talbet, His eves opencd
wildly, “They fell upon the bronzed face so close to him,

~and he made a movement to draw back, and groaned. His

head was throbbing.

““He's coming to, siv.”

The colonel did not speak. He did not mowve. Talbot's
eyes fell upon the locket in the brown hand, and he gave a
faint ery.

“Give that to me!”

Colonel ‘Lyndon came to himself. Ilis glance turned on
Talbot, searching lis face as if he would read his very soul.

- Bay,” he muttered hoarsely, ' what does this mean?
How came you with this picture? How came you with this
miniature of my dead sister?"

Talbot did not reply, but his lip curled bitterly. The colonel
grasped his arm so hard that he gave a ery of pain,

“ Answer me!”  His voice was almost ficrce. “ How came
vou with this?"

“1t is mine.”

“J tell you it is the picture:of my sister, now dead.”™

“Bha was my mother,” said Talbot gquictly.

CHAPTER 25,
Light At Last.

HERE was a strange, subdued excitement in the School
House at 8t. Jim’s. Talbot had missed calling--over,
and he had not returned. Tom Merry was wondering

anxiously where his chvm was—wondering, with an achihg
heart, whether the outeast had gone without waiting for the
morrow. I'rom his study he heard the arrival of a car. He
heard Colonel Lyndon’s voics in the quadrangle. Soon after-
wards he knew—ull the school knew—what had happencd.
Talbot of the 8hell was in the sanatorium under the care
of the Little Sister, He had been knocked down by the
colonel's car, and Colonel Lyndon had brought him back
to the school.
The colonel had not gone again. )
Tom Merry had dashed away at once to see Miss Marie,
to ask after his chum. He found the girl pale and troubled,
but her looks reassured him. Talbot was not seriously hurt.
The car, had grazed him. e had etruck his head upon the
stone. of the Dbridge. .On the morrow he would be up and
well again., And Tom Mercy went with his heart lightened.
In the quadrangle, as he returned to the School House, he
passed the r-oloncﬁ. Colonel Lyndon was pacing to and fro
in the gloom under the old elms, and Tom, catching a glimpse

of his face, wondered . .
Tor the iron old face was broken with emotion, the hard
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f The heart of the Duke of Wellington would surely
take active command in the fleld,
The above picture shows an advance

harshness was gone, the firm lips were trembling. The
colenel did not even see him, and Tom hurried on, wondering
and amazed.  What «id the colonel care if the im;.' he had
harmed g0 much was mjured?  Had the jumors, after all,
misjudged the stern old man?

“Ilow i3 he?”

A score of voices asked the question as Tom Moerry came
back,

“Tr's all right,” said Tom. *“Ouly a knovck.
Lyndon’s ear kiocked him down, but it =20t serious”

“Bai Jove, what a welief ! exclaimed Avthur Augustns
D'Arcy.  *'The old johnny’s face looked quite howwid, you
know—as if he had killed him, Ile seems awfly cut up
pbout it, anyway."”

“He does,” sawd Tom, “T've jusl seen him. I chn’t
understand it It only needs a word from him for Talbot to
stay, but he won't speak that word.”

“Queer old beggar,” said Blake, " 1e's marching up and
down in the quad. Doesn’t seem to see anybady or any.
thingr. Levison sayvs le saw tears in los eyves”

“Grweat Scott!”

“It's a fact!" sand Levison. * Jolly near blubbing. T ean
el vou, T saw hiun quite ¢lose when he was getting Tulbet
out of the car.” '

Colonel
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swell with pride if he were able to come back to us and
As in his day, the Dritish soldier Is as vallant and fearless as cver.
being mide by a section of our artillery under the heavy and per-
sistent firc or the cnemy.
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The juniors were lost in wonder. The coionel had been
shut up for some time with the Head and Mr, Railton. They
wondered why. A f{aint hope was growing in Tom Merry's
heart that the grim old man had relented, that ho would
spare Tulbot. e, and he alone, could undo the harm that
hie had done.

“lere's the Head!" murmured Lowther.

Dr. Ilolmes, his face very grave, came down to the door
with Mr. Railton. The crowd of jumiors watched them
curiously.  They felt that something was going on—some-
thing they could not understand. That slight accident to
Tulbot of the Shell could nov wholly account for it.

They watched the two masters join the colonel in the
quadrangle, they saw the three figures disappear in the dusk
towards the sanatorium. They were going to sce Talbot.
Why was the colonel going to sce him? What did he ¢are?

They little ﬁmessml. then, why he ecared or how much ho
cared.” They little dreamed how that iron nature had been
shaken.  The colonel's step was unsteady as he entered the
ward, s the Little Sister led him to Talbot. Talbot of the
Shell. propped up with pillows, his head bandaged, met the
colanel w:t}h a culm glance.  Ilis face was hard, but it
softencd as he looked more closely at the old soldier. A
ook of wonder came into his cyes.

Tne Gen Liarany.—No. 393,

“THE JEW OF ST. JIM'S!”

ﬂg - &
Martin Clifford.



86 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY e THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY.

The colonel advanced to the bedside. The Head and Mr.
Railton, silent, stood back., Miss Marie watched silently,
but her eyes were very bright. She scemed to see now the
end of the black trouble that had come upon her boy chum.

“My boy "—the colonel's voice was faltering—"* you fecl
atrong enough to speak?”

Talbot smiled faintly.

“TI am not hurt,” he said. *“I have had harder knocks
than this. T shall be able to leave to-morrow.”

Colonel Liyndon’s lips gquivered.

“If you leave, it will be by your own free choice,” he said.
“Why did you not tell me? If you had told me your name,
I should have understoed. My boy, you will answer me
frankly now. Your name isa Wilmot?"

My name is Regin&ld Talbot Wilmot.™

“Your father [

“My father was Captain Crow, chief of the cracksmen,”
said Talbot bitterly. “But once he was Richard Talbot
Wilmot, before that name was disgraced.”

“If you had told me that, I should have known. It is
because of your likeness to your father that I believed I
had seen you before."

“1 suppose so."

“1 knew your face, even your voice,” said the colonel,
“but I did not think of connecting you in my mind with
Wilmot., It is fifteen vears sinee I saw him Jast. And I had
seen him but few times. I did not know he was dead, I
should never have dreamed of seeing his zon here. I did not
know whother the child that T had never seen was dead or
living. I should never bave known your secret if I had not
seen my sister’s face—your mother's face—in the locket.”

"“Why did you not tell your uncle, Talbot?"” said the Head.

Talbot’s face hardened again,

“1 expected nothing from my uncle, and I would ask nothing
abt his hands,” he replied. *“ My uncle knows why.”

* Because vour father was my enemy,” said the colonel,
“Ho left a Togacy of hatred to vou.”

“Because vou were my father’s enemy, and when you
might have saved him you let him go to the dogs,” s=aid
Talbot passionately. *“If you had given him a helping band
when he needed it, I might never have been what T was.
You refused it, and therefore he hated you, and I—" He
broke off.

“And yvou hated me?”

“No,”" said Talbot, “I did net. My mother was your
sister. I knew that von had been kind to her before she met
my father. DBut I would ask nothing of you, I will ask
nothing now.”

“You have heard only ons side of the story, my boy,"
said the colonel quietly. “No, I will say nothing against
your father; vou need not fear that. He is dead, and his
sins have died with him. Perhaps I was hard. But what
gould vou expeet me to feel towards the man to whose
wronedoing, as I believed, my sister’s early death was due?
She died, and he came to me—for the sake of her child, as
he =aid. Bat all T thought of was her death, and that 1
ecould not forgive him. Afterwards, T would have found him
if T could. 1 sought him, but he had vanished. He had
changed his name and disappeaved. But I would have helped
him then and saved him from himself, for the sake of my
aister's son. But it was no longer in my power.”

“T—I did not know that.,” Talbot's faco changed, ** My
father alwayvs believed n
1 understand, And that belief he poassed on to you. And

vou fancied thot if T had known that you were Richard
Wilmot's son it would have made no difference to me?”

“1 do not think that it would. But in any case I should
never have made an appeal to vou., Perhaps T was wrong.”

“You were wrong, my boy, thouzh 1 do not blame you
And—and you allowed me to perscenie my own nephew, to
drive vou away.”" The L-::Innv{'s voien trembled,  “If T had
only known! And I should never have known bul for that
accident.”

“You would have known," said Talbot. "I was on my

4
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way to you when your car knocked me down. T was gomng
to speak, not for my own sake, but becnuse I had brought
trouble on one who had always been kind and generous to
me.” Hea glanced at the Head, "I could not resolve upon
it at first; but I did at last, and I meant to tell you, to
humble myself—"

“Tor my sake,'" said Dr. Holmes, in a moved voice. “I
understand, Talbot. If you had been allowed to remain, I
should have remained alse.”

“That was my reason, sir. It was hard for me, but T
owed you too much to think of myself, The son of Captain
Crow has no right to b® proud,” he added bitterly.

“ But now,” said Colonel Lyndon—* now you will remain.
I shall explain my mistake to the governors. It will be
proved that I was mistaken, and that you had told the
truth, my boy. I shall acknowledge you as my nephew—
my sister’'s son."

