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Talbot turned the handle of the deor and pushed it silently open. Hookey Walker was working with the drill upon the
safe, and the Rabbit was holding the lantern, while Nobby stood by with a bludgeon in his hand. The schoolboy cracksman
realised what it meant—his old assSociatés were taking tlie ldw into théir own hands! Should he give thiec alarm and betray
them ? Or should he allow the old school that had sheltered him to be robbed?
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THE PARTING OF THE WAYS

A Magnificent Long, Complete Story of Tom Merry & Co. and Talbot, the

Schoolboy Cracksman.
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Talbot light:d a match, and peered into the darkrecess. Tom Merry followed his glance, and uttered a sudden

exclamation.

CHAPTER 1,
Taken to Tea.

- HAT'S the mattah with old Talbot?”
W Arthur Augustus D'Arey. of the Fourth Form
at St. Jim's propounded that question suddenly
in Study No. 6.

There were six other fellows in the study, and they were
discussing tea and ericket at the same time.  But Arthur
Auguostus was not joining in the chat. There was a thought-
ful expression upon his noble conntenance.

‘Che fellows in the study were Blake and Herries and
Dighy of the Fourth, who shared that famcus apartment wirh

“ Hallo! What’s that?”

(See Chapter 11.) S
SANANAP AP NN N\

D'Arey: and Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, whe
had come to tea.

“What™s the matter with Talbot ¥ Tom Merry repeated.

“ Nothing that T know of”" answered Herries.  * Didn’t e
pile up ninety runs, and belp us to beat the New Iou:
hollow in the last House match %™

“ Yaas, his ewicket™s all wight,” admitted Avthur Augustus.
“ But there's somethin the mattah with old Talbot, all the
same.”’

“Oh, rot ! said Jack Blake. “ Pass the jam!”

D’ Arey turned his eyeglass upon Blake instead of passing
the jam.

“Pway don’t chawactewise my wemarks as wot, Dlake.”
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“ Pass the jam!”
“ Blow tho Jam'
*“ Pass the jam!” roared Blal\n “Do you.want it all?”

*“ Wats! This is ot a time for guzzlin’ jam, when an old
pal is in twouble,” said Arthur Augustus scvorolv. “You
fellows don’t notice things. -1 suppose it is only natuwal for
you youngstahs to be w dthah thoughtless; but weally—="

The youngsters glared at - Arthur Augl.stm As he was
almost the youngest person in the study, it was rather cool;
but Arthur Augustus had always a fatherly’ manner when ho
was serious and in great earnest.  And he was in deadly
earnest now, as the wrinkle in his aristocratic brow fully
showed.

*“ Ass !” said Blake.

‘“Fathead !” said Herries,

‘“Chump !I” remarked Digby.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther did not express their
opirion, being guests in the study. But they nodded assent
to the remarks of the Fourth- Formers

But Arthur Augustus went on. He had been thinking it
out, and he was determined to communicate the result of his
vogxtathm

“T'm wathah a keen chap mysclf,” he said.
things.
for days.

I wepcat

“I notice
Talbot has been in a state of wetched low splwlts
He hardly speaks a word. Somethin’ is wowwyin’
lhm As he is a pal of ours, I think we ought to see about it.
¢’s only a new fellow, I Incw, but you chaps all know he's
the wight sort.!

‘““Hear, hear!” said Tom Merry.

“Well, what’s the matter with him?” yawned Blake.
‘! Perhaps he’s suffering from a pain in his little inside.
Perhaps Linton’s been down on him, or Levison may have
been chipping him again. Pass the ]am. ”

*“1 have asl\ed him to come to tea

‘“ Well, isn’t he coming 7”’

“He declined the invitation with thanks. He said he
;)vlasn’(’z feelin’ cheerful enough for comin’ to tea. Got the

ues.

““ Well, chaps have the blues sometimes,” said Monty
Lowther. * Besides, he may have thought you were going
to sing a tenor solo after tea. You do sometimes.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““You uttah ass, Lowthah——"’
“Thanks!” yawned Lowther.
as that to your visitors, Gussy ?”’

“ Ahem! I—I withdwaw the wemark, Lowthah.” Arthur
Augustus was very punctilious, but he had forgotten himself
in the heat of the moment. “I will not call you an ass.
If you were not a guest in this study, howev ah, I should
chawnctcmsc vou as a cwass ass. But to weturn'to Talbot

“Good idea!” said Blal\e brightening up.
Talbot, and give us a rest.

“ \‘VatsY I mean to weturn to the subject of Talbnt The
chap is wowwied about somethin’, and is suffewin’ from
depwession of spiwits. I weally think it is up to his fwiends
to look aftuh him a bit, undah thn’ cires. I wegard you chaps
as failin’ in" your dutay as pals.”

“ Oh, rats!”

“ Bosh !”

“ Go and talk to him like a Dutch uncle, Gussy,” suggested
Digby. ‘“Sit beside him, and takc his hand in yours, and
smooth his brow with a gontlo hand—"

¢ And then bring him to tea,” said Blake. “ Tell him we've
got. ham and poached eggs, and sardines, and two kinds of

“ Are you always as polite

‘“ Return to

e 1 have told him.”

“ And won’t he come ?”

“No. He is alone in his studay. and lookin' as if he
bad all the twoubles in the world on his shouldahs.”

“PBlessed if I understand it!” said Tom Merry. ‘ Now
you speak of it, I’ve noticed that old Talbot's been a bib off
colour the last few days. It’s since Levison started that yarn
about his being seen going into the Blackbird Inn at Way-
land. I don’t sce why that should worry him, though. He
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explained about it, and he knows we bohewe him.
know that Eevison i isa cad and an Ananias.”

*“ Yaas, wathah!’

“ Well it ain’t good for a fellow to be moping, in his
study,” said Blake, rising to his feet. ‘“It’s bad, in fact,
Talbot’s a good sort, and he’s not going to miss a good feed.
Let’s go and fetch him.”

‘“ But he wefuses to come, deah b oy.’

“He can’t refuse the lot of us,’ gmmed Blake. ‘“If two
of ug take his head, and t\\o his feet, and the rest lend a
hand, he cau’t rofucn to come.’

“ Ha ha, ha!”

“Not a bad idea,” said Tom Merry, also rising. “ He may
be thinking that some of us take netice of Levison’s rotten
mcmuatlor.s We'll xhow hlm that we don’t. Come on!”

‘“ Jollay good ideah!” said Arthur Augustus heartily,
“Follow me, deah boys !

And the tca- party quitted Study No. 6.

They made their way to Talbot’s study in the Shell pas.
sage. In spite of Arthur Augustus’s concern, they did not
believe there was anything seriously the matter with Talbot
of the Shell. Talbot was a new feﬁow but he had jumped
into popularity at once in the School House at St. Jim’s. He
was a good cricketer, and had helped Tom Merry’s team to
win sonle hard matches. He was well up in his class, and his
Form-master looked on him with a kindly eye. He was in
the good graces of the Head, and he had made a host of
friends in both Houses durmfr his few weeks at the school.
So far as Tom Merry & Co. ‘could see, he oughtn’t to.have
had a trouble in the world. But “ blue devils” visit ev eryone
at times, and at such times what a fellow wanted was comse
pany, not solitude. So the juniors marched upon Talbot’s
btudy to save him from himself, as it were, with the best
intentions in the world.

Herries kicked the study door open with a heavy boet, and
the jumniors marched in.

Talbot was thére. He was aloné in the study, Gore and
%kunpolé being out just then. The handsome, athletic-loak-
ing fellow was starding by the table, with a letter in his
hand. He thrust the letter into his pocket as-the juniors
crowded in. There was a cloud upon the handsome, clear-
cut face, a troubled look in the clear, dark eyes.

‘““Hallo !”* he said.

‘“Same to you, and many of themi{” said Blake affably.
‘“ Had your tea?”

‘““No. Not yet.”

‘“Good ! We ve got a feed going in Study No. 6, and we
specml‘v commissioned our tame lunatic, Gussy, ‘to fetch

you
“ W eally, Blake-~
‘‘ Gussy came back without you,

And we all

so we've all come,” said

Blake. ‘‘This way to the feed! Hop it! March!”
Talbot stiiled faintly.
“ You're awfully good,” he said, *‘ but—but I'm foe]ing a

bit rotten just now, and, if you U excuse me, I won’t come

to tea.”

“That's just it. We won't excuse you,” said Blake cheer-
fully. “You've got to come. There are ham, and poached
eggs—"

* But——"

v

“ And sardines

“Yes; but

““ And two kinds of jam !

Talbot laughed.

“Thanks; but—"

“No ‘buts ! Come

“I—T'd really rather not come,” said Talbot. “To tell
vou the truth, T'm not feeling up to any kind of company
just now. I'd 1eally rather be alone a bit, if you don’t
mind.”

“ You’d rather be alone?” said Blake thoughtfully.

“Well, yes. Excuse me, you know 1

* And you're gomg to mopo here on your own?”’

“Well,

¢ And you won't come 7’

“Thanke no.”’

“ That’s all right :"* said Blake.  Collar him !

“Here. hold on! Don’t play the giddy goat! Let go—=""

“March him along ! said Blake.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry and Manuers had seized Talbot by the shoulders,
and Blake and Herries grasped his legs, and he was swung
off his feet. He struggled a little in the grasp of the juniors,
but they did not heed him. He was rushed out of the atudy
into the passage.

“ Let me go, you fellows 1™’

39

said Blake temptingly.

on!”

gasped Talbot. I tell yow
“That’s all right! You're not going to mope! We'll cure
you. It's a ripping tea, and we're not going to let Gussy
sing any tenor solos after it.’
“¥You uttah ass, Blake-—""
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Talbot's bed . said Levison grimly.,
'

) The dormitory was suddenly flooded with brilliant light. All the Shell fellows were awake now. ¢ Look at

‘“My bat! Wheres Talbot?”

(See Chapter b.)

“ Kim on!”

And the laughing juniors rushed Talbot along the passage
and intp Study No. 6. and plumped him down on the study
carpet. Talbot jumped up rather breathlessly.

‘“ Really, you chaps——"

“ Sit down ! said Blake, pushing him into a chair. *¢ That’s
right! Pour out Tulbot's tea, Dig. Pass the ham, Herries.
This way with that dish. How many lumps, Talbot 7"

Talbot laughed ; he could not help it.

“‘That’s better,” said Tom Merry approvingly. ¢ You
see, when you get the blues, you have to drive 'em out—no
good giving way to them and moping.  Now talk !~

¢ Yaas, wathah—talk away. deah boy.”

It was impossible to avoid catching the infection of good
spirits in Study No. 6. Talbot laughed again, and his clouded
brow cleared, and he was soon chatting away as, cheerily as
anyoue over the hospitable board. Talbot could talk on many
subjects. especially cricket—and ericket just then was the great
subject at St. Jim's. Tea in Study No. 6 was a merry meal
that afternoon. and Talbot scemed the merriest of the crowd
of juniors there.

And swhen tea was over, and the Shell fellows departed,
Artbur Augustus D’Arvcy smiled the smila of ecomplete
satisfaction.

“ We're cheered old Talbot up, aftah all deah boys—what ?"’

““What-ho!" said Blake.

But if they could have scon Talbot when he was alone once
more the cheery juniors might have had their doubts.
Paithot had gone out into the quadrangle, and he was pacing
avder the old elms. with his hands thrust deep into his pockets,
amd his brows wrinkled in a deep frown. He muttered to
himself, inaudibly, as he paced.

€ If they wouldn’t be so decent to me-—if only they wouldn't
be-so decent, then [ eould stand it bettor ! What’s come over

NEXT
WEDNESDAY—

“MONTY LOWTHER'S MISTAKE!"

me? This can’t go on—it can’t! I shall have to chuck up

St. Jim’'s—or chuck the—the other? And what then?”

bIA?d the cloud upon the handsome face grew blacker and
ackKer.

CHAPTER 2.
The Woes of Wally.
# OM MERRY! I've been waiting for you.”
Wally D’Arcy--D’Arcy ‘minor of the Third—was
in Tom: Merry's study when the Terrible Threes
came in after tea with Blake & Co. They came in looking very
cheerful, feeling quite satisfied with the good service they
had rendered Talbot. But the sight of tho fag somewhat
changed their expression. Wally, who was generally the
checrfullest and cheekiest fag in the Third Form at St.
Jim's, was looking utterly woebegone. His face was pale,
his eyes looked red, and his looks expressed a strange mingling
of anxicty and suppressed fury.

“ What's up, kid?” exclaimed Tom Merry. * More trouble
with Selby ?”” ~Mr. Seclby was the Form-master of the Third,
and Wally had had many rubs with him.

Wally shook his head.

“I'm all right,”” he said.

“ You don’t look all right,” said Tom, scanning his pale and
troubled face.

“It's about Joe!” said Wally desperately. ¢ Old Selby is
a—a—a rotten beast! No, he isn’t going for me. Oh, the
rotter ! And to the surprise of the Shell fellows, Wally, whe
vas never known to ““ blub,”” burst into tears.

* My hat!”’ cjaculated Yowther. ¢ Chuck that, kid, What
on earth’s the matter ?”’

Tha Shell fetlows surveyed him with some elarm. ‘They

TeE GeEM LiBrary.—No. 337.
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knew that it must have been a very serious cause to affect
the hardy little scamp of the Third in that way. Wally, it is
true, had hardly been his cld self ever since his chum, Jge
Frayne, had ruy away from school.

‘““Hold on, Wally,” said Tom soothingly.
about it. What’s happened ?”

Wally dug his knuckles savagely into his eyec.

“Tell us all

“T can’t help 1t,”” he stammered. ‘ It’s about Joe. You
chaps know what a straight kid he was, don’t you? You
know he'd never touch anything that wasn’t his own. Yes,

I know you found him in a London slum, Tom Merry, and
before you took him up, I dare say he did things—he didn’t
know any better then. But he’s been as straight as a die
ever since he came to this school,’ T know that. A chap never
had a betier pal than Joe. I don’t know why he ran away
from school ; but—but I know it wasn’t that!”’

‘““ Wasn’t what?”

‘“ What old Selby says!”’ gasped Wally. . .

‘“ But what does he say?”’ asked Tom Merry in perplexity.
“ You haven’t told us yet:” .

‘“ He’s been to the Head about it—he thmks—ox: pretends
to think—""  Wally’s voice. broke. I know it isn’t true,
though. You remember old Selby’s collection of coins—a lot
of silly vot, I call it—dashed Roman and Greek coins and
things—somebody took them out of his room, and hid them
for a joke on him, two or three weeks ago. It turns out that
the rotten things are worth five hundred pounds, though
nobody would have thought it—so they’d be worth stealing.
Well, you know they haven’t turned up, and Selby has had his
hair off about it ever since.”’

‘It was a bit of a loss,” said Tom. * Selby has been collect-
ing those coins for twenty years, they say, and he must have
spent a lot of money on them.”

“Well, why can't he be decent? Tt was some chap he’s
been ragging who's taken them away and hidden them,”
growled Wally.

‘“1 suppose so. But now——"’ X .

“ Well, now Joe Frayne's cleared off, Sclby’s got the idea
into his silly head that Joe was the chap who boned: that
numismatic collection, and that he's cleared off with it.”

““ Phew !

The Terrible Three looked very grave.

They had not thought of it before ;- but now that it was put
into those words, they could not help seeing that it looked
likely enough to anyono whose faith in the missing fag was
not so loyal as Wally’'s.

And poor Joe's past told against him. Tom Merry had
found that unhappy little waif in a London slum, and in the
kindness of his heart he had befriended him. Tom Merry’s
uncle had induced the Head to give the lad a chance at St.
Jim’s, and paid his fees there.

There was no doubt that in his earlier days Joe had earned
a precarious living by ‘“ ways that are dark.” He had been
brought up to it in vile surroundings, and knew no better.
But after he had come to St. Jim’s he had changed utterly
in that respect. He had learned honesty—and never forgotten
the lesson. In that new world the best in little Joels nature
had come to light.

Mr. Selby did not like the waif in his Form; but the other
fags took to him very well, especially D’Arcy minor. Joe
Frayne had seemed happy enough at St. Jim's; and certainly
he had seemed “ straight  enough. His sudden unexplained
flight from the school had puzzled everyone. But no one had
thought of connecting it with the disappearance of Mr. Selby's
valuable collection till now. But now——

Wally looked with almost haggard eycs at the grave faces
of the Shell fellows.

‘“ You don’t believe it, too?” he shouted. ]

“ No, no, of course not,” said Tom Merry hastily.

“ Of —of course not,” said Manners. rather haltingly. “ But
—it does look rather queer. 'The collection disappeared, and
it’s never turned up—and a few days afterwards Joe Frayine
cleared off without a word.”

‘“ He wrote to me *” sobbed Wally. * Ie told me that some-
thing underhand was going on here, and he couldu’t stay to
be a party to it.”

“Yes, I know; but that sounds awfully lame. Why couldn't
he say what it was 7"’

‘‘ Because he’d have to give somebody away—somebody
who had done him a good furn,” said Wally. * You know
what a grateful little ass he was for the least thing. He almost
worshipped Talbot, because Talbot saved me from breaking
my neck in the tree at Glyn House-—you remember. He was
grateful for the least thing. His explanation was good enough
for me.”

‘It wouldn't be good encugh for Mr. Selby,” said Tom.
with a shake of the head. * Aud—and I'm surprised this
hasn’t been thought of before, gs a matter of fact. It's weeks
now sinee Selby’s coins were taken away, and it was believed
that some fag had hidden thein for a joke on Selby. But they
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haven't turned up, Wally—and it really looks as if they’ve
Lieen taken clean away.”

“ But Joe hasn’t taken them.”

“No; I feel sure of that; but I must say it does look:
suspicious.”

Wally clenched his fists.

“ Old Selby was always down on Joe,” he said, between his
teeth. ‘“ He never liked having him in the Form, because he
came from a slum—the onobbish old brute. Joe was good
cnough for me to pal with, and I suppose I’'m as good as
Selby.  Blow him! There’s dozens of men like Selby in,
livery in my father’s house.”

Tom Merry smiled. Wally was the youngest son of Lord
Eastwood, a tremendously great man, and, one of the
Governors of St. Jim’s. And Wally had * palled ”’ on with
Joe Frayne without a single thought of any inequality
existing between them. He had punched Joc’s head for
addressing him as ‘“ Master Wally.” But Mr. Selby was
more snobbish than the son of the Earl of Eastwood.

* Better not tell Selby that,” grinned Monty Lowther.
““ But what is he going to do about it, Wally 7’

“ He’s seen the Head about it. The Head’s had me in his
study, asking me questions about Joe—about his character
and so forth. I gave him the straight tip, I can tell you. I
S:}l,i'df that only a rotten beast would suspect Joe of being a
thief.”

‘“My hat!”

“ But—but Selby has asked him to have the police search
for him—for Joe, I mean. He wants to have detectives hunt
for Joe, to get his rotten collection back—a lot of grimy old,
silly Roman coins and things. Joe doesn’t know anything
about them. But—but, you see it will all tell against Joe. He
Wwas up against Selby, and he was—was rather shady before
he came here, and--and he ran away from school. They’ll
find him, and send Kim to prison if they can’t find the coins.

The police will bo down on him at once, of course. As soon
as they know he came from Angel Alley, and was brought
up among pickpockets, they'll jump to the same conclusion
as Selby at once! And—and Selby’s rotten, silly coins are
hidden somewhere about St. Jim’s all the time.”

** I suppose they are !”” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. ‘ But
what do you want us to do, Wally 7’

“Go to the Head! Tell him straight that Selby is a silly
old fool—"’
‘“ Ahem !

Head !

“ Well. tell lim you know Joe is straight—you do know it,
don’t you ?”

“Yes; but—""

I you fellows speak up for him, it may make some
difference, Ife hasn't decided yet about the police. Go to him,
and tell hin: what you know about Frayne.”

The Terrible Three exchanged glances. They were con-
cerned about poor Joe: but they did not think a visit to the
Head would be likely to have much result. But Wally was
so anxious and agitated that they were willing to risk it to
satisfy him. After all, it could ‘do no harm  if it did no
good.

St You'll go?” exclaimed Wally, “ 1T tell you it may make a
difference, and T'll ask my major to go too. All the fellows
ought to go—they all kuow Joc was straight.  Why, if he
wanted to steal, he could have stolen from Gussy dozens of
times, couldn’t he? The ass is always careless with his money,
and always has lots of it.”

“ Something in that ! agreed Mannery.  ““ Let’s make up a
deputation to the Head, Tom. All the fellows who believe
in Joe Frayne to go in a body and put it to him. It can’t
do any harm.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“It's a go!” he said. “ We'll gather the chaps, and go in
a crowd.  After all, it ought to have some effect on the Head,
it ho sces that everybody in the School House believes that
Frayne was the right sort.”

“Tt's sure to,” said Wally cagerly. “Anyway, it will
show that we don't take Sclby's word for it.. Get all the
chaps together, and make a deputation of it.”

** Right-ho !

. And the Terrible Three set to work at once. Study No. 6
Joined them heartily, as soon as they knew what was “on”
and Kangaroo and Clifton Dane and Glyn of the Shell, and
Reilly and Kerruish and Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth, and
several other fellows, joined it. and Talbot was looked for
and found, and the matter hastily explained to him. 'Taibot
looked more concerned even than Tom Merty, though he had
kncwn very little of Frayne at the school.

“Is it much use my going, when I'm a new fellow?” he
asked dubiously. '

*“Yes, vou most of all,” said Tom Merry. “You knew
Frayne before he came here, you know."”

Talbot reddened a little.

“T hardly knew bim,”” he said. “ When I was slumming in

I-shouldn’t like to put it quite like that—to the
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London with my uncle, I happened to come across him, and
helped him a bit.”

“ Yes, he knew you when you came,” eaid Lowther. “ He
called you by some queer name—what was it? I forget—""

‘“T forget,” said Talbot.

“ The Toff,” said Blake. *‘ Don't you remember, Talbot?”

“Yes, I remember now,” said Talbot carelessly. ‘I
suppose they called me the Toff in Angel Alley, because I
handed out some money to the poor brutes there. But what
I know of Frayne at that time wouldn’t do him much good
with the Head. I’'m afraid he was something in the line of a
kid pickpocket then.” .

‘““Ahem!  Then you needn’t mention his early days,” said
Tom hastily. *‘Of course, we all know that Frayno was
brought up horribly by a wicked brute who called himself his
father, and who’s been scnt to prison since. We’'re not down
on him because of that.”

“Wathah not. He nevah had a chance, you know."”

“Y agree,”’ said Talbot. ‘ But, under the circumstances, it
would . be judicious not to mention to the Head that I saw
him before he came to St. Jim's. It would come out that
he was—well, not exactly honest at the time, and it wouldn’t
do him any good now.”

*“ Quite right, and it's thoughtful of you said Tom.
“ You always do think of things, old chap. Just come along
with the deputation, and don’t mention anything about having
known Frayne before he came here.”

“ Right-ho I”

And, the deputation bicing now considerable in numbers,
Tom Merry led the way to the Head’s study and knocked at
the door.

1

CHAPTER 3.
Takbot has an Idea.

