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A Girl of South Africa.

“It may interest you to know that I
bave again started reading my favourite
books, ‘the Magnet” and the GEM, and
T've got a few of my friends to do the
same thing, You may think I'm a bitof a
kid when 1 uil vou that we have called
ourselves the ‘Terrible Three,” and 1
can tell you you are not far out. It's
hard to forget that I'm_no longer at
school, and sometimes at the office 1 play
some pranks on the clerks. I hope to
have some correspondents. Of course, my
life is a very busy one, but I bope to
find time to write to all those who write
to me.”—Miss Ruth Olive Vanoz, c.o.
P. 0., Box 2174, Johannesburg.

A Busy Oanadian.

“T have not yet begun the new serial
in the GeM. T have just joined a Scottizh
society. and this tli(@a up much of my
tie, We are havi wg rotten weather here
}u:. now. One day it snows, the next it

reezes, and the next it rains. We had a
terrific ‘thundefstorm last week, and I
think itwas one of the worst I ever heard.
It has been raihing to-day, and I have
not, been able to go anywhere, but we are
looking™ for better weathor now. I am
%attmg on fine at my work, and I like

oronto. 1 like the St. Jim’s stories very
much.”—1), N. Greig, 60, Hayden Street,
Torontby, Canada:

A Round Robin. :

A “round robin” is a circle divided
rom ‘the centre, like King "Arthur's
Ruund Table, whenee, no doubt, its
origin. In each comoarlmenb is a signa-
ture, so that the entire circle, when filled,
ghows a list without one name being more
prominent thzn another. Nobady can
say which name has been signed’ before
another name, nor can any slgnatura be
_described as heading the list. In
“ Dickens’ book, *“Martin Chuzzlewit,” the
male boarders at Todgers’ sent a round
robin to the fair Misses Peckeniff; asking
the ladies to honour the company at
dinner. The round robin is much used
by schoolboys who wish to bring a griev-
ance to the noticé of the ‘masters.—R.
Driver, 48, Temple Sircet, Nelson, Lancs.

Charlas’ Dickans.
Charles Dickens was born at Landport,
in Hants, Feb, Tth, 1812. Ho died at

Gadshill, near Rochester, June 9th, 1870.
1Ie began his life as a drudge in a black-
ing warelhouse, and became afterwards a
solicitor’s clerk and a newspaper reporter.
His first attempt at authorship was made
while he was still a reporter in connec-
tion with the “Morning Chronicle,” to
which he contributed * Sketche: by Boz.”
After this came the “ Pickwick Papers,”
which established him as a writer of
fiction. In 1841 he went to.the States,
and four vears later became editor of
the “Daily News,” Later on he con-
ducted the famous weekly, * Household
Words,"—H. W. IInpkmn, 8, Bawtree
Road, New Cross, 8.E.14.

A Qumnt Exporlmoah

Cras can be mace in this way on a small
scale: Buy a clay pipe and insert a
piece of coal in the bowl. Then cover
the whole of the bowl with clay, Put it
between the ribs of the grate or range, or
any_fireplace, stem protruding. After a
while gas will be oguxved coming out,
and if you will l::;ht it it will burn fot
ouite a while. QF course, this is not pure
gas. Phe ges which we wse has to go
throtfigh many processes of cleansing
before being used in dwelling-houses.—
Wm. Welsh, Felephone Exchange, Dalry,
Ayrshire, N.B.

A Quick-witted B.gﬁtr. .
A lady was walking in a London
suburb when she saw a caterpillar on the
footﬂal.h To save it from being trodden
on she put it into a garden. Two young
men noticetl the kind action. As they
passed her they scemed to be discuesing
éometlunu Then one turned back and
spoke to her. “Madam,” he said, “you
were kind to that czterplllar, will you
also be kind to me? I am out of work,
Can you render me a little assistance?”
Begging is not_good, but one can but
admire the readiness of the individual in
turning to hf% own account the generous
temperament of the friend to a helpless
caterpillar.—Henry Bell, 18, Henry
Street, Gosforth, Newcaltleron—'l‘yne.

Quernsey.

Guernsey is the second largest of the
Channe! Islands. It is ruled over by the
States, and by a Lieutenant-Governor.
The population is about 40,000. There
are ten .parishes and two towns, St.

Sampson’s and_St. Peter Port, 'I'ha
‘latter is the capital of the island, Granite
and anthracite coal are unloaded' a St.
Sampson’s. Houee coal is taken to St.
Peter Port, while from. here tomatoes,
melons, and figs are shipped.-—Hefbert
Tuckwell, ¢.o. Mrs. Philip Rében, Bau-
bigny, S, Sampson’s, Guernsey,

Britain’s Largest Railways.

The Waverley Station, Edinburgh, on
the North British eystem, is the largest
railway-station in tge: British Isles. : It
covers 23 acres of ground, 11§ acres being
roofed over, here are 18 -piat—
forms at which trains can come alongside,
their total length being 11,980 feet,. The
next station in point of size is waocl
Street Station, London, the terminas of
the Great Eastern Railway. This covers
22% acres, with rather more. than a
quarter of the space reofed over. The
length of the platforms is 11,000 -feet.
Next is Fuston, of the L. & N W. R,
and after that Waterloo, - of " the
L. & 8. W. R, The acreage in both-cases
is 16, FEuston has 15 platforms,.of a
total lenygth of 10,000 feet, while Water-
loo possesses plBL orms 'i, Jeek- in
length,—Thomas R. Bullerwetl, 3, Man-
tague Street, Scotswood, Neweasﬂ?e ont
Tyne.

n.
" Dean Swift, the celebrated author’ or
“Gulliver's Travels,” had nfore al
than generosity. But on one geeasion he
received a good lesson from a page who
often brought him fish and game. One
day the boy arrived with a large basket
of fruit and partridges and_trout.  He
Lnrx-ked at the rlnnr, and the dean
ed it himself. ** Here,” said lbe page
b ntly, *my master has sent you these

‘things [” e dean was ammyed at sm‘h
mdeness “Come here, my ¥,'" he
said, ““and I will teach you how to deliver

& message more politely. You shall
Dean Swift and I will be the page.’
Then, taking off his hat, and with 7 ch
politeness, he said to the boys ¥ ¢ Sir, my
master sends you a little ;mesenb, and
begs you to do him the honnur of acnept-
ing it.” *Very well” said the, pag

“tell Ium I om much obliged to l
and thera is half-a-crown for yourself.
—George Willism. Elliot, . 8, Amshe
Terrace, Camel's Head, Devnnport
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do, so long as it is interesting, short, and concise—a good joke, a description:of a
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The Red
L TYT about do it "
Reginald Talbot, of the Sheil
at 8t. Jim's, muttered that

4 remark through clenched teeth
23 he scudded at top speed along the
platformi at Wayland Junction.

Tt was Wednesday afternoon, and the
handsome Shell fellow, after ending &
round of shopping by a tea_at the bun-
shop in Wayland, had arrived on the
station platform to find the Rylcombe
train just about to depart.

Theve were at least two later trains
that evening, but Talbot wanted to catch
that particular train. If he missed it, he
could not possibly reach 8t. Jim's before
locking-up, and the junior knew what
that would mean. -

And Talbot intended to catch it,

Slam !

Talbot was within a dozen yards of the
last carriage when the porter s med
the last door, and he put on aterrific
spurt.

“ Stand back !”

+ The train was shlh_ering speed now,
and, dodging the detaining hand of the
portet, Talbot made a frenzied leap for
tho footboard, grasped the handle, and
gave a wrench. :

Tt was locked—or held from within;
the junior could not see, nor did he look.
Reginald Talbot was by no means an im-
pulsive youth, but he ‘intended to catch
that train. And he did,

He gave a frantic spring, and literally
turled himself bodily through over the
lowered sash of the carriage door as the
train rusl on,

“Oh crumbs!™”

Talbot gasped that exclamation breath-
lessly as he sprawled full length acrose
the legs of two men seated within the
carriage. From them also came exclama-
tions—startled and angry exclamations—
of a nature that were never—or rarely—
heard within the scholastic establishment
of 8t. Jim’s.

The amaller of the two men—a thin,
sallow-cheeked individual—was sitting
with an opened handbag on his knees,
when the junior's- cyclonic entrance
swept the bag and its contents over the
carriage floor.

- What the contents were Talbot did not

o0, for.exen ns-he scrambled breathlessly J.

to his feet the second man, a burly,
powerful fellow, exhausted his flow of

\E\MT iy
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BOT'S
- FIND!'

A Magnificent, Long, Com-

plete Story dealing with the

Adventures of Tom Merry
& Co. at St. Jim’s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

furid language and grasped the junior
mug!h v
“You

ou spying, interfering young
hound !” he hised, raising a huge fist
threatemng’y. “ What are you after?
What's your little game—quick?’’

Talbot took a step backwards, his face
flushing angrily.

His unceremonious entry into the car-
riage was, perhaps, enough to startle and
provocate  anyone.  Talbob himself
realised this, and he had been quite pre-
pared to apologise.

But the junior did not see why the
fellow should be so furiously angry for all
that: nor did he consider the incident
justified such a stream of objectionable
anguage. And Reginald Talbot was the
last fellow in the world to allow a
stranger to lay a hand upon him.

“ Lot me go!” he exclaimed ourtly, his
eyes gleaming. “I'm sorry if I startled
vou, but I. don't see why you should
kick up this fuss. And it wouldn’t have
happened if you hadn’t tried to stop me
entering the carriage. Take your and
from my shoulder, or—"

“Not jest yet, young shaver ! snapped
the man, glaring suspiciously into the
junior’a eyes. ‘ We wants ln{mnw what
yu]u mean by barging in on me an' my
pal—

“Let me go!" repeated the junior
hotly. *It was your own fault.  Why
should you prevent other passengers
enter—""

“We wants this carriage to ourselves
for a bib o' private business if you wants
to know,” was the reply, accompanied
by o savage shake. ' But don’t you poke
your nosn inte what docsn’t concern- A,

The fellow broke off with a growl as
Talbot wrenched himself free, and tuened
ivith blazing eyes and clenched fists. But
before anything further could be said or
done there came an interruption.

During the altercatiorl the smaller man
had been on his knees salving the scat-
tered contents of the handbag. But
now ‘he snaj the bag shut, and,
jumping to his fest, shot a quick, warn-
ing glance at his companion.

“ Enough of that, Jim!” he said
sharply. “Are you mad? Let that, boy
alone, you fool !
there's no harm doné.”
big ‘man lowered his fists with a
and; scowling at the junior,
Without a word,

gi'mvi, X
ropped into a seat.

It was an accident, an™

Talbot seated himseli at the far end of
the carriage. .

After that there was grim silence save
for the rhythmical beats of the wheels
striking the line-joints as the Lrain swept
on, deveral times Talbot shot swift,
keen glances at his strange travelling
companions. The little man sat smiling
at him genially, and the big man scowled
out of the window. But Talbot noted
that the eves of both seemed to be con-
tinually attracted to the small black
handbag which the small man nursed
carefully on his knees. !

In many respects Reginald Talbot waa
older than his years. is early life,
before coming o St. Jim's, had been
spent among criminals, and it needad
but a glance at the shifty eres of the
two men to tell him that they were not
gtooﬁ and honest citizens, to say the least

it.

The fact that the men wanted the
(:m'l:mTf to themselves was significant
of itself, and Talbot had strong suspicions
that they wished to be alone for mo
innocent and honourable purpose.

Swiftly the familiar fields and hedges,
clothed in their brilliant green mantle
of spring, flew by, and amid a grinding
of brakes the train drew up at the tiny
platform of, Rylcombe Station.

But before Talbot had time even to
get to his feet, the smaller. man ox-
changed & quick glance with his com-
panion, and, flinging open the carriage
door, the two men jumped out and hur-
ried along the platform.

“My hat! What a paic of beauties!”
muttered Talbot, with a frown. ** Wonder
what their little game——"

Tplbot stopped -when about to step on
to the platform, as a tiny gleam of some-
thi % shining redly beneath the seat
cafight his eye. Stooping, he picked ‘it

h, and removed tho wad of cotton-wool
that partially covered it, and as he did
so the setting sun streaming througl
the carriage doorway caught the small
object, and it glowed and sparkled like
living fire,

Talbot gave a violent start, and stared
with gleaming eyes.

To any ordinary junior the thing would
doubtless- have appesred to be nin]p\ly &
.bit of red-coloured glass of no value.
But Talbot's early experience a3 a eracks-
man told him at a glance that this was

no mere sorap of glass or crystal.
It was a precious stone—a blood-red

Copyright in the United States of America.
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ruby of nnusual purity and obviously of
reat value. b
e, T'm hanged!” ho breathed,
turning the stone over and over until it
dancedgwith fire. “A bleased ruby-—an:
a beauty at that. Must have dr_oiped
from ‘the bag, and that little blighter
overlooksd it. - This looks fishy, an’ no
mistake! What on earth are those black-
guards doing with—"" i e
‘Tho slamming of carriage doors higher
up interrupted Talbot's reflections. With
grim, set face he dropped the glittering
stone into his pocket, and, stepping on
to the platform, glanced quickly around.
To his surprise, the two men had ‘not
left the station. They were moving
rapidly -alongside the tram, glancing into
each compartment, obviously in
of an empty one. .
There was still time to run after the
men and acquaint them of their loss;
but Talbot did not obey the natural im-
pulse. He felt convinced that the two
seady-looking individuals

had not come
by, the stone honestly, and be hid na
intention of parting with it without
making inquiries. S

He watched as the two men vanished
into a compariment higher up the train,
the porter slammed the door, and a
moment later the train steamed out of
the station. ; ) )

Talbot left the' platform with a
thoughtful frown on his brow. Out in
the High Street he besitated.

The right thing to do, he knew, Wwas
to hand the storie over to the- police.
That public body - was represented in
Rylcombe only by P.-c. Crump, who was
as slow and r.l_ul?twitbed as he was dig-
nified and fat. And, npaturally, Talbot
was reluctant to entrust such a matter
to his care. &
“Suppose I ought really to hand it to
the police at once,” he muttered slowly.
“But that fat idiot Crump would want
to lock me up, or som m%—m rd
pinched the dashed thing. Besides, I
don’t want to be mixed up in the busi-
ness if 1 can help it. -H'm! T think I'd
better take the beastly thing to the Head
and leave it for him to deal with.” =

And, having made his decision, Regi-
nald Talbot turned his face towards St.
Jim's, little dreaming what the con-
i;e_quencea of that decision would mean to

im. :

CHAPTER 2.
A Surprise-for Gordon Gay.
“ AT Jove! Welease me, jyou
wottahs—you wmpwincipled
waffians 1” E
That request, uttered in

wrathful tones and in a_familar voice,
assailed Talbot's ears as he strode along
Rylcombe Lane towards 8t. Jim’s.
“8ounds like Gussy—in trouble, too!"
+murmured Talbot, chigkening his
T wonder— Well, my only hat!”®
Talbot stopped, and grinned uncon-
sciously a8, turning a bend in'the lane,
he came upon an sstonishing, and cer-
tainly ‘an amusing scene. 5
Seated in the mud of the lane was
Arthur Augustus D‘Amg, of the Fourth
Form at 8t. Jim's, and the noble and
aristocratio_swell of the Fourth was a
sight to behold and wonder at. 4
Undoubtedly Gussy wés in_ trouble.
His hands were tied behind him with
his own tie of mnﬂ colours, his topper
was squashed over his eyes, his delicate
ink socks were pulled up over the
ottoms- of his trousers, and his faney.
waistcoat was turned inside-out, like-
wise his Eton jacket. 2
And the Philistines who had done this
thing were four cheery ~youths in
Rylcombe Gramnmar School caps, who
+ Tuk Gex Lisrary.—No.

_brothers—known as.
d andﬂ]gm feaders c&s t]

Eﬂt‘e.'

rodriously. ~ The

"were -Gorden Gay;,
ank Monk, the  t

& two,  Wootton
rdon Gay: &:Ca.,
1 “the o Grammarians -in
their incessant though good-humonréd’

the “Saints. . .
. Even as Talbot gazed at the astonish-
ing scene Frank Monk dipped his finger
in the mud of the lane and daubed the
unfortunate D'Arcy’s cheeks ‘and nose
with it. o A g
“There you are, Saint Augustus!” he
remarked, grinning at the almost frantic
Arthur Auguatus. “P'r'aps that will
teach you better than cnlliz;'g me monkey

in public; like you did—=
41 Qidn’t!" ehrieked D’Arcy. ‘“Bai
.Jove! I would nevah dweam of calling

any person oppwobwious- pames. in
public, Fwarik Monk. It was Blake—"
“YWell, it's all the same, Gussy—
Hallo! out!" .o
Frank Monk shouted the warning as
he caught sight of Talbot in the offing,

as it were. i 1

. “Huwwah! Wescue, Talbot, deah

boy I shouted D'Arcy eagerly, * Wes-
19 x

cue, St. Jim's!”

But D’Arcy’s call for help was hardly
necessary, for Talbot was already amon
the Grammarians, puniching right an
left.. They were four to one, but Talbot
hadn’t stopped to count the odds, and
next moment a wild ‘and whirling con-
flict was taking place in the lane.

