OLDIER OF THE KING!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
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MARIE'S FATHER IN DANGER!

(A great scene from our magnificent long complete school tale.)
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A SOLDIER OF THE KING!

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. dim's.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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3 Talbot was deep in slumber, and Crooke turned softly to the éhnir upon which his jack
. sl s . : y ¢h his jacket bhung, His hands
glided over the jacker. e was trembling a little now, and his breath came thickly. (S (Chapder 7.)

CHAPTER 1. Tt was just then that Tom Merry and Mannera and
- Not a Success! Lowlher came along, on their way, to their study, Tom
ALBOT of the Shell came along the pessage, and Merry had a parcel in bis hand which betokened & recewd
paused outside Crooke's study. visit to the tuckshop -
There he hesitated. > He {;rm-h":fl Talbot cheerily.
“ Just going to look far wou,” be tew * Pzirs

It was unusual for Talbot of the Shell to show / { ’

tation. He was generally a fellow of quick special gpread in the study, and wo want you

lecigions. But he was hesitating curiously now. “ Remittaness all round,” said Monty Lowther. * Quid
He raised his hand to tap st the door, and lowered it for Tommy, ten bob for Manners, and five bob for youss
gAin  without tapping. He frowned a little, as if truly. Shakespeare remarks that when ssrrows coms,
i with his own want of decision. ' they come not as single spies, but in battalions. 1 sccmg
IText WWeodnomdny;

“WHEN DUTY CALLS!" AND “UNDER THE DRAGON!”

“ 880. (Now Beries) Vol. D Copyright in the Unlted States of Amsrion
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to be the same with remittances.

We're killing the fatted
calf. Rolling in filthy lucre. Come along. Three kine
of jam. my son!” €. "Parie lgaus

" And sausage-rolls!” said Manners

“ And a cold chicken !” said Tom Mery

. | LB erry;

Talbot smiled. J

“Thanks! Il come with pleasure” he said. “But

'\ i\'n buts! Kim on!”

‘—T was 'j’ust going in to speak to Crooke.”
epesk o Crooba. o’ oy oo, oL ey o
market, I suppose.” ont want auy tips for. New-

::<h~ fo .Emrrow.n cignrette.” grinned Manners,

Blow Crooke !” said Tomn Merry. “This way!”

: He'’s my cousin, vou know,” said Talbot, co‘lo-m‘ing.
rml;(',""“y!l)}.,)OSC “h‘e 15" admitted Tom Merry rather
ghapr;}“é - Can’t say he does you any credit, old

He seems 1'0 think that I don’t do him any credif,”
s2id Talbot quietly, : .

“ Oh, rats!
“Go in and jaw to Crooke if you like;
your little game.”

“I—I don’t know what you mean,”

Tom Merry laughed.

“I've seen it in your mind, my infant. You want to
make it up with Crooke; not because he’s worth speaking
to, but because he’s your cousin, and you think you ought.
Well, it won’t be any good. Crooke won't understand,
and he’ll only think you've got an axe to grind. But go
ahead, and when you've had a row with Crooke, come
along to tea.” y

“1'm not going to have a row.”

“Yes, you are,” said Toin Merry coolly. “It's bound
to end in @ row. I recommend you to give him your
straight left; the same as you gave Grundy. Ta-ta!l”

The Terrible Three went on their way grinning, and
Talbot -was left to his hesitation again.  In his own
breast there was a feeling that Tomm Merry was right;
that there would never be anything in common between
him and the cad of the Shell: that Gerald Crooke's bitter
dislike and enmity would mever be appeased by words.
Bat the sense of duty was strong upon him, and his
hesitation did not last long. He raised his hand and
knocked at the door.

There was the sound of a hasty movement in the study.
Then Crooke's veice snapped out:

“(‘ome in, can’t you?”’

Talbot opened the door. Crooke of the Shell was on his
feet, with a scow]l on his face. There was a scent of
tobacco in the study. Talbot understood the cause of the
sudden movement he had heard. The black sheep of the
Shell had been smoking, and he had hastily disposed of
his cigarette when the tap came at his door.

His scowl became darker at the sight of Talbot, Evi-
dently the Toff was not a welcome visitor.

“ Well, what do you want?” snapped Crooke,

“f want 1o speak to you, Crooke, if yow'll give me a
few minutes=,” caid Talbot mildly. He did not appear to
yotice the haze of tobacco-smolke.

(rooke grunted, y ) .

“No law against it, that T know of,” he said, throwing
himself into his armchair again, T suppose you've heard
from old Lyndon.”

“1 have had a letter from my uncle—our uncle, Colonel
Liyndon,” said Talbot, with a nod. 4

““T thought so!” said Crooke, w;th a suneer, So have
1. 1've used his letter to light a cigarette with. .

And Crooke proceeded to light a fresh cigarvette. using a
iwisted serap of notepaper, upon which Colonel Lyndon's
handwriting could be seen. -

Talbot drew a deep breath. It was an unpromising
reception, and he was inclined to abandon the matter
there and then. But he went on. _

“Look here, ('rooke, what's the good of our being on
guich rotten had terms?” he gaid. “ We're cousing—-"

“Yes, and you are a credit to the family,” said Crooke.

“Never mind that,” said Talbot. ‘“What’s past can’t
be undone. We've never been friends; but when 1 was
firet ot St Jim's 1 did nol know that you were my cousin.
I had not heard then that Colonel Lyndon was your unele

AR '
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I fancy I know

bt B j

Well, tea in ten minutes,” said Tom Merry.
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You were not the only fellow who was
But

ag well as wmine.
down on me, and I didn't care much about it,
now i

“Now there's no difference, that I can see," answered
Crooke. “T1'm down on youn now just the same.”

“You don’t like me,"” said Talbot, “T can't shy you're
the fellow T should choose to chum with, either. But our
uncle wants us to be friends, and he's been jolly decent,
to both of us. He's gone back to Flanders, and at this
very minute he is facing the German guns. I think thyi,
if we could please him by dropping all ill-feeling, it isn'y
50 very much to do. I'm wll{ing to he friends, if you
are; and there's my hand on it !”

Talbot held out his hand frankly,

(‘rooke did not move,

There was a pause, and then Talbot, his colour deepeina
ing, allowed his hand to fall to his side again,

“You refuse?” he asked.

Crooke laughed mockingly.

“ I think the same of yon as ever,” he said. " Worse, in
fact. Siice you've started the subject, I'll tell you just
what T think. Youn came here fresh from being a member
of a gang of cracksmen. You were pretty deep. You got
pardoned, you wormed your way into the Head's good
graces, you’ve made yourself popular, You're a big gun
in the junior eleven. You've won a big prize, and yon
succeed in everything you put your hand to. The fellows
are all willing to forget that you were once the Tolf, the
prince of cracksmen. Well, I don't choose o forget.”
~ “You might,” said- Talbot, in a low voice. “ All that ig
long past. I had no chance when I was a kid; you know
how I was trained. I threw it all over as soon as 1 had
a chance. My father was a ruined and desperate man,
and I had no mother. And bad as the past was, I've lived
it down. You are the only fellow who wishes to throw
it up against me, and you're my cousin."”

“Yes, your cousin,” said Crooke bitterly.
has found out that you're his nephew, too.
his favourite. You've cut me out with him.” :

“1 never tried'to,” said Talbot. “T never thought of
it. And I have not cut you out, Crooke. I refused at
first the allowance the colonel offered me.”

“You took jolly good care to accept it afterwards”
sneered Crooke.

“1 accepted it, because it would have been ungracions
and ungrateful to repel a man who only wished to be
kind to me,” said Talbot. “ But it is a moderate allow-
ance, and not half so much money as you have. You have
more than you want. Why should you care about that#”

“It isn't only that,” said Crooke. * All you have from
the colonel belongs to me by right. I should have been
his heir, if he had never come across you. Do you think
I don't know your game? You've made him think a lot
of you. He's an old fool, and you've influenced him.
know jolly well that he's altered his will since he came
down here.”

“1 know nothing about that.
about it.”

“So you say!” jeered Crooke. ‘

Talbot's hands clenched for a moment. But he un-
clenched them again. Tle was determined that Tem
Merry’s prophecy of a “row ” should not be fulfilled,

“If you cannot take my word, 1'd better not say any
more about it,” he said ealmly.. “But I knew nothiﬁg
of it, and I don't see iow you can know, Crooke. Isn't it
simply a suspicion?”’ e i

“T'm pretty sure, anyway,” said Crooke. “The old
duffer canght me smoking when he was here, and that
put his back up. He's told me to try to hecome more like
you—more like a reformed cracksman, by Jove! 1 like
that! Now he's trying to make us friends—and do yo!
think T don't know the reason? Te thinks you're &
better fellow than T am, and that it would improve wmo
to pal with you, Checky old beggar! 1 was his only
relation before he came across vou here. T should have
had everything if a German bhullet had knocked him

“(rooke !

“Shocked—what#"' sneered Crooke. “Of course,
will, and you'll get half at least, Sheer robbery, I call
it, It was all mine.” , T % '

“My uncle
Now you're

I've never even thought

over.” 2
haven't thonght of that yonrself. 1 know he's alter m




Fvery Wednesday.

knov Bul even i it's as ¥ou say, suvely our
a right to do as he Tikes with his own money,"”
Besides, your father s very rich, You
ways have more than vou need.”
Bhat den 't the peint If the volonel’s killed oul thers
'pl half what ought to have come to me, and that's
yvu'“' calenlating on—1 know you, you see, That's
Pyou 've curried favour with him.” i
st s heart Lhrobbed. The baseness of Crooke's own
made it impossible for him to onderstand.
ot hits you, dees it5" said Crooke. * You didn"t
1 conld see through and throngh you eh "
are mistaken. 1 have never thought -

® don |
ho
a1 ot

Bammon '
have thought somet imes
e w0 many spleadid (ollows have fallen,

thal Colopel Lyndon may
v..ﬂ(i l l“l-ﬂ

pt ae for the money, 1 should be o hamed to give 1t &
L ' :
B won't do for me." said Cronke, "1 know you,
ikpow, 1 dare say 1 should be thinking the samb in

ace.’
¥ o wonld ™'
, “Pot | am thioking nothing of the kind.”
i 1 oan help i1, went on Crooke hitterly, * you
sueeeed, clever as your little game s, I don'l
fn your pretious reform, for one thing —1 beliove
31 keep up with the gang of soonmndrels yon nsid to
Sitl. And I've found something out, too.”
You canuoat have found ont anyﬁl‘mg of that kind,”
[Palbot, “ for it isn't trug.”
king of Miss Marie!”
started.
fiss Maric!" he exclaimed breathlessly.
Y Miss Marvie, the dear little murse the Taitle
pof the Poor " said Crooke, grinning. " You are very
pmy with her—very. 1 never thanght of it at frsl;
[ know now, You knew hev before yon came here
some copnection with the gang yon nsed to belong
father was in it. You dou't dare to dony it!"
m hound ' exclaimed Talbot, his anger hyreaking
wely. “ You have been spying —and listening !
poke langied.
Pye been keeping an eye on you,” he said. © You see,
mt belicve in these precions reforms. You've
| the Head, and you've fooled the fellows, and now
e my uncle. But 1 warm you that if I can
sn out, 111 show you up, my boy. And if Colone!
once knows you as L know you, good-bye to your
i is money !
hand just now,” said Talbot. his
assionate anger and scorn, “ Bub
er my hand to a peisonous snake.

wid Tulbal, with » contemp! he could

said Crooke mockingly.

.. you LY
rembling with
‘would rather o
are a cur!”

B anks: we're getting at your real feelings at last!”
3 Crooke. “I knew you were only humbugging .
s couldn't pull the wool over my e€yes. We're
r'
ou choose !”

gaid Talbot contemptuously.

1’1l catch you on the hop yet,” said Crooke
oualy. “ Now I know that Miss Marie was one of
that her father is what you were—I've got the whip-
. Yon can look out, and she can look out, too!”
advanced a step towards him.

eame here to try to make friends with you,” he
“WXNow I warn you, that if you say one word that
ve Miss Marie pain, I will thrash you arithin an

“your life! Bear that in mind !
“pot going to jaw—T'm going to keep my eyes
1 | Crooke. “ And when I catch you, you
o hypoctite——-"
your tongne'”

and hypocrite I've called you, and I call you
ain. 'Rnt‘n what you ariy, and as for Miss
A

1 of fron on his collar interrupted Crooke, He
ot of his chair, and the chair went flying
The cad of the Shell was shaken like a rat

s of a terrier.
you eur!” panted Talbot. “Not another

iﬁgﬁaﬁ Crooke. “Let go! Oh! Let go,

-
I
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X , igglin
Palbot, with a swiag of his srm, "'"f’ the wTiAW
Khell fellow inte a coroer of the study. colie fell wﬂ!
o hwavy bump, and sal gaaping ags et the wall, hia
llllrlllﬂg WI"I Tage. 'fﬂ”"-" w."”d L m"" ad oy yo
him to get up: But Crocke did nol gel upe

Then F| albot, with a contemplnons glance, tarned on bis
heel and walked out of the study.

CHAPTER 2.
Tes in Tom Marry's Study.

- ONE to s turn ™ aaid Manne?s.

l) Matners was teforring to the s tiEaes.
ehich were siealing away morrily, W ith
artistic turn of the wrist, Manners pitched

thera into 8 dish

aid Tom ‘(.-rry, vising with &

Apd here's the toast,” :
“ ATl rendy! And whetes

raddy face from the fire.
Talbot =
Ten was roady in Tom Merry s stndy, bt Talbot Lind

nol ,A]lllll.

The festive-board Jooked more festive than usunl, the
nnaceustomed plentifulness of cash had been wmobly
vepended, The Terrible Three had held a debate befora
the cash was spent. They were uneertain whether they
oght to be very sconomical with i¢ in wor time, 0T
whether they ought to spead it for the good of trade.
There were argunments on both sides of the question.
Manuers, who was a thoughtful chap, lind quoted the
speeches of Cabinet Ministera on national r«w;my. and
pointed ont that they must bé real anthorities on the
subjeet, since they contrived to b along on pittances
of five thousand a year or #o. But, on the whole, after
die consideration of the pros and cons, the chums of the
Shedl had decided to r‘lmul the cash for the gﬂod of
trade

o plenty reigned in the study. The three chims agreed
that, in order to give both sides of the question a fair
whow, they would be very cconomical with the next yemit.
tanco, at least if it arrived while the provisions still
lasted.

All was ready, but Talbot did not come.

“The boimder!” saik Tom Merzy. * He can’t have
forgotten.”

“Fargotien that we've got three kinds of jam!"” said
Monty Lowther warmly. “ Well, 1 like that !”

“The sosses will be getting cold,” said Manners.

%1l go and fetch him,” said Tom. * He's jawed enough
1o Creoke by this time.”

Tom Merry hurried down

ile tapped, and went in.

Talbot was not there. Crooke was stonding before the
glass, putting his collar straight. He wus looking Te
and furious,

“Jiallo! Talbot gone®" said Tom cheerily.

«He's not here!” growled Crooke. *Go and eat coke!”

Tom Merry grinned as he stepped onut of the study.
His prediction had been verified—the attempt at peace-
making had ended in a row. He went along to Talbot's
own quarters, and looked in.

Gore and Skinq;ole ghared Talbot's study with him,
but they were not there at that moment, Talbot was
seated on the edge of the table, his hands thrust deep

the passage fo Crooke's study.

into his pockets, and a troubled wrinkle deep in hia
boyish brow. He started as Tom Merry in.

% Forgotten tea’" exclaimed Tom.

“Oh! Borry 1" said Talbot, sliding off the table. “1—X

was thinking.”
“Made it up

dancing morily.
“N-no."

with Crooke®” asked Tom, his eyes

“He was putting his collar straight,” grinned the
captain of the 8h

eapl , “Did you give him your straight

“ No,” said Talbot, his troubled face breaking into &
smile. “I—1 lost my temper, but—but—"

“Well, might have expected him to alang you, old
chap. A Trank ontsider like Crooke wonldn't “gn rstand
on,"”
7 1 didn’t mind his slanging me,” said Talbot, col 3

But—— Oh, he's & rotter!”

“1 could stand that.
Tue Gesn Lanpany.—No. |
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Broke off.  “You may depend on it I sha'n’t try to make
friends with him again.”

MHis brow clouded.

“Well, nothing to worry abont,” said Tom, in wonder.
“1t would be pleasanter to be on good terms with your
cousin, of course; but lots of cousing ave at loggerheads,
you know. Crooke isn't worth bothering ahout.” '

“I know! X know! It.isn’t ihat.”

“Then what's the trouble:”

Talbot’s brow grew darker. =

“ You know about Miss Marie, Tom. Yen and Manners
and Lowther ‘know the seeret—that her father was John
Rivers, whom they called the “ Professor "—tlhe chief of
the gang in the old days at the rookery in Angel
Alley? It was Marie who induced him to give it- up
and take to a better way of living. And he enlisted, and
you know that he’s called Corporal Brown now, in
Kitclhioner’s Army. Tom|, he was u rascal in those days;
but he's done all & man counld do—he's out there now
fighting for his country, and a man can’t do more than
that.” 3

“I know!” said Tom.

“ But—Dbut in the eye of the law Corporal Brown is
still the Professor if he were found out,” said Talbot,
“and—and he would be in danger if it were known. And
the disgrace to Marie—-" :

“But it won't be known.” said Tom. “It's known {o
us, and to the Head and Mr. Railton. You don’t think
it’s likely to get out®”

“ I's got out,” said Talbot.

“But how? Who——"

“ Crooke.”

"Tom started.

“ How could Crooke kunow?
we've said a word, Talbot *” s

“I know you haven’t, old fellow,
admitted that he’d found it out by
Marie’s very proud of her father in these days—rather
a change from the old times. She talks about him some-
times, and Crooke must have listened ; he’s cad enough
for that. He told me he knew that Marie was a Professor s
daughter. ' -

Tom Merry’s brow contracted.

“T'hat’s bad,” he said. “But he doesn’t know about
the Professor being in Kitchener's Avmy?”

“1 don’t know. "He knows that he’s Marie’s father.
If he was listening when Marie was speaking of him, T
don’t know what he may have found out. And—and if
he tells all the fellows I—I don’t think Marie would
care to stay longer at St. Jim’s.”

“The cad!” said Tom. “So that's why you punched
him?”

L '}:' OS.,’

“He wouldn’t darve,” said Tom, after a pause. “Ho
hasn’t any proof. The fellows would regard it as a
slauder if he told. And Miss Marie is popular, especially
since she nursed the fellows at the time of the ‘ flu”
attack. 1f Crooke dared to say a word against her he
would be seragged. Besides, even a cad like that couldn’t
want to hurt a ripping girl like Miss Marie.”

“Only to get at me,” said Talbot. “It's rotien to
think it, but he hates me—for no good reason. He sus-
peets that T am his rival for Colonel Lyndoen’s money,
though you know, Tom, that I’'m not the sort of chap {o
think of that.” !

“I know it,” said Tom. “It’s just what Crooke would
think. By Jove, if he dares to say a word that would
worry Miss Marie, we'll make St. Jim’s too hot to hold
him !” ]

Lowther looked in af the door with a cheerful grin.

“Sorry to interrupt the pow-wow,” he remarked; “but
the sosses arve drying up, and it's time you dried up,
too, and came to tea,”

Talbot smiled,

“Right-ho !"

“Come on!” eaid Lowther. “Sosses and mashed, you
kiiow, and toast and a cold chicken, and three kinds of
jam! Phink of that!” :

Tom Merry and Talbot followed Monty Lowther to the
study, and the sosses were duly disposed of. Talbot
made an effort, to'be cheerful over tea, hut it was

Tur Gen Lipranry,—No. 399,

You can't imagine that

Crooke as good as
spying. You see,

easy
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for Tom to see that, at the back of his mind, there wae
a sense of trouble. . /

The Toff "had found it easy to make friends. Eyey
Levison of the Fourth, once his bitter enemy, was now
his devoted champion. Even Mellish, the sueak of the
School House, rather liked him. Buft with his cousin,
Gerald George Crooke, he had failed. Naturally, oldq
Colonel Lyndon had wished that his two nephews sho_ula
be upon good terms; equally naturally, he had wisheq
.that Crooke should take example by his cousin. The
slack, vicious cad of the Shell would have benefiteq
by Talbot’s friendship if he had been capable of
appreciating it. 4 ; ’

But it was evidently uscless to think of it. Talhet
had done his best, but he had made matters worse rathor
.than better. There could be no friendship betweey
natures so opposed, : }

‘The cold chicken followed the sosses, and the chumsg
of-the Shell had arrived at the ‘‘three kinds of jam,”
when there was a light tap at the study door.

“Come in, fathead !” said Lowther,

The door opened, and a charming face looked in, It
was that of Miss Marie, the Little Sister of the Poor.

The juniors jumped up, and Monty Lowther turned
crimson. Ie had not guessed that his remark wag
addressed to Miss Marie. The girl was smiling.

“1—T say,” stammered Lowther, “ I—I—1I didn't know
it was you, Miss Marie!”

Miss Marie langhed. }

“* Please excuse my coming here,” she said, in her low,
sweet voice. “I have news—great news for me-—and T
wanted to tell Talbot, and you, too, all of you, as you
know my father.”

* Victoria Cross?” asked Tom Merry.

Miss Marie shook her head.

“No, no! But my’ father is coming home on leave.
I have had a letter,” A letter was in the girl’s hand,
with “On Active Service” printed on the envelope.
“Toff, he is coming home, safe, and he has the D.C.M.”

“The Distinguished Conduct Medal !”* said Manners,

“Yes, yes! Tsn’t it splendid?”

“Hurrah !” said the Shell fellows all together.

‘They were glad to hear the news. Truly it was a
change for the Professor to have won a medal for
distinguished conduct in the Army in Flanders—distin-
guished among so many gallant fellows, the best ever
produced by Britain. ' )

"And he was wounded once, ‘and sent down to the
base, but he did not tell me then,” said Marie. “He
recovered, and has been in the trenches again, and now
he has his leave. 'This letter has taken some time to
come. He may be home to-morrow, and I shall sce him
again !” :

The girl’s eyes were dancing.

Never had the chums of St. Jim’s seen the Little Sister
looking so bright and happy. Marie’s affection for her
father, even when he had been a rascal, had always heen
slrong, but now it was justified. He was now a father
that anyone might have been proud of. He had redecmed
the past. He was doing his duty, and doing it well,
No wonder the Little Sister was happy.
; “That’s ripping mews!"” said Talbot,

Talbot broke off.

There was a slight sound in the
shadow. The other fellows had not o served it, but the
Toff had had an unneunal training. His face suddenly
_changed. He made a quick step past the girl, and looked
from the doorway. Crooke of the Shell Was passing
hastily down thle passage. ;

Talbet turned back into the stud with a sinking heart,

Crooke had heard ! 4 Xilig ok

Marie looked at him in surprise, She did not wnder-
stand the Tofl’s action, or the cloud that darkened on his
brow. :

“ What is the matter, Toff? You do not look glad.”

“ Nothing,” said Talbot, forcing himself to smile. “ Now
you are here, Marie, you must stay to tea.”

“ Yes, rather !” said Tom Merry emphatically, ** You've
never had tea in the study, Miss flar;ie, and this is a
special oceasion.” = " g oo Xt

“Three kinds of jam!” chanted Lowther,

g

“Ripping |

passage—a moving
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At the end of the village street, Talbot jur
mounted outside the police-station, an

nJ'scd down, and Kept his ¢yes on Crooke,
went in. Talbot drew a gquick, sobbing breath.

The cad of the Shell dis-
(See Chapter 10.)

g8 Marie laughed merrily.

¢ I have had my tea,” she said cheerily. I came
Il you the news. You were not in your study, Toft, so
ne here.”

bot understood, Crooke had been in the study, and
followed, and he had learned that Marie’s father
poming home.

t the Toff said nothing of that. e would not clond
irl’s happiness by a hint of danger. Monty Lowther
d the ginger-beer with a loud series of pops.
if vou won’t have tea we’ll drink the health
Brown,” he said. “ Now, then, bumpers !

hear !”
Marie, smiling, accepted the foaming glass of

to Corporal Brown and all the ripping fellows
per’s Army ! said Lowther.
e toast was drunk with enthusiasm.

Monty Lowther made a comical grimace.
forgotten the three kinds of jam 1" he
';Fancy three kinds of jam going begging !”