R. HOLMES, the rcverend Head of St. Jim’s, was talk-
D ing to Mr. Selby, when the knock came at his door.
Mr. Selby was very carnest and very angry, though
he tried to keep his anger under control. Tlie Head had an
objection to having any of the affairs of St. Jim’s mixed
up with the pclice in any way; but the master of the Third
was thinking only about the loss of his numisimatic specimens.
Certainly he could not be expected to pass over such a serious
loss in silence. For twenty years the Third Form-master
had been adding to his collection, and he had spent four or
five hundred pounds upon it in that time—a swun which his
salary would -hardly allow him to replace tn a lump. It was
not surprising that the numismatist was angry - and exas-
perated, and that he had come to the conclusion that his col-
lection had not, after all, been hidden for a practical joke on
- Nor was it surprising that Joe
Frayne's flight fromn St. Jim's had turned his suspi¢ions upon
the waif of the Third, especially with what he kuew or sus-
pécted of Joe’s carly life in Angel Alley and Murderers’ Row.
“ Come in!" called out the IMead; and M. Selby looked
round impatiently.

The door openced, and Tom Merry & Co. walked in, or,
rather, crowded in. There wera a good many of them—the
Terrible Three, and the chums of Study No. 6,- and Kan-
garoo, ard Dane, and Glyn, and Reilly, and Kerruish, and
Lumley-Lumlay, and Talbot, and five or six others.

They  were all School House fellows. Figgins & Co. of the
Neow House would probably have beon equally willing to
speak up for Joe Irayne; but, being in a difforent House; of
course their knowledge of him was slighter; s0 Tom had c¢on-
sidered it best to confine the deputation to School House
fellowe who had known the fag well.

The Head Jooked at the juniors over his glasses in surprise.
Mr. ‘Selby frowned darkly. He glanced at Wally with a far
from amiable look. Wally had followed the deputation in.

‘“‘Bless my soul!” said the Head. “ What does this mean?
What do all you boys want?"’

‘“We're a deputation, sir,”’ said Tom.

“Dear me!”’

¥ Yaas, wathal, sir! We've come—""

‘i, eave it to Tommy!" whispered Blake.

Avats!  I'd bettor put it vo the Head—— Ow—wow!
‘V{\Z\,F beastly wottah is that tweadin’ on my foot? Ow!”

‘{ t's about Frayne, sir,”” said Tom Merry, plunging into
thq,gubject. “ We've heard that Mr. Selby suspects him of
h.aw:lg taken the collection of coins away from St. Jim’s,
sirdt

That i3 true!”

¢ As fellows who knew Joe Frayne jolly well, sir, we think
it’s our duty to speak up for him.”

** Yaas, wathal, sir. We considah——"'

Dr.. Holmes raised his hand.

“Does any boy here know what has become of the coins
that were taken from Mr: Selby’s study ?’ he asked.
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‘“Well, no, sir. They're hidden about the school some-
where, I suppose!”’

“ The strictest scarch has been made,” said the Head.
“ They have not been discovered. Mr. Selby concludes that
they have been taken out of the school.”

I have not the slightest doubt upon that point!” snapped
Mr. Selby.

‘““ Then came the disappearance of Frayne, without any
adequate explanation, and his curious refusal to let his present
address be known,” said the Head. ‘I am afraid, my boys,
that this looks very black against Frayne, though I commend
you for your faith in the boy.”

“He couldn’t have done it, sir,” said Wally.

““We all think—we all know he was perfcctly honest, sir,”
said Tom Mecrry.

‘I would have twusted him with untold fivahs, sir.”

™ But if the police get on his track, sir, and find some things
about his early life in the slums, they’ll take it for granted
he's guilty,” said Tom Merry. *‘ That’s what we're afraid of.
And we're all sure that the coins are hidden somewhere about
the place all the time. But Joe might be sent to prison, or a
reformatory, all the same!”

“ He is undoubtedly guilty,” said Mr. Selby.

* Weally, Mr. Sclbay——""

‘¢ Silence, D’Arcy!”’

““Yaas, sir; but I considah——""

‘*“ Silence! My boys, your faith in this unfortunate Jad doea
you credit,” said the Head slowly. ** But I am afraid there
is nothing to be done but what Mr. Selby requcsts I am
very.reluctant to call in the police; but Mr. Selby cannot bo
expected to submit to such a very considerable loss while a
chance remains of recovering his property.”

‘““May I make a suggestion, sir?"’ said Talbot.

“‘ Certainly, Talbot, if you can suggest anything that would
throw light upon this subject,” said the Head, with a kindly
glance at the new junior.

‘“ We all think, siv, that Mr. Selby’s property is hidden
about the school somewhere by someone who wished to worry
him. We think that the fellow, whoever he is, is afraid to
own up, now that the matter-has gone so far. May I suggest
that Mr. Selby should allow the matter to stand over for
twenty-four hours, before the police are communicated with,
and in that time all Joe Frayne's friends will search for the
missing articles——"’

‘ But the scarch has already been thorough, Talbot.”

““Yes, sir; but there are many nooks and crannics where
such small articles might be hidden. If a hundred fellows
thoroughly ransacked tho place, they might be found—if they
are here.  We aro all willing to take any amount of trouble,
and spend every spare minute in helping."”

“ Yaas, wathah!”’

Dr. Holmes glanced at Mr. Selby.

“There is ‘something in what Talbot suggests,” he
remarked.

*“I+do not think it would bo of the slightest use, sir,” eaid
the master of the Third. *‘ I do not believe the coins are still
within the precincts of the school.”

“ But twenty-four hours would not make much difference,’’
said- the Ilead, in a somewhat decided manner. ‘I think
the boys are eontitled to a chance of proving that their faith
in Frayne is not misplaced.”

“It is as you please, sir, of course,’” said Mr. Selby, not
very graciously ; but he could see that Dr. Holmes had made
up his mind.

“Very well. My boys, you may do as Talbot. suggests,
and twenty-four hours’ delay will be granted. But if by this
time to-morrow Mr. Selby's property has not been recovered,
I must accede to Mr. Sclby’s desire to call in a detective to
search for Frayne.”

“Very well, sir,” said Tom Merry. “ Thank you, sir!”

And the deputation retired from the study.

In the passagoe outside they looked at one another rather
doubtfully. Talbot had made his suggestion * on his own,”
and the other fellows were very doubtful whether it would
mako any difference in the long run.

“Y don’t sce much use in'it,”’ said Kangaroo. * The whole
blessed place has beon ransacked for these giddy coins !”’

‘‘ We've gained time,” said Talbot quietly.

“Yes; but—"

““You see, wo all believe Joe Frayne to be innocent.
Well, then, somebody else must have taken the collection
and hidden it. He's afraid to own up now. But as soon
as it spreads through the school that Frayne is to be hunted
for by the police, on suspicion of having stolen the coins,
don’t you think the joker, whoever he is, will let the coins
be found? My idea is that he won't own up, for fear of
getting Selby down on him; but he may-trot out the coins
where they can be found by somcbody else. Unless he's an
utter rotter, he won't let Frayne suffer simply to keep
old Selby wriggling over his loss.”

‘“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that!'"
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“‘Talbot, old man, you're a giddy genius,” said Tom
Merry. *“It's jolly likely. And, anyway, we can hunt for
the coins. There has been plenty of searching, but the
fellows haven’t done. any—nobody cares for old Selby, and
nobody cares twopence whether he finds his coins or mnot.
But now it will be a search in dead earnest, and very likely
they will turn up, even if that practical joker doesn’t want
them to. Talbot’s right, you fellows.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah! Talbot’s a bwick !”

“He is a brick,” said Wally gratefully. “I'll have all the
Third out to help, or punch all their blessed heads! If the
rﬁtten things arc inside the walls of St. Jim’s we’ll find
them !”

“We'll ransack every corner,” said Blake. % But, if
they're not found after that, it will look jolly black againgt
Frayne, and no mistake.”

*‘ They must be found ! said Wally, between his teeth.

And the juniors did not lose time. It was still daylight,
and they started the search at once. In the quad, and tho
old tower, and the clock-tower, and the ruined chapel, in the
box-rooms and the lumber-rooms, the search went on
indefatigably. The news spread over the school, and a
hundred fellows joined in the hunt. Nobody had cared very
much for Mr. Selby. whose bad temper made him very
unpopular; but when it was a question of saving an innocent
lad from an imputation of theft, the fellows joined in the
search ‘with the utmost zest. Figgins & Co. searched in the
New House with great assiduity, and Tom Merry & Co. in
the School House, and parties of juniors in every corner of
the buildings and the grounds. The search was thorough;
but, so far as that evening Was concerned, it was in vain.

But the juniors were not to be beaten. When they gave
up the hunt for the night, it was with the intention of
renewing it with more energy than ever on the following

ay.

Certainly, if the collection was still within the precincts of
Bt. Jim’s, it was not likely to escape so many searching
eyes.

ey

CHAPTER 4.
Levison’s Suspicions.
EVISON of the Fourth sat in his study.
L Levison knew that the search was going on, but
ke did not join in it. His study-mates, Lumley-
Lumley and Blenkinsop and even Mellish, had joined in- the
search. Levison remained alone in the study.

Levison of tho Fourth was busy.

He sat at the table with a pen in his fingers and a sheet
of paper covered with writing before him. But he was not
working—not, at all events, at any work that was included
in the St. Jim's curriculum. If anyone else in the -House
could have seen that paper as it lay before Levison, the
contents would have caused very great astonishment.

Levison read it over with a glint in his eves. Dark
suspicﬁous were brooding in the mind of the cad of the

ourth.

It was his dislike of Talbot that was at the bottom of it.
Why he disliked Talbot, in the first place, he hardly knew
himself. Perhaps because he seemed to be open and frank
and above-board—qualities that did not commend themselves
to the cad of the Fourth in the least. And then Talbot was
very ‘‘thick’’ with Tom Merry & Co., with whom Levison
was on the worst of terms. ~ And Talbot had replied to
Levison’s first insinuations against him by giving him a
sound licking.  And he had caught Levison spying in his
study, and had thrashed him with a cricket-stump, with
such effect that Levison had ached for days afterwards.

A vague dislik® had turned to the bitterest hatred in
Levison’s breast. But he would not admit to himsclf that it
was merely hatred for Talbot that actuated him now. He
represented it to himself as a sense of duty and love of
justice. And a desire to prove that he was right, and the
other fellaws wrong, was strong in his breast. And he would
prove that he was right. thoroughly enough, if he could
prove that Talbot of the Shell was a * wrong 'un.”” But the
proof—that was what he wanted. Suspicions he had in
plenty—circumstances that favoured his theory; but proof—
actual proof—was lacking. And yet the circumstances, as
he had written them down on the paper before him, pointed
infallibly to the arectness of his dark suspicion. The paper
ran:

1. Talbot comes to St. Jim’s. Nobody knows where he
comes from. Supposed to have lived in Australia, but
avoids talking about Australia to any of the Australian
fellows here and at the Grammar School. Got the Head to
have him hese by helping the Head when attacked by foot-
pade—possibly a put-up job. .

2. Was recognised by Frayne of the Third, who called him
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““The Toff.”” Frayne came from a slum, from living among
criminals. Talbot explains that he met him when slumming
in London with his uncle, during a visit from Australia.
Frayne never said anything on the subject, and refused to
answer questions. Why?

3. Some footpads who iried to rob D’Arey called Talbot the
““Toff,” when he chipped in and stopped them. I.ooks as if
he is well known among Angel Alley sort of people.

4. Has no known relations or connections—never receives
visits and hardly ever letters.

5. Was called away one Saturday to meet a friend in Way-
land. Was seen going into the Blackbird—the lowest pub
in the place. Explained that his friend didn’t know the
place was that sort, and arranged the mecting there by
telegram. I have seen the telegram, and know thab there
was no mention of the Blackbird in it. Meeting evidently
arranged with perfect knowledge of the character of the
place. Talbot lied.

6. Epidemic of burglaries immediately after Talbot’s
coming here. Mr. Selby’s collection of coins disappears;
supposed to have been hidden by some fag for a joke on
Selby. Not turned up after several weeks. Collection worth
£500. Followed by burglary at Glyn House. Talbot sleep-
ing in the house at the time, as guest of Glyn of the Shell.
Followed by burglary at Rylcombe Grammar School. Talbot
ighﬁre at time, on a rag with Tom Merry and a crowd of
ellows.

7. Talbot has a desk with a patent lock in his study.
Secret place in it. Saw him open it and take out something
made of 'steel. Query: Was it some kind of burglar’s tool ?
It all above-board, why the patent lock? Cracksmen use
steel implements for cracking safes.

8. Frayne of the Third bolts from the school soon after the
burglary at Glyn House. Writes to D’Arcy minor that some-
thing underhand is going on, and he can’t be a party to it,
but can’t give the unknown rotter away, because of a debi of
gratitude to him. Frayne overflowing with gratitude
towards Talbot for having saved D’Arcy minor’s life.

9. Frayne suspected of having bolted with Selby’s coins,
Talbot suggests delay of twenty-four hours before calling in
the police, to give the fellow a chance of finding the stuff.
Query: Does hie know where it is, and intend to let it be
found, to save young Frayne from being arrested—to keep
the police out of the school at any price?

So ran the paper Levison had drawn up.

It was circumstantial evidence, but trifles light as air weré
enough for Levison, in weaving his net about the junior he
hated and suspected.

If the other fellows had secn that precious paper they
g‘ould have been amused or indignant, as the case might

e.

But Levison knew very well that if it had been shown to a
professional detective he would have considered it grounds
enough for keeping a watchful eye on Talbot of the Shell,
and looking into his antecedents.

That, however, Levison himself could not do, and until
he had something niore than suspicion to go upon he dared
not make his suspicion public. He knew how Tom Merry &
Co. would have handled him, if he had accused the chum
they liked and trusted of being a thief and a secret criminal.

But Levison was satisfied in his own mind. Levison wags
certain that Talbot of the Shell was a kind of schoolboy
‘““Raffles,” and all he wanted was proof.

““And T'Il get the proof!” Levison muttered, setting his
lips. “T'll show him up—Ill make him sorry for laying
that cricket-stump about me. Aud I can get the proof. It
was Talbot suggested the delay for searching for the collec-
tion, and that mecans that if he took it he means to mako
it turn up. He must do it to-night—after lights out—he
couldn’t risk it in the daytime. He will have to get out
of the dormitory to take the coins from where he’s hidden
them, and put them where they can be found. If he does
get out, that's proof positive. "And I'm going to keep an
eye on him to-night. Rotten bad luck that we'ro in different
dormitories; but I'll manage it! I'll manage i, and I'll
bring the scoundrel to book !’

The study door opened, and Lumley-Lumley came ip.
Lev}i\son caught up his paper, and thruss it hasiily inie lis
pocket.

Lumley-Lumley eyed him curiously.

‘* Hallo! Some more of your horsy calculations 7 he saig.
“ What’s the odds on Nobbled Geegce for the Swindlem
Handicap 7’

Levison scowled.

“It’s nothing of that sort,” he said. * Some little caleula-

tions F'm making. that’s all. Mind your own business I}
“You haven’t been helping in the search,” said Lumley-
Lumley.

‘No,” said Levison, yawning; “I haven’t! I fancy the
. 2 f : IR}
coins will turn up without my assistance !
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“You think they'll turn up?”

“1 fancy so.”

“I guess you're talking out of yous hat!" said Jerrold
Lumley-Lumley. “I don’t see how you can know anything
about it! Rats!”

Levison would have been glad enough te explain his
reasons, but he knew that he would receive no belief or
sympathy from Lumlecy-Lumloy. The !atter would have
laughed at his suspicions, and immediately told the other
fellows of them. And that would not have suited the plans
of the cad of the Fourth.. Levison kept his own counsel,
and walked out of the study.

He met a crowd of tired feilows coming in after a vain
search.

“No luck ?” asked Levison, as Blake & Co. came along
the passage.

“No,” grunted Blake. *Try again to-morrow.”

‘“Yaas. wathah! T feel pwettv suah that we shali find tho
wotten things to-mowwow " said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
¢TIt would be only decent of you to help, Levison.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

‘ Perhaps I have been helping,”” he said coolly. ¢ There
ars more ways than one of killing a cat, and more ways of
showing up a thief than routing round in dusty corners
looking for things that aren’t there.”

““There’s no question of theft in the ocase,”” said Blake
warmly. * The rotten things have simply been hidden some-
where, and we've got to find them.”

“T'll bet you ten to one in bobs that they're found easily
enough to-morrow,”’ said Levison.

““Rats! I don't muake rotten bets.”
his study.

“If T werc a bettin' chap, Levison, I'd take you.on.” said
D’Arcy. “ But as I wegard bettin’ as low and wotten I
wefuse to do anythin’ of the zort. I must wemark that you
are a wottah, and I wefuse to spcak to you. Go and eat
coke !I”

Levison shrugged his thin shoulders again, and walked on.
All the fellows who were friendly with Talbot were down on
Levison, since his insinuations against the new junior, on the
score of that visit to the Blackbird. But it was something
worse than *‘ pub-haunting’ that Levison suspected him of
now, and he consoled hiruself with the reflection that when his
proofs were complete the juniors would have 1o sing a very
different tune.  When those proofs were complete.  And
Levison was determined that before long they should be
completoe enough.

And Blake went into

CHAPTER 5.,
The Accusation,
HERE was sound slumber that night in the Jjunior

” dormitories. Tom Merry & Co. did not do things by

halves, and they had searched foe Mr. Selby’s missing
numismatic collection until they were tired out. Tom Merry
& Co. slept the sleep of the just, and in the junior dormitories
in the School House only two were wakeful—one fellow in
the Shell and another in the Fourth. In the Shell dormitory
it was Talbot whose eves remained sleoplessly open while
the hours passed slowly, ten and then eleven striking out
and finding him still awake. The hour of midnight boomed
dully from the clock-tower, and “Talbot was still awake.
Another half-hour he lay silent, and then he moved. It was
very dark ir. the room, with hardly a glimmer at the high
windows, and even if auy of the juniors had awakened they
would hardly have discorned Talbot as he dressed himself,
and certainly thev would not have heard him. His move-
ments were as quiet as a cat’s.

The dormitory door opened soundlessly under his cautious
hand. Ilis rubber shoes made not the slightest sound. He
stepped ont into the passage, and closed the door gently
DLehind him.

Thé passage was infensely dark.  All lights had long been
turned out in the School House. Talbot felt his way to the
stairs, and then for a moment he paused, his eyes glinting in
the dark. his head bent, hiz ears strained to listen,. His quick
car had caught a sound in the blackness that surrounded him.

For several minutes he stood listening, but the sound was
not repeated. 1Ie¢ concluded that it was a rat behind the
wainscot, and stepped cautiously on, down the stairs. At the
foot of the stairs he paused, and listened again. Then he
went to the hall window. The window, being on the ground
floor, was locked, and the key taken away. But that scemed
to:present no difficultics to the curious junior. His hand
glided over the lock, and the cazement cam: open under his
touch. Talbot lifted himself out of the window, and dropped
to the ground beneath, and closed the window after . him.

A munute later a dark shadow stood within the window,
foeling over the lock.

Levison of the Fourth ground his teath,
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- 'Lucﬂi{c;], by gum! But -he went out that way. Hang
him! Hang him! How did he get it open, then? Huas he

got a key?”

If Talbot had known that the cad of the Fourth was out
of bed and on the watch he could hardly hav: baffled him
moro effectually. The window was locked now, and Levison
could not open it without a key.

Levison’s eyes glinted.

“If that isn’t proof, what is?” he muttecad. ** They can's
have left the window unlocked.  Besides: it's locked again
now. How did Talbot get through it? Railton has the key.
He always takes it at night. Talbot must hava picked the
lock, and a schoolboy who can pick locks isn’t an ordinary
schoclboy.”

Levison stood thirking it out.

There were other ways of getting out of the house, of
course, but it would take scveral minutes, and already Talbok
bad disappeared in the darkness of the quadrangle, and tho
spy had no knowledge of the dircction he had taken.

It was impossible to get on his track again. If he had gone
to unecarth the hidden coins, or if he had gone to meet ‘the
unknown associate whom he had met once at the Blackbird
in Wayland, it was impossible for Levison to follow and watch
him. That had to be given up, as Levison realised as soon
as he discovered that the window was locked.

Was it Talbot who had gone out? He was sure of it. No
other fellow could have opened 3 locked window, nor Talbot,
unless Levison’s suspicions regarding him were correct. But
there was a chance that it was some other Shell fellow break-
ing bounds, and that he had purloined Mr. Railton's key for
the purpose by some means. It was not likely, but it was
possible.

Levison made up his mind. He ascended the stairs again
to the Shell dormitory. If Talbot was gone, his bed would be
empty.  Would not that fact, and the fact that he had
evidently picked a lock, be proof enough against him, proof
cnough to cause the' House-master to insist upon the opening
of Talbot’s mysterious desk, in which Levison was convinced
the Shell fellow had hidden his cracksman’s tools? If Talbot
should be proved to have burglar’s tools in his possession
his game was u% And Levison was certain of it. Had he
not watched Talbot in his study from behind the screen, and
seen him open the secret receptacle in the desk, and take out
a steel instrument of some kind?  And then Talbot had
explained that he kept old letters in the desk. Old letters
were not made of steel. It was all quite clear in Levison's
mind. If he could only make others think as he did! The
picked lock of the window was enough to go upon, if it was
Talbot who was absent.

The hour had come to strika.

Levison had thought out and written down his suspicions,
all the circumstances that peinted to the terrible conclusion
that Talbot of the Shell was at St. Jim's for a néfarious
purpose; that he was not the sclioolboy be pretended to ‘be,
but a member of a criminal gang. Levison had waited for
proof. What more proof could he ever obtain than that
which was now in his hands?

The hour had come!

Levison entered the Shell dormitory quietlyv.  Before he
awoke the fellows there to witness that Talbot was absent
he must make sure that Talbot was really gone. He did not
want to discover a mare’s-nest.

He knew which was Talbot’s bed, and he crept silently
towards it in the darkness. He bent over it, and peered in
the gloom, and listened for a sound of breathing. ‘There was
no sound. Encouraged by the silence, he groped over tho
bed. It was empty!

Levison’s eyes glittered with triumph.

(‘arcless now of making a noise, he strode across the room
to the electric light switch by the door, and turned i¢ on.

The ‘dormitory was suddenly flooded with brilliant light.

Two or three of the fellows had awakened at the sound of
Levison's footsteps, and they set up, blinking dazedly in the
sudden blinding light.

‘ Hallo, what's the matter?”

“ Who's that?”

“What's on?"”

““ Levison!” exclaimed Tom Merry. .

“Tevison!” ejaculated Lowther.  What 2ra you doing
here?”

Levison regarded the chums cf tho Shell with eyes that
glittered like a cat’s.

““ Wako up!”’ he said.

“We're awake,” said Tom Merry angrily.  “ What the
deuce do you mean by coming here in the middle of the night
and turning the light on? Are you dotty?” i

¢ Cthuck a boot at him!” said Kangaroo sleepily

“ Get out, Levison!”

¢ (ollar the cad and bump him !’

¢ Look at Talbot’s bed!” said Levison grimly.
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“My hat! Where's Talbot?”

All the Shell fellows wera awake now. They :at up in beg,
all staring towards Talbot’s bed, now vacant. Tom Merry
had jumped out.

““ Have you been playing any trick on Talbot, you rotter?™
he demanded.

“ No.”

*““ Then where is he(”

* Gono out!”

“ How do you know?”’

“ Because I watched him go!”’

‘* Spying again!” growled HManners,

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

‘“It’s @ chap’s duty to kecp his ey»s open when there’s a
thief and a criminal skulking in the house, preteading to be
a schoolboy like the rest of us,” ho said.

The Shell fellows stared at him. Their first impression was
that Levisen of the Fourth had takea leave of his scnses.

' Thief! Criminall” repcated Tom Merry. *‘ Who's a
thief and criminal?”

“ Talbot !’

*“You lying cad?t”’

1 don’t know whether Talbot’s his real name,” said
Levison deliberately.  I'dare say it isn’t. It's a respectable
kind of name he would naturally take for a job like this.
Among his friends in the criminal classes he scems to be
known as the Toff.”

