“IN THE KING'S KHAKI!"

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete Tale of School Life at St. Jim’s.
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*1 am going te work for your pardon, and I answer for it that it will be granted!” said

Colonel Lyndon, *“You have been recommended for a commission and a V.C.—and you will

get both! Hurry up and get well, my man—we want you back in the Loamshires!”

“God bless you, sir!” faltered Jchn Rivers. (A Dramatic Scene in our Grand School Tale of
TOM MERRY & CO. in this issue,)
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IN THE KING'S KHAKI!

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

STORY A CEM! j

Jl‘b'l‘ll‘ll%!“l'siq

4 3
Talbot spun Crooke along the passage with a single sweep of his powerful arm, and he rgeici against the
: wall, and crashed to the tloor, ‘‘Hip-pip!’’ yelled Wally D’Arcy, in great delight,  (See Chapter 8.)

CHAPTER 1. “Weally, deah boys——" said Arthur Augustus D'Areys
A Parcel for Gussy. “Weally, you know—-"
s ORN in Egypt!” said Jack Blake, in tones of Those remarks had been called forth in Study No. 6, in
great satisfaction. { the School House at St. Jim’s, by the appearance of Toby,
“What luck!” ejaculated Digby. the page, in the study doorway, with a broad grin and
“Even Gussy comes in useful sometimes,” a welcome announcement. The anncuncement was to the
remarked Herries. effect that a parcel had arrived by post for Master
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D’Arcy, and Study No. 6 almost hugged Toby on the
spot.  For it was, as Blake declared, like corn in Egypt
in one of the lean years.

The occasion was important, as any observer ‘might
have deduced from the fact that the study was being put
into a state of unwonted tidiness. .

Blake was collecting up books and papers from the
floor. Herries was struggling manfully with the accumu-
lation of rubbish in the fender. Digby was dusting the
study; at all events, he was brandishing an old cap and
whacking the furniture with it, and he had informed his
inquiring friends that he was dusting the study. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was tastefully arranging the flowers in
the jampots on the mantelpiece.

The fact was that Miss Marie had consented to come
to tea in Study No. 6. She was to arrive at tea-time
under the escort of Talbot of the Shell. Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther of the Shell were also engaged for
the little party. ;

So far as the Shell fellows were concerned, Study No. 6
would not have gone out of its way to make any special
preparations. They could take things as they found
them.

But Miss Marie was quite a different proposition.

Miss Marie was a persomage whom the jumiors of St.
Jim’s delighted to homnour.

Never had Study No. 6 forgotten that when they were
down with the “flu ” Miss Marie had nursed them back
to bealth; and had made even the school sanatorium a
pleasant abiding-place.

Miss Marie was coming to tea, and hence the extra-
ordinary preparations in Study No. 6.

There was only one cloud on the horizon, and that was
. that Study No. 6, at this critical epoch in its history, was
somewhat short of funds.

Such things will happen. In fact, they happened nob
infrequently.

It was particularly unfortunatc on this occasion, con-
sidering what a distinguished guest was expected in the
study.

Under the circumstances, the feed should have been of
the very best—a feed for the gods.

Blake & Co. had done all they could. The Terrible
Three had come nobly to the rescue, lending all the cash
they possessed at the moment—unfortunately a small
amount. Talbot of the Shell had placed all his funds at
the disposal of the study, but as his allowance had not
arrived, those funds were limited.

It would be a case, as Blake had said, of “S.8.D.”

Those mysterious initials stcod for “Study Stands
Down.” :

Good things would be pressed upon the guests, but the
study itself was to be afflicted with want of appetite, and
was to find its satisfaction in supplying generously the
wants of the guests.

And then came Toby, the page, grinning, with the
announcement that a parcel had arrived for the Hon.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Toby was not grinning at the parcel; he was grinning
at the study. He seemed to find something rather
amusing in the efforts of the chums to make that cele-
brated apartment presentable—especially in Dig’s frantic
endeavours with the duster. Dig was certainly filling
the study with dust from flcor to ceiling, from window
to door. : .

No wonder the chums of the Feurth felt inclined to hug
Toby for his welcome news. It was indeed “corn in
Egypt.”

g“y}k parcel,” said Blake thonghtfully. “Not a hamper,
Toby:” :

“No, Master Blake.”

“Your people might have made it a hamper, Gussy!?
said Herries, a little reproachfully.

“Yaas, wathah!” assented Arthur Aungustus. “My
patah might weally have made it a fivah. T sent him 2

telegwam eX],Jlainin’ that I was weally hard up this time,

and he hasn’t even answahed it.” . -
“Perhaps Liord Eastwood ean’t afford telegrams in war-
time,” grinned Blake. I kunow you wasted ninepence.”
“Weally, Blake, the ninepence would not have becn
wasted, if it had pwoduced a fivah. :
- catch a whale, you know.” 2
- Tae Gem Linrapzv.—DNo. 415,
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' whale,” grunted Blake.

It was a spwaib e

“But we've lost the sprat, and we haven’t caught the
“That ninepence would have got
another pot of jam.”

“Vewy likely there’s jam in the parcel, deah boy!”

“Yes, I shouldn’t wonder. Whe’s it from?”

“I weally do not know. You see, I have not been
expectin’ a parcel,” said Arthur Augustus. “However,
it’s bound to be tuck. It will gwace the festive board
wippingly.”

“And there won't be any need for 8.8.D.” remarked
Herries, with considerable satisfaction. Herries had a
healthy appetite.

“Where's the parcel, Toby?”’

“In the ‘ousekeeper’s room, Master Blake.”

“What the dickens do you mean by leaving a parcel in
the housckeeper’s room, when we’re jolly nearly in a
state of famine?” demanded Blake. “Here, give me that
stump, and I'll slaughter him !”

Toby departed, grinning.

“Buzz off, Gussy, and get your parcel!” said Herries.
“Tell Mrs. Mimms that we’re starving, and we’ve got
a party on if there’s any jaw about it.”

“Y am awwangin’ the flowahs, Hewwies.”

“Blow the flowers! TI’'ll do that.”

“I feah I could not twust to your taste in the awwange- -
ment of flowahs, deah boy !” :

“Fathead !’

“T’ll go for the parcel,” said Blake. “Buck up with
the study; it’s beginning to look quite decent—if Dig
would cunly leave off dusting it.” :

““Look here * began Dig warmly.

“Bow-wow ! : ‘

Jack Blake started off in great spirits for the house. '
dame’s room. A certain amount of supervision was exer-
cised over parcels and hampers of tuck sent to the juniors.
But Blake had no doubt of being able to get that wel-- !
come consignment from the good-natured house-dame.

“Called for Gussy’s parcel, please!” announced Blake, . .
as he presented himself in the house-dame’s room. ;

“There it is, Master Blake,” said Mrs. Mimms, with a
smile. “You may take it.”

“Thank you! You're a duck, Mrs. Mimms!” said
Blake. “My hat! ’Tain’t a very big parcel—sewn up
in camvas, too, as if it were going to the Front. Very ;@
careful johnnie who sent that parcel, I should say— 't
careful that he didu’t put too much in it, either.”

Blake picked up the parcel and marched off with it.
It was not large, and it was not heavy. But every little
helps. :

“There you are!” Blake slammed the parcel down on
the study table. “When you find out whom this is from,
Gussy, you can give the chap a hint to make it a bib
bigger next time.”

“Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus stared blankly at the canvas-wrapped
parcel.

“What’s the matter, fathead?”

“Gweat Scott !”

“Open it, ass!”

“Bai Jove! I know who sent that parcel, deah boys!®™

“Eb—who”

Cqdid-l2

“You did!” yelled Blake and Heiries and Digby
together.

“Yaas, wathah !

“You sent yourself a parcel?” shouted Blake.

“No; I sent it to Corpowal Bwown, of the Loamshire
Wegiment, in Flandahs. It’s come back.”

“Oh, great pip!” groaned Blake. “A parcel for tho
Front—returned! Never mind, we’ll polish off this lot,
and you can send Corporal Brown, whoever he is, anothez,
There’s grub in it, of course.”

“T am afwaid not, deah bhoy!*

“My hat., what’s in i, then?”

“Socks s

“Socks 1 howled Biake.

“Yaas, and cigahs——"

“Cigarg! Oh, erumbs!?

“And tobacco—and shirtg——-—>

“Tobacco—shirts! Great Christopher Columbusi?

EBlake & Co. stared at the parcel, and ab Axthuz
Angusus D’Arsy, with feelings too deep for words. They

85 a
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Every Wednesday,

had expected a welcome addition of tuck to the feed, and
they were presented with socks, cigars, tobacce, and
shirts! Tt was tragic! g

PRSSESCE

CHAPTER 2,
Marie’s Father:
Ll UMP him !” said Herries at last,
“ Weally, Hewwies—"
“Bump the silly ass! Why couldn’t he send
tuck to his blessed corporal! Then the parcel
would have come in nseful when it came back.”

“Of course it would, the duffer! What use are cigars
and tobacco to us!” exclaimed Digby wrathfully. “They
might come in for Levison, or Crooke of the Shell.
They’re no good in this study.”

“Weally, deah boys—"

“ Tathead !’ said Blake and Herries and Digby together.

They were exasperated.

“Pway be weasonable, deah boy. T did not expect the
parcel to come back,” said Arthur Augustus. “1I feah
that it means that somethin’ has happened to poor old
Corpowal Bwown.”"

“Oh!” said Blake.

““ Who is Corporal Brown?” demanded Herries.

“1 weally do net know, Hewwies.”

“You don’t know, and you've been sending him
parcels !” :

“ Certainly, deah boy. It is not necessary to know a
man to send him parcels, I suppose. I got his name fwoem
Wailton.” ;

“Railton !” s

“Yaas. You sée, I send a parcel off evewy week to the
Fwont, and aftah Wailton came home fwom the wah, it
occurred to me to ask him for the names of some of the
men in his wegiment—the Loamshire Wifles, you know.
1 thought it a jollay good ideah to back up old Wailton’s
wegiment, especiaity as he got winged by the beastly
Huns, you know. He gave me the names of several
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men who hadu’t many welations in England, and this
Corpowal Bwown was among them. He’s a wathah
wippin’ soldier—he has the D.C.M.—the Distinguished
Conduct Medal, deah boys. Wailton said this chap hadn’t
many welations—only one daughter—and so he was a
good man to send parcels to. So I've sent them, you
know. This is the first that’s come back, so I feah
somethin’ has happened to the chap.”

“How rotten !” said Blake.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy examined the parcel.

The name and address—B.E.F.—of the corporal were
written on the label, and there was a scrawl in pencil
over it—a short but significant scrawl: i

“HOSPITAL.” z

“ PRESENT WHEREABOUTS UNENOWN.”

The name and address of the sender being written out-
side, the parcel had been returned to D’Arcy unopened by
the military post.
~ “Wounded or sick!” said Blake.

“ Or—Xkilled I” muttered Digby.

“‘ Hospital > means that he’s
hospital,” said Blake decidedly.
hang the Kaiser!”

“ Better shove it out of sight,” said Dig.
cheer np our guests to see it just now!”

““Hallo, here we are again!” said a cheery voice at the
door.

The guests had arrived.

Miss Marie, bright and smiling, came in with Talbot of
the Shell. Talbot, the “ Toff ” of cther days, was looking
very cheery, Behind them came Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther.

“Trot in,” said Blake.
Mies Marie.”

“Yaas, wathah! We are honahed, deah gal!”

“Tor goodness’ sake put that duster away, Dig!”

“I baven’t finished dusting

“Yes, you hav-. Chuck it!”

“Are we rather early?” asked Talbot, with a smile.

“Not a bit of it, but Gussy’s just had a parcel back
from the Front. Gussy will do these things, you know!”

“ Weally, Blake—-"

“ Here’s your chair. Miss Marie !”

“Thank vou,” said Miss Matie sweetly, as she took the
armchair. “I hope there is mo bad news from your
friend at the I'ront.”

“Not exactly, Miss Mawie. I don't weally know the
chap, you know; but, of course, he’s a fwiend in a
sense, as he’s a soldiah. The parcel’s come back becanse
he's is hospital-—sick or wounded, I don’t know which—
and they don’t know where he is.”

“Poor fellow!” said Marie softly.

“Yaas, it’s wotten.© It makes you think of what might
happen tc one’s own welations out there—my bwothak,
old Conway, {'winstance. But old Conway is still going
stwong. And I twust your uncle is all wight, Talbot?”

Talbot nodded. :

“1 had a letter yesterday from Colouel Lyndon,” he
said. “He hasn't had a scrateh so far.” |
“This chap is in his wegiment—old Wailton’s wegi-
ment, too, you know. He was a vewy decent chap,
believe.” :

“A man in the Loamshire Regiment!” exclaimed

19

“Poor chap!
still alive, but in
“Blow the Huns, and

“T1t won't

“Awfully good of you to come,

,Talbot.

“Yaas, a corpowall!”

Miss Marie rose suddenly to her feet. The colour in her
pretty cheeks had faded, and a pained, startled look was
in her eyes.

“A corporal in the Loamshire
exclaimed, catching her breath.

“Yaas, Miss Mawie.”

The Terrible Three and Talbot exchanged quick
glances, Only they knew that the father of Miss Marie-
the nurse, the Little Sister of the Poor—had enlisted in
the Loamshire Regiment, and had become a corporal—
once the fellow-soldier of Mr. Railton, the School House
master, when he was at the T'ront.

“There are a good many corporals in the Loamshire
Regiment,” said Talbot hastily, as he noted the Fourth-
Tormers’ glances turning curiously upon Miss Marie’s
startled face. -

The girl was pale as death.
Tar Gey Lisrary.—No. 416

Regiment!” ghe

“TROUBLE FOR TRIMBLE }? . & Mingent Moo Long, Covplttaguhent Tamnt




* THE BEST 3" LIBRARY %€ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 80 LIBRARY. "oy

“What is his name?” she asked huskily. “Tell me kis
name, please.” - :

““Bwown,”

« Miss Marie gave a ery.

“ Corporal Brown, of the Loamshire Regiment!”

“Yaasg, but——"

The girl sank back into the chair, her face blanched,
her eyes filling. The chums of Study Ne. 6 stoed
astounded. ;

“What is the mattah, deah gal?”

- “Miss Marie!” = - 3

e "‘That_.__:J 7 >

“Not killed?” exclaimed the girl. “Is he—is he killed?
Oh, Heaven !” Z &2

“No, no. Wounded or sick,” said Blake, in amazement
at the girl’s agitation. “ Miss Marie, is it possible he is
a relation of yours? We never knew.”

“My father! Oh, my father!”

s Your fatherl’ =

“Bai Jove !” 3

SBut—but—-" " T L L

The girl was sobbing now. The juniors looked at one
another helplessly. = Corporal Brown, the soldier to whom

rthur Augustus had sent eigars, was the father of Migs
P#arie, the Little Sister of the Poor.

“But—but Miss Mawie's name isn’t Bwown !’ gasped
Arthur Augustus, in utter bewilderment.

Talbot set his lips. -

¢ Miss Marie’s father enlisted under another name,” he
said quietly. “He had his own reasons for doing that.”

“Oh, deah!” ; : ;

“My father!” moaned the girl. - “TIt has come at last—
what I have feared every day, dreamed of every night.
Now I have lost him, my father!”

She rose to her feet, stretching ocut a hand blindly.
Talbot caught it, and held it firmly.

“Clome, my dear,” ke said, his voice soft and tender.

The girl made an effort to control her agitation.

. “T—TX am sorry !” she stammered. “I—I was startled;
I had had no news. You will excuse me! I—I must go!
Please excuse me. I—T do not feel very well now.”

* She left the study, leaning heavily on Talbot’s strong
arm. :

A grim silence fell on Study No. 6. ¢

“Bai Jove!” eaid D’Arcy at last. “How uttahly
wotten! How beastly! I hadn’t the faintest ideah——"

“It's extraordinary!” muttered Blake. “I—I didn’t
even know that Miss Marie had a father.”

“Tt couldn’t be helped,” said Tom Merry. “You couldn’t
have guessed anything of the kind.”

“Did you chaps know?” asked Blake, looking at the
Terrible Three. ; :

Tom Merry nodded.

“We knew that Miss Marie’s father was in the Loam-
shire Regiment under the name of Brown—yes. Talbot
knew too, and Railton. - Nobody else, I think. And—
and, of course, you fellows won’t spealk about it. It’s
Miss Marie’s business!” :

“Of course,” said Blake. “But it’s jolly queer. I
don’t sée why he should enlist under an assumed name.”

“He had a jolly good reason,” said Manners.

“ And you know that, too?”

“Yes; but it isn’t our seccret.”

“You fellows seem to know a lot,” said Dighy.

“It was really through Talbot’s being connected with
Marie’s father that we kmew,” said Tom, colouring a
little.. “ But—but it’s not a matter to be talked about.
Miss Marie has given it away to you fellows, but—"

“Of course, we sha’n't say a word about it outside this
study if Miss Marie doesn’t want it known,” said Blake.

~“But it seems odd. I know I should be jolly proud of
having a father fighting the Germans.”

“So is Miss Marie, but she has reasons.”
~ “Well, we're not going to talk about it,” said Blake,
“It isn’t our business. I'm awfully sorry for Miss Marie.
It must have been an awful shock to her just now. I—I
say, if you fellows don’t mind, our little party’s off.”

“Yaas; I feel wathah wotten myself.”

The Terrible Three were feeling the same. The feed
in Study No. 6 was decidedly “off.” Tom Merry & Co.

_quitted the study with clouded faces. The blow that had
THE GeEM L1BRARY,—No. 416,

sake. -

And they knew more than Study No, 6 could know;
they knew that Marie’s father hrad once been John Rivers,
the cracksman—that he had enlisted under another name
to wipe out the disgrace of the past by fighting bravely
for King and Country, and that by courage and conduct
he had redeemed the evil of his earlier life. - And now
a German bullet had laid him low!

fallen upon Miss Marie had struck them, too—for her

CHAPTER 3.
. Cousins and Foes!
ALBOT came into Tom Merry’'s study aboubt an
hour later, with a clouded and moody brow.
The Terrible Three were not at work.
. They looked inquiringly at the handsome Shell
fellow as he came i,

“ How is Miss Marie?” asked all three at once.

“She is calm now; but, of course, it's a fearful shock
to her,” said Talbot quietly. “It’s rotten unlucky that
she should have learned it so suddenly. I never knew
that Gussy was sending things to a Corporal Brown in
Railton’s old regiment.” ¥ :

“Gussy does good by stealth,” said Tom, with a faint
smile. “He’s got a long list of soldiers he sends things
to. I didn’t know that Corporal Brown was in the list.
Of course, Gussy hadu’t the faintest-iden who he was.”’

“If there’s talk about this——" said Talbot uneasily.

“There won’t be. They won’t chatter.” -

“They don’t know the importance of it,” said Talbot.
“T don’t think you fellows quite know, either.”  ~

“How do you mean? We know that Corporal Brown
was John Rivers.”

“ And that the police are still after him !” said Talbot
bitterly.

Tom Merry shifted uneasily.

“I suppose s0,” he said. “ He is still wanted for what
he has done in the past; but nobody is likely to guess
that Corporal Brown’s right name is John Rivers.”

“Crooke may.” E :

“(rooke of the Shell?”

“Yes.”

“That rotten cad——
cousin,’ Talbot; but——" =

“*You can’t think of him much worse than I do,” said
Talbot, with a eurling lip. “IX think I ought to tell you.
Crooke, like all the fellows, kncws my history. He
knows I was the Toff in John Rivers’ gang in my early
days—before I came here, and before Colomel Lyndon
found I was his nephew. You know -how Crooke feels
about the colonel taking me up. I’ve tried to make
friends with him, because he was my cousin, but——"

“But you couldn’t,” said Tom. “Of course you
couldn’t. No decent chap could be friends with Crooke.”

Talbot nodded. 3 :

“When Corporal Brown was on leave he came here to
sce his daughter,” he said.” “I helped to meet them.
Of course, it had to be secret. Crooke spied and listened,
and knows that Miss Marie’s father was Rivers, the
cracksman, and that he’s in the Army under an assumed
name. That, I believe, is all he"knows. But when the
corporal was on leave Crocke set the police on his track,
and they nearly had him. But they don’t know his name
or his regiment. He disappeared again, and went back
to Flanders safe.” :

“ Good luck 7 said Monty Lowther. :

“But, you see, now,” went on Talbot, “if it comes out
that Miss Marie’s father is Corporal Brown, Crooke will
know all he wants to know.”

“Do you think he would give him away?”

“I know he would.”

Tom Merry set his teeth. .

“The,cad! He knows that Rivers is honest now—that
he has been facing death in the tremches. That wipes
out everything.” =

“He knows that the old charges hang over his head,
all the same, and that five years’ penal servitude, at
least, waits for him if he is ecaught. It’s different with
me; my past was the same, but I had the King’s pardon.
Rivers is defenceless; and now he’s wounded or sick, and

Excuse me, I know he’s your

)
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the Khaki—a cracksman, a thief, a scoundrel!

By ga
the school?” g

.¢The hound!’> Colouncl Lyndon rose to his feet, his brow black as night,
] d, he shall answer for his insolence,
¢ Yes, sir,” raltered Talbot,

«He has had the audacity to put ont
You say he is at

(See Chapter 18.)

may be sent back to England. If Crooke knew the truth
now, John Rivers would be seized in hospital.”

Tom shivered.

“But he won’t know, Talbot. Blake and the rest
won’t say a word. I've warned them.”

“That’s all right, then. I can’t help fearing that it
might get out.”

“Does Marie think 2

Talbot smiled slightly.