. ‘ l"

« Terrible Three themselves proceeded to do full
each of the three kinds.

]

with a nod to his chums, left the study with

.. “WHEN DUTY GALLS!” *

CHAPTER 3,
D'Arcy’'s New Idea,

% OM MEWWY !
The three kinds of jam had been done justics
to when Arthur Augustus D'Arcy of the Fourth

Form came in, Upon the noble and aristocratic
countenpance of Arthur’ Augustus was an expression
unusual seriousness. Monty Lowther waved his hand te
the table.

“Pile in!" he said.

“ Thank you, deah boy, I have not come to tea.”

“Oh, I thought perhaps you'd heard about the jam !
said Lowther. “ Three kmds—rn?berry. gtrawberry, and
apricot. In the strawberry kin there are real straw-
berries. I have seem one, You don't want to miss s
chance like this, Gussy.”

“ Pway don’t be fwivolous, Lowthah. I have looked in
to speak to Tom Mewwy on a vewy sewious mattah."”

The Terrible Three composed their faces into expres-
sions of great gravity. Monty TLowther, who couldn’t
help being humorous, took out his handkerchief and
wiped away a tear. Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass
very flse\'erely upon the humorist of the Shell, who so
a little.

“Lowthah, I wegard you as an ass!” said Arthar
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Augustus. "This is not a time for sillay twicks.
are pewwaps awanh that it is wab-time.”
“le it said Lowther, with interest,
of it, I believe
distinetly
Mail." "
“If it's in the “Daily Mail,’ it i so ™ said Manners,
with due solemuity, “We may as well admit at once

that it is war-time. Go on, Guasy. Tell us some more
of theae new and startling things."

“You uttah ass

" That's nothing new,”
®* We knew that.”

" Why, you fathead

*Tom Mewwy-—."

*Hallo !

“I have learned (h
wemittance to-day.”

"Quite so0,” agreed Tom,
pointed to the tea-table.

“Three kinds of jam," explained Lowther,

S twust yvou have not wasted Your wemittanece in
wiotous livin', Tom Mewwy. You have no wight to waste

money in war-time. 1 have come heal for that
wemittance,

*“ The merry deuce you have I

“Yaas, wathah. I am collectin’ up all the cach I can
My hands on,” explained Arthur Angustus,

*“Great Scott!”

*“You see, 1 have an ideah.”

“Whosge "

“Will you be sewious?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
exasperated. “Tom Mewwy, I am shocked at you. At
& time when food supplies are goin’ down, and pwlicns
are goin’ up, you are wollin' in jam—="

“Ha, ha, ha!®

"1 am epeakin' figuwatively, of course. Tnstead of
thinkin’ of jam, vou ought to be thinkin’ of cabbages.”

“Cabbages:" said Tom Merry faintly.

“Yaas. That's the ideah. ~Haven't You wead the
speeches of the Cabinet Ministahs on national economy *”

“My dear chap, I don't have time to bother ahout
Cabinet Ministers,” said Tom Merry, in surprise.

“It is pwobable,” said Arthur Augustus, unheeding,
“that there may be shortage of vegetables this vah or
mext yah. If the wah goes on, T mean. Now, I suppose

u fellahs are agweed that the wah must go on {till

ose disgustin’ Huns are licked wight out of their
beots.”

“Certainly !" said Monty Lowther, “I ghall firmly
decline to make peace nntil the Kaiser has heen captured,
and senfenced fo at least three months in the second
division, and had his moustache cut off.”

“Yon are a fwivolous ass, Lowthah! The wah will
pwobably go on for at least thwee yahs longah, and pwices
will go up and up. I have heard that there are some
howwid waseals makin’ money out of the wah, hut I
wefuse to believe that anybody could be wascal enough
to put up pwices simply for the purpose of makin’ meney.
Bueh conduct would only be worthy of a Pwussian. But

it is vewy pwob that pwices will go up, and undah the
cires it is evewy citizen’s dutay to gwow his own
vegetables.”
“We'll have a window-box,” said Lowther. “We could
et a box, about three feet long, in the study window.
me see; we'll grow cabbages, potatoes, vegetable
marrows, and wheat. How much wheat ought we to
plant at once in a window-box, Gussy #”
“I wefuse to amswah fwivolous questions. Lowthal,
It is imposs for us to gwow wheat, I feah. But we can
cabbages, and I am going to gwow ecabbages.
ﬁ; the wintah I expect to have a vewy large cwop of
cabbages, and then——" g
“Then you will start as a cigar merchant?” asked

“You uttah ass! T have weq
the piece of gwound next to the
wathah wuff gwound, hug

You
“Now you speak

I've heard something abeut it. Yes, I
riember seeing it mentioned in the * Daily

said Lowther, shaking his head,

" began Mannors warmly,

at you have weccived a vewy decent

“Behold the result!™ e

uested permish to use
Head's garden. It is
plentay of diggin' will make

it all wight, and of course it will want a lot of wat in’.
thb ordahed a splendid watahb-can, and I am goin'

it
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I am willin J

'l'ﬂgg].-.'g Q(Pm]u_ {o l;-‘v'n‘r'wl“" axXponans.
to let you fellahs help wme.

“Thanks!” . E

“ Not at all, deah boys. This ie o time for ove )
who calls himsolf a Dwiton to pull shouldah to shouldalhy,
I want you to put in all your spare time QIggm‘ aud
all your spare money in buyin' ecods and things, 1t the
ideah catehen on, ns I twust it will, 8t. Jim's will koon
be ull“l»\]llplnb‘l‘“n' in the mattah of vegetables"

“My hag!’

",\‘ujl will twouble you for what in left of your we
mittance, Tom Mewwy," said Arthur Angustus, with
dignity. :

“Certainly " said Tom Merry heartily.

" Yon are willin’ to contwibute all you have left ¢y
cawwy out this gwand ideah P”

“Quite."”

“Vewy good. T am glad you arve wo patwiotie, deak
boy. Pway hand it oval,"”

Tom Merry groped in his pockets, produced twe
pennies and a bhalfpenny, and with a flourigh dr
them into D'Arcy's palm. Arthur Augustus looked at
the coing, and looked at Tom Merry.

" ls that a fatheaded joke, Tom Mewwy ?" ho asked,

“No; that's twopence-balfpenny,” sald Tom aifably,
* And I devote it, with a whole heart, to the grand scheme,
I shall not require any dividend. I contribute that to
the natienal welfare, and refuse even to entertain any
idea of making any personal profit in the matter.”

“You uttah ass!" shouted Arthur Augtistus, #1
wegard Jou as a fatheaded and unpatwiotic idiot, Tom
Mewwy.

Slam ! :

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy retired from the study, closing
the door after him in a manner which did not in the
least consort with the repose that stamps the easte of
Vere de Vere. A merry chuckle followed him.

Arthur Auguetus paused in the passage to cool down,
and then looked into the next study. Gore and Skimpole
were there, having tea.

" Isn’t Talbot heah:” asked D'Arecy.

*“Doesn’t seem to be, docs he?” said Gore, * But you
c:;(n look under the table, and up the chimney, if you
like.”

“Goah, deah boy, pewwaps you would like to join me
in my new ideah’ of gwowin’ vegetables. The fellahs
in my stnday are backin’ me up. There’s an awful lot
of diggin’ to bhe done,”

" They can do it,” said Gore. “T'll leave it to them
with pleasure.” -- :
* Weally, Goah, you are a big, stwong chap, and conld §
do the diggin® splendidly,” urged Arthur Augustus, “I

shall be there to diwect you,”

.. Oh, you're not going to do the digging?” said Gore.

“I feah that would be imposs, as it makes blistahs

on the hands.”
Gore looked at the swell of St. Jim's as if he would
eat him. ?
“What about my hands. then?” he demanded, in &
sulphurous voice. 3
“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that.”
a!i 2

“Yon blitheriniec

“Pway do not become abusive, Goah, simply becanse
I am urgin’ you to do your dutay as a p?? iot and a
Bwiton. I twust you are not a pwo-German. Skimpole,
deah boy, pewwaps you would like to wiah in an

some diggin’?

“I shonld be very pleased, my dear D’Arey,”
Skimpole, blinking over his big glasees. . “Buf at
present moment I am very busy upon the t - '
chapter of my book on evolution——" - 4

“Oh, ewumbs! Pway don’t tell meo about it, ¢
hoy. Norv, Goah, T twust you are comin’#" L8

i“ Rﬁs k2 : - a2

“You know vewy well that Mr. Asquith say
Bwiton ought to buck up, or words to that

ourse, he says it in vewy 1 ?a., rde, but tl

f:emeam! ﬁmnm ' mgo, deah boy " s

Augustus encouragingly. N
Will y : el e s




Every Wednesday,

bo 2 glackah. If you wefuse to lend a helpin’ hand,
Coah, | shall wegard you as a pwo-Hun,"”

Whiz ! ) ;

«oh, ewumbs!  You howwid wottah!” yelled Arthor
Augustus, as :rvclumk of butter caught him full on his
poblo nose. * You—you feahful wuffian! I will give you
tho thwashing of your life—gwoooooop !

A jam-tart fqllm\-m] the butter, and Arthur Augustus
C ade a jump into the passage. Ie was just in time
to escape a stream from a teacup.

“ome in again!” roarved Gore.
me o pro-Hun! Come on!
for you.”

Arthur Augustus did not come in for the treacle. He
gnorted, and went down the passage dabbing at the
butter, ]

“T'll teach you to call
I've got some treacle ready

[ —

CHAPTER 4.
- The Letter from (he Professor,

ALBOT was crossing the quadrangle with Miss
Marie when old Blagg, the postman from Ryl-
combe, came stumping towards the School House.
He paused. :

* Anything for me, Blagg " he asked.

The Toff had few friends outside the walls of St.
Jim's, and he was not, as a rule, aunxious about his
correspondence. Old Blagg did not bring him remittances
from fond parents and kind uncles, as he did to the
other fellows, But it was in Talbot’s mind that if John
Rivers was coming back he would write to him, and he
was anxious and uncasy about the Professor.

“N\'('Fsir.“ gaid Blagg, touching his hat. “One for you,

sir.
Blagg fumbled in his bag and produced the letter. Tt
was not marked “ On Active Service,” but it was addressed
in the Professor’'s hand. John Rivers was already in
England.

Talbol's brow was grave as he walked on with the
Little Sister, the letter unopened in his hand. He did
not know that Crooke of the Shell was watching him
from his study window, a sneering grin on his face.
His thoughts were with the Professor—the man who,
leaving the danger of the trenches behind him, was
facing another danger in coming home to see his
daughter,

“ From my father, Toff*" asked Marie,

S Yes," sald Talbot. “ We'll read it together in the
garden.” ]

“T'm so glad that you and my father are good friends
now, Tof,” said Marie softly. Marie nlways called the
Shell fellow by that old name.

“We ghall never be anything else,” said Talbot, with
a smile. “The past is dead and done with, Hallo!”

Three juniors raised their eaps to Miss Marie, as they
came up to the IHead's garden. The three were Blake
and Iervies and Digby of the Fourth, the trio who had
the honour of sharing Study No. 6 with the Honourable
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

They were not looking quite so cherry as usnal, and
they were cquipped in o decidedly unusual manuner.
Blake carried a heavy spade, Dighy had a large garden-
fork, and Ierries a rake. What they weve going to do
with those formiduble-looking agricultural implements
was a mystery. : )

“You are going to do gurdening?” asked Miss Marie,
with a smile.

“Yos," snid Blake. “It's Gussy, of course.” ;

“Gusey " snorted Herries, “He's jawed us for a solid
hour in the study, and we've taken this on simply to
make him ghut up. It was that or suffocating him.

“He's got permission to nse that bit of waste land
al the end 0} the Head's garden,” explained Dighy.
“We're going to dig it. He’s going to grow cabhages.

“Cabbages " exclaimed Marie. .

“Yeu," grunted Blake; “cabbages. We're going to
keop the school in eabbages, if the war lasts another
thougand years, If the Yankees in Chicago put up the
price of whent, and the coal-owners won't let us have any
coal, we shall have plenty of cabbages to fall back on,
uocording to Clussy,”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roured Talbot,
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“Tain’t a laughing matter,” said Blake. *We’ve gob
to dig. Gussy’s called us slackers, the checky owi, and
we're going fo dig till he cries off. We'll dig as long
as he does, anyway. He’s going round getting recruils
for digging, and he expects to bring a l‘ogulflr' crowd.
My idea is that he won't bring anybody. We've bor-
rowed these things from Taggles. You should have seen
Taggles grin, the old duffer.  This isn’t my size 11
spades.”

“Ha, ha, hal” /

“Now we're waiting for Gussy,” said Blake.
you seen the idiot?” ’

“I saw him talking to Kangaroo,” said Talbot, laugh-
ing. “Kangy was saying rats, or something that soundéd
very like it.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!" ;

Talbot and Marie went on into the garden, leaving the
three juniors still waiting for Gussy and his horde of
digging recruits. In the pleasant old garden, Talbot slib
the envelope, and opened the letter from “ Corporal
Brown."”

Marice and the Toff read it together.

It brought a dark cloud to the brow of the handsome
Shell fellow. At any time the thought of the danger
that attended Maric’s father in England would have
troubled him. But since his interview with Crooke, he
understood how real and terrible that danger might b",;
For if the cad of the Shell discovered that *“ John Rivers
was at hand, therc was not the slightest doubt that he
would do his worst. Talbot could not desert the man who
had been his companion in the old days, and who was
leading a new life in khaki. But the law still regarded
John Rivers as a criminal, and the prison doors were
wide open for him. And if Talbot’s continued connection
with a criminal could be proved, Crooke's purpose was
served.  Colonel Lyndon believed in Talbot; he had
strong faith in him. But how was he likely fto look
npon Talbot's friendship with a member of the old gang?

Even the fact that the Professor was now in the Army
would not be likely to move the colonel.. John Rivers was
in Colonel Lyndon’s own regiment. He had fought in
Flanders under the eyes of the colonel—though he did
not know him. What was the grim old soldier likely to
think, if he knew that a cracksman had taken refuge
in khaki? Would he not be certain to believe that the
man had donned the khaki simply to escape the police,
or, worse,.to carry on his old operations in a new sphere*
e could not be expected to believe what Talbot knew to
be true. )

The Toff knew only too well that, in keeping up his
connection with the Professor, as he was placing it 1in
Crooke's power to cause him gerious trouble, if the ead
of the Shell sccured proof of it, And for the sake of
mjuring Talbot with his uncle, Crooke wonld not hesitate
to sacrifice “Corporal Brown.”  Marie's father would
suffer, to gratify Crooke's hatred and suspicion of his
consin,

The letter rvan:

“Have

“T am in England now on leave. 1 can get down fo
Rylcombe on Wednesday. 1 cannot, of course, come to
the school, but I must seec Marie. T know you will
arrange it for me, Tolf, if only for Marie's sake, and
the sake of old times. Wednesday is a half-holiday with
yoi. Will you come on Wednesday afternoon and meet
me at the Feathers—it is far enough from the School—
and then we can arrange matters. Bring Marie with
you if all serene, Joux Browx."

Marie's eyes danced.

“I shall see him on Wednesday ! she exclaimed.

Talbot nodded.

“Yes. Surely it will be safe,” he said. It is risky
for him to come near the school, but the Feathers is a
good distance up the river. Yel——" He paused. A
vague fear was in hig heart.

arie gave him an anxious look.

“What is it, Toff? You do not fear for myv father®”

“There is always danger,” said Talbal.’
must see him. That is settled.” -

“1 must, Tofl, This is his first leave from the front,
and who knows what may happen when he goes back ¥
The girl’s lip trembled.  “When 1 think of him ouk
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there it makes me tremble, Toff. But—but is his danger
here so great? He is in khaki, and it je g0 long eince
the Professor was heard of that he will have been fors
gotten. Nobody conld be on the watch for him, and
only our own friends know that he is myv father ™

Talbot was silent 2

He could not tell her what he knew the hard.
eynical face of Gerald Crooke was before hiz eves. Crooke
knew, and Crooke wae watching, and he would do his
worst. There was danger—danger that Marie neves
dreamed of; but he would not darken het happiness by
telling her. That was neeless 5

“Toff, he will be
not see him.”

“He must come, Marie. He would not stay awav.”
said Talbot. * Besides, there is no address on his Jetter :
vou could not write. He will be at the
\\'c‘clnowl.l_\. and vou will see him We
careful, that is all”

“He has been through so many dangers, Toff, 1 shall
be so glad to see him. But if he is threatened hore .

Talbot forced a smile to his lips

“Do not think of that,” he eaid. “Tt is no nee meoling
trouble half-way. You must see him- and he will go,
safe and sound. Only we must be careful.”

But when Talbot left the Head's garden, thoungh he
left Marie reassured. his own brow was clouded. ITustine-
tively he felt that there were breakers ahead, that the
coming of John Rivers meant black trouble.

but

afe If he is not safe here. 1 must

Feathere on
must be very

—— .

CHAPTER 5.
The Gardeners.

- ELL™
W Blake and Herries and Digby uttered the
monosyllabic question together.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy joined them with
a slight frown upon his brow. And he came alone.
“Well,” said Arthur Augustus, “I feah there are a
feahful lot of slackahs in this school, deah boys. I have
wequested lots of the fellahs to come and dig, and they
all made wude weplies. Goah was simply beastly about
it. Even Tom Mewwy was fwivolous. Figgins & Co.
weplied that they were goin’ to keep white wabbits,
weady for the time when wabbits wan short. But I
do not believe they are goin’ to do anythin’ of the sort,
you know—it was simply a fwivelous wemark.”
“Go hon !” said Blake, with heavy sarcasm. “ Was it:”
“Yaas. All we can do, deah hoys, is to set an example
to the school—a shinin’ example, you know. We are
goin’ to show that Studay No. 6 are not slackahs, and
that we realise the importance of a countwy beiu’ self-
feedin'. \Whatevah may happen, we shall always have
plentay of vegetables to live on, if we gwow them our-
selves. Every chap who does not gwow his own vegefabies
ie a slackah. Mr. Wailton said 1t was a good igeah."
“So it is,” said Dig. “ Railton’s right; it’s a goed
idea. But the way it’s going to be carried out mayn’'t
be so good.” :
“JIt will be cawwied out wippingly, Dig, since it is
oin’ to be cawwied out undah my personal diwections,”
“ Bow-wow !” ~
“ And when we are seen hard at work, I twust that the
example will spwead,” said Arthur Augustus loftily. “I
should be sow to think that St. Jim’s was simply
ewammed Withws{'lcka-hs‘ A lot of the fellahs said they
would come and look on. Pway let us get to work.”
Blake & Co. grunted, and followed the swell of St.
Jim’s to the vegetable garden to be. It was a piece of
ground by the fence of the Head’s private garden, and
extended as far as the school wall. Generally that pateh
of {:vund was used by the youngest fags for playing
marbles or tip-cat, and as it was a secluded spot, almost
shut in by trees, it had also been adorned by lumber
fellows did not want—a broken kettle, and a damaged
- saucepan, and so on. There were patches of scra
ss and weeds and nettles owing there. Certanly
4t was, as D'Arey had remarked, a pity that even an
odd corner of waste ground should be going uncul-
:io;nte];l_ :: :nch‘é; ?mt It }r:.s not large; it was not
venie o ‘at; it was far from ¢
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oil, but with patience and hard labows
¢ eomething could be made of i,

eml it wae ]‘1"‘7 e
there was no donbt thy
o

Heal Wo ‘7o A nguat na

Arthur ““Q..I

enid
Falbot, deah boy E

Ialbot glanced roiund a= he came A¥Way from the "p.dl.
K wrden

Thie way, Talbot I

Falbot 2 Jittle aurprised, joind 1 the juniors on the
forthcoming cabbage i"“'"

What's the little game?™" he ked

Work I said Arthur Augunstus improssively

'\.. i hav heard of the Ularden Beautiful#™ suid
Avthur Augustue loftily Well, this je .7

By Jove, la 11

Of couree. It dox not lonk very Lbeautiful al
pweeent,” admitted Arthur Augnsty But Wome was
not bhuilt in o dav, vou know

la making it beautiful going to take as long na the
building of Rome?" asked Talbot, with a amile,

Ahem ! We hope ahortly 1o e |mr4l1|rxn' fine u,,'h'
cabbages, at any wale.”
‘ I .
autumn said [)“”’
cabbages gwown in the autumn are
do not know vewy much

ulated Talbot

Spring cabbages '
cabbages,

Ahem! |
hastily I suppose
antumn cabbages, 1
about gardenin’.”

“Not really!” anorted Blake .

“Howevah, with hard work, we shall soon have it
flonwishing. Pway and bowwow a epade fwom
somewhah, and pile in, Talbot, deah boy. You are not s
elackah !”

“1 should think that ground needs a pickaxe,” said
Talbot, with a glance at the unpromising soil, which had
been trampled hard by the feet of generations of fags. 4

“All sewene! Go and bowwosw a pickaxe.”

Talbot laughed.

“1 don’t mind,” he =aid. “If T can borrow s pickaxe ;
I'll come back with it.” '

“Bwavo!" > -

Talbot walked away; the cloud lifted from his brow.
Arthur Augustus as an enthusiastie gardener would have
put any misanthrope into good epirits.

Fellows were coming up to look on. Kangaroco of the
Shell came along with Dane and Glyn, ang Reilly and
Kerruish and Julian of the Fourth arrived. Figgine and
Kerr and Wynn came over from the New House.

They had not come to work, evidently, as they brought
no agricultural implements with them. They looked on,
and somehow seemed amused.

Study No. 6 had to begin operations under quife an
army of eyes.

“Pway wiah in, deah boys!" said Arthur Augustus
encouragingly. “The first thing is to get the gwound :
well bwoken up. Dig can turn it up with the fork, and
Blake can whack at it with the spade, and then Hewwice
can wake it ovah. Put your beef into it.”

*“ And what are you going to do?” demanded Blake.

“T shall be vewy busy superintendin’.” .

“Oh!”

“Pway go for it; don’t slack.”

Blake snorted, and the diggers started. The spade,
the fork, and the rake crashed and clashed on the
obdurate soil. Arthur Augustus looked on with keen
interest, his eyeglass in his eye.

A fire of humorous remarks came from the onlookers.
Wally of the Third wanted to know if they were diggi
for ]l:illrlqd treasure. Kangaroo asked them if \
would give a message to his people, when ¢ re
through to Australia. Blake &pgo.p turned a & $
They threw off their jackets, and piled in. The swea
of honest toil ran down their brows. The sentence M
on Adam of old, that by the sweat of his brow he should
earn his bread, was being fulfilled for Study No.
though it was cabbages and no* bread that t‘hg had
prospect. )

But the cabbages, as Arthur Augustus N
formed them, weri merely a beginning, Pw would
follow, and he had an idea of bansnas. How hmaﬂg >
to grow bananas Arthur Augustus did not explain. But

zaid, bananas were a healthy diet, very

. Vi  PENNY
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W tine and b would be undoubledly

oy conld be srrawn.  Avthur Augustus hadl
¥ il the ground were onee thotoughly
a bavanus planted there would soon aproul forth
roph dluxurianee A« ho had correctly remarked,
Bawas not well up in gardening
B pDor't vou follals feel inclined to join in®" asked
hur Avgustus, turning his eyeglass soverely npon the
Baning spectators. " Pway doun't bo alackahs,  Don't
E want to take a ‘-{'ml\\ Figgins ™
B toll you what ™ ST do the super
ending. if you like, and you can take a spoade.”
S Pway don’t be widiculows, Figgins, 1 ahould hardly
B likely to leavo the supevintending to a New Houso
Wiah. \\eally, deah boy, don't vou feel ashamed of
Skin' ot with vour hands in your pockets while we avo
Bekin’ away like niggahs!™
EDivil a bit ' said Reilly choerily
Blake pawsed. Blake was hot and damp with his
Brtions, The spade, which was big and heavy enotrh
b powerful mavvy, was a little too much for Rlake,
i that he was thinking of giving in. He wars only
Mking of chucking it for good reasons.
When are you going to begin, Gussy?" ho asked, in
\ift‘d tones.
{rthur Augustus looked at him in surprise.
B] began with you, deah boy 1"
®ELh? What are yon doing!”
#Superintendin’,”
Are you going to hang about
e diggi\lgf'“ roared Blake,
4T am goin’ to superintend. My dear chap, evewy job
Buinhs o foreman. You fellahs van do the spade work:
iperintend. Pway go for it, Don’t slack, you know.”
ferries loaned on his rake, and gave Arthur Augustus
padly look.
we're going to work, while you slack about and
 he domanded. “That's the idea, is it?"
Pway dou't be wnweasonable, Hewwies. I am mnot
Bkin’. You may wegard me as bein’ in the }\mish of a
ewal commandin’  twoops,” explained  Arthur
ws. * Naturally, there must be superintendence.”
s a turn with that spade!” roaved Blake.

