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My Dear Chums,—

~ It is a great pleasure to me to re-
ceive so many enthusiastic letters from
my readers. All my correspondents say
how salendid are the stories of St. Jim's
which are now appearing in the ““ Gem."”
and the general opinion of most readers
is that the paper has never heen so good
as it is now. This is very good news
indeed. The excellent series of portraits
on the hack of the ““ Gem ” has also
proved very popular, and | know vou all

THE GEM LIBRARY,

look forward eagerly to the next number
of yeur faveurite paper to see which of
the characters- of St. Jim's has been
placed in the position of honour,
may rest assured that a portrait of each
of the boys will appear in due course.
Qur serial, “ The ‘Invisible Hand,” still
ranks high in the opinien of my readers,
and many have expressed the view that it
gets more exeiting . and thrilling with
each succeeding chapter. Next wsek |
have gol another splendid story of Si.
Jim’s fer you, entitled: * His Past
Against Him!' This will undoubtedly
rank as one of the finest varns which has
yeb appeared in the pages of the
“ Gem,” and veu will do well to secure
your copy eof the paper early next week
before vour newsagent is sofd out. Don’t
miss next week's © Gem,” whatever you

Readers:

do! Those of my readers who are on the
look-eut for another interesting paper
should make a point of buying this
week's * Boys” Herald.,” A new story,
entitied, *“ The Lure of Gold,” has just
started, and it is creating.a b;q sensation.
This is a true account of an expedition
into New Guinea, written by one of the
party, and mever before has such an
amazing narrative of adventure appearad
in any beys” paper. * The Lure of
Gold " can only be read in the * Boys’
Herald.”” The Editor of that paper is
alse awarding seme splendid prizes in an
entertaining and simple competlhon
These consist of big money prizes, and

hampers filled with delicieus tuck. Why
don’t you win one? The * Beys
Herald 7’ 'is on sale ewerywhere, ans

costs only 1id.
YOUR EDITOR.
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of St. Jim’s. .

CHAPTER 1.
A Surprise for Wildrake!

8 a0 S

E E Kit Wildrake looked yound.

: The dusk was falling in the

: lane, and Wildrake of the
Yourth sas hurrying his steps to reach
Bt. Jim’s before the gates were locked
for the evening. Taggles, the porter,
like time and tide, waited for no man.

The junior was still a good distance
from the school, when a figure emerged
from a gap in the hedge and called to
him. Wildrake eyed the stranger rather
warily as he stopped. The lane was
lonely at dusk; and the man was not a
prepossessing-looking  individual. His
clothes were almost in rags; a rag of a
hat was squeezed down on untidy hair,
and three or four days’ stubble adorned
his square chin.

SEi :

“ Hallo!” said Wildrake.
you want?”

“ Jest a word with you, sir,” said the
ragged man civilly, as he came out into
the lane. :

“1 guess Pm in rather a humry”
answered the Canadian junior. “Sharp’s
the word.”

“You belong to the school yonder?”

““What do

The ragged man jerked an unclean,
stubby thumb towards the grey tower
that showed over the trees in the
distance. .

“Correet !

“Know a young gent of the name of
Talbot?” :

“* Talbot of the-Shell? Yes.”

“That’s a young gent I want to speak
to,” " said the stranger, peering at
Wildrake’s handsome, sunburnt. face in
the dusk.

-Wildrake looked astonished.

This ragged, stubbly, shiffy-eyed
tramp did not seem a lileely acquaintance
of Talbot of the Shell.

““Well, 1f you want to speak to Talbot,
I suppose you can call at the school,”
said Wildrake.

The man grinned.

“Not in these duds!” he said.
in these ’ere irousis, sir.
lef me in?”

“1 guess not,” assented Wildrake.
“But look here, my man, no gammon ;
you can’t know Talbot of the Shell at
St. Jim’s. What are you getting at?”

“0Oh, I know him, sir; better'n you do,
- p'r'aps,” ‘said the stranger. “He's a
fine young gent, he is, and won't go
hack on an old acquaintance. If you’ll
be so kind, sir, will you give him a
message from me?” -

. Wildrake hesitated.

- It seemed. to him incredible that there
conld  be anything in common between
this scarecrow of a fellow and Talbot of

“Not
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REGINALD TALBOT.

the Shell.- Yet there did not seem much
harm in delivering a message.

““I've 'ung about the school, on and
off, for two days, waiting for a chance
to spealk to him,” went on the ragged
man. ‘“Tell the Toff that, sir.”

“The Toff 2 repeated Wildrake.

“That’s Master Talbot, sir—a pet
name of his among his old friends.”

“You've not got the neck to tell me
you’re an old friend of Talbot’s?”
ejaculated Wildrale.

“Why not, sir? We has our ups and
downs in this world.  You tell Master
Talbot the Weasel wanls to see him.
that’s all sir. No ’arm in a message like
that there.”

“I guess not,” said Wildrake slowly.
“T veckon I can tell him that, if that’s
il e

“*That’s all, sir. Tell him the Weasel
wants jest a word with him, and no harm
intended. . Tell him I'm hanging on
jest hereabouts until I see him.”

“Talbot could not come out to-day,”
said Wildrake. *“The pgates will be
locked in a few minutes. I guess T shall

1 get shut out if T don’t hustle.”

The Weasel smiled.

“Never mind, sir. You jest tell him
that, if you'll be so kind to a man what's
down en his luck.”

“I guess I'll do that,” said Wildrake.
“So-long! I've got to be moving, or
it’s lines for me.” :

a mo’, sir 2

*tAy

“Well, : shm"p‘:‘” asked Wildrake im-

patiently. .

“You—you needn’t tell him afore the
other young gents, sir; tell him by him-
self,” murmured the Weasel.

“I guess I don’t want to be mized
up in  any -pesky mystery,” said
Wildrake, half-repenting of his promise.
“Why shouldn’t I tell him before the

| other fellows, if there’s no harm in it?”

“Jest to oblige a cove what’s down on
his Iuck, sir,” said the Weasel humbly.
“The Tolf's a good sort, an’ I don’t
want to disgrace ’im.”

“Oh, is that it?” said Wildrake. “All
serene; I guess I'll give him your
message, anyhow.”

Without waiting further, the Canadian
junior started at a run for the school.

The Weasel stood in the dusky lane,
gtaring after him, for some moments.
Then, as there was a rumble in the
distance, and the headlights of a car
flashed through the dusk, the ragged
man leaped back through the hedge and
disappeared.

Kit Wildrake kept up a rapid trot
towards the school.

He had been. for one of his long

rambles over the moors, and was rather

late in returning; and he was anxious
to get in for call-over. Missing call-
over meant an imposition. As he came
up to the gates, they were already
closing, and the portly figure of Taggles

BY....

MARTIN
CLIFFORD,

loomed in view behind the bars. Kit
Wildrake put on a spust, and reached the
gates before they clanged, He promptly
shoved in his feot.

“You're late, Master Wildrake!” said
%‘aggles,v blinking at him through the

ars. »

“1 guess not!” smiled Wildrake. ¢ My
foot’s in time, anyhow, and the rest
of me is coming in, old scout!”

¥ Which it's my dooty to report yer!”
said. Taggles, shaking his head solemnly.
“But seeing as you asked me to tea.in
vyour * study the huther day, Master
Wildrake, ‘and treated me like a veal.
genb, I“don’t want te be ’ard. You jest
nip in, : :

And Taggles reopened the gate wide
enough for the Canadian junior to enter.

“Taggles, old bean, you're a sport!”
said Wildrake, and he cut across the quad
to the School House, from the windows
of which the lights were beginning to
stream into the dusk. The gates closed
with a clang behind him.

“Bai Jove! You're neahly late, old
nut,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, as
the Canadian junior ran into the House.
_“A miss is as.good as a mile,” said
Wildrake, with a laugh. “Just going in
to call-over?”

“¥aas, wathah!”

. “Then I'm in luck!”

- Wildrake joined the crowd of juniors
streaming into the Hall, He glanced
round for Talbot, and saw him coming in
with Tom Merry and- Manners and
Lowther, {o take his place in the ranks of
the Shell. Wildrake, being in the Fourth,
had ‘no opportunity of speaking to him
then; but he looked at Talbot’s grave,
bandsome face with unusual interest,
wondering what could be the connection
—if any—between the Shell fellow, and
the ragged, shifty man lwking in the
dusk in Ryleombe Lane. : =

Wildrake had been some time at St
Jim’s now, and he was on friendly terms
with Talbot; but he did not often come
into contact with the Shell fellow, as he
was in a different Form, and he knew
little of him.- From the chatter of Baggy
Trimble, his, fat study-mate, Wildrake
knew that Talbot had a past which rather
marked him off from the other St. Jim's
fellows; but he.was not curious, aud he
had never troubled to listen to all that
Baggy would willingly have poured into
his ears. Now there came back into his
mind some of Trimble’s half-remembered
chatter. Was it possible that there was
some hidden connection between that
handsome fellow, the nephew of a
governor of the school, and that tattered
outcast in the lane?

£ After all, T guess it’s not my bimey,”
murmured Wildrake. . “T'm going to
give the message, and that's all I've got
to do. Adsum!” he added, as his name
was called, -

~ T Gey Liseary.—No. 680.
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Ayid when the voll was finished, and
the St. Jim's fellws crowded out of the
‘Hall, Kit Wildrake looked round for
albot of the Shell, intending to deliver
the Weasel’s message, and thems dismiss
the mwatler from his mind,

CHAPTER 2

The Message !

ALBOT of the Shell was chatting
with the Werrible Three at the
foot of the big staircase, when
Wildrake spolted him. Wildrake

“paused a moment, but he passed on up

the stairs without speaking.

Weasel's  injunclion, to = deliver the
message when Talbot was alone, was
fresh in his mind. He was hd.lrvmnv he
had undertaken to do so: bub_his word
was given now, and he had to keep it.

He loafed around in the passage above,
waiting for Talbot to come up.  But
when Talbot came upstairs, Tom \Iemy
f“d Manners and Lowther were still with
.

“ Bother!” murmured Wildrake.

He went into his study—No. 2 in the
Fourth—leaving his interview with the
Shell fellow till after prep.
at work when his study-mates, Trimble
and \Ielhsh came in, yvawning, to a dis-

CGloing  strong, as asual!”
grunted Baggy 'J.rimhle

“F guess s0,” said Wildralke, with a
smile. 3

““Blessed if T lmoiw where you gel your
blessed energy from!” said Trimble,
£ Yon seem 1o like work !

“T guess it's got to be done.”
‘:.a\v -aw-aw !’ 3¢\\ned Trimble dolot-
dusly. “I.say, as you're so jolly ener-
wetie, you can look ouL words for me in
t]u—* dick, if you like.”
ats 1 sm«l Wildrake cheerfully.
You'look ’em out, will you, Mellish?™?

&1 don’t think ! grinned Mellish.

Grunts from Baggy Trimble,

“IUs votten for e,
with two ihomughly
gaid.
day

-a,” he
T did some lines far you the other
Mellish,”
1 gaye you a bob for doing them.”
said Mellish, “Dear at the price; too.
Lathom spolf.ed them, and I had to do
You really awe me a bob.*?
“Rot! -1 say, Wildrale:
““ Shat up while a chap’s working,”
Wildrake.
& L{Gt any toffee about 3011"’

said

"ho‘ am bulls-eyes 7
“No.

"‘:uxn a thing as an  anizeed-hall?”
sked Trimble persuasively.

“No " yoared Wildiake, “Dry up!”
you needn’t yell,” said

: “I'd staud you some mﬂ'eof
if | had any. Oh dear! Hang prep!
T'd like to look for the man that invented
prep, and take a machine-gun with me!

awsaw-aw 1"

“And, with a yawn and o groan, the
{\ orthy Bd"g\ sutleJ down to work at
ast.

Kit Wildrake was finished first of the
three; and, his work doune, he left the
study, mlandmrr to drop imto Talbot's
Yoont snithe Sholl passage, and get the
message off his mind. He tapped at
! lhotq door, and 1]19 clear woice ‘of
Reginald Talbot called * come in.” Wild-
reke entered.

Gore and Skiripole were in the study
with falbot.

: T hope F'm not
77 said Wildiake,

interrupting

reorge C.ore looked up.
“You are,” he al‘ﬂ\\‘el‘ed.
5 %:my———

““No need to be sor
Jur Gev Lisnagy

QL0 Ov.— I HEHdL i

He was hards

Gore's manners undoubfedly lTacked
polish.  Skimpole tumed his big spec-
tacles 1ep10v1(1(,:ly on his study-mnate.

“My dear Gore——" he began, in his
solemn way.

“Shut up !> snapped Cf‘l

“Your ret‘epno'l of Wild
civil, my dear Crore

George Gore raised his
from his work—Gore was a slow and
laborious worker—and glared at Sleim-
pole, laying his hand on the inkpot,

Do you want this dewn your neck,
Skimmy?? he asked, in concentrated
tones.

“My dear Gore. what an extraordinary
question !” said Skimpole, in mild sur-
prise.  “The answer undoubtedly is in
the negative.”

‘“Then shut up.”