Tom Merry had clenched his hands, but he unclenched them
again, and stared at Levison in blank astonishment.

** Aro you mad?”’ he said.

“I know what I am saying. I have suspected Talbot for
scme time, and row I've got proof against him I'm going to
show him up. You can kecp your fists to yourself, Tom
Merry. I'm going to call the House-master.”

*“ The House-master!”’

{“ Yes.ll

‘‘ What for?’

“To tell him that a thief and burglar is living at St.
Jinr’s, and to prove it to him,”

Tom Merry set his teeth.

‘“ Talbot seems to be gone out.” he said. ‘“ He's broken
hounds, but he’s got some reason for going, which I dare say
he will explain to us when he comes in, Most of us have
broken bounds at one time or another, for some recason or
other. You are not going to sncak to Railtoa about Talbot's
going out.”

‘“This isn’t a matter of sneaking. If you knew that a
fellow here was a thief and a burglar, wouldn’t you tell
Railton, and have the rascal arrested 77’

‘I suppose I should; but, as it’s impossible, we needn’t
talk about it. You want to get Talbot into trouble for going
out to-night, and you’re not going to be allowed to do it.”
Tom Merry crossed quickly between Levison and the door.
* Stand where you sre!”

“T'm going to the Housemaster I’ said Levison between his
teeth.

“You’re not !” said Tom Merry. * You’re going to keep
this dark. You wouldn’t know anything about St if you
hadn’t been spying, as usual.”

“ But I say.” exclaimed Gore, ““ what has Talbot gone out
for, anyway 3"

‘* No business of ours,” said Tom. “ He may be gone
down to the tuckshop in the village, or to set night-lines,
or for a jepe on the New House—anything. He hasn’t gone
out to do anything rotten, I know that. But even if he
had, it’s not Levison’s business to give him away to the
Housemaster. Levison’s going to hold his tongue.”

*“I tell you he is a criminal!” said Levison.

““And T tell you that you are a liar and a fool ! said Tom
Merry contemptuously.

I will tell you what he has done,” said Levison. “T was
in the passage when he came out of here. He went down-
stairs, and picked the lock of the hall window, and went out,
and locked it behind him. You know that Railton locks that
window of a night; and takes away the key. How did
Talbot unlock it if he can’t pick locks

“I wouldn’t take your word for it that he did! Railton
may have left it unloclked.™

“It’s locked now.”

' Talbot may have got hold of the key.”

“Tm willing to call Mr. Railton, and ask him whether he
etill has the key,” said Levison, with a sneer.  “ The risk is
mine.”

“And a jolly big risk. if you accuse Talbot of being a
thief,” said Monty Lowther. “ You'll be flogged for it, you
utter idiot !’

“I'm going to prove it."

““But you’re dotty!” exclaimed Manners.
thief, what has he stolen?” ) .

T tell you,” said Levison deiiberately, and with enjoy-
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“If he’s a

ment of the shock he was about to give the fellows whose
faith in Talbot was unbounded. ‘In the first place, he
stole Mr. Selby’s collection of coins——"’

‘“What !

““In the second place, he has robbed Glyn’s father.”

** My pater ! ejaculated Bernard Glyn.

“Yes. Talbot was the thief who broke open your:father's.
safe at Glyn House, and robbed him of fifteen thousand
pounds’ worth of stuff.”

*“You're mad!”

“Talbot was there!” said Levison.

“So were we there!” gasped Tom Merry, more amazed
than angry now. “You mad idiot! A whole crowd of us
were there for the cricket match. Do you think that we
robbed Glyn’s pater, too? This is getting funny !”’

“In the third {Jlace,” went on Levison, ‘‘ Talbot robbed the
Grammar School.”

¢ The—the Grammar School I”?

‘“Yes; he stole Dr. Monk’s picture, worth two thousand
quid, and some money. He was there for a jape on the
Grammarians with you fellows, and that was his chance.’’

“We were there too!” yelled Lowther. “Did we steal
anything 2

“No; but Talbot did.”

“He’s as mad as a hatter!” said Bernard Glyn. ¢ Why,
the day Talbot was at my place he. risked his life to save
young Wally from breaking his neck! And that mad idiot
pretends that he committed a burglary afterwards! He’s
ravirg!”’

“And you all know,” continued Levison, with the same
deadly coolness, *“ that Talbot has a specially strong desk im
his study with a patent lock on it. What does a schoolboy
want with a patent lock on his desk?”

. ‘* Perhaps he doesn’t want a dirty spy named Levison to
look over his letters-and things,” Monty Lowther suggested.

““And in that desk,” continued Levison, ‘“he keeps
burglar’s tools.”

“ What !”

“I’ve seen them—or one of them. He took it out when I
was watching him in his study, the day before the burglary
at the Grammar School. He was muttering something about
getting the things ready for the morrow night. And on the
morrow night the burglary at the Grammar School took
place, and Talbot was there.”

“ (o on!” said Lowther. “ This is as good as a newspaper
serial story. I didn’t know you were a humorist, Levison}
Keep it up!”

“Joe Frayne knew who and what Talbot was. He called
him by his criminal nickname when he first came to St. Jim’s.
My belief is that Frayne knew that Talbot had robbed Glyn’s
pater. That’s why he ran away.”

“Oh, my hat!”

*“Draw 1t mild I’

““And why didn’t he say so if he knew it?" asked
Kangaroo.

‘*‘ Because Talbot had saved .Wally’s life, and Frayne was
grateful to him for it. You know he said in his letter to
Wally that something underhand was going on, and he
couldn’t stay here to be a party to it, and that gratitude
pre‘\'f‘ntsfl him from giving the fellow away.”

““ And it was the day after the burglary at Glyn House that
Frayne bolted.”

* By Jove,” said Gore, “ Levison’s got it all worked out!
After all, nobody knows Talbot, or where he comes from.
Loclks as if there's something in it.”

“ He’s supposed to come from Australia,” sneered Levison.
“ But Noble has never been able to get him to talk about
Australia—have you, Noble?”’

“Don’t appeal to me!” growled Kangarco. “I believe
you're simply mad, and that Talbot is thoroughly decent.”

*“I think the case is clear!” said Levison. “I take the
credit for ridding the school of a scoundrel and a criminal.
If 'm wrong, I take the risk.”

“ 1f you're wrong, you rascal!” shouted Tom Merry, his
eyes blazing with indignation. * Of course you're wrong!
Talbot is thoroughly decent. As for all you've said, I
wouldn’t take your word against a mangy dog. We gll
know you are a liar, and we all know you hate Talbot.
Your word’s worth nothing !”’

‘“Less than nothing,” said Clifton Dane.

“It isn’t only my word,” said Levison calmly. “Y've
been waiting for proof, and now 1've got it, Talbot picked a
lock to get out to-night! That’s proof.”

*“ Rubbisk !’

“Rats 1”7

X3 ROt !!}

*“ And I believe he’s gone out to put old Selby’s collection
somewhere where it can be found to-morrow,” pursued
Levison.  “Talbot suggested that delay of twenty-four hours
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The juniors dragged the board back, and a dark space, thick with dust and cobwebs, was revealed. There was

a yell of ¢xcitement : “Found!” ‘‘Bless my soul [ exclaimed Mr. Scelby.

(See Chapter 9.)

before the police were called in. He did it in order to have
tho things found. He doesn't want the police herc at any
price—or perhaps he isn’t quite villain enough to let Frayne
be caught and sent to prison for nothing. My belief is that
the coins will be found to-morrow morning—simply because
Talbot has gone out to-night to put them where they can be
found.”

“Well, my word!” said Gore. “If we find them to-
morrow, blessed if it won't look like it!”

“Jolly like it!” said Crooke.

# Nonsense !”” said Tom Merry.
to morrow, anyway. Ain’t we turning the whole place inside
out to find them? If they turn up, Levison might as well
say that you or I put them where they could be found !

';_Of course he might!” said Manners, with a breath of
relief, for he had been staggered for a moment by Levison’s
last statement.

“And all this rigimarole of silly rot,” said Tom Merry
scorufully, ** is yvour veasor for wanting to give Talbot away
t» Railton for breaking bounds to-night.”

“Yes.”

“You're not going to do it !

““ Mind,” said Levizon, his eves glinting, “ if you stop me,
you take the responsibility for helping to shield a criminal.”

*“Bosh 17
_“And anyway, I shall go to Mr. Raliton in the morning —
you can’t stop me then.”

“ We expeet to find them

weoNESpav—  MONTY LOWTHER'S RAISTAKE!” *

“You mean that you are going to sneak sbout Talbot
anyway 7"’ demanded Tom Merry, cienching his fists,

“1 mean that I'm going to denounce a member of the
swell ‘mob who has wormed his way into a public school for
the purpose of robbing it.”

O, you're mad—mad as a hatter !’

“If there's nothing in my accusation, I shall get it in the
reck.” said Levison.  “ You all know that I'm taking risks."

“ Yes; but Talbot will be given away for breaking
bounds, and he’ll get it in the neck, too,”” said Tom Merry.

““1f he has gone out for anything innocent, it only means

- . z . ey 5 “

a cuning aund gating for a few half-hohdays,” said Levison,
I shall get quite as much as that if I don’t prove my case
wgaiust Talbot.”

“That's g0 ! said Gore. “Tt's an equal risk. You've no
right to stop him. Tom Merry."”

© No right at all,” said Crooke. ““ Xven if there's nothing
in it, it ought to be thrashed out. for Talbot's own sake
Thi~ vaen will be all over the school to-morrow.”

Townr Merry knitted his browz e lnew that Levison's
accusation, wild as it scemed, would be the talk of St. Jim’'s
in the moraing. It was bound to come to the cars of the
masters, even if Levison himself did not go to Mr. Railton.

“ You see, you can't stop me,”” said Levison. © T am going
to Cemand to have Talbot's desk opened and searched. I
shiouldn't woirder if stolen property is found there. But I
anm quite cortain that burglar's tools will be found there,
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enless Talkot is given e to got them ocut of sight, 1
euppose that would convince even you?”

‘"It would convince me if it happened,” growled Tom
Merry. ““But it won’t happen. You are cither mistaken, or
lying from beginning to end.”

‘“ A little mistake, and a big lie,” grinned Moty Lowther.

* More lies than mistakes,” grunted Manners. *‘ ‘We all
krow Levison.”

““ Now will you let me pass, Tom Merry?” said Levison,
ut:i‘xeedin’g the remarks of the Shell fellows.

1

“Then I shall go to Mr. Railton as early as I can in the
morning.”

“You won’t!” said Tom. “ We can settle this matter
among ourselves. You shall wait here till Talbot comes in,
and then repeat to him what you've said to us. Then T’ll
ask him to open his desk in the presence of half a dozen
fellows, to. prove that you are a liar!”

“ He will refuse!”

“ If he refuses, you can go to the House-master afterwards.”

Levison grinned.

“T agree to that!” he said.

“ Turn' out the light, theu,” said Kangaroo. ‘ Somebody
will spot it from the windows, and we shall have Railton
here whether we like it or not.””

Tom Merry turned off the light. .

The Shell fellows, too excited now to think of sleep, waited
for Talbot to come back. Levison sat on the empty bed, calmly
patient. He felt now that he held his enemy in the hollew
of his hand, and he could afford to be patient.

——

CHAPTER 6.
The Toff’'s Resolve !
EANWHILE, where was Talbot ?
After quitting the §chool House, the Shell fellow
had crossed the quadrangle, and climbed the school
wall, and dropped into the road.

He gave a quick glance about him, and then tramped down
tho road in the direction of Rylcombe.

His handsome face was dark with troubled thought, as he
strode on through the night.

The black expression that had weighed on Talbot during the
past few days seemed to have reached its climax now. There
was trouble, anxiety, misery in the handsome face of the
schoolboy as he tramped on. .

He stopped at the stile in the lane, and gave a low whistle.
A dark figure came out of the trees at the other side of
the stile.

“That you, Toff ?”’

“Tm here,” said Talbot.

“ Wot did you want to fix this ’ere for?”’ demanded the
blue-chinned, roughly-clad man who had emerged from the.
trees discontentedly. ‘ Wot’s the good of it, whep there ain’t
a job on? Why couldn’t you come to the Blackbird agin ?”’

1 couldn’t, Hookey. I was seen going in there last time,
and a fellow who has his knife into me spread it about the
school.”

‘““ By gum! They don’t kgow that you came to see me?”’
muttered Mr. Hookey Walker, in alarm. .

“ No; they think I was puio-haunting, as they call it, some
of them,” said Talbot bitterly. ‘I explained it away; but
I can’t risk it again, This is the only safe way.”

“ Well, orl right,” said Mr. Hookey Walker. “ Don’t mind
me. Wot's the news, Toff? What’s the night for cracking the
erib at the school 7’

Talbot was silent. A curious shiver ran through him, and he
winced. Hookey Walker was watching his face closely in the
dimness.

“It’s a good crib at the school,” went on Mr. Walker in
a low voice. ‘‘ Pal of mine who tried it once saw the stuff
before he was lagged. It’s worth thousands, Toff. And you've
got the-lay of the place by this time. It will be as easy as
easy. You let us in, and open the safe, ard it’s done in a few
minutes.”’

“1I can’t, Hookey.”

“ Can’t!”

F{ No !Y)

“ And why not ?” said Mr. Walker, a very ugly look coming
over his stubbly face. ‘It ain’t as scme of the coves have
been saying, is it, Toff 7

“ What have they been saying 7"’ aid Talbot wearily.

‘“ As ’ow, now you're a gentleman at a public school, you
want to give the gang tge go-by,” said Hookey Walker
significantly, ‘‘ as ’ow you ’ave forgotten that you're the Toff,
and the son of old Captain Crow, who used to be our captain,
and thinks yourself a feller there like the rest. That wouldn't
do, Toff. You know why you was fixed up to go to St. Jim’s.
I don’t say as you haven't played up well. Only the coves
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are beginning to ask whken t
We ain’t seed anything of the

Talbot did not speak.

““ There was that coin collection, to begin with,” went on
Hookey Walker. * That’s werth ’undreds of quids, as you've
told us, Toff. Then the job at Glyn House, and then agin at
the Gramumer School. We took you for cur captain, Toff,
after your father 'opped the twig, ’cause you was as skilful
a cracksman as any man twice your age, and you was useful.
We left it all in your ’ands. = We trusted you, and ’elped
you. But what are you keeping the swag back for? When is
1t to be handed out? That’s wot the fellers want to know,
andq’t’hat’s wot I want to know too! Wh¥ ain’t it ’anded
out ?

“T suppose I'd better speak out,” said Talbot.

“You ’ad !”” said Hookey Walker grimly.

Talbot drew a deep breath,.

“T’'m sorry, Hookey. When I tock my father’s place with
the gang, I meant to stick to you. I'd never thought of any-
thing else. T intended to get into St, Jim’s, simply to have a
better position for serving the gang.”

‘““ And it was a good idea,” said Mr. Walker; “ and I will
sa.)lf as ’ow you look as if you was born for the part, Toff.”

'albot gave a short laugh.

“ Well, that was a mistake !”” he said.

‘" As ’O\V?”

“I can’t go through with it. I don’t suppose yow’ll unders
stand—but there’s been a change. I’d never known what
honesty was until—until I went to St. Jim’s. I was the son
of a eracksman, and brought up to follow in his footsteps. I
had a gift for that kind of thing, and my father gave me a
good education, so that I could keep up appearances om
onet sidc:, while I was a thief and an outcast on the other,

ut—

“ But——" said Mr. Walker, his look growing uglier and
ugher. “T suspected somethin’ of this sort, Toff, from your
puttin’ off sharin’ out the swag, and puttin’ off cracking the
crib at the school. But go on. Let’s ’ave it all.”

“You won’t understand. I went there as an enemy, and
they made a friend of me. I’ve made friends—fellows I like
—fellows who like me—honest and open as the day—and they
trust me! I don’t know why it should have made a change
in my feelings. I struggled against it at first. I thought it
was simply cowardice and weakening; but—but—but I can’t
stand it any longer, Hookey.”

“ You can’t stand wot 7"’

‘“ Being what I am, and not what they think I am.
thought it all out, Hookey. I can’t be such an infernal
villain. At Glyn House I was a guest, and I robbed the man
whose bread I ate. At the Grammar School the fellows
there treated me decently, and I robbed the place. 1 felt
like a crawling worm afterwards &

“ It’s business, for the likes of us!” said Hookey sullenly.

“Y know! I looked at it the same as you do—uyntil I was
at St. Jim’s. But—but since then, Hookey, I'd be cut in
lihttlrfs'l?ieces before I'd let Tom Merry know that I am a
thief I’

‘“ He needn't know, whoever he is.”

‘“ Whether he knows or not makes no difference. I can’t be
a thief, and look him in the face !”

Hookey Walker uttered an oath.

“1 thought you was weakening, but, blow me, if T thought
it was as bad as this!”” he said. “’Ave you forgot who you
are—the son of Captain Crow, wot was killed in a fight with
the police? ’Ave you forgot that you'll starve unless you
steal 77

“1 can work !’

“ Work ! repeated Mr. Walker dazedly. ‘¢ Work—when
you're the cleverest cracksman in the three kingdoms, kid as
you are! Work!"”

“Yes; work !”

‘“And wot can you carn workin'?” snorted Mr. Walker.
“ Fifteen bob a week—and you can make fiftcen thousand
quid at a time cracking safes.”

*“ Beiter dry bread and honesty together than to be a
thief rolling in money.”

‘ There’s lot of millionaires as don’t think so,” said Hookey
Walker. “’Ow do they get their money? Is crackwg
eribs any worse than swindling on the Stock Exchange, I'd
like to know 7"

““ Perhaps not; but I'm done with it.”

* Done with it 7"

“ For good !’ said Talbot.

A savage look came over Mr. Walker’s face.

“You mean to say as you're done with the gang? he
muttered.

“Yes; unless—'

“ Unless, wot 777

* Hookey, old man, we¢'ve been pals together in this rotten
line——let’s try it together in another line.”

“Wot! Workin’y” sneered Mr. Walker.

he sharing-cut is taking placo.
loct so far.””
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“Don't talk that pifle to me,’ said Hookey Walker, his
voice quivering with rage. ‘ No poor-but-honest business on
my plate, thanks all the same. I ain’t lookin’ for a job
as extra ’and in a factory at my time of life. You must
be mad, Toff, Wot’s come over you?”

“I hardly know. But I know I can’t be a thief any
longer. I never understood before—I suppose I was a rascal
~I was brought up to be one. But I can’'t go on. If the
fellows like to follow my example, we'll stick together yet;
but otherwise, I'm done with the gang for good.”

“You can bet on it they won’t follow no Sunday-school
example like that!” sneered Mr. Walker. ‘“ And wot about
the swag? Where’s that ?”

¢“.Safely hidden.”

“ You don’t mean,” said Hookey Walker, speaking with
difficulty—“ you don’t mean as ’ow you're thinking of
keeping it and cheating us, Toff

‘I mean that it’s going to be given back to the owners.”

¢ What !”

' There’s no help for it, Hookey. I must do it!”

“ You—you—you villain !’ gasped Mr. Watker. * Why, it’s
B fortune. And another fortune to be made by cracking the
orib at St. Jim’s.”

“ That shall never be done !"

“You mean as you won’t 'ave a "gnd in it?”

*“ Never; and I shall prevent it if it is tried without my
knowledge.”

“ Toff, 'ave you gone mad?”

“No; I've come to my senses, I think,” said Talbot
wearily. “ Listen to me, Hookey. I told you of that kid
Frayne—he bolted from the school, because he knew what
I was doing, and he couldn’t give me away. Well, they
suspect him now of baving bolted with those coins; they’re
gomng to put the detectives on him, unless the things are
found. ¥'m going to see that they are found.”

‘“Wot does he matter to us?”’

“Well, if he were arrested, he would give me away, in
the first place. I must see that he is safe, for my own safety
—i#f for no other reason.”

“P'r'aps that’s so!”” admitted Mr. Walker, after some
thought. “ But we could find the kid, and put him where he
couldn’t talk, easy enough.”

““ Never!”

“Then you're thinking of going on at the school, arter
you've chucked up the gang?’ said Mr. Walker.

“ Why not? I can feel decent there- if I'm not a thief.
My fees have been paid for this term, and I can stay to the
end. Then I may get a scholarship, and stay on. I've been
looking that out already, and I can do it. Why shouldn’t
I have a chance of leading a decent life?”’ said Talbot
bitterly. “I've never had a chance yet. Besides, there’s
a day boy at St. Jim's who works in his.spare time, and
earns his own living, and studics at the school all the same—
I could do that.”

Hookey Walker ground his teeth.

“You want to set up as a gentleman, and leave the gang
in the lurch?”

‘“ Setting up as a gentleman doesn’t make any difference
tﬁ me. I want to bo honest and decent. Any fellow can be
that.”

‘““And you think that we'll leave you there in peace, arter
yow've given us the chuck?” snarled Hookey Walker, ¢ when
we've 'elped you to git there. No blooming fear! You go
back on the gang, and the gang will go back on you.”

Talbot eyed him calmly.

“You mean that vou will betray me at the school?”

“TIf you give us the go-by, ves.”

“ Look out if you do! I kuow cnough of vou and Nobby
and the Rabbit to send vou all to penal servitude, if I
choose to speak !’ said Talbot coolly.  “ Make any trouble
for me at the school, Hooker, and vo't make me¢ an enemy
instead of a friend. Give me away to the Head, and T give
you away at Scotland Yard. You'll zet the worst of it.”

* You—you'd turn on vour old pala?”’

“If they turn on me. certainly.”

“My word! we'd serag von—wa'ii—

¢“Don't threaten, Hooker., You know I’'m not afraid of
you. And if one of the ganz should put a bnllet through ma,
I don't know that I wonuldr't ba gratefulto him. I'd rather
bisve that than what I've been having Jately.”

Mr. Walker changed his tone. Well he knew that the
strange lad before him was utterly insensible to fear. And
he knew, too, that he and his associates were far more in
the Toff’s power than Talbot was in theirs. There were a
good many gentlemen at Scotland Yard who would have becn

d to lay their hands upon Hookey Walker and his gang,
with information that would lead to their conviction far
offences innumerable.

(1)
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but anyway you won’t swindle your old pals. ’And out the
swag, and we'll call it square.”

Talbot shook his head.

“I can't! I can’t stay at St. Jim’s with my hands soiled
with theft. You've .doae very well out of me, Hookey—
you and the others. Before I came to the school—"

“You was a good pal in them days.”

“Yes—and you did very well out of me. There were a
good many jobs you couldn’t have brought off without my
help, and you know it.”

“I don't deny it,” said Mr. Walker. ‘““You was a fortune
to us.”’

““ Then eall it squage now."”

There was a long silenco. Mr. Walker eyed the junior
with a wolfish gleam in his eyes. But he was powerless
against the schoolboy cracksman, and e knew it. If Talbot
choso to ‘““ chuck ” the gang, there was nothing to stop him.
Mr. Walker realised it, and he tried to conceal the rage that
was surging in his breast.

“We'll talk about this 'ere agin, Toff,”’ he said, at last.
“ You've surprised me—though I won't say as ’ow I wasn’t
fearing something of the sort. But you'll come round—
you will eome round all right. This can’t last.”

“It will last!* said Talbot. I mean it. My tools are
at the bottom of the river already.”

“We'll see,” said Hookey Walker. “TIl git back to
London, und tell the fellers—and we'll talk it over agin.
Let me seo you agin—say a week from now.”

Talbot gave him a searching look.

“No tricks, Hookey?”

