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THE ST. JIM'S JUNIOR WHO WAS SENT TO COVENTRY FOR SEEKING TO HELP A

‘CHAPTER 1.

Most Mysterious !

@ WEAT Scott !

D’Arcy of the Fourth
uttered that exclamation in
tones of the greatest

alazement.

n his astonishment his eyeglass
dropped from his eye. He gathered it
up again, polished it, jammed it into
his eye, and regarded blankly the
object which had called forth his sur-
prised exclamation.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey was the first
fellow down that morning in the School
House at St. Jint's.

The big door of the School House had
been unfastened, but it was not yet
opened when the swell of St. Jim’s
came downstairs, and Arthur Augustus
swung it open himself.

Then he stood transfixed.

He stood, with his eyeglass in his eye,
regarding the outside of the big oaken
door in blank amazement.

“Bai Jove I”

The early housemaid in the Hall
looked at Arthur Augustus in surprise.

Tom Merry of the Shell, who was just
coming down the stairs, stared at him

“ What’s the row, Gussy?”?

“Gweat Scott !”
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“ What the dickens 2

“ Extwaordinawy !”

*“'What on earth’s the matter with the
chap?” asked Monty Lowther, coming
down with Manners and joining Tom
Merry. “What are you blinking at,
Gussy 77

“1 am not blinkin’, Lowthah. I am
wegardin’ ithe most extwaordinawy
thing.”

“ Something on the door, 1 suppose,”
said Tom Merry, puzzled. And the
Terrible Three, perplexed by D’Arcy’s
attitude of amazement, hurried to join
him in the doorway. Then they
exclaimed all at once, as they beheld
the object that had caused *Arey’s
surprise :

“My hat!”

It was indeed surprising. The door
had only just been opened, and nobody
belonging to the School House had yet
been out in the quadrangle. But on
the outside of the door was an extra-
ordinary inseription in chalk.

The juniors stared at it blankly.
Who had put it there was a mystery;
and what 1t meant was a greater mys-
tery still Upon the oaken surface of
the big door a number of figures had
been chalked. They ran, in order:

“18 151120 1516 10 16 7 1866 4 23
60104 204792596699 14420 16
1124 14 4 2. :

SCHOOL-FELLOW IN DANGER!.
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The juniors stared biankly at the
extraordinary inscription in chalk
on the door. Whe had put it
there was a mystery—and what it
meant was a greater mystery

still! ‘“Well, this beats the
band !’ exclaimed Menty
Lowther.

For some momenis the juniors stared
in silence.

“Well, this beats the band ! said
Monty Lowther at length. *“What silly

ass has been chalking those figures
there 7

“What on earith can they mean?”
said Manner

“Can’t mean anything,” said Tem
Merry, wrinkling his brows over the
Jpuzzle. “Must be a joke of the New
House, I suppose.”

“Where does the joke come in?”

“Blessed if T know ! confessed Tom
Merry. “Baut as they don’t mean any-
thing, I suppose it must be a joke.”

S Pewwaps they do mean somethin’,
deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arey.

“Rats! What could they mecan?”

* Pewwaps it’s a ewyptogwam 7

“A which?”

“A cwyptogwam,” said D'Arcy
firmly; “that’s what it looks like.”

“Oh, a ecryptogram!” said Tom
Merry. “What would anybody want
to chalk a eryptogram on the door of
the School House for, fathead?”

“1 wefuse to be called a fathead,
Tom Mewwy. I think it must be a
cwyptogwam. It can’t be anythin' else,
you see. Pwobably some wotten joke
of the New House boundahs. When we
work it out, we shall find it is some dis-
wespectful message.”

“Oh, very likely !’ said Tom Merry.
“Then we won’t work it out. We'll
rub it out instead.”

“Hold on, deah boy. Don't wub i

out. Let’s work it out first. I'n
wathah good at cwyptogwams, yoa
know.”

“Hallo! What have you got there 7
asked Blake of the Fourth, coming
down with Herries and. Dighy

“Hallo.! What on ecarth’s this?”

“My hat ! ]

“What’s the joke?”

More and more fellows were coming
down now, and they joined the group
of juniors in the doorway, staring at
the strange inseription.

There were exclamations of surprise
on all sides. 2

“Must be a ' ecryptogram,”* said
Levison of the " Fourth, eyeing' the

Ty
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A CRIPPING YARN OF MYSTERY, FUN AND THRILLS, STARRING TALBOT, LEVISON,
AND THE EVER-POPULAR TOM MERRY & CO.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD
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chalked figures very curiously. “The
figures stand for letters, you know; and
when you get the right letters, you can
read it off quite easily.”

“Read it off, then,” said Blake.

“Ahem! I haven’t got the right
letters.”

¢“1 wathah think I ean work it, deah
boys,” said Arthur Augustus, with the
smile of superior knowledge. “Pway
don’t wub it out. Of course, it must be
some cheeky message fwom the New
House boundahs. Now, suppose you
nambah the letters of the alphabet, you
know, fwom beginnin’ to end, and use
the figuahs instead of the lettahs, then
you get 1 for A, 2 for B, 3 for C, and
50 on. Pway wait a minute, till I
scwibble it down.” :

Arthur Augustus, deeply interested
in the mysterious cryptogram, hastily
iook out his pocket-book and a pcncz
and scribbled down the alphabet fro:
A to Z, and wrote under cach letter an
appropriate figure, from 1 to 26

“Now, then, it won’t take long—"

“Hold on!” said Blake. “One of the
rumbers is 66.  Which is the 66th
letter of the alphabet, Gussy ?”

“Bai Jove! -I nevah thought of
that !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pewwaps there’s a catch,” said
Arthur Augustus thoughtfully. ¢ Any-
way, we'll twy the numbahs fwom 1 to
of 3

“That would make the first part of
it read RO A AT O P—and what does
that spell?” asked Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove! It weally doesn’t scem to
spell anythin’, deah boys, unless it’s in a
beastly foweign language.”

“Must be a jolly foreign language if
it spells anything,” said Lowther.

““Blessed if it’s worth the trouble of
working out!” said Tom Merry. “It
must be a joke of Figgins & Co. Instead
of working it out, we’ll go and look for
the New House bounders, and bump
them for their cheek.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Perhaps it wasn't Figgins & Co.,”
gaid Levison, who was eyeing the in-
scription with keen cuviosity.  “It
doesn’t look to me like a joke. TI'm
going to make a copy of it, anyway, and
work it out if it’s a cryptogram.”

And Levison proceeded to copy down
the strange figures into his pocket-book.

“Qh, rot !” said Tom Merry. “It isn’t
worth the trouble, and perhaps it
doesn’t mean anything at all. It may be
only a jape, to make us try to work it
out for nothing. Then the bounders
would have the laugh of us. Come on,
you chaps; let’'s go and bump the
bounders for their cheek instead of
working out their blessed cryptogram.
Where’s Talbot 7”

“Here I am!” called out Talbot,
coming down the stairs. ‘‘What’s on?”

“A rotten joke of the New House
bounders,” said Tom Merry., “We're
going to bump them.”

Talbot laughed.

“I'm on,” he said cheerily.

“(Come on {”

“Hallo! What's this »  Talbot
paused as he saw the chalked figures on
the door and started violently. “Who's
written this here?”

“Figging & Co.,”

explained Tom

Merry. ““It’s some rotten joke up
against the School House—at least, we
suppose it is. Come on, Talbot !”
ut-Talbot did not move. He seemed
rooted to the floor, and he stared hard
at the chalked figures. The colour had
faded out of his cheeks. Then, as he
caught the keen eyes of Levison turned
curiously upon him, he flushed.

“Qdd idea,” he said calmly. “I sup-
pose it’s some sort of a cryptogram—
what ?”

“Can you read 1t?” asked Levison,
his eyes still on Talbot’s face. /.

“ How should I be able to read crypto-
grams at sight ?” said Talbot carelessly.
“T'll take a copy of it, though.”

“Oh, don’t waste time!” said Tom
Merry. “I’ve just spotted Figgins
across the quad—"

“T'll come after you,” said Talbot.

“QOh, all right !”

Tom Merry & Co. crowded out of the
House. Talbot made a copy of the
chalked figures on the door. Only
Levison remained with him, and he was
watching the Shell fellow with an odd
expression in his eyes.

““Might as well rub this rubbish out,”
said Talbot, when he had finished
making his copy.

“Why 7” asked Levison.

“0h, of course, it doesn’t matter !”

Kildare of the Sixth, the captain of
St. Jim’s, came along the passage, and
he frowned as he saw the chalk-marks
on the door.

“What's this?”” he asked. “This kind
R L TR L T TR AR R R R

Tom Merry & Co. are puzzled
one morning when they find
chalked numbers on the School
House door. What do they mean ?
Only Talbot k the answer.
The Toff had not forgotten the
secret code of his former gang of
cracksmen !
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of thing isn’t allowed. Rub that chalk
off the door at once, Levison.”
“Right-ho !” said Levison.
He borrowed a duster from the house-
maid and rubbed the old oak door clean.
Talbot drew a deep breath, and, with-
out a glance at Levison, went out into
the quad.

CHAPTER 2.
A Little Too Hasty!

IGGINS, Kerr, and Wynn, “the
F famous Co. of the New House,
had just come out of their House
as the rising-bell ceased to clang
over St. Jim’s
In the keen morning they were taking
a trot round the quadrangle to freshen
up their appetites for breakfast—though
TFatty Wynn’s appetite, at least, did not
require any aid of that sort. The three
chums of the New House halted as a
crowd of School House fellows bore
down upon them with a rush.
“Look out! School House cads!”
exclaimed Kerr.
“(Collar them !” roared Tom Merry.
Figgins & Co. made a rush for their
own House. But the School House
fellows crowded in the way, and the
New House trio was promptly sur-
rounded.
“Tere, hold on!” exclaimed ‘Figgins.

“Fair play’s'a jewel, you know! What
are you on the warpath for so early in
the morning ?”

“Looking for cheeky bounders who
chalk up cryptograms on the door of
our House,” said Tom Merry.

“What !

“Collar them !”

“Here, I say—"

But Figgins had no time to say any-
thing. The crowd from the School House
closed in upon the three, and they were
promptly collared. Figgins & Co. re-
sisted manfully, but in the grasp of so
manﬁ pairs of hands they had no chance
at all.

“Bump them !” roared Blake.

“Yaas, wathah | Bump the boundahs !”

“Yow-ow !” roared Figgins. “ What
the dickens—"

Bump ! v

“Yaroooh !”

“Now, explain what it all means!”
howled Blake “We're not taking the
trouble to work out your rotten crypto-
gram! Tell us what it means!” .

“Blessed if I know what you're
driving at!” gasped Figgins. “Have
you gone off your silly rockers?”

“Kxplain |”

“Look here——"

“Oh, bump him again!” said Tom
Merry. “We'll bump it out of him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Figgins came into rough contact with
the quadrangle again, and he roared.

“Yow-ow-ow ! You silly asses -

“Now will you tell us what it
means?” demanded Tom Merry.

“n\ZVhat what means, you frabjous
ass?”

“The cryptogram !”

“What cryptogram?”

“Oh, he doesn’t know!” grinned
Lowther. “Give him another bump and
freshen his memory !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh  crumbs!” gasped Figgins.
“Chuck 1it, you asses! Yaroooh !
Leggo ! I’ll_, slaughter you! Rescue,

New House !

“Now will you explain?” demanded

lake. b

“I dorn’t know what you're burbling
about !” yelled Figgins. “I don’t know
anything about any silly cryptogram !”

“Honest Injun?” asked Tom Merry.

“Yes, fathead!”

“Then it was Kerr,” said Tom Merry.
“Bump him!”

“Hold on!” yelled Kerr, as he was
bumped on the hard, unsympathetic
earth. “Hold on! Chuck it! I don't
know anything about it, either!”

“Oh, rats!. Give him another bump
for not knowing anything about it,
either !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh crumbs ! You fatheads—oh !’

“It must have been Wynn, then !” said
Tom Merry “Now then, all hands to

the mill! Fatty’s a heavy-weight !”
“Leggo!” gasped Fatty. “I don’t
know—yaroooh !—anything about i,

either! Oh!”

“Now, look here!” said Tom Merry,
wagging his forefinger at the gasping
heroes of the New House. “If it wasn’t
you, it was some bounder in your House.
Who was it?”

