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CHAPTER 1.
A Face From the Past.

o6 ALBOT 1™
Tom Merry called in cheerily
at the door of Talbot’s study in

the Shell passage.

Falbot of the Shell did not answer.

ile was standing by the study window,
iwoking out into the quadrangle, where
sain was pattering down.

In the yuad the Jeaves were falling and
whicling in the autumn wind and the
rain., Palbot’s handsome face reflected
the gloom withont, His look was one of
leep and not happy thought, and he
was tao absorbed in his refloctions to
gear his chum’s voice at the dooy.

Tom Merry looked surprised for a
nwoment, and  then his- sunny face
douded,  His chun, gonemllv as cheery
12 any fellow at St Jim’s, was in the
Trip of the black mood that came upon
hint sometimes,  Tom "\Icuv had seen
that expression npon his face hefore, and
he knew that Talbot was thinking of his
strunge and-shiaxdowed past—1the davk old
lays before the handsome
had come to St, Jim's.

Tom Merry stepped into  the study.
Manners an d Lowther were waiting for
aim on the staircase with their coats on.
The Terrible Three were going out-in
the rain, and Talbot was to go with
thens 5 bub he had apparently forgetten.

“Talbet!” repeated Tom Mervy.

The Shell fellow heard then, and he
‘lnm‘(l quickly from the \\mdm\ His
free colonred as he wmet Tom Merry's
_:_'Lu.vu, .

Yes?  ITallo!™ he said. “Tt's yon,
fnm i

“Did yon think -it was my ghost?"”
asked Mo, with a smile, 1 called
vau, Talbot. “Yon were coming out, you

know,”
s it time?
wirs - thinking -
“His eolour deepened.
“ Anything fhv mattm
“No. Ob, no!” -
*“You don't look very cheery.
“Well, m not feeling very cheery,”

[

U'mi worry T forgot.
B

"asked Tom,

12

said Talbot.  **The--the weathoer, per
‘mlp\ tt doesu’t look very inviting out
<l *

‘ Nothing's happened?” ‘asked Tom,
_u\mug him.

*What should happen'"

“Look here, old man,” said Tom
Merry qnietly, “you're down in the
blues. T can see that. 1t’s not like
vou. You're looking just as you used
tn look when——"

Tom Merry paused.

it was tacitly understood among

Palbot’s chums that the _past was never
to be alluded to—that grim, strange past
which seemed like a dream to Talbot
now, when he had been called ‘“The
Toff,” and was the prince of cracksmen
-a very different fellow from Talbot of
St. Jim'’s, the nephew of Colonel Lyndon,
md one of the most popular fellows in
+he school.

“When?”
.aint snnle,

repeated  Talbot, with a

up as J was,

Shell fellow |
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“Ob, never mind!” faid Tom. “Let's
get off,”
1 know what you mean, Tom,” said

Talbot quietly, 1 don’t want to be
evasive with yon, old fellow, 1 was
thinking of-—of that time.”

“But why?” asked Tom.  “It's all
over and done with long ago. Most of
the fellows have forgotten what they ever
knew about it. What do yon want to
keep it in mind for?”

T don’t keep it in mind. Sometimes
1 forget the whole thing for weeks to-
gether, Tom, and then it comes hack
into my mind,” said Talbot. " But - but
T've scen a man—--" .

Tom Merry uuderstood then,

“A man vou kunew when
1]!4'—7 -

“When T was the Toff, and used to
consort with rogues and thieves in the
rookery m Angel Alley,” said 'Talbot-
bitterly. 1t seems like a black dream
now ; but I wnldnt help being brought
could 1, Tomn? If my uncle
own me then, it wonld have been
ity but [ was alone inthe aworld,
had gone to the bad, ]
[ eouldn’t

you were

had k
diffor
and my poor fathes
and he left ie- as I was then,
hPlp it, Tom.”

* My tlt sarv old chap,” said Tom Merry
sofily, “1 know you couldn't. Naobody
thinks so. Seme Jellows have hard ek,
and vou had, at that time. You (huvkg.d

it as soon as you were among decent
people, and saw things in a different
light.  “You necdn’t .vepioach yourself,

You oughtn’t to think of it.”

“I don’t: only, seeing that man ta- day
h)rmglvt it Al back. into-my mind,” said

Palbot. 3

“Who was it?" asked Tom.

“Do vou remember a sharper ealled
Tickey Tapp -not his veal name, I think
—who used to hang round the school at
one time?  1le got Gore into trouble
with gambDling, and so on; and 1 made
him clear off. T knew enough about the
brute to send him to piison, and T gave
him the cheice of letting Gore alone or
going to «‘hokov e went.”

“1 remember,” said 'Pom, with a nod.

“1 saw him fo- day,” said Talbot, I
was commg hack from Rylcombe after
divner, and T saw him in the lane. Ie
was tdlkmg to a one-cyed man—-a shifty-
looking fellow. They did not notice me,
and T came on.”

“You've nnthmn‘ to fear from Tickey
Tapp, Falbot?’
“Nothing. He has reason to fear me,

for that matter:. I'm not nfrﬂid of him.”
Talbot -smiled slightly.  “ But--but the
sight of him and his evil face~you under-
stand, Tom?*’.

“1 nnderstand. The man can’t have

come back in connection with you?”
asked Tom. _

Talbot shm)k his head.

“QOh, no! I don’t think that's
possible. He may be playing his old

game as a sharper in his eold locality,
that’s all.  But——"  Talbot paused
and shook himself, as if shaking off
gloomy thoughts. * But I'm a duffer to
give way lll\(‘ thh io the blues.
get out, Ton.

Let's
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“Come on, old scout!”

The two Shell fellows left the study
together.

Talbot, by an effort of will, 1:4d
banished the black theughts from <
nind, and his handsome face was o
posed, if not quite so cheerful as usaal.

Tom Merry was feeling troubled. He '

understood well enough  how ans
winder of his old life was gall and s
wood to Talbot, giving him the fee
that he was not, after all, like oth
fellows at St. Jim’s. Tom Merey
would very gladly have planted Lis fist
in the evil-face of Tickey Tapp for re-
tarning to his former )munh and 1
ug bitter recollections  in Rez “kh
Talbot's roind by that chance meeting.

“Oh, heve you arve!" vawned Monty
Jm\th( ¥, as the two juniors came al
to the stairve: se. 1 thought you »

”(" er (()l)l]l)é,

“We've been letting Gussy
while we were waiting,” said Mauners,
also vawniug, :

Aythur Augustus  D*Arey - of the
Fourth was standing near the hcad -ob
the stairs, with an mmw‘\h frowning
expression upon his aristoeratic face.

ITe yrave a slight soiff us Mauners
\p()]m‘

*Weally, Mannahs—— ™ he Loz
- “Gussy’s on the high hors
Lowther. “IHe wants us to go
War- pafti; and scalp  Racke
They’re bf‘mg naughty ag.nu ’

“Oh, bother Racke!” said Toa
.\Imxy

‘It's \\atlmh a sewious mattal, Toms
\[e“ wy,’ said  Arthur Au ,-.'u~z

“ Wacke and Cwooke and those wat
are food-hoggin’ again. Twimble rold
SO, T‘wn Twimble sars he is
at thmn

* More likely they won't 1
in (ho feed,” \axd Tom, laughi

“Yaas, it is poss that
motives are not disintewested,” uinmw i
Arthur Augustus.  “Howevah, that docs
not alter the case. Tt appeahs to Le dm‘n
that Wacke’s man, that one-eyed wottul
Scaife, is supplyin’ him with £o0ul against
the wations—Twimble sars so. - [ weally
think that those feahful w
be westwained.”

Talbot's brow darkened,

Tom Merry glanced at Lim quickly.
Ife remembered that Talbot had said
that Tickey Fapp had bocn talking to a
one-eyed man in the hine. Talbot met
his glance, and nodded,

“ Tt was Scaife,” he said in a low voice,
“Racke’s man.  They are birds of a
feather, I think.” -

T have spoken to Blake and Mewy
aml Dig,” continued .\xthm Angpstus,

* But they say they won't go out in tue
wain, even to see Wacke hanged.’

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you fellows will support me, 1 v
take them in hand, and wub their noses
m the mud,” said Arthur Aumhtu.

“ What do you say, Tom Mewwy?’

‘“’Nother time, cld chap. We're
going over to Abbotsford this afternoon,”
suid Tom Merry. “Talbot’s uncle is oft
to the Front again, and we're going tc
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 gangway, will you?”
" - e mind to thwash you
the spot!” said Arthar

. 6 344
= ‘i%ou bet I agreed

o

Every Wednesday,

see- the Tommies-off swith him.
can go and eat cokel™

“Yaas; but—".
_ % Ta-ta, old bird!”

The Terrible Three and Talbot went
feaving Arthur Augustus
shaking his noble head very seriously.
Augustus
- on the subject of |
the “grub rules,” and the food-hogging
of Racke & Co. roused his noble ire, He
was still pondering on the matter:when

downstairs,

The Honourable _Arthur

D’Arcy was very strich

Racke and Crooke and Scr
under their arms.

black sheeg
have abas

to be abashed easil;

T am guite av’vaai whah you are goin’,

you wottahs!” said D’Arcy. -
-~ “Go hon!” remarked Racke.

“You are goin’ food-hoggin
. “My dear man, you den’t say so
vawned Aubrey Racke.

IR

“] have a gweat
all wound - on
Augustus sternly.

Racke made a sign to his comrades. |
The three Shell fellows suddenly seized
Arthur Augustus, and to his wrath and
amazement the swell of St. Jim’s found
himself sitting -on the floor, with Racke

Co. wiping their boots on him as they
passed. The three young rescals scuttled
downstairs, laughing ; and Arthur Augus-
tus sab up in a dazed state, gasping for

breath.

“Bai Jove!
You feahful wottahs!”
Awugustus.
thwashin’ all wound! Gwoogh!

gans ,.ewumbs !

Thé Swell-6£:8t, Jin’s serambled o fis
Ul
Racke & Co. were gone, and vengeance

feet with vengeance in his eye.
had to be postponed.

CHAPTER 2.
Good News From Crooke.

o ANG him!” ’
George Gerald Crooke made

Racke |

& Co. walked down the lane

that anmable remark as

towards Rylcombe. :

. Ahead of the trio, in the lane, four
juniors could be seen—Talbot of the Shell
and the Terrible Three. It was upon the
back of Talbot’s unconscious -head that

Crooke’s glance rested as he spoke.
«“Th? Hang whom?” asked Racke,

Crooke made a gesture towards the

quartette ahead. : s
¢ “Hang the lot of them, if you like!"
said Racke genially. “ As high as Haman,

or higher. But what's got your rag out
now?’ § i .
- Crooke set his lips,

know"

again to-day, an’ he’s asked Talbot there.
Fhey're going to see the Tommies off.”
- **What a bore!”

< He hasu't asked me to come over,”

said Crooke. My dear cousin has quite
eut mie out with nunky, Not that I want
stickin’ there
Tommies en-

to go! What's the good of
an’ watchin’ the dashed
train? Waste of time, I call it!”

acke.

ut my uncle might have asked me,

-all the same; he’s asked Talbot!” growled
“J hardly get a word from
What's he got

Crooke.
Colonel Lyndon “now.
against me?”’ .
Racke grinned.
“Well, considerin’ what 2 stiff old bird
he is, I think he’s got a lot-against you,”
he remarked.

Racke

: Scrope came
along, with their coats on and umbrellas
rthur ~Augustus
D’Arcy turned his eyeglass on the thrée
with a severity that ought to
ed them, but failed to have
that effect. Racke & Co. were to0 tough

1

“Get out of the

Where's my eyeglass?
roared Arthur
“1 will give you a feahful
I am

feaakfuﬂghdustay, you fmghzﬁﬂ, hooli

“Ten’t it rottent” he muttered. . “I
where they're going—over <o
Abbotsford. My uncle’s off to the Front

“You've tried to dish
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‘he’s guyin’ the old sport; tried to get
{ nunky down on him, in fact. And as
nunky spotted the game, it’s natural that
he should get his military back up.”

“QOh, rats!” growled Crooke. “All I
did was to try to show.Talbot up in his
-true colours.” .

Racke winked at Scrope,-who grinned.
“‘Crooke scowled at both ef them. N

“Do you think I take any stock in
Talbot’s reform?” he snarled. “I'm not
to be caught with chaff like that. You
know what he was before he came to St
Jim’s—a young cracksman, living among
cracksmen—" * )

T know you say so'!” yawned Racke.

“Jt’s true, .you ass! Lots of fellows
know -it.” )

“There’s somethin’ in it!” said Scrops.
with a nod. “There was no end of falk
about Talbot once, and it was pretty clear
that he was hand-in-glove with some
jolly queer characters before he came to
§t. Jim’s.” I don’t know all the rights of
the. story; lots of it was kept dark, but
it was jolly fishy. Tom Merry stuck to
him all along, though.”

“He wouldn't stick 'to a chap thav
wasn’t straight,” said Racke. ‘I don’t
like him, but I know that’s so. What's
the good of pretendin’ that it isn’t?” -

“Hang him, an' hang Talbot!”
grunted Crooke. “1I tell you he’s suckin’
up to mf' uncle for his money " :

“Well, you've got lots of dibs,” said
Scrope. . “Isn’t your father fairly rollin’
in it? Doesn’t he make it hand-over-fist
in the City ?”

L . “Colonel Lyndon’s money ought to
come to me, all the same!” said Crooke.
*“An’ he’s rich—jolly rich. He had a
down on Talbot’s father, an’ it’s just
dashed obstinacy makes him take to
Talbof, - He's actually told :me that I

‘g:ﬁl‘i#w follow Talbot’s. axample—a.

gets knocked over at the Front this time,
I ought to come in for what he leaves
behind.” )

“Oh, draw it mild!” muttered Scrope.
“That’'s a rotten thing to think of,
Crooke, when he’s going out to fight the
Germans!”

“VYou'd think of i, if you were his
nephew instead of me!” sneered Crooke.
“I'm out of the rupnin’ now; Talbot’s
cut me out. Am’ I don't believe in his
reform, either; he finds it pays him better
to run straight, that's all. By gad, 1
wish I could bow! him out in somethin’!
I'd give a year of my life to dish him
with Uncle Lyndon{”

“That’s a bit above your weight, old
nut!” smiled Racke.

Crooke scowled, and tramped on in
sulky silence. Ahead of the three, Tom
Merry & Co. disappeared into the village,
but Racke and his friends did not enter
Rylcombe, They stopped at Laurel Villa,
downa side road, and went up the garden
path and round to the porch at the back.
That villa was the headquarters of
Racke’s man, Scaife. .

The three young rascals entered by the
back door, to which Racke had a key.
There was a murmur of voices in the
front room on the ground floor, and]
Racke went along the passage and looked
in. Scaife was there, sprawling in an
armchair and smoking a qiim‘, talking
to a shifty-looking man with a pipe in
his mouth. Racke scowled as he saw him,
and recognised Tickey Tapp. ]

Scaife jumped up, and threw- his cigar
into the grate at the sight of Aubrey
Racke.

Tickey Tapp rose to his feet.

“Look here, what-are you doing hers,
Tapp?” exclaimed Racke.  *I’'ve warned
you not to come here againl”

“No offence, sir!” said Mr. Tapp
civilly, though his deep-set eyes gleamed
at Racke's tone.

.Talbot .with him—tried to make-out that |.

reformed cracksman!-Suppose hed-

“Three-halfpence, 3

“Well, you're not wanted about.here!”
said Racke. ‘It draws attention to the

.place ‘if you're -seen here. . .You know

what a thumpin’ row there was here
owin’ to-your startin’ a gambling gamo
in this house. I don't want any more of

that!”

“That's done with, sir.”

. .*“I know it is; an’ you're, done with,

too, so far as these premises are con-
cerned, Tickey Tapp! There’s the door!”
_“Tickey just dropped in to speak to
me, sir,” said Scaife smoothly.

“I told you he wasn’t to come here,
Scaife!” ; .

“It’s not ‘safe -for him to be hLangin’
round,” said Crooke, with a nod. “He's
too joily well known!”
“The fact i, sir, I wanted a few words
with you!” said Tickey.

“With me?” exclaimed Crocke, in gur-:

prise. )

“Yes, Master Crooke. I've something
to tell you that will interest
your cousin, Master Talbot.”

Crooke started. =

,“Look here, you can’t jaw here!” said
Racke. o= N

“QOh, let the man alone a minute!”
said Crooke. “I'm going to hcar hinr!
You can go and grub!” )

you—about -

Scaife had left the room quieétly, and -

was gone to the kitchen. It was Scaife’s

‘business.to provide the gorgeons spreads:

that Racke & Co. enjoyed in. secret. ab

the villa. = Mr. Scaife was an excellent:

cook, and he had his own méthods; what-

ever they were, of dodging thé ration:

laws. Unlimited cash made that possible
for Mr. Scaife, added to his own cunning’-
What his methods were Racke did: not.
care a rap, so long as the spreads wers
provided. ) )

“Look here, Tapp had: better go!”-satd
Racke.
where else, Crooke ™ .~ . S ETElmRE

“Don’t be hard -on _a .mau,  Mastér
Racke!” said Tickey Tapp, still- very
civilly. “I'm keeping you little secret,
sir, you know1!” =

“What?” .

