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Mr. Ralilton caught the swell of £t Jim’s and swung him round. “Who are you?”
“'he demanded, “pPway don’t Be so wuff, Wailton!” said Gussy. ‘““l am Doctah Monk!”
(An amuslny incident in the agrand long, comp:me sckoof tale contained in this issue,)
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THE HIDDEN HAND

Another Grand Long, Complete Story of Tom Merry & Co. and their Chum
Talbot, the Schoolbay Cracksman,
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*“Two thousand pounds—what a haat " muitered Talbot.

A e e PN S T ey

3 Talbot muttered to himself as he sat in the armechair. and Levison, hidden behind the screcn, heard ev ery word.

decent tome [

mysterious behaviour of the new junior.

% ah e ks e ek e ad

CHAPTER 1.
Called Aw->y.
ELEGRAM fm‘ Master Talbot !”
| Tom Merry & Co,, in spotless flannels, were chat-
ting cheer de the School Ilouse at St.
n Toby, the page, came up with the buff envelope

"1 24 ‘-mlr[lav '>fh rnoon.

n stare for the Grr .1
ar Sch team always ga
s juniors a he ssle, cither at football or dt

“But if they only Kknew—if only they wonldn’t be so S

An.t Levison's heart hgat hard, for he felt he was on theé v erge of discovering the solution of tae

(See Chapter 12.)

cricket, ard the last match had been won hands down by
the Grammarians on their own ground. They were coming
over in the coufident lxpu,tutmn of repoatmg the perforin-
ance cn Little Side at St. Jim's.

Tom Merry & Co. knew that, and the knowledge mu
th ‘mogrin. Tor they had a _surprise—a tremen: hm\ surpr

for Gordon G ay & Co. There was a new fellow in ihe
Il at 8t Jim's who had displayed powers as o (‘rlvl\(ln
de the oldest hands open their eves wide. Gerlde
sw nothing of him, but he weuld learn something ol
]nn that aftern-on. And Tom Me rry & Co. gleefull:
anticipated the cffect upon their old rivals when Talbot -f
the Shell went on to bawl

Tulbot of the 8hell had not been long at St. Jim's, bur e
was admittedly the best player in the junior team. With *he

ext YV ednesday:
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willow he was fully the equal of Tom Merry of the Schaol
House. With the ball he was every bit as good as Fatty
Wynu of the New House, hitherto the champion junior
bowler of the school. And in the field Talbot had astonished
the natives, so to speak, with his wonderful catches. With
a surprise-packet like that to spring on the unsuspecting
Grammarians, it was no wonder that Tom Merry & Co. were
looking forward to the match with keen delight.

‘“Hallo, this is for you, Talbot !’ said Tom, as the House
p.ge bmu"ht up the telcgmm “Don't say it’s anything to
calt vou away this afternoon, because you can't go.”

“ No feah!” said Arthur Augustus D'Aréy of the Fourth,
with great emphasis. *We “couldn’t possibly spare you,
Talbot, deah boy !”

“Perbaps you'd bettﬂr not open it suggested Menty
TLow thcr brilliantly, *““then you can't possibly be called
away,

* Good
Talbot.””

Talbot smiled.

“ 1 think I'll open it,” he said.
important. Excuse me,” you fellows!

Talbot slit the enveldpe with his penknife and took out
the telegram. The junior cricketers eyed him grimly as he
rcad it. Telegrams did not often come for juniors, and the
inferenee was that it meant something unusual, But what-
ever it was, they were determined that Talbot shouldn’t miss
the match that afterncon. Talbot was wanted- -badly
\\‘Em;tedfto play the Grammarians, and there was an end
of 1t.

A dark shade came over Talbot’s handsome face as he
read the telegram. He thrust it into lhis pocket, crumpling
it in his hand as he did so.

“I'm sorry——" he began.

"Bad news 2"’

*“ Oh, no }”

“ Then there's nothmp; to be sorry about,” said Tom Merry
cheerfully. “If it's a kind uncle or an aunt that wants to
see you this afternoon, you can wire back to him or her—-

Pleaso go and eat coke " That mll be definite enough, and
will come inside sixpennyworth.”

i Hc-nr, hear !

“It isn't that—"

“Good! Then it’s alt right #?

‘“Not quite all right,” said Talbot. “I'm afraid T shall
have to ask you to excuse me this afternoon after all. I've
gut to gn out

‘Rats !’

* Bosh 7

“Wats '

“ Piffle !

“ Come off I

“Cheese it !

Those emphatic exclamatibns from the cricketers showed
their views on the subject., The new Shéll fellow coloured
uncomfortably.

“I shall really have to go,” lie said. “Tt's a—a friend.
He's come down fmm London to see me, and he's waiting
for me in W u}]nnd

“Let him wait!” said Monty Lowther. "E\'nnthing
comes to him who vmi:s, you know, so he will be all right.”

".ﬂr Ltall tend him a wiall, doah boy, and say you can't
come.

“Let him come here,” said Tom Merry. “I don'’t see
why he should bother you to go to “’-’I)Iand He can come
here and see the match, and you (‘au 1aw to him between the
innings, 'luby can mko the wire.’

“It—it’s impossibl®

“Go after the match then,"
House.

Talbot shook his lead,

“He’s fixed the time for me to see him.”

“Like his cheel!"” said Jack Blake indignantiy.

G
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idea !” chimed in Manners.  * Don’t open it,

“It may be something

9

suggested Figgins of the New

““ Look
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n) ¥en ean’t leavo us in the urch

1bst, deakb Loy 12

here, Talbot, yau Egn
liko tbat i
1t would be wottezs, Tal
£ You can’t go! |
‘You sha'n’t gol!”

“ThB Gramm.lrxans may be here any minute now !”

“You're w 'm_ted Talbot 1"

“1 say, Talbot,” said Tom Merry remonstratingly, “it is
rather thick, you know, cutting the match at the last moment
like' this. - 1f it were a relation ill, or anything of that king,
it would be different; but just a friend coming down to
Wayland—dash it all, I think you cught to stand by usi”

“ Yaas, wathah! It's up to you, Talbot.”

““ Tclephone to him,” suggested Kerr,

Talbot's handsome face had a, troubled look. He was very

keen to play in the match, and he wanted very much to
oblige Tom Merry & Co. The telegram was evidently very
unwelcome to him. Some of the juniors wondered why he
did not show it to them. IIe had thrust it hastily into hia
pocket, as if in fear that other eyes than his own might fall
upou the message.

Talbot, in the short time he Lad been at St. Jim’s had
beconie one of the most popular fellows in his House. But
the other fellows all looked at him grimly now. If ke
deserted them that afternoccn they would not find it cusy
to forgive him,

“Why can’t the man come here?” asked Herries.

“Yaas, let him come and see the match,” urged Arthur
Augustus. ““It's no more twouble for lu'm to come to you
than for you to go to him. Tell him you're playin’ L\nchet
and can't possibly be spared, and he’ll come wight enough,”

Talbot shock his head.

““Well, why not-1”’ demanded Tom Merry,

Talbot did not reply.

Some of the fellows exchanged rather queer loocks. Talbot,
Landsome, popular, apparently well-to-do, had made Lis
mark in the School House. But carping, ill-natured feliows
like Levison of the Fourth had observed that nothing what-
ever was known about his people; that he hardly ever
received a letter, and never a visitor. [Ilis antecedents wern
unknown, his connections never mentioned, and Levison
had not been slow to hint that they were therefore shady.
And.it came into the minds of some n[ the fellows gatlmrrd
round Talbot now that perhaps his ' friend ”’ at Wayland
was someone whom he would not care 1o have seen at the
school—some connection he did not want the St. Jim's
fellows to see on any account.

The thought made them feel decidedly uncomfortable. 1f
that was the case, it was pretty rotten for Talbot, as ho
could not explain very well.

There was an uncomfortable rilence, Arthur Augustas
D'Arcy, who never suspected anything, did not suspect what
was passing in the minds of most of the junjors present, and
he broke the silence.

“T'1l tell you what, deah boy. Hewwies isn't playin’, sa
he can wide ovah to Wayland on kis b;Le and take a
messago to your fwiend and bwing him heah.”

“I'll do it like a bird if Talbot likes !” said Herries.

“ Hallo! Here are the Grammarians I -

A big brake stopped at the gates of St. Jim's,
Gay & Co. had arrived.

Tom Merry gave Talbot a quick look.

“ Well, what do you say, Talbot? = Here they are.
you going to leave us in the lurch? It's for you to say.

“1—I must go!” said Talbot, colouring. “T'm much
obliged to you, Herries, but the chap will expect to see me,
I must go! T.ook hvrr' LIl cut over on my bike, and et
back as quick as I can. I may be back m tim&—if you're
set on my playing.”

Tom Merry's clouded face brightened up.

“(Good " he exclaimed. **If we bat second,
lots of time; if we bat first, I'll put
in, and we’ll keep the innings open
you get back.”

“T'll lend you my motor-vike, Tu]hot I exclaimed Bernard
Glyn, *“*You l;no\» how to handle it.”

*“Hear, Lear!” said Blake. * That's a ripping idea!
Yon can do it thorc and back in an hour, and have tiue to
tell your friend to go and eat coke.”

“Ha, ha. hat”

“I—I =ay,

ean't

Gordon

Are

vou'll Lave
you down for lust man
y hook or erock until

** Right-ho 1" said Talbot.
for this—-—""

“It's all right,” said Tom Merry, hls good spirits quite
returtied now. * Buzz off and get out’your stink-bike, Clyn.,
You other chaps come along.”

Glyn and Talbot hurried away to the bike-shed, and Tom
Merry & Co. went to greet the (Jrammarians.

I'm awfally sorry

s ENNY POPULAR,"” "BHIJ I(I.Es.’,?
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pulled it aside. Levison was revealed! For a momen

Click! Click! The desk was locked sgain, and Talbot, with gleaming eycs, stepped towards thc screen, and l
i t there was a dead silence, as the two juniors stood face
to face.. “ You!’' said Talbot at last. “‘Spying!”

(Ses Chapter 12,) ) |

CHAPTER 2,
Left in the Lurch.
ORDON GAY & CO. were looking decidedly * chippy "
@ that afterncon. They had scored such a sweeping
victory over St. Jim's juniors in_their last match
that they had come over this time with the most confident
anticipations. There were some splendid players in the
Grammar School team—Gordon Gay himself, and Wootton
major and minor, and Frank Monk and Lane and Carboy,
and Gustave Blane, the French junior—more usually called
Mont Blong.

“ Here we are again!” said Gordon Gay cheerfully, as-ho
shook hands with Tom Merry cutside the pavilion on Little
Side. * Prepare to mect your giddy doom.”

“ Yes, razzer ! chimed in Mont Blong.
somezing to say to you after ze cricket.”

The Grammarian chums all chuckled together. Tom Merry
regarded them with a look of inquiry.

¢ What's the little joke ?”” he asked.

“ Oh, nothing!” said Gordon Gay airily. “ We'vo got
something on next Wednesday at the Grammar School, and
we're going to send you invitations, that's all.  Hope you'll

comip.”

PGood!  What is it?"

“ Ahem! Sort of entertainment. Not giving away the
articulars at present,”” said Gay. * There are such things
appen, you know, as really ripping ideas being scoffed by
envious rivals. Ha, ha, ha !V

“Yes, razzer !” chuckled Mont Blong.
have here vat you call a Dramatic Society, isn't it?
zink zzt you never zink- ”

“ And we have

“ T zink zat you
But I

NEXT
WEDNESDAY—

“THE PARTING OF THE WAYS!”

e

*‘ Shurrup "' said Gay. .

h“ I s not going to tell Monsieur Merry nozzing, my
shum.”

“ 8o you're getting up seme dramatic entertainmént, ara
you ‘f|" said Tom Merry suspiciously. * Well, that's nothing
new !"

““ But ze vay ve do him is somezing new—ha, ha, ha!1”

“ Quite & new idea,”” said Wootton major. * You St. Jim's
fellows wouldn’t think of it in a month of Sundays.”

*“ What-ho I"* said Frank Monk. * You iive your blessed
plays in the lecture-hall or the Form-room, but you've never
thought of—""

““ Shut up!” roared Gordon Gay. * Do you want to give
the show away? Cheeso it, and let's get on to the cricket.
We didn’t come here to jaw, Monkey”

“ Blessed if I know what you're driving at!” said Tom
Merry.

M You'll know on Wednesday, and then you'll be ready to
kick yourselves,” chuckled Gordon Gay. “ Naw toss us, and
let's get to bizney.”

They tossed, and Gordon Gay had the best of it, and
decided to bat. Tom Merry & Co. were glad of it. It gave
Tulbot time to get back for the St. Jim’s innings. he:
would miss him as a bowler, but that could not be hel, dy
I'atty Wynn of tho New House could be relied upon to show
his usual form, and Redfern and Blake were good change
Lowlers.

As a matter of fact, Tom Merry & Co. were thinking a good
deal just then about Gordon Gay’s mysterious communica-
tion.  The vivalry between the juniors of the two schools
was very keen in other matters besides games.

Some time ago the Grammarians had started an Amateur

Tie Gry LiBRARY.—No. 336,
A Magnificent New, Long, Complete School Tala of
Tom Merry & Co. By MARTIN CLIPRORD.
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Drafuntic Society on the lines of Tom Merry’s Dramatic
Bociety, which the St. Jim's fcllows considered was like their
cheek.  And Gordon Gay was a wonderful actor, and he had
made a success of it,  Now he had apparently thought of
gomething new in the amateur dramatic line, and the St.
Jim's chumns were to be invited over to sce their rivals’
teiumph—not a very enjoyable prospeet. Tom Merry had
elready made up lis mind that Ec would discover somechow
what was * on,” and steal a march on his old rivals.

But the gamoe soon drove all other thoughts out of the
minds of the 8t. Jim’s cricketers. Gordon Gay had opened
the Grammarian innings with Woolton major, and they were
soon going very strong.

A good many juniors of both Houses gathered round the
ficld to watch the game, and there was a still larger erowd
over on the Big Side, where Kildare and thé great men of
;hedfirst Lleven were playing a visiting tcam from Abbots-
ord.

Fatty Wynn bowled the first over, and then Blake went
on, DBlake was a good bowler, but he could not touch Gordon
Gay's wicket. The Australian junior knocked his bowling all
over tho field, and piled wp runs with his partner. Blake
made a comical grimace to Tom Merry as the field crossed
over.

* Best I can do,” he gaid.
fancy Talbot would stop him.” A

Tom Merry nodded.” He was playing a substitute in the
field for Talbot, Gordon Gay having assented cheerily to
that arrangement.  But what the St. Jim’s fellows wanted
just then was Talbot on the bewling-creasc.

" Buck up, Fatty I’ said Figgins, as the fat Fourth-Former
took the ball for the next over. “ It's simply sickening
Talbot clearing off like this! And we depend on you. Lef
‘e sco what New House bowling is like, anyway, even if
School House bounders leave us in the Jurch.”

“* You bet ! said Fatty Wynn,

. Fatty, fortunately, was in great form. Ile accouated for
Wootton major’s wicket in that over. One down for 30.

But even Fatty Wynn could net touch Gordon Gay, who
was well set when Frank Monk joined lim at the wickets.
The scort had jumped to 46 when Monk was caught out by
Tom Merry, and Wootfon minor came in, Gay was still
going strong. When the innings had lasted an hour the
Grammarians wero five down for 90, and the St. Jim’s field
cast anxious glances in the direciion of the distant school
gates.

Gordon Gay observed it, and he chuckled. Ile called to
Tom Merry as he stopped at point alter the field had crossed
oneo more,

* Waiting for your man?” he asked

“ Yes,” said Tom.

‘“ A surprise-packet—what 7"’

““You'll jolly well see when he bats for us!” said Tom.

“Who is it, .then—somebody I know !’ asked Gay
curiously.

“ No; a new chap—Talbot.””

“Talbot? e played for you in a mateh at Glyn ITouse
last week,” asked Gay, *“ when Glyn’s pater had a cricket
week there? T heard of it.”

** That's'the chap!"”

“ Well, I hope he’ll come.
handle him,” smiled Gay.
wander away like this for 77’

“1e's been called away by a telegram, worse luck I
grv‘:wi')lol:d Tom Merry. * But he'll bo back in time to bat.”

Play 1

Gordon Gay received the bowling from Redfern.  Tha
New House junior put all he knew into it, and he was very
good. But Gay dealt easily with the bowling, and the over
added a dozen runs to the Grammarian score.

It was a single-innings match, There was no time for a
full match in an afternoon.  Indeed, at the rate matters were
going, it looked as if 8t. Jim’s would not have time to bat
at all, unless the Grammarians declared. Gordon Gay was
at the top of his form, and he was making things hum,

Fatty Wynn was doing his best, but without result so far
as the Grammarian skipper was concerned.

And the other bowlers were simply contributing to Geay's
score.

Two hours had passed, and Tom Merry gave up hope that
Talbot would be Lack in time to bowl agamst the Grammar
side.  The Grammarian score was 140 for cight wickets.
Giordon Gay had accounted for 80 runs on his own, and he
was stiil batting.

“Pile in, Fatty!” said Figgins imploringly, as the fat
Fourth-Former took the ball once more. * Send that brute
parking, and I’ll stand you as many taris as you can eat!”

Fatty Wynn grinned.

* T'll remind you,” he said. X

And Wynn of the Fourth went on with the air of a fellow
determined to do or die. Gordon Gay stopped the first ball,
and snicked away the second for 2. The third gave him a

THe GEM LIBRARY.—

FERRERS LOCKE, DETECTIVE,

“I wish Talbot were here. I

¥ dare say we shall be able to
“What do you let your men

boundary. But the fourth slid uuder his bat, and there was
a gasp of relief from the St. Jim's field.

" How’s that 7" X

“Qut!” said the umpire at the batiing end, Lefevre of
the Fifth; and he grinned.

And Gordon Gay carried out his bat at last.
for 146. It was a big score for a junior innings.

' Last man in !’ sad Tom Merry, in great relicf.
him off, Fatty !’

And Fatty did. TLast man in was rewarded with a duck’s-
eg‘f, and the Grammarian innings finished for 146.

'he field came off, considerably fagged by the excessive
leather-hunting the Grammarians had given them.  'There
was a.pguse for rest and refreshment in the shape of ginger-
beer and lemonade.  Talbot had not come.

** Is the bounder going to fail us after all?”’ growled Mont;
Lowther. * I think it's pretty rotten of him clearing ol{'
like this!”

** Yaas, wathah!”

“ Can’t be helped I”? said Tom Merry.  * PIl put him down
for last man, anyway. And I'll leave Kangarco last but
one to keep him company.”

Tom Merry opened the innings for St. Jim's with Blake.
Gordon_Gay bowled- the first over; he was very ngarly as
good with the ball as with the willow. And Blake; with a
lugubriqus face, found himself dismissed for 2. TLuck was
on the Grammarian ‘side, and the facés of the Saints were
growing long. They had had such gorgeous anticipations
for that match owing to their reliayce on Talbot of the Shell.
And Talbot had failed them in the hour of need. Ie had
not come back from his mysterious appoinfment.  He might
not come back in time to bat at all; and they all knew that
without him the visitors’ score would never bo equalled,

Perhaps' that troublesome thought put Tom Merry off his
game a little, for in the third over, with Gay bowling again,
the 8t. Jim's skipper was clean bowled. Tom Merry, the
best bat in the side, had been bowled for 4. It was all up
with 8t. Jim’s, ~The Grammarian ficldsmen griuned at one
another, regarding the match as all over bar shouting, It
locked like 1t.

St. Jim's luck was out. Monty Lowther scored a duek’s-
cgg, and Arthur Angustus D’Arcy was dismissed for a few
runs, and Kerr did little better. " Five down for 20 showed
on the board, and it was no wonder that the Grammarians
grinned.  This was even a more sweeping success than their
last match with Tom Merry's team.

Fortune smiled again, however, with Figgins and Redfern
at the wickets. The two New Ilouse juniors played a
splendid game, and they were in topping form The
Grammarians were given some leather-hunting for the first
fime. A very handsome forty from Figgins made the St.
Jim’s score look more healthy, Redfern having added twenty
in the same time, Then illluck swooped down on both of
them, Figgins being caught out at point, and Redfern clean
bewled in the next over, Seven down for eighty.

Fatty Wynn and Digby were at the wickets now, and
neither was expected to hold out long against Gay’s bowling.
l.]li‘ last two on the list were Kangaroo—llarry Noble of the
Shell—and Talbot! And Talbot had nct come back. If he
did not come in time, Herries was to bat, and Herries, though
a geod bat, was not up to Gay’s bowling, Fatiy Wynn had
run iwo sucessinlly, when he was caught in ¢he slips.

“ Man in, Kangy " said Tom Merry glumly.

Kangaroo joined Digby at the wickets. Kangarco could
be relied upon to hold the fort; but Dig was not quite up to
dealing with Gordon Gay. He lived through an over or two,
but was caught out by Frauk Monk! Digby looked very
glum as he came out. He knew what was wanted, and he had
done his best to keep the innings open till Talbot should
turn up. Buk Fortune had not favoured him.

“ Last man in,” said Blake gloomily, *and Talbot's not
here!”

Zipzip! Gug-gug!

Bernard Glyn gave a vell,

“ That's my stink-bike !

“ ITurray |

Niue down

* Finish

CHAPTER 3.
Schoelboy and Cracksman,

ALBOT had reached Wayland quickly enough on Ber-
nard Glyn’s moter-bike. e jumped off the machine
gutside Wayland station, zm(lj put it up there, and,

turning from the station, proceeded on-foet to ns destination.
Glyn had lent him the bike gladly enough to enable him to
reach his destination as quickly as possible; but a motor-
bike would have attracted rather too much attention in the
pielicus into which the Shell fellow new plunged.

From the station, he crossed the High Street amd the
market-place, and River Street. and turned into a lane that
led down towards the river. At the end of that narrow and
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dirty lene ware wharves and moored barges, end an ill
lIocking inn facing the river, with a dizty wooden verandah
almos$ ging the water. Rough-leoking men were
banging cbout the Blackbird Inn, smoking pipes, and they
stared curiously a the well-dressed St. Jim's fellow. Talbot
passed into the inn quickly, desirous of atbtracting as little
attention as possible, 5

“Is Mr. Walker here?"” k2 asked a red-faced barkseper in
ghirt-sleeves.

The maii shook his head.

“ You Master Smith?” he nsked,

* Yes.”

# Then Mr. Walker left word he’d be here at 'arf-past four,
a8 per telegram, and if you come early you was to wait in this
voor."”

# Thank you. Will you show me the room?”

® This "ere way.” <

Talbot followed the man up the rickety stairs, glad to
escape the curious looks of the loafers about the place.

Ho was shown into a dirty, dusty room overlooking the
river. He did not sit down, but paced impatiently to and
fro in the room, occasionally staring out of the dirty windows
ver the wide, shining Ryll. V\'hcngim looked at his surround-
ings, there was disgust in his handsome face. After St. Jim's
the place seemed intolerably squalid to his eves; and yet
Talbot had been in many a worse place before he became a

unior at St. Jim's. Bub his recent surroundings were fresh
his mind now; and old associations jarred upon his
nerves.

The appointment in the telegram had been for half-past
four; but Talbot had hoped to find his “friend " and get
away sooner. There was nothing for it, however, but to wait
for Mr. Walker to come in. Mr. Walker had probably
other business in the market-town as well as his appointment
with the new junior of 8t. Jim’s. X . :

He looked at his watch egain and again with growing
impatience. i

DBut it was a quarter-past four beforo the door
opcned, and a thick-set man, with a bulldog face and stubby
in, came into the room.

« You've come at last, Hookey.”

Mr. Hookey Walker nodded.

“ You're early, Toff,”” ho said.