“You—you know what I am, what I was," stammered
Talbot. " You know——""

“1 know that you were more sinned against than sinning,
and I know that I wronged wou, unintentionally, Heaven
knows. 1 bhave that wrong to set right. I have thought of
i,;uu many, many times during these vears, though I never

oped that I should meet you. Now I have found you. I
had thought of my sister’s son as lost among criminals,
stained with erime; but you have saved yourself without my
help. I shall be proud to acknowledge you as my nephew.
The name you bear here yon will continue to bear; that
will be for the best, The associations of your father's name
need never be revived. I will take steps to have that name
made legally your own. DMy boy, there have been mistakes
on both sides. Let the past be buried, and let us think no
more of bygones.”

Talbot held out his hand impuolsively. The stronz brown
palm of the colonel clozed on it, In that grasp all bitterness
was buried,

[ - = - - W

“ Huwwah !

That was Arvthur Augustus D'Arcy’s remark when the news
was recelved.

It was o nine days' wonder at St. Jim's.

Talbot was to stay: that was the first good news, Tom
Merry & Co. rejoiced. The threatening cloud had passed
away. Once more the sun shone on the chequered Efﬂ of
the Toff.

But that was not all. Talbot of the Shell—the Toff, the
prince of cracksmen, the boy who had been unknown, a
nobody from nowhere—had found his uncle in Colonel
Lyndon—an uncle of whom, any fellow, as the juniors
admitted now, might have heen proud.

It was & surprise to Crocke of the Shell, more than te
anyone. Tulbot, the boy he had plotted against and injured,
was his cousin, and Talbot had known it ever since the
colonel had come home with Mr. Railton, though he had said
na word. Whether Crooke was pleased or otherwise, ho
kept to himself; but Talbot's defence of him had, perhaps,
touched his heart, and certainly when he rejoined his
schoolfellows Crooke of the Shell gave him a cordial greeting,

There was great rejoicing among the Co. Talbot—he was
gtill Talbot at St. Jim's—received warm congratulations on
all sides. No longer an unknown scholarship boy, he was the
nephew of a soldier distinguished in the war, and his position
at St. Jim's was moroe than secure. There was another
meeting of the governors, and the colonel made full
explanations to them, and the sentence, of course, was
rescinded, and nothing more was heard of the Tlead's
resienation. Indeed, 8ir William made Tualbot a little speech
of congratulation and shook hands with him warmly.

ATl 8t, Jim's rejoiced in Talbot’s good fortune, and Arthur
Augustus D'Arey was barely restramed from ve-engaging
a hrass band to celebrate it, It was good luck and happiness,
after all, that had been brought to Talbot of the Shell by the
Housemaster's homecomimg,

THE END.
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For Next Wednesday:
“THE JEW OF ST. JIM'S!"”
By Martin Clilford,

This great story of school life, which appears in the *“ Gem ™
Library on Wednesday next, deals with the fortunes of Dick
Julian, a good-natured Jewizh lad, who makes his entry to
8t. Jim's.  With that foolish and ignorant contempl for
Jewish people which characterises certain boys, Monty Low-
ther and one or two others resolve to give the new junior a
warm time ; but Dick Julian amply proves that he knows how
to take care of himself, and Lowther gets as good as he
gives. Angered beyond his usual self, the humeorist of the
Shell subjects Julian to all the petty insults he can think of;
but when at length the chislln junior is responsible for a
remarkable deed of heroism, his schoolfellows—Lowther
included—are quick to appreciate his magnificent pluck, and
their unbounded admiration goes out to-

“THE JEW OF ST. JIM'S!"

FOLLOWING IN ROBERT CARLTON'S FOOT-
STEPS!

Still another young gentleman has nefarious designs on
the “Gem " Library. The latest offender is a Master W.
Maulpas, who gives his address as Magdalen Street, Oxford;
but I should not advise any of my chums to endeavour to
communicate with him there, as the address is so beautifully
vague. What a pity that these anti-Gemites always refrain
from stating their full addresses, so that the straightforwurd,
loyal Gemites may write and tell them, in good, round terms,
exactly what they think of them!

Here is the precious effusion whiclh Master Malpas has seen
fit to send me—in an unstamped envelope, of course.
Nevertheless, it was well worth paying out twopence to get
a glimpse of such wonderful spelling. I have made no altera-
tions in the orthography. It is so infernally funny as it
stands. )

“Magdalen Street,

* Oxford.

“Dear Sir,—T have beue a veeder of the * Jem ™ fore the
last fore yeers, and I must say that I think the toan of the
paper has deterriorrated vather then improved. T and my
frends have formed a Anti-* Jem ' Sosiety, and depend upon
it, we shall not give in in the Lharted manner Master Robert
Carlton did.

“ A few of our greevances are as folloes:

“(1) We think there should Dbe more compytishuns for
CJem ! reeders only.

“(2) The gooddy-goeddy caractor of Tom Mery.
Brittish boy ecould posibly ackt as he does.

“(3) The utter nonsense of 1)’ Avsy, wich only wastes tyme
and paper.

“4) It is riddiculus to supose that a boy would speid
five pownds on a smgle fead.

Y5 Why don't vou have a seerval abowt Bufaloe Tiil
or Sweente Todd? TIn all the ‘Jem ' seeryals T've
red T can't remembur seeing o single ervine,

No

“3%We have manny more preevances, but these are enufl
tor you to settle.  Our Bosiety. wich now consists of 22
memburs, would be glad to heer from nu Anti-* Jem®
Sosietiz.

“Hoaping you will be onnest enuff to publish this, and so
give us a farc heering.—1 remane, Your indignatious reeder,

AW, Manvas,”
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Poor old Malpy! Perhaps it would not be a bad idea if
he sent o sample of his “nu gpeling ”” to the authorities
of the famous University in his town. One wants something
to keep one's spirits up in war-time. I hope that all loyal
Gemites in Oxford \\'iIF rally round and make it their dpty
to  exterminate, e¢rush, and wipe out the twenty-two
“memburs " of which Master Malpas makes mention—that
is to say, if they are not fictitious, as I am strongly inclined
to_believe.

I shall have pleasure in publishing the best reply T receive
from an Oxford reader to the letter printed above. It should
be very interesting. Meanwhile, Master Malpas had better
niind his p's and ’s—"p 7 slanding for police, and “q * for
quad.  He will come into close contact with both if he does
not refrain from cireulating slanderous statements in connec-
tion with the “Gem *’ Library.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

G. A. M, Bruning (Chiswick).—Brooke, the scholarship boy
at 8t, Jim’s, is a day-boardei belonging to the School House.
The characters yon meéntion are fifteen years of age.

. Barlow (Oldham).—Clever boy! You were the only
reader who pointed out the error, which must be laid at the
door of the unfortunate printer,

F. Baldwin (Guiseley).—S8o0 you're another admirer of the
immortal Gussy, are you? Let ’em all come!

Charles Ball (R.N. Division, Crystal Palace)—The authori-
ties will not allow us to do as you suggest.

Mollie Black (Tunbridge \\"ells).—KiIdarc is seventeen, and
Kt‘ﬂr fifteen vears of age. Send your jokes in on postcards,
Maollie,

“Bon Ami " (Melhourne).—The story you mention has
never been published at five shillings, for the simple reason
that such a price is rather exorbitant to the average boy.

Gordon Bennert (Bolton).—Any bookbinder will bind your
“Gems " for you. The cost will be very reasonable,

R. Wentworth Baddeley (Auckland).—I passed on your
words of praise to Mr. Clifford, and he blushes!

Miss K. Clifford (Victoria).—Mr, Martin Clifford’s residence
is at Folkestone, Kent,

Tom Chapman, 7, Cogan Street, Barrhead, Renfrewshire,
would like to hear from readers in lus district with a view
to forming a “Gem " league.

Ernest F. Cook (3t Albans),—There are many good makes
of bicycles on the market. but T am inclined to plump for the
Rudge-Whitworth, Thank yeu for your kind comments,

G, Chapman (Greenwich),—You should write again to the
individual in question,

“*Jack Canuck ™ (Toronto),—Right you are, souny ! Clifton
Dane shall have a look-in very shortly.

C. L. (Bradford).—T :‘ortiinﬂyy reciprocate your pood wishes,

W. Cottenden and Chum (Toron t-oE—Umlorstachd aud aver-
worked as I am at present, I am afraid it would be impossible
for me to make you out a list of all the boys at 5t. Jim's, with
their respective studies. You will gain a pood deal of infor-
mation by studying the stories closely.

E. H. Curtis (East Ham).—Good luck to yen and your
league! Shall be glad to hear of the progress of the latter.

“Trish Rat 7 (Dublin).—What a complimentary nicknamae
von have piven yourself! If you write to Moessrs. W, & G.
Fovle, booksellers, Charing Cross Road, London, W.C., en-
closing a stamped, addressed envelope for their reply, they
will doubtless be able to get you the hook you require.

W. R. Winter and Chums (New South Wales).—Your sug-
westion shall receive my ecareful econsideration.

“Critic 7 (Sheffield), —You say you “don’t know how hooks
of the *Gem ' type ean be produced.” But why show vour
iunoranee?

* Curious, "—Yeg, some of the stories in the ** Union Jack *
have been founded on fact,
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Fred Dawkins (Clapham Junction).—Sorry, but we don't
publish readers’ advertisements of the kind you name.

George Dando (Bristol).—No, I shouldn’t think cycling was
injurious to a boy's swimming. I belicve Burgess, the
Channal swimnoier, was hot on & “bike-ride.”