“You—you silly ass I”” gasped Figgins.-
“It wasn’t! We're the first out of our
House this morning, you burbling
jabberwocks !”

“And we don’t know anything about
it!” roared Kerr.

“Bai Jove, we have been wathah
hasty, deah boys!” remarked Arthur
Augustus thoughtfully.
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“Ha, ha, hat” 3 ;

“Never mind. A bumping will do
them good, on general principles,”
grinned  Kangaroo—otherwise  Harry
Noble—of the Shell.  “But if it wasn't
those bounders, who was it?” .

““Ii’s' a giddy mystery, then!”’ said
Teom Merry. ‘“Somebody must have got
in over-the sehool wall in the night and
chalked that rot on our door. I suppose
it couldn’t have been old Taggles. Then
it must have been somebody from out-
side St Jim’s.”

“I¥’s extwaordinawy !”

TFiggins & Co. were released. They
were a little dishevelled, and somewhat
flustered, and a very great deal exasper-
ated. But their curiosity overcame their
exasperation. :

“What’s the giddy mystery?” asked
Figgins, as he dusted himself down.
“What are you burbling about, you
School House fatheads?”

“Weally, Figging——"

Tom Merry explained, and the New
House chums listened 'in great astonish-
ment. -

“Well,
Figgins.
—or anybody in our House, either. We
were the first out of the House. Besides,

that takes the cake!” said

some of you were out before us. I saw
yvour door open. Must have been a

School House chap playing the giddy
goat I”? ;
T Watst I opened the door
Figging, and 1 found it there.” -

“Let’s see it,” said Kerr.

Figging & Co. walked towards the
School House with the crowd of fellows.
In their curiosity concerning the strange
message in figures, they had quite for-
gotten the bumping. But when they got
to the door of the School House, it was
bare.

“My hat!
said Blake.

Figgins looked at him suspiciously.

“I say, I suppose you're not pulling
our leg?” he said.

“Honest Injun!” said Tom Merry.
“It was there right enough. We all
saw it. I didn’t take a copy of it,
though. Did any of you fellows?”

“T was goin’ to,”” said Arthur Augus-
tug, frowning. .“But I didn't. It’s
wotten, becanse I'm wathah a dab at
finding out cwyptogwams.” !

“Levison took a copy of if,”” said
Herries. “I saw him doing it.”

“Good! We'll hunt up Levison.”

There was a scarch for Levison. The
Fourth Former was discovered in a quiet
corner of the quadrangle, wrinkling his
brows over the strange set of figures in
his pocket-book.

“Here he is!”

“Tound it out, Levison?”

Levison shook his head.

“I can’t make head or tail of it,”” he
caid, v

“Let’s sce it,” said Figgins. “TI dare
say I can tell you what it means.”

“Weally, Figgins, as I have not been
able  to guess the meanin’, I hardly
considah——"" -

“Depends on a chap’s brains,” ex-
plained Figgins. ‘‘You wouldn’t be
able to, you know.”

“You uttah ass—"

“Blessed if I can make it out,” said
Figgins, staring at the queer set of
figures in Levison’s pocket-book.  Laoks
as if some silly ass has jumbled up the
figures simply to puzzle us. They can’t
mean anything.’ ' e

“Fach figunah stands for a lettah,
deah boy——"

“Or a word,” said Lowther.

“Yaas, possibly. But how to find out
what lettahs or words—that is wathah
diffienlt.” !

Tue GeM LiBRaRY.—NoO. 1,518.

It’s been rubbed out!”

“Honour bright, it wasn’t us.

first, -

“Beats me,” said Figgins. “You try
it, Kerr. You're a blessed Scotsman,
and you've got a head for this kind of
thing.”” k :

Kerr grinned.

He was already scanning the figures
with deep interest. But he could make
nothing of them.

“Tll take a copy-of it and try to
work 1t out,’” he said. -

good many of the fellows took
eopies from Levison’s, and set to work,
trying to decipher the weird figures.
But they tried in vain, and most of them
gave 1t up before breakfast-time.

When the bell rang, and Tom Meiry
& Co. went into the School House, they
met Talbot.

“Found it out?” asked Tom Merry.

Talbot started.

“ Eh—what ?” ¢

“You took a copy of the cryptogram,
I mean,”

“VYes, I took a copy,” said Talbot
carelessly. “T’'ve thrown it away since.
Let’s get in to brekker !”

“Right-ho! I’'m hungry,” said Tom
Merry cheerily.

They went into the dining-room, and
at that time it did not occur to Tom
Merry that Talbot had not, in point of
fact, answered his question. But Levi-
son, who was following them in, noted
it, and he smiled in a curious way.

After breakfast, when the juniors
came out, Levison touched Talbot
lightly on the arm as he went out into
the quadrangle. Talbot’s brow was
wrinkled with thought and he started
irritably as he looked round at Levison.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“Only a word,” said the Fourth
Former, “about that eryptogram.”

Talbot looked annoyed.

“Oh, don’t bother me about it!” he
said.

“T haven’t been able to read it,” said
Tevison. ‘‘I thought you might have
spotted what it meant.”

1 don’t see why you should think
£0.”

“Oh, it was only an idea! I know
you are a keen‘cht’aﬁ)." g

“Thanks !’ said Talbot dryly. And
he turned away.

“Hold on!” said Levison. “You
haven’t answered me yet. Have you
found out what it means, Talbot?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” said
Talbot brusquely “I wish you wouldn'
hother me about the rot, Levison.”

Without a word further he walked
away. Levison smiled.

CHAPTER 3.
The Shadow of the Past!

OM MERRY & CO. were par-
ticularly cheerful that day.
The afternoon was a-half-holi-
day, and the School “Ifouse
juniors were playing a House match
with Figgins & Co. And the weather
was fine.

Tom Merry & Co. were looking for-
ward to the match with especial keen-
ness, because they had a “rod in pickle ”
for the New House.

Talbot, the scholarship junior, short
as was the time that he had been at
St. Jim's, had proved himself a tower
of strength in the junior eleven.

In all the more  important ‘matches
played by the St. Jim’s juniors the new
winger was sure of a place in the team,
and with his aid in the House match,
Tom Merry confidently expected to give
Figgins & Co. the “kybosh,” as he ex-
pressed it.

After morning  lessohs, the juniors
were thinking of nothing but the House
match; the chalked ' figures on the
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Schoo! House door had been dismissed
from their minds. One or two fellows

were still puzzling over them, but that,

was all.

How they had come to be chalked on
the door was a mystery. Every fellow
who had been asked declared that he
knew nothing of the matter, and it
was pretty clear that some outsider
must have got in over the school wall
and chalked the figures on the door.
Why anyone should have done such an
extraordimary thing was a mystery.
Some absurd practical joker had done
it to create a mystery, was the general
opinion, and so the subject was dis-
missed.

TFoothall was the subject in all minds
now. After dinner most of the fellows
sauntered down to the playing fields.
There was a senior mateh on that after-
noon, too—Kildare and the mighty men
of the firet eleven playing a visiting
teamr on Big Side. But to the Lower
School the junior House match was the
event of the day.

“Time we got down to the ground,”
Tom Merry remarked, looking at his
watch.  “Where's Talbot? Has he
gone down 7

“T haven’t seen him,” said Lowther.

‘T'll look in his study.”

Tom Merry ascended the stairs to the

hiell passage. He was a little surprised
that Talbot needed looking for; the
new fellow was usually very keen about

3
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footer. Talbot shared a study with
Gore and Skimpole, next to Tom
Merry’s in the Shell passage. Tom
tapped at the door, opened it, and

looked in.

Talbot was there, alone.

He did not look up. _He was sitting
in a chair, with his hands driven deep
into his jacket pockets, and a deep
wrinkle in his brow, his eyes fixed on
the earpet. It was evident that he had
not heard that tap on the door, and
had not heard the door open.

Tom Merry’s cheery face clouded a
little as he looked at Talbot, silent,
immobile, and plinged in a gloomy
reverie.

Talhot was subject to those deep fits
of despondent thought at times, and
Tom Merry well knew the reason. But
of late they had seemed to leave him,
and Talbot had become as light-hearted
and cheery as the rest of the Co. Ap-
parently, this afternoon the old black
mood had returned once more to take
possession of the junior whose past had
heen so strange and so shadowed.

“Talbot, old ¢chap—"

Talhot started at the sound of Tom
Merry's voice, and flushed red.

“Yes, come in, Tom !”

“ Nothing wrong, old fellow ?”

“I—I was thinking,” said Talbot.
“Ave you ready for me? I—I'd for-
gotten about the match. I won't keep
you waiting.”

Tom Merry dropped his hand on the
Shell fellow’s shoulder. :

“Look here, .Talbot. I can
what yon were thinking about.
it!  All that’s over now.”

Talbet smiled a curious smile.

“ You can guess?” he said. .

“Yes,” said Tom Merry bluntly.
“Youw're thinking about things that are
over and done with, and can’t be
helped. You shouldn’t. Look forward,
not back. Jt's best.”

“1 know it is,” said Talbot quietly.
“Bubt sometimes a fellow can’t help
looking back, especially when he’s had
a past like mine. I can’t help thinking
how short a while ago it was I came
here—and what I was—" -

“ Forget it,” said: Tom. .

He d1d not like to think of what his

guess

Chuck
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chum had been in those black, wretched
days.

Talbot smiled bitterly.

“And I had no shame then,” he said.
“When I first came here I was the Toff
—the confederate of Hookey Walker and
his gang of cracksmen.  Then—then
came the change. I know you believe
in me now, Tom; I think I've proved
that I'm sincere.”

“Of course you have,” said Tom.
“You let your old pals denounce you
rather than let them rob the school.
After that you did a jolly plucky thing,
and earned the King’s pardon. Nobody
has a right to say anything to you after
that; and nobody will! Why, even
Levison, who was always against you,
has turned round, and he stands by you
now. You have the gift of making
friends with everybody. Nobady ever
expected to see Levison play the game
at any time—he was reckoned an out-
and-out cad—but you have found some
gzood in him, and brought it to light.
That’s something for you to set against
the past that can’t be helped, Talbot.”

Talbot nodded.

“There’s good in everybody,” he said;
“it only needs getting at. When I was
a cracksman, nobody would have sup-
prosed I was good for much; but &

“But they’d have been wrong,” said
Tom Merry. “But what made you
think about all this now, Talbot? I
thought you were getting over all that.
and putting it right out of your mind.”
“I was,” said Talbot slowly.

Tom Merry had an anxious look.
“Do you mean that something has

happened to bring it all back?’ he’
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asked. “Some of the fellows have
His eyes gleamed as he spoke.

“No,” said Talbot. “The fellows
have acted like bricks, considering what
they Lknow about me. Crooke and
Mellish sometimes sneer—let them! It
doesn’t hurt me. It isn’t that.”

“It's something, though,” said Tom.
“1 haven’t seen you like this for a long
time. I read in the paper some time
ago about that burglar who broke into
St. Jim’s and denounced you because
vou wouldn’t help him. What was his
name-—Hookey Walker?”

“That was the name.”

“T read that he escaped,” said Tom.
“But he can’t bother you, Talbot. Ie
can’t say anything more about you than
he’s said already, and your pardon
covers all. You're not afraid of him?”

(: NO.”

“ Besides, he couldn’t show up any-
where without being arrested and sent
back to choky,” said Tom.

“I know. But—-"

“Is it that man Hookey Walker
you've been thinking of 7”7 asked Tom.

“Yes.”

“ But—but why?”

Talbot paused before he replied.
handsome face was clouded.

“I—I don’t know if you'll under-
stand,” he said. “I—I was that man’s
companion. My father—Captain Crow,
as they called him—was the leader of
the gang, and he was killed, and I
took his place, because I was useful to
them: If I hadn't come here, and
known you fellows, I should be in the
same boat still.”

“ Rubbish !’ said Tom. “You chucked
it all overboard the first chance you
had.”

“Yes, I think that’s true,” said Talbot,
with a sigh. “I asked Hookey to do
the same, and he laughed at the idea.
Then he attempted to rob the school.
Now he’s being hunted for by the police.
Tom, I know-hels a thief and a villain,

His
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As Hammond helped the injured Arthur Augustus into the dressing-room, a
junior swung round guiltily from the pegs where the coats were hanging. It

was Levison.

and he never cared a straw for me. Bat
—but he was my comrade in those
days.”