“I wouldn’t think of mentionin’ what
goes on in this house,” said Tickey Tapp.
“I wouldn’t dream of it! But if a man
was to talk careless, it would be rather
bad for some parties, sir!”

Racke bit his lip hard. Ho understood
the threat well enough, and he realised
that it would not do to quarrel with the
civil-spoken Mr. Tapp. Without reply-
ing, he walked-out of the room, followe:l
by Secrope. -

Crooke sat down in the armchair
vacated by Scaife, and lighted a cigarette.

“Now, what's that about Talbot,
Tapp?” he asked. **You’ve told me
before that you used o know him at-the
time before he came to St. Jim's.” -

“I knew him well, sir, saild Tickey
Tapp. “ Bless {our ‘eart, ho was pretty
well known in the gang that used to hang
out at the rookery in Angel Alley—the
Toff, he was called then. He always had

“You can talk with him some- -

a very’ igh way with him, even in them -

days. im and the professor, and
Hookey Walker, and the rest—I knew
them all well. The gang’s broken up
now, and what’s become of the others I
dunno; but I know Master Talbot well.
Oh, yes!” o

There was deep malice in the sharper’s
tons, and -Crooke felt himself growing
more cordial. Anyone who hated Talbot
of the Shell was well recommended to
Talbot’s cousin.

“Well, I know about Talbot’s past,”
said Crooke. “I don’t suppose you can
tell me much about at. Colonel
Lyndon knows it all, too! If you could
teil me something uwseful——""

“The Toff’s supposed to be reformed,
and goin’ straight now, sir.”

S0 he makes out.” _

TeE GEM LiBraRt.—No. 563.
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“You don’t Master
Crooke 77 -,

“No,” growled Crooke, “I don’t!”

“ You’d like to show him up? v

“I’'d give anything to show him up!”
naid Crooke savagely. “He’s dished me
with my uncle, and that means a lot to
me. Look here, don’t beat about the
bugh, Tapp! If you know anything that
'Talbot’s done lately, I'll make it worth
your while to tell me, if you've got
proof 17 ‘ ' :

“ Suppose,”
watching Crooke’s expressive face like a,
r:at—*“suppose the Toff was to join in
with some of the old gang once more,
Master Crooke, to play the old game?"”

.“ He's not such’a fool, I’'m afraid!” -

*“That’s the size of it, sir. T§ could he

believe it,

Crooke started. - s

“You could induce -him, you mean?”
he exclaimed. -

“That’s what I mean, sir.”

“Oh!” said Crooke. - .

There was a long: pause, and Gerald
Crooke let his cigarette go out. He was
startled, and he was a little scared. He
had hoped to hear something against
Talbot—something that would be of use
in disgracing him -with Colonel Lyndon
and nf the schiool. But the scheme was
to tempt Talbot back to the old path—to
‘draw him from the path of honour back
into his-old pursuits; and the baseness
of the suggestion sthrtled even Crooke for
a moment. .

There was'a struggle in his breast, and
Tickey Tapp saw it as he watched his
face, But Mr. Tapp had no doubts as
to the outéome; he had taken Gerald
Crooke’s measure pretty accurately.

“You think you could do it?” mut-
tered Crooke at last.

“I know I could.”

‘l‘Buhhut_” z

““Once let me get a.word with the Toff
—private like—and_ the thing’s done,”
said Mr. Tapp. “You get him to call
here, f’rinstance. 1 can tell you how to
manage that easy. = Then the trick’s
done!® . . >

Crooke hesitated.

“If that’s true, it shows that his reform
is all humbug,” he said slowly. “It’s a
proof that he’s only spoofing.’

“Course it is,” said Tickey Tapp re-
assuringly. “Spoof all along the line!”

Again  Crooke hesitated. Even if
'Talbot’s reform was only skin-deep, he
knew that it was a crime to put tempta-
tion in the way of the unhappy junior.
But his hesitation did not last.

“You're sure?” he asked.

“ Quite sure.”

“Then he’s wonly spoofin’, an' it’s
simply 2 way of showin’ him up in his
true colours,” muttered Crooke. ’

““ Jest so, sir.”

“But—but_how I could get him to

- come here—I'm not on friendly terms

with him ?”” said Crooke haltingly. ““We
never speak. And—and it would have

“There’s an easy way, sir,” said
Tickey Tapp. “Tll give you the office,
sir, it a go?” ‘

“It’s a go!” said Crooke at length.

Scrope Jooked in at the door.

“Come on, Crooke—ready ! he called.

There wag a savoury smell of cooking
already from the direction of the kitchen,
. Scaife had only had to give the
finishing touches to the feast already pre-
pared. = The food-hogs were about to
enjoy themselves. But Gerald Crooke
only made an impatient gesture,

“I’ll come later,” he said:

‘“More duffer you ! said Scrope. And
he went back to rejoin Racke,

It was some time before Crooke joined
his comrades ot the festive board; the
interyal being spent in deep consultation

Tee GeM Liprary.—No. 563,

said Tapp. slowly, and

.with Tickey Tapp. When Crooke came
In to join the feasters there was a grin
of satisfaction on his face. Evidentl
the scheme had been arranged, and all
was going-well, from Crooke’s peculiar
‘point of view.

CHAPTER 3.
Talbot’s Task.

,“; 3 AT . Jovel You feliows look
wathah wet ! :

Arthur  Augustus  D'Arcy
: made that remark as Tom
Merry & €o. came in in the dusk. The
‘ohums of the Shell did look rather wet
and rather muddy. But they were very

‘cheerful, and Talbot’s face was: bright.

now. He seemed to have thrown aside

the cloud of depression that had weighed

on him earlier in the day. s
“It’s owing to the rain, Gussy,” an-

‘swered Monty Lowther solemnly. ¢ With.

your wonderful perspicacity, ‘old--bird,
you’ve probably noticed that rain is-sohre-
times wet.” : i S
* Weally, Lowthah——"* o,
“Crooke’s_ been "asking for
Talbot,” said Gore of the Shell.
“Crooke has?” repeated Talbot.
“Yes; he’s in the study now,” Gore
grunted. - “I didn’t want to talk gee-
gees, so I left him there.”
“T’ll go up!” said Talbot.
His handsome face softened a little as
e went up the staircase with “the
Terrible Three. :

‘yonu,

“Crooke wants to ask me about Uncle )

Lyndon, I suppose,” he said to his chums.
“I’d have asked him to come over to
Abbotsford with us if I'd thought that
he’d. have cared to come. I suppose he
feels a bit anxious, as T do.”

Tom Merry nodded, quite willing to
leave Talbot in that opinioh, though he
-did not share it. If Crooke fel$- any
arxiety for his uncle at the Front, he
succeeded in concealing it pretty well.
Talbot lost no time in going to his study
—he was pleased by that sign of grace
in Crooke,

George Gerald Crooke was seated in
the armchair, and Skimpole was in the
study, busy with one of his big volumes.
Crooke coloured a little as the mict
Talbot’s glance,

*1 suppose you’re surprised to see me
here 7’ "he muttered. .

“I'm glad to see you here,” said
Talbot. *“Unecle’s off now, and he looked
quite well—fit as a fiddle.”

“Eh? Did he? Oh, yes, Uncle
Lyndon, of course,” said Crooke. It was
pretty clear that Crooke had not been
thinking about Colonel Lyndon. |,

Talbot’s face fell a little. .

“The fact is, I wanted to speak ‘to
you, Talbot,”” said Crooke. If—if -you
will give me a few minutes—"

“« ertainlg:""
- Crooke glanced expressively at Skim-
pole. Skimmy’s big spectacles were fixed
on his book, and he did not see Crooke’s

glance,
“I-Td like to speak to you alone,”
said Crooke. :

Talbot’s face hardened.

“1 don’t. see why,” -he - answered,
Talbot was net suspicious, but he had
had more .than one example of his
cousin’s treachery, and he did mot trust
Crooke, though he was willing to think
the best of him that he could.

“Tt—it’s _about uncle,” said Crooke
sulkily.” “I—I’d like to talk about him
a bit—and—and—"’

Skimpole rose to his feet, volume in
hand.

“My dear fellows, I'll leave you for
a little while,” said the good Skimmy.
“I. am very pleased to see you two
fellows so friendly, as near relations
should be—very

¥

Now
il

And Skimpole left the study, fuking
his huge volume with him, and closed the
.door. Talbot remained standing, resting
his hand on the table, and looking inquir-
ingly at Crooke, :

*Now that fools gone I can falk!®
said George Gerald.

“Go ahead!” said Talbot cheerily. If
Crooke was concerned about the colonel
it was a proof that he was not so hard-
hearted, as he was supposed to be, and
Talbot was ready t¢ encourage him.

But . Crooke did not mention. Colonel
Lyndon again. " Evidently he had only
given Skimpole an impression that family
matters were to be discussed in -order to
get _the unsuspicious Skimmy out of the
study. : s i
“ Do you know a man named Tickey
Tapp 2" asked Crooke abruptly.

" Talbot started. i
. “Yes,” he said in a low voice.

_ “I thought s6. "You knew him when—
“‘when——"’ 3 )

*“Td rather not speak about it, Crocke.
If you come here t6 remind me——"

“T haven’t! That’s all past and done
with, isn’t it?” said Crocke, with an air
of great frankness, “If-you know the
man, and matters are as I think, you can
do me a good turn, and some other
fellows. Please yourself!” :

“You can go on,”-said Talbot. ,

“Tickey Tapp is.in Rylcombe.’

“Iknow. I saw him to-day.”

‘“Oh, you saw him!” said Crooke,
“Good! I suppose you can guess thag
he’s here for no good?”

““ No doubt about that.” -

“Well, T'll tell vou_ more,” said
Crooke. ~“He’s hand-in-glove _with

Racke’s man, Scaife, at- Laurel Villa.
You may have heard some of thel,t.alk,
about Cardew-of the Fourth lately?”

“I've heard Trimble'sstalk about kim,
but took no notice of it.” %

"“Well, Trimblé was on the right
track,” said Crooke. ‘‘That fellow 'Lapp
started a gambling game at the villa—
petits-chevaux, it’s called—and. Cardew
lost a lot of money there., His chum
Clive chipped in and smashed up the
machine,”- ] : ) :

“Good man!” said Talbot. .

“A lot of other fellows went,” said
Crooke. “‘Racke allowed it to go on
there—you know, the place is really his— -
because he ‘liked the  game, though it
cost him a pretty penny, too. But as I
said, Levison and Clive chipped in, and
mucked it up. Tapp is awfully wild.”

- “Very likely.” 0.

“He hasn’t cleared out,”” went on
Crooke. ‘‘He’s still hanging about the
neighbourhood, an’ he’s a good deal at
Scaife’s place. I've got an idea that he’s
planning somehow to get even with Clive.
sof the Fourth for busting up his game.
He’s a dangerous man—I know that.”

‘“He is,” :assented Talbot, his lips set-
ting. «f very dangerous man, Crocke.”

‘I suppose you wonder why T'm tell-
ing you all this?” went on Crooke.
“Well, -I know you used to knew the
man in the old days; and, from what's
been let drop in mginllxeanng—,*Lmv:e
you once warned off from this
neighbourhood. He had got a St. Fim’s
chap in his clutches, apd you made him
clear off by threatening ~to give him
away on_account of something* you
know aboyt_him.” ~

“It’s-true. I know enough about the
manete send him to prison,” said Talbot

uietly.  “I.told him I would do it if has:

idn’t clear, and he cleared.” LA

': You’could do it again?” ¢

“Yes.” :

¥ Well, that’s what I’'m coming to,”
said Crooke. “The man’s dangerous,
and, though his game has been knocked
on the head atsthé villa, he may-start it
again somewhere else. ve he’s

=

pleased indeed. Pray\
'} have a pleosant talk,” .

looking for a chance to get even with"
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Clive. It may save no end of trouble
if he could be got ¢id of. He’s the kind
of man to lay for Clive, and bash him
in the dark—a regular ruffian! If you
could make him clear you ought to do
it, That’s all.” ‘

Talbot looked very hard at Crooke.

“That’s right enough,” he said. “I
was already thinking of it when ‘I saw
him in the lane to-day.. But—but—"

“But you didn’t ex;})lect ‘me to suggest
it,” said Crooke, with a grin, * Well,
TI've got my reasons. I'm in with Racke
in some things, but I don’t care to ngt
mixed up with that kind of man. He's
dangerous, and might round on_a chap
any minute. The fact is, 'm a bit afraig
of him and what lie might do; ani
hurt Clive some day there would be

come out—things that wouldn’t suit me.’

I understand,” said Talbot drily.

“I’'m not_ pretending to be disins
terested,” saidp Crooke. “I want_the
man to clear off; he’s dangerous. - From
what T've heard, you did the trick-once,
and could do it again. It's up to you,
then.,”

“And I shall do it,” said Talbot.
“Tickey Tapp will have his choice be-
tween going away for good and going
to prison.” ‘

‘“Right!” said Orooke, with an air of
relief.  “ Mind, this is in confidence, o
course. Racke would be wild if he knew
I'd spoken to you. He plays cards with
the fellow, and he doesn’t agree with
me in this. Xou won’t mention what
T've said to you?”

“No. I don't talk to Racke.”

“I don’t want to quarrel with Racke,
of course, or Scrope—or Scaife, for that
matter; but, really, it would be better
for Racke to have nothing to do with a
scoundrel like Tickey Tapp. The man
\irlill get him into mischief—I’m sure of
that.” : .

“Very likely. Can you tell me where
to find him?” .

“That’s just what I can do,” said
Crooke. . “He goes to the villa every
evening to play cards with Scaife. I
lives, but he’s at
Laure’l, Villa every evening at half-past

eight. .
1 "fhnt's after locking-up,” said Talbot '
slowly.

“Well, that's when you could find him,
if you liked,” said Crooke, rising. “I
don’t think you’d have much trouble
with him. 1 noticed that he looked
alarmed when your name was mentioned,
an’ he asked us not to mention to you
that he was in the neighbourhood,
You'll keep it dark, of course? I don’t
viant to get his knife 'into me.”

Talbot nodded, and Gerald Crooke
quitted the study. He drew a deep
breath when he was in the passage.

“That's done it!” he muttered.
* Kasier than I thought—-"

“I say, Crooke!” : s >

Crooke spun round, startled, and

glared at Baggy Trimble of the Fourth.
*“ You fat rotter, what are you spying
for?”’_he exclaimed furiously.
Trimble jumped back, startled. ;

“Who's ~ spying?’ he demande
warmly. “Can’t a chap walk along the

blessed passage if he likes?”

Crooke glared at him, and hurried
away to his own study, leaving Baggy
Trimble looking considerably astonished.
Talbot of the Shell had sat down to
his prep rather early. He wanted to get
his work done. His mind was quite
made up—indeed, it had almost been
made up before Crooke spoke to him—on
the subject of Tickey Tapp, The
rascally sharper was not wanted near St.
Jim's, and Talbot knew that he could
only be there for mischief, That even-
g, now that ge knew where to find

ickey Tapp, he intended to see the

2 -8
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' Looking for Talbot. . l
i

man,“and warn him.to go. If he did not
go Talbgt meant to gall in at the police.
station; and, in the latter case, Tickey
Tapp would go fast enough, escorted by
a man in blue.

Talbot went quietly and steadily
through his work, and finished early.
Gore and Skimpole had come into the
study, and they were still at prep when
Talbot rose.

“Hallo! Finished?” asked Gore,

“Yes.

“Youwll have to wait a bit for me,”
said Gore. “I'll see you in the gym in
about half an hour,” .

A‘Eh?”

““You haven't forgotten you were
going to have'the gloves on with me, I
suppose?”’ ]

“I—T'd forgotten,” said Talbot. *If
you don’t mind, Gore, we‘ﬂj—_. "!és,ve it il
to-morrow.” i -~

“Just as you like, if you've gob"a.n‘y-
thing on this evening,” “said Gore, <1
don’t ‘mind.” o

Talbot nodded, and quitted the study.

—

cml. ~
Out ‘of Bounds. ey

(] A\WOT in, deah boy!” .=~ =
Talbot of the Bhell-was pass-
ing Study No. 6 on his way to
the stairs  when Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy called to him.
~ “Yes, trot 1n,” said: Jack. Blake.
“Just in time, old scout! We want you
to umpire,” o "

“Why, what’s on?” asked Talbot.

Blake and Herries and Digby were
grinning, but the face of  Arthur
Augustus was very serious.

“T am Ygoin’ to give Blake a lesson,
deah boy,” said D’Arcy. “Blake has the
extwadinaway ideah in_ his head that he
could’ knock me out with the gloves, I
am goin’ to double him up in one wound,
as g warnin’ not to be conceited, ' Pway
come in and wefewee for us.” - ’

Talbot smiled, but it was rather a

!
»

‘ ﬁs%;gﬂ fellow”:

-colla .

worried smile. He wanted to slip quietly
out of the School House for his visit to
Tickey Tapp. It was past lookinfg-up,
and-it was necessary to leave quietly, if
he left at all. He did not want to draw
attention to the fact that he had an en-
gagement out of doors for that evening.
Breaking bounds after dark was a rather
serious matter. .

“Come in, old chap!” said “Herries.
ot busy—what? Done your prep?”
‘Yes; but—-"

“Then come in, and referee in the
terrific combat,” said Dig.