“My ’and on it,” said Mr. Walker, and hoe held out &
stubby hand.

Talbot shook hands with him, and they parted. Hookey
Walker gazed after him with burning eyes as he strode away
towards the school.

‘“ So that’s the end of it !’ he muttered savagely. ¢ Is it?!
Not if I know it! That there crib is teo good not to be
cracked, and if the Toff won’t ’elp, it can be done without
his ’elp. But what a facer this ’ere will be for Rabbii and
Hobby—what a blooming facer!”’

And Mr. Walker tramped discontentedly away along the
dark footpath. Talbot strode towards the school, fecling his

‘heart lighter than it had been for many days. He had mads

that break with his old associates at last; it was- done—
for good! His path lay clear before him now. He had come
to St. Jim’s under false pretences; but at all events his hand:
were clean now; his honesty dated from the day he had
entered the school, when tho proceeds of the robberies wers
once handed back—and he could look Tom Merry & Co. in
the face without fear. ¥t was done—and he scemed to ba
walking on air as he strode towards St. Jim’s. He would
tind Frayne as soon as he could, and explain to him, and the
fag would return—henceforth he would fear no man, strong
in honesty and the determination to keep to the straight
path. Frayne had outlived the influence of his early days—
why should not the Toff, with so many more advantages, do
the same? And the hateful shadow of what he had once been
should no longer darken his days.

——

CHAPTER 17.
Face to Face!

S ERE he comes!”

ﬁ The door of the Shell dormitory opened softly

and quietly.

““He’s come back!”

“Js that you, Talbot?” .

The dark figure that had glided silently into the dormitory
halted, with a quick catching of the bLreath.

It was Talbot.

¥or a moment he stood quite still, as the whispers from
tho various beds reached him, struck by the sudden discovery
that his absence was known to his Form fellows.

In that moment Levison struck a match.

The glimmer showed on Talbot's face, suddenly pale,

“It's Talbot!” said Manners. .

Talbot made a quiet effort, and pulled himself together.
The sight of his enemy, Levison of the Fourth, prepared
him for trouble: . .

* What's the matter?’ he asked quietly. ‘ How does it
happen that all vou fellows are awake?”

“%m‘ison woko us.”

‘ What is Levison dding here?”

Levison smiled, a cat-like smile.

“ That's what youwre going to find out,”” he said. * Shut
the door, unless you want the masters here—not that I
mind. Tom Merry is very particular not to have the House-
master on the scene.’

Talbot closed the door.
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““Thank you,” he said, locking at F'om Merry, who was
out of bed now. ‘‘Of course, I don’s wars Mr. Reilica to
know that I have broken bounds.”

‘“Of course not,” agreed Tom, ‘‘we're keeping that cad
quict for that reason. He has been telling us & cack-and-
bull yarn about you, and nobody here believed a word of it.”

“TPm not so sure of that,” said Crooke. * It’s up to
Talbot to prove that it isn’t true.”

““This is rather a queer time for Levison to choose to make
eccusations,” said Talbot. *‘ We should all get into a row if
we were found up at this hour.”

Several of the juniors had lighted candle-ends, which shed
a glimmer through the lofty room. It was not safe to turn
on the clectric light.

Talbot was quite cool and collected now; quite master of
himself, and ready to mecet his danger. For he knew that
thero was danger. He remembered the sound he had heard
in the passage as he went out, and knew that the cad of tho
Fourth must have watched him leave the dormitory and
quit the School House by-the hall window. He groaned
inwardly.. That night he had broken with his old associates
—to lead a straighter and better life. And at tho very timo
when he was trying to throw criminal associations behind
him he was called upon to mect Levison's accusations—to
lie, and lic again, to these fcllows who trusted him, and
believed his word.  Yet there was no other way out—no
cther way, unless he admitted the truth about himself, and
saw horror and scorn and disgust grow in every face that was
now looking at him with faith and cheecy confidence. And
that was an ordeal which it was no wonder the unhappy boy
shrank from.

** Spcak up, Levison !’

‘:’ch, if you’re not afraid to tell Talbot what you’ve told
us

“ Pile in, you spyl”

“ Tell your rotten yarn!”

There was certainly no encouragement for Levison from the
Shell fellows. But the cad of the Fourth was quite cool and
determined.

“I'm ready to speak up!’ he said. “I accuse Talbot of
being the thicf who stole Mr. Selby’s coins, who robbed Glyn
House and tho Grammar School !”’

It sounded preposterous to tho Shell fellows. They all
looked at Talbot to see how he took it. But the son of
Captain Crow had been in too many tight places in his
chequered youthful career to be taken aback now; and he
had had time to collect his faculties. What Levison had been
about to say he did not know; and undoubtedly he did not
expect this. But not by ‘the flicker of an eyelid did he
betra[y how the blow told. .

Only surprise, with a trace of amusement, was visible in
the handsome face. .

‘ Excuse me,” he eaid, *‘ would you mind saying that again,
Levison? ‘T don’t think I can have heard you quite cor-
rectly. - You accuse me of—what?”

** Being a thief, a burglar, and a criminal,”’ said Levison.

‘‘ Anything else?”’

““1 think that’s enough.”

“Well, it’s certainly a big order,” agreed Talbot. * Any
reasons to give, or dis you simply dream it?’
There was a lauglr from the Shell fellows. TIf they had

had any doubts of Talbot, the doubts were dissipated now.
Surely a criminal suddenly accused of his crimes could not
thus have lightly laughed it off !

“T’ll prove it,” said Levison.
the window when you went out.
able to pick locks?”

“““What lock ?°

““ The hall window.”

“You were there, I suppose?’’

“I wasn’t a dozen fcet behind you.”

‘“Spying, as usual?”

“Call it what you like. 1 was watching you because T
suspected you. ow did you pick that lock, unless you’re
practised at’that kind of thing?”

‘*‘ Perhaps you went to sleep watching, and had a dream?”
suggested Talbot, with a smile. *I certainly did not pick
any locks.”

“Did you have the key?’

‘“ What key??

““ Mr. Railton’s key to the hall window.”

“No: I have no key.”

“ Then how did you undo the lock unless you picked it?”’

Talbot looked round at the eager Shell fellows. All eyes
were upon bim. The juniors belicved in him—believed that
he would rebut this amazing accusation. But they werc very
keen to hear bim do it.

‘“Hold on a minute,” said Talbot. ““I have broken bounds
lo-night. I can cxplain that to the satisfaction of my frieuds,
snd T intend to do so. T'am not bound to be questioned by a
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' You picked the lock of
How did you come to be

boy younger than myself, Lelonging Yo another Form, ead
who 1s my enemy, and has been my caemy ever sinco I cama
to the school. Y don’t recognise Levison’s right to come hero
ab this hour and ask me questions.’

““I’'m quite willing toask them in the presence of the House-
master, 1f you prefer that,” said Levison. “T'm keeping
Railton out of it for the prescnt, because Tom Merry insisted
on it. You'd have o answer Railton.”

“You’d oblige us by answering, Talbot,” said Tom Merzy
earnestly.  “Tknow how you feel. The accusation is simply
an insult, and you don’t want to take any notice of that worm
at all.  But it’s been made, you see, and the fellows will all
be talking about it to-morrow. We don’t believe a word of
it, but scme fellows might. We want you to prove right here
and now' that Levison is lying. We know you can do it—
and we want you to, so that even that evil brute can’t go on
with the yarn!”

Talbot nodded.

“If you ask me, Tom Merry, I'll answer,” he said. “If
you want me to answer Levison, I’ll do it. Does all this
depend only on Levison, then?”’

*“Yes, rather.”

“ You don’t think anybody here would be watching you?”
exclaimed Tom indignantly.  *“Nobody here even knew you
were gone out till that cad came in and woke us!”

““You ought to know him better than to take his word!”

“ We do—we does!” grinned Monty Lowther.

“We wouldn’t dream of taking his word against yours, of
course,” said Tom Merry at once. “‘But, you sce, he wants
to go to the Housemaster 2bout it. We don’t want a regular
inquiry into the business by Railton. It would end in
proving Levison to be a lar, of course; but it would make
too much talk—and it would let Railton know that you’ve
broken bounds to-night. Levison wants that, of course. So
answer up, cld chap, and don’t give him an excuse for sneak-
ing to the Housemaster I’

“Very well; T sce now how it stands. You can ask me
anything you like, Levison—it being understood that I'm
answering to satisfy these fellows. and that I look on you as a
liar and a sneak and a slanderer !’

Levison bit his lip hard, while the Shell fellows_chuckled.

““ Pile in, counsel for the prosecution,” said Kangaroo.

“Ive asked Talbot how he picked the lock of the hall
window, 1f he isn’t a lock-picker by profession,”” said Levison.
;i"l'h’:}t’s only one point ; but that’s the onc he’s got to answer

rst.

“Very well,” said Talbot.  “ Prove that T went out by the
hall window, and I'll show you how I did it.”

“What!” )

“To satisfy the other fellows—not you—I’ll explain that I
got out of the house by climbing down from the box-room
window,” said Tulbot, with icy coolness.

Levison gasped. It was curious that, false as he was
hinllself to the very core, he somehow never expected Talbot
to lie.

‘“ You—you—yoau liar!
tered.

“Don’t call names,” said Talbot, with a dangerous gleam
in his eycs, and coming nearer the Fourth-Formers. © I'm
answering these questions.to please the fellows; but I don't
allow anybody to call me names!”

“1 tell vou T watched him get out of the hall window !
almost shricked Levison.

“Liar!”

‘“ Spoofee !

“Rotter !

‘“‘Rats!”

It was a_chorns from nearly all the fellows there. Levison
was suffering the fute of the boy in the fable, who eried
‘“Wolf !’ so often when there was no wolf that he was not
believed when the wolf really came.

Levison was known to have a thoroagh disregard for the
truth when it suited his purposes to lie.  His evil reputa-
tion stood him in il stead now. He had lied so often that
he could not be believed when he was telling the trath.

He gazed ronnd almost wildly on the faces of the Shell
fellows. Unbelief and contempt was plainly written on nearly
all of them.

“T tell you I saw him—I watched him—I——"? TLevison
was almost stuttering with rage. *“I followed him when he
came down from this dorn:, and he—"’

“TLiar!”

“Rats!”

“ Chuck it *

“]E;s the truth!” screamed TLevison.

1 was watching you!’ he stut-

’

“The

“Wlhen dill vou start dealing in truth? inquired Monty

trath!

Lowther., My dear chap, it’s not in vour line at all ¥
“You muy as weil ch it. Levison” said Towm Mnpry
roughly. * Nebody would dream of taking your werd agpiust

Talbot’s?”
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9 tell you he picked the lock of the window !”

“And 1 tell you you lie!”” sajd Tom Merry savagely.
* And if you repecat the lie, we'll jolly well give you a dormi-
tory ragging!”’

‘Hear, hear!”

Levison made a rush towards the door. Tom Merry sprang
into his path, caught him by the shoulder, and swung him
back, with blazing eyes.

““ Where are you going?”’ he demanded.

“Hang you! I'm going to Mr. Railton!
out! I'll call him——"

“You won't!”

‘““Hold the cad!”

“Put a pillow over his head if he squeaks!”

‘“Jam a cake of soap into his mouth!”

Levison, in desperation, had opened his mouth to_yell, with
the intention of waking the house. Kangaroo jammed a
chunk of soap into it promptly, and the spy of the Fourth
spluttered wildly, half-choked.

“If you try to yell out,” said Tom Merry, ““we'll gag you.

']l have this

We've had enough of your rot, Levison—more than
enough!”
¢ Groogh—grooh !’
N—
CHAPTER 8.
Proof!

ALBOT looked on coolly. Levison was surrounded by
the Shell fellows now, nine or ten of whom were out
of bed and round him. Talbot’s explanation had been

received without the slightest doubt of his word, and in conse-
quence Levison's case had fallen to the ground, so far as the
Shell fellows were concerned.

Levison spat out the soap furiously.

“Mind, don’t yell!” said Tom. “We mean business.
You're not going to give Talbot away!”

“T don’t know that I should mind much,’” said Talbot
lightly.  “ Mr. Railton would not be very angry if he knew
that T could cxplain about my reason for breaking bounds!”

1 know where: vou've been,” said Levison, between his
grinding teeth. “I've told these fellows already. You've
been out to put the coin collection where it can be found, so as
to clear young Frayne!”

¢ Rather a peeuliar proceeding for a burglar, that!" smiled
Talbot. *‘ Burglars don’t generally steal things to give them
back again!”

“Oh, I know your game! You don’t want the police called
in here at any price.  They might recognise you as the Toft,
as young Frayne called you!”

Talbot laughed.

“When you get a little calmer. you may go on with your
questions, if you've got any more to ask,”” hae said. ¢ Wa
may as well have it all out!”

“ What do you keep in that desk in your study?”

‘“ Papers and things.”

“You have a secret place in 1t
. There was a hush of interest now among the
]unig’rs :’Put Talbot's answer came clear and prompt :

0°s8,

“You admit that?”

“Certainly.  Those old desks often have secret places in
them. I bought the thing sccond-hand; I didn’t make it
Thore 1s a secrct place init.”

‘“ And what do you keep there?”

“Some old books are there, I think,”" said Talbot, with mild

excited

exelaimed Levison,

surprise. I don’t remember putting anything in particular
into the secret place. I may have used it for some books or
papers.”’

* You don't keep burglar tools there?"”

“ Burglar tools!" ejaculated Talbot.

“Yog "

“* T will hand you a five-pound note for every bhurglar tool
thaf{ could be found in my desk,” said Talbot. i

‘“Are you willing to let us look?"”

¢ Certainly !

“What ! Levison was fairly stagzered now. Yf Talbot
allowed his desk to be searched, there certainly could not be
burglar tools there. But Levison was convineed that he had
scen at least one—a steel instrument, at all events. Was Le
mistaken after all?  Was his accusation an egregious blunder®
But Talbot had lied. * If he was iunocent, why did he lie?
That reflection encouraged the winateur detective.

“ Anvbody can Jook into my desk who likes,” said Talbot
calinly. T keep it locked up, because T have some private
Jetters I don’t want read by spying cads like you, Levison,
But in my presence T would allow the desk to be examined, if
it was necessary. But T don’t consider it necessary.”

“ Ah, vou refuse, then?” Levison's eyes gleamed.

¢ 1 refuse you. I will let Tom Merry and any of niy friends
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examine the desk if they choose to take the trouble to-niorrow
morning."”’

* And you'll sneak down before morning and get the things
hidden in another place!” sneered Lesyison. " Not good
enough!”’ '

Tom Merry’s brow clouded a bit.

¢ Talbot, old man, would vou let some of the fellows see
into your desk to-night—at once?”

*“It’s the only way of shutting up that cad, and keeping
the Housemaster out of it!"” said Monty Lowther.

Talbot looked thoughtful.

I don’t know whether I shouldn’t prefer the matter to go
before the Housemaster,” he said. *' Levison has mnade a
pretty serjous accusation against me. I really think Mr.
Railton ought to be told of it. Levison ought to be flogged
by the Head unless he can prove his words. And he would
be flogged.”

T run that risk.”” said Levison. ‘ I've done it with my
eves open, to show up a criminal who had sncaked into the
school to rob the place. You don’t dare to allow the fellows
to see into your desk now. But I warn you it will be done,
for when I leave this dormitory I go straight to Mr. Railton.”

““Let him go!"" said Talbot.

¢ But—but then Railton will know that you broke bounds!"
faltered Tom Merry.

“I'll chance that!™

“ You mean you can explain that to him all right?"”

¢ Basily.”

“ Why did you go®"’ demanded Manners.

T intended to tell you in the morning,” said Talbot calmly.
“ A new place occurred to me where the collection of coins
might be hidden, and I was thinking about it in bed. You
remember when we were searching the ruined tower some
of you fellows remarked that some of the stones in the floor
were loose.”" 4

1 did,” said Lowther.

“ Yes. I was lying awake to-night, and it occurred to me
all of a sudden that perhaps the chap who hid Mr. Selby's
coins might have taken up one of the big stones and hidden
them underneath. I had the idea of looking there, and
giving yvou fellows a surprise in the morning if I found them.
That’s all.”

“PDidn't T tell vou?" shouted Levison. ““ Ile went out to
find the coins, as I said—to put them where they could be
found.”

* Did vou find thens;, Talbot™""

¢ He will say e did,”" snecered Levison.
know where to look.

Talbot smiled.

“I'in sorry to knock your beautiful theories on the head,
Tevison,” he said. ¢ But, as it happens, I didn't find them.
T pulled up a good many of the stones and looked under
them, but I found nothing.”

Tom Merry laughed.

< Well, if vou'd found thein, we should havo believed you,
not Levison, of course. I don't think Railton would quite
approve of your getting out at night to search for Sclby’s
property, though. Betrer not.tell him."”

I leave it to Levison,” said Talbot, with a shrug of the
<houlders. " He can go to Railton or not as he pleases.
Let him pass!”

< Al serene ! Ton: Merry steppoed aside from the door.
© There's the door, Levison!”

But now it was Levison who hesitated.  Talbot’s willing-
ness to let the matter go before the Housemaster proved to
all the fellows that he was mnocent. It did not prove that
to Lieyvison; but it proved to hint that Talbot had an im-
pregnable defence—that, innocent or guilty, he had covered
up his tracks thoroughly, and could not be convicted. And if
Levison once carried the matter to the Houscmaster and
fuiled to prove his aceusation, he would find himself in a
very serious position indeed. Only the clearest proof could
have justified so terrible an accusation against a schoolfellow.

= Well, why don’t you go®"’ asked Talbot.

T.evison paused, biting his lips.

* You say vou're willing to open that desk in the presence
of the fellows?" he asked. :

© Quite!”

¢ Do it, then, and we'll leave the Housemaster out of the
matter for the present.”

“ (Jimbing down—ch®"" said Talbot, with a laugh. * You
were very keen to go to Mr. Railton a short time ago. But
1 don't want to make trouble. Ouly can we get down to the
study without risk of being spotted?”’

“No need for a crowd to go,”” said Tom Merry. “Two
or three fellows will be enough.  Mind, Talbot, we all beheve
vou; this is only to shut up Levison, and prove to everybody
that he has been Jying from beginning to end.”

A shade crossed Talbot's face.

“ 1 understand ! Le said.

“ He joliv well
Those who hide can find.”
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“If burglars] tools are not found in the desk, and we aH
know they won’t be, we shall know what to think of Levison,”
said Lowther.

**Yes, rather.”

‘“ Who's coming?"” said Talbot quietly.

Al the feilows could not go without risk of discovery. The
Terrible Three and Kangaroo and Gore and Crooke were
settled on. - Gore and Crooke were not on the best of terms
with Talbet, but Tom Merry considered it best to have his
cnemies as well as his friends there. The felows could not
deny the evidence of their own eyes.

The candles were put out, and the dittle party of juniors
cautiously descended the stairs to the Shell passage. IHalf-
past one had struck; the House was decp in silence and
slumber.

They crept down to Talbot’s study in the Shell passage.
They crept in, and Tom Merry closed the door. There was
a glimmer of starlight in the room. Talbot drew down the
blind before he struck a match. Then he lighted the gas.

Levison looked at the handsome face of the junior lLe sus-
rected. It was calm and cool. What did this mean? Levison
was as sure that burglars’ tools were hidden in the desk as
of anything. on this earth. If Talbot had had warning, he
could have removed them, of course; but he had had né
warning. This accusation had been sprung suddenly upon
bim, and since then he had been in sight of all the fellows.
He had not even tried to make an excuse to visit the study
alone. What did it mean? Did it mean simply that he was
depending upon the secret receptacle in the desk remainihg
undiscovered—that he was ‘¢ Exﬁing,” and that there was
some recess so well hidden in the desk that he was confident
it would never be found? He had offered to show one secret
place—was it possible. that there was a second, so well con-
cealed that it defied discovery? i .

That was the only possible conclusion Levison could
come to; and he bitterly resolved that, for all Talboi’s con-
fidence, the secret should not escape him.

Talbot unlocked his desk, and opened it.

‘‘ Look in !’ he said. * Find the secret place if you can.”

The juniors examined it in turn. Levison scanned the
interior with wolfish eyes. He could discover nothing.
‘Palbot smiled, and pressed a
hidden spring, and the botteam
of the desk opened up, reveal-
ing a dark cavity beneath. It
‘was a large space, and there
were several old papers and
b]oeks lying in it—nothing
else.

‘ That's the secret place,”
said Talbot,

“Jolly well made!” said
Tom Merry. “ T should never
have found it. Well, Levi-
son, lock in and find the giddy
burglarious implements.’”

“ They’re not there,” said
Levison sullenly.
they never were

" They were there the day I
watched Talbot in this study.
He took out something made
of steel, muttering something
about wanting it the next
night—the night of the burg-
lary at the Grammar School I’

‘“You ought to be a re-
arter, Levison,” said Monty

ther admiringly. * Your
imagination would make your
fortune !””

* It's the truth!”

“ Cheese it!” caid Tom

‘“ Are you satisfied

Merry.
now 1"
“I'm not satisfied.” said )
Levison, furious with rage
and disappointment. “I be-
lieve there’s another secrct
lace in the desk that Talbot
asn’t told us about.”
“ Hardly room for one, I
should say,” said Manners.
“T’Il make Levison an
offer,” said Talbot, laughing.
I gave three pounds for that
desk. f Levison will hand
me _three quid, he can have it,
and break it up looking for
secret places. He's welcome.”
Tes Gem Lierary.—No. 337.
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“ That's a_good sporting offcr 1’ chuckled Gore. “ It’s up
you, Lexison !’

1 have got no money to waste,” said Levison sullenly.,
Tulbot closed the desk. . .

“ Have 1 satisfied you fellows?” he asked.

$ We dide’t need satisfying,” said Tom Merry quickly.
“We knew Levison was lying. This was only to clear you
from any possible suspicion from anybody. Levison must
own up now- that he is satisfied.”

"“I'm not. The things may not be liere. Talbot may have
got nervous, and got rid of them. But he lied when he said
he didn’t pick a lock to-night, and if he’s Tunocent he wouldn’t
lie!” said Levison sullenly. ** All Je's said to-night only
makes me feel more ard more certain that 1 am right 1’

There were angry -exclamations from the Shell fellows.
Talbot raised his hand.

© Your can keep your own opinion, Levison,” he said.
“ But if you say one more word against me. I skall go directly
to Mr. Railton, and demand to have it all out before tho
Head. That's all I've got-to say!”

And Talbot left the study. The juniars followed him out,
Levison biting his lips with rage and chagrin. Tom Merry
& Co. returned to bed, and Levison made his way back to
the Fourth-Form dormitory, but not to sleep. He lay sleep-
less almost till morning, turning restlessly in his bed, a prey
to bitter thoughts.

1te had been beaten -all alang the line.

His accusation had fallen to the ground, and his only
reward was that he was regarded 2s a rockless and une
scrupulous slanderer.

And he knew that he was right.

For it was not a case of suspicion now--it was a certainty,
Levison realised that. Talbot had picked the window.loock
—he knew it. Talbot had denied having had any steel
instrument hidden in his desk, and Levison had seen it.

The fellows would not believe him. He had only himself
to blame for that. For the first time, Levison understood

that it does not pay in the long run to lic, whatever tempo-

rary purpose it may serve, ]
He was telling the truth now, and nobody would take his

word. :

He was making a true accusation, and it was re-
garded as a callous slander.

1f Talbot had been innocent,
he would not have lied.
There would have been no
need to lie it he had been
innocent.

He was guilty!

But the very words by
which he had proved to Levi-
son that he was guilty had
convinced everybody else that
he was innocent.

