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[yl _ ‘:":- n School Tale of Tom Merry & Co., Talbot,

e i and Marie Rivers at St. Jim’s.

~y By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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gy THE TIRST CHAPTER.
~—____-h Dogged in the Dark.
iy B ”T.—\LHGT. olil son, buck up ! ™
'. * Get nomove on, kid. 'We shall be late for calling-over.
: ~ “'gin’t o time for star- -gazing now, my infant,” urg[-n:l_ ’1[nnt:r,r Lowther.
i | ! Talbot of the Shell did not reply. IHis head was bunt aicl he was listening, The
1 s Terrible Three gazed at 1hmr chum in astomshment.
i-_r The darkness was deep in the lone. Tom Merry and his chums were walking back
o 1] ! [ to St. Jim's, after a visit to Wayland, and as they hed rather overstayed ﬂm:r time,
they were in a hurry.  The four Shell follows were striding quickly along the lane, theit
~4 ' ; !. fn:}lﬁi‘t‘-‘ph ringing in the silence on the hard, frosty road, whou Talbot suddenly ]:aitm;{
; and stood listening,
w1 Faintly from the distance, in the darkness behind, came thie sound of a footstep. Then
1 thore way silence.

“What's the row 1" asked Tom Merry.

“ Bomehody's following us”

™l “0Oh, let 'em follow!™ w:'ml Monly Lowther, with & yawn, *“It's a lree country,
[ | you know, Come on. ff we're late for call-over we shall get sealped.”

]
|'| *1 thought so0,” smd Talbot quietly,
|
|
|

I|I “ But it's queer,” sakl Talbot., *I noticed it alimost as soon ag we left Wavland.
) I wes sure that somebody was following us down the [ootpath. 1 heard him- ik

| ‘“ lieho of our own tootsies,” said Mauners,

! ! Talbot shook his head.

“ It wasn't that.  VWhen we stopped at the siile the foolsteps stopped
“ Naturally, if it was an echo.”
f B - Tt wasn't an echo.” :
The chumns of the Shell stared bacl: into the.darkness they had left behind them. They
hatd come zeveral miles, and_ it was odd, to say the least, if somcone had followed them
F all that distance. And they had uear]}" a mile before them, in one of the loneliest lanes
: in all Sussex, before they reached the school.
“IWhat do you think it is—some giddy footpad 1" asked Tom Merry,
“Yory likely.”
il _ “Well, there are four of us,” said Monty Lowther. “Wo'll eat him. Come on. If
Y lie’s followed us three miles, he can follow one more, and I hope the exercise will do

g over, and Lowther did not want to pet filty lines from Mr. Carrington if he could help it.
‘(I'l. X Tom Merry and Manners and Talbot followed him. Their footsteps rang sharply on
W ’ the frosty road again, echoing among the darlk treei that shadowed the lane on either
zide, And from behind them it came again. Was it an echo ¥ Or was it the step of
|\ some unknown pursuer who was dogging them 1 the darkness ¥
Bl “It's o giddy echo,” said Manners uneasily.
Talbot shook his head.

NEXT WEDNESDAY'S ISSUE of *“*The Gem” Library will be the Usual Size and Price, One Penny.
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him good. Get a move on!"
\ /f And Monty Lowther started. There was still & chance of getting in before calling-

st
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“ Btop suddenly and listen,” he said.

“ Oh, all right!™

The four juniors tramped on a little distance, and then
halted suddenly. As they halted, the echoes of their foolsteps
died away in the trees. Dut from the road behind them came
ringing éiear]y the sound of footfalls,

Clearly through the silent dusk came the footfalls—but only
for a moment or lwo. Then they suddenly ceased.

Sitenco reigned onee more,

The juniors looked al one another in the gloom, with
stirtled expressions.  There was no further doubt of it.  Somne
unkhown was dogging them in the lonely lane, stopping when
tney.stopped, stirbing again when they started, It gave them
kil eervie feeling.

" What the dickens does it mean?’ muttered Monty
Lowther, forgetting all about calling-over this time, * Ho
stopped a minute after we did. Ie dido’t want us to hear
his hoofs. Can’t be an ovdinary johnny, or he'd come
straight on, He's dogging usl”

“1 was sure of if, .over sinee we left Wayland," eaid
Talbot, '

" Blessed if I can make it out!"’ said Tom Merry, peering
back into the deep, shadows. *‘ He's keeping out of sight,
whoever he is, DMust be some blessed footpad, A chap was
ttopped on this road yesterday by a footpad, who took his
sparo cagh, One of the kids from the Grammar School, 1
heard about it.”

Silence still reignéd. The unknown, whoever he wie, was
keeping stil—doubtless waiting for the sound of footsteps
before he recommenced his pursnit,

“I don't like this!” said Talbot. * That chap is just
keeping pace with us. He dodn’t want to overtake us yet.”

“But what do you think?”

“ There may be some more of them ahead on the road,
andﬂhe’ﬁ waiting till we'roe right in the trap before he comes
up.

My hat!"
The juniors stared round them unessily. But the dark
trees that'shadowed the lane were all that they counld see.

Talbot's suggestion wus not a pleasant one: but it seemed
to be the only way of accounting for that mysterious putsuit.
If the footpad—for the pursuer could scarcely be anything
else—was not trying to overtake them, what could bhe his
motive? " It could serve no purpose to dog their footsteps at
a distance till they reached their destination,

The only possible explanation was that there were other
raseals on the road, and that the footpad was waiting till the
juniors came up with them; and then, doubtless, hé would
vive & sipnal. It was notra ploasant position.  There was no
hitation within a mile of the spot, and high hedges and
ti;EEH shut in the narrow lane, with ploughed fields beyond
them.

“ Lucky you spotted him, Talbot!” said Tom Merry, after
& pause. ‘I shouldn't have noficed it, You've got sharp
CATS.

**I needed to have in the old days,” said Talbot quietly.
" Look here, if we're walking into a trap—and it looks like it
— the best thing we can do is to deal with this fellow at once,
while he’s alone,”

“ Good egg !’ said Mannera.
on till we start.,)””

‘* No good going back for him,” said Tom Merry. “ He's
Elﬂ_‘if got to keep quiet, and we should never see him in the

ark.

*I know that. There's another way. You fellows po on,
and leave-te here,” said Talbot. * Make as much row as
vou can with your boots, and he won’t notice that there are
only three, instead of four. I'll take cover here, and wait
t.1l he comes by, and nail him."

Tom Merr;,' laughed.

* Yes, we're likely to leave you to handle a footpad all
on your lonesome—I don’t think!”

“No fear!" said Lowther. *“ Two of us can stay.”

Talbot shook his head.

“ He would notice the difference in the footsteps then, I
shall be all right; you needn’t go far! As soon os he comes
b I;l],givﬂ the Curlew call, and you ean come back at top
speed,’

e But b '

““Oh, get on!™ said Talbot. * Do you think T can’t handle
a tramp? You saw me tackle & barzeman once!™

“ Yes, but—"

“ There's no time to waste. You needn’t zo far. When
yvou've covered about fifty yards you can just mark time on
tho road, so that he’ll still hear your boots, but you won't
bo getting any further.”

The juniors chuckled. The idea of faking in the footpad hy
that simple device tickled their semse of humour.

“Ill give the signal before 1 tackle him, and you ecan

Tar Gem LiprAry.—No, 375.
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come back at once,” added Talbot.
vards under the minute, I suppose?”

“ Well, all right 1"

Talbot stepped back into the thicker cover of the trees
In the middle of the lane a dim starlight fell, but under the
trees was densze blackness,

The Terriblo Three started on again, clattering with their
boots en the harvd pond.  As they tramped on they certainly
made nose enaugh for four. Thoy disappeared in the
shadows; and 'Talbot, . silent under the trees, listened in-
tently, A grim smile came over his handsome face as he
neard tho sound of the footfalls behind once more. The
trick had succeeded, and the unknown pursuer was coming
on agaiin. Talbot waited,

The footsteps of the Terrible Three sounded fainter as they
tramped on, The footfalls of the mysterious pursuer came
sharper and sharper to Talbot’s ears as he waited and watched,
Closer and closer; and the junior's eyes were fastened on the
strip of starlight down the middle of the road. A fipure
loomed up—tha form of a man in tattered clothes, with a
battered bowler hat, and a stick under his arm. He came
within a few feet of Talbot, and then the Shell fellow made
4 sudden spring into the road.

ia Etﬂl] ]:I‘l

The footpad or tramp, or whatever he was, halted sud-
denly, with a sharp exclamation. In the dim starlight a
hard, stubbly, desperate face peered at Talbot, Instantly
a grin of satisfaction overspread the desperate face, and the
ruffian muttered huskily:

“The Tofif I

Talbot zave a crv,

“ Hookey Walker !’

Faintly in the distance still sounded the f[ootfalls of the
Terrible Three, They were not going on; they were marking
timo on the road, waiting for the siznal from Talbot. But
Talbot did not give the signal.

In the dim starlight the man and the boy stood looking at
one another, and Talbot's face was as pale as death.

“You could do fifiy

——

CHAPTER 2.
A Spectre from the Paat.

ALBOT of the Shell gazed at the tattered figure, the
hard, desperate face, like a fellow in & dreami.
He was unable to speak for some moments,

Tho man watched him—savagely, intently. Like a shadow
from the past—tho almost forgotten past—that savage face
came to the Shell fellow of St. Jim's.

It brought back to his mind so much that he would gladly
have forgotten—the old black days, when Talbot, now one of
the most popular fellows at St. Jim's, had been—what he
scarcely cared to think of now., Whole oceans of time seemed
to have rolled between his old life and his new.,

Yot the days were not far behind him when Talbot of the
Shell had been known as the * Toff —when he was called
the prince of cracksmen, when the Professor and Hookey
Walker had been his comrades in a life of erime.

If sincere repentance, if steady honesty and integrity, if a
life as straight as that of any fellow at St. Jim’s could atone
for the past, Talbot had atoned for 4. More than onca
suspicion had fallen upon him—helped by what was known
of his unfortunate early days, when he had been brought
up to be a cracksman among cracksmen, But suspicion had
rolled by, leaving him unstained. The Toff had had wealth
at his command—the prince of cracksmen had never known
want; but Talbot of the Shell, the scholarship boy, knew the
pinﬁh of poverty. But he had never flinched from his new
path.

Once his feet had been set on the path of honour he had
never looked baclk.

All he desired now was to forget the wretched past, and
already it was fading; it seemed like a dream that waa half
unreal. The future was bright before him.

John Rivers—the Professor—repentant of his crimes, had
joined the new Army, and was doing his duty for his King
and country. Marie Rivers, Talbot’'s old playmate and chum,
was abt 8t. Jim’s, loved by all. Hookey Walker, baffled in
his savage attempt to revenge himself upon the Toff, had
disappeared behind prison walls, _

And now here was Hookey Walker, like a ghost risen from
Llua blackness of the past, to confront the Toff in his nDew
ife.

The boy could not speak.

The sight of that hard, eriminal face brought back a Aood
of miserable memories, and he was dumb.

It was the cracksman who broke the silence,
husky.

His voice was

“Toff, I've been watching for this chance! I wanted to
speak to you, Toff.”
" THE DREADNOUQHT,” % THE PENNY POPULAR,”  “'CHUCKLES," P‘
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and that ir I should explain,

yvou would know
and tell him so——"

viso [ would, if—if—-—"

| woqf vou cannot belicve Talbot's word, Tom Menﬁ:. I have come here for nothing. I thought you were mistaken,
a

t vou had wronged Talbot, and wounld speak to him frankly
“« You need say no more,"” said Marie, with n
“#Your friendship is not worth very much to Talbot if you cannot

flash in her eyes.

trust him, {See Chapter 18.)

Good-bye ™

Talbot was silent.

“I'vo been watching for days,” muttered the ecracksman—
“ looking for a chance of catching you alone, Toff. I spotted
you coming away from Wayland, with them others. I
followed—1 'oped I eould catch you alone to spenk to you
My hick's in, Toff ! 1lave they gone on?”

Talbot found his voice at last.

“They are not far away,” he said. * They may return any

minute. We—we thought there was a gang of you on the
road—footpads—and—""

Wi Tain't that. I'm alone.™

“What are you following us for 77

# Ty speak to you, Toff."”

Talbot understood now. Had he dreamed that the

mysterious pursuer who was tlogging the jumiors’ footsteps
was Hookey Walker, he would have understood the reason of
that strange pursuit. It was not a footpad—there was no
gang of footpads on the road. Hookey Walker had been
dogging their steps in the hope of getting an opportunity of
speaking to the Toff alone. It was all clear now.

“\What are you doing here " muttered Talbot dully. *¥You
were in prizon. You escaped once, bai—"

Next Wednesday's Number of “ THE GEM " will be the u.'gua.llp

rice
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hold me long, But

“And T pot away agin,” said Hookey Walker.
ain't a prison in the country that will
don't you be afraid, Toff 3

“ Afraid 1" said Talbot disdainfully. “Of you !”

“ No, I always knowed you was a plucked "un,” said Hookey
Walker huskily. “ And you could ’andle me now, Toff, easy.
When a man's been starving for weeks, ‘he ain't ’ard to
handle.™

“You had your chance," said Talbot.
up, I asked you—"

“T knows it. I was a fool not to foller your advice,” said
Hookey Walker, “1I've 'ad time to think about it since.
Toff, I ain't what I was—I give you my davy! Toff, when I
got out afore, I came ’ere, am{ I asked you for ’elp, and
['d have scragged you if I could. I own up—honest. I was
mad at your deserting the gang—I own it. I'd 'ave scragged
you, and I was caught. You hadn’t a hand in it, I know;
but I was nailed, Well, 'ere I am agin. You won't turn your
back on an old pal, Toff [”

Talbot started. : ‘

“You scoundrel! Do vou think that I will help you?”

“¥ou must, Toff |”

“# Must ! Talbot laughed scornfully. *Must! Bo wyou

Tue GEM LiBrary.—No. 375.
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are threatening me again! You shall see how much your
threats are worth !

“Toff, I nin’t threatening! Listen to me!” muttered the
wretched man hoarsely., “ Do you know why I risked it and
bolted? It wasn't easy to get away, and a bullet clipped
my ear when I bolted. Toff, I ’ad news in prison, and then
I had to chance it. The kid—Toff, she's ill—she’s starving,
Toff, and—and me in prison !” The rough, stubbly face was
working, and Talbot stared at the ruffian in amazement.
“When I got loose, I went back to the old rockery in Angel

Alley. ® But the gang's broken up, Toff; they was all gone.

I couldn't get track of them. Where is the Professor, Toff 7"’

“Where you will never seen him,” gsaid Talbot. * John
Rive:r's has given it up, even as I did. He iz in the Army
now !"

“In the Army—the Professor I muttered Hookey Walker
dazedly.

liYes‘j)

“* You—you mean to say he’s chucked the old game 1"’

“Hyven as I have done.”

“*And Miss Marie "

P4 ThE! :E&'I".t']ﬂ-”

Hookey Walker passed his hand over his brow,

“1 reckoned as 'ow the police had him,” he muttered.
“There wasn't one of the old gang left in the rookery.
That's finished—for good! No ’elp for me thers! And—
and the kid, Toff. 1 tell you I've 'ad time to think it over.
Toff, I give you my davy that, if I get a chance, I'm going
straight ™

Y Btraight! You!l”

Hookey ‘Walker winced,

“ For the kid's sake, Toff.'*

‘““Thero was a robbery on this road a couple of days ago,”
said Talbot icily. * Arémmma.r School boy was robbéd of a
few shillings. I know now———"

“When & man's starving, Toff—"

Talbot made a weary gesture. .

“It's no good, Hookey. But the kid—what is the matter
with the kig? You must clear off. I sha’n't say that I've
seen you; but to have any connection with you is imposeible.
The police musgt be searching for you——7"

“They don’t know F'm ’ere,” said Hookey Walker. * They
think I'm drowned. They ain't looking for me ’ere, Toff—
they ain't looking for me at all, I give you my davy!l”

“But how——"

“1 worked it,” said Hoockey Walkee, “1I got this clobber
from a tramp what was drowned in a canal, I reckon he was
tipsy and pitched in. I found him there, and changed ~lothes
with him, and they’ve found the body with myconvict'sclothes
on—arter days in the canal. They think it's me. I'm eafe,
Tn:;.ET;.if you don’t give me away. You won't give away an old
IM“I won't give vou away,” muttered Talbot; “I can’t do
that. But you must go—you must go! And there is no time
to GIEH:. My friends are waiting for a signal from me to come
back !

“You won't give it, Toff! I can't go—there’s the kid ™

Talbot !nﬂkm:F at him hard. In the old days, he had known
of the “kid ”—the one soft spot in the rufian’s hard heart—
e had known of that. He had never seen Hookey Walker's
child. He hed known that the little girl was with a relation
in the country somewhere, and that the eracksman sent money
fur her support, that was all. In the grim, hard, unscrupulous
life of the criminal, there had been that one bright spot—his
sffection for the kid.

“Where iz she?" asked Talbot abruptly.

“She's 'ere!” )

“Here !” muttered Talbot.

“In a cottage near Wayland., And she's ill, Toff, and
starving. 1 wouldn’t ’ave troubled you—I wouldn't "ave soen
vou agin, I give you my davy—but there's the kid. I must
have help. Toff, T swear that I ain’t the man I was—TI've *ad
enough of it, Prison has took it out of me. And—and the
kid! Give me a chance, and I'm going straight. I'll get out
of 'ere, and take her with me; only give me a chance! But
I'm starving, Tofl—starving, and she's starving! You ain't
going to desert an old pal like that, Toff 1”

Talbot compressed his lips. His first impression had been
that the ruffian had returned to renew his threats, and in that
cnse the Toff would have dealt with him easily cnough; he
was insensible to fear. But Hookey Walker's appeal touched
him strangely, If the man was repentant—f he sought to
throw the past behind, as the Toff had done, was it not up to
hia old pal to help him? ¥ad he a right to stand safely upon
the shore while one who had been, at least, his comrade, was
siill battling in the waves? But to rencw his connection with
tho old gang—to risk exciting the suspicion of his chums, to
break the law—for it was breaking the law to help an esca
gonvict—to risk everything he had won at so hard a cost !

It was a terrible problem. Yet the misery and desperate
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lﬁl}éf?futriﬂg in the hard face of the cracksman touched his very
Tl
“ Toff, you'll ’elp an old pal—"
erc was a sudden rush of feet,
out :
“Collar him!

Tom Merry’s voice rang

Hockey Walker, by gumi! Collar him [®

CHAPTER 3.

The Escape of the Cracksman.

OM MERRY and his comrades came up with a rush.
They had waited for Talbot’s signal, but it had not
come,

And, alarmed at last for tiheir chum, as they heard no
sound, they had returned to the spot, running silently on
the belt of grass beside the road.

They recognised the eracksman at once, as he stood there
with the starlight on his stubbly face,

“Collar him !

Hookey Walker sprang back with a fierce oath.

The stick slid down into his hand, and he whirled it into
the air and struck out savagely as the Terrible Three sf:rrmig
upon him.

“Tom !" panted Talbot.

Tom Merry uttered a ory; he caught the blow on his avm,
and saved his head, and his arm dropped numbed. Hookey
Walker turned and darted awny. Before Manners gnd
Lowther could grasp him he was fleeing down the road

“After him!” panted Tom Merry.

"“"You're hurt, Tom "

“It’s nothing. After him! Don't let him get away i

The Terrible Three dashed in pursuit. Tom Merry’s Arm
was aching from the blow, but he did not heed the pain.
Hookey Walker—Talbot’s old enemy—had come back! The
chums of the Shell had only one thought—to lay the rascal
by the heels. They did not heed, they did not cven hear,
the voico of Talbot as he called to them to stop.

The three chums, not even realising that Talbot was not
with them, raced away down the road after the fleeing
cracksman,

Talbot stood in the road, breathing hard.

What was ho to do?

Help his chums to eaptyre the escaped cracksman—as they
expected him to do. DBut for the wretched tale Hooke
Walker had told him, the Toff would not have hesita.ti:c{
Had the ruffian returned with threats upon his lips, as he
had done before, Talbot would have had no merey upon him.
But now

Thoe Toff groaned,

Was he never to be [ree from the grip of the past? Was
Iﬁ_l';ﬂ‘tﬂ spectre inccssantly to rise thus to blacken his new
ife’

He stood motionless. He could not help to capture the
wretched man, whose one good trait—his affection for his
child—had placed him in peril. Yet he could not abandon
his chums in a struggle with o desperate ruffian.

Talbot hurried after them at last. But they had already
vanished.

The Terrible Three were on their mettle.  Their only
thought was that Talbot's old enemy had come back, and
it was a chance to seize him. They understood now why he
had dogged them-—to get at Talbot. And they did not mean
to let him escape. The ground fairly Bew under their feat
as they raced in pursuit.

The footsteps of the Aecing man rang ahead of them in the
gloom. They were gaining. Hookey Walker, weakened by
hunger and exposurc, was not his old self. In desperation,
tho wretched convict left the road, plunging threugh a gap
in the hedge, and taking to the fields.

“ After him!”

On the open ficlds, out of the shadow of the trees, the
starlight fell elearly; and the moon was coming up. The
Juniors were pursuing lom by sight now—they could easily
seo the gaunt form leaping away before them. Hookey
Walker had dropped his cudgel in leaping thraugh the hedge.
His hands wero cmpty now. He leaped on desperately, ﬁil
breath eoming and gomng in heavy throbs,

“Wo're gaining " panted Tom Merry.

“Hurrah for us!” gasped Lowther.,

Across the muddy field they plunged, as hard as they could
go, The going was hard and heavy; but it was as bad for
the fugitive as for the pursuers. They were scavecly a dozen
fect behind the cracksman when he left the field, and sped
awany along a narrow, sunken lane. After him rushed the
juniors,

“ Btop, you villain!" roared Manners

Hookey Walker panted on.,

He was keeping his distance now, Fear lent him strength,
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But he was not gaining ground. Easily, in sight of him, the
juniors hung on his track.

“He's muking for the moor,” muticred Tom Merry.
“Wo'll have him now!"

On tho open moor the 1ising moon glimmered in a sea of
gilver. The dark figure, bounding on among the gorse, was
plainly in view. And now the juniors were drawing closer
onca more.

“Got him!" murmured Lowther.
now. Where's Talbott™

“Dropped out, 1 suppase.

“What-ho !

‘A light gleamed -through

“IHe can’t get away
We three can tackle him."

the dimmess of the wide moor.

It came from the window of a little cottage. The cracksman
dissppeared into a mass of thickets. After him came the
Terrible Three, running hard., They came out through the
thicket:, Beyond lay the open moor, bright n the moon-
light. The cracksman was not to be seen.

" He's taken cover,” said Tom Merry. “Rout him ount!”

They searched the thickets. But the cracksman was nof
there. And the wide, open moor showed nothing but grass
and gorse to the eye.

Tom Merry gritted his teeth.

“PThe villain! Where is he hiding?”

The juniors looked round, scanning the wide oexpanze,
broken enly by the lonely cottage, from the window of which
the light faintly gleamed.

“He can’t be there,” said the
light.

“Hardly. He couldn't hide there;
Merry paused.  “Let's go and see.
where.”

The three juniors hurried towards the cottege. Unless the
cracksman had dodged into the little building, it was diffienlt
to tell what had become of him. The moonlight now made
the wide moor almost as light as day.

Silent and dark, save for tho solitary light gleaming from
the window, lay the little cottage, as the juniors ran towards
it. Tt was a wretched little building, evidently with only two
rooms in it, both on the ground floor—rather a hut than a
cottage. But the little garden that spreounded it was very
trim and neat.

Tom Merry threw open the gavdén gate, and the chums
hurriedly scarched round the cottage. But in the garden,
and tho shed at the back, there was no trace of the cracks-
man, I he was hiding there, he was in the cottage itsell,

“Well?” said Lowther, as they paused.

“We've got to lock inside,” smid Tom Merry resolutely,
“If he's got an accomplice here hiding him—it looks like it—
we're going to have him.”

Tom Meorry knocked at the cottage door.

It was opened at once.

The dim light streamed out, and the figure of & woman
ctood in the doorway—a woman with a pale, eareworn face,
whose garb, clean and meat and earefully mended as it was,
sh:::wedgunly too plainly the signs of a bitter poverty. She
held a finger to her lips.

“Hush!”

“ What?"” began Tom Merry. _

“Hush! The child—she is sleeping, &nd i1L"

The three juniors looked in, a little abashed, In a Little
eat u child lay sleeping—a little girl, whose pale and emdeinted
ince told o story of want nnd soffering.  Tho child was
moaning in her sleep.

The juniors drew back, _

¢ What is it? the woman whispered.

Manners, pointing to

unless—"" Tom
He must be some-

“Why did wou

knook? Hush!”

“ Weo—we were looking for semebody,” stammered Tom
Merry.,  “I1—I'm sorry 1 di@i:u!.‘bf.-d vou—very sorry ! It's all
right. Good-night, ma'am!"

And the Terrible Three raised their caps and beat a
retrent.  The door closed saftly.

“Ruther a bloomer—what?" murmured Monty Lowther,
“Tooking for n giddy cracksman, and finding a sick kid!
Wo'ro off-eide this time.”

“He ecan't be LhEI'E"_.” ﬂﬂiﬂh Tom ‘E'-'TE"I‘T'JF. “Where the
dickens has he got to!l Hidinz in one of the old pits,

perhaps.” ; .
He swopt the moonlit moor with an angry glince; but

there was no sign of the cracksman,
“Tt's
L.ot's gpet back, for

#He's done the vanishing trick.” said Munness.
N. G., Tommy. We've done our hest.
coodness' sake. We shall gey into an awful row with the
Housemaster.™

i That'll be all right, when we tell him we were alter that
villain,” said Tom Merry. “Still, I suppose we'd better get
back, I wonder where Talbot is?"

Talbot was not to be seen. He had long lost track of his
chums. The Terrible Three tramped away towards St. Jim's
in no good humour. They were tired, and they were un-
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successful. Talbot was not to be scen, and they took the

shortest cuf possible back to the school, concludin

gulli-]qt had done the same, and that they would find
t. Jim's.

that
im at

As they came in sight of the old school a dark fgure was

visible in the moonlight, outside the gates.

It was Talbot. He was waiting for them,

CHAPTER 4
A Divided Duty.

ALBOT hurried towards the Terrible Three as they
came up, breathing hard.
“Did you—"

‘FHH.IH

“He got away?”

“Ho did, the rotter!”

Talbot drew a deep, deep breath,

“But_it's all right,” said Manners. *We've only get to
report it to the Head, and he’ll telephone to the police at
once. They'll have him, as safe as houses.”

“The—the police?”’ muttered Talbot.

“¥Yes, Old Inspector Skeat will be glad to get a chance
at him. It's queer how he got away. Must have the luck
of the gentleman in black,” said Tom. *“He dodged us on
the moor, hang him!"

Tom Merry told how the hunt had ended. Talbot listened
in silence, his brows contracting as Tom mentioned the
woman in the lonely cottage and the sick child in the cof.
:‘l‘{ﬁ gr}u]d guess that the child Tom Merry had seen was the

1 .l'l'

 And—and what are you going to do now!?” asked Talbot.

“Raport to the Head at once. Nothing more we can do
onrselvos.”’

Talbot shivered a little. That was Tom Merry's plain
duty, but— A few days before Talbot would have approved,
but—there was a “but.” To set the police on the track of the
wroetched man—the result was certain—the rearrest of Hookey
Walker, his return to the prison he had evaded. And the kid?
What &f the kid? Had the map told the truth? Was it real
repentance, or only misery and despair that had led him to play
thus on the feelings of the Toft ?

Tulbot could hardly say. He remembered the man as a
hard, unserupulouns ruffian, who had made an attempt upon
tho T6f's life, when the boy cracksman turned his back upon
the path of evil, Yet the ruffian had seemed to be in
oarnest: and there was the kid. Talbot pressed his hand
to his brow. He could make up his mind to spare his old
comrade and enemy, but how could he ask the Terrible
Three to spare him?

“YWhat's the matter with vou, Talbot?” exclaimed Tom
Merry, who was watching the working of the Toff’s face, in
astonishment.

“Tom, I—I want to ask you a—a favour!" muttered Talbot
in o low woice,

“Pile in! Any old thing,” said Tom in wonder,

“YVou—you fellows trust me,” said Talbot in a choking
vo'ee. “You haven'ft forgotten when things looked black
against me, and T was turned out.of the school, you hunted
for m», vou found me starving and freezing on the Embank-
ment, and esved my life—"'

“We're not likely to forget,” said Manners, “ What are
vou talking about that now for, Talbot? I don’t like thinking
of that time.”

“Tt's that villain Hookey Walker,” said Tom, clenching his
hands, “ He’s brought it all back. But we'll get rid of him.”

“TLet e finish, Tom.. I'm not speaking about that for
nothing ; gopdness knows I don't like thinking of that time.,
But you know that I froze and starved, and I kept my word
to you; I never went back to the old life.”

“Of course we know it "

“Then you can trust me? What I'm going to ask you—it
won't make you think that I've got any—any desire to have
anything to do with the—the old gang—"

“What are you going to ask?"

“71 want you to be silent.”

#* Silent !’

“ About Hookey Walker.”

Tom Merry's eyes flashed.

“1 might have guessed it!"” he exclaimed. “You soft ass!
He's ecome back here to threaten you—attacle wou
perhaps——""

“No, no! I talked with him——"

“Te is your enemy. He attempted your life once.”

“Fo has changed. Tom, he must have had a hard time
in prison. I ean't help remembering that, if I'd had my
doserts in the old days, that's where I ghould have beern,"”
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“Don’t!” gaid Tom sharply.

Talbot’s face was ‘white and ‘strained.

“You know the Professor turned, Tom; you didn’t believe
that at first, did you? But he's a soldier now, doing his
duty. I—T think Hookey Walker is fed up with the old
life, Goodness knows he has reason to be, with prison,
danger,‘, and starvation. as the pay for dishonesty. He told

A lle, of course,” said Tom contemptuously. * He found
threats were no good, .and iried to get round you.”

*Ie has a child—a kid he is fond of—"

“You have seen the kid 2’ asked Tom increducusly. “I
<ari’t fancy that brutal ruffian being fond of a kid.”

“I've not scen her, but I remem -1

“ Bosh ! said Tom Merry. “It’s a yarn. He wants you to
help him get,away. from the police. ~Don’t you understand
that if you help him you're breaking the law? I believe
it's against the law even to keep silent if you know there’s
an escaped convict somewhere; you bave to give information
to the police. ' You're jollf well not going to get yourself
inta new trouble for that villain.”

“Tom, I—1 want you to let me have my way in this. I
believe his story—"’

“I don’t,” said Tom,

‘“Blessed if I do, either,” paid Monty Lowther decidedly.
“It's a bit too iltick, He would have murdered you once,
Talbot, and you know if. On the top of that, to spring a
yarn of a kid and a tender heart—— Oh, draw it.mild!”

“Yes, it won't wash, you know,” said Manners. *Look
here, Talbot,_ you can keep mum if you don’t want to give
away a villan you knew once upon a time. But we know
what we’ve got to do.”

_‘*And as soon as T know where to Iny haends on him, I'll
see that he’s taken at once,” said Tom Merry. i

If Talbot had thought of telling his chums whom he
believed to be the occupant of the lonely cottage on the
mcor, Tom Merry’s exclamation froze the words upon his
lipr. He stood looking pale and wretched. Tom’s face
gftened a little. He had a very strong regard for his

um.

“Look here, Talbot, this won’t do. If—if we say nothing,
that villain will try to see you again. He'll try to geét yon
to help him, Sooner or later he’ll get at you. Suppose it
came out, what would the Head -say?”

** Ik, won't'do; Talbot,”” ufged Lowther.

Talbot did.niot-speak. He drew & deep, quivering breath.
The Terrible Three exchanged uneasy glances. It went porely
agamst the grain to refuse what their chum asked, as he set
20 much weight upon it. They dimly understood, too, the
feclings that were working in the Toff’s breast. If he had
never come to St. Jim’s—if he had never known Tom Merry
& Co.—he might never have seen the light; Hookey Walker’s
fate might have been his also. What right had he to be hard
upon an old associate who was still deep in the mire of erime?

There was a long and painful pause. Nine o’clock struck
within the walls of 8t. Jim’s, and Tom Merry started.

“We're frightfully late. We must get in.”

“Tom !”* muttered Talbot nuskily.

“Look here, Talbot, if we—we iold our tongues, will you
andertake not to see that man or have anything to do with
him in any way? We’re willing to let him go, if he clears
off from here. Give us your word that you won’t see
him or deal with him, and we'll keep mum."

Talbot did not reply.

“You hear me, Talbot?"™

o es."

“You—you don't mean to say that you're mctually thinking
of seeing him again—of helping him?” exclaimed Tom
fiercely.

‘“Don’t be too hard on me, Tom!” muttered Talbot. *“I
will get him to go—"" ,

“You sha'n’t see him! If the Head knew, it would mean
the sack for you. Dash it all, Talbot, I think you ought
to be ashamed of yourself!” exclaimed Tom Merry angrily.
“It wasn’t so easy to get out of all that, and now you want to
get into it again. Well, yon won't be allowed to. Will
you give me your word, as I’ve asked1”

“Y can’t, Tom. I—I feel I ought to help him,” said
Talbot thickly.

“Help him, the ruffian who threatened your life, who would
have attacked you a second time, too, if Levison hado’t
gpotted him and got him caught.”

“ o'y changed——-—"

“Rot! Itz a trick.”

“1—1 suipmm ou would think go,” said Talbot. “I—I
only half-believed ilm myself. But give him a chance—"

“It's a trick to get a hold on you, to drag you back into
what you've tried to leave behind for ever,” said Tom be-
tween his teeth. * Why, if you met him of your own accord
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he would be able to say-so to the Head if he liked, and
geb you into disgrace. You're a silly ass, Talbot, but you've
got pals to see that you.don’t make a fool of yonml}. As
for that villain, he’s going to chokey.”

Tom Merry strode towards the school gates. He rang a
loud peal on the bell. Lowther and Manners looked unhappy
and worried.

Taggles, the porter, came grumbling down to the gates
and opened them,

“(C'ome on, Talbot.”

Talbot had remained standing in the road, his brows knitted:
He did not move, and the Terrible Three paused at the
gate. They did not understand,

“Talbot, come in |”

“Which you're to report yourselves,” came the grumblis
voice of Taggles. *Nice hower to be coming in. Which
says—"' '

“Talbot 1"

“T'll come in later,” said Talbot. * Don't wait for me.”

He moved away down the road. The Terrible Three ran
back towards him, leaving Taggles staring and grumbling
more emphatically than ever,

‘ Look ’ere, are you coming hin, or are you stayin’ hout1™
demanded Taggles.

Tom Merry caught Talbot by the arm and stopped him.
His face was flushed with anger. Talbot’s was white and
set.

“ Where are you going, Talbot?”

“¥You can guess,” said Talbot in a low voice. “I’'m sorry,
Tom, but I must do what I think right. I think this is
right. Go in, and I “

“You'll go to find that villain—"

Talbot nodded.

“To warn him?"

L Yes.ll

“You know where to find him 7" muttered Lowther.

*1 think I can guess,”

‘' Where, thent”

No reply.

Tom Merry set his teeth hard. ’

“You'll do this, Talbot—you know at what risk—unless wé
agree to say nothing about having seen that man?”

“T mygt.”

“Must! You ought not to—you know you ought not
to!"” exclaimed Tom passionately. ‘I won’t argue with you!
Rather than let you get yourself into trouble like that, we'll

hold our tongues about the scoundrel. You fellows agree*

“¥es,” said Manners and Lowther at once, They did not
see what else was to be done. They understood only too
well what trouble it might mean for Talbot if he were dis-
covered to have gone to meet Hookey Walker. They would
save him from that. )

“You mean that, Tom?"” said Talbot, with a catch in his
volce,

“T'm a fellow of my word,” said Tom gruffly. He drop
Talbot's arm, and strode away towards the gate. This time
Talbot followed him. The four Shell fellows went in, and
Taggles clanged the gate shut, and retivred, grumbling, to his
lodge. The juniors crossed the dark quadrangle towards the
School House in grim silence. The Terrible Three had bebn
forced to let Talbot have his way, but Tom Merry’s look
showed how angry he was. They reached the School House,

“Tom!"” said Talbot, in a strained voice. “Tom, old
fellow, don’t—"

“T don’t want to talk about it,” said Tom Merry shortly,
“You’ve had your way. You've forced me to give im,
You're doing wrong, and you know it.”

And, without waiting for Talbot te reply, Tom Merry
strode into the School House.

CHAPTER 5.
Arthur Augustus is Quite Coacerned.
“ HAT have you boundahs been up tal?”
W Arthur  Augustus looked inte Tom Merry’s
study in the Shell passage as he asked that quess
tion. The Terrible Three were there, hurrying over their
preparation at top speed. Arthur Augustus 1’Arey turned
his celebrated eyeglass upon them curiously. He knew that
the Shell fellows had come in later than nine o’clock, and
that they had had an interview with their Housemaster.
Then they had bolted off to their study to get as much
preparation done as possible.

Having agreed to keep silent about Hookey Walker, they
had been unable to give the Housemaster any explanation of
their late return. They were late, that was all—very late,
Mr. Carrington had naturally been angry at the idea of four
juniors staying out till nine o'clock. 'The quartette kad
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A figyre in an overcoat came in,
his neck. His head was covered -with grey hair,

beard, and his eyes disappeared behind an enormous pair of spectacles,
evenin', deah boy !’ said this strange visitor.

-He held a silk imt in his hand. The collar of his coat was turned up about
His face was hidden under huge bushgl

whiskers and
Talboat stared a1 him “ Good

(See Chapter 11.)

ankly.

received two hundred lines each, a lecture, and were * gated”
faor the next half-holiday. If was a pretty severe punishment,
but no more than they had expected.

But-Tom Merry and his chums were not in a good temper.
Staying in for a half-holiday, with two hundred lines each to
write, was not an an're}pﬂ.bie prospect. It added to the
nrﬁ[zemtmn they nlruad? felt, And as they had no time
left {0 do their preparation, there was likely to be trouble
with M: Linton, thetr Formi-master, in the mhell the next
morning,

As they were working ageinst time to “muz vp” as much
as podsible before thev wore called away to the dormitory,
it was not surprising that they did not reply to the inquiry
of Arthur Augustus D'Arey. Thev did not even look up.

Y'Arcy of the Fourth wailted for a reply, but it was not
forthcoming, Three frowning brows were bent over the
study table.

“1 made a wemark, deah hoys.™

No answer.

“We were gettin’ quite alarmed about you,” went on
Arthur Augustus. 1 suggested to Blake that you might
huve met with an accident, and he suggested that pewwaps
Lowthah had opened }tlﬂ mmﬂh and fa,l-iien mnto it—a w EHIT
wiiculous suggestion.”
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“You silly ass!” jerked out Lowther, without locking up.

“Weally, Lowthah—"

(1] Bh,urrl.lplli‘

“ 1 twust you have not been licked, dealh boys.”

* Nox 8hyt upt”

“Was Cawwington watty?"

“Yes, Shut up!”