“Marie isn’t thinking of that mow. She’s only
thinking of his danger. She pictures him shattered by
a shell; she’s only thinking of his life. I've been to
Mr. Railton, and he’s promised to make inquiries at
once. There hasn’t been any news of him in the official
lists yet. It may not be very serious, after all. But—
but he’s in hospital, and you know what it might mean.
I'm jolly glad now that I managed to help him to see
Marie when he was on leave. I—I wanted to warn you
chaps to be careful about Crooke; he would do his very
worst if he could. But, of course, you’ll be careful?”

“Rely on us,” said Manners. !

w5, “TROUBLE FOR TRIMBLEI” -

“We won’t say a word, even among ourselves,” said
Tom Merry. “Crooke won't have any chance of spying
on us.”

Talbot nodded, and left the study. He had complete
faith .in his chums, yet he had an inward feeling of
uneasiness.

John Rivers, fighting at the Front in the hosts of khaki-
clad men, was safe from the danger of the past; but,
stretched in a hospital bed in his native country, his
danger was greater. In delirium he might babble out
the past—his real name, only too well known, his one-time
profession. And, even if that peril did not occur, there
were others, especially from Gerald Crooke, if Crooke
should ever know.

As Talbot strode moodily down the passage a sharp
cry came to his ears, and he stopped.

“TLeggo, you bullying beast!”

Tt was the voice of D’Arcy minor—Wally of the Third.

“You cheeky little hound!” . -

Talbot’s brows darkened as he heard the bullying tones
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of Crooke of the Shell. He hastened his steps, and turzed
the corner of the passage.

Crooke of the Shell was grasping the fag by the collar
and bumping his head again the wall hard. The hero
of the Third was resisting gamely, but he had not much
chance against the big Shell fellow.

Talbot’s eyes glittered with anger.

“Let him alone, you brute!” he rapped out.

Crooke turned towards him with a snarl.

“He’s kicked my shins !”

“Serve you right for bullying him. If you don’t let
kim go at once, Crooke, I'll make you!”

Thump ! ;

D’Arcy minor’s head went against the wall again.

“Yow-ow!” roared ‘Wally.

Talbot sprang forward. His strong grasp was laid on
Crooke’s collar, and the bully was wrenched away from
his victim. :

“TLet go!” shrieked Crooke furiously. ] -

Talbot spun the bully along the passage with a single
sweep of his powerful arm, and Crooke reeled against the
wall and crashed to the floor.

“Hip-pip!” yelled Wally, in great delight.

“Cut off, young 'un!” said Talbot, with a smile. :

The fag cut off, chuckling. Crooke’s prompt punish-
ment fully consoled him for the bumps of his hard head
against the passage wall. 5

Crooke lay gasping on the floor, his eyes gleaming
venomously at Talbot.

Talbot looked down at him, with a curling lip.

“Hang you !” muttered Crooke. “Hang you!”

“Oh, don’t talk rot!” said Talbot contemptuously.
#Why can’t you let the fags alone, you bully?”

“Hang you!” groaned Crooke, sitting up and rubbing
his shoulder. “I’ll make you sorry for this, you hound—
you thief !”

Talbot’s eyes blazed for a moment.

But he checked himself, and went quietly into his study
and closed the door. Crooke dragged himself to his feet.
He had been hurt by his fall. Talbot had not handled
him gently.

“Hallo! Been scrapping?” asked Levison of the
Fourth, coming along the passage, and stopping to eye
Crooke curiously.

“Mind your own business!” growled Crooke.

Levison grinned. :

“Your dear cousin again—what?” he asked.

Crooke gritted his teeth.

“TI’ll make him sorry for it !” he muttered. “ My chance
will come some time—I know that! I'll get that reformed
eracksman turned out of St. Jim’s—if he is reformed!
I know enough to ruin him, once my chance comes!”

“Gammon !” said Levison.

Crooke’s eyes glinted savagely.

“You’ll see whether it’s gammon when the time
eomes!” He lowered his voice. = “ You could ‘help me,
Levison—a cunning rotter like you i

“ Thanks !”

“You're hard up?” said Crooke.

“Stony as the Sahara!” said Levison, with-a shrug of
the shoulders. “Are you going to offer to lend me
money? You refused last time I asked you.”

“I’d make it worth your while if you could help me.
It’s a question of finding something out 2

“ About Talbot?”

“In a way—yes.” .

“Come into my study,” said Levison, with a curious
expression on his face.

And Gerald George Crooke, still groaning from his
injuries, followed Levison of the Fourth into his study.

CHAPTER 4,

Levison’s Answer!

&S O ahead!” said Levison tersely.
The study was empty, Lumley-Lumley and
Mellish and Trimble being downstairs.

Levison stocd at the table, his hand resting

apon it. 3 :

There was a peculiar expression in Levison’s eyes, which
Crooke did not observe,

“Now, how can I help you?
worth?” asked Levison.
Tre Gem LiBrary.—No. 416.
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And how much is it

“T’ll tell you how the matter stands. You know my
uncle, Colozel Lyndon, found out that Talbet was his
nephew o

“All the school knows that. He gets an allowazce
from ‘ghe colonel now,” szid Levison.

Crooke bit his lip.

“Yes—my money !”

“Your money?” repeated Levison. : ;

“Yes; it’s really mine. I was going to have gll my
uncle’s money when he died; but that’s all changed since
he’s found Talbot. Talbot’s his favourite.”

“ Bad taste on his part?” grinned Levison.

“Oh, rats! That’s how it stands. Talbot is sticking up
to him for his mone 2 e

“Oh, draw it mild!”

“ Anyway, he’s down in the colonel’s will—I know that
for a fact. He’s cut me out there. He used to be a
cracksman—a member of a cracksman gang—he was the =
“Toff "—and that kind of fellow has cut me out SO

“That’s all ancient history.”

“It hasn’t finished yet!” said Crooke venomously, °
“I'm going to make him sorry for it—and disgrace him |
with my uncle, too—" 3

“How the dickens——"

The cad of the Fourth eyed Crooke curiously. The Shell
fellow went on eagerly:

“It can be done. Colonel Lyndon has swallowed
Talbot’s past whole—he had to, you see. But if he
learned that Talbot was still on friendly terms with
some of the old gang 4 :

“But he isn’t.”

“He is!”

“What rot!” said Levison incredulously.

“I know it for a fact. You remember John Rivers, who
tried to rob the school once? He’s the father of Miss
Marie, the nurse in the sanatorium.”

“Rats!”

“T've heard them speaking about him, and I know.
He’s in the Army now, under an assumed name. When"
he's on leave he comes to see Miss Marie, and Talbot
manages it for them. I found it all out. Last time he '
came I nearly got him nabbed. That would have finished
Talbot here—if it came out that he was helping a badly-
wanted criminal to escape the police. You can be im-
prisoned for that, I believe. Anyway, it would finish him
with my uncle. Only—only, you see, I can’t say it out—
the fellows are all fond of Miss Marie, and they wouldn’t
believe it, and they—they o

“They’d cut you to pieces if you said a word against
her or her father,” grinned Levison. “I advise you not
to, if you like to keep a whole skin, Crooke !” :

“ Oh, I know that, ass! I'm not going to say anything
—1I can’t prove it. But if I could find out what name her
father uses in the Army, he could be nabbed. Then it
would all come out—without my appearing in it at all.
That’s what I want to find out—the man’s name, rank,
and regiment. Then Inspector Skeat will do the rest.”

‘Levison looked hard at Crooke. Levison of the Fourth
was generally supposed to be a “hard case,” and to be
about as little particular as a fellow possibly could be.
But the malignancy in Crooke’s face was a shock, even =
to Ernest Levison.

“But if the man’s doing his duty in the Army,
wouldn’t it be only decent fo let him alone?” he said.

“ Oh,, rats !”

11\“ And what about Miss Marie—what would she feel
iker”

“That’s her business!”

“She’s a ripping girl ! said Levison. “ She nursed you
well when you were down with the flu that time.”

“ She was paid, I suppose.”

“Paid!” said Levison. “ Yes, I suppose so. Of course,
that’s all there is to be considered in the matter?”

“I suppose so,” assented Crooke, quite blind to the
irony in Levison’s remark. “I'm not troubling myseld
about her. It’s Talbot I want to get at—and she and her
father will have to chance it.”

“Talbot !” repeated Levison. “ Exactly. And you want
me to help you—how?” ‘

“You're a cunning beast,” said Crooke— you can find
things out; I can’t. Talbot is on his guard against me,
toco. He wouldn’t suspect yoi; besides, you've. been
rather friendly with him.” :
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“Belng {riendly with a chap gives you a gocd oppor-
tunity of playing him a dirty trick,” said Levison
thoughtfully. ~ “Of course, you don’t imagine for a
moment that I should have any scruples about doing it.”

Crooke laughed. :

“Don’t be funny, Levison!
scrupulous you are!”

“1 suppose so. What next?”

“Find out the name Marie’s father goes under—the
rest will be as easy as rolling off a log,” said Crooke. “ If
you could do that, I'd make it worth five pounds to you!”

“ Five pounds is a lot of money—especially to a hard-up
heggar like me,” said Levison, laughing. I could do it,
1 dare say; as you remarked, I'm a cunning beast, and
Talbot has done me a lot of good turns, and doesn’t
suspect me. I dare say I could manage to spy it out.”

“You'll do it?” exclaimed Crooke eagerly.

Levison langhed again.

“No, I won't do it! My dear man, I've been drawing
you out. Do you know for what reason®”
~ Crooke scowled savagely.

“No. What do you meant”

“To repeat to Talbot every word you've said to me.,”
said Levison cheerfully. “I may be as big a blackguard
as you, Crooke—though I doubt it. But I'm not quite
blackguard enough to turn on the ounly chap at St. Jim’s
who has ever treated me decently. I'm going to warn
Talbot ; and, first of all, I'm going to kick you out of my

All the fellows know how

study.”

“You rotten hound!” roared Crooke. “Hands off!
Why, I—— Oh! Oh!”

Crash !

Crooke spun back against the door as Levison's fist
crashed full in his face. The Fourth-Former bent over
the gasping junior, grasping him, tore the door open, and
pitched him bodily into the passage. :

Crooke, dazed and dizzy, lay gasping on the floor.

“Grooh !” he mumbled. “I’ll smash you! I’ll—’

“ Come on, then !” said Levison coolly. “I can lick you,
dear boy. You smoke too many cigarvettes, old chap—
vou've got no wind! Come on!”

Crooke scrambled to his feet, and sprang at him like
a tiger. Levison was by no means such a fighting-man as
Talbot of the Shell, and Crooke was the bigger of the
two. They closed, and fought furicusly.

Fellows looked out of the studies all along the passage.

“Hallo! It's a fight.”

“Levison and Cwooke, bai Jove!”

“ (o it, ye cripples!”

Crash! Crash! Stamp! Tramp! Tramp!”

“Pile in!” roared Jack Blake. ¢ Hurrah!”

“My hat!” exclaimed Monty Lowther, as the Terrible
Three arrived on the spot. “A battle of the funks—Tve
never seen such ferocious funks before!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 3

Crash! Crooke went to the floor, and he did not rise
again. Levison dabbed his nose with his handkerchief,
and blinked at the juniors.

“ Any more, Crooke?” he gasped.

Groan from Gerald Crooke. He did not want any more.

“The show’s over,” said Levison politely. “ We're both
dished—T’ve licked Crooke, and Crooke won't lend me any
more money after this! Both down and out, you see!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 2

“Bai Jove! What a funnay ass you are, Levison!
What was the wow about?”

“ Better ask Crooke,” drawled Levison.

He turned away, still dabbing his nose, and went to
Talbot’s study. Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass
inquiringly upon Gerald Crooke, who sat up panting.

“What on earth was the wow about, Cwooke?”

“Find out!” snarled Crooke.

“Weally, Cwooke, that is hardly a polite weply——"

“Go and eat coke!”

“Pway hold my jacket, Blake, while I give Cwooke
a feahful thwashin’ for his wotten wudeness.”

“Crooke doesn't want any more thrashing,” grinned
Blake. “As you are strong, be merciful, O great and
sublime Gustavus!” ~

“ Weally, you'ass %

Crooke rose, and went groaring to his study. He was
feeling very sore, both in mind and body.

In his cunning scheming for the injury of Talbot, his
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cousin and foe, Levison of the Fourth, might have been
very useful to him. The most cunning and unscrupulous
fellow in the School House might have succeeded where
he, so far, had failed. But Levison had unexpectedly
developed scruples.

What was the reason, Crooke asked himself savagely,
that everybody, in the long run, came round to Talbot’s
side? Levison had been against him at first; had,
indeed, been the first to discover the * Toff’s ” connection
with the cracksman gang of which John Rivers was the
most dangerous member. Yet Levison had been turned
into a friend—how and why? What was that amazin
gift of Talbot’s +that disarmed enmity, that change
hatred into friendship?

A kind, honest heart—a frank and generous nature—a
generosity that would help foe as well as friend—that
was the secret, if Crooke could have known it, or under-
stood it if he had known.

In his study, he dabbed his nose and rubbed his eye.
He stood against the Toff, and in all the school he stood
alone. Kven the cad of the Fourth had turned on him.

But the thought of it only made Creoke’s savage deter-
mination more fixed and deadly.

Somehow or another—sooner or later—his hour would
come, and he would hold his enemy in the hollow of his
hand. And when that hour struck, there would be no
mercy for the Toff.

CHAPTER 5.
Danger Ahead!
&4 (‘\4 OME in!” said Dz. Holmes.
A timid knock had sounded at the door of
W __4 the Head’s study. -
The door opened, and the Head rose as Miss
Marie entered.
_The girl was pale, and her cyes showed signs of weep-
ing, but she was quite calm now.

“Come in, my dear child,” said the Head, as the
Little Sister hesitated. “Take this chair.”

The Little Sister sank into the chair.

“T will not waste your time, sir,” she said. “I—I
have a little favour to ask, if I may :

“You may ask anything, Marie.”

“You—you know my father is wounded, sir.” =~ The
girl’s face was flooded with colour. “ You know what he
was once; but—but he was my father, sir. And—and

you know that since he joined the Army he has been
stainless. Mr. Railton was in the same company, and
he can tell you so.” .

“My dear child, you need not tell me—I know it,” said
the Head kindly. * Mr. Railton” respects him now, what-
ever he may have been long ago, and I share his
feeling.”

“Thank you, sir! I learned it suddenly—that he was
wounded—two days ago. But since then Mr. Railton has
been inquiring, and now I know all. My father was
wounded weeks ago.” The tears welled into her eyes,
though she strove to hold them back. “He was struck
down in a charge that captured a German trench. He
was sent to the base, and has now been removed to
England. Mr. Railton has learned it from the War
Office. Of course, I had no news, as it is not known that
T am his daughter. You know he dare not bear his owa
name.

“I know, my poor child,” said the Head, deeply moved.
“You are anxious for his safety? But the secret is well
kept; 1 do not think there is anything to fear.”

Marie clasped her hands.

“T wish to go to him, sir.”

“To go to him!”

“Yes. I am a good nurse. You have told me so. I
used to nurse the poor in the poor distriets in Londom,
once. I could nurse him. He needs my care mow. I
might save him.- He is badly hurt; I know it. My poor
father !

The Head was silent.

The girl’s desire to go to her father was mnatural
enough, but the kind old doctor saw many difficulties in
the way.

“He is in hospital now?” he asked.

& Yes:”
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“But I fear that you.are too
a hospital as a nurse, my child.”

“T am a good nurse.”

“Yes, yes; but >

“T must go to him,” said Marie. “That is what I came
to ask. If I cannot go to nurse him, at least I must go
to London, where I can stay near him, and see him as
often as it is allowed.”

“You wish to leave the school?”

“X must.”

Dr. Hoimes was silent, frowning thoughtfully. St.
Jim’s had been a haven of refuge for the cracksman’s
daughter. Between Miss Marie’s life now and her cld
life there was a great gulf fixed. In the school hospital
Marie had made herself very useful, and she was beloved
by all. Even the somewhat sour Miss Pinch, the school
nurse, treated her with kind affection. The thought
of the young girl returning to the wilderness of London
—perhaps to fall in with associates of the dark old days—
was distasteful to the Head.

“T have told Mrs. Holmes,” said Marie timidly. “ She
does not wish me to go, but she agrees that I should be
with my father if possible.”

Dr. Holmes nodded.

“That is right, Marie—that is quite right. But—but”
—he paused—* what is your father’s present state, my
child? Could he be moved?”

“T think he can be moved; but his state is still serious.
But that is not possible, for I have no home; I have
nowhere to take him.” f

The doctor smiled.

“What if he were brought here, Marie?”

“Here !” exclaimed the girl, with a start.

“T have thought several times,” said the Head, * that
the school sanatorium might be used, to relieve pressure
on the hospitals—in the less serious cases. It is ome’s
duty to do all one can. In this case, I can have no
hesitation. If he were here, you and Miss Pinch between
you could care for him.”

cung to be admitted to
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“It depends on whether he can be moved. That the
authorities would accede I have not the slightest doubt,
upon my assurance that the patient would be well cared
for. And I think I could answer for that,” said the
Head, with a smile.

“Dr. Holmes, if—if you would But—but, no!?
The girl’s voice broke. - “You know what my father was.
You cannot have him here. I could not let you. Suppose
—suppose there should be a discovery, the disgrace 75

“There would be less chance of a discovery here,
Marie. To my mind, John Rivers has wiped out the
past, and he stands stainless in my eyes. A man can
do no more than offer his life for his country. The past
is: dead and doune with. All that we need remember is
that he is a soldier of the King; and, as such, on an equal
footing with any man in the land.”

The tears ran down Marie’s cheeks.

“I should be so happy!” she murmured. “I have
feared—I have feared You know that a patient is
sometimes delirious—he might speak—they might  dis-
cover! Then he would go from a sick bed to a prison!
Oh, sir 2

“In our hands, there will be no danger of that, my
child. I also have thought of that. Comfort yourself,
my dear child, there shal]l be no danger. You shall make
preparations  for him. I will consult Mr. Railton at
once and, as early as possible Corporal Brown shall be
installed in the school hospital.”

“Thank you, sir! I—I can’t really thank you as I
should like,” faltered Marie.

“Don’t trouble to do so. Dry your eyes. We will
save your father, amongst us,” said the Head, with a
smile; “and when he recovers, if he cannot rejoin the
Army, we shall see that he has an opportunity of follow-
ing an honourable course in life.”

“I wish I could show how grateful I am, sir,” faltered
the Little Sister. “Oh, it will be splendid to have him

here, where I can care for him—my father!”
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The Little Sister quitted the study with a light step,
though her eyes were red. Talbot of the Shell was
waiting at the end of the passage. 2

He started a little at the sight of the girl’s brightened
face.

“He is coming here, Toff ! she whispered. From old
habit, Marie always called her chum by the name of other
days.

Talbot started violently.

“Your father—here!”

“Yes, Toff I Marie touched his arm timidly.
are glad?”

“Glad!” muttered Talbot. ;

His brow was black as night. It was with doubt and
apprehension. But Marie’s eyes dimmed as she looked
at him.

“Toft "—her voice was pleading—“T shall be able to
care for him here! It is ‘splendid of Dr. Holmes—
splendid! Isn’t it, Toff?”

<“ He’s a brick!” said Talbot heavily.

“ But you are not glad?” said the girl reproachfully.
“Toff, you surely do not remember now the troubles of
long ago—that you were enemies. Surely—"

Talbot shook his head.

“We became friends when your father put on the
King’s khaki,” he said. “We are friends now, dear.
But—but I am glad he will be here in your care, Marie,”
he added quickly. “I am glad for his sake and yours.”

“ Do you think there is danger?” asked Marie quickly.

“Danger! After all, why should there be danger:” said
Talbot reassuringly.

He might reassure Marie if he could not reassure
himself. The thought of Crooke was in his mind—Crooke
and his undying animosity.

“Yes, why?” said Marie. “Only you and your friends
know his name, and the secret has been kept so far. They
will not speak ?

“They will not speak,” assented Talbot.

“ And why should anyone suspect?” said Marie.

“ Yes, why?” agreed Talbot.

He walked back to the school sanatorium with the
Little Sister, and by an effort of will chased the clouds
from his brow, and talked cheerily. Marie was full of
delight. To have her father safe, where she could care
for him, was all she asked of Fate. He would not dash
her happiness by his own black doubts and fears. She
was smiling when he left her—the bright smile that had
not visited the sweet face since, two days before, she had
first heard the news in Study No. 6.

But, as Talbot walked back across the quadrangle, his
brow grew grim again. 3

John Rivers was to be installed in the school hospital.
To all St. Jim’s he would merely be Corporal Brown, of
the Loamshires, a wounded soldier whom the Head had
befriended. Crcoke knew no more than the rest. After
all, what could Croolke discover? Tom Merry and Manners
and Lowther knew the secret, but their lips were sealed.
The chums of Study No. 6 knew that “ Corporal Brown ”
was Marie’s father now, though they did not know his
real name, but they also could be trusted not to reveal
what they knew.

Surely all was safe?

True, in the dark old days John Rivers had been seen
at St. Jim’s, but life in the ranks had changed him. He
would come back greatly altered—sunburnt, different in
every way. Recognition was unlikely, and few of the
fellows had had more than a glimpse of him, too,
excepting when he had been in disguise, which did not
matter.

Surely—surely there was no danger?

Less danger, in fact, than anywhere else; for, if
deilrium should come, and the unconscious tongue should
speak, there would be only friendly ears to hear. That
peril, at least, would be avoided, and it was a terrible
one. The danger was greater than any John Rivers could
find at St. Jim’s.

Talbot felt that it was so, and his heart lightened.
Taking everything into comsideration, John Rivers was
safer at the school than he would be anywhere else. And
certainly Inspector Skeat, of Rylcombe, would mnever
think of looking for his man—the eracksman who had
attempted to rob the school—in a sick man in the school
hospital. Talbot smiled at the thought.

“You
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His heart was lighter. The step that was being taken,
greatly as it had startled him at first, was for the best.