“ But, my dear fellow -

“ Another word, and you get the ink!”
howled Gore.

Skimpole sighed, and was silent. TTe
was accustomed to brusque manners {rom
George Gore.

“Did you want me, Wildrake?" asked
Talbot, with a snile.

guess so, When vou've finished
will do.”

“Right-ho 1

Wildrake wailed till the Shell fellow
had finished his prep, which was some
time before Gore or
Talbot tose to his feet at

“Now, fire away!” hg, said.

“Don’t jaw here!” howled Gore.

g my brain up

worried face

“Can’t you see F'm iy
into knots as it is?”
“Let's get out of the
Wildrake. *Come on.”
“Right yon are.”
Talbot of the Shell fallowed Wildrake
into the passage. The door of the adjoin-
ing study was thrown open at the same
moment, and Tom Merry, Manners,
émd-LDther appeared.
“Finished, Talbot?”
\Iern ;heoru}
“Yos, Tom,*
3 (:Uud man,’
“ Lots of time fm our litile
gym, Us four against Figgi
Redfern of the New House.
of course,”

“*Come on”

study,” said

called out Tom

* said Moniy TLowther,
tunt in the
& Co. and

s

said Manne:

“T'll follow you,” said Walbot. “ Wild-
rale wants to speak to me.”

“Let him speak, then, and get it
over,” said Tom. ‘“Or, rather, come

into the gym with us, Wildrake, and we'll
fix 1t 111{7 i‘ulh another New J'Eouse chap,

and make a five-handed nnJ of it.
*“T guess I'm on, if you m\e But——"
“Well, come on, then.
“I—-I guess I've gol to speak to

Talbot."

“Clan’t you speak

“Nunno! You

“Well, go ahead, and
chest 1 mo.d:mml Tom Surprise.

The Tervible Three waited. It did not
occur to them for a moment—or to Talbol
either—that there was anything secret in
Wildrake’s communication. The Cana-
dian junior hesitated, aud coloured,

it off your

“Well, fire away, * caid Talbot.

“T—I guess Tl speak to you pre
sently,” said “Wildrake, rather awk-
wardly.

“Hallo! Something mysterious and
private?’” asked Monty Lowther, with a
laugh. *“Behold, he blusheth! Are you

trymng to sell Talbot a pup?’
‘“Ha,.ha, h:
C“T=I guel =
“My dear chap,” said Talbot good-
I\umomed!» “if you've got anything to
tell me, get it out. I don't mind these
fellows hearing.”
“Why the thump
mind 7+ 'wl‘ed Matiners.

shiould . Talbot
*You haven’t

Gloves on;

discovered a dead bady in his frunk in
the box-room, by any chance??’

“Wall, I was told to deliver the.
message only to you, Talbot,” saad Wild-
rake, at last. “But if you say to go

ahead, I suppose you know your own
business hest.”

“ A message?” exclaimed Talbot.

“Yep.”

“From the Head or My, Railton?”

“Numno!  Somebody outside
school.”

“Oh!” said Talbot;

Mont3 Lowther cb e

A u‘ cate nmttex. my infants,” he
said.  “We are de trop! *Member F1old
you the other day at the bunshop that
Miss Bun had cast the eye of the sheep.
upon Talbot?  This is what comes of
being good-looking—I've often found if
a2 bother myself. ‘mustn’t  hear
any tender messages. Talbot weuldn't ©
care to let us know that he is meetimg
fair flappers round the bandsiand. Shall
we depart, or shall we stay and speak a
word in season to ~this thoughtless
youth?”

“You ass!” said- Talbot.
it’s nothing of the kind.”

Lowther shook his head seviously.

“T suppose this had bC,I" 10t I)e mien-
tioned to Miss Marie,” he said. ' You
felléws will be mvﬂ‘ul I am sure.”

Tomn Merry and “\mm-o‘a taughed, and
Talbot looked half-v ih

“Don’t be an ass, Lowther,"

“He can't help it, old (h\l“
Mannpers, “Don’t mind, Monty.

get down to the gyni. and leave Wildy
to jaw; only don’t be all night, Talbot.”

The Terrible Three passed on, and
Palbot turned to the Canadian junior
rather impatiently.

58 You e aw fulfv muysterious.” he said.
“T can’t imagine what message can have
come to me from outside thé schicol thas
my friends are not o hear. Get 1t off
your chest, will you?”

“T guess T'll beo glad to gep vid of it
said Wildrake., “ Perhaps I oughti't to
have ln-oughn it, but 1 told the wan I
would. A ga.:a-ou who calls himself the
Weasel—7

Talbot gave a violent start.

“What? What name did you say?"”

“The Weasel.”

* A little man, with shifty eyes, like a
rat’si?

“TPhat’s the merchant,” said Wildrake.
“J see you know him. I guess I oculy
h.ufhﬁmved him when lie said he knew
Vou.

“And he is here!” muttered Falbet.
half to himself.

“I met him, coming back

the

evidently surprised.

“You krow

from  the

moor.” 3 :
“Give me the l\1oaux‘gw= said - Talbe
abruptly.

Kit Wildrake nuﬂmul the Wessel's
message, as nearly word for word as
he could remember if.

The Shell fellow listened in sil

For some moments his face had
strong emotion; but it quickly passed,
and his expression was impassive agau...
But the Canadian junior eould not fail

to be re that Talbot was deeply
disturbed.

“And that is all?’’ asked Talbot &t
last.

0

“1 gness
“The man’s w aiting—-
“He said he would wait, where T mat
him-—about a quarter of a mile dowi
the lane, near the end of the Wayland
footpath.” e

22

Talbot aves silent, 11.111L111g deep‘iy.
Wildrake was. mov mg away ;. the
Shell  fellow signed to ln.n and he
stopped.

“Those chaps expect me in the gyn?,”
he said. ““There’s a mill on.  You're
rather keen on boxing, 1 believe.”
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Wildrake nodded. = -

“They’re meeting Figgins and Kerr
and Wynn and Redfern of the New
House for a four-handed mill,” went on
Talbot. “Would you mind taking my
place?”

“Pleased !"” said Wildrake.
“ Thank yoal”

*“If they ask after you——"
“Bay I'm sorry I can’t come!”

“Right-ho !~

Wildrake walked away, not wholly
eased in his mind. Talbot had told him
nothing of his plans; but it was evident
that he intended to get out of the school
and meet the Weasel. That could be the
only explanation of his' request to
Wildrake to take his place at the meeting
i the gym. Wildrake reflected that it
was 1o business of his; hut he wondered |

uneasily whether he had, after all, done
right in bringing in the m ge of the
ragged outcast to Talbot of the Shell.
CHAPTER 3.
A Problem for Talbot !
11 OrE 1
i It was a husky whispering |
voice from the shadows of the |
thicket.

‘A silver crescent of moon showed in
the sky, amid fleecy clouds, and a shim-
mer of hght fell between the trees in
Rylecombe Lane. A 8t. Jim’s junior,
with his coat turned up about his ears,
and his cap pulled low over his face, was
walki down the middle of the lane,
keeping his eyes warily about him on
either side.  Tle swung a stick in his
hand—and by the swing of it it was evi-
dent that the sticle was loaded at one

end. Talhot of the Shell had not come
to the vrendezvous unpreparved for
tronble.

“Toff 17

A rag of a hat, and a stubbly. face
beneath, shadowed out of the thicket.
Talbot halted, and fixed his eyes on the
peering face.

“Bo it's you, Woasel 1

“Yes, Tof That young bloke give
you my inessage?”

¢ Ves.!

“I've been waiting a long thme since,
E muttered the Weasel, shivering.
s not a quarter of an hour since I
had the message,”. said Talbot quietly.
“I've had to break-school bounds to zet
here. And now I'm here I've little time,
If I'm not back before bed-time I shall
he missed. What do you want?” .

“Btep out of the road, Toff—somebody
might pass.”

“YWhat does it matler?”

I reclkon it don’t matter much to you,
new vou'rs a swell at the biz school,”
said the Weasel bitterly. “There was a

iime when you was as afeared of a
shadow as I am now. There was a time
when you couldn’t pass a poli n with-
out i s~ 0N your

fearing a. hand dropy
shoulder, Toff.” .
Talbot’s lip curled contemptuously.
“I never was afraid!” he answered
“coldy. _“But that’s neither here nor
there. Why ecatinot you come into the
licht 7
The Weasel cast a qui
down the lanc. All was silent, save for
the wind ng in the branches. It
was nearly nine o'cl and at that hour
there were few pas in I e
Laue. But the man’s w as:
plainly written in-his fac
“Can’t you guess, Toff 7"
*They're arter me!”
Talbot’s face set like iron.
“The police?”
$as.

k glance up and

hé muttered.

d you've dared to como to we, to
send e o message to meet you®” said
Talbot between histeeth.

“ Step out of the light, Toff—"

&

#1 shall stand heve,” said Talbot, his
lip eurling again. “How do I now you
haven't pals in the thicket, all Teady for
me? " You're not the first of the old
gang that T've fallen foul of I

“Brraight as a die, Toff !
‘ere,” said the Weasel eagerly.

“What do you want with mo?”
demanded Talbot abruptly.  “You know
well enough that the past is dead and
done with.”

“You was one of us once, Toff I

“When I was little more than a child,
and knew no better,” said Talbot
sharply. . “But it’'s no good going over
that. It's dead and done with, and you
know it,  What do you want?” ]

“I tell you, they're arter me” mul-
tered the Weasel.  “I've been tracked
as far as Wayland—I've seen ‘em there.
They may be beating the wood for me
for aught I know. Are you going to
tarn your back on an old pal, Toff?»

“Yes!” said Talbot quietly, “ You're
no pal of mine, Weasel, If you choose

I'm alone

ort you take the risks of crime; and
I would not lift a finger to save you from
i . If you have broken the law

again, you can take the consequences.
Ask help of the old geng—what are left
of them. From me you know what you

y eyes glittered.
“And what's that, Toff ?” .
“I am against you, and all your sort,

all the time,” answered Talbot. “If

you have committed a crime, and the
police are “after you, it is my duty to
hand zyou over to them.”

“Your duty, Toff?”

“Yes. You were a fool to come
here,” said Talbot coldly. “Whatever
vou have done you must answer for it.
I cannot help you; and I would not if I
could!”

'I‘I’ie Weasel showed his teeth in a
snarl.
“And that's the Toff—the son of

Captain Crow—the kid what was called
the prince of eracksmen not &0 very
long ago,” he said. “It’s the Toff, is it,

in the “ Gem.”

\\'ii.c'-s ready to pul the darbies on an ol
pal !
“Is that all you have to say?” asked
Talbot contemptuous
le man’'s manner changed,
“Don’t be 'ard on an old pal, Toffl

I never done it—I swear I never done it |
They're.arter me on suspicion, but onee
I get lagged, you know T've got ne i
chance.  “'Ow many convictions azin’

him?" says the beak, There ain't a
chance for me Toff, and I swear T never
the place, and never had o’and
the crib.

Bo it’s a crib that was cracked?”
“At Lantham,” said the Weasel, “and
a night-watchman knocked on the ead—
rather had.  Man answering to  my
deseriplion seen anging about. But it

wasn’t me, Toff. You know what the
detectives do when they can't find the
man—fix on the likeliest cove, and make
oub that he did it. There’s a warrant
cut for me, and I never done it !”

Talbot searched the man’s face sharpls
with penetrating’ eyes. There was a wikl
oarnestness.in the Weasel's look—earnest-
uess mingled with fear and hopelessness,
It was possible enough that a long record
of crime had fold against the
helping out a flimsy chain -of cironm.
stantial evidence. Again the Weasel's
eyes sought the shadows, glancing to and
from like those of a scared wild animal.

“Two days I've been hancing about,
Telf, trying to get a word with you,” he
muttered. “I d: 't get back to Ton-
don—they’re watching for me. T daren’t
show up in the dagylight. T lidd to see
you, and when I seed a young faller
coming along with a St. Jim's eap, I
took the risk of sendin’ you a messs
You'll help me, Toff. You're the
oile as can |7 :

The grim determination in Talbot's
face had disappeared now, If the man's
tale was true

“What have you been doing 'the past
year or 507" asked Talbat.

“I got a job in 4 motor works,”’ mut-
tered the Weasel. * But it come gut that

8

‘ “ Toff, vou’ve come !

A haggard face peored from the bushes. Tom Mavey |

turned, and the moonlight, through the branches abova, fall on his ‘.n.u.]

1 fTain’t ths Tofl! Heng you!

Who are you?
heart throbbing.

.Tom jumped back, his

»
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T'd been in chokey and—and they fived
me. Since then I've been on the prowl.
Priaps I've helped myself to a hen or a
yabbit here and there. But as for crack-
ing a. crib, I never thought of it. When
I passed the police-station in Lautham
and saw my description up—with a
could ‘ave knocked me
down with a feather, Toff. Never heen
near the place. Do T look as if T had
ihe handling of five hundred pounds in
rotes?” added the Wi N&el with a miser-
able grin of derision. “But if they
cop me they’ll make out T've got it hid
away somewhere,
’ldlboi’, bit his lip.