“Excuse me; I've got to get along,”
said Talbot hurriedly; and he walked
on before the Fourth-Formers could ask
any guestxons, leaving them rather sur-
prised,

He hurried downstairs, and slipped
out quietly into the dusky quad, puttin,
on his cap as he went. The rain ha
ceased, fortunately, and he did not need
his coat. i

It was very dark in the quadrangle
and. Talbot hurried across to the schoo
wall where it bordered the road. Three

omed up in the gloom, and the .
suddenly found -himself

1
I3

‘Oh!” he ejaculated. “What——"

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, of the New
House, grinned at him in the gloom.
Figgins & Co. were taking a sprint round
the quad, as they often did in the even-
ng.

“NoughyI” said Figgins. *School
House Ed going to break bounds! It's
l1;p tlg, us to teach him manners, Bump

im

““Hold on!" said Talbot breathlessly.
“No larks, Figgy! I'm in a hurry.”
““Hallo, that’s Talbot’s voice!”

claimed Kerr; peering at him. .
“Yes; let me go!” #
*“Mustn’t go out of bounds!” chuckled

Fatty Wynn:> “Naughty ! - .
Talbot repressed an exclamation” of
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annoyance. Figgins & Co. were only
being humnrane anits —---vare that any-
thing is. They were
close d it had been
easy at the School
Hous climb it.

e ’ said Talbot,
as g could. “T've
rcall 7’s something
spec a bunk up, i
you )

“C Figgins good-
nature. lropping 1in at
the Gree.. te—what?” -

“Nothing of the kind!” said Talbot.
laughing. - Eel v

“All right; T'Hl gi¥e you a bunk!”
. And Figgins & Co., instead of bumping
the Schoo% House junior, helped him over
the wall- and then resumed their sprint.
'Talbot dropped into the road, -and set his
face towards Rylcombe. Y

He was feeling .gnxious to get his
interview with Tick*i%gapp over—almost
feverishly anxious.
haunted him—an unpleasant reminder of
his own early, evil days—and he, was
bitterly angry with the rascal for return-

ing to the vicinity of St. Jim’s. As he/|

tramped on in the darkness he was
tempted to make for the policesstation
direct; mstead of giving Tapp the chance
to escape.  But he shrank from that.

With Tickey Tapp or.any of his kid-
ney T'albot had nothing in common} bui
there had been a time when suchi men
were his associates: He had completely
hroken with the past; but he shrank from
the thought of giving information, even
against an unscropulous rascal like
Tickey Tapp. He only wanted to he
clear of the man. And he had a shrink-
ing, too, from any dealings with the
police, which would lead to talk and
diseussion, and to all the miserable story
of the past being dragged into the light
once more, . .

He wanted to forget it all, and he
wanted others to forget it,

But if Tickey Tapp refused to go, he
was grimly resolved upon his course. At
any cost that rascal should not remain
near the school. -

He arrived at Laurel Villa, and found
the house quite dark as he went up to the
door. ~After what Crooke had told him,
however, he had no doubt that Tickey
Tapp was there with Scaife. He groped
for the knocker, and rapped loudly.

The door was opened at once, and he
made out a man’s form in the dark hall
within. A single eye glittered at him
{from the gloom.

“What's wanted?” It
volce.

“You can let.me in, Scaife,” said
Talbot quietly, “‘I've called to see Tickey
Tapp, who is here' with you.”

There was a pause, and then Scaife said
sullenly :

“You can come in!” P

Thero was no light to be seen in the
house, and it was Talbot’s old caution,
learned in his wild days as the Toff, and
which had become habitual to him, that
made him strike a match before he
entered. Scaife gave him a peculiar look
in the light of the match.

Close by the door Tickey Tapp was
standing, and his hard face was a little
pale as the sudden light revealed it.

*Oh, you’re here!” said Talbot, hold-
ing up the match.

“Y'm here, if you want to speak to me,
Toft 1” said Tickey Tapp sullenly. “You
ean’ come in!” :

“No need to come in,”  answered
Talbot. *“I can speak to you here!”

“What are you afraid of?” sneered the
sharper. -

“1 am afraid of nebody ; least of all of
you!” said Talbot contemptuously, *‘But
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was Scaife's

| the' raffian was a prey=to. some

he man’s evil face

L from the house-tops.

I do not choose to enter the house. 1
have very little to say to you, Tickey
'Papp, and that little can bLe said here!”

The match went out.

“You can talk here,” said Scaife.
“What does it matter, Tickey? I'll leave
you to it. Shut the door after the young
gentleman’s gone.”

And Scaife’s footsteps rang away in
the darkness to the back of the house.
Talbot stood on the doorstep, barely
within the doorway. He could just make
out Tickey Tapp’s form in the gloom
within, : o

“Well, what is it, Toff ?” aske
Tapp in a low volce thit h
tremor in it. Talbot could d

disquiet and uneasiness. S
- “T think you can guess!” said .
“You came to this neighbourhood hefore,
Tickey Tapp, and'I warned you off.
You've got to clear! I warned you not
to come back here, and you have come!”

“P’v’aps I wanted to see an old pal,”
said Tickey Tapp, with a hoarse chuckle.
“P’r’aps I ain’t forgotten old friends as
quick as you ’ave, Toff !

“You were never a friend of mine!
Even when T was what I was I always
despised you.for a swindling, sneaking
thief!” said Talbet scornfully. ¢ Listen
to me, Tickey Tapp! My past is known
and done with; you know that I had the

King’s pardon, and you cannot harm me

now if you shouted all you know of me
‘With you it is
different. T have only to tell what I
know of you for you to be arrested at
once, and brought 1al on half a dozen
charges.” = .

“ And the Tofl’s goin' to turn nark, is
he?” said Tickey Tapp. .

Talbot winced. .

“I’'m going to say nothing,” he said,
“so long as you Jeep clear of me.”

“Ain’t I kep’ clear of you, Toft?”
* “And of this neighbourhood,” said
Talbot. - “You're here for no. good—I
know what you're here for. The last
time it was to swindle and blackmail a

foolish fellow in my Form; now your

game is something of the same kind, on
a larger scale. Well, T won’t allow it to
go on! I tell you plainly, Tickey Tapp,
that you're to leave Rylcombe this very
night; and if ever I hear of you again
within a dozen miles of St. Jim’s, T'll go
straight to the police and put them on
your track!” .

“You mean that, Toff?”

“T mean every word !”’

“You always was a feller of your word,
Toff,”* said Tickey Tapp in a low voice.

“Enough said! Are you going?”’
_#’Ave I got any choice about the
matter?” said Tickey Tapp sulkily.
“You're ’ard on an old pal, Toff 1"

“That will do! So long as you go, aud
keep away, I shall do you no harm. But
I-mean what I say! And next time I shall
act -without warning. you!” I

“'0ld onm, Teff!” exclaimed Tickey
Tapp, as the Shell fellow was making a
movement to go. He was peering
strangely past Talbot into the dark
garden. - “’0ld on! I've got something
to say!” i

“You've nothing to say to me: my
business here is done!” said Talbot
coldly.

“Jest a word ! said Tickey Tapp. “It
won’t 'urt you to listen to me for a
minute, Toff 1”

“Well, what is it?” said Talbot im-
patiently.

“] was going to say,” said Tickey Tapp
slowly—“1 was jest going—— ai
him!® He broke off with a sudden yell.

There was & rush of footsteps behind
Talbot in the darkness of- the . garden.
Before he could turn, he was seized from

behind and harled in at the dari doer-
way, colliding with Tickey Tagp.

His assailant followed bkima = wxh 2
breathless. rush, and the dwesr was
slammed. The next momess Talbeot of
the Shell was struggling Sereely =22 two
lunsegen antagonists in the dariowess of the
house.

—

CHAPTER 5.
Tickey Tapp Makes Terms.

RAMP, tramp! -
In the narrow hall of she «iila,
in the intense darkuess there was

: g scuffling of feet, a pa=ting of
I ﬁ, and muttered e} e,
albot  struggled fiereely. with the

;-,]_utch of two pairs of savage Bazds upon
him.

He realised what had happened.
-"While Tickey Tapp had kept him in
talk at the door, Scaife kad left the house
at the back and crept slently round the
huilding, to take the schoolboy from
behind. ’

Utterly unsuspecting such a move,
Talbot had Leen taken by surprise, and
hurled within the bouse by the one-eyed
man. And now the door was closed, and
he was fighting an unequal fight against
the pair.

Even now, though he understood what
had happened, he could not imagine the
reason why he was attacked. Scaife was
evidently  hand-in-glove with Tickey
Tapp, but his reason was nut to be
guessed..- - . s

It was no wonder that Talbet had been
unprepared for such a me
vet he could not grasp its m

Both men were grasping b
and striving to drag him Jdow=n.
though they were two men sgainst a boy,
the task was not easy.

But the odds were too beavy at last.
Talbot ~went down, and a kuece was
planted on his chest.

‘‘Quiet, you young ‘oard.:” panted
Tickey Tapp, in the darkness. ‘Quiet,
or I'll let you ’ave the life-preserver!”

“Take it easy, young "un!” chuckled
Scaife. “You're robbled!”

Talbot panted.

‘“What does this mean?
mad?”’

“Not quite, my buck!” said Tickey
Tapp, between his teeth. ‘“P’r’aps you'll
be sorry you've rounded on a man afore
I'm through with you!”

Talbot ceased to struggle. It was in
vain, and he was spent. Two pairs of
strong hands held him pinned to the
floor.

His coclness returned at once.

-“1 don’t see your game.” he said
quietly. “T suppose you know I shall go
straight to the police after this. Tickey
Tapp 7™

“You mayn't 'ave a chance, Toff !

. Talbot laughed contemptuously.

“Are you trying to frighten me?” he
said. “You don't dare to knock me on
the head, and you know 1t !”

“T ain’t looking for a rope to finish my
career on,” agreed Tickey Tapp, with a
chuckle.  “If I was, Toff, I dessay 1
should knock you on the ’ead for round-
ing on a man. But I ain’t.”

“You surely are not mad enough to
think that you can keep me here:” ex-
claimed Talbot.

“Praps. Quiet, now! I warn rou,
Toff, that if you give one yell you get a
crack on the ’ead that will keep you
quiet enough!” -

Talbot did not call for help. Tke place
was too solitary for his call to be beard
if he had done so. While Tickes Tapp
was speaking, Scaife had dragzed the
junior’s wrists together, and bound them
with a cord. As soon as he was secured

Are you

the two ruffians dragged bim to ki foets
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*Now walk !” said Tickey Tapp.

“Where are you taking me?” mut-
tered Talbot, more and more amazed.

“You'll 'see! Mind the step. Get a
move on!”

With the two ruffians grasping his
bound arms, the Shell fellow was forced
forward in the dark. He was taken
along a passage, and a door was opened,
and in the darkness a damp, earthy smell
came to him. Then he was led down a
flight of steps. )

A light from below glimmered upon

is eyes.

The steps led down to a bricked cellar
where firewoed was stacked. In the wall

was a low door giving admittance to a

smaller cellar -beyond. " The door was
half opened, and from the inner cellar
light gleamed out. He was led through
the doorway. i

The cellar in which he found himself
was bricked round, and apparently under
the kitchen of the house. There was no
window, as it was quite underground, but
in one corner was a small ventilator. The
“air was damp and heavy.

The cellar was not empty. There were
soveral boxes and cases stacked there, all
of them padlocked. Talbot could guess
that they contained the food-hoard from

~which Mr. Scaife supplied Racke & Co.
"~ ““You can sit down, Toff,” said Tickey
Tapp, with a wave of the hand towards

& bench.
_ Talbot stood where he was. Tickey

~ Tapp and Scaife remained between him

and the little doorway. The Shell fel-
low looked at them steadily in the dim
light of the lantern perched on a shelf.
Tickey Tapp was grinning with triumph.
“Well,” said Talbot quietly, “now [
am here. what does this mean? I sup-
pose you don’t think you can keep me
here long?” )
Tickey Tapp bit the end from a cigar
and hghtcd it, with much satisfaction.
“I fancy we’ll keep you ’ere as long as
we chvose,” he answered. “What's to
prevent us, Toff 2”
‘Talbot, shrugged his shoulders.

“In the first place, I shall be missed at ;

the school at bed-time,” he said.

“What then? Will they search for
you?” grinned Tickey Tapp.

“ Naturally.”

“’Ere?” ‘asked Mr. Tapp, with ‘a
chuckle. .

Talbot compressed his lips.

“Yes, here,” he answered. “ As it
happens, a fellow knows where I have
come, and when I am missed he will say
s0. You have had all your trouble for
nothing, Tickey Tapp, and you had
better let me go!”

“Only one feller ?” said Tickey Tapp,
eyeing hinr ¢uriously. .

“One is enough, T should think,” an-
swered Talbot. “You should have laid
your plans a little moro carefully. A
game like this' cannot be done success-
fully on the spur of the moment.”

The sharper laughed.

- _“You ain’t so keen as you was in the
old days, Toff,” he said, blowing out a
cloud of smoke. “Do you really think I
made up my mind to kidnap you wheéa
‘you was standing at the door talking to
me?n

--*“I suppese so,” said Talbot, with a
start. ’

He hesitated as he spoke, for it was
borne in wpon his mind that there were
many signs of preparation for what had
happened.

He realised on a sudden that the two
ruffians had known that he was coming,
and that was why Tickey Tapp had been
standing in the hall ini the darkness when
be knocked. =

f he had stepped in then without

seized at once. . He understood it now.
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And with that sudden knowledge cams
the inevitable thought that Crooke had
betrayed him into the hands of the
ruffians ! . P

Tickey Tapp shook. his head mock-
ingly. .

“You're losing your keenness, Toff,”
he said banteringly. “Do you think we
hadn’t got:it all cut and dried? Think
again !” . ' :

“You knew I was coming here?” ex-
claimed Talbot. )

“Just a few!” grinned Tickey Tapp.

Talbot drew a deep breath.

“Phen, I was sent here—" he mut-
tered, “ = - - - - ) ;

Z™We knew-you was comin’ ong &ven:
ing ‘arter ’arf-past eight, Toff, agd we
reckéned it would be this’ here évening,”
smiled the sharper. - “But if it "ad been

. to-morrow you’d-’ave found us just as

ready. “We' thought you'd walk right
into ‘our ’ands; but the Toff was too smart
for that. Notquite smart enough, though.
Ha, ha! Scaife knew what he was to
do if you didn’t come into' the ’ouse.”-
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Scaife gave a low chuckle

“And the feller what knows you've
come ‘ere, Toff,” pursued Tickey Tapp,
in great ' enjoyment, “’is his name
Crooke ?”

Another chuckle from Scaife.

Talbot’s handsome face paled a little.

“L can't believe that Crooke had a
hand in this!” he said, in a low voice,’
“You’ve made use of him somehow, but
he wouldn’t have had a hand in kidnap-
ping me. He wouldn’t have the nerve,
for one thing.”

Tickey Tapp nodded.

“Right on the nail!” he assented,
“Master Crooke would -be very much
surprised if he knew what had 'appencd
—eh, Scaife?” -

“1 made use of him, jest as you say,
Toff. . I told him that if you came here
I was going to draw you into the old
game, and he believed it. He thinks
you're going to join with me, Toff, in
the old game—the merry old game !

“Oh!” exclaimed Talbot.

“P’r’aps he ain’t so far mistaken as
you think, neither,” added Tickey Tapp.
“You've been done, Toff, and you
haven’s ’eard the end yet. Master
Crooke  thinks you’re going to join the
old gang as soon as I get a word with
you, and T fitted him up with a yarn to
spin you to make you come ’ere, and you
walked into it, Toff, like a little dicky-

f  bird.”
~8triking the match he would have been |

Talbot set his tecth. He remcmbered
the tallk with-Crooke in his study, and

»
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the vague distrust he had felt. And
Crooke had sent him there believing. that
the persuasions of his old associate would
draw him back into the miscrable life ho
had quitted for ever. .

Crooke’s motive was. easy enough to
see—his old hatred and his rivalry for
Colonel .Lyndon’s regard. But Tickey
Tapp’s motive was still a mystery to the
Shell fellow. .

He had made use of Crooke to geb
Talbot to the lonely house, and he had
succeeded in kidnapping him. But whas
then? That was a puzzle to the Toff,
keen-witted as ho was. :

“Master Crooke knows you came
’ere,” - resumed Tickey Tapp, grinning
through the smoke 'of his. cigar. “But
when you don’t go back, Toff, what will
he think ? "He'll'think, my buck, that I
was giving him “straight goods—that it
only needed a word from me to get you
back into the oldsgame. He don’t ex-
pect 'you back at St. JFim’s, Toff.. -‘He
expects that you’re going to. clear with
me. I’'ve told him so.” He don't quite
believe it, perhaps, but he’ll believe it
fast enough when you don’t turn up ab
the school again—what ?”

““I—I suppose so.” .

“And da you think he’ll explain what
he knows of your comin’ ’ere, and con-

| fess that he had-a’and in sending you to

joint your old pals—what?”

_“No!” saidl. Talbot, with a decp
bneaéb. . p R
‘‘ Exactly !” grinned Tickey Tapp.

“Crooke will 'old his tongue,” and mno-
body else knows you've come ’ere, Toff.
I put it to Crooke that he was to make
you promise to say nothing of what he'd
told you—what? They can search for
you, old bean, till they're black in the
face, but they won’t look ’ere for you.
Even Crooke himself won’t suspect that
you're kept here.”

“HEven s0,” said Talbot contemptu-
ously—*“even so, how long do you think
you can keep me here ?”