“Talbot! You don't mean to say

that you're thinking—that you want to
help that villain?’ asked Tom Merry.

“The question is whether I ought to,”
said Talbot miserably.

“(Certainly you ought not to,” said
Tom warmly. ¢ You've been pardoned,
and that covers all you've ever done
against the law. But if you renewed
vour connection with Hookey Walker
again, you'd have Mr. Fox of Scotland
Yard on your track once more You'd
be breaking the law, and you'd be liable
to go to prison.”

“I know.”

Tom Merry closed the door of the
study. FHis face was agitated now. This
had to be settled, and he meant to
settle it.

That Talbot, who had fougit so hard
to throw his black and miserable pdst
behind him, and who had a chance at
last to lead a new and brighter life,
should think for a moment of risking
all that he had won, from a mistaken
sense of loyalty, alarmed Tom Merry
greatly. He knew that the Toff was
fearless; he knew that he was loyal;
and the thought that Talbot might fall
back into the morass of crime he had so
barely escaped from, for the sake of an
unscrupulous and callous villain like
Hookey Walker, filled Tom with uneasi-
ness. .

“Took here, Talbot. We’ll have this
out,” he said. “We're not leaving this
study till it’s settled.”

“The footer match ? said Talbot.

“ Never mind that—Figgy won’t mind
waiting a few minutes. You're thinking
of this wretched brute Iookey Walker.

¢ Bai Jove ! '’ exclaimed D’'Arcy.
you wottah ? *’

‘“ What are you up to, Levison,

What has he ever done for you, except-
ing keep you as long as he could in a
life of crime?” :

Talbot winced.

“ Nothing else,” he said. .

“And when you wanted to reform, he

tried to keep you there still?
[13 YC‘S LR

“And when you refused to help rob
this school, he turned on you, denounced
vou, and did you all the harm he could.
If you hadn’t earued the King's pardon,
you'd be in danger from the police now,
and all through him.”

€6\, s »

““ And he is an utter rascal—a criminal
who had a chance to reform, if he had
liked, and refused to take it?”

€ XYOS.7’

“Then what do you owe him? Listen
to me, Talbot. All you've got, all
you've won, -you'd lose, if you broke
the law again. And you're thinking of
doing it for such a man as that, who
would turn on you if it served his
purpese. You know he would !”

“I know he would,”” said Talbot.

“Then you've got to put the idea
right out of your mind. I know you too
well to suspect you; but I warn you, if
the other fellows heard you talking like
this, they’d very likely think it was a
hankering after the old life that was
troubling you.”

Talbot turned crimson.

“Tom, you don’t think——"

“No, I don’t,” said Tom Merry. “But
I want you to promise me, on your word
of honour, that you won't try to sce
Hookeyv Walker, or-to find out where he
is, or have anyvthing teo do with him, or
help him. I want you to promisc io
keep clear of that. Will yout”

Talbot drew a deep breath.
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“You're right, Tom! He has no claim
on me. Yes, I promise! If he asks me
for help, I shall refuse him—I promise.’

Tom Merry’s facp brightened.

“I know you won ’t break your word,”
he said. And now drive the matter
out of your mind, aud don’t think any-

thing more about the rascal. He can’t
trouble you here, anyway. Now let's
go down to the footer. Hallo!”

The study door had opened softly,
without a knock, and Levison stood in
the doorway, startled, his face flushed.

CHAPTER 4.
Levison on the Track !

HE two Shell fellows stared at the
Fourth Former.
Levison had opened the door
quietly, stealthily, and it was
evident that he had not known that the
room was occupied. The confusion in
his face showed that.

Tom Merry frowned darkly. Of late
he had begun to entertain a more
favourable opinion of the cad of the
Fourth. Levison had been won over by
Talbot; from a foe he had changed into
a friend, and his friendship bad at least
been very useful to the one-time Toff.

Levison, at a good deal of risk to }.|m<

self, had saved Talbot from a false
ﬂCCLl'-d.l,iOn and Talbot and his fm,nd~
had not fowottcn it. But all Tom

Merry’s old ‘dislike of the cad of the
Fourth came back as he looked at the
flushed and guilty face in the doorway,
and he could not repress the scorn in bis
Iook

“Well?” he snapped.

“I—I thought you fellows were gone
doml to the footer,” stammered Levison.

It s’ past the tuuc for kick-off.”

“We were just going,”” said Tom
Merry. ‘“What were you sneaking into
’lalbots study foz

“You thought there was no one here,

and you were coming in like a thief !”
said Tom contemptuously. “What did
you want? Spying, as usual?”

‘No; I—I was going to borrow
Talbot’s Virgil. I've got some lines to
do, and—and I’ve lost mine.’

Levison’s late reform had evidently
not extended so far as learning to tell
the truth. It was quite plam to both
the Shell fellows that he was lying.
Tom Merry’s lip curled with scorn.

“You were spying !’ he said bluntly.
“Though what there is to spy on, I'm
blessed if I know !*’ :

“Nor L” said Talbot.

“There’s nothing to spy on now,
said Levison, emphasising the last w oul

np:tefullv

Talbot coloured.

‘Oh, shut up!” said Tom Merry
roughly. *Come on, Talbot; you'd

better lock your ~tudy dom if you don’t
want a spy here.’

“I don’t mind,” said Talbot quietly.
“Tevison is welcome to turn my study
inside out if he hkee I can’t imagine
what he wants here.’

The two Shell fellows passed out of
the study, and went their way without
looking back, leaving Levison standing
in the doorway, his face still ﬂu&hcd
and his eyes glmtmfr

He hesitated for some moments,

Then, as Tom Merry and Talbot dis-
anpealed down the stairs, he made up
his mind, entered the study, and closed
the door.

His next actions were very curious.
He searched the wastepaper-basket,
turning over every scrap of 'paper it
contained with great care. His expres-
sion, when he had finished, showed that
he had not found what he songht.
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‘difficulties, prompted him.

I NO EXIT! l

“ And what, may 1
wrong with the stairs ?

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to W. Mitchell, Edge End, Dob-
cross, near Birmingham.

With a grunt, he carried his mysteri-
ous search further. He scanned the
grate and the fender, and then hunied
round the study. Every scrap of paper
he picked up and o\d.mmod cavefully,
and threw them aside again.

It was more than half an hour befores
he gave up the search, with decp dis
appointment in his face.

“He's too jolly careful,”” he mur-
mured. “Jt’s no good. Ile must have
written it ont—if it’s him—but I'm sure
of that. But if he wrote it out, he's
destroyed it, or he’s got it about him.’

His eyes lighted up at that thought.
He crossed to the windoyw, from which
he had a view of the junior football
ground. On Little Side, the House
match was gomg strong. He could sec
Talbot on the wing of the School House
team, racing with the ball down the
touchline. There was a roar; that came
to his ears as he stood looking from the
study window.

“Well saved, Fatty!”

Talbot had sent in a rasping shot,
but the Welsh junior in goal had fisted
it-out. Owen cleared, and the struggle
went away to midfield again.

The crowd of juniors round the touch-
line were shouting; but Levison did not
listen; he was not interested in footer.
It was Talbot only that his eyes were
upon. Talbot was in his footer rig, of
course; he had changed in the dressing-
room, "and Levison was thinking—per-

haps in the dressing-room, i Talbot’s
pockets, was what “he had sought in

vain in his study.

Should he chance it ?

He knew what he had to cxpect from
Tom Merry & Co. if they_caught him
rifling Talbot’s pockets in the dressing-
room. They would not be surprised to
find him so engaged; he would only be
living up to his reputation as a spy and
a sneak. Levison’smiled at the 1]10110111
—a bitter smile. The good opinion he
had won lately from Tom Merry & Co.
had become dear to him. He did not
want to lose it.

This time, whatever mlght be said of
his methods, his motive was not bad.
An insatiable curiosity and a dmn-: to
help the boy who had befriended him,
and whom he believed now to be in
But,  how-
ever good his object might be, he could
not explain it to Tom Merry & Co.,

- listening to an explanation

-ally trained mind, I should
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and f they had known it, they would
not have forgiven his stcalthy and
underhand methods.

He was thinking the matter out, with
wrinkled brow, when the studv door
opened. Levison started. He did not
want to be caught in Talbot’s study.

A youth, with bulging forchead and
a largs pair of \pettacles came in. It
was Skimpole of the Shell, one of

Talbot’s studymates.
He blinked inquiringly at Levison.
“My dear Levison, do you want any-
thing here?” asked Skimpole. “Are
you looking for the book I offered to
]"nd you ?”
“The—the book?”
S0l

stammered Levi-

<impole benevolen
I offered to lend

ne of Professor Ba
lu" \J)'jLL; of Determi

the
crumpet on

“Exactly ' said LE\ison coolly.
l was looki: ng for it.’
‘I will lend it to you with ple

ar Iv.\m)u ' said the c’a,r\'

of the Shell. Illdu,d I will

to you, if you like, in s

snitable to your understanding
“Thanks !” said Levis

av all dispos \d to spend

b
n

Skimpole’s  w
“isms.” “ Ano

ird

man. By the
that cryptogra
you ought

\xa-:u'[ worth knowing. B..
could when his leg was
—his scientific ku-)\‘.--dg-
50 far as that.
“Certainly, my
have no doubt that,

dear Le
with my =cs

at once; but I have no
on such trifles. I hope th
to complete chapter three b
sixty-seven of my book——
“Did you see Talbot wor
asked Levison carelessly.
a copy of it up to his stud
this morning, I think.”
“Yes, before breakfast ™ =
pole. *“I was here, and I
I asked him if I could help
Le declined my assistance
doubt I could have saved I
difficulties at once. But Ta
sclf-willed. He never list
to explain io him that Pn
unmpet
‘Did he work it ont 7™
“Really, I do not
Levison. 1 was not pa
tion to him,” said S
seemed annoyed when I g
he was jotting down,
not see why he should
seeing a crowd of absurd
soms lines from Shake
noticed that his temper 3
reliable, because when
explain Determinism to

. “Lines from Shake
Levison eagerly, his g.pammg
“ He had writien down some lines from
Shakespeare ?”

“Yes. As I was saying—"

“In connection with the cryptogram,
Skimmy 7

“T really do not know, Levison. He
had written the lines down on the same
sheet of paper, and seemed to have
numbered the words, or the letters, I
forget which. Tt was.a: matter of no
importance. Al hére is the volume



EVERY WEDNESDAY

you were looking for! I hopc you will
1ead it from lmgmnmv to—"

“Do you remember the lines,
Skimmy ?”
“Really, Levison, I did not note

I am not very well acquainted
I prefer Professor
T e

e}

thern.
with Shakespeare.
qum\crumpet as a writer.
‘What play were they from?
“Let me see! I think they were from

¢ Julius Cesar’! Yes, I am sure. But
—er——

“And the lines?”

“I cannot remember, Now, about

this book, Levison——"

“Try to remember the lines, Skimmy,”
urged Levison.

Skimpole shook his head. His mind
was a beautiful blank on that subject.

“I really cannot, Levison. 1 do not
see why you should be interested in such
a very ummportant thing. Now, this
book——"

“He was numbering the words in the
lmes’ asked Levi=0n.

I think so.’

£ 01 the letters in the words—which ?”

“I really did not notice. I only
observed that he was covering them
with figures, and then he looked cross,
and I did not look at the paper again,
of course.”

“Did he say anything when he had
finished 77

“Not that 1 remember, said Skim-
tok‘. smprl:ed by Levison’s persistence.

“Yes, now I recall he said something
he said, ‘The hound! Never !'—
\\‘u(h imprlsed me very much. But
he left the study before I could ask him
what he meant.”

Levison snapped his teeth.

“Now let me show you where you
should begin the study of this valuable
volume. I.say, Levison, where are you
going, my dear fellow ? P i

Qkimpole blinked after Lev ison in
astonishment as, he strode to the door.
But the Fourtlf Former turned in the
decorway; he had another question to
ask.

“What did he do with the paper when
he had finished, Skimmy ?”

*“The—the paper?”

“Yes; the one he had written the
ln.os on.”

“I really do not remember. Yes, I
remember; he threw 1t into the grate &

“Was there a fire?

“My dear Levison, there is never a
fire early in the morning.’

“Then the paper ought to be there !”
exclaimed Levison.