“If you've been trying to go straight
—* lie muttered.

“T swear- I have, Toff!? said the
Weasel.  ““Arter my last stretch, T give

it up for good. TIlelp me to get ‘clear of
this, -md yo'll never be sgiry foryit,
Toff 1

There was a long silence. Talbot was
thinking bavd, and the Weasel watched
the road with shining, scared eyes.
Guilty or innocent,

was in a twitter of nerves with fear.

There - was a struggle: in Talbot’s
breast.
M the man had sought to ‘“‘go

straight,” and failed from no fault c;'i his
awn—if it was his record that condemned
him now—had the Toff the right to tum
Jiis bat.lk on him—the Toff, who had been
saved from a life of crime by the merey
of Providence?

\‘\ hat conld he do?

What ought he to

07

said Talbot at

I—=E must think!” :
s believe  you,

23 “If T could. only
ngel——>"

"101\ d ‘elp-me through ‘."’

“T'd do my best But—

“But I can’t ask you to believe me,
when you know I'm a lar and a 1ngm,
muttered the wretched man. “1 done
my best, but it ain’t no good. Better

nhlle into the river yonder and make an
eil

T must think. T shall see you again,”
eaid Talbot.  “I had not heard of what
Lappened at Lantham.
can of it, and if T think you are innocent,
3| \\111 help you. 1 cannot say more than

rat.

*“Then youll sce ine again 27

“Ves. It will not be gafe heve,
You've been lurking in the woods for
two days, you say. Then you've lemned
your way about. Do you know the
dead ozk in Ryleombe Wood, a lightning-
adtcken tree?”

“T know it.”

ST will meet you there to-morrow. 1
will come when I can,” said Talbot.
“Aftel' dusk will be sa[es{ You under-
eland?”

“Yes, }ee I— LOGix out, Toff 1

A burly figure loomed up in the roail.
Police-constable Crump, - of Rylcombe,
came tramping up.  He had been 11‘11111\-
ing on the greasy belt by the road, and
his footsteps gave 1o sound.

Fhie vagged oulcast vanished into the
thickets mstantly. Talbot, with a beat-
Jug heprt, faced the constable. In the

Jonhght he knew that My, C rump had
recogmised hims but the Weasel, in the
thicket, ad not been seen.

Talhot's heart throbbed, but his face
was calm and impassive as he faced the
3 1ll4ge pomeman.

‘Evening, Master Talbot!¥
constable cn}lly‘ though his eve
xuncrubiv on Talbot,

“Good- -evening, Mr, (mmp

“You've out late, sir.’

“Ygs?

“Thonght T saw you talkiig io
body, Master Talbot.”

Talbot’s heart sank.

“Did you?” He sniled.
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the wretched man |

I will learn all I*

[ ; When You Have Ft‘néshetf Reading-Your “Gem™

“Tt's a lonely road for a kid of your
age, sir, at mght,” said Mr. €ramp.
“Tm  afeared you've _hroke . schoal
bounds, Master Falbot. T think it’ 5 my
dooty to see you back to the school.”

Whether it was My, Crump's duty or
not, he evidently meant to do it. Talbot
nodded assent, and walked away towards

St. Jim's by the side of the portly Mr.
Crump.
CHAPTER 4.

Missing [

(1 ‘ ﬁ F HERE'S Talbot?”

Tom Merry asked that
question as  Kit  Wildrake
came inte the gymnasium.

The ]umo.% were wailing to hegin the
“mill.” Tiggins & Co., .of the New
House, and Dick Redfern were there,

with the Terrible Three, of the School
House.

“Talbol's asked me to take his place,”
said Wildrake. ‘“IHec’s sorry he can't
come, after all.”

“What rot id Tom. ‘‘Iie’s got to
take on TFiggins,: We'll jolly soon rout

Talbot out, the blessed slacker!”

Wildrake had a strong snspicion that
Talbot of the Shell was no longer to be
found .in the Schdol House. Ie could
guess, toe, that Falbot did not want the
other fellows to discover that he had gone
out of bounds. He chipped in at once.

“\lv dear dlﬂ]} I can take on Fig-
gins,” he said. 5 | guess I've told Talbot
P ]l tale his place. Let's go al;end.”

““Take on your grandmother ' grinned
George Figgins. <My dear little mfanf
have vou ordered your litile ecﬂin‘f

“T guess I sha'n’t want it yet,” said
Wildrake, langhing. “Let’s get going,
you fellows. Talbot has something on
and ‘doesn’t want to be ])mhel‘ed T
undertake io handle Figgins.?

‘Solllelhmg to do with that message
you gave him 77 asked Tom,

“T think so.'

“The giddy
the damsel f:
,Lowﬂlm

* Nothing of the kind !” said Wildrake,
“My dear chap, give your chin a rest,
and dunt -be so funny. Are we going’
to begm

“QOh, come on ! said Fatty Wynn,

Tom Merry d‘&f‘lll‘\ti and the “Hfour-
handed mill * started. "Lhie eight juniors
were going sitrong, with the gloves on,

crious message from
Y grinned  Monty

surrounded by an inierested ring, when
Kildare, of 11}6 Sixth, came into the
gym.

The captain of the school glanced
round, evidently in sgarch of someone.

He came over to the boxers, and looked
on till Kangaroo of the Shell, who h:ul

his ‘watch “in hand, ealled “Tim
Then Kilda re chipped in.

“ Merry'!

“Tallo, }&llum( said Tom, logking
1'0\md

‘Do you kilow where Talbot is ??
“Palhot ? o
e doesn't seem to be in the house,”

said Kildare. “The Iead wants hll'(l

\my par «-ula.r]y. e can't
gates at this hour. Gove s he left his

stmly after prep with vou, Wildrake.”

..‘h;:,tﬁ}ko * said Wildrake, rather un-

anadian was pnhv certiain that
Talbot had gone out of school bounds,

but he was not sure; and, anyhow, he
was not bonm{ to say 50

“Don’t y here he is?”

Wildrake shook his head. :

“No, I(i]dm‘e. I left him in the
nassage.

”fﬁl wag coming down bere to box,”
said ' Tom Merry,” “hut. something or
other turned up, and he called off.
Haven't seen him since.’”

“Well, be’s got t5be found,” said

Kildare. “The Head wants him, a
there’s a visitor to see him. Some
you had better hunt for him.”

“0h, all right!”’

Kildare walked AWAY. pro hahh to cone
tinue looking for Talbot of the Shell, in
other quarters. FHe was perplexed and
annoyed. Juniors were nol supposed te
disappear mysteriously when the heads
master wanted them. :

The boxing-party broke up. There®
were plenty of other fellows to lock for
Talbot, but Tom Merry was ansiens
about his chum. He joined Wildrake as
the juniors left the gym.

“fts that message you brought him,
Wildrake,” he said, in a low voice.
“Te's gone out of gates,”

“I suppose so; I don'L kn
course.” ]

“J won't. ask vou to tell me,” said ¥
Tom. “But"—he compressed his lips—+
“Talbot is a chum of mine, as T dare say
you know. As a new fellow here, you
naturally don’t kunow the story, or much
of it, but a message of that sort: males
me feel .ansious about Talbot, Il asle
you just one qlle~t1<)n. The man who
gave you the messa 7as he a decent,
above-hoard sort of mﬂn" s

Wildrake made a grimace.

Sk shoul(l rather guess not,” he an-
swered. “I was doubtful ahout bring-
ing the message at all, but I reckoned
that Talbot knew his own affaivs best,
and it wasn’t for me to chip in.”

“T'm a{l‘iﬁ;‘i there’s some trouble on,”
said Tonmn *““Anyhow, he may have®
come back by now, and we may find him.
Trimble !” He raughL sight of Baggy
Trimble as he came into the School

of

House with Wildrake. “Trimble! Seen
anything of Talbot #*

Trimble -grinned. As the Peeping
Tom of St. Jim's; he generally kiew

what was going on.
“Ie's out of bounds,”* he answered.
“How do you know ?”
“Beeause 1 saw him
school wall half an hour ago!

Trimble. “That's how I
top !”

nip~ over the
P grinved
know,  old

P - =
Tom Merry frowned.
“There’ll be a vow if he doesn’t show
up,” said Trimble. “Old Skeat is look-
ing joﬂy grim, 1 can tell you. T hap-
pened to.be near the Head's study w l*e 1
Kildare came out, and I saw hls phiz.

“Skeat ' ropeat d Tom. “Do vcu
mean Inspector Sk of Wayland ?”

“Yes; old Skeat!” ;

“TIs he the visitor Kildare spoke of 17
exclaimed Tom. *“What can‘he want to
see Talbot for?"”

Baggy Trimble chortled.

“Prlaps Talbot’s been np to son
thing,” he suggested cheerfullv.
cording to what I've heard, T:\'lbot s
a past that you could eut ‘with a 1
He may have heen up {c some of b
games—-— Yarcooooh !’

Baggy Trimble reared as an iron hand
gripped his collay, and his bullet.
was rapped against the wall. That
the reward for his valuable suggestion

Tom Merry passed on, leaving Bage
rubbing- bis head ruefully, A dozen .
fellows or more were looking for Talhot
now. But it was soon clear that he was
not within the school walls. = Kildare,
with a knit brow, repaired to the Head's
study to report. -

Dr. Holmes had a rather trosubled
frown, Inspector Skeat was ponderausly
seated in an arimchair, \\mlmp not -
the best of tempers. The 1n=.pcc€m’ had
called to see Talbot, and naturally. had
not expected to be kept waitfig. Jiks
this.  After lock-up no junior shouwlkd
have been out of gates.  The inspector’s
time was of value, as he had alveady
hinted to Dy, Holres.

“Talbot cannct be found, sid

sig,?
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ildare reluctantly. “T'm afraid he has.] School Hous Wildrake was in the hall, | inspector. He found himself under {he
gone out of gates i) and he came up to Talbof at once. |survey of a very sharp and penebrating
After lock-up?? exclaimed the Head- | Evidently he had been locking out for | pair of eyes.
Tt looks like it, sir,” said ~the St |him. There was a grim suspicion in N
Jim’s captain. *He can't be found any-| = ““Just a word, Talbot,” he muitered. | Skeat's inquiring glance. . Mr. Skeaf
vhere in the school in either Fouse.” “T've said nothing about the message, | very well acquainted with the peculiar

or about the Weasel, I thought I'd { past of the “Toff

lips. mention that.” 1 have a few questions {

nees,” hank you!” said Talbot.” “I'm glad | Master Talbot,” Le said.
drilv. w- that.” you have heard of the bank 1

“Kildare, please send the boy to me “1 gness I don't kmow what it all Lantharh last weel.” ;

immediately he in!" said the Head. but mum’s the word, of eourse.” 1 do mot read the newspapers, sir.”
Clertainly 4 said Talbot. “I.did not know ihat a

“* Bless my
Inspector Skeat compi
“Yery curious, in the ¢
T

soul 1" said the Head.
ssed i

o doubt
bhery at

Kildare withdrew, and close With 2 nod to the Canadian, Talbot { bank had been robhed at Lantham.” .
i inspector Skeat fi hurried on to the Head's study. His “Such is the case, af any rate,” said
1  who looked uncom- | handsome face was clonded. Nothing | Mr. Skeat. A warrant is out for the

could have happened more unluckily st of an old lag, a man called the
odd. indeed!” he | the tor Skeat’s call just then casel. The evidence against him i3
while he was absent. Fe could not { pretty clear, and he is wanted. He has
aid Dr. Holmes, | imagine why the inspector had called, | dodged us so far, and as he has been
doing no harm. | but he could” not help feeling that it | traced: in this direction the matter has
nqui boded trouble. Kildare came on him in | come into my hands. ¥ou are acquainied
with the man, Master Talbot.”
Iy -at once, Talbot!” he Talbot was silent and troubled.
“Nothing against you, of course,

yery odd, very

“T ain sure the boy 1s
thongh, of course, I shall iug
strictly into this incident. W
an—wait longer, Mr. Skeat?"”
‘I must wait till I have seew Talbot, | rapped out.

ve
ou—

@

“T'm going there!” answerad Talbot. young sir,” “continued the inspector.
1 think it is importaut?” Tle tapped at the ¥ead's door, * Your—ahem—rather unfortunate past
3 “ Come .in I = is, of course, known to me. This man

ry important.

v good !” said the Tead, : s a member of Captain Crow’s

Talbot entered. Weasel wa ¢
There was a forebading of trouble in | gang in the old days, and, therefare, 1%

ing wsigh. He did not find the socie . ¥ ! £ 4
of the inspector exhilarating. his breast.” ‘The suspi had flashed | is pretty certain that you must have
keat waited. . info his mind that the inspector’s visit | known him af one fime.”
y had something to do with the outeast who “That is true,” said Talbot, a painful
was skulking in the vicinily of the school [ lush in his cheeks.  He wondered

IAFTER 5. - | —the W 1. whom he had so lately { whether Fate would eéver allow him to
Uc; A qz; i left. - Talbot r that he had fo be | forget those old black days. <

: e susplieion. very wary nov ‘ub his handsome face | < Quite soy” said Mir. Skeab. * Now,
HT .‘.LI-E]QL. old ma was impassivk as cod before the | the man was traced from Lantham o
am
i i tense relief.

uttered the nameé | Head. Dr. Holmes eyed him with grave | Wayland, and from Wayland he
He was wailing | concern, {raced in this direction. Only one atbrac-

at the gates, looking _out “You have beetabsent, Talbot 1 said | tion ean have existed for him inthis

ugh the bronze bars into the road | the Head, with soma severify. diveetion, Master Talbot. You, of course,
1t the hope of catching sight'of his chum | . “T am sorry, sit," said the junior. would naturally vefuse to Have anything
when he -returned.  There was hright It is very unforlunate.-  Inspector | to do with such a character——"
woonlight on the road. As Talbot had | Skeat wished tg seo you very particularly. | ° “0Ff course ! broke in Dy, Holnies.
lofi. the school secretly, Tom did not | Into the question of your absence I will The inspector nodded.
expect him to show up at the gates when | enter at another time. Mir. Skeat wishes “That i1z understood,” he said. *But
he came back, but he hoped to calch o | to speak te you now, in my presence.” the Weasel, desperate and driven, with

s service, sir.” | the police at his heels, probably hopet

s
the portly police- ' to obtain some assistance from an old

elimpse of him. As a matier of facl, “1 am at M
Talbot came directly up to the gates, | Talbot turned tows
h the porily Mr. nmp walking by
his side. Dvidently he had been caught
oub . of bounds, .and Mr. Crump had
officially seen him home!