Levison was certain now,

but he dared not take the
matter to the Housemaster.
Every proof of guilt had been
got rid of : there was no proof,
only  Levison’s word, which
was not as good as Talbot’s.
He knew that he would be
punished severely if he accused
Talbot and could not prove his
statements; and he knew that
he could not prove them now,
“though he kuew them .to beo
true. In the guise of an ordi-
nary schoolboy at St. Jim's
there was a criminal in the
school, whose plans and inten-
tions he could not know. but
could guess, and he could not
speak.  Levison, as he lay,
restless and sleepless, turncd
the matter over in his mind in
every aspect; but under every
aspect it was the same—Tal-
bot was guilty, but Talbot, had
succecded ; Talbot had won all
along the line, and the mouth
of the onc fellow who knew
the truth was closed !

of St.

Jim’s,

PLEASE
ORDER
EARLY!

|

CHAPTER 9,
Those who hide can find,
OM MERRY & CO.
were up carly on the
following morning,
without waiting for the clang
of the rising-bell,
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Nobby and the Rabbit bolted for the window, and tumbled out into the night; but Hookey Walker made a /
bhound for the boyish figure on the smirs,rjkcr‘nr?y ix} haqd.
! Yon first”

““You first !” snarled the ruffian.

“You traitor
(See Chapter 13.)

Some of tliem were looking very sleepy, from the inter-
ruption of their slumbers the previous night.

But all the fellows were keen to continue the scarch for
he missing collection of coins. If it was not found by tea-
time that day, the Head was to aceede to Mr. Sclby’s demand,
aud set the police on the track of Joe Frayne. Very few of
the fellows thouglht it possible that Frayne knew anything
about the missing coins, but it was only too likely that the
police would think so.  They would judge poor Joe by his
early regord, and by the fact that be had bolted from the
school soon after the coins had been taken from Mr. Selby's
voom. The fact that Le was in his Form-master's bad books
would tell against hin too; the motive of revenge might
be added to that of greed. In the carly sunlight, while the
rising-bell was ringing, Tom Merry & Co. pressed on their
seavch.

Levison did not join init; but he remarked sneeringly, when
he came down, that hic knew that the coins would be found.
And when Arthur Aungustus D'Arey asked him how he
knew, he veplied that Talbot had been out of his dormitory
the previous night, and had put them somewhere to be
found, because those who hide can find. D Arcy looked at
him in blauk amazement, and then walked away. IIe did
not understand Levison's yemark till he heard an account
of what had happencd in the Shell dormitory the previous
night.  Then bis indignation was great. That strange scene
in the dormitory, of course, could not be kept a secret. In
a short time all the juniors knew, and there was general
amusernent, mingled with indignation, at Levison’s unheard-
of accusation agsiust Falbot. Levison, as Blake observed,
was alwayvs accusing or suspecting somebody of something;
but this, bis latest, fairly 100k the cake.

“The utter rotter!” said Blake indignantly. ‘‘He knows
that now we're hunting for the things in dead earnest they’re
very likely to turn up. And if they're found, he can say
Talbot put them where they're found. He could just as
easily say I did it, if he had his knife into me instead of
Talbot-—or you, Gussy.”

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard him as a disgustin’ beast! If
I were Talbot, I would go to the Head, and have Levison
up before him, and make him wepeat his wascally words
there. Old Talbot a burglah—bai Jove !’

« The fellow must be simply off his rocker !’ cried Herries.
“Fancy accusing a fellow Ii{m Talbot of being a criminal!
It does take the biscuit, and no mistake !”

“It’s a vile thing to do,” said Tom Merry. * For though
nobody believed anything of thé kind for a single moment,
it will make a lot of unpleasant talk about Talbot, and put
it in the power of rotters like Mellish and Crooke to make
rotten insinuations. If you chuck enough mud at a chap,
some of it is bound to stick.”

“Yaas; and that is Levison’s wotten method,” said
Arthur Augustus wrathfully. “Bai Jove! I've a gweat
mind to give him a feahful thwashiu’.”

The contempt and aversion with which he was regarded
on all sides probably punished Levison more than & thrash-
ing. Cold and averted looks, contemptuous glances, words
of scorn and dislike, greeted him on all sides. Everyone, or
nearly cveryone, believed that in his hatred of Talbot he
had deliberately concocted that accusation, hoping that some
of it at lcast would do Talbot harm. They remembered and
repeated his former unscrupulous actions- how_ he had imi-
tated the hand of Brooke of the Fourth, and had nearly
been sacked for it; how he had lied on a score ef occasions

THeE GEM LiBrary.—No. 337..
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against fellows he disliked. This was only one more sample
of his reckless unscrupulousness in attacking a fellow he
hated; that was the almost unanimous opinion. And
Levison found himself avoided on all sides, as if he had
been a leper. It was not suggested to send him to Coventry;
but it came to that, for nobody would speak to him. Even
his own friends, of his own kidney, Mellish and Crooke,
looked the other way when they saw Levison.

Every spare minute until morning lessons was devoted to
the search, without result. After morning lessons it recom-
menced. It was a half-holiday that day, and there had been
a House match arranged, but Tom Merry’s tcam and
Figgins & Co. cordially agreed to postpone it, and devote
the afternoon to the hunt. After dinner very nearly all the
juniors of St. Jim's were ransacking the place right and left
and round about, and a good many of the seniors joined in
the search. If Mr. Selby’s precious collection was hidden
within the precincts of St. Jim's, it seemed almost impos-
sible that it could escape so many eager eyes in quest of it.

Wally had turned out with the whole of the Third Form.
D’Arcy minor was keenest of all, most indefatigable of all.
He was fighting for the honour of his chum, and he was
tireless. He ransacked every likely and unlikely place. It
was close upon tea-time when Tom Merry & Co. paused for
a rest, still unsuccessful. They were beginning to give up
hope now. They adjourned to the tuckshop for refreshment
in the shape of ginger-beer and dough-nuts, and discussed
the matter. . Tom Merry was beginning to think that who
ever had hidden the coins had hidden them outside the walls
of 8t. Jim’s, and in that case the search, of cqurse, was
hopeless.

““Théy might have been buried somewhere, perhaps in the
wood,” said Tom despondently. * Might be a mile from
here, for all we know. I'm afraid you judged the rotter
wrongly, Talbot, in thinking he would let the things be
found to save poor old Joe.”

Talbot looked thoughtful.

‘* Well, any fellow of ordinary decency would do as niuch,”
he said.  ““ But perhaps who ever hid them hasn’t the nerve
to go near the pnce again. But I've been thinking "

‘“Hear, hear !”” said the Clo. all together. ‘‘ Let's have it.”

“Go it, Talbot!” said Figgins encouragingly.

_“ We seem to have searched cverywhere,” said Talbot,
W1‘t‘hE?\ g’r’nilé. “But what about Mr. Selby’s own room ?"

" “Yhat?!l

‘* Nobedy's thought of looking there,” said Tom Merry.
“But how could they be there? That's where they were
tﬁken from. If they were in Selby's study, he'd have seen
them.”

“I mean, they might have been hidden in his study,”
explained Talbot. ‘Suppose, for instance, the chap who
took them shoved them into his chimney? They'd be quite
safe' from being found there, and nobody would think of
looking for them there. At least, we haven’t thought of it
8o far. They're only coins, you see, and could be chucked
into a small space.”

Tom Merry whistled.

".It's_a,_chanc.e," he said. “ My hat! Just imagine old
Selb{ sitting within a few feet of his giddy treasures and
not knowing it. Of course, it's as likely as not; it would
be the handiest place to hide them. The fellow needn’t
even have risked taking them out of the study at all. What
asses we were not to think of that !"

‘“Let’s go and see Selby,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!”

And the juniors hastily finished their ginger-beer, and
made their way to the Third-Form master's study. Mr.
Selby was there, and he frowned when there came a knock
at his door, and it opened, to reveal a crowd of Fourth-
Formers and Shell fellows.

“You have not found the coins?” he asked sarcastically.

“No, sir,” said Tom Merry; “not yet.’
““Then what do you want "
*“It’s occurred to us that the fellow who took them might
}iaﬁ'e hidden them in this room itself, sir,” said Tom respeet-
ully.
‘“ Nonsense !"’
“It’s quite possible, sir,”” said Blake.
been quite easy to do.”
T believe they have been stolen!” said Mr. Selby snap-
1shly.' “And I certainly do not see how they could have
en hidden in this room, which I occupy every day, without
my seeing them. Pray do not talk nonsenso '
“Would you mind our looking, sir?” said Tom. *You
want to get them back. They might be in the chimney.”
 Stuff i )
“There's a loose board in the floor, too,” said Talbot,
feeling with his boot. It creaked as I came in.”
“Yaas, wathah; I noticed that.”
“I belfeve it is utteg nonsense,” said Mr. Selby crossly.
Twuw Gry Y.IBRARY.—No. 337.
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“Y am convinced that Frayne has stolen my coins, and
taken them away from the school with him. However, if you
choose to make a scarch, I do not object.”

“ We'll try the floor first,” said Tom Merry, and he rolled
back the study carpet. ‘“ Now, where’s the 1oose board ?”

‘“’Tain’t quite loose,” said Blake, kneeling down. ¢ There
are nails in it. But—my hat—look at these nails! They're
twisted over.”

‘“ Bai Jove!”

The juniors were excited now. Even Mr. Selby lost his
expression of contemptuous indifference, and peered down
through his glasses. There was a short length of board
nailed down to the joists underneath. But the nails, instead
of being driven into the head, were turned over and flattened
down, so that the board was scarcely attached to the supports
below. They could not, of course, have been originally
in that condition. It was proof enough that the board had
been raised. some time; and whoever had raised it had not
cared to make a sound of knotking by driving in the nails
again.

My word!” said Digby. “ You see, the board’s been
prised up, and then the johnnie couldn’t hammer the nails
in again—it would have wakened the whole house.”

““We're on the giddy track! We'll soon have. this board
up !”” said Tom Merry, opening his pocket-knife. The board
was very loosely fixed, and with his strongest blade Tom
Merry soon prised it up. The juniors dragged it back, and
a dark space, thick with dust and cobwebs, was revealed,
There was a yell of excitement,

“ Faund !”

“Bless my soul!”” exclaimed Mr. Selby. He was on his
knees beside the opening in a twinkling, pushing back the
cager juniors.

In the dust and cobwebs lay a little heap of ancient gold
and silver—Roman coins, Greek coins, Byzantine coins. Mr.
Selby's glasses almost dropped off in his feverish exciternent
es he grabbed at them. They were dragged out. The Form-
master counted them, his fingers trembling—he knew their
pumber well, and they were all there, to the last piece,

“ Got ’em all, sir?”’ asked Wally.

“Yes, yes!”

Me. Selby rose to his fect, and placed the coins on the
table.  Expressing gratitude or any gentle emotion came
awkwardly to ‘the crusty Form-master, but he felt that he
had to thank the juniors for their services.

“I—I am much obliged to you, my boys,”” he said. ¢ It
—it appears that they were here all the time, ‘and—and
Frayne certainly cannot have taken them.”

“ Perhaps you'll say you're sorry for suspecting Joe now,
sir,” said Wally resentfully,

“ Don’t be impertinent, D’Arcy minor. But—but certainly
I am sorry I suspected Frayne. Apparently he had nothing
to do with this—anyway, it is clear that the coins were
merely hidden, and not stolen. You may go. I am obliged
to you all.”

 Oh, don’t mench, sir,” said Arthur Augustus.

And the juniors: trooped joyfully from the study. The
numismatic collection was found,” and Joe Frayne was
saved. Tom Merry and Co. rejoiced. Levison of the Fourth
met them as they came away from Mr. Selby’s study, and ho
smiled sneeringly as he saw by their looks that the long
search had been crowned with stccess at last.

‘““ You've found them ?”’ he asked.

“ Yes,” said Tom Merry shortly.

““ Where werp they ?”

‘“ Hidden under the floor in Selby’s own study !"’

“Who thought of looking there for them ?”

There was a -moment’s silence. Talbot had thought of
looking in Mr. Selby’s study for the missing collection; and
Levison could guess it, from the look of Tom Merry.

‘“ Talbot ?"’ he asked.

< YGSv”

“ What did I tell you? What— Oh! Oh! Ow!"

Tom Merry did not trouble to spcak. He hit out from
tho shoulder, and Levison of the Fourth rolled along the
floor of the passage.

‘““Now, if you want some more. you've only got to say
another rotten thing about Talbot!” said Tom Merry grimiy.

Levison picked himself up. But he did not say another
word; he only scowled blackly, and the juniors turned their
backs on him and left him.

CHAPTER 10,
Before the Housemaster.
URING the next few days the depression of spirits
which the fellows had noticed about Talbot scented
to have disappeared.

The Shell fellow had regained his old cheery manner, his
old sunny smilc.
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weight that kad been

It was as if a weight kad
the juniors little dreamed w
removed.

The schoolboy cracksman had broken  with Hooitey
Walker and Co.” With one resolute effort, he had thrown his
black past behind hin.

He only waited a favourable opportunity for restoring the
booty he had taken, and thus clearing his conscience,

No wonder his heart was lighter.

No wonder, too, that Hookey Walker had been astonished
b% the change in him. For Talbot himself was astonished
when he reflected upon it.

He had been at St. Jim’s only a fow short weeks, and
those weeks had made a complete revolution in his thoughts,
bis feelings, and his way of life.

He had been brought up a kind of outlaw; his hand
sgainst every man, and every man's hand against him.

And in earlier days he had rejoiced in that way of life,
‘exhilarated by the incessant danger, the incessant need of
resource, of courage, and of cunning. He had never thought
of any other way of life. But new surroundings had brought
new idcas. School life seemed to have given him back his
boyishness, which he had lost in his criminal surroundings.
His former ambition had been to crack a * erib ”” that defied
less skilful hands—now his ambition was to pull a good oar,
or to knock up a century in a House match. It was a5
if long, heavy years had rolled from him, leaving him
younger, fresher, better in_every way.

To throw behind him all criminal associations, to live a
decent life like the chums he had made at the school, to
kecep his honour unstained—that was the dream now of the
lad who was the son of a desperate criminal, and had been
leader -of a dangerous gang.

A month earlier he had not shrunk from theft and false-
hood ; now, the fact that he had lied to Tom Merry and Co.
troubled him more than all his previous crimes.

Tt had been unavoidable, if he was to stay at St. Jim’s.
If Levison had only let him alone, it would not have been
needed. It was strange that the Toff, who had led a life
of crime, should trouble about that. But it was so. For
the reform in his character, suddenly as it had come, had
been complete.

And he realised, too, that, curiously enough, it had come
only in time to save him. For if he had refused to have his
desk searched, and Levison had called in the House-master
to insist upon it—what then? Only twenty-four hours earlier
Talbot had consigned his cracksman’s tools to the deecpest
part of the river, and so he had been able to show the
interior of that mysterious desk with & cool confidence that
confounded Levison. For Levison, of course, cunningly as
e had made out the case, had made no allowance at all
for a possible repentance in the criminal. It was that re-
pentance which had saved the schoclboy cracksman from
discovery.

‘And that seemed to the Toff a good omien for the future.
It was as if Providence had given iim his reward.

And, for the future, there was hard work and honesty.
Brooke of the Fourth carned his living, and Talbot could
do the same. Redfern of the New House was at St. Jim’s
on 4 scholarship he had earned by hard work, and Talbot
had an cqual chance of winning one of the many scholar-
ships belonging to ghe school.

The future scemed bright enough. He would not have
the wealth that might have been %’)is by pursuing the old
evil courses; but he would have freedom from care, freedom
to enjoy honest friendship, a clear conscience—worth more
than wealth.

It came into his mind at times that the past could not be
so easily got rid of—that sooner or later his past would find
him out. ,

But he put that thought resolutely from his mind, and set
his face towards the future with a determination to do right,
whatever the cost.

And so his heart was lighter than it had been for long,
weary days, his look was more cheerful ; *he .was able to
throw himself into the games angd the occupations of the
juniors with a breast free from care. .

Meanwhile, Levison was almost an outcast in his House.

His wild accusation against Talbot had been talked over
throughout the school; and from the- juniors it came -to
¢the seniors, and from them to the masters. Such a story was
hardly likely to remain a secret.

A few days after the rccovery of Mr. Selby's collcetion,
Levison was sent for by his House-master.

The spy of the Fourth guessed easily enough what he was
wanted for, and it was with fear and trembling that he made
his way to Mr. Railton’s study. = He had to justify himself,
and he knew that it was impossible. He found Mr. Railton
with a stern, grim brow. The House-master fixed his eyes
ypon the sullen face of the juntor. ) .

A very strange story has come to my cars, Levison,” he
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d. “ I mnderstand thai-you havo. aveused Talbot of the
Suell of dishonesty, theft—:in short, of teing a criminal, who
has entered the school with uiterior motives. That is a_most
cxtraordinary accusation to make. Why have you done this?”

“ I believe it, sir,” said Levison. ‘1 thought it my dut,
to show him up. I believe that he is going to rob this school,
as he robbed the Grammar School and Glyn House.”

“ Then you adhere to your belief ?”

‘“ Yes, sir I’ said Levison, stubbornly,

“ Give me your reasons. 1 will try to be patient with you.”

“There are my reasons, sir.” '

Levison laid on the study table the paper he had drawn up.
Mgs. Railton read it through carefully, his brow growing
darker and darker.

““ This is mere nonsense,” he said; ‘““all these circumstances
can be explained away. I understand that Talbot has
explained everything satisfactorily to his friends.”

“ They don’t know him as I do!”

““ How can you know him better than the other?”

“ T can see through him,” said Levison. * He has deceived
the others. He can't deceive me. A detective wouldn’s
think all that was nonsense.”

“7 am not a detective, so I cannot say,” replied Mr. Rail-
ton. ““ But I will say this—you have made a terrible accusation
against a boy you appear to dislike, without offering the
slightest real proof in support of your assertions. You say
these burglaries have all occurred since Talbot came to the
school. They have occurred since Blenkinsop came, for that
matter, but you would hardly suggest that Blenkinsop was
liable to suspicion. Talbot was on the scene when they took
place—so were a great many other juniors. Talbot possesses
a desk which he would never allow anyone to look into; but
I learn that, on this accusation being made, he immediately
threw it open to inspection. I have spoken both to Talbot
and to Tom Merry, on this subject. Every circumstance
has been fully explained.”

** About I‘rayne L

“ Tt seems that Frayne knew Talbot before he came here.
Talbot explains that he camec across him in a London slum
and befriended him. Tom Merry had. done the same thing,
but you attach no suspicion to him. It appears, Levison, that
this ridiculous theory you have formed is coloured all through
by your perscnal dislike of Talbot.”

“Let him explain what part of Australia he comes from,
what people he knows there; sir,”” said Levison. *‘ He always
avoids talking about where he came from.”

“T have questioned him, Levison, and he has explained
to me. He hvcd in a back-country township in Australia,
and had few acquaintances. I am not a detective, Levison,
to make searching investigations on the ground of this absurd
accusation. You have done Talbot a serious wrong.”

Levison bit his lips, and was silent.

“ T should report this matter to thc Head, and you would
be severely punished,” went on the House-master. *‘But I
understand -that your schoolfellows have taken theit own
method of making you feel the wrong you have dane. But 1
forbid you to repeat anything of the kind' in_the future,
Levison. If you do so, I shall immediately acquaint the Head
with it, and you will be asked to leave this school. Now you
may go.”

And Levison went.

After he had gone Mr, Railton remained with a thoughtful
frown on his brow. He looked again over the paper Levison
had laid on his table, conning it over point by point. Then
he carefully destroyed it. But the frown remained on his
brow. Was it possible that the Housc-master felt a lingering
doubt? He shook his head abruptly, us if dismissing the
matter from his mind. But when he met Talbot again he
gave the boy a scarching look, as if he would read his very
Beart. But the cheery, sunny-looking junior, chatting care-
lessly with the Shell fellows, looked like what all St. Jim’s
Yelioved him to be—a happy, caraless schoolboy. And the
House-mastcr smiled at the lingering doubt that had found a
place in his mind, and dismissed it.

CHAPTER 11,
The Scouts Findl
OM MERRY came downstairs in his Boy Scout garb,
“ and put on his wide-brimmed hat as he stepped into
the quadrangle. It was Wednesday afternoon, and
the Curlow Patrol were going for a *run.”  'There were
already seven members of the Curlew Patrol—the Terrible
Three and the chums of Study No. 6. But Talbot had joined
it, making the total cight. All the fellows wanted Talbot in
the Curlews, and he had been very glad to join. He had
taken up scouting very kecnly. . .
Talbot looked very handsome in Boy 3cout rig, with his
big hat shading his handsome, clear-cut face. ‘Tom Merry
looked over his patrol.
Tue GeM Lisrapy.—No. 337.
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"% Ready?” he asked.

*‘ Yaas, wathah, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
wdjusting his eyeglass with care. “ Pway, give us the pwo-
gwamme.”

“I'm going ahead, and you fellows have got to follow the
giddy track in the wood,” said Tom. * Talbot’s comifig
with me. If you catch us we stand you a feed at the tuck-
shop when we get in. If you don’t, you fellows stand the
feed. Savvy?”

*“Good egip!”* said Blake. * Lead on, Maoduff I”

And the Curlews marched out.

At the stile in tho lanc they eeparated. Tom Merry and
Talbot plunged into the wood with five minutes’ start. Talbot
glanced round kim curiously, wondering what Tom Merry
would think if he had known of that meeting with Hookey
Walker in that very place a few nights ago. But all that was
& sealed book now.

“We'll give 'em a jolly good run,” eaid Tom Merry, as
they tramped through the shady wood. It was a good 1dea
of yours, Talbot, to have a scout run this afternoon. You'll
soon get into the way of it. Your experience in the bush ig
Australia will be useful to you.”

Talbot bit his lip.

Every referenco that was made to Australia—a country he
had never seen—reminded him of the fact that he had come
to St. Jim's with a lie upon his lips.

And yet, now it was impossible to escape from the net
which ho_ilad spread around his own feet. His conscience
was growing sbrangely acute of late. Sometimes he felt a
strong impulse to tell Tom Merry the whols truth, and throw
himself upon his mercy. But always he thought better of it.

Even if Tom’s friendship had stood that strain, it would
have burdened him with a guilty seeret to keep, which would
have brought a shadow into his hapoy life. (Talbot felt that
it would not do. And yet, every reference to his supposed
early life in Australia made him wince.

“This way,” said Tom, without noticing the momentary
cloud that had passed over his companion’s face. Right
through the wood."”

“I've heard you fellows spea,k of an old hut in the wood
somewhere,” said Talbot, ““Shall we make for that?’

¢“ As good as any other point,” agreed Tom.  We'll stop
there for a rest. It's a good step from here. Tread lightly,
and don't leave a trail.”

“ Right-ho!"

Taking care to leave as little “sign " as possible the two
scouts pursued their way through the wood. In half an hour
they reached the old hut on thé edge of the glade, where
once a poacher had lived, or had been supposéd to live. The
hut was a tumbledown' ruim siow. The spot was very lonely,
deeply shadowed by great trees. A rabbit skipped out of
the old hut, and vanished as the scouts came in.

Tom Merry looked back from the hut. The woods were
very silent round them.

“No sign of the hounders yet,” he remarked.

““ They don't' know which “direction we’ve tak?n," said
Talbot. * They won't pick up our trail in a hurry, either.”

‘‘ Rather not. We can afford & bit of a rest. I've got a
bot;ﬂéar of1 ginger-beer-in my haversack and a couple of buns.”

““ OO( !Y’

The juniors sat down on the displaced beams in the old hut,
keeping their eyes on the open doorway, ready to steal away
at a sign that the pursuers were at hand.