“I have no doubt it would be there
now, Levison, but Talbot picked it up
again—I am sure I do not know why—
and put it into his pocket. Then he
went out. You seem to be very curious

—‘3

about it, my dear Levison.”

“Oh, not at all!” said Levison.
“Which pocket did he put it in,
Skimmy ?”

“In his jacket pocket,” said Skim-
pole in astonishment. “Really, my dear
Levison I say, you haven’t taken
the book I'm lending you

But the Fourth Former was gone.

kimpole blinked after him in amaze-
ment.

“Dear me, how very queer Levison
is 1" murmured Skimpole.  “He came
here e:pecxally for Professor Balmy-
crumpet’s book, and he has gone away
without it. FHow very curious !”

But the genius of the Shell dismissed
the matter from his mind as he sat
down to get to work upon the three
hundred and sixty-seventh chapter of
his great book—the tremendous volume
which was to electrify the world when
it was published—perhaps !

CHAPTER 5.
Caught in the Aect!

¢ OATL”
G Lie School House fellows
were shouting and clapping as
Levison came down to the

football ground.

The first half of the House match had
ended with no scorve to either side; but
in the second half the School Hou:e had
gone ahead at last.

The new winger was sho“mv his
value. The ball had gone into the net
from Talbot’s foot in spite of Fatty
Wynn's heroic effort to save, and the
School House were one up.

“Bravo, Talbot !”

Tom Merry clapped the winger on the

=

back as Fatty Wynn tossed out the
leather.
“Good for you, Talbot! We've

broken our duck, anyway ! I

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur
Augmtus D’Arcy. “That was weally a
wippin’ goal, Talbot, deah boy ! Icould
not have done any bettah myself |

Talbot smiled.

The teams lined up again, Figgins &
Co. looking very grim. There were only
twenty minutes more to. go, and prose
pects were not bright for the New
House. But Figgins & Co. meant to
snatch victory from the jaws of defeat,
if it were possible to be done, and the
game became fast and furious.

Levison stood watching the play for a
few minutes, and then sauntered to the
pavilion, to the dressing-room where the
pla\(N changed.

No one had eyes for Levison; every
cye was on the footer field, where the
struggle swayed to and fro, now in the
Schoo! House half, now close up to
r atty Wynn's goal.

Plas up, School House !

“Go 1t, Figgins |”

“On the ball !”

Arthur Augustus had the ball, and
Figgins charged him off it. D’ Arcv fell

sprawling, and two or three of the
players, in the press, fell over Avthur
Augustus. But Herries cleared, and the

ball went away to midfield.

Tom Merry, one of the players to fall
over Arthur Augustus, was on his feet
in an instant; but D’Arcy, after a vain
attempt to rise, rolled” over on the
ground, with a sharp ejaculation.

Pheep !

The whistle went, and play stopped,
and the fellows gafheled round the
swell of St. Jim’s, D’Arcy was looking
very white.

“Hurt?” asked Tom Merry breath-
lessly.

“Yaas, a -little,” said D’Arcy,
wincing. My beaﬂﬂv ankle has been
twodden cn. Some silly ass twod on it
with his hoof. I think it was you,
Hs\\'\\'ios 1=

1

ficld. Iu spite of his cool cheerfulness,
D’Arcy’s pallor showed that he was
hurt. Hammond helped him towards
the pavilion.

The whistle went for the resumption
of play, and the two teams were hard at
it again, Tom Merry playing a forward
short. But Talbot, 1n the flont line,
was almost as good as two men.

Arihur  Augustus  limped 1nto the
pavilion, leaning heavily on Hammond’s
arm.

“T ‘ope it asn’t-bad, D’Avey,”
Hawmw:mond anxiously.

“Only a beastly big bwuise, deah
boy,” said Arthur Augustus. “You can
wub it with embiwocation for me if you
like !”

% You: betil?
schoolboy.

He_ helped Arthur Augustus into the
dmssmg room

Bai Jove !”

Arthur Augustus fourot all about his
braised ankle for a moment.

A junior in the dressing-room swung
round from the pegs where the clothes
were hanging and stared at him, with a
flushed and startled face.

It was Levison.

“Bai Jove!” repeated Arthur
Auguetus in astonishment and scorn.

“What are you up to, Levison, you
wottah 7”

“N-nothing !”

“You had your paw. in the 110(1\(t of
that coat. Whose is it? Talbot's!” said
Arthur Augustus. ““What ave }0u goin’
thwough Talbot’s pockets for, you cad ?”

“I—T wasn’t !”

“Don’t tell whoppahs,
saw  you! Did you
Hammond 77

“ What-ho 1

said

said the Cockney

Levison! I

sce  him,

said Hammond, with a
contemptuous glance at the cad oi the
Fourth. “I seed him plain enough. Ho
’ad his 'and in Talbot‘ outside pncl\ot g

Levison panted: “I—I—I—"

The cad of the IMourth made a move-
ment to leave the dressing-room. Avthur
Augustus limped in his way.

“No, vou don’t, you wottah !

“Let me pass!” muttered Levizon.

19

‘“Wats!  You're goin' to stay here
till the fellows come in!” said Arthur
Augustus. I'm goin’ to tell Talbot

and he can

vou've been at his pockets,
You've been

see what you were aftah,
takin’ somethin’ t”

“I—I haven't! Do vou think I'm a
thief ?” hissed Levison.

“I certainly think it looks like it,”
said Arthur Augustus. “What do you
think, Hammond, deah boy ?”

“(Course he is,” said Hammond a$
once. “I s'pose he wasn't going through
Talbot’s pockets for nothing, was he?
He was arter something.”

“You Cockney rotter!”
Levison furiously, “T'll 2

(Continuwed on the ncxt page.)

exclaired

Sorry ! said Herries. .
““Oh, it's all
wight, only I can’t
stand up,” said *
Arthur Augustus.
“Nevah mind me; NEW YEAR

I can hop off!™
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“Well, wot will you do?” asked
Hammond, clenching his fists as Arthur
An'rnsfus sank into a seat.

“T—T wasn’t taking anything ! said
Levison sullenly.

“Then what were you doin de-
manded Arthur Augustus. “If you
weren’t takin’ anythin’ you were playin’
some twick en Talhot !

2933

“I—I was not. You don’t under-
stand {
“I undahstand wight enough, you

wottah ! It’s some of your old twicks,
j | suppose, and Talbot 1s goin’ to know
about it !

Levison breathed hard. The match
would be over soon, and the footballers
would come m;opmg in. If Levison
had to face them, he knew that he had
a rough handling to expect. Worse
than that, too, was the general con-
tempt he had to expeect.

“Look here!” said Levison in a low
voice. “It—it isn’t as you think,
D’Arey. I—I was going to do Talbot a

good turn.”

“ By goin’ thwonugh his pockets and

spyin’ 7”  asked Arthur Augustus
mnm‘u ‘111»
“Yon don’t understand. I—T can’t

very well explain ¥

«T wathah think you can’t, you
W Otldh |5 y
“But—but I'm acting as Talbot’s

friend. Hang it, I think I've proved
that I'm his friend!” said Levison
savagely. “Didn’t I prove it ab the
time Tresh i 2

D’Arcy’s face softened a little. It
was true enough; he remembered that.
Levison had certainly played up unex-
pectedly well on that occasion. Talbot
had done him a good turn, and Levison
had repaid it with mtuest

“That’s all vewy well,” said Arthur
Augustus.  “But what are you goin’
thwough Talbot’s pockets for 7’

“I—I can’t explain; but—but

“Playing <come rotten trick!”
Hammond.

“1 was plmmg no trick,” -said
Levison sullenly. “I don’t choose to
explain. But—but I don’t want Talbot

said

to know. He—he would think the same
as you do, and—and I—"

There was a trampling of feet, and
a crowd of flushed footballers came in,
with gleeful faces.

“All serene, Gussy!” chortled Blake.
“We're one to nil—beaten them to the
wide—— Hallo, what’s Levison doing
here? What’s the matter7”

CHAPTER 6.
Friend or Foe?
EVISON backed away, breathing
I hard.
He had been fairly caught,
and he had to go through with
it now,

“What’s the matter here?” asked
Tom Merry. G J .
“We caught ’im,” said Hammond,

beginning to chafe D’Arcy’s swollen
ankle. *““See that ’e don’t gct away.
That *urt, D’Arcy?”

“QOw! No—go on, deah boy

“What was he doing?” asked Blake.

“Goin’ th\\ough Talbot’s pockets,”

“What 5

“The 1otter 1

“What beastly tricks have you been
playing now, Levison?” demanded Tom
Merry, with an angry glance at the
cad of the Fourth.

£

Levison’s face set sullenly and
defiantly. . ] Y
“I've been playing no tricks. I've

done no harm, and I've got not'liug to
say. You can do as you like.”

“We'll jolly well rag you if you've
been playing any tricks on our things
here !’ said Herries wrathfully.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“T.ook at your things, Talbot, and see
if there’s anything wrong,” said Tom

Merry.

Talbot nodded, and examined his
pockets. He had given Levison a quick
and very curious look. He went
through all his pocl\ets carefull‘,

“ Anything missing 7” asked Blake.

“Nothing,” said Talbot.

“ And nothing put there that doesn’t
belong to you?” asked Monty Lowther,

R R A TG
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remembering the trick that Tresham
had played on Talbot a short time
before.
la]l,of shook his head.
\oLng he said.
“Then what did you
Talbot’s pockets, Levison?”
“TFind out!” said Levisen.
“That’s what we’re going
said Tom Merry grimly.
knew what your little game is,
preity plain ihat you’re up 'to you
tricks again.’
“And before you Iome t‘nis
\ou'l going to explain,” said B
“You made us believe that yon w

‘want with

dropping your rotten, cadd
Spoofing, as usual, I suppos
were you going through Talb

pockcts for 7
‘Speak up, you cad !”
Levison shrugged his shoulde

made no reply. The foot
gathered round him with angry los
“Now, look here! You've got i
o\plam yourself,” said Tom Me
“You didn’t come here and go t
Talbot’s pockets for not hin
suppose 77

“Find out!”

“What was your object ?”

“I've got nothing to say.”

“You don't deny that you were doing
iL?”

Another shrag of the shonle
lie would have cost Levison not
but it was useless to deny what A
Augustus and Hammond had seen.

“And you won’t explain?” demanded
Blake.

*No, I wontt”

“It doesn’t matter,” said Talbot
mildly. “ Whatever he wanted, the
no harm done. Nothing has been taken
from my pockets. Anyway, I ecan't
believe that Levison would have taken

anything valuable. That’s all rot!
He's not a thlof i
‘Thank you!” said Levison.

But he must have had some reason
for doing what he did,” said BI
“and he ought to be made to expl
We all know Levison. I suppose Yo
got some letter there that he want
to read !”
“There’s nothing in my pockeis
anybody mightn’t see,” said Talbét,
The Toff could not help recalling
there had been a time, not so very !
ago, when he had secrets to keep. T
other fellows were thinking of that, too.
And their natural conclusion was that
Levison believed that the Toff w
communication with his old assoc
and was scekmg to “bowl him out’
spying into his correspondence. A

.11‘~ y

that suspicion made them exiremely
“ratty.” 3 :
“You've got to explain, Levis %

said Tom Merry. *You came sneaking
into Talbot’s study this afternoon. Now
we find you going through his pockets=.
You’ll have to learn that we don’t allo
that kind of thing here.”

“Put it how you like,” said Lc\nuw
“Talbot knows Fm no enemy of his.
You fellows ought to know it. I’ve got
nmhmg else to say.”

“Will you tell us what you were » going
r]nough his pockets for, then 7’

‘No, I won’t!”
“Then we'll jolly well rag you, and
teach you to leave our things alone 17

burst out Jack Blake angrily.

“Yes, rather! Collar him!*

Levison made a: spring for the door
But there were half a dozen fellows in
the way, and he was promptly collared
and dxagged back. . The: cad of the
Fourth struggled in the glasp of the
incensed. juniors.

Talbot = came quwHy fou\zuu, &
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his handsome

.Chuck

troubled expression on
face.

“Let him alone, you fellows.
b2

“Rats ! L

“Look here, it was my things he was
meddling with. If I don’t mind, you
fellows needn’t 1” urged Talbot.

“Bosh! He’s going to_have a lesson,
Bump him, and kick him out!” said
Tom Melr_,.