A straight punch in the chest sent
Frank Monk backwards into the ditch.
And then the gallant Arthur Augustus
staggered to his feet and ambled to
Talbot's help. His hands were helpless,
but, lowering his noble head, he butted
Gerdon Gay with the already much-
battered topper. . v i

'The onslaught ook Gay unawares, and
‘with a wild howl he followed Monk into
the ditch. (= :

_But D'Arcy’s triumph was short-lived.
The ditch held more mud than water,
and both Gordon Gay and his chum
quickly scrambled out, and, breathing
threatenings and slaughter, returned to
the attack.

Talbot was already on his back, strug-
gling mightily with ‘Ls brothers Wootton.
With only the practically helpless D’ Arcy
to aid him, he now stood no nce
against the four Grammarians, and the
battle waa soon over.

“Now, my bonnie boy ! chuckled Gor-
don Gay at last. breathlessly, “You've
asked for it, Talbot, old fruit, and you're
going. to get it. We can hardly make
you such_a swell as Gussy, I'm afraid,
but we'll try. Buck up, you chaps,
before any more Saints come along !

* Here—what—leggo, you silly asses!”
exclaimed Talbot, struggling frantically.

t the grinning Grammarians did not
“1 " Despite Talbot’s wriggles and
protests, they tucked the bottoms of his
trousers inside his s, turned his
waistcoat and jacket inside-out. likewise.
his cap. Then Frank Monk dippell his
forefinger in the mud and deftly executed
a cubist problem design on Talbot's
features.

“Hg, ha, ha!” :

The  Grammarians roared = with
laughter at the result of their handiwork.
Certainly Talbot did# not look such a
picture as D'Arcy, but he presented a
striking and remarkable appearance for
all that. :

«ghall tve stick ’em in_ this field ‘as.
scareerows !’ suggested Wootton minor.

“Ha, ha! Nunno! Mustn’t let the
Jittle fellows ba late for call-over,”
chortled Gordon Gay.
we'll Jet ‘em have a two-legged race on’
their own.” 2

stood round Arthur Augustus laughing. | .

warfare aga,iu;n,st their hereditary enemiess]

“Tell you what,| pocl

Topping 1" P
. In less ti&n & minute Talbol's rig
and Gusey’s left leg ‘had been tied
gether with their ‘own handkerchig
supplemented by a bit of cord. -~
then they were furned loose, :
|* “You—you~you thumping rotters!!”
howled Talbot, .- You burbling, chumpe !
ge‘llnget_our own back for this, Gordbn
ay ! . 2 i

x i
. “Yaas, wathah, bai Jove! You wuf-
fianly wascals—" - :

“Silence, varlets!” commanded le—
don Gay sternly. “And now let's see
you run—or etop an’ be rolled in the
ditch. Put your best feet. forwards!"

*“Ha, ha, ha!” +
. There was no help for it, and with fecl-
ings too deep for words the two unhappy
St. Jim’s fellows started to amble
awkwardly towards St. Jim’s. And not
until the  ludicroualooking Eﬁlms had
vanished down the lanc did the Graz-
marians ceasc laughing. ’

“Well, that’s one up
School, anyway!” chc ¥
at length, glancing at his watch. *‘ And
now, come on, chaps, or we'll miss ojd
Carboy a# the station. Abbotsford train
gets in at 6,30, an’ it's 6.15 now. Better
be— Hallo!"” |

Gordon Gay stooped suddenly, as some-
thing glittering in the mud caught hie
eye.. He picged the object “up aid
glanced at it carelessly.

“What's that?” asked Frank Monk
curiously. . ° e

“Bit of coloured glass, or slone—must
have dropped outof old Talbot's pocket,”
chuckled Gay. “My hat! Doesn’t it
just shine? It's not a marble, 'cos ik
ain’t round. I expect it’s part of old

for, the Gr
tled

r
Gordon-Gay

Talbot’s hopscotch outfit! I'll keep it
u]r]lh'l 1 see Talbot again. Better not
c

uck it away, in case it's a family heir-
loom " %

“Ha, ba, ha!”

And, laughing at his own little joke,
Gordon Gay dropped the ruby carelessly
into his trousers-pocket, and led the way
towards Ryleombe, little dreaming-what
Talbot’s “ickle plaything”. really was.

As it happened, the Abbotsford train
was just steaming into the station as the
four cheery youths hurried on to the
platform and scanned the few passengers
that alighted in search of Cerboy, who
bad gone to spend the afternoon with a
maiden aynt ab Abbotsford. . i

“No go!” grunted Frank Mork, as
the last passenger passed them. * Dash
it alll o silly ‘ass must be coming by
the last train. After us coming to meet

“Never mind!"” exclaimed Cordon
Gif cheerfully, coming to a halt before
a chocolate machine. *“We’ll drown our
disappointment in ol Hallo! There
goes Talbot's merry old heirloom !
““Gay had dived his hand into his pocket
for pennice to feed the machine, dnd
brought to light a handful of coppers, a
piece of string, a pocket-knife, and—the
Fuby. . % e

1t came out entangled in the coil of
string, and rolled across the platform,
emitting flashes of blood:red light as it
rolled. . Lo

Gordon Gay moved forward to pick it
up again. But before he could reach it
a man of somewhat military bearing,
dressed unobtrusively in blue serge suib

.| and bowler hat, dropped guickly from the

neatest carriage. M
Taking a couple of quick strides, he

stooped, ~ and, picking the glit_te’ﬁn_g

thing up, he placed it carefully ‘in his
ki

et. i i
“YWell, of all the cheek!” ejaculated
Gordon Gay, staming. * Here, I say,
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W[ want a Tew words with youl

The man laid a hand on the junior’s shouider—and nodded towards the waiting-room.
boy,"”" he -v_mplmf curtly.

4 Coms in here, My

(Ses Chapter 2.)

vou know! I don't know who Fou are,
ut—-"

The man laid & hand on the junior's
shoulder, and nodded towards the wait-
ing-room,

“Come in here, my boy,” he snapped
curtly. “I want a word with you!”

There was something authoritative in
the stranger's voice and demeanour, and
with his wondering chums Gorden Gay
followed the man into the empty room
without further ado.

“Now, my boy,” he said, turning
abruptly upon the junior, “what were
vou doing with that—that stone? Where
did you get it? Tell me!”

“1 don't see why I should,” muttered
Gordon Gay, a little [lBl'YOl\liy. “T don't
see what it's got to do with you. And
it’a only a blessed—"

“T am Detective-Sergeant Day, of the
‘Abbotsford police,” said the man
sharply. “You will tell me how you
became possessed of that stone here and
now, or come with me and explain at
the Abbotsford police-station, my boy !”

Gordon Giay gave a start, and stared
al the man in no little alarm. But he
saw no reason to doubt his statement.
The fellow certainly had the appearance
of 8 police-officer, and now he came to
think, he fancied he remembered seeing
him in police uniform at Abbotaford.

~A 8t. Jim’s fellow dropped it in Ryl-
combe Lane, and I picked it up,” he ex-

plained briefly, ¢ But—but it's only a
bit of red glase, and—"

“Never mind what it is I'"* snapped the
mnan impatiently, “‘I wish to know the
circumstances—at once !

Somewhat sullenly and reluctantly
Gordon Gay complied, and when he had
finished the police officer frowned.

“Very well,” he said quietly. “And
now 1 want your names and addresses.
You'll possibly hear further from me
about this matter. But if you've told the
truth, yow've no need to be afraid.”

And after scribbling for a moment in
his pocket-book the detective turned
abruptly and left the startled Gram-
marians staring blankly at each other.

The Abbotsford train had steamed out
some minutes ago, but the police-officer
sesmed to have forgotten all about his
train as he strode along the platform,
his somewhat hard face puckered in a
puzzled frown.

Outside the station he paused.

“Reginald Talbot of St. Jim’s,” he
muttered to himself, as if to impress the
name on his memory. “Now, how in
Heaven's name did the famous Winning-
ton Ruby come g be in the possession of
a schoolboy? I wonder if we're on the
wrong track, after all? T must follow this
up without delay.”

And, turning on his heel, Detective-
Sergeant Dag strode briskly down Ryl-
combe High Street towards gt. Jim"

_pointed ulon{

CHAPTER 3.
. Missing.
REAT Scott! What on earth’s
this coming ¥’
Tom Merry, Monty Lowther,
and Manners of the Shell were

G

standing chatting_by the gates with
Blake, Herrics, Digby, Cardew, and
geveral other fellows, when Tom Merry

suddenly made that surprised remark and
Rylcombe Lane.

“Looks like the Siamese Twins in
fancy dress,” drawled Cardew, staring
curiously at the oncoming sight. “1
rather fancy—""

“Qr.the winners in a two-legged race
for scarecrows!” chuckled Lowther.
“M.m-my hat! One of 'em's Gussy I

*Great pip!"” ]

1 thought it was!” murmured Uar-
dew. “T fancied I caught the glimmer 6
his merry eyeglass, \'Fhat an astonishin’

sight !

“ And the other’s old Talbot, or I'm
mistaken!” ecjaculated  Tom Merry
*What the thump— Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ha, ha, ha, h

The juniors congregated round the

ates burst into’ a roar of uncontrollable

ughter as the two unhappy victims of
the Grammarians' little . jape. came
ambling wearily up to them,

And no wonder, tor Talbot and D"Arcy
looked a truly weird and wonderful sight.
Gussy, indeed, with his battered topper

Tur GEM Lirarr.—No, 634



6

and blackened face, resembled a Christy
Minstrel more then a scion of the
aristocracy.

“Bai Jove! Pway welease me, deah
boys!” gasped Arthur Augustus feebly.
“J am o complete w’eck, and my clobbah
will be ultahly wuiiied. Those feahful

wuffians—""
*“Ha, ha, ha!" -
«Qh’cruimbs| What a sight I laughed
Tom Mervy. “ Gussy, I'm surprised at
you appearing in public in such a state
“8o undignified!” said Manners
severely.

“Weally, bai Jove—" o
“For goodness’ sake, stop that idiotic
cackling an’ cut us logse!” roared Talbot
crossly, fushing crimson as he glared at
the hilarious juniors, * Blessed if T can
see anything to cackle at, you asses!”
“That's ause you can't see your-
selves!” grinned Tom Merry, beginning
to steuggle with Talbot’s bonds.
—ha, ha'!—who's done this dark deed?
The Graramarians, I su{)pose‘l"
Talbot shortly, rub-

“Yeg!" grunted r
bing his freed wrists. “1 found 'em jap-

ing old Gussy, and was silly ass enough
to chip in. 111 bust Gordon Gay for this
some day!”

And, as a laughing crowd was already
thickening round 519 luckless couple,
Talbot hastily’ began to put his disar-
ranged attire in order, and with his
bandkerchief rubbed some of the mud
from his heated features.

Meanwhile, Blake and Digby had re-
leased the wrathful and loudly lamentis
Arthur Augustus, who immediately fol-
lowed Talbot’s example.

Then he glowered through his eveglass
at his trousers.

“QOh, bai Jove!” he wailed, in horri-
fied dismay, My toppah is uttahly
destwoyed! But—but just look at my
swousahs! The fwightful wottahs! They
have wumpled them beyond wepaiah! 1t
is jmpossible to wemain any longah in
such wumFled twousahs, bai Jove!”

And, followed by m(Pléy loud chortles,
Arthur Augustus Tushed off across the
quad, nlppareul]y to change his ‘ wumpled
twousahs.”

* And I think I'd better do the same,”
said Talbot to Tom Merry, as the juniors
began to disperse. - ‘' At any rate, could
do with a wash and brush up. Luckily,
1 had tea in Waylahd—"

Talbot paused as a sudden thought
struck him, and he clapped a hand

“ But.

quickdy_to his pockét. Then kis face

paled visibly.
“Oh, my hat!” he muttered ‘to him-
self, in alarm. “It’s gone! The blessed

ruby’s gfme! Mus have dropped out of

my——

“Eh? What're you muttering about,
ass?” asked Tom Merry, staring.

Without answering, Talbot turned
away abruptly, and, fo the astonishment
of the Terrible Three, sped swiftly across
the quad.

~\What on earth’s bitten the chump?”
ejaculated Tom Merry. “My hat!
Looks as though he’s making for the
cycle-shed 1" :

“30 he is!" exclaimed Manners, in sur-
prise. “Surely the burbling ass isn’t
going out of gates so late?” i

“Can't be!” muttered Tom, Merry.
«He'll be late for call-over if he does”

But Tom Merry was wrong. In less
than a minute Talbot came hurrying
across the quad, and he was wheeling his
bicycle.

“Here, T say!”

called Tom Merry, in
“ Where are you off,

this time of
;2

“(Can’t stop now;
when 1 come back!”
hastily.

“But—but what about prep—"

“Biow prep! But I'm not going far.
So-long, you chaps!”

And, jumping into the saddie at the
gates, Reginald Talbot pressed the pedals
and.shot away. - 5

“Well, the burbling chump!” ex-
claimed Tom Merry warmly. “Wonder
what his little game is? _Hallo!”

Tom Merry broke off with o starfled
gasp as Talbot swerved to avoid a man
who turned the corner of the lane just

then.
“Narrow escape, that!” nted Man-

ni
tell you eversthing
shouted Talbot

ners. *The silly ass nearly knocked that
merchant down! My hat, he's coming
i ;
The stranger, after

laring angrily
sisup peaTing wp

after Talbot, now fast
the gates

the lane, came striding throug
and approached the juniors,

“T wish to see your headmaster, boys!”
he exclaimed crisply. * Will you kindly
tell me where I can find him?”

Tom Merry gave the required informa-
tion; and the stranger was about to pass
on, when he paused. x .

“By the way,” he asked quietly, “is
there a boy named Talbot at this
school 7 .
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“Yes, sir,” replied Tom, with a slight
start. .**He's just—"" Tom Merry ws
about to say, ‘“He's just gone.out,?
when he pulled himself up. *“ He's in-6uy
Form,” he ended. ot

“ Ab, thanks, my boy!” -

The man turned and strode briskly
across the quad, and the juniors stared
curiously after him. ;

“Wondér who that chap is?” muttered
Tom Merry, with a frown. ‘“And what
does he want with Talbot?"” - 4

“ Looks, like a plain-clothes policeman,”
grinned Lowther, “My hat! * Looks
well if the bobbies are after Talbot!”

“Not likely!” chuckled Tom Merry.
“But the beaks will be if he’s late for
call-over—and us, too, if we don’t go and
make a start on our prep. Come on, and
blow Talbot 1™

And, little dreaming how near Low-
ther had been to the truth, Tom Merry
led his chums indoors for prep. - =

Meanwhile, Detective-Sergeant "Day—
for it was he—had been ushered into the
presence of Dr. Holmes, who gave ‘B
slight frown on learning the identity of
his visitor. = TP

** Ah, yes, Talbot of the Shell he ex-
claimed, eyeing the police:officer some-
| what uneasily. “I will send for the bo
at once. But might I ask why you wis
to question this boy?” . &

“Tt is in connection with a very serious
matter, sir,” answered . the detective
grimly, “Doubtless you have heard of
the recent great jewel roblery at Abbots-
ford, Dr. Holmes? Jewels to the value
of several thousand pounds were stolen
by clever jewel-thieves from the house of
Lady Winnington, on the ouiskirts of
Abbotsford. And—"

“Yes, yes! I have read the account
of the robbery in the newspapers,” inter-
Fopcd the Head sharply. “Eut really 1
ail to see what %maihle connecticn any
boy_of mine could have with such an
affair.”

“Yet such is the case, sir,” replied the
detective quietly, “One of the stolen
jewels was a ruby—a magnificent stoke
of great value. By a stra accident
it was discovered by myself in the pos-
sessiorr of a boy from Rylcombe Grammar
School, who affirms that it belonged to
a boy of this school—Reginald Talbot!”

“Tmpossible!” ejaculated the Head,
with a startled look at the police-officer.
* Bless my soul!”

“Tt is quite possible, of course,” went
on the detective, “that this boy Talbet
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became p d of the stone in as inno-
cent a manner as the Grammar School
boy appears to have done. And it is my
gltull’:;v, of course, to question him about
1%,

“I am amazed !’ exclaimed the Head
quictly, “But I will certainly send at
once for the boy.”

And, striking the bell on his desk, Dr.
Holmes, a couple of minutes later, dis-

atched Toby, the page, in search of

albot. Whilst waiting, the detective

gu\'p the Head a brief account of the
nding of the ruby by Gordon Gay of the
Grammar School as he had heard it from
that junior.

“ Extraordinary !" was the Head's as-
tonished comment. ‘“But even now
do not, see any proof that Talbot did drop
the— Come in!”

-In ansWer to the Head's call, Toby
Marsh entered the study again.

“Which as "ow Master Talbot ain’t to
be found, sir,” he reported. * But Mister
Taggles sez 'e saw 'im go out on 'is
bieycle ten minutes ago, sir.”

r. Holmes frowned with annoyance,
and the police-officer looked grim.

“Then that would be the boy who
me as I entered the gates,” he

] ghould imagine he has. dis-



his saddie to make off, but he was too Iate. The burly man's
aelf being wrenched hs;kvurd-. “ Mot too quick, young shaver !

rst!1* (See Chapter 4.)

covered hi’.’ loss, and gone to search for

ed
“That i3 quite likely,

better send a senior to bring h

And D'Arey, who wi

out the precise spot where the
ace.’