But as he came into the School House he passed Crooke
of the Shell. Crooke did not speak, but his eyes rested
for a moment upon Talbot, and his glance sent a chill
to the heart of the-Toff. Talbot hurried on. Every other
danger would be lessened by John Rivers coming to
St. Jim’s. But there was always Crooke and his undying
enmity ! What if Crooke should discover

Talbot drove the black and troubling thought from his
mind. How could Crooke discover? But, in spite of his
efforts, that black thought would recur, and he could not
banish it.

CHAPTER 6. _
Crooke is Sorry He Spoke!

s TPPIN 2
Thus Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
And D'Arcy’s chums echoed:

“Ripping !” )

it was two or three days after Miss Marie’s visit to
the Head’s study, and some very interesting news had
just leaked out. Owing to the pressure on the hospitals
a good many convalescent soldiers were being taken into
private homes for nursing, and one was coming to
St. Jim’s. His name was not yet known, but it was
known that he had been in the regiment in which Mr.
Railton had served, when the Housemaster had worn the
King’s khaki and had been “ Sergeant Railton.”

Like Mr. Railton, he had come home wounded; but,
while “old Railton ” was left with swhat the juniors
alluded to as a_“gammy arm,” this poor fellow had been
much more seriously hurt. A bed in the school hospital
had been prepared for him, and Miss Pinch and the
Little Sister were to take care of him.

“ A pwivate, I believe,” said Arthur Augustus. “And I
must wemark that this is wippin’ of the Head!”

“Topping ! said Monty Lowther.

“First chop!” said Blake. <My idea is that Gussy
ought to go and tell the Head that he approves. The
old boy would feel no end bucked.”

“ Weally, Blake——"

“Is it a chap with any relations here:” asked ¥igging
of the New House.

There was a sniff from Crooke of the Shell, who was
standing by listening to the remarks of the juniors, with
a sneer upon his face.

“How could he have any relations here?” he demanded.

“Well, couldn’t he?” said Figgins, in surprise.

“He might, in the New House |” sneered Crooke. “He
certainly hasn’t any in the School House. We don’t have
relations serving in the ranks.”

Figgy’s eyes gleamed.

“1f that chap who’s been cut up fighting the Germans
were a relation of any chap in the New House, our House
would be proud of 1t,” he said. “And if any snob in
our House said a snobbish, caddish thing on the subject,
I'd hammer him till he couldn’t how!!”

“That’s a tip!” grinned Monty Lowther. = “ Gentlemen,
Figgins has kindly told us what he would do to Crooke
if Crooke were a disgrace to his House instead .of ours.
T vote that we take T'iggy’s tip!”

“Hear, hear!?

Crooke backed away, in some alarm.

“Here, don’t play the fool!” he growled.

“Pway leave him to me, deah boys!” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

And he advanced towards Crooke. The cad of the Shell
would have turned away, but the juniors had drawn
round him in a circle, and there was no escape for him.

“Stand where you are, Crooke!” said Tom Merry
grimly.

“ Let me pass, you rotter!” ;

“You're going to be talked to by Gussy!” said Monty
Lowther, with a chuckle. “Gussy 1s coming down heavy.
I can see it in his eyeglass.”

“Ha,ha, ha!”

“My own opinion is that Crocke deserves something
lingermg, with boiling oil in it! But we’ll.let Gussy talk
to him instead. Crooke will scon be wishing that he had
boiling oil instead.” - :
¥ Weally, Lowthah, you ass
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- “Let me pass!” yelled Crooke.

“Not yet, me darling!” said Reilly of the TFourth,
pushing him back. “Buck up, Gussy, if you're
golng to lick him! Sure, I can’t keep my own hands off
the spalpeen !”

“ Cwooke

“O0h, shut up!”

“I wefuse to shut up, Cwooke! You have made a dis-
wespectful wemark concernin’ one of the chaps who have
been keepin’ the Germans fwom scwaggin’ you!”

$Ohtrats!”

“If you had a wag of decency, Cwooke, you would be
pwopahly gwateful to the bwave fellahs who are keepin’
the Germans out, especially considewin’ the fact that-they
are doin’ it for pwactically nothin’

“Hear, hear!” -

“You have made a wemark dewogatory to the wanks
of his Majesty's Army,” continued Arthur Augustus, who
was now very much on the high horse, and in deadly
earnest. “You are awah, Cwooke, that our wespected
Housemastah, Mr. Wailton, served in the wanks in
Flandahs. Mr. Wailton appeahed to be quite satisfied
with the wanks. Appawently, howevah, you have some
fault to find with the wanks. I wequest you to explain
yourself, Cwooke !”

“QOh, cheese it!” growled Crooke.

“T uttahly decline to cheese it! As you have mno
explanation to offah, I can only conclude that your
wemark was dictated by uttah snobbish caddishness and
wttah ignowance of what you were talkin’ about !”

“Hear, hear!” said Blake. “Go it, Gussy! Listen to
him, you chaps! This is how he will go it in the House
of Lords some day!”

“Pway be sewious, Blake! Cwooke, the Head has
decided to take in a wounded soldiah and have him

. looked aftah. Appawently, you see some objection. I
wequest you to state that objection, Cwooke.”

“I suppose the school isn’t to be turned into a home
for incurables!” sneered Crooke.

“I think that ecvewy gentleman pwesent will agwee
with me that St. Jim’s is honahed by the pwesence of a
soldier of the King within its walls—"

“Hear, hear!”

“Cwooke is of a diffewent opinion. I feah that that
enly shows that Cwooke is a cwawlin’ cad! Under the
cires, I feel that I have no wesource but to thwash
€wooke! Put up your hands, you uttah blackguard!”

Crooke, alarmed at the storm he had raised, backed
away. \But Arthur Augustus was not to be denied. He
pushed back his elegant cuffs, and rushed upon the cad
of the Shell.

Crooke put up his hands then. but it was not much use.

Biff |- Biff! Bang!

With a roar of pain, Gerald Crooke went sprawling
along the passage, just as Mr. Railton’s door opened
and the Housemaster came out. -

“Ob, my hat!” muttered Tom Merry.
it now !”

Guesy had !

The sprawling Crooke crashed into the Housemaster’s
leglsl, and Mr. Railton staggered back, catching at the
wall.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr. Railton.

“Yarooooh !” roared Crooke.

The Housemaster’s stern eyes turned upon the group
ef juniors, and there was a hush. But Arthur Augustus
B’Arcy stood firm as a rock, his eyeglass gleaming in his
noble eye, and his eye gleaming fearlessly behind it.

3

“ Gussy’s done

CHAPTER 7. :
Arthur Augustus Knows What To Do!
ROOKE wriggled away from Mr. Railton, and sat
up.

The Housemaster fixed his eyes upon the

swell of the Fourth.
$D’Arcy |
“Yaas, sir.”
“What does this mean?”
“T have knocked Cwooke down, sir.”
“I can 'see that, D’Arcy.” said Mr. Railton, a little
TEE GEyn LiBrArY.—No. 416.
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taken aback by that plain statement of fact. “You
appear to have assaulted Crooke violently, almost outside
my study door.”

“Yaae, sir. Undah the cires, I had no wesource but fo
thwash Cwooke.”

“Indeed !” said the astonished Housemaster.

“Yaas, indeed, sir. Don’t twead on my foot, Blake.
What are you tweadin’ on my foot for, you duffah?”

Blake crimsoned as the Housemaster’s eyes turned on
him..

Croolke staggered to his feet, panting. It looked as if
Arthur Augustus was booked for a very serious row,
which -was some eonsolation to Crooke. He rubbed his
nose and his eye, and glared.

“Tf you are under the impression, D’Arcy, that you are
allowed to fight in the passage outside your House-
master’s door, I shall endeavour to correct that
impression,” said Mr. Railton drily. “Follow me into my
study.” 3
_“Certainly, sir.”

“If you please, sir——" began Tom Merry.

“You see, sir——" Blake started at the same moment.

Mr. Railton did not seem to hear. He stepped back
into the study, and Arthur Augustus, with his noble
nose high in the air, followed him. Mr. Railton took up
a cane from the table.

“Hold out your hand, D’Arcy.”

“My hand, sirr”

Arthur Angustus looked as surprised as if Mr. Railton
had asked for his foot.

“Yes, at once!”

“You are mot goin’ to cane me, sir?” ejaculated the
swell of St. Jim’s.

“T am going to cane you very severely, D’Arcy.”

“Bai Jove !”

- “T am waiting, D’Arecy,” said Mr. Railton, with very
visible signs of impatience.

“QOh, vewy well, sir. I do not think I ought to be
caned.” "

“QOur opinions differ upon that peint, D’Arcy.”

Swish !

“Oh, deah !”

Swish !

“Gwooh !” :

Mr. Railton laid down the cane.

“You may go, D’Arcy.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Arthur Augustus rubbed his hands, and made a wry
face. Those two swishes had been- severe, and they
almost overcame that repose which stamps the caste of
Vere de Vere.

“ And if such a scene should occur again, D’Arcy, your
punishment will be more severe.”

“Weally, Mr. Wailton, I shall have to wisk that!”

“What ! exclaimed the Housemaster.

“T should have to wisk it, sir,” said Arthur Augustus
firmly. “Even at the wisk of your displeasure, sir, I
cannot allow anybody to speak diswespectfully of his
Majesty’s Army 1 my heawin’.”

Mr. Railton fixed a very curious look upon the junior.

“Stay a moment, D’Arcy. I do not quite understand
you. Do you mean to say that that was the reason why
you attacked Crooke:”

“Certainly, sir. I could not poseibly allow a low
boundah to speak in dewogatowy terms of the chaps who
are keepin’ the Germans out.”

“If Crooke did so, D’Arcy, he was deserving of punish-
ment, though I cannot approve of your methods. Silent
contempt would be more suitable. Anyone who is con-
temptible enough to speak disrespectfully of our gallant
soldiers is unworthy of notice.”

“Yaas, that’s quite wight, sir,” said Arthur Aungustus.
“T nevah thought of that.”

“Why did you not explain this to me before I caned
you, D’Arcy?”

“I was goin’ to, sir, but you were in such a huwwy.”

Mr. Railton smiled slightly.

“I think you had every opportunity to explain, D’Arcy.
However, you must remember that fighting in the
passages is not permitted, even in a good cause. I
should not have caned you, however, if I had known your
provocation. You may go.”

“Thank you, sir. - I was suah you would take a wight
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‘“You rotten hound!” roared Crooke, ‘‘Hands off—why, I—oh !—oh ! "
door as Levison’s fist crashed full into his face.

Crash! Crooke spun back against the
(See Chapter 4.) S ;

view of the mattah,” said Arthur Augustus benevolently.
“As for the canin’, I don’t mind. That was merely a
.. misappwehension. Ow-wow !”

Arthur Augustus departed, rubbing kis hands, leaviny
the Housemaster smiling.

“Licked?” asked Monty Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah! Wow! But it’s all wight—Wailton
is a bwick. Wow-wow !”

“ Well, I'm glad you’re pleased.”

¥a, ha, ha'!”?

“I am not exactly pleased, deah boy. This pain in my
beastly hands is wathah seveah. But Wailton took #
wight view of the mattah, and that is the important
point. ‘Where'’s that wottah, Cwooke? I had unot weally
finished thwashin’ him.”

“Crooke’s satisfied!” grinned Tom Merry. T think
he’s gone to bathe his eye. I know it needed it.”

“Wow-wow !

“Hallo, what’s the matter now?”

“Nothin’, deah boy—only a twiflin’ pain. Wailton is
a good sort, but I must say he is wathah hasty—wow ! I
was goin’ to make a suggestion about that soldier chap,
when that wascal Cwooke wedged in. It appeahs, deah

 WEDNESDAY _“TROUBLE FOR TRIMBLE!”.

boys, that the chap is bein’ bwought down in a motor-
ambulance this aftahnoon.”
Y “So I've heard,” assented Tom Merry.

“What about meetin® the ambulance on the woad and
givin’ him an escort to St. Jim’s? Wow-wow !”

“Not a bad idea,” said Figgins. “The St. Jim’s Boy
Scouts could turn out in force, and give him a guard of
honour. That would show him that he’s jolly welcome
here.”

“ Good egg!” said Tom Merry heartily. “We can leave
the footer over till later. It’s a ripping idea. How on
carth did you come to think of it, Gussy?”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——" .

“We'll find out just when the ambulance is coming,
and meet it about a mile from the school,” said Figgins.
“T'll have all the New House scouts out ready, you bet.
It looks like rain, but that won’t hurt us.”

“ Wathah not.  Pway leave the awwangements in my
hands, deah boys, and I will undahtake to have evewy-
thin’ on a satisfactowy footin’.”

A suggestion to which the dear boys responded
unanimously :

“Bow-wow [ -
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Bub it wap evigsstly a good idea, all the more so as it
would effectually erush and silence Crooke and any other
“rotters’ who agreed with him. The chums of St. Jim’s
proceeded at omce to make their arrangements. ~Tom
Merry looked in at Talbot’s study, where he found the
Toff with his brows wrinkled over a letter. Talbot looked
up with a smile.

“ Interrupting your” asked Tom.

“No: I’ve finished this. = A letter from my uncle,”
Talbot explained. * Colonel Liyndon, you remember him?
He was in that last attack, and—and——" :

Talbot’s voice faitered a little.

“Not hurt?” asked Tom.

“No, luckily; but he would have been killed, only a
brave fellow chipped in in time. He had been knocked
over, and *he Huns were géing to bayonet him, on the
ground, when a man in his company rushed between and
defended him, and got the bayonet in his own body.
Waen’t it ripping of him?” ¥ ‘ ;

“A splendid chap,” said Tom Merry. “And the
man?’ ¢

“ Severely wounded,” said Talbot. *‘But the Colonel
would have been killea if he hadn’t saved him. I—1I can’t
help thinking of that.” He coloured a little. My uncle
has - been - awfully good to me since—since we made
friends. I've come to know him better now, you know.
His harduess is only on the outside. I can’t help think-
ing of the danger to him, and I'm glad he’s coming home
for a bit. He’s geing to take over the command of the
recruiting camp at Abbotsford, se I~suppose we shall see
him at St. Jim’s soon. I shall be glad to see him again.

T—I wish I could have got on better with Crooke. That
would have pleased him.” 7
“Not much good thinking of that, old chap. It takes

two to make a quarrel; but it takes two to make friends,
as well.”

Talbot nodded.

“Yes, it can’t be helped.
came in for me. What’s on?”

“We've got a scheme on,” said Tom. “The Boy Scouts
are turning out in force this afterncon—a special march.
You'll come?”

“Of course!”
I can come.
the rain?”

Fom Merry laughed.

“No; a grand reception.” g

“A yeception?” repeated Talbot, puzzled.

: “Yes; it was Gussy’s idea, but the fellows have taken
it up in great style. Gussy wants a brass band, but
we have squelched him. We're going to form a. guard of
honour of every scout the school can muster. TLucky
it’s a half-holiday. Figgins is turning out all the New
House Scouts, and I'm responsible for the School House.
So I can’t let you off.”

“Right-ho! But what’s it all about?”

“You've heard of a wounded scldier coming here—
a chap the Head is taking into the school hospital—help-
ing to relieve pressure on the regular hospitals, I
understand?” -

“Yes, I—I've heard.”

“I don’t know who the chap is, but he’s a man in
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He rose to his feet. “You

Then Talbot hesitated. *I—well, yes,
What is it? A scout run, to learn to stand

A8
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Railton’s old regiment—your uncle’s regiment, you know.
He's going to be pub in the school hospital, and the
school nurses are going to mend him. It’s a ripping
idea. Well, the school scouts are going to meet the
motor ambulance on the road, and escort it to St. Jim’s
in state. Good wheeze—what?”
“Qh'!” said Talbot.
Tom Merry’s face fell a little.
“You don’t seem to think it’s a good idea, Talbot. ‘We
thought Gussy was right on the wicket, for once.”
“ Qo he was,” said Talbot. “It’s a good idea; but—but
—but %
“ But what—the dickens?”
“Tt will draw a lot of attention to him,” said Talbot.
“To Gussy?’ = .
“No; to the wounded man.”
. “YWhat does that matter? We want the chap to under-
stand that he’s right welcome, and that St. Jim’s doesn’t
make any distinction between a private and a field-
marshal.”’ .
“ He isn’t a private,” said Talbot.
“I understood that he wasn’t an
Kildare said so.”
. ““He is a corperal,” said Talbot.
Tom Merry started.
. “ A corporal? Not 2
¥ eq
¢ Corporal Brown?”
“Yes, Corporal Brown.” 4
€Oh, my hat! Marie’s father I

officer, I'm sure

CHAPTER 8.
The Guard of Honour!

OM MERRY whistled.
: There was a troubled look on Talbot’s handsome
ace.

The idea of a guard of honour, composed of
Boy Scouts, for the wounded warrior was an excellent
one. But, under the circumstances, Talbot was sorry to
hear of it. The less attention Corporal Brown attracted,
the better. Talbot would have been better pleased if
the corporal could have been taken quietly into the
sanatorium, without a single eye resting upon him.

“T'm afraid it’s teo late to stop it now,” said Tom
awkwardly. “Of course we didn’t know. The other fellows
have never heard of Corporal Brown, and it would cause
a lot of curiosity if we chucked the idea. In fact, it
couldu’t be chucked. The New House scouts would go
anyway, and most of the fellows on this side would
join them. We can’t tell anybody the—the facts, you
know.”

“It will have to go on,”
be there?”

Tom Merry’s lip curled.

“(rooke? “Not likely! The miserable cad was making
rotten remarks about it! He doesn’t think the school
ought to take in anybody under a general, I suppose!
That rotter will keep clear of it! Besides, he isn't a
scout; he’s a slacker!”

“That’s all to the good,” said Talbot, in relief. “I
shouldn’t like the cad to see him. It’s mot likely the
corporal will be recognised by anybody—he’s changed
enormously since he entered the Army. He looked ten
years younger when I saw him in khaki, and more set
up, you know, and as brown as a berry. But—but I'm
afraid of Crooke, if he saw him.”

“He won't see him,” said Tom. *And after he’s in
the sanatorium he’s less likely than ever to see him.
Lots of the fellows will want to visit him there, but not
Crooke. Crooke wouldn’t want to.”

Talbot smiled.

“No, that’s so! Even Crooke’s caddishness comes in
useful, you see! Well, I’ll come along with the scouts,
of course. The corporal is on his way now, and the
ambulance is expected here about four. It will come
through Rylcombe, from Wayland.”

“Then the scouts will meet it at Rylcombe,” said
Tom.

“Right-ho!”

said Talbot. & Will Crooke
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At three o’clock a light rain was falling in the quad-
rangle, and drenching the old elms. In the drizzle the
school scouts paraded. A little rain did not hurt them;
in faet, their turning out in the rain would make the
great reception more impressive. It would show the
disabled warrior what St. Jim’s thought of the men in
the King’s khaki.

Every squad in the school turned up, Tom Merry
taking chief command, politely declining Arthur Au-
gustus D’Arcy’s offer to relieve him of that responsibility.

Nearly a hundred and fifty scouts joined in the parade.
School House and New House had turned out in strong
force.

Tven Levison of the Fourth had turned up, looking
a little sheepish in his scout costume. Scouting was not
much in Levison’s line, but even Levison had his good
points sometimes,

Crooke of the Shell lounged on the School House steps,
watching the parade with a sneer upon his face, but
without venbturing to utter the remarks that rose to his
lips. Even Mellish of the Fourth did not seem to share
Crooke’s peculiar views; Percy Mellish had turned out
with the scouts. He was late, having stayed to finish
a cigarette in his study, one of Mellish’s pleasant little
customs. But he came out in full costume, staff in hand,
hurrying, and passed Crooke on the steps. Crooke stared
at him,

“You in it, too?” he ejaculated.

Meltish paused, and flushed.

“ Why not?” he said.

“You?” sneered Crooke.

““Well, the chap’s been wounded out there,” said
Mellish. “I don’t see why we shouldn’t make rather a
fuss of him.”

Crooke sneered. -

“I suppose he was paid for what he’s

“Paid?” said Mellish. ¢ Well, you are a rotten cad,
Crooke! Dash it all, draw a line somewhere!
me feel sick !”

Crooke stared at him. Mellish was generally considered
the meanest fellow in his Form—the cad complete, as
Blake had remarked. And Crooke made him feel sick!

“As for being paid,” went on Mellish, “as a matter
of fact, he hasn’t been paid. © What they give the
soldiers can’t be called being paid. And if it were ten

‘ pounds a day, instead of a miserable bob, it wouldn’t
pay a man for getting German bayonets through his
body! They don’t do it for the bob, Crooke, and you
know it, as well as I do! What do you want to say
such caddish things for? Get into your scout clobber,
and come along with the rest!”

“Thanks! I’'m not keen for a walk in the rain, to
curry favour with Tom Merry!” sneered Crooke.

“That’s not what I'm doing it for!” said Mellish,
flushing again. “I hadn’t thought of anything of the
kind! But 2

“Are you coming, Mellish?”
“Take your place in the
slacker !”

“T'm coming

Mellish ran down the steps, without wasting further
time on Crooke, The cad of the Shell looked after him
with a bitter expression. If there was any fellow in
the School House whom he thought he could have de-
pended upon to back him wup in anything “rotten,”
Mellish was the fellow, and even Mellish turned his back
on him! | ; .

Gerald Crooke was left alone in his.glory, as the scouts
marched off through the dropping rain.

There was mud in Rylcombe Lane—heaps of it. But
the scouts did not mind. They marched cheerily through
mud and rain.

In the old High Street of Rylcombe they halted.

There they were to wait for the ambulance to pass
through.

They were in good time—too good time, some of the
scouts thought, as they waited in the rain.