Falbot smiled, and nodded to his chum.

STl see hinside, Master Talbot,”
said Dr. O se mae, sir ! Dooty.
i know, tn't to be out of

=

Taggles came grumbling
lmfg‘f{;cmul he * bliv
Talbot, The gate was opened, a
8hell feliow cama in.

“I'ilbe my t
- Master Talbot,

srt this “ere,

bot quietly,
b ite, and Police-
p passed on with his
heavy tread. Tom touched his chui on
earm.
Talbot, Fou've been missad.”
e Talhot

i
£ s ; the H anis you.”
“Well, it was bound to come out. as
Crump brought me home,” said Talbot,
with & faint smile. *I'd better report
to Mr. Railton.”

#Thea Head 1s:wailing for you, Talbot,”
841d Tom anxiously. ““Inspector Skeat is
with' him, and he wants to see you.”

# "Palhot started. ;

£ Why the thump should Sk
seime?"” he exclaimed.

1 #45Does it mean trouble?” asked Tom,
swithea clonded brov

eat want {o

b1 don’t see how it can. But I'd (
T TRR ) T S e
Xl:i,elllbel gob to lthe 11:‘. %xd at{qr_m( o _md Kit Wildrake just reached the school gatss before they clanged. He promptly
albot abruptly. Has ~Bkeat waited pushed in his foot. ¢ You’re late, Master Wildrake," said Taggles, blinking
l'?"é:” % i at him through tho bars. ‘¢ | guess not,’’ smiled Wildrake. ff My fool's in
¥ arly an hour, I believe.” time, anyhow, and the vest of ma is coming in, old scout. (S page 3 v
Phaw 1 : g
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&
acquamntance.  That is the theory that
occurred to me, to account for his flight
in this direction. That is why I have
called to ses you, Master Talbot. Do
nob suppose for a moment that I doubted
you personally, - T sinmiply want to know
whether the rascal has made himself
known to you; whether you know or
suspect anything  of his  movements;
whether, in short, he ha tried to get help
from you, and whether you can help me
in any way to lay hands on him?”

Talbot drew a deep, sobbing breath,

It seenmied to him that the toils were
closing reund him. x

But for the message brought by Wild-
rake, and his interview with the Weasel,
all- would have been plane sailing. He
conld have answered freely and Eﬂnkly
that he knew nothing of the man.

That answer he could not give now.

His silence and confusion did not escape
the keen, satirical eve of Mr. Skeat.

“Well,” Master Talbot?” he agked.

“T can give you no information; sir,”
answered Talbot at last, ;

“ 1 felt quite sure of that, Mr. Skeat,’
said the Head. ‘T agree, of course, that
it was your duly to inguire.”

The inspector smiled grimly. :

“¥You were out of gates when T arrived
here, Master Talbot. ¥ou have been out
ni"gz},ws”some time.”

s

“ Without leave?”
“ Vs,

“May I ask for whal purpose?”’

‘Palbot did not answer, -

“Perhaps you will question the boy,
eir,” said Inspector Skeat, turning to the
Head. “*He does not seem disposed to
answer me,’’

“Kindly explain why you went out of

bounds this evening, Talbot,” said Di.
Holmes,” rather sharply. 3
“T went down the lane, si—7"

stammered Talbot.

“For what reason?”

“No harm, sir.”

“I am sure of that. I am quite sure
that it was only a foolish escapade-—a
visit to the village tuck-shop, or some-
thing of the kind,” sald the Head be-
nmignantly,  “But you must speak frankly
Talbot, and tell me exactly whete you
have been. I shall not be severe upon a
haymless prank.”’

Talbot’s look was grateful and affec-
tionate as it rested upon the kind eold
Head—the best friend he had found in a
hard world. The doetor’s trust and faith
in him touched him deeply. Neither the
trust nor the faith was shared by In-
spector Skeat. Mr. Skeat was much more
than suspicious now.

“Come, come! Speak, my boy!” said
the Head.

“T can say no more, sit,” said Talbot,
deeply troubled. “I have done no harm,
and I give you my word on that; but I
can say no more,”

“What absurd mystery is this, Tal.
“hot?” exclaimed Dr. Holmes, in surprise.
“You must certainly explain fully.”

“ Allow me, sir,”’ said Inspector Skeat.
“¥ou state that you went down the lane,
Malstgr ’l:alboL?”

i :
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“Did you meet anyone?
*Ves,”
“Ah! Who was 77
41 met Mr: Cramp,” said Talbot
calmly. ““The village pelicoman.”
My, Skeat locked very discomfited,
"Wes,” said Talbot, with a faint smile.
“He saw that I was out of bounds, and
insisted upon bringing me hack to the
school.. He has just left ‘me at the
gates.” .
“Did you meef anyone else?”
XNo answer., 7
“I fear, Master Talbot,-that you are
irying to mislead me.” said Mr. Skeat.
Gew Lisrary.—No. 686
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“You met another person, I take it,
before Mr. Crump saw you and brought
you back to the school.”

Silence. =

- ““Was the person you met tho cracks-
man called the Weasel?”

Talbot’s colour deepened, “hut
not speal,

“You must be aware, Masier
that unless you answer, both Dr. Holmes
iiIl:T myself can only believe that you met
this -eracksman, and that you are be-
friending him.”

“Talbot!” said the Head, in deep dis-
tress. s

The unhappy junior’s face was almost
haggard now. He knew what must he
thought of his silence—the {ruth was
self-evident-if he did not speak. But he
could not betray the wretched man who
had appealed to him, and placed his fate
in his hands, He was bound to silence.

“How did you know the Weasel was
in_this vicinity, Master Talbo

No. reply.

“Did he send a message to you?”’

+ The inspector probably did not expect
an answer; he was watching Talbot’s
face. But the “Toff * had long ago
learned to control his features; his look
told the portly gentleman nothing.

‘Ts anyone else in the school concerned
in this affaw?”

Silence.

The inspector turned to the Head.

“Tt is pretty clear, sir, that the cracks-
man has appealed to Talbot for help,
and that this boy is aiding a criminal to
escapa justice,” he said. =

““Good heavens!” murmured the Head.
“ Talbot—unhappy boy! Cannot you see
that you must speak out now?®

“I have nod)iug more - {o
muttered Talbot.

“T should be justified,” said the in-
spector, in heavy, measured tones, “in
taking this boy into custody on the
charge of aiding and abetting a law-
breaker, I shall not take that sfep.” As
a matter of fact, the inspector would not
have cared to take that step without some
more tangible proof in his hands. “I
shall show you, Dr. Holmes, every con-
sideration in my power. I must ask you,
however, o see that this boy is re-
strained from conveying any warning to
the cracksman, whom I hope to arvest
before morning. - Can I rely upon it that
he will be placed in confitement, under
lock and key, for the presenti”

“ Undoubtedly, ynless Talbot gives you,
at once, a full explanation that clears him
of suspicion, I shall order him to be
locked in the punishment-room,” said the
Head sternly.

“You have
Talbor.”

*1 have nothing to say, sir.”

“T will see to the matter personally,”
said the Head, rising.

“I will await your veturn, si
Mr, Skeat.
yet finished.”

“Come, Talbot I said the Head coldly.

His manner was like ice now. With
a heavy heart the junior followed him
from the study.

he did

Tulbot,

S{t)’,”

your cheice, DMaster

, ) said
“My business here is not

' GHAPTER 6.
For His Chum’s Sake,

“FEVALROT— S
“And the Head—"
“What the thump——"

The Terrible Three were chat-
ting rather dismally 1 the Shell passage
when Talbot and the Head came up, Dr,
Holmes had a large key in his hand.” Tal-
bot’s eyes were on the floor, and he did
not look at his chums. The Head stopped
at the room which was called *“Nobody’s
Study "—used as a punishment-room.
It was seldom used, but evidently it was
going to be put to use now. v, Holmes

turned into the déep alecove before the

door, and the key grated in the lock, He
turned on the light, and moticned Talbot
to enter. ;

Tom Meiry & Co, looked st one
another blankly as the Shell fellow dis=
appeared into the punishment-room. The
Head followed' him in, and the daor
closed behind him. There was a faint
murmur of voices,

“ What—what can have happened?™
muttered Tom, his face very pale. *“Tal-
bet’s going to be locked 1 P i

“That old bounder
Manners.

“But, what—> muttered Lowther.

The Head came out, and the key was
heard to grate in the rusty lock again.
The juniors {urned away, but out of the
corners of their eyes they saw the Head-
pass along to the stairease and disappear.

“I—I've got to kinow twhat this
means,” muttered Tom, “VYou fellows
keep an eye on the staircase while I
speak to Talbot.”

“Right-ho!”

Tom stepped quietly into the shadowy
alcove, out of which Nobody’s Study
opened.  He stopped and placed his lips
to the keyhole,

**Falbot 1>
- There was a movement within, and a
quiet step approached the door.

“Ts that you, Tom?”

. What’s happened?’ breathed
“Can I do anything? Tell me
quickly. There’ll be a prefect up here
soon, very likely, o clear anyhody off
from speaking to you.”

“Tm in a scrape, Tom. You ca
help me. Don’t worry, old chap,” said
Talbot. “It can’t be helped,”

““What have you done?”

“Nothing.”

“What are you suspected of, then?
Tell me.” :

Talbat did not reply,

“Talbot ! breathed Tom.
no time to-waste, Is it—is
to do m’l’h the old gang——

“Yeu

“ That message Wildrake brought you?
I thought it must be so. It was from
someone you knew—in the old days??

“Yes,” said Talbot heavily.

“Oh, Talbot, you ‘awful ass! said
Tom miserably. “I thought you'd have
sense enough to keep clear of anything
like that, after all that's happened,
Can’t I do anything to help?”

“X..:nu could, Tom; but I can’t ask
you.’

“You can ask me anything,” said
Tom impatiently, “Tell. me what's
happeued. Can’t you trust me, Talbot?”

“Tll tell you, Tom. Wildrake brought
me a message from the Weasel—a man
I knew in—m the old days. The police
are after him for a robbery in Lantham
—a bank robbery, T think. A man was
injured, The Weasel is hunted high and
ow, He is desperate, and he tried to
get help from me. He—he wants clothes
and money, and—"

“Talbot, you're not fool enough, not
mad enough, to think of helping him?”

“You don’t understand yet, Tom. The
man had been—what I was!” Taibot’s
voice was sharp and bitter. “He gave it
up—as I did. The poor wretch tried to
o straight, but his past was against him ;
he hadn’t my luck, He has told me that
he had nothing to do with the affair at
Lantham, and I—1 believe him, Tom.”

“But if he is innocent, he has only-to
face his tri aid Tom.,

“ Yon don’t understand, old-fellow ; you
haven’t been down in the depths, as I
. He has a twonty years record of
crime., He v seen near the place, or o
man like him was seen, It's just the job
he would have been engaged upon.  If
they .don’t find the real man, they won’t
have a moment’s doubf that it was his
work. His flight settles it for him, too.

Skeat 1”2

grunted:

. “There's
it something
i




pord van't be taken; his character’s
Enown, It will depend on cir-
ial evidence, with his life-long
against him, I—1 dare say you'll
doesn’t matter much whether
character goes {o prison or not.
t I've bLeen where the Weasel
s now, Tom, and I've pulled out of
1 believe he had nothing to_do with
2’ not a {ool to be deceived. I was
to help him; that’s knocked on
d now. But—hut—

e};,kno“' you met him?”

"
“Thank goodness you've been stopped
o helping hiin!” said Tom. * That's

Taw.”