¢ T wanted to get back to the school.”

“Didn't you tell me as Saturday arlernoon was always a
rarf-holiday, and so you could always meet me—""

4 Yes, yes, that's right; but there's a cricket match on, and
I was to play,”’ said Talbot.. “ It couldn’t be helped; but I
want to get back for the finish if I can.” :

Mr. Walker sat down and lit a cigar. TTo offered his
case to Talbot, but the Shell fellow refused it with a gesture.

“ No?" said Hookes Walker, in surprise.

“I've chucked that.” . "

« 1l order up something to drink—

“ Not for me,” said Talbot. i .

Mr. Hookey Walker looked at him very euriously. "

@ You ain't at the school now, Toff ; you're with an old pal.’

«] don’t care for it, thanks. I've got to keep myself fit

r cricket.” . ’

h“ Getting on all right at St. Jim's—what?"”

# Excellently." -

# That's good. Not a suspish?

¢ No, no!" " .

« Blessed if you don't take the ecake, Toff, said Mr.
Walker. in great admiraticn. * I w013d:~r what that reverend
old toff, the headmaster, would say, if he knew that Master
albot was really the Toff, the son of old Captain Crow tho
eracksman, and himself the finest cracksman that ever cracked

erib "

y # He will never know,” said Talbot.

4 No foar,”’ said Hookey Walker at once, ¢ That wouldn't
guit our book. 1 must say, Toff, the wheeze has gone better
than I ever oxpected. Bagging a_collection of coins in the
school —worth several hundred quid—in_tho first wch you
was there, and then that big job at Glyn House, it was
gplendid. T own up that you was right from the start, and
that this was tho best gamo we have ever planued. And you
look the part, too—you do vour school credit, you do.”

“ 1 think I pass pretty well!” .

“You do, you do,”” said Walker. “ And are you still
thinking of keeping it up—after we've done our work there,
Fou know 7"’

“ Certainly "

# Staying ab the school and going on to the University 7"
“ e

Mr. Walker blew ont a big cloud of smoke, '

“ Blowed if it don’t take the cake,”” he said, “ But it'a a

splendid schermae. Fixed up like that, you get the inside
information we want—and after the school, and the places
yoy get asked to, why, there's Oxford later—when you’re
there. But now abont 8t. Jim's—there’s a big job to be done
there, and you ought tu have it all cut and dried by this
time.”
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Talbot shook his head.

“No?" said Mr. Walker, in surprise.

“ Not yet,” said Talbot decidedly.

“ Why not? It will be a splendid haul—an old pal of mine
is in ¢ Okef now for trying arter it,” said Mr. Walker,
“The school plate is worth ’eaps of money. And with you
iVnVSids the 'ouse, it ought to be as easy as rollin’ off a 1{13

ot "

A troubled look came over Talbot’s handsome face.
“ It can wait,” he said.

Mr, Walker fixed his eyes somewhat oddly upon Talbot.

_" Look ’ere, T_uif, you ain’t fooling me—wot? I've noticed s
bit of a change in you since you was at the school. You ain't
forgetting who you are, and wot you are at the school for?t
It wou’t do, Tog."”

“I've got to be careful,” said Talbot. I didn't tell you;
but I've been in danger of being spotted already. There waa
a fellow there, a kid in the Third Form, who knew me.”

*“You don't say ! ejaculated Mr. Walker.

“Did you ever see a ragged kid named Frayne—Joe
Frayne—who used to hang about Angel Alley 7" said Talbot.

“T think I remember—he disappeared—"

“ Well, he was at 8t. Jim’s.”

“ Joe I'rayne, the cadger and pickpocket, at St. Jim's!"
exclnimed Mr. Walker, in astonishment, “ Wot are you
giving me, Toff 7"

“It’s true. A fellow thers, Tom Merry, took pity on him,
and got his uncle to send him to the school to give him a
chance in life. He knew me at once.”

“ Well, sirike me!” murmured Mr. Walker.

I had done the kid some good turns when he was a
starving little waster in the slums, and he kept my sccret,”
went on Talbot, ““ and he believed that I was at St. Jim's
on the straight. But when Mr. Selby’s numismatic collection
disappeared, he suspected me.”

“ No wonder ! commented Mr. Walker.
blow the gaff?”

““ No. I kept him quiet. But after the job at Glyn Ilouse—
Frayne was in the house at the time-—he knew that was my
work, and he came down on me. But my luck was in, na 1t
happened. T had saved his pal, young D’Arcy, from being
killed, and he felt that he couldn’t give me away. Ie's a
decent little chap. But he is as straight as a die, and he
wanted me to hand the loot back—""

Mer. Walker chuckled.

“That's a_good one!” he remarked. “ Werry moderate, I
gu;t say ! But you could have offered to let him stand inm,

off."

“ But he didn't

“No good; I tell you he was struight. And the end was
that, knowing what I had done, and expecting more of the
same kind to follow, he felt that he would be practically an
accomplice if ho held his tongue, so he's run away from the
school to gct out of it. He hasn’t been found since.”

") w P

“But [ believe he will hold his tongue. But if there wers
a burglary at St. Jim's, of course he would hear of it, an
—and very likely ho would give me away. Of course, if ths
police knew that Captain Crow’s son was at the school, it
wouldn’t take them long to find the eracksman.”

“Right " said Mr. Walker. “That kid will ave to be
found, and his mouth stopped, aforc we bring off that job;
I sec that. You ain't any idea where he's gone ?”

“I suppose he's gone back to London, that's all.
not to be hurt, Hookey."”

“is mouth will "ave to be stopped,” said Mr. Walker.

“Mind, I mean what I say,” exclaimed Talbot. I won't
have that kid hurt. 1le's a decent little chap, and he's kept
my seeret. St. Jim's can wait."”

Mr. Walker looked sullen.

“That's all very well,” he said; “but if you are growing
soft, Toff—-"'

*“Whether I am growing soft or not, I'm going to be
obeyed, or I cut my connection with the gang !" said Talbat.
‘““You know you can't do without me. I've taken my
father’s placo as your leader, because I'm suited to the
place, and all the gang were willing, and you can't say it
hasn't been a success so far.”

“True enongh,” admitted Mz, Walker,

“Well, St. Jim's can wait.”

“Jest ns you say, Toff,” assented Mr. Walker, though he
gave the boy a very curious sidelong glance. “ But wot else
is going? What about thoe other schoal near Rylcombo—the
Grammar School? Anythin' doing there?”

“TI've got that on my list,” said Talbot coolly. “I waa to
make the acquaintance of the Grammar School fellows to-
day, if vou hadn't called me away. I think that will ba
worllh while. I've marked that down as the next job.”

“Good,” said Mr. Walker, evidently rclieved. “ That's
mare like your old self, Toff. Blessed if 1 didn't Legin to
think you was weakening."”

Talbot smiled bitterly.

But he's
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“T'm not likely to forget who I am, or what I am at
8t. Jim’s for,” he said. *I may have felt pretty sick about
it lately, as the fellows are all so decent to me; but that's
neither here nor there, Business first.”

“ Exactly.” .

1 can't come here again,” said Talbot. “It's too risky.
Tl let you know where we are to 'meet when I'm a bit
better posted about the Grammar School, and make the
arrangements. Now I'll get off; the fellows are wanting
me.”

“ You're right in the swim there, ain't you?” asked Mr.
Walker, apparently very much surprised and impressed.

“Right in.”

“Well, I don't wonder. With your looks and brains, you
ought to get on; only, don’t forget, Toff, it won't do for you
to get thinking that you are sunply a schoolboy, like the
rest, and getting ideas into your ’ead, and so on. You've
got to remember that you are the Toff, and the leader of
Captain Crow’s old gang.” :

- “I'm not likely to forget,” said Talbot bitterly, *Good-
bye, Hookey !”

They shook hands, and Talbot quitted the room.  Mr.
Hockey Walker was left with a very thoughtful expression
upon his face, and he shook his head several times after
Talbot had gone. Perhaps he read the boy’s thoughts and
feelings more clearly than Talbot had supposed.

Talbot threaded his way through the riverside lanes, and
breathed more freely when he came out into the High Street
again.  His expression was moody and thoughtful, and his
lips bad a bitter curve. What Mr. Walker had surmised was

aite correct, and Talbot realised it very clearly. At

t. Jim's the force of association was telling upon him; the
boy eracksman, a daring criminal in a dangerous gang, was
beginn to “weaken,”” His father had been a eracksman;

:en brought up among thieves; until lately he had

never dreamed of any other life.

But St Jun's had let a new light into his mind, and he was
no longer satisfied. The trust and good-fellowship he found
among Tom Merry & Co. at the old school had made him
shudder inwardly many a time as he reflected what he was,
and what they would think of him if they knew the truth.
But he, as well as Hookey Walker, regarded such thoughts
as a si “weakening,” and he drove them from his mind
as fast as they i,

But his face was very moody as he remounted Glyn's
motor-cyele and sped awey towards 8t. Jim's.

It cleared as the old scheol came in sighte By an effort
he banished My, 1Tockey Walker and all his black associa-
tions from his mind. Once more he was a St. Jimn's fellow,
and he thought and felt like enc. For the time being, the
“Toff ” was dead, and it was Talbot of the Shell who was
iﬁel‘[‘?_ﬂs back to St. Jim’s to lend his aid to his comrades in

o ericket match.

CHAPTER 14,
“Bravo, Talbot! "™
IP-Z{P-ZIP-ZIP !
Z * Here he is I
“Here's Talbot 17
““Just in time, Talbot !”

Talbot jumped off the motor-bike, and ran towards the
playing-fields. Tom Mervy greeted him with great relief.
‘““Last man in, Tallot!?

“Waiting for you!” exclaimed Blake,
*“ Yaas, wathah 1"’
2 Py ry I'm so late,” panted Talbot.

“T got back as

quickly as “could. Tt won'f take me a couple of minutes to
chonge.”

ITe ran into the pavilion,

“That your man?” called out Gordon Gay.

It

“That's the pippin!” said Tom Merry.
giving us a minufe or two more?”’

“Not a bit!” said Gay checrily,

* Juste ance,” said Tom Merry.
. The fie ut Talbot did not keep them wait-
ing long. Lly short time he came dashing out
of the pavilion in flannels, with his bat in his hand. He
ran on to the piteh. Kangaroo wwaved his hand in greeting.
; “Nine down for eighty-twe,” Jack Blake remarked.
‘Thank goodness Talbot's come back! There's a chance

“You don't mind

1 Tom Merry:

_ubout on a motor-bike—"" re-
trtbur Augustus D Arcy, turning his eyeglass upon

last man in.

YTt as a fddle, from his looks ! said Figgins.

“Vaas, that’s so."

Talbot, ha'l to reerive the last ball of the over that had
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been fatal to Dighy. He knocked the ball away, and three
were run, which%:ruught Talbot to the batting end again as
the ficld crossed, But that hit showed that Talbot was quite
in his old form, and the 8t. Jim’s crowd gave him an
encouraging cheer.

““That chap’s up to snuff I Gordon Gny remarked to
Wootton major. “Go on, and squelch him I’

Wootton major grinned, and went on to squelch Talbot as
ordered by his skipper. But it did not come off,

The 8t. Jim’s crowd watched cagerly as Talbet dealt with
the bowling. The first ball was snicked away for two, the
eecond driven for four, and then camo another two, and
then a three. Tom Merry clapped his hands joyfully, The
innings was looking up once more. Talbot had returned in
time to pull the game out of the fire.

If Mr. Hookey Walker had been able to see the Toff now,
he would probably have been very much surprised,

No one at that moment would have taken the Shell fellow
far anything but what he appeared to be—a_ schoolboy
ericketer, playing up for his side in first-class style, without
a thought in his mind for anything but the grand old game,

“ Bravo, Talbot !”

“ Hurrah, hurrah 1"

Clap, elap, clap!

“Bai Jove, we're lookin’ up!” Arthur Augustus ex-
claimed, with great satisfaction.” *“I wathah think we shall
wallop the Grammah boundahs aftalh all.”

“I rather think Talbot will I’ grinned Blake.

“Bravo, Kangy !’ shouted Tom Merry, as the Cornstalk
(li.r:;ve away the ball, and the batsmen crossed the pitch like
ightning,

It was a single; and Talbot drove away the last ball of
the over for three.

“One hundred !” chuckled Fatty Wynn. *“Climbing up.
I must go and have a ginger-beer for this.”

“Forty-six to tie, forty-seven to win!” said Monty
Lowther. “If Kangy can keep the inmings open, Talbot
will get all we want.”

“¥aas, wathah!”

Gordon Gay looked very determined as he went on to bowl
to Talbot. He tried all his skill on the Shell fellow, and
the field were lonkiug out for catches; but there was no
touching the ‘“sticks,” and there were no catches for the
eager hands in the field. Talbot did not give the coemy a
chz;nce. And he did not scem to be playing a cautious game,
either.

The ball was knocked away almost every time, and the
over gave him eleven, finishing with the odd run, and keep-
ing him batting. And the next over added six. 8t. Jim's
sgore stood at 117; the figures were elimbing up. It was
clear that Talbot was too strong for the bowling, and it
depended upon Kangaroo to keep the innings open for him.
And Kangaroo piled in to do his best. He was an excellent
bat, but he was willing to leave most of the hitting to
Talbot, for the sake of his side. Kangaroo ran no risks,
and gave Talbot all the batting he could. The score was
going up in jumps now.

he cheering was incessant. Talbot's hitting was tre-
mendous, and once the ball sped over the roof of the
pavilion.  Another ball whizzed far from the cager ficld,
and knocked off the hat of Herr Schneider, who was taking
a_little promenade at what he had supposed to be a safe
distance from the playing-field. The German master
%;ump'cd as his hat sailed away, and ejaculated *Mein

ott 1"

There was a shout from Big Side, as a tremendous drive
from Talbot lifted the ball among the senior players, and
the breathless fieldsmen came panting over to recover it.
Klldar(} picked up the ball to toss it back.

** This yours?” he called out, as Gordon Gay came speeding

p.

“ Yeos, thanks."”

““ Who on earth did that drive 7’ demanded the captain of
St. Jim's.

Gay laughed breathlessly.

** Talbot of the Shell! T believe he’s Jessop or Hayward in
disguise. Chuck us that ball "’

And Kildare looked very curiously towards Little Side,
where Talbot and Kangarco were crossing the pitch at a
terrifie rate.

After that, Tom Merry & Co. joyfully concluded that it was
all over bar shouting—and certainly the shouting was not
over. The roar of cheering rang round Little Side with a din
like thunder. There was un incessant ripple of hand-clapping
round the field. The Grammarians tried Talbot with every
kind of ball; but * paid” was put to every one, so to speak,
and the leather-hunting was beginning to fag the field, fit as
they were. Talbot showed no signs of fatigue. His hitting
was terrifie, but it did not seem to tell on him in the least,
Towards the finish the game was fast and furious.

u’
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Fours were quite common now, and the score went up in
leaps and bounds. Jack Bluke gave a yell when the figures
reached 144, Kangaroo was batting now, and he stole a
sipgle and brought Talbot to the batting end to finish.

ordon Gay sent down his best ball, with a vague hope of
sottling his dangerous adversary yet. But it was in vain;
there was a light smack as the willow met the leather and
the ball glanced away beyond the eager fingers of mid-off,
and the batsmen ran once—twice—and then there was a roar.
urrah | Hurrsh [”

“ Bt. Jim’s wins "

¢ Bravo, Talbot "

‘“Bwavo, deah boyt’

Y Hip-pip 1"

An TalEot was seized by the crowd that swarmed on the
pitch, hoisted on the shoulders of Tom Merry and Figgins, and
carried in {riumph to the pavilion.

Gordon Gay, taking that unexpected defeat in perfect good
gemger, slapped Talbot on the shoulder as he was set down

¥ his gleeful chums.

“ Ripping innings !’ he exclaimed. “ Where did you learn
to bat like that, Talbot?” .

* Where do you think ?”” chuckled Kangaroo. ** In Australia,
of course.”

“Hallo! You come from my part?” exclaimed Gay
cordially, holding out his hand to Talbot. * Shake! What
pm.;t of Australia do you hail from?"”

' West I"" said Talbot briefly.

“0Oh! That's u good step from where I belong,” said
Gay. “8till, I'm glad it's a fellow-Cornstalk who's done us
in ﬁke this. You've got a prize-packet there, Tom Merry.”

“Don't we jolly well know it!” chuckled Tom Merry.

“ Yaas, watl{ah i

““You fellows are slaying to tea,” said Tom Merry. * You
ca&' tell us about your giddy entertainment over the feed.”

he Grammarians were entertained to tea quite zoyally by
Tom Merry & Co.; but they did not say much about that
mysterious entertainment planned for the following Wednes-
day. But they pressed the chums of St. Jim's to come over
and see it

“ But it’s wathah like buyin’ a pig in a poke, you know,”
Arthur :;n.xgustus remarked. ** Hadn't you bettah tell us all
about it?”

Gordon Gay chuckled,

“ No fear; you'd bone the wheeze if we did.”

* Weally, Gay—"

1 dare say it's one of our old wheezes you've borrowed,”
#aid Monty Lowther.

¢ Rats !"

“ And many of zem!” grinned Mont Blong.

And the Grammarians departed in their brake, leaving Tom
Merry & Co. considerably puzzled about that scheme which
was to “ come off 7’ on Wednesday; but otherwise in a state
ot complete satisfaction over their victory on the ericket-field.

CHAPTER 5.
Ths Mystery of Joe Frayne.

HE TERRIBLE THREE were in their study at work
with their preparation. Tom Merry had finished, and
was leaning back in his chair, with a thoughtful frown

upon his face, while Lowther and Manners were still working.
The captain of the Shell seemed to be plunged into deep and
not very pleasant thought.

Monty Lowther finished at last, and hurled a heavy volume
with a crash across the study to testify his satisfaction.

** That's done!” he said. “ Hallo, Tommy, wherefore that
worried look ? Has Miss Fawcett been sendling you sorme more
medicine, and have you been taking it "

Tom Merry smilec?.

“ No, ass.”

“ Thinking out Gay's giddy wheeze for Wednesday? Have
you cottoned on to it yet?"’

“ No, I wasn't thinking of that.”

“Then what troubles my lord this evening, that his baby
brow wrinkles thus with the wrinkle of unaccustomed
thought ?"" agked Lowther humorously.

“1 was thinking about young Frayne,” said Tom; and
Lowther became grave, too.” “ What can have become of the
kid? TIt's nearly a week now since he bolted from St. Jim’s,
and he seems to have disappeared completely.”

“It's queer,” said Lowther. ‘ Why on earth did he bolt?
He was getting on toppingly in the school, and he was
chummy with young Wally, and couldn't have wanted to
leave him. You remembered when Talbot rescued that young
ass, the time he wanted to break his neck in the tree at Glyn
[Touse—Frayne was cut up tremendously. Ho was awfully
attached to young Wally. Yet he’s buzzed off like this and
left him. Wally’s been looking as sick as a dog ever since
he bolted. He misses him. What can the young ass have
done it for?”

Tom Merry shook his head.
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“I've tried to think it out,” be ssid; “but it's no good.
Frayne was utterly miscrable the night before he went—yo
had somebhmﬁ on his mind, but he wouldn't explain what 1%
was. I know he hasn't gone back to his old rotten life—there
never was a straighter kid than Frayne since he cume to St.
Jim’s.”

“I'm sure of that!”

“ The only thing I can think of is that some old acquaint-
ance of his from Angel Alley may have got at him sotuchow ;
but I don't see why that should make him bolt. It's a giddy
mystery. Of course, if he didn’t want to stay here, 1 wouldn't
have wanted to keep him at St. Jim’s; but I’ sure he did
want to stay. can't help feeling worried about what's
becomo of him.» He had some money; but after that's gone,
I don't know what he will do.”

There was a taﬁ at the door, and Wally D’ Arcy of the Third
Form came in, He had a letter in his hand.

“gve heard |”” he said.

“ From Joe?" asked Tom Merry cagerly.

D’ Arcy minor nodded.

“Yes; read the letter.”

The Terrible Three read the letter together, It was in Joc
Frayne's somewhat crooked handwriting, and in the spelling
which had often caused him trouble with Mr. Selby, the
master of the Third Form ut St. Jim’s,

* Dear  Wally,—I ’ope you don't think any bad of me
becauso I have 'opped it like this here. I had to leeve St.
Jim's, and I can't explain why, not even to an old pal like
you. But if I had stayed, I should ’ave had to see things
going on what I couldn’t stop, not without acting in a way
that would be wrong and ungrateful. But I couldn’t be &
party to underhand goings on, after the way you "ave all been
o decent to me. So I had to mizzle. I ’ope you won't forget
me, and I 'ope you will beleeve that I fecl it very ‘ard to loeve
vou, and Master Tom. : But there wasn’t nothing els> to be
dun, Your old pal,

“ Jor FRaYNE."”

“P.8.—I'm ’orl right. I've got a job, and I'mi earning iny
living quite well, and I ’ope I needn’t ’ave to tell vou or
Master Tom that it’s all #traight, and always will be.”

““No address!” said Manners,

“ What was the postmark on the envelope, Wally ?*
* London, E.C.,” said Wally.

““ Then he is in London!"”

- “And that's all,”” said Wally. “ No chance of finding him,
and he don’t want to be found. But what does he mean—
what was going on that he speaks about? I can't understanl
it,"”

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows in thought.

It beats me,” he said. “ He says that something undes.
hand was going on, and he couldn’t be a party to it, and he
couldn’t stop 1t without a.:!tin%- ungratefully, Whom th~
dickens had he to be Frute[n! to?"

“ Well, you yourself,” said Wally. “ You fished him out
of that sfum, and brought him here, and your uncle.”

. ““The poor kid always overdid the gratitude bizney, for a
little thing,” said Tom; “ but he can't be referring to me
here.  If there was something underhand going on. I shouid
havé advised him to show it up, whatever it was—his gratitude
to me wouldn’t stop it. And my uncle in America can’t have
anything to do with it. He's referring to somebody else,”

“The Head, perhaps!” suggested Manners,

“ But that’s impossible. Gratitude to the Head wouldn't
make him keep silent about some bizney he came to know of.
He must mean that some fellow he has reason to be gratefnl
to is doing something rotten, and he can't give him away, and
at the same time he feels he can’t stay here and keep silent
while it's going on.”

Y Well, it beats me!” said Wally. ““If that's what he
means, and I suppose it is, it can’t apply to you or the Head—
or any of us. But whom, then?’

“ Nor Talbot?"” said Lowther.

“ Talbot !

“ Well, ho was overflowing with gratitude to Talbot for
risking his life on your account, Wally, when you played
the giddy goat at Glyn House. But then Talbot is a
thcrough[y decent chap—there’s nothing underhand in con-
tiection with him.”

* No fear !""said Tom Merry promptly.

“It's a giddy mystery,” said Mauners; * but it shows tha
little chaﬁ has acted from good motives, anyway. ¥You'd
better take that letter to the Head, Wally, e's been
worrying a good bit about Frayne, I know.”

Wally nodded, and left the study with the letter.

The Shell fellows had been unable to shed any light on the
matter. They wero utterly puzzled. It was a satisfaction to
know that Joe Frayne was safe and sound and doing honest
work ; that he had not fallen back into the hands of his early
evil associates. But as for his reasons for quitting St. Jim's,
the letter rather darkened than helped to clear the mysters.
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“T'll speak to Talbot about #,” szid Tem Mery, rising.
“ After all, he knew Frayne before he came to 8t. Jim's—
you remember Jos recognised him his first day Lere, and
called him by some queer nickname—'"2

“ The Tof,”’ said Lowther.

** Yes, that was it. It's barely poss
t9 think out what the kid is driving at.

“ Won't do any harm to ask him, anyway,” agreed Lowther.