“Weally, deali boys, T cannot chawactewise your wemarks
as polite.” said Avthur Avsustus, with a frown. “ When a pal
who has been anxious about you comes to inquiah what's the
mattah, you might be wathah civil. 1 have wemarked -befoah
that the mannahs of this studay leave much to be desiahed.”

“Asa!" shouted Lowther. ““We've only got a quarter of
an hour to mug up this Latin pifile, and it tukes an hour,
BRun awiy and play! Can't yvou see we're busy?”

“That 15 no excuse for wudeness, Lowthah. What made
you stay out so late?"

“Rats "

“Yon should have thought of your pwep then, you know,
T twust there has been no accident.”

“There’ll be an accident here, if you don't buzz off,”
grunted Lowther—"a fatal n-::nden!- to a howling asa!”

“Aftah that wemark, Lowthah, I wefuse to continue the
TrE GEmM LiBrary.—Noa. 375.
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conversation with you,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.
"I will go and inquiah of Talbet.”

“Good! Berve him right "

“ Weally, Lowthah ! _

Monty Lowther picked up the inkpot and glared round.
The swell of the Fourth retired somewhat hastily from the
doorway. The door closed with more force than was actually
required. _

Arthur Augustus moved on to the next study, which Talbot
shared with Skimpole and Gore. He tapped politely at the
door, and looked in. Talbot was at the study table, slogging
at work, with a moody brow. Gore was roasting chestnuts
and eating them, and the brainy Skimpole was perusing a
wonderful scientific work.

“(Oh, heah you are, deah boy!" said Arthur Augustus
cheerily. *You came in fwightfully late, Talbot.”

“Yes,” said Talbot,

“ Anythin’ happen while you were out?”

“Fxcuse me, old chap, I'm trying to get some prep done
before bedtime,” said Talbot.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Yaas, wathah! I am vewy pleased to observe, Talbot,
that you are wathah more polite about it than those boundahs

in the next studay. They are like thwee bears with thwed
gore heads.”

Talbot frowned a litile, but made no reply to that remark.

“ Pawwaps I can help you, deah boy,"” smid Arthur Augustus
generously.

Gore dy the Shell indulged in a snort.

“Yes, you help him,” he said. “I remember yoy con-
strued farma virumque cano’ as ‘Arms, the man, and the
dog!" Linton would like that.”

“ Weally, Goah ;.

“Tt's all right, old chap,” eald Talbot. “I'm getting on
like stoam. I've been over this before, really,”.

“Cribs!” grunted Gore,

“T pnever use a crib,"” sald Talbot,

“ More duffer vou, then,” said Gore. * What else is a chap
to do when he's left his prep late, I'd like to know?"

“J object to usin’ a cwib, Goah., It's not playin’ the
game,”

“Bow-wow " said Gore.
“Bai Jove, you are goin’ it, Talbot, deah boy !"” said Arthur

Augustus admiringly, and apparently oblivious of the fact
that conversation was not an aid to brain work, “1I weally
wish you weren't so busay, because I want to speak to you
asbout Saturday aftahnoon, you know. I want to get you
to join a little partay. I am suah you will come, as Miss

Mawie i3 comin’.™

““Miss Mario?” said Talbot,

“Tho Little Sistah, you know, There isn't much nursin’
to do now, as the follahs seemn to be keepin’ wathah fit; and
Miss Mawie has been doin’ an awful lot of knittin’ for the
soldiahs. I am goin’ to ask her to show me how to knit. I
dow't see why a fellah shouldn't knit, you know, when knitted
things are wequired so much. I pointed out to Miss Mawio
that she could take the knittin’-hooks, or whatever they are,
in the twap, and knit all the time, so—— DBut pewwaps I am
intewwuptin’ you, Talbot?"

Talbot smiled faintly.

“That only just occurred to you?!" asked Gore, with a
chuckle.

Blake and Herries and Digby came along the passape,

“0h, hera you are!’ said Blake, giving his elegant chum
a slap on the shoulder that made him jump. "“Don’t you
know it's bediime?”

“Wow! Pway don’t be a wuffl beast, Blake! I was just
talkin’ to Talbot about Saturday aftahnoon i

“T can't come out on Saturday,"” said Talbot.
for missing call-over.”

““Bai Jove! That's wotten!" '

“Silly ass to get gated!” remarked Jack Blake. * What
on earth did you stay out to such a giddy time of night for?”

“That’ll hava to do,” said Talbot, rising and leaving his
work unfinished. *I shall have to chance it with Linton in
the morning. Can’t be helped.”

The juniors of the School House were coming up to bed
now. The Terrible Three came out of their study, also
leaving their preparation unfinished. They were not in a
Ennﬂ humour. They came right on Talbot in the passage as

e stepped out of his study. There was rather a painful

After what had hnﬁpenﬂd outside the slzhnulpﬂgﬂtea
t try to feel that they were on

“I'm pated,

pause.
the chums of the Shell mig
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the usual terms with one another, but they could not quite
succeed. The Terrible Three were feeliug very sore about
it, and Talbot was awkward and constrained.

“Done your prep?” asked Tom Merry, making an effort
to speak casually—an effort which was quite apparent to the
group of Fourth-Formers, who looked at him and then at
Talbot curiously,

“Not quite,” said Talbot,
suppose "

ik YEE.!‘]

“I—1'm sorry about those lines and the gating, Tom. 1
didn’t think about that, you know."

*Never mind."

Talbot opened his lips—and closed them again, He could
not talk in the presence of the other fellows about what was
to be kept secret. Secret! He was tormented already with
remorse. In the old days the Toff had had plenty of secrets
to keep. He had Impej that that was all over. Now there
was again a secret, and his chums were dragged into it
They had a secret to keep, and not a pleasant secret, either
And he knew that they felt that he was in the wrong. Was
he in the wrong? He hardly knew; but the desperate,
wretched face of the crackaman launted him, and he only
knawlt-hnt he could not go back on that hunted, hopeless
wretel,

The Terrible Three walked on down the passage, and
Talbot did not join them as wusual. There was constraint
between them now, even if it should blow over later, The
chums of Study No. 6 looked after the three, and then looked
at Talbot, who avoided their glance. Bloke and Herries and
Dighy, with curious expressioms on their faces, walked away
without a word. There was something up, they could see
that; but it was no business of tlicirs, and they knew that
an gutsider chipping into a difference among friends was only
likely to make matters worse instead of better.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey, however, had never realised that
great truth. Arthur Augustus was loindness itself, and he had
a great faith in his own tact and judement. It occurred to
}ﬁm very forcibly that he was just the fellow that was wanted
1670,

“I twust you youngstohs have not been quawwellin’ 2" he
remarked.

“0Oh, no,” said Talbot, going down the passage.

Arthur Augustus kindly accompanied him,

“Of course, I quite undahstand,” he remarked,.

“Do you?!” eaid Talbot,

“Yaas, wathah! Boys will he boys,” said Arvthur Augustus,
with hiz most fatherly air, * You yveune duffnhs have been
havin' a tiff about somethin’, and that's what made you =o
late. Pway tell me all about it, deah boy You can speak to
me just as if I were your unele,”

Y“Or my granduncle,” suggoested Talbot, with a simile.

“¥aas, or your gwanduancle,”™ said Arthur Augustus unsus-
picionsly. * Make o elean bweast of it, deah boy, and I wil
gec it put wight, You ean always wely on a fellow of tae
and judgment. Now, pile in!" said IV Arey encouragingly.

“But T haven't :tnything' to tell you™

“Oh, wubbish! Of course, if you'd wathah I did not chip
in, T will not do =0,” =aid D'Arey, with a somewhat stately
manner,

“Thanks " said Talbot. * Good-night, old chap !

And Talbot hurried away to the Shell dormitory. Arthur
Angustus stood for a moment or two rooted to the floor.
Kildare's voice was heard along the passage. The captain
of Bt. Jim's had to see lights out for the Fourth that night.

""Are you going to your dormitory, D’ Arey, or shall 1 come
and help you?™

“I do not wequire any help, Kildare,”

“¥ou'll get some if you don’t buck up, all the same.=

Arthur Augustus went to his dormitory,

“The same with you, 1

CHAPTER 6.
Chums Parted,

OM MERRY & CO. turned out at the clang of the
rising-bell the next morning. There were four faces
in the Shell dormitory that were not quite so cheerful

as usnal. The Terrible Three were unusually silent, and
Talbot was locking sombre,

He glanced towards his old chums, but as they did not
speak to him he did not speak to them. Under his calm
cool exterior, his sensitive nature was quivering., What did
they suspect him of? he wondered bitterly. He had given
proof enough that the past was dead and done with—he had
come near to dying of hunger in the streets of London rather
than go back to the old ways., Was it such a crime, after all,
to feel a gleam of sympathy for an old associate—a man who
was a scoundrel, and had always been a scoundrel, true—s
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put how much better had the Toff himself been in the old
days? He had been better, perhaps, He had thrown behind
him the black and stained life of the Toff at the first chance,
But had not Hookey Wallier declared that he was prepared
to do ihe same—for the “kid's "' sake, if for no other veason?

He felt that his chums might have been a little more patient
with him, Yet he would not allow l¥s breast to harbour
resentment, After all, they had never had his experience—
his miserable experience. Into their sunny lives the shadow
of crime had never entered. To them a thief was as o thing
unclean—a leper—a thing hideous. All they knew of Hookey
Walker was that he was a ruffian, that he had attacked
Talbot when the repentant Toff threw over his old life, that
he had come back once with murderous hatred in his heart.
That he was now using falschoods instead of threats—that
was their natural conclusion. Perhaps they were right, for
Talbot knew only too well the unserupulous character of the
raseal,  Desperate and in extremity, his old associate had
comu to him with lies upon his lips—it was only too probable.

Talbot dressed in gloomy silence, and left the dormitory
first of all. Kangaroo of the Shell glanced after him, and
then at the Terrible Three.

“ Anything up?” asked the Carnstalk.,

Y What should be up?’' said Tom Merry.

“Palbot looks as if he's got the blue devils bad, and you
chaps don't. look much more cheerful,” said INoble. *‘Don’t
bite a chap’s head off, anyway.™

Tom Merry made no reply, but he left the dormitory as
soon a8 he could. There was a rift in the lute, there was no
denying that, and the other fellows had begun to notice 1t
already, Tom Merry drove his hands deep into hia pockets
a5 he strode out into the keen frosty air in the quadrangle.

He was fecling depressed, angry, and restless. He conld
not feel towards Talbol as of old, try as he would, Talbot
had no right to act as he had done. He was doing wrong,
and he was deliberately setting himself against his chums,
who wanted to do right. And he had burdened the Terrible
Three with a secret to keep. A dozen fellows had asked them
alrendy what on earth had kept them out so late that night,
and they had been compelled to make evasive replies, It
was not pleasant.

Talbot was pacing aimlessly in the quadrangle. He locked
i_tp quickly as he hesrd Tom Merry's footsteps grinding on the
rost,

After o moment’s hesitation, he came towards the captain
of the Shell. Tom Merry stopped, He did not speak, and
his look was grim.

“Tom |" said Talbot, 1n a low voice.

“Well 17

“I—I1 Well, I'm sorry about the lines and the gating !
I didn't think about that. It's rough on you,"” said Talbot,

Tom Merry looked him squarely in the eves,

“The lines and the gating don't matter a rap, and you
know it,"” he said. “I den’t care about it, and Manners and
Lowther don’t. If it were only that, it wouldn’t matter.
You're forcing us to keep silent about a thing we ought to
veport, That's where the trouble comes "

“T'm not foreing vou, Tom."”

“You're going to do what may mean ruin to you if we
don't hold ocur tongues,” sald Tom angrily. "I call thac
foreine us.”’

Talbot's lips quivered.

“1—T asked it of vou as a favour, Tam. There are very
few things I wouldn't do for you if vou asked me.”

“A jolly good many things, I thinlk!" spid Tomn sharply.
“Having nothing to do with that villiin Hookey Walker is
one of them, I've asked wvou that, and you've refused.”

Y11 know. DBut &

Al there’s no excuse for it," sand Tom moedily,
“The man 5 an utter rufian. He tried to rob the school,
He wounld have attacked you, perhaps murdered you, if
Lovison hadn't got him collared. You Lknow that”

“1 know it."

“And he's a dangerons charvacter. [Ie robbed a Grammar
“chool kid the other dayv—it's pretty certain that it was that
vascal, And wo've got to keep his secret—the seceret of o
criminal and a conviet. I don't know whether we're breaking
the luw, even, but 1T do kuow that we're doing what isn't
richt. And that's not agrecable,”

“ T snpposo it sn't,” said Talbot bitterly. ¥ You were reck-
less to meke friends with o fellow like me, Toni. You might
have expected that the Tofl would drag voun into his disgrace
sooner or loter,™

v on't talk Tike that,' saul Tom, biting his lip. I kinow
vou're straight—if T didu't knew that; but I do know it, I
ean't believe that vou have any hanlering after what sou've
given up—I ean’t!"”

“Then the thought has crossed vone mind?” said Talbot
very quietly.
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Tom made an angry gesture, ) . _

“How could I %uelp it crossing my mind, when you're
willing to risk getting sacked from the school, and perhaps
arrested by the police, for the sake of that criminal 7"

“* And—and you think——" :

“No, I don’t. After what you went tlirough in London to
lkeep straight, I can't think yon'd fall back now. If any
fellow suggested it to me, I'd smash him !”” said Tom savagely.
“But—but you kpow you're doing wrong, Talbot. You
know vou've no right to ask us to Lkeep a rotten secret like
this.™

“T don’t ask you." :

“You make us, and that's worse. And that isn’t the worst,
T can see plainly enough that you mean to meet that villain—
to help him. Isn’t it so¥"

Talbot did not reply.

“ A pretty position for us!” said Tom Merry, his face Aush:
ing with anger. * We've got to know that you are meeting a
man the police are after, we've got to know that you're
breaking the law, and hold our tongues, Do you think you've
a right to expect anything of the sort '~

“No,” said Talbot, with a catch in his voice.
ﬁEht to ask that.” _ _

“Well, then, let that man drop. We'll agree to say nothing
about him if he keeps away from here, but give me your
word to have nothing to do with him.,"

There was a long silence.

“¥Yon won't?"” said Tom.

“Don't be hard on me, Tom. I—I—" Talbot faltered.
“Oooditess knows I owe you teo much to want to hurt vou,
Tom, in any way; but—but I—"

He broke off miserably. What could he say? He might
have talked for hours, and he would never have inade the 3t.
Jim's fellow understand the point of view of the reformed
cracksman,

Tom Merry set his lips,

“You won't?” he said,

“1 can't.”

“Then all is said.’>

“Tom! You—you mean "—Talbot’'s voice was husky—
“ you—you mean—it’s all over—you don't want me?”

“Oh, let it drop ! said Tom wearily. “I'll try to feel the
same as before, if that's what you mean. It isn't easy.
shall be thinking every minute tgmt something will come out—
something that will cause disgrace and talk—"2

Talbot caught his breath.

T understand, Tom. I've no right to expect you to stand
that—or the others, either. Don't be afraid of that. What-
ever happens to me, I can stand it alone. You shall not be
in any danger of disgrace from me. I won’t give you rotten
secrets to Jreep, I understand. and it shall be as you like.”

“T don't mean " began Tom.

Talbot made a gesture,

“Tt's all right. Den’t think I resent it—I don’t! I don’t
want vou to be mixed np in my shady past, for that’s what
it amounts to. And, as_you say, there may be trouble—
disgrace, 1 don’t think I could ever forgive myself if you
should be mixed wup in that, for my sake. 1'll keep my
distance 1"’

“You'd rather drop my fricndship than drop that ruffianly
criminal?" suid Tom Merry, with o bitterncss he could not
FEPress,

“1 was a eriminal once, Tom; no fit companion for ¥ou,
then or now., [ sha'n't forget what a pal you've been to
me, but I sha'n't trouble you any more.”

Talbot walked away. Tom Merry stood irresolute. Tt
was on his tongue to call after his old comrade—to call him
back, to tell him that, whatever happened, whatever he did
i:rt: lia_ft undone, he was his pal still.  But the words died ou
ns lips.

If Tulbot, of his own accord, renewed those criminal asso-
ciations, he had no right to expect his friends to follow him
into the mire, He did not expect 1t; he was willing to go his
shadowy way ulone, with & heavy heart, Tom Merry hesi-
tated long, but he did not speak.

He turned, and strode away towards the School House.
Unless Talbot gave his word to see nothing of Hookey Walker,
their friendship could not continue. It was useless to
pretend that nothing was changed, when all was changed.
Bt Tom Merry's heart, as well as Talbot’s, was very heavy
that dav. and his brow was sombre,

“LI've no

CHAPTER 7.
The Last Chance.

HAl' the rift between Talbot of the Shell and his best
chums did not escape the notice of the other fellows
in the School House goes without saving.

ht ilie little world of school, where evervbody knows every-
body, such a departure fromn the normal was certain to bo
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noticed. And Tom Merry and Talbot filled a goodly space
in the public eye.

. The Terrible Three were the leaders of the School House
Juniors; Tom Merry was captain of his Form, Talbot was
one of the best footballers in the House, and one of the most
popular fellows there, and his strange story made him an
object of unusual interest. There was hardly a fellow in the
School House who would not cheerfully have staked a year’s
pocket-money that Talbot was straight as a die, whatever
he might have been in his earlier, unfortunate days. He had
given bitter proof of it,

The fellows had not forgotten how Talbot had been
brought back to 8t. Jim’s, more dead than alive, to be nursed
back to life by the Little Sister, and what he had suffered
because he had been distrusted, and because he preferred
hunger and cold to rejoining his old associates.  After that,
cven carping fellows like Crooke and Mellish held their
tongues.

The four Shell fellows being, therefore, among the most
prominent personages in the life of the Lower School, the
trouble that had arisen in the camp was soon the talk of the
House. 1t was soon known over in the New House, too, and
Figgins & Co.,. who liked Talbot immensely, were greatly
concerned about it, :

But if any good-natured friend of both partics chipped in,
with the idea of making peace, he had his trouble for his
pains,

Neither party had anything to say. They hadn’t quar-
relled, and they didn't want to jaw—that was the inevitable
reply. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who felt that it was up to
him to pour oil upon the troubled waters, had no better
suacess than the rest.

Talbot declined to say a word, and Tom Merry was so
exceedingly brusque that Arthur Augustus very nearly forgot
his role of a peacemaker in his indignation. He confided to
Blake that he had been on the point of giving Tom Merry
& fearful thrashing, only it had occurred to him at the last
moment that that really wouldn’t improve matters, and was
not quite in keeping with his role as peacemaker.

And Blake chuckled, and agreed that it wouldn’, and it
wasn't, He added a friendly suggestion that Arthur Augustus
should henceforth mind his own business; but D’ Arcy received
that suggestion with a sniff, He regarded this painful
matter as his business,

If Talbot was worried about the new state of affairs, he
did not show it much. That day, certainly, his brow was
vlﬂlrj’ sombre. His manner was very gquiet, But that was
all.

What he felt he locked up in his own breast. From of old
the Toff bad learncd the Tusauna of self-control, of keeping
his thoughts and his emotions concehled under an impassive
exterior.

After lessons that day the Terrible Three strolled out
moodily enough into the quadrangle. They were chatting
under the elms, when Talbot came out of the School House.
He had a bag in his hand, and his overcoat on. He walked
d]ireci;ly down to the gates, without a glance at his former
chums,

Tom Merry’s glance followed him bitterly. Manners and
Lowther looked decidedly uncomfortable. They had, of
course, backed up Tom Merry in the division that had
arisen,

Tom was an older friend than Talbot: and, besides, Talbot
was wrong—hopelessly wrong, from their point of view.
Indeed, it was with difficulty that they could banish dark
and miserable suspicions from their minds. Was it not a
longing for the old, exciting life—the life of a cracksman—
that had drawn the Toff towards his old associate? If the
thought eame into their minds, Talbot had only himself to
thank for it,

“¥You know where he’s going?"” muttered Tom Merry,
with a clouded brow,

' I—1 suppose so," said Lowther.

“He might be arrested for it—he would be, if the police
knew what we know,” said Tom Merry. ' It's rotten] It's
disgraceful! After all he's been through—cansed by that
villain as much as anybody—to run such risks!”

“What about stopping him?'" said Lowther. “Tt would
serve him right to collar him, and simply make him stay in
the school I

Tom Merry shook his head,

“And then he would dodge out of the dormitory at night
very likely."”

"“Oh1" said Lowther,

“I'm not going to interfere with himl,," said Tom savagelv.
“He's chosen to throw us over. It's his own business, [
suppose. He’s his own master, and we've no right to inter-
fere. Let him go his nwn way!”

“It's rotten!™ said Manners,

*1t's his owa choice.”
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“I—I suppose it 1s." -

It was easy enough to say that Talbot should go his o
way, and that it was not their business. It was not so mgﬁ
feel indifferent, Now that the friendship was broken off;
Tom Merry should logically have ccased to bother his b
about what happened to Talbot.

But he could not,

Into what trouble was the reckless junior plunging? T
Merry had no doubt as to the Tofi’s destination, or what the
bag was for. He was helping his old associate. The meré
thought of it made Tom sick with apprehension,

Talbot had won the Kmg's pardon by an act of bravery
that had won him also the admiration of St. Jim's, He
bad saved himself from the law. But now he was breaking
1t agamn. It might be only a misplaced generosity, but the
ln.wd w?nuld not tuke that view of it. Suppose a discovery was
made

What would happen then? Tom Merry almost groancd as
he thought of it—of the Toff taken away on a charge of help-
ing an escaped convict, all the brave fight he bad fought
going for nothing.

Was' there nothing that could stop him—could make him
see the folly of what he was doing? His old chums had
no influence over him; they realised that only too bitterly.
Indeed, in his bitterness, Tom Merry was almost inclined to
throw the matter from his mind—to let the Toff go to ruin
his own way.

But Talbot had been too good a pal for that. Tom Merry
remembered that heart-sickening search for him in the
frozen slums of London, at the time when Talbot had been
in disgrace and under suspicion, After that, friendship
could not die. Whatever night be said, whatever angry
and bitter words came from his lips, his heart could not
change. 'Was there no way of influencing the Toff for his
own good ]

Marie !

The thought of the Little Sister came into Tom Merry's
mind suddenly, and he started.

If anybody could inAucnce Talbot, it was Marie Rivera.
Of all the St. Jim’s fellows, only the Terrible Three knew
Marie’s secret—the fact that the Little Sister of the Poor,
the devoted nurse, was the daughter of John Rivers, the
cracksman, now a corporal in Kitchener’s Army, and léading a
new life of duty.

Marie! Tom Merry could have struck himself in anger
at not having thought of her before. She, and she alone,
Iﬂli}}t be able to turn Talbot from the path he was following
to his own run.

The captain of the Shell hurried out of the School House,
and made his way to the Head’s garden. He knew that
Marie Rivers walked there in the evening, after her duties
were over, and he hoped to (ind her out of doors.

“ Miss Marie!"”

The girl was in the little summer-house, knitting. She
looked up with a smile as Merry eame up and raised his cap.
Maric's fare was very suny now; her life in the school was
happy. The former days were fading from memory, and
the cracksman’s daughier looked f&rwarg instead of ha,rﬁt, and
the future was bright,

“Come in!” she said cheerily. “1 am busy, vou see.
¥ Arey made me show him how to knit, and he spoiled a
whole sock.  You do not want to learn? Then hLer faco
becamie grave, as she noted Tom Merry’s expression, *ls
anything the matter i

“Yes," sud Tom,

“My father?"” breathed the girl. :

Always at the back of her mind was that lingering thought
—that somegdiscovery might come which wuuk? prevent John
Rivers from carrying out his plan.

If the authorities had known the real identity of * Privato
Brown,” it was hardly doubtful bui that they would have
dispensed with his services. And the new soldier in
Kitchener's Army was in hopes of being sent out to Flanders
so0n,

“Talbot,” said Tom Merry, understanding at once the dreail
that had come into the girl's heart,  * It's Talbot |

““He 1s not in trouble?"

i YEH.lj

Marie laid down her kuitiing,

“*Tell me,” she said quietly.

- " I'm going to tell you, becanse T think you may influence
him,” said Tom, *“1 cun’t. We—we're not on good terms
now. But—but I can’t see Lim gning to ruin without trying
to stop him. He was my pal, if he isn't now.”

Marie caught her breath.

“¥You have not quarrelled with Tulbot? I thoughr you
woere great friends.”

“Not exactly quarvrelled,” =aid Tom., *“T—T dou't know
exactly how to put it. But—but he's getting himsell into
awful trouble. You know Hookey Walker——"?
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“T1 did know him.”

“ Yes, yes, I mean that. i

“He.was in prison,” said Marie, her face paling

“He must have got away again, He’'s here—somewhere
near. Last night we met him, and Talbot—"

“What did he do?” ,

“0Oh, Talbot isn't in danger! It isn’t that. That cunnin
rascal had got over him somchow, I hardly know how, an
he's persunded Talbot to help him., You know what that
means, if it's.found out. It's against the law. All that
Talbot’s done will go for nothing, if that’s found out. He's
got to be stopped. I can’t stop him. He won't listen to
mf;:;. I thought that perhaps you—'" Tom Merry broke
off.

“The man is his encmy,” said Marie. * But—but the Toft
was always generous He would help his worst enemy if
he was in trouble. It was always so.” ,

“But you see what it means. It may mean s arrest
and ruin.” '

Marie shivered.

“T understand.”

“ Hookey Walker is fooling him somehow. It may even
be a trick to get Talbot into disgrace; another trick like
the Professor’s.” Tom Merry stopped, as he realised that
he was speaking to Marie of her father. *‘Pardon me! 1
—1I didn’t mean But you see how it is. Unless Talbot
can bo stopped—"'

“1 will do my best,” said the girl. All the sunshine was
gone out of her face now; her voice was dull and heavy.

“1 knew you would,” said Tom eagerly. *I—I wouldn’
have said a word to you, but—but it’s for Talbot’s sake.”

“Yon may trust-me,” said Marie. ‘‘ Leave it to me. 1f
I can turn him from it, T will. But—but he was always so.
He never stopped to count the cost when his help was
asked, by friend or enemy. If vou knew him as I know him
—the bravest, best, kindest of friends o

“It's because I know he's all that, that I want to save

him.”. said Tom.
I will do all T ean.”

“1 know—I know. I

The girl sat silent, with a ‘clouded brow, alter Tom Merry
was' gone. Her knitting lay idle in her lap. Her hands
were clasped, and the white fingers worked restlessly, The
epring sunshine was no longer bright for the eracksman’s
daughter. Once more the grim shadow of the past had

fullen across her path. Would it ever be lifted?

Well, he’s come back.”

CIIAPTER 8.
Hookey Walker at Home.

ALBOT was tramping across the moor. _
T The sun was setting, tinging the gorse with golden
fire, The junior tramped on, unseeing. His face
was dark, and his mind was black with bitter thoughts.
What was he doing? For whose sakg had he parted with
tho chums whose friendship meant so much to him? He
almost laughed at the thonght. For the sake of a criminal
—of an enemy who had once sought his life.  But that
cviminal, that enemy, had been his comrade in the old days,
and he had faullen upon cruel luck, The claim of the past
was not to be denied.

Whether he was doing right or wrong, Talbot hardly
knew. His tired brain could not think it out. But he
kiew that, right or wrong, he could not sbandon a man
who had been his comrade, even ir crime, when that man
was in o desperate extremity. If Hookey Walker had been
his old self—if he had threatened—that would have been
dhiferent. A menacing ruffian Talbot could have dealt
with, az shortly and sharply as Tom Merry could have
wished. "Bnt n famished, tattercd outeast, held back irem
flight by his affection for the ‘kid,” that was a diffevent
matter. It was up to the Toff to help him, and he could
not deny the claim, right or wrong. His life had grown
up in wrong. If he was doing wroag now, it was a wrong
he could not help, bred from the hopeless wrong ol the

st. :

Ho tramped on with downeast face wearily. He remem-
hered how he had tramped over that wide moor before, when
the police were on his track,  Things had changed since

then. PBut had they changed so much, after all? The
police! They would have been very interested in hiz present
mission. Put it was nseless to think of that. At leash,

whatever happenea, if disaster came, and disgrace, his chums
wonld not be dragged into it.

At any cost to himscll he would make sure of that. He
stopped ot last at the lonely cottage, where the Terrible
Three had given up the chase the evening before. He had
little doubt, or, rather, noue at all, that he wounld find
Hookey Walker there. He knocked at the door. It was
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opened instantly He guess:d that he had been seen coming
across the moor N

A woman’s careworn face loocked at him inquiringly.
Talbot's glance went past her, to the child in the cot, near
the empty grate. There wus no fire, and the bitter March
wind was swee iniﬂaﬂmsa the meoor. -If this was the cracks-
man’s refuge, Em. d told the truth in saying .that ke was
in bitter want. Tho worn face of the woman told its own
story of .hard.privation..

Talbot looked curiously at the woman. He had rever
gseen her before, but he guessed that this was Hookey
Walker's wife—the wife the cracksman had tmﬂ'lecteﬂ in hia
more prosperous days, the mother of the “kid "’ whose hagg
fingers were twined round that hard and desperate hea
She was looking at him inquiringly, with a haunting look
of fear in her troubled eyes. “Fell the junion understood
the cause of that look. That frozen, fanushed cottage was
the hiding-place of the cracksman.

“ Do not be afraid,’’ said Talbot softly. His kind heart
went out to the careworn woman, who had known so many
trials, *I have come here as u friend. - If Hookey, Walker
is here—"

**No one m here.”

Talbot smiled patiently.

“If Hookey Walker—"'

“T do not know the.name.”

“If he is here. ha has spoken to you of me
call me tho Toff.”

The “wonran’s expression changed.
that name.

“Come in," she said Jully:

Talbot slm:fped in upon the cold brick' floor, and the

He would
She evidently knew

woman closed the door. Bhe crossed to the inner room, and
called out:
“Hookey! He has come!”

The inner door opened, and Hookey Walker peered out.
His harsh feee lighted up at the sight of the Toft

“Poff! I knew you'd-be a pal. You ain't deserting an
old friend in trouble.”

““ As ypu see,” said Talbot. -

“ Tt's like you, Toff—it's like you,” said Hookey Walker.
“¥ou can't sny as I wasn't a good pal till you turned your
back on us, Toff. Crimes! To think of the swag tha! was
in pur ’ands, and you handed it all back—thousends——"

“T haven't come here to speak of that,” said Talbot
sharply. “ You told me that you had doné with that. That
vou intended to lead a decent life.  Unless you mean that, I'll
have mothing to do with you. Understand that!"

“T do mean it, Toff I"" muttered Hookey Walker. '’ She

"  He made a gesture towards the silent wcman,

“ Henriette wouldn't have anvthing to do with me if [ wasn'¢

oing on the squave, Toff. Bhe never would. Would you,
%enu]r T _

““Na,"” said Henrictte dully,

““ All the better,” said Talbot.
Hookev, I am going to ‘help you. I will do all I can. You
know I am poor now., I am on a scholarship at the school,
and T have only the allowance that is given with it.”

“You never kept H

'* Nothing !’ said Talbot sternly,

Hookey Walker sighed.

“Tt was thousands!” he muttered.
thintking of it, Toff. But you're right.
know wot it's led me to. I ain’t much to "boast of now,
arter twenty years of it.” He shivered with the cold, * Toff,
if T could only get away from 'ere safe, with Henny and the
kid, I give you my davy I'd go straight—straight as a die.
You dome it, the Professer done it, and I can do it. But—
but we're starving, Toff, we're freezing. 'Ow did you find
us ‘ere, Toffi? 1 ‘adu't time to tell you where I was.”

“1 guessed. They told me that you had disappeared near
this cottage, and that there was a sick child here,”” said
Talbot. ‘‘That was enough for me to guess the rest. How
is the little girl now?"”’

He crossed to the cot, and looked down at the child. From
a wan face two hollow eyves looked up at him. Talbot felt
a lump in his throat. The “kid™ was suffering for the sins
of its father.

“What is the matter with the kid?’

“ Hunger,” said the woman's dull voice.
eold.”

Talbot shuddered.

“When I was took, Toft, it was ‘ard on these "ere,” whined

“If you mean buziness,

“ A cove can't he!li
It'z a mug's game.

“Hunger and

“Hookey Walker. ‘‘Henriette wouldn’'t mever tonch my
money. She worked—sewing - and such. T used to send
money, ¥You knew I did, Toff; you'll own that.”

“T knew that,”” said Talbot.

“But she wouldn't touch it, because—because— You
calch on, Toff, She give it all away into the poor-box,
"cause it wasn't come by honest. And—and these are ’ard
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times. And the kid's ill. I don’t know ow they come
through the winter. Give me a chance, Toff, and 1 swear
I'll work my fingers to the bone—honest, There's room m
the Colonies for a man who's willing to work; and nobody
to ask Quaatiunm And I give you my davy I'm going

straight.’

'];%botq{nnkad muodﬁ e

; 'elp me ou 7 )

o I'ﬁudn -.li) I can. "T've very little money,” said Talbot,
with & sigh, *“I'll try what I can do to raise what you
need. But for the present I can help you. There s food in

and old clothes. I bought them at Wayland as 1
E::: have a sovereign In*.r:cwef.“E Heo laid it on the table.
“That is all 1 can do now, Hookey. But you can depend
upon me to help you all I can.”
 God bless you!” said the woman. -
“It's understood, Hookey, if you can get the money raised
you get out of here and out of the country and keep straight.
:: 1:?"‘ FTI o g‘vr'ﬂmﬁ "
& g0 o m : :
“%E’:u lf‘ﬁ'i]‘! Was & pgl. Toff,” said Hookey Walker. But

thers—they've seen me— atbic did

—but them o - .

“They will keep silent; I have their word.
not Edrthnt- it hnﬁ aost him their friendship. “ You are safe
—if you are careful. Kecp indoors—and mind ""—Talbot ii
voice grow stern—'‘none of what has happened once. Ite
you plainly that if you break the law again, to my knowledge,
| | wﬁl lead the police here mysell, and hand you aver to
them.” i

o ight as a die, Toff.™

Tﬁﬁf:dda&, and emptied the bag. Hookey Walker eyed
the food with ravenous looks. ‘ -

“That is all T can do now,” said Talbot. *It is all tho
money I have at present. But—but I'll think 1t out. I'll do
my best for you, for the sake of old times, Hookey—old times
that I'd be glad to forget if I could.” e bent over the cot
and kissed the pale, thin cheek of the kid. Good-bye,
little "un !”

o 1l come ag'in, Toff 1 muttered Hookey Walker.

“%:: uummhn ia I bave something for you. Until then

(3]
kﬁE L&E::Hﬁlﬁun you, Toff! You was always better'n me,”

i Walker,
“Eﬁﬁlﬁtgﬂal ahal‘g out a rough hand as the Toff turned to

the door. Talbot smiled faintly, and grasped it. Then he
harried away. )

:E.iI ht or wrong? Would Tom Merry, if he could have
seon him, have said that he had done wrong ? In the wind-
sweph cul.t.tagu on the moor the Toff leit gratitude and hope

behind him,

CHAPTER 9.
Talbot's Task.

ATURDAY u.ftcrnn?ln gr;fh not a happy half-holiday

f the Shell >
S fﬂittgﬁuc?}ﬂitnmd sunny, and most of the St. Jim's

i t spirits.
lﬂ%n::atg: r&‘:::rﬁ:l{;aﬁﬂleé and Talbot were *“gated.” They
finished their lines early, and took them in to the House-
master., Then they had the afternoon to themselves, There
was nothing going on on the playing-ficlds, and the juniors
ithi tes.

hgt:;ud# N g_wt’:tT:dguuﬁ'lsu out in a trap—Arthur Augustus’s
treat. Mpch to the ﬁiuppuint;nnnt of Arthur Augustus, the
Little Eia&r, after all, had declined to join the party. Arthur
Augustus had looked forward to that drive in company with
Miss Marie, but apparently the girl could not come. Most
of the other fellows were out of doors, and the Terrible Threo
were rather at a loss. Talbot avoided them. They had

nothing to say to one another. o

Gating, even when there was no game on within the pre-
cincts of St. Jim’s, would not have worricd tho Terrible
Three so much at any other time, They had many resources.
But just about this time they weroe not feeling equal to
taking nny of them up. The break with Talbot weighed

upon their spirits, and, in spite of the break with him, they

wero concerned about him. i '

A “rag" with the New House juniors did not appeal to
them at all in the present state of their spirits; nmthﬁr did
they fecl inclined to work on the next number of “Tom
Merry's Weckly,” long overdue. .

Manners settled the matter by starting to work on his
gims: Manners could always find occupation there to kee
him i:uay and contented. Monty Lowther finally decide
that the comie column ought to be got ready for the
Wecekly,” though he wasn’t in much of a comic mood. So
Monty settled down in the study with pen and ink and a
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sheaf of impot paper, and proceeded to produce his celebrated
funniosities. .
“Tom Merry declined to help, and refused Manners’ invita-
tion to lend a hand in the dm-lft-mﬂm. He tried a book, and
pitched it aside. He took a turn in the gym, and came out
in_disgust. And then he sauntered about with his hands
driven deep into his pockets, thinking. It was not what
could have been called a happy half-holiday for the captamn
of the Shell.

Talbot, after he had finished his lines, strolled away to the
Head’s garden, and in the summer-house he found Mario
Rivers knitting, Mario was seldom seen when she was not
knitting, as & matter of fact. Sho was busy making a supply
of woollen things for ber father, who was in hopes of getting
into the next draft for the front, It was a proud and happy
thought to the girl that John Rivers, the Professor, was
in khaki, and that his ambition was to get ont to the fighting-
line. It was an ambition that the Professor's old associates
in the Rookery would never have drcamed him capable of.
And she tried to drive from her mind the ﬂmtht that ont
there on the shell-swept plains of Flanders deadly perils.
awaited him. He was going to do his duty, and the future
was in the hands of a Higher Power.

Maric looked up with a smile, but her fingers kept busil
working, as Talbot came into the summer-house. The Shell
fellow's face was very grave.

“¥You wanted to sce me, Marie ?” :
“Yes, Toff.” The old name came nalurally to Marie's
lips, “I—I know you are in trouble.”

Talbot smiled famtly.

“Nothing new for the Toff,"” he said. -y

“T had hoped that it was all over,” the girl snid, with »
sigh. “ Will the past never die? Toff, yesterday Tom Merry
spoke to me. You are not friends with him now "

“No. Why did he speak to you”

“ About Hookey Walker.”

“He has told yon "

is Yﬂs‘ll

“Why ?” asked Talbot.

“He thinks I may be able to influence iuuﬁ for your good—
for your safety,” said Marie. "“Toff, I have been thinking
about it; it has troubled me greatly. Tom Merry was greatly
troubled too.”

“He 18 n ‘fnnd fellow,”™ said Talbot softly; *the best pal
a chap could have. I shall never forget that. But I did
right to break with him. I cannot dJdrag him into my
troubles, even if he wern willing, The shadow of erime is
on me ; it should not be allowed to fall upon him, IHe doesn’s
understand how [ am bound. You understand, Marie.
Hookey Walker has changed. All he secks 1a to eseape, to
lead a new life, to take his wife and child away where he
can work honestly for them. If I did not help him, I—I—
Marie, you can see that I cannot desert him."