“As long as I dashed well® please,
Toft I” d

“And then?” said Talbot. “You've
planned this cunningly, Tickey Tapp, bug
I don’t see where you score.”

“You're goin’ to, dear boy, don’t you
fret!” said Tickey Tapp. *Look 'ow
the ‘matter stands. I've had hard luck.
I should have made a good thing here
with my petits-chevaux game as long as
it lasted, but an interfering fellow had to
chip in, and that’s done for. My rpal
Scaife is in low water, too. This food-
hog bizney can’t go on for ever. Master
Racke’s suspected at the school now, and
it’s getting too well known. You see
‘ere, Toff, two coves that are low down,
and don't mean to stay low down. My
game’s up, and Scaife’s is very nearly
up. Can’t you see my drift now, Teff ?”

Talbot shook his head.

““You ain’t the Toff I knowed in Angel
Alley, -then,” said Tickey Tapp. “I'll
make it plainer. In the old days, Toff,
you was called the prince of cracksmen.
There wasn’t a man in the three king-
doms had a ’and kke yours for a safe.
You ain’t lost_your old skill, Toff, play-
ing cricket and football—what 7"’ .

**What then?” said Talbot, looking in-
tently at the man.

““Don’t see it yet? Toff, old bird,
youw’re. going to be one of the boys
ag’in!” " said Tickey Tapp. “ You're
going to ’elp two coves—us—to get on
their feet arter a hard time. Savvy?
I'm a good-natured cove, and I'm willing
to let bygones be bygones. You'vo
played the fool at school long enough,
Toff ; now it’s time for business. The
pr;nge of, cracksmen is going back to his
old job! .

Talbot understood at last.

#So that’s the game?” he said. :
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s A GRAND SCHOOL STORY APPEARS IN

“That's the game,
game,

eyes glistened.
school, first—two or
erib would  be worth to us.

there. There’s Glyn House, an
I've had

my eye on, within six miles

round. We're rich for life, Toff, if you
do the sensible thing, and go 1in- with

your old palst What do you say?®
“T say that.

you are rascal!” answered Talbot.
“That means no, I reckon?”
 Naturally.'”

Tickéy Tapp nodded, u\fid Ahrew away

the stump of his cigar..>
“1 expected that,”™~ :
“You reckon yeu’re on a paying gam

C)
at the school—nobby friends, and Celonel

Lynden’s money-ba, e day. I don’t
say you ain’g t this is a better

; right, - But ¢ :
game, Toff, and you're going to play it.

I don’t expect you to agree at .once—

not to-night—mot next week, maybé.
I ain’t in @ hurry, Scaife ain’t in 3
'urry—are you, Scaife?”’ -

“Not at all!” grinned Scaife.

Tickey Tapp took down the lantern
from the shelf. . 4

“‘Think it over, Toff;”’ he said agree-
ably. “Yeu've got-lots of time. To-
morrow night I'll see you ag’in.” )

“You are going to leave me here®®
muttered Talbot. ’ s

“You've hit it!”

Talbot set his teeth. He made one
wrench at the cord that bound his wrists,
but it was useless. He said no more, but
seated himself on the bench.

He was in the hands of the two rascals,
Escape was impossible—for the present,
at least. He was to be left alone, bound,
in the darkness and the silence, till his
resistance was overcome. Tickey Tapp
evidently expected that his resistance
would not last long; but he little knew

" the iron determination of the Toff,

If death itself came upon him in that
dark eellar, Talbot of the Shell would
never yield!

Scaife left the cellar, followed by
Tickey Tapp with the lantern. The door
was shut, and Talbot heard a key turn.
The footsteps of the two ruffians died
away in the outer cellar and on the
stone steps. Another closed, faintly, in
the distance. .

In the darkness, the silence, Talbot of
the Shell remained alone.

CHAPTER 6.
Where is Talbot ? .

OM MERRY looked into Talbot’s
study in the Shell passage in the
School House. Skimpole was
there, sitting at the table, pen 1

hand, with a thoughtful frown upon his
bumpy brow, and a smear of ink. on his

nose. Gore was in the armchair,
givmlg first aid to a damaged footer.
“Hallo! Where’s Talbot?” asked the

captain of the Shell.
¢ Ask me another,” answered Gore.
“T've been looking for him,” sai
Tom.
gloves on with him in the gym, Gore?”

“He asked me to put it off,” said

and "a paying
Toff. Think of it—what's within
our reach, with you to help!” Tickey’s
“There’s your own
three thousand that
There’s the
Grammar Schoot—some good é:ickir}gs

Major
Stringer’s place, and a lot more, Toff, as

ou are as big a fool as

he answered.

; syid
“Weren’t you geing to have the

THIS

Joe.  MAGKET.”

“Perhaps that's why he’s keeping
out !’ grunted Gore.

“My dear Gore, that is an asinine
remark! 'Falbot shows quite an intelli-
gent interest “ih -my invention,” con-
tinued Skimpole, beaming upon .Tom
Merry. “I have been explaining to him
my scheme of driving a new kind of air:
ship by means of compressed air. Is it
not a striking idea, my dear Merry?” .

“And hew the thump are you going
to drive‘an airship by compressed air?’
asked Tom Merry, laughing. -

The genius of the Shell generally had
some tremendous invention simmermg . in
his mighty brain. They got” uo further
‘than that. . .- g g EA,

U as  petfectly simple, -y dear
feflows” said Skimpele, delighted to bave

B~

Céélet Notes.

The War Offiee_scheme for starting
special €adét  €orps connection
with the R.A.F. is making good pro-
gress, and we understand that the
pro a:nan’ﬁements will  soon be
made publie. The idea seems to be

that Cadet Units in suitable loealities
should make spécial arrangéments to
train boys in the elements of aero--
nautics. The traiming will probably
be of amr elementary character only,
the idea heing that after a year or
two of the work the lads can be
transferred direct to the Royal Air
Force, SBuch lads, if accepted by
the R.A.F. authorities, would then
he given commissions as Pilots or
Observers, or would be made non-
commissioned Pilots or Observers,
according to their general standing,
ability, ete.

No doubt it will take some time
for this scheme to he worked out in
detail, and a sufficicnt number of
Coips Started to eover the “whole
area of Great Bgitain. The number
of such Corps, also, must be limited
by the fact that it is only in_certain
areas that facilities can be given for
affording the special training Te-
quired. However, it is very good news
that the War Office is taking the
matter up 8o actively and on such
gound lines, and in the course of a
short time there should be a number
of units in the Cadet Movement
established on this basis, which
would afford an excellent means of
training for boys anxious to get into
the Air Force, and secure them the
right of entry, on the expiration of
their service in the Cadet Unit. Fur-
ther particulars will be announced
in these -Notes as soon as they are
available; and, meanwhile, any lad
who wishes to join the Cadet Move--
ment, or would like any further par-
ticulars on the matter sent to him
as soon a8 they are available, should
apply to the C.A.V.R, Judges’
Quadrangle, Law Courts, Strand,
W.C. 2% \
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found an auditor. “The force of the
compressed air is brought to bear upon
the airship from behind, propelling it for-
ward—" - :

“But how 1

“ haven’t thought out that detail yet,
Merry. Except for that trifling detail, I
have the thing simply perfect. I will
explain it from the very beginning—
My dear Merry, where are you going 7"

Gore. “ Something else on, .I.suppose. .

PNl brain Trimble for falling on this %“t Tom M’?ﬂ'y was g_orxe.l Llinkd
footer! How in thunder could a footer Dear me!” said Skimpole, blinking
stand his weight? I’ll brain him!” after him in surprise. “My dear Gore,

“Skimmy, old duck, do you know

where Talbot is?"”

would you like me to explain—"

“T1l bung this footer at you if you

T have not seen him since I left him | do!”

here with Crooke, my dear Merry,” said
ave
I want
to ask him his opinion on my latest in-

Skimpole, blinking at him. “I h

been waiting for him, in fact.

vention,”
THE GEM Liprary.—No. 563.

Skimpole sighed, and took up his pen
again. Gore was not quite so patient
with the good Skimmy as Talbot was.
Tom Merry . sauntered down the
passage, and looked in at Study No. 6 in
the Fourth. He found Aithur Augustus

-

WAR-TIME {4D..
PRICE, 2

ORDER NOW.

D’Arcy there, standing before the look:
ing-glass and dabbing at his nose. %

“Hallo! Trying to crack the glass?”
asked Tom cheerily.

“Weally, Tom Aewwy "—Arthur
Augustus D’Arey glanced round—*“if
that wemark is intended to be humowous,
I can only say—"

“What's happened i¢ your mnose?”’
asked Tom, -

“I have weceived a vewy wuff shock
on my nose, Tom Mewwy. I was boxin’
with Blake, to show him how it should
be done, an’ he vewy wuffly and wudely
hit- me on-the nose. 1 wegarded:it as
uttahly unfeelin’ of Blake, an’ I had a
gweat mind to give him a feahful
thwashin’. Do you think it looks vewy
wed?” -

“Well, it’s a nice, healthy pink,” said
Tom.

“There is nothin’ se howwid as a wed
nose,” said Arthur Augustus, in distress.
It looks like indigestion, you know—as
if a chap doesn't take enough exahcise,
1 am sowwy to say_that Blake is vewy
little bettah than a Hun!™

And Arthur Augustas turned to the
glass again, and resumed his attentions
to his aristocratic nose.

“Seen Talbot?” asked Tom.

“Not since he passed the studay about
half-past eight, deah boy. I wanted himg
to come in and wefewee, but he had"
anothah engagement.”

Tom Merry walked on, and went down
to the Common-room, where he looked
round for Talbot. It was near b
time, and the gym was closed, and no-

was su to be out of dqors at
that hour. - But Talbot was Tiot in the
Common -rcom. Tom - was a little
puzzled. He had intended to have a talk
with Talbot about footer that evening,
and the evening was nearly gomne.

“Auybody seen Talbot?” he asked,
addressing nobody in particular.

“ Not since he passed our study a while
back,” said Blake.

“T've been looking for him.” said
Manners. ‘‘He was coming into the
dark-room to help me develop, but he
didn’t turn up.”

“1 say » pegan Monty Lowther,
looking up from a sheet upon shich he
was scribbling with a pencil.

“QOh, you know what's become of
him?” asked Tom.

“Eh? Of whom?”

“Tglbhot, fathead!™ .

“QOh, bother Talbot! Listes. to this,”
said Lowther. “I've just dcze it for the
comic column in the * Weeklz.” ”

“Keep it, old scont!” said Cardew of
the Fourth. *‘Let it come as a pleasant
surprise to us in the ‘ Weekls."

d idea!” s=aid Wilkins beartily.
can’t do better than that,

don’t play the goat!” said
Lowther. “Listen to this. Why are
they short of butter in Austria?”

“Arve they?’ asked Grundy of the
Shell.

“Yes, they are.”

“Well, I should put it down to the
British blockade,” said Grundy thought-
fully. “That’s about it, Lowther.”

Monty Lowther snorted.

“Ti's a conundrum!” he yelled.

“Qh, is it?’ said Grundy. ‘I don’t
think much of conundrums, Lowther.
Rot, if you ask mel”

“Well, T don’t ask you!” snapped
Lowther. ‘‘Now, then, why are they
short of butter in Austria?”

“Because there’s butter little of it to
he had,” suggested Baggy Trimble, with
amazing brightness.

nort !

“JTgn’t that the answer?” asked Tom
Merry, laughing. - =

“0f course it isn’t! Do you call tha
an-answer?” grunted Lowther. “IfFe
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couldn’t make up something better than
that I’d chuek up the comic column I”

“Time you did, anywa.z ¥ retorted
Baggy warm,l]‘y. “T call it a waste of
space. ~ If Tom Merry had any sense,
he would put in my serial instead.”

L g{ up, for goodness’ sake,
Trimble }

“My new serial,” continued Baggy|

Trimble independently. “It’s a real
corker—* The Horrid Hun; or, The
Blood-Bedabbled Boche ' What do you
fellows think of that for a title?”

“Ha, ba, ha }”

“Qh, dry up!” roared Lowther. “I
asked you, why are they short of butter
in Austrfa?” - -

“Give it up, old sport !’

“Because-_ th
longer €zernin !” said Lowther.

“Wha-a-at?” <

“Oh, ocrumbs!” groaned Leowther.
“Don’t you know that the Prime Minis-
ter of Austria was mamed Czernin, and
he was sacked 7 ’ )

“¥ don’t see what that’s get to do
with butter,” said Grundy. “De you
mean he was a food-hog, and ook more
than his share of the butter ¥ -

“No 1’ shrieked Lowther. -

“Then what do you mean?”

‘‘ Czernin—churnin’ !> reared Lowther.

_“See? WWs a play on the man’s name.

Tf the Prime Mi was still churnin’,

he would ehurn butter—see 17’

“ Blessed if I see!” answered Grundy,
with a_shake of the head-#¥1 don’t be-

~lieve the Prime Minister made butter in

*Austria. Lloyd George doesn’t make
Dbutter in England, does he? You won’t
catch a politician doing anything with
so much sense in it.”

“I never said he made butter!”
shrieked the unhappy humorist. “I said
he was Chornin*—*

“* Do %ou mean churning? “ That’s a
silly trick, dropping' the last ‘g ” said
‘Grundy. “ Affected, I call it!”

“Oh, you ass!” Lowther fairly gasped.
“Tf the last ‘g’ isn’t dropped;tﬁe pun

-doesn’t come in 1" )

“Oh! It's a pun, is it?? asked
Grundy, as if that had dawned upon
him for the first time.

“ Of course it is }”

“Well, where’s the pun?” asked
Grundy. *“I think punning is all rot,
and conundrums are bosh; but I'll give
you a chance. Where’ the pun??

“ Czernin—churnin’.”

“No need to say a word twice over!
I'm not deaf, Lowther !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. ‘““All' serene, Monty!” said Tom

Merry soothingly. “It’s a corker—a real

corker! Never mind Grundy. Put it

in the.comie column——"

‘“And leave it there,” said Gunn.

“Of all the silly idiots—"* said Low-
ther heatedly.

_“Well, T don't see the pun,” said

Grundy obstinately. - “It may be there.

I don’t say it isn’t. But I can’t see it.

Of course, punning is all rot;

admit that yourself, Lowther 7

Monty Lowther’s reply. would probably
have taken a discourteous form, but for-
tunately Kildare put his head into the
Common-room just then.

* Bed-time, kids!” said the captain of
St. Jim’s. :

And there was a general move,

Tom Merry expected to find Talbot in
the dormitory when he arrived there,
but Talbot was not to be seen. A good
manf fellows noted his absence, as the
Shell turned in, and when Kildare came
back to put ont-¢he lights Talbot’s bed
was empty. The prefect noted it at once.

“Hallo! Somebody not come up?”’
exclaimed Kildare.

“It's Talbot,” said Tom Merry’;’ “1

you'll

" don’t know what’s become of him. )
“ Cheeky young beggar ! said Kildare.

e Prime Minister's - no |
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‘Talbot in the Hands of the Enemy,
(See Chapter 5.)

warmly. “I suppose he knows it's bed-
i}u;zg—-what? Anyhody know where he

is?

Nobody did. .

Kildare, looking very puzzled, left the
dormitory, with the light still on. There
was a buzz of talk among the juniors
now. Kildare came back in about ten
nunutes,

“Talbot’'s not downstairs,” he said.
“He must be out of doors. Do any of
you kids know whether.-he went out this
evening 7"’

Crooke’s eyes ghimmered, but he did
not look at Kildare. Talbot had not
come back—it was certain now. ‘Tickey
Tapp had kept his word, and the “ Teff®
was the “Toff”” once more—back among
the old gang.

Crooke could scarcely restrain a chuckle
of satisfaction.

The cad of the Shell had not the
faintest suspicion of what had really
happened at the villa; he was not aware
that Tickey Tapp had used him simply

as a tool to get Talbot into his hands. |

That he had unconsciously helped in a
kidnapping scheme would have startled
him if he had known it. -

He did not know it, or'suspect it. e
had placed Talbot in the way of tempta-
tion, and Talbot had fallen; that was
what he believed. He felt that his scorn-
ful disbelief in the “Toff’s” reformation
was justified now. =

He kept his head on his pillow, and
was silent.

His share in Talbot’s disappearance
was his own secret, and he realised how
necessary it was for him to keep it. Not
even to Racke or Scrope had he spoken
one word. 2

Racke, indeed, was as surprised as the
rest of the Shell at Talbot’s absence.
With the exception of George Gerald
Crooke, the whele dormitory - was
amazed. .

No one answered Kildare’s question—
no one had any information to give, ex-
cepting Crooke, who did not intend to

give it. -

Kildare compressed his lips. .
It was a serious matter for a junior o
leave the scheol after locking-up, and fail
to return by bed-time. .
“Nobody here knows anything of
where Talbot is 2’ he demanded. )
There was a general shaking of heads.
“Very well! I shall have to report
this to the Housemaster. Good-night !”
Kildare turned out the light, and left
the dormitory. There was a buzz of
amazed discussion from bed to bed.
Where was Talbot? Why had he not
returned? It was a puzzle, and it kept
the Shell fellows awake long after the
usual time.
Tom Merry was the last to fall agleep.
It seemed absurd to suppose that any
accident could had happened to Talbot;
if he had left the echool he had un-
doubtedly done so of his own accord.
But Tom Merry felt vaguely uneasy
about his chum. When he slept at last,
at  eleven o’clock, Talbot was still
missing.