™

e

wl'g:

would wuin my hands!”

our haunds!”

owwid blistahs, you know!”
was too much for Study No. 6. Blake's spade,
rake, and Dig’s fork went to the ground with
together. and they fairly hurled themselves upon
superintendent.

h!" yelled Arthur
“What is the mattah with you?

wlea thal

.

anid Figins

doing nothing while

Augustus, in astonishment

Yow!

S

Four hands—eh?” yelled Blake. “If:don’t matter

wb onrs—what? Bump him "

" Y wacoop ! Somebody must do the wuft work, you ass!

 sensible chap ought to kmow that. Yow-pw-ow!

OO0 !“

2 & Co. had uot dug very deep. But they hud a

| excavated, and into that hole they plum}wd their

erintendent. Herries jammed the rake on his chest,

‘pinned him down there, and Blake and Dig. with

ster energy than they had shown so far, shovelled in

rth upon him,

o wore roars of laughter from the spectators.

ve were roars from Arthur Augustus, though not of

hter.

ke and Herrvies and Dig, breathing hard, threw

p their implements, and walked away. Arthur

wstus struggled out of the hole, casting clods of

b to right and left, amid shrieks of merriment from
ators. The natty “clobber ™ of the swell of St.

as in a parlous state.

oh! Wooh—woooh!” gasped Arthur Augustus.
are those wottahs? Gwooh! T am goin’ to

them all! Gwoooh! Wound! Ugh!” °

ha, ba!”

is mot a

' mattah, you duffahs!
ooh !

-
langhin
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“Ma, ha, k'™ yolled the juniors :

“llewwoooh ! Oh, deah, T am fwightfully dirtay |
Gwoooh ! Bai Jove, 1 will give thoss uttah wottaha a
feanhful thwashin' "

Avthur Augustus roshied away, shedding chunka of
cnrth ns he went, e lefl the juniors almost in hyaterica,
Ten minutes later Tulbot of the Shell arrived with =
piekase, But ho fomud tho cobbage patoh dasorted. Talbot
laughed, and added his pickase to the apade, the rake,
aud the garden fork, and snuntered away. And the
calihage-pateh still lay aterile and innocent of cabibijgos,

CHAPTER G.
Monly Lowlher Lends a Hand,
W @ W OW aro the cabbages going on, old chap?”
H Monty Lowther nsked the question when
Arthue Augustus appeared in the junior
common-room thal evening.

All the School House waa interested in Gussy's idoa
of n vegetablo gueden. The way it had started had in-
terested them greatly. They did not expect that Arthur
Augustus would be uble to eupply St. Jim's with
veelubles for * three years or the period of the war."”

Arthur Augustos eniffed in response. to Lowlher's
(uest ion.

“They are goin' on all wight,” he aaid, “I have

decided to take the mattah in hand personally, as I
cannot depend on my own fwiends to back me n\).” This
at Blake and

was accompanied by a withering glance
Heorries nm!i Dig, who did not even blush.
diggin®."
“Digging! My
asked Fom Merry.
“ Nearly a yard."”
“What kind of a yard?” asked Lowther,
yard?”
* “Weally, Lowthal, you know very well that I mean &
vard in measure.”
“ Sguare or cubict”
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
“Yon uttah ass, square, of conrse!

“1 have beem

hat! How much have yom dug?”

“ A back-

There is no need

to dig a yard down to plant cabbages. It is ouly
necessawy to cover the woots.  And I have put the
cabbages in,” concluded Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
trivmphantly.

“ By Jove! How many:”

“1 could not put in a gweat numbal in a squave yard.
Howevah, I have planted four,” said Arthur Augustus.
“T wode down te Wylcombe and bought them specially
at the gweengwocahs. I asked him specially for gwowin’
cabbages, and he said they would gwow beautifully if
well looked aftah. They are vewy young at pwesent—
quite small, you know. That is a begmmin’, Every
square yard L get dug I hall put in four more cabbages,
and I shall decline to allow you wottahs to help me an
more. L am goin' to make you ashamed of yourselves.”

“TLet's go and see the cabbages,” said Monty Lowther.

“You may look at them, deah boy, but don't touck
them. You don't undahstand these things, you know."”

Monty Lowther made a sign to Tom Merry and
Manners, and the Terrible Three strolled out of the
common-room. The dusk was falling in the quadrangle.

“What's the little game?” asked Manners. “We don't
want to look at Gussy’s idiotic cabbages.”

’ . }:es, we do,” said Lowther. *“Come on, and don't
Jaw ! g

“ Look here—""

“Shurrup, and follow your uncle.”

Toan Merry and Manners, in surprise, followed Lowther
to the cabbage-patch. They could see that the humourish
of the Shell Iiad some scheme in his fertile brain.

They grinned as they reached the cabbage-patch. The
earth was scarred with gashes where the amateur
gardeners had been hacking at it. Arthur Augustus’s
four cabbages looked very lonely, all by themselyes in
the middle of the waste. They were very young cabbage,
and looked considerably yellow and skinny. ey could
not help suspect'mg that the local greengrocer had some-
how failed to pick out his best young cabbages for the
amateur vegetable gardener,
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“The rotten things won't grow,” said Manners, ' Why,
the aes has hardly covered ”lu roots, and o'y ol stanes

and clay stuck all round them,
half dead snyway."”

Manty Lowther cocled his eye nt the cabibingos.

“Uuany ought to he eneanraged,” he wid, "1e's
setting us an example, e hos solled hine nolile Tands
with mere work, He hax come down off hig wedestal, mwnd
worked Jike a common oy garden humnn wing, Very
likely he will have a blister don  his angust  hande,
Therefore~ &

“What on earth are
Merry mystified,

“Thone cabbages are going fto grow,” sald Lowther,
“When Gusay sces them in {he morning he will notice
a difference at once,”

“ Lot you know about it,” said Manners,
grow pretty fast, hut you can't tell the
single night."

“You can if a kind friend has helped them on,” aaid
Lowther, " Let's go and ask Kildare for a pags ont of
gates,”

*What on earth for?"

“Mo cycle down o Ryleombe, and gend a pareel to
the Tommies before the post-office eloxes,"”

“We haven't got a pareel rendy.”

“Go and get, it ready, then, while T ask Kildare for
the pasn.”

“Took here.—

“Oh, follow your unele !
you are for talking !”

“Ureatly mystified, Tom and Manners procecded to the
study, where the parcel for the front was duly fastened
up. When they were in funds, the Terrible Three made
it & point to wend off chocolates and other dainties to
some regiment they fancied, and part of their vanal flow
of wealth that day had heen thus expended, Monty
Lowther looked in ns they finished,

“ Ready¥"

“Yen. Got the pams?”

“Here it in, Ki{dnr«'u a brick. Come on.”

Tagglen grunted and lot them out at the gates, and
the chums of the Ehell rode down to {he vil age. 'The
parcel just caught thie post before the village office
closed, and then Monty Lowther wheeled his bike ulong
to the greengrocer’s, s chums followed him in
amazemoent,

“You, wir?
Creen,

“I want four goodwized eabbagen," said Towthor,

The greengrocer looked n Jittle surprised. Tt was not
aften that jumniors from the sehool dropped in for
cabbagon.  They did o good dea) of cosking in their
own studies, but, as a rule, they did not vook cabbages.
However, an order wan an avder, and My, Oreen selected
the cabbagoes for his customer,

were wrapped up carefully in a bundle, which
Monty Lowther attuched to the handle-bars of his hike
Then the Terrible Three vode homeward, Tam and
Manners were atill more puzzled. They understood now
that they had come down te post the pareel, simply to
enable Lowther {o gel to the greengrocer's for  his
cabbages. But what he was going to do with them was »
preaf m_vnh-r'y.

They wheeled in their bikes, and Lowther detached hia
pareel in the shed,

“This way for the cabbage-pateh,” he remarked,

It was quite dark in the qnad now. The juniors groped
their way through the trees to the eabbage.patel. Diml
in the sfarlight the four lonely little eabbages met {herr

grre.  Monty Lowther, with a merciless hand, jerked
them ont of the w_'mm([

And they've wmaore than

your getting at?" demanded Tom

"Cabibagen
difference in a

paid Lowlher, " What fellows

What can T do for you, sir? niked Mr.

“You fathead™ exclaimed Tom Merry. “ What nre
yon up to?"

“F way, that's a rotten joke, if you oall it a joke !
snid Mannaors,

“Thara’s wn old proverh,” remarked lmrl%‘ s
 Fools and_children should not sce work Arts’
g‘ e g »_ .

P ond Mavncin watohed him in wonder at first, nﬁ )
then they bhurst into w sudden chnekle,

They wunderst ool wt Inst,

“Mhere 1" enld Lowther, glepping back and enrveying
his handiwork, " Cussy will be plossed in the mnrninl
Win cobibuggen will have donbled i size,”

"“"Wn, ka, ka 1" :

“Pocmorvaw nlght they will double agnin,”

i ehinpme yolled.

“Come awny,” eald Lowther,
here,” 1

And the Terrible Three, chuckling gloefully, xuittad
the enbbnge piteh, There wis 1o dmlht' that, Arthiy
Augustus would b delighted in the morning, when he
found the inmense growthi that hisd taken place in liy
cabbagepateh,

“We muetn't, be gesn

e

CHAPTER 7.
Crooke Makes a Discovery,

HE Terrible Three were emiling when they came
into the Bhell dormitory.  They had provided
innocent,  plessure ff')l' H]urir,'hmt}lumlfelgga, z
naturally they were pleased with themeelves, Ag |

Lowthey rc-u}mrk{d, .’3' made him feel like Good Littlg
Georgie in the story,”
- \6}1;-1,'.; tha ju((yn'e" Talbot asked, as he noted {he
beaming facen of hia chimns, ;
Monty Lowther explained,
There was a ripple of laughter in the dormitory,
" Keap it dark, my sons!” cantioned Lowther, “fy il
L quite r')uu_'rin;’ to wateh Guwsy in the mﬁminﬁ s
cvery morning, ‘Ihe growth of theso cabbages will be a
vecord in enbbage-growing.” o
Tha Togtiblo Thres birned huckling. They wera
The Pervible Three turned in, chuekling, 1 o
guite anticipating the worniug, and the Imnmit;;gm' iy
/lrthur Anguotun when he waw his cabbages. Crooke of
the Bhell had not joined in the merriment—he had not
listened. Crooke’s thonghts were very busy, and they
woere not pleanant, \ ;
Kildare put the Tights ont, and one by one the 8
fellows dropped off 1o aleep,  But Crooke did net cle
hin eyos, v oy
I wan wot an unwsunl thing for Gerald Crooke
remadn awako after his companions had gone to ale
On more than ane oceasion the black sheep of the S
had “anenked " out of the dormitory after lights out, fo
wtenl down to the Greon Man in Ryleombe and meet the
sporting gentlemen there,  But it was not of breaki
bonnds that Crooke was thinking now.
He lay wilent. while the chatter ran from bed to hed.
It died awny at last, and {he stendy Lreathing annonneed
that the Bhell follows were asloey, s
Sl Crooke waited, with nlwtpL'M oyes.
Eloven o'clock tolled out from the tower, and atill
did not. mave, and atill his eyen did not elogn,
)“Jhlr;'ighli aame l‘l‘t ltm(..l %
L that hour all 81, Jim's was asleep. The 1 ight
win extinguished, the last door had b&p lh:ﬂ:. s W
Then Crooke wat up silently in bed, and peered ‘
him in the dimness of the dormitory, Through the high
windows a faint glimmer of starlight fell, A
0" whispered Crooke, o

o

N
o
.

" You fellows nu
Only steady hmll_ln‘ answered him,
“ 1wy, you chaps 1" Tin volee was a little Tondor
Bt there waa ouly silence,  All the Shell fellows w

paleep, .
Nunuﬁ«l now, Crooke slipped quietly ont of bed,
With mt and stenlthy steps he wode his wa

Talbot's bed.  For a moment he stood by the ld

"‘i’"'"‘ "fm{' L ight foll on Talbot's face, and b
ray of stay ell on Talbot'y “uhy
the cya’o closed, the hreath coming md‘m' ogul
The Toff was deep in slumber, ey B
Crooks turned softly to the ehair Ta
et wan hang.  Iis hands gl
wis & §

¥
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' the latter was asleep, would have received short
pift from Tom Merry & Co But at midnight the
miors were not ‘i'-\'l'll\' to awaken.

And (Crooke made no sound. A skilled thief of the night
ild not have been more cantious,

-;]‘Iix fingers glided through pocket after pocket in
frch of something. They closed on a letter at last.

He drew it out and peered at it in the gloom.

"Whether it was the letter he songht he could not tell.
the dimnoess he could not see a word. With the letter

§ his hand, Crooke crept away towards the nearest

dm\'. There, in the starlight, he examined the letter,

By straining his eyes he made out a few words, but

Hll ho could not read it. He muttered something under
¥ breath.

it was the laetter Talbot had received that afterncon,
was sure. And he was almost sure that that letter
from John Rivers,

‘Mo had heard what Miss Marie bad told, in Tom Merry's

udy, that her father wag coming to see her. Believ-

i, an he did, that Talbot was keeping up his connection
his former useocintes, Crooke had no donbt that

lin Rivers was coming nleo to see the Toff. To

riso them together, lo lpmw to all St. Jim's that

Mbot was atill the comrade of a cracksman who was

anted "' by the police, that was Crooke’s little game.

L what happened to Rivers he did not cave. It would

MNEXT
- WEDNESDAY :

sudden surprise,

"The Hlu:l]r tjelrh:u.-«:.!;mp;:d down owr]hc cuhbngc-putcﬁ Blake llt‘t:d ﬂ.1 > water it i
i : | ch, ¢ water-can, and ran forward fr is
eover., Squish—swizz—slooosh! Over the three stooping forms, the shower of \\'utc'r from thc‘ cﬂ: cn:ngmnsha

(See Chapter B.)

ruin Talbot with his uncle, and that was all he cared
about, Indeed, Crooke felt that it would bhe so much
to his credit if, by his means, a man wanted by the police
could be laid by the heels, He had spied npon Talbot,
and had heard Marie speaking to the Tofl of her father,
and of his reform. But in that reform Crooke did not
believe for a moment, any more than he believed in
Talbot’s. Like the fallen Archangel of old, Crooke waa
always ready “out of good still to find means of evil,”
It was easy for sych a nature to suspect and distrust,
and not so easy for him Lo bave faith.

Talbot had few letters at the school, and Crooke felt
ihat he was certain to have one from the Professor
hefore the Professor came, 1t wae very probable that
that was the letter, and Croske had no scruples aboub
reading it,

e stood with the letter in his hand, straining his
eves, but he could not make it out in the dim starlight.
e glaneed: towards the beds. He dared not strike »
mmﬂ\. neither dared he keep the letter in his posses-
sion, for Talbot would have missed it the next day.
It wae not his purpose to put the Toff npon his guard.

He hesitated for some minutes, and then crept away
{o the door of the dormitory. With great caution he
opened it, and stepped out into the passage, and drew
le door shut after him.

In the dark passage he struck a mateh, With eager
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eyes ho scannoed the loetler, in the flickeving light of the
mateh,  Ie caught his breath sharply, his eyes were
glittering.

The lotter was the one he sought, and its contents
could leave him in mo doubt. The man who referred
to Marie there must he Mario's father, and he was coming
on Wednesday afternoon, and Talbot and his givl chum
wero to meet him at the Feathers Tun, up the river.
Tho signature to the letter puzzled him for a moment,
but only for o moment. “John Brown,” of course, was
another name for Jolin Rivers, The cracksman would
not bo likely to sign his own name in black and white.
To any other fellow the letter would have revehled
nothing, but Crooke's inner knowledge shed light upon
it. Talbot was (o keep an appointment with John Rivers,
the cracksman, the eriminal, who had once come to St.
Jim’s as “ Mr. Packington,” and attempted to rob the
school, the eracksman who liad once been arrvested there.
Could proof be clearer than that, that Talbot was not
what he seemed, that his new Jife was the sgheerest
hypocrisy from beginning to end?

The mateh went out,

Silently the spy of the Shell entered the dormitory
and closed the door. He groped his way to Talbot’s
bed, and replaced the letter in the pocket he had taken
it from, The Toff wag still sleeping soundly. In the
old days it had not been easy to cateh the prince of
eracksmen mapping.  But the cad of the Shell had
aucceeded.,

Crooke slifled a chinckle as ho crept back into bed.

Ho bad learned all ho wished to learn, and Talbot
had no knowledge that he knew. On Wednesday John
Rivers was to he at the Feathers Inn. What would be
easier than to put the police on the secent? To seize
him there, to arrest him, while in company with the
Toff |

What was he coming for? Merely to see his danghter,
or to plan some new crime? Crooke inclined to the latter
theory,

He felt gquite a virtuous glow as he reflected that he
might be the means of preventing some ndéw robbery.
True, tho methods he had uked were not exactly honouwr-
able, but that did not trouble Crooke.

“Cateh ’em together, by Jove!” Crooke chuckled to
himeelf., *““ What will Talbot be able to say then? Canght
in conpultation with a cracksman wanted by the police.
What the deuce did the girl mean by the D.C.M., and
being on leave?” Crooke had puzzled o good deal over
that. “Is the man in the Army? What an awful rascal,
if he ig, to hide from the police in the Army! Ile ought
to bo sent to penal servitude for life. Anyway, he will
bho jolly well shown up on Wednesday, and so will
Talbot.”

Crooke closed his oyes afl last,

Ho slept the sleep of the just, and hé had pleasant
dreams of John Rivers and Talbot surrounded by the
police, of the Toff driven in disgrace from the school,
and cast off and disowned by the grim old colonel,
Talbot's Inck had been wonderfully good so far, Many
times danger had threntened him, and the shadows had
soemed to close upon him for ever, bhut he had pulled
through. Would ho pull through this time?

CIIAPTER 8,
Ranally Remarkable,
~ LANG! Clang!

Tom Merry & Co. were out of bed with the
flrst clang of the riging-bell in the morning.
But they were not quite so early as Arthur
A‘l:flm'.llﬂ D'Avey of the Tourth. The swell of 8t Jim's

had not waited for the vising-bell.

Ha was too anxions o see how lis famous cabbagoes
were gobling on,

Hin great ides hind not been received with enthusinem,
but Arthur Augnstus did not despair of rallyinqvtlm
whole sechool to the vegetable-growing scheme. Wh
they saw with what eminent enceesn he had started, tm

or fellown wonld

follow wuit, ho was sure of that,

Tour cabbages, certainly, was not a large crop; but j
wag n beginning. As those cabbages flourished, ro {hg
iden would grow. Nothing succem}s like success !
“Turn ount, you slackahs ! uxclalmec‘l‘ Arthur A}:gus’uue,
jerking the bedelothes off his chums. Bl‘.l‘(ik u.p,! e
“(irooh 1 came sleepily from Blake. Tain’t rising.

bell I

“There it goes, deah boy.”

Clang! Clang! Clang!

Blake sat up and rubbed his eyes.
had nearly finished dressing. . ‘

“Buck up!” said D’Arcy severely. “Pway don't slack
in wah time, Blake. Are yonu not anxious about the
cabbages?”’ ¥

“Not in the least little bit,”
“They'ro dead by this time.
couldn't gurvive your gardening.

“ Weally, Blake——" : y
A and sling ’em in at Figgy's

“We'll pull ’em up
window,” said Dighy. ‘“Wake up those New Houge

slackers, you know.” ;
“Bai Jove! If you pull up my cabbages, Dig, I shall
give you a fealhful thwashin'. I have mo doubt that

3

they are flouwishin’.
“ Bow-wow |"” ’
“T watahed them last evenin’, you know, and I am
goin’ to watah them again this mornin’. My new watah-
can is wippin’. It leaks a little wheré that ass Hewwies
biffed it with the wake, of course. Latah on T shall

Arthur Augustyg

said Blake cheerfully,
The hardiest cabbages

have a hose—a special hose—wigged up for my
vegetable garden, There is nothin’ whatevah to
sniggah at. If the wah lasts anothah five or

six yahs, we may wun vewy short of vegetables,
and ~you will be jollay glad of my cabbages
then. “And that's only ‘a beginnin’. I-am goin’ to have
a fine cwop of potatocs latah on, and: some first-class
bananahs.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway don't cackle, deah boys. DBananahs are*a
gplendid food, and guite cheap. Yon have wead about
t{m man who always cawwied acorns in his pocket, and
used to shove them in odd cormers of his estate, and
his descendants had a wippin® lot of oak twees. Well,
I am goin’ to ehove in bananahs in the same way.” :

“Your giddy descendants won’t have a ripping lob
of banana trees, I think,” grinned Blake. “I famey
I've heard somewhere that the banana is a tropical
johnny.” .

“Of courge 1'm nob well up in gardenin’ yet., Bub
I believe that with plentay of watahin' you can gwow
almost anythin’ anywhah. Buck up, deah boys, and
let’s go and see the cabbages.”

“You go and sce them and tell us about it,” said
Blake. “Take a yard measure fo spot their growth.
A foot rule wouldn't be big enough.” .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Auguetus aniffed and quitted the dormitory,
leaving his unbelieving chums still at their toilet. In
the passage he ran into half a dozen Shell fellows,

“How are the cabbagest” sang out Monty Lowther.

“I'm just goin’ to see, deah boy. You can come if
you like. And if you feel inclived to give up slackin’,
there is plentay of ?ﬁggin' to be done.” |

Tom Merry & Co. followed Arthur Augustug out of the
School House. The swell of St. Jim’s hurried for his
water-can, and filled it at the neavest tap, and bore it
away in trinmph towards the cabbage-patch. ¥

There was a slight leak in the water-can caneed hy an
unfortunate collision with the rake wielded by Herries.
The water dripped from it over Arthur Augustus's
elegant trousers, but the enthusiastic gardener did wot
even notice it. FEven his beautiful bags were a secondary
consideration with Arthur Augustns now.

“Heah they are, deah boy! Bai Jove!"

Arthur Anguetus halted, apellbound.
nm;‘ k‘ﬁxow g\; of K mt'den'ingmwas mm;:mmiza

Race ow much a cabbage mig be expe to grov
na .ai le night, lha did uo‘? kng. %o huﬁ; hoped to seo
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Lie had never ventured to hope for such a
\s increase as this. =
pho cabbages 1}.1}Ll doubled in gize !

o weat Scott! cjaculated Avthur Augustus,
Look at them, deah boys!
them carefully !

But
l!‘p]n\‘ﬂll“\
5 . e 4 B:li
This is what comes

« Ha, ha, ha!

s They have gwown
E pon't You notice 1t . 4

whey do seem a little bigger,” admitted Tom Merry,

«y httle!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus indiguantly.
« Why, they are twemendously biggah!”
© 1\ <hade larger,” said Manners.

«Weally, Maunahs, you must be an ass! They have
FOWY neahly doubled in size )

“aOh, draw ib mild ! murmured Kangaroco.

«1 measured them thwee times yestahday,” said
p'Arey.  “They were six inches high, Now they arc a
foet at least.” !

L < Wwonderful!

« Marvellous!”

¢ Miraculous!”

¢ Extraordinary !

Arthur Augustus beamed.

WyYans, vou are quite wight!" le assented. “It is
woally miwaculons! Some fellahs ave born gardenahs,
vou know! There are ways of doin’ these things. That
hes Blake said this was a wotten soil; but it miust be

wippm’' for the cabbages to gwow like that. Of course,
a lot is due to the way they are watahed. Plants
wequinh a lot of watahin’,”

Arthur Augustus started with the water-can. He gave
it a swing, and there was a yell from the Shell fellows.

“pai Jove! I'm sowwy, deah boys!”

“Yow—yon ass!” p

“ You shouldn’'t stand too neah a gardenah, deah boys.
1 am sowwy vou have caught it—it wastes the watah!
Lyewy dwop ought to go into the gwound, Pway,
stand a little further oft.”