But the hoot of the motor was heard at last, the
ambulance, marked with the Red Cross, came in sight,
proceeding at a slow pace. The ambulance was closed,
and not a glimpse was to be had of the wounded man
within. Talbot felt glad of the rain as he noted it.

done!” he said.

called out Tom Merry.
ranks! You're late, you
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A chauffeur in khaki was driving. The ambulance-car
came at a crawling pace through the bumpy village
street. .

The driver in khaki blinked at the long array of
scouts. Tom Merry stepped towards the car, easily keep-
ing pace yith it.

“You're the car for

“Yes, sir.”

“Corporal Brown inside®”

“That’s so, and a nurse.”

Tom Merry could guess whom the nurse was. Miss
Marie had gone away by an early train that morning.
“I suppose he’s awake. Can he be spoken to? There’s

an old friend of his here?”

“Better ask the nurse; but I can’t stop.”

“That’s all right.” ;

Tom signed to Talbot, who approached the car. Miss
Marie let down the window from within. She gave the
Toff a bright smile.

Within, a man was stretched on the. pallet, warmly
covered. The brown face was pale and thin, the eyes
had dark circles round them. Corporal Brown of the
Loamshire Regiment had been very near to death.

His eyes lighted up as the§ fell upon Talbot at the
window. The Shell fellow had mounted on the step.

“The Toff ” he murmured.

He stretched out a feeble hand, and Talbet grasped it.
Time had been when those two had been bitter foes—
when the “Professor ” had striven to drag the Toff back
into the abyss of crime from which he had escaped. But
that black time was blotted out now. John Rivers, the
cracksman, had paid for the past.

The last time Talbot had seea him he had been in
khaki—strong, erect, healthy; life in the Army had
made a man of the slim, stealthy Professor. Now he was
stretched upon the sick bed, weak as a child. Talbot
felt a pang in his heart as he saw him. Was the danger
over—or was the man who had already expiated his
crimes to pay more dearly still for past wrongdoing?

“I'm mending, Toff,” said the corporal, reading
Talbot’s thought in his face. “If anybody can mend me,
it is Marie.” His glance dwelt affectionately upon his
daughter. “This is a stroke of luck for me, Toff. St.
Jim’s again—under rather different -circumstances—
what !

“Very different,” said Talbot.

“But, by gad, what would th;ilfeople there say if they

St. Jixﬁ’s?” he asked.

knew?” smiled the corporal. ils :

“They know that Corporal own is coming,” said
Talbot “The fellows have turned out to give you a
welcome—a hundred and fifty of them, in the rain.”

“By gad!”

“They’re afraid to cheer, in case it should disturb you,
otherwise you’d have heard them,” said Talbot, with a
smile. “It’s a guard of honour—the Boy Scouts of the
school, you know.” -

“It’s good of them, Toff. If they knew 2

“There are three of them who know, and they are
here, too,” said Talbot. “Tom Merry is in command.
All he remembers now is that you have worn the khaki
and done it credit.”

“I’ve done that, Toff. Since I put it on, I haven’t
disgraced it,” said John Rivers carnestly.

“T know, I know. And you’ll soon pull round at St.
Jim’s, with Marie to take care of you.”

“Oh, I shall pull round—but not soon, I'm afraid.
Three Gierman bayonets have been in me together, Toff.
I should have been finished if the chaps hadn’t come up
in time. I don’t know how I got over it alive, but the
Professor was always tough,” added Rivers, with a smile. .

“Do you think you could stand a cheer?” 5

The Professor laughed softly. :

“Any number of them,” he said. “I’'m glad to think .
that I’m welcome there—especially to those who know.
who I am, and what I’ve been.” 5

 Talbot dropped off the step, and Marie, with a smile,
closed the window.

“All serene, Tom,” said Talbot.
themselves go.”

“Good egg !”

The scouts were waiting for the signal.
Tom Merry they did let themselves go: i
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“Thwee cheeahs,
Augustus D’Arcy. .

Loud and elear they rang out through the rain—three
thunderous cheers that woke every echo in the old village
street. The villagers in the shops and cottaggs joined
heartily in the -eheering. John Rivers, ounce the cracks-
man of Angel Alley, corporal in Kitchener’s Army now,
smiled as he listened. S :

Then the ambulance rolled on, escorted in great style
byh thle Boy Seouts of St. Jim’s, to the gates of the old
school.

deah boys!” chirruped

PRSSE

CHAPTER: 9. =
e The Shadow of Peril,
C ORPORAL BROWN had been installed in the

sehool hospital. Many were the fellows who
inquired daily for news of him; and the news,
upon the whole, was satisfactory.

The corporal had been severely wounded—indeed, but
for a splendid comstitution, and an iron will, he would
hardly have lived. But he had lived, and he was on the
mend—slowly, but, as all hoped, surely. Unless there

was a relapse, he would  proceed by slow degrees to~

recovery—perhaps complete recovery. His illness was
likely to be long and painful—but all that kindness and

affectionate care could do for him would be gladly doue.

Fellows who had lcoked forward to visiting the bed-
side of the wounded warrior, and hearing tales of wild
charges and stricken fields, were disappointed. The cor-
poral’s condition did not allow him to receive visitors.

There was another reason, too—known only to Talbot
and the Terrible Three. The danger of recognition was
slight, but it always existed.

Greatly as the Professor had changed since the old days,
sharp eyes might have detected him, and that would have
meant trouble. :

That anxiety was always in Talbot’s mind.

For all that Corporal Brown had done in the stricken

fields of Flanders counted for nothing in the eyes of the
law. To the law and its officers he was still John Rivers

Arthur -

Tk
the eracksman, with a long record of crime unexpiated.
If Inspector Skeat, of Rylcombe, who he had escaped, had
learned the true idemtity of the wounded man at St.
Jim’s, the inspector would have had only one course to
take—and he would assuredly have taken it.

The corporal would have been removed from the school
hospital to the prison infirmary, there to await till his
restored health allowed him to stand his trial on many
an old charge.

His crimes had been expiated—but not in the eye of
the law. In health and strength he would never have
been captured—but in fighting for the old flag, he had
blaced himself at the mercy of those who would otherwise

ave tracked him in vain. But it would all have counted
for nothing—except, perhaps, in mitigation of his semn-
tence.

But as day followed day Talbot’s mind was relieved.

Discovery seemed less and less probable.

The wounded man’s ideuntity was known to the Head
and the Housemaster, to the Toff, and to Tom Merry and
Manuers and Lowther. Their lips were sealed. = Blake
& Co. only knew that he was Marie’s father; they did
not know that he was John Rivers. But the secret was
safe with them.

“To the rest of the schocl he was a wounded soldier, who
had been taken in for nursing in the school hospital—
that, and nothing more. -

Talbot paid a visit or two to the wounded- man, but
he gave that up very soon; he knew that it would not
do. Crooke suspected nothing so-far, but any connection
between the Toff and the corporal might have put him
on the track. The cad of thé Shell needed only the
smallest clue. i :

Indeed, Talbot wondered uneasily sometimes if Crooke
suspected nothing, after all. :

More than once he found Crooke’s eyes turned upon
him with a searching look—more than once he heard that
Crooke had been making inquiries concerning the invalid.

Those inquiries were not dictated by concern for the
wounded man; Talbot knew that.

Did Crooke suspect?

i
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John Rivers’ eyes lighted up as they fell upon Talbot at the window.
step of the car., “*The Toff!” murmured the soldier.,

So far as Crooke kunew, the man had been taken in by
order of the Head, to help to relieve pressure on the
hespitals. The man was simply an ordinary patient—
nothing more to Miss Marie than to Miss Pineh.

But Talbot remembered that once Crooke had purloined
a letter from John Rivers when he was home on leave,
and on that letter the name “John Brown > had been
signed. :

Brown was not an wuncommon name, certainly; in
Kitehener’s Army there must be a whole army of Browns.
There was nothing to conpect Corporai Brown with the
“John Brown ” who.had sigued that letter. Crooke did
not know the man’s number, or regiment, o company, or
whether he was a private or a mnom-com or an officer.
He knew only that Marie’s father was in the New Army,
and that he had once, at least, used the name of Brown.

The Shell fellow had mouunted on the [
(See Chapter 8.) 1’

It could hardly be called a clue; and Crooke, male-
volent and obstinate as he was, was not gifted with a
very keen brain. But if Talbot had paid assiduous visits
to the wounded man, his eyes would have becn opened—
and also if he could have scen the tender care Marie
Yavished on the invalid. But of that Crooke knew nothing.
A week after the corporal had been installed at St: Jim’s,
Colonel Lyndon returned from the Front. He was too
busy to come to the school, hewever; he was in command
of the new troops camped at Abbotsford, and every .
moment of his time was taken up. Talbot would have
been glad to see him again, but he was relieved that the
colonel @id mot come. Corporal Brown had been in his
rvegiment, and probably the colonel had seen him a dozen
times, little dreaming who he was, or what had been his
old connections with Talbot.

Tre Gen - LiBrary.—No. 416.
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If a nint of the fruth should reach the colonel’s ears,
Talbot realised, with a shiver, what it would mean.

To the colonel, John Rivers would simply be a criminal
who had donned the King’s khaki to escape the law.
Colonel Lyndon would only think of the disgrace such
recruit brought upon his regiment, and he would be
implacable.

To Talbot, the colonel had shown a softer side of his
nature; and the Toff knew that he was not wholly the
grim and severe martinet he appeared to others.

But on that point he would be hard as iron, Talbot
knew.  His deepest anger would be roused by the mere
thought of a cracksman, hunted by the police, dishonour-
ing the khaki. Without a moment’s hesitation he would
hand the man over to the law to be dealt with.

Whatever happened, the colonel must never know.

Of what would happen to himself, if the colonel kuew,
Talbot did not think. He cared nothing for Crooke’s
scheme of disgracing him with his uncle. Levison had
told him of it, word for word, and Talbot had merely
shrugged his shoulders. Risk for himself never troubled
the Toff. :

Colenel Liyndon had written Talbot a short note, teiling
him that he was at Abbotsford. He had not written to
Crooke. ‘But a few days later Crooke stopped Talbot in
the Form-room passage to speak to him.

“T’ve had a letter from home,” he said,

*“ Yes?”

“My uncle 1s at Abbotsford now.”

Talbot nodded.

“You knew?” asked Crooke, with a sneer,

“Yes, I luiew.”

“He wrote to you, of course,” said Crooke. “You're
the favourite nephew now. You've played your cards
well, Toff.”

Talbot winced at the mame.

“I haven’t played my cards at all, Crooke,” he said
quietly. “And if your uncle does not think much of
you, it’s your own fault. I suppose it’s because he
caught you acting the blackguard when he was here.”

“ It’s because you've cut me out with him,” said Crooke,
between his teeth. “But that’s a game two can play
at. Look out!”

Talbot gave a shrug.

“My time’s coming,” said Crooke, watching his face
intently. “I think it’s pretty near now. Wait till I
can tell old Lyndon that you are still chummy with the
cracksmen gang—and prove ib.”

“You cannot prove whnat is mot true,” said Talbot
coldly.

“Do you deny that you saved John Rivers from the
police, when he came here on leave from the Army?”

“I deny nothing to you, Crooke. I'd rather you didn’t
speak to me.” 5

“Wait till T find John Rivers!” said Crooke, with a

>

smile. “When that time comes, I shall hold you in the
hollow of my hand. And I think I'm going to find
him.”

. Talbot turned his back on the cad of the Shell, and
joined Tom Merry & Co. But there was a chill in his
heart, though his face was smiling.

———

CHAPTER 10,

Tricked!
That’s a letter for you, Talbot,” said

& ALLO!
Gore.
Gore and Talbot had come into the study

together, after footer practice.  Skimpole,
their study-mate, was sunk deep in the armchair, with
one of his favourite, ponderous volumes on his knees,
blinking over it.

A sealed envelope lay on the table. Talbot’s name was
written on the outside. There was no stamp or postmark
on the letter.

Talbot picked it up, puzzled.

“A note from somebody,” he said.
Who left this here?”

Skimpole blinked up through his big glasses.

“What is it, my dear Talbot?” 4

“This letter, fathead!”

Tae Geu Lisrary.—No. 416.

“Hallo, Skimmy!

“Oh, Toby brought it in!” said Skimpole. “ I think
it is for you, Talbot. I should kave brought it to you,
but I was very busy with this volume. Would you like
me to read you this entrancing chapter on the subject of
entomology i

“ Begin, and I’ll brain you!” said Gore,

“My dear Gore!”

“Cheese it, and help get tea,” said Gore,
hungry !”

Talbot slit the envelope, puzzled to guess who might
ﬁgve chosen that peculiar method of communicating with

im.

He started violently as he read the note. The colour
faded from his handsome face, leaving him as pale as
death. Yor the note ran, in a crabbed writing which
Talbot did not know:

LS

“Dear Master Talbot,—Something very serious has
happened. Our patient has been delirious, and in his
delirium he has confessed that he is John Rivers, the
burglar who ftried to rob the school some time ago.
Marie has asked me to see you before I acquaint the
Head with the matter. Will you come quickly?

“ ELIZABETH PINCH,”

Talbot suppressed a groan,

It was_all out now, then.

The head nurse knew !

She spoke of acquainting the Head; the Head already
knew more than she could teil him. But could the Head
ask the stiff, prim Miss Pinch to keep such a secret?
‘Would she keep it, if he asked her? Talbot felt his brain
in a whirl. Had the blow, long feared, fallen at last?

“Hallo!  What the dickens is the matter with you,
Talbot?”’ exclaimed Gore, in astonishment. *“Bad news?”

Talbot did not reply. ;
- H§ hurried from the study, the letter crushed in his

and.

Somehow, anyhow, he must persuade Miss Pinch to
keep her knowledge to herself. He would urge that a
nurse has mno right to betray secrets learned from a
delirious patient—even dark and guilty secrets. He
would plead with her—beg her, for Marie's sake, to be
silent. Somehow—somehow, she must be silenced. He
ran, rather than walked, down the passage, and almost

_ran into Crooke at the corner.

“He avoided him, and ran on.

Crooke chuckled softly.

He had noted the pale face, the startled eyes, the letter
crushed in the convulsive fingers. And he chuckled, and
sauntered after Talbot. It did mnot occur to the agitated
junior that Crooke had been waiting in the passage for
him—that the cad of the Shell was on the watch.

He hurried out of the School House, and across the '

Head’s garden to the school hospital. The maid who
opened the door to him looked in surprise at his white and
startled face.

“Is Miss Pinch here?” exclaimed Talbot.

“She is in the ward, sir.” >

“Tell her I wish to speak to her, in answer to her
note.”

“Yes.” :

The maid hurried away. Talbot stood waiting,
striving to suppress his agitation. ~ There was a step
behind him, and he turned. Crooke of the Shell was
lounging there, with a smile on his lips.

Talbot averted his glance; he did not want to speak
to Crooke then. The cad of the Shell came in.
Apparently he had business in the sanatorium as well as
Talbot.

A few minutes later Miss Pinch came rustling down,
her severe face more severe than usual.

“ What is this, Master Talbot?” she exclaimed.
busy. What do you want?”

“Your letter 32

“ What letter?”

“The letter you sent me

“Tf this is a joke, Master Talbot, I can only say that
T shall report the matter to your Housemaster!” said
Miss Pinch severely.

Talbot staggered.

“I am

»
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Crooke, with a grin, went down the steps. He was
satisfied. With a very merry expression on his face, he
sauntered back te the School House.

The agitation in Talbot’s face struck the head nurse,
and her expression softened.

“Why should you suppose I sent you a letter?” she
asked.

“Did you not?” stammered Talbot.

¢ Certainly I did not.”

“I—I found a letter in my study—a letter with your
name signed,” Talbot stammered. “ It—it said ” He
broke off. The letter had evidently been a deception, and
there was no need to tell Miss Pinch what was in it.
She did not know, and she need not know.  “Is the
patient delirious, Miss Pinch?”

“No; he is sleeping peacefully.”

“Oh, good! I—I suppose it was a rotten joke on me,”
said Talbot. “I'm sorry I've troubled you, Miss Pinch.”

“If anyone has used .my name in a joke of that
deseription, I shall certainly complain to the Head.,”
said Miss Pinch sharply. “You need not be alarmed

NEXT .
WEDNESDAY 2

““TROUBLE FOR TRIMBLE!”

about our patient, Master Talbot; he is still very weak,
but is progressing quite as favourably as can be
expected.”

“Thank you!” stammered Talbot. “I—I'm sorry I
troubled you. DPlease excuse me: I—I was deceived.”

He hurried asvay, anxious to get the letter away before
Miss Pinch could ask to see it. He ran back to the School
House.

He did not reed to ask who had written that letter.

Crooke of the Shell! ;

Tom Merry was in the hall, and Talbot caught him
quickly by the arm.

“Have you seen Crooke?” he panted.

“Yes; he just came in. What’s the matter?”?

“Where is he now?”

“He went upstairs.” :

Talbot ran up the big staircase, leaving the captain
of the Shell staring after him in astonishment. He
looked into Crooke’s study. It was empty. Grundy of
fll}e Shell came out of his room, and Talbot called to

im.

Tne Geu LierArY.—No. 416.

A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tale gf
. Tom Merry & Co. - By MARTIN CLIFFORD, = .



18 THE BEST 30 LIZRARY

“ Have you seen Crooke, Grundy?”

“Gone up to the dorm for his maec, I believe,” said
Grundy. :

“ Thanks !”

Talbot mounted the stairs to the Shell dormitory. The
door was open, and Crooke of the Shell was just coming
out, with his cap and macintosh on. Evidently Crooke
was going out—where, the Toff could guess.

“ Stop a minute!” said Talbot.

Crooke laughed.

“I’m in rather a hurry,” he drawled.

“Stop!”

“Well, I won’t stop! Get out of the way!”

“T've got to speak to you, Crooke. Go back info the
dorm, or I'll knock you in, and your teeth down your
throat at the same time!” -

Gerald Crooke backed into the dormitory. Talbot’s
eves were blazing, and his fist was clenched and already
raised. . The Toft followed him in and closed the door,
and stood with his back to it, panting.

CHAPTER 11.
: Face to Facel

ALBOT did not speak for a few moments. The
clear, cold winter sunlight, glimmering in at
the high windows, fell full upon his face, showing
it hard and pale and clear. At that moment the
Toff’s handsome features looked as if they were moulded
in iron. The contrast between the handsome Shell fellow
and the cad of the Form was striking.  Crooke was
burlier in build than his cousin, but he looked smaller.
Before Talbot’s flashing eyes he seemed to cower and
grow more insignificant. He had an uneasy sense of it

himself, and he scowled with vexation at the thought.

“Let me pass!’ he broke out. “Do you think you
can keep me here, Talbot? Get away from that door!
Do you hear?” : :

<1 shall keep you here, at least, till T have said what
I have to say,” said Talbot, and there was a cold, metallic
ring in his voice.

Crooke shrugged his shoulders.
to attempt to force a passage. :

“Well, what have you to say, Toff?” he asked
insolently. “Any message for Inspector Skeat:” !

“You are going to him:”

“ Naturally.”

¢ Why?”

Crooke’s look became gloating.

“ You know why, my friend. To tell-him where to find
his bird—the bird that flew last time. That giddy bird’s
wings are clipped now—what? He will not get away from
old Skeat quite so easily this time!” Y

Talbot drew a deep, deep breath. Crocke was willing
to show his hand now. He considered that he had won
the game. He knew all. - S

His glance was sinister and mocking as it dwelt on the
Toft’s handsome face. All the cards were in his hand,
so to speak; he had only to lay them on the table. It was
a moment of supreme enjoyment to Crooke. He was
glad, after all, that Talbot had intercepted him. It
gave him the fullness of his triumph to enjoy before he
struck the final blow—the blow that was to deliver a
wounded soldier within prison gates, to break the heart
of a suffering girl, and to ruin for ever the ememy he

- hated. :

‘Talbot’s hands had unclenched and dropped to his sides.
Crooke noted it, and smiled. Violence would not serve
now. A blow was easy to give, but it would only
make the cad of the Shell more implacable.

Crooke’s sense of elation showed in his face. He ceased
to cringe, and unconsciously his head rose more erect, and
his eyes gleamed.

He did not venture

“Quite an interesting story for old Skeat,” he AwentA

on. “Did you know-how furious he was at the Professor
getting away from him before? Twice, you know. Twice
he was beaten by that scoundrel, and now he is biding
his, time. Ome word to Skeat—only one word, my dear
boy! Your precious cracksman friend will sleep to-night
in gaol!” ¢

“Crooke "—Talbot’s tone was very quiet—*“I suppose
it’s no use making any appeal to you?”

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 416.
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“None at all,” said Crooke, with a laugh. “I believe
it’s against the law to shelter hunted malefactors. Are
you asking me to break the law? I’'m not so used to that
as you are, Toff!”

Talbot did not heed the taunt.

“What do you kmow?” he said.
know?”.

“The whole lovely story!” smiled Crooke.
mind telling you.

“What can you

“I don’t
You can’t stop me from going to the
police-station. - Are you thinking of licking me, you
bully? That won’t stop me. Keep your hands off me,
or I’ll yell for help! If I tell what I know to the Head
or the Housemaster, they’ll have to send for the police,
even if they know already, as I shouldn’t wonder. But
they dare not break the law by sheltering' that villain.
The game’s up, Toff ! I told you my time would come!”.

“You think——"

“1don’t think; T know. The man who lies in the school
hospital is John Rivers, the cracksman,” said Crooke
coolly. “I was a fool not to guess it before. 1 kmew
the man went under the name of Brown in the Army;
I'd seen his letter. And a Corporal Brown was brought
here. T ought to have guessed at once, but I didn’t.
But I've been thinking—thinking quite a lot for your
benefit, my dear chap!” He laughed. “The man’s
recovering, yet nobody’s admitted to see him; that was
rather queer, to begin with. -Miss Marie was sent to
London to come down with him in the ambulance—a lot
of attention to pay to a soldier nobody knew. Of course
she went; he’s her father. I thought it out at last. A
few days before we heard the man was coming here she
was going about looking as white as a ghost, and anybody
could see by her eyes she had been crying. Of course,
that was when she learned that her father had been
wounded. You see, it all fitted together like a giddy
puzzle, when I'd thoroughly thought it out and called to
mind all the circumstances.”