Id be excellent!” was the
“ would like to question
to the truth of the state-
by the Grammar _School

A moment later Dr, Holmes had dis-
Kildare and Arthur
who were not long in
rance, both more than

laimed the Head grimly,
d you were the victim of
by Grammar School
Lane this evening. I
te the full circumsiances
to this gentleman, and answer any ques-
tions he may put to you.”

d looked not a little

“Pway excuse me, Dr
ah not say- anythin’

ab: I am not complain-
in’, though I can assu

was uttahly wuined. It was meably a
wotten joke, and T would weally waﬂ:l‘nh

grasp feil on his collar,
‘We want a word with you

about such a twivial mattah, T can assuah
you.”

not get the Gwammehwians into
bai Jove!”

“ Nonsense!" rapped out the Head
sharply. “ At the moment I am not in-
terested in the assault itself, my boy.
And you need not fear that anything you
may divulge will lead to the punishment
of the culprits. This gentleman is a
police official, and he desires to learn the
truth of the matter for a very g
reason.” E

“Bai Jove!” i

Arthur Augustus hesitated a ‘brief
moment, but as he met the stern eye of
the Head he decided to obey. As he
proceeded with his woeful recital Kildare
Yaised a hand to hide a laugh, whilst the
Head coughed gently. Only the police-
officer ap) aredE to see no humour in
Gussy's tale of woe.

“ And did you motice if your friend
dropped _ anything durin the scuffle,
Master D'Arcy?” he asked, as the blush-
ing swell -of the Fourth concluded his
story. _ “Something like & bit of red
glass, T mean?? .

«T do not wemembah seeing anythin’
of that descwiption!” replied Gussy
warmly. “But, weally, I was too dis-
| twessed about my clobbah to WOWWy

ildare.

hat Talbot of the Shell
" he explained briefly.
reason to believe he has
gone to search Rylcombe Lane for
there this evening.
d look for the boy, Kil-

Kildare and point out
t where you encountered
where Talbot is most

y
St. Jim’s and the swell
eeded at once to the
and within three minutes were
out of the gates.

of the Fourth procee

Head's look of inguiry.
we saw nothing of Tall

face was curiously grim

detain you no longer,
B44,



8 THE BEST 4° LIBRARY D@~ “THE BOYS' FRIEND"” ;Ip“- LIBRARY. "%

he exclaimed quietly. .“The boy has
doubtless gone_on _the Grammar
School, and as I am going that way it

is quite possible I shall meet him. Should
1 not do so, however, I presume you have
no objection to my wvisiting the school
again to-morrow morning, sr?”?
““None . whatever!” exclaimed Dr.
Holmes, though not very covdially.
Wlhen the police-officer had deparied
the Head turned to Kildare, with a frown
of di‘es) annoyance on his worried face.
“Kildare, will you please send Talbot
to me the moment he returns?’y he
ordered sternly. “ And kindly ask Mr.
Railton to step this way."” K
And at the Head's nod of dismissal
Kildare went along to- Mr: - Railton’s
study; whilst. Arthur ‘Augustus PArcy
roceeded thoughtfully. ~towards the
junior Commen-room. ) . i
As he entered quito a numbér -of fel..
lows looked at his excited and worried
face curiously. - .

Whercfore  that wortied frown,
Cugsy?” _inquired Tom Merry, with a
grin. “Been on tl ™ :

he carpet?
D’Arcy shook his h::rs!owh. b

Y am vewwy wowwied about Talhot,” |*

lie confessed. *“I am vewy much
theah is somethin’ wadically w’ong, deah

boys. Pore old Talbot seems to be in
gweat twouble, bai Jove't .
And  Arthur ~Augustus told the

astonished juniors what had taken place
in the Head's study. There was a buzz
of excitement in the Common-room at
onece.

'h‘n[y hat!” EGléat:'ulnte:.i‘ Tom Merry,

looking grave: It certaiily does look
like twugle for Talbot. So that chap
We SAW Wask @

ﬁlnin—clohhes bobbie after
all, Lowther. But what does it all mean?
What sort of a stone, Gussy?’- |

D’Arcy shook bis noble head again.

“T am afwaid I cannot answah that
question, Fom Miﬂ{ " ‘he excl #
But where evah is Talbot, desh boys?”

“That's another 9ue'a‘tiun,“ said Tom
Merry, fmwnini. ‘He went off in a
thumping great hurry somewhere. Ang-
way, it's nearly locking-up new, so he
won't be l_onﬁ." . *

But Tom Merry was wrong. . Locking-
up came and went, but Talbot did not
put in an appearance. As the minutes
flew by the. excitement in the Common-
room increased, and discussion became
vife a8 to what had become of the miss-
in%iunior. s Y i

requently Kildare looked in to ask if
the absent A\mior had returned yet, and
each time his face seemed to set more
grimly.

As yet no alarm was felt for, Talbot's
eafety. The Shell fellow was well able
to take care of himeelf, and it seem:
jmpossible that anything_serious could
have happened to him. But when bed-
time came at last, without any news of
him, there were many anxious faces
among the juniors.

«1 suppose nobody here can give any
information as to where Talbot is?”
ssked Kildare for the tenth time that
avening as lhe came to shepherd the
juniors off- to bed.

There was a general shaking of heads,
and Kildare set his lips. -

“Very well,” he said quietly. “ And
now ofi to bed, everybody. And no
noite, mind.”

The juniors trooped off to their r o
tive dormitories silently enough. nd
after seeing lights out Kildare returned
to the Head's study, where he found Mr.
Railton, the School House master, stand-
m%‘ with Dr. Holmes by the telephone.

he Head was just replacing the re-
ceiver on the rest; andp his face was
gtern and sef, .
“] suppose you have nothing to re-
THE GEM LiBRaRY.—NO. 644,

port, Kildare?” he asked -anxiously, as
the captain of St. Jim’s entered.

“No, sir.. 1 and seyeral other seniors
have made & thorough search, and the
fullest inquiries, without resuit.”

“Tt is extraordinaryd” said -the Head,
with a bewildered glance at Mr. Railton.
“I have just reecived a telephonic gom-
munication from Mr. Dn}g{, who was here
this evening, Kildare. o has called at
the Grammar School, and learned
that Talbot visited a boy named Gay
there this evening, but left the Grammar
School about seven_ o'clock.”

“Then he should have been back here
long ago, sir ! said Kildare, looking sur-
prised. ;

“That is so. I cannob understand
what can have happened to the boy!”

| exclaimed the Head testily. . “However,

Mr, Day, the police-officer, has kindly
'v‘élunte.eymd to make the fullest inguiries

-at. Rylcombe. Station and elsewhere, and

I think we:can do o more now. But
someone should, ‘of .course, wait up for
the boy.” e
0T will do that!” exclaimed My, Rail-
ton at once.

1 should be very
repliod the Head.
better wait in_my study, though,
any message”comes through on _the
E.mm' though I have every

y will return before I retive, g
that unnecessary.” 5 *

But Dr. Holmes' hope was not real-
ised. An hoflr later St. Jim's was in
darkness, save for the light in the Head's
study, where the School House master
kept hia lonely vigil.

But Mr. Railton was not the only per-

make

son who waited anxiously for Talbot’s
returir,

In the Shell dormitory Tom Merry,
who was perhaps Talbot’s closest chum,
l:{ tossing, sleepless, long after his Form-
fellows had dropped off o slcep, stari
into the darkness, and asking himsell
over and over again the question fhat-all
8¢, Jim's had been askil
-~ Where was Talbot?

CHAPTER 4.
Captured.
“N OY:' for that blessed slgm:l I

1 ope to goodness no stranger’s

phgﬁaed‘ O:Ee thing ::3!"

5 Those mutter remarks
were made by Reginald Talbot as he
jum] from his bicycle in Rylcombe

ane.

‘After leaving Tom Merry & Co. at the
gates he had ridden at top s until he
reached the spot where the affray with
the Grammarians had taken place, and
where he hoped to find the missing ruby.

Leaving his machine against a fence,
Talbot began a systematic search of the
grluund, which still_bore tuaces of the

rief struggle with Gordon Gay & Co.

But though he scrutinised every inch
of the ground in the immediate vicini
the search proved to be [ruitless. BSti
hopeful, Talbot closely exemined the
ﬁmu bordering the roadway and the

itches on each side.r But here agamn
the search was without result.

“Qh, my hat!” murmured Talbot at
last in dismay. *What rotten lnck! If
1 did drop the thing about here it's gone
now, that's certain! What the dickens
bad T better do, I wonder?”
1t became borne in upon Talbot's mind

then that he was in an awkward posi-
tion. He had found the precious stone,
and had lost it again, and was to a
certain extent responsible.

He wished now that he had given the
thing up to the guard of the train, or the
stationmaster at Rylcombe, or éven into
the. hands of P.-c. Crump. That im-
portant personage might have made a
temporary mess of the affair, or he might
not; in pny case, Talbot’s responsibility

glad if you would,”
1 think you h‘d_ stances they would

ng that evening : | hi

regarding the riby wonld lave ended
there and then. .

And then another thought entered
Talbot's mind. .

Supposing his suspicions regarding the
two men in the train were proved tn be

roundless—supposing .they really had

ome possessed of the stone in an
‘honest manner—that it was really their
property—what then? %

In all probability they had -already
discovered their loss before the arrival
of the irain at Westwood, Not finding
the ruby in the compartmens they had
previously occupied, they would at once
remember the schoclboy they had left in
that compartment. And his school cap
would soon lead to his being traced to
'St Jim's. .

True, he could deny all knowledge of
the stone; no one could prove that he
‘had: found it. That easy way out of the
difficulty did occur to Talbot's mind, but
he instantly rejected the dishonourable
suggestion with scorn.  He would tell
the truth, and all he could say was thas
tie had found the stone and lost it again,

But would they believe him? Talbot
mentally decided that under the circumn-
not. :
However, there was still a chance.that
ordon Gay & Co. had picked the thing
p, and Talbot determined to settle the
aster without_delay.

“T1) run alon,

to the Grammar School
at once,” he reflected... ““With luck Lil

t back before calling-over. Blow.it!
v's fairly running into ‘the enemies’
country. But 111 have to risk a
ragging.” ) i
* A moment later Talbot had mounted
his machine again, and twenty minutes
later dismounted at the gates of the
Gremmar School. Then, foeling like
Dariiel entering the lions’ den, he left
his bike:in the gateway, and waa enter-
ing the quad, when hé saw a tall, strap-
ing senior. crossing the quad ahead of

m.
“Good egg!" he muttered with satis.
faction. “Old Delamere’s a good -sort,
and he'll see me through. Here goes!”
Drukinﬁm‘mtu a trot, Talbot -soon
overtook Grammar School captain,
who raised his eyebrows in surprise -on’
recognising the St. Jim's junior.
“Hallo, kid! What are you doing
here 2 he exclaimed. 2
“] wanted to see Gordon
fnaped Talbot breathlessly. * But—but,
say, Delamere, I suppose 1 couldn’s
come in with you?""
“You mean you want me to be.your

guide and protector’” said Delamere,
with a -humoured laugh.  * Well,
come along, kid.” ¥

Followed by many curious and not a

few hostile glances from the stray
Grammarians hanging about the pas-
sages, Delamere led the St. Jim'’s junior
to the Fourth Form passage, and after
indicating the study occupied. by Gordon
Gay, he feh him, with a smiling nod.
Talbot knocked boldly at the door, and
in response to a cheerful “Come in, fai-
head ¥ he entered, wearing a faint grin.
Gordon Gay and his study-mates were
evidently doing their prep, but they
jumped up with startled gasps as they
recog the visitor.
“Great Scott!” gas Gordon Cay.
ere, what 1the

“Te—it's :1:u1but!
cried Talbot

“Pax, you cha
hastily, as Frank Monk picked up a
ruler, sigificantly. *I want to speak to
Fyou & moment, éay—no Jarks.”

“All serene, Talbot,” said Gordon
Gay, staring curiously at Talboi's grave
face. "I"tgink 1 can guess what you're

after. Is it that blessed bit of glass?”
Talbot’s face cleared. .
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#85 you found it, then?” he 'ajacu.
lated. My hat, what a relief—"
““PBut 1 isven't got it now,” inter-
posed Gay guickly. “Fou deo—"
“What 1"

- #The police collared it!” replied Gay.
' And a moment later he was relating to
the astopnded Talbot what had taken
place on the Rylcombe Station platform.

“ Anyway, hope it won't mean
trouble for you, old chap,” ended up the
Grammarian. - But what on earth does
it all mean?
this fuss about a bit of red glass mean,
Talbot? Surely it isn’t a real —

“7 don’t quite know myself yet,” con-
fessed Talbot. “But I've got a good
suspicion——"' Taibot pa . He was
naturally of a _cautious nature, and he
decided it unwise to confide in anybody
yet. “But I can’t stop to haye a_chat
now, old sport,” he went on hurriedly.
“ Anyway, I'm glad it's in safe hands.
And now T must be getting back, I'm
jolly Iate as it is.”

“We'll escort you to the gates, or

““want carrying home on 2
stretcher,” inned  Gordon
% Come on, you fellows!”

Talbot parted from the cheerful Gram-
marians at the gates, & he was
whistling * cheerily as he mounted his
machine and started back along the
leafy lane in the gathering dusk, .
“The news that the ruby was safe in
the hands of the police was good news
indeed, and even the certainty of being
Jate for call-over did not worry the
junior just then. ”

Talbot had covered half the distance,
when he slowed down s little as he noted
the figures of two men walking in the
centre of the road shead. ngingl his
bell, he swerved a little to pass them,
when one of the men called out to him.

What. the question was the junior did
not catch, but unsuspiciously, and per-
haps unwisely, he applied his brakes and
dismounted.

Tt was too dusky under the trees to see
the faces of the men, but Talbot
noted that one was a much bigger fellow
thgn: his companion.

“Hallo, what's the trouble 7" he asked
cheerfully. iy

The men approached quickly, and it
was the big man who answered.

“(lould you kindly put us right for St.
Jim's College?” {xe grunted  surlily.
“There’s. a young feller there we wants
to see most partieularly—""

The feollow stopped
and peered erly into Talbot's face.
Then he started violently.

“Why, Meeson,” he yelled hoarsely,
“if it ain’t the very chap ’idself! It's
the young ‘ound—" P

The msan broke off again—this time
with a savage snarl, as Talbot made as if
to.spring into, the saddle.

Talbot had suddenly recognised the
men. and. instinctively read danger in
the eyes of the spesker. But he was too
late. The man's grasp fell upon his
collar, and his bike fell. with a crash as
he - himself was wrenched backwards
roughly. -

_“Not yet, young shaver!” growled
the' big man fiercely. “We want 2
word with you first !” .

Talbot's eyes gleamed, and he tried to
wrench himself free angrily. But the
man swift] released his grip of the
junior’s collar, and ipped both _his

\wrists in a vice-like grip that bit cruelly |

into the flesh. . .

“Tet go! What does this mean?”
panted Talbot furiously, though he was
well aware what it meant and what the
men wanted, * Yow'll suffer for this—

this outrage !"”

What the thump does all |

Gay.’

short suddenly,’
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twist the junior’s wrists until Talbot had

to olench his teeth to keep back a cry of
pain. But at that. moment the man
called Meeson interrupted.

“Stop that, Brent, you idiot!” he
muttered w;nunglg.\ “We've no time
for that foolery! No meed to hurt the
kid, either, if he’s sensible and dubs up.
Get him out of this before someone
comes along. T'll look after ’is bike.
Look lively, man!”

“Right-ho !” growled Brent, with an
t;:f!g““m grin at Talbot.. “Kim on,

And before Talbot knew
happening his wrists were released, the
fellow’s arms swept round him, pinning
his arms helplessly to his sides. Then be
was borne like a child into the deep
recesses of the trees and thickets border-
ing the lane.

Not until he was-well out of sight and
hearing of the lane did the fellow stop,
and then he lowered the writhing junior
without slackening his _grip in the
slightest. =

Next moment Meeson crushed his wa
through the thickets. Stepping forward,
the  fellow peered closely into the
junior’s pale, furious face. His thin
features were twisted into a grin; but as
Talbot noted the hard, ominous glitter
in his eyes the junior’s heart sank, and
he mentally voted him the - more
dangerous ruffian of the two, for all his
apparently harmless manner.

“Now, my young friend,” he ex-
.claimad briefly, “you know what we
want, 1 suppose. We want what you
picked up in the train to-night—that bit
of red crystal. It belongs to us, an’ we
mean to 'ave it. We means you no
harm, providing you gives it up without
any trouble, That's the programme.”’

Talbot shrugged his shoulders.

“You won't %:at anything out of me
by threats,” e muttered through
clenched teeth. = “I haven't got the
ruby. I've lost it. And—"

“Qtow that!” was the quick, threaten-
ing answer. “You must take us for
mugs to expect us to swallow that yarn,

ou young fool! Hold 'im a minute,
rent. I'il soon see if he’s got the thing
on 'im!"