. you'd run that fearful risk,
the sake of a ruffian who is very likely
ilty all the time—who is a lfe-long
minal, anyhov
=1 might have beeu a life-long criminal
14 hadn’t found a good friend to help

ou

“Don't!” muttered Tom wretchedly.
=T made an appointment to meet him
i, said Talbot. “I was going to
nk it over. If I felt sute he was inno-
it I would help him. TI've thought it
coming back. I do feel sure. I+
2't help himm,  But—but he will keep
appointment.  And Skeat is going to
eh every foot of the neighhourhood
night,”  Talbot groaned, He will
$e taken, and it will be my fault! If'X
seould get word to him—"
Hea broke off,

Tom breathed hard,
& “Vou mustn’t think of thati, Talbot. If
Li¢ came out, you'd be arrested. - It might
D miean prison!”

“Ie's going to wait for me, Tom, and
» onght to be on the run,” muttered
falbos.  *““He will wait, and SN i
Eroke off again. “It'a no good talking,
The poor wretch wiil go under! And I
is innocent, and has tried to

Tom hesitated,  ““ Where
were you going to see him, Talbot?”

> At the dead oak in Rylcombe Wood.”
L When?”

“Home time to-night, e will wait.
He will be there - now,” said Talbot.
£ Before morning he will be taken.” He
grifted his teoth, “And I—-I'm mewed
mp here !

" Tom drvew a deep breath. -

“Talbot, are you sure—quite sure—that
the man is innocent?”

1 feel sure of it, Tom.’

“hall T go?”

“You, Tom!”

“Tf it’s as you say, if the man’s inno-
eant,” muttered Tom, “I could get cut
aftev lights out. Even if I were found
oat, nobody would think of suspeciing
i me, D'l ckance it, Talbot, if you say the

word."”

Y No, no!” breathed Talbot. *You
con’t—you sha'n’t get mixed up in it
Tom 1

“Vou are going to stay in this room,
Falbot?” :

= I'm locked in."” L

“You're not thittking of making a
break?” s

Talbot did not answenethat quesiion,

4T know you conld get out, if vou
tried,” said Tom. “That's what I've

* Loon thinking; you're going to try 46 get
- to the place and warn him.  And if
. vou're seen, if you're caught, it’s rum for
& e, You'd go to prison, Talbot. Tt
" ebuld be disgrace and ruin for ever. You
sho’n't dao that!”

SPBat, Tom—-"

“Promise me that you won't Talbot.”
“Tom ! g 4
£30u won't promise,” multered Tom.
#T guessed what you intended. I shall
Talbot. The risk isn't so great for

can give me

Hampers Filled with Deficious Tuck Given Away in

mie as for you. For you it's utter ruin.
¥or me it's only breaking bounds. I can
stand the racket for that.”

“But, Tom L

“Tt's settled,” said Tom, in a hurried
whisper, “I'm going, after lights cut,
Talbot. I'll warn the man to clear. But

you—you’ll promise me o stay here, and’

51

do nothing?

Byt I can’t let yo s

“Promise  me—g
coming ! Talbof, your woi

“I promise, Tom!”

“Good!”

“(Clear off from there!” It was the
rough yoice of Knox of the Bixth, “ You
know jolly well you're not allowed to
speak to anyoune in  the punishment-

Somehody’s
i

room, Merry!  Take fifty lines, - and
clear off
Tom Merry moved away without a

word,

His heari was throbbing.

Only too well ke had guessed Talbot’s
secret intention—only too well he knew
that no detention could hold the boy
who had been ecalled the prince of cracks-
men unless ha ch And if Talbot had
left the punishment-room, and had been
caught seeking- the fugitive, Tom shud-
dered to think of the consequences—

black disgrace and utter ruin to his’
chum. - He wondered, indeed, whether

that was a plan in . Inspector Skeat’s
mind-—whether the inspector hoped to
find Talbot stealing out of the school
that night, thus placing proof of com-
plicity i1 his hands, - The danger was
terrible—for Talbot.

Tom Merry had taken a risk upoir
himself, but it was fto save his chum
from his own chivalrous -folly.  The
danger was not so great for Tom. Tven
the suspicious inspecior, if he spotied
him, would not suspect him of knowing
anything of the Weasel, But, great or
little, Tom was prepared fo face the peril
for his chumn’s sake.

When the #hell went into their
dormitory that night, Tom’s mind was
quite made up. = For Talbot’s sake, he
was going to take the risk; and after
lights ont, aftey the rest of the Form had
fallen into slumber, Tom Merry slipped
quietly from his bed, and dressed in the
dark. -

CHAPTER 7.
Wildrake on the Tracks

NSPECTOR SKEAT was still wait-

I ing when the Head returned to his

study, There was a deep line of
trouble in the Head’s brow.

“The boy iz secure asked Mr.
Skeaf.

“T have locked him in the punishment-
room, ™

“Very good. It is, of course, clear
that he left the school this evening to
speak with the Weasel.”

T fear so,” said the Head sadly. “I
have spoken to him seriously, and he
says nothing. Bub I can gather what
has really happened.  This rascal has
appealed to his kind hearf, and, from a
foolish sense .of chivalry, Talbot thinks
that he cannot betray him. It is an
se of honour—I am sure

T any case, he is cul-
u had another matter to
One of your boys, T think,
istanice; and if I can
arrest the We: of course, the matter
will end, and it will not be necessary to
deal with Talbot ‘at all. T believe he
could tell me where to find the man, if
he ‘chose; but so long as 1 lay my hands

pable.
speak of.

_on him, I shall be quite satisfied.”

“Any _assistanca
course; but I do not
#

in my power, of
quife see—""

the * Boys’ Herald.” 3

" The Head was puzded. ¥ ®
have a boy here named Wild-

“You
rake?”
“Yes; a new_boy from Canada.™ €

%A couple of weeks QT, Wildrake
ere.

made rather a sensation . The
mspector smiled. “He found your
French master, you remember, who had
been shut up i1 a den in the wood. By
a really astonishing skill in tracking, he
prevented a crime,” »

“Quite so. I am told that he is now
the modal of .the school scouts,” said
the Head. “His early life in British'
Columbia gave him the training which
has produced such swprising vesults.
But how-—" ;

“Will you let the boy come with me,
sir?” said the inspector. - “ 1 followed
with great interest the case in which he
picked up tracks in the woods, and found
the French master.. I believe he can be
of service to me. I know the request is
unusual—"

“Vary," said the Head gravely.

“T would point out, bowever, that if
the Weasel 15 arrested at once, it may
save disgrace falling upon . the school
through Talbot. If the man escapes,
the conseguences for Talbot may be very
serious, and for the school i the matter
of pablicity.” y

1 will send for Wildiake ab once.”
said the Head hastily. “There will, of
course, be 1o danger for-the boy?”

“ None,"”

“T have no doubt he will be prepared
to give you any thelp he can,” said Dr.
Holmes. “*“He s, I believe, a lad of an
adventurous disposition, and certainly of
great courage, as he has proved.
could not, of course, conseut to his being
faken into danger, as I am responsible
to his parents,” :

“There will be no danger, sir: it i3
simply his skill in wooderafé that I want
Lo use

The Head touched the bell: and Toby
was sent for Wildrake. The fourth
Form were echout to start for their
dormitory, when Wildral:e: was ealled fo,
the Head's study.

He came in, W a rather uneasy mood.

The Canadign junior was wondering
whether anything had {ranspived, con-
cerning the message he had bronght to
Talbot, He was quite determined to
utter no word to Talbot's harm. even
if questioned by the representative of
the majesty of the law. His lips were
sealed on that subject,

Bub he was soon relieved of his doubis.
Tt was evident at ence that neither the
Head nor Mr. Skeat suspected that he
had had anything to do with the Weasel
or Talbot of the Shell.

Tor. Holmes explained in a few words..

“Wildrake, Inspector Skeat desives io
utilise vour serviees, if you are willing
to help him. It is your skill'in wood-
crafe that is required. If you can assist
the inspeetor to frace n certain bad
character now lurking in the neighbour-
hood of the school, you will render hin
a great service, and a still greater one
fo me personally, and to one of your
schoolfellows.”

“1 am quite at Mr. Skeat’s orders,
sir,” said Wildrake:

Tie was astonished, wondering whether
the bad " cha sy veferred to was the

Neasel. He was soon informed on that
point.

“The man is called the Weasel, T said
the inspector. *He is lmown to be near
the school,  He is wanted for a hank
robbery at Lentham, in which a night-
watehinan  was ' brutally assaunlted and
seriously injured,  There will bLe ne
danger for you, however —" =

Wildrake smiled. ; |
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«1 shouldn't mind the danger, sir, I
guess,” he answered. I the man is as
vour describe, the sooner he is roped in
the hetter.”

“¥ have the warrant for mis arrest,”
said Mr, Skeat. *‘If you are willing to
come with me, Master Wildrake——""

“Sure, sir!” L

“Your headmaster givess his per-
mission. Phere is bright moonlight
now—ahmost as light as day. Do you
think you could pick up traces, as on the
previous occasion when you so dis-
tinguished yourself?” said the inspector,
with a smile.

“F guess so, sir, if there’s
pick up,” said Wildrake
TN be jolly glad to try !

“Then come with me. my boy!” said
the inspector very cordially.

- Tn a few minutes Wildrake was in his
coat and cap, and leaving the school with
the portly gentleman. The Fourth Form
turned in, with one bed in the dormitory

anything to
eonfidently.

empty.  Wildrake was absent—a fact
which astopished the juniors con-
siderably.

: “MHssin® s gettin’ catchin' ! Arthur
T Augustus D'Arcy remarked. *“First
> was Talbot, and now there is
‘Wildwalce. Do yon know where
Wildwake has got to, Kildare?”

Kildare, who was seeing lights out for
the Fourth, did not gratfy Arthur
Angustus” iﬁ‘irst for information.

“Pon't ask cquestions,  kid,”

replied.

“Weally, Kildare—"

The St. Jim’s' captain turned out the
light, and quitted the dormitory. The
juniors were left to discuss the strange
affair until they fell asleep.

Meanwhile, Wildrake and the inspector
had left by the side gate, and were in the
road. There, the inspector looked at his
wateh, and signed to the junior ta wait.

Wildrake did not know what they were
waiting for, but he was under the in-
spector’s orders now, so he waited in
silence.

A quarter of an hour later there was

he

a heavy tread on the road. Police-
Constable Crump, of Rykombe, loomed
9 up in the bright moonlight. ~ The in-

spector digned to him to stop.
- “You El'ought young Talbot back to
the schoel Crump?™ he asked.

“Yessir. Found ‘im out of bounds,
and yun him ‘ome, according to dooty,”
=aid Alr. Crump.

“Where did you find him?”

“*Bont a quarter mile down the lane,
sir, towards Ryleombe.”

“YWas he alenc?”

“He wag when I come up,”.said Mr.
: Ceump.  “But T 'ad an idea he’d been
© talking to somebody by the roadside. 1t's

| Shickets there, sir. 1i there was another

«ove, he doﬁged pretty quick, Anything
S

- -_mas may be,” said the inspector.

“Please take mo to the exact spot where

i We=, =ir; right back along my heat! 3
ed on, and the

The

te look of the Tagged man
sens the message. In his own

‘Next Week’s *“ Gem* will be Betfer than Ever!

was 4 warrant out for his arrvest, on the
charge of burglary and violent assault;
and that was enough for Wildrake to
know. He was quite prepared to do his
best to lay a dangerous criminal by the

heels; all the more if the man was seek-.

ing to involve a Bt. Jum's fellow: in his
own desperate fortunes,

Of Talbot, Wildrake could not believe
harra. - The grave, frank face of the
Shell fellow rose before hisieyes. Talbot
was straight as a die, he felt; but that
was all the more reason for helping to
keep him out of the clutches-of a rascal
like the Weasel.

Wildrake, as a matter of fact, could
have guided the inspector very near to
the spot where
Talhot; it-was close to the place where
the ragged fugitive had stopped
Wildrake in the afternoon, to send the
message. Police-corstable Crump stopped
at last, and peered along the thick
hedges.

“ Jast ahout ‘ere,” he said.

“Tind the exact place if you can!”

} said My, Skeat.

“Oh, yes, sirt?

Wildrake was examining the grass by
the lane now. The ground was soft and
sticky from recent rain, in the best state
for bearing tracks. Overhead, the moon,
now mearly at the full, streamed down
silvery light, almost as clear as sunlight.

“T " guess this is the place!” said
Wildrake.

* Jest about !”

There were tracks plain enough  for
Inspector Skeat to trace, albeit the
worthy inspector was no scout.  The
prints of Talbot’s neat boots, where Le
had stood in talk with the outcast, were
plainly seen, outlined in the soil—
deepened from his having stood still for
some time on one spot. In the thicket
close by, there were ample traces of the
lurking fugitive—hroken twigs, and a
torn rag from Lis clothes, and muddy
tracks. Wildrake smiled; his task was
easy—easy, that is, to the well-trained
eye of the boy from the Boot Leg Ranch,

“¥ou think you can pick it up?’ asked
the inspector.

“Bure!”