Bump, bump'!

“Oht” vroared
rotters—yaroooh |

“Ha,; ha, ha!”
Now, then—all together!”

Levison was swung through the door-
way, and half a dozen football boots
were planted behind him. He shot out
of the pavilion like a bullet from a gun.

As he rolled outside, panting, three
or four of the footballers rushed after
him, and the cad of the Fourth was
fairly “dribbled ” off the ground. The
footballers came back grinning. Levi-
sonn had had a severe lesson, and they
felt that they had done their duty.

Levison picked himself up and limped
away, his face white with rage. He
lmmod into the School House and went
to his study.

There he flung himself into a chair,

gasping; but he quickly rose again. Sit-
tm& down was not very comfortable for
him just then.

“What rotten luck!” he muttered.
“And it wasn’t there, after all; he must
have destroyed it.”’

When Levison’s studymates came in
. to tea, they found him with a sullen and
savage face. Lumley-Lumley looked at
him cariously.

“Same old Levison!”
“Same old game!

Levison. “You

he remarked.
Same old spying

tricks!  You'll find yourself sent to
Coventry, my infant !

*“0Oh, go and eat coke!” growled
Levison.

But Lumley-Lumley’s prediction was
correct. Levison was not exactly sent
to Coventry; but when he came down
into the Common-room he could not help
observing that all the fellows were
giving him a very cold shoulder indeed.

Tom Merry & Co. made it a point to
ignore his existence.

Thev were, as Monty Lowther put it,
fed-up. They had been willing to
believe that the cad of the Fourth was
trying to turn over a new leaf, and they
had treated him accordmgly, but the
discovery of him going through Talbot’s
pockets in the dressing-room made
complete revulsion in their feelings. As
Lumley- Lumley said, he was the same
old Levison; and the School House
fellows meant to let him know what they
thought of h

Lovi ison camo towards the Terrible
Three in the Common-room; and they
promptly turned their backs on hlm
Levison stopped, a deep flush coming
into his face. But he did not speak.
Without a word, he turned and walked
out of the room.

CHAPTER 7.
Early Birds !

OM MERRY stirred in his bed
and awoke.
It was night, and the stars
glimmered in at the high win-
dows of the Shell dormitory in ‘the
School House. From' the ofher beds
came the deep breathing of the sleeping
l‘lﬂlors
Tom Merry turned his head on his
pillow. He wondered what had
awakened him. It seemed to him that
hie had heard some unaccustomed sound
in the silence of the dorinitory.

l WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT ?

“ Lumme, Bert, the old
'as started laying!”’
Half-a-crown has been awarded

to D. Damms, The Bungalow,
Biriey, Hathersage, via Sheffield.

forry

He started suddenly.

In the silence there came an unmis-
takable sound. It was a soft footstep,
and it was followed by a creaking of a
bed. Tom Merry sat up.

“Hallo! Who's there?”

There was no reply.

“Some of you fellows out of bed?”
demanded Tom Merry.

Deep silence.

Tom Merry looked round in the dim-
ness of the dormitory. The glimmer of
the starlight at the high windows did
not dispel the darkness, and he could
barely make out the next beds.

“Hallo!” yawned Lowther’s sleepy
voice. “Who's that jawing?”

“Me,” said Tom Merry. “I ‘rhought
I heaid someone moving about.’

“QOh, rot! You're dreaming!’

The silence was unbroken, and Tom
concluded = that his imagination had
played him false, and settled his head
upon his pillow again. He had sus-
pected for a moment that it might be a
raid of the Fourth Formers; but there
was no alarm, and he scon dropped off
to sleep.

He did not awaken again until thc\
rising-bell was clanging out.

He sat up in bed. One fellow was
already up and nearly finished dress-
ing. It was Talbot. Tom Merry rubbed
his eyes and looked at him.

he asked.

“Hallo! -You're an early bird,” he
remarked. =
“Yes; I was awake early,” said

Talbot cawlessh
“Might have given me a call,” siid
Tom.
“You were sound asleep.” ;
“Well, I'm up now,” said Tom, jump-

ing out of bed. “ Gomg down? T’ll be
with you in fwo ticks.”
“Right-ho!” said Talbot. “T'm

going into the quad.”

The Shell fello\\s turned out of bed,
and Talbot, having finished dleesmg,
quitted the dormitory before the rising-
bell had ceased to ring.

He was first down of the Shell; none
of the others was likely to follow for
ten minutes, at least, The door was not
yet open. Talbot hurried downstairs, as
if he had some reason for haste that
morning He started a little as he saw
that he was nct the first fellow down,

Levison was in the Tower Hall,

Talbot locked at him' in surprisc.
Levison was by no means an early riser,

9

as a rule. He was generally a slacker,
and stayed in bed az late as he could.
But on this particular morning he must
have bcen up and dressed long before
Taggles began to ring the thmbe'l as
he was down before Talbot.

He nodded to the Shell fellow.

“You're down early,” he remarked.

“Yes,” said Talbot curtly. “So are
vou, it seems.”

“Perhaps we're both down early for
the.same reason?’ suggested Levison.

“1 don’t undeuvsts you.”

“I thought therc might be some more
chalked figures on the door,” said
Levison coolly. “Did you think so,
loo?""

“ Why should theve be?” said Talbot;
and Levison smiled at the evasive reply.

“Well, it’s possible. The fellow who
put those figures there yesterday morn-
ing may have had another message to
deliver,” said Levison. “It’s possible,
anyway. I'm going to look as soon as
the door’s open-od-—hefove anybody has
had a chav(c of rubbing them ouf, you
know.’

Talbot bit his lip.

“Why should angbeds be in a hurry
to rub them out, if they're there?” he
asked.

“One never knows,” said Levison.

Toby the page came yawning along
the hall, and removed the chain from
the door, and inserted the big key and
unlocked it.

Levison swung the door open.

“My hat, I was he exclaimed.

“My word,” said Toby, looking in
astonishment at the row of chalked
figures on the door, “zomebody’s been
at them tricks again !”

Levison scanned the figures eagerly

They were not the same hr'mo\ as on
the previcus morning. If it was a
message, the message was shorter now.
The figures were in two distinct rows—
the upper row neatly written—the lower
row roughly scrawled. Tt looked as if
the two rows had been chalked there by

r_[rr],f’

different hands, as Levison noted at
once.

The upper row of neatly written
figures ran:

“5-9.3:18 3 9310609 773
4 18 11 24 45 9 18.2

45 24

Below them, in scrawled chalk:

18 7 44 20 15 16 20
18 66 4 24 60 10 4 9

“3 10 16 7
15 16 10 16 7
26342

Talbot’s eyes were fixed upon the
lower row of figures, as Levison noted
mstantly

“Can_ you read them?
Fourth Former.

“They are plain enough,” said Talbot.

“I mean, can you make out what
they mean?”’

“That is not so easy.”

“Of course, it's a ecryptogram,”
Levison observed, “his ‘eyes still upon
Talbot’s face.

“I should say so.”

“If one had the key,
easy enough,”’ said Levison.
the figures represent letters.”

“No doubt, if it's a eryptogram.”

“A certain set of letters, each with a
number,” said Levison—" easy enough to
send messages in "a cipher like this.
All you need is for both parties to have
opy of the key—the set of letters to
ich the figures correspond.”

“Yes, I suppose that's the usual way.”
Tar Grw FsraRY.—NoO. 1,518.

asked the

it would be
“0Of course,
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“1 sce you're taking a copy,” said
Levison. :

“ Why not?”

i You Te going to work it out"".
= Yex

“I say, \‘ou re only copying down the
lower row !” said Levison. “Don’t you
want the upper row, too?”

Talbot coloured.

“Yes, of—of course.”

Ie copmd down the upper row of
figures also upon a leaf of his pocket-
book.

Levison dl(] the same.

By this time, several fellows were
coming downstairs. It did not appear
to have occurred to anyone beside Talbot
and Levison that there might be another
chalked cipher on the door, and no one
had come for that purpose. But by the
time the cipher had been copied down by
the two juniors, several “early birds”
had descended, and there were loud ex-
clamations of surprise at the chalked
hgm es on the door.

Hallo!” said Blake. “The giddy
]oLer has been at work again !”’
wooks like it, doésn’t it?” said
Levison.

“Dash it all, this ought to be looked
into !” said Blake. e can’t have a
stranger scouting into the school grounds
of a night, and chalking up figures on
the door. What the dickens can it
mean ?”

“Bai Jove ! said Arthur Augustus,
joining them. “At it again, the
boundah ! Anybody guessed what it
means yet ?*

Talbot quietly ~left the
juniors gathered at the door.

“Well, this beats the band!” said
Tom Merq when the Terrible Three
came down. “Who the dickens can it
be doing this?’

“It isn’t the New House boundahs,”
said A\thur Augustus, with a shake of
the head. “It must be somebody from
outside St. Jim's.”

“TLooks like it. Perhaps the House-
master ought to be told,” said Tom
Merry thoughtfully.

Levison started a little.

& No good bothering Mr. Railton with

» he said. “Be*tor rub it out before
he comes down.”
“Why 7 asked Blako

“Here, hold on!’ exclaimed Kan-
garoo, as Levison suddenly took out his
handkerchief and rubbed at the chalk
marks on the door. “Qtop that! We
want to copy it dov.n 2

“I’'ve got a copy,” said Levison.

“But what are you rubbing them out
for?” demanded Tom Merry. ‘‘Why
shouldn’t the Housemaster see them?”

Levison made no reply. The figures
were quite indecipherable now, and it
was too late to stop Levison. .He
finished rubbing the door clean.

“Yike your beastly cheek, I think,
Levison !” said Herrle~ ‘Why couldn’s
you let it alone ¢’

Levison made no reply. He walked
away; and the juniors stared after him,
in smpuce and e‘(a=pmatxon

“Bai . Jovex exclaimed  Arthur
Augustus. “Why doesn’t Levison want
the Housemastah to see that cwypto-
gwam? There’s somethin’ wathah fishy
in this.”

“Ive got it!” exclaimed Blake, a
sudden idea coming into his mind.

“Got the cipher, deah boy?”

group of

“No, iass;- I think Pve guessed‘it.
It’s ono of Levison’s silly trieks,” said
Blake.  “Levison’s the chap who
chalked it on the door.”

“Gweat Scott I”

“It’s a trick to mystify us, though I
don’t see where the joke comes in,” said
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Blake. “As soon as he thought the
Housemaster might start looking inte
the matter, he rubbed  the blessed
figures out. What would it maiter to
him if Railton saw them—ur. css he put
them there himself?” .

“Bai Jove! 1 think you're wight,
deah boy. It’'s one of Levison’s
twicks

Tom Merry nodded.

“I shouldn’t wonder,” he assented.
“He’s as full of tricks as a monkey, and
it’s just like him to pull our leg in this

“ BuL the figures were there yeatmda\
morning before Levison came down,”
said Digby.

Blake sniffed.

“He could have sncaked out of the
dorm in the night to write them, fat-
head! Any fellow could get out of the
dorm, couldn’t he?”

Tom Merry started. IHe remembered
the movement he had heard the pre-
vious night in the Shell dormitory.
That certainly could not have becn
Levison, as Levison slept in the Fourth
Form quarters. But it might very
casily have been some practical joker—
Crooke, for example, who was a feliow
after Levison’s own heart:

“Hallo! What have you got in your
uoddle Tommy?” asked Lowther,

Somebody was moving about in our
dorm last mght said Tom Merry, with
comu_uou ‘I called out, but he didn’t
answer.”

“I remember,” said Lowther. “I
answered you. I didn’t hear anybody
moving, though.” ~

“Well, I dld and if he wasn’t up to
some trlck, why couldn’t he answer?”
said Tom Merry. “It’s some blessed
practical joker, I think. He came

. down and serawled this on the door and

came back to the dorm !”

“Then it couldn’t have bheen
Levison,” said Blake, puzzled.

“No, it couldn’t, if it was a Shell
chap,”’ said Tom. “Crooke, perhaps,

“Rats I” said Crooke. “I don’t know
anything about it; and I didn’t get out
of bed last night. I know that. Per-
haps it was Lowther.”

417 sand Lowther

“Yes; you're a funny merchant, and
it’s just what you might do,” said
Crooke. ‘It seems yon were awaie
when Tom Merry woke.”