And the Terrible Three, having finished ‘their work, left
the study and looked into Talbot’s, wiuch was the next room
in the Shell passage. i .

Talbot was there, with Gore and Skimpole, his study-mates.
He gave the Tervible Three a pleasant nod aug smile.

* Busy?" asked Tom,

“ No; just finished.” %

“Good! Wally’s just had a letter from young Frayne.

Tulbot started aTittle, i

“Tm glad,” he said quietly. “ Does he explain why be
bolted away from the school in that queer way?” .

“ He does, and he docen’t. He says he knew of something
underhand that was going on, and he couldn’t stay here to
be a party to t——" ,

“ That’s queer!’ said Talbot calmly. " Why cculdn’t be
show it up, then, whatever it was?”’ g .

“ He says that he couldn’t do that without acting wrongly
2nd ungratefully.”

" Towards whem?"”’

* He doesn’t say.” .

“TFhen it doesn’t let in much light on the matter,” said
Talbot, with a perplexed look. ‘It appears to me that he
has some silly idea in his head—probably entirely a mistake.
The only people he has to be grateful to here are yourself
and the Head.”

* And you,” said Tom.

“I? Why me?”’ :

“ Because you saved Wally’s life.”

““ Oh, that!” said Talbot, smiling a little.
eoncern Frayne?”

“ Wally’s his best chum, you know. I don’t suppose he
ean be referring to yow in his letter, of course; but 1 thought
T'd ask you if you could guess what he was driving at. You
know more about him than we do, as you knew him before
he came to St. Jim's.”

Talbot shook his head.

*“I can’t make head or tail of it,"”’ he said: ‘It beats me!
Where is the kid now? Perhaps it may be possible to sea
bim, and—"

“He doesn’t give bis address,”” said Tom Merry ruefully.
“ He doeen’t want to be questioned, I suppose.’

“Well, I'm afraid I can’t help you,”” said Talbot. ‘“I'd do
8o willingly if 1 could. He was a very decent little chap,
especially considering where ho came from. I hope helll
think better of it, and come back.” :

* I wish I could think so; but it doesn’t look like it,"” szid
Tom. * Still, I'm glad to know that he’s all right, and not

Talkat mzy Le able

”

“ How did that

in want. That's something. Coming down, if you've
finished?”’
“ Right-ho !

And Talbot and the Terrible Three left the study together,
and sauntered down to the comon-rcom on the best of
terms. .

Little did the chums of the Shell dream of what was passing
in Talbot's mind, or that the new fellow could have explained
if he had chosen the exact reasons why the waif of the Thizd
had fled from £t. Jim’s.

CHAPTER &€.
D'Arcy’s Great [dea!
LB O fellows going over to the Gremmar Schecl <n

Y Wednesday 7

Talbot asked the question as the Bhell eame oul
of tho Form-room after lessons on Monday.

There had been much cogitation among Tem Merry & Co.
o4 the subject of the ** wheeze ” planned by Gordon Gay and
the amateur actors of Ryleombe Grammar School, but they
wero still no wiser. Naturally, the Bt. Jim’s junior drama-
tists did not want to be beaten in their own line by their
old rivals of the Grammar School, and they would have given
a great deal to kuow the intentions of Gordon Gay & Co.

“1 don’t know,” said Tom Merry, as Talbot asked the
question.  *“ You see, if we accept the invitation to join the
giddy audience we can't very well go for the bounders. And,
of course, we're up against them.”

“Of course!” said Talbot, with a smile. ‘I understand
that. When it's a question of going for the Grammar School,
then School House and New House unite.” "

“Jxactly! And at other times we're at war here,” said
Tom Merry, laughing. ** Of course, we can't let the Grammar
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Schacl go ons betier thar vo. Their Blaczcd
s u&ly a second edition of curs, anyway. I they'ys oo
Codge for going one beiter thaa us, 1t's cur biznoy o Bnd out
what it s, and turn the tabliss op them scmehow; uod 1o go
over and swell thair audience for them.”

* Only there docen’s ssem any way of deing if,” Manis
Lowther remarked.

*Have you got some idza, Talhol?” Manners as¥ed
you have, get 1t off your chest. * Out of the montbs of Bahes
and sucklings,” you know.”

Talbot laughed.

* Well, why not go over and scout?” ha suggested

‘“ Scout?”’ repeated Tom Merry thoughtfully,

“ Yes. Whatever it i, from what you've told me, it's
plainly something in the dramatic line, and so they're hound
to have rehearsals: If we could spot them at it, if would be
easy enough to ses what the little game is'’

“ Something in that!” said Mannera

“Only they’d be on their guard at once if they zawm E3
inside their gates,” remarked Monty Lowther.

“ No need for them to see us. e can get in quietly on
our own. I don’t know the place, but you fellows have |
over there often enough,” said Talbot. “ We could get out
after callirg-over, and get back in time for bed. If we had
to miss the prep, we could rigk it for ence.”

“ By Jove, it’s not a bad idea!” said Tam Merry. * The
four of us could go. No use letting those Fourth Farms kids
muck it up. We couldn's take a crowd.”

“ But there wouldn't be much time for scouting if we had
to walk to the Grammar Scheol and back between calling-over
and bed-time,”” said Manners,

“ Bike it,” eaid Talbot.

h“ My dear chap, getting tha bikes out over tha walkw
ahem !-——"

“No need. We'll take the bikes out to-day, and leave
them out ready,’” said Talbot. '* We can hide them some-
where close by the school easily encugh.”

“ My hat "

The Terrible Three locked at their new chum admiringly.
Certainly Talbot was a fellow with ideas.

*“ Jolly good idea!” said Tom Merry heartily, * We'll do
it! And if we get on to the Grammar gchaol dodge we'll turn
the tables on them somehow.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” chimed m Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
““ What is the little game, deah boys? Can T help you?”

And the swell of St. Jim's joined the Shell feHows, and
turned his famous eyeglass upon them inquiringly.

“ Ahem! No,” said Tom Merry. *‘In this case, Gussy,
syou would be odd man out. But we’ll tell you all ahont 1t
afterwards.”

“ Wats! You had bettah confide the whaole mattah to me,
and twust to me to lead yow. In a case like this you wequire
a fellow of tact and judgment at the head of affaihs. We've
got to find out Gordon Gay’s whecze, deah boys,; and if you
fellows twy it by yourselves you are bound to make a muck
of it. I have got an ideah. You fellows know what a wippin®
actah I am.”

“We do!” grinned Monty Lowther. “ We daes!”

Arthur Augustus lowered bis voice and glanced round
cautiously.

“ Well, I'll tell you my ideah. I am thinkin’ of goin’ ovah
to the Gwammah School in disguise and scoutin’.”

“ Ha, ha, ha! You did that once before!” chuckled Monty
Lowther. *“ They scem to have spotted you, all the same.”

“ Yaas But I should be vewy careful this time. Fwank
Monk mentioned on Saturday that his patah, the Head of
the Gwammah Schoo! was away for the week-end, and wasn't
comin® back till to-night. Now, suppose I made myself up
as Doctalh Monk, and dwopped in, yea know, just as if he
bad weturned a little earliah than was intended——""

“ Great Scott!”

““ Kerr did it once; and if Kerr can do it, E supposa if
stands to weason that I can,” said Arvther Auvgustus, with a
great deal of dignity.

“Of course—I don’t think ! murmured Monty Lowther,

“TI've got all the necessawy things, you know. It's only
a case of dwessin’ up, and makin® vp my face, and so on,”
eaid Arthur Augustus. ‘1 pwoposed it to Blake, and ho
simply made wude wemarks, Powwaps you fellows would

care to help me.”
w“ e

5

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“ Gussy, old man, you're a genius!” said Monty Lowther
enthusiastically. '‘ I'll come and help you with pleasure.”’

“ You are vewy good, Lowthah! Pway come on, and I'll
start at once.””

“You chaps see about the bikes,”” eaid Lowther. *“Pm
going to help Gussy.”

And he closed one eye-the eye that was furthest from
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| The juniors mncie their way cautiousl. y 1_1-Jund the l;ig red-brick schoolhousé and saw that a gleam of light came

1 from the wood-shed. Tom Merry halted.
b porter,”

“Hold on,” he whispered,

““We don't want to be caught by the

(See Chapter 8.)

Arvthur Augustus, Tom Merry and Manners and Talbot
grinned and walked away to take the bicycles out to be
hidden ready for the expedition after calling-over. Monty
Lowther followed the swell of St. Jim's to the Fourth Form
dormitory.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy prided himself upon a good many
¢hings—among other things upon his great ability as an
actor. He was firmly persuaded that with his marvellous
gifts in tho making-up line he could impersonate anybedy
with success; and several failures had net, somchow,
«diminished his confidence. As Arthur Augustus was generally
rolling in money, he had no lack of stage *“ props.”

He opened & large box in the dormitory, and began to
seloct the garments for the part he had assigned to himself.

# Doctah Moenk wears & black [wock-coat and a toppah,”
he remarked. *‘ That's quitc easy. I have a set of whiskahs
just like his, too, and a wig the same colah. I shall have to
nake up my face vewy carefully, of course, cspecially with
plenty of winkles,”

“ Winkles?" said Lowther.

“ Yaas, wathah, Doctah Monk has a lot of winklea on his
face, you know.”

%1 should think be would Jook rather fishy with winkles
on his face,”” Monty Lowther remarked gravely.

“Weally, Towthah e

“ Peorhaps you mean wrinkles, though,” seid Lowther, as if
the thought had just struck him.

“If you are going to be funnay. Lowthah—'

© Not at all. It’s vou that are going to be funny—"

“ Look here—"

“No time to lose,” said Lowther briskly. “ Get into these
black bags, and button boots and spats—Mouk’s pater always
wears button boots and spats.  And the frock-coat—— By

waohEmar— - THE PARTING OF THE WAYSI”

Jove, you're beginning to look like the headmaster of the
Grammar School already !

“ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus, with satisfaction,
“1 weally think I shall take them in ull wight. And when L
get ovah there, you know, I shull speak to Gordon Gay, and
say 1 take a gweat interest in his plans for Wednesday, and
ask him to explain all about it.  Of course, he can’t wefuse
to explain to his hcadmastah. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” cchoed Lowther.

“Theun 1 shall know._the whole bizney fwom start to finish,”
sajd D'Arey gleefully. * Wathah o nobbuy Jdeah—what?"*

*Nobby ! said Lowther. *Nobby isn’t the word! _It's
ripping—spifing—topping—tremendous—carthquaky!  How
do you think of these things, Gussy'”’

“Well, I do wathah think of things, vou know,” said
Arthur Augustus modestly. “ Some fellows do, you know,
and some fellows don’t. ~ I'm one of the fellows who da.
How do you like this wig?”

* Ripping "

* And these whiskahs?"

“ Topping !’

“* And this gwey moustache

“ Spiffing "

“ And these spectacles

“ Amazing "'

“Now to make up my face” said Arthur Augustus,
dabbing at his aristocratic countenance before the looking-
glass. ‘I wathah think I'm a dab at this, Lowthah!”

“You are!” agreed Lowther, feeling an internal pain from
the necessity of choking back his laughter.

Arthur Augustus, in black froek-coat and trousers, and a
grey moustache und wig and beurd, looked simply extra
ordimary.

He did not Jook in the slightest degreee like an old gentie-

5
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man; but he looked very unlike the swell ef the Fourth Form
at 8t Jim’s,

When he had added the make-up to his face, his aspact wes
more extraordinary still.

“That all wight, deah boy?*

““Ha, ha, hal”

““ What are you laughin’ at, Lowthah?”

“I—1 was thinking of the way you are going fto take
Gordon Gay inl” gasped Lowther. “Oh, my only aunt!

i

Ha, ha, ha :

Arthur Augustus grinned. The effect of the grin, taken in
conjunction with the whiskers and the grease-paint, almost
doubled Lowther up, He collapsed on a bed, and moaned.

“Yaas, old Gay will be wathah sold,”’ chuckled Arthur
fugustus, “Of course, we'll tell him aftahwards that it
wasn't Doctah Monk at all!” .

“Ha, ha! And he won't know till you tell him!” shrieked
f.owther. ‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Yaas, it's funnay, isn't it?’

“Funny isn't the word!” moaned Lowther.
spillicating ! Have you nearly finished?”

“Pewwaps a few more artistic touches” said Arthur
Augustus, dabbing away with the grease-paint. Do you
think these winkles all wight?*

““Oh, they suit you down to the ground!” gasped Lowther.

“Vewy goed!”

Arthur Augustus

“Tt—it's

ammed a topper on the grey wig, and
took a survey of himself in the glass. Lowther really won-
dered that it did not crack the glass, The mere thought of
Arthur Augustus going out in the daylight in that state
zlmost threw Lowther into hysterics.

T wathah think that will do,” said Arthur Augustus, with
satisfaction.

“Yes; another touch would spoil it,” said Lowther, * Let
me smodth out your coat from the back; there are wrinkles in
that as well as mn your chivvy!”

“Thank you, deah boy 1"

Monty Lowther smoothed the back of the frock-coat, and
as he did so he pinned thereon a card which he had prepared
while the Fourth-Former was making up. He had pencilled
un the card, in latge letters:

“FOUND AT LASBT!

“Is my back all wight now, Lowthah?”

“Right as rain!”

“You weally think I shall pass as Doctah Monk?”

“ Ahem! I don’t think you'll ever make yourself more
like him than you are now,” said Lowther diplomatically.

“@Good! I may as well be off now. If the fellows notice
me comin’' out of the house, they will simply think that
Doctah Monk has becn payin’ a visit to Doctah Holmes—
what 1?

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Pway don’t laugh and give it away, deah boy I’

“ Certainly not,” gasped Lowther. “T'll be as gravo as a
judge. Start!”

And Arthar Augustus D'Arcy quitted the dormitory on his
great adventure,

THE MISSING LINK/”

CHAPTER 7.
In Deep Disguise!

ACK BLAKE was looking out of the doorway of Study
No. 6, when he was startled by the appearance of a
most extraordinary figure coming out of the passage.

Biake rubbed his eyes, and looked at it again, .

The features of the skranger were the well-known, aristo-
oraﬁic features of his poble chum, the Hon, Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy.

But they were nearly hidden by crude daubs of grease-paint
and a weird-looking collection of false whiskers and beard and
nwustache.

That Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was made up as Dr. Monk,
tho Head of Rylcombe Grammar School, did not occur to
Blake for a moment. Arthur Augustus did not bear even
the most distant resemblance to that gentleman. Blako
stood and gasped as his disguised chtim came down the
passage. .

Arthur Augustus, thinking that he would test his disguise
with a fellow who knew him well, pnused to speak to Blake,
blirking at him through a large pair of spectacles.

“H’m! Your name is Blake, I believe, little boy#’ he
suid, imitating as well as he could the voice of Dr. Monk—not
very successfully.

“What!” ejaculated Blake.

“Y twust we shall sco you ab the Gwammah School on
the occasion of our little dwamatfo entahtainment next
ngn}f:ggl,ay, deah boy??

Tre Gesr Liprany.—No. 336,
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“My som is takin’ a past, as you are pwohably awabi®
pursued Arthur Augustus, still in the character of Dr. Menk,

“ Your—your what?” said Blake faintly.

“ My son Fwancis.”

Blake gasped; he could not speak. “Dr. Monk’ passed
on, leaving Blake clinging to the door-post. The disguised
junior met Herries and Digby in the passage. They stared ab
him blankly.

“allo?” ejuculated Herries,

“ What the dickens—"" said Dighy.

“ Pway allow me to pass, little boys

“ Wha-a-at!”

“Who aro you calling little boys, you ass?"

“Weally, Hewwics, your headmastah would be ve
angwy with you if he heard you charactewisin’ his friend
Doctah Monk as an ass!”

*Dr. Monk 7’ said Herries feebly.

“Yaas. 1 pwesume ycu wecognise me?”’

“ Recognise you?"' stuttered Herries. “ Of coursel”

“Then pway let me pass, little boy I

‘“Oh, my hat!”

Herries almost collapsed.  Arthur Augustus passed hirm
loftily, and went downstairs. The two juniors’ stared after
him, and read the card on his baek, and burst into a shriek
of laughter. Monty Eowther came down the passage.

*“ Bhush I’ he exclaimed chidingly.

“What on earth’s the little game?”’ gasped Digby,

»

“ Gussy is disguised as Dr. Monk !

““ Wha-a-at!”

“He’s going over to the Grammar School like that ™

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus descended the stairs quickly, and passed
out into the quadrangle. There were a good many fellows
there, and they all stared at the extraordinary figure, and yells
of langhter rose on all sides.

“Ha, ha, ha! What is it?’

“The wild man from Borneo!”

“ The missing link! Ha, ha, ha!”

“‘Found at last!’"” shricked Levison of the Fourth,
¢ Tho missing link!” Ha, ha, ha!”

“PBai Jove!" murmured Arthur Augustus uncasily,
“Rurely they don’t wecognise me? Lowthah seemed to think
it was all wight!”

He hurried across the quadrangle, followed by hysterioal
shricks of laughter. Tom Merry and Manners and Talbot
}lad just come in, and they met the disguised junior face to

ace.

They halted, dumbfounded, and stared at him.

““ What—what is that?’ gasped Fom.

“ Gussy!” shrieked Manners. ' Guesy, you ass, you'll geé
juto a row if you come out like that! Suppose your Form-
master saw youy!”

“ Weally, Mannabs, I—T mean, pway let me pass! I am
Dr. Monk!” said Arthur Augustus, with all the dignity
he could muster. He was beginning to have some inward
misgivings now, however.

*Dr. what!” ejaculated Talbot.

“Monk, pway let me pass! I am weturnin’ to my school
—the Gwammar School, you know——"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Pway don't cackle and give the show away, dcah boys |

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hallo, here comes Railton ! exclaimed Talbot. * You'd
better cut off and get out of sight, 1’ Arey !”

“Wats! Wailton will not wecognise me!”

“Oh crumbs!”

The Housemaster of the Scliool House was crossing the
quadrangle with long strides. He had heard the shrieks of
merriment, and seen the extraordinary figure from his study

window. He had come out to interview the nnmzingviooking

stranger.  As he came up bebind Arthur Augustus, he rea
the card on his back, and frowned, to conceal a smile. b
caught the swell of St. Jim's by the sheulder and swung him
round,

“Who are you?' he exclaimed.

“ Pway don’'t be so wuff, Wailton. I am Dr. Monlk!”

“What "

“Surely you wecognise me!” said Arthur Augustus, with
less assurance.

Mr., Railton stared at him blankly.

“Recognise you! Certainly!  You are D’Arcy of the
Fourth Form!”

““ Oh, bai Jove!”

“May I ask what is the meaning of this ridiculous mas-
querade?’ exclaimed the Housemaster sternly. * Vhy are
you parading the quadrangle with paint on your face, and
that absurd mass of false hair?”

“0Oh, deah!”

“ Angwer me!” thundered the School ITouse master,
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“ What does it mean?’ exclaimed Mr. Railton.  * This
#8 most extraordinary. You should surely. know that the
guadrangle is no place for such absurd tricks, D'Arcy!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

*“ And this absurd card on your back!” said Mr. Railton,
* If it was your intention to make yourself ridiculous, D’ Arcy,
you have certainly succeeded!”

“ A—a—a card on my back, sir!" stuttered D'Arcy, reach-
ing round his back. He grabbed the card and pulled it off
and read it and gasped.

“Qh, that wottah Lowthah!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ But what does this idiotic masquerade mean?"" exclaimed
Mr. Railton.

“I—~I—it was a joke on the Gwammar School chaps, sir,”
stuttered Arthur Augustus feebly I am made up, sir, as
—as Dr. Monk. I was goin’ to take them in!”

“ You are made up as what—who!” gasped the astounded
Housemaster.

“ Dr. Monk, sir!”

“ Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Railton. *““T really be-
lieve the boy is taking leave of his senses. *“ And you really
think, D'Arcy, that you bear now the slightest resemblance
to Dr. Monk?"”

¢ I twust so, sir!"”

“‘Ha, ha, ha!"

* Bilence ! This is really not a laughing matter, absurd
as it is.  Such a trick would be most disgespectful to Dr.
Monk, D’Arcy; but the amazing thing is that you suppose
you bear any resemblance to that gentleman.”

** L-L-Lowthah thought—-"

“I am afraid this is one of Lowther's jokes,” said Mr.
Railton, trying not to smile. ** You will go in at once and
take off those ridiculous things, D'Arcy.”

“ Ya-a-9, sir.”’

“ And you will take a hundred lines!"”

* Bai Jove!”

“ And if you do such a ridiculous thing again I shall cane
you. Now go in at once!”

“Ya-a-as, sir!” said Arthur dismally.

And he trotted away to the School House again. The
fellows in the quadrangle shrieked with laughter.  Arthur
Augustus was glad to reach the shelter of the IHouse. As he
stripped off his famous disguise in the Fourth Form dormitory
quite an army of juniors came up to watch him, and yell with
laughter.

“Didn’t it work, Gussy?” Monty Lowther asked, in a tone
of great surprise, as he looked into the dormitory. ** Haven't
you been over to the Grammar School after all?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“lYou”utmh wottah! You put this wotten card on my
ack

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ But for that, I am eonvinced that it would have worked
all wight—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I am goin’ to give yvou a feahful thwashin’, Lowthah.
Put up vour wotten hands, you wottah!"

Byt Monty Lowther, laughing like a hyena, fled from the
dérmitory. Arthur Augustus, in a state of suppressed fury,
changed his clothes, but it was a much longer task getting
off the grease-paint. When he was finished he came into
Study No. 6 locking quite fatigued, and DMake and Herries
and Dighy greeted him with a howl of laughter,

“ The missing link!” sobbed Blake. “ Found at last!”

““Ha. ha, ha!”

“You sillay asses, there is nothin’ whatevah to laugh
at—"

*‘Ha, ha, ha!"

Blake and TTerries and Dighy evidently thought there was
something to laugh at, and they yelled, till Arthur Augustus
retired from the study in great wrath, and closed the door with
a tremendous slam.  For once the manners of Arthur Augustus
lacked the repose which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere.

CHAPTER 8.
A Scouting Expedition.

ALLING-OVER was finished, and the chums of the
Shell came out of Big Hall together.  Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy had a gleaming eye upon Monty

Lowther; but the Shell fellows dodged the wrathful swell

of the Fourth, and escaped into the quadrangle. In the cover

of the old elms, they dropped from the school wall into the

road, leaving Arthur Augustus still seeking for them in the
uad.

The bicycles had been concealed in a field near the school,
and in a few minutes the four juniors dragged them into the
road and were pedalling away for Ryleombe Grammar School,
and there dismounted, lifting the machines throngh a gap in
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the hedge and putting them out of sight. Then they went oa
towards the Grammar School on foot. The big gates were
locllcr‘d, and deep dusk hung over the great red-brick building
within,

Tom Merry peered through the bars of the big metal gatea
There was no one visible in the dusk within, but he could
sce the gleam of the lighted windows.

The juniors skirted the school wall, and helped' one another
over it, and in a few minutes more they were within the pre-
cinets of the Grammar School.

“ Blessed if I don't feel like a giddy burglar,” murmured
Monty Lowther, as he dropped from the wall. “ Do you,
Talbot?"”

Talbot laughed softly.

“ Very like?” he said.

“ Now we've got to get into Gorden Gay's quarters, and
see what's going on,” said Tom Merry. It won't be hard—
if we're not spotted.”

“ You know the lie of the land here?” asked Talbot.

“ Yes, rather,] We've been hers lots of times. There's a
window at the back, over an outhouse at the end of the passage
where Gay has his study. We can easily get to it—past tho
bile-shed and the wood-shed.”

““ What is that big window with the light in it?"