“Go ahead, then!” said Mr. Skeat,
with much satisfaction. *“Yowll follow
us, Crump. Keep your truncheon
handy : you'll need it if we come on the
Weasel.”

Alr. Crump gasped. . Tkt

_“The cove that's wanted ot Lantham,
sir®” ;

“Rxactly 1" :

Alr, Crump loosened his {runcheon.
He was full of eagerness to distinguish
himself by the arrest of so notorieus a
character. Wildrake led the-way, and
]ﬂ;e inspector and the constable foliowed
him. -

Muddy tracks led across a young
plantation, then by a field, and then nto
Ryleombe Wood. ~ -Other ‘tracks crossed
them becasionally, but the boy from the
Wild West hardly faltered for a moment.
In the wood, however, he had to pause,
as the traces were lost on a dry, hard
patch. Mr. Skeat and the constable
waited, while Wildrake ‘‘tried 7 to and
fro, a good deal like a hound that had
ozt the scent.

“Come on!” said Wildrake, at last.

“(Got it again?” ]

“Sure '
“Good!” said My, Skeat.
Progress was slower now, winding

through the wood, far from any footpath.
Once or twice Wildrake stopped again;
but always he renewed his way. Mr
Cramp watched him, half in wonder, half
in doubt. There was no ‘“‘sign” that
told any tale to Mr. Crump’s eyes. And
Inspector Skeat was assailed by doubts at

the Weasel had met |

intervals;  though  Wildrake's assm
manner gave him confidence, as well
his remembrance of what the Canads
had done on a previous oceasion. -

In the depths of the wood, Wildrak
suddenly paused and held up his hand.

“ Quiet!” he whispered.

“What—" !

“YWe're close on now, I guess.
heard a rustle. = Stay here till T come

back,” whispered Wildrake. “I guess
 we've gob the merchant nearly cornered.
Don’t make a sound till you see me =
again.” :

The inspector nodded in silence, and
My, Crump breathed heavily. Wildrake,
falling noiselessly on his hands and knees,
wormed his way through the thickets, =
and disappeared from sight.

CHAPTER 8.
A Startling Meeting !

OM MERRY’S face was a little
pale, and his brows were kuitted,
as he threaded his way through
the shadowy woods, Where the

trees were thick it was dark, but bright
moonlight streamed down through every
opening in the branches,

Tom knew his way easily enough about
the woods by day “or night, and he
threaded on without hesitation towards
the rendezvous. Bul his heart was beai-
ing fast, and his mind was troubled. It
was to save his chum from deadly danger
that he was there, but dark doubts tor-
mented him. Talbot believed that the
Weasol was innocent of the erime laid to~
his charge, that the wretched man had
striven to leave a life of crime behind
him, and had failed. But what if Falbot
was mistaken? The thought of helping
& criminal to escape justice was um-
pleasant enough. Innocent or guilty, it
was not for Tom to stand between the
cracksman and the law. He knew it
But it was to save his chum, and he did.
not falter, though his heart was heavy.

o came up to the lightning-riven oak
at last, a welldmown landmark in the
wood, theugh far from the beaten tracks.
There he halied, and looked about him.

If the Weasel was lurking on the spot,
waiting for Talbot, he would see the
junior. He might take him for Talbot in
the shadows. At least, he would gtiess
that it was a messenger. - It was past ten
o’clock, and .a schoolboy could not: be
suppased to have any business in such a =
spotb at such an hour. 3
“off 1V

Tt was a_husky whisper from ihe
shadows. - HEvidently the Weasel was
there, and on’ the watch.

Tom Merry felt a thrill at his heart.
1f the man was what the police believed
him to be Tom had placed himself in the
presence of a desperate and hardened
ruffiar.

“Toff, you've coma!”

A higgard face peered from the bushes.
Tam Merry turned, and the moontight,
through the branches above, fell on his
face. There was o muttered exclamation
from the Weasel:

“Iain’t the Toff! Hang you! Who |
are you?' He glared at the junior with 1+
rage and terror in his eyes, and made a.

spring from the thicket like a wild™ w.
apimal. 0)
‘TPom jumped back, his heart throhé .6
ing.
“UHands_ off 1 he exclaimed. ¢ Tve-
_»

come from Talbot.

The Weasel paused.

“Yowre a friend of the Toff -

“T'm his best chum,” said Tem.

“He's told you—="

o »

“Why gin't the Toff come?” mutteres: |
the Weasel. “You got a message from.
im?”’ ;

He watched Tom’s face savagely.
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“Y've come to warn you,” said Tom.
“The police know you are here, and
Talbot has been locked up al scheol
because they know he mef you. He's
sent you & warhing to geb away as fast
as you can, He can’t help you. He is
suspected and detained. There is going
to be a search all over this quarter.
They know you were in the lane this
evening 2
. The wretched man gave a groan.
“They’re close on my ’cels, then?”
% S fear so.” Tom could not help a
] feeling of compassion as he looked at the
%_ worn, wretched face, haggard in the
p moonlight. “If you are innocent of
.~ what you are charged with, as Talbot
thinks, Pm sorry for you, awfully sorry.
But there's nothing for it but to run.”
“Ran!? muttered the Weasel, with a
gesture of despair. “ Run where? Tm
starving now! D’ve got no money, and
- Pm in rags. P’m donet”
.~ Tom was silent, It was nseless to teil
the wretched man that he ought not to
ve sought to drag Talbot into his mis-
fortunes ; that it was, in fact, his deoing so
~ that had brought the police so clese upon
is track. Tom ran his hands through
his poeketa.
“1 have a few shillings,” he said.
¥TPake them. I wish you luck. But
you must clear at once. Every moment
E] be dangerous—-""
The Weasel gave him a sharp, sus-
ons look,
“How do I know that this ain’t a trick
to get shut of me?’ he muttered huskily.
" STf the Toff’s turned his back on an old
~ Pom compressed his lips.
.\ “F have told you Walbot cannot help
. Youhave brought him into trouble
and ’danger already.” For your own sake,
ol

g“"\'V'ha-t—what’s that®?. The Weasel
gave a sudden start, and spun round.
““TPom Merry!”
Kit Wildrake leaped from the thicket.
He stared at Tom blankly.
The Weasel gave a suppressed cry.
. "“it—it’s you—you what took
message to the Toff I he muttered.
& “Wildrakelt” muttered Tom blankly.
% What are you doing here?”
ildrake’s face grew hard and grim.
(hat’s a question Pve got to ask
> he said. “Bpeak low. Inspector
at and a policeman are not twenty
ds away. %’ve led them here on the
k of that man. I was going back for
m when I heard your vowce. Tom
rry, are you mad? What have you to
o with that criminal
The Weasel sank back againet the
mink of a tree, breathing in gasps.
Despair seemed to have fallen upon him.
"Tom's faced paled as he met Wild-
e’s accusing eyes.
Wou've no right to question me,” he
mered.
ildrake thonght guickly.
falbot sent you?’ he said.
om nodded., .
err he is hand-in-glove with that
b ?I; whe is wanted for robbery and
1 Fra

2

the

said Tom, hetween his teeth.
you, Wildrake, how dare you

let’s have a plain talk!” said
“That man is a criminal, and
yon here with him. Talbot gent
garn him to clear, I guess. He's
to clear, Tom Merry. I answer
I give you a minute to get out
‘the police come: Bunt i that
I collar him, and shout.”
Y pa;l’)téd.

B,

d ¥ interrupted the Canadian
'Clear off while you’ve got the
guess 1 oughtn’t to give you
5, considering the company 1've

found you in. I give it to save the
school’s good name, Get!”

Tom’s face was flooded with crimson.

“Listen to me, Wildrake! Talbot
believes that-this man is innocent—->"

“J guess a-man gets a fair trial in this
colintry,” said Wildrake scornfully.
“Leave it to that.”

“So I would,” muttered Tom. *You
can’t be fool enough to think that I want
a criminal to escape. I'm standing by
Talbot—"

“Talbot has no right to chip in
between the police and a cracksman,™
said Wildrake decisively. “I gu he
won't be allowed to, nor you, either,
Pom Merry. You must be mad to come
here.. Youw've been dragged into this,
and it’s Talbot’s fault——"

“Not a word against Talbot!” said
Tom, bBetween clenched teeth.

Wildrake shrugged his shoulders.

“1 guess I've nothing up against him,
but he must be a fool to play a game
like this. There's been a robbery at
Lantham, and a man’s head has been
cracked, and this man’s wanted for .
That’s enongh for me to know, I guess.
Stand where you are!” The Canadian
junior rapped out the words sharply as
the Weasel made a movement. ~ “I’m
watching you.”

The Weasel’s eyes glinted. He sidled
round the tree, evidently with the inten-
tion of making a dash into the woods.
Kit Wildrake sprang towards him.

Tom Merry threw himself in the way.

“Wildrake—=

“Stand aside !”

“I won't! Cut it, you fool!” shout
Tom to the Weasel. But the latter
already running desperately.

Wildrake dashed after him, but Tom
grasped him, and they struggled.  The
Canadian shonted.

“Help here

Instanily there was a crashing of the
underwoods.

Inspector Skeat and Mr. Crump were

dashing towards the spot, the latter
truncheon in hand.
Wildrake loosened his grip on the

captain of the Shell,

1

“ Vamoose!” he breathed. “If you'rs

found here

Tom Merry panted.

*“I don’t care!. E 2 2

“You fool, ‘you'll bo arrested! Cuf i%,
I tell you!” panted Wildrake. “Tll keep
them back if I can while you get clear.”

He dashed back towards the advancing
inapector, still unseen in the thick bushes,

Tom Merry hesitated a moment,

But he realised the fearful peril in
which . he stood. If he was. found
there—

He had kept his word to Talbot; I
had done his best. The Weasel
full flight through the woods, like a
hunted hare. Tom Merry turned, and
dashed away among the trees in another
direction.  Without pausing a moment
to take breath, he ran on, winding
through the wood, till at last, with a
gasp of relief, he jumped a ditch and
Ianded in the moonlight in Rylcombe

Lane,
i b
spector Skeat in the dusky
thickets, and Mr. Skeat stag-
gered against a tree. Mr. Crump,
running close behind, stopped just in
time.

But for that halt, tha two officers
would have burst into the open glade
round ‘the dead oak-tree, in time to see
Tom Merry before he fled, Kit Wildrake
acted on the spur of the moment, to
save the St. Jim's fellow. I was ab the
risk of allowing the Weasel ta escape.

“Qw!” gasped the inspector, as he
bumped on the tree. “You—you clumsy
young ass—""

A momentary smile flickered over
Wildrake's face. M was not clumsiness
that had caused him to crash into the

CHAPTER 9.
A Wild Night's Work !
HIS way!”? 2
Wildrake crashed into In-

inspector.

“Mhis way !” he repeated.

“Quick, then—you found _him?”
panted Mr. Skeat.

grated in the lock.
entor.

De. Holmes turned into the deep alcove before the door, and the key
He turned on the light, and motioned Talbot to
Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another blankly as the Shell

fellow disappeared into the
(See pape 8.)

punishment-room.
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Fes oy I _came vight on him,*: said
Wildrake. . *Thizs way; fuilo‘.\' me, and

wo'll have him yet, 1 rrno

‘£ Quick, [ then ! ;

MWildrake turped, and zan on by the
dead oal. © To. his '‘great velief, Tom
¢ had vanished from sight. But the
sel, too, had wvanished; trampled
bush and briar showed the way he had
sone. Wildrake gritfed his teeth as he
jed ihe way at a run on the cr: nan’s
track.

But fear seemned td have lent the
Weasel wings, , T l‘me was no sound of
him in the deo-; wood s he was far ahead.
Bl the track he 1:»11 could be followed
at a run, and the three pursners pressed
n fast; Br. Crump, puffing and blow-
i in the rear.

The track came out on the footpath-
al ran through im\ wood to Wayland.
On the trampled path it lost. It did not
enter the trees again; the fleeing man
had followed the footpath. W 11:141\.0
,:Uped at a loss,

“He’ i followed Lhe D th, T guness,” he
gaid,  “But in which direction—"
“Get on towards Wayland, Crump!”

rapped mx{ tfm inspestor.  “TI’ll go the

s‘t\ulness would allow.
ried in the opposite direction

inspec Lm
, towards

fow
stopped by a

Jim’s, with  Wildy
minutes later the latter
rain-puddle in the path.

“Right!“ he exelaimed.
Mch

“Qoing towards e
muttered the mspector.
help from somebody
We'll have him."”

They pressed on, and came out of the
footpath into the Rylcombe Lane. In
the shining of the moon, the lane was
as light as day; bln uoﬂmw rowas
seen of the fnmh\e in mihw
direction, * Wildrake examined the gv
by the road; he picked up the ha--l\&
again there, but they were lost on the
im' d surface of the road itself.

“He's taken to the road!” said Mr.
Skeat, breathing hard and stertorously
after his exertions, “That does you,
young man?

“T guess so; an Indian could not pick
up tracks on a j‘ourl like this;” said
Wildrake grimly. “Tma somy: we
nearly had him.” Fe did not add that’
an absolutely certain capture had heen
nted by bis desire to shield Tom

“He passed

school, thent”
* Liooking for
there, pevhaps.