—

CHAPTER 7.
Missing !

¢ EMARKABLE !’
That was Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy’s opinion.

Most of the St. Jim's
fellows agreed with Arthur Augustus
that it was remarkable—very remarkablo
indeed—when it was found-next morn-
ing that Talbot of the Shell was still
absent. -

His absence had been reported to the
Housemaster, and Mr. Railton had stayed
up to a late hour the previous night wait-
ing for the junior;te come in. But he
had not come in. T

At breakfast, in the:morning, there was
a buzz of talk on the subject in both
Houses of St. Jim’s.

For a fellow to stay out all night was
simply unheard of, and unless Talbot had
a very good explanation to offer when
he came back there was no doubt as to
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what would happen—he would be ex-
pelled from the school.

Racke & Co. had their own theory.

They opined that Talbot had gone on
the razzle, and overstayed his time—
indeed, Baggy Trimble brightly sug-
gested that Talbot had spent the night
1n a cell, having beeen taken up for being
drunk and disorderly. Baggy made that
suggestion in the hearing of the Terrible
Three, with painful results to himself.

The word was passed round after break-
fast that anyone who knew anything of
Talbot’s movements the previous eyenin
was to go to Mr. Railton’s study to t
the Housemaster what he could. Tom
Merry had nothing to tell him; he was
quite in the dark. But Blake & Co., as
the last fellows who had seéen Talbot in
the School House, thought they had
better go. The Terrible Three werc hang-
ing rather moodily about: the - doorway
when Figgins & Co. of the New House
-in.  Figgins stopped to speak to
tHecaptain of the Shell.

#Just a word with you, Tommy,” said
Figgins. “ About Talbot—""

“You know something about him?”
asked Tom eagerly.

“We happen to know he went out of
bounds-last evening,” explained Figgins.
“We were in the quad, and we helped
bunk him over the wall.”

“My hat!” : .

“Of course, we haven’t mentioned it,”
said Figgins. “But now the fellow _hasn’t
come back, and Railton is asking for in-
formation, I suﬁpose we’'d better tell him.
What do you think ? It’s not much good
trymg to keep it dark that Talbot broke
bounds, I suppose?” - -

“ None at all,” said Tom. ‘“It's known
that ‘he must have gone out after locking-
up, or he’d be here now. You'd better
tell Railton.” . .

“Well, T think so; and Kerr thinks
so,” said Figgins. “I thought I'd speak
to your first. What can have become of
the chap ?” -

“Tom shook his head.

“It beats me,” he said.

“May have met with an accident,”
remarked Kerr—‘“in faot, he must have,
or hé would have come back."

“I suppose so,” said Tom. “But it’s
cueer there’s been no news of the acci-
dent. Anybody would know he was a
St. Jim’s chap, and they’d telephone.”

“He can’t have run away !” said Fatty
Wyan.

“Of course not!”
sharply.

“Well, we'd better speak to Railton,”
said Figgins.

And the three New House juniors went

in, and. ,oin(id Blake & Co. at the door of

exclaimed Tom

< 'Mr, Railton’s study.

The School House master was looking

“very grave when the juniors presented

themselves.

¥ You have come to tell me something

about Talbot?” he asked.
. “Yes, sir,” said Blake. ‘“‘We seem to
be the last chaps to have seen him. He
spoke to us as he was passing our study
Jast evening about half-past eight.”

“He was _going downstairs, sir,” said
He&"rles. “He said he had something
on.

: “Was he going out?” asked Mr. Rail-
on. ‘ :

“Never thought of that, sir,” said
Pigby. “He seemed in rather a hurry.”

“Yaas, wathah!- He - wefused to
wefewee for us.” )

“That is all you can tell me ?”

“Yes, sir,”

“Very well, you may go. Now, Fig-
gins ”—Mr. Railton turned to the New
House trio, who were waiting—* you
have something to tell me?”

““Ye-es, sir |” said Figgins hesitatingly.
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‘that.”

“T—T think we ought to tell you.
thinks so—"
© “Please speak out!”
“We were taking a sprint in.the quad
last night, sir; and we came on Talbot.”
“ At what time ?”
“It was something after half-past
eight, sir, I think.” -

Kerr

“Sure!” said Fm:tl;:l Wynn., “It was |
e

just half-past eight when we finished the
sausages, Figgy. We went out after

- “Did Talbot leave the school pre-
cincts ?” asked Mr. Railton sternly.
Figgins coughed.
“Yes,. sir.”
“You are gure?”

Figgins.

““What ?” : -

- #T—I mean, we helped him over the
wall.” . *

“You helped a junior to break bounds
after locking up!” exclaimed Mr. Rail-
ton sternly. .

‘“Ahem! He—he said it was some-
thing special, sir. Of course, I shouldn’t
haye mentioned to anybody about bis
breaking bounds, only he hasn’t come
back, so I thought—I mean, Kerr
thought—you’d better be told, sir.”

“You did quite right to come and tell
me,vgiggins. Have you anything else to
sa

“That’s all, sir.”

“Did Talbot tell you wherc he was
going ?” =

¢“Oh, no!”

¢ Are you aware whether he was going
to meet anyone ?” . _

“ Haven't the least idea, sir. I thought
he seemed a bit serious.”

“It is extraordinary!” said Mr. Rail-
ton. ““Thank you for coming and telling
me this, Figgins. You may go.”

The juniors left the study together.

THey 'heard  Mr-+Railton “at #he tele-
phone as they went. € was ringing up
the police-station at Rylcombe to ask
whether anything had been heard of an
accident to a schoolboy.

There was a buzz of incessant discus-
sion among the St. Jim’s fellows till
morning classes. Talbot’s place was
empty in the Shell Form-room that
morning, and it was observed that Mr.
Linton was looking very grave.

Tom Merry was distressed and
worried. .

What could have happened to Talbot
was a complete mystery to him. He
was glad when the Shell was dismissed
and the worry of lessons was over. He
found it difficult to put his mind into
Form work just then.

Why had Talbot left the school? = He
asked himself that a hundred times.
Above all, why had he not returned?

He observed Racke & Co. grinning to-
gether, and gave them a fierce look.

Aubrey Racke had his own explana-
tion; so had Crooke. Crooke hinted
pretty plainly his belief that Talbot had
cleared off to join “his old associates,
though he -was careful not to hint that
he knew anything definite about it. .

The part he had played would have
brought down the vials of wrath upon
his head if it had been suspected.

While the other fellows discussed Tal-
bot’s absence and his: possible return,
Crooke had not the faintest expectation
that the missing junior would return.
He had gone off with Tickey Tapp—
that was Orooke's belicf—and a gceod
riddance to him.

But Crooke gave a jump and changed
colour when D’Arcy minor of the Third
came up to him in the guadrangle end
i:gformed him that Mr. Railton wanted

im.

“Wants me?” exclaimed Crooke
shri‘}l..v. “What does - he want with
me ?’

‘“We bunked him_ up, sir,” murmured

D’Arcy minor grinned. )

“Forgot to ask him, old bird,” he
answered.  “But I don’t know that be
would have told me if I had.” -

And Wally walked away whistling.

Crooke stood hesitating, feeling very
uneasy and alarmed, and Racke and
Scrope eyed him curiously.

“Well, why don’t you go?” asked
Racke:
“I—T suppose I'd better. What the

thunder dces he want to see me for?”
growled Crooke.

‘Perhaps somebody’s reported your
study” as smelling of smoke !” suggested
Scrope, with a grin. . z

“He'd want me, too, in that case,”
said Racke, ‘‘Perhaps he wants to ask
you about Talbot, Crooke.”

Crooke gave him a savage look.

“T don’t know anything about Talbot.
How should I?” he said between his
teeth. . “ Why should he ask me?”

“The chap’s your cousin, and Railton
probably_doesn’t know you're at logger-
heads,” said Racke, rather surprised by
Crooke’s evident disturbance. *‘He may
think you know where Talbot went.”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, telt Railton so, then. if he asks
you. What are you scared about?”

“I’'m ndt scared; you fool !”

With that politc reply Crooke slouched
off to the School House, leaving his pals
staring. He had composed himself by
the time he entered the Housemaster's
study. He found Tom Merry there. The
captain of:the Shell had -ventured in to
ask whether there was any news
Talbot. ZE .

“ None, my boy !” Mr. %l‘t}om ‘was |

saying, as Crooke arrived. ‘‘No acci-
dent has been notificd to™ the police,
cither at Rylcombe or Wayland. I
believe you were a very close friend of
Talbot, Merry?”

“Yeg, sir,” said Tom.

“Did he tell you anything of Lis inten-
tions last night?” : i

“ Nothing at all, siv.”

Mr. Railton pursed his lips.

“Come in, Crooke!” -he added, as he
saw the new-comer hovering at the door,
and Tom Merry left the study.
“Crooke, as you are Talbot’s cousin, it
has occurred to me that you may know
something of this strange affair.”

“ Nothing, sir,” said Crooke at once.

“You were not very friendly with
Talbot, I believe?” said Mr. Railton,
eyeing - him. -

“T never liked him, sir. O course,
I'm sorry if anything has happcned to
him' e e = . .

“He told you nothing of his intention
of going.out last night?”

“He wouldn't be likely to, szir. We
weren’t on speaking terms.’’ ]

“Ys your uncle, Colonel Lyndon, still
in England ?” .

“He left for the Frout ycsterday. sir.
Talbot went to Abbotsford to-see him
off, I believe.”

“Then Talbot has no relations I can
communicate with, excepting, perhaps,
your father, Crooke ¥

Crooke indulged in a sneer, which he
did not take the trouble to suppress.

“My father wouldn't care to hear any-
thing about him, sir. ~He didn't like
Talbot, and didn’t trust him, any more
than T did.”

““What do you mean by that remark,
Crooke ?”’ asked Mr. Railton in a stern
tone. .

“1 mean what I say, sir,” said Croocke
doggedly. ‘“We all know what Talbot
was before he came to St. Jim's.””

“That is a very old story, Crocke;
and you surely would not bring up Tal-
bot's early misfortunes against him
now "

I don't believe in reformed criminals,
sir.

i

;
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“1 am afraid you have not a very
generous nature, Crooke. Talbot has
given every proof of a high and honour-
able character,” said Mr. Railton sternly.
“¥ you have nothing to tell me you
may go.”

Crooke paused a moment.

“Well, it looks to me——" he began.

“ Wen?"

“TIt looks to me as if Talbot has got
tired of playing his game here, and has
cleared off with his old_ friends,” said
Crooke doggedly.

Mr. Railton knitted his brows.

‘“Have you any reason. to say. so,
Crooke, beyond a mere ungenerous sus-
picion 7" ;

“N-no, sir.”

“Then I forbid you to suggest any-

thing of the kind!
And C

You may go!”
‘rocke went. :
Mr. Railton remained for some time

with knitted brows, thinking, and then.

he went to the Head's study. The tele-
phone was brought into requisition again,
but without rcsult. When St. Jim’s
went into the Ferm-room for afternoon
classes Talbot’s place was still empty,
and nothing had been heard of him.

CHAPTER 8.°
The Chance of a Clue.

({] OM MEWWY!”
d I Tom started out of a brown

study. The captain of the

Shell was walking aimlessly in
the quad, with a troubled face, thinking
of his mmsing chum. Arthur- Augustus’
face was very sympathetic.

“Hallo, Gussy ¥’

“Somebody wants to speak to you.
deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus. * Will
you twot ovab to the Head's garden?
Miss Mawie asked me to tell you.”

“Thanks, old chap! Tl go at once.”

Tom Merry walked away towards the
Head’s garden with a clouded brow. He
knew that Marie Rivers must have heard
of Talbot’s disappearance by this time,
and must be worried about it, and he
had no news for her. )

The girl was waiting for him by the
little summer-house, o

Her face was pale and troubled.

. Marie Rivers’ life had been a happy
one of late. Her father, once known as
the “Professor,” and a member of the
cracksman gang to which the unfor-
tunate Toff bad belonged in his dark,
early days, had been through the fire in
Flanders, and earned his pardon by his
courage and devotion to duty. He had
won his way up from the ranks, and was
now a lieutenant in the Loamshire Regi-
ment; and he had twice been wounded,
and was out again,

Marie had a happy home at St. Jim’s.
But she had never forgotten the old
days, and Talbot of the Shell was still, to
her, the Toff of former times.

She gave Tom Merry an eager look as
he came up and raised his cap.

But his clouded face was sufficient to
tell her that nothing had”been heard of
Talbot. i =
. "No news?” she asked, with a catch
in her voice, . :

“I'm sorrs—none.”

girl’s lip quivered.

*“You don’t know why Talbot left, Miss

Mane?’:’ asked Tom. = “He didn’t tell

yoy—
I heard only this afternoon that

sNo'
he was missing.”

“He went of his own accord,” said
Tom. “Figgy helped him over the wall;
it’s come out since. It beats me)”

“Something has happened ta him,
Tom,” said Marie in a Iow voice. “And
—I cannot help fearing—something - in
coinection with past times. That is why
I wanted to speak to you. Talbot has no
secrets from you, I believe? Do you
know whether—whether he has heard
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anything from. those he used to know
before——"

She broke off abruptly,
Merry understood.

He started as he remembered what
Talbot had said to him the previous day,
just before going to Abbotsford.

“Tickey Tapp!” he exclaimed.

Miss Marie looked ‘at him.

“You know that name?”’ asked Tom.

“I have heard it,” said Marie. “I—I
have heard my father speak of a man of
that name. I don’t think I ever saw
him.”. 3

Talbot told me yesterday that he ha
seen him in the lane,” said Tom.  “I1

but Tom

don’t think they spoke—in fact, I’'m sure_

they didn’t, . Talbot saw him at 4-dis-
tance. He mentioned it to me. ~But
‘that ean’t have any connection——"".

“I feaved it—I1 feared it!” exclaimed
the girl, clasping her hands. “That

-man has done Talbot some harm !

“But how?” said Toms
out of his own accord.”
“I am sure of it! Think of it, Tom!
Talbot saw the man’yesterday, you say,

“Talbot went

. England.
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and last night he disappeared. Does it
not look—" .

“It looks as if there might be some
connection,” said Tom. *“But if Talbot
met Tickey Tapp last night it was by his
own will, Miss Marie. I can’t believe
that he would have broken bounds to go
and meet that man; it's impossible. But
I think I had better tell-Mr. Railton.”

“Do so at once,” said Marie. ‘‘If the
man could be discovered, I-am sure he
would be found to know something of
what had happened to Talbot. I am
sure of it. Go to Mr. Railton at once!”

“T will!” said Tom.

He hurried away from the garden in
a state of great perplexity of mind. It
was a coincidence, at least, that Talbot’s
disa]gpearance should have taken place
on the very day that he had seen Tickey
Tapp near the school.. Yet: if the man
had meant mischief, how could he have
induced Talbot to leave the school at
night, and place himself at his mercy?
It seemed a wild theory ; but Tom wisely
resolved to leave it to an older head than
his own. .

He found Mr. Railton in his study,
and the Housemaster listened gravely to
what he had to say. The increasing
gravity of his look startled Tom Merry
a little. )

“This is very curious,” said the House-
master. ‘‘This . man Tapp, you say, was
one of Talbot’s associates in his early,
unfortunate days?” h

“Talbot knew him, at least, sir,” said

Tom. o
* “I cannot believe that the boy has
thrown up his life here and gone away

Jim clear off.

{ great relief,

‘temptuously.

Three-halfpence, 11

with an old associate of that description !

' exclaimed the Housemaster.

Tom started.

‘“Oh, no, no, sir!'" he gasped.
impossible {*

“It is what is implied in what you
have told me, Merry.” N

Tom Merry stood in utter dismay. ITe
realised that he had not made matters
better for his absent chum. ’

‘“But—but that’s rot—I mean, it’s im-
possible, sir!” he panted. ‘ Besides,
they were enemies. 1 know they were
enemies, sir.”
* “How do you know, Merry

-“Talbot could have sent the man to
ﬁ;iso_},l, sir, if he'd told all he knew about
im.’ F -

“That's

999

“And he did not%’

“N-no.” .

“That does not look as if they .were
enemies; Merry,” -
. l‘:Oh, sir'} T}]—"I mean, they were, and

knovr it, e man was hanging about
the school once before, and Talbo(;j‘;?fgqége
f I knew it at the timie.
He was trying to get a St. Jim’s chap
into trouble with—with card-playing, and
so on, and Talbot chipped in, and made
him go. Manners and Lowther knew it,
as well as I, siz.”

Mr. Railton pursed his lips.

“He may have gone to see the man,
then, with some such intention last
night,”” he said slowly.”

“That’s it, sir!” exclaimed Tom, in
“TI'm sure of it.”’

The Housemaster smiled slightly.

“Do you know where this man Tapp :

is to be found, Merry?”’

“No, sir. But I remember Talbot
said he saw him talking to a man named
Scaife—a one-eyed man, who lives at
Rylcombe. HSecaife may know.” ;

“ Where does Scaife live?”

‘“At Laurel Villa, just outside Ryl-
combe, down the lane, e took the

lace "a  few months ago from Mr.
>epper.”’ L
Tom did not add that Scaife was

“Racke’'s man,” and that the villa was

the - headquarters .of . the food-hoggs. . It
was not his business to betray cke.
But the slightest clue to the missing
junior had to be followed up, at any risk
to the black sheep of St. Jim’s.