“That is Dr. Monk’s study ; we must keep clear of that.”

“ The Head of the school?” asked Talbot.

“ Yes; Irank Monlk’s pater is headmaster here, you know.
He's o jolly old boy, too—eollects pictures and things, and quite
harmless.””  And the juniors chuckled.

** Pictures!" saigd Talbot.

““Yes, he has a—a—a—what do you eall it? Leonard some-
body or other—Italian chap who did a lot of daubing—""

“Leonardo da Vinei?"”'

“That's it,” said Tom. “He has a Leonardo da Vinei
which he thinke is as good as that famous Leonardo picture that
was stolen—what was the name of it?"

“La Gioconda!"”

“1 see you know -all about it,” said Tom.
giddy painter, among all your other gifts?”’

“1 know something aliout pictures, especially valuable
‘ones,” said Talbot, with u strange smile in the darkness. ' Is
Dr. Monk’s Leonardo a genuine one?”

“ Well, he often has artistic johnnies down here to see it,
Monkey says. It's supposed to be worth mare than Dr.
Holmes's Rembrandt. You know that smudgy thing in the
Head's study at St. Jim's. Well, T wouldn't have given more
than ten bob for it to hang up in our study, but somcbody
tried to burgle it once, and it came ont that 1t was worth two
thousand quid. And Dr. Monk’s Leonardo is worth more than
that. It's a picture of an Italian woman grinning, I’ think.
When we come over here on a visit, ask him to let you see
it, yow'll win his heart ! chuckled Tom Merry. ' But never
mind that now. The bizney just now is with Frank Monk and
Gordon Gay, not the Head."”

““ Come en!” said Lowther,

They made their way cautiously round the big, red-brick
School House,

As they came round to the rear of the bu
halted.

“ 1old on!” he whigpered.

There was a gleam of light from the woodshed,

“We don't want to be spotted by the porter,”
Mamners.

“Tein't the porter there—listen!”

The voice of Frank Monk of the Tourth Form could be heard
from the wood-shed, and he was declaiming in deep tones:
“* That you have wronged me doth appear in this!" "
¢ Julius Ceesar,’ by Jove!"” whisperad Lowther. . That’s
Cassius’s part in the quarrel scene. They're rehearsing
Shakespeare.”’

“ Not much to make a sceret of in that.  Every blessed
amateur dramatic society has dene * Julins Casar ' one tims
or another,” said Tom Moerry, puzzled.

“ Let’s have a lock at them,”

The scouts erept closer to the wood-shed.
half open, and they could see into the intcrior,

Quite a crowd of the Fourth Form were gathered there,
and it was evidently a rehearsal, though the joutors vere not
in eostume.

Gordon Gay & Co., withont a suspicion that eyes were
upon them from outside, proceeded with the rehearsal of
“Juling Cemsar,” Gordon Gay had cast himself for Brotua.
As head of the socicty and stage-manager, naturaliy he gave
hilrlmsolf a ‘“fat" part. His voice came riuging out in great
style:

“ Are you a

g, Tom Merry

' muttered

The door was

“ ¢ Lot me tell you, Cassins, you yoursell

Are much condemuned to have an irching palm,

To sell and mart your effices for gold

To undeservers!" ™
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To which Frank Monk, alias Cassius, replicd :

“11! An itching palm!
You know that you are Brutus that say this,
Or, by the go-hods, that speech were else
your last!®

*' Not so much of your  go-hods ! said Gay reprovingly.
* Make it ‘gcds.

*Rats ! said Cassius.
there.”

“Don’t overdo it, my sons. We don't want to give this
play like a gang of barn-stormers. We want it in Irving's
style; but the way you do it out-Irvings Trving.”

And Monty Lowther whispered to his chums:

* Rather unaerving, in fact”

And there was a silent chuckle.

* What's the next?”’ said Waotton major.

*The next js ginger-beer,  I'm getting dry,” said Gordon
Gay. “Iland over the bottle.”

“Iere you are, Brutus.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

Gordon Gay took a dranght of ginger-beer.

" When is that ass Carboy coming 1 he growled. * He'll
be wanted pretty soon.  Silly ass, to get lines when there’s
- ﬂ:hearg:\l on.  But I think we've got it pretty good.”

It will go all right,” remarked Monk.

o Yes—if the weather holds out.”

* Well, the weather looks like lasting,” remarked Wootton
minor.  “ It's Monday new, and it comes off on Wednes-

“You want plenty of emphasis

Tom Merry & Co. exchanged glances. What the weather
bad to do with a performance of Shakespeare’s * Julius
Cesar ' they could not quite see, but. they felt that they
were on the verge of hearing the secret,

E‘mn}('Monk looked ont of the window of the shed.

* If it's an evening like this, it will do,” he said. “If it
rains—"

:: If it rains we shall have to put it off,” said Gay decidedly.
: But if the 8t. Jim's fellows are coming—""

* We shall have to wire them it’s off for the present, if it
rains.”’

** Then don’t mention to them it's off beeause of the rain,”
grinned Monk.  ““ They'd jolly soon tumble to it that we're
giving an al fresco performance,’”

" Oh ! murmured Tom Merry.

* They wouldn’t tumble in a month of Sundays!” said
Gordon Gay, with o suiff. *“ They baven’t brains enough
to think of a pastoral play.”

“T suppase they haven’t.”’ agreed Monk. **Tain’t so
very long since we thought of it ourselves, for that malter.”

* But it's simply a ripping idea ! said Gay. “ Who wants
to be stuck in a stuffy lecture-hall to see a play on a hot
summer evening "’

*“ Nobody 1"

" Exactly.  But a pastoral play; that's just’ the tning.
Everybody will come, ™ And it’s easy enough to.stick the

airs out on the lawn.  And as for any little drawbacks in
staging and scenery, that's allewed for in a pastoral play.”

Y Of course I

“ After we've done with it the St. Jim’s chaps will jump
at the idca. But they're welecome to it after we've finished
with it.””

** Yes, razzer!” grinned Mont Blong.

M Well, get on with the washing,” said Cay, sctting down
his glass. ** We shall have to be getting in soon, and there’s
a lot more to go through.”

And the celebrated Quarrel Sceno proceeded.

Outside the door of the weod-shed Tom Merry and his
comrades exchanged triumphant glances.  They had suc-
mded better than they had dared to anticipate. ~ The secre:

been revealed to them in its entirety in that few minutes’
ehat of the Grammarians,

It was deeidedly a new idea.

A theatrical performance in the epen air on the lines of
a pastoral play was somcthing very new for the junior
actors,

“The bounders !
the wheeze !

nrpiured Tom Merry.  “ So that’s
. " And they're keeping it dark ! whispered Lowther.
jolly dark that we know all abeut it now |

““And we can put a spoke in their wheel. What price a
pastoral play at St. Jim's to-morrow—Tuesday—and invita-
tions to the Grammar bounders to come and sce it?”?

The S8t. Jim’s juniors suppressed their laughter with diffi-
sulty. They could imagine the faces of Gordon Gay & Co.
when they received that invitation.

* Better get off now,” murmured Lowther.  ** We've found
out what we came for. Hallo! Why—what—who—"

Somcone bumped into Lowther from the darkness, e
swung round, and immediately there was a yell of alarm.
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It was Carboy of the Fourth, coming late to the rchearsal,
and he had run right into the four scouts from St. Jim's
outside the door.

|t‘ ll,}allol” roared Carboy. “ Bt. Jim's bounders! Look
oul

“ Cut for it I’ shouted Tom Merry.

Carboy had grasped Monty Lowther at once, and they
went to the ground together. ~ Tom and Manners and Talbot
dragged Carboy off, but_he clung to them, and in a second
the rehearsers were rushing in an alarmed swarm out of
the wood-shed.

" Buzz off I’ gasped Manners,

“ 8t.- Jim’s cads I * Collar them 1"

The St. Jim’s fellows dashed off; but Carboy was clinging
to Talbot, and held him back. In a momeni more two or
three pairs of hands were on Talbot. The Terrible Thres
rushed back at once to the rescue, and the whole crowd of
Grammarians piled on them. There was a wild and whirling
struggle.

After o couple of minutes the Shell fellows were dragged
into the wood-shed, still struggling in the grasp of the
Grammarians, .

, “i“:,hut the door!” gasped Gorden Gay.
em |”’

The door was slammed. Tom Merry & Co. sprawled on the
tiled floor, each with a couple of Grammarians scated on his
chest, pinning him down. The scouts had succceded in their
object, but their luck was out, and now they were helpless
prisoncers in the hands of the enemy.

“ We've got

CHAPTER 9.
‘*Honour Bright!"

- OM MERRY!”
“ Manners! Lowther!
“ You bounders !

“ You rotters !’

" But we've got youl”

* Hurrah !”

* Grooh ! gasped Tom Merry.
Grooh

“ it tight |” said Gorden Gay coolly.
Any more of the cads about ?”

*“T think this is the lot,” said Monk. “ But we'll soon find
out. Are there any more of you about the place, Merry 7

“Grooh! Find out!”

“ That’s what we’re going to do.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha "

“ Gerrroooogh ! Ow I

“ Any more of you here, Tom Merry ¥

“Yow-ow! No! Ow!” .

“@Good!  You sheuld always answer questions like a good
little boy.”

‘** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Ow, you rotters!” .

“ 8o you came over to scout, did you,” said Gordon Gay,
“and you've spotied us ot reh 1"

““Was that a rehearsal 7" asked Monty Lowther.

“ Of course it was! What Jdid you think it was?”

“0Oh, I thought it might have been a burlesque! T
gounded like it."”

*Why, you ass——

“You cheeky sweep—-"")

“ Bump him for his cheek !

“ Yarooh !” roared Lowther, as his captors bumiped him
on the floor, hard. 1 return for his little joke.  ** Yow-owl
Chuck it! Yah!”

“ Now, then, did yox think it was a burlesque?” grinned
Frank Monk.

Talbot I

“ Cerrooff my chest!

“We've got 'em!

Tull his nose, Tadpole.”

“Yow ! Yes!" roaved Loyther deflantly.  * Yah! Vesl
Oh!”
Bump! Bump!

“ What do you think it was now, Lowther ?"

“ Ow, ow! A rehearsal, if rou like!” groaned Lowther.

“That's better. T suppose vou heard us talking, as well ag
rchearsing,” “1In fact, you've

said Gordon Gay, frowning, “1In
spotted the wheeze.”
“Yes, you ass!” said Tom Merry, " Go and eat coke'?’
" And perhaps you're thinking of lifting the idca—what¥?
“Of course they are!” growled Woot{on major.  “ They
k of a wheeze for themsclves, and they're bound
ey know it.”
1 aid Gay.
Iy well can’t stop ns !’
e Au 1 junior smiled serenely,
1 think wo can!” he re d

* gasped Tom Merry.

“Rats! We'll jollv well give Y pastoral play to-morres,
and chance it! You kids can com? and sec us if you like, dnd
learn how to do it.”

“ Why, rou cheeky rotter—"

CHUCKLES, 3*




Every Wednesdaye

#Hold on,” said Gay.  They're not going to give a
pastoral play either to-morrow or nn{ other day. They're
going to give us their solemn word, honour bright, not to
give a pastoral play this term at Bt. Jim's.”

“ Rats!" yelled the prisoncrs.

“You won't!”

oG

“Then we shall have to talk to you. Cet in the tar-pot,
Monkey.”

“The—the tar-pot!” cjaculated Monk.

“Yes, It's nearly full of tar, luckily—and there's a
!irus'h“in it. The porter left it under the lean-to to-day. Get
it in,

Frank Mork grinned and fetched in the tav-pot.  The
prisoners eyed 1t with great apprehension. Gordon Gay took
up the brush and stirred the tar a little.

“ Look here, you're not going to put that on us, you
rotter!' howled Tom Merry.

“That's just what T am going to do,” said Gay calmly.
“ You'ro spotted our little secret. You're going to promiss
to make no use of it. It's really of no use to anybedy but
the owner, you know—you fellows can’t act for toffce. You'll
give your word honour bright. Otherwise, I shall tar you."

“ You—you beast—""

% You fellows are fond of making a sensation,” remarked
Gay. “ Well, you'll make a sensation cnough if you go back
to St. Jim's with tarry chivvies.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, this ain't playing the zame,” howled Munners.
right, don’t we, chaps?”

““Fla, ha! Yes"

“ Yes, razzoer.”

Gay loaded the brush with tar, and approached it to Tom
Merry's face, as Tadpele and Wootton minor pinned hiny down
helplessly. Tom wniggled his head back, shuddering. To go
bome to 8t Jim’s coated with tar was a little too much. 1To
could imagine the yells of laughter that would greet tho
unhappy scouts when they turned up as black as negroces.

“Now, then, what do you say?’ asked Gay agreeably.
b I'rlz"l not set on wasting the tar, but if you don't promise

“ Yow—keep that away'” gasped Tom, as Gay gave him
a playful tap on the nose with the brush, leaving a big blot
of tar there.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That looks pretty already. You will look a treat when
you're painted all over. I'll'work some inte your hair, too,
to make a complete job of it. Wae shall havo to pay for the
far, Im Iwelma'y_‘as well have our money’s worth.”

j"iNuf'«‘, then, will you promise—yes or not”

“ Yes or no?” demanded Gay.

Tom Merry gasped helplessly. Ile certamly could not allow
his visage to bo tarred. The Grammarians had the whip-
hand, and there was nothing for it but to surrender.

““Yes,” he panted.

“Good! You promise, honour bright, that you won't have
any pastoral play at St. Jim's for the rest of this term—
what 1"

“Ow! Yes."”

* Henour bright?"”

* Honour bright " gasped Tom Merry.

“ (food—now tho others! FLowther

“ Honour bright!" gasped Lowther, in a great hurry. as
the brush approached his face, and the Grammarians shricked
with laughter.

¢ Manners, old fellow—""

“Yah! IHonour bright!”

* Talbot, my son—""

“(fan't be helped,” grinned Talbot. * Honour bright!”

“ Good egg ! said Gordon Gay, replacing the tar-brush.
“That shows your sense, and saves the tar, Lucky for you
I know that you are fellows of your word.”

“ Tar 'em anyway "' growled Carker,

“Rats! We're fellows of our word too! Shut up, Carker!
Now I think we're done with these merchants," said Gay.
“ You're welcome to come ovyr and see the pastoral play vn
Wednesday, my infants. It will do you good to sco some
real acting. Now kick them out.”

Tho unhappy scouts were allowed to rise to their feek.
They lr;ok(\(s very rumpled and dishevelled.  Tom Moerry
dabbed furiously at the blob of tar on his nose, spredily
reducing his handkerchief to a tarry rag. But the tar did
not all go.

* Kick them out!"

Y Give 'em socks!” .

“Ila, ha, ha!”

Twenty pairs of boats helped the scouts out of the wood-
shed. They ran for it, aud the whooping crowd of (ram-
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marians chased them to the school ,wall. They clumbered
over the wall in haste, and dropped, breathless and panting,
in the road. Within the wall they could hear the Gram-
marians yelling with laughter.

“0Oh, mwy hat!” gasped Tom Merry,
coming over for, I don't think!”

“* Rather a muck-up—what?" groancd Manneiz

“ Sorrv—it was my idea to come ! said Talbot.

 Oh, the idea was all right—but we've had bad luck,” said
Monty Lowther. * We couldn't know that silly ass Carboy
was going to blunder on us in the dark. Confuund him!”

The chums of 8t. Jin’s limped away for their bicycles.

The expedition conld not be called a suecess. They had
discovered the great sccret of the Grammarian Dramatio
Society, ond they had been compelled to give their word
not to make use of it,

“We can't turn the tables on the rotters now,” growled
Lowther, as they dragged the bicyeles out nte the road.
““Lhat pame's up!”

* But——"

“We're dished I

‘.‘ Ri(h!le-ci and done ! gruntcd Manners.

‘ But: b

¢ Oh, there ain’t any buts in this case,” exclaimed the ex-
asperated Lowther. I tell you we are clean done, and
that's an end of it.”

“Not guite. We can’t bone the idea, and turn the tables
on them that way, but it's a pastoral play they're giving--
in the open air L

“We know that, ass!”

“ And s0!” proceeded Tom Merry calmly, ““ being in the
open air, it will be easy to get at them. What price rading
them in the middle of their play? It's easy enough to get
over the wall—"

My hat!"

“Wo can bung a svwarm of the fellows over—we can geb
permission to be out of wites to come over here for the
pastoral play. We won't explain to the house-master what
wa mean to do when we get here——"

“Ila, ha, ha!”

‘Il remember that tar-pot,’”” said Tom Merry venge-
“ywhat price capturing Brutus and Julivs Cerar and
ing them il

“ Ia, ha, ha!”

And the Shell fellows, resiored to good spirits by that
brilliant scheme, rode back to St. Jim's in quite a contented
frame of mind.

*This was worth

CITAPTER 10.

Suspicion |
” EAI they are!”
H “ Where have you chaps been?” exclaimed Blake,

as the Shell fellows came into the common-room in
the Schoolhouse, a few minutes beforo bed-time.
¥ You haven't done your prep.”

“ Blow prep!” said Monty Lowther.

« Jolly lucky you weren't missed,” eaid Gore, of the Shell.
with a sniff. “ What littloe game have you been up to, ch?
Billiards ak the Green Man?”

“ No—nothing at all in your line, Gore,” said Tom Mervy
palitely,

“Not so jolly sure of that!” said Levison, of the Fourth.
“1'd like to know where you've been!”

Tom Merry turned towards the cad of the Fourth with a
gleani in his eyes.

“Tsu't my word good enough for vou, Levison?” he asked.

“I'm not alluding to you specially,”” said Levison, backing
away a little, ** There are some fellows hero who hang abous
low pubs, 1 know that.'>

i L:UUI:‘.K.‘”, perhaps,” said Tom contemptuously.

T.ovison shrugged bis shoulders,

“Took here, what are you driving at?” exclaimed Tom
angrily. “ IF you mean that any of us go to places lilce your
favourito haunts, you're lying.”

“ Does Talbot say tho same?”

“ Talbot! Of course he does!”

“T,et him speak or himself,” grinned Levison.

Tom Merry glanced at Talbot.

¢ Don’t mind what that worm says, Talbet,” he exclaimed;
¢ o all know you better than that, and Levison is always
Iying."”

Y Yuas, wathah ! It's weally quite a diseaso with Levison!"
remarked Arthur Augustus. ** I should wecommend Talbot to
give him a feahful thwashin’.”

*1 certainly don't mind what ho says,"” said Talbot con-
temptuously.

"Fhen, if you don’t mind, T'll go on,” said Levison, with an
seritating gein. “ Will you have the cheek to say that you
woren't in the Blackbird Inn at Wayland on Saturday after-

noon?"’
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There was an exclamation from all the juniors who heard
Levison’s words. The Blackbird at Wayland bore a most un-
enviable reputation. It was, of course, out of bounda; and
sven black sheep like Levison, or Cutts of the Fifth, drew a
line at places liko the Blackbird.

The colour crept into Talbot's face.

‘* Punch his head !”” said Monty Lowther,

*“ He hasn’t denied it I'” said Levison.

' Well, whether he denics it or not, we all knew it isn’t
true,” gaid Tom Merry, “ and if you don’t shut up, I'll punch
your head myself.”

Levison gave another shrug of the shoulders.

‘* Well, I say he was seen going in there,” he declared. 1
know a chap in Wayland—""

" Yes, and I know his name!” growled Lumley-Lumley of
the Fourth. ** He’s a billiard-marker at the Red Lion.”

* Well, the Red Lion's a better placo than the Blackbird
any day,” said Levison. “I don't set up to be a perfect
character—no Eric.about me. And I don’t like humbugs1”

“You didn't go to the Blackbird surely, Talbot!’ said
Kangarco. ‘ Saturday afterncon—that was when you were
called away by that telegram, you know. Why, Levison, you
rotter, we know ‘you're lying—Talbot went fo Wayland on
Saturday afternoon to meet a friend.”

‘* Exactly I” said Levison; “ and I know wherc he met him.
{)t‘a no business of mine; bat as I said, I don’t like hum-

ugs.

‘** You didn’t go there, Talbot??

‘*He was seen to go there,” said Levison.

“ Rats 1

**Besh I”

* Tell him he’s lying, Talbot, and punch his head,” said
Blake.

Talbot breathed hard.

" As a matter of fact, T did go there,” he said calmly.
“ It's no business of Levison's, or anybody else’s that T know
of. But as it happens 1 did go there—not to play billiards,
though, or for any of Levison's kind of amusements, My
friend was a stranger to Wayland, und he chose that inn to
meet in, not knowing what kind of place it was. He took it
for a country inn by the name. That’s all about it ”*

“ Quite natural, too,” said Tom Merry. * It was a country
mn once upon a time, and a
stranger couldn’t know what

was like.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

Levison smiled in a sneer-
way, and several of the fel-
lows locked rather queerly at
Talbot. His explanation was
Ela.usible enough, but some-
ow it did not quite convinece
some of his hearers. Kildare
looked in just then, to march
the Shell off to their dormi-
tory, and the matter dropped.
The Fourth-Formers went to
their dormitory, and when
they were there Arthur
Augustus gave Levison a
severe look.

“I don't want to say any-
thin’ impolite,” he remarked.
“ But | must say that you
are a epyin’ wottah, Levi-

20
“1 don't believe in hum-
bugs,” said Levison coolly.
“ Talbot sets up like Tom
Merry and the rest, to be a
little better than common
mortals.  Well, then, if he
m in for pub-}launting, and
lies about it, he ought to

i

be shown up!

‘“Ho told the twuth at
once, you wottah!”

“He told it at cnce, but it
wasn’t the truth,” chuckled
Levison.

“ You are an uttah wascal!”
said Arthur Augustus indig-
nantly. “How dare you say
that what he said™ wasn't
twac!”

*“ Because it was a lie, and
I can prove it—ch, Mellish?”

“ Yes, rather!” chuckled
Mellish.

“ Well, we won't take your

Tium Geyu Lierany.—No. 256,

NEXT WEDNESDAY:

= sort ["”
THE PARTING “ But you believe me now!"”
sneered ”l.evison. “¥You know
—| OF THE WAYS!
== a

% Another Splendid Complete Story §j
of Tom Merry & Co. and their [
==

Mysterious New Chum.

B MARTIN

word for that!"” said Jack Blake. *““But I'll tell you what
we will do. Unless you prove what you say at once, we'll
bump you hard for slandering a decent chap. Now, buck
up with your proofs!™ .

' I've seen his telegram,” said Levison. “ If what he says
was true, his friend must have fixed the Blackbird as a place
of meeting in that telegram, which Talbot got on Saturday.”

‘* Yes, that's so. What then?”

I ‘Vel!, he doesn’t mention the place. The telegram simply
said ‘ Half-past four—H.W.'”

** How do you know?”

I tell you I've seen it.”’

** And how did you see it?"?

"1 was rather interested in the matter,” drawled Levison.
" You knaw I've elways looked on Talbot as rather shady.
The way he got to this echool, and the fact that he hasn’t any
connections, and—-"

*“ Bhut up that!” said Blake roughly.
thousand of you, connections or not.””

"' Perhaps! But he lied all the same!”

“ Do you think we're going to take your word for what was
in the telegram?’ exclaimed Blake contemptuously, ‘' How
do wo know you've ever seen it?”’

" It was in his jacket-pocket when he came back from Way-
land, and he left his jacket in the pavilion when he changed.”

“ And you spied on it?”

“ Well, I looked at it.”

'“And you want us to take the word of & spy?’ growled
Herries,

“You can see the telegram if you like. I took it,” said
Levison calmly. *“ My idea is that Talhot is shady, and I
think the fellows ought to know it, especially as he puts on
airs of being so jolly particular. He won’t play & game of
nap with a fellow——"

“*.You mean that you've tried to get him to play, to get
hold of his cash!” growled Blake.