The buns and the ginger-beer were very welcome after
the tramp through the wood. Talbot was looking very
curiously about the place,

“I've heard the fellows say that thers is & cellar under
this floor;” he remarked.

Tom Merry nodded.

“That’s so, and a secret passage to the old castle on
Wayland Hill. We'll explore it some day. It wouldrn’t be
quite fair on the pack to get out that way now.”

Talbot laughed. R

‘“No; but I'd like to have a look at it., Y.ots of time.
They’re nowhere near us yet.”

* Right-ho!” said Tom, after a cautious glance at tho
circling woods. *“I'll show you the place quick enough. It's
not hidden.” .

He dragged away a heap of old brambles and twigs, and
@ square stone in the floor was disclosed. There was an iron
ring in the stone, and Tom Merry seized it, and pulled.

A dark aperture was disclosed, and a stone step could be

scen.

Talbot lighted a match, and peered down into tho dark
recess. Tom Merry followed his glance, and ut‘ered a sudden
exclamation.

‘“Hallo! What's that?"”

“ What’s what?'”

‘‘ Thore's something there. T.00ks like a bundle.”
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‘“ Somebody’s been here lately, then.”

““ Looks like it.” .

Tom Merry stepped down into the opening, and struck
another match. The light gleamed upon a large bundle,
fastened up in brown paper of a_common kind. The paper
was quite dry, showing that it had not been long in -the
reeess.

Tom Merry lifted the. bundle up into the hut,

*“ Somebody’s hidden that there,” hé remarked. ¢ Jolly
queer, isn’t it? I suppose it's no business of ours.”

Talbot regarded the bundle with a curious glance.

“ Jolly queer !’ he agreed.

‘ Shall we open it?’ said Tom doubtfully. I suppose it
belongs.to somebody, and the owner has hidden it here for
some reason or other. I suppose we’d better leave it whefs
we've found it—what?”’

Talbot looked thoughtful.

““It’s queer for anybody to hide a thing in that place, it
he came by it honestly,” he said. * I should say that it was
something that’s been stolen, snd hid there for safety.”

‘I suppose that’s most likely,” agreed Tom Merry, after
& moment’s thought. “ There have been twe robberies in
this neighbourhood lately—at Gljn House and the Grammasr
8chool, you know. Rather a find if we came on the plurider,
not that it's likely. The giddy cracksman wouldn’t hide his
swag here. T think they call it swag.”

. “I don’t know,” said Talbot. I think we should be
justified in looking into the bundle, anyway. It's not sealed.”

*“Noj; only a string round it.”

‘- Well, seo what it is, and then tie it up again if there's
nothing fishy about it,” suggésted Talbot.

“ Good idea !

Tom Merry untied the string, and opened out the brown
paper. He was naturally curious to know what might be in
the mysterious bundle, so strangely found in that unexpected
place. As the paper opened out Tom Merry gave e gasp.

‘“My only hat!”

“ A picture!”

 What is it?”

“ Queer plate to find & picture, said Talbot. *“ Wasn'
there a picture stolen from the Grammar School?”

““Yes; Dr. Monk’s Leonardo da Vinci,” said Tom Merry
excitedly; “and, my hat, this is it !"

He unrolled the canvas, which showed plainly where it had
been ripped out of the frame with cuts from a knife. An
Italian face—that of a smiling woman—was disclosed. Tom
Merry gave a shout of glee.

“Tt's it."”

“You know the picture?”

“I've seen it at the Grammar School a dozen times!” said
Tom Merry exultantly. ‘“Great Scott! We've come on the
place where the thief hid his giddy loot. No doubt abous
that. I suppose he thought nobody else knew of this place—
naturally—and thought it was a safe place to hide things, till
the hue-and-cry was over. Look here, here’s the money,
tog—~quids, “;rapped up in paper!”

ove !”

There was another parcel as well as the rolled picture, that
had been contained within the brown paper. Tom Merry
opened it with fingers that trembled with excitement. There
was a sudden gleam of precious stones in the light.

* Diamonds !”’ ejaculated Talbot.

“Yes, rather! = That's Miss Glyn’s diamond necklacef
And these blessed papers—they must be the bonds that were
taken from Mr. Glyn’s safe! I shouldn’t wonder if the
whole shoot was here. It was the same chap who robbed ths
Grammar School, as everybody supposed. This proves it.”

Tom Merry’s eyes were dancing. It was a glorious and
unexpected find to make while on a run with the Scouts.
The two juniors examined their prize eagerly, and forgot
all about the Scouts who were on their track. There was a
sudden shout as Jack Blake broke from the trees, and ran
up and touched them on the shoulder, one after the other,
with his staff.

“Caught!” yelled Blake.

And the other Scouts game running from the trees.

“Caught!” said Tom Merry.  Blessed if I hadn't for-
gotten all about you! We’ve made a find! Look!”

¢“My hat!”

““ Gweat Scott!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, coming up
breathless. “ What have you got there, deah boys 7™

“Loot !” grinned Tom Merry.

*“ Bai Jove !”

‘“ Where did you find it ?”" exclaimed Manners.

“In the cellar under the hut. I was showing the placa
to Talbot when I spotted the bundle. It's all the stuff that
was taken from Glyn House and the Grammar School, and
the thief must have hidden it here.”

““ What gorgeous luck!” said Monty Lowther. ¢ OId
Monk will dance when he sees his picture again. Ciordon
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Car told me that he's going round in saclheioth and ashes
on account of it. And Glyn’s pater will be pleased.”

** Yazs, wathah!”

“We are entitled to claim something for Ainding it,” said
Talhot, with a smile. *But we won’t do that, Tom?”

“ No fear! Never mind scouting now, you fellows; we’ve
got to get these things to the police-station,” said Tom
Merry. “ We'll go straight to Rylcombe and hand them
over to Inspector Skeat.”

““Yaas, wathah!”

And in great delight the Scouts marched off to Rylcombe
with their prize, and Inspector Skeat almost fell down in
astonishment when they brought them into the police-station.

The inspector had a full list of the stolen articles, of
course, and he went over the recovered property, and
announced that every article was there.

“This was a good day’s work for you young gentlemen,”
gaid the inspector. ‘ Who was it found them?”’

*““Tom Merry,” said Talbot quickly. ‘ He was showing me
the cellar under the -hut, when he spotted the bundle.”

**Then Dr. Monk and Mr. Glyn will be very much obliged
to you, Master Merry. This lot altogether is worth close on
twenty thousand pounds.”

“Bai Jove !”

“ Jolly lucky find,” said Tom Merry. ‘“I’d like to see the
face of the thief when he comes back for his plunder, and
finds it isn't there.”

“Bai Jove! It would be a wippin’ ideah to keep a watch
on the place, and nab the wascal when he comes back!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The inspector smiled.

““You may be sure we shall have our eyes open for him,”
he said. ‘‘The swag is found, and I hope we shall have the
burglar, too, before long.”

And the juniors returned to St. Jim’s in great spirits.
They left the inspector in great spirits, too, feeling that he
had a chance at the mysterious cracksman at last. And the
news of the great find caused considerable excitement at St.
Jim’s. Bernard Glyn immediately dashed off on his motor-
bike to carry the news home. And Levison, when he heard
the news, felt sick at heart. What became of his case
against Talbot now? True, he could surmise that Talbot had
placed the plunder there—that he had intentionally led Tom
Merry there to discover it. But why should Talbot, if he
were the thief, restore his plunder tc the last jot and tittle?
That was a question that Levisou found it impossible to
answer, and for the first time a chill of doubt entered his
breast, and he asked himself whether he had made a mistake,
after all.

““What price that feed?! Jack Blake asked, aftef the
news had been imparted and the excitement had died down
a little. ‘* We caught you, you know.”

Talbot laughed.

“Quite right!” he said. “It’s up to us, Tom. We were
caught. This way to the tuckshop !V
And Tom Merry good-humouredly assented. and the

Curlews gathered in the school shep, and Tom Merry and
Talbot stood the feed.

CHAPTER 12.
The Parting of the Ways,
ARKXNIESS lay upon St. Jimns.
In the Shell dormitory Tualbot stirred restlessly
in his bed.

It was a warm summer’s night,.and though the dormitory
windows were open little air entered, and many of the
juniors were restless in their slumber,

Talbot was not asleep.

Many times of late Talbot had been restless and wakeful
at night. In the midst of his new-found peace of mind a
troublesome thought had haunted him.

Hookey Walker had set his mind upon ‘ecracking the
crib® at St. Juin's, well knowing the valuable Joot that was
to be secured there. Since Talbot had refused his aid, had
the ruflian abandoned the scheme? Talbot hardly dared
to believe so. Ilookey had said that the Toftf would hear
from him soon, but hie had not heard. How the “ gang”
had taken his defection from their select society the boy
did not kuow. But he knew that they must be bitterly
angry and disappoiuted, especially at his determination to
restore the fruits of ihe previous robberies.  Would Hookey
Walker & Co. abandon [{mt promising ‘ job’ because their
former comrade said them nay?

Talbot hoped so, but he feared. And the thought that
under the shadows of the night the cracksmen might be
Jurking about the old school often disturbed his slumbers.
More than one night, while the rest of the dormitory slept,
Talbot had heard some faint noise in the IHouse or the
quadrangle, and had descended to wmake sure that all was

safe. But as vet there had been nothing, and his hope was,
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growing strongor that Hookey Walker had given up the
1dea

For if the cracksmen had attempted the robbery, Talbot
Lknew what he must do. He must stop themn. At any risk
io himself, at the price even of betrayal, he must not allow
his benefactor to be robbed.

It was the last and most terrible test of his repentance,
but if the trial came he was determined not to shrink from it.
And he was determined, too, that if the cracksmen camo
they should not find hin1 napping.

This particular night he was very sleepless. In the street
of Wayland that afternoon he had caught a glimpse of a
rascal who seemed like the Rabbit, and who had avoided
him at once. If it was the Rabbit, it mecant that the gang
were in Wayland, and that would mean that they had a
“job” in the neighbourhood. He might have been
mistaken, but a trifle light as air was sufficient to make him
sleepless. And at midnight there had been the bark of a
dog in the quadrangle. Taggles's dog sometimes barked at
hight, and there had been but a single bark, followed by
silence. But Talbot knew of old Hookey Walker & Co.’s
method of dealing with troublesome dogs. A piece of
drugged meat would have silenced the dog soon enough.

His alarm was vague, but he could not sleep.

In the silence of t{:Ae night he lay listening for some sound.
But no sound came; the school had long been asleep, and the
old House was soundless.

But the silence itsclf alarmed the boy in his present
feverish state of mind. Ile resolved to descend, and make
sure, as he had done several times before, since his last
meeting with Hookey Walker at the stile in Rylcombe Lane.
He slipped out of bed without waking the other fellows, and
hastily put on a few clothes.  With bare fcet, he stole
silently to the door.

He opened it, and listened.

There was no sound below. Ie stepped into the passage,
and pulled the docr shut behind him.

The House was dark, Hut a full. round moon sailed bigh
over the quadrangle, and shafts of light came in at the many
)ving\vs, cutting like bars of silver across 4he darkness
nside.

Talbot descended the stairs, and stood in a flood of white
light that streamed in through the window in the hall.

Still there was silence round him.

That small window, half-hidden by the stone porch outside,
was a favourable spot for making an entry into the House, if
indeed thieves were at work. Talbot stepped to it, and
examined it. The casement came open in his hand.

The lock had been forced.

The boy stood quite still, his heart thumping.

In spite of the dead silence round him, he knew now that
there were thieves in the House. They had entered by that
window, closing but not fastening it behind them, as a way
of escape in case of discovery.

Hookey Walker had come.

e would not have. come alone. Probably,
certainly., Nobby and the Rabbit were with him. Where
were they now? In the Head's study, probably, where tho
safe was situated, with the historic school silver in it—a rich
prize for the gang as they well knew,

Talbot stood motionless—thinking.

- He would not allow the robbery to teke place—that was
impossible. But {o give the alarm, which would be casy—
what then? The thieves, if arrested, would denounce him
at once as a former accomplice, thit was certain—and they
wonld prove it at their trial, even if the accusation was
poohpoohed when it was made. But that was not the only
c¢onsideration that made the Toff hesitate. These men,
thieves and rascals as they were, were his old comrades and
associates—they were engaged upon a rascally robbery, but
it was a picen of rascality that he would cheerfully have
rhared with them a few weeks previously.

Rascals ax they were, he could not betray them.

To go to them, to warn them to desist and go—that was
the only alternative. But would they go? Hookey Walker
was more likely to lay him senseless with a jemuny, than to
yield to his order to desist from robbery.

It was a fearful risk, for he knew that he had nothing but
hostility to expect from his old friends now, cspecially if he
sought to baulk them in their present purpose. But Talbot
roumn resolved.

Indeed, there was a dark and bitter thought in his inind
that 1lookey Walker's jemmniy might solve all his difficulties
for kim, and cut through the tangle of his life. Ile knew
no fear.

With quiet steps, the boy made his way towards the
Head's study.

Qutside the door he paused and listened. Not a glimmer
of light came from within. But-there was a low, steady
cound—a sound that was familiar of old to the cars of the
Toff—the seund of a drill working upen iron.
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“They were there! A rug was laid along the inner side
af the .door, to keep in the dim light by which the thieves
wore working.

‘With a hand that did not tremble, Talbot turned the
handie of the door and pushed it silently open.

Bo silent was it, that the three men in the stndy did not
observe it, and Talbot saw them before they saw him.

Hookey Watker was working with the drill upon the
safe, and the Rabbit was holdmg the lantern for him to
work by. Nobby stood by them with a bludgeon in his
hand, his ®yec upon the progress of Hookey’s work.

Talbot watched them quietly for a full minute.

‘Hookey Walker paused in his labour, and muttered &
curse.

*““The Toff could ’ave opened this easy as winking,” he
muttered. “And it’s a good two hours for me with the
drill, bang him ™

He moved as he spoke, and his movement made him
aweli:e of the open door. He swung round, with a startled
oath.

Nobby and the Rabbit turned at the same moment. The
sight of the boy standing there, half dressed, his eyes fixed
4upon them, his face pale but calm and steady, seemed to
petxify the rufians for a moaent.

¥ The Toff 7 muttered Hookey Walker at last.

“You've come to lend a *and, Toff 2*’ said the Rabbit, in
2 whisper.

Talbot shook his head.

*You ain’t going back on weur old friends, Toff ?” mur-
mured Nobby, taking a tighter grip upon his bludgeon.

Talbot spoke at last.

“ You've got o chuck this.”

Hookey Walker breathed hard.

“You ain’t bearin’ a ‘and, Toff?”” he asked.

"(NO IH

¥ Then you'd better git back to bed, and leave us alone.
We don’t want to ’urt you, though you’ve gone back on
us. Get back to bed.”

“T1 can’t leave you here.”

‘“You don’t mcan as you've come down to give us away ?”’
said Ifookey Walker, taking up a steel jemmy that lay
among his other tools, with a very ugly look on his stubbly
e e

“Wot -do you mean, then?”

“1 mean that, I cannot let you rob the school.
want to betray you,” said Talbot steadily.
go! I came here to warn you to go1”

“ And if we won’t?” sneered Hookey Walker.

“If you won't go, 1 shall give the alarm.”

“And wot will ‘appen to you arter that?” said ‘the
Rabbit. “If we're took, you'll be took along with us.
We'll jolly soon tell em who you are!”

“ I understand that. But better that than allowing you
to rob’ this place. Leave it alone. There are other cribs
for you—leave this place alone. I served you well when I
was with you—leave e in peace here, for old times’ sake,”
said Talbat

“You give us the go-by,” said Hookey Walker. “ We
got to work without you. You ask us to leave you alone.
Leave us slone, and we'll leave you be. But we ain’t lettin’
up on thia ’ere. This ’ere is a plum, and we're bagging it.”

“You bet?” said the Rabbit tersely.

Ta'bot made a backward step to the open door.

“1 give you two minutes to clear off,” he said. “If
you're not gone then, I shall wake the house, at any risk.”

““ Will you?”

Hookey Walker's hand jerked forward, and the steel
jimmy whizzed suddenly through the air, direct for Talbot’s

andsome face.

I don’t
‘“But you must

CHAPTER 13.

Denounced!

RASH!
If the murderous weapon had reached its aim,
Talbot would have fallen to the floor, stunned, if
not killed outright.

But he had been watching the ruffian. He knew what
was coming, and he had sprung back in time.

. The jemumy crashed upon the wall behind him, shatter-
ing the glass of a picture, and dropped heavily to the carpet.

The crash rang almost like thunder through the silent
house.

Talbot made one spring into the passage outside. Then
his voice rang out sharply and clearly through the School
House of St. Jim’s.

Help I

*“ Help, help! Thieves! i
"By gum,” muttered the Rabbit, “ you've done it now,
Hookey! Woe got to clear!”’
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“He’s waking the house!”” snarled Ngbby. * Come enl
No time for the safe now! Lucky if we git clear at all]”

Hookey Walker swore a fearful oath.

“Him first! I'll out him afore I go!”

They ran into the passage..

Talbot had reached the hall, and was on the lower stairs,
still shouting. There was a sound of opening doors above:
The zlarm was spreading through the house. Voices calied
and a light flashed in the upper passages. Talbot ha
switched on the electric light in the hall now, and the three
ruffians ran into dazzling light.

Nobby and the Rabbit bolted directly for the unfastened
window, and dragged it open, and tumbled one after the
other out into the night.

Hookey Walker made a bound for the boyish figure on
the stairs. His face was almost convulsed with rage.

The jemmy was in his hand again, and there was no
doubt of his intention. Talbot, on the stairs, faced him
with grim coolness.

“ Better cut it!” he said, without a quiver in his voice.

“You first!” snarled the ruffian. *“You traitor—you
nark! You first!”

And he hurled himself forward and upward at the boy.

Tt Jodged the ovderous blow, and closed with the
riflian, aind hucled Lhim backwards. The jemmy clanged on
the stairs, and Hookey Walker went back with a crash down
the stairs to the floor below.

“Well done, Talbot!” shouted a voice above.

Mr. Railton came dashing down, half-dressed. e had
seen Talbot’s action in the glare of the electric light.

He passed the panting boy and leaped upon the cracks-
man as Hookey Walker was struggling dazedly to his feet.

Mr. Railton was an athlete, and in his grasp the cracks-
man, strong as. he was, had no chance. He struggled
fiercely, but the Housemaster held him with a grip of iron.

Talbot looked on, with a white, set face.

The revengeful, murderous attempt of the ruffian had cost
him his liberty. There was no escape for Hookey Walker
row. Kildare and two or three more of the Sixth were
already rushing downstairs to the Ifousemaster’s aid.
Hookey Walleer was a prisoner, and Talbor, with sick misery
at his heart, waited for what would follow.

He had repented of his evil doings, and he had stood by
his repentance; and now he was to pay for it. The past
was not to be so lightly shaken off as he had hoped. Hookey
Walker, burning for revenge, and with a prospect of a long
term of imprisonment before him, had no motive for keep-
ing silence concerning the Toff. As soon as he was secured
the torrent of denunciation would come pouring forth.
Talbot knew it, and he was prepared for it.

“Got him, sir!” exclaimed Kildare, as he laid his strong.
grasp upon the struggling ruffian. * Safe as houses! Get
a rope, somebody *

“Safe emough!” said Darrel of the Sixth. as he inserted
his fingers in Hookey Walker’s collar and seized him. ¢ He
can’t get away. Are there any more here?”’

“Did you sec any others, Talbot?” asked Mr, Railton,
panting.

‘““They are gone,” said Talbot dully.

“Ah!  The wmdow is open! Never mind, we have
seccured one. We must see if there has been any robbery
effected.”

“That is all right, sir. I interrupted them before they
hud finished drilling the safe. Nothing has been taken.”

** My dear lad,” exclaimed the [Housemaster, *“ you have
rendered a great service to-night! But for you there would
have been no alarm! Ah! Here is the Head!”

Dr. Holmes came hurrying up, in dressing-gown and
slippers. His face was startled and alarmed.

“Tt is all right, sir,”” said the Housemaster. ‘ We have
secured the ruffian. Tt was an attempted burglary, but,
thanks to Talbot, no harm has been done.”

“Bless my soul!  You heard them, Talbot—you came
down——"

“Yes, siv.”

“This ruffian attacked him most savagely.” said Mr.
Railton, with a gesture towards Hookey Walker, who lay
panting breathlessly, and still feebly struggling, in the grasp
of Kildare and Darrel and several other seniovs.  “ Lalbot
threw him, luckily, and then I arrived.  The boy might have
been murdered !”

“Secure the scoundrel I’ said the Head.

“ Here's a rope.” said Tom Merry, bounding downstaivg
with a cord in his hand.

The juniors were swarming out of the dormitories now,

And Tom Merry bound the hands of the captured cracks.
man, while the Sixth-Formers held him. vnable to resist.

Then they released him. and Hookey Wualker sut dazedly
on the floor, panting for breath, and glaring st the crowd
round him, his wrists securely fastened together,
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“Bai Jove! And it was Talbot spotted the wascal!” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, in the midst of the crowd on the
stairs.  ** What has Levison to say about that, I wondah?”’

“1 think this will shut that cad up for good!” grinned

ake.

““Yaas, wathah!”

Mr. Railton looked out of the window.

“1 suppose the other rascals are clear by this time,” ho
said.  “ Fortunately, we have this desperats scoundrel.
The police had better be called in at once, sir!”’

‘At once,” said the Head. ‘' Let him be kept sccure until
they come.”

Hookey Walker burst into a bitter, sardonic laugh.

*“The perlice!” he repeated. ‘‘Yes, send for ’em—Ilet 'em
’ave me! They’ve been wanting me for a long time now.
Quite a ’andsome present for the peelers. And the Toff can
go along with me. We’ll be company for one another, Toff,
same as we used to he!”

And he grinned leeringly at the pale, rigid junior.

“What does he mean?’ said Dr. Holmes, in surprise. Do

ou know this man, Talbot?’—for there was no mistaking

ookey Walker’s leering glance.

‘“Yes, sir,” said Talbot quietly.

“Know me!” suid Hookey Walker, with a hideous
chuckle. “1I bet you! The Toff knows me, and I know the
Totf! T was his father’s pal, and his pal arterwards—a good
pal till the Toff turned goody, and rounded on me—eh, Toff?
You call ’im Talbot ’ere, but in Angel Alley he was the Toff,
the son of Captain Crow, and the best cracksman in the three
kingdoms, kid as he is! Isn’t that so, Toff ?”’

There was a sudden hush.

The cracksman’s accusation, bearing out as it did the
accusation that Levison of the Fourth had made, struck upon
the hearers with a strange shock.

For there was no doubting the malicious earnestness of the
ruffian,

“ What rascally, wicked nonsense are you talking, man?”
said the Head sternly. * Do you dare to say that Talbot
ever had anything to do with you?”’

Hookey Walker chuckled again.

“Ask him! He won’t deny it, ’cause he knows that I can
prove it. That kid Frayne, who was ’cre, he knew it, and
he could ’ave proved it. Bless you, old gentleman, there
are a dozen coves in Angel Alley that knew old Captain
Crow, and knew his son—im that you call Talbot! TLook
at me, old gentleman. T’'m one of the gang that went for
you the night the Toff ’elped you. It was a put-up job to
get the Toff into vour good graces, and get him admitted
mto the school. The Rabbit and Nobby would tell you the
same if they was ’ere!”

“ Talbot!” The Head, his face suddenly pale and worn,
turned to the boy he had trusted. *‘Talbot! I cannot
Lelieve thist But—but deny it! Why are you silent?
Why do you not say that this scoundrel is lying in revenge
for your brave conduct in baffling him? Talboti Do you
hear me?”