And, stepping forward, Meeson ran.
his - fingers deftly through Talbot’s

ckets, and over eve inch of the
junior’s clothes where t ruby could
Fﬂombly be hidden. ~He gave it up at

et with a savage aud disappointed im-
precation,  and his eyes were glinting
dangerously as he faced the Shell fellow.

“Jt ain't ‘ere, but we've got to 'ave
it 1" he said savagely. “I knows a little
place where we can talk it over quietly
with ’im. 'Old him down.”

As he heard the words a cold chill of
dread filled Talbot's heart, and he
struggled frantically, expecting every
moment the dull blow of a cudgel or life-
preserver on his defenceless head,

But what did come was utterly un-
expected.

Something was thrust. over his mouth
and nose;—a rag soaked in something
hat had a strong, sickly odour. _

Chloroform ! .

The truth flashed in upon Talbot’s
mind, and he held his breath and
struggled and kicked frenziedly; but it
was useless.

“You—you scoundrels!” he gasped.

“ You—you—-""__ o
His senses swam; the figures of the
men, the trees, and thickets whirled

eyes, and_then

dizzily above his |taring
nd he remembered

blackness descended, a

no more.

The bullying ruffian’s answer was to [

what was | &
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CHAPTER 5.
) Under a Cloud.

OM MERRY’S first thought as he
opened his eyes at rising-bell the
next morning was _Talbot.
But as he glanced eagerly across

at his chum’s bed his heart sank.

The Hed was empty, and very plainiy
had not been slept in. Talbot had nob
returned.

Full of vagneforebodings, the junior
captain of St. Jim's climbed out of
and was beginning to dress, when Kil-
dare looked in. As his eyes fell upon
Talbot’s empty bed his face became
rave.
“T thought I’d look in before going
down, Merry,” he exclaimed; “but T
see Talbot hasn't returned even yet.”

“No; worse luck. I suppose oy’ve
heard nothing further of him, Kildare?”
asked Tom Merry anxi :

“Not since last night. ,He was last
seen at the Grammar ool, and left
there at about seven, I believe—"

Kildare stopped suddenly, as though it
dawned upon him he was saying too .
much. .

“The—the Grammar School!” echoed
Tom Merry, in astonishment, “ But
what on earth was he doing there,
Kildare?”

Kildare did not-answer that question.
To the junior's - surprise, turned
abruptly and- left the dormitory. .

“My only hat!” muttered . Tom
Merry, with a frown, - “This business
licks me altogether. What does Kildare
know, I wonder "

Tom was preoccupied and gloomy as
he resumed his dressing amid & buzz of
excited discussion as the other fellows
awoke to find that Talbot was still miss-
ing. (};uckiy Tom Merry dressed, and
when he was joined by Manners and
Monty Lowther the three hurried down-
stairs, anxious to learn any fresh news
of the missing junior.

But there they learned nothing beyond
the fact that Mr. Railton bad waited up
until a late hour, and that the police
had searched without finding any trace
of the missing jumior.

1 dow’t like it at all,” confessed Tom
Merry, as the Terrible Three were dis:
cussing the matter with Blake & Co. in
the* quad after breakfast. * What on
carth did that police johnny want with
old Talbot in the first place? And then
there’s that yarn of Ellgéj”s_ about a
stone. What sort of agiddy stone was
it, Gussy 1" 5

“Ask me anothsh, bai  Jove!"
answered Arthur Augustus, with a shake
of the head. ‘It 1s a most wemark-
able— Hallo, deah boys, theah is that
policeman’ fellah again{”

Croseing from the gates was a well-
built man, dressed in blue serge suit and
bowler-hat. Blake, Herries, and Digby.
who had not yet seen Detective-Sergeant
Day, were staring with interest after
hini. Tom Merry sighted another figure
advancing towards m. .

“Hallo, here's Miss Marie!” he mur-
mured, *8he looks jolly upset, too.”

Marie Rivers had known Talbot in the
old dark days, when he had been a
member of the famous Angel Alley gang
of crooks, of which John Rivers, Marie's
father, had been the leader.. It was
long ago,” though, since John Rivers bad
enounced the life of crime and becoma
a respected member of the community—
as also, of course; had Reginald Talbot.

But the friendship formed in thoee
dark days bad ripened into something
more than mutugl regard and admira-
tion between the school nurse and the

handsome Shell fellow. And so it was
perhaps no wonder that Marie Rivers
Tug GEM LIBRARY.—NoO. 644
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was now “looking upeet,” Tom
Merry had put it

“Tell me, Tom Merry,” she asked, her
face pale and ngitnte(i “is there-any
fresh ‘newe of Talbot? . 1 cnly heard
this morning that he was missing; and I
was just hurrying over to ask if any-
chm? further had come to light. What
can have happened to him?”

Tomn Merry’s eves were troubled.

“1 do not know—I wish I did,” he
replied quietly, *But I don’t think
we need worry just yet, Miss Marie.
He went out on his bike, and it's guite
possible he met with a elight accident
somewhere out of reach .of phone or
. telegraph.”

Marie Rivers nodded slowly.

“Yes, I suppose that is possible,” ehe
murmured. * But you know Talbot has
many enemies, Tom Merry. And I can-
not help feeling *something horrible has
bhappened. You will -let me know,
won't you, if any news comes—bad or

ood P .

“I certainly will, Mies Marie. But
don’'t worry over-much. Talbot can take
care of himself, and he’ll probably turn
up this morning, lively as ever.”

But, when Marie Rivers had flitted
away, Tom Merry did not look as if he
himself placed much reliance on the
hiopes he bad held out to Marie Rivers.

_And could he have heard the discus-
sion taking place at that moment in the
Head's study he would have felt more
wuneasy than ever on his absent chum’s
behalf,

As on the previous evening, Detective-
Sergeant Day had been ehown straight
into the Head's. study; but this time
his somewhat hard face wore a particu-
larly grim and suspicious expression as
he " took the chair indicated by Dr.
Holmes.

*I understand this boy Talbot has
not yet returned, Dr. Holmes? he
Legan politely. -

“No, he has not,” replied the Head,
with a harassed frown. “I do mnot
know what to make of it. His disap-
pearance just now is most remarkable.”

* Perhaps it is not so remarkable when
cne considers the facts, sir,” ventured
the police-officer drily. :

“What do you mean, pray?” ex-
claimed the Head sharply. -

The police-officer coughed.

*This morning, sir, T have had some
conversation with Inspector Skeat, of
the Walylam{ police, in regard to this
boy _Talbot. ~He has given me some
remarkable information in relation to
the past Nistory of the boy—information
tmt; as far as am concerned, has
altered the whole complexion of the
case,” L

The Head bit .his lip, and his_kind
face clouded as he moved uneasily in
his chair.

*Pray proceed,” ‘he said quietly.

“I am given to-understand, sir, that,
before coming to .this school, the boy
wae a member of a notorious gang
criminals. "In those days he was known
as -the prince of cracksmen. Not only
was he a skilful eracksman himself, but
le was the brains of the gang to which
lie belonged.” ‘ :

“That—that is quite true,” muttered
ithe Head quickly. ““But that past js
dead and done with, You cannot—surely
cannot think—cannot suspect the boy of
complicity in the jewel robbery? . He|
has lived down and atoned a thousand
times for the past. He has given every
proof of a bhigh and honourable
character, ‘and I bave every confidence
in his sterling honesty and integrity.” |

i i + coughed . gputfy o8

as

The police-officer
he.rose to his feet. i

-Jooked out quickly.

policg on a.

“Then I fear, sir, that the news I
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have for you will prove doubly un-
leasant. The caee is in my hands, and

cannot afford to ignore the evidence
nor to delay action. I came here this
morning to acquaint you with the fact
that we are searching diligently for the
boy, ‘and that in all ?mbahility he will
be arrested when—-"

“What—what ! Talbot ?
Good gracious!™ .
The Head gripped the arms of hie
chair, and half-rose to his feet in sheer
aniazement and distress of mind.
" “Yes, sir; in view of the exceptional
circumstances, we are reluctantly com-
pelled to take that step. He will be

Arrest

W ON
ALE.

mind, however, that he was not lying in
the open air at all. He was lying upon
a hard stone floor, and the apartment he
was in—if apartment it was—was damp
end musty, like a dungeon.

And then Talbot made another dis-
covery. Feeling a dull, achingxahn in his
wrists, he attempted to move them, only
to find they were tightly tied together

_with cord.

He was s prisoner. But where?

Fortunately, Talbot’s legs were not
bound, and” he staggered to his feet.
Barely had he faken two steps when he

 was brought up against a solid wall of

stone. Tuming, he moved blindly in the

arrested on o m
the theft of Lady Winnington's jewels.
T trust, sir, that should the whereabouts
of the boy become known to you, youa
will let us know as early as possible.”

There ‘was a pause.

“That will be my duty, aud I shall
cestainly do so,” replied Dr, Holmes
coldly at last. :

“TPhank you, Dr. Holmes, T wish you

good-morning, sir!”
. As the door closed behind the detec-
tive, the Head sank back in his chair,
with & deep sigh. He jumped up with
a start, however, as a sudden startled
gasp, followed by a scuffle, come from
the passage. £

The Head strode to the door and

Standing _outside
detective, who was
staring in astonishment along the pas-
sage, and, following his glance, the ead
was just in time to sce a paiv of fat legs
vanish round a corner shead. i

“It was a boy,” cxplained Mr. Day
grimly.  “He wae apparently listening
at the keyhole. I stumbled over the
young rascal as I came out.”

The Head frowned darkly, and stepped
into the paseage.

“Come back, boy!™ he called out
angrily. “Come back at once!”

But Baggy Trimble—for it wae he—
did not come back. The Peeping Tom
of the Fourth had a suspicion that the
Head would .sn-ongli object to a junior
listening at the keyhole of his study
door, and he had no intention of coming
back. He was also in foo great a
hurry .to impart to all and sundry the
asponishing news he had overhcard re-
garding Reginald Talbot.

And this he did very guickly. Wildly
excited and nearly hursmm?‘i with  the
reat news, he rushed off first to the
junior Common-room, where quite -a
number of Shell and Fourth-Formers
were standing about waiting for the bell
for morning classes to ring. And from

the door was the

‘there the news quickly A?mﬂd until_all

St. Jim's was buzzing with the startling

story. .
. Talbot of the Shell was wanted by the
arge of complicity in a jewel
robbery at Abbotsford!
CHAPTER 8.
Talbot’s Deflance.
EGINALD TALBOT came to him-
R celf slowly and dazedly. He was
shivering and aching in every
limb, and his head throbbed

wildly. His first conscious thpuglit was
of wonder. Where was he? What had
happened?

Half-dazed and stupefied as he was, it
was difficult to think coherently. Then
suddenly the memory of his siruggle with
the two men returned with a rush, and
he ghinced around him dizzily. f o

But though he utmined,gie_bnming
eyes. he could see nething. . Around him
was the blackness of a pall; of the two
men, the thickets, the trees and sky he
could see nothing. |

1t was quickly borne.in upon Talbot's

‘and

P direction, when he stumbled
over stona steps, and only saved himself
from going headlong b iinging out his
bound hands in front thiln.

Still puzzled and perplexed, Talhot
continued his investigations, It soon be-
came clear to him that he was not in o
room at all, The floor was barely four
feet wide, while its length began at the
stone steps and ended in the entrance
10 what close examination proved to be
a tunnel leading into the bowels of the
earth.

“My hat!” muitered Talbot, in sur-
prise.  “This beais the band. It's the
entrance to the underground passage be-
neath the old monk’s cell in Rylcombe
Wood.”

The junior was very familiar with the
place, and he experienced a feeling of
rvélief and hope at the discovery.

The tunnel, he knew, led a consider-
able distince underground. It ended ih
the Iabir‘rimh of vaults and passages be-
neath the old castie on Wayland ﬁiﬂ_

But to escape that way, Talbot knew
also, would be prachically hopeless.
Bound as he was, and with no lights, he
would ptpbo,bl{)e;mnder about in that
maze until he ame lost and dropped
from  exhaustion.

His only chance, the junior realised,
was to escape hy the trap-door over his
head. When Talbot had visited the placo
last, the square opening bad been open
to the sky, an o surmised that the
rascals had placed a heavy stone over it.

Talbot felt his way up the stone steps
until his head touched the stone covering
the aperture. Lowering his head, he
placed his shoulders agamst the stone,
and, bunching his muscles, prepared- to

ift.

But before he could do this he suddenly
relaxed and stood listening intently.
From above came the sound of fooisteps
and harsh voices,

Talbot's heart sank. To him it could
only. mean one thing. His captors were
returning: -

“What rotten luck!"” breathed Talbot,

He stepped swiftly down the steps and
flung himself on the stone floor in a help-
less and dejected attitude. &

And not a moment too soon. From
above came the harsh grating of stone
on stone; then came a dull, heavy thud,
and o _flood of dazling sunshine shot
through the opening.

Almost instantly a dark figure appeared
at the opening, and next moment Mee-
son, his in-faced assailant of the
previous night, d _down the steps,
8 stood smiling dowh at ‘him sneer-
ingly. His companion, Brent, followea
him through the opening, but stopped at
the top of the steps, evidently on the
watch. :

8o ?ou’ve comie - round, my young
friend?" exclaimed Meeson. s

Talbot, lglamd up.at him.

“You'll be made io suffer
scoundrels ™ .

Meeson- laughed soltly, and seated him-
self on the steps. ’

*8o you've not altered your tune, m.
young fighting-cock?” he smeered. *

for tha:s, you
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sheuld have thought a night in this
pleasant place would have knoc some
of the spirit out of you, But we're n
a hurry—me and my mate. Our busi-
ness ain’t finished in. these parts until

we've got that bit of stons back we lost,
And at depends on you, my
We're staying ’ere until you tell us

where to find it."

“Then you'll stay here for ever!”

1 don't think so,” was the significant
answer. “I expect ‘:m'll be {eeling
‘ungry and thirsty by dinner-time,
youngster, and will talk differently then.”

Talbot gave a start. -

“8o that’s the game, is it?" he
muttered, in a low tone. ‘' You mean to
starve me into submission?”

“You've hit it, young feller. Neither
bite nor sup will you taste uniil you've
put us on the track of that iuby,”
- answered Meeson slowly and deliberately,

Talbot’s face paled a fil tle as he glanced
into the hard, unrelenting face of the
man.

His position, unless he could find a
means of escape from the clutches of the
scoundrels, was hopeless indeed.

“You can starve me--do your worst,
and be hanged to you !” he said, through
clen teeth. “I've told you I've lost
the stone, and it’s true. If I wanted it
myself I could not get it. But as for
starving me, per]mps vou won't get the
chance to do that.’

Meeson's
entrance to the tunnel, and he grinned.

“If you're thinkin’ of escaping along
thyt tunnel you'd better think agen,” he
sard, *If it was lit up with electric light,
you might stand a chance. But uniess
you're lookin’ for a living grave I'd
advise you to_stay as you is,”

“T'm not thinking of trying it,” said
Talbot, with a curl of the lip, “But do
you_think they'll not miss me at school?
And do you imagine they’ll not search
for me? When they find my bike—"

“They’ll find it where we hid itf-in the
yiver,” chuckled the ruffian. *Dut they’ll
have to dredge the blessed river to find it,
take my word for that. Do you suppose
wo was sich fools as to leave a clue like
that behind? What do you say to that,
mister?”

Talbot's face fell, He had not given
the scoundrels eredit for such cunning.
Then, after a pause, his jaw set squarely.

“I say what I said before,” .he ex-
claimed dugegﬂd!y. “You can do your
worst, and be hanged to you!"

“That’s final, then?”

“Yes. ¥
“So much the worse for you, then!”
said the man savagely, as he rose to his
feet. ' We'll leave you to think it .over
now. But we'll be back about one
o'clock, and you'll be wanting some
dinner by then, an' p'raps you'll be
willin’ to think about it.”

Talbot did not answer. He was afraid
of betraying the satisfaction the man’s
last words had aroused in him. He had
hardly hoped that the men would leave
him again o soon, and his" hopes of

es%pe Tose. 5

ith a deep breath of relief, Talbot
teched- as the man climbed up through

the opening and vanithed from sight.

And” next moment the heavy sto

dropped into place with a hollow thud,

and - the blackness as of the tomb
desctnded on Talbot once again.
CHAPTER 7.
Talbot’s Resolve,

ALBOT allowed a long interval to
elapse before devoting his atten-
tion to.the trap-door above his

ad; he was taking no chances

of the men still being in the Tiedr vicinity.
Then, clambering 16 his feet, -
stumbled up the sfone steps until he

Jance strayed to the dark|a

he | she heard it.
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veached the third from the top, and there
he paused, listening intently.

No sound came to his stmmm@i) ears,
and, taking a deep breath, he braced
his_muscles and placed his shoulders
under the huge stome. Clenching his
teeth hard, he drove upwards with all the
strength at hjs disposal. *~ But the flag-
stone did not move. -

Panting and exhaused, Talbot rested a
while, and tried again, but without any
vesult, But at the third utternﬂxt the
stone shifted sideways. It was only the
slightest. fraction of an_inch, but it gave
him renewed hope, and after that he set
to work with savage determination.

Altornately driving 2t tha stone and
resting, Talbot worked away until his
shoulders ached with the terrific strain,
and his back felt as though it were break.
ing. But it was not without result.