The juniors did not need telling that; they were
already moving further off. Arthur Augustus finished
watering his cabbages, with great glee, and then hurried
to the School House to tell the great news to the
doubting Thomases of Study No. 6. ;

“Well, have they grown a foot or a yard:" asked
Blake, as he came in. )

“They have gwown six iuches, dealt boy !”

Blake jumped.

“Six what?” ; ;

“ Inches.”

“ Not feet?” grinned Herries.

“0r yards?" asked Dig.

“Or lengues:” suggested Blake.

“ Pyway, don't be funnay! They have gwown six inches,
and they are in splendid condish. At this wate, my
garden will soon be able to supply the whole school. I
ehall make some awwangement with the Housemastah
to supply vegetables for the kitchen, and save twades-
men's bills. If evewybody did the same, all the twades-
men would be able fo go to the walt and weinferee the
Lwave fellahs in Flandahs.”

“Took here! Are vou dolty” demanded Blake.
“What do you mean by saying that your silly cabbages
have grown six inches in the night#”

# Qeein’ is believin, deah hoy!
them !

Study No. 6, greatly pnzzled, followed the trinmphant
swoll of St. Jim's to the eabbage-pateh. They almost
fell down at the sight of the cabbages. Those four
healthy-looking plants, each a foot high, bore little
resemblance to the somewhat serubby and mangy eab-
bages D'Arcy had put into the ‘ground the previous
evening. Blike rubbed his eyes and looked again.

“Well, what do you say now, Blake:” chirruped
Arthur Augustus. “Pewwaps you will admit now that
I am a pwetty good gardenah—what®”

“You fathead!" ejaculated Blake.
the same cabbages |”

“Weally, Blake, you are a duffal! Wiclies take unto
themselves wings and fly away, but eabbages don't !

They do when there are funny merchants hanging

wonderfully—simply wonderfully!

»

Come and look at

“They can't be
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" they will pwobably he weady for gatherin’.
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vound watching for a chance to pull a silly fathead’'s

leg " said Blake,

L1 \‘vﬁfﬁ l” [

“L tell you they're not the same cabbages!
Blake. i

“Wulbish !”

“They can’t be!” said Merries.

“I wegard you as an ass, Hewwies! They havo gwowit
wounderfully, I know. That is entiahly due to the way L

put them in, and to plentay of watahin’. To-mowwow
I hope ib

yelled

won't wain to-day.”

“Eh? Why not?” .

“I don’t want to have to come out in the wain to
watah them, you know. Howevah, I would wisk it 1 0
make my garden a weal success. W hat are you cacklin
ab now?"

* Ha, ha, hal” -

“0f course, I ehould bwing an umbwellal—wealls,
deah Doys, I caunot eec any weason why you should yell
in that widiculous way!”

But Blake & Co. persisted in yelling in that ridiculous
way. The idea of Arthur Augustus, with an umbrelld,
watering the garden in the rain, was a little too much
for them,

————

CHAPTER 9.
Well Watered!
RTHUR AUGUSTUS was highly satisfed with
A the progress of the cabbage-patch. :
~ Blake and Herries and Digby were not quito
so satisfied. .

That some unknown practical joker iwas pulling tha
noble leg of the Honourable Arthur Augustus, they feib
convinced. They had no objection to pulling Gussy’'s
noble leg themselves, but they objected to ifs being
pulled by outsiders. That was up against Study No. 6,
and it had to be stopped, as Jack Blake declared with

cmphasis.
They did not openly state their suspicions, They

 resolved to keep their eyes open, and their suspicions
naturally turned upon Monty Towther, whose misplaced

cense of humour was well-known.
“ Some ass—most likely Lowther—must have changed

the cabbages last night,” Blake remarked to his chums.

«T remember now those three bounders were out in the

evening. And LoWther says he wounldn’t be surprised if
Gussy’s cabbages grew etill more to-night. He's nct
done yet. But he's not going to he funny at the expense
of Study No. 6! We bar that!” :

“We do—we does!” agreed Dighy.

“So we'll jolly well keep an eye on the cabhage-patch
this evening,” said Blake, “aund we'll have the wataer-can
with us.”

“ Ha, ‘ha, hal”

The water-can was busy that day. The moment he
czcaped from lessons, Arthur Augustus bolted out to
water the garden. He was somewhat disappoiuted to
find that the cabbages had not perceptibly increased in
size durving the morning. But he confided to Blake
that very likely they grew quickest at night—to which
Blake replied with a snort. 4

“There ave lots of things to he learned in gardemin®,”
Arthur Augustus vemarked, very truly. “ What is it
Shakespeare -says, you kunow: ‘There are more {hings
in whats-itssmame, and what-do-you-call-it, than are
dreamt of in your thingummybob,” or somethin' like
that. T think that is vewy twue.” ,

When afterncon lessons were over, Arthur Angustus
was to be seen ruefully gazing out into the quad. A
shower had come on.

“ Rotten!” growled Tom Merry. “No cricket!”

“Nevah mind the ewicket, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur
Augustus Iugubriously. *“There are more important
things to think of than ewicket in wah-time!"

“Well, you ong:ht to be glad of the rain as you'ra
a giddy gavdencr,” said Monly Lowther. A :

“ Weally, Lowthah, T wegard it as wotten! T am just
hangin' abont waitin® and wastin' time, you know."”

“What are you waiting for:"”
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"To watah the garden, of couvse!”

= REh™

“I don't want to go out in this beastlay wain to watah
it, but, of course, I cannot miss it, or the cabbages will

- suffah!”

The Terrible Three shrieked,

“It is wot a laughin’® mattah! I am takin’ my
gardenin’ vewy sewiously, I am not a slackah !’ added
Arthur Augustus leftily,

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tom Merry. “But den’t yon
think—perhaps—the rain will answer the sameo purpose
as a waler-cant”

“Bai Jove! T mevah thought of that!”

“Ha, ha, hal?

Arthur Augustus brightened up.

| Qu. second thoughts, I shall not watah it at all this
evenin’,” he remarked. ' The wain will do vewy neahly as
well. I don’t see what you fellahs are cacklin® at.?

Fortunately the rain passed off in the evening, and
Monty Lowther was able to run down to Rylcombe befare
the gates were locked. He returmed with an immense
parcel, which he proceeded to comceal in the wood-shed.

Quite unknown to the humorist of the Shell, three
pairs of eyes were on him. Blake and Herries and Dighy
were on the watch. 2 §

Monty Lowther departed, chuckling, for the School
House when he had deposited his parcel in the shed.
Then Blake & Co., also chuckling, stole into the woed-
shed, and peered into the parcel.

““ Cabbages " said Blake.

““The cheeky ass!” said Herries,

The three Fourth-Formers left the wood-shed and
strolled into the School House. They found Arthur
Angustus D’Arey in the study; he was perusing a Jarge
volume entitled * Bvery Man His Own Gardener.”

“T'm afwaid I sha'n't be able to gwow bananahs,
aftah all, deah boys,”” he remarked, as his chums came
in. ‘“ Bananahs wonld not gwow heah.”

“Go hon!” said Blake. ‘Suppose you try the hread-
fruit tree? That would come in very handy when the
Yankee speculators put up the price of wheat. Bread-
fruit is awfully good prog, you know! Shipwrecked
sailors live om it on desert islands.”

“ What a wippin’ ideah, Blake! But pewwaps bwead-
fwuit would not gwow any more than bananahs !’ added
Arthur Augustus thoughtfully,

- ““Perhaps it wouldn’t,” admitted Blalg. “TIt’s bavely

possible 1t wouldn’t. Well, what about cocoanut
palms ?”’
“If you are woltin’, Blake——""

“Not at all,” said Blake blandly. ¢ Cocoanut pelms
would get on about as well as your cabbages, aaywa !’:
“Wats! My cabbages have donbled in size alweady.’

" And they're going to re-double to-
night, if we don’t chip in,” said Blake.
“ Your cabbages are like giddy bridge-
players, with their doubling and re-
doubling, But we're going to stop
their growth. You're going to help
us, Come on!”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Bring your water-can.'

“T use the watah-can to make them
gwow, Blake, not to stop them fwom

owin,.” ]

“Well, we're going to use it to stop
them from growing this time,” said
Blake. “We're going to catch that
ziddy joker in the act, and water hl’:'ﬂ,
and perhaps he'll grow—Iless clmc‘aky.

“If any sillay asd is wottin’ with my 4
eabbage-patch—"  began  Arthur
Angustus wrathfnlly, ab

Has that just dawned on yonu?
agked Blake pleasantly. " Come omn,

WHEN DUTY
GALLS!
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Tom Merry & Co.

at St. Jim's,
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gavden made him wralliy. A time of national emergency

wasg not a time for practical jokes. .

Study No. 6 slipped quietly out of the School Houge,
and the water-can—filled to the brim—was taken down
to the cabbage-patch. Then they waited in the cover
of the trees as the dusk deepened. -

“ Look heah, whom are we watchin’ for, B]nke‘?.".
asked Arthur Augustus, ‘I don’t undahstand all thig
at all |

“You'll understand soon,” said Blake. ‘‘Didn't I
tell you that they weren’t the same cabbages?” ‘

“Yon did make that absurd wemark, B]alke, but, of
course, you do not know much about gardenin’,” ¢

“ Shush ! murmured Dighy.

There was a sound of footsteps, and three forms lonmed l
up in the dusk. The juniors under the dark trees
hardly breathed. Even Arthur _Auguatqs could not {
doubt that this meant a vaid on his cabbage-patch. ‘

One of the dim forms dumped down a huge pareel,
Then a chuckle was audible. ' i -

“Four of the best!” It was Lowther's woice.

© “Gussy will find his cabbages a good eighteen inches

high to-morrow.
““Ha, ha, ha!? » = .
Arthur Augustus breathed hard. Blake and Herries - W
and Dig grinned silently. ‘ L
“They’ll be fit for pulling to-morrow,” went on
Lowther, ‘“ and I'11 tie a ‘note to the roots—-"" ‘o
' Ha, -ha; hat® ‘ / .
““Just mentioning that we've helped Gussy to grow
Iis cabbages. He will be quite pleased when he o

that message up !’ b ol

It was worth the money—what?’? |

[ S

"

The Terrible Three chuckled gleefully.
Angustus’s face was a study. He appeared to be ¢
to choke. 4 : :

The Shell fellows stooped down over the cabbage-pateh.
Blake lifted the water-can and ran forward from his
cover,

Squish—swizz—slooosh !

Over three stoopingl,forms the shower of water from
the can came as a sudden surprise,

Swissgssssh !

“ Great pip !’

“Yahooooh !”?

““ Grooooogh I*?

The Terrible Three spun round and received the shower
in their faces, instead of on their backs.

“Yarooh!” roared Lowther. “What the—who the
—yoooop !’ ; E

"ga, ha; ha !

" Bai Jove! Watah the wottahs, deah hoy 1"’ shrieked
Arthur Augustus, “ And where's tha for
the wo’ctahg with the wake " howeket G !

“Grooogh! Oh! Ow! AL!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Terrible Three jumped away
from the spouting water- t, b
Blake followed them up grimly. They
had to have it to the ﬁa% drop. They
dodged in vain, %y the time the can
was empty Tom Merry and Manners
an'd Lowther were drenched, ‘

‘Perhaps you’ll grow, t by to-
morrow,” chickled gBlake.(m‘“ %u”w
béen jolly well watered, anyway !*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! Heah's the wake! Go

for ée,m 1 " -
“Serag that silly idiot!” shrieked

Towther, “T'm dryenehedl Yow-ow | {

o I

Collar him 1"
Tl
-

Y
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“Look out!" yelled Manners. e
Arvthur Awgustus was charging with
the rake. .

i
A rake is rather a dangerous wu.);ﬂ ﬁr

|

1, and we'll teh for him 3 : at close quarters, and ur Augustug
ifgliig' illaonwa::r _ca:eﬁp a2 i Otd.l' in Ad'.nce_ wae g0 ogcitad m:d indignant m:gn aoi?: :'q_
Aﬁhilrhism' 111.«1.“5 bre'zltlth%d hg.‘rd Wl ?f“:‘}"‘:’gghwﬁ“gd“m‘gt“g:l not" besi deie i..‘u
throu noble nose. The bare idea PENNY, he Shell fellows had
of ngbody, for the sake of a practical ¥ ONE : ool " Stop, you wottahs! ' panted M!\I ol
joke, chipping in with his vegetahle ATSDRGRBE D FOP ORI TR0 RG] Augustus, You m& -pwactical
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| Jonn Rh.‘_:rs gripped ‘l‘:lll-\ol-"s hand. *You're a guod pal, Toff. You're taking a lot of risk in this——"" “That ‘

is nothing,

i‘or Hleaven's sa

bkin' boundahs! Stop, you feahful heasts! You have
@en muckin® up my cabbages! Oh, you wottahs! Lemme
et at you !” 3 )

‘But the Terrible Three weve in full flight. They did
job want Arthnr Augustus to get at them with the

Three drenched and dripping juniors fled wiidly from
e cabbage-patch, with the excited swell of St. Jim’s
| hot pursunit, frautically hrandishing the rake. Blake
ivew himself on the ground and shrieked. Herrvies and
r were doubled up.
& Ha, ba, ha! Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!**
Fhree drenched practical jokers reached the study in
Shell passage and sank down, gasping, in three
Birs, round which three separate pools of water
omptly collectad,
“Oh, dear!” gasped Tom Merry.
- Oh, erumbs I said Manners,
Jh, crikey I gaid Lowther.
Look at iny elothes!” howled Manners. ““Oh, my
' If you suggest any of your rotten wheézes in the
Wy again, Lowther——'*

e ride now—ride hard [

(See Chapter 11.)

“ We'll serag you!” roared Tom Merry.

““Scrag him, anyway |’ said Manners.

‘““Here, hold on, you silly idiots ! !
. Lowther dodged out of the study just in time; but
it was out of the frying-pan into the . fire. Arthur
Augnstus was coming along the passage, raging for gore.

“ Bai Jove, there you ave, you wottahF Lemme get
at i‘ou with this wake!”

Monty Lowther fled for the dormitory and locked him-
gelf im.  Arthur Augustus breathed biood-curdling
threats through the keyhole and departed. Monty
Lowther had made the discovery that the way of the

]};lm(,loriSt’ like that of the transgressor, is sometimes
ard,

)
CHAPTER 10,
Danger!

L RICKET this afternoon " said Tom Merry,
It was the following afternoon— Wednerday
—and a half-holiday. There had been no
more rain, and the ericket pitch was dry and
hard; likewise Arthur Augustus D’Arcy's cabbages

Tur Gy Lissany. —No. 309,
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pateh. Tom Merry looked out into the sunny quadrangle
after dinuncer with much satisfaction. 3

“You will have to leave e ount this aftahnoon, Tom
Mewwy,” remarked Arvthur Augustus. “I have no {ime
for cwicket now.”’ 3 ;

= Still gardening 2" asked Talbot, with a smile.
 Yaas, wathah, and gettin’ on wippin’ly. I have
cight cabbages now—Lowthah was kind enough to
pwesent me with four new ones vestahday,” i

And  Arthur Augustus chuckled. TLowther's nes
cabbages had remained on the cabbage-patch. It was a
case ?f, as Blake remarked, “to tke viefor the spoils.”’

 Fathead !” growled Lowther. - Lowther did not scem
to see anything humorous in the termination of his
practical joke.

The School House fellows had yelled over it—indeed,
they seemed to regard the end of that joke as the
fanniest part of it. But Monty Lowther’s sense of
humour, keen as it was, failed him at that point.

" Well, we shall beat the New House to-day if Gugsy's
going gardening instead of playing cricket,” eaid
Lowther, 7
. “Weally, Liowthah——"

“1 don’t know,” said Tom.
too. Sure you
Talbot £”

: “Talbot’s standing out,
don’t want to play this afternoon,

“WWell, I do want to, as a matter of fact,” said Talbot,_

“but it can’t be done. You dow’t mind, Tom?”

*“Not if it cau’t be helped,” said Tom cheerily. “ You
know we shall miss you. But that new kid, Julian, is
coming on jolly well, and I shall give him a trial. You’re
not swotting this afternoon?” g

“Oh, no!” Talbot coloured a little as he sauntered
out into the quad with the Terrible Three. “I’ll explain
if you like, Tom,”

Talbot had not told his chums of the Professor’s letter.
That they would not blame him for helping Corporal
Brown to come in safety to see his daughter he kuew.
They knew that the corporal was coming, from what
Marie had said, but they did not know when or where,
and they knew that the Toff would doubtless see him.

But Talbot had an almost morbid shrinking from the
thought of bringing his chums into contact with anything
that was connected with his old life. He could: never be
quite clear himself of the past, but he could keep his
chums clear of auny risk or trouble in conneclion with
it. And the risk was real enough, and the bitter enmity
of Gerald Crooke made it greater.

“ Youneedn’t explain,” said Tom. “TIthinkI can guess’
A certain gentleman in khaki—whatz”

Talbot nodded.

“You don’t blame me, Tom?”

“Of course not, fathcad! Marie must see her father
now he is home on leave,” said Tom. “All the safe, it
would be best for him to get off again as quickly as
possible. He is safe enough in Kitchener’s Army; but
there are people about here who know him, Talbot, and
if he should be seen —" 3

“I know it, Tom.” :
“Not that anybody would be likely to think of a

eonnection between the Professor and a corporal in
khaki,” said Tom. *But for Miss Marie’s sake he
oughtn’t to run any risk. Old Skeat at Ryleombe would
be g'lh to see him again, and it would be rotten if any-
thing happened. You sce, he’s dome his duty in
Tlanders, and that sets him right in our eyes; hut the
law is another matter. It’s risky for you to see him.”

Tittle did Tom realise how great the risk was as he
spoke, and Talbot did not enlighten him. But the Toft
could not help thinking of Crooke. Crooke had found
out that the Professor was coming. If Talbot had known
that the spy of the Shell had seen the letter, his uneasi-
ness would have been greater still. Dut of that fact he
had as yet no suspicion. - o )

Crookz came alolleg the drive, wheeling his bicycle. He

gave the chums of the Shell a glance in 'Fassing. and’

Talbot caught his eyes and started. The look of

triumphant malice was not to be mistaken. .

MTalbot’s brow clonded durklg.

His eyes followed Crooke, The cad of the Shell wheeled
his machine out into the road and mounted, and pedalled
away towards Rylcombe. 2
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Crooke was off the scene, apparently, for the afternogn,
but Talbot did not feel ¢azy in his mind. What did thag
look in Crooke’s eyes mcan? Was it posgible that (e
cunning spy had made a discovery? Yet how?

Half-past two sounded from the clock-fower, and Talhgg
started from his troubled thoughts.

“Time you were off 7" asked Tom.

“Yes; Miss Marie will be waiting for me,” said Talbot,
“It is rather a long walk to—to the place of appeisf.
ment.  Her father may be there by this fime. =~ I—f
wonder-——"

He paused.

“What's the trouble®”

Talbot did not reply.

He fumbled in his pocket and
drew out a letier, and breathed more frecly as he looked
at it. The letter was safe enough. A fear had come
suddenly into his heart that it might have heen pur.
loined. If Crooke should have scen it—and he was capabls
of any meanness £

Then, as he looked at the letter, Talbol gave a sudden
start, and his handzome face turned pale.

e writikled his brows over the page. A startled look
was in his eyes. On the notepaper there was a brownish
mark—slight, hardly noticeable, but plain enough for the
keen eyes of the Tof. He gazed at it, hardly bm&%.:
That mark had been made by a flame held close to
letter; the paper had been slightly scorched. That he
had held the letter nowhere near a flame Talbot knew,
The letter had been in other hands, yet he had found
it intact in his pocket. 2

A bitter smile came over his lips. ‘

There was only one time when it was possible for the
letter to have been taken out of his pocket—at might.

It had been so taken, and in the dark it had been neces-
sary for the purloiner to strike a match to read it, and
the match had flicked against the paper and scorched it,

He did not need telling in whose hands the letter had
been. Only a feliow in his own dormitory would have
taken it, and only Crooke was base enough. Crocke must
have known that he had the letter somehow—more spying,
no doubt—and in the night he had read it last night
or the night before. The tell-tale scorch on the pap
could not be doubted. B i

The Terrible Three were regarding Talbot in amazement
and alarm. el

“What on carth’s the matter?” exclaimed Tom Merry,
catching him by the arm. * Arve you ill, TalbotF* =%

“INY’ muttered Talbot. “No!” €.

“You're as white as a sheet,” said Lowther anxiously.

“Am I¢”  Talbot pulled himself together with an
effort, “I—I—— It’s all right. Tom; will you go
eee Miss Marie—she will be in the Head’s garden—an
tell her I can’t come yet?” o

“Yes, if you like; but—" ‘

“T can’t stop now. Kxcuse me, old chap !” R .

Talbot dashed awgi, leaving his chums astounded. Heo
did not look back; he knew there was not a sccond
lose. He ran hard to the bike-shed, and rushed
machine out. Tom Merry called to. him a5 he ran
machine down to the gates, but he did not answer,
did not even hear. v

He leaped into the saddle, and rode away at a Ilﬁ
speed in the direction Crooke had taken. -

Crooke had seen the letter; he was sure of that,
steps bad his enemy taken? He knew that Marie’s
would be at the inn that afternoon. Had he told al
or had he gone to tell now? That was what Talbot

to learn. ok
Crooke had a good

He rode as if for his life.
but he was no rider. Talbot came in sight of
be cycled into the village. At the end of the
street Talbot jumped down, and kept his eyes on Cro
The cad of the Shell dismounted outside the
station and went in,

Talbot drew a guick, sobbing Lreath.

Crooke knew, and he had gone to denounce t
fessor—to tell Imspector Skeut where he conld
man who had bafled him before. Well the jm
with what delight the inspectu‘,':oﬁ from his de
wonld receive the information. (‘orpo
probably altcady at the Feathers, little dreaming
the coils were closing in on him. -
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albot turned his machine and remounted. He did not
B buck to the school.  Marie must wait ¥ There was
Bnly ouc Hluu‘_l_’!l(‘ i |||:'a wind now-—to save the corporal
Mrom the trap into which he was falling,  The bicyele
Bainly flow along t.h“ white, dusty road.  Talbob rode ag
Bf he were riding for his life. Indeed, he wag riding for
what was as dear to him as his life—the happiuess of his
wir] chum, which was bound up in the safety of her
father. ' ;

CHAPTER 11.

A Soldier of the King!
STURDY figure in khaki stood in the old garden
‘ of the Feathers Inn, looking out across the
f towing-path towards the shining river.
5 Those who had known the Professor in the old
days would hardly have recognised him now.
b '{‘ho Professor had been thinner, paler, and older-
Jooking. Iis face had been shifty in its expression, his
leyes cunning.
“(orporal Brown was a new man,

The thin form had put on muscle; the pale face of the
sity-dweller was healthy and sunburnt now. The old look
was gone, as if a healthy and manly life had revived
youth. The face was open and frank, the eyes were
dy and clear, Truly, life in the King’'s Army had
ught a change in John Rivers. He was still a young
man, though his way of life had made him old. The
soldier’s life had given him back his youth and taken
yeare from him.

There was the whir of a bicycle on the towing-path,
and the man in khaki strode nearer to the fence. The
old stealthy movement was gone. It was with a man’s
tride that John Rivers moved now.

Iis clear and steady eyes looked down the towing-path.
A schoolboy was riding hard towards the inn,

The corporal’s face Tighted up.

It was Talbot.

Then his brow clouded. Talbot was alone. Where was
farie? It was to see his daughter that the reformed
acksman had come—the girl whose sweet influence had
meceeded at last in winning him from evil. For the
time Marie would see in her father a man whom she
d honour and respect; and John Rivers had looked
vard to that meetling, and longed for it, and thought
dreamed of it in the shell-swept trenches of Flanders,
thought of it had comforted him when he lay upon
ho hospital pallet, with a German bullet in his body,
had helped him back to health and strength. :
had taken the risk of coming back to the place
, in former days, he had been known, and he knew
eal wag that risk. But he could not leave England
without seeing his daughter. For across that
ow strip of the sea he had to pass again into the

hether his eyes would ever look again upon his
hter’s face?

bot jumped, breathless, from his machine. He had
the figure in khaki over the feuce,

Ie ran the bike to the fence, panting.