“But is it true? Is he deceiving you, Toff 1"

“J am sure not. They are starving. Last night T saw
them., His wife would never have anything to do with him
while he was a thief, and they arc in want. For yecars she

lived and supported the Kid by sewing—a hard life,
aric, and in these times harder. If IMookey can once get
clear with them it means everything to them. How can I
stand aside and desert them? How can I forget that a few
months ago I was no better than Hookey, and that if I
hadn’t found good friends to help me I should be no better
now? Marie, if Tom Merry had lost faith in me that time
when I was suspected and driven out, I think I shonld have
fallen back. It was his friendship that pulled me through.
Knowing that, how ean I desert Hookey t”

Macic's lips quivered.

“You would not ask me to desert him, Maric?”

“I—I eannot,” said Marie, but her brow was clouded.
“But—but the risk, Toff. If it should be known—the danger
—-the daager for you 5 _

“Danger and I arc old friends,” said the Toff moodily.

“I know you fear nothing. I know youn are gencrous,
Toff. DBut—but I tremble for you. Vet I supposc you are
doing right. Dut the man will not stay here?”

“He must stay till I can help him to go. He cannot go
without money. Money!™ The Toff smiled bitterly. *I
must raise the money somechow, Aund there was a time when
I could raice thousands if I had chosen. Now I am hard
put to it to raise a few pounds. But until he has money
Hookey cannot go.”

“ITow much?” .

“Twenty pounds at least. That is what I have to think
ont. And meanwhile he must live. 1 have been very careful
with my scholarship allowsnee. I have five pounds in the
post-office. I have some things T can scll, too, to raise money.
For the resk, if T cannot rase the sum, I must borrow it
Not of the fellows, of course.” Talbot smiled again—a hard

*' CHUOKLES,” 1D:

“THE PENHY POPULAR,”
Evory 8aturday, 2

Evarv l'l'lﬂ-a]‘.



Every Wednesday.

I

=Ly

AU
I

ol

W

PRI A | P e
i,

i
2
FoN//
! o

A

A

At
O

7]

R K
e

pemyEa
PA Sk F R kA

Wi rgsnaunbna
]

vd W -J_-----L};- acn
TAREREE RIS EA AN [
-IL:- e Loy 1y = LR LR B = FHFAEFFA ] (KL
LR | EEEE B FRFaLEdE dised¥dark [ERE RS YR [N | L
"m l"ri'h-uul!ldll’ CERE R i Ea -lr-.l...l-.‘.-"!"!-..'\..... *
]

“ THE GEM” LIBRARY.,

One Penny.

- £ /
)

A

7
i

)
77

AT
I
1A,

!
£

7
1
AL 1 A S

AN

[
?ﬂﬂﬁﬂ;ﬂ:’f%
éﬁ;

fs

R
A

'h"-.

Y
\
N
\
3

i

||:'.-| i

LA T |

W

“Talbot!" whispered Tom
his mind—=he wotlld speak,

Merry, There was no answer,
1l¢ could bear this no longer, ‘ ; e
Merry, with a sudden icy throb, bent over the bed—it was empty | The Tofl was not there.

noved softly 1o Talbot's bed. llc had made up
I?Etall;mtﬁ” No nﬁrsw-:r—nn sound of breathing. Tom
(See Chapter 13.)

e E—

"

smile.  “There aro plenty of them who wonld lend me
moneyv. but Lashall nol begin thar, B there are other
means, "

“ Pur—Dbut how ¢

v Aloses, in Wayland,” said Talbot bewfly.

Murie looked startled and alarmed,

“The meoneylonder §7

' P

b Dut—but i it should come oul that vou have had dealings
with a moneylender, Toff, it—it would mean disgrace, trouble
—ruin perhaps I tho girl exclaimed breathlessly.

“1 know at.”

“You must not do i, Toll ™

1 mnst keep my word to Hookes," said Talbot quietly.
#1 shall bo able to settle up next term. I hope to win &
money prize T have entered for—ihe Northcote. And then
ihere is my next allowance. There is a fellow owes me somo
money too, and it is barely possible that he may pay up.
Moses will pilo on intevest, of course, Leecause he will know
that I dure not let it be koown that I have had dealings
with him, But I shall pay up and get clear at the earhiest
osstble moment. Don't ook worried, my dear kid. You
II:n-:m' the Toff alwars had a knack of getting out of a scrape.
You will make me sorry that I confide in vou,™

Mavie smiled sadly.

“T know you will never keep secrets from me, Tofl. We
pro foo old chums for that.

Next Wednesday's Number of “* THE GEM " will be the nsual lp
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“ Never, Marie,™

"Talbot gave a sudden start, and looked out of the door
of the summer-house, A rustle in the shrubbery had caught
his ear, Buk there was no one in sight. He turned back.
atid dropped on the rustic seat, and for a long time he -:?h&H:r.-tl
with the Little Sister, the elouds clearing from his brow, ‘I'lic
girl's face was brighter when he left her alb last and walked
away slowly towards the gate in the gquadrangle.
— e started a little as ho came to the gate. On the other
side of it a junior was leaning. Tt was Levison of the Fourth.
He looked round at Talbot’s footsteps, and moved fram
the gate, and the Shell fellow opened it and came thl:uugh.
Levison seemed about to speak, but Talbot hurried directly
towards the School House,

In the doorway he passed Tom Mervy. The captain of the
Shell kept his eyes on the ground, and Talbot passed him
without a word,

1o went to hiz study. CGore was oul, but Skimpole was
there, poring through his biz spectacles over a huge volume,
Talbot got out his books, and sat down to work., He lLad
leavned that recipe for trouble—hard work. That could
drive black thoughts from the mind when nothing else could.
Skimpole of the Shell blinked at him, Skimpole, the brainy
voutl,, was anxious to find a listener to some startling new
theories he had thought out on the exiremely important
subject of evolution, But Talbot seemed to Le afflicted with
sudden <eafness when Skimpole started, and after a timo
the genius of the Shell gave 1t up, and wandered forth with
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his big volume under his arm, secking another vietim. In
the study Talbot remained alone, his brows bent over his
work, fixing his thoughts by an effort of will upon Latin
syntax.,

CHAPTER 10,

Levison Remembers.

L TILL vatty 2"’ ;
Tom Merry started out of a brown study as the

remark was addressed to him. He was leaning on
the stone balustrade outside the School House, in moody
thought. The old quad was almost empty, Manners was
still 'in_the dark-room, and Lowther was grinding out
comicalities for the “Weekly’ in the study—rather
lugubrious comicalities as a matter of fact. Tom Merry was
alone with his thoughts, which were not agreeable. The
vision of Talbot passing him with bent head and averted
looks haunted Kim. It had come to this—this was the end
of the friendship that it had seemed that nothing could
break !

The somewhat unpleasant voice of Levison of the Fourth
came disagreeably to his ears. Tom looked at him coldly.
He did not like Levison, und he did not take any trouble
to conceal the fact, He made no reply.

But Levison had stopped on the steps, and evidently
intended to speak. Tom Merry made a movement to go.

o never could stand Levison. Ounce—under the influence
of the Toff, strangely enough—the cad of the ¥ourth had
seemed to show a betier_side of his nature, but he had
soon fellen back again., Levison, the smoker, the *dog,”
the breaker of bounds, and reckless blackguard generally,
was not the kind of fellow Tom Merry could pull with, But
the cad of the Fourth put out his hand, and stopped him
as he was moving away. He wanted to speak, and he was
not to be denied. But his look did noi indicate that his
remarks were to be of a friendly nature—rather the reverse.

“Don’t buzz off,” said Levison. “Can't you speak? I
asked you a question.”

“I doni choose to answer it,” said Tom Merry. *Mind
your own business. Is that plain enough for you, Levison 7’

““Quite, All the same, I've got something to say, Since
Thursday you've been on bad terms with Talbot.!’

“ What business is that of yours, hang you {”

“None at all,”" said Levison calmly. “ None at all, ex-
cepting for the fact that Tulbot is duffer enough to care

about it. You were down on me once, when Talbot first
came here, because I was down on him. Well, Talbot did
me a turn after that—goodness knows why, excepting

that he's a better bettor than I, or you either. "I had been
slanging him, throwing up his past in his face—""

e ﬂia a rotten cad, a8 you are ! said Tom Merry.

“Like a rotten cad,” agreed Levison, umnm-eci fCall
me what you like. I'd bite out my tongue for what I said
to him if that would do any good.” I was in a frightful fix,
and Talbot helped me out of it—you know all about it. He

ave me five pounds—all he had, I believe—and saved me
rom getting shown up to the Head, and very likely sacked.
I haven't been able to pay him—he knew that I wouldn't
be able to. He knew he was simply giving the money away,
and every shilling of it was wanted for his own needs—I
knew that. Well, I may he a rotter, as you saw, but I
haven't forgotten that, and I don’t mean to forget it. And
whatever Talbot should do, I’d stand by him. And that's
more than you will do. though hLe prefers you to me,”

' Tom Merry was silent. The words touched a chord within
him somewhere. This fellow, the cad of the Fourth, a
fellow who had done enough to be expelled from the school
a dozen times over, if the truth had been known—was his
friendship stronger under the test than Tom Merry’s own ?
It was not a pleasant thought. -

“What are you talking to me for?” exclaimed Tom at
last. ““¥You don’t know what the trouble is.”

“I don’t know, and I don't want to know; but if T had
the luck to be Talbot’s chum, I wouldn't go back on him
when he's in trouble.”

“How do you know he's in trouble 7

““ Never mind-how I know that; I do know it.”

“Only if you have been spying arain!” exclaimed Tom
Merry, ‘clenching his hands

Levison shrogged his shoulders.

“Don’t talk to me,” muttered Tom. *You make me
sick ! Let me pass!”

He pushed Levison aside and strode away. The ead of
the Fourth looked after him with a bitter look, and then
went into the School House. He made his way to Talbot’s
study, and knocked at the door,

“ Come in 1"

Talbot looked up from his work.. He was not pleased at
the sight of Levison, but he was always civil. Talbot was
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probably the only fellow who had been able to extract any
good from Levison’s peculiar nature; but he could not like
him. But he was always civil to him—which Tom Merry
& Co. were not always. Talbot had been an * under-dog 2
long enough to learn to give every fellow a chance.
“Interruptiag you, I suppose?’”’ remarked Levison.
“Well, yes.”

“ Nothing like being candid,” said the Fourth-Formery
laughing. ““Well, I'm going to interrupt you for a few
minutes.” He closed the door and came into the study, and
‘Lalbot, in some surprise, laid down his pen, Levison saw &
cloud gathering on his brow, and went on hastily: “ Don's
worry. I'm not going to chip into your bizney, and borrow
D’Arey’s role of peacemaker. I krow how to mind my own
business, I hope.”

“* Thanks!"” said Talbot,

* You don’t feel inclined to tell me what it's about I

*“No,”" said Talbot bluntly.

“Right. Nothing like frankness. Not that I care very
much.  I'm blessed if I ever could understand what you
could see in Tom Merry—"

“If you say a word against Tom Merry, Levison, there
will be trouble,” said Talbot, very quietly, but with a gleam
in hiz eyes.

* Lucky that I'm not going to, then,” said Levison coolly,
“I haven't come here hunting for trouble. I've come hero
because, whether you like it or not, I feel friendly towards
you. You're about the only chap I ever did feel friendly
towards, and it won't make any differcnce even if you chuck
me out,”

Talbot burst into a langh.

“I'm not likely to chuck you out,” he said. * No reason
why we shouldn’t be friends, so far as I can see.”

“Good " said Levison, “ Some time ago you lent me—
or, rather, gave me—five quid, You knew I couldn’t pay it
—or, rather, to be quite frank, since we're indulging in so
much frankness, you knew that I wouldnt. I did get soine
money onece since then, and I ought to have paid you, but
I blued it all in riotous living—playing the giddy goat, you
know. The sharpers at the Green Man soon relieved me of
it. You see, I'm built that way. I couldn’'t keep what
you'd call straight if I tried.”

“No reason why you shouldn’t try,’”” said Talbot. “I'vd
had to live down worse things than that.”

“I'm not built your way,” said Levison, with a shrug.
“Besides, I don’t know that I'd choose to be, either. I like
my own way best. Perhaps there's a kink in me, you know,
and it can’t be got out. But never mind that. 1 was in the
Head's garden this aficrnoon.”

Talbot’s brow grew very stern,

“I thought I heard someone!” he execlaimed,
you come here to tell me that you were listening i

“Don't fly out,” said Levison coolly. *“What I heard T
couldn’t help hearing. I got away as quickly as I could, so
as not to hear any more. Not my usual eustom, I admit,”
he added, with a bitter sneer, * But it's the fact, all the
same, in this case. You see, I'd gone there for a quiet
smoke—a little way I have. Then Miss Marie came along
to the summer-house, and I had to get out of sight. They
don’t allow me the run of the Head's garden—especially for
smoking purposes, I couldn’t get off without being seen—
and then you came. Then you began to talk, and I thought
it was time to clear. I had to pass quite close to the
summer-howse to get away, and so I heard what you said
about——""

* About what?” asked Talbot, his heart sinking. ITe
believed Levison’s statement, that he had not heard more
than he could help; but it was wretched to think that the
cad of the Fourth knew the seeret of the lonely cottage on
the moor,

** About being hard up, and going to old Moses to raise
some money.”’

Talbot breathed more freely,

“ Nothing else

“ Nothing else,” said Leviton. “T'll repeat your exact
words, all that I heard— Moses will pile on interest, of
course, because Lie will know that I dare not let it be knéwn
that i[ have had dealings with him.” That's all. You believe
me ¥

“1 believe you,”” said Talbot. “It's decont of you to tell
me about it, Levison. Of course, you won't alk about it 7"

“You can rely on that. But ”’—Levison hesitated—* you'ra
hard up. You needn’t mind telling me. 1'd help you if I
eould.’”” Talbot made a movement, and Levison sneered
bitterly. “You wouldn't accept help from me—what?
You'd pile favours on me, but you wouldn't let me help you
when you’re in trouble?”

“I—I would,” said Talbot, with an effort. *“You've a
right to hclp me, Levison, as I've helped you once. But you
can'’t,.. You've got no money, have youi”’

“Ilave
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1 never have any, since my pater had bad luck,” said
Levison, f*They keep me preity short, I can tell you,
There's a regular row if I ask for an extra half-crown.”

“Then you can hardly help a chap who's hard up.”

“1 owe you five pounds.”

# Never mind that. You can't pay it, and I don’t want
to bother you. Besides, to be guite candid, I never really
expected you to settle”

Levison laughed.

“I know that.
your own friends,
might be ablo to. Tell me how you're fixed.
I can hold my tongue.”

Talbot hesitated. Levison of the Fourth was not the con-
fidant he would have chosen, by any means. But he could not
help being a little tonched. His own pals had broken with
hini, and the cad of the Fourth, with all his faults, was
evidently in earnest in wanting to help him if he could. And
in spite of the sneering curve to Levison's thin lips, Talbot
could read the emotion that was half-hidden behind the sneer.
Somehow or other, he had touched that hard heart.

“I'm not asking for your secrets,” went on Levison. * But
gou're in & fix. You want some, How much do you want?”

“Twenty pounds,”

" M'Ir,' hat!” Levison stared at him, * Talbot!
possible that you—you—nothing in my line, surely?” i

“No, nothing in your line, Levison,” said Talbot, laughing
in spite of himself.  “I haven’t been playing cards or getting
into debt, 1 want the money to help somebody.”

“ A you helped me?” said Levison. ““Yes, I might have
guessed that. Well, look here, Talbot, vou're not going to
old Moses for the money. He would lend it to you fast
enough—he’d be glad to get a St. Jim's fellow under his
thumb, and squecze interest out of you month after month,
and year after vear. If you want twenty quid, it's got to
be raised without that., I'm going to help.”

“B“-t;_”

“Don't throw my help in my face. I let you help me, and
was jolly glad of it.”

“T won't, Levison—I'll let you help me if you can,” =aid
Talbot. “ But you can’t! You've got no money.”

“Never mind that, How ate you off, so far—how much
tan you raise towards it! I'm going fo raise the five quid
I pwo you, anyway. But how much can you do. Let's go
into it. Let mo bo a pal for ten minutes, I won’t bother
you afterwards.”

“1 dan't mind,"” said Talbot, “I'vo been working it out, as
& matter of fact. T've got five pounds in the Post Office—I'm
getting that out. T can get five pounds from the Housemaster
i advenco of my scholarship allowance—he knows a scholar-
ship kid fecla the pinch sometimes, and he has offered it to
me if 1 should want it. I've simply got to mention it to him
that T'd like it now, and that wiﬂ be all right.”

“That makes ten,” said Levison. * What about the rest?”

“There's my bike—the Professor sent that back to me
some time ago, after——"" Talbot pansed. * You remember?
Well, I know it will fetch five pounds. I can do without a
bike all right.”™

¥ That makes Qiteon,” said Levison,

Talbot shook his Lead.

¥ That's whore I'in stumped,” he said. “T get my regular
allowance weekly, but that I need—partly for myself, and

etly for—for the chap I'm speaking of, to keep himn going
rom day to day. I want five pounds in & lump, and I'm
afraid thero's nothing for it but Mr. Mosecs. You see, I shall
clear it off next terin all right—with about apother five
i intorest, I suppose. He will want cent. per cent.”

i Yeg, if ho leta you off as lightly as that,” said Levison.
®You kuow what moncylenders are, He might keep your
paper, and make you pay interest for yoars on it—all the time
you're at $t. Jim’s, Ile’s a thorough rogue.”

“That would be rather thick,” eaid Talbot, with a troubled
look. I hardly thinlkk—— Anyway, there scems no help for
i,

“Thore is help for it. You nced Gve quid, and T owe you
five quid.  Well, if I pay up, that sces you through,”

“ But you can't do 1t,” said Talbot.

“You're a queer beggar,” said Levison. **Most chaps in
¥our position would be ragging me like thunder for the
INoney.

“To tell the truth, it did eross my mind that you might
be able te stump up,” said Talbot frankly, “But I should
not have asked you.”

“T kuow you wouldn't, but I'm going to, and I'm jolly glad
I've got on to this, and know that you want it. I'll try my
people first—not much chanvece there, I'm afraid—I've got a
rich unele who ocould help me no ond if he liked, but he
dopsn't take to me. But ['u going to raise that five. You
can rely on it. When do you want it ?"

But look lwore, Talbot; you're off with
and I-I'd like to help you if 1 could. I
You know that

It 1sn't

“And the rest?”
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;I shall -have the fifteen by next weck,” said Talbot.
di 'l.lt-——"
“Next week you will have my five, too,” said Levison,
“ Mind, I'm not talking out of my hat. I can raise the money
at & pinch. I've got resources. You can rely on that five,
honour bright ™
“It's nwgully decent of you,” said Talbot gratefully.
“Well, it's about time I paid up,” said Levison carelessly.
“T was a bit of a worm not to square up before. But now
you can rely on it, and you won't think of going to Moses.”
“J sha'n't need to now.”
“Good!” Levison rose. * That's settled. Now you can
get on with your Latin, and T'll go and have a smoke."”

Levison quitted the study before Talbot could reply. The
Shell fellow picked up his pen, but he did not immediately
resume his work. He sat with a thoughtful expression on
his face. The hardest of his difficulties was gone—and it was
Levison, tho cad of the Fourth, who had removed it. Long
ago he had done Levison that good turn, never dreaming
of any outcome. Truly, he had cast his bread upon the
waters, and it had returned to him after many days!

mE———

CHAPTER 11,
Awfully Deep.

>- Al Jovel”
Arthur Augustus D' Arcy paused in the passage on
Wednesday aﬁ'tﬂumn, and turned his cyeglass upon
the notice-board. _

There were two or three notices there from the Head,
masters, or prefects. But the swell of the Fourth was not
intereated in them.

His celebrated monocle was turned upon a strip of paper

inned on the board, with a few lines on it in 8 handwriting
{;c knew—that of Talbot of the Shell. And the few lines ran:’
. “Bicyele, good condition, back-pedal brake, Dunlop tyres,
two B, uum[pleta with lamp, pump, ete., for sale.—Apply,
B. Talbot, Shell.”

Arthur Augustus was surprised. If he had seen a notice on
the board announcing the sale of Herries’ famous bulldog, it
would scarcely have surprised him 1aore. '

““(lome on, fathead!” said Blake. * What are you blinking
at the notice-board for?”

“T'm not blinkin’, Blake.”

“ Well, come on!” ;

“ Pway wait & minute. Look at this notice, deah boys!"

“What is it—Smith minor selling his blessed white
rabbits ¥” grunted Blake, as he came back along the passage.
*“He's always selling those rabbits.”

“ Wubbish ! This isn't wabbits!”

““Hallo, that's Talbot’s fist!” said Herries, in surprise.
¢ What the dickens is he going to sell his bike for, with the
summer coming on, too? Must be an ass!”

“ Must be hard up,” said Digby. _

‘ Had an accident with it, perhaps,” suggested Mellish of
the Euurth, joining the chums of Study No. 6 at the notice-
board,

“ That is a wotten suggestion, Mellich, Besides, he says
it is in good condish. I wathah think that Talbot is playin’
it low down on us, deah boys. If he's hard up, why can’t
he Lowwow some cash fwom a pal?”

““May be giving up biking,” said Dighy. “It's a
jigger. I'd buy it myself, only I don’t SUppose he'd take
hinepence for it. That's ae far s I could do.

“Ile can't be givin’ up bikin',” said Arthur Augustus.
“ He is a vewy good widah, and vewy fond of bikin’. ust be
hard up, that is the only explanation. Let's go and see
him.”

““ What for 7" .

“Pway come along with me,
questions. You can wely on me
follow of tact and judgment.”

 Bow-wow ! Wae're going out.” )

“We are not goin' out just yet. I have somethin’ wathah
important to say to you chaps. Bui first let’s go and sec
Talbot. Know where he is?” !

“n the quad, I believe,” said Dig, “I saw him go out
after dinner, by himself; he isn’t speaking to those Shell
duffers now, and he doesn't seem inclined to speak to any-
body else.”

“Vewy wall, wo will go out, then,”

Ytudy No. 6 accordingly went out. They had arranged a
long walk for that afternoon, as it was a half-holiday, and
fine spring weather; but evidently the long walk had to be
put off for a little, It was quite useless to argue with Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, so the other three resigned themselves to
their fate,

Talbot of the Shell was seated on one of the old benches
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under the elms, with a book on his knee, aud a peneil in his
hand. He was using most of his spare time now to work up
for the prize examination he meant to enter the next term.
But he cheerfully locked up from Livy as the chums of the
Fourth bore down on him. Not all the troubles that had so
suddenly shadowed his life could have any effect upon his

cheery good-temper, 1 ‘
“QOh, heah you are!"” said Arthur Augustus sternly, I

liave a bone to pick with you, I'albot. 1 wegard you as not
playin’ the game.”
“Qorry,” said Talbot, with a smile, *what have I done,

Gussy 1" _
“1 have just wead your not iee on the board. You are sellin’

your bike.”

“Yeg, if I can get an offer.”

“That means that you are hard up, I pwesume 7

“You've hit it, Gussy. With your usnal—I mean unusual
~brain-power, you've got it right first time !”

“Yaas, I concluded so. Well, what do you mean by it?
Can't you bowwow somethin® of a fwiend when you are
stonay "

“Oh, good " said Blake. * Yes, quite right! Why couldn’

ou come round to Study No. 6, Talbot, and tell us you had
Falln::n in a stony place.”

“But I want five pounds for the bike,” said Talbot, langh-
ing. “Five pounds can’'t generally be borrowed in the
Fourth,”

“ Ahem ! No. I've got fifteenpence,” said Blake, thought-
fully. “Dig's got ninepence, I dare say Herries has a bob
or two. But Gussy rolls in money—slides in 1t—fairly skates
on it. Besides, he can raise money as easy as falling off a
form. If he sold off his =ilk hats at a tanner a time, he would
raise hundreds of pounds——"" '

You uttah ass, Blake! Pway don't be widieulous on a
gewious subject. Talbot, deah boy, I will telegwaph to my

talh at once, and scwew a fivah out of him.” :

Talbot shook his head.

“Thanks awfully, Gussy. But I don't want to berrow—
really. I shouldn’t be able to settle up till next term. It’s
different borrowing a bob or two till a chap’s allowance comes
along. But I'm not going to borrow a sum of money, I'm
going to sell the bike, Thanks all the zame !”

“¥ wegard you as an obstinate ass, Talbot,”

* Thanks again,”

Talbot returned to Titus Livius, and the chums of Btudy
No. 6 left him to his work. Blake and Herries and Dig were
heading for the gates, when Arthur Abgustus called them to
order.

“ Pway come up to the studay, deah boys."

“The study!” il"u::u.-:led Blake, **What are we to go up to
the study for 7"

“It's a meetin'."”

*“Oh, rats!” ) ]

“Pway come on, deah boys! T assuah you it is wathah im-
portant, I twust you are goin’ to back me up in helpin’' a
chap in a fix.”

“What have you got in your silly napper now 1"

“1 will explain in the study.”

Blake and Herries and Dig indulged in three separate and
emphatic groans, and followed the swell of Bt. Jim's to study
No. 6. Arthur Augustus closed the door in a very mysterious
manner.

“It's up to us, deah baoys,” he gaid impressively,

“What i8?" demanded Herries,

“Talbot's eellin’ his bike because he’s hard up. Well, 'it’s
up to this study., We're goin’ to buy it.”

“But we've all got bikes.”

“1 don't mean buy it to wide, ass!”

“To eat?” asked Blake.

“Weally, Blake——"

“QOr to stick on the mantelpiece as an ornament,
pedals would be in the way—"

“Look heah——"

“ Besides, we've got Jam-Jars on the mantelpiece "

“You uttah ass!" shrieked Arthur Augustus. *“'Will you
be sewious? We're goin' to waise the tin and buy Talbot's
bike, and then weturn it to him by cawwiah with a label on—
*A Pwesent fwom an Unknown Friend,™”

“My only hat 1"

““He would be waxy," said Dig,

“Wats! I should wegard it as
delicacy.”

“PBut he'd know we bought it, if we bought it,"” said Blake.
“He'd guess who was the unknown Iriend, wouldn't he '

““Yaas; but I've thought that out. I'm wathah deep, you
know,” gaid Arthur Augustus, with considerable satisfaction.
“We won't appeah in the mattah ourselves. All we've got
to do is to waisc the money. Then I will disguise myself—"

“Wha-a-a-at " stuttered Blake,
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“You know what a wippin® hand I am at disguisin® myself,
I will put on sonie false whiskahs =

“Oh dear!”

“And o wed wig—

"“Help ! gasped Blake

“And eall on Talbot as a bicyele dealah, and explain to
him that I have heard that he has a bike for sale, and L
want to buy it for a particulah fwiend. He won't know me,
of course——""

““Ha, ha, hal"”

“There 18 nothing to cackle at.
bike away, and send 1t back to him by cawwia

““Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!" shrieked Blake and Herries and
Dighy, as if they would never stop. Study No. & rang with
merriment. Arthur Aungustus jammed his eyeglass a little
more tightly into his eye, and surveyed his hilarious chums
sternly.

“1 uttahly fail to see any weason for this wibald laughter.”

“Ha, ha. ha, ha!”
“Will vou back me up?

*r

Then I shall wheel the

i3

Where are you goin' 7"

“I'm going out,” gasped Blake, "1 want some fresh air
after that., Oh, my hat! Oh, my =olitary unique aunt! Ha,
ha, ha "

Blake staggered out of the study. Herrics and Dig stag-
gered after them. They were in hysterics.

Arthur Augustus snorted. It was not merely a sniff—it
was a enort, an emphatic snort. Deep as his scheme was,
Machiavellian in its cunning, it was evident that he would
get no help from his study-mates in carrying it out.

But Arthur Augustus was not easily beaten. When he
had an idea in his noble head, it was a fixture there. Backed
up or not backed up by Study No. 6, Arthur Augustus was
poing to carry out his little plot.

CHAPTER 12.
Raiasing the Wind.

ALBOT'S notice on the board attructed the atlention of

” other fellows, as well ns the churas of Btudy No. &

. Most of the fellows were not surpriged that a
scholarship-boy should be * stony " for once, so there was
not much remark on the subject, But the Terrible Three read
that notice with gloomy brows,

It was not a case of ‘ hard up,” with Talbot, they knew
that, His scholarship allowance was more than sufficient for
him, and he had no expensive tastes. He was not the kind of
fellow to pile up debts it was difficult to pa'fu They knew
what the money was wanted for—Hookey Walker,

If they had needed any proof that the Toff was in coms
munication with his old associate, there it was. But they
needed no proof. More than once they had seen Talbot
leaving the school alone, carrying a bag. They did not need
to ask what his destination was,

It was no business of theirs, of course. Since the break,
Talbot had not spoken to them. They avoided one another’s
presence, The “rift in the lute” had ceased to be remarked
upon, much remark as it had caused at first. It was undet-
stood that Talbot no longer “palled” with the Terrible
Three, that was all.

But Tom Merry's look was dark as he saw that notice on
the board, and afterwards saw Crooke of the Shell carefully
examining Talbot's bike. If Crooke was the purchaser, he
was pretty certain to get value for his money. Tom knew
that the Toff was attached to his bike, and that if he sold if,
it was not likely that he would get another very soon.

But Talbot’s old chums could not interefere. They were
not on speaking terms—so they could scarcely offer to lend
him money. Besides, could they have lent him money, know-
ing that it was to be taken to Hookey Walker? Tom felt
that it could not be done. They were keeping silent about
the man; but to provide money to help an escaped conviet to
get clear of the police would have been a little too * thick.”
Not that Talbot would have accepted it from them, for that
matter—they knew that, too. ,

Tom Merry's heart was heavy, His old pal was very dear
to him, but it began to be clear that things could never be as
they had been. Talbot was so quict and reserved, that it was
difficult to say whether he felt the break ss much as Tom
Merry did, ,

He kept to himself—he did not seek to replace his lost
frionds with others. There were many f[ellows who would
willingly have palled on with Talbot, He was friendly with
Kangaroo and Dane and Glyn—but no more so than gﬂfﬁl’ﬂ.
Study No. 6 would willingly have made him a fifth in their
seleet cirele, but Talbot showed no desire that way.

If he showed more cordiality to nn;.rb::rd;.r than wsual, it was
to Levison of the Fourth. In Tom Merry's eyes, that was the
unkindest eut of all. Levison, the cad and rank outsider.
Ei‘hﬂt]ﬂ- friend for Talbot! DBut they were never hikely to

¢ pals,
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The Terrible Three were doing their preparation that
svening, not in a cheerful wood, when Arthur Augustus
D' Arcy came in,

‘ot any money, deali boys 1" he asked.

“ How muchi”

“ I want two pounds fifteen shillings and sixpence.”

v vell, you've got it exact,” said Monty Lowther.
i+ the odd tanner for¥"

“I'm waising & st of money,” explained Arthur
Angustus, I bave o wathah deep scheme I am cawwyin’
out. I won't tell you chaps, as you are not on good terms
with ald Talbot.”

“What

“Talbot | said Tom,
Talbot?"

“ Nothin’, deah boy. I am weally keepin’ this awf'ly dark.
But T wequiah seven pounds. T had two pounds of my own,
anil T have sowewed five shillinga out of the boundaha in my
study, though they wefuse to back me up in the scheme. I
have bowwowed five shillings each fwom Kangy and Dane,
and a soveweign fwom Clyn, I had got a soveweign fwom
lLoumi Wao, the Indinn chap, and half-a-crown fwom Weilly,
anidl eighteen-pence fwom Kewwuish, and sixpence fwom
Blenkinsop. So I wequiah two pounds fifteen shillings and
sitpence to make up seven pounds,"

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“iWhat are you cacklin' at, Lowthah?”

“Try it again,” said Lowther, “Put a wet towel round
your head, and put your beef into it, and then you may work
it out that four pounds nineteen and six requires two pounds
and sixpence to make it up to seven pounds, Don’t take my
word for it. Qo and work it out. It will keep you busy till
Lbedtime.

Arthur Augustus rubbed his aristocratic nose thoughtfully.

U Pewwapa you are wight, Lowthah, I nevah was vewy
vood at beastly awithmotic. Dwainy chaps nevah can do sums
“pot weally bwainy chaps. Mowevah, if I wequiah only two
pounds and sixpence, that ninkes it all the easiah, Can you
fellows lend me two pounds and sixpence ¥

“ Put me down for the sixpence,’ said Lowther generously,

“Weally, Lowthah ¥

The Terrible Three went through their pockets. The sum of
eloven shillings was raised, and Arthur Augustus accepted i
gracefully.

ST will weturn this peoxt week, deah boys” he assured
thens, * How much do I need now, Lowthah, to make up
seven pounds ¥

Menty Lowther kindly worked out that problem in his head.

“(One pound nine-and-six, asd!”

“Vewy well, I'll go and look for Lumley-Lumley., I want
to maks it ut‘r to geven, You see, the bike 13 worth seven,
and it would be wotten to lek it go for five.”

“89 you're going to buy Talbot’s bike?"”

“Pway excuse mo if 1 do nob weply to that question, deah
bov. You see, I'm keepin' this awli'ly dark.”

And Arthur Auvgustus quitted tho study in search of
Lomley-Taumley and one poul nine shillings and sixpence,
Javing  the TETl‘iblc&_ Three smiling, Arthur Augustus's
wslem of keeping his cnterprise awnfully dark had had the
elfect of chasing the ¢louds from their brows.

4 What

with =a start, about

CHAPTER 13.
Sold.

" OME ! said Talbot.
{Eﬁi Goro and Bkimpole had finished their prepara-
tion, and gone down to tho common-room. Talbot
pemained alone in the study, He was not in a mood for
campany.  Ho was t{;iving Q. Horativg Flaceus a turn, when
a tap came ot his door,

Talbot was not easily startled, but lie very nearly jumped
ia o saw his wisitor, n flgure in a long overcoat that
rrached the Boor eaine in. He held a silk hat in his hand
The eollar of his coat was turned up about his neck. His
liad was covered with grey hairv. His face was almost hidden
wnder huge, bushy whiskers and & long beard. His com-
plogion was ruddy.  1is ayes disappeared i»ahim:l ATl CHOMNous
jair of spectacles. At the first glance he looked like a man
uf about {ifty; ab the sccond glance lie looked like Arthur
!.-"L'lifgu.]q’r.nﬂ D' Arcy r_rE :.Iim Fuur’r.lit {"m‘m. wrapped up in about
wlf tho property of the Fourth oerm Dr: T 1o

‘Talbot etured at him blankly, ISk Euciety.

Yood-evenin', deah boy [ said this strange visitor.

“egegegood-evening 1" stuttered Talbot,

"%‘k[lunrur Talbot, I pwesumoe?"

[ I: .I--r“l‘

“ [ unduhstand that this 1s Master T P 251

By es " mnsped Tulbot, Talbot's study!

“Vewy good. Then I will come in. I desiah to see you
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on ullfitl:In mattah of business. Pway allow me to intwoduce
myself, ™

“Wha-a-t!"”

::%Iﬁ?ry Wobinson, bicycle-dealah.”

“I heah that you have a bieycle for sale, Master Talbot.”

Talbot sat and stared. Iis first impression had been that
Arthur Augustus was trying on some new rig for private
theatricals, and had come to ask his opinion about the
costume. He realised now that the sw-:l] of the Fourth
reposed in blissful ignorance of the fact that his disgiise
was as transparent as a plate-glass window.

Talbot repressed a yell with difficulty. Arthur Augustus
was evidently keenly “desirous of not being rccognised, so
the good-nattured Shell fellow decided to give him his head.

“¥ou pwobably did not expect o call fwom me?” remarked
Mr. Robinson.

“ Nunno!"

“May I take a chah?"”

“0Oh, do!"

The visitor sat down. He was careful to keep his face
nway from tho light, whick showed up the unmistakable
profile of his aristocratic nose to great advantage.

“ As a bicycle-dealah, Talbot--I mean, Master Talbot—I
{L:; pwepared to purchase your bicyele, and to offah you full
value,”

“0Oh, my hat!” .

“Vou will ind me quite an honest dealah. The fact is, I
11'{I‘r;ui,ﬂh 2 bike about that size for a particulah fwiend of
mineg,

“Oh dear!"” ! .
“] twust you are pwepared to do business with me,

Talbob—I should say, Master Talbot. I can assuah you that

Henwy Wobinson has quite a gweat weputation for faih
d{:ﬂliiu;a. Your bike has a back-pedal bwake, I undah.
stand ™"

“Yes," gasped Talbot.

“ And a two-speed geah?”

111 YEE.”

“Tyahs in good eondish?”

“ Pretty good,” murmured

“Vowy well I will give you soven
hﬂj".”

“T'm only askin

“Yaas, that's al
about business, deah boy.
I'm goin’ to sce that you have the pwopah value.”

#Oh dear!” gasped Talbot. *Oh dear!’

“Hurts you wathah to part with the bike?” nsked Mr.
Robinson sympathetically., * Wathah attached to it—what?
Sort of old and faithful fwiend, I pwesume? Well, it is poss
that you may sco it again, you know."

“Beop it again?” said Talbot. . .

“Yaas, wathah! I am buyin' it for a vewy particulah
fwiend. I am not at liberty to say any more ab pwesent, as
I am keepin’ the whole scheme awf'ly dark. I twust you
will acoept my offah of seven pounds for the jiggah?”

Talbot controlled his feelings with a heroio effort. Hbeo
understood now Arthur Augustus's benevelent design in pur-
chasing the bieycle. " Not for worlds would he have revealed
the fact that he had recognised the kind-hearted swell of the
Jourth the moment he had entered the study. Arthur
Augustus deserved to be left in the blissful delusion that he
was disgnised beyond recognition.

“T'm sorryl"” gasped Talbot. “1 can't——"

““You can't accept my offah of seven pounds?”

Talbot, almost suffocating.
pounds for it, deah

ﬁTE‘.*. .
vewy well, but you don't know anythin’

The bike is well worth seven, and

“No. You sec

“ Bl Jove! That's wotten! You see, I've only got seven
pounds. [ could have waised anothah gquid fwom Lumley—
ahem |—I mean, pewwaps wo can come fo terms. How much

do vou wequiah for the bike?”

“Five pounds. But—"

“Then we can easily como to termns.
impwession that you werc goin' to name a largah sum. 1
<hall insist upon your weceivin' seven pounds, because the
jigzah is well worth that second-hand. I—I kave seen you
widin' it, vou know. Heah you are, deah boy. Pway come
and hand the jiggah ovah to me.”

Tho bicyele merchant deposited seven pounds on the table,
It was quite & curious collection of money, There were
sovercigus, and pound notes, and ten-shilling notes, and half-
crowns, and florins, and shillings, and sixpences. The com-
position of that little pile of wealth revealed how it had been
raised, and Talbot understood that “ Mr. Robinson " must
havo had o long peregrination up and down the School House
befors he had finished raising the purchase-money.

¢ Pway count that,” said Mr. Robinson. “I think you will
find it all wight. Lowthah says—I—I mean, I am suah it is
quite all wight. But pway count it. I always make it o
point to bo extwemely business-like in my twansactions.”
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 375,
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“Ya, ha, ha!” . !
“Alem! 1 fail to see any cause fov laughtah in a business
ansaction, deah boy—I mean, Master Tulbot, Fway count

& money,” said Mr. Robinson. *1 have to be goin’. Vewy

nportant business this evenin',”

“I'm afraid I .con't—"

“ Pway excuso me if I huwwy you, deah boy.”