The inspector panted.

“I'm much ebliged to you, Master

Wildrake; you've done your bes(,” he
said. Y1t was a close thing, Tl have

the mounted constables out prelty fast.
and our gentleman will be rounded up, 1
fanc Think you can gei to your school
on your own, if I hury off to the
station? I want to get on the iclephene
at once.”

ST guess thai's all 1izht.”

“One minute, though! Did you find
anybody with him in the wood?”

Wildrake breathed hard.

“1 reckon Master Talbot } kmows how to

get onb of any room he moo-m to get
oub of,” said Mi. Bkeat, with a grim
ile. Jid you see -anything of
aster ‘Tathot? T thought T heavd

athing !”” said Wildvake, rvelieved by
form of the inspector’s question.
was not there, or I
I came right on
Good-night, Mr. Skeat! . If
nt me again, you've only got {o
ord.”

Tre Gey Liansry.—No.

thm
“Talbot certainly
should have seen hin.
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“Goad-night; - Master Wildrake—and
thanks!”

Inspector Skeat started® for Ryleombe
with great strides, puffing, as he w C’lt
He was ¢ ppmnted by a failure that
came §o close {6 suceess; bui he had, at
least, gob in touch now with the
fugitive, and he hadlittle doubt of an
extensive search rounding him up. It
was no longer suspicion, but neltmnty
that the Weasel had Dbeen hiding in
Ryleombe Wood; ‘and, with the “tole-
graph and tvfephmm st wouls, he was not
Likely to get cleay: Dwsnppmmed as he
was at hot laying hands on the man, the

inspector felt fairly satisfied with his
evening’s worlk.
Wildrake  was feeling much less

satisfied as he walked on to the school.

For Tom Merry's sake, and for the
sake of the school, he had saved Tom
from discovery, at the cost of letting the
cracksman escape.  He was very far
from satisfied with that vesult. As he
came near the school, he sighted a figure
on the road abead in the moonlight, and
a minute later he knew that it was- Tom
Merry.

He hastened his steps to overtake him:
and Tom turned his head at the sound of
footste

“Youl!’
clouding.

“Little me,”

“He QOE}"“"W

he exclaimed, his face

id Wildrake grimly.
asked Tom breath-

‘orrect !

’]'ma; Merry

drew a deep Lreath of

relief.  ‘That, at least,- would be geod
news for Talbot.
Wildrake eyed him.

“T don’t know avhether you're tmhhcu
with this- business,” he said cur 23
guess I'm nol. I took you and Talbot
for two of the stinightest fellows at St.
Jim's. X f'md Fou hdpmg a cracksn
to get aw 1 guess
thai svant:
Tom Mer
1 e
but

¢ from the police.

pi.mm}-'

lled on without veply-
the i bitterly

there nothing to be

They came in sight of the school.
"*liillilliiliIlllllillIlllillllillIHNIHHH”l"lil}lll!lUllﬂl]L-
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NGTE in this week's
BOYS' HERALD.
THE LURE OF GOLD

the most amazing narrative of ad-
venture which has cver sappeared
in any bhoys' paper. Don't miss
this thrilling story of an expe-
dition into New Guinea, written
by one of the parfy. Opening
ehapters appear this week.

THE BOYS OF GREYFRIARS

The first of a series of special
portrait studics of the chums of
( riars Schoot, by a famous

ar

Gambridge Baatrace Crew
A splendid official portrait of this
year's Boatrace Crew, making an
excellent souvenir of the great

- contest, Also

Big Money Prizes and Hempers

Filled with Delicious Tuck
offercd in a simple and interest-
ing <competibion.. You may win
one! Splendid scheol a ad-
venture stories to please- all.
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You will like if.

“Nothing to %uv" * asked Wildrake,

“No,” answered Tom, in o low voice;

“except that I'm obliged to, you for
giving me a chance to get clear,’
T guess T don’t know whether T was
lvht i doing it,” said Wildrake bluntly.

“1 let that man zeb away, to keep yon
oub of trouble, and the name of the
school out of the papers. I puess I don't
know whether I did Uf.,hi 1 don’t know
now. But I reckon you'ré not the fellow
I took you for, Tom Merry, and I'm
sorry to know it

With that he guickened his pace, and

1 He could
r-at the gates. He climbed the
school -wall in, the shadow of the trees,
and dropped down behind the elms
lined the wall inside. The quadrangi
was & sheet of silvery light; but under
the elms by the wall it was very dark.
Torm, as he landed on his féet, looked
round quickly; he thought he caught a
hurried breath in the shadows.

““Who's there?™. he panted. = The
tlmught of some watchfuly 1!](‘ff‘LL was i
his mind.

There was no reply;
ment,

Tom stared mto the shadows for a
moment or two, and then went on his
way, -Conclu\]ing that he had
deceived, He did not guess
haggard face and two hunted, d ]
cyes wabched him go, from the shadows
of the elms.

Wildrake
Schicol Ho
a distance,

no sound or move-

entered ab the door of the
and Tom saw him from
The Shell fellow skirted

round the building, and quistly enteved
ab

the House by the box-room window
the back—the way he had quitted
In the box-room he removed his hoofs. -
Before going to his dormitory he slipped
noiselessly to the Shell passage, whein
Nobody's Study was sitnated. Tt swas
not likely that Talbot was asleep; and
he wanted a word with his chum. Hao
knew how terribly -anxious Talbot would
be on his account. The passage was

quite dark. Tom groped his way to the
alcove, to the door of Nobody's
3 » tapped lightly.

there was a whisper from

“Who is there?”

Tom Merry bwi to 1he keyhole.
“Talbo
“You,
“Yes.”
“Thavk Heaven you are back—safe!”
breathed Talbot.

“ Safe as houses, old chap!”
Tom,.

* And—-and——-"

“He gob clear!”

“T'm glad of that.”

“Good-night, Talbot!™

“ Good-night, old fellow !

Tom Merry crept softly Volnca
few minutes raore he was in the Shell
dormitory, slipping quietly infe bed.

But it was long before Tom Meriy
slept; and when at last slumber sealéil
his eyes, he dreamed of the scens in the
wood—the hunted fugitive panting His
way in the deep shadows. But he did
not dream that the Weasel, huntad from
the woods, scared from the roads and
lanes, had desperately climbed the school
wa!l, and was now lurking within, the
ralls of St. Jim’s. Tt was el for Tom
Merry’s peace of mind that he did 106
know that!

whispered

THE END,

(The sequel to this grand school %im‘y,
enfitled : ¢ HIS PAST AGAINST
HIM ! by Martin Clifford, will appear
in mnext week's issve of THE GEM
Library. DMake « point of ordering

gour copy RIGHT NOW!)




GETTING EVEN.

@ teacher was leaving his class for
eping, one .of the pupils slyly
d into his hat a pilece of paper
was the word “Donkey.” 'lhe
next morning addressed the hoys
L very gentle tone. This is what he
*As 1 was leaving the class-room

evenitig one of your number d&id
the great honour of leaving his
=—John M. Sullivan, ¢/fo Mrs. W.
an, Rock West End,- Castletown

Co. Corl, Ireland,

MISTAKEN.

“* Where can I get a ticket
my man?”’

“Through that pigeon-hole,

Old Lady:
Penzance,
Porter ;

y: “Don’t be silly. Haw can
et through that pigeon-hole—a stout
nan like me?’—C. George, 56, Bruns-
k Road, Handsworth, Birz:li_ngham.

TENDER MEMORIES.

Obsexver: “I noticed that you got up
and ﬁa\'e your seat to o woman in the
omnibus who was standing.”

Observed: “VYes, that I did." Since
childhood T have respected a woman with
a,strap in her hand.”*—Austen Chell, 41,
Lord  Street, Chapel = Ash, Wolver-
hampton.

THE PROMISED WMIAN.
ere working in a coal-
ppi town, one down in
g out the coal. And the
one inside picked up a }mge lump, and,
heaving it carelessly -into the air, qhmk
the other a resounding hlow on the
head.

As soon as the victim had recovered
from his momentary daze, he walked
over to the edge S bm and, peer-

L ang down at his mate, said -

& “Nigger, how come you don’t watch
b where you throw dat mdl" You doue
hit me smack on de haid.”
The other one looked s
“DPid T hit you, mg;we
ey au sho did,” came tli. Bnswer:
" 1 jes’ wants to iell you, I’se been
ing the debil a man for a long
_ and you certainly does resemble my
pise. " Walter Hohbs, 834, Des
s Street, Mortreal, Canada,

SOUND ADVICE.

rised,

, the inquisitive stranger per-
lhchng‘ his head out of the
'f0 get a betier view of the

head inside, can't you?”
guni fmm the van,

on't damage any of the
the bridges!”—Jack Walsh,
ad, Bingley, Yorks.

train whirled through the beau-

f-" .»'

Haif—a crown is patd for all contﬂbutmns prmied on thzs page.

TCO WMANY PICKLES.

A lady whos kept a pet parrot found.
that the bird liked pickles very -much.
‘“Look here, Polly,” said the lady, “if
you go taking my pickles again I will
pull every feather out of your head.”
This did not seem to worry the parrof,
for it took the risk and the pickles; but
its, mistress kept her word, and depu\ed
it of its head-feathers. A few days after-

wards a visitor, who was quite bald,
called at i house. Polly eyed him
curiously. - *“Hallo ! if eried.  * Another
poor beggar been pinching his missus’

ay
les 1)
Friern Road,

Marjorie Redfern, 231,
; Dulwich, S.E. 22.
THE TABLES TURNED.

Perey-was seated in a tramcar when a
worthy woman, with two fish-baskets,
entered and sat down heside him. e
drew his coat-tails away with a suiff of
disgust.

“Perhaps you wonld rather have a gen-
tleman beside you,” said the woman.

“Yes,” retorted Pcrcy

“And so would I,” came the un-
expected answer. .’\ulue Brinkley,
Buggs Farm, Hitcham, Nr. Ip:mch,
Suffolk,

FINDING HIMISELF.

The other day, when the beach was
crowded, a \chl” boy, locking rather
bewildeved, approached a police-officer,
and said: “ Please, sir have you seen any-
thing of a lady aroand here?’

“Why, ¥ 1n=wercd
“'5’\'" seen ral

“ Well, have you see any without a

3

the

officer,

hlt]e UO\ Y5l

Y Ve

“ Well,”.said the little chap, as a re-
lieved look crossed his face, “I’'m the
little boy. Where's tho ladyf?”-——Miss

Ivy M.-Boorian, 47, Crescent Road, Rose-

neath, \".Mh,wbmmwh New Zedland.
QUITE FAIR. e
A farmer saw a man fishing on his
land.

i

“Here, my man,” he shouted, “VYou

must not fish here. This is my pro-
perty.”

Qe anllt’d the angler. “ Whose
water is that up Iound the bend??

don t know,” replied the :rale

farmer; “but it ain’t mune, anyway.”

“All right; then T'll wait until it flows
round here,”’ 1ephed the angler calmly.—
Miss Mildred Maple, 16. Northumberiand
Place, Bayswater, W. 2, London.

NOT MUCH.
Topper: “Did anybody rnmark on the
way you lmndied your new car?

Goggles: “One man did, but he didn't
say much.”

Topper :“ Oh, what did he say??

Goggles :© “Teent y pounds and costs 1™

—H. - Johnson, Roniilly Road,

Eondon, N. 4

levelled them, and Lhd the work for me.™

WAITING !

It was in the Far South.” *“How's
times?” asked the f{ourist. “Pretiy
tolerable, stranger,” responded the old
fellow, who was sitting idly on the stump
of a tree. “I had a pile of brush to
burn, and the lightning set five t6 it, and
saved me the trouble of burning it.*
“That was f,.,rood » “Then I had soma
trees to cub down, but the ()doi'a

B Rvm rkable! But what are you doing
now " “ Waiting for an eaﬂhquake to
turn the potatoes out of the ground.
Wi, N. Smith, 54, Lime Street, ,\[:JI-
field, \,.]udcrl'uld

SCME POETRY!
Ratty Rateliff is in doubt
Whether he iz like old Prout:

* Crooke will always rue the day
When I O U’s he has to pay.
Augustus D’Arcy hides in the fom
‘When Herries brrngs forth his dog.
Aubiey Rac ke of St. James’ School,
Ts always ready to play the fesl
Billy Bunter hears too much
When listening to some double-dutch
Fatty Wynn can eat no luneh
When Merry thinks it time to punei
Francis Kerr, the merry Scof.

Kept RdbbJ "Bums’ supper hot.
—Barclay Skiner, 386, High S{'t@
Linlithgow, Scotland.

W. G. BUNTERS WEIGHT-

W. G. Bunter, the fat junice of Geeg= =
f'llﬂ'lﬁ

was Lang a spin on Coker's
when he came to 2 hm!*.

“You cannot cross this !mdg‘.

“ Mow’s that?” inquired Baster

By way of reply the humosoas el
pointed to a notice in the
which ran thus:

g
o
E
A
¥

of saging “How do sou

each other, “Have you eaien your rice?
Where are ym 7 are you
going there? yoer cost?