At the end of half an hour the stone
had slid aside six inches. At the end
of an hour an opening wide enough to

rmit the plucky junior to escape

en made. ]

But it left Talbot feeling a physical
wreck, and it was with his last ounce
of strength that he hauled himself out
into the bright momming sunshine, and
sank breathless and spent on the grass-
grown ﬂalfstonel of the old monk’s cell.

For fully five minutes he lay there
motionless. As his strength returned he
staggered to his feet, and drew into his
ll_mgn a deep breath of the fresh morning

i,

“That's better!” he muttered thank-
fully. “But, by jingo. that thumping
stone wanted some shifting. And now
for getting my hands free.”

Talbot moved to the broken wall of
the rvoofless old cell, and, selecting a
stone, he began to rub the cords that
bound his wrists, backwards and for-
wards along its jagged edge.

After a few minutes’ brisk sawing, the
last strand parted, and he was free.

Only stopping a moment to rub_ his
swollen wrists, the Shell fellow turned his
back on his recent prison, and started
off through the deep woods at a trot.
He realised that the sooner he made
from that locality the bettér.

As he emerged into Rylcombe Lane he
paused, debating in his mind whether to
go on to the local police-station and
report what had happened, or hasien to

St. Jim’s.

“I think T'd better make for home.”
he defided, at last. I reckon they’ll be
more than a little anxious about me.
The Head will soon put the police on the
track of those brutes—though I don't
suppose the worthy bobbies will believe
a word*of my yarn in any case.”

And having made his decision, Talbot
turned his face in-the direction of St
Jim’s, As he walked briskly dowa Ryl-
combe Lane he-laughed softly to himself,
as he reflected what a sensation his story
would create among his schoolfellows.
He little dreamed how the poesition really
stood. 4
But he was soon to know. For, as the
gates of the school came in sight, he
noted a familiar, girlish figure walking
towards him, and his face lit up eagerly.

“ Marie !” he exclaimed gladly, *So
Marie's to be the first to welcome the
wanderer home. Poor old girl, theugh.
I bet she’s been worried no end over my
e Souwitil, i dd

A orgetful of his grimy and dis-
lievelled appearance, Talbot troke into
a run, eager to t his girl chum,

Marie Rivers did 1ot see him until he
was quite close. " She was walking slowly,
with bent head, and her face was pniy
apd careworn,

“Marie!” Tt was Talbot’s voice, and
The ggrl gave a violent
start, and looked up swiftly,: But as she

Three halfpence, 11
recognised the - junior running towards.
her, she gave a queer cry of amazement
and intense gladness,

“Toff! Is it really you?” 2

“Tt’s the Toff zight- enough,” langhed
Talbot ruefully, * Thoughs.[ don’t look
much of a toff now, do 11”

Marie warmly returned the pressure of
the junior's hand] and her eyes were

Heaven you are safe, Toff!
Oh, I kave been dreadfully anxious abount
you. But—but what happened?
Tell me—wheré have you been ?’

Talbot langhed lightly.

“I have been spending an uncomfort-
able night in the old monk's cell in Ryl-
combe Woods,” he said. :

* What—what do you mean?"

“It's been my turn to be kiduapped,
Marie,” smiled Talbot.

Marie Rivers gavé a quick start, and
eyed the Shell fellow in alarm. .

“You-—you don’t mean‘—surely not by
any of the old gang—Davwlish, or anyone
we know?"

*“No; the men who captured me are
%mnxers to mie, and I to them,” replied

albot. ;

- And he briefly related to the astounded
girl all that had happened since his pre-
cipitate entry into the railway carriage at
Wayland Junction the previous evening.
But though Marie Rivers listened breath-
lesshy, Talbot failed to see the strangely
troubled look in her eyes. d

“And now [I'll be getiing in” he
ended cheerfully. *It's about_dinner-
time now, and I'm famished, I assure
you, Marie. But I'd better sce the Head
firet, and spin him the yarn.” -

Marie  Rivers gave 2 little dismayed
gl and laid a detaining hand on
Talbot's arm.

““But—but you cannot—you must nob
enter the schaol 1" sheexclaimed, with a
frightened glance around. “Don’t you
know—"

“But why not?"” .

“Because the police are searching for

you, Toff. You would at once be .
detained and arrested, Oh, Toff, it is
horrible !

And, in her turn, Marie told her
astounded chum all that had happened
in his absence, and when she had finished «
Talbot lauched mirthlessly,

“The fools!” he_ exclaimed bitierly.
“ wonder if these local police can belp
blundering?  But surely I can easily
clear myzelf 1" E

“You could explain, but would they
believe you? Dr, Holmes would, and so
would all your friends here. But to the
police your story would be too wildl
improbable to be true. They are wha
you ecalled them, Toff. And you know
they would never trouble to investigale
the story. You would be arrested, and
the two sconndrels would remain at large.
Oh, what can vou do. Toff 1"

Talbot frowned thoughtfully. i

But a moment’s reflection told him
that Marie's sage view was quite
right. His story was so imprcbable that
the local police would re%ard it as an-
absurd fairy tale, trumped up to save
himself, ?he would never trouble to
visit the monk's cell, and, as Marie said,
the men would remain at large, and he
would be arrested. ' L

He could not afford to take the risk—
until the scoundrels were captured he
must keep out of the way. &

And with this thought there came p
plan into Talbot’s mind—s plan wharebs
he h to trap the kidnappers, an
thus elear his own good name.

He turned suddenly to Marie,

"'\.}That 'i'M‘.;m ﬁ::;,hl;lluioj" he acked
tensely. wal s stopped.”

Tre Geu Lisrany.—No. 644
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Marie Rivers consulted her wrist-

Half-past twelve,” she replied, with
a questioning ghnco at Talbot, “But
Py

L wha

““Then I must lose no- time," said
Talbot swiftly. “ At all costs I must
reach the monk’s cell before one o'clock.
Good-bge, Marie, for the present. Il

00—

“The monk's cell?” echoed Marie
Rivers in alarm. * But why?”

“To keep an appointment with my late
captors,” returned Talbot, with a grim
smile, “T'm going to turn the tables on
the rotters. They kidnapped me, and,
with a lil,it'uf luek, I'll return the com-

iment.

“But the danger, Toff! You must
not!  What can you do against two
grown men?”

“1f I'm emart, there’ll be no danger,
never fear, Good-bye for the present,
Marie.” -

And Talbot was turning away, when

his girl “chum grasped his  arm
appealmgly.
“Don't do it, Toff. Tt is madness!”

she gi}leaded. ““Why run such risks when
you have plenty of good chums here who
would be only too willing to help. If you
are bent on your plan, why not enlist the
services of Tom Merry and his friends?
Let me tell them #*
Talbot paused at that. He would have
preferred not to have brought anyone

else into the business. But his common- |

sense told him that Marie was right. -
He stood a moment, thinking swiftly.
“You are quite right, arie,”  he

muttered, at length. “Tell Merry to
come to the old monk's cell in Rylcombe
Woods, but tell him to scout round first
until he sees me. I'll explain eversthing
to him then.” "

And after hurriedly outlining his plan’
to his girl chunr, Talbot sped away at top
#peed along Rylcombe Lane. L

Marie Rivers watched him for a brief
moment, and then, with a heavy heart,
she retraced her footsteps, and went in
search of Tom Merry.

CHAPTER 8.
. The Informers, .-
#YYY HAT do you chaps make of
that?"
Barely had the light foot-

5 stepa. of the school nurse
died away in the direction of the gates,
when three excited and amazed faces
peered over the thick hedge bordering
the lane.

Racke, Crooke, and ‘Mellish had been
taking advantage brief recess
between classes and' dinner to have a
quiet smoke in the secluded corner of the
hl:ﬁ'mg-ﬁelds between the high school
wall-and the hedge,

They had watched the meeting of
Talbot and Marie Rivers, though they
had only caught brief snatches of the
conversation, =

It was Gerald Crooke who asked -the

- question, and his eyes were ablaze wi
tense exci t and unholy trivmpt

“What do you chaps make of that?"”
he repeated, glating with bitter enmity
after the rapidly retreating form of
Reginald Talbot. “B8o that rotten,
thieving cad must be hidini somewhere
about here. Let’s go after him and find
ont—quick !” : B

“But what about dinner, ass?”

“Hang dioner!” snarled Crooke.
*Tsn't it worth missing dinner to get our
own back out of that ieﬂat! cad?”

“But what's the object if we do’ find

out—tell the police?” asked Racke,
“Of course. It's only our duty to do
Tue Gex Lisrary.—No. 644.

that,” said Crooke, with a hypocritical [

smirk,
Aubrey Racke grinned. He was fairl
well acquainted with t,heH depth ang

extent of Crooke’s sense of ** duty.”

“Oh, all right, then. It'll be a smack
in the eye for Tom Merry and the rest
of his rotten pals, and I've a . few
scores to settle with Talbot myself.
Come on, Mellish !”

And the three shady rascals erushed
through a gap in the hedge, and set off
at top speed after the distant figure of

R%izmld Talbot.
acke & Co. were not athletes; they
were not in_good condition, either, And
very soon nlfthrea had bellows to mend.
“Oh dear!” panted Percy Mellish, at
length. “ Do stop, you chaps! I'm fag—
fagged out! We'll never catch the cad
up

Glad enough of an excuse fo stt]bE.
Racke and Crooke dropped to a walk,
panting and wheezing like

winded cabhorses. .

Ahead of them the figure of Talbot was
but & speck on the white road in the dis-
tance, and they realised they could never
reduce that distance. Even as the
slowed down the dark speck disappear
altoéether.

“Gone into Rylcombe Woods!" panted
Crooke fiercely. * What putrid luck!
It'll be worse than looking for & needle
in a hayrick, searching for the cad-in

there!” -
“] say, though” cut -in: Mellish
ly. ~ “I heard Talbot saying some-

Elgﬂr ¥
thing about the monk’s cell. Supposing
2 "

broken-

“The very place!™ ejaculated Urooke

delightedly.” *Good for you, Mellish.
old sport. That's jusi where he would
be liding. My hat, we've got him!
Buck up!”

-And, putting on speed again, the cads
of St, Jim’'s ambled on with renewed en-
couragement. Reaching the spot where
they d;miged their quarry had disap-
peared, they dived into the woods, and
were soon tramping through the gloomy
thickets. s .

As they neared the clearing in which
stood the .monk’s cell, Crooke held up

a warning_hand.

“Carefully now!” he breathed. “If
the ‘brute spots us, he’ll most likely get
the wind up, and bunk for it!"

Very cautiously Crooke trod forward
until he reached the fringe of trees, and
from the shelter of a thicket peered into

‘the clearing. Then he gave a muttered

grunt of satisfaction,
Talbot was indeed there. He was
feverishly engaged .in rolling a_ heavy
stone towards the dark opening in the
of the ruins.
"Crooke watched him ‘with glittering
eyes for a moment; then he turned
eagerly to his pals. & A
“That's good enough!” he exclaimed
jubilantly, “And now we've got td leg
it-as hard as we can pelt to Rylcombe
post-office, and ’‘phone the Wayland
police up. Comeé on—quietly """
“Think the, goiiu! johnnies
swallow it, though?” grinned Racke.
“Not if they knew the messago cama
from us,” chuckled Crooke. ™ But ic
isn't going to come from us—officially.
I'm_going to be Dr. Holmes—speakin’

will

from our ms?ected Head's study—for one |,
nly. :

afternoon o And now buck up!"”

And, “chuckling softly, Gerald Crooke
led the way back throuch the taneled
undergroiwt And five minutes later
the £:ee cads were speeding  towards
Rylcombé post-office. :

eanwhile,~ blissfully unconscions of

the . treacherous plot hatched for his
undoing, Reginald Talbot was makifg
brisk preparatioms for . his *‘appoint-
ment ** with the kidnappers,

It was already close on one o'clock,
and, knowing that at any moment now
the men might return, he set to work
foverishly, e

His first task was to replace the huge
"slab of stone over the opening; and this
was no easy job, But the ur| y of
case gave him added strength, and after
a strenuous struggle the stone was
levered into place.

“Alter which he rolled several smallor
stones from the shattered walls of the
ruins, and left them in a casual, though
handy, position by the trap-door.

Then, his parations being com
pleted, he hid g:i‘;ind a mass of masonry
to watch and wait.

His plan for turning the tables on the
two rascals was smplicity itseli—in
theory, at least.

It was to wait until the men had
lowered themselves through the opening,
and then to rush’ from his hiding-place
and slam the heavy stone into place,
afterwards piling other loose stones on
top to make escape impossible.

Five minutes after Talbot had taken
up his ioaxtion behind the pile of
masonry, he heard heavy footsteps cvash-.
ing through the wood. A moment later
-Meeson, followed by his burly com-
panion, entered the clearing.

Trembling with excitement and -sus-
pense, Talbot watched as the biz man
suI]enﬁy bent his massive shoulders, and

-under ~ his powerful - grasp the stone
lifted easily, ~ And then, to the junior's
intense relief, they left it standingron
its side.

But next moment Talbot's heart sank.
Meeson dropped down the steps and dis-

Kﬁeand, ut his companion did not,
low—not then.

He stood furtively glancing round the
.clearing, obviously keeping watch, tntil;

mite suddenly, there came an angry
Ehmn from below. It was a shout of
fury and alarm, and it told Talbot that
his absence was discovered.

Evidently, however, the man above did
not understand the situation for the
moment;. He leaned over the opening,
and shouted a question to Meeson below
And in that instant Talbot saw his
chance, and took it. 3

He sprang to his feet, and, with a wild
leap, - od ' the unsuspecting man.
Then, with' one frantic push, he sent
the fellow headlong down the steps.

Turning swiftly, he grasped the heavy
stone, and wrenched with all his
| strength. |

But Talbot's luck deserted him there.

The huge stone moved, balanced a
_brief moment on its edge, and dropped
back to its former position.

Desperately, Talbot grasped it. again.
But he was too late, for in that instant
an unexpected thing happened.

From the gloom below came a savage
shout, a sugden spurt of flame, and
something pinged past Talbot’s ear un-
pleasantly close.

It was so unpleasantly close, indeed.
-that Talbot spun round - involuntarily,
slipped on the moss-grown flags, and
‘tumbled headlong through the aperturs
“in his turn. -
He dropped sprawling half-way down
-the stairs, and rolled to the bottom:.
| Scarcely had he ceased to roll when he
. was gripped, 2 heavy knee was pressel
| on his chest, and rough hands gripped
.him by the throat.

“Got you, my pippin!"” came Brent's
' voice furiously, “ We'll watch you don't”’
 escape us agen, hang you!” - i

And Reginald Talbot realised that his

plan had failed.
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CHAPTER 9.

To the Rescue.

“ EADY, you chaps?”
Tom Merry asked the ques-
. tion impatiently as Blake,
Herries, Digby, and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy came up to the Ter-

rible Three outside the gates.

"As can be smagined, Marie Rivers had
lost no time in seeking Tom Merry, and
jmploving _that astounded and relhieved
junior to hasten to Telbet’s help.

And, needless to say, Tom Merry had
required little imploring to do that.
Five minutes after Marie had given him
Talbot's message he had rounded up, his
own study-mates, Manuers and Lowther,
and the chums of Study No. 6. Then
hasty preparations werc made for the
expedition.

The juniors realiscd, of eourse, that t>

xo out of the gates in a body at that
time of day would arouse comment, and
at Tom Merry's suggestion they had
separated, and left the house by devious
routes. .
“] thought you chaps were never
coming!” exclaimed Tom Merry, with a
questioning glance at the -heated and
comewhat wrathful faces of Blake & Co.
“What's happened? Railton
ou?”

Blake grunted, and glared at George
Herries.

“No; but that_silly chump Herries
wanted to bring his blessed bulldog, and
arguing with him delayed us. As if that
mongrel Towser was ever any good at
anything except tracking down bones
and_bloaters!” :

“Look here, Blake!” began Herries

v. “You know jolly well old
Towser's as good as any bl]nodhound, and
I've a jolly good mind to go back and
fetch him now !’ &

“Bai_Jove, if you do, Hewwies, then
1 uttahly wefuse to accompany the
partay! That howwid dog has no
wesp-;’etl;what.evnh for a fellab’s iwousahs,

spotted

an

“Yon silly asses, dry un!” interrupted
Tom Merry curtly, * We've no time for
that rot now! Are you chaps ready?”

“Ready for anything!”
grimly. . ‘“Though T’'m blessed if I quite
know what we've got to do! What is
the programme, Tommy?"

“T'm pot quite clear.myself,” mut-
tered Tom Merry sharoly.  “From
what I can make out, old Talbot’s been
Lkidnapped by two men in the old monk’s
coll in Rylcombe Wood, that he’s
managed to get free, that he’s gone
back to tackle two desperate men single-
handed, and that the sooner we go to his
help the better.’”

“Bai Jove! Yaas, wathah!”

“Then come on!”

And without further ado the seven
juniors started off down Rylcombe Lane
at a brisk. trot,. and ten minutes later
had plunged into the woode,

Tom Merry's curt reminder had
brought the family squabbles of Blaka

Co. to an sbrupt conclision, and all
the party now looked grimly determined
and ready for anything as they tramped
on _through the thickets.

Presently Tom Merry called a halt.