Talbot smiled—a haggard, terrible smile that struck a chill
to the hearts of the fellows standing round him. It was
the smile of a lest soul. What was the use of denying it
now, and being believed, only to have it dragged up again,
with’ the proofs that Hookey Walker could furnish without
Emit?  What was the use of more and more lies to stave off
the inevitable for a few hours? 'l'albot did not speak.

Tom Merry gave him a strange, startled look, and caught
hi}x])_] by the arm in almost a fierce grip. His face had gone
white.

“Talbot!" Tom muttered huskily. ““Talbot! Speak up,
man! We don’t believe a word of it! We know he’s lying!
Say he's lying!”

Talbot shook his head.

Dr. Holmes's face grew stern and hard.

“Talbot, you must speak! Cannot you tell me that this
evil man is lying ¥

“ 1 cannot, sir,” said Talbot.

“ But—but—""

“ It is true !’

CHAPTER 14.
More Sinned Against than Sinning!

g DEAD cilence followed Talbot’s words.
R It was broken by a ghoulish chuckle from Hookey

Walker,  The captured ruffian had had his revenge
now glutted to the full.  'The misery in 'Falbot’s face might
have touched any heart but that of a baffled and revengeful
criminal.

The fellows round Talbot looked at him as if they could
scarcely beliove their cars,  Tt.scemed like a horvible dream
to Tom Me.ry and his comrades.

“Talbot ! 'Tom Merry was the first to find his voice,
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“Talbot! You can’t mean it!
told us, and you said it was lies!”’

“ But it was true.”

Mr. Railton broke in sternly.

“‘ And if you denied it before, why do you not deny it now,
Talbot?”

The unhappy boy made a gesture towards Hookey Walker.

‘““He can prove it.”

“It is—is true?”’ stammered the Head.

“Quite true!” Talbot looked round at the horror-stricken
faces of the St. Jim’s fellows. ““T’m sorry, you chaps. You
trusted me, and I tried to deserve it. But luck has been
against me, and the game’s up!”’

“You bet! It’s up for you, Toff, as well as me !’ snarled
Hookey Walker.

‘“8ilence, ruffian!” said Dr. Holmes sternly. ¢ Take that
1}')n_a.nw?way, and lock him up safely #ill the police come for

im !

Hookey Walker was hustled away, none too gently. He
had told the truth, but there were many fellows there who
resented that more bitterly than his attempted robbery at the
school.  Talbot had been—whatever he had been; but they
could not forget all at once that they liked him—that he was
their pal.

The Head fixed his eyes upon the pale, handsome face with
amazement and pity in his glance.

“You admit the truth of what this ruffian has stated,
Talbot?* he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“You have been the associate of thieves? ~When you
helped me, on the occasion that 1 was attacked by footpads,
vou were in league with them?”

“1 was int league with them,”” said Talbot dully.

‘“ And your purpose?’

“To get into the school.”

“With the intention of committing a robbery here?’
demanded the Head sternly.

. Yps.7)

“Good heavens!”

“Talbot!” murmured Tom Merry, his voice breaking.
“Talbot, old man, youw're mad! Don’t say such things! It's
madness !

“Yaas, wathah!” muttered Arthur Augustus, half-crying.
“fI don’t believe you, Talbot—I don’t believe a rotten word
of it!”

‘“He’s dotty!” said Blake. ‘It can’t be true!”

““And the story you told me of having lived in Australia,
of your uncle who brought you to Kngland and abandoned
vou—that was false?’ went on the Head, his look and tone
growing sterner and sterner.

“Ties!” said Talbot bitterly.
end!”

* Then who are you?”

“My father was a professional cracksman,” said Talbot, in
a low, even voice, that gave hardly a sign of the terrible
stress in his breast. **He was called Captain Crow among
his associates. I was brought up to follow in bis foot-
steps. I was given a good education, but only with the view
of helping me to get an entry ameng decent people, where T
could be of more use to the gang. My father was killed in
a struggle with the police, and T was too useful to the gang
for them to let me go—1I became their leader. 1 have been
their leader since—til! T came here, and after. I was born
a criminal, among criminals, and unt:l lately T never thought
of being anything clse.  That is my story, sir.  All else that
I have told you is lies. 1 should lie now, ouly that that
scoundrel can prove what be has said. _Frayne knew it; he
recognised me when I came here. He knew that I had
cracked the safe at Glyn House!”

“Frayne knew!” exclaimed the Head. ““And he did
not—"

“He could not.
that he could not betray me.
he would not stay here and see it going on.
that would make him my accomplice !”

< The unfortunate boy !’ exclaimed the Head.

That was what Levison

““Lics from beginning to

Beeause T saved his chum’s life, he felt
That is why he left the school ;
He felt that

“It's all rot—rot—rot!” exclaimed Bernard Glyn. “ You
never cracked my pater’s safe, Talbot.  Youw're mad! He's
mad. siv, and don’t know what he’s saying. Why, only

vesterday he and Tom Merry found all the stuff, and it was
taken back !”
“Of comrses he's wandering in his mind,” said Tom Merry.

ANSWERS
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“ Tt was through Talbot T found the plunder hidden under the
old hut, sir.”

Talbot smiled faintly.

“7 placed it there to be found,” he said.

“You—you did !

“Yes, That was why 1 proposed a scouting run, and got
you to show me the cellar under the old hut, so that you would
find it.”

“Talbot "

“ And I pluced the coins under Mr. Selby’s floor, and led
you there to find them,” said Talbot wearily. * You may as
well know all. I intended to keep them, of course, when I
took them: but "

He broke off.

The Head scanned his face intently. Tom Merry fell back
from him with a groan. It was all true. He could not
doubt it now; he could not comfort himself by a wild belief
that Talbot was wandering in his mind. Levison—the cad
and spy Levison—had been right, and Tom Merry and his
friends had been wrong It was a bitter discovery. The
fellow he had liked and trustéd and chummed with was a liar
and a thief—a professional criminal! Tom Merry groaned in
anguish of spirit.

“You have been very frank, Talbot;' said the Head
quietly, “ but there is one thing you have not explained.”
I will tell you everything, sir. It is not much use keep-
ing secrets now,” said Talbot, with a bitter smile.

“If you stole these things, why did you replace them?
What benefit was it to you to steal and to restore? Why
did you interrupt these thieves to-night, and thus bring
about your own denunciation and ruin?”’

‘““ Because I had repented, sir,” said Talbot steadily. “I
don’t suppose you will understand, any more than Hookey
Walker understood. But—but after I was here, somehow
I ckanged. 1 couldn’t go on with it. It was Tom Merry's
influci.ce as much as anything. I hardly understand it
myself; but—but I couldn’t keep it up. When. I heard
that I'rayne was suspected of stealing Mr. Selby's coins, I
put themn where they could be found, and made the fellows
find them. I met Hookey Walker, and told him I had
decided to break with the gang. I placed the plunder from
Glyn Ilouse and the Grammar School for Tom Merry to
find it. I intended to keep a clear conscience after that. I
hoped that I had done with the past, that I might win a
scholarship, and stay here honestly, and have a decent
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STOLEN
HONOURS

A thrilling melodrama of the South African War, telling how. a
lieutenant—a man who was coward and bully both—robbed
his brother of hard-won honour end glory by a dastardly trick, and
also attempted to steal away from him the love of a beautiful girl.

he outcome of this wicked treachery is recorded in * STOLEN
HONOURS,” the story of the famous fiim of the same name
produced by the Phoenix exclusives—which appears in this week's
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future to work for and look forward to. T should have
do‘r)(‘ it, too, but for what has happened to-night.”

Talbot, old man,” panted Tom Merry, “I—I knew you
weren’t so bad as you made out. I knew you were the right
sort, after all.”

“Thank you, Tom!” said Talbot quictly. “ You have
be(c-n a gaod pal to me—better than I ever deserved.™
.. “But—but you knew that this man would turn upon you
if you interfered with him %" the Head exclaimed.

“I knew that, sir.”

:‘ Then why did you not leave him to do as he wished?”

*Because I would not let them tob you, sir—that is all.
I went to them in your study and warned them to-go, and
they would not, so I gave the alarm.”

*“My dear lad,” said the Head softly, *“vou have told ma
a terrible story, but I can see that you have bcen more
sinned against than sinning. And you have proved, only
100 well. the sincerity of your repentance. You have chosen
the straight path, and you have followed it at a cost many
honest men might have shrunk from. That proves that you
are at heart an honest and noble lad, as I have always
believed you. It is, of course, impossible for you to remain
in this school after what has happened, but so long as I
live you shall never want a friend. Follow me to my study.
Boys, you may go back to bed.”

Talbot looked at Tom Merry & Co.

“ Good-bye!” he said.

“TalbotI” Tom Merry held out his hand.
your fist!”

“Yaas, wathah—and me too!”

:: After what you know ?” said Talbot.

Ny We ]mow you're a good sort,” said Tom Merry steadily.

I don’t care what you have been, I know what you are
now: Give me your fist.”

And Talbot shook hands with his old friends before he
followed the Head. Then slowly and sadly the juniors
made their way upstairs. Talbot’s revelations had astounded
them and shocked and grieved them, but there were few
who did not feel compassion for the unhappy boy. There
was one who was glad, one who was triumphant. It was
Levison of the Fourth. And Levison, in an ill moment for
himself, triumphed openly and exultantly.

““What did I tell you?”’ he exclaimed. * You will believe
me now. I knew it all along. I told you fellows so. He
is a liar, and a thief, and a criminal—""

“ Hold your_tongue!” said Tom Merry savagely.

“I tell you I was right! I found him out—""

. ‘““Whatever he is, he is worth a thousand of you, you spy-
ing cad!”" howled Blake, his eyes gleaming with rage. “If
you say another word I'll hammer you!”

And, .without waiting for Levison to say another word,
Blake promptly hammered him, and the cad of the Fourth
was groaning dismally when he crawled into bed again.
Levison had been right, but there was no credit for him.
The fellows knew only too well that his motives had been
bad, and their scorn for him-was not lessened by the dis-
covery that he had been right in his denunciation of Talbot.

“ Give us

Talbot was not seen again at St. Jim's.

When Tom Merry & Co. came down in the morning he
was gone.

Hookey Walker, in the hands of the police, told his story,
and at his trial it was in the papers. And the police wouid
have been glad to find the son of Captain C'row, but he had
vaniched without leaving a trace behind.

At St. Jim's the fellows missed him, and remembered
him with kindness.  Whatever he had been. he had re-
pented—repented only too sincercly—and brought about his
ruin by his repentance.  And they could not forget his
noble qualities.  Wally of the Third could not forget that

‘Talbot had risked his life to save him, and he was sorry that

ho had gone. The scamp of the Third was comforted, how-
ever, by the return of his old chum, Joe Frayne. For Frayne
had seen the case in the papers, and knew that Talbot was
no longer at the school, and he promptly returned to St.
Jim’s, to be forgiven for-his escapade, and to take his old
place in the Third Form.

Tom Merry & Co. missed Talbot sorely, and they did not
forget him. Whatever he had been, he had wiped out all
offences at the last, and they remembered him as a good
chum, and they hoped to see again some day the lad who
had been forced to make so terrible a choice between good
and evil, and had chosen the right whenh he came to the
‘““parting of the ways.”

THE END.

(Our amusing, long, complete story for next Wed-

nesday is entitled : *“ Monty Lowther’s Mistake !’ by

Martin Clifford. Order in advance. Price one penny.)
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Stanton, adventurer and ex-convict, looked almost
regal as he stood by the dais of the Throne Room
with raised sword, saluting the multitude who had
' made him king ! (See this page.)

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 a nobleman in the State of
Tstan.  Stanton is the exact double of Satorys, and, escaping
from prison, meets and strikes down his enemy. He
exchanges clothes, and leaves Satorys lying in convict’s
garb, to be found by the warders. Stanton is aware that
Satorys is the rightful heir to the throne of Istan, and deter-
mines to impersonate him, and make a bid for the throne
himself. So exact is his impersonation, that even Satorys’
fiance, Grace Lang, is deceived. She urges him to push his
claim to the throne, which he decides to do. His plans
%iosper, and one evening he scts sail for Istan in the yacht

lla, in company with Duvigny, Satorys’ most trusted
adviser, and Grace. In the meantime Satorys has recovered
and proved his real identity, and is in chase of the impostor.
Grace Lang also discovers the deception, but is helpless.
Stanton lands in Istan without opposition, and prepares for a
decisive coup.

(Now go on with the story.)

King of Istan.

Tn her place of captivity Grace heard much of what was
passing, for the women who looked after her talked in her
presence of the great events which were occurring.

Stanton had to walk over to the throne which he was to
usurp, but the mnearer he came to the realisation of his
dreain, the more secure he felt as to ultimate success.

He had had time before leaving London to realise on the
scrip which had been handed to the man he had supplanted,
;y)d he was enubled to act generously to those who supported

in,

For. the rest. Duvigny, who had his doubts, but was pru-
dently silent about them, for Stanton was showing himself
strong and relentless, had managed things well, and a_couple
of days after landing the claimant to the crown found himself
at the head of a vast number of faithful, and, what was more
Y6 the point, weil-armed followers,

Istan City, the scat of the Republican Government, woke
onc fine morning to find itsclf practically in the hands of the
ynsurgents, and the representatives of the tottering Govern-
ment, well hated now, were driven back to the Presidential
Yaiace, where they entrenched themselves with the remmant
of the army, which remained true to the falling regime,

There was desultory fighting in the streets, but Stanton's
eause was destined to triumph by reason of the support of
the majority of old military men, some of whom recalled the
old days.

Stanton was no coward, and as he led those who secemed
devoted to him to the charge, as street after street was cleared
of the foe, he felt as though he were indeed the rightful king,
as though the past were a dream, and it was only after the
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entrance to thd palace was reached, and he stood panting,
sword in hand, by the side of Duvigny, while way was made
for the little party which emerged from the frowning gate-
way bearing the flag of truce, that he was brought back to the
truth by a word Duvigny let fall.

“Tt is well done, sir,” said the other, *but after your
stern refusal to accept the crown it amazes me.”

“Oh, one can always change one’s mind,” said Stanton
quietly. *I had had time to weigh things in my mind, that
was all. Ah, see they are coming to sue for peace.”

Duvigny went forward to meet the bearer of the white flag.
Firing had ceased, the pcople were cheering the new ruler
as they deemed Stanton, and old Peter Mardyke, who during
those days of conflict had kept in the van, looked oddly at the
man who was how king. The old fellow thought of the girl
and of her story, and he wondered fof a second whether it was
true, or whether she were not speaking under a delusion, as
the false Satorys had declared.

There was no time far more then. The overtures of the
bearers of the request for peace were being informed that the
palace must be evacuated within the hour, and this was done.
"The ex-president was permitted to leave under escort for the
port, where he was placed on board a ship due to leave, and
by evening the new ruler entered the palace whose riddled
walls showed the severity of the fighting, which- had lasted
three days. .

Stanton seemed as though to the mamner born. Duvigny,
as he accompanied his new chief into the dismantled reception
chambers of the old palace, found his doubts growing none the
Yess, for the new kinyg acted in a stern, unbending way, which
little accorded with what Duvigny knew of the real Satorys,
the dignified individual who had lived like a king, although
merely a private personage, and who had always considered
the feelings of others.

Peter Mardyke was one of the advance party which swept
with Stanton through the gardens to the palace entrance.
Outdide the mob was checring, flags were flying from windows,
and hour by hour the traces of the fighting were vanishing
amidst the popular rejoicings.

And Stanton, adventurer and ex-convict, stood by the dais
of the Throne Roem, looking almost regal as he raised his
sword and saluted the multitude, which was being kept in the
outer courts by the soldiery.

““He may be a king, sir,” said Peter to Duvigny, by whom
the old sailor was standing; * but I am sure certain he isn’t,
for all his uniform. The lady is right. But I don’t see what
we are to do.”

Duvigny nodded. He knew now that he had been too eager,
too ready to smother the doubts which had crept into hia.
mind, but as he replied to Peter he realised quite well that id
was too late.

He did not know that the real Paul Satorys was cven a$
that hour landing at the port fifty miles south of Istan City,
for the captain of the liner had deemed it wiser to keep
clear of the fighting zone.

“ Peter,” said Duvigny, © you are right, my lad. I have
been tricked. That man is not Count Satorys, but a man s
Jike him that anyone might have been deceived.”

““ Yes, eir; and now I want ’fﬁikn&w wﬂat’s to be done.”

M R. —
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% Nothing.”

The answer was cold and bitter. Duvigny was locking at
distinguished leaders of the Istan Army who were going for-
ward one by one to make obeisance to the new king. The
air was rent with cries of enthusiasm. No, there was nothing
to be done. The power was now in the hands of the man
who had been helped forward to the throne, and he would
never cede it because of a fancied right.

And now Duvigny, who found himself playing a modest
part as a mere spectator of the triumph, saw the T{ing giving
orders, orders which resulted in a squad of men marching
out. What did it mean? Duvigny and Peter were soon to
know. From where they stood, wedged in a corner of the
vast hall, they saw the escort returning, and walking in their
midst was Grace Lang.

The girl looked dazedly around her, saw the man she hated
standing on the dais surrpunded by his new adherents. She
had been brought there to be a withess of thie power of the
man who had tried to trick her, and her bosom heaved with
indignation, but she could do nothing. She was permitted to
sit down, but the soldiers at her side shut out the view of
Peter and Duvigny. It was the old sailor who managed to
ed%e .his Wway to her side.

he. girl gave the old man a look of pleasure and relief.

‘“ Are you going to help me get away, Peter?”’ she said
breathlessly.

“I only wish I could, miss; but it isn’t possible not just

et. That chap 1s no king, but he knows how to look after

imself, which is one thing kings are for, I suppose. But you
stand firm, miss, and the time will come!”

Duvigny felt'a growing disgust. He and those who had
come with him from England were placed in a subordinate
position now. He saw the hall emptying, saw the new ruler

vance escorted by his new guards. Stanton nodded to
Duvigny, and smiled at Peter, and then approached Grace.

“I wish to speak to you,” he said.

The soldiers of the escort fell back. The two were alone,
and the girl faced her captor with flashing eyes.

“ When shall it be?” asked Stanton.

‘“I do not care to understand!” she cried.

Stanton caught her wrist.

¢TIt will be better for you that you should understand,” he
said harshly. ‘‘ I have held back, but it was with the thought
that~you would be sensible in a little. while, and. recognise
what. had to he. You will marry me. The people here expect
it, and then it is my will.””

““ I despise you too utterly !” cried the girl.

“ Come, come!” said the usurper. °‘This i8 no time for
heéroics of that sort. You.tell me I am not Satorys. Well,
what.if I am not? I am King of Istan, and your future
husband.”

‘“The last you will never be!” said Grace desperately.

She darted a glance at her two friends, Peter and Duvigny,
who had always treated her with studious politeness. Was
there no escape? The answer was—None.

Stanton held her hand, and now, despite her recoil of dislike
and repugnance, -he raised it ta his lips.

““ You will think better of it,”’ he said quietly. * My mar-
riage with you will crown my triumph. I-have given orders.
You aré to.be lodged in the palace. The women you have
been with will look after youl”

He made a sign, and Grace saw her former custodians
approaching her, those native women who had treatéd her
with respect certainly, but who had never permitted her the
least liberty. She gave a despairing sigh as she felt herself
being led away.

Paul Satorys Arrives,

Satorys landed in Istan. He was well provided with funds,
and though the country was disturbed, he managed to get a
horse, paying an exorbitant figure. He learned the great
news as he pressed forward. The people at the inn amidst
the mountains where he stopped to rest his nag told him of
the fierce fighting in the capital, and he groaned in spirit
a3 he thought of the plight o? the girl who was in the power
of his rival. He tried to drive the thought away. It was
impossible. The country he loved had been thrown into war,
and hundreds must have ‘perished. )

As for his precise plan” of action when he reached the
capital he could determine nothing. He knew his pesition
was hagardous in the extreme, but he hoped to find some
of those whe. would know him, and as events shaped he was
not disappointed, for after riding hard till nightfall, he left
his horse at a.posada in the outskirts of the city, and walked
into the centre of the town on foot.

It was a strange position to be in—an outeast in his own
land! He found the city given over fo rejoicing, the cafes
filled, and he walked slowly down the principal streéts, hoping
that some of his friends might be found.
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He paused at 2 corner of the Grande Place, where the news-
papers were being sold. - At the far ond .of the whitc expanse
rose the walls of the-palace, and as he stood there a company
of foot soldiers swung by. )

“You!”

Satorys turned sharply, to see Duvigny at his clbow. The
two gripped one another’s hands.

“Am I too late?” asked Satorys

Thero was a shake of the head.

‘I had hoped, but it seemed useless,” said Duvigny. ‘The
new king has stifled the news which was cabled from London
as to his real identity. He is strong, and though, so far, he
does not suspect me, yet I am not in the position I was.”

“And Grace?” asked Satorys huskily.

** Miss Lang is held a prisoner in the palace until she con-
sents”to become thé wife of the man who has impersonated
you.

Satorys gave a gasp of relief.

“Then I am not too late. Duvigny, as you know, I held
out against this plot, for I loved my country, and would not
hurl her into' war, but now it is war.” This scoundrel Stanton,
who deceived you all, shall be seized, and—""

Duvigny touched him on the arm.

““Come this way!’ he murmured. ‘“See that fellow
there?"” He indicated a man in a black cape, who had stooped
down ostensibly to pick up a letter he had dropped. “ He is
o spy. The city is thronged with such. When it is known
that you are here your life will not be worth a moment's
purchase !”’

He led Satory’s down a side street, and together they lost
themselves in a labyrinth of small thoroughfares which sur-
rounded the markets. There was no more sign of the spy,
but as he listened to Duvigny’s explanations Satorys began
to see more clearly than before the myriad difficulties and
dangers which surrounded him. Stanton would have no
mercy. He was governing with a vengeance, and the army,
delighted to have a strong leader, seemed enthusiastic on his
behalf, while Istan, although it had Leen shaken by internal
strife, was yet a powerful country with a fleet whioh was
numerous and well equ'i;aped,’ and, moreover, it possessed an
aeroplane flotilla zeady for action.

Duvigny drew his dompanion to the entrance of a little
cafe. The two men sat down under the trees

“I was in_the Council Chamber yesterday,” he said.
‘“ There is talk of attacking England.”

Satorys nodded. He still had confidence, and he spoke with
resolution.

I am here to save that poor girl,’”” he said. ‘° And then
this vile wretch must be made to pay for all his crimes. If
I faced him in the palace——""

Duvigny shook his head.

“You could not.get there, for one thing. The palace is
guarded well. The only hope is to save Miss Lang, and
then make a dash for the mountains.”

: He leaned forward, and began to speak in a low, excited
one.

e vt

The Letter.

Duyvigny had much to tell his chief. Satorys listened with
growing- impatience, his eye roving round the shady garden
of the cafe. At last he broke in.

‘“Not a bit of use talking about my rights, Duvigny,” he
cried: “For the time they are dead. I am thinking of
that poor girl. She is a prisoner in-the palace, you say.
You can, of course, get a note to her?”

“Yes, sir.”’

‘“ Give mo something to write on.”

Satorys seized the sheet of paper the other drew from
hls'gockebbook, and began to dash down a few lines.

The letter finished, he handed it to Duvigny.

¢ You will give this to Miss Lang ?”’

Duvigny nodded, and slipped the missive into his pocket,
and, rising to his feet, made a sign to a man who had just
stepped into the garden

Duvigny swung round on Satorys, who was gazing with
wonderment on the stranger.