*Where is Maviet” That was John Rivers's first
testion.,

Palbot, gasped.

“You are in danger.”

The corporal shrugged his shoulders.

“T know that! I have been in too mueh danger fo care
uch for it now, Toff. T must see Marie!”

"“You don't understand! You are known to be here, and
ve come to warn you. Thank Heaven I found it out
fime! Fyen at this moment the police have started to
e here for you!” ¥

But—hbut how—-" &

"A apying vageal in the school—a fellow named Crooke
@ lias found it out, by spying. I have just watched
) going to the police. He spied on your letter, and
Wwe that you are here.” «

he corporal’s suuburnt face paled a little.

paney are coming for me?”

e goldier’s Tiand wandered for a monient to h
et Talbot uttered a quick exclamation : ;
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John Rivers Janghed.

“True; that would be nseless,” he sald—" worse than
tseless, But T will never be taken, Toff—death rather
than that! Not only for my own sake, hu#——hnt'; his
voice failed a little—' for the sake of the regiment. They
shall never be disgraced by me.”

Talbot looked at Lim in wonder. Tt was a strange
change in the Professor. The hard and eynical eracksman
of old days—what a miracle had been worked in him by
the wearing of the khaki, by facing death at the side of
gallant comrades. 1t was the honour of his regiment he
l\5’{:}!4’thiul\'in{.’; of rather than his own safety and his own
ife !

“Tt will mot come to that,” said Talbot. He looked
round quickly, fearful of listeners. Old George, the
waiter, was polishing glasses at the other end of the
garden, with his back turned to them; there was no one
near. ‘‘ Professor, yon have time; they know you are
liere, but they do not know the name of your regiment—
they know nothing. Fl'y as fast as you can, and you are
safe. T will tell Mavie.’

The corporal was silent; his bronzed face worked
strangely. :

Talbot laid his hand on the soldier’s arm, acrogs the low
fence.

“Quick! T tell you they have started!”

“T must see Marie " 4

“You cannot—now! For Marie's sake you must gol’
urged Talbot. “T tell you every minute is precions!”

“1 will go, if you like; but I ehall not leave the neigh-
bourhood till T have seen my danghter,” said the corporal
grimly. “When my leave is up 1 am going back to face
the enemy—thousands will fall, and I may be onc of
them. Itmay be the last time I can see my daughter. I
will not go without seeing her.”

Talbot's heart throbbed wildly.

Ile could understand the corporal's feeling—he could
feel for him. But it was no time for hesitation.

“You must save yourself first, Professor. Somehow it
can he arranged—it must be arranged. But now you
must go. Even now it may be too late. Take my machme,
and ride.” -

“Tell me when and where I shall see my danghter.”

Talbot turned a seavching look along the towing-path.
His heart was full of fear for the man in khaki. Tt would
hreak Marie's heart if he should be seized now—now when
the past had been atoned for, when a new life of duty and
honour lay before him., He must be saved.

But the corporal stood like a rock,
danger, but he was resolved,

His eyes watched Talbot's face calmly. '

“Tell me, he said. “T must see her, before T go to
what may be my death. Yon don't know how TI've looked
forward to it, Tofl——how it's strengthened me out there
when the bullets were flying and the poison-gas creeping
on us. It was only Maxvie that made it worth while. I've
got to see her once.”

“You shall—you shall " muttered. Talbot desperately.
“You shall—at any risk! Listen! Take my ma.c{;ine now
and ride—anywhere, only as hard as you can. Then come
to the school to-night—after dark. 1t is risky, but it's
the only way. I will tell Marie. Come to the wall at the
end of the Mead’s garden—yon know the place, I will be
there. At mine o'clock if you can. Until you come keep
out of sight—lie low in the wood. TLeave the machine
there—that doesn’t matter. But go now. You shall seo
Marie to-night, I give gou my word !” ’

The corporal gripped his hand.

. "f} pu",re a good pal, Toft! You're taking a lot of risk

in this,

& Kt 3’};}9% is nothing. TFor Heaven's gake, ride now—ride
ar

The corporal gaid no more. He vaulted over the fenee
to the towing-path and grasped the mathine. In a
moment more he was viding away. Talbot stood in the
path and watched him, till the figure in khaki vanished
round the bend of the rviver,

He drew a guick, mbhinf breath.

“ Bafe—safe now ! But tonight!”

He turned and strode away, taking {he foolpath
through the wood. Tt was necessary that he shonld not
be seen there. ;

He knew his
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It was a guarter of an hour
k the dusty lane

be sure.

man they sought® Even o
Falbot dropped from
through the wood. His
had been averted—his
father.

L
brow was clonded. The danger
prompt action had saved Mane's
But the meeting of that night—at St. Jim's® It
was the only way, but the danger of it oppressed him.

et U

What if the inspeéttor should suspect—if he should
watoh—if—— There were a thousand “ifs,” and Talbot’s
heart was sick with doubt. Bat the dic was cast now.

e

CHAPTER 12,
Goiag Sirong!
OM MERRY & CO. came off the cricket-field in

l cheerful spirits. They had beaten the New

House by a single run. It was not a tremendous
victory, but it was a victory, and the chums of
the School Honse rejoiced accordingly. :

“ Jolly lucky to win without old Talbot to help us,” said
Tom Mgrry, as the Terrible Three refreshed themselves
with ginger-pop. * Let's go and see how Gussy is getting
on with his gardening.”

And the ginger-pop
Shell sauntered down to the cabbage-patch.
Augnstus was there in all his glory.

The swell of St. Jim's was taking  his gardening
scriously. He had his_jacket off and his' shirt-sleeves
rolled up. His hands Were encased in stout gardening
gloves, and he was wielding a spade with enérgy. The
perspiration of homest toil rolled down his brow.

He paused, and leaned on his spade as the Shell fellows
came through the trees.

Warm work, deah boys,” he remarked.

“Tooks like it,” ngrcod Tom Merry. “How are the
cabbages getting on*®” s _ e

“ Wippingly. 1 have a dozen in now,” said Arthur
Augustus, *Some of them do mot look vewy lively, I
admit, but I'm goin’ to keep them thowoughly wataijgd,
and I am suah they will flouwish all wight. I am goin’
to get the whole patch turned ovah this evenin’, if 1 can,
fram the garden-fence to the school wall. The un-
fortunate thing is that I am gettin’ blistahs on my
Liands.”

“In a time of national emer M
serionsly, “ even blisters on the ands can be faced.

“ Yaas, but it is vewy wotten, all the same. You see,
the gloves keep my hands clean, but there seems no way of
keepin’ off the blistahs.” y :

“Your hands will barden in timé,” said Lowther, en-
couragingly. *“Keep it up, and you will Ee_t a pair ?f
horny paws like old Taggles, and then the listers won’t

worry you.”
Ar{h’;r Angustus shuddered. All his Jah'ioﬁc
enthusiasm cmﬁd not reconcile him to the idea of having
paws like old Taggles, ,
" Besides, think of t‘;a‘;: dismay amoug the Huns, when
Tur Gew Jisnary.~No. 369, = .
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being finished, the chums of the
Arthur

ency,” said Tom Merry

them, and then came Re

i

get to know what you're deing,” added Lo
e Germaa spies will report this to the Kaiser, &
will make him feel a bit sick—what®"

“Pway don’t be an ass, Lowthah! Instead of m
wotten jokes, suppose you take the wake, and wake ¢
the gwound I have dug.”

the

Abem :
= Don't be slackabs, deah boys. I wegard it as wailiah
isgwaceful that I should be the only fellah at St. Jim?

] ‘L“}:;r:}‘.rat'.\:iio:i\; work.” s A "3
£ com . s|aM Manners, e ve Jus plave
game, you know.” ; e " heemt

“Yon would not play much cwicket if the H S
heah.™ o -

“Hum !
will they?”

= Wats!" ¥

“You can’t stop Huns by chucking cabbages at them ™
said Lowther, wi?b a s.hsk); of the head. g“m’&%‘? §
face bayonets, but they'd face cabbages.”

=1 wegard you as a fathead, Lowthah!”

And Arthur Augustus drove his spade into the e
again, and set his elegant boot on it, and dug away.
Terrible Three watched him in silence for some m
Then Tom Merry, without a word, threw off his jac
picked up the garden-fork. :

“ Hallo!” said Lowther. * What about tea?” b

“Let's earn it first,” said Tom, laughing. *After ol
it’s a jolly good idea. Everybody oug,ht g) o A
he can. Gussy’'s cabbages mayn’'t be a howf'x %
but" we can groy something—potatoes, m.n;@n
things. Dashed if I'm not going to back up Gussy ™

“Qh, dear!” said Manners. *“I've got a lot of
deyelop, but here goes.”

Manners seized the pickaxe.

Monty Lowther sighed, and picked up the rake.
Augustus surveyed them with great approval,

“ Vewy glad to see you slackahs bucklin’ to at I s
remarked. “This is bettah tham playin’ wotten
with a chap’s cabbages, Lowthah.” § e

“ Hum !” said Lowther. *It’s jolly hard work."

" All the bettah. Think of what the chaps in
doin”. When you're doin’ some hard work yoursel
conscience will be easiah, deah boy.” :

“ Bow-wow !” said Lowther. ‘}‘

However, the Terrible Three piled in. Arthur A
might be somewhat comic as a gardener; there
doubt he was. But the idea was good, there
denying that. gt

And even that unpromising streteh of waste
could be made something of by sheer hard work.

“ Hallo!” exclaimed Blake, arriving on the sc
Herries and Dig. “Taking te honest work in )
age, you Shell bounders?”

“They are followin’ my I)atwiotic example, ¢
said Arthur Augustus. “I twust that you will
same.” ]

“ Well, perhaps we will, now you're doing some
work yourself,” said Blake. *If you're going f&

we'll dig. None of your superintending rot, you !

“I can superintend while I work, I find,
oceurred to me that example is as good as instw:

“ Hear, hear!” said Blake. *“ Perhaps that
some day to the clever johmnies who are
economy on five thonsand a year. Who knows
you chaps; it’s up to us.” -

Three more dif ers set to work. Tmpler
wanting. But Blake found a spade, and“ﬁ ‘Tt
and Digby a trowel. : ¢

The news that recruits for the gardenin
been found at last soon spread, and guite
fellows came to watch. Figgins & Co. of
looked on for sothe minutes, cogitating.
appeared, and returned after :Ot?ne from t

New House with spades. 21

After that there were m Tee: /

Kangaroo and Dane and Gilyn of
Reilly and Hammond and Ker
Fourth. They found all king
in at the work. Cont

q

I

Ex

2 R

No. But your cabbages won't stop the R‘“ ;

Ly oa B
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a4 Lumley-Lumley and oven Lievliom
with what imploments

Flailtom

Then moyes
Yhey could find

vuntoring in the quasdrangle, heard the
mid the eranl of nu,:huu'nh' :
whnl wa oy on I'lnh.lhl\' h:-
}"l“ wn i |»lr»i,')a- "

nnd

ol O
to &R and came

puspectod

1t I ovey f He pansed in sy I I
i o v O NCOre gy ||”|1,‘|, in 'h"”. ‘
P ) J T Arirt-
Wl pegging wway at the """"“U'"]'il"'ll

Hovsemaster  Joake) on

pansed, and wiped his
upoen Mr. Railton
B AWe're gettin’ on, 4
M Danr e !

i wonder,

Arthur
Liraw,

and turmed his

i, he remaykod,
Mid Mr. Railton, * But W B0 P ™

Wi%in an the vegotable garden, sir, Yon wemembah 1
Bentioncd it te yon, f
%]

,"|l..n e Yen, 1 remember,” My Ruilton smiled
Wuile an exeellent jdea -‘uih- exeellent ! I am very
Hadd 1o -«I--i ‘w;;l o honoural, Y occupied, my boys,  If m‘:{
g would ullow me, T wonld join you myself.” The
pldivr Houwnemaster's grm Wik

wtill in it
all that wag necded to o
Fven: Fatty Wynn
ved away. Tt was not il dar
deners gave it upe and
o but feeling very wall |
albol mot

slingr.

pur on the junior
forgot teatime an he
ark was falling that the
quitted the cabbage-pateh,
sitinfied with {hemselves,
them ax they came back to the Hohaol

oue, looking womewhat dusty and earthy. He regarded
he pardeners witly surpirise,

M What hive You been up 1o
! Following fn our fa 1ers’ footsteps!” said Monty

ther, 1t wa reserved for the one and only to show
way. Gardening, my son. You ean come and lend
" n hind 1o morrow, We hr;lw in the course of time to

¢ enough cabibages for home consumption, and next
¥ to have a surplus for oxport

Ha, ha, ha !
S 10 help yon, by all neans,”
b8 o jolly good wheoeza 1

Yaow, wathah!" said Arthu Augusius,
Igr up the whole Zwound, you know,
i, but we shall make it all wight
ed., T am™wathah tived, but | am goin' to watah the
Bden latah. Nothin' like keepin' it well watahed,”

SLet's el some supper now,” groaned Blake, “T'm

mished,"”
L shall watal the garden befoah

Thaut wa
rdener

"l asked,

aid Talbot, langhing,

“We have
The soil is wathah
i only hard work ja

Eo am I, doah boy.
go up to the dorm. To-mowwow we will have a whip-
mnd to walse the money for o howe,”

"he {unior ardeners simply devoured their supper,
Mainly gordening had o “wonderful effect on  the
g Indecd, Monty Lowther sverred that 1he work
gmake Lhem oo extra hungry, that they would eat
e oxtra wsupplies they raised, so that the ultimate
6 of the gardening would be nil, T'o which Arthur
paatus replicd disdainfully and monos yllabically:
ﬂl”!"

CIHHAPTER 13.
Father and Daughter,
M ALBOT of the Rhell sat in his study, his pen idle
in his hand, his brow clouded with thought. Gore
and Bkinipole had finished their work and gone
down fto the common-room. Talbot sat alone:
work was done, too, but he had not moved. He was
king of what was to come that evening, The time
glose at hand now,
# had fold Marie, ‘The Little Rister, though her heart
il with fear for her father, had been quite calm. She
{0 be by the wall of the Head's garden at nine o'clock,
wit, and Talbot was to join her there. He had to
ont of the Seliool House unobaerved, but Hgnt would
be difticult, In the shadow of night, Marie was to
er futher—the man in khaki who had come home
the war, but whose grim past made him a fugitive
native land.  And 1%« aver-prosent sense of danger
Ao himeclf, hut to Marie and her father—weighed
the mind of the Toff, and darkened his brow.

ardly noticed the door of his study open, but he
L round an he heard a footstep.  Crooke of the Shell
dn, a bitter and sneering smile upon his face,
oL rone to his feet,
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"\,b’ "'v""“’“l less thaw half an hour to the rendezvous.
i

) v had Crooke come there for? Had the spy of the
Shell made another thiscovery?  Talbot's heart beat
faster, but his face win r,-ui;- composed, The Toff had
learned to give ne ¢ Xpression to hia feelings in his looks;
)Jr',‘in{-(J learned in o hard school, 4

- Yon managed " eaid ¢ roake,

1 albot did not speak.

You got to him and warned him somehow,” went on
Crooke.  “Don’t tel) me any lien; 1 know you did.
Vhey'd have had him, stherwise. They nearly had him, But
you managed to beat me this time. He's gone; and
youve won. But my time will come, 1've come here to
tell you that. He will come agaim, and then Jook out.”

Talbot drew a deep breath,

The bafed rascal of the Shell was seething with angry
vln‘,ap]':(.lmrnc-.m. But that very fact showed that Crooke
had no suspicion of the appointment made for that
evening.  He believed that John Rivers was gone.

Far as M was from his intention, Crooke had brought
_:vhs-f to Talbot's heavy heart. Tt was one danger the
Lel T

“ You've nothing to say,” merred Crooke.
deny it.
eriminal,”

"I have nothing to say to you,” said Talhot, speaking

at last. “Ownly this. Get out of my study! The sight
of you makes me gick !”

Crooke ground his teeth.

" You know I can’t prove i,” ke said. T kuow it well
enough. The police would have caught you together if
you bada't found it ont omehow. But it’s no good tell-
ing Colonel Lyndou that. I've got to have proof for him.
But I'm going to get it, 1've proof enough for myself.
I've proved that you're keeping on with the old gang, as
I said all along., “Wait till T can bowl you out!”

“Will You goz”’

“Youn don't
You went to the Feathers and warned that

"I know the man's in the Army. now,” resumed Crooke.
"I know that much. I only want to know his regiment
and his number. T know the name he goes by. It was
m the letter; if he used the name he goes by in the
Army. Of course, a criminal might use any name. But
1'm going to find out, and then— You've got out of a
good many serapes with gour cunning, but you wen’t get
out of this”

Talbot clenched his hands.

" And the inspector is on the wateh now,” grinned
Crooke. “I've told him that John Rivera is Miss
Marie's father, He only half believes it, but he would
cateh at any straw to lay that rascal by the heels. He
doesn’t forget that John Rivers got sway from him once.
And as soon as he's arvested it will all come ont; even
my uncle won't be able to doubt that you are still the
pal of a eracksman. How will that suit vout”

“(iet out!”

“It's you that will have {0 get out when that time
comes,” #aid Crooke vemomously. “And it's coming!
Inepector Skeat’s on the watch, and the nest time John
Rivers comes near 8t. Jim's——"

“That's more than enough,” said Talbot, advancing
npon him. “Do you want me to throw you into the
paseage "’

Crooke backed away.

“Perhaps he isn't gone yet,” he sneered. “Perhaps
he's atill hanging about for a chance fo s Miss Marie.
If he is, the inapector will have him as safe as | s,

for they're going to watch the school.”

Talbot. felt a chill at his heart. His hands dropped to
his sides. .

Crooke burst into a jeering langh.

" The inspector half beljeves it, that's all. But you can
bet he won't Jose half a chance. If your burglar pal is
atill hanging about—s"" = :

Talbot sprang towards . his eves blazing, §

Crooke swong ont of the doorway, and went hurriedly
down the passage. The Toff turned back into the study,

“If they are watching the echool!” The thought
hammered in his brain. " The inspector wouldn't lose &
chance—half a chance—even if he doesn't quite be “

‘ ne

Crooke: | nldn't leave a stone untwrned.”
et s, :
BE Tk Gen Lisany,—No, 369,

g from the clock-towar struek
e} - g ‘ "
S erey %", WA SEhERORAL




Talbol%s eare, and he started
hour John Rivers will be here.”
He looked from his study window

of the quadrangile.
John Rivers was coming; even then the Professor must
tl chiool. What if the !mli\(‘ were wali |lil\;.:

“In a quarter of an

into the darkness

be close to the
for him

There was mo help.
« '.'\\'\‘_\' A warnmng
he must pace
MOWwW J

He must help him if he could. His handsome face was
paler than usual as he quitted the study. He had hoped
to puss out into the qun(li nnobserved, but in the doorway
several Juniors were gathered. They were the chums of
Study No. 6, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was speaking.

“ Bettah get it oval, I suppose, thongh 1 am weally
wathah fatigned. Pewwaps you fellahs would like to
bowwow a watah-can fwom Taggles!”

" Perhaps wo wonldn't,” vawned Blake. “Pile in,
Gussy! We'll roast the chestnuts ready for you in the
study.” E :

“Wight! Teah goes!”

Arthur Augustus stepped out into the quad.

“Going to help water the giddy zarden?” asked Blake,
with a grin, as Talbot of the Shell passed out after
Arthur Augustus.

Talbot ehook his head, and forced a smile. Arthur
Augustus was making for the woodshed, where he kept
his famous water-can. Talhot walked towards the
Head’s garden, more deeply troubled than before.
IV Arey was going to water his garden, and the eabbage-
patch adjoined the Head's garden, within a few yards of
where Marie and her father were to meet. If D’Arcy
should see or hear the corporal as he sealed the school
wall! He would not know that it was Marie's father:
he did not know the Little Sister's secret. The possibility
of an alarm chilled Talbot's heart,

He set his teeth, and hurried on through the dark
quad. He vaulted lightly over the gate into the Head's
gardon, and hurried down the path to the clump of
treea under the school wall, Here only a wooden fence
sepurated the garden from D'Arey’s ruh\mg‘e- patceh,

A moving shadow under the trees canght his keen
CYes.

"4 Murie " he whispered. .

The girl moved towards him; her faee showed pale and
set in the gloom. There were few stars in the sky over
Kt. Jim's

“ He will be heve soon, Toff,”

“Yeu."

Talbot maoved on to the hiﬁh stone wall, and with the
halp of a treetrank elimbed it, and peered over into the
romd.

The dusty high-road was silent and deserted.

Was it watched?

He could not tell. And he did not know from what
direetion the eorporal would come. He could not meet
him and warn him. THe could only wait with theobhing
heart. There was a sound of ronming water in tt:
quad, Arthur Augustus was ﬁllinfnhil water-can at {
tap. Little did the swell of St. Jim's, in the fnnocence
of his heart, drenm of the doubt und angunish within o
short a distance of him.

There wox a «tep on the hard road. Talbot started .
a dim ﬁﬂln loomed up in the gloom—a figure in khaki
1t was the corporal,
eyes met Talbot's as the Tofl looked down.

“Quick " muttered Talbot,

He stretohed down his hlnd‘ the soldier ‘%ﬂ it,
and clambered aotively. In a few he aver
the wall, Talbot leaped down after him "ﬂadm

you

uy. b:’ atohed !‘t:lc-':rMI 'agﬁ; must
wa ; = , ' ‘
take care!”

lp. This time it was impessible (o
! I'he corporal had taken the risk, and
it throngh. How could Talbot help him

' THE BEST 30 LIBRARY De~ THE “BOVS' FRIEND” 3 LIBRARY, M

e ﬂh;rpfd under the wall, and his

the hoot of an owl. You remember the old aig
Professor,” ke added bitterly.

The corporal and his dunghter moved up the gy
path, Marie speaking in low, tremulous tones.
mounted the wall again, and watched the road.
there danger? Did the dim shadows of the night
Inrking foes? The minutes passed, and he bre
more freely, Crooke had been mi::stukEn. then, or he
apoken only out of the malice of his heart,

A faint sound in the road came to the Toff's carg
started, and listened, It was a cantious footfall,

He strained his ears te listen,

From the garden came a low murmur of voices
corpornl and his daughter were speaking in whis

tones. From the cabbage-patch on the other side
fence Talbot could hear the movements of

Augustus D'Arcy and the clink of the water-can.
from the road?

From the road two dim figuves came through the
dim. But Talbot knew them. The burly form of
inapector—the fat figure of Constabie Crump.
constable had his trancheon in his hand. Ny

“ Bagged, if he's the man!” The inspector’s
ing voice reached Talbol's strained ears. * 'Bqt-
be sure. Keep watch heve, Crump, while I |
anyone passes the wall, collar him; brain
necessary " "

“Yes, sir.”

The inspector placed his grasp on the wall, and
himself np. From the silence rose suddenly the ]
an owl, i

———

CHAPTER 11,
A Night of Fear.

& ATHER! [Listen!" . i
Marie's hand closed convulsively
father's arm. Through the night
owl's hoot came softly, and il was

The soldier elenched his hands, He pee
the trees in the direction of the wall.

“Father, it iz danger; the signal! Go!”

For n moment the man in khaki stiffened v
eyes gleamed. For he was now Kitchener!
was not the Prolessor of old—and Kitche
were not wont to flee from danger. The man
never turned his back upon the Prussians,
without flinching the storm of shot and &
never faltered before the deadly vapours
gas—was he to fly like a thief in the nigh
clenched hard and his eyes gleamed, and
menhered,

Theve, e was no longer o soldier of the
he was what the past had made him; th
e ealled to a hard account for an il
st ni; fortunate if he wero yet in thne.

“Father, good-bye! Good-hye, dearest f

“Good-hye, my little girl 1" !