“ Better do a bit of scouting now,” he
said quietly. ‘*We don’t want to barge
in and spoil Talbot's plans. I vote you
tuke your chaps round and approach the
1uins from the rear, Blake. I don’t sup-
pose— What's that?™

From the gloomy depths of the woods
before therp came a sharp, distant erack ;
it was the ominous and unmistakable
sound of a shot, and a chilling fear
entered the juniors’ bearts as they heard

it
“That came from the direction of the

said Blake |
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ruins,” muttered Tom Merry tensely.
i Hykh'?t, you chaps! Are we too late?
uick !

Disregarding all caution now, and with
hearts beating faster than usual, the
alarmed juniors followed Tom Merry as
he crashed through thickets and
brambles, caring nothing for scratches
and tumbles, but only anxious to be in
time - to help Talbot.

To them that single shot could only
mean one thing—that Talbot’s plan had
failed, and that he was in danger.

Tom Merry was the first to reach the
fringe of trees .and bushes ringing the
dearing, and there some instinet bade
him pause. .

Holding up 8 warning hand to his
chums behind, he peered through the
foliage into the clearing.

Since the sound of that shot a deep
and ominous silence had fallen upon the
woods; and now, as the juniors peered
c_ant.iousl{ into the clearing, they saw no
signs of life or ‘movernent in or around
the ruins.

“Blessed if T understand this,” mut-
tered Tom Merry, mystified, “I'd swear
that shot came from hereabouts. Looks
to me as— allo !”

Tom Merry gripped Blake's wrist
almost convulsively.

Through a gap in the shattered wall
of the monk’s cell, that only a moment
ago had been silent and deserted, could
be seen the figures of two men, while
their harsh voices came clearly to the
juniors’ ears.

WGreat Scott!” murmured Blake
blankly. * Where the dickens——""
“Quiet, a keep out of sight 1"

breathed Tom Merry softly. “They

must have come up through that entrance

to the secret passage. l.ook, they're

covering up the opening with slabs of
0

L e.

“Then depend upon it they've got old
Talbot in there!” muttered Jack Blake
excitedly.

“When I give the word, go for "em!”
muttered Tom Men] n'mgé “ Blake,

nd I b

Herries, Lowther, a er tackle
the big chap. He looks a hefty brute,
and—— Here they come ! Down !”

Fortunately, the thicl, green foliage
well-screened the hiding juniors from the
view of the approaching men, who
glanced round furtively as they crossed
the boulder-strewn grass.

With hearts thumping 2 little, the
seven juniors crouched down and waited
for Tom Merry’s signak. - \

The Chums of Greyfriars
By FRANK RICHARDS
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:Tbroe-halfpance.

1t came at last. He allowed them té
approach to within & couple of yards, and
then his voice rang out clearly: .
“ Now, you chaps! At ’em, St. Jint's I
The two men ste back with
savage and alarmed exclamations as the
seven determined juniors hurled thsm-
selves uP«m them. ¢ A
rash

The smaller man went to earth, and
rolled over and over in the undergrowih
with. D’Arey, Manners, and Dighy
clinging to him like terriers.

The fellow was thin and undersized;
but had the three juniors hoped to win
an easy victory, they were speedily dis-
illusioned, He was wiry and active as
a cat, and fought furiously, striving to
reach his pocket. .

_Again and again the three juniors
pinned him down, but each time he
wriggled free,

ut at last Digby pinned him against
a tree trunk, and with D’Arey and
Manners clinging to his arms, his
wriggles availed him- [ittle after that.
. But Tom Merry and the other three
juniors were not so Iucky.

The big fellow was a man of prodigions
strength. At the first onslaught by the
four, he merely Atngg'ered backwards 8
step, and swinging his arms round, swept
Blake and Lowther ecrashing into the
bushes. i

They were up asain in & moment, how-
ever, and returned grimly to the help of
Tom Merry and Herries, who were cl?ng—
ing to him fercely, despite the rain of
blows they were subjected to. .

The struggle that followed was one
which none of the juniors are likely to
forget. Backwards and forwards the
fellow lurched in the tangled under-
growth, with the plucky juniors striving
desperately to bring him.down. -

And then, quite suddenly, D'Arcy lent
a hand.

As the tramping feet came near him,
he suddenly released his grip on the
smaller man, and, grasping the other
fellow’s legs, he tugged with all his
strénmh. :

The burly ruffian wert to earth, and °
the four juniors swarmed over him. They
had the advantage now, and they in-
tended to make the most of it. .

And just at that moment other help
came from an unexpected source.

There came the sound of heavy foot-
steps through the woods, and Inspector
Skeat and a constable, followed by
Detective-Sergeant Day, entered the
clearing from behind the juniors.

“Bair Jove, huwwah !” cried D'Arcy.
“74’s the police, deah boys!”

‘At the word *police,” the captives in-
croased their struggles frantically, but as
they saw it was too late, they subsided,
with savage imprecations.

“Quick, _inspector!” panted -Tom
Merry. “Cr{!lu this brute. He's too

For a brief moment the three new-
comers stared in astonishment at the
soene, and then Detective-Sergeant Day
stopped and glanced quickly into ‘the
furtive faces ol the captives.

Then he turned an whispered some-
thing to Inspector Skeat, and a momen
later the handcuffs clicked on the wrists
of the ruffians. i

w'And, now, what does this business
mean?” he demanded, turning to Tom
Merry. “ What—" 2

But Tom Merry hadn’t waited to
answer questions; he was too anxious to
know what had happened to Talbot.

With Blake and the others at his heels,
he dashed across to the ruins, and a

(Continued on page 20.)
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NEXT WEEK'S STORIES,
* Qur next grand, complete story of the
chums of 8t. Jim's is entitled:
" “THE TUCK DOPERS!"
By Martin Cfifford.

. My chums will find this a most
amusing yarn of the lighter sort.

The next of the famous 8t Katie's
seriea throws a strong light upon the real
esteem his unruly pupils feel for that
amazing man, Mr, %'oger Blunt, master
of the Transitus Form at St. Katie's.
Qnge more it is Jimmy Curtis, the new
Australian junior, who takes the sta
at the critical moment—and very nearly
makes a mess of things, as it happens.

. This real good school story is entitled:

) ¢ MAKING A HERO 1"
" By Michael Poole.

Our new feature, My Readers’ Own
Corner, is going well, and I am sending
off a number of half-crown postal-orders

_again this week. Good things for this
page are coming in by every post; but
1 can do with stilk more, so hurry up and
send yours along! Half-a-crown for
every par published, remember!

Our little series of Australian stories is
meeting with considerable appreciation,
and I hope to be able to find room for
another next week. You can learn a
lot that. may be both interesting and
useful to you from the experiences of

4 A NEWOHUM IN AUSTRALIA.
By ' Cooes."

“THE LUCK OF THE ESTORS!"
The Estors are a grand old English
family, and you can hear all about them
in the fine new tale which ::eran in the
“Greyfriars Herald ” which 15 on sale
June 1st. I recommend all my chums to
mako sure of the “G. H." for that date.
- Lord Estor has had bad luck on the Turf
—that is, it is called bad luck, but an
extra sharp-witted stable-boy discovers
that it is really something else. One of
the big attractions of this famous yarn
is that yvou will find therein a splendid
account of the Derby, The great scene
on Epsom Downs, with all the fun of the
fair, and the thrilling interest which
marks the event, are described in real
sporting style.  You will like this tale
ag?mt the 59-5)}.

AMATEUR CLUBS, Etoc.

Basil F. Barber, 11, Ashgrove Rcad,
Redland, Bristol, asks me to draw atten-
tion to his Information Bureau for
Readers of the Companion Papers. Will
editors of magazines send along all par-
ticulars to the address above, stating
what they pay for stories, their adver-
tisement rates, etc,, and all other par.
ticulars? Readers requiring information
about magazines can obtain it if they
send a stamped, addressed envelope and
a loose halfpenny stamp.

HERLOCK SHOLMES.

You will be -delighted to know that
the celebrated detective has decided to
reappear in the ' Greyfriars Herald.”
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E.Cd.

about his e
. Mr, Herlock has had & rest, and now

louse, Fary Street,

There have been any number of requests
for further stories of the famous crime
investigator. - A year or two back he was
winning laurels for his prodigious work
in unravelling mysteries, and readers of

the Companion Papets “were not a hit

fied i i t. Well,
ing f rd )l hle]
is coming forward again, so please watcl
for him ?n the “ G. ii." =

CULTIVATING THE MEMORY,

This is all important for success.in life,
It helps a fellow wonderfulty to be able
to remember- things—dates' and facts
which are usually forgotten. I knew a
journalist who won through sim
because he had a: retentive memory.
was not a epecially brilliant chap. He
could: just write common or garden
English, but he was no star at the busi-

ness, He could recollect things, how-
ever. It was this speciality that made
him, As time went on he became known

for the talent in question. In all news-
aper offices there is a constant demand

r information concerning matters
which do not happen to get set down in
encyclopaedias, and, naturally. the indi-
vidual who can come up smiling with just
what is needed finds himself welcomed.
Now, it is not a bit easy to remember
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' THE EDITOR'S CHAT.

Note : —Your Editor ia alwways pleased to hear from his readers.
Hi

A NEW CHUM -
IN AUSTRALIA!

By “ COOEE ™

L

ACK THORNTON was much inter-

- ested in everything he saw during

L the visit he paid with his uncle to

Ruselands Farm. It was not at all

the sort of place he had been expecting,

being so very.similar to farms he had
seen at home in England.

Mrs. Belton, the wife of the farmer,
gave Jack and his uncle a warm w 4
and showed them round. the garden,
which was her special care, while her
little golden-haired daughter, Patsy, tod-
dled along after Jack and soon made
imﬁ'; husband - fishing just
. usband is away ing  jus
now,” said Mrs. Belton. “Ie has-imcl
a tremendously busy season, you know.
We have got good. prices for lambs and
wool from the Government.” 3

It was o real old-fashioned farm, and
Jack gazed with curiosity at the old
native who was engaged in tending the
cows. The farmer'a wife saw his look,
and smiled. 3 :

“T expect you have heard the most
terrible stories of the abos,” she said;
“but it has all been greatly exaggerated.
Of course, up in the north there are
plenty of savage natives with whom
nothing can be done but keep them on
a reservation out of 's way; but
dear old Peter, my husband’s man, is a
most faithful and valued servant. He
would do anything for us, and he is
cist intelligent.”-

things, Fellows who tan do fhis are
wanted in all d of business,
It is not possible for some people to keep
mental notes in this way. With a few it
is inboru. But everybody can train his
memory to greater usefulness,

ENCOURAGEMENT.

To a very large extent indeed success
in the world is due to a little kindly
encouragement given at the righttime.
If people understood the real value of

"help of this sort they would, without any

doubt, be more generous in according

such aid. The fellow who has put his
best into some pet scheme, and then
hears his work scoffed at, may, in a

moment of fatigue, slip back a tremen-
dous distance, not alone in his own self-
confidence, but in his imagination.

It is appallingly.easy for an outsider
to come along and.jauntily belittle some-
thing it has- taken i}lﬂ worker months to
accomplish; but it i3 not playing the
game, It is mischief-making of the
worst kind, ‘Perhaps you wi]Fa‘ay that
the vietim ought net to be sensitive; but
have not' you noticed that many of the
hardest and most useful workers are son-
sitive? Tt is so. They strain their ner-
vous system so as to succeed in what they
have set-themselves to do. The scornful
remark comes to their consciousness. just
when they are unarmed. They have
been. living. for just one thing, Their
brains are tired with all the wear and
tear and anxiety,  Consequently, the
silly, mocking comment of a fellow who
is conceited in higlaziriess, and who never
troubles to think at all, finds the listener
quite unprepared.

. She signed to the old man to approach
and speak to the visitors, and-Jack shook
hands.

Mr. Thornton and his hostess started
speaking of the potato crop, which had
been sadly damaged by a record river
flood, the whole plantation being covered
by water.

“But, after all, we have not much to
complain of, my husband and I,” said
the E{aeasmt-fmed woman brightly. “ For
we have done well in other things, and

the foxes must have been engaged else-
where during the past season. Anywar,
the{y gave us a wide berth."”

“Foxes!" cried Jack, in wonderment,

“Yes, to be sure,” said Mrs. Belton,
“We have plenty of them as a rule, and
the youn% lambs have to be looked after,
or it would be ruinoas alboieﬂmn”

Mr. Thornton laid his hand on his
nephew's shoulder as he said, with a
meery laugh:

ack here thinks that in Australia the
only animals that run wild are kangaroos
and their relatives, and the laughing
jackass.”

“Well, I do know he is a bird !” cried
Jack, his face crimsoning. .

“QOh, yes! He is picking up a lot of
knowledge which will be ever so useful
to him by-and-by,” said Mr. Thornton.

He turned to Mrs. Belton and put a
question about her brother in Europe,
to which the other replied.

“8o he is coming by one of the new
Commonwealth motor steamers, is ho "’
continued Jack’s uncle. * That is good.”

They strolled towards the long, low
white house, which stood very pic-
turesquely amidst the trees, and made
one think of some old SBussex homestead,
Falthough much of the vegetation was
strange,

(More about Jack's mew expericnces
next week. )} v
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A Splendid Tale of Dicky Dexter & Co. at St. Katie’s. By MICHAEL POOLE.
s CHAPTER 1. §hame.| \\'hi!ehthg I;rholedac)l;eol grinned thd' !prei;d I:jlsiel nﬁrzuurs hr?igarding
Boget Comes 1o Tes, loyausly ot the SOk e eteotay, . | swidl, and o ety That

# Y T'S queer he’s never said anything But i f % £ R
2 ' L t it was nothing like that. Before there was no ground for complaint.
I ;]bm]:;d it- to L us * Dobbie re- | yhay could really start their 0“-,], stor); 5 Instead 'o{‘ qu;erb_hidinghh:s hea‘(li,tgt
W Tt 1 - everyone in the school had got old ecame a slig) igger hero, an e
s 0 wash-out!” Bill Strong | SVer¥Or e L T got hold of | became & =B Y o a

B
pronounced solemnly. “You can't get Big Hall 1'all the Sixth k one how they'd wan 153“&31%}?“ Lot i
Jolly Roger in the soup. If you did, ig Hallam and oli the Sixth knew | %0 ., ¥ Ly i g
S e muile, and say what splendid about it. The Fifth were full of it, and s a  washout!” Bill Strong
e Juns B N uk o they hud first-hand information from repeated, “You'll have to get up wery
5'221 1 !“-a;fi:u itrr‘;,a e you think he was | )" of their own members. Smith had | early in the morning to catch Jolly
s IFI oy _} & h- 1 " ind,” been one of those sent for by the Head to | Roger napping—— i

ol ‘.‘h"‘ﬁ“'HeT call a master-mind,” | give evidence on the question. He was going on to say a lot more, but
said Curtia. £ °“Eht to h’”;‘; bleen 'S WBut Ive seen Roger since then,” |2 sharp tap at the door interrupted him,
s;]atesman,_bzrda \'wlllr gg»fnh:ﬁt minm Smithy explained to his friends. “He's and hefore anyone could call out the door
|fe11 3’}?!’ f-ﬁ ‘Lou d't f\e h"c "fe not a bad sort, old Roger. * Don’t you opened, and Jolly Roger himself stood
‘L ge I?"Z l“d B{:m ;}om ll:mRo 1| et any wrong idea into your head, | before thew, smiling gladly and joyously.
i[n_nsgr:; ia \[‘eEd umt_e a chap leeh' Eeli Smith,” Roger says. ‘Both the Head Good-afterncon, | ntleénen:" Roger
'}:“:s e o ““’i ‘.““" “{ 5‘%:” ething of | gnd I are very pleased indeed with the greeted _them cheerily. May I come
b, 5?3"-. t"““ un 3"]],01‘1“ im concen- | way you spoke. So is Renfrews, You | in? This is quite an unofficial visit, so
m.\lm’ is intellect on children. o | BEE, Smith, there has been a good deal don’t werry about hidin anything,

We are ]]Dt'(‘hl!d!fn. Far from it!"” | of unpleasant rumour just lately, and we Dexter! It's such a miserably wet after-

retorted the Kid. Don’t forget that | felt the best plan was_to get to the | noon that 1 feel depressed and cheerless,
we beat him! Keep that fact firmly | bottom of it at once. We have cleared | and want pleasont society. If you ask
fixed in your headpieces, gentlemen. | the air, There is now no reflection | me r:,ncely, T'll stay and take tea with
The moble Kangaroo, aided by my un-|hatever upon the honour of the school, you! .
worthy self. and bravel supported by | and T think you can take some credit to The four'stﬂred at him helplessly. A
Bill and Dobbie, led Jolly Roger astray | yourself for the very definite help you master coming to tea in their study was
and beat him. He knows it, and we | gave,’ That's what Jolly Roger told something to meke them gasp! The,
ought to gloat!” i o me.” ; knew that masters went to tea wi

But there wasn't anything to gloat “You're o sort of giddy hero, then, | fellows in the Sixth at times, but the
about, and even Curtis was depressed | Smithy?” they suggested. Transitus! It was a joke, surely! .
over the outcome of his great scheme. “No,” said Smithy. “But I helped to | _ But Roger_had fixed his eye on Bill
~Roger's watchfulness had anno yed H}uas}, the idea’ that this show is a sink | Strong, and Bill felt that he was wait-
then. Carvefully and skilfully ihey had | of iniquity, and all that sort of thing. | M€ for him to speak. o .
l:nd a trap, and led him on until he had | What I'd like to do now is to find out We'd  be dehﬁhl.ed, sir. Bill
dragged the Head into the business. who started the rumour, and tried to put struggled to say. I mean—-

Both Jolly Roger and the Beak | the tar-brush on Katie’s. It wasn’t Ren- “Thank you, Strong!” 'said Roger.
became convinced that_ganibling on 2 | frews, becouse he was under suspicion, | “ You know, I've been trying to get
wholesale scale was going on in the|ioo. A dirty sort of trick, you know; | Dexter to invite me to tea for some

school, A fierce inquiry was made, and | and if we could only~find out—" weeks past. He ignores my hints with a

Jolly Roger was madé to look several “Doesn’t Roger know?'" they asked. persistence which makes me feel that he

kinds of a first-rate ass. «Y expect so,” Smith: said hopefully. | doesn’t like me, You don't really dislike
At Jeast, that’s what he ought to have | “We can leave ’em to Roger.” me, Dexter, do you?”

locked. He ought likewise to have And that was the attitude of everyone ““No, sir!” the Kid mumbled.
slank away and buried his head in]at Katie's, Certain evil-minded persons Tre Gex Liprary.—No. 644,
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't quite got over the shock
yet; 'lng,D
behind it.