“But I can't sell you the bike, Mr. Robinson,” gurgled the
3hell fellow. *“Y'm sorry,-but I can’t. I've sold it already.”

“Bai Jove! Sold it alweady?”

“Yes, I've sold it to Crooke for five pounds.”

“(Gweat Scott! The uitah wottah! It was worth more
than that.” - bt )

“Ves: but that's a fair price, selling in a hurry,” said
Taulbot. " And I really only needed five pounds.” .

“ Pewwaps Cwooke would listen to weason on the subject?”
said Mr. Robinson thm:lghtfullf._ “Pewwaps he would sell
it to me for seven pounds? 1 will see.”

“ You—you're going to see Crooke?” ejaculated Talbot,

“Yaas, wathah!"

“Oh dear! Oh dear!” ,

“ Pway excuse me, deah boy! I wish sou a vewy good-
evenin' | .

Mr. Robinson rose, bowed over his sillk hat, and retired
from the study. Talbot lay back in his chair and laughed
till tho tears streamed down his cheeks. He had not had the
heart to undeceive Arthur Augustus. But it was pretty
certain that he wonld be undeceived as soon_as he entered
Crooke's study in that extraordinary guisc. DBut that could
not. bo hE]}ZHK{ | .

Crooke of the Shell was in his etudy, and Gore and Mellish
were with him. When Mr. Robinson presented himself, the
three juniors stared at him blankly. )

“My only hat!” said Crooke. *“What's the little game?
(iot up as tho Wild Man from DBorneo, Gussy? Or are you
doing Keiser Bill?"”

Mr. Robinson jumped. )

“Js it a joke?” acked Gore, in wonder. _

“PBai Jove! You—you are labahin’ wndah a—a—a ms-
appwehension, Cwooke, Pway allow me to intwoduce myself
aa Henwy Waobinson—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“A—a-—n bicyele merchant,” ; scex

“Oh, my hat!” yelled (rooke. “The blithering idiot
doesn’t know we know him! Come here, vou fellows—como
and have a look at D'Arcy!"” yelled Crooke along the
passago.

“What the thunder——"" eame Blakc's voica.

“ Gussy !" ]}'aﬂed Dig. “Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

There was a yoll of laughter in the passage. Alr. Robinson
gazed round him in dismay. Reilly caugiit hold of his beard,
und there was a fresh. yell as it came off.

“Bai Jovel You wottahs!” ’

Blako seized his chum and rushed him away down the

agsage, followed b}'bﬂwh of laughter, He rushed him into
Etuﬂ? o. 6, and hurled him fntu the armchair. M.
Nobinson ed there, gasping.

“"Gwooh! You wuff ass!”

“Get that rubbish off!" roared Blnlt?. i Yﬂt_l thumping
nss! You howling dummy! Do you think a blind donkey
with half an eye wouldn't have known you at oncei™

“Talbot did not know me——""

“ Ha, ha, ha!" _

“T assush you that he did not know me——""

““Ha, ha, ha!” - )

““He did not show the slightest sign of wecognition—"

Blake and Herries and Digby yelled. They seized Arthur
Augustus, and dragged off his disguise. Only the thick
make-up on his face remained, and it gave the swell of St.
Jim's a very peculinr appearance, :

“You uttah asses! I took a lot of twouble with that, and
now you have spoiled it all. It was all wight with Talbot.
He has sold his bike to Cwooke, and I was goin’ to buy it
from Cwooke, vou know—""

*Ha, ha, ha "

“I weally don't know how Cwooke spotted me. Talbot
didn't wecognise me in the least. And I do not see anythin’
whatevah to cackle at.”

‘‘ Ha, ha, ba !"”

“If you do not cease that widiculous cacklin™—

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

'The juniors did not ceasc—they couldn’t. They langhed and
woept by turns, till the incensed Arthur Augustus seized tho
poker, and drove them, gasping, from the study,
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CHAPTER 14,
Paid in Full.

¢ 11 TS all nght, Marie.”
]] 'Tatbot spoke cheerfully under the trees in the
old garden. lle had reason to be satisficd. It was
the day following the wvisit of Mr. Robinson to his study,
The Toff's difficulties, so far as money was concerned, seemed
to be over. That might he was to see Hookey Walker for
tho last time. The cloud remained between him and his
former chums. But it was something to be rid of the cause
of the trouble, and to fecel that his old associate and the
“kid " were in =afety,

“I can’t think it's all right, Toff, if you have been to the
moneylender,” said Marie wistfully.

“PBut I haven't,” said Talbot brightly. " I've managed
without that. The fellow I spoke of—he's gﬁiﬂF to pay up
to-day, Marie. I've raised twenty pounds in all, and that's
enough to see Hookey clear. He can get out of the country
with his wife and the little girl; poor people travel pretly
cheaply, you know. As for the things they need before they
go, I've been able to sce to that too.”

“You have given up everything yonu had, you mean.”

“\Well, it has cleared me out, and no mistake,” admitted
Talbot. *“But I gave Hookey's wife the three pounds from
you, Marie, and that helped.” : :

“T wish I could have helped more,” said the girl, with &
eil h; "h:lt. these days are not like the old days, Toff.
Li & En_l‘

“You never think of regretting the old days, Marie ?"

"“No—a thousand times no.”” The girl shivered. "I don't
like even to think of them, Toff. Then it is all right now?
Hookey Walker can go 1"

“T shall make the last arrangements with him to-day. He is
in real carnest, dear, and in a few days more he will be
in safety. Afterwards I shall send him a hittle when I cam, but
I'm pretty sure of the Northcote prize next term. I'm wnr'king
for it pretty hard, and it's twenty-five pounds in money.
That will see me cleaf, and get me a new bike, perhaps.”

“You have sold the other?”

“Yea it had to go,” Talbot laughed. *I had a better
offer too late.” He related the wvisit of Arthur Augustus
1)’ Arcy, and Marie laughed.

“He is a dear boy,” she said. " But, Toff, you are still
on the same terms with your old friends?”

Talbot's brow clouded.

"“Yes. That can’t be hnhl:;ed. It’s only one more thing to
stand. What hits me rather hard is that Tom thinks I'm doing
wrong—that I've set myself against him. He wouldn't be able
to understangd the pogition. It can’t be helped. Perhaps things
will work out all right afterwards—after Hookey 13 gone.”

But there was no huie in Talbot's heart. @ breach had
been widening, and he knew it. With every day that passed,
reconciliation became more difficult ; the juniors were dropping
into their new ways.

“1 hope #0,” said Marie.

"An;wn.r, I alwayse have one pal who will never change,”
gaid Talbat affectionately. *“We shall always be chums,
Marie, though the skics fall,”

“ Always," said Marie softly.

It was o week since Talbot had spoken to Tom Merry. He
came into the common-room, after leaving Marie, and Jlrnu’kmi
about him, He was not looking for his old chum. It was
Levison of the Fourth he was seeking.

But Levison was not there, and Talbot went to his study,
There he found the black sheep of the Fourth waiting for him,

Levison had promised him the repayment of the loan for
that duy. Talbot knew that he had written home, and that
he had had a reply earlier in the week. But if any money
came with the reply, Levison did not mention it.

Talbot did not ask questions. He had faith in Levison's
word, and Levison had told him that there was no doubt about
the matter. It was not his business to inquire into the
junior’s private concerns.

Ile greeted Levison with a friendly nod. Levison was
]m};(i]ng a little pale and troubled. Talbot thought he under-
stood.

“ Never mind, old chap,” he said. "It can't be helped.”

Levison laughed, a little harshly,

“I've got it,” he said.

“0Oh, I—I thought—"

“Look here !™

Levison laid a greasy, crumpled five-pound note on (he
table.

“ There you are, Talbot.”

Talbot did not pick it up. He fixed his eyes on Levison's
harassed face. There was something about the Fourth.
Former that troubled him, )

“I don't want to ask you questions, Levison,”” he raid
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Talbot of the Shell eame into the study. 1lis handsome face was grave In its expression, but he smilcd in
response to Arthar Augnstus DPArey’s cheery wave of the hand.
partay, you see—some old fwiends of yours

— -

Tlome wlcg,l;ht in, deah boy. Quite a little

cud, (Ses Chapler 17.)

* Talbot stopped

albg'lll?f!}r. “Put would you mind telling me how you got
this

“What does that matter?”

“I'm afraid you've beei worrying yourself over it, that's
all,” said Talbot. “ I don’t want to plant my troubles en your
ahoulders.”

#1 vwe veon the money.”

“That's neithee here nor there, I don’t want you to setile
up if it's a lot of trouble.”

“Well, it isn’t. 1 borrowed the fiver,” said Levison, *It's
all right. I can pay it ali righi nexe term, and I sha'n't be
asked for it till then”

“ Borrowed 1t 77 said Talbot.

“Yas fromt a man 1 know, not one of the fellows here,
Tt's all vight,' said Levison. ** Nothing to worry about. [l
was only worried beeauss I couldn’t let you have it sooner.”

“Oh, that'a all erght.”

“ Al serere for the real ' asked Levison in a cheerful
biie,

“Voa that's all right. Five from tlie bank, five from the
Honseinaster, five for the bike, and this five,” sand Talbot,
“T'm roally obliged, Levigon,”

¢ Anvbody wonld think 1 done you s tremendous favour in
paying what I owe you,'" said Levison, * But, of colurse, you
gever experied me to be square.” -
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#1 didn't mean it like that,” said Talbot, * Don't taks
offence where it isn't intended. Of course, I knew you'd
square up if you could, I'm jolly glad you've been able
to, that's all.”

“All serene,” sard Liovison. :

He left the study, whistling. Ho ceased to whistle, how-
ever, na he came down into the lower hall, and the harassed
look came back to his face. He gave an impatient shrug
of the shoulders, as if dismissing unpleasant thoughts.

“One good turn deserves another,” he muttered.

o Hallo!  what  are  yon pwmbling about, kid??  asked
Mellish of the Fonrth, joining him,

“ Nothing, Come and have a smoke.”

“What-ho !"

Mellish regarded his companion curiously as they made their
way to the woodshed for that delectable enjoyment.

“In funds?" he asked.

“T've got some smokes, if that's what you mean," said
Levison sourly. “I've got nothing to lend.™

“ Didn't old Moses stump up, then?” asked Mellish, with
a chuclkle. :

Lovison started and turned white,

““Moses " he stammiered,

Melli=h chuckled ngain,
Tuz Ges Lisrary.—No. 375
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“All right; I'm not going to jaw about it,” he said
reassuringly,

“ About what?"” demanded Levison fiercely.

“1 saw you this afternoon,” grinned Mellish. * You didn't
see me; you were looking as if you'd got all the world's
troubles on your shoulders, and thinking about 'em all at
once. In Wayland, I mean.”

“In Wayland !" muttered Levison.

“ Yes, coming out of old Moses's office,” said Mellish coolly.
“T thought ;;-uu’d been trying to raise the wind for another
little Autter.’ ) .

"“Well, there was nothing doing,"” said Levison, recoverin
himself. ** At the present moment I've got tuppence an
a packet of cigarettes. You're welcome to some of thé
smokes, but don't jaw.”

Levison did not scem inclined to “jaw " himself while
those smokes were disposed of. Mellish did not find his
company checrful, and he scon left him. Levison, left alone,
smoked cigarctte after cigarette, till tho packet was empty.
Then he sat with a gloomy frown on his brow. 5

Mellish had scen his visit to the moneylender’s.  That did
not matter. Mellish and Levison had too many shady secrets
in common for his pal to think of giving him away. That
did not maiter. What did matter was that Levsion had done
the most reckless thing of his reckless career—he had written
his name upon a paper now in the possession of Mr. Soloman
Moses, a paper valueless in 8 court of law, certainly, but
extremely valuable to Mr. Moses, all the same, as a means
of drawing money ont of a fellow who dared not let his
headmaster know that he had dealings with moneylenders.

Why had he done it? Levison hardly knew. One good
‘turn desceved another; but Levison had received a good
many good turns in his time, and had never troub to
testiir any special amount of gratitude, Why had he done
that Iar albot? . )

Talbot had saved him when he was in a tight corner;
Talbot had always had a kindly word for him when other
fellows were down on him—there were many reasons. Any-
way, he had done it, and he was glad that he bad done it, and
Talbot would never know !

CHAPTER 15.
Tom Marry's Last Word,

ARKNESS lay thick on the old moor.

D The hour was late. !
There was a light drizzle of rain, Through the

rain and the dark Talbot was tramping over the wet grass.

At Bt. Jim's every light was out, every fellow was in bed
and fast asleep. t had been no difficulty for the Toff to
kecp awake till a Jate hour, and to leave the dormitory
silently without waking his Form-fellows. 'The Toff was
accn to being a night-bird, in the old days that were
not so very old. ) )

It was necessary to sce Hookey Waulker [or the last time
that might. The cracksman had made all his preparations
for departure. On the morrow he was to leave ihe lonely
cottage—to vanish for ever from the troubled life of the Toft,
It had been impossible for the Shell fellow to make his last
visit in the day, Levison had not brought him the five-

und note till close on lockmg-up time. Talbot did not
Et‘;nw it, but the black sheep of the Fourth had had to go
over to Wayland after lessons to obtain the money,

But it was easy enough for the Toff to leave the dormi-
tory and the house secrctly in the night, He shrank from
doing it, easy as it was, There was little or no fear of dis-
ﬂﬂ?l:ry.. .

But the reformed l[:-rmm of cracksmen was almost morbidly
anxious to keep within the rules—never to overstep the lino
%‘y a hair's-breadth.  But there-had been no help for it.

o get away in the evenmﬁ for two hours without being
missed was impossible, There was nothing for it but to
break bounds that night for his last visit to the cracksman.

It was for the last time, he told himself, as he tramped
through the wet grass. On the morrow Hookey Walker
would be gone, and with him would vanish the last shadow
from the Toft’s old life,

There was a single glimmer of light from the shuttered
window as the Toff drew nearer to the cottage. He knocked
mfﬂ{ at the door, and it was opened by Henriette, A singlo
candle burned in the low room. In the cot the child lay
sleeping soundly.

ookey Walker closed the door quickly after the Toff as
he came in. The remains of a fire burned in the grate,

“Waited op for you, Toff,” said Hookey Walker. *1
knew you'd come.”

“I couldn't come carlier,"” said Talbot.
money together.” .

‘‘Heaver %iess you!" said the woman, breaking silence,
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“You are a toff, and no mistake!" said Hookey Walker,
with a deep breath, Hookey Wulker was looking better
now. His clothes, though poor, were clean and respectable,
his face was shaven, and his cheeks had lost the hollowness
of grim want, “I'll be glad to get away, Toff. Every day
I expect to 'ear a peeler’s 'and on the door. T'other da
I saw that fat inspector walkin’ over the moor—I tell you,
was 1n a blue funk. We're all ready, Toff. If you've ﬁ
the shiners, we're going at daylight. My word, 1'll be
alﬁt?ﬂut o' this! Look at the kid, Toff. Don't she lock

r.'a'l‘

The rough face of the eracksman softened as it turned
towards the cot. 'I'albot locked at the sleeping child. The
little face was plumper, rosier, healthier, The junior drew
& deep breath,

'om Merry had known all, if he had understood all
would he bave blamed him so much? To this wretched hove
he had brought life and hope. The life of the “ kid" pro-
bably had been in the balanco,

““She looks better,” said Talbot.

“You've saved her life, Toff,” said the cracksman huskily.
“1 sha'n’t forget this. I give you my davy, I'm ?ing
straight arter this! By hokey, I've 'ad a ’ard lesson, Toff !
But the shiners, Toff—the shiners!”

Talbot opened his cheap little leather purse, and poured
the money on the table. A five-pound note, and the rest in
currency notes, gold, and silver. Hookey Walker's eyes
glistened, and the silent woman drew a deep, deep breath.

“Twenty pounds!” said Talbot. “That will see you
through till you get out there. 1 ecan send you something
later to help. You'll write to me at the post-office in Way-
land—not to the school. Keep straight, Hookey, and you
bave my word that 1'll do all 1 can till you're on your fect
again !’

5 Hecuven bless you, Toil |7

Talbot held out his hand.

“We sha'n’t meet again, Hookey. We've been through
;}ﬂmﬁl queer times together, and we part friends. Goed-

yo

A few minutes later Talbot was tramping through the wet
g:uj_:g,nm, his head bent to the rain, his face turned towards

. Jim’s,

His heart was lighter,

It was all over now, and in the future days perhaps matters
might come right between him and his chums—he would hope
50, ot least,

Alas! he little dreamed of what was passing at that very
moment in the dormitory, where he believed that his Form-
fellows were sleeping soundly.

Tam Merry turned restlessly in his bed.

He had awakened as midnight boomed out from the clock-
tower, and he could not sleep again,

Moonlight streamed in faintly at the high windows of the
dormitory, Tom Merry turned in his bed, but sleep would
not come,

His heart was heavy; his mind was not casy. The thought
of his old chum was in his mind—the thought of thosc days
of anguish, when he had sought him in the purlicus of poverty
and erime, and found him at last,. And now?! Iad he
been, after all, hard on Talbot? The claims of the Toff’s
old life—had he been, after all, hard in his judgment upon
his chum, becausc they did not see eye to eye?

If only Talbot would have come round—if he would have
given a sign! Or was it that the Toff cared no longer for his

chum, and that his thoughts and wishes were straying back
to the life he had left, under the influence of his old
associate?

Tom would have driven the dark, miserable thought from
his mind, but it would not leave him. What if that ruffian’s
influence and the call of the past should prove too strong—
what then? Then more than ever his friendship was needed
to save the wayward lad on the brink of destruction, and he
was holding back !

h{; sudden impulse came to the boy, and he slipped out of
ed.

“Talbot ! he whispered.

There was no answer. He moved softly to Talbot's bed.
Ho had made up his mind—he would speak. He could bear
this no longer.

“Talbot !”

No answer—no sound of breathing. Tom Merry, with a
sudden icy throb, bent over the bed. It was empty. The
Tofl was not there!

For a moment the dormitory swam round Tom Merry,
Talbot was not there! His bed was empty—he was gone!
Whither?  Where was the Toff at that hour of the night?
Why had he stolen like a thief from tho school?

Tom Merry moved wisteadily back to his bed.
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i, shivering.  The Tofl was gone out—at an hour past
anicighe.  Where?

The juniae g and shivered, as dack and terrible thoughts
furred thencetves dnto his mind,  He drove them hercely
wway, It was impossible.  Whatever were the faults of
the Tolf. he was straight as a die. But why had he gone
to meet Hookoy Walker?  There could be no other reason,
ab that hon,

The juior wis calm at ks, Let it be so, then! Talbot
had made his choiva—he had chosen his way; and as he had
made his hed, he must e on i, From that nioment Tom
Meery steeled his heart.

PThere was a creak at the door. Tom Merry smiled
birterly in the derkness,  Talbot had come buck, thinking
he was unheard.  His head was laid on the pillew. His
deop Ireathing soon showed that he slept.  He could sloep,
but there was no more sleep for Tom Merry that bitter
night.  The grey dawn, stealing in at the windows, fonnid
i wakeful still—wakeful, worn, bul hard as steel,

Ho pose ns the rising-bell elanged out—quietly, without a
plasiee ot Talbet.  For him the ‘Toff had no existence.
Hemcoforth ne word or look passed between the parted

e,

—

CHAPTER 16,
D’Arcy is Diplomatic,
ACK BLAKE gave a wlistle as he came into Siudy
qu Na, b in the Fourth Form passage i the School House.
He wis surprised, .

Herries and Digby, who were following him in, looked
surprised too.

The table in Study No. 6 was laid as if for o feast. A
apotless tablecloth, evidently specially borrowed [rom the
{ouze-dame, covered the table, concealing all the blotehes
of ink and jabbed initiala which were generally on view.
‘And on that spotless cloth were ranged  crockerywaro in
anuspal  numbers—dishes  containing  tarts, cakes, and
meringues, and a whacking enrrant-cake of huge proportions.

Arthur Apgustus D'Arcy, the most elegant youth in the
Fourth Form, was surveying the table through his famous
monoele with great satisfaction. A fat junior was bent over
the fire poaching eggs galore. .

Blake and Herries and Dig were surprised and pleased.
D'Arcy had told them he would have tea ready when they
came i1, but they had never dreamed of such a spread as this,
And as they had just come in from a long walk, they were
even more pleased than surprised.

“Well, my hat!" said Blake.

“Topping 17 said Dighy. ‘' Thias is really very thoughtiul
of vou, Gusay!”

Avthnr Augustua beamed,

“Ynae, deah boys, isn't it? A wippin’ ideah, T think.”

“Ripping ! said Blake. “Why, it's top-hole! 1'm as
hungey ns a hunter ! All ready, T hopo?”

" Weally, Blake &

G Tust i time for us,” said ITerries heartily.

“Wealle, ITewwies

“Beat idea you ever had, Gusay !”

“Yane: [ wathah think it will be a deeent feed.  And
Fatty Wrynn has vewy kindly come ovah fwom the MNew
House to holp with the eookin’s  IHHow are lthe eggs getind
on, Wynn, deahy boy 7"

Fatty Wynn turned a searlet face from the fire,

“Nearly Gnished. Thoe eashers ars done to a turn. Tha
gansages ace sinply lovely [ Jose look at 'em 17
#lnaanz too!"” saul Blake, in inereasing  astonishment,

“My hat! Yon'are going it, Gussv! We've brought in a
get of vppetites all ready—first-rate I

“What-ho ! said Herries and Dig together,

"IIUhI £, {1{.'.“1[1 I-]{?II\'"H!” E‘Tf'lfli!lli'ﬁl ,.:th"t]'H]r Ii||}fliﬁt115, 11
alarm, as the three juniors dres chairs up to the fable,

“Tht What for "

“Not weoady vet”

“Oh, that's all right! ity ecan finish cooking while we
atuet.” saut Blake, " L've brovgne home a topping appotite.

This was very thoughtful of vou indeed. Gussy.  Jusy like
sont to look after sour old elinms ue this ripping way.”
“Woeally, Blake, don't begin yet, deah boy! You are

labahin' iadal o shight ewwah—"'

“No orror about this ham being topping, and likewise the
.,:.Fg,ql" satel Bindee, with hes month Fall,

“ B they haven't eome yel, deal hox,™

Blalee starad. 1

Mk

“Pe maests”

“What guests ™’

“Phat’s what T was moild to cxnlan,  It's
—aimply wippin' ——"

“Toppiae 1 enked Pacty Wynn, leoking round frony tha
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frying-pan for a moment, * Best idea Gussy ever had in his
natural, Bound to do the trick.” .

“ Blessed if | know what you're driving at, )
vou!" said Blake rather testily. * Didn’t you get this
ready for us, Gussy 17

“Wats! No!"

“You didn't?"” roared Blake.

“Certainly not!”

Jack DBlake looked .
in anger. His knife and fork did not rest, however.
Lhad stated. he wus hungry.

“T'm surprised at you, Gussy,” he said; *not to say
shocked. You gob this feed ready for somebody else I

“Yaas, wathah!"

“You hear that, Ilerries 1"

i Ves, Pass the ham,” said Herrios,

“You hear it, Digv"

“Yes, Pass the cggs.”

“T put it to you,  said Blake, “after that we can’t do
less than scoff the feed, the sume as if 1t was meant for us.”

“Hear, hear !

" You uttah asscs

Blnke waved his hand—or rather his fork.

“Not & word, Gussy. We are shocked at your unchumm
conduct, but to show that there's no ill-fecling. we'll polis
off tho feed just the same. I can’t say fairer than that.”

i*Qhave those sossea this way !” said Herries.

““ Hero you are, old son, Let's have the toast,”

“You misappwehend me, yon asses!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus.  “Of course, the feed was for you too, but [ have
awwanged it specially for anotheh weasou. 1 weally wish
you would wait till the guests come 1™

“0Oh, blow the guests!” said Blake. I don’t suppose
they're so hungry as we are. Who are they, anyway, and
what's the little game? I'll have some more of those sosses.
The way vou cook sosses, Fatty, is sumply a treat! You're
wisted in the New House,”

Arthur Augustus looked at his watch.

“They’ll be heah in a few minutes,” he said reproachfully.
““ 1t would have a much bettah effect if yon waited for them,
you know. I want Tom Mewwy to undahstand that it's a
speeial oceasion,”

“T'Il explein that to him, if you like,” said Blake affably.
“ Anvthing to oblige—anything but postponing tea. What
the dickens is there speeial about Tom Merry coming to
tea? No need to stand on ceremony with Shell bounders
that I can see.”

“That's my wippin’' ideah, you duffah! You know that
Tom Mewwy and Talbot have fallen outy”

“(hut of where?”

“ Fathead ! They have fallen out with each other.”

““Not out of a window, [ hopo?"

“They nare no longah on speakin® terms, I mean, You
Well, T don't like
to see two old pals on bad terms, so T have hit on a nobbay
idealt to mako 1t up between them."

“Oh, my hat! Some more of your giddy peacemaking!
Toast this way, Dig.”

“You see,” pursued Arthur Augustus, evidently very much
talken up with his idea, “they uwsed to be fwightfully
chunnay, and they nevah speak to one anothah now.
Lowthah and Mannahs are sidin’ with Tom Mewwy, and
they nevah even look at old Talket. But my ideal 15 that
when youngstahs guawwel ther enly need the assistance of
4 fellab with some tact and judgment to make it all wight
again. Now, if they all come to tea with us, they can't sit
glarin’ at one anothah, can they 27

“Well, it wouldn't be polite,” agrecd Blake.

“They will have to talk to one anothah—what?
mv ideah ! That will bweak the ice.”

L ﬂ].l I."!

“ And ence the ice is bwoken they will go on, you know,
and make it ap. It's only necessawy for them to bweak the
oy

* Yos, ass, il they've had a tiff about nothing. But supposo

the pair of
feed

at his noble chum more in sorrow than

As ho

That's

- they had somo real reason for fulling out ! grunted Blake,

““(h, wats! What weason ecould they have? It's just one
of those wows that voungstahs have, wou know, and they're
both too fatheaded lo speak the first word, I'm goin’ to
imake them—see 27

“Bet your they won't come !

“f'hey have aecepted my invitbation,” said Avthur Augustus.
“1 have nwwangod it diplomaticallv. You see, I cid not tell
Tulbot that the Tewwible Thwee were comin'—and I did
not mention to Tom Mewwy that Talbot was comin', 8n
they won't know till they meet in this studay  Then they
will have to speak eivilly to one anothah, and the ico will
Lo bwalkon ! eoncluded Arthur Augustus triumphantly.

“Phen we mayv as well pile into these sosses,” saud Blake,
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“I'm pretty sure yvour special guests won'v want them. And
if tkey run into one another coming here——"

“They won't!” said Arthur Augustus. I have awwanged
nll that. I have done the whole thing diplomatically. I have
asked the Tewwible Thwee to come at six pwecisely. I bave
wequested Tallbot to come at a quartah-past six,”

“My hat!™

“I wegard that as vewy diplomatie. Mind, not a word to
Tom Mewwy-— Ahemr! Hallo! Twot in, deah boys|”

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther had arvived.

The chums of the Shell came in cheerfully. Fatty Wyan
roso from the fire, his extensive labours lisiished at last. And
the eight juniors sat down round the table to enjoy the
substantial feed, upon which Bluke and Herries Illltf Bigby
had already made & goodly inroud.

CHAPTER 17,

Not a Success.

O3M MERRY bad a cheerful smile upon his face as he
sat down to tea. Ho chatted cheenily with the chums
of Study No. 6. But his cheerfulness was a little

forced; and the Fourth-Formers noted it, though they did
not remark upon it. Those who knew him best knew that
Tom Merry, was cut dor-;:-l:.' by the break with his old chum
Talbot of the Shell.  Yet, as Lo never mado the slightest
advance towards his old friend, it was clear that he did not
seek to heal the breach. And friends of both parties, findin

that their good offices in the matter were useless, had droppec
the subject—with the exception of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

Arthur Augimlus‘ rided himself upon his tact and judgment,

and so he had laid that innocent little scheme to pour oil on
the troubled waters,

Blake and Herries and Digby were wondering how it was
going to turn out. Fatty Wynn was fully of accord with
Arthur Augustus. He was firmly of opimion that, if any-
thing in the wide world was capable of softening a hard
heart, it was a good feed. Heo had come over from the New
Houde specially to render aid, and, of course, he stayed to
the feed. Ho procceded to do it full justice. His idea was
that if a feed like that wouldn't make fellows feel friendly,
they were past praying for. D’Arcv's idea was that a
meeting in Study No. 6, thus putﬁnE both parties on their
best behaviour, was certain to break ithe ice, and so lead
to a reconciliation. It did not even occui to the good-
hearted swell of St. Jim’s that there might be somo deep
cause for the breach, which was past his powers of healing.

Tom Merry chatted as cheerfully as he could. But Monty
Lowther kindly relieved him of most of the burden of con-
versation. Monty Lowther had recently compiled a new
comic column for the next number of the “ Weekly,” and he
was full of it. Manneis was prepared to tell t]fa Fourth-
Formers all about his latest experiences in the dark-room.
So when Tom Merry fell almost silert, there was still plenty
of conversation. e was not so silent as Fatty Wynn.
Fatty's jaws were too busy to
wag in idle talk. He did not
utter a word after he sat
down; his feelings were ex-
pressed by the beaulific smile
that shone on his plump

And Manners told him—ad Lib.

their old chummy footing, and patting him on the back for his
tact and his judgment in thus brealking the ice.

And with the idea of putting the ‘Terrible Three in the
best temper poseible, Arthur Augustus drew them out, and
made them talk, He demanded of Monty Lowther a full
account of his latest wheezes for the comic column. As a
rule, threats of manslavghter were hurled at Monty Lowther
when he persisted in retailing his wheezes. The fellows said
it was bad enuugh to find them in the * Weekly.” The
humorist of the Shell could not help feeling pleased at this
mark of appreciation, long overdue.

Manners, to his astomishment, was anstiﬂned* about his
films, Arthur Augustus had never taken an interest in
photography before. Now he wanted to know all about it.
Indeed, he promised to
take 1)’'Arey into the dark-room next time, and initiate him
into the mysteries of pyro and hypo. ;

Quite an animated conversation was proceeding, when a
]fémtagup in the pussage outside stopped at the door of Study
=0, L,

“Come in, deah boy,” sang out Arthur Augustus.

‘“* Another guest—what?' said Lowther. ** Bit late! Only
just in time for the last soss.” -

“More in the fender,” said Fatty Wynn, emerging from
his busy silence. “*I've kept half a dozen hot for ']%g'alh-l}t."

“For whom1"’

Tom Merry hall rose.

Talbot of the Shell came into the study. _

His handsome face was grave in its expression, but he
smiled in response to Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s cheery
wave of the hand.

“ Twot wight in, deah boy. Quite a little partay, you seej
some old fwiends of yours—"

Talbot stopped dead. ) 2 -

The Tﬂr‘ri{:n Three had riscn to their feet, Hushing, and
looking decidedly awkward. .

They did not care to have tea with Talbot. :

And it was abundantly clear that Talbot of the Shell did
not care to have tea with them. A sombre shadow crossed
his handsome fa-e as he saw them there, and he stopped
just inside the doorway, at a loss, )

“Come on, kid," said Blake, turn'ng a little red, too, and
inwardly anathematising Arthur Augustus and his kindness
of heart.

Talbot breathed hard for a mowment. .

“ Fxecuse me, Gussy,” he said quictly. I sha'n't be able
to stop to tea. I'm sorry.”

“ Weally, Talbot—"

But Talbot was gone. ) _

Without taking any noté of the existence of the Terrible
Three, who had once been hiz closest chums, ho strode from
the study, closing the door after him. ) .

A pin might have bepn heard to drop in Study No. 6.
Tho silence was painful; it grew almost terrible Only a
slicht sound broke it—the steady munching of the busy jaws
of Fatty Wynn. ) _

“ Bai Jove!”" said Arthur Augustue, in utter dismay.

“Fathead " said Blake.

"Weally, Blake,” murmured

the discomfited swell of 5t

Jim's—"'weally, I am—am

wathah surpwised! I—"
“Good-night, you fellows!”

said Tom Merry.

You haven't

countenance. As the “GEM" Storyette Competition has “Bai Jove! 1

Arthur  Augustus  DF’Arcy proved so popular, it has been decided to run finished your tea, deah boy.” |
was as cheery as a cricket. ¥ this novel feature in conjunction with our I won’t finish it, thanks!
His chums were o little new Companion Paper Tom Merry left the study.
worried. They vi']ﬂndured w}tmt ; 4 HGIEI dﬂ.l !L h{ﬁn;:ﬂ:ia—ﬁ
was going to happen when say, Mannahs—Lowthah, dea
Talbn% drfpped in. They could THE BOYS' F R[END! ld*! boy !"

not help feeling that Gussy,
with the best intentions in the
world, had put his foot in it.
They were pretty certain that
there was more than a school-
boy “row ” petween Talbot
and his old chums, and that
the meeting in Study No. b
would bo awkward for both
sides, without producing any-
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“ Good-night !” said Manners
grimly. *“Thanks for the
feed I

“But—but you haven’t—"

“Thanks awfully!” said
Monty Lowther.

He followed Manners out.

The door closed behind
them. Arthur  Augustus's
monoclo dropped from his eve

:ﬂﬂ::?ﬁi?iuﬂfﬂ nature. of’a ¥e- Look out for YOUR Prize .St%ryette in next ﬂt:;.“ hc];',::f;mﬁhéf duﬁfaﬂ:
But D'Arcy had no doubts, week’'s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND. and Digby glared at him.

D'Arey was brimming with
confidence and the milk of
human kindness. Already, in
his mind's eve, ho saw the
chums of the Shell restored to
Tae Gem LiBrary.—No. 375,

Now that the guests were
gone, they were at liberty to
tell him what they thought of
him. Which they proceeded
to do with emphasis,



Every Wednesdaye

“ THE GEM ” LIBRARY.

One Penny. 23

i —

You'll ’elp an old pal i
him I

\ “Toff!

There was a sudden rush of feer, ‘Fom Merry’
Hookey Walker, by gum! Collar him "

el

oice rang out: **Collar

5 v
(See Chapler 2))

S Your burbling ass!” said Blake, in measurcd tones,

“You silly fathead!’ said Herries,

“ You. chortling jabberwoclk " said Digby.

“Wesglly, denh boys,” said Arthur Augustus feebly, *I—1
did not expeet this, you know. My ideah does not seem to
lave been a gweat sucecess aftah alll I wegard Talbot’s
conduct as unfeelin', As for Tom Mewwy, he is a wottah,
I wegard Mannahs and Lowthah as a paith of wude
boundahs !

i .'ﬁlnﬁﬂ- !?l

“Fathead "

L} E‘lhumpl!]

Vatty Wynn ros¢ to his feek
expression on his fat face,

“PBai Jove! You're not goin’ too, Wynn?”’

“T'm gomng ’

“Weallv. deah bov, T quite fail to see what's the matter
with vou,” said Arvthur Augustas. * You're not on bad
terms with Talbot, T suppase.”

There was a thoughtful

“Na. But I—7

Y You haven't finished vour tea.”

“No. Now Talbot's gone——"

W hat diffewence does that make ™

“Well, he won't be having tea here, you zee,” said Faily
Wynn.

“No weason why von shouldat finish, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus. ** Pway sit down.”

“But I—

“Oh, wats! Sit down and finish your tea.’

“But I'm going '

“Wubbishi " Arthur Augustus pushed the fat Fourth-
Former into his chaiy again. “ Fimsh your tea, and don't
ba an ass!"

“0Oh, all vight " said Fatty Wynn in swprise. * Thore's
plenty on the table, I'm sure, Only they'll get dried np,™

At that remark the chums of Study Nn. 6 stared blankly
at Fotty Wyun,  They did not nnderstand in the least what
it meant,

Tue Gesm Lipriry.—No. 370
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“Whao'll get dwied up, Wynn?"'

“ What'll get dried up?'’ asked Blaks, in wonder,

*"The sosses.”

“The—the what "

“ Better take “em out of the fender, if you're keeping 'em
for Eulp]wl‘." said Fatty Wynn anxionsly,  “They're the
best of the Jot. Dut 'em in the enpboard to get cold, and
they will be all right. They'll dvy vp if you leave them in
the fender much longer.”

**Hu, ha, ha!" roured Bluke. )

. Fatty Wynn's remark broke the tonsion in Study No. 6.
Blake and” Herries and Dighy voared, and even Axthue
Augustus grinned.

“What did von wise fwom the table for, Wynni" asked
Arthur Augustus,

“To wet those sosses out of the fender. of course,’” sanl
Fﬂ.t}':‘?ﬂ' Wrynu in surprise. *What did you think I got up

or ¥’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ahem! I misappwehended. T-—T thought you were goin’
out aftah those .‘ilu-'ll bonnduhs, ™

“Why, how could I? I haven't finished my tea.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T thought we'd finished the sosses, as Talbot won't have
them,"” explained Fatty Wynn,  “But if vou're going to
keep thew, put them in the cupboard. It's a sin and a shameo
to let sueh lovely susses dry up and spoil !

**Ha, ha, ha "

“Wata! T was not thinkin® about the sosses, you asa. T
thought sou were wunnin’ away like those wude woltahs,
Blow the silly sosses !

Blake reached the dish up from the fender. Fatty Wynn
beamed,

“That's all right,” he said, * Better to finish them while
they're hot. They're a real dream, you know.”

And Fatty Wynn piled in, backed up by Blake and Herries
and Dig. Tho unpleasaut seene in the study worried them a
little, but had had no effecet upon their appetites, But to
Arthur Augustus D’Arey the whole affair was a ghestly
failure. His aristocratic face was very gloomy.

“Wathah wotten, isn't 1t 7" he said.

“Fathead |” was Blalke’s sympathetic reply.

“T'vo weally taken n lot of twouble, and Wynn has taken
A lob of twouble, too, and the feed is a wotten fuilure!”

“How do you make that out*" asked Wynn warmly.
}Why, I've never cooked sosses betler in my lifel”

“Hn, ha, ha!”

“Y was not weferrin' to the sausages, Wynn."

“Tho rashers, then?” asked Fatty., * Why, they were done
to o turn. And they were the very best gammon-rashers—1
saw to that. I looked at every one carefully.”

“I was not weferrin' to the washahs!" roared Arthue
‘Augustus, exasperated,

“WWell, I don't seo how you can find fault with the eggs.
Didn't you find the egzygs all right, Dlake 2"

“First-rate ™ rrhm:Eﬂ:d Blake.

“T was welferrin’ to tho object of the feed, Wynn, yon
feahful duffah! I have failed, somehow, to weconcile Tom
Mewwy and Talbot,"

“Oh,” zaid Fatty Wynn, “never mind that. I dave say
they know their own business best.  Silly dufiers, anyway, to
miss a feed Hke this! Have this last soss, Gussy ™

"“"Wats! Nol"

“Then T will! Blessed if T see what you see to turn up
vour nosc at in these sosses! They're not German sosses.
Shove that cake this way, Dlake !