“This is Peter Mardyke, sir,”” he said. ‘He has been
my shadow ever since I set foot in Istan, and you can rely
on him to the death.”

Peter saluted gravely.

Satorys gave a growl.

“I see,” he said; “my other adherent. It seems I hava
two, and yet this is my own country !’ he went on bitterly.

Peter came closer.

“I wouldn’t talk so loud, sir, if I was you. This place is
ohockful of spies, and I would like to wring the ‘neck df
each omne, but there’s nothing doing at present.  Mr.
Duvigny has told me about you, and I may say I am very
glad 'you are here, for the chap as calls himself king is a
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mean sort of varmint, and for myself I don’t believe he has
all his change.”

“Dare say not,” said Satorys sharply. He turned to
Duvigny. “You will try to get that letter to Miss Lang?
Peter herc will take me to your lodgings. You are not
living at the palace? Good! Maybe Peter will also get me a
disguise, as it is madness for me to be showing myself as I
am in the city.” .

It was settled that Duvigny should meet the others at his
own rooms in a few hours’ time. They separated, Duvigny
leaving tho cafe at once, and Satorys, accompanied by
Peter, a minute or two afterwards. X

It was only a short distance to the house where Duvigny
had taken up his quarters.

The two men passed down street after street, through
crowds of people who seemed to have given themselves up
to pleasure. The white lines of the lofty houses stood out
vividly against the sky of the deepest blue. Peter led the
way through one of the myriad courtyards which sur-
rounded many of the buildings, and Satorys followed his
conductor into the shady interior of a handsome residence,
and up interminable flights of highly-polished stairs.

Peter was a guide of the most resourceful kind. In the
well-appointed apartments where the old sailor seemed per-
fectly at home, Satorys was provided with fresh clothes, and
after performing the services of a valet, Peter set about
preparing a meal. .

“Oh, if I was you I wouldn't say ‘ No, thanky,” sir, to a
bit of victuals. T know all about what is happening, for
Mr. Duvigny and me has becn close pals since we got here.
Care killed the cat, sir, asking your pardon; but you are
not a cat. There are worse disasters at sea, sir. We'll get
the young lady safe, only give us time. That chap as calls
himself king is no more likc one than the tame monkey I
had who took a stroll in the Sargasso Sea and lost his life
according, and no insurance coupon either; but that’s
neither here nor there.”

Satorys tossed off the glass of light wine the sailor brought
him, and lit a cigarette.

“You say you know the palace? You come and go as you
like? You often see Miss Lang 7"’

““No, sir; very seldom. The young lady is guarded too
carefully; but I have seen hei. But don’t you worry too
much, sir. We've got to go cautious, like. The chap who
calls himself you is as clever as they are made.”

Satorys strode to the end of the room and back again, to
stand Jooking out of the window. Inaction was killing
him. Suddenly he started and dashed to the door, thinking
he heard Duvigny returning, but it was a false alarm. He
stood there, fingering nervously the revolver which Peter
had handed to him, and the old sailor watched him thought-
fully, his brow wrinkléd up. He did not.venture to say
anything further just then. There was something in tho
manner of Satorys which awed him somewhat.

Satorys suddenly turned on the sailor.

“He does not return.. There must be something wrong.”

“No, sir—no. It might be hours before he got a chance
to hand his letter to the lady.”

“Humph! I suppose you can enter the palace right
enough? You know something about it all?”’

“Yes, sir; of course.”

““Then why shouldn’t I go there?”

“Can’t be did, sir. You would be arrested at once.”

“I don't know so much about that,” said Satorys grimly.
“ Anyhow, I am going to try. We might get through the
gardens and never be seen, and it is the only way. Maybe,
Duvigny has been arrested—been found out.”

*“Maybe the Pope of Rome has corns on his toes,” said
Peter. ‘“ You can go on ‘maybeing’ till all’s blue, but I
don’t think——"  He stopped suddenly, and pulled out his
revolver to examine it carefully. “‘I see you mean going,
sir, and 1t aren’t for a chap like me to try to prevent you.”

Satorys was devoured with a feverish impatience, and he
smiled bitterly as he caught sight of his reflection in a mirror.

He had allowed a short beard to grow since he had left
England, and he felt certain that he would pass unrecognised
onco more.

He left the house, Peter, who was strangely silent for him,
at his side. They reached the big park which stretched up
to the palace gardens, and then, proceeding cautiously, gained
the boundary walls of the Royal demesne.

Hwening was coming swiftly on by that time, and the
widening shadows on the grass looked black by contrast with
the dazzling rays of the sinking sun.

Well did Satorys know the madness of his scheme. But
something drove him on, making him utterly reckless of tho
consequences so that he saw the girl he loved, the girl who
was in deadly peril.

“Your only chance is to wait for night, sir,”” whispered
Peter, as they glided on amidst the trees.

There was a sign of assent from Satorys.

The place was
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well guarded, he knew, and there would be no mercy if he
were found trying to enter the palace even as a stranger.

Peter suddenly touched the other’s arm.

““ Look there,”” he said.

Satorys turnced his head. The sailor was pointing to-a long,
low shed which stood in a glade sheltered by trees, and
Satorys made out the spars of an aeroplane projecting through
the open doorway of the building.

‘“ What of it?” he asked irritably.

¥ Oh, there’s a great deal of it, sir!” said the sailor.
“Them things sometimes comes in very, very useful; but
never you mind, let’s gct on.”

Night came with a rush. From the city wae heard the
chiming of many bells, then a snatch of military music.

It ‘was a mad enterprise indeed. Satorys crept forward, and
reached the wall of the gardens where it sank owing to an
inequality in the ground. Satorys was clambering «up, and
Peter faced about revolver in hand. It would have gone
hard with anyone who had attempted to interferejust then.

‘““ All right, sir?”’ sang out Peter.

Satorye was mounted on the top of the wall.

‘‘Right it is!” he cried. “ Now, you.”

Walls did not make any difference to the sailor. He went
up like a cat. The next minute the two companions were
creeping forward towards the towering building which rose
shadowy now in the faint light of the vanished day.

Satorys gritted his teeth as he thought of the past. He
had been hasty, maybe, in making a dash for Istan, but
was ;here a man in hie place who would have acted other-
wise ?

He was asking himself what his plans were. Plans! He
had none—only to reach the girl who was held a prisoner in
the palace ahead of him, and try to get her away.

‘“Stop ! said Peter, m a low whisper. ‘ See the sentry
there? This eide is as well guarded as the other. But never

‘mind,” he went on, after a pause, *‘ the beggar’s got his back

to us.”

They went on once more, and it was thanks to the sailor's
knowledge of the palace that they were able at last, after
threading their way through the dark, green labyrinth of
endless gardens, to reach one of the marble terraces giving on
the chief reception-rooms. Satorys was first, his hand on his
revolver, for well he knew that discovery meant death.

Keeping in the deep shadow, the two men glided on, to stop
at last in a place where the terrace widened out. Here wasa
little Duich garden, with dumpy shrubs and quaint statues,
trim walks, and low, red walls almost covered with lichen
and moss. But of these things Satorys saw nothing as he
stood back, screened from the sight of a stalwart sentry; one
of the men of the native army, who stood, rifle in hand, at
the alcoved entrance to a room, which was lighted with many
coloured lamps.

Satorys turned his head and gazed at Peter. He was
afraid lest the old man should epeak, but the sailor erouched
just behind the rightfvl King of Istan, motionless, as if he
had been carved out of marble, like the grotesque figure near
which they were standing.

(A thrilling, long instalment of this grand seria)
next Wednesday.)
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What fun the famous Glyn provokes—
Tho leader of inventors—

When planning” weird and wondrous jokes

To crush his chief tormentors!
The products of his busy brain

Have often caused a panic,
And fearful threats profusely rain

Upon the great mechanic.

So vast is Glyn’s inventive power,
That all his friends and neighbours
Must bo prepared:at any hour
To cease ti‘leir earthly labours.
A dose of deadly dynamite,
Without a word of warning,
May scnd them swiftly out of sight
And plunge the world in mourning,

When making plans within hig lair,
Our trero hates intrusion,

And barricades the door with care,
Creating great confusion.

Then comes the tramp of many feet,
And voices crave admission;

But Bernard, from his safe retreat,
Explains the whole position.

The clever youth contrived to form
A new device for bowling,

And players, with exertion warm,
Agreed ’twas most consoling.

But soon the wretched thing went wrong,

And balls flew helter-skelter,
Compelling all the startled throng
Swiftly to flee for shelter!

The crowd disdained to stay its hanﬂ,

And Glyn was bruised with bumping;

But soon he set the irate band
With jubilation jumping.

He formed the finest of designs
"Mid universal pleasure,

For writing all the fellows™ lines,
What time they romped at leisure !

The impositions sct in Greek,
Which, as a rule, are reckoned
To_occupy abotit a weck,
Were written in a second!

But soon the * beaks’ uncarthed the wheezo

(Which never was repeated),
And certain boys were ill at case
When in the class-room seated!

What wondrous bliss for every lad
Who, doomed to dull detention,
Devours, with cager eyes and glad,

The humours of invention!
Then muster in triumphant might,
Each vouthful Tom and Tony,
And praise with unsurpassed delight
This juvenile Marconi!
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The only names and addresses which ean be printed in
these columns are those of readers living in any of oup
Colonies who desire Correspondents in Great Britain eand
Ireland.

Colonists 'sending in their names and addresses for
insertion in the columns of this popular story-book mus
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, one taken from *“The Gem,” end one from the
same week’s issue of its companion paper, “ The Magnet"
Library. Coupons will always be found on page 2 of both
papers, and requests for correspondents not containing these
two coupons will be absolutely disregarded. 3

Readers wishing to reply to advertisements appearing in
this column must write to the adrertisers direct. No corre-
epondence with advertisers can be undertaken through the
medium of this office.

All advertisements for imsertion in this Fres Exchange
should be addressed: “The Editor, ‘The Gem’ Library,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street. London, E.C.”"

K. Whittle, 187, Lake Street. Perth, Western Anstralia,
wishes to correspond with a girl interested in photography.

F. Muir, Main Street, Grevtown, North Island. New Zeas
land, wishes to correspond with girl readers, age 13-15.

_Harry Jackson, Bull’s Chambers, 14, Moore Street, Sydney,
New South Waies, Australia, wishes to correspond with girl
readers, age 15-16,

W. Anderson, 84th Bty. R.F.A., Jubbulpore.
wishes to correspond with girl readers, age 20-24.

Miss W. Green, ¥, Alma Lane, off Tory Street, Wellington,
New Zcaland, wishes to correspond with a boy reader
interested'in postcards, age 15-16.

A. J. Wyeth, Bradford House, Blenheim, New Zealand,
wishes to correspond with readers living in Elgin (Scotland),
age 17-18. ‘

C. R. Russell and R. M. C. Russell. 15. Avmadale Strcet,
Croxton, —Melbourne,  Victoria, Australia, wishes to
correspond with readers Jiving in America, South Africa,
Scotland or Ireland, age 16-17.

B. J. Hughes, 372, Park Street, South Melbourne, Vicioris.
Australia. wishes to correspond with a gir! reader living in
Amervica or Canada, age 15-17.

C. I. James. 273, Brunswick Road, Melbourne, Victoria,
Australia, wishes to correspond with girl readers living in
America or England, age 16-18.

S. LEvans, 94 Fletcher Street, Essendon, Victoria.
Australia, wishes to correspond with girl readers living in
the British Isles.

K. Greene. 105, ITumffrav Street, Ballarat, East Vietoria,

India,

Australia, wishes to  correspond  with college readers
interested in sports. age 15-17.
Miss I. Black, 84, Glenferiie Road. Hawthorne,

Melbourne. Australia, wishes to corvespond with boy readers,
age 16-17.

Fred. J. Lewis, P.O. Box 232, St. John's. Newfoundland,
wishes to correspond with readers interested in stamps.

H. Tharratt, High Street, Northcote. Victoria, Australia,
wishes to correspond with a girl reader. age 14-16.

T. Johnson, Corra Lynn Bay, View Street, Northcote,
Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond sith a girl reader.
age 14-16.

J. Monk, 39. Wilson Street, Brighton, Australia. wishes
to correspond with a girl reader living in the British Isles,
age 14-16.

J. R. Jenson, c'o Castle Sale Co.. Birkenhead, Port
Adelaide, South Australia, wishes to correspond with a gi}-l
reader living in the British Isles, age 16-18.

Thomas Lavery. 27. Beach Street, Hartford, Clonnecticut,
United States of America, wishes to correspond with readéts
interested in postcards, age 18-20,

) o - —l, (\—-
Next Week The Editor specially requests Colonial
Readers to kindly bring the Frse Corre-
KERR. spondence Exchange to the noltice of their
friends, ———————
= = =) (&= = = =,
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It was a banquet where a notable gathering of politicians
had assembled. A certain aspiring young attorncy was
among the number, and as he espied an influential judge at
the far end of the room, he called the head waiter, and
slipped five shillings into his hands.

“Just take this,” he whispered, ‘ and put me next to
Judge Spink at the table.” )

Upon being scated, however, he found he was at the other
end of the room from the judge. He called the head waiter
to explain. . .

“ Well, sir,” replied the official, * the fact is that the ;udgg
gave me ten shillings to put you as far from him as possible.’
—Sent in by L. Bromley, Lanecs.

UNAPPETISING. )

“ Jones,” said a hotel-manager to a waiter, ‘ what did that
gent. from Table No. 7 leave so suddenly for?”

“ Well, sir,” replicd the waiter, ‘ he sat down and asked
for sausages, and I told him wo werc out of them; but if ho
would care to wait a few minutes I could get the cook to
mako some.”’ .

“ Well,” said the manager, “ and what then?” ,

«1 went into the kitchen,” resumed the waiter, ‘ and
accidentally trod upon the dog’s tail, and of course it yelped
out. And suddenly the gent got up and left.”—Sent in by
C. Angel, Brixton, S.W.

THEN SILENCE REIGNED.

A youthful barrister looked somewhat contemptuously at
a simple-looking labourer in the witness-box, evidently
regarding the rustic as too * small”” for his cross-examining
skill. However, he began:

“ Have you ever been married?”’

The witness said he had.

“ And whom did you marry?”’

¢ A woman, sir.”

The barrister turned to one of his confreres and murmured:

“ Village idiot.” . .

“ Come, come, my good man,” he said to the witness,
© of course it was a woman! Did you ever hear of anyone
marrying a man?’ .

“Yes, sir,” replied the rustic. ‘“ P-please, my sister.”’—
Sent in by D. Challacombe, Barnstaple.

“PATIENCE.”

Tho incident is related of a Scotch doctor, new to the gun,
who adventured upon a day’s rabbit-shooting. . .

Chased by the ferrets, bunny was rather a quick-moving
target, and the medico was not mecting with the success ho
anticipated. . . .

“Hang it all, man!” he exclaimed impatiently to the
keeper who accompanied him. ‘ These beasts are too quick
for me.”

“ Ay, doctor,” the pawky keeper replied.  “ But, sure, ye
Jidna” expect them tac lie still till ye kill them, like yer
patients do!”—Sent in by Thos. J. Butler, Dublin.
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“MONTY LOWTHER’S MISTAKE!"

“ HEY—WHAT?”

A comedian was taking a walk the other day, when he
was accosted by a boothlack.

“ Shine, sir?”’

“Yes, I think T will,” said the comedian.

And while the boots were being cleaned ho asked the boy
a few questions about his home.

‘““ What’s your father's trade?’ he asked.

“He's a farmer, sir,” answered the boy.

“Qh!’ said the comedian. ‘* So he makes hay while the
son shines.”’—Sent in by C. Adams, Bristol.

FALSE SOAPS.

Mother: &I want you to go on an crrand for me.”

Son: ** My legs ache awful!”

Mother: “Too bad! 1 want you to go to old Mis.
Stickley’s sweet-shop and d

Son: “ Oh, that isn't very far to walk! T ecan go there.”

Mother: “ Very well. Go there, and just beside it you
will sce a grocer’s shop. Go in and get me a bar of soap.”’—
Sent in by Miss L. Sims, Hants.

JACK'S MISTAKE.

A burly Jack Tar was escorting his best girl across the
tram-lines, when a car came bowling around the corner and
nearly upset the two.

“ Hi, there, yo landlubber!” yelled Jack to the conductor.
“ Can’t yer sce where ye're going? Do yer want to knock us
down?”’

“Who are you jawin' at?’ cried the conductor.
drivin’, am 17’

“No!” roared the indignant sailor. ‘‘But ye're steering,
ain't yer?’—Sent in by Harry Hulmes, Liverpool.

“1 ain't

ARK AT THAT!
Algy (running after ’bus): **I say, conductor, is this
Noah’s Ark full yet?”
Conductor: *“ All except the monkey. Jump in!”’—Sent in
by Geo. G. Murray, Edinburgh.

TRY THESE.

Question: Which peer wears the largest hat?

Answer: The one with the largest head.

Question: Which is the left side of a plum-pudding?

Answer: Tho one which is not eaten.

Question: What will turn without moving?

Answer: Milk.

Question: Why is the National Anthem of the masculine
gender?

Answer: Becauso it’s a hymn (him).

Question: What pen ought never to bo used for writing?

Answer: A shecp-pen.

Question: Deseribe an old suit of clothes in two letters?

Answer: C D (scedy).

(j_uc:‘tionz What word may be pronounced quicker by
adding a syllable to it?

Answer: Quick,

Question: How many ants make a landlord?

Answer: Ten-ants.—Sent in by E. Reynolds, Limehouse.
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MONEY PRIZES OIFrrIrERED.

Readers are invited to send ON A POSTCARD Storyettes or Short Interesting Paragraphs for thjs
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 REAﬁERS IN ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD.

No correspondence can be entered into with regard to this competition, and all contributions enclosed in letters, or seit in other
wise than on postcards, will be disregarded.
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“ MONTY LOWTHER’S MISTAKE!"”
By Martin Clifford.
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Tu this splendid complete story of Tom Merry & Co. the
sttention of the juniors of St. Jim’s is principally occupied
with preparations for the great play they are going to
perform on Speech Day, at the end of the term.

Monty lowther, who is in his element as an actor and
comedian, has a grand idea for rendering his “part” a
screamingly funny one, and forthwith proceeds to put his plan
into action, in spitc of his chums’ protests. ~He amazes Herr
Schneider, the portly German master, by his sudden affection
for the weird Janguage of the Fatherland. —Monty Lowther
laughs up his sleeve—until the arrival of the Fraulein at
“t. Jim's suddenly changes.all his ideas. , .

Too late he realises his mistake, Hc tries hard to rectify
it, and for a time succceds. But in the end, when the school-
Jioy actor is ance “on the boards,” the artiste in him is too
strong for his better self; he lets himself go—with dire
consequences. 'T'o the sensitive lad, it is a severe punishment
which follows on the heels of

«MONTY LOWTHER'S MISTAKE!"

WHAT EVERY “GEMITE” WANTS!

The following letter is typical of many to be found in my
postbag this week:

, “Dear Editor,—I feel I must write to you and let you know
that T love vour tales. They are the best school tales any-
one can possibly read. I have six chums that also worship
thent, and we have formed a club called the ‘Gem’ Club,
and we engage in all kinds of sport like the ‘Gem?* Dboys.
We have a library of your books, and we are getting as many
new readers as we can for you. I have a favour to ask you,
and that is that you will write another ‘ Threepenny Library’
about St. Jin'’s.. I am anxiously looking forward to another
threepenny number being published. and hope you will oblige
by so doing. I heartily congratulate you on your fine tales.
My chums are calling me now to come and have tea, so I
must say good-bye for the present. I and my friends remain
vour staunch chums, .F.H.”

Many thanks for your suppott, J. F, H. Tt is very pleasant
to hear from such staunch enthusiasts as you and your
chums. As for your request, I think you will have noticed
that I have dealt with this matter more than once in ‘‘ Replies
in Brief.” It is safc to say that every ¢ Gemite” would
like to sce another ¢ Threcpenny Library ’’ written dealing
with the adventures of Tom Merry & Co. T myself would
like nothing better, while Mr. Martin Clifford would be only
toc pleased to do it. Unfortunately, however, even this
gifted author is only human; there is a lmit to the amount
of work he can turn out. and at present, as is only natural
in the case of a writer of his immense popularity, Mr. Clifford
is working well up to his limit. To write a ‘ Threepenny
Comiplete Library” is a big task, even for Mr. Clifford.
Urti, therefore, e has a little time to spare from his inccssant
lubours, I am afraid my chums must content themselves with
Tom Merry & Co.’s adventures-as they appear every week
in “The Gem” Library and “The.Penny Popular.””  As
soon as anyvthing turns -up to make it possible, I shall set
Mer. Clifford to work on a long,. complete story again without
« moment’s unnecessary dehay; that yow may rely.on.

slelbourne, Sydnev. Adelaide, Brisbane, and Wellington, N.Z,
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REPLIES IN BRIEF.

C. A. (Wimbledon, S.W.)—It all depends on how far back
you want copies of ¢ The Gem Library. = The Christian
names of Herries and Digby are George and Robert.

William Stuart, who desired to dispose of a number of
copies of old issucs of  The Boys’ Friend” 3d." Library,
writes to me to state that the requests he has received aro
so numerous that he is unable to reply to all. The copies
have now been disposed of.

—

GUARDING THE KING.

A Case of Mistaken Identity.

On one occasion during the reign of King Edward VIL a
siall, dapper little Frenchman, with a very sunburnt face
and carrying a small portmantean in his hand, rushed on to
the platform just as the train, by which the King and Qucen
were travelling, was about to start. = He jumped into a
carriage as the train began to move, and -was followed at
once by a man who was apparently a railway official. ** Ah,
that was a narrow squeak !’ remarked the little man; then,
looking at the official. who was the only occupant of the
carriage beside himself, he smilingly said: 1 have got a
ticket; you know, all right.”

The railway official nodded, and then to the man’s amaze-
ment, remarked, ‘*I must place you under arrest.”
“ Arrest !V exclaimed the other; ‘“ but what have I done?”
But the railway official, who was, as a matter of fact, a
detective, merely shook his head, and observed that ho
would be given an opportunity of explaining matters later on.

At the first stop the detectivo put his hcad out of the
window, and in a few minutes two men came up to tho
window, and the three held a consultation, whilst the little
man vehemently protested against the detective’s action. = 1
am M—. B—.," he ocxclaimed, “I am the travelling
representative of Messrs. ——. of St. Petersburg. “There is
my card.” I must get out at the next station, where I have
an important appointment.”’

At this juncture a fourth detective appeared. on the scene,
looked at the little man and smiled. *‘It'is a mistake,” he
said quictly; “ but you arc exactly like an individual whom it
would be our duty to put under arrest, but this individual,
I learn, is not in England. I am sorry if you have been put
to any inconvenience.” Then the detective got out of the
carriage as the train began to move, and the litile man,
greatly relieved at the discovery of the mistake, insisted on
shaking hands with him and exclaimed,* My friend, when you
say I am like the man you want, you may greatly insult me.
1 do not know, but I forgive you.”

Sometimes people travelling by the same train as the King
are kept under observation throughout the journey, and th¢re
is usually vne detective in each’ compartifient of the tratn.
A pilot engine is, of course, always despatched ahead of zhe
train by which the King travels, and special arrangements ara
made to keep the line clear and to avoid a stop anywhere.
except at the arranged stovping-places. When the King
travels by a special train there is no stop until the train
reaches its destination, and no one is ever allowed on e
platform at its departure unless by special permission of e
railway authorities.

(Another Splendid Article
Next Wednesday.)
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