131
wondering just what la.
Dobbin had risen, and pushed forward

a chair for Roger.

" “Thank yow very much, Dobbin!”
Jolly Roger beamed on him, and settled
himself very comfortably in the solitary
armcheir Study No. 10 possessed. *
is scarcely necessary to mention the fact,
but, just in case of misunderstanding, let
me assure you that, temgog‘nnlz, I have
no connection with the Form known as
the . Transitus. It's a very trying busi-
ness to keep up the role of master con-
tinually. This afternoon I am forget-
ting it, and am merely your guest. Ah!
And how do you liké being “in -Btudy
No. 10, Curtis?”

He turned cheerfully to the boy from
Australia, and the {(ungnmo smiled.
There was no doubt about it that Roger
had a way with him. 1In about ten
minutes’ time they had almost forgotten
he was their Form-master, and Dexter
and Curtis, aided by Bill Strong, talked
freely; while Dobbin, the tea expert,
attended to the ‘“‘Primus " stove, and
made a hurried visit to Study No. 9 to
borrow additional cups and plates.

“ A very wonderful land,” Roger said
to . Curtis, after some .reference to
Australia, ‘T suppose you know all
about gambolling, Curtis?”

It was the first jarring note Roger had

ruck,
-#* Gambling, sir?” Curtis said doubt-

ly.

“Ha, ha!” Roger laughed. “Not

ambling, Curtis!  Gambolling ! The
thing that the litile lambs do.” You've
seen. them often, of course? One does
get mixed up in the two words. I did
myself a short time ago. Quite a good
story, really, and I think you know part
of .it. This is quite between ourselves,
of -course; but I got the impression that
there were tiger-cubs in my Form, and
that they were gambling—on horses, you
know. Then it turned out that it was
nothing at all of the sort, and that really
it was two or three of my pet laml
%&mbollmg‘—hﬂving a frisky little game

or my amusement. a, ha!"

Ho laughed joyously; but the others
d;dr(:, and Roger looked at.them in per-
plexity.

“Oh, do laugh, Dexter!” he begged.
“You see the joke, don't you, Cuft‘;:!
T've spent nearly a week in working it
out. You ghmp the point, don’t you,
Strong! It ought they were tiger-cubs
G-A-M.-B-L-I-N- 7Fam'b}ing —and it
was only my little lambs G-A-M.B-0O.L-
L-I-N-G—pulling my leg, if you like.
Very funny!” .

“Yes, sir,” said Bill Strong,
turned to help Dobbin lay the feast,

But Roger stuck to the gambolling
lambs._ It seemed to amuse him most
tremeridously, and at last even Dexter
entered into the spirit of the game.
Curtis was already answering Roger, jest

for jest. .
“Very ingenious indeed!” Ro
commented at last, * But what a life for
that poor unfortunate man who has to
watch over you! Think of it, Curtis!
He had already got one pet lamb to
uard, though I gather that popularly
o is known as the Kid. And now you
add extra energy. It was an Australian

idea, I suppose?””
The Kid chipped in swiftly.

. “You don’t think Curtis was fo blame,
sir?”’ he asked, “I mean, if anyone was
to blame, I—"" M

“No, no, Dexter!” Roger interrupted
genially. = “Let us give credit where
credit 1s due. Its success was doubtless
due to your efficient help, to say nothing
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and

= -

of the assistance which Dobbin and
Strong kindly gave. But I fear that
your Form-master wilk now take a.gj ial
interest in two lambs—Dexter and Curtis
by name. [ feel sure that he will regard
it as & duty to watch over them more and
more carefully.”

Curtis looked carefully at Roger,
wag still smiling very happily. "

“What will the Form-master do with
the lambs now, sir?” he asked, for it was
part of the jest that they referred to the
“ Form-master ” as a totally different
person from Jolly Roger, their guest.

“Do?” asked Roger. “IWhat cun he
do? Just wait and watch, ever on the
alert, lest they attempt any further
gambols, Then, if he catches them——
Whew!” . .

Jolly Roger sighed strenuously and
closed his lips firmly - together for a
moment.

“Thank vou, Dobbin! I will have
another cup of tea!” he said joyously.
“You make an excellent brew. What do
you think about the cricket prospects,
Strong? I hear Curtis is a promising
addition? Keep your eye upon him !”

They talked cricket for nearly half an
hour, till at last Mr. Roger Blunt rose.

“Y'm afraid I ghall have to run away
now,” he said. “But. I have enjoyed our
chat very much indeed. . I hope that
some time I.?hall be nl;k;):.lo take t:n witt
you again—if you are enough to asi
me. a&ood—bye_ my lambs!”

“Good-bye, sir!”
smiled, because the:
Rofer had thornu_p]' y enjoyed himself.
Only they hoped he wouldn’t make a
habit of coming to tea in Study No. 10!

CHAPTER 2.
A Meeting of Kangaroos.
0,” said Curtis_slowly.

Kid! T shall never try to

lead Jolly Roger. astray again.

He's & good sort, but he's too
smart altogether for a poor Australian
laddie. I'm going to be good—or keep
out of his clutches, anyway !”

“That's -what I said,” the Kid an-
swered dolefully. “But it's a hard life,
Kangy. And it's shocking dull !”

Ricgurd Dexter, the bright-eyed little
wonder of the Transitus, and his new
chum, Jimmy Curtis, the tall and grace-

who

they said, and
really felt that

ful Kangaroo from Australia, were walk-|.

ing leisurely down the High Strect of

ulchester.

They had left Strong and Dobbin at
the school, as both had other interests this
afternocon.

Just as they passed the Royal George
Hotel a tall man came running down tge
steps, and made as though to cross the
footpath to the long grey racing-car wait-
ing }here. - I i

“Jumping snakes!” Curtis gasped.
“It‘sfiFs ﬁ.m »

The young man in a hurry swung
round, for Curtis had spoken the name in
a sort of Lhril]inf stage-whisper.

“We.-cll!” If Curtis was excited, the
tall man was simply nhxgered. a
his hand to his forchead, then jerked it
out suddenly, and gripped Curtis,

-

* “It's not Fairy Curtis, is it?” he
begged. *Little Curtis! Where on
earth—— Why? Am I dreaming?

How many miles are we out from
Sydney? Has there been en earth-
quake ?"’

If it hadn't been for tho fact that by
this time Curtis and the man he called
Ross were shaking hands violently, and

that their faces were contorted with glad
smiles, Dexter might not have understood
what the tall young man was talking

about, ;
At the end of about two minutes

Dexter was swung into the joyful gather-

“No,.

ing, and Mr. Ross was shaking his hand
just as excitedly as he'd pumped Curtis’,

“We were at Murray's together,”
Curtis was_explaining. “Old Ross was
captain of the sohool, ~ I was his gyppie—
sort of fag, you know, but not quite. I'll
tell you ‘gll about it. He's a wonderful

hap—
“You're a wonderful childl” retorted
Ross, and laughed, .

Then they both had to explain to
Dexter all about it, and after that explain
to each other why they both ha to
be in Dulchester High Street instead of
wandering round some corner of Aus-
tralia.

“I've been in the flying game,” Ross
told them. “Went to France, and 8o on,
and now I'm in it for good. F've been
back to Australia, and my people are
fixing up a place here, You know it?
The Winton Aerodrome, about two miles
outside Dulchester You'll have to come
along, and I'll show you. By Jove! i
have to clear now, though!”

3

He began to play about with the car,
but all the time he went on talking about
the ex dinary and derful i

“You come too,

with zoung Curtis, i
he told Dexter, as he jumped into the
car, “Go to the office there and ask for
me, Fairy. Here's a card. Come along
any afternoon—soon. Don't forget!”

rr-r-r-r-rh ! His car began to move
shead, and he waved one hand.
“You'll come?” he velled.
Any afternoen!” Brrr-rth!
ay !"

¥

“We'll come!” Curtis yelled, And he
and Dexter stood still, watching the car
till it disappeared. .

“Jan't he great?" Curtis asked. “He's
the finest chap you ever met in youe life, -
Kid! And he's asked us to go round to
the asrodrome! = Just like old Ross!
‘What say? Thursday?”

“I id Thursday,” Dexter
. “Yes, it was Thursday !

“We'll go! . The day after to-mor.
row ! Curtis said definitely, **Good old
Ross !

“0Of coursé, Wingon Aercdrome's onk
* the Kid said quietly. * But

“QOut of bounds!” Curtis d. -
“Great Scott! What on earth for?
R’you mean to say we can't see old Ross?

ot!" .

“iourse it is!" the Kid agreed
heartily. “I only just mentioned it.
We needn’t take any notice of a silly rule
like that!™

“Not a little bit!” Curtis answered.
“Keep out of Jolly Roger's course,
naturally ! But even his eagle eye won't
follow us there!”

““Probably he'll take us up in gn aevo-

e?" suggested the Kid hopefully,
ignoring the reference to Jolly Roger,
and after that the mere detail that
Wintor Aerodeome had been placed very
strictly out of bounds to the scholars of
all schools within ten miles of Dulchester
was left out of the discussion,

re was an excellent reason for the
aerodrome being out of bounds. It had
nothing to do with Jimmy Curtis or the
Kid. There was also an excellent reason
why Frank Ross had said, “Any after-
noon e‘xce-it Thursday.”  But as the
noise of the engine had drowned the
“except,” the two decided quite de-
finitely that Thursday would be their day

out,

Normally the Kid was due to take tea
with Mr. Blunt on Thursday afternoon,
but Fortune was on his side at present.
Both Mr. Blunt and the Head were going
to the opening ceremony of the County
Scientific Institute at Warrenden, twenty
miles from Dulchester, and Jolly Roger
told the Kid that the tea festival was post-
poued. :

“Certain !
Thurs-

I don't—"
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“Couldn’t be better!” Curtis agreed.
“He'll be out of the way, and his eagle |
eye won't spot ug at twenty miles’ dis-
tance! It's Winton Aerodrome for us,
m{ bonnie boy 17 4

t would - be about . two-thirty that]
Thursday afternoon whén the two drew
near the newly-made lane which Jed to
Winton Aerodrome and- the offices of the
.company who owned it. High black rail-
ings enclosed the ground, and just. as
they approached the corner they became |
aware of the fact that several cars were
held up in the lane. 5

Evidently there was a blockage farther
down the Jane. Another big car came
swinging round the corner from the
opposite side, then pulled up swiftly.

Curtis felt his arm gripped by Dexter,
and even as he felt the pressure his eyes
wandered to the two people sitting in the
back of the last car.
man nearest them was Jolly
Roger |

Just for the moment he was staring
straight ahead, evidently.trying to dis-
cover the cause of the at.orp%uge.

“Come on! Quick!” Dexter whis-
pered, and Curtis turned.

They. elunk swiftly and silently round
the big black railings until they felt quite
certain thet Roger was right out of sight.
Not until then” did they stop and face
each cther.

“My giddy aunt!” Dicky Dexter said.

“ Did %ie see us? Did his cagle ese light
upon our countenances for one single in-
etant? If it did, my noble Kangarco,
wo're for the high jump !
*+I don’t think he spotted us,” Curtis
answered hopefully.  “ Anyhow, we'll
stick here for a time, Kid, and then we'll
saunter along to the office. 0ld Ross will
be expecting us to-day.” - ¥

They waited for perhaps five minutes.
At the end of that time it was decided to
go forward and observe if the coast were
clear. il

They went carefully, keeping close to
the railings, with Dicky Dexter in front.
He had not gone more than fifty yards
before he stopped suddenly, and began

to shrink back on Curtis. : y
“Cat for it!” he ordered sharply.
this L

“Roger's oom-i.ngi is way !

They ran swiftly, but precently paused
to hold another parley. .

~*Blow the office!” Curtis suggested.
“Let's climb these old railings and then
hunt round. We're bound to find Ross
romewhere !" & .

It was the best and simplest way out of
the - difficulty,  The railings wanted a
*éertain_amount of negotiating, but the
Kid- climbed ‘on the Kangarco's back,
and then the Kangarco, being taller,
clémbered up after ‘him.- 5 :

." They found themselves in a huge field,
on one side of which were ten or a dozen’
hangars, while on the far side were huge
sheds near a ding which ‘locked like
a glovified ericket:pavilion. - ¢

“That’s the ‘office,” Curtis decided.
“We'll go over to_ those round sheds
where they keep the jolly ' aeroplanes
and ask for old Ross!™ . ¥

Outside the hangars were half a dozen
big aeroplanes, and about  each machine
a yumber of people were gatheted. For
just 4 brief space both Curtis and Dexter,
‘wera too interested in the machines to
worry even about finding Ross, -

- They were looking up at the g':ent
wings of one of them, when Curtis hap-
pened to turn his gaze towards the office.
Not thirty yards away two' men werg
walking towards -the “planes, each of

.was with them,

themn ‘carrying a heavy coat and an_ air-
‘man’s cap. i ok =
© = Jyumping snakes!"” - Curtis said.
L !—Ierg’u Roger agzin!” g

He said nothing mare, “Both h,e and

THE GEM LIBRARY. . -

Dexter just glided gracefully round the
‘machine and tried to lose themselves.

“It's a nightmare ! ‘Dexter said, when
at last they paused. “Can’t we get out
of his way-anyhow? What’s he doing
here? This is what they call a series of
amazing coincidences, Kangy! What?*”

“Let's find old Ross!” Curtis gasped.
“It's getting on my nerves!”

They wormed their way along, locking
for someone who seemed a likely person
to question, Just for a change, the luck
Frank Ross, in leather
cap and coat, was standing near the end
machine.

“I say, Ross!” Curtis ran tawards
him excitedly, ““We're in a mess, and
lon’t quite know: -

“Hallo, hallo!" Ross said, and didn’t

seem quite so pleased to see them.
“What's the 1dea;r£oun Curtis? I said
any day except \u‘scfn ! It's a big
day with us—flying to Warrenden—"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Curtis. “We
thought you said we were to come on
Thursday ! Aud now one of our masters
is chasing us, and there’ll be a terrific
row, Ross! Can we hide, or get out of
the way, somehow ?”

Ross began to laugh, bui before he
could speak, someone else from the head
of the machine called to him.

“Right-ha!” he yelled back, and
turned to Curtis, “C";ma on! Il give
you a frip! Round this way! Quick!”

CHAPTER 3,
A ‘Mixed Entertainment.
Cl‘R’ﬂS and Dexter followed the

airman till he pointed to a step-

ladder which led up to a small

: door in the side of the machine,
“Up there!” Ross whispered loudly,
because there was a row gomg on at the
time. “Keep at the back! One or two
big pots aboard. Say yow're scientific

students if they ask questions—specially
invited! See you at the other end |
They scrambled up the ladder, and

hopped into the inside of the aeroplane.
One of the mechanics came up after them
and fastened the door on them.

Two little stéps led ta a larger sort of
cabin, and in this place were small chairs.
There were three or four people sitting
here, but their backs were towards Curtis
and Dexter. ¥

*“We'll stay here !” Curtis shouted, for
by now the noise almost drowned his

voice.

_The Kid nodded. There was a gleam in

his eye, and his lips had lost their pathetic
droop. A few moments later he was cling-
ing to the side of the place in which they
were standi or the hine was
bq{:ping and rushing along at a terrific
rate.
. Then syddenly it stopped. Beyond the
whir of t‘i:e éngine, and the gentle sing-
ing of the wind, the aeroplane might
have been quite stationary.

The Kid climbed on to one of the steps
which enabled him to look over the side.
Below he could see green fields and little
houses which seomed to be gently_ sink-
ing from them, and drifting away behind.

. Curtis, because of his greater height,
was able to look over without the aid
of the step, Just for a time both of them
stared downwards.

‘" Ripping !" Curtis shouted to the Kid,
at last,
“Great!” the Kid slzuuted back.