; K. Dawson (Htﬁl}.—No boy at St. Jim's hails from your
own,

Messrs. W. Smyth and J. Downey (Sydney).—The Imperial

oisoner has interfered with the smooth routine of our Corre-
spondence Exchange, which has been postponed indefinitely.

 Daisy: Duggan (Kilkenny).—You are a brick to take your
disappaintment smiling. As a matter of fact, the storyette
in qiestion was sent in before yours. Don't forget the rigid
rule—posteards only |

Colin Barr (New South Wales).—I quite agree with you
that for every fellow .who does his best to cause split in
the cirele of Gem ! readers, ten new chums yre added to
the long list of loyal ones. You, Colin, old boy, are deing
your share. Many thanks!

“Duleie.”—Monty Lowther Las no brothers or sisters. I
am not so sure about Jack Blake. Sorry I cannot get a
French correspondent for you.

.“Double 8.” (Leigh)—Your chum is wrong, and you are
right. Go up one!

Dorrie Edwards (Dartford).—As you will have seen, Lumley-
Lumley was in a trance. Wharton, the famous * Magnet "
character, usually spends his *vacs " with his uncle and
guardian.

Mabel Damon (Victoria).—T thank you most sincerely for
your continued loyalty to the * Gem ” Library.

T. W. Ellison and W. J. Nicholson {Morpeth).—Lumley-
Lumley has not gone to that bourne from which no travellor
returns.

J. F. (Berkeley Square).—Apply to any of the club secre-
taries. You will get their addresses from the directory. Your
father’s military record is one to be proud of.

E. Fynn (Shepherd’s Bush).—The Correspondence Exchange
has *shut up shop " for the time being,

Albert F. (Surrey).—Thanks for suggestion.  Will keep it
by me.

Laeurence Green (West Austrilin).—Sorry I cannot comply
with your request,

A 1"‘:-[<:nd and Reader " (Heaton Moor).—The characters
at St. Jim's are so numerous that you will readily understand
the impossibility of giving them "all the “star™ turn each
week, A story will be written shortly, however, in which the
Junior yon mention will take a prominent part.

“A Girl Reader {Brixton).—The full names of the
characters mentioned by you are Patrick Reilly, Herbert
Kerruish, and Leonard Lefevre.

A H, (Cork).—Thank you for your letter and eriticism,
The latter has been duly noted.

Gordon W. (Portsmouth).—I wish a lal mare boys would
persuade  their younger brothers and  sisters to  rvesd
*Chuckles.” Tt is the pick of the bunch so far as coloured
comics are concerned.

“ A Patriotic Ulsterman " (Londonderry).—Allow me to
thank you most heartily for yvour loyalty.” You are one of
those splendid fellows whose worthy aim it is to uphold the
high traditions of the *“Gem ” Library at all times.

“A Loyal Gemite ™ writes: “I am a very jolly chap, and
I want to know if vou would let me wright a comical story
cach week for the “Gem.’ If you won't lot me, I shall know
that all the letters you print on your Chat page are a fraud.”
I'm not likely to let my reader become u “Gem ™ contributor
after that!

“A Loyal Girl Reader ” (Bristol),—Send vour story along
to me, together with a stamped addressed envelope, and
will give vou my honest epinion of it,

Frank Alderton (Ipswich).—The best boxer in the Shell is
Tom Merry. Almost every public school has prefects—other-
wise, unruly juniors would most certainly get out of hand,

“A Camberley Reador.”—A plan of 8t. Jim’s and district
has already been published.  No, the “CGem " cannot be
obtained in volume form.

“An Old Reader.”—Mesmerism is a practice you are well
advised to steer clear of. The habit of smoking may be
checked by sucking an acid tablet oceasionally, though, of
course, you must exercise your will-power also.

“A Loyal Pal ” (Lockwood).—St, Jim’'s and Greyfriars are
over twenty miles apart.

Rue Arnold (Victoria) —Owing to delays in Colonial mails,
the Correspondence Exchange has had to be postponed
indefinitely.

“A Loyal Reader ™ (Finchley).—Taking past records into
consideration, the junior eleven of Greyfriars is better than
that of 3t. Jim's, More will be heard of the character you
mention shortly.
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“A Good Secots Reader,"—No, the “land o' the thistle”
didn't win the International Contest, though she had a good
try; and my loyal Scottish chums are to be warmly
commended.

“A Reader” (Camden Town).—Popular though * Tom
Merry’s Weekly ¥ is, T am afraid it is impossible to publish
it every week.

" Effie.”—For my girl readers, T can thoroughly recommend
the books of Louisa M. Alcott. The best-known are  Little
Women ” and “Good Wives.” ;

“A Kentish Chum ” (Dartford).—Sorry I cannot acquaing
you with the movements of the cinema actress in question,

“A Govan Knight.”'—Wriic to Messrs. Barr & Co., 2la,
Bow Lane, London, Ii.C.

“A Scottish Reader.”—If your conscience tells you that
you ought to be in the Army, then you should blind yourself
to the protestations of your aged parents and the fact that
vou have two brothers already serving, and go. That 15 the
sort of sacrifice the Government cxpects.

“A Loyal and Constant Reader " (Surbiton).—Very well.
I won't do any more of * thut amalgamation rot "—till next
time! Your suggestion for n book dealing with Talbot is
being put to the vote. You can get what vou require from
auy dealer in fishing tackle.

Reggie Allen (Norwich).—Send in your storyettes on post-
cards, an't please vour Majesty,

lice. Dwyer (Tipperary).—Miss Doris Frodin will be
pleased to receive back numbers of all kinds, Her address
is simply Hampton-in-Arden, near Manchester.

A, G, (Hampstead) —T don’t want to appear cbstinate, but
Tom Merry sha'n't grow up! Ie's going to be a model of
Peter Pan. I can't imagine Tommy as n staid and sedate
Sixth-Form prefect, and I am sure most of my readers can’t,
cither. We want to retain the “boyish” atmesphere, and
not introduce a lot of tottering and toothless old men into
the stories.

“A Yiddish Chum " (Wolverhampton).—Look out for the
great Jewish story, “The Jow of 8t. Jim’s!" which will
appear in the “Gem " Library nest week.

“A  Beldier Reader” (AB.C,, Aldershot).—Very many
thanks for your loyal remarks!

“A Btaunch Reader of the ‘Gem’ " (Glasgow).—Send
vour gpare copies to Miss Doris E. Frodin, Hompton-in-Arden,
near Manchester,

J. M. B. (Glasgow).—Stick to the “Gem." It is the boys
book of to-day, and no chum of mine will ever have cause to
regret his loyalty fo this journal.

“A Pompewite " (Portsmouth).—Don't worry about your
height at your age. Nature will fix things up for you.

“ A Staunch Chum " (Terefordshire).—The Christinn names
of Herries and Digby are George and Robert Arthur respec-
tively, Both are fiftcen vears of age.

Lance-Corporal A, 8. (Canada).—Many thanks for your kind
promise of support. )

*“An Old Reader " (Stratford).—I am inclined to discourage
hypnotism as being o dangerous practice.

“ A Consipnt Reader " (Notiinglium).—Apply at tiie nearest
recruiting-office.

“A Gemite " {Woolwich),—Nuaughty boy, to write letters
to your Editor in school hours! Don't do it again! T agreo
with you that the * Deandwood Dick ™ stories are to bo
thoroughly recommended—as fire-lightors !

“A Queensland Girl Reader,"—Glad to liear that. although
your name is neither Fohel sior Marie, you did your *bit "' for
tho “Gem " Library., To will not go unrewarded,

“A Loyal Carew " (Bristol).—Mr. Frank Richards, of
“Magnet " fame, will write another threepenny book story
when timo permits,

*A Regular Reader " (Cork).—That's right: send your
spate copies to the soldiers. They love a good laugh,

Walter Foster (Sheffieldh—I am afraid my reply to vour
lettor is somewhat belated, but other matters have elaimed
my attention. By all means go ahead with your amateur
mag. There's no reasor why you shouldn't bie n real, live
editor one of these doys!

“ A Regular Reader " (Fulhom).—Glad you like our serials,
Are you getting new readers for the companion papoers?

“ A Lounely Boy Reader " {Kentish Town).—I sympathisa
with you most sincerely in your position, and regret I cannot
help you in the way yon name.

Minnie Aris (Birmingham).—8o you think the Chat Pagn
in the “Gem " interesting, do you? Well, it will be still
more so if readers will only send me such jolly letters as
vours, which I may reproduce.

“A Sincere Girl Chum " (Glasgow).—Thank you for your
nice little note.  You shall have your wish,

THE EDITOR.
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A LESSON IN LUCIDITY.

First Loafer: *'Eard about ole Wot's'is-name?” "

Second Ditto: * Yus, corse I Jave.  Wot about 1t7

First Loafor: " Wot about wot?” .,

Second Ditto: ¥ Why, wot ;l!}ﬂut wot you was goin' to tell

e Wol's-1s-name?’

m%iﬂ]ﬁlﬁﬂ;%gr: “Why, T ‘ear that since ’e came ‘ome from
where e was, 'e's bin an’ moved down to tl:mgu'mm};_. and
married 'er—you know the bloke—well, "1s sister. Adn’t you
‘oard abont 1% '
L:EL:L;IR? DLitI;{‘a: “Yoa, T did "enr somethink, but T ain’t "eard
no details—not till now !"—Sent in by Miss P. Edwards,
Vietoria, Australia.