Talbot did not speak. He was breathing hard, and his
eyes were fixed upon Crooke’s gloating face.

“It came into my head at last!” grinned Crooke. It
all pieced together. I knew then why the Head had
thought of the idea of having a wounded soldier nursed
here. I dare say Miss Marie asked him. But I wasn’t
sure. Corporal Brown mightn't have been John Brown
who wrote to you, and whose letter I saw. There are
hundreds of Browns-in Kitchener’s Army. T had to be
sure; I didn’t want to come a eropper myseif. A mistake
would have been a bit too serious—perhaps the sack for
me; perhaps I couldn’t afford to risk it. But I
thought out a dodge at last for making sure.”

Crooke paused, as if expecting Talbot to reply.

But the Toff was still silent. 3

“ Nothing to say?” smiled Crooke.
say it was a dirty trick?” :

“It was a dirty trick,” said Talbot quietly—the kind
of trick I might have expected from you !”

Crooke laughed. .

“T had to be sure, and a chap needn’t be too particular
in dealing with the criminal classes,” he said. “I wrote
that letter, and gave it to Toby to put on your study
table.” i

“T knew it must have come from you—afterwards.”

“But not in time?”’ grinned Crooke. “It was a good
dodge—what? I waited in the passage to watch for you.
If Corporal Brown in the hospital was really John
Rivers, I knew that letter would bring you out at top
speed, to rush to the sanatorium to see Miss Pinch.” He
chuckled. “And it did. You fell into the trap like a
rabbit. YWhere were your wits, Toff—the wits you used
to use against the police wheun -you were the prince of
cracksmen? You must be losing them. You wouldn’t
have been caught like that in the days when you were
the pal of Hookey Walker and the Professor—what?”

“1 did not suspect treachery,” said Talbot.

“1 was the spider and you were the fly,” said Crooke,
with great satisfaction. “You've given me the proof
I needed. If the wounded man wasn’t your old friend, the
Professor, you’d have laughed at the letter. You didn’t
look like laughing when you rushed off to the sanatorium,
Ha, ha! The laugh is for me this time, dear boy!”

And Crooke laughed heartily. .

“ And now——" said Talbot.

#Now I'm going to do my duty!”

“Why don’t you
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“Your duty?”’

“Yen’t it the duty of an honest and law-abiding citizen
to help the police in catching criminals?” grinned Crooke.
“Isn’t your precious friend a criminalr” :

“That is not why you are deing it.”

“Well, to be quite candid, no. I should do it, anyway.
But you know why I'm doing it—specially for you. When
John Rivers is arrested, Colonel Lyndon will have all
the proof he can mneed that you arve still on with.the
old gang—to the extent of sheltering a hunted cracksman
within the school walls. I fancy that will finish you with
my dear uncle—what?”

“Very likely !”

“Oh, it’s not very likely—it’s a dead certainty! I
lknow old Lyndon. Once let him know that you've
deceived him, and he will never forgive you. He’s been
rusty enough with me, because he found me smoking
soon after giving me a lecture on the subject. But let
him know you've -deceived  him—kept on palling with
eriminalg after all your promises of reform—you won't
be troubled with any more avuncular tenderness from the
colonel, I fancy.”

“Y have not deceived him, Crooke.” Talbot was
strangely calm. “Whatever John Rivers has been, he
became an honest and honourable man when he put on the
King’s khaki. Since then he has fought for England—
and almost lost his life. Tt is very doubtful whether he
will ever really recover his strength. Crooke, that man
bas faced the Germans, he’s had their bayonets in his
body, he’s on a sick bed now. You won’t hurt him? ”

“Won't I?” grinned Crooke. “Inspector Skeat will
come back with me from Rylcombe. Johu Rivers will
leave St. Jim’s in the prison-van!”

“ Remember,” said Talbot, and his voice trembled—
“remember, he’s a soldier now, Crooke! Remember what
the soldiers are doing for us!”

Crooke shrugged his shoulders.

“And his daughter,” said Talbot.,
hreak her heart, Crooke.

“ Nothing.”

“Then why—"

Crooke yawned.

“T'm afraid I haven’t much time to waste over a
cracksman’s daughter,” he said. “ What do other cracks-
men’s daughters do when their fathers are nabbed? Let
lier do the same!”

Talbot’s hands clenched convulsively.

“Crooke, I am trying to be patient—to make an appeal
to your better nature. You can’t be all bad 2

“Thanks !

“Will you keep that secret, Crooke? You can ask me
anything you like in return—anything I can do.”

“Let you off, when I've got you under my thumb!”
smiled Crooke. “Likely, isn’t it? My uncle 1s going to
kinow you exactly as you are. I've got an old score

“You know it will
What has she done to you?”

against you, Talbot; and I tell you plainly that, apart -

from ruining you with my uncle, I wouldn’t let you ofi—
I'd make you suffer for all you've done!”

Palbot’s lips closed hard. He had known that an appeal
would be useless; yet he had made it. It had failed. as he
knew it must fail. Words could not move to pity the
mecking blackguard before him.

. “ And now we’ve had this pleasant little talk, dear bhoy,
get away from that door,” said Crooke, smiling; “I'm
i rvather a hurry.” '

Talbot did not move,

“You ave going to betray John Rivers?”

“Not at all! T'm going to give him up to justice!”

“Take carve, Crooke! The Head knows who he iz, and
has sheltered him here. Myr. Railton knows, and has
befriended him—he fought by Railton’s side in Flanders,
hefore our Housemaster was wounded. What do you
think they will say, if you do this?”

“They ean say what they like. I know they won't dare
to admit in public that they knew they were harbouring
a eriminal.”

“Then you are determined?”

“Quite !”

“ Nothing I can say will move vou?”

“ Nothing,” said Crooke. “Come, I'm tired of this!
Let me pass!”

“T shall not let you pass!” said Talbot, in low, distinct

teres. “What to do, I don’t know at present—unless
{1 ’
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Heaven helps me to defeat your villainy. Bub you shall
not pass—you chall not go to Inspector Skeat.”

Crooke stared at him.

“ Do you think you can keep me here?”” e demanded.

“I shall keep you here!”

“Are you mad?’ exclaimed Crooke, in anger and amaze-
ment. “Keep me here, Ly gad! Let me pass, you
fool !”

“Stand where you are!”

“You fool, I'm going!”

Crooke made a rush at the door, seeking to shove Talbob
aside. Talbot did not hesitate. His right fist shot out
straight from the shoulder, and the cad of the Shell rolled
heels over head along the floor of the dormitory. The
yell he gave as he went down could have been heard at
the end of the passage outside. And as he lay gasping
on the floor, the Toftf stood over him, a deadly blaze in
his eyes.

“ Keep where you are, Crooke! If you get up, I shall
knock you down again!”

Crooke glared up at him with a look of hate. But he
did not rise,

CHAPTER 12,
Held by the Epemy!

& W ALLO!?
H Tom Merry opened the door of the Shell

dormitory, and looked in.
“You here, Talbot?”

“Yeg. Close the door, Tom!”

“What—what the merry thunder—

The captain of the Shell stared in amazement at the
sprawling Crooke.

“(lose the door!” .

Tom shut the door, in wonder. Then he came towards
the two.

“What’s the row?” he asked.

“Will you help me?”’ panted Crooke. “That criminal
is keeping me here—to keep another eriminal from heing
handed over to the police.”

Tom Merry started. His eyes hurriedly sought Talbot’s
face.

Talbot nodded.

“It’s true, Tom. Crooke’s found out!”

“Found outf” echoed Tom Merry, in utter dismay.

“Yes, by spying and treachery.”

“QOh, the cad—the rotter!”

“So you're in it, too!” said Crooke venomously. “You,
too, Tom Merry—you help your precious pal to shelter
cracksmen: 2 -

“Hold your tongue!” said Tom fiercely.

“Oh, I'll hold my tongue!” sncered Crooke. “I’ll hold
it so long as I'm kept here by force. How long do you
think you can keep me here, you fool? Any of the fellows
may come in any minute.”

“I—L came up for you, Talbot,” said.Tom. “Tea’s
ready. Grundy said you'd come up here to speak to !
Crooke, so I ecame. I—I say, this is an awful fix! That
dirty scoundrel can’t be made to hold his tongue, old
chap.”

Tla.lbot pressed his hand to his throbbing brow,

What could be done?

John Rivers’ secret was out of his keeping now. Crooke
kuew, and how long could Crooke be kept from imparting
his knowledge to the police? Talbot was trying to gain
time while he thought the situation out—he conld not
keep Crooke a prisoner in the dormitory for long. He
must think out a plan—but what plan? For the first time
in his chequered life, the Toft felt himself beaten—at the
end of his tether. |

Tn the old days, dangers and difficultles had been his
daily lot, and he had never been found wanting. Always
his cool, elear brain, his courageous hzart, had saved
him. For the first time, he was utterly at a loss. For
it was not his own danger; it was dangrer to another—
to a helpless man, stretched upon a sick bed by wounds
received in hattle—a man who could nof stir a hand to
save himself. It was danger to Marie—danger of black
shame and disgrace—and of losing her father, when he
needed all her care. At St. Jim’s, in his daughter’s
tender care, John Rivers would recover. Would he
recover in the grim surroundings of a prison?. His very,
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life, perhaps, as well as his liberty, was at stake! The
life the German bayonets had spared was to be lost, to
gratify the mean hatred of an unscrupulous blackguard.

The misery of the Toff’s pale face brought a lump to
Tom Merry’s throat. It brought a mocking smile to the

. face of the fellow sprawling on the floor. Crooke was
content to wait. Talbot was only prolonging the
anguish. Crooke could not be kept there for ever, and
as soon as he was free he would strike his blow.

“Talbot, old fellow——"

The Toff turned an almost wild look upon his chum.

“Tom, what can I do? He must be saved! Tom, you
know he’s made up for all he did in the past—yon know
it will break Marie’s heart if he is taken! Tom, how
can I save him?”

The captain of the Shell was silent. What could he
say? What advice could he give? The Toff paced to and
fro, his brows knitted, his hands clenched. Crooke
regarded him with a gloating grin. His hatred was being
fed fat in those moments.

“The—the Head !” muttered Tom, at last.

Talbot made a despairing gesture.

“What can the Head do? He cannot deny that the man
is John Rivers, if Inspector Skeat comes for him.”

“ After what he’s done, Talbot——"

“ After what he’s doune, he will be dragged away to
prison like a felon,” said Talbot bitterly. “Tt may
lighten his sentence, perhaps—if he lives to hear his
sentence! But it will kill him, Tom!”

“How long is this going on,” said Crooke.

“Hold your tongue!” said Tom, so savagely that Crooke
shrunk away, and was silent. But his eyes glittered like
a snake’s. His time was coming!

A sudden flash came into Tom Merry’s eyes.

“Talbot, your uncle!”

Talbot stopped in his hurried pacing.

“My uncle, Tom? What about my uncle?”

“Colonel Lyndon,” exclaimed Tom exeitedly; “he is the
commanding officer of the regiment! He’s at Abbots-
ford now, training the Sixth Battalion. Talbot, he could
save Marie’s father if he would! They would listen to
him. Talbot, he could speak for the corporal, and save
him, if he chose!”

Talbot groancd.

“You don’t know my uncle,” he said. “He would only
think of the disgrace to the regiment; he would be as
hard as iron. He would ounly be sorry that he could not
have the man shot for degrading the colours of the
Loamshires, as he would regard it.”

Tom’s face fell.

“Go to the colonel!” grinned Crooke. “Go and tell
Lim you want to save one of your cld criminal pals—oh,
do! It will save me the trouble of telling him the story.
Go and play my game for me. Ha, ha, ha!” Crooke
chuckled gleefully.  “Go te him, by all means;
save me the trouble of proving the story, if you confess
it with your own mouth. Do go!”

Talbot threw himself upon the nearest bed. He leaned
his chin in his hand. His brow knitted, trying to think
it out. Go to the colonel; tell him all. That was
Crooke’s game—to tell the colonel all! He would be play-
ing Crooke’s hand for him! But was there a chance?

Would the colonel believe in the reform of John Rivers?
Would he not rather believe that Talbot was on the old
footing with the cracksman? That was what Crooke was
certain of, and Crocke knew his uncle well.

But was there a chance—a slim, faint chance? ‘If he
ruined himself, it did not matter, so long as he saved
Marie’s father. Let the colonel cast him off—come what
would, if he could only save the sick soldier who lay help-
less at the mercy of the enemies his earlier errors had
made for him.

Crooke watched him, grinning. He asked nothing
better than that Talbot should go to the colonel with the
story. From Crooke the colonel would demand rigid
proofs, and Crooke, judging Talbot by himself, fully
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expected that he would lie and shuffle, to keep his chanece
of the colonel’s inheritance. The cunning hound, as
Crooke said to himself, might possibly wriggle out of the
net after all. But if, in this hour of excitement and
anxiety, he made that false step, nothing could save him
after that!

Talbot rose to his feet at Jast. >

“Tom, I’'ll try it. The colonel could save John Rivers,
if h® would, and he alone could save him. He must know
that the corporal was a good soldier while he was in the
regiment. There’s a bare chanee. I’ll try it.”

“And if it fails?”

“Then Crooke will have the satisfaction of having
ruined me with my uncle,” said Talbot quietly. “That
matters nothing. It’s the only chance of saving John
Rivers. I'm going to the camp, Tom. Will you =

He paused.

“Anything !*

“Keep that hound from betraying the corporal while I
am gone.”

“Rely on me,” said Tom Merry grimly. “Crooke,
you're coming to my study with me. You're going to
stay there till Talbot comes back.”

“I'm not! I—-"

“ Malke any objecticn—say a word to any of the fellows
—and I'll smash you!” said Tom, between his teeth. “If
necessary, we'll gag you and tie you to the study table,
and keep the door locked. Don’t trifle with us, Crooke;
we're not in a humour for it, you know. Talbot, ask
Lowther and Manners to com¢ here when you go down.”

“Right !

Talbot left the dormitory. Crooke rose sullenly to his
feet. Tom Merry watched him, his hands clenched. He
was, as he had said, in no mood to be trifled with. He
was ready to knock the cad of the Shell spinning at a
word. Crooke knew it, and he did not make a move-
ment towards the door. Five minutes later, Lowther and
Manners entered the dormitory. Their faces were grim.

“Talbet’s told us,” said Lowther quietly. “We're
going to look after Crooke. Take his other arm, Tom.”

Crooke ground his teeth as Tom Merry took one of his
arms, and Lowther the cther. He was marched out of
the dormitory, and Manners followed. The four Shell
fellows went dowun, and stopped at Tom Merry’s study.
Crooke looked wildly along the passage.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was there, chatting with
Blake at the corner. Crooke gave a sudden shout:

“Help me, you fellows—oh !’

Crash! Crooke went headlong into the study. He
crashed on the table, and rolled to the floor. The Terrible
Three followed him in. Arthur Augustus’s eyeglass
gleamed in at the deorway.

“Bai Jove, that’s a wathah cuwious way of bwingin’ a
fwiend to tea!” he remarked.

“Help me!” panted Crooke. “They're keeping me here
so that—— Grooogh !”

Gerald Crooke’s remarks came to a sudden terminaticn,
as Monty Lowther jammed a cushion over his mouth.

“I wefuse to help you, Cwooke. I decline to help a
wottah who had unttahed dewogatowy wemarks concernin’
his Majesty’s Army.”

“ Gerrrooogh !I”

“Crocke’s planning to play a dirty trick, and we’re
stopping him,” Tom Merry explained. “He’s going to be
our guest for a bit, that’s all!”

“I should wegard his pwesence as wathah con-
taminatin’ to a wespectable studay, deah boy. I
wecommend you to have the place disinfected when you
kick him out.” .

And Arthur Augustus sauntered gracefully away,
leaving the hapless Crooke in the hands of the Philistines,
Tom Merry locked the door.

CHAPTER 13.
The Last Chance!
ALBOT was already outside the scheol walls.

E The winter dusk was closing in as the Shell
fellow wheeled his bicycle out of the gates. He
mounted in the muddy road, and started. It was

a long and hard ride to Abbotsford Camp, and he could
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not be back for calling-over.
glight matter to him now.

He rode hard through the thickening dusk.

Only one halt he made, to light his lamps as the dark-
ness closed in. By deep muddy lanes, by slushy road, by
steep acclivities and headlong slopes, the cyclist pedalled
on, the pedals flying round under the powerful drives of
his feet. He was unconscious of fatigue.

He was riding to save a soldier of the King—riding for
the bare, last chance of saving him—a chance so slight
that he sickened as he thought how slight it was. In the
building that had disappeared behind him, Marie was
watching by her father’s sick-bed, never doubting. He
had never told Marie his fears and doubts—it was useless
to trouble her with them. TUntil the blow fell, she would
know nothing ; it was more merciful.

But, unless he could avert it, the blow could not much
longer®be delayed. Crooke was silent for the time; on

But calling-over was a

the morrow, at the latest, he would speak. But this grim’

winter night Talbot would know his fate.

Harder and harder he rode, through splashing mud—
through the rain that was iightly falling. He was wet.
The rain ran from him, but he did not notice it. The
wind was wild—it cut him like a bitter lash—but he did
not heed it. Harder and harder, till the town of
Abbotsford rose in the distance, a few faint glimmers of
light indicating whers it lay. Then at last Talbot
slackened down.

The khaki camp lay on the heath outside the town.
Talbot knew the way well; he had visited the place more
than once to see the matches between the soldier teams
and local clubs. His bicycle bumped heavily over the
vutty road, thick with mud. A sudden shout rang from
the darkness:

“Halt!”

The junior jumped, off his machine. There was a
glimmer of khaki, the glimmeér of a rifle, in the winter
night. Had he not stopped, a bullet would have sung
by him.

“Who goes there:”

“I am Colonel Lyndon’s nephew, and I am going to the
camp,” said Talbot. :

The sentry advanced, and peered at him in the gloom.
It was easy to see that Talbot was a schoolboy, and his
frank, handsome face was reassuring.

“Nobody’s allowed in after dark without a pass, sir.”

Talbot panted.

“I must see my uncle. A man’s life depends on it—the
life of a wounded soldier. Pass me in!”

“I can’t leave this ere spot,” said the man in khaki.
“But wait a tick.”

He called out into the darkness. There was a tramp of
feet, and a couple of men appeared from the night. They
blinked curiously at Talbot in the light of the sentry’s
lantern. s

“This young gentleman says he is the colonel’s nephew,
and it’s a matter of life or death,” Talbot heard the
sentry mutter. “Take him in, Bill.”

“This way, sir | said Bill.

Talbot followed the soldier, wheeling his machine.

In a few minutes they reached the gate of the camp,
where another sentry challenged, but “Bill” passed
Talbot in. The junior left his bicycle there, and followed
his guide through the maze of winter huts. He was taken
to the officers’ quarters, where Bill handed him over to a
stout sergeant-major. »

“The colonel’s busy now, sir,” he said, respectfully
enough, “but if you like to wait here, I'll take your name
in to him.”

“Thank you. My name is Talbot. I
Lyndon’s nephew.”

“Wait; then.”

Several officers came out of the colonel’s quarters, and
passed the junior, as he stood in the rainy night,
breathing deep after his hard ride. He was not sorry
for a chance to pull himself together before he faced the
colonel. The closer the interview came, the more terrible
it seemed to him. Now that he was there, he realised
more clearly than ever that he had come upon a wild-
goose chase—that the appeal he had come to make would
fall upon deaf ears.

But it was too late te turm back; neither would he

am Colonel
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kave done so with a single ckance untried. A wounded
soldier’s life and liberty, and his girl chum’s happiness,
depended upon his success.

The sergeant-major eyed him curiously while he waited.
At last he went in, and Talbot heard a voice:

“Show him in, sergeant-major !’

It was his uncle’s voice.

The sergeant-major reappeared, and made Talbot a
sign. The boy followed him in. Colonel Lyndon was
alone in the gaunt, plainly-furnished room, seated at a
deal desk. The sergeant-major retired. Talbot of the
Shell was alone with his uncle. Harder, grimmer, colder,
the colonel’s face looked; the hard campaign in Flanders
had told upon him; his moustache seemed greyer, the
hair looked thinner upon his temples. That he had a
deep affection for his nephew Talbot knew; but his bronze
face expressed only surprise at the sight of him. With
the grim old martinet military duty came first and fores
most. It was no place for a schoolboy, and the colonel’s
expression was a silent rebuke.

“What does this mean, Talbot? "Why are you here?”

“ Uncle, there’s a soldier in your regiment lying ill
at the school >
‘At the school?” The colonel raised his eyebrows.

“He was taken in by the Head, to be nursed well—"
“That was kind of Dr. Holmes. But why—"

“I must tell you about it, uncle. He was wounded,
badly, in the fichting over there; he will recover, but
now he cannot move. I must tell you who he is. It—if
is a man I knew when—when "—Talbot’s voice
faltered—* when I was called the Toffi—when I was what
he was.”

“You know that I do not like to hear you speak of
that time, boy!” 3

“f know it; but I must! This man—his name is John
Rivers =

The colonel started.

“John Rivers?” he repeated. “You need tell me no
more! I know the name—I have heard it from Dr.
Holmes. John Rivers is the man who was the moving
spirit in the rascally gang who once held you in their
clutches !” .

“Yes. But H .

“ After you had thrown it up, he sought by every means
to draw you back into crime, even to the extent of kid-
napping you 5

“Yes. But I—”

“And you tell me that this man, this scoundrel, has
joined my regiment !’ the colonel exclaimed incredulously.