The rough, bronzed eE

coks bruded for  wo

soft rou one, and the
There was a sonnd from
n man l 1



Every Wednesday,

breathed Talbel

' d thi | away I« Bursied

He and Moarke, haif fadnting with
: ntored by 1 door she had it
oy pered Talbot, “If (here is

\ . { your father | fe 1 will not
o A\ 1 e i my dens You
o 1 : it wounld add te his
"

" () l'.' he

' d turned

4 i slor by ;

i . rporal i i

: ! he

|

"} 1
i DA

Mhe corj had takem that divection. (hen

||H o Ihe desperate man A‘»IIH‘N'III‘"‘ Qaver

i i odd down on The cabbmgs b, almosl st
he ‘4" of the swell of 1 Jim

‘Y';_‘ \ugastas DAy o el back with an exclama

w

He had no Limse for ore :

: ire eaped up. biushed past the astonnded
] t through the trees towards the

¢ Seott sasped Arthur Augustus, Heah's
.i: ther b
her fignte was clambering over the wooden fence
inepector had heard the fug and was in closs
t. The burly form came crazhing down on the

icked himself up, breatlless.

bArthur Augunstus got no further

A grasp of iron was laid upon him, and be
the eround. Before he knew what was 'h.n)-jm’-mrz.
Bis wrists were dragged (pgether, and he fell the cold
patact of steel

SClick !

He was handcafied.

B* Canght at last!” panted the inspector, ;
“Bai Jove!" murmured Arthur Aungustus feebly. o |
st be dweamin’! Yaas: this is weully a feahfunl
fecam | ) : o
Inspector Skeat rese from his priconer, grinning now
iith satisfaction.

= Got you, my man.”

-

was borne

g arrest you, Johin Rivers. The w
® éenough,”’ chuckled the inspector.
®Gweat Scoft!”

The inspector started.

Certainly that was not the voice of the man he sought.
A flash of light gleamed uwpon D'Arey’s startled face,
ik the inspector uttered a yell of wrath,
*You—you—what! Where is he?”

=L weally do not know what you are talkin' about,
spectah Skeat. If yon do not wemove these beastly
ings fwom my wists at once, you uitah idiot, I shail
pmplain fo the Head !”

‘The inspector gritted his teeth. He dragged the hand-
ilfs from D'Arcy’s wrists. Talbot, a few yards away in
b darkness, smiled.

Every second that the imspector wasted upon Arthur
igustus was a fresh chance of safety for the Professor.
eady the fugitive had circled round the School Honse,

arrant’s been out

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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NEXT WEDNESDAY:—
“WHEN DUTY CALLS _
other Magnificent, Long Complete Tale of TOM MERRY & CO. $
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'l" iking for the fir plasiation bebind the walls of St
wi’s
The intpecior grasped D'Arey by the slionider and
gped him to his fost
\t bat are you doing bere!™ be ehowled

Pray welpase my  shouldah, #ir,” =aid
gustne, with ||v[;ml'\' | welnae 1o e Bandied
Have you seen him™

: -\-.rvr.-
iklahk
e insportor muilered something betwesn lis tosth,
I released the swell of Bt Jim's 1

1 am after & criminel, Master D' Arey.” be said, ne
patwntly se he oould DMd ho pass this way '’ f ‘

Hal Jase Why dida’t yon =ay that &t firsd waid

Avthar Augimtios, mare “Yen should have
woe afltal bim inelcad of callashin® me "

Have you seont him ' shrieked Lhe ll\l]l'\'h‘f

You had mo wight to put those Mwwid things on

Arthur

aplosz yoU welonmp ﬂ’

LD s}tnh L 1) yi

stnteably

Hi have you seou anybody pass Uhis way®”
Yan votpe el y  came !umhlinl' avah the wall }ﬁ?’r
foaki vaon made that witakly widiowlons mistake.”
Where did he go!
I weally do nol know. [ capwol see in the dark, 1
arn sowwy, bub it ks quite imposs, Howevah '
The impector raahéd away ¥
He had still & faint hope of finding his man, bat this
hope was very faint, and it vanmbed soon. The Profamor
wiaa far away
Marie, in bér room, trembling. with clasped hands,
waited in fear far the bad news she dreaded would come
But it did oot come. The minutes passed—an bouy —-and
her heart beat more freely., Her (ather had mol been
taken, or Talbot wounld have kept bis word. Her father
was safe. Once more John Hivers had escaped the pﬂ’ﬂl
that heset his path: and his dangbter wept tears of
thankfuipess and relief.

. . » . L]

Corporal Brown was gone.

He had vanished into the countless ranks of khaki,

and the inspector was left without a cine. r
Skeat kept his own comnsel. He bhad not wholly
beliwved Crooke's story —the epite aml malice of
the ecad of the Shell were only too evident fo

him—but he Had pot beem willing to lose a chanee of
ecuring his old prisoner. He was left in doubt, but
watchiul and alert. Tf Crooke's story was true, if Miss
Marie's father was John Rivers, the cracksman, masquert-
ading as a soldier in Kitchener’s Army, his time womd
vet come. The in or kept grimly silent as to what
e knew and what he suspected. and bided his time.
Marie's father was safe, for the time; but it was not
tiil she learned that the corporal was back in Flanders
with his unit that the girl breathed freely. There he
shared the terrible perils of Britain's heroes; but it was
peril with honour, and not the peril of biack shame that
awaited the Professor in his native land. There he was
working out his redemption; and the sun might yet
shine upon his shadowed life—by courage and conduct
he might even win pardon and oblivion ?or the past.
It was Arthur Augustus who, all unknowingly, had
saved Marie's father, and the girl %new it, and |
-l:in(llcst :miles were for the n:;l& of St. Jim's,
Arthur Augustus was surprised and pleas:
interezt ﬂlgitmuins Marie unfailingl,

brated cabbage-patch. But he did no it
due to him that Marie’s father was still a soldies
King. * o SRR W g
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. 5,000 PRIZES‘

\ COMPETITION RESULT.

& It is now possible to annonnce the rvesult of the
A at bove competition.

P The First Prize,

X o o d 3

S A MAGNIFICENT MOTOR BICYCLE,

has been awarded to

: WILLIE JONES.

Lo ‘ ]02 Weels h\ Strect, Grimsby,

3 who submitted a list of 8,634 names and nddresses,

& Not quite 5,000 readers entered the competition,

u‘nd therefore, evervone who took part will receive a
)

lrlllh\ We have not space to give the names and
rddresses of all prizewinners, but ln low will be found

those of the fifty competitors who submitied lists next
in order of merit:

R. Fallows, Dungiven House, London: derry.
l“ Bennett, 16, l)l\e\ Road. Handsworth.
C. Morgan, 156, Monis Road, Lincoln.
J. H. Williams, 30, Eastbourne Grove, 8.
G. Lennon, 25, Station Street, ]Lnn.n\n
Mon.
- E. Morgan, 453, Warrington Road, Goose Green,
_ near \\wan Lanes.
. Paton, 2, Melville Crescent, Motherwell, Scotland.
A I]llumu 400, Cheetham Hill Road. Manchester,
y Plouor 107, South Frederiek Street, 8. Shields.
. Kay, 113, James's Street, Laurieston-by-Falkirk,
Scotland.
T. Soakell, 6. South View. Billingliam, near Stoekton-
on-Tees.
. Jackson, 81, Herbert St., ITightown, Manchester.
. Harland, 48 North Street, Smrborough
R. Burley, 17, Bradiston Road, Maida Hill, W.
W. Taylor, 97, Fernhead Road, Paddmgton W.
. Lester. 40, Gratton Tertace, Cricklewood, N.W.
Vo A Auqtm 64, Brayards Road, Pocklmm S.E.
. Wall, 148, W nlmmsle\ Road, Bur\ Lancs.
. Ford, 18, Crispin Street, Newcastle- on-Tyne.
1. Jaffe, 331, Govan Street, Glasgow.
R. Hogarth, 33, Hardwicke Street,
Sunderland.
E. D. Stedmond, 23, Wallace St., Stirling, Scotland.
H. C. Williams, 1, Colum Place, Cardiff,
R. Wilkins, 62, Hayward Road, Bavton Hill; Bristol.
R. Hayes, 43, Harper Street, Brook’s J&ar Old
Trafford, Manchester.
M. Jones, 10, Poplar Stiect,
J. Bendle. 6, Princes Road.
T. G. Davies, 8§, IIill Terrace,
Gorseinon.
J. Greenhalgh, 39. C'on nwall Street, West Hartlepool.
H. Smith, 50, Manchester Street, Grimsby.
S, Trasler, Sileby,
borough, Leicester.
C'. H, Barfoot, 31, Blackwell Road, Huthwaite, Notts.
W. Evans, 51, School Lane, D:dsluu\, Manchester.
G: . Pardy, 1, Station Rd., Mashoro’, Rotherham.
A, Grundy, 17 High Strut Bolsover, near Chesler-
field, DClb\%]lH‘(‘
H Hebblethwaite, 21, Albert Street, Newark, Notis.
T, L. Higgins, 79, Colum Road, Cardiff,
G. Day, 31, Hawarden Grove, Herne Hill, 8.E.
G. Lynch, 95, Henry Street, Limerick,
R. Buffrey, 2, Windsor Road, Six Bells, Abertillery,
Mon
A E. Haneock, Infant Orphanage Asylum, Wanstead,

Essex.
0, Campbell St., Bootle, Liverpool.
J. J. McGurgan, 2! amp S gty

B. Evans, 48, ledarth Rd.. \laesm

J. l\cf’c!l%r;:um id, 9, Primrose Torrace, Middlesborough.

L. 8, Chard, Thomc\cmft, Pymore Road, Bridport,
Dorset,
. A. Mercer, 60, Evering Road, Stoke Newington, N.
P. Ahern, Mur;vnlle Cottage, Courtown, Go\ey,
co. Wexford.
W. C. Doyle, 8. Pellott Street, Cardiff, v VI
J. Jackson, 9, James Street, lareis Vll!a, I‘mzmgton,

. Cumb.,
A. Saunders, 47, Middle Street, Bevois van, South-
umptou

>
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Shields.
Newbridge,
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Everton, Liverpool.
Aylesbury, Bucks.

Puzllcrguro near

8, Seagrave Road, riear Lough-
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TO“GEM” READERS!

Y that it has now been definitely decided to wbllsh the
i amateur magazine edited by mysell every
i at the cost of a hulfpenny

I is confronted with a gigantic task. Those twenty-four
. pages have got to be filled every week, or there will he
/ should certainly be the laughing-stock of the school

~ if we failed to carry out what we have cheerfully under-

| letter he tells me that a good many Gemites are decidedly .

i »..4,.»..:4/,},% %q, R *—ﬁ%mn»‘w

TOM MERRY’S
STIRRING APPEAL

¢ 5t, James’s School,
“‘ Rylcombe,
*‘ Sussex,

““ My dear Chums,—You will have seen by this time

s i =

ednesday

““The ‘Weekly * will contain twenty-four pages,
and you will readily understand that the editorial M ?

weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth ; and we

taken.
“ Your Editor wrote to me this morning, and in his |

clever, Budding authors and aspiring poets pour in |
their effusions daily, and as there is so much talent as .
this at large, it would be a sin and a shame to waste it
on the desert air. )

‘1 therefore pen this appeal to all readers of the
GEM LIBRARY. Will you send in any ideas, sugges-
tions, or contributions likely to be of value to the
¢ Weekly,” to

‘“ The Editor,
** * Tom Merry’s Weekly,’
‘“ The Fleetway House,
** Farringdon Street,
‘“ London, E.C.

[
*“'The editorial staff of THE GEM will overhaul them, 5
4

e e

and send those features which are considered suitable
to me, so that I may insert them. This will save our
fellows a great deal of time, for we are hooked up with
so many footer matches for the forthcoming season,
and have to dabhle in amateur dramaties, and goodness
knows what, that the contributions of GEM readers
will be a hoon and a blessing to our editorial staff, |
have arranged with the Amalgamated Press that sui-
able payment will be made for everything which is
published.

““Do not infer from this letter that we St. Jim’s
fellows intend to slack while somebody else does the
donkey-work, Nothing of the kind. Most of us are
already engaged on stories and articles, and—w! r
it gently !—Number One is going to surpass anyf
which has yet appeared. Without wishing to h‘l&ﬁ
think I may say that we have at St. Jim'’s fellows who
can write verse and execute pen-and-ink sketches IS
cleverly as they can bag goals or get in dougwl:%
with the gloves ; and, realising that we are
a large and bralny publie, we mean to put our very m
into the work.

“If the * Weekly * is talked about in every town and
village, and if every Gemite puts his or her shoul
to the wheel, then I feel confident that tho

of a circulation of 100,000 will be woefully X

estimated, So come along, you fellows ! If "'"ﬁ
write, you can help in other dlrectlomhmm

paper of which I am proud to be

unanimous support of the lam-hnmd public o

boys. Long live the * Weekly ’ ! =N
¢ Believe me, ]
“ Your sincere and affectionate 'emlill»

e |

“TOM m’sn

S o
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The previous iastalmenfs fold how:—
NORRIS BRENT, a young Englishman,

2 agrees {0 accoms-
py his unworthy cous

m, GUY MELVILLE, on an explora-
fen tour in China fo rare plant only to be found in that
t of the world. Misfortune dogs their footsteps, and a
psis is reached when the Chinese pack-carriers, who are
h them, mutiny. Stranded in a wild, inhospitable land,
here is nothing for it but to veturn to civilisation, and the
psing, together with YEN HOW, Norris Brent's faithful
grvant, set out on the weary journey.
§The little band is overcome by thirst, and Melville, refusing
p share his water with the others, pushes onward through
p desert, leaving his companions to their fate. Fortunate ¥;
owever, Yen How lights upon an oasis, and the danger is
yorted.
orris Brent returns to England with Yen How, and Guy
Ivillo pretends to be pleased at seeing his cousin again.
8 informs him that, owmg to the death of an uncle, he is
er of the estate, Eagle's Chiff, and offers Brent a position
iercon, which he aceepts,
Une day Yen How surprises his miaster by informing him
at MING YUNG, a Chincse mandarin, and his ward,
ILVER PEARI, whose acquaintance Brent had previously
lein China, ave staving ot Eagle's Nest.
Fent discovers that Ming Yung has come fo Eagle's Nest
Order to experiment with an invention with which he hopes
i ill world-wide power,
lly ,\ll"\'i”l‘, for some sinister reason, still (]n’-\'i“& his
fin's death, nnd sccures the assistance of n gipsy, KARL
ROK, to assist him in his foul purpose,
Brent dizcovers a raby of great value in a pit on the
e, Guy Melville steals the ruby from his cousin: but

en droggod by Ming Yung, who takes possession of the
hlo stone.

1 Marrok. thinking that Brent has regained possession
tho ruby, goes to his room in scarch of it : but, much to
it’s surprise, as he was not previously aware of his loss,
!ipl_\' fails to discoy ep i1t.

{(Now go on with the story.)

Shows His Hand—-Vain Cunning—Ming Yung
is Warned,
igered and disappointed by the fruitless resnlt of his
Birnal visit to Eagle’s Neet in search of the red ruby,
Bl Marrok returned to the Smugglers’ Tavern in a gloomily
ighitful mood,
was sure that Guy Melville had been before him to the
ghest wherein Norris  Brent had hidden the precious
which he was now more avariciouzly esger ta make
Blf the possessor of than before,

iilnces ardd comning, he set his wits to work devising a
for the accomplishment of his cherished design.

B way to do this, hawever, came more by chance than
& onicame of a settled purpose. Threo or four days
by Melville called to sen him, He was ing in
l har-parlour of the Smugglers’ Tavern at the time, and

bWing himself to be more than a mateh for Melville™

i 34 One Penny, 23 ;
» rirst Lhapters of Our G
ﬂf; rirets rand Ney Aill;enture Serial,

{5 == t—\\ =— === = e .

-

The opening chapters ol a

great new story of thrilling
adventure in the Far East.

PETER BAYNE:

way, he knew, in e flash of understanding, what his
action must be,

"“TI've been expecting to see you before,” he remarked,
with an insolent smile. “Jt's a wonder to me how ve
been able to keep away so long, believing, as you do, ¢hat I
stole the red ruby you set so much store by.”

The words took Melville by surprise. Me was visibly
s.‘rfjmlod lemd embarrassed by such uncompromising direokness
of speech,

“The red ruby!” he exclaimed, feigning astonished per«
plexity. “What the dickens do you meani”

“Yon know well enongh what I mean,” Marrok o
a mocking light in his dark eyes. “But I'll tell you
same. Nof many nights ago you came tushing in h o
a madman, and declared to Dan Morgan that I'd :o‘h “
\-.imgderf\!l ruby from you, and had made off with it. Ian
that so?’

Melville silently cursed himself with savage fervour for
having taken Morgan inte his confidence,

“Well, and what if it is?” he countered angrily. * There
was every reason for me to be suspicious of you. an
hour or two before the ruby was stolen you saw me it
in the library at Bagle's Nest, You etood outside on tha
terrace, and watched me through the window.”

Marrok shook his head with a gesture of scornfully amused

denial.

“I didn't see the vuby,” he remarked. “If I 1
might have come back for it, or taken it there and then
and in that case you'd never have seen me again. 1 dwu](l
have cleared out of the country., There’d haye been no reason
t;u_- l'!:::'io stay in such a forsaken holo as this, What d'vou
think?

“1 suppose not,” Melville admitted. “8till, it pusszles me
to_kmow who could have robbed me. unless it was you.”

He went an to tell the other of the ciroumsiances lﬂt
ing the theft, for he reasoned to himself ih.un.h seoing

as soon as ever he looked and eaw the other in thd ﬁﬂ
up m

i knew so much he might as well know ¢ 3
e “to.me," wuid Marrok, whea Melvilbds '

“ 1t seems to me,” =aid
“that you needn’t very far to find the

ruby. That Chinaman staying with you has it,
for ,1'10 one ¢lse conld have played such 3!!‘

on you
to get it.” ;

“By Georg? ! Melville exclaimed, recognising for the firsk
time {ha possibility of M mem of
thod;u?y.’ “1 badn’t thought of he's the very eort
to da it.’

“N of it,"” wid M; .'“ld ing from what
;on&g td:ﬁh:m about the !’ "?'m he !\u it he'll stick to
it ,
ille’ littered with vindiclive fury, ’
??lﬁl.;'ﬂnham'ﬁm it's a dangorous thing to play tricks

with me,” he declared, “T'm not afraid of him, clover as he
may be, and he shall pay me back with interest.”

Steady on ! said nn‘ml:. with a sneeving hittle laugh.
“You don't know for certain that Ming Yung is the

e looking for. And hew are you going to find oul that
.§',‘m Nt

a far more difficud thing thansyou ne
hap | ly and orafty as o fox, and
L Y v ',h:g 6;; I.tnn\'.v-No.:‘M

Ui “WHEN DUTY GALLS ™ A M e i S
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would deny all knowledge of the raby if you faxed him with

having it. And you can regard it ns n sure thing that he'a
hidden the gem so closely that neither you nor anyoné ¢lse
would-ever discover it, though you secarched for a month.”

There was more truth in these words than Guy Melville
carved to admit. With frowniug brows he pondered over the
matter for some momonts, and then an illuminating thought

darted across his mind, ‘and the gloomy look that was there
lifted from his face. ’

“Oh, well 1" he said carvelessly. “No doubt I'll think of
something before long.  Ming Yung can be trapped as well as
auyone else,’ g

" His sudden change of expression had made the other sus-
picious, x
- U Look here,” said Marrok, leaning forward and looking
straight ‘into thd other's oyes, “‘before going any further it
may be as well-for you to understand that Dan Morgan and
d have an equal interest with you in that ruby!”?

%\‘ielvllle looked astounded. o 1
- Hew d'you make that out?” he inquired sharply.
ruby 1s for the 6ie who found it.” !

“You didn't do that,” Marrok replied, smiling maliciously.
“It was your cousin, Norris Brent, who discovered. it in the
subterranean passage leading out from under the Smuggleis™
Tavern here. .You see,” he added, vastly enjoying Melville's
angry discomfiture, “I kunow a good dml’_nn go does
Morgen, and it'll pay you to act straight with us. An equal
share with you in the money that the ruby is sold for is
what we ask for and mean to haye!”

"Had he given vent to his real feelings, Guy Melville would
have burst out into a torrent of furious abuse, but he had

sense enough to realise that to do so would only put him still
farther into the power of his unscrupulous associate. With
a scarcely perceptible effort he controlled himself, and forced
a mirthless smile to his lips. !

“That'll be all serene,” he said, “You and Morgan shall
have no cause to complain of how I treat yow, S8till, it sur-
prises me to hear that you know so much about the matter.
Are you sure that you’re not mistaken in believing that my
cousin found the ruby where you say he did®” : -

“Quite suro!” Marrok rejoined. * Directly you mentioned
the ruby to him, Morgan guessed where it had come from.
He had some old papers once containing an-account of its

“The

history, and relating how two smugglers, into whose posses-.

sion it had come, had engaged in a fierce and bitter quarrel
over it one night in this very house. ‘They disappeared,
taking the ruby with them, and were never seen nor heard
of again. The mystery of their fate was never cleared. up,
but the man from whom Morgan had the papers always
thought that they went into the cave, and there perished.
Now he’s certain of it. Your cousin, by a stroke of luck,
must have stumbled on the spot where one of them dropped
the ruby and found it.” ‘ :

Melville, drinking from the glass on the table before him,
pushed back his chair, and rose to his feet. :

“Morgan may be right in thinking as he does,” he said,
impressed by w?mt he had heard, *for it's a surc tl,ung that
the ruby could never have come into Norris Brent’s posses-
gion in an ordinary way. However that may be, the thing
for us to do now is to discover its present whereabouts and
gsocure it. Then we can settle on the division of the spoil.”

The gipsy followed his associate out of the room. !

“ Romember that Dan Morgan and I ehare equally with
you,” he said, as they were parting at the tavern door.
¥ \Wo'ro partners in this business, and it won't pay either one
of us to forget it.” 3 ; N E &

Melville gave a reassuring laugh in response to this thinly-
veiled threat, but as soon as his back was turned on the
other, a dark and evil look clouded his face. :

«“Mhe insolent hound!” he muttered. ““He fancies that
he has me under his thumb. _Well, let him think so. When
T've no further use for him, I'll know low to repay him for
his onrsed cheek and impertinence, An equal share with me
in the ruby, indeed! The fellow must be a drivelling fool
to imagine that, once it's back in my ha.nd?. hei will have any
chanco of claiming the least right to it!” =

That same day Melville, acting on the inspiration that had
come to him while he was with Karl Marrok, sought out
Silver Pearl. He found her on the terrace, engaged in
painting a lovely pieco of Chinese embroidery. When he
asked her to spare J?im a few minutes she put aside her izork.

“I'm gravely eoncerned about my couan,"'he said, “an
it's about him that T wish to spetik to you.” !