WHO PULLED HIS LEGT

The musketry instructor had just been giving o lesson on
the rifle to a particularly * green ” squad of reeruils, e

“Now, is there any guestions anyone would like to ask!
he nueried, at the end of his lecture. _

One dull-looking “ Johnny Raw ' stepped forward, blushing
awkwardly, , . 1

“Yes, my man? said the mstructor encouragingly.

Y Plonse, sir,” stammercd the recruit, “be 1t roight that
the “arder 1 pulls the trigger thing the farther the bullet
roig 7 _ _

i Then the instructor sighed.—Sent in by A. Marvill, Park-
gate, Rotherham.

AN ILL-FITTING ADAGE. '
A lady patient, telephoning te her doctor, apologised for
wsking him to make such a long journey to attend her.
“(h, that's all right, madam!"” replied the medico cheer-
fullv. I have another patient in your vicinity, and so 1
can kil two birds with one stone!"—Sent in by W, Gddele,
Hitchin, Herta,

BELATED PROFITS. -

Custonier: “ You say these watches cost five shillings to
make, do you?” g

Joweller : * Yes, sir, 1 do.

Customer: “ But if you scll them for that amount, where
do you gain?” . . _

Joweller: By repaiving them, sir!”"—Sent in by C. H.
Ralston, jun., Cheethanm, Munchester,

The man entered a cab, and
instrueted the driver to take
him to the ecemetery o fow
milea istant,

On dismonnling from the
vehicle he gave the eabby tho
exact legal fave,

The ecabby looked at the
roins, slowly deposited then in
his pocket, and said, pointing

"""

“DMyer sec that white Torse
with the short tatl 2"

JWeek1y Prize Pa

":‘li ' LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE.
1 ] ; i o
R '.=H*".-‘~.... S (Y

e e e e e e

As the “GEM" Storyette Competition has
proved so popular, it has been decided to run
this novel feature in conjunction with our
new Companion Paper,

THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1d,

Published every Monday,

to the horsc: in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes.

— T

THE SECRET?

They were two great friends, but, being women, had never
disclosed to cach other their ages.

“¥es," said one of them, 1 have carcfully kept my age a
seeret sinee | was twenty, ™

“Roally I'" exclaimed the other.  * Never told anyone ™.

“No, never " asserted the hrst speaker,

“I expect you will somo time,”" casually remarked hee
friend,  “ You will ‘let the eat out of the bag’ when you
least expect to.”
~ “What, alter T have kept the secret for ten years!”—Sent
in by Fred Redstone, Tavistock, Devon,

LOGIC.

A Doy was brought into court, and charged before the
magistrate with throwing stones, and thercby breaking a
window,

" Please, sir, I was only going to break the window, but
it 1:15':1&; Billy Wiggs who threw the stone that broke it!"" he
wailed,

“Goming to 1s the same as doing,” replied the magistrate
r-;’rlurnllj:r. “You must pay half-a-crown for a new paunoe of
glass 1™
~ The boy placed his hand in hiz pocket, and then withdrew
it, still cinpty,

“"If going to ia the same as Jdoing,” he remarked, T was
going to pay the half-n-crown, so now I've settled for the
damage " —8Sent in by T. (' Donoghue, Waterloo, Liverpool.

EXTORTING FAMILY SECRETS.

A man with an uncanny mama for juggling with figures, pra-
duced peneil and paper, and commanded a friend lo—

“Put down the number of your living brothers; multiply
the result by twa; add three; multiply the result by five; add
the number of your living sisters; multiply the result by ten
add the number of dead brothers and sisters EHEEII'IELI‘."tr
one huandred and fifty from the resnlt.”

The sum was duly completed,

“Now," said the figure maniae, *hand me the answer, "

Mis friend duly complied with his request,

“The right-hand figure i1s the number of deaths in
vour family; the middle figure the number of your living
sisters; and the left-hand figure the number of your living
brothers,” said the expert. “Is not that so 7" )

It was. Try it yourself.—S8ent in by J Lee, Walterstone.

EXASPERATING.

The two suburban amateur
rardeners were swearing ven-
reance on cats, These feline
beasts, it is neadless to state
were held responsible  for all
their hortienltural failures,

It appears to me,” said
onc suburbanite, *that they
pick out wvour choicest plants
to scratch out of the ground.”

“¥Yes, that iz o, said
nnother, “There's n big
tabby-cat who seratches my
plants out, and then sits gazing

g e e e e

“Yeg,' sand the passeager, If you know a really funny Joke, or a short, at me in open defiance.”
rather puzzled.  "What  of interesting paragraph, send it along (on a post- “Why don't you hwl a
him " card) before you forget it, and address it to: brick at him 7" arled the st

“Oh, nothink ! Uuly I ‘opes The Editor, THE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM, f sPgier, = -
as the next lime  you're Gough House, ﬁﬂ“gh Square, Fleet Street, E.C. mzul,”m vfna“ TIITH 1111:;'[;'11‘5 2 :
black 'orse with a long {ail ! Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next ean't! ITe gets on top of ny

Evenin’, siv !"'—Hont in by R
Wilson, West  Stanley,  co,
Dirham,

hrought ‘ere it will be with a E

Next Wednesday's Number of the "Gem" will be the nsnal prica,
1., and will contaln a Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitled;

week's GEM or BOYS' FRIEND,
L T T o Sy ™y Sy Sy g S ™

'|H_|I

ereenhonge to defy me
Sent in by A, Feerier, Plys
ot h,
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Lzst Wednesday's instalment told how:—
NORRIS BRENT, s young LEnglishman, agrees to accom-
pany his unworthy cousin, GUY MELYILLE, on an explora-
tion tour in China for a rare plant only to be found in that

part of the world. Misfortune dogs their footateps, and a
crisis is reached when the Chinese pack-carriers, who are
with them, mutiny., Stranded in a wild, inhospitable land,
there iz nothing for it but to return to civilisation, and the
cousing, together with YEN IIOW, Norris Brent's faithful
servant, set out on the weary journey.

The little band is overcoms by thirst, and Melville, refusin
to share his water with the others, pushes enward throu ﬁ
the desert, leaving his companions to their fate. Fortuunteﬁf.
bowever, Yen Ilow lights upon an ocasis, and the danger is
averted.

After a week’s tramping. the couple come upon the resi-
dence ‘of u wenlthy mandarin, and a fight ensues with the
servants in the courtyard. Norris Brent is only saved from
death by the timely intervention of Silver Pearl. An attach-
ment springs up tween Norria Brent and the lheautiful
Chinese maiden, who is.the ward of Ming Yung, the man-
darin.  Whilst the young Englishman is holding a conversa-
tion with Silver Pearl, Ming Yung appears on tle scene,
and Brent is urged to flee for his life. He and Yeu How
reach a small, swiftly-rushing stream, and, boarding a boat,
make good their escape.

(Now go on weith the story.)

River—The Poisoned Cake—Rua Down —
The Wireless Message,

Norris Brent and Yen How were free.

The death-hunt after themn was baffled and held up. It
had failed almost at the very start.

Yet in escaping from one danger the fugitives lad but
plunged into another. The boat they were on was carried
away down the stream with a hurtling rush, and while
endeavouring to keep a straight course Yen How lad the
misfortune to lose the heavy stecring oar, which was torn
from his grasp by an eddying current of water and borne
far cut of reach and sight in a moment.

As there was no spare oar the little vessel was now at the
merey of the swirling torrent. Tt spun round and round,
dashed first to one side and then to the other, and lurched
80 heavily that the comrades lLad difficulty in maintaining
their balunce.

There was, however, little risle of it being dashed against
the banks of the stream, which widened out into a great
river. After a while the force of the current modorated, and
the boat ceased its mad gyrations, although its course still
continued to be an erratic one.

The comrades had no fear of being followed by their foes.
They believed that they had seen the last of fhem. Yot
Norris Brent was not glad on this account. On the contrary
he almost regretted that he had not remained with Silver
Pearl, and boldly expluined to Ming Yung the meaning of
his presence there.

That danger of some sort threatened the beautiful girl he
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loved he was sure, and that he was utterly powerless to avert
it from her filled him with an overwhelming sense of impo-
tence and despair. .

I'orced to flee as much for her sake as his own, he knew
that thenceforth Silver Pearl could only exist for him as a
memory. Fate had decreed that they were to meet for a
little while, and then to be parted for ever. .

Moody and despondent, Brent stared across the rushing
waste of water to the high, shelving banks of the stream.
For a long time he made no effort to throw off the mood that
was on him, Then the reaction came, and his spirit, respond-
ing to the call of unquenchable youth, throbbed anew. with
hope and trust in the unknown future. .

*Bome day,” he murmured, “T shall meet Lher again. Ii's
pretty rotten for us to be separated in such a way, but better
that than deatl:, and Ming Yung meant to kill me. His very
looks told me so, What terrible eyes the man has! They
look right through one.” 5

Some large sailing-junks, beating up-stream, appeared in
sight. The Chinese on Loard paid little attention to the boat
as it swept by them, but this was doubtless because they mis-
took Brent for one of their own race, the large straw hat
and native dress supplied him at the instance of Silver Pearl,
giving him an outward resemblance to his companion.