How old are vou""-lﬁs.s Netta O.
Russell, Elmnew Reoad, Strabana, b2
® GEx LipRamy.—No. 688, -
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From inforroation received, we hear
that Tow ‘Dutton, the deaf junior at
Gueviriars, is likely to come into some
money in the near future. Having made
inguiries, that worthy has informed us
that- he has *“‘heard nothing 7 himself.

Bthel Cleveland has vemuled to state
that Dr. Taylor was quite a dar in his

<88

ABOUT ST JIM’S AND GREYFREA

B<i-0 50599 v-ooew
that

<805

Iron Hand, o[ Imnlblo Hand * i“me
seems to be voted by the majotity of our
reade s a first-rate villain, (jld.ﬂl(‘d
he #ins in the sin-a-matograph,” but,

after all, it’s only “‘reel ” life; isn'f it?

Kit Wildrake, so I have been informed,
asked Tom Mnrn to accompany him in
a good long * ‘walk.” The Shell: captain,

You Must Get Your “ Gem ” Early Nexi Week?!

You will all be pleased to e
Arthur Auvgustus D’Arey is makine =

new departure ‘in the near future ﬂl

lmagmm he has the capabilities of
detective. “e always  thought b
seemed somewhat  defective.”

Readers are constantly zulxmg me b

kindness towards George Figgins, when| answering in the negative, stated that dcvote more space o our “Joy.” - Well,
that noble leader of tho Rew House he had had quite enough of the “tramp ~ | were I to, I'm afraid other l‘ea«‘ler" lmgﬂ
underwenit his “Tervible Ordeal.” This| lately.  It's pretty evident .that he'll write Jand tell me I was loo “oyer
ev-dem‘]v will be pleasing to cur duck’s{have to- do  without - March " for | ‘oved. 3
“quack.” another twelve months. R
f 3 I have been mfm‘med by' many that
Turree Jamset Ram Singh, of the| William George Bunler may often be| Arthur Augustus D'Arey has just missed
“Boys' Herald,” states that he contem-| filled up with good things, but ab the | a brand new © ger ¥ from thoe bike-
platz.s obliging with a _song ab the next | present it can hardly be said that he|shed. - Having ~informed the reliable
Remove  concert.  “Hurray ” Jamseb| holds the good things Mr. Martin | P.-c. Crump, of Rylcombe, of his loss,
Ram “Sing.” 1 feel sure the Nabob of | Clifford  holds.  Our famous author is| the famous arvistocrat of St. Jim's
Bhanipur will prove a great success, | absolutely overbrimming - with = good | anticipates an early rec overy of his
possibly  bring the school dmmfo\en stories. We anticipate an  April fool | machine. Undoubtedly it’s  common
though it may be a brick at a time. of them. knowledge what a ““copper ”' ill do.
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“SECOND - ENGINEER (Clovdnn)
Your electrical L‘]z'cs‘tmnt‘. put me to a fair
amount of trouble to answer, but T think
I have managed overy one corvectly for

ou. The reason they have nct appeared
{aefole is due to the fact that I had to
send your letter down to Mr. Martin
G thord at the Isle of Wight to obtain
his decision concerning a couple of them,
Ile was rather busy on a further splendid
Kit Wildrake story, and could not reply
to your letter for several days. T remem-
et stating that readers could write fo
me on all subjects ranging from white
mice to matrimony; but yours were
simply teasers! Flere is what you desire
to know: No. 1. Whether they have
gas or electrio service installed at St

Jim’s—Both. Gas lights the ‘ﬂchoul
House smdlcs; electricity supplies all th
Now House. It is used mouglzont tho

kitchen, the Common-rooms, tho “labs,”
and work-rooms. _They obtaii _their
supply from the Wayland Electric Light
Co.. No. 2, What voltage enters the
school 7—210 volts.  No. 3. It is ““Direct
Current.” No. 4, What is the maximum
load ?—500 amperes. No. 5. Have they
any of the new half Watts' bulbs in use?
—=Yes; in the Common-rooms, in beth
Houses, the library, the readin: 1-rooms,
and all “labs * and work-room
In the event of & fuse b]ur\mg who
replaces it?—The House electrici
There, my chum, I think that
you wanted to know,

3

AN ENTHUSIASTIC READER.
This correspondent writes from Mans-
field, Broughty Ferry, near Dundee, and
she says: “ Most certainly I ngres with
those readers who say the Gy gota
beiter and beiter. T think it is splendid

just now, and, being a girl, I enjoy
“Joy's Gossip-”” very much. She ex-
;: esses  my  sentiments for Chardew

ly, and 1 agree- wilh her likewisa
a.!.uul Talbot and Merry. D’Arcy is an
aristocrat o his finger-tips. Give me
the good old GEx for a thoroughly enter-
tainmg story. Is Kildare a better bowler
or Latam}‘r‘ and who are in the Tirst
Eleven

ALL STAR PROGRAMME,

IHELLIE WALLACE
IGEORGE!T.E.
ROBEY |DUsVILLE

HARRY TATE

AND HIS MOTOR CAR

LITTLE ;ERNIE
| TICH ; MAYNE

LL APPEOR EVERY THURSDAY wd |

ITHE FAVOURITE ComMic PRICE {

EREEFESR

Xo.550.-THE BROTHERS OF EOD

RDEN.
Magnificent yarn of schoolboy life and fun,

Jack North.

No. 551.—']?12.&

By

CHEED THRSUGH RUSSIA.
Thrilling story of Russia before the Revolution,

By Alfred Armitage.

No.552.—THE RY
No. 563.—TH

-S‘alendxd adventure yarn.

VAL FORWARD
Su}:mh lala of the footer field.
OLDE CREEX.

S,
By H. Gregory Hill
By Norman Owan,

No.168—THE CASE OF THE CINEMA STAR.
A iling talo of the movies, introducing Sexfon
) Tinker, nm] "9.'1‘-“ Lawless,

No. 169.—THE SECRE

HIl SIX BLACX DOTS.

A tale of ihe Se(‘mt Service, introducing Sexton

Blake,
No.170.—THE AFFE

1‘1-1}\914 and Mademoisello Tulie.
AIR of the FAMIL

Y DIAMONDS,

A {fascinating tale of bafling mystery and clover

deduction, reart\mm; Bexton Blaka and Tinker.

the “author
No.171.—AT

TH}‘ SHRINE OF
HIN

By
The Marble Arch Mystory,” efc,
TDDHA; or, THE

AMAN'S VOW

A  mystery

tala of the great Chinese Crime

Syndicate in London, foaturing Sexton Blake and
Tinker in one of their most difficult cases.

No. 45.—THE WHITE MAN'S SECRET.
Detective tale, Introducing Nelson Les and’ Nipper v

Ho. 46.—TH

Detective story,

Count Carlas and Professor Kew.
H MAN IN T

E CCPPER CASKET.
introducing Nelson Lee and Nipper

and the Hen. John Lawlesq
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Dear M. Edz’to!'—\‘fudra.ke interests
we more and mose, especially when he
goes to the cirens and shows what he
can do with horses, -1 wlsh 1 had been
there! T love a cireus! - Ti is heaps
hetter than the picturés. I bike every-
o about it—the absurd clown, who
for tiddlers in the arema; the
d important rmgmaster, with his
big whip: aud all the other vspnrmlh’
the lady who rides the dancing horse.
Bat the vingmaster 1s, perhaps, the
funn'e:4, in his clean white shirt and his
il coat. It's bis clothes, and
so big and angry, or mh and

as the occasi demands.

or i f0 y, with his
superior Some folks pubt on
nianners with theiv clothes. 1 would
have liked to see Gussy go into the ring
with the whip. How he would have
made them all langh! As it was, he was
splendid. “Thers s e Jangnh,
Faggles. 1 am simply goin’ for your

hat!” Tiow I did langh!

We ought to hear a lot more about
Wildrake, New characters come and go
~iat least, many of them ge, and are
forgotten, for T know the stage is pretty
full, but now and again there is a boy
nho makes himself so interesting and
6, popnlar that one ieels one must henr
I Lope we shall often meet the

more.
aléver, nice, frank-mannered boy. Ife
isn’t 1oo cle ', nor too Conscl of the

\\Olld“l{hl things ke can do. That cork-
serew was topping.

T never could abide Knox. He is so
bad-tempered, and he is always thinking
about being in the Sixth. Flis manner
would frequenily disgrace the ~meanest
ll tle faz. Just fancy how he would be
a caravanning  trip! ' The mere
1h<>m;ht of a few days m the company
of 'some people gives one the shivers. I
am sarry to say 1 often take distikes to
iy iduals You need not even see
their faces. There was 2 woman in a

E
=
!
_s
-
=
E

~ -packed train the  other day whose
4 shoulders would have annoyed a nie-
e She just pushed and

ned to give way.
- r|ul want to k& my elbow into her,

C

just to vemind her that a girl from
3\;{ tralia was being rammed against the
cdge of the daor Grundy would have

= dane it if it had been a man.
rhat's what I like about George Alfred
(‘zmurh Hs is downright, and says
: £ he means, and does ditto. Of
wse, he is big :md clumsy, and he getbs
e hg way, but he is honest, and would
.dﬁways stand up for anybedy who was
betng trodden on. To my thinking,
Grindy does not get the praise he
rvas.  Most of the fellows do not
ncto understand him a bit Jood

.n
= dﬁf Grundy |

LN
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By the way, is it really true that Alr.
Ratchiff is going on the Continong? I
should never have thoughs it of him.
He seems so serious-minded, apd his face
would be ont of place in a gay city like

Paris. But perhaps he is going farther.
He ought  to do well in Raussia.
Rnidlflll\y would sound fine, and he

might stop there, for all 1 care,”

I was bitterly disappomnted te hear a
friend of mine piteh into John Sharpe.
I admire the great detective, e way
working hand-and-glove with Anne
C 1.1\\'10?1171110 fn\mb]e Hand and Gleve,
of eourse—is uppmg Tron Hand wanis
some knocking out. But my friend
says Sharpe could not possibly do what

ho docs. Tt shows all she knows.
Besides, a_detective has to perform
wonders. I he were butierdfingered, or

muffed thingz, he wonld cease to be a
detective. I like Sharpe best when he
is bluffing his enemies, leading them to
think what ha wishes, and fnuimfr them
to the top of their bent. But Sharpe
makes one think. You can read
between the lines. He is one of the
sirong, silent men, such a brain!
Perhaps yon w! ill be interested to hear
ihat I read the *Boys® Herald,” as well
as the Geix. 1 like Dick O’Dare as
muach as ever, bui if you would let us

know a trifle more about his character it
\/VW\J\/\/\/\/\N\)’\/‘\/\IVW’\J\N
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would he better still, as the very moment
you get fascinated by a character you
itch to know more about him—wliere he
came from, What he thinks about, which
books he likes best, and so on. ~ We
Is can imagine Ll]il!"R just as wwell as

about that, 1 had such a
surprise last week. So had the millman,
It was this way. 1 was free-wheeling
through a village down South, when I
saw the words up over a shop: “Tom
Merry. Ovders exceuted promptly.”
My bike was out of hand, and I could
niof stop, but as seon as the hill came to
an end I got off and tramped back. *Bo
you are Tom Merry?” T said to lhe man
who was in charge of the shop.® ““Yes,
miss,” he replied. *“But you are m;t
the real Tom Merry?” I went on.

had gingér whiskers ;mil a bald ilemf
“T'm real enough, miss,” he said; “and
if you are living in the newhhomhnnd L
leliver the bhest milk and butfer

I‘alhmg

can
daily.” "My poor man, > 1 erted (I felt
like doing it, tos) “you don’t under-
stand! Jt seems to me you are infring-

ing the copyright.” T believe that iz
the nght term. He. stared at
thought I was mad, I expect. Th
I, twiddiing with my bike-bell, ir:nk
at Tom Merry, and yet it wasn't 10111
Merry. I felt savage. T am Moerry
the horrid person said, with a chuel
“Ay father was \Emlv lw!mr- me
that's what you want to know.” I said
T was very sorry to heay u and that I
didn’t wani any I)uitt_r 3 J]'l

Ginger Whiskers then ue.vd would
I jike to see his missus and the kids?
“Is one of l]\em called Tom?’ I asked.
He laughed. *There's Tommy, and
Jacky, and Bill. and Irene, and Daphue,
Then be called to someone inside, and
out they all came. It was a crowd.
Young. Tom Merry was about seven. T
dissed  him, alxhovgh he was eating
treacle-tavt. *“T hope you will be worthy
of your great name,” I said. ‘‘That he
will, miss ! cried [he buiter mevchant.
Yours,
JOY.

me;

SIDELIGHTS ON ST. JIM’S.

. 1L.—GUSSY TAKES JOY 0 THE PICTURES.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 686,
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. - KIT WILDRAKE.

The boy from~the Wild West. (Another Splendid Portrait Study next -weck‘)
Special  Art “Portraits of ‘the Greyfriars - Juniors re ‘given FREE with tha
SN "Boys” Herald” You should add these to vour collection. 2_4-99.