Mr. Railton remained some minutes in
thought.

“I am afraid, Merry, that you have
told me nothing very tangible,” he said.
“But I-will call on this man Scaife, and
see what he has to say.”

“You—you will go at once, gsir?”
stammered Tom.

The Housemaster nodded, with a smile.

“I will go at once, Merry.”

He was taking his hat and coat a few
minutes later; and Tom Merry, from the
School House steps, watched him strid-
‘ing down to the gates. Racke and
Crooke and Scrope came out of the
House, and grinned at Tom Merry’s
troubled and clouded face. They had
their coats on.

“ Nothing heard of Talbot* yet?"
smiled Crooke.

“No!” snapped Tom.

“And you still expect to hear from
him?” sneered Crooke. *‘I should think
it’s pretty plain by this time!”

Tom Merry clenched his hands,

“Oh, come on!” said Racke., “We
haven’t much time before locking-up.”

“You are going to Laurel Villa?” ex-
claimed Tom, as the three young rascals
went down the steps. -

“Find out!” answered Racke.

“You fool, I don’t care twopence
where you're going!” said Tom con-
“1 was going to warn you
t(ﬁ 5991_) clear of the place to-day, that's
all,
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“Thank you for nothing! We'll please

ourselves,”
“Mr. Railton has
said Tom quietly. .
Racke, who was going down the steps,
swung back suddenly,, with a scared face.
“Railtou—gone to Scaife’s house?” he
stuttered. '
“Yes.”
“Qh, my hat!” murmured Scrope.
“ He might have run into him!
I'm much obliged, Merry.”"
Crooke’s face had turned white,
“But what's Railtorr gone there for?”
muttered Aubrey Racke, *You-—you
rotter! . Have you given us away,
Merry ?" A
Tom wa

just gono there,”

; lked into -the: House without
troubling to answer, Tho three black
sheep looked at one andgther, and Scrope
went. quietly into the House. Crooke’s
lips were trembling. ; :

“Come. in, Crooke!” said Racke
savagely. ‘ We shall have to keep cleatr
ofthe ;ilar:e for a bit.. What on earth
can Rall
Merry can’t have sneaked about us; he’s
not that sort. Come in! What's the
matter with you? . What are you scared
about? Scaife won’t mention our names,
even if Railton asks him questions.”

Crooke did not reply. He was not
thinking of the forbidden feasts at the
villa; “he was thinking of more serious
things than that; : Without answering
Racke, or even heating him, he hurried
in to look for Tom Me He found the
captain of the Shell ‘in
dismally getting tea with Manners.and
Lowther.  The Terrible Three stared at
Crooke’s white face as he came in. <~

¢ What do you want?" growled Tom.

“You—you said Railton was gone to
Scaife’s liouse?”’” muttered Crooke.

“Yes."

¢ What has he gone for?”

“Better ask him 1”

thing of that kind®”
13 NO-"
“What, then?”
Tom Merry stared at him.

Threo could not help observing it, and it
made them wonder.

¢ 1 don’t see that it concerns you,” said
Tom. ““What does it mattor to yon,
Crooke ?" o s

“Jt—it does! Can’t you tell me why
he’s gone there?” muttered Crooke.

“He's gone to see Scaife.” -

“Yes; but why—why?”

“ Nothing to do with any of your little
games there!” said Tom contemptuously.
“If you must know, it’s to ask Scaife
where . to find a man who may know
something of what’s bécome of Talbot.”

“Tickey Tapp?” said Crooke involun-
tarily.

“Yes, Tickey Tapp; though T don’t see
how you know.” St i

Crooke pulled himself together.” After
all, ho told himself, Tickey Tapp must
be gone long before this, and the Toff
with hini; and Crooke’s dealings in the
matter could never come to light. He
left the study without another word. He
told himself again and again that nothing
could come to light; but his ngrves were
not good, and he waited at a window in
feverish uneasiness for the' Housemaster’s
return. But his fears would have been
incredased tenfold had he known that
Talbot of the Shell, instead of being gone
with Tickey Tapp, lay "a kidnapped,
prisoner in the very house which Mr.
Railton was then entering.

Fortunately for Crooke,.
know that. 7
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e "did not

I say,

ton have gone there for? Tom.

is study, rather’

ber i Lo { said Scaife. Wil you step m?
“It—it isu’t about the grub, ov any-|

Crooke’s |,
terror was so evident that the Terrible |

CHAPTER 9.
Tickey Tapp at Home.

R. RAILTON stopped at the gate
of Laurel Villa. The dusk was
falling ; but there was the clink
of a busy hoer in the garden.

A one-eyed man in his shirt-sleeves was
working there, and Mr. Railton’s glance
fixed on him.

Mr. Scaife was very busy in the garden.
He made it a point to be seen very fre-
quently _ in the front garden, hard at
work, by passers-by..

In the village Mr. Scaife was. sup-
posed to be an enthusiastic g ner,
whose- great ambition was fto raise a

_bumpet crop of v
sg,r?g‘gw Seaifo fo
Blusiness. e
" Scaife did not look round, bu«%;‘wf
quite aware that the Housemaster=%as
there. One of his eyes was missing, b

progress of his hoeing, however, brought|
him nearer to the gate, and Mr. Railtonr
spoke to him over if.

“Exeuse me!”

Seaife ceased work then, and looked up,
leaning on his hoe. o

“Evening, sir!” he said civilly. -

¢ (Good-evening! You are Mr. Scaife,
I think?”

“That’s my name, sir!”

Scaife’s manner was very smooth and
.suave.... He knew the Housemaster of
8¢, Jim’'s by sight, and he was wondering
twhgs Mr. Raidton wanted there. The
wowledge-- of the kidnapped junior
*hidden in the deep cellar near at hand
made -Scaife feel decidedly uneasy, but
: hig face did not betray any uneasiness.

“T have called to see you, Mr. Beaife,”
isaid the Housemaster. “I think you
can tell me where to find a man I wish to
-sea.”

“ Very pleased i1 can, I'm. e, sir,”

“Thank you; I don’t need to take up
vour time, Mr. Scaife. The man I speak
of is named Tapp—Tickey Tapp.”

“0ld Tickey?” said Mr. Scaife geni-
ally. “Yes; I can tell you where he is,
sir, if you want to see him.”

“T should be much obliged.”

5 Mr. Scaife pointed up the lane with his
oe, : i

“You know the Green Man, sir

“Quite well 1" :

“That’s where Mr. Tapp is puttin’ up.
I dessay you’ll find 'im. there—in the
bar, most like.”

“Thank you!”

“Not at all, sir; only too happy to
oblige!” said Mr. ife. )

The Housemaster walked on slowly. |
The Green Man was a publie-house with
a very unsavoury- reputation, and Mr.
Railton did not care about visiting such
a place ; but he had come to Rylcombe to
see Tickey Tapp, and there was no choice
about it.

Seaife’s single eye glittered after him
as he went. -

“What does he want?” muttered
ife.  “What does he know? Hang

9

him !”

He dropped the hoe, and went quickly
into the house.” A minute more and he
had rung ‘'up the Green Man on the tele-
phone, and was asking for Mr. Tapp.

Thero_was some delay before Mr. Tapp
came to the receiver; probably he had
been busy in the bar or the billiard-room.
But Scaife heard his husky voice at last
on the wires.

“Hallo!”

"¢ Js that you, Tickey?” .

“You bet! That's Scaife?”
. *“Yes.. Mr. Railton, from the school,
has just called in'to ‘@sk me where to find
you, Tickey.” Lat R e

**0Oh. gad!”

fff:?!'-b‘?* ﬂ% Faea

_sedt!

the other was very sharp indeed, - The}-

.right with me!”

' hastily.

NOW 0!
SAI.F.R

“I don't know what he wants. Keep
your eyes peeled!”

“Wotto! Thanks for the tip, old bird!
Is he coming here?”

“Yes; I told him at once!
be above-board, Tickey.
eye!”

“Leave him to me!”

Scaife rang off, and went back to his
hoeing, intending to be industriously -at
work should Mr. Railton come to the
villa again.

Meanwhile, the Housemaster walked ou
to the inn; and. apriving there, asked

Better to
Mind your

for Mr. Tapp. Mr. Tapp was in his room

by that time, and was reading the war
news. in the “Times * when the House-
ter was shown up.

tose civilly to meet his visitor.
“Come: in, sir!” he said.  “Take a
3 Very happy to meet you, Mr.
Railton! Quite at vour service, sir!”

.- Mr, Railton came in.

<= ¢ Anythin’ I ean do for you in my line,
sir?” rattled on Tickey Tapp. ‘Only too
pleased, sir ! Yonu can rely on my discre-
tion.”

“T don’t quite understand you, M.
Tapp !” said the Housemaster in surprise.

Tickey Tapp closed on= eye.

“1 understand perfectly, sir—it’s all

he =said. ¢ Why
shouldn't a gentleman have a littlo flutter
if he chooses on & ’'orse? I can fix it
up for you, sir, and nothing said to
nobody. Trust old Tickey, sir!”

Mr. Railton coloured.

“Bless my soul!” he ejaculated. “You
surely do not suppose that I have called
upon you with reference to racing
matters?” ] e

Tickey Tapp looked less agreeable.

“If you ain't, I don’t see why you've
called, then!” he answered. ‘1 suppose
vou know what a man’s business 137"

“You are quite mistaken ; it is nothing
of the kind,” said the Housemaster
I have called on you in con
nection with a boy at my school,=Mr.
Tapp, named Talbot.” -

Tickey Tapp looked astonished.

“ A boy at your school?”’ he repeated.
“You don’t reckon as I have anything to
do with boys at your school, I s’pose?”

“I certainly hope not! But I belicve
you are acquainted with Talbot.”

“PDon’t remember the name,” said Mr.
Tapp, shaking his head. ““What's he
like? Of course, a man in my way of
business meets all sorts!”

“I believe,” said Mr. Railton, with an
effort, “that you knew him before he
came to the school, when he was called
by another name—a nickname. He was
called the Toff |” .

“Ob, the old Toff!” exclaimed Mr.
Tapp heartily. ““Now yvou’re talking, sir!
Yes, I knowed the Toff well enough
afore he guarrelled with his old friends.
A bit of a goer, and perhaps not too
honest, sir; but full of sperrit!”

Mr. Railton winced.

“ And he calls himself Talbot now, does
he?” said Mr. Tapp, with a smile.
“ Well, it’s as good a name as any other,
I s'pose!” ’

“You came in contact with Talbot, 1
think, when you were in this neighbour-
hood some time ago, Mr. Tapp?”

“I saw_ him,”" assented Mr. Tapp
“Very 'igh and mighty, without a wou:!
to say to an old friend.”

‘““Have you seen him lately ?”

“Can’t say I ’ave, sir!”

““It appears that Talbotsaw you yester-
ggy,”an mentioned the fact to another

y.

I dessay,” assented Mr. Tapp. “I
shouldn’t wonder. He didn't take the
‘trouble to speak ta me, though. Too
’igh and mighty in these days. He wag
civil enough when I knowed him'in the
old time.”



een _taken . aw Tickey: . Tapp,
evidently, hnid fiot tRken W tor Hhors
~wag Tickey Tapp still. 4

© exclaimed Mr,

= chuckling explosively.
~ think I've
In my wes it-pocket, perhaps? Like to

Every Wednesday,

Mpr. Railton paused.

“Talbot has disappeared from the
.8chool, Mr. Tapp,” he said at last.

0 “You dor’'t say so!” ejaculated Mr.

fapp.
“Ido! He left St. Jim’s last evening,
and _has not returned.”

*“Jest like the old Toff I said Tickey
Tapp, with a grin, “He always was a
goer.  Fed up, I s’pose ?”

*““Nothing of the sort, said Mr. Railton
coldly. “I am sure that Talbot has not
returned to his former associates.”

“Maybe, and maybe not,” said Mr.
Tap indifferently. ~ “I reckoned he
would, sooner or later, myself; but not

owing, can’t say.”

“You did not see him last night 2.

e " ejaculated Tickey Tapp.
#’Ow should I see him? He never came
‘ere, that I'm certain of.” -

““Then yau know nothing of his going

my ‘eart, is that what you're
arter 7”7 said Tickey Tapp, apparently
greatly amused: “No, sir; the Toff
never told me anything -about it. I
ain’t seen him. You see, sir, the Toff
always held his ’ead ’igh, even in the
old daye, when he was. under the
weather, * He never took much to me—.
thought himself superior like, ~ If he’s
done a bunk, he wouldn’t be likely to
say a word to me.” ’ :

The Housemaster bit his lip.

Tickey Tapp’s manner was perfectly
natural, and the faint suspicion that the
man might have been responsible for
‘Palbot’s ~ disappearance died away.
Even if it was possible that Talbot ha
been tricked into leaving the school, and

walls of the Green Man ;Tgmd if he had

The sharper grinned good-humouredly
as he watched the changes in the House-
master’s face.

“You take.my word for it, sir,” he
said, “I never knowed the Toff. was
doing a bunk from the school. If I h; d
known, it wouldn't have ~made any
difference. T wouldn’t *ave tried to stop
him, as T know of. 'Tain’t my business.
If youw'll believe me, sir, it ain’t a bad
thing for the school that he’s gone, in a
way, and if you find that notﬁing’s
missing I shall be surprised. What I
cam’t understand is, the Toff bolting
vithout cracking the crib afore he went,”

There is no suspicion of the kind )’
. said Mr, Railton sharply.

“P’r’aps you don’t know the Toff as I
do, then !’ "chuckled Tickey Tapp. “I
reckon if you ask a detective’s opinion,
hig first guestion will be whether any-
thing’s missing from the safe.”

“You know nothing of the matter ?”

“Nothing at all, sir,

did, on my davy!’ eaid Mr, Tapp.
“If you want to find the Toff, I can give
you a tip where to look for him, if that’s

; _any good.”. :
L old rookery in AngelAlley, sir,

an-Landon. That used to be the head-
\i%mw»of the Toff’s gang.” .

£ n
r. Railton compressed iis lips.
“There is a suspicion, Mr. Tapp, that
‘Falbot has been kidnapped I he said

abruptly. .
" “Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Tickey Tapp.
“That’s good! That's rich !

“ And that you, sir, had a hand in it !”
Railton.

“Pile it on?? gaid Tickey Tapp,
“P’raps you

ot 'im in my trunk ’ere, sir?
y W
look 7

Mr. -Railton did not answer, He
quitted the room without another word,
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the sharper’s chuckle following him
downstairs,

But when the Housemaster was gone
Tickey Tapp ceased to chuckle, and a
black scowl overspread his face.

“But he don’t know anything I’ mut-
tered the sharper. “He wouldn’t come
‘ere if he did! There ain’t a trace so
long as young Crooke holds his tongue,
and he’ll do that for his own sake. Let
him go to the police. They got nothin’
agin me unless the Toff gives me away,
and the Toff won’t do that in a ’urry I

And Mr. Tapp went down to the

billiard-room easy in his mind,

CHAPTER 19,

A8 Still a Mystery.
OM MERRY was waiting near
Mr. Railton’s study *when  the
%! Hausemaster came in. The cap-
ce tain of the Shell wasg anxious for
‘Hews, and he had a faint hope that the
School House master’s  visit to Scaife
might have brought something to light,.
Mr. Railton found him there when he

returned,

“Is there any news, sir ?” asked Tom
eagerly.

“I am sorry, none,” said the House-
master gently.  “I called on Scaife, and
he told me where to find the man Tapp.”
“You——&gu’ve seen him, sir 7”

“Yes. Tapp is at the Green Man, in
the village.”

“Oh " exclaimed Tom.

“If he had gone away I might have
suspected that he had ta{en Talbot with
him, perhaps by force, Merry. But he
has not left the inn, where he has been
staying. I am afraid there is nothing to
be found out in that direction.”

‘Oh, sir ! said Tom miserably.

Railton.” “He will be observed while he
stays in the village. But I fear that it
can lead to nothing, Merry. Talbot’s
departure remains a mystery.”

g’om noticed that he said “departure,”
and his heart sank.

“You—you don’t think Talbot went
away willingly, sir?” he faltered.

“I am afraid there is no other con-
clusion to be drawn, Merry,” said Mr.
Railton gravely, “He certainly left the
school of his own accord. Figging
evidence proves that much. There 1s no
evidence whatever that he met this man
Tapp last night—no reason to suppose
so; but even supposing that Tapp was
likely to do him harm, why, then, should
Talbot go to meet him of his own
accord ?’ .

Tom Merry was silent.
answer that question.
attempt., .

“He may have intended to make him
clear off, sir, as he did before.”

“In that case, he must have gone to
the Green Man to see him, Merry. Tapp
would hardly be likely to-make an ap-
pointment with him elsewhere to receive

threat. But at a crowded place like
the Green' Man what_harm could have
happened to Talbot 7

Tom did not speak. -

“All we know is, that Talbot left the
school voluntarily, and has not. re-
turned,” said Mr. Railton quietly, “T
~am afraid it points to one- conclusion ;
but certainly I shall not believe evil of
Talbgt while the possilpihty of doubt
remains. Keep your faith in him; my

He could not

yet be explained. There is a possibility,
at least.”

Tom moved slowly away, his heart like
lead.  He. could see that the House.
master was being driven to a eonclusion

which he was reluctant to acce t; but
there was no danger of Tom’s aith in

firmer than it was in those

. 1 _have ealled at the- police-atation
re | and mentioned 'lapp there,” said Mr.