“Yes, and has served in Flanders 5 »

“The hound!” Colonel Lyndon rose to his feet, his
brow as black as night.. “He has had the audacity to.
put on the khaki—a cracksman, a thief, a scoundrel!
By gad, he shall answer for his insolence! You say he
is at the school?” :

“Yes,” faltered Talbot.

“He will not remain there long!” said the colonel
grimly. “A corporal’s squad will relieve St. Jim’s of
him before two hours have passed!”

“Unele I” !

“You have not come to me to speak in his favour?
That is impossible !”

“He reformed when he enlisted

“Tush, tush!”

“ He has been a good soldier—— ;

“You cannot have seen him while he was a soldier!
Not another word !” thundered the colonel. *“Take care,
my boy! You are asking mercy for this scoundrel, who
has been your evil genius! Take cares what you make
me suspect !

Talbot smiled bitterly.

“I am risking that!” he said. “I knew that! Bub
if you cannot trust me, uncle, you need never look upon
me again. But—but you can save that wretched man!
You can save his daughter from a broken heart——"

“Tugh, tush !” The colenel gnawed his grey moustache.
“ A thief who has skulked into khaki to escape the
police! Reformed—pah! Talbot, T do indeed trust you,
and I will believe that you believe him; but I am net
likely to be influenced by a foolish schoolboy’s nonsense!
This man has put on the uniforimn of the Loamshire
Regiment—my regiment—John Rivers, the cracksman!
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By gad, he shall pay for his insolence! He shall pay
for 1t dearly! Not a word! I shall send a qquad ‘co
the school to seize him, and hand him over to the police!
““Uncle: e :
“And if you speak another word for him, begad, I
shall think you are hand-in-glove with the scoundrel!”
thundered the colonel.
Talbot’s eyes flashed.

said.

“Think what you like, Colonel Lyandon?! h
“Wlut he was; I was, and I w111 stand by hun
“Silence !” fumed the colonel. “That is enough! What
name did this scoundrel go by in my rﬂlmen” He did
not go by his own, I know that!”
“Corporal Brown,” said Talbot dully. “TUncle, he

must have been a good soldier, they gave him the
D.C.M. !’

"(omeml Brown?”.

S

“Good gad!”

Talbot oazed in astonishment at the colonel’s grim face.
The grimmness was gone now. There was wonder and
amazement in it. :

“Youe~m¢t had mnoticed him,
aﬁked als hedlt beating wildly.

then, uncle?” Talbot
Was there a chance?

Corl)m. Sebrs Brown?”

% Yag.”

“Good gad! Talbot, I wrote you a letter from
Flanders. I told you how the German b ayonets were

at my breast as I lay in the mirve, and a man in my
r(\frlmcnt sprang between, and received the bayonets that
werea meant for me! Talbot, that man has been recom-
mented for the Vietoria Cross, and that man was
Corporal Brown!”

“Oh!” gasped TJLJot, almost reeling with the floed of
relief. On unele, it was John Rivers who saved your
Ilm-——’ #

“John Rwers, by gad! That man! But he was the
best soldier in my 1e<‘1ment~the best non-com—and M
have recommended him for a commission if he recovers I”
the colonel exclaimed. “Talbot, you are dreaming;
is not the same man.” ;

“It is the same man, uncte.”

The colounel tugged at his grey moustache.

“I must seo him, Talbot. I must see with my own eyes.
But if that man is Corporal Brown, he has earned his
pardon, whatever he has done—and his pardon he shall
have, by gad. They will listen to me—you can depend
on that.” The colonel’s eyes twinkled. “ Inspector Skeat
cannot be allowed to take away the first V.C. the Loam-
shire Regiment has earned in the war. But—but—is this
known to anyone but youlaelt Talbot®”

“Crooke l\nowq and he is going to the police—" fal-
tered Talbot. “My friends are—are keeping him in their
study now——"

“By gad!”

£ But he VVIH speak

it

Uncle, if you can save him—if

© “I can save him, and I will save him,” said Colonel
Lyndon. “I owe him that, I think. -I shall return to
the school with you—and we shall see whether my other
nephew will let his tongue wag when I command him to
keep it still.”

Talbot could not speak; his heart was too full.
sunlight after shadow—light

It was
at last, and his heart was

: too full for w ords.

e

.

CHAPTER 14.
After Darkness, Light.

NOCK!
K “Clear off I called out Tom Merry. “We're
busy !
“Let me in, Tom !”
“Talbot, by Jove!”
Tom \Ierry sprang up and opened the door. A tall

figure in khaki stood in the passage with Talbot of the
Shell.
“Colonel Lyndon I exclaimed Tom, in astonishment.
£ \I\ nephew is here, I understand,” said the colonel.
“Ahem-—yes ”
Ter GeM Lisrarv.—No. 415

The colonel strode in. Tom Merry looked at Talbot;
the brightness in his face reassured the captain of the
Shell. Talbot pressed his hand.

“It’s all right,” he whispered.

“Good egg!”

.Crooke rose as he saw his uncle. For hours he had sat
in the study armchair waiting. It was nearly bed-time
now. But his long 1mpu<onment in the study was to
be paid for now—or so he thought.

“Uncle! Has Talbot told you——-"

“Talbot has told me everything, Gerald. It appears
that you have discovered that Corporal Brown, who lies
sick here, was once called John Rivers, the eracksman?”

“Yes, uncle.” Crocke’s eyes glittered. I should have
already denounced him to th'e police, but Talbot made
these rotters keep me here

.“When I tell you, Gerald, that Colpoml Brownssaved
my life, and nearly lost his own in doing so, and that he
is lying wounded and helpless in my placc, you will doubt-
Iesx understand the propriety of keeping your discovery
to yourself,” said the colonel grimly.

Crooke staggered.

Monty Lowther gave a little chirrup of glee, and then
coloured as he caught the colonel’s steely eye.

“Ahem !” he murmured.

“Unecle,” almost shouted Crooke,
mistaken. That man——"

“That man saved my life, Gerald. and that man is
my friend,” said Colonel Lyndon. “That man will be
given a free pardon for all his offences, as soon as I can
get the case stated in the proper quarter. That man will
be a lientenant, and will wear the Victoria Cross. You
will hold your tongue, Gerald, until your speaking can
do him no harm—or you will answer for it to me.”

Colonel Lyndon strode from the study. Crooke stood
dumb. His house of cards had tumbled down about his
ears with a vengeance. He gave Talbot one look of
deadly bitterness and slunk from the study.

Ten minutes later the colonel stood by the bedside of
Corporal Brown—Miss Marie looking on with startled
eyes. The wounded man raised his hand to the salute.
But the colonel grasped the thin, worn hand.

“I have come to see you, corperal,” he said. “I have
good news for you. Your real name and history have be-
come known to me

Marie gave a cry.

“And I am going to work for your pardon, and I answer
for it that it will be granted. You have been recom-
mended for a commission and a V.C., and you will get’
both. Hurry up and get well, my man, we want you back
in the Loamshires.”

“Heaven bless you. sir!” faltered John Rivers.

And Marie, her eyes full of tears, took the colonel’s ..
rough brewn hand and pressed it to her lips.
h“t’Ie is my father!” she said. “Heaven bless you for
this |7 :

And when the colonel was gone, Marie sank by the
bedside, and breathed a deep prayer of thankfulness to
the Giver of all good.  John Rivers looked at his
daughter with shining eyes.

“I shall get well now, my girl,” he whispered. I shall
get well—after this—and fight the Germans again, please
Heaven !”

And John Rivers did get well, though he got well as
Lieutenant Brown—the old name with the past was dead.
And before he was well his pardon had been granted—
a pardon he had well earned. The shadow of the past
had lifted from his life, as it had lifted froin Talbot’s,
and he could look any man in the face without feax.
And before he left St. Jim’s to return to Kitchener’s
Army there was a tremendous celebration in Tom Merry’s
study, to which came Marie and her father, and Study
No. 6, and Talbot of the Shell; and the guest of honour
was the man who had once been kunown as the Professor,
and who had won pardon and honour, facing his conntry’s
foes In the King’s Khaki

THE END.

“Right as 1‘ain Pz

“it—you must be

(Next Wernesday’s grand, iong complete story of
the Chums of St. Jim’s is entitled ‘* TROUBLE FOR
TRIMBLE!" by WMartin Cliiford,)
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1 \ Chum,

The Previous Instalments told how—

ETHEL CLEVELAND, a pretty English girl, and cousin
to ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY, the swell of St. Jim’s,
goes to St. Freda’s to continue her education.

On the first day of her arrival at the school, she is attracted
by the personality of DOLORES PELHAM, a high-spirited
girl of Spanish descent. Subsequently, Ethel saves Dolores
from disgrace, and the two girls become firm friends.

D’Arcy goes to St. Freda’s, and throws a note over the
school wall for his cousin. This is picked up by Enid Craven,
a sneak, who shows it to one of the teachers, Miss Tyrrell.

Miss Tyrrell and Enid then go to the school gate in search
of D’Arcy.

(Now recad. on.)

- sy

Sceing D’Arcy Off,

Miss Tyrrell looked hard at Enid.

“Ft is certainly very wrong and very bold to act in such a
way,” she said. “I hope none of the girls at St. Freda’s do
so. It is almost impossible for me ta believe that Ethel
Cleveland would be guilty of such an act. But I shall
certainly question her.”

“Pway excuse me, Miss Tywwell!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arey had suddenly stepped into view
from behind the laurel-bush, silk topper in hand, with his
very best bow. :

“Oh!” exclaimed Miss Tyrrell. :

“Pway excuse me! I am sowwy if I startled you!” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arey, in his politest tones. ““You see,
doa|h madai, that I felt bound to speak, aftah what you just
said.” :

“What are you doing here?” exclaimed Miss Tyrrell.

“Y came to sec my cousin.”

“Qh, you are Ethel’s cousin?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“You did not mention that, Enid!”

“I—I1 forgot.”

“Very well. But you must know, Master D’Arcy, that
girls here are not allowed to receive visits from their boy
cousins without the special permission of the headmistress!”
exclaimed Miss Tyrrell severely.

“T am extwemely sowwy——-"

“Have you met Ethel?”

- ‘““¥aas, wathah!” :
} “Then I am afraid you have made it necessary to punish
her.”

D’Avey looked dismayed.

“Bai Jove! But I am speakin’ up now so that you will
know that Ethel was not to blame in the mattah, you see.”

Miss Tyrrell suppressed a smile.

“Please come with me to Miss Penfold!” she exclaimed.

“Yaas, wathah! With pleasuah!”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy walked with Miss Tyrrell
up the garden path, and then towards the house.  Miss
Tyrrell preceeded directly to Miss Penfold’s study, and she
fcund both Ethel and Dolores with the Head.

After Enid’s tale-bearing, Ethel had felt that there was
but one thing to be done—to explain the whole matter to
the Headx * : 3
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NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

SToAUBIE EOR TRIMRLE!”

A Magnificent Serial Story dealing with the advens=
tures of Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jimi's and their Girl
Specially published at the earnest request of

readers of the “Gem” Library.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

That she had immediately proceeded to do, and Misd
Penfold listened to the story with considerable amusement.

The absurd devices of Arthur Augustus for the purpose of
providing the girls of St. Freda’s with a dormitory feed
made the Head laugh in spite of herself. She knew part of
the story already, and the rest of it did not make her angry.
She could not help laughing. She could see, of course, that
cvery word Ethel told her was the exact truth—in fact, it
never occurred to Ethel at all that her word might be
doubted; and it seldom does occur to anyone who always
tells the truth. It is that unconscious expectation of being
believed natural to truthful people which gives the ring of
truth to their statements.

Ethel had just finished her explanation when Miss Tyrrell
came in with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The swell of St. Jim’s bowed gracefully to Miss Peunfcld
over his silk hat. ]

“Good-aftahnoon, madam!” he said. *1I twust I see you
vewy well?”

The Head of St. Freda’s smiled.

“You have been acting in a very foolish way, Mastes
D’ Arey!” she said.

“Oh, madam!”

“You have been holding clandestine communication with
a girl of my school 22

D’Arcy started.

“Oh, bai Jove, madam!
cxclaimed.

“That is the correct word!” said Miss Penfold severely.

“Bai Jove!”

“0f eourse, you did not intend anything of the sort——"

“Bai Jove, no!”

“But that is what it amounts to. You werc alsg
encouraging Ethel to distegard and disobey the rules of the
college.” -

“Bai Jove!”

“Now, I don’t kmow what may be your ways of amusing
yourself at St. Jim’s,” said Miss Penfold, “but I object very
strongly to your transferring the scene of your activities to
St. Freda’s!™”

Arthur Augustus was silent.

‘He felt that he had put his foot into it, and his only
anxiety was that Ethel should not get into trouble over the
matter.

“I twust you won’t come down heavy on Ethel, Miss
Penfold,” he said at last. * It was all my doin’, you know,
fwom first to last. Xthel told me I was a silly ass to start
with—or words to that effect!”

“Yes, I am sure it was all your fault,” said Miss Penfold.
“Now, the absurd things you have sent here will all be
handed to the carrier, to be delivered to you at your
school.”

2§15 y

“ And if you ever—ever make such an attempt again to
introduce St. Jim’s customs into St. Freda’s, I shall be very
angry !”

“Ya-a-a-as!”

“ And, that matter being settled——" ;

“You are not goin’ to lick Ethel, then, Miss Penfold?”

The Head laughed. Lo ; a1 ‘
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© “Tthel will not be punished at '111 I am sure thzt the
whole matter I‘Cla been worry cnough to her already.”

“Bai Jove!” .

“That being scttled,” said Miss Penfold, *‘you will kindly
take your de pu*mc, and nes enter St. Freda’s in .'a
surreptitious manner again! If you want to see your cousin

L]

on a half-holiday, you mav come and ask permission in a -
secrecy in young

frank 'md open way. do not like
people.”

“J—I vewy much dls'mp“ cve of secwecy myself, Miss
Penfold. 4 It was all owin’ to the vewy peculiah circs of the
case—

“Txactly. But no more of it, please. Miss Tyrrell, will
you kindly assemble -the girls to seo Master D’Arcy off?”

Miss Tyrrell looked surprised for a moment, and then her
eyes twinkled. She understood what the Head meant.

¢ (lertainly !” she said, and she quitted the room.

“Bai Jove, that is very kind and attentive of you, Miss

Penfold !”
“Good-bye!” said Miss Penfold.
madam {”

¢ Good-bye,

‘Arthur Au"mtns D’Arcy shook hands with Xthel and
Dololes
¢ Good-bye, (\Lah gals!” he murmured. “I'm awfly

But we'll stand you a wippin® one

sowwy aboub that feed!
ain, so it will be all wight!”

when you come to St. Jim's ag
“Good-bye, Arthur!”

The swell of St Jim’s quitted the study. ¥e went down
to the school-house door, and found that Miss Tyirell had
carried out m&t*mtmn:

A double row of smiling girls waited for Arthur Augustus
to pass along to the gatu “And their smiles grew broader
as the swell of St. Jim’s appeared.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus.

He turned pink as he descended the steps.

Wide smiles and soft laughter grected him as he marched
along bétween the double row of girls.

" His face was crimson by the time he reached the end
Corporal Brick let him ‘out at the gatcs, grinnibg br oqdlv
“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Aug lstua, pushing back

his' hat and moppmrr the peispiration Fr rom_his brow as he

stood in the road. “Bai Jove. I wondah if that was a little
'gol\e of Miss Penfold’s? It made a fellow feel an awful
ass!” :

- He glanced back over the wall.

He could see thggcrowd of gitls sull, and he could see that
‘they were all langhing now. His crimson complemon grew
more crimson.

“Bai Jove, it's simply wotten!” he muttcryd
< And Arthur Augustus ‘D’Arcy stepped out in the ducchon

of St. Jxm s. He had seen Cousin Ythel and Dolores among
the girls, and Dolores was laughing. IXthel had tried to
keep a grave face.

95 there won’t be any dorm feed after all, Tthel!” said
Nolores, taking Ithel’s arm, and walking down the garden
with her.

Then Ethel laughed.

“No; we shall lose that great treat,” she replied. “All
the things wﬂl be taken, excepting those Milly Pratt has
already eafen.” She stopped at ‘the seat where Milly sat;
she had not moved for the past hour. ‘“How do you feel
now, Milly?”

Milly smiled a sickly smile.

“7 feel a little—a little stmnﬂc,
course, it wasn't tho tarts.’

Of course not!” said Ethel, laughing.

And she went on, leaving MlH}, Pratt to her meditations.

she murmured.  “Of

The Fateful Letter.

“There’s a letter for you, Ethel,” Dolly Carew remarked,
one morning, a week or two after the visit of Althur
Augustus D’Arcy to St Freda’s.

“Thank you, Dolly

Cousin Ethel took the letter.

A good many of the St. Freda’s girls looked interestedly
on while she opened it. The girls tock a great interest in
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, as a matter of course, and they
wore curious to know if the letter was from 8¢ Jim’s.

Bthel started as she saw the writing.

“It is from my mother!” she exclaimed.

“Qh!” said Dolly.

Ethel did not note the comical disappointment in Dolly’s
tone. She carried the letter away to a quiet corner with
trembling hand. - She wanted to be alone to read it.
heart was beating pamfull"

Tue Gex LIBR&RY —No.

Her

- Fler mother was in bad lwahh abroad.
]]thcl had ‘come to St. Ired: \/Iu
written ‘letters herself for a %o’w time.
mother’s hand was a surprise to Ethel.
Mrs. Cleveland was much better, or——

She opened the letter quickly.

Then her cyes danced as she read it.

It was a brief letter, but full of happy news to Ethel.

That was why
Cleveland had nos
A detter in her
Did it ‘mean thad

“ My dearest Ithel,—You will be glad to know how much
better I am, and that I am home again. I want my own
dear gitl to come to me now. have written to Mis
Penfold, and arrangements will be made for you to returan
home at once. Whether you go back to St. Freda’s will
depend upon the sta*e of my health, but I =hall keep you
with me if I can.’

Ethel’s eyes danced and shone.

“~She kissed the letter, and then ran off to find Dolores.
Dolores was in the garden, and her dusky face lightened up
at Xthel's approach.

She caught sight of the letter in the girl's

“ Good news?’’ she asked.

“Ves, indeed. My mother is well again—and home.”

“I am so glad!”? said Dolores.

“And I am going home to her!” cried Tihel gaily.

Then she paused suddenly, struck by the expression upon
the face of the Spanish girl.

She was glad to go home, to be with her mother again—to
take up her old life as she had lofs it. Bub sho had grown
fond of St. I'reda’s, too; she had grown to love the place,
and the girls thﬂle especially Dolores.

It would not be all pleasure to leave,

“So you are glad to go, Ethel?”
voice.

“1 am glad to zo to my mother again,”

¢ And not sorry to leavo ST

“Of course I am sorry.’

Dolores smiled ironically.

“You, do not look very sorry,”

Ethel’'s face became very grave.

“1'had not thmwht for a momcnt about what T should be
leaving,” she said qmet]v “I was so pleased with the news
about my mother. But I am very, very sorry to'be leaving
you, Dolores! Anu-and 3011 must come and stay with me
tho first holiday

Dolores’ face soﬁcncﬂ. :

“You are right, "Ethel!” she exclaimed.  “And I am
schhh and bitter. © But—but I shall miss you so much !’

fiss Ponfold sent for Tthel to come mto her uudv, and
greeted her very affectionately.

She had a letter on her desk, and Ethel knew why she was
sent for.

“You are leaving St. I‘xc\h;.’ said Miss Penfold. “I
am very sorry, thel. We shall all miss you. If you rcturn
to us we shall ell be glad; in any case, we shall always
remember you with affection. And you will have the know-
ledge, Ethel, that durmg your stav Lere you havo done good
to at least one person.’

hand.

after all.
said Dolores, in a low

said Tithel slowly.

she said.

‘Tt is very kind of you to say s0,”’ murmured ¥thel,

“Not at all! Dolores will ever be indebted to you for
having brought about a complete rveformation in her
character, - And—— Wait' a moment, Ethel! I have given

my permission for a party of St. Jmls boys, including your
cousin, to come over here this evening for the farewell enter-
tainment which will be held in your honour.”

Tithel’s eyes sparkled.

“Thank you so much, Miss Penfold!"” she said brightly;
and then the girl sped away to inform Dolores of the glad
NeWSs.

Au Revoir,

¢ Ethel, deah gal!”

Arthur ‘\umstus D’Arcy grected his fair cousm cffusively
in the old rratuvay of St. Treda’s. Behind him came the
Terrible Three—Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—and
Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn were also among the arrivals.

“1 am so pleasenl o see you all!” said Tithel. “TIt was
very Jolly of Miss Penfold to give you permission to come
over.

“1 helieve we should have taI\en French leave if she
hadn’t,” said Tom Merry, laughing. Am\\ ay, we shouldn’t
have let vou go without saying good-bye.”

“ Wathah x\ot“’ ;

“Come alolm‘ 7 came the brisk voice of Dolores.  Every-
thing’s’ ready !” ;
And a movement was made to the classroom. All the

girls were present without exception, and Miss Penfold her-
self had a seat in the front row.
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At the end of the room platforms had been erected,
" Miss Tyrrell presided at the piano.
* make for an enjoyable evening.

“It'll go off swimmingly,” murmured ’\Ionty Lowther,
“ long as Gussy doesn’t give a tenor solo.”

“}W'c”allv, Lowthabh, you ass, I wegard that statement as
widic

“ Shurrup 1 Whispexed Tom \Icuy

The St. Jim’s juniors were given a row of seats to them-
. gclves,“and Miss Penfold, her staid, strict manner entirely
. .absent, approached them with a smile.
Ay “You will each give a turn?” she mqmred
;. “Oh, crumbs!” groaned Tom Merry. “I can’t sing ab
; the best of times, let alone before a crowd of—ahem—young
o Jadies !”