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Lowthor
“Tom woke me up, calling out.”

“Bai Jove! 1 should not be sur-
pwised if it was Lowthah! TLowthah
is an awfully ‘silly ass, and full of
twicks—"

“ Fathead !”

Tom Merry glanced curiously at his
chum.  Monty Lowther was the
humorist of the Shell, and some of his
little jokes took extraordinary. shapes
and forms.

“I—I say, Lowther,
sun‘ly 77 asked Tom.

‘No, it wasn’t | growled Lowther
grufly. “I don’t know. anything about
it. I think it’s the work of some silly
practical joker,- and I think it’s
Levison, myself.”

“Rats!” said Mellish of the Fourth.
“It’s you right enough, Lowiher.
adw~e you to stick to the comic eolumn
in the Weekly,’ and chuck this kind of
thing.”

“T tell you it was not me ! shouted
Lowther.

“Bow-wow ! said Mellish.

“Honour bright?” asked Blake.

“Yes!” growled Lowther.

“That settles it !” said Tom Merry.

it .wasn’'t you,

“T think it’s a rotten joke myself, if it

is a joke. And if I ' catch any joker
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playing this little game, I shall give
'nm a thick ear!”
“Same here !” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah, and so will I!”

“Good !” said Lowther. “Then he'll
have three! And I'll give him one to
make four 1

“Ha, ha, ha”

The crowd in the dom\\'ly blu!xu up
puzzling over the queer incident; !
the general opinion was that the figur
on the House door were the work of a
practical joker, whose object was to
mystify them. But there were two
fellows, at least, in the School Hot
who did not think so. "One ‘was Lev
of the Fourth and the other was Talbe
of the Shell.

>
o

CHAPTER 8.
Figgy’s Little Joke !

€ A, ha, ha!”
Thus Figgins of the
Fourth.

Figgins & Co. were=st
ing in the quadrangle after mor
lessons, when George Figgins sude
broke into a merry chuckle.

The Co. looked at him in sury
They could see no recason for
sudden outhurst of merriment on the
part of the chief of the New House
juniors,

“What's the joke?” asked Kerr.

]"iggins chuckled gleefully.

‘They’ve been finding some
ciphers this morning on the doo
their-giddy casual ward over ther
said, with a nod in the direciion
School House. “I heard it from S
pole.”

“1 heard it from Mellish,”: said Ke
“They think it’s some practical jo
trying to mystify them. Some of th
think it was a New House chap; hut
we know that it isn’t!”

“No reason why we shouldn't take a
h.am], though,” said Figgins.

‘How do you mean?”

“I mean, as they’re looking for g
cryptograms, and trwng to worlk th,
ont, e might provide ’ em with anotl
one,” grinned Figgins. “We can make
up an ecasy one—a cipher that they can

spot qmte easily—and then they can

read it—a comphmentar) message from
the New House. - See?”

Kerr and Wynn chuckled.

“Good egg!” said Kerr. “It will be
worth a guinea a box to see their faces
when they work it out. Must make it
pretty easy, though—School House
brains aren’t up to much.”

“You bet! Make it as easy as falling
off a form, and leave ’em to puzzle iz
out,” said angma

And the Co. promptly set to work.

I‘:ggms wrote out the alphabet from
A to Z, and numbered the letters. Then
he proceeded to make up a sentence,
using the figures instead of the letters—
thus: 1 for A, 2 for B, up to 26 for Z.
It was the simplest form of a numeral
cryptogram, and eertamly presented no
great difficulties in unravelling.

When Figgins had written out his
specially constructed sentenee; however,
it certainly looked extremely mysteri-
ous, simple as the cipher was.

“199121225119195197151 14
i

4512031511519971454697

914 19.”

Figgins & Co surveyed their handi-
work with considerable satisfaction.

-Simple as the cipher was, the crypto-
gram looked as mysterious as those
which had been found chalked up on tho
door of the School House. "

“We can’t shove this on the School
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remarked Figgins.
Better put it some-

]

House  door,”
“They'd spot us.
where where they can find it——’

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Got a piece of chalk !’

Kerr had a piece of chalk. Figgins
quitted his chums and sauntered
towards the Schoo! House. Certainly,

it would not have Leen easy to chalk
an inscription on the Flouse door with-
out detection.

But Figgins was not thinking of that.

He sauntered into the House. Most
of the fellows were out of doors, and
¥Figgins found the passages deserted.

He walked quietly along to the Junior
Common-room.

The door was ciosed, and there was
no one in the passage just then. Figgins
took out his chalk, and the copy of the
cryptogram, and proceeded to chalk the
figures in a row along the middle of the
Common-room door.

It did not take him many minutes.

Then, putting chalk and paper out of
sight, Figgins sauntered away. But he
was not to get out of the School House
undetected.  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
met him in the Hall, and turned his eye-
glass upon him suspiciously.

“Hallo, you New House boundah!”
he remarked.

“Hallo!” said Figgins cheerily.

“What do you want on the wespect-
able side of the quad?”

“How's your foot getting on?” asked
Tiggins affectionately.

“Bai Jove! It's weally vewy good of
vou to come ovah and inquiah aftah

my foot. deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus, who was still limping a
little. “It’s goin’ on all wight, but

there’'s a beastly big bwuise on my
ankle, you know. Hewwies has vewy
big feet, and he came down wathah
heavily, you know.”

“Too bad,” said Figgins. “I sup-
pose 1t interferes with your running.”

i

e T

“Oht' roared Levison,

Half a dozen football boots were planted behind him, and

4; ﬂ'l
ul

as he was swung through the doorway of th

“Yaas; 1 shan't be able to wun for
some time,” assented Arthur Augustus.
“It’s all wight for walkin’, but I can’t
wun.”

* Couldi:'t
now ?” sug

“Wathal

“QOh, good!- If I holted now, you
couldn't run after me ?”

“Certatnly My ankle—ow-ow-

a foot-race with me
ted Viggins.

ot 1

ow! You as 1 wottah ! Gweat
Scott!  Oh 2

Arthur A staggered back in
astonishmen ins jerked out his

gir
necktie, rumpled his hair, and pushed
him against the awall. Then the merry
Figgins took tc his heels. He had
acted so suddenly that the astounded
swell of -St. Jim's had no time to resist.
But he made a bound in pursuit, and
then his ankle brought him up short.

“Ow! You wottah! Gwoogh! Oh,
you spoofah !’ gasped Arthur Augustus,
realising at last the reason why the
playful Figgins had asked him all those
affectionate  questions about  his
damaged ankle.

“Hallo! What's

P

the - row asked
Blake, coming along. “What on earth
are you going about like that for,
Gussy ? Trying to look like Tired Tim
or Dismal Dutchy ?”

“Gwoogh! That beast Figgins—he
asked me whethah I could wun, and
tweated me in this diswespectful
mannah !” gasped Arthur Augustus.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

“Weally, Blake, I see nothin’ what-
evah to laugh at—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake evidently saw something to
laugh at; and he laughed. Arthur
Augustus started for the Common-
room, to put his collar and tie straight
before the glass. He stopped short at
the door, forgetting all about his
collar and tie.

“Bai Jove!” he ejaculated.

72,

e dressing-room. *‘‘You rotters-—yaroooh!”’
the cad of the Fourth shot out of the pavilion like a bullet from

11

PBlake leoked round.

“ Blake, deah boy, this weally beats
evewythin' ! Ti’s  anothah  cwypto-
gwam t”

Blake was on the spot in a moment,
g at the cipher on the door of the
aon-roorn.  And in a few minutes

e a dozen fellows were gathered on
the spot.

CHAPTER 9.
Signed—Figgins !
6 IMP(’SSIBLE 1

“But it’s there!” said Tom

Merry.
“Impossible !” repeated
Talbot. “How could it be there?

I—I meaun, it's extraordinary, anyway.
Let’s go and see!”

He hurried along the passage with
Tom Merry, who had called to him the
news of the latest cryptogram. He
pushed his way through the crowd of
juniors and stared at the figures
chalked on the door of the Common-
room. There was a startled, almost
dazed expression on his face.

“This is getting thick,” remarked
Monty Lowther. “Wlho could the fellow
have been? And what do those idiotic
figures mean?”

“How could he have got here without
being seen?” asked Blake. “It must
Le some practical joker, as I said.”

Levison came quickly up the passage.

He stared at the inscription on the
Common-room door, aud his jaw
dropped in astonishment.

““Who's done that?’” he asked.

“Nobody knows

“It—it can't be the same chap!” ex-
claimed Levison “Tt can’tl . He
couldu't come here in the daylight—it’s

impossible——

“How do you k
“What do you I
way ?”

* growled Blake.
avout 1t, any-

Tug GeM LisRary.—No. 1,518.
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Levison coloured.

“I—I mean, a stranger couldn’t come
here without being seen. I can’t under-
stand this, Talbot——"’

“I don’t understand it, either,”
Talbot curtly.

said

“You've taken a copy of it?” said
Levison.
Talbot nodded and walked away. But

the other fellows remained, scanning the
queer row of figures, trying to work
some meaning out of them. Levison
made a hasty eopy of the cryptogram,
and then followed Talbot. The Shell
fellow had gone to his study; and Levi-
son thought he could guess what he had
gone there for.

Mr. Lathom, the master of ithe
Fourth, came along the passage. He
paused at ihe sight of the crowd of
Juniors, and blinked at them through
his glasses, )

“Dear me! What is the matter 7 he
asked. ‘“Whas is all this crowd for? Is
anybody hurt?” )

“No, sir,” said Tom Merry.

“Bless my soul! What is this?” ex-
claimed Mr. Lathom, catching sight of
the row of figures on the Common-room
door.

“It’s a cryptogram, sir,” said Blake.
“Somehody’s chalked it up, and we
can’t make out what it means.”

“Dear me, what an extraordinary
idea !” said Mr. Lathom. “The doors
should nat be chalked wpon in this way.
Such an exercise for ingenuity, my
boys, is quite commendable—but such
things should not be chalked upon the

doors. Who did thig?”
“Nobody knews, sir,” said Tom
Merry. “This s the first we've

found. The others were on the House
door. | Perhaps you could help us see
what it means, sir.”’

Mr. Lathom smiled benignantly., He
was always good-natured,” and he was
not adverse to showing the juniors his
superior brain powers. Fe took out a
pencil and a paper.

“Certainly, my boys; I have very
little doubt that I can decipher it,” he
said. “I do not suppose that it is a—
ahem !—very abstruse cryptogram, as it
is the work of a schoolboy. We -will
see. Ahem! Now, in a case like this,
it is best to begin with the simplest
methods, and then proceed to more
difficult methods -if required. The
simplest method, of course, is to take the
alphabet  numbered in order of the
letters, from one to twenty-six.”

“I’'ve twied that, sir,”” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.” “At least, I twied
it on the. othah cwypiogwam, and I
suppose this is on the same system.”

“Well, we will see,” said Mr. Lathom
benevolently. . i

The juniors stood round respectfully
while Mr. . Lathom methodically wrote
out the twenty-six letters of the alpha-
bet, and numbered them from A to Z.
They did not think that so simple a
key would be found to the cipher; but
as Mr. Lathom was a Form-master, it
was necessary to give him his head, so
to speak. The master of the Fourth
scanned the row of figures on the door
again. :

“Now,” said Mr.- Lathom, in' his
methodical way, “1is A, 2is B, 3 is C,
and so forth.* A% that rate, taking the
figures from the commencement, 19 is 3,
9 is I, 12 is L, 12 repeated makes LL,
25 is Y, 1 is A, 19 is S, 19 repeated
makes S§——’

“Ha, ha, hat” suddenly yelled Blake.

Mr. Lathom- broke off his calculation;-

.and gave Jack Blake an exceedingly
frigid glance.. ..
Tue Gex Lierary.—No. 1,518,

I “ENGINE " TROUBLE! I

‘* Dear me !
seems to be getting louder ! *’

That annoying rattle

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to D. Tyler, 20, Sandfield Road,
Headington, Oxiford.

“What is the matter, Blake?”

“N-nothing, “sir,”> stammered Blake,
turning very red.

“Then pray do not interrupt me by
foolish laughter.”

“N-no, sir.”

Mr. Lathom went on with his calcula;
tion. The juniors looked in surprise at
Blake. The Fourth Former looked
sheepish, but his eyes were twinkling.