But he made an-

boy. Strange as this matter is, it may -Bertrams, Johannesburg, Transvaal,

-Africa.—Wants
Mr. Railton went into his study, and
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his chum being shaken. His belief in
Talbot was founded as upon a rock.
Crooke met him at the end of the-
Passage, pale and eager.
“Any news?” he breathed,
“No,” said Tom dully.
“Did Railton find Tickey Tapp ?”?
“Yes. He's at the Green Man.”
Crooke started violently.
“gasn’t he gone ?” he exclaimed.
5(1 0.7,

Pom Merry passed on, leaving Crooke
biting his lip in surprise and dismay.
Tickey Tapp’s continued presence in
Ryleombe astonished him. But at all
events it was clear that Mr, Railton had
discovered ‘nothing, and Crooke's mind
was relieved.

Tom Merry returned to his study.
Manners and Lowther were at prep,
working in a desultory way. _They
looked up as the captain of the Shell
came in., -

““Nothing !’ said Tom. ;

“What the dickens docs it mean ?”,
muttered Lowther. “Tt looks—it looks
as—" He broke off:

Tom gave him almost a fierce look.

“Are you beginning to doubt. Talbot,
then ?” he said bitter. y. )

“No ! .said Lowther, with a deep
breath, «I don’t, and won’t! %ut—~~
but where is he? What does it all
mean, Tom ¥

Tom Merry made no reply to that. It
was.a question to which he could find no
answer. He knew what it looked like.
He knew what the fellows were already
beginning to surmise and whisper. -

But Tom Merry did not doubt. Never
had his faith in his absent chum been
hours of
anxiety and distress.

_ THE_END. :
(Don’t mics next Wednesday’s Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim’s—“ BROUGHT TO LIGHT["—
by Martin Clifford.)
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NOTICES.

Correspondence, ete,, Wanted by—

C. G. Wordley, Cornard Road; Great
Cornard, Sudbury, Suffolk. Members and
branch secretaries wanted for club with
monthly magazine. '

Gledhill L. Wood, care of Spillers & Bakers,
53, Corn Exchange, Leeds, with readers in

the East intercsted in foreign stamps,

coins, ete. )
Miss Winifred Chapman, 78, Hamilton

Road, Newtown, Great Yarmouth, with girl

readers anywhere,

L. P. Dennis, 39, Upger Parliament Street,
Liverpool, wants members for an inventions
club.  Stamped, addressed envelope, >~ - .

Miss Minnie Fosdike, 16, Strickland Street,
8t. John’s, S.E.8, with girl readers in the
British Isles or Colonies, especially those
interested in the Girl Guide Movement.

Heaps, 44, Balfour Road, Southport,
wants a meccano clockwork motor. State
price.

Miss Molly E. Sharp, 31, Field Road,
Reading, Berks, with girl readers—16—in.
Canada, Scotland, or Iretand.

F. - O'Donnell, - 15, Brockley Grove,
Crofton Park Brockley, S.E.4, with readers
anywhere—15-17,  Stamped, addressed en-
velope. -

Back Numbers Wanted by—

L. M. McKenzie, The Den, Bassett, South-
ampton.—First seventeen copies of the Ste
Jim’s Gallery, in GeM.

Robert = Bennett, 43a, Road,

South

GEMS with portraits of
6Grundy and Manners. - 2d. each offered.
Philip Halstead, 82, Thornhill Avenue,
Lindley, Huddersfield.—GEM 517, “ The St.
Jim’s Cadets “—urgent to complete volume.
Miss - Elizabeth _Rice, Coventry Street,
South Melbourne, Victoria, Austtalia.—GaMs
1-300. State price. . .
THE GEM LiprAry.—No, 563,
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0, we are not getting near the end.
1 will admit that Taggles is not
. among the most important two
dozen at St. Jim’s; but that is

no reason why he should-not-come in here,
for 1 decline to attempt amy.order of merit
in connection with these sketches.

Taggles is interesting, anyway, and that
is good cnough. 2

He does not always show up quite so well
as he did a week or two ago, when he repre-
sented the household-staft in making a pre-
sentation to the Head. It is true that he
could not work off his carefully-studied
speech then; at the critical moment some-
thing like stage»fright seized him. But that
did not matter. Taggles' peculiar style of
eloquence -does not lend itself readily to a
set speech. g

Ephraim . is really not at all a bad old
chaps, though there are times when the St.
Jim’s felows are inclined to regard him as an
enemy. The man at the- gate is- apt to be
looked upon in that light. When he locks
up he - sometimes locks out. He cannot
avoid . it- And the consequences of bein|
locked out are not exactly pleasant. -Bu
every fair-minded fellow recognises that the
porter is only doing his duty, and does not
really think of owing him a grudge for
doing it.

Probably Ephraim’s opinion of the juniors

i3 worse than theirs of him. Or if he on}{v

does his duty where they are concernel

they go a whole long way past that in their
dealings with him. Nothing requires them
to play japes upon him, though those japes
are often merely retaliation for something
s bit arbitrary he has done. )
requires them to chaff him in season- apd ou
of season; but they will do it. The tempta-
tion is -too strong to be resisted, perhaps.

And Taggles has his vulnerable points.

“ (jin-and-water—chiefly gin—is one of them.
Taggles has what the funny merchants ecall
a strong weakness for gin. I have no doubt
that but for two reasons he would take even
more of it than he does. One of these is
Mrs. Taggles, and the other is the price of
gin. Neither of them can be considered as
merit on the part of Ephraim. But no doubt
he does try sometimes to -curb his appetite
for the juice of the juniper.

Do you rememher when poor old Skimpole
got into trouble through the gin of Taggles?
Skimmy was on the crest of a wave of
teetotal fanaticism at the time, and he
tried to cure Taggles of the gin habit by
smashing his bottle of gin. For a philo-
sopher it was not too brainy. Smashing
one bottle was hardly likely to effect even
a temporary cure, unless the de: Ephraim
were stony, and Mrs, Taggles hard-hearted
and unrelenting. And Skimmy, who of
course had never tasted ardent spirits, had
not reckoned on disaster for himself. The
tfumes of the stuff, which got spilled over
his clothes, made him quite silly. He smeclt
of gin, and he had every appearance of being
drunk. But Tom Merry & Co. got him out
out of the scrape.

Another weakness of Taggles is snoozing
at times when he should be awake. It is a
weakness that, unfortunately for him, he
advertises; not willingly, of course, but he
does advertise it. For Taggles is the owner
of a several horse-power snore, and when
the ground near.the porter’s lodge quivers
and reverberations are heard in the quad,
there is distinct ground-for suspicion that
Taggles may’ be snatching forty winks.
Snatching is hardly the right word, though;
it is not deliberate enough.

“Taggles is very sensitive as to his age.
It is supposed to be somewhere in the neigh-
bourhood of sixty—very much the same ag
the Head’s, and the Head does not mind
anyone knowing his. But Taggles would
refer to be thought in the prime of life—

iust above the Army age limit, perhaps;
ut we will not rub that in, for he is not

the only person at St. Jim’s who is sensitive

Nothing-
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about the Army age limit. There is also
Mr. Selby. He does not talk about his
years, if he can avoid it; and there is a
better chance of keeping the esteem of
Taggles if one fights shy of that subject
with him.

The worthy Taggles can still run. Did he
not run after Professor Burnham'’s piebald
pony, and come 4in third in the race, with
the pony and Skimmy shead of -him?
Whether this points him out as a really high-
class sprinter is another matter.

Lots of things have happened
but I can recall only one story in'which his
part can be said to have been a ‘really
considerable one. That was when he had a
benefit.

It was Taggles’ birthday next day, and
Tom Merry had remarked kindly that to look
at him-no one would take him. for nincty.

to Taggles,

N

When he said he was only sixty-five—a bit
older than the Head, 1 see, but never mind—
Tom said he did not kmow that he was such
a kid. Taggles did not quite appreciate the
humour” of that remark.

It was suggested that the occasion might
be marked by something in the way of a

held a meeting in $he wood-shed to talk it
over, Taggles broké up that meeting. The
wood-shed is part of his domain, you know,
and the mecting, which had developed into
soxpetbing not precisely harmonious, was
doing damage there. He had threatened to
report them, and they told him that they
would heap coals of fire upon his head, which
Taggles, who has a literal mind, construed
as a particularly Hunnish threat.

“Figging' -Circus” was the method cm-
ployed of raising cash for Taggles.  An ele-
phant and a buck-jumping pony were hired
from a circus then at Rylcombe by Figgy,
and a shilling each for pavilion seats and
sixpence for standing room on the playing-
gﬁlds were the charges of admission to see

em.

testimonial, and the juniors of both Houses]
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The fellows rolied up fairly well, and
Tagglés had a present of five pounds nexb
day. There was trouble in connection with
the circus, but Taggles had nothing to do
with that. He was no end mollified by the
testimonial, of course. For quite a time he
never said “I'll report yer!” or “You young
rip}” to any junior, lest he might he offend-
ing a friend and patron. And for quite a time,

.no doubt, he comforted himseli with gin

beyond the regular ration—if there is any
such thing as a regular ration for Taggies.

There are.some guite useful things Taggles
can_ do and does for “the young rips” at
times. Towser has been put into his charge,
and Herries was not satisfied with the
manner in which Towser was treated; but
then, Herries is very hard to satisfy when
Towser's comfort i3 in question. It is not
likely that Taggles would neglect an animal
he bad to take care of; and Towser has
not been the only one. I cannot recall any
instance of Towser's showing unfriendliness
towards the porter. Perhaps my memory is
at fault; but I am inclined to think that
Taggles and Towser are on quite amicable
terms.

Of course, there are hampers at times.
Thereof come tips. Taggles is not much in
the way of doing something for nothing.
1t be puts 3 hand to a hamper hc expects
to bave his horny palin erossed with silver.

1t would" bé-too much to say that the old
fellow is abave being- bribed; -but he is not
easily bribed, and to try it om is distinetly

unsafe.  When the juniors find themselves

,ontside after locking-up time, they either get

in over the wall, or, if they know that their

:ahsence will have been noted at calling-over,

ring up Tageles and have the gates opencd
for them. This does not look as if bribery
was a paying game.

The Grammarians dealt very harshly with
Taggles on a time, and it is searcely likely
that he has forgotten or forgiven. They
gagged and bound him—fastened him up to
one of the elms in the quad. He was
bribed that time; hc took half-a-crown to
say nothing about it. But then he needed
some compensation for his sufferings, and,
aiter all, it was Tiot exactly a breach of
trust towards the school authorities of which
he was guilty. He was merely a passive
sharer in a jape against his tormentors, the
St. Jim’'s juniors.

Taggles is not quite a hero, perhaps; but
there is far more pluck in the old chap than
in Gosling, the Greyfriars porter. Gosling_is
a bit of a funk. Taggles is certainly not
that, though his courage may not be proof
against anything aund everything. When
Lord Conway, Gussy’s clder brother, turned
up - at night with his Territorials, Taggles
took them for German invaders, and he went
for them with a stick. It was injudicious,
but it was not cowardly.

And he showed up really well in the matter
of Jack Blake’s Hun. Not in the incident
of the old boots which he let Kerr have—=
for a consideration, of course. That was
nothing to the purpose. But he had a_good
deal to do with preventing the Hun's
escape. The German, who had escaped
_heing smashed when an aeroplane on Taiding
work was breught down near Rylco Ahiid
hidden in the old tower. Through Blakehie -
was got out of that retreat, after his.raid
upon_provisions had brought—for . once-
founded suspicion upon the egregious Baggy. -

Then there was an exciting chase up the
quad. Blake and Tom Herry and the rest
were hard on the track. Kildare and Mon-
teith saw, and joined in the hunt.

Taggles had the gates open. There was
no time to shut them. For a moment he
was taken aback. . But. then he recovered his
presence of mind, apd as the Hun made his
‘dash for escape Taggles hurled his big bunch -
of keys full in the fellow's face. He reeled,
and the two big seniors were upon- him
before he could recover.

Good old Taggles!

==
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HORACE JAMES COKER,

By TOM BROWN.

DETECTIVE.

>

~

Remove — otherwise Sampson
Quincy Iffiey Field; hut life is too
-hart for all that.

Coker, the wonder and admiration of the
Fifth—rest of Greyfriars, too, matter of that
—-<norted.

~Think again, Field,® he =said severely
~~that ig, if you have anything to think
vith, which seems doubtful!”

Squiff stood for a moment or two in the
oerway, regarding Coker with a solemn face.

- I've thought again, Coker,” he said. “You
<in't a bit of a detective—not the least little

1. .
3 OU'RE a hit of a deteclive, aren’t
i you, Coker?® said Squiffi of the

L3
Potter and Greene, who have the joy and
snour of sharing Coker’s study, sniggered.
Coker glared at them in wrath. He glared

.t Sqniff with more wrath. Coker always

= lots of wrath on tap.

- Wha-a-at ?” he roared.

- That's what!” said Squiff.

- Look here, young Field—->

~T've been looking for the last eighty-seven
< ronds. About three scconds more is my
izolute limnit, old bean! You ain't pretty,
~on know, Coker!”

= Wha-a-at?”

~ Well, now, are you?” asked Squiff. “I've
» open mind on the subject. In watters of
tcauty tastes differ. If you can prove to me

that v

~If you want anything—"

Thanks! Nothing in the thick ear line,
!4 hird. I can get that kind of thing cheap
» the Remove. But when 1 want the help of
= really expert detertive—"
- Ha. ha, ha!" hurst ont Potter.
- You shouldn't, Field!” said Grecne re-
provingly,  “That's

ot
or to the oar—or was
it the mast? But he’s given up that one.
He knows that the Herlock Sholmes bizney

<hut up, William Greene! You may think
“ou are funny ; hut you are only showing your
miazing ignorance!® hooted Coker.

-~ Oh, well, I dare say it’s a delusion of mine
- tlupk you've given up any of your delu-
sions,” said Greepe, in a resigned tone. *Go
s—he what you liket Be a detective—a
.njurer—a  bypnotist—a
wovelist—a poet—a scientist
- The fact of the matter is, Greene, that
au're jealous. So is Potter. I should he
<hamed of it if T were you. It's a mean

£

= And what in particular am I jealous of,
asked Potter.

sn't anything in particular; it's things
s seneral—everything, I may say. There’s
jeadousy rankling all the time in both you

,ad Greene because I can do everything
iwtter than yon can with a tenth part of the
tremble. You know very well that I can lick
wour keads off at any hlessed thing I care
i0 go in for; and you don't like having your
neads licked ofi—that’s the size of it. Youm
inow that, young Field, don't you?”

- Well, I don’t mind admitting that most
foilows I know have a sort of kind of an
objection to having ?ﬁzeir heads licked off,”

ully.
Potter!

There you are,

re’s a silly
nch sense,
- Squifi 1ook that smiling. Potter snoried.
< Let’= zet on with prep, Greene,” he said.
~We ought to -tart before Coker if we're
not going to have our numbers taken down by
him in the morning.”
That was <ar of course. Everyone
. knows that Coke the bhiggest in the
Fifth, and the despair of poor old Prouty.
e can’t get the bare meaning of the simplest
centenve in Latin or Greek without help, and
he has never learned vet the correct use of
a lexicon. Coker's notion iz that Liddell and
Scott  compiled iheirs bhecause hlustering
asses in the Fifth needed a really heavy book
to t})row at other fellows. Z
f say it,

fag who can’'t be expected to have

~1f you've got anything to :ay,
Field ! id Coker.

~Well, I bave,” said Squiff. “I know you
never mind putting your wonderful gifts as

one of the delusions
o i

ventriloquist—a-

a detective at the service of other fellows
not so richly gifted.”

“That’s right,” replied Coker, with a beam-
smile. “The fact is, I think it’s a duty, and
I'm great on duty—always was. That's me!»

T knew it,” Squiff said, looking at him
with seeming admiration. ¢ Well, it’s like
this. The grub in our study goecs a good deal
faster than we like.”

“You mean somc rotter’s it?”

Stealing's a hard word.

said Coker eagerly.
.« dom't say that.
But it goes—it goes fast.”

% Let’s.-sée. Who are the chaps in your
study?? .

. Coker knew that as well as Squiff did; but,

stealing

1 of - course, the magniticent Horace cannot

admit that his mind can get down to such
unimportant items as the fellows in a Remove
study unless there's something special in the
question,

“There’s Bull,” answered Squiff. “Rather
thick-set chap, with a face. Growls a good
deal. You must have secn -him about.”

«Qh, I know Bull, of course!” said Coker
impatiently. “He's a cheeky young beast.
But I don’t think he's a thief.? -

“What a quick mind you have, Coker!”
said Squiff. “I've made up my mind that
Johnay Bull's not a thief. But you don't need
to make up yours; it simply leaps to the
conclusion.”

Coker smiled a gratified smile,

“I'm a judge of character,” he said.
besides Bull and yourself 2

“Yes, there’s me. I'd almost forgotten
that, Coker. Do you think by any chance
that I'm—-> . -
« “Don't talk such rot! If you were the
thief- you- wouldn't come to me about it!”
4 Q.E.D.,” said Squiff solemnly. I ’should
ngturally yprefor a testimony-as iy honesty
F ‘on -higher grounds; but [ don’t insist
on that, The other chap is Fish—Fisher Tarle-
ton Fish. - Comes from America, -and talks
accordingly, thin face, rather hatchet-shaped.
You've seen him?»