“ Put it how gou like. You can see the tclegram, I've
got it. ’It’s worded just as I told you. Would you like to
sce it?

“No, I wouldn't,” said Blake; “I'm not a spy!"”

“ You've doubted my word about it, and you ought to look
8t the telegram, and see that I've told the truth, and that

- Talbot has lied.”

“It is quite imposs to look
at anotheh fellow’s cowwe-
spondence, you uttah cad!”
said Arthur Auvgustus, “1I
wefuse to do anythin’ of the

“He's worth a

you do.

Arthur Augustus made no

—={ reply to that. Levison’s offer

==} to shc]mr the telegram was
fif=] certainly a pretty eonvincing

= proof that he was telling the
truth about it. And if the
matter was as he stated, it
was hard to believe that
Talbot had told the exact
facts, The chums of the
Fourth felt oxceedingly un-
comfortable. Levison disliked
the new junior, and distrusted
him—and it was his object to
mako the other fellows dis-
trust him, too. The worst of
it was that in spite of them-
selves ho had succeeded.

“Well,”  jeered Levisen,
“what “do “you say mnow,
Blake?”

“ What T say is this—that
you're a spying cad to look at
Talbot telegram, and a thicf
to_take it out of his pocket!”
said Blake. * Collar the cad,
and show him that wo don't
want spies and thieves here!”

* Yaas, collah the wottal "

Half a dozen exasperated
juniors scized the cad of the
Fourth., They had reason to
be  exasperated, for Levison
had forecd them to fecl a sense
of distrust towards a fellow
they liked.  Whether thcro
was anything “ shady ”’ about
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l Almost in a twinkiing, the trageaians were tarred with 1¢c itess slashes of the brush, *$t. Jim's rotters ! yelled |

Gordon Gay. ‘' Go for fem!

Groogh ! {~ee Chopter 14.)

Talbot or not, it was not from a point of view of morality that

Levison interested himself in the matter; it waa for Talbot's

md quelities that he disliked the new fellow, not for his
ones.

Bump, bump, bump !

“ Leggo I’ yelled Levison.

“ Give him another!”

* (Give the spyin’ wottah a dozen——""

“ Hallo, what's this row?' exclaimed
cominf: into the dormitory.
out. Turn in!”

Levison crawled into bed, feeling considerably hurt. The
Fourth-Formera turned in, and Darrel put out the light and
left the dormitory. Then Levison’s voice was heard again:

“1 tell you &

“ Shut up!” roared Blake. ‘ Whether you're telling the
truth for once, or lying as usual, I don't care a rap; but if
you say another word about Talbot, I'll come over and give
you the licking of your life!”

And after that Leovison was disercetly silent,

“ You rotters~ow—ow—yow !”"

el of the Sixth,
“ Now, then, it's time for lights

CHAPTER 11,
A Licking for Levison.
HEN the juniors came out of the Form-rooms the
W next day after morning lessons, Talbot of the Shell
joined Levison in the passage. His hand fell upon
Levison's shoulder with a grip that was like iron.
looked reund, knitting his brows.
“T think you have something that helongs to me,”
Talbot.
Levison smiled sneeringly.
*“ What's that?” he asked.
* A telegram 1”
" Not worded as you told the chaps!” said Levison
“That is not your business. Please give it to nc.”
“T'm going to pin it up in the common-room for everyvbody
to see,’” said Levison insolently. ** Then tho chaps will know
exactly how it tallirs with what you told them.”
“Will you hand it to me?”

Luvison

said

“No, T won't!”

“Then I shall make you,” said Talbot quictly, and his
open hand smote Levison across the cheek. *“ Now, will you
give it up?”’

“ Hallo! What's the row here?” exclaimed Kildare of the
Sixth, coming down the passage. * No fighting here, you
young rascals!”

Levison gave Talbot a bitter look. He did not think the
new junior would venturo to mention the tclegram in the
presence of a prefect,  Bug he was mistaken.

“ Levison has a telegram of mine, and I want it, Kildare,”
said Talbot at once,

“ What's that, Levison?"
frowning,

“It's no value,” said Levison, taking the erumpled tele-
i;;'r:'._n} from hls’ pocket.  ** Only it proves that Talbot has been
ving, ang—""

2 I;_ thot telegram Talbot's?” rapped out Kildare.

8.

“ How did it come inta vour hands, then?"”

“ I—I—I thou i ight to bo scen, because

“ How did you

“ I—I took it, beean

“Where did you take it? From Talbot's study?”

N T d Levison,

said the captain of St. Jim's,

”

)7

w the ericket |

Tiax ne us in, and--ur

shawn np, and—and—"

* Won tucurht vo
rmoyon,

vilion, Yon—you see, Talbot
d I thought it vught to be

Wy into matters that don't

Jimn's captain con-

onee. That's right.
"

g re

know. Iold your tongue, and
o or Tl eane yon!”  And
Tiklare swung rouwd o col and walked away.
Levison gave Talbot a savage lock, as the handsomo Shell
fellow crumpled the telegram into his pocket.
* You rottén cad—""

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 336.
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“ You've called me a good many names,” said Talbot
quietly. * Will you step over to the gym and put the gloves
or. with me?" .

* No, 1, won's!” said Levison, between his teeth.

h

“ Then you'll hold your tongue about me,” said Talbot
grimly. T don’t allow fellows to call me names. You'ra
always slundering somebody. 1've never heard you utter a
good word for anybody yet!”

“Quite wight!" eard Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. A good
many fellows were gathering round the two by this time,
“ Ho is an uttah wottah, deah boy! He was neahly sacked
once for slandewin' old Bwooke."

“T'll say what I like,” said Levison savagely. “ When a
follow goes to a pub like the Blackbird, and tells lies after-
wards—"'

“ Enough said!"” rapred out Talbot. ** You've refused to
comse into the gym. I warn you that if I find you talking
about me again I ehall lick you. Understand that!”

“How would you like me fo talk to the Housemaster
about it?" eneered Levison.

“ Rotten sneak ! growled Blake,

“You can please yourself about that!”
“Remember what I've said, that's all!”

Ho turned on his heel.

“You don't dare to show the fellows that telegram:”
shouted Levison.

“We don't want to see it !" exclaimed Tom Merry.

“ No feah!” said Arthur Augustus.

“It would prove that he was lying to you last night!”
snecred Levison.

Talbat turned back quickly. Iis eyes were gleaming. Ie
strode right up to Tevison and hit out, and the cad of the
Fourth crashed on the floor.

““I warned you,” said Talbot quicily. ** Now get up, and
put up your haunds. I didn't want a quarrel with you eor
anybody else; you've forced it on mo!"”

said Talbot,

nose furiously, and Mellish helped him on with his jacket.

“ You didn’t put up much of a fizht,”” Mellish remaiked,
with a grin.

Levison scowled.

“I'll make him sorry for this!" he enarled. * You: saw
that telegram, Mellish, and you know that he was lying "

** Ahem 1"

‘“There’s something fishy about him ! Levison continued.
“1 don’t know what it is, but there is eomething. Who is
he? Nobody knows him, or where he came from. The
Head let him into the school without knowing anything about
his people, because Talbot chipped in and helped him when
some footpads set on him. Just like the old donkey. I
shouldn’t wonder if it was a pat-up job all through!”

“ Phew! That's rather thick " said Mellish, with a whistle.

““Where does he come from?" snarled Levison. *Ie
talks about Australia; but he doesn't know anything about
the place. I've heard Noble talking to him, and Talbot
shifts off the subject as quickly as he can. I don't believe
he's ever been in Australia at all !’

“ 0O, draw it mild{”

I“ 'T'l,mt kid Frayne knew him, you remember that, in some
slumn.

“Talbot explained that he came across Frayne when he
was slumming in London, once when he visited England with
Lis unele,” said Mellish.

“ I know he said so. And he said last night that Lis friend
arranged to meet him at the Blackbird in that telegram, and
we know that was a lie. Young Frayne called him by a
queer nickname, and so did those footpads who tried to
iob D'Arcy one day;} they knew him_too. The same gang,
very likely, who went for the Head the timc Talbot dis-
tinguished himself I sneered Tevison. “ The whole thing
is fishy. Now Frayne's disappeared from the school, and

he's written to young Wally—all the Third are talking abont
it—that there’s something underhand going on, and he won't

stay here to be a party to it. My belief is that Talbot has

-
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“ Ow, ow """ Leviion sat up and rubbed his mouth. * ¥on
—jyou rotter! I'll come into the gym with you, and lick you,
you ead!”

“{ome on, then!”

“Yes, come on; I'd liks to sce you lick anybody, Levison !
grinned Blake.

Quite a crowd of follows followed them into the gymnasium.
Levison, as a rule, contrived to avoid fisticuffs; but he could
hardly allow himself to be knocked down without resenting
it The juniors gathered round eagerly to seco the unaccus-
tomed sight of the cad of the Fourth with the gloves on. His
face was very savage as e stocd up to Talbot. The juniors
were curious to seo how Talbot * shaped,” too, with the
gloves on.

They werp soon satisfied.

A single Yound was enough for Levison of the Fourth. Ile
could box pretty well, but lie had no chance against the new
Shell fellow.

Talbot knocked Lim vight and left, and finished with a drive
th:;carricd him fairly-off his feet, and lung him down with a
crash.

Levison lay gasping oxn the floor, completely beaten, within
three minutes.

“Up with you!" exclaimed Tom Merry.
lioked yet!”

* Yas, pile in, Levison ; usn your fists instead of your wotten
tongue for once, you know !"

But Levisou had had enough.
sulkily peeled off the gloves.

* Finished?"” asked Talbot, with a quict smile.

“Yes, hang you!”

“Very well. 1 don't want to go on if you don't. Only
leave my pockets alone in the future, and hold your tongue.
That's all T ask.”

Talbot throw off the gloves and walked away. There was
not a mark upon his handsome face. vison remained dab-
bing his nosa with his handkerchicf, which was richly coloured
beforo hie had finished.

“ My word, what a rotten show!" said Digby.
call that a fight! Yah!"

And Tevison was left alona with Mellish.

THE Gey LiBRARY.—No. 336.

“ You'ro not

ITe staggered to his feet and

“I don't
ITe dabbed his
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something to do with it. Queer that Frayne should bolt like
that only a few days after Lalbot comes to the school, auny-
way. As for Talbot having seen him when he was slumming,
Talbot says'so, but Frayne nover did. He never would speak
on the subject at all. Something was being kept dark.”

“* Blessed if I know what to make of it!" said Mellish.

“What I make of it is, that there’s something jolly fishy
about Talbot, and Frayne knew it all,” said Levison. *1
shouldn't wonder if Talbot was tha cause of his bolting—
may have got him vut of the school somehow.”

“ Phew 1"

“I'm jolly well going to find out the truth, anyway, and
show him up!" said Levison, between his teoth. * He's got
too many secrets.  It's fishy. The fellow may be some
criminal for all we know, or all the Head knows, either—some
member of the swell mob. I don't say that his appearance
and get-up aren’t all right. But everything we know about
him rests ong his bare word. And I know hLe's a liar."”

Mellish shook his head.

““The fellows like him,” hLe said.
hear you talking like that, Levison.
trouble.”

““Not if we find out—"

**You leave me out of it!" said Mellish promptly. * I'm
not taking a hand in anything of the sort. 'In not up
against a chap who hits out from the shoulder as Talbot
does !" .

And Mellish walked away. T.evison mround his teetl.

‘ The rotter!” he muttered. ** All the same, I'll jolly well
find out about Talbot, and show himn up. Tt's fishy—deuced
hshyﬁa.nd if I get on to the secret, T'Il make him sorry for
what's just happened.”

* Better not let them
It will only get you into

CHAPTER 12,
Caught in the Act,

OM MERRY looked into Talbot's study at tea-thnn,
Gore and Skimpole were thers, but the new junior
was not to bo seen.

“ Been Talbot?” asked Tom.
“Gone out!"” said Gore. © Cone to the Grammar School,
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1 thi{l]k. Gordon Gay asked him to tca when he was over
‘u“jﬁghbho 1" said Tom. “I was going to ask him, that’s

“1 will come to tea with you

1 with pleasure, my dear
Merry,” said Skimpole, rising.

ay suppose it is all the same

*“Well, nct quite the same,” said Tom, laughing. ' But
come along, Skimmy "’
Skimpole followed Tom Merry from the study. Gore

nted, and went on with his teca.
visorz! came in,

He glanced round the study, and then )

“YT'vo Just finished tea,” said George Gore slﬁniﬁmntiy.

"1 haven't come to tea!” growled Levison. “ I want to
epeak to you now that blinking ass Skimpole isn’t here.
Talbot's out, isn’t hel” L.

““Yes: gone to jaw sbout Australia with Gordon Gay, I
suppose,”’ vawned Gore.

Levison sneered. .

“Gay won't get much about Australia out of him,” he
eaid. T don't believo he knows any more about Australia
than T do. I'm pretty certain he’s never been there.”

“I've heard vou say all that before. I'm getting fed up
with yvour varns about Talbot,”” said Gore politely. ‘‘ He
makes himself civil enough here,” :

“71 dare say he does—it's his game to be popular,” 5a1'd
Levison viciously. “Iave you ever see that desk of his
open 1
“He always keeps it locked.™
“ What does he keep in it 7"

“ Blessed if T know, I’'ve never seen it open.’” .

* Neither has Skimpole,” said Levigon. '* I’ve asked him,
should like to gco the inside of that desk.”

Gore chuckled.

“ Well, you can't; there’s a patent lock on it.” y
“What does a_schoolboy want with a patent lock on his
desk 77 said Levisop, “ 1 fancy if anybody eould see into
that desk it would let in a gongydeal of light on the subject.
I should like to ses }ﬁs ;:\apers.”

“Well, so .~lmulddl,‘ spid Gore; “but it_can't be done.
Ile’s rather a secretive oﬁap, I must say. I asked him to
show me the desk once—the inside, I mcan—and he said he
wenldn't,  That wasn’$ very civil, was 141"

L"_‘\\'h-n ubout baving a look when he opens it?" said
evison.

* ITe never does when anybody's here.”

“That’s what T want to speak to vou about,” said Levison,
sinking his voice. * You've found the study door locked more
than once, when Talbot’s been alone here—you’ve told me so,
I bet you that that is when he's opening that desk. I've had
my eye on it a long time, and wondered what was ip it. Well,
when he comes back, and comes up here, it you'll keep out of
the study and keep Skimpolé cut, I'll undertake to sce—"

“How 7"

Levisorr made a gesture towards the screen in the corner of
the study.

““ He vouldu't suspeet a chap of being hidden there,” he
remarlked.

Gdre langhed.

“ If he found yon spring on him.” he remarked, “ he might
give you auother taste of what you got in the gym to-day."

“ 11 chatiee that " said Levison, with a scowl. *“ What do
you say® More than once I've heard him unlocking that
dosk. and cach time the door was locked.”

“T'll do what you want,” said Gore. ““TIf there's anything
queer about it, you'll tell me afterwards. That’s under-
stood 77

“Of gourse !

“ Right you are, then."”

It was an hour later that Talbot came back to St. Jim's.
Ho came directly up to his study, and after lighting the gag
glanced round the room. Then he locked the door. He di
not hear a silent, deep-drawn breath behind the screen that
stood across a corner IL the room; and he did not sce a gleam-
ing eye that peered through a shit in the screen. .Levison of
the Fourth wag on the watch.

That big, solid, mahegany desk, with its patent lock, had
attracted attention from others beside Levison of the Fourth.
But Levison was intensely curious about it. In pursuance of
his fixed belief that 'i'albut had some ‘' chady " sceret, ho was

A few minutes later

osed the door.

—

convineed that the slght of that desk’s contents migf)t let in
light upon the secret. Why should Talbot have taken so
much trouble to secure it from spying cyes if thero was no
gecret concealed there?

Letters, perhaps, from shady associates—that was Levison's
suspicion. As he watched the Shell fellow through the slit in
the screen, he wondered whether ho was about to open
the mysterious desk. Talbot did not approach it. He threw
himself into the armehair, and Levison saw a careworn, almost
haggard lock upen the handsome face. The sunny carclessness
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was gone, as if Talbot was tired of acting a part now that he
was, s he believed, safe from obscrvation. . L

'e muttered to himself as he sat there, gnawing hia lip, and
Levison caught the words: ;

“ Two thousand pounds! What a haul! But—but—if they
only knew! What is it that’s coming over me? I scem to
bo changing—changing—everything seems different now! If
only they wouldn’t be so decent to me.”

Levison’s heart beat hard.

The muttered words came from a breast overcharged, from
a heart heavy with some sccret black care. What was the
burden that‘;ia Shell fellow had on his mind?

Talbot rose abruptly from the armchair—so suddenly that
Levison trembled, fearing that his presence had been dis-
covered. But Talbot did not come towards the sereen. Ile
went to the desk. There was a key in his hand naow,

T shall need them to-morrow I Levison heard him mutter.
“Ta.morrow ! It's no good thinking—no good looking back |
I am what I am—there is no help for it! I must see that
thg‘jl" a,ﬁr: in order for to-morrew night.”

Jlick !

The desk opened. But from the slit in the screen Levison
conld not possibly see into it. He heard a rustle of papers
under Talbot's hand, and then—elick ! He knew that a segret
lid inside the desk had been opened: A seeret receptacle had
been opened—what was in it? Levison weuld have given
worlds to know; but he cotild not see.

Clink!

It was a sound of metal knocking against metal under
Talbot’s hand! TLevison’s heart thumped against his ribs.
Metal ! What was it? Talbot's band came out of the desk
now, and it held romething that glimmered in the light. But
it glimmered only for an instant, as a movement of Talbot
cencealed it from sight before Levison had fairly seen it. It
was some steal instrument, that was all he knew., What was
Talbot doing with steel insttuments hidden in a secret place
in his desk ¥ That was the seoret.  Bui what did it mean?

In his eagerness to see, Levison kuocked the screen a little.
It made but the slightest scund; but Talbot’s ears were keeny
There was & clink as the instrument in his hand dropped back
into the desk—then click, clink! DBefore Levison knew what

avas happening, the desk was locked again, and Talbot, with

gleaming eyes, faced round towards the screen. oo

For a moment there was a dead silence, as tho two juniors
sbood face to face.

Talbot's voice was quiet and hard. e stepped towards
thoe screen and pulled 1t aside. Levison was revealed.

““ Who is there 7"’

“ You I eaid Talbot, at last. * Spying!”

The lock upon his face sent a chill to Levieon's heart, Ib
was no longer the handsome, careless face of Talbot.of the
Shell—it was hard, grim, threatening, savage. Levison cast
an almost wild glance towards the locked door.

‘S0 you are spying on me,” said Talbot again. “ I found
you once hanging about my study, looking at my desk. You
are curious to see what is in it. I will give you a lesson that
will keep you from spying on me again, Levison. My private
affairs ace no concern of yours. T'll try to make you under-
sland that.”

He picked up a ericket-stump, and grasped the Fourth-
Former by the collar. Levison struggled in his grasp; buf
Talbot handled him as if he had been an infant. He dragged
the spy of the Tourth across the study table, and then tho
cricket stump rose and fell. Levison squirmed and howled and
yelled, but the blows descended like rain, It was a more
terrible thrashing than Levison had ever experienced before,
even when he had been flogged by the Head. In a few
minutes he was howling for mercy.

But the blows still descended.

“Help! Help!” shricked Levison. * Help!”’

There was a loud thump at the door, and Tom Merry’s
voice outside. The yells of the Founth-Former were audible
all along the passage.

* Hallo! What's the row here "

““ Help 1”” shrieked Levison.

The door-handle was tried from outside. Talbet flung the
cricket stump into a corner of the study, and released Levison,
He crossed to the door and unlocked it, and threw it open.
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther looked in, and Skim.
pole blinked after them through his big spectacles. Gore and
several other fellows were behind, Levison rolled off the table,
almost sobbing with pain and rage.

“ What on earth's the row 1" Tom Merry exclaimed.
Talbot's face was quite composed and quiet now.

“ Levison was hidden here bchind the screen, spying,” he
gaid. “I've tried to give him a lesson.”

“ My bhat! You've done it, too, I should think,” said Tom,
with a compassionate lock at the wriggling, squirming Fourth-

Former. * It sounds as if you were hammering nails.  But
what was he spying at 1"’

Tulbot shrugged his shoulders.

“1 have some old letters in my desk,” he eaid. T had
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openad it to look at them. Levison seems to be as curious
about my letters as about my telegrams. He was hidden in
the study when I came in Kere, spying through = hole in
that screen.”

# The rotter 1"

“ Thoy're not letters in the desk,” howled Levison. * He's
got something there he doesn’t dare to let you see—I saw
something—it's stcel—he don't dare to let anybody see into
that desk.”

“ Nobody wants to, excepting you,” said Merry contemptu-
ously. ‘ Why can’t you mind your own businesa?”

Levison staggered from the study. He was badly hurt,
but he received little sympathy. His spying methods were
not popular in the School House. But spy or not, his
fhrashing had been too severe, and Tom Merry & Co., much
as they Ekod Talbot, could not help showing their feelings in
their faces. 'T'albot understood what they were thinking of,
end he coloured.

“ You think I was 2 bit too rongh on him,"” he exclaimed.

“Well,” said Tom Merry heaitutinily, “I—I really think
you did go a bit too far. We could hear the whacks in the
next study.”

“ I'm afraid I lost my temper—I'm sorry I hit him so hard,"”
said Talbot. * But—but I was in a temper, It took me by
surprise to find him spying on me when I was looking at
private papers.”

* Oh, it serves him right,” said Monty Lowther. * Anyway,
he won’t try the same game again in a harry !

The Terrible Three returned to their study. The incident
had made an uncomfortable impression upon them. Talbot
had always scemed kindness and good-nature itself ; his temper
was always sunny. The sudden discovery that he had a
pavago temper, and that he had thrashed Levison as even the
worst bully in the upper Forms would bhardly have done, had
a most disagreeable effect upon the juniors.

“ After all, he deserved it,” Monty Lowther said, after a
pause.

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yes, he did; but—but I wish Talbot hadn't licked him
like that, all the same. 1f Levison went to the Housemaster
about it, there would be trouble.”

“He could hardly go to Railton and confess that he had
hidden himsclf behind a screen in Talbot's study to spy on
him,” said Manners.

“No; I suppose he couldn’t., I—T wish it hadn’t hap-
encd, though. 1 suppose what the rotter did wag annoying;
ut T don’t see why Talbot should handle him quite so badly

as that for it, It'a liable té6 make fellows think that he's
really got some shady sort of a secret, and that he was afraid
of being found out!”

But that was a most discomfiting thought, and Tom Merry
tried to drive it from his mind.

e k thzt some of the fellows, owing to Levison's
insinuations, were beginning to look upon Talbot of the Shell
with distrustful .eyes, and -he was determined that he would
not be among the number.

As for Levison, he did not soon foreet that terrible licking,
and he wos very careful indeed after that to give Talbot's
study a wide berth,

But Levison never forgot nor forgave an injury, and from
that bour Talbot knew that there was one fellow at least in
the Schonl House who was watching him, and who sus-
pecte:| ~vaguiely, it is true, but whose suspicions might
vet be dungerous to the schoolboy who had so dark and
terrible a seerct to keep.

CITAPTER 13.
A Kind Invitation.

4 TIE Grammar 8chaol Pastoral Players request the
pleasure of Mr. THOMAS MERRY'S company, at
the representation of ‘Juliua Cwmsar’ (William

Bhakespeara), in the Grammar School grounds, at precisely

eight oclaclk,

** Bring vour pals.”

Thus ran the handsome invitation Tom Merry received by
post on Wednesday morning, .