“Never mind. You shill recite, then,” said Miss Penfold.
-“Surely you can do that, if it’s only ‘Mary Had a Little
. Lamb’?”

o Al right,” mxd Tom.
¢ with somothmg

“ And I shall be vewy pleased to entahtain the audience
with a wollickin’ soldiah’s song,”” said Arthur Augustus.

“Hurrah !” chortled Monty Lowther, “That let’s me off
doing my bit.”

“Why ?” demanded D’Arcy.

‘g0

“TIl try and struggle through

“Because  nobody’ll survive your* song!” explained
Lowther, with a grin.

“You uttah wottah !”

L Peaco my infants!” said Tom Merry. = *The show’s
starting.”

Miss Tyrrell set the ball zolhng with a few lively selections
on the piano. 'Then, amid a burst of clapping, Dolores
Pelham stepped up to give the first song.

Dolores had a splendid voice, full of rare beauty. She
rendered a song of sunny Spain, and was loudly cncored.

Then Kerr, the Scots junior, sent the audience into roars
with his wonderful impersonations. Ie mimicked Mr. Rat-
cliff, the master of the New House at St. Jim’s, in such a
lifelike manner that the girls insisted upon his deing it _all
over again, and even Miss Penfold could scarcely repress her
smiles.

Then Kerr imit-ated Taggles, the crusty old porter, and
Corporal Brick of St. Freda’s. To w ind up his performance,
he rendered “ The Bluebells of Scotland.’

“Tt’s all right for that bounder!” growled Figgins when
he storm of cheering had subsided. ‘“‘Ie could face the
crowned heads of KEurope without turning a hair. I'm
blessed if T could !”

“Where's Fatty?” asked Manners suddenly.”

 him to give us ”_[‘ho Men of Harlech.’ He’s
voice of any of us.’

“(}.ood egg!” said Tom Merry.
Y\ hy, my hat, he’s vanished !

. The TFalstaff of St. Jim’s had discreetly made himself
scarce. In the adjoining class-room a magnificent spread had
been prepared, and Fatty Wynn was not proof against such
tempting viands. Lured on by Milly Pratt, who had once
more recovered her gigantic appetite, the fat junior had

. seized an opportune -moment, and slipped away from his
“chums unobserved.

“Where the thunder is he?” asked Figgins.
hght of understanding came into his eyes.
grub, Pl wager!” he said.

“Milly Pratt is absent also,”
come and rout them out.”

.. They found the feasters going strong. Faity Wynn had
.discovered a kindred spirit-in Milly Prait. Both. were ablo

" to go great guns in the gorging line, and it was a moot point
which could outdo the other.

Tatty Wynn was bolting a huge rabbit- -pie by instalments.
He looked up in alarm at the sudden inv asion.

“‘Fatty, you old porpoise,” said Figgins, ‘“we want you to
give us ‘ The Men of Harlech.>”

“I-I couldn’t in my present famished state, Figgy, old
man.’

“Rats! VYou've stowed away sufficient f01 a fully-fledged
cormorant already. Chuck it, and come along!”

“We'll get
got the best

“Wynn, old man—-

Then the
“Ie’s after the

said Cousin Fthel. *Let’s
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“You, too, Milly,” said Ethel.
positively ill, over-eating like this!”

Fatty Wynn and Milly Pratt exchanged mutual glances of
commiseration, and went back to the concert.

Whether Fatty was famished or not, his voice did not suffer.
He rendered his song in rousing style, and was cheered to
the echo.

Thenceforward the performance \\ent without a hitch.
Gussy gave “The British Grenadiers,” -and Monty Lowther’s
humorous recitation literally brought the house down.

Manners, whose brain had been busy for the past half-hour,
vastly astonished his hearers by giving them an omgmmi
song which centred round the great Gustavus. The first verse
ran as follows:

“You'll make yourself

“He's always dressed in Sunday best,

Complete with shining topper ;

A modest cap, this lofty chap,
Regards as most improper !

Ilis waistcoat, too, is pink and blue,
For spats he’s fairly fussy.

He is the nuttiest of the nuts,
Our own immortal Gussy !

“Weally, Mannahs!” protested the swell of St.
in shrill tones.

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!

The St. Jim’s juniors roared with mcuml(m, and a ripple
of laughter uprose from the girls. Manners didn’t have much
of a voice, but the novelty of his song amply atoned for this
deficiency.

The ‘Shell fellow was loudly applauded; and then the rest
of the juniors, whether willing or not, were compelled to give
a turn. Figgy’s love-ditty—the only onc of the evening—
seemed to be intended soiy ly for the cars of Cousin Ethel,
and that young lady coloured perceptibly as the leader of tho
New IHouse fixed his eyes directly upon her during the
song.

Finally, Tom Merry and Cousin Ethel contributed a duet—
the finest item ‘on a fine plogramme Tom’s voice blended
“}ell with Ethel Cleveland’s, and the audience fairly rose to
them.

Then Miss Tyrrell struck up ““For Auld Lang Syne,” and
the happy throng adjourned to the supper-room, where Fatty
Wynn and his girl rival again got busy.

The entertainment had been a roaring success. There
could be no question about that. Cousin Tthel might pos-
sibly have felt just a little miserable but for the musical
ownlmg, which banished all gloomy thoughts from her young
mine

Even the houndless appetite of Fatty Wynn was satisfied
at last, and then the St. Jim’s juniors bade their girl chums
good-night. It was arranged that D’Arcy and Figgins should
obtain the permission of Dr. Holmes to see Cousin Ethel to
the railway-station on the morrow.

Jim’s,

° . ® . . ° . - 3 °

Next morning, at the appointed time, a smart turn-out
drove into the gateway of St. Freda’s, and whisked up the
drive and stopped before the School House door.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and Figgins descended,
hand, to greet Cousin Ethel.

Dolores stood on the step watching them. The Spanish
girl’s heart seemed to be in her eyes. In spite of all the
cfforts of her pride, two big tears wetted her black eyelashes.

“ Adios, Ethel mia !”

“Good- byo Dolores—dear Dolores !

“Bai Jove! Say au wevoir, but not good-bye, you know
said Arthur Augustus.

And the sweet voice floated back to the hearing of Dolores,
standing on tho school steps:

¢ Au revoir !

hat in
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BHE END.
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HARDLY INFALLIBLE.

< Apithmetic is the science of truth,” said the professor
earnestly. “ Figures can’t lie. For instance, if one man can
build a house in twelve days, twelve men can build it in
one.”

“Ves,”? interrupied -a quick-brained student. ‘ Then 288
mmen will build it in an hour, 17,280 in one minute, and
1,036,800 in one second.” And I don’t believe they could lay
one brick in the time!” ’

While the professor was still gasping, the smart ready:
rockoner went on: : £

*“ Again, if one ship can cross the Atlantic in six days, six
ships can cross it in one day. I don’t believe that, either.
So where's the truth in arithmetic?”’—Sent in by H. Purs-
glove, Kirkby-in-Ashfield, Notts.

THE ¢ SILENCERS.”
They gave him a whistle and drum,
Two big tin tops that buzz and hum,
A ninepin set, some squeaking toys; .
Then said,  Now, Tom, don’t make a noise 122
- Sent in by Sidney Robins, Birmingham.
THE “COAT” AND THE MAN,

They had just wished their last guest ¢ (Good-night 1" at
the door, and had returned to the drawing-room to talk over
the success of the evening, and to consider whether their
now-formed fricnds of rank and wealth had been duly
impressed. § o :

Muys. Gotrichquick: “Don’t you think, *Enery, that now
we are in the ‘smart set’ wo should have a coat-of-arms?
Lady Moneybags has, you know.” : el

Mr. @.: “Yes, my dear. I'll see my tailor about it to-
morrow. —Sent in by W. L. Goode, Desborough.

EASILY EXPLAINED. S5

{t was-the day for kit.inspection in a certain infantry
-ompany. 3
i >I‘]}rxdtte}r)fion!" came the command of Sergeant Bluff; and
the fiery Lieutenant Blobbs, whom everybody d]:}‘ﬂdt}d, .heg:}n
the examination. He had an unhappy knack of bmp,:,rmg to
licht any article that the owner particularly wished to
conceal. z ;

The first three kits were passed as Leing satisfactory; but
the fourth belonged to Privato Micky Dooley, and the
1rishman shuddered as tho lieutenant commenced to unroll

a shirt he had been careful to & = B, ‘-n--n---n--u‘p-u-_“u-u_n-n.“-_---_

As the “GEM?” Storyeite Competition has$
proved so popular, it has been decided to run
this novel feature in conjunction with our
new Companion Paper,

THE BOYS' FRIEND, id,,

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 f
interesting paragraph,

place ai the bottom of his kit.

When the shirt was open the
licutenant found a hole about
four inches long in the front of
it. Turning to Mike, he said
angiily

“Tow dare yvou destroy your
shirt in this manner?”

¢ Please, air,” stammered the
Trishman, *lately the woman
who does my washing for meo
has forgosten to replace any
butions that have happened to
pull off, so I thought I would
remind her of her duty by
stitching a blacking-tin on the
place where a bution was
needed.  And, please, sir, in-
stead of stitching a button on,
she made a hole to fit the black-
ing-tin.”’—8ent in by Stanley 8y
Orford, Waterloo, Liverpool.
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unny joke, or a short,
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Look .out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next .: my mistake,

week’s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND.

T e e T e e e e e e "0 " "a e " " " e "

A CANNY STORY.

At some sports recently held in-a Scottish village an open
hundred yards handicap was one of the principal items on
the programme, and the prize which was to be awarded to
the winner was much coveted by the competitors.

Some “crack ” rugners from Edinburgh entered the event,
and duly put in their appearance for the race.

Whilst dressing for the sprint a local competitor, whe
fooked rather green, vouchsafed the information that the
‘starter invariably fired the pistol the moment he asked the
question, ““Are vou ready?”’ And the cracks determined te
make use of this information.

After the competitors had lined up for the start, the starter -
put the question, ““Are you ready?”’ And off went all the
runners, except the informative local man, who stood his
ground. :

“Come back!” shouted the starter. “I ain’t fired the pistol
vet; and all of you who have stepped off the mark too soon.
will have to forfeit a yard!”

Again the question was put, ““ Ave you ready?” And again
the fdinburgh “cracks 7 fried to anticipate the pistol; but
ihey were detected, and made to suffer another yard penalty.

“You can let her bang this time, faither!” whispered the
local man ito the stavter. - “I guess I can win that clock
noo !” 3

And he did!—Sent in by John Hall, Dunsmore Lodge
Corstophine. " i

A TIMELY WARNING.

Agent: “Tgee you are busy, sir; but T will not take up
much of your time. I want to talk to you a little on the
bnh}cct of life insurance.” J
- Victim: “‘ Do you want o insure a man who may be hanged
in a few months?”’ : =

Agent: “Good heavens! Arve you a murdercr?”

Y ickim “Not yet. But 1 very soon will be if you con-
founded agents keep bothering me when I am ftrying to
work " —Sent in by John ¥Ferth, Sheffield. e

AI}DTNG INSULT TO INJURY.
1t was a railway refreshment-room. The traveller was
hungry aad in a burry.

“Please pass me the potatoes, mister,” he said, addressine
an elegant gentleman who sat next to him. ! i

The person addressed slowly focussed his gold-rimmed
eyeglasses on the speaker, and
then asked in icy tones:

“Do you take me for one of
the waiters?”

The other diners held their
!;mve.s and forks suspended in
the air, expecting the traveller
to shrivel up; but no such
phenomenon took place. He
iust turned znd beckoned to
the nearest waiter.

“Hi! Come here, please!”
he bawled.

“ What is it, sir?)* asked tho
waiter, a3 he hurried forward.

“1 wanted to apologise to
vyou, that is all.  You see, I
took this party for you; but I
hope you won’t be offended at
Now, pass me the
potatocs, please.”—Sent in by
J. W. Richardson, Gillingham,
Kent.
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BEAUTIFUL FHEE PICIURE GIVEN AWAY WITH T0-DAY'S ISSUE OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1°
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GREAT POPULAR TRIUMPH

OF “HAIR-

RILL.”

BEAUTIFUL MISS ELLALINE TERRISS'S STRIiKING ENDORSEMERNT.

Says she owes her lové-iy tresses to this delightful toilet practice, and advises all who
wish to keep young to follow her example.

1,000,000 SPLENDID “FOUR-FOLD” HAIR EEAUTY'GIFTS wa READY TG BE SENT CRATIS TQ ALL READERS

have a soft corner in their heart for Miss Ellaline
Terriss, and her gift- of perpetual youth is one that
many have longed to learn. - Certainly Miss Terriss

N{ILLIONS of British men and women at home and abroad

owes much of her charming appearance to her masses of

abundant hair, always so tastefully and beautifully dressed,
and it is gratifying to find this daintiest of actresses paying
tribute to the value-of ‘“ Harlene
Hair-Drill.”

A _REMARKABLE
HAIR BEAUTY OFFER.

So that readers of this paper
may at once commence to test for
themselves the wonderiul improve-
ment  ‘‘ Harlene  Hair-Drill *°
makes in the hair, Mr. Edwards
has decided to give everyone an
opportunity of following Miss
Terriss’s example by . sending
1,000,000 of his - Four-Fold
‘“ Harlene ~ Hair-Drill’? Qutfits
absolutely Gratis.

We give Miss Ellaline Terriss’s
letter, knowing it will be read with
the greatest interest by those who
desire. to cultivate a - beautiful
appearance.

Coliscum, London, W.C.,
October 27, 1915.
To Messrs. Edwards’ Harlene Co.,
Lamb’s Conduit Street, W.C.
Dear Sirs,—Thank you very
much for sending the ** Harlere’?
so promptly. As yow know, I
always like 1o keep a good
supply with me.
L always apply * Harlene™
night and morning. It s a
delightful exercise I am careful

_THIS IS YOUR FOUR-FOLD GIFT.

rove for souhe]f by accepting one of these 1,000,000

¢ Harlene Hair-Drill * Outfits exactly how quickly you can
regain hair beauty. Send your name and address on this form

.and you will receive :

1. A bottle of ‘“ Harlene,’’ a {rue hquld food for the hair,
which stimulates it to new growth,
building up the very substance of
the hair itself. It is tonie, food,
and dressing in one. ¢

2. A packet of the marvellous
hair and scalp cleansing *‘Cremex’?
Shampoo, which prepares the head
for ‘¢ Hair-Drill.”?

3. A bottle of Uzon Brilliantine
which gives a final touch of beauty
to the hair, and is especially bene-
fieial to those whose sealp isinelined
to be ‘“dry ’ or where powdery
seurf exists.

4. The seeret °° Hair - Drill »?
Manual, giving complete instruc-
tions for earrying out this two-
minute - a - day scientific hair-
growing exercise, :

You can always obtain further
supplies of * Harlene *’ from your
Chemist at Is., 2s. 6d., or- 4s. 6d.
per bottle; ¢ Uzon ”’ Brilliantine
—1s., 2s. 6d.; ‘‘ Cremex” at ls.
per box of seven shampoos (single
packets 2d. each).

If ordered direct from Edwards’
Harlene Co., any article will be
sent post free on remittance.
Carriage ex{ra on foreign orders.

SPECIAL NOTICE.——An inno-
vation that will he much appre-
ciated by travellers, and incident-
ally soldiers and sailors at home
and abroad, is announced by Mr.
Bdwards’ introduction of * Soli-

not 1o forget, and on my dressing-

. dified Harlene.”” For a long time,

table at the theatre, as at howie, .M@llums of people have taken delight in the charm of Miss iR Tesponse to many requests,
“ Harlene” s a consiant com- Ellaline Terriss and her fascinating art. To-day this world- Mr.Edwards has been experiment.-
panion. I alwaystellmy friends famous actress gwes advice which will enable cycuone fo ing in this direction, and has
of “ Harlene,”” “and I think I double their altractiveness and charm. The secret is * Harlene at Ia% produced Edwards’ ** Har-

have made many converts to this Hair-Drill,””  in connection

with

which a Four-fold Gift lene ’ in solid form, so that it can

natural method of growing hair  awaits your acceptance. F'ﬂl in and post form given here.  ™ore conveniently be carried in

and keeping the hair healthy. I

feel inclined to add that every Britisher should use *“ Harlene,” '

for we all want to keep young nowadays, both men and women.
Yours faithfully,-
(Signed) EELALINE TERRISS.

WHAT DO YOU ANSWER TO THESE QUESTIONS 7

If you answer ¢“Yes’” to any of theSx, questions, the
‘s Harlene ” Gift is for you.

1. Do you notice any powdery dust when brushing ?
. Do you notice any split or broken hairs m the comb 2
Is your hair difficult to dress ?
‘Does your hair seem \F’all lank, and lifeless
. Is your hair too dry or foo greasy ? ..
. Do you noties an irritation of the sealp ¢
. Is your hair gradually becoming thinner 2

¢ Harlene Hair-Drill ” very qulckly remedies such conditiont,
As every little drop of ¢ Harlene » penetrates to the hair cell':,
80 all the waste clogguw matter is clegred away and the haiz,
€9 to meah, iz able to breatheo awasz

Say :

:9193[\‘)

o =Tl

one’s portmanteau or equipment

than when in liguid form in a bottle.

In addition to the popular Liquid “* Edwards’ Harlene,” Solidi-
fied ** Harlene,” is now on sale at all chemists in tins at 2s. 9d., or
supplies ‘may be pbtained post free on remittance direct fmm

sk
*

A***}*******

_ Edwards’ Harlene Co., 20-26, Lamb’s Conduit St., London, W.C.

% HARLENE ” HAIR-DRILL GIFT COUPON ***

Fill in and post to
Epwarns’ Harrexe Co., *,
20-26, Laup’s Coxpuir St., Loxnox, W.C. ¥

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your free “Harlene” ¥
Tourfold Hair-Growing .Outfit. I enclose 4d. stamps ¥
for postage to any part - of the world. (Foreign stamps *-
accepted.)
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For Next 'W'edneulay:
“*TROUBLE FOR TRIMBLE!”
By Maﬂin Clifford, -

The title of next week’s magrificent, long, complete school
story is sufficient indication that ‘*Baggy'’ Trimble once
more finds himself “up against it.”’ A series of thefts are
perpetrated at St. Jin's, and black suspicion falls upon no
less honourable a person than Tom Merry. In course of
time, however, just as the skipper of the Shell is practically
expelled, events take a new and startling turn, and serious

“TROUBLE FOR TRIMBLE?”

results. - Next Wednesday’s story is so intensely absorbing
that no Gemite can afford to give it a miss.

A MARRIED READER’S TRIBUTE,
* Only Missed Once!”’

My postbag this week has been of a particularly bright
and cheering order, and not the least important letter hails
from a married reader living at Montreal. I append kis
epistle in full:

: . 232, St. Antoine Street,
““ Montreal, Canada.

* Dear Editor,—You must excuse the liberty I am taking
in writing to you, but I feel T must let you know how highly
the companion papers are esteemed out here, Weo have to
pay a good deal more for the books than our English chums,
but 1 believe they are enjoyed more, on account of the fact
that the mail brings thenl in a bunch, and if you have not
ordered your special batch at five cents. a time, you get left,
as I'ishy says. The ‘ Gem,” the ‘ Magnet,’ the ¢ Boys’ Friend,’
and that penny wonder the ‘Pop,” we have to buy at one
fell swoop, or else wait another eight or ten days for the
next lot. Sometimes two mails come together, and then bang
goes half-a-dollar! But still, the enjoyment is worth a
guinea a box, a la Bob Cherry !

I can think of nothing better, after a heavy day’s work,
than to sit and spend a pleasant hour with our genial chumns
of St. Jim’s and Greyfriars; and I honestly believe that M.
Martin Clifford and Mr. Frank Richards beat Charlie
Chaplin at his own game, for I have repeatedly been sent
into rears over the antics of Grundy and Gussy.

“My wife is also a great enthusiast for the companion
papers, and sometimes, if supper is not ready for me, 1 know
the mail is in and my wife has been busy ith the ¢ Gem,”
which is her favourite. All the stories you publish bear the
same trade mark—manliness. I wish you good luck, sir, and
when my son is old enough, he shall read them, too. I have
a grandfather, seventy-three years of age, who reads your
papers. He lives in Clerkenwell, London.

¢ Wishing you the best of luck, and Malpas & Co. the
worst, I am, sincerely yours, E. J. Dozrax.

“P.S.—I have only missed reading your papers once since
their publication. That was when the mail was lost on one
of our liners a few weeks ago. Not a bad record —what ?”’

I thank Mr. Doran most cordially for his eulogistic letter.
The staunch support of such loyal readers as himself has
worked wonders for the success of this journal, and my very
gest wishes go out to my Montreal friend and his wife and

0.

OURr. - THREE -+ COMPANION -+ PAPER.S!
“THE MAGNE’I’" THE “PENNY |
— LIBRARY — , — POPULAR.—,

CHUCKLES.
— 2% ~ —
FRIDAY . ¢ EVERY SATURDAY.

REPLIES IN BRIEF,

1. H.—Not at all a shameful confession to make! If you
have done your best to get new readers, yow have done all

that anyone can do.
wait and see !

““ Bow.”—Any number of the “Greyfriars Herald" will
tell you who are the editorial staff. The Terrible Three are
the chief members of the staff of “Tom Moerry’s Weekly.”

M. C. (Bow).—Mzr. Clifford has never bound himself down
to make Tom Merry & Co. the central figures of every story,
as you appear to imagine. The Talbot stories are very
popular with a large number of our readers.

““Marion.”—Thanks for your letter. We don't worry
about the backbiters, but they must be put in their places
now and then. The character you name has left 8t. Jim’s.