There was at least one contented member of the party in
Study No. 6. Fatty Wynn was highly contented. And when
he had finished, and was taking his leave, he assured Arthur
Augustus that if he planned any more feeds of reconciliation
he could depend on him, Fatty Wynn, to come over al any
time. Fatty nobly declared that he would put off any other
engagement for the purpose. Arthur Augustus thanked him
politely. But he was not thinking of any more feeds of
reconciliation, Une was cnough.

CHAPTER 18.

Marie Speaks.

IE Tervible Three were in theie study, Tum Mecry
was beginning his preparation, Manners was doing his
lines, and Monty Lowther was hard at work upon the

Comic Columnn,

The chums of the Shell, by tacit conzent, had not uttered a
word on the subject of Tulbot, or of the attempted reconcilia-
tion in Study No. 6. Their trouble with their former pal was
not a matter o be tallked about. It waz a thing that could
niot bo helped, and they did theiv best to forget all abouk it—
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nol with mueh sueeess, 50 Ly as Tom Merry was concerned,
But if Tos Mevry felt it deeply, he did not cave 1o show 1,
ITe was not a fellow to wear his heavt apon his sleeve,

There waz a kooel: at the deor. and Toby the page put lns
head into the study,

Y Master Merry !

“Hallo ! said Tom. .

“Can vour come down Lo the visitars” voom, Master Tom?®”

“A visitor for me?" asked Tom, in surprise.  IU way
unusual for the juniors to reccive visitors in the evening,

“Ie's DMiss Muoerie, siv.'

“Oh,"” said Tom, “I'll come at once!™

Toby disappearced, and Manners and Lowiher looked
curious!y at their chum as he laid down his pen and rose from
the table. DBut they offered no remark, and Tom Merry, with
a thoughtful expression on his face, left the study, HHe
made his way down slowly to the visitors’ room.

He wondered what Miss Marvie wanted with him,

The Little Sister of the Poor—the givl-nurse who had
become so popular in the school during w late epidemic of
influcunza—was Talbot's chum. While Tom Merry had been
Talbot’s best pal, ho had been very friendly with Miss Marie,
Since his break with Talbot ho had avoided sceing her,
naturally., OFf all the fellows, only the Terribia Three knew
Miss Marie's seeret—that the girl was the daughter of Joln
Rivers, the 1eformed eraclksman who had joined Kitchener's
Army, and was already in a draft for the front.

The Little Sister roso as Tom Merry eame into the room.
Her sweet face was looking pale and troubled.

“Thank you for coming !" she said,

"'%:-t at all,” said Tom. “Is anything the matter?”

e

“Not—your father?”

Miss Maric shook her head.

“My fathor is getting on excellently. They made him a
¢orporal some time ago, and he is the comrade of Mr. Railton,
your old Housemaster, who is in the same company. They
are under orders for the front now. I have to thank you and
your friends for keeping my sccret.” Marie's face coloured
a little, I can think of my father now without shame, but
I should not like the story to be known here.”

“You may depend on it we sha'n't say a word,” said Tom.
“It's all forgotten, Miss Maric. Your father has acted rip-
pingly.”

“But—but it was not my father T came to speak to you
about,” said the girl, “It is another matter. It concerns
you and Talbot."”

Tom Merry's face clouded, e had half expected this,
Arthur Augustus's attempts at reconciliation he had shut
up shortly enough, He could not very well adopt the same
methods with Miss Marie,

“Vou arce not angey?” said the girl wistfully., * You know
that Talbot is my best friend. We were children together—
when he was called the Toff, and was in the gang of which
iy father and Hookey Walker were members.  You have
been his best friend here, and I know that he is troubled by
his quarrel with you, He does not speak of it, but I know it,
He does not, of course, know that T am here now. But—but
I think you are making some mistake, Tom, and I should
like to set it right.”

“There is no mistake,” said Tom.

“ [t is not possible that you are turning against him because
of his past?"” said the girl,

Tom started. ]

“Of courso not! Surely le does not think so? It isn't
that. We all know that he was brought up a member of that
votten gang, that he was a cracksman; but we know he threw
it up and suffered for it, We know he was as straight as a
die after that, When he was turned out of the school under
suspicion of having fallen into his old ways, didn't I stand by
him—the only fellow here who still believed in him?"

“ [ know vou did,” said Marie softly. “Then it is not that
—it cannot be that. But you will tell ine what it 1877

Tomn Merry was silent, _ | )

 Vou will not tell me #"* sai’d Marie. “Then I will tell you
what T know. HHookey Walker o&cafaed from prison. [le
asked help of the Toff, and the Toft helped him. That 1s why
you arc angry with him.” v )

“Well " said Tom, “suppose it ia so? Talbot promised that
he would have nothing to do with his old pals—the thieves
andFaseals. I suppose he has told you about Hookey Walker,
an I can speak out. The rascal came back here. Instead of
giving him up to the police, &3 he deserved, Talbot shielded
hint. He would not even agree not to see him. He practic.
ally forced ua to keep silent, to let that villain escape justico,
That wasn't pleasant for us, I suppose, after all the harm the
inan has done. Then he used to go and meet him—goes now,
for all T know. I've stopped taking notice of anvthing he
does. Ah—amdl—" Tom paused.
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“Go on!" said Marie, .

"It's no good talking about it,” said Tom. “ But 1 don’t
want to say anything against Talbot, though we're not
friends now." o

"“Whatever you said would make no difference to me,’ said
Marie, with a smile, *“The Toff and I are too old fricnds
for that, I know hini to be the best und most generous friend
that anyone could have, That is enough for me. You do not
trost him now because he resumed his old acquaintance with
Hookey Walker. ™

“How ean 17" exclaimed Tom. T may as well tell vou all
about it, I don’t want you to think 1've acted rottenly. One
night last week—T had decided to speak ; it was in the dorm,
and I couldi’t sleep—I made up my mind to speak, Well, 1
found that he'd rone out—was out of the dorm past midnight !
—and that scttled it. After that T decided to let him figs
his own wey, If he chooses to throw up his friends for the
sake of those rascals, it's his own business.®

“"You are wrong, Tom."

Tom Merry shruoged his shoulders,

" You are wrong,” repeated Marie. “Talbot had pledged
his word to have no dealings with his old associates,
he kept it. It was because Hookey Walker had changed his
wers that the Toff helped him, ™

“Yez; he told me the man had told him so. 1 didu'i believe
a word of it. Talbot believed it, I suppose. 1 knew that the
rascal was lymg."

“"He was not lying.”

Tom Merry looked impatient.

"You do not know what caused him to change,” said
Marie.  “You would not listen to Talbot. While Hookey
Walker was in prison. his child came very near to death.
The little girl almost died of want. Talbot found them in the
cottage on the moor, without food or fire in the house, in
bitter weather. Hookey Walker's wife, who had refused to
see him or speak to him while he was a thief, had taken him
back, and was sheltering him. She belioved in his repentance,
Talbot believed in it. “All they desired was to get away to
safety, and Talbot helped them.™ He told me his intention, and
I could not help approving. He made many sacrifices, and
ramnd” enough mouey to help them to go, and they have
gone,

“"Gone ! said Tom Merry.

"Yes: they sailed for Amerien sevoral

Tom Merry started.

“I—I did not know that. You—you
Marie, that Hookey Walker has left the country ?"

“Quite certain.”

Tom Merry's brain was in a whirl, He had parted with
his chum because Talbot had refused to abandon the desperate
ruffien who had thrown himself on his mercy. His firm
belief had been that Hookey Walker was seeking to drag the
Toft back into the old life, and Talbot’s continual visits to the
man had given colour to the belief that he was succeeding in
his design. Was it possible, after all, that the ruffian had
been really repentant, that the Toff had Leen sure of it, and
—and, in short, that it was Tom Merry who had made a
mistake ?

It was nol a comforting thought. The risks Talbot had run
in meeting the onec-time cracksman, the suspicions he had in-
eurred—was it all for the sake of a kind and generous action,
had he been perfectly straight all the tune, and ouly erring
on the side of generosity ?

“But—but,” stammered Tom at last,
meet the man at midnight ?
suppuse *

“Talbot does not know that you are aware of that. but he
has told me of it,” said Marie. * It was the only oceasion, and
it was the last night before Hookey Walker was to go.
Talbot had to take him money—a large sum for Talbot—
twenty pounds, It was not ensy for him to obtain It, 88 you
may guess,”

“Impossible, I shounld say. T remember Le sold his bike
last werk——""

“A boy whe owed him money—five pounds—paid it at the
last moment,” said Marie. " That made up the sum. Tt was
too late that day to go, and it ecould not be left #ill the
morrow. Talbot hias no seerets from me—the next, day he tald
me all. TTe bLelieved that no one knew that he was absent
that night.”

Tom Merry set his lips. Ounee his faith in Talbat had heen
firm, as f founded on & rock. e had stood by the Taoff when
all others had turned against him, when even Manners A
Lowther had wavered. But his faith had roceived a rude shock.
and, once shaken, i* was not easy to re-establish on the old
basis. The captain of the Shell was not to be convinced
all at once.

" Burely you believe mo 77 exclaimed Marie, startled by ihe
expression on the Shell fellow’s face,

days ago.”

are certamn, Miss

“why should he go to
There was no need for that, I
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“You cannot think that I would doubt vour word, Miss
Marie,™

“'Well, then—"

“But you may be mistaken, or—"" Tom Merry paused.
“You «ay that Talbot made up twenty pounds in a
lump for that man. A fellow, you say, paid him five
pounds at the last moment. Talbot has nothing but his
scholarship allowance—naot much to make fellows loans of
five pounds out of.” _

“"You do not think that Talbot deccived me?" exclaimed
Marie, in amazement.

Tom was silent,

“Tom }”?

“I know he couldn't make many loans of five pounds out of
his allowanee,” he said. *1 know once he screwed together a
fiver to help a feliow out of a fix, But that fellow was the
last chap in the world to pay him.” Tom Merry was thinking
of Levison of the Fourth,

“The Toff said that it eame unexpectedly,”  siid Marie,
" He has not, of course, told me the boy's name. But if you
cannot believe Talbot’s word, Tom Merry, I bave come here
for nothing. I thought you were mistaken, and that if I
should explain, you would know that you had wronged
Talbot, and would speak to him frankly, and tell him so——"

“8o I would, if—i y

“¥You need say no more,” said Marie, with a flash in her
eyes, “Your friendship is not worth very much to Talbot
if you cannot trust him. Good-bye 1*

“Miss Marie,” exclaimed Tom, taken aback, as the girl
hurried to the door,

Marie Rivers did not answer, and did not look back, She
quitted the room, and Tom Merry was left alone.

CHAPTER 19.

The Light on the Moor.

o OMING my way 1"

Talbot of the 8hell started a little. 1o had stroda

from the School House, after the awkward scene in
Study No. 6. There was a dark clond on his brow, and, with
his hands driven deep into his pockets, he strode away towards
the gates. The handsome Bhell fellow was ferling out of
sorts, and he wanted to be alone. It was Brooke of the Fourth
who hailed him as he came down to the gates,

Brooke was a day-boy, and he was going home. ITe had a
good distance ta go, as his home was aeross Wayland Moor.,
Talbot was on good terms with Brooke, and he made an eoffort
to banish the cloud from his face.

“Yes, certainly,” he said a little confusedly. “I'm going
ount for a walk, anyway.”

“Trot along, then,” said Brooke cheerily.

Talbot walked out of the gates with the Fourth-Former.
Brooke had left his departure a little late that evening,
having been deing “extra toot " with Mr, Lathom in lis
study. The dusk was beginning to fall,

Talbot would bave preferred to be alone, as a matter of
fact—alone with his unpleasant meditations: but he tried to
chat cheerily with Drooke as they walked down the lane.
Brooke was very cheery. As a matter of fact, he had noted
Talbet’'s worried look, and was trying to cheer him up. He
succeeded, too, and the Toff’s handsome face looked 4 good
deal brighter, as they tramped down the footpath through the
wood, and eame out on the wide moor,

“You'll have to cub back now,” said Brooke, “or you'll
et locked out.”

“That's all right. T've got a pass out,” suid Talbot, “1I
was going down to Wayland to see about my new bat, but I'd
forgotten."”

“Forgotten your new bat!” said Brooke, with a smile,
" And you such o whacking ericketer. You'll be in the Juniop
Rehool team this season.™

“TI hope so0,™ assonted Talbot.

* Look here. ol you've got a pass out of gates, eone home
to tea with me, and you can call in at Wayland for your bat
nfterwards,” said Brooke.

] ] I'_I T

“*Have vou had yonr tea ¥

N0 adnuatted Talbot, smiling aliglitly, as e vemeniborod
the feed in Study No. 6. to which he had not stayoed.

“Then como home with me. My mater and sister will ha
glald to see you.  Pyve told them lots about you,” said Brooke

" Thanks. T will,” said Talbet. *I'm hungry, now I come to
thinlk of 1r."

Brooke langhed,

" You're growing an absent-minded beggar,” he remarked,
“"T'm sorry to see you on such rotten terms with your pals,
If there’s anything a fellow could do——"
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#* Wothing, thanks," said Talbot quickly,

“Right-t i not going to swamp vou with good advice 1V
chuckled Brooko; and die bezan talking cricket, and avoided
the painful subject.

They arrive. ot Brooke’s home—a vambling olld Liouse an
the moor, all that remained of the onea extensive possessions
of Brooke's father. Brooke's mather and sister veceived
Tulbot cordintlv, and the Bhell fellow ].lrightr'ru.'{l up very
much over tea. He suspected DBrooke's kindly intention of
cheering him up, and ke did not resist,

After tea, Brooke made him play the piano. Talbot was an
excellent pianist. Ho soon found himself discussing Schubert’'s
songs with Amy Brooke, and, in spite of him:sl_*]f,bhi:'- troubles
rolled aAway from his mind.

It was vearly nine o'clock when Talbot remembered that
he had not done his prepavation, and that he had a long
walk before him back to St. Jim's, ITo took leave of his
friends. Brooke offered to walk part of the way, but Talbop
knew that the day-bov had work to do, and he shook lis
head.

“Phat’s all right,” he said. “ I shall take the short ent, and
trat mnst of the way., Good-nicht, old chap "

And Tilbot started across the moor,

Since Lo had been at 8t, Jitn'sa the Toff had learned the lio
of the :urrounding country pretty tioroughly, and he know his
way well, tuo o shere was but the faintest ghmpse of shav-
light npon tho wide moor. e followed the footpath from
Brooke's hiouse for some digtonee, and then struck off aerozs
the rugzed, unmarked waste, by a route that he knew would
bring li'm iute Ryleombe Lane, _ _

Heo wilied very quickly, makig no mistake m the way,
thougly round him the moor stretehed wide and darvk and
apparcntly trackless, .

His thoughts were much moro chearful now. In spile of
himaelf and his black mood, the kindliness and cordinlity alb
Brooke's place had cheered lhim.  The black mood had
passed, _ o _

The Toff had made up his mind now that his [riendship
with Tom Merry was a thing of the past.  His recont conduct
had shaken his chum's faith in him, and though he was
satisfied himself that ho had acted rightly, he knew that he
could not expect Tom Merry (o see it in the =ame light.

He did not blame Tom. There was no bitterness, no resent-
ment in his breast  If Tom had spoken a word towards recon-
cilintion, Talbot would have met him half-way gladly,  Tlo
could not forget how true and faithful a chum Tom had
boen onee.

But though he had made up his mind to the inevitable, and
though le felt no Dbitterness, he missed the old pleasant
friendship, and when he thought of it he grew moody and
troubled. The ecene in Study No. 6 had been inexpressibly
painful to him, The looks of the Terrible Thres when they
found that Talbot was the expected guest had been like a
blow to him.

It was no wonder that he had gone aut in a black mood,
with a feeling of hopelessness in his heart. But his heart
was lighter now  After all, if he had lost his best pal, he
had not lost everything. There was much left in life
for the Shell fellow whose past hacd been o strange and law-
leas. That past was over and done with; its shadow could
not fall upon him again.

It was strange enough how matters had ended. The Toff,
once the prinee of ecracksmoen, was a scholarship bey at
St. Jun's; John Bivers, the mastec-criminal, was in the new
Army, doing his duty for his King and country, a comrade-in-
armsa of Mr. Railton, the former IHousemaster of the School
House. Hookey Walker, whose hatred had once threatened
the life of the Toff, had changed under the influence of the
danger his child had passed through, and was on his way to
a new country to lead & new life

All would have becn well but for the breaking-off of his
friendship with Tom Merry, Talbot sighed, But that could
not be helped. That, it seemed, was the price he had to pay
for what he had once been, though m the wretched past he
had been more sinned against than sinning

Talbot started suddenly from his deep reverie as a light
Aashecd before his eyes on the darkucsa of the moor.

He looked round him quickly. e was in the loneliest part
of Lthe maoor, near, the old I'IIHH‘I‘II.'I.-L where thero was not evoll
a sheep-track. Fow pedestrians passed that way, oven in the
daytime., Whence came that sudden gt ¥

Talbot stared at it,

A few hundred yards from him it shone out—a steady
stream of eleetrie light thal rose from the ground; shinioe
up into the dark elouds that rolled over the sky and aluiost
bid the stars

The juniors hulted,

The light had shone out suddenly, and as suddenly it was
extinguishiod. Darkness fell like o cloud upon the moor.
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There was no sound, Al was sileny save for the luint rustle
of the might wind i the thickers, '

Trlbot did not wove.

AL nuy time the sudden light on the moer would have been
surprising and guspioions,  Doloat e present time it was
more than that,

Talbot stared up at thoe sk,

Only the darklv-rolling ¢louds and one or two glimmering
slovs meb his raze

Suddenly the Tieht gleared out ngain.

Now it was moving, and the bae of light that was veflected
on the clouds awavidd to and fro.

Talbot of the Shell deew n deep Lreath,
tellivg that the lighe oa the moor wag a signal,
be anviling rlse,

A signal to whom?
lonely spot—and why ¥
ptiestion,

There was no possibility that it ecould be anything but the
work ol a spy, amd that the sigoal was intended for encmics
who came in tlie aiv—in o word, [or the aieships of the
Ciorman foe. )

Yet there was no soumd.  Not an echo of the throbbing of
an arrship's ongines, :

Tulbot stood quite still, breathing havd, and watehing ot
the licht npain,  The signaller, whoever hie was, hnd chosens
his position well. In the heart of If,hn lonely moor thoere wag
little chance of his being observed, L[t was by chance that
the schoolboy had found himself there, i _ _

Again the light. Talbot, with silent steps, picked his way
neross the rough ground i the dicection of the light. Tt
blpzed oot brilliantly, and he knew it musi come fynm_i.
large and powerful lamp. It almost blinded him with its
brilliance as he advanced. )

It was shut off again. Talbot found himself on the cdge
of & hollow in the moor, and he looked down the slope
Lefore him, trying to penctrate the darkness with his eyes, bud
in vain., Heoe waited for the li%hr., but it did not come. From
tho hollow he heard a sound of rustling in the grass ane
ferns, He realised that he was very close to the unknow
unseen man who hnd made the signals, A muttering vowt
came to his cavs as he stood brenthless:

“Noch nichit "

Talbot understood the German words—" Not yet.™

Not vet! The signal had been made to a Zeppeling oot
the Zeppelin had not vome. That was the only possible
cxplanation,

There was another vusiling, und he knew that the spy was
departing. He made a movement, and then checked himself.
In the darkness it was impossible te find the rascal. At the

1e did not need
It could not

Who was sigualhing to the sky in thtul_:
There was only ene answer to tie

sound of a footstep he would have fled, and the blackness

would have swallowed him up. To give the alarm and allow
tho rascal to escapo was simply to put him on his guard, and
cause him to choose ancther and safer spot for his nefarious
work on the next occasion. ‘ _ .

Talbot gritted his teeth, and stood still, listening. The
fauint rustle was all  Silence followed, The German was

one,
. Talbot listened intently for several minutes. Ten minutea
passed, and there was no sound. The signaller had not passed
rear him, Hoe might have gone in any direction. But he

was gone,

'l‘a,Elrhut droew n deep breath aund turned away. He strode
off towards the distant school, He knew that he would be
late for bed now, but that did not trouble him. He was no
longer thinking of his own troubles. That wild and lonely
moor had been chosen by a foreign spy for his rascally work,
and the quiet countryside was threatened by a raid of the
“haby-killera.” That was the only thought that was w

Talbot's mind, and it was enough te banish all others

CHAPTER 20,
Dark Doubts,

0OM MTERY came mto his study with a moody brow

” after his interview with the Little Sister in the visitors'

room. He was greatly troubled. Manners and

TL.owther did not ask him any questions; bub Tom wanted
his chums' advice, and ho explained to them,

Lowther forgot all about the comic column,
humourcd face clouded over.

“1t's rotten if we've been too rough on Talbot,” he said
“ But——"

“ But—"" gaic] Manners, with a shake of the liead.

“He can't blame us,"” wont on Lowther., " He couldn't
expret us to believe that thet rufhan Hookey Walker had
changed his spots like that, (4 course, we didn't know any-
thing about the kid. I should hardly have helieved that o
vutiian like that would cage mueh for his kid, nuyway.”

Ilis good-
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1 Talbot held out his hand, “* We sha'n’t mect again, llookey. We've been through some guecr times together,

and we part friends,

Good-byel"

(See chopier 15.)

- m—

“1 shouldn’t, either, But you never know,” said Tom.
“If—if it was really truc that the brute was in earnest, that
he wanted to get clear and start afresh for the kid's sake,
I—I suppose wo couldn’t very well blaimme ‘Taflbot for lending
him a hand, But—but the fact is, I can’s take it all in at
once, (Goodness knows onee I'd have trusted Talbot against
the whole world ; but—— Yet he can't have deceived Miss
Marie. What he told her must be true.™

“I—I suppose so,” said Manners.

" But how the deuce did Talbot raise twenty pounds for the
rotter 7' exclaimed Tom Merry. I know he could draw
ont hiz nllowance in advance ; I remember he mentioned once
o me that Mr. Carrington had ninde him the offer. I know,
tog, that he had some money in the Post Office Bank. And
then he sold his bike. That would account for a good bit-of
it. But—but that story of a chap paymg him five quid at
the last moment—that was the reason he was out that night—
and ITookey Walker went off the next day with his wife and
child, if Miss Marie has got it right. She is angry at my
leubting Talbet, but I can’t help.it; it's too thick. What
fellow could have paid Talbot five pounds last week? Whe
the deuce could he have lent as much money 25 that (07"

Manners gave a whistle.

“I can settle that,” he said. *¥ou remember Levison

”
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id., and will contain a Splendid Long, Complete Story, eatitled ;

Tom started.

“ Levison !

“Yes, Don’t you remcmber the time Tevi:on was in a
fix over some of his rotten games, and owed money, and was
afraid of being found out and sacked? He told us himseclf
that ‘Talbot had squeczed together five quid for him. That's
what made him turn round and back up Talbot, He was
always hig enemy before then.”

“1 know—I know ! But Levison ean’t have pad.”

“He never has any money—and when he has any he
freezes on to 1t,” said Lowther, rather illogically, ** Levison
can't have paid him.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Let’s ask Levison,” snid Manners. * Thera's just a bare
rhance that he did square vp, and if he did, we can take thuat
as proof of the whole story.”

“We'll ask him,” said Tom, nob very hopefully,

The Terrible Three lost no time. They looked in at Levi-
son’'s study. Lumlev-Lumley and Blenkinsop and Mellish
were thore, finishing their preparation, but the black sheep
of the Fourth was not to b scen,

““Seen Levison 77 asked Tom Merry,

“1 gucess he's gone down, ™ said Lumley-Lucnley, * You'll
[ind him in the common-reoom, I dare say.”
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The Shell fellows went down o the common-room, Levison
was there, ‘playing chess with Kerruish of the Fourth, The
Terrible Three paused by the table. They could not very well
?Eﬁ Levison questions on tho matter in the prescice of other
ellows.

Levison glanced at them with the sarcastic smile which made
fellows fﬂﬂf inclined to punch his head,

“Want anything 7" he asked, ]

i ﬂhmﬂdﬁike to speak to you," eaid Tom.

“Well, there's no law against that. Speak awag!”

“T'l wait till you've finished your game.” _

“Something awfully important?"” grinned Levison,

“I'll wait,” said Tom.

““Oh, wait as long as you like !" . .

Levison turned his attention to the game again. Levison
was a first-class chess-player, and the Terrible Three did nat
think it would take him long to mate Kerruish. But the
Manx junior was a good player, too, and he played slowly
and carefully. Monty Lowther glanced at the ecommon-roon
clock, Preparation had to be done, and the evening was
goetting on,

““Mate!” said Levison at last,
“My hat!"™ said Kerruish,
I];EEEHF knight! I'll try you again,

E .l‘l

“‘Certainly "

The pieces were set out again on the chess-board. Tom
Merry made a movement of impatience, Levison was grin-
ning in his sarcastic, unpleasant way. He could see that the
Terrible Three were anxious to speal to him alone, and he
did not choose to gratify them. ‘There was no love lost
betwoen Tom Merry and the black sheep of the Fourth. It
was amusing to Levison's peculiar nature to keep the Shell
fellows hanging about,

Tom Merry set his lips and walked out of the common.
room. Manners and Lowther followed him, and they returned
to their study. Preparation had to be done, and they pro-
ceeded to do it, but in a troubled frame of mind, The infor-
mation they desired from Levison would have cleared up
mafters regarding Talbot. They hurried through their worl,
and succeeded in getting it finished by bedtime. They had to
go directly from their study to the dormitory. There was no
opportunity of speaking to Levison ngain, as his quarters, of
course, were in the Fourth Form dormitory.

Kildare .looked into the S8hell dormitory, Torm Merry bad
already noted that Talbot was not there, and Kildare observed
it at ance,

““Not all here,” gaid Kildare, ** Wh(‘;rﬂ'a Tulbot 7"

‘;I Ehinlc he’s out,"” said Kangaroo. “ He had » pass out o
gates, ™

The prefect frowned.
 “Not up to this time of night!” he exclaimed, *“Well,
turn in !

Talbot did not appear before the Shell fellows turned in.
There was a good deal of speculation among the Shell fellows
rs to what ﬁ.‘nd become of him. It was very unusual for
Talbot to break the rules in this way. Missing call-over was
bad enough, but to be in late for bed was a serious matter.

Kildare, frowning, put out the licht and left the dormitory.
. He went down to report to the Housemaster that one of the
juniors had not ecome in, Mr. Carrington received the infor-
mation with a frowning brow,

:éEcnd Talbot to me immediately he comes in, Kildare,” he
gaid,

In the Bhell dormitory there was o buzz of talk on the
subject. Crooke remarked that Talbot would get into a
thumping row—a prospect that seemed to please Crooke.
The other fellows, more good-naturedly, wondered what had
become of him,

Tom Merry did not take part in the discussion.

Where waa Talbot ?

Had some nceident detained him, or was it a fresh develop-
ment in his new line of conduct? There was no reason why
Talbot should be late, that Tom Moerry could sce.  But
Bernard Glyn remembered, on thinking it over, that he had

seen Talbot going down the road with Brooke of the Fourth,

“Heo'a gane home with Brooke,” said Glyn, “ that's all it is,
He's left it late, and it’s & jolly long way back,”

“Shouldn’t wonder," said Noble. * Brooke must be an ass
to let him stay too late. It's no joke to stay out after
bedtime."

Tom Merry wondered whether the reason of Talbot's late-
ness was that innocent one, He realised how much his faith
in the Toff had been shaken. Was it possible that Talbot,
whom he had believed to be the soul of honour, had taken up
again with his old associates, to the extent of deceiving Mario
Rivers on the subject? It did not seem possible; and yet——
If only he had been able to ask Levison that question, and
get his doubts set at rest on that point! He felt that if
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Mario's explanation was substantiated on that point, he wonld
be able to trust Talbot for the rest. Ior time would show.
If Hooliey Walker was really gone, and Talbot had no longer
any connection with rascally acquaintances outside St. Jim's,
time would prove it, for the Toff would no longer be slipping
out of the school after lessons, and certainly he would never

have any reason for breaking bounds at night.

If only Tom could have felt certain that Marie's story was
true, that the girl herself had not been deceived, he would
havo been willing—more than willing—to ask his old chum's
pardon for his miserable doubts,

.. Why did not Talbot come in? If Hookey Walker was gone,
if he had indeed no ties outside the school, why was he stay-
111% out till this late hour?

'ho buzz of telk died away, az ene by ono the fellows
dropped off to sleep, Ten u'cﬁmk rang out, and still Talbot
had not come in.

By this time Tom Merry was the only fellow who was awake
it the dormitory. His troublesome thoughts would not let
him sleep. It came into his mind that, perlmps, Talbot was
not coming back at all, that, after all, he had thrown in his
lot once more with the gang of cracksmen among whom his
carly days had been passed, He shivered as he realised to
11.']13.? an extent his faith in Talbot had been shaken.

His eyes grew heavy, He dropped into sleep at last,

When sleep sealed his eyes, Talbot was still absent.

*——-——4

CHAPTER 21.
Out of Bounds,

ALBOT was tramping towards 8t. Jim's, but he was no
longer hurrying.

As a matter of fact, the Bhell fellow had forgotten
all about bedtime—he had almost forgotten the school itsell,
His mind was busy with other thoughts, The light he had
seen on the moor—evidently a secret signal to the slies—
occupied his whole mind, What was he to do in the matter?
that was the gnestion.

The strango experience of the Toff had made him somewhat
different from the other fellows, He had, in many matters,
an old head on young shoulders. It was not yet forgotten at
B3t Jim's how the Toff, at that time a fugitive and an out-
cast, had won the King's pardon by discovering and frustrat-
ing the plot of a German agent to blow up a troop-train, and
how he had very nearly lost his life to save five hundred brave
fellows in khaki from a terrible fate, What was to be done!?
was the guestion now in the Toff's mind. When he had
decided upon that, cournge and determination would not be
wanting.

The-light-signals on the moor could mean only one thing—
signala to an airship. In the recent Zeppelin raids Talbot
lknew that there was more than a suspicion that the Germauy
airinen had been assisted by light-sipnals from spies near
tho seenes of the raids, That the man with the electric light
was & German spy there was not the least donbt., The words
Tfalllmt had heard him mutter in German were proof enough
ol that,

Somewhere in the neighbourhood the rascal lurked, under
an assumed name, of course, and probably under a falsc
guise, Doubtless he was not known in the neighbourhooed as
g German at all.  But he must be living near Wayland
somewhere, Tualbot debated in his mind wﬁcl‘.lmr lic should
give information at the police-station.

Ho knew that therehad been many storics of light-signals
nnd wireless-spying, and so forth, and the police were not
likely to take much notice of a schoolboy’s story to that effect,
Even if they kept a wateh on the moor for the rascal, what
likelihood was there of eateching him?  Talbot smiled slightly
as he thought of 'olice-constablo Crump of Ryleombe pitting
his wits against those of a German spy. A single false step
would save the rascal. If he discovered that suspicion way
aroused, he would simply change to another gquarter, where he
would earry on his work unnoticed. To watch for him oun
the moor effectively would require the services of & number of
men, and that step was not likely to be taken on a schoolboy's
word. Village gossip had peopled the countryside with spiey
and signallers, and the police had discovered too many mare's-
nests to be very erodulous. Suspicious lights had turned out
to be only cychsts’ lanterns after Itﬂ—incﬁzed. Talbot remem-
bered to have heard that a light which had been seen dodging
anbout in the felds a week or two before had turned out to
belonging to an wnfortunate eyclist who had lost his way.,

It was pretty clear that, if ho wished his story to be listened
to and acted upon, he would have to produce some more
tangible evidence

How was that to Le done?

Talbot, before he reached 8t Jim’s, had decided upon that
point. If the seeret signaller was not alarmed, he would pro-
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bably return to the same spot to renew his signals, The
words he had uttered—'" Noch nieht " —were a prﬂuf that he
intended to renew them, Probably that same mght, perhaps
some other night; but mest likely the same night. Talbot
paused in the read. That night, perhaps, a Zeppelin was to
sail over that quiet countryside and shower down death and
destruction upon the slecping town, the slumbering villagpes—
for the Prussians were not particular as to the vietims of their
raids, Their object was to strike (error, to exeite panie, by
bringing the war home to every man's door, They were not
in the least likely to gain their objeet of creating panie, but
in their stolid 1gnorance of the British nature they hoped and
believed so.

Talbot would have chosen to keep his discovery to himself,
to wait and watch himself for the seeret signaller. He would
not have hesitated to deal with him if onee he could have got
to close quarters with the rascal,

But the thought that that very night a Zeppelin might be
hovering over the distriet detervred him. Whether his story
wet credited or not, he had his duty to do. He had to give
the warning, That would not prevent him from taking his
own measures afterwards, as he was fully determined to ﬁn.

He stopped 1n Ryleombe village, and went at once tc the
police-station,  Inspector Skeat looked surprised when he

resented  himself. The inspector knew all the Toff’s

istory. At the time when Talbot was under suspicion at St,

Jim's Mr. Skeat had been looking for him—professionally.
Mr. Bkeat’'s cxperience did not lead him to place much
reliance upon reformation, and perhaps it was natural that
lie should keep to his own private opimion on the subject of
the Toff. Talbot was quite keen enough to know what Mr,
Rkeat's private opinion was,

The inspector, however, greeted him civilly enough, and
listened civilly to his story. But there was a lurking smile
on Mr. Skeat’s fat face.

“You didn’t see a bicycle there?' he asked, when Talbot
had concluded,

”Nﬂ [#3

“The last secret signaller we captared turned out to be a
man on a bike—the estate agent’s clerk in Wayland,” said
¥Mr. 8keat humorously,

“1 have reported this to you as my duty,” said Talbot
quictly. It rests with you whether you take any steps in
the matter or not.”

“Oh, it will be looked into, of course,'” said Mr. Skeat.
“"But once a dav, at least, we get stories like this, It was
g wireless apparatus last time, and it turned out to be
nothing more or less than a clothes-prop.”

Talbot laughed.

“But I heard this man speak to himself in German,” he
said,

“What did he say "

“Noch nicht.”

“And what may that mean?’ mquired Mr. Skeat, whose
knowledge of German was limited to the words ' sauer-
kraut.”

“It means ‘not yet,

“0Oh, said Mr. Skeat, “*knock neat’ means not’ yet,
tdoes it 7"

“Not knock neat—noch nicht.”

*Bure he wasn't simply coughing?"' asked the inspector,
“It sounds to me more like a cough than a human
language.”’ -

“ Quito sure.”

“You see, the light was probably a bike lantern, and
what vou thought was German was probably a cough. Talk-
ing German 15 very like a man coughing with a veory sore
throat,”” said Bkeat. **Still, it's quite right to mention the
matter to me, and it shall be looked into, like the rest. T'l1
got on the telephone at once and ask whether any Zeppelins
have been seen or reported. You can be sure that everything
nocessary will be done, Master Tulbot,”

Talbot thanked Mr. Skeat, and left the police-station, He
did not feel very sure, as a matter of fact. Mr. Skeat evi-
dently elassed his informaticn with that he had received so
much of lately, which in every instance had turned out to be
& " scare.’”’

The inspector wag hardly to be blamed. After a secret
light-signaller had turned out to be a lost cyelist, and a
wireless apparatns a harmless and necessary clothes-prop, it
was natural for Mr. Skeat to be scoptical.

Talbat had not expected much to vesult from his roport
ta the inspector.  He had made it from a sense of duty, and
ha had already decided upon his own course of action,

It was lute when he reached St Jim's; and Taggles looked
very grim when he came in.

“Which you're to report to Mr. Carrington at once,” said
Tagiles.

Y ry

Next Wednesday's Number of " THE GEM " will be the usual price,

1d., and will contain a Splendid Long, Complete Story, en:iitled;

“THE GEM"” LIBRARY.

One Penny, 29

Talbot nodded. and wuliied on to the School House, 1%
wias nearly half-past ten, and the 8hell had been in bed
an hour, and he could imagine that the Housemaster would
be fecling angry, Kildare met him as he came inte the
BSehool House.

“Mr. Carmngton’s study,” he said buiefly,

“Right!" said Talbot.

He knocked at the Housemaster's door, and Mr, Car-
rington looked very stern when he came in.

“ What does this mean, Talbot?"

Talbot explained quietly. Mr. Cuarvington looked at him
very curiously. It was pretty evident that he was not
inclined to attach much more importance to the mysterious
light than the inspector had done.

“Very well, Talbot,” he said. “You did your duty in
reporting the matter at the police-station. You may go.”

Talbot bade the Housemaster good-night, and went up to
his dormitory. He did not intend to eleep, however. He
laid down on his bed without undressing. One of his bools
clinked against the bed, and a voice came from the gloom.

“That von, Talbot?"”

It was Harry Noble's voice.
awakened.

“Yes,” said Talbot.

“You're jolly late.”

“Yes, it's rather late, Good-might['"

“ Goo’-night I murmured the Cornstalk sleepily.

The sound of voices had awakened Tom Merry from his
uneasy sleep. The half-hour rang out from the clock-tower,
It was half-past ten, and Talbot had just come m. Tom
Merry noted bitterly thet in answering Kangaroo Talbot
had given no explanation of his lateness. The captain of the
Shell did not sleep again. Talbot had come back—that was
something.

Tom Merry would have liked to ask him the reason of
his delav, but frozen silence reigned now between the one-
time chums. They did not even nod to one another now;
they made it a paint to ignore each other’s existence. Tom
Merry lay silent, his thoughts dark and troublesome. He
closed his eyes, and tried to get to sleep again, but sleep
would not come.

Eleven o'clock sounded dully through the night, Most
of St. Jim’s was buried in slumber at that hour. Tom
Merry turned his head wearily on his pillow, =eeking the
fickle god Morpheus, and seeking in vain. A sudden sound,
glight but distinet, in the silence of the dormitory, came
sharply to his ears. It was the creak of a bed, and it was
followed by the soft but unmistakable soumd of a stealthy
footfall.

Someone was moving in the Shell dormitory; someone who
had not taken off his boots. )

Tom Merry did not need telling who it wos,

Another faint, almost imperceptible sound. The door of
the dormitory had opened and closed.

Tom Merry lay staring intc the darkness,

Talbot had gone!

His return to the dormitory had been & mere pretence.
e had not even undressed, and now he had gone out
stealthily, like a thief in the night. _

Tormn Merry smiled bitterly, as he remembered the Little
Sister’s story. Hookey Walker was gone.  There waos
nothing now to explain Talbot’s action; nothing but the
darkest suspicions that had been forced into Tom Merry's
mind. .

Tom lay for some time in bitter thought There was no
doubt that it was Talbot who had gone out: but he would
not risk making a mistake. Tf it was Talbot, it meant the
end of the new hopes that had been awakened in his breast.
He would not risk the possibility of a mistake. He slipped
from his bed, approached Talbot's, and struck a vesta.

The light flickered in the darkness of the dormitory, and
Mam Merry started, as he saw the outlincs of a sleeper in the
bed. Talbot was there; he had been mistaken. The next
moment he laughed savagely ac hir” own credulity. It was
a dummy in the bed. The pillows and bolsters had been
arranged under the bedclothes, to give the aﬁp-earunnn of a
sleeping form there. Tom Merry turned back the coverlet,
There was no deonbt about it. The mateh went out.