“Weally, Blake,” murmured Arthur
Augustus, “it was wathah wude to
intewwupt Mr. Lathom like that, and
I weally do not see any cause for
mewwiment.””

“ Fathead !” murmured Blake.

“Weally, you ass—"

“Take the letters already done, and
see what they spell,”” whispered Blake.

Arthur Augustus did so.

““Bai Jove!” he murmured.
silly ass—ha, ha, ha|”

g D?Arcy !7,

“Ya-as, sir.”

“Pray be silent.”

“Certainly, sir.”

“There, I have finished,’”” said Mu.
Lathom, showing the interested juniors
his written rendering of the crypto-
gram. “The letters, placed in the place
of figures, run as I have written :

“SILLYASSESGOANDEATCOKE
SIGNEDFIGGINS.

“It is now a question of spacing the
letters out into words,” said M.
Lathom sagely. “If that can be,done,
it shows that we have hit on the correct
solution of the cipher, my boys.”

“Oh, yes, sir!” said the juniors,
gathering round.

“I will now ascertain if the leiters
can be spaced out,” said Mr. Lathom.

He dabbed at the line of letters with
his pencil, and suddenly a frown came
over his brow.

“Pshaw !” he exclaimed irritably.

And Mr. Lathom threw the paper on
the floor angrily and walked away.

The juniors looked after him in sur-

rise.

“Hallo! What’s he got his rag out
for?”” exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Blake.

“What are you cackling at?”

The juniors hurriedly gathered up the
sheet” Mr, “Lathom had thrown on the
floor, and stared ‘at it. Tom Merry
spaced out the row of letters into words.

T
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There was a yell. For the line, duly
spaced out into separate words, read :

“SILLY ASSES. GO AND EAT
COKE SIGNED FIGGINS.”

“My hat!”

“ Figgins | 3

“The cheeky rotter!”

“Bai  Jove!” ejaculated Arthur
Augustus D’Arvey.  “That’s what that

wottah was doin’ here when I spot
him goin’ out. Figgins!”

The School House juniors looked
one another with feelings almost too
deep for words. The New House clief
had pnt up that ridiculous cryptogra
and given them the trouble of r
it, and when deciphered it conta
that absurd message.

*“The—the cheeky beast!” growl
Tom Merry, at last. “Let me ca
Lim shoving any more beastly crypre
grams in our House, we'll—we']l—=

*“ Squash him !”” grunted Blake.

“The cheeky wottah !”

And the crowd of juniors dispers
They understood now why Mr. L '
iad looked so cross when he interpretes
the mysterious message. Some of 2
juniors went out into the quad to ]
fos Figgins, but the astute Figgins
far away, in his own quarters.
Merry looked for Talbot, to tell hix
the result of the deciphering of the
tigures.

He found Talbot in his study. The
Shell fellow was standing at the grae
with a piece of paper in one hand and
a lighted match in the other. He w
just applying the match to the paper
when Tom Jooked in.

“Hailo!” said Tom.

“We've found

out the giddy cipher this time. Is that
what yon've been doing 7”
“Yes. It wasn’t difficult. Tt was a

message from Figgins, after all.”
The lighted paper fluttered from his
hand into the grate and burned a 3
Talbot turned away from the grate.
“1 dare say the other ciphers -
shoved on the door by some New House
bounder,” growled Tom Merry.. “Not
Figgy—he told us it wasn't him—but
some of the cheeky rotters. And if
we'd bothered to find them out, it would
have”turncd out to be something of this
sort. "
Talbot did not reply to that remarl
“Let’s get down and get some fo
pracii
abruptly.
“I'm your man,” said Tom at once.
And the chums went down the pas-
sage together. .
Levison looked out of the study. and
watched them go down stairs. Then
glanced cautiously this way and
way. The passage was empty, and
a quick and quiet step, he hurried alor g
to Talbot’s study. ;

CHAPTER 10.
Part of a Clue!

EVISON stepped quickly into
Talbot’s. study and closed the
door behind him.

Talbot had gone down to ihe
football ground with Tom Merry, and
so far as he was concerned,. the spy of
the Fourth was not likely to be inter-
rupted. - As for Gore or Skimpo!
coming in, he had to take his chance.

He did not lose an instant.

He was upon the same quest, whai
ever it was, that had brought him to t!
study the day before, and that had
caused him to search Talbot’s pockeis
in the dressing-room, .with such painfil

hefore dinner,” he said q

-results-to himself, |

He  searched -tlu‘éfzgh _tile . study
rapidly and thoroughly.
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Suddenly he uttered a sharp exclama-
tion. His eyes had fallen upon the
fragment of charred paper in the grate.

In a second he was on his knees at
the fender, his eyes glittering at the
burnt sheet, of which only a tiny corner
remained unconsumed.

On that tiny unburnt corner there was
no writing. But on the burnt part it
was evident that there had been writing
in ink, and as the piece, though
crumpled by the heat, was still whole,
it was not impossible to trace the black
letters on the burnt paper.

Talbot had been careful—very careful
—but he had not been careful enough.
That burnt fragment was sufficient to
put the spy of the Fourth on the track,
if he could but decipher the letters
upon it. _ .

He did not touch the paper. He knew
that it would crumple to powder at a
tcuch, almost at a breath.

He bent down till his face almost
touiched it, holding his breath in his
eager anxiety. Dark on the burnt frag-
ment appeared the letters, in Talbot’s
hand, but each letter written uncon-
nectedly. And under each letter of that
word was a number.

“FRIENDS
125456 17

Levison’s. eyves gleamed with exalta-
tion, It was the key—the long sought
key to the cipher!

That word was not all, of course.
There had been a dozen words or more
written upon the burnt paper, most of
these completely obliterated by the
burning.

But farther on Levison distinguished
another word, with the numbers written
underneath the letters in due order:

“BURY
45 46 47 48.”

Rapidly the junior transferred the
letters and numbers with his pencil to
a leaf of his pocket-book. His heart
was beating faster with excitement and
the fear of interruption at any moment.

More obliterated words, but a little
farther on he found a single letter, with
the number under it—“R ”—the number
under it being “54.”

Then at the end of the lines on the
burnt paper, he was able to distinguish:,

“SEHIM
64 65 66 67 68.”

That, he could see, was the conclusion
of the lines of writing and numbers.
The whole of the key, therefore, con-
tained sixty-eight letters.

Levison, still talking the utmost care
not  to disturb the burnt fragment,
scanned it for more letters with
puckered, anxious brow and eager eyes.
In the middle of it he succeeded in
tracing another letter, with a number
below :

13 C
49.”

That was all. So far, he had copied
down in his pocket-book the extent of
Iis discoveries. But if he could take
the burnt fragment away to his study
and examine it at his leisure, there was
a chance that more might be dis-
tinguished.

He rose to his feet, and looked round
for some receptacle in which to convey
the burnt fragment. An empty biscuit-
tin served his purpose.  With sedulous
care, Levison placed the open end of
the biscuit-tin on the hearth beside the

burnt paper, and gently, with his
breath, wafted the letter into the tin.

It wos wafted in without breaking.
Carefully he lifted the tin to carry 1t
away. He bore it cavefully to the door
and stepped into the passage, and almost
ran into Gore of the Shell, who was
about to come into his study. He had
to stop, and Gore stared at him in
surprise. ¢

“What the deuce are you doing in
my study ?”

“I—I came to speak to Skimpole,”
muttered Levison. ‘He—he’s going to
lend me a book %

“You came in to scoff my bhiscuits,
you mean,” said Gore wrathfully, as he
caught sight of the biscuit-tin. “ Hand
that over, you cheeky votter!”

“It’s not biscuits!” =

“Hand it over!” .

“It's an empty tin, you duffer

“Yes, I believe you’ve sneaked into
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my study to collar an empty tin!”
jeeved Gore. “Hand it over, I tell
you !”

And, without waiting for further
argument, George Gore rushed at
Levison and collared the biscuit-tin,

wrenching it away. Levison gritted his
teeth with rage. Gore stared at the
fragment of burnt paper which fluttered
to the ground crumbling into pieces.

“Hallo! 1It's really empty!” ex-
claimed Gere, in astonishment.
“You fool! You imbecile!” said

Levison, hardly able to control his rage.

“Well, T thought you were scoffing my
tommy,” said Gore. ‘““You're such an
awful liar, you know. Here, you can
have the tin if you like. I don’t want
Y

“Go and eat coke!” growled Levi-
son; and he strode away.

It was not the biscuit-tin he wanted,
and the crumbled fragment of paper
was useless now. Gore looked after him
in surprise, shrugged his shoulders, and
tossed the tin into the corner. .

Levison hurried -to his own study and
locked himself in. He did not want to
be interrupted in the work he had now
to do. He opened his pocket-book and
took out his fountain-pen, and drew
towards him a sheet of impot paper.
Although Gore’s unfortunate inter-
venticn prevented the possibility of
further clues, he had made enough dis-
coveries to give him a start.

He was certain that the lines Talbot
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them in his memory. Each time that he
had to decipher a message he had to
write out the words of the key, number
them, and then comparve the number:
with the numbers written in the crypto-
gram

Levison had alveady deciphered and
thrown aside the cryptogram chalked by
Figgins on the door of the Common-
rocm. That had not taken him long.
He had been astounded to find it thers,
but he had guessed almost at once that
it was the work of a practical joker
trying . to mystify the School House
fellows. He grinned as he reflected how
Figgins had unconsciously helped him.

For Levison had calenlated at once
that Talbot would decipher the new
cryptogram—that, for that purpose, he
would write out the key of the cipher
and rumber the letters—and then he
would discover that the eryptogram did
not correspond with his key, and would
tumble to Figgy's little joke.. Bub
Levison had hoped to discover the key
he would write out.

He had tried to find it before and
had failed.” Convinced as he was that
Talbot possessed a key to the cipher,
and wrote it out for guidance whenever
it was a question of reading the chalked
message, Levison had been unable to
make any discovery. The Shell fellow
had been too careful in covering up his
tracks. The search in Talbot’s study,
the search in his pockets in the dressing-
room, had been in vain. Evidently
Talbot vras cautious enough to destroy
what he had written when it had served
his purpose.

But this time Levison had partly
succeeded. . Talbot had burnt the paper
he had written, but the remaining frag-
ment had furnished a clue.

Was that clue sufficient to read the
cryptogram? - That was what Levison
now had to find out.

He added together the numbered
letters he had distthguished, and found
that he possessed a list of seventeen, as
follows:

TR VENDS B U R Y
352587 b 56w A5 46 AT 48
(3~ D < G 1

49 .64 65 66 67 68.”

If it was indeed the key, there was
something to work upon. Seventeen
letters should furnish a clue to at least

(Continued on the next pags.)

had written out, of
which he had num-
bered the letters,
furnished the key to
the cryptogram that

had been chalked on
the School House
door. Otherwise,
why should Talbot
have written them
out?

He would not

write out lines by
chance and number

the letters. His
writing them out
and numbering
them showed that,
as Levison had sus-
pected ‘- from the H
first, Talbot was
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in possession of the
key to the cipher.
Talbot knew what
letters were repre-
sented by that ap-
parently meaning-
less array of figures
on the School House
door; but, of course,
he could not carry
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part of the cryptogram. Levison took
out_his copy of the original cnpiobmm
which had first been secn on the door of
the School House, and wrote it out
fresh.

The original ran as follows, in figur

“€18.-35 1 1y 200015 16,10, 167,18
66 4 24 60-10 4 20 4 79 2 5 9 66
991442016112414427

Underneath that apparently meaning-
less line, Levison wrote the samno inguxo~
with the letters inserted where he
possessed them, so that the line now
ran:

“18 15 ¥ F 20 15 16 10 16 S 1
HE?26010LE20 ES9RNIE
99 14 E 20 16 11 24 14 E R.”

-2

Or putting in dots where the letters
still missing were represented by figures,
Levison obtained the following :

T HL,..J’].E
Sl{\'l ~-BR .”

Levison wrinkled his brows over that
somewhat meagre result. Certainly it
was not easy to detach any meaning
from it. There was not a single com-
plete word, and the letters, as they
stood, althongh they doubtless formed
parts of words, gave no clues to what
the words might be.

But Levison was not beaten yet. He
ruminated deeply.