More river craft were passed, and villages were frequently
seen nestling amongst the trees covering the lofty Lills sloping
down to the banks of the stream.

1t was evident by these signs that the fugitives were far
heyond the wilderness wherein they had so vnearly found their
graves. Once more they were in the midst of liuman life and
activity.

“We'll go ashore and get some food,” said Brent. “I'm
hungry as a hunter, and T expect you are, too.”

Yen How showed all Lis teeth in a wide smile.

“You bet!"” he rejoined.  “My ton muchee
Flenty fish and rice I likee just now.”

It wus difficult work bringing the boat alongside the. banl,
for the steering had to be done with the hands, but at last
the comrades made fast and siepped ashore,

Climbing up a steep and sandy *Ec:pc-. they found themselves
on the edge of a great palm-grove. A winding path betwesn
the palms led them to a temple beyond whose open doorway
they canght glimpses of the gilded figures of Chinese gods,
and hanging tapestries that in London and Paris would iave
sald for fabulous sums.

A Chinese priest who was scattering rvice from a bowl for
the birds that came fluttering down from the trees was the
only human bheing to be scen,

]:'in waa old and of venerable. appearance, with a .‘5”\-’{‘1'}’
white Leard that swept down below his waist. Looking up
at the comrades, he greeted them with a smile. Flis gaze
rested longest on Norris Brent, whom lLe immediately identi-
fied a3 a foreigner, and his eves shone with a bright hardness
for a moment.

Courteously he listened as Yen How explained the reason
that had brought him and his eompanion there.  Then he
raised his hands, with a motion indicative of compassionate
understanding and sympathy,

hungry.
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“Wait here awhile,” he said, “and I will go for that which
will minister unto your needs.”

Goine to a house next to the temple, he returned in a few
minutes, bearing a small- rush-basket containing some cooked
riee, fish, atid a number of little eakes coated with sugar, and
of appetising appearance,

“Tat, my children 1" he said benevolently, “ The food is
taken from my own poor storée. I give it to you with my
blessing, ™

In taking the basket as it was handed to him, Yen How
accidently let it fall to the pround, and sonie of its contents
were seattered at his feet,

Instantly a village dog, of the mongrel type, darted forward
and snapped up one or two of the sugared cakes bofore it
could be driven off. The old priest was greatly upset by this
incident, so miuch so that ¥en How, his mind struck by a
quecr suspicion, glanced sharply after the dog that was the
cause of the trouble.

The antmal was lying Jdowa near the temple wall, licking
its lips, amd grecdily eveing the basket that Yen How held
his hand.  All at once it rose, storted suapping and barking,
and then ran round in a eircle,

“What's happened to the brute?” exclaimed Drent. "1t
et have gone mad !

The priest, agitated and alarmed, made a movement of
retreat, but Yen How canght hold of his arm and held him
fast, The dog suddenly bounded into the air with o eonvul-
sive spring, howling and frothing at the mouth as it did so,
and fell, with limba stiffening, in an agonizsing death, _

“He put poison in littee cakes,” suid Yen How, glaring
accusingly ot the old Chinaman., * He mean us to die,”

Brent gripped the aged miscreant’s long beard and gave
it a savapge tug,

“You Ei]‘l.*p::u:ritiml scoundrel | 7 he exclaimed  wrathfully,
“Yau deserve to be strung up by the neck for this, Great
Scott! If you were a young man I'd thrash you till my arms
pched !

Yen How reached down and picked up a cake,

“Make him swallow it,”” he urged., * He dance velly pretty
then.”

The culprit, silent until now, let out a yell that could have
heen heard a mile off, and struggled frantically to. escape,
The doom to which he had treacherously consigned the two
comrades had no charm for hinm,

With Brent holding firmly on to his beard, he backed and
side-stepped with an agility that was amazing in one of his
vears., It was obvious that he believed he would be forced to
vat the poisoned cake. ‘ o

““That's enough, Yen How,” said Brent at last, laughing in
gpite of his anger at the amusing f:aEe'rs af the terrified Chinn-
man. YWe've given him a fright that he'll remember for the
rest of his existence. Now clear off, vou miscrable old hum-
bug, and reflect on the fate that you should have shaved with
vour dog,” o

Seuttling away lilke o startled rabbit, the priest hurried into
the temple, closing and barring the door of the building
behind him.  From within there came a moment later the loud
booming of a huge gong.

“He seems to be sounding an  alarm,” said Drend,
“Thoero'll be n erowd here in a fow minuates, when 1t won't be
a healthy spot for us, Cone on, ¥Yen How ! Wea must go on
being hungry for n while. The food one is offered here is a
bit too satisfying [or me and you.™

Before they were out of the palm-grove the boom of the
eong had stopped, and the shouting of many volees infornied
thom that the tempie priest was in the midst of his friends.

“Yelly sorry you no let me make him eat littee cake,” said
Yen How, with o mournful shake of the head, when they were
snce more aflont.  ** It would do him good.”

“No doubt of it,"” Drent laughed in response, '""'Far too
much good to please me, Yen How., As 1t is, he will never
recover from the shock 1 gave his dignity by pulling his
Board.”

A few miles farther down the river a supply of food suficient
to last them uniil they reached Clanton was obtained at a
village, and also a couple of boat-oars for use,

There wae no need to row, however, and the boat was horne
quickly onward, Night came on, but the comrades had no
iitention of breaking their journey, for they hoped to be in
Canton some time the [ollowing day.

Soon after dark a bright light was seen far ahead, As it
dreew nearey, Brent saw that 1t was a searchlight, and that it
came from a punboat whi-h was steaming slowly up the
waterway., At first he thought that 1t was a British vessel, and
the prospect of being talken on board and finding himself once
more nonder the protecting flag of his country thrilled him with
jov.  But presently Yen How deelaved that the stranger was
a Chinese ship,

“You're vight,” said Drent, his eves making out the figure
of the Imperial dragon carved on the bows of the approach-

Next Wednesday's Number of the " Gem" will be the usual price,
1d,, and will contain a Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitled ;
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ing vessel, ‘I expect it won't be returning to Canton for a
few days, else we might have asked to be taken on board.
Ah! Now she's spotted us!”

The beams of the searchlight caught the boat and remained
fixed upon it. So dazzling was the radiance that Brent and
his companion were almost blinded, and eould not look at it.

“They can see us plain encugh,” said Brent, his eyes smart-
ing under the fierce light that beat upon them; ““but never a
glimpse can I catch ﬂFthEm now,"

The searchlight did not move from the boat for a esecond.
It grew more and more intolerably bright with disconcerting
swiftness. INow the churning beat of the gunboat's serew was
heard by the comrades, A ery broke from Yen How's lips,
and, scizing an oar, he commenced to paddle with all his

might.

ﬁuiulﬂzly Brent followed suit, a horrible paralvsing suspicion
I}nshing across his mind, The gunboat was going to run them
down.

The boat, turned out of its course, headed for the nearest
banls, which was over a hundred yards away. It shot through
the water; but it could not ecscape, and as the prow of the
strange ship cast ita shadow over them, Brent and Yen How
realised that Fate was against them.

The gunboat struck the little eraft, hurled it forward, and
then van it down with a grinding crash and steamed on over
it as 1t sank beneath the troubled surface of the great stream.
Thercafter the searchlight plaved over the spot where the
ill-fated boat had vanished, and moved slowly to and fro from
banlk to bank, but no sign of the catastrophe that had hap-
pened was visible anywhere,

The Chinese commander of the gunboat then spoke a few
words to an oflicer, who went to the wireless telegraphy-room
and sent off o message which Ming Yung received a minute
or two later:

“Your order obeyed,” ran thoe message.  "“The boat in
which the feringhec and hiz Chinese companion cscaped has
been run down and sunk. The oceupants perished,

“I'oo Yuxg, Commander of the gunboat Haichen,”

The message did not move Ming Yung into any display of
emotion. For all the interest he showed 1t might have had no
meaning for him,

The Smoke Piclure—On the Hillside—Ming Yung's
Revenge,

In the garden where Norris Brent had last spoken to her,
Stlver Pearl stood and communed with her own sad thoughts,
The pale cheeks and the wistful look in her dark eyes told of a
grief that was hard to bear.

She was oppressed with anxiety as to the fate of him who
had so strangely crossed her path in life. Dark-fears crowded
through her mind.

Since his flight she had heard nothing of Brent. Tlis name
wad not mentioned by her guardian, nor had Ming Yung
referred to the discovery he had made on thr day of hia return
home. Yet SBilver Pearl derived no comfort from lis silence,
which, knowing Ming Yung ae she did, she regarded ag of
ominous import, :

The Chinese sent in pursnit of the two fugitives had returned
after a prolonged absence, and by what she observed she
gathered that they had met with failure. But Ming Yung
had a long arm, as many had cause to know, and his agents
were to be found in every part of the Far East, and even still
farther afield,

The sound of her name startled Silver Pearl out of her
reverie, Ming Yung was ealling to her from the painted sum-
mer-house which was his favourite resort during the months
of tropical heat.

Had he something to lell her of Norris Brenl? She hoped
that he had, and yvet fear nungled with hope, for some inner
voice of her being whispered that, had all been well with the
English youth, she would have heard no news of himi from her
guardian,

Entering the summer-liouse, she found Ming Yung seated at
a table reading a letter that he had written in the Chinese
seript®on long ships of red paper. He took no notice of her
for several minutes, Then he raised his head and looked at
the girl with a searching gaze,

“On the first da%' of the new moon,” he said with sudden
abruptness, ““yon leave with me for a journcy ncrosa the
ocean.  We go to the other side of the world—to England.”