He returned to bed with a bitterness in his heavt he had
novor dreamed himself capable of.  Almost he had been
ready to trust the Taff again, on the word of the Little
Sister,  And Talbot had deceived her; he was not done with
his old associates. Else why this cunning trick of a dummy
in his bod and his absence from the dormitory? Whero war
he pona? _

It was late that night before Tom Merry closed his eyes

But, late as it was, Talbot had not ret v ed. .
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CHAPTER 22,
Talbot on Guard.

ITTLE dreaming that he had left Tom Merry awake
]Iﬂ in the dormitory, or of the dark and terrible
suepicions working in his mind, Talbot ghded
silently away, Of old the Toff had learned to move with
almost the silence of a spectre. In a foew minutes he was
in the lower bex-room. In a few minutes more he was out
of the window, and on the ground.

The sky was heavily overcast. Darkness lay thick upon

t. Jim's, Talbot hurried away through the gloom, and a
few minutes more saw him dropping Ef[r{}m the school wall
into the road,

i He turned up his collar, and hurried away down the
ane,

The countryside lay round him, dark, deserted, solitary.
It waa like old times to the Toff, and a smile fickered
over his face as the thought came into his mind. All hours
of the night had found him wakeful, in those wild old days,
when he had been the prince of crackamen, when his new
life and its possibilities had not yet dawned upon him,
Those dark days were never to roturn. But the experience
he had gained under such strange conditiona was useful to
him now. He reached the footpath that led through the
wood towards the moor, and followed it fast. Ere long
he ¢came out on the bluck expanse of the moor.

All was blackness there, The few stara were hidden by
olouds. There was no moon; and well he knew that moon-
leas nighta wero chosen by tho baby-killers for their savage
raids., That very night, perhaps, the Zeppelin was to come.
There was no military camp 1 tha neigﬂhuurimnd There
were no military works that could give a pretext for an
attack, If the attack came, it would be as it- had been
before—without eny military reason that could furnish an
excuse for it. The intention would bo to *‘strike terror'—
to leave a ftrail of death and desolation through tho quict
Sussex countryside—as it had been loft in Norfolk. South-
ampton harbour, perhapa, might be the principal objective,

ut all waa grist that came to the mill of the Huns, If

yloombe Church and Wayland market-place were blown
to pieces—il & bomb dropped upon 8t. Jim's and destroyed
leeping schoolboys—it was all in the game, as played by
he Kaiser and the Prussian war-lords,

And the dull Prussian understunding could not realise that
suoh rascally outrages, instead of causing panic, only rendered
more grim and unwavering tho detormination to see the war
through ta & finish, and never to lay down arms until Prussian
barbarism lay humbled in the dust.

Darkness on the wide moor—no gleam of light to break the
gloom. Talbot had reached the hollow, thick with furze,

hera the secret signaller had been at work, Dut there was
En light to be seen. The German epy was not at work,

But Talbot was patient.

He crept down quietly into the hollow, as near as he conld
judge to the spot where tho rascal had been at work. There.
iml buried in the furze, he waited, If the man ecame back
to renew his signalling, Talbot was ready to deal with him,
Tn the pocket of his coat he had a small loaded canc—his
only weapon, but an effective one at clese guarters,

That the spy would be armed, and that he would not
hesitate at murder, Talbot knew, Buat ho had no fear. He
had no thought but to get to closs guarters with the raseal,
and deal with him band-to-hand. The danger did not
gount,

Heo was patient, and he waited. It was a mild spring
night; but i it had been ecold he would hardly have
noticed it

Midnight waa long past, but he was tireless. He did not
intend to leave his post till dawn was at hand, leaving him
just time to get back to 8t. Jim's and avoid discovery. For,
of course, that was essentinl. Ho was doing what Le had
marked out as his duty DBut he could hardly expect his
Housemaster to take the same view of the mattor.

There waa a rustle in the furze—a sound of footsteps!

At last!

Was 1t the German?

Who clse conld it be at that hour, in that lenely spot? T
was two o’clock in the morning,

Talbot starcely breathed. i

Whoover it was, the man was coming directly towards

him. At that moment the slars gleamed once more through”

a rift in the clouds.

Within six feet of the junior a man in an overcoat, with
2 large bag in his hand, loomed up over the furze.

Heo caught sight of Talbol at the same moment, and gave
a violen{ start. _ )

Talbot's hand, in his pocket, gripped the loaded eane.
Was it the German? The man did not look like a German.

“Waal, I guess you startled me."”
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It was o nasal volee, with a strong American aceent.

The stranger came a little closer to Talbot, peering at him
it the gloom., Talbot watched him intently. He saw dimi;
a thin, keen face, with a short grey beard in the * goatee
stylo, and two very sharp, narrow cves,

1 guess 1 didn't cxpect to meet anybody hyer,” went on
the stranger. “But I kinder reckon U'm glad of it, young
man. Perhaps you can tell me whether I'm on the right
road to Wayland—what?"

“You are going to Wayland?” asked Talbot, deeply dis-
appointed,

The man was evidently an American, and if he was not
the spy, his coming there, and the sound of voices, might
havo scared the real spy away. Yet it was possibly a trick.
It was not an uncommon practice for German spies to- use
at"’q.!]jﬁri{!un names and Amorican passports  obtained by

rickery.,

Talbot was on his gnard.

“1 guess I'm trying to,” said the stranger. “But it looks
to me as if I've missed the path., And this hyer’s heavy, 1
can tell you!”

* Lost your way?"

“I guess s0; and if you can put me right I'll eall it real
good of you. I came down by the last train to Rylcombe—
that sleepy hollow yonder—and they told me it was an hour's
wallkk to Wayland, If I haven't been three or four hours

tramping on this durned moor vou can kick me, sir—kick
me hard! Not o signpost to be seen, not a signboard—
nothing, sir. This isn’t how we run things over the water,
I guess! Yow, I reckon I'm tired, some!”

*1 ean show wou the way to Wayland, if vou like,” said
Talbot.

“¥You can! That’s real good of you! Is it far?”

£ 13

A good hour.

“0Oh, by gum!" said the American gentleman dismally,
“You don't say! I suppose I've taken the wrong path—
thongh I'm durned if I could see any %ath at alll Young
man, if you'll show me how to get to Wayland I'll be ever
sgo much obliged to you."

Talbot was watching the man earefully in the dimness, Ti
ho was not what he appeared to be, he played his part well
If he were the spy, masquerading as an American, of conrse
he had his story all ready, in case of an encounter while he
was at work on the moor., The large bag perhaps contained
tho lamp he had used for signals. Talbot would have given
a good deal to see the interior of that bog. But that was
searcely possible,

“I guess we'll get on then—what?” asked the stranger,

““This way,” said Talbot,

They tramped through the Furze. Talbot had his own
roasons for going to the market-town with the stranger—to
ascertain whether he was really what he stated himself to
be, and where he lived there,

“1 guess this is real good of you!” said the stranger, as
they tramped over the moor. “1 might have wandered
about wll night on this moor., I wasn't even going in the
rircht direction. But what are you doing out at this time of
niglﬂ-—w-lmt'." A bit late for a kid of your age, I should
SR

“Yeq, it is late,” said Talbot, who had not the slightest
Lul:entinn of explaining, " Shall I carry that bag for yon a

it??l -

“You'll bo careful with it? It’'s my samples, vou know,"
said the other, passing the bag willingly enough to Talbot.

The junior felt his suspicion dying away. 1f the man had
been s suspicious  character, and tha bag contained his
signalling-lamp, =surcly he would not have relinguished it so
cheerfully,

“T'll be careful,” said Talbot. *It's not so vory heavy,”

“ Heavy enough when a man's carried it three or four
hours,” said the American, with a chuckle. “I'm glad to
et vid of it for & bit, but I'll take it again presently. You
haven't told moe what von've doing out here vourself. Ixense
my curipsity. Americons always ask guestions, you know."

Talbot laughed.

“I'm a schoolboy, and T've broken bounds,” he
“That's all. You are an American?"

“T guess so. Namo of Gunn—Ephraim Guun, drommer,”

“Drommer?” sald Talbot,

My, Gunn chuckled.

“I guess you onll them commercial travellers
conntry,” he explained.

““Oh, I sec!”

Tf Mr. Gunn was haying a part, he was certainly plaving
it well. He scemed to know tho American langnage
thoroughly.

Talbot tramped on. carrying the bag, and quite on his
guard. He had left his watch, to show the Amniorican the
way—and to “bowl him ont " if hoe was not what he
pretended to be, While he waa absent the signaller might
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be ot work., But that had to be visked, Tt was r.ﬂ:'idr:ntiy the
best thing to do to satisiy hinself of the bona-hdes of thas
stranger who had evoppod np ab the very place where he was
expecting the signailer, :

Talbot was not blind to his pervil. If this man was the
spy, and wis keen fo get to his signalling, he might be at
tﬁut. very monient only watching for an  opportunity of
knocking the junior on the head.

But he made no suspicious movement. T}nz_tt, of course,
was no proof of his gemuineness. If his business was to
remain it the neighbonrhood and earry on his spymg, kﬂ::rf!l{-
ing the boy on the head would be a little too risky. The
boy would be missed, and scarched for; and to excite general
alarm and excitement close to the scene of his operations was
not the ~pv's business.  If he was the man whom Talbot had
heatd ‘mutter, “ Noch nicht,” he had perhaps resolved to
abandon his nefarious work for that night in order to escape
exciting suspicion,

Mr., Gunn chatted on garrulously while these thonghts were
passing through Talbot's mind. He told the jumor his line
of business, and the orders he hoped to get in Wayland, and
other information of -the ssme sori. He stopped at last on
the footpeth that led to the macket-town.

“This lead to Wayland?? he asked,

U802 apid Talbot.

“Then T guess [ won't trouble you to come any further.
You onght to have been in bed long ago.”

“T'1 walk the rest of the way,”” said Talbot,
now. "

“Oh, dew't 1II'L'|HL1L-.”

albot pouscd,

T‘f’nf I\!.':-H,” he said. *“You can find the way from here
vasily cnough.  You've only gob to keep straight on”

“Thanks! Good-night |

“ Goad-night 17

Mr. Cunn took lis bag, and tramped  away  towards
Wavland, Talbot watched him out of sight in the gloom,
and then walked away, He did not go fay. 1 the American
geitleman was, after all, the German spy playing a eunning
part, e had got rid of his H:‘.Hli(‘ probably 1n order to double
hack, aud get to his signalling work.  And if that was the
case, Talbot intended to know ik

“T% 15 & far
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CHAPTER 23.
At Close Quarters,
FTAALBOT halted a dozen paces from the feotpath, und

ﬂ'ﬂ slipped into a thicket. There he waited.  If Ephraim

Gunn came back, it would be proof enough that his
crory was false, and Talbot would be sure-of his man.

He waited pationtly, watching the footpath, and listenmg.
In the pale glimmer of the stars Le conld not have failed to
oo anyone who passed, and his keen ears would not have
lost o sound. )

But a quarter of an hour passed, and there was no sign,

Me. Gunn did not come back, |

Talbot left his post ab last; but he did net start for the
«hool. Ho tramped back over the moor in the direction of
ilie hollow where he had met Mr. Gunno If the man was
the spy, he might have been  cunmng cnough to make
assurance doubly sure by making a detour, in case the boy
Jonld be lingering on the moor. In that case ho might
e already back at the hollow, at work with his signalling
dpparatusz.

Talbot meant to know, The hollow was on
alsa the loneliest part of the moor, and was
«pot where the lipht-signals conld be made .
of bieing seen from Rvleombe or Wayland or the surrounding
farmhouses.  That, of course, was why the spy had chosen
. and if his razcally work was to be done that mght it
voukd be done i the same spot.

Talbot gave a violent start as he eame near the hollow.
tor from the dark furze a light had suddenly flashed up.

The zecret signaller was at work,

Taliot. hurried his steps. Was it {the Ameriean, who had
donbiled haek by a different path, or had the spy arrived there
while Talbot was showing Mr. Gunn the way to the town ¥
[t waus impossible to tell, but evidently the man was at work
now,  Flash followed Aash, with intervals of darkness. That
the Aashes were part of a code of signals Talbot could easily
gness, though, of course, the menning was not ntelligible to
hi, ITe looked up at the sky, but the heavy banks of elouds,
low down on the moor, shot off the stars.

A fleot of nirships might have been a hundred yards above
i head, and he would not bhave seen them, would not have
known unless they were low enough for him to hear the theoh
of the eneines, _

They might be conung at that very moment—the spy

the highest. and
almost the only
without dangoer

Next Wednesday's Number of " THE GEM * will be the usual F

rice
1d., and will contain a Splendid Long, Complete Story, entitled -

2d;

« THE GEM"” LIBRARY.

One Penny. 3l

evidlontly belioved g0, That was why he was signalling. Te
th= German airimen, who selected moonless nights for theie
murderons raids, signals were very necessary, They did nof
vwant to waste their bombs in the fields, and they wanted to
know very mueh whether British aeroplanes were to be feared.
Thoze signals, which Talbot did not understand, conveyed
intelligenee to those who could read them, all the imformation
the spy could impart as to any preparations in the districk
against air raids, and indications of the direction to be steered
in order to drop the bombs with effect.

But no answering flashes came from the sky; there was no
sound, no sign, from the rolling e¢louds above. The lights
signals wents on, however. It was possibie that the German
intended to keep thern up for hours, lle could not be certain
at what hour the expected Zeppelin would arrive—possibly
wis not assured even as to the particular night chosen for
the raid. 1lis business was to be there ready.

Talbot came to the edge of the hollow, and looked down on
the flashes. In the davkness he could see nothing else. )

e drew the loaded cane from his coat. and gripped it
hard. Then he trod softly down the slope. Well he knew that
he might never Jeave that lonely hollow alive

It dense darkness, broken only by the flashes of blinding
licht befgre him, he erept on, closer and closer,

His foot eaught in a trailing root, and he stumbled. The
sound he made was slight—very slight-——but it reached the
keen cars of the spy. There was a sharp, involuntary ejaculas
tion from the unseen man.

“Wer da 77

The light disappeared nstantly.
sound. He sprang forward fercely; concealment was useless
now, Ile did not speak. He rushed straight in the direction
of Lthe sound, his weapon gripped in his hand.

But the blackness blinded him; he could see nothing. The
loaded cane swept through the air, but it met with no
resistance,  Talbol half expected a pistolshot, but 1t did
not come. Me heard a sound again—a distant rustle, 'The
German was fleeing. Setting his teeth, he dashed in the
direction of the rustle, slashing with the cane, but the man
was gone. e balted, breathless, savagels angry, and listened,
his ears strained for the slightest sound.

But no sound eame to him,

The German was gone—the blackness of the night had

swallowsd him up, ;
“"The junior gritied his teeth with angry disappointment.
Il waited on the edge of the hollow, seanning the dark moor,
while the minutes passed, but the German did not returm.
And there were no light-signals from any other direction.

From the high ground where he stood Talbot could have
digzorned them in any part of the moor. ITe waited long, with
& faint hopo that the rascal might return. Bui the spy bhad
beeon too thoroughly alnrmed by the intereuption.  Another
hour pessed, and there was no s1gn,

Talbot gave it up at last, Tt was nearly four o'clock, and
he had none too much time to get back to 5t. Jim's befors
the firet grey of dawn. [t was pretty certain that no more
signals would be made that night—the raiders would not come
go late. With a frowning brow, the junior tramped away
towards the school.

There was a glimmer of grey in the sky wien he Found
himself once more in the Shell dormitory in the Bchool House.
The juniors were fast asleep. Talbot undreszed hastily and
turned in, and he was asleep almost as soon as his head
touched the pillow.

He was still sound asleep when the rising-bell clanged out
over the school in the sunny spring morning,

He did not wake up at the sound of the bell. The rest of the
Shell turned out, and the fellows turnied surprised glances
iowards Talbot’s bed.  Talbot was nob usually o slacker.
Tom Merry did not look at him. He understood only too
well why Talbot was fast asleep after the nising-bell had
gone,

Kangaroo shook Telbot by the shoulder, and he awoke.

“Turn out, you blessed slacker ! exclaimed the Cornstall,
“ Rising-bell’s stopped.”

Talbot rublbadd his eyes.

“HMas 1£7 Oh, thanks!"” He {urned oul at oneo,

“Bleepy ¥ elinckled Glyn.

“¥es, a Iat.™

““This is what comes of getting late to bed. What the denca
didd you stay out till half-past ten for last mght?"” demanded
Glyn.

“T went home with Brooke to tea, and staved laler than I
onght to have done, and T didn’t hurry commg back.”

“Vou didn't ! What did Carvington say 7"

“1le said * Good-uight,” ™ said Talbot, laughing.

“ Lines, I suppose

T NP

Talbot heard a rusthng
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There was a general exclamation. |

“Yon didn't even got lines?” growled Gore, 1 rail it
rotten favouritismm. I°Il Liek i;uu must have told Careington
some thumping yarn to siuff him up. then” -

Talbot made 1o reply to thet remark, He was plunging
his sleepy face into cold water. '

“Must have been an awfullv good warn if it satisfied
Carrington,” said Crooke. “I didn't know you were such o
Eood hand as an Ananias, Talbot.”

But Talbot did not answer. FHe did not want to explain
his adventure to the whole Form and cause it to become the
talk of the school. His work was not done yet, and secreey
was needed. He did not oven guess what conclusion Tom
Merry was drawing from his silence—he did not know that
Tom Merry, alone among the Shell fellows, was aware that he
had gone out again after his return to the dormitory the
pravious night.

But Tom Merry did know it, and he was drawing his
own conclusions from it, and from Talbot's silenca on the
subject. Tha fellow who would once have trusted Talbot
against the whole world had lost the last vestige of faith in
bim at last.

— =

CHAPTER 24,
The Benefit of the Doubl.

ALBOT was restless and thoughtful that day.
H The want of sleep on the previous night told upon
him to some extent, though his iron constifution
ﬁnabled himn to bear that better than most fellows conld have
one,

His mind was fully eccupled with the strange adventure of
the night.

He had eagerly seanned the morning paper for news of a

eppelin raid; but thera wns not a word upon the subject.

Lvidently the Zeppelin had not come. From which Talbot
concluded that the lght-signal: would be made from the
moor on the following night.

That night, therefore, there was work for hin to doo 8o
fav as warning the authorities was concerned, he had done
all he could. And he had done all he could *on his own.™
and with better luck he might have sueceeded in laving the
sy by the heels,

Luck had failod him there, but hie was not finished vet,

Mr. Linton found Talbot, for once. inattentive in class, and
1e spoke to him sharply onee or twire, and Talbet pulled
himself together, and tried to fix his attention unpon bhis
work; but it required an effort,

His precccupation did not escape notice; it was only too
tloar to Tom Merry that the Toff wu- worried and resiless.

T'om was worried, too,

e had resolved that the old feiendship should Le dead
anil done with, that he would give no [uriher thought to
Talbot, and not trouble his mind about the Toff in anv
way, But it was easier said than done. ‘I'o resolve to banish
Talbot's concerns from: his mind was easy; to carry out the
resolution was another matier.

IFor it ssemed to Tom Merry Talbiot was on the brink, that
the abyss of the past was open to swallow him up again, and
that he was driving headlong to his ruin.  Abzence from the
dormitory in the middle of the night, preoccupation and rest.
lossness by day, all pointed to the same eonclusion. If Dliss
Maric's story had becn correct, and Hookey Walker was gone,
why had Talbot left the dormitory in that secret fashion,
lraving a dummy in his bed to deccive a inaster’s eve if g
chance visit were paid to the boys' aleeping quarters ¢

So deeply was Tom Merry's faith in his old chum shaken. so
deep was his fear of what might have happened, that he wouldl
not have been surprised if there had been news that morning
of a robbery in the neighbourhood. So hia dark doubts had
veached that point at last,

Talbot, ignorant of what was passlng in the mind of the
captain of the Bhell, avoided Tom a2 usual that day.

But that day he felt more keenly than ever before the loss
of Tom's friendship, IHe would gladly have related lhis
discovery to hia old chums, had taken counsel with them, and
obtained their help in the task he had set himself,

But that was impossible now. IIe had (o keep his own
counsel.  He eould not speak to the Terrible Three, and there
was an end of it.

Ho was keen to get away, and ho waz not at ecase in his
mind until lessons for the day were over. It was a lialf-
holiday that day, and Tulbot had made his plans for the
afternoon. Gladly he would have shared them with his ol
chums, but that thought he dismissed from his mind with
a sigh,

After dinner Talbot camo ant of thie Bcheol House with his
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vaat avd cap on. The chatus of Btudy Noo 6 slopped lum en
the stens of the Lonse,

“Hold on ! seid Jack Blake, * Where are you rushing off
Lo i u harey 5"

“I'mogoimg ont.”™ =aid Tualbet,

$AILL on your lonely cwn ¥

“Yea,” satd Tulbot, Muzhing a litile. _

“Then yvou can chuek it up and come with us,” said Blake.
*“The one and only has had o whacking remltiance, and we'rs
going oul on tho razzle,”

“Weally, Dlako—"

“You're awlully gond.”™ =aid Talbot, “but——="

“Pway don't give us any buts, deah boy,” said Arthur
Auvgustus D'Argy. * Weoe are goin’ to have h eah out, And
I've got n wippin’ ideah. I have asked Miss Mawie if she
can come for a wun, and it appeahs that she can’'t. But if you
ask her, it is barely poss that she may be able to come—see 72

Talbot smilod,

“Grussy is bursking with good ideas.” said Dighy. # How
do vou do these things, Gussy ?”

“Weally, Dig—"

“Tell Miss Marie T'll hring Towser,” anid Herries, 1E
anything could have decided the Little Sister to come, Hérries
felt that that would do it

“Weally, Hewwies, T utlahly wefuse to have that wotten
Dulldog in the call. You can tie him on behind if you like,”

“*Fathead 1" said Ilcreies,

“Gond ™ said Blake heartily. “Tie him on behind the
car with a chain round his neck, Herries.”

“You silly nga! That would choke him [

“Yes; that's what 1 mean,” said Blake blandls,

“Why, vou—you :

Words failed Herrics, A matter that Study No. 6 nover
conld agree upon was the wmerits and demerits of Herries'
bulldo,

“Pwny wun awav and ask Miss Mawie now Talbot,” said
Arthur Mogostus D" Avey persuasivelw,

“I'm oreally sorrvy [ can’t comie,™ said Talbot.
to got off, To-tal”

Aned without making any Fnether explanation to the Fanrtli-
Formers, Talbot wallked down to the gates,

Arthur Augnstus indulged i a eniff.

“| wegard that,” he sad emphatically, “as wolten! 1
woegard it s vewy wobten 17

“Alallo I saad Alonty Lowther., coming out of the TTanse
wilh Tomn Mevry and Manners,  *“Who has been offending
vour Sercne Highness now, Cussy? OF with Lus head !

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Who has dared,” said Lowther solemnly, * Lo bring that
frown to the augost brow of the One and Only 17

“Tway don't be an ass, Lowthali! T have asked Talbot 1o
et Bliss Blowio to come ont in the eah with vua For some
extwoardinawy weaszon I eanoot compwiehend, Miss Mawie
thinks more of Talbot thao asy othee chap in the sehool,  Aned
lic won't ! Whe silly duffall powefers to go out by himself.
I wegard i6 as wank lunacy for a chap to want to spend a
half-hpliday all by himself. I should thiok e would gel
watlinl fed up with his own society—what 1

And Arthur Augustus gave another sniff, and walked away
with his ehiums,

Toin Merey compre <sed Lis lips,

“Uoming ent?7 asked Lowther, witlh an uneasy look ab
T o,

Teoin shook his Ll

“There's Levison.™  said
himy now i you hike”

*Tlarvdly necossars vow,” said Tom

“Why not? Anvthing happened

Y os

“Got it ol vour chest,™

Tom Blevry id not speals, howesvere, L they were oul in
Lhe eguael, and safe From other vars,

“Talbot was ont of e dorin Last niehl,”™ he said abeaptly,

“You mean ho came w lato 77 -

"1 mean be went eul again after eleven, and he hadu's
comme 1 oat theee o'cloele, I heard (hreo <teike before 1 wenk
fo sleep again,'”

Lowther and Manners losked serious,

“And, wccording to Bliss Mavie, Hookesy Walker's on his
way tn Ameriea,” said o, L suppose he hae fooled her,
I can't help thinking s0.”

“Well, T suppose it's o Lisiness of nurs.™ sald Towther
mneasily,  FFWelve nothinge o odo wath hitn now. anel he ean
do as be likes ™

“1Te aneans o, apporonbe)™ sand Lo, Bt =n't 1t any
Buginess of our=2 o pwo sindds whether it onght o Le
reported to the Head.™

Liowther startod,

#1've gob

Musterss #We conll speak to

i
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“Tom! We can't sneak about the chap! What are you
thinking of ¥

"What I'm thinking of is this. If Talbot is in the hands
of the gang again, he 1s going straight on the road to prison.
Ile ought to be stopped. Have we any right to let matters
zo on like this, and bring that disgrace on the schooll Even
for his own sake he ought to be stopped. Admitting that
that isn't our busincss, as he's no longer a friend of ours,
what about the disgrace when it comes cut? It must come
out sooner or later. Suppose we hear that there has been a
robbery—"*

“Tom !"” exclaimed Manners, in a startled voice.

“What else can it mean?” said Tom. _

ITiz chums looked at him helplessly. If Tom Merry's faith
m Talbot was gone, so utterly dead as this, what were they
to think ?

“I—I ean't believe it,” sald Lowther.
have gone out for some other reason.”

“What reason 77

" Blessed if I know! But——"

Tom Merry laughed bitterly. :

“I don't know what to do, end that's a fact,” he said.
“It looks to me as if he has gone back to his old days, and
even deceived Miss Marie.”

“Hold on!' said Lowther. * Let's speak to Levison. We
can settle that point, anyway.”

“Not much nse——-"

“Rats! We'll see what Levison has to say. Don’t be so
blessed obstinate !

Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders, but he assented.
Levison was in the quadrangle, and the Terrible Three bore
lown on him. The ecad of the Fourth stopped as they came
up, his nsual sarcastic smile on his thin lips.

“We want to ask you a question,” gaid Lowther, *You
ean answer it or not, as you think fit, Did you pay Talbot
five pounds last weel ?7

Levison stared,

“I don't sce how that concerns you,” he said.

“0Oh, come away ! said Tom Merry impatiently.

“"Hold on!" said Levison. I don't mind telling wou.
You know that Talbot was hard up last week, as he sold his
;Jikl?. As a matter of fact, I did settle the five quid I owed
i, "

“You did ! exelaimed Tom.

“Yes, 1 did! Burprising, ain't it 7" said Levison, with a
eneer. Mot what you would have expected of me. But,
vou see, as Talbot's own chums had left him in the lurch, 1t
was up to me, and as I owed him the tin, T made an effort
and got it for him. I'd have done it if I hadn't owed it to
hine, ns a matter of fact, if he'd have taken it. We don’t
all turn our backs on a fellow when he's hard hit.”

Tom Merry set his teeth, To be leetured by the black sheep
of the Fourth was a little too much., But he kept his temper
with an effort.

“Would you mind telling ws what time you paid him ™
he asked, ** Was it late in the day 77

“Blessed if you're not a regular Inquisitive Jack "' said
Levison, with a laugh. “ But it was late in the day, since
you ask, Tt wasn't casy for me to get the money, I handed
it :cuq]!]imlulj:mt calling-over, as near as I ean remember,”

Tharnlks!™

The Terrible Three lelt Levison, who starcd after them,
pviddently sarprised by the questioning.

“"Well,” said Lowther, *“that scttles that point.
Tulbot told Miss Maric was true enough.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yoes, it looks all right. TIf he'd drepped breaking bounds
at night I'd take it as settled. 1'd be glad enough to believe
the =ame na Miss Marie, Bul—but why was he out of doors
at all lust nicht? What has he gone off by himself for this
u{mrnnma? It's all rot about his wanting to go for a walk
alone,

“ He—he might

What

ITe's got some engagement outside 8t Jim's, that's
plain coongh, How can we beheve that Hookey Walker is
gone 27

CWell, 1 looks pretty bad, T admit,” said Lowther, after
some thonght.,  “ Bat there may be an explanation. We're
not in Talbot's confidence now.  Anyway, Tom, we're going
to hold one tongues about him. It will be time enough (o
jump on him if wo find that—that——"

“That the Toff has been at work again—that there have
been eracksmen in the neighbonrhood,” said Tom bitterly.,

“That would settle it, T fupposc; but till then give the
chap the benefit of the doubt, Tom. Dash it all., yon staod
up for him when the whole school was down on him! Give
him o chance.  You seem to want to look on the worst side
of things now.”

“Ooodness knows T don't ! said Tom. " DBut T've given uip
hope, that’s all. And—and T can't forget that he was a pal,
I ran't forget how we hunted for him in London that time.
and found him frozen and starving. A fellow deesu’t forget
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those things in & hurry. If Talbot is going to the dogs—-"

Tom Merry broke off. His voice failed him, His words
erded in almost a sob,

" Let's get out,” said Lowther uneasily.
walk will do you good. No good moping."
And the Terrible Three went out of the gates, But that
afternoon’s walk was not a pleasant one, 1In spite of them-

selves, black care dogged their steps, and they could not
shake it off.

“Come on: a

—

CHAPTER 25.

Levison Lends n Hand,

ALBOT of the Shell entered the little railwav-station
at Rylcombe, and looked round for Trum le, the
porter.  That old gentleman was seated upon a

trolley, chewing a straw. Trains were few and far between
at Rylecombe, and Trumble woke up, as it were, whenever
?ﬂ]tlll;u‘:rn came 1n. He touched his hat civilly to the 8t. Jim'a
_ Talbot was there to make inquiries. He had been think-
ing over his meeting with the American ““drummer,” with-
out being able to come to a decision

Whether the supposed American was the German spy in
o cunming guise, or whether he was what he appeared to be
was what Talbot had to discover. After his unsuccessful
surprise of the spy on the previous night, it was probable
that the rascal would not return to the same spot to make
hiz light-signals. 1In the dark he had not seen Talbot, and
Talbot had not seer. him. But the rascal would know that
he was suspected now, He would fear that the hollow on
the moor would be watched. And he would probably give
th%{;r lfpnt a wli1dﬁ berth.

at spot he would choose for signalling on the followin

night, 'I‘aﬁ)lc‘:r.:rt-, of course, could not %unss.g ° . i
But there was a chance of getting upon his track, through
Mr. Gunn, the American commercial traveller. If Mr.
Gunn’s story was ‘“‘straight,”” it was at least curious, that
his haphazard wanderings on the moor should have brought
him to the ho'low where Talbot was watching for the
signaller. The man’s story had been plausible enough. He
had come down to Rylcombe by the last train, and had
started to walk to Waylind, and missed his way, Whether
he was genuine or not, he had taken Ta'bot simply for a
schoalboy, never suspecting that the lad was on the moor
for the pur}pﬂse of watching for the spyv. And had Talbot
known nothing of the spy, of course the plausible
explanation wonid have satisfied him,.

But as it was, he intended to put that commercial
travellor’s story to the test. It was easy enough to do so.
That was what had brought the Shell fellow to Rylecombe
Station.

“* Arternoon, Master Talbot ™ said Trumble,

* Good-afternoon ! ¥You were on duty here last night, Mr,
Trumble?” asked the junior,

Trumble nodded.

“You saw the last train in?” asked Talbot.

Y Yea, s

“T'm inquiring after somebody who came by that train,™
explained Talbot. ' Did you notice an American gentle-
man among the passengers?”

Mr. Trumble sli'muk his head.

“There was only three,” he said. “I knows them all.
My, Sands the grocer and his missus, and young George
Williams, what's in the noo Army, and come 'ome on
leave,”

“That was all?”?

“ That was all, Master Talbot.”

“Did you notice an American gentleman by any train
in the evening—a man with a pomted beard, carcying a
large bag?"

“Nag, sir. There wasn't any such man came to this ’era
station last night.”

“ Y ou are sure?"

1 was "ere all the time, and so I ought to be sure,” said
Trumble. .

“ Thanlk vou, Trumble! Very much obliged*

Talbot loft the station, his heart beating, and a gling in his

e,
{}Mr. Gunn's explanation of lvs presence on the moor was
False, He had not arrived at Rylcombe Station by the last
train, or any train, It followed that he had not started to
walle to Wavland, and missed his way. It was not by chance
thit he was on the moor at midnight.

T1f Mr. Gunn had been, as he stated, an ordinary American
cammoercinl traveller, there was no reason why he should
have lied about it. Talbot's half-formed suspicion was fully
confirmod now.

The man vwas not an American.  And the bag, instead of
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containing *“eamples,” had contuined the electric signalling
apparatus, In Talbot’s mind, there was not the shghtest
doubt of that now.

Talbot walked slowly along the village street, thinking
]|:u'§, He had no doubt now that the pretended Mr. Gunn
was the spy; thut he had doubled back after Talbob had
sccompanied him half-way to Wayland the previeous night,

It was a guestion now of getting aon the track of M.
(iunn.  That was the only miecans of finding the "secret
sienaller at lus ncfavious workT for that the rascal would
change his ground. after that encounter in the hollow, was
pretty certain.

Talbot, as he walked on with bent head and koitted
Lrows, passed the Terrible Three in the village strvect, with-
ont even scemyg them. They saw him, and watched him
cut of sight.

The Toff crossed Bylecombe Bridge, and took the shorlest
cul to Wayland. Tt was in that direction he had to look for
Mr, Gunn, That the spy was hidden somewhere in the
nejf]]h-:mr]mml theve was little doubl.  But  the junior
realised that he had a very extensive task before him. Near
Rylcombe the presence of any stranger would have excited
remark. But Wayland was a market town, and there the
matter was guite different.

The spy, in his character of an Amervican commercial
traveller, might be putting up at an hotel or inn, or in
lodgings. And in Wayland town lodgings were innumerable.
And Talbobt had only his own efforts to depend upon. He
knew that it was useless to go to Mr. Skeat with his sus-
picions of the commercial traveller. The conclusions he had
come to would not be shared by the inspeetor. And there
s no doubt thal the rascal had his papers, and his pass-
port, in order, to satisfy the police. To prove his guilt, it
was necessary to catch him in the act, And that was the
task Talbot had set himsell. And to keep a watch upon
him, it was mecesaary first to know where to find hin.

“ Penny for ’em!”

Talbot started as he was suddenly addressed. IHe stopped.
It was Levison of the Fourth. Levison regarded himx with
it ZTiil.

“Take the offer?’ he asked,

“ What—what "

“1 offered you a penny for your thoughts.” said T.evison,
““¥You must be thinking out seme awfully deep problem, I
should say.”

“ Yeg—no!"” muttered Talbot,

“ Anvthing wrong?’

ki Nﬂ-”

“ Where -are you going

“T—I'm going to Wayland jost now.”

¥ Good ! %'H come with you.”

Talbot nodded, not caving to tell Levison that his company
vus unwelcome just then.

“1 saw vou gpo off alone.” Lievison explained. I thought
I'd look for vou, as vou seem to have nothing on this aftor-
poon. Why don’t yvou tell me whal you've teving {o puszle
ont? Perhaps I conld help vou.”

Talbot coloured. It was not much use trying to conceal
from Levison’s keen eves that there was =omething on his
mminid. He walked on for some minutes in siience, the blaelk
sheep of the Fouvth watching lum with curiens, sidelong
lances, .

*“Not hard up again?”

“i0h, wa

“ Not those old puls of yowrs bothering you—whiat 77

Talbot r-rimii.unm]l_

“Certainly not!”

“Oh, all screne! Don’t get hulfy,”" sad Levison easily.
“1 faney there are sonwe friends of vours 1 the school who
think =" He stoppoed alyuptly, “1i vou'd rather bop
alone, say so. and Ul cud oft. T thowght von might like even
wy company this alternoon.”

rl||1'|

Lovison asked,

“Perhaps yon could help me” Talbot suid, hall  to
himself. _ .
“T'd do anything I could,” said T.evizon eagevly, “IMang

it all, I think 've shown that I'm o friend of vours: though
vou naturaily don't value my friendship very highly. If
wau've ot 1uto a sevape, 1d do anvthiog to help you out of
it.  But vou're not the sort of chap to play the gidily ox, as
1 do.”

Talbot simded.

“No, it isn't that. I'm noet 1 a seeape, Levison. - You've
been mmeh longer ab St Jim's than 1 have, and vou know
the neighbourhood better. T want to fod a man in Wavland,
a1 ddon'’t kivow where he lives. !

Fevison looked astonished.

My hat! Easy oenough to inguire,” he said,
his nane "’

“*Ephraim Gunn.™
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“Oh crumbs! What & name! What is he

::An American conuncreial traveller”

Bound to be at one of the hotels, then. There's only
two in Wayland, and three or four inns. It wouldn't take
an hour to inguire at the lot.™

“1 think he's most likely to be in some very quiet spot;
semcwhere where ho wouldn't be likely to attract attention,”
said Talbot. * Somewhere where he wonld be able to get.
out at might without being specially noticed.”

““Great SBeott ' ejaculated  Levison involuntayily.

Talbdt looked at him, i

“Not a burglay, by any chance?' asked Levison. Talbot
made an angry gesture, and the Fourth-Fprmer went on
quickly : “ Don't get ratty ! 1 kuow it's all vight. But i
yvou had said that to any ather follow, Tl bet Lhe would have
jumped to the conclusion that it was one of your old pals
you were looking for. DBut 1 know it's all right, T'll help
you to find him, too, and without asking any questions.”

“I don't want to explain the matter,” said ‘Talbot
shorily.

“And T don't ask you to. T help you to find the man,”
said Levison. *‘T know a man in Waylend who can help us—
otubbs, the estate agent’s clerk., He knows every lodging-
house and every lodging-house keeper in Wayland, amd he
could find out as casy as falling off a form.”

Talbot’s face brightened up. They lost no time in gelting
tn Wayland, and Levisen ealled at onece upon Mr. Stubbs,
who was one of the “gay dogs’ with whom Levison asso-
ciated when he had any money. Talbot waited for him in
the street. Levison rvejoined him in about ten minutes

““Any news?"” asked Talbot eagerly,

Leviaon laughed.

“Yes, rather [ Btubbs nows him.  © Awluolly lzeen businesa
hand,” Stubbs savs. 1le's tryving to find an opening in this
country for an American cutlery firm. Thinks there's a good
chance of extending business during the war, you know,
stubbis has done some business with him—finding him ecus-
tomers, for. a comnussion, amd that Lkind of thing, He's
booked o ‘wood many orders in Waylawd, doing such good
pusiness that he's staving on lonzer than he hod intended. ™

Talbot felt a chilling doubt for a moment,

Was 1t possible, after all, that old Tromble had been nira-
taken, and that the American *“drummer ¥ was gemune? 1If
he was playing a part, he was evidently playing it svith the
egreatest thoroughness.

“¥You've found out where he lives, then?" aslod Talbot.