Silver Pear] meb his gaze with an interrogating look in her
eyos. " s

“Your ‘cousin!” she sajd coldly. *His business is no
concern of mine. You should go to' him, and not come

me. . i
Melville’s lips parted in an amiabl depmnﬁhﬁ smile.
“In this matter,” he veplied, “I am sure that you can
Tk Geym Laprany.—No,
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. help-me, for Norris, 'if Fm -not greatly mistaken, is you,

conscious of Silver Pearl’s agitation and not a little ela

‘And. I do not believe that your cousin has the ruby. Ii

“ever the cost to herself might be,

M

friend und you haye considerable influence over him.*
Ihlv paused for the girl to say something, but she did pet
spoealk, ' " .
“The fact is,” he continted, carefully choosing his words
“I'm very much distressed by something that has luppgﬁ'ﬂ
in this house during the Jast few days. An extremely
valuable jewel, a family heirloom that has been hgi‘i_(‘.fd
generations past, has disappeared, and I am reluct&ﬁiy‘lﬂ
to believe that my cousin has had something to do ﬁ'xﬁ{h
dizappearance.” . -
A crimson flush mounted to Silver Pearl’s very brow, '.e
then slowly receded, leaving her beautiful- face sf
pale and drawn. For some reason or other she was g :
moved, and a look of nervous fear and distress gathered';
her dark eyea. ; . "
“Do" you mean to snggest that he has taken i§2” ghy
asked, in a low and trembling tone of voice. & o
“That is my belief,” Mc]vﬁle answered, ““for, to tha be
of my knowledge, he is the only other person here besides
wyself who is aware of the jewel's existence,”
“Then if you suspect him, why -dom’t you tell him g}
Surely that would be the only right and fair thing to do”
““Perhaps I may be obliged to do so,” said Melville, keenly

by it, “but I'm naturally desirous'eof sparing him such
bitter humiliation as to openly tax him with his guil if
can possibly avoid it. What I should like to happen would
be for the jewel—a red ruby of unusual size and g::nty—-to
be restored to me before anything unpleasant is done, and
1 imagine that if you spoke to Norris about it he would act
in such a way as to obviate any inguiry that could only by
attended by the most distressing results,”
Silver Pear]l shook her head. . . §
“I cannot speak to him,” she said quickly and proudis:
“Never would I insult him in such & manner. For all T
know to the contrary you may not be telling me the truth.

|
|
his.© You must know that yourself.” T & |
- *Norris_has found a.fair champion in you,” sneeringly §
answered Melville, *but it will avail him noﬂmig

svould be utterly unlike him to take it unless it was really

‘the missing ruby not be soon restored to me.

ing shot
: [ Jook t
you to use your influence with him to save him from
consequences that would make a wreck of his whole future.”
Raising his hat, Melville turned and walked away. He
was perfectly satisfied in. his own mind that Silver Pear
knew_that her guardian had the red ruby, and that,
for Norris Brent, she would act speedily and find
securing and returning the jewel to him. Bis
_In thinking thus Melville was even more right
imagined himself to be. What he had told Silv
affected the girl to a surprising degree. She had |
Yung inspecting the ruby, and it had puzzled and
her to find her guardian in possession of such a magnificent
gﬁ?’t zg.lthough it was not long before she ceased to thigk
about it. )
. Now she realised that Ming Yung had no t
it, and that unless it was restored to G—ux Mely
and rain would in all probability be Norris
Hating his young cousin as he did, Melville would :
otlllqer !Eo mercy. e '
Not for a moment did Silver Pearl beliey f
guilty, but she feared what Melyillo migﬁtedzhﬁﬁﬁ'
opportunity of venting his spite and rage on the |
resented itself. Was she to make no effort to save
ey him for whose sake she had already suffered oy
over again? BShe knew that she must make an effort, 1

gt Tich
Leaving the terrace, she went into the h and made
her way to Ming Yuang’s study. Her gundei’:;;';w?;% in
the room. Hesitating but for a moment or two, Silver Pearl
crossed from the doorway to an oak desk, and opened tht
flap. “There were a few papers in the well of the desk, and
these she pushed aside with feverishly eager fingors, whi
scarched swiftly for a secret spring that she knew op
a_ hidden compartment wherein she had herself seen
Yung J)lace the red ruby. !
Suddenly a hand fell on her shoulder. Shudde
overy limb, she turned her head, to look into her g
face. Unseen by her, the other had silently ente
e ioh ath 7on Domg niret™ bissteal AiSe VI
1at are you doing here nquired Ming Y
“I'm looking for the red rub.?,'g,uéﬂ B'
ngenking with a terrible effort. “It |
He has told me about it, but he be
by his cousin, who wi |
restored to its rightful owner,
A fieree look darted from M




— —— - -

“*The vielet ray ! ™ Rrent ericd hoarsely,
Streamed ont over the cliffs and across the sea,
o thing hapj € wd.

“Did von tell Mealville that I had the by 1

*No,” Silver Pearl answered, a flush of pride ri to
pr cherks, “1 did not; but T came here for it. meanine to
e it back to bim a froft & criol
ition, He promiced s returned te
K a-k no que rardine it
liph
) ¢ e
v a At
d in igno; it
I what 1 have
8 off enee
to e door with a gesture of dismissal. but
rl lingered, and a frown el haughty surprise
b.'\ <200,
he commanded. "\\';-V. do you ~T.|_"."
& Fm concerned for Norris Brent,” said Silver Pearl.

@0ating Jown her fear of the other. “He is innocent, but

8 cousin deems him to be guilty of taking the ruby, and has
Wockarcd that he will ruin him.”
“ A vain and childish theeat,” replied Ming Yung, “and ona

it he could only impese upon a woman.
s that any harm will fall wpon Nomis
@atter, for 1 will proteet him.” ]
B monient | " he was alone. Ife stood lost in theught
some time. ‘The ordinary rules of right and wrong that
tions of most men had no meaning for Ming
who was a Jaw unto himself. He had token the red
ause he desived it, and he meant to keep it, whatever
ouble snd danger he might be put fo in doing =o.

“T‘i‘ be fore wed.” he murmured, “is to be forearmerd,
BUY Melville must look to himselft Let him look to
iself |

Go. and do not
Brent in

this

ment e

Verm the a¢

Bhe Gloria—The Interrupted Banguet—A Miracle of

Science. :
said Norris Brent—"and a fine pieture

t's tha Glorig.?
2

NEXT
WEDNESDAY »

“What can i

. d Then it s crped do .
I'be splendid ship was crun‘;ph—d ::;:“ R e pae

‘“WHEN DUTY CALLS!” "'y e

Swilt as a flash of lightaing the violet ray

acht, and & dreadlal, marycllons
snd tuincd (010 o clowd of dust. (% rem 22,

mcan > "™

he ™ v = ot LIS .
she :.,s\-h:‘ Neror faw 2z smorfer siop of her clase, and I'se
beeu a4t Uowes for the regattas ™
“Yes,” agroed Yeu How. “she relly pretiy. Ny Bke e

- 3, iy 3 3
ro back ta China on some day. To he on deck and vl »

¥ in the supshine would be fne.™
! kon it would be” la ighed Brent: “hyt I'm afvand
Xl o dream isn't likely to como true, for the Gloria s
onn of the mast expensive yael o run afloat, and a vorage
Chinz would cat up & larg ne."” '
I i rades, 5

on the edge of the oliff
ere they had been butling
the Glorin, & large aud
maguificent steani-yacht that had come te her anchorage off
Rocksls ¥ about an hour be fare,

\ s I
e was a splondid vessel, of a k

coming up fr

in ke sea, adr

ind very seldom seen aloms
it the coast, and almost overyone in the little fishing
down on the wharf, gazing at her with the daepest

A boat hiad taken Gay Melville to the raclit, He knew (o
milionaire owner of the Gloria, a yonng man of about his
owie age named Kenneth Grame, who had on board with him
a large party of friends, ’

When he was informed that the yacht would be staging of

tocksbay for a few days Melville invitéd Grame and the other

members of the party to Eagle's Nest for the following day,
an invitation that was readily aceepted,  The historical
associationd of the neble old mansion were known ta evervone,
and all looked forvard to spending an enjoyable time.

The prospect of entertaining so many persons of wealth and
sacial distinetion excessively pleased Melvills, who was some-
thing of a parvenu, and never happier than when he was the
object of attention aud flattory.

On landing from the yacht he overtook his consin and Yon
How at the top of the cfiff, and, his enmily forgotten for the
rime being, he told Brent of the invitation he had given to
the Gloria’s party, i

“1z onght to be a very merry gathering,* be remarked.
YAt sny rate, we'll do our beet to make it so. Visitors to

- Tui Geu Liprary —No. ;«‘9-
mplets School Tale
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guardian, he noticed that a deeply-troubled lo&

Tarle's Nest are s ; HR Ywiln

Fagle's Nest are so few and far between that it’s a-priv ilego e to time over ]}mr i::eboncd s Gt Had

13 ¥ v 1)
Wonder what has hap fth Ming Yung. ’

to have 1}\()111."1 i b

« Shall von ask Ming Yung to be there?” g . 2

“I hadn't thought ?,E doing so,” Melville said, in :msWﬁr “Pc‘ﬁhapg !110;5 iﬁgﬂisg'acﬁf’m‘é'to think of it, I've
to Brent's question; ““but now you tion i ink I will.  usually stern to- : . ;

y Brent's qu ut now you mention it, I thuﬂporl‘.‘a s him with such an expression before. It m

Mling Yl]n;ir is n]quecr ca;-d, nnfrl he’ll amuse the 1iest. P .
wo can induce him to do a few conjuring tricks. should : .
say that he’s up to lots of them. ]3th T'm doubtful whether The same fecling of Lmensl,l’;:%” ﬂ::?]l—lﬁ:gn;e
he'll come, He's as proud as Lucifer.” conscious, of as kis Elakicsd ll.tb i more of ¢
To Melville’s surprise, Ming Yung accepted the invitation  yellow wizard was also shared by many i
without demur. Ho also promised that Silver Pearl should round the table. 3 f electricity,
accompany him, and Melville flattered himself that the A mysterious emanation, as 0 %ﬁ;rma
mystorions Chinaman, of whom he stood in such fear and from the cyes of the Chinaman. . h_we:,t '
ilg'r:nrl, was relenting in his attitude of cold hostility towards ]IIIeightc&led l)ytllpsl s(t;;n:g‘-veisg;‘:ls:f:gm s:ﬁge 3
um. e made one think . ]
“1Io may have changed his mind over my proposal regard- Soft music came from the orchestra sta
ing Silver Pearl,” he thought. “The omen is certainly an gallery looking down, into the hall.
encouraging one, I must begin to play up to him again.” laughter sounded on every hand.
The next day the guests arrived in the afternoon. The acclaimed. : ; ;
(iloria’s band played on the lawn while the visitors roamed Rising to his feet, brimming glass in hand, H
in the lovely grounds and went over the house, whose dark, looked round at the men and women scated at his
winding corridors, ancient rooms, and their contents provoked board. = ;
the liveliest interest and curiosity. I rise to propose a ,}malth t.hat & t‘m sure you
Not until the evening did Ming Yung and his beautiful wntlx.me in drinking !” he cried., ,,“ i to our
ward put in an appearance. They created an immediate H(‘Mfs—‘Sh'B who is sitting at my &1 £ E
scnsation. Wearing his long, purple gown, bearing the design f{‘vixerc. was a general burst o{,em' mation, an
in jewelled gold of the Imperial Dragon, the remarkable "““,?d his glass to his lips, bubh fore‘be,aould,
Chinaman was a strangely imposing figure. moisten them his n;‘m} ‘“;5 cu&lghﬁ.ﬁ - Nﬁ :
As sho moved gracefully along by the side of her guardian ﬂ;,?élg\zysn}?ﬁé?mm; t, he found that it was Ming
Silver Pearl was followed by a host of admiring glances. gt aiown"l'ng .3"3\-1. v BT
She was splendidly dressed in a Chinese costume that must i war’:l i tgmbe- ‘”‘ edmllf ‘h“'hl, 3.8 y ﬁ
4 have cost a fortune, and her rare charm and beauty Were i gom to do so in oupr gxt yb righ g ik 55
enthusinstically commented upon by everyone. resent JOUr behavio{u +Freyon i not in m
“What a peerless creature!” said Grame to his host, as A deep hush fell upon the startled compu-x
Silver Pearl passed on after being introduced to him. “But  humiliation held sway over Guy Melville Hg.
how is it that you never mentioned her to me?” beyond measure. Aﬁ thought of caution or
r_g\LIir;l:-j!ll;zr,mﬁrho was flushed and excited, gave vent to a 5“.‘(3%; away ifﬁom M3 rind: i
inging li / : 7 : . .
1 wanted to surprise you,” ho said. “XKnew you'd think iusultmrlnzrcbefoﬁn[;gm [?L’l bk heIe:gl&}ged
her the most beautiful charmer yowd ever seen. Different  4:ked yon to meet thors of bakter biosdn .
to ber ruardian—ch? He's a regular walking mystery—2  liad omitted to remember that you, a Cginq
ynan to be watched, I can tell you. Bometimes I don't feel jccustomed to the usages of civilised docabie
it safo to bo in the same house with him. . The dark. unfathomable oges. ot Mi g
(irame stared at the speaker in amused surprise. I aiidr Al & ing X
Lrra ; > S UTpris = a cold and menacing light as they met these
Then why do you have him here? he inquired. Surely hoat.  ‘Thor he Fose o Hiv trat Lol
it would be an easy thing to let him understand that his grr\;tilre. : s 1eet with a St

uneasy.’

("

ahsenco would be moro desirable than his eompany.” $Cisria . o
“This old pile takes some keeping up, ” Melville explained;  of his”\‘g?ce }1“‘“3},:’(3;0 ﬁl(}x(t‘i'cl;“eurl, télc gﬂ' 2

“‘and as Ming Yung pays me a big sum for the use of the - rjsave thesa cnilsn .lg i { pﬁ: > _th-&

1sft wing I'm content to have him at the price.” company.” sed persons to the enjoyment

“What's hia objeet in being down here?” e T sl i 5t
“0h, he's a scientist, or sk)nclhing of the sort,” said Mel- PCIRI:.T :—"::';] {'{g’p}:"ﬁg her arm’in a vieelike el
villo; “and he’s experimenting all day long, and most of  had fﬂ”r S E.' o The l.ule{lcaof stu
the night, too, You see, it’s a lonely, out-of-the-way place, and ex 9;1511)0" uy Melville's guests now
and ho's not liable to unwelcome interruption.” th t]'c; 4 cm\l:rersat:on concerning the re
Ciramo looked thoughtful. ‘ f\ ']?l(' Juit» th lcfn place, b
“To bo quite eandid,” he said, “your Chinese fricnd is Bre;:ls‘ll']g imself of the opportunity thus
not the gort of man I should like to have very much to do  that Mi lppe_g away unnoticed from the ta
with. As I was looking at him just now I had the queerest co;,- l:n ung had put upon Melville,
fooling I've ever known. It was as if I knew positively that Hm o m‘_;"’ on Ming Yung, did ﬁg&
he was going to do me somo irreparable injury, which I was g = ‘"1 profoundly sorry for Bilver Pearl,
absolutely incapable of averting.” i f"; tvl:"h ed away by her guardian showed
“I've had the same sensotion,” Melville rejoined, shrugging e“N 7 lilmhating nature of her position,
his shoulders; “and can only account for it by presuminz v OWI know why I felt so uneasy,” he
that ho has extraordinary strong will-power, with which he ung, believe, came to dinner meani
can influence peoplo by merely looking at them.” 'uhrmo!my of it. Yet Guy was an ass to
“Io's a hypnotist, then?” whatever the provocation he received, and he
“Very likely, or a wizard—which is about the same thing." HHpoee SEsee P.?“l" health in such a way.
Laughinf at the remark, fche& moved on. Behind an mﬁm“” trouble, ‘ o A
ornamental palm close by, Ming Yung, who had accidentally e could seo no sign of Silver Pearl and
o}vlerhrurd t]émi‘ﬁcorll]:ersaﬂnn,t}:milod glr(;mly. Had they been :ﬁ:?hh;ré 'Lh“ dht(mtw}?t he might. No doubt,
ablo fo read his thoughts they would have trem ad gone straight to that Tagle's Nes
tu'rl"nod palo, Y }g : yd embled and vralzp:gaftoautotthem use I part of o8
imo wore on, Lights gleamed in the onk-panelled roo ' to contemplate followi .
of the ancient mansion, and in the great hall Zgny comparx?; would have {‘k’d to sce Silver PNJF“%
assembled for dinner. sympathy. 3
The pictured faces of bygone owners of Eagle's Nest looked Having no desire to return 1o the bang
down on the festive throng, whose surroundings conjured up r“'ﬂ out into the open. After listeni
memories of a past full of noble names and stirring deeds, t'd;’““‘d ‘.°-P‘w n, he went on
Among those present was Norris Brent, Ie was enjoyin ?,% "ﬂ cliffs, w ¢ he found Yen How
his novel experiences, but not so much as he had upeotedg ¥ ml'wﬁ: ng a cheap cigar, R
nn’g ehv]s teainon for'thu was a very simple one. 4 {"7 o velly n&“;:n." said his
ry how he would, he had not been ab : "P:ﬁ‘ Bcii % y
‘Yh::gﬂk :Mm:ng’ word d'{til‘ nBi ver P :rl}eggo:%&m; hff?;‘gf :'bitao?'i‘tml?'harm’t” weadi ‘
! « and v 1 ‘ :
Chinaman went anltelg ::: :!’ }&'wn w th the  down by the other's side.  “It's & shame ¢
np’s‘rt. ay to keep the two o fior eons night as thi.g,'" a0 7Y
ow, ns ho covertly he dxé ' ¢ looked tg"' ﬁ' _darkly shin
of the grost banqu 4 ":b I::;,‘n na Gf;. Bﬁ 'm.tmhfud sea_to whero‘t’:n oria, & .
Tue Gest Lisrany,~+No, her  and from her open ports, 8

A




Bvery Wednesdav,

. how th ol, quite apiyt
gamaeho ' Wrs 1rom. (he fuet il
( . b Lt )
Bch o i m‘:' it speoiinen - of Sig; tlanm, had g :«‘:' ol
s tion for him e conldd Nob nocaiy, fop it W ‘lullll,n
e il grew upon him, ' OA0rS and
o ’
V'“ﬂ\," o that Tight up Lhepe 24

eiteddan ]y Wi
By (hought Ming Yung go te ) ddenly queried Yon Mow,

. e R R TR TR
Hancing round |.|'l|l'-]:"lu'lv"ll b i  ahin

. by ht, ! |
we the tower that srmonnted (he "lr:ﬂl”d'll 4}”'””‘5 ish

sf, W liene !If’l' ‘W"“[ “'. l“ﬂ‘{l“ll
. e quosts in Tongly
O of a lofty pele that,

Lowar soon nftep hié

* uraned hig acfe
Biitude. 1t shone from the ¢ eved bl
e (hinaman ‘l-,nl had erected on the

vival at the old ynnsion,
E A stecl lndder led to Lhe

Ming Yung ‘

"![) of the !
1 i o0 b pole, where
Ball plotfor m -""l‘ll"‘“" had afteny yon, orod what e rf.? 'u
ible purpose Ming Yung could put the adificg to, e he
S ¢Ming Yung was af the ,““'".'.‘u ha said nl;“. fatt: siel

) Lleft enrly,

1 4 he wantoed to carr .
I suppos A WIrY out soma lein Yy 9ol
0”'”" It must ba him Hp lhrr(.," nd of “xperiment,

hey witched the Light fop soine tirme
y, and then suddenly wopt out,  Ag
5 (ime it was nof, \\]Iifi‘, but of 0 ool
fieh Norris Brent realised with g

Tt shone olear and
KaIn it appeared, but
onr the signuifieancs of

y f i llit'hr[ '| " F
gt and a catch of his bregih, ; Hng beat of the
; 8 violet ray 1" v erie ‘aily Y $
)"I')‘u” violet  ray 19 ericd h/,u,.m]‘-,. “What ean it

Ming Yung Vanishes.
Bwitt a= o flash of lightaing,
ier the cliffs and across the sea
Jg hovered f'nr 4 moment. over ithe Glaria lilko n
word. Then it swooped down on the yacht,
arvellous thing happened,
Whe eplendid ship, the pride o
pand turned into a cloud of
g0,
E Both Brent and Yen How witnessod the
dth, blanched checls and staring Yy
etain the visunl impression they had
ment, of time,
he awe-inspiring picture flashed acrom their vision, and
dissolved in darkness, The violet ray had disappenred,
light now shone from the ancient tower of Kagle's ,K'A-n.
Nen How, shaking like a leaf, clutched hold of his com-
anion, but Brent shoole him off,  Following the horrified
mazenmient, that hind descended wpon him, there had Come
o lad a consuming fire of paesionate anger and indignas

the violet ray stropmed out

ﬂnminfg
o ind a drendful,
f every marines, was erumpled
dust that showerod down into

amazing spectacle
l]mlt, Were ever to
cecived in oa bare

)
:l'lm fiend!” he exclaimed, his face white and drawn, his
8 blazing. ‘‘He has destroyed the Gloria with his infernal
gic ! 'l‘ﬁm-n wore people on board.  They have all pevished
ith the shipl”
Parning a.':va.y, he van swiflty in the direction of Eaglo's
[ nee, aboany rate, should fall on Ming Yung,
| iling tide of his anger, Brent forgot (he vory
Silver Pearl, He only thought of Ming Yung
terrible decd of desteaction of which he had been o
e witness,
,",.f],;”‘“’ the mansion, he dashed like a madman into the
ting-hall, The band was discoursng the straing of
nehanting waltz tone,  The o were merry  and
Into the midast of this scene of gaiety Bront came as
or of woo,
:{:(;‘Ilit-tl and waved his avims 1o the conductor of the
1y who at onee signed to the musicians to

Buesty

censo

‘,‘. Guy Malville Linreried up o his consin, anger and
vod gurprise in his face, g , 4
;;L the dickens in the meaning of this mad interrip-
he demanded roughly. * Have you taken leave of your
f You look as though you'd seen a thousand ghosts !
9 ti g1y
1! g ¢
:clrow the back of his haud across his [c-\m’ml |u'n:\:'.
Glorin's sunk—destroyed —mmnashed into dust 1 he
oved. ‘1 tell you she is!" he added passionately, as a
burst of incredulons langhtor came from those who had
d him., ““Ming Yung turned the violet vay on her from
er, T was on the ¢liffs with Yen How. Wae both saw
k place,” » /
?. p('lrnmo pushed a way forward, and laid his hand
ut's shoulder. There was a look of mingled pity and
b in his face, e "
My, you know,” he remarked, “it's a tall yarn you rle
g us, The Glorin turned into dust! Why, my dea
ow in the name of all that's sensible do you expect
beliove such a story 1" ° ‘
'8 trio 1 Brent, doclaend. “Come onterde and sen {tln'
W, Bt make haste, or the inhuman fiend whe did i

'
Ly

'

ging his shouldars, and smiling round at his friends as

“THE GEm»

wnisoay; ‘‘ WHENM DUTY GALLS!” *MEny
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LIBRARY,

Hough 0,

Heont, b
Fullow e e

Oune Penny, 2

idicato that while not believing a word this

i ‘.“‘ }f,nlwunlﬂ homsonr  thi othor, Cirane

Y it of ke hall 5 i e whispering

lii '.'.“L'.l"“ ",”"'.’ crowid ug hin froele o the drive, g whispering,
.-;;'\‘\; said Brent, o yon ree the Glorin 7’

Oiugt | .""'5/ e from Kannoth Grame's lips, Fagerly lio

i n-.’ u-m'l forward and stared out to seq,

Curi 'i“ .H"iht. 8108 there 1 L oxclaimed

; 10re ho M : (g '

align | re De anything in this wild {ale Wi

< B "
: Before anyene elee could mpeak, the tram
Wil Denpd wlong the deive,

O¥E appeared 1 ,]g]”.' [

Pauions, they all b g speaking at onee,

Bro ':',W they declared wenh to confirm the truth of Norris
BUs statements. A violst ray had been ween shooting

down from the tower of Fagle's Neat acroms the sen, 1t had

alighted on the Cloria, and the yacht had vanished liko

Mr}::,l;c}‘ lu-f'm’c' the wind,
wn it iy true ]” gasped Crame reel i 3
P ) g Ao gas ; v recling like a drunken

; X
Bomeotie step el quickly up to Melville, :
g Yung 2" he cried, ' Lend the way 40

“Guod hiegvens
i've heard, after

[ p of hutrying fect
. An excited crowd of men ud
Vpon séeing Gratne ond his com-

Y Where s )
bhim | He mukt be taken |”

Withont speaking, Melyille hurried from the Lall, closely
followed by an excited crowd of men who conld not as yeb

even begin to understand the full meaning of the destruciion
of Kenneth Grame's yacht,

CAscending  the broad staircase, they hastened along the
meture gallery o Ming

Yung's apartoients. But Norris
Brent was hoefore them, ¢

As Melville and Grame reached {le open doorway of the
Magician's Room, the Iad ran out and met them.

“He's taken flight!1” he said. . *I've bren all over the
Y[W""- up the tower, and everywhere where he could be, and

can’t fined him |

“What about Silvor Pearl 2" asked Melvillo sharply. *Sho
mnst be somewhere here,”

Brent shook his hend, b
“No, she's not!” ho replied. “Tils no use searching fop
cither of them,” he mhlm(, as Melville pushed voughly pasy

him.  *“They’ve vanished 17

But Guy Melville would not listen to his cousin, TUpper-
maost in bis thoughts was the rod ruby. Ming Yung night
not have had time to secure the gem in the hurry of hie flight.

In every likely place he hunted for the freasure that liw
hiad ecome” to cherish with a ficreer, atronger affcetion than
lnF P’WII ?w-r felt for anyone, or anything in the whole couyes
[#] 1% 11le,

Nowhere could he discover it. e would have continned his
quest indefinitely had not Kenneth Grame come to look for

M, p .

“We want you,” said Grame, M Thoy'xe got on Ming
Yung's track. Someono has seen him ma ing for the woods
on the cliff.”

Disgruising his reluctance Lo abandon the search for the ruby,
Melville wenl away with the other, and they came out into
the drive to hear that there was a hot pursuit of the mizsing
Chinaman procecding.

This was due to Yen How, who had spread the report that
he had seen Ming Yung and Silver Pear) hastening away
from Esgle's Nost in a certain direation,

He and Norris Brent immediately sel off on the chase,
fotiowed by several men, who, kuowing nothing of Ming
Vung, imagined that it would be an easy matter to hung the
Chinaman down. When Yen How brought them to the
entrance of a cave, half-way down the face of the chiff, %%
ever, most of them drew back and decided to look elsew o

far the fugitives. N
“You'd g""" get o chink to venture in that ﬁoh.!"
clared one of them. “I know the breed, They's :
as rabbite,  It's waste of time looking in tl
The woods are where they have taken shelter,
that Ming Vung has a girl with him, Even il
take to the eave he'd think of her and go s
Prent looked inquiringly at his comra
“There's something in_ that,” |
wo aure that Ming Yung is in
Yen How's wrinkled, )
ramﬂutraa{c at fahehﬁon : ENts Terpocta
in ing Yung's w j i
B‘My go thivﬁx anything |" he declared.  “My know 1" ¢
Brent laughed, although he was in far from o lavghing

m?""T’iia,t'n good enotigh for me,” be eaid, “Lead on, Yen
Mow "

(Another thritling, lona instalment of this splondid
sorial story next Wednesday., Ordcer your oopy

e 4 Trs Gry Lipnany.— No. Jﬂ
o0y RRTIN CEERORG
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For Next Wednesday:
““WHEN DUTY CALLSI"
By Martin Clifford.

it next week's grand, long, complete story of St. Jira'a
we are introduced to Jack Blake's cousin, a “knut ” of the
mogt aggressive type.  Although of military age, and with
na ties to spealk of, this amiable young gentleman ghudders

ab the very thought of enlistment, since he considers thab .

khaki does not match his complexion! The juniors of St.
Jim's, when they have recovered from their astonishment,
faka Jack Blake's cousin in hand, and there are very exciting
times indeed at the old school, Eventually the young swell,
who has ont-Gossied Gussy in point of sheer nuttiness, is
brought to realise that :

S“WHEN DUTY CALLS"”

he must discard gorgeous vests and brilliant socks, and don
the more modast khaki.

“YOUR EDITOR EXPECTS —"

T have extrema pleasure, Gemites all, in announcing that
it has now boen definitely decided to publish

“TOM MERRY'S WEEKLY!"

'

ovory Wadnesday as n separale halfpenny paper. Tt will
conlain fwenty-four pages of Lright, breezy stories and articles
from all the bestknown characters in the famous Suossex
gohool ; and the churm of the new venture is that readers of
the “Com * Library will be allowed 1o contribute!

Turn to page 22 nnd read the stirving letter which Tom
Merry writes to all Gemites,

——

STAUNCH SUPPORT FROM SOUTHSEA.

Tt is guite refreshing, after all the petty abuse which
Mesars, Malpns, Stephens & Co, hava been ||r~qug upon the
“em " Library lntely, to be able to publieh a letier of
tho loyal and steaightforward type. The comments of my
Southsea chum will, T feel gure, be of interest to every Gemite

wlio reads them:
45, Esslemond Road,
“Houthaea.

“Denr Biitor,~My brother and I, having beon constant
roadors of the * Gem,’ * Magnet,” and * Penny Iop,' sinee
thay firgt appeared in print, have arvived at the conclusion
that it is “up to un’ to write and let you know how h;gl?l_y
wo appreciate  the really first-class tales they contain,
Alihough it ig very difficult, and searcely fair, to say that onne
is better than the other, I think of the tlres named I prefer
the *Gem.' The characters are all so good, and there ars
wuch a varioty, that one never fears gotling an uninteresting
tala. I have grown so wsed to reading about them, tha
I rogard them all as friends, from Wally, the ln.kf‘ to Gussy,
the immaculate, When I first read the ' Gem," Tom Merry
wase, of courss, my favourite, but ns I read more, I liked
Korr hotter, Ho's g0 ente and s0 Ioﬁl. But when Talbot
arvived, T liked him best of all. He had such a st e to
wan steaight, didn’t he, and go many drawbacks? Thes he's
#n weaamplished, ‘lle wooms able to do evergthing, from play-

: tt

My mo '
rlunm’: o m '.!:wh
@l{q,‘_lhwnd wme of

*

OUPR. - THREE - COMPANION - PAPERS!

"THE MAGNET THE “PENNY
— LIBRARY — . — POPULAR."—,

—— )P

. May the good worl which yon are doing on le

CHUCKLES,

1/2° —e=— -

—— —
FRIDAY ., 1 EVERY SATURDAY,
il

iy

say she quite approves of them. My grandad, t ’
interested when I read the tales to him.  Fatty !
Billy Bunter amuse him tremendously, especially ¢
with his never-failing postal-order. &
“Now, dear Editor, I e'xl)ect you have heaps
to read and write, so I will conclude, wishing you
grand books every success.—Bslieve mé to ret
& grateful supportér of your books, - -

“P.S.—By thie way, would it inferest you to
of my brothers Las the D.C.M., another ona
go to the front, seven first cousins have jainec
family), and two more brothers of miné {one ph
are on war work, Don't you think I ought tc
of them?"” Ede

Yes, Lilian, T do; for thay are rendering ye
to their country in its hour of need. And I am
too, for your sincere and fearless statements,
splendid way in which you stand by the “Gem ”

C')m{mnion papers never dirmnish ! Py’
1 have had many letters lately from Sunny Southse
which will always have a warm place in
part of my boyhood was spent there; mﬁ’
to know that its boys and girls are bubbling
enthusinem for the good old *“Gem ” and its King
Y Lilian " and her numerous relatives hay
wishes for their success, and I trust that those
in Khaki will vetarn from the ordeal strong an
cheery as ever., o,

“CHUCKLES " MINIATURE COM

I win now in a position to announce {he
competition, in which, it will be rememn
to bind up mid;;et numbers of our
panion  paper, “Chuckles,” The winning n
l»»rfﬁ_-t marvels of neatness and ingﬂmlitv,{wd
wautiful prize penlnives have been awarded to
competitors :

G, Nosbit, Manchester; T. Gande {ford ;
Pur_t‘amv‘»uth; R. Adams, London, Br.‘ 8?‘.*".1'
J. . Neale, Bodford; ¥. Wells, Yor! '} J!
hamilton, Ireland; (. Iinlay, Delfast; g
Brixton; L. Taylor, Reading; J. mi
Birmingham ; _i{e Hopkinson;, Worcester j
Bristol; R. Flﬂ;im. \g’alworth, 8.E; 0N
ton, W.3 J. Bn‘?. Belfast ; T, Brache, é
Balham, 8. . G. Crip Bdhn%

w.;
Cardiff ; C. Hopping, Wellinghoro' ; 1D, The
fy"ni'r. E'r_l;ﬁ'ng l‘hnnclerl‘mutll ;z Fﬁ G;:gh&r, We
. B, Kirkham, Horsforth; . .
Heasman, Thernton Hn:t«h;'ﬂ. lh nas

rmingham; P, A,
I-Mt'kun!)'r. N.E.; Sﬁout% 30"

s, thiie
Foree ; B. Pearson, Loeds; ﬁ ﬂ.ypra," )
Runbury-onThamos; A, R. Jimes,

chestary F. A, Radd, Ipswich
3. l‘)av%m. Lavpmhulme;mﬂ. !
Bono, Bouthampton; G,
rinder, Highbury, N.;
Symonds, Alexandra Park, N,

ol; A. Darch, Mitcham; A

.unthc, nport; I, |
etlering ; ﬁfa. R
Peckham, 8.E ; J. Robe

A T
v nm ‘_ h_'f’_




COMPETITION RESULT-—continued.

Westlake, Devonport; J. Wilsony South Shiclds:

D b Chesterficld; D. Baker, Willesdens 1T, Potter,
ston; R. Marshall, Coventry; A. Robb, Barrow-in-
. J. Logan, Glasgow; F. Irons, Kingsland, N.;
., Nelson; H. Schofield, Liverpool; C. I1. Dent,
- R. 8. Park, Donegaly" W, F TFowdén;
Rusholme KK, Haugh. Dublin; H. Gardiver, Brockley, S. K. ;
iz R. Riguelle, London, N.W.; A, Smith, Notting

~w.; W. Sully, Maryport; W. Bushby, Worthing;
Curtis. Kivkdale; W. T Mason, Glasgow; H. A, Craven,
2 Hampstead: G. W. Bemnett, Derby; R. Gill, Livers
G. (. Roberts, Malvern; K. H. Hilton, Durham;
ziel. Uddingston; R. €. Banks, Old Kent Road, 8.5, ;
Catehpole, Northampton; A, McLaig, Glasgow;

.‘ Nush, Leagrove; L. Adams, London, N.; Dr. J. Dawes,
5. Kilworth: 15 Osborne, Goole: G. Harries, Aldershot
5 Aethven, Upper Dicker: 8. L. George, Stockwell, 8.W.;
5. Jones. Burton-on-Trent; B: Maggs, Coygenfry; S.. J.
Webh. Plumstead: W. B. Ingram, Luton; A. K. Cox,
Plymouth : W. J. Jones, London, S..;: W. Storey. Little
rkhamsted ;. S, AL Howard. London, 8.W.; D. MePhail,

J.ondon. W.: A. Iurley. Wimbledon ; L. W. Keeler, 1pswich ;
i P. Irancis, Enfield: J. Moule, London, 8.E.; G. Belt,
Pondon, W.C.; D: Simpson, Royston: A. Taylor, Man-
-+ B. Leach, Salisbury; Jo A. Scott, Bacup; C. Shield,

W. Carter. Coventry: B. Westeott, Newton
»J. Rutter, Penzanee; A. E. Isane, Liverpool;
% Crammer, West Ham: B. Segeal, Birmingham : H. Mason,
Blanchester ; 11. Whitaker, Roek Ferry: 8. R. Ebbuit, Kdin-
bureh; C. R. Deakin,  Leicester: . Reeve, Aintree;
E P. Owen. Liverpool: E. Bryan. Glasgow: A. E. Daly,
S Putney: J. F. Choularton, Manchester; B. F. Knight,
Guildiord; P. Organ. Anfield; R. T..Wgynn,  Liverpool :
J. R. Gibson. Wisbech: G. Cotterill, Matloek: W. Holland.
PStockport : J. Pressdee, Birmingham ; B. R. Matthews,
London. E.C.; C. Grindell, Bristol; C. J. Miller. London,
&R : W. Harris. Coventry; L. Hewitt, Lendon, N.;
E. C. Sugden, Beverley; H. Orton, Manchester ; M. Berman,
Baih: B. Rowland. Manchester; A. Powis, Manchesier ;
' J. E. W. Norris. Bristol: A. (.. Collins, Worthing; G. Wing,
Edmouton : H. Croucher, Dorking; A. C. Steele, Hills-
horough : D. Whaley. London. N.: R. Harvey, London, E.;
(. Gage, Eltham: E. N. Piper, Shorebam-by-Sea; . Pell,
Stamford: T. F. J. Hemming, Smethwiek ; A. M. Whiteman,
Leith: P. Fitterington, Liverpool; H. Ellias, Pwllheli :
. W. Heslop. Port St. Mary; F. R. Dixon. Blythe Bridge;
H. Holdsworth. Hull: H. Asheroft, Fleur-de-Lis; H. Cowley,
Chesterfield: TI. Smith, London, W.; R. Burten, York;
'N_ Richro~nd, Liverpool; 8. Wade, Nerwich; F. W. Reeyes,
Wellingbore'; G. ¥FI. M. Gale. Guildford: W. Secal, London,
'S E.: M. Caldwell. Birmingham; T. E. Culley,- Bourne-
" mouth: I. Risnick, Cranbrook; F. H. Briggs. Hove;
1. Pothergill. Ossett: W. C. Fredericks, Tottenham ;
8. Stafford. Coventry ; G. W. Atkinson, Gateshead ; H. ITaigh,

Jlebden Bridge; A. Easthope. Birmingham; N. Walker,
. Biverpool ;- Targett. Wolverhampton; W. Woolley,
Yondon. S.E.; B. Bedford., Chelmsford; F. J. Busson,

«don. N.: R. Barker. Sowerby Bridge; F. Leah. Man-
gter : (. Martin. Bexley; A. J. King., London. N.E.:
~ Holt. Leigh: R. H. Marks, London, N_; J. Smith, Ports-
Cmonth: 5. J. Thornten, Crawley; IE. (. Belingbroke,
S Croxdon; A. W. Blake, London, N.; G. 8.- Starbrook,
‘ Nottingham; (. F. Rayson, London, ~W.; M. Bowring,
‘ Millwall, E.; . Angier, Colchester.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Stephauie B. (Victoria, Australia).—Mr. Clifford is comg to
write another threepenny book story when-he has time.. But
give the poor man breathing-space! The *“Gem ™ story every
~week is 2 host in iself.

s J. 8 P. and S. McL.—Yow'ie funny chaps, aren't you?
Your feeble attempt to emulate the unwerthy Malpas was
yotten! Why not try your united hands at.something else—
- being decent, for instance? :

J. V. W. (Presion).—There are no Prestounians at St. Jin's.
swhool is in Sussex. :

W, B. R. (West Kilbride). -What a. ripping place Wost
Kilbride looks from the view you sent me! Hope you en-
Joyed vour holidays there.

A. A. P. (Scotland). The replies to your guestions are as
I.fu}lmw. : (1) Kerr hails from Glasgow. (2) Redfern and \.r\'nlly
b Arey are fifteen and twelve years. of age respectively.

) There are two Americans at St Jim’s Buck Fion and
ALumley-Lumiey, (4) There are no Germans! (5) Most cer-
Mainly Gore is a bully, I will bear your suggestion in mind.
Ursula K. The school colours of St.- Jim's are red and
White,

Miss K. Cameron (Inverness).— ITow ripping of you to write

:‘]‘l‘ ‘r{:vh a jolly letter! Yon are quite boyish in your tastes -
at? i

No. 399. "THE GEM" LIBRARY. "

O, ¥. D. Smith (Hammersmith).—No, there are no euch
places. Glad you entertained such a high opimion of our
Double Number,

W. Spencer (Stratford).— Thanks very
I think Malpas has been knocked comple
we needn't worry our heads about him.
wife and self. . et

W, A. Dann (New Cross).— Through ‘Thick and ['hin £
has long been out of print. Can you expect obtherwise '\vlu:l‘l P
threepenny book story of Tom Merry & Co. :u.ll)"i“‘-‘"" The
answers to your questions are as follows: (1), The stories 1M
tho “Gem ” do not deal with the same period as those IIE
“The Penny Popular.” (2) Binks has left St. Jim's. (3) 1
Gussy and his younger brother were to come to blows, 1 have
1o doubt that the issue would be in favour of the former.

A. I Curtis (Plymouth).— Always glad to hear fl'mu‘ yor,
old scout.  You should send your Storyettes.direct lf),(l"“i«']l
House, How’s the “Gem ” going in Plymouth? Like hot
cakes, | trow, :

. 0. M. A. (Stoke-on-Trent).— 1 was jolly pleased to hear
from: you, | can assure you. Anather rap over the knuckles
for Mastor Malpas! My word!  That youth seers Lo be
getting it “in the neck ”--some!

T M. J. . (Morley).—The boy in question is Jack Blake.

“Lulu,”—Thank you very much for all the good work you
are doing on behalf of the pood old *“Gem ™ Library.

“ A Reader of the * Gem’ 7 (Falmonth).— 1 expect yon are
cager to know what happened in the case in question. How-
ever, it s, as Kipling would say, another story.

“Phe Kistical Four ” (Norseman).—The best junior ronner
at St. Jim’s is Figgins of the New House, with Redfern in
close attendance. 5

Tom B. (Manchester).—So you like the yarns where I\lld:n;ﬂ
gets some -of the limelight, do you? What price “ Mason’s
Last Mateh 77

. A. {(Londen, E.C.).—I am very sorry to hear 1ha|t any
reader of mine is intimidated becanse an Allli-U(‘ll'l Society
has sprung up in his district. Form a Pro-Gem SBociety at
once, man, if-youw've got any backbone. Up, lads, and at
em ! .
“A TLoyal Reader” (Dulwich).—At present “The Grey-
friars Herald ? and ‘“Tom Merry's Weekly ’ are unobtain-
able at newsagents’ : but I anticipate a_change soon. §

“ Apn Australian Girl ” (Adelaide).—You say your education
has been sadly neglected? Well, there’s nothing wrong with
vour handwriting, at any rate. Quite a lot of so-called
“educated ’ people write to me, and their spelling is a sight
for gods and men and little fishes. T am awfully sorry i
cannot get you a correspondent, but if you're still keen on
the books after the war, I will do my best for you. Have
made a note of your name on my books.

“ A TFollower of Talbot ” (Aberdeen).—Very many thanks
for your kindsand cheery letter !

“’Always Loyal 7 (Portsmouth).—If ever T were prompted
to draw up a tremendeus Scroll of Honour of loyal readers,

much for your letter.
\ely out of time, 8O
Best wighes to your

you would head the list. I haven't read such a ripping letter

as yours for a long time, and should like very much to shake
yiou by the hand. Perhaps the opportunity will arise some
day.

“Three Kingstown Readers.””—In the case of the characters
vou mention, a little exaggeration is necessary, for the sake of
effect.  As to your statement that certain “Gem 7 stories zre
more interesting than others, -that is only natural.  If there
were always a sameness.about them. they would not be half so
popular as they now are. The Christian name of Manners is
Henry, and if T have ever said anything to the contrary, I

~humbly apologise. Your other criticisms arve duly noted, but

I have not the space to comment upon them.

“Wally D’Arcy 7 (Crewe).—More will be heard of ihe
character you mention in due course. No, Lumley-Lumley is
not dead. :

E. E. O0’Donoghue {Liverpool).—If you hand vour. spare
copies over the counter at any post-office, they will be sent cut
to the fighting Tommies. | 3
LT Regular Qirl Readers " (Surrey).—I am very sorry
indeed if your previous letber has been nnanswered, You must
extend youwr .pardon, however, for we are working at top
pressure at this office, and if the amount of our eorvespondence
inereases 1 feel sure something will burst! The replies to
vour questions are as folows: (1) The characters mentioned
have been at St. Jim’s four years. (2) Neither of them has
maore than one Christian name. (3) The school colours are
red-and-white : ‘

R. W. G. (Wolverhampton),—T am afraid Malpas would be
given a sorry time of it in your town. You'd make an
example of him, eh? Well, that's what I understand they’re
going to do at Oxford.

D. G. B. 8. (Londan, 8.W.).—Thank vou for your letter.
Yes. Lde beliove in a hoy being religions, without any absurd
priggishness. A splendid story on this subject appears in
e N

Magnet ™ No. 400.  You should get a copy, and persuade all
your. chums to do lkewise, { 3

YOUR EDITOR.

»
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] ; FORCIL O HABIT.

e had just added a motor-hoat to his possessions.  He
‘?lﬁ'vmiy owned o mofor-car, so he lost no tine in making =
Eip in his new | ‘toy.” Oh, yes, he knew all about it,
viknow!
~ Put through the murky unight he stole home like a half-
drowned rat. When he enteved his home he left greab
puddles all over the linoleum in the hall.
© U Goodness, Chavles!” gasped his wife,
“muttor?  Did vou upset the boat?”

“Oh, no, my dear, not at-all,” he replied, wringing some
“of "the water from his garments, “ Motor went wrong,
that's all.”

“But you've simply soaked! How——-"

“Waell, when the motor went wrong, l—er—cv——" He
drew in a deep breath, and made a bold dash at it. ** Before

[ knew what I was doing, [ was trying to get underneath
to put’ the beastly thing right.”—Sent in by W. Smith,
Northampton.

S What 1s “.)(,‘

S CTHE CAUSE OF HIS ALARM.

During the furngee cleaning at the steel works, the men had
_toywall oVver a plank suspended i the air.

Whenever one of the workmen had, to cross, however, lLe
.did so on his hands and knces. The foreman, seeing this,
aslkked s 25 o B : !
v ¢ Ave vou afraid of walking on the plank?" :
' ¢ No.-sir,” quickly vetorted the man. = “ILm afraid of
walking off it.”—Sent in by Frank Page, Shrewshury.

R .. A BRAINY NOTION,
Joluts father ravely wave advice: but on the occasion of his
son’s. first start at work, he thought a little fatherly wisdom
would be usceful fo him. 4 g
r . Dou't always do.as you are told,” he said, with an aw of
. one who knows,  think for yourself.”
Y Yes father,” meekly replied his son. :
. tY il these letters, boy " was the order of John's boss,
soon after he commenced his duties.

“Arvmed with the letters, John remembered his father's
advice. "and stacted thinking hard. - Ten minutes later he
“knocked at the door of the boss's private office, and gaid:
L Wouldn’t it- be quicker to trim these letters with the
‘soissors than to file them, sir?”—Sent in by Robert Wright,
< Gateshedd.: :
T . ¢ FORCED PHILOSOPIY. :
As a special treat, little. Leonard was promised that he
chould accompany hig mother wheén she next wenf to pay an
“afternoon call. ™ ‘
¢ Knowing much of the ways
‘of . small boys, Leonard’s
“inothér “had gragted this con-
Jcession -only on® the distinet
understanding that the subject .
“of ~entables was mnot to be
: mentioned by her cake-loving
501, -

MThe great day came.
Arrived at the house, Leonard
i{was perched in a chair, and 4
for a little while, at least, all gt
was as ib ghould be. )

At length, howeyer, 1 o
tmomnient of -forgetfulness,
Leonard blurted out: %

“1 expect there's an awfuls
ot of cake and fruit in this
houge.”  +Then, catching his
mothey’s stern gaze npon him,
he added, with a sigh: * Bub
what's that to me?”’—Sent in
by Charles  Griflis - Bale,
Cheshire.

The Editor,

5
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LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE,

“one_ of the porters of the country station should be given a

_was only after a great amount of puffing and snorting that the
cugine managed to ascend this. s

. prised to find that a small amount had-

_assessment on my wages for some t

e e e e e e e e e e e e e ST PP
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,

in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes,

If you know a really funny
interesting parag'rapﬁl:;ts?:t it ;lo:l‘dg (on gi;:o:t.
fore you forget it, and address it to:
e rditor HE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM, |
Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C.
Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next

week’s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND. _

gos

A SKILFUL DOCTOR. L ‘

Cheerful Patient: “Shall I be able to play the violy
when my hand gets better ?” . -
Doctor: “Yes; quite well.” : e 3
Cheerful Patient:  “Sure, doctor, that will be wondai:@_L

becanse I' couldn’t.play one before the accideit ™= Sent i

)

by Andrew Chisholm, Newcastle-on-Tyne. .

A JUST COMPLAINT. ‘ o M7

Muiz. Newlywed (enfering grocer’s shop): = My, Brown®
am sorty to have to comsplain about the flony” [ had from you
last week.”’ 4 . &

Grocer: “ Why, madam, what ever was the matter with i
. Mrs: Newlywed: “ It was tongh.™ :

Grocer: “Tough, madam?” g D

Mrs. Newlywed: 1 made a pie with i yesterday, ai

nd it
was o hard my husband couldn’t eat it."— Sent in by
J. lrwin, Newcastle-on Tyne. e TR

HE TOOK NO RISKS. -~ 0« &=
The guard of the local zoods train was ill. and there bei
no other person to take his place, it was at last decided t

trial. X T .
All went well until the train came to a steep gradient. [(
When the train had

reached its destination, the driver came to the néwly-appointed
guard and said : i e g
“In all my life I've never had so ninch trouble to get the
train up that gradient.” o R
Theun the local porter, glowing with pride, replicu: = =
“ Ay, and it wounld have slipped back if T had
brakes on tight I""—Sent in by A. Cooper, York, -
PLAIN ENGLISIL
Though he was only a page-boy at an
to studying the English langnage.
One pay-day recently he reccived his

them for some misdemeanour.
manager. .

“Pardon, me, sir,”’ he said courteo
ever find it within the scope of your ju

Indignan

been committed by myself at som
the stress of my vocation, 1 would
from exercising that prerogative.
your part would foree me rcluctmat‘ A

self, a

joke, or a short, o

g M BT . ‘
b e :