Tho familiar stylo of the last sentence was hardly in
keeping with the grandiloquent manner of the beginning.
But t it was—a generous invitation to Tom Merry & Co.
of St. Jim's to go over to the Grammar School and witness
the triumph of their rivals in the amateur dramatie line.

Tom Merry read out the note in the quad after morning
lassons to all the juniors immediately concerned.

The Terrible Three's discovers of the nature of Gordon
Gay's cntertainment had been made known to the chums of
Bt. Jim's, and the Shell fellows had been chipped excessively
for the uiter failure of their scouting expedition. .

Had the discovery been made without the Grammarians
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being awara of the fact, it would have been casy to “ dish™
the pastoral players by getting up a pastoral play at St. Jim's
in advanco, end inviting Gordon Gay & Co, over to St. Jim's
to sce it. But, as the matter stood now, the Grammarians
were left to rejoico in their successes.

“Well, ars we going?’ asked Figgins.

“It's a wotten state of affajhs,’’ said Arthur Augustus.
T must say those Shell chaps mucked up the mattah fwight-
fully-—especially Lowthah, But for Lowthah’s wotten twick
on ma, I shouid have gone ovah disguised as Doctah Monk,
and should have learned the whole bizney. fwom start to
finish, and—""

“QOh, chtese it!” said Tom Merry. *You wouldn’é have
got as far as the Grammar School. = The first policeman you
met would huve arrested you as an escaped lunatic!”

“Weally, Tam Mewwy—"

“The question is now, what's to be done?’ said Blake.

::%‘l}:?”(}mmmariaml" said Tom promptly.

“The Girammarians are to be done. They raided ona of
our shows once, and mucked it up. This is where wa retura
the compliment."”

“ But we can’t go ovah on their invitation, and then w:s
tl:.ha or}tahminment, Tom Mewwy. That would be b
orm !’

““ Fathead I’

“1 wefuse to be called a fathead I”

“Some of the fellows can go over and join the audience,”
said Tom Merry; “but some:of us—say, six or seven—won’h
go.  We decline tho invitation, having another engagement,
The other cngagement will be, to go over quietly, and get
into the grounds, and collar Julius Cmsar and Brutus and
Cassius, and tar them !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Of course, we sha'n’t explain that to Gordon Gay!” mid
Tom, laughing. “ We'll reply to this letter, and accept the
invitation for a dozen chaps. May as well have some thers
in the audience, in case there’s a row. It's quite possible that
Julius Ceesar and Brutus will get ratty !”

“ Extwemely likely, I should considah!”

And the programme was quickly mapped out. The Ter-
rible Three and Talbot, with Blake and Herries and
Kangaroo and Figgins & Co., were to form the raiding party.
A dozen others were to go over and join the aundience at the
Grammar School.

“Pewwaps I had bettah be with the waidin! partay,”
Arthur Augustus remarked. “You will wequire a fellow
with some bwains as a leadah——""

“You must be in the audience, old son,” said Tom Merry.
*You won't do any damage there.”

“Weally, you ass—""

“ Besides, you might get some of the tar on your clothes!”
saidl Tom solemnly.

“Bai Jove! 8o I might! Pewwaps, aftah all, T had
beltah be in the audience,” agreed Arthur Augustus.

And so 1t was arranged.

_ That afternoon the juniors were playing cricket with a
junior team from Abbotsford School.  Talbot, of course,
p!ayfi'd for 8k Jim’s, and his cricket was as brilliant as
usual.

Toud cheers rang cub for Talbot when he contributed fifty
to the home score.  8t. Jim’'s juniors won by a wide margin,
and Tom Moerry was more satisfied than ever with the latest
recruit to the home eleven.

After the mateh, Talbot left the school on hig‘bicycle for &
spin. T'om Merry saw him wheeling out his machine, and
called to him.

“ (roing out, Talbot

“Yes; just for a spin.”

““ Wait a tick. and we'll come along.”

Talbot paused,

“I—I'm only going down to the shop in Rylcombe abou#
my new bat.,” ho said awkwardly. “I'm going to scorch;
don’t you fellows hother to come!”

“Oh, all right!”

Ard Talbot wheelod his machine away, leaving Tom Marry
with a queer expression on his face. It had not occurred to
the captain of the Shell that Talbot might want to go om
his spin alone, and he could not help feeling a little hurk
Levison of the Fourth was standing near him, with his eyes
on Talbot, and he grinned at Tom Merry as Talbot walked
awav,

Tom flushed, and turned on his heal.
the bike-she
Talbot was
same direction.

The Shell fellow looked round as he heard Levison's bicyols
behind him, and frowned darkly at the sight of the spy of the

Fourth.
Ho did

He slackened speed, and Levison slackened too.
CHUCKLES, #*

> . Levison ran off ta
nd ran his own enachine down to the gates.
ing down the road, and Levison rode in the
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net intend to overtake Talbot. The Shell fellow jumped off,
and waited in the rapd. N

Levison came by tlowly, and Talbot seized his handle-
bars and stopped him, The Fourth-Former had to dis-
mount.

“What are you up tof” he exclaimed savagely.
machine alone, confound you!”

“ You are following me!” said Talbot.

1 suppose 1 can ride in Rylcombe Lane if T want to?"”

“Ride on, then!”’

“T'll ride when I choose "

“Youll ride on now, or Pl lick you,” said Talbot, “I
don’t choose to be.followed about by a spying cad!”

His eyes gleamed dangerously. evison gritted his teeth,
end remounted his machine and rode on.  Talbot did not
remount till the Fourth-Former was out of sight.

Levison rode slowly, hoping that Talbot would pass him
again. But Talbot did not, He bhad evidently taken some
turning, and Levison did not see him again.  The Fourth-
Former stopped in the High Street of Rylcombe, and leaned
his bike outside Mrs, Murphy’s tuckshop, and spent an hour
or more there over a glass of ginger-beer and a bun.

On the other side of the road was the outfitter’s shop
which Talbot had said he was going to visit, he came
there Levison would see him ; but Levison did not belicve that
be would come. A past-master himself in lying, he had
guessed that that was simply an excuse Talbot had given to
escape the company of the Shell fellows, and to account for
his going out.

Levison suspected that Talbot was intending to meet some-
one—perhaps the mysterious friend he had met the previous
Saturday at the Blackbird, and he was curious to know.

It was not till nearly time for locking-up that Levison
remounted his bicyele and rode back to St. Jim’s,

It was too late then for Talbot to visit the outfitter’s, unless
he came in Jate for locking-up.

Levison entered the Schook House, and Jooked round for
Talbot. The Terrible Three were chatting in the hall.

“Talbat come in yet?’ Levison asked.

“Yes; half an hour ago,” said Tom Merry shortly.

““Did he have his new bat?’ asked Levison sarcastically.

“I don’t sce that it’s any business of yours, but he did,”
e2id Tom.

Levison stared,

“He brought it inf"

“Yes”

“Let my

“Well, he never went near the shop in Rylcombe—I know
that,” ;.ald Levison. “I've been there all the time.”
. “Quite so; we know that. He changed his mind, and got
)ﬁ! at Wayland,  They’re cheaper at Wayland,” said Tom

erry.  ““He happened to mention it to us,  Perhaps ho
knew that you were spying on him, Levison |

Levison bit his under lip.

" I_}mmv jolly well he didn’t go out to get a bat at alll”*
he said. “ You fellows will find out some day that I'm right
about Talbot. Why wouldn’t he have you with him?"

Tom Merry looked steadily at the cad of the Fourth,

“1 don’t know what you suspect Talbot of,” he szaid.
" You're always suepecting somebody of something. I sup-
pose it’s your nature to. I thought yesterday Talbot licked
you a little too much with that cricket-stump; now it seems
you haven't had enough. If you say another word to me
about Talbot I'll give you some more. Savvy?’

Levison swung away angrily. His spying had certainly
not prospered, and yet he was more con\'inccg than cver that
Talbot was deceiving his schoolfellows in some way.

“ Pah!” growled Lowther. “ That fellow makes me sick!
Now about Railton "

“ That's all right ! said Tom Merry, with a smile. “I've
asked for leave for the whole party to go over to the Grammar
School for the pastoral play. We've got a pass; and Figgins
& .Co. have got leave, too. It's quite an innocent and harm-
less «occupation, you know, a pastoral play.”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“We leave here at half-past seven. And I fancy there ia
going to be a surprise for our friends the enemy this evening.”

And the Terrible Three chuckled glecfully at the prospect.

CHAPTER 14.
A Sudden Surprise.
ROMPTLY at-half-past seven Tom Merry & Co. started
for the Grammar School,

There were more than twenty fellows in the party;
but all the twenty did not arrive at the big gates of Rylcombo
Grammar School.

The intended raiders separated from the rest before they
reached their destination.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey and balf the party kept on to
the Grammar School, and walked in cheerfully. They found
all the preparations already made for the pastoral play. Seats
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in great numbers were arranged in a semi-circle on the lawn,
where the Grammar School amateur actors were to give thab
representation of Shakespeare’s masterpiece.

The dusk was thickening over the school. Chinese lanterns
already gleamed in the trees in rows and shed a glimmering
light upon the scene.

The stage was marked off by a row of electric lamps with
great effect, which served as the footlights. The greensward
stage was backed up by canvas hangings, supported by ropes
passed from the branches of the trees.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, turning his eyeglass
rm}lJnd upon the scene. *‘I must say that this is wathah
no iy

“Well got up, and no mistake!” agreed Dighy. “ Looka
as if they’re gaing to have a good audience, too, by the
number of the seats.”

The juniors grinned as they took their scats. Somewhero
in the darkness at the back, they knew, Tem Merry & Co.
were already in concealment, ready to “ chip in’’ when the
right moment arrived.

As cight o'clock drew nearer the seats began to fill.

It was a soft, warm, and pleasant summer evening, and
undoubtedly Gordon Gay’s idea of a pastoral play was a
good one. It would have been difficult to get an audience in
a hot and crowded room that evening, but cverybody was
willing to stroll out on the lawn and sce the play.

Dr. Monk and most of_ the masters occupied seats in_ the
front, special armchairs having been carried out for those
honoured members of the audience. Several prefects of the
Sixth Form were there, and almost all the Grammar School
behind. The scats were filled to the last ‘one, and a crowd
of fags had to stand. The School Houso was deserted, and
hardly a windew gleamed with a light.

“ Bai Jove, it's a wippin’ audience!” Arthur Augustus
remarked.

“And it's going to be a ripping show, ecspecially when
Tom Merry gets to work on the actors!” grinned Redfern.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Eight o'clock rang out.

There was no curtain to raiee; the actors were to walk
on the scene from behind the canvas screen, The pastoral
players dispensed with scenery, that much being left to the
imaginative powers of the audience.

At ten minutes past eight the stage was still empty, and
the younger part of the audience showed signs of impatience.
There were calls to Gordon Gay & Co. to begin:

" Buck up!”

“ Play "

A8 811 the ball!”
“ (o it, Julins!”

* Play up, Brutus!”

Scene I. commenced at last. It went very well; and when
at last Julius Ceesar and the conspirators appeared there was
a ripple of applause. Gordon Gay had made considerable
@ cuts” in the play to shorten it—after the approved stylo
of modern managers, who all know so much better than
Shakespeare how a play ought to be written. The actors
were not long in getting to the ** fat.”

“ What hath chanced to-day, that Ceesar looks so sad?”

Redfern chuckled softly.

* What's going to chance to-night, that Cesar will look
sadder?”’ he murmured.

And the 8t. Jim's fellows grinned.

Arthur Augustus and his companions looked about them
every now and then, but they saw no sign of the raiders.
And’ the Grammarians had not the slightest suspicion that
there were any St. Jim's fellows on tho spot, save those
visible to the eye in the ranks of the audience.

But Tom Merry & Co. were close at hand.

They had clambered over the school wall, and they wero
watching the scene from a safo distance, among the trees
near the playing-ground.

Outside the circle of light from the pastoral theatre all was
dark, and the raiders were quite safe from observation.

“They're going it!” murmuzed Blake, as the voices of
the pastoral players came clearly through the still, summer
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“ And we're just polng to go it!"” said Tom Merry, with
& chuckle. “ We've got to get the tar first, though.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Shush! You can come and help me carry the tarpot,
Lowther.”

“ Right-he!”

Tom Merry and Lowther disappearcd inte the darkness.
After a moment Talbot left the rest of the party and followed
them. The darkness outside the radius of the lights was
intense, and Talbot's departure was hardly noticed.

Tom and Lowther reached the deserted wood-shed, where
the tarpot was kept—as they knew only too well.  They
found it easily enough in the dark, and Tem Merry struck a
match and looked into it.

“ Plenty of stuff here!"” he said.cheerfuliy. *“1 brought
some tubes of paint in my pocket, in case there was no tar,
but there's heaps. The brush is here, too.”

“ (zood egg!”’ i

“ Lend me a hand. Mind you don't spill it.””

The tarpot was heavy, and the two juniors raised it between
them and carried it away. They set-it down in the shadow
of the nearest tree to the pastoral theatre. The other fellows
gathered round them, chuckling softly.

It was the end of a scene, and the Julius Cmsar company
were all behind the screen. They were chatting cheerfully,
thinking of anything but danger; and there was still a ripple
of applause from the audience ““in front.”

Tom Merry lifted the tarpot.

“ Now!" he said.

¢ Hurray!”

There was a sudden rush from the darkness. .

A dozen fellows appeared suddenly from nowhere, as it
scemed, and burst upon the startled tragedians like a
thunderclap. .

Gordon En._v and Monk and the rest were collared in a
twinkling, and before they knew what was happening Tom
Merry was at work with the tar-brush.

Dab, dab, dab! Splash! Splosh!

“ Groooogh I

“Ow, ow !”

“What the—— Yaroooh! Grooooghl”
“Yow! Help! Ugh!"”

The surprise was so sudden that the Grammarian actors
had no chance at all. Almost in a twinkling the tragedians
were tarred with reckless slashes of the brush, dipped again
and again into the pail and loaded with tar.

Never had any theatrical company undergone so sudden
a change.

Julins Cmsar, Brutus, Mark Antony & Co. were turned
with startling suddenness into Othellos.

Gordon Gay, reeking with tar, and wriggling in the grasp
of Manners and Blake, was the first to recover his presence
of mind.

“8t. Jim's rotters! Go for 'em !’ he yelled. * Grooogh!
Ooogh " he concluded, as the tar-brush was playfully
dabbed upon his open mouth.

“Yah! Rotters! Go for them!”

“Kick them out!”

“Give them socks !"

Tom Merry dropped the tar-brush, and kicked over tha
tar-pot.

*“Buzz I he said tersely.

Amd the raidexs fled.

CHAPTER 15,
The Raiders—and a Raider,

. ROOOOGH !”
“Yow-ow !"
“ Great Scott! Ugh!"

*“Oh, the rotters!”

“Yah! The beasts! Ow!"

A babel of voices rose from the unhappy actors. As a
matter.of fact, the company, including the supers, was far
more numerous than the raiders, and if they had not been
taken by surprise could have handled them easily.

But they had been utterly taken by surprise, and the harm
was done.

Lowther, before he fled, dragged at the canvas screen
suspended on the rope between the trecs, and yanked it down
*in a heap.

The actors were exposed to the view of the audicnce now.

The sight_of Julius Cesar & Company, with their faces a3
black as midnight, made the audience gasp. They stared,
and burst into a yell of laughter.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Dr. Monk himself, grave and reverénd gentleman as he
was, could not help joining in the peal of laughter. He
laughed till the tears ran dewn his cheeks. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy and his comrades were doubled up with
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nirth. Bit Gordon Gay & Co. were not laughing. Thoy
were furious.

* Oh, thi¢ rotters! I never expected this!” gasped Gay,
dabbing furiously at the tar on his fage.

“Groogh! This is what comes of giving a giddy play in
the open air!" groaned Frank Monk. “We never thought
how easily the beasts could get at us!”

“Mon Dieu! I am tarry all over viz myself!” gasped
Mont Bleng.

 After them !’ howled Wootton major.

Gordon Gay hesitated. But the play was evidently
“done.”  Julius Ceéesar could not go on to be assassinated
with a face the hue of coal. Neither would the assassins
look at all like Roman conspirators with faces reeking with
tar. And the audience, yeiring with laughter, wers hardly
in the mood now for tragedy. Shakespeare’s great tragedy
had been turned unexpectedly into a comedy, and it was
evidently useless to attempt to get back to the tragic pitch
again,

“Tha beasts!"”

‘'Tain’t playing the game !”

“Oh, I don't know ! said Gay. “We've done them jusk
as badly sometimes. But we'll scalp them for it, all the
same. Hunt for the rotters!”

And the yelling audience were treated to the further
funny sight of Julius Ceesar, and Mark Antony, and Brutus,
and Cassius, and a crowd of Roman conspirators and citizens
chasing away into the darkness in pursuit of the raiders.

“ Dear me " murmured Dr. Monk. This is—is—is very
—ahem !-—extraordinary | I really do not see any use in
remaining here longer. Mr. Adams—ahem !—I suppose ths
play will not be continued ?"”

T imagine not,” said Mr, Adams, laughing. ‘ However,
it has been an unexpectedly amusing entertainment.”

And the two masters walked away to the house. The
audience was already breaking up. The St. Jim's portion
had beaten a retreat already, and some of the Graminariaus
were joining the actors in hunting for the raiders.

But the raideys were not likely to be found.

Tom Merry & Co. did not linger within the precincts of
the Gremmar Schoeol.

They had fled at once, and they clambered over the school
wall into the road in hot haste, and started for 8t. Jim's.

They ran a hundred yards down the-road without a pause,
and there they halted to take breath, and to expend it in
yells of laughter.

“I rather fancy we score this time!” panted Tom Merry.
It was a bit rough on Brutus and Cassius, but no worsa
than they've given us sometimes.”

“ Ha, {13, ha!”

““ All here?” asked Tom Merry, looking round. *If the
Grammarians éould get hold of any of us after that, I fancy
there would be slaughtering done.”

¢ All here, I think,” said Blake.

“Talbot! Where's Talbot "

“My hat! They can't have caught him!
called out " exclaimed Tom Merry uneasily.
got him, Le'll be tarred at least!”

““Talbot! Talbot

But the Shell fellow did not answer to his name.

“Oh, rotten!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “I had no idea
he'd been collared. They'll simply scalp him! Why on
earth didn't he call out 7"

“ More likely he's taken cover, if he couldn’t
iqxd”Kangaroo. “Ie’d have called out to us i

im.

“ We're going back for him,” said Tom Merry.

‘“ Yes, rather.”

The juniors started back at once towards the Grammar
School. If Talbot had fallen into the hands of the enraged
Grammarians, there was no doubt that he would suffer a
most terrific ragging, But halfway to the Grammar School
there was a sound of pattering feet in the dark, and Talbot
came up, panting.

“Talbot! Good luck " exclaimed Tom Merry, in great
relief. I was afraid they'd collared you, old chap!”

Talbot breathed hard.

“I, was very nearly collaved,” he panted. “T caught my
foot in one of the ropes and ,went down; but T crawled
belind a tree, and they didn’t spot me. I had to lie low
;_'ur a bit before I could get away, thongh. They'ro hunting
or us.

“Let 'em Lunt!” grinned Blake,

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

¥ This is where we gloat I chuckled Figgina,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

 Here come Gussy and the rest ! said Kangaroo.

The St. Jim's members of the audience were coming down
the lane, laughing. They joined Tom Merry & Co., and
there were fresh roars of laughter,

“We thought it bettah to cleah, dealh boys,”

He'd have
“If they've

et away,”

they had

Arthur
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A s remarked. ®Gf co
Ciwemmah beundahs eoulde’s b
zess that they might ha‘:? forgotten th

io guests, undah the of

“Very poss indeed !
sou'd stayed they'd have moppe
when they couldn’t find us.”

“They seer to ke fwightfslly wild 222 wetty.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Well, let’s get off,” said Manrers. “The whole blessed
£rmy of them may come after us if we keep here.” i

And the victorious raiders marched off towards 8t. Jim's
ia great triumph.

There was no, pursuit by the Grammarians, however.
Having failed to find the raiders within the walls, Gordon
Gay & Co. had had to postpone vengeance for a future
gocasion. But when Tom Merry & Co. had nearly reached
8t. Jim's, they heard the sound of a bicycle rapidly driven
on the road behind them. They stopped and looked round.

“Js that cne of them 1’ 4

“Bai Jove! One of them wouldn't come alone—""

“1t's Gordon Gay !

* Collar the bounder!” .

The cyclist jammed on his brake as he came up with the
St. Jim’s erowd, and jumped off his machine.

“I came after you chaps,” he panted. “Pax, pax! No
time for rowing now. Something serious has happened !”

“Phew! Tar epilt, or anything like that i asked hionty
Lowther.

‘“Ha, ha, ha

Gordon Gay panted.

¢ Burglars I he said laconically.

“What ?*

VYot see, the house was quite cmpty whila we wero
giving that blessed pastoral play,” said Gay ruefully.
‘“Some awful rascals must have spotted it all, snd taken
advantage of it to sneak in and burgle the house.”

“ By Jove!” exclaimed Tom Merry, serious at once.
* That is rotten!”

“ T should say =0!” gasped Gay. ** But it might have been
worse, as it happens, if you fellows hadn’t interrupted the
play.  Dr. Monk was going to stay to the finish. As it was,
he went back to the house much earlier than he had intended.
Fhe thieves had been in his study, where he keeps that
blessed picture, you know. Regular old daub, I eall it; but
#’s worth no end of money. Well, it was gone—cut out-of
the frame and taken away. And his desk had been opened—
the lock picked somehow—and abeut filty quid in money
taken.”

“ Phew !”

“The poor old chap was quite knocked over.
that blessed picture more than anythin,
said Gay. * It's worth two thousand quid, snd he can'
afford to lose it, really. It was the giddy apple of his eye.
He was so knocked over, he just stood staring at the empty
frame—I heard him tell Adams—and then he heard somebody
skipping out of the next study—that's Adams’s. Adams has
gome valuables, but they were safe; the Head coming back
so suddenly interrupted the villain, and he cleared. He was
actually in the next room when the Head came into his study,
and” Adams would have been there in a couple of minutes;
but the scoundrel heard Dr. Monk, I suppose, and cleared just
in time.”

‘ Didn't Dr. Monk see him?"” asked Talbot.

“Noj; he was too late.  The rotter had cleared. I came
after you chaps to ask you if you'd scen anybody about the
place.  Any suspicious character, I mean.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“ T afraid we only thought of tairing Julius Caezr,” he
said.  “ Blessed if we thought of anything else !’

““But it must have been pretty hard for the thief to get
clear, with the whole place in an uproar,” said Blake.
“ Hasn’t anybody seen him 2”7

* No. Fellows were seen running, of couyrsc; but that
was only some of you chaps. The thief docsn’t seem to have
been scen by anybody. ~ They telephoned for. the police—
they'll Le there by the time I get back, and I hoped 1 might
be able to take some information.”

There was a gencral shaking of heads. Nore of the Eh
Jim’s fellows had any information to give.

“It's wotien!” said D’Arey. “T twust the picture will
be wecovahed. T weally wish we could help yon, deah boy.”

And Gordon Gay rode back towards the Grammar School,
and the 8t. Jim's party continued on their way. The newa
they had received had sobered them.
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“It's a potten thing o bLappeni” seid Tom Merry.

“ Imagine the dirty thief being ei work at tme
that we woro there, thinking only of rotting rame
roarians, If we'd had the least idea of it——" .

“ gtill, we've done some good,” said Blake, “Ii wo
hadn't interrupted the show and caused old Monk to go in

carly, tha thief might have made a clean sweep of the place.”