“¥ea: tho best hotel i the place—the vew holel,™ said

Lovison, **The Royval. He's gol two vooms there, and has
a little parly sometimes—enrds, voun know ; amd Stnbus 1s one
of the eleetl.”
C Again Talbot felt a chill of doubt. 1le¢ had naturally con-
cluded that the spy wonld seek to avoul observation, There
was not much chance of avouding observation in the ghring
new lotel at Wavland, Certainly, for a man with an iron
perve 16 wasz the safest plan.  [Te avoided suspicion by keep-
ing well in the public eye, Yot he must run the rizk of
betne spotted when he made his midnight excursions to
the moor to send up the light-signals,

“You want to call on the man?” asked Levison, who was
greatly puzzled, though he refrained from asking gquestions,

“Yes," sand Talbot resolutely, e made up his mind toat
1Ie had a pretext for the eall—to 1nguive whether Meo Gung
had got home safely, alter all, that nieht.  Tf the mun was the
Crevman #py, he wos not likely to suspeet a schioolboy in Etons
of keeping a wateh on hine  In the old davs the Tolt hadl
played mony parts, and he felt quite equal to dealing with M
Crvn withont awaloning his su=picions, It was necesapy
For Lo to hnow whether the man bad an easy aneans of
lopving the hotel withoutr arteacting attention,

“MThen I trol off.” sabd Levison,

ST sha' 't be long,” said Tulbot. © Bouppose yon wait for mae
in the bun-shop, and we'll have tea when 've seen this ehap”

“Right-ho ! satd Levizon, with alacrity,

Phoy preered, and Talbiot made bis way to the TTotel Ruoyval,

CHAPTER 24,
Talbet on the Track,

B, GUNN'S pame was woell koown ot the haolel, and
M Talbot was mformed that ha wis 1o lus rooms. The
St Jin's follow was shown np o the Amerivan
gentleman's quarters. My, Guon was rveclining inoan eisye
chair by an open witdow that gave a view of the long gardin
bohind the hotel sl the viver bevond 1, Tle was rowdine
ar Amevican newspapes. Blo lond it deown and rose as Talbot
wis announeed,
[To took a laree civar feom his month, and looked o the
Do Tncuiringt v,
SAMp Gunn ™ said Tullio,
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“That's me,” said the American gentleman. “I guess I
ﬂ’t quite recoguise you, though.” His manner was per-

ly natural,

" 'érm met me last night,” said Talbot.

"My word! You're the kid who showed me the way on
the moor 1" said Mr. Gunn. “I guess I didn’t sce you in the
dark, not very clearlv., Very kind of you to give me a lock
in! Squat down, sonny |"

Talbot sat down. There was not a detail in the room that
escaped the glance of the Toff, accustomed from of old to take
note of his surroundings without appearing to do so. He had
noted at once that Mr, Gunn's sitting-room looked on the
garden ; that there wos a baleony outside the French windows,
with steps down to the garden; and at the end of the garden
was the towing-path beside the river. Nothing would be
easier than for Mr, Gunn to come and go without the know-
ledge of the rest of the people in the hotel.

“You got home all right ¥ asked Talbot,

“T puess so—after you put me on the right leh.“ said Mr.
Guon. I was tired, though—waal, I swow! Bub how did
you find me here? I don’t kind of remember giviig you my
address, sonny.™

“A friend of mine knows a friend of yours,” said Talbot.
"He told me. The fact is, I was rather anxious to sce you."

“Yept?"” said Mr. Gunn inquiringly. * Not doing any-
thing in the Amecrican cutlery line, I guess?”

Talbot smuled.

1 Nﬂ-
night.”

“I reckon that was so,” assented Mr. Gunn,

“So paturally I don’t want it mentioned,” explained
Talbot. “If my headmaster knew it would meen a licking.”

Mr, Gunn laughed.

"I gucss I savvy now!” he remarked. **You trust me to
keep ns mum as a clam, sonny. I'm not giving you away
after the service you did me, I guess it was real good of
you! I might have tramped about till morning.”

“That's all right, then,” said Talbot, rising. “Thank you
very much, Mr. Gunn!”

“Not at all! Don't run away yet,” added Mr. Gunn
hospitably,

“My friend’s waiting for me,” said Talbot. " I--I thought
I'd just run in and mention that, that's all. Thank youw very
much! Good-bye 1"

“Good-bye !"" said Mr. Gunn, with an amused smile.

Talbot quitted the Amcerican gentleman's room and the
hotel. He had dizcovered all that he came there for. And he
fattered himself that Mr. Guon was not hkely to guess the
real reason of his call,

The Shell fellow made his way to the bunshop, where he
found Levison waiting for him at one of the little tables, Ile
dropped into a chuir, and they ordered tea. Levison was
looking and feeling very satisfied. Talbot of the Shell was
the only fellow Levison had ever felt any regard for, and ho
would have been glad to be Talbot's pal. Not that there was
mneh likelihood of that coming to pass—their natures were
tov utterly unlike for that.

“Been your man?™  asked
mulfins and tea and cake,

Talbot nodded,

“Not much  your line, 1 should have thought,” =aid
Levison. “Gunn is one of the boys, according to Stubbs,
There's o little party on his rooms this evening, and
Stubbs asked me.™

“You!" =aid Talbot. *' How could yon go?"

“There are ways and means,'” he [':[ﬁninml
NG, Tor this evemng so far ns I'm concerned,
You'll have to pay [or (his feed,™

“It's my treat,”™ said Tulbot, smiling, ** So there's a littlo
party in Guoir's Tomns for this evening, is there "

“Yoes—poker,” saud Levison, “'I'm afraid it would be n
it too high for me, even if 1 were in funds.  But T mustn’t
tnlk about that to you, 1 shall sheek you,” he added, with his
sareastic smile.

“1 suppose they keep it up pretty late 2 said Talbot,

“Midnight at least,"” answered Levizon,

Talbot was very thoughtful while they finished tea. When
they left the bunshop and started to walk home to St. Jim's,
a voiee hailed them from o motor-car on the road:

“Loin' home, deah boy i™

Talbot looked roumd, It was the Study No. 6 party, The
ear eame to o hialt hy the roadside,

“Yes, we're going back,”™ saiud Talbot.

Wak: & Co looked eather queerly at Lovison, They were
surprised to hind lom on these apparently intimate terms
witii Talbot of the Shell.

“Well, junp in, deah boys, and we'll give yvou a lift,” said
Avthur Augustus,  “We have had a wippin® wun, and you
were aosillay doffah not to come with us,  Miss Mawie might

I'm a schoolboy, and I was out of bounds last

Levison, as Lhey discussed

“But it's
I'm stony.
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have come if you had. Howevah, jump in. ¥ou, toe,
Levison, deah boy.” _ J

“Thanks!” said Talbot. He stepped into the car with
Levison, and the chauffeur started again. .

Tho chums of Study No. 6 were in great spirits, and they
talked enough for half a dozen, so Talbot’s th:_:ughtfu]neun
was hardly noticed. When they arrived at St. Jim's, Talbot
made hie way to the Head's garden. As he expected, ho
found the Little Sister in the summer-house, knittingy
Marie was ulwafa Imilttiug in these days. She greeted the
Toff with a bright smile.

“My father I:Em written,” she said. “T shall be able to sc@
him before he starts for the front. Of course, he canngb
come here. He goes next week, You will take me to sed

him, Toff 17 _

““Yos, rather!” said Talbot. T shall be jolly glad to see
him myseli too! This is a change from the old days, Marie.
The Thiceves' Club would be surprised if they could see the
Professor now in khaki” 1 )

“T am thankful he has done with that,” said Marie, her
face becoming very grave, ‘‘though I cannot help thinking of
the danger he is going into. There will be many, many brave
men who must Ilﬂi before they march into Berlin,

“ A man must die some day,” said Talbot, "“and who could
wish for a better death than that—facing the enemy and
fichting for the old flag? It's worth giving up a few years of
life to die like a man. If I were older—" He broke off,;
“But we'll hope that he will come home safe and sound,
Marie—and Mr. Railton teo."

“There's something I think I ought
You will not be angry 7" _

“Not with you, Marie,” said the Toff softly.
dear?” .

“1 :pﬁL;': to Tm;t Iv}{nrrrk y?sturdn;f.

= about me?" he asked. ; -

“%qﬁmw that—that you were troubled about it, Toff, ﬂ:&
Marie, in & low voice. *'I—I thought that if 1 explained 2
him about—about Hookey, you know, it would make 1t a
right. He is a good fellow, I thought that h¢ '::*uuld asld
your parden for having doubted you, n.nd—a,utll;— ' :

“It has made no difference,” said Talbot. *But I'm g
you have explained, }ga;rie dear. Ile knows, then, tha

Walker is gone?’
H?‘cihtild%him 50, nﬁmd the reason why you helped that man,
Toff. But—but—"

Talbot shrugged his shoulders, ) ' .
“You 3hnuﬁ’lu'l worry anbout me, Marie. Il's all right. Ib

it me hard, but I am getting used to it. I can’t help thinking
illflit Tom has chan u-dghia mind about wishing to pal with a
fellow with a past like mine, and I can't blame .'I'umi e:tl"ser.
How can I expect him to trust me ? Let it rest. “I ghall always
have ona pal agmeiil MFIT change, at least.

“ Never,”' sai ario softly. ——

There was comfort for the Toff in that thought. Even if his
chums had desorted him, there was one loyal heart that

would never change.

CHAPTER 27.
The Clouds Roll By.
T{]M MERRY was very silent that evening.

to tell you, Toff.
““What i3 1%

Manners and Lowther hardly succeeded in extracting
a word from him, . _

He did his preparation like a fellow in a dream, and it was
not likely that his work would meet with the approval of
Mr. Linton in the morning. But Tom Merry was not thinking
of Mr. Linton. 2 W

One thought—one terrible thought—hammered in his mind.
Talbot, his old chum, was lost to l|Eoil'.r1 « and that he could hln.vﬁ
borne, but that was not the worst. The Toff, the one-time
cracksman whose reform had cost him such a bltter‘ﬁlmggle.
was on the brink of irreparable ruin. For, so far as Tom could
see, it could mean nothing e¢lse. If Hookey Walker was

one, if the old associates of his evil days no longer had a
E-::ahl upon the Toff, why that mistermua absence from the
dormitory? And if Hookey Walker was not gone, Talbot
had lied to Marie, and only for one reason—to conccal even
from her the fact that he was slipping back into the old
WayA. ¢

What could come of it? What but discovery, disgrace,
ruin?  Perhaps the Toff did not care. Perhaps he was weary
of the orderly life as a scholarship boy at 8t, Jim's after the
excitement and adventure of his earlier days. The temptation
had been too strong for him, and he had succumbed. And yet,
under bitter temptation, he had held true before. If he was
yielding now, was it not perhaps because he had been
abandoned by the chums who had stood by him and helped
him to keep to the straight path?

That was a question that lay heavy upon Tom Merry's
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oconscience. He had felt that it was right to break with
Talbot; that he could not uphold him in what he was doing.
But what if that break had removed the last restraint, if by
his actions he had hurled his chum into the abyss of erime
and lawlessness? WWhat if the Toff might yet have been
saved by a helping hand held out in time?

To speak the first words towards a reconciliation, perhaps to
meet with o cold rebuff—that was not easy. But was it not
worth while to put his pride into his pocket if there was a
chance yet of saviug Talbot from destruction? 'To urge
him, to plead with him, if necessary—anything to keep him
from the path that he scemed bent upon following ?

Tom Merry glanced at Talbot when the Shell fellows went
up to the dormitory.’ Talbot did not notice it, he seemed
buried in thought. He turned in like the rest, and Tom
Merry turned in. Knox, the prefect, put out the light, and,
after the usual chatter, the juniors dropped off to sleep.

But Tom Merry could not sleep.

He felt, or rather knew, that Talbot did not intend to
remain there. And if he should go, should he be allowed to
go without a word? If he. left the dormitory, for what
purpose would it be? Tom almost trombled to think of
that. Should he let his old chum go without & word? Could
he not forgive him, even if he was sinking once more into the
pit from which he had so hardly escaped? Could he not make
excuses for the Toff, brought up among cracksmen from his
earliest years?

Ho lay sleepless, in tortured thought. What if he should
speak and bo rebuffed? 1If the Toil had decided upon his
course, he was not likely to listen to urging. Tom Merry
lay in misery, sleepless, while the hours tolled out from the
clock-tower, Half-past ten had sounded, when he heard
someone move. He knew that it was Talbot. He lay quietly,
listening. Ilo heard the faint sounds of a fellow dressin
quickly in .the dark, Ilis expectation had been fulfilled,
Talbot was leaving the dormitory. Still Tom Merry lay
silent, not knowing what he should do,

The door closed softly.

Talbot was gone,

Tom Merry started up in bed.
The Toff was gone—for what?
spite of humself.

Tom Merry sprang from his bed and dressed with hurried
hands. It did not take him many minutes. He quitted the
dormitory. He knew the way that Talbot must have taken,
1le entered the box-room. It was empty.

But the window was unfastened. In a minute more Tom
Merry was on the ground outside, peering about him in
the gloom of the night. Talbot had vanished, but he could
not be far away. Tom Merry cut away at a run towards
the school wall, at the familiar spot where the slanting oak
made it casy to climb the wall. That was the spot Talbot
v.iias Endﬂuhwdly making for; he could not be many seconds
ahead.

All Tom Merry's doubts and hesitation had vanished now.
e ran hard across the quad, careless of the risk of being
seen, The lower windows of the house were yet lighted;
masters and seniors were not yet gone to bed.

Tom Merry reached the old oak, panting. He caught a
momentary glimpse of a figure on the wall as it drop into
the road,

(1] r‘llnllh':.t; E'I‘I'

The next instant he was climbing. He clambered hurriedly
over the wall, and drepped to the ground.

l;l’i‘i“]bﬂt !H

The Toff had stopped. He had heard Tom Moerry's voice
ns the captain of the Shell enlled to him, just as he dropped
mto the road. Ie had stopped. He looked at Tom Merry
it the darkness with a startled face.

“Tom Merry! Itis you?" muttered Talbot.

“Yes," said Tom breathlessly,

*“I heard you go out—""

in “_f?“?n 'F

“1 heard you last night—"

Talbot started.

“Did you? Well??

Tom Merry panted.

*Talbot, are you mad? Think what it
moans !

Talbot looked at him more closely. Tom Merry's face was
white, his lips were quivering. A softer expression came over
the Toff's handsome face as he saw it. He did not speak ;
he stood quiet in the darkness by the school wall, in the
shadow of the overhanging troe,

“Think what it means!” panted Tom Merry. “Are you
going to lose everything that you've gained, Talbot? VYou
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must be out of your senses. And—and perhaps it's my faultw
partly my fault,” Tom Merry almost groaned the words,

Talbot looked at him curiously.

“What's your fault?” he asked.

“I can't help thinking, if I'd stuck to you—perhaps 1 ought
to have—then you might have—might have stuck it out.
I'm sorry! But—but even if we're not friends now, Talbot,
you must listen to me. Come back "

“Come back ! repeated Talbot,

“You must come back.”

i 'k"l'h ?ll

Tom {derry made a fierce gesture.

“Don’t you understand ? l{vhat hold have those scoundrelz
got over you? You were not like this before.”

“I understand—a little too well, perhaps,” =aid Talbot
grimly. *You broke with me because I perzisted in standing
by a man I'd known in the old days. I did not blame you.
His wife and child were starving, and I helped them. You
didn't believe that, and T did not expect you to believe:it.
But it was true, and Hookey Walker gave me his word
that he was keeping straight, and he kept his word. [
did not blame you for not believing it, but it was true. And
last week he went away. Marie told you so.”

“That 1s true ?"

“Quite true,” .

“But Hookey Walker was not the only one,” said Tom.
I should have believed it all if you had stopped this. But if
he i1s gone, why are you breaking bounds at night, the same
as you dicdd when he was here 7"

Talbot smiled slightly.

“I repeat that he is gone. I have not seen him for nearly
a week, he has started for America. I shall never see him
again, And as for any other member of the old gang, I have
not seen any of them. But it is useless to tell you so. There
was a time when you could take my word—when you took my
word against the whole school. T don’t blame you, Tom.
You've remembered the past, which you were always urging
me to forget, and you don't want to pal with the Toff—if's
natural enough. I've got sense enough to see that.”

“You—you can't think that!" said Tom, in a quivering
voice.  “You know the past never made any difference to
me. It's the present.”

“What is the matter now ?"

“The matter ! I've come here to stop you—to save you."

“To save me from what?"

“You know what!"

Talbot's face hardenod.

“I understand. You think T have lied to Marie—lied to
you. You fear that this means that the Toff is himself again,
You dread Lo read in the morning papers of a robbery which
will compel you to unnounce me to the Head.”

Talbot gave a bitter laugh.

“Well, I am not surprised. It's natural cnough—quite
natural. It happens that you sre mistaken. But I don't
blame you."”

“Talbot "—Tom Merry's voice was hoarse and strained—
Y“your word was always good enough for me. It's good
enough for me now. Tell me that—that it isnt as I've feared,
and I shall believe you.”

“If my record were clean,” said Talbot quietly, “I should
refuse to answer you. If my whole life haﬂ been as straight
as it has been since I came to St. Jim’'s, I should say nothing
to you. But you have a right to doubt me. You have a

memory of what I was once, so I will answer wou.
“"EIL, I am not o liar, I am not a thief. Is that enough for
you?"

“Talbot !" muitered Tom Merry miscrably,

*Hookey Walker went away last week, ns Marie told you,
I have not even heard from {Iim since. Last night and to-
night I have left the school secretly, as vou know, for no
reason connected with that man. A reason that 1 should have
told you if we had been friends, beeause I should have asked
your help in what I am doing.”

“You—you would ?"

“What I am doing is what you would do in my place.
There is 1o danger of your hearving that the Tofl has been
ot worle at the old game,” said Talbot bitterly. **There is no
danger of that. I give you my word, if my word is good
enough for you, 1f you are not satisficd, L will explain what
I am doing.”

“Talbot, old chap, you ncedn't—you needn't!" said Tom
Merry, panting. “'I believe you! I know you're straight
I was a fool—a fool to doubt you for one moment.”

“TI've said that I don’t blame you,” said Talbot very quietly,
“It's natural enough., And I will tell vou why I came out
last night—why I am out to-mizht. Thero is a =coundrel
making light-signals on Wayland Moor for German nirships.
I almost caught him last night, but he got away. To.day I
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To-night T am going to keep watch
ness now, Are you satisfied 77

ly. The relief he felt was too much
Ilis ¢yes were thick with

have tracked him out,
for him. That is my busi

Tom Merry did not rep
foy him, He could not speak.
tears,

W Are vou satisfied 77 repeated Talbot.

i ¥es," whispered Tom—"' yes.”

“Then you may go back and sleep easy in your mind,"”
gaid Talbot. "“I've explained to you, because you were once
a good friend to me when, Heaven knows, I needed it badly
cnough, and T can't forget it; and T know, too, that my past
gives you the right to doubt me, I've no more to say. Good-
night!” He turned away.

¥ Talbot 1"

“1\‘!‘1{"“?”

"[—I'm sorry—

¥T'va suid T don't blame you,” eaid Talbot., " You've
nothing to be sorry for. I suppose I ought to thank wou.
You come out here to save me, I suppese, from crime; bub
that kind of suspicion docsn't make a fellow feel very thank-
ful, though I admit I deserve it——"" Talbot broke off sud-
denly, ‘*Tom!”

Tom Morry was leaning against the old wall, us farm
haken by a heavy sob, The relief which the truth had
trmlght to his heart—the knowledge that lie had wronged his
chum, that his miserable doubts were unfounded—had been
too much for him. Talbot’'s expression changed. The hard
look vanished from his fuce. Ile sprang towards Tom

Merry.

“Tom, old man—don’t! What's the matter? Tom! I—
I didn't know you cared so mueh, old chap! T didn’t think
this had hurt you as much as it has me! Goodness knows it
hit me hard enough, but——"

Tom Merry made an effort and controlled himself,

“Let's forget all about it, Tom. I don't blame you for
doubting me. I'm more than willing to let bygones be
bygones, Aund I was in the wrong too—"

" You weren't,” said Tom Merry. ‘T was & fool—a fool !
T ought {0 have known you better, Talbot. But—but if you’ll
look over it——"

W Don't tall like that, Tom. Tt was all my faulk. Don't
say another word.”  Talbot held out his hand.

Tom Merry grasped it in silence, It was enough,

“Vau'll come with me.now 7" said Talbot]

“TF you'll have me.”

Y You old duffer, of course I want you with mel
may be danger too.™

Wiome on |" said Tom Merry.

They started down the dark rvoad together, and not a word
more was said on thelr reconciliation. Words were nob
peeessary,  From that moment doubt and miserable sus-
picion were dead, never again to cast a shadow on the friend-
ghip of Tom Merry and the Tofl.

Thera

CHAPTLER 28,
Baffling the Raiders,

ALBOT'S heart was very light as he tramped on down
T the dark lane by the side of his chum.
The last clond on his life had rolled away., And
he was more than olad to have his old chum by his
gide on the perilous adventure that lay before him, 'They
turned into the footpath through the wood, and as they
tramped on Talbut told the story of the discovery e had
made on the moor, and what he had learned of Mr, Ephraim
Gunn that afterncon, Tom Merry listened, his CONSCICnes
reproaching him. While he had been doubting his chum, it
wis this that had taken Talbat out in the dark hours—alone,
when e had needed the help of his friends,  Tom Mervy was
ot so much to blame as, in that hour of remorse, he believed,
Tulbot explained the plan he had formed.

“It's eertain that the rascal who calls himself Gunn 13 a
German, and he is the spy who has betn making light-signals,
Of course, he has stolen an Amerigan passport.  You remem-
ber the spy who was shot last year had an American passport
that had been stolen by the spy authorities in Derlin from an
Ameriean traveller? It's the same with this villain, Bub
he's satisfied the police. It's no good denouncing him without
catching him, too. That’s what we're going to do.”

“We'll try,” said Tom Merry,

“He has rooms on the first floor of the hotel, with steps
leading down from a baleony inte the garden. From the

arden he can get on to the towing-path; and that's the way
ge- rets out of the hotel and in again at all hours of the
night without being spotted. Of course, if he nsed the mam
entrance, and rang up the porter to let him in at four in the
morning, they would soon spot that something was coing on.'’

4T should say so !’

W8y there's no doubt that he sueaks out and in by the
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garden and the towing-path. We're going to watch the gate,
When he comes out, we're going to shadow him. We baven’t
trained as Boy Scouts for nothing, Tom. You see, after
tackling me last night on the moor—though he didn’t know
it was me in the dark, of course—he will hardly go back to
the same spot. He knows that somebody has spotted him
there, and that will be enough to keep him away. The onl
way is to shadow him till he gets to the place he has aelmt-aﬁ
to giv> his signals.”

" Suppose he's gone already 1

“That's all right. I've founid out that he has a party of
friends in his rooms this evening. You see, he's keeping up
appearance carefully, 1 rather think we shall have to waib
a good time. We can do that.”

The two juniors came out on the Wayland road, and took
a short cut to the towing-path beside the river. They followed
the towing-path to the back of the hotel garden. From

arden gate they could see lighted windows at the back of the
wotel, Talbot pointed out Mr. Gunn's windows. They were
brightly lighted.

“The little party is still on,” whispered Talbot, *It's only
a matter of waiting now. Well, we can wait.”

The two jumiors took cover in the deep shadow of a tree
near the gate. The night was dark, There was no moon, and
the stars were hidden by clouds. They waited, with grim
patience, It was a long and weary vigil, for it was past
twelve o'clock when the lights were extinguished in Mr.
Gunn's windows, Then the two juniors were very much on
the alert,

A quarter of an hour passed, and then the gate opened
softly, and a figure wrapped in a thick overcoat came out,
carrying a bag. The juniors did not need telling whom if
was. Though they could not see the face in the darkness,
there was no doubt that it was the German spy who was
masquerading as an American eomnmercial traveller,

The man strode away along the Mowing-path, and the two
juniors followed. Their hearts were beating hard, but they
wero alert and cautious. Their experience as Boy Bcouts
stood them in good stead new. Bilent as speetres, keeping in
the shadows, they followed the spy as he tramped on.

The man kept to the towing-path for a good distance. It
was clear that he was not making for the moor this time,
Talbot had reasoned correctly, After the startling encounter
in the hollow the previous night the German was afraid to
return there to earry on his work, Ile knew that he could
not have besn seen by his unknown assailant, and so had no
fear of being suspected; but the possibility that the hollow
was watched was enough to keep him away,

He turned from the towing-path at last up a steep lanc that
led over the slopes of the Castle Hill, At the top of the hill
was the ruined castle, well known in suminer to picknickers
from 5t. Jim's, Tom Merry canght Talbot's arm.

“The old castle!” he whispered,  “That's where he's
going 1"

“No doubt of it.”

They kept on. In the lane the German turned several
Fimes to sean the darkness behind him. But the juniors kepb
well in the shodows, It was mercly habitual caution on the
part of the spy, for he had no suspicion that he was being
followed. Tom Merry and Talbot spllowed him to get a little
further ahead now, for there could be no doubt as to his
destination.  The ruins of the castle on the hill were a
favourable spot for the light-signaller. The place was high,
and it was lonely, and out of sight of any habitation. The
raseal evidently knew the vieinity thoroughly, for the ruined
castle was almost as favourable a spot for his villainous work
as the hollow on the moor.

In that solitary spot, unfrogquented even in the daytime,
there was not a soul at the hour of midnight. The German
disappeared into the ruins, and Tom Merry and Talbot
paused in the shattered old gatoway,

It was no easy matter to follow the man further, amid the
masses of old masenty and erumbling walls,

W ait for the light.”” whispered Talbot.

The licht was not long in coming. From the darkness of
the ruins a steady flare of white light streamed up suddenly
into the darkness of the heavens.

For soveral minutes it streamed steadily, and then was
<hut off; but it had guided the juniors. Slowly, cantiously
they stole closer and closer to the unconscious spy. He was
kneeling beside h lamp in the old hall of the castle, and
the juniors, who knew the ruins thoroughly, and could hava
found their way about in them blindfolded, moved without
4 fault in tho dense darkness. They were too close to the
rascal to be able te speak without the danger of alarmin
him, but Talbot made a sign which Tom Merry understood.
They separated, to take the rascal on two sides—the twa
ends of the castle hall. On the other sides, the masses of the

Once he was between them, he would
Tue (1gy LisrArRY.—No. 375

““THE PATH OF DISHONOUR!" “eizia®

Clifford.

ald walls shut him in.



% THE BEST 30 LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3°- LIBRARY. "%

not be able to escape withﬂuﬁ a struggle. And about the
rosult of that the Bt, Jim's fellows hnﬁ. no doubts,

The light was flashing again—dots and dashes, similar to
the Morse code, but expressing no meaning to the juniors,
though, a8 Boy Scoufs, they were familiar with the Morse
code. ' The spy was evidently using o code that was the
secret of himself and his confederates. The signals were
almost ceaseloss now, as if tho rascal were certain that there
was someone, hidden by the clouds above, to receive them.

K after flash, hlazing up into the velvety darkness—
and suddenly there came & Hash from the sky. The juniors’
hearts thumped as they saw 1t

Talbot set his teeth, He knew what that buzzing meant,
The baby-killars wore at hand. In the darkness, over the
sleeping country, floated the Zeppelin with its murderous
erew, only needing the guidance GIEJ the light-signals to rain
‘down bombs upon the sleeping town. Talbot was close to
the man now, The German's dark figure was between him
und the light.

I'lasgh, flash, flash!

Talbot made a sudden spring as the light flashed. This
time there was no mistake: he was too close to miss. His
hands closed upon the rascal's collar, and he dragged him
over backwards.

The light, no longer covered, blazed out brightly, lighting
up the old castle hall,

““ Tom I'

Tom Merry did not need calling. He was on the scene
almost as quickly as Talbot. The German—easily recognised
now by Talbot as Mr, Gunn—was struggling fiercely in the
grasp of the Toff; His right hand had slid into his breast
-—tho Toff knew what for, and he did not wait for the
revolver to be produced. Ilis loaded cane was in his hand,
and he had no more mercy for the spy than for a mad dog.
The heavy leaded end erashed down full in the face of the
German, and the man groaned and fell back heavily.

Crash !

The loaded cane came down on the electrie lamp, and the
ruts were plunged into instant darkness,

There were no move signals for the Zeppelin raiders.

Throb, throb throb! came from the blackness above,
Flashes of light eame darting overhead—signals calling to
the spy, whose activity had so suddenly ceased. The two
juniors watched them.

“The scoundrels ! muttered Talbot, between his teeth.
“The wvillains ! The light was guiding them—goodness
knows what damage they've done already in other parts of
the country—and the town yonder was to be attacked, too.
But they won't have any guide now, at all events.”

The signals from the sky had ceased, but the throbbing
buzz was louder and closer, as the unseen Zeppelin swept
on over the old castle,

Tom Merry and Talbot waited in silent anguish.

They had done all they could—the lighi-signals that were
ko have guided the assassins in their deadly work had been
stopped. They could do no more. They could only wait
and listen for the coming explosion.

* Tom Merry grasped Talbot’s arm in a convulsive grip as
o dieslfening explosion sounded througl the silence of the
niglit.

Tt came from the divection of Wayland town.

“*The demons! They're at it ! Tom muttered hoarsely,

Crash, evash, boom !

Then silence, as the throbbing of the Zeppelin died away
in the distance.

There was a low groan from the German.

Talbot bent over him,

The rascal was coming to his senses. Talbot took a whip-
c*pl'}clﬂfr.um his pocket, and bound the man's wrists and ankles
tightly.

“ You wait here with him, Tom. The police will have to
be fetched here to take hLis lamp —-and to take him. 1'l
fetch them Keep watch on lum, And if he tries to get
away, brain him !’

" You het!" said Tom.

Talbot disappeared into the davkness, dashing away
towards Wayland, Omly four bombs had been dropped by
the raiders before they swepl on iu search of other vietims,
but the town was in an uproar of excitement. But not a
light gleamed out from the durk streets. Tom Merry waited
in the ruins with the prisoner and his wrecked apparatus -
wiatting for Talbot to return. It was an honr before the Toff
reappeared, and two constables came withh him.

“1t's all right, Tom ' said Talbot, * No great harm
done, There were no lights 1n the town, and this scoundrel
couldn’t signal. The bombs dropped on the high-road out-
side the town and in the fields. There's g hole in the road
big enough to put a motor-cay in, but nobody killed, thanlk
goodness | Let's got back.”
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Tom Merry drew a deep breath of relief.

““You young gentlemen have saved lives to-night,”” said
one of the constables. “ How many I don't know; bup if
those bomba had fallen into the town——"

Tom shuddered,

“Thank goodness we were here !"" he said.

In silence the juniors tramped away towards St. Jim’s,
Their hearts were too full for words.

There was news of the raid on the followin -rh-:-rning:.
Several towns besides Wayland, all along from the coast,

.had been visited by the raider of the skies, and a trail of

death and destruction had been left in its wake. To the
tale of dead, more would have been added but for the failurc
of the German spy to signal the airship. And from the
morning papers it was learned that the Zeppelin, soon after
passing: Wayland, had been attacked and driven off by
British aeroplanes—damaged, and probably to find a grave
in the sca as 1t fled back to its lair.

Tom Merry and Talbot made their way to the Head’s
study that morning to make a clean breast of their share in
the matter. Of course, their part had to come out, as they
were wanted in the trial of the German spy.

IDr. Holmes heard them with amazement: but if he was
inclined to be wrathful at the juniers taking matters into
their own hands, and breaking bounds at night for the pur-
pose, the knowledge that they had saved lives, and had cap-
tured a dangerous German spy, was more than enough to
appease him., And, in fact, after chiding the two Bhell
follows for their audacity, he shook hands with them, and
complimented them on what they had done.

Monty Lowther and Manners met them as they came out
of the Head's study., Manners and Lowther were in a state
of astonishment, but their astonishment disappeared when
Tom Merry explained to them. They were only too glad to
bhe on the old footing with Talbot once more, apd there was

little need: of words,

Arvthur Augustus IV Arcy was the first to notice that the
four Shell fellows were ** pally " once more, and quite on the
old footing. He remarked to Blake that his feast of recon-
ciliation had not been a failure after all, after thinking over
it a week or two.

**The young boundahs have thought it oval, you ses, and
made 1t up,”” said Arthur Aupustus. “ 1 felt all along that
that was a wippin' ideash of mine, and vou see how it has
turned out. What are you gwinnin’ at, Blake?”

“Bow-wow ! said Blake. “I'll tell you what, Gussy.
You can have another ripping idea, and stand another
rvipping feed, to celebrate—let’'s see—oh, to celebrate the
reconciliation, And to celebrate what Talbot’s done, too. I
isn't every fellow who knocks a rotten spy on the head and
catches him. And there's good news, too—the rotter has
gone to prison for life. Tt's in the paper. Tf T wore Presi-
dent of the United States,” zaid Blake severely, “ I shouldn’t
allow rotten German spies to use American passports, and
call themselves Yankee commercial-travellers. It's come
out  that the Berha Foreign Office kept back a passport
belonging to a real Gunn, and this rotten Prussian has been
using it, I'd give your gold watch, Gussy, to be able to give
him one on s Prussian boko before he goes to chokey! Is
that fecd sottled 77 '

“ Yaas, wathah! T weally think we ought to celebwate
Talbot's heroie exploit: though he was wathah a wottah not
to call me, and let me lend a hand, I have an ideah that if
I had been on the spot, we might have capchahed the
Zeppelin somehaow."’

“You would have put some salt on iis tail ' suggested
Blake.

IHowever, the feed came off, and Fatty Wynn came over
again to do the cooking, and did it in his usual irreproach-
able style, The Terrible Three and Talbot came in together,
evidently on the best of terms—and, better still, Miss Marie
came in with them —so it was quite a numerous and jolly
party in Study No. 6. And Arthur Auguostus confided to
Miss Marie the story of Ins feast of reconciliation, which—
after some delay, certainly—tiad had such happy resulls:
and he was quite enchanted by the sweet smile with which
Miss Marie heard his little confidence. And there were loud
cheers when Arthur Augustus, holding aloft a glass of foam-
ing ginger-pop, 1]11'::prmwl the health of “ Old Talbot, one of
the bwavest fellows bweathin',” who had so splendidly
suceeeded 1n Winning His Spurs!

THE END,

(Next Wednescav s grand, long, complete story of
Taltot and Tom Merry is entlled ** The Path of Dis-
honocurl!’ Order y-ur copy of the “Gem Library’’

now.)
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SUMMARY OF PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS.

Bob Hall, a fine, strapping young fellow, succeeds in join-
ing & famous Hussar regiment, known as the Die Hards.
ﬂﬁ’-ﬂr Bob has been in the regiment for some time his ne’er-
do-well cousin, Captain Lascclles, joins alsc. Bob finds that,
g0 far from being friendly, Lascelles is constantl endeavour-
ing to get him into trouble, with the object o having him
dismissed from the Service in disgrace. Bob, however, with
the help of his many friends, is successiul in defeating_ the
villain's schemes. Bob comes into contact with the Earl
of Dalkey, who finds that Bob is some connection of
his family, and promises to have investigations made. It
transpires that Bob is heir to a large fortune, of which
Lascelles is in enjoyment. After plotting the downfall of two
other officers in the regiment, and being exposed by Bob,
Lascelles is compelled to send in his papers and resign his
comimission. Hnﬁ Hall is then promoted to the rank of
sergeant, and, having to go to London on business hears
that Lascelles is arranging to marry the daughter of the Earl
of Dalkey for the sake of her money. He wires to Lieutenant
Haines, who, with Bob, appears just in time to prevent
Lazcelles eloping with the lady.

(Now go on with the Story.)

R S—

The Rescue of Lady Miriam.

Tascelles looked swiftly backward, and his two confederates
hurriedly approached. -

“ There are some chaps here who want a word with you,
Lascelles,” Haines continued. “Perhaps you'd better see
them at once. They're in that cab yonder, and as I have the
pleasure of Lady Miriam’s acquaintance, and as the brougham
is here, I'll escort her back to her father.”

Haines raised his hand as a signal as he spoke, and three
men sprang swiftly out of the cab. At the same moment the
young subaltern was dragged backwards by Gaspard and
Barker, and Lascelles, gripping Lady Miriam by the arm,
tried to hurry her away. But before the villain could move,
his wrist was grasped as if by a band of gteel, and Bob,
despite his illness, had spun the coward round and sent him
reeling against the railings., At the same moment Gibson
had seized Caspard, whilst another mnon. com. from St.
(leorge’s Barracks caught hold of Barker and shook him till
his face turned blue.

Once free again, Haines stepped forward, and, raising hia
hat again with his pleasant smile as if nothing unusual was
taking place, he addressed Lady Miriam once more.

“This is no place for yow,” he protested cheerily. “T'll
explain all as we drive to your home, and none but curselves
need know what’s just happened. We chaps are all soldiers,
and it's our business to help a lady in distrese, When you
know all you'll be glad we turned up as we did, so come along
and let's drive away.”

Helping the half-fainting girl into the brougham, the
gallant young officer bade the coachman whi uE his horse.
As the brougham sped round the corner, Bob looked straight
at Lascelles,

“There’s a warrant out for your arrest at my instigation on
the charge of attempted murder,” he said. *“I've told the
police how you tried to do for me in Gwalior Street, and
they're in your rooms now, waiting for your return. If you
yalue vour liberty you will make a bolt whils ‘you can.
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Come, Gibson, and you, too, Stennard; eur work is done, and
this cur can please himself.”
A warrant out for my arrest!” Lascelles cried hoarsely.
“ Gaspard, Barker, do you hear what he spys? It can’t be
true! It's too terrible. If I'm caught I'll be tried and
sentenced, for certain. You chaps must help me, you—"
But Gaspard was alrendy hurrying away, and for a couple
of seconds Lascelles and Barker gazed hlankly at one another.
Then, with a gasp of terror, they, too, fled, and the pave-
ment was deserted except for Bob and his friends.
“ A good morning’s work!” Gibson remarked, zs the trio

tramped along.

“Yes,” Bob agreed. *“That's the last of Lascelles. He'll
never cause trouble again.”

“1 ain't so sure of that,” Gibson dissented, ‘' Thess

have a knack of turning up when one least

shippery coves ]
I say, Bab, don't you think

expects it. Poor Lady Miriam !
that Haines is "

“Time will show,” Bob grinned.
and I'd like nothing better,”

The idea entertained by Gibson and Bob came true, For
some months later, when the lad was hale and strong agaif
he was standing on duty outside a church as the organ pealed
forth a march. At the word of command the troopers of D
squadron Die Hards, standing facing one another in twd
lines, drew their swords and formed an arch, and Sergeant
Robert Hall, the non. com, in charge, brought his hand swiftly
to the salute.

Out of the porch and into the open air came Haines and
Lady Miriam, the latter leaning on her husband's arm, and
the subaltern, as he eyed Bob, turngd to his bride,

“What a

“ Look at Hall!” he cried, with a happy laugh.
chap for discipline he is! He won't advance and shake handg
because he is on duty!”

“t My commanding-officer is present, sir,”” Bob suggested.

tThen stand at ease,” Haines chuckled.

On the instant Bob shot his sword into its scabbard,
whipped off his glove and stretched out his hand. And then,
like a true man, he paid a soldier's compliment.

“ Welcome to the Die Hards, Lady Miriam Haines,” he
cried. “We're proud to have you on the strength.”

“ Hainea is a good sort,

Bobh Makes an Astoaishing Discovery.

dix months passed, during which Bob was kept huai[}g
employed in his duties as a sergeant, and at the end of whic
he had become one of the most reliable and capable non-coms
in the regiment. By steady work and resolution he had
raised himself high in the estimation of the officers, whilst
still retaining his popularity with the men. _

His work now came easily to him; he had plenty of amuses
ment; his pay was quite sufficient for his moderate wants;
he was happy and contented, proud of the position he had
attained by his own exertions, and glad to help on all those
who wished to follow in his footsteps.