To England!  As she heard the words, Bilver. Pear! felt her
heart give a bound, and an eager look crossed her face, The
link between England and Norris Brent was an indissoluble
one.  Reference to the one set her dreaming of the other. If
Brent were alive, she would see him again in the land of his
birth, for he had told her that he was relurning to it with the
lenst possible delay,

The look in her face betrayed the nature of her thoughis to
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Ming Yung. He read her heart and inind as though they
were the pages of an open book., It was a simple matter for
him to do so. No seer, or soothsayer of ancient davs was moro
gltilled than he in interpreting the mesning of every fleeting
vxpression of the human countenance,

“The first day of the new moon," said Silver Pearl, * will
be the day after to-morrow, There will be much to do in such
a short time i

HEverything i3 prepared for the journey,” answered Ming
Yung, "I gave the neeessary instructions upon my return
}:mmﬂ, *ﬁ'lmn I discovered the young feringhee maoking love
0 you,

EJirlvf:'r Pearl, a hot flush in her cheeks, hung Lier liead,

“You will have wondered why T have not spoken to you
about the matter,” Ming Yunyg continned. " The time was
not ripe to do so. Now it 1s. {Lnst night news of Norris
Brent came to me.”

Silver Pearl leaned slightly forward in the eagerness that
possesscd her at hearing these words.

“What was t7" sle inquired.

“(Good news!" Ming Yung answersd, in a monotonous,
level tone of voice. ' He has been punished for his presump-
tion. You zhall see how with vour own eyes”

Taking a silver-filigreed box of lacquered palm-woed from
a shell i the near wall, he removed the lid, and poured out
a small quantity of white powder on to a round brass plate,

This Jp(}ntn he set on the table before him, Then lie looked
long and steadily at Silver Pearl, and though hia snakelike
g¢yes held the gl in a kind of hypnotic spell, his thoughts
were not ‘contred upon her, but upon a scene that he visual-
ised with a remarkable wealth of realistic detail.

“Look!" said Ming Yung at last, applying the Mame of
a burning taper to the heap of white powder on the hrass
plate. “See how the ferinchee suflered my vengeance!"

A thid, vapourish cloud rose up from the burning powder,
It sconted the atmosphere with a sweet, sickly odour like that
of ul'liun'l- Her will dominated by a strouger one, Silver
Poarl peered at the ecoiling pillar of smoke, and a strange,
fontastic vision was evolved before her eyes.

Bhe saw a great river, dim and shadowy in the darkness of
night, with a boat foating om its surface, There were two
fgures in the boat, and az she watched them a bright light
flashed aecross their faces,

_Then she knew that they were Norris Tirent and Yen How,
and her pulses drummed to a feverish sense of excitemeht and
expectancy,

The lizht thrown upon the boat and its occupants became
p dazzling radiance, It came fromi a gunboat that came Hash-
ing into the acene with the vividness and rapidity of a moving
picture,

A lump came up into the girl's throat. Her heart beoat so
quickly that it gave her pain,  She clenched her hands
tightly, and fought back an almost overwhelming desire to
cry out,

Then she saw what she instinctively knew she was going fo
spo.  SBuddenly the gunboat hit the smaller vessel, smashed it
inte 80 much driftwood, and ground it down into the dark-
some depths of the river.

A stifled seream burst from Silver Pearl’s hps. She shut
her eyes, and put her hands to her face, endeavouring in
vain to blot the terrible vidion she had seen from her mind.

When she looked again, the ascending elond of vapour was
gone, Fven the brass plate had vanished from the table
The sunlight wasz shining ivto the room as she remembered it
was doinz o few minutes before,

Only Ming Yung remained to assure her that she had not
been the victim of a mere llusion of her fancy., He was
looking at her, but his face was exprossionless, and the
rirl drew brek with o shuddering sense of fear and horror. of
him such as she had never fell before.

““You sent him to his death |" she whispered. “You gave
the order for the gunboat to sink his boat in the river!"

“It was to be," said Ming Yung impassively. *Thore 13
no resisting fate. It calls us, each and every one of us, at
our appoinled time. We obey the eall.”

Bising from hiz esat, and drawing his long eloak aboul him,
he disappeared through an mner doorway of the room.

Onece more Silver Pearl went out into tlhe solitude of the
parden, with grief and despair tearing at lLier heart., Al
hope was dead within her now,

Never once did she doubt the truth of what had been sa
gtrangely revealed to her in the clond of seented smoke.
Ming Yung was not as other men, He had powers that in
g former are would have won for him the unenviable dis-
tinction of being burned at the stake a3 a condemned wizard,

And just as surely as Silver Pear]l belicved that Drent lind
met with his death ra shown in the moving smoke-pieture, so
waa ghe cortain that Ming Yung was responsible for what had
taken place,

Close upon her first outburst of sorrow, there came o sudden,
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passionate hate and scorn for lier guardian that surprised her
hy its intensity, She vowed to herself that somehow, some
day, the fute of her young lover should be avenged, and that
she would devote herself to the carrving-out of tlis vow as
to the discharge of a high and sacred duty. .

Little did Ming Yung suspeet that he had turned the gir!
whom he treated as lis davghter into a dangerous enemy,
Had he kuown if, the knowledze would not have disturbed
lim. To overcome and crush the enmity of others was to
ium a supremoe delight,

Two days later, Lie and Silver Pearl set out on the first
stage of the twelve-thousand-mile journey to TFogland, Ho
Beng was the only servant Ming Yung took with him, and
not even he knew anything of the motives that his master
had in travelling to ihe other side of the world,

Seeretive and inserutable, Ming Yung trusted no one, and
not until it was accomplished did anyone but himself know
af his purpose,

A short stay was made in Hong Kong while the little party
walted for the oulgoing steamer. One night, Ming Yung
took Silver Pear] to a native theatre.

After the performance they were taken back to the hotel,
high uwp on the famous peak, in sedan-chairs cavried by
unitormed Chinese coolics,

The night being elese, Bilver Pearl Lind the hood of her chair
lowered, and mapy were the admiring glanges east in her
direetion. When passing undey the licht of an electric are-
lamp, she was startled to hiear someone call to her by name.

Glancing over her shoulder, she saw the tall, boyishly-
graceful figure of Norris Brent hurrying in her  dircetion,
The shoek of seeing him again, after heing convineed that Lie
was dead, was so great that slie swooned awny, and was in
sendible {o what was happening for several moments.

“Silver Pearl!"” she heard Brent wlhisper anxiously. “Can't
you hear me speaking to you?"

Opening her eves, she looked up into hia fare. The roolies
had set dewn the sedan-chair, and were now taking their case
in utter unconeern of what was happening near to them.

“Shall I pay them off 1" asked Breni, looking at the men.
“We can walk on tegether then, if you think that vou're
able to. TI'vo such a lot to tell you.”

“Yos," Silver Pearl agrecd, noticing that the sedan-chair
bearing Ming Yung was vanishing round a bend in the road
some considerable distance fartlier on, “I can walk. I'm
boetter now. The surprise of seeing you again was too great
for me. T believed that you were dead and.drowned in the
river,"”

Brent davled a euriously guestioning glance at the girl.

“You did, eh?"” he remarked. *That's rather funny, be-
cauze L was nearly drowned in the river, and it's the greatest
wonder in the world to me that U'm walking up the peak
with you by my side.”

“Tell me what happened?” Silver Pearl inquired, her bean-
tiful faee radiant with new-found joy and happiness. ]
want to know everything.”

“Well,"” said Brent, * Yen How and 1 escaped in a boal
tlown the river,  We thought that we were out of danger, and
g0 we were for a time, but we soon steack it avain, Tha
worst came when a Chinese gunboat ran us down, not by
accident but deliberately, mind you, and our boat was smashed
to splinters.

“How we managed to swim ashore T can’t pretend to tell
you, for the whole thing was exacily like a beastly nightmare,
and we were at our last gasp when we touched the bank., A
friendly Chinaman gave ns sheltoer until the next morning,
and a day or two later we reached Canton, erossiug over (o
Hong Kong the same day. And now von might give me the
news about vourself

Silver Pearl smiled shiyly up into the ardent eyes gazing
down into lier lovely face.

“There 130't much to tell you,™ she repliod.  “Only won
will be astonished to hear that T am on my way to Toglapd."

Brent looked his unutterable amazement,

“Well, ' hanged ! he exclaimed. * You've almost takey
my breath away, It seems too gorgeous to be true. ['m
going home to England, too, Think of it We shall be able
to make the journey together. What steamer are yvou goiny
by " '

Silver Pearl shook her head,

“1 can't say,” she said, *“Aling Yung has not told me the
name of 10"

The mention of Mine Yune's name seomed to cast a sudden
zloom over Norvis Brent's high spivits,  Ti brought vividly
back to his memory the circumsiances of his first and las
meeting  with the dreaded Chinaman, whose extraordinasy
personality hind so impressed it=elf upon hia mind, l

“T'd Torgotten Ming Yung,” he saud, "in my joy al seeing
vou, I suppose he has nothing very ageeeabls (o say about
me?"