“This is a decent gambol !

For the nest twenty minutes or so
they enjoyéd themselves i;horuughly, It
was the g + time cither of them had
made a Bight, and it_really was a’ gilt-
‘edged sort of ‘joy-ride!

‘ They came to carth-again at last., A

bumﬁmg.' rushing ~little journey over
anot.

little door at the side was opened, and
Cartis and Dexter ho down the- stegy
ladder, which had placed ther
almost before the mechanic, who bha
opened the door, had descended. - =

“We'll see old Ross,” Curtis said, when
they stood together on firm ground again.
‘“He’s beund to be going back oon, and
we'll have another trip !”

“I'm not worrying,” the Kid answered
cheerfully. * Don’t care if it snows now
—so long as Jolly er deesn’t turn up !
But I guess we've left him this time!
Let’s watch this!”

Another aeroplane was careering over
the ground towards them. It stopped,
gently and quietly, twenty or thirty
vards to the right of-the machine which
had brought them, and the Kangaroo and
the Kid ran towards it. They wanted to
see more of it,

By the time they got to the far side
the {Jﬂseengerl were descending. ey
bad left their flying outfits ift the ’plane,
and one or two rg them actually came
down the ladder wearing silk hats. The
last man to descend was wearing a plea-
sant grey suit and a soft felt hat, and
even as his head came through the door-
way in the side of the machine, there
seemed something familiar about him.

“Jolly Roger!” the Kid gasped.
“Come on!"

They dashed away towards their own
*plane, and sought out Frank Ross. He
greeted them cheerfully,

“You've got here all right?” he
langhed, *“Wondered where on earth
you were! We've got to wait two or
three hours now. There’s some ceremony
on over there, but I'm not needed, so I
guess we'll "have a little afternoon
together, ¥ou haven'f to be back at
schoo! hefore seven o’clack or so?” )

Curtis was just about to gasp ont that
they would be locked out, and would miss
preparation school; but Dexter was-
before him. If there was one thing the
Kid disliked it was admitting to_out-
siders that he was subject to any rules or
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regulations.
*Qh, that will suit us splendidly !’ he
assured . . “They are really very

decent with us, and it's quite understood

that if we have private engagements
they come. hefore school work. Our
Form-master, Mr. Roger Blunt, was

having tea with us only a day or two
ago, and he said then that he feared
Curtis was over-working, and ought to
take a few days off.” .

_“By Jovel” sid Frank Ross, and
Jooked at the Kid carefully. “It’s differ-
ent from what it was at Murray's, isn't
it, Curtia?” h

“ Ah, ves; but that was in Australia.”
said the Kid gently, and winked violently
at Curtis. “We manage these things
better at Katie's!” . v

Whether Frank Ross quite .swallowed
all the Kid’s yarns no one but himself
will ever know. They had had quite a
fair amommt of excitement already, and
the young Australian airman put the
gilt on it during the next two or three
hours. :

They wandered away from the field,
and the new Scientific Institute was left
far behind. Instead, they found a plea-
sant réstauraiit, where Ross showed that
being brought up in Australi® hadn't
upset his digestion at all, nor had it
weakened his power of selection.

Tt was a great feast ! - It sent new ideas
into the Kid's mind, and he realised that
it would be the simplest thing in the
world to- get back to Katie’s, climb a
certain fénce, and wander round -quietly
until they reached their own study. 3

er field, and then the machine eame’|
to astaudstill, In a few moments the!-

Tn all ‘probability their absence from
Tur Gem Lisrary.—No. 644,
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rep would never be noticed. If Roger
ad been taking it, of course, things
would have been different, but old Glad-
ridge, the mathy master, was on te-night,
and they were as safe as houses. Nothing
could go wrong. 5 o=

“This is a great day, my ngble Kan-
garoo !” the Kid remarked to Curtis as
they waited outside the restaurant for
Ross to ignin them. “Roger's evidently
come to this jolly old scientific institute
business, and that's why we've dropped
across him so often. But he won't see
us again! Not likely! We'll keep out
of his way, get hack to Katie's, and
everything in the garden will be lovely.
It's the giddiest little gambol I've ever

n on, and so long as we keep clear of
old Roger—all's well I”
“Thal's the idea ! Curtis agreed, for
he, too, felt that this had been an epoch~
ing day in his career. It really was
ething #o write and tell them in
Australia, about meeting old Ross and
fiying in his aeroplane, and having a
Loll_v feed” with him. Then there would

e the flight back, and the adventure of
getting into Katic’s without being seen.
What a life!

They went back with Ross to the
gﬁ]uund near the new Scientific Institute,
where the sevoplanes were resting.

“We're a bii late,” Ross said genially.
“Hallo! There's my little- party l]l‘ﬂl&{y
waiting for me. Come along! I'll see

ou aboard alt right. You get in after
he pots have gone in. You've got the
idea?” i

“Trust us!™ said Curtis. “You're a
brick, Ross!”

Four or five people were standing at
gle side of the aeroplane, but even

urtis could tell that they weren'i the

e people who had travelled over with
them. ere were no silk hats among
ﬁl little Jot— _ Yes, there wag! One'

d the man who wore it was coming
towards the ’plane. :
. They might not have noticed him but
fot the fact that he called out just before
he reached the others.

“Tve decided to make the experiment,
after all, Blunt!” a -well-known veice
oried very clearly. ‘ I understand you
can fit me.up with the proper attire?”

“Of course. sir!” One of the four
detached himself from the little group.

Another also cried out:

“‘Come along, Mr. Bird! Literature
and the arts will take advantage of
soience! Ha, ha!”

They laughed.

“ Jumping snakes!" snid Curtis. “Ii's
Jolly Roger again!”

4L the Beak, too!” gasped the Kid.
i re’s Rosa? We've got to hop it,
old son! It's & train-journey—anything
bnfi the jolly aeroplare for us! Come
onl” 3

They couldn’t see Ros anywhere at
the moment, and in any case this wam't
the time to stop and mske polite ex-
planations, Both of them had the wind
upAmmt thn;:oughly. ¢h

ny wa; ome wWas anouy ; any
place \_vas{:ethr than tﬁh. The ct
of trying to sneak on board the ’plane
with ‘the Beak and Jolly Roger hanging
round was the kind of job that even
Dickie Dexter regarded as something
baﬁnd*;i; powers, .

ey bolted. There were no serious
fences to negotiate here, and in a fow
minutes they were ‘chesing eway down

road in the direction of the town of

‘arrenden.
Not until the field where the aero-
planes had been was & mile away did
-stop running.  Then, looking up,
ey saw the big Handley-Page floating
gracefully above them.
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© “There ihsy %o!" Curtis said bitterly.
“TFhe Besk, Jolly Rolgsr, and old Ross—
all serene! And we've got to pad the
hoof to the station! Wonder what time
we'll get back to-night?"”

he Kid was silent. He was thinking
—trying to evolve some new brain-wave.
You see, there were new dangers con-
fronting them now. Jolly Roger would
be barg at the school long before they
were, and he might iscover their
absence, in which cage it would be an
awkward business to explain.

“If only we can get back to Katie's
by nine-thirty,” the Kid said at last, “I
think we'll manage all right.”

Hopefully they went to Warrenden
Station, and waylaid the first porter. He
had a kind. face, but it became clouded
with perplexity when they talked of
Dulchester,

Then he explained.

The last train to Dulchester had gone
ten minutes ago; the next would be
at seven thirty-nine in the morning.

‘*My hat!” said the Kid bitterly. * And
you call this a railway? Why—
my giddy aunt! Let me go somewhere
and weep for my country! Come on,
Kangy !

Hopeiessly, helplessly, they left the
station. It was beginuing to rain, and
was ﬁ_fcwir\g dark. .

“We're in the sou

Kangaroo!” said
Dickie Dexter. *‘Right up to the neck
init! Wouldn’t Jolly Roger smile now!
We've had our giddy gambol, and now
we're lost, stolen, and strayed—twenty
miles from Katie's!”

“Look out!" said Curtis suddenly, and
dragged him to one side.

A car came dashing up the incline to
the railway-station, and nearly ran into

. ‘.

Someone jumped out, and was coming
towards them, .

“Ah, Curtis! Dexter! My little
lambs have gone badly astray, I foar!”

It was Jolly Roger—again !

CHAPTER 4, .
Back to the Fold !

YOU very often find that what

appears to be the most amazing
series of coincidences is nothing
at all of the sort, but just the
most natural thing in the world. :

Mr. Roger Blunt had been invited to
attend e ceremony at Warrenden,
Both he and Mr. Bird, as well as other
distinguished guests from Dulchester,
were also invited to go by car or by aero-
plane. At the opening of a scientific
mstitute a few aeroplanes added the

ight touch. -

Ir. Bird motored .with one of the
governors of the school. Mr. Roger
Blunt promptly accepted the invitation
toe go by ’'plane, and he and another
visitor were motored up to the aero-
drome from Dulchester.

There was a brief stoppage just mear
the aerodrome, and Mr. Blunt and his
friend d ded for a few s and
walked together a little way.

that short time Roger saw Curtis
and Dexter twice, He was surprised,
but didn’t shew it. Later on he would
ask_questions. i

He was more surprised during the
course of the afternpon., Wherever he
went he seemed to see Curtis and Dexter
suddenly chasing away from him. The
g{mwsl surprise of all waa just before

r. Bird joined him and otﬂsru at the
last seroplane .to make the trip back to
Dulchester. -

Onee again. Mr. Blunt had a vision of
the two yonths doubling wildly across the
field and clambering the fence, - Tt began
to get on his nerves, and he decided to
inquire of the airman,

Frank Ross was also puzeled by the
picture of Curtis and Dexter racing
away madly, With Mr. Blunt's aid he

ranlped the whole mystery, and Roger

id likewise. 3?

They discussed it, and fixed the matter
in a few minutes. Roger was to get &
taxi and chase the, two. Ross would take
his aeroplane back, and then turn out in
his car and come to Warrenden to pick
them all up.

Quarter of an hour later Roger was in
a -taxicab -dashing up to Warrenden
Station. The car nearly ran into two
boys wandering idly in the middle of the
road, and Roger's eagle eye recognised
them instantly. .

He jumped out quickly and called to
them. In a few moments they were
standing sheepishly before him, Both
of them felt that they couldn't fﬁ!\l
against this sort of thing. They couldn’t
even get lost but Roger turned up!

“1 expect you are thirsty, Curlis®
Roger said joyously. “We will dismiss
the man with the taxi and then discover
a place where we can drink tea or cocos,
as your taste desires. You have had a
very pleasant little gambol this after-
noon, I gather?”

Roger led them to the Station Hotel,
where, in the little lounge, tea and sand-
wiches were brought to them, Once
again Dickie Dexter began to revive.

Someone else came into the lounge
presently, a tall man, in a heavy motoring
coat, and he waved his hand cheerfully
to th three. And it wasn't Roger who
felt the shock of this coincidence, but his
two lambs !

For Frank Ross had broken the apeed
limit in order to gel to the Warrenden
Railway Hotel!

“8Bo yau've got them all right, Mr.
Blunt 7" he asked, and turned to Curtis.
“You young scoundrel! I gucss youwant
someone to keep an eye on you, young
Curtis! I'm ‘Ll:d I'm not your Form-
mastor ! Ha, 1

Ho laughed, and Roger laughed, and
both of them seemed to think it was
quite & good joke, which cheered the
other two up considerably.

Outside, & big .car was waiting, and
Dexter and Curtis were told to get in at
the back and cover themselves up with
rugs. Jolly Roger took the coat Ross
handed him, and climbed up by the
young airman’s side.

It was actually quite & thrilling finish
to a big day. Rosm evidently thought the
car would fly if he got 1t going fast
enough, and it was really a lot more
g::iting than the aseroplane trip had

n. ¥

Arrived at the school, Jolly Roger, as
usual, had the last word.

“Your friend Ross has oxplained to
me his part in your day’s outing, Curtis,
and in the circumstances I shall ard
our meeting to-day as quite unofficial. I
hope, however, you will have learnt
certain lessons. And, by the way,
Caurtls, whencver you wish to visit friends
you will in future ask permission from
your Form-master. That is all!”

-~ And that was really the end of the

iddy gambol of Roger's two pet lambs,
fzngii.h and Australian. Jolly Roger
never referred to it on the following dﬁy
He'd forgotten it-so much that he seemed
positively pained they  hadn't learned
their p properly, and- said that——
But that's another atory, which haa

really nothing at all to do with aeroplanes .. .. .

and motorcars. Roger had forgotten
those, but he mever, never forgot work!

THE END.
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If you ve only
got threepence~

WRIGLEYS

is the biggest & best rhreepenr\orth
~""in the shop! |

4 “ Just the very ticket. - Only three ‘Brownies' left. Here goes for
a 3d.” Packet of WRIGLEY'S, which will, keep me going till Pocket-
Money Pay-Day on Saturday. ‘

“ Gee! IguessI'm g!ad 1 saw WRIGLEY'S in the Old Tuck-shop!

“And I'm'in training, too, and the 0l1d Drill Sergeant says it's just
the' stuff to train on—keeps your wind right, doesn’t upset the tummy,
makes you eat like a horse and so builds up muscle. .

“Tll have some more of that

WRIGLEY'S JUICY 'FRUIT

—it’s simply gxeatujust like digging your tceth into jolly ripe- fruit”
ALL GOOD TUCK-SHOPS SELL WRIGLEY’S
Wrigley’s _I_td., 235, Westmmste.r Bridge Rd , Londo_n, S.E. 1.




TALBOT'S FIND!
‘ (Co'mlm.:a_ﬂ' from page 13.)

LR i

moment later they were struggling with
the stones. .- B iy s

As if he had already guessed something
of the truth,” Petective-Sergeant Day
came hurrying across. and with his help
the heavy siab was rolled back.

“Huwwah! Good old Talbot! Bai
Jove, how -~weally wippin'!” shouted
1" Arey, nearly falling headlong down the
steps in his excitement and delight.

As the juntors crowded down the stone
‘taircase, Reginald Talbot, who was lying
bound hand and foot on the stone flags,
grinned up at them feebly.

“Well, my hat, I thought you fellows
were mever coming ! Le said ruefully,
(lut these blessed cords loose, Tommy :
Those brutes—-"

Talbot paused as the police-officer
came dlm\'u the steps and peered at him
o ¥

“T suppose you are Reginald Talbot?”
he said grimly. wom
“malbot waited until Tom Mervy had
ettt his bonds, and then he rose stifiiy
to his feet, Y
“Yes," he sail. with a faint grin, “I
suppose Yon've colne to arrest me—"
"The detective smiled grimly.
$4] certainly did come here with that
hope,” he said. * But I hardly think that

THE GEM LIBRARY.

will be necessary now. But if vou will
tell me what all this business means 1
shall be obliged.”

Nothing loth, Talbot began to relate
the full stors from the beginning, and
when he had finished. the last vestige of
suspicion and doubt disappeared from the
detective's face, and he nodded.

Detective-Sergeant Day led the way up
the steps. )

As vet, Talbot did not know ‘of the
capture of the fwo men, and when he
emerged into the open, and saw the in-
spector and constable mounting guard
over the handcuffed ruffians, he nearly
fell down with surprise.

“Good egg " he said, in delight. “I'm
jolly thankful those brutes are collared.
They were going to starve me, and—",

“You must have had o jolly rough
time, old fellow ! exclaimed Tom Merry.
“You look— What's the excitement

about ™
Tom Merry broke off as Inspector
Skeat called eagerly to Detective-

Sergeant Day, and as the juniors hurried
after the detective and joined the group
they saw the reason.

Whilst searching the two men for
weapons, the constable had discovered a
pearl necklace hidden in a secret pocket,
‘and a further caveful search brought to
light what afterwards proved to be the
\\‘ioie of the stolen jeyellery. 3

“@plendid !I” excloimed Detective-Ser-
geant Day, ““And now, the sooner we
get these beauties to a safe place the
better. And I advise you lads to take

£ G el g AR
vour friend home and give him a g
dipner.  He looks as if he needs it."”

Five minutes later the seven happy and
excited juniors helped the police’ to-eseort -
their prisoners to the waiting . police-car.
in Rylecombe Lane. nd then, with
Reginald Talbot in their midst, they
made a triumphant return to St m's.

. . . .

The IHead's astonishment can be
imagined when, that afternoon, his pugust
study was invaded by seven di gtégd
and excited juniors, bearing in - theie
midst the missing Talbot. . But his amaze-
ment and delight knew .no bounds when
the full story was told, and he Jéarned
that the jewel thieves tiad ‘been ‘caught,
and that the dark cloud of suspicion Iny
no longer over Reginald Talbot’s head.

Though the Head made strict inquiries,
he mever discovered who had ’phoued
the message in his name to the Wayland.
police_regarding Talbot’s whereabouls.
But Tom Merry & Co. did—as Messes.
Racke & Co. found out to their sorrow.

Talbot’s bike was never found. Bul
the Shell fellow did ot mourn ifs loss for
Jong. - A few days later a ripping mnew
Sunbeam arrived at $t. Jim's for him,
with “Lady Winnington’s compliments

and thanks! s
. THE EKD.
(Another grand story of Tom Merry
i week,_entitled : ¢ THE
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