““Ynas, wathah! Tt was a jollay good thing we waided
the boundahs, aftah all.”

And that was a comforting reflection to Tom Mel‘r{l & Co,
The raid had had an unexpected result in preventing the thief
from further robbery. If the pastoral play had proceeded
to its intended length, the burglar weuld Ezva bad & free run
of the place.

“ Very lucky we went aver, after all,” aid Talbot,

“Vewy luckay indeed! Wathah a pity T wasn't in the
waidin’ party, though!” said Arthur .Eugustus reflectively.
“I think it vewy pwobable that I might have spotted thas
somethin’ was goin’ on—"" .

To which the rest of the perty replied unanim:

* Rats!”

CHAPTER 18,
Levisor's Suspicionsl
OM MERRY & CO. were anxious for nzws from the
T Grammar School the next day.

: The local paper was ﬁublishud that da}r, and it con-
tained a lengthy account of the burglary. Fifty pounds in
money and the doctor®s famous picture by Leonardo da Vinei
had been taken. The picture was not a large one. It had
been. ripped from its frame with a few cuts of a_knife, and
probably rolled up and slipped under a coat. The descrip-
tion of the picture was given, and if it had been offered for
sale in England, imdoubtedly it would have led to the dis-
covery of the thief.. But in Amsterdam or New York there
was an easy market for such a treasure, and Dr. Monk had
little hope of seeing 1t again,

Gordon Gay came over in the evening to tell what news
there was. It was not much. The police had no clue.
The lock on Dr. Monk's desk had been opened so neatly
that it was evidently the work of an experienced cracksman.
And Inspector Skeat suspected that it was done by the same
hand as the recent “ job ”’ at Glyn House. But the cracks-
man had vanished without leaving a trace behind.

Levison turned to Gordon Cay.

“ How was the lock picked?” he asked.

" Blessed if I know! Those scoundrels have some sort cf
an instrument for picking locks,” said Gay.

‘“ A steel instrument, I suppose 7"

“ Very likely. I don't know anything about their tools.”

Levison’s eyes gleamed strangely. A termble suspicion
had come into his mind. He bardly knew bow. Perhaps it
was the remembrance of those strange werds Talbot had
muttered in his study : * Two thousand pounds.” The stolen
picture was worth two thousand pounds. ** To-morrow
night.”  And it was on the morrow night that this had
happened. And before Levison's eyes there seemed to
dance that gleam of steel as Talbot had taken something—
he did not know what—from the secret receptacle in the
desk that was fastened by a patent lock. It was impossible—
impossible. But—— Levison fixed his eyes upon Talbot,
and he saw that the handsome face of the Shell fellow
had grown paler.

“What have you got in your head now?” asked Tom
Merry, who was watching the changes in Levison's face with
curiosity and a vague fecling of uneasiness that he could not
account for. T know youre a deep beast. If you've
thought of anything that could help in this matter, get it off
vour chest. Your spying might come in useful, if you've
zeen anybody sbout who might be that thieving rotter.”

Levison smiled.

** Perhaps I have ! he said.

“ Where-—and when?”

“ That's what I'm geing to meke sure of,” said Levisonm
coolly; and ke walked away.

The police remained without a clue to the robbery at the
Grammar Scheol. In a few days the St. Jim's fellows had
almost forgotten the matter.  Dut there was onc who did
not forget—one in whose mind black suspicions were working.
But without proof—and the clearest proof—he dared not
speak. His dark suspicion was unknown and unshared, and
still Talbot of the Shell was the most popular fellow in the
School House at St. Jin's.

TAE EXD

(Another splendid tale of Tom Merry & Co., and
Talbot of The Shell next week, entitled, " THE
PARTING OF THE WAYS!' by Martin Ciifford. Order
yvour *"Gem ' Library in Advance. Price One Penny.)
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There was determination in the girl’s whole attitude, 1 y
“but a man who is impersonating him! Are you (%omg to al)lo\\' vourself to be tricked by an adventurer!”
ee page 25.

‘“That man is not Count Satorys!” she cricd,

READ THIS FIRST.
Jem Stanton, a clever criminal, is sentenced to a long term
of imprisonment on the strength of the evidence given against
him by Paul Satorys, formerly u nobleman in the State of
Istan. = Stanton is tho exact double of Satorys, and, escaping
from prison, meets and strikes down his enemy. He
exchanges clothes, and leaves Satorys lying in convict's
arb, to be found by the warders. Stanton is aware that
gatorys is tho rightful heir to the throne of Istan, and deter-
mines to impersonate him, and make a bid for the throne
Kimsclf. So exact i1s his impersonation that even Satorys’
fiancee, Grace Lang, is deccived. Sho urges Stanton to go
to London and push his claim to the Crown, and Stanton, in
response to a wire, presents himself at the Cosmopolitan
Club to meet a man named Duvigny to discuss the subject.
(Now go on with the story.)

The Conspiracy.

Duvigny awaited him at the club, and hurried him to a
room where several others were scated,

“You have no right to refuse, my dear Satorys,’
said Duvigny. ‘I have everything arranged, a consign-
ment of stores and ammunition veady at Liverpool, and
it is your duty to do as your country wishes. All this
hanginF back will only be.acdounted as so much cowardice,
and, although we know that your doubts have been based
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on the mnoblest motives, yet therc are others who would
put another construction on your action, if you declined to
come forward now.”

“I do not decline,” said the false Satorys.
ready.”

He knew enough to be astutely silent, to acquiesce, to
listen. He was to discover during the two days he passed
in town, how detailed were the preparations which had
been made.

He found everything ‘made casy for him, and when he
entered the house at Kensington, which he had entered
before as a thief, it was with a feeling that nothing could
hurl him back to his former miserable existence. Satorys
had been a friend indeed, be reflected, with a grim smile,
as he strove to adopt his double’s habits, learning moro
every hour, and rendering the chance of eventual detection
remote indeed.

The imitating of Satorys' signature presented no
difficulties to him, and the letters he wrote to Grace were
guarded, and left nothing to chance.

He had shrunk from tho final step, but prudence dictated
to him that it was necessary. Moreover, the girl wrote
and told him she was prepared to marry him, and come
with him on the expedition which would end in the Throne
of Istan being established.

“Our marriage shall be arranged,” wrote Grace Lang,
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#unless you think that in your new position I shall be
no fit wife for you.”

Stanton was carried along the strong tide of circumstance,
and the brief reference in the London papers to the finding
of an escaped convict in a dying condition at Westpool-on-
sea did not disturb him. Dying? Then Satorys was not
dead, but he could scarcely recover from his hurts!

And then there was so much to hold his attention now.
Duvigny put him in_touch with the secret movements of
the Istan Party in Britain. A ship had been chartered,
and was ostensibly going on a pleasure cruise, although
its hold was filled with rifles. Tt was Duvigny’s opinion that
ance the rightful heir to the Throne of Istan showed him-
self to the country over which his ancestors had ruled so
long, he would have a mere walk-over for the crown, but in
any case there were adherents enough to drive aside all
opposition once the landing on the Istan was effected.

It was with the knowledge that in a few hours he would
be on board that Stanton hurried back to Westpool to
meet the girl who was so soon to be his wife,

As the days had passed since his deception he had felt a
growing fear. Suppose Satorys lived] Suppose from the
prison cell where he would be lying the truth would make
1tself felt! .

But no, it was not possible! Nobody would believe his
story! He would have to submit to his fate. It was com-
pound interest indeed !

Stanton stood in the church by the side of Duvigny and
one or two others of those who were accompanying him to
the South. Tho littlo country church was almost filled, for
the wedding was regarded as an interesting one. Satorye
hed made himself popular wherever he went; and Grace
Lang, who had been staying down at the pretty seaside town
for many weeks with her companion, Miss Anstruther, was
loved by sll.

The Broken Wedding.

Stanton saw his bride come slowly up the church, and his
heart leaped as he thought of the prize h won. There
was no pity in his heart, no remorse for the ignoble part he
was about to play; only a curious, insidious doubt that some-
thing would intervene.
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But no! How could it? And then, in any event, it would
not be safe to leave the girl alone in England, ready to think,
ready to listen to any rumour which might reach her ears—
rumours as to the mystery of the cliffs. 8o far, all had been
plain sailing. But as he saw Grace walk up the aisle on the
arm of Miss Anstruther the scoundrel guailed.

He had scrupled to dine at the bungalow, held nloof a good
deal during those few days since the perpetration of the vile
crime, anxious as he hdd been to study the situation more
thoroughly before he placed himself unreservedly in her
hands, But now, as he saw ber approaching threugh the
sunlight, violet tinted from the windows, a dread scized him
—a nameless dread—for he saw truth in her limpid eycs, and
it came to him that By some subtle means she would detect
the horrible fraud.

There were whispers of admiration.

*“ How pretty she is!”

* They are-going away on & cruise,”

Then somebody said something about the real position of
Satorys, and all eyes were turned on the bridegroom, who
shifted uneasily as Grace came up to the chancel steps.

The clergyman advanced, end the service was alout to
begin as the strains of the Wedding March died softly away.

Suddénly the girl raised her eyes, and it scemed to
Stanton as though there were something which he could not
hepe to hide from her. There was fear in her look—fear and
anger—and her lips parted, but for a moment no word came,

* Grace, what is wrong?”

Again that look.

Then she drew herself up and shook her head, striving to
control her agitation.

" You—you are not——""

And then she tottered. And as Stanton caught her in
his arms he saw that she had fainted dead away.

“ It will be nothing !’ he said.

. . 0 . . . . . .

It was in the vestry. Grace was lying back on the seat
where Stanton had placed her, while Miss Anstruther stood
looking the picture of distress.

Duvigny could not have known the truth, could not have
'guesse(f; iut he did know that delay meant ruin to the cause,
and he whispered something in Stanton’s ear.

“ You must start to-night, you know. She will recover
directly. Bring her along, have the wedding on board—any-
thing!” But let us be going!”

Btanton appreciated his own danger. Grace knew the truth.
Bhe would reveal her suspicions, and then would come the

d. \

“You are right,” he said, in a feverish way. “ She will
forgive me. I will get her to the car.” .

Ho raised the girl and carried her out of the building; and
Duvigny remained behind a moment to epeak to the clergy-
man and to Miss Anstruther, who was hurriedly following.

“What was it she eaid?”’ asked Miss Anstruther. ‘' Did
you hear? I suppose it was the heat.”

The good woman had no suspicions. How should she?
Graco loved Paul Satorys.

But when she reached the door of the vestry and hastened
across the grass to the gate it was to see a motor-car gliding
rapidly away. She turned to speak to Duvigny; but he an
those with him had jumped into another car, which raced
down the lano, following the first moter, in which Stanton
was bending over the girl who was to have been his wife.

Miles out of the village the carg were stopped. Duvigny
joined his chief. Grace was still lying in a trance.

Stanton took out his pocket-book and hastily wrote out a
telegram, which he handed to Duvigny.

“You will have that despatched at the first town we go
through. There is something which I have to tcll you later
on; but the success of our enterprise depeirds upon Miss Lang
coming with us. You understand?”

Duvigny nodded

Half an hour later he sent off the message from a post-office
in a country town twenty miles south of Liverpool.

The message ran:

« Anstruther, the Bungalow, Westpool. All right. We
were married en route.—Graco and Paul.”

It was enough to stop any inquiries as to the fatc of the
girl.

Coming Back to Life.

Thero was something Satorys could not understand, and
that was, why he was lying in a room with whitewashed
walls, and why his hcacf was bandaged. Tt scemed
to him that he must have been there for wecks, and
that he had come from a long distance. It was out of the
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Question to speak. He know it would burt him to do so, but
eiter another long spell of darkness things begen to gob
clear. .

. A man in a strange uniform came znd locked down et the
injured prisoner, L.

* Reckon you won't be trying to get away again in a hurry,
No. 93 he said. * Yoa did yourself & fat lot cf 8‘30({
altogether, brought back with your head bashed in."

Satorys struggled up. .

“No. 981" he murmured. © What does if all mean ?”’

 Oh, so that's the lay, is it? You don't know anything at
all, I suppose? You have forgotten that you made a bolt for
it, and gave them the slip, and then went and tumbled down
the cliff at Westpool. You wouldn't remember, of course not,
but that's just what did happen, and a pretty mess you made
of things.” . .

Out of the darkness of his brain the truth was getting plain
to the unfortunate man, and he panted out something which
made the prisoner attendant smile,

“Youn don’t want to see nobody. You will see plenty of
the chief-warder when you are well enough for punishment.
Better say nothing. They won't forget you."”

Satorys, was thinking hard, He saw the mistake, and he
recalled the sudden attack which had been made on him while
ho was walking back to his hotel. But who made it? And
how was it? o gave a nervous start, for he reflected on the
man against whom he had given evidence long before at tho
Central Criminal Court. People had remarked on tha
wonderful likeness between the two men. But it was dark
and confused still.  If that man Stanton had taken his
clothes, yet he could scarcely pass himself off as the other.

“There is & mistake!” he said excitedly. “I am Paul
Satorys. I was attacked, and the convict who got away stole
my clothes.”

A dull feeling of despair came to him as he heard the
derisive langh his.words evoked. He was not to ba believed.
He was a prisoner, submitting to a fate which was not his,
and he groaned at the thought of the horror of it all. Tt
would have been done by this man Stanton, this man who waa
80 like him. He began thinking of Grace, and of what she
would say when she knew, and 1}13 idea maddened him. The
attendant was alarmed, and fetched one of the officials, who
listened to what he took to be the ravings of a demcnted
man.

Batorys fought to be calm,

“It 1s true!” he cried feverishly. “I am not Stanton,
tho man you were looking for. I 'am Paul Satorys—Count
Batorys, and you keep me here at your peril "

The officer shrugged his shoulders.

“ You are bad,” he said. “1It is because you are bad that
T will tell you something. ¥ou call yourself Satorys. Well
¥ou cannot be him, because I just now read in the paper that
that gentleman has left Liverpool with the lady who married
him just before he started. I saw it mysplf, apd it seems
he i3 zoing to Istan, where his family used fo be bizr pots.
The people here don't half like it, either, and there's & war-
ship after them, or going to be sent to bring them back, so
there yon ‘are, You had better forget all this nonsense, my
man. You will have plenty to think about later on when
they sentence you to your punishment.”

Satorys fell back exhausted. He was too weak to protest
further, but tho agony of his mind was terrible. He saw it
all now. Stanton had personated him. Hg saw the fellow in
imagination that night when he was caug%t at the safe, his
look of amazement at sceing his double standing over him.

The warder had left the hospital ward. He was thinkin
of what he had heard. It sounded like a very good story, an
he told one of his mates, and the latter passed it on to the
ohief warder, who merely laughed.

It was a fine yarn that of having a man in the position of
Batorys in Parkmoor Prison, What tales some of these
follows did fake up, thought the chief-warder.

It was so good that at evening report to the governor,
Major Dallas, he mentioned the matter, @ governor was
interested, for he had met, Count Paul Satorys, and this report
as to his having at last relented and adoptegyt}la suggestion of
his advisers as to trying for the throne of Istan had warmed
the heart of the majar, for hitherto he bad thought Satorys

d been ill-counselled.

“The poor wretch has got hold of some story,” said the

governor. He gave a laugh. I happen to w Count
Satorys. Never heard he had— Yes, by the living jingo,
I did!"* The chief-warder stared n his superior. = The

governor had jumped out of his chair. * Count Batorys has
a double, and it was this man Stanton. I remember the caso
now. Satorys was one of the witnesses agalnst him, and the
apers published their portraits. I saw them jin the
Mivror, ]11’ will come and see this man, just to satisfy my
puriosity, though I understood from Captain Rand that he
waa our man.”
TrE GEM Lisrary.—No. 336.
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ia tarped his head and saw Major Dalis enter 3
eick-ward. The governor czme to the couch, snd ga
thoughtfully down at its occupant, and in the woin face he
g8y once more man he had met in Londen monthe
before. oy s g

“You say you are Count Satorys, air,” he said Can you
plzgo it .

torys raised himself on his elbow. . .

“Yes,"” he said, I met you, Major Dallas, at Sir Frederiok
Challoner’s house in town last summer.” .

The governor nodded. Satorys held himself in.

“1 want to speak calmly,” he said. “I am in m worse
position, I shou?d say, than any man ever found himself

laced in. I was attacked, and I know now it must have
Ecen Stanton who fell upon me."”

“ As I am sure, ‘too, eir,” said the governor gravely, “ I
shall forward my report to London at once.”

The matter took time. The governor had rendered
Batorys’ position vastly different, but he could not release
him on his own responsbility.

But the Home Office acted promptly, and the order for the
release of the wrongly imprisoned man reached Parkmvor.
_Batorys was able to leave. He hastened to Westpool, to
find Miss Anstruther still at the bungalow. She looked at
her visitor as though ho were a ghosi, and then, when she
realised the truth, she burst into tears.

““ Grpee knew at the last,” she said. She related how the
poor girl had fainted away in the church, and had then been
carried to the car.

atorys hurried to London,
heard his story.

“Your standing account, sir, was drawn to tho last few
pounds, but, of course, we shall make that right. May I ask
what you ar go'uaf to do?”

“I'am off to Liverpool,” said Satorys excitedly. * The
police tell me that the ship tta Bella has sailed, but there
may be a chance of overtaking her.”

e was standing at the door frantically cager to be off, but
the manager of the bank held him in conversation for anothee
minute. He was deeply interested, for the Bella was bqund
on what really amounted to a filibustering expedition, and the
whole country was excited by the news. .

S&tprys got away at last, and in the train Norfh ho tried
to think out a plan. It would be Duvigny and his followin,
who had done all this, and found the man they suppo:
to be the heir to the throne of Istan far mora pliant than he
had shown himself before.

At Liverpool bad news awaited him. Tho Bella had
cleared hours before, and it was rumoured that the Admiralty
had depatched a cruiser to intercept her, now that it waa
known she was destined to carry war into the territories of a
friendly power, for Istan as a Republic was at peace with
Britain,

Satorys made inquiries, and an hour later he had booked his
passage for Istan on a steamer which was due to leave the
port that same night. He was a prey to feelings which can
scarcely bo described, but apart from the thought of the fate
of the girl he loved was the idea of vengeance on the mis-
creant who was posing as himself,
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The Pursuit.

Boom! Boom! . .

The Bella was racing through a scudding eea into the
approaching night, and Stanton on deck watched the western
coast of Ireland now fading away in the twilight.

Duvigny dashed up to him to tell him the news.

“ We may dodge her in the night, sir,”’ he siid; ‘but the
news has stirred the British authorities to try to stop us.
That is a signal to lay to. and we are in British waters.”

* But we cannot obey !’ .

Stanton caught the other's arm. Duvigny looked at him
in_surprise, for, as a rule, Satorys had shown himself
lethargie, arrogantly indifferent to the chances of the world,
as is usual with the two extremes of the social castes—those
who are very high up, and those who are very low down.

But, of course, there was no question of laying to, no idea
of humbly submutfing to the proud message which came with
a dull roar across the darkening waves. There was far too
nmuch at stake for that, and the captain of the Bella, the ship
loaded with arms for the attempt to re-establish the Throne of
Istan, received his orders, and right gallantly did he obey
them, those orders being to cram on more steam and elude the
British cruiser in the darkness of the night. " )

As Duvigny hurried off, Stanton stood by the rail, gazing
at the dimly-seen- war vessel, which was coming up fast.
In his trembling anxiety, he was ready almost to forget the
gir]l who was below, a prisoner in her cabin, wild with grief
now, and pleading to be set free. .

Grace had come to as she was being hurried on board ship,
but her resistance was useless, and she had been hurried below.
Stanton had informed her of his will; and she poor girl began
to realise that there was no chance of freedom now. And the
thought of Satorys, and of what had become of him, caused
her to-weep anew. .

But Grace Lang was ouly one of the pawns in the game
of the man who held her in his power. He watched through
the glass the flash of the firing. It seemed to hint as though
the shots were now more angry, as if the irritation of those on
Dboard the ship of war found expression in the fierce signals to
the quarry to bring up and let a boat’s crew come aboard.

He did uot know that at her cabin window Grace, too, was
watcehing the eruiser of the Royal Navy, nor did he know that
the man who had taken her some refreshment had apprised
her of the sitvation. To Stanton the oncoming ship repre-
sented a return for him fo the prison he had left, and the end
of his dream.

Grace turned away from the porthole as a tap came at the
door. She feared it would be the man she loathed, but instead
the saw a rough-looking sailor who touched his cap.

“They won't catch us, miss,” he said. ‘“ No need to be
alarmed. The Bella will show them a clean pair of heels long
before the morning.”

Grace gave a famt ery.

*““¥Y¥ou do not understand,” she said. “ I hope that ship
will overtake us, for I am a prisoner here, and unless it does
make this vessel stop, there will be no hope for me.”

The man removed his eap and scratched his grizzled head.

“ Is that the way of it, miss?"’ he said. ** Well, of course,
I am only a common, ornary sort of sailor like, by name Peter
Mardyke, born at Portsmouth a long tlme since, where my
home is now, miss, kept by my sister, who is a real good 'un,
though dispoged to be cantankerous when I have had a good
night; but I never say much, not to her, nor, for the matter
of that, to anyone, for as my brother Bill—a good fellow was
Bill—as he always said to me, ‘ See here, old Clearstarch, you
take my tip, and never say nothing to nobody which isn’t
strictly speaking necessary, for a word now and then is quite
enough.” And that's my system, miss. I never say anything
except a plain ‘ yes’ or ‘ no,” which is enough for all purposes.
I wish I could I:;elp you, miss, but you see I don’t command
this ship, only look after the victuals for the steward.”

He darted to the companion-way, but came back in a
nioment, a smile :lluminating his rugged, mahogany face.

“Thought someone was coming %uwn, miss, and if there
was T should catch it for being here; but you rely on me,
miss. I don’t mind taking service on board a ship like this,
for we are not going to make any trouble "with the Old
Country, only going to give a poor gentlerman back his crown.
1f 1T get half-a-crown 1 am satisfied, but some folks wants
mare, and I am not going to say anything against it.”

. Grace stood in the centre of the cabin, a look of wonderment
in her eyes. Beneath the flow of. the old man’s talk she
detected a strain of honesty and good feeling, and she held out
her*hand.

; Pc!mr rubbed his palm ou Lis coat before taking the girl's
hand.

“ If you don’t want to be cn board this here craft, then it’s
a shame you should be, miss,” he said. * There, I am being
called, 1 will keep an eye on you, miss. Dang me.if that
pepperbox is not at it again !

As he hurried out of the cabin the silence of the night was
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broken by the sound of another signal, and Duvigny, who was
on the bridge, saw the captain’s look.

“I have done a bit of gun-running in my time, sir,” said
the captain, ““ but I never got quite so near to thinga as this.
If we don't lay to they'll be sending something along which
will make us, and then where are you, that’s what I want
to know.”

. Boom! again, but this tiine more distant. A haze was creej
ing ug, and as Stanton paced the deck, his eyes ever on tl?e.
famnt blur which represented the hostile warshio, he felt that
his scheme was at an end.

Boom! came again, but this time the thick mist which was
closing the Bella in smothered the sound.

On the Way.

It was dawn. Stanton had not retired to his cabin, but had
merely rested on a seat under the lee of the bridge. It was
morning, and no more sign of pursuit, and the captain had
left his post on the bridge in charge of his seconid in eommand,
while Duvigny and the others were fast asleep, >

Stanton went below, had a hasty breakfast, and changed his
clothes; and when, later on in the morning, he saw Grace
Lang walk towards him as he stood chatting with Duvigny, he
was ready for what must come,

The girl was white of face; but there was determination in
her whole attitude. She stopped before Duvigny, and
addressed her remarks to him.