“He fancies that vou ave dead,” Silver Pear] answered,
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The Chinese gunboeat struck the little eraft,

@ and if he knew that you were alive, his anger would he sich
that he would not rest until you were Lo more. Listen!”
che continued varnestly, 1t was Ming Yung who gave the
arder to the commander of the gunboat to sink you. I know
i+ He believes that the order was carricd out.”

Brony pursed up his lips, and cmitted a long,
S Prise,

* He must b, a flend of a man,” ke said, *bub ' nob
afraid of him now. e can do no more harni to mel”
“You do not know Ming Yung," Silver Pearl answered,
or vyou would think ditferently. To let him know, by
travelling on the same boat to England with liirn, thiat you are
Mve wouald be madness,  He mast go on believing—for tho
fime being, at any rate—that you are dead. It will be best,
both for my sake as well as for your own,”

“Phen vou ofill care for me?” Brent murmured. " You've
not repented of what yon told me when I last saw you e

The girl mat his questioning look with eyes shining with
the light of fearless love and trust.

“When 1 pave my heart into your keeping,” she answered
Win. it was for alwavs, L shall never cease to eare for you,
whatever the future may have in store for ns.”

But nearer to them than they could have imagined there
was danger.  From amongst some bushes on the opposite
<ide of the narvow road the erafty, vellow face of Ho Beng
fookod ol

1t was visible n
then faded frony sight us the voung lovers walked on up
Jnll.

At o Dbend in the voad, beyomd which was o small hotel,
Silver Pearl came to a halt,

W e must part here,' she osand,
yvou to go any farther with e, That 15 the place where 1
am stay g

YW hen ean T see vou again®”  ingquired Brent, " Then
111 tell you what 've deecided 1o do about travelling home on
the same steamer as you, "

Qilver Pearl was silent for o {ow sceonds.

“1 will tey and meet you here to-morrow morning, after

low whi=tle of

LL

the mooulight Tor a mement or two, and
thees

“ 1t will not be safe for

Next Wednesday's Number of the " Gem " will be the usual price,
1d,, and will contain a Splendid, Long, Complete Story, entitled:

hurled it forward, and ran it down
cteamed pn over it as it sank beneath the troubled surface of the great streain,
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with a grlgding ¢rash, and
(Sed puge 41.)

Ming Yung has gone out,” she then said, “ But whatever
vou do, vou must run no risk of him seeing and recognising
vou'

Brent laughed with gay assurance,

“1']] take care of that, you may be sure,’”’ lbe answered,
“glthough I doubt very much whether even Ming Yung
would place me now that 1'm rigged out in Euvopean clothes
again,'’

Reaching the hotel, Silver Pearl hastened to her own room,
where, standing by the windows opening on to tho verandah,
she gazed out into the beautiful night, and dreamed of a
world where all was love and enchantment.

Tn another room of the building Ming Yung. smoking a
mixture of opium and leaf tobacco in a long, silver-bowled
pipe, was disturbed by the stealthy entrance of Ho Beng, his
trusted slave,

“ Honoured lord,” said Ho Beng, bending low before tho
ather, **T have something to tell you that will not please you.
Mav [ speak of 161"

Ming Yung gave the desired permission by a wave of his
hand. ~ He suspected that the news concerned Silver Pearl,
Not for an instant did he think of the English youth, upon
whom had fallen the full force of his vengeance.

“On her way home from the Lheatre to-night,” said Ho
Beng, “ Silver Pearl was met by a young feringhee, o white
vouth whom you have seen before,”

Ming Yung larted n quick glance at the speaker.

“You waste time,” he =atd. ‘“When and where have 1
coon this feringhec?”

% Vou saw him upon yvour last return home,”’ answered
Ho Beng slowly,  * He was in the garden, with Silver Pearl,
artd by the aid of the Evil OUne he eacaped from your ven-
roanee,  He and Silver Pear] talked long togethor.  They
st have met by appeintment,  How else should one know
that ['h? other was herc?  You have been deceived, my
ILLELeT,

Ming Yung did mnot stir, and not a muscle of his face
jueved, althongh he inwardly seethed with hate and a burning
cener of lumiliation that was enticely new to him,
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“Are vou sure that you were not mistaken?” he asked.

Think carefully before you answer me.”

“All that I have told you is the truth,” replied Ho Beng.
“T swear to it by all the most sacred memories of my
ancestors. The feringhee is the British youth, Norris Brent,
who entered your hiouse upon an ever-to-besregretted day !”

Without speaking again, Ming Yung dismissed Ho DBeng
with a curt gesture.

As soon as he was alone the Chinaman, whose secret power
and influence were of so formidable and widespread a
nature, dropped the mask of indifference that he bhad worn
when listening to Ho Beng's communication,

‘Bpringing to his feet, he shook his clasped hands above
his head in a tumult of rage. His lips were drown back
from his teeth, his eves blazed, and his face was all drawn
and distorted, es he paced up and down the room with the
swift, noiscless tread of a caged and infuriated tiger.

“Tricked!"” he hissed, between his teeth.  “Tricked and
deceived by a mere lad and a girl!  But I will have their
heart’s blood:! They shall pay the bitter price for setling
their wits against mine to the full!™

He stopped, his eyes glaring round the room, and then he
crossed quickly to the door. Here ho paused again, stood
motionless in deep thought for some time, and then went
back to his scat with slow, mensured step.

Setting out, in the madness of his wrath, to wreak

summary vengeance on Silver DPearl for ‘the deceplion he
believed she had practised upon him, Ming Yung had sud-
denly remembered that be was on Dritish territory, where tho
law of the white man was all-powerful to make itself felt.
“ Patience !” he said aloud., * Patience is the greatest
thing in the world. TIn my anger I was forgetting that great
and noble truth, It is paticnce that will win me to my
vengeanco on all my enc¢mies
fn the end!™

"Cold now after the heat of

his rage, Ming Yung crossed
to the window, and looked
down. the steep hillside to
tho harbour of Hong Kong,
to the magnificent port that
13 80 stupendous a tribute to
British grit and enterprise,

Lights flashed and gleamed
everywhere. . Great. ships
swung with the tide as they
lay at their moorings, In no
direction could one look
without secing multitudinous
signs of " an activity whose
influences were felt m every
part of the world.

Ming Yung gazed down
upon it all, and the unspoken
wish of his whole being was
that he could blot out every-
thing that met his gaze by
one sweep of his arm.

“Patience!” he murmured
again. * The power to do all
things i1s won by lience.
And secience hag yielded up to
me secrets not known to other
men.  Soon the power that
I am secking for to make me
master of the world shall be
mine !"

Next mnrning. when  he
went up to the Peak to mect
the girl he loved, Norris
Brent reccived a disappoint-
mont. He waited about for
a long time, but saw no sign
of Silver Pead, and went
away, to return again in the
afternoon.

Still secing nothing of her,
he went boldly on to the
hotel, and there he was in-
formoed that she whom he was
seeking had left at sunrise
with Ming Yung for some
unknown destination

The rest of the day DBrent
devoted to making Inguiries
everywhere, but ho failed to
seonre any satisfaclory in-
formation.
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Silver Pearl and her gnardian had vanished from his ken
as completely as though the carth had opened and swallowed
them up.

At Eagle's CIiff.

The sun of a glorivus English summer shone down on the
gabled roofs of Kagle's Nest, as fine and noble an ancient
mz;nsiun as any to be found amongst the Devonshire hills and
dales,

Cresting the summit of a mighty hill, overlooking the sea
on one sido, and a great vallay on the other, Eagle's Nest
had braved the storms of cight centuries, _

CGreen woods of oak and clin surrounded it, proteeting its

time-stained walls from the roaring winter winds, and
increasing yearly the wealth of the estate. The house had
been in the same family for hundreds of years.

Its oak-panclled walls were hung with the portraits of men
who had given distinguished service to their country in the
mosk critical times of the national history.

Yet great wealth, as men estimate richos in these modern
days, had never come into the possession of the owners of
Eagle's Cliff.  Despising the mere possession of money, they
were invariably content with the lands and forests that had
been theirs for gencrations,

And now the lust direct descendant of the original head
of the family, who had reigned for so long at Eagle's
Cliff, was dead.

He had never married, and evervlhing had gone to a
relative who was of another and a distunt branch of the
family., This successor to the ownership of the mansion and
cstate was Guy Melville, who, alter the disastrous ending to
his Chinese expedition, had hurried home to England to take
up the possession of his inheritance,

He had been at Eagle's
CIIE now for several weeks,
The peaceful vest and ealm
of the place did him a world
of good, after the suffering
and hardship he had under.

one in China, and he looked
orward to spending the rest
of his life in a manner that
would Ie most enjoyable to
himself, and distinguished by
the leisurcly imqi:-pmtﬂmm
that his newly-acquired ;].)o.»n

CRlmarel

tion gave lhim cevery
to.

Now ond again, however,
Guy Melville would be dis-
turbed by a haunting vision
of tho past. Back to his
mind would come the memory
of a lad, his own cousin,
whom he had abandoned to
a cruel death from thirst in
the sun-scorched desert,

At such times Melville
woulld take his gun and dogs,
and tramp for miles in the
thick woods surrounding the
mansion, striving in the ex-
citement of the chase to for-
get the accusing vision that
disturbed his peace and cen-
joyment of life.