“T know this was addressed to Talbot.
P’m sure of that. He gave himself away
when he saw the first cryptogram. The
other fellows didn’t see it, but I did.
Besides; who but Talbot would be
receiving such a message here? Only
Talbot could be in connection with the
kind of people who use secret ciphers.
It was 2 message to Talbot from some
member of the old gang, who knows he’s
here, but dares not come—and dares not
write, haunted by the police most likely
—Hooke v Walker, perhaps! He wants
Talbot for mething—to  lelp him
escape—to in some \ illainy—good-
ness knows what.”

Levison nodded with satisfaction as
he thought that out. He was convinced
1‘1‘1 he was on the right track.

‘Now, theve’'s a double ‘¥’ . in the
first word, and two blanks in front of
it,” went on Levison, his eyes gleam-
ing. “Those rotters always call Talbot
the Toff—that was his name in the gang.
That's how they addressed him in the
secret cipher. It isn’t very hard to
guess, then, that the two blanks in front
of ‘¥F¥’ will be filled by l,ho letters
Q. The first word is ‘ Toff.” And
that gives me two more letters to go
on with—if it's right, and I think it
is. 18 stands for ¢l ',’ and 15 for ¢ 0.2

And Levison went over the line again,
putting in “1** and “O* wherever ‘he
found 18 or 15. The result was:

T OTEERSER BIRTH Y S5 E.
B.S ., RN BTN S5 SHeRy

Levison pundmul over that puplev-
ing result. That he was upon the track
he was certain, but he had to confess
that he could not yet read the message.
He laid it aside, and turned over the
leaf where the second cryptogram, dis-
covered that morning on the School
House door, was written out.

The m'igiml ran: “593183731060
97734524 4 18 11 24 45 9 18.”

This was the first part of the second
cryptogram, which, Levison had noted,
was written neatly in chalked figures,
very different from the sprawling figures
of the rest. He proceeded to put in the
letters, as far as his key furnished them,
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putting dots to mark where the rest
were missing. It read, when he had
finished :

SN S ET ES T oSBT B
Do

Levison grinued.

“P.dot-dot-B-dot-T,” he muttered. “If
that doesn’t make ¢ Talbot,” I'd like te
know what it does make. It’s clear
cnough. Talbot read the first message,
and the next night he came down while
the other fellows were asleep. Tom
Mervy woke up, from what I hear, and
heard him; but he doesn’t guess that
it was Talbot who was up. He came
down and got out of the House, and
chalked his answer on the door in the
same cipher. He knew that the man,
whoever he was, was coming for the
answer. No doubt that’s their
rule in using the cipher, to
put the answer in the same

place. That accounts for that
row of figures being done
neatly. Talbot did them.

That was his answer—signed.
And then the man, ha\mo
read that reply, wrote under
1t the rest of the figures—the
big, scrawled ones. TI've got
them here.”

Levison, with great excite-
ment, which he tried to sup-
press, scanned the rest of the
chalked inscription that had
been found on the School
House door that morning. It
ran, in the original figures:

744 20 15
18 66 4 24 60

e
-
O
>
(=3}
=
CO

20 15 u, 10 16
1049263 4.”

Levison went over it care-
fully, putting in the letters
he was in possession of, as in
the previous cases, and
marking the blanks with dots.
The result was surprising.

“T . B TI8ER B rle.
ST H B By

Q. .50
DIE.”

Levison  started violently.
The’ 11u~h of excitement died

out of his face, and he became
pnlo.

“QGood heavens!” he mut-
tered.

He stared at the last three
letters he had written. Those
three letters, taken by them-
selves, formcd a word—the
word “DIE.”

What fea)fu] threat, then,
was conveyed in that secret
message ?

Talbot’s life in danger?

Levison sat staring at the papers
before him blankly. If only he had
the rest of the key! He figured it out
in his mind. Talbot bad read the first
chalked message on the door. The next
night he had gone out and chalked his
reply there. The unknown had written
this under it—dissatisfied, evidently,
with Talbot’s message. Talbot had
come down early in the morning to see
if there was an answer {rom the
unknown, intending to rub it out before
anybody else came down.

Levison had forestalled him in that.
But for his going down early, he was
quite sure that no eyes but Talbot’s
would have seen the second inscription
on the door. And the peril that hung
over Talbot—for Levison was convinced
that peril threatened him—what pre-
caution was the fellow taking against
that? Nonel

The dinner-bell was ringing now.
Levison hastily rose and crumpled the
papers into his pocket. Later on he
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would work at them again—in ti
perhaps, to discover what Talbot’s peri il
was. And what then?

He smiled grimly as he left the study.
The other fellows were already in the
dining-room, in their places, and Mr.
Lathom, at the head of the Fourth Form
table, frowned at Levison as he cane
in. Blake was beside him, and he
ostentatiously turned his shoulder to
Levison. D’Arcy was on the other side,
and he ignored Lu'hou s existence
completely.

The bitter smile came on Levison’s
thin lips again.

He was ignored—sent to. Coventry!
And it was he—and he alone—who could
step between Talbot and the hidden
peril that threatened him.

oL d

CHAPTER 11.
Down on Levison !

“ HEREFORE that W orried
look, Skimmy?”’ asked
Monty Lowther = jovially,

smiting the genius of the

Shell upon the shoulder with a mighuy
swipe. Skimpole had an extremely
thougl 1tful expression upon his face, an d
he did not netice the approach of the
Terrible Three until Monty Lewther
humorously smote him. Then he gave
a yell, stumbled forward, and fell upon
his knees.

“Ow 1”

Skimpole blinked round at Lowther in
surprise as he scrambled up.

“\fy dear Lowther, whateve

“That was only a fucnd]y gwetmg,
explained Lowther.

“Ow! Really, I should prefer you to
be unfriendly, Lowther,” said Skim-
pole, dusting the knees of his trousers.

‘I consider——
“But why the worried brow?’? asked

3

With the pahence of a cat Levison waited in the recess in the
sound. Levison drew back closer into the recess as, in the dark

&
)
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3 in the passage.
the darkness, he saw a dim figure pass silently along the passage !

A
L)

Lowther. “Iave you struck upon a
specially knotty point in the thousand-
and-three-hundred - and - sixty - eighth
chapter of your tremendous book ?”

“Really, Lowther——-7>

“QOr are you trying to work out what
Professor Balmyerumpet really means?”
asked Lowther. “My dear chap, give
it up! What’s the good of trying to
work out what a Determinist means?
You will tie your mighty brain up into
a knot.”

“I was thinking of Levison, my dear
Lowther. He has been questioning me
again, and really he is so persistent
that he has driven weightier maiters
from my mind,” said Skimpole. “It 1s
really ridiculous of Levison, for how
can he expect me to remember such

Midnight had sounded when there was a slight

as lines from Shake-

3

trivial matters
speare, when

“Lines from Shakespeare?” said Tom
Merry in astonishment. “What on
earth does Levison want you to remem-
ber lines from Shakespeare for?”

“It is in connection with the erypto-
gram,” said Skimpole. “But, for my
part, I do not sce any reason to suppose
that Talbot has the key to the cipher,
and really I do not feel inclined to
trouble my head about it.”

“TPalbot?” repeated Manners.

“Yes. In fact, I have spoken to
Talbot about it, and he simply
requested me to depart, and masticate
a. substance which is certainly not
intended for human provender—I mean,
coke. Talbot was quite snappy, in fact;
and really I shall lose my patience with
Tevison if he bothers me any more.”
And Skimpole shock his head solemnly.

The Terrible Three exchanged
glances._ 5
“Levison again,” murmured

Lowther. “’And going for old Talhot,

as usual. What lines from Shakespeare
are you burbling about, Skimmy, old
man ?”

“I really do not know, Lowther. I
know that Talbot had written down
some lines from a play of that writer,
when he was trying to work out the
cipher, but, of course, I did not make
a note of them. Why should I? iow
can I retain' such trifles in my mind,
when I am occupied by weightier
matters? Besides, why should Levison
suppose that the key of the cipher is
contained in a quotation from Shake-
speare, even if Talbot happened to
write it down on the same paper?
Really, Levison is absurd! There is no
reason to suppose that Talbot has the
key to the ecipher.”

‘“So Levison supposes that
Talbot has the key to the
cipher, does he”

“Apparently he does,
Merry; and he has urged me
to try to remember the lines
that were written on Talbot’s
paper, which he put into his
pocket afterwards, yesterday.
Really, it is a great bother. I
was thinking out the subject
for my four-hundredth
chapter, and Levison has
quite driven it out of my
mind with his nonsense.”

“The rotter!” said Tom
Merry wrathfully.

Skimpole blinked at him in
surprise.

“It is certainly inconsider-
ate of him, my dear Merry;
but I should not exactly call
him a rotter, although he has
completely driven from my
mind all—"

“Ass! I wasn't thinking of
your rubbish!” said T om,
and he walked away with
Manners and Lowther, leaving
Skimpole blinking after him
in surprise.

Tom Merry’s
knitted.

“You see, the cad is at his
old tricks again!” he ex-
claimed. “He’s making out
now that Talbot has the key
to the cipher, and is trying

brows were

to find it out from him.
That’s why he was going

through Talbot’s pockets in
the dressing-room, I suppose.”

“But why should the ass
think that old Talbot knows
anything about it%1” said
Manners.

Tom made an angry gesture.

“Don’t you see? He’s gobt an idea in
his beastly, suspicious }ﬁead that ihat
the

cipher message on door wag
intended for Talbot.” “
e 3

“It must have been put there for
somebody to read,” said Tom. “My
idea is that it was a silly practical joke
—like Figgy's cryptogram on the
Common-room door—only we don’t
know yet who did it, or what it means,
But that theory isn’t good enough for
Levison. He’s working it out to his
own satisfaction that there’s something
shady in it, and that Talbot knows
about it. I shouldn’t wonder if he
thinks that Talbot is still in eonnection
with the old gang, and that that is a
message from some of the cracksmen.”

“Phew 1” said Manners.

“JI-—I say, it does look rather queer,
now one thinks of it,” said Monty
Lowther, with a soft whistle. “Dash
it all, Tommy! A message in a secreb
cipher—it looks—72
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Tom  Merry angry
exclaniation,

“There you go! You're Talbot’s
chum, and you think that! What will
the other fellows think when Skimpole
has babbled this all over the school 7

“0Oh, don’t scalp me, old chap ! said
Lowther good-humouredly. “I don’t
think anything against Talbot. Still, I
must say it might look as if some of his
old pals are trying to get into com-
munication with him.”

“I suppose that’s Levison’s dodge,”
said Tom, clenching his hand. “Once
that gets started in the House, the fel-
lows will jump to the conclusion that
Talbot is mixed up with the old gang—
Hookey Walker and the rest.”

Lowther started.

“That rotter, Hookey Walker, is cut
of prison,” he remarked, in a low voice.
“He might try to get into touch with
Talbot. I’m blessed if I like the look of
this, Tom !”

Tom Merry frowned.

“Don’t be an ass, Monty ! Talbo# has
promised that he will not have anything
to do with Hookey Walker or the rest
of the rotters, that he won’t see them or
help them, or have anything to do with
them.” .

“Well, that’s all right. We know his
word is as good as gold.”

“But the other fellows don’t,” said
Tom, frowning. ‘It looks to me as if
Levison is- taking advantage of this
rotten eipher bisney to revive all those
rotten stories about Talbot, and start
the fellows suspecting him. And I'm
joll}y well going to see Levison about
it

“(3o easy,” said Lowther. “Levisen
acted very well for Talbot once. No
good forgetiing that—the time he was
aecused——"

“I haven’t forgotten it. But he’s
beginning his old tricks again,” caid
Tom Merry savagely, “and the sconer
he stops the better.”

Tom Merry strode away in search of

uttered an

50 Manners and Lowther, per-
plexed and uneasy, went with him.
The Terrible Three did not find Levi-

son in the guad or in the School House,
and when they went up to his study,
they found the door locked. Tom Merry
rapped on it sharply.

“Hallo ! What’s wanted
Levison’s voice from within.

“T want to speak to you!” called bhack
Tom Merry.

“Sorry! I'm busy

“Unlock the door !”

“I tell you I’'m busy!”

Tom Merry breathed hard through his
nose. :

“Y shall wait here for you, Levison,
if you don’t open the door!” he said.

“Wait as long as you like,” answered
Levison. “I'm not coming out till the
bell goes for classes!”

“Why can’t you let me in?”

“I t