A cavalry regiment is a complex organisation, the officers
and non-coms are frequently being detailed for a course of
instruction in reconnaissance, skete ing the lay of a country,
signalling, or pioneer work. Bob, t erefore, was.not sur-

rised when one day Haines came to him and told him that
EE was detailed for such instruction.
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oo e're to go to Chatham, ga:m and I,” Haines chuckled.
~Weo've been selected to go through a fifteen-day course at
.the School of Military Engincering, so that we can put theso
chaps bere through their paces when we've learnt a bit our-
dolves. From what they tell me, we'll be kept pretty hard
rt work; but still, the change is something, and 1 mean to
8lip up to London i the evenings for somo fun, if I can.”

“1'll be glad of a change, too, sir,” Bob grinned. * Barrack

life does get a trifle monotonous at fimes, and I'm not one
who cares for furlough. I've nowhere to go, no friends to
xisit, or anything like¢ that. So I never leave the regiment
except on duty.”
- “Well, we’ll combine business and pleasure this time,"
Haines replied cheerily. *“In three days we have to turn up
at Chatham, don't forget. I'm taking a couple of days off
&t once, but I'll meet you there. We'd better help one another
to learn what is to be known, for the C.0. will expect greab
things of us when we return.”

Haines nodded and strode off, and Bob, sceking out his
chums, explained that he was ordered away.

The transfer of his special duties was easily accomplished,
anid so, bidding farewell to his mess, and with the keenncss of
n ‘thorough scldier, he left Edinburgh behind, and in due
oourse arrived abt Chatham, and presented himself at the
Engincering School at the time appointed.

The fiftcen days passed quickly, and Haines found that his
prospects of amusement were seriously at fault. Officers and
noi-coms from several other regiments were going through

e same course, and the work was long and arduous, There
was much te learn in the short time at their disposal. Prac-
tical lectures on forming roadways, bivouacs, and hutting,
and the construction of trestle-bridges, were voried by scien-
tific lessons on the powers of different explosives, and much
else that the soldiers were compelled to master thoroughly,
if they, in their turm, were to instruct their respective
repiments,

Day and night Bob worked and studied, and so well did he
ﬁ'ﬁqmt himself, and such kecenness did he display, that the
coloniel commanding the department took special notice of
him towards the close of the training,

. Accordingly, on the last day of the course, and after the

nal lecture, Bob, as he was returning to his quarters, heard

bis name called, and turning, he saw the eoloncl standing
with a group of elderly officors some distanee away.
. " Bergeant, come here!" the colonel commanded.

Bob advanced and saluted.

_.""This is the man_I was telling you about, Craven,” the
coloncl explained. “ From the reports sent in, he's done
remarkably woll. What regiment are you in, sergeant 7"’

“The Die Hards, sir." '

“Ah, a good lot—a very good lot! I served with ’em in
tht field years ago. And your name? I quite forget, you
know ; there arc so many of you here.”

*“Robert Hall, sir.” _

General Craven, who had beep staring at Bob fixedly
through his eyeglass, laughed as Bob spoke.
k_“Funny thing that! I was about to say your name must
be Hall,” ‘he remarked. “ Now, isn't that a singular coinci-
dence, F]eming?” he continued, turning to the colonel. “I
knew the lad at once from his likeness to his. father. Well,
I'm.glad to meet him. I hope, sergeant, you'll continne to
work hard, and win your commission. It's very game of you
to have joined the ranks, and when next I see your father,
I'll eongratulate him on the pluck you've shown. By the
way, how is he now? Last time I met him I was pained to
!'mé le; he waa so badly shaken.”

ob stared in somec amazement at the peneral,

“I'm afraid yoy've made g mistake, sir, and taken me for

the son of an old friend of “vours, which can’t be the case,

M'{‘ father has been dead many vears,™ '

he - general acrewed his cyeglass more firmly into its
plack, and shot a hawk's-eye glance at the lad.

T “Then how is it that you're like the son of my old
friend 7" he rapped out. * This is most extraordinary ! When
did your father die, my lad?”

“ T can't tell you that, sir. He went to India, and never
returned. There was a serap out there in one of the tribal
wars, and he was in it, and he never was heard of afterwards.
I didn’t. know that till -lately, when we were stationed in
Dublin. Then Lerd Dnlke;f told me so0.”

““What was your father's name!"” the general demanded
auickly. :

"% Alec Hall, air."

; The general took out his handkerchief and mopped his face.
He was trembling with excitement, and his eyes were lit up
with a bright light, He let his eyeglass fall, and it swung
giuu;p-andﬂd from the string. . _

“Your father is alive,” he said solemnly, “I saw him

¥ a couple .of montha a%'n*” . _

‘Bob's head began to swim, and the ground seemed to rise
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up ag if it would strike him. The sensation he experienced
wis extraordinary, The sudden shock was greater than a
physical blow. That he who thought he was an orphan
should have a parent alive was the most astounding news
imaginable. He eouldn’t reason, he couldn’t even think; his
wits had left him, and all he could do was to struggle to keep
steady, Even in tl.t he did not succeed, he swayed from
side to side, until the colonel, noticing his dazed condition,
seized him by the arm. The human touch helped to pull him
together. He gazed dumbfounded at the general.

“There's some big mistake!"” he gasped at last. “My
father can't be alive [

Again his senses became clouded, and he heard voices that
scemed far away, speaking about him.

" Better take him into the mess and let him sit down,”
someone suggested. “The lad's badly shaken. This news
has knocked him out of time, But are you quite sure you're
_r1ght,”general? It would be a terrible thing, you know,

“Quite certain ! Craven replied. “I've been shocking
clumsy, though, in the way I spoke. Poor chap! I'd no
idea, that Confound it, it's too bad, it's——  Here,
Fleming, we'll lead him along together. That's right, my
lad, you'll be better in a minute, By George, come to think
of i, it i3 = bit of a startler to hear unexpectedly that one’s
guv'nor is alive. If my poor old dad were to turn up.thig
way, I'd—— Tut, tut! What an ass I've been!”

Bob knew but little till he found himself sitting in an arm-
chair in th2 mess ante-room, and Colonel Fleming profferin
him a_tumbler of water, The officers were standing nmundg
some leaning against the wall, some whispering together, ul[
gazing curtously at him, whilst the general was volubly ex-
plaining his knowledge about Bob's father to another elderl;r
man, who was vigorously twisting a fierce, grey moustache.’

“That's better!™ Fleming remarked cheerily, as Bob saf
u%) straight, and the dimness passed away. * You got a bit
of & shock, my lad, and no wonder; but you needn’t look s6
puzzled. The goencral knows what he's talking about., Talk
of mysteries! This is one of those extraordinary occurrences
that we read of in the papers and only half believe. They
coma home to us, though, when we see them for ourselves.”

““But T don’t understand,” Bob murmured. “If my father
iz alive, why did he——"

“Here, general! Hall would like to know all you can tell
) “He's purzled, of course, and "

Craven hastily stepped forward, and the others gathered in
a ring round the chair on which Bob sat.

“Don't_stir, my lad,”" Craven cried, as Bob struggled- to
rise, “ Jlst §,it_ stil, and I'll tell you everything. Your
father is alive,*for I met him not long ago at the corner of
Wellington .8treet, Strand. I knocked up against him
unexpectedly, and I was startled, T can tell you; for, like
everyone, I had concluded years ago that lie was dead. Ha
was a:}.aitm'ﬂd that I wouldn't have known him, except for
the way he walked, which was always characteristic, and—=—"

“Then why did he never look me up?! Does he know he
has a son, or did he think that I was dead? I've always
heard nothing but the greatest praise of him, and if’s
strange, it's hard, if he r{raﬁl}f is alive, and cares so little for
me, that—that i

The lad’s utterance was huakf{, and he suddenly stopped.
An awkward silence fell on all in the room, and Craven
screwed his eyeglass into its place again, wrinkling up his
face more than usual as he did so, and mumbling peculiarly,

“I—er—I1 don't know anything - about that,” he rEpTied
hesitatingly. *To tell you fthe truth, I didn't know of your
existence, my lad, till I saw you just now; so, of course—er—
I didn't inquire about you.” Hang it all, how could I?" ha
continued desperafely. * Besides, 1 wasn't.speaking to your
father for long. I had to go after him and stop him. T had
called him by his name, and he wouldn’t as much as look
around. The fact ds—ep—he didn't want to mect any of his
old friends. Er—it wasn't &s if ‘things had pone well with
him. You see, he was down in his luck, and when chaps are
like that, you know = 9

Bob quickly rose from  the chair.

“Fle's not well-off—he’s hating a bad time?” he suggested
guickly. .

The general carefully wiped the moisture from his eyeglass
with his silk handlerchief. :

“ Well—er—he didn't say so, of course; he's deuced proud,
is Alec Hall. ‘He always was that sort of a chap. A dare-
devil, plucky, confident sort of dog, don't yer know, well able
to take care of himself, always helping a. friend, taking hard
knocks with a grin, never grumbling, and so——"*

“You said he was looking badly?" Bob faltered,

“Why, so 1 did, bless my life!”:the general replied, as if
surprised at himself. "*That's—er—a bit of an exaggeration,
possibly. He's off colour, and he might be more ft, and, of

-gourse, he's older than when I saw him last, and =0 am I, as
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I know only too well, and stiff and plaguey rheumatic at
times, too. DBut I didn’t quite mean—that is, I didn’t——"
"4 He's ill | He may have died since you saw him. You're
trying to hide something from me!” Bob cried excitedly.
“Where is he? What's his address? 1 must go to um at
aee!  Pevhaps even now, whilst we're talking, he may
hE__PF .

“T don’t know his address. Confound it, I believe he told
me something about it, too!"™ the general growled, begin-
ning to stride hurriedly up and down. “I've been a fool!
I wish I'd had Oh, T say, Fleming, this is a bit more
than T can stand. Here's this poor lad all anxiety to sce
his father, and I—I've heen such a dunderhead that—— Tl
tell you what I’ll do, my boy,"” and the general wheeled round
and gazed at Bob from under his shagpy cyebrows. * ¥You
and I'll go straight to London, and we'll hunt up Alec—your
father, I mean—and we won't stop until we find him. No,
I'm hanged if we do!”

Bob Sees His Father.

Bob looked around the room questioningly.

“I must go to Mdinburgh; I'm due there,” he groaned.
“] haven't got an extension of leave, and——"

“T'N wire straight off to the colonel, and put that right,”
Craven interjected quickly. **Ah., here’'s Haines! 1 say,
Haines, 1 suppose you're going back to the regiment? We've
made an extraordinary discovery. Hall's father is alive, and
in London. I want to take the lad on there, so you can
explain to your C, O, how matters stand, Eh1”

Haines gazed in astonishment at Bob. Then he advanced
and wrung his hand warmly.

“I am glad to hear this,” he eried.
Hall, how pleased I am ant the newg, It's amazing, and I
ean guess how you feel. Certainly, general. T'll see the
colonel as soon as T get back. The adjutant will be delighted,
too. Yes, all the Die Hards will be glad. Hall is one of the
most popular non-coms. we've got,"

“You were always a friend to mg' Bob replied, as he
looked at the subaltern’s eager young face. “If you can
explain everything to the colonel T shall be truly pgrateful.”

“0h, that'll be all right!” Haines remarked confidently.
“Don't worry, Hall; just cut along to London.”

Bob changed into mufti, and a couple of hours later he and
the general took train from Chatham. The lad was lost in
wonderment, ‘oo amazed to speak, he lay back on the
enshions and pondered over the extraordinary news he had
heard. The father whom he had never seen, and of whom
ho had always heard such high praise, was alive, and in
England | How could he greet his son? Would he be ﬁ‘lﬂ.d,
or would he be indifferent? Had suffering made him callous,
or was he warm-hearted and kindly? Would the meeting
be a happy one, or the contrary? Bob and his father were
strangers, and if they met casually in the street they would
pass one another by. Perhaps that had often happened
already. It was all so strange that the lad did not dare to
hope that Fate had much in store for him.

And, following on these thoughts, came others which
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made the lad turn hot and cold by turns. Why was his father
living almost in secrecy? Why did he shun his old friends?
Why, seemingly, did he take no steps to discover his own
gon? There was evidently a mystery. What could be its
nature? At last Bob could no longer bear the suspense, and
g0 he determined to find out all that Craven could tell him

“T'd be glad if you could explain some things to meﬁgt
I don't understand, sir,” he began.
my father was piven up for lost.
of his life sinee then?”

The general laid down the paper, which in truth he had
only "heen pretending to read, so perturbed wps he by the
events of that day and by the fear that, after zil, Bob might
he too late to sec his father. For the latter liad been more
ill than even the general had hinted, and that was some
months before. Now the general loocked out of the window
as he spoke, 2o as to avoid the lad’s searching gaze,

“I ecan’t say wour father told me much,” he began
evasively. ‘““He said that after the scrap in which he got
knocked senseless hie was carried off by the rebels back to
their own lines ncross the frontier. India wasa't then as it
iz now, and a Britisher, once he was captured that way,
could easily be Lept prisoner. That's happened in other
cases, vou know. I'm afraid your father had a very bad
time for several years, and then at last he managed to
escape. His captivity had a very marked effect upon hime
I could see that. He's not the man he was.”

“How do you mean, sir?”

“ Well—er—ifl you must know—and you're right to get gll
the information you can, of course—I'm afraid that when you
meet him you'll get a shock,” the peneral explained bluntly.
“His nervous system has suffered. He looked quite scared
when I stopped him; in fact, he had the appearance of a
hunted anwnal, I fancy he's got some delusions, that he's
easily frightened, and that he shrinks from contact with
other men,”

A preat pity came over Bob as the general spoke,

“My poor old father!” he cried. “He's been hounded
down, and bullied and trampled upon, and there was #
one to help him! T'in his son, and I didn’t even know! Ji't
awful to think about! He nceds kindress and looking after
and he's all alone. How was he dressed, siv? [ hope, a
least, that he didn't seem hard up?”

“I'm afraid he's none too prosperous,” Craven admitted
ruefully. * Fellows are a bit sensitive that way when they
meet old chums with whom they've mixed in better days,
and I could see at a glance that your father was a cage in
point, I wanted him to come to my club. 1 wanted to get
in touch with him; that's what I waa at, for there’'s no use
in beating about the bush,” the gruff old scldier continued
desperately. “ But I saw it was no go, Hall. Your father
wanted to be left alone, and I had to respect his feelin
I couldn’t have hauled him along, you know, and make him
partake of my hospitality by force, though it's the thing I
would have liked to do. So I pretended not to notice anys
thing, and I pave him my address, and begged him to look
me up. He left me as soon as he could manage that without
hurting my feelings, and that's the last I've seen of himh,
worse luck.”

The train rolled into the terminus as the general cons
cluded, and, alighting, he hailed & taxi. He and Bob
were driven to his comfortable flat in the West End, and
when there the old soldier telephoned at once to Scotland
Yard. In an hour’s time a detective reached the flat 1y
answir to Craven's request, and, of course, undertook the
rearch,

When the police-officer had retired Craven grinned, and
tried to ndopt a cheery tone, )

“We've started the ball rolling, and that's something,
anvhow,” he began; “so we must wait patiently for the prés
sent, and give the detective a chance. Somchow, my lad,  §
think the case is not so dificult as it may scem at first sigh

‘““London is a mighty big place, and your father is only
one of many millions in this huge city, but Scotland Yard
knows by long cxperience how to set to work to trace out an
individual. Besides, men like your father don’t roam all
over the place, they’ve got fixed habits; and as I met him i
the Strand it’s more’'n ﬁikel_',r that he comes that way eve
day. However, we must hope for the best, and now we'll
make up our minds 1o be cheerful and have some dinner.”

Though Bob tried hard to fall in with the general's su
gestion, yet his efforts to be bright were not very successful,
and ho was glad when the meal was over and the old gener
as was hia custom, settled down for a nap. Telllng him tha
he would leave him to have his snooze in peace, and that
he’'d take a stroll, the lad lcft the fat, and felt more happy
when he was out in the air and alone ance more. He had so
much to think over that he could not sit still ; he could beap
anything but inactivity.

He strolled along Piceadilly, the trafic and bustle somé
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how. saothing his tense feelings, and by its spirit of life and
impulse harmonising with his eagerness for action. He
wanted to be doing something, to feel he was helping towards
the discovery of his father's whereabouts, to know that at
least all that was poseible was being attempted, and that
nothing was being left to chance,

Men passed him by the hundreds on the crowded pave-
monts, and he did not even look at them. Cabs and carriages
and 'buses rolled by, carrying the seckers after pleasure to
theatre and concert and music-hall; all was brilliancy and
galety, In the rush and whirl he tramped along, lost in his
own thoughts, seeing nothing of all that was around him,
only thinking of the one great-object which lay before him.

Instinctively he ecrossed Piceadilly Circus, and walking
throngh Leicester Square he strolled down the Strand. And
there he stood at the corner of the street where his father and
the general had met, and there he paused and gazed at the
passérs-by; Might his father be cne of them, he wondered?
What an extraordinary thing it was that he would not know
him from the crowd ! ‘

Suddenly he heard a jovial laugh behind, and he received a
smart tap on the shoulder. Turning, he saw a round, merry
face, wrinkled up in amusement, and a hand cordially ex-
tended for his grasp. )

“Who'd ever think of meeting you here?"” the man cried.
“ Vet isn’t it & rum thing that vou've been in my head all
the day? Of all the chaps I know you are the one I most
wanted to meet.”

“Why, it's Dr. O'Rafferty !” Bob rejoined gleefully.

" That's so!” O’Rafferty chuckled. “I've left the dispen-
sary to look after itself, or, rather, they've sent another chap
to physic the patients, and I'm on a fortnight’s holiday. Ay,
man, but I always come to London on my holidays. The stir
and fun makes me feel alive after the humdrum year I have
in Wicklow. Ireland’s a fine eduntry, and proud I am to
say so, but London’s the place for a change. And now come
nlong. I was wondering if I'd have time to run up to Edin-
burgh to sce you, for I've got none too pleasant news to tell

yol.” . -
“4 And I've news, too, O'Rafferty. Big news! Astonishing

news !

“Ah, it’s the same, no doubt! Well, I think Lascelles
can't be stopped, rufian though he is. He claims the pro-
perty, and the case is to be heard in Dublin next week. It's
n Ehancérv suit, of course, and the lawyers say the money
will be paid out to him. .It's your business to prove that
vou're the son of Aleec Hall, and as you can't do that the
sroperty goes straight to Lascelles, You wrote and told me
n,?—md cleared out of England. That was true, but he
eneaked back and came to Ireland. If Scotland Yard knew
he -was there he’d be arrested, but that wouldn't interfere
with his personal rights. He'd get the property when he
came out of gaol.”

“But I-can prove now that I'm the son of Alec Hall—at
least, I hope to be able to do so in a few days,” Bob replied
eagerly, “I've heard nothing about Lascelles, and at the
present moment I don't care a rap about him. It's some-
thing altogether different, O'Rafferty. It’s the most mar-
vellous tale you ever heard. Why, would you believe that
my poor father is actually m

O’'Rafferty’s right hand had clutched Bob's arm, and the
grip tightened like o band of steel. The doctor’s face had
grown rigid, his eyes seemed starting out of his head. For-
getful of all, of the crowded thoroughfare, of the curious
gazers, of the extraordinary appearance he presented, he
ointed with his hand down the street, and he tried to speal,
ut failed.

Down the Strand, from the direction of Fleet Btreet, a
motor-car was rushing at such tremendous speed that the
traffic: gave way to it; amidst shrieks of terror, as if it was
beyond the driver’s control., It was only twenty yards from
the twain as Bob turned and atared, and it Aashed by in a
twinkling. Holding the driving-wheel, sat Lascelles, and an
old pallid man was sitting next him. Bob had time to
notice that, and he started, But O'Rafferty now had
mastered his voiee, and, shaking Bob, he almost shouted.

“Good heavens!"” he cried. “I'd know him anywhere !
There's your father with Lascelles! That is Alec Hall,”

Found and Lost,

Coarse imprecations, loud wells, the thunder of feet; thu
mad clatter of horses’ hoofs followed in the wake of the
motor-car as it was swallowed up in the gloom on its way
towards Charing Cross. The crowd surged on, black figures,
with here and there the helmet of a policeman, a mighty
concourse, growing every moment in volume as it raced after
the car, anxicus to be in at the smash. Bob was flung against
a shop door in the rush, whilst O'Rafferty was borne a dozen
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paces onwards, and the two struggled desperately to becoma
reunited again,

“Come on!"” the lad yelled, as at last he clutched the
doctor’s arm. “ My father will be killed! Hurry! Hurry!"

Gasping, and with face still transfixed with amazement
O'Rafferty followed as best ho could in Bob’s wake as the lad
buffeted his way onwards. The shrieks of terror had .rigen
along the street, and from far off cries were still coming*back
but ever farther and weaker. On and on Beb raced™until
he was abreast of the foremost, The pace had told, the
crowd was lessening, there was more room for those who still
could hold out. The lad shot past Charing Cross Station,
down into Trafalgar Square, and on to Whitehall, where ex-
cited drivers were yelling to one another, and pointing their
whips backwards towards the Houses of Parliament. On and
on he ran, gazing in terror ahead.

The motor-car had swung to the left and gone over West-
minster- Bridge. Bob quickly guessed that to be the fact, for
even here men were looking backwards as théy drove. He,
too, at last turned the corier, ‘and once again he stared

eagerly,

gll was quiet! The car had vanished; it had got through
the traffic safely. Even as he gazed, taxis hummed by n
the usual way, with the drivers seated unconcernedly at tho
wheel, The excitement had evaporated, for Lascelles had
reduced speed, and so passed on unnoticed when he had left
his pursuers behind,

Bob ran till he reached the bridge, and then, realising that
pursuit was hopeless, he flung himself against the parapet,
panting and .exhausted, drawing his breath in preat gasps.

“I'm not done yet,” he murmured as he gasped; “but I
must have a spell to get my wind before I can do anything.”

He waited, and the burly figure of the Irish doctor appeared
as he, too, hurried onwards. Dob shouted to him, and:
O’ Rafferty, though almost exhausted, guickened his pace.

“You here?” he cried, as he l“'f, against the bridge for .
support. ‘I thought you might have come up with the
motor,”

““No; Lascelles has pot away. But I know the number of

the ear, and——"’

“¥You do?” .

“Yes, I saw it as the scoundrel flashed past. He's kid-
napped my father! He must have known he was alive ! What
villainy can he be up to now? My Dblood is boiling,
O'Rafferty, and if he dares to harm a hair on the old man’s
head I won't be answerable for what I do L™

“Let's find out where he got the motor,” O'Rafferty
suggested, ' What's the best way to do that? I don't know
London."” :

“We'll go to Scotland Yard; it's not far from here,"”
Bob explamed. * We'll walk back part of the way we came.
That's right. You're a good chap to come along at once, for
yvou must feel played out.”

The two hurried back over the bridge, O'Rafferty, in spite
of his fatigue, speaking volubly on the way.

“Then were you guinﬁ to tell me that your father was
alive when we were talking in the Strand?” he inquired
eagerly. “I wouldn't have believed you if you had—no, I'm
sure I wouldn’t! It's yenrs ago since I knew him, as I told
vou when you were in Dublin, and we'd all made certain
that he must be dead, so that nothing less than a sight of
him could have convinced me that he was alive. Yet I saw
him to-night; I'd swear to it! His face is changed, but still
the old expression is there. He bhad the same look as when
he was facing danger, taking & jump in the hunting-field
that everyone else funked, or anything like that. His face
wsed to light up, and a scornful eur! used to play about his
mouth. I remember it well, and I never saw i1t on any man
but him. e knows he’s facing danger now, too. Yet he
doesn’t seem to be able to help himself.”

““T thought he looked as if he was strapped bhand and foot.
He must be, or else he'd have struggled for his liberty [ Bob
cried excitedly.

““More'n likely Lascelles managed to overpower him. But
how did the ruffian drop across him¥ You haven't told me
yet, either, how 1t was that you discovered that your father
was alive.”

“T only heard it to-day,” Bob. explained.
Let's find out at'once about the motor-car.”

As soon as Bob explained the errand that had brought him
to Scotland Yard the peolice. were all alert. Telephonic
messages had already come stating that the ear had dashed
at breakneck pace through London, and that the police had
been unable to arrest the driver, His name had been
Ylemanded, but as none had yet roported the number, Scot-
land Yard, of course, could take no action.

No sooner had Bob ﬁi?an the necessary particulars than
the books were examined, and the owner of the ear identified.

(Another grand instalment of this fine military
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LOOK OUT FOR

VERY KIND., _
who has cleaned his bike for him): “Ab,

Uncle (to Jacky, :
thank you, Jack! Here's half-a-crown o

Jack: “Oh, thanks, uncle; you are very kind! _

Uncle: “Just run round and buy a tin of bicycle lﬂl]:, and
you may keep a penny of the change for yourself |""'—Sent
in by I, Clarke, Colchester.

A COOLING PROCESS,

Two Irishmen in a smart engagement were gallantly stand-
ing by their gun, firing in quick succession, when one, touch-
ing the barrel, noticed that it was very hot.

“ Arrah, Moike,” he said, “the gun’s getting powerful hot,
We'd better be after stopping a little [ ) _

“Divil & bit!” said Mike.  “ Just drop the cartridges in a
bicket of water before ye-load to keep ’em cool!”—Sent m
by Jantes Street, Bury, Langs,

PATERNAL EXAMPLE. | _

“] hear, my boy, that you are in the habit of telling
falsehoods. That grieves me to the heart, Always tell the
truth, even thﬂugh it may bring suffering upon you. Will
vou promise me?”’

“Yeos, father.” " )

“Very well, Now go and see who is knocking at the
door. If it’s Bingley, say I’'m not at home!”"—38ent in by
W, Starr, Pimlico, S.W.

ar

A HOPELESS SEARCH.

During a recent battle an officer was wounded severely in
the I:hig%l. and for four or five days several surgeons were
cngaged in probing for the bullet. o )

Their operations gave the officer excruciating pain, and on
the fifth day he could bear it no longer, and cried to the
surgeons :

“Gentlemen,
do " _

“Wa are probing for the bullet,” answered one of them.

“Then why didn’t you say so at first?”’ cried the officer.
“T've got it 1n my pocket as a souvenir !"—Sent in by Arthur
Hawes, Bedford,

for goodness’ sake, -what are you frymg to

HE WAS THERE'!

A firm in Aberdeen engaged as an office-boy a country
vouth. Part of his duties con-
ssted of answering telephone
alls: but; as it happened, the
'_.:Iepimne was not an instru-
nent with which he was very
familiar.

When the bell rang for the
first time he approached the
instrument, picked up the re-
ceiver, and heard a very [aint
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AN TMPORTANT CUSTOMER.

It was Sunday morning, end as his tram rushed along, the
conductor was perhaps not so wideawake as he might bave
been. At all events, he didn’t observe a small boy who
rushed out of an entry, shouting:

“Hi, there! Stop! Stop!™

The conductor looked doubtfully at the boy: but
that he was holding up a penny, decided to stop, 30
the bell. )

“Now then, young shaver, hop on!” he said.

“Who are you calling a young shaver!” inquired the youth
scornfully. * An’ what do yer mean by runnin” away from
yer customers? ’Ere, muvver wants two 'apennies fer thia
‘ore penny, She's waiting to go to church!”—Sent in by A.
Hinkin, Stratford, E.

SPOILT THE EFFECT!

The late Sir Henry Irving in his young days once played
in a piece the first act of which required a dark stage. In
this darkness he fought with an old earl, threw him heavily,
and when he did not rise after the loud thud of his fall,
Irving would call out:

““(Great heavens! What have I done?”

One night he played this part in a small town in the
Provinces. A stage-hand, standing in the * wings,”” was very
much impressed with the realism of this scene. much fo
that he forgot all about the theatre and the audience, and
imagined the whole thing was real.

From his coneealed position he watched the fierce struggle
take place in the semi-darkness. The earl fell with a loud
bump. Pause of intense silence.

“Groat heavens!” exclaimed Irving. *“What have I
done i’

“Strike & match, sir, and we'll have a look!” gasped the
stage-hand,—Sent in by H. Murdoch, Stockport.

JUST RIGHT.

Sandy had some old cheese, which, being old, was rather
doubtful. When he had a party of friends to supper one
night, thercfore, he served up this cheese.

" “Hoao's the cheese, lads?” said Sandy, after a time.

“ Tust right,” said the spokesman.

“What d’ye mean by ‘just right’?” inquired Sandy.

“Why, if it had been ony worse, we couldna ha’ stood it 1™

“ Ay reElmd Sandy; *an’ if 1t had been ony better, ye
waulcﬁm ha’ got it1"—Sent i? by Alfred Baldwin, Man-

chester,

seeing
he rang

—_—

HAD HEARD OF

An Irishman, strolling in
the quays in New Yor
Harbour, came across the
wooden barricade which *1s
round the enclosure
where immigrants suspected of

:

placed

" Are you there?” Published every Monday, suffering  from contagious

hHE: nodded his head to show in order to give more of our readers a chance ".Ph;‘rﬂt’s i clhi: i bomeding

“::Eﬁ you there?” said the of winning one of our useful Money Prizes. for?® he inquired of & by-

voice again: and fthe mnew If you know a really funny joke, or a short, stander. ’

ufﬁ#t;l-lmy n{r%ri-dﬂdvgri]cﬂau m;};ifé d interesting paragraph, send italong (on a post- “0Oh,” was the reply, “that’s
11 ALk

whether he was there for the
fourth time, he got exaspe-
vated, and  yelled down the
'phone:

“Man, are ve blind? I've
been nodding ma heid off for
the last half-heoor !"—Sent in
by E. G. Gilpin, Birmingham,

The Editor,
B

;

Next Wednesday's Number of “ THE GEM " will be the “‘“ﬂi'ill‘ﬂ“l
1., and will coutain.a. Splendid Long, Complete Story, eatitled:

card) before you forget it, and address it to:
HE BOYS FRIEND and GEM,
Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C.

Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next
week's GEM or BOYS' FRIEND.

T e ™y ™™™

to keep out fever and things
like that, you know!”

“Indade!™ said Pat. “Oi've
often heard of the Board of
Health, but, bejabers, it's the.
first toime Qi've seen ut!"”—
Sent in by A, J. Thirtle, Strat-
ford, E.

Tue Gem LiprarYy.—No. 375.

“THE PATH OF DISHONOUR!" “zisra®



//-’ el

o5 0m Fo
EDITOR

“THE GEM"™ LIBRARY .

THE FLEETWAY HOUSE. FARRINGDON ST LONDON.E.C,

* THE BEST 3% LIBRARY e~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY. gy

EVERY MONDAY 1 EVERLY

e 5

For Next Wednesday—
“THE PATH OF DISHONOUR!"

By Martin Clifford.

Our next grand, long, complele story of St. Jim's concerns
Gore of the Shell, known to ull his schoolfellows as tho
rankest of rank outsiders. The presence of Tickey Tapp, a
notorious card-sharper. in the vicinity of St. Jim's, Iilr.'ada
Gore to resort to gambling, and he soon finds himself head-
oyor-cars iu debt. Driven to the wall, and well knowing
that he must repay the rascally sharper by a given date,
Gore descends to-thoe level of & common thief. The con-
sequences of his desperate action are particularly severe,
and bitterly he repents him of having taken to

“THE PATH OF DISHONOUR!"

——

A RAMSGATE READER'S SUCCESS.

Few thingz please me more than to heay of the achieve-

ments of my reader-chums, and I have pleasure in record-
ing this week’ the recent success of Fred Burton, a staunch
'reader hailing from Ramsgate. The following extract from
a local newspaper speaks for itsels

“We are pleased to ammounce the success of . J. Burton,
a scholar attending St. George's Commerci Buhool,
Ramsgate, in the examination for mule learners at the post-
office. He secured tho

FOURTH PLACE IN ALL ENGLAID,

obtaining 1,452 marks out of a possible 1,900. He wus the
only boy in Enilalld to secure the possible 500 marks for
mathematics. a boy from Blackpool being sccond with 480;
Burton is the editor of his schun? magazin..”

_ I, congratulate my seaside chum mest heartilty on his
remarkable success, and hope that the future hoids even
greater honours for him. That Master Buvton - u staunch
uupﬁurtnr of ‘the Companion Papers is shown by the fact that
he has written to me on munlv previous occasions; and he
tells me that he found our splendidly-written schoo! stories
& delightful relaxation from * swotting.”

I hope other of my readers will not fail to keep me posted
of any successes which may wnccrue i» them from time to
time.

WHAT DO YOUR PARENTS THINK?

The old, old story of the antagonism of certain parents
towards the " Gem Library ™ crops up again this week in
the following letter:

“Dear Mr. Editor,—I am writing to y w in the hope that

you will give me a little advice. I have been a constunt
reader of THe GEM since 1911.
M Last week my father saw me reading your paper. and
gave me a ‘talking-to’ for buyving it %Ie remarked thai
it. was trash, and ended up by saying. ‘I trust to your being
o sensible boy, and not buying it any more,” What am T to
do? He has not actually forbidden me to have THE GeM.-
but he evidently does not like my reading it. If you would
give me some advice I should be very grateful,

“Wishing the ‘Gemn Library ' all prosperity,

“ Belicve me,
““ Yours sincerely,
“Ix-a-Houge.™

The best advice T can render my chum is. that he should
place this grand double number in the hands of his father,
apd ask him to glance through it. Even the most exacting

OUR. - THREE - COMPANION -+ PAPER.S !
“THE MAGNET' THE “PENNY

~ LIBRARY — , — POPULAR " "—; — —
FEIDAY .1 EVERY SATURDAY.

CHUCKLES,

1/2° ——

i

parent will not fail to be steruck by the high tonc which
prevails throughout the paper. 'Ihe cover is mteresting and
perfectly harmless;  the splendid school story nurtures a
fino sense of honowr and fair-play; while " Officer and
Trooper,” written by a gentleman who has spent his whole
career in a garrison town, gives u truce picture of military
life In peace-time.

Where, then, can exception be taken in the contents of
THE GEM? Surely not in the Chat page, for I always mako
it & point te be sinceve in what I write; and so long as &
man’s work has the ring of sincerity there is little else that
matters. Tt is not playing the game to condemn a paper
unread: and I think, when the %.ll.thf*l' of *“In-a-Hole" ﬁ:s
perused the present number, he will choscfully give his
assent for my chum to read Tug Gew2. If, however, the
gentleman in question remains firm in his  unfavourable
opinion of this journal, * In-a-Hole" should hold himself
ready and willing to give the paper up, since obedience to
one’s parents is always the primary consideration.

Speaking on the subject of prarents and their attitude
towards THE GEM 1t gives me great pleasure to reproduce
an cpistle which came to hand a short time ago from a
suburban ladv:

: “19, Caroline Road, Wimbledon, Surrey.

“Dear Editor,—I was very pleased to receive a letter from

Jou.

“I think many parents condemin boys  papers like Tas
GEM and ‘Magnet' without reading them, which T con-
sider very narrow-minded indeed. [ think many homes
would be happier if only the mathers would take a keener
interest in  their cluldren’s amusecaents and recreations.
Mine is a very busy life but T always find tims to listen to
all the little worries of my boys, and to give them a helping
hand should need arvise. I don’t think they ever have a
secret from me, because they are so sure mother will under-
nhiand. I want thein alwayy to look on mother as theiv best
chum.

“You will like to hear we lend wour books out each
week to different boys, a3d by sc doing I hope we shall get
you new roadars.

“ With all good wishes,—Yours respectfully,

“Mns CrowrLEy.”

T hope “ In-a-Hole’s " father will read this communicstion.
If he doecs, he cannot fail to be influenced by the sound
common-sense and logical reasoning which governs the
mind of the writer,

I thank Mrs. Crowley most cordially for her kindness in
spreading the fame of the Comparion Papers.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

T1. J. J. (Ryde).—Cannot some of the girl members of your
club’ undertake the task of providing badges? I think this
would be the best plan. You have my sincerest wishes for
your success.

“Enlightenment ¥ (Paisley).—"The Boys' Friend ™ has
been running for a considerable number of vears now, but it
did not come under my control until March 15th, when a
gigantic penny number appeared.

“Two Gemites” (Clayton Bridge)l.—More yarns about
Talbot? I should just think so! Some superb storics of this
popular character and his girl chum are coming along shortly.

E. J. W. (Chiswick).—You will see that your timely proposal
bore good fruit. Thanks for your offer to recommend the
good old *Gem " at all times.

R. F. Brown (Cardiff).—I certainly do not agree with you
that Talbot gets all the honours. Tom Merry is as popular

a character as he ever was,
THE EDITOR.

I"}!IEEH‘.I" and published weekl Hg:.hu Proprietore, The Fleetway Ilouse, ﬁnlnzdunﬁtrwt,l.nndun,ﬁn land. Agentsfor Australasia: Gordon &Uoteh,
.,

Melbourne, Eydoey, Adelai lsbane, and Wellington, N.:

Eubscription, 7e. per annum,

Bouth Alrica: The Centm! News ney,

Ltd., Caps Town and Johaanecaburg,
Balurdav, April 17th, 1915,



RAILWAY
— ABBOTS FORDE=

™ 3
—— =7 o
——

el - . =
==

RAILWAY TO T —

READ THE GRAND TALES OF SCHOOL LIFE AT ST. JIM'S IN " THE GEM "~ LIBRARY EVERY WEDNESDAY.

i e

—_ 7= FOOTPATH =

WES TwooD, el —

"_ -
S £ ]
i P = e - . = m - et — =
g = T a0 s
— = P = -k rien z
_.-—"q e =i e s - s - — I 3 -
- = i _I - i O} [
K == - —= T i “z gt %
. - = E3 = - = e - =
—— e e,y S - = T ] — = = T, =
— = - —— = % Py —_ = . = -

= il
: =
’ P o g
= = 1—"#_.. - T
- - -

TO LEWES oo~ =5

e ———
——— RAILWAY

X o

- =

E-D:..JI'T_HAMIDTEN,_Erf. H',;_R =SS

-
e W
B——
e
ot =
o - L
1 I et
ir —r b =2 T p— i —
. = . -
- T ; e
a

J U NCTION Pt

e

MAP SHOWING THE PRINCIPAL PLACES OF INTEREST IN THE DISTRICT AROUND.ST. JIM'S.




AalLivE LLUDINAAEN L

NOW ON SALE!

THREE GRAND NEW ADDITIONS TO

The “Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library.

g e o e e L o S PP e

No. 295.

“THE MAILED FIST!”

A great war story. By JOHN TREGELLIS.
No. 296.

“THE TENDERFOOT!”

A splendid adventure story. By CECIL HAYTER.
No. 297.

|[“HE WOULD GO TO SCHOOL"’

A magnificent story of school life. By ROBERT MURRAY.

NOW ON SALE!

EVERYBODY'S
FAVOURITE
CHARACTERS
IN ONE BOOK -

THE PENNY POPULAR

OUT TO-DAY.
—SEXTON BLAKE

Detective

TOM MERRY & CO.

The Famous Schoolboys

JACK, SAM, & PETE |

The Great Adventurers

3 GRAND, LONG
COMPLETE TALES.
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