Sueh  memories were with
him on this particnlar day,
as, with gun over his shoul-
der, ho strode down the
steep path to the
vﬂ"r}‘.

“Back here!" he called,
as one of the dogs sprang
forward, barking loundly.
“Come back!™

The dog retuined
ently to heel.

Then Melville, turning. a
corncy of tho path, found
himselfl face to face with
Norris  Brent, the cousin
whom he liad left to a
hideous fate,
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2 St James’ ¢ ollegiate School Reference Supplement.

St. James' Collegiate
School; Rylcombe, Sussex.

{Telephone: 156 Wayland.
Telegrams: " St. James', Rylcombe.”

THE STAFF.
Headmaster.—Richard Holmes, M.A.
Assistant Masters—

Horace Rateliff, M.A.
Victor Raillon, M.A.
Philip G. Lathom, B.A.
Leslie M. Linton, M. A.
Henry Selby, B.Se.
Percy Carrington, B.A.
Monsicur le Blane Morny.
Herr Gottfried Schneider.
Porter.—Epbraim Taggles,
House Dame (School House)—Mrs,
Mimms.
Honse Dame (New House).—Mrs.
Konwige.
Nurse.—Maria Rivers.
Hehool Tuckshop.—Martha Taggles
(Proprictress).
Page-boy.—Toby Marsh,

3T. JAMES COLLEGIATE
SCHOOL.
(Founded a.p, 1570))

The school is delightfully situated in
the heart of Sussex, one mile from the
pleasant little rustic village of Rvl
combe, through which the shining Ryll
w its charming course.
is  provided for
nearly 300 scholars, the School House
{the ariginal strueture) containing 200,
and the New House (added in 1852)
boarding just under 100 pupils.

5t. James' School is split up into
Forms in ihe usunal way, under the
captainey of Iirie KHdare, with James
Monteith subordinate, Ivery

rt s indulged in by the
boys, erickes and football being com-
puisory. The greatest matches of the
EOASON ATe CoT 1 against Groyfriars.

Tho school Board of Governors in-
cludes s=uch  celebrated and  distin-
guished gentlen as  Sir Harvey
Wyatt, Colonel James Lyndon, the
Marquis  of DBagshot, the Viscount
Ieadford, T. Sti. J. Harrison, Esq.,
.1, and the Lord Eastwood,

SCHOOL ROUTINE.
Subject to Alteration.)
Rising-bell, 7 2.m.
Chapel. 7.30 a.m

Breakfast, 8 a.m.

Morning School, 9 a.m, to 12 a.m.

Dinner, 1 p.m.

Afternoon School (Wednesdays and
Baturdays excepted), 2 p.m. to 4 p-m.

Recreation, %FE. to 5.30 p.m.

Ten in Big Hall (optional), 5.30 p.m.

Calling-over, 7 p.m.

Preparation, 7 p.m. to 8 p.m.

Recreation (juniors), 8 p.-m. to @ p.m.

Recreation  (seniors), 8 p.m. to
945 p.m.

Lights out, 10 p.m.

It is the duty of the ruling body of
prefects to see that the above times and
regulations are rigidly enforced, and to
Teport any breach of the rules either to
one of the Housemasters or to the head-
master in person,

OTFICIAL OR(GAN OF ST. JAMES®
SCHOOL.
THE “GEM " LIBRARY.

One Penny, Fvery Wednesday.,
Epiten sy H. A. Tlmstox.
Stories dealing with the schalars aroe
written ¥ for the above

journal by Martin Clifford,

e GEM Library was launched in
the year 1907, and its popularity i
largely an the inerease. It is hépe
shortly to publish *“Tom Merry's
Week a bright little paper ec
trolled by the juniars, which will tond
to give a better insight into the li
and work of the schaool.

NOTES ON THE PRINCIPAL
CHARACTERS.

BAKER, STANLEY.—A  wvaliant
Sixth-Former, loyal to Kildare, and
M%nm._:n.n« in all manner of sport. Ara

BLAKE, JACK.—A sturdy son of
Yorkshire, who excels on the football
field and 15 always ready for o lark, A
study-mate of the immortal Guasy,
Age 15.

BROOKE, DICK.—One of the few
day-boys at 8t. Jim’s, and a jolly good
fellow. Ape 155,

CONTALINI, GIACOMO. — Tem
Merry & Cos ally. Hails from the
sunny climes of Ttaly, and signalised his
arrival at St Jim's by thrashing Buck
Finn. Age 15

CROOKE, GERALD.—A cad of the
firet water, Associated with Levison
in many shady doings. and has often

St. James' Colegiale Schcol Reference Suoplemnent. 7

SOME FAMOUS SPGRTS RECORDS AT ST. JIM'S.

Contest. Winner. Year.
Mile J. H. Hopwecod 5 min. 4 sec. 1870
Half-mile P. Purkis 2 min, 17 sec. 1858
Quarter-mile C. P. Lacey 54 sec. 1805
Hurdles R, Talkot 151 sec. 1915
High-jump J. R, Browne 5 ft. 21 im, 1004
Long-fump H. Austin-Phillips 20 ft. 4 in. 1888
Cricket Ball Jack Dyson 93 yds. 2 it. 1900

THE GREATEST FIGHT IN THE SCHOOL'S HISTORY.

The moeat famous fight on record at &t Ji

Y Sloggor” Bawyer, of the Sixth, and o fellow-seni v named & : 3
2 hounds at might, a challenge was issned an
the fight took place behind the Chapel on the morning of March 25, Nearly ull the school

Sawyer to the authorities for break

1509 between
waving reported
cepled,

took place
The latter

assembled Lo see it, and the combat continued with unatated fury for 22 rounds, at the end of

whic

time the Slogger stretched his opponent flat upon the ground. Both seniors were in a

shocking state, and Sawyer was afterwards expelled,

B T R T Y Y Y Y Y Y N Y Y N VW

who often sets up in rivalry against
Figgins & Co. and Tom Merry & Co.
A magnificent  sportsman, and  thor-
oughly true-blue. Age 15,

REILLY, PATRICK. —A  good-
tempere Fourth-Former, with a
3 Hibernian accent.  Loyal
e in all his dealings.  Awe 15,
RUSHDEN, PHILIP.-One of the
mwighty men of the Bixth. A sound
sportsman and a capital pre
17,

SEFTON, JAMES.—A cowardly
Lully in the h oy Ias narrowly
n .WA..H_ N.HMU; a1 011 erial ooca
Age 17,

SKIMPOLE, TTERBERT.—An
traordinary junior in the Shell,
ridiculous and imipossible nations.

wch champion
. Has also tried his hand
ab inventions, thereby causing much
.T»w#,

. 1, ARTIUR —A raseally
ciate of Cutts of the Tifth, Age

TALBOT, REGINATD —The most
interesting fignre in junior 5t. Jim's.
Formerly a cute and clever cracksman,
he bas undergone a complete reforma-
tion, and i3 now one of the :cv 5t
fellows in the Shell. Gained the King's
FPardon for past offences by gallantly
frustrating a German attempt at train-
wrecl Well-balanced in mind, un-
emotional in tempersment, and a great
eportsman, Was previously assisted by

Marie Rivers, with whom he is still on

_ THOMPSO

1ov in tha

Age 155
WERD, GEORGE.—A sensible and
entious prefect,  Awge 17,
WILKINS, GEORGE.—A study-
reate and of the great

happier
tudy ecelebra-
eat ability and
zins in all lis

to  break
cumztances,

ent himself
ol smises under any
calling-over unless he
necessary pass from a
v oor prefect.

Il boys in the Fou
5 uare lo wear

Form and
stk hats cn

. The games of foothall and cricket
arve compulsory in the case of all juniors,
who must pui in an appearance on the
playingiclls at least twice a week.

6. Complaints regarding the school
food thust be made to the headmaster
in person.
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“THE GEM" LIBRARY.

iif

'Now o RALE]

CONTAINS

“RENOUNCED BY
ROOKWOOD !

l .
" A Magnificent New Long Com-
|

plete Tale of Jimmy Silver &
Co. at Rookwood.
By OWEN CONQUEST.

}“PLAYING IT LOW!” |

A Splendid Complete Story of
I Tom Belcher, the Boy Boxer,
By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

| ‘POLRUAN’S MILLIONS’|

|

| Grand Long Instalment of a ,
; GI‘C'l[ New Serial. !
! By MAURICE EVERARD.

|

“THE CASE OF THE
HIDDEN POISONER!”

{| A Splendid New Story dealing
' with the Great Adventures of
Harvey Keene, Detective.

By W. MURRAY GRAYDON.

“MYSTERY ISLAND!”

A Thrilling New Adventure Story
of Extraordinary Interest.

By DUNCAN STORM.

| BUY A COPY TO DAY. |




THE BIGGEST
BOY AND GIRL
CLUB IN THE
WORLD.

A BEAUTIFUL CERTIFICATE

—Designed by one of Britain’s Finest Artists;

A CONFIDENTIAL CODE
FOR MEMBERS ONLY

—To be used by Members when writing to one another;

A LIST OF SENSIBLE RULES
‘4. LETTER ‘7z PRESIDENT

—All FREE to Boy and Girl Readers of the *“ Magnet” Library.

FOR FULL
PARTICULARS
SEE THE
ISSUE OF

CHUCKLES

PRICE ONE HALFPENNY,

NOW ON SALE. ASK FOR

CHUCKLES