“I knew you, sir, before, when you visited me with Paul
Satorys. Now, I tell you that you are being duped or else
you are very wicked. That man is not Count Satorys, but a
man who is personating him. Are you going to allow your-
self and the other devoted men who wish to see Istan a
kingdom once again to be tricked by an advenfurer 1’

“0Oh, the poor girl is mad!’ said Stanton,
Duvigny, we have other matters to attend to.”

He made a step along the deck. Grace checked him.

““You know it iz the truth that I say,” she said. “ I was
deceived at first, but now I know, and I ask myself however
I could have been misled.”

Duvigny shook his head. He looked upon it as e quarrel.
Tt must be either that or a delusion on the girl’s part. More-
over, Btanton was now in supreme command of the expedition.
Duvigny moved away, as though to indicate that the matter
did not really concern him. Sianton leaned against the rail,
and looked at his fair prisoner.

* You would do well to say nothing,” he said. “If you
resist, though there is no resistance you could offer, I shall
have you made a prisoner in your cabin.” He caught her
wrist. * You understand. You think that you have dis-
covered something, It is not the truth. I am Count Batorys,
and so you must regard me. I command here, and no word of
yours can alter that.”

He drew himself up and strode away, and the girl stood
there looking sadly after his reweating figure. He was right
50 far, for he was master.

Acting on the advice of Duvigny, the direct route to Istan
was abandoned. The Bella took a miore southerly course, and
this action undoubtedly accounted for the fact that the voyage
passed off without further incident.

Despite'her dread—dread as to the fate of Satorys, as to
which she could learn nothing, Grace could not but gaze with
wonderment as the Bella swept into the vast herbour of
Brois, the capital of the State of Istan, Jar away she saw
the mountains rising to the clouds, while the white city was
spread out between the hills, a veritable fairyland as it
scemed, with its terraced gardens, its luxuriant groves.

They came in under a foreign flag, and no hindranch
oceurred, no opposition being shown to the landing of Stanton
and his friends.

This was due to the circumstance that the most profound
secrecy had been observed by the Royalist party, both in the
couniry itself and in London, where the plot to overthrow
the Republic, now cordially hated for its tyrannous procedures,
had been hatched,

Grace found herself carried along on the siream of events.
1f she had seriously thought of flight, she scon realised that
it was out of the question. She was guarded carefully, and,
after leaving the ship, was placed in the charge of some of
the mpative women at the temporary headquarters of the
Royalist party,

OUne thing alone reconciled her to her fate, this being the
ihpught that, placed as she was, there was just a chance she
might be able to look after the interests of Satorys himself, the
man who still lived—she felt certain of that—and who would
reappear some day to claim her, and shatter the hopes of the
lf(:;lse and sinister adventurer who was posing as the rightful

ing,

“ Come,

(Another fong and thrilling instalment of this
grand new serilal next Wednesday. Don’t forget to
order your **Gem '’ Library in advance.)
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FERRERS LOCKE, DETECTIVE,

St. Jim's can boast a noble host
Of stalwarts strong and steady,
And chief of those who shine the mest
Is. enterprising “Reddy,”
Who takes a cheerful view cf life,
With all its keen attractions,
And never fails to stiv up strife
Among tho rival facticns,

The rotter who can deal in lics
Is Reddy’s pet abhorrence;
To crush him out he always sirives
With Owen and with Lawrence.
The cads are rendered sore and sick
Who dark devices follow,
And with a stump, or fist, or stick,
Are made to whine and wallow,

When Redfern came to his domain
He formed a_great ambition—

To fight with Figgins and obtain
The paramount pasition.

But Figgy's friends devoutly swore
That this assuming new kid

Must swiftly drop his plans of war
And toks to learning Kuelid.

The rivals fought with fierco delight,
Their thirst for blood assuaging,

Aud in the House, from morn till night,
A whirling war was raging.

The famous fights of ancient Grecce
Compared with such a riot,

Were periods of profeundest peace
And unmolested quict !

At length the weary warriors thought:
“ Unless this conflict ceases,

A scavenger must be besought
To pick up all the pieces!”

For éyes were black, and faces scarred,
Whero fists had once collided;

So battles for a time were barred,
And honours were divided.

When rows had reached a timely pause,
Tho ever-famous Redfern
Received sufficient of applause
To make his youthful head turn.
For on the ficld of play he proved
Supreme and self-reliant;
And cvery manly heart was moved
To greet him as a giant.

Then rend the air with rowdy cheers,
And make the rafiers rattle,

In praise of Reddy, who appears
So stout and sirong in battle!

Ye noble host of * Gem "-ites, rise,
(our voices gaily blending,

And waft his glory to Lhe s[fii(—s

In volume never-ending!

Next Week:
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The only namcs and addreeses which can be printed in
these columns are those of readers living in any of our
Colonies who desire Correspondents in Great Britain and
Ireland.

Colonists sending in their names and addresses for
insertion in the columns of this popular story-book must
state what kind of correspondent is required—boy or girl;
English, Scotch, Welsh, or Irish.

Would-be correspondents must send with each notice two
coupons, ona taken from *The Gem,” and one from the
same week’'s issue of its companion paper, “ The Magnet"”
Library. €Qoupons will always be found on page 2 of both
papers, and requests for correspondents not containing thess
two coupons will be absolutely disregarded. i

Readers wishing 40 reply to advertisements appearing’ in
this column must write to the advertisers direct. No corre-
spondence - with advertisers can be undertaken through the
medium of this office.

All advertisements for insertion in this Free Exchange
should be addressed: “The Editor, ‘The Gem’ Library,
The Fleetway ITouss, Farringdon Street, London, E.CL*

Charles Fondhng, caro of Amm Bros., P.0. Box 2165,
Johannesburg, Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to correspond
with a girl reader, age 18-20.
¥, IL. Burns, Sydney Strect, Muswellbrook, New South
Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond with readers living in
Canada or tha United States interested in posteards.

G. L. Duncan, 325, Ligar Strect, Ballarat, Victoria,
istralia, wishes to correspond with girl readers living in

British Tsles, age 17-20.

(. Riley, care of G.P.O., Murray Street, Gawler, South
Australia, wishes to correspond with readers living in the
British I:les or America, age 13-15.

Reg. Al thur, Hardy Street, Goodwood, Adelaide,
South Austr wishes to correspond with a girl reader Jiving
in England, age 16-17.

i ¢, 23, St. George’s Toerrace, Perth, Western Aus-
tralia, wishes to correspond with a girl veader living in Great
Britain, :sted in physieal cnlture, age 16-17
{ Grant, 113, Stanmaore Rond, Linwood, Christ-
and, wishes to correspord with girl readers

Keith I
church, Now
living in England.

Frank Osborne, care of Freemantla Post Office, Western
ralia, wishes to corvespond with a girl reader living in
England, age 18-20,

Fred Malone, 16, Franklin Street, Adelaido, South Aus-

tralia, wishes to correspond with a girl reader living in
England, Scotland, or Canada.

. J. Iughes, 372, Park Street, South Mclbourne, Victoria,
Auvstralia, wishes to correspond with a girl reader living in
America or South Africa, age 14-17.

M. P. Hooper, Sitamons Street, Kapunda, South Australix,
wishes to correspond with readers interested in stamps,
age 16.

Miss T. Anderson, Parr Strcet, Exoter, South Australia,
wishes 1o correspond with readers living in the British Isles,
ages 16-18.

Bert Goodes, 26, Mercer Street, Geslong, Victoria, Aus-
tralia, wishes to correspend with readers living in Dudley
(Wores.), age 18-20.

D. Ansell, 104, St. Paul's Avenue, Brantford, Ontario,
Canada, wishes to correspond with readers living in Canada.

H. Jackson, Sproule Strect, Lakemba, via Srdney, New
South Wales, Australia, wishes to correspond ‘with a girl
reader living in England or Wales, age 15,

Robert Kinncar, Water Street, Toowoomba, Queensland,

Australia, wishes to correspond with readers interested in
stamps.

Wm., M. Grundy. 12, Woolacott Street, Coburg, Mel-
Dbourne, wishes
stamps.

to correspond with readers tnterested in

The Editor specially requests Colonial
Readers to kindlv bring the Frze Corre-
i spondence Exchange to the nofice of their

friends.
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A BIT TOO CLEVER.

Mr. Binks, who had a rather large family, used to have
a roll-call before meals; but one day, while he was cullmlg:-
the names, and the children were answernng “'Ere, pa!
little Jimmy—who had just come home for his holidays {from
the Public Boarding School—thinking ho would show his
father how he was getting on with his Latin, shouted when
his turn came *‘ Adsum!” . .

“ Oh, you've *ad some, ‘ave you?’ said his parent, eyeing
him severely for a moment. *“Well, then, you get out, and
make room for them as ain't!"-—Sent in by R. Sinclair,
Norwich,

ABOVE LIST PRICLES. i

Mother was dandling baby on her knee, and muttering the
usual fond, foolish remarks. Tommy, aged nine, and a
football enthusiast, sat on the other side of the hearth, study-
ing the cvening: paper reports and trying not to listen.

% Q.l, little wes petsy-wetsy!” chanted  mother.
« AMummy's little darling! Unv’s precious! Mummy wouldn't
scll you for o thousand pounds!” .

Tommy felt it was time he had somethm% to say.

 Oh, mother,” he said reprovingly, “a t ousand pounds,;
Why, Everton only paid sixteen hundred for Tom Browell!
—Sent in by Fred Tufft, Birmingham.

PLUS ONE. .

Teacher: & How many bones have you in your body 7"

Freddy: * Two hundred and nine.”

Teacher: ** Wrong. The human

hundred and eight.” L

Freddy: *‘ But I swallowed a fish-bone this 1norning. —
Sent in by F. G. Foster, Grimsby.

NO WONDER!
I}Iistrcsa (to new servant): * Why did you leave your last
pluce?? -~
! Mary Anne: “ Well, mum, when a bullock died we got
beef till it was finished. When a sheep died we got mutton
tillit was finished, And when the cat died I left.”—Sent in
by David Whyte, Dundee.

body has only two

NOT SURPRISING.

Mike had just come out of prison, having served six months’
hard labour. As he went along he met an old friend of his
named Pat.

“Hallo!” said Pat.
time?”’

“In prison.” said Mike, ‘¢ doing six months, worse luck!”

“OL! said Pat, in astonishment. * What have you becn
doing, then®”

“ T stole o piece of rope,” answered Mike..

“ What,” said Pat, ‘*six months for stealin’ a piece of
rope !

p‘\'u.r.,” continued Mike. “ But, bejabbers, there was a
horse at the end of it!”—Sent in by K. Robingon, Canning
Town, E.

“ Where have you been all this

'5@1{ Iy Prjze Pa

7 LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETT
2, i
N\ Ay S G oie

TIT FOR TAT.
At a county cricket match a very conceited batsman came
to the wicket. Although a very good batsman; he was
rather inclined to get his legs in front of his wickets at each
}3;1], and the wmpire, noticing this, mentioned the fault to
1111,

“T.ook here,” said the batsman loftily, turning to the
umpire, ** wha's batsman—you or 17’

The umpire at that moment took little notice of his aemark ;
but after another over or two, a ball was bowled which hit
the batsman’s legs, and everybody in the field appealed:

““How's that?’

“QOut!” the umpire emphatically ruled,

The batsman then came up to him, and in angry tones
asked him to explain why he gave him * out.”

*“ Look here, who's umpire—you or 17’ replicd the umpire
promptly. And the batsman retived—Sent in by M. Hill,
Droitwich.

A GOOD SHOT.

Tred: “ That's a nasty eut you've got over the eye, old
man. How did it happen?”

Harry: ** The wife and I had a few words this morning,
that's all.”

Fred: ** But she used to be such a shy girl before you
were married.”?

Harry: ** So she is now—she's always shying. And shd's
a good shot, too!"—Sent in by W. Spink, Limehouse, E.

THE SICKENING PART.

The following dialogue took place in a lift the other day:

Old Lady: *“"Don’t you cver feel sick going up and down
in the hift all day?”

Lift-Boy: * Yes'm.”

0ld Lady: “ Is it the motion of going down?"

Lift-Boy: “ No'm.”

Old Lady: * The motion of going up?”’

Lift-Boy: “ No'm.”

Old Lad ‘ The starting?

]ijifitrﬁo'\l' 1 ¢ No'm."”

Old Lady: “ The stopping?”

Lift-Boy: “ No’'m."” B,

Old Lady: “ What is it?”’

Lift-Boy: “ The 'questions.”—8ent in by William Farrell,
Belfast,

1]

HOW STRANGE!

Algy was back from the war, and he was thowing off
before the ladies for all he was worth.

“T've had some fearfully narrow cscapes,” he was saying.
“ Once my horso was shot from under me!” )

* How awful!” exclaimed a listener.

“0Oh,” went on Algy, ‘“wo drc a great fighting family!
My great-grandfather fell at Waterloo.”

“ How strange !’ said the lady by his side. “ Something
like that happened in our family.  Grandpa fell at St. Pancras
once—he slipped on a banana-skin!"—Sent in by M. Denton,
Liverpool. i

MONEY PRIZES

OFrEFERED.

Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD Storyettes or Short Interesting Paragraphs for this
page. For every contribution used the sender will receive a Money Prize.
ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED—The Editor,“The Gem" Library, Gough House,
Gough Square, Fleet Street, London, E.C.
THIS OFFER IS OPEN TO READERS IN ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD.

XNo corvespoideince can be entered into wit!’z regard to thig competition, and all contributions enclosed in letters, or sent i others
wise than on posteqrds, will be disregarded.
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“THE PARTING OF THE WAYS!" H
By Martin Clifford. 1
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In this grand, complete story of Tom Merry & Co. and
Talbot, their mysterious new chum, the gradual change which
hus been creeping over the feolings of the buf’ cracksman
ocomes to a head.  Talbot has a terrible strugg e.w:th him-
self, and comes to a momentous decision. At this moment
Levison, the spy of the Fourth Form, steps in with his
denunciation, and Talbot is hard put to it to defend himself.
It is only the splendid reputation he has gained for himself
with his schoolfellows, against Levison's fame as an Ananias,
which saves him.

Then comes Hookey Walker's midnight expedition, and
¥ The Toff's " dramatic meeting with his old pals.

The boy has to make the great choice, one way or the
other, and he shows that he is made of the right stuff when
it combes to :

“THE PARTING OF THE WAYS!"

WHERE BLACX RULES WHITE.

A land of mystery and terror, of which only the most
adventurous trave have any expericuce, is the Black
Repubiie of Hayti. In that country the negro is supreme,
and the white man is only admitted on sufferance. The
burlesque eivilisation of the capital gives way, in the dark
and tayst s interiur, to barbaric savagery; aad terrible
are the ta of the savage rites and fearful customs of the
Ju-Ju worshippers ‘told by the few adventurers who have
lived to witness them. The romance and fascination’ of this
mysterious land provide an awe-inspiring background to the
magnificent detective story of Sexton Blake's adventures in
Hayti, with his faithful companions Tinker and Pedro, which
appears in the current issue of our companion paper, © The
Penny Popular.” The title of it is

‘* A FORLORN HOPE!"
and it is onc of the most thrilling and fascinating of this
famous series of complote detective stories. '
Additional complete stories in the same issue of * The
Penny Pop.” are

*“ ALBERT CLYNE—CAD!™
By Martin Clifford,
a splendid story of school life at St. Jim's; and

“PEACEFUL MEASURES!"
By 8. Clarke Hook,

a rattling and laughable story of the adventurcs of Jack,
Sam, and Pete.

Three complete stories such as these are unobtainable in
any other paper; they deal with all the wmost famous
characters in fiction, and they are all of the best. Can * The
Penny Popular ' require any further recommendation?

REPLIES IN BRIEF.
Miss E. Roscby (New South Wales).—The characters you
mention are purely fictitious.
George Rainey.—St. Jim’s will meet Greyfriars on the
cricket-ficld in a week or two's time.

@

Melbourne, Sydney, Adelaide. Brisbane, and Wellington, N.Z.

Bubscription, 78, per annum,
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FRIDAY .1 EVERY SATURDAY.

GUARDING THE KING.
At the Big Shoots.

During the big shoots at Windsor and elsewhere, the most
minute precautions are taken to keep any strangers from
approaching the King. As a general rule, three of the
‘““guns” are in reality detectives, though they do not, of
course, join in the shoot. One keeps in close attendance on
the King, whilst the other two act as sconts, and keep any
person from approaching the party, whose business 18 not
known to them.

To many the precautions deseribed in this article taken to
safeguard the King may seem unnecessary, but without them
our monarch’s life would certainly be often jeopardised; for
the fact that it is known that these precautions are never for
an hour relaxed deters certain members of sccret foreign
sovieties from attempting to injure the King. When his
Majesty visits the country house of a [riend ho is just as
closely guarded. Ere the King becomes the guest of any of
his subjects the house where his Majesty is to bo reccived is
inspected by a couple of detectives, one of whom occupies a
room near that of the King during the visit. Over night the
officer in charge of the detective staff is made acquainted with
the intended movements of his Majesty the next day, and
from the moment the King leaves his room in the morning
until he retires at night he is practically never for an instant
out of the sight of the lynx-eyed, vigilant men, whose duty it
15 to guard our monarch.

Yet so unobtrusively do they perform their duties that
probably no one except his Majesty and his hos’ is even
aware of their presence. These keen watchers are silent and
almost unseen, but they are very alert. They know a great
deal and they see very far, and the most’ desperate and
resourceful would-be regicides in Europe have as much chance
of outwitting these men as they have of making themsclves
invisible; and until they ean do so, his Majesty's person is
safe from their attack. l

When Travelling,

When travelling, the most elaborate errangements are mada
to safeguard the Royal person.

The King usually, but not always, travels in a special
train, made up of three coaches, exelusively reserved for the
use of the King and Queen; a railway company generally
receives notice at least twenty-four hours beforchand of v
King’s intention to travel on their line, and are informed
:vh_c—thet his Majesty will travel by an ordinary or special
ran.

If the King is to be a passenger by an ordinary passenger
train, one or two coaches are reserved in the centro of th
train for the Royal party, according to requirements.  The
whole train is inspected throughout by a couple of detective:
in the railway yard before it is despatched to the station
and there carefully watched by a [largr.z staff of railwa:
detectives and Scotland Yard officials until its departure.

Bach person travelling by the train, though he probably
not aware of it, is closely scrutinised by tho detectives, :
if any suspicious character or any one of the many hundi
of persons under police observation were to attempt to enter
the train he would be prevented from doing so.

(Another Article on
“ Guarding the King" B

next Wednesday.)
JIE

Printec and published weekly by the Proprietors, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, England. Agentsfor Australasia: Gordon & Gotch,
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Saturday. July 15th. 1914,

e

pe—




)\ CARRIAGE®
\ PAID.

SEND HO MONEY,
Catalogue which
made M
THis 15 an

Byiilo
I:vor

%l'l'
i
G50 of Coveiery

L2~

Saye Mioy
0]

i,
AYING THE GAME!
-
: By A..S. HARDY. g
(Concluding Chapter of our Popular Sporting [
1 Serial Story.) G
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DECENECE0G

jor Joffeock read the lettor through again and again, »
rose and looked nt Ininmol_f. m the mirrar. = One look #
enough.  He could not belicve that the faee ho saw—the
ard, worn, pale fuce—was the face of Major Jeflcock, the
edlebrated City financicr, and with n groan ho cressed to his
Widsk, and, opening the drawer, laid his hand upds the buty
of a revolvee that rested theroe,
|| He pnuz&;{{.o ;:,I;Sn Prossod the button of an olectric bell, Hig
Pnager 3

anybody who iiny
r?‘ntlmt'! am out of tnlw_u." s

¢ looked at him quickly; .

b "ff;‘:ﬁ?ud not question. hawed and with-
nutes lntor a dull, leaden bung SO o
and the grey-haired mon toppled forward Y il

Il this morning, Wilson," he

Sonio mi
y office,
r,
had comn, and as
u EE&:I:;}'EL?: he had addressed
| Police,

+ diod his right hand fell upon
h‘; :T:h;?mi;ﬁ‘ Commissioner of

ie Aclicol gronnds ab Grove-
Nathing liad ehanged since
4 had reigned _niq lilipltl]lll:l u='| t[h'c

p - of the big match with Headling o,
' bw"' 2 I‘l‘r?rst‘lil,: fﬁll‘:i‘m?xs-gumu%n shich Jellotson, He\x}atti
?or{fnr:?' Toster, Huines, and Weames had taken part hoc

Lleem played el -
a‘“hu[;oww:u the usual distinguished compuny Jp{fsa:n(, g:g
Bbiore wore sovernl soldiers, too, for Captoin Je f::I ot
cl‘min Flowits of the 20th had, come down in : 'ouﬁg‘
ml:lmh; and there was alto, Sergennt Huines, now & ¥

i 1

ier had come again, and t
?I‘.!!;"lookcd a perfect pictare.
days when William Hasvitt
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cle at pourds bel

28 yonrs bas Beld the confidence af th
Nork tue Suvrees Equunment,—Defiance Puncture-Resiating
e, Brooks' Saddle, B.S.A, Free w

es, Hans Renold Chain, Double-Butted Frame Thbes, etcs,
Tuess Woxpravor Maciings are
and ex m.:&eiy lined in geld.
" best bicycles and broken warld's ng distancerecordy

Cycles from axfe,
are now offering & few Second-hand
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0 onca more, as he had become reconciled
with his fathor, and Corporal Geoffrey Fostor, alse of the
29th, distinguishod old boys and guests of the sehool.

Weames had confessod that it wos he who had stalen {ho
cricket-club funds on- the night bofove Gooffrey Foster had
bieen sent down, and an explanatory lettor from Jellotson and
Howitt to the Hend, tolling how it was Groflrey had gono
dawvn to the town that night, had remoyed the lust shadow of
suspicion under which he rested,

He had been cleired by Ryan, the SBurrey. professional, of
the charge of vuining the wicket in the Burrey v, Yarkshire
mnteh, and, with Major Foster exonorvated. by the snicide of
Mujor Joffeock of all complicity in the London and Connty
Bumlding Socioty frauds, and restaved fo paj ulae favour ns a
warrior and a hero, thore was nothing {o J:IIIF the h.nppi:_mss of

, who had pug u]i) o fino scorn

their meoting.

It was just after the scheol
af 342, havd and well hit, at o furious pace, had dismissed
theee of the Headlinghnm' boys for 27, and stimps had been
drawn for the day, that }.'!m'r;l;n. Morgan came to Gaoffrey,

*Carporal Faster," she said, T BAve you a rose years ngo,
What have you douo with it#*

“1 have the atalk left,” lie whispered in hor ear.  ©1
carricd the dried flover with me thranghout the South Afvican
campaign, and the leaves all rubbed away,  But the stalk
vemains s I coyld not part with that.”

““Herve in#nothor," she said, blushing, as she shyly lowered
or hend, after slipping the stalk through a buttonliols i his

gentleman of prnportr
I

-

I

with . 1 knaw jt is'not right for a soldicr to Wear a roso;
& An&"ﬂ‘w-"-;mwpl'\-' it will not matter, T give it to you
VO Me YOurst.. /

%:*\nrs. 1 shall want*g.breathed.  “ Bertha, when will you

L T 17 she said. 4 ]c_:r;grf. Fou throughout all theso

st wait.' I,
ml‘;"‘i\:cl hope” he mil«-d,i luo!king ti o corporal yat,

b lanced at him fearlessly. s

th\?'cﬁ," sho whispereds  *“Hope, if you m‘m.l s

Then it was tima for thom to pn'ri;_ for they™w.
noticod, and Captain Jnl_lotaou drm: nen -]]o~

He put one hand an his corporal's sl}mn b ;:;

“ Poster,” he said, “you are a lucky dog?

-

You

TUR END,
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