+“0Of course I know Fish! Don't waste my
valuable time on rubbish of that sort, Field,
or I shall begin to think that you aren’t in
earnest’ in asking for my assistance.”

*Oh, never think that, Coker! That would
spoil it all.”

Squiff spoke no end seriously. T never knew
a fellow who-could jape with a solemn face
hetter than old Squiff can.

“Fish is a -hit doubtful,”

bing his chin meditatively.
I should call straight.” )
_“You've noticed that?” said Squiff. “ What
a chap you are for taking notice, Coker!
But T've noticed—as no doubt you have—
that the direct steal ain't exactly Fishy's
method. He leans more to the business pro-
position gadget—like our profiteers and con-
tractors.”

“That's s0,” replied Coker. “I thought of
that at once. On the whole, Field, I think
I can assure you that the thief is not in your
study.” .

~ Well, that’s something ! Squiff said. “We
can look each other in the face now. It may
be painful, but it won't be embarrassing.”

“Eh? What rot you talk!> snorted Coker.

“Do 1?” said Squiff humbly. “Sorry! But
we can't all have brains like yours, Coker.”

~1 should say not! -Greyfriars would be a
very different place-if that were possible.”

“There would he a big Second Form, and
nothing at all above it,” murmured Greene.

“Eh? What's that you say, William
(ireene? But never mind. I den't want to
hear your :illy rot. Have you thought of
Bunter, Field?® |

“I do sometimes think of Bunter, hut not
oftener than I can help,” said Squiff. “He
ain’t ‘what I should call a pleasant subject
of -contemplation. “I'd rather think about
yon, Coker—really, 1 would!”

«J chould say so!™ said- Coker, with em-
phasis.

“ Funnier !® murmured Potter.

“Eh? Oh, shut up, Potter, do, or I'll turn
you neck and crop out of this study!”

“You were saying, Coker- i

“Bunter. Bunter's always after the grub.
T've caught him ai it here.”

“No, it's not Bunter. Bunter docsn’t wolf

“Who

said Coker, rub-
*He ain't what

our grub,” said Squiff,

“I don't see how you can he sure.”

I am, though, It’s brainier chaps than
Bunter who make grub scarce in our study.”

“Well, Bunter is a clumsy lout. I dare
say it wouldn’t be above even your capacity
to cateh him out, Field.”?

“Might not be,” replied Squiff, as if he
were not, at all sure.

“1t doesn’t do to mention names,” Coker
said darkly. “But there’s another chap t
have in mind—more than one chap, in fact.
Pll take up the ecase for you, Field, and you
can count upon my getting to the bottom
of it—even if 1 have to sit up all night in
your study to watch for the thief!”

“ Would you do that, Coker—just for me?”
asked Squiff, looking no end grateful,

«Oh, not for you! It isn't to he expected
that I should put myself to trouble for the
sake of a mere fag in the Remove!” replied
Coker loftily, “It's in the cause of justicc
and as a matter of duty. I'm not the chap
to let my talents lie idle, you know. I use
them for the benefit of the community—
that’s me!»

“Thanks, no end, Coker!
to-night 2%

«Yes. I don't believe in letting the grass
grow under my feet. But I don’t need any
help. -
going to put it through alone.”

Squiff ‘retired. | Potter and Greene winked
at one another. They are not quite zo casily
taken in as Coker.

Shall you watch

1L
13 OES the great one catch on?” asked
Piet Delarey. .
“Oh, rather!” answered Squiff

“He's not merely willing; tic's Keen

—-ever so keen!”

*And he never smelt a rat?’ inquired Bobh
Cherry. ;

“Not the slightest sniff ! He's going to wait
up in our study to-night for the thief.”

“What thief?” growled Jolmny Bull
“There’s no thief in our study. Of course,
some of Fishy's deals ain’t fair and ahove-
board. But if you're to call Fishy a thief I
fairey you'd have to put the same label on
most of the millionaires in the world.”

“It would fit lots of them,” Squift said. “T
didn’t tell Coker there was a thief in our
study; he’s expecting him from outside.”

“Well, he wen't be lonely !” remarked Harry
Wharton, with a cheerful grin.

Horace James Coker has his points. There
are not many better-hearted fellows at Grey-
friars than Horace James. He means well.
But it is an unlucky fact that nothing is
much more of a nuisance than an ahsolute
ass who means well. And that’s Coker!

Among -his many delusions is to be
numbered his notion that he i3 a bhorn
disciplinarian, He is not a prefect—simply a

common or garden Fifth-Former, with less
authority than Gosling, the porter. and nof.
much more than the smallest kid in the
Second Form. .

But he goes about “kceping the fags in
order.”

That’s what Horace James calls it.

We of the Remove call it unjustifiable
interference at best, and somcwhat very like
like gross hullying at worst.
~Two of us can handle him—with difficulty.
T don't mean just any two; I mean two of
the pick of the Form. But one is helpless
against him. It hurts our dignity—mot to
mention our nappers—when the heavy hand
of Horace James descends upon us.

He goes away and promptly forgets all
about it. 1 must say that for Coker—there's
no malice in him. e will clout a fellow's
head one minute, and feel quite kindly to-
wards him the next. And he can't make out
why the feeling s not mutual.

So when he gets too much to be borne

with we combine against him. And that
little habit of his—that lordly fashion of for-
getting that his hand has fallen heavily upon
some of us—is very useful at such times.

He never remembered that Squiff had quite
a recent score to work off on him. 1f he
had seen Squiff and  Delarey, Wharton,
Nugent, Bob Cherry and Inky, Jobnny Bull
and Toddy and me all together, plainly talk-
ing something over. it would never have
struck him that he had struck us all lately,

This is quite a simple case, and I'm.
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and that ‘we might be plotting against his
peace. | . . P 2

But that was how it was. :

We made our preparations for the niglt.
Inside the cupboard lurked a-bucket of white-
wash. I know we are told not te waste
anything ih “war-time; but we were all
agreed that it couldn't be called waste to use
that whitewash on.Coker. . There. had been
tar in what he had done-to one-of our
number, and cold water had played its part
in the sufferings of another. .So why not
whitewash for Coker? -

“He might look in the cupboard and find
it,” said Bob Cherry doubtfully. X

“Well, suppose he does?” returned Squiff.
“Is there a chap here who believes that he’ll
suspect anything?” = - R .

There waz not.. Nobody there. believed that
Coker was capable of adding two.‘and two
gogebher and being quite sure that they made
our.

Squiff was go sure that he would not be
suspicious that he suggested leaving the rope
by the bucket. But two and two might
make five to Coker if we had done that, and
he might not have been quite easy in his
mind. ~ We didn't .like the notion of Coker
feeling anything but easy in his mind.

Old Coker's a sticker. At _ten o'clock he
was reported by Johnny Bull as sitting all
alone in the dark in Study No. 13, waiting for
the grub-thief.. At eleven Piet Delarey re-
ported rhim still there, though' shuffling his
feet and making impatient noises that might
have, warned the thief—if any—off. )

At “qilarter ‘past eleven we descended—
nine’ of us. It would -have heen easy to
recruit niore; but nine was enough. -

Johnny Bull cautiously’ pushed- open the
Qoop. * v T ? .
1 chouldn’t. caltsJobnuy Bull a first-class

artor, = Wibley has-been jheard to say that

he “couldn’t. act for nuis. ° .

. But it doesn’t meed much ability in that

direction to* take-in -Goker. He saw every

sign of guilt ‘in the face of Johnny, by the
- light~of -the electric-toreh he: flashed. cn and

ke hooted..~ g e R 5 A
- -#8o-I've  got you red-handed, Bull,
D young sweep?) W ool ,

When you come to think ofit, that wasn't
nrecisely hrainy. In the first place, Johmiy
had not been caught red-handed; he had not

~ even heen given the time: toget: his- hands
red. In the second -piage, only: two. other
fellows had as good a right as he come-
into that study; certainly he had more right

_.there than Coker. . And -in"the third’ place,
nothing ‘was_mt

.

‘you

much more unlikely than that
Johnny should be coming down ab night to
wolf grub in No. 18. ’
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For Next Wednesday: - <

;7. . % BROUGHT T LIGHT !
(7Y By Martin Cliffordy ~ -~
Next week’s story is a sequel to “fghe fine
yarn which appears this week. o
© “ At the end of this week’s story Reginald
. Talbot is left_ in .a _very unpleasant and
dangerous position. ~Anything may happen to
hinmf—ekcept surrender.” -That is out of the
. question.-- We all -know -Talbot. 00 well to
doubt his courage, to whatever extreme he
may- be-pushed. o s TR
%, Tickey Tapp and his associate Scaife are
_hardened criminals. “Actual murder’is out.of
their line; but what they may do if thingg
-come to a critical pass with them none can
- say.-1.am not going to frighten—or try to
frighten—any of you with hints of this sort;.I

. Amecrican friends say—that Talbot gets out,
of the clutthes of £he§e two rascals. .
Knowing that wilF'not lessen your interest
in the story. You will want to know how he
escapes. . That I am not going to tell you
right- here and now. But T will tell you this
much—Baggy Trimble had to do with it, Tom
Merry “had . to ~do. .with “it, and- Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy imagined ‘that -he had to do
with it!

THAT FALKIRK READER!

I have had several Jetters referring to my
reply to a Falkirk reader in a.recent number.
This reader accused me of being unfair to
Seotland, “Scotland "—who really has a very
considerable nerve, or he would never have
adopted such a pen-name—says he caught

T sight of a letter from a Falkirk reader, and

will “tell - you “right “here and now—as our were found to’ bear

. THE GEM LIBRARY.

Al that was therc was as mucli bhis gz
anyonc’'s—ratlier more, if you come to that.
for Fish is a- mean rascal, and Squiff hasn't-
as much oof as Bull, while those two are
chummy enough for neither of them to think
myuch _about who.does tha biggest share of the
shelling-out. s o «

‘But it was up to the gemeral level of
Coker's  dctective deductions—or down to
that level. .
_ The triumph of Horace James.lasted but a
second or two. Behind Johnny Bull swarmed
in_the rest of us. In less than a minute the
lordly Coker' was lying on his back on the
table, bound and gagged.

Then, by the light of Coker’s own electric
torch, Johnny and Squiff  spread newspapers
on -the floor. ~: - . e

“Can’t have whitéwash all”aver‘our expen-
sive and luxurious .carpet, can we, Johuny,
old son?” said Squifi. T

“We're careful chaps, Squiff!” growled
Johnny. : ; s

“@urrrrrg!” came from behind €oker's gag,

It was all he could say. But.tie ‘wa§ less
deaf than dumb, and he had heard the wugd
*whitewash.” ‘ il

We put him down on the newspavers, and
used ‘it—mereilessly . You don’t need‘to be
told all about that, or how Coker squirmed
and struggled, or how we japed him mean-
while.” Such things are not improving to the
youthful mind. But if [ had left the white-
wash out of the story it would not have heen
a veracious and circumstantial account,
Toddy says. - - .

When we had finished, Wharton removed
the gag. It was safe then. Ass as Horace
Fames Coker is, he is not quite such an ase
as to sing out for help, and bring along scores
of witnesses to his downfall, after that down-
fall is eoraplete. o

“You—yoQu Oh, V'll make you all smart
for this!” he hooted. = .

“Shush, Coker, old. ehap!
sopaeonie ‘coming ‘and disturbin

_You'll - bave

lttle party if you're 'nb“t;careful!i’r‘lfétéf Toddf ;

warned him. - ¥ -
-+ “You—you—— Field, of all the abominable
young liars, you're the worst! And—and the
base ingratitude of it, -too!- That's what I
look at!™ < L at U .

“A chap ought- to be no ¢nd grateful for
iaving. his physog rubbed against a freshly-
tarred fence—L don’t think, .Cokey!” said

% 1 v ¥,

Squiff. - ] & Clalual
“I'm not talking about that. What's that |

got to do-with it?- I-came down here at your
request to find the thief who you. said was

in——

Three-halfpence: - 7
thief was-in_fact, I never’ even said, o
thing had heen stolen!” s 4

_ 2Of all the bare-faced lies!" gasf;eﬂ VCoker.
“Why, you told me that you were continually

missing grub from this study, and—"
“*No; no, dear boy—no! Think again!” .
said Squiff coaxingly. :

It was a pretty stout cord th.avt Vln.)und--

Coker. . .If it- hadn’t been he would hayve
broken it then. ; S A 7
““I—I— "Look here! It's the rottencst

sort of cheek.that. you should treat me—me!:
—in this way.” But I-don’t mind being
trapped like this—I don't. mind what you've
done—half 'so much as being lied fo! And
you lied to me, Field!”
. “Not a syllable of a lie, Coker, old scout}
Think—if you can! T said that the-grub in .
our- sbudy “goes - a good deal faster than 'we :
tike.' "I§ that correct?” s )
“You said a great deal more than that!
You said——" - -
. “1 didn't say
c¢normous twis
“Steady on, old man:” growled Bull.
_“Or my- own quite healthy appetite. or
Fishy's -cormorant’ propensities. .. F'It admit
that. But they're, quitc enough to acceunt
for the grub going Taster than ye,like.”"
“Ha, ha, ha!” tow T
“And I certainly said noftime about think- .
ing it was being boned. did‘I1zY . -
Coker groaned. He would not answér that;
but he knew it was true:
“You aren't really quite an A1, first-class,
double-harrelled detective, Cuker, old bean,”

said Toddy, “or glse & ight have struck you
as .worth while to tf whether there was a
,case before you too

anything about Johuny's

Gt up!”
Coker groaned again. He saw it then.
“Will you make it * Pax *'if we untie you
now, Coker?" asked Wharton sweetly. -
“Hanged if I will!” hooted Coker. “I'll
slaughter every blessed fag of you!”
5 “Right-ho! Stay there, and. vel out for
someone- else ez come_and do is!” answered-

the . horonrable
{udicrous:. hnm.'?-i% =

person

whi ¥ ludicrous . : e
agieqﬁ_eg Coker he present: plightiulness witl: -
. “Werrifi 1 finished ‘Bob .Cherry for. Inky.

Coker groaped agZain as we cleared out. iR
But he did .not yell for help. Aund when
Squiff and Defarey and [ came down together
half an hour later to offer bim the same
terms, he gave in N

“Your misﬂake, old bird! I never said any

agrees with him in every. respect. Now, I
cannot -argue with people who do not umdgr-
stand the very basis of argument, so I have

“nothing to say to “Scotland ” except that he

saw what was not there. I did not print the

Falkirk reader’s letter. .
Other . correspondents ~write 1in a . very

different tone. A lady who will' not mind

my saying that she is middle-aged—though |-$

still young enough to read the GEM witir the
keenest - enjoyment—says:-- - “Well, I am
English.. I had_red, hair once—it is. white
now—and freckles, too; but I never felt them
a° drawback—in fact, rather the - reverse.
People “with ~ red _hair have,.among eother
Gualities; that .of being ahle. to stand
variations’ of -climate bettér-than most.
have heard of West . African. busineps_ firms
advertising for.red-haired cl
e .ve

) ying climate
out there well, - 1t is too: bad :that you should
have such silly complaints to deéal :with.” This
Falkirk reader is about the limit.”

No, no, my dear madam? “-We-have -had-lots
worse than the Falkirk reader! = -

“Practical England ” writes from" “Bolton |

about theé Falkirk .reader’s “idiotic flow of
disgust,” as he terms-it. "I should not-call it
that—merely silly, - that’s .all.. “Does * red
hair spoil -good looks?” he asks. “Not it!
I'd like to change my mop for a iery-top-
cove'ri’ngi! _ Are _freckles disfiguring? Not
they! I'm proud -of thém! So 'are” many
others!  Remember Miss Gene .Stratton-
Porter's most popular character! 1've some.
I'm proud of them! Here's to-grumpy old
Fadllfirk, and may his (or her) hair never turn
red!” T LT ST

I haven’t personally a. word -to: say. against
Scotland. But 1 cannot fill the GeM with
music for the bagpipés—much as I like them

0302929399093999030993932322299092332

It
rks, becatise they |'

We let him loose. You can trust. old
- Coker’s.-word. - . e

But he says he shall never trust Squiff's
again! : 7 s

. % THE END.

Editor’s Chat. ——=

—or histories- of -the Highland regiments, can
1? And as for improving-on Kerr, I cannot
see what -improvement is needed. - Kerr is
really one of the very best!
¥

‘DOES YOUR SOLDIER PAL
WRITE TO YOU ?

. Notepaper -is- “some " price these
days, but none of us would grudge
Tomuiy all the paper he fieeds on-
which to write those cheery letters
wf his if paper were treble the price
it.is to-day. Stiil, it’'s no unse simply
“gassing ” about it; it’s up to eachs
- one fo°do his bit to pay the piper.
© = *Jficosts the ¥:M.C. who_suppl
Tommy with free stationery, no le
than £60.000 a year. - S8ixpence: wi
supply your own or semebody els€’
pal with enough ‘notepaper to write”
one letter each week for a - year.
Going to let him have it? Of course
you _are! -
Sosg@end- sixpence along to-day to
Y.M.G:A. (Stationgry Fund), Totten-
_ham-Court- Read; London, W.C., meu-
tioning -that _itz.edmes from a reader
+of this paper "
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