J. B. W. (Dewsbury).—A bit late certainly, but very
welcome all the same.

A. D. (Durban).—I can assure you that the companion
papers have thousands of keen readers in the Army, and there
is no doubt any numbers you send -will be appreciated.
Thanks for your fine work in getting new readers. I agree
with you that our artist’s illustrations are top-hole. Will
consider competition suggestion.

J. S. (Portman Square).—The difficulty about the intro- -

As for the photograph suggestion— -

‘duction of fresh characters is that the stage is already pretty

well filied.

L. 8. (Claremont, Cape Town).—You will have had the
Christmas Double Number long before you read this.
Goeneral Botha is admired as fully in this country as in South
Africa, I am sure. We all think him a great and loyal man—
an honest enemy once, a true friend now. 5

S. W. D. (Tooting Bec).—Cannot possibly answer  next
1-

week,”’ because next week’s number has already been printed
some time. Many thanks for your help in getting new
readers.

W. G. (Lincoln).—Quite right; very pleased to hear about
what you are doing. A disappointment taken in a sporting
spirit does one good, certainly. Try again with something
shortor, as you suggest.

“ Gemite.—St. Jim’s v. Rylcombe G.S. is sure to come
off again, in some form or other, Hefore long.

“A Loyal Gloucester Reader.”—Oughtn’'t you to have
said, “A moderately loyal Gloucester rveader”? To
threaten a discontinuance of the “P, P.” if the suggested
Tom Merry and Harry Wharton stories appear, does not
seem too loyal. Your notion of stories alternating—St. Jim’s
one week, Greyfriars the next—is not at all a bad one, how-
ever.

¢ Billy.””—I have borne your Ietter without grinning. Ryl-
combe is in Sussex, near St. Jim’s. Most of the boys in the
Fourth and Shell arve about fifteen. Now and then a clever
boy may reach the Fourth before that age, and now and then
a stupid one may stay in one Form or the other beyond it,
of course. Sorry you don’t like Sexton Blake. But most of
the ¢ Penny Pop.” readers seem very well satisfied.

L. M. (flunslet Carr).—For something in the way of in-
structions as to making a cheap dynamo, you might try
Tiobbies, Litd., Aldersgate Street, London, E.C.

“Two Regular Readers” (Glasgow).—Sorry you don’t
altogether like the ““Penny Pop.” *as at present made up;
but most readers do. Suggestions for improvement are
always welcome, and we never mind caundid criticism; but a
certain gentleman, who shall remain nameless, might have a
fit if we passed on your letter to him.

(Continued on poge iii of cover.)
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No. 416,
' REPLIES IN BRIEF—continued.
F. M. (Newton Heath).—You are certainly doing your bit.

We might give the cads more notice, but they don't deserve
anything but a dusting-down once in a way.

“Irish Doreen.”’-—Not the same—merely a coincidence of

name. 2

C. R. (Wembley).—You say I let my critics off much"coo Z

lightly. Perhaps! But, you see, I make all the allowances
I ‘can for their youth and ignorance, and trust they will learn
- beétter some day, -

I, L. R. (Plaistow).—-Sorry I cannot use your story. If
you had got into print with your first attempt, you would
have done rather a remarkable thing. The story is not bad,
but you might have done hefter with a subject you knew
more about.. Never write on both sides of the paper when
submitting contributions. : i

H. L.—TI do not take your letter as an insult, for I feel
sure you mean well. On the other hand, having fully ex-
plained my position, I do not propose to argue the matter
further; and I certainly de think that a private and confi-
dential explanation i§ too much for any of my readers to
expect.

C. K. D. (Maidstone)..— I am much too busy to undertake
the distribution of back numbers to men in the Army. But
the Post Office does this free of charge; or you could find in
these replies names and addresses of men who want them.

“ A Faithful Reader” (Stirling).-~* Under: the new drink
‘Act, how do the blades of St, Jim's manage to get drink at
Wayland 7’ you ask. The answer is, that they don’t.

“ Jay-Dee.” - Poriraits may appear in either the
or ‘““Nagnet.”’ If you get ‘ School and Sport,”” in the
*“Boys’ Friend . Threepenny Library, vou will find the
names of the St. Jim's and Greyfriars footer teams.

C."B. (South Tottenham).—Your verses are very fairfor a
boy of eleven, but they are not good enough to be pripted.

NP, (Walsall).— know the school vou are _going o, 5

and it is a eapital one. Mere is one little bit of advice, since
you ask for it--if you find yourself in a difficulty, think whai
Tom Merrvy or Talbot would do in your place, and do thab.
You will never go far wrong then. Congratulations on your
swimming prizes.

P. G. (Forest Hill).--Thanks ever so much. But I am not
Mr. Clifford, you know, and I don’t write the stories. We
do not acknowledge Storyettes. They come in by. hundreds.
These which get a prize ‘are printed; the rest go into %he
w.p.b. Tt is the only way to deal with a competition like
this. Gore has always had a kind of fondness for Talbot,
but Gore’s reformation is not likely to be lasfing.

“A Loyal Reader” (Wrexham).—Quite a good idea. A
hetter one would be for each boy to buy his own copy, though,
don’t you think? Perhaps your friend at Huddersfield, whom
you met at Rhyl, will see this, and note that you have lost
his address, ‘but would like to hear from him. As a clue to
your identity, I give your initials—“W. F.” No charge! = -

M. E. (Glasgow).—I should suggest that you put the poem
by, and have another look at it in a year or so.
you will .see its weak points then. I won’t be so rude as
Bob Cherry, who would probably say, “Take it out and bury
$i2

W. C. (Ferryhill).—Your letter has gone a long time un-

answered, and meanwhile the  Greyfriars Herald ? has
appeared.— “Tom Merry’s Weekly ” will soon be out, I
hope. ¥You will have seen, too, that Mr. Railton has been
discharged from the Army.

E. M. A (Portsmouth).—Yes,
portrait gallery some day.

H. Y. (Bolton).-—Glad to hear from you, and to know that
vour mother approves of my papers. ;

H. H. (Easton, Bristol).-~Thanks for card. The suggestion
is still being considered. .

M. N. (New Cross).—Sorry to hear of your illness.
you are all right now.

Coalier.—You are a trifle below the average height, but
don’t worry. Gymnastic exercises might help. Specialists—
well, I think not. After all, though, everyhbody cannot he
six foot odd. I have spoken to Mr. Storm about leaving off
his serial instalments at exciting points, and he actually had
the hardihood to tell me that he does it on purpose! What
do vou think of that? .

“A Jarrovian.”—Talbot is certainly one of the hest junior
footballers at St. Jim’s. Tom Merry’s visit to the “slums
don’t happen very often, you know; and they all make part
of the stories.

F. W. (Newport, Mon.).—Perhaps we shall be able %o give
vou another scout yarn hefore long. :

E. H. (South Kensington).—Very pleased to hear from so
loyal a supporter. Your mother is quite right. All hoys wha
eat a lot are not fat; but you must not argue from that that
fat boys don’t cat a 16t. Ask Wynn or Bunter!

E. P. (Fenton).—Thanks! The suggestion has not been
shelved, but the alteration cannot be made just yet.

J. P. J. (Thornton Heath).-~Thanks for suggestions, thouzh
it has taken me a long time to acknowledge them. .Can’t be
helped! i o

we shall have another

Flope

\

eent

Probably .

-yvour handwriting, T
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“A Tom Merryite.”-—You want just the opposite of what
F. P. wants. The difficulty is to please-you both, together
with the many who think like ¥. P., and the many who think
as you do. : i

“Invalid.”—Another of you! Your notion is the same-as
“A Tom Merryite’s ”—leave the “Penny Pop.” as it is. " It
would save quite a lot of trouble if you would all vote the
same way! Hope you are getting better now.

.

“Tipperary Schoolgirl.”—Bunter is at Greyfriars, mnot

St. Jim’s. I don’t quite understand your other query—"Is
Tom Merry still in St. Jim’s?” Perhaps you mean *Tom
Merry’s Weekly *2? :

C. V. R. (Sheffield).— Badges simply cannot be had during
the war, and it would not be quite the thing even to try hard
to get them. You will have seen more about Mr. Carrington
since you wrote. The “Dréadnought ” has ceased publiea-
tion.
he sees this he will probably remember your initials and drop
you a line. : g : N

Private James Small, No. 10098, 1st Cheshire Regiment,
B.E.F., France, would welcome ecither letters or back
nuinl\)ers of the “Gem ” and ‘“Magnet.” Will readers please
note?

C.. R. (Montreal, Canada).—The: ITonourable Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy is Gussy’s full name. He is often called
others, however. ~ You need not fear Tom Merry's dis-
appearance from St. Jim’s.  There are enongh national
calamitics happening without that. Tom Merry is Talbot’s
best chum. About two hundred boys in the School House,
half as many in the New House.

“A Loyal Gemite Heart and Soul.”--Answers cannot
appear in.the “Gem ’* at once, because it is printed some
weeks in advance. Moreover, if we were to answer every
letter in the paper,-there would be room for nothing clse,
and very soon there would be no paper! You make the
mistake of supposing that everybody else is amswered & and
you aro left out; but if you saw the stacks of letfers we have
to deal with you would know better. Please accept my word
that I do nof doubt your loyalty, and that I am sorry youw
should have had to wait so long for a reply.

C. A. (Ilford).—I cannot reply to letters at once, for the
reason stated above. 'Fhe place you name is quite imaginary.

A. J. F. (Douglas, I. of M.).—You are one of the converts,
and evidently a thorough one. It’s never too late for a stitch
in time, as Inky micht say.

J. A, J. (Halifax).—¥ like the sentiment of your verses,
but they are not quite up to publication standard.

‘“A Loyal Ventnor Gemite.”—We cannot get badges while
the war dasts.  Afterwards,” perhaps! A threcpenny Tom
Merry yarn will appear before long. Not much in it between
Tom Merry and Talbot as boxers, ‘but FTom a trifle the best
perhaps. Mr. Railton was invalided out. :

. W. (Edinburgh).—Most of the questions you ask are
replied to in the Special Supplement to the Christmas
Number. The Christian name of Toby, the page, is Toby !

J. F. (Birmingham).—The cost of sending the papers to the
soldiers in Trance depends upon the weight of the pareel.
You will find one address in this week’s Replies.

H: S. (Leyton).—I hope you will not long have to say that'

you haye no friends. Evidently you believe in sticking fo. it,
and I thank you for the efforts you have made. If you havo
not succeeded in getting new readers, you have tried, and
that’s something. S

“ Peg.”—No, Levison is not altogether bad, but I am afraid
theve is no hope’of his complete reformation.

S. 8. (Manchester).-—My ‘advice is to do -as your father
wishes. In years to come you will be far better off as-an
electrical engineer than you would be in an office or ware-
house. And I doubt whether you would like either better.
There is a'lot of hard grind in any calling.

M.  O. R. (Aintree).—Anythiny for the “Greyfriars
I‘I]erald ? should be sent to the address at the head of ths

1a.t.

of Portsmouth’s pride of place (after London) in supporting
the companion papers is not quite coaclusive.  Some people
might say that if Portsmouth newsagents were more entor-

_ prising there would be less difficulty in getting the papers.

But I know that we have a lot of keen and loyal readers your
way.. “Tom Merry's Weekly * will come along very soon, [
hope. "

E. M.—Afraid it is scarcely possible to cut out the slang
completely. If your physical exercises leave you exhausted

you are evidently overdoing the thing. Try half as much.

Sorry, but we have not time here to look throwgh a file for a
particular story vaguely indicated by some incident in it.
“A Very Old Reader.”-—Your suggestion is scarcely work-
able. The “sweethearting ”” business is out of place in school
stories. > :
¢ Bobs > (Newmarket).—Serry your carlier letter was nun-
answered. - Mistakes will happen. It was not on account of
are you. That is quite decent, and

very Casy bo read. Thanks for good wishes. :

(Continued on the nexit page.)

W. H. and R. A: S. (Portsmouth).—Afraid your ‘“proof?"

I don’t know anything about Arthur Paling, but if =

i



- using back numbers is quite all right.

: ]afn. for any .chance ‘of mbthon before Christmas.

e SO

»-and that- is. the main’ thing,

- anyone can be found to give for them.:

£ Ll g
stories’ when your.only complamt is that they are not long
: enough eh? ;

REPLIES IN BRIEF—continued.

. W. (Whitley Bay).—Very glad to know you like the

“(Gem ” so much, We have not often room for short stories.

J. H. (Oldham).—Sorry, but our Correspondence Exchange

_1s closed, and we cannot make exceptions.

V. F. (Almondbury).—Yes, you will get plenty more Talbot

stories; but Talbot Lannot be the central character every
wecek.
R. P.
and white. * Mason is close on cighteen.
- “Photographer * (Charlbury).—Shall be pleased to sec your
local photogmphs. The best spor tsman—but that is not quite
the same as “sporting character,” perhaps, though it means
more—in the Sixth at St. Jim’s is Kildare. Your method of

‘R. Anthony (9, Marchmont Street, London, W.C.) has
Nos.- 201 to "300 of the *Cem,” which he would sell for
~ half-a-crown or-exchange for 12 back numbers ot the “Boys’
Friend ” 3d. Library.

A. H. (Lower Edmonton).—Sce reply to J. . (Oldham).
= A5 H. (Barton, near Northwich).—Glad you' like the
“Gem ”-so much. - “Tom Merry’s Weekly 7 will soon be
out. I hope.

ﬂtmv with'a Boy .S(’out interest before long. -~

“Alan IT.—Towser is undoubtedly a thoroughbred ‘un.
war has only hit us in one way—it has given those remaining
on the staff double work to do, because so many have joinéd
the-Colours. ©

LEER e (C‘athgu\ 011111)

so*much.

-P.“(Nelson). —I'ootball is certainly all 11rrht, and I do not

#hml\ tlmt it- has ‘any tendency to lead a fellow into bad
company. The place you mention is quite imaginary.

“ An’ Admirer of Tom Merry.
about 15, Crooke a fow months older than elthel, ‘and Kildare
bét\\een 17 and 18. -

“Gemite”’—The p!aco you menhon 1;
. Glad to hear you areso keen on'the paper.’

K. H. M. (Clapham).—So you think the
“Greyfriars Herald ? ahoad of all others"
judgment, cvidently. -

N £ (Vaucomu
v's Weekly 2. on sale in Canada when it comes out.

rou nat seen the *“Greyfriars Herald” yet?

“Gom
You haw gocd

e Wa
You are evidently a ‘,erv keen admirer of Tal bot. = .

a5 Aecrington Reader.”—I mnote your suggesuom re btouu
dulmg; with House Tivalty at St Jim’s

ARG (L«umalthen) —Sorry,
The
“Cem 7 is printed some time in advance, you know.
(Oldham).—The amount. that can be got upon
a postcard depends upon the size of the v»utmg, of course.

M. M. (Salisbury).—The “Gem” and “Magnet ” artists
are not the same.

w5 A New Reader ” (South Shields).—If you will send your

name and address we \ull let you have some back numbors

of tho “Gem.”

B (\lexbowug}x
nof Ymk;]mo o
. D. S. (Norwich).—We really have not room for a Stamp
Column. ~ The stories you meuuon will appear in due course.
-1 cgunot:say just when.

Wt TG, D (Jeucv) —Your \\utmg is quite easy to read,
| after all. I cannot pusonal]v
do aunything to make the newsagents sit up and take notice,
but I can assure you that I have plenty to do without that.

. F. D. (Lewisham).—Thanks, old chap! Very glad you like
my p"lpm\ - :

“ Disappointed ”’ (Rhondda Vallov) —The information you
want is not casy to get,.and I have not been able: to find
anything definite.. The value of such things is really what
Try a curiosity shop,

— Mark Linley is from Lancashire,

if there.is one anywhere near you.

T. C. (Birmingham).—Glad to hear 'you have converted
“your mother to a behef in the companion papers. To have
done the school arms in colours would have been ver y costly.

“ A Loyal Reader ” (Bolsover).—But we do get letters from °

vour district, and some of them quite as enthusiastic even as
‘vouu :

: W.—I don’t consider either Grundy or Slumpolo ox-
aggelatod

but. to my mind,
I note your criticisms of the 11115«

They are unusual types,
thoroughly w oll drawn.
’tm’nons in the ¢ Mdgnef .
(Market Drayton). ~-Not much the matier with the

d Do o (Lugh —Quite mght ! The film at your picture
palace showing 4 Boy-Scout in bed reading the “Gem ” was
certainly quite a decent advertisement for us. All the same,
1oadmg in bed in not the best thing to do.

H. H. (Cardiff).—Mayne has pa==od into a higher Férm, ani
is W mlung very hard for exams.

s

(Guer nsev) e (xlCVfllﬂI'n footer coleurs arc blue

. but if you order a paper, 1o doubt” you will get it

W. H. P (Sutton, St. IHelen’s).-4We shall pmbabh have a \’h

'The'

—Pleased to hear you like my papors"

. - as far as I know.
”—Tom Merry and Figginsare

qmte nnagmn Y.

and tho |
and the .. ‘Anmv
Bt ) We: shall hope to have ¢ 'I'om %

{Stephey),—Yes, the- Sholl-comes next to ‘the Fxfth d

but wour letter canic oo -

*THE c‘;EM ERARY. S

D .. S (Tulnell Park). —‘Afuud T can’t publish vour
“poetry 2'—don’t know v.hat the conscquoucu might be!
Glad you are-so keen on the * Gem.”
“ Anti-Malpas 7 (Gillingham).—Thanks for your loval
support. So you think Mr. Frank Richards and Mr. Martin
Clifford are one and the same?  And when do you thmk the

““double ”’ gentleman eats and sleeps?

J. T. (Middleton).—Serry T cannot do what you wish. Our
Correspondence Exchange is closed, and we must not make
exceptions. I hopé you are mo longer feeling so lonely.
Don’t worry about false friends; they are not wi orth it.

“Ilfudnu ”_(Glad to hear you are a supporter of the
“Cem 7 now, though formerly you ran it down. . As for the
pamphlet (‘n(loied 1 really don't think it calls for any
criticism. . It is ]uct the sort of thing which people who like
that sort of thing would like, 1sn’t it?

. A. P..(Bushey): -Badges cannot be got while the war
lasts.  Newsagents are altogether outside my jurizdiction,
Not
2 yet, fhough. because it is not yet

“Tom Merry’s Weekly
niece mays come into some future

out. Herr Schneider’s
story, perhaps.
G. 8. (Lanark).—I have to leave these matiers largely to
Clifford, When a man is writing a story, you see, he
uses the characters which come into the plot; and does not
drag in others just to prove they are still alive. Into some
of the yarns the girl characters could not be brought \nthuut
dlawmg ‘themn in—and that would be no end rude !
 Sussex-by-the-Sea.”—Badges impossible till after the war.

. N."W. (Greenwich).—Sorry ; no photo of Talbot available.

F..0’D (Blarney). —(,oxreﬁpondenu‘ I‘\change (l()s(\d and so
il cannot insert your request.

‘R. B. (Chester).—No Chester boy at Greyfriars or St Jim’s,
So you make loyal Gemites partly by the
Really—really ! Still, a loyal Gemito
won’t inquive too ClL‘\C]’v info

persuasion of the boot.
is quite a useful article, so we
the process of manufacture.~
G. (Brigg).—Glad to hcar the “Gem ” is such a
fax ourite in vour neighbourhood. There is no Remove Form
at St. Jim’s,  Mr. leton has been mmxded out” of tlu,

'G. M. (Liverpool).—Joke not quite good cnough
hear from vou.

8. L.—~You will hear more of Julian some dav

¢ A Loyal Gemite” (Plunistead). ~Clorrespondence Mxchange
closed, so T cannot do as you wish.  Pleased to hear ¢éf your
Gent ngue and also of the new reader you tell me “abont.

“I. 8. (Cranham Hall).—The supplement given “with the
“Gom * * Christmas Number answers your queries.

“Taithful Reader ” (Whitechall, S.W.).—Surely Levison is
onough to the fore? Hammond ‘does not appear_so often, it
i3 trm Do you mean adventure stories 'n~learl of the’ nchm\l

varns? That would never do. Try the “Boys' Friend ™
plpntv of adventure in that. -

M. R. (Huddersfield).—I do not consider it necessary to ins
your letter, but I will deal with the main points hore, apolo-
gising for delay in doing so.  In the first place, if Mr.
Clifford wrote of school life exactly as it is, without exaggera-
tion or embroidery, his stories would 1ne\1tah v be dall, tame,
and flat.  Your second comment is: S Are not all the St
Jim’s boys of a very reforming natuu\”’ Trankly, I don’t
undormand it. Dr. Holmes’ action in r igning “or tln(au-u-
ing to resign because one of his. pupils is expelled by the
Governors seems to me quite 1atxonal Jin a man_ of strong
character, with a hatred -of injustice. .1 don’t know tho
extent of Mr. Clifford’s appetlte I have no reason to -uppo~<\
that he has personal experience in the Fatty Wynn Hne.© But
1 have known men and boys who could and did eat four
times what an average person would, and four w oul ld make
a small family.

F. T. (Winchester).—Sorry for delay in replying. Lr*\wson 3
name is pronounced as spelt: Your Fatty Wynn chum is
certainly ““some ? grower, if he put on three miles or so
round the equator every day. If he has to be helped into his
nether garments in the morning, what happen~ at night, aftes
hc has had several solid meals within tw e;\e hour

“A: Loyal  Gemite, Heart: and Soul.’ »~A1 y letter is
anonvmoub which does not contain the writer’'s name-—not
that it matters. = Sorry yours has remained so long un-
anwoud but work is pressing, and there are only mu,t‘.-
four hours in a day.

“ A British ‘Reader.’ ~Tﬂlbot ‘cannot  hel p  his cousin’s
faults. Some fellows don’t get nicknamed, perhaps because
they have no little absurd points about them. No. I should
not say that Talbot stood higher in Tom Merry’s regard than
his old chums, Manners and Loyvther.

